make Ie&mmg Engﬁdl
really thrilling.

FAIRY TALES

|"I'lﬁ{ﬂ AN
il
I+ b !

CKAZKM

CEomeirer Y i e

Ockap Yaiuina

'r;"

{ieq»
i .*-m. g

W 1.-".

IIPE C@' -

|
| ‘ m
5 " 3 4
|

AHPHC




Advanced

QAHrnnﬁcmﬁ Kny©

Ockap Yauin)
CKA3KH

Knuza ona ymenusa Ha aH2aAulicKOM A3bIKE
6 Crapuiux Kaaccax cpesHux WKoa, 2umMHasui,
auuyees, na II—III Kypcax HeA3bIKOGbIX 6Y306

Adanmayus mexcma, ynpancHenusa, c1064ps
- JI. B. Xoaxoegoli

Domammarr vimnne

MOCKBA

éﬁ AHPHC [PECC

2008



YK 811.111(075)
BBK 81.2Anrn-93
¥13

Cepusi «Aneautickut Kay6» BKIIOYAET KHMIM M Y4€OHbIE
1ocoOus, paCCUMTAHHBIE HA MATH ITANOB M3Y4CHMS aHT-
muiickoro a3bika: Elementary (st HauMHaowmx), Pre-
Intermediate (wisi NMPONO/KAIONIMX IIEPBOIO YPOBHSA),
Intermediate (I1s MpoaOXKAOUIAX BTOPOrO YPOBHS),
Upper Intermediate (a8 npoaoTKalOIHX TPETHErO
ypoBHs1) U Advanced (11 COBEPLIEHCTBYIOLIMXCS).

Cepuiitnoe oopmieHue A. M. fpazoeozo

Yaiina, O.

Y13 Ckasku |= Fairy Tales] / Ockap Yaiinen; amanrauus Tek-
cra, ynpaxHeHus, ciopapb JI. B. Xonxoesoil. — M.: Aipuc-
npecc, 2008. — 192 c.: wi. — (AHrmMiAcKUi Ki1yd). — (Jomaiu-
HEE YTCHUE).

ISBN 978-5-8112-3093-8

COOpHHK COOEPAKMT 9 CKA30K IHAMEHHMTOIrO AHIIMHCKOINO MHCATENs
XIX B., XOpol1l10 H3BECTHOIO POCCHMHCKOMY YHTaTEO 1o poMany «[loprper
HNopuana pes», nmeecaMm «HMaeanbHbiit Myx», «Beep mend Yunaepmup»
ap. TekcTbl CKA30K CIEeTKa alallTHPOBAHK W COKPAILEHE H COMPOBOXIAKT-
¢ KOMMEHTAPHEM U YTIPAXKHEHHAMM; B KOHLIE KHUTH NMPHBOIMTCS CIIOBAPb.

COOpHHK NPeAHA3HAYECH JUTH YUAIITHXCA CTAPIUMX KIACCOB CPEMHHX KO,
rMMHA3HH, auuees, cryaeHToB [I—I1I KypcoB HEA3BIKOBBIX BY30B, 4 TAKKE
IHPOKOTO Kpyra JHL, M3y4aloulMX aHTITHICKHH SA3BIK CAMOCTOSITENBHO.
M3naHue conpoBOXIACTCA ayAHO3AMHUCHIO.

BBK 81.2Anrn-93
¥Y]K 811.111(075)

© 000 «WU3matenscTBO

ISBN 978-5-8112-3093-8 «AUPUC-npecc», 2002

Oscar Wilde
(1854—1900)

Though Oscar Wilde is known today primarily as a playwright
and as the author of The Picture of Dorian Gray (1891) — his only
novel — he also wrote poetry, fairy tales, essays and criticism, all of
which express his aesthetic approach to life and art. Indeed, he was
the most popular spokesman in the late XIXt% century advocating
the doctrine of aestheticism, which insisted that art should be primarily
concerned with “art for art’s sake,” not with .
politics, religion, science, bourgeois morality.

Oscar Wilde (Fingal O’Flahertie Wills) was
born in Dublin on October 16, 1854 to parents
who were prominent in Ireland’s social life. His
father (William Ralph Wills) was a leading ear
and eye surgeon who had founded a hospital a
year before Wilde’s birth and who had received
the appointment of Surgeon Oculist in Ordinary
to the Queen, and honorary position especially
created for him in recognition of his international reputation. Wilde’s
mother (Francesca Elgee Wilde), nine years younger than her husband,
was known in literary and political circles as “Speranza”, a name she
adopted in the 1840s to give hope to Irish nationalists and activists in
the woman’s rights movement.

Wilde received an education appropriate to his station in life.
When he was ten, he was sent to Portora Royal School (founded by
King Charles II) in Enniskillen, Ulster. In October 1971, he
entered Trinity College in Dublin, where he distinguished himself
by winning various prizes and medals, particularly for his learning in
the classics. In June 1874, he won a scholarship, the classical
Demyship, to Magdalen College, Oxford University, after completing
his third year at Trinity College. At Oxford, Wilde developed the

“manner of poseur and was widely recognised by his fellow students as

a brilliant talker.

On May 29, 1884 he married Constance Lloyd. She came
from a respectable legal family in Ireland. They had two children —
Cyril and Vyvyan. Probably, his happy family life inspired him to
write stories for children. The Happy Prince and Other Tales was
published in 1888, A House of Pomegranates — in 1891—1892.
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In October 1900, following his trip to Rome, Wilde was ill
with an ear infection that developed into encephalitis. On October 10,
he underwent an operation. Thus, he died on 10 November at the
age of forty-six. His tomb, sculpted by Sir Jacob Epstein, is in Pére-
Lachaise Cemetery, Paris.

THE HAPPY PRINCE

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the
Happy Prince. He was covered with thin leaves of fine gold!, for
eves he had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby shone brightly
on his sword-hilt.

He was very much admired indeed. “He is as beautiful as a
weathercock,” said one of the Town Councillors, who wished to gain
a reputation for having artistic tastes. “Only not quite so useful,” he
added because he was afraid that people may think him unpractical,
which he really was not.

“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sensible
mother of her little boy who was crying for the moon. “The Happy
Prince never dreams of crying for anything.”

“I am glad there is someone in the world who is quite happy,”
said a disappointed man as he looked at the wonderful statue.
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“He looks just like an angel,” said the Charity Children? as
they came out of the cathedral.

“How do you know?” said the Mathematical Master. “You
have never seen one.”

“Ah! But we have, in our dreams,” answered the children; and
the Mathematical Master frowned and looked at them angrily, because
he did not approve of children dreaming.

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends
went away to Egypt six weeks before. But he stayed behind, because
he was in love with the most beautiful Reed. He saw her early in the
spring as he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth. He
was so attracted by her slender waist that he stopped to talk to her.

“Shall I love you?” asked the Swallow, who liked to come to
the point at once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew
round and round her, touching the water with his wings. This was
his courtship, and it lasted all through the summer.

“It is a ridiculous attachment,” twittered the other Swallows,
“she has no money and far too many relations;” and, indeed, the
river was quite full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came, they
all flew away. - |

After they had gone, the Swallow felt lonely and began to
think of his lady-love. “She has no conversation,” he said, “and I
am afraid that she is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the
wind.” And certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the
most graceful curtseys. “I admit that she is domestic,” he continued,
“but | love travelling, and my wife should also love travelling.”

“Will you come away with me?” he said finally to her, but the
Reed shook her head, she was so attached to her home.

“You have been trifling with me,” he cried. “I am off to the
Pyramids.? Good-bye!” and he flew away.

All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city.
“Where shall I stay?” he thought. “I hope the town has made
preparations.”

Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

“I will stay there,” he cried, “it is a fine position, with plenty
of fresh air.” So he settled just between the feet of the Happy Prince.

“] have a golden bedroom,” he said softly to himself as he
looked round, and he prepared to go to sleep. But just as he was
putting his head under his wing, a large drop of water fell on him.
“What a curious thing!” he cried. “There is not a single cloud in the
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sky, the stars are quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The
climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used to
like the rain, but there was only her selfishness.” |

Then another drop fell.

“What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?” he
said. “I must look for a good chimney-cap,” and he decided to fly
away.

But before he had spread his wings, a third drop fell, he
looked up, and saw — Ah! What did he see?

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and the
tears were running down his golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful
in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

“Who are you?” he said.

“l am the Happy Prince.”

“Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swallow. “You have
made me thoroughly wet.”

“When | was alive and had a human heart,” answered the
statue, “l did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace
of Sans-Souci,* where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime
I played with my companions in the garden, and in the evening I
led the dance in the Great Hall. Round the garden ran a very high
wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it. Everything about
me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the Happy Prince, and
happy, indeed, I was, if pleasure be happiness.5 So I lived, and so
I died. And now that | am dead, they have put me up here so high
that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city. Though
my heart is made of lead yet 1 cannot choose but weep.”

“What! Is he not solid gold?”7 said the Swallow to himself. He
was too polite to make any personal remarks out loud.

“Far away,” continued the statue in a low musical voice, “ far
away In a little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is
open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face
is thin and worn. She has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the
needle, for she is a seamstress. She is embroidering passionflowers on
a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-of-honour to wear
at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the room her little
boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for oranges. His mother
has nothing to give him but river water, so he is crying. Swallow,
Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring her the ruby out of my
sword-hilt? My feet are fixed to this pedestal and [ cannot move.”
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“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends are
flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers.
Soon they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King
is there himself in his painted coffin.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “can’t
you stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so
thirsty, and the mother is so sad.”

“I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swallow. “Last
summer, when I was staying on the river, there were two rude boys,
the miller’s sons, who were always throwing stones at me. They

never hit me, of course; we, swallows, fly far too well for that, but

still it was a mark of disrespect.”

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was
sorry. “It is very cold here,” he said, “but I will stay with you for
one night, and be your messenger.”

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince.

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince’s
sword, and flew away with it over the roofs of the town.

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble
angels were sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the sound
of dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her lover.
“How wonderful the stars are,” he said to her, “and how wonderful
1s the power of love!”

“I hope my dress will be ready in time for the Court-ball,” she
answered. “I have ordered passionflowers to be embroidered on it;
but the seamstresses are so lazy.”

The Swallow passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging
on the masts of the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old
Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing out money in copper
scales. At last he reached the poor house and looked in. The boy was
lying ill in bed. The mother was sleeping, she was so tired. The
Swallow laid the great ruby on the table. Then he flew gently round
the bed, fanning the boy’s forehead with his wings. “How cool 1
feel!” said the boy. “I must be getting better,” and he fell asleep.

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told
nim what he had done. “It is curious,” he said, “but I feel quite
warm now, although it is so cold.”

“This is because you have done a good action,” said the Prince.
And the little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep.
Thinking always made him s]eepy
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When day broke, he flew down to the river and had a bath.
“What a remarkable phenomenon!” said the Professor of Ornithology,
as he was passing over the bridge. “A swallow in winter!” And he
wrote a long letter about it to the local newspaper. Every one
quoted it, it was full of so many words that they could not understand.

“Tonight I go to Egypt,” said the Swallow, and he was in a
good mood at the prospect. He visited all the public monuments,
and sat a long time on the top of the church. Wherever he went,
the Sparrows said to each other, “What a distinguished stranger!”
So he enjoyed himself very much.

When the moon rose, he flew back to the Happy Pnnce
“Have you any messages for Egypt?” he cried. “1 am just starting.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “can’t
you stay with me one night longer?”

“] am waited for in Egypt,” answered the Swallow. “Temorrow
my friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse sits
there among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the
God Memnon.? All night long he watches the stars, and when the
morning star shines, he utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent.
At noon the vellow lions come down to the water’s edge to drink.
They have eyes like green beryls, and their roar is louder than the
roar of the cataract.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “far away
across the city I see a young man in a small room. He is leaning over
a desk covered with papers, and by his side there is a bunch of
violets. His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are as red as a
pomegranate, and he has large dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a
play for the Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to write any
more. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him weak.”

“I will wait with you one night longer,” agreed the Swallow,
who really had a good heart. “Shall I take him another ruby?”

“Alas! 1 have no ruby now,” sighed the Prince, “my eyes are
all that I have left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were
brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them
and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller and buy firewood,
and finish his play.”

“Dear Prince,” said the Swallow, “I cannot do that,” and he
began to weep.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,
I command you.”

%
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So the Swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away to
the Student’s small room. It was easy enough to get in, as there was
a hole in the roof. Through this he quickly flew, and came into the
room. The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did
not hear the flutter of the bird’s wings. When he looked up, he
found the beautiful sapphire lying on the faded violets.

“I am beginning to be appreciated,” he cried, “this is: from
some great admirer. Now | can finish my play,” and he looked quite
happy.

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat
and watched the sailors hauling big boxes out of the hold with ropes.
“Heave a-hoy!”® they shouted as each box came up. “I am going to
Egypt!” cried the Swallow, but nobody paid much attention. When
the moon rose, he flew back to the Happy Prince.

“I have come to say good-bye to you,” he cried.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” pleaded the Prince, “can’t
you stay with me one night longer?”

“It is winter,” answered the Swallow, “and the chill snow will
soon be here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and
the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My
companions are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec,!” and the
pink and white doves are watching them, and cooing to each other.
Dear Prince, | must leave you, but I will never forget you. Next
spring I will bring you back two beautiful jewels to replace those you
have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the
sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.” -

“In the square below,” said the Happy Prince, “there stands a
little girl who sells matches. She has let her matches fall in the
gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will beat her, if she does
not bring home some money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or
stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and
her father will not beat her.”

“I will stay with you one night longer,” whispered the Swallow,
“but I cannot pluck out your eye. You would be completely blind then.”

“Swallow, - Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as
I command you.”

So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye, and flew with it.
He found the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into her hand.

“What a lovely bit of glass!” cried the little girl, and she ran home,
laughing.
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Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. “You are blind
now,” he said, “so I will stay with you always.”

“No, little Swallow,” answered the Poor Prince, “ you must
go away to Egypt.”

“I will stay with you always,” said the Swallow, and he slept
at the Prince’s feet.

All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told him
stories of what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red
ibises who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch
goldfish; of the Sphinx who is as old as the world itself, and lives in
the desert, and knows everything; of the merchants who walk slowly
by the side of their camels and carry amber beads in their hands; of
the King of the Mountains of the Moon who is as black as ebqny,
and worships a large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a
palm-tree, and has twenty priests to feed it with honey cakes; and of
the pigmies who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are
always at war with the butterflies.

“Dear little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me of
marvellous things, but the most marvellous thing of all is the suffering
of men and women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly
over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see there.”

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich
making merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were
sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white
faces of starving children looking out at the black streets. Under a
bridge two little boys were lying in one another’s arms to try and
keep themselves warm. “How hungry we are!” they said. “You
must not lie here,” shouted the watchman, and they went out into
the rain.

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.

“] am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “ you must
take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to the poor; people always think
that gold can make them happy.!1”

So the Swallow took off leaf after leaf of the fine gold, till the
Happy Prince looked quite dull and grey. He brought leaf after leaf
of the fine gold to the poor, and the children’s faces grew rosier, and
they laughed and played games in the street. “We have bread now!”
they cried.

Then the snow came, and after the snow was the frost. The
streets looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and
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'glistening; everybody walked about in furs, and the little boys wore
scarlet caps and skated on the ice.

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would
not leave the Prince, he loved him too much. He picked up crumbs
outside the baker’s door, when the baker was not looking, and tried
to keep himself warm by flapping his wings.

But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just
enough strength to fly up to the Prince’s shoulder once more.
“Good-bye, dear Prince!” he said. “Will you let me kiss your hand?”

“I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow,”
said the Prince. “You have stayed too long here; but you must kiss
me on the lips, for I love you.”

“It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the Swallow. “I am
going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he
not?” -

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips and fell down dead
at his feet.

At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue as if
something had broken. The fact was that the leaden heart had broken
in two.!2 It certainly was a dreadfully hard frost.

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square
below with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column, he
looked up at the statue: “Dear me! How shabby the Happy Prince
looks!” he said.

“How shabby, indeed!” cried the Town Councillors who always
agreed with the Mayor, and they went up to look at it.

“The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and
he is golden no longer,” said the Mayor, “in fact, he is little better
than a beggar!”

“Little better than a beggar,” echoed the Town Councillors.

“And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!” continued the
Mayor. “We must issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed
to die here.” And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion.

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince.

“As he is no longer beautiful, he is no longer useful,” said the
Art Professor at the University.

Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor
held a meeting of the Corporation to decide what was to be done
with the metal. “We must have another statue, of course,” he said,
“and it shall be a statue of myself.”
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“Of myself,” repeated each of the Town Councillors, and they
quarrelled. When I last heard of them, they were still quarrelling.

“What a strange thing!” said the supervisor of the workmen.
“This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw
it away.” So they threw it in a pile of dust where the dead Swallow
was also lying.

“Bring me the two most precious things in the city,” said God
to one of His Angels, and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart
and the dead bird.

“You have rightly chosen,” said God, “for in my garden of
Paradise this little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of
gold the Happy Prince shall praise me.”

Commentary

I fine gold — 30710TO BHICOKOH MpPOOGEHI

2 Charity Children — nipMioTcKkue netv; MX oOy4aau B IIKOAE s
OenHbIX AETEH, KOTOpAs cofepXanack Ha OJaroTBOPUTENbHEIE Cpel-
CTBa

3 [ am off to the Pyramids. — S neuy x nmupamugaM. (MmewoTcs B
BUAYy mupamMunel B Erumnre.)

4 the Palace of Sans-Souci (sans souci (¢hp.) — 6e33a60THbI) — CaH-
Cycu, nsopeu B cTuie 0apokko, mocTpoeHHb B IloTcomame B
1747 rony npycckum Koponem PpHIPHMXOM, KOTOPOTO Ha3bIBaJM
dunocodpom u3 Can-Cycu

3 and happy, indeed, I was, if pleasure be happiness — u s NeHCTBU-
TENbHO OBUT CYACT/IMB, €CAH TOJIBKO B HACAAXKIEHMAX CYACTHE

5 [ cannot choose but weep — 30. 1 He MOTY YIOEPXAaThCsl OT ClIed

T What! Is he not solid gold? — A, Tak OH He BECh 3010TOI?

8 Memnon — MeMHOH, COTNIaCHO IpEBHErpedeckoit MHUMOIOrUHM,
uape Jpuonuu B TposHCKOI BOiHE, cpaXaics IMPOTHB I'PEKOB M
Obim youtr AxunnecoMm. Ero mare Joc, GorMHsS yTpeHHeH 3apw,
BeIMONIMIA ¥ 3eBca OeccMmepTre mig MemHoHa, MMeHeM MemHOHa
IPeKH HasBaiu craryio Erunerckoro ¢apaoHa AmenHxorena III B
®uBax; Ipy BOCXOIE CONMHIIA OHA W3[aBaja XaJoGHBIN 3BYK, HAIO-
MUHAIOLIMHA 4€JI0BEYECKUIA rON0C; CYUTATOCH, YTO TaK MeMHOH TIpU-
BETCTBYET JOC.

° Heave a-hoy! (mop.) — Basu!
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10 the Temple of Baalbec — xpam B Baainbeke. Baannbek — u3Bec-
THBIA B APEBHOCTH ropoj B JluBaHe, KoTopwlii npuobpen ocoboe
3HAaYEHME BO BPEMEHA PUMCKOIO BIANLIYECTBA; B HEM COXPAHHIIMCH
OCTATKHM 3aMeYyaTeiabHbIX COOPYXEHWH, cpeqy HHUX pa3sBaIMHBI OI-
poMHoro xpama lOnurepa.

11 people always think that gold can make them happy — 30. monu
BCErda AYMAloT, YTO 30JI0TO MOXET CHeNaTh UX CYaCTIIMBBIMU

12 The fact was that the leaden heart had broken in two. — Jleno GbLIIO
B TOM, YTO OJIOBSHHOE CEPALIE PACKOI0A0CH. |

Exercises

EQ  Reading Comprehension

1 Re-arrange the sentences from the tale in the right order.
1 The statue of tha Happy Prince was much admired in the
city.
__ This time the Happy Pnnce wanted to help the poor
young poet.

_ The Swallow promised the Happy Prince to return in spring
and bring back from Egypt two beautiful jewels to replace
those the Prince had given away.

___ But the Happy Prince asked the Swallow to stay one mght
longer.

__ The Swallow agreed to stay and be his messenger.

___All the day the Swallow flew, and at night he arrived at
the city and decided to settle between the feet of the
Happy Prince.

___ When they saw the dead bird at the feet of the statue they

issued a proclamation that birds were not allowed to die there.

But at last he knew he was going to die.

___ The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he
would not leave the Prince.

___ They melted the statue in a furnace.

___ He kissed the Happy Prince on the lips and fell down dead
at his feet.
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When the Mayor and the Town Councillors saw the shabby-
looking statue of the Prince, they decided to pull it down.
The leaden heart would not melt in the furnace; so they
threw it in the dust.

The Happy Prince asked the Swallow to stay one night
longer and be his messenger.

The Happy Prince asked the Swallow to pick out the great
ruby from his sword and pass it to the boy and his mother.
The Happy Prince asked the Swallow to stay with him one
night longer and the Swallow agreed again.

The Happy Prince asked him to pluck out one of his eyes
which were made of rare sapphires.

He asked him to pluck out his other eye and bring it to the
girl who sold matches.

The little Swallow agreed again and flew with it to the
girl.

The little Swallow stayed behind his friends.

Answer the following questions.

1)
2)
3)
4)
3)

6)
7)

8)

9)

What remarks did the people make about the statue of the
Happy Prince?

Why did the Swallow stay behind while his friends flew
away to Egypt?

Where did the Swallow decide to stay for the night and
what did he think about the place?

What kind of story did the Happy Prince tell the Swallow
about himself?

Who gave the statue the name of the Happy Prince and
why?

Why was the Happy Prince weeping?

Why did the Happy Prince ask the Swallow to be his
messenger?

Whom did the Happy Prince want to give away his ruby
and why?

Whom did the Happy Prince have to give away his sapphires?

10) Why didn’t the Swallow hurry to leave the Happy Prince?
11) What did the Swallow see in strange lands?
12) What did the Swallow see when he flew over the great

city?
15



13) Why did the Mayor and the Town Councillors decide to
pull down the statue?

14) What did the Angel choose as the most precious things in
the city and why?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the tale the English for:

IIpEKpacHBIN Kak (QIIrep-neryx; Mpoc/ibiTh 338 TOHKOIO Lie-
HUTENA UCKYCCTB; TpeOOBAaTh HEBO3MOXHOTO; YBIECYbCH YEM-
00, KeM-TH00; HU3KO TMOKJIOHUTHCH; YXaXKUBAHUE, CTPaH-
Has IIPUBA3AHHOCTh,; BO3MIO6IEHHAs; IPUTOTOBUTHCS K YEMY-
Jubo; YKucTOE 30JI0TO; NejaTh 3aMeYaHHUE, NMPOABACHHUE
HEMIOYTUTENbHOCTH; alblii KaK IpaHaT; CTapblif KakK MUp;
YEPHBIH KaK YEpPHOE NEePEeBO; CpaXaThCs ¢ KEM-TMO0; U3aTh
[TOCTAHOBJIEHHUE; COrpeBaThCA YeM-1M00; 3aHECTH MIpeIIOXE-
HHE B KHHUIY

Complete the chart of the nationality words in the following order:
country — adjective — person — nation.

Russia Russian a Russian the Russians

Egypt

England

Ireland

Wales

Scotland

France

Greece

Spain
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Complete the words in each sentence by adding the correct prefix
meaning “not”: un-, in-, il-, im-, ir-.

1) It is most ___ fortunate that I was not informed about it
earlier.

2) We’ve been very ___ lucky with that car — it’s always
breaking down.

3) He may come, but it’s very ___likely.

4) It’s ___legal to park your car here.

5) Using other people for your own profit is ____moral.

6) It was rather ___polite of you not to write and thank the
hosts. .

7) You are asking me to do the ___ possible.

8) It was a detail which seemed ___ significant at the time
but later proved to be crucial.

9) India became ___ dependent of Britain in 1947.

10) She dislikes working such ___ regular hours.

Write in the plural form of the nouns in brackets.

1) They have got five . (child)

2) When he fell over, he broke two of his
(tooth)

3) We need some more . (knife)

4) The cat is hunting for two at once.
(mouse)

3) You should have written about it for our
staff. (memorandum)

6) What are the main in nature? (phenome-
non)

7) We caught three little there. (fish)

8) These are too small for me. They hurt
my . (shoe; foot)

9) Do you know these over there? (person)

10) are thought of as rather silly animals.

- (Sheep)

11) The gown was embroidered for the loveliest of the Queen’s
. (maid-of-honour)
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Identify the kind of phrase. Write “C” if the italicised phrase is a
comparative, “S” if the phrase is a superlative, and “E” if the phrase
is an expression of equality or inequality.

1) The Swallow was in love with the most beautiful Reed.

2) He is as beautiful as a weathercock.

3) The Reed made the most graceful curtseys.

4) The satin gown is for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-of-
honour to wear.

5) The sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.

6) The ruby shall be redder than a rose.

7) The children’s faces grew rosier.

8) He told him of the Sphinx who is as old as the world itself.

9) He told him of the King of the Mountains of the Moon
who is as black as ebony. '

10) There is no Mystery so great as Misery.

1) The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder.

12) In fact he is little better than a beggar.

13) Bring me the the two most precious things in the city.

Fill in the blanks with correct prepositions.

1) The Mathematical Master didn’t approve children
dreaming.

2) All the day the Swallow flew, and night he arrived

the city.

3) As he was putting his head his wing, a large drop
of water fell him.

4) The little Swallow was filled pity.

5) Egypt the sun is warm, and the crocodiles lie

the mud and look lazily. .

6) All the day he sat the Prince’s shoulder, and told
him stories what he had seen strange
lands.

7) He kissed the Happy Prince the lips and fell down
dead his feet.

8) Early next morning the Mayor was walking the
square below Town Councillors.
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9) The Town Clerk made a note the suggestion.
10) They melted the statue a furn:-:ice, and the Mayor
held a meeting the Cﬂrpnraufzm.

Find these words and phrases in the text, and notice the way in which
they are used. In each case circle a), b) or ¢) to show which one you
think is the best equivalent of the italicised word.

1) “the flutter of the bird’s wings”
a) agitation
b) tremble
c) motion

2) “hauling big boxes out”
a) dragging out
b) carrying on
c) pulling out

3)  “pluck out my other eye”
a) take off
b) pull out
c) gather

4) “starving children”
a) hungry and thirsty
b) sick
¢) dying of hunger

5) “issue a proclamation”
a) write a regulation
b) produce an official statement
c) give a public order

6) “pulled down the statue”
a) remove
b) destroy
¢) ruin

7) “have been frifling with me”
a) have been neglecting
b) have been joking
¢) have been playing the fool

19



8) “cooing to each other” 3) Who do you feel most sorry for at the end of the tale: the
a) taking care Happy Prince or the Swallow? Why?
b) making soft lovely noises 4) Discuss the moral of the tale,
¢) consoling

Translate the following sentences into English.

1) Toponckoit CoBeTHHMK XaXmald NMPOCJbITh 3a TOHKOTO
HEHWUTENS MCKYCCTB.

2) [Ilponerass Hax ropoackumu Tpyiobamu, JlacTouka VBU-
lieJia CTapbiX €BpeeB, KOTOPHIE 3aKIIOYATH MeXay coboi
COeJKH M B3BEIIMBA/IM MOHETHI HA MEIHBIX Becax.

3) Ilpodeccop opHUTONOrMH HamevaTan 06 YBUAEHHOM IIPo-
CTpaHHOE MUCBMO B MECTHOM rasere.

4) Jlactoyka npobpanack B KAaMOPKY M IOJIOXWIa py6GHUH Ha
CTOM PSAIOM C HAaIlEpPCTKOM IIIBEH.

5) JlacTouyka moceTwna BCe MaMSITHUKK M IOJATO CHAENA Ha
LINKWIE COOOPHOHN KOJIOKOJbHH.

6) [I'nasa CyactiuBoro IlpuHua GBUTH cenaHbl K3 PEIKOCT-
HBIX can@upoB, NMpUBe3eHHBIX 13 MHIUM Thica4y €T Ha-
3a.

7) Jlactouka noobGeuiana [IpuHIy BepHYTbHCSI BECHOM U IIPH-
HecTH M3 ErunTa nBa AparolieHHbIX KaMHS BMECTO TeX,
KOTOpPbIE OH OTIAI.

8) Leaniii neds JlacTouka cunena y HEro Ha Ilede ¥ paccka-
3blBajia O TOM, YTO BHIEJAa B JANEKHX CTpaHaXx.

9) bennas Jlactouka Mep3na Bce CHIbHEE M CIIBHEE, HO HE
xorena nokuaarte IlpHHIA, Tak Kak o4YyeHb JIOOWIA €ro.

10) TI'oponckoit CoseT peurnin u3gath yKa3, 3alpellarolidii
NTHLAM YMHpaTbhb Ha 3TOM MECTe.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1) Prove that the Happy Prince was compassionate and -
understood the needs of the poor.

2) Find some facts in the tale to show that the Swallow loved
the Happy Prince.
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THE NIGHTINGALE AND THE ROSE

“She said that she would dance with me, if | brought her red
roses,” cried the young Student, “but in all my garden there is no red
rose.”

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!” the young man
cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with tears. “Ah, on what little
thing does my happiness depend! I have read all the books the wise
men have written, and all the secrets of philosophy are mine, but I
feel unhappy because I cannot find a red rose for my love.”

“Here is a true lover at last,” thought the Nightingale. “Night
after night I sang of him, though I knew him not; night after night
[ told his story to the stars, and now I see him. His hair is dark as
the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire;
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but passion has made his face like pale ivory, and sorrow has set her
seal upon his brow.”

“The Prince gives a ball tomorrow night,” said the young
Student, “and my love will be there. If I bring her a red rose she
will dance with me till dawn. If 1 bring her a red rose I shall hold
her in my arms, and she will lean her head upon my shoulder, and
her hand will be clasped in mine. But there is no red rose in my
garden, so [ shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She will take
no notice of me, and my heart will break.”

“Here, indeed, is a true lover,” said the Nightingale. “What I
sing of, he suffers;! what is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely love is a
wonderful thing. It is more precious than emeralds and dearer than fine
opals. Pearls and rubies cannot buy it, nor is it sold in the market place.
It may not be bought from merchants, nor can it be exchanged for gold.”

“The musicians will sit in their gallery,” continued the young
Student, “and play upon their stringed instruments, and my love
will dance to the sound of the harp and the violin. She will dance
so lightly that her feet will not touch the floor, and she will be
surrounded by courtiers in their fine dresses. But with me she will
not dance, for I have no red rose to give her,” and he fell down on
the grass, buried his face in his hands and began to cry.

“Why is he weeping?” asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran
past the Student with his tail in the air.

“Why, indeed?” said a Butterfly, who was fluttering about
after a sunbeam.

“Why, indeed?” whispered a Daisy to his neighbour in a
soft, low voice. :

“He is weeping because of a red rose,” said the Nightingale.

“A red rose?” they cried. “How very ridiculous!” And the little
Lizard, who was something of a cynic, burst out laughing.

But the Nightingale understood the secret of the Student’s
sorrow, and she sat silent in the Oak-tree, and thought about the
mystery of Love.

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for flight, and flew into
the air. She passed through the grove like a shadow, and like a
shadow she sailed across the garden.

In the centre of the grass-plot there was a beautiful Rose-tree,
and, when she saw it, she flew over towards it.

*Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing you my
sweetest song.”
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But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are white,” it answered, “as white as the foam of the
sea, and whiter than the snow upon the mountain. But go to my
brother who grows round the old sundial, and, perhaps, he will give
you what you want.”

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing
round the sundial.

“Give me a red rose,” she cried, “and I will sing you my
sweetest song.”

“My roses are yellow,” it answered, “yellow as the hair of the
mermaid, who sits upon an amber throne; and yellower than the
daffodil that blooms in the meadow before the mower comes with
his scythe. But go to my brother who grows beneath 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
beneath the Student’s window.

“Give me a red rose,” she pleaded, “and I will sing you my
sweetest song.”

But the Tree shook its head.

“My roses are red,” it answered, “as red as the feet of doves, and
redder than the great fans of coral in the ocean cavern. But the winter
has chilled my veins, and the frost has nipped my buds, and the storm
has broken my branches, and 1 shall have no roses at all this year.”

~ “One red rose is all I want,” cried the Nightingale, “only one
red rose! Is there any way by which I can get it?”

“There is a way,” answered the Tree, “but it is so terrible that
[ dare not tell it to you.”

“Tell it to 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 stain it with your own heart-blood.
You must sing to me with your breast against a thorn. All night
long you must sing to me, and the thorn must reach your heart, and
your lifeblood must flow into my veins, 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 in his chariot of gold, and the
Moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the scent of the hawthorn,?
and sweet are the bluebells3 that hide in the valley, and the heather?
that blows on the hill. Yet Love is better than Life, and what is the
heart of a bird compared to the heart of a man?”

24

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and flew into the
air. She swept over the garden like a shadow, and like a shadow
she sailed through the grove.

The young Student was still lying on the grass, where she had
left him, and the tears were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes.

“Be happy,” cried the Nightingale, “be happy; vou shall have
your red rose. I will build it out of music by moonlight, and stain it
with my own heart-blood. All that I ask of you in return is that you
will be a true lover. For Love is wiser than Philosophy, though he
is wise, and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. His wings
are flame-coloured, and his body is coloured like a flame. His lips
are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.” '

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 written down 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 lonely
when you are gone.”

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and her voice was
like bubbling water.

When she finished her song, the Student got up, and pulled
a notebook and a lead pencil out of his pocket.

“She is graceful,” he said to himself, as he walked away through
the grove, “that cannot be denied; but has she got feeling? 1 am
afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is all style without any
sincerity, She only thinks of music, and everybody knows that the
arts are selfish. Still, it must be admitted that she has some beautiful
notes in her voice. What a pity it is that they do not mean anything,
or do any practical good!” And he went into his room, and lay down
on his little pallet-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 set her breast against the thorn. All night long
she sang, with her breast against the thorn, and the cold crystal
moon leaned down and listened. All night long she sang, and the
thorn went deeper and deeper in her breast, and her lifeblood
ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a
girl. And on the top of the Rose-tree blossomed a marvellous rose,
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petal following petal, as song followed song. Pale was it, at first, as
the mist that hangs over the river; pale as the feet of the morning,
and silver as the wings of the dawn. Pale as the shadow of a rose in
a mirror of silver, as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was
the rose that blossomed on the top of the Tree.

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against
the thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the Tree, “or the
Day will come before the rose is finished.”

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

And a delicate flush of pink came into the leaves of the rose,
like the flush in the face of the bridegroom, when he kisses the lips
of the bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her heart, so the
rose’s heart remained white, for only the blood from a Nightingale’s
heart can crimson the heart of a rose.

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to press closer against
the thorn. “Press closer, little Nightingale,” cried the 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 a sudden feeling of pain shot through
her. Bitter, bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew her
song, for she sang of the Love that is perfected by Death, of the
Love that dies not in the tomb.

And the marvellous rose became crimson, like the rose of the
eastern sky. Crimson was the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby
was the heart.

But the Nightingale’s voice grew fainter, and her little wings
began to beat, and her eyes grew dim. Fainter and fainter grew her
song, and she felt that could no longer breathe.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it,
and she forgot the dawn, and still remained in the sky. The red rose
heard it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and opened its petals to
the cold morning air. Echo carried it to her purple cavern in the hills,
and woke the sleeping shepherds from their dreams. It floated through
the reeds of the river, and they carried its message to the sea.

“Look, look!” cried the Tree. “The rose is finished now,” but
the Nightingale made no 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.
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“Why, what a wonderful piece of luck!” he cried. “Here is a
red rose! 1 have never seen any rose like it in all my life. It is so
beautiful that I am sure it has a long Latin name,” and he leaned
down and plucked it.

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

The daughter of the Professor was sitting in the doorway,
winding blue silk on a reel, and her little dog was lying at her feet.

“You said you would dance with me if I 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 as we dance together,
it will tell you how I love you.”

But the girl frowned.

“I am afraid, it will not go with my dress,” she answered,
“and, besides, the Chamberlain’s nephew 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
Student angrily; and he threw thé rose into the street, where it fell
into the gutter, and a cartwheel went over it.

“Ungrateful!” cried the girl. “I tell you what, you are very
rude; and, after all, who are you? Only a Student. Why, I don’t
believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes, unlike the
Chamberlain’s nephew,” 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 not half as useful as Logic, for it does not prove anything.
It is always telling one of things that are not going to happen, and
making one believe things that are not true. In fact, it is quite
unpractical, and, in this age to be practical is everything, I shall go
back to Philosophy and study Metaphysics.”

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

Commentary

" what [ sing of, he suffers — To, 0 4eM s TULLb TOIO, OH IEPEXKUBAET
Ha gene
2 hawthorn (6om.) — GOSIPBILIHUK
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3 bluebell (6om.) — KONOKOJBYUK

4 heather (6om.) — Bepeck

5 [ am afraid, it will not go with my dress — Bowocb, oHa (po3a) He
MOJOHAET K MOEMY [L1aThIO

Exercises

LLl Reading Comprehension

1 Read the tale again and complete the following sentences.

1)
2)

3)

4)

3)

6)

7

8) Love is not half as useful as Logic, for

There is no rose in my garden, so

1 feel unhappy because

The winter has chilled my veins, the storm has broken
my branches, and

The Student couldn’t understand what the Nightingale
was saying, for

The Nightingale made no answer, for

When the Student ran to the Professor’s house with the
rose, his ladylove

The Student threw the rose into the gutter, because

2 Answer the following questions.

1) What did the Nightingale hear from her nest in the Oak-

tree?

2) Where did the Nightingale fly to look for the red rose?
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3) What did the Rose-tree ask the Nightingale for the red rose?

4) What did the Nightingale sacrifice to help the Student
and why?

5) What did the Nightingale sing of and how did she sing?

6) How did his ladylove meet the Student when he came to
her with the red rose?

7) Where did the Student throw the red rose and what happened
to it?

8) Why did the Student go back to Philosophy?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the text the English for:

IaBaTh Dan; He 3aMe4vaTh; CTPYHHBIM MY3blKaJlbHbI HHCTPY-
MEHT; ObITE OKPYXXEHHOW TIPUABOPDHBIMH; HApANHBIE OJEXIbI;
HECKOJIBKO CKJIOHHBIH K UMHHU3MY; TAMHCTBO JI0OBH; pacripa-
BUTh KPBUIbS IS TIOJIETA; KPOBb B MOMX XKILUIaxX 3acTheUia OT
3UMHEH CTYXKH; MOp03 noOMI MOM IIOYKH; Aoporas LieHa 3a
KpPacHYIO po3y; MPOCHTh B3aMEH; IPKO-AJI0r0 LUBETA; CUIETh Y
II0pOra; 3Ta po3a HE MONOMIET K MOEMY IaTbiO; BBITALIUTh
DONBIIYIO 3aNBUICHHYIO KHHTY

Complete the following adjectives by adding the correct prefix (wn-,
in- or im-) and put them in the appropriate column below.

happy, ___ practical, true, definite, different,
clear, common, fair, kind, pleasant,
patient, proper, attentive, correct, constant,

grateful, lucky, convenient, personal, sincere

un- in- im-

29



Sometimes uncountable nouns are preceded by such noun phrases as a
bit of, a piece of, etc. Match the words on right side with those on the
left side as in the example.

1) a bar of __advice
2) a bit of _ bread
3) a cake of ___ cake
4) a drop of _1 chocolate
. 5) a grain of __ glass
6) a loaf of ___jam
7) a lump of __ luck
8) a pane of ___ news
9) a piece of __ oil
10) a piece of __ paper
11) a piece of ___ sand
12) a pot of ___soap
13) a sheet of ___ sugar

Fill in the blanks with correct prepositions.

1) She will take no notice me.

2) His beautiful eyes were filled tears.

3) She will be surrounded courtiers their
fine dresses.

4) The Nightingale spread her brown wings flight.

5) You must sing me with your breast the thorn.

6) Death is a great price to pay a red rose.

7) Life is dear all. ' '

8) All that I ask you return you will be a true lover.

9) Her little dog was lying her feet.

10) He threw the rose the street.

Use the verbs in brackets in the Past Simple.

1) The Nightingale the secret of Student’s
sorrow. (understand)
2) The Nightingale over the Rose-tree that
round the sundial. (fly; grow)
3) The Young Student still on the grass,
when she him. (lie; leave)
4) He into his room, and
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down on his bed, and after a time he
asleep. (go; lie; fall)

5) When the Moon in the sky, the Nightingale

to the Rose-tree. (shine; fly).

6) She first of the birth of love in the heart
of a boy and a girl. (sing)

7) The white Moon it, and she
the dawn, and still in the sky. (hear; forget;

| remain)

8) The Nightingale no answer, for she

dead in the long grass. (make; lie)

9) The daughter of the Professor in the
doorway, blue silk on a reel, and her
little dog at her feet. (sit; wind; lie)

10) He _ the rose into the street, where it

into the gutter, and a cartwheel
over it. (throw; fall; go)

Study the following comparative phrases, translate them into Russian.
Find out the sentences in the tale in which they are used. Make up
your own sentences.

dark as the hyacinth blossom; as red as the rose of desire; more
precious; dearer than fine opals; as white as the foam .of the
sea; the sweetest song; as yellow as the hair of the mermaid; as
red as the feet of doves; redder than the great fans of coral;
Love is wiser than Philosophy; Love is mightier than Power;
as sweet as honey; deeper and deeper in her breast; as pale as
the shadow of the rose; press closer; louder and louder; wilder
and wilder; fainter and fainter; the reddest rose

Explain the meanings of the italicised phrasal verbs in the following
sentences, use a dictionary if necessary.

1) She looked out through the leaves.

2) She passed through the grove like a shadow.

3) You must build it out of music by moonlight.

4) The Student looked up from the grass and listened.

5) The Student got up, and pulled a notebook and a pencil
out of his pocket.
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6)
7)
8)

Her lifeblood ebbed away from her.
He put on his hat, and ran up to the Professor’s house.
I am afraid, it will not go with my dress.

Translate the following sentences into English.

1)
2)
3)
4)
5)

6)
7)

8)
9)

10)

Ero BoJOoCH GBLIM TEMHBI, KAK TEMHBIH THALIMHT, a I'yOBI
€ro KpacHbl, KaKk Ta po3a, KOTOpPYIO OH HCKal.

«Ecnu s npuHecy KpacHylo po3y, OHa byJeT TaHLieBaTh CO
MHO# 10 paccBeTa», — menTan CTyaeHT.

«B MoeM camy HeT KpacHO# po3bl, U MHE NMPHUIETCA CH-
JIeTh B OHHOYECTBE», — AYMal OH,

OnuH toneko Conoseidl moHWMan crpamaHusa CTyoeHTa;
OH THUXO CHIeNl Ha AyOc ¥ AyMaJ O TAMHCTBE JI00BM.
CosnoBeit pacTipaBWJI CBOM TEMHbIE KPBUIbS M B3BHJICS B
BO3AYX.

CoJioBell pein1 nNpuHecTd cedsi B XEPTBY paau JT00BU.
Bcio Hour CosoBeit nen, NpuKaBIIKCE PYABLIO K UIHITY, H
XOJIoNHasA JTyHa, CKJIOHMB CBOHM JIHMK, CiIyIliajia 3TY IECHIO.
M crtana ajnoil BeIMKOJIENHas po3a, MogobHO YTpeHHeH
3ape Ha BOCTOKE.

«Bo10CH, YTO 3Ta pO3a HE NOIOMACT K MOEMY IUIATBIO», —
OTBETHJIa OHA.

«B m06BH M HanoOJOBHHY HET TOHM ITOJIb3bl, KAKAs €CTh B
JOrHKe», — pa3MbliliListn CTyIeHT.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1)
2)

3)

4)
5)

Describe the Student’s feelings to his ladylove.

Agree or disagree with the Nightingale: “Death is a great
price for the rose.”

Prove that the Student’s ladylove was selfish and didn’t
deserve such a sacrifice.

Speak about the Nightingale and her great deed.
Discuss the moral of the tale.
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THE SELFISH GIANT

Every afternoon, as they were coming home from school, the
children used to go and play in the Giant’s garden. It was a large lovely
garden, with soft green grass. Here and there over the grass stood
beautiful flowers which were like stars. There were twelve peach-trees
that in the springtime broke out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl,
and in the autumn they gave rich fruit. The birds sat on the trees and
sang so sweetly that the children used to stop their games in order to
listen to them. “How happy we are here!” they cried to each other.

One day the Giant came back. He had been to visit his friend,
and had stayed with him for seven years. After the seven years were
over, he made up his mind to return to his own castle. When he
arrived, he saw the children playing in the garden.

“What are you doing here?” he cried angrily, and the children
ran away.
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“My own garden is my own garden,” said the Giant, “any one
can understand that, and 1 will allow nobody to play in it but myself.”
So he built a high wall all round it, and put up a notice-board:

TRESPASSERS
WILL BE
PROSECUTED

He was a very selfish Giant.

The poor children had now nowhere to play. They tried to
play on the road, but the road was very dusty and full of hard stones,
and they did not like it. They used to wander round the high walls,
when their lessons were over, and talk about the beautiful garden
inside. “How happy we were there!” they said to each other.

Then the Spring came, and all over the country there were
little blossoms and little birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish
Giant it was still winter. The birds did not want to sing in it,! as
there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom.?2 Once a
beautiful flower put its head out from the grass. When it saw the
notice-board, it was so sorry for the children that it slipped back into
the ground again and went off to sleep. The only creatures who were
pleased were the Snow and the Frost. “Spring has forgotten this
garden,” they cried, “so we will live here all the year round.” The
Snow covered the grass with his great white cloak, and the Frost
painted all the trees silver. Then they invited the North Wind to stay
with them, and he came. He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all

day about the garden, and blew the chimneys down. “This is a

delightful place,” he said, “we must ask the Hail on a visit.” So the
Hail came. Every day for three hours he rattled on the roof of the
castle till he broke most of the slates, and then he ran round and
round the garden as fast as he could go. He was dressed in grey, and
his breath was as cold as ice.

“I cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming,”
said the Selfish Giant, as he sat at the window and looked out at his
cold, white garden. “I hope there will be a change in the weather.”

But the Spring never came, nor did the Summer. The Autumn
gave golden fruit to every garden, except for the Giant’s garden.
“He is too selfish,” she said. So it was always winter there, and the
North Wind and the Hail, and the Frost, and the Snow danced
about through the trees.
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One morning the Giant was lying awake in bed, when he heard
some lovely music. It sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought it
must be the King’s musicians passing by. It was really only a little
linnet singing outside his window. But it was so long, since he had
heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed to him to be the most
beautiful music in the world. Then the Hail stopped dancing over his
head, and the North Wind stopped roaring, and a delicious perfume
came to him through the open window. “I believe the Spring has
come at last,” said the Giant; and he jumped out of bed and looked
out.

What did he see?

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through a little hole in
the wall the children had crept in, and they were sitting in the
branches of the trees. In every tree that he could see there was a
little child. And the trees were so glad to have the children back
again that they had covered themselves with blossoms, and were
waving their branches gently above the children’s heads. The
birds were flying about and twittering with delight. The flowers
were looking up through the green grass and laughing. It was a
lovely scene. Only in one corner it was still winter. It was the
farthest corner of the garden, and in it was standing a little boy.
He was so small that he could not reach up to the branches of the
tree. He was wandering all round it, crying bitterly. The poor
tree was still covered with frost and snow. The North Wind was
blowing and roaring above it. “Climb up, little boy!” said the
Tree, and it bent its branches down as low as it could; but the boy
was too tiny.

And the Giant’s heart melted? as he looked out.

“How selfish | have been!” he said. “Now 1 know why the
Spring would not come here. I will put that poor little boy on the
top of the tree. Then I will knock down the wall. My garden shall
be the children’s playground for ever and ever.4” He was really very
sorry for what he had done.

So he opened the front door quite softly, and went out into
the garden. But when the children saw him, they were so frightened
that they all ran away. And winter came again. Only the little boy
did not run, because his eyes were so full of tears that he did not see
the Giant coming. And the Giant came up behind him and took
him gently in his hand, and put him up into the tree. And the tree
broke at once into blossom. The birds came and sang on it. The
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little boy stretched out his two arms and flung them round the Giant’s
neck and kissed him. And the other children, when they saw that
the Giant was not wicked any longer, came running back. With
them came the Spring.

“It is your garden now, little children,” said the Giant, and
he knocked down the wall.

And when the people were going to market, they found the
Giant playing with children in the most beautiful garden they had
gver seen.

All day long they played, and in the evening they came to the
Giant to say good-bye to him. |

“But where is your little companion?” he said. - “The boy I put
into the tree.” The Giant loved him the best, because he had kissed
him.

“We don’t know,” answered the children, “he has gone away.”

“You must tell him to be sure and come tomorrow,” said the
Giant. But the children said that they did not know where he lived,
and had never seen him before; and the Giant felt very sad.

Every afternoon, when school was over, the children came
and played with the Giant. But the little boy whom the Giant
loved was never seen again. The Giant was very kind to all the
children, vet he longed for his first little friend, and often spoke of
him.

“How I would like to see him!” he used to say.

Years went over, and Giant grew very old and feeble. He
could not play with children any more, so he sat in a big armchair,
and watched the children at their games, and admired his garden.
“] have many beautiful flowers,” he said, “but the children are the
most beautiful flowers of all.”

One winter morning he looked out of his window, as he was
dressing. He did not hate the Winter now, for he knew that it was
merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers were resting.

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in surprise and looked and looked.
It certainly was a marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the
garden there was a tree quite covered with lovely white blossoms. Its
branches were golden, and silver fruit hung down from them, and
underneath it stood the little boy he loved.

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden.
He hurried across the grass, and came near to the child. And when
he came quite close his face grew red with anger, and he said, “Who
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has dared to wound you?” For on the palms of the child’s hands were .
marks from two nails, and the marks from two nails were on the little
feet.

“Who has dared to wound you?” cried the Giant. “Tell me,
that 1 may take my big sword and kill him.”

“No,” answered the child, “but these are the wounds of Love.”

“Who are you?” said the Giant, and a strange feeling fell on
him, and he knelt before the little child.

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, “You let
me play once in your garden, today you shall come with me to my
garden, which is Paradise.”

And when the children ran in that afternoon, they found the
Giant lving dead under the tree, all covered with white blossoms.

Commentary

L The birds did not want to sing in it — [ITUIBI HE XOTEJHX pacleBaTh
TaM CBOMX I1€CEH

2 the trees forgot to blossom — 30. nepeBbsl TaK M HE PaCIyCTUINCH
3 the Giant’s heart melted — cepniie BenmkaHa pacrasiio

4 My garden shall be the children’s playground for ever and ever. —
Moii can Ha BeKM BEYHBIE CTAHECT MECTOM JETCKHUX MID.

Exercises

EQ  Reading Comprehension

1 Answer the following questions.

1) Where did the children go on their way back home from
school?

2) What did the Giant see when he came back home from his
friend?

3) Why did the Giant get so angry and what measures did he
take?
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4) Why were the children so unhappy when the Giant had
forbidden them to play in his garden?

5) Why did the Spring come all over the country except the
Giant’s garden?

6) What did the Giant hear lying awake in bed and what did
he see through the open window one morning?

7)  Why was he awfully sorry for what he had done?

8) Why were the children frightened at first when they saw
the Giant and when did they run back to his garden?

9) Why did the Giant long for his first little friend?

10) What did the Giant see in the farthest corner of the
garden?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the text the English for:

MOBECUTh OOBABACHHME, MPABOHAPYLLIMTEb; HAKA3bIBATh; MPO-
MOJ3TH; OBITh 3aKYTAHHBIM B MEXa; rpal; rpoxoTaTh, IPEMETh;
pacuBecTH; 11ebeTaTh, YHPHKATEH (O NTHIIAX); MPOTIHYTH PYKH;
ero cepille pacTasiio; 370H, HEXOPOUIMii; NMPOTEPETh I1a3a;
J1a/l0Hb

Insert articles if necessary.

1) It was large lovely garden.

2) In autumn trees gave rich fruit.

3) When he arrived, he saw __ children playing in
garden.

4) 1 hope there will be change in weather.

5) | believe Spring has come at _____ last.

6) children were sitting in branches of
trees. _

7) When _____ people were going to market, they found

Giant playing with ____ children.

8) It was most beautiful garden they had ever seen.

9) Giant loved his little companion best.

10) Giant sat in big armchair, and watched

children at their games.
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Complete these sentences by adding like or as.

1) The house is beautiful. It’s a palace.

2) Bob failed his driving test _ we expected.

3) Kate looks her mother.

4) [ said yesterday, 1'm thinking of going to Canada.
5) He works, in a bank, most of his friends.

6) We did ; he suggested.

7) 1 never know what to do in situations this.

8) I'll ring you up tomorrow evening usual.

9) She is an excellent swimmer. She swims ____ a fish.
10) Everybody is ill at home. Our house is a hospital.
11) She has just found a job a secretary.

12) Why do you behave a child?

Complete these sentences by adding pronouns with -self (-selves) or
each other.

1) People give presents at Christmas.
2) Did you enjoy when you were on holiday
in Spain?
3) Mary looked at __- in the mirror,
4) Linda and Tom are happy together. They love
very much.

5) They quarrelled last week. They are still not speaking to

6) Men are very selfish. They only think of ;

7) Maryand I don’t see very often these days.
8) You’'ll hurt if you play with the scissors.
9) The bride and the bridegroom held ’s hands.
10) Let’s go and wash .

11) The students in the class told about their

own countries.

12) Are you very tired? You don’t seem today.
13) How long have Jane and John known ?

Choose the right word — adjective or adverb.

1) The music sounds to my ears. (sweet,
sweetly)
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2) Drive . (careful, carefully)
3) This soup tastes . (nice, nicely)
4) Tom cooks very . (good, well)

5) Don’t go up the ladder. It doesn’t look
(safe, safely)

6) We were relieved that he arrived . (safe,
safely)

7) Do you feel before the examinations?
(nervous, nervously)

8) Hurry up! You're always so . (slow, slowly)

9) He looked at me when | interrupted him.
(angry, angrily)

10) The children behaved very ’ . (zood, well)

11) I tried to remember his name but |

couldn’t. (hard, hardly)

12) The company’s financial situation is not
at present. (well, good)

13) Jack has started his own business. Everything is going

quite . (good, well)

14) Don’t walk so fast! Can’t you walk more ?
(slow, slowly)

15) What beautiful flowers! They smell . (nice,
nicely)

a) Find in the tale sentences with used 70 and translate them into
Russian.
b) Complete the sentences with used 1o + a verb.

1) The baby doesn’t cry so much, but she

every night.
2) She my best friend but we are not friends
any longer.
3) We live in Moscow now but we in Kiev.
4) Now there is only one shop in the village but there
three.
5) When I was a child 1] ice cream, but [
don’t like it now.
6) Now Tom has got a car. He a motorcycle.
7) These days he doesn’t go away very often but he
a lot.
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8) Jane long hair but she cut it some time ago.
9) The building is now a supermarket, but it

a cinema.
10) Jack doesn’t dance these days but ___alot.
11) He beer. Now he drinks wine.
12) She does not work here now, but she
13) 1 to the cinema a lot, but I never get

the time now.

14) It that the Earth is flat.

Recall the situations in which these modal verbs were used. Translate
the sentences into Russian. '

1) He had been to visit his friend.

2) Anyone can understand that, I will allow nobody to play
in it but myself.

3) We must ask the Hail on a visit.

4) 1 cannot understand why the Spring is so late in coming.

5) He thought it musr be the King’s musicians passing by.

6) Who has dared to wound you?

Can you fill in the missing words?

1) He put up a notice-board; * will be
prosecuted.”
2) The Snow covered the grass with great white g
and the Frost all the trees
silver.
3) The North Wind was in furs, and he
all day about the garden.
4) The Hail on the roof of the castle till it
broke most of the : |
5) The Giant’s heart as he looked out.
6) It was really only a little singing outside
his window.
7) Through a little hole in the wall the children had
in,
8) The birds were flying about and with delight.
9) The little boy his two arms and flung
round the Giant’s neck.
41



10) Years went over, the Giant grew very old and

Translate the following sentences into English.

1) Kaxnaplili n1eHb, BO3Bpallasicb U3 LIKOJLI, M€TH, KAK [0-

2)

3)

4)

6)
7)

8)

BEJIOCh, 3aXONWIIH B cal BenukaHa mouMrpars.

Benukan obHec cBOi caa BbICOKOH CTEHOM W TOBECHA
o0bsaBneHne: «Bxoa BocnpemeH. Hapywurenu 6yayr
HAKa3aHBI»,

Maneuuk Obl1 Tak Mall, YTO He MOT JOTAHYTHCH OO BET-
Beil JiepeBa U TOJIBKO XOIWJI BOKPYI HEro M ropbkKo IIa-
KaJl.

A cnomaro cTeHy, U MOM cal CTaHeT Ha BEKM BEYHbIE
MECTOM JUISl NETCKUX MIP.

Benukan teneps ObL1 OYeHB JOOP KO BCEM AETAM, HO OH
TOCKOBAJI O CBOEM MAJIEHBKOM JIPYre M YacTO O HEM BCIIO-
MHHAI.

l'on mpoxoxwun 3a rogom, ¥ Benukad cocrapuicad W oi-
pAXJIe.

B caMoM yKpOMHOM YTOJIKE cafia CTOS/IO I€PEBO, CILIOLLb
MOKPbITOE BOCXUTHUTENBLHBIM O€/IbIM 1IBETOM.

Ha npyroii mens, korga aetu npubexasud B cal, OHH
HAalUIH BenukaHa MepTBbIM.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1)
2)

3)

4)
5)

Describe the Giant’s garden.

Speak about the Giant. How does his character in the
story develop and change as the story progresses?

Agree or disagree with the statement from the tale: “The
children are the most beautiful flowers of all.”
Comment on the title of the story.

Discuss the moral of the tale.

- ” L
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THE DEVOTED FRIEND

One morning the old Water Rat put his head out of his
hole. He had bright beady eyes and stiff grey whiskers, and his
tail was like a long bit of black India-rubber.! The little ducks
were swimming about in the pond, looking just like a lot of
yellow canaries. Their mother, who was pure white with real red
legs, was trying to teach them how to stand on their heads in the
water.

“You will never be in the best society unless you can stand on
your heads,” she kept saying to them; every now and then she showed
them how it was done. But the little ducks paid no attention to her.
They were so young that they did not know what an advantage it is
to be in society at all.

“What disobedient children!” cried the old Water Rat. “They
really deserve to be drowned.”
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“Nothing of the kind,” answered the Duck, “every one must
make a beginning, and parents cannot be too patient.”

“Ah! T know nothing about the feelings of parents,” said the
Water Rat. “I am not a family man. In fact, I have never been
married, and never intend to be. Love is all very well in its way, but
friendship is much higher. Indeed, I know of nothing in the world
that is either nobler or rarer than a devoted friendship.”

“And what is your idea of the duties of a devoted friend?”
asked a green Linnet, who was sitting on a willow-tree? nearby,
and heard the conversation.

“Yes, that is just what I want to know,” said the Duck; and
she swam away to the end of the pond, and stood upon her head, in
order to give her children a good example.

“What a silly question!” cried the Water Rat. “I should expect
my devoted friend to be devoted to me, of course.”

“And what would you do in return?” said the little bird, flapping
his tiny wings.

“l don’t understand,” answered the Water Rat.

“Let me tell you a story on the subject,” said the Linnet.

“Is the story about me?” asked the Water Rat. “If so, 1 will
listen to it. You know I am extremely fond of fiction.”

“It may be about you as well,” answered the Linnet; and he
flew down and began to tell the story of The Devoted Friend.

“Once upon a time,” began the Linnet, “there was an honest
little fellow named Hans.”

“Was there something special about him?” asked the Water
Rat.

“No,” answered the Linnet, “I don’t think there was something
special about him, except for his kind heart, and funny, round,
good-humoured face. He lived in a tiny cottage all by himself, and
every day he worked in his garden. In all the countryside there was
no garden so lovely as his, All kinds of flowers bloomed or blossomed
in their proper order as the months went by, one flower taking
another flower’s place. So there were always beautiful things to look
at, and pleasant odours to smell.

“Little Hans had a great many friends. But the most devoted
friend of all was big Hugh the Miller. Indeed, so devoted was the
rich Miller to Little Hans, that he would never go by his garden
without leaning over the wall and plucking a large nosegay.’ He
would never go by his garden without having a handful of sweet
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herbs or filling his pockets with plums and cherries, if it was the fruit
season.

“‘Real friends should have everything in common,’ the Miller
used to say. Little Hans nodded and smiled. He felt very proud of
having a friend with such noble ideas.

“Sometimes, indeed, the neighbours thought it strange that
the rich Miller never gave Little Hans anything in return. All knew
that the Miller had a hundred sacks of flour stored in his mill, and
six milch cows, and a large flock of woolly sheep. But Hans never
troubled his head about these things. Nothing gave him greater
pleasure than to listen to all the wonderful things the Miller used to
say about the unselfishness of true friendship.

“So Little Hans worked hard in his garden. During the spring,
the summer, and the autumn he was very happy. But when the
winter came, and he had no fruit or flowers to bring to the market,
he suffered a good deal from cold and hunger. Often he had to go to
bed without any supper but a few dried pears or some hard nuts. In
the winter, also, he was extremely lonely, as the Miller never came
to see him then.

“‘There is no good in my going to see Little Hans as long as the
snow lasts,” the Miller used to say to his wife. “When people are in
trouble, they should be left alone and not be bothered by visitors. At
least, that is my idea about friendship, and I am sure I am right. So
I shall wait till the spring comes, and then [ shall pay him a visit.
And he will be able to give me a large basket of primroses,® and that
will make him so happy.’

““You are certainly very thoughtful about others,” answered the
Wife, as she sat in her comfortable armchair by the big pinewood
fire. “Very thoughtful, indeed. I am so delighted to hear you talk
about friendship. I am sure the clergyman himself could not say such
beautiful things as you do, though he does live in a three-storied
house, and does wear a golden ring on his little finger.’

“‘But could not we ask Little Hans up here?’ said the Miller’s
youngest son. ‘If poor Hans is in trouble, I will give him half my
porridge, and show him my white rabbits.’

“‘What a silly boy you are!’ cried the Miller. ‘I really don’t
know what is the use of sending you to school. You seem to learn
nothing. Why, if Little Hans came up here, and saw our warm
fire, and good supper, and a cask of red wine, he might get envious.
Envy is a terrible thing and can spoil anybody’s nature. I certainly
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will not allow Hans’ nature to be spoiled. I am his best friend, and
[ will always watch over him, and see that he is not led into any
temptation. Besides, if Hans came here, he might ask me to let him

have some flour on credit, and that 1 could not do. Flour is one

thing, and friendship is another, and they should not be confused.
Why, the words are spelt differently, and mean quite different things.
Everybody can understand that.’

“‘How well you talk!” said the Miller’s Wife, pouring herself
out a large glass of warm ale. ‘Really I feel quite drowsy. It is like
being in church.’ '

“*Lots of people act well,” answered the Miller, ‘but very few
people talk well. It shows that talking is the more difficult thing of
the two, and a much finer thing also,” and he looked sternly across
the table at his little son. The boy felt so ashamed of himself that he
hung his head down, and grew quite scarlet and began to cry into his
tea. However, he was so young that you must excuse him.”

“ls that the end of the story?” asked the Water Rat.

“Certainly not,” answered the Linnet, “that is the beginning.

“As soon as the winter was over, and the primroses began to
open their yellow stars, the Miller said to his wife that he would go
down and see Little Hans.

““Why, what a good heart you have!’ cried his Wife, ‘You are
always thinking of others. And be sure to take the big basket with
you for the flowers.’

“So the Miller went down to the hill with the basket on his arm.

“*Good morning, Little Hans,” said the Miller.

“*Good morning,” answered Hans, smiling from ear to ear.

“*And how have you been all the winter?’ said the Miller.

“*Well, really,” cried Hans, ‘it is very good of you to ask, very
good, indeed. I am afraid I had rather a hard time of it. But now
the spring has come, and I am quite happy, and all my flowers are
doing well.’

“‘We often talked of you during the winter, Hans,” said the
Miller, ‘and wondered how you were getting on.’

“*That was kind of you,’ said Hans. ‘I was half afraid, you had
forgotten me.’

“* Hans, I am surprised at you,’ said the Miller. ‘Friendship -

never forgets. That is the wonderful thing about it, but, I am
afraid, you don’t understand the poetry of life. How lovely your
primroses are looking, by the way!
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““They are certainly very lovely,” said Hans, ‘and it is a most
lucky thing for me that 1 have so many. | am going to bring them
into market and sell them to the Burgomaster’s daughter, and buy
back my wheelbarrow with the money.’

“‘Buy back your wheelbarrow? You don’t mean to say you have
sold it? What a very stupid thing to do!’

“‘Well, the fact is,” said Hans, ‘that 1 had to. You see, the
winter was a very bad time for me, and I really had no money at all
to buy bread with. So 1 first sold the. silver buttons of my Sunday
coat. and then I sold my silver chain, and then I sold my big pipe,
and at last I sold my wheelbarrow. But I am going to buy them all
back again now.’

“‘Hans.’ said the Miller, ‘I will give you my wheelbarrow. It
is not in very good condition; indeed, one side is gone, and there is
something wrong with the wheel-spokes; but in spite of that I will
give it to you. | know it is very generous of me. A great many people
would think me extremely foolish for parting with it, but 1 am not
like the rest of the world. I think that generosity is the essence of
friendship. Besides, I have got a new wheelbarrow myself. Yes,
you may set your mind at ease, I will give you my wheelbarrow.’

“‘Well, really, that is generous of you,’ exclaimed Little Hans,
and his funny round face shone all over with pleasure. ‘I can easily
repair it, as | have a plank of wood in the house.’

“<A plank of wood!” said the Miller. ‘Why, that is just what |
want for the roof of my barn. There is a very large hole in it, and
the corn will all get damp if I don’t mend the roof. How lucky you
mentioned it! It is quite remarkable how one good action always
breeds another. | have given you my wheelbarrow, and now you are
going to give me your plank. Of course, the wheelbarrow is worth
far more than the plank, but true friendship never notices things
like that. Please get it at once, and 1 will set to work at my barn this
very day.’

“‘Certainly,” cried Little Hans, and he ran and brought the
plank.

“‘It is not a very big plank,” said the Miller, looking at it,
‘and 1 am afraid that after I have mended my barn-roof, there won’t
be any left for you to mend the wheelbarrow with; but, of course,
that is not my fault. And, as | have given you my wheelbarrow, [ am
sure, you would like to give me some flowers in return. Here is the
basket, and be sure you fill it quite full.’
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“*Quite full?” whispered Little Hans, rather sorrowfully, as it

was really a very big basket. He knew that if he filled it, he would

have no flowers left for the market. He was very anxious to get his
silver buttons back.

“‘Well, really,” answered the Miller, ‘as I have given you my
wheelbarrow, I don’t think that it is much to ask you for a few
flowers. I may be wrong, but I should have thought that friendship,
true friendship, was quite free from selfishness of any kind.’

“*My dear friend, my best friend,’ cried Little Hans, ‘you are
welcome to all the flowers in my garden. I would rather have your
opinion than my silver buttons, anyway!” and he ran and plucked his
pretty primroses, and filled the Miller’s basket.

“‘Good-bye, Little Hans,” said the Miller, and he went up
;he éu'll with the plank on his shoulder, and the big basket in his

and.

“‘Good-bye,” answered Little Hans, happily; he was so pleased
about the wheelbarrow.

“The next day he was nailing up some honeysuckle$ against
the porch, when he heard the Miller’s voice calling him from the
road. So he jumped off the ladder, and ran down the garden, and
looked over the wall.

“There was the Miller with a large sack of flour on his back.

“*Dear Little Hans,’ said the Miller, ‘would you mind carrying
this sack of flour for me to market?’

“‘Oh, 1 am so sorry,” said Hans, ‘but I am really very busy
today. I have got all my creepers’ to nail up, and all my flowers to
water, and all my grass to roll.’

““Well, really,” said the Miller, ‘I think, that considering that
I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, it is rather unfriendly of you
to refuse.’

“*Oh, don’t say that,” cried Little Hans, ‘I wouldn’t be
unfriendly for the whole world,” and he ran in for his cap, and lifted
the big sack on to his shoulders, and carried it away.

“It was a very hot day, and the road was terribly dusty. Before
Hans had reached the sixth milestone, he was so tired that he had
to sit down and rest. However, he went on bravely, and at last he
reached the market. After he had been there for some time, he sold
the sack of flour for a very good price. Then he returned home at

once, because he was afraid that if he stayed too late, he might meet
some robbers on the way.
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“*]t has certainly been a hard day,’ said Little Hans to himself
as he was going to bed, ‘but I am glad 1 did not refuse the Miller. He
is my best friend, and besides, he is going to give me his wheelbarrow.’

“Early the next morning the Miller came down to get tl}e
money for his sack of flour. Little Hans was so tired that he was still
in bed.

“‘Upon my word,’ cried the Miller, ‘you are very lazy. _Really,
considering that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, I think you
might work harder. Idleness is a great sin, and | certainly don’t l?kﬂ
any of my friends to be idle or slow. You must not mind my‘speakmg
quite plainly to you. Of course, I should not dream of doing so, if
I were not your friend. But what is a good friendship, if one cannot
say exactly what one means? Anybody can say charming things and
try to please and flatter, but a true friend always says unpleasant
things, and does not mind giving pain. Indeed, if he is a really true
friend he prefers it, for he knows that then he is doing good.’

“‘I am very sorry,’ said Little Hans, rubbing his eyes and
taking off his night-cap, ‘but I was so tired that I thought I would lie
in bed for a little time, and listen to the birds singing. Don’t you
know that I always work better after hearing the birds sing?’

“‘Well, [ am glad of that,” uttered the Miller, clapping Little
Hans on the back. ‘I want you to come up to the mill as soon as you
are dressed and mend my barn-roof for me.’

“Poor Little Hans was very anxious to go and work in the
garden, for his flowers had not been watered for two days. But he
did not want to refuse the Miller, as he was such a good friend to
him.

“‘Do you think it would be unfriendly of me, if I said | was
busy?’ he asked in a shy and timid voice.

«Well, really,” answered the Miller, ‘I do not think it is much
to ask of you, considering that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow;
but, of course, if you refuse, I will go and do it myself.’

“‘Oh! On no account,® cried Little Hans; and he jumped out
of bed, and dressed himself, and went up to the barn.

“He worked there all day long, till sunset. At sunset the
Miller came to see how he was getting on.

~ “‘Have you mended the hole in the roof yet, Little Hans?’
cried the Miller cheerfully.

“‘It is quite mended,” answered Little Hans, coming down the

ladder.
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“‘Ah!’ said the Miller, ‘there is no work so delightful as the
work one does for others.’

““It is certainly a great privilege to hear you talk,” answered
Little Hans, sitting down and wiping his forehead, ‘a very great
privilege. But I am afraid I shall never have such beautiful ideas as
you have.’

“‘Oh! They will come to you,’ said the Miller, ‘but you must
make more effort. At present you have only the practice of friendship;
some day you will also have the theory.’

“‘Do you really think I shall?’ asked Little Hans.

“‘T have no doubt of it,” answered the Miller, but now you
have mended the roof, you had better go home and rest, because |
wamnt you to take my sheep to the mountain tomorrow.’

“Poor Little Hans was afraid to say anything against this.
Early the next morning the Miller brought his sheep round to the
cottage, and Hans started off with them to the mountain. It took
him the whole day to get there and back. When he returned he was
so tired that he went off to sleep in his chair, and did not wake up
till it was broad daylight.

“*What a delightful time I shall have in my garden!’, he
thought, and he went to work at once.

“But somehow he was never able to look after his flowers at
all, as his friend the Miller was always coming round and giving him
tasks, or getting to help at the mill. Little Hans was very much
distressed at times, as he was afraid his flowers would think that he
had forgotten them. But he consoled himself with the reflection
that the Miller was his best friend. ‘Besides,” he used to say, ‘he is
going to give me his wheelbarrow, and that is an act of pure generosity.’

“So Little Hans worked hard for the Miller, and the Miller
said all kinds of beautiful things about friendship, which Hans used
to take down in a notebook and read over at night. Hans was a very
good scholar.

“Now it happened that one evening Little Hans was sitting
by his fireside when he heard a loud knock at the door. It was a
very wild night, and the wind was blowing and roaring round the
house so terribly that at first he thought it was only the storm. But
a second knock came, and then a third, louder than any of the
others.

““It is some poor traveller,” said Little Hans to himself, and
ran to the door.
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“ There stood the Miller with a lantern in one hand and a big
stick in the other.

“‘Dear Little Hans,’ cried the Miller, ‘1 am in great trouble.
My little boy has fallen off a ladder and hurt himself. And I am
going for the Doctor, but he lives so far away. And it is such a bad
night, that it has just occurred to me that it would be much better
if you went instead of me. You know I am going to give you my
wheelbarrow, and so it is only fair that you should do something for
me in return.’ '

“‘Certainly,” answered Little Hans, ‘I take it quite as a
compliment your coming to me, and I will start off at once. But you
must lend me your lantern, as the night is so dark that, | am afraid,
I might fall into the ditch.’

“‘I am very sorry,” answered the Miller, ‘but it is my new lantern,
and it would be a great loss to me, if anything happened to it.’

““Well, never mind, I will do without it,” cried Little Hans.
He took down his great fur coat, and his warm scarlet cap, and tied
a muffler round his throat, and started off.

“What a dreadful storm it was! The night was so black that
Little Hans could hardly see. The wind was so strong that he could
hardly stand. However, he was very courageous, and after he had
been walking about three hours, he arrived at the Doctor’s house,
and knocked at the door.

““Who is there?’ cried the Doctor, putting his head out of his
bedroom window.

“‘Little Hans, Doctor.’

““What do you want, Little Hans?’

““The Miller’s son has fallen from the ladder, and has hurt
himself. The Miller wants you to come at once.’

“‘All right!” said the Doctor, and ordered his horse, and his
big boots, and his lantern. He came downstairs and rode off in the
direction of the Miller’s house. Little Hans, with heavy legs, followed
slowly on behind.

“But the storm grew worse and worse, and it was raining so
heavily. Little Hans could not see where he was going, or keep up
with the horse. At last he lost his way, and wandered off on the
moor. The moor was a very dangerous place, as it was full of deep
holes. And poor Little Hans was drowned there. His body was found
the next day by some goatherds, floating in a great pool of water,
and was brought back by them to the cottage.
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“Everybody went to Little Hans’ funeral, as he was so popular,
and the Miller was the chief mourner.

“‘As I was his best friend,’ said the Miller, ‘it is only fair that
I should have the best place.” So he walked at the head of the
procession in a long black cloak, and every now and then he wiped
his eyes with a big handkerchief.

“‘Little Hans is certainly a great loss to everyone,’ said the
Blacksmith, when the funeral was over, and they were all seated
comfortably in the inn, drinking wine and eating sweet cakes.

“‘A great loss to me at any rate,” answered the Miller. “Why,
I had given him my wheelbarrow, and now I really don’t know what
to do with it. It is very much in my way at home, and it is in such
bad condition that I could not get anything for it if I sold it. 1 will
certainly take care not to give away anything again. One certainly
suffers from being generous.’”

“Well?” said the Water Rat, after a long pause.

“Well, that is the end,” said the Linnet.

“But what became of the Miller?” asked the Water Rat.

“Oh! 1 really don’t know,” answered the Linnet, “and I am
sure that 1 don’t care.”

“It is quite evident then that you have no sympathy in your
nature,” said the Water Rat.

“1 am afraid you don’t quite see the moral of the story,” noticed
the Linnet.

“The what?” screamed the Water Rat.

“The moral.”

“Do you mean to say that the story has a moral?”

“Certainly,” said the Linnet.

“Well, really,” said the Water Rat, in a very angry manner,
“I think you should have told me that before you began. If you had
done so, I certainly would not have listened to you. In fact, I should
have said ‘Pooh,’ like the critic. However, I can say it now,” so he
shouted out “Pooh”, at the top of his voice, and went back into his
hole.

“And how do you like the Water Rat?” asked the Duck, who
came some minutes afterwards. “He has a great many good points.
But for my own part, I have mother’s feelings. I can never look at
a confirmed bachelor without the tears coming into my eyes.”

“I am rather afraid that I have annoyed him,” answered the
Linnet. “The fact is that I told him a story with a moral.”
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“Ah! That is always a very dangerous thing to do,” said the

Duck.
And I quite agree with her.

Commentary

| his tail was like a long bit of black India-rubber — XBOCT €T0 MOXO0-
JWIT Ha IUTMHHBIA YepHBI pe3MHOBBIA LUHYD

2 willow-tree (6om.) — WBa

3 nosegay — OYKETHK LIBETOB

4 milch cows — IOWHBIE KOPOBEI

5 primrose (bom.) — MepBOUBET, NPUMYIa

& honeysuckle (6om.) — XUMOIIOCTb

7 creeper (6om.) — BBIOHOK

8 on no account — HU B KOEM clTydae

Exercises

CQ  Reading Comprehension

1 Are the following statements about the tale frue or false? If there is
not enough information, write don’t know.

1) Little Hans had a great many friends but the most devoted

friend of all was the Miller.
2) The neighbours thought Hans to be a very strange person.

3) During all the seasons Hans was very happy, but when
winter came, he suffered from cold and hunger.

4) The Miller wanted to visit Hans in winter but his wife was
against it.

5) Hans had to sell his wheelbarrow in winter, because he

needed money to buy bread with.
6) The Miller gave his own wheelbarrow to Hans, because

he felt sorry for him.
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7). Hans refused to give his flowers to the Miller because he
was stingy.

8) The Miller always came to Hans and gave him various
tasks and Hans had no time to do something about his
own house. _

9) When the Miller sent Hans for the Doctor on that stormy
evening, the Miller even did not give him his lantern.

10) Hans got lost on his way back from the doctor and was
drowned in the moor.

11) The Miller understood his guilt and was the chief mourner
at the funeral.

Answer the following questions.

1) What kind of person was Hans? How does the author
describe his appearance?

2) Where did Hans live and what did he grow in his garden?

4) How many friends did Hans have and who was his best
friend?

J) Why was winter the worst season for Hans?

6) Why didn’t the Miller visit Hans in winter and what sort
of arguments did he give to his son?

7) What are the Miller’s ideas about friendship?

8) What tasks did the Miller give to Hans?

9) Had Hans ever refused the Miller? How did Hans feel at
times?

10) What happened to Hans on his way back from the Doctor?

11) Where was poor Little Hans found?

12) How did the chief mourner behave at the funeral?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the text the English for:

NMOAABaTh XOPOLIMHA MMPUMED; paccKa3aTb OOHY HCTOPHIO IO ITO-
MYy noBoay, 3abaBHOE KPYyIJio€ JHIIO, OAMH-OAUHELICHEK, CO-
pBaTh OYKETHK LBETOB; CTamO UTMHHOLIEPCTHBIX OBEL Tep-
NeTb XOJOL M rojioa; 3aD0THTBCS O APYIHX; MOIBEPIraThCs
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cobna3Hy; MBI OTHOCHMCSA APYT K Apyry ¢ DONBIIOH cUMIIaTH-
ei; yaeI0aThCs BO BCE JIMLIO; OLEHUThL MO33HI0 XHU3HHU, HAX0-
JTUTLCA B XOPOILIEM COCTOSIHUM; Oe3 1IeIpoCTH HET APYXKOHI;
He DEeCIOKOUTHCH; €ro 3abaBHOe KPY[I0€e IHULO0 NPAMO 3dCHATIO
OT palOCTH; YAHHUTH Kpbilly; NMPpoIaTh MYKY 3a XOPOILIHE AeHb-
TH; HEPAIUBOCTE — OOJBLLLIOH TMOPOK; HA B KOEM CJiyyae, OT-
MPaBUTLCA; NaBaTh [OPYYEHHMs; MPUXOIUTL B OTUAsIHHE,; YTE-
aTh ceds MBICIIBIO; 3TO YAMBUTEIbHAA WIENPOCTb C €ro CTO-
POHbI; OBITH DONBIIOH YTPATOM 1A KOro-aubo; mocrnesaTh 3a
JIoWa/bio; MATH BO TJaBe morpedaibHOW MpOLIECCUN; MHOTO
TOBOPHTD; 3aBOIUTE BO BCIO MIOTKY; YTO KacaeTcs MeHs; yoex-
NEHHBIA XOJIOCTAK

a) Here are some sentences from the tale. Define the difference
between the meanings of italicised words.

1) One flower takes another flower’s place.

2) Flour is one thing, and friendship is another.

3) You are always thinking of others.

4) It is quite remarkable how one good action always breeds

another.
5) There is no work so delightful as the work one does for

others.

b) Complete the sentences by adding one of these words: other, others,
another.

1) She is cleverer than the
2) He finished his sausage and asked for

one.
3) We go to Europe every year.
4) Are there any problems?
5) If you want a double room that will cost
$15.
6) I saw John with some boys.
7) A few of them are red, the are brown.
8) There must be way of doing it.
9) There are plenty ways of getting there
than by car.
10) He came here for reason.
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11) I'm in a hurry; I'll do it time.
12) You can park your car on the side of the
road.

Choose the right word: either or neither.

1) Have a cup of coffee or tea. — I can have

2) He drinks, smokes nor eats meat.

3) Take of the books.

4) my brother nor 1 were there.

5) It's blue or red. I can’t remember.

6) of the roads is very good.

7) She’s one of those people that love or
hate. .

8) Will you have tea or coffee? No, thanks.

9) If David or Jane comes, she or he will

want a drink.
10) T have not read this book, my brother hasn’t read

Circle the letter of the verb that correctly completes the sentence.:

1) Rachel had to get used to on the left.
a) drive
b) driving
2) When I was a child, I used to chocolate every
day.
a) eat
b) eating
3) It took me a long time to get used to glasses.
a) wearing
b) wear
4) There used to a restaurant at this corner.
a) being
b) be
5) I’m the chief. I’'m not used to told what to do.
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a) be
b) being
- 6) You’ll have to get used to less if you want to lose
weight.
a) eating
b) eat
7) T used to John but now I dislike him.
a) like
b) liking
8) Jill got tired very quickly. She wasn’tusedto ___ s0
fast.
a) run
b) running
9) Ann used to a lot of coffee when she was a
student.
a) drinking
b) drink
10) Bob used to very fit. Now he’s in bad shape.
a) be
b) being

Put the verbs in brackets in the correct form in the following conditional
sentences from the tale.

1) If poor Hans in trouble, 1 will
him half my porridge. (be; give)
2) [If Little Hans up here, and
our warm fire, he might envious. (come;
see; get) |
3) If Hans here, he might
me have some flour on credit. (come; ask)
4) The corn will all damp, if |
the roof. (get; not mend)
5) If he it, he would no
flowers left for the market. (fill; have)
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6)
7)
8)

9)

If he , he might some
robbers on the way. (stop; meet)

[ should not of doing so, if I
your friend. (dream; not be)

It would much better if you
instead of me. (be; go) -
If you so, | certainly would

to you. (do; not listen)

Translate the following sentences into English.

1)
2)
3)
4)
5)
6)
7)

8)

9)

Y T'anca GbU10 100pOE cepllle U 3a0aBHOE KpYIiioe Bece-
noe JIUILO. ,

JKun oH OIMH-OAWHEILIEHEK B CBOE MaJIeHbKON M30yIl-
Ke W JIeHb-IEHbCKON Komaica y cebda B cany.

[aHC ropAMiICdA, YTO Y HEro ecTh APYr ¢ TaKUMU Ofnaro-
POIHBIMU WIEAMH.

Coceny MHOTAA YAUBIUIMCH, TiouemMy OoraTblit MeNbHHUK
HUKOrIA HUYeM He oTbnarogapur l'aHca.

3UMOil OH TEpIEN XOJION U roJION U YaCTEHBKO JIOKWICA B
mocTelb 0e3 VKUHA.

Ckopo OH [ponain MyKy 3a XOpPOUIME NEHBIM U TYT Xe
MYCTUJICS B OOpaTHBIA MYTh.

Ho kak-To BCEe BpeM$s BBIXOAWIO, YTO €MY HE YAAaBajlOCh
3aHATBCS CBOMMM LIBETAMM,

Jlpyr ero MeIbHHUK TO Y [IE10 SIBJISJICH K HEMY U OTChUTAJL
ero Kyla-HWOyIb ¢ MOpYYeHUEM WIH YBOAMI C CODOM
NOMOYb Ha MEJIbHHULIE.

MenbHUK TOBOPUJI KpAacHBBIE CIOBA O IpPYyX0e, KOTOPBIC
aHC 3aMuchiBa B TETPANOYKy W MEPEeYUTLIBAI IO HO-
yaM, MOTOMY YTO OH OBLT OYEHBb MPUIEKHBIH YYCHHUK.

10) MenpHuk npuiesn K [aHCY OQHAXIbl HOYBIO, YTOORI

NOMPOCUTD €r0 CXOAUTh 32 JOKTOPOM, KOraa ero ChIHHUII-
Ka yraj ¢ JECTHWLB M pacluudcs.

11) Berep Bce kpenyaj, a JOXAb JWII Kak W3 BEIpd.
12) Manenbkuit [aHc He rocrmieBas 3a JOILAABI0 M Opes Ha-

yram.

13) On cbuiacst ¢ DOpOrd M roman B 6onoTo, TaM OedHbIH

[aHC ¥ YTOHYJ B IIIyDOKOW TPSICHMHE.

14) MeabHHK L€l BO I71aBe norpedaabHOM MPOLECCHH U BpeMA

SR

OT BpPEeMEHM BHITHpAa riasa OOIbIIIMM HOCOBBIM MJIaT-
KOM.,

15) «Cmeprs Masienbkoro NaHca — GoJbliiag yrparta Iisi Bcex

Hac», — ckaszan Kysheu.

% Discussion Tasks

1 Discuss the following.

1) Agree or disagree with the Miller’s ideas about friendship:

3)

4)

| know nothing in the world that is either nobler or
rarer than a devoted friendship.

o Real friends should have everything in common.
When people are in trouble, they should be left alone
and not be bothered by visitors.

e Envy is a terrible thing and can spoil anybody’s nature.

e (Generosity is the essence of friendship.

e True friendship is free from selfishness of any kind.

o A true friend always says unpleasant things, and does
not mind giving pain.

Speak about the Miller and his ideas about friendship.

Find some facts in the tale which prove that his ideas

contrasted his actions.

Speak about Hans and his actions. Prove that Hans was a

devoted friend.

Discuss the moral of the story.



THE REMARKABLE ROCKET

The King’s son was going to be married, so the whole court
was happy to hear the news. He waited a whole year for his bride,
and at last she arrived. She was a Russian Princess, and drove all
the way from Finland in a sledge. The sledge was shaped like a great
golden swan, and between the swan’s wings lay the little Princess
herself. Her long cloak reached down to her feet, on her head was
a tiny cap of silver tissue. And she was as pale as the Snow Palace,
in which she had always lived. So pale was she that as she drove
through the streets, all the people wondered. “She is like a white
rose!” they cried, and they threw down flowers on her from the
balconies.

At the gate of the Castle the Prince was waiting to receive her.
He had dreamy violet eves, and his hair was like fine gold. When he
saw her, he sank upon one knee, and kissed her hand.
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“Your picture was beautiful,” he said, “but you are more
beautiful than your picture,” and the little Princess blushed.

“She was like- a white rose before,” said a young page to his
neighbour, “but she is like a red rose now,” and the whole Court
was delighted.

For the next three days everybody went about saying, “White
rose, Red rose, Red rose, White rose,” and the King gave orders
that the Page’s salary was to be doubled. As he received no salary at
all, this was not of much use to him. But it was considered a great
honour, and was duly published in the Court Gazette.!

When the three days were over, the marriage was celebrated.
It was a magnificent ceremony. The bride and the bridegroom walked
hand in hand under a canopy of purple velvet embroidered with
little pearls. Then there was a banquet which lasted for five hours.
The Prince and the Princess sat at the top of the Great Hall and
drank out of a cup of clear crystal. Only true lovers could drink out
of this cup. If false lips touched it, it grew grey, dull and cloudy.

“It is quite clear that they love each other,” said the Little
Page, “as clear as crystal!” and the King doubled his salary a second
time.

“What an honour!” cried all the courtiers.

After the banquet there was to be a ball. The bride and the
bridegroom were to dance the Rose-dance together, and the King
had promised to play the flute. He played very badly, but no one had
even dared to tell him so, because he was the King. Indeed, he
knew only two airs,? and was never quite certain which one he was
playing; but it made no matter, for, whatever he did, everybody
cried out, “Charming! Charming'”

The last item on the programme was a grand display of
fireworks, to be let off exactly at midnight. The little Princess had
never seen a firework in her life, so the King gave orders that the
Royal Pyrotechnist should be in attendance on the day of her marriage.

“What are fireworks like?” she asked the Prince, as she was
walking on the terrace.

“They are like the aurora borealis,?” said the King, who always
answered questions that were addressed to other people, “only much
more natural. I prefer them to stars myself, as you always know
when they are going to appear, and they are as delightful as my own
flute-playing. You must certainly see them.”

So at the end of the King’s garden a great stand had been set
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up. And as soon as the Royal Pyrotechnist had put everything in its
proper place, the fireworks began to talk to each other.

“The world is certainly very beautiful,” cried a little Squib.
“Just look at those yellow tulips. Why! If they were real crackers,
they could not be lovelier.* I am very glad | have travelled. Travel
improves the mind wonderfully, and does away with all one’s
prejudices.”

“The King's garden is not the world, you foolish Squib,” said
the Roman Candle. “The world is an enormous place, and it would
take you three days to see it thoroughly.”

“Any place you love is the world to you,” exclaimed the pensive
Catherine Wheel, who had been attached to an old deal box in early
life, and prided herself on her broken heart, “but love is not
fashionable any more, the poets have killed it. They wrote so much
about it that nobody believed them, and [ am not surprised. True
love suffers, and is silent. | remember myself once... But no matter
now. Romance is a thing of the past.”

“Nonsense!” said the Roman Candle. “Romance never dies.
It is like the moon, and lives forever. The bride and bridegroom,
for instance, love each other very dearly. I heard all about them
this morning from a brown paper cartridge, who happened to be
staying in the same drawer as myself, and he knew the latest Court
news.,”

But the Catherine Wheel shook her head. “Romance is dead,
Romance is dead, Romance is dead,” she repeated. She was one of
those who think that, if you say the same thing over and over a
great many times, it becomes true in the end.

Suddenly, a sharp, dry cough was heard, and they all looked
round.

It came from a tall, haughty Rocket, who was tied to the end
of a long stick. He always coughed before he said anything, so as to
attract attention.

“Ahem'! Ahem!” he said, and everybody listened, except the
poor Catherine Wheel, who was still shaking her head, and repeating,
“Romance is dead.”

“Order! Order!” cried out a Cracker. He was something of a
politician, and always took a prominent part in the local elections,
so he knew the proper parliamentary expressions to use.

“Quite dead,” whispered the Catherine Wheel, and she went

off to sleep.
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As soon as there was perfect silence, the Rocket coughed a
third time and began. He spoke with a very slow, distinct voice, as
if he were dictating his memoirs. He always looked over the shoulder
of the person, to whom he was talking. In fact, he had a most
distinguished manner.

“How fortunate it is for the King’s son,” he said, “that he is
to be married on the very day, on which I am to be let off! Really,
if it had not been arranged beforehand, it could not have turned out
better for him. But Princes are always lucky.”

“Dear me!” said the Squib, “I thought it was quite the other
way, and that we were to be let off in the Prince’s honour.”

“It may be so with you,” he answered, “indeed, I have no
doubt that it is, but with me it is different. 1 am a very remarkable
Rocket, and come of remarkable parents. My mother was the most
celebrated Catherine Wheel of her day, and was famous for her
graceful dancing. When she made her great public appearance,’ she
turned round nineteen times before she went out. And each time that
she did so, she threw into the air seven pink stars. She was three feet
and a half in diameter, and made of the very best gunpowder. My
father was a Rocket like myself, and of French extraction. He flew
so high that the people were afraid that he would never come down
again. He did, though, for he was a kind-hearted person, and he
made a most brilliant descent in a shower of golden rain. The
newspapers wrote about his performance in very flattering terms.
Indeed, the Court Gazette called him a triumph of Pylotechnic art.”

“Pyrotechnic, Pyrotechnic, you mean,” said a Bengal Light.
“I know it is Pyrotechnic. | saw it written on my own canister.”

“Well, I said Pylotechnic,” answered the Rocket angrily. And
the Bengal Light felt so crushed that he began at once to bully the
little squibs, in order to show that he was still a person of some
importance.

“1 was saying,” continued the Rocket, “I was saying... What
was I saying?”

“You were talking about yourself,” replied the Roman Candle.

“Of course, I knew | was discussing some interesting subject,
when | was so rudely interrupted. I hate rudeness and bad manners
of every kind, because I am extremely sensitive. No one in the
whole world is so sensitive as [ am. |1 am quite sure of that.”

“What is a sensitive person?” said the Cracker to the Roman
Candle.
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“A person who, because he has corns himself, always treads
on the other people’s toes,”® answered the Roman candle in a low
whisper; and the Cracker nearly exploded with laughter.

“Pray, what are you laughing at?” inquired the Rocket, “1 am
not laughing.”

“I am laughing because I am happy,” answered the Cracker.

“That is a very selfish reason,” said the Rocket angrily. “What
right have you to be happy? You should be thinking about others. In
fact, you should be thinking about me. | am always thinking about
myself, and I expect everybody else to do the same. That is what is
called sympathy. It is a beautiful virtue, and I possess it in a high
degree. Suppose, for instance, anything happened to me tonight,
what a misfortune that would be for everyone! The Prince and Princess
would never be happy again, their whole married life would be
spoiled. As for the King, 1 know he would not get over it. Really,
when | begin to reflect on the importance of my position, | am
almost moved to tears.”

“If you want to give pleasure to others,” cried the Roman
Candle, “you had better keep yourself dry.”

“Certainly,” exclaimed the Bengal Light, who was now in
better spirits; “that is only common sense.”

“Common sense, indeed!” said the Rocket indignantly, “You
forget that I am very uncommon, and very remarkable. Why, anybody
can have common sense, if they have no imagination. | never think
of things as they really are. I always think of them as being quite
different. But none of you have any hearts. Here you are laughing
and making merry just as if the Prince and the Princess had not just
been married.” :

“Well, really,” exclaimed a small Fire-balloon’. “Why not?
It is a most joyful occasion. When I fly up into the air, I intend to
tell the stars all about it. You will see them twinkle when I talk to
them about the pretty bride.”

“Ah! What a trivial view of life!” said the Rocket. “But it is
only what 1 expected. There is nothing in you. You are hollow and
empty. Why, perhaps, the Prince and the Princess may go to live in
a country where there is a deep river. Perhaps, they may have only
one son, a little fair-haired boy with violet eyes like the Prince
himself. Perhaps, some day he may go out to walk with his nurse.
Perhaps, the nurse may go to sleep under a great elder-tree.® And,
perhaps, the little boy may fall into the deep river and be drowned.
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What a terrible misfortune! Poor people, to lose their only son! It
is really too dreadful! I shall never get over it.”

“But they have not lost their only son,” said the Roman
Candle, “no misfortune has happened to them at all.”

“I never said that they had,” answered the Rocket. “I said
they might. If they had lost their only son, there would be no use
in saying any more about the matter. I hate people who cry over
spilt milk. But when I think they might lose their only son, I am
very much affected,” and he actually burst into real tears, which
flew down his stick like raindrops. |

“He must have a truly romantic nature,” said the Catherine
Wheel. “He weeps when there is nothing at all to weep about,” and
she made a deep sigh and thought about the deal box.

Then the moon rose, and the stars began to shine, and a
sound of music came from the palace.

The Prince and Princess were leading the dance. They danced
so beautifully that the tall white lilies peeped in at the window and
watched them. And the great red poppies? nodded their heads and
beat time.

Then ten o’clock struck, and then eleven, and then twelve,
and at the last stroke of midnight every one came out on the terrace.
And the King sent for the Royal Pyrotechnist. |

“Let the fireworks begin,” said the King; and the Royal
Pyrotechnist made a low bow, and marched down to the end of the
garden. He had six attendants with him, each of whom carried a
lighted torch at the end of a long pole.

It was certainly a magnificent display.

Whizz! Whizz! went the Catherine Wheel, as she turmed round
and round. Boom! Boom! went the Roman Candle. Then the Squibs
danced all over the place, and the Bengal Lights made everything
look scarlet. “Good-bye,” cried the Fire-balloon, as he flew away,
dropping tiny blue sparks. Bang! Bang! answered the Crackers, who
were enjoying themselves immensely. Every one was a great success
except the Remarkable Rocket. He was so wet with crying that he
could not go off at all. The best thing in him was the gunpowder,
and that was so wet with tears that it was of no use. All his poor
relations, to whom he would never speak, except with a sneer,
shot ‘up into the sky like wonderful golden flowers with blossoms of
fire. Huzza! Huzza! cried the Court; and the Princess laughed with
pleasure.
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“I suppose they are reserving me for some grand occasion,”
said the Rocket, “no doubt that is what it means,” and he looked
more arrogant than ever.

The next day the workmen came to put everything tidy.
“This is evidently a deputation,” said the Rocket. “1 will receive
them with becoming dignity,” so he put his nose in the air, and
began to frown severely, as if he were thinking about some important
subject. But they took no notice of him at all till they were just
going away. Then one of them caught sight of him. “Hallo!” he
cried. “What a bad rocket!” and he threw him over the wall into
the ditch.

“Bad rocker? Bad rocker?” he said, as he moved round and
round very fast through the air. “Impossible! Grand rocket, that is
what the man said. Bad and grand sound very much the same,
indeed, then they often are the same,” and he fell into the mud.

~ *“It is not comfortable here,” he said, “but no doubt it is some
fashionable watering-place, and they have sent me away to recruit
my health. My nerves are certainly very much affected, and I need
rest.”

Then a little Frog with bright jewelled eyes, and a green
coat, swam up to him.

“A new arrival, [ see!” said the Frog. “Well, after all there is
nothing like mud. Give me rainy weather and a ditch, and I am
quite happy. Do you think it will be a wet afternoon? | am sure, I
hope so, but the sky is quite blue and cloudless. What a pity!”

“Ahem! Ahem!” said the Rocket, and began to cough.

“What a delightful voice you have!” cried the Frog. “Really
it is quite like a croak. Croaking is, of course, the most musical
sound in the world. You will hear our glee-club this evening.1? We
sit in the old duck-pond close by the farmer’s house, and as soon as
the moon rises we begin. It is so charming that everybody lies
awake to listen to us. In fact, it was only yesterday that [ heard the
farmer’s wife say to her mother that she could not get a wink of
sleep at night on account of us. It is most gratifying to find oneself
so popular.”

“Ahem! Ahem!” said the Rocket angrily. He was very much
annoved that he could not get a word in.

“A delightful voice, certainly,” continued the Frog. “I hope
you will come over to the duck-pond. I am off to look for my
daughters. I have six beautiful daughters. I am so afraid the Pike may
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meet them. He is a perfect monster, and would have no hesitation
in breakfasting off them. Well, good-bye; I have enjoyed our
conversation very much, I assure you.”

“Conversation, indeed!” said the Rocket. “You have talked
the whole time yourself. That is not a conversation.”

“Somebody must listen,” answered the Frog, “and I like to do
all the talking myself. It saves time, prevents arguments.”

“But I like arguments,” uttered the Rocket.

“1 hope not,” said the Frog. “Arguments are extremely vulgar,
because everybody in good society has exactly the same opinions.
Good-bye a second time; I see my daughters in the distance,” and
the Frog swam away. _

“You are a very irritating person,” said the Rocket, “and
very ill-bred. I hate people, who talk about themselves, as you do,
when one wants to talk about oneself, as I do. It is what I call
selfishness. Selfishness is the most hateful thing, especially to any-
one with my temperament, because I am well-known for my
sympathetic nature. In fact, you should take example by me; you
could not possibly have a better model. Now that you have the
chance you had better avail yourself of it. You know, | am going
back to Court almost immediately. I am a great favourite at Court.
In fact, the Prince and the Princess were married yesterday in my
honour. Of course, you know nothing of these matters, for you are
a provincial.”

“There is no good talking to him,” remarked a Dragon-fly,
who was sitting on the top of a large brown bulrush, “no good at
all, because he has gone away.”

“Well, that is his loss, not mine,” answered the Rocket. “I
am not going to stop talking to him merely, because he pays no
attention. I like hearing myself talk. It is one of my greatest
pleasures. | often have long conversations all by myself, and I am
so clever that sometimes 1 don’t understand a single word of what
| am saying.”

“Then you should certainly lecture on Philosophy,” said the Dragon-
fly. He spread a pair of lovely wings and flew away into the sky.

“How very silly of him not to stay here!” cried the Rocket. “I
am sure that he has not often got such a chance of improving his
mind. However, | don’t care a bit. Genius like mine is sure to be
appreciated some day,” and he sank down a little deeper into the
mud.

L
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After some time a large White Duck swam up to him. She
had vellow legs, and webbed feet, and was considered a great beauty
on account of her waddle.

“Quack, quack, quack,” she said. “What a curious shape you
are! May I ask were you born like that, or is it the result of an
accident?”
| “It is quite evident that you have always lived in the country,”
answered the Rocket, “otherwise you would know who 1 am. However,
I excuse your ignorance. It would be unfair to expect other people
to be as remarkable as oneself. You will no doubt be surprised to hear
that I can fly up into the sky, and come down in a shower of golden
rain.”

“I don’t think much of that,” said the Duck, “as I cannot see
what use it is to anyone. Now, if you could plough the fields like the
ox, or draw a cart like the horse, look after the sheep like the
collie-dog, that would be something.”

“My good creature,” cried the Rocket, “I see that you belong
to the lower orders. A person of my position is never useful. We
have certain merits, and that is more than sufficient. I have no
sympathy myself with industry of any kind, least of all with such
industries as you seem to recommend. Indeed, 1 have always been of
the opinion that hard work is simply the refuge of people, who have
nothing whatever to do.”.

“Well, well,” said the Duck, who was a very peaceful creature,
and never quarrelled with anyone, “everybody has different tastes.
I hope, at any rate, that you are going to take up your residence
here.”

“Oh! Dear no,” cried the Rocket. “I am merely a visitor.
The fact is that I find this place tiring. There is neither society here,
nor solitude. I shall probably go back to Court, for I know that I am
destined to make a sensation in the world.”

“I had thoughts of entering public life once myself,” said the
Duck. “There are so many things that need reforming. Indeed, I
took the chair at a meeting some time ago, and we passed resolutions
criticising everything that we did not like. However, they did not
seem to have much effect. Now I prefer domesticity, and look after
my family.”

“I am made for public life,” said the Rocket, “and so are all
my relations, even the humblest of them. Whenever we appear we
attract great attention. I have not actually appeared myself, but
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when | do so, it will be a magnificent sight. As for domesticity, it
ages one quickly, and distracts one’s mind from higher things.”

“Ah! the higher things of life, how fine they are!” said the
Duck. “And that reminds me of how hungry I feel,” and she swam
away down the stream, saying, “Quack, quack, quack.”

“Come back! Come back!” screamed the Rocket, “I have a
great deal to say to you!” but the Duck paid no attention to him. “I
am glad that she has gone,” he said to himself, “she has a decidedly
middle-class mind.” And he sank a little deeper still into the mud,
and began to think about the loneliness of genius, when suddenly two
little boys in white smocks came running down the bank, with a
kettle and some faggots.

“This must be the deputation,” said the Rocket, and he tried
to look very dignified. ’

“Hallo!” cried one of the boys, “look at this old stick; I wonder
how it came here,” and he picked the rocket out of the ditch.

“Old stick!” said the Rocket. “Impossible! Gold stick, that is
very complimentary. In fact, he mistakes me for one of the Court
dignitaries!” |

“Let us put it into the fire!” said the other boy, “it will help
to boil the kettle.”

So they piled the faggots together, and put the Rocket on top,
and lit the fire.

“This is magnificent,” cried the Rocket, “they are going to let
me off in broad daylight, so that everyone can see me.”

- “We will go to sleep now,” they said, “and when we wake up,
the kettle will be boiled,” and they lay down on the grass, and shut
their eyes. |

The Rocket was very damp, so he took a long time to burn.
At last, however, the fire caught him.

“Now I am going off!” he cried, and he made himself very stiff
and straight. “I know I shall go much higher than the stars, much
higher than the moon, much higher than the sun. In fact, I shall
go so high that!..”

Fizz! Fizz! Fizz! and he went straight into the air.

“Delightful!” he cried. “I shall go on like this for ever. What
a success I am!”

But nobody saw him.

Then he began to feel a curious sensation all over him.

“Now [ am going to explode,” he cried. “I shall set the whole
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world on fire, and make such a noise that nobody will talk about
anything for a whole year.” And he certainly did explode. Bang!
Bang!

Bang! went the gunpowder. There was no doubt about it.

But nobody heard him, not even the two little boys, because
they were sound asleep.

Then all that was left of him was the stick, and this fell down
on the back of a Goose, who was taking a walk by the side of the
ditch.

“Good heavens!” cried the Goose. “It is going to rain sticks,”!!
and she rushed into the water.

“I knew 1 should create a great sensation,” said the Rocket,
and he went out.

Commentary

! was duly published in the Court Gazefte — 1 00 3TOM OBITO CBOEB-
pemeHHO coobieHo B IIpunsopHoil [asete

2 indeed, he knew only two airs — B CYLLHOCTH, OH 3HaJ TOJIbKO JIBE
MECEHKH

3 aqurora borealis — ceBepHOE TOIAPHOE CUAHHUE

4 If they were real crackers, they could not be lovelier. — [laxe ecnu
Obl 3T0 OBLTH HacToslME (peiepBepOUYHBIE OTHHM, M TOrA OHH HE
MOTJIM Obl OBITH MpEJIECTHEM.

5 when she made her great public appearance — BO BpeMs CBOEIO
3HAMEeHHMTOTO BBICTYIUICHUS mepen myOIuKoM

6 A person who, because he has corns himself, always treads on the
other people’s toes. — 3T0 TOT, KTO HEMPEMEHHO OyZET OTIABIWBATh
IPYTUM MO30JIM, €CJTU OH CaM OT HMX CTpajaer.

7 Fire-balloon — crnieuManbHEII OA/UIOHYMK, MOCHUTAEMBIA C LIBET-
HbIMH OTHAMHU (cdeiiepBepkOoM) B BO3OYX, KOTOPbIi BOCIJIaMEHAET-
Cs1 Ha 3aIaHHOHW BBHICOTE.

8 elder-tree (6om.) — Oy3uHa

9 red poppies — KpacHble MaKu

10 You will hear our glee-club this evening. — CeronHs BE4EpOM Bbl
YCNBIIKWTE BBICTYIUIEHHE HALLUETO MHOIOTOJIOCOro Xopa.

L It is going to rain sticks. — C Hebec HaYMHAIOT I1A4aTh NATKU.

70

Exercises

EQ Reading Comprehension

1 Are the following statements about the tale true or false? If there is
not enough information in the tale write don’t know.

1) The King’s son was going to be married, so the whole
court was preparing for the occasion.

2) The State Banquet lasted for a week.

3) The King played the flute very well and everybody enjoyed
“listening to him.

4) The King always answered questions that were not addressed
to him.

5) Catherine Wheel, the Rocket’s mother, was famous for
her graceful dancing.

6) The son of the Prince and the Princess was drowned in a
deep river.

7) The King had seven attendants wnh him, each of whom
carried a torch.

8) The Duck was a very peaceful creature and never quarrelled
with anyone.

2 Answer the following questions.

1) Why did everybody in the cﬂurt look forward to seeing the
Princess?

2) How did the Kingdom celebrate the marriage and why did
the author call it “a magnificent ceremony”?

3) What was the last item on the programme that followed
the ball?

4) What were the ﬁrewnrks talking about when the Rocket
interrupted them?

5) How did the Rocket speak and what did he say about his
parents and himself?

6) When and how did the fireworks begin?

7) Why didn’t the Rocket explode and why was the Rocket
thrown into the ditch?

8) What did the Rocket think of the Frog and what did he
want to talk about?
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9) What did the Rocket say about himself to the Duck?
10) Why did the Rocket understand the words “Bad Rocket”

as “Grand Rocket” and “Old Stick™ as “Gold Stick”?
11) What happened to the Rocket in the end?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the text the English for:

MATH, JepXach 3a PYKH; ACHO, KaK SICEH XpYyCTalb, MPHCYT-
CTBOBaThb, pa3BUBaTh YMCTBEHHEIE CIOCOOHOCTH; OCBOOOIUTE-
Csl OT MpenpaccyIKOB; OTPHIATENBHO Ka4yarth I'OJIOBOM; MpH-
HATH JEATEIbHOE YYaCTHE; YMENO M0b30BaThCA BCEMH Mapia-
MEHTCKHMMHU BHIPAXEHHUAMHA, JUKTOBATE MEMYaphI; IIOANOTOBHTH
yT0-TH00 3apaHee; NMPOCIaBUTECA IPallMO3HON MaHepo#l TaHLE-
BaTh; GpaHILY3CKOTO MPOUCXOXKIEHUS; OTO3BATHCS € DONBLIOH
TIOXBAIOM; OTIABIMBAThL MO30JIM IPYTUM; MOCTAPANTECH HE OT-
CHIPETH; OBITh B IYYleM HAaCTPOEGHUM; TOPEeBaTh O HENOIIpaBH-
MOM; CHEIaTh ITTyOOKMIA B3I0X; Mpubeperars 4To-11bo A ocobo
TOPXKECTBEHHOI'O Cly4dasl; YKpeIUISITh 300POBLEE; HE COMKHYTh
[71a3 BCIO HOYb, HE 3aMEeTHThb; 0Ka3aThcs IOe-JIH00; He MOopr-
HYTE M I1a30M; 3TO 3KOHOMHT BpEMSA M IIpeaylpexnaeT pas-
HOIJIacusi; 6paTh MIPUMEP ¢ KOro-Iub0; MOCETUTHCS, TIPOU3BE-
CTH CEHCALIMIO; IIPHHUMATE PE30JII0LINH

Write the correct forms of the male or female nouns.

Male Female
son
aunt
widow
husband
gentleman _
woman
bride
mother
nephew
king
prince
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actor
waiter
hero
steward

Complete the sentences using these words: each other, other or others.

1) It is quite clear that they love

~ 2) I thought it was quite the way.

3) You should be thinking about .

4) “Let us put it into the fire!” said the boy.

5) The fireworks began to talk to

6) The King always answered questions that were addressed
to people.

7) The bride and bridegroom, for instance, love
dearly.

8) It would be unfair to expect people to be
as remarkable as oneself.

Complete these words by adding the proper form of the reflexive pronoun
with -self.

1) Catherine the Wheel prided self on her broken heart.

2) I remember self once.

3) My father was a Rocket like ____self, and of French
extraction. |

4) You were talking about self.

5) I’'m always thinking about self.

6) You had better keep self dry.
7) They may have a little fair-haired boy with violet eyes

like the Prince self.

8) The crackers were enjoying selves immensely.

9) It is most gratifying to find self so popular.

10) You have talked the whole time self.

11) I like to do all the talking self.

12) 1 hate people, who talk about selves, as you do,
when one wants to talk about self, as I do.

13) I often have long conversations all by self.

14) He made self very stiff and straight.

15) Between the swan’s wings lay the little Princess self,
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Fill in the blanks with correct prepositions,

1) The bride and bridegroom walked hand hand
a canopy purple velvet embroidered little
pearls.
2) The last item the programme was a grand display
fireworks.
3) The King gave orders that the Royal Pyrotechnist should
be attendance the day her marriage.
4) He was something a politician, and always took a
prominent part the local elections.
5) My mother was famous her graceful dancing.
6) She was three feet and a half __,  diameter, and made
the very best gunpowder.
7) The newspapers wrote his performance very
flattering terms.
8) The only thing that helps one
one’s superiority.

life is the consciousness

9) Isuppose they are reserving me some grand occasion.

10) They took no notice him all.

11) She could not get a wink sleep night
account ____ us.

12) In fact, you should take example me.

13) He spread a pair of lovely wings and flew away the
sky.

14) I have-always been opinion that hard work is simply
the refuge people who have nothing whatever to
do.

15) That reminds me how hungry I feel.

Choose the right word. If you are not sure check the meanings in the
dictionary.

1) It was very of you to bring your umbrella.
a) sensitive
b) sensible

2) 1 have bought these
a) comfortable
b_) convenient

shoes in the shop near you.
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3) The news of his death will deeply her.
a) effect
b) affect

4) Don’t mention that she’s put on weight — she is very
about it.
a) sensible
b) sensitive

5) Are you on that hard stool?
a) comfortable _
b) convenient

6). Smoking and drinking health.
a) affect
b) effect

7) She is very about money.

a) sensitive
b) sensible

8) They met in a mutually place.
a) comfortable
b) convenient

9) The advertising campaign didn’t have much on sales.
a) affect
b) effect

10) Don’t be so — I wasn’t criticising you.

a) sensible
b) sensitive

11) Will three o’clock be to you?
a) comfortable
b) convenient
12) Her new dress produced quite an on everyone.
a) affect
b) effect
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Can you fill in the missing words?

1) The was shaped like a great golden swan.

2) The king had promised to play the

3) Travel does away with all one’s

4) He always before he said anythmg

5) He always took a part in the local elections.

6) He spoke with a very slow, distinct voice, as if he were
dictating

7) My father was a Rncket like myself, and of French

8) The newspapers wrote about the performance in very

terms.
9) 1 hate people who cry over . milk.
10) They have sent me away to - my health.
11) She was considered a great beauty on ' of
her waddle.
12) T hope, at any rate, you are going to take up your
here.
13) I know I am destined to make a in the
world.
14) We passed criticising everything that we

did not like.

Translate the following sentences into English.

1) IIpmHiu m [MpuHLecca cumemH BoO rfiaee crosia B bonblioM
3aje ¥ MHJIH M3 [IPO3pavYHOi XPYCTaJIbHOM Yallli.

2) 2KeHHXy U HeBecTe TIPeACTOSUIO IIPOTAHIEBATH TaHeI
po3bl, a Koponb BeI3Bajcs mourpath Ha QJieire.

3) [IlyremecTBus NMpeKpacHO pa3BMBAIOT YM M [IOMOTAIOT OC-
BODOXIATbCS OT MpeapacCyIKOB.

4) Paxera Bcerga HayMHa A CBOIO peYb C MOKALIMBAHHMS,
Iabbl NpuBIcYL K cebe BHUMaHUE.

5) OH yBnexkaicsl MOJHTUKOM, BCErTa MPUHUMAI OESTeNb-
HOE€ Y4acTUe B MECTHBIX BHIOOpaAX.

6) 3mpaBBIM CMBICIOM MOXeT 06Jagarh KTO YTOAHO, HpH
YCJIOBHM OTCYTCTBUS BOOODPaXKEHMUS.

7) «BepositHO, oHM mpubeperalT MeHs g 0cobo TopXe-
CTBECHHOIO ciyuyasi», — cka3aia Pakera.

8) «OHM OTIpPaBHIM MEHS CIONA ISl YKPEIUIEHWS 310po-
BbSl», — CKa3aja OHa.
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9) B xopoleM 06IIeCTBE BCE MPUAESPXHUBAIOTCS aOCOMOTHO

OQMHAKOBBIX B3IJISIAOB.
10) MHe cyXOeHO MPOU3BECTH CEHCAIIHUIO M TTPOC/IaBUTRCA HA

BECh CBET.
11) «He Tak OaBHO f Jaxe OTKpbiBaja cOOpaHue, Ha KOTO-

POM MBI NPHMHAMH PE30MIOLMIO, OCYXIAIOUIyl0 BCE, HTO
HaM He M0 BKYCY», — 3aMeTHJIa YTKa.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1) Agree or disagree with the following statements:
e Romance is a thing of the past.
e Travel 1mprnves the mind wunderfully, and does away
with all one’s prejudices.
2) Speak about the Rocket. Why does the author call the.

Rocket “remarkable”?
3) Discuss the moral of the tale.
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THE STAR-CHILD

Once upon a time two poor Woodcutters were making their
way home through a great pine forest. It was winter, and a night
of bitter cold. The snow lay thick upon the ground. And upon the

branches of the trees the frost kept snapping the little twigs on either .

side of them,! as they passed. And when they came to the mountain
torrent, she was hanging motionless in the air, for the Ice-King had
kissed her.

So cold was it that even the animals and the birds did not know
what to make of it.

“Ugh!” growled the Wolf, as he ran through the wood with
his tail between his legs, “this is perfectly terrible weather. Why
doesn’t the Government look to it?”

“Weet! Weet! Weet!” twittered the green Linnets, “the old
Earth is dead, and they have covered her with white snow.”
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“The Earth is going to be married, and this is her bridal
dress,” whispered the Turtledoves to each other. Their little pink
feet were quite frost-bitten.? But they felt that it was their duty to
take a romantic view of the situation.

“Nonsense!” said the Wolf angrily. “I tell you that it is all the
fault of the Government. If you don’t believe me, I shall eat you.”
The Wolf had a thoroughly practical mind, and was never at a loss
for a good argument.

“Well, for my own part,” said the Woodpecker, who was a
born philosopher, “1 don’t care an atomic theory for explanations.3
If a thing is so, it is so. At present it is terribly cold.”

Terribly cold it certainly was. The little Squirrels, who lived
inside the tall fir-tree, kept rubbing each other’s noses to keep
themselves warm. The Rabbits curled themselves up in their holes,
and dared not even look out of doors. The only ones who seemed to
enjoy it were the great horned Owls. Their feathers got frozen, but
they did not mind. They rolled their large yellow eyes and called out
to each other across the forest,* “Tu-whit! Tu-whoo! Tu-whit! Tu-
whoo! What delightful weather we are having!”

On and on went the two Woodcutters,’ blowing upon their
fingers, and stamping with their huge boots upon the icy snow.
Once they sank into a deep drift. They came out as white as millers
are, when they stand at grindstones.® And once they slipped on the
hard smooth ice, where the marsh water was frozen. So their
faggots fell out of their bundles, and they had to pick them up and
bind them together again. And once they thought they had lost
their way. They were terribly frightened, because they knew that
the Snow is cruel to those who sleep in her arms. But they put their
trust in the good Saint Martin who watches over all travellers.” They
retraced their steps and went with caution. At last they reached the
edge of the forest, and saw the lights of their village far down in the
valley beneath them.

So happy were they, when they came out of the forest that
they laughed out loud. The Earth seemed to them like a flower of
silver. And the Moon like a flower of gold.

Yet, after that they had laughed they became sad, as they
remembered their poverty, and one of them said to the other, “Why
did we make merry, seeing that life is for the rich, and not for such
as we are? Better that we had died of cold in the forest, or that some
wild beast had fallen upon us and eaten us.”
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“Truly,” answered his companion, “much is given to some,
and little is given to others.”

But as they were complaining about their misery to each other,
this strange thing happened. There fell from heaven a very bright
and beautiful star. It slipped down the side of the sky, passing by the
other stars in its course. And, as they watched it wondering, it
seemed to them to sink behind the willow trees that stood near a
little sheepfold, not far from them.

“There is a piece of gold for whoever finds it,” they cried,
and they ran, so eager were they for the gold.

And one of them ran faster than his mate, and outran him,
and forced his way through the willows, and came out on the other
side. And, indeed, there was a thing of gold lying on the white
snow. So he hurried to it, and leaning over it placed his hands upon
it. It was a cloak of golden tissue, curiously wrought with stars, and
wrapped in many folds. And then he shouted to his comrade that he
had found the treasure that had fallen from the sky. When his comrade
had come up, they sat down in the snow, and loosened the folds of
the cloak so that they might divide the pieces of gold. But no gold
was in it, nor silver, nor indeed, treasure of any kind, but only a
little child who was asleep.

And one of them said to the other, “This is a bitter ending to
our hope. How unlucky we are! For what good does a child bring a
man? Let us leave it here and go on our way. We are poor men and
have children of our own whose bread we may not give to another.”

But his companion answered him, “No, but it is an evil thing
to leave the child to die here in the snow. Though I am as poor as
you are and have many mouths to feed, yet I will bring it home with
me. My wife shall take care of it.”

So very tenderly he took up the child, and wrapped the cloak
around it to protect it from the bitter cold. He made his way down
the hill to the village. His comrade was very much surprised at his
foolishness and softness of heart.

- And when they came to the village, his comrade sald to him,
“You have the child, therefore give me the cloak, because we should
share what we have found.”

But he answered him, “No, the cloak is neither mine nor
yours, but the child’s only,” and saying good-bye to him, he went to
his own house and knocked.

And when his wife opened the door and saw that her husband
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had returned safe to her, she put her arms round his neck and kissed
him. She took from his back the bundle of faggots, and brushed the
snow off his boots, and asked him to come in.

But he said to her, “I have found something in the forest, and
1 have brought it to you to take care of it,” and he stirred not from
the threshold.

“What is it?” she cried. “Show it to me. The house is bare,
and we need many things.” He drew the cloak back and showed her
the sleeping child. .

“My good, dearest husband!” she said uncertainly, “have we
not enough children of our own, that you must bring the child of
another? And who knows if it brings us bad fortune? And how shall
we look after it?” And she got very angry with him.

“No, but it is a Star-Child,” he answered; and he told her the
strange way they found it.

But she would not listen, but mocked at him, and- spoke
angrily, and cried, “Our children have no bread, and shall we feed
the child of another? Who is there who cares for us? And who gives
us food?”

“No, but God cares even for the sparrows and feeds them,” he
answered.

“Do not the sparrows die of hunger in the winter?” she asked.
“And is it not winter now?” And the man said nothing, but did not
move from the threshold.

And a bitter wind from the forest came in through the open
door, and made her tremble. She said to him, “Will you close the
door? There comes a bitter wind into the house, and I am cold.”

“Into a house, where a heart is hard, a bitter wind always
comes,” he said. And the woman gave no answer but moved closer
to the fire.

And after a time she turned round and looked at him. Her
eyes were full of tears. And he came in swiftly, and placed the child
in her arms. She kissed it, and laid it in a little bed, where the
youngest of their own children was lying. And on the next morning
the Woodcutter took the curious cloak of gold and placed it in a big
box. A chain of amber that was round the child’s neck his wife took
and put in the box also.

So the Star-Child was brought up with the children of the
Woodcutter. He sat at the same board with them, and was their
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playmate. And every year he became more beautiful to look at. All
the villagers were filled with wonder, while the Woodcutter’s children
were dark and black-haired, he was white and delicate as sawn ivory.8
His curls were like the rings of the daffodil.? His lips, also, were like
the petals of a red flower. His eyes were like violets by a river of
pure water. And his body was like the narcissus of a field, where the
mower comes not.

Yet, his beauty did work evil, because he grew proud, cruel
and selfish. He despised the children of the Woodcutter and the
other children of the village. He said that they were common,
while he was of noble birth, being sprung from a Star.!® He made
himself master over them, and called them his servants. No pity
had he for the poor. He would throw stones at them and drive them
away, anhd say to them to beg their bread elsewhere. So none of
them dared come twice to that village to ask for help. Indeed, he
was so charmed by his beauty, and would mock at the weakly and ill-
favoured, and make fun of them. Himself he loved, and in summer,
when the winds were still, he would lie by the well in the priest’s
orchard and look down at the marvel of his own face, and laugh for
the pleasure, he had in his fairness.

Often the Woodcutter and his wife said to him, “We did not
treat you as you do those who are left alone, and have none to help
them. Why are you so cruel to all who need pity?”

Often the old priest sent for him, and taught him the love of
living things, saying to him, “The fly is your brother. Do it no
harm. The wild birds that live in the forest have their freedom.
Catch them not for your pleasure. God made the blind-worm and
the mole, and each has its place. Who are you to bring pain into
God’s world?”

But the Star-Child needed not their words, but would frown
and mock, go back to his companions and lead them. And his
companions followed him, because he was fair, could run fast and
dance, play the pipe and make music. And wherever the Star-Child
led them, they followed him, and whatever the Star-Child ordered
them to do, they did. And when he blinded the eyes of the mole,
they laughed. And when he threw stones at the leper, they laughed
also. And in all things he ruled over them, and they became hard of
heart even, as he was.

One day there passed a poor beggar-woman through the
village. She was in rags, and her feet were bleeding from the
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rough road, on which she had travelled, and she was very poor,
indeed. And being very tired, she sat down under a chestnut-
tree to rest. |

But when the Star-Child saw her, he said to his companions,
“Look! There sits an evil beggar-woman under that fair and green-
leaved tree. Let us drive her away, because she is ugly and ill-
favoured.”

So he came near, threw stones at her and mocked at her. She
looked at him with terror in her eyes, and she could not move her
gaze from him. And when the Woodcutter saw what the Star-Child
was doing, he ran up and said to him, “Surely you are hard of heart
and know no mercy. What evil has this poor woman done to you
that you should treat her this way?”

And the Star-Child grew red with anger, and stamped his foot
upon the ground, and said, “Who are you to question me what I do?
I am no son of yours to obey you.”

“That is true,” answered the Woodcutter. “Yet, I did show
you pity, when I found you in the forest.”

And when the woman heard these words, she gave a loud cry
and fell down in a faint.!! And the Woodcutter carried her to his
own house, and his wife took care of her. When she came to herself,
they set meat and drink before her.

But she would neither eat nor drink, but said to the
Woodcutter, “Did not you say that the child was found in the furest"
And it is ten years from this day, is it not?”

And the Woodcutter answered, “Yes, it was in the forest that
I found him, and it is ten years from this day.”

“And what else did you find with him?” she cried. “Had not
he upon his neck a chain of amber? Was not round him a cloak of
gold tissue broidered with stars?”

“Truly,” answered the Woodcutter, “it was even, as you say.”
And he took the cloak and the amber from the box, where they lay,
and showed them to her.

And when she saw them she wept for joy, and said, “He is
my little son, whom I lost in the forest. 1 pray you to send for
him quickly. In search of him I have wandered over the whole
world.”

So the Woodcutter and his wife went out and called to the
Star-Child, and said to him, “Go into the house, and there you will
find your mother who is waiting for you.”
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So he ran in, filled with wonder and great gladness. But
when he saw who was waiting there, he laughed scornfully and said,
“Why, whcn: is my mother? I see nobody here but this evil beggar-
woman.’

And the woman answered him, “I am your mother.”

“You are mad to say so,” cried the Star-Child angrily. “I am
no son of yours, because you are a beggar, and ugly, and in rags.
Therefore get away, and let me see your ugly face no more.”

“No, but you are, indeed, my little son, to whom 1 gave
birth in the forest,” she cried, and she fell on her knees, and held
out her arms to him. “The robbers stole you from me, and left you
to die,” she said, “but I recognised you, when I saw you, and I also
recngmsed the cloak of golden tissue and the amber chain. Therefore,
I pray you to come with me, because over the whole world I have
wandered in search of you. Come with me, my son, because I need
your love.”

" But the Star-Child did not move from his place, but shut the
doors of his heart against her,!2 and there was no sound heard, except
the sound of the woman weeping for pain.

And at last he spoke to her, and his voice was hard and bitter.
“If in very truth you are my mother,” he said, “it had been better,
if you had stayed away, and had not come here to bring me to
shame. I thought I was the child of some Star, and not a beggar’s
child, as you tell me that I am. Therefore get away, and let me see
you no more.’

“Oh! My son,” she cried, “wﬂl you not kiss me before 1 go? 1
have suffered much to find you.”

“No,” said the Star-Child, “you are too ugly to look at, and
I would rather kiss the adder or the toad than you.”

So the woman rose up, and went away into the forest weeping
bitterly. When the Star-Child saw that she had gone, he was glad,
and ran back to his playmates.

But when they saw him coming, they mocked at him and
said, “You are as ugly as the toad, and as disgusting as the adder.!3
Get away, because we do not want to play with you,” and they drove
him out of the garden.

And the Star-Child frowned and said to himself, “What is this
that they say to me? 1 will go to the well of water and look into it,
and it shall tell me of my beauty.”

So he went to the well of water and looked into it. His face

84

was as the face of a toad, and his body was scaled like an adder. And
he threw himself down on the grass and wept, and said to himself,
“Surely this has come upon me by reason of my sin. I have denied
my mother, and driven her away. 1 have been proud and cruel to
her. Therefore I will go and seek her through the whole world, nor
will I rest till I have found her.”

And there came to him the little daughter of the Woodcutter,
and she put her hand upon his shoulder and said, “What does it
matter, if you have lost your beauty? Stay with us, and I will not
mock at you.”

And he said to her, “No, but I have been cruel to my mother,
and as a punishment this evil has been sent to me. Therefore 1 must
go and wander through the world till I find her, and she gives me
forgiveness.”

So he ran away into the forest and called out to his mother to
come to him, but there was no answer. All day long he called to
her. When the sun set he lay down to sleep on a bed of leaves, and
the birds and the animals fled from him, because they remembered
his cruelty. And he was alone, except the toad that watched him,
and the slow adder that crawled past.

And in the morning he rose up, and plucked some bitter
berries from the trees and ate them, and took his way through the
great wood, weeping bitterly. And of everything that he met he
made inquiry, if they had seen his mother by chance.

He said to the Mole, “You can go beneath the earth. Tell
me, is my mother there?”

And the Mole answered, “You have blinded my eyes. How
should I know?”

He said to the Linnet, “You can fly over the tops of the tall
trees, and can see the whole world. Tell me, can you see my mother?”

And the Linnet answered, “You have cut my wings for your
pleasure. How should I fly?”

And to the little Squirrel, who lived in the fir-tree, and was
lonely, he said, “Where is my mother?”

And the Squirrel answered, “You have killed mine. Do you
seek to kill yours also?”

And the Star-Child wept and bowed his head, and prayed
forgiveness of God’s things, and went on through the forest, seeking
for the beggar-woman. And on the third day he came to the other
side of the forest and went down into the plain.
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And when he passed through the villages the children mocked
at him, and threw stones at him. The peasants would not allow him
even to sleep in the byres, fearing he might bring mildew on the
stored corn.!4 There was none who had pity on him. Nor could he
hear anywhere of the beggar-woman, who was his mother, though
for the space of three years he wandered over the world. Often he
seemed to see her on the road in front of him, and would call to her,
and run after her till the rough stones made his feet bleed. But he
could not find her, and those who lived near denied that they had
seen her, and they mocked at his sorrow.

For the space of three years he wandered over the world, and
in the world there was neither love nor kindness, nor charity for
him. But it was just such a world as he had made for himself in the
days of his great pride.

And one evening he came to the gate of a strong-walled city
that stood by a river, and, though he was tired and his feet ached,
he wanted to enter. But the soldiers who stood on guard dropped
their halberds across the entrance,!® and said roughly to him, “What
is your business in the city?”

“I am seeking for my mother,” he answered, “and pray you to
allow me to pass, because it may be that she is in this city.”

But they mocked at him, and one of them cried, “Of a
truth, your mother will not be merry when she sees you. You are
more ill-favoured than the toad of the marsh, or the adder that
crawls in the fen. Go away! Go away! Your mother does not live
in this city.” :

And another who held a yellow banner in his hand said to
him, “Who is your mother, and why are you looking for her?”

And he answered, “My mother is a beggar even as I am, and
I have treated her evilly, and I pray you to allow me to pass that she may
give me her forgiveness, if she lives in this city.” But they would not.

And, as he turned away weeping, one, whose armour was
inlaid with gilt flowers, and on whose helmet couched a lion that
had wings,!6 came up and made inquiry of the soldiers who it was,
who had sought entrance. And they said to him, “It is a beggar and
the child of a beggar, and we have driven him away.”

“No,” he cried, laughing, “but we will sell him for a slave,
and his price shall be the price of a bowl of sweet wine.”
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And an old and evil-looking man who was passing by called out
and said, “l will buy him for that price.” Then he took the Star-
Child by the hand and led him into the city.

And after they had gone through many streets, they came to
a little door. It was set in a wall that was covered with a
pomegranate tree. And the old man touched the door with a ring
of graved jasper, and it opened. They went down five steps of brass
into a garden filled with black poppies and green jars of burnt
clay.!” Then the old man took from his turban a scarf of figured
silk,!8 and bound with it the eyes of the Star-Child, and pushed
him in front of him. And when the scarf was taken off his eyes, the
Star-Child found himself in a dungeon, that was lit by a lantern °
of horn.19

And the old man set before him some mouldy bread?® on a
plate and said, “Eat,” and some brackish water2! in a cup and
said, “Drink.” And when he had eaten and drunk, the old man
went out, locking the door behind him and fastening it with an
iron chain.

And on the next morning the old man, who was, indeed, the
subtlest of the magicians of Libya and had learned his art from one
who lived in the tombs of the Nile came in to him and frowned at
him, and said, “In a wood, that is near to the gate of this city of
Giaours, there are three pieces of gold. One is of white gold, and
another of yellow gold, and the gold of the third one is red. Today
you shall bring me the piece of white gold. If you do not bring it, 1
will beat you with a hundred stripes. Get away quickly! At sunset I
will be waiting for you at the door of the garden. See that you bring
the white gold, or it shall go ill with you,2? because you are my
slave. I have bought you for the price of a bowl of sweet wine.” And
he bound the eyes of the Star-Child with the scarf of figured silk,
and led him through the house, and through the garden' of poppies,
and up the five steps of brass. And having opened the little door
with his ring, he left him in the street.

And the Star-Child went out of the gate of the city, and came
to the wood, of which the Magician had spoken to him.

Now this wood was very fair to look at from outside, and
seemed full of singing birds and sweet-scented flowers. The Star-
Child entered it gladly. Yet its beauty did him little good, because
wherever he went harsh briars and thorns shot up?3 from the ground
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and encompassed him, and evil nettles stung him,?* and the thistle
pierced him with her daggers.?> So he was in distress. Nor could he
anywhere find the piece of white gold of which the Magician had
spoken, though he sought for it from morning to noon, and from
noon to sunset. And at sunset he set his face towards home, weeping
bitterly, because he knew what evil fate awaited him.

But when he reached the edge of the wood, he heard a cry as
of someone in pain from a thicket. And forgetting his sorrow, he
ran back to the place, and saw there a little Hare caught in a trap
that some hunter had set for it.

And the Star-Child had pity on it, and released it, and said to
it, “I am myself but a slave, yet I may give you your freedom.”

‘And the Hare answered him, and said, “Surely you have given
me freedom, and what shall I give you in return?”

And the Star-Child said to it, “I am looking for a piece of
white gold, but I can not find it anywhere and if I don’t bring it to
my master, he will beat me.”

“Come with me,” said the Hare, “and I will lead you to it,
because I know where it is hidden, and for what purpose.”

So the Star-Child went with the Hare. In a hole in the side
of a great oak-tree he saw the piece of white gold that he was
seeking. And he was filled with joy, and took it, and said to the
Hare, “The service that I did to you, you have rendered back again
many times over, and the kindness that I showed you, you have
repaid a hundredfold.”

“No,” answered the Hare, “but as you dealt with me, so I did
deal with you,” and it ran away swiftly, and the Star-Child went
towards the city. _

Now at the gate of the city there was seated one, who was a
leper. Over his face hung a cowl of grey linen, and through the
eyelet his eyes gleamed like red coals.2® And when he saw the Star-
Child coming, he struck upon a wooden bowl, and clattered his
bell, and called out to him, and said, “Give me a piece of money,
or I must die of hunger. They have driven me out of the city, and
there is no one who has pity on me.”

“Ah!” cried the Star-Child, “I have but one piece of money in
my wallet, and if I bring it not to my master, he will beat me,
because I am his slave.”

But the leper entreated him, and prayed of him, till the Star-
Child had pity, and gave him the piece of white gold.
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And when he came to the Magician’s house, the Magician
opened the door to him, and brought him in, and said to him,
“Have you the piece of white gold?” And the Star-Child answered,
“I have not.” So the Magician fell upon him, and beat him, and set
before him an empty plate, and said, “Eat,” and an empty cup, and
said, “Drink,” and put him again into the dungeon.

And on the next morning the Magician came to him, and
said, “If today you do not bring me the piece of yellow gold, 1 will
surely keep you as my slave, and give you a hundred stripes.”

So the Star-Child went to the wood, and all day long he
searched for the piece of yellow gold, but nowhere could he find
it. And at sunset he sat down and began to weep. As he was
weeping, there came to him the little Hare, he had released from
the trap. .

And the Hare said to him, “Why are you weeping? And what
do you seek in the wood?”

And the Star-Child answered, “I am seeking for a piece of
yellow gold that is hidden here, and if I find it not, my master will
beat me, and keep me as a slave.”

“Follow me,” cried the Hare, and it ran through the wood till
it came to a pool of water. And at the bottom of the pool the piece
of yellow gold was lying.

“How shall I thank you?” said the Star-Child. “It is the second
time that you have helped me.”

“No, but you had pity on me first,” said the Hare, and it ran
away swiftly. |

And the Star-Child took the piece of yellow gold, and put it in
his wallet, and hurried to the city. But the leper saw him coming,
and ran to meet him, and knelt down and cried, “Give me a piece
of money, or I shall die of hunger.”

And the Star-Child said to him, “I have in my wallet but one
piece of yellow gold, and if [ bring it not to my master, he will beat
me and keep me as his slave.”

But the leper entreated him, so that the Star-Child had pity
on him, and gave him the piece of yellow gold.

And when he came to the Magician’s house, the Magician
opened the door to him, and brought him in, and asked him,
“Have got you the piece of gold?” And the Star-Child said to him,
“I have not.” So the Magician fell upon him, and beat him, and
fastened him with chains, and put him again into the dungeon.
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And on the next morning the Magician came to him, and
said, “If today you bring me the piece of red gold, I will set you free,
but if you do not bring it, I will surely kill you.”

So the Star-Child went to the wood, and all day long he
searched for the piece of red gold, but nowhere could he find it. And
in the evening he sat down and wept. As he was weeping, there
came 1o him the little Hare.

And the Hare said to him, “The piece of red gold that you seek

is in the cavern that is behind you. Therefore weep no more but be

glad.”

“How shall I thank you?” cried the Star-Child. “This is the
third time you have helped me.” _

“No, but you had pity on me first,” said the Hare, and it ran
away swiftly.

And the Star-Child entered the cavern, and in its farthest
corner he found the piece of red gold. So he put it in his wallet, and
hurried to the city. And the leper seeing him coming, stood in the
centre of the road, and cried out, and said to him, “Give me the
piece of red money, or | must die,” and the Star-Child had pity on
him again, and gave him the piece of red gold, saying, “Your need
Is greater than mine.”?” Yet, his heart was heavy, because he knew
what evil fate awaited him.

As he passed through the gate, the guards knelt down and
said, “How beautiful is our lord!” A crowd of citizens followed him,
and cried out, “Surely there is none so beautiful in the whole world!”
so that the Star-Child wept, and said to himself, “They are mocking
at me, and laughing at my misery.” And so large was the crowd of
the people, that he lost his way, and found himself at last in a great
square, in which there was the palace of a King.

And the gate of the palace opened, and the priest and the high
officers of the city ran to meet him, and they knelt down, and said,
“You are our lord, for whom we have been waiting, and the son of
our King.”

And the Star-Child answered them, “I am no king’s son, but
the child of a poor beggar-woman. And how can you say that I am
beautiful, because I know that I am evil to look at?”

Then he, whose armour was inlaid with gilt flowers, and
on whose helmet crouched a lion that had wings, held up a
shield, and cried, “Why does not my lord believe me that he is
beautiful?”
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And the Star-Child looked. His face was just as it had been,
and his beauty had come back to him. But he noticed that there was
something in his eyes which he had not seen before.

And the priests and the high officers knelt down and said to
him, “It was prophesied of o0ld?® that on this day should come he
who was to rule over us. Therefore, let your lord take this crown
and this sceptre, and be in his justice and mercy our King over us.”

But he said to them, “1 am not worthy, because I have denied
the mother who gave me birth. I may not rest till 1 have found her,
and known her forgiveness. Therefore, let me go, for I must wander
again over the world, and may not stay here, though yet you bring
me the crown and the sceptre.”

And as he spoke, he turned his face from them towards the
street, that led to the gate of the city. Among the crowd that pressed
round the soldiers he saw the beggar-woman who was his mother,
and at her side stood the leper who had set by the road.

And a cry of joy broke from his lips,2? and he ran over her, and
kneeling down, he kissed the wounds on his mother’s feet, and wet
them with his tears. He bowed his head in the dust, and sobbing, as
one whose heart might break, he said to her, “Mother,. | denied you
in the hour of pride. Accept me in the hour of humility. Mother, I
gave you hatred. Do give me your love. Mother, I rejected you.
Receive the child now.” But the beggar-woman answered him not a
word.

And he reached out his hands, and clasped the white feet of
the leper, and said to him, “Three times I did give you my mercy.
Ask my mother to speak to me once.” But the leper answered him
not a word.

And he sobbed again and said, “Mother, my suffering is greater
than I can bear. Give me the forgiveness, and let me go back to the
forest.” And the beggar-woman put her hand on his head, and said
to him, “Rise,” and the leper put his hand on his head, and said to
him, “Rise,” also.

And he rose up from his feet, and looked at them. They were
a King and a Queen.

And the Queen said to him, “This is your father whom you
have helped.”

And the King said, “This is your mother whose feet you have
washed with your tears.” - |

And they fell on his neck and kissed him, and brought him
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into the palace and dressed him in beautiful clothes, and set the
crown upon his head, and the sceptre in his hand. Over the city that
stood by the river he ruled, and was its lord. Much justice and
mercy he did show to all. The evil Magician he drove away, and to
the Woodcutter and his wife he sent many rich gifts, and to their
children he gave high honour. He was not cruel to birds or beasts,
but taught love and kindness, and charity. To the poor he gave
bread, and to the naked he gave clothes.. There was peace and plenty
in the land.30 _

Yet ruled he not long, so great had been his suffering, and so
bitter the fire of his testing,3! for after the space of three years he
died. And he who came after him ruled evilly.

Commentary

I And upon the branches of the trees the frost kept snapping the little
twigs on either side — ManeHbkue 00/IeeHEBIIHE BETOYKH OOMaMBbI-
BaJIHCh ¢ 00eHX CTOPOH

2 Their pink feet were quite frost-bitten. — VX MaleHBKUE PO30BEIE
HOXKH COBEPIIEHHO OKOYEHEIH OT XOJI0Ia.

3 I don’t care an atomic theory for explanations. — 51 He HYXIAlOCh B
(bu3nMyecKUX 3aKOHAX U4 OOBSACHEHUS SBJICHU.

4 They rolled their eyes and called out to each other across the forest. —
OHM Tapalliii¥ CBOM OFPOMHBIE XEJThie [N1a3a W TEePEKIIHKAINCH
IPYT C OPYTOM 4epe3 BECh JIEC.

3 On and on went the two Woodcutters — A nBoe JiecopyOOB BCe 1IUTH
H LILUTH Yepe3 Gop _

6 They came out as white as millers are, when they stand at grindstones. —
OHHM BbUIEC3NH OTTYIA MOXOXHMH Ha MYKOMOJOB, KOTIa TE€ CTOAT Y
KPYTAILMXCS XEePHOBOB.

7 who watches over all travellers — KOTOpBI# IIOKPOBUTEILCTBYET BCEM
NyTELIECTBEHHHUKAM

8 He was white and delicate as sawn ivory. — Y Hero jauuo GBUIO
Oenoe ¥ HEXHOE, CJIOBHO BHITOYEHHOE U3 CJIOHOBOHW KOCTH.

9 His curls were like the rings of the daffodils. — 3on0TEIE KyIpU €ero
OBUTH Kak JIEMECTKHA HapIlHCcca.

10 being sprung from a Star — MPOMCXOOUT OT 3BE3MHI

1 fell down in a faint— ynana 0e3 4yBCTB
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12 shur the doors of his heart against her — oH HarJIyxo 3aTBOPHI CBOe
cepaLe

13 You are as ugly as the toad, and as disgusting as the adder. — Jla
BeAb Thl MEP30K, KakK Xaba, U OTBpAaTMTENIEH, KaK ranioka.

13 The peasants would not allow him even to sleep in the byres, fearing
he might bring mildew on the stored corn. — U KpecTbsiHe He MO3BO-
JISUTM €MY JaXe COCHYTh B ambape, 00sICh, YTO OT HETO MOXET CeCTh
IUIeCEHb Ha 3EPHO.

15 But the soldiers who stood on guard dropped their halberds across the
entrance — Ho BOMHBI, CTOSIBIIME Y BOPOT Ha CTpaXe, CKPECTUIH
anebapabl

16 one, whose armour was inlaid with gilt flowers, and on whose
helmet couched a lion that had wings — HEKTO B KOJBYYyTe, pa3yk-
palieHHOR 3070THIMM LIBETAMHM, M B LINeMe ¢ rpebHeM B BUIAE

- KpbBLIATOI'O JIbBA

17 They went down five steps of brass into a garden filled with black
poppies and green jars of burnt clay. — V1 OHM CIyCTWIIHCH IO TATH
OpPOH30BBIM CTYTIEHSM B Cajl, Iie IIBE€JIM YEpPHBIE MAaKW M CTOUIH
3eJIeHbIe VIMHAHBIC KYBIUHWHBI.

18 g scarf of figured silk — y3op4athiil IIEJIKOBBIH mapd

19 in a dungeon, that was lit by a lantern of horn — B TeMHHIle,
KOTOpas ocBellantach OHapeM, MOBELICHHBIM Ha KPHOK

2 mouldy bread — 3arnecHeBesblid Xieb

2l prackish water — colloHOBaTasl BoIa

22 jt shall go ill with you — xyno tebe Gyner

23 harsh briars and thorns shot up — KONIOUMI KYCTAPHHK, MONHBIHA
OCTpPbIX LIMIIOB, NOXHUMAJICS MEepel HHUM

24 evil nettles stung him — 31as Kpanupa o0Xxuraia ero Horu

25 the thistle pierced him with her daggers — 4epTOIIOJI0X KOJIOJ €ro
OCTPBIMH, KaK KHHXAJ, KOJIOYKaMH

26 Over his face hung a cowl of grey linen, and through the eyelet his
eyes gleamed like red coals. — JIV1I0 ero cKpbIBaj cephblil XOMIIOBHIH
KaIlIoLIOH, M I/1a3a €ro ropeid B NpPOpe3siX, CJOBHO YIVIM.

27 Your need is greater than mine. — TBosa Hyxna OoJbllie MOEH.

28 Jt was prophesied of old — BrUIO TaBHee IPOPOYECTBO

2 a cry of joy broke from his lips — KpUK paIoCTH COPBAaJICS C €0 YCT
30 There was peace and plenty in the land. — B ctpaHe ero Bceraa
LapWJd MUp M ONaroaeHCTBHE.

31 so0 bitter the fire of his testing — CIMILIKOM TSKKOMY TIOIBEPrcsa OH
MCHBITAHHIO
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Exercises

LD Reading Comprehension

Are the following statements about the tale frue or false? If there is
not enough information, write don’t know.

1) The Woodcutters were frightened when they found out
they had lost their way.

2) The Woodcutters found the Star-Child under the tree in
the forest.

3) The Woodcutter’s wife was happy to see that her husband
had returned safe to her.

4) The Star-Child was an exceptionally handsome boy and a
good son.

5) The Woodcutter and his wife disliked the way the boy
treated a poor beggar-woman.

6) The Star-Child was glad to find his mother.

7) When the Star-Child passed through the villages the
children mocked at him.

8) The Magician bought the boy for a bowl of sweet wine.

9) The Magician had learned his art in the tombs of Nile.

10) The Star-Child had pity on the Hare and released it from
the trap.

11) The Star-Child did not have pity on the leper and didn’t
give him any money.

12) His parents rejected him and he died of suffering.

Read the tale again and complete the following sentences.

1) The mountain torrent was hanging motionless in the air,
for
2) Thf:y were terribly fnghtened because they knew that

3) Though I am as pcmr as you are and have many mouths to
feed, yet

4) When his wife saw that her husband had returned safe,
she

5) Yet, his beauty did wnrk evil, because
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6) And his companions followed him because

7) 1 have denied my mother, 1 have been cruel to her
Therefore

8) The old man took from h15 turban a scarf of figure silk,
and

9) Today you shall brmg me the piece of white gold. If you
don’t bring, I

10) But when he reached the edge uf the wood, he heard from
a thicket

11) And how can you say that I am beautiful, because

12) It was pmphemed of old that
13) I must wander again over the world, and ma}r not stay

here, though vet
14) He was not cruel to birds or beasts, but
15) Yet ruled he not long,

Answer the following questions.

1) What did the Woodcutters come across in the forest and
what did they do with it?
2) Why was the Woodcutter’s wife angry with her husband?
3) Where was the Star-Child brought up and in what way
was he different from other children in the village?
4) Whom did the Star-Child see under a chestnut-tree and
how did he treat her?

5) What did the beggar-woman learn from the talk between
the Woodcutter and the Star-Child?

6) How did the Star-Child behave when he learned the
news?

7) Why did the Star-Child decide to wander through the
world and how long had the boy wandered?

§) Whom did the Star-Child meet at the gate of the city and
where was he led by him?

9) What did the Magician ask the Star-Child to bring first?

10) Where did the Star-Child search for it and who helped
him?

11) Whom did the boy meet on his way to the city and what
was he asked? Did the boy give it to him?

12) What was the result of the Star-Child’s pity on the leper?
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13) How was the Star-Child met in the city and what surprised
him?

14) Whom did the Star-Child see in the crowd and how did
they receive the boy?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the text the English for:

pobupaThCsl; NMPUIEPXUBATHCS POMAHTHYECKOrO B3IJIsAA;
001axaTh OYEHb TPE3BHIM YMOM; HHKOIA He JIE3Th 3a CIQOBOM
B KapMaH B CIIOpe; YTO KacaeTcsd MEHs; ObITh IPUPOXIEHHBIM
dunocodoM; K00paThCcs DO OMYLIKHM JIeca; CONEPXATh 0O0/b-
LIYID CEMBKO; HE MEPECTYIUTE IOpPOTa; NMPHUHOCHUTh CYACTHE
(HecyacThe); OBITh MCIIOTHEHHBIM YIUBJIEHHUS (pagocTH); OBITh
O/1aropoIHOTrO MPOUCXOXICHUS; ITPOMCXOIUTE OT 3BE3IbI; CTATh
XECTOKOCEPIHBIM; OBITH B JIOXMOTBAX; POAMThL KOT0-JIHO0; CIIpa-
IIHBATE (HABOOHUTH CIIPABKM); SLIMOBbIH NEPCTeHE, IIPOTAHYTE
DYKH; TSKEJIBIE MCIIBITAHUSA |

Look at the list of adjectives from the tale and divide them into three
groups: positive, negative and either, according to their meanings.

bitter, frightened, happy, terrible, practical, hard, cruel,
beautiful, evil, tender, foolish, curious, proud, cruel, selfish,
scornful, angry, ugly, disgusting, kind

Positive (good) Negative (bad) Either (not sure)
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In the list of words from the tale below, some of the verbs have to do
with sound and some with movement. Put them in the appropriate column.

snap, growl, twitter, whisper, rub, curl, blow, slip, cry,
stir, scream, shiver, tremble, weep, sob, clasp

Sound Movement

Fill in the blanks with correct prepositions.

1) Two poor Woodcutters were making their way home
a great pine-forest.
2) The Turtledoves felt that it was their duty to take a
romantic view the situation. |
3) The Wolf had a thoroughly practical mind, and was never
a loss a good argument.
4) At last they reached the edge the forest.
5) It was a cloak of golden tissue, curiously wrought
stars.
6) Do not sparrow die __ hunger the winter?
7) He said that they were common, while he was
noble birth, being sprung a Star.
8) The poor beggar-woman was rags, and her feet
were bleeding the rough road.
9) Surely this has come me reason
my sin.
10) I have bought you
sweet wine.

the price of a bowl

Use the verbs in brackets in the Past Simple.

1) The Snow thick upon the ground. (lie)
2) Their faggots out of their bundles. (fall)
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3) The Star-Child up with the children of
the Woodcutter. (bring)

4) Often the old priest for him and
him the love of living things. (send; teach)

5) Whenever the Star-Child his companions,
they him. (lead; follow)

6) When he stones at the leper, they

also. (throw; laugh)
7) When the woman these words, she
a loud cry and- down in

a faint. (hear; give; fall) |

8) The woman on her knees and
out her arms to him. -(fall; hold)

9) The robbers the child from his mother
and him to die. (steal; leave)

10) When the sun , he ~ down
to sleep on a bed of leaves. (set; lie)

11) He the eyes of the Star-Child with the
scarf of figured silk. (bind)

12) He there a little Hare ' in
a trap. (see; catch)

13) He ’ up from his feet, and

14) The priest and the high officers of the city

at them. (rise; look)

to meet him, and they down before him.

(run; kneel)

Translate the following sentences into English.

1)

2)
3)

4)
5)

6)

OHHM oyeHb 00pagOBANTUCh, KOIIa BEIOPATMCH HAKOHEL K3
neca,

IIpekpacHas, HeoOblualiHO ApKas 3Be3na ynajia ¢ Heba.
Ero ToBapuiu oueHb YIMBWICS Mpo cebs Takoii ero riuyno-
CTH U MATKOCEPAEUYHIO. -

Ho kpacotra npuHecna emMy TOIBKO 370, W60 OH BBIPOC
CeOsII00MBBIM, TOPAbIM M JXXECTOKHM.

«BoucTHHY y TeOs xamMeHHOE ceplle, M XalocTh Tebe
HEBENOMa», — CKasajl Jecopyo.

Manbyuk, UCMOTHEHHBIW PAagOCTH M U3YMIEHUs, BOe-
Xan B JAOM.
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7)
8)

9)
10)
11)

M oH Opocuics HUYKOM Ha TpaBy M 3aruiaKail.

Ho xorma oH mooxonwn K ONYIIKE Jeca, M3 4Yallyd 10
HEro OoJeTe] KPMK — Ka3aloCh, KTO-TO B3bIBAET O IIO-
MOIILH. |

OH Obu1 CrpaBeUIMB U MWIOCEPAEH KO BCEM.

OH KOpMWII TOJIOOHBIX M CHPHIX M OJIEBaJl HATHX.

A IpeeMHHK €ro ObLT THPaHOM.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1)

2)

3)

4

5)
6)

7)

8)

Give as much information as possible to prove that it was
really terribly cold when the Woodcutters were returning
home from the pine forest.

Find some facts in the text which show that the Woodcutter
was a kind-hearted man.

Describe the Star-Child’s appearance and prove that it
contrasted his behaviour.

Agree or disagree with the author’s statement: “For the
space of three years he wandered over the world, and in
the world there was neither love nor charity for him. But
it was just such a world as he had made for himself in the
days of his great pride.”

Find examples in the text which show that the Magician
was an evil man.

Agree or disagree with the following proverb: “One good
turn deserves another.” (Jonr nmnarexoMm KpaceH.)
Speak about the Star-Child and prove the following
statement from the tale: “so great had been his suffering,
and so bitter the fire of his testing”.

Discuss the moral of the tale.
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THE BIRTHDAY OF THE INFANTA

It was the birthday of the Infanta. She was just twelve years old.
The sun was shining brightly in the gardens of the palace. Although
she was a real Princess and the Infanta of Spain, she had only one
birthday every year, just like the children of quite poor people. So it
was naturally a matter of great importance to the whole country that
she should have a really fine day for the occasion. And a really fine
day it certainly was. The tall striped tulips stood straight, like long
rows of soldiers. They looked across the grass at the roses, and said,
“We are quite as splendid as you are now.” The purple butterflies
fluttered about with gold dust on their wings, visiting each flower in
turn. The little lizards lay in the hot sun. The pomegranates split and
cracked with the heat. Even the pale yellow lemons seemed to have
caught a richer colour from the wonderful sunlight. And the magnolia
trees filled the air with a sweet perfume.
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The little Princess walked up and down the terrace with her
companions, and played hide-and-seek. On ordinary days she was
only allowed to play with the children of her own rank. So she had
always to play alone, but her birthday was an exception. The King
allowed her to invite any of her young friends, whom she liked to
come and amuse themselves with her. There was a stately grace
about these slim Spanish children, but the Infanta was the most
graceful of all, and the most tastefully dressed. Her robe was of grey
satin, the skirt and the wide sleeves heavily embroidered with silver.
Two tiny slippers with big pink roses peeped out beneath her dress,
as she walked. Pink and pearl was her great fan, and in her hair,
which like faded gold stood out round her pale little face, she had a
beautiful white rose. -

From a window in the palace the sad melancholy King watched
them. Behind him stood his brother, Don Pedro of Aragon,! whom
he hated, and his confessor, the Grand Inquisitor of Granada,? sat
by his side. Sadder even than usual was the King, for as he looked
at the Infanta, he thought of the young Queen, her mother. Her
mother who came from the seemingly merry country of France had
died six months after the birth of her child. So great had been his
love for her that he had not even allowed her to be buried. She had
been embalmed by a Moorish physician, who in return for this
service had been granted his life. And her body was still lying in the
black marble chapel of the Palace, just as the monks had put her on
that windy March day nearly twelve years before. Once every month
the King, wrapped in a dark cloak, went in and knelt by her side
calling out, “Mi reina! Mi reina/”3 and sometimes, he would hold
her pale hands in wild grief, and try to wake the cold face by his mad
kisses.

Today he seemed to see her again, as he had seen her first at
the Castle of Fontainbleau,* when he was fifieen years old, and she
was still younger. They had been formally engaged on that occasion
by the Papal Nuncio’ in the presence of the French King and all the
Court. Later on followed the marriage, hastily performed at Burgos,
a small town on the frontier between the two countries. Then they
went to Madrid, where the customary celebration of high mass® at
the Church of La Atocha was held, during which nearly three
hundred heretics, including many Englishmen, were burned.

Certainly he had loved her madly. He hardly ever permitted
her to be out of his sight. For her he had forgotten, or seemed to
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have forgotten, all grave affairs of State. And, with that terrible
blindness that passion brings upon its servants, he failed to notice
. that the elaborate ceremonies, by which he tried to please her,
aggravated the strange malady from which she suffered. When she
died, he was, for a time, like one who is mad. Indeed, there was
no doubt that he would have given up the throne and gone to the
great Trappist monastery’ at Granada, if he had not been afraid to
leave the little Infanta at the mercy of his brother, whose cruelty
even in Spain was notorious. He was suspected of having caused the
Queen’s death by a pair of poisoned gloves that he had presented to
her on the occasion of her visiting his castle in Aragon. Even after
the three years of public mourning, the King would never allow his
ministers to speak about a new marriage. And when the Emperor
himself offered him the hand of his niece, he asked the ambassadors
to tell their master that the King of Spain was already married to
Sorrow.

His whole married life, with its joys and griefs, seemed to
come back to him today, as he watched the Infanta playing on,the
terrace. She had all the Queen’s pretty manners, the same wilful
way of tossing her head, the same proud beautiful mouth, the same
wonderful smile, as she looked up now and then at the window, or
stretched out her little hand for the stately Spanish gentlemen to
kiss. But the loud laughter of the children did not please his ears,
and the bright sunlight mocked at his sorrow. He buried his face in
his hands, and when the Infanta looked up again, the King had
already gone.

She felt upset. Surely he might have stayed with her on her
birthday. What did the stupid State affairs matter? Or had he gone
to that gloomy chapel, where the candles were always burning, and
where she was never allowed to enter? How silly of him, when the
sun was shining so brightly, and everybody was so happy! Besides, he
would miss the sham bullfight for which the trumpet was already
sounding, to say nothing of the puppet show and the other wonderful
things. Her uncle and the Grand Inquisitor were much more sensible.
They came out on the terrace, and paid her nice compliments. So
she tossed her pretty head, and taking Don Pedro by the hand, she
walked slowly down the steps towards a long pavilion of purple silk.
The other children followed her in strict order of precedence, those
who had the longest names went first.

A procession of noble boys, fantastically dressed as toreadors,?
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came out to meet her. The young Count, a wonderfully handsome
boy of about fourteen, led her solemnly to a little golden and ivory
chair that was placed on a platform above the arena. The children
grouped themselves all round, whispering to each other, and Don
Pedro and the Grand Inquisitor stood laughing at the entrance.
Even the Duchess — the Camerera-Mayor® as she was called — a
thin, hard-featured woman, did not look so bad-tempered as usual.

It certainly was a marvellous bullfight, and much nicer, the
Infanta thought, that the real bullfight she had been brought to see
at Seville'® on the occasion of the visit of the Duke of Parma to her
father. Some of the boys rode richly dressed hobbyhorses; others
went on foot waving their scarlet cloaks before the bull, when the
bull was about to fall on them. As for the bull himself, he was just
like a live bull, and sometimes insisted on running round the arena
on his hind legs, which no live bull ever dreams of doing. He made
a splendid fight of it too. The children got so excited that they stood
up upon the benches, and waved their handkerchiefs and cried out
Bravo toro! Bravo toro!!! just as if they had been grown up people. At
last, however, after a long fight, during which several hobbyhorses
were Killed, and their riders dismounted, the young Count brought
the bull to his knees. Having got permission from the ‘Infanta, he
plunged his wooden sword into the neck of the animal with such
violence that the head came right off, and disclosed the laughing
face of the son of the French Ambassador at Madrid.

The arena was then cleared amidst much applause, and the
dead hobbyhorses were dragged away by two Moorish pages. They
acted so well, and their gestures were so extremely natural, that at
the end of the play the eyes of the Infanta were quite dim with tears.
Indeed, some of the children really cried, and had to be comforted.

. An African juggler followed who brought in a large basket
covered with a red cloth, and having placed it in the centre of the
arena, he tookfrom his turban a curious pipe, and blew through it.
In a few moments the cloth began to move. As the pipe grew louder
and louder, two green and gold snakes put out their strange heads
and rose slowly up. The children, however, were rather frightened
at them, and were much more pleased, when the juggler made a
tiny orange-tree grow out of the sand and bear pretty white blossoms
and real fruit. When he took the fan of the little girl, and changed
it into a blue bird, that flew all round the pavilion and sang, they
were very much delighted. The solemn minuet, too, performed by
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the dancing boys, was charming. The Infanta had never before seen
this wonderful ceremony.

A troop of handsome Egyptians — as the gipsies were called in
those days — then appeared in the arena. Sitting cross-legged, in a
circle, they began to play softly upon their instruments, moving
their bodies to the tune. When they caught sight of Don Pedro,
they frowned at him. Some of them looked terrified, for only a few
weeks before he had had two of their tribe hanged in the marketplace
at Seville. But the pretty Infanta charmed them, and they felt sure
that one so lovely as she was could never be cruel to anybody. So
they played on very gently, and their heads began to nod as though
they were falling asleep. Suddenly, with a cry so loud that it startled
all the children, the Egyptians jumped ‘to their feet and whirled
madly round, and sang some wild love-song in their strange language.
Then at another signal they all threw themselves again to the ground
and lay there quite still. After they had done this several times, they
disappeared for a moment. Then they came back leading a brown
bear by a chain, and carrying on their shoulders some little apes.
The bear stood upon his head, and the apes played all kinds of
amusing tricks with two gypsy boys who seemed to be their masters,
and fought with tiny regular soldier’s drill just like the King’s own
bodyguard. In fact, the gipsies were a great success.

But the funniest part of the whole morning’s entertainment
was the dancing of the little Dwarf. When he appeared in the arena
on his crooked legs and with his huge misshapen head, the children
burst out laughing. The Infanta herself laughed so much that the
Camerera had to remind her that although there were many
precedents in Spain for a King’s daughter weeping before her equals,
there were none for a Princess of the royal blood making so merry
before those who were much lower in rank. The Dwarf, however,
was really fantastic. And even at the Spanish Court such a fantastic
little monster had never been seen. It was his first appearance, too.
He was found only the day before by two nobles. The Dwarf was
brought by them to the Palace as a gift for the Infanta. His father
who was a poor man was very pleased to get rid of such an ugly and
useless child. Perhaps the most amusing thing about him was that
the Dwarf did not know about his ugliness. Indeed, he seemed quite
happy and full of the highest spirits. When the children laughed, he
laughed as freely as any of them. At the end of each dance he made
them each the funniest of bows, smiling and nodding at them just as
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if he was really one of themselves. As for the Infanta, she absolutely
charmed him. He could not keep his eyes off her, and seemed to
dance for her alone. At the end of the performance she took out of
her hair a beautiful white rose, and partly for a joke and partly to
tease the Camerera, threw it to him across the arena with her
sweetest smile. He took the whole matter quite seriously, and pressing
the flower to his rough coarse lips, he put his hand upon his heart,
and sank on one knee before her, smiling from ear to ear, and his
face was shining with happiness.

This so amused the Infanta that she kept on laughing after the
little Dwarf had run out of the arena. She expressed a desire to her
uncle that the dance should be immediately repeated. The Camerera,
however, decided that it would be better that her Highness should
return without delay to the Palace, where a wonderful feast had been
already prepared for her. There was also a real birthday cake with her
own initials worked all over it. The Infanta rose up with much
dignity, and having given orders that the little Dwarf was to dance
again for her after the hour of siesta,!? she went back to her chamber.
The children followed in the same order in which they had entered.

When the little Dwarf heard that he was to dance a second
time before the Infanta, and by her own wish, he was so proud that
he ran out into the garden kissing the white rose in an absurd ecstasy
of pleasure, and making clumsy gestures of delight.

The Flowers were quite indignant, when they saw him in their
beautiful home. And when they saw him jumping up an down, and
waving his arms above his head in such a ridiculous manner, they
could not conceal their feelings any longer. '

“He is really far too ugly to be allowed to play in any place
where we are,” cried the Tulips.

“He should drink poppy-juice, and go to sleep for a thousand
years,” said the great scarlet Lilies, and they grew quite hot and
angry. - .
“He is a perfect horror!” screamed the Cactus. “Why, his
head is completely out of proportion with his legs. If he'comes near
me, I will sting him with my thorns.”

“And he has actually got one of my best blooms,” exclaimed
the White Rose-Tree. “I gave it to the Infanta this morning myself,
as a birthday present, and he has stolen it from her.” And she called
out, “Thief! Thief! Thief!” at the top of her voice.

Even the red Geraniums who were known to have a great
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many poor relations themselves turned dWEI}' in disgust, when they-

saw him. .

But somehnw the Birds liked him. They saw him often in the
forest dancing about like an elf, or climbing up in the hollow of
some old oak-tree, sharing his nuts with the squirrels. They did not
mind his being ugly a bit. Why, even the nightingale herself who
sang so sweetly in the orange groves at night was not much to look at
after all. Besides, he had been kind to them, and during that
terribly bitter winter, when there were no berries on the trees, and
the ground was as hard as iron, and the wolves had come down to the
very gates of the city to look for food, he had never once forgotten
them, but had always given them crumbs out of his little hunch of
black bread, and shared with them whatever poor breakfast he had.

So they flew round and round him, just touching his cheek
with their wings, as they passed, and chattered to each other. The
little Dwarf was so pleased that he could not help showing them the
beautiful white rose, and telling them that the Infanta herself had
given it to him, because she loved him.

The Lizards also liked him very much. When he grew tired of
running about and threw himself down on the grass to rest, they
played and ran all over him, and tried to amuse themselves in the best
way they could. “Everyone cannot be as beautiful as a lizard,” they
cried, “that would be too much to expect. And he is really not so ugly
after all, of course, if one shuts one’s eyes, and does not look at him.”
The Lizards were extremely philosophical by nature, and often sat
thinking for hours and hours together, when there was nothing else to
do, or when the weather was too rainy for them to go out.

The Flowers, however, were very much annoyed at their
behaviour and at the behaviour of the birds. “It only shows,” they
said, “what a vulgarising effect this rushing and flying about has.
Well-bred people always stay exactly in the same place, as we do. No
one ever saw us jumping up and down, or galloping madly through
the grass after dragon-flies. When we do want a change, we send for
the gardener, and he carries us to another bed. This is dignified, as
it should be. But birds and lizards, indeed, have not even a permanent
address. They are like the gipsies, and should be treated in exactly the
same manner.” So they put their noses in the air, and looked very
arrogant, and were quite delighted, when after some time they saw
the little Dwarf make his way across the terrace to the palace.

“He should certainly be kept indoors for the rest of his natural
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life,” they said. “Look at his hunched back, and his crooked legs,”
and they began to laugh.

But the little Dwarf knew nothing of all this. He liked the birds
and the lizards very much, and thought that the flowers were the most
marvellous things in the whole world, except, of course, the Infanta.
But then she had given him the beautiful white rose, and she loved
him, and that made a great difference. How he wished that he had
gone back with her! She would have put him on her right hand, and
smiled at him, and he would have never left her side, but would have
made her his playmate, and taught her all kinds of delightful tricks.
For though he had never been in a palace before, he knew a great
many wonderful things. He could make little cages for the grasshoppers
to sing in. He knew the cry of every bird and the sound of every
animal. He knew the trail of every animal, and could track the hare
by its delicate footprints. All the wild dances he knew, the mad dance
in red clothes with the autumn, the light dance in blue sandals over
the corn, and the blossom dance through the orchards in spring. He
knew where -the wood pigeons built their nests, and once when a
hunter killed the parent birds, he brought up the young ones himself.
They were quite tame, and they used to feed out of his hands every
morning. “She would like all the animals I love,” he thought. Yes,
she must certainly come to the forest and play with them. He would
give her his own little bed, and would watch outside the window till
dawn, to see that the wild horned animals did not harm her, the
wolves did not come near to her. And at dawn he would wake her,
and they would go out and dance together all the day long. It was
really not a bit lonely in the forest. Certainly, there was a great deal
to look at in the forest. And when she was tired, he would find a soft
bank of moss for her, or carry her in his arms, for he was very strong,
though he knew that he was not tall. He would make her a necklace
of red berries, that would be quite as pretty as the white berries that
she wore on her dress, and when she was tired of them, she could
throw them away, and he would find her others.

But where was she? He asked the white rose, and it made him
no answer. The whole palace seemed asleep, and even where the
shutters were not closed, heavy curtains were drawn across the windows
to keep out the light. He wandered all round looking for some
place, through which he might find an entrance, and at last he
caught sight of a little private door that was lying open. He slipped
through, and found himself in a splendid hall, far more splendid,

107



he feared, than the forest. There was so much more gold everywhere,
and even the floor was made of great coloured stones, fitted together
into a sort of geometrical pattern. But the little Infanta was not
there, only some wonderful white statues that looked down on him
from their pedestals, with sad eyes and strangely smiling lips.

At the end of the hall hung a richly embroidered curtain of
black velvet, powdered with suns and stars, the King's favourite
devices, and broidered on the colour he loved best. Perhaps she was
hiding behmd that? He would try at any rate.

So he stole quietly across, and drew it aside. No, there was

only another room, though a prettier one, he theught than the
onc he had just left.

~ The little Dwarf looked in wonder all round him, and was
half-afraid to go on. He thought of the pretty Infanta, and took
courage. He wanted to find her alone, and to tell her that he too,
loved her. Perhaps she was in the room beyond.

He ran across the soft Moorish carpets, and opened the door.
No! She was not here either. The room was quite empty.

It was a throne room, used for the reception of foreign
ambassadors, when the King agreed to give them a personal audience;
the same room in which, many years before, envoys had appeared
from England to make arrangements for the marriage of their Queen,
then one of the Catholic sovereigns of Europe, to Emperor’s eldest
son. On the second step of the throne was placed the kneeling-
stool!3 of the Infanta, with its cushion of cloth of silver tissue, and
below that again stood the chair for the Papal Nuncio who alone
had the right to be seated in the King’s presence on the occasion of
any public ceremonial.

But the little Dwarf cared nothing for all this magnificence.
He would not have given his rose for all the pearls, nor one white
petal of his rose for the throne itself. What he wanted was to see the
Infanta, before she went down to the pavilion, and ask her to come
away with him, when he had finished his dance. Here, in the
Palace, the air was close and heavy, but in the forest the wind blew
free, and there was a lot -of sunlight. There were flowers, too, in
the forest, not so splendid, perhaps, as the flowers in the garden,
but more sweetly scented for all that. Yes, surely she would come,
if he could only find her! She would come with him to the fair
forest, and all day long he would dance for her delight. A smile lit
up his eyes at the thought, and he passed into the next room.

108

Of all the rooms this was the brightest and the most beautiful.
But he was not alone. Standing under the shadow of the doorway, at
the very end of the room, he saw a little figure watching him. His heart
trembled, a cry of joy broke from his lips, and moved out into the
sunlight. As he did so, the figure moved out also, and he saw it clearly.

It was a monster, the most grotesque monster he had ever
seen. Not properly shaped as all other people were, but hunchbacked,
and crooked-legged, with a huge round head and black hair. The
little Dwarf frowned, and the monster frowned also. He laughed,
and it laughed with him, and held its hands to its sides, just as he
himself was doing. He made it a mocking bow, and it returned him
a low reverence. He went towards it, and it came to meet him,
copying each step that he made, and stopping when he etepped.
himself. He shouted with amusement, and ran forward, and reached
out his hand, and the hand of the monster touched his, and it was as
cold as ice. He grew afraid, and moved his hand across, and the
monster’s hand followed it quickly. He tried to press on, but something
smooth and hard stopped him. The face of the monster was now close
to his own, and seemed full of terror. He brushed his hair off his eyes.
It imitated him. He struck at it, and it returned blow for blow. He
hated it, and it made faces at him. He drew back, and it retreated.

What is it? He thought for a moment, and looked round at
the rest of the room. It was strange, but everything seemed to have
its double in this invisible wall of clear water. Yes, picture for
picture was repeated, and couch for couch.

What is Echo? He called to her once in the valley, and she
answered him word for word. Could she mock at the eye, as she
mocked at the voice? Could she make a mimic world just like the
real world? Could the shadows of things have colour and life and
movement? Could it be that —?

He started and taking from his breast the beautiful white rose,
he turned round, and kissed it. The monster had a rose of its own,
petal for petal the same! It kissed it with like kisses, and pressed it
to its heart with horrible gestures.

When he understood the truth, he gave a wild cry of despair,
and fell weeping to the ground. So it was he, who was misshapen
and hunchbacked, ugly to look at. He himself was the monster, and
it was at him that all the children had been laughing, and the little
Princess, who he thought loved him — she, too, had been merely
mocking at his ugliness, and making merry over him. Why had not
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they left him in the forest, where there was no mirror to tell him
how ugly he was? Why had not his father killed him, rather than sell
him to his shame? The hot tears poured down his cheeks, and he tore
the white rose to pieces. The monster did the same. When he
looked at it, it watched him with a face drawn with pain. He
‘turned away, fearing to see it, and covered his eyes with his hands.
He lay there, like some wounded thing.

And at that moment the Infanta herself came in with her
companions. When they saw the ugly little Dwarf lying on the ground
and beating the floor with his clenched hands in the most fantastic
and exaggerated manner, they began to laugh, and stood all round
him and watched him.

“His dancing was funny,” said the Infanta, “but his acting is
funnier still. Indeed, he is almost as good as the puppets, only, of
course, not quite natural.” And she applauded.

But the little Dwarf never looked up, and his sobs grew fainter
and fainter, and suddenly he gave a curious gasp, and clutched his
side. And then he fell back again, and lay quite still.

“That is terrific,” said the Infanta, after a pause, “but now
you must dance for me.”

“Yes,” cried all the children, “you must get up and dance,
for you are as clever as the apes, and much more ridiculous.”

But the little Dwarf made no answer.

And the Infanta stamped her foot, and called her uncle,
who was walking on the terrace with the Chamberlain, reading some
despatches that had just arrived from Mexico. “My funny little Dwarf
is sulking,” she cried, “you must wake him up, and tell him to dance
for me.”

They smiled at each other, and Don Pedro slapped the Dwarf
on the cheek with his embroidered glove. “You must dance,” he
said, “pefit monstre.1 You must dance. The Infanta of Spain and
the Indies wishes to be amused.”

But the little Dwarf never moved.

“Awhipping master should be sent for,” said Don Pedro wearily,
and he went back to the terrace. But the Chamberlain knelt beside
the little Dwarf, and put his hand upon his heart. And after a few
moments he rose up, and having made a low bow to the Infanta, he
said, “Mi bella Princesa,'S your funny little Dwarf will never dance
again. It is a pity, for he is so ugly that he might have made the

King smile.”

1
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“But why will he not dance again?” asked the Infanta laughing.

“Because his heart is broken,” answered the Chamberlain.

And the Infanta frowned, and her rosy lips curled. “For the
future let those who come to play with me have no hearts,” she cried
and ran out into the garden.

Commentary

\ Don Pedro of Aragon — [oH Tlenpo AparoHcKuMi. AparoH — 00-
JIACTh Ha ceBepo-BocToKe McraHuMm.

2 the Grand Inguisitor of Granada — Bemuxuii wnkBusurop [pana-
bl, BO3TVIABJISABILMI WHKBU3MIMIO B UCTAHCKOW mpoBHHUMM [pa-
Hana. MHkeu3unma 6bima co3maHa B XIII Beke B cTpaHax, rne
TOCHOACTBOBAIA KAaTOJMYecKas 1IepKOBb, VTSI pacmnpaBbl C TaK Ha-
3BIBAEMbIMM €PETHMKAMU — IMPOTHUBHUKAMU (heOoTaTbHO-LEPKOBHOH
uneonorur. OcobeHHO MIKMPOKOE pacNpoOCTpaHEH e HHKBHU3ULUS TTO-
ayurna B McnaHuu.

3 Mi reina! (ucn.) — Mos xoponesa!

4 the Castle of Fontainbleau — 3amok @onTenO10 nox Ilapuxem,
JeTHsAA pe3uaeHimsa GpaHIy3CKMX KOpomne

5 the Papal Nuncio — nanckuil HyHUWH, TTOCTOSHHBIH TPENCTABH-
TeNb PUMCKOIO MAarbl B TOCYAAPCTBaX, ¢ KOTOPHIMH Iana Monaep-
XHBaeT opULHATbHbIE THIUIOMATHYECKUE OTHOUIEHHUS

6 high mass (puMck.-Kamo..) — TOPXeCTBEHHOE DOrocIyXeHUE C BOC-
KYDEHMEM JlalaHa, MY3bIKOW M T. IL.

7 the great Trappist monastery — TPanmnucTBl, 0CODbIA OpPICH PUMC-
KO-KAaTOJIMMECKON LIEPKBM, OCHOBaHHbIM B MecTeuke CONMHBH JiA
Tpann B 1140 r. (®panuus). Ero ycras oTanyancs Hcoﬁb._lqaﬁHnﬁ
CYPOBOCTLIO: HOJTMMUA MOJIMTBAMM, U3HYPUTE/IbHBIMH MOCTAMU, THA-
XenbiM (PUWUECKHM TPYIOM M MOYTH MOCTOSAHHBIM MOIYaHUEM.
8 toreadors (ucn.) — TOpeanophl

9 the Camerera-Mayor (ucn.) — cTapiuas KaMepUCTKa, HOJLKHOCTb
MPUIBOPHOM AaMbl

10 Seville — CeBunbsi, ropon Ha wore Mcrmanuu

Il Bravo toro! (ucn.) — bpaBo, Topeanop!

12 gjesta (ucn.) — cvecTa, TOMYIEHHbIA OTIOBIX B IOXHBIX CTpaHax
13 the kneeling-stool — ckameiika, Ha kotopoil UndaHTa npexioHs-
Na KOJIEHM Mepe] TPOHOM
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14 petit monstre (¢hp.) — yponeu
I5 Mi bella Princesa (ucn.) — Mos npekpacHas IIpHHILECCA

Exercises

LD  Reading Comprehension

1 Are the following statements about the tale rue or false? .lf there is
not enough information in the tale, write don’r know.

1)
2)
3)
4)
3)
6)
7)
8)
9)

The little Princess was allowed to invite only the children
of her own rank.

The Infanta’s mother, the Queen of France, died just
after her birth.

The Infanta had all the Queen’s manners, the same
wonderful smile.

A troop of handsome Egyptians appeared in the arena
after the bullfight.

The dancing of the little Dwarf was the funniest part of
the entertainment.

The Infanta expressed a desire to her uncle that the
dance should be immediately repeated.

The Flowers liked the Dwarf and felt sorry for him.

The Dwarf loved the forest and dreamed of showing it to
the Infanta.

The Dwarf liked the throne-room best in the palace.

10) The Dwarf wanted to see the Infanta because he wanted

to declare his love to her.

11) When the Dwarf saw himself in the mirror, he realised

the bitter truth.

12) When the Princess found the Dwarf lying on the ground

and crying bitterly, she felt sorry for him.

2 The sentences below are all from the tale. Match parts of sentences on
the left with their complementations on the right.
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1)

2)

3)

4)

3)

6)

7)

8)

9)

Although she was a real
Princess and the Infanta
of Spain,

The King allowed her to
invite any of her young
friends,

The Queen had been
embalmed by a Moorish
physician,

The King’s brother was
suspected of having caused
the Queen’s death by a
pair of poisoned gloves
Even after the three years
of public mourning,

The other children followed
the Infanta in strict order
of precedence,

They acted so well, and
their gestures were soO
extremely natural,

As the pipe grew louder
and louder,

When the Dwarf appeared
in the arena on his crooked
legs and with his huge
misshapen head,

10) The Dwarf’s father who

was a poor man

11) The little Dwarf was so

pleased that

12) When the Infanta and

her companions saw the
ugly little Dwarf lying on
the ground and beating the
floor with his clenched
hands,

13) And the Infanta stamped

her foot, and called her
uncle,
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who in return for this
service had been granted
his life.

the King would never allow
his ministers to speak about
a new marriage.

she had only one birthday
every year, just like other
children of quite poor
people. :

that at the end of the play
the eyes of the Infanta
were quite dim with tears.
two green and gold snakes
put out their strange heads
and rose slowly.

who was walking on the
terrace with Chamberlain,
reading some dispatches
that had just arrived from
Mexico.

was happy to get rid of
such an ugly and useless
child.

they began to laugh, and
stood all round him and
watched him. |

he could not help showing
them the beautiful white
rose.

- the children burst out

laughing.

that he had presented to
her on the occasion of her
visiting his castle in Aragon.
whom she liked to come
and amuse themselves
with her.

those who had the longest
names went first



Answer the following questions.

1) Why did the King allow his daughter to invite any of her
young friends to her birthday party?

2) Why was the King always in grief?

3) How did the children amuse themselves?

4) What were the items on the entertainment programme?

5) Why was the Infanta so amused with the last item?

6) What did she present the Dwarf with?

7) What did the Flowers in the garden think about the Dwarf’s
success?

8) Why did the Dwarf want to invite the Infanta to the forest?

9) Where did the Dwarf go to search for her?

10) What did the Dwarf see in the Royal Palace?

1) What happened to the Dwarf in the room he liked the Best?

12) Why was he so disappointed when he realised the truth?

13) Where did the Infanta and her friends find the Dwarf?

14) What did they all want the Dwarf to do? '

15) What did Don Pedro say about the Dwarf?

16) What was the Infanta’s reaction to the Chamberlain’s words?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the tale the English for;

€S0 YPE3BbIYAHHON BaXHOCTH; UTPATh B NIPATKH; AETH CBOETO
Kpyra; BbIIJIANbIBATE W3-MOI Yero-aubo; ObITh OOPYYEHHBIM C
KEM-JIMDO; TI0 Cy4alo; COBEPIUTh OPAKOCOYETAHHE; OTKA3aThCS
OT TPOHA; M3BECTHBIH CBOEH XECTOKOCTbIO; NENaTh KOMY-IH60
KOMIUTMMEHTDI; HITH B CTPOTOH IMOCTIeA0BaTeIbHOCTH, berath Ha
3alHMX HOTrax, COHTH ¢ JIOILAAM; BOH3UTH mInary B 1 XHuBoT-
HOro; packa4MBaTbCs B TAKT MY3bIKE; MMeTh Gojiee HU3KOE Tpo-
HCXOXIEHHUE; ObITH B CAMOM ITPEKPacCHOM DACIIOJIOXEHHU 1yXa:
IOKJIOHUTBCA; HE CITYCKATh I71a3 ¢ KOro-1u00; yIibibaTscs Bo Bce
JIMLIO; AENATh HEYKITIOKHUE XECThl BOCTOPra; CKPbIBATH CBOM YYB-
CTBa; rojioBa y HEr0 HECOOOPA3HO BEIMKA MO CPABHEHMIO C HO-
rdMH; BO BCE TOPJIO; OBITH MPUPOXACHHBIM (unocodoMm; 3are-
PETB IOMa; 3TO COBEPILIEHHO APYTOE EJI0; MATKOE JIOXKE M3 MXa;
[OATOTOBHTBECA K YEMY-110O0; MOPTPET B IONHBIA POCT; KPUK
PamoCTH COPBAJICA C €0 YCT; TPHMACHHMYATD
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Group the following phrases taken from the text under the headings
below. Give an example using each, to help you remen_iber them.

like long rows of soldiers; a richer colour; the most graceful;
the most tastefully dressed; like faded gold; sadder than qsual;
much nicer; much more sensible; the longest names; hkfa a
live bull; grew louder and louder; so lcwelylas she is; the ﬁmm_est
part; much lower in rank; the highest spirits; the most amusing
thing; as freely as any of them; the funniest bows; bettel_'; best
blooms; as good as understanding; the best way; as bﬂﬂul':lful as
a lizard; the most marvellous things; love best; the brightest
and the most beautiful room; as cold as ice; likﬁ_? the real wnfld;
the most fantastic and exaggerated manner, acting was funnier;
as good as the puppets; his sobs grew fainter and fainter; cleverer

than the apes; much more ridiculous; as splendid as you are
now; like faded gold; younger; so bad-tempered as usual; much
more pleased; like the King’s own bodyguard; much better
taste; as pretty as the white berries; like an elf

comparative superlative o expressiu.ns
expressions expressions “of equality
or inequality

Complete the words in the .sentences below by adding -able or -ible.
Make any spelling changes that are needed.

1) A dark suit is prefer to a light one for evening wear.
2) We spent a profit day cleaning out the i::upbnard's.
3) Signs of economic and social decay are clearly vis in

the streets of the capital.
4) He was a very pleasant and person young marn,
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5) The weather was really so horr yesterday.
6) Of course, this meat is not eat _
7) I do not think this work is manage for one person

Use the right adjective ending in -ing or -ed to complete each sentence.

1) We were all when we heard about the earthquake.

alone.
8) It’s no longer poss ‘to find a cheap flat in London.
9) My mother became comfort after the operation.
10) She keeps an unbeliev number of cats at home!
11) It was very sens of you to bring your umbrella.
12) It it accept to wear jeans to this reception?
13) I do not like change weather in London.
14) The teacher made me respons for keeping the class
in order while she went out.
15) The damage to my car is hardly notice
16) For me she has an irresist fascination!
17) He is quite knowledge about wines.
18) The island is access only by boat.
19) Your excuse does not seem to be reason :
20) This document is comprehens only for lawyers.

Look at the following list of words taken from the tale. Discuss them
and put into two groups: adjectives and adverbs.

brightly, naturally, really, ordinary, stately, tastefully,
heavily, tiny, windy, hastily, nearly, madly, hardly, gloomy,
wonderfully, richly, softly, pretty, lovely, gently, madly,
freely, absolutely, partly, seriously, immediately, clumsy,
strangely, properly, funny, completely, ugly, angry, certainly,
extremely, merrily, entirely, terribly, rainy, exactly, heavy

adjectives adverbs
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2)

3)

4)

3)

6)

7)

8)

9)

a) terrified
b) terrifying

Are you in French literature?
a) interested
b) interesting

My son’s behaviour is :
‘a) frightened
b) frightening

I was with the book. I expected it to be much
better.

a) disappointed

b) disappointing

I’m going to the States next week. It will be an
experience.

a) excited

b) exciting

I was so when | heard they were getting divorced.
They had always seemed so happy together.

a) surprised

b) surprising

He never stops talking and never says anything .
a) interested
b) interesting
He’s the most person I have ever met in my life.
a) bored
b) boring

To ask people for money is
a) embarrassed
b) embarrassing
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10) It is not that he failed the exam, he had not
studied hard.
a) surprised
b) surprising

11) 1 was when | heard that strange sound at night.
a) frightened
b) frightening

12) I was really when I was offered the job.
a) amazed
b) amazing

Circle the letter of the word that correctly i‘:umpletes the sentence.

1) The King’s brother was suspected caused the Queen’s

death.
a) to have
b) of having

2) - The little Dwarf looked forward the Infanta.
a) to see '
b) to seeing

3) The ministers couldn’t persuade the King a second

time.
a) to marry

b) marrying

4) The children couldn’t help when the little Dwarf

appeared in the arena.
a) to laugh
b) laughing

5) The little Dwarf dreamed in the forest with the Infanta.
a) to dance
b) of dancing

6) The Infanta laughed so much that the Camerera needed
her to behave properly.
a) to remind
b) reminding
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7)- The red Geraniums were known a great many
poor relations.
a) to have
b) having

8) The little Dwarf was so pleased that he couldn’t help
them the beautiful white rose.
a) to show
b) showing

9) The little Dwarf was afraid when he saw the monster.
a) to move -
b) moving

10) When the Infanta and her companions saw the Dwarf
lying and beating the floor, they began and watched
him.

a) to laugh
b) laughing

Translate the following sentences into English.

1) Manenpkas llpuHIIecca TIpOTryJIMBaiach Mo Teppace co
CBOMMM MOAPYraMu, Urpajia ¢ HUMHU B TIPATKH.

2) Koposb OBl 1aXe OTPEKCH OT TPOHA M YAATHICH B MOHa-
CTBIpPb, €CJIH OBl TOJILKO He DOSJICI OCTABHTh MAJEHLKYIO
HNudanTy Ha mnoneyeHue cBoero oOpara.

3) HudanTa crnenana HeIOBOJBHYID IPHUMACKy W IOXKajia
TIeYHKAMH — YK MOT Obl OH ¢ Hed MOOLITH B I¢HL €€
POXIEHMS.

4) Ho cambiM 3a0aBHBIM pa3BICYCHMEM 3TOrO yTpa ObUIH,
OeccnmopHo, TaHIkl MajeHbKoro Kapnwmka.

5) Kapnuxk BBaNWICAd HA apeHy, KOBBUIAS HA KPHMBBIX, KO-
POTEHLKUX HOXKAX M MOTasl OrpoMHOH 0e300pa3Hoi ro-
JIOBOH.

6) Oren ero 6bU1 TOABKO paa M30aBUTLCH OT TAKOTO YPOAIH-
BOTO M Oecrosie3HOro pedeHka.

7) Camoe 3abaBHoe B Kapauke ObL10, MOXET OBITH, TO,
YTO CaM OH COBEPIUEHHO He CO3HaBall, KaK YpPOIMB H
CMELLOH,

119



8) MHHbaHTa BHIHY/JIA M3 BOIOC KpacuByl Oelyio po3y H
Opocuna ee yepe3 BCIO apeHy Kapiauky.

9) Korma Kapauky ckasaiu, 4To OH OyZeT ellie pa3 TaHLE-
BaTh nepen MudanTol Mo ee TMYHOMY 0CODOMY MpHKa-
3y, OH TaKk obpajoBaics, 4o ybexam B cam. -

10) AwepHisl — NpUpPOXAeHHBIE QUAOCODH: OHHM YacamH
CIIOCOOHEI CHIeTh HA OMHOM MECTE M pasMBILILIATH, KOT-
Ja UM 0OJblle HEYero JAesarTh.

11) Manenbkuit Kapiauk cumTan, 4TO LIBETHl — CaMoO€ YIH-
BUTEJIbHOE, YTO ecTh Ha CBETe, KOHEYHO, 3a HMCKIIYE-
HueM HHdaHTHL.

12) Maneuskuit Kapiuk B U3YMICHUM O3UpAJICA BOKPYT U
faXe HEMHOXKO MOBGauBAICS MATU Jajblle.

13) On He oTnan OBl CBOEH PO3bI 32 BCe XKeMUyra banmaxuHa,
He otaai 66l HU OMHOTO €¢ 0€JIOTo JIEMECTKA 3a TPOH.

14) Korma ucTHHa BAPYr OTKpbLIack €My, OH, phinad, ¢
OUKWM BOIUIEM KMHYJICS Ha MO,

15) Kapnuk Hukoraa 6oiblie He OyIeT miscars, IOTOMY 4TO
y Hero pa3ouTo cepiue.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1) Find some facts in the tale to show that the King loved
the Queen madly. )

2) Prove that the Infanta took after her mother.

3) Find some facts in the tale to prove that the entertainment
on the occasion of the Infanta’s birthday was a great
SUCCESS. .

4) Describe the forest as if you were the Dwarf.

5) Describe the palace as if you were the Dwarf.

6) Agree or disagree with the statement that the Dwarf’s
appearance contrasted his soul.

7) Agree or disagree with the statement that the Infanta was
a capricious Princess, hard of heart.

8) Compare the Dwarf and the Infanta.

i —

THE YOUNG KING

It was the night before his coronation, and the young King
was sitting alone in his beautiful chamber. His courtiers left him,
bowing their heads to the ground. They went to the Great Hall of
the Palace to receive a few last lessons from the Professor of Etiquette.
Some of them had still quite natural manners,! which was a very
serious offence for a courtier.

The boy — for he was only sixteen years of age — was not sorry
that they had left him, and threw himself back with a deep sigh of
relief on the soft couch. He lay there like some young animal of the
forest newly caught by the hunters.

And, indeed, it was the hunters who had found him almost
by chance. Barefoot and pipe in hand he was following the flock
of the poor goatherd who had brought him up, and whose son he
always thought himself to be. He was the child of the old King’s
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daughter by a secret marriage with someone much lower in rank.
Some people said he was a stranger who made the young Princess
love him by the wonderful magic of his lute-playing. Others spoke
of an artist from Rimini2 to whom the Princess had shown much
honour, and who disappeared suddenly from the city, leaving his
work in the Cathedral unfinished. When the Prince was a week
old, he was stolen from his mother’s side, as she slept. The child
was given to a common peasant and his wife, They had no children
of their own and lived in a remote part of the forest, far from the
town. Sorrow, or the plague, as the court doctor said, or, as
some people suggested, a swift Italian poison put into a cup of
wine killed his mother within an hour of her wakening. And
when the messenger who carried the child across the saddle of his
tired horse knocked at the door of the goatherd’s house, the body
of the Princess was being lowered into a grave beyond the city. It
was said that another body was also lying there, that of a young
man of marvellous and foreign beauty, whose hands were tied
behind him with a cord, and whose breast was covered with
many red wounds.

At least, such was the story that men whispered to each other.
It was certain that lying on his death-bed the old King, realised his
great sin and had sent for the boy, and, in the presence of the
Council, had acknowledged him as his heir.

From the very first moment of his recognition the boy had
shown signs of that strange passion for beauty which had great
influence over his life. Those who accompanied him to his rooms
often spoke of the cry of pleasure that broke from his lips, when
he saw the delicate clothes and rich jewels that had been prepared
for him, and of the joy with which he threw aside his rough
leathern tunic and course sheepskin cloak. He missed at times the
freedom of the forest life, and always criticised the Court ceremonies
that occupied so much of each day. But the wonderful palace —
Joyeuse,3 seemed to him to be a new delightful world. As soon as
he could escape from the council, he would run down the great
staircase and wander from room to room, and from corridor to
corridor, like one who was seeking to find in beauty a remedy
from sickness. ' :

During these journeys of discovery, as he would call them, he
would sometimes be accompanied by the Court pages. But more
often he would be alone, feeling through a certain quick instinct
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that the secrets of art should be learned in secret, and that Beauty
like Wisdom loves the lonely worshipper.

Many curious stories were told about him at this period. It was
said that a Burgomaster who had come to make a speech on behalf
of the citizens of the town caught sight of him kneeling in real
admiration before a great picture that had just been brought from
Venice. On another occasion he had been missed for several hours,
and after a long search had been discovered in a little chamber in
one of the northern parts of the palace looking, as one in a trance,
at a Greek gem carved with the figure of Adonis.# He had been seen,
so the tale ran,d pressing his warm lips to the marble of an antique
statue that had been discovered in the bed of the river on the occasion
of the building of the stone bridge.

But what had occupied him most was the robe he was to wear
at his coronation, the robe of gold, and the ruby crown, and the
sceptre with its rows and rings of pearls. Indeed, it was of this that
he was thinking tonight, as he lay on his couch. The designs which
were from the hands of the most famous artists of the time had been
brought to him many months before, and he gave orders that the
artists were to work night and day to carry them out. And the whole
world was to be searched for jewels that would be worthy of their
work. He imagined himself to be standing at the high altar of the
Cathedral in the fair clothes of a King, and a smile played on his
boyish lips, and lit up his dark eyes.

Outside he could see the great dome of the Cathedral looming
like a bubble over the shadowy houses, and the tired guard walking
up and down on the terrace by the river. Far away, in an orchard,
a nightingale was singing. A faint perfume of jasmine came through
the open window. He brushed his brown curls back from his forehead,
and taking up a lute, he began to play. His heavy eyelids trembled,
and a strange faintness came over him. Never before had he felt
so keenly the magic and mystery of beautiful things.

When midnight sounded from the tower clock, he touched a
bell, and his pages entered and undressed him with much ceremony,
pouring rose-water over his hands, and putting flowers on his pillow.
A few moments after they had left the room, he fell asleep.

And as he slept he dreamed a dream, and this was his dream.®
He thought that he was standing in a long, low attic, among
the clatter of many looms. And through the grated windows’ he
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could see the thin figures of the weavers. Pale, sickly-looking children
were working there. They seemed to be hungry and exhausted, and
their thin hands trembled. Some haggard women were seated at a
table sewing. A horrible odour filled the place. The air was heavy,
and the walls were damp. ‘

The young King went over to one of the weavers, and stood by
him and watched him.

And the weaver looked at him angrily and said, “Why are you
watching me? Are you a spy sent to us by our master?”

“Who is your master?” asked the young King.

“Our master!” cried the weaver, bitterly. “He is a man like
myself. Indeed, there is but this difference between us — that he
wears fine clothes while I go in rags, and that while I am weak from
hunger, he suffers not a little from overfeeding.”

“The land is free,” said the young King, “and you are no
man’s slave.” =

“In war,” answered the weaver, “the strong make slaves of the
weak and in peace the rich make slaves of the poor. We must work to
live, and they give us such low wages that we die. We work for them
all day long, and they keep gold in their trunks, and our children die
before their time, and the faces of these we love become hard and
evil. We tread out the grapes, and another drinks the wine. We sow
the comn, and we have no bread. We have chains, though no eye can
see them; and we are slaves, though men call us free.”

“Is it so with all?” asked the young King.

“It is so with all,” answered the weaver, “with the young as
well as with the old, with the women as well as with the men, with
little children as well as with those, who are stricken in years. The
merchants oppress us, and we must obey them. The priest rides by
and tells his beads, and no man cares for us. Through our sunless
homes creeps Poverty with her hungry eyes, and Sin follows close
behind her. Misery wakes us in the morning, and Shame sits with
us at night. But what are these things to you?? You are not one of us.
Your face is too happy.” And he turned away frowning, and started
the loom, and the young King saw that it was threaded with a
thread of gold.? |

And a great terror fell upon him, and he said to the weaver,
“What robe is this that you are weaving?”

“It is the robe for the coronation of the young King,” he
answered. “What is that to you?”
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And the young King gave a loud cry and woke. He was in his
own chamber, and through the window he saw the great honey-
coloured moon shining in the dark sky.

And he fell asleep again, and dreamed, and this was his dream.

He thought that he was lying on the deckof a large ship with
a hundred slaves. On a carpet by his side the master of the ship was
seated. He was black as ebony, and his turban was of crimson silk.
Great ear-rings of silver dragged down the thick lobes of his ears, and
in his hands he had a pair of ivory scales.

The slaves were naked, but for a ragged lion-cloth, and each
man was chained to his neighbour. The sun was hot, and the negroes
ran up and down the deck and beat them with whips. They stretched
out their thin arms and pulled the heavy oars through the water.

At last they reached a little bay. A light wind blew from the
shore, and covered the deck and the sail with fine red dust. Three
Arabs on wild asses rode out and threw spears at them. The master
of the ship took a painted bow in his hand and shot one of them in
the throat. He fell heavily, and his companions ran away. A woman
wrapped 1n a yellow veil followed slowly on a camel, looking back
now and then at the dead body.

As soon as they had cast anchor and hauled down the sail, the
negroes went into the hold and brought up a long rope-ladder,
heavily weighted with lead. The master of the ship threw it over
the side, making the ends fast to two iron stanchions. Then the
negroes caught the youngest of the slaves and knocked his fetters off,
and filled his nostrils and ears with wax, and tied a big stone round
his waist. He crept down the ladder, and disappeared into the sea.

A few bubbles rose where he sank.

After some time the diver rose up out of the water with a
pearl in his right hand. The negroes took it from him, and thrust him
back. The slaves fell asleep over their oars.

Again and again he came up, and each time that he did so he
brought with him a beautiful pearl. The master of the ship weighed
them, and put them into a little bag of green leather.

The young King tried to speak, but his tongue and lips would not
move. The negroes chattered to each other, and began to quarrel over
a string of bright beads. Two cranes flew round and round the vessel.

Then the diver came up for the last time, and the pearl that
he brought with him was fairer than all the pearls of Ormuz,!9 for it
was shaped like the full moon, and whiter than the morning star.
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But his face was strangely pale. As he fell upon he deck, the blood
burst from his ears and nostrils. He trembled for a little, and then
he was still. The negroes shrugged their shoulders, and threw the
body overboard. -

And the master of the ship laughed, and reached out, he took
the pearl, and when he saw it, he pressed it to his forehead and
bowed. “It shall be,” he said, “for the sceptre of the young King,”!!
and he made a sign to the negroes to draw up the anchor.

And when the young King heard this, he gave a great cry and
woke, and through the window he saw the long grey fingers of the
dawn struggling with the fading stars.

And he fell asleep again, and dreamed, and this was his dream.

He thought that he was wandering through a dim wood, full
of strange fruits and beautiful poisonous flowers. The adders hissed at
him as he went by. The bright parrots flew screaming from branch to
branch. Huge tortoises lay asleep upon the hot mud. The trees were
full of apes and peacocks.

On and on he went, till he reached the edge of the wood,!?
and there he saw a great crowd of men working in the bed of a dried-
up river. They swarmed up the crag like ants. They dug deep holes
in the ground and went down into them. Some of them broke the
rocks with great axes; others searched in the sand. They hurried
about, calling to each other, and no man was idle.

From the darkness of a great cave Death and Avarice watched
them, and Death said, “I am tired; give me a third of them!? and
let me go.”

But Avarice shook her head. “They are my servants,” she
answered.

And Death said to her, “What do you have in your hand?”

“] have three grains of corn,” she answered. “What is that to
you?”

“Give me one of them,” cried Death, “to plant in my garden;
only one of them, and I will go away.”

“I will not give you anything,” said Avarice, and she hid her
hand in the fold of her clothes.

And Death laughed, and took a cup, and put it into a pool
of water, and out of the cup rose Ague. She passed through the
great crowd of men, and a third of them lay dead. A cold fog
followed her, and the water snakes ran by her side.

And when Avarice saw that a third of them were dead, she

126

wept. She cried aloud, “You have killed a third of my servants,” she
cried, “get away. There is a war in the mountains of Tartary,!* and
the Kings of each side are calling to you. The Afghans have killed
the black ox, and are marching to battle. They have beaten upon
their shields with their spears,- and have put on their helmets of
iron. What is my valley to you? Go away, and come here no more.”

“No,” answered Death, “but till you have given me a grain of
corn 1 will not go.”

But Avarice shut her hand, and clenched her teeth.

“I will not give you anything,” she said.

And Death laughed, and took up a black stone, and threw it
into the forest, and out of it came Fever. She passed through the
crowd, and touched them, and each man that she touched died.
The grass withered beneath her feet, as she walked.

And Avarice trembled, and put her ashes on her head.

“You are cruel,” she cried, “you are cruel. There is famine in
the walled cities of India, and the cisterns of Samarcand have run
dry.5 There is famine in the walled cities of Egypt, and the locusts
have come up from the desert. The Nile has not overflowed its
banks, and the priests have nursed Isis and Osiris.!® Go away to those
who need you, and leave me my servants.”

“No,” answered Death, “but till you have given me a grain of
corn I will not go.” -

“l will not give you anything,” said Avarice.

And Death laughed, and he whistled through his fingers,1”
and a woman came flying through the air. She covered the valley
with her wings, and no man was left alive. '

And Avarice fled screaming through the forest, and Death
jumped upon his red horse and galloped away. His galloping was
faster than the wind.

And the young King wept, and said, “Who were these men,
and for what were they seeking?”

“For rubies for a king’s crown,” answered one who stood
behind him.

And the young King started, and turning round, he saw a
man dressed as a pilgrim and holding in his hand a mirror of silver.

And he grew pale, and said, “For what King?”

And the pilgrim answered, “Look in this mirror, and you shall
see him.”

And he looked in the mirror, and seeing his own face, he gave
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a great cry and woke. The bright sunlight was streaming into the
room, and from the trees of the garden the birds were singing.

And the Chamberlain and the high officers of State came in
and bowed to him, and the pages brought him the robe of gold, and
set the crown and the sceptre before him.

And the young King looked at them, and they were bcautlful
More beautiful were they than anything that he had ever seen. But
he remembered his dreams, and he said to his lords, “Take these
things away, for [ will not wear them.”

And the courtiers were surprised, and some of them laughed,

for they thought that he was joking.

But he said sternly to them again, “Take these things away,
- and hide them from me. Though it may be the day of my coronation,
1 will not wear them. For on the loom of Sorrow, and by the white
hands of Pain, has this my robe been woven. There is Blood in the
heart of the ruby, and Death in the heart of pearl.” And he told
them his three dreams.

And when the courtiers heard them, they looked at each other
and whispered, saying, “Surely he is mad; for what is a dream but a
dream? They are not real things. And what have we to do with the
lives of those who work for us? Shall a man not eat bread till he has
seen the sower, nor drink wine till he has talked with the vinedresser?”

And the Chamberlain said to the young King, “My lord, I
pray you forget these black thoughts of yours, and put on this fair
robe, and set this crown upon your head. For how shall the people
know that you are a king, if you have not a king’s dress?”

And the young King looked at him. “Is it so, indeed?” he asked.
“Will they not know me for a king,!® if I have not a king’s dress?”

“They will not know you, my lord,” cried the Chamberlain.

“I had thought that there had been men who were like kings,” he
answered, “but it may be as you say. And yet I will not wear this robe,
nor will 1 be crowned with this crown, and I will leave the palace.”

And he asked them all to leave him, except one page whom he
kept as his companion, a boy a year younger than himself. Him he
kept for his service, and when he had washed himself in clear
water, he opened a great painted box, and from it he took the
leathern tunic and rough sheepskin cloak that he had worn when he
had watched on the hillside the shaggy goats of the goatherd. These
he put on, and in his hand he took his rude shepherd’s old stick.

And the little page opened his blue eyes in wonder, and said
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smiling to him, “My lord, 1 see your robe and your sceptre, but
where is your crown?”

And the young King picked a branch of wild briar that was
climbing over the balcony, and bent it, and made a small circle of
it, and set it on his own head.

“This shall be my own crown,” he answered.

And dressed in these clothes he passed out of the chamber into
the Great Hall, where the nobles were waiting for him.

And the nobles made merry over the young King, and some
of them cried out to him, “My lord, the people wait for their king,
and you show them a beggar,” and others were angry and said, “He
brings shame upon our state, and is unworthy to be our master.” But
he answered them not a word, but passed on, and went down the
staircase, and out through the gates of bronze, and sat upon his
horse, and rode to the cathedral, the little page running beside him.

And the people laughed and said, “It is the King’s fool who is
riding by,” and they mocked at him.

And he stopped and said, “No, but I am the King.” And he
told them his three dreams.

A man came out of the crowd and spoke bitterly to him, and
said, “Sir, do not you know that out of the luxury of the rich comes the
life of the poor? By your pomp we are nurtured, and your vices give us
bread. To work for a master is bitter, but to have no master to work
for is more bitter still. Do you think that the ravens will feed us? And
these things cannot be changed. Will you say to the buyer, ‘You shall
buy for so much,’ and to the seller, “You shall sell at this price?’ I do not
think you can. Therefore go back to your palace and put on your purple
and fine dress. What have you to do with us, and what we suffer?”

“Are not the rich and the poor brothers?” asked the young King.

“Yes,” answered the man, “ and the name of the rich brother
is Cain.!1%”

And the young King's eyes filled with tears, and he rode on
through the murmurs of the people, and the little page grew afraid
and left him.

And when he reached the great door of the cathedral, the
soldiers asked, “What do you seek here? None enters by this door but
the King.”

And his face flushed with anger, and he said to them, “I am
the King,” and entered.

And when the old Bishop saw him coming in his goatherd’s
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dress, he rose up in wonder from his throne, and went to meet him,
and said to him, “My son, is this a king’s dress? And with what
crown shall I crown you, and what sceptre shall I place in your hand?
Surely this should be to you a day of joy, and not a day of humility.”

“Shall Joy wear what Sorrow has fashioned?” said the young
King. And he told him his three dreams. And when the Bishop had
heard them, he said, “My son, I am an old man, and in the winter
of my days,2® and I know that many evil things are done in the
world. The beggars wander through the cities, and eat their food
with the dogs. Can you make these things not to be? Will you take
the leper for your bedfellow, and set your beggar at your board? Is
not He who made misery wiser than you are? That is why | cannot
approve of what you have done, but I ask you ride back to the palace
" and make your face glad, and put on the king’s dress. And with the
crown of gold I will crown you, and the sceptre of pearl I will place
in your hand. And as for your dreams, think no more of them. The
burden of this world is too great for one man to bear, and the world’s
sorrow too heavy for one heart to suffer.”

“Do you say that in this house?” said the young King, and he
passed by the Bishop, and climbed up the steps of the altar, and
stood before the image of Christ.

He stood before the image of Christ, and on his right hand
and on his left were the marvellous vessels of gold. He knelt before
the image of Christ, and the great candles burned brightly. He
bowed his head in prayer, and the priests crept away from the altar.

And suddenly wild cries came from the street outside, and in
entered the nobles with drawn swords. “Where is this dreamer of
dreams?”?! they cried. “Where is this king, who is dressed like a
beggar — this boy, who brings shame upon our state? Surely we will
kill him, for he is unworthy to rule over us.”

And the young King bowed his head again, and prayed, and
when he had finished his prayer he rose up, he looked at them sadly.

And through the painted windows came the sunlight streaming
upon him, and the sunbeams wove round him a fine robe that was
fairer than the robe that had been fashioned for his pleasure. The
dead staff blossomed, and bare lilies were whiter than pearls. The
dry thorn blossomed, and bare roses were redder than rubies. Whiter
than fine pearls were the lilies, and their stems were of bright silver.
Redder than male rubies?? were the roses, and their leaves were of
beaten gold.??
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He stood there in the king’s dress, and the gates of the jewelled
shrine opened, and from the crystal of the many-rayed monstrance
shone a marvellous and mystical light. He stood there in the king’s
dress, and the Glory of God filled the place, and the saints in their
carven niches seemed to move. In the fair dress of a king he stood
before them, and the organ pealed out its music, and the trumpeters
blew upon their trumpets, and the singing boys sang.

And the people fell upon their knees, and the nobles sheathed
their swords and did homage,2* and the Bishop’s face grew pale, and
his hands trembled. “A greater than I have crowned you,” he cried,
and he knelt before him.

And the young King came down from the high altar, and went
to his palace through the crowd. But no man dared look upon his
face, for it was like the face of an angel.

Commentary

! Some of them had still quite natural manners — Hekotopsie U3 HHX
BCE €lle BEMW ceds COBEpPIIEHHO eCTECTBEHHO

2 Rimini — Pumunu, ropon B CesepHoii Utanuu

3 Joyeuse (¢hp.) — pamocTHas, cyacTiMBas. B uukie nereHm o6
Aptype, kopone OpurroB, CamoMm pamoctH — la Garde Joyeuse —
Ha3bIBaeTCs MOMECThE pbluaps JlaHcenota. AHIIMICKWE MUCATEIH
BTOPOH MOJTOBHHBI XIX BEKa B IIEpHO POMAHTHUECKOrO YBICYEHHS
CPEIHEBEKOBBIMU CIOXETAMM 4YacTo oOpaianuck K KHure «CMepThb
Aprypa» (XV pek) Tomaca Ma3jopu, B KOTOpPO# BOCIPOU3BEAEHA
BCSI UCTOPUS KOPOJIA APTypa M €ro puiliapei.

* Adonis — AnoHHC, COrIACHO NpPEBHETPeYecKOil MHMOIOTHH, Mpe-
KpPaCHbIA IOHOWIA, BO3JIOOIECHHBIH AQpPOIUTHI

> 50 the tale ran — 30. KaK paccKa3biBaiu

5 and this was his dream — W BOT YTO OH YBHIEN BO CHe

7 grated windows — 3a6paHuble peLIETKON OKHa

8 But what are these things to you? — Yto Tebe 10 310ro?

% it was threaded with a thread of gold — Ha TKaUKOM cTaHKe ObLUIa
HaTSAHYTa 30JI0Tas HUTKA |

'0 Ormuz — Opmy3, Ha3Bauue ropoaa B MpaHe, OCHOBAaHHOIO ellle
no XIII Beka. CinoBo ynotpeGisaioch BETHKHUM AHTIUACKUM TTIO3TOM
MunsToHOM Kak cuMmBon BocToka.
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WL [t shall be ... for the sceptre of the young King. — On Oyner ...

yKpallaTh CKUIIETP MOJIOLOTO KOpOJIA.
12 On and on he went, till he reached the edge of the wood — OH men
BCE NAJTBIIIE M Oajibllie, TMOKAa He TOCTUI OMYIUKH jeca

13 give me a third of them — naii MHE KaXXIOTO TPETHErO

14 Tartary — Tatapusi (Tak Ha3bIBAIHM B JPEBHOCTH OrPOMHYIO 00-
nacte Mexnay JHernpoM W SMOHCKUM MOpPEM)

15 the cisterns of Samarcand have run dry — Kononubl CaMapkaHza
BBICOXJIH

16 the priests have nursed Isis and Osiris — 30. CBSILIEHHUKH BO3HO-
cat MoauTBel Ucume u Ocupucy

\7 and he whistled through his fingers — M OH CBUCTHYJ, 3aCYHYB
Manblkl B pOT

18 Will they not know me for a king — Pa3se OHM He IIPH3HAIOT MEHHA
KOpoJieM

19 Cain (6u6a.)— Kaun. OrBevas Ha ClIOBa KOpOJs O TOM, YTO
Goratele U GenHBle — GpaThsd, OOWH W3 TIPOCTOJIOAMHOB CKa3al,
yTo uMs Goraroro 6para — Kaux. OH TeM caMbIM XOTE€/ JaThk ITO-
HSTh KOPOJIIO, 4TO MeXay OeqHsakamu M GorauaMy He MOXET OBITh
HUKaKOM NpyxObl, KaK ee He ObUTO Mexay KawHOM M yOMTHIM HM

ero OparoM ABelneM.

20 jn the winter of my days — Ha CKJIOHE IHEH MOMX

21 Where is this dreamer of dreams? — I'me cHoBuneu?

22 male rubies — pyOMHEI IYCTOTO TEMHO-KPacHOIO UBETa

23 beaten gold — 4eKaHHOE 30JI0TO
24 the nobles sheathed their swords and did homage — TIpHIBOpHBIE

BJIOXWUIN CBOM MEYHM B HOXHBI U IIPpUCATHYJIH Ha BEPHOCTDH

Exercises

L0 Reading Comprehension

1 Read the tale again and mark the following with D (= it happened in
the dream), R (= it happened in reality).

1) The young King brushed his brown curls back from his
forehead, and taking up a lute, he began to play.
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2)
3)
4)
3)
6)
7)
8)

9)

Pale, sickly-looking children were working there.
Some haggard women were seated at a table.

The young King went over to one of the weavers, and
stood by him and watched him.

Three Arabs on wild asses rode out and threw spears at
them. -

After some time the diver rose up out of the water with
a pearl in his right hand.

The bright parrots flew screaming from branch to branch.

There the young King saw a great crowd of men working
in the bed of a dried-up river.

The negroes chattered to each other, and began to quarrel
over a string of bright beads.

10) Death laughed, and took up a black stone, and threw it

into the forest, and out of it came Fever.

11) The young King asked all to leave him, except one page

whom he kept as his companion.

12) And dressed in these fine clothes the young King passed

out of the chamber into the Great Hall, where the nobles
were waiting for him.

13) The young King stood before the image of Christ, and on

his right hand and on his left were the marvellous vessels
of gold.

Answer the following questions.

1)

2)
3)
4)
)
6)
7)

8)

9)

What were the stories whispered about the young King’s
origin? '

What did the old King confess on his death-bed?

What did other people notice in the young King’s behaviour?
What kind of stories were told about him? )

What had occupied the young King most of all?

What did the young King see in his first dream?

What did the young King see in his second dream?
What did the young King see in his third dream?

What did the young King refuse to wear and why?

10) What did the courtiers think about it?
11) What did the young King put on instead?
12) How did the nobles receive him?
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13) How did the old Bishop persuade the young King to put
the king’s dress?
14) What was the end of the story?

Vababulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the tale the English for:

MOJYYUTh HACTABIEHHUA TIpodeccopa; OTKUHYTBCA HA3al, ¢ Ty-
DOKMM B310XOM 00/1eryeHus; ObITh HXKE IO POXICHHIO, CTOATh
MHOTO HIKe TI0. OKa3aTh CIMILKOM MHOIO BHHMaHHs, XWTh B
[JIYXOM JIECY; CTAHYTh PYKW BepeBKaMH; PaCKasATbCA B CBOCM DOJTh-
ILIOM TPEXe; MPH3HATh KOro-inbo HaCTeIHHUKOM; COPBaThCA C
YCT; CPENCTBO OT HEAYTa; IPOM3HECTH peyb OT UMEHM KOT0-1100;
3acTarh, HAWTH Koro-iubo; kak OyaToe B TpaHCE; pacmopAINTb-
S, TPYAMTHECA HOYBIO M JTHEM; HOCHTD JIOXMOTHSI; MOpaboIaTh
KOro-mibo; JaBHTh BUHOTPAMI; MOYKa yXa; OpPOCHTH AKOPb; SI3bIK U
ry6bl €r0 He CAYWIATUCh; HUTKa Gyc; MMeTh GopMy dero-imnoo;
TI0KaTh TUTEYaMU; PYCJIO BHICOXILEN PEKH; BBIPBITD ITYOOKYIO SIMY;
CXaTb 3yObI; OCTABUTEH KOTO-IHO0 CBOMM KOMITAaHLOHOM, Ha CKIIOHE
MOMX JIET, CKIOHHTDb NOJIOBY; OpraH 3a3By4asl

Find these words and phrases in the text, and notice the way in which
they are used. In each case circle a), b) or c) to show which one you
think is the best equivalent.

1) “the tired guard”
a) the weary guard
b) the curious guard
c) the working guard

2) “his eyelids trembled”
a) his eyelids opened
b) his eyelids vibrated
¢) his eyelids closed

3) “haggard women”
a) wild women
b) worn women
C) spare women
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4) “crept away from the altar”
a) left the altar unnoticed
b) crawled away from the altar
c) stole the altar

5) “through the murmurs of people”
a) through the grumble of people
b) through the whisper of people
¢) through the mutter of people

6) “evil things”
a) wicked things
b) unfortunate things
¢) wrong things

7) “Death galloped away”
a) Death fled away
b) Death disappeared
c) Death sent away

8) “The adders hissed at him”
a) The adders sibilated
b) The adders whistled
c) The adders shrilled

9) “had a fascination for him”

a) charmed him
b) delighted him
c) bewitched him

10) “mocked at him”
a) laughed at him
b) were very surprised
c) thought he was stupid

Group the following words under the headings below.

whisper, hope, murmur, relief, quarrel, pleasure, sorrow,
passion, joy, trance, eagerness, terror, chatter
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Related to ways of speaking Related to ways of feeling

quiet normal angry good / happy | bad / unhappy

Fill in the blanks with correct prepositions.

1) It was the hunters who had found him almost chance.
2) They had no children their own and lived
remote part the forest. ~
3) the presence the Council the old King
acknowledged him as his heir.
4) The young King showed signs that strange passion
beauty which had great influence his life.
5) The young King was caught kneeling real admiration
before a great picture that had been brought Venice.
6) He imagined himself to be standing _ the high altar
the Cathedral the fair clothes of a King.
7) 1am weak hunger, and he suffers not a little
overfeeding.
8) He thought that he was lying the deck large
ship a hundred slaves.
9) The master of the ship weighed them, and put them
a little bag green leather.
- 10) He thought that he was wandering a dim wood,
full strange fruits and beautiful poisonous flowers.
11) There he saw a great crowd _____ men working
the bed a dried-up river.
12) She passed the great crowd men, and a
third them lay dead.
13) He knelt the image of Christ, and the great candles

burnt brightly.
14) He stood there
God filled the place.
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the King’s dress, and the Glory of

Insert articles if necessary.

1) boy threw himself back with deep sigh of
relief on soft coach.

2) Assoon as he could escape from Council, he would
run down great staircase and wander from
roomto__room,andfrom_____ corridorto______
corridor.

3) But more often he would be alone, feeling through
certain instinct that Beauty like Wisdom

loves lonely worshipper.
4) It was said that Burgomaster who had come to

make speech on behalf of citizens of
town caught sight of him kneeling in real
admiration before picture,

5) But what had occupied him most was robe he was
to wear at his coronation, robe of gold, and
ruby crown, and sceptre with its rows and
rings of pearls.

6) designs which were from hands of ___
most famous artists of - time had been brought to
him many months before.

7)  Outside he could see great dome of Cathedral
looming like bubble over shadowy houses,
and tired guard walking up and down on
terrace by river.

8) And Death laughed, and took cup, and put
it into pool of water, and out of cup
rose Ague.

9) Chamberlain and high officers of
State came in and bowed to him, and pages brought
him robe of gold, and set crown and
sceptre before him.

10) young King picked branch of wild
briar that was climbing over balcony, and bent it,
and made small circle of it, and set it on his own
head.

11) And young King’s eyes were filled with
tears, and he rode on through ______ murmurs of _____
people, and little page grew afraid and left him.
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12) He knelt before image of Christ, and
candles burned brightly.

great

Complete these sentences by adding little (a little) or few (a few).

"Exam ples: Hurry up! We have got Jirtle time.
I last saw John a few days ago.

1) There is a shortage of water because there has been very

rain recently.

2) This is not the first time the car has broken down. It
happened - times before.

3) ' The theatre was almost empty. There were very
people there.

4) 1 don’t think Joe would be a good teacher. She’s got

patience with children.

5) “Would you like some more coffee?” “Yes, please, but

only “ :
6) This town isn’t well-known and there isn’t much to see,
SO tourists come here.
7) Jack’s mother died years ago.
8) He doesn’t speak much English. Only
words.
9) We didn’t have any money but Bob had .
10) Can you describe the situation in words?

11) The streets looked almost deserted. There were
people there.
12) “Are there many mistakes in my composition?” — “Quite

L

13) I'm not pleased with him. He takes very
: trouble with his work.
14) 1 think that a good speaker can say much in
words. :
15) “Do you speak French?” — “Just b
16) The courtiers went to receive lessons from
the Professor of Etiquette.

Can you fill in the missing words?

1) He was the child of the old King’'s daughter by a
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marriage with someone much lower in

2) Some people said he was a stranger who made the young
Princess love him by the wonderful magic of his :

3) He missed at times the of forest life, and
always criticised the Court that occupied
so much of each day.

4) And the whole world was to be searched for jewels that

would be __of their work.
5) The walls were hung with rich representing
the Triumph of Beauty. :
6) When midnight sounded from the , he

touched a bell, and his pages entered and undressed him
with much ceremony.

7) The slaves were naked, but for a lion-
cloth, and each man was chained to his neighbour.

8) Assoon as they had cast anchor and down
the sail, the negroes went into the hold and brought up a
long , heavily weighted with lead.

9) The negroes chattered to each other, and began to quarrel
over a of bright beads.

10) And Avarice fled screaming through the forest, and Death
jumped upon his red horse and away,

11) He opened a great painted box, and from it he took the

tunic and rough cloak that

he had worn.

12) He stood there in the king’s dress, and the gates of the
shrine opened, and from the crystal of
the many-rayed shone a marvellous
mystical light,

Translate the following sentences into English.

1) Ha cMeptHOM oape cTtapblii KOposib packasjicsl B CBOCM
rpexe.

2) B npucyrctBuu Copeta Kopoib IpoBO3rIacuil IOHOIIY
CBOMM HACHEIHHUKOM. -

3) Ilopow wHoLIE HeHOCTaBal0 CBOOOIHOM JTECHOH XH3HH.

4) Mononoii Kopoik JOOHI OCTaBaTkCs OOWH ST TOrO,
yTOOBI 0€3 ToMeX 10B0BaThCA IIPEKPACHbIMU BEIaMU.
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3)
6)

7)

8)

«lleneIMH DTHAMM MBI TPYAMMCS Ha Oorauyeil, a OHU Ha-
OMBaOT CYHOYKH 307I0TOM», — OTB€YaJ TKay.

CrrycTa HEeKOTOpO€ BpeMsl HBIPSJIbLUMK TMOKAa3alcsa M3
BOIBI, U B IIPaBOM pyKe OH IepXkan XeMYYXHHY,

OH 1en H 1ue, MoKa He JOCTUT ONYLUKH Jieca; TaM OH
YBUIE] BeJIUKOE MHOXECTBO JII0Jel, paboTaBIIMX B pyc-
JIE BBICOXILIEN peKu.

Mononoit Kopones orocnan mnpodk BceX, KpOMe OIHOTO
Taxa, KOTOpOro OH OCTaBuil IpH cede.

Mononoii Kopoab oTka3zancsa o0sayaTbCa B OI€XKIY KOPO-
78 W MOBeNal UM TPH CBOMX CHA.

10) Bmecto omexabl KOpPOJisi OH ODJIa4YMiICAd B OHEXKIY MacTyxa.
11) Crapsiit enrcKon ckasain: «A cTap U Ha CKIIOHE JIET 3HAlO,

YyTO MHOIO 3/1a TBOPHUTCA B 3TOM MHPE».

12) OH momnpocui I0HOUIY HaJaeTh Ha cebs oxexmy, nmonoda-

IOLLYI0 KOPOJIO.

13) U wHolua mpenctan B NpeKpacHOM 0Ola4eHHH Tepen

JHOIbMH.

Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1)
2)

3)

4)

Prove that the young King had a passion for beauty.
Comment on the following statement from the tale: “The
burden of this world is too great for one man to bear, and
the world’s sorrow too heavy for one heart to suffer.” Give
your arguments.

Do vou think there can be friendship between the rich
and the poor? Give your arguments.

Discuss the moral of the tale.
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THE FISHERMAN AND THE SOUL

Every evening the young Fisherman went to the sea and threw
his nets into the water. When the wind blew from the land he caught
nothing. But when the wind blew to the shore, the fish came in
from the deep, and swam into his nets, and he took them to the
marketplace and sold them.

Every evening he went out upon the sea, and one evening the net
was so heavy that he could hardly draw it into the boat. And he laughed,
and said to himself, “Surely I have caught all the fish that swim, or
some dull monster that will be a surprise to men, or some thing of
horror that the great Queen will desire,” and with all his strength he
pulled the coarse ropes till the net rose to the top of the water.

But no fish at all was in it, nor any monster or thing of
horror, but only a little Mermaid lying fast asleep.

Her wet hair was like gold. Her body was as white as ivory,
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and her tail was of silver and pearl. Like seashells were her ears,
and her lips were like sea-coral.

So beautiful was she, that when the young Fisherman saw
her, he was filled with wonder. He put out his hand and drew the
net close to him, and leaning over it, he held her in his arms. And
when he touched her, she gave a cry like a seagull, and woke, and
looked at him in terror, and struggled that she might escape. But he
held her tightly to him, and would not let her go.

And when she saw that she could in no way escape from him,
she began to weep, and said, “l pray you let me go, for I am the
only daughter of a King, and my father is old and alone.”

~ But the young Fisherman answered, “I will not let you go till
you make me a promise that whenever 1 call you, you will come and
sing to me, for the fish delight to listen to the song of the Sea-folk,
and so shall my nets be full.”

“Will you let me go, if I promise you this?” cried the Mermatd

“In very truth I will let you go,” said the young Fisherman.

So she made him the promise and swore it by the oath of the
Sea-folk. And he loosened his arms from about her, and she sank
down into the water, trembling with a strange fear.

Every evening the young Fisherman went out upon the sea,
- and called to the Mermaid, and she rose out of the water and sang
to him. Round and round her swam the dolphins, and the wild gulls
wheeled above her head. And she sang a marvellous song.

And as she sang, all the fish came in from the deep to listen
to her, and the young Fisherman threw his nets round them and
caught them. And when his boat was full, the Mermaid would sink
down into the sea, smiling at him.

Yet, she would never come near him that he might touch
her. Often he called to her and begged her to come close, but she
would not; and when he wanted to catch her, she dived 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 had no care of his craft. With lips
parted and eyes dim with wonder, he sat idle in his boat and listened.

And one evening he called to her and said, “Little Mermaid,
little Mermaid, | love you. Take me for your bridegroom, for I
love you.”

But the Mermaid shook her head, “You have a human soul,”
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she answered. 1t cm]j; you would send your soul away, then I could

love you.”

And the young Fisherman said to himself, “Of what use is my
soul to me? 1 cannot see it. I may not touch it. I do not know it.
Surely I will send it away from me, and much gladness shall be mine.”
And a cry of joy broke from his lips, and standing up in the pamted
boat, he held out his arms to the Mermaid. “I will send my soul away,”
he cried, “and you shall be my bride, and I will be your bridegroom,
and in the depth of the sea we will live together, and all that you have
sung you shall show me, and all that you desire I will do.”

And the little Mermald laughed for pleasure and hid her face
in his hands.

“But how shall I send my soul from me?” cried the young
Fisherman. “Tell me how | may do it.”

“I do not know,” said the little Mermaid, “the Sea-folk have
no souls.” And she sank down into the deep, looking sadly at him.

Early on the next morning the young Fisherman went to the
house of the Priest and knocked three times at the door.

The novice looked out, and when he saw who it was, he
opened the door and said to him, “Enter.”

And the young Fisherman entered, and knelt duwn on the
floor, and cried to the Priest, who was reading out of the Holy Book
and said to him, “Father, I am in love with one of the Sea-folk,
and my soul hinders me from having my desire. Tell me how I can
send my soul away from me, for in truth I do not need it. Of what
use is my soul to me? I cannot see it. I may not touch it. I do not
know it.” |

And the Priest beat his breast, and answered, “Oh, you are
mad, or have eaten some poisonous herb, for the soul is the noblest
part of a man, and was given to us by God that we should nobly use
it. There is nothing more precious than a human soul. It is worth
all the gold that is in the world, and is more precious than the rubies
of the kings. Therefore, my son, think not any more of this matter,
for it is a sin that may not be forgiven. And as for the Sea-folk they
are lost,! and those, who would deal with them, are lost also. They
are the beasts of the field that do not understand the difference
between good and evil, and for them the Lord has not died.?”

The young Fisherman’s eyes filled with tears, when he heard
the bitter words of the Priest, and he rose up from his knees and said
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to him, “Father, the Fauns live in the forest and are glad, and on
the rocks sit the Mermen with their harps of red gold. Let me be as
they are, for their days are as the days of flowers. And as for my
soul, what good does my soul do me, if it stands between me and the
thing I love?”

“The love of the body is vile,” cried the Priest, “and vile and
evil are the pagan things® God allows to wander through His world.
The singers of the sea! I have heard them at night-time. They knock
at the window and laugh. They whisper into my ears the tale of their
joys. They tempt me with temptations, and when I pray, they make
mouths at me. They are lost. I tell you, they are lost. For them
there is no heaven nor hell, and neither shall they praise God’s
name.”

“Father,” cried the young Fisherman, “you do not know what
you say. Once in my net I caught the daughter of a King. She is
fairer than the morning star, and whiter than the moon. For her
body I would give my soul, and for her love I would surrender
heaven. Tell me what I ask of you, and let me go in peace.”

“Away! Away!” cried the Priest. “Your leman is lost, and you
shall be lost with her.” And he gave him no blessing, but drove him
from his door.

And the young Fisherman went to the marketplace, and he
walked slowly, and with a bowed head, as one who is in sorrow.

And when the merchants saw him coming, they began to
whisper to each other, and one of them came up to meet him and
called him by name, and said to him, “What do you have to sell?”

“I will sell you my soul,” he answered, “I pray you buy it of
me, for I am very tired of it. Of what use is my soul to me? I cannot
see it. I may not touch it. I do not know it.”

But the merchants mocked at him, and said, “Of what use is
a man’s soul to us? It is not worth a clipped piece of silver.4 Sell us
your body for a slave, and we will put on you sea-purple clothes and
a ring on your finger, and make you the minion of the great Queen.?
But do not talk of the soul, to us it is nothing, it has no value for our
service.’

And the young Flsherman said to himself, “How strange a
thing this is! The Priest tells me that the soul is worth all the gold in
the world, and the merchants say that it is not worth a clipped piece
of silver.” And he left the market-place, and went down to the shore
of the sea, and began to think what he should do.
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And at noon he remembered how one of his companions who
was a gatherer of samphire, had told him of a certain young Witch
who lived in a cave at the head of the bay and was very good at her
witcheries. And he set to and ran, so eager he was to get rid of his
soul, The young Witch knew that he was coming, and she laughed .
and let down her red hair. With her red hair falling around her, she
stood at the opening of the cave, and in her hand she had a spray
of wild hemlock that was blossoming.®

“What do you lack?” What do you lack?” she cned as he
came. “Fish for vour net? I have a little reed pipe, -and when I
blow on it, the mullet come sailing into the bay. But it has a price,
pretty boy, it has a price. What do you lack? What do you lack? A
storm to wreckthe ships? I have more storms than the wind has, for
I serve one, who is stronger than the wind. I can send the great
ships to the bottom of the sea. But I have a price, pretty boy, I
have a price. What do you lack? What do you lack? I know a flower
that grows in the valley, none knows it but I. It has purple leaves,
and a star in its heart, and its juice is as white as milk. Should you
touch with this flower the hard lips of the Queen, she would follow
you all over the world. Out of the bed of the King she would rise,
and over the whole world she would follow you. But it has a price,
pretty boy, it has a price. What do you lack? What do you lack? Tell
me your desire, and I will give it to you, and you shall pay me a
price, pretty boy, you shall pay me a price.”

“My desire is but for a little thing,”8 said the young Fisherman,
“yet the Priest has been very angry with me, and driven me out. It
is but for a little thing, and the merchants have mocked me, and
denied me. Therefore I have come to you, though men call you
evil, and whatever be your price I shall pay it.”

“What would you do?” asked the Witch, coming near to him.

“T would send my soul away from me,” answered the young
Fisherman.

The Witch grew pale, and trembled, and hid her face in her
blue mantle. “Pretty boy, pretty bny, she said, “that is a terrible
thing to do.”

He laughed. “My soul is nothing to me,” he answered. “I
cannot see it. | may not touch it. I do not know it.”

“What will you give me, if I tell you?” asked the Witch,
looking down at him with her beautiful eyes.

“Five pieces of gold,” he said, “and my nets, and the house

145



where I live, and the painted boat in which I sail. Only tell me how
to get rid of my soul, and I will give you all I possess.”

She laughed mockingly at him, and struck him with the spray
of hemlock. “I can turn the autumn leaves into gold,” she answered.
“He whom 1 serve is richer than all the kings of this world.”

“What then shall I give you,” he cried, “if your price be .

neither gold nor silver?” :

The Witch stroke his hair with her thin white hand. “You
must dance with me, pretty boy,” she said, smiling at him.

“Nothing but that?” cried the young Fisherman in wonder,
and he rose to his feet.

“Nothing but that,” she answered, and she smiled at him again.

“Then at sunset in some secret place we shall dance together,”
he said, “and after we have danced, you shall tell me the thing,
which I desire to know.” _

She shook her head. “When the moon is full, when the moon
is full,” she repeated. Then she looked all round, and listened. A
blue bird rose screaming from its nest, and three birds whistled to
each other. There was no sound, except the sound of a wave. So
she reached out her hand, and drew him near to her and put her dry
- lips close to his ear. |

“Tonight you must come to the top of the mountain,” she
whispered. “It is a Sabbath, and He will be there.” -

The voung Fisherman looked at her, and she showed her white
teeth and laughed. “Who is He, of whom you speak?” he asked.

“It doesn’t matter,” she answered. “Tonight go and stand
under the branches of the hornbeam,® and wait for my coming. If a
black dog runs towards you, strike it with a rod of willow, and it will
go away. If an owl speaks you, make it no answer. When the moon
is full, I shall be with you, and we will dance together on the grass.”

“But will you swear to me to tell me how | may send my soul
from me?” he asked.

“By the hoofs of the goat I swear it,” she answered.

“You are the best of the witches,” cried the young Fisherman,
“and I will surely dance with you tonight on the top of the mountain.
[ would not have minded if you had asked me for gold or silver. But
as your price is such a trifling matter, so be it.” And he took off his
cap to her, and bent his head low, and ran back to the town filled
with a great joy.

And the Witch watched him, as he went. And after a time
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she clenched her hands in anger. “He should have been mine,” she
said, “I am as fair as she is.” :

And that evening, when the moon had risen, the young
Fisherman climbed up to the top of the mountain, and stood under
the branches of the hormbeam. The round sea lay at his feet, and
the shadows of the fishing boats moved in the little bay. A great owl
with vellow eyes, called to him by his name, but he made. it no
answer. A black dog ran towards him and barked. He struck it with
a rod of willow, and it went away. + )

At midnight the witches came flying through the air. “Phew!
they cried, as they lit upon the ground, “there is someone here, we
do not know!” and they sniffed about, and chattered to each other,
and made signs. Last of all came the young Witch, with hEF red
hair streaming in the wind. She wore a dress of gold tissue
embroidered with peacocks’ eyes, and a little cap of green velvet
was on her head.

“Where is he, where is he?” cried the witches, when they saw
her, but she only laughed, and ran to the hornbeam, and tqking the
Fisherman by the hand, she led him out into the moonlight and
began to dance. -

Round and round they whirled, and the young Witch Jum_ped
so high that he could see the scarlet heels of her shoes. Then right
across the dancers came the sound of the galloping of a horse, but
no horse was to be seen, and he felt afraid. |

“Faster,” cried the Witch, and she threw her arms around his
neck, and her breath was hot upon his face. “Faster, faster!” she
cried. The earth seemed to turn fast beneath his feet, and his br'fain
grew troubled, and a great terror fell on him, as of some evil thing
that was watching him. And at last he became aware that under the
shadow of a rock there was a figure that had not been there before.

It was a man dressed in a suit of black velvet, cut in Ehe
Spanish fashion. His face was strangely pale, but pis lips were like
a proud red flower. He seemed tired and was leaning back. On the
grass beside him lay a hat, and a pair of riding gloves. A short cloak
hung from his shoulder, and his delicate white hands were gemmed
with rings. Heavy eyelids trembled over his eyes. '

The young Fisherman watched him. At last their eyes met,
and wherever he danced, it seemed to him, the eyes of the man
were upon him. He heard the Witch laugh, and caught her by the
waist, and whirled her madly round and round.
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Suddenly a dog bayed in the wood, and the dancers stopped,
and going up two by two, knelt down, and kissed the man’s hands.
As they did so, a little smile touched his proud lips, asa bird’s wing
touches the water and makes it laugh. But there was no respect in
it. He kept looking at the young Fisherman.

“Come! Let us worship,” whispered the Witch, and she led
him up, and he followed her. But when he came close, and without
knowing why he did it, he made the sign of the Cross on his breast,
and called upon the holy name.

No sooner had he done so, than the witches screamed and
flew away, and the face, that had been watching him, moved with
a spasm of pain. The man went over to a little wood, and whistled.
A jennet with silver trappings came running to meet him. As he
jumped upon the saddle, he turned round, and looked at the young
Fisherman sadly.

And the Witch with the red hair tried to fly away also, but the
Fisherman caught her by her wrists, and held her fast.

“Loose me,” she cried, “and let me go. For you have named
what should not be named, and shown the sign that may not be
looked at.”

“No,” he answered, “but 1 will not let you go till you have told
me the secret.”

“What secret?” said the Witch, fighting with him like a wild
cat, and biting her lips.

“You know,” he made answer.

Her grass-green eyes grew dim with tears, and she said to the
Fisherman, “Ask me anything but that!”

He laughed and held her more tightly.

And when she saw that she could not free herself, she whispered
to him, “Surely I am as fair the daughter of the sea, and as beautiful
as those who live in the blue waters,” and she jumped on him and put
her face close to his.

But he pushed her back frowning, and said to her, “If you do
not keep your promise, I will kill you.”

She grew grey and trembled. “Be it so,” she said. “It is your
soul and not mine. Do with it as you will.” And she took a little
knife that had a handle of green viper’s skin, and gave it to him.

“What shall this serve me?” he asked of her wondering.

She was silent for a few moments, and a look of terror came
over her face. Then she brushed her fair hair back from her forehead,
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and smiling strangely, she said to him, “What men call the shadow
of the body is not the shadow of the body, but it is the body of the
soul. Stand on the seashore with your back to the moon, and cut
away from around your feet your shadow, which is your soul’s body,
and ask your soul leave you, and it will do so.”

The young Fisherman trembled. “Is this true?” he asked.

“It is true, and I wish I had not told you of it,” she cried,
throwing herself to his knees, weeping.

He put her from himself and left her in the grass, and going
to the edge of the mountain, he placed the kmfe in his belt and
began to climb down. |

And his Soul that was within him called out to him and said,
“I have lived with you for all these years, and have been your
servant. Do not send me away from you now, for what evil have I
done you?”

And the young Fisherman laughed. “You have done me no
evil, but I have no need of you,” he answered. “The world is wide,
and there is Heaven also, and Hell, and that dim twilight house that
lies between. Go wherever you will, but trouble me not, for my
love is calling to me.”

And his Soul asked him piteously, but he would not listen to
it. At last he reached the level ground and the yellow shore of the
sea. Well-built, like a statue made by a Grecian, he stood on the
sand with his back to the moon. And out of the foam came white
arms, and out of the waves rose dim forms. Before him lay his
shadow which was the body of his soul, and behind him hung the
moon in the honey-coloured air. |

And his Soul said to him, “If indeed you must drive me from
you, do not send me without a heart. The world is cruel, give me
your heart to take with me.”

He tossed his head and smiled. “With what should I love my
love, if 1 gave you my heart?” he cried.

“No, but be merciful,” said his Soul, “give me your heart,
for the world is cruel, and I am afraid.”

“My heart is my love’s,” he answered, “therefore get away.”

“Should I not love also?” asked his Soul.

“Get away, for 1 have no need of you,” cried the young
Fisherman. He took the little knife with its handle of green viper’s
skin, and cut away his shadow from around his feet. And it rose up
and stood before him, and looked at him, and it was even as himself.
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He put the knife into his belt, and a strange feeling came
over him. “Get away,” he said, “and let me see your face no
more.”

“No, but we must meet again,” said the Soul. Its voice was

low and sounded like a flute, and its lips hardly moved while it
spoke.

“How shall we meet?” cried the young Fisherman. “You will
not follow me into the depths of the sea?”

“Once every year 1 will come to this place, and I will call to

you,” said the Soul. “It may be that you will have need of me.”

“What need should I have of you?” cried the young Fisherman,
“but be it as you will,” and he sank down into the water, and the
Tritons blew their-horns, and the little Mermaid rose up to meet
him, and put her arms around his neck and kissed him on the mouth.

And the Soul stood on the lonely beach and watched them.
And when they had sunk down into the sea, it went weeping away
over the marshes.

And after a yvear was over the Soul came down to the shore
of the sea and called to the young Fisherman, and he rose out of the
deep, and said, “Why do vou call to me?”

And the Soul answered, “Come nearer, that I may speak with
you, for I have seen mawellnus things.”

So he came nearer, and couched in the shallow watvar and
leaned his head on his hands and listened.

And the Soul said to him, “When I left you, I turned my face
to the East and journeyed. From the East comes everything that is
wise. Six days [ journeyed, and on the morning of the seventh day 1
came to a hill that is in the country of the Tartars. I sat down under
the shade of a tree to shelter myself from the sun. The land was dry
and burnt up with the heat.

“When it was noon, a cloud of red dust rose up. When the
Tartars saw it, they, having jumped upon their little horses, galloped
to- meet it. The women ran away screaming to the waggons.

“At twilight the Tartars returned, but five of them were missing,
and of those that came back many had been wounded. :

“When the moon rose, I saw a camp-fire burning on the
plain, and went towards it. A company of merchants were seated
round in on the carpets. Their camels were behind them, and the
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negroes who were their servants were setting up tents upon the
sand, and making a high wall.

“As 1 came near them, the chief of the merchants rose up
and asked me my business.

“1 answered that I was a Prince in my own land, and that |
had escaped from the Tartars who wanted to make me their slave.
The chief smiled. _

“Then he asked me who was the prophet of God, and I answered
him Mohammed.

“When he heard the name of the false prophet, he bowed and
took me by the hand, and placed me by his side. A negro brought me
some mare’s milk, and a piece of lamb’s meat.

“At day break we started on our journey. I rode on a red-
haired camel by the side of the chief. There were forty camels in the
caravan, and the mules were twice forty in number.

“We went from the country of the Tartars into the country of
those who curse the Moon. As we passed over the mountains we
held our breath, fearing the snows might fall on us. As we went
through the valleys, the Pygmies shot arrows at us from the hollows
of the trees. When we came to the Tower of Apes, we gave them
fruits, and they did not harm us. When we came to the Tower of
Serpents, we gave them milk, and they let us go by.

“The kings of each city imposed taxes upon us, but would not
allow us to enter their gates. They threw us bread and cakes over the
walls. For every hundred baskets we gave them a bead of amber.

“In the fourth month we reached the city of Illel. It was
night-time, when we came. We tookthe ripe pomegranates from the
trees, and drank their sweet juices. Then we lay down on our carpets
and waited for the dawn.

“And at dawn we rose and knocked at the gate of the city. The
guards asked us our business. The interpreter of the caravan answered
that we had come from the island of Syria with many goods. They said
that they would open the gate to us at noon, and told us to wait till then,

“When it was noon, they opened the gate, and as we entered
in, the people came crowding out of the houses to look at us.

“And on the first day the priests came and bartered with us,
and on the second day came the nobles, and on the third day came
the craftsmen and the slaves. And this is their custom with all
merchants, as long as they stay in the city.

“And when the moon rose, I wandered away through the streets
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of the city and came to the garden of its god. The priests in their
yellow robes moved silently through the green trees, and on a pavement
of black marble stood the rose-red house, in which the god lived.

“In front of the temple was a pool of clear water. I lay down
beside it, and with my pale fingers I touched the broad leaves. One
of the priests came towards me and stood behind me.

“After a little while he spoke to me, and asked me my desire.

“] told him that my desire was to see the god.

““The god is hunting,’ said the priest, looking strangely at me
with his small slanting eyes. |

““Tell me in what forest, and I will ride with him,’ I answered.

“‘The god is asleep,’ he said.

“‘Tell me on what couch, and I will watch by him,’ I answered.

““The god is at the feast,” he cried.

““If the wine is sweet, I will drink it with him, and if it is
bitter, I will drink with him also,” was my answer.

“He, bowed his head in wonder, and, taking me by the hand,
he raised me up, and led me into the temple.

“And in the first chamber I saw an idol seated on a throne of
jasper and great orient pearls. It was made of ebony, and the stature
was the size of the stature of a man. On its forehead was a ruby,
and thick oil dripped from its hair on to its thighs. Its feet were red
with the blood of a newly-killed kid.

~ “And I said to the priest, ‘Is this the god?’ And he answered
me, ‘This is the god.’

“‘Show me the god,’ I cried, ‘or I will surely kill you.” And I
touched his hand, and it became withered.

“And the priest begged me, ‘Let my lord heal his servant, and
I will show him the god.’

“So 1 breathed with my breath upon his hand, and it became
whole again, and he trembled and led me into the second chamber,
and an idol standing on a lotus of jade hung with great emeralds. It
was made of ivory, and in stature was twice the stature of a man. On

its forehead was a chrysolite.
' “And I said to the priest, ‘Is this the god?’ And he answered
me, ‘This is the god.’

“‘Show me the god,’ I cried, ‘or I will surely kill you.” And I
touched his eyes, and they became blind.

“And the priest begged me, ‘Let my lord heal his servant, and
I will show him the god.’ :
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“So I breathed with my breath upon his eyes, and the sight
came back to them, and he trembled again, and led me into the
third chamber. There was no idol in it, nor image of any kind, but
a mirror of round metal set on an altar of stone.

“And I said to the priest, ‘Where is the god?’

“And he answered me, ‘There is no god but this mirror that
you see, for this is the Mirror of Wisdom. And it reflects all things
that are in heaven and on earth, except for the face of the one, who
looks into it. This it reflects not, so that he who looks into it may
be wise. Many other mirrors are there, but they are mirrors of
Opinion. This only is the Mirror of Wisdom. And they who possess
this mirror know everything. And they who possess it not, have not
Wisdom. Therefore, it is the god, and we worship it.” And I looked
into the mirror, and it was exactly as he had said to me.

“And I did a strange thing, but what 1 did matters not, for
in a valley that is but a day’s journey from this place I have hidden
the Mirror of Wisdom. Do but let me enter into you again and be
your servant, and you shall be wiser than all the wise men, and
Wisdom shall be yours. Let me enter you, and none will be as wise
as you.”

But the young Fisherman laughed. “Love is better than
Wisdom,” he cried, “and the little Mermaid loves me.”

“No, but there is nothing better than Wisdom,” said the Soul.

“Love is better,” answered the young Fisherman, and he sank
down into the deep, and the Soul went weeping away over the
marshes,

And after the second year was over, the Soul came down to
the shore of the sea, and called to the young Fisherman and he rose
out of the deep and said, “Why do you call to me?”

And the Soul answered, “Come nearer, that [ may speak with
you, for I have seen marvellous things.” .

So he came nearer, and couched in the shallow water, and
leaned his head upon his hand and listened.

And the Soul said to him, “When 1 left you, I turned my face
to the South and journeyed. From the South comes everything that
is precious. Six days I journeyed along the highways, by which the
pilgrims go, and on the morning of the seventh day I opened my
eyes, and the city of Ashter lay at my feet, for it is in a valley.

“There are nine gates to this city, and in front of each gate
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there is a bronze horse that neighs,!? when the Bedouins come down
from the mountains.

“When | wanted to enter, the guards stopped me and asked, who
I was. I answered that | was a Dervish!! and on my way to the city of
Mecca. They were filled with wonder, and allowed me to enter.

“Inside it is even as a bazaar. Surely you should have been
with me. Across the narrow streets the torches of paper hang like
large butterflies. When the wind blows over the roofs, they rise and
fall. In front of their shops sit the merchants on silken carpets.
Some of them sell curious perfumes from the islands of the Indian
Sea, and the oil of red roses.

“At last | stopped at a square white house. There were no
windows to it, only a little door like the door of a tomb. I knocked
three times with a copper hammer. An Armenian in a caftan of
green leather looked though the wicket. And when he saw me, he
opened, and spread a carpet on the ground, and the woman stepped
out. As she went in, she turned round and smiled at me again. I had
never seen anyone so pale.

“When the moon rose, I returned to the same place and sought
for the house, but it was no longer there. When I saw that, 1 knew
who the woman was, and why she had smiled at me.

“Certainly you should have been with me. On the feast of the
New Moon the young Emperor came out of his palace and went into
his mosque to pray.

“At sunrise he came out of his palace in a robe of silver, and
at sunset he returned to it again in a robe of gold. The people threw
themselves on the ground and hid their faces, but 1 would not do so.
[ stood by the stall of a seller of dates and waited. When the
Emperor saw me, he raised his painted eyebrows and stopped. I
stood quite still, and did not bow him. The people were surprised at
my courage, and advised me to run away from the city. I paid no
attention to them, but went and sat with the sellers of strange gods.
When 1 told them what I had done, each of them gave me a god and
prayed me to leave them.

“That night, as I lay on a cushion in the tea-house that is in
the Street of Pomegranates, the guards of the Emperor entered and
led me to the palace. As I went in, they closed each door behind
me, and put a chain across it. ;

“As | passed across the court, two veiled women looked down
from a balcony. The guards hastened on. They opened a gate, and I
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found myself in a watered garden of seven terraces. It was planted with
tulip and moon-flowers,!2 and silver aloes.!? The cypress-trees were like
burnt-out torches. From one of them a nightingale was singing.

“At the end of the garden stood a little pavilion. As we
approached it, two eunuchs came out to meet us. They looked
curiously at me. One of them drew aside the captain of the guard,
and in a low voice whispered to him.

“After a few moments the captain of the guard dismissed the
soldiers. They went back to the palace, the eunuchs following slowly
behind and plucking the sweet berries from the trees, as they passed.
Once the elder of the two turned round, and smiled at me with an
evil smile. _

“Then the captain of the guard led me towards the entrance of
the pavilion. | walked on without trembling.

“The young Emperor was lying on a couch of lion skins.
Behind him stood a Nubian naked down to the waist, and with
heavy earrings in his ears. On a table by the side of the couch lay a
big sword. :

“When the Emperor saw me, he frowned, and said to me,
‘What is your name? Do not you know that I am Emperor of this

~city?’ But I made him no answer.

“He pointed with his finger at the sword, and the Nubian
seized it, and rushing forward struck at me with great violence. The
blade whizzed through me, and did me no harm. The man fell on
the floor, and when he rose up, his teeth chattered with terror, and
he hid himself behind the couch.

“The Emperor jumped to his feet, and taking a lance from a
stand of arms, he threw it at me. I caught it in its flight, and broke
it into two pieces. He shot at me with an arrow, but I held up my
hands and it stopped in midair. Then he took a dagger from his
belt, and Killed the Nubian in the throat, fearing the slave should
tell of his dishonour.

“As soon as he was dead, the Emperor turned to me, and when
he had wiped away blood from his brow with a little napkin of pure
silk, he said to me, ‘Are you a prophet, that I may not harm you,
or the son of a prophet, that 1 can do you no harm? I pray you leave
my city tonight, for while you are in it, I am no longer its lord.’

“And I answered him, ‘I will go for half of your treasure.
Give me half of the treasure, and 1 will go away.’

“He took me by the hand, and led me out into the garden.
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When the captain saw, he wondered. When the eunuchs saw me,
their knees shook and they fell upon the ground in fear.

“There is a chamber in the palace that has eight walls. The
Emperor touched one of the walls, and it opened, and we passed
down a corridor that was lit with many torches. In niches upon
each side stood great wine jars filled with silver pieces. When we
reached the centre of the corridor the Emperor uttered the word that
may not be uttered, and a granite door opened on a secret spring.

“You could not believe how marvellous a place it was. There

were huge shells full of pearls, and moonstones of great size piled up
~ with red rubies. The gold was stored in coffers of elephant hide, and
the gold-dust in leather bottles. There were opals and sapphires in
cups of crystal and jade. Round green emeralds were ranged in order
upon thin plates of ivory, and in one corner were silk bags filled with
precious stones.

“And the Emperor said to me, ‘This is my house of treasure,
and half that is in it is yours, as | promised to you. And 1 will give
you camels and camel drivers, and they shall carry out your orders
and take your share of the treasure to whatever part of the world you
desire to go. And the thing shall be done tonight, for I would not
that the Sun who is my father should see that there is in my city a
man whom | cannot kill.’

“But I answered him, ‘The gold that is here is yours, and the
silver is also yours, and yours are the precious jewels and the things of
price. As for me, I have no need of these. I shall take nothing from
you but the little ring that you wear on the finger of your hand.’

“And the Emperor frowned. ‘It is a ring of lead,’ he cried, ‘it
has no value. Take your half of the treasure and go from my city.’

“‘No,” I answered, ‘but I will take nothing but that leaden
ring, for I know what is written within it, and for what purpose.’

“And the Emperor trembled, and begged me and said, “Take
all the treasure and go from my city. The half that is mine shall be
yours also.’

“And I did a strange thing, but what I did matters not, for in
a cave that is but a day’s journey from this place have I hidden the Ring
of Riches. It is but a day’s journey from this place, and it waits for your
coming. He who has the Ring is richer than all the kings of the world.
Come therefore and take it, and the world’s riches shall be yours.”

But the young Fisherman laughed. “Love is better than
Riches,” he cried, “and the little Mermaid loves me.”
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“No, but there is nothing better than Riches,” said the Soul.

“Love is better,” answered the young Fisherman, and he sank
down into the deep, and the Soul went weeping away over the
marshes. '

And after the third year was over, the Soul came down to the
shore of the sea, and called to the young Fisherman, and he rose out
of the deep and said, “Why do you call to me?”

And the Soul answered, “Come nearer, that I may speak with
you, for I have seen marvellous things.”

So he came nearer, and couched in the shallow water, and
leaned his head upon his hand and listened.

And the Soul said to him, “In a city that I know of there is
an inn that stands by a river. I sat there with sailors who drank wines
and ate bread. And as we sat and made merry, there entered an old
man, bearing a carpet and a lute that had two horns of amber. And
when he had laid out the carpet on the floor, struck on the strings of
his lute, and a girl, whose face was veiled, began to dance before
us. Her face was veiled, but her feet were naked. Naked were her
feet, and they moved over the carpet like little white pigeons.
Never I have seen anything so marvellous, and the city, in which
she dances, is but a day’s journey from this place.”

When the young Fisherman heard the words of his Soul, he
remembered that the little Mermaid had no feet and could not dance.
And a great desire came over him, and he said to himself, “It is but
a day’s journey, and I can return to my love,” and he laughed, and
stood up in the shallow water, and went towards the shore.

And when he had reached the dry shore, he laughed again,
and held out his arms to his Soul. And his Soul gave a great cry of
Jjoy and ran to meet him, and entered into him, and the young
Fisherman saw stretched before him the shadow of the body, that is
the body of the Soul.

And his Soul said to him, “Let’s hurry and start at once, for the
Sea-gods are jealous, and have monsters that do whatever they want.”

So they hurried, and all that night they journeyed beneath the
moon, and all the next day they journeyed beneath the sun, and on
the evening of the day they came to a city.

And the young Fisherman said to his Soul, “Is this the city in
which she dances, of whom you speak to me?”
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And his Soul answered him, “It is not this city, but another.
Nevertheless let us enter in.”

So they entered in and passed through the streets, and as they
passed through the Street of Jewellers, the young Fisherman saw a
fair silver cup in a shop. And his Soul said to him, “Take that
silver cup and hide it.”

So he took the cup and hid it in the fold of his tunic, and they
went hurriedly out of the city.

And after they had gone away from the city, the young
Fisherman frowned, and threw the cup away, and said to his Soul,
“Why did you tell me to take this cup and hide it, for it was an evil
thing to do?” '

But his Soul answered him, “Be at peace, be at peace.”

And on the evening of the second day they came to a city,
and the young Fisherman said to his Soul, “Is this the city in which
she dances, of whom you spoke to me?”

And his Soul answered him, “It is not this city, but another.
Nevertheless let us enter in.”

So they entered in and passed through the streets and as they
passed through the Street of the Sellers of Sandals, the young
Fisherman saw a child standing by a jar of water. And his Souls said
to him, “Strike that child.” So he struck the child till it wept, and
when he had done this, they went hurriedly out of the city.

And after they had gone away from the city, the young
Fisherman grew very angry, and said to his Soul, “Why did you tell
me to strike the child, for it was an evil thing to do?”

But his Soul answered him, “Be at peace, be at peace.”

And on the evening of the third day they came to a city, and
the young Fisherman said to his Soul, “Is this the city in which she
dances, of whom you did speak to me?”

And his Soul answered him, “It may be that it is this city,
therefore let us enter in.”

So they entered in and passed through the streets, but nowhere
could the young Fisherman find the river or the inn that stood by its
side. And the people of the city looked curiously at him, and he
grew afraid and said to his Soul, “Let’s go away, for she who dances
with white feet is not here.” :

But his Soul answered, “No, let us stay, for the night is
dark, and there will be robbers. on the way.”

So he sat down in the marketplace and rested, and after a
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time a merchant came up to him. And the merchant said to him,
“Why do you sit in the marketplace, seeing that the shops are closed?”

And the young Fisherman answered him, “I can find no inn
in this city, 1 have no relatives who might give me shelter.”

“Are we not all relatives?” said the merchant. “And did not
one God make us? Therefore come with me, for I have a guest-
chamber.”

So the young Fisherman rose up and followed the merchant to
his house. And when he had passed through a garden of pomegranates
and entered into the house, the merchant brought him rosewater in
a copper dish that he might wash his hands, and ripe melons that
might quench his thirst, and put rice and a piece of roasted meat
before him. _

And after he had finished, the merchant led him to the guest-
chamber, and asked him to sleep and be at rest. And the young
Fisherman thanked him, and kissed the ring that was on his hand,
and threw himself down on the carpets. And when he had covered
himself with a covering of black lamb’s-wool, he fell asleep.

And three hours before dawn, and while it was still night, his
Soul woke him and said to him, “Rise up and go to the room of the
merchant, and kill him, and take from him all the gold, for we
have need of it.”

And the young Fisherman rose up and went towards the room
of the merchant. Over the feet of the merchant there was lying a
sword, and by the side of the merchant there were nine purses of
gold. And he reached out his hand and touched the sword, and
when he touched it, the merchant awoke and cried to the young
Fisherman, “Do you return evil for good, and pay with blood for
the kindness that I have shown you?”

And his Soul said to the young Fisherman, “Strike him,” and
he struck him so that he fainted, and he took the nine purses of gold,
and ran away hastily through the garden of pomegranates, and set
his face to the star that is the star of morning.

And when they had gone away from the city, the young
Fisherman beat his breast, and said to his Soul, “Why did you order
me to kill the merchant and take his gold? Surely you are evil.”

But his Soul answered him, “Be at-peace, be at peace.”

“No,” cried the young Fisherman, “I may not be at peace,
for all that you have made me do I hate. You also I hate, and please
tell me why you have treated me this way.”
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And his Soul answered him, “When you sent me away into the
world you gave me no heart, so I learned to do all things and love
them.”

“What do you say?” asked the young Fisherman.

“You know,” answered the Soul, “you know it well. Have you
forgotten that you gave me no heart? And so trouble not yourself nor
me, but be at peace, for there is no pain that you shall give away,
nor any pleasure that you shall not receive.”

And when the young Fisherman heard these words, he trembled
and said to his Soul, “No, but you are evil, .and have made me
forget my love, and have tempted me with temptations, and have
set my feet in the ways of sins.”

And his Soul answered him, “You have not forgotten that
when you sent me away into the world, you gave me no heart.
Come, let us go to another city, and make merry, for we have nine
purses of gold.”

But the young Fisherman took nine purses of gold, and threw
them down, and crushed them under his feet.

- *“No,” he cried, “but I will have nothing to do with you, nor
will I journey with you anywhere, but as I sent you away before, so
will I send you away now, for you have brought me no good.” And
he turned his back to the moon, and with the little knife that had
the handle of green viper’s skin he cut from his feet that shadow of
the body which is the body of the Soul.

Yet his Soul stirred not from him, nor listened to his command,
but said to him, “The secret that the Witch has told you does not
help you any more, for I may not leave you, nor may you send me
-away. Once in his life may a man send his Soul away, but he who
receives back his Soul must keep it with him for ever, and this is his
punishment and his reward.”

And the young Fisherman grew pale and clenched his hands
and cried. “She was a false Witch in that she told me not that.”

“No,” answered his Soul, “but she was true to Him she
worships, and whose servant she will be ever.”

And when the young Fisherman knew that he could no longer
get rid of his Soul, and that it was an evil Soul, and would live with
him always, he fell upon the ground weeping bitterly.

And when it was day, the young Fisherman rose up and said to
his Soul, “I will tie my hands that I may not carry out vour orders,
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and close my lips that I may not speak your words, -and I will return
to the place, where she whom I love lives. Even to the sea I will
return, and to the little bay, where she sings, and I will call to her
and tell her the evil I have done and the evil you have ordered me.”

And his Soul tempted him and said, “Who is your love, that
you should return to her? The world has many fairer than she is.
There are the dancing-girls of Samaris,!4 who dance in the manner of
all kinds of birds and beasts. Their feet are painted with henna, and
in their hands they have little copper bells. They laugh, while they
dance, and their laughter is as clear as the laughter of water. Come
with me and 1 will show them to you. For what is the trouble of
yours about the things of sin? Is that which is pleasant to eat not
made for the eater? Is there poison in that which is sweet to drink?
Trouble not yourself, but come with me to another city. There is a
little city near by, in which there is a garden of tulip-trees. And
there live in this beautiful garden white peacocks and peacocks that
have blue breasts. Their tails, when they spread them to the sun,
are like disks of ivory. And she who feeds them dances for pleasure,
and sometimes she dances on her hands, and at other times she
dances with her feet. She laughs while she dances, and the silver
rings that are about her ankles tinkle like bells of silver. And so
trouble not yourself any more, but come with me to this city.”

But the young Fisherman answered not his Soul, but closed
his lips with the seal of silence and with a tight cord tied his hands.
He journeyed back to the place from which he had come, to the little
bay, where his love used to sing. And ever did his Soul tempt him
by the way, but he made no answer, nor would he carry out any of
his orders, so great was the power of the love that was within him.

And when he reached the shore of the sea, he loosened the
cord from his hands, and took the seal of silence from his lips, and
called to the little Mermaid. But she came not to his call, though
he called to her all day long.

And his Soul mocked him and said, “Surely you have but little
joy out of your love. You are as one who in time of death pours
water into a broken vessel.l> You give away what you have, and
nothing is given to you in return. It were better for you to come
with me, for I know where the Valley of Pleasure lies.”

But the Fisherman answered not his Soul, but he built himself
a house, and lived there for the space of a year. And every morning
he called to the Mermaid, and every noon he called to her again,
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and at night-time he called her by name. Yet, never did she rise out
of the sea to meet him, nor in any place of the sea could he find
her, though he sought for her in the caves and in the green water,
in the wells that are at the bottom of the deep.

And ever did his Soul tempt him with evil, and whisper of
terrible things. Yet it did not conquer him, so great was the power
of his love.

And after the year was over, the Soul thought within himself,
“I have tempted my master with evil, and his love is stronger than
[ am. I will tempt now with good, and it may be that he will come
with me.’

So he said to the young Fisherman, “I have told you of the joy
of the world, and you have turned a deaf ear to me. Let me now tell
you of the world’s pain, and it may be that you will listen to me. For
of a truth pain is the Lord of this world, nor is there anyone who
escapes from its net. There be some who lack clothes, and others
who lack bread. There be widows who sit in purple, and widows who
sit in rags. The beggars go up and down to the highways, and their
wallets are empty. Through the streets of the cities walks Famine,
and the Plague sits at their gates. Come, let us mend these things,
and make them not to be. Why should you stay here calling to your
love, since she never comes to your call? And what is love, that you
should set this high store upon it?”

But the young Fisherman answered it nothing, so great was
the power of his love. And every morning he called to the Mermaid,
and every noon he called to her again, and at night-time he called
her by her name. Yet never did she rise out of the sea to meet him,
nor in any place of the sea could he find her, though he sought for
her in the rivers of the sea, and in the valleys that are under the
waves, in the sea that the night makes purple, and in the sea that
the dawn leaves grey.

And after the second year was over, the Soul said to the young
Fisherman at night-time, and as he sat in his house alone, “Now I
have tempted you with evil, and 1 have tempted you with good, and
your love is stronger than I am. Therefore will I tempt you no
longer, but I pray you to let me enter your heart, that I may be one
with you just as before.”

“Surely you may enter,” said the young Fisherman, “for in
the days, when with no heart you did go through the world, you
must have suffered much.”
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“Oh!” cried the Soul, “I can find no place of entrance, so
compassed about with love is the heart of yours.”

“Yet I would that I could help you,” said the young Fisherman.

_ And as he spoke, there came a great cry of mourning from the
sea, like the cry that men hear, when one of the Sea-folk is dead.
And the young Fisherman ran down to the shore. And the black
waves came hurrying to the shore. Lying at his feet, the young
Fisherman saw the body of the little Mermaid. Dead at his feet it
was lying. -

Weeping in pain, he threw himself down besmﬂ it, and he
kissed the cold red of the mouth, and toyed with the wet amber of the
hair. He threw himself down beside it on the sand, weeping as one
trembling with joy, and in his brown arms he held it to his breast.
Cold were the lips, vet he kissed them. Salt was the honey of the
hair, yet he tasted it with a bitter joy. He kissed the closed eyelids,
and the wild spray that lay upon their cups was less salt than his tears.

And to the dead thing he made confession. Into the shells of its
ears he poured the bitter wine of his tale. He put the little hands round
his neck, and with his fingers he touched the thin reed of the throat.
Bitter, bitter was his joy, and full of strange gladness was his pain.

The black sea came nearer, and the white foam moaned like
a leper. With white claws of foam the sea struck at the shore. From
the palace of the Sea-King came the cry of mourning again, and far
out upon the sea the great Tritons blew upon their horns.

“Run away,” said his Soul, “for the sea comes nearer, and if
you stay, it will kill you. Run away, for I am afraid, seeing that
your heart is closed against me because of the greatness of your love.
Run away to the place of safety. Surely you will not send us without
a heart into another world?”

But the young Fisherman listened not to his Soul, but called on
the little Mermaid and said, “Love is better than wisdom, and more
precious than riches, and fairer than the feet of the daughters of men.
The fires cannot destroy it, nor can waters quench it. I called on you
at dawn, and you did not come to my call. The moon heard your
name, yet you would not listen to me. For evilly I had left you, and
to my own hurt I had wandered away. Yet I never forgot your love,
and ever was it strong, though I have looked upon evil and good. And
now that you are dead, surely T will die with you also.”

‘And his Soul asked him to leave, but he would not, so great
was his love. And the sea came nearer to cover him with its waves.
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And when he knew that the end was near, he kissed with mad lips
the cold lips of the Mermaid, and the heart that was within him
broke. And as though the fullness of his love did break, the Soul
found an entrance and entered in, and was one with him even as
before. And the sea covered the young Fisherman with its waves.

And in the morning the Priest went to bless the sea, for it had
been troubled. And with him went the monks and the musicians, and
the candle-bearers, and the swingers of censers,!® and a great company.

And when the Priest reached the shore, he saw the young
Fisherman lying drowned, and clasped in his arms was the body of
the little Mermaid. And he turned away frowning, and having made
the sign of the cross, he cried aloud and said, “I will not bless the
sea nor anything that is in it. Accursed be the Sea-folk, and accursed
be all they who are with them. And as for him who for love’s sake
gave up God, and so lies here with his leman killed by God’s
judgement, take up his body and the body of the leman, and bury
them in the corner of the Field of the Fullers.!®* And set no mark
above them, nor sign of any kind, that none may know the place of
their resting. For accursed were they in their lives, and accursed
shall be they in their deaths also.”

And the people did as he commanded them. In the corner of
the Field of the Fullers, where no sweet herbs grew, they dug a
deep hole, and laid the dead things within it.

And when the third year was over, and on a day that was a
holy day, the Priest went up to the chapel, that he might show to
the people the wounds of the Lord, and speak to them about the
wrath of God.

And when he entered in, he saw that the altar was covered with
strange flowers, he never had seen before. Strange were they to look
at, and of curious beauty, and their beauty troubled him, and their
odour was sweet. He felt glad and did not understand why he was glad.

When he began to speak to the people, desiring to speak to
them of the wrath of God, the beauty of the white flowers troubled
him, and their odour was sweet, and there came another word into
his lips, and he spoke not of the wrath of God, but of the God,
whose name is Love. And why he spoke so, he did not know.

And when he finished his speech, the people wept, and the
Priest’s eyes were full of tears. And the deacons came in and began
to undress him, but he stood as one in a dream.
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And after that they had undressed him, he looked at them and
said, “What are the flowers that stand on the altar, and where do
they come from?”

And they answered him, “What flowers they are, we cannot
tell, but they come from the corner of the Fullers’ Field.” And the
Priest trembled, and returned to his own house and prayed.

And in the morning, while it was still dawn, he went with the
monks and the musicians, and the candle-bearers and the swingers
of censers, and a great company, and came to the shore of the sea,
and blessed the sea, and all the wild things that are in it. The Fauns
also he blessed, and the little things that dance in the woodland,
and the bright-eyed things that peer through the leaves. All the
things in God’s world he blessed, and the people were filled with joy
and wonder. Yet never again in the corner of the Fullers’ Field grew
flowers of any kind, but the field remained barren even as before.
The Sea-folk never came into the bay as they used to, for they went
to another part of the sea.

Commentary

! they are lost — 30. ux Huuto He cnaceT (B AeHb CtpamHoro Cyna)
2 for them the Lord has not died — v nHe 3a Hux ymupan Mcxynurens
(cormacHo bub6inu, XpHcTOC CBOMMM CTpadaHUAMH HCKYIIAT IDEXH
monen) :

3 and vile and evil are the pagan things — 1 MEp30CTHBI U I1aryOHEI Te
TBapH SA3LIYECKHE

4 It is not worth a clipped piece of silver. —OHa (nyl1a) He CTOMT
JTOMaHOTO Tpolla.

3 make you the minion of the great Queen — 1 Thl OyZeLIb TIOOMMBIM
pabom Koposiesbl |

6 a spray of wild hemlock that was blossoming — uBeTyllad BeTKa
IAKOU LHKYTHI '

7 What do you lack? — Yero Tebe He xBaTaer?

&8 My desire is but for a little thing. — HeBeqMKo MO€ XeJlaHHE.

9 stand under the branches of the hornbeam — BCTaHb IIOI BETBAMH
oeJtoro rpaba |

10 g bronze horse that neighs — GPOH30BBIA KOHb, KOTOPHIH DXET
Il Dervish — REpBHI, MYCYJIbMaHCKMH HMILECHCTBYIOLIMNA MOHax
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12 moon-flower (6om.) — MyHHBII 1BEeTOK (TaK B AHIJIMM HA3bIBAIOT
XPU3aHTEMY WIM aHEMOH, B AMEPHKE — BBIOHOK)

13 silver aloe (bom.) — cepeBpucToe AT03 (CTONETHHK)

14 Samaris — Camapus, npeBHee rocyaapcTso Mspauib

15 You are as one who in time of death pours water into a broken
vessel. — Tol MOKOOGEH TOMY, KTO BO BpeMsi 3aCyXH JIbET BOOY B
pa3sOUTBHIA COCYI.

16 the swingers of censers — CBAIIEHHOCTYXHTEIN C KaIWIbHULIAMH
17 the Field of the Fullers — [1oroct OTBepX€eHHBIX (YrONOK KNanbu-
II[a, Te XOPOHSAT HEYECTUBLEB)

Exercises

L  Reading Comprehension

1 " Are the following statements about the tale rrue or false? If there is
not enough information, write don’t know.

1
2)
3)
4)
5)
6)
7)
8)

9)

One day the young Fisherman caught a little Mermaid
into his nets.

The Mermaid promised to come whenever he wanted and
swore her promise by the oath of the Sea-folk.

The young Fisherman fell in love with her and made a
proposal to her.

She couldn’t accept his proposal because her father was
old and alone.

The Priest and the merchants laughed at the young
Fisherman’s desire to get rid of his Soul and drove him
away.

There was nothing left for him to do but go to see a witch.
The young Witch wasn’t very good at her witcheries.
The Witch couldn’t help the young Fisherman and sent
him to another place.

The young Fisherman got rid of his Soul, though it asked
him to be merciful and not to send it away without a
heart.

10) His Soul journeyed to the East and the South and came
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back to his master to tell him what he had seen in strange
lands.

11) Though his Soul asked the Fisherman to journey together
but he wouldn’t agree.

12) His Soul always tried to tempt him with temptations but
the Fisherman would turn a deaf ear to it.

13) The Fisherman built himself a house on the sea shore,
and lived there for a space of a year.

14) He couldn’t find his little Mermaid anywhere though he
tried hard.

15) The Fisherman was weeping with pain when he found the
dead body of the Mermaid.

Answer the following gquestions.

1) What did the young Fisherman catch into his nets one
day?

2) What did the Mermaid promise the young Fisherman?

3) Why didn’t the Mermaid accept the young Fisherman’s
proposal at once?

4) Why did he go to see the young Witch?

5) What did the young Witch tell him?

6) How did the young Fisherman get rid of his Soul?

7) What did the Soul tell the Fisherman about his journey to
the East?

8) What did the Soul tell the Fisherman about his journey to
the South?

9) Where did the young Fisherman and his Soul journey together?

10) What evil things did his Soul tempt him with?

11) Why couldn’t the young Fisherman get rid of his Soul
again?

12) Why did the young Fisherman refuse to continue the journey
with his Soul?

13) Where did the young Fisherman go instead and what did
he do there?

14) What did the young Fisherman hear from the sea one
day?

15) What happened to the young Fisherman?

16) Where did the Priest order to bury the dead bodies {Ilf the
young Fisherman and the Mermaid?
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1:7) What did the Priest notice in the Chapel after three years?
18) What did the Priest realise?

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Find in the tale the English for:

3a0paceiBaTh CETH B MOpE; NMOAHUMATLCHA M3 [IYOMH; VIHUBIATE
JONEH; HAMpATasA BCE CBOU CUJIbI; MOAKPENHUTD O0CIIaHuE KIIAT-
BOH; OOMTaTeNd MOPs; IMKUE YaWKH JIETAIM HAl €€ TOJO0BOM;
HBIPATE B BOLY; OTPYXAaThCA B MOPE; 3aKpH4aTh OT BOCTOPra; B
MY4YUHE MOpS; OTPaBUTHCS SIMOBUTHIMU TpaBaMM, He 3HATh, 1€
nobpo W rae 310; UCKYIIATh Coba3HaMM; KOPYMTh POXH; He
CTOUTE JIOMAHOIO I'polla; CTaTb JIOOMMBIM pabOM KOpOJIEBHI;
BebMa, UCKYCHAs B J€/JaX KOJIOBCTBA; HEBEIMKO MOE Xela-
HHE; YKPBITECA OT COJHIIA; pasbuBaTh MaiaTku; * 00paTuTh KOTo-
nubo B pabcTeO; nmpopok bora; obnarate Koro-iMbo HajnoroMm;
YTOJIMTD XKAXKIY; * Thl HAIIPABWIA MOU CTOIBI HA MYTh I'PEXa; Bbi-
MOMHATE TPUKA3aHUS, HAJIOXKHTbh HAa YCTa M€4YaTb MONYAHMI,
JIMTE BOOY B pa3OHTHINA COCYH, * HE CIIBILLATDH KOI0-JIH00; HE HMETh
ONIEXIbI, XJieba; * HCMOBEIOBATLCS; OE30TTaCHOE MECTO; HE CTa-
BMTb 3HAKa, * BBIPHITh ITyDOKYI0O MOTHNY; rHeB ['ocriona

Insert articles if necessary.

1) Every evening young Fisherman went to
sea and threw his nets into water.

2) And when he touched her, she gave cry like
seagull, and woke.

3) So she made him ~ promise he desired and swore it
by oath of Sea-folk.

4) As she sang, all fish came in from deep to

listen to her.

cry of joy broke from her lips, and standing up in

painted boat, he held out his arms to
Mermaid.

6) Early next morning young Fisherman went
to house of Priest and knocked three
times at door. :
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3)

7) “The Soul is worth all gold that is in world,
~and is more precious than rubies of kings,”
said the Priest.

8) __ vyoung Fishermanwentto__ marketplace, and
he walked slowly, and with bowed head, as one
who is in SOTTOW.

9) One of his companions told him of certain Witch,
who lived in cave at head of bay and
was very good at her witcheries.

10) It was man dressed in suit of black velvet,
cut in Spanish fashion. :

11) I answered that I was Prince in my own land, and
that I had escaped from Tartars who wanted to
make me their slave. |

12) After second year was over, Soul came
down to shore of sea, and called to
young Fisherman.

13) Across narrow streets
like large butterflies.

14) Armenian in caftan of green leather
looked through wicket. |

15) At sunrise he came out of his palace in robe
of silver, and at sunset he returned to it again in

robe of gold.

16) They opened gate, and I found myself in
watered garden of seven terraces.

17) Emperor jumped to his feet, and taking
lance from stand of arms, he threw it at me.

18) Fisherman built himself house, and lived
there for space of year. |

19) When Priest entered in, he saw that altar
was covered with strange flowers.

torches of paper hang

Here is a list of irregular verbs used in the tale, but three of the verbs are
regular. Which are they? Write in the Past Simple forms of all the verbs.

beat blow

become _ burn

begin call

bend catch
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come make
cut _ pull
deal put
draw rise
drink run
drive say
eat see
escape sell
fall send
feel set
find shake
get sing
give sink
g0 sit
grow speak
hear stand
hide strike
hold swear
hurt SWim
keep take
kneel think
know throw
lead understand
leave wake
let wear
lie weep
lose

Complete the sentences by adding each, each other, other, others or
another.

1) day the sound of her voice became sweeter
to his ears.

2) When the merchants saw him coming, they began to
whisper to

3) A blue bird rose screaming from its nest, and three birds
whistled to :

4) The witches sniffed and chattered to ;

5) The kings of city imposed taxes upon us, but
wouldn’t allow us to enter their gates.
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6) When I had told them what I had done, of

them gave me a god and prayed me to leave them.

7) As I went in, they closed door behind me.

8) In niches upon side stood great wine-jars
filled with silver pieces.

9) It is not our city, but . Nevertheless let us
enter in. '

10) Come, let us go to
for we have nine purses of gold.

11) Sometimes she dances on her hands, and at
times she dances with her feet.

12) Surely, you will not send us without a heart into
world?

13) There came word into his lips, and he spoke
not of the wrath of God, but of the God, whose name is
Love.

14) The Sea-folk never came into the bay as they used to, for
they went into part of the sea.

city, and make merry,

Identify the kind of phrase. Write “C” if the italicised phrase is a
comparative, “S” if the phrase is a superlative, and “E” if the phrase
is an expression of equality or inequality.

1) Her body was as white ivory.

2) Like seashells were her ears, and her lips were like sea-
coral.

3) And when he touched her, she gave a cry like a seagull.

4) Each day the sound of her voice became sweeter fo his
ears.

3) The soul is the noblest part of a man.

6) There is nothing more precious than a human soul, and it
is more precious than the rubies of the kings.

7) She is fairer than the morning star, and whiter than the
moon.

8) He whom 1 serve is richer than all the kings of this world.

9) You are the best of the witches.
10) I am as fair as the daughters of the sea, and as beautiful as
those who live in blue waters.
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11) You shall be wiser than all the wise men.

12) Love is better than Wisdom.

13) The wine of Schiraz is as sweet as honey.
14) The cypress trees were like burnt-out torches.
15) He who has the ring is richer than all the kings of the world,

16) Their laughter is as clear as the laughter of water.
17) The black sea came nearer, and the white foam moaned
like a leper.

Read the following sentences. Use your dictionary to find a word that
could replace the italicised word or pllrase Then find a word that is
opposite in meaning.

1) She looked at him in terror, and sfruggled that she might
escape.

synonym:

antonym:

2) When she saw that she could in no way escape him, she
began to weep.
synonym:

antonym:

3) And she sang a marvellous song.

synonym:
antonym:

4) You have eaten some poisonous herb.

Synonym:
antonym:

5) The Soul is more precious than the rubies of the Kings.
synonym.
antonym.:

6) The merchants mocked at him.
synonym:
antonym.
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7) At sunset in some secret place we shall dance together.
synonym:
antonym:

8) He rook off his cap to her.
synonym:
antonym:

| 9) The Mermaid sank down into the water.

synonym:
antonym:

10) At sunrise he came out of his palace in a robe of gold.
synonym:;
antonym:

11) There were huge shells full of pearls.
synonym:
antonym:

12) It is but a day’s journey from this place.
-synonym:
antonym:

13) He ran away hastily through the garden of pomegranates.
synonym:
antonym:

14) You have turned a deaf ear to me.

synonym:
antonym:

15) Come, let us mend these thmgs
synonym.
antonym:

16) Dead at his feet it was lying.
synonym:
antonym:
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17)

And to the dead thing he made confession.

synonym:
antonym:

Translate the following sentences into English.

1)

2)
3)

4)

3)

6)

7)

8)

9)

10)

11)

12)

13)

IleBa MopcKas IMOIKpenuia cBoe obelllaHWe KIATBOKO
ObuTareneit Mops.

Mononoi Peibak peinmn u36aBUTBECS OT AYLUIH.

U noayman npo ceds mononoi Peibak: «Kak aro cTpaH-
Ho! CBglUeHHHUK yOeXImaeT MeHs, UTO Oylua LeHee, YEM
BCE 30JIOTO MHpAa, a BOT KYIlUbl FOBOpPAT, YTO OHAa HE
CTOMT M JIOMaHOro rpolia».

OH BCMOMHIJI, YTO €ro TOBAPHILM paccKa3blBald €My O
HEKOEed WCKYCHOI B [ejiaX KOJIOBCTBA IOHOHM BEIbME,
KMBYLLEH B Teliepe y BXO4a B 3AJIHB.

CBAIEHHUK PAa3rHEBAICS HA HEro ¥ IIPOrHaj ero mpoysb,
a KYTIIIBEI OCMESIM U OTBEPIVIM €r0.

Mononoii Peibak BHIXBATHI Mal¢HbKMH HOX C 3eJIEHOH
PYKOSATKOH M3 3MEMHOM KOXH M OTpe3al CBOK TEHDb ¥
CaMbiX HOT.

apu kaxjoro ropoaa B3MMaly MOLUIMHEI W HE BITyCKa-
JIA TIYTENIECTBEHHUKOB B MOPOICKHE BOPOTA.

M ckasan cyatad Jyie: «3nech XpaHATCSI BCE MOH COKpO-
pula. IlonosuHa cokpoBHil TBOA. A mam tebe BepbIIIO-
JOB W TIOTOHIIMKOB, KOTOpbIE OyIyT TIOKOPHBbI Tebe H
OTBE3YT TBOIO MOJIO, KyAA TONBKO IOXEJAellb».

Koraa mosionoit Peifak y3Ham, 4To eMy HeT U30aBlneHMs
oT ero Hymu W uto 3madq Jdyuwia oTcTaHeTcs ¢ HUM HaBCcer-
04, OH Man Ha 3eMJII0 M TOPBKO 3arjaKai.

W HenpecranHo Jlywa vckKyiuajia €ro, Ho OH HE OTBeYal
M HE COBEPILA] OYPHBIX AeSTHHI, K KOTOPBIM €r0 Mnodyx-
nana Jyuia. |

«JI1000BL Jy4llle MYIPOCTM, lieHHee OorarcTsa M IIpe-
KpacHee, 4eM HOTU Y HOYEpEeH YeloBeYeCKHMX», — TyMall
Pribaxk.

Mononoit Pribak u esa Mopckasa OblLTH 3aXOPOHEHBI HA
Ilorocte OTBepXCHHBDIX.

Ha ux MoruJje BeIpociii Oe/ible BETH HEOObIYaWHOM Kpa-
COTHI, KOTOpBble cMYTHIM CRANIEHHUKA.
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Discussion Tasks

Discuss the following.

1)
2)
3)

4)

J)
6)

7)

Describe the Mermaid and the Sea-folk.

Discuss the character of the young Fisherman. How does
his character in the story develop and change as the story
progresses?

Speak about his Soul. What does the author want to say
by creating such a character?

Agree or disagree with the statements from the tale: “The
Soul is the noblest part of a man”, “It is not worth a
clipped piece of silver”. |
What do you think about the Fisherman’s love to the
Mermaid? Why was it so tragic?

Who do you feel most sorry for at the end of the tale: the
Fisherman or his Soul? Why?

Discuss the moral of the tale.



Yocabulary

IIpaaATEIE COKpAIEHHA

adj adjective nmpuiaraterbHOe
adv adverb Hapeuue

int interjection MexgoMeTHe

1 noun CylLIecTBUTENbHOE

pi plural MHOXeCTBEHHOE YHCIIO
pron pronoun MecTOHMeHHe

v verb rnaron '
bom. DoTaHWKA

30. 3nech

A

accompany [a'’kampani] v cOIIPOBOX-
Jate

accursed [2'ka:sid] adj mpoknsThIii

acknowledge [ok'nolidz] v npu3Ha-
BaTb, IOITBEPXIATh

adder [‘zds] » ramoka

affect [o'fekt] v RTMATH, TpOraTh, BOI-
HOBaTb

agate [‘=got] n mun. arat

ague ['eigjw] » IMXOpamKa, Majasgpus

alas [2la:s] int yBo1!

ale [e1l] # 3nb, nHBO

altar ['2:dta] n antape

ambassador [&m'basada] # mocon

amber [‘emb3] n gaHTaps

ankle ["=nkl] » noasxxa

anklet ['&nkiit] #» HoXHO#M Gpacier

ant [2nt] n MmypaBeii

antique [2n'tik] adj aHTHYHBLHA

ape [eip] » 0bGe3bsiHA

applaude [2'plo:d] v artonuposarthb

applause [2'pla:z] n armmoAMCMEHTSHI

apple [&pl] n g610KO0

appreciate [3'prifiert] v ueHHUTE

approve [o'pruv] v omobpaTh

Armenian [a:'mi:njan] adf apMsaHCKWi;
n apMAHHH, apMAHKa

3004. 300JI0THA

ucn., UCTIAHCKMI (S3BIK)
MUH. MAHEPATIOTHSA

mugh. mucbomorus

nosm. MO3THYECKOE

ycm. ycTapesliee

¢p. PpaHuUy3CKH# (A3BIK)
YepK. 1IepKOBHOE

arrogant ["zrougant] adj BBICOKOMED-
HEIH, HAOIMEHHBIN

ashes ['&=[1z] n pl ocTauku

ass [@s] n ocen

attachment [2'tzetfmant] » mpuss3zau-
HOCTB, IpPeJaHHOCTD

attendance [2'tendans] n nocelueHue,
MPUCYTCTBHE '

attic ['=tik] #» MaHcapaa, yepaak

aught [o:t] n HeuTo, KOE-yTO, YTO-
HUOyIb

avarice [‘=varis] # alyHoOCTb, Xald-
HOCTB

B

bald [ba:ld] adj neicelit

banner [bzna] n cTar, 3Hams

banquet [bapkwit] n 6aHkeT

barefoot ['beafut] adv Bocuxkom

bargain ['ba:gin] v Toproparbcs

bark [bak] v nasaTs

barn [ba:n] » ambap, capaii, ryMHO

barren ['bzran] adi GecrnonHsli,
HEeIUTOZOPOOHBIH

barter ['ba:ta] » ToBapoobmeH, Mme-
HOBas TOProOBJIA
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bay [bei] » 3anuB, OyxTa

bay [ber] v nasaTe, n aai

bazaar [ba'za:] #n BocTOuHBIN Ga3ap

bead [bi:d] » OycuHka, bucep

beady ['bi:di] adj moxoxuit Ha OYCHHKY

bedfellow ['bed felou] n ycm. MyX,
XeHa, CIIAIMH B OQHOM TTOCTEH C
KeM-Jibo

Bedouin ['beduin] 7 6enynH

beetle ['bitl] #» xyx

beggar [‘bego] n HuMA, Oponmsra

belt [belt] n nosic, peMeHb

bend (bent) [bend] ([bent] ) v rHyTS,
H3rnbars

Bengal [ben'gol] adj GeHranrbCKkmin

beryl ['beril] »n mun. Gepun

bind (bound) [baind] ([baund]) v 3a-
BA3aTH .

bleed [bli:d] v ObITH B KPOBH, KPOBO-
TOYUTE ;

bless [bles] v 61arocioBUTh

blessing ['blesin] n GiarocioBeHHe,
MOJIMTBA

blind [blaind] adj ciaemnoii, v BbIKO-
JI0Th rna3a, OCAENHUTh

blindness [‘blaindnis] # cienora

bloom [blum] » LUBeTEHHE; V LBECTH

blossom ['blosam] »# uBeTeHKe; v LBE-
CTH, paclycKaTbCH

blow (blew, blown) [blou] ([blu],
[bloun]) v myTh, BeATHb

bluebeH['blu:bel] # KOTOKOMBYHK

blush [blaf] v BCIIBIXHYTB

board [bad] v ecTb 32 OOHHM CTO-
JIOM, CTONOBAaThCSH

bodyguard ['bodi,ga:d] n nmuuHasa ox-
paHa

bow [bau] v K1aHATBCSA; H MMOKJIOH

bowl [boul] » daiua

bracelet [‘breisiit] # 6pacier

brackish ["brakif] adj conoHoBaras

brass [bra:s] adj 6poH30BBIA

breakfast off ['brekfast ,of] v mo3aBT-
pakaTtb

breast [brest] n rpyab

briar [braia] » WIMIOBHHMK

bring up [brin ‘Ap] v BOCIIHTLIBATE

brow [brau] n 6poBb

brush off [braf of] v OTPAXHYTH

bubble [babl] v xunets, 6MTH KmoO-
YyOM; XypuaThb

bud [bad] n noyka

bull [bul] # 661K

bullfight ["bulfart] » 60¥ OBIKOB

bully [‘buli] v 3agupath, 3aIyTHBaTh

bulrush ['bulraf] #n 6om. KaMbili

bunch [bantf] n my4ok, OykeT

bundle [bandl] # BA3aHKa

bury ['ber1] v XOpOHHTB

butterfly ['bataflar] n 6aGoyka

byre [baia] n ambap, XJieB

C

cactus ['kektas] # KakTyc

camel [’kemal] 7 Bepbaon,

canary [ka'nesr1] n KaHapeHka

candle ['kendl] n cBeya

canopy ['kenopi] n Hasec, OallaxHH

cart [ka:t] # Tesera, MOBO3KA

cartwheel ['ka:twil] n xoneco Teeru

carve [ka:v] v pe3aThb, BhIPE3aTh

cataract ['ketorekt] n 601bILIOH BO-
4onaa; CHIbHbIM THBEHD

cathedral [ka'Oidral] 7 cobop

caution [ko;fan] 7 OCTOPOXHOCTB

cavern ['kevan] n memepa

chamber [tfermba] n xomHara, ma-
jaTa

chapel ['tfzpsl] #» yacoBHA, LEPKOBb

charity [tferti] » MuTOCEpIHE

chatter ['tf=ta] n GonroBHs, 11ebe-
TaHwe, v bonrare, webeTaTh

cherry ['tfer1] n BULIHA

chestnut ['tfesnat] # KamTaH

chill [tfil] v ox1aauTh, OCTYZHTE

chimney-pot [tfimnipot] » Konmak
ABIMOBO#H TPYORI '
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chrysolite ['knisslait] # Mun. Xpusonur

citron ['sitran] n umMTpOH, cnaakuit
JUMOH

clap [klep] v xmomath

clasp [klasp] v cxumathb

clatter ['klzta] n TpoxoT; v rpeMeTh

claw [klo:] n Korote

clay [klei] n rmuHa

cleft [kleft] » mymwio

clench [klent]] v cxkuMmarb, CTHCHYTB
(sy6w) |

cloak [klouk] » nokpor

coarse [ko:s| adf rpybuii

coffer ['kofa] n cynmyx

coffin [kofin] n rpob

collie ['koli] » Komnu, woTnaHAckKas
OBYapKa

columbine ['kolambain] n 6om. Bono-
cbop

common [’komon] adj npoctoi

compass ['kampas] n OKPYXHOCTb,
KPYT; V OKPYXaTh

condemn [koan'dem] v ocyxnmars, mo-
PHIIATh

confess [kon'fes] v npu3HaBaTbes

confession [kan'fefan] #» npu3Hanue

conscious ['konfas] adj cosHaTeNnbHLIA,
3ApaBbiH

consciousness ['konfasnis] 7 cosHaHue

console [kon'soul] 7 yremats

coo [ku:] » BOpKOBaHHe; v BOPKOBaTh

copper ['kopa] n Meab

coquette [kou'ket] n ¢hp. KoKeTKa

coral [’koral] n xopawt

cord [ko:d] n BepeBka

corn [kon] 7 3epHO

coronation [kora'neifn|] n KopoHamus

cost (cost) [kost] ([kost]) v cTouTh

costly ['kostli] adj noporoii, pockouu-
HBIH

cottage ['kotid3] n u30a, xKxuHa

couch [kautf]- v nexarts, npuTauTeCs
(o 36epsx)

cough [ko:f] n kawens

Councillor ['kaunsila] # 4ieH ropon-
CKOro CoBeTa

country-side [’kantrisaid] n cenbckas
MECTHOCTh

court [koit] # nBop

courtier ['ko:tjs] n npHIBOPHBI

courtship ['ka:tfip] 7 yxaxusanue

cover (with) ['’kava] v mokpriBaTh

cowl [kaul] » kamowoH

cowslip ['kauslip] n 6om. nepsouser
MUCTHHHBbIH _

crack [krzk] » TpewumnHa, paccennHa

craftsman ['kra:ftsman] n MacTep, pe-
MECIIEHHUK

crag [kreg] n ckana, yrec

crawl [kral] v mon3tu

creep (crept) [krip] ([krept]) v
KpacTheCA, TIOIKPaNbIBATHCS

creeper ['krips] n monsydee pacrte-
HHE, BBIOHOK

crimson ['krimzn] adj MaTHHOBHIIL, v
OKpallMBaTh B MAJIMHOBLIH LIBET

crisp [krisp] adj pacceinyarsiid

croak [krouk| n xBakaHbe

crocodile ['krokadail] n xpokonun

crocus ['kroukas] n 6om. Kpokyc,
wadpan

crooked ['krukid] adj kpuBoii, H30r-
HYTBIH

crown [kraun| #» KopoHa

cruel ['krusl] adj xecToknii

cruelty ['kruslti] # xecTokocTh

crumb [kram| # Kpourka (x1eba)

crush [kraf] v pazgaButh, pa3noabHTh

cry out to [krar ‘aut ta] v KpMKHYTL
KOMY-JIHOO _

cultivate ['kaltrvert] v Bo3nenbiBath,
KYJTETHBHPOBATh

cupboard ['kabad] n Gyder, wkad

curious ['kjuariss] adj noGONBITHEIA,
Mo003HATENLHBII

curiousity [ kjuari'ssiti] n moGoneiT-
CTBO

curl [ka1] » 1O0KOH, 3aBUTOK
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curl up ['kal ‘ap| v cbeXMTBCSH B KO-
MOUYEK

curse |ka:s] n npoxknsTHe; v TIPOKIH-
HATh

curtsey ['kaitsi] # peBepaHc

cushion ['kufon] n TMBaHHA% MoAyILKA

custom ['kastam] n 0OBIuai, TpamUINIA

customary ['kastomori] adj 0OObIMHBIH,
TPHBBIYHBIN

cut away ['kat 2'wei] v yxomauTs

cypress |'saipris| n 6om. Kunapmc

D

daffodil ['dzfadil] » 6om. baenHo-
KENTHIA HapLHCC

dagger ['degs] n xuHxan

damask ['demask] adj namMmacckuii

damp [demp] adj cripoit

dawn [do:n] # pacceer

deacon ['dikon] n absKoOH

deal box ['di:l,boks] n 30. enosas Wiu
COCHOBasA KOpoDKa

delay [di'ler] » npoMenneHue; v Men-
JTHTD

deputation [ depju'teifan] » memyra-
UHS, Aeneranms

descent [di'sent] # cycK, CHHXXEHHE

desert ['dezat] n nycTbiHA

determine [dr'ta:min] v penIuThb

die (of) [dai] v ymupaTs (0T)

dig (dug) [dig] ([dag]) v xomarTs,
PHITB

dignified ['dignifaid| adj nocToitHbI#

dignitary ['dignitari] n cCaHOBHHK,

JINIIO, 3aHMMAalOILEee BRICOKHAH TOCT

dignity ['digniti] # TOCTOMHCTBO

disappoint [ disa’point] v paccTpouTh

disclose [dis'’klouz] v pacKpbiTh, pa-
3001a4HTh

dismiss [dis’'mis] v pacnyckars,
YBOJILHSTD

dismount [dis'maunt] v cie3atb (¢ 40-
waou)

dispatch [dis'pxtf]] n oTnpaBnenue,
IeTelna

distinguish [dis'tipgwif] v paanu4aTh,
OTMEYaThb

distinguished [dis'tingwift] adj u3Bec-

distressed [dis'trest] adj GencTByiOHiH

ditch [ditf] » xaHaBa, poB

dolphin ['dslfin] » aenshun

dome [doum] n Kymion, cBod

domestic [do'mestik] adj ceMeilHbIi,
JOMALIHHH

domesticity [ doumes'tisiti} 7 cemeii-
Hasl XH3Hb

dove [dav] n ronybs

drag [dreg] v TallWTh, BOJOYHUTH; ~
out BLITACKHMBATh

dragon-fly ['draegon,flai] n cTpeko3sa

drift [drift] #» oBpar

drive away |'drarv 2'wer] v BbITHATB

drown ['draun] m TOHYTB ;

drowsy ['drauzi] adj coHHbIi, OpeM-
JIIOIHH

duchess ['datfis] » repiLioruHs

duck [dak] » yTKa

duke [djuk] n repuor

dungeon ['dandzon| n TeMHKMLA

dust [dast] # TpsA3b

dusty ['dasti] adi neuUTbHBIH

dwarf [dwof] n KapaHK

E

eager ['i.go] adj crpemsmMiica, CUIb-
HO JKETaKoLHi

eagerness |'i:gonis] n TbUI, pBEHHE

earn [a:n] v 3apabaTniBaTh

earnings ["anins] » p/ 3apaboTok

ebb away [‘eb o'wer] v ocnabGesats,
YracaTh, CMEpPKAThCH

ebony ['eboni] # uepHoe aepeBo

echo |‘ekou] n ax0

edge [ed3] n xoHen

Egypt ['i:dzipt] n Erunert
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Egyptian [1'd3ipfon] adj erMneTcKmii;
n erurTAHUH, erunTAHKa :
elaborate [1'lebont] adf nponymMaHHbIH
elaborate [1lebareit] v TiaTenbHO

" pa3pabarbiBaThb

elder-tree ["elds tri] n 6om. 6y3uHa

election [1'lekfon] » BEIOOpPEI

elf [elf] n mug. anpd

embalm [im'ba:m] v 6anbp3amMupoBaTh;
COXpaHATL OT 3a0BeHHA

embroider[im'brarda] v BHIITHBATE

emerald [‘emarald] » u3ympyn

emperor [‘empara] # UMMepaTop

encompass [in'kampas] v oKpyxatb

entertain [ enta’tein] v passiekathb

entertainment [ enta'ternmant] n pa3-
BIICUCHMSI, YBECEICHMS

entrance [‘entrans] n Bxon

entrance [in'tra:ns] v NpUBOAWTH B
COCTOSIHHE TpaHca, BOCTOpra

entrancing [in‘tra:nsiy] adi yapylo-
LM, ‘'0YapOBaTENbHBIH

entreat [in'trit] v ymonsith, ynpailin-
BaTh

envious [‘envias] adj 3aBUCTIMBBLII

envy [‘envi] v 3aBHIOBaTh

ermine ['a:min] n ropHocTai

escape [is'keip] n GercTBo, imﬁer v
yoexarb, n3bexarb

essence [‘esans] 7 CyTh

etiquette [‘etiket] » 3THKeT

eunuch [ju:nak] » eBHYX

evermore ['eva’'mo:] adv HaBeku, Ha-
BCeraa

evil ['i:vl] adj anoii

evil-visaged ['i:vl vizidzd] adj cTpaui-
HBIH M 3JI0H ¢ BHLY

exaggerate [1g'zedzoreit] v npeyse-
JTHYHBATh

exhaust [1g'zaist] v ucTOIATE, U3HY-
pATH

explode [1ks'ploud] v B30pBaThHCH

eyelet ['ailit] » npopess

eyelid ["ailid] # Bexo

F

fade [feid] v BAHYTB, yBAOATH
faggot ['f=got] n BA3aHKa, oxamka
XBOpOCTA

faint [feint] adj cnabelommit, BAIBIN;

v TEPATL CO3HaHHE, 71 0OMOPOK, MNMOo-
Teps CO3HAHUSA

fall (fell, fallemn) [f2:1] ([fel], [folan])
v. ~ out of pacchinarbcs; ~ upon
HATIACTh

famine ['faemin] # roson (cmuxutinoe
bedcmaue)

fan [fan] » Beep, omaxamo

fasten ['fa:sn] v npukpenaaTe

fate [feit] n cynpba

faun [fo:n] n mug. dasu

feast [fist] n mup, DaHkeT

feather ['feda] » nepo

feeble ['fibl] ad/ cnaGuiit

feed (fed, fed) [fid] ([fed]) v xop-
MHTD

fen [fen] n GonoTo, TONB

fetter [feta] # MyTHI, HOXHEIE KaHa-
JIbI, OKOBLI

fever ['fiva] n xap, nuxopanxa

fiction ['fikfan] »# BBIMBICEN, BEIIYMKA

fig [fig] n durosoe nepeso

fir [fa:] n enp

firewood ['farawud] # nposa

fireworks ['faiowaks] n p/ deitepBepx

fisherman ['fifaman] » peiGak

flame [flerm] n rnams

flap [fleep] v B3MaxupBaTh (xpmmu)

flirt (with) [fla:t] v dnuproBats (c)

float [flout] v mnaBath

flock [flok] n cTano, cTas

flour [flaus] » Myka

flow (flew, flown) [flou] ([flu], [floun])
v. ~ down cTeKaTh BHM3 [10

flush [flAf] v BCTIBIXHYTB, MOKPAacHETH

flute [flut] n dnefita :

flutter['flata] v nopxaTth, MaxaTh Kpbi-
JILAMH
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fly [la1] n Mmyxa

foam [foum] » meHa; noam. Mope

fold [fould] n cknanka

forgive (forgave, forgiven) [fo'giv]
([f2'gerv], [fa’givan]) v MpocCTHTH

forgiveness [fa'givnis] # npoleHue

frankincense ['freepkin,sens] n J1anaH

frontier ['frantia] n rpanuua

frost-bitten ['frost bitn] adj oxoueHeB-
LWIHH

frown [fraun] v XMypHTLCH

fur [fa;] n Mex

furnace ['fa:nis] » meus

G

gallop [‘gzlop] v cKakaTh TaIonoM

gasp [ga:sp] n 3aTpyAHeHHOE [bIXa-
HUe, YOyIlbe

gate [geit] » BopoTa

gather ['g=0s] v cobuparts

gauze [go:z] n ra3, IbIMKa

gay [ge1] adj HapsaHbIA, APKHUH, 1€-
CTPBIH

gaze [ge1z] » (MpHCTANbHBIA) B3I

gem [dzem] »n remma, caMOLIBET

generosity [dzend’rosit1] # menpocTh

generous ['dzenoras] adf weapbii

geranium [d3o'reinjam] 7 6om. TepaHb

giant ['dzaint] »n BeJIMKaH

gillyflower ['dzili,flaus] » 6om. neB-
KOH

gipsy ['d3ipsi] n LbIraH, bITAHKA

girdle [ga:dl] n mosic, Kylak

glisten ['glisan] v Gnecreth

gloomy ['ghumi] adj MpayHBIH, YTpIO-
MBbIH

goat [gout] n Ko3a

goatherd ['gouthad] » nmacTyx, macy-
LKA KO3

goblet ["goblit] n Goxan, KyGok

good-humoured ['gud hjumad] adj

IOOPOXYITHBIH
goose [gus] n rych

govern [‘gavan] v ynpaeasATh, npa-
BHUTh

government ['gavonmoant] n mpaBu-
TENLCTBO

gown [gaun]| n MaHTH:A, Xanar

grace [greis| n rpauis, H3AWECTBO

graceful ['greisful] adj rpalMO3HEINA,
M3ALIHBIA

grain [grein] » 3epHO, xJ1e0OHbIE 371a-
KM

granite ['grenit| n rpaHuT

grass-plot ['gra:s'plot] n nyxaiika, ra-
30H

grasshopper ['gra:s,hops] # Ky3HeuHK

grate [greit] n peluieTKa; KaMHH

gratify ['greetifar] v mocTaBMmsATH yOO-
BOJILCTBHE, panoBaTh -

grave [grerv] n Moruna

grief [gri:f] » nevyans, rope

‘grind [grind] v pasmajabIBaTh

grotesque [grou’tesk] » rpoTeck

grove [grouv] » polla, JIECOK

growl [graul] v peruarthk

grumble [grambl] v BOpYaTh

guard [ga:d] n oxpaHHHMK

gunpowder ['gan,pauda] 7 4EPHLIA
MOPOX

gutter ['gata] n kaHasa

H

haggard [‘'hzgad] adj MIMy4YEeHHBIH,
yApY4eHHBIH

hail [he1l] # rpan

halberd [‘halbad] 7 anebapaa

hammer [‘h&ma] n MONOT, MOJIOTOK

handful [‘handful] » npUropiH4,
ropcTh

handle [handl] 7 pyuka, pyKOsTKa

harbour ['ha:ba] » raBaHb

hard-featured ['ha:d, fitfad] adj c Tpy-
OBIMH, Pe3KMMH YEpTaMH JIHLA

hare [hea] # 3a40

harp [ha:p] » apda
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harsh [ha;[] adj xomounit

haste [heist] # cnewika

hasten ['heisan] v cmelumTh, TOpO-
IHTBCA

hastily ['heistili] adv nocneuHo, To-
POILTHBO

hasty ['herst1] adj mocneinHsIit, He0O-
MYMAHHBIA

haul down ['hoal ‘daun] v omyckarts,
TPaBHTh

hawthorn ['ho:02:n] # GOSIPBIITHUK

heat [hit] » xapa

heather ['heda] n Bepeck

heave [hiv]| v mogTHMMAaThb

heaven [‘hevn] n Hebeca

heel [hil] » naTka, 3amHHK

heir [e5] n HacnenHUK

helmet [helmit] » wnem, Kacka

hemlock ['hemlok] n 6om. Gonuronos
KpamiaTeld

henna [‘hena] n 6om. xHa

herb [hab] #n TpaBa, pacreHue

heretic ['heretik| # epeTHk

hide (hid, hidden) [haid] ([hid],
[hid(a)n]) v cmpaTaThCs

highness [‘hainis| # BEICOYECTBO

hill [hil] #» xoaMm

hillside ['hilsard] # CKJIOH ropbl MJH
Xonma

hinder (from) [‘hinda] v MemarTs,
IIPeNATCTBOBATE

hiss (at) [his] v mmnIeTs, CBUCTETH

hobby ['hobi] n koHek, x000H

hold (held) [hould] ([held]) v. ~ out
[POTATHBATH :

hole [houl] » HOpa, Abipa

hollow ['holou] adj mycToit

Holy Book ['houli ‘buk] n CBsiuenHas
kHura, bubnusa

honey-cake [‘hanikerk] » MemoBbii
TOpT

honey-suckle ['hanisakl] # 6om. xXu-
MOJIOCTh

hoof [hu:f] » koneITO

horn [ha:n] n por

hornbeam ['ha:nbizm] # 6om. rpab (de-
peao) !

horned [ho:nd] adj porarsiii

huge [hju:d3] adj orpoMHBIi

humble [hambl] adj yHuKeHHbIA

humility [hju:'militr] » ynxenue

hunch [hantf] » ropb

hunter ['hanta] n OXOTHMK

hurry [‘hari] v cnewuTs

hyacinth ['harosin®] # THALMHT

|

ibis [‘a1bis] n 3004. nOuc (nmuya)
idle [aidl] adj neHnBLIA '

idleness [‘aidInis] # mpa3aHOCTD, JIEHD"

idol ['ardl] » umon

ill-bred [iI'bred] adf HeBoCTTMTaHH B

ill-favoured [1I'fervod] adj nHekpacu-
BbIif, HETIPUSATHBIH '

immense |[1'mens] adj orpOMHBIA

impose [1m'pouz] v obnarats

incurable [in'kjuarabl] adj Hensneuu-
MBI

India-rubber ['indjo,raba] n Kayuyk,
pe3uHa

Infanta [in'feenta] # ucn. uH(paHTa

influence ['influans] n BIUsAHKE, NeH-
CTBUE

invisible [in'vizibl] adj HeBUAMMBIH,
HEe3PHUMBIH '

irritate [iriteit] v pazopaxarb

irritating ["inteitin] adj pazapaxaroimmin

ivory [‘arvart] # cioHOBast KOCTh

J

jade [dzerd] v 3ae3nWTh, U3MYYHUTH

jar [d3a] n apoxanue, ApebedKaHue

jasmine |'d3esmin] n XacMHH

jasper ['dzespa] n mun. suwima

jennet ['dzenit] n HU3KOpOC/asA UCTIAH-
CKas JIOIIAlb; OCAMLIA
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jewel ['d3u:al] » oBeMpHOE yKpatie- -

HHE

jeweller ['dzu:ala] # oBeHp

journey ['dzoni] n nmyrelnecTeue, no-
€3[IKa;, v NnyTeliecTBOBaTh

joy [d3o1] # pamocTh |

joyful ['dzorful] adf panocTHbIi

judge ['dzadz] v cyauTe

judgement ['dzadzmoant] # mpurosop

juggler ['dzagla] n dokycHHK, KOHT-
ep

justice ['dzastis] # cipaBeLTHBOCTB

K

kneel (knelt) [nil] ([nelt]) v cTraHO-
BUTBCA HA KOJIEHH

knock off ['nok 'of] v cOuTh, cmax-
HYTh

L

ladder |'lzds] 7 nectHuua

ladysmock |‘leidismok] n 6om. cepaey-
HHK JTYTOBOH _

lamb [lzm] » AarHeHOK, oBeuka, Ga-
paluex

lance [la:ns] # nuka, Komnbe

lane [lein] n y3kas mopora, TponMHKa

lantern ['leenton| » doHaps

lateen [I2'tin] adi TpeyroabHbIi, na-
THHCKHI (0 napyce)

lead [led] n cBHHeL

leaden ['ledn] adj cBMHLIOBBIIH

lean (leant) [lin] ([lent]) v Hakio-
HATHCH

leather ['ledo)] n xkoxa

leathern ['ledan] adf xoxaHbIi

lemon ['leman] # TUMoOH

. leper ['lepa] » nmpokaxeHHBIH

lilac ['lailak] » cupeHb; adj cHpeHe-
BhbIi

lily ['lnlt] 7 mwua

linen [linin] 7 monoTHo, XomcT; Genne

linnet ['linit] # 3002. KOHOIUIAHKA

lizard ['lizad] n muepuna

lobe [loub] # mouka (yxa)

locust |loukast] n 3004. capaH4a ne-
peneTHas

look after ['luk 'Afia] v yxaxusarh

look to ['luk tu] v cMoTpeTs Kyna-muto

loom [lu:m] » o4yepTaHus, TeHB

lotus [‘loutas] »# notoc

lute [hct] 7 moTHs

M

magician [ma’d3ifan] #» BonwebHUK

magnolia [moag'nouljs] n MarHoHs

maid-of-honour ['meidov,ona] n dpeii-
JIMHA

majoram |[ma'dzoram] n MaiiopaH

marble [ma:bl] n mpamop

mare [mea] # Kobelna

market-place ['makit pleis] n 6asap-
Has oAb

marsh [ma:f] » 6onoto

mast [ma:st] n MadTa; v CTaBUTh May-
Ty

Master ['ma:sta] 7 yudrtesib

master over |[‘ma:sta ‘ouva] v MoMBI-
KAaTh

match [matf] #» cimuxku

match-girl ['mztfgal] n nesouka,
TOPryolas CHYKaMH

mayor [mea] n M3p

meadow ['medou] n nyr, TyTOBHHA

Mecca ['meka] n Mekka

melancholy ['melankali] 7 Menanxonust

melon ['melan] n# neiHA

melt [melt] v TasT

memoirs [‘memwa:z] n MeMyaphi

mend [mend] v YHHHTE

merchant ['maitfont] 7 kyneu

mercy [‘masi] v oXaleTh

mermaid ['mameid] » pycanka

merman ['mama&n] n TPUTOH, BOIS-
HOM
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messenger [‘'mesind3a] # Kypbep, No-
ChUIBHBINA

mighty ['marti] adj MoryiecTBe HHBIN

milestone ['mailstoun] n MUIBHBIH Ka-
MEHB HIIH cTOND

mill [mil] » MensHUIIA

miller ['mila] #» mykomon

minion [‘minjan] »n ¢asopur, mO6OH-
MEL

minuet [, minju’et] n MHHY3T (maney)

misery ['mizar1] n 6enHOCTB

misfortune [mis'fo:tfon] n HecuacThe

misshapen [‘mis’ferpon] adj ypommu-
'Bbli, gedopMHpOBaHHBIH

mist [mist] » TymaH, Mria

moan [moun] 7 CTOH; v CTOHATD

mock [mok] v HacMexaThca

mole [moul] 7 kpot

monk [mank] » MoHax

monster ['monsta] # YynoBMLLE

monstrance [‘monstrans] n gepx. na-
POHOCHLIA

monument ['monjumant] # MOHyMeHT

moonstone ['mu:nstoun| # TYHHBIH Ka-
MEHb

moor [mua] » mopocuas BepeckKoM,
TOpHAHHUCTAA MECTHOCTE

Moorish ['muarif] adj MaBpUTaHCKHH

mosque [mosk] » MeueTh

moss [mos] n MOX; THIIAHHUK

moth [ma20] n Mone, MoTBLIEK

motionless ['moufanlis] adj 3acThiB-
LTA A

mottled ['motld] adj kpamuatsiii, ne-
CTPBIH

mouldy [‘'mouldi] adj 3annecHeBebIi

mourn [man] v NPUCYTCTBOBAaTh Ha
MIOXOPOHAX

mourner ['mo:mna] n IPUCYTCTBYIOLINIA
Ha TToX0opoHax

mower [ moua] # Kocell, KocHjikKa

mud [mad] » rps3e, CIIKOTH

muffler ['mafla] kawne, wapd

mule [mju:l] # myn

mullet ['malit] n# 3004. Kedann
murmur ['mams] v BOpYaATH

N

nail [neil] #» TBO3OB

nail up ['neil ‘Ap] v 3akonauusath

narcissus [na:'s1sas] 7 HapuUKcC

nautilus ['no:tilas] » 3004. XOpabnuk
(monarock)

necklace ['neklis] # oxepenbe

needle ['ni:dl] » urna

neigh [ne1] v pxartb; n pxaHHe

neighbour ['neiba] n cocen

nest [nest] # rHe3mo

net [net] » ceTh (0aq pabHoli K064U)

nettle [netl] » xpamuga

niche [n1tf] n Hu1IAa

night-cap ['nartkep] n ycm. HouHOM
KOJITaK

nightingale ['nartingeil] » conoseit

Nile [nail] » Hun

nip [nip] v yKycHTH

noble [noubl] adj GnaroponHsiii, 3HaT-
HBIN

nod [nod] v xuBaTh

nosegay ['nouzgei] # GyKeTHK IIBETOB

nostril ['nastril] » Ho3apA

notice-board ['noutisba:d] » nocka s
OO bABNIEHUH

notorious [nou'txrias] adi nonb3yio-
LIMHCA TYpPHOM ClaBO

novice ['novis] # yepx. MOCIYIIHHK

Nubian ['njubjon] adi HyOmiickwii; n
HYDHeLL

nurture ['natfa] » BociutaHue, 06Yy-
yeHHe

nut [nat] » opex

0

oak [ouk] n ovD
odour [‘ouda] n 3amax
offence [a'fens] n 06una, ockopGnenue

184

offend [5'fend] v obmxath, ockoph-
TIATh

onyx ['oniks| # Mun. OHHKC

opal [‘oupsl] n mun. onan

opium [‘oupjom| # onuym

orchard ['>:tfod] n dpyxTOBLIHA can

ornithology [2:ni"02lad31] # opHUTONO-
rHA

outrun (outram) [aut'ran] ([aut'rn])
Vv NeperHarhb

overfeed (overfed) [‘ouvs fad]
(['ouva,fid]) v mepekapMmausarte

overhear (overheard) [‘ouvs his]
(['ouva,ha:d]) v HeyasHHO yCiabi-
1ATh

overtake (overtook, overtakenm)
['ouvateik] (['ouva tuk], [‘ouva teikn])
V Y3HaTh

owl [aul] n cora

oXx [oks] n ObIK ‘

P

paddle ['pedl] » nnaBHUK, nacT

page [peid3] n max

pale [peil] adj 6neanbii

pallet-bed ['palit,bed] n conomenHas
nocTenb

palm [pa:m] »# 1aoHB PYKH

palm-tree ['pa:m,tri:] #» nanbMa

paradise [‘pxradais] » pai

parrot ['parat] n nonyraii

pass through ['pa:s ‘Oru:] v npoxoauTs
yepes

passer-by [‘pa:sa,bai] n npoxoxui

passion-flower ['pzfanflaua] n Gom.
CTpPacTOLIBET

pavement ['pervmoant] n Tportyap

pavilion [pa'viljan] # maBUIBOH, KOP-
IyC

peach-tree ['piitftri:] » nmepcukoBoe
IepeBo

peacock ['pikok] » maBiuu

pear [pea] » ropox

pearl [pal] » xeMuyr
peasant ['pezant] # KPeCTbAHUH
pedestal ['pedistl] » meemecTan
peep in ['pip ‘in] v 3arnaapiBaTh
permission [pa'mifon] n paspelneHue
permit [pa'mit] v pa3peluMTsb
petal ['petl] n nenecrok
phenomenon [fi'nominan] # gBIEHHUE,
eHoOMeH '
pick out ['pik ‘aut] v BHIIEprUBaTh, OT-
Oupath
pierce [p1as] v npoH3aTh
pike [paik] n myka
pile [pail] v cknaneiBath
pilgrim ['pilgrim] » niKnrpum
pillow ['pilou] » nonymka
pine-forest ['pain farast] » cocHOBBIH
bop
pine-wood ['parn,wud] » 1poBa U3 co-
CHBI
pink [pink] » 6om. reo3auka
pipe [paip] n TpybKa; CBHpeNb; v HaM-
' TPBIBaTh Ha CBHPEIH
pity ['pit1] n xanocts
plain [plein] » nonuHa
plank [plenk] n nocka
plague [pleig] » yyma, MopoBas s3Ba
plough [plau] v maxate, GOpPO3THTH
pluck [plak] v cpbiBaTh
pluck out ['plak ‘aut] v BLIOMTB, BhI-
NEPHYTh
plum [plam] » cniuBa
plunge [pland3z] v HBIPATH; # HBIPS-
HHE
poison [‘poizn] v OTPaBUTL; n Al
poisonous ['poiznas) adj AMOBUTRIN
pomegranate ['pom,grenit] »# rpaHar;
IrPaHaTOBOE IEePeBO
pomp [pomp] n momma, BeIMKOJe-
IHe, MBIIIHOCTD
poor [pua] adj GeqHBIA
poppy ['pop1] n bom. mMax
porch [poitf]] n noabesn, KpbUILLIO
possess [pa'zes] v Bnaners, obianare
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possession [pa'zefon] n BnageHue, 06-
najaHue

pottery ['potari] n kepamuka, roHyap-
HbIE H3nenus

pour |[po:] v HaIMBaTh

poverty ['povati] n 6emHOCTD

praise [preiz] v XxBanuThb

precede [pri'si:d] v npenecTBoBaTH

precedence [pri’si:dons| n nmpemuecTBo-
BaHHE, MPEBOCXOACTBO

precious ['prefas] adj nparoiieHHBbI

prejudice ['predzadis] n» mpenpaccynok

prevail [pri'veil] v npeobiagaTs, mpe-
BATHPOBATh

prick [prik] 7 ykou, nmpokon

priest [prist] n CBALIEHHUK

primrose [‘primrouz] n 6om. nepso-
UBET, TIPUMYIa

proclamation [ prokla'meifan] n mpo-
KJ1aMalus

profit ['profit] v IpMHOCHTL NOABL3Y

prominent [ ‘prominant] adj 3HAMEHWTHIH

prophet ['profit] n mpopok

pull [pul]v: ~ down cHoOCUTEL; ~ out
BBITACKHMBATD

punish ['panif] v Haka3bIBaTh

punishment [ panifmant] # HakazaHHe

puppet-show ['paprt fou] 7 KyKONbHBIH
TeaTp

purchase ['pa:itfas] v mokynath

pure [pjua] adj yMCTEIHA

purple ['papl] adj nyprypHbii

purse [pas] n Kolenek

pygmy [pigmi] n nurMei, KapiHK

pyrotechnist [,parrou’teknist] n nupo-
TEXHUK

Q

quarrel [’kworal] v pyratecsi, cco-
PHTBLCA
quench [kwent][] v racure, TYLUMT,

YTOJNMTH (3KaXIy) '
quote [kwout] v IUTHPOBATHL

R

rabbit ['rzbit] n kponuk

rapid [‘repid] adj 6sIcTpBIA

rare [res| adj peakui

raven ['revn] v phHICKATE B MOMCKaX

- nobB4HU

raven [rervn] n BOpoOH (He nymamb ¢
GOPOHOU)

recognition [ rekag'nifon] »n mpusnHa-
HHE

recognize |[‘rekognaiz] v y3HaBaTh

reed [ri:d] #» TPOCTHMK, KaMBILII

reel [ri:l] n BUXpB; v KPYyXKHTBCA

reflect [ri'flekt] v oTpaxars

reflection [rr'flekfon] n oTpaxerune

refuge ['refjudz] n ybexuiue

reject [ri'dzekt] v oTBeprayTh

release [r1'lis] v OTIIyCTHTB

- remedy [‘remidi] 7 TeKapcTBO

render [renda] v nnaTuTh

reserve [r1'za:v] v coxpaHuTh, Oepeyb

retrace [r'treis| v BO3BpalaThes IO
TPOHICHHOMY TYTH

reverence ['revarans] n peBepaHc; Mno-
YyTeHHE

reward [Fwa.d] # Bo3HarpaxneHue

ride (rode, ridden) [raid] ([roud],
[ridn]) v exaTs BepxoM

ripe [raip] adj cnensii

river-horse ['rrva hos] # runnonoram,
bereMoT

roam through ['roum '6ru:] v 6poauts
no

roar [ro] v mymMerb, CBUCTETH

roast [roust]| n xapkoe; XapeHoe

robber ['raoba] n pa36oitnuk

robe [roub] 7 mMaHTHA, WHpOKas
onexaa

rock [rok] n ckana, yrec

rod [rod] » mpyT, CTepXeHb

roll [rol] v TapaiunTh

roof [nuf] » kpeilua

rope [roup] n KaHaT, BEpeBKa, TPOC
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rope-ladder [rouplzda] n BepéBou-
Hasl IECTHMLA

rough [raf] adj rpyObiit

row [rou] 7 psn

rub [rab] v Tepernca

ruby ['rubi] » pyOuH

rude [ru:d] adj rpyOniii

S

sack [sek| n MewoK

sacrifice ['sekrifais] n XepTBa

saddle ['s=dl] n cenno

samphire ['semfaio] » 6om. KpUTMYM
MOPCKOH

sapphire ['szfais] n mun. candup

satin ['setin] n aTnac

saw (sawed, sawn) [s2:] ([sad], [som])
V PaCIIMBaTh, TOYMUTH

scale [skeil] » 1uKana; yaua BecoB

scarf [ska:f] » moBg3ka; mapg

scarlet ['ska:lit] adj nypnypHslii

sceptre ['septa] n ckumneTp

scold [skould] v pyraTth

scornful ['sko:nful] adj npe3pUTeTbHELH

scythe [said] 7 koca

seagull ['si; gal] » gaiika

sea-horse [si;hos] n 3004, MOpCKOH
KOHEK

seal [si:l] #» neuats

seamstress ['simstris| 7 wees

seashell ['si; Jel] » Mopckas pakoBUHa

sensible ['sensibl] adj pazyMHbIi

sensitive ['sensitiv] adj 4yBCTBUTETLHEIH

serpent ['sapant] » 3Mmeit, 3Mes

sew (sewed, sewn) [sou] ([soud],
[soun]) v mmMTH, NpMILMBATH

shabby ['fbi] adj noreprrii, morpe-
NaHHbIA

shaggy [J&=q1] adj kocMaTbiii, TOXMa-
ThIH

rshake (shook, shaken) [feik] ( Uuk],

[ferkn]): v~ one’s head oTpHuAaTeb-
HO Ka4aTb IoJIOBO#

shallow ['[elou] adj Mmenkuii, moBepx-
HOCTHBIH

sham [f&m] n npuTBOpPCTBO, 0OMAH

shatter [f=ta] v pa3buts BapebesrH

shawl [f>:1] » wane, warox

shed [fed] n HaBec, capaii

sheepfold ['[ipfould] # oBuapus

sheepskin ['[ipskin] #» oBunHa

shell [[e]l] » obonoyka, ckopiyna

shelter ['[elta] n NpUIOT, KPOB; Vv YK-
pPhIBATh, NAaTh HPHIOT

shepherd ['fepad] n macTyx

shield [[i1d] » wmT

shine (shome) [fain] ([foun]) v cBe-
THTB(CH), CHATH

shiver [fiva] v npoxartb

shore [[>:] n beper Mmopa

shoot through ['[ut ‘Onx] v mpoctpe-
JIUTb HACKBO3b

shutter ['[ata] 7 cTaBeHb

sign [sain| n# 3HaK, CHMBON

silk [silk] » wenk

sin [sin] 7 rpex

sink (sank, sunk) [sipk] ([szpk],
|sapk]) v omyckKaThCcsi, CHHXKATLCH

siren ['sarran] 7 cupeHa

skirt [ska:t] n 100ka

slanting ['sla:ntip] adj xocoi, packo-
ChIi

slap [slep] n nenok; v Wienarsb

slate [slert] n wundep

slave [slerv] n pab

sleeve [sliiv] n pykas

slender [‘slenda] adj ToHKuMIA, CTpOIi-
HBIH

slim [slim] adj ToHKMI#i, CTPOHHBIN

slip [slip] v ycKOIB3HYTB

slippers ['slipaz] n KoMHaTHBIE Ty(d-

. MW, Tamo4YKH

smooth [smud] adj rmanxkuii

snake [sneik] n 3Mes

snap [snazp] v obnaMuIBaTLCH

sniff [snif] v coneTs, duipKkaTh

sob [sob] v peimath
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solemn ['solom] adj TOpXECTBEHHBIH,
LIEpEMOHMATbHbI i

solitude ['solitju:d] # onnHOYECTBO

soul [soul] » nywia

sovereign ['sovrin] adj cyBepeHHLIN,
CaMOCTOSITEILHBIH

sparrow ['spzrou] n Bopobei

spear [sp1a] n Kombe, IPOTHK

- sphinx [sfinks] n chuHKC

splendid ['splendid] adj Benankonen-
HBIH, POCKOIUHBIA

split (split) [splrt] ([split]) v packa-
JILIBATD

spoil [spo1l] v HCIOpTHTE

spot [spot] n MecTO

spray [spre1] n OpbI3ru

spread (spread) [spred] ([spred]) v
PACKHIBLIBATD

squib [skwib] n meTapna, LIyTHXA

squirrel ['skwiral] n Genka

stain [stemn] n naTHO

stamp upon ['stzmp A'pon] v Tonatk
110, CTYTAaTh, HACTYNaTh

stanchion ['sta:nfan] n cTOlKa

start off [ sta:t 'of] v oTpaBUTECH

stately ['stertli] adj BenyaBkIit, moi-
HBIH JOCTOMHCTBA

statue ['steetju:] » cratys

steal (stole, stolem) [stil] ([stoul],
[stoul(a)n]) v yKpacThb

stern [sta:n] adj cTporuii, cypoBbid

stick [stik] » manxa, TpoCThb

stiff [stif] adj xecTKH#

sting (stung) [stin] ([stap]) v KoIOTH

store [sto:] » 3amac, pe3eps

stream [striim] » MOTOK

stretch out ['stret/’aut] v npoTsrusats

stringed [strind] adj cTtpyHHBIit (06
UHCMpYMeHme) '

stripe [straip] »n rieThb

subtle ['satl] adj nckycHBIH

suffer ['safa] v cTpamathb

sufficient [so'fifant] adj nocTaTouHblii

sulk [salk] v oyTbes, OBITE CEPAUTHIM

sundial ['sandaial] # conHevHBIE YackI
sunbeam ['sanbi:m] n conHe4YHBIA JTYY
sunset ['sanset] # 3aKar cCONHLA
surrender [sa'rends] v cmaBaThes
surround [sa’raund] v oXpyxaTthb
suspect (of) [sos'pekt] v nonospesars (B)
swallow ['swolou] # macTouka
swan [swon] n nebenp
swarm up [‘swo.m'ap] v TOANHTRCA
swear (swore, sworn) [swea] ([swo],
[swain]) v KndcTBCSA, TPHCATaTh

swing (swung) [swip] ([swap]) v: ~

upon KayaThCs
sword [sa:d] n med, wmara
sword-hilt ['so:dhilt] n adec
Syria ['sira] # Cupus

T

tail [te1l] » xBOCT

tame [teim] adj npupy4eHHbBIH, py4-
HOM

tapestry ["tzpistri] n robeneH, 3aTKaH-
Had pyKaMM MaTepust

tear (tore, torm) [tea] ([to:], [ton])
V pBaTh, CPBIBATb

tease [tiz] v npa3HHTD

temple [templ] » xpam

tempt [tempt] v coOnasHATD

temptation [temp'terfon] » cobnasH

tender ["tendo] adj HeXHBIA

tenderly [‘tendali] adv HeXHO

terrace ['teras] n Teppaca

thicket ['O1kit] » yamia

thigh [0a1] 7 6enpo

thirsty ['9a:st1] adj TOoMUMBIA XaXO0H

thistle [O1sl] n yepTomONOX

thorn [O2:n] » mmMn, KOJOYKa

thoughtful ['©a:tful] adj 3a60TAMBLIA

threshold ['©refhould] » mopor

throne [Oroun] # TpoH

throw (threw, thrown) (at) [Orou]
([Bru], [6roun]) v xMmaTh, BpocaThb
()
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tidy ['tardi] adj onpsaTHBINH

tiger [‘taiga] n Tmrp

timid ['timid] adi 3acTeHuMBBIA

tinkle [tinkl] 7 3BOH KOJIOKOIRYMKA

tiny [taini] adj MmaneHbKHUiA, Kpoluey-
HBIA

tire ['taia] v yTOMAATLCS, YCTaBaTh

tissue [‘tifju:] 7 TKaHB

toad [toud] n xaba _

tomb [tu:m] » MOoruna ¢ Haarpobuem

torch [toitf] # daken

torrent [‘torant] » cTpeMMTENBLHBIH
NOTOK, BoaoNaj

tortoise ['to:tas] n yepenaxa

toss [tos] v Dpocarbk, KMAAThL

tower [taua] » GaumiHsa

track [treek] n cnen

trail [tre1l] » caen, Tpona

trap [trep] 7 cuiOK

tread (om) [tred] v cTynaTh, Luarath

treasure [‘treza] 7 coKpoBMiIe

trifle (with) [traifl] v wryTuTs

Triton [‘trartn] # mug. TpUTOH

triumph ['tratamf] » Tpuymdp

troop ['trup| » oTpan, rpynna awacH

trumpet [trampit] n Tpyba

trunk [trapk] 7 cTBON nepeBa

tulip ['tjulip] n TIONBIAH

tunic [tjunik] # TyHuKa

turban ['ta:ban] # TIOpOaH

turtledove ['ta:tldav] # ropnuHka

twig [twig] n BeTka

twilight [twailait] n cymepku

twinkle [twinkl] v MepuaTts, CBEpKaTh

twitter [‘twita] v uieberath, YHpHUKATH

U

ugliness ['Aglinis] # ypoxcTBo
ugly ['agli] adj yponnuseiii

Vv

valley ['veli] n nonnHa

veil [veil] n Byans, moKpeiBano

vein [vein] n BeHa

velvet ['velvit] adj BenbBeTOBLIH, 6ap-
XaTHbIH ,

vessel ['vesl] n cynHo

vessel ['vesl] n cocyn

vice [vais] n mopok, 310

vile [vail] adj noanbif, HU3KUH

villager ['vilid3a] n XuTenb ceieHus

vinedresser |[‘'vaindresa] # BHHOTpanaps

violence ['vaialans] n Hacumue, Xxec-
TOKOCTh

violet ['vaalit] » dpuanka

violin [,vaia'lin] n ckpunka

viper ['vaipa] n ramoka; 3Mes, Bepo-
JIOMHBIH Y€0BEK

virtue ['vaitju:] n moOponerenb

vulgar ['valga] adj rpyObii, BY.TbrapHBIHA

W

waddle [wodl] » noxonka snepeBanky

wage [weid3z| » 3apruiaTa

waist [weist] 7 Tanus

wallet ['wolit] # Koulenex

wander off |'wonds 'of] v ckuTathest

watchman ['wotfman] n HOYHOIi cTO-
POX, KapaylbHBIH

water-rat ['wotareet] # BoAsiHas Kphica

weakly ['wikli] adj xvnnlii, bonesHeH-
HBIH

wear (wore, worn) [wea] ([wa],
[wa:n]) v HOCHTB

weary [‘weari] adj ycraBlIMi, yTOM-
JIEHHBIH

weathercock ['wedokok] n dniorep

weaver ['wiva] n Tkay, TKauMxa

web [web] » nepenoHka

weep (wept) [wip] ([wept]) v nnakars,
PHIIATE

weigh [wer] v B3BelIMBAaTh

well [wel] n kononeu

well-bred ['wel'bred] adj 6naroBocnu-
TAHHBII
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well-built ['wel'bilt] adj xopowo cno-
JKEHHBIH

wet (with) [wet] v opocute

whale [we1l] # kur

wheel [wil] # Koneco

wheel-spoke ['wilspouk] n crmiia xo-
neca _

wheelbarrow ['wil bzrou] n Tauka

whip [wip] v xnecrath, ceub

whirl [wal] v BepTeThC, KPYXHTHCA

whisker ['wiska] n 6aken6ap(el); ycbl

whisper ['wispa] v wenrars

whistle [wisl] v ceHCcTETH

wicked ['wikid] adj Hexopommii, 6e3-
HPaBCTBEHHBIA

wicket ['wikit] » kanuTka, BOpOTa

wilful ['wilful] edf cBoeHpaBHEIA

willow ['wilou] n uBa

wind [wind] n BeTep; v IpOBETPUBATH

wing [wip] 7 KpbLUIO

wipe [waip] v BLITHPaTh

wisdom ['wizdom] n MynpocTh

wise [waiz] adj Mynpbii

witch [wit[] » BenbMa

witchery ['witfari| # xOn10BCTBO

wither ['wi02] v BSHYTbL, COXHYTb,
ONIEKHYTE

woodcutter ['wud kata] n necopybd

woodpecker [‘'wud,peka] n naTen

wool [wul] 7 mepcThb

woolly ['wuli] adj TOKpHITHIH LIEPCTEIO

worm [wam] # yepBsiK

worn |won] adj ycranblid, H3My4eH-
HBIH . :

worship |'wa:fip] v oboxars, 6oro-
TBOPHTD

worshipper ['wafipa] n oboxarens

wound [wwnd] » paHa

wrap [rep] v 3akyrarh, 3aBEpHYTh

wrath [r=0] n rues

wreck [rek| n kpyiieHue, rubesb

wrist [rist] # 3ansAcTbE

wrought [roit] adj pacuIMTEIA
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