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BBEJAEHUE

VY4eOHO-IPaKTHUECKOEe I0COOME COAEPKUT MHMHHUMAIBHO  aJalTUpPOBAHHBIE U
ayTCHTHYHBIC BEPCHHU PACCKa30B aHTIIOSA3BIYHBIX mnucareneit koHma XIX — cepemunbr XX
BekoB. Ockapa VYainpna, I'eprpynsl Atepron u Kotpun bpami, 3amaHus kK HuUM, a Takke
KpaTKyo HHPOPMALIUIO O KHU3HHU U TBOPUECTBE MUCATENEH.

[TocoOue mpenHa3HayeHO Ui CTYIEHTOB-0aKajJaBpOB CTApIIMX KypCOB IeJaroruyec-
KHUX BY30B, U3Y4alOIIUX aHTJIUNUCKUH A3bIK. OHO HaIIpaBJIEHO HA COBEPILIEHCTBOBAHUE YMEHUI
I'PaMOTHO I€PeCcKa3bIBaTh Ha aHIIMMCKOM SI3bIKE IPOUYUTAHHBIN TEKCT, OOBSICHATH 3HAUEHUE
CJIOKHBIX CJIOB, ONpEAENsATh rpaMmaTudeckue (HOpMbl U KOHCTPYKLUH, a TaKKe CBOOOTHO
BBIpaXKaTb CBOE MHEHHUE O COJAEPKAHUU TEKCTA.

3aaHus NO3BOJIAIOT HE TOJBKO IPOBEPUTH 3HAHUE COJEP)KAHUS TEKCTOB M 3aKPENUThH
HaBBIKU YIIOTPEOJICHUS TPaMMaTUYECKUX MPABUI U JIEKCUUECKUX €MHHULL, HO U (hOPMUPOBAThH
yYMEHHUE BBIpaXKaTh OTHOILIEHHE K TEeM WJIM MHBIM COLMAIBbHBIM U (HIOCOPCKUM mpobiiemam,
HaIIEeIIINM OTPaXEHUE B NIPEACTABIECHHBIX paccKa3ax.

YacTe 3amaHuil INpeAnosaracT BO3MOXKHOCTb MX HCIIOJIB30BaHHUS Ha 3aHATHUSAX,
NPEIIECTBYIONIMX OOCY)XKJIEHHIO TOTO WJIM HWHOTO TEKCTa, 4YTO CIOCOOCTBYeT Oosee
rJ1yOOKOMY MOHMMAaHUIO 3aMbICJIa aBTOPOB.

OOcyxeHne 3aHUMAaTeIbHBIX CIOKETOB MPOU3BEACHUNH U TOJHMMAEMbIX B HHX
npo0JeM, akTyalbHbIX BO BCE BpPEMEHA, IMOMOXKET Pa3BUTh HABBIKM YCTHOM peud U Jiyylle
MOHSTH CTUJIb U MAaHEPY NUcaTeed NPOILJIOTo.

Takum o6pazom, mocoOue MOXKeT OBITh HMCHOJB30BAHO Ha TPYNIOBBIX 3aHATUAX II0
qucuuiuinHaM «/lomaminee urenue», «UTeHHe NPOU3BEACHUN AHIIIOA3BIYHBIX MHCATEIEH,
«YUteHne npoM3BENEHUI IHCATeNed CTpaHbl U3ydaemoro s3blkay, «lIpakTtmka ycTHON H
MUCBMEHHONU peun», «lIpakTudecknii Kypc AaHTIMHCKOro s3bIKay, «VHOCTpaHHBIM S3BIK

(aHrMICKUI)» U Kypcax HHOCTPAHHBIX SI3BIKOB, a TAKXKE JUISl CAMOCTOSITENIbHON PaOOTHI.



BRIEF INFORMATION ABOUT THE AUTHORS

Gertrude Atherton (1857-1948) was an American novelist who wrote fictional
biography and history. After her parents’ divorce she was influenced by her grandfather from
the mother’s side who made her be interested in serious literature.

One of her first novels, “The Randolph’s of Redwoods”, was based on true events. It
was a local society scandal.

One of her fictional biography books was “The Conqueror”. In this book she described
the life of Alexander Hamilton, a US statesman of the 18" century. Her biggest literary
success was the novel “The Black Oxen” where Gertrude described her own experience. Her
main topic is featuring strong-willed, independent heroines who are active in the society.

Gertrude Atherton didn’t enjoy the everyday life of a wealthy stay-at-home woman.
Writing for her was escaping from her own daily routine. She was much happier with her
imaginary characters than with real people, even with the best of them who she met.

She wrote under male pseudonyms to cope with the stereotype that women can’t be
authors.

Katharine Brush (1902-1952) was born in Connecticut. Her father was the
headmaster at Governor Dummer Academy, an all-boys school in Massachusetts. Katherine
was the only girl who went to her father's school. Later Katherine did not enter any college,
but instead she was working as a journalist for the Boston Traveler. After her marriage she
began writing to get rid of her boredom. In 1927 her short story "Night Club™ (Harper's
Magazine) received an O. Henry Award honorable mention.



During her literary career Katharine published a great amount of stories that were
published in such magazines as Harper's, College Humor and Cosmopolitan like stories with a
continuation. Most of the stories take place in the post First World War period, nevertheless
they are touched with humour.

Katharine’s death because of a disease prevented her from finishing the last novel,
which had to be called “Lover Come Back”. After Katharine deceased her son continued
publishing her works.

Oscar Wilde (1854-1900) was born in Dublin. At school Wilde was good at art and
humanities. Then he received a very good education at Trinity College in Dublin and Oxford
University. While at the University, Wilde joined the young "aesthetic movement”, the
members of which were against hypocrisy in the society.

After graduating from the University, Wilde turned his attention to writing, travelling
and lecturing. In 1881 he went to America to lecture on the "aesthetic movement™ in England.
His lecture tours were very successful.

The next ten years saw the appearance of all his main works. These are poems,
fairytales, plays and his only novel “The Picture of Dorian Gray”.



TEKCTbBI U 3AIAHUA K HUM

Gertrude Atherton
The Foghorn

What an absurd vanity to sleep on a hard pillow and forego that last luxurious
burrowing into the very depths of a mass of baby pillows!.. her back was already as straight
as — a chimney?.. who was the Frenchman that said one must reject the worn counters?.. but
this morning she would have liked that sensuous burrowing, and the pillow had never seemed
so hard, so flat... yet how difficult it was to wake up! She had had the same experience once
before when the doctor had given her veronal for insomnia... could Ellen, good creature, have
put a tablet in the cup of broth she took last thing at night: ‘as a wise precaution,” the doctor
had said genially. What a curse insomnia was! But she had a congenital fear of drugs and had
told no one of this renewal of sleeplessness, knowing it would pass.

And, after all, she didn’t mind lying awake in the dark; she could think, oh, pleasant
lovely thoughts, despite this inner perturbation — so cleverly concealed. How thankful she was
to be tall enough to carry off the new fashion in sleeves! If trains would only come in again,
she would dress her hair high some night (just for fun) and look — not like her beloved Mary
Stuart, for Mary was almost ugly if one analyzed her too critically. Charm? How much more
charm counted than mere beauty, and she herself had it ‘full measure and running over,” as
that rather fresh admirer had announced when drinking her health at her coming-out party...
what was his name?... six years ago. He was only a college boy... how could one remember?
There had been so many since.



Ninon de I’Enclos? She was passable in her portraits, but famous mainly for keeping
young... Diane de Poitiers? She must have needed charm double-distilled if she looked
anything like an original portrait of her hung at a loan exhibition in Paris: flaxen hair, thin and
straight, drawn severely from a bulging brow above insufferably sensual eyes — far too
obvious and ‘easy’ for the fastidious male of today — a flaxen complexion, no high lights; not
very intelligent. Interesting contrast in taste centuries apart — perhaps.

Madame Recamier! Better-looking than most of the historic beauties: hair piled high —
but then she wore a slip of an Empire gown... well, never mind-She ranked as a beauty
herself, although perhaps charm had something to do with it. Her mouth was rather wide, but
her teeth were exquisite. Something rather obscure was the matter in that region of brilliant
enamel this morning. A toothache? She had never had a toothache. Well there was no pain ...
what matter? ... something wrong, though; she’d go to the dentist during the day. Her nose
was a trifle tip-tilted, but very thin and straight, and anyhow the tilt suited the way she carried
her head, flung in the air. Her complexion and hair and eyes were beyond all cavil... she was
nothing so commonplace as a downright blonde or brunette... how she should hate being
catalogued! The warm, bright waving masses of her hair had never been cut since her second
birthday. They, too, were made for burrowing.

Her mother’s wedding dress had a long train. But the delicate ivory of the satin had
waxed with time to a sick yellow. Her mother hadn’t pressed the matter when she was
engaged to John St. Rogers, but she had always expressed a wish that each of her daughters
should wear the dress to the altar. Well, she had refused outright, but had consented to have
her own gown trimmed with the lace: yards and yards of point d’Alencon — and a veil that
reached halfway down the train. What a way to spend money! Who cared for lace now? Not
the young, anyhow. But Mother was rather a dear, and she could afford to be quite unselfish
for once, as it certainly would be becoming. When the engagement was broken, they told the
poor old darling that she cried because she would have another long wait before watching all
that lace move up the aisle on a long slender figure that made her think pridefully of the
graceful skeleton hidden within one hundred and seventy resented pounds.
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Well, she would never wear that lace — nor any wedding gown. If she were lucky
enough to marry at all, the less publicity the better... a mere announcement (San Francisco
papers please copy)... a quiet return from Europe... a year or two in one of those impersonal
New York apartment-houses where no one knew the name of his next door neighbor... no
effacement in a smaller city for her!

How strange that she of all girls should have fallen in love with a married man — or, at
all events, accepted the dire consequences. With a father that had taken to drags and then run
off with another woman — luckily before Mother had come in for Granddad’s fortune — and ...
what was it Uncle Ben had once said, queer twists in this family since ‘way back.’ It had
made her more conventional than her natural instincts would have prompted; but, no, let her
do herself justice: she had cultivated a high standard of character and planted her mind with
flowers both sturdy and fair — that must have been the reason she had fallen in love at last,
after so many futile attempts. No need for her to conceal from him the awful truth that she
read the Greek and Latin classics in the original text, attended morning classes over at the
University ... odd, how men didn’t mind if you ‘adored’ music and pictures, but if they
suspected you of being intellectual, they either despised or feared you, and faded away...

Fog on the Bay. Since childhood she had loved to hear that long-drawn-out, almost-
human moan of the foghorn as she lay warm and sheltered in bed. It was on a night of fog
they had spoken for the first time, although they had nodded at three or four formal dinners
given to the newcomers who had brought letters to the elect. Bostonians were always popular
in San Francisco; they had good manners and their formality was only skin-deep. The men
were very smart; some of the women, too; but as a rule they lacked the meticulous grooming
and well-set-up appearance of their men. She had been impressed the first time she had met
him: six feet (she herself was five feet six), somewhere in the thirties, very spare, said to be a
first-rate tennis player, and had ranked as an all-round athlete at Harvard; had inherited a
piece of property in San Francisco which was involving him in litigation, but he was in no
haste to leave, even before they met.



That had been at the Jeppers’ and as the house commanded a fine view of the Bay,
and she was tired of being torn from some man every time they circled the ballroom,
she had managed to slip away and had hidden behind the curtains of the deep bow window
at the end of the hall. In a moment she was aware that someone had followed her, and oddly
enough she knew who it was, although she didn’t turn her head; and they stood in silence
and gazed together at the sharp dark outlines of the mountains on the far side of the Bay; the
glittering spheroids of golden light that were ferryboats, the islands with their firm, bold
outlines, now almost visibly drooping in slumber... although there always seemed to her
to be an atmosphere of unrest about Alcatraz, psychic emanation of imprisoned men under
rigid military rule, and officials no doubt as resentful in that dull monotonous existence on
a barren rock... A light flickered along a line of barred upper windows; doubtless a guard
on his round...

The band of pulsing light on the eastern side of the Bay: music made visible ... stars as
yellow and bright above, defying the thin silver of the hebetic moon... lights twinkling on
Sausalito opposite, standing out boldly from the black mass of Tamalpias high-flung above.
Her roving eyes moved to the Golden Gate, narrow entrance between two crouching forts,
separating that harbor of arrogant beauty from the gray waste of the Pacific — ponderous,
rather stupid old ocean...

For the first time he spoke: The fog! Chief of San Francisco’s many beauties.’

She had nodded, making no other reply, watching that dense yet imponderable white
mass push its way through the Golden Gate like a laboring ship... then riding the waters more
lightly, rolling a little, writhing, whiffs breaking from the bulk of that ghostly ship to explore
the hollows of the hills, resting there like puffs of white smoke. Then, over the cliffs and
heights on the northern side of the Bay, a swifter, more formless, but still lovely white visitant
that swirled down and over the inland waters, enshrouding the islands, Sausalito, where so
many Englishmen lived, the fulgent zone in the east; but a low fog — the moon and stars still
visible ... the foghorns, one after another, sending forth their long-drawn-out moans of utter
desolation...
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With nothing more to look at, they had seated themselves on a small sofa, placed there
for reticent couples, and talked for an hour — a desultory exploring conversation. She recalled
none of it. A few mornings later they had met on the Berkeley ferryboat, accidentally
no doubt, and he had gone on with her in the train and as far as the campus... Once again...
After that, when the lecture was over, in the Greek Theatre... wonderful hours ... how easy
to imagine themselves in Greece of the fifth century B.C., alone in that vast gray
amphitheatre, the slim, straight tenebrous trees above quivering with the melody of birds!

Never a word of love — not for months. This novel and exciting companionship was
enough ... depths of personality to explore — in glimpses! Sometimes they roamed over the
hills, gay and carefree. They never met anyone they knew.

Winter. Weeks of pouring rain. They met in picture, galleries, remote corners of the
Public Library, obscure restaurants of Little Italy under the shadow of Telegraph Hill. Again
they were unseen, undiscovered.

He never came to the house. Since her mother’s death and the early marriages of
the girls, Uncle Ben had come to live with her in the old house on Russian Hill; the boys were
East at school; she was free of all family restrictions, but her old servants were intimate with
all the other servants on the Hill. She barely knew his wife. He never spoke of her.

Spring. A house-party in the country, warm and dry after the last of the rains. After
dinner they had sat about on the terraces, smoking, drinking, listening to a group singing
within, admiring the ‘ruins’ of a Roman temple at the foot of the lawn lit by a blazing moon.

He and she had wandered off the terrace, and up an almost perpendicular flight of steps
on the side of the mountain that rose behind the house... dim aisles of redwoods, born when
the earth was young, whose long trunks never swayed, whose high branches rarely sang
in the wind — unfriendly trees, but protective, sentinel-like, shutting out the modern world;
reminiscent were those closely planted aisles of ancient races... forgotten races... god-like
races, perhaps.

Well, they had felt like gods that night. How senseless to try to stave of a declaration of love...
to fear... to wonder... to worry... How inevitable... natural... when it came! Hour of hours...
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They had met the next day in a corner of their favorite little restaurant, over a dish
of spaghetti, which she refused to eat as it had liver in it, and talked the matter out. No, she
would not enter upon a secret intrigue; meeting him in some shady quarter of the town, where
no questions were asked, in some horrible room which had sheltered thousands of furtive
‘lovers’ before them ... she would far rather never see him again... He had smiled at the flight
taken by an untrained imagination, but nodded... No, but she knew the alternative. He had no
intention of giving her up. No hope of a divorce. He had sounded his wife; tentatively at first,
then told her outright he loved another woman. She had replied that he could expect no legal
release from her. It was her chance for revenge and she would take it... A week or two and
his business in San Francisco would be settled ... he had an independent fortune... would she
run away with him? Elope in good old style? Could she stand the gaff? All Europe for
a perpetual honeymoon — unless his wife were persuaded by her family later on to divorce
him. Then he would return and work at something. He was not a born idler.

She had consented, of course, having made up her mind before they met. She had had
six years of ‘the world.” She knew what she wanted. One might ‘love’ many times, but not
more than once find completion, that solidarity which makes two as one against the malignant
forces of life. She had no one to consider but herself. Her mother was dead. Her sisters,
protected by husbands, wealth, position, would merely be ‘thrilled.” The boys and Uncle Ben,
of course, would be furious. Men were so hopelessly conservative.

For the rest of the world she cared exactly nothing.

That foghorn. What was it trying to tell her? A boat ... fog ... why was it so hard to
remember? So hard to awaken? Ellen must have given her an overdose. Fragmentary pictures

. slipping down the dark hill to the wharf... her low delighted laugh echoed back to her
as he helped her into the boat... one more secret lark before they flung down the gage... How
magnificently he rowed... long, sweeping, easy strokes as he smiled possessively into her
eyes and talked of the future... No moon, but millions of stars that shed a misty golden light

.. rows of light on the steep hillsides of the city. The houses dark and silent... a burst of
music from Fort Mason...
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Out through the Golden Gate, still daring ... riding that oily swell... his chuckle as she
had dared him to row straight across to China... Her sharp anxious cry as she half-rose from
her seat and pointed to a racing mountain of snow-white mist.

He had swept about at once and made for the beach below Sutro Heights. Too late.
Almost as he turned, they were engulfed. Even an old fisherman would have lost his sense
of direction.

And then the foghorns began their warnings. The low, menacing roar from Point
Bonito. The wailing siren on Alcatraz. Sausalito’s throaty bass. The deep-toned bell on Angel
Island. She knew them all, but they seemed to come from new directions.

A second ... a moment... an hour... later... a foreign but unmistakable note. Ships —
two of them... Blast and counterblast... She could barely see his white rigid face through the
mist as he thrust his head this way and that trying to locate those sounds.

...Another abrupt swerve... crash... shouts... her own voice shrieking as she saw his
head almost severed — the very fog turned red-She could hear herself screaming yet. It seemed
to her that she had been screaming since the beginning of time. She sat up in bed, clasping her
head between her hands, and rocked to and fro. This bare small room, just visible in the gray
dawn... She was in a hospital, of course. Was it last night or the night before they had brought
her here? She wondered vaguely that she felt no inclination to scream any more, now that she
had struggled to full consciousness... Too tired, perhaps ...the indifference of exhaustion...
Even her eyes felt singularly dry, as if they had been baked in a hot oven. She recalled a line,
the only memorable line, in Edwin Arnold’s ‘Light of Asia,” ‘Eyepits red with rust of ancient
tears.’... Did her eyes look like that? But she did not remember crying... only screaming...

Odd that she should be left alone like this. Uncle Ben and the girls must have been
summoned. If they had gone home, tired out, they should have left a nurse in constant
attendance ... and surely they might have found her a better room... Or had she been carried
into some emergency hospital?.. Well, she could go home today.
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Her hands were still clasping her head when another leaf of awareness turned over,
rattling like parchment. Hair. Her lovely abundant hair... She held her breath as her hands
moved exploringly over her head. Harsh short bristles almost scratched them.

She had had brain fever, then. Ill a long time... weeks ... months, perhaps...
No wonder she felt weak and spent and indifferent! But she must be out of danger, or they
would not leave her like this... Would she suffer later, with renewed mocking strength? Or
could love be burnt out, devoured by fever germs? A short time before, while not yet fully
conscious, she had relived all the old hopes, fears, dreams, ecstasies; reached out triumphantly
to a wondrous future, arrogantly sure of herself and the man, contemptuous of the world and
its makeshift conventions... And now she felt nothing...

But when she was well again? Twenty-four! Forty, fifty, years more; they were a long-
lived family. Her mother had been killed at a railroad crossing... Well, she had always prided
herself on her strength. She would worry through the years somehow.

Had the town rung with the scandal when the newspapers flared forth next morning?
No girl goes rowing at night with a married man unless there is something between them.
Had his wife babbled? Were the self-righteous getting off the orthodoxies of their kind?
Punished for their sin. Retributive justice meted out to a girl who would break up a home and
take a married man for her lover.

Retributive justice! As if there were any such thing in life as justice. All helpless victims
of the law of cause and effect. Futile, aspiring, stupidly confident links in the inexorable chain
of Circumstance... Commonplace minds croaking, ‘Like father like daughter’...

How she hated, hated, hated, self-righteousness, smug hypocrisy ... illogical minds —
one sheep bleating like another sheep — not one of them with the imagination to guess that she
never would have stooped to a low secret intrigue...

She had been pounding her knee with her fist in a sudden access of energy. As it
sputtered out and she felt on the verge of collapse, her hand unfolded and lay palm down
on the quilt... She felt her eyes bulging... She uttered her first sound: a low almost
inarticulate cry.
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Her hand? That large-veined, skinny thing? She had beautiful long white hands, with
skin as smooth as the breast of a dove. Of no one of her beauty’s many parts had she been
prouder, not even when she stood now and then before the cheval glass and looked critically,
and admiringly, at the smooth, white, rounded perfection of her body. She had given them
a golden manicure set on one of their birthdays, a just tribute; and they were exquisitely kept,
although she hated conspicuous nails...

A delusion? A nightmare? She spread the other hand beside it... side by side the two on
the dingy counterpane ... old hand... Shorn hair will grow again ... but hands...

Mumbling. Why mumbling? She raised one of those withered yellow hands to her
mouth. It was empty. Her shaking fingers unbuttoned the high night-gown, and she glanced
within. Pendant dugs, brown and shrivelled.

Brain fever! The sun had risen. She looked up at the high barred window.
She understood.

Voices at the door. She dropped back on the pillow and closed her eyes and lay still.
The door was unlocked, and a man and woman entered: doctor and nurse, as was immediately
evident. The doctor’s voice was brisk and business-like and deeply mature; the woman’s,
young and deferential.

‘Do you think she’ll wake again, doctor?’

‘Probably not. | thought she would be gone by now, but she is still breathing.’
He clasped the emaciated wrist with his strong fingers. ‘Very feeble. It won’t be long now.’

Is it true, doctor, that sometimes, just before death, reason is restored and they
remember and talk quite rationally?”

‘Sometimes. But not for this case. Too many years. Look in every hour, and when it is
over, ring me up. There are relatives to be notified. Quite important people, I believe.’

‘What are they like?’

‘Never seen them. The law firm in charge of her estate pays the bills. Why should they
come here? Couldn’t do her any good, and nothing is so depressing as these melancholia
cases. It’s a long time now since she was stark raving. That was before my time. Come along.
Six wards after this one... Don’t forget to look in. Good little girl. I know you never forget.

They went out and locked the door.
15



Tasks on the text “The Foghorn”

1) Retell the story.

2) Explain in English:

— congenital,

— fastidious,

—a train (in the context),

— litigation,

— a bow window,

—to enshroud,

— desultory,

— to stand the gaff,

— hypocrisy / self-righteousness.

3) The main character thought that Diane de Poitiers could have been too plain and
uninteresting for present-day men. Do you agree that standards of beauty have changed over
the centuries?

4) The main character suffers from insomnia. What remedies for insomnia can you
suggest?

5) The main character is dwelling upon charm and beauty. Can you see the difference
between these two notions?

6) “... men didn’t mind if you ‘adored’ music and pictures, but if they suspected you of
being intellectual, they either despised or feared you, and faded away...” Comment on the phrase.

7) A love triangle: a husband, a wife and a female lover. What is a way out in general?

8) The main character and her beloved weren’t telling about their love for a long time.
Is platonic love possible in a contemporary world? What do you think about it?

9) Where do you think the main character is?

10) The main character doesn’t have a name. Think it up for her.

11) Why is the story called “the Foghorn?
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Katharine Brush
Night Club

Promptly at quarter of ten p. m. Mrs. Brady descended the steps of the Elevated.
She purchased from the newsdealer in the cubbyhole beneath them a next month's magazine
and a tomorrow morning's paper and, with these tucked under one plump arm, she walked.
She walked two blocks north on Sixth Avenue, turned and went west. But not far west.
Westward half a block only, to the place where the gay green awning marked "Club
Frangais" paints a stripe of shade across the glimmering sidewalk. Under this awning Mrs.
Brady halted briefly, to remark to the six-foot doorman that it looked like rain and to await
his performance of his professional duty. When the small green door yawned open,
shesighed deeply and plodded in.

The foyer was a blackness, an airless velvet blackness like the inside of a jeweler's box.
Four drum-shaped lamps of golden silk suspended from the ceiling gave it light (a very little)
and formed the jewels: gold signets, those, or cuff-links for a giant. At the far end of the foyer
there were black stairs, faintly dusty, rippling upward toward an amber radiance. Mrs. Brady
approached and ponderously mounted the stairs, clinging with one fist to the mangy velvet
rope that railed their edge.

From the top, Miss Lena Levin observed the ascent. Miss Levin was the checkroom
girl. She had dark-at-the-roots blonde hair and slender hips upon which, in moments
of leisure, she wore her hands, like buckles of ivory loosely attached.

This was a moment of leisure. Miss Levin waited behind her counter. Row upon row of
hooks, empty as yet, and seeming to beckon — wee curved fingers of iron — waited behind her.

"Late," said Miss Levin, "again."

"Go wan!" said Mrs. Brady. "It's only ten to ten. Whew! Them stairs!"

She leaned heavily, sideways, against Miss Levin's counter, and, applying one palm to
the region of her heart, appeared at once to listen and to count. "Feel!" she cried then in a
pleased voice.

17



Miss Levin obediently felt.

"Them stairs," continued Mrs. Brady darkly, "with my bad heart, will be the death
of me. Whew! Well, dearie? What's the news?"

"You got a paper,” Miss Levin languidly reminded her.

"Yeah!" agreed Mrs. Brady with sudden vehemence. "l got a paper!" She slapped
it upon the counter. "An’ a lot of time I'll get to read my paper, won't I now? On a Saturday
night!" She moaned. "Other nights is bad enough, dear knows — but Saturday nights! How |
dread 'em! Every Saturday night | say to my daughter, | say, 'Geraldine, | can't,’ | say, 'l can't
go through it again, an' that's all there is to it,' I say. I’ll quit!" | say. An' | will, too!" added
Mrs. Brady firmly, if indefinitely.

Miss Levin, in defense of Saturday nights, mumbled some vague something about tips.

"Tips!" Mrs. Brady hissed it. She almost spat it. Plainly money was nothing, nothing at
all, to this lady. "I just wish," said Mrs. Brady, and glared at Miss Levin, "I just wish you had
to spend one Saturday night, just one, in that dressing room! Bein' pushed an' stepped on and
near knocked down by that gang of hussies, an' them orderin' an' bossin' you ‘round like you
was black, an' usin' your things an' then sayin' they're sorry, they got no change, they'll
be back. Yeah! They never come back!"

"There's Mr. Costello," whispered Miss Levin through lips that, like a ventriloquist's,
scarcely stirred.

"An’ as | was sayin'," Mrs. Brady said at once brightly, "I got to leave you. Ten to ten,
time 1 was on the job."

She smirked at Miss Levin, nodded, and right-about-faced. There, indeed, Mr. Costello
was. Mr. Billy Costello, manager, proprietor, monarch of all he surveyed. From the doorway
of the big room where the little tables herded in a ring around the waxen floor, he surveyed
Mrs. Brady, and in such a way that Mrs. Brady, momentarily forgetting her bad heart, walked
fast, scurried faster, almost ran.

The door of her domain was set politely in an alcove, beyond silken curtains looped up
at the sides. Mrs. Brady reached it breathless, shouldered it open, and groped for the electric
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switch. Lights sprang up, a bright white blaze, intolerable for an instant to the eyes, like sun
on snow. Blinking, Mrs. Brady shut the door.

The room was a spotless, white-tiled place, half beauty shop, half dressing-room.
Along one wall stood washstands, sturdy triplets in a row, with pale-green liquid soap in glass
balloons afloat above them.

Against the opposite wall there was a couch. A third wall backed an elongated glass-
topped dressing table; and over the dressing table and over the washstands long rectangular
sheets of mirror reflected lights, doors, glossy tiles, lights multiplied...

Mrs. Brady moved across this glitter like a thick dark cloud in a hurry. At
the dressing table she came to a halt, and upon it she laid her newspaper, her magazine, and
her purse — a black purse worn gray with much clutching. She divested herself of a rusty
black coat and a hat of the mushroom persuasion, and hung both up in a corner cupboard
which she opened by means of one of a quite preposterous bunch of keys. From a nook
in the cupboard she took down a lace-edged handkerchief with long streamers. She untied
the streamers and tied them again around her chunky black alpaca waist. The handkerchief
became an apron'’s baby cousin.

Mrs. Brady relocked the cupboard door, fumbled her key-ring over, and unlocked
a capacious drawer of the dressing table. She spread a fresh towel on the plate-glass top, in the
geometrical center, and upon the towel she arranged with care a procession of things fished
from the drawer. Things for the hair. Things for the complexion. Things for the eyes,
the lashes, the brows, the lips, and the finger nails. Things in boxes and things in jars and
things in tubes and tins. Also an ash tray, matches, pins, a tiny sewing Kit, a pair of scissors.
Last of all, a hand-printed sign, a nudging sort of sign:

NOTICE!

THESE ARTICLES, PLACED HERE FOR YOUR CONVENIENCE, ARE THE
PROPERTY OF THE MAID.
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And directly beneath the sign, propping it up against the looking-glass, a china saucer,
in which Mrs. Brady now slyly laid decoy money: two quarters and two dimes, in four-leaf-
clover formation.

Another drawer of the dressing table yielded a bottle of bromoseltzer, a bottle
of aromatic spirits of ammonia, a tin of sodium bicarbonate, and a teaspoon. These were lined
up on a shelf above the couch.

Mrs. Brady was now ready for anything. And (from the grim, thin pucker of her mouth)
expecting it.

Music came to her ears. Rather, the beat of music, muffled, rhythmic, remote. Umpa-
um, umpa-um, umpa-um-umm — Mr. "Fiddle" Baer and his band, hard at work on the first fox-
trot of the night. It was teasing, foot-tapping music: but the large solemn feet of Mrs. Brady
were still.

She sat on the couch and opened her newspaper; and for some moments she read
uninterruptedly, with special attention to the murders, the divorces, the breaches of promise,
the funnies.

Then the door swung inward, admitting a blast of Mr. Fiddle Baer's best, a whiff
of perfume, and a girl.

Mrs. Brady put her paper away.

The girl was petite and darkly beautiful; wrapped in fur and mounted on tall jeweled
heels. She entered humming the rag-time song the orchestra was playing, and while she stood
near the dressing table, stripping off her gloves, she continued to hum it softly to herself:

"Oh, I know my baby loves me,

I can tell my baby loves me."

Here the dark little girl got the left glove off, and Mrs. Brady glimpsed a platinum
wedding ring.

" ‘Cause there ain't no maybe

In my baby's

Eyes."
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The right glove came off. The dark little girl sat down in one of the chairs that faced
the dressing table. She doffed wrap, casting it carelessly over the chair back. It had a cloth-of-
gold lining, and the name of a Paris house was embroidered in curlicues on the label.
Mrs. Brady hovered solicitously near.

The dark little girl, still humming, looked over the articles, "placed here for your
convenience," and picked up the scissors. Having cutoff a very small hangnail with the air of
one performing a perilous, major operation, she seized and used the manicure buffer, and after
that the eyebrow pencil. Mrs. Brady's mind, hopefully calculating the tip, jumped and jumped
again like a taxi-meter.

"Oh, I know my baby loves me — "

The dark little girl applied powder and lipstick belonging to herself. She examined the
result searchingly in the mirror and sat back, satisfied. She cast some silver Klink! Klink! into
Mrs. Brady's saucer, and half rose. Then, remembering something, she settled down again.

The ensuing thirty seconds were spent by her in pulling off her platinum wedding ring,
tying it in a corner of a lace handkerchief, and tucking the handkerchief down the bodice of
her tight white velvet gown.

"There!" she said.

She swooped up her wrap and trotted toward the door, jeweled heels merrily twinkling.

" ‘Cause there ain't no maybe —"

The door fell shut.

Almost instantly it opened again, and another girl came in. A blonde, this. She was
pretty in a round-eyed, doll-like way; but Mrs. Brady, regarding her, mentally grabbed
the spirits of ammonia bottle. For she looked terribly ill. The round eyes were dull, the pretty
silly little face was drawn. The thin hands, picking at the fastenings of a specious beaded bag,
trembled and twitched.

Mrs. Brady cleared her throat. "Can | do something for you, miss?"

Evidently the blonde girl had believed herself alone in the dressing room. She started
violently and glanced up, panic in her eyes. Panic, and something else. Something very like
murderous hate — but for an instant only, so that Mrs. Brady, whose perceptions were never

quick, missed it altogether.
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"A glass of water?" suggested Mrs. Brady.

"No," said the girl, "no". She had one hand in the beaded bag now. Mrs. Brady could
see it moving, causing the bag to squirm like a live thing, and the fringe to shiver.

"Yes!" she cried abruptly. "A glass of water — please — you get it for me."

She dropped on to the couch. Mrs. Brady scurried to the water cooler in the corner,
pressed the spigot with a determined thumb. Water trickled out thinly. Mrs. Brady pressed
harder, and scowled, and thought. "Something's wrong with this thing. | mustn't forget, next
time | see Mr. Costello —"

When again she faced her patient, the patient was sitting erect. She was thrusting her
clenched hand back into the beaded bag again.

She took only a sip of the water, but it seemed to help her quite miraculously. Almost at
once color came to her cheeks, life to her eyes. She grew young again — as young as she was.
She smiled up at Mrs. Brady.

"Well!" she exclaimed. "What do you know about that!" She shook her honey-colored
head. "I can't imagine what came over me."

"Are you better now?" inquired Mrs. Bradly.

"Yes. Oh, yes. I'm better now. You see," said the blonde girl confidentially, "we were
at the theater, my boy friend and I, and it was hot and stuffy — I guess that must have been
the trouble.”

She paused, and the ghost of her recent distress crossed her face. "God! I thought that
last act never would end!" she said.

While she attended to her hair and complexion, she chattered gayly to Mrs. Brady,
chattered on with scarcely a stop for breath, and laughed much. She said, among other things,
that she and her "boy friend" had not known one another very long, but that she was "ga-ga"
about him. "He is about me, too," she confessed. "He thinks I'm grand.”

She fell silent then, and in the looking-glass her eyes were shadowed, haunted. But
Mrs. Brady, from where she stood, could not see the looking-glass; and half a minute later
the blonde girl laughed and began again. When she went out she seemed to dance out on
little winged feet; and Mrs. Brady, sighing, thought it must be nice to be young ... and

happy like that.
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The next arrivals were two. A tall, extremely smart young woman in black chiffon
entered first, and held the door open for her companion; and the instant the door was shut, she
said, as though it had been on the tip of her tongue for hours, "Amy, what under the sun
happened?"

Amy, who was brown-eyed, brown-bobbed-haired, and patently annoyed about
something, crossed to the dressing table and flopped into a chair before she made reply.
"Nothing," she said wearily then. "That's nonsense!" snorted the other. "Tell me. Was it
something she said? She's a tactless ass, of course. Always was."

"No, not anything she said. It was —" Amy bit her lip. "All right! I'll tell you. Before we
left your apartment | just happened to notice that Tom had disappeared. So | went to look for
him — | wanted to ask him if he'd remembered to tell the maid where we were going —
Skippy's subject to Croup, you know, and we always leave word. Well, so | went into
the kitchen, thinking Tom might be there mixing cocktails — and there he was — and
there she was!"

The full red mouth of the other young woman pursued itself slightly. Her arched brows
lifted. "Well?"

Her matter-of-factness appeared to infuriate Amy. "He was kissing her!" she flung out.

"Well?" said the other again. She chuckled softly and patted Amy's shoulder, as if it
were the shoulder of a child. "You're surely not going to let that spoil your whole evening?
Amy dear! Kissing may once have been serious and significant — but it isn't nowadays.
Nowadays, it's like shaking hands. It means nothing."

But Amy was not consoled. "I hate her!" she cried desperately. "Red-headed thing!
Calling me 'darling’ and 'honey," and s-sending me handkerchiefs for C-Christmas —and then
sneaking off behind closed doors and k-kissing my h-h-husband —"

At this point Amy broke down, but she recovered herself sufficiently to add with
venom, "I'd like to slap her!"

"Oh, oh, oh," smiled the tall young woman, "l wouldn't do that!"
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Amy wiped her eyes with what might well have been one of the Christmas
handkerchiefs, and confronted her friend. "Well, what would you do, Vera? If you were 1?"

"I'd forget it,” said Vera, "and have a good time. I'd kiss somebody myself. You've no
idea how much better you'd feel!"

"I don't do — " Amy began indignantly; but as the door behind her opened and a third
young woman - red-headed, earringed, exquisite — lilted in, she changed her tone.
"Oh, hello!" she called sweetly, beaming at the newcomer via the mirror. "We were
wondering what had become of you!"

The red-headed girl, smiling easily back, dropped her cigarette on the floor and crushed
it out with a silver-shod toe. "Tom and | were talking to Fiddle Baer," she explained. "He's
going to play 'Clap Yo’ Hands’ next, because it's my favorite. Lend me a comb, will you?"

"There's a comb there," said Vera, indicating Mrs. Brady's business comb.

"But imagine using it!" murmured the red-headed girl. "Amy, darling, haven't you one?"

Amy produced a tiny comb from her rhinestone purse. "Don't forget to bring it when you
come,” she said, and stood up. "I'm going on out, I want to tell Tom something." She went.

The red-headed young woman and the tall black-chiffon cue were alone, except for
Mrs. Brady. The red-headed one beaded her incredible lashes. The tall one, the one called
Vera, sat watching her. Presently she said, "Sylvia, look here." And Sylvia looked. Anybody,
addressed in that tone, would have.

"There is one thing," Vera went on quietly, holding the other's eyes, "that I want
understood. And that is, 'Hands off!" Do you hear me?"

"I don't know what you mean."

"You do know what | mean!"

The red-headed girl shrugged her shoulders. "Amy told you she saw us, | suppose."

"Precisely. And,” went on Vera, gathering up her possessions and rising, "as | said
before, you're to keep away". Her eyes blazed sudden white-hot rage. "Because, as you very
well know, he belongs to me," she said, and departed, slamming the door.
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Between eleven o'clock and one Mrs. Brady was very busy indeed. Never for more than
a moment during those two hours was the dressing room empty. Often it was jammed, full to
overflowing with curled cropped heads, with ivory arms and shoulders, with silk and lace and
chiffon, with legs. The door flapped in and back, in and back. The mirrors caught and held —
and lost — a hundred different faces. Powder veiled the dressing table with a thin white dust;
cigarette stubs, scarlet at the tips, choked the ash-receiver. Dimes and quarters clattered into
Mrs. Brady's saucer — and were transferred to Mrs. Brady's purse. The original seventy cents
remained. That much, and no more, would Mrs. Brady gamble on the integrity of womankind.
She earned her money. She threaded needles and took stitches. She powdered the backs of
necks. She supplied towels for soapy, dripping hands. She removed a speck from a teary blue
eye and pounded the heel on a slipper. She curled the straggling ends of a black bob and a
gray bob, pinned a velvet flower on a lithe round waist, mixed three doses of bicarbonate of
soda, took charge of a shed pink-satin girdle, collected, on hands and knees, several dozen
fake pearls that had wept from a broken string.

She served chorus girls and school girls, gay young matrons and gayer young
mistresses, a lady who had divorced four husbands, and a lady who had poisoned one,
the secret (more or less) sweetheart of a Most Distinguished Name, and the Brains of
a bootleg gang ... She saw things. She saw a yellow check, with the ink hardly dry. She saw
four tiny bruises, such as fingers might make, on an arm. She saw a girl strike another girl, not
playfully. She saw a bundle of letters some man wished he had not written, safe and deep in
a brocaded handbag.

About midnight the door flew open and at once was pushed shut, and a gray-eyed,
lovely child stood backed against it, her palms flattened on the panels at her sides, the
draperies of her white chiffon gown settling lightly to rest around her.

There were already five damsels of varying ages in the dressing room. The latest arrival
marked their presence with a flick of her eyes and, standing just where she was, she called
peremptorily, "Maid!"

Mrs. Brady, standing just where she was, said, "Yes, miss?"
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"Please come here," said the girl.

Mrs. Brady, as slowly as she dared, did so.

The girl lowered her voice to a tense half-whisper, "Listen! Is there any way | can get
out of here except through this door | came in?"

Mrs. Brady stared at her stupidly.

"Any window?" persisted the girl. "Or anything?"

Here they were interrupted by the exodus of two of the damsels-of-varying-ages. Mrs.
Brady opened the door for them — and in so doing caught a glimpse of a man who waited
in the hall outside, a debonair, old-young man with a girl's furry wrap hung over his arm, and
his hat in his hand.

The door clicked. The gray-eyed girl moved out from the wall, against which she had
flattened herself — for all the world like one eluding pursuit in a cinema.

"What about that window?" she demanded, pointing.

"That's all the farther it opens,” said Mrs. Brady.

"Oh! And it's the only one —isn't it?"

"Itis."

"Damn," said the girl. "Then there's no way out?"

"No way but the door," said Mrs. Brady testify?

The girl looked at the door. She seemed to look through the door, and to despise and
to fear what she saw. Then she looked at Mrs. Brady. "Well," she said, "then | s'pose the only
thing for me to do is to stay in here."

She stayed. Minutes ticked by. Jazz crooned distantly, stopped, struck up again. Other
girls came and went. Still the gray-eyed girl sat on the couch, with her back to the wall and
her shapely legs crossed, smoking cigarettes, one from the stub of another.

After a long while she said, "Maid!"

"Yes, miss?"

"Peek out that door, will you, and see if there's anyone standing there."
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Mrs. Brady peeked, and reported that there was. There was a gentleman with a little bit
of a black mustache standing there. The same gentleman, in fact, who was standing there "just
after you came in."”

"Oh, Lord," sighed the gray-eyed girl. "Well... | can't stay here all night, that's one
sure thing."

She slid off the couch, and went listlessly to the dressing table. There she occupied
herself for a minute or two. Suddenly, without a word, she darted out.

Thirty seconds later Mrs. Brady was elated to find two crumpled one-dollar bills lying
in her saucer. Her joy, however, died a premature death. For she made an almost simultaneous
second discovery. A saddening one. Above all, a puzzling one.

"Now what for," marveled Mrs. Brady, "did she want to walk off with them scissors?"

This at twelve twenty-five.

At twelve thirty a quartette of excited young things burst in, babbling madly. All of
them had their evening wraps with them; all talked at once. One of them, a Dresden china girl
with a heart-shaped face, was the center of attraction. Around her the rest fluttered like
monstrous butterflies; to her they addressed their shrill exclamatory cries.

"Babe," they called her.

Mrs. Brady heard snatches: "Not in this state unless..." "Well, you can in Maryland,
Jimmy says." "Oh, there must be some place nearer than..." "Isn't this marvelous?" "When did
it happen, Babe? When did you decide?"

"Just now," the girl with the heart-shaped face sang softly, "when we were dancing."

The babble resumed, "But listen, Babe, what'll your mother and father...?" "Oh, never
mind, let's hurry.” "Shall we be warm enough with just these thin wraps, do you think? Babe,
will you be warm enough? Sure?"

Powder flew and, little pocket combs marched through bright marcels. Flushed cheeks
were painted pinker still.

"My pearls," said Babe, "are old. And my dress and my slippers are new. Now, let's
see — what can | borrow?"
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A lace handkerchief, a diamond bar pin, a pair of earrings were proffered. She chose
the bar pin, and its owner unpinned it proudly, gladly. "I've got blue garters!" exclaimed a
shrill little girl in a silver dress.

"Give me one, then," directed Babe. "I'll trade with you... There! That fixes that."

More babbling, "Hurry! Hurry up!"... "Listen, are you sure we'll be warm enough?
Because we can stop at my house, there's nobody home." "Give me that puff, Babe,
I'll powder your back." "And just to think a week ago you'd never even met each other!"
"Oh, hurry up, let's get smarted!" "I'm ready." "So'm I." "Ready, Babe? You look adorable."
"Come on, everybody."

They were gone again, and the dressing room seemed twice as still and vacant as before.

A minute of grace, during which Mrs. Brady wiped the spilled powder away with a
damp gray rag. Then the door jumped open again. Two evening gowns appeared and made for
the dressing table in a bee line. Slim tubular gowns they were, one green, one palest yellow.
Yellow hair went with the green gown, brown hair with the yellow. The green-gowned,
yellow-haired girl wore gardenias on her left shoulder, four of them, and a flashing bracelet
on each fragile wrist. The other girl looked less prosperous; still, you would rather have
looked at her. Both ignored Mrs. Brady's cosmetic display as utterly as they ignored Mrs.
Brady, producing full field equipment of their own.

"Well," said the girl with gardenias, rouging energetically, "how do you like him?"

"Oh-h —all right.”

"Meaning, 'Not any," hmm? | suspected as much!" The girl with gardenias turned in her
chair and scanned her companion's profile with disapproval. "See here, Marilee," she drawled,
"are you going to be a damn fool all your life?"

"He's fat,” said Marilee dreamily. “Fat, and — greasy, sort of. I mean, greasy in his
mind. Don't you know what | mean?"

"I know one thing," declared the other. "I know Who He Is! And if | were you, that's all
I'd need to know. Under the circumstances."

The last three words, stressed meaningly, affected the girl called Marilee curiously.
She grew grave. Her lips and lashes drooped. For some seconds she sat frowning a little,

breaking a black-sheathed lipstick in two and fitting it together again.
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"She's worse," she said finally, low.

"Worse?"

Marilee nodded.

"Well," said the girl with gardenias, "there you are. It's the climate. She'll never be
anything but worse, if she doesn't get away. Out West Arizona or somewhere."

"I know," murmured Marilee.

The other girl opened a tin of eye shadow. "Of course,” she said dryly, "suit yourself.
She's not my sister."”

Marilee said nothing. Quiet she sat, breaking the lipstick, mending it, breaking it.

"Oh, well," she breathed finally, wearily, and straightened up. She propped her elbows
on the plate-glass dressing table top and leaned toward the mirror, and with the lipstick she
began to make her coral-pink mouth very red and gay and reckless and alluring.

Nightly at one o'clock Vane and Moreno dance for the Club Frangais. They dance a
tango, they dance a waltz; then, by way of encore, they do a Black Bottom, and a trick of their
own called the Wheel. They dance for twenty, thirty minutes. And while they dance you do
not leave your table — for this is what you came to see. Vane and Moreno. The new New York
thrill. The sole justification for the five-dollar couvert extorted by Billy Costello.

From one until half-past, then, was Mrs. Brady's recess. She had been looking forward
to it all the evening long. When it began — when the opening chords of the tango music
sounded stirringly from the room outside — Mrs. Brady brightened. With a right good will she
sped the parting guests.

Alone, she unlocked her cupboard and took out her magazine — the magazine she had
bought three hours before. Heaving a great breath of relief and satisfaction, she plumped
herself on the couch and fingered the pages.

Immediately she was absorbed, her eyes drinking up printed lines, her lips moving
soundlessly.

The magazine was Mrs. Brady's favorite. Its stories were true stories, taken from life
(so the editor said); and to Mrs. Brady they were live, vivid threads in the dull, drab pattern
of her night.
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Tasks on the text “Night Club”

1) Retell the story.

2) Explain the words in English

— an awning,

— a signet,

— a cufflink,

— a checkroom girl,

— vehemence,

— a debonair,

— to croon.

3) What club do you think it was?

4) What do you think happened to the blonde girl? What was she afraid of?

5) Add a fantastic detail to the plot. What would the story be like then?

6) Agree/disagree with the phrase “Kissing may once have been serious and
significant — but it isn’t nowadays. It means nothing.”

7) What would you do if your husband/boyfriend kissed another person?

8) What is a best way to communicate with a person you don’t like? Is it better to be
polite or to say everything what you think?

9) Act out the situations when people behave hypocritically (e.g. your groupmate
promised to phone you yesterday but didn’t do that, your friend didn’t pay you back etc.)

10) What do you think happened to the grey-eyed girl and the gentleman with
the moustache?

11) How could you help the grey-eyed girl if you were a maid?

12) Have you ever visited night clubs? Did you observe similar situations and
characters?

13) Why do you think women treated Mrs. Brady like a piece of furniture and didn’t
communicate with her?
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Oscar Wilde
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 holm-oak tree the Nightingale heard him, and she looked out
through the leaves, and wondered.

'No red rose in all my garden!" he cried, and his beautiful eyes filled with tears. 'Ah, on
what little things does happiness depend! | have read all that the wise men have written, and
all the secrets of philosophy are mine, yet for want of a red rose is my life made wretched.'

'Here at last is a true lover,' said the Nightingale. 'Night after night have I sung of him,
though | knew him not: night after night have I told his story to the stars, and now | see him.
His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, and his lips are red as the rose of his desire; but
passion has made his lace like pale Ivory, and sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.'

‘The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night,"” murmured the young Student, ‘and my love
will be of the company. If | bring her a red rose she will dance with me till dawn. If | bring
her a red rose, | 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 have no heed of me, and my heart will break.'

'Here indeed is the true lover," said the Nightingale. 'What | 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 pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set forth in the
market-place. it may not be purchased of the merchants, 'or can it be weighed out in the
balance for gold.'

"The musicians will sit in their gallery,’ said 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 the courtiers in their gay dresses will
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throng round her. But with me she will not dance, for | have no red rose to give her;" and he
flung himself down on the grass, and buried his face in his hands, and wept.

'Why is he weeping?' asked a little Green Lizard, as he ran past him 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 for a red rose," said the Nightingale.

'For a red rose!" they cried; 'how very ridiculous!" and the little Lizard, who was
something of a cynic, laughed outright.

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 soared 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 was standing a beautiful Rose-tree, and when she saw it,
she flew over to it, and lit upon a spray.

'Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and I will sing you my sweetest song.'

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 sun-dial, and
perhaps he will give you what you want.'

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing round the old sun-dial.

'Give me a red rose,’ she cried, ‘and I will sing you my sweetest song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

'‘My roses are yellow,' it answered; 'as yellow as the hair of the mermaiden 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.'
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So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose-tree that was growing beneath the Student's
window.

'‘Give me a red rose,’ she cried, 'and | will sing you my sweetest song.'

But the Tree shook its head.

'My roses are red," it answered, 'as red as the feet of the dove, and redder than the great
fans of coral that wave and wave 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 | shall have no
roses at all this year.'

'One red rose is all I want,’ cried the Nightingale, 'only one red rose! Is there no way 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, 'l 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's-blood. You must sing to me with your breast against a
thorn. All night long you must sing to me, and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your life-
blood 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 bluebells 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?'

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and soared 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; you shall have your red rose. I will build
it out of music by moonlight, and stain it with my own heart's-blood. All that I ask of you in
return is that you will be a true lover, for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she is wise,
and mightier than Power, though he is mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and coloured

like flame is his body. His lips are sweet as honey, and his breath is like frankincense.'
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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; 'l shall feel very lonely when you are gone.'

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

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

'She has form," he said to himself, as he walked away through the grove - 'that cannot
be denied to her; but has she got feeling? | am afraid not. In fact, she is like most artists; she is
all style, without any sincerity. She would not sacrifice herself for others. She thinks merely
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 heavens 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 into her breast, and her life-blood ebbed away from her.

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart of a boy and a girl. And on the topmost
spray of the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous rose, petal following petal, as song
followed song. Yale 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. 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 topmost spray of the Tree.
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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 passion in the soul of a man and a maid.

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 a Nightingale's heart's-blood 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 fierce pang 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 a film
came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew her song, and she felt something choking her
in her throat.

Then she gave one last burst of music. The white Moon heard it, and she forgot the
dawn, and lingered on 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 bore 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.
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And at noon the Student opened his window and looked out.

'Why, what a wonderful piece of luck! he cried; 'here is a red rose! | 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 that you would dance with me if | brought you a red rose," cried the Student.
Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You will wear it to-night next 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
the rose into the street, where it fell into the gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it.

‘Ungrateful!” said the girl. 'l tell you what, you are very rude; and, after all, who are
you? Only a Student. Why, | don't believe you have even got silver buckles to your shoes as
the Chamberlain's nephew has;" 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, and 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, as in this age to be practical is everything, | 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.

36



Tasks on the text “The Nightingale and the Rose”

1) Retell the story.

2) Explain in English:

— Ccynic,

—asundial,

—ascythe,

— frankincense,

—a gutter,

— metaphysics,

— to ebb.

3) The Student worried that he had read all the wise books and he had known
the secrets of philosophy but he was unhappy in love. Does it mean that knowledge has
nothing to do with the happiness of a person?

4) The Nightingale called the Student a true lover. Do you agree with it?

5) Money can’t buy the Student love. Do you agree that love can’t be bought?

6) “Yet Love is better than Life”. Comment on this phrase.

7) The Nightingale is she, the Lizard is he, the Daisy is he. Why do you think the
author gave genders to these characters?

8) In fairy tales some moments are repeated three times. In this story the Nightingale
visited three rose trees, she pressed closer against the thorn also three times. Why is number
three important for such stories?

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

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

11) What is the moral of the story?
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Oscar Wilde
The Selfish Giant

Every afternoon, as they were coming 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 like stars, and there were twelve peach-trees that in the spring-time broke
out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, and in the autumn bore 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 the Cornish ogre, and had
stayed with him for seven years. After the seven years were over he had said all that he had to
say, for his conversation was limited, and he determined to return to his own castle. When he
arrived he saw the children playing in the garden.

‘What are you doing here?' he cried in a very gruff voice, and the children ran away.

'My own garden is my own garden,’ said the Giant; 'any one can understand that, and
I 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 wall 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 care to sing
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in it as there were no children, and the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful flower put its
head out from the grass, but 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 people 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 up the grass with her 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 chimney-pots down. 'This is a delightful spot,' 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 like ice.

'l 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; 'l hope there will be a change in the
weather.'

But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. The Autumn gave golden fruit to every
garden, but to the Giant's garden she gave none. '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.

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 ceased roaring, and
a delicious perfume came to him through the open casement. 'l 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.
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And the trees were so glad to have the children back again that they had covered themselves
with blossoms, and were waving their arms gently above the children’s heads. The birds were
flying about and twittering with delight, and 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, and he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly.
The poor tree was still quite covered with frost and snow, and 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 little boy was too tiny.

And the Giant's heart melted as he looked out. 'How selfish | have been!" he said; 'now
I know why the Spring would not come here. | will put that poor little boy on the top of the
tree, and then | will knock down the wall, and my garden shall be the children's playground
for ever and ever.' He was really very sorry for what he had done.

So he crept downstairs and 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
the garden became Winter again. Only the little boy did not run, for his eyes were so full of
tears that he died not see the Giant coming. And the Giant stole 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, and
the birds came and sang on it, and the 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, and with them came the Spring. 'It is your
garden now, little children,’ said the Giant, and he took a great axe and knocked down the
wall. And when the people were gong to market at twelve o'clock they found the Giant
playing with the children in the most beautiful garden they had ever seen.

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

'‘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.
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‘We don't know," answered the children; 'he has gone away.'

"You must tell him to be sure and come here to-morrow," 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, yet he longed for his first little friend, and often spoke of him. 'How | would like
to see him!" he used to say.

Years went over, and the Giant grew very old and feeble. He could not play about any
more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched the children at their games, and admired his
garden. 'l 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 wonder, and looked and looked. It certainly was a
marvellous sight. In the farthest corner of the garden was a tree quite covered with lovely
white blossoms. Its branches were all golden, and silver fruit hung down from them, and
underneath it stood the little boy he had loved.

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and out into the garden. He hastened 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 hath dared to wound thee?' For on the palms of the child's hands
were the prints of two nails, and the prints of two nails were on the little feet.

'‘Who hath dared to wound thee?' cried the Giant; ‘tell me, that I may take my big
sword and slay him.'

'‘Nay!" answered the child; 'but these are the wounds of Love.'

'Who art thou?' said the Giant, and a strange awe fell on him, and he knelt before
the little child.
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And the child smiled on the Giant, and said to him, "You let me play once in your
garden, to-day you shall come with me to my garden, which is Paradise.'

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

Tasks on the text “The Selfish Giant”

1) Retell the story.

2) Describe the garden (one by one name a detail about the garden).

3) Imagine a story why the Giant had to visit his friend.

4) Explain the meaning of the number seven. (The Giant spent 7 years at his friend’s).

5) Who was the little boy?

6) How do you understand the phrase “... these are the wounds of Love”?

7) How does the Giant’s character develop through the story?

8) Agree/disagree with the statement “The children are the most beautiful flowers of all.”

9) What is the moral of the tale? (it’s never too late for redemption and love)

10) The story contains many elements that we find in fairy tales. Can you give
examples?

11) Are fairy tales just for children?
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3AKJIIOYEHUE

WNHoctpanHas nuTepaTypa B 00IIEM U aHIVIMKCKasl B YaCTHOCTH BCET/A 3aBOpa)kKUBajia
PYCCKOS3BIYHOIO uuTaTesd. Takue Tembl, KaK B3aUMOOTHOILIEHHUS COCIIOBUM, TpaluLUU
AHTJIMHCKOTOo OOIIECTBAa, MOTUB IYTEIIECTBUSA U M30PAaHHOCTU TJIABHOT'O Ieposi, IPUBIIEKAIOT
CBOEM MHAKOBOCTBIO U, B TO )K€ BpEMs, 3aCTaBJISIOT 3alyMaTbcs O IPUPOJIE U OCOOEHHOCTU
PYCCKOM AYIIM U CKJIaJa yMa.

Jluteparypa, Kak HHMKAaKkoe APYro€ HCKYCCTBO, OTpakaeT MEHTAJIUTET MucaTesen
pa3HbIX cTpaH. [losTOMy uTEeHHE ayTEeHTUYHBIX NMPOU3BEIACHHUI MTOMOTraeT MO3HAKOMHUTHCS C
JKUBBIM aHTJIUMHCKUM SI3BIKOM, YBUJETh CTHJIMCTUYECKHE IpHUeMbl B nelictBuu. Kpome Toro,
pacckasbl, BKIIOUYEHHBIE B yueOHOe ocoOue, MO3BOJISIIOT paccykJ1aTh 00 00IIeYe0BeYeCKUX
HeHHOCTX. M, XOTS mNpou3BelNeHHs CO3[aHbl BEK WM Oojiee Beka Haszajl, MpoOJieMbl
NEpPCOHAXEW U CUTyallMM, B KOTOpPbIE OHM IOMAJAOT, aKTyaJbHbl CETOAHS W IOHSTHBI
COBPEMEHHOMY YHUTATEINIO.

Paccka3bl mogoOpaHsl Tak, YTOOBI HE TOJIBKO MO3HAKOMHTH PYCCKOS3bIUHOTO CTY/IEHTa
c Hauboyee yMOTPeOUTENBHBIMU KOHCTPYKLIMSMH QHIJIHMMCKOrO s3bIKa, HAYYUTh €ro
paccyxaarb Ha 3TOM S3bIKe€, HO U TPEJCTaBUTh MaTepHal M pPa3sMbILUIEHUH O CYyTH

PYCCKOTO ¥ aHIJIMHCKOTO MEHTAIIUTETOB, O MECTE YEJIOBEKA B UICTOPUHU U MUDE.
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