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MNPEANCIIOBHE

IIpemmaraemoe OCOOHE IO BHEAYIUTOPHOMY YTCHHUIO IsI 1—2 KypcoB
MOJKET OBITh HCIIOJIb30BAHO KaK HA FOPUIAMYCCKOM, TaK M Ha IPYrux (akyib-
TETax, TaK KaK COJCPKUT OPUTHHAIBHBIC TEKCTHl AHTJIMHCKUX U aMCPHKaH-
CKUX aBTOPOB HE TOJBKO JCTEKTUBHOI'O XapakTepa, HO W MPOU3BEACHUS, TIC
OCTPO CTaBHUTCS Ta WM WUHAS COIMAJbHAs, NCHXOJOTHYSCKAasT WM dTHYCCKAs
mpobiiemMa, KOTopas MoOyKJaeT aKTHBHOC JXCIAHHE BBICKA3aThCs, MPHHATH
Y4acTHE B JIUCKYCCHHU.

Bonpimoe KoMM4ecTBO TEKCTOB TIO3BOJISIET MPETIOAaBaTeNsIM U CTYIeH-
TaM CaMHUM BBIOpaTh MPOM3BEACHHE I YTCHHS B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT YPOBHS
3HAHUW U UHTEPECOB.

ITocobue BKITIOYaET KOPOTKHE paccKa3bl, paCCYMTAHHBIC HA OJIUH - JBa
MecsIla U3ydeHus, a Takke 00ObeMHbIC HOBEJUIBI M KMHOCIICHAPUH, pa3OUThIC
Ha 4acTH, C TeM, 9TOOBI OoJiee NeTaIbHO OTPadaThIBATh U OIEHUBATH KAKIYIO
YacTh, UCIIOJIb3Ys UMCIOIIUECS YIPAKHCHUS.

Jist paboThl Ha/I TEKCTAMU UMECIOTCS CJIOBA M CIIOBOCOYCTAHUS, MPEJ-
JIOXKCHUS IS TIEPEBOJIA C PYCCKOTO C UCIOJIb30BAaHUEM H3YYCHHOM JICKCHKH,
OTBETHI Ha BOIPOCHI, MEPECKa3 M aHAJIM3 U3YYCHHOTO TEKCTa MO 3aJaHHOMY
IUTaHYy, TEMbI JUIs 00CYXKIeHMs U quanoroB. Kaxmoe U3 ynpakHECHHIA MOXKET
OBITH MCTIOIH30BAHO B KaUECTBE MPOBEPOYHON PabOTHI IJIsi OIICHKH 3HAHHUN B
KOHIIE KaXXI0T0 MecsIa B TEUEHUE CEeMeCTpa COTIIaCHO KaJIeHIapHOMY TUIaHy.

COJEPXKAHUE

IIpemucinoBue 3

COURTS AND TRIALS (Film scenario of “Surprise Wits&) Part 15
Part 213

Part 318

THE CLIENT by John Grisham Part 127

Part 234

Part 339

Part 445

PETER TWO by Irwin Show Part 149

Part 255

ONE DOLLARS WORTH by O Henry59

THE COP AND THE ANTHEM by O Heni@mmo6ka! 3akaaaka He
omnmpeaejacHa.

THE GREAT RUBY ROBBERY: A DETECTIVE STORY by GraAllen

Part 179

Part 286

Part 393

Part 4100

THE IMPOSSIBLE “IMPOSSIBLE” CRIME by Edward D. Ho&b4
Jlureparypall2



COURTS AND TRIALS
(Film scenario of “Surprised Witness”)

Part 1

SCENE ONE

(In Sir Wilfred's Office. Mr. Mayherne and his alig Leonard Vole,
come to Sir Wilfred's office. Mr. Mayherne urges ®iilfred to take the case
of Leonard Vole, who may be arrested any minut¢hencharge of murdering
Mrs. Emily French. Mrs. Emily French, a wealthy wwd was murdered two
days ago. Mrs. French 180,000 to Leonard Vole. Leonard Vole had visited
Mrs. French earlier in the evening on the nighthaf murder. It is quite obvi-
ous that he is regarded as the principal and lbgicspect in the case.

Sir Wilfred hesitates he has not yet recovered feoserious heart at-
tack, with which he has been laid up in hospitaltfeo months. The doctors
have forbidden him to take up criminal cases. Mimsoll, a trained nurse,
sees to it that he follows the doctors' instructionherefore Sir Wilfred re-
fuses to take Leonard Vole's case. He starts topgtw his bedroom - has to
have an after-lunch nap. Suddenly he sees twosciga¥ir. Mayherne's vest
pocket. He is tempted - he is not allowed to smake.returns and invites
Mayherne into his study, saying he would like teeghim a word of advice.)

Mayherne:lt's the case of Mrs. Emily French. You've probaséen
the reports in the press. She was a middle-agedwyicather well-off, living
with a housekeeper at Hampstead. Mr. Vole had két#nher earlier in the
evening. When the housekeeper returned from hepffaghe found her mis-
tress dead, struck on the back of the head anedkiWole seems a harmless
chap caught in the web of circumstantial evideferhaps if | were to give
you more of the details you might suggest the gieghline of defense.

Sir Wilfred: | see. Probably I'd think better if you gave me ohéose
cigars.

Mayherne(giving him a cigar): Of course. There are no prasi con-
victions naturally. He's a man of good charactehwain excellent war record.
You'd like him a lot.

Sir Wilfred: Give me a light, please.

Mayherne:l am sorry | haven't got any matches. Let me getsame.
(Starting for the door): Mr. Vole may have some chat.

Sir Wilfred: Lord, no. You don't know Miss Plimsoll. This wikke all
our cunning. (Opening the door, to Leonard Volepukg man, come here,
please, your solicitor and | feel you may be abletlighten me on a rather
important point.

(Vole comes in.)

Sir Wilfred: Give me a match.

Vole: Sorry, | never carry them.

Sir Wilfred: What? (To Mayherne): You said I'd like him.

Vole:But | do have a lighter.

Sir Wilfred: You are quite right, Mayherne, | do like him. (Reting
the lighter): Thank you. Can you imagine Miss Phbifis face if she saw me
now!

Vole: Then let's make absolutely sure that she doestet.tgrns the
key in the lock.)

Sir Wilfred: Splendid! All the instincts of a skilled crimingbit here.
Young man, you may or may not have murdered a midded widow, but
you've certainly saved the life of an elderly betai.

Vole: | haven't murdered anybody. It's absurd! Christithat's my
wife, she thought | might be implicated and thaeeded a lawyer. That's why
| went to see Mr. Mayherne. Now he thinks he neetiavyer and now | have
two lawyers. It's rather silly, don't you think?

Mayherne:Vole, | am a solicitor. Sir Wilfred is a barristédnly a bar-
rister can actually plead a case in court.

Vole: Oh, | see. Well, | saw in a paper that poor Mreneh had been
found dead with her head bashed in. It was alsbisaihe papers that the po-
lice were very anxious to interview me since | tadi Mrs. French that eve-
ning. So naturally | went along to the police stati

Sir Wilfred: Did they caution you?

Vole: | don't quite know. They asked me if I'd like to keaa statement
and said they'd write it down and that it might used against me in court.
Were they cautioning me?

Sir Wilfred: Well, it can't be helped now.

Vole: They were very polite. They seemed quite satisfied.

Mayherne: They seemed satisfied. Mr. Vole, you think you made
statement and that's the end of it. Isn't it obsitw you, Mr. Vole, that you
will be regarded as the principal and logical sespe this case? | am very
much afraid you'll be arrested.

Vole: But I've done nothing. Why should | be arrested?

Mayherne:Relax, Mr. Vole. | am putting you in the hands loé ffinest
and most experienced barrister in London.

Sir Wilfred: No, Mayherne, let's get this straight. | may hawonea



something highly unethical. I've taken your cigaam not taking you case. |
can't, it's forbidden. My doctors would never alldw(To Vole): | am truly
sorry, young man. However, if you'd like the casadied by someone of
these chambers | recommend Mr. Brogan-Moore. (TghHdme): You know
Brogan-Moore?

Mayherne:Yes, | do, a very able man. | second Sir Wilfred'som-
mendation.

Vole: All right, sir, if you say so.

SCENE TWO

(In Sir Wilfred's study. Leonard Vole is arrestawidaken to jail. Bro-
gan-Moore, the barrister Sir Wilfred recommended tfee defense counsel,
and Sir Wilfred are waiting for Mrs. Vole. Sudderdge appears in the door-
way. Mrs. Vole is a good-looking woman, self-possesand very quiet. So
quiet as to make one uneasy. From the very first\8lfred is conscious he is
up against something that he does not understand.)

Sir Wilfred (not noticing Mrs. Vole, to Brogan-Moore): Oh, abddrs.
Vole. Handle her gently, especially in breaking tigsvs of the arrest. Bear in
mind she is a foreigner, so be prepared for hysteand even a fainting spell.
Better have smelling saltsady.

Christine (standing in the doorway): | don't think that wlleé neces-
sary. | never faint because | am not sure thatllifali gracefully and | never
use smelling salts. I'm Christine Vole.

Sir Wilfred (holding out his hand to her): How do you do. Tisidvr.
Brogan-Moore. | am Wilfred Robart. My dear Mrs. ¥pl'm afraid we have
rather bad news for you.

Christine:Don't be afraid, Sir Wilfred, I'm quite disciplined

Sir Wilfred: There is nothing to be alarmed at.

Christine: Leonard has been arrested and charged with musdtrat
it? | knew he would be. | told him so.

Brogan-Moore:Mrs. Vole, you know that Mrs. French left your hus-
band money?

Christine: Yes, a lot of money.

Brogan-Moore:Of course your husband had no previous knowledge of
this bequest?

Christine:Is that what he told you?

Brogan-Moore: Well, surely, Mrs. Vole, you're not suggesting any-
thing different?

Christine:Oh, no, no. | do not suggest anything!

Sir Wilfred: Pardon me, Brogan-Moore. Mrs. Vole, do you mind if
ask you a question?

Christine: Go right ahead, Sir Wilfred.

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Vole, you realize your husband's entire deferests
on his word and yours?

Christine:| realize that.

Sir Wilfred: And that the jury will be quite skeptical of the rdoof a
man accused of murder when supported only by the wbhis wife?

Christine:| realize that too.

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Vole, | assume you want to help your husband.

Christine: Of course | want to help Leonard. | want to help. Bro-
gan-Moore and | want to help you, Sir Wilfred.

Sir Wilfred: Now, Mrs. Vole, this is very important. On the nigti the
murder your husband came home before nine thitthdt correct?

Christine: Precisely. Isn't that what he wants me to say? (Moelaw-
yers exchange bewildered glances. Her answersetizzn.)

Brogan-Moore:But isn't it the truth?

Christine: Of course. But when | told it to the police | dat tlaink they
believed me. Maybe | didn't say it well. Maybe hesmof my accent.

Brogan-Moore:You are aware of course that when | put you in the
witness box, you will be sworn in and you will i&sunder oath?

Christine: Yes... "Leonard came at 9.26 precisely and didgmbut
again". "The truth, the whole truth, and nothing the truth!" (The two bar-
risters are astounded.)

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Vole, do you love your husband?

Christine:Leonard thinks | do.

Sir Wilfred: Well, do you?

Christine: Am | already under oath?

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Vole, do you know that under British law ycanniot
be called to give testimony damaging to your hudBan

Christine: How very convenient!

Sir Wilfred (indignant at Christine's cynicism): we are dealinigh a
capital crime! The prosecution will try to hang ydwsband!

Christine (unemotionally): He is not my husband. (Sir Wilfratd
Brogan-Moore are shocked.)

Leonard and | went through a form of marriage imrarg, but | had a
husband living at the time somewhere in East Geyman

Sir Wilfred: Did you tell Leonard?

Christine: | did not. It would have been stupid to tell hime ould
not have married me and | would have been leftrizkto starve.

Brogan-Moore:But he did marry you and brought you safely to this
country. Don't you think you should be very gratéfuhim?

Christine:One can get very tired of gratitude.



Sir Wilfred: Your husband loves you very much, does he not?

Christine:Leonard? He worships the ground | walk on.

Sir Wilfred: And you?

Christine: You want to know too much. Auf Wiedersehen, gendam

Sir Wilfred (bitterly): Thank you for coming. Mrs. Vole. Youisit has
been most reassuring.

Christine: Do not worry, Sir Wilfred. | will give himan alibi and |

shall be very convincing. There will be tears in ayes when | say: "Leonard

came home at nine twenty-six precisely".
Sir Wilfred: You are a very remarkable woman, Mrs. Vole.
Christine: And you are satisfied, | hope. (She goes out.)
Sir Wilfred: I'm damned if I'm satisfied! That woman is up tarse
thing!, but what?

Brogan-Moore:Well, the prosecution will break her down in no ¢im
when | put her in the witness box. You know defegdhis case is going to be
quite one-sided. | haven't got much to go on, Havehe fact is I've got noth-

ing.

Sir Wilfred: Let me ask you something... Do you believe Leonald
is innocent?

Brogan-Moore:I'm not sure. I'm sorry, Wilfred. Of course I'll day
best.

Sir Wilfred: It's all right, Brogan-Moore. I'll take it from her

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

witnessn —ceuaerens (6 cyoe)

witness for the Prosecutioncsuzaerens o6BuaeHuUs

witness for the Defencecsunerens 3amunrst

sSurprise witness esuaereis, 0 KOTOPOM He OBLIO 3asBICHO 3apaHee
witness - box —mecto s ceuzereneit (6 cyoe)

WitNnessv — ObITh 0YEBUATIEM, OBITH CBHUICTEIICM TPOUCIIECTBHUS
prosecutiom —o0BuHeHHE

Counsel for the Prosecutiornoésunurens, mpokypop

appear for the Prosecution (antrial) — npeacraBnste 0OGBHHEHHUE, SBISTHCS
o6BuHUTEIEM (Ha CyJIeOHOM Mpoliecce)

Prosecuton — o0BuHHTENB, TPOKYPOP

prosecute/ — 06BHHATE, PECIIEA0BATE 0 3aKOHY

accuse smb. of smth., doing smthosunsTE KOro-i. B 4éM-1.
accused (the)) —o6eunsemsiii Syn.defendant

accusatiom —o6BuneHHE

murder n —youiicTBO

commit a murder €oBepiiath yoOuicTBO

murderv — youBartb, coBepuiaTth yOHHCTBO

Counsel for the Defencesamutark 00BHHAEMOTO

appear for the Defence (In a trialpstcTynats B kauecTBe 3amuTHUKA (Ha Cy-
JeGHOM IPOLIECCE)

chief inspector «omuccap (noauyuu)

judgen —cyaps

client n— kuent

courtn —cyn

bring to court -spuBiekats k cyay;

the Supreme CourtBepxosusiit Cyn

Court of Appeal Kaccauuonssiii cyn

courtroomn—- 3an 3acefjaHuil cyia

urge smb. to do smth.yéexnars, HacTauBaTh Ha

casen—- neino (cyodebroe)

criminal case -yronoBHoe 1€ej10

civil case —rpaxaaHckoe JIeno

divorce case 6pakopa3BoaHOe 1e710

hearing of a case eaymanue nena

take (up) a casecernacuTbCs BECTH €TI0

hear a case esymiats jeno

try a case asoupars, CIIyIiaTh A0

plead a case in courtssicTynarh 10 Iy B Cye

chargen —oGeurenue Syn.accusation

capital charge e6BuneHuEe B yOuiicTBe

on the charge of #o o6BuHEHHIO B

bring a charge of (murder, theft,) against smisstaBurats 00BHHEHHE B
(yOuiicTBe orpabiaeHUH U T.J.) IPOTUB KOTO-JI.

charge smb. with smthr.—o6BuHATE KOro-11. B 4EM-II.

regard smb. as... v euurats (paccMaTpuBaTh) KOro-i. Kak... Syn.consider
smb...

slspectn —noo3peBaeMblil UEIOBEK

Ssuspet v— noxo3peBath

suspect smb. of smth., doing smth-noxo3peBaTh KOro-i. B 4€M-I.

see to it that... #pocineauTs 3a TeM, YTOOBHI. ..; 103a00TUTHCSI O TOM, YTOOBL. ..
evidencen (uncount.) —cBuEeTeNbCKHE MMOKA3aHUS; BEIIECTBEHHOE IOKa3a-
TENBCTBO, YIIUKH

circumstantial evidence kocseHHbIe yIHKH

corroborative evidence peckue yiuku

give evidence for (against) smbuasarts nokasanus B 1mob3y (IPOTUB) KOTO-II.
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be called (on) to give evidencesiTe BEI3BaHHBIM IS a4k OKA3aHUH
convictionn —ocyxieHue, IpU3HAHKE BAHOBHBIM

convictn —ocy K IeHHbIN, 3aKIFOYEHHBINA, KATOPYKHUK

criminal n —npectynHuk

crimen —npecryruieHue

capital crime -wspKkoe mpecTyIuieHue

commit a crime -eoBepLIaTh IPECTYIIICHHE

criminal @ — yronoBHsbli

criminal inspectofBr.), prosecuting office(Am.) —cnenosarensb

the Criminal Code yronoBHbIil KOgeKe

the Criminal Investigation DepartmenyronoBHsiii po3bICK

police station -fomuueiickuii y4acTok

cautionv —mpemynpeskaarh mpeaocTeperaTh

make a statementeaenars (oguyuanvroe) 3asBieHue

Let's get it straight. Horosopum Hauucrory.

second (a proposal, a recommendatiompanep:xusats (IpeAIOKEHHE, pe-
KOMEH/IAIIHIO)

jail n —tropsma Syn.prison

in jail (prison) —B TropEMeE

take to jail (prison) sakrouats B TIOpEMY Syn.send to jail (prison)

be up against smth. erosite mepen 3anaueii, CTONKHYTHCSA C TPYIHOCTSIMH,
OBITH BBIHYKJCHHBIM OOPOTHCS

juror N —npUCSHKHBIN 3acenaTens

jury N — mpuCSHKHBIE 3aceNaTeNd, CyI MPUCHKHBIX MO TPAXKIAHCKHM M YTo-
JIOBHBIM JIeIaM

jury-box N —mecTo NPHUCSHKHBIX B CYIE

puzzlev —craBuTh B 3aTPYAHUTEIHHOE TTOJIOKEHNE, CMYIIATh

swear in vV -IpuBOJUTh K IIPHUCSTE

testify for (against) smbv — gaBatb mokaszaHusi, CBUAETEIBCTBOBATE B IIOJIB3Y
(mpoTHB) KOTO-11.

oathn —mpucsira

under oath -#ox npucsroit

take the oath spunocuts npucsry

violate the oath #apymats npucsry

alibi n —anu6u

have an alibi +smers amibu

give (furnish) an alibi -e6ecrieunrts annbu

convincinga — yoequTeNbHbIHA, J0Ka3aTelbHbIH

be innocent of smth., doing smthosits HeBUHOBHBIM B Y4EM-II.
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EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-
tences:

BITOJTHE €CTECTBEHHO, UTO Y HETO HE OBLIIO CYJUMOCTEH; 51 MOTYy OBITh 3a-
MEIIaH B 3TOM JeJ€e; TOJIBKO aIBOKAaT MOXKET BECTHU ACJO B CyAe; CAelaTh 3asB-
JICHWE; HUYETO HE MOJICIaclllb, ,uaBaﬁTe YTOYHUM (HOFOBOpI/IM Ha‘lI/ICTOTy); Jle-
onapn Boyn apectoBan u 3akmodeH B TioppMy; Cap Yuidpua 4yBCTBYeET, 4TO
OH CTOJIKHYJICA C YEM-TO, 4Y€ro OH HC TIOHUMACT; CKEINTUYCCKU OTHECYTCA K
CJIOBaM 4€JI0BCKa, 06BI/IHH€MOFO B yﬁﬂﬁCTBe; non HpHCS[FOﬁ; MbI UMEEM J€J10
C YTOJIOBHBIM HpeCTyHHeHI/IeM; a1 06ecneqy eMy annﬁn; BbI BEPUTEC, YTO Boyn
HEBHHOBEH?

2.Study the text carefully and answer the following gestions.

Why did Mr Mayherne advise his client to turn to @Blilfred?

Whose case was reported in the press?

In what way was Leonard Vole involved in the case?

What impression did Leonard Vole produce on Sirfi&d? Could you

say that Sir Wilfred took to him at once?

Why were the police anxious to interview Vole?

How was Vole treated by the police? Did they caution?

Why did Mr Mayherne think that Vole would be regaddas the principal

and logical suspect in the case?

8. What made Sir Wilfred refuse to take the case? \Wbel have taken it if
it had not been for his poor health?

9. Who did Sir Wilfred recommend him to go to?

10. How did Christine take the news of her husbandaiss?

11. Why did Christine's answers puzzle and irritatelthgisters?

12. Who could furnish an alibi for Leonard Vole?

13. Why might the jury be skeptical of the evidencenfshed by the ac-
cuser’s wife?

14. What was Christine's impression of her visit to plodice?

15. What did Christine say that shocked the barristers?

16. Why wasn't Brogan-Moore very enthusiastic aboutctmse?

17. What did Sir Wilfred mean by saying "I'll take ibfn here"?

PR

No o

3.
a) Give a summary of Scenes 1 and 2
b) Retell Scenes 1 and 2 as if you were Sir Wilfred (Bgan-Moore, Mrs.
Vole).
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4.Make up conversations:
a) between Sir Wilfred and brogan-Moore; they discingsr talk with Mrs.
Vole;
b) between Mayherne and his assistant; they discessatse.

Part 2

SCENE THREE

(In one of the courtrooms of the Old Bailey. Itl® first day of Vole's
trial. The court is in session. The judge is pregjd The jury, consisting of
nine men and three women, are in the jury-box. bedYole is sitting in the
prisoner's box between two guards. The counselshirProsecution are in
their seats. As to the counsels for the Defense, Iélading counsel, Sir
Wilfred, is late.)

Court Clerk: Leonard Stephen Vole, you are charged on indictment

that you on the 14th day of October in the Couritiandon murdered Emily
Jane French. How say you, Leonard Stephen Vole,yaveguilty or not
guilty?

Vole: Not guilty.

Court Clerk:Members of the Jury! The prisoner stands indictedHat
he on the 14th day of October murdered Emily Jamsdh. To this indict-
ment he has pleaded "not guilty”, and it is yousrgle to say, having heard the
evidence, whether he is guilty or not.

Judge:Members of the jury, by the oath which you have jaken you
swore to try this case on the evidence. You must eht from your minds
everything, except what will take place in this do(iTo the prosecutor): You
may proceed for the Prosecution, Mr. Myers.

Myers (rising): May it please you, my Lord. (Addressirtgetjury): |
appear in this case with my learned friend, Mr.t&8ar for the Prosecution.
And my learned friends Sir Wilfred Robart and MroBan-Moore, appear for
the Defence. The facts in this case are simpletarapoint, not in dispute.
You will hear how the prisoner made the acquairgawfcMrs. Emily French,
a woman of fifty-six, how he was treated by herhwkindness, and even af-
fection. On the night of October the 14th last hegtw 9:30 and 10:00 Mrs.
French was murdered. Medical testimony will be ddtrced to prove that
death was caused by a blow from a blunt and heastyument and it is the
case for the Prosecution that the blow was dealhéyrisoner Leonard Vole!

Vole: That's not true! | didn't do it!

Myers: Among the witnesses you will hear police evideralsp the
evidence of Mrs. French's housekeeper Janet Mad&esad from the medi-
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cal and laboratory experts, and the evidence ofithedered woman's solici-
tor, who drew up her final will. | will now call G&f Inspector Hearne, Crimi-
nal Investigation Department of New Scotland Yard.

Usher: Chief Inspector Hearne! (Chief Inspector Hearntemnthe
witness-box. After he is sworn in he is asked t@destimony.)

Hearne: From the body temperature and other factors weeplahe
time of death at between 9:30 and 10 p.m. Approteiyahirty minutes be-
fore Janet MacKenzie, the housekeeper, returnecetaomd called us. Death
was instantaneous, caused by one blow from a headyplunt instrument.

Myers:Were there any signs of a struggle?

Hearne:No, just one blow.

Myers: Would that indicate to you that the murderer hddemaMrs.
French by surprise?

Sir Wilfred (rising): My Lord | must object. My learned friemdfers to
the assailant as the murderer, but we have nadetermined whether the as-
sailant was a man or a woman. It could conceivabiye been the murderess.

Judge:Mr. Myers, it seems that Sir Wilfred has joinedjust in time
to catch you on a point of grammar. Please rephagequestion.

Myers: Yes, My Lord. Inspector, is it your opinion thaktlssailant,
whether he, she or it... had taken Mrs. Frenchubprise?

Sir Wilfred(to the judge): My Lord, | am taken by surpriset ting learned
friend should attempt to solicit from the witnessopinion, and not a fact.

Judge:Quite so. You'll have to do better than that, Myevk.

Myers: My Lord, | withdraw the question entirely. Is thadtter?

Sir Wilfred: That's much better.

Myers: Anyway, Inspector, let us proceed with the factthimmcase. Af-
ter establishing the cause and the time of dedtht did you then do?

Hearne: A search was made. Photographs were taken and timéspse
were fingerprinted.

Myers: What fingerprints did you discover?

Hearne: | found the fingerprints of Mrs. French, those aindt
MacKenzie, and some which later proved to be tldteonard Vole.

Myers:No others?

Hearne:No others.

Myers:What made you think that a robbery had been coradtt

Hearne: Things were strewn about, and a window had beekelro
near the catch. There was glass on the floor, anteSragments were found
outside. The glass outside was not consistent thithwindow having been
forced from the outside.

Myers: What you are saying is that someone attempted te rtdook
as if the window had been forced from the outside? that so?
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Sir Wilfred: My Lord, | must, object. My learned friend is pualj
words in the witness's mouth.

Judge(to Myers): Quite. Don't you think so, Mr. Myers?

Myers: Yes, my Lord. Inspector, was any of the murderednaw's
property missing?

Hearne:According to the housekeeper nothing was missing.

Myers: In your experience. Inspector, when burglars, aglwesses
break into a house, do they leave without takinglang?

Hearne:No, sir.

Myers: Will you produce a jacket, Inspector? (He refera tacket that has
been found by the police in Leonard Vole's houskisinffered as evidence.)

Hearne: Yes, sir. (The clerk passes the jacket to Chiepéotor
Hearne.)

Myers:Is that?

Hearne:Yes, sir.

Myers(to the judge): That is exhibit one, my Lord. Wheié you find
this, Inspector?

Hearne: That is the jacket, found in the prisoner's flatickhl handed
to our Lab to test for bloodstains.

Myers: And did you find any bloodstains?

Hearne:Yes. Though an attempt had been made to wash them o

Myers: What tests did the Laboratory make?

Hearne: First to determine if the stains were made by huiblaod,
then to classify it by group or type.

Myers: And was the blood of a particular group or type?

Hearne:Yes, sir. It is Type O

Myers: And did you subsequently test the blood of the deahan?

Hearne:Yes, sir.

Myers: What type was that?

Hearne:The same. Type O.

Myers: Thank you, Inspector. No further questions. (Now \Silfred
rises and starts a cross-examination.)

Sir Wilfred: Inspector, you say the only fingerprints you foumdre
those of Mrs. French, Janet MacKenzie and the peisdheonard Vole. In
your experience when a burglar breaks in, doessheally leave fingerprints,
or does he wear gloves?

Hearne:He wears gloves.

Sir Wilfred: So the absence of fingerprints in the case of ngbweuld
hardly surprise you.

Hearne:No, sir.

Sir Wilfred: Can't we than surmise that a burglar might haveredt
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what was presumably ail empty house, might havelenlg encountered Mrs.
French and struck her, then realizing she was demdcked and fled without
taking anything?

Myers:| submit, my Lord, that it is entirely impossibteguess what went
on in the mind of some entirely imaginary burgléhver without gloves.

Judge:Let us not surmise, Sir Wilfred, but confine ouvesl to facts.

Sir Wilfred: Inspector, when you questioned the prisoner ashéo t
stains on his jacket, did he not show you a regdrghled scar on his wrist
and tell you that he had cut himself with a kitctaife while slicing bread?

Hearne:Yes, sir. That is what he said.

Sir Wilfred: And were you told the same thing by the prisongifs?

Hearne:Yes, sir, but afterwards...

Sir Wilfred (interrupting him): Just a simple "yes", or "notegse. Did
the prisoner's wife show you a knife and tell ybatther husband had cut his
wrist when slicing bread?

Hearne:Yes sir.

Sir Wilfred (pointing to the knife lying on the table in froot him): |
will ask you to examine this knife, Inspector. (Buct clerk passes the knife to
the Chief Inspector.)

Sir Wilfred: Now, then, with such a knife as was displayed, tiighot
inflict a cut that would bleed profusely?

Inspector:Yes, sir, it might.

Sir Wilfred: Now, Inspector, you have stated that the bloodstainthe
prisoner's jacket were analysed, as was the blédddrs. French, and they
were both found to be of the same group, Group O.

Hearne:That is correct.

Sir Wilfred: However, if the prisoner's blood were also of thes
group, then the stains on his jacket might veryl Walve resulted from the
household accident he described to you?

Hearne:Yes.

Sir Wilfred: Did you examine the prisoner's blood, Inspector?

Hearne:No, sir.

Sir Wilfred (taking up a paper): | have here a certificateirggathat
Leonard Stephen Vole is a blood donor at the Nbotidon Hospital and that
his blood is Group 0.

(General excitement in the courtroom: the juroghsiith relief, Leo-
nard Vole leans back and smiles happily, the publhange impressions.)
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WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

trial n —cyneGHsIit porece

stand trial -6brts oK cymom  be on trial (for smth.)

try smb. for smthv — cyaurs, npegaBaTh Cyay KOro-i. 3a 4ro-J.
prisonem —noAcyuMablii

indictmentn —oGBUHUTENBHEIN aKT; 0OBUHEHHUE

indict v —npexbsiBIsITE 0OBUHEHHE

guilty (of) —BunOBHSI ( B)

plead (not) guilty (to smth.) rpusHaBats ceOs (HE)BUHOBHBIM B YEM-II.

find smb. (not) guilty of smth. pusHaBaTh KOro-i1. (He)BUHOBHBIM B YEM-JI.

blunta —rynoit
housekeepean —skonomka
draw up (a will, plan, etcy —cocrasnsars (3aBermanue, iad u T.1.)

object to smth., doing smtlV — Bo3paxats NpoTUB Yero-i., MPOTUB

TOTO, YTOOBI CIETATH UTO-II.
assailant —mogzanuTHBII
searchn —o6bick
fingerprintv —cHsTh OTIEYaTKH MajbLCB
fingerprintsn pl —orneyarku nanbues
robberyn —kpaxa, rpabex
commit a robbery -eoBepiuaTs rpadex
be consistent with eoBnanars ¢, cOOTBETCTBOBATE
burglar(essh —rpa6ures(auia), BOp-B3IOMIIHK
break inv — BaaMbiBaThCH, 3a1€3aTh B KBApTUPY, A0M (0 2pabumensx)
offer smth. as evidencempenbsBisaTs 4TO-J1. B KaUECTBE JOKA3aTEIbCTBA
exhibitn —BemecTBeHHOE NOKA3aTENBCTBO
cross-examination —epekpecTHBIi J10MpocC
Cross-examin@ —mojBepraTh MepeKpPeCTHOMY JOIPOCY
confine oneself t& —cTporo npuaepPKUBATHCS, OTPAHHIHBATHCS

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-

tences:

uneT 3acenanue cyaa; Jleomapa Credan Boyi, Bam npenbsBiseTcs 00-
BUHEHHE B TOM, 9UTO..., Ballla 3aJada pPEIINTh, MOCIEC TOTO KaK BBICIYIIAeTe
CBUJICTEIILCKUE TTOKA3aHUsI, BHHOBCH OH WJIM HE BHHOBEH; NPHUCSIKHBIN TOBe-
PEHHBIN, KOTOPBIN COCTAaBWIJI €€ MOCJeNHEe 3aBellaHue; 3acTan r-xy POpeHu
BPAcCIUIOX; ATO BEIIECTBEHHOE MI0KA3aTeIbCTBO; JaBaiiTe orpaHmumMmcs (Qax-
tamu; Jleonapa Credan Boyi sSBiIsleTcsl TOHOPOM U Y Hero rpyrma kposu “0”.
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2.Study the text carefully and answer these questions

What was the indictment? What did the judge measdying that the ju-

rors must try the case on the evidence alone?

Who appeared for the Prosecution?

Who were the Counsels for the Defence?

Who were witnesses for the Prosecution?

Who was the first to give evidence?

Why did Sir Wilfred object to Mr. Myers' questios @ whether the mur-

derer had taken Mrs. French by surprise?

Was the objection accepted or overruled?

Whose fingerprints did the police discover in MEench's drawing-

room?

9. Would they be justified in saying those fingerpsiprovided any clues?

10. Why did the police think there was something suspi about the state
the drawing-room was in?

11. Whose jacket did Chief Inspector Hearne produavidence?

12. For what purpose was the jacket handed to the dddny?

13. What supposition did Sir Wilfred come out with?

14. Why did Sir Wilfred ask the Chief Inspector and jhdge to examine the
knife he produced in evidence?

15. How did Leonard Vole account for the stains onj#uket cuffs?

16. What type of blood did Vole have?

17. How did the public react to Sir Wilfred's staten®eftould you say that
the sympathies of the public were with Vole?

ocogprwnd B

© N

3.
a) Give a summary of Scene 3
b) Retell Scene 3 as if you were one of those sittiilgthe courtroom.

4.Make up conversations:
a) between two people who were at the hearing of #ise;c
b) between Sir Wilfred and Brogan-Moore; they exchaimgpressions of
the first day of the trial.

Part 3

SCENE FOUR

(The third day of the Vole trial. Mr. Myers, the @wsel for the Prose-
cution, is going to call his surprise witness, Gtine Helm.)

Judge:Mr. Myers, does that conclude your case?
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Myers: No, my Lord. | now call the final witness for theogecution,
Christine Helm.

Usher: Christine Helm!

(Sir Wilfred and Brogan-Moore look at each otherbiewilderment.
Christine Vole, pale but calm, enters the courtrobooking straight in front
of her she goes to the witness-box.)

Christine (reading the oath): | swear by Almighty God thag twi-
dence | shall give shall be the truth, the whalghtrand nothing but the truth.

Sir Wilfred (addressing the judge): My Lord, | have the mosioses
objection to this witness being summoned by thesgeation, as she is the
wife of the prisoner Leonard Vole!

Myers: My Lord, | call my learned friend's attention tcetfact that |
summonedot Mrs. Vole, but Mrs. Helm. (To Christine): Yooname infact is
Christine Helm?

Christine: Yes, Christine Helm.

Myers: And you have been living as the wife of the prigobeonard
Vole?

Christine: Yes.

Myers: Are you actually his wife?

Christine: No, | went through a marriage ceremony with hinHiam-
burg, but | already had a husband. He is stillealiv

Vole: Christine! That's not true!

Sir Wilfred: My Lord, there is proof of the marriage between e
ness and the prisoner. Is there any proof of theafled previous marriage?

Myers: My Lord, the so-called previous marriage is in faetll-
documented. (Holding the marriage certificate, turi€ine): Mrs. Helm, is
this a certificate of marriage between yourself ané Otto Ludwig Helm?
The ceremony having taken place in Breslau on &tle af April, 19427

Christine: Yes, that is the paper of my marriage. (Myers pafise cer-
tificate to a clerk, who takes it to the judge.)

Judge:1 don't see any reason why this witness shouldeadajualified
to give evidence.

Myers: Mrs. Helm, are you willing to give evidence agaitts man
you've been calling your husband?

Christine: Yes.

Myers: You stated to the police that on the night that .Nfrench was
murdered Leonard Vole left the house at sevenythind returned at twenty-
five past nine. Did he in fact return at twentyefipast nine?

Christine:No, he returned at ten minutes past ten.

Vole: Christine, what are you saying? It's not true. Xoow it's not true?!

Usher: Silence!
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Judge:l must have silence!

Myers (to Christine): Leonard Vole returned, you sayfeat minutes
past ten. And what happened next?

Christine: He was breathing hard, very excited. He threw ddfdoat
and examined the sleeves. Then he told me to wesbuffs. They had blood
on them. | said: "Leonard, what have you done?"

Myers: And what did the prisoner say to that?

Christine:He said: "I've killed her".

Vole: Christine! Why are you lying? Why are you sayinggé things?!

Myers: Mrs. Helm, when the prisoner said: "I have killezt'h) did you
know to whom he referred?

Christine: It was that woman he had been going to see so.often

Myers: Now then, when questioned by the police you tothitthat the
prisoner returned at nine twenty-five?

Christine: Yes. Because Leonard asked me to say that.

Myers:But you change your story now. Why?

Christine: 1 cannot go on lying to save him! | said to theipolwhat he
wanted me to say because I'm grateful to him. Heiethme and brought me
to this country. What he has asked me to do I'vegd done, because | was
grateful.

Myers:It was not because he was your husband, and yed lovn?

Christine:1 never loved him.

Myers: It was gratitude to the prisoner then that prompted to give
him an alibi in your statement to the police?

Christine: That is it, exactly.

Myers:But now you think it was wrong to do so?

Christine: Because it is murder. That woman... she was a lkamld
fool. And he makes me an accomplice to the murdeahnot come into court
and swear that he was with me at the time wherad done. | cannot do it! |
cannot do it!!!

Myers: Then this is the truth that Leonard Vole returnledt thight at
ten minutes past ten, that he had blood on theresdeef his coat and that he
said to you: "I have killed her"?

Christine: That is the truth.

Myers: Thank you. (Now it is Sir Wilfred's turn to crossaenine the
witness.)

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Vole, or Mrs. Helm... which do you prefer t@ b
called?

Christine: It does not matter.

Sir Wilfred: Does it not? In this country we are inclined toetakrather
more serious view of marriage. However, Frau Hetmyould appear when
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you first met the prisoner in Hamburg you lied tonhabout your marital
state?

Christine:1 wanted to get out of Germany, so....

Sir Wilfred: You lied, did you not? Yes or no, please.

Christine: Yes.

Sir Wilfred: Thank you. And subsequently in arranging the mgeria
you lied to the authorities?

Christine:1 did not tell the truth to the authorities.

Sir Wilfred: You lied to them?

Christine: Yes.

Sir Wilfred: And in the ceremony of marriage itself, when yowsao
love and to honour and to cherish you husband, that was a lie?

Christine: Yes.

Sir Wilfred: And when the police questioned you about this poan,
who believed himself Sir Wilfred you married angédd him, you told them...

Christine:| told them what Leonard wanted me to say.

Sir Wilfred: And when you said that he had accidentally cutwrist,
again you lied?

Christine: Yes.

Sir Wilfred (with contempt): And now today you've told us a retary
entirely. The question is, Frau Helm, were you dythen or are you lying
now? Or are you not in fact a chronic and habitiasP!

SCENE FIVE

(In Sir Wilfred's study. Sir Wilfred is filled witldismay. The evidence
given by Christine Helm produced a great impressiorthe jurors. Though
they did not like her they believed her. Sir Witfrean hold out little hope to
his client. One question is still puzzling him —athmade Christine Vole tes-
tify against her husband? Suddenly his telephomgsriHe hears a woman's
voice. The woman offers to sell him Christine Vsltters to her lover. Sir
Wilfred meets the woman, buys the letters and &sito the Old Bailey.

The Old Bailey. In the courtroom everyone but Sitfiéd is in his seat.)

Judge: Since the Defense has called but one witness, risener, it
has the right to be heard last.

(Sir Wilfred enters the courtroom and hurries te $gat. From there he
addresses the Judge.)

Sir Wilfred: My Lord, | ask that the case for the Defense b@eeed,
and that a witness be recalled. Evidence of thet stasling nature has just
come into my possession.

Judge:Now what is this new evidence, Sir Wilfred?

Sir Wilfred: Letter, my Lord. Letters written by Christine Helm.
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(Brogan-Moore passes a batch of letters to tldgeuvho looks
through them and then returns them to Sir Wilfred.

Judge (to court clerk): Call Christine Helm.

Usher: Christine Helm!

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Helm, you appreciate you're still under oath?

Christine: Yes.

Sir Wilfred: Mrs. Helm, do you know a man named Max?

Christine:1 don't know what you mean.

Sir Wilfred: It's a simple question. Do you or do you not knoman
called Max?

Christine:Max? Certainly not.

Sir Wilfred: It's a fairly common name and yet you've never km@aw
man of the name of Max?

Christine: Oh, in Germany perhaps. But that was a long tinte ag

Sir Wilfred: | shall not ask you to go back that far, just a feeeks
to... (taking a paper from his pocket he pretendetd it)... October the 20th
last.

Christine (looking at the paper in Sir Wilfred's hand): Winave you
got there?

Sir Wilfred: A letter. | suggest that on October the 20th yootera
certain letter...

Christine:1 don't know what you are talking about.

Sir Wilfred: ...addressed to a man named Max.

Christine: 1 did nothing of the sort.

Sir Wilfred: The letter was but one of a series written to Hraesman.

Christine(emotionally): Lies! All lies!

Sir Wilfred: You would seem to have been on... well, | should sa
intimate terms with this man.

Vole(fervently protesting): How dare you say a thihg fihat! It isn't true!

Sir Wilfred: | am not concerned with the general trend of thigre:
spondence, only this one particular letter: "Mydveld Max, an extraordinary
thing has happened. | believe all our difficultreay be ended".

Christine: 1 will not stand here and listen to a pack of li€kese letters
are false ones. (Referring to the paper he is hgldi his hand): It isn't even
my letter paper!

Sir Wilfred: It isn't?

Christine:No! | write my letters on small blue paper with imitials on it!

(Sir Wilfred smiling triumphantly takes up the batof Christine's let-
ters from under the book and shows them to her.)

Sir Wilfred: Like this? Now, Mrs. Helm, you have been kind ertotm
identify your letter paper. Now if you like, | cdrave an expert to identify
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your handwriting.

Christine(stunned, in a hoarse voice): Damn you! Damn ydMikes
for the door but the usher gets hold of her. $isedewn on a chair sobbing):
Let me go! Let me get out of here!

Judge:Sir Wilfred, will you now read the letter in questi so that the
Jury may hear it.

Sir Wilfred: "My beloved Max, an extraordinary thing has happene
All our difficulties may soon be solved. Leonardsisspected of murdering the
old lady | told you about. His only hope of an alitepends on me. On me
alone! Suppose | testified that he was not at haitie me at the time of the
murder, that he came home with blood on his sleawesthat he even admit-
ted to me that he had killed her. Strange, ish'Hi¢ always said that he would
never let me leave him, but now, if this succedwswill be leaving me be-
cause they will take him away, forever. And | stulfree, and yours, my be-
loved. | count the hours until we are togethertiigine".

Judge:Mrs. Helm, will you go back to the witness-box.

(Christine goes back to the witness-box.)

Sir Wilfred: | now ask you again, Christine Helm, did you wiites letter?

Judge:Before answering, Mrs. Helm, | wish to warn youtttize law
regarding perjury in this country is very sever@uYhave already committed
perjury in this courtroom, | strongly advise you o add to your crime. But
if this letter has not been written by you, themvris the time to state this fact.

Christine(with tears in her eyes): | wrote the letter.

Sir Wilfred (to the judge): Then that, my Lord, is the casetf@ De-
fence.

SCENE SIX

(The jury brings in a verdict of not guilty. Leoda¥ole is released
everyone leaves the courtroom. Sir Wilfred is stitting in his place. He is
not satisfied. The case seems too neat, too tidyaliaogether too symmetrical.
He feels there is something wrong about it.

Christine Vole enters the courtroom. She has b#anked by the pub-
lic, and some policemen have rescued her. Sir @dland Christine Vole are
alone in the courtroom.)

Christine: I never thought you British could get so emotionahe
cially in a public place.

Sir Wilfred: | apologize for my compatriots.

Christine: You hate me, don't you? Like the people outsideat\th
wicked woman | am! And how brilliantly you exposete and saved Leo-
nard's life! The great Sir Wilfred Robart did itaag. Well, let me tell you
something. You didn't do it alone. You had help.
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Sir Wilfred: What are you driving at?

Christine: | am not driving at anything any more. Leonardreef and
we did it.

Sir Wilfred: We?

Christine: Remember? When | came to see you and you saichthat
Jury would believe an alibi given by a loving wifie@ matter how much she
swore her husband was innocent... That gave mieé¢le

Sir Wilfred: What idea?

Christine: The idea that | should be a witness not for my hadb but
for the prosecution. That | should swear Leonard gailty and that you
would expose me as a vicious liar, because only tneuld they believe Leo-
nard was innocent.

Sir Wilfred: And all those blue letters?

Christine: It was | who sold them to you. It took me hourswdte
them, to invent "Max". There never was a Max. Ttenever been anyone but
Leonard, only Leonard.

Sir Wilfred: My dear, could you not have trusted me? Worded wi¢h
truthfully, honorably? We would have won!

Christine:I could not run that risk. You see you thought fas\wnnocent.

Sir Wilfred: And you knew he was innocent, | understand.

Christine: No, Sir Wilfred, you do not understand at all. Eknhe was
guilty.

Sir Wilfred: That can't be true! No!!!

Christine: Listen to me once and for all! Leonard came honfeva
minutes past ten. He did have blood on his sleedesdid tell me he had
killed the woman. Only | could save him, and heagied with me...

Sir Wilfred: And you saved him. A murderer?

Christine: Again you don't understand. | love him. (Smilinguin-
phantly, Leonard comes in.)

Vole(to Sir Wilfred): | told you she was an actressdAngood one.

Christine:Leonard!

Vole | knew she was going to do something for me, butst fidn't
know what or how.

Christine (going up to Vole and embracing him, while he seeos
and reluctant): Leonard! Leonard!

Vole(to Sir Wilfred): Fooled you completely, didn't $he

Sir Wilfred: It was you, Vole, who fooled me! (Suddenly a girhs up
to Vole and they embrace.)

Diana: Len! Oh, Len... Len! Oh, Len, they've been tryingkeep me
away from you! I've been nearly crazy!!

Christine:Leonard, who is this girl?
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Diana: | am not this girl, | am his girl! Tell her, Len!dd're not his
wife, never have been. You're years older thansh&\ie've been going to-
gether for months and we're going away. Tell heryelf, Len.

Christine ¢igidly): Yes, Len. Tell me yourself.

Vole {gnoring her): All right, Diana, come along.

Christine: You can't, Leonard! Not after what I've done! | viidat you!

Vole: Don't be silly. | saved your life getting you odt@ermany, you
saved mine getting me out of this mess. So we'ea.dt/s all over now.

Christine (holding on to Vole): Don't, Leonard! Leonard! Dofeave
me! Don't! Don't Leonard! Don't!

Vole (shaking her off): Pull yourself together. Theglily try you for
perjury! Well, don't make it worse, or they'll typu as an accessory! (Pushes
her into a chair.)

Christine:l don't care! Let them! Let them try me for perjanyas an ac-
cessory or... (On the table she sees the knifewtaatexhibited as evidence in
the case) ...or better yet... Let them try me ligs! t(Snatches the knife, runs up
to Vole and thrusts it into his chest. Vole falsah. Diana goes into hysterics.)

Carter: What's happened?

A Voice:She's killed him.

Sir Wilfred: Killed him? She's executed him. (Mrs. Vole is ledhg by
two policemen)

Sir Wilfred (to Carter): Get Brogan-Moore to my chambers, dhthéet
you there too. We are appealing for the Defendkeririal of Christine Vole!

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

make forv —HamnpasisTbes B, K

havean objection to smth., doing so3paxars nporus uero-i. Syn. object to

SUMMONV —BBI3BIBATH, TPEOOBATH NIPUCYTCTBHS (6 cyoe)

be qualified to give evidencemmers npaBo qaBaTh MOKa3aHUs

accomplice to smtin —coydacTHHK pecTymieHus

hold out little hope e HagesTbCs Ha ycmex

reopen the cas- mpoaonKuTh CIOyIIaHue aena

recall a witness BHOBb BBI3BaTh CBUICTEINS

identify v —ycraHaBiaMBaTh TOXIECTBO, ONIO3HABATE

PEerjuryn — KIsaTBONPECTYIJIEHHUE, JKECBUIETEIBCTBO

commit perjury —mKecBHAETEILCTBOBAT, HAPYIIATE KIATBY

verdictn —npurosop (cyda npucschoix)

bring in a verdict of guilty (not guilty) ssiHocuTs npurosop "BUHOBEH"
aébruHoBEH")

releasev —ocBoboxknaTh (u3-n00 cmpasicu)
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What are you driving at? Yo Bbl 3TUM XOTHTE CKa3aTh?
run the risk of -frogBepraTecs pucky

plead with smby — ymouste Koro-.

reluctanta — HeoXOTHBIH, He KenarouUwii (coerams umo-i.)
We are even. Mpbl KBHTHI.

Pull yourself together. Bo3smu (1e) cebst B pyKH.
executev — ka3HUTh

EXERCISES

1. Find equivalents in the text for these word cotyinations and
sentences.

OHa HAINPaBISETCA K...; 3TO BEIb CBHICTEIBCTBO O Opake MeXIy BaMH
u Otro Jroasurom XeapMoM?; He BUKY OCHOBAHMH ISl TOTO, YTOOBI HE pas3-
PEIINTh 3TOW CBHICTEIBHUIIC IaBaTh MOKA3aHMA, odepens cipa Yunppuga
BECTH MEPEKPECTHEIH Tompoc; cap Yuidpum He MOKET 00emaTh CBOEMY KITH-
€HTY HUYETO yTENIUTEIHLHOTO; TPUCSIKHBIC BBIHOCAT MPUTOBOD "HEBUHOBEH';
s He MOTJIa PICKOBAaTh; M OH YMOJISUT MEHS, BO3BMH ce0s1 B PyKH, OHA Ka3HHJIA
ero.

2.Study the text carefully and answer the questions.
Who was the surprise witness for the Prosecution?
Why did Sir Wilfred object to Christine testifyiragainst her husband?
What made Sir Wilfred give in?
What was the evidence given by Christine?
Was the evidence given by Christine fatal for Lednéole? Why?
What made Christine tell the truth?
What was the effect of Christine's testimony onjthg?
Why did Christine not tell Leonard Vole she was nagt when the latter
proposed to her?
9. What was the effect of Christine's testimony onjtig and the public?
10. What kind of evidence came into Sir Wilfred's passen?
11. In what way did Sir Wilfred trap Christine? Did stadl for the trap?
12. What facts did the letter reveal?
13. Did Christine confess she had written the lettedicbshe go on denying it?
14. What was the verdict?
15. Why did Sir Wilfred feel dissatisfied with the c&W®hat was the ver-
dict?
16. How did the British impress Christine?
17. Why did Christine have the right to say that badthhem, Sir Wilfred and
she, had saved Vole?

NG ~WNE
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18. Why couldn't Christine run the risk of trusting Siilfred?
19. Why did Christine sacrifice herself for Vole's sake

20. Was Leonard Vole happy to see his wife?

21. Who was the girl that rushed into the room?

22. Why did Christine kill Vole?

23. What did Sir Wilfred mean by saying "She's executieal'?
24. What made Sir Wilfred change his plans and puhiftrip?

3.
a) Give a summary of Scenes 4, 5 and 6.
b) Talk of your impressions of the trial as if you wee Christine Vole
(Brogan-Moore, Sir Wilfred).

4. Make up conversations:
a) imagine you are a reporter and Sir Wilfred has @@iyou an interview
after the trial; act the interview;
b) between Mr. Myers and Sir Wilfred; discuss the apphing trial of
Christine Vole.

THE CLIENT
by John Grisham

Part 1

TWO DEPUTIES escorted him into the courtroom frorside door,
away from the main hallway where the curious were kndaviturk, but Slick
Moeller anticipated this litle maneuver and watthe all from behind a
newspaper just a few feet away.

Reggie followed her client and the deputies. Cliemaited outside. It
was almost a quarter after noon, and the junglweénile Court had quieted a
bit for lunch.

The courtroom was of a shape and design Mark haeerrszen on tele-
vision. It was so smalll And empty. There were eadthes or seats for specta-
tors. The judge sat behind an elevated structutedsam two flags with the
just behind him. Two tables were in the centerhef toom, facing the judge,
and one was already occupied, with men in darlsstih the judge's right was
a tiny table where an older woman was flipping tiglo a stack of papers,
very bored with it all, it seemed, until he entetkd room. A gorgeous young
lady sat steady with a stenographic machine diraatlfront of the judge's
bench. She wore a short skirt and her legs weractitig a lot of attention.
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She couldn't be older than sixteen, he thoughteafolflowed Reggie to their
table. A baliliff with a gun on his hip was the fimtor in the play.

Mark took his seat, very much aware that everyoas staring at him.
His two deputies left the room, and when the ddosed behind them the
judge picked up the file again and flipped throuigiThey had been waiting
on the juvenile and his lawyer, and now it was tiimeeveryone to wait for
the judge again. Rules of courtroom etiquette rhadbllowed.

Reggie pulled a single legal pad from her briefcase began writing
notes. She held a tissue in one hand, and dabbexybée with it. Mark stared
at the table, eyes still wet but determined to suelp and be tough through
this ordeal. People were watching.

Fink and Ord stared at the court reporter's l[&ps. skirt was halfway
between knee and hip. It was tight and seemedde spward just a fraction
of an inch every minute or so. The tripod holdireg hecording machine sat
firmly between her knees. In the coziness of Harcgurtroom, she was fewer
than ten feet away and the last thing they needesl avdistraction. But they
kept staring. There! It slipped upward another tgrasf an inch.

Baxter L. McLemore, a young attorney fresh from lashool, sat
nervously at the table with Mr. Fink and Mr. Orde M/as a lowly assistant
with the county Attorney General's office, andadhfallen to his lot to prose-
cute this day in Juvenile Court. This was certaimyy the glamorous end of
prosecution, but sitting next to George Ord waseqaithrill. He knew nothing
about the Sway case, and Mr. Ord had explainetiérhallway just minutes
earlier that Mr. Fink would handle the hearing. Mite court's permission, of
course. Baxter was expected to sit there and look, mnd keep his mouth
shut.

«ls the door locked? » the judge finally askedhi@ jeneral direction
of the bailiff.

«Yes sir. »

«Very well. | have reviewed the petition, and | a@ady to proceed.
For the record, | note the child is present alorith wounsel, and that the
child's mother, who is alleged to be his custogilent, was served with a
copy of the petition and a summons this morningweler, the child's mother
is not present in the courtroom, and this concenes » Harry paused for a
moment and seemed to read from the file.

Fink decided this was the appropriate time to distathimself in this
matter, and he stood slowly, buttoning his jaclketd addressed the court.
«Your Honor, if | may, for the record, I'm ThomamlE Assistant U. S. At-
torney for the Southern District of Louisiana. »

Harry's gaze slowly left the file and settled onkisiwho was standing
stiff-backed, very formal, frowning intelligentlyséne spoke, still fidding with
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the top button of his jacket.

Fink continued. «I am one of the petitioners irs tmatter and, if |
may, | would like to address the issue of the preseof the child's mother. »
Harry said nothing, just stared as if in disbeliBeggie couldn't help but
smile. She winked at Baxter McLemore.

Harry leaned forward, and rested on his elbows edrigued by these
great words of wisdom flowing from this gifted légaind.

Fink had found an audience. «Your Honor, it's oosifion, the posi-
tion of the petitioners, that this matter is ofature so urgent that this hearing
must take place immediately. The child is represeitty counsel, quite com-
petent counsel | might add, and none of the chi&tjal rights will be preju-
diced by the absence of his mother. From what waerstand, the mother's
presence is required by the bedside of her yoursmst and so, well, who
knows when she might be able to attend a hearingjust think it's impor-
tant, Your Honor, to proceed immediately with thearing. »

«You don't say? » Harry asked.

«Yes sir. This is our position. »

«Your position, Mr. Fink, » Harry said very slowand very loudly
with a pointed finger, «is in that chair right teePlease sit, and listen to me
very carefully, because | will only say this onéed if | have to say it again, |
will do so as they are putting the handcuffs on god taking you away for a
night in our splendid jail. »

Fink fell into his chair, mouth open, gaping inlzb§ef. Harry scowled
over his reading glasses and looked straight davithamas Fink. «Listen to
me, Mr. Fink. This is not some fancy courtroom ieWiNOrleans, and | am not
one of your federal judges. This is my little ptivaourtroom, and | make the
rules. Mr. Fink. Rule number one is that you spealy in my courtroom
when you are first spoken to by me. Rule numberisatbat you do not grace
His Honor with unsolicited speeches, comments, emarks. Rule number
three is that His Honor does not like to hear thiees of lawyers. His Honor
has been hearing these voices for twenty years,HasdHonor knows how
lawyers love to hear themselves talk. Rule number s that you do not
stand in my courtroom. You sit at that table ang &s little as possible. Do
you understand these rules, Mr. Fink? »

Fink stared blankly at Harry and tried to nod. panasn't finished.
«This is a tiny courtroom, Mr. Fink, designed bysel§f a long time ago for
private hearings. We can all see and hear each josteine, so just keep your
mouth shut and your butt in your seat, and wetllageng fine. »

Fink was still trying to nod. He gripped the arnfstlee chair, deter-
mined never to rise again. Behind him, McThune, ltheyer hater, barely
suppressed a smile.
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«Mr. McLemore, | understand Mr. Fink wants to hanthis case for
the prosecution. Is this agreeable? »

«Okay with me, Your Honor.» «I'll allow it. But tgnd keep him in his
seat. » Mark was terrified. He had hoped for a kgahtle old man with lots of
love and sympathy. Not this. He glanced at Mr. Fimkose neck was crimson
and whose breathing was loud and heavy, and hesafeibsorry for him.

«Ms. Love, » the judge said, suddenly very warm emchpassionate,
«l understand you may have an objection on belfiaifeochild. »

«Yes, Your Honor. » She leaned forward and spokiéetately in the
direction of the court reporter. «We have sevebjgctions we'd like to make
at this time, and | want them in the record. »

«Certainly, » Harry said, as if Reggie Love coulvé anything she
wanted. Fink sank lower and felt even dumber. Seahrfor impressing the
court with an initial burst of eloquence.

Reggie glanced at her notes.

«Your Honor, | request the transcript of these pealings be typed and
prepared as soon as possible to facilitate an emeygappeal if necessary. »

«So ordered. »

«| object to this hearing on several grounds. Finstdequate notice has
been given to the child, his mother, and to hisylwAbout three hours have
passed since the petition was served upon the'shidther, and thought |
have represented the child for three days now, erstyone involved has
known this, | was not notified of this hearing liseventy-five minutes ago.
This is unfair, absurd, and an abuse of discrdiipthe court. »

«When would you like to have the hearing, Ms. Lowd?arry asked.

«Today's Thursday, » she said. «What about Tuesd#yednesday of
next week? »

«That's fine. Say Tuesday at nine. » Harry lookeéFiak, who still
hadn't moved and was afraid to respond to this. e@irse, Ms. Love, the
child will remain in custody until then. ».

«The child does not belong in custody, Your Homor.

«But I've signed a custody order, and | will natige while we wait on
a hearing. Our laws, Ms. Love, provide for the inoiia¢e taking of alleged de-
linquents, and your client is being treated noedéhtly from others. Plus,
there are other considerations for Mark Sway, amdsure these will be dis-
cussed shortly. »

«Then | cannot agree on a continuance if my witha& in custody. »

«Very well, » His Honor said properly. «Let the oet reflect a con-
tinuance was offered by the court and declinechiychild. »

«And let the record also reflect the child declireaontinuance be-
cause the child does not wish to remain in the dilv®etention Center any
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longer than he has to. »

«So noted, » Harry said with a slight grin. «Plgaeeeed, Ms. Love.»

«We also object to this hearing because the chiidther is not present.
Due to extreme circumstances, her presence isogsitpe at this time, and keep
in mind, Your Honor, the poor woman was first rietif barely three hours ago.
The child here is eleven years old and deserveadsistance of his mother. As
you know, Your Honor, our laws strongly favor thegence of the parents in
these hearings, and to proceed without Mark's mathanfair. »

«When can Ms. Sway be available? »

«No one knows, Your Honor. She is literally confint® the hospital
room with her son who's suffering from post-traumatress. Her doctor al-
lows her out of the room only for minutes at a titecould be weeks before
she's available. »

«So0 you want to postpone this hearing indefinitely?

«All right. You've got it. Of course, the child Wwilemain in custody
pending the hearing. »

«The child does not belong in custody. The childl wiake himself
available any time the court wants. There's nothingpe gained by keeping
the child locked up until a hearing. »

«There are complicating factors in this case, Msze, and I'm not in-
clined to release this child before we have tharimg and it's determined how
much he knows. It's that simple. I'm afraid to aske him at this time. If | did
so, and if something happened to him, I'd carryghié to my grave. Do you
understand this, Ms. Love? »

She understood, though she wouldn't admit it. @fraid you're mak-
ing this decision based on facts not is evidence. »

«Maybe so. But | have wide discretion in these emaftand until | hear
the proof I'm not inclined to release him. »

«That'll look good on appeal, » she snapped, amdytdin't like it.

«Let the record reflect a continuance was offecethé child until his
mother could be present, and the continuance weedeé by the child. »

To which Reggie quickly responded, «And also let thcord reflect
the child declined the continuance because thel duks not wish to remain
in the Juvenile Detention Center any longer thahdseto. »

«So noted, Ms. Love. Please continue. »
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WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

anticipatev —npeaBuaeTs
bailiff n —cyne6GubIit mpucras
to be aware of -ecoznasatsb
butt —oxypok
flip v — crerka yaaputs, menkarsb
juvenile —HecoBepLUICHHOIETHHI
ordeal —cypoBoe ucnbiTanue, 60kui Cyn ( MCIBITAHWE BOJON M OIHEM B
CpeIHHUE BeKa)
distraction -orBneuenue
handlev — pykoBoauts; handle the hearingsectu aeno, ciymiats npouecc
petitionn — 3asBieHne
proceedv —mpecne0BaTh B CyIeGHOM TOPSIKE, BO30OOHOBISITE, IPECTYIUTH K
Jey.
record H1poTOKOJI, OCITYXKHOM CITMCOK
for to record —s mporoxosia
allegev —3asBuTh 0€3 NOKA3aTENBCTB, CCHUIATHCS
alleged delinquent sumo o6BHUHSIEMOE B MPECTYIUICHHE, MPEANONAraeMblii
NPECTYITHUK
allegation —sasiBnenue, uck
custody —comepkanue Mo CTPaKeH, orneka
custodial parent enekyx
custody order Hpukas Ha 3a1epiKaHIE
Servev —CiyKXHuTh, OTOBIBATE,BPYIATh
SuUMMON —floBecTKA B CY[I
CONCEernv —kacarbscsi, 0ECIIOKOUTHCS
prejudicev—npuMeHsTs Bpel, CTABUTH 0] COMHEHHUE
handcuffs -sapyunnku
jail — Troppma
gracev —ykpamiarhb
get along -enpaButhcs
on behalf of -or umenn
emergency appealafemamms 1o KpaiHei HeoOX0ANMOCTH
facilitate v —o6nuuars, coneiicTBOBaThL
ground —ocHOBaHHUE;
| object to this hearing on general groundspoTecTyio mpoOTHB 3TOrO MPO-
1iecca B MPHHITHIIC
abusev — ockopOHTE, 370yIOTPEOIATH
discretion —Bo6oxa
rescindv — oTMEHHTh, aHHYJIUPOBATH
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continuance —npoaoHKUTENBHOCTh, OTCPOUKA

pending the trial 8 Teuenue cyneOGHOroO HporEecca, CIyIIaHnus
declinev —orkasars

incline v — ckioHuThCS

be inclined to release6sITs CKIIOHHBIM OCBOOOIUTH

To base sth on facts (evidencejcHoBbiBaTbCs Ha (akTax

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for the following words, word combi-
nations and sentences.

CyA HUYCTO HEC BBIMT'PLIBACT €CJIN 6YILGT JACPIKaATh pe6eHKa OoJ1 3aMKOM;
BBHJIy UYPE3BBIYAHBIX OOCTOSTENLCTB, MYIpbIe U3PEUYCHUS, UCXOMISIINE OT
3TOT0 I'CHUAJIBHOTO HPUAMYCCKOTO yMa, I OBl XOTEJ CKa3aTh II0 ImoBOAy BO-
mpoca O MPUCYTCTBHU MaTepH peOCHKa, TOT/Aa MPH aleJUIAIUUd MBI OyleM B
BBITOZHOM ITOJIOKCHHH; HECTH OpeMs 10 TpoOOBOH TOUYKH; €My BBITIAI JKpe-
Ouit; mHTEpECHl peOCHKA MPEICTABICHB KOMIIETCHTHBIM IOPUCTOM,; 5 OBI XOTe-
Ja, 9T00bI UX (BO3paXkeHHsI) 3alPOTOKOJIMPOBAJIH; PEOEHOK JIOJDKEH OCTABATh-
Cd 1o apecToM 10 9 yacos quBepra; 3aKOHBI NOOLIPAOT MPUCYTCTBUC POJAU-
TeneH Ha CJ'IYIHaHI)e; YCTaBUTHCA Ha KOro-aubo?

2.Study the text carefully and answer the questions

What court was it?

Why was Mark escorted into the courtroom away ftbmhallway?

What was strange in the courtroom?

How many people were present at the hearing? What their duties?

Name them.

Why did Mr. Fink begin to speak?

What was the judge’s reaction on Fink’s speech?ddixpvhy.

What rules did the judge state?

How was Fink's mood and behavior changed with jislgerds?

What objections did Ms. Love have on behalf of ¢lemt?

0. What was the point of a little argument betweenjtitge and the child’s
counsel?

11. Why do laws favor the presence of parents in tharihg? Why was

Mark’s mother absent?
12. Why did the judge refuse to release the accused?

PoNPE

HOo~No O

3.
a) Give a summary of the 1st extract
b) Tell the extract as if you were one of those gitiimthe courtroom.
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4.Make up conversations:
a) between two people who were at the hearing otdse;
b) between Mr. Fink and Mr. Ord; Ms. Love and somefsom her staff.

Part 2

«The child moves this court to dismiss the petifited against him on
the grounds that the allegations are without memd the petition hasebn
filed in an effort to explore things the child migtnow. The petitioners, Fink
and Foltrigg, are using this hearing as a fishixgeelition for their desperate
criminal investigation. Their petition is a hopedemishmash of maybes and
what ifs, and filed under oath without the sligiitbit of the real truth.
They're desperate, Your Honor, and they're heretstgpin the dark hoping
they hit something. The petition should be disndsssnd we should all go
home. »

Harry glared down at Fink, and said, «I'm inclinedagree with her,
Mr. Fink. What about it?»

Fink had settled into his chair and watched witimfort as Reggie's
first two objections had been shot down by His Homtis 'breathing almost
returned to normal and his face had gone from @imt® pink, when sud-
denly the judge was agreeing with hel and startrigra.

Fink bolted to the edge of his chair, almost stbotl caught himself,
and started stuttering. «Well, uh, Your Honor, wh, can prove our allega-
tions if given the chance. We, uh, believe whatvweaid in the petition —»

«l certainly hope so, » Harry sneered.

«Yes sir, and we know that this child is impedimgigvestigation. Yes
sir, we are confident we can prove what we've alfegp «And if you can't? »
«Well, I, uh, we, feel sure that —»

«You realize, Mr. Fink, that if | hear the proof this case and find
you're playing games, | can hold you in contempid Aknowing Ms. Love the
way | do, I'm sure there will be retribution frohretchild. »

«We intend to file suit first thing in the morningour Honor, » Reggie
added helpfully. «Against both Mr. Fink and Roy tfigg. They're abusing
this court and the juvenile laws of the state ofiffessee. My staff is working
on the lawsuit right now. »

Her staff was sitting outside in the hallway eata¢nickers bar and
sipping a diet cola. But the threat sounded ominodlse courtroom.

Fink glanced at George Ord, his co-counsel, who sitimg next to
him making a list of things to do that afternoondaiothing on the list had
anything to do with Mark Sway or Roy Foltrigg. Gsdpervised twenty-eight
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lawyers working thousands of cases, and he just'tdichre about Barry
Muldanno and the body of Boyd Boyette. It wasn'his jurisdiction. Ord was
a busy man, too busy to waste valuable time plagofgr for Roy Foltrigg.

But Fink was no featherweight. He'd seen his sbamasty trials and
hostile judges and skeptical juries. He was rafjyduite nicely. «Your Honor,
the petition is much like an indictment. Its truthnnot be ascertained without
a hearing, and if we can get on with it we can prour allegations.»

Harry turned to Reggie. «lI'll take this motion tisrdiss under advise-
ment, and I'll hear the petitioners' proof. Ifatl§ short, then I'll grant the mo-
tion and we'll go from there.»

Reggie shrugged as if she expected this.

«Anything else, Ms. Love? »

«Not at this time. »

«Call your first witness, Mr. Fink, » Harry saidArd make it brief.
Get right to the point. If you waste time, I'll jpnin with both feet and speed
things along. »

«Yes sir. Sergeant Milo Hardy of the Memphis Polg®ur first wit-
ness. »

Mark had not moved during these preliminary skitraiss He wasn't sure

if Reggie had won them all, or lost them all, aoddome reason he didn't care.

There was something unfair about a system in wiltie kid was brought into
a courtroom and surrounded by lawyers arguing aiping at each other under
the scornful eye of a judge, the referee, and somédm the midst of this barrage
of laws and code sections and motions and legalth& kid was supposed to
know what was happening to him. It was hopelessfgiu

And so he just sat and stared at the floor nearcthet reporter. His
eyes were still wet and he couldn't make them digy

The courtroom was silent as Sergeant Hardy wasddtcHis Honor
relaxed in his chair and removed his reading gkssewant this on the re-
cord, » he said. He glared at Fink again. «Thia rivate and confidential
matter. This hearing is closed for a reason. | @dafyone to repeat any word
uttered in this room today, or to discuss any aspéthis proceeding. Now,
Mr. Fink, | realize you must report to the U. Stgkhey in New Orleans, and |
realize Mr. Foltrigg is a petitioner and has a titgthknow what happens here.
And when you talk to him, please explain that |\&ry upset by his absence.
He signed the petition, and he should be here.ay explain these proceed-
ings to him, and only to him. No one else. And woe to tell him to keep his
big mouth shut, do you understand, Mr. Fink? »

«Yes, Your Honor. »

«Will you explain to Mr. Foltrigg that if | get wihof any breach in the
confidentiality of these proceedings that | wikkig a contempt order and at-
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tempt to have him jailed? »

«Yes, Your Honor. »

He was suddenly staring at McThune aldO. Lewis. They were
seated immediately behind Fink and Ord.

«Mr. McThune and Mr. Lewis, you may now leave tlourgroom, »
Harry said abruptly. They grabbed the armrestheis feet hit the floor. Fink
turned and stared at them, then looked at the judge

«Uh, Your Honor, would it be possible for these tiggnen to remain
in the —»

«| told them to leave, Mr. Fink,» Harry said loudkif they're gonna
be witnesses, we'll call them later. If they're mithesses, they have no busi-
ness here and they can wait in the hall with tts¢ oé the herd. Now, move
along, gentlemen.»

McThune was practically jogging for the door, withhahe slightest
hint of wounded pride, bi. O. Lewis was pissed. He buttoned his jacket and
stared at His Honor, but only for a second. No loa@ ever won a staring con-
test with Harry Roosevelt, arid O. Lewis was not about to try. He strutted
for the door, which was already open as McThunéethshrough it.

Seconds later, Sergeant Hardy entered and sag iwithess chair. He
was in full uniform. He shifted his wide ass in thadded seat, and waited.
Fink was frozen, afraid to begin without being ttdddo so.

Judge Roosevelt rolled his chair to the end oftieach and peered
down at Hardy. Something had caught his attentimd, Hardy sat like a fat
toad on a stool until he realized His Honor was jjushes away.

«Why are you wearing the gun?» Harry asked.

Hardy looked up, startled, then jerked his healdisaright hip as if the
gun was a complete surprise to him also. He statré&das if the damned thing
had somehow stuck itself to his body.

«Well, | -»

«Are you on duty or off, Sergeant Flardy? »

«Well, off. »

«Then why are you wearing a uniform, and why in wegld are you
wearing a gun in my courtroom? »

Mark smiled for the first time in hours.

The bailiff had caught on and was rapidly approaghihe witness
stand as Hardy jerked at his belt and removed ttstdr. The bailiff carried it
away as if it were a murder weapon.

«Have you ever testified in court? » Harry asked.

Hardy smiled like a child and said, «Yes sir, mdmes. »

«You have? »

«Yes sir. Many times. »
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«And how many times have you testified while wegyour gun? »

«Sorry, Your Honor. »

Harry relaxed, looked at Fink, and waved at Hardyifat was now
permissible to get on with it. Fink had spent maoyrs in courtrooms during
the past twenty years, and took great pride ints skills. His record was
impressive. He was glib and smooth, quick on hés.fe

But he was slow on his ass, and this sitting whiterrogating a wit-
ness was such a radical way of finding truth. Haaast stood again, caught
himself again, and grabbed his legal pad. His fatisth was apparent.

«Would you state your name for the record? » hedh#ka short, rapid
burst.

«Sergeant Milo Hardy, Memphis Police Department. »

«And what is your address? »

Harry held up a hand to cut off Hardy. «Mr. Finkhywdo you need to
know where this man lives?»

Fink stared in disbelief. «I guess, Your Honas,jifst a routine question.»

«Do you know how much | hate routine questions, Mink?»

«I'm beginning to understand. »

«Routine questions lead us nowhere, Mr. Fink. Reutjuestions waste
hours and hours of valuable time. | do not wanhdar another routine ques-
tion. Please. »

«Yes, Your Honor. I'll try. »

«l know it's hard.»

Fink looked at Hardy and tried desperately to thafka brilliantly
original question. «Last Monday, Sergeant, were ¢gispatched to the scene
of a shooting? »

Harry held up his hand again, and Fink slumpedsrsbat. «Mr. Fink,
| don't know how you folks do things in New Orleabsit here in Memphis
we make our witnesses swear to tell the truth leefoey start testifying. It's
called, ‘Placing them under oath’. Does that sofamdiliar? »

Fink rubbed his temples and said, «Yes sir. Cduddwitness please be
sworn?»

The elderly woman at the desk suddenly came to3ifee sprang to her
feet and yelled at Hardy, who was less than fiftéeat away. «Raise your
right hand! »

Hardy did this, and was sworn to tell the truthe $&turned to her seat,
and to her nap.

«Now, Mr. Fink, you may proceed, » Harry said withnasty little
smile, very pleased that he'd caught Fink withgdsts down. He relaxed in
his massive seat, and listened intently to thedrgpiestion and answer routine
that followed.
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WORD AND WORD COMBINATIONS

dismissv —OTKIIOHSATE, IPEKpPAIaTh

place sb under oathmpusectu k npucsre

impendv — yrpoxars; The child is impending an investigatiome6enky rpo-
3UT pa30UpPaTEeTbCTBO

contempin —HeyBaKeHHE K Cy/y, OCKOpOJICHHE

hold in contempt -ape3upats

retributionn — Bozmesue

lawsuitn — uck

be in one’s jurisdiction 66Tk B ubeii-J1. KOMIIETEHIMH

indictmentn —o0BuHeHHE

have nothing to do with #e uMeThs HEYero oOIIEro, He MMETh HUKAKOIO OT-
HOIIICHUS C

motion —xoxaTaiicTBO

confidentadj — cexpeTHbrii

testify v —naBaTh nokasanus B cyje

interrogatev —ponpaniMBaTh

dispatchv —cnemnTs

swearv —KJsCcThCs

refereen —cynpu

be about -6b1TE 3aHATEIM YeM-THOO

barragen —notok pe3kux 3amedaHuit, KPUTUKH

skirmishn —cxBaTka, nepemnaika, CThIYKa

get on with smth s#enate ycrexu, ObITh B XOPOIIUX OTHOLIEHUSIX C KEM-JI.

EXERCISES

1. Find equivalents in the text for the following verd combinations
and sentences

KIIHYCb TOBOPUTH TOJIBKO npaBzLy; MPUBECTHU K l'IpI/ICSIFe; HUCK 6LIJ'I 110~
JaH C ICJIbIO pa3y3HaTb 4YTO HU3BECTHO pe6eHKy; 30BUTC CBOCTO IICPBOr0 CBU-
JCTCIA U 6YL[LT€ noxopoqe; Cyae6HLIfI MpUCTaB YHOCHUJI €TO0 KakK 6YILTO 9TO
6LIJ'IO opyauc y6PII7[CTBa; HU MaJIeiillero HaMeka Ha ,HOCTOBepHOCTL; €ro I10-
CJ'Iy>KH017[ CIIMCOK 6LIJ'I BIOCYATJIAIOIIUM,; €CIIU I TOJIBKO IMMOYYBCTBYIO, YTO 6LIJ'Ia
HapyHai€Ha CCKPETHOCTDb DTOT'O IPOIECCa, g IMOCTApParOCh 3aCaAUTh 3TOI0 Y€JI0-
BC€Ka B T}OpBMy; HUX UCK I3TO 663H8.Z[C)I(Ha$[ MCIIAHUHA « a YTO €CIIN» U <KMOXKET
OBITh....»; TIOHMaTh KOTO-JIMOO HA TIIYMOW OIJIONIHOCTH, 3aCTaTh B TIYIIOM
TI0JIOKCHU U, IIPOTOKOJBHBIC BOIIPOCHI TPATAT 6eCHeHHOC BpeM}I; HUKTO HHUKO-
raa HE BBII/II‘pLIBaJ'I; OHHU B OTHAasAHWH, Ballla 4Y€CTh, U MOITOMY IIBITAOTCA CHC-
JIaThb HEBO3MOXKHOC.
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2.Study the text carefully and answer these questions

1. Why did Fink relax?

2. What did the judge mean by “I'm inclined to agreghwher”? Explain
why he said this.

3. Why was Fink in hesitation answering the judge?

4. What mistakes did Fink make on interrogation?

5. What feeling and thoughts did Mark have during ¢hpeeliminary skir-
mishes?

6. What witness was Sergeant Milo Hardy?

7. Who did the judge make leave the courtroom? Whywanat did he cau-
tion them about?

8. Who did the judge favor? Why?

3.Read through the text again and decide weather thstatements
re true or false. Prove your point of view settinghe text.
Mark is being sued for impending an investigation.
Ms.Love's stuff is working on the lawsuit againsé tprosecution.
George Org, Mr.Fink’s supervisor, is ready to help.
Ms.Love objects to the petition because it wasffedgion.
Prosecuting party was happy to leave the courtroom.
It was allowed to wear a gun, while testifying, fizople on duty.
The judge was for strict observation of trial prdaee.

NoosrwNEY

4,
a) Give a summary of part 2.
b) Retell Part 2 as if you were Mr.Fink, the judge.

Part 3

Hardy spoke in a chatty voice, eager to help,dtillttle details. He de-
scribed the scene of the suicide, the positiorhefitody, the condition of the
car. There were photographs, if His Honor woule lik see them. His Honor
declined. They were completely irrelevant. Hardgdurced a typed transcript
of the 911 call made by Mark, and offered to plag tecording if His Honor
would like to hear it. No, His Honor said.

Then Hardy explained with great joy the capturgaming Mark in the
woods near the scene, and of their ensuing corti@nsain his car, at the
Sway trailer, en route to the hospital, and ovendr in the cafeteria. He de-
scribed his gut feelings that young Mark was ndinge the complete truth.
The kid's story was flimsy, and through skillfultérrogation with just the
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right touch of subtlety, he, Hardy, was able togak sorts of holes in it.

The lies were pathetic. The kid said he and hisherostumbled upon
the car and the dead body; that they did not hepiganshots; that they were
just a couple of kids playing in the woods, mindihgir own business, and
somehow they found this body. Of course, none ofiddastory was true, and
Hardy was quick to catch on.

With great detail, Hardy described the conditionMdrk's face, the
swollen eye and puffy lip, the blood around the thoKid said he'd been in a
fight at school. Another sad little lie.

After thirty minutes, Harry grew restless and Fiokk the hint. Reggie
had no cross-examination, and when Hardy stepp®ch éaod left the room
there was no doubt that Mark Sway was a liar whéédl to deceive the cops.
Things would get worse.

When His Honor had asked Reggie if she had anytigmssfor Ser-
geant Hardy, she simply said, «I've had no timerépare for this witness. »

McThune was called as the next witness. He gavendiis to tell the
truth and sat in the witness chair. Reggie slowhched into her briefcase and
withdrew a cassette tape. She held it casuallyirhand, and when McThune
glanced at her she tapped it softy on her legal Hactlosed his eyes.

She carefully placed the tape on the pad, and b&rgaimg its edges
with her pen.

Fink was quick, to the point, and by now fairly ptiat avoiding even
vaguely routine questions. It was a new experidacéim, this efficient use
of words, and the more he did it the more he liked

McThune was as dry as cornmeal. He explained tigefprints they
found all over the car, and on the gun and thdéqaihd on the rear bumper.
He speculated about the kinds and the garden laoekshowed Harry the
Virginia Slims cigarette butts found under the tride also showed Harry the
suicide note left behind by Clifford, and again gdnis thoughts about the ad-
ditional words added by a different pen. He showedry the Bic pen found
in the car, and said there was no doubt Mr. Cliffthad used this pen to
scrawl these words. He talked about the speck afdfound on Clifford's
hand. It wasn't Clifford's blood, but was of thengatype as Mark Sway's, who
just happened to have a busted lip and a coupM@ohds from the affair.

«You think Mr. Clifford struck the child at someipbduring all this?»
Harry asked.

| think so, Your Honor.»

McThune's thoughts and opinions and speculations wijectionable,
but Reggie kept quiet. She'd been through maniaxe hearings with Harry,
and she knew he would hear it all decide what t@be Objecting would do
no good.
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Harry asked how the FBI obtained a fingerprint friva child to match
those found in the car. McThune took a deep breatti,told about the Sprite
can at the hospital, but was quick to point out thay were not investigating
the child as a suspect when this happened, juatvaitness, and so therefore
they felt it was okay to lift the print. Harry diditike this at all, but said noth-
ing. McThune emphasized that if the child had baeractual suspect, they
would never have dreamed of stealing a print. Never

«Of course you wouldn't, » Harry said with enouglhcasm to make
McThune blush.

Fink walked him through the events of Tuesday thg after the sui-
cide, when young Mark hired a lawyer. They triecdgkrately to talk with
him, then to his lawyer, and things just deteriedat

McThune behaved himself and stuck to the factslefftehe room in a
quick dash for the door, and he left behind theemmble fact that young
Mark was quite a liar.

From time to time, Harry watched Mark during thstit®ony of Hardy
and McThune. The kid was impassive, hard to reatquupied with an in-
visible spot somewhere on the floor. He sat lowigiseat and ignored Reggie
for the most part. His eyes were wet, but he wascngng. He looked tired
and sad, and occasionally glanced at the witheshviis lies were empha-
sized, Harry had watched Reggie many times undesetitircumstances, and
she usually sat very close to her young clients whigpered to them as the
hearings progressed. She would pat them, squeekeattms, give reassur-
ances, lecture them if necessary. Normally, she iwa®nstant motion, pro-
tecting her clients from the harsh reality of aalegystem run by adults. But
not today. She glanced at her client occasionallif aiting for a signal, but
he ignored her.

«Call your next witness, » Harry said to Fink, whias resting on his
elbows, trying not to stand. He looked at Ord felphthen at His Honor.

«Well, Your Honor, this may sound a bit strange, lillike to testify
next.»

Harry ripped off his reading glasses and glare#iak. «You're con-
fused, Mr. Fink. You're the lawyer, not a witness.»

«l know that, sir, but I'm also the petitioner, ahénow this may be a
bit out of order, but | think my testimony could ineportant.»

«Thomas Fink, petitioner, lawyer, withess. You waiptay bailiff, Mr.
Fink? Maybe take down a bit of stenography? Perlvegar my robe for a
while? This is not a courtroom, Mr. Fink, it's aediter. Why don't you just
choose any role you like?»

Fink stared blankly at the bench without making egatact with His
Honor. «I can explain, sir», he said meekly.
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«You don't have to explain, Mr. Fink. I'm not blindou boys have
rushed in here half-ass prepared. Mr. Foltrigg khbe here, but he's not, and
now you need him. You figured you could throw tdgeta petition, bring in
some FBI brass, hook in Mr. Ord here, and I'd béngaressed I'd just roll
over and do anything you asked. Can I tell you ghimg, Mr. Fink?»

Fink nodded.

«I'm not impressed. I've seen better work at highosl mock trial
competitions. Half the first-year law students aeriphis State could kick
your butt, and the other half could kick Mr. Faitis. »

Fink was not agreeing, but he kept nodding for soeason. Ord slid
his chair a few inches away from Fink's.

«What about it, Ms. Love? » Harry asked.

«Your Honor, our rules of procedure and ethicscpriée clear. An at-
torney trying a case cannot participate in the samakas a witness. It's sim-
ple.» She sounded bored and frustrated, as if emerghould know this. «Mr.
Fink?»

Fink was regaining himself. «Your Honor, | woulkdito tell the court,
under oath, certain facts regarding Mr. Clifforaitions prior to the suicide. |
apologize for this request, but under the circuncsta it can not be helped. »

There was a knock on the door, and the bailiff egeit slightly.
Marcia entered carrying a plate covered with akthiast beef sandwich and a
tall plastic glass of ice tea. She sat it before Honor, who thanked her, and
she was gone.

It was almost one o'clock, and suddenly everyons starving. The
roast beef and horseradish and pickles, and tleeasaer of onion rings, emit-
ted an appetizing aroma that wafted around the rodineyes were on the
kaiser roll, and as Harry picked it up to take gédbite, he saw young Mark
Sway watching his every move. He stopped the saidimi mid-air, and no-
ticed that Fink and Ord, and Reggie, and even #iédfhwere staring in help-
less anticipation.

Harry placed the sandwich onto the place, anditstiml one side. «Mr.
Fink, » he said, jabbing a finger in Fink's direati «stay where you are. Do
you swear to tell the truth?»

«l do.»

«You'd better. You're now under oath. You have fiiautes to tell me
what's bugging you.»

«Yes, thank you, Your Honor.»

«You're so welcome.»

«You see, Jerome Clifford and | were in law schtoglether, and we
knew each other for many years. We had many cagesher, always on op-
posite sides, of course.»

42



«Of course.»
«After Barry Muldanno was indicted, the pressurgdreto mount and
Jerome began acting strange. Looking back, | thiekwvas slowly cracking

up, but at the time | didn't think much about iméan, you see, Jerome was

always a strange one. » «| see.»

«l was working on the case every day, many houtaya and | talked
to Jerome Clifford several times a week. We hadirpieary motions and
such, so | saw him in court occasionally. He lookedul. He gained a lot of
weight, and was drinking too much. He was always far meetings. Rarely
bathed. Often, he failed to return phone calls,cwhivas unusual for Jerome.
About a week before he died he called me at horeenayht, really drunk, and
rambled on for almost an hour. He was crazy. Thergalled me at the office
first thing the next morning and apologized butauldn't get off the phone.
He kept fishing around as if he was afraid he'd sa® much the night before.
At least twice he mentioned the Boyette body, abddame convinced Jerome
knew where it was. » Fink paused to allow thisitd 0, but Harry was wait-
ing impatiently.

«Well, he called me several times after that, Kagking about the
body. | led him on. | implied that he'd said tooahuvhen he was drunk. |
told him that we were considering an indictmentiastahim for obstruction of
justice.»

«Seems to be one of your favorites,» Harry saitydry

«Anyway, Jerome was drinking heavily and actincqaliie. | confessed
to him that the FBI was trailing him around thealpwhich was not alto-
gether true, but he seemed to believe it. He greny paranoid, and called me
several times a day. He'd get drunk and call needanhight. He wanted to talk
about the body, but was afraid to tell everythibgring our last phone con-
versation, | suggested that maybe we could cuih tfehe'd tell us where the
body was, then we'd help him bail out with no relgero conviction, nothing.
He was terrified of his client, and he never oneeied knowing where the
body was. »

«Your Honor,» Reggie interrupted, «this, of coursgure hearsay and
quite self-serving. There's no way to verify anyto$. »

«You don't believe me? » Fink snapped at her.

«No, | don't. »

«I'm not sure | do either, Mr. Fink, » Harry saidNor am | sure why
any of this has any relevance to this hearing. »

«My point, Your Honor, is that Jerome Clifford kneakout the body
and he was talking about it. Plus, he was crackmg»

«I'll say he cracked up, Mr. Fink. He put a gurhia mouth. Sounds
crazy to me. »
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Fink sort of hung in the air with his mouth opencertain if he should
say anything else.

«Any more witnesses, Mr. Fink? » Harry asked.

«No sir. We do, however, Your Honor, feel that, du¢he unusual cir-
cumstances of this case, the child should taksttoed and testify.

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

scene of suicide mecto camoybuiicTBa

capturen — 3axBaT, IOUMKa

pokev — nmuxatk, COBaTh, MPOTHIKATE, IIYPOBAThH
mind one’s own businesssanuMaTsCsa CBOUM IEI0M
deceivev —oOmaHyTh

legal pad -610kHOT

avoidv — m3berathb

speck of blood #HsaTHO KpOBU

stick v (to) —npugepxkuBaTHCS

obstruct the justice apensrcTBoBaTh IPaBOCYIUIO
bizarreadj — ctpannsrit

confessy — npusHaThCs

cut a deal pacTopruyTs CaeIKy

bail out —6pats Ha mopyku

hearsayn —cayx, monBa

verify v —ynocroBeputhCs, 3aCBUAETEILCTBOBATh
have relevance to #meTh OTHOIIIEHHE K

crack up —packosoTbcs (pacckasarh BCe)

bugv — noxcnymmuBate, BecTH TaitHOE HabMIOACHNME.
anticipation -oxunanue

be incarcerated 65ITh 3aKIIOYEHHBIM B TFOPHME

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for the following word combinations
and sentences.

HCIAJICKO OT MECTa NPECTYIJICHUA (HpOI/ICIHGCTBI/ISI); OH 6I)ICTp0 yTo4-
HUWJI, YTO OHU HC paCcCMaTpUBaAIOT pe6eHKa B KaUCCTBC NOA03PEBACMOTI0, TOJIb-
KO KaK CBUJECTEIIA, a 6y;[eT (S11(5] XY)KG; U TOJBKO 6nar0,uapsl ymMeiaomMy BeaC-
HUIO JIOTIpOCa €My yajoch, 3allOJHUTH BCE JIBIPHI B HCTOPHUU PEOCHKA; BpeMs
OT BPEMCHHM IOCMATpHBaJI Ha CBHUACTEIIA, KOTraa €ro JIOXKb ObLIa O4YCBUJIHA,
geM OOJIbIIIe OH 3TO JAeNiad, TeM OOJIbIIEe 3TO €My HPaBWJIOChH; IOPUCT, BEIY-
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WA JIEJI0 HE MOXET Y4acTBOBaTh B TOM JK€ CYIEOHOM TpoIlecce Kak CBHUJC-
TeJb; 3alIUIIATh KIMEHTOB OT CYpOBOW NEHCTBUTEIBHOCTH CyJNeOHON CHCTe-
MBI, PYKOBOJMMOH B3pPOCIBIMH; BO3PAXKCHUS HU K Y€MYy HE TIPHUBEIYT; S MPH-
3HAJICS €My, YTO 32 HUM CJEIAT €KEMUHYTHO, YTO He OBUIO MPaBIOi; BBUIY
HEOOBIYHBIX 00OCTOSATENLCTB B Jielie peOSHOK JOKEH OBITh BHI3BAH IIJISI CBUIC-
TEJIbCKHUX MOKa3aHUM.

2.Study the text carefully and answer the questions.
What general impression did everybody get out afdiMa testimony?
What happened at the scene of the suicide?
What was Mark’s participation in this story?
Who was the second to give evidence?
What new did Mc.Thune add to Hardy’s words?
Why didn’t Ms. Love cross-examine witnesses?
How did Mark behave?
Was Fink allowed to testify? Why? What was the poira little argu-
ment between the judge and Fink?
9. Was Fink’s testimony so valuable for the court? Y\id he add to the
witnesses’ information?
10. What do you think the judge’s reaction on the stestist will be?

ONoG~WNE

3.
a) Give a summary of extract 3
b) Talk of your impressions of the testimony as if yowere: Ms. Love,
Mr. Fink, one of the witnesses.

4.Make up conversations:
a) between Mr. Fink and Mr. Ord
b) between Ms. Love and her client.

Part 4

Harry ripped off the reading glasses again, andddaoward Fink. If
he could have reached him, be might have goneidandtk.

«You what! »

«We, uh, feel that —»

«Mr. Fink, have you studied the juvenile laws faistjurisdiction? »

«l have.»

«Great. Will you please tell us, sir, under whicde section the peti-
tioner has the right to force the child to testify?
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«l was merely stating our request. »

«That's great. Under which code section is thetipaér allowed to
make such a request? »

Fink dropped his head a few inches and found sangeitn his legal
pad to examine.

«This is not a kangaroo court, Mr. Fink. We do a@ate new rules as
we go. The child cannot be forced to testify, sas@ny other criminal or Ju-
venile Court proceeding. Surely you understand this

Fink studied the legal pad with great intensity.

«Ten-minute recess! » His Honor barked. «Everyameod the court-
room, except Ms. Love. Bailiff, take Mark to a wess room. » Harry was
standing as he growled these instructions.

Fink, afraid to stand but nonetheless trying, laésit for a split second
too long, and this upset the judge. «Out of here, lihk, » he said rudely,
pointing to the door.

Fink and Ord stumbled over each other as they aafoe the door.
The court reporter and clerk followed them. Thdithascorted Mark away,
and when he closed the door Harry unzipped his awtiethrew it on a table.
He took his lunch and sat it on the table beforgdire

«Shall we dine? » he said, tearing the sandwidtvinand placing half
of it on a napkin for her. He slid the onion rimgsxt to her legal pad. She took
one and nibbled around the edges.

«Are you going to allow the kid to testify? » h&ed with a mouth full
of roast beef.

«l don't know, Harry. What do you think? »

«l think Fink's a dumbass, that's what | think. »

Reggie took a small bite of the sandwich and wipedmouth.

«If you put him on, » Harry said, crunching, «Fihkk'sk him some
very pointed questions about what happened inahevith Clifford. »

«l know. That's what worries me. »

«How will the kid answer the questions? »

«l honestly don't know. I've advised him fully. \We'talked about it at
length. And | have no idea what he'll do. »

Harry took a deep breath, and realized the icewtasa still on the
bench. He took two paper cups from Fink's tabld, @oured them full of tea.

«It's obvious, Reggie, that he knows something. Wity he tell so
many lies »

«He's a kid, Harry. He was scared to death. Hedhemre than he
should have. He saw Clifford blow his brains otisdared him to death. Look
at his poor little brother. It was a terrible thitmg witness, and | think Mark
initially thought he might get in trouble. So hedi »
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«l don't really blame him, » Harry said, takingaon ring. Reggie bit
into a pickle.

«What are you thinking? » she asked.

He wiped his mouth, and thought about this forragltime. This child
was now his, one of Harry's Kids, and each decifiom now on would be
based on what was best for Mark Sway.

«If | can assume the child knows something vergvaht to the inves-
tigation in New Orleans? » then several things ifgppen. First, if you put
him on the stand and he gives the information Riakits, then this matter is
closed as far as my jurisdiction is concerned. Kidewalks out of here, but
he's in great danger. Second, if you put him orsthad, and he refuses to an-
swer Fink's questions, then | will be forced to m&km answer. If he refuses,
he'll be in contempt. He cannot remain silent ithlas crucial information. Ei-
ther way, if this hearing is concluded here todatheut satisfactory answers
by the child, I strongly suspect Mr. Foltrigg withove quickly. He'll get a
grand jury subpoena for Mark, and away you go to/Igleans. If he refuses
to talk to the grand jury, he'll certainly be heitdcontempt by the federal
judge, and | suspect he'll be incarcerated. »

Reggie nodded. She was in complete agreement. &b do we do,
Harry? »

«If the kid goes to New Orleans, | lose controhaoh. I'd rather keep
him here. If | were you, I'd put him on the stamdi @dvise him not to answer
the crucial questions. At least not for now. He edmays do it later. He can
do it tomorrow, or the next day. I'd advise himnithstand the pressure from
the judge, and keep his mouth shut, at least far. ie'll go back to our Juve-
nile Detention Center, which is probably much s#éfan anything in New Or-
leans. By doing this, you protect the child frore tkew Orleans thugs, who
scare even me, until the Feds can arrange somebdtigr. And you buy
yourself some time to see what Mr. Foltrigg will sioNew Orleans. » «You
think he's in great danger? »

Yes, and even if | didn't, | wouldn't take chandése spills his guts
now, he could get hurt. I'm not inclined to rele&s®m today, under any cir-
cumstances. »

«What if Mark refuses to talk and Foltrigg presehits with a grand
jury subpoena? »

«l won't allow him to go. »

Reggie's appetite was gone. She sipped her teatfremaper cup and
closed her eyes. «This is so unfair to this boyryHdHe deserves more from
the system. »

«| agree. I'm open to suggestions. »

«What if | don't put him on the stand? »

«I'm not going to release him, Reggie. At least toatay. Maybe to-
morrow. Maybe the next day. This is happening awfiast, and | suggest we
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take the safest route and see what happens in Niear@. »

«You didn't answer my question. What if | don't pirh on the stand?»

«Well, based on the proof I've heard, I'll havechoice but to find him
to be a delinquent, and I'll send him back to Dore&@f course, could reverse
myself tomorrow. Or the next day. »

«He's not a delinquent. »

«Maybe not. But if he knows something, and he esu® tell, then
he's obstructing justice. » There was a long patldew much does he know,
Reggie? If you tell me, I'll be in a better pogitim help him. »

«l can't tell you, Harry. It's privileged. »

«Of course it is, » he said with a smile. «But régher obvious he
knows plenty.»

«Yes, | guess it is.»

He leaned forward and touched her arm. «Listengopdear. Our little
pal is in a world of trouble. So let's get him ofiit. | say we take it one day at
a time, keep him in a safe place where we calktiws, and in the meantime
start talking to the Feds about their withess mtide program. If that falls
into place for the kid and his family, then he talhthese awful secrets and be
protected. »

«I'll talk to him.»

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

subpoena —BbI30B B cya

be incarcerated 651Tb 3aKIFOYCHHBIM B TIOPHMY

crucialadj — pemaroruii, pokoBoii; crucial questions perarorine BOOpoch
withstandv — Beiiepxath

pressurén — naBJjICHUE

Juvenile detention centerGU30 st nereit

thugn — y6uiiua, romosopes

brassn —ebiciunii BOCHHBIIH YHH, HAYATIBCTBO

spill v — pa3bonrars

gut —ieHHOE, CYLIECTBEHHAs 9acTh

find a delinquent -Hpu3HaTh BHHOBHBIM

paln —mapens, ToBapuIIy

recess) — yeauHEHHOE MECTO

getin (out of) trouble HonacTs B HEMPUATHOCTH, (M30ABUTHCS OT HEMPUATHOCTH)
blamev —o6BunsTH

be in (out of ) danger 65116 B (BHE) OnacHOCTH

deserver — 3aciyxuBath

routen — He3akOHHOE coOpaHue

reverse/ —u3MeHUTh KPYTO, JaTh 3aJHUI X0/, aHHYJIHPOBaTh
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EXERCISES

1.Study the text carefully and answer the questions.
What made the judge angry?
Why did not the judge want Mark to be put on trendf?
Why did Mark tell many lies?
What or who are the Feds?
What solution did Ms. Love and Harry find?
Did Reggie know what Mark hid? Prove your poinvigw?

ogakrwNnE

2.Choose what you consider to be the culminating scerof the trial
and act it out.

PETER TWO
by Irwin Shaw

Part 1

It was Saturday night and people were killing eattter by the hour on
the small screen. Policemen were shot in the liheuby, gangsters were
thrown off roofs, and an elderly lady was slowlyigomed for her pearls, and
her murderer brought to justice by a cigarette camypafter a long series of
discussions in the office of a private detectiveas®, unarmed actors leaped
at villains holding forty-fives, and ingenues wesaved from death by the
knife by the quick thinking of various handsome &aless young men.

Peter sat in the big chair in front of the scrdss, feet up over the arm,
eating grapes. His mother wasn't at home, so h¢hatseeds and all as he
stared critically at the violence before him. WHes mother was around the
fear of appendicitis hung in the air and she wataterefully to see that each
seed was neatly extracted and placed in an asftoay.if she were at home,
there would be irritated little lectures on the ligyaof television entertainment
for the young and quick-tempered fiddling with tiiials to find something
that was vaguely defined as educational. Alonejndbr awake at eleven
o'clock, Peter ground the seeds between his tegajbying the impolite noise
and the solitude and freedom of the empty houseinBuhe television com-
mercials Peter closed his eyes and imagined hinmsgling bottles at large
unshaven men with pistols and walking slowly upkdstairways toward the
door behind which everyone knew the Boss was wagitthe bulge of his
shoulder holster unmistakable under the cloth sffllannel jacket.

Peter was thirteen years old. In his class thene Wwree other boys
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with the same given name, and the history teackbg thought he was a
funny man, called them Peter One, Peter Two (naimgagrapes, seeds and
all), Peter Three, and Peter the Great. Peter tleatGvas, of course, the
smallest boy in the class. He weighed only sixtg-fpounds, and he wore
glasses, and in games he was always the last one ¢hosen. The class al-
ways laughed when the history teacher called oateiPthe Great" and Peter
Two laughed with them, but he didn’t think it wasawfully funny.

He had done something pretty good for Peter tha@tGveo weeks ago,
and now they were what you might call friends. thié Peters were what you
might call friends, on account of that comedianaohistory teacher. They
weren't real friends, but they had something togetlsomething the other
boys didn’t have. They didn't like it, but they hitdand it made them respon-
sible for each other. So two weeks ago, when Ch&laisdell, who weighed
a hundred and twenty, took Peter the Great's capcatss and started horsing
around with it, and Peter the Great looked as ifvs going to cry, he, Peter
Two, grabbed the cap and gave it back and facesdd&ih Of course, there
was a fight, and Peter thought it was going toHmethird defeat of the term,
but a wonderful thing happened. In the middle effight just when Peter was
hoping one of the teachers would show up (they shiewed up plenty of
times when you didn’'t need them), Blaisdell letaachone go. Peter ducked
and Blaisdell hit him on the top of the head anokbrhis arm. You could tell
right off he broke his arm, because he fell to gheund yelling, and his arm
just hung like a piece of string. Walters, the gigacher, finally showed up
and carried Blaisdell off, yelling all the time,caReter the Great came up and
said admiringly, "Boy, one thing you sure have doné, you sure have a hard
head."

Blaisdell was out of class two days, and he &l his arm in the sling
and every time he was excused from writing on thekboard because he had
a broken arm, Peter had a nice warm feeling alf.oReter the Great hung
around him all the time, doing things for him and/ing him sodas, because
Peter the Great's parents were divorced and gane dii the money he
wanted, to make up to him. And that was O.K.

But the best thing was the feeling he'd had simeefight. It was like
what the people on the television must feel atteyd gone into a room full
of enemies and come out with the girl or with ttegers or with the suspect,
leaving corpses and desolation behind them.

Blaisdell weighed one hundred and twenty poundsHaithadn’t stopped
Peter any more than the fact the spies all hadguws apiece ever stopped the
F.B.l. men on the screen. They saw what they hait and they went in and did
it, that was all. Peter couldn't phrase it for heifysout for the first time in his life
he had a conscious feeling of confidence and jnitiemself.
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"Let them come," he muttered obscurely, munchingpgrseeds and
watching the television set through narrowed eYjast let them come.”

He was going to be a dangerous man, he felt, whagrdw up, but one
to whom the weak and the unjustly hunted couldlgaten. He was sure he
was going to be six feet tall, because his fathes gix feet tall, and all his un-
cles, and that would help. But he would have toetlgy his arms. They were
just too thin. After all, you couldn’t depend onopée breaking their bones on
your head every time. He had been doing pushugs macning and night the
past month. He could only do five and a half gtretso far, but he was going
to keep at it, until he had arms like steel barsnd\like that could really mean
the difference between life and death later on,nmyeu had to dive under the
gun and disarm somebody. You had to have quickxe§, too, of course, and
be able to feint to one side with your eyes betbee crucial moment. And,
most important of all, no matter what the odds, yad to be fearless. One
moment of hesitation and it was a case for the oar8ut now, after the bat-
tle of Peter the Great's cap, he didn't worry abthatt part of it, the fearless
part. From now on, it would just be a questioneafinique.

Comedians began to appear all over the dial, lagghiith a lot of
teeth, and Peter went into the kitchen and gothemdiunch of grapes and two
tangerines from the refrigerator. He didn’t puttba light in the kitchen and it
was funny how mysterious a kitchen could be neainight when nobody
else was at home, and there was only the beanedfght from the open re-
frigerator, casting shadows from the milk bottlegoothe linoleum. Until re-
cently he hadn't liked the dark too much and heagdsturned on lights wher-
ever he went, but you had to practice being fesyjest like anything else.

He ate the two tangerines standing in the darkhénkitchen, just for
practice. He ate the seeds, too, to show his mottem he went back into the
living room, carrying the grapes.

The comedians were still on and still laughing.fldeled with the dial,
but they were wearing funny hats and laughing a&fithgy jokes about the in-
come tax on all the channels. If his mother hadrdde him promise to go to
sleep by ten o’clock, he’'d have turned off thea®d gone to bed. He decided
not to waste his time and got down on the floor bedan to do pushups, try-
ing to be sure to keep his knees straight. He pat® diour and slowing down
when he heard the scream. He stopped in the mafdiepushup and waited,
just to make sure. The scream came again. It wasman and it was real
loud. He looked up at the television set. There svasan there, talking about
floor wax, a man with a mustache and a lot of teatid it was a cinch he
wasn’t doing any screaming.
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The next time a scream came there was moaningadidg at the end
of it, and the sound of fists beating on the frdabr. Peter got up and turned
off the television, just to be sure the sounds ks tearing weren’'t somehow
being broadcast.

The beating on the door began again and a womanise vcried
"Please, please, please..." and there was no dbobt it any more.

Peter looked around him at the empty room. Thregtawere lit and
the room was nice and bright and the light waseotdld off the grapes and off
the glass of the picture of the boats on Cape GadHis Aunt Martha painted
the year she was up there. The television set sitodde corner, like a big
blind eye now that the light was out. The cushiohghe soft chair he had
been sitting in to watch the programs were pushezhd he knew his mother
would come and plump them out before she wentaepsland the whole room
looked like a place in which it was impossible aha woman screaming at
midnight and beating on the door with her fists getling "Please, please,
please..."

The woman at the door yelled, "Murder, murder, Heélling me" and
for the first time Peter was sorry his parents gadke out that night.

"Open the door," the woman yelled. "Please, plegsen the door."
You could tell she wasn’t saying please just tpbkte by now.

Peter looked nervously around him. The room, withita lights,
seemed strange, and there were shadows behindtaagryThen the woman
yelled again, just noise this time. Either a pergofiearless, Peter thought
coldly, or he isn't fearless. He started walkingvdly toward the front door.
There was a long mirror in the foyer and he gobadglook at himself. His
arms looked very thin.

The woman began hammering once more on the fromt dod Peter
looked at it closely. It was a big steel door, ibwvas shaking minutely, as if
somebody with a machine was working on it. Forfilst time he heard an-
other voice. It was a man’s voice, only it didndusnd quite like a man’s
voice. It sounded like an animal in a cave, growléamd deciding to do some-
thing unreasonable. In all the scenes of threat\émlénce on the television
set, Peter had never heard anything at all likelét.moved slowly toward the
door, feeling the way he had felt when he had tiherémembering how thin
his arms looked in the mirror, regretting that lael kdecided to be fearless.

"Oh, God!" the woman yelled. "Oh, God, don’t dd it!

Then there was some more hammering and the lowadisiound of the
beast in the cave that you never heard over tharmdr he threw the door open.
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WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

bring to justice -ipuBieus k cymy

in the line of duty -ipu ucronHeHNUn 003aHHOCTEH Ha TOCTY
be around -6s1TH HOMa

bulgen — Beimykmnocts

comediam —ryTHUK

recess) — nepemMena

horsev — ckakaThb TaIonoM, HOCUTHCS

face Blaisdell -emoTpeTs B nmI0 6€3 cTpaxa

let a hard one go kak nan emMy, Kak pa3MaxHyJIcs

hung around sb #ackaTbcs 3a KeM-HUOY b, XOAUTH IO TIATAM
make up to sb sanckuBaTh nepen KeM-11u60, MOIIH3BIBATHCS
do pushups emxumarscs

keep at -ymopHO 3aHUMAThCs Te-THO0

villain n —3noxei, veroasait

forty-fives — 45kanu6p

fiddle v — 6e3nenpHuyars, maratbes

defeatv — mo6exnathb

termn — cemectp, 4eTBEPTH

duckv — HpIpsiTh, IpHCECTD

yell v— kpryats npoH3UTENBEHO

hesitatiomn — comuenue, konedbanue

regretv — coxxanersb

EXERSISES

1.Find in the text English equivalents for the following and use

them in sentences of your own:

BKJIIOYHTH TEJICBHU30pP, CMOTPETH TECJICBU30p, NEpeaaBajid AOBOJBHO
XOPOIIYIO MPOrpaMMy; IIEPEBOIUTH Ha IPYTyI0 IporpaMmy (BEPTETH PEryiis-
TOp); peKIaMHBIe Tepeadun; Oblila OHA U Ta JKe Iepeaada o BCEM MporpaM-
MaM (KaHaJ‘IaM); BBIKJIFOYUTH TGHGBI/ISOp; OCTaBUTH CBET; BOIIUTH,; CJIOMAaTh py-
Ky; pyKa Ha MEepeBs3H; OCBOOOAUTH OT 4ero—inbo; He crudath KOJCHH; OBITh
6CCCTpaHIHLIM; MpoCTO paau HpaKTI/IKI/I; BOIIPpOC TEXHUKU, peBonLBep; HYJ'ISI;
LETUTHCS (B); YTPOKATh; 3aCTPEIUTb.

2. Answer the following questions using words and exgssions

from the text.
1. What was happening on the screen Peter was wafthing

2. How did Peter behave in his mother’'s absence? Wihhe behave the

53

way he did?

Why had Peter the Great become Peter’s friend?

What sort of man was Peter going to be when he gygwHow did he
practise being fearless?

What sounds did Peter hear in the middle of a pp@hWhat two voices
could he clearly distinguish?

3.Retell the following episodes from the story usinthe given words

and expressions.

a)

b)

o0k w

Describe television programsto kill each other; to be shot; thrown off
the roof; slowly poisoned; to be brought to justipeivate detective;
death by the knife; spy; two guns apiece; the FBhyto leave corpses
behind; television commercials; educational programomedians; all
over the dial; to fiddle with the dial; on all tlehannels; to turn on (off)
the set; to broadcast; there was a program ongscefthreat and vio-
lence on the television set

Describe the episode that gave Peter a conscidegling of confidence
and pride in himself: to weigh ... pounds; to wear glasses; to be the las
one to be chosen; to call out; so awfully funny;dim something pretty
good for; on account of; responsible for each gtherecess; as if he was
going to; to grab the cap; defeat; to show up;uokdto hit on the top of
the head; to fall to the ground yelling; to carfy; @dmiringly; you have
to admit; in the sling; to be excused from; to hamgund; divorced; to
make up to; a feeling of confidence; was goingdaldangerous man; six
feet tall; to develop his arms; to do pushups;defkat it; to dive under
the gun; to have quick reflexes; from now on; tagbise being fearless; in
the dark; just for practice.

4.Topics for discussion.
Discuss the television programmes Peter used tohvaatd their effect on
his mind.
Use the story as an illustration to the fact thetwgups — parents and
teachers — sometimes fail to understand the psggkiobf the children
they have got to bring up.
Speak on the peculiarities of a teenager.
Discuss the advantages and disadvantages of gésteh.
Tell a story in which a boy in his teens plays asiderable part.
Speak about a film the hero of which is a boy.
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Part 2

Mrs. Chalmers was there in the vestibule, on heeknfacing him, and
behind her Mr. Chalmers was standing, leaning agaie wall, with the door
to his own apartment open behind him. Mr. Chalnvesis making that funny
sound and he had a gun in his hand and he wasmpihat Mrs. Chalmers.

The vestibule was small and it had what Peter'sherotalled Early
American wall-paper and a brass lamp. There welhg the two doors open-
ing on the vestibule, and the Chalmers had a mabirt of theirs with"Wel-
come"written on it. The Chalmers were in their midttégtiand Peter's mother
always said about them, “One thing about our neaghty they are quiet.” She
also said that Mrs. Chalmers put a lot of moneyenback.

Mrs. Chalmers was kind of fat, and her hair wasedty blond and her
complexion was soft and pink and she always loasthough she had been
in the beauty parlor all afternoon. She always,sdity, you're getting to be a
big boy" to Peter when she met him in the elevatog soft voice, as though
she was just about to laugh. She must have saidifiyatimes by now. She
had a good, strong smell of perfume on her altithe, too.

Mr. Chalmers wore pince-nez glasses most of the &md he was get-
ting bald and he worked late at his office a goahynevenings of the week.
When he met Peter in the elevator he would sa'g, gitting colder," or "lt's
getting warmer," and that was all, so Peter hadpinion about him, except
that he looked like the principal of a school.

But now Mrs. Chalmers was on her knees in the velgtiand her dress
was torn and she was crying and there were blaelklkst on her cheeks and
she didn't look as though she'd just come frombéauty parlor. And Mr.
Chalmers wasn't wearing a jacket and he didn't és/gjlasses on and what
hair he had was mussed all over his head and héeammg against the Early
American wallpaper making this animal noise, anch&é a big, heavy pistol
in his hand and he was pointing it right at Mrsa(fers.

"Let me in," Mrs. Chalmers yelled, still on her kese "You've got to let
me in! He's going to kill me! Please."

"Mrs. Chalmers..." Peter began. His voice soundethaugh he were
trying to talk under water, and it was very harg#y the "s" at the end of her
name. He put out his hands uncertainly in frontiof, as though he expected
somebody to throw him something.

"Get inside, you!" Mr. Chalmers said.

Peter looked at Mr. Chalmers. He was only five fagay and without
his glasses he was squinting. Peter feinted witelies, or at least later in his
life he thought he had feinted with his eyes. Mhaliners didn't do anything.
He just stood there, with his pistol pointed, soowhit seemed to Peter, at
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both Mrs. Chalmers and himself at the same timee Féet was a long dis-
tance, a long, long distance.

"Good night," Peter said, and closed the door.

There was a single sob on the other side of the alod that was all.

Peter went in and put the uneaten grapes bacleinethigerator, turn-
ing on the light as he went into the kitchen araVieg it on when he went out.
Then he went back to the living room and got tleenst from the first bunch of
grapes and threw them into the fireplace, becattssrwise his mother would
notice and look for the seeds and not see thengimedhim four table-spoons
of milk of magnesia the next day.

Then, leaving the lights on in the living room,haligh he knew what
his mother would say about that when she got hdmaeyent into his room
and quickly got into bed. He waited for the souafishots. There were two or
three noises that might have been shots, but inithé was hard to tell.

He was still awake when his parents came home.ddedhhis mother's
voice, and he knew from the sound she was complambout the lights in the
living room and kitchen, but he pretended to besleg when she came into
his room to look at him. He didn't want to startwith his mother about the
Chalmers, because then she'd ask when it had heghped she would want to
know what he was doing up at twelve o'clock.

He kept listening for shots for a long time, anddw hot and damp
under the covers and then freezing cold. He heavdral sharp, ambiguous
noises in the quiet night, but nothing that youlddwe sure about; and after a
while he fell asleep.

In the morning, Peter got out of bed early, dresgedkly, and went si-
lently out of the apartment without waking his pase The vestibule looked
just the way it always did, with the brass lamp &nel flowered wall-paper
and the Chalmers doormat wittWelcome"on it. There were no bodies and no
blood. Sometimes when Mrs. Chalmers had been stgritiere waiting for
the elevator, you could smell her perfume for agltime after. But now there
was no smell of perfume, just the dusty apartmentsh usual smell. Peter
stared at the Chalmers' door nervously while wgifor the elevator to come
up, but it didn't open and no sound came from witiam, the man who ran
the elevator and who didn't like him, anyway, oglunted when Peter got
into the elevator, and Peter decided not to askarignquestions. He went out
into the chilly, bright Sunday-morning street, haipecting to see the morgue
wagon in front of the door, or at least two or thprowl cars. But there was
only a sleepy woman in slacks airing a boxer angha with his collar turned
up hurrying up from the corner with the newspapsder his arm.

Peter went across the street and looked up tottiefboor, at the win-
dows of the Chalmers' apartment. The Venetian blingre pulled shut in
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every room and all the windows were closed.

A policeman walked down the other side of the strieeavy, blue and
purposeful, and for a moment Peter felt close tesir But the policeman con-
tinued on toward the avenue and turned the conme:rdésappeared and Peter
said to himself: ‘They never know anything’.

He walked up and down the street, first on one, diten on the wait-
ing, although it was hard to know what he was wgitfor. He saw a hand
come out through the blinds in his parents’ roard alam the window shut,
and he knew he ought to get upstairs quickly wigoad excuse for being out,
but he couldn’t face them this morning, and he wWdolent an excuse later.
Maybe he would even say he had gone to the musaltinough he doubted
that his mother would swallow that. Some excus¢er.a

Then, after he had been patrolling the street limost two hours, and
just as he was coming up to the entrance of hillingi the door opened and
Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers came out. He had on his pimeeand a dark-gray
hat, and Mrs. Chalmers had on her fur coat andléhat with feathers on it.
Mr. Chalmers was holding the door open politelytar wife, and she looked,
as she came out the door, as though she lookesheasame out the door, as
though she had just come from the beauty parlor.

It was too late to turn back or avoid them, ancePpist stood still, five
feet from the entrance.

“Good morning,” Mr. Chalmers said as he took higelgiarm and they
started walking past Peter.

“Good morning, Peter,” said Mrs. Chalmers in heft soice, smiling
at him. “Isn’t a nice day today?”

“Good morning,” Peter said and he was surprisetlitteame out and
sounded good morning.

The Chalmers walked down the street toward Madikeenue, two
married people, arm in arm, going to church ordtehfor Sunday breakfast.
Peter watched them, ashamed. He was ashamed ofCkiatmers for looking
the way she did the night before, down on her knaed yelling like that and
being so afraid. He was ashamed of Mrs. Chalmersofiking the way she
did the night before, down on her knees, and yellike that and being so
afraid. He was ashamed of Mrs. Chalmers for makiiggnoise that was not
like the noise of a human being, and for threagnashoot Mrs. Chalmers
and not doing it. And he was ashamed for himsethbee he had been fear-
less when he opened the door, but had not beeledsarhen he opened the
door, with Mr. Chalmers five feet away with the gtite was ashamed of him-
self for not taking Mrs. Chalmers into his apartip@shamed because he was
not lying now with a bullet in his heart. But masftall he was ashamed be-
cause they all had said good morning to each athdrthe Chalmers were
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walking quietly together, arm in arm, in the winglynlight, toward Madison
Avenue.

It was nearly eleven o’clock when Peter got bacthemapartment, but
his parents had gone back to sleep. There wasty gaod program on at 11,
about counterspies in Asia, and he turned it onraatically, while eating an
orange. It was pretty exciting, but then there wasart in which an Oriental
held a ticking bomb in his hand in a roomful of Aicans, and Peter could
tell what was coming. The hero, who was fearlesswho came from Cali-
fornia, was beginning to feint with his eyes, amdeP reached over and turned
the set off. It closed down with a shivering, cpfing pattern. Blinking a lit-
tle, Peter watched the blind screen for a moment.

Ah, he thought in sudden, permanent disbeliefy dfte night in which
he had faced the incomprehensible, shameless, wedmgwown-up world and
had failed to disarm it, ah, they can have thaitt'sHor kids.

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

lean against — 0610KOTHTECS

pointV — HanpaBJIsATh, YKa3bIBATE

put a lot of money on her backepatutscs na onexay
beauty parlor -eanon kpacoTsr

the principal of the school mipextop wkoss!
sobv — peinath

start inv —3aBouTh pasroBop

pretendv — mpeTBOpUTHCs

swallowV — moBepuTh; MPOTJIOTHTH

avoidVv — yKIOHHTBCS

threatenv —yrpoxats

air V — IpoBETPHUTH, BBIBECTH TIPOTYJISTH

EXERCISES

1.Describe the Chalmers before, after and during thenight inci-
dent using the given words and expressions:

a scream came; the sound of fists beating (hamgjedn the front
door; to yell; a man's voice; like an animal (bg&sta cave; to growl; unrea-
sonable; on her knees; to lean against; to pogura(at); kind of fat; a pretty
blond; soft and pink complexion; beauty parlor;tsebice; was about to
laugh; strong smell of perfume; to wear pince-nesggs; to be getting bald;
would say; torn dress; black streaks; hair mus#ieavar his head; heavy pis-
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tol; to point at; get inside; to have on (a fur ta@ared hat with feathers); to
hold open; to start walking past; arm in arm.

2.Describe Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers. Imagine what happead before
and after the scene in the vestibule.

3.
a) Give a summary of the story.
b) Retell the text as if you were Peter, one of the @hmers.

4.Make up conversations:
a) between Peter and one of his friends; they disthagsstrange night.
b) between Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers; in the morning afterincident.

ONE DOLLAR'S WORTH
by O Henry

The judge of the United States court of the distiimg along the Rio
Grande border found the following letter one mognim his mail:

JUDGE:

When you sent me up for four years you made a tatkong other
hard things, you called me a rattlesnake. Maybm bae — anyhow, you hear
me rattling now. One year after | got to the peg,daughter died of — well,
they said it was poverty and the disgrace togetlfeu've got a daughter,
Judge, and I'm going to make you know how it feéel®se one. And I'm go-
ing to bite that district attorney that spoke agaime. I'm free now, and |
guess I've turned to rattlesnake all right. | fided one. | don't say much, but
this is my rattle. Look out when | strike.

Yours respectfully,

RATTLESNAKE.

Judge Derwent threw the letter carelessly asideal nothing new to
receive such epistles from desperate men whom tebkan called upon to
judge. He felt no alarm. Later on he showed theeddb Littlefield, the young
district attorney, for Littlefield's name was indked in the threat, and the
judge was punctilious in matters between himsetf lais fellow men.

Littlefield honoured the rattle of the writer, e fas it concerned him-
self, with a smile of contempt; but he frownedttdiover the reference to the
Judge's daughter, for he and Nancy Derwent webe tmarried in the fall.

Littlefield went to the clerk of the court and |ask over the records
with him. They decided that the letter might haeei sent by Mexico Sam, a
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half-breed border desperado who had been impristorechanslaughter four
years before. Then official duties crowded the erafitom his mind, and the
rattle of the revengeful serpent was forgotten.

Court was in session at Brownsville. Most of theesato be tried were
charges of smuggling, counterfeiting, post-offioblyeries, and violations of
Federal laws along the border. One case was thatyofing Mexican, Rafael
Ortiz, who had been rounded up by a clever depuatsshal in the act of pass-
ing a counterfeit silver dollar. He had been susgkof many such deviations
from rectitude, but this was the first time thatydning provable had been
fixed upon him. Ortiz languished cozily in jail, sking brown cigarettes and
waiting for trial. Kilpatrick, the deputy, broughthe counterfeit dollar and
handed it to the district attorney in his officethre courthouse. The deputy
and a reputable druggist were prepared to sweaQta paid for a bottle of
medicine with it. The coin was a poor counterfgitft, dull-looking, and made
principally of lead. It was the day before the niognon which the docket
would reach the case of Ortiz, and the districtratty was preparing himself
for trial.

"Not much need of having in high-priced expertsptove the coin's
queer, is there, Kil?" smiled Littlefield, as heuthped the dollar down upon
the table, where it fell with no more ring than Wwbhave come from a lump
of putty.

"l guess the Greaser's as good as behind the Isaid,the deputy, eas-
ing up his holsters. "You've got him dead. If idhaeen just one time, these
Mexicans can't tell good money from bad; but thiel yaller rascal belongs
to a gang of counterfeiters, | know. This is thetftime I've been able to catch
him doing the trick. He's got a girl down theretliem Mexican jacals on the
river bank. | seen her one day when | was watching She's as pretty as a
red heifer in a flower bed."

Littlefield shoved the counterfeit dollar into lpecket, and slipped his
memoranda of the case into an envelope. Just theiglat, winsome face, as
frank and jolly as a boy's, appeared in the doorveayd in walked Nancy
Derwent.

"Oh, Bob, didn't court adjourn at twelve today umdimorrow?" she
asked of Littlefield.

"It did," said the district attorney, "and I'm veglad of it. I've got a lot
of rulings to look up, ang-"

"Now, that's just like you. | wonder you and fatben't turn to law books
or rulings or something! | want you to take me plover-shooting this afternoon.
Long Prairie is just alive with them. Don't say ptease! | want to try my new
twelve-bore hammerless. I've sent to the liverpletéo engage Fly and Bess for
the buckboard; they stand fire so nicely. | wae su would go."
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They were to be married in the fall. The glamousahits height. The
plovers won the day — or, rather, the afternoorver ¢the calf-bound authori-
ties. Littlefield began to put his papers away.

There was a knock at the door. Kilpatrick answeted\ beautiful,
dark-eyed girl with a skin tinged with the faintéstnon color walked into the
room. A black shawl was thrown over her head andngloonce around her
neck.

She began to talk in Spanish, a voluble, mourrtfelasn of melancholy
music. Littlefield did not understand Spanish. Tdeputy did, and he trans-
lated her talk by portions, at intervals holdinghip hand to check the flow of
her words.

"She came to see you, Mr. Littlefield. Her namegalTreveas. She
wants to see you about well, she's mixed up wish Rafael Ortiz. She's his —
she's his girl. She says he's innocent. She saysnslde the money and got
him to pass it. Don't you believe her, Mr. Littidfi. That's the way with these
Mexican girls; they'll lie, steal, or kill for alfew when they get stuck on him.
Never trust a woman that's in love!"

"Mr. Kilpatrick!"

Nancy Derwent's indignant exclamation caused thputyeto flounder
for a moment in attempting to explain that he hadgooted his own senti-
ments, and then he event on with the translation:

"She says she's willing to take his place in tlieifigou'll let him out.
She says she was down sick with the fever, andidbtor said she'd die if she
didn't have medicine. That's why he passed thedeliar on the drug store. She
says it saved her life. This Rafael seems to béatweey, all right; there's a lot of
stuff in her talk about love and such things tlat gon't want to hear."

It was an old story to the district attorney.

"Tell her," said he, "that | can do nothing. These&aomes up in the
morning, and he will have to make his fight beftive court.”

Nancy Derwent was not so hardened. She was lookitly sympa-
thetic interest at Joya Trexs and at Littlefield alternately. The deputy re-
peated the district attorney's words to the ginke Spoke a sentence or two in a
low voice, pulled her shawl closely about her faargg left the room.

"What did she say then?" asked the district atiprne

"Nothing special,” said the deputy. "She saidthé life of the one' —
let's see how it went — 'Si la vida de ella a quieamas — if the life of the girl
you love is ever in danger, remember Rafael Ortiz.'

Kilpatrick strolled out through the corridor in tldérection of the mar-
shal's office.

"Can't you do anything for them, Bob?" asked Narit}s such a little
thing — just one counterfeit dollar — to ruin theppiness of two lives! She was
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in danger of death, and he did it to save her. Boése law know the feeling
of pity?"

"It hasn't a place in jurisprudence, Nan," saidléfield, "especially in
re the district attorney's duty. I'll promise ydat the prosecution will not be
vindictive; but the man is as good as convictedmtie case is called. Wit-
nesses will swear to his passing the bad dollachvhihave in my pocket at
this moment as 'Exhibit A.' There are no Mexicanghe jury, and it will vote
Mr. Greaser guilty without leaving the box."

The plover-shooting was fine that afternoon, andhi excitement of
the sport the case of Rafael and the grief of Juogaicas was forgotten. The
district attorney and Nancy Derwent drove out fréme town three miles
along a smooth, grassy road, and then struck aerosling prairie toward a
heavy line of timber on Piedra Creek. Beyond théek lay Long Prairie, the
favorite haunt of the plover. As they were neatimg creek they heard the gal-
loping of a horse to their right, and saw a marhbifack hair and a swarthy
face riding toward the woods at a tangent, as Hdmk come up behind them.

"I've seen that fellow somewhere," said Littlefieleho had a memory
for faces, "but | can't exactly place him. Somectanan, | suppose, taking a
short cut home."

They spent an hour on Long Prairie, shooting frdva buckboard.
Nancy Derwent, an active, outdoor Western girl, plassed with her twelve-
bore. She had bagged within two brace of her coiopanscore.

They started homeward at a gentle trot. When withimundred yards
of Piedra Creek a man rode out of the timber diygotvard them.

"It looks like the man we saw coming over," remarkéiss Derwent.

As the distance between them lessened, the disttiztney suddenly
pulled up his team sharply, with his eyes fixeduplte advancing horseman.
That individual had drawn a Winchester from itsikdzzrd on his saddle and
thrown it over his arm.

"Now | know you, Mexico Sam!" muttered Littlefielsb himself. "It
was you who shook your rattles in that gentle &plst

Mexico Sam did not leave things long in doubt. td h nice eye in all
matters relating to firearms, so when he was wigonod rifle range, but out-
side of danger from No. 8 shot, he threw up his dhaster and opened fire
upon the occupants of the buckboard.

The first shot cracked the back of the seat withantwo-inch space be-
tween the shoulders of Littlefield and Miss Derwehbhe next went through
the dashboard and Littlefield's trouser leg.

The district attorney hustled Nancy out of the thazed to the ground.
She was a little pale, but asked no questions.h@bethe frontier instinct that
accepts conditions in an emergency without supauuargument. They kept

62



their guns in hand, and Littlefield hastily gattets®me handfuls of cartridges
from the pasteboard box on the seat and crowden ithi® his pockets

"Keep behind the horses, Nan," he commanded. "fetlatv is a ruf-
fian | sent to prison once. He's trying to get ev¥da knows our shot won't
hurt him at that distance."

"All right, Bob," said Nancy steadily. "I'm not afd. But you come
close, too. Whoa, Bess; stand still, now!"

She stroked Bess's mane. Littlefield stood withdua ready, praying
that the desperado would come within range.

But Mexico Sam was playing his vendetta along $afss. He was a
bird of different feather from the plover. His acaie¢ eye drew an imaginary
line of circumference around the area of danganflirdshot, and upon this
line lie rode. His horse wheeled to the right, aschis victims rounded to the
safe side of their equine breastwork he sent athedugh the district attor-
ney's hat. Once he miscalculated in making a détaod overstepped Ms
margin. Littlefield's gun flashed, and Mexico Samcked his head to the
harmless patter of the shot. A few of them sturgy Horse, which pranced
promptly back to the safety line.

The desperado fired again. A little cry came froanbly Derwent. Lit-
tlefield whirled, with blazing eyes, and saw thedd trickling down her
cheek.

"I'm not hurt, Bob — only a splinter struck mehink he hit one of the
wheel-spokes."

"Lord!" groaned Littlefield. "If | only had a chaegof buckshot!"

The ruffian got his horse still, and took carefuhaFly gave a snort
and fell in the harness, struck in the neck. Besg; disabused of the idea that
plover were being fired at, broke her traces adbgad wildly away — Mexi-
can Sam sent a ball neatly through the fullnessiafcy Derwent's shooting
jacket.

"Lie down — lie down!" snapped Littlefield. "close the horse — flat on
the ground — so." He almost threw her upon thesgaaminst the back of the
recumbent Fly. Oddly enough, at that moment thedwaf the Mexican girl
returned to his mind:

"If the life of the girl you love is ever in dangeemember Rafael
Ortiz."

Littlefield uttered an exclamation.

"Open fire on him, Nan, across the horse's back. & fast as you can!
You can't hurt him, but keep him dodging shot fae aninute while 1 try to
work a little scheme."

Nancy gave a quick glance at Littlefield, and saw hake out his
pocket-knife and open it. Then she turned her fagabey orders, keeping up
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a rapid fire at the enemy.

Mexico Sam waited patiently until this innocuousifiade ceased. He
had plenty of time, and he did not care to risk¢hance of a birdshot in his
eye when could be avoided by a little caution. Idieol his heavy Stetson low
down over his face until the shots ceased.

Then he drew a little nearer, and fired with carafm at what he could
see of his victims above the fallen horse. Neittfehem moved. He urged his
horse a few steps nearer. He saw the districtregiyorise to one knee and de-
liberately level his shotgun. He pulled his hat doand awaited the harmless
rattle of the tiny pellets.

The shotgun blazed with a heavy report. Mexico Séghed, turned
limp all over, and slowly fell from his horse — aadl rattlesnake.

At ten o'clock the next morning court opened, ahd tase of the
United States versus Rafael Ortiz was called. Tik&xict attorney, with his
arm in a sling, rose and addressed the court.

"May it please your honour," he said, "l desireetder a nolle prosequi
in this case. Even though the defendant shouldubiy gthere is not sufficient
evidence in the hands of the government to seca@nwiction. The piece of
counterfeit coin upon the identity of which the eagas built is not now avail-
able as evidence. | ask, therefore, that the castricken off."

At the noon recess Kilpatrick strolled into thetdid attorney's office.

"I've just been down to take a squint at old Mex&m," said the dep-
uty. "They've got him laid out. Old Mexico was aigh outfit, | reckon. The
boys was wonderin' down there what you shot hinhw&ome said it must
have been nails. | never see a gun carry anythimgatke holes like he had."

"I shot him," said the district attorney, "with Bkht A of your counter-
feiting case. Lucky thing for me — and somebody elsthat it was as bad
money as it was! It sliced up into slugs very nicebay, Kil, can't you go
down to the jacals and find where that Mexican {irts? Miss Derwent
wants to know."

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

rattlesnaken — rpemyuast 3mest

rattlev — rpemiars

penn — nomereHue AJIst apECTOBAHHBIX MPH MONHUIICHCKOM y4acTKe
district attorney -expy:xHoit mpoxypop

epistlesn — nocnanus

alarmn — tpeBora

punctiliousad] — nyHkTyaabHbIH
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contempin —ope3penue

frown v — xMmypuTh OpoBH, OBITH HEJOBOJIBHBIM YEM-JI.
half-breed meruc

desperado — romosopes

manslaughten — wenpexympinuieHHOE YOUHCTBO

revengeful serpent mcTurensHas 3mes

charges of smuggling e6BuHeHus B KoHTpabaHae
counterfeiting o iensiBanue

round upv — npoBecTH 00JIaBY

deputy marshal — moMouIHIK HaYaIbHHKA MOJHLECHCKOTO y4acTKa
deviation from rectitude eTxionenue oT 3aKoHa

languishv — TomuThCsI, H3HBIBATH

leadn — ceunen

docketn — peectp cyneGHBIX el

queer —¢aapIIuBOCTh

a lump of putty «ycok okoHHO# 3aMa3Ku

as good as ¢axTHUecKu, BCE PaBHO YTO

holstern — koGypa

tell good money from bad etnuyath anbuiMBbie JEHBIH OT HACTOSIINX
yaller n — crene. xymnuk

rascaln — MomeHHUK

do the trick -o6manyTh

jacal —ucnawnck. xwxuHa, nadyra

heifern —renka (sl)

chovev — pase. cosatb

memorandan — 3arucu

adjournv — oOBABHTE MEPEPHIB

take smb plover-shootingreBe3Ty KOro-J1. MOCTPENATH PIKAHOK
boren - kanuGp

hammerless 6eckypkoBsiii, 6e3yaapHsiii (Opyx.)

livery stable -nathas koHromHs

engage for the buckboardsampsas sxunax

calf-bound authorities asropuTteTHbIC KHUTH B TIEPEILIETE U3 TEMSUbEH KOKH
skin tinged with the faintest lemon coloukeska ¢ HeXXHEHIINM TUMOHHBIM
OTTECHKOM

voluble, mournful stream peuuncrslii, cCKopOHBII TOTOK

get stuck on smb BiroOUTBECS B KOTO-J1.

flounder for a moment #emHoro 3amyrarscs

Misquotev —HeBepHO NPOLUTHPOBATH

alternatelyadv— nonepemento

stroll v — nporynusarbcs
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in re —B gene, 1o geny
vindictive adj — kapaTenbHbIi
timbern — muensIit nec

creekn —peka

hauntn — y6esxue

swarthyadj — cmyrisiit

at a tangent so xacarenbHOI
short cut «parkwuii myTh

bagv — yourts nuus

bracen — mapa guuun

trot n —psich

teamn —ynpsokka

scabbara — HOXHBI

saddlen — cemno

rangen — 10csAraeMocThb
dashboarah — kpsut0 SKHUMIAKA
hustle outv — BEITONIKHYTE
superfluousadj — u3nuIHKUN, HEHYKHBIH
hastilyadv- nocnenrno
handfuln — npuropruss
cartridgen — narpon
pasteboard box kapronHas kopoGka
ruffian n — 6anaur

get even -€BecTH CYETHI

manen — rpusa

vendettan — kpoBHas MeCTh
circumference — okpy>KHOCTb
equinead] — nomaauHbIH

ball n — myns

duck one’s head waruyTh rosoy
pattern — ctyk, XJI0mok

prancev — cTaHOBUTHCS Ha JBIOBI
splintern — ockonok
wheel-spoken — crinia koneca
buckshotn — kpymnnas 1po6s
dive a snort sIpkHYTH
harness — ynpsoks
recumbentdj — nexarnuii
utterv —u3maTe, IpOU3HECTH
dodgev — yBepThIBATHCS, YKIOHATHCS
innocuousadj — 6e300HIHbIIH
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fusilladen — crpens6a

cease/ — mpeKpaniarh; OCTaHABINBATE; IPHOCTAHABIHBATH

pelletsn — npoGunku

turn limp all over -Hayats MeIEHHO TIEPEIBUTATHCS

sling n — moaBecka I pyKu

nolle prosequi -zam. npexpaiueHre NPOU3BOACTBA Jejia, OTKA3 HCTIA OT
NPEIBSBICHHOTO UM UCKa MJIH YaCTH €ro

recess — nepephiB B 3aCeIaHUH

take a squint B3rusiHyTH

slugn —oyns (HenpaBuIbHON GOpPMBI)

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-

tences:

[OMaCTh B TIOJIUIIMIO;, YMEPETh OT OCAHOCTH W OCCUECTHS; OKPYKHOMN
MPOKYPOP; MPEBPATUTHCS B TPEMYUYIO 3MCI0; HC YYBCTBOBATH TPEBOTH; IIyHK-
TyaJbHBIN B J€JaX, KaCaroIIUXCs €ro0 CaMOoro M €ro OJIM3KKX; OBITh HEIOBOJIb-
HBIM, YTO YIIOMSHYTa JOYb CY/AbU; COOMPATHCS MOKCHUTHCS OCCHBIO; 3aKITIO-
YCH B TIOPbMY 3a YOWICTBO; 32 BBIIOJHCHUEM JOJKHOCTHBIX 00S3aHHOCTEH,
JIeN0 3a0bLTOCh; MCTUTEIIbHAS 3Mes; 0OBUHCHHS B KOHTpabaHIe; ero moao3pe-
BaJIM BO MHOTHX HapYIICHHUIX 3aKOHA; (haNbIIUBBIN J0JUIap; MOYTCHHBINA (ap-
MAIICBT; B PeecTpe CYACOHBIX el cienyrmuM Obuio aeno Oprtusa; oH, dak-
THYECKH, YK€ 33 PELICTKOH, OTIIMYMTh HACTOSIIUE NCHBIH OT (PabIINBBIX;
Oannma (HampbIIMBOMOHETYHKOB; CYA OOBSIBIII IEPEPHIB B paboTe; IIaib 00BH-
BaJla e¢ IICH0; IOJHUMas PYKY, OCTAHABIMBAJ [TOTOK CJIOB; OHM COJTYT, YKpa-
IyT WU YOBIOT IS JIIOOUMOTO TIapHS; HEMHOTO 3aIyTajcCs, MBITasCh 00BsIC-
HHUTh, YTO HEBEPHO BBIPA3HMJI CBOC MHEHHE, €My IPHUICTCS OTBEYATD MEPE. Cy-
JIOM; HaXOIUThCS B CMEPTEIbHON OMACHOCTH; CPEAM HPUCSIKHBIX HET MEKCH-
KaHIIEB; €XaTh JIOMOW KpaTyalIMM IyTeM; OHA yOwia JUYd Ha JBE Mapbl
0oJbIIe, YeM e¢ CIIyTHHK; 3TO ThI TPEMEIl CBOMMU 3MCHHBIMH KOJIBLIAMH B TOM
HE)KHOM TIOCJIaHWH; HAXOJUTHCS HA PACCTOSIHAM BBICTPEIIA; COTJIAMIATHCS CO
BCEMH YCJIOBUSIMH B CIIy4asX ONMACHOCTH O3 JUIIHUX CIIOPOB; AOCTaBaJl HpPH-
TOPILIHYU MATPOHOB M HAOWBAT MMM KapMaHbI; OJHAXKIBI OH IPOCYUTAJICS, JC-
Jasi KPIOK, M 3acTynui 3a ['0CIOXKy TpaHb, BECTU CTPENbOy Mo Bpary; 0e3-
OOHMIHBINA CTYK KPOIIEYHBIX APOOMHOK; AeN0, Bo30yx)aeHHoe CoeqnHEHHBIMU
[tatamu npotus Padasns Optuza; st 3as8Bi1s110 00 OTKa3e WCTIA OT UCKA.

2.Study the text carefully and answer the questions.

1. What did the letter say, that Judge Derwent foumlis mail?
2. Why did he show the letter to Littlefield?

67

3. What did Littlefield find about the author of thettier?

4. What kind of cases did the district attorney deigh@

5. Who was the accused at the trial Littlefield waspgaring for?

6. What made the deputy believe that Ortiz was as geduehind the bars?
7. How was Nancy Derwent planning to spend the aftamneith her fiancé?
8. Why did Joya Trevicas come to see Littlefield?

9. Did her explanations affect the district attorngyRy?

10. Who did Littlefield and Nancy see while driving tawls Long Prairie?
11. How lucky plover-shooters were they?

12. What happened when they started homeward?

13. How close did Mexico Sam approach them?

14. How did Littlefield try to hide Nancy from Mexicoa®’s shooting?

15. What happened to their horses?

16. Whose words came to Littlefield’s mind?

17. How did Littlefield manage to kill Mexico Sam?

18. Why was the case of Ortiz stricken off the next miog?

19. Why did Nancy want to find Joya Trevicas?

3.Retell the story as it would be told by Joya Trevias (Rafael
Ortiz, Nancy Derwent).

4.Make up conversations:
a) between Rafael Ortiz, the druggist and the deptygn Ortiz paid for
medicine with a counterfeit dollar;
b) between Nancy Derwent and Joya Trevicas, whenrttetyafter Ortiz
had been released.

THE COP AND THE ANTHEM
by O Henry

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved uneaathen wild
geese honk high of nights, and when women witheats&in coats grow kind
to their husbands, and when Soapy moves uneasihisohench in the park,
you may know that winter is near at hand.

A dead leaf fell in Soapy's lap. That was Jack tsa@sard. Jack is kind
to the regular denizens of Madison Square, andsdiai warning of his an-
nual call. At the corners of four streets he hahidspasteboard to the North
Wind, footman of the mansion of All Outdoors, sattthe inhabitants thereof
may make ready.

Soapy's mind became cognisant of the fact thatithe had come for
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him to resolve himself into a singular CommitteeVdys and Means to pro-
vide against the coming rigour. And therefore heveub uneasily on his
bench.

The hibernatorial ambitions of Soapy were not & kighest. In them
there were no considerations of Mediterranean esuisf soporific Southern
skies drifting in the Vesuvian Bay. Three monthstioa Island was what his
soul craved. Three months of assured board andb&dongenial company,
safe from Boreas and bluecoats, seemed to Soamsemce of things desir-
able.

For years the hospitable Blackwell's had been liigewquarters. Just
as his more fortunate fellow New Yorkers had boutetr tickets to Palm
Beach and the Riviera each winter, so Soapy haderhaslhumble arrange-
ments for his annual hegira to the Island. And ilogvtime was come. On the
previous night three Sabbath newspapers, distdbbéneath his coat, about
his ankles and over his lap, had failed to reptitgecold as he slept on his
bench near the spurting fountain in the ancienasgjuSo the Island loomed
big and timely in Soapy's mind. He scorned the igions made in the name
of charity for the city's dependents. In Soapy'miop the Law was more be-
nign than Philanthropy. There was an endless radndstitutions, municipal
and eleemosynary, on which he might set out andivedodging and food
accordant with the simple life. But to one of Sdagyroud spirit the gifts of
charity are encumbered. If not in coin you must jpalgumiliation of spirit for
every benefit received at the hands of philanthrémyCaesar had his Brutus,
every bed of charity must have its toll of a bathery loaf of bread its com-
pensation of a private and personal inquisition.eVéfore it is better to be a
guest of the law, which though conducted by rute®s not meddle unduly
with a gentleman's private affairs.

Soapy, having decided to go to the Island, at a®teabout accom-
plishing his desire. There were many easy waysoofgithis. The pleasantest
was to dine luxuriously at some expensive restaueand then, after declaring
insolvency, be handed over quietly and without aptto a policeman. An ac-
commodating magistrate would do the rest.

Soapy left his bench and strolled out of the sqaae across the level
sea of asphalt, where Broadway and Fifth Avenuw fiogether. Up Broad-
way he turned, and halted at a glittering cafe, ret@re gathered together
nightly the choicest products of the grape, tHensikm and the protoplasm.

Soapy had confidence in himself from the lowesttdrutof his vest
upward. He was shaven, and his coat was decertiamgat black, ready-tied
four-in-hand had been presented to him by a ladgimnary on Thanksgiving
Day. If he could reach a table in the restaurasuspected success would be
his. The portion of him that would show above thielé would raise no doubt
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in the waiter's mind. A roasted mallard duck, tHau§oapy, would be about
the thing — with a bottle of Chablis, and then Carbert, a demitasse and a
cigar. One dollar for the cigar would be enoughe Total would not be so

high as to call forth any supreme manifestationeeenge from the cafe man-
agement; and yet the meat would leave him filledl laappy for the journey to

his winter refuge.

But as Soapy set foot inside the restaurant demh#ad waiter's eye
fell upon his frayed trousers and decadent shogen¢ and ready hands
turned him about and conveyed him in silence araiehto the sidewalk and
averted the ignoble fate of the menaced mallard.

Soapy turned off Broadway. It seemed that his rooitdhe coveted is-
land was not to be an epicurean one. Some otherivagtering limbo must
be thought of.

At a corner of Sixth Avenue electric lights and eungly displayed
wares behind plate-glass made a shop window camspic Soapy took a
cobblestone and dashed it through the glass. Peaple running around the
corner, a policeman in the lead. Soapy stood stith his hands in his pock-
ets, and smiled at the sight of brass buttons.

"Where's the man that done that?" inquired theceffexcitedly.

"Don't you figure out that | might have had somethto do with it?"
said Soapy, not without sarcasm, but friendly, r@s greets good fortune.

The policeman's mind refused to accept Soapy evanctue. Men who
smash windows do not remain to parley with the daminions. They take to
their heels. The policeman saw a man half way ddvenblock running to
catch a car. With drawn club he joined in the pitrsgoapy, with disgust in
his heart, loafed along, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a restaofamd great preten-
sions. It catered to large appetites and modesiepuits crockery and atmos-
phere were thick; its soup and napery thin. Ints ptace Soapy took his accu-
sive shoes and telltale trousers without challedgea table he sat and con-
sumed beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts and pie.tAex to the waiter be be-
trayed the fact that the minutest coin and himselfe strangers.

"Now, get busy and call a cop," said Soapy. "And'tlkeep a gentle-
man waiting."

"No cop for youse," said the waiter, with a voides|butter cakes and
an eye like the cherry in a Manhattan cocktail. yHeon!"

Neatly upon his left ear on the callous pavement tvaiters pitched
Soapy. He arose, joint by joint, as a carpentefs opens, and beat the dust
from his clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy dream. [§land seemed very far
away. A policeman who stood before a drug store deors away laughed
and walked down the street.
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Five blocks Soapy traveled before his courage pgerchihim to woo
capture again. This time the opportunity presemtkdt he fatuously termed to
himself a "cinch." A young woman of a modest anebping guise was stand-
ing before a show window gazing with sprightly net&t at its display of shav-
ing mugs and inkstands, and two yards from the auind large policeman of
severe demeanour leaned against a water plug.

It was Soapy's design to assume the role of thpickdde and exe-
crated "masher.” The refined and elegant appearahdgs victim and the
contiguity of the conscientious cop encouraged tdrbelieve that he would
soon feel the pleasant official clutch upon his #inat would insure his winter
quarters on the right little, tight little isle.

Soapy straightened the lady missionary's readyntizdedragged his
shrinking cuffs into the open, set his hat at #riglcant and sidled toward the
young woman. He made eyes at her, was taken witldesu coughs and
"hems," smiled, smirked and went brazenly througg impudent and con-
temptible litany of the "masher.” With half an e$eapy saw that the police-
man was watching him fixedly. The young woman moseay a few steps,
and again bestowed her absorbed attention uposhthéng mugs. Soapy fol-
lowed, boldly stepping to her side, raised hisamat said:

"Ah there, Bedelia! Don't you want to come and playny yard?"

The policeman was still looking. The persecutedngpwoman had but
to beckon a finger and Soapy would be practicailyaite for his insular haven.
Already he imagined he could feel the cozy warnftlthe station-house. The
young woman faced him and, stretching out a haaujlet Soapy's coat sleeve.

Sure, Mike," she said joyfully, "if you'll blow m#® a pail of suds. I'd
have spoke to you sooner, but the cop was watc¢hing.

With the young woman playing the clinging ivy tc lwak Soapy walked
past the policeman overcome with gloom. He seernechdd to liberty.

At the next corner he shook off his companion ard He halted in the
district where by night are found the lightest stse hearts, vows and librettos.

Women in furs and men in greatcoats moved gaithéwintry air. A
sudden fear seized Soapy that some dreadful emobahthad rendered him
immune to arrest. The thought brought a little ahig upon it, and when he
came upon another policeman lounging grandly imtfrof a transplendent
theatre he caught at the immediate straw of "detyadconduct."

On the sidewalk Soapy began to yell drunken gilsheai the top of his
harsh voice. He danced, howled, raved and othedigterbed the welkin.

The policeman twirled his club, turned his baclstmpy and remarked
to a citizen.

"This is one of them Yale lads celebratin' the ggoegg they give to
the Hartford College. Noisy; but no harm. We'vernstions to lave them be."
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Disconsolate, Soapy ceased his unavailing racketuldVnever a po-
liceman lay hands on him? In his fancy the Islageihsed an unattainable Ar-
cadia. He buttoned his thin coat against the dgjlivind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man lighdirggar at a swing-
ing light. His silk umbrella he had set by the doorentering. Soapy stepped
inside, secured the umbrella and sauntered off ivislkowly. The man at the
cigar light followed hastily.

"My umbrella," he said, sternly.

"Oh, is it?" sneered Soapy, adding insult to patiteny. "Well, why
don't you call a policeman? | took it. Your umba&lWhy don't you call a
cop? There stands one on the corner.”

The umbrella owner slowed his steps. Soapy didiige, with a pre-
sentiment that luck would again run against hime Ppbliceman looked at the
two curiously.

"Of course," said the umbrella man — "that is —lywgbu know how
these mistakes occur — | — if it's your umbrellaobe you'll excuse me — |
picked it up this morning in a restaurant — If yegognise it as yours, why — |
hope you'll ="

"Of course it's mine," said Soapy, viciously.

The ex-umbrella man retreated. The policeman tditgeassist a tall
blonde in an opera cloak across the street in fobrt street car that was ap-
proaching two blocks away.

Soapy walked eastward through a street damageaffrpivements. He
hurled the umbrella wrathfully into an excavatidgte muttered against the
men who wear helmets and carry clubs. Because n¢eddo fall into their
clutches, they seemed to regard him as a king whil@o no wrong.

At length Soapy reached one of the avenues toasievehere the glitter
and turmoil was but faint. He set his face dows thiward Madison Square,
for the homing instinct survives even when the hasreepark bench.

But on an unusually quiet corner Soapy came t@mdstill. Here was
an old church, quaint and rambling and gabled. dinoone violet-stained
window a soft light glowed, where, no doubt, thgaorist loitered over the
keys, making sure of his mastery of the coming &#blanthem. For there
drifted out to Soapy's ears sweet music that caagttheld him transfixed
against the convolutions of the iron fence.

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehicldspadestrians
were few; sparrows twittered sleepily in the eavdsr a little while the scene
might have been a country churchyard. And the anthieat the organist
played cemented Soapy to the iron fence, for heknagvn it well in the days
when his life contained such things as mothersrasds and ambitions and
friends and immaculate thoughts and collars.
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The conjunction of Soapy's receptive state of nand the influences
about the old church wrought a sudden and wondeHahge in his soul. He
viewed with swift horror the pit into which he hadnbled, the degraded days,
unworthy desires, dead hopes, wrecked facultiesbaisé motives that made
up his existence.

And also in a moment his heart responded thrillinggl this novel
mood. An instantaneous and strong impulse movedtdibattle with his des-
perate fate. He would pull himself out of the mihe; would make a man of
himself again; he would conquer the evil that hakeh possession of him.
There was time; he was comparatively young yetwbeld resurrect his old
eager ambitions and pursue them without falteriffgpse solemn but sweet
organ notes had set up a revolution in him. Tomerhe would go into the
roaring downtown district and find work. A fur imger had once offered him
a place as driver. He would find him tomorrow arstt for the position. He
would be somebody in the world. He would —

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked quicklound into the
broad face of a policeman.

"What are you doin' here?" asked the officer.

"Nothing'," said Soapy.

"Then come along," said the policeman.

"Three months on the Island," said the Magistrat¢hie Police Court
the next morning.

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

move uneasily ep3artb

sealskin coats ¥0THKOBBIC MaHTO

Jack Frost Hex Mopos

denizem — oburarens

pasteboarth — BusuTHas KapToUKa
cognisantdj — oco3HaBuImit

resolve oneself into smthapespatarscs Bo 4To-I.
rigour —cypoBocTh

hibernator sumoBka

soporificadj — yceimuistronuii, HApKOTHYCCKHU
drift v — mectu mo BeTpy

Vesuvian Bay HeanonuTancKuii 3aJ1uB
cravev — tpeboBaTh, KaKIaTh

boardn — nuranue; board and bed ena u xpos
Boreas -noam. bopeii, ceBepHbIii BeTep
bluecoatn — nonuneiickuit
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humbleadj — necoxHbIit

hegiran — nagomMun4ecTBO

Sabbath -#enp otnpixa, Bockpecenbe

anklen —moxsikka

spurtv — 6uthb ctpyeit

[00M V — HesICHO BBIPHCOBBIBATHCSE

timely —cBoeBpeMeHHbI#H

SCorn v —1pesuparb

dependenh — mxausenetr; City’s dependents ropojckas 6eanora
benignadj — munoctuBbrit

eleemosynary 61aroTBOpUTEILHEIA

lodging —kpos

encumbered e0peMeHHUTENBHBIM, TATOCTHBIA
humiliationn — yamxkenue

inquisitionn — neITKa, MydeHHE

meddle unduly -BMenBaThECs GeCIIEPEMOHHO
insolvencyn — HeCOCTOATENLHOCTD

uproarn — mym, ram

accommodating €roBop4YHBbIit

stroll v — nporynuBaThcsi, IPOATHCH

haltVv — ocranaBnuBatbcs

glitter —murarowuii ceer; glittering cafe sanurtoe orasmu kade
vestn — xuier

four-in-hand —amep. rajcryk-caMoBs3, 3aBSI3bIBAIOLIMNACS CBOOOIHBIM Y3JI0M
C IBYMsI JUIMHHBIMH KOHIIAMHA

mallardn — aukas yTka

demitassen — yaiinas yarmka

call forthv — BeI3bIBaTH, TPEGOBATH

refugen — yoexuine

frayedadj — noteprsrit

decadenadj — cronranHbie

CONVEYV — BBICTABHTH

hasten — cnerika, TOpOIIMBOCTE

avertv — 0TBepHYTh, OTBECTH

ignoble fate -fevanpHas cyap6a

menace/ — yrpoxaThb, TPO3UThH

covetv —xaxaaTh HEJOCTYITHOTO

limbo n —3arouenue, TIopEMa
cunninglyadv— xutpo

waresn — ToBaphl

conspicuousdj — 3aMeTHBIi, IPHUBJIEKAIOIINI BHUMaHHE
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cobblestone — 6y abLKHIK

leadn — pykoBoacTBo, nepsoe mMecto; in the lead -Brepenu Becex
brassn — mensb

cluen — yinuka

parleyv — BecTr meperoBophl

Minion N — mog4MHEHHEIH; [aw's MiNioNS —IpecTaBuTeNM 3aKOHA
heeln — matka; take to one’s heelsmyckarbes HayTek
club n — xy6unka

pursuitn — npecienoBanue

caterv — opraHu30BBIBaThH TUTAHUE

crockeryn — astHcoBast ocya

naperyn — cronosoe Genbe

flapjacksn — onagpu

doughnut$ — nonunku

callousadj — GecuyBcTBEHHBIM

pitch v — ynoxuTs

joint n—cycras

WOO capture -HombITaTh CYaCThs

fatuouslyadv— 6eccmpicnieHHO

cinchn —myctsix

guisen — Bun

sprightly —xwuBoi#, 60mpsbIit

MUQgSN — Kpy>KKK

demeanoun — manepa noBeeHUsS

plug n — mpo6ka; water plug —fro>xapHblit KpaH
despicabledj — npespennsiii

execrated BceMn HeHABHIUMBIit

mashemn — rpy6o IPHUCTAIOIIHI K KEHIHHE MYKIHHA
contiguity n — 6im3octh

conscientiousudj — 106pocoBecTHBIH

clutchn —xBatka

shrinking cuffs -semocnyIHbIC MaHXEThI

set one’s hat at a killing cantcapunyTh nutsimy HaGeKpeHb
sidlev —nonxonurs

hem —npoustecenue "M"; MoOKalLTHBaHIE
brazenlyadv— Geccrenke

impudentadj — Harusrit

contemptible adj ape3pennsbrii

litany n —yepx. muranus

bestow — ogapuBaTh

absorbed -HornomeHHbIH
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persecuted #pecienyemplii

beckonv — mauuTs

en route -Ha nyTH

havenn —rasauns, yoexuine; insular haven suxas raBadb
suds -amep., ci. MMBO

cling v — nemnstecs

iVY N — Mo

doomed -o6peueHHbIH, OCYKICHHBIH

haltv — ocranaBnuBarbcs

VOW N — 00€T; KIIATBa

enchantment — sapbt

transplendenidj— pedx. OnucraTenbHbIN; BETUKONCITHBII
gibberishn — tapabapriuna

howl v — BbITE, peBeTh

ravev — 6ecHOBaThCs, OyIIeBaTh

welkin n — pex. neGeca

goose egg —Houp" (CYET B CIOPTUBHOI UIpE)
lave them be #e Tporars nx

disconsolated] — 6e3yTerHbIit

unavailing —6ecrosie3HbIil; HAPACHBIN; TIIETHBIN; OECIUIOHbIM
racketn — mym

swinging light —razoBbtii poxox

saunten — MeIJIEHHO JABUHYThCS
sternlyadv— crporo

SNEeew — mocMenBaThCst

larcenyn — kpaxa, MOXHIEHHE UMYIIIECTBA
presentimenh — npeauyBcTBHE

viciously adv— cepauto

retreatv — orctynurh

opera cloak wanto

improvements -peMoHT

hurl v — mBeipayTH

turmoil n — rym, cymaroxa

faint adj — cna6pbrit

guaintadj — cTapoMOIHBIN, IPUYYATUBbII
rambling —0ecropsAI0YHO BEICTPOEHHBIN
gabled —¢ ocrpoxoneuHO# KpHImIeit

glow v— sipko ropeThb

loiter v — 3agepskuBathCsl, 3amasasBaTh
anthemn — yepxk. IEpKOBHBIN XOpalT; THMH
transfixv — npukoBaTh K MECTy, apaiu30BaTh
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convolutions 413ru0skl, 3aBUTKA
lustrousad]j — GrecTsmmit
serenead] — ACHBIH, CIOKOMHBIN
eaven — HWKHUN Kpal KpbIIIN
immaculateadj — yrcTbIi, HEMOPOUHBII
conjunctionn — cBsi3b, COeTHHEHHE
wring (wrought)v — BenKHMATh

pit N — sma

tumblev — nagarts, 6pocarbes
degrades — yumxatn

facultiesn — cioco6uocTH
instantaneoul — MrHOBEHHBIHI
mire N — rpssb, TpACKHA
resurrect — Bockpemarsb

falter v — xone6arscsa

solemnadj — Top kecTBEHHBIIM

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-
tences:

ep3aTh; KOMUTET JJIsl U3bICKAHUS CPEJCTB U IyTEH K 3aIUTE OT HaJ[BU-
TaBILIEroCs XOJIOJa; BepHAs ella ¥ KPOB; MPEJei JKEJIAHU; TATOCTHBIC Napbl
ONaroTBOPHUTENILHOCTH; Japbl, HOIYyYSHHbIE U3 PYK (HIAHTPOINOB; HUKTO HE
BMEIIIMBAETCS B JIMYHBIE Jejia [DKCHTIIbMEHA; OOBSIBUTH Ce0sl HECOCTOSATEIb-
HBIM; CTOBOPYMBBIN CY/IbsI; TOOYIUTH K 0C000 KECTOKUM aKTaM MIICHHUS; ObI-
CTPO MOBEPHYTh KOTO-JI. U OECUIYMHO BBICTABHTH Ha TPOTyap; UCKYCHO pas-
JIO)KEHHBIE TOBAPbI; OPOCUTH OYJIBDKHHUK B CTEKIIO; BECTH MEPErOBOPHI C MpeI-
CTaBUTEJISIMU 3aKOHA; MyCKaThCs HAYTEK; OH ObUI paccYMTaH Ha OOJIbIINE al-
METUTHl ¥ CKPOMHBIC KOIICIBKH; MPEAOCYAUTEIBHBIC CAllOTH U KPAaCHOPCUH-
BbIC OPIOKH; OH M camas MeJIKasi MOHETa He UMCIOT MEXIy co00il Hruero o0-
LIETO; OH MOJHSUJICS, CYCTaB 3a CyCTaBOM, KaK CKJIa[Has IUIOTHUYbsS JINHCHKA;
MOMBITATh CYACThSI; CHITPATh POJIb MPE3PCHHOTO W BCEMH HEHABHIUMOIO
YIMYHOTO JIOBEJIAca; MOJMUTHYTh, HaXalbHO CTaTh PSJIOM C KEM-II.; CTOUJIO
TOJILKO TIOJHSThH MAaJbUUK; TUXAs raBaHb; OBITh OCYXKICHHBIM HACIIaXIAThCS
CBO0O/10iA; 3J1bIe Yaphl CAETAIN €r0 HEYSI3BUMBIM JUIS TTOJUIIMH; XYJIUTaHCTBO
B MyOJIMYHOM MeECTe; MPUOABUTH OCKOPOJICHWE K MENKOH KpaKe, OCHINAaTh
MPOKJIATHSMH JTIFOACH B IUIEMax M ¢ JyOWHKaMH, 3ary0JeHHbIE CIOCOOHOCTH U
HU3MEHHbIE MOOYXICHUS; BbIKAPAOKATbCS M3 TPS3U; BOCKPECUTH MPEKHUEC
YEeCTOJIFOOMBHIC MEUTEHI.
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CeNoTr~WONE

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
21.

b)

2.Study the text carefully and answer the questions.
Where did Soapy live?
What was situated on the Island that Soapy wasmnggof?
What did the Island mean for him?
Why did he decide it was the right time to settofthe Island?
Why did he consider the gifts of charity to be enbered?
What was the pleasantest way for Soapy to accompissdesire?
How did Soapy look when he went to the restaurant?
Why did his attempt to enter the restaurant erfdilare?
What happened after Soapy dashed a cobblestongythtbe shop’s
glass?

. Why did he enter another restaurant without chgtén

. Did the waiters call the police after Soapy toldcheldn’t pay? Why?
. Where did he try his luck next?

. What did the woman in the street reply after heksfo her?

. Did the policeman arrest him when Soapy began ltaryéront of the

theatre? Why?

Did he succeed in his attempt to steal an umbr&ltag?

How did he find himself near an old church?

Why did he stop at the church?

Why did the anthem cement him to the fence?

How did he suddenly see his life standing by therch?

What change did the anthem bring to his mind?

What interrupted Soapy’s intentions to make a nfawmroself again?

3.
Give a summary of the story.
Express your opinion on how Soapy became an unempgiked homeless
criminal and why he had no desire “to pull himselfout of the mire”.

4.Comment on the following:
The gifts of charity are encumbered. If not in cgou must pay in hu-
miliation of spirit for every benefit received &ethands of philanthropy.
The homing instinct survives even when the honaepark bench.

5.Continue the story telling about Soapy’s life afterhe is released

from prison.
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THE GREAT RUBY ROBBERY: A DETECTIVE STORY
by Grant Allen

Part 1

PERSIS REMANET was an American heiress. As shédyjusiarked,
this was a commonplace profession for a young wonmavadays; for almost
everybody of late years has been an American arteimess. A poor Califor-
nian, indeed, would be a charming novelty in Londoniety. But London so-
ciety, so far, has had to go without one.

Persis Remanet was on her way back from the Wikdall. She was
stopping, of course, with Sir Everard and Lady Meaelat their house at
Hampstead. | say "of course" advisedly; becausmif or | go to see New
York, we have to put up at our own expense (fivkatd® a day, without wine
or extras) at the Windsor or the Fifth Avenue; tmiien the pretty American
comes to London (and every American girl is exaidfipretty, in Europe at
least; | suppose they keep their ugly ones at himmdomestic consumption)
she is invariably the guest either of a dowagemdss or of a Royal Acade-
mician, like Sir Everard, of the first distinctiofankees visit Europe, in fact,
to see, among other things, our art and our oldlihgkand by dint of native
persistence they get into places that you and Idooever succeed in penetrat-
ing, unless we devoted all the energies of a lontgtdameless life to securing
an invitation.

Persis hadn't been to the Wilcoxes with Lady Magldmowever. The
Maclures were too really great to know such pe@sdethe Wilcoxes, who
were something tremendous in the City, but didmt pictures; and Academi-
cians, you know, don't care to cultivate City peoplunless they're customers.
("Patrons," the Academicians more usually call theot | prefer the simple
business word myself, as being a deal less patmgnjzSo Persis had ac-
cepted an invitation from Mrs. Duncan Harrison, W& of the well-known
member for the Hackness Division of Elmetshiretalee a seat in her carriage
to and from the Wilcoxes. Mrs. Harrison knew théviteaand manners of
American heiresses too well to offer to chaperorsiBeand indeed, Persis, as
a free-born American citizen, was quite as welkdbltake care of herself, the
wide world over, as any three ordinary married istglomen.

Now, Mrs. Harrison had a brother, an Irish baroBatJustin O'Byrne,
late of the Eighth Hussars, who had been with thethe Wilcoxes, and who
accompanied them home to Hampstead on the baclotélag¢ carriage. Sir
Justin was one of those charming, ineffective, ietutrishmen whom every-
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body likes and everybody disapproves of. He haah leeerywhere, and done
everything — except to earn an honest livelihodtk Btal absence of rents dur-
ing the sixties and seventies had never preventedather, old Sir Terence
O'Byrne, who sat so long for Connemara in the wnne¢d Parliament, from
sending his son Justin in state to Eton, and aftefsvto a fashionable college at
Oxford. "He gave me the education of a gentlemair, Justin was wont regret-
fully to observe "but he omitted to give me alse ithcome to keep it up with."

Nevertheless, society felt O'Byrne was the sortmah who must be
kept afloat somehow and it kept him afloat accagtjirin those mysterious
ways that only society understands, and that yalilawho are not society,
could never get to the bottom of if we tried focentury. Sir Justin himself
had essayed Parliament, too, where he sat for l@ Wwhhind the great Parnell
without for a moment forfeiting society's regardgevn those early days when
it was held as a prime article of faith by the wlothat no gentleman could
possibly call himself a Home-Ruler. ‘Twas only omieQO'Byrne’s wild Irish
tricks, society said, complacently with that sirgguindulgence it always ex-
tends to its special favourites, and which is,aatfthe correlative of that un-
sparing cruelty it shows in turn to those who hapfmeoffend against its un-
written precepts. If Sir Justin had blown up a Caatwo in a fit of political
exuberance, society would only have regarded tlwapesle as "one of
O'Byrne's eccentricities." He had also held a cossian for a while in a cav-
alry regiment, which he left, it was understoodjraymo a difference of opin-
ion about a lady with the colonel; and he was nogeatleman of at-large on
London society, supposed by those who know moreitadeeryone than one
knows about oneself, to be on the look-out force mjirl with a little money.

Sir Justin had paid Persis a great deal of atterttiat particular eve-
ning; in point of fact, he had paid her a greatl aéattention from the very
first whenever he met her; and on the way home fiteendance he had kept
his eyes fixed on Persis's face to an extent tlaat almost embarrassing. The
pretty Californian leaned back in her place in theriage and surveyed him
languidly. She was looking her level best that highher pale pink dress,
with the famous Remanet rubies in a cascade ofligkd setting off that
snowy neck of hers. "Twas a neck for a neck foaimtpr. Sir Justin let his
eyes fall regretfully more than once on the glittgrrubies. He liked and ad-
mired Persis, oh! quite immensely. Your society md has been through
seven or eight London seasons could hardly be ¢éeghe¢c go quite so far as
falling in love with any woman; his habit is rathterlook about him critically
among all the nice girls trotted out by their marsrfar his lordly inspection,
and to reflect with a faint smile that this, that,the other one might perhaps
really suit him — if it were not for — and therenoes in the inevitable but of all
human commendation. Still, Sir Justin admitted veiteigh to himself that he
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liked Persis ever so much; she was so fresh agahalli and she talked so clev-
erly! As for Persis, she would have given her gjike every other American
girl) to be made "my lady"; and she had seen no yearwith that auxiliary title
in his gift, whom she liked half so well as thidigletful wild Irishman.

At the Maclures' door the carriage stopped. Sitidgsmped out and
gave his hand to Persis. You know the house wéloorrse; Sir Everard
Maclure's; it's one of those large new artistic siams, in red brick and old
oak, on the top of the hill; and it stands a litthay back from the road, dis-
creetly retired, with a big wooden porch, very cement for leave-taking. Sir
Justin ran up the steps with Persis to ring theftseher; he had too much of the
irrepressible Irish blood in his veins to leavetthkeasant task to his sister's
footman. But he didn't ring it at once; at the rigkeeping Mrs. Harrison wait-
ing outside for nothing, he stopped and talked autei or so with the pretty
American. "You looked charming tonight, Miss Rentdhlee said, as she threw
back her light opera wrap for a moment in the panoth displayed a single flash
of that snowy neck with the famous rubies; "thdeees become you so.

Persis looked at him and smiled. "You think so?e said, a little
tremulous, for even your American heiress, aftérigla woman. "Well, I'm
glad you do. But it's good-bye tonight, Sir Justor,| go next week to Paris."

Even in the gloom of the porch, just lighted byaatistic red and blue
lantern in wrought iron, she could see a shaddsafpgpointment pass quickly
over his handsome face as he answered, with a gtilp, "No! you don't
mean that? Oh, Miss Remanet, I'm so sorry!" Thepéesed and drew back:
"And yet.... after all," he continued, "perhaps aiitl there he checked himself.
Persis looked up at him hastily. "Yet, after alhat?" she asked, with evident
interest.

The young man drew an almost inaudible sigh. "éégr all — noth-
ing," he answered, evasively.

"That might do for an Englishwoman," Persis putwith American
frankness, "but it won't do for me. You must te# mhat you mean by it." For
she reflected sagely that the happiness of twe Iméght depend upon those
two minutes; and how foolish to throw away the a®anf a man you really
like (with a my-ladyship to boot), all for the safiba pure convention!

Sir Justin leaned against the woodwork of thatirgfiporch. She was a
beautiful girl. He had hot Irish blood.... Well,sygust for once — he would say
the plain truth to her.

"Miss Remanet," he began, leaning forward, andgimop his face close
to hers, "Miss Remanet — Persis — shall | tell ffoaireason why? Because |
like you so much. | almost think | love you!"

Persis felt the blood quiver in her tingling cheekew handsome he
was — and a baronet!
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"And yet you're not altogether sorry," she saigroachfully, "that I'm
going to Paris!"

"No, not altogether sorry," he answered, stickimgt;t"and I'll tell you
why, too, Miss Remanet. | like you very much, arttlihk you like me. For a
week or two, I've been saying to myself, 'l rediglieve | must ask her to
marry me.' The temptation's been so strong | cbatdly resist it."

"And why do you want to resist it?" Persis askdidramulous.

Sir Justin hesitated a second; then with a peyfetural and instinc-
tive movement (though only a gentleman would hasetwred to make it) he
lifted his hand and just touched with the tips of fingers the ruby pendants
on her necklet. "This is why," he answered simplyd with manly frankness.
"Persis, you're so rich! | never dare ask you."

"Perhaps you don't know what my answer would beysR murmured
very low, just to preserve her own dignity.

"Oh yes, | think | do," the young man replied, gagdeeply into her
dark eyes. "It isn't that; if it were only thatwbuldn't so much mind it. But |
think you'd take me." There was moisture in her. ¢i&@went on more boldly:
"I know you'd take me, Persis, and that's why I'dask you. You're a great
deal too rich, and these make it impossible."

"Sir Justin," Persis answered, removing his hanatlgebut with the
moisture growing thicker, for she really liked hitit;s most unkind of you to
say so; either you oughtn't to have told me ataalelse — if you did — " She
stopped short. Womanly shame overcame her.

The man leaned forward and spoke earnestly. "Oh't day that!" he
cried, from his heart. "I couldn't bear to offenmly But | couldn't bear, either,
to let you go away — well — without having everdtglou. In that case you
might have thought | didn't care at all for youdamas only flirting with you.
But, Persis, I've cared a great deal for you —eatyigreat deal — and had hard
work many times to prevent myself from asking yand I'll tell you the plain
reason why | haven't asked you. I'm a man aboubteaet much good, I'm
afraid, for anybody or anything; and everybody dayson the look-out for an
heiress which happens not to be true; and if Irie@ryou, everybody’s say,
‘Ah, there! | told you so!" Now, | wouldn't mindahfor myself; I'm a man,
and | could snap my fingers at them; but I'd minébr you, Persis, for I'm
enough in love with you to be very, very jealougjéed, for your honour. |
couldn't bear to think people should say, Thetteeg pretty American girl,
Persis Remanet that was, you know; she's throweetieaway upon that
good-for-nothing Irishman, Justin O'Byrne, a regulartune-hunter, who's
married her for her money.' So for your sake, Betsl rather not ask you; I'd
rather leave you for some better man to marry."

"But | wouldn't,” Persis cried aloud. "Oh, Sir Jastyou must believe
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me. You must remember —"

At that precise point, Mrs. Harrison put her head of the carriage
window and called out rather loudly — "Why, Justihat's keeping you? The
horses'll catch their deaths of cold; and they vefipped this morning. Come
back at once, my dear boy. Besides, you know,desenances!"

"All right, Nora," her brother answered; "l wonk la minute. We can't
get them to answer this precious bell. | believaoin't ring! But I'll try again,
anyhow." And half forgetting that his own words et strictly true, for he
hadn't yet tried, he pressed the knob with a vemgea

"Is that your room with the light burning, Miss Ranet?" he went on,
in a fairly loud official voice, as the servant cato answer. "The one with the
balcony, | mean? Quite Venetian, isn't it? Remiade of Romeo and Juliet.
But most convenient for a burglar, too! Such niow Irails! Mind you take
good care of the Remanet rubies!"

"I don't want to take care of them," Persis ansdiemiping her dim
eyes hastily with her lace pocket-handkerchieftlidy make you feel as you
say, Sir Justin. | don't mind if they go. Let thed¢dar take them!"

And even as she spoke, the Maclure footman, imneitaphinx-like,
opened the door for her.

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

heiresa — macneguuna

noveltyn — Hosusna

advisedlyadv— 061ymanHo, HAMEPEHHO

put upv — ycrpauBaThest (B TOCTHHUIIE)

ex officio —nmo gomxsOCTH

invariably adv— nensmenno

dowagem — BoBa (BBICOKOIIOCTABIEHHOTO JINIIA)
distinctionn — otninuue, pasnuuune, 3HATHOCTh, H3BECTHOCTS;
a man of distinction 3HaMeHUTEIHi, U3BECTHBIN YEJIOBEK
nobility n — neopsiHCTBO

by dint of —mocpeacTBom, myTem

persistenc@ — ymopcTeo

blamelessdj — 6e3ynpeunsbrit

Securev — 1ocTarh, MoTyIHTh

tremendousd] — noTpsicarormii, yKacHbIA

cultivatev — nmoaep:kuBath 3HAKOMCTBO, LIEHUTH

patronn — MoCTOSHHBIN KIHEHT, TIOKYTIATENb, TOCETHTEIb
chaperorn — conpoBoxaaTek (MOJIOLYIO AEBYIIKY)
baronetn — 6aponer (turyin)
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disapproves — He 0100pATH, HEOAOOPUTEIBLHO OTHOCUTHCS K
WONt —kHudiCH. , yem. AMEIOIINA 0OBIKHOBEHHUE

afloatadv— na masy, B (oJHOM) pasrape IeATeIbHOCTH;
keep afloat -aepkaThcst HA IOBEPXHOCTH; HE TOHYTh
eSSaWw — IbITaThCs, MpoOoBaTh

forfeit v — mormaruTecs, morepsATh npaso (Ha YTO-II.)
Home-Rulem — croponnuk aronomuu (B Illotnanauu, Yanbce)
complacentlyadv— 6naromymursao

indulgencen — cHUCXOIUTENEHOCTD, TTOOTAXKKA

unsparing -6ecrnoraaHbIi

precepin — npaBuiIo, 3aM0BEIb, PEATUCAHNE

exuberanc® — u3o6unue, H30BITOK, HOraTCTBO

escapade@ — Becenas, cMenas mpoJeiika

eccentricityn — ctpaHHOCTB

cavalryn — kaBajepuiiCKui MmoJjK

coloneln — nonkoBHuK

look-out —6auTeIEHOCTD; HACTOPOKEHHOCTD; BHJI; NIAHCHI; HAOIFOIATEBHBIH
OCT

on the look-out for smb. p-norckax (koro-i.)
embarrassing emymarouii

SUrveyv — ocMaTpuBath, U3ydarh

languidlyadv— tomHo, Bsiji0

glittering —6xecTsinuii, cBepKaromuit

trot outv — BEIBOAUTH HATIOKA3

lordly — BEICOKOMEpHBII

faint adj — cnaGerit

inevitableadv- Hen30eKHBIN; HEMUHYEMBII; HEM3MEHHBIH
commendatiom —moxsaiia, peKOMEHIAIMs

retired —yeauHeHHBIM

porchn — kpeLIBLO

irrepressibleadj — neyHpiBarouii

tremulousadj — Tpenenyiuii, B3BOJTHOBAHHBIM

gloomn — mpax

wrought —koBanbrIit; wrought iron —xoBaHoe *xene30

gulp n —rmotok

hastilyadv— nocremso

inaudibleadj — necapImHbIit

evasivelyadv— ykiIoHYHBO

sagelyadv —myapo; 1aisHOBHIHO; IIPOHMIIATELHO
ladyshipn —3Banue/Tutyi eau, CBETAOCTD (TUTYIOBAHHE JIEIN)
bootn — BeMrpslir; BeIroa; Tpoder; 100bYa; IIEHHOE PHOOPETEHHE,;
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to boot —8 npunauy; BroGaBok

conventiomn — oGbI4aii, o01iee coriacue, yCIOBHOCTh
woodworkn — nepepstHabIe YacTH (CTPOEHUS)
quiverv — Iposarsk, TpereTaTh

tingle v — cierka okpammearh
reproachfullyadv— ykopusuenso

Venturev — OTB&KHUTHCS, PEIIUTHCS

pendanh — noasecka

manly —My»KecTBeHHbIit

dignity n — mocToMHCTBO

preserve dignity -ecoxpaHUTb TOCTOMHCTBO
moisturen — BIakHOCTh

earnestlyadv— nsuiko, cepre3Ho

bearv — tepners, BBIHOCUTD

Snapv — BIETHATHCS

clip v— ctpuus (mepcTs)

les convenances@parny. npuinumns, o0s9an
vengeanc@ — MecTh; MIICHHUE; BO3ME3 e
with a vengeance e-1uxBoii; ¢ yBOCHHO!N CHIIOM
rails n — nepuna

dim —3arymaneHHbl# (cre3aMu)

lacen — kpyxeBo

immutablead] — nen3meHHbI#

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-

tences:

TIPUBBIYHAS MIPOGECCHs U IEBYIIKH, YCTPOUTHCS 3a CBOM CUET; mep-
Bas 3HAMEHUTOCTh; IOCPEACTBOM MPUPOJHOIO YIOPCTBA; AOCTATh MpUTallie-
HUE; )KUTh YECTHBIM TPYOM; OTIPABUTh ChIHA TOPKECTBEHHO B MITOH; Kak OH
OOBIKHOBEHHO C COXAJICHHEM 3aMeydal; 100paThCs A0 CYTH Jeja; CHUCXOIU-
TEJNBHOCTh, KOTOPYIO OOIIECTBO MPOSBISIET K CBOUM OCOOBIM (haBOpUTAM, OJ1-
HOBPEMEHHO 00paIiasch OSCIIOMAaIHO KECTOKO ¢ TEMH, KTO HAPYILIWI €0 He-
MMUCAHBIC 3alOBEIN; UMETh O(PHUIECPCKHUIA YHMH, 3alTH TaK JalIEKO, YTO BIIO-
OWTHCS B KCHIIMHY; C TUTYJIOM B IIPUAATY; KPBUIBLIO, YAOOHOE ISl IIPOIIalib-
HBIX pedeil; 3aCTaBIIATh XKIATh HAIPACHO, STH KaMHHU TaK BaM HIYT, B310X-
HYTb YyTh CJBIIIHO; C TUTYJIOM JIeIu BAOOABOK; BCE paad MPOCTOTO MPUIH-
YHs; 5 €Ba MOT YCTOSTh IIPOTHB cOOa3Ha, pyOMHOBEIC IOJBECKH Ha OXKepe-
JIbE; COXPAaHUTHh JOCTOWHCTBO; 3a00THTHCS O YECTH; HAXKaTh HAa KHOIKY C Y-
BOCHHOW CHJIOH; JOBOJIFHO TPOMKHM O(HITHATEHBIM TOJIOCOM.
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12.
13.
14.

15.

a)
b)

2.Study the text carefully and answer the following gestions.
Who was Persis stopping with in London?
Why did guests from America like to visit Europe?
Where was Persis going from in the carriage witls.MIuncan Harrison
and her brother Sir Justin O’Byrne?
Why didn’t the Maclures care to cultivate the Witeg?
Why did Mrs. Duncan Harrisson offer to chaperornsizér
Why was Sir Justin liked but disapproved by thaedg@
Did Sir Justin speak to Persis in the carriagehentay home?
How did Sir Justin use to look at the nice girlotted out by their mam-
mas for his lordly inspection”?
What did Sir Justin and Persis feel about eachr@athe

. What was the Maclures’ house like?
. Why was Sir Justin disappointed when he knew P&rasgoing to Paris

next week?

Why didn’t he dare ask Persis to marry him?

What interrupted their talk in the porch?

Why did Sir Justin describe her room with the bajcas most convenient
for a burglar?

Why did Persis say she didn’t mind if her rubiesevaken by a burglar?

3.Retell the passage as it would be told by
Persis;
Sir Justin.

4.Give your impression of the main characters: Persisand Sir

Justin.

a)
b)
<)
d)
e)

5.What do you believe will happen next? Prove your dhice.
Sir Justin will come next morning to propose Peisimarry him;
a burglar will steal the rubies from her room ahtj
Persis will not leave for Paris;
Persis will leave her rubies for Sir Justin befoee trip to Paris;
give your own version.

Part 2

PERSIS sat long in her own room that night beftwe Isegan undress-

ing. Her head was full of Sir Justin and these enystis hints of his. At last,
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however, she took her rubies off, and her prettytsbdice. "I don't care for
them at all," she thought, with a gulp, "if theyekefrom me the love of the
man I'd like to marry."

It was late before she fell asleep; and when stightdir rest was trou-
bled. She dreamt a great deal; in her dreams,uSimJ and dance music, and
the rubies, and burglars were incongruously mingleal make up for it, she
slept late next morning; and Lady Maclure let Heeg on, thinking she was
probably wearied out with much dancing the previeusning — as though
any amount of excitement could ever weary a préttyerican! About ten
o'clock she woke with a start. A vague feeling @sged her that somebody
had come in during the night and stolen her rutié® rose hastily and went
to her dressing-table to look for them. The case thare all right; she opened
it and looked at it. Oh, prophetic soul! the rubreere gone, and the box was
empty!

Now, Persis had honestly said the night beforebtimglar might take
her rubies if he chose, and she wouldn't mind ¢iss bf them. But that was
last night, and the rubies hadn't then as yet b&lean. This morning, some-
how, things seemed quite different. It would beglown us all (especially on
politicians) if we must always be bound by whatsa&d yesterday. Persis was
an American, and no American is insensible to therms of precious stones;
tis a savage taste which the European immigragésnsto have inherited
obliquely from their Red Indian predecessors. Stshed over to the bell and
rang it with feminine violence. Lady Maclure's maidswered the summons,
as usual. She was a clever, demure-looking gid, iaid of Lady Maclure's;
and when Persis cried to her wildly, "Send for pladice at once, and tell Sir
Everard my jewels are stolen!" she answered, "¥#&ss," with such sober ac-
quiescence that Persis, who was American, andftirera bundle of nerves,
turned round and stared at her as an incomprelensistery. No Mahatma
could have been more unmoved. She seemed quitep@ctethose rubies
would be stolen, and to take no more notice ofinlcélent than if Persis had
told her she wanted hot water.

Lady Maclure, indeed, greatly prided herself ors thultivated imper-
turbability of Bertha's; she regarded it as the filower of English domestic
service. But Persis was American, and saw thingerefise; to her, the calm
repose with which Bertha answered, "Yes, missaadst miss; I'll go and tell
Sir Everard," seemed nothing short of exasperating.

Bertha went off with the news, closing the doortguoftly; and a few
minutes later Lady Maclure herself appeared inGhgfornian's room, to con-
sole her visitor under this severe domestic afflict She found Persis sitting
up in bed, in her pretty French dressing jackete(jpdue with revers of fawn
color), reading a book of verses. "Why, my deardtdi Maclure exclaimed,
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"then you've found them again, | suppose? Bertléh tis you'd lost your
lovely rubies!"

"So | have, dear Lady Maclure," Persis answeregingi her eyes;
"they're gone. They've been stolen. | forgot toklmey door when | came
home last night, and the window was open; somelnagst have come in, this
way or that, and taken them. But whenever I'm aulbdte, | try a dose of
Browning. He's splendid for the nerves. He's sosoting, you know; he
brings one to anchor."

She breakfasted in bed; she wouldn't leave the rabm declared, till
the police arrived. After breakfast she rose and @u her dainty Parisian
morning wrap — Americans have always such prettirdimm things for these
informal receptions — and sat up in state to athaitpolice officer. Sir Everard
himself, much disturbed that such a mishap shoualde hhappened in his
house, went round in person to fetch the officihile he was gone, Lady
Maclure made a thorough search of the room, buidetduind a trace of the
missing rubies.

"Are you sure you put them in the case, dear?"asked, for the honor
of the household.

And Persis answered: "Quite confident, Lady Magluralways put
them there the moment | take them off; and whesmhe to look for them this
morning, the case was empty."

"They were very valuable, | believe?" Lady Maclsegd, inquiringly.

"Six thousand pounds was the figure in your moneyless," Persis
answered, ruefully. "I don't know if you call thatlot of money in England,
but we do in America."

There was a moment's pause, and then Persis sjgake a "Lady
Maclure," she said abruptly, "do you consider tmaid of yours a Christian
woman?"

Lady Maclure was startled. That was hardly thetlighwhich she was
accustomed to regard the lower classes.

"Well, |1 don't know about that," she said slowlyhdt's a great deal,
you know, dear, to assert about anybody, espeaisigys maid. But | should
think she was honest, quite decidedly honest."

"Well, that's the same thing, about, isn't it?"deanswered, much re-
lieved. "I'm glad you think that's so; for | wasmalst half afraid of her. She's
too quiet for my taste, somehow; so silent, youvknand inscrutable."

"Oh, my dear," her hostess cried, "don't blame fbersilence; that's
just what | like about her. It's exactly what | skcher for. Such a nice, noise-
less girl; moves about the room like a cat on 8ptnows her proper place,
and never dreams of speaking unless she's spoKen to

"Well, you may like them that way in Europe,” Psrsesponded
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frankly; "but in America, we prefer them a littlé buman.”

Twenty minutes later the police officer arrived. t¥asn't in uniform.
The inspector, feeling at once the gravity of thee; and recognizing that this
was a Big Thing, in which there was glory to be wand perhaps a promo-
tion, sent a detective at once, and advised thpbskible nothing should be
said to the household on the subject for the pteti#rthe detective had taken
a good look round the premises. That was uselésg&vBrard feared, for the
lady's-maid knew; and the lady's maid would be sorgo down, all agog
with the news, to the servants' hall immediatelgwidver, they might try; no
harm in trying; and the sooner the detective gahdoto the house, of course,
the better.

The detective accompanied him back — a keen-faglede-shaven, ir-
reproachable-looking man, like a vulgarized copyof John Morley. He was
curt and business-like. His first question was, Véléhe servants been told of
this?"

Lady Maclure looked inquiringly across at Berthhe$erself had been
sitting all the time with the bereaved Persis, dasole her (with Browning)
under this heavy affliction.

"No, my lady," Bertha answered, ever calm (invalaatervant, Ber-
thal), "l didn't mention it to anybody downstains purpose, thinking perhaps
it might be decided to search the servants' boxes."

The detective pricked up his ears. He was engalgeddy in glancing
casually round the room. He moved about it nowe Bkconjurer, with quiet
steps and slow. "He doesn't get on one's nervessisPremarked approvingly,
in an undertone to her friend; then she added,daléWhat's your name,
please, Mr. Officer?"

The detective was lifting a lace handkerchief o thessing-table at
the side. He turned round softly. "Gregory, madahg" answered, hardly
glancing at the girl, and going on with his occugat

"The same as the powders!" Persis interposed, avgthudder. "I used
to take them when | was a child. | never could eam."

"We're useful, as remedies," the detective repheith a quiet smile;
"but nobody likes us." And he relapsed contentaéadly his work once more,
searching round the apartment.

"The first thing we have to do," he said, with dntair of superiority,
standing now by the window, with one hand in hiskm, "is to satisfy our-
selves whether or not there has really, at allnbeeeobbery. We must look
through the room well, and see you haven't leftriif@es lying about loose
somewhere. Such things often happen. We're cohstaaited in to investi-
gate a case, when it's only a matter of a lady&lessness."

At that Persis flared up. A daughter of the gregdublic isn't accus-
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tomed to be doubted like a mere European woman.diite sure | took them
off," she said, "and put them back in the jewelec&f that I'm just confident.
There isn't a doubt possible.”

Mr. Gregory redoubled his search in all likely amlikely places. "I
should say that settles the matter," he answeraadhl. "Our experience is
that whenever a lady's perfectly certain, beyored ghssibility of doubt, she
put a thing away safely, it's absolutely sure to twp where she says she did-
n't put it."

Persis answered him never a word. Her manners badhat repose
that stamps the caste of Vere de Vere; so, to ptareoutbreak, she took ref-
uge in Browning.

Mr. Gregory, nothing abashed, searched the roomotighly, up and
down, without the faintest regard to Persis's feglj he was a detective, he
said, and his business was first of all to unmaske; irrespective of circum-
stances. Lady Maclure stood by, meanwhile, withithperturbable Bertha.
Mr. Gregory investigated every hole and cranny Bkman who wishes to let
the world see for itself he performs a disagreedhty with unflinching thor-
oughness. When he had finished, he turned to Ladglwe. "And now, if
you please," he said blandly, "we'll proceed testigate the servants' boxes."

Lady Maclure looked at her maid. "Bertha,” she s&i downstairs,
and see that none of the other servants come uanwide, to their bed-
rooms." Lady Madure was not quite to the mannenpand had never ac-
quired the hateful aristocratic habit of calling m@n servants by their sur-
names only.

But the detective interposed. "No, no," he saidr@lga "This young
woman had better stop here with Miss Remanet etlgtrinder her eye — till
I've searched the boxes. For if | find nothing gheét may perhaps be my dis-
agreeable duty, by-and-by, to call in a female ctate to search her."

It was Lady Maclure's turn to flare up now. "Whwijst is my own
maid," she said, in a chilly tone, "and I've eveoyfidence in her."

"Very sorry for that, my lady," Mr. Gregory respad in a most offi-
cial voice; "but our experience teaches us th#téfe's a person in the case
whom nobody ever dreams of suspecting, that persbe'one who has com-
mitted the robbery."

"Why, you'll be suspecting myself next!" Lady Maucried, with
some disgust.

"Your ladyship's just the last person in the wdrkhould think of sus-
pecting,” the detective answered, with a deferebta — which, after his pre-
vious speech, was to say the least of it equivocal.

Persis began to get annoyed. She didn't half likeldok of that girl
Bertha, herself; but still, she was there as LadgchMre's guest, and she
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couldn't expose her hostess to discomfort on heolat.

"The girl shall not be searched," she put in, grgaiot. "I don't care a
cent whether | lose the wretched stones or not. gaoed to human dignity,
what are they worth? Not five minutes' consideratio

"They're worth just seven years," Mr. Gregory angae with profes-

sional definiteness. "And as to searching, whyt'shaut of your hands now.

This is a criminal case. I'm here to dischargeladipualuty.”

"I don't in the least mind being searched," Bentla in obligingly,
with an air of indifference. "You can search mgati like — when you've got
a warrant for it."

The detective looked up sharply; so also did PefBEiss ready ac-

quaintance with the liberty of the subject in criadi cases impressed her un-

favorably. "Ah! we'll see about that," Mr. Gregoanswered, with a cool
smile. "Meanwhile, Lady Maclure, I'll have a lookthe boxes."

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

hint n — mamex

bodicen — xopcax, nud (maTes)
incongruouslyadv— HeyMecTHO, Heeno

minglev — cmeruBath

wear outv — U3My4HTh, yTOMHTh

propheticadj — mpopoueckuit

roughad]j — TsKeblif, TpyIHBIIA

bind (bound, boundj — Bs3aTh, CBS3bIBAaTE, NPUBA3LIBATH
savagead] — aukuit, IepBOOBITHBII

obliquelyadv— kocBenno

demuread] — ckpOMHBIH, CEpBE3HBIIA, IPUTBOPHO 3aCTEHYUBBIN
acquiescence — coriacue, yCTYITYHBOCTh

bundlen — komoxk; bundle of nerves xomox HepoB
imperturbabilityn — HeBO3MyTHMOCTB, CIIOKOHCTBHE
reposen — nepepliiKa, THITHHA

exasperating paszapaxaronuii, U3BOSIIHI
affliction n — oropuenue, rope, Hecuactbe

reversn — 0TBOPOT, JIALKaH

fawn adj — »xxenToBaTo-KOpHYHEBBIM

consolev — yremars

anchom — yremienue, Hagexaa

dainty —sieraHTHBIHN, U3AIIHBIIA

mishapn — Heymaua, HeCYaCThbeE

ruefully adv— neuainsHo, ¢ coxaleHHEM
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abruptlyadv— Buesamnno, pe3ko

startlev — ucnyrats, CHIIBHO YAUBUTH

assery — yreep:kaaTh, 3asBIATh; TPEIBIBIATH PETCHINN
inscrutableadj — 3arago4HsbIii, HEIIOCTHKUMBIH

premisesn — nomeleHue, 10M (C IPUIIETalOIUMK IIOCTPOMKAMU B Y4aCTKOM)
ag0(g —B HANMPSHKEHHOM OKHIAHHH, B BO30OYKICHUH
irreproachabl@dv— 6e3ykopu3HeHHbI#, Ge3ynpedHbIit

curtadv— kparkuit

conjurern — ¢oKyCHHK

iNterposev — BCTaBJIsATh, PEPHIBATH

relapsev — (cuoBa) BriaiaTh, NpeaaBaThCs;

relapse into work -BHOBb IpeaThest padote

blandlyadv— BexnuBo, Msrko

abashv — cmymmaTh, IPUBOAUTE B 3aMELIATENLCTBO

unflinching —reorcTynHbIi

by-and-by -sckope

equivocaladj — coMHUTENBHBIH, JIBYCMBICIEHHBIN

accountn — npuurHa, ocHoBaHKe; 0N her account #3-3a Hee, paau Hee
wretched -#ecuacTHbIH, xanKui

obligingly adv— ycnyxiuBo, BexIHBO

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-
tences:

9TOOBI IPUHUTH B ce0s1, OHA Crajia JOJITO Ha CIeAyIolee YTPO; OHa ObI
He TIepeKuBaja 3a MOTePr0; HaM BCeM ObLIO OBbI HEJIETKO, €CIi OBl TPUX0IH-
JIOCh OTBEYATh 33 CKa3aHHOC HAKaHYHE; OTBETUTh HA BBI3OB; yTElIaTh I'OCTS,
TIIATEIbHBIA OCMOTP KOMHATHI, HGCOMHEHHO YECTHAs, CJIMIIKOM THXas Ha
MO BKyC; KaK KOT Ha IBIIIOYKAX; MBITATHCSA HE TPEIIHO; OCCUCHHBIN CIyra;
HABOCTPHTH YIIY; 37ICCh OHA MPHIILIA B SIPOCTh; YCUJINThH MOWCK; HAWUTH yOe-
xuiie (B YTEHWH); PACKPBITh MPECTYIUIEHHE HE3aBHCUMO OT OOCTOSITENLCTB;
HENPUATHAS 00S3aHHOCTH; MPUPOXKICHHBIHN, TMPUBBIKIIUA C MEICHOK; MOYTH-
TEJBHBIA TIOKJIOH; CTABHUTH XO35HKY B HEYJOOHOE IMOJIOKEHUE; Ceiiuac 3TO HE B
Balllell BJIACTH; BBIMOJHATL OOIIECTBEHHBIA [OJI, BbI MOXKETE OOLICKMBATH
MEHS MIPH HAIWMYIHH OpAepa.

2.Study the text carefully and answer the following gestions.
1. How soon did Persis fall asleep after the talk i@ithJustin?
2. What did she see in her dreams?
3. What did she discover when she woke up late neg da
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4. Was she indifferent to the fact that her rubies tiadppeared? Why?

5. How did Bertha take the news about the stolen aibie

6. How did Lady Maclure treat her maid Bertha?

7. What was Persis doing when Lady Maclure came Herseadonsole her
guest?

8. How valuable were the rubies?

9. Who seemed as the main suspect to Persis?

10. Why did Lady Maclure like her maid being silent?

11. Did the police officer start the investigation hitf@

12. What was the first thing they had to do investiggtihe robbery accord-
ing to the detective?

13. Why did the detective tell Bertha to stay in themowhile he was going
to investigate the servants’ boxes?

14. Why did Persis ask the detective not to searchhaert

15. Did the detective agree with her request? Why?

3.Give a summary of Chapter IlI.

4.Speak on the following. Prove your statement quotipthe text.
a) “It would be rough on us all (especially on poliias) if we must always
be bound by what we said yesterday.”
b) How do American and English women differ from eatfer?

Part 3

THE search (strictly illegal) brought out nothindr. Gregory returned
to Persis's bedroom, disconsolate. "You can lehgerdom," he said to Ber-
tha; and Bertha glided out. "I've set another matside to keep a constant eye
on her," he added in explanation.

By this time Persis had almost made her mind uppasho was the
culprit; but she said nothing overt, for Lady Maels sake, to the detective.
As for that immovable official, he began asking sfiens — some of them,
Persis thought, almost bordering on the persondlend/ had she been last
night? Was she sure she had really worn the rulbles?did she come home?
Was she certain she took them off? Did the maid het undress? Who came
back with her in the carriage?

To all these questions, rapidly fired off with csemxamining acute-
ness, Persis answered in the direct American fasBibe was sure she had the
rubies on when she came home to Hampstead, be&udestin O'Byrne,
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who came back with her in his sister's carriagel haticed them the last
thing, and had told her to take care of them.

At mention of that name the detective smiled meglgin(A meaning
smile is stock-in-trade to a detective.) "Oh, Sistth O'Byrne!" he repeated,
with quiet self-constraint. "He came back with yiauhe carriage, then? And
did he sit the same side with you?"

Lady Maclure grew indignant (that was Mr. Gregorgie). "Really,
sir," she said angrily, "if you're going to suspgenhtlemen in Sir Justin's posi-
tion, we shall none of us be safe from you."

"The law," Mr. Gregory replied, with an air of poafnd deference, "is
no respecter of persons."

"But it ought to be of characters," Lady Maclureedrwarmly. "What's
the good of having a blameless character, | shideddo know, if — if ="

"If it doesn't allow you to commit a robbery witmpunity?" the detec-
tive interposed, finishing her sentence his own .wayell, well, that's true.
That's perfectly true — but Sir Justin's charagter, see, can hardly be called
blameless."

"He's a gentleman,” Persis cried, with flashing seyirning round
upon the officer; "and he's quite incapable of sacimean and despicable
crime as you dare to suspect him of."

"Oh, | see," the officer answered, like one to whamelcome ray of
light breaks suddenly through a great darkness.Ji&itin's a friend of yours!
Did he come into the porch with you?"

"He did," Persis answered, flushing crimson; "dngbu have the inso-
lence to bring a charge against him —"

"Calm yourself, madam," the detective replied godll do nothing of
the sort — at this stage of the proceedings. dtssiple there may have been no
robbery in the case at all. We must keep our mipas for the present to every
possible alternative. It's — it's a delicate matibehint at; but before we go any
further — do you think, perhaps, Sir Justin mayehearried the rubies away by
mistake, entangled in his clothes? — say, for e¥anhs coat-sleeve?"

It was a loophole of escape; but Persis didn't jairip

"He had never the opportunity,” she answered, waitfiash. "And |
know quite well they were there on my neck whetefieme, for the last thing
he said to me was, looking up at this very wind6Wnat balcony's awfully
convenient for a burglary. Mind you take good caféhe Remanet rubies.'
And | remembered what he'd said when | took thefdast night; and that's
what makes me so sure | really had them."

"And you slept with the window open!" the detectiwent on, still
smiling to himself. "Well, here we have all the evadls, to be sure, for a first-
class mystery!"
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Part 4

FOR some days more, nothing further turned up gfoirance about
the Great Ruby Robbery. It got into the papers;aifrse, as everything does
nowadays, and all London was talking of it. Pefsimd herself quite famous
as the American lady who had lost her jewels. Regpinted her out in the
park; people stared at her hard through their epksses at the theatre. In-
deed, the possession of the celebrated Remanesrbad never made her half
so conspicuous in the world as the loss of thementedl. It was almost worth
while losing them, Persis thought, to be so mucHeraf as she was in society
in consequence. All the world knows a young ladystrhe somebody when
she can offer a reward of five hundred pounds Her recovery of gewgaws
valued at six thousand. Sir Justin met her in tbevRne day. "Then you don't
go to Paris for awhile yet — until you get themligdiche inquired very low.

And Persis answered, blushing, "No, Sir Justin; yeif and — I'm al-
most glad of it."

"No, you don't mean that!" the young man criedhwierfect boyish
ardour. "Well, | confess, Miss Remanet, the finshg | thought myself when |
read it in The Times was just the very same: 'Tlaéter all, she won't go yet
to Paris!™

Persis looked up at him from her pony with Ameriéeamkness. "And
I," she said, quivering, "l found anchor in Browgiror what do you think |
read?

'‘And | learn to rate a true man's heart

Far above rubies.'

The book opened at the very place; and there Id@anthor!"

But when Sir Justin went round to his rooms thates@vening his ser-
vant said to him, "A gentleman was inquiring fouylere this afternoon, sir.
A close-shaven gentleman. Not very prepossessimd # seemed to me
somehow, sir, as if he was trying to pump me."

Sir Justin's face was grave. He went to his bedrabonce. He knew
what that man wanted; and he turned straight tavhiglrobe, looking hard at
the dress coat he had worn on the eventful everihings may cling to a
sleeve, don't you know — or be entangled in a euffr get casually into a
pocket! Or some one may put them there.
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Part 5

FOR the next ten days or so Mr. Gregory was busgstantly busy.
Without doubt, he was the most active and energdtaetectives. He carried
out so fully his own official principle of suspewgj everybody, from China to
Peru, that at last poor Persis got fairly mazed s web of possibilities.
Nobody was safe from his cultivated and highlyrea suspicion — not Sir
Everard in his studio, nor Lady Maclure in her boiadnor the butler in his
pantry, nor Sir Justin O'Byrne in his rooms inJtmes's. Mr. Gregory kept an
open mind against everybody and everything. He eleeioted the parrot, and
had views as to the intervention of rats and tesriBersis got rather tired at
last of his perverse ingenuity; especially as sha dnvery shrewd idea herself
who had stolen the rubies. When he suggested wdoubts, however, which
seemed remotely to implicate Sir Justin's honehty,sensitive American girl
"felt it go on her nerves," and refused to listenhtm, though Mr. Gregory
never ceased to enforce upon her, by precept amoh@g, his own pet doc-
trine that the last person on earth one would kedylito suspect is always the
one who turns out to have done it.

A morning or two later, Persis looked out of hendow as she was
dressing her hair. She dressed it herself now,ghahe was an American
heiress, and, therefore, of course, the lazietieokind; for she had taken an
unaccountable dislike, somehow, to that quiet B&ttha. On this particular
morning, however, when Persis looked out, she samhB engaged in close,
apparently very intimate, conversation with the lgatead postman. This
sight disturbed the unstable equilibrium of her agmity not a little. Why
should Bertha go to the door to the postman atXlk2ly it was no part of the
duty of Lady Maclure's maid to take in the lettefsld why should she want
to go prying into the question of who wrote to MRBemanet? For Persis, in-
tensely conscious herself that a note from Siriduay on top of the post-
man's bundle — she recognized it at once, evemaatdistance below, by the
peculiar shape of the broad rough envelope — junipebe natural feminine
conclusion that Bertha must needs be influenceddmye abstruse motive of
which she herself, Persis, was, to say the vest,leacomponent element. 'Tis
a human fallacy. We're all of us prone to see dherg from a personal
standpoint; indeed, the one quality which makesaa or woman into a possi-
ble novelist, good, bad, or indifferent, is jusatttspecial power of throwing
himself or herself into a great many people's pwabkties alternately. And this
is a power possessed on an average by not ondgan@gusand men or not one in
ten thousand women.
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Persis rang the bell violently. Bertha came upatliles: "Did you want
anything, miss?" Persis could have choked her. "Y&® answered, plainly,
taking the bull by the horns, "I want to know wigati were doing down there,
prying into other people's letters with the postfian

Bertha looked up at her, ever bland; she answetreshee, without a
second's hesitation: "The postman's my young mass; rand we hope before
very long now to get married."

"Odious thing!" Persis thought. "A glib lie alwaysady on the tip of
her tongue for every emergency."

But Bertha's full heart was beating violently. Begtwith love and
hope and deferred anxiety.

A little later in the day Persis mentioned the digsit casually to Lady
Maclure — mainly in order to satisfy herself thia¢ ggirl had been lying. Lady
Maclure, however, gave a qualified assent: — "lelvel she's engaged to the
postman,” she said. "I think I've heard so; thougtake it a rule, you see, my
dear, to know as little as | can of these peoje/s affairs. They're so very
uninteresting. But Bertha certainly told me she ldoli leave me to get mar-
ried for an indefinite period. That was only teryslago. She said her young
man wasn't just yet in a position to make a homééo."

"Perhaps,"” Persis suggested grimly, "something dexsirred mean-
while to better her position. Such strange thinggpap. She may have come
into a fortune!"

"Perhaps so," Lady Maclure replied languidly. Tiwbjsct bored her.
"Though, if so, it must really have been very sugder | think it was the
morning before you lost your jewels she told mé so.

Persis thought that odd, but she made no comment.

Before dinner that evening she burst suddenly lrady Maclure's
room for a minute. Bertha was dressing her ladsis. Friends were coming
to dine — among them Sir Justin. "How do theselpaar with my complex-
ion, Lady Maclure?" Persis asked rather anxiouslyshe specially wished to
look her best that evening, for one of the party.

"Oh, charming!" her hostess answered, with heredpa@mile. "Never
saw anything suit you better, Persis."

"Except my poor rubies!" Persis cried rather rugfufor coloured
gewgaws are dear to the savage and the woman.sH Wcould get them
back! | wonder that man Gregory hasn't succeedéiddmg them."

"Oh! my dear," Lady Maclure drawled out, "you mag sure by this
time they're safe at Amsterdam. That's the onlgela Europe now to look
for them."

"Why to Amsterdam, my lady?" Bertha interposed gl with a
quick side-glance at Persis.
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Lady Maclure threw her head back in surprise atrs@onted an intru-
sion. "What do you want to know that for, childPiesasked, somewhat curtly.
"Why, to be cut, of course. All the diamond-cutterghe world are concen-
trated in Amsterdam; and the first thing a thieéslavhen he steals big jewels
is to send them across, and have them cut in napeshso that they can't be
identified."

"l shouldn't have thought,” Bertha put in, calmlihey'd have known
who to send them to."

Lady Maclure turned to her sharply. "Why, thesadhi" she said, with
a calm air of knowledge, "are always done by exgmexed thieves, who know
the ropes well, and are in league with receiveeswimole world over. But
Gregory has his eye on Amsterdam, I'm sure, andlse@n hear something."

"Yes, my lady," Bertha answered, in her acquiesteam, and relapsed
into silence.

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

disconsolat@dj — neyrennblii, mevanbHbIA

glide outv — GeciryMHO BBIATH, BBICKOJIB3HYTh

culprit n — npectymHuK

overtadj— OTKpBITBIH, SIBHBIH

fire off v — Beimanurs

acuteness — NpOHHULATENTHLHOCTh

stock-in-trade -apcenain cpeacTB, KOTOPBIM PACIIONIATAIOT IPEACTABUTEIH
npodeccun

constrain — npuHyXIeHNe; CKOBAHHOCTD; CTECHEHHNE; HAMPSHKEHHOCT; TABJICHHE
indignantad] — Heroayromuii, BO3MYyIIIEHHbIH

cuen — HaMeK

SUSPECY — 1o 103peBaTh, COMHEBATHCS B HICTHHHOCTH; SUSpect gentlemen —
COMHEBAThCS B OPSATOYHOCTH

impunity n - 6e3Haka3aHHOCTH

meanadj — Hu3Ku#, O ITBII

despicablexdj — mpe3pennbIit

flush v — npunuBath k nuiy

crimsonn — pymsiaen

insolencen — 1ep30cTh, HATJIOCTh

entanglev — zanyrarscs

loopholen — naseiika

jump at smth -yxBatutbcs 3a 4TO—IIL

opera-glassesreaTpaibHblii OMHOKIIb

celebrated snameHuTHIIH
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conspicuousdj — BHIHBIM, 3aMETHBIN
gewgawq — 6e31eny K

ardourn — meL1, pBeHKe

pony -HeOoIbIIoH aBTOMOOHITH

quiVerv — Iposarth MEJIKOH IPOKBIO
prepossessing pacnosararonyii, IpUsATHbIH
PUMPYV — BEIBEIBIBATE; BHICIPAIINBATE; AOMBITHIBATHCS
cling v — nemnsiteest

Mazev — npUBOKTH B 3aMELIATENHCTBO
pantryn — Oydernas

ingenuityn — u3o0peratenbHOCTD

cease/ — rmepecTarh, MPEKPaTHTh
unaccountabledj — HeoOBACHUMBIH, CTpaHHBIH
equilibriumn — paBHoBecHe, CrIOKOCTBHE
equanimityn — camoobafanue, XJiaJHOKPOBHE
pry (into) v — moacmaTpuBaTh, COBaTh HOC
intenselyadv— cunbHO, HANPSHKEHHO
abstruseadj — TpyaHbIi I HOHUMAHKS

CUtV — rpaHuTh, NITUPOBATH

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-
tences:

CJICONUTh 3a KEM-JI., MHOIO3HA4YUTECIIbHAasA ym>161<a npucyma ACTCKTH-
BaM; C BBIpaXXCHHEM TJIyOOKOTO YBa)KEHHS; KaK TOT, K KOMY XEJIaHHBIA JIyd
CBETa BAPYT HpO6I/IBa€TC${ CKBO3b TbMY; IIPEABSABIIATH 06BI/IHCHI/IC; CIIaCUTCJIb-
Has na:-;efnca; MaJabYHIICCKHUI MbLI; 3aIlyTaThCs B MAHXKETE, yIOpHas I/1306p€-
TaTEJIbHOCTh, HABA3bIBATh CBOK JOKTPHHY, HEOOBSICHUMAS HCH}06OBL; XO0po-
10 OPUCHTHUPOBATHCA B UYEM-JI.

2.Study the text carefully and answer the following gestions.
Did the detective find any evidence while searchhmgservants’ boxes?
What questions was Persis asked by the detective?
Why did the detective smile meaningly at mentiosofJustin’s name?

el NS

Justin? Why?

Why was Persis sure that Sir Justin couldn’t hareied the rubies?
How did the loss of the rubies make Persis conspis®

What reward was offered for recovery of the losties?

How did Sir Justin take the news that Persis digo’to Paris?

What did Sir Justin do after he learned a gentlemvas inquiring for

©CoNo O
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Did Lady Maclure and Persis support the detectihemhe suspected Sir

him?

10. How did the detective investigating the case camy his principle of
suspecting everybody?

11. What did Persis see one morning looking out herdaim and watching
Bertha?

12. How did Bertha explain the incident to Persis?

13. Did the incident surprise Lady Maclure?

14. Why did Persis come to Lady Maclure’s room whenwhs dressing for
dinner with friends?

15. What did Bertha learn about Amsterdam that evening?

3.Retell the passage as it would be told by:
a) Lady Maclure;
b) Bertha

4.Make up a dialogue between Bertha and the postmanhgn Per-
sis saw them talking in the yard.

5.Comment on the following:
a) lines by Browning:
“And | learn rate a true man’s heart
Far above rubies.”
b) dialogue between Gregory and Lady Maclure:
- The Law is no respecter of persons.
- But it ought to be of characters.

6.Express your opinion on the following: Who do you hink stole
the rubies?

Part 6

FOUR days later, about nine at night, that hardkedrman, the posty
on the beat, stood loitering outside Sir EverarctMiz's house, openly defy-
ing the rules of the department, in close confezemith Bertha.

"Well, any news?" Bertha asked, trembling over vétttitement, for
she was a very different person outside with hegeldrom the demure and
imperturbable model maid who waited on my lady.

"Why, yes," the posty answered, with a low laughrifmph. "A letter
from Amsterdam! And | think we've fixed it!"

Bertha almost flung herself upon him. "Oh, Harrghe cried, all ea-
gerness, "this is too good to be true! Then in jus¢ other month we can
really get married!"
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There was a minute's pause, inarticulately filledoy sounds unrepre-
sentable through the art of the type-founder. THarry spoke again. "lt's an
awful lot of money!" he said, musing. "A regulartime! And what's more,
Bertha, if it hadn't been for your cleverness weeneshould have got it!"

Bertha pressed his hand affectionately. Even ladiagls are human.

"Well, if | hadn't been so much in love with youshe answered
frankly, "I don't think | could ever have had thét 0 manage it. But, oh!
Harry, love makes one do or try anything!"

If Persis had heard those singular words, she woale felt no doubt
was any longer possible.

Part 7

NEXT morning, at ten o'clock, a policeman came hpost haste, to
Sir Everard's. He asked to see Miss Remanet. WhesisRcame down, in her
morning wrap, he had but a brief message from logediters to give: "Your
jewels are found, miss. Will you step round anadniifg them?"

Persis drove back with him, all trembling. Lady Mae accompanied
her. At the police-station they left their cab, amered the anteroom.

A little group had assembled there. The first perBersis distinctly
made out in it was Sir Justin. A great terror sgiber. Gregory had so poi-
soned her mind by this time with suspicion of ebegy and everything she
came across, that she was afraid of her own shaBlotwext moment she saw
clearly he wasn't there as prisoner, or even asess; merely as spectator. She
acknowledged him with a hasty bow, and cast herreyad again. The next
person she definitely distinguished was Berthagads and cool as ever, but
in the very centre of the group, occupying as itertbe place of honour which
naturally belongs to the prisoner on all similacagions. Persis was not sur-
prised at that; she had known it all along; shexgga meaningly at Gregory,
who stood a little behind, looking by no meansmyphant. Persis found his
dejection odd; but he was a proud detective, anldaps someone else had ef-
fected the capture!

"These are your jewels, | believe," the inspectid,sholding them up;
and Persis admitted it.

"This is a painful case," the inspector went on.ve&y painful case.
We grieve to have discovered such a clue agairesoboour own men; but as
he owns to it himself, and intends to throw himselfthe mercy of the Court,
it's no use talking about it. He won't attempt &fethd it; indeed, with such
evidence, | think he's doing what's best and wisest
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Persis stood there, all dazed. "I — | don't undedt' she cried, with a
swimming brain. "Who on earth are you talking al®ut

The inspector pointed mutely with one hand at Grggand then for
the first time Persis saw he was guarded. She ethppr hand to her head. In
a moment it all broke in upon her. When she hatkdah the police, the ru-
bies had never been stolen at all. It was Gregdny stole them!

She understood it now, at once. The real facts daack& to her. She
had taken her necklet off at night, laid it carslgslown on the dressing-table
(too full of Sir Justin), covered it accidentallyitiv her lace pocket-
handkerchief, and straightway forgotten all abduiNiext day she missed it,
and jumped at conclusions. When Gregory came, igel she rubies askance
under the corner of the handkerchief — of courgnd a woman, she had
naturally looked everywhere except in the placeretshe had laid them — and
knowing it was a safe case he had quietly pockittech before her very eyes,
all unsuspected. He felt sure nobody could accimeoha robbery which was
committed before he came, and which he had hinbeslfi called in to inves-
tigate.

"The worst of it is," the inspector went on, "helhmoven a very ingen-
ious case against Sir Justin O'Byrne, whom we weréhe very point of ar-
resting today, if this young woman hadn't cometitha eleventh hour, in the
very nick of time, and earned the reward by givirsgthe clue that led to the
discovery and recovery of the jewels. They weraighd over this morning by
an Amsterdam detective."

Persis looked hard at Bertha. Bertha answered dud. ['My young
man was the postman, miss," she explained, quiiplgj "and after what my
lady said, | put him up to watch Mr. Gregory's detly for a letter from Am-
sterdam. I'd suspected him from the very first; argbn the letter came, we
had him arrested at once, and found out from it wieoe the people at Am-
sterdam who had the rubies."

Persis gasped with astonishment. Her brain wasmgedut Gregory in
the background put in one last word — "Well, | waght, after all," he said,
with professional pride. "I told you the very lgstrson you'd dream of sus-
pecting was sure to be the one that actually did it

Lady O'Byrne's rubies were very much admired at tdoBarlo last
season. Mr. Gregory has found permanent employrfwenthe next seven
years at Her Majesty's quarries on the Isle oflRadt Bertha and her postman
have retired to Canada with five hundred poundbuy a farm. And every-
body says Sir Justin O'Byrne has beaten the reedtek, all, even for Irish
baronets, by making a marriage at once of moneyaéfedtion.
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WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

beatn — paiion (06xona)

loiter v — konatecst; stand loitering -erosits 6e3 nena
defyv — urHopupoBsats, npeHedperatb

fling (flung) v — kunatecs, 6pocarses
inarticulatelyadv— nesustHo

type-foundemn — crnoBonmutank

MUSEV — pa3MBILLIATh, 33yMbIBATHCS

wit N —ym, pasym

anteroom — npuemHas

COme across — BCTPETUTHCS C KEM-JI., HATOJKHYThCS Ha YTO-II.
acknowledges — npusHaBath

cast an eye épocutb B3I

distinguishv — pasrisiiets, BeLACTUTD
dejectionn — noiaseHHOE HACTPOCHHUE, YHBIHHE
dazev — usymuThb

Spy smthyv —3aMeTuTh 4TO-II.
askanceadv—uckoca

weave (Wove, WOVEN) — IIecTH, TKaTh
ingeniousadv— HCKYCHBIH, 3aMBICIIOBATHIN

Nick N — TOYHBII MOMEHT, KPUTHICCKHI MOMEHT
reelv — Kpy»KuThcsi, BEpTEThCS

guarryn — KaMeHOJIOMHSI, Kapbep

affectionn —mo60Bb

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-
tences:

OTKpBITO IpeHeOperas paBUiIaMH; SMOLHOHAIBHO CXKATh PYKY; Y HEro
OBUIO TOJIKO KPaTKOE COOOIIEHHE W3 YIPaBJICHHS, BONTH B NPUEMHYIO; €€
OXBaTWJI y’Kac; 3apasuTh MOJO3PUTEIBHOCTBIO; C OBICTPHIM IMOKJIOHOM; €ro
M0JJaBJICHHOE HACTPOEHHE Ka3aloch CTPAHHBIM; OT/IATh HA MHJIOCTb CY/a; Ibl-
TaThCs 3aLUTUTD; TOJIOBOKPY)KEHHE; HAXOANUTHCS MO OXPaHOH; YAapUTh cels
PYKOIi 1o rosioBe; OHa Bce ce0e mpejcTaBuia; OOBUHUTH B OrpallICHHH; Kak
pa3 BoBpeMs1; 0OHapy)KEHHE U BO3BpAILCHUE JPAroleHHOCTEH; 3a/IbIXaThCsI OT
H3yMJICHUSI; TOOUTH PEKOP/I.
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2.Study the text carefully and answer the following gestions.

What news did the postman have for Bertha four tktgs?

What did this news mean for the couple?

What would Persis have felt if she had heard ttaiversation?

What information did the policeman have for Pevgi®en he came in the

morning?

Who accompanied Persis to the police-station?

What did Persis think when she saw Sir Justineptilice-station?

Was Persis surprised when she saw Bertha standitigeivery centre as

if she were the prisoner?

8. Why didn't Gregory look triumphant?

9. How had the rubies been stolen?

10. Who helped to discover and recover the jewels?

11. How did Bertha and the postman find out the trdttbua Gregory?

12. What phrase did Gregory use to repeat while ingastig the crime?
Were his words proved in practice?

13. What were the consequences of the case for GreBemyha, Sir Justin,
Persis?

PR
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3.Retell the passage as it would be told by:
a) Bertha;
b) Gregory.

4.Comment on Gregory’s words:

a) “If there’s a person in the case whom nobody elreeams of suspect-
ing, that person is the one who has committeddhbery.”

b) “We're constantly called in to investigate a casewit’s only a matter
of a lady’s carelessness.”

5.Make up dialogues between:
a) Persis and Sir Justin, when he proposed to marry;
b) Persis and Bertha, after the rubies had been ezturn

THE IMPOSSIBLE "IMPOSSIBLE" CRIME
by Edward D. Hoch

I'm no detective. But when you are living all alow&h one other man,

200 miles from the nearest settlement, and onetlaty only other man is
murdered — well, that's enough to make a deteotiv®f anybody.
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His name was Charles Fuller, and my name is Hemnyf8rt. Charlie
was a full professor at Boston University when Itrhan, teaching an ad-
vanced course in geology while he worked on a veleoncerning the effects
of permafrost on mineral deposits, | was an astistehis department, and we
became friends at once. Perhaps our friendshiphebmed along by the fact
that | was newly married to a very beautiful blondened Grace who caught
his eye from the very beginning.

Charlie's own wife divorced him some ten yearsiegrand he was at
the stage of his life when any sort of charming iféne companionship
aroused his basic maleness.

Fuller was at his early forties at the time, a go@ad years older than
Grace and me, and he often talked about the proiesest to his heart.

— Before I'm too old for it, he said, | want to sdea year above the
permafrost line.

And one day he announced that he would be speriingabbatical at
a research post in northern Canada, near the westere of Hudson Bay.

— I've been given a grant for eight months' study said. It's a great
opportunity. I'll never have another like it.

— You're going up there alone? Grace asked.

— Actually, | expect your husband to accompany me.

I must have looked a bit startled.

— Eight months in the wilds of nowhere with nothingt snow?

And Charlie Fuller smiled.

— Nothing but snow. How about it, Grace? Could gowe him up for
eight months?

— If he wants to go, she answered loyally. Sher®cbr tried to stand
in the way of anything I'd wanted to do.

We talked about it for a long time that night, baiready knew | was
hooked. | was on my way to northern Canada withri&h&uller.

The cabin — when we reached it by plane and badtsanwmobile —
was a surprisingly comfortable place, well stocketh enough provisions for
a year's stay. We had two-way radio contact withdhtside world, plus nec-
essary medical supplies and a bookcase full ofingachaterial, all provided
by the foundation that was financing the permafsbstly.

The cabin consisted of three large rooms — a labyrdor our study, a
combination living-room-and-kitchen, and a bedrowith a bath in one cor-
ner. We'd brought our own clothes, and Fuller hamight a rifle, too, to dis-
courage animals.

The daily routine with Charlie Fuller was great fahfirst. He was
surely a dedicated man, and one of the most igégiti I'd ever known. We
rose early in the morning, had breakfast togetherthen went off in search
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of ore samples. And the best of all in those edalys, there was the constant
radio communication with Grace. Her almost nighthessages brought a
touch of Boston to the Northwest Territory.

But after a time Grace's messages thinned to oheooa week, and fi-
nally to one every other week. Fuller and | begagdt on each other's nerves,
and often in the mornings | was awakened by thendaf rifle fire as he
stood outside the cabin door taking random shottheatoccasional owl or
ground squirrel that wandered near. We still has ghowmobile, but it was
200 miles to the nearest settlement at Caribou,jngak trip into town out of
the question.

Once, during the evening meal, Fuller said,

— Bet, you miss her, don't you, Hank?

— Grace? Sure | miss her. It's been a long time.

— Think she's sitting home nights waiting for ufor-you? | put down
my fork.

— What's that supposed to mean, Charlie?

— Nothing — nothing at all.

But the rest of the evening passed under a cloydhB time we had
been up there nearly five months, and it was pstiang.

It was fantastic, it was unreasonable, but themabeo develop be-
tween us a sort of rivalry for my wife. An unspokevalry, to be sure, a ri-
valry for a woman nearly 2000 miles away — but atilivalry.

— What do you think she's doing now, Hank? or

— | wish Grace were here tonight. Warm the placeaupit. Right,
Hank?

Finally one evening in January, when a heavy snad finade us stay
in the cabin for two long days and nights, theIriv@ame to a head. Charlie
Fuller was seated at the wooden table we used éatshvand paperwork, and |
was in my usual chair facing one of the windows.

— We're losing a lot of heat out of this placegitisLook at those icicles.

— I'll go out later and knock them down, he said.

| could tell he was in a bad mood and suspected eén drinking
from our supply of Scotch.

— We might make the best of each other, | saidré\&uck here for
another few months together.

— Worried, Hank? Anxious to be back in bed with &2

— Let's cut out the cracks about Grace, huh? Ittmgesick of it, Charlie.

— And I'm sick of you, sick of this place!

— Then let's go back.

— In this storm?

— We've got the snowmobile.
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— No. This is one project | can't walk out on.

— Why not? Is it worth this torture day after day?

— You don't understand. | didn't start out life fggia geologist. My
field was biology, and | had great plans for beingesearch scientist at some
major pharmaceutical house. They pay very well, kioow.

— What happened?

— The damnedest thing, Hank. | couldn't work witiinzals. | couldn't
experiment on them, kill them. | don't think | cdwdver kill a living thing.

— What about the animals and birds you shoot at?

— That's just the point, Hank, | never hit thentityi to, but | purposely
miss! That's why | went into geology. That was tdy field in which |
wouldn't make a fool of myself.

— You couldn't make a fool of yourself, Charlie.eBvf we went back to-
day, the university would still welcome you. Yostil have your professorship.

— I've got to succeed at something, Hank. Don't yoderstand? It's
too late for another failure — too late in lifediart over again!

He didn't mention Grace the rest of that day, thad the sensation that
he hadn't just been talking about his work. Histfmarriage had been a fail-
ure, too. Was he trying to tell me he had to sudaeith Grace?

| slept poorly that night, first because Charlied hdecided to walk
around the cabin at midnight knocking icicles frre roof, and then because
the wind had changed direction and howled in thimnhy. | got up once after
Charlie was in bed, to look outside, but the windamere frosted over by the
wind-driven snow, and | could see nothing.

Toward morning | drifted into an uneasy sleep, brokow and then by
the bird sounds which told me that the storm hatdkdnl| heard Charlie pre-
paring breakfast, though | paid little attentiawjrig to get a bit more sleep.

Then, sometime later, | sprang awake, knowing | ineakd it. A shot!
Could Charlie be outside again, firing at the angpd waited for some other
sound, but nothing reached my ears except thengpddithe coffee pot on the
gas stove. Finally | got out of bed and went i@ dther room.

Charlie Fuller was seated in my chair at the tadtiering at the wall. A
tiny stream of blood was running down his forehaad into one eye. He was
dead.

It took me some moments to comprehend the factiofdbath, and
even after | had located the bullet wound just &bbis hairline, | still could
not accept the reality of it. My first thought haden suicide, but then | saw
this was impossible. The bullet had obviously killeim instantly, and there
was no gun anywhere in sight — in fact. Fullerfie wvas missing from its
usual place in the corner near the door.

But if not suicide, what?
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There was no other explanation. Somehow he haddkiimself. |
switched on the radio and sent a message to thetgefielling them I'd bring in
the body by snowmobile as soon as | could.

Then, as | was starting to pack my things, | remenath the coffee. Do
men about to commit suicide start making breakfBst?hey put a pot of cof-
fee on the stove?

And then | had to face it. Charlie Fuller had ndtel himself. It
seemed impossible — but there it was. | sat dowosife the body, then got
up to cover it with a blanket, and then sat dowairag

What were all the possibilities? Suicide, accidemtirder — as simple
as that. Not suicide. Not accident. He certainlgirtiabeen cleaning his gun at
the time.

That left only one possibility.

Murder.

I walked over and crouched behind his chair, tryingsee what he
must have been seeing in that final moment.

And then | saw it. Directly opposite, in the centéra frosted window;
there was a tiny hole. | hadn't noticed it befortbe-frost had effectively cam-
ouflaged the hole. A few cracks ran from it, bug¢ #how had somehow kept
the window from shattering completely.

The bullet had come from outside — the mystery sedged!

But as soon as | put on my coat and went outddamsalized that a
greater mystery had taken its place. Though thérdryisnow had left a nar-
row walkway under the roof of the cabin, drifts g than my head sur-
rounded us on all sides. No one could have appeshttte cabin through that
snow without leaving a visible trail.

I made my way to the window and saw the butt ofd¥ld rifle protrud-
ing from the snow. | pulled it out and stared atibndering what it could tell
me. It had been recently fired, it was the murdeapon, but there was noth-
ing more it could say.

| took it back into the cabin and sat down. Justttio of us, no one
else, and somebody had murdered Charlie Fuller.

As the day passed into noon, | knew | would havbdaanoving soon.
But could | go back under the circumstances? Ghé#iiller was dead, and |
had to discover how it had happened.

Pacing the cabin, | knew that the answer must hete somewhere,
within the walls of our temporary home. | went bankmy mind over our
conversations about Grace. He had loved her, hewsaded her — of that
much | was certain. Could he have committed suigidguch a manner that |
would be accused of his murder?

No, there were two things against that theory watldn't get him
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Grace, and it wouldn't get me convicted of the eriBecause even now |
could change the scene any way | wanted, invenstoty | liked. The police
would never even make the trip to the cabin to khag story. | had already
called it suicide in my radio report, but | couldange it to accident. And there
was no one to call it murder.

No one but myself.

| went outside again and started sifting through $mow where I'd
found the rifle. But there was nothing — a few hitscicle, but nothing more.
Here and there Fuller's footprints remained urelliffrom his icicle-breaking
expedition, but | could identify no other print§.sbmeone had stood at that
window to kill Charlie Fuller.

But no one could have! The snow and crystallizedtfhad made the
window completely opaque. Even if an invisible menet had dropped from
the sky, and somehow got Charlie's rifle out of ¢hbin, he could not have
fired at Charlie through that window because heldawt have seen him
through it!

So | went back inside to the rifle, emptied it, anéd the trigger. It
had been adjusted to a hair trigger — the sliglgestsure of my finger was
enough to click the hammer on the empty chamber.

Suddenly | felt that | almost had an answer. 1dtstaring at the blan-
ket-covered figure in the chair, then went outsadd looked through the bul-
let hole at it again. Lined up perfectly, even tigh an opaque window.

And then | knew who had murdered Charlie Fuller.

| was staring at his body in the chair, but it waschair! Twenty min-
utes later, and | would have been sitting in thettywchair, eating breakfast.
Charlie would have called me when the coffee waslyeand | would have
come out to sit in that chair, as | did every mogni

And Charlie Fuller would have killed me.

It took me five minutes of sorting through the hifsicicle in the snow
under the window to find the one that was sometiniage. It was ice, but ice
encased in a tiny heat-sealed plastic pouch. We pseches of all sizes in the
lab for the rock specimens we collected. This cakderved a different purpose.

Charlie had driven one of the icicles into the sraowl balanced the ri-
fle on top of it — probably freezing it to the idcwith a few drops of water.
Then he had wiped away a tiny speck of frost onwh@low to line the gun
barrel with the chair in which | would be sittinge'd fixed the rifle with a
hair trigger, and then jammed the tiny plastic goatwater between the front
of the trigger and the guard.

When the water in the pouch froze, the ice exparadginst the trig-
ger, and the rifle fired through the window at ti&ir. The recoil had thrown
the rifle free of its icicle support, and the frazgouch of water had dropped
into the snow like a simple piece of ice.
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And what had gone wrong? Charlie Fuller must hawed the freezing
of the water filled pouch, but he probably hadin'ted it in subzero cold with
a wind blowing. The water had simply frozen sootten he'd planned —
while he was sitting in my chair for a moment, atijog it to the precise posi-
tion facing the window.

But why had he gone to all that trouble to kill nveéhen we were
alone? | thought about that all the way back toiligar in the snowmobile.
He'd probably feared that it would be like the aalsrhe'd told me about, that
at the final moment he wouldn't have been ablejt®eze the trigger. Perhaps
in the night he'd even stood over my bed with Hle,runable to go through
with it. This way had made it impersonal, like & kexperiment to be set up
and observed.

So Charlie Fuller had murdered himself. But for #uwthorities, and for
Grace. | decided to stick to the suicide storyidnd think they'd bother too
much about things like the absence of powder busnder the circumstances,
they were stuck with my story, and | wanted to kigegimple. As | said in the
beginning, I'm no detective.

WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS

volumen —t1oM; kaura

permafrosh —Beunas mMep3nora

mineral deposit MecTopoxxaeHre MHHEPAIOB

catch smb's eye rpuBneys ybe-1MO0 BHUMAHHE

maleness$ — MyXCKHe HHCTHHKTHI

sabbatical foxuunslit oTIycK (a1 Hay4HOH PabOTHI)

startled —ucmyraHHbIi, HOpaKCHHBIH

cabinn — xmwkuHa

discourage animalseTmyruBars }KHBOTHBIX

ore sample -e6paser pyabt

get on each other's nervege#icTBoBaTh ApYyr APYry Ha HEPBBI
rivalry n — conepHu4ecTBo

come to a head AocTHrHYTh KPUTHYESCKON TOUYKH

torturen — nerTka

sensatiom — 4yBcTBO, OLIyLICHHE

spring (sprang; sprung)— BCKOYUTh

perkingn — mym (u31aBacMBbIil BOIOI MPU MPOXOXKICHHU Yepe3 GUIbTp Ko-
Gbeiinnka)

crouchv — crubarscs
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butt n — npuxnax (pyxbs)

sift v — uccrenoBath, npoBepsaTh
opaqueadj — Henpo3payuHbIi

hair trigger —terkoe Haxxatue
hammem — ynapuuk (3atBopa)
chambem — natponHuk
heat-sealed semnonenponuaeMbIii
pouchn — memovek

Speckn — nATHAIIIKO

barreln — ctomn, nyno

jamv — 3axuMarthb

guardv —mperoXpaHuTeb

recoiln —ormava

stick to smthv —npuaepxuBaThCst 4ero-nmodo
powdern —mopox

EXERCISES

1.Find equivalents in the text for these word combintions and sen-
tences:

OH paboTal HaJ KHHUIOW; OH HAXOAWJICS Ha TOM JTale CBOCH JKU3HHU,
Kor/a O0IIecTBO JIIO00M 0YapoBaTENbHON JKEHIIHHBI MPOOYKIAIO0 €0 MYX-
CKHE WHCTHHKTHI; TIPOBECTH TOJ 3a JIMHHUEH BEYHOW MEp3JIOTH, B XIDKUHE
HMEJIICS 3arac MPOJOBOJIECTBHS Ha TOM; OH OBLI IPEAAHHBIM CBOEMY eIy 4Ye-
JIOBEKOM; TOCHIaHus OT ['peiic COKpaTHIINCh 10 OTHOTO - IBYX B HEJIEIIO; JeH-
CTBOBATh JIPYT APYTY Ha HEPBBI; O MOE3JKE B rOPOJ HE MOIJIO OBITh M PEyH,
COIMCPHUYECTBO JOCTHIVIO KPUTHYCCKOW TOYKH; JaBali-Ka MOTEPIHM JPYT
Jpyra; AaBail MpeKpaTuM 3TOT Tpen HacueT [ 'pefic; ero skeHUTHOa OblLIa He-
yIa4HOIl; HE OCTaBUB BHAWMOTO CJ€Aa; S MOT IO-CBOEMY W3MEHHTH MECTO
TIPOMCIIECTBUS; OH OBLI OTPETYJIUPOBAH TAKUM 00pa3oM, 4TO TpeOOBAJ JIUIIIb
JICTKOTO HAaXXaTHs; TMPOBOIAWTH W HAOIIOJATh SKCICPUMEHT B J1a00OpaToOpuH;
MIPHUICPKUBATHCS BEPCUHM CAMOYOUICTBA.

2.Study the text carefully and answer the following gestions.
In what field of science did Fuller and Bowfort W@r
Why did Fuller decide to spend a year above thenpfost line?
Where was their research post situated?
Who was the cause of the rivalry between the twnne
How long ago did Grace catch Fuller's eye?
Why did Fuller and Bowfort begin to get on eachenth nerves?

ok wWNE

111

7 Why didn't Fuller become a biologist?

8 What did Bowfort see one morning when he sprangkawaearing
Fuller’s rifle?

9 What did Bowfort say in his radio report?

10 What facts made Bowfort think that Fuller hadn'neoitted suicide?

11 Where did Bowfort find Fuller's rifle?

12 Whose footprints did Bowfort find by the cabin?

13 What was the last clue to reveal the “impossiblihe?

3.Write a report Henry Bowfort might have written for the police.

4.Think and answer:
1. Do you feel sympathy for Charlie Fuller? Why?
2. Why didn't Bowfort tell the truth about Fulledsath in his radio report?
3. Suppose that Fuller kills Bowfort. What woule tand of the story be then?
4. Imagine that you are Fuller. Would you decid&ilioyour rival?

5.Work in pairs:
Act out the talk Henry might have had with the lawthorities.
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