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The package was lying by the front door — a cube-shaped carton sealed with tape,
their name and address printed by hand: “Mr. and Mrs, Arthur Lewis, 217-E, Thirty-seventh
Street, New York, New York 10016.” Norma picked it up, unlocked the door, and went into
the apartment. It was just getting dark.

After she had put the lamb chops in the broiler, she sat down to open the package.

Inside the carton was a push-button unit fastened to a small wooden box. A glass
dorne covered the button. Norma tried to lift it off, but it was locked in place. She turned the
unit over and saw a folded piece of paper scotch-taped to the bottom of the box. She pulled it
off: “Mr. Steward will call on you at 8.00 PM.”

Norma put the button unit beside her on the couch. She reread the typed note,
smiling.

A few moments later, she went back into the kitchen to make the salad.

The doorbell rang at eight o'clock. “I'll get it,” Norma called from the kitchen. Arthur
was in the living room, reading.

There was a small man in the hallway. He removed his hat as Norma opened the door.
“Mrs. Lewis?” he inquired politely.

“Yeg?”

“I'm Mr. Steward.” .

. "Oh, Yes.” Norma repressed a smile. She was sure now it was a sales pitch.

“May | come in?” asked Mr. Steward.

“I'm rather busy,” Norma said.

“Don't you want to know what it is?”

Norma turned back. Mr. Steward's tone had been offensive. “No. I don't think so,”
shereplied.

“It could prove very valuable,” he told her,

“Monetarily?” she challenged.

Mr. Steward nodded, “Monetarily,” he said.

Norma frowned. She didn't like his attitude. “What are you trying to sell?” she asked,
“I'm not selling anything,” he answered.

Arthur came out of the living room. “Something wrong?”

Mr. Steward introduced himself.

“Oh, the—" Arthur pointed toward the living room and smiled.

“What is that gadget, anyway?”
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“Itwon't take long to explain,” replied Mr. Steward. “May [ come in?"
“Ifyou're selling something—,” Arthur said.

Mr. Steward shook his head. “I'm not.”

Arthur looked at Norma. “Up to you,” she said.

He hesitated. “Well, why not?” he said.

They went into the living room and Mr. Steward sat in Norma's chair. He reached into
an inside coat pocket and withdrew a small sealed envelope. “Inside here is a key to the bell-
unit dome,” he said. He set the envelope on the chair side-table. “The bell is connected to our
Oﬁ{:ei"

“What's it for?" asked Arthur.

“If you push the button,” Mr. Steward told him, “somewhere in the world someone
you don't know will die. In return for which you will receive a payment of $50,000.”

Norma stared at the small man, He was smiling.

“What are you talking about?"” Arthur asked him.

Mr. Steward looked surprised. “ButI've just explained,” he said.

“Is this a practical joke?" asked Arthur.

“Notat all. The offer is completely genuine.”

“You aren't making sense,” Arthur said. “You expect us to believe —
“Who do yourepresent?” demanded Norma.

Mr. Steward looked embarrassed. “I'm afraid I'm not at liberty to tell you that,” he
said, “However, I assure you, the organization is of international scope.”

“I think you'd better leave,” Arthur said, standing.

Mr. Steward rose. “Of course.”

“And take your button unit with you.”

“Are you sure you wouldn't care to think about it for a day or so?7

Arthur picked up the button unit and the envelope and thrust them into Mr. Steward's
hands. He walked into the hall and pulled open the door.

“I'll leave my card,” said Mr. Steward. He placed it on the table by the door.

When he was gone, Arthur tore it in half and tossed the pieces onto the table.

Norma was still sitting on the sofa. “What do you think it was?” she asked.

“I don't care to know,” he answered.

She tried to smile but couldn't. “Aren't you curious atall?”

“No.” He shook his head.

After Arthur had returned to his book, Norma went back to the kitchen and finished
washing the dishes.

“Why won't you talk about it?” Norma asked.

Arthur's eyes shifted as he brushed his teeth. He looked at her reflection in the



bathroom mirror.

“Doesn't it intrigue you?”

“It offends me,” Arthur said.

“I know, but” — Norma rolled another curler in her hair—*“doesn't it intri gue you,
too?”

“You think it's a practical joke?" she asked as they went into the room.

“Ifitis, it's a sick one.”

Norma sat on her chair and said after amoment.

“May be it's some kind of psychological research,”

Arthur shrugged. “Could be.” '

“Maybe some eccentric millionaire is doing it.”

“Maybe.”

“Wouldn't you like to know?”

Arthur shook his head.

“Why?”

“Because it's immoral,” he told her.

Norma slid beneath the covers. “Well, I think it's intri guing,” she said.

Arthur turned off the lamp. “Good night,” he said.

Norma closed her eyes. “Fifty thousand dollars,” she thought.

In the morning, as she left the apartment, Norma saw the card halves on the table.
Impulsively, she dropped them into her purse. She locked the front door and joined Arthur in
the elevator.

While she was on her coffee break, she took the card halves from her purse and held
the torn edges together. Only Mr. Steward's name and telephone number were printed on the
card.

After lunch, she took the card halves from her purse again and scotch-taped the edges
together. “Why am I doing this?" she thought.

Justbefore five, she dialed the number.

“Good afternoon,” said Mr. Steward's voice.

Norma almost hung up but restrained herself. She cleared her throat.

“This is Mrs. Lewis,” she said.

“Yes, Mrs. Lewis,” Mr. Steward sounded pleased.

“I'm curious.”

“That's natural,” Mr. Steward said.

“Not that I believe a word of what you told us.”

*Oh, it's quite authentic,” Mr. Steward answered,

“Well, whatever —" Norma swallowed. “When you said someone in the world
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wn;.ﬂd die, what did you mean?"

“Exactly that," he answered. “It could be anyone, All we guarantee is that you don't
know them. And, of course, that you wouldn't have to watch them die.”

“For $50,000," Norma said.

“That is correct.”

She made a scoffing sound. “That's crazy.”

“Nonetheless, that is the proposition,” Mr. Steward said, “Would you like me to
return the button unit?"

Norma stiffened. “Certainly not." She hung up angrily.

The package was lying by the front door; Norma saw it as she left the elevator. Well,
of all the nerve, she thought, She glared at the carton as she unlocked the door, I just won't
take it in, she thought. She went inside and started dinner,

Later, she went into the front hall, Opening the door, she picked up the package and
carried it into the kitchen, leaving it on the table,

She sat in the living room, looking out the window. After a while, she went back into
the kitchen to turn the cutlets in the broiler. She put the package in a bottom cabinet, She'd
throw it out in the morning,

“May be some eccentric millionaire is playing games with people,” she said.
Arthur looked up from his dinner, “I don't understand you."

“What does that mean?"

“Letitgo," hetold her.

Norma ate in silence. Suddenly, she put her fork down, “Suppose it's a genuine
offer?" she said.

Arthur stared at her.
“Suppose it's a genuine offer?”

“All right, suppose it 187" He looked incredulous, “What would you like to do? Get
the button back and push it? Murder someone?"

Norma looked disgusted. “Murder,”

“How would you define it?"

“Ifyou don't even know the person?" Norma said.

Arthur looked astounded, “Are you saying what I think you are?"

“Ifit's some old Chinese peasant ten thousand miles away? Some diseased native in
the Congo?"

“How about some baby boy in Pennsylvania?" Arthur countered. “Some beautiful
little girl on the next block?"

“Now you're loading things,"
“The point is, Norma," he continued. “What's the difference who you kill? It's still



“The point is,” Norma broke in, “if it's someone you've never seen in your life and
never will see, someone whose death you don't even have to know about, you still wouldn't
push the button?”

Arthur stared at her, appalled. *You mean you would?"
“Fifty thousand dollars, Arthur."
“What has the amount —"

“Fifty thousand dollars, Arthur,” Norma interrupted. “A chance to take that trip to
Europe we've always talked about."

“Norma, no."”
“A chance to buy that cottage on the island."”
“Norma, no." His face was white.

She shuddered. “All right, take it easy,” she said. “Why are you getting so upset? It's
only talk,"” ;

After dinner, Arthur went into the living room. Before he lef! the table, he said, “I'd
rather not discuss it anymore, if you don't mind,"

Norma shrugged, “Fine with me."”
She got up earlier than usual to make pancakes, eggs, and tea for Arthur's breakfast,
*What's the occasion?" he asked with a smile.
“No occasion.”" Norma looked offended. I wanted to do it, that's all.”
“Good," he suid, “I'm glad you did."
She refilled his cup. "“Wanted to show you I'm not —" she shrugged.
“Not what?"
“Selfish.”
“Did I say you were?"
“Well"—she gestured vaguely —"lastnight”....
Arthur didn't speak.
“All that talk about the button,” Norma said. " I think you—well, misunderstood me."
*In what way?" His voice was guarded.
“I think you felt" —she gestured again—"that I was only thinking of myself."
nﬂhlll
“Iwasn't,"
“Norma ="
“Well, I wasn't, When [ talked about Europe, a cottage on the Island — "
‘*Norma, why are we getting so involved in this?"

“I'm not involved at all." She drew in a shaking breath. “T'm simply trying to indicate
that—""
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“What?" :

“That I'd like for us to go to Europe. Like for us to have a cottage on the island. Like
forus to have a nicer apartment, nicer furniture, nicer clothes, acar.”

“Norma, we will,” he said.

“When?”

He stared at her in dismay.

“Norma—"

“When?"

“Areyou” —he seemed to draw back slightly — “ are youreally saying —"

“I'm saying that they're probably doing it for some research project!” she cut him off.
“That they want to know what average people would do under such a circumstance! That
they're just saying someone would die, in order to study reactions, see if there would be guilt,
anxiety, whatever! You don't really think they'd kill somebody, do you?”

Arthur didn't answer. She saw his hands trembling. A fter a while, he got up and left.

When he'd gone to work, Norma remained at the table, staring into her coffee. I'm
going to be late, she thought. She shrugged. What difference did it make?

While she was stacking dishes, she turned abruptly, dried her hands, and took the
package from the bottom cabinet. Opening it, she set the button unit on the table. She stared
at it for a long time before taking the key from its envelope and removing the glass dome. She
stared at the button. How ridiculous, she thought. All this furore over a meaningless button.

Reaching out, she pressed it down. For us, she thought angrily.

She shuddered. Was it happening? A chill of horror swept across her.

In a moment, it had passed. She made a contemptuous noise. Ridiculous, she
thought. To get so worked up over nothing.

She threw the button unit, dome, and key into the wastebasket and hurried to dress
for work.

She had just turned over the supper steaks when the telephone rang. She picked up
the receiver. “Hello?”

“Mrs. Lewis?”

“Yes?”

“This is the Lenox Hill Hospital.”

She felt unreal as the voice informed her of the subway accident — the shoving

crowd, Arthur pushed from the platform in front of the train. She was conscious of shaking
her head but couldn't stop.

As she hung up, she remembered Arthur's life-insurance policy for $25,000, with
double indemnity for —.

“No.” She couldn't seem to breathe. She struggled to her feet and walked into the
kitchen numbly. Something cold pressed at her skull as she removed the button unit from the
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wastebasket. There were no nails or screws visible. She couldn't see how it was puttogether.
Abruptly, she began to smash it on the sink edge, pounding it harder and harder, until
the wood split. She pulled the sides apart, cutting her fingers without noticing. There were no
transistors in the box, no wires or tubes.
The box was empty.

She whirled with a gasp as the telephone rang. Stumbling into the living room, she
picked up the receiver.

“Mrs. Lewis?" Mr. Steward asked.

It wasn'ther voice shrieking so; it couldn't be. “You said I wouldn't know the one that
died!”

"My dear lady,” Mr. Steward said. “Do you really think you knew your husband?”

fhdkhkthhihhd

Theme

Mr. Steward an agent of an international organization gave Mr. and Mrs. Arthur
Lewis a temptation 0f $50,000 if they pushed the button of a mechanism that would kill some
unknown person anywhere in the world. Arthur opposed the idea and considered it a murder.
But his wife Norma found it beneficial for improving the lifestyle by purchasing a cottage on
the island and having a chance to take a trip to Europe. Norma, overcome by the temptation,
pushed the button in the absence of her husband and gothim killed in an accident.

Reading Notes

frowned an expression of displeasure
gadget small fitting in machinery
curious eager to learn, inquisitive

intrigue carry on underhand plot

shrugged raised shoulders to express helplessness

eccentric odd

impulsively |spontaneously

swallowed |tookin

scoffing taunting

glared gazed, looked at it without blinking
appalled terrified, dismayed
stacking piling up in frame for drying

furore exciternent
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EXERCISES
e the correct answer.
Where did Norma put the lamb chops?
a) in the oven b) in the broiler
c) in the freezer d) in the basket
There was a small man
a) in the porch. b) in the room.
c) at the door. d) in the hallway.
Where was the key to the bell-unit dome?
a) in the box b} in the drawer
c) in the sealed envelope d) in the pocket
What was the reward for pushing the button?
a) $25,000 b) $50,000
c) $5,000 d) $2,500
What was the question of Norma that made Mr. Steward embarrassed?
a) Where do you live? b) How do you do?
c) What do you sell? d) Who do you represent?
What could have happened by pushing the button?
a) Somewhere in the world a bird would die.

b) Someone would die in the neighbourhood.
c) Some songs would be heard.

d)- Somewhere in the world some unknown person would die.

Why didn't Arthur agree to the offer of Mr. Steward for pushing the button?
a) He considered ita practical joke.

b) He didn't rely on him.

c) He considered death of some unknown person a murder.

d) He didn't believe him.
Why was the offer of $50,000 attractive for Norma?

a) She had a plan to improve her life.
b) She felt no harm in helping someone to conduct a psychological
research.

c) She wanted to purchase a set of jewellery.

d) She wanted to buy a new house.

Who in Norma's opinion, was the researcher?

a) a psychiatrist b) adoctor

c) an eccentric millionaire d) amurderer
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Why didn't Norma take the consent of her husband to comply with the
instructions of Mr. Steward?

a) He couldn't understand the idea.

b) He would share the offer.

c) He considered ita murder.

d) He considered it immoral to kill some unknown person for the sake
of money.

Mark the statements true or false.

1.
il
iil.
iv.
V.

vii.

viil.

X.

Norma found the carton in front of her door as she arrived home.

Norma believed that Mr. Steward was a guest,

Mr. Steward took out a key and opened the box for Arthur.

Arthur and Norma have the same reaction to Mr. Steward's proposition.

Norma could not resist calling Mr. Steward back.

Norma did not agree with Mr. Steward to have the button unit brought back.
Arthur said he believed that Mr. Steward's offer was a genuine one.

Norma wants Arthur to understand that she is interested in the proposition
because the money would help the two of them.

Arthur could accept participating along with Norma if they were part of a
research project.

Norma called Mr. Steward after she learned of Arthur's death.

Answer the following questions.

i
ii.
iii.
iv.
V.
V1,
Vi

viii.

Why did Norma consider the tone and attitude of Mr. Steward offensive?
Why did Arthur disagree with his wife?

Why did Norma try to persuade her husband to agree with her?

What were the reasons Norma gave to her husband to accept the offer?
Why did Mr. Steward continue persuading Norma?

What was the message Norma received on pushing the button?

What is the significance of Arthur's life-insurance policy?

Did Norma remain normal on hearing the news of the accident of her
husband?

Write down the answers to the following questions in 100 - 150 words.

i
i.

iil.

v,

Write a note on the character of Arthur.
Why didn't Norma remain true to her husband?

Do you agree with Norma's assertion that the death of someone you have
never seen is not important?

Write the story in your own words.




10 Short Stories
V. What moral lesson does the story teach?
3 Connect a sentence of Column I with the relevant sentence in Column I1.
Column 1 Column I1
She sat down to open genuine.
She saw a folded piece of paper the package.
Arthur came out of by the door.
It won't take long in the bathroom mirror,
The offer is completely the living room.
The organization is of scotch-taped to the bottom of the box.
Are you sure you wouldn't care to think about it for a day or so?
He placed it on the table to explain.
He looked at her reflection from her purse.
She took the card halves international scope.
6. Use the correct forms of the verbs given in brackets.
L Norma (unlock) the door, and (go) into the apartment.
1% She (turn) the unit over.

iii. She (reread) the typed note smilingly.
iv. He (remove) his hat as Norma (open) the door.

V. Mr. Steward (look) surprised.

% Punctuate the following lines.

mr steward looked embarrassed i m afraid i m not at liberty to tell you that he said
however i assure you the organization is of international scope

Write down the following lines in indirect narration.

i “Don't you want to know about it?" the salesman asked the customer.
ii. “T'hope everything goes well with you,” said Asif to his friend.
iii. “Where shall we meet tomorrow, at my home or at yours?” the lawyer asked

his client.

iv. “Allis well that ends well!” said the father when he had finished the story.
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(Jesse Stuart)

“This is the way, Jess,” said my father, pointing with his cane across the deep valley.
below us. “I want to show you something you've not seen for many years!”

“Isn't it too hot for you to do much walking?” I wiped the streams of sweat from my
face to keep them from stinging my eyes.

I didn't want to go with him. I had just finished walking a half mile uphill from my
home to his. I had carried a basket of dishes to Mom. There were two slips in the road and |
couldn't drive my car. And I knew how hot it was. It was 97 in the shade. I knew that from
January until April my father had gone to eight different doctors. One of the doctors had told
him not to walk the length of a city block. He told my father to get a taxi to take him home.
But my father walked home five miles across the mountain and told Mom what the doctor
had said. Forty years ago a doctor had told him the same thing. And he had lived to raise a
family of five children. He had done as much hard work in those years as any man.

I could not protest to him now. He had made up his mind. When he made up his mind
to do a thing, he would do it if he had to crawl. He didn't care if it was 97 in the shade or 16
below zero. I wiped more sweat from my face as I followed him down the little path between
the pasture and the meadow.

Suddenly he stopped at the edge of the meadow, took his pocket knife from his
pocket, and cut a wisp of alfalfa. He held it up between him and the sun.

“Look at this, Jess!” he bragged. “Did you ever see better alfalfa grow out of the
earth?”

“It's the best looking hay T've ever seen any place,” I said, “I've not seen better
looking alfalfa even in the Little Sandy River bottoms!”

“When I bought this little farm, everybody around here said I'd end up with my
family at the country poor farm if I tried to make a living here,” he bragged again. “It took me
thirty years to improve these old worn-out acres to make them do this!™

“Ilike these woods, Jess,” my father said. “Remember when we used to come here to
hunt for squirrels? Remember when we sat beneath these hickories and the squirrels threw
green hickory shells down at us? The mornin g wind just at the break of day in August was so
good to breathe. I can't forget those days. And in October when the rabbits were ripe and the
frosts had come and the hickory leaves had turned yellow and when the October winds blew
they rustled the big leaves from the trees and they fell like yellow rain drops to the ground!
Remember,” he said, looking at me with his pale blue eyes. “How our hounds, Rags and
Scout, would make the rabbits circle! These were good days, Jess! That's why [ remember
this mountain.” :

“Is that what you wanted to show me?" I asked.
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“Oh, no, no,” he said as he began to climb the second bluff that lifted abruptly from
the flat toward the sky. The pines on top of the mountain above us looked as if the fingers of
their long boughs were fondling the substance of a white cloud. Whatever my father wanted
me to see was on top of the highest point of my farm. And with the exception of the last three
years, | had been over this point many times. I had never seen anything extraordinary upon
this high point of rugged land. I had seen the beauty of many wild flowers, a few rock cliffs,
and many species of hard and soft-wood trees.

“Why do you take the path straight up the point?” I asked. “Look at these other paths!
What are they doing here?”

Within the distance of a few yards, several paths left the main path and circled around
the slope, gradually climbing the mountain.

“All paths go to the same place,” he answered.

“Then why do you take the steep one?” L asked.

“I'll explain later,” he spoke with half-breaths.

He rested a minute to catch his second wind while I managed to stand on the path by
holding toa little sapling, because it was too steep formy feet to hold unless I braced myself.

Then my father started to move slowly up the path again, supporting himself with his

cane. I followed at his heels. Justa few steps in front of him a fox squirrel crossed the path and
ran up a hickory tree.

“See that, Jess!” he shouted.

“Yes, [did,” | answered.

“That brings back something to me,” he said, “brings back the old days to seea fox
squirrel but this won't bring back as much as something I'm goin' to show you.”

My curiosity was aroused. I thought he had found a new kind of wild grass, or an
unfamiliar herb, oranew kind of tree. For | remembered the time he had found a coffee tree in
our woods. Itis, as far as I know, the only one of its kind growing in our country.

Only twice did my father stop to wipe the sweat from his eyes as he climbed the
second steep bluff toward the fingers of the pines. We reached the limbless trunks of these tall
straight pines whose branches reached toward the blue depth of the sky, or the white cloud
was now gone. I saw a clearing, a small clearing of not more than three-fourths of an acre in
the heart of this wilderness right on the mountain top.

“Now, you're comin' to something, son,” he said as he pushed down the top wire so
he could cross the fence. “This is something I want you to see!™

“Who did this?” I asked. “Who cleared this land and fenced it? Fenced it against
what?”

“Stray cattle if they ever get out of the pasture,” he answered me curtly. “I cleared
this land. And I fencedit!”

“But why did you ever climb to this mountain top and do this?" 1 asked him. “Look at
the fertile land we have in the valley!™
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“Fertile,” he laughed as he reached down and picked up a double handful of leaf-rot
loam. “This is the land, son! This is it. I've tried all kinds of land!”

Then he smelled the dirt. He whiffed and whiffed the smell of this wild dirt into his
nostrils.

“Just like fresh air,” he said as he let the dirt run between his fingers. “It's pleasant to
touch, too,” he added.

“But, Dad—-"1said.

“I know what you think,” he interrupted. “Your mother thinks the same thing. She
wonders why I ever climbed this mountain top to raise my potatoes, yams, and tomatoes!
But, Jess,” he almost whispered, “anything grown in new ground like this has a better flavor.
Wait until my tomatoes are ripe. You'll never taste sweeter tomatoes in your life.”

“They'll soon be ripe, too,” I said as I looked at the dozen or more rows of tomatoes
‘on the lower side of the patch.

Then above the tomatoes were a half-dozen rows of yams. Above the yams were,
perhaps, three dozen rows of potatoes.

“Idon't see aweed in this patch,” I laughed. “Won't they grow here?”
“I'won'tletem,” he said. “Now this is what I've been wanting you to see!”

“This is the cleanest patch I've ever seen,” I bragged. “But I still don't see why you
climbed the top of this mountain to clear this patch. And you did all this against your doctor's
orders!”

“Which one?” he asked, laughing,
Then he sat down on a big oak stump and I sat down on a small black-gum stump near
him. This was the only place on the mountain where the sun could shine to the ground. And

on the lower side of the clearing there was a rim of shadow over the rows of dark stalwart
plants loaded with green tomatoes.

“What is the reason for your planting this patch up here?” I asked.

*Twenty times in my life,” he said, “a doctor has told me to go home and be with my
family as long as I could. Told me not to work. Not to do anything but to live and enjoy the
few days I had left with me. If the doctors have been right,” he said, winking at me, T have
cheated death many times! Now, I've reached the years the Good Book allows to man in his
lifetime upon this earth! Three score years and ten!”

He got up from the stump and wiped the raindrops of sweat from his red-wrinkled
face with his big blue bandanna.

“And something else, Jess,” he said, motioning for me to follow him to the upper
edge of the clearing, “you won't understand until you reach three score and ten! After these
years your time is borrowed. And when you live on that kind of time, something goes back.
Something I cannot explain. You go back to the places you knew and loved. See this steep hill
slope.” He pointed down from the upper rim of the clearing toward the deep valley below.
*“Your mother and I, when she was nineteen and 1 was twenty-two cleared this mountain
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slope together. We raised corn, beans, and pumpkins here,” he continued, his voice rising
with excitement — he talked with his hands, too. “Those were the days. This wasn't the land
one had to build up. It was already here as God had made it and we had to do was to clear the
trees and burn the bush. I ploughed this mountain with cattle the first time it was ever
ploughed. And we raised more than a barrel of corn to the shock. That's why I came back up
here. I went back to our youth. And this was the only land left like that was.™

“And, Jess,” he bragged, “regardless of my three score years and ten, I ploughed it.
Ploughed it with a mule! | have, with just a little help, done all the work. It's like the land your
mother and I used to farm here when I brought my gun to the field and took home a mess of
fox squirrels every evening.”

1 looked at the vast mountain slope below where my mother and father had farmed.
And I could remember, years later, when they farmed this land. It was on this steep slope that
my father once made me a little wooden plough. That was when I was six years old and they
brought me to the field to thin corn. I lost my little plough in a furrow and I cried and cried .
until he made me another plough. But I never loved the second plough as [ did the first one.

Now, to look at the mountain slope, grown up with tall trees, many of them big
enough to have sawed into lumber at the mill, it was hard to believe that my father and mother
had cleared this mountain slope and had farmed it for many years. For many of the trees were
sixty feet tall and the wild vines had matted their tops together.

“And, Jess,” he almost whispered, “the doctors told me to sit still and to take life
easy. [ couldn't do it. I had to work. I had to go back. I had to smell this rich loam again. This
land is not like the land I had to build to grow alfalfa. This is real land. I had to come back and
dig in it. I had to smell it, sift it through my fingers again. And I wanted to taste yams,
tomatoes, and potatoes grown in this land.”

From this mountain top I looked far in every direction over the rugged hills my father
and mother had cleared and farmed corn, maize, and cane, The one slope they hadn't cleared
was the one from which my father had cleared his last, small patch.

I followed him from his clearing in the sky, down a new path, toward the deep valley
below.

*But why do you have so many paths coming from the flat up the steep second
bluff?” I asked, since he had promised that he would explain this to me later.

“Oh, yes,” he said. “Early last spring, I couldn't climb straight up the steep path. That
was when the doctor didn't give me a week to live. | made a longer, easier path so I wouldn't
have to do so much climbing. Then, as I got better,” he explained. “I made another path that
was a little steeper. And as [ continued to get better, | made steeper paths. That was one way of
knowing | was getting better all the time!™

I followed him down the path that wound this way and that, three times the length of
the path we had climbed.

o o e o e e e o e e ok



Theme

The author's father has a weak heart. For forty
him to be careful - — forbidding him to work on his farm b
spite of their prediction, he's lived to be seventy
something important on the top of the mountain.
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father's deep love of nature and the strength of the human spirit,

years the doctors have been telling
ecause he hasn't long to live. Now, in
years old, and he wants to show his son
In this simple story, the son reflects his

Reading Notes

97 in the shade temperature of 97°F

protest oppose

a wisp of alfalfa a thin stem of leafy green hay, used to feed horses and
COws

brag boast, praise oneself

sapling a young tree

brace support, reinforce

bluff headland with a broad and steep face

curtly hardly polite

loam a rich soil consisting of clay, silt and sand

whiff smell, inhale the odor of somethin I3

yam orange coloured vegetable root, somewhat resembling a
sweet potato

stalwart strong and vigorous in body, mind or spirit

The Good Book The Bible

three score years and ten seventy years

bandanna a large figured handkerchief made of dyed cloth

black gum a tree having light but tough wood

mess of fox squirrels a quantity of fox squirrels enough to cook for a meal.

EXERCISES
1. Choose the correct answer,
i. The old man wanted to show his son
a) his farm. b) his land.
c) patch of clearing. d) river.




ii. The day was

a) hot. b) pleasant.
c) rainy. d) humid.
iii. How many years ago did the doctor advise the old man to take rest?
a)  ten b)  twenty |
c) thirty d) forty
iv, How many children did the old man have?
a) three b) four
c) five d) seven
V. What did the old man cut with his pocket knife?
a) asapling b) aflower
c) awisp of alfalfa d) atomato
vi. In how many years did the old man improve the land?
a) twenty b) thirty
c) forty d) sixty
vii.  Why did the old man hunt for the squirrels?
a) tosell b) tokill
c) to cook for meal d) to pet
viii.  What type of special tree was found by the old man?
a) cherry b) apple
c) orange d) coffee
iX. The clearing on the top was not more than
a) three acres. b) four acres.
c) two acres. d) three-fourths of an acre.
x. The land was fenced by
a) the son. b) the mother.
c) the old man. d) the brother of the old man.

Some of the statements below are true and some are false. Mark the true or false
statements.

i Jess's father was a weak man.

ii. The old man followed his doctors' advice all his life.

iii. The old man invited his son to take a walk up a mountain path.

iv. When the old man reached seventy, he wanted to go back to farming land that
had never been touched. :

V. Thirty years’ labour of the old man proved futile.
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vi.
vii.
viii.
ix.
)

The old man took the easy path to go to the top.

The old man took rest twice while climbing up the steep bluff,
The old man did not have trust in God.

The old man feltrelieved of the fruit of his toil,

The vegetables that the old man grew in his secret garden were better
flavored because of the sunshine in the clearing.

3. Answer the following questions. (in one or two sentences)

i.
il
iii.
iv.
V.
i,
Vii.
Viil.
ix.

Why didn't the old man follow the advice of the doctors?

What had the doctors told the old man?

Where did the old man take his son?

Had the son ever been there before?

What were the names of the vegetables the old man grew on his farm?
Why did the old man take the steep path?

Why did the son at the age of six cry?

What were the feelings of the old man at the age of seventy?

Why had the old man planted his secret garden?

4. Write the answers to the following questions in 50 - 100 words.

L
ii.

iii.

iv.

Describe the physical appearance of the old man.
How did the old man feel about the land?

What did the son remember from his childhood? Were these good
memaories?

Write the story in your own words.

V. What moral lesson does the story teach?
S. Use the correct forms of the verbs given in brackets.
i I (carry) a basket of dishes to Mom.
ii. I (know) how hot it was,
iii. I(follow) him down the little path.
iv. [ (buy) this little farm around here.
V. Is that what you (want) to show me?
6. Punctuate the following lines,

nOW youre coming to something son he said as he pushed down the top wire so that
he could cross the fence this is something i want you to see

LS L L TR




The rocket metal cooled in the meadow winds. Its lid gave a bulging pop. From its
clock interior stepped a man, a woman, and three children. The other passengers whirled
away across the Martian meadow, leaving the man alone among his family.

The man felt his hair flutter and the tissues of his body draw tight as if he were
standing at the center of a vacuum. His wife, before him, seemed almost to whirl away in
smoke. The children, small seeds, might at any instant be sown to all the Martian climes.

The children looked up at him, as people look to the sun to tell what time of their life
itis. His face was cold.

“What's wrong?" asked his wife.

“Let's get back on the rocket.”

“Go back to the Earth?”

“Yes! Listen!”

The wind blew as if to flake away their identities, At any moment the Martian air

might draw his soul from him, as marrow comes from a white bone. He felt submerged in a
chemical that could dissolve his intellectand burn away his past.

They looked at the Martian hills that time had worn with a crushing pressure of years.
They saw the old cities, lost in their meadows, lying like children's delicate bones among the
blowing lakes of grass.

“Chin up, Harry,” said his wife. “It's too late. We've come over sixty million miles.”

The children with their yellow hair hollered at the deep dome of the Martian sky.
There was no answer but the racing hiss of wind through the stiff grass.

He picked up the luggage in his cold hands. “Here we go,” he said —a man standing
on the edge of a sea, ready to wade in and be drowned.

They walked into town.

Their names were Bittering — Harry and his wife Cora, Dan, Laura, and David. They
built a small white cottage and ate good breakfasts there, but the fear was never gone. It lay
with Mr. and Mrs. Bittering, a third unbidden pariner at every midnight talk, at every dawn
awakening.

“1 feel like a salt crystal,” he said, “in a mountain stream, being washed away. We
don't belong here. We're Earth people. This is Mars. It was meant for the Martians. For
heaven's sake, Cora, let's buy tickets for home!”

But she only shook her head. *One day the atom bomb will fix the Earth. Then we'll
be safe here.”




“Safe and insane!™

“Nonsense!” Mr. Bittering looked out of the windows. “We're clean, decent people.”
He looked at his children. “All dead cities have some kind of ghosts in them, Memories, |
mean.” He stared at the hills. “You see a staircase and you wonder what the Martians looked
like climbing it. You see the Martian paintings and you wonder what the painter was like. You
make a little ghost in your mind, a memory. It's quite natural. Imagination.” He stopped.
“You haven't been prowling up in those ruins, haveyou?”

“No, Papa,” David looked at his shoes.

“See that you stay away from them. Pass the jam,”

“Just the same,” said little David, "I bet something happens.”

Something happened that afternoon.

Laura stumbled through the settlement, crying. She dashed blindly onto the porch.

“Mother, Father — the war, Earth!"” she sobbed. “A radio flash just came. Atom bombs
hit New York! All the space rockets have blown up. No more rockets to Mars, ever!”

“Oh, Harry!” The mother held onto her husband and daughter.
“Are you sure, Laura?" asked the father quietly.
Laura wept. “We're stranded on Mars, forever and ever!™

For a long time there was only the sound of the wind in the late afternoon. Alone,
thought Bittering. Only a thousand of us here. No way back. No way. No way. Sweat poured
out from his face and his hands and his body; he was drenched in the hotness of his fear. He
wanted to strike Laura, cried, “No, you're lying! The rockets will come back!” Instead, he
stroked Laura's head against him and said, “The rockets will get through someday.”

“Father, what will we do?"

*Go about our business, of course. Raise crops and children, Wait, keep things going
until the war ends and the rockets come again.”

The two boys stepped out onto the porch.
“Children,” he said, sitting there, looking beyond them, “I've something to tell you.”
“We know,” they said.

He looked with dismay at their house. “Even the house. The wind's done something
to it. The air's burned it. The fog at night. The boards, all warped out of shape. It's not an
Earthman's house any more.”

"Oh, your imagination

He put on his coat and tie, “I'm going into town. We've got to do something now. I'll
be back.”

*“Wait, Harry!" his wife cried.
But he was gone.

"I'I

"
!

In town on the shadowy step of the grocery store, the men sat with their hands on




0

their knees, conversing with great leisure and ease.
Mr. Bittering wanted to fire a pistol in the air.

What are you doing, you fools! he thought. Sitting here! You've heard the
news — we're stranded on this planet. Well, move! Aren't you frightened? Aren't you afraid?
What are you going to do?

“Hello, Harry,"” said everyone.

“Look," he said to them, “You did hear the news, the other day, didn't you?”

They nodded and laughed. 'Sure. Sure, Harry."”

“What are you going to do about it?"

“Do, Harry, do? What can we do?”

*Build a rocket, that's what!"

“Arocket, Harry? To go back to all that trouble? Oh, Harry!”

“But you must want to go back. Have you noticed the peach blossoms, the onions and
the grass?”

“Why, yes, Harry, seems we did,” said one of the men.

“Doesn't it scare you?"

“Can't recall that it did much, Harry.”

*Idiots!"

“Now, Harry.”

Bittering wanted to cry, “You've got to work with me. If we stay here, we'll all

change. The air. Don't you smell it? Something in the air. A Martian virus, may be; some seed,
orapollen. Listen to me!"

They stared at him.

“Sam,” he said to one of them.
“Yes, Harry?”

*Will you help me build a rocket?”

“Harry, [ got a whole load of metal and some blueprints. You want to work in my
metal shop on a rocket you're welcome. I'll sell you that metal for five hundred dollars. You
should be able to construct a right pretty rocket, if you work alone, in about thirty years.”

Everyone laughed.

“Don't laugh.”

Sam looked at him with quite good humor.
*“Sam,” Bittering said, “Youreyes—"
*“What about them, Harry?”

“Didn't they use to be grey?”

“Well, now, I don't remember.”



“They were, weren't they?”

“Why do you ask, Harry?"”

“Because now they're kind of yellow-colored.”

“Is that so, Harry?" Sam said, casually.

“And you're taller and thinner-"

*“Youmight be right, Harry.”

'Sam, you shouldn't have yellow eyes.”

“Harry, what color of eyes have you got?” Sam said.

“My eyes? They're blue, of course.”

“Here you are, Harry.” Sam handed him a pocket mirror, “Take a look at yourself.”
Mr. Bittering hesitated, and then raised the mirror to his face.

There were little, very dim flecks of new gold captured in the blue of his eyes.
“Now look what you've done,” said Sam a moment later. *“You've broken my mirror.”

Harry Bittering moved into the metal shop and began to build the rocket. Men stood
in the open door and talked and joked without raising their voices. Once in a while they gave
him a hand on lifting something. But mostly they just idled and watched him with their
yellowing eyes.

“It's supper time, Harry,” they said.
His wife appeared with his supper in a wicker basket.

“I won't touch it,” he said. “T'll eat only food from our deep-freeze, Food that came
from the Earth. Nothing from our garden.”

His wife stood watching him. “You can't build a rocket.”

“I worked in a shop once, when I was twenty. I know metal. Once I get it started, the
others will help,” he said, not looking at her, laying out the blueprints.

“Harry, Harry,” she said, helplessly.
“We've got to get away, Cora. We've got to!”

Summer burned the canals dry. Summer moved like flame upon the meadows. In the
empty Earth settlement, the painted houses flaked and peeled. Rubber tires upon which
children had swung in back yards hung suspended like stopped clock pendulums in the
blazing air.

At the metal shop, the rocket frame began to rust.

In the quiet autumn Mr. Bittering stood, very dark now, very golden-eyed, upon the
slope above his villa, looking at the valley.

“It's time to go back,” said Cora.
“Yes, but we're not going,” he said quietly. “There's nothing any more.”
“Your books,” she said, *Your fine clothes.”
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“The town's empty. No one's going back,” he said, “There's no reason to, none at all.”

The daughter wove tapestries and the sons played songs on the ancient flutes and
pipes, their laughter echoing in the marble villa.

Mr. Bittering gazed at the Earth settlement far away in the low valle}n *Such odd,
such ridiculous houses the Earth people built.”

“They didn't know any better,” his wife mused. “Such ugly people. I'm glad they've
gone."”

They both looked at each other, startled by all they had just finished saying. They
laughed.

“Where did they go?” he wondered. He glanced at his wife. She was golden and
slender like his daughter. She looked at him, and he seemed almost as young as their eldest
son.

“Idon't know," she said.

“We'll go back to town may be next year, or the year after, or the year after that,” he
said, calmly. “Now —I'm warm. How about taking a swim?”

They turned their backs to the valley. Arm in arm they walked silently down a path of
clear-running spring water.

Five years later a rocket fell out of the sky. It lay steaming in the valley. Men leaped
out of it, shouting.

“We have won the war on the Earth! We're here to rescue you! Hey!”

But the American-built town of cottages, peach trees, and theaters was silent. They
found a flimsy rocket frame rusting in an empty shop.

The rocket men searched the hills. The captain established headquarters in an
abandoned bar. His lieutenant came back to report.

“The town's empty, but we found the native life in the hills, sir. Dark people. Yellow
eyes. The Martians, Very friendly. We talked a bit, not much. They learn English fast. I'm sure
our relations will be most friendly with them, sir.”

“Dark, eh?"” mused the captain. “How many?"

“Six, eight hundred, I'd say, living in those marble ruins in the hills, sir. Tall, healthy.
Beautiful women."

“Did they tell you what became of the men and women who built this Earth
settlement, Licutenant?”

“They hadn't the foggiest notion of what happened to this town or its people.”
*“Strange. You think those Martians killed them?”
“They look surprisingly peaceful. Chances are a plague did this town in, sir.”

“Perhaps. I suppose this is one of those mysteries we'll never solve. One of those
mysteries you read about,”
o6 ofe e e e e o o o ol o
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Theme

The Bittering family are emigrants who join the other Earth people to escape from
nuclear war on the planet Earth; they flee to the planet Mars in a space rocket. When they
arrive, they find that all the Martian towns are deserted, empty and quiet. There are, however,
ghosts — or memories — that still remain in the dead cities. And there is something that brings
changes in the Earth people who have come to live there. Harry Bittering is determined to
cling to his Earth ways, to make an Earth life for himself and his family on Mars, to work and
wait until he can return to his Earth home. But, gradually, he realizes that they, too, are
beginning to change in strange ways, to lose their Earthliness .. ..

Reading Notes
bulging pop irregular short, sharp, explosive sound
whirl away move or travel rapidly
flake away their identities lacking the knowledge of who they were, lose their
identities
marrow soft, fatty substance that fills the hollow parts of bones
chin up, Harry be brave; don't be afraid, Harry
holler (colloquial) yell and shout
the atom bomb will fix the earthithe bomb will permanently destroy the Earth
prowling up going about
stumble strike the foot against something and almost fall
stranded in a difficult position
drenched made wet all over
the Martian virus a microbe or disease germ found on Mars
flecks small spots or patches
tapestries decorations, embroideries
leaped out of it Jjumped out of it
EXERCISES
1. Choose the correct answer.
i. The man felt his hair flutter and the tissues of his body draw tight as if he
were
a) sick. b) happy.
c) feeling sad. d) standing at the center of a vacuum.
i, Atany moment the Martian air might
a) bring relief. b) draw his soul from him.

c) kill him, d) become nleasant.
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1ii.

iv,

vi.

Vii.

vili.

IX.

What did they see on the Martian hills?

a) theoldcities b) flower beds
¢) stream of fresh water d) adeepvalley
What did they do after building a cottage?

a) decorated it b) furnished it

c) ate good breakfasts  d) arranged a feast

What was the news Laura told to her parents?

a) thewaronthe Earth  b) the death of the people

c) the arrival ofarocket d) the fall of a rocket

Which one of the cities was attacked?

a) Texas b) Virginia

c) New York d) New Jersey

What did they feel on Mars after the attack on the Earth?

a) drenched b} stranded

c) secluded d) surrendered

What were the men doing in town on the shadowy step of the grocery store?
a) quarrelling b) conversing with great leisure and ease
c) playing d) buying the grocery

How many dollars did he demand to sell the metal?

a) two hundred b) three hundred

c) four hundred d) five hundred

In which season did Mr. Bittering stand very golden-eyed?

a) winter b) summer

c) autumn d) spring

y L8 Some of the statements below are true and some are false. Mark the statements

trueor
i.

ii.

iii.

1v.

V.

Vi.

vii.
viil.

false.

The rocket metal burned in the meadow winds.

He felt submerged in a chemical that could enhance his intellect.
He felt like a salt crystal in a mountain stream.

All the space rockets flew up.

He was drenched in the hotness of his fear.

Harry suggested to build a rocket.

Men helped Harry in building a rocket.

The daughter wove tapestries.

Harry seemed almost as young as his eldest son.

Six years later a rocket fell out of the sky.




[ Engish11 ]

Answer the following questions.

L
1.
iii.

iv.

V.
Vi.
Vii.
vili.

Why did Harry want to go back to the Earth?
Why did he want to stay?
What climate did they face?

What was the condition of the Bittering family on hearing the news of the
war on the Earth?

What did they want to grow?

What was the condition of their house?

What was the advice Harry gave to the people? -
How dangerous can a Martian virus be?

Write the answers to the following questions in 100-150 words.

1
il
iii.
iv.
V.

What circumstance did the Bittering family face?

How social were the people of Mars?

How did the life change finally? Was this better or worse?
Write the story in your own words.

What differences can you point out in the life style of the people of two
different planets?

Use the correct forms of the verbs given in brackets.

i
i.
iii.
iv.
V.
vi.
vii.
viii.
ix.
X.

The man (feel) his hair flutter,

They (see) the old cities.

They (look) at their children.

Laura (stumble) through the settlement.

He (drench) in the hotness ofhis fear.

All the boards (warp) out of shape.

Harry (move) into the metal shop.

His wife (appear) with his supper in a wicker basket.
The sons (play) songs on the ancient flutes,

They (turn) their backs to the valley.

Punctuate the following lines.

the towns empty but we found native life in the hills sir dark people yellow eyes the
martians very friendly we talked a bit not much they learn english fast




She was a large woman with a large purse that had everything in it buta hammer and
nails. It had a long strap, and she carried it slung across her shoulder. It was about eleven
o'clock at night, dark, and she was walking alone, when a boy ran up behind her and tried to
snatch her purse. The strap broke with a sudden single tug the boy gave it from behind. But
the boy's weight and the weight of the purse combined caused him to lose his balance. Instead
of taking off full blast as he had hoped, the boy fell on his back on the sidewalk and his legs
flew up. The large woman simply turned around and kicked him right square in his blue
jeaned sitter. Then she reached down, picked the boy up by his shirt front, and shook him
until his teeth rattled.

After that the woman said, “Pick up my pocketbook, boy, and give it here.”

She still held him tightly. But she bent down enough to permit him to stoop and pick
up her purse. Then she said, “Now ain't you ashamed of yourself?"

Firmly gripped by his shirt front, the boy said, “Yes'm.”

The woman said, “What did you want to do it for?”

The boy said, *1 didn't aim to.”

She said, “Youalie!™

By that time two or three people passed, stopped, turned to look, and some stood
watching.

“If1 turn you loose, will you run?" asked the woman.

“Yes'm,” said the boy.

“Then I won't turn you loose,” said the woman. She did not release him.

“Lady, I'm sorry,” whispered the boy.

“Um-hum! your face is dirty. I got a great mind to wash your face for you. Ain't you
got no body home to tell you to wash your face?”

*No'm,"” said the boy.
“Then it will get washed this evening.” said the large woman, starting up the street,
dragging the frightened boy behind her.

He looked as if he were fourteen or fifteen, frail and willow-wild, in tennis shoes and
blue jeans.

The woman said, “You ought to be my son. | would teach you right from wrong.
Least I can do right is to wash your face. Are you hungry?”

“No'm,” said the being dragged boy. *1 just want you to turn me loose.”
*“Was I bothering you when I turned that corner?” asked the woman.
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“But you put yourself in contact with me,” said the woman. “If you think that that

contact is not going to last awhile, you got another thought coming, When | get through with
you, sir, you are going to remember Mrs. Luella Bates Washington Jones.”

Sweat popped out on the boy's face and he began to struggle. Mrs. Jones stopped,
jerked him around in front of her, put a half nelson about his neck, and continued to drag him
up the street. When she got to her door, she dragged the boy inside, down a hall, and into a
large kitchenette-furnished room at the rear of the house. She switched on the light and left
the door open. The boy could hear other roomers laughing and talking in the large house.
Some of their doors were open, too, 50 he knew he and the woman were not alone. The
woman still held him by the neck in the middle of her room.

She said, *“What is your name?”
“Roger,” answered the boy.

“Then, Roger, you go to that sink and wash your face,” said the woman, whereupon
she turned him loose — at last. Roger looked at the door— looked at the woman — looked at the
door—and went to the sink.

“Let the water run until it gets warm,” she said. “Here's a clean towel.”
“You gonna take me to jail?" asked the boy, bending over the sink.

“Not with that face, I would not take you nowhere,” said the woman. “Here [ am
trying fo get home to cook me a bite to eat, and you snatch my pocketbook! Maybe you ain't
been to your supper either, late as itbe. Have you?”

“There's nobody home at my house,” said the boy.

“Then we'll eat,” said the woman, “I believe you're hungry — or been hungry —to try
to snatch my pocketbook!™

“I want a pair of blue suede shoes,” said the boy.

“Well, you didn't have to snatch my pocketbook to get some suede shoes,” said Mrs.
Luella Bates Washington Jones. *You could have asked me.”

“Mam?”

The water was dripping from his face, the boy looked at her. There was a long pause.
A very long pause. After he had dried his face. and not knowing what else to do, dried it again,
the boy turned around, wondering what next. The door was open. He could make a dash for it
down the hall. He could run, run, run, run!

The woman was sitting on the daybed. After a while she said, “I were young once and
I wanted things I could not get.”

There was another long pause. The boy's mouth opened. Then he frowned, not
knowing he frowned.

The woman said, “"Um-hum! You thought I was going to say but, didn't you? You
thought I was going to say, but I didn't snatch people's pocketbooks. Well, T wasn't going to




28 Short Stories

say that” Pause. Silence. “I have done things, too, which 1 would not tell you, son.
Everybody's got something in common. So you sit down while I fix up something to eat. You
might run that comb through your hair so you will look presentable.”

In another corner of the room behind a screen was a gas plate and an icebox. Mrs.
Jones got up and went behind the screen. The woman did not watch the boy to see if he was
going to run now, nor did she watch her purse, which she had left behind her on the daybed.
But the boy took care to sit on the far side of the room, away from the purse, where he thought
she could easily see him out of the corner of her eye if she wanted to. He did not trust the
woman not to trusthim. And he did not want to be mistrusted now.

“Do you need somebody to go to the store?” asked the boy, “may be to get some milk
or something?”

“Don't believe I do,” said the woman, “unless you just want sweet milk yourself. I
was going to make cocoa out of this canned milk I got here.”

“That will be fine,” said the boy.

She heated some lima beans and beef she had in the icebox, made the cocoa, and set
the table. The woman did not ask the boy anything about where he lived, or his folks, or
anything else that would embarrass him. Instead, as they ate, she told him about her jobina
hotel beauty shop that stayed open late, what the work was like, and how all kinds of women
came in and out, blondes, redheads, and Spanish. Then she cut him a half of her ten-cent cake.

'Eat some more, son,” she said.

When they were finished eating, she got up and said, “Now here, take this ten dollars
and buy yourself some blue suede shoes. And next time, do not make the mistake of latching
onto my pocketbook nor anybody else's — because shoes got by devilish ways will burn your
feet. I got to get my restnow. But from here on in, son, I hope you will behave yourself.”

She led him down the hall to the front door and opened it. “Good night! Behave
vourself, boy!” she said, looking out into the street as he went down the steps.

The boy wanted to say something other than, “Thank you, m'am,” to Mrs. Luella
Bates Washington Jones, but although his lips moved, he couldn't even say that as he turned
at the foot of the barren stoop and looked up at the large woman in the door. Then she shut the
door.
e ok e sl s o o koo ok ok o

Theme

A woman taught a wicked boy right from wrong when he tried to snatch her purse
late at night. The boy lost his balance and fell on the sidewalk. She caught the boy by his neck
and gave him some jerks, and dragged him to her house where she directed him to wash his
dirty face. Then she offered him a cake to eat and ten dollars to buy a new pair of suede shoes.
The boy became very much impressed by the good conduct of the lady and promised to be a
good boy.
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Reading Notes
slung (past of sling) looped round
taking off full blast running away at full speed
rattled make short, sharp sounds quickly
stoop bend the body forward and downward
frail weak
willow-wild thin that can easily be bent like willow-wild (a kind of shrub)
popped out came out quickly
suede a kind of soft leather made from the skin of goat
frowned draw the eyebrow to show puzzlement
embarrass make to feel ashamed
latching onto cling to, getting possession of
EXERCISES
1. Choose the correct answer.
i What was the woman carrying?
a) arod b) abag
c) a hammer d) a large purse
ii. From where was she coming?
a) factory b) hotel beauty shop
c) office d) college

iii. What had happened to her?
a) a boy made a request for help
b) aboy tried to help her
c) aboy begged ten dollars
d) a boy tried to snatch her purse
iv. The boy washed his face on the direction of
a) the police officer. b) his father.
c) the woman. d) hisuncle.
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V.

vi.

Vii.

viii.

The boy was in his

a) teens. b) twenties.

c) forties. d) thirties.

What was the full name of the woman?

a) Luella b) Bates

c) Washington Jones d) Luella Bates Washington Jones
The boy was dragged intoa

a) living room. b) kitchenette-furnished room.
c) hall. d) dining room.

What did she suggest to the boy to look presentable?

a) to wash his face b) to dress properly

c) to polish the shoes d) to comb his hair
The woman cooked the food and asked the boy

a) to serve. b) to help.

c) to setthe table, d) to eat,

What did the boy want to say to the woman?

a) thank you, m'am b) thankful to you

c) grateful to you d) something other than,
“Thank you, m'am”

Mark the statements true or false.

I.
ii.
iil,
1v.
V.
vi.
Vii.
viii,

A large woman was carrying a large purse containing a hammer and nails.
The boy offered his help to carry the purse.

The woman firmly gripped the boy by his shirt front.

The woman dragged the boy to her home.

She asked the boy to bring some food from the store.

The boy was punished by the other members of the house.

The boy stole the pocketbook to buy some food.

The boy was afraid of going to jail.

The boy did not truslt_the woman not to trust him.

The woman advised the boy not ta make the mistake of latching onto her
pocketbook.

Answer the following questions.

i
ii.

iii.

‘_What was the time when the boy tried to snatch the purse of the woman?
What happened to the boy when he tried to snatch the purse?
What was the reaction of the woman?
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iv. What was the conduct of the people when they saw the incident?
V. How did the boy look physically?
vi. What was the condition of the boy when the woman gave him a few jerks?

vii.  Why did the woman ask the boy to wash his face?
viii.  Why didn't the boy run from the house of the woman?
iX. Why didn't the woman watch the boy while preparing a dish?

: What was the nature of the woman's job?

Write the answers to the following questions in 100 - 150 words.

i Write the incident in your own words.

ii. What was the effect of the behaviour of the woman on the boy?

iii. Why did she treat the boy nicely in her home after punishing him in the
street?

Use the correct form of the verb in each sentence.

i She (carry) the purse slung across her shoulder.

ii. The boy (fall) on his back on the sidewalk.

iii. Some people (turn) to look.

iv. She (drag) the boy inside, down a hall.

V. Mrs. Jones (get) up and went behind the screen.

vi. The boy (take) care to sit on the far side of the room.
vii. She (make) the cocoa, and set the table.

viii.  Ahotel beauty shop (stay) open late.

ix. She (lead) him down the hall to the front door.

X. The boy (want) to say something.

Punctuate the following lines.

well you didnt have to snatch my pocketbook to get some suede shoes said mrs luella
bates washington jones you could have asked me

Use the following prepositions in your own sentences.
in, across, off, up, around
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At the end of market day, the rich people with vehicles of all kinds, carts, gigs,
wagons, dumpcarts gathered at a great big hall for a great meal.

There were chickens, pigeons and legs of mutton in the roast and an appetizing odour
of roast, beef, Leaf and gravy dripping over the browned skin, which increased the appetite
and made everybody's mouth water, Everyone told his affairs, his purchases and sales. The
diners discussed the crops and the weather which was favourable for the green things but not
for wheat. Suddenly, at the sound of drumbeat in the court everybody rose from the seats
except a few ones who still had the food in their hands. After the drumbeat had ceased, the
drumbeater called out to the people who were now attentive and impatiently waiting for him
to call out the public announcement, “It is hereby made known to the inhabitants of this place
and in general to all persons in the market that a black leather pocketbook containing five
hundred shillings and some business papers was lost on the road between 9.00 and 10.00 in
the morning. The finder is requested to return the same to the mayor's office or to Mr. James,
the caretaker of this public hall. There will be a reward of 20 shillings”.

After the meal had concluded the Chief of the police appeared on the scene. He
inquired, “Is Mr. Hubert here?” Mr. Hubert seated at another end of the table replied, “Here
am.” The police officer went up to him and said, “Mr. Hubert, will you please accompany me
to the mayor's office, the mayor would like to talk to you.” Mr. Hubert surprised and
disturbed, followed the police officer. The mayor, a stout serious man, was waiting for
Hubert. “Mr. Hubert,” he said, “you were seen this morning to pick up the pocketbook lost by
Mr. James.” Mr. Hubert, the simple countryman looked at the mayor astounded and already
terrified by the suspicion resting on him. “Why, Me? Me? Me picked up the pocketbook?”
“Yes, you yourself.” “By my word of honour | never heard of it.” “But you were seen.”

“] was seen with the pocketbook? Who saw me?” “Mr. Manana, the harness man saw
you pick up the pocketbook.”

MTr. Hubert, the old man, remembered, understood and flushed with anger.

“0, him! Yes! He saw me pick up this string here.” And as he said so, he drew out the
little piece of string from his pocket.

But the mayor shook his head and said. “You will not make me believe that
Mr. Manana, who is a man of worthy credence, mistook the cord for a pocketbook.™

Mr. Hubert, the peasant furiously lifted his hand, spat at one side to attest his honour,
and said in the most exasperating tone, “It is, nevertheless, truth of the good God, the sacred
truth. I repeat it on my soul and my salvation.”

“After picking up the object, you stood there, looking a long while in the mud to see
ifany money had fallen out.”
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The good soul, Mr. Hubert, choked with indignation and fear.
“How any one can tell such lies to take away an honest man's reputation. How can

There was no use of Mr. Hubert's protesting, for nobody believed him. Mr. Manana
repeatedly maintained that Hubert had picked up the pocketbook. For an hour both men
abused each other. Then at his own request, Mr. Hubert was searched. Nothing was found on
him.

Finally the mayor discharged Hubert with warning that he would consult the public
prosecutor and ask for further orders.

As he left the mayor's office, people surrounded and questioned him with serious
curiosity. Nobody believed his story of the string. Instead people laughed at him.

Mr. Hubert went along stopping his friends giving them his statement and
presentation, turning his pocket inside out to prove that he had nothing. All they said was,
“you old rascal! Get out of here!”.

Mr. Hubert went to the village telling every man he knew about his adventure, but he
only met with incredulity. It all made him ill. The next day in the afternoon a man named
George returned the pocketbook and its contents to Mr. James the owner of the pocketbook.

George claimed to have found the pocketbook on the road to the village market, but
not knowing how to read he had given it to his employer.

The news spread like fire in the neighbourhood. Mr. Hubert was also informed, He
was in triumph.

“What grieved me as much was not the thing itself — as the lying. There is nothing so
shameful as to be called a liar.”

Whatever reasons he gave, people were not willing to believe him. “Those are lying
excuses.” They said behind his back.

Hubert felt this shame and disgrace to his self-esteem and character. He consumed
his heart over this and wasted away before the very eyes of the people.

People started to tell the story of the string to amuse themselves and told it in a
manner of soldier who had been on a campaign and told about his battles. Hubert's mind
touched to the depth, began to weaken day by day.

Towards the end of the month he took to his bed. He died in the first week of the
following month.

In the delirium ofhis death struggles he kept claiming his innocence, reiterating:

“A piece of string, a piece of string! By my word of honour I did not lie.”

And he died.

It is said that a great flood in its great wrath carried away the people and all their
belongings.

The grave of Hubert withstood the havoe of the flood.




It was engraved on his tomb stone, years after his death, “Here lies a man who told
nothing but truth, Here lies the man who would not prove his innocence, but the flood proved
it—1."

A T T

Theme

One of the author's favourite ways of telling a story is to tell it as though he had
personally been involved in it. The teller of the story has no part in the events, but telling it in
this way helps make it real. “The Piece of String” depicts the hard facts of life. It is written in
a simple way, understandable for the common reader. It is a story of the rural life where cow
and calf can be seen.

The main character in the story, Hubert was very economical and he was of the view
that every useful thing ought to be picked up. He took the bit of thin cord, which led him to
trouble and no one believed him that he had picked up the string. He died in agony.

The main theme of the story is that protecting your innocence makes most people,
believe you are guilty.

Reading Notes _
appetizing | to make feel hungry
stout very healthy
astounded shocked
exasperating irritating
indignation annoyance
public prosecutor legal official of the state
curiosity eagerness
rascal a knave
havoc destruction
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EXERCISES
1 Choose the correct answer.
i The rich people gathered at a big hall
a) to watch a show. b) for a discussion.
c) to heara lecture. d) fora great meal.
ii. What was the public statement made by the drumbeater?
a) loss of the black leather pocketbook containing money and business
paper
b) open invitation for dinner
c) to enjoy a concert

d) sale of a building
iil. Mr. Hubert was surprised and disturbed when the police officer asked him to

accompany him to
a) the police station. b) the mayor's office.
c) the court. d) the airport.
iv. “By my word of honour I never heard of it.” means
a) that he never saw it.

b) being an honourable man he didn't pick vp the lost object.
c) an honourable person never thought of picking up a lost object,
d) he never heard of the lost object.
V. What did Hubert say in the most exasperating tone?
a) He never stole the pocketbook.
b) He picked up a piece of string.
c) Itis, nevertheless, truth of the good God, the sacred truth.
d) “O, him! Yes! He saw me pick up this string here.”

VI What were the feelings of Hubert when he was informed of the recovery of
the lost object? He felt
a) disgusted. b) triumphed.
c) indifferent. d) concerned.
vii.  “Buthe only met with incredulity.” means that he was believed
a) telling the truth. b) lying.
c) showing his faith. d) gentleman.
vill.  What did the people say behind his back?
a) Those are lame excuses. b) He is innocent.

c) He is unreliable. d) aman of loose character




(8

ix.

Short stories

What did Hubert feel?

a) agrace of personality

b) shame and disgrace to his self- esteem and character
¢) truthful

d) trustworthy

What were the last words Hubert uttered before his death?
a) “Apieceofstring! apiece of string!”

b) Bymy wordof honourl did not lie.

¢) Ipicked upapocketbook.

d) Thanded over the pocketbook to its owner.

Mark the sentences true or false.

i.
i.
iii.
iv.
V.
vi.

vii.

viil.

ix.
X.

Everybody's mouth was watered on the sight of wealth.

The finder of the pocketbook will be rewarded.

He drew out the little pocketbook from his pocket.

Mr. Hubert was pleased to hear the allegation.

The people greeted Hubert when he came out of the office of the Mayor.
George found the pocketbook and gave it to Hubert.

The people believed the reason Hubert gave to prove his innocence.
The people started to tell the story of the string to amuse themselves.

A great flood carried away the people.

Nothing but the flood proved Hubert's innocence.

Answer the following questions.

ii.
v,
V.

vi,

Why did Manana accuse Hubert of picking the lost pocketbook?

What did the people think of Hubert when they heard the return of the
pocketbook by some other person?

Why did George give the pocketbook to his employer?
What made Hubert shameful?

Why did the people make fun of his innocence?

Why did he keep claiming his innocence before his death?

Answer the following questions in 100 - 150 words.

i.
ii.
iii.
iv.
v.

Write down a note on the character of Hubert.

Write ten lines on the mentality of the people who did not believe Hubert.
Why did the Mayor not believe the innocence of Hubert?

Was it necessary for Hubert to continue pleading his innocence?

What suggestions can you give to Hubert to save him from such a
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humiliating situation?
5. Fillin the correct preposition (on, to, of, at, from).
i. Hewaswalking  the public square.
ii. Thenhepretendedtobelooking_ something the ground.
iii, Theyhaddecided  purchase.
iv, The finderisrequested  return the same.
V.  Georgeclaimed  have found the pocketbook.
6. Punctuate the following lines.

i was seen with the pocketbook who saw me mr manana the harness man saw you
pick up the pocketbook
i Use the following words in your sentences,
purchase, attentive, surprised, astounded, shook
8. Read the passage and answer the questions given at the end.

Suddenly, at the sound of drumbeat in the court everybody rose from the
seats except a few ones who still had the food in their hands. After the drumbeat had
ceased, the drumbeater called out to the people who were now attentive and
impatiently waiting for him to call out the public announcement, “It is hereby made
known to the inhabitants of this place and in general to all persons in the market that a
black leather pocketbook containing five hundred shilling and some business papers
was lost on the road between 9.00 and 10.00 in the morning. The finder is requested
to return the same to the mayor's office or to Mr. James, the caretaker of this public
hall. There will be a reward of 20 shillings.”

i. Did all the people rise on hearing the sound of drumbeat?
il. What was the announcement made by the drumbeater?
iii. Who was the owner of the lost pocketbook?

iv. Where was the pocketbook lost?




Our talk at the Club one day was of opportunity and determination. Some said
opportunity was required for success, and millions never had it; other that only
determination was needed. And then Jorkens joined in, all for determination. If a man was
determined to get anything, and stuck to it long enough, he got it, said Jorkens.

'Anything?' asked Terbut.

'Anything,' Jorkens replied, 'so long as he sticks toiit, and sticks to it hard enough and
long enough. Anything whatever.'

Terbut disagreed.

"Life is like a race.' Jorkens went on, 'in which they tire after a while and sit down, or
get interested in something else instead. The man who keeps on wins the race.’

'And suppose a man wanted to be skating champion of the Sahara,' said Terbut, 'and
couldn't afford the money to get there.'

'He'd make the money,' said Jorkens. 'And he'd build a skating-rink in the Sahara and
 organize a competition there. He'd be skating champion all right, if he really gives all his time

toit.'

'Could you tell us a case like that?" asked one of us.

'As amatter of fact, I can,’ said Jorkens, 'a very similar case.’

"Let's hear it.' said Terbut.

"There was a young fellow," said Jorkens, 'to whom his parents probably used to say
the very things that we have been saying now; and very likely he, as many young fellows do,
may have wanted to prove them wrong. 1 don't know: it was a long time ago. But, whatever
his motive was. he hit on a most extraordinary ambition, and stuck to it. It was nothing less
than to be appointed Court acrobat.’

"What?' said Terbut.

'Acrobat,' Jorkens went on, 'to the Court of the country in which he lived.

"What kind of country was that?' asked Terbut.

"Never mind what country it was,' said Jorkens. 'And as a matter of fact its customs
weren't so silly as you suppose. They had no post of Court acrobat, and never had had. But
that didn't stop young Gorgios. That was his name. He was a good athlete when he came by
his wild idea at about the age of sixteen, and had won the high jump and the hurdles and the
hundred yards at his school.'

"Well, there was opportunity, argued Terbut, 'if he was born a good athlete.’

'But wait a moment,' said Jorkens. 'You don't remain an athlete all your life, and he
still had to get the post created.’
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'How did he do that? asked Terbut.

'Simply by sticking to it,' said Jorkens. 'He went into politics. They all do in that
country. But he went into them harder than anyone else, and never gave up his ambition. Of
course he made speeches, and fine ones, on many other subjects; but all the while he stuck to
his one idea. The years went by, and the day came when he had power enough to preach his
ambition openly, and he told them how the glory of their country and of its ancient throne
would be increased if the post of Court acrobat were created. He gave examples of other
Courts and greater ones. Of course many opposed him: that is politics. Of course it took a
long time: that is politics too. But as the years went by he wore down opposing arguments, till
he had taught people what a lesson it would be to all the nations to have a young athlete at
Court exhibiting perfect physical fitness, and how such an example would strengthen their
soldiers and enable them finally to win the just rights of the nation in victorious battle a gainst

 their accursed neighbours. And so the idea caught on; and to make a very long story short, the
post of Court acrobat was duly created.’

‘Both parents of Gorgios were by then long dead. By then, little remained to be done:
he had only to stick for a few more days to that wild idea of his, and then, when the question
arose of choosing an athlete to fill the newly-made post, whom could they choose but the man
who had worked for it all those years?'

'So Gorgios was appointed acrobat to the Court, and learned so late in life, what
always takes time, that his parents were right after all, It only remained then to inaugurate
him. And that is where I came on the scene, wandering about Europe as I used to do in those
days when food used to be cheap and | was young and could easily walk long distances. |
came to that country and they were wonderfully friendly, and they let me see the great
ceremony, which took place as soon after the creation of the post as Gorgios's uniform could
be got ready. And very magnificent clothing it was, a tight-fitting suit of red velvet. all gay
with gold buttons and shining with lines of gold lace that wound and twisted about it. The
great throne-room had been turned into a kind of gymnasium, with the members ofthe Royal
House seated along a raised platform at one end, and the principal officers standing beside
and behind them. Great curtains of red and gold were hung along the walls, and the high
swings of acrobats hung down with gilded ropes from the ceiling, and a row of neat hurdles
was arranged on the polished floor: like the ones over which Gorgios had won his race when
at school, Lights glittered, a band in pale green and gold played softly, and it was indeed a
splendid scene. I will not describe it to you, because everything there, the uniforms and the
ladies' brilliant dresses, was utterly put in the shade by the moment when the doors opened
with a flood of golden light, and the old man in his brilliant uniform appeared between them
for the crowning of his life's work, His white hair and the red uniform of the Court acrobat
showed each other off to perfection, and his thin figure worn with age was made all the more
melancholy by the tight-fitting uniform, As though tired by his long patience and the work of
a lifetime, he walked slowly in his pointed shoes and leaned on a gilded stick, He came to the
hurdles that he remembered, over which once he had won so easy a victory. As he came to the
first he looked up for 8 moment with a slightly sad expression towards the royal platform, as
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though he asked some question with his eyes. Whatever the question was it was at once
understood: royal smiles were directed towards him, and gentle applause broke out from
every hand, which he understood at once, and the old bent form moved on away from the
hurdle. Once he raised a hand to touch the lowest of the swings that were hung from the
ceiling. But again the applause broke out, assuring him that no actual activity was expected
of him. And so; having made his bows, he was led to a seat, his life's ambition achieved. It
must have taken him more than sixty years to do it, since first he came by that strange
ambition of his. But he did it. Not many stick to a thing for so long.'

_ And Jorkens uttered a quiet sigh, so clearly mourning over some lost ambition that he
himselfhad given up, that not even Terbut asked him what it was.
EREE L E L2 L L)

About the Author

Lord Dunsany (1878 — 1957) like James Joyce was an Irishman. He has been
described as one of the most charming of modern Irish writers of stories and plays. He was
educated at Eton, one of Eng]an&‘s most famous public schools, and at Sandhurst Military
College. He is considered the narrator of fantastic adventures. “The Reward™ is an example
of such stories.

Theme

The story is a fantastic adventure of a young man, Gorgios, a good athlete of his age.
He hit on a wild idea of becoming a Court acrobat. He worked for it and stuck to it long
enough, and remained determined in his mission. He ultimately succeeded in achieving his
ambition in more than sixty years without using any short cut or becoming frustrated. A
person who remains determined and keeps on his struggle wins his ambition.

Reading Notes

skating-rink a place made for skating
hit on thought of

just rights, accursed neighbours | one's own country is always right, and its enemies
are always wrong.

inaugurate him appoint him officially

wound (past tense of wind) move in curves

in pale green and gold 'k in pale green uniforms with gold lace on them
was put in the shades : seemed less brilliant by comparison

the crowning the supreme rﬁoment, the reward

from every hand from every side
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EXERCISES
1. Choose the correct answer.
i Jorkens said that a man who wanted to succeed had to be
a) an athlete. b) a determined person.
c) a lucky man. d) a hardworking person.
ii. The man who keeps on wins
a) the reward. b) the race.
c) the shield. d) the trophy.
iii., He'd be skating champion ifhe really gave
a) . somemoney. b) his passion.
c) all his time to it. d) his energies.
iv. He hit on a most extraordinary ambition, to be appointed
a) an inspector. b) amagistrate.
c) aclerk. d) a Court acrobat.
V. Atthe age of sixteen he won the
a) high jump. b) the hurdles.
c) the hundred yards race. d) high jump, the hurdles and
the hundred yards.
Vi. Gorgios probably wanted to
a) make his country powerful. b} prove his parents wrong.
c) wear a splendid uniform. d) create a post of
Court acrobat.
vii.  When Gorgios was inaugurated, the people applauded because he
a) had achieved his ambition.
b) looked splendid in his uniform.
c) performed on the hurdles and swings.
d) defeated his enemies.
viil,  The great throne-room had been turned into a kind of
a) swimming pool. b) gymnasium.
c) stadium. d) race track.
ix. Terbut A
a) asked Jorkens what his own ambition was?
b) believed Jorkens' story. c) disagreed with Jorkens.
d) improved Jorkens' story.
X. Gorgios achieved his ambition by
a) building a skating-rink. b) going into politics.
winning the hundred yards.

c) getting an opportunity. d)




Mark the sentences true or false.

i.
i.

.
v

They talked of money and determination.

Gorgios wanted to prove his parents wrong.

He went into politics to persuade them.

The creation of a post of Court acrobat would increase the glory of the country.

V. It would inspire them to win the just rights.

Vi. Many athletes competed for the post of'a Court acrobat.

vii.  Themagnificent uniform of Gorgios impressed them all.

viii,  Everyone was sad on the inauguration.

iX. The band played softly.

X. Gorgios looked up with a slightly sad expression towards the royal platform.

Answer the following questions. (in one or two sentences).

i
i,
iii.
v,
vi.
vii.

viii.

ix.
X.

What was the subject discussed at the Club?

What did Terbut think of Jorkens' argument?

How did Jorkens convince that a man can become a skating champion of the
Sahara?

How did Gorgios persuade his people to make his country strong?
What was the viewpoint of the parents of Gorgios?

What were the arrangements made for the function of inauguration?
Describe the scene of inauguration. Write five sentences.

What were the feelings of Gorgios on the occasion?

Did Gorgios use any short cut to achieve his ambition?

How long had Gorgios to stick to get his ambition achieved?

Answer the following questions in 50 - 100 words.

i
ii.

iil.
iv.

Discuss the political views of Jorkens.

How did Gorgios achieve his ambition?

Do you agree or disagree with the viewpoint of the writer? Give five reasons.
Why were the brilliant dresses put in the shade at the inaugmtiurn?

\2 What is the lesson that the story teaches?
Connect part of Column I with the relevant part of Column II.
Column I Column II
" Some sald opportunity was ambition openly,
He was a good athlete when few more days to that wild idea.
He went into them harder food used to be che
He had power to preach his showed each other ;%:n perfection,
He had only to stick for a than sixty years to do it.
| used to do in those days when than anyone else.
His white hair and the red uniform he came by his wild idea,
It must have taken him more required for success.
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6.

Punctuate the following lines.

life is like a race jorkens went on in which they tire after a while and sit down or get
interested in something else instead the man who keeps on wins the race

Complete these sentences with the correct forms of the verbs in brackets.

i Jorkens said that if a man (be) determined to get anything, and (stick) to it
long enough, he (get) it.

il. [fa man (want) to be a skating champion of the Sahara, and (can) not afford
the money to get there, he'd (make) the money.

1. He (be) skating champion if he really (give)all his time to it.
iv. It was thought that the glory of the country (be) increased if the post of Court

acrobat (be) created.

V. It was decided that if a good athlete (can) be found, they (make) him Court
acrobat.

Use the following phrasal verbs in your sentences.

a) getin b) get out

c) get on d) get off

Read the passage and answer the questions given at the end.

‘Simply by sticking to it,' said Jorkens. 'He went into politics. They all do in
that country. But he went into them harder than anyone else, and never gave up his
ambition. Of course he made speeches, and fine ones, on many other subjects; but all
the while he stuck to his one idea. The years went by, and the day came when he had
power enough to preach his ambition openly, and he told them how the glory of their
country and of its ancient throne would be increased if the post of Court acrobat were
created. He gave examples of other Courts and greater ones. Of course many
opposed him: that is politics. Of course it took a long time: that is politics too. But as
the years went by he wore down the opposing arguments, till he had taught people
what a lesson it would be to all the nations to have a young athlete at Court exhibiting
perfect physical fitness and how such an example would strengthen their soldiers and
enable them finally to win the just rights of the nation in victorious battle a gainst their
accursed neighbours. And so the idea caught on: and to make a very long story short,
the post of Court acrobat was duly created.’

a) Who joined the politics?

b) How can the glory of the country be increased?
c) How was the post of a Court acrobat created?

d) Write down the main idea of the paragraph.,




(William Carlos Williams)

“Please come down as soon as you can, my daughter is very sick.”

When I arrived, I was met by the mother, a big startled looking woman, very clean
and apologetic who merely said, “Is this the doctor?” and let me in. She added. “You must
excuse us. doctor, we have her in the kitchen where it is warm. It is very damp here
sometimes.”

The child was fully dressed and sitting on her father’s lap near the kitchen table. He
tried to get up, but I motioned for him not to bother. I could see that they were all very
nervous, eyeing me up and down distrustfully. As often, in such cases, they weren't telling me
more than they had to, it was up to me to tell them; that's why they were spending three
dollars on me.

The child was fairly eating me up with her cold, steady eyes, and no expression on
her face whatever. She did not move and seemed, inwardly, quiet; an unusually attractive
little thing, and as strong as a heifer in appearance. But her face was flushed, she was
breathing rapidly, and I realized that she had a high fever. She had magnificent blonde hair, in
profusion. One of those picture children often reproduced in advertising leaflets and the
photogravure sections of the Sunday papers.

“She's had a fever for three days.” began the father, “and we don't know what it
comes from. My wife has given her things, you know, like people do, but it doesn't do any
good. And there's been a lot of sickness around. So we tho't you'd better look her over and tell
us what the matter 1s.”

As doctors often do, I took a trial shot at it as a point of departure. *Has she had a sore
throat?”

Both parents answered me together, “No. ... No, she says her throat doesn't hurt her.”

“Does your throat hurt you?" added the mother to the child. But the little girl's
expression didn't change nor did she move her eyes from my face.

“Have you looked?”

“I tried to," said the mother, but I couldn't see.

“As it happens we had been having a number of cases of diphtheria in the school to
which this child went during that month and we were all, quite apparently thinking of that,
though no one had as yet spoken of the thing”.

“Well,” T said, “suppose we take a look at the throat first. I smiled in my best
professional manner and asking for the child's first name I said, come on, Mathilda, open
your mouth and let's take a look at your throat.™

“Nothing doing.”
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“Aw, come on,” | coaxed, “just open your mouth wide and let me take a look.”
“Look,” I said opening both hands wide, “I haven't anything in my hands. Just open up and let
me see.”

“Such a nice man,” put in the mother. “Look how kind he is to you. Come on, do what
he tells you to. He won't hurt you.” £

At thatI ground my teeth in disgust. If only thn:}r wouldn't use the word "hurt" I might
be able to get somewhere. But I did not allow myself to be hurried or disturbed but speaking
quietly and slowly I approached the child again.

As I moved my chair a little nearer, suddenly with one catlike movement, both her
hands clawed instinctively for my eyes and she almost reached them too. In fact she knocked
my glasses flying and they fell, though unbroken, several feet away from me on the kitchen
floor.

Both the mother and father almost turned themselves inside out in embarrassment
and apology. “You bad girl,” said the mother, taking her and shaking her by one arm. “Look
what you've done. The nice man....”

“For Heaven's sake,” I broke in. “Don't call me a diee man to her. I'm here to look at
her throat on the chance that she might have diphtheria and possibly die of it.”” But that's
nothing to her. “Look here,” I said to the child, “we're going to look at your throat. You're old
enough to understand what I'm saying. Will you open it now by yourself or shall we have to
open it for you?”

Not a move. Even her expression hadn't changed. Her breaths, however, were
coming faster and faster. Then the battle began. I had to do it. I had to have a throat culture for
her own protection. But first I told the parents that it was entirely up to them. I explained the
danger but said that I would not insist on a throat examination so long as they would take the
- responsibility.

“If you don't do what the doctor says you'll have to go to the hospital.” the mother
admonished her severely.

“Put her in front of youon your lap,” I ordered, “and hold both her wrists.”

But as soon as he did the child let out a scream. “Don't, you're hurting me. Let go off
my hands. Let them go I tell you.” Then she shrieked terrifyingly, hysterically. “Stop it!
You're killing me!”

“Do you think she can stand it, doctor?” said the mother.

“You get out,” said the husband to his wife. “Do you want her to die of diphtheria?”

“Come onnow, hold her,” [ said.

Then I grasped the child's head with my left hand and tried to get the wooden tongue
depressor between her teeth. She fought, with clenchedeeth, desperately! But now I also
had grown furious — at a child. I tried to hold myself down but I couldn't. I know how to
expose a throat for inspection. And I did my best. When finally I got the wooden spatula
behind the last teeth and just the point of it into the mouth cavity, she opened up for an instant




but before I could see anything she came down again and gripped the wooden blade between
her molars. She reduced it to splinters before 1 could get it out again.

“Aren't you ashamed.” the mother yelled at her. “Aren't you ashamed to act like that
in front of the doctor?”

“CGiet me a smooth-handled spoon of some sort,” I told the mother, *“We're going
through with this.” The child's mouth was already bleeding. Her tongue was cut and she was
screaming in wild hysterical shrieks. Perhaps I should have desisted and come back in an
hour or more. No doubt it would have been better. But [ have seen, at least, two children lying
dead in bed of neglect in such cases, and feeling that 1 must get a diagnosis now or never [
went at it again. But the worst of it was that | too had got beyond reason. I could have torn the
child apart in my own fury and enjoyed it. It was a pleasure to attack her. My face was
burning with it.

In the final unreasoning assault I overpowered the child’s neck and jaws. I forced the
heavy silver spoon back of her teeth and down her throat till she gagged. And there it was -
both tonsils covered with membrane, She had fought valiantly to keep me from knowing her
secret. She had been hiding that sore throat for three days at least and lying to her parents in
order to escape just such an outcome as this.

Now truly she was furious. She had been on the defensive before but now she
attacked. Tried to get offher father's lap and fly at me while tears of defeat blinded her eyes.

FEFEEF R ST

About the Author

William Carlos Williams (1883 - 1963) practised medicine in Rutherford, New
Jersey, the factory town in which he was born. Selected Poems appeared in 1949, Collected
Later Poetry (1950), and Collected Poems (1951). His long epic poem, Paterson, won the
National Book Award for poetry in 1950. Desert Music appeared in 1954, Journey to love in
1955. He has also written novels, White Mule (1937) and In the Money (1940); short stories,
Life Along the Passic (1938) Selected Essays (1954); and an Autobiography (1951). He
received the Bollingen Award for poetry in 1953. The simple and direct language in this short
story heightens the intensity of the feelings of the doctor, the parents, and the child.

Theme

The use of force, in certain conditions, when sick children resist to get themselves
examined, becomes necessary to save their lives, Otherwise, there is every likelihood of the
danger of their death for not getting medically treated. The doctor, while examining a sick
child suffering from high fever, first behaved gently. But when the sick child resisted to open
her mouth, the doctor had no choice but to overpower her, and forced her to open the mouth
by placing the heavy silver spoon at the back of her teeth, and saw the tonsils covered with
membrane —the real cause of her illness.




Reading Notes

startled shocked

motioned for him not to bother | directed him to remain in that position
distrustfully not trusting or believing

eating me up looking angrily

heifer young cow

tho't thought

diphtheria acute infectious disease with inflammaticn of throat
coaxed get somebody to do something with kindness and

lpatiem:r:

embarrassment 0 make feel ashamed or awkward
admonished gave a mild warning

contemptible deserving or provoking contempt
hysterically with violent motion

clenched tightly shut (closed)

furious angry

spatula tool with a wide blade

splinters pieces, bits

EXERCISES
1. Choose the correct answer.
i Whois 'T'in the story?
a) the father b) the doctor
c) the mother d) the sick child
ii. The parents were nervous because

a) they did not want to tell the doctor anything.
b) they did not know what to say.

c) they wanted the doctor to tell them everything.
d) the child did not tell anything.




ii. The doctor was impressed
a) by the beauty ofthe child.
b) by the patience of the child.
c) by the patience of the parents.
d) by the picture of the child he had seen in Sunday's paper.
iv. The doctor took a 'trial shot of it' means
a) he made a wild guess to begin with.
b) he gave her a shot (injection).
c) he took parents to task.
d) he examined the girl carefully.
V. The doctor feared that the child might be suffering from diphtheria.
a) from the appearance ofthe child
b) The parents told him so.
c) from the examination of the child
d) He guessed because there had been such cases in the local school.
vi. The child did not respond to the doctor's instructions because
a) she was afraid of the doctor.
b) she was a stubborn child.
c) her parents had tried to open her mouth.
d) she was angry.
vii.  The doctor ground his teeth in anger because
a) the child did not respond.
b) the mother told the girl, “he would not hurt you™.
c) the parents did not let him handle the child.
d) the child had knocked his glasses.
viii.  The doctor had almost succeeded in opening the mouth of the girl but failed

to see because
a) the child resisted strongly.
b) the parental love made the father release her at the last moment.

c) the rough handling hurt the child.
d) the mother stopped him.
Mark the sentences true or false.
i The story is about a sick child.
ii. The parents take the child to the doctor.
iii. ~ The doctor is impressed by the innocent beauty of the child.
































































































































































