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TEXT. TYPES OF LITERARY TEXT 
A text is any meaningful spoken, visual or written message. 

A text communicates.

By writing and speaking we create texts, and by reading and listening we understand and interpret texts.

Different types of texts exist.

Texts serve different purposes and can be classified in many ways. 

Different text types are structured in particular ways.

CLASSIFICATIONS OF SHORT STORIES

Short stories can be categorized in several different ways:

The plot short story: It is a narration telling a series of events that has a traditional pattern of structure. A conflict is identified at the beginning, the action bundles until it reaches a climax, and then the story either ends or gradually goes to the end.

The action story: A type of plot story, the action story is dependent primarily upon what the characters do, not upon deep development of characters or theme. Most of the actions are physical.

The plotless short story: In this type, there apparently is no action or very little action. The story appears to be mostly the description of a character or the creation of a mood. While this may seem like a useless type of short story in fact the author does not want to come to a firm conclusion. The plotless story may well be more realistic than any other type since as life itself cannot always be said to be organized. 

The episodic story: This type of story also referred to as the “slice of life” type. It consists of one main incident. What has happened may be told, hinted at, or not told at all. What happens after the incident is left up to the reader, although the author makes that clear. While the incident may not appear to be important, it may capture some aspect of life quite well and may even reveal more.

The character story: This type of short story has, as its main purpose, the revealing of something about one main character; for that reason there may be very little plot. The character may be involved in only one episode, and he may be the only character in the tale. At the end of the story, the reader usually knows a good deal about the character.

The thematic story: In this type, the author’s main purpose is to develop one particular theme; the theme may attempt to reveal some great truth about life such as “humanity is corrupted” or a simple statement about life such as “mothers are always worrying about their children.”
Elements in Fiction Analysis

Plot  - refers to the sequence of events in a story. A plot in a story contains a strong sense of causality (cause and effect relation). Some fiction has a good deal of physical action, wondering, births and deaths.

Plot is the order in which things move and happen in a story.

Why are the events of the story arranged the way they are?

Does the plot make sense? Do events occur logically?

Elements of Plot: A good plot is consisted of five phases.

Exposition: In exposition the setting, characters and the plot are introduced. In other words, the background information that is necessary to understand the story is provided. Exposition ends as the motion in the story starts and this motion leads to rising action.

Rising Action: In rising action the conflict is developed and intensified. Conflict is a clash of actions, ideas, desires or wills (Perrine, 1975). The protagonist meets with some obstacles that frustrate him to reach his goal. 

Falling Action: In falling action the tension subsides and the plot moves towards its conclusion. Namely, the conflict between the protagonist and the antagonist resolves with the protagonist’s victory or defeat against the antagonist. The falling action, then, is made up of the events that follow the climax and lead to the resolution. 

Denouement (resolution): It is the final outcome of the story. The main event or the conflict unravels (guess). In resolution loose ends are tied up, the fate and perhaps, the future of the characters is revealed. 

Conflict: Conflict is the tension or the struggle between characters or opposing forces in a plot. It is the conflict which provides the elements of interest in a play or a novel or a short story. There are four types of conflicts that may become an obstacle for the protagonist.

Person against Self: An internal conflict of feelings. Conflict with some element in his/her own nature. This may be physical, mental, emotional or moral. 

Person against Person: This is a typical protagonist verses antagonist scenario. The good guy and the bad guy have some kind of battle in this type of conflict.

Person against Society: The protagonist battles against the larger organizations of the society, or a system of beliefs held by the society.

Person against Nature: The protagonist is threatened by a component of nature. 

Climax: The peak and turning point of the conflict, the point at which we know the outcome of the action. The point of highest emotion.

Theme is the main idea that weaves the story together, the why, the underlying ideas of what happens in the piece of literature, often a statement about society or human nature. Theme of a work is its central or dominating idea. What is the author trying to convey by writing the work.

How do the various elements of the story (setting, plot, etc) contribute to the theme?

Point of view (form of narrations)

First-person: The narrator is a character in the story who can reveal only personal thoughts and feelings and what he or she sees and is told by other characters.
Third person: The narrator is an outsider who can report only what he or she sees and hears.
Omniscient: The narrator is an all-knowing outsider who can enter the minds of more than one of the characters.

Characterization - is the method an author uses to reveal characters and their personalities. Character types: 

Protagonist:  the main character or hero of a story

Antagonist: The character or force that opposes the protagonist

Foil: It is the character who serves to bring out the qualities of another. 

What is the main character like? What are the virtues and vices of the character and how are they revealed?

What is the most important element of the main character’s personality?

What conflict does the main character confront? Is the conflict moral, material, or of some other origin?

What minor characters are included? What are their roles in advancing the story?

Round character: It is the character type who is many sided, complex, has multiple qualities and unique. To describe these characters is not easy. This character type may require an essay for full analysis. 

Dynamic characters The character undergoes a permanent change, changes

and develops in the story.

Static characters are round or flat characters that do not change during the story.

Genre: satirical, ironical, lyrical, humorous, romance, drama, fantasy, crime, epic, etc

Style: fiction, belles-letters, novel, short story, essay, poetry, publicistic, official documents, science fiction and etc.

Reading comprehension: Main idea activities
1. Read to find out if your prediction were correct

2 Read to answer one or two general questions T / F statements or etc. about the content of the text

Is it true or false?

Mr. Wei graduated from the same high school.

He had set the strict standards.

He expected the incident like that.

He never employed the investigative method.

A more thorough investigation into the matter seemed necessary. 

 Jigsaw reading- the text is cut into several parts (Give each part to each student and have them read the text silently)

- summarize the section; put the text in the correct order

Detailed reading activities:

- T / F questions
- Multiple choice questions

- matching questions to answers

- filling in a chart

- putting items in order (words, phrases, sentences, pictures)

- filling in blanks (close activity / gap filling)

- answering questions (more detailed)

- categorizing (advantages / disadvantages) 

- note taking under headings

- re-ordering jumbled text
Exploring theme.
The theme of the story may be formulated as……..

Does the theme deals with the problem of topical interest?

What does the plot centered around?

How does it wind up by?

What can you say about concluding episode?

 Follow up activities:

- do a role play based upon the text

- have a discussion based upon the theme of the text

- write letter to the author or a book review

- share a personal anecdote on the same subject

- select a function from the text and practice it. E.g. suggestions, making plans etc. either based on the language in the text or using ideas from the text as a springboard

- write a summary of the text
Making connections.

How do you think teachers should deal with their teenage pupils?

Would you handle your students in the same way your teachers handled you? Why or why not?

What are the differences between modern and traditional teachers?

What methods are considered to be innovative/

 Answer questions 

1. What is the main idea and theme of the story? 

2. What is the genre? 

3. What did Wei Wenjuan want to show in his novel? 

4. Who were the main heroes and what role did they play in the story? 

Wrap-up

Debate the proposals: The contemporary and traditional methods of teaching. Are they opposing or the parts of the whole?
   
1. Read the story and define the figurative languages in the story.
 
The Name is Mine by Anna Quindlen
I am on the telephone to the emergency room of the local hospital. My elder son is getting stitches in his palm, and I have called to make myself feel better, because I am at home, waiting, and my husband is there, holding him. I am 34 years old, and I am crying like a child, making a slippery mess of my face. ''Mrs. Krovatin?'' says the nurse, and for the first time in my life I answer ''Yes.''

This is a story about a name. The name is mine. I was given it at birth, and I have never changed it, although I married. I could come up with lots of reasons why. It was a political decision, a simple statement that I was somebody and not an adjunct of anybody, especially a husband. As a friend of mine told her horrified mother, ''He didn't adopt me, he married me.''

It was a professional and a personal decision, too. I grew up with an ugly dog of a name, one I came to love because I thought it was weird and unlovable. Amid the Debbies and Kathys of my childhood, I had a first name only grandmothers had and a last name that began with a strange letter. ''Sorry, the letters I, O, Q, U, V, X, Y and Z are not available,'' the catalogues said about monogrammed key rings and cocktail napkins. Seeing my name in black on white at the top of a good story, suddenly it wasn't an ugly dog anymore.

But neither of these are honest reasons, because they assume rational consideration, and it so happens that when it came to changing my name, there was no consideration, rational or otherwise. It was mine. It belonged to me. I don't even share a checking account with my husband. Damned if I was going to be hidden beneath the umbrella of his identity.

It seemed like a simple decision. But nowadays I think the only simple decisions are whether to have grilled cheese or tuna fish for lunch. Last week, my older child wanted an explanation of why he, his dad and his brother have one name, and I have another.

My answer was long, philosophical and rambling - that is to say, unsatisfactory. What's in a name? I could have said disingenuously. But I was talking to a person who had just spent three torturous, exhilarating years learning names for things, and I wanted to communicate to him that mine meant something quite special to me, had seemed as form-fitting as my skin, and as painful to remove. Personal identity and independence, however, were not what he was looking for; he just wanted to make sure I was one of them. And I am - and then again, I am not. When I made this decision, I was part of a couple. Now, there are two me's, the me who is the individual and the me who is part of a family of four, a family of four in which, in a small way, I am left out.

A wise friend who finds herself in the same fix says she never wants to change her name, only to have a slightly different identity as a family member, an identity for pediatricians' offices and parent-teacher conferences. She also says that the entire situation reminds her of the women's movement as a whole. We did these things as individuals, made these decisions about ourselves and what we wanted to be and do. And they were good decisions, the right decisions. But we based them on individual choice, not on group dynamics. We thought in terms of our sense of ourselves, not our relationships with others.

Some people found alternative solutions: hyphenated names, merged names, matriarchal names for the girls and patriarchal ones for the boys, one name at work and another at home. I did not like those choices; I thought they were middle grounds, and I didn't live much in the middle ground at the time. I was once slightly disdainful of women who went all the way and changed their names. But I now know too many smart, independent, terrific women who have the same last names as their husbands to be disdainful anymore. (Besides, if I made this decision as part of a feminist world view, it seems dishonest to turn around and trash other women for deciding as they did.) I made my choice. I haven't changed my mind. I've just changed my life. Sometimes I feel like one of those worms I used to hear about in biology, the ones that, chopped in half, walked off in different directions. My name works fine for one half, not quite as well for the other. I would never give it up. Except for that one morning when I talked to the nurse at the hospital, I always answer the question ''Mrs. Krovatin?'' with ''No, this is Mr. Krovatin's wife.'' It's just that I understand the down side now.

When I decided not to disappear beneath my husband's umbrella, it did not occur to me that I would be the only one left outside. It did not occur to me that I would ever care - not enough to change, just enough to think about the things we do on our own and what they mean when we aren't on our own anymore.

 1. Practice the pronunciation of the following words.

 emergency      [ɪˈmə:dʒənsɪ] 

slippery           [ˈslɪpərɪ]
torturous          [' tɔː(r)tʃərəs]

exhilarating     [ɪɡˈzɪl.ə.reɪ.tɪŋ]

pediatrician     [pi·di·əˈtrɪʃ·ən]

hyphenated      [ˈhaɪfəneɪt] 

disdainful        [dɪsˈdeɪnful]
beneath            [bɪˈni:θ] 

2. Comprehension Questions.

 a) Why did Quindlen not change her last name when she married?
b) How does she feel about her decision now?

c) Since Quindlen does not plan to change her name, what purpose might she have in writing the essay?

d) How does the name define you?

e) How widespread is the phenomenon of women keeping their maiden names in the society?

3.  Analytical Reading Strategies

a) Who are the main characters, and which ones are you going to like/hate?

b) What are these people like? What do they want out of life? 

c) Which of these personages do you identify with most?

d) What are the most important ideas? How comfortable or uncomfortable do these ideas make you?

e) What is the setting? 

f) Is the argument convincing? Logical? Authoritative?

g) Does the plot make sense? Do events occur logically?

4. Translate the following sentences and find out the meanings of the words hyphenated names, merged names, matriarchal names   in the following sentences.

Some people found alternative solutions: hyphenated names, merged names, matriarchal names for the girls and patriarchal ones for the boys, one name at work and another at home. I did not like those choices; I thought they were middle grounds, and I didn't live much in the middle ground at the time. I was once slightly disdainful of women who went all the way and changed their names. But I now know too many smart, independent, terrific women who have the same last names as their husbands to be disdainful anymore

2. Read the story and define the figurative languages in the story.

The Count and the Wedding Guest by O. Henry
One evening when Andy Donovan went to dinner at his Second Avenue boarding-house, Mrs. Scott introduced him to a new boarder, a young lady, Miss Conway. Miss Conway was small and unobtrusive. She wore a plain, snuffy-brown dress, and bestowed her interest, which seemed languid, upon her plate. She lifted her diffident eyelids and shot one perspicuous, judicial glance at Mr. Donovan, politely murmured his name, and returned to her mutton. Mr. Donovan bowed with the grace and beaming smile that were rapidly winning for him social, business and political advancement, and erased the snuffy-brown one from the tablets of his consideration.

Two weeks later Andy was sitting on the front steps enjoying his cigar. There was a soft rustle behind and above him, and Andy turned his head--and had his head turned.

Just coming out the door was Miss Conway. She wore a night-black dress of _crepe de_--_crepe de_--oh, this thin black goods. Her hat was black, and from it drooped and fluttered an ebon veil, filmy as a spider's web. She stood on the top step and drew on black silk gloves. Not a speck of white or a spot of color about her dress anywhere. Her rich golden hair was drawn, with scarcely a ripple, into a shining, smooth knot low on her neck. Her face was plain rather than pretty, but it was now illuminated and made almost beautiful by her large gray eyes that gazed above the houses across the street into the sky with an expression of the most appealing sadness and melancholy.

Gather the idea, girls--all black, you know, with the preference for _crepe de_--oh, _crepe de Chine_--that's it. All black, and that sad, faraway look, and the hair shining under the black veil (you have to be a blonde, of course), and try to look as if, although your young life had been blighted just as it was about to give a hop-skip-and-a-jump over the threshold of life, a walk in the park might do you good, and be sure to happen out the door at the right moment, and--oh, it'll fetch 'em every time. But it's fierce, now, how cynical I am, ain't it?--to talk about mourning costumes this way.

Mr. Donovan suddenly reinscribed Miss Conway upon the tablets of his consideration. He threw away the remaining inch-and-a-quarter of his cigar, that would have been good for eight minutes yet, and quickly shifted his center of gravity to his low cut patent leathers.

"It's a fine, clear evening, Miss Conway," he said; and if the Weather Bureau could have heard the confident emphasis of his tones it would have hoisted the square white signal, and nailed it to the mast.

"To them that has the heart to enjoy it, it is, Mr. Donovan," said Miss Conway, with a sigh.

Mr. Donovan, in his heart, cursed fair weather. Heartless weather! It should hail and blow and snow to be consonant with the mood of Miss Conway.

"I hope none of your relatives--I hope you haven't sustained a loss?" ventured Mr. Donovan.

"Death has claimed," said Miss Conway, hesitating--"not a relative, but one who--but I will not intrude my grief upon you, Mr. Donovan."

"Intrude?" protested Mr. Donovan. "Why, say, Miss Conway, I'd be delighted, that is, I'd be sorry--I mean I'm sure nobody could sympathize with you truer than I would."

Miss Conway smiled a little smile. And oh, it was sadder than her expression in repose.

"'Laugh, and the world laughs with you; weep, and they give you the laugh,'" she quoted. "I have learned that, Mr. Donovan. I have no friends or acquaintances in this city. But you have been kind to me. I appreciate it highly."

He had passed her the pepper twice at the table.

"It's tough to be alone in New York--that's a cinch," said Mr. Donovan. "But, say--whenever this little old town does loosen up and get friendly it goes the limit. Say you took a little stroll in the park, Miss Conway--don't you think it might chase away some of your mullygrubs? And if you'd allow me--"

"Thanks, Mr. Donovan. I'd be pleased to accept of your escort if you think the company of one whose heart is filled with gloom could be anyways agreeable to you."

Through the open gates of the iron-railed, old, downtown park, where the elect once took the air, they strolled, and found a quiet bench.

There is this difference between the grief of youth and that of old age: youth's burden is lightened by as much of it as another shares; old age may give and give, but the sorrow remains the same.

"He was my fiance," confided Miss Conway, at the end of an hour. "We were going to be married next spring. I don't want you to think that I am stringing you, Mr. Donovan, but he was a real Count. He had an estate and a castle in Italy. Count Fernando Mazzini was his name. I never saw the beat of him for elegance. Papa objected, of course, and once we eloped, but papa overtook us, and took us back. I thought sure papa and Fernando would fight a duel. Papa has a livery business--in P'kipsee, you know."

"Finally, papa came 'round, all right, and said we might be married next spring. Fernando showed him proofs of his title and wealth, and then went over to Italy to get the castle fixed up for us. Papa's very proud, and when Fernando wanted to give me several thousand dollars for my trousseau he called him down something awful. He wouldn't even let me take a ring or any presents from him. And when Fernando sailed I came to the city and got a position as cashier in a candy store."

"Three days ago I got a letter from Italy, forwarded from P'kipsee, saying that Fernando had been killed in a gondola accident."

"That is why I am in mourning. My heart, Mr. Donovan, will remain forever in his grave. I guess I am poor company, Mr. Donovan, but I cannot take any interest in no one. I should not care to keep you from gayety and your friends who can smile and entertain you. Perhaps you would prefer to walk back to the house?"

Now, girls, if you want to observe a young man hustle out after a pick and shovel, just tell him that your heart is in some other fellow's grave. Young men are grave-robbers by nature. Ask any widow. Something must be done to restore that missing organ to weeping angels in _crepe de Chine_. Dead men certainly get the worst of it from all sides.

"I'm awfully sorry," said Mr. Donovan, gently. "No, we won't walk back to the house just yet. And don't say you haven't no friends in this city, Miss Conway. I'm awful sorry, and I want you to believe I'm your friend, and that I'm awful sorry."

"I've got his picture here in my locket," said Miss Conway, after wiping her eyes with her handkerchief. "I never showed it to anybody; but I will to you, Mr. Donovan, because I believe you to be a true friend."

Mr. Donovan gazed long and with much interest at the photograph in the locket that Miss Conway opened for him. The face of Count Mazzini was one to command interest. It was a smooth, intelligent, bright, almost a handsome face--the face of a strong, cheerful man who might well be a leader among his fellows.

"I have a larger one, framed, in my room," said Miss Conway. "When we return I will show you that. They are all I have to remind me of Fernando. But he ever will be present in my heart, that's a sure thing."

A subtle task confronted Mr. Donovan,--that of supplanting the unfortunate Count in the heart of Miss Conway. This his admiration for her determined him to do. But the magnitude of the undertaking did not seem to weigh upon his spirits. The sympathetic but cheerful friend was the role he essayed; and he played it so successfully that the next half-hour found them conversing pensively across two plates of ice-cream, though yet there was no diminution of the sadness in Miss Conway's large gray eyes.

Before they parted in the hall that evening she ran upstairs and brought down the framed photograph wrapped lovingly in a white silk scarf. Mr. Donovan surveyed it with inscrutable eyes.

"He gave me this the night he left for Italy," said Miss Conway. "I had the one for the locket made from this."

"A fine-looking man," said Mr. Donovan, heartily. "How would it suit you, Miss Conway, to give me the pleasure of your company to Coney next Sunday afternoon?"

A month later they announced their engagement to Mrs. Scott and the other boarders. Miss Conway continued to wear black.

A week after the announcement the two sat on the same bench in the downtown park, while the fluttering leaves of the trees made a dim kinetoscopic picture of them in the moonlight. But Donovan had worn a look of abstracted gloom all day. He was so silent to-night that love's lips could not keep back any longer the questions that love's heart propounded.

"What's the matter, Andy, you are so solemn and grouchy to-night?"

"Nothing, Maggie."

"I know better. Can't I tell? You never acted this way before. What is it?"

"It's nothing much, Maggie."

"Yes it is; and I want to know. I'll bet it's some other girl you are thinking about. All right. Why don't you go get her if you want her? Take your arm away, if you please."

"I'll tell you then," said Andy, wisely, "but I guess you won't understand it exactly. You've heard of Mike Sullivan, haven't you? 'Big Mike' Sullivan, everybody calls him."

"No, I haven't," said Maggie. "And I don't want to, if he makes you act like this. Who is he?"

"He's the biggest man in New York," said Andy, almost reverently. "He can about do anything he wants to with Tammany or any other old thing in the political line. He's a mile high and as broad as East River. You say anything against Big Mike, and you'll have a million men on your collarbone in about two seconds. Why, he made a visit over to the old country awhile back, and the kings took to their holes like rabbits.

"Well, Big Mike's a friend of mine. I ain't more than deuce-high in the district as far as influence goes, but Mike's as good a friend to a little man, or a poor man as he is to a big one. I met him to-day on the Bowery, and what do you think he does? Comes up and shakes hands. 'Andy,' says he, 'I've been keeping cases on you. You've been putting in some good licks over on your side of the street, and I'm proud of you. What'll you take to drink?" He takes a cigar, and I take a highball. I told him I was going to get married in two weeks. 'Andy,' says he, 'send me an invitation, so I'll keep in mind of it, and I'll come to the wedding.' That's what Big Mike says to me; and he always does what he says.

"You don't understand it, Maggie, but I'd have one of my hands cut off to have Big Mike Sullivan at our wedding. It would be the proudest day of my life. When he goes to a man's wedding, there's a guy being married that's made for life. Now, that's why I'm maybe looking sore to-night."

"Why don't you invite him, then, if he's so much to the mustard?" said Maggie, lightly.

"There's a reason why I can't," said Andy, sadly. "There's a reason why he mustn't be there. Don't ask me what it is, for I can't tell you."

"Oh, I don't care," said Maggie. "It's something about politics, of course. But it's no reason why you can't smile at me."

"Maggie," said Andy, presently, "do you think as much of me as you did of your--as you did of the Count Mazzini?"

He waited a long time, but Maggie did not reply. And then, suddenly she leaned against his shoulder and began to cry--to cry and shake with sobs, holding his arm tightly, and wetting the _crepe de Chine_ with tears.

"There, there, there!" soothed Andy, putting aside his own trouble. "And what is it, now?"

"Andy," sobbed Maggie. "I've lied to you, and you'll never marry me, or love me any more. But I feel that I've got to tell. Andy, there never was so much as the little finger of a count. I never had a beau in my life. But all the other girls had; and they talked about 'em; and that seemed to make the fellows like 'em more. And, Andy, I look swell in black--you know I do. So I went out to a photograph store and bought that picture, and had a little one made for my locket, and made up all that story about the Count, and about his being killed, so I could wear black. And nobody can love a liar, and you'll shake me, Andy, and I'll die for shame. Oh, there never was anybody I liked but you--and that's all."

But instead of being pushed away, she found Andy's arm folding her closer. She looked up and saw his face cleared and smiling.

"Could you--could you forgive me, Andy?"

"Sure," said Andy. "It's all right about that. Back to the cemetery for the Count. You've straightened everything out, Maggie. I was in hopes you would before the wedding-day. Bully girl!"

"Andy," said Maggie, with a somewhat shy smile, after she had been thoroughly assured of forgiveness, "did you believe all that story about the Count?"

"Well, not to any large extent," said Andy, reaching for his cigar case, "because it's Big Mike Sullivan's picture you've got in that locket of yours."

I. COMPREHENSION QUESTIONS
a. Read the story and answer the following questions 

1. Where did Mr. Donovan and Miss Conway live? 

2. How did they get to know each other? Did the girl make a great impression on him? 

3. Describe Miss Conway‘s appearance when two weeks later she came out of the door of the boarding house. 

4. Where did Andy invite Miss Conway? 

5. Why was Miss Conway so sad? 

6. How did Andy express his sympathy? 

7. Why did Maggie decide to show Andy the photo of Count Mazzini? 

8. Why did Maggie decide to ask Andy a question when they were sitting in the park? Did she think he was in love with another girl? 

9. What made Andy unhappy? 

10. What story did Maggie tell him at last? 

11. Why did Andy feel happy when she had finished her story? 

12. Did Andy believe Maggie’s story about the count? Give reasons. 

b. Read the story another time and choose the right variant; give reasons where necessary 

1. The story took place in 

a) Italy 

b) The USA 

c) Great Britain 

2. When Andy saw Miss Conway for the first time, she was wearing 

a) a beautiful black dress 

b) a plain brown dress 

3. When Miss Conway came out of the door, Andy Donovan was sitting on the front step of the boarding house smoking 

a) a cigar 

b) a cigarette 

c) a pipe 

4. When Andy and Maggie were having a walk in the park the girl looked sad because she 

a) missed Count Mazzini 

b) she didn’t like Andy 

c) she was all in black and had to look sad 

5. Miss Conway was going to marry Count Mazzini next 

a) winter 

b) spring 

c) summer 

6. ______later Andy and Maggie told Mrs. Scott that they were going to get married.

a) a month 

b) a week 

c) a fortnight 

7. Maggie was sure Andy would leave her because

a) he loved another girl 

b) he didn’t want to marry her 

c) she had lied to him 

II. Talking points 

a) How did Miss Conway attract Andy’s attention? 

b) Why does O’Henry give the description of the girl’s appearance and doesn’t describe Andy Donovan? 

c) Why did Maggie think of a plan? Did her plan work? 

d) Why do you think she chose that man’s photo? 

e)Why didn’t Andy tell Maggie at once that he knew the man in the photo? 

f) Do you think Maggie and Andy got married? Give reasons. 

g) Comment on the title of the story. 

h) Find in the text all irregular verbs, look for their Infinitive and learn them

III. Translate the following part of the sentences from English into Russian.
Just coming out the door was Miss Conway. She wore a night-black dress of _crepe de_--_crepe de_--oh, this thin black goods. Her hat was black, and from it drooped and fluttered an ebon veil, filmy as a spider's web. She stood on the top step and drew on black silk gloves. Not a speck of white or a spot of color about her dress anywhere. Her rich golden hair was drawn, with scarcely a ripple, into a shining, smooth knot low on her neck. Her face was plain rather than pretty, but it was now illuminated and made almost beautiful by her large gray eyes that gazed above the houses across the street into the sky with an expression of the most appealing sadness and melancholy.

IV. Translate the following part of the sentences from Russian into English.

У меня никогда не было в жизни ни одного возлюбленного! А у всех других девушек были, и они постоянно говорили о них и хвастались ими! И я заметила, что из-за этого одного молодые люди за ними больше ухаживали. Притом, Энди, я так шикарно выглядела в черном -- ты знаешь, как мне идет черное. Потому я пошла к фотографу и купила ту карточку. А с нее заказала маленькую для медальона. И выдумала всю эту историю с графом, чтобы иметь возможность носить траур... И никто не может любить лгунов, и ты, Энди, меня разлюбишь, и я умру от стыда. О, я никого не любила, кроме тебя. Это все!
3. Read the story and define the figurative languages in the story 

THE GIFT OF THE MAGI   by O. Henry

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by bulldozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until one's cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One dollar and eighty- seven cents. And the next day would be Christmas.
There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the shabby little couch and howl. So Della did it. Which instigates the moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles, with sniffles predominating.

While the mistress of the home is gradually subsiding from the first stage to the second, take a look at the home. A furnished flat at $8 per week. It did not exactly beggar description, but it certainly had that word on the lookout for the mendicancy squad.

In the vestibule below was a letter-box into which no letter would go, and an electric button from which no mortal finger could coax a ring. Also appertaining thereunto was a card bearing the name "Mr. James Dillingham Young."

The "Dillingham" had been flung to the breeze during a former period of prosperity when its possessor was being paid $30 per week. Now, when the income was shrunk to $20, though, they were thinking seriously of contracting to a modest and unassuming D. But whenever Mr. James Dillingham Young came home and reached his flat above he was called "Jim" and greatly hugged by Mrs. James Dillingham Young, already introduced to you as Della. Which is all very good.

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow would be Christmas Day, and she had only $1.87 with which to buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn't go far. Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They always are. Only $1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy hour she had spent planning for something nice for him. Something fine and rare and sterling--something just a little bit near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.

There was a pier-glass between the windows of the room. Perhaps you have seen a pier-glass in an $8 flat. A very thin and very agile person may, by observing his reflection in a rapid sequence of longitudinal strips, obtain a fairly accurate conception of his looks. Della, being slender, had mastered the art.

Suddenly she whirled from the window and stood before the glass. her eyes were shining brilliantly, but her face had lost its color within twenty seconds. Rapidly she pulled down her hair and let it fall to its full length.

Now, there were two possessions of the James Dillingham Youngs in which they both took a mighty pride. One was Jim's gold watch that had been his father's and his grandfather's. The other was Della's hair. Had the queen of Sheba lived in the flat across the airshaft, Della would have let her hair hang out the window some day to dry just to depreciate Her Majesty's jewels and gifts. Had King Solomon been the janitor, with all his treasures piled up in the basement, Jim would have pulled out his watch every time he passed, just to see him pluck at his beard from envy.

So now Della's beautiful hair fell about her rippling and shining like a cascade of brown waters. It reached below her knee and made itself almost a garment for her. And then she did it up again nervously and quickly. Once she faltered for a minute and stood still while a tear or two splashed on the worn red carpet.

On went her old brown jacket; on went her old brown hat. With a whirl of skirts and with the brilliant sparkle still in her eyes, she fluttered out the door and down the stairs to the street.

Where she stopped the sign read: "Mne. Sofronie. Hair Goods of All Kinds." One flight up Della ran, and collected herself, panting. Madame, large, too white, chilly, hardly looked the "Sofronie."

"Will you buy my hair?" asked Della.

"I buy hair," said Madame. "Take yer hat off and let's have a sight at the looks of it."

Down rippled the brown cascade.

"Twenty dollars," said Madame, lifting the mass with a practised hand.

"Give it to me quick," said Della.

Oh, and the next two hours tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was ransacking the stores for Jim's present.

She found it at last. It surely had been made for Jim and no one else. There was no other like it in any of the stores, and she had turned all of them inside out. It was a platinum fob chain simple and chaste in design, properly proclaiming its value by substance alone and not by meretricious ornamentation--as all good things should do. It was even worthy of The Watch. As soon as she saw it she knew that it must be Jim's. It was like him. Quietness and value--the description applied to both. Twenty-one dollars they took from her for it, and she hurried home with the 87 cents. With that chain on his watch Jim might be properly anxious about the time in any company. Grand as the watch was, he sometimes looked at it on the sly on account of the old leather strap that he used in place of a chain.

When Della reached home her intoxication gave way a little to prudence and reason. She got out her curling irons and lighted the gas and went to work repairing the ravages made by generosity added to love. Which is always a tremendous task, dear friends--a mammoth task.

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long, carefully, and critically.

"If Jim doesn't kill me," she said to herself, "before he takes a second look at me, he'll say I look like a Coney Island chorus girl. But what could I do--oh! what could I do with a dollar and eighty- seven cents?"

At 7 o'clock the coffee was made and the frying-pan was on the back of the stove hot and ready to cook the chops.

Jim was never late. Della doubled the fob chain in her hand and sat on the corner of the table near the door that he always entered. Then she heard his step on the stair away down on the first flight, and she turned white for just a moment. She had a habit for saying little silent prayer about the simplest everyday things, and now she whispered: "Please God, make him think I am still pretty."

The door opened and Jim stepped in and closed it. He looked thin and very serious. Poor fellow, he was only twenty-two--and to be burdened with a family! He needed a new overcoat and he was without gloves.

Jim stopped inside the door, as immovable as a setter at the scent of quail. His eyes were fixed upon Della, and there was an expression in them that she could not read, and it terrified her. It was not anger, nor surprise, nor disapproval, nor horror, nor any of the sentiments that she had been prepared for. He simply stared at her fixedly with that peculiar expression on his face.

Della wriggled off the table and went for him.

"Jim, darling," she cried, "don't look at me that way. I had my hair cut off and sold because I couldn't have lived through Christmas without giving you a present. It'll grow out again--you won't mind, will you? I just had to do it. My hair grows awfully fast. Say `Merry Christmas!' Jim, and let's be happy. You don't know what a nice-- what a beautiful, nice gift I've got for you."

"You've cut off your hair?" asked Jim, laboriously, as if he had not arrived at that patent fact yet even after the hardest mental labor.

"Cut it off and sold it," said Della. "Don't you like me just as well, anyhow? I'm me without my hair, ain't I?"

Jim looked about the room curiously.

"You say your hair is gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy.

"You needn't look for it," said Della. "It's sold, I tell you--sold and gone, too. It's Christmas Eve, boy. Be good to me, for it went for you. Maybe the hairs of my head were numbered," she went on with sudden serious sweetness, "but nobody could ever count my love for you. Shall I put the chops on, Jim?"

Out of his trance Jim seemed quickly to wake. He enfolded his Della. For ten seconds let us regard with discreet scrutiny some inconsequential object in the other direction. Eight dollars a week or a million a year--what is the difference? A mathematician or a wit would give you the wrong answer. The magi brought valuable gifts, but that was not among them. This dark assertion will be illuminated later on.

Jim drew a package from his overcoat pocket and threw it upon the table.

"Don't make any mistake, Dell," he said, "about me. I don't think there's anything in the way of a haircut or a shave or a shampoo that could make me like my girl any less. But if you'll unwrap that package you may see why you had me going a while at first."

White fingers and nimble tore at the string and paper. And then an ecstatic scream of joy; and then, alas! a quick feminine change to hysterical tears and wails, necessitating the immediate employment of all the comforting powers of the lord of the flat.

For there lay The Combs--the set of combs, side and back, that Della had worshipped long in a Broadway window. Beautiful combs, pure tortoise shell, with jewelled rims--just the shade to wear in the beautiful vanished hair. They were expensive combs, she knew, and her heart had simply craved and yearned over them without the least hope of possession. And now, they were hers, but the tresses that should have adorned the coveted adornments were gone.

But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: "My hair grows so fast, Jim!"

And them Della leaped up like a little singed cat and cried, "Oh, oh!"

Jim had not yet seen his beautiful present. She held it out to him eagerly upon her open palm. The dull precious metal seemed to flash with a reflection of her bright and ardent spirit.

"Isn't it a dandy, Jim? I hunted all over town to find it. You'll have to look at the time a hundred times a day now. Give me your watch. I want to see how it looks on it."

Instead of obeying, Jim tumbled down on the couch and put his hands under the back of his head and smiled.

"Dell," said he, "let's put our Christmas presents away and keep 'em a while. They're too nice to use just at present. I sold the watch to get the money to buy your combs. And now suppose you put the chops on."

The magi, as you know, were wise men--wonderfully wise men--who brought gifts to the Babe in the manger. They invented the art of giving Christmas presents. Being wise, their gifts were no doubt wise ones, possibly bearing the privilege of exchange in case of duplication. And here I have lamely related to you the uneventful chronicle of two foolish children in a flat who most unwisely sacrificed for each other the greatest treasures of their house. But in a last word to the wise of these days let it be said that of all who give gifts these two were the wisest. O all who give and receive gifts, such as they are wisest. Everywhere they are wisest. They are the magi.

I. Read carefully the following proper names, words and expressions. Make sure you know what they mean 

Proper names 

Magi [mei`dzai], [mei`gai] dialectal
Della
James Dillingham Young

(Jim) Mme Sofranie
Words and expressions 

shabby little cottage
had been saving every penny pulled down her hair
did it (hair) up again
two hours passed by on rosy wings 

curling irons
began repairing the ravages made by 

generosity added to love
a Coney Island chorus girl she turned white
with an air almost of idiocy

set of combs
pure tortoise shell
II. Comprehension check
A. Read the story once more to answer the following questions 

1. How much money did Della have to buy a present for Jim?

2. Why was she so short of money? 

3. What were the two treasures of the James Dillingham Youngs? 4. What idea did Della have to get the money? 

5. What was her hair like? 

6. What present did she buy for Jim? 

7. How was Della getting ready to meet her husband? 

8. How old was Jim and how did he look? 

9. Why did he looked at his wife with a strange expression in his eyes? 

10. What present did Jim have for Della?

11. What did Jim do when he saw Della’s present?

12. Why did Jim offer to put their presents away and keep them for a while?

B. Choose the right variant; give reasons where necessary 

1. Della cried because 

a) she had lost money 

b) she had wasted money 

c) she had too little money to buy her husband a present 

2. Jim got 

a) 20 dollars a week 

b) 8 dollars a week 

c) 30 dollars a week 

3. Della ran out of the house because 

a)she was going shopping 

b) she was short of time 

c) she had an idea where to get money 

4. Della ’s hair was 

a) black 

b) brown 

c) golden 

5. Della 

a) cut her hair and sold it to buy Jim a present 

b) had her hair cut and sold it to buy Jim a present 

6. She shopped 

a) for two hours 

b) the whole afternoon 

c) till 7 p.m. 

7. The watch chain Della bought for Jim was made of 

a) gold 

b) platinum 

c) silver 

C. Talking points
1. How does O’Henry make use of different colours in the story? (a grey cat, a grey fence, rosy wings, she turned white)? Why does he choose these colours? What do they mean? 

2. Why did the world look grey for Della when she looked out of the window after she had finished her cry? 

3. Why did her face loose its colour within 20 seconds when she looked at herself in the looking-glass? 

4. Do you think it was easy for Della and Jim to sacrifice their treasures? Give reasons. 

5. Why does O’Henry call Della and Jim “foolish children” and “the wisest”? Is there any contradiction here? 

6. Comment on the title of the story/ Why does the author call his characters “the Magi”? 

4. Read the story and translate.
THE INTERVIEW
Steve was in a terrible accident at work. He fell through a floor tile and ripped off both of his ears. Since he was permanently disfigured, he settled with the company for a rather large sum of money and went on his way.

One day Steve decided to invest his money in a small, but growing telecom business. And, after weeks of negotiations, he bought the company outright. But after signing the contract he realised that he knew nothing about running such a business and quickly set out to hire someone who could do that for him. The next day he had set up three interviews. The first guy was great. He knew everything he needed to and was very interesting. But at the end of the interview Steve asked him, "Do you notice anything different about me?" And the gentleman answered, "Why, yes, I couldn't help but notice you have no ears." Steve got very angry and threw him out. The second interview was with a woman, and she was even better than the first guy. But he asked her the same question, "Do you notice anything different about me?" and she replied, "Well, you have no ears." Steve again was upset and tossed her out.

The third and last interview was the best of all three. It was with a very young man who was fresh out of college. He was smart. He was handsome. And he seemed to be a better businessman than the first two put together.

Steve was anxious, but went ahead and asked the young man the same question, "Do you notice anything different about me?" And to his surprise, the young man answered, "Yes. You wear contact lenses." Steve was shocked and said, "What an incredibly observant young man! How in the world did you know that?"

The young man fell off his chair laughing hysterically and replied, "Well, it's pretty hard to wear glasses without any ears!"

EXERCISES
1.        Practice the pronunciation of the following words.
accident               
 ['æksidət]

permanently                ['p :mənəntli]

negotiations                [niֽgəu∫iei∫(ə)n]

sign                        
['sain]

anxious                        ['ænkjəs]

incredibly               
 [in'credibli]

observant               
 [əb'zэ:v(ə)nt]

laugh                        
[la:f]

hysterically                [hi'sterikəli]

2.        Find in the text the English equivalents of the following words, word-combinations. Use them in the sentences of your own.
приступить к поискам работников, что-то не так, руководить делами бизнеса, временно, подписывать контракт, организовывать интервью, переговоры, вкладывать деньги, истерически смеясь, чем два других вместе взятых, не мог не заметить, выгонять, ему оторвало оба уха, быть обезображенным, невероятно наблюдательный ,  носить контактные линзы , выпускник колледжа, быть взволнованным.

3.        Join A and B to get an expression from the text.
A                                    


 B
terrible                                


outright

to laugh                       



 business

to buy                                


 both ears

to run                               


 college

permanently                        


 observant

set up                               


 accident

ripped off                       


  hysterically

fresh out of                       


 disfigured

incredibly                       


 interview

4.        Match the synonyms.
A                                  


 B
Settle for                        


answer

Negotiation                      


 talks

Outright                        


at once

Realize                               


 begin

Set out                                


understand

Hire                               


 come to terms

Notice                              


  throw out

Reply                               


 pay attention

Toss out                       


 employ

5. Match the opposites.
A                                     



B
Different                        


easy

Observant                      
  

sack, fire

Laugh                                


same

Hard                                


cry

Hire                               


 happy

Upset                               

 
absent-minded

6.        Translate the sentences from Russian into English.
1) Мы  решили вложить деньги в развивающийся ресторанный бизнес.

2) Они подписали контракт и наняли людей, которые все знали о том, как руководить этим бизнесом.

3) Он организовал интервью, чтобы нанять наилучшего кандидата.

4) Второй кандидат был самым лучшим.

5) Вы заметили во мне что-нибудь отличное от других?

6) Он был выпускник колледжа, умен и красив.

7) После недели переговоров, они согласились принять наши условия ( conditions).

7.        Find in the text all irregular verbs, look for their Infinitive and learn them.

8.        Find all regular verbs in the text and explain their pronunciation.

9.   
 Look at the following conversations and tell who will be hired and why.         
A job interview
CONVERSATION A.
Ms. Dukakis: Come in. Mr. Lo, isn't it? Please have a seat.

Mr. Lo: Thank you.

Ms, Dukakis: Did you have a good trip?

Mr. Lo: Yes, thanks. 1 came up from San Diego yesterday.

Ms. Dukakis: And did you find a good hotel?

Mr. Lo: No, I'm staying at my parent's place in Oakland.

Ms. Dukakis: Oh, that's right, you're from the Bay area, aren't you?

Mr. Lo: Yes. I was born and raised in Oakland.

Mb Dukakis: When did you leave?

Mr. Lo: I went lo college in L. A. That was in 1988.

Ms. Dukakis: So, where are you presently working?

Mr. Lo: Soledad Computers in San Diego. Have you heard of them?

Mr. Dukakis: No, not really. How long have you been with them?

Mr. Lo: I've been working there since 1 graduated from college.

Ms. Dukakis: Why do you want to change jobs now?
Mr. Lo: I'd like lo do some traveling. 1 want to use my languages, and I want a better job.

Ms. Dukakis:  Yes, 1 see here that you speak Chinese and Spanish. Puedo usted

traducirmclo?

Mr. Lo: Pardon me? Can you say that more slowly?

Ms. Dukakis: Thank's OK. Do you want to live closer to your parents?

Mr. Lo: Thai's not the reason why I want this job. But yes, I'd like to live in this area again.

Ms. Dukakis: Well thank you Mr. Lo. We'll be in touch.
CONVERSATION B.
Ms. Dukakis: Come in, Ms. Danziger. Please have a ... .

Ms. Danziger: Please call me Crystal. My, you have a nice office.

Ms. Dukakis: Thank you. Did you have a good trip?

Ms. Danziger: It was OK. I got in on the early flight this morning.

Ms. Dukakis: Ah, you're from Los Angeles, aren't you?

Ms. Danziger: 1 live in L. A. At the present lime, but I'm originally from New York. Of

course, I'm not often in L. A. I've been to seven countries this year.

Ms. Dukakis: Tell me about your present job.

Ms. Danziger: I'm a sales representative for a book .We sell guide books and maps. I travel around Latin America. You see from my resume that I speak Spanish and Portuguese. I majored in Spanish for my Bachelors degree and then.

Ms. Dukakis: Where did you get your degree?

Ms. Danziger:I got it from the University of Chicago! Then, alter that I did Masters at the University of New Mexico.

Ms. Dukakis: How long have you been with Travel Books?

Ms. Danziger:Two years. Before that I was with the Disney company for a year in Florida

and before that 1 worked at a commercial stationery company in Dallas for six months.

Ms. Dukakis:  Have you ever sold computer software?

Ms. Danziger: No, but selling is selling. It is all the same to me.
Ms. Dukakis: And do you speak any Asian languages?

Ms. Danziger: No, but I learn fast. I majored in languages. Now I want to ask you some questions about this job....
10.        Act the first or the second conversation with your partner.
11.        Make up the   dialogue between the first candidate and Steve.
Useful situation phrases:
Have you worked in this business before?

What do you know about …?
Are your weak (strong) sides?

Tell me about yourself.

What kind of education do you have?

Are you ready to work long hours?

I’m hard-working, have a lot of stamina, skilled in this area of business, sociable and out-minded.
Make up the dialogue  between the last candidate and Steve. To the expressions above add some which will make this candidate the most successful.
12.         Retell the story.
If you were choosing job what would be the most important factors in your choice 
(number in order of importance):
1. You are good at it.

2. You enjoy it.

3. You earn good wages.

4. You wouldn’t disappoint your parents.

5. You will have good mates.

6. The job is secure.

7. There are good prospects for promotion.

8. The job is interesting.

9. You will be in charge of other people.

10. Your are free to plan your own work.

11. You have good working conditions.

12. There is plenty of variety at job.

13. You have long holiday.

14. The job has a high social status.

15. There is no stress in the job.

16. The job is valuable to society.

17. There are opportunities to travel.

5.  Read the text, translate and answer the following questions:
1. How many dialogues can we make to the text?
2. Between who?
3. Can you imagine what they will be about?
GOOD ADVICE
Once early in the morning a farmer arrived at the nearest town to sell some eggs and butter. He stayed at a small hotel. The charge for a single room was not very high. It suited the farmer as he was planning to stay in the town only for two days.
In the afternoon when he sold his goods he decided to have lunch at the hotel I. When he was having lunch people were talking about a lawyer who was very clever and always gave people good advice. The farmer decided to go and see the lawyer. “I’ve heard a lot about you. Could you give me some good advice?” said the farmer. “What advice would you like to have?” “Any advice will suit me,” said the farmer. The lawyer smiled, took a piece of paper and wrote something on it. The farmer thanked him and left his office. The next day he went to buy some presents for his family. When he bought everything he went to the station, got on the train and came back home. It was 4 o’clock in the afternoon. He was going to read a newspaper, but his wife told him to gather in the hay. The farmer was very tired and decided to put off the work. But suddenly he remembered that he had the lawyer’s advice. He took the paper and read: “Never put off till tomorrow what you can do today.” “All right, let’s gather in the hay,” said the farmer and all his family began working. In the evening it started raining heavily.
Now you have to do the following exercises to be sure you know vocabulary and be able to make up the situational dialogues offered in SPEAKING.
EXERCISES
1. Practice the pronunciation of the following words.
     arrive       

 [æ' raiv]

       charge       
 [' t∫a:dʒ]

       talk        

[' to:k]

       lawyer      

  [' lo:jə]

       thank        

[' θænk]

       bought[       
 [' bo:t]

       tired       

 [' taiəd]

       gather      

  ['gæðə]

       put              
  [' put]

       

2. Find in the text the English equivalents of the following words, word-combinations. Use them in the sentences of your own.
юрист,  совет,  стоимость комнаты на одного,  приезжать в город , останавливаться , давать совет, покупать, откладывать , благодарить , внезапно , вспоминать , кусок бумаги ,  собираться возле сеновала , уставать, откладывать , начался сильный дождь , подходить.
3. Join A and B to get an expression from the text.
A                                                        B
got                                                   gather

went                                                the farmer

it suited                                           town

to plan                                             the work

the nearest                                       to buy

put off                                             to stay

let’s                                                 on the train

1. Translate the sentences from Russian into English.
2. Однажды рано утром я приехал в город, чтобы встретиться с юристом,

3. Он дал мне хороший совет и я поехал домой.

4. Я решил купить подарки.

5. Было пять часов вечера. Он устал и решил отложить работу и сделать ее утром.

6. “Мне подойдет любой цвет ,” - ответила она.

7. Мы прибыли на станцию и сели на поезд.

8. Он собирался остаться в гостинице еще на два дня.

5. Fill in the gaps with the words “suit”, “put off”, “gather” and find out their different meanings.
1. There were 60 000 fans … in the stadium.

2. Tonights concert will be    …   till next week.

3. His    … is perfectly made. It fits him greatly.

4. This room   …   me. I’ll take it.

5. They live by    …   shellfish and snails.

6. Please,   your shoes before entering this holy building.    

6.  Find in the text all irregular verbs, look for their Infinitive and learn them.
     7.  Find all regular verbs in the text and explain pronunciation of –ed- ending.

SPEAKING
1. Look at the following expressions below and tell between who we can make a dialogue    and what the main reason for making it is.
“Hello. Can I help you?”
“Just a minute, I’ll check …”
“Do you min the view …?”
“How much does it cost per night?
2. Now complete the following dialogue.
 
7. Make up the   dialogue between the farmer and the customer on the market.
Useful expressions:
How much does a dozen of eggs cost?

It’s not too expensive, isn’t it?

Can I have it cheaper?

If I take two dozen can I   have   a   discount?

What would you like?

Is butter salty (sweet)?
Can you wrap it for me?

8.    Make up the dialogue between people in the café, discussing a clever lawyer, and the farmer, who was interested in the lawyer.
Use the following words and sentences:
decide to go, lawyer, advice, give advice, plan to stay, suit, I would like, clever,   “  Where does he live  ? ,      “Where can I find him?”  ,   “Are you sure he can be helpful?” , “I’ve heard your story, can you answer my question?” ,  “ Any of his advice will suit me.”

1. Make up the dialogue between the farmer and a shop assistant in the shop where the farmer bought
2. the presents for his family.
Useful words and expressions:
What would you like?

Can I help you?

Can I have a look at this  … ?

Will you take it?

I’d like another size.

What size would you like?

What is it for?

I’d like something useful for the kitchen. What can you recommend?

6. Read the story, translate and give a short summary.

LOOKING FOR A JOB (after M. Gold)

When I was twelve I was one of the best pupils in my class at public school, and left it a year earlier than most boys.

My parents were proud of me, of course. They wanted me to go to high school. But even then I realized that education was for the rich. I refused to go to high school. I knew that most of the boys in my class were going to work. And I decided to be one of them.

I told my parents that I would need four years of high school, then six years of college before I could become a doctor. Ten years of study! Where could I get thousands of dollars for books, tuition and everything else? There were four of us in my family. My mother could not work. Could my father get the money for all of us, and pay for my education besides? Of course, not. Miss Barr, the English teacher, tried to get me to go to high school, too. She said that she could hardly imagine that I would go into a factory. "I've never seen better compositions than yours, Michael," she said. But I told her that my father was unable to support me, and that I would have to work. She asked me to promise her to study at night. I told her that I would, but I knew it was a lie. But I loved books, I was carried away by many books; I wanted very much to go to high school and college. Miss Barry presented me with a book. I thanked her for it and threw it under the bed when I returned home. I never read a page in it, or in any other book for the next five years. I told myself that I hated books, that they were lies and were different from life and work.

It was not easy to find my first job. I looked for it for months. Every morning I bought a newspaper and looked through the Want Ads: the page which brings news of life and death each morning to thousands of people.

A crowd of boys shouted at the door of each job. When the door opened we all ran into and listened attentively and tried to smile to attract the boss. No one who has looked for a job can forget what it means.

At last I found work. It was in a factory. The place was black and hot; the air was poisoned. The boys and girls working at the long table were wet, their faces were white and angry. There was no time for anything but work there. I forgot my college hopes, I could not sleep at night. My mother saw that I was losing my health. She made me leave the job.

A month passed before I found another job, this time in a printing shop. There I worked for five months until I hurt my hand. I had to leave the printing shop. I began looking for a job again when my hand got better. A job in a shop, at a chemist's. Jobs.

Answer the following questions:
1. Why did the author refuse to go to high school?

2. What did he decide instead?

3. What subject he was good at?

4. What did the teacher ask him to promise her?

5. What does the underlined expression in the text mean?

6. Was it easy to find a job?

7. Where did he find the job at last?

7. Read the story, translate and give a short summary. Answer the questions below.

CAGED (after L. E. Reeve)

Purcell was a small man. He owned a pet shop. He sold cats and dogs and monkeys, he dealt in fish food, on his shelves there were long rows of cages.

Each morning when he completed the routine of opening his shop he sat down on a high stool behind the counter and read a morning newspaper.

It was a cold rainy day. Mr. Purcell was reading a newspaper as usual, when a customer appeared in the shop.

"Good morning," Purcell said. "What can I do for you?"

The customer didn't answer. He looked around the shop. It was a man with short hair, his suit was cheap and very old.

"Good morning," repeated the shopkeeper.

"What do you want?"

The man looked at Purcell and answered:

"I want something in a cage."

"Something in a cage?" Mr. Purcell was a bit confused. "You mean some sort of pet?"

"I mean what I said!" answered the man.

"Something in a cage. Something alive that's in a cage."

"I see," said the shopkeeper, not sure that he did.

"Now, let me think. A white rat, perhaps? I have some very nice white rats."

"No!" said the man. "Not rats. Something with wings. Something that flies."

"A bird!" exclaimed Mr. Purcell.

"A bird is all right." Suddenly the customer pointed to the cage with two white doves.

"How much for those?"

"Five-fifty," came the quick answer.

"It's a very reasonable price. They are a fine pair."

"Five-fifty?" The man produced a five-dollar bill. "I'd like to have those birds. But this is all I've got. Just five dollars."

Mr. Purcell thought that even if he reduced the price by 50 cents he would make a good profit.

"My dear man, if you want them so much, you can certainly have them for five dollars," he smiled.

"I'll take them," the customer said and put the money on the counter.

Mr. Purcell handed the cage to him.

"Listen," the man said suddenly. "How long do you think it took me to make those five dollars?"

Mr. Purcell was in a state of panic, but he asked, "Why, how long?"

The other laughed. "Ten years! I've spent ten years in jail. Ten years! Fifty cents a year!"

The man took his cage and left the shop. Mr. Purcell came up to the shop window to look at the customer who was holding the cage and looking at his purchase.

Then the man opened the cage and took the birds out. Soon they disappeared in the grey sky.

Answer the questions:

1. What did Purcell look like?

2. What was his occupation?

3. Who came into the shop one morning?

4. What did a man want to buy?

5. What did he tell about himself?

6. What did the man do his purchase?

7. Why do you think he did it?
II. Translate the following sentences from English into Russian

Mr. Purcell was a small, fussy' man with red cheeks and a tight melon like stomach. Large glasses so magnified his eyes as to give him the appearance of a wise and kind owl. He owned a pet shop. He sold cats and dogs , monkeys etc.. Each morning, when the routine of opening his shop was completed, it was the proprietor's custom to perch on a high stool, behind the counter, unfold his morning paper, and digest the day's news. One day a customer entered in the pet shop. He was the total stranger. The stranger wanted to buy something in a cage, something with wings, something that flies. And in the end he decided buy Doves. The customer had only 5 dollars. He explained that for ten years, he had earned 50 dollars in hard labour- fifty cents a year. He bought these birds and stalked abruptly from the store. Purcell walked to the window and stared out. He saw how his customer holding the cage shoulder-high, was staring at his purchase. Then, opening the cage, he reached inside and drew out one of the doves. He tossed it into the air. He drew out the second and tossed it after the first. Then he dropped the cage and walked away.
Lord of the Flies - Chapter 1: The Sound of the Shell

Synopsis:

Ralph and Piggy meet on the island. Ralph is insulting and unfriendly to the “fat boy.” Ralph is excited at being on an island where there are no grown-ups and he is free to do as he wishes. The island is described delicately and beautifully: “shimmering water”, “dazzling beach and water”, ”tiny, glittering fish.” They find a shell – a “conch” as Piggy explains to Ralph. The conch, like the island, is beautiful:  “the shell was deep cream.” /“… touched here and there with fading pink.”/“a gleaming tusk.” Ralph, instructed by Piggy (whom he despises), blows the conch to call other survivors who are on the island.  Boys respond to the call and move towards Ralph and Piggy. A note of darkness is introduced by a party of choirboys led by Jack Merridew, an arrogant and unpleasant fellow.  Ralph is elected leader. Ralph, Jack, and a “batty” boy, Simon, set out to explore the island. Jack cannot (at this stage) bring himself to kill a pig.  His desire for violence, his blood lust, is still held in check by the rules of society.

	Page #*
	Quote
	Comment

	Pig’s head
	Boy’s head
	
	

	8
	2
	“No grown-ups!”
	Ralph’s reaction to being alone on island – delighted at  freedom presented by lack of adult control

	9
	3
	 “The fat boy wanted to be asked his name… but this proffer of acquaintance was not made”
	Ralph’s behaviour to Piggy shows his indifference to Piggy and Piggy’s sensitive and proper nature. 

	9
	
	“I was the only boy in our school what had asthma … I’ve been wearing specs since I was three”
	Piggy is proud of what other’s perceive as his weaknesses. 

	10
	5
	“eyes that proclaimed no devil”
	Ralph is inherently good character – early signal.

	11
	5
	“We ought to have a meeting”
	Piggy’s sensible and rational statement demonstrates early on that he is logical and intelligent = realises need for practical approach to situation.

	11/12
	6
	“Ralph shrieked with laughter… Piggy! Piggy!”
	Ralph’s insensitive reaction to Piggy confession of his 

nickname – Ralph lacks awareness of Piggy as person with feelings.

	14
	8
	“I can’t swim. I wasn’t allowed. My asthma”

“I could swim when I was five. Daddy taught me”
	Two contrasting statements from Piggy & Ralph. 

Show different characteristics of boys. Piggy – 

restricted, closeted. Ralph- free, energetic.

	14
	8
	“Sucks to your ass-mar”
	Disparaging offhand comment from Ralph again showing lack of compassion for Piggy.

	15
	10
	“We’ve got to find the others. We’ve got to do something”
	Piggy is yet again sensible. Level headed and rational.

	16
	11
	“It’s a shell. I see one like that before”

“We can use this to call the others. Have a meeting.”
	Discovery of the conch – Piggy cleverly identifies it and its use (later becomes symbol of democracy).

	20
	15
	“They saw that the darkness was not all shadow… the creature was a party of boys”
	Arrival of the choir – termed as ‘creature’ hint of 

sinister/evil

	21
	16
	“His face was crumpled and freckled, and ugly without stillness”
	Description of Jack – contrast to fair- haired Ralph – 

Jack bossy and dispassionate

	22
	17
	“Why should I be Jack? I’m Merridew”
	Jack has sense of superiority and arrogance about him.

	23
	17
	“Shut up, Fatty”
	Jack’s reaction to Piggy – is cruel and dismissive 

	23
	17
	“his real name’s Piggy!”
	Ralph betrays Piggy  - group laugh and Piggy feels like an outsider – unkind action

	23
	18
	“I ought to be chief,” said Jack with simple arrogance”
	Jack confident and full of himself

	23
	18
	“There was a slight, furtive boy… who kept to himself with an inner intensity of avoidance and secrecy”
	First description of Simon – very private, strange boy – removed from group – initially member of choir.

	24
	18
	“This toy of voting was almost as pleasing as the conch”

“I’m chief then”
	Boys playing with idea of democracy – accept ideals of  civilized society.

	24
	19
	“what intelligence had been shown… there was the conch"
	Passage where Golding muses on who is most suitable 

leader – Piggy has brains, Jack has front but Ralph has presence & power (symbolized by him holding the conch).

	26
	21/22
	“Better Piggy than Fatty,” he said… with the directness of genuine leadership”
	Ralph doesn’t apologize to Piggy for telling the group his nickname – is firm.

	28
	23/24
	“Wacco.”

“Wizard.”

“Smashing.”
	Boys think exploration of island is fun – like a game. Also note use of dated slang – identifies them as middle class public/private schoolboys.

	30
	25
	“The great rock loitered… smashed a deep hole in the canopy of the forest… the forest further down shook as with the passage of an enraged monster…”Like a bomb!””
	Island is described very prettily – lots of references to pink, icing - highlight unreality of setting. Boys disturb perfection - man destroying nature – monsters of civilization – the evil that destroys.

	31
	26
	“This belongs to us”
	Arrogance of man – thinks he can control and dominate nature.

	32
	27
	“they savored the right of domination. They were lifted up: were friends”
	Group appear happy and unified in their supremacy over passive island 

	32
	27
	“Hunt. Catch things…until they fetch us”
	Jack has primeval instinct to hunt and kill but also still has hope of survival at this early stage – all just short-term adventure until adult world claims them.

	33
	28
	“The pause was only long enough for them to understand what an enormity the downward stroke would be”
	Conscience of man over destruction of another living creature – reality of hunting a shock to them at this stage (contrast to end of book).

	33
	29
	“I was choosing a place”
	Jack is humiliated and frustrated over his inability to kill as he has made such a thing of ‘hunting’ – is still little boy not strong man.

	34
	29
	“because of the enormity of the knife descending and cutting into living flesh; because of the unbearable blood”
	Sanctity of flesh still observed – aren’t supposed to  kill – boys still civilized observing rules of basic humanity – aren’t savages.  Symbolism of blood/red as danger/death (contrast to end of book).

	34
	29
	“next time there would be no mercy”
	Jack is determined to prove himself capable of slaughter - is vicious and dangerous.


Follow up

Make a short summary and analyze them

 Answer the following questions

1. What is the main idea and theme of the novels? 

2. What is the genre? 

3. What did the writers want to show in their creative works? 

  William Golding “Lord of the Flies” chapter 5-8

Objectives: to introduce students with this period and prominent writers of this period

To develop students’ reading, writing, speaking, critical thinking and listening skills 

To improve students’ public speech 

The aim is to EXPLAIN and DISCUSS the issues  

Remember to:

1. show depth of understanding & make thought provoking contributions

2. use appropriate & varied English

3. practice your talk : be prepared

4. listen to each other and work well together

5. talk fluently

6. sustain interest of audience
Reading for main idea and details

Tasks: Choose one of the activities from the choices below and prepare a talk 

Read the novel which is written by William Golding ““Lord of the Flies” chapter 5-8

Pre-reading activities:

· write title/ subtitle/ first paragraph on the board and write 3 questions that they think the article might answer

· write the title of the article on the board, have students make predictions about the article based upon the title

· write the names of the main characters, tell a little bit about the characters, have students create a story based upon what you have shared

· show the picture from the text, have them make predictions based upon the picture

· present vocabulary and then have students make predictions based upon the vocabulary

Main idea activities:

- read to find out if their prediction were correct

- have a list of statements about the article, ask students to decide which of these statements are mentioned in the text

- read to answer one or two general questions T / F statements or etc. about the content of the text

- read in order to answer questions they formulated before knowing the exact content of the text

- jigsaw reading- cut the text into several parts, give each part to each student and have them read the text silently
Choose ONE of the following:

CHARACTER STUDY:

Choose one character 
Ralph
Jack
Piggy
Simon

Focus on how they develop i.e. what they are like at the start of the novel, what they are like at the end of the novel. Highlight & discuss key moments & key quotes. Also consider personal opinion – do you both agree?

THEME ANALYSIS 

Choose ONE/TWO (you can combine closely related ones).

Focus on how theme develops i.e. where it emerges in the novel, how it progresses, and any characters that embody it. Consider reason for the theme – why is it included in the novel, purpose? Think about the personal impact of theme on you – do you both agree?

SPECIFIC CHAPTER FOCUS

Choose one chapter – take note of chapter title. Highlight key characters, actions, themes, key quotes etc. Relate all these to the novel’s plot i.e. relate it to novel as a whole. Also consider the reasons why issues/themes occur – purpose? Think about personal opinion of chapter – do you both agree?

USE OF LANGUAGE

Investigate how Golding uses language – you could select a couple of chapters to focus on or look at how his description of the island changes. Focus on his use of language devices such as alliteration, repetition, similes etc. Pick out specific examples and explain their impact. Remember to discuss the effects he creates when using specific language.

AUTHORIAL PURPOSE

Tackle the ‘bigger picture’ – look at the events of the novel in macrocosm.  What is Golding trying to say to his readers? Discuss what you think he is saying about civilization, humanity and democracy. Also focus in on the contemporary relevance of his views – relate them to our lives today. Try and explore a variety of ideas.

Follow up

Write analysis on the chapter.
William Golding “Lord of the Flies” chapter 9-12

Objectives: to introduce students with this period and prominent writers of this period

To develop students’ reading, writing, speaking, critical thinking and listening skills 


To improve students’ public speech 

 Reading for main idea and details 

Read the novel which is written by William Golding ““Lord of the Flies” chapter 5-8

Pre-reading activities:

· write title/ subtitle/ first paragraph on the board and write 3 questions that they think the article might answer

· write the title of the article on the board, have students make predictions about the article based upon the title

· write the names of the main characters, tell a little bit about the characters, have students create a story based upon what you have shared

· show the picture from the text, have them make predictions based upon the picture

· present vocabulary and then have students make predictions based upon the vocabulary

Main idea activities:

- read to find out if their prediction were correct

- have a list of statements about the article, ask students to decide which of these statements are mentioned in the text

- read to answer one or two general questions T / F statements or etc. about the content of the text

- read in order to answer questions they formulated before knowing the exact content of the text

- jigsaw reading- cut the text into several parts, give each part to each student and have them read the text silently

Follow up

Plotting Conflict in Lord of the Flies

Internal conflict: The protagonist (main character/hero) has in internal struggle.  He or she has to make decisions on things that are in conflict with his/her values, morals, personality traits, and/or motives.  

External conflict: The protagonist (main character/hero) struggles with a something that is outside himself/herself.  The typical, man vs. man, man vs. nature, man vs. society. 

As you read Lord of the Flies, keep a record of the conflicts that you see in the story.  Chapter by chapter, identify the conflicts, who or what is involved, and how they are or aren't resolved.

	Chapter 
	Conflict and Who's Involved
	Type of Conflict
	Resolution

	Chapter 1
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 2
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 3
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 4
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 5
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 6
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 7
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 8
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 9
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 10
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 11
	  

 
	 
	 

	Chapter 12
	  

 
	 
	 


1. Make a short summary and analyze them
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