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INTRODUCTION

Essay is a short piece of writing giving someoneésas about politics,
society etc. It is usually spoken of as a pecuiaglish thing, but in its origin it is
associated with the name of M. Montaigne (1533-)584amous French writer,
who published two books of essays in 1580.

The essay is a literary composition of moderatgtle on philosophical,
social, aesthetic or literary subjects. It neveeggdeep into the subject, but merely
touches upon the surface. This literary form way y®pular in the 17 and 18
centuries. In the 7century essays were written on topics connectéld morals
and ethics, in the 18century — on philosophical and political topics.the 18
century the essay acquired the features of thengbistic article which covers all
kinds of subjects (Galperin, 1977: 293).

By tradition essays have been categorized as fanthinformal; yet it can
be argued that all essays are an expression ohuh®&n voice addressing an
imagined audience, seeking to shift opinion, téuerice judgment. Even the most
artfully composed essay suggests naturalness obulise. For all their diversity,
essays fall into three general types: those treggnt opinions primarily, and have
been written to “instruct”; those that impart infmation and knowledge; and those
that record personal experiences, especially me@soiihe essay of opinion was
for centuries a quintessential essay (Oates, 2@Q(Q. According to another
classification essays can be divided into theofalhg types: observations, which
include proverbs, maxims, aphorisms; these have lcaled “the basis of the
essay”; the familiar essay, which presents somecasmf the personality of the

writer; the character essay, which portrays eithdividual traits, or a type, rank,
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or class of person often emphasizing a particulaality common to all —
frequently with a moral purpose; the descriptiveagswhich gives a picture,
coloured by personality of the writer; the criti@ssay, which attempts to pass
judgement on works of art, characters and eventshistory, or on social
phenomena; the scientific essay, which seeks teeptethe results of scientific
observation — often with the intention popularizingerest in science; the
philosophic or reflective essay, which presentsréflections of the writer on such
truths as are shown in the realms of religion, ggaphy, morals, education etc.
(Gilyanova, Ossovskaya, 1978:90).

The most characteristic language features of tiegaly form are the
following: brevity of expession, the use of the first person singular, thera
expanded use of connectives, the abundant use ativenwords etc. (Galperin,
1977: 294).

Francis Bacon’s “Essays” (1597) began the traditibassays in English, of
which important examples are those of J. AddisonSteele, W. Hazlitt, R.W.
Emerson, D.H. Lawrence, and V. Woolf. In the Unittdtes the essay followed

the English pattern.
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Virginia Woolf (1882-1941)

Biographical Notes.Virginia Woolf (born Adeline Virginia Stephen) was



born into the late Victorian intellectual aristoarg in Hyde Park in London, as the
daughter of Julia Jackson Duckworth, a member @f Ehuckworth publishing
family, and Sir Leslie Stephen, a philosopher anditerary critic. He was
connected with many of the leading artists andessiof that period. Virginia had
two brothers and one sister. Her mother, Julia,ddie 1895, when Virginia was
thirteen years old. Virginia's early life was velmard. She witnessed her father’s
depression and suffered a mental breakdown heafielf her mother’s death. She
suffered another breakdown in 1914, when her fatfied, this time trying to
commit suicide.

After her father's death, in 1904, she, her sidanessa, and her brothers
Adrian and Thoby moved to Bloomsbury, a bohemiaticgeof London. Their
house in Bloomsbury became the centre of litenatgrest among the intellectuals
and artists of that time - the Bloomsbury grouporar1905 Woolf began to write
for the Times Literary Supplement. In 1912 she redrthe political theorist
Leonard (Sidney) Woolf. In 1915 she published st hook, “The Voyage Out”.
In 1917, the Woolfs started the publishing compéhg Hogarth Press), that
printed, apart from some of Virginia’'s own workST.Eliot, E.M. Forster and
Virginia’'s best friend, Kathrine Mansfield. With 6Tthe Lighthouse” (1927) and
“The Waves” (1931) Woolf established herself as ohé¢he leading writers of
modernism. Virginia Woolf is regarded as a majogufe in the Modernist
movement, making significant contributions to teegedlopment of the novel. She is
known as an experimenter and innovator in novetimgj particularly in her use
of the techniques of interior monologue and stredmonsciousness. Her novels
are known for their delicacy and sensitivity oflstytheir evocation of place and
mood, and their background of historical and litgrareference. Many are
concerned with time, its passage and the differdret&veen external and inner
time.

Besides novels, V. Woolf also published many wafrkenfiction, including
two extended essays exploring the roles of woméisiary and society: “A Room
of One's Own” (1929) and “Three Guineas” (1938), avb she examined the
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necessity for women to make a claim for their owstohy and literature. Her
works of literary criticism include “The Common Riea’ (1925) and “The
Second Common Reader” (1932). After her death, ¥¢adibries were edited and
published in five volumes between 1977 and 1984Ths Diary of Virginia
Woolf”. “The Letters of Virginia Woolf’ appeared isix volumes from 1975 to
1980.

MONTAIGNE

After all, in the whole literature, how many peopleve succeeded in drawing
themselves with a pen? Only Montaigne and Pepysiitl) Rousseau (2) perhaps.
The Religio Medici (3) is a coloured glass throughich darkly one sees racing
stars and a strange and turbulent soul. A brighsiped mirror reflects the face of
Boswell (4) peeping between other people’s shosldethe famous biography. But
this talking of oneself, following one’s vagariggfying the whole map, weight,
colour and circumference of the soul in its cordusiits variety, its imperfection —
this art belonged to one man only: to Montaigne.tl#e centuries go by, there is
always a crowd before that picture, gazing intodépths, seeing their own faces
reflected in it, seeing more the longer they laukyer being able to say quite what it
is that they see. <...>

To tell the truth about oneself, to discover otfesear at hand, is not easy.
We hear of but two or three of the ancients whoehaeaten this road [said
Montaigne]. No one since has followed the tracls 4 rugged road, more so it
seems, to follow a pace so rambling and uncertarthat of the soul; to penetrate
the dark profundities of its intricate internal wings; to choose and lay hold of so
many little nimble motions; ‘tis a new and extraaaty undertaking, and that
withdraws us from the common and most recommendedayments of the world.

There is in the first place, the difficulty of exssion. We all indulge in the
strange, pleasant process called thinking, but ithemmes to saying, even to some
one opposite, what we think, then how little we aloée to convey! The phantom is

through the mind and out of the window before we legy salt on its tail, or slowly
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sinking and returning to the profound darkness thidas lit up momentarily with
a wandering light. Face, voice, and accent ekeoomtwords and impress their
feebleness with character in speech. But the pamigid instrument; it can say very
little; it has all kinds of habits and ceremonidste own. It is dictatorial too: it is
always making ordinary men into prophets and champghe natural stumbling trip
of human speech into solemn and stately march o$.pk is for this reason that
Montaigne stands out from the legions of the dedl wrepressible vivacity. We
can never doubt for an instant that his book wassklf. He refused to teach; he
refused to preach; he kept on saying that he wsdike other people. All his effort
was to write himself down; to communicate, to thk truth, and that is a “rugged
road, more so than it seems”.

For beyond the difficulty of communicating onesdtfiere is a supreme
difficulty of being oneself. This soul or life with us, by no means agrees with the
life outside us. If one has the courage to askwigat she thinks, she is always
saying the very opposite to what other people &dlger people, for instance, long
ago made up their minds that old invalidish gendenought to stay at home and
edify the rest of us by the spectacle of their cta fidelity. The soul of
Montaigne said, on the contrary, that it is in alge that one ought to travel, and
marriage, which, rightly, is very seldom foundedlowve, is apt to become, towards
the end of life, a formal tie better broken up. Agaith politics, statesmen are
always praising the greatness of Empire, and pmegdhe moral duty of civilizing
the savage. But look at the Spanish in Mexico,dciontaigne in a burst of rage.
“So many cities leveled with the ground, so mangams exterminated ... and the
richest and most beautiful part of the world turngzside down for the traffic of
pearl and pepper! Mechanic victories!” And then witlee peasants came and told
him that they had found a man dying of wounds agkded him for fear lest justice
might incriminate them, Montaigne asked:

What could | have said to these people? ‘Tis certdnat this office of
humanity would have brought them into trouble ...r&he nothing so much, nor so

grossly, nor so ordinarily faulty as the laws.



Here is the soul getting restive, is lashing outhat more palpable forms of
Montaigne’s great bugbears, convention and ceren®utywatch her as she broods
over the fire in the inner room of that tower whithough detached from the main
building, has so wide a view over the estate. Resdle is the strangest creature in
the world, far from heroic, variable as a weathecks “bashful, insolent; chaste,
lustful; prating, silent; lying, true; knowing, igrant; liberal, covetous and prodigal”
— in short, so complex, so indefinite, correspogdso little to the version which
does duty for her in public, that a man might sphisdlife merely in trying to run
her to earth. The pleasure of the pursuit more tiesrards one for damage that it
inflict upon one’s worldly prospects. The man wh® aware of himself is
henceforward independent; and he is never boretjfans only too short, and he is
steeped through and through with a profound yetptrate happiness. He alone
lives, while other people, slaves of ceremony,lifet slip past them in a kind of
dream. Once conform, once do what other people emuse they do it, and a
lethargy steals over all the finer nerves and feesilof the soul. She becomes all
outer show and inward emptiness; dull, callousiaddferent.

Surely then, if we ask this great master of theflife to tell us his secret, he
will advise us to withdraw to the inner room of aawer and there turn the pages of
books, pursue fancy after fancy as they chase ettedr up to the chimney, and
leave the government of the world to others. Ret@et and contemplation — these
must be the main elements of his prescription. lBBytMontaigne is by no means
explicit. It is impossible to extract a plain ansrem that subtle, half-smiling, half-
melancholy man with the heavy-lidded eyes and dyeguoizzical expression. <...>

(from “Collected Essays” by V. Woolf.
v. 3. London, 1967. P. 18-26.)

Commentary

(1)Pepys, Samuel (1633 — 1703} Combrodn Ilumc /llenuc/, aHrmmMiicKuii
YUHOBHUK agmupanteiictBa. B 1660 — 69r. Bén nHEeBHUK — BaXKHEUIIIMI HCTOYHUK

CBEJICHUI O XHM3HU W OBITE TOrO BpeMeHH (BIepBbie omyonmukoBaH B XIX B.). (2)



Rousseau, Jean Jacques (1712 — 17#8Kan XKak Pycco, ¢ppaniry3ckuii mucaTemnsb

u unocod. B. Bynsd nmeer B Bugy ero aBrodnorpaduueckuii poman «crnoseap»
(«Confessions»)3) Religio Medici — coopuuk scce Tomaca bpayna (Sir Thomas
Browne, 1605 — 1682} kotopom B.Bynsd ckazana "Few people love the writings
of Sir Thomas Browne, but those who do are of tieaf the earth”(4) Boswell,
James (1740 — 1795} JIxeitmc Bocyaim, aHrmuickuii mucaresb, Apyr u ouorpad

3HaMeHuToro jgekcukorpaga C. JI>KoHCOHa.

1. Words and word combinaths to be memorized

bashful (a),callous (a), ceremony (n), chaste d@¢umference (n), conform
(v), contemplation (n), convention (n), covetoustaayon (n), desert (v), evade (v),
edify (v), estate (n), exterminate (v), explici),(teebleness (n), indulge (v), inflict
(v), insolent (a), legion (n), lustful (a), nimk(a), peep (v), prating (a), prodigal (a),
profound (a), prophet (n), pursuit (n), quizzica), (restive (a), reward (v), rigid (a),
rugged (a), savage (n), solemn (a), stately (agps{n), temperate (a), turbulent (a),

vagary (n), variable (a)

to be apt to do something, to be aware of onesetfpmmunicate oneself, to
do duty for somebody, to eke out, to extract arwansto follow the track, to
indulge in something, to lash out, to lay salt owe’s tail, to run something to earth,

to slip past somebody, to stand out, to write olfie®svn

2. Explain and exparuh the following

1. To tell the truth of oneself is not easy.

2. The pen is a rigid instrument; it can say véitiel it has all kinds of habits and
ceremonies of its own.

3. Montaigne stands out from the legions of thedde#h irrepressible vivacity. We

can never doubt for an instant that his book wassalf.

10



4. All his effort was to write himself down, to cominicate, to tell the truth, and
that is a «rigid road, more than it seems».

5. This soul or life within us by no means agregh the life outside us. If one has
the courage to ask her what she thinks, she isyalwaying the very opposite to
what other people say.

6. The man who is aware of himself is henceforwadipendent; and he is never
bored, and life is only too short, and he is stdefpgough and through with a
profound yet temperate happiness.

7. Once conform, once do what other people do lsecthey do it and a lethargy
steals over all the finer nerves and facultieshefdoul.

8. For beyond the difficulty of communicating oniésthere is a supreme difficulty
of being oneself. This soul or life within us, by means agrees with the life outside
us.

3. Paraphrase thdltving sentences from the text

1. After all in the whole literature, how many pé&oave succeeded in drawing
themselves with a pen?
2. But this talking of oneself, following one’s \ages, giving the whole map,
weight, colour and circumference of the soul in @@nfusion, its variety, its
imperfection — this art belonged to one man ordyvbntaigne.
3. We all indulge in the strange, pleasant proca#ied thinking, but when it comes
to saying, even to some one opposite, what we thirda how little we are able to
convey!
4. The soul of Montaigne said, on the contraryt thi in old age that one ought to
travel, and marriage, which, rightly, is very setddounded on love, is apt to
become, towards the end of life, a formal tie diteken up.

5. The pleasure of the pursuit more tfeavards one for damage that it inflict upon
one’ s worldly prospects.
6. Here is the soul getting restive, is lashing authe more palpable forms of

Montaigne’s great bugbears, convention and ceremony
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7. Surely then, if we ask this great master ofahef life to tell us his secret, he will
advise us to withdraw to the inner room of our towad there turn the pages of
books, pursue fancy after fancy as they chase ettwdr up to the chimney, and

leave the government of the world to others.

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the text under study: classifgiite its essence.

2. How does V. Woolf characterize the behavior aiman soul? Why is it the
strangest creature in the world?

3. How does the life of independent people diffesnf the life of “slaves of
ceremony”?

4. What helps people to be independent?

5. What happens to human souls when people confiyay, general rules?

6. Is V. Woolf right saying that retirement and tmplation are the main elements
of Montaigne’s prescription of the art of life?

7. What is Montaigne’s manner of writing? Why ignipossible to extract a plain
answer from that subtle, half-smiling man?

8. Analyze the compositional structure of the egg#yoduction, body, conclusion).
9. Comment on the use of syntactical, lexical, @iarstylistic devices.

10. Present the final text interpretation.

LEWIS CARROLL

The complete works of Lewis Carroll (1) have béssued by the Nonesuch
Press in a stout volume of 1293 pages. So thare excuse — Lewis Carroll ought
once and for all to be complete. We ought to be &blgrasp him whole and entire.
But we fail — once more we fail. We think we hawight Lewis Carroll; we look
again and we see an Oxford clergyman (2). We thiakhave caught the Rev. C.L.

Dodgson — we look again and we see a fairy elf. bbek breaks in two in our
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hands. In order to cement it, we turn to the Life.

But the Rev. C.L. Dodgson had no life. He paskeoligh the world so lightly
that he left no print. He melted so passively i@wford that he is invisible. He
accepted every convention; he was prudish, pertyickeus, and jocose. If Oxford
dons in the nineteenth century had an essence fi¢hatessence. He was so good
that his sisters worshiped him; so pure that hghew (3) has nothing to say about
him. It is just possible, he hints, that ‘a shadofwdisappointment lay over Lewis
Carroll's life (4). Mr. Dodgson at once denies #tedow. “My life,” he says, “is
free from all trial and trouble”(5). But this unted jelly contained within it a
perfectly hard crystal. It contained childhood. Ahé is very strange, for childhood
normally fades slowly. Wisps of childhood persidtem the boy or girl is a grown
man or woman. Childhood returns sometimes by dayenoften by night. But it
was not so with Lewis Carroll. For some reason kwew not what, his childhood
was sharply severed. It lodged in him whole andrenHe could not disperse it.
And therefore as he grew older this impedimentia ¢entre of his being, this hard
block of pure childhood, starved the mature manaafrishment. He slipped through
the grown up world like a shadow, solidifying omlg the beach at Eastbourne, with
little girls whose frocks he pinned up with safptgs. But since childhood remained
in him entire, he could do what no one else has been able to do — he could
return to that world; he could re-create it, sd tha too become children again.

In order to make us into children, he first makessasleep. ‘Down, down,
down, would the fall never come to an end?’(6) Dodawn, down we fall into that
terrifying, wildly inconsequent, yet perfectly lagi world where time races, than
stands still; where space stretches, then contriiatsthe world of sleep; it is also
the world of dreams. Without any conscious effadains come; the white rabbit,
the walrus, and the carpenter (7), one after anotheing and changing one into
the other, they come skipping and leaping acrossrtimd. It is for this reason that
the two Alices are not books for children (8); treee the only books in which we
become children. President Wilson (9), Queen ViatoFhe Times leader writer, the

late Lord Salisbury — it does not matter how oldywhimportant, or how
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insignificant you are, you become a child agairo bBEcome a child is to be very
literal; to find everything so strange that nothiagsurprising; to be heartless, to be
ruthless, yet to be so passionate that a snutsbad@ow drapes the world in gloom.
It is to be Alice in Wonderland.

It is also to be Alice Through the Looking Glakss to see the world upside
down. Many great satirists and moralists have shoesvthe world upside down, and
have made us see it, as grown-up people see dgshv Only Lewis Carroll has
shown us the world upside down as a child seeand, has made us laugh, as
children laugh, irresponsibly. Down the groves ofgononsense we whirl laughing,
laughing —

They sought it with thimbles, they sought it waheg

They pursued it with forks and hope... (10)

And then we wake. None of the transitions in AlicéVonderland is so queer. For
we wake to find — is it the Rev. C.L. Dodgson?ti&ewis Carroll? Or is it both
combined? This conglomerate object intends to predan extra-Bowdlerized
edition of Shakespeare (11) for the use of Britieidens; implores them to think of
death when they go to play; and always, alwayg#&tize that ‘the true object of life
is the development of character...’ Is there, theenan 1293 pages, such thing as
‘completeness’?

Commentary

(1) The complete works of Lewis Carroll— umeercs B By u3gaHuE IMOJTHOTO
cobpanusi counnennit Kappoiia non penakiueit A. Bynkorra (A. Woolcott)s 1939
r. (2) an Oxford clergyman — Yapas3 JlrorBumk JOMKCOH, 3aHSB IOCT
npenoaasartesnss MmateMatuku B Okcopackom ynusepcutete Kpabict-Uepuy, npunsin
nyxoBHbIM caH. B 1867 r. B cocraBe nepkoBHoit muccuu Y.JI. JlomxcoH ObLT B
Poccun. (3) his nephew —Croapr Jlomkcon Kommursyn (Stuart Dodgson
Collingwood),aBtop nepBoii 6uorpaduu nucaTess, MOSBUBIICHCS Yepe3 TOJI MOCIIe
ero cmeptH, “JKusup u nepenucka Jlptouca Kappomna” (“The Life and Letters of
Lewis Carroll”, 1898)(4) “ a shadow of disappointment lay over Lewis Caoll's

14



life” — WcuesnoBenne aHeBHUKOB JIbtomca Koappomra 3a 1858-1862rr., kak

noyiaraetT KoOJUIMHTBYA, OOBSICHSICTCS TEM, YTO B HHUX MOIJIM OTPA3UThCSA €ro

KoJIe0aHus B MEPHOJ] MPUHATHS CaHa, JTHOO0 TIepeKMBAHUS U3-32 HECYACTHOH JTIFOOBH.

[Io Bcell BEpPOSITHOCTH, CECTPHI MHUCATENS] COWIM HEOOXOIUMBIM YHUYTOXKHUTH

HekoTopbele crpanuibl. (5) “My life ... is free from all trial and trouble ” — crnosa

u3 nHeBHuka JIpronca Koppomna. (6) “Down, down, down, would the fall never
come to an end?"— ¢pa3za u3 nepsoii kauru “Anmcel B crpane uynec. (“Down the
Rabbit — hole”)(7) the white rabbit, the walrus, and the carpenter nepconaxwu

“Amucel B Ctpane uynec” u “ Anmcel B 3azepkanbe”. (8) the two Alices are not
books for children — JIxon Ilamau (Pudney),aBrop m3BecTHOW KHHTH “JIbIOWC

Koppomn u ero mup” (“Lewis Carroll and his World”, 1976)yteepxxaan, 4To

“Amuca B Ctpane uyneC” u “Anuca B 3a3epkaibe’ HE TOJbKO CKa3Ku JJis Jereid. B

ITHX KHHUTAaX BOcCCO37aH o0muMK BenukoOpurtanwu, e€ Tpaaunuid W PUTYaJOB,

neproja MPOMBIIIEHHOTO MepeBopoTa M mapiaMeHTckux pedopm. (9) President
Wilson — Tomac Bynpo Buibcon (1856-1924), 28t npesunent CIIA (1913-1921),
ot aemokparudeckoi naptuu. (10) “They sought it with thimbles, they sought it
with care; They pursued it with forks and hope...” — crpoda u3 mosmsr JI.

Kappomna “ Oxorta Ha CHapka”, OJIHOTO M3 KJIACCHYECKHUX OOpasIoB JHUTEPATyphl

“HoHCeHca”. DTH CTPOKM BOIUIM B (OHA KPBUIATHIX BBIPAKECHHH aHTJIUICKOTO

s3eika. (11) an extra-Bowdlerized edition of Shakespeare- umeercs B BUIY

necstutomHoe m3nanue lllekcrnmpa, Beimymiennoe Tomacom boymnepom (Thomas
Bowdler).

1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

cement (v), conglomerate (a), contract (v), conean{n), disperse (v), don

(n), drape (v), entire (adv), essence (n), fade @rpve (n), impediment (n),

inconsequent (a), irresponsibly (adv), jocose l{#al (a), lodge (v), nourishment

(n), pernickety (a), pious (a), prudish (a), p(im}, ruthless (a), sever (v), skip (v),
snub (n), solidify (v), thimble (n), trial (n), wals (a), wisp (n)

to be severed, by day, by night, to disperse sanggthto make somebody into
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somebody, once and for all

2. Explain and expand dhe following

1. So there is no excuse — Lewis Carroll ought cawe for all to be complete. We
ought to be able to grasp him whole and entire viButail — once more we fail.

2. But the Rev. C.L. Dodgson had no life. He pasbsaligh the world so lightly

that he left no print. He melted so passively @tdord that he is invisible.

3. ‘My life,” he says, ‘is free from all trial anttouble.” But this untinted jelly
contained within it a perfectly hard crystal. ltn¢ained childhood.

4. Childhood returns sometimes by day, more oftenight. But it was not so with
Lewis Carroll. For some reason, we know not whad, ¢hildhood was sharply
severed. It lodged in him whole and entire.

5. To become a child is to be very literal; to fiemerything so strange that nothing
IS surprising; to be heartless, to be ruthlessiydte so passionate that a snub or a
shadow drapes the world in gloom. It is to be Alic&Vonderland.

6. Without any conscious effort dreams come; th@éemabbit, the walrus, and the
carpenter one after another, turning and changmg ioto the other, they come
skipping and leaping across the mind. It is fas teason that the two Alices are not

books for children; they are the only books in vihice become children.

3. Paraphrase the folling sentences from the text

1. He was so good that his sisters worshiped honpwe that his nephew has
nothing to say about him. It is just possible, hatd) that ‘a shadow of
disappointment lay over Lewis Carroll’s life.

2. He slipped through the grown up world like adsva, solidifying only on the
beach at Eastbourne, with little girls whose frobkspinned up with safety pins. But
since childhood remained in him entire, he coulduh@t no one else has ever been
able to do — he could return to that world; he dord-create it, so that we too

become children again.
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3. And this is very strange, for childhood normd#ges slowly. Wisps of childhood
persist when the boy or girl is a grown man or woma

4. Many great satirists and moralists have showthasworld upside down, and
have made us see it, as grown-up people see dgshv Only Lewis Carroll has
shown us the world upside down as a child seeand, has made us laugh, as

children laugh, irresponsibly.

4. Questions of methoddstrategy

1. Characterize the text under study: classifgiute its essence.

2. Was publishing of complete works of Lewis Cdraml important event? Why?

3. Is it necessary to “grasp” C.L. Dodgson *“whaled entire” to understand him
better?

4. What kind of person was C.L. Dodgson? What wesdlatives’ attitude to him?
5. What did C.L. Dodgson think about his own life?

6. In what way did L.C. Dodgson differ from othexgple? Why could he return the
world of childhood? What helped him to “...slip thghuthe grown-up world like a
shadow”?

7. Why are “the two Alices” not books for childreWhat kind of books are they?

8. What is the essence of being a child? Commeit &oolf's point view.

9. What is the difference between L.C. Dodgson aier satirists and moralists
who have shown the world upside down in their b@8oks

10. Do you agree with V. Woolf's understanding leé personality of L.C. Dodgson
and his books?

11. Analyze the composition of the essay. Commemttlze use of lexical,
syntactical, phonetic stylistic devices.

12. Present the final text interpretation.

On a Faithful Friend
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There is some impertinence as well as some foa@shim the way in which
we buy animals for so much gold and silver and t&im ours. One cannot help
wondering what the silent critic on the hearthragks of the strange convention —
the mystic Persian, whose ancestors were worshiggedods whilst we, their
masters and mistresses, groveled in caves andedaintr bodies blue. She has a
vast heritage of experience, which seems to broduker eyes, too solemn and too
subtle for expression; she smiles, | often thinkpar late-born civilization, and
remembers the rise and fall of dynasties. Thersomething, too, profane in the
familiarity, half contemptuous, with which we treatir animals. We deliberately
transplant a little bit of simple wild life, and kit grow up beside ours, which is
neither simple nor wild. You may often see in a’dogyes a sudden look of the
primitive animal, as though he were once a wild dagting in the solitary places of
his youth. How have we the impertinence to makeeheild creatures forego their
nature for ours, which at best they can but imfitdtes one of the refined sins of
civilization, for we know not what wild spirit wera taking from its purer
atmosphere, or who it is — Pan (1), or Nymph (2)Doyad (3) — that we have
trained to beg for a lump of sugar at tea.

| do not think that in domesticating our lost frteShag we were guilty of any
such crime; he was essentially a sociable dog, kdtbhis near counterpart in the
human world. | can see him smoking a cigar at the Wwindow of his club, his legs
extended comfortably, whilst he discusses the tlates/s on the Stock Exchange
with a companion. His best friend could not claior him any romantic or
mysterious animal nature, but that made him allbisiger company for mere human
beings. He came to us, however, with a pedigreé hld all the elements of
romance in it; he, when, in horror at his prices, Would-be purchaser pointed to his
collie head and collie body, but terribly Skye-teriegs — he, we were assured, was
no less a dog than the original Skye-a chieftainthef same importance as the
O’Brien or the O’Connor Don in human aristocracjheTwhole of the Skye-terrier
tribe — who, that is inherited the paternal chamastics — had somehow been swept

from the earth; Shag, the sole scion of true SKged) remained in an obscure
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Norfolk (4) village, the property of a low-born bksmith, who, however, cherished
the utmost loyalty for his person, and presseccliens of his royal birth with such
success that we had the honour of buying him faerg substantial sum. He was too
great a gentleman to take part in the plebian vadrkilling rats for which he was
originally needed, but he certainly added, we telthe respectability of the family.
He seldom went for a walk without punishing the arimence of middle-class dogs
who neglected the homage due to his rank, and weédanclose the royal jaws in a
muzzle long after that restriction was legally uressary. As he advanced in middle
life he became certainly rather autocratic, notyamith his own kind, but with us,
his masters and mistresses; such a title though atssird where Shag was
concerned, so we called ourselves his uncles ani$.alihe solitary occasion when
he found it necessary to inflict marks of his degdure on human flesh was once
when a visitor rashly tried to treat him as an wady pet-dog and tempted him with
sugar and called him “out of his name” by the congble, lap-dog title “Fido” (5).
Then Shag, with characteristic independence, rdfude sugar and took a
satisfactory mouthful of calf instead. But whenfik that he was treated with due
respect, he was the most faithful of friends. Hes wat demonstrative; but failing
eyesight did not blind him to his master’s facej anhis deafness he could still hear
his master’s voice.

The evil spirit of Shag’s life was introduced iritee family in the person of an
attractive young sheep-dog puppy, who, though dfentic breed, was unhappy
without a tail — a fact which Shag could not hednarking with satisfaction. We
deluded ourselves into the thought of authentiedyrgas unhappily without a tail —
a fact which Shag could not help remarking withs$éattion. We deluded ourselves
into the thought that the young dog might take pglreece of the son of Shag's old
age, and for a time they lived happily together.t BERhag had ever been
contemptuous of social graces, and relied for l@sgin our hearts upon his sterling
qualities of honesty and independence; the puppyeklier, was a young gentleman
of most engaging manners, and, though we triedetdaly, Shag could not help

feeling that the young dog got most of our attamticcan see him now, as in a kind
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of blundering and shamefaced way he lifted ond etd paw and gave it me to
shake, which was one of the young dog’s most sgtdesicks. It almost brought
the tears to my eyes. | could not help thinkinguidh | smiled, of old King Lear (6).
But Shag was too old to acquire new graces; nonseptace should be his, and he
decided that the matter should be decided by f@oeafter some weeks of growing
tension the battle was fought; they went for eaitieiowith white teeth gleaming —
Shag was the aggressor — and rolled round and ronribe grass, Locked in each
other’s grip. When at last we got them apart, blaad running, hair was flying, and
both dogs had scars. Peace after that was impes#iely had but to see each other
to growl and stiffen; the question was — Who wass ¢bhnqueror? Who was to stay
and who to go? The decision we came to was bagasturand, yet, perhaps
excusable. The old dog has had his day, we saidnhus give place to the new
generation. So old Shag was deposed, and seritd af dignified dower-house at
Parson’s-green, and the young dog reigned in bexdstYear after year passed, and
we never saw the old friend who had known us indags of our youth; but n the
summer holidays he revisited the house in our algsenth the caretaker. And so
time went on till this last year, which, though die not know it, was the last year
of his life. Then, one winter’s night, at a time great sickness and anxiety, a dog
was heard barking repeatedly, with the bark of @ @do waits to be let in, outside
our kitchen door. It was many years since that [t been heard, and only one
person in the kitchen was able to recognize it nBhe opened the door, and in
walked Shag, now almost quite blind and stone dasfhe had walked in many
times before, and, looking neither to right noiefi, went to his old corner by the
fireside, where he curled up and fell asleep wittlosound. If the usurper saw him
he curled guiltily away, for Shag was past fightfog his rights any more. We shall
never know — it is one of the many things that \@aa oever know — what strange
wave of memory or sympathetic instinct it was tii@w Shag from the house where
he had lodged for years to seek again the fanuloarstep of his master's home.
And it befell that Shag was the last of the famdylive in the old house, for it was
in crossing the road which leads to the gardengavhe was taken for walks as a
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puppy, and bit all other dogs and frightened adl Habies in their perambulators,
that he met his death. The blind, deaf dog neklagr nor heard a hansom; and the
wheel went over him and ended instantly a life Wrdouldn’t be happily prolonged.
It was better for him to die thus out among the elh@nd horses than to end in a
lethal-chamber or be poisoned in a stable-yard.

So we farewell to a dear and faithful friend, whegtues we remember — and
dogs have few faults.

Commentary

(1) Pan — B rpedeckoii MudoOIOTHH TEPBOHAYAILHO OOT CTaja, MOKPOBUTEIH
NacTyXOB, 3aTeM BCE mpuUpojbl. M300paxancs B BHIC YCIIOBEKA C KO3JIHHBIMH
poramu, KombITamu U O0opojoit. Emy coorBerctByer Pum. daeH. (2) Nymph — B
rpedeckoil MUGOJOTUH OOXKECTBO MPHUPOJIBI KEHCKOTO poJia, XKHUBYIIEE B TOpax,
jecax, Mopsx, ucrounnkax. (3) Dryad — B rpeueckoit mudoaoruu Humda 1epeBbEB,
obuTtamas B yiecax u pomax. (4) Norfolk —rpadcrBo B BenmukoOpuranuu, riiaBHbIi
ropon Hopumxk. (5) Fido — kimuka codaku. Cuuraercs, 4To 3T0 OObIYHAS KIMYKa
cobaku, HO B JICHCTBUTEIILHOCTH OHA JaéTcst cobakam oveHb penko. (6) King Lear —
nbeca B. [llekcniupa o ctapoM Koposie, KOTOPbIi MOCTUI CBOE KOPOJICBCTBO MEXKTY

JI0YepbMU, PYKOBOJICTBYSCh X YBEPEHUSIMU B JIIOOBU K HEMY, U ObUI OOMaHyT UMH.
1. Words and word combinations to be memorized
ancestor (n)authentic (a), breed (n), contemptible (a), conteimygs (a),
delude (v), dower-house (n), domesticating (n)eetslly (adv), grovel (v), growl
(v), hansom (n), impertinence (n), lap-dog titlg, (lethal-chamber (n), lodge (v),
pedigree (n), profane (a), scion (n), slunk (vjfest (v)

to be deposed, to be guilty of something

2. Explain and expand on the following
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1. One cannot help wondering what the silent cotcthe hearthrug thinks of the
strange convention — the mystic Persian, whosestamsewere worshipped as gods
whilst we, their masters and mistresses, grovaledaves and painted our bodies
blue.

2. There is something, too, profane in the famtifahalf contemptuous, with which
we treat our animals. We deliberately transplahttla bit of simple wild life, and
make it grow up beside ours, which is neither semur wild.

3. How have we the impertinence to make these wrgctures forego their nature
for ours, which at best they can but imitate? Itoise of the refined sins of
civilization, for we know not what wild spirit wera taking from its purer
atmosphere, ...

4. | do not think that in domesticating our losefid Shag we were guilty of any
such crime; he was essentially a sociable dog, kdtbhis near counterpart in the
human world.

5. He was too great a gentleman to take part irpkbleian work of killing rats for
which he was originally needed, but he certainlgieat] we felt, to the respectability
of the family.

6. He was not demonstrative; but failing eyesightrbt blind him to his master’s
face, and in his deafness he could still hear laister’s voice.

7. We shall never know — it is one of the many dgsithat we can never know —
what strange wave of memory or sympathetic instinetis that drew Shag from the
house where he had lodged for years to seek agairfamiliar doorstep of his
master’s home.

8. .... dogs have few faults.

3. Paraphrase the following sentences frorhé text

1. There is some impertinence as well as some foashin the way in which we
buy animals for so much gold and silver and cahtlours.

2. One cannot help wondering what the silent coticthe hearthrug thinks of the
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strange convention — the mystic Persian, whosestmsewere worshipped as gods
whilst we, their masters and mistresses, grovaledaves and painted our bodies
blue.

3. He seldom went for a walk without punishing thgpertinence of middle-class
dogs who neglected the homage due to his rankwaentad to enclose the royal
jaws in a muzzle long after that restriction wagaléy unnecessary.

4. The solitary occasion when he found it necesdaryinflict marks of his
displeasure on human flesh was once when a viasily tried to treat him as an
ordinary pet-dog and tempted him with sugar antedahim “out of his name” by
the contemptible, lap-dog title “Fido”.

5. The evil spirit of Shag’s life was introducedarthe family in the person of an
attractive young sheep-dog puppy, who, though dfientic breed, was unhappy
without a tail — a fact which Shag could not hedmarking with satisfaction.

6. But Shag had ever been contemptuous of so@akgr and relied for his place in
our hearts upon his sterling qualities of honestg andependence; the puppy,
however, was a young gentleman of most engagingherapand, though we tried to

be fair, Shag could not help feeling that the yodag got most of our attention.

4. Questions of methoddstrategy

1. Characterize the text under study: classifgiite its essence.

2. What is the main idea of the essay? In what&d#ye essay written?

3. What are V. Woolf's views on keeping pets? Winesl she personify cats and
dogs? What narrative purposes might this persatifin serve?

4. Comment on the conflict between Shag and a yahegp-dog puppy. How
would you solve this conflict?

5. Comment on Shag’s visit of his master’'s home.

6. Analyze the composition of the essay. Commertheruse of lexical, syntactical
and phonetic stylistic devices.

7. Present the final text interpretation.
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The Patron and the Crocus

Young men and women beginning to write are genegillen the plausible
but utterly impracticable advice to write what thkgve to write as shortly as
possible, as clearly as possible, and without otheuaght in their minds except to
say exactly what is in them. Nobody ever adds @sd¢hoccasions the one thing
needful: “And be sure you choose your patron wiséhough that is the gist of the
whole matter. For a book is always written for sbody to read, and since the
patron is not merely the paymaster, but in a verytle and insidious way the
instigator and inspirer of what is written, it i$ the utmost importance that he
should be a desirable man.

But who, then, is a desirable man — the patron witiccajole the best out of
the writer’s brain and bring to birth the most eariand vigorous progeny of which
he is capable? Different ages have answered thestignedifferently. The
Elizabethans, to speak roughly, chose the aristga@write for and the playhouse
public. The eighteenth-century patron was a contlwnaof coffee-house wit and
Grub Street bookseller. In the nineteenth centoeygreat writers wrote for the half-
crown magazines and the leisured classes. Andrgokack and applauding the
splendid results of these different alliancesllis@ems enviably simple, and plain as
a pikestaff compared with our own predicament —vibom should we write? For
the present supply of patrons is of unexampledlawildered variety. There is the
daily press, the weekly press, the monthly Preks; English public and the
American public; the best-seller public and the st«seller public; the high-brow
public and the red-blood public; all now organizsdf-conscious entities capable
through their various mouthpieces of making theseds and their approval of
displeasure felt. Thus the writer who has been mdwethe sight of the first crocus
in Kensington Gardens has, before he sets penperp choose from a crowd of
competitors the particular patron who suits himtbésis futile to say, “Dismiss

them all; think only of the crocus,” because watis the method of communication;
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and the crocus is an imperfect crocus until it basn shared. The first man or the
last may write for himself alone, but he is an @t and an unenviable one at
that, and the gulls are welcome to his works ifgh#ts can read them.

Granted, then, that every writer has some publiatioer at the end of his pen,
the high-minded will say that it should be a sulsms public, accepting obediently
whatever he likes to give it. Plausible as the themunds, great risks are attached
to it. For in that case the writer remains consgiotihis public, yet is superior to it —
an uncomfortable and unfortunate combination, &s works of Samuel Butler,
George Meredith, and Henry Games may be taken dweprEach despised the
public; and each wreaked his failure upon the publf a succession, gradually
increasing in intensity, of angularities, obscestiand affectations which no writer
whose patron was his equal and friend would haweght it necessary to inflict.
Their crocuses in consequence are tortured plaesutiful and bright, but with
something wry-necked about them, malformed, shetvein the one side, overblown
on he other. A touch of the sun would have donentheworld of good. Shall we
then rush to the opposite extreme and accept (ihfiaancy alone) the flattering
proposals which the editors of tiémesand theDaily Newsmay be supposed to
make us — “Twenty pounds down for your crocus ecygely fifteen hundred words,
which shall blossom upon every breakfast table fdwhn o’Groats to the Land’s
End before nine o’clock to-morrow morning with thater’'s name attached”?

But will one crocus be enough, and must it not beeiy brilliant yellow to
shine so far, to cost so much, and to have one rataehed to it? The Press is
undoubtedly a great multiplier of crocuses. Buivé look at some of these plants,
we shall find that they are only very distantlyateld to the original little yellow or
purple flower which pokes up through the grass ansington Gardens about this
time of year. The newspaper crocus is amazingtiua very different plant. It fills
precisely the space allotted to it. It radiatesodden glow. It is genial, affable,
warmhearted. It is beautifully finished, too, fet hobody think that the art of “our
dramatic critic” of theTimesor of Mr. Lynd of theDaily Newsis an easy one. It is

no despicable feat to start a million brains rugran nine o’clock in the morning, to
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give two million eyes something bright and brisikdaamusing to look at. But the
night comes and these flowers fade. So little ditglass lose their luster if you take
them out of the sea; great prima donnas howl Iikenhs if you shut them up in
telephone boxes; and the most brilliant of artieléen removed from its element is
dust and sand and the husks of straw. Journalidoalemed in a book is unreadable.
The Patron we want, then, is one who will help agpteserve our flowers
from decay. But as his qualities change from agag®, and it needs considerable
integrity and conviction not be dazzled by the @nstons or bamboozled by the
persuasions of the competing crowd, this businégzaton-finding is one of the
tests and trials of authorship. To know whom totevfor is to know how to write.
Some of the modern patron’s qualities are, howefary plain. The writer will
require at this moment, it is obvious, a patronhwilie book-reading habit rather
than the play-going habit. Nowadays, too, he mesintructed in the literature of
other times and races. But there are other quahti@ich our special weakness and
tendencies demand in him. There is the questiond&cency, for instance, which
plagues us and puzzles us much more than it di€klizabethans. The twentieth-
century patron must be immune from shock. He missinduish infallibly between
the little clod of manure which sticks to the creaf necessity, and that which is
plastered to it out of bravado. He must be a judige, of those social influences
which inevitably play so large a part in modermritture, and able to say which
matures and fortifies, which inhibits and makesilsteFurther, there is emotion for
him to pronounce on, and in no department can hendce useful work than in
bracing a writer against sentimentality on the drand and a craven fear of
expressing his feeling on the other. It is worse,will say, and perhaps more
common, to be afraid of feeling than to feel toocmuHe will add, perhaps,
something about language, and point out how manydsv&hakespeare used and
how much grammar Shakespeare violated, while veeigin we keep our fingers so
demurely to the black notes on the piano, haveappreciably improved upon
Antony and CleopatraAnd if you can forget your sex altogether, hel wdy, so

much the better$ a writer has none. But all thi®ysthe way — elementary and
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disputable. The patron’s prime quality is somethilifferent, only to be expressed
perhaps by the use of that convenient word whiohkd so much — atmosphere. It is
necessary that the patron should shed and enve®mrbcus in an atmosphere
which makes it appear a plant of the very high@giortance, so that to misrepresent
it is the one outrage not to be forgiven this fithe grave. He must make us feel
that a single crocus, if it be a real crocus, isugih for him; that he does not want to
be lectured, elevated, instructed, or improved; tigais sorry that he bullied Carlyle
into vociferation, Tennyson into idyllics, and Rusknto insanity; that he is now
ready to efface himself or assert himself as hiseva require; that he is bound to
them by a more than maternal tie; that they aradwideed, one dying if the other
dies, one flourishing if the other flourishes; tiia¢ fate of literature depends upon
their happy alliance — all of which proves, as wegdn by saying, that the choice of
a patron is of the highest importance. But howhoose rightly? How to write well?

Those are the questians

1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

affable (a), affectation (n), alliance (n), angitlafn), attain (v), bewildering
(a), cajole (v), conviction (n), crocus (n), demur@dv), despicable (a), entity (n),
feat (n), fortify (v), futile (a), gist (n), gulln), high-brow (a), howl (v), husk (n),
hyena (n), implacable (a),infallibly (adv), inflictv), inhibit (v),insidious (a),
instigation (n), integrity (n), malformed (a), mplter (n), manure (n), mature (a),
obscurity (n), patron (n), paymaster (n), pikest@ff, plague (v), plausible (a),
predicament (n), progeny (n), submissive (a), tertun), unenviable (a),
unexampled (a), vigorous (a), vociferation (n), sugcked (a)

to assert oneself, to efface oneself, to be atlatbesomething, to be attached
to something, to be bamboozled, to be embalmelk ionmure from shock, to have

something at the end of one’s pen, to set penperpa

2. Explain and expand on the following
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1. Young men and women beginning to write are genegallen the plausible
but utterly impracticable advice to write whatyheve to write as shortly as
possible, as clearly as possible, and without dtimurght in their minds except to
say exactly what is in them.
2. Nobody ever adds on these occasions the one teiedful: “And be sure you
choose your patron wisely,” though that is thé gigshe whole matter.
3. But who, then, is a desirable man — the patron witiccajole the best out of
the writer’s brain and bring to birth the mostiedrand vigorous progeny of
which he is capable? Different ages have answéeeduestion differently.
4. And looking back and applauding the splendid rtssofl these different
alliances, it all seems enviably simple, and pé&sra pikestaff compared with our
own predicament — for whom should we write? Forghesent supply of patrons
Is of unexampled and bewildered variety.
5. Thus the writer who has been moved by the sajhthe first crocus in
Kensington Gardens has, before he sets pen to,dapstoose from a crowd of
competitors the particular patron who suits himtbkss futile to say, “Dismiss
them all; think only of the crocus,” because wgtins the method of
communication; and the crocus is an imperfect gamtil it has been shared.
6. The Press is undoubtedly a great multiplier of asas. But if we look at some
of these plants, we shall find that they are ondyyvdistantly related to the
original little yellow or purple flower which pokesp through the grass in
Kensington Gardens about this time of year.
7.To know whom to write for is to know how to write.
8.Journalism embalmed in a book is unreadable.
9. The patron’s prime quality is something differemt]y to be expressed perhaps
by the use of that convenient word which ctosét much — atmosphere. It is
necessary that the patron should shed andamtie crocus in an atmosphere
which makes it appear a plant of the very hagjimaportance, so that to

misrepresent it is the one outrage not to bgifen this side of the grave.
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3. Paraphrase the following sentences from the text

1. For a book is always written for somebody to ream] since the patron is

not merely the paymaster, but in a very sudmie insidious way the instigator
and inspirer of what is written, it is of themost importance that he should be a
desirable man.

2. The Elizabethans, to speak roughly, chose theoaraty to write for and the
playhouse public. The eighteenth-century patron avaombination of coffee-
house wit and Grub Street bookseller. In the nagte century the great writers
wrote for the half-crown magazines and the leiswtadses.O

3. And looking back and applauding the splendid tesefl these different
alliances, it all seems enviably simple, and p&sra pikestaff compared with our
own predicament — for whom should we write? Forghesent supply of patrons
Is of unexampled and bewildered variety.

4. Granted, then, that every writer has some publmtioer at the end of his pen,
the high-minded will say that it should be a sulswis public, accepting
obediently whatever he likes to give it.

5. Itis no despicable feat to start a million braiasning at nine o’clock in the
morning, to give two million eyes something brigintd brisk and amusing to
look at. But the night comes and these flowers.fade

6. The writer will require at this moment, it is obu® a patron with the book-
reading habit rather than the play-going habit. Hdays, too, he must be
instructed in the literature of other times andemdut there are other qualities

which our special weakness and tendencies demdmchin

4. Questions of method and stegy

1. Characterize the text under study: classifgiite its essence.

2. Comment on the title of the essay. What is thenndea of the essay? What idea
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does crocus symbolize? In what key is the essayenf

3. What advice are young writers generally given?

4. Are the books usually written for somebody tad¢hem? How did different ages
answer this question?

5. Comment on the phrase “To know whom to writei$do know how to write”.

6. Why should young writers choose their patronisely? Is it the gist of the
matter?

7. What kind of patron is necessary for a younge&?i How do patrons change in
the course of time? What kind of person must befecentury patron?

7. Analyze the composition of the essay. Commertheruse of lexical, syntactical
and phonetic stylistic devices.

8. Comment on the peculiarities of V. Woolf’s indival style. Present the final text

interpretation.

Francis Bacon (1561-1626)

Biographical Notes Sir Francis Bacon) was an English lawyer, statesman
essayist, historian and philosopher. He was bora fmominent family. His father
Nicolas Bacon, was the Lord Keeper of the Sealli@dbketh 1. Francis was first
educated at home, at his family estate at GorhagnbuHerfordshire. At the age
of twelve, he entered Trinity College, Cambridgevdrsity and dedicated himself
to studying law. His father died when he was 18| baing the youngest son it left
him penniless. In 1582 he completed his law degreewas appointed a lecturer
in law at Gray’s Inn. In 1584 he was elected to IRament and remained as a
representative for the next 36 years.

In 1593 his successful career was interrupted bseaof his criticism of a
new tax levy. The Queen took personal offencesaptsition. His rich relatives
did little to advance his carrier and Elisabeth twisted him. It was not until
James l1lbecame king that Bacon’s career advancedeSi603, when James |

succeeded Elizabeth | and Bacon had swiftly asckrnide ladder of the state,
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taking high advisory positions — King’s Counselli&or General, Attorney
General, Lord Keeper of the Royal Seal (his fathéormer office) and, finally,
Lord Chancellor (1618). In 1621 he suffered a ¢riedl - he was arrested and
charged with bribery. After pleading guilty, he wasavily fined and sentenced to
a prison term in the Tower of London. Although fine later waived and Bacon
spent only four days in the Tower, he was nevawal to sit in Parliament or
hold political office again. As various chronicles§the case have pointed out, the
accepting of gifts from suppliants in a law suitsneacommon practice in Bacon’s
day, and it is also true that Bacon ended up judgagainst the two petitioners
who had offered the fateful bribes.. Many writelsamacterize him as cold,
calculating and arrogant. Yet whatever his flawgere his enemies conceded that
during his trial he accepted his punishment nobly.

Bacon had never married and explained his viewsnarriage and love in
his essays. He died on April 9, 1626, of bronchstimtracted while testing his
theory of the preservative qualities of snow.

OF STUDIES

Studies serve for delight, for ornament, and falitgb Their chief use for
delight, is in privateness and retiring; for ornaes in discourse; for expert men
can execute, and perhaps judge of particularspgrane: but the general counsels,
and the plots and marshalling of affairs come lresh those that are learned. To
spend too much time in studies, is sloth; to usmtiioo much for ornament, is
affectation; to make judgment wholly by their rylessthe humour of a scholar: they
perfect nature, and are perfected by experiencendtural abilities are like natural
plants, that need pruning by study; and studiems$ieéves do give forth directions
too much at large, except they be bounded in bym®spce. Crafty men condemn
studies, simple men admire them, and wise menhesa;tfor they teach not their
own use; but that is wisdom without them and abthvsm, won by observation.

Read not to contradict and confute, nor to beliawe take for granted, nor to find
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talk and discourse, but to weigh and consider. Soowks are to be tasted, others to
be swallowed, and some few to be chewed and ddje$tat is, some books are to
be read only in parts; others to be read but ontyoasly; and some few to be read
wholly, and with diligence and attention. Some l®akso may be read by deputy,
and extracts made of them by others; but that wbeldnly in the less important
arguments and the meaner sort of books; else lgiistlooks are, like common
distilled waters, flashy things. Reading makethularhan; conference a ready man;
and writing an exact man; and therefore, if a maitewittle, he had need have a
great memory; if he confer little, he had need hepeesent wit; and if he read little,
he had need much cunning, to seem to know thabtierbt. Histories make men
wise; poets, witty; the mathematics, subtle; natphalosophy, deep; moral, grave
logic and rhetoric, able to contend: ABEUNT STUDMMORES (1); nay, there is
no stand or impediment in the wit, but may be widugut by fit studies: like as
diseases of the body may have appropriate exerdiseding is good for the stone
and reins, shooting for the lungs and breast, gemillking for the stomach, riding
for the head and the like; so if a man’s wit be demmg let him study the
mathematics; for in demonstrations, if his wit ladlexd away never so little, he must
begin again; if his wit be not apt to distinguighfiod difference, let him study the
schoolmen; for they are GYMINI SECTORES (2). If be not apt to beat over
matters, and not to call upon thing to prove ahgtitate another, let him study the

lawyers’ cases: so every defect of the mind maylaaspecial receipt.
Commentary

(1) ABEUNT STUDIA IN MORES - (1at.) 3aHsTHSI HajaratoT OTIie4aToK Ha

xapaktep. (2) GYMINI SECTORES - (1at.) pacierisoliye TMUHHbIEC 3¢pHa,;

XapaKTCPU3yeT TCX, KTO B,Z[aéTC}I B N3JIMITHHUEC TOHKOCTH.

1. Words and word cdmmations to be memorized
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affectation (n), bowling (n), chew (v), confer (¢pnference (n), confute (v),
contemn (v), contend (v), counsel (n), crafty Gning (n), curiously (adv), digest
(v), diligence (n), discourse (n), execute (v)siiilg (a), impediment (n), ornament
(n), perfect (v), prune (v), receipt (n), sloth,(sdibtle (a)

to be apt to something, to beat over matters,odiipn of business, to judge
by particulars, meaner sort of books, marshallihgftairs, one by one, to read by

deputy, to take for granted

2. Explain and expand dhe following

1. Studies serve for delight, for ornament, andafality.

2. To spend too much time in studies is sloth;g9e them too much for ornament is
affectation; to make judgment wholy by their rulssthe humor of the scholar.

3. Read not to contradict and confute, not to kel@nd take for granted, nor to find
talk and discourse, but to weight and consider.

4. Some books are to be tasted, others to be smadloand some few to be chewed
and digested...

5. Reading maketh a full man; conference a ready, avad writing an exact man; ...
6. Histories make people wise; poets, witty; thethmmatics, subtle; natural

philosophy, deep; ...

3. Paraphrase thelfmhing sentences from the text

1. Crafty men contemn studies, simple men admieentrand wise men use them,;
for they teach not their own use; but that is wiedeithout them and above them,
won by observation.

2. Some books also may be read by deputy, andcextreade of them by others; but
that would be only in the less important argumetd the meaner sort of books;

else distilled books are, like common distilled erat flashy things.
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3. ... there is no stand or impediment in the Wwitf may be wrought out by fit

studies: like as diseases of the body may haveopppte exercises;...

4. If he be not apt to beat over matters, and aatall upon thing to prove and
illustrate another, let him study the lawyers’ cas® every defect of the mind may

have a special receipt.

4. Questions of method asttategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.

2. What is the general slant of the essay?

3. What is F. Bacon’s understanding of the probt&Enstudies? What do studies
serve for? Do studies perfect nature and how?

4. What is the attitude of different categoriespebple (crafty, simple, wise) to
studies?

5. What are F. Bacon’s recommendations concerrgagling? How does reading
influence people?

6. How do different sciences improve people’s absl?

7. Does F. Bacon draw any parallel between theldpreent of human body with

the help of exercises and the development of humad?

8. Analyze the composition of the essay. Commertheruse of lexical, syntactical
and phonetic stylistic devices.

9. Comment on F. Bacon’s individual style. Pregbkatfinal text interpretation.
Charles Dickens (1812 — 1870)

Biographical Notes.Ch. Dickens, a famous English novelist, was barn i
Portsmouth on the "7 of February, 1812 into a middle class family ofiail
servant John Dickens. He grew up in the pastoralipdustrial countryside along
the south coast of England. His family didn’t hdireancial stability. Being a
child, Charles worked at a factory and his fatheaxswoften imprisoned for debt.

After a brief period as a short-hand writer, Ch.ckeéns moved into journalism,
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working as a reporter on «The True Sun» and «TheanMg Chroniclex».
Reporting on Parliamentary debates and other pmitmatters sharpened his eye
for detail and sense of the comic. From journallsnmoved into creative writing,
beginning with the publication of «Sketches by Bp2836) and the «Pickwick
Papers» (1837) which were a tremendous successjuid&ly achieved enormous
fame both in England and in America for his humarocharacterization,
sentimental style and his ability to include comenary social and political
themes in his works. All his novels reveal a kaegrest in the social conditions of
the day. Many of his fifteen novels remain populamong them are «Great
Expectations», «A Tale of Two Cities», «Oliver TwiskNicholas Nickleby»,
«David Copperfield», «Hard Times», as well as Hsrter work « A Christmas
Carol». Ch. Dickens died on thé"®f June, 1870. His last novel «The Mistery of
Edwin Drood», an excellent detective story in theGallin’s tradition remained

unfinished.

Among the Condemned

A few paces up the yard, and forming a continuatérithe building, in
which are the two rooms we have just quitted, he tondemned cells. The
entrance is by a narrow and obscure staircasenigadia dark passage, in which a
charcoal stove casts a lurid tint over the objéct#s immediate vicinity, and
diffuses something like warmth around. From thélaihd side of this passage, the
massive door of every cell on the storey opens; famh it alone they can be
approached. There are three of these passagesiraedof these ranges of cells,
one above the other; but in size, furniture andeapgnce, they are all precisely
alike. Prior to the recorder’s report being madeth@ prisoners under sentence of
death are removed from the day-room at five o’clockhe afternoon, and locked
up in these cells, where they are allowed a candlli ten o’clock, and here they
remain until seven next morning. When the warramtd prisoner's execution

arrives, he is removed to the cells and confineahi& of them until he leaves it for
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the scaffold. He is at liberty to walk in the yakijit, both in his walks and in his
cell, he is constantly attended by a turnkey, wieen leaves him at any pretence.

We entered the first cell. It was a stone dungeaht feet long by six wide,
with a bench at the upper end, under which wereranwon rug, a bible, and a
prayerbook. An iron candlestick was fixed into thall at the side; and a small
high window in the back admitted as much air amghtlias could struggle in
between a double row of heavy, crossed iron bairitained no other furniture
of any description.

Conceive the situation of a man, spending hisragit on earth in this cell.
Buoyed up with some vague and undefined hope aofenagy he knew not why —
indulging in some wild and visionary idea of escgpihe knew not how — hour
after hour of the three preceding days allowed fainpreparation, has fled with a
speed which no man living would deem possible nfame but this dying man can
know. He has wearied his friends with entreatie$iaasted the attendants with
importunities, neglected in his feverish restlessnthe timely warning of his
spiritual consoler; and, now that the illusion idast dispelled, now that eternity is
before him and guilt behind, now that his feargl@iith amount almost to madness,
and an overwhelming sense of his helpless, hopstass rushes upon him, he is
lost and stupefied, and has neither thoughts to tturnor power to call upon, the
Almighty Being, from whom alone he can seek menag forgiveness, and before
whom his repentance can alone avail.

Hours have glided by, and still he sits upon thenes stone bench with
folded arms, heedless alike of the fast decreasimg before him, and the urgent
entreaties of the good man at his side. The fdegleis wasting gradually, and the
deathlike stillness of the street, broken only hg tumbling of some passing
vehicle which echoes mournfully through the empaydg, warns him that the
night is waning fast away. The deep bell of St.IBairikes — one! He heard it; it
has roused him. Seven hours left! He paces thewdmits of his cell with rapid
strides, cold drops of terror starting on his fe@dh, and every muscle of his frame

quivering with agony. Seven hours! He suffers hinse be led to his seat,
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mechanically takes the bible which is placed in lasd, and tries to read and
listen. No: his thoughts will wander. The bookasntand soiled by use — and like
the book he read his lesson in, at school, justy fgears ago! He has never
bestowed a thought upon it, perhaps, since hatlaft a child: and yet the place,
the time, the room — nay, the very boys he playéd,wrowd as vividly before
him as if they were scenes of yesterday; and somgotten phrase, some childish
word, rings in his ears like the echo of one uttdyat a minute since. The voice of
the clergyman recalls him to himself. He is readingm the sacred book its
solemn promises of pardon for repentance, andntsl alenunciation of obdurate
men. He falls upon his knees and clasps his handealy. Hush! What sound was
that? He starts upon his feet. It cannot be twohyatk! Two quarters have struck;
the third — the forth. It is! Six hours left. Tdlim not to repentance! Six hour’s
repentance for eight times, six years of guilt @ He buries his face in his
hands, and throws himself on the bench.

Worn with watching and excitement, he sleeps, tardsame unsettled state
of mind pursues him in his dreams. An insupportiimel is taken from his breast;
he is walking with his wife in a pleasant field,thvihe bright sky above them, and
a fresh and boundless prospect on every side —dftavent from the stone walls
of Newgate! She is looking — not as she did whersdw her for the last time in
that dreadful place, but as she used when he lbeed- long, long ago, before
misery and ill-treatment had altered her looks, wode had changed its nature,
and she is leaning upon his arm, and looking up Im$ face with tenderness and
affection — and he does not strike her now, noelgudhake her from him. And oh!
How glad he is to tell her all he had forgotterthat last hurried interview, and to
fall on his knees before her fervently beseechphedon for all the unkindness and
cruelty that wasted her form and broke her hear# 3cene suddenly changes. He
Is on his trial again: there are the judge and,jand prosecutors, and witnesses,
just as they were before. How full the Court is #hwa sea of heads — with a
gallows, too, and a scaffold — and how all thoseppe stare ahim! Verdict,

“Guilty”. No matter; he will escape.
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The night is dark and cold, the gates have bdepnpen, and in an instant he
is in the street, flying from the scene of this mepnment like the wind. The
streets are cleared, the open fields are gainedtlandroad wide country lies
before him. Onward he dashes in the midst of daknever hedge and ditch,
through mud and pool, bounding from spot to spdahva speed and lightness,
astonishing even to himself. At length he pausesmust be safe from pursuit
now; he will stretch himself on that bank and slakkgunrise.

A period of unconsciousness succeeds. He wakés,aca wretched. The
dull grey light of morning is stealing into the lgend falls upon the form of the
attendant turnkey. Confused by his dreams, hessftasin his uneasy bed in
momentary uncertainty. It is but momentary. Evdnjeot in the narrow cell is too
frightfully real to admit of doubt or mistake. He the condemned felon again,

guilty and despairing; and in two hours more wdllte dead.

1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

avail (v), beseech (v), bestow (v), charcoal (anoeive (v), deem (v),
denunciation (n), diffuse (v), dispel (v), dunge@m), entreaty (n), felon (n),
fervently (adv), heedless (a), importunity (n), uigke (v), lurid (a), obdurate (v),
obscure (a), prior (a), pursue (v), quit (v), repa (n), repentance (n), rumbling (n),
scaffold (n), turnkey (n), vicinity (n), warrant)(n

to be buoyed up, to glide by, to be at libertyaay pretence, to struggle in, to
be stupefied, to wane away

2. Explain and expand on the following

1. Conceive the situation of a man, spending Isisieht on earth in this cell.
2. Hours have glided by, and still he sits uponghme stone bench with folded
arms, heedless alike of the fast decreasing tinferdehim, and the urgent

entreaties of the good man at his side.
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3. He paces the narrow limits of his cell with dasirides, cold drops of terror
starting on his forehead, and every muscle ofraismé quivering with agony.

4. He suffers himself to be led to his seat, meidadly takes the bible which is
placed in his hand, and tries to read and listen.hH¥ thoughts will wander.

5. An insupportable load is taken from his brehstjs walking with his wife in a
pleasant field, with the bright sky above them, arfdesh and boundless prospect
on every side — how different from the stone waflslewgate!

6. The book is torn and soiled by use — and likeldbok he read his lesson in, at
school, just forty years ago! He has never bestoavélddought upon it, perhaps,
since he leftit as a child ...

7. Confused by his dreams, he starts from his yndmsl in momentary
uncertainty. It is but momentary. Every object e nharrow cell is too frightfully
real to admit of doubt or mistake. He is the condednfelon again, guilty and

despairing; and in two hours more will he be dead.

3. Paraphrase the following sentences from the text

1. The entrance is by a narrow and obscure staileasling to a dark passage, in
which a charcoal stove casts a lurid tint overdhpgects in its immediate vicinity,
and diffuses something like warmth around.

2. Prior to the recorder’s report being made, la#l prisoners under sentence of
death are removed from the day-room at five o’clockhe afternoon, and locked
up in these cells, where they are allowed a candlg ten o’clock, and here they
remain until seven next morning.

3. He is at liberty to walk in the yard; but, bathhis walks and in his cell, he is
constantly attended by a turnkey, who never leduesat any pretence.

4. Buoyed up with some vague and undefined hopeprfeve, he knew not why —
indulging in some wild and visionary idea of escgpihe knew not how — hour
after hour of the three preceding days allowed fainpreparation, has fled with a

speed which no man living would deem possible nfame but this dying man can
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know.

5. He has wearied his friends with entreaties, estel the attendants with
importunities, neglected in his feverish restlessnthe timely warning of his
spiritual consoler; and, now that the illusion idast dispelled, now that eternity is
before him and guilt behind, now that his fearg@dfth amount almost to madness,
and an overwhelming sense of his helpless, hopstatsrushes upon him ...

6. The voice of the clergyman recalls him to hirhdée is reading from the sacred
book its solemn promises of pardon for repentaand, its awful denunciation of
obdurate men.

7. Confused by his dreams, he starts from his yndesl in momentary
uncertainty. It is but momentary. Every object e narrow cell is too frightfully
real to admit of doubt or mistake. He is the condednhfelon again, guilty and

despairing; and in two hours more will he be dead.

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.

2. Comment on the theme of the essay. Expand ditlats

3. What is the general slant of the essay? Comoretiie description of the prison.
4. Does Dickens approve of the way a condemnedrpiss treated?

5. What is the role of religion in the condemnedaqmer’s life?

6. What do we learn from the essay about the conddrprisoner? Why is Dickens
vague about his crime?

7. Characterize the text under study. Say whethgresents a piece of narration, a
description, character drawing, etc. Comment oruge of expressive means of the
language.

8. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,
syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

9. Comment on Ch. Dickens’s individual style. Preétke final text interpretation.
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Henry David Thoreau (1817-

1862 http:/iwvww.britannica.com/ebc/art?id=14793&type=A

Biographical Notes. Thoreau, a U.Sthinker, essayist, and naturalist,
born July 12, 1817, Concord, Mass., U.S.- died Nsayl862, ConcordH.D.
Thoreau is best known for «Civil Disobedience»,hart piece of writing on
refusing to obey unfair laws which influenced Ganaihd Martin Luther King.
Thoreau graduated from Harvard University and taugh school for several

years before leaving his job to become a poet tfreaBack in Concord, he came

under the influence dRalph Waldo Emersoand began to publish pieces in the
Transcendentalist magazine The Dial. In the yed&45147, to demonstrate how
satisfying a simple life could be, he lived in @ baside Concord's Walden Pond;
essays recording his daily life were assembled Higr masterwork “Walden”
(1854). His “A Week on the Concord and Merrimackers”(1849) was the only
other book he published in his lifetime. He rekelcbn a night he spent in jail
protesting the Mexican-American War in the essayil®isobedience” (1849),

which would later influence such figures Mohandas K. Gandhand Martin

Luther King, Jr In later years his interest ifiranscendentalismvaned, and he

became a dedicated abolitionist. His many natur@ings and records of his
wanderings in Canada, Maine, and Cape Cod displag mind of a keen
naturalist. After his death his collected writinggere published in 20 volumes, and

further writings have continued to appear in print.
Love

What the essential difference between man and wasndwat they should be
thus attracted to one another, no one has sabsigcinswered. Perhaps we must
acknowledge the justness of the distinction whiskigns to man the sphere of
wisdom, and to woman that of love, though neitheoibgs exclusively to either.
Man is continually saying to woman, Why will youtrtee more wise? Woman is

continually saying to man, Why will you not be mdoging? It is not in their wills
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to be wise or to be loving; but, unless each ihlvase and loving, there can be

neither wisdom nor love.

All transcendent goodness is one, though appreciatalifferent ways, or
by different senses. In beauty we see it, in mugdear it, in fragrance we scent
it, in the palatable the pure palate tastes it,iarmdre health the whole body feels
it. The variety is in the surface of manifestatibng the radical identity we fail to
express. The lover sees in the glance of his bdlthe same beauty that in the
sunset paints the western skies. It is the sanmathd, here lurking under a human
eyelid, and there under the closing eyelids ofdag. Here, in small compass, is
the ancient and natural beauty of evening and mgrniiVhat loving astronomer
has ever fathomed ethereal depths of the eye?

The maiden conceals a fairer flower and sweetat thhan any calyx in the
field; and, if she goes with averted face, confidin her purity and high resolves,
she will make the heavens retrospective, and allreahumbly confess its
queen.<...>

There is at first thought something trivial in themmonness of love. So
many Indian youths and maidens along these banksihages past yielded to the
influence of this great civilizer. Neverthelessstgeneration is not disgusted nor
discouraged, for love is no individual experienaed though we are imperfect
mediums, it does not partake of our imperfectibough we are finite, it is infinite
and eternal; and the same divine influence broeds these banks, whatever race
may inhabit them, and perchance still would, e¥e¢ha human race did not dwell
here.

Perhaps an instinct survives through the intensestial love, which
prevents entire abandonment and devotion, and nthkewost ardent lover a little
reserved. It is the anticipation of change. Formriest ardent lover is not the less

practically wise, and seeks a love which will lsever. <...>
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Our love may be ascending and descending. Wheg character, if it may

be said of it, -

“We mustrespecthe souls above,
But ontinose belowve love.”

Love is a severe critic. Hate can pardon more the®. They who aspire to

love worthily, subject themselves to an ordeal miayel than any other. <...>
Love must be as much a light as a flame.

Where there is not discernment, the behavior @f¢he purest soul may in

effect amount in coarseness.

A man of fine perception is more truly femininatha merely sentimental
woman. The heart is blind, but Love is not blindondg of the gods is so

discriminating. <...>

Love is the profoundest of secrets. Divulged, etcethe beloved, it is no
longer Love. As if it were merely | that loved yowhen love ceases, then it is

divulged.

In our intercourse with one we love, we wish tovédnaanswered those
guestions at the end of which we do not raise @irey against which we put no
interrogation-mark, - answered with the same uimi@il universal aim toward

every point of the compass.

| require that thou knowest everything withoutrigetold anything. | parted
from my beloved because there was one thing whidkad to tell her. She
qguestionedne. She should have known all by sympathy. Tlnetdl to tell her was

the difference between us, - the misunderstanding.
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A lover never hears anything that is tolat, that is commonly either false or
stale; but he hears things taking place, as thensésmheard Trenck mining in the

ground, and thought it was moles.<...>
The lover wants no partiality. He says, b&iad as to be just.

Canst thou love with thy mind,
And reason with the heart?
Canst thmmukind,

And from thy darling part?

Canst thou range earth, sea, and air,
And so meet me everywhere?
Through @&llents | will pursue thee,

Through adirsons | will woo thee.

| need thy hate as much as thy love. Thou wilt nepel me entirely when

thou repellest what is evil in me. <...>

It is not enough that we are truthful, we mustr@dteand carry out high

purposes to be truthful about.

It must be rare, indeed, that we meet with onetttom we are prepared to
be ideally related, as she to us. We should haveeserve; we should give the
whole of ourselves to that society; we should haweduty aside from that. One
who could bear to be so wonderfully and beautifdkaggerated every day. |
would take my friend out of her low self and set higher, infinitely higher, and
thereknow her. But, commonly, men are as much afraitbeé¢ as of hate. They

have lower engagements. They have near ends te. Sérey have not imagination
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enough to be thus employed about a human beingnbst be coopering a barrel,

forsooth. <...>

The object of love expands and grows before wetamity, until it includes
all that is lovely, and we become all that can love

1.Words and word combinations to be memorized

abandonment (n), anticipation (n), ardent (a),eadmg (a), aspire (v),
assign (v), barrel (n), brood (v), calyx (n), caarsss (n), commonness (n), confide
(v), discending (a), discernment (n), divulged (Bthom (v), fragrance (n),
humbly (adv), intense (a), medium (n), ordeal (palate (a), palatable (a),
perchance (v), profound (a), partiality (n), repestive (a), repel (v), transcendent

@)

to be attached to one another, to have resenbs thsgusted, by sympathy

2. Explain and expand on the following

1. What the essential difference between man anudamois that they should be
thus attracted to one another, no one has sabsigcinswered. Perhaps we must
acknowledge the justness of the distinction whiskigns to man the sphere of
wisdom, and to woman that of love, though neitredohgs exclusively to either.

2. The lover sees in the glance of his beloved theesheauty that in the sunset
paints the western skies. It is the same diamoede turking under a human
eyelid, and there under the closing eyelids oftiine

3. ... love is no individual experience; and though we iarperfect mediums, it

does not partake of our imperfection; though wefiaite, it is infinite and eternal;

4. Love is a severe critic. Hate can pardon moam tlove. They, who aspire to

love worthily, subject themselves to an ordeal mael than any other.
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5. Love must be as much a light as a flame.

6. A man of fine perception is more truly feminititean a merely sentimental
woman. The heart is blind, but Love is not blindond of the gods is so
discriminating.

7. Love is the profoundest of secrets. Divulgederevo the beloved, it is no
longer Love.

8. It is not enough that we are truthful, we muséresh and carry out high
purposes to be truthful about.

9. But, commonly, men are as much afraid of loveofabate. They have lower

engagements.
3. Paraphrase the following sentences from the text

1. Man is continually saying to woman, Why will yoot be more wise? Woman
is continually saying to man, Why will you not beora loving? It is not in their
wills to be wise or to be loving; but, unless e&hoth wise and loving, there can

be neither wisdom nor love.

2. The maiden conceals a fairer flower and swdaiérthan any calyx in the field;
and, if she goes with averted face, confiding in ity and high resolves, she

will make the heavens retrospective, and all naturably confess its queen.

3. Perhaps an instinct survives through the im&nactual love, which prevents
entire abandonment and devotion, and makes the @oEnt lover a little
reserved. It is the anticipation of change. Formiest ardent lover is not the less
practically wise, and seeks a love which will lEstver.

4. | require that thou knowest everything withdwating told anything. | parted
from my beloved because there was one thing whidkad to tell her. She
guestionedne. She should have known all by sympathy.
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5. It must be rare, indeed, that we meet with toneghom we are prepared to be
ideally related, as she to us. We should have serve; we should give the whole
of ourselves to that society; we should have ng daide from that.

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classify itgalits essence.
2. What are common questions that men and womeaaskother?
3. How is all transcendent goodness appreciated?
4. Why is there something trivial in the commonnafsieve at first thought?
5. What qualities of love does the author try tecltise in the essay? Are you of
the same opinion about the qualities of love? @ reasons.
6. How does the author characterize the relatipssbetween the beloved?
Comment on the examples he gives.
7. Comment on the statement that men are as meeid af love as of hate.
8. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,
syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.
9. Comment on the individual style of H.D. Thored®resent the final text
interpretation.

Mark Twain (1835 — 1910)

Biographical Notes The great American humorist, lecturer, and wrieas
born in Hannibal, Missouri on the Mississippi rivedlis real name was Samuel
Langhorne Clemens. The son of a rather unsucceksfyler he did not attend
University, but began working after leaving schooll847. He had a series of
jobs in many places in the United States. When bkked as a pilot on the
Mississippi, he was inspired to write his best-knomorks “The Adventures of
Tom Sawyer” (1876) and “The Adventures of Hucklepé&iinn” (1884). During
the Civil War, he became a Confederate solder fehart time. After the war his

reputation began to grow. He made humorous pubboatin various newspapers
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and magazines. He wrote under the pseudonym ManTva term from his
riverboat days meaning “two fathoms deep” or “safater”. His travelogue “The
Innocents Abroad” (1869) was a great success towl, defined a certain type of
purely “American” humor that Twain pioneered. In 7A@ he married Olivia
Langdon and they moved to Connecticut, where hencad to dedicate himself to
writing. Among many works that he published duhmglifetime, the most popular
are “Life on the Mississippi”, “A Connecticut Yankein King Arthur's
Court”(1889) and “The Tragedy of Pud 'nhead Wil5qi894). The following
paragraph is taken from “Life on the Mississipp#,somewhat autobiographical
account of Twain’s steamboat pilot apprenticeslnat tcelebrates the river and

anticipates his greatest novel “Huck Finn”.

Steamboat Landing

Once a day, a cheap, gaudy packet arrived from_@&tis, and another
downward from Keokuk. Before these events, the d@s glorious with
expectancy; after them, the day was a dead andyehlmpg. Not only the boys, but
the whole village, felt this. After all these yedrgan picture that old time to
myself now, just as it was then: the white townwsimg in the sunshine of a
summer’s morning; the streets empty, or pretty Igessr; one or two clerks sitting
in front of the Water Street stores, with theirisisbottomed chairs tilted back
against the walls, chins on breasts, hats slouoled their faces, asleep — with
shingle-shavings enough around to show what brod&e tdown; a sow and a litter
of pigs loafing along the sidewalk, doing a goodibass in watermelon rinds and
seeds; two or three lonely little freight piles tseged about the “levee”; as pile of
“skids” on the slope of the stone paved wharf, #mel fragrant town drunkard
asleep in the shadow of them; two or three woas fid the head of the wharf, but
nobody to listen to the peaceful lapping of the &ais against them; the great
Mississippi, the majestic, the magnificent Misgsj rolling its mile-wide tide

along, shining in the sun; the dense forest awayhenother side; the “point”
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above the town, and the “point” below, bounding tiver-glimpse and turning it
into a sort of sea, and withal a very still andliant and lonely one. Presently a
film of dark smoke appears above one of those rerfpmints”; instantly a negro
drayman, famous for his quick eye and prodigiouse/difts up the cry, “S-t-e-a-
m-boat a-comin’!” and the scene changes! The towmkhrd stirs, the clerks
wake up, a furious clatter of drays follows, evéayuse and store pours out a
human contribution, and all in a twinkling the deadvn is alive and moving.
Drays, carts, men, boys, all go hurrying from mauarters to a common center;
the wharf. Assembled there, the people fasten thais upon the boat as wonder

they are seeing for the first time.
1.Words and word combinations to be memorized

cant (n), dray (n), freight (a), gaudy (a), lagpifm), levee (n), prodigious
(@), rind (n), skid (n), slouch (v), stir (v), wdge(n), wharf (n)

to tilt back, to be scattered, to be slouched over

2. Explain and expand on the followm

1. Before these events, the day was glorious with eepey; after them, the day
was a dead and empty thing. Not only the boysthmitvhole village, felt this.

2. Presently a film of dark smoke appears above onthade remote “points”;

instantly a negro drayman, famous for his quick &yd prodigious voice, lifts up
the cry, “S-t-e-a-m-boat a-comin’!” and the sceharges!

3. The town drunkard stirs, the clerks wake upjraofis clatter of drays follows,
every house and store pours out a human contribusiod all in a twinkling the

dead town is alive and moving.

4. Assembled there, the people fasten their eyes thgohoat as wonder they

are seeing for the first time.

3. Paraphrase the following sentences from the text
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1.  After all these years | can picture that old timentyself now, just as it was
then: the white town drowsing in the sunshine sfiammer’s morning; ...

2. ....the great Mississippi, the majestic, the magaiftcMississippi, rolling its
mile-wide tide along, shining in the sun; the defest away on the other side;
the “point” above the town, and the “point” belowmgunding the river-glimpse and

turning it into a sort of sea, and withal a veiit and brilliant and lonely one.

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classify itgalits essence.

2. How does the arrival of the steamboat influemté¢he life of the village?

3. What do we learn from this text about the ecamenof river villages in
America of the 18 century?

4. Why does Twain give most of his descriptionsome long sentence? What
descriptive details are most striking to you?

5. Comment on the comparison and contrast betwieertitne before the boat
arrives and the time its arrival is imminent?

6. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,
syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

7. Present the final text interpretation.

Corn-pone Opinions

Fifty years ago, when | was a boy of fifteen andpimg to inhabit a
Missourian village on the banks of the Mississippiad a friend whose society was
very dear to me because | was forbidden by my nndthpartake of it. He was a gay
and impudent and satirical and delightful youngcklanan — a slave — who daily
preached sermons from the top of his master’'s witmdpith me the sole audience.
He imitated the pulpit style of the several clergynof the village, and did it well,
and with fine passion and energy. To me he was redewo | believed he was the
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greatest orator in the United States and would stagebe heard from. But it did not
happen; in the distribution of rewards he was @akéd. It is the way in this world.

He interrupted his preaching, now and then to aastick of wood; but the
sawing was a pretense — he did it with his mouxiactty imitating the sound the
bucksaw makes in shrieking its way through the wdwt it served its purpose; it
kept the master from coming out to see how the wak getting along. | listened to
the sermons from the open window of a lumber robthe back of the house. One
of these texts was this:

“You tell me whar a man gits his corn pone, ehtéll you what his ‘pinion’s
Is.”

| can never forget it. It was deeply impressedrupee. By my mother. Not
upon my memory, but elsewhere. She had slippegam while | was absorbed and
not watching. The black philosopher’s idea was thatan is not independent, and
cannot afford views which might interfere with Hosead and butter. If he would
prosper, he must train with the majority; in madtef large moment, like politics
and religion, he must think and feel with the bofkis neighbors, or suffer damage
in his social standing and in his business prospsriHe must restrict himself to
corn-pone opinions — at least on the surface. Hst mat his opinions from other
people; he must reason out none for himself; het e no first-hand views.

| think Jerry was right, in the main, but I think didn’t go far enough.

1. It was his idea that a man conforms to the nitgjeiew of his locality by
calculation and intention.

This happens, but | think it is not the rule.

2. It was his idea that there is such a thing fisstthand opinion; an original
opinion; an opinion which is coldly reasoned ouaiman’s head, by a searching
analysis of the facts involved, with the heart omgulted, and the jury room closed
against outside influences. It may be that suchopmion has been borne
somewhere, at some time or other, but | suppoget iaway before they could catch
it and stuff it and put it in the museum.

| am persuaded that a coldly-thought-out and inddeet verdict upon a
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fashion in clothes, or manners, or literature, olitigs, or religion, or any other
matter that is projected into the field of our getand interest, is a most rare thing —
if it has indeed ever existed.

A new thing in costume appears — the flaring h&opdor example — and the
passers-by are shocked, and the irreverent laughm8nths later everybody is
reconciled; the fashion has established itsei§ @admired, now, and is happy in it.
Why? Was the resentment reasoned out? Was thetaccepeasoned out? No. The
instinct that moves to conformity did the work.idtour nature to conform; it is a
force which not many can successfully resist. Wistits seat? The inborn
requirement of self - approval. We all have to ldowthat; there are no exceptions.
Even the woman who refuses from first to last tami#e hoopskirt comes under
that law and is its slave; she could not wear k& and have her own approval; and
that shemusthave, she cannot help herself. But as a rule elfimapproval has its
source in but one place and not elsewhere — theyeglpof other people. A person
of vast consequences can introduce any kind of ltyouwe dress and the general
world will presently adopt it — moved to do it, the first place, by the natural
instinct to passively yield to that vague somethiagognized as authority, and in
the second place by the human instinct to trairh Wiite multitude and have its
approval. An empress introduced the hoopskirt, wedknow the result. If Eve
should come again, in her ripe renown, and reinitecher quaint styles — well, we
know what would happen. And we should be cruellypamassed, along at first.

The hoopskirt runs its course and disappears. diphbeasons about it. One
woman abandons the fashion; her neighbor notidesatid follows her lead; this
influences the next woman; and so on and so onpeesntly the skirt has vanished
out of the world, no one knows how nor why, noresafor that matter. It will come
again, by and by and in due course will go again.

Twenty-five years ago, in England, six or eighb&glasses stood grouped by
each person’s plate at a dinner party, and theg weed, not left idle and empty; to-
day there are but three or four in the group, dredaverage guest sparingly uses

about two of them. We have not adopted this newidasyet, but we shall do it
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presently. We shall not think it out; we shall nigreonform, and let it go at that.
We get our notions and habits and opinions fronsidatinfluences; we do not have
to study them ouit.

Our table manners, and company manners, and shaaters change from
time to time, but the changes are not reasonedwaitnerely notice and conform.
We are creatures of outside influences; as a releovnot think, we only imitate.
We cannot invent standards that we stick; what wstake for standards are only
fashions, and perishable. We may continue to adthem, but we drop the use of
them. We notice this in literature. Shakespeai e standard, and fifty years ago we
used to write tragedies which we couldn’t tell frenfrom somebody else’s; but we
don’t do it any more, now. Our prose standard,glgqearters of a century ago, was
ornate and diffuse; some authority or other changedn the direction of
compactness and simplicity, and conformity followesithout argument. The
historical novel starts up suddenly, and sweepdath@. Everybody writes one, and
the nation is glad. We had historical novels beftmg nobody read them, and the
rest of us conformed — without reasoning it out. & conforming in the other way,
now, because it is another case of everybody.

The outside influences are always pouring in upsnand we are always
obeying their orders and accepting their verdi€tsee Smiths like the new play; the
Joneses go to see it, and they copy the SmithateMorals, religions, politics, get
their following from surrounding influences and aspheres, almost entirely; not
from study, not from thinking. A man must and wikve his first approval first of
all, in each and every moment and circumstancesolife — even if he must repent
of a self-approved act the moment after its comimissin order to get his self-
approval again: but, speaking in general terms,aa’snself-approval in the large
concerns of his life has its source in the appro¥dhe peoples about him, and not
in a searching personal examination of the matt®lohammedans are
Mohammedans because they are born and reared ahairgpct, not because they
have thought it out and can furnish sound reasondbéing Mohammedans; we

know why Catholics are Catholics; why Presbyteriaaie Presbyterians; why
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Baptists are Baptists; why Mormons are Mormons; \ligves are thieves; why
monarchists are monarchists; why Republicans agpebieans and Democrats,
Democrats. We know it is a matter of associatioth sympathy, not reasoning and
examination; that hardly a man in the world hagpimion upon morals, politics, or
religion which he got otherwise than through hisoasations and sympathies.
Broadly speaking, there are none but corn-poneiamsn And broadly speaking,
corn-pone stands for self-approval. Self-approwalacquired mainly from the
approval of other people. The result is conformBpmetimes conformity has a
sordid business interest — the bread-and-butteraat — but not in most cases, |
think. | think that in the majority of cases ituaconscious and not calculated; that it
is born of the human being’s natural yearning emndtwell with his fellows and
have their inspiring approval and praise — a yegnvhich is commonly so strong
and so insistent that it cannot be effectuallystesi, and must have its way.

A political emergency brings out the corn-ponenam in fine force in its two
chief varieties — the pocketbook variety, which hasrigin in self-interest, and the
bigger variety, the sentimental variety — the oriectv can’t bear to be outside the
pale; can't bear to be in disfavor; can't endure #werted face and the cold
shoulder; wants to stand well with his friends, tgao be smiled upon, wants to be
welcome, wants to hear the precious wordse’s on the right track!” Uttered,
perhaps by an ass, but still an ass of high degreass whose approval is gold and
diamonds to a smaller ass, and confers glory angbrh@nd happiness, and
membership in the herd. For these gauds many a wmardump his life-long
principles into the street, and his conscience gqalaith them. We have seen it
happen. In some millions of instances.

Men think they think upon great political quessprand they do; but they
think with their party, not independently; they deigs literature, but not that of the
other side; they arrive at convictions, but they drawn from a partial view of the
matter in hand and are of no particular value. Thagrm with party, they feel with
their party, they are happy in their party’s ap@ipand where the party leads they
will follow, whether the right and honor, or thrdudplood and dirt and a mush of
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mutilated morals.

In our late canvass half of the nation passiopdtelieved that in silver lay
salvation, the other half as passionately belietad that way lay destruction. Do
you believe that tenth part of people, on eithedeshad any rational excuse for
having an opinion about the matter at all? | stddieat mighty question to the
bottom — came out empty. Half of our people pasgrly believe in high tariff, the
other half believe otherwise. Does this mean samyexamination, or only feeling?
The latter, | think. | have deeply studied thatsjigs, too — and didn’t arrive. We all
do no end of feeling, and we mistake it for thirgkiPAnd out of it we get an
aggregation which we consider a boon. Its nameuldip opinion. It is held in

reverence. It settles everything. Some think it\oece of God.
1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

abandon (v), adopt (v), boomer (n), boon (n), baek&), confer (v),
conform (v), conformity (n), dump (v), emergency, (faring (a), gaud (n), herd
(n), hoopskirt (n), impudent (a), irreverent (aysk (n), prosperity (n), pulpit (n),
guaint (a), rear (v), reward (n), salvation (nWwg&), sect (n), sordid (a), track (n),
woodpile (n), yield (v)

to arrive at conviction, to be impressed upon sadgbto be reasoned out,
to be reconciled, to be on the right track, breadHautter interest, by calculation,

to come under law, to slip in

2. Explain and expand on the followm

1. To me he was a wonder. | believed he was the gteatator in the United States
and would some day be heard from. But it did nqipea; in the distribution of
rewards he was overlooked. It is the way in thislévo

2. It was his idea that a man conforms to the nigjariew of his locality by
calculation and intention. This happens, but Ikhins not the rule.

3. It was his idea that there is such a thing dss&hand opinion; an original
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opinion; an opinion which is coldly reasoned outairman’s head, by a searching
analysis of the facts involved, with the heart omsulted, and the jury room closed
against outside influences. It may be that suchopmion has been borne
somewhere, at some time or other, but | suppoget iaway before they could catch
it and stuff it and put it in the museum.

4. 1 am persuaded that a coldly-thought-out aneépetdent verdict upon a fashion
in clothes, or manners, or literature, or politimsreligion, or any other matter that is
projected into the field of our notice and inteyasta most rare thing — if it has
indeed ever existed.

5. The instinct that moves to conformity did therkvdt is our nature to conform; it
Is a force which not many can successfully resist.

6. A person of vast consequences can introducdiadyof novelty in dress and the
general world will presently adopt it — moved to ioin the first place, by the
natural instinct to passively yield to that vaguensthing recognized as authority,
and in the second place by the human instinctia twith the multitude and have its
approval.

7. We get our notions and habits and opinions foutside influences; we do not
have to study them out.

8. Morals, religions, politics, get their followinfgom surrounding influences and
atmospheres, almost entirely; not from study, nminfthinking.

9. And broadly speaking, corn-pone stands for agffroval. Self-approval is
acquired mainly from the approval of other peoplee result is conformity.

10. Men think they think upon great political quess, and they do; but they think
with their party, not independently; they readlitisrature, but not that of the other
side; they arrive at convictions, but they are drdwm a partial view of the matter

in hand and are of no particular value.
2. Paraphrase the following sentences from the text

1. He was a gay and impudent and satirical and déligjwung black man — a

slave — who daily preached sermons from the topi®imaster’'s woodpile, with
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me the sole audience. He imitated the pulpit stylthe several clergymen of the
village, and did it well, and with fine passion amkrgy.

2. He interrupted his preaching, now and then to satick of wood; but the
sawing was a pretense — he did it with his moutlcty imitating the sound the
bucksaw makes in shrieking its way through the wdd it served its purpose; it
kept the master from coming out to see how the wa@k getting along.

3.  The black philosopher’'s idea was that a man isma#pendent, and cannot
afford views which might interfere with his breaddabutter. If he would prosper,
he must train with the majority; in matters of larghoment, like politics and
religion, he must think and feel with the bulk af heighbors, or suffer damage in
his social standing and in his business prospsritie must restrict himself to
corn-pone opinions — at least on the surface.

4.  Even the woman who refuses from first to last t@mthe hoopskirt comes
under that law and is its slave; she could not wbkarskirt and have her own
approval; and that shmusthave, she cannot help herself. But as a rule elfiir s
approval has its source in but one place and setwlere — the approval of other
people.

5.  Our table manners, and company manners, and sta@@ters change from
time to time, but the changes are not reasonednauitnerely notice and conform.
We are creatures of outside influences; as a relelovnot think, we only imitate.
We cannot invent standards that we stick; what wstake for standards are only
fashions, and perishable.

6. In our late canvass half of the nation passiondielieved that in silver lay
salvation, the other half as passionately belidhatl that way lay destruction. Do
you believe that tenth part of people, on eithdeshad any rational excuse for
having an opinion about the matter at all? | stddieat mighty question to the

bottom — came out empty.

4. Questions of method and strategy
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1. Characterize the essay under study: classify itgawvlits essence.

2. What kind of friend did the author of the eshaye many years ago? Why was
he a wonder to the author of the essay?

3. What did the black “philosopher” speak aboutdMlid the author of the essay
think that he did not go far enough in his phildsgpWhat were his reasons?

4. Comment on the words: 1. “We are creatures tdidel influences; as a rule we
do not think, we only imitate.” 2. “The outside luénces are always pouring in
upon us, and we are always obeying their ordersaaoeépting their verdicts.”

5. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,
syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

6. Comment on the individual style of M. Twain. gt the final text interpretation.

William Henry Hudson (1841 — 1922)

Biographical Notes William Henry Hudson (August 4, 1841 — August 18,
1922) was an Argentine-British author, naturalistdaornithologist. Hudson was
born of U.S. parents living in Argentina. He spkist youth studying the local flora
and fauna and observing both natural and human @wrmon what was then a
lawless frontier. He settled in England in 1869. ldeoduced a series of
ornithological studies, including “Argentine Ornalogy” (1888 — 1899) and
“British Birds” (1895), and later achieved fame Wwithis books on the English
countryside, including “Hampshire Days” (1903) afdfoot in England”(1909),
which helped foster and back to nature movemethefl920s and 1930s. He was
founder member of the Royal Society for the Prmteadf Birds. His best known
novel is “Green Mansions”(1904), and his best knoamd loved non-fiction is
“Far Away and Long Ago” (1931). In Argentina heasnsidered to belong to the
national literature as Guillermo Enrique Hudsonetibpanish translation of his
name. A town in Berazategui Partido and severaleotpublic places and

institutions are named after him.
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Apple Blossom in a Lost Village

The apple has not come to its perfection this seasdil the middle of May;
even here, in this west country, the very homenhefdpirit of the apple tree! Now it
Is, or seems, all the more beautiful because daieness, and of an April of snow
and sleet and east winds, the bitter feeling otwis hardly yet out of our blood. If
| could recover the image of all the flowering apptees | have ever looked
delightedly at, adding those pictured by poets padhters, including that one
beneath which Fiammetta is standing, forever, Wit fresh glad face almost too
beautiful for earth, looking out as from pink andit® clouds of the multitudinous
blossoms — if | could see all that, indescribabléts loveliness, it is like all other
sights in nature which wake in us a sense of tpersiatural. Undoubtedly the
apple trees seem more beautiful to us than alr dtlessoming trees, in all lands we
have visited, just because it is so common, soeausal — | mean in this west
country — so familiar a sight to everyone from mdg, on which account it has
more associations of a tender and beautiful kirehtthe others. For however
beautiful it may be intrinsically, the greatnessarghof the charm is due to the
memories that have come to be part of and one wviththe forgotten memories
they may be called. For they mostly refer to apfiarod in our lives, to our early
years, to days and events that were happy andTéedevents themselves have
faded from the mind, but they registered an emotomulative in its effect, which
endures and revives from time to time and is thdefinable feeling, that tender
melancholy and “divine despair,” and those idlergeaf which the poet says, ‘I
know not what they mean,” which gather to the egtethe sight of happy autumn

fields and of all lovely natural sights familiapm of old.

To-day, however, looking at the apple blossom#&d the most beautifying
associations and memories not in a far-off padtjrbuisionary apple trees seen no

longer ago than last autumn!
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And this how it comes about. In this red and greamntry of Devon | am apt
to meet with adventures quite unlike those expeadrin other countries, only they
are mostly adventures of the spirit.

Lying awake at six o’clock last October, in Exetand seeing it was a grey
misty morning, my inclination was to sleep agaironly dozed and was in the
twilight condition when the mind is occupied wittlle images and is now in the
waking world, now in the dreamland. A thought oé ttivers in the red and green
country floated through my brain — of the Clyst aimathers; then of the villages
on the Clyst; of Broadclyst, Clyst St. Mary, ChySt. Lawrence, finally of Clyst
Hyden; and although dozing | half laughed to retmenhow | went searching for
that same village last May and how | wouldn’t askway of anyone, just because
it was Clyst Hyden, because the name of thae IHtlden rustic village had been
written in the hearts of some who had passed awem@y &go, far from home: - how
then could | fail to find it? — It would draw myétlike a magnet.

| remembered how | searched among deep lanes, thapors and rows of
ancient hedgerow elms, and how | found its litheich and thatched cottages at
last, covered with ivy and roses and creeps, all white and pink cloud of apple
blossoms. Searching for it had been great fun e it a delightful experience;
why not have the pleasure once more now that it Mag again and the apple
orchards in blossom? No sooner had | asked myselftiestion that | was on my
bicycle among those same deep lanes, with the tnkegges and the great
hedgerow elms shutting out a view of the countsarshing once more for the
village of Clyst Hyden. And as on the occasion,rgesgo it seemed, | would not
enquire my way of anyone. | had found it then forseif and was determined to do
S0 again, although | had set out with the vagukest as to the right direction.

But hours went by and | could not find it, and ndwwvas growing late.
Through a gap in the hedge | saw the great redegtdbthe sun quite near the

horizon, and immediately after seeing it | was maarow road with a green border,
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which stretched away straight before me furthen theould see. Then the thatched
cottages of a village came into sight; all wereame side of the road, and the
setting sun flaming through the trees had kindlzmbrand trees and cottages to a

shining golden flame.

“Thisis it!” | cried. “ This is my little lost age found again, and it is well |
found it so late in the day, for now it looks ld¢i&® even the loveliest old village in

Devon than one in Fairyland, or in Beulah.

When | came near it that sunset splendor did ases pff and it was indeed
like no earthly village; then people came out frdm houses to gaze at me, and
they too were like people glorified with the sunBght and their faces shone as
they advanced hurriedly to meet me, pointing whkirt hands and talking and
laughing excitedly as if my arrival among them hiagen an event of great
importance. In a moment they surrounded and crowdedd me, and sitting still
among them looking from radiant face to face |eigth found my speech and
exclaimed, “O how beautiful!”

Then a girl pressed forward from among the othems, putting up her hand
she placed it on my temple, the fingers restingmynforehead; and gazing with a
strange earnestness in my eyes she said: “Be&utfuDnly that! Do you see

nothing more?”

| answered, looking back into her eyes: “Yes -hihk there is something
more but | don’t know what it is. Does it come frgmmu — your eyes — your voice,

all this that is passing in my mind?”
“What is passing in your mind?” she asked.

“I don’t know. Thoughts — perhaps memories: huddrghousands — they

come and go like lightning so that | can’t arrésnh — not even one!”
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She laughed, and the laugh was like her eyes angdice and the touch of
her hand on my temples. Was it sad or glad? | demidw, but it was the most
beautiful sound | had ever heard, yet it seemedlitamand stirred me in the

strangest way.
“Let me think!” | said.

“Yes, think!” they all together cried laughinglgnd then instantly when |
cast my eyes down there was a perfect stillness they were all holding their

breath and watching me.

That sudden strange stillness startled me: | liftgdeyes and they were gone
— the radiant beautiful people who had surroundst! iaterrogated me, and with
them their shining golden village, had all vanish€dere was no village, no deep
green lanes and pink and white clouds of applesbios, and it was not May, it was
late October and | was lying in bed in Exeter sgéimmough the window the red and

grey roofs and chimneys and pale misty white sky.
1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

hedgerow (n), intrinsically (adv), kindle (v), mtidinous (a), sleet (n), splendor
(n), thatched (a)

all the more, to be apt to do something, to presward from among

somebody.
2. Explain and expand on the following

1. If | could recover the image of all the flowagiapple trees | have ever looked
delightedly at, adding those pictured by poets padhters, including that one
beneath which Fiammetta is standing, forever, Wit fresh glad face almost too
beautiful for earth, looking out as from pink andit@ clouds of the multitudinous
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blossoms — if | could see all that, indescribabléts loveliness, it is like all other

sights in nature which wake in us a sense of thersatural.

2. Undoubtedly the apple trees seem more beatwifus than all other blossoming

trees, in all lands we have visited, just becatiseso common, so universal ...

3. For however beautiful it may be intrinsicalllietgreatness share of the charm is
due to the memories that have come to be part @fome with it — thdorgotten
memorieghey may be called.

4. In this red and green country of Devon | amtapineet with adventures quite
unlike those experienced in other countries, ohgytare mostly adventures of the

spirit.

5. | only dozed and was in the twilight conditiotnem the mind is occupied with

idle images and is now in the waking world, nowha dreamland.

6. And as on the occasion, years ago it seemeadhuldanot enquire my way of
anyone. | had found it then for myself and was mhaiteed to do so again, although

| had set out with the vaguest idea as to the dglettion.

7. “This is it!” | cried. “This is my little loswillage found again, and it is well |
found it so late in the day, for now it looks léi&® even the loveliest old village in
Devon than one in Fairyland, or in Beulah.

8. “What is passing in your mind?” she asked. “h‘tl&know. Thoughts — perhaps
memories: hundreds, thousands — they come andkgdidhtning so that | can'’t

arrest them — not even one!”

9. There was no village, no deep green lanes amkl gnd white clouds of apple
blossoms, and it was not May, it was late Octoloer lavas lying in bed in Exeter
seeing through the window the red and grey roof$ @mmneys and pale misty
white sky.
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3. Paraphrase the following sentences from thext

1. Now it is, or seems, all the more beautiful becaoisés lateness, and of an
April of snow and sleet and east winds, the bitelfing of which is hardly yet out

of our blood.

2. The events themselves have faded from the routdhey registered an emotion,

cumulative in its effect, which endures and revifresn time to time ...

3. To-day, however, looking at the apple blossomfsnd the most beautifying
associations and memories not in a far-off padtjrbuisionary apple trees seen no

longer ago than last autumn!

4. And as on the occasion, years ago it seemeduldwnot enquire my way of
anyone. | had found it then for myself and was mhaiteed to do so again, although

| had set out with the vaguest idea as to the dglettion.

5. Then a girl pressed forward from among the athand putting up her hand she
placed it on my temple, the fingers resting on ragehead; and gazing with a
strange earnestness in my eyes she said: “Be&utifahly that! Do you see nothing

more?”

6. That sudden strange stiliness startled metddimy eyes and they were gone —
the radiant beautiful people who had surrounded iatetrogated me, and with

them their shining golden village, had all vanished

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.
2. What place does the author think to be the hointiee spirit of the apple tree?

3. What sights in nature wake in people the senseupkrmatural? Why do

blossoming apple trees awake forgotten memories?
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4. Why do people sometimes shed idle tears the imgaof which nobody

understands?

5. What associations and memories did the authee k@oking one day at apple

blossoms?

6. Why was the village Clyst Hyden so dear to théhar's heart? How did he

manage to find it a year ago?
7. Comment on the author’s dream.

8. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,

syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

9. Comment on W.H. Hudson’s individual style of.es&nt the final text

interpretation.

William Faulkner (1897 — 1962)

Biographical notes William Faulkner was born in New Albany, Missiigsip
in 1897, as the Old South lay already dying. Whaallkher himself lay dying, in
1962 in Oxford, Mississippi — the lifelong home tthHaaulkner’'s novels had
mythologized into the Southern Camelot —the Oldisotirural communities, close
family ties, and traditional values was being resgted as the prosperous, more
materialistic, industrialized New South. Comingagfe as a writer in this time of
cultural transition, Faulkner came to understandt ramly his native South but
America as well.

Faulkner dropped out of the University of Misggsiafter his freshman year
to travel and work at odd jobs. Although he appdame the surface to be a loafer
(he was fired from his post-office job at Ole Missinattentiveness) and a drifter,

he was on a deeper level hard at work, writing eaariting the novels for which he

65



was to be awarded the Nobel Prize for literaturd850: “The Sound and the Fury
(1929), “As | Lay Dying”’(1930), “Light in August’(234), “Absalom,
Absalom”(1936), and “Go Down, Moses” (1942). Hiseliary success came late,
and with great difficulty, for Faulkner’s innova#istyle, sympathetic stand on racial
integration, bizarre characters, and sometimes agosal subject matter initially
shocked the public (in 1930 one editor rejectedri@aary”, saying if he published
it “we’d both be in jail”) and repelled the crit

Faulkner’s writing is characterized by two stylesffen intermingled. His
Informal style employs simple vocabulary and shtiayward syntax; his fare more
formal style, in which “The American Dream” was tten, has long complicated
sentences expressing complex and sometimes segnuogtradictory ideas
intended to reflect the complexity and intensitjtloé human heart in conflict with
itself”.

The American Dream

This was the American Dream: a sanctuary on thi éar individual man: a
condition in which he could be free not only of tleé& established closed-
corporation hierarchies of arbitrary power whicld leppressed him as a mass, but
free of that mass into which the hierarchies ofrchwand state had compressed and
held him individually thrilled and individually ingient.

A dream simultaneous among the separate indivgdofamen so asunder and
scattered as to have no contact to match dreambayes among the old nations of
the Old World which existed as nations not on eitghip but subjectship, which
endured only on the premise of size and docilityhef subject mass; the individual
men and women who said as with one simultaneouvtiVe will establish a new
land where man can assume that every individual maot the mass of men but an
individual man — has inalienable right to individleignity and freedom within a
fabric of individual courage and honorable work amatual responsibility.”

Not just an idea but a condition: a living humamdition designed be coeval

with the birth of American itself, engendered ceglbdnd simultaneous with the very
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birth of America itself, engendered created anduisneous with the very air and
word America, which at that one stroke, one instahobuld cover the whole earth
with one simultaneous suspiration like air or lighind it was, it did: radiating
outward to cover even the old weary repudiatetitstilled nation, until individual
men everywhere, who had no more than heard the ,nitnalone knew where
America was, could respond to it, lifting up notlyotheir hearts but the hopes too
which until now they did not know — or anyway damat remember — that they
possessed.

A condition in which every man would not only nm¢ a king, he wouldn’t
even want to be one. He wouldn’t even need to bditheneed to be the equal of
kings because now he was free of kings and alt gwiilar congeries; free not only
of the symbols but of the old arbitrary hierarchiremselves which the pupper-
symbols represented — courts and cabinets andtasiand schools — to which he
had been valuable nor as an individual but onlytlt integer, his value
compounded in that immutable ratio to his sheerdiess numbers, that animal
increase of his will-less and docile mass.

The dream, the hope, the condition which our ftredrs, did not bequeath to
us, their heirs and assigns, but rather bequeatbetheir successors, to the dream
and hope. We were not even given the chance thandept or decline the dream,
for the reason that the dream already owned anskpsed us at birth. It was not our
heritage because we were its, we ourselves hawr@diii successive generations to
the dream by the idea of the dream. And not only tiweir sons born and bred in
America, but men born and bred in the old aliepudkated lands, also felt that
breath, that air, heard that promise, that prafiet there was such a thing as hope
for individual man. And the old nations themselh&s,old and so long-fixed in the
old concepts of man as to have thought themselegsnd all hope of change,
making oblation to that new dream of that new cphoef man by gifts of
monuments and devices to mark the portals of thalienable right and hope:
“There is room for you here from about the eartn,dll ye individually homeless,

individually oppressed, individually unindividuadg.”...
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. That dream was man’s aspiration in the true nmgarof the word
aspiration. It was not merely the blind and voissl&éope of his heart: it was the
actual inbreathe of the lungs, his lights, hisnlgviand unsleeping metabolism, so
that we actually lived the Dream. We did not livethe dream: we lived the Dream
itself, just as we do not merely live in air andr@te, but we live Air and Climate;
we ourselves individually representative of the ddne the Dream itself actually
audible in the strong uninhibited voices which weot afraid to speakliché at the
very top of them, givingliché-avatars of “Give me liberty or give me death” or
“This to be self-evident that all individual men ne@ecreated equal in one mutual
right to freedom” which had never lacked for trattyway, assuming that hope and
dignity are truth, a validity and immediacy absotyithem even ofliché.

That was the Dream: not man created equal in theesthat he was created
black or white or brown or yellow and hence doonmeevocably to that for the
remainder of his days — or rather, not doomed weitfuality but blessed with
equality, himself lifting no hand but instead lyiogrled and drowsing in the warm
and airless bath of it like the yet-wombed embiyat liberty in which to have an
equal start at equality with all other men, andedi@m in which to defend and
preserve that equality by means of the individualrage and the honorable work
and the mutual responsibility. Then we lost ialandoned us, which had supported
and protected and defended us while our new natfonew concepts of human
existence got a firm enough foothold to stand ea@obng the nations of the earth,
demanding nothing of us in return save to remerabeays that, being alive, it was
therefore perishable and so must be held alwalseiunceasing responsibility and
vigilance of courage and honor and pride and hiynmilt is gone now. We dosed,
slept, and it abandoned us. And in that vacuum th@ne sound no longer the strong
loud voices not merely unafraid but not even awhet fear existed, speaking in
mutual unification of one mutual hope and will. Base now what we hear is a
cacophony of terror and conciliation and compromisabbling only the
mouthsounds; the loud and empty words which we leavasculated of all meaning

whatever — freedom, democracy, patriotism — withclwhawakened at last, we try

68



in desperation to hide from ourselves that loss ...

1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

alien (a), arbitrary (a), aspiration (n), assign, @ssume (v), asunder (v),
avatar (n), babble (v), bequeath (v), coeval (@nparess (v), decline (v), dignity (n),
docile (a), docility (n), embryo (n), endure (engendered (a), fabric (n), heritage
(n), hierarchy (n), humility (n), immutable (a), aifenable (a), integer (n),
irrevocably (adv), metabolism (n), oblation (n)ripkable (a), portal (n), premise
(n), puppet-symbol (n), ratio (n), repudiated (@atter (v), sheer (a), stroke (n),
validity (n), vigilance (n)

to hold somebody thrilled, to be bred

3. Explain and expand on the following
1. This was the American Dream: a sanctuary on thi éar individual man: ...

2. ...the individual men and women who said as with omeisaneous voice: “We
will establish a new land where man can assumeetlaty individual man — not the
mass of men but an individual man — has inalienagld to individual dignity and

freedom ...”

3. The dream, the hope, the condition which our fdhefies, did not bequeath to us,
their heirs and assigns, but rather bequeathetheis,successors, to the dream and

hope.

4. And not only we, their sons born and bred in Ao@e but men born and bred in
the old alien ‘repudiated lands, also felt thaabrethat air, heard that promise, that

proffer that there was such a thing as hope faviddal man.

5. ... That dream was man’s aspiration in the truammg of the word aspiration.
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6. We did not live in the dream: we lived the Dreself, just as we do not merely

live in air and climate, but we live Air and Clineat...

7. ... liberty in which to have an equal start at &y with all other men, and
freedom in which to defend and preserve that etyuali means of the individual

courage and the honorable work and the mutual regpitty.

8. We dosed, slept, and it abandoned us. And inviaauum now there sound no
longer the strong loud voices not merely unafraid bot even aware that fear

existed, speaking in mutual unification of one nalituope and will.

9. ... now what we hear is a cacophony of terror @mttiliation and compromise
babbling only the mouthsounds; the loud and emptyd® which we have
emasculated of all meaning whatever — freedom, desmy, patriotism — with

which, awakened at last, we try in desperationde from ourselves that loss ...

3. Paraphrase the following sentences from thext

1. A dream simultaneous among the separate individofaleen so asunder and
scattered as to have no contact to match dreambages among the old nations of
the Old World which existed as nations not on eitghip but subjectship, which
endured only on the premise of size and docilitthefsubject mass; ...

2. Not just an idea but a condition: a living humamdition designed be coeval
with the birth of American itself, engendered ceelaand simultaneous with the
very birth of America itself, engendered created simultaneous with the very air
and word America, which at that one stroke, on¢aimts should cover the whole

earth with one simultaneous suspiration like ailigit.

3. And the old nations themselves, so old and sg-fixed in the old concepts of

man as to have thought themselves beyond all hbpaamge, making oblation to
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that new dream of that new concept of man by giftsmonuments and devices to
mark the portals of that inalienable right and hdpéere is room for you here from
about the earth, for all ye individually homeldasslividually oppressed, individually

unindividualised.”...

4. That was the Dream: not man created equal in theesihat he was created black
or white or brown or yellow and hence doomed ircaldy to that for the remainder

of his days — or rather, not doomed with equality idessed with equality, ...

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.

2. What was the American Dream like? What kind @ivrland did people want to
establish? What position must an individual persocupy in a new society?

3. Was the American Dream bequeathed to the Amesibg their forefathers? Was
it their heritage?

4. What kind of liberty must exist in any civilizetciety?

5. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,

syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

6. Comment on the individual style of W. Faulknétresent the final text

interpretation.

Elwyn &oks White (1898-1985)

Biographical NotesElwyn Brooks White (July 12, 1899 - October 1, 1985
was an American essayist, author, and noted progets He is most famous
today for a writers' style guide, The Elements tyle$ and for three children's
books generally considered to be classics of #id.fi

White was born in Mount Vernon, New York and graedidrom Cornell
University with a Bachelor of Arts degree in 19Bik. spent several years working

as a newspaper writer and ad man before returnodléw York City in 1924 and
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published his first article in the newly foundeceThew Yorker magazine in 1925,
then joined the staff in 1927. This made him maeérdamous for the next six
decades as he produced a long series of essaysuasmgned "Notes and
Comments" that were widely read as the magazinev gre influence. He
gradually became the most important contributdr Tthe New Yorker” at a time
when it was arguably the most important Americéerdry magazine. He served
as a columnist for “Harper's Magazine” from 1938 1943. In the late 1930s he
turned his hand to children's fiction on behalfaohiece. His first children's book
“Stuart Little” was published in 1945, and Charlotte's Web appkane1952.
Both were highly acclaimed, and in 1970 jointly wibbie Laura Ingalls Wilder
Medal, a major prize in the field of children'seliiture. In the same year, he
published his third children's novel,” The Trumpst the Swan” In 1959 he
edited and updated the classic The Elements oé.S@tiginally written and
published in 1918 by William Strunk Jr, the boolaisandbook of grammatical
and stylistic dos and don'ts for written Americamgksh. White had studied under
Strunk while at Cornell in the years following WbWar I. Further editions of the
work followed in 1972, 1979, and 2000. It is a slam accessory for students and
writers. White's style was stereotypically "Yankeety, understated, thoughtful,
and informed. He was widely regarded as a mastéheEtnglish language, noted
for clear, well-constructed, and charming prose. 1878 he was awarded a
special Pulitzer Prize for his work as a whole. @thwards he received included
a Presidential Medal of Freedom in 1963, and memsiips in a variety of
literary societies throughout the United Statesité&/married Katharine Sergeant
Angell in 1929, also an editor at the magazine aathor (as Katharine White) of
“Onward and Upward in the GardénHe died on October 1, 1985 of Alzheimer's

disease at his farm home in North Brookline, Maine.

Once More to the Lake
One summer, along about 1904, my father rentedh@ ca a lake in Maine (1)
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and took us all therler the month of August. We all got ringworm from sokiteens

and had to rub Pond's Extract (2) on our arms egsl hight and morning, and my
father rolled over in a canoe with all his clotloes but outside of that the vacation
was a success and from then on none of us evgyiththere was any place in the
world like that lake in Maine. We returned sumnfegrasummer—always on August
1 for one month. | have since become a salt-wagar, fout sometimes in summer
there are days when the restlessness of the tidetha fearful cold of the sea water
and the incessant wind which blows across theraiter and into the evening make
me wish for the placidity of a lake in the woodsfetv weeks ago this feeling got so
strong | bought myself a couple of bass hooks asplraner and returned to the lake

where we used to go, for a week's fishing andwsiteld haunts.

| took along my son, who had never had any freslemg his nose and who
had seen lily pads only from train windows. On jth@ney over to the lake | began
to wonder what it would be like. | wondered how diwould have marred this
unique, this holy spot—the coves and streams, ittsetimat the sun set behind, the
camps and the paths behind the camps. | was satr¢éhthtarred road would have
found it out and | wondered in what other ways aild be desolated. It is strange
how much you can remember about places like thes# gou allow your mind to
return into the grooves which lead back. You renm@&malne thing, and that suddenly
reminds you of another thing. | guess | remembelestest of all the early mornings,
when the lake was cool and motionless, remembenedtie bedroom smelled of the
lumber it was made of and of the wet woods whoseatsntered through the screen.
The partitions in the camp were thin and did noemd clear to the top of the rooms,
and as | was always the first up | would dresdyssit as not to wake the others, and
sneak out into the sweet outdoors and start aieircanoe, keeping close along the
shore in the long shadows of the pines. | remerddegag very careful never to rub

my paddle against the gunwale for fear of distuyltive stillness of the cathedral.

The lake had never been what you would call a iaké. There were cottages

sprinkled around the shores, and it was in farnaittigpugh the shores of the lake
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were quite heavily wooded. Some of the cottages wened by nearby farmers, and
you would live at the shore and eat your mealfhatfarmhouse. That's what our
family did. But although it wasn't wild, it was aifly large and undisturbed lake and
there were places in it which, to a child at leasemed infinitely remote and

primeval.

| was right about the tar: it led to wittmalf a mile of the shore. But when | got
back there, with my boy, and we settled into a caesr a farmhouse and into the
kind of summertime | had known, | could tell thatvas going to be pretty much the
same as it had been before—I knew it, lying in thedfirst morning, smelling the
bedroom, and hearing the boy sneak quietly ouganaif along the shore in a boat. |
began to sustain the illusion that he was |, aatetore, by simple transposition, that
| was my father. This sensation persisted, kegpeng up all the time we were there.
It was not an entirely new feeling, but in thigtisetit grew much stronger. | seemed
to be living a dual existence. | would be in theldie of some simple act, | would be
picking up a bait box or laying down a table faok,| would be saying something,
and suddenly it would be not | but my father whewaying the words or making

the gesture. It gave me a creepy sensation.

We went fishing the first morning. | feletlame damp moss covering the worms
in the bait can, and saw the dragonfly alight antix of my rod as it hovered a few
inches from the surface of the water. It was thiealrof this fly that convinced me
beyond any doubt that everything was as it alwaagk heen, that the years were a
mirage and there had been no years. The small wesesthe same, chucking the
rowboat under the chin as we fished at anchor tlaadboat was the same boat, the
same color green and the ribs broken in the saaeeql and under the floorboards
the same freshwater leavings and debris—the ddgchimite, the wisps of moss, the
rusty discarded fishhook, the dried blood from gety's catch. We stared silently at
the tips of our rods, at the dragonflies that camz wells. | lowered the tip of mine
into the water, tentatively, pensively dislodgihe fly, which darted two feet away,
poised, darted two feet back, and came to resh agkitle farther up the rod. There
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had been no years between the ducking of this dfiggend the other one—the one
that was part of memory. | looked at the boy, wias ailently watching his fly, and it
was my hands that held his rod, my eyes watchifaif dizzy and didn't know which

rod | was at the end of.

We caught two bass, hauling them in briskdythough they were mackerel,
pulling them over the side of the boat in a buslies manner without any landing
net, and stunning them with a blow on the backefitead. WWhen we got back for a
swim before lunch, the lake was exactly where wek |b# it, the same number of
inches from the dock, and there was only the mexggestion of a breeze. This
seemed an utterly enchanted sea, this lake yod éeaNe to its own devices for a
few hours and come back to, and find that it had stored, this constant and
trustworthy body of water. In the shallows, thekdavater-soaked sticks and twigs,
smooth and old, were undulating in clusters onbibttom against the clean ribbed
sand, and the track of the mussel was plain. A@dabfominnows swam by, each
minnow with its small, individual shadow, doublitige attendance, so clear and
sharp in the sunlight. Some of the other campers weswimming, along the shore,
one of them with a cake of soap, and the watetHgitand clear and insubstantial.
Over the years there had been this person witbake of soap, this cultist, and here

he was. There had been no years.

Up to the farmhouse to dinner through tleeniag, dusty field, the road under
our sneakers was only a two-track road. The mittdiek was missing, the one with
the marks of the hooves and the splotches of ditad; manure. There had always
been three tracks to choose from in choosing winazk to walk in; now the choice
was narrowed down to two. For a moment | missatblgithe middle alternative.
But the way led past the tennis court, and songthioout the way it lay there in the
sun reassured me; the tape had loosened alongctkénk, the alleys were green
with plantains and other weeds, and the net (ladtah June and removed in
September) sagged in the dry noon, and the whate @teamed with midday heat

and hunger and emptiness. There was a choice ofopidessert, and one was

75



blueberry and one was apple, and the waitresses tiversame country girls, there
having been no passage of time, only the illusion @as in a dropped curtain—the
waitresses were still fifteen; their hair had be@shed, that was the only difference-

they had been to the movies and seen the preiygih the clean hair.

Summertime, oh summertime, pattern of ligelible, the fade proof lake, the
woods unshatterable, the pasture with the sweeafat the juniper forever and ever,
summer without end; this was the background, aedifén along the shore was the
design, the cottages with their innocent and tréwdgsign, their tiny docks with the
flagpole and the American flag floating againstwiete clouds in the blue sky, the
little paths over the roots of the trees leadirggmfrcamp to camp and the paths
leading back to the outhouses and the can of lomeprinkling, and at the souvenir
counters at the store the miniature birch-bark earand the post cards that showed
things looking a little better than they lookedisTWas the American family at play,
escaping theity heat, wondering whether the newcomers at the carine &iead of
the cove were "common" or "nice," wondering whetihaevas true that the people
who drove up for Sunday dinner at the farmhousewaned away because there

wasn't enough chicken.

It seemed to me, as | kept remembering @l that those times and those
summers had been infinitely precious and worthngavihere had been jollity and
peace and goodness. The arriving (at the begirofil§ugust) had been so big a
business in itself, at the railway station the favagon drawn up, the first smell of
the pine-laden air, the first glimpse of the sngilfarmer, and the great importance of
the trunks and your father's enormous authorityuich matters, and the feel of the
wagon under you for the long ten-mile haul, andhat top of the last long hill
catching the first view of the lake after elevennths of not seeing this cherished
body of water. The shouts and cries of the othepeas when they saw you, and the
trunks to be unpacked, to give up their rich burd@mriving was less exciting
nowadays, when you sneaked up in your car and gp@rkeder a tree near the camp

and took out the bags and in five minutes it whe\ar, no fuss, no loud wonderful
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fuss about trunks.)

Peace and goodness and jollity. The onhgtkinat was wrong now, really, was
the sound of the place, an unfamiliar nervous saditide outboard motors. This was
the note that jarred, the one thing that would siones break the illusion and set the
years moving. In those other summer times, all isotere inboard; and when they
were at a little distance, the noise they madeansedative, an ingredient of summer
sleep. They were one-cylinder and two-cylinder ieegji and some were make-and-
break and some were jump-spark, but they all masleegy sound across the lake.
The one-lungers throbbed and fluttered, and tha&-twinder ones purred and
purred, and that was a quiet sound too. But nowdhepers all had outboards. In the
daytime, in the hot mornings, these motors madetaagmnt, irritable sound; at night,
in the still evening when the afterglow lit the emtthey whined about one's ears like
mosquitoes. My boy loved our rented outboard, aadyreat desire was to achieve
single-handed mastery over it, and authority, ardsbon learned the trick of
choking it a little (but not too much), and the umtinent of the needle valve.
Watching him | would remember the things you cadddwith the old one-cylinder
engine with the heavy flywheel, how you could héeating out of your hand if you
got really close to it spiritually. Motor boats timose days didn't have clutches, and
you would make a landing by shutting off the maibthe proper time and coasting
in with a dead rudder. But there was a way of ugrthem, if you learned the trick,
by cutting the switch and putting it on again elyach the final dying revolution of
the flywheel, so that it would kick back againstpression and begin reversing.
Approaching a dock in a strong following breezewds difficult to slow up
sufficiently by the ordinary coasting method, ahdaiboy felt he had complete
mastery over his motor, he was tempted to keemiting beyond its time and then
reverse it a few feet from the dock. It took a coetve, because if you threw the
switcha twentieth of a second too soon you would catetilyivheel when it still had
speed enough to go up past center, and the bodd veap ahead, charging bull-

fashion at the dock.
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We had a good week at the camp. The bass werg gt and the sun shone
endlessly, day after day. We would be tired attrégid lie down in the accumulated
heat of the little bedrooms after the long hot eag the breeze would stir almost
imperceptibly outside and the smell of the swanif idrthrough the rusty screens.
Sleep would come easily and in the morning thesopdrrel would be on the roof,
tapping out his gay routine. | kept rememberingngteg, lying in bed in the
mornings - the small steamboat that had a longdedirstern like the lip of a
Ubangi, and how quietly she ran on the moonliglts,sahen the older boys played
their mandolins and the girls sang and we ate duutgldipped in sugar, and how
sweet the music was on the water in the shiningthand what it had felt like to
think about girls then. After breakfast we would g to the store and the things
were in the same place—the minnows in a bottlephings and spinners disarranged
and pawed over by the youngsters from the boyspcéme Fig Newtons and the
Beeman's gum. Outside, the road was tarred andst@od in front of the store.
Inside, all was just as it had always been, exitegre was more Coca Cola and not
so much Moxie and root beer and birch beer ancsarnda. We would walk out
with a bottle of pop apiece and sometimes the popidvbackfire up our noses and
hurt. We explored the streams, quietly, where tinides slid off the sunny logs and
dug their way into the soft bottom; and we lay lo@ town wharf and fed worms to
the tame bass. Everywhere we went | had troublengadut which was |, the one

walking at my side, the one walking in my pants.

One afternoon while we were there at the¢ B thunderstorm came up. It was
like the revival of an old melodrama that | hadnsiemg ago with childish awe. The
second-act climax of the drama of the electricaiudbance over a lake in America
had not changed in any important respect. Thistiabig scene, still the big scene.
The whole thing was so familiar, the first feelin§ oppression and heat and a
general air around camp of not wanting to go vanafvay. In mid-afternoon (it was
all the same) a curious darkening of the sky, ahdl & everything that had made
life tick; and then the way the boats suddenly sywine other way at their moorings
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with the coming of a breeze out of the new quadad the premonitory rumble.
Then the kettle drum, then the snare, then thedrass and cymbals, then crackling
light against the dark, and the gods grinning acking their chops in the hills.

Afterward the calm, the rain steadily rustling e tcalm lake, the return of light and
hope and spirits, and the campers running outyiaal relief to go swimming in the
rain, their bright cries perpetuating the deathjeke about how they were getting
simply drenched, and the children screaming witigkleat the new sensation of
bathing in the rain, and the joke about gettinghcned linking the generations in a

strong indestructible chain. And the comedian, waded in carrying an umbrella.

When the others went swimming my son said he wam@go too. He pulled his
dripping trunks from the line where they had hulhtheough the shower, and wrung
them out. Languidly, and with no thought of goingliwatched him, his hard little
body, skinny and bare, saw him wince slightly agphked up around his vitals the
small, soggy, icy garment. As he buckled the swdllelt suddenly my groin felt the
chill of death.

Commentary

(1) Maine — onun u3 mraroB CIIIA, pacrnonoxkeH Ha Oepery ATIaHTUYECKOTO

okeaHa, rpannuut ¢ Kanamoit. (2) Pond’s Extract — nekapctBo ot crpuryiiero

JIMIIasi.

1.Words and word combinations to be memorized

bass (n), buckle (v), canoe (n), debris (n), @edl (a), fern (n), groove (n),
groin (n), gunwale (n), haunt (n), incessant @jelible (a), juniper (n), lumber (n),
mackerel (n), mar (v), minnow (n), moss (n), paddig partition (n), pensively
(adv), petulant (a), placidity (n), primeval (ah (n), ringworm (n), salt-water (a),
spinner (n), sprinkle (v), sustain (v), tar (n)ntaively (adv), undulate (v),

unshatterable (a), mussel (n)
to crop up, to haul in, to sneak out, to start @uschool of minnows
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2. Explain and expand on the follang

1. A few weeks ago this feeling got so strong | bougisself a couple of bass hooks
and a spinner and returned to the lake where wettosgo, for a week's fishing and

to revisit old haunts.

2. It is strange how much you can remember about plbice that once you allow

your mind to return into the grooves which leadkbac

3. ...lying in bed the first morning, smelling the bedmand hearing the boy sneak
quietly out and go off along the shore in a bo&iedan to sustain the illusion that he
was |, and therefore, by simple transposition, thatas my father. This sensation

persisted, kept cropping up all the time we weeeeth

4. | looked at the boy, who was silently watchingflyisand it was my hands that held

his rod, my eyes watching. | felt dizzy and dié&n'ow which rod | was at the end of.

5. Over the years there had been this person witbake of soap, this cultist, and here

he was. There had been no years.

6. Peace and goodness and jollity. The only thingwlees wrong now, really, was the
sound of the place, an unfamiliar nervous sounith@foutboard motors. This was the
note that jarred, the one thing that would sometibreak the illusion and set the years

moving.
7. We had a good week at the camp.

8. Languidly, and with no thought of going in, | wiagd him, his hard little body,
skinny and bare, saw him wince slightly as he dullp around his vitals the small,
soggy, icy garment. As he buckled the swollen siglidenly my groin felt the chill of
death.

3.Paraphrase the following sentences from the text
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1. On the journey over to the lake | began to womdmet it would be like. | wondered

how time would have marred this unique, this hplyts..

2. | have since become a salt-water man, but som@etin summer there are days
when the restlessness of the tides and the feeofdl of the sea water and the
incessant wind which blows across the afternoonitiocthe evening make me wish

for the placidity of a lake in the woods.

3. It was not an entirely new feeling, but in thetting it grew much stronger. | seemed

to be living a dual existence.

4. 1t was the arrival of this fly that convinced tieyond any doubt that everything was

as it always had been, that the years were a nmaragdjéhere had been no years.

5. Approaching a dock in a strong following breetewas difficult to slow up
sufficiently by the ordinary coasting method, anal boy felt he had complete mastery
over his motor, he was tempted to keep it runngphd its time and then reverse it a

few feet from the dock.

6. Everywhere we went | had trouble making out Whias |, the one walking at my

side, the one walking in my pants.

4. Questions of method astlategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.

2. Did father and his children enjoy their holidaty a lake in Maine one summer
along about 1904? What was this place like? Whytkdey return there summer
after summer for several years?

3. What made the author return to this place withdon many years lateif
what ways do White's physical descriptions of the lakel d@s surroundings
suggestvhy heloved the place? Analyze an example or two in wleatotion

Is created by style.
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4. Did father and son enjoy their holiday? How tthdy spend their time?

5. White says that he seemed to be living “a du@étence” as a father in the
present and as a son in the remembered life opélsé Point to some moments
when that dual existence seems most natural arsbrite when it seems more
difficult to maintain. What seems to explain th&atience to him and to you?

6. What makes the thunderstorm a good episode witlthwto end the essay?
What earlier themes does the moment collect andestifl

7. What do you make of the final sentence of theag® How is the earlier
extended theme of annihilated time related to asdlved at the end of the essay?
8. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,

syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

9. Comment on the author’s individual style. Préslea final text interpretation.

Robert Frot874 — 1963)

Biographical Notes.Named after the Confederate general, Robert (Lee)
Frost was born in San Francisco, where his Harvaducated father edited a
newspaper and unsuccessfully dabbled in politicdsemhis father died in 1885,
the family reclaimed its New England roots, moviagth the help of Frost's
grandfather, to Lawrence, Massachusetts, where tFpesformed brilliantly in
high school, sharing honors with his future wifaglier education at Darmouth
and then Harvard was short lived, though Frost wloldter acquire so many
honorary degrees he had patchwork quilts designgdball his academic hoods.
Success came slowly: after years of farming andhieg, Frost moved at the age
of thirty eight with his wife and four children England, desperately wanting to
launch a literary career. The plan worked. Frosbpshed his first two volumes of
poetry, “A Boy’'s Will” (1913) and “North of Boston{1914), to such acclaim that
he quickly found an American publisher and returt@dhe States as a leading
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poet courted by universities and the lecture circAithough Frosts family life
remained deeply troubled by infant deaths, insardgpression, and suicide, his
literary reputation flourished steadily and culmted in a popularity no other
American poet has ever experienced. Known primdaoly his poetry, Frost

nevertheless wrote many pithy, memorable essays.

The Figure a Poem Makes

ABSTRACTION is an old story with the philosophers, but it ha®ib like a
new toy in the hands of the artists of our day. Wag't we have any one quality of
poetry we choose by itself? We can have in thouen it will go hard if we can't
in practice. Our lives for it.

Granted no one but a humanist much cares how sopogm is if it is onla
sound. The sound is the gold in the ore. Then vilehave the sound out alone and
dispense with the inessential. We do till we maie discovery that the object in
writing poetry is to make all poems sound as ddiféras possible from each other,
and the resources for that of vowels, consonanisctpation, syntax, words,
sentences, meter are not enough. We need the fhedptext — meaning — subject
matter. That is the greatest help towards variiiythat can be done with words is
soon told. So also with meters — patrticularly inr danguage where there are
virtually but two, strict iambic and loose iambithe ancients with many were still
poor if they depended on meters for all tune. Ip&nful to watch our sprung-
rhythmists straining at the point of omitting orfeod from a foot for relief from
monotony. The possibilities for tune from the dréma@ones of meaning struck
across the rigidity of a limited meter are endle&sd we are back in poetry as
merely one more art of having something to sayndar unsound. Probably better
if sound, because deeper and from wider experience.

Then there is this wildness whereof it is spokeranf&d again that it has an

equal claim with sound to being a poem's bettdr Hat is a wild tune, it is a poem.
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Our problem then is, as modern abstractionisteat@ the wildness pure; to be wild
with nothing to be wild about. We bring up as ah&onists, giving way to
undirected associations and kicking ourselves fime chance suggestion to
another in all directions as of a hot afternoonhia life of a grasshopper. Theme
alone can steady us down. Just as the first mystasyhow a poem could have a
tune in such a straightness as meter, so the sengatéry is how a poem can
have wildness and at the same time a subject Hadlt Ise fulfilled.

It should be of the pleasure of a poem itself tbhtew it can. The figure a
poem makes. It begins in delight and ends in wisdbne figure is the same as
for love. No one can really hold that the ecstdsyutd be static and stand still in
one place. It begins in delight, it inclines to tinepulse, it assumes direction
with the first line laid down, it runs a course lotky events, and ends in a
clarification of life — not necessarily a greatrdi@ation, such as sects and cults
are founded on, but in a momentary stay againstusoon. It has denouement.
It has an outcome that though unforeseen was ptieddsfrom the first image
of the original mood — and indeed from the very whoti is but a trick poem
and no poem at all if the best of it was thoughfiist and saved for the last. It
finds its own name as it goes and discovers thewasing for it in some final
phrase at once wise and sad — the happy-sad bfehé drinking song.

No tears in the writer, no tears in the reader.sNgorise for the writer,
no surprise for the reader. For me the initial glgliis in the surprise of
remembering something | didn't know | knew. | amaiplace, in a situation, as
if | had materialized from cloud or risen out ofetlyround. There is a glad
recognition of the long lost and the rest follov&ep by step the wonder of
unexpected supply keeps growing. The impressionst mseful to my purpose
seem always those | was unaware of and so madeteooh at the time when
taken, and the conclusion is come to that like tgiane are always hurling
experience ahead of us to pave the future withragjdine day when we may want
to strike a line of purpose across it for somewhé&tee line will have the more

charm for not being mechanically straight. We enjog straight crookedness of
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a good walking stick. Modern instruments of premisare being used to make
things crooked as if by eye and hand in the oldsday

| tell how there may be a better wildness of lotijan of inconsequence.
But the logic is backward, in retrospect, after #ut. It must be more felt than
seen ahead like prophecy. It must be a revelatorg series of revelations, as
much for the poet as for the reader. For it to e there must have been the
greatest freedom of the material to move about amd to establish relations in it
regardless of time and space, previous relatich garrything but affinity. We prate
of freedom. We call our schools free because waairéree to stay away from them
till we are sixteen years of age. | have given ypdamocratic prejudices and now
willingly set the lower classes free to be compjeteken care of by the upper
classes. Political freedom is nothing to me. | ®&sit right and left. All | would
keep for myself is the freedom of my material — ttwadition of body and mind
now and then to summons aptly from the vast chfei bhave lived through.

Scholars and artists thrown together are often yauhat the puzzle of where
they differ. Both work from knowledge; but | susptey differ most importantly in
the way their knowledge is come by. Scholars getirshwith conscientious
thoroughness along projected lines of logic; ptietss cavalierly and as it happens
in and out of books. They stick to nothing delitelg but let what will stick to
them like burrs where they walk in the fields. Nm@rement is on assignment, or
even self-assignment. Knowledge of the second isinduch more available in the
wild free ways of wit and art. A school boy maydenned as one who can tell you
what he knows in the order in which he learned@he artist must value himself as he
shatches a thing from some previous order in tintespace into a new order with
not so much as a ligature clinging to it of the plaice where it was organic.

More than once | should have lost my soul to rddicaif it had been the
originality it was mistaken for by its young contgerOriginality and initiative are
what | ask for my country. For myself the origimfalneed be no more than the
freshness of a poem run in the way | have descrilpeoh delight to wisdom. The

figure is the same as for love. Like a piece ofdnea hot stove the poem must ride
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on its own melting. A poem may be worked over oheein being, but may not be
worried into being. Its most precious quality wdémain its having run itself and
carried away the poet with it. Read it a hundredes: it will forever keep its
freshness as a metal keeps its fragrance. It czer fese its sense of a meaning that

once unfolded by surprise as it went.

1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

aberration (n), abstraction (n), acquirement (rfjinity (n), aptly (adv),
bestow (v), burr (n), cavalierly (adv), conscieanso(a), convert (n), crookedness
(n), cult (n), denouement (n), dispense (v), egs(@}, fragrance (n), hurl (v),
lambic (a), ore (n), prate (v), precision (n), grepy (n), rigidity (n), sect (n),

thoroughness (n)

2. Explain and expand on the follang

1. ABSTRACTION is an old story with the philosophers, but it hae like a new

toy in the hands of the artists of our day.
2. The sound is the gold in the ore.

3. Our problem then is, as modern abstractionistfiaiee the wildness pure; to be

wild with nothing to be wild about.

4. Theme alone can steady us down. Just as the fystemy was how a poem
could have a tune in such a straightness as nsidhe second mystery is how

a poem can have wildness and at the same timejacsubat shall be fulfilled.

5. It should be of the pleasure of a poem itself tohtaw it can. The figure a poem

makes. It begins in delight and ends in wisdom. fignere is the same as for love.
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6. The impressions most useful to my purpose seemyalwese | was unaware
of and so made no note of at the time when taked,tlae conclusion is come to
that like giants we are always hurling experienbeaa of us to pave the future
with against the day when we may want to strikena bf purpose across it for

somewhere.

7. Like a piece of ice on a hot stove the poem mdst on its own melting. A poem

may be worked over once it is in being, but mayb®worried into being.

3.Paraphrase the following sentences from the text

1. ... we make the discovery that the object in writingtop is to make all poems
sound as different as possible from each other, ...

2. It is painful to watch our sprung-rhythmistsagting at the point of omitting one
short from a foot for relief from monotony.

3. We bring up as aberrationists, giving way to ivexted associations and
kicking ourselves from one chance suggestion tdharan all directions as of a
hot afternoon in the life of a grasshopper.

4. Scholars and artists thrown together are ofteroyed at the puzzle of where they
differ. Both work from knowledge; but | suspectytrdiffer most importantly in the
way their knowledge is come by. Scholars get thewngh conscientious
thoroughness along projected lines of logic; ptetgs cavalierly and as it happens
in and out of books.

5. More than once | should have lost my soul tocasm if it had been the
originality it was mistaken for by its young contgerOriginality and initiative are

what | ask for my country

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.
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2. What is very important in writing poetry? Whaljps to make all poems
sound differently? What is the greatest help towamariety?

3. What is tune? What are the possibilities for it?

4. What is mysterious in poetry?

5. Comment on the figure a poem makes and on theegsions it may
produce.

6. Must poetry be a revelation both for readers @oets?

7. Comment on the author’s understanding of thiemihce between poets and
scholars.

8. What are the most important qualities of poetry?

9. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,
syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

10. Comment on the author’s individual style. Pn¢slee final text interpretation.

Katherine Anne Portel890—-1980)

Biographical Notes.Katherine Anne Porter 1890-1980, American author,
b. Indian Creek, Tex. Born in a log cabin in thenftier town of Indian Greek,
Porter received a fragmentary education and as angowoman found work on
various newspapers; she would later become the fimmale faculty member at
Washington and Lee University. Although she pubtisiinfrequently, she is
regarded as a master of the short story. Her flvsebk of stories, “Flowering
Judas” (1930), received immediate recognition andtical acclaim. It was
followed by “Pale Horse”, “Pale Rider” (1939) and The Leaning Tower”
(1944). Her stories have been praised for theirhtecal accomplishments in
matters of style, form, and language. A collectafrher essays and occasional
pieces appeared as “The Days Before” (1952). Hestfiong novel “Ship of
Fools” was published in 1962. The novel is a maalieégory that attempts to

recreate the atmosphere of a world on the brinkdiskster before the Second
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World War. “All the conscious and recollected yeak my life,” wrote K.A.
Porter in 1940, “have been lived to this day undee heavy threat of world
catastrophe, and most of the energies of my midsairit have been spent in the
effort to grasp the meaning of those threats, &mdrthem to their sources and to
understand the logic of this majestic and territddure of the life of man in the
Western world. The remaining forty years she wiadsof the century would do
little to soften this vision. Porter’s “Collecteddsies” (1965) won both Pulitzer
Prize and the National Book Award. Her nonfictiocludes a collection of essays
“The Days Before” (1952), “The Collected Essays”9fD), and “The Never-
Ending Wrong” (1977), a personal memoir of the Saand Vanzetti trial.

The Future is Now

NOT SOLONGAGA was reading in a magazine with an enormous ciroualat
some instructions as to how to behave if and whersee that flash brighter than the
sun which means that the atom bomb has arriveshd of course with the intense
interest of one who has everything to learn ondhigject; but at the end, the advice
dwindled to this: the only real safety seems tanlisimply being somewhere else at the
time, the farther away the better; the next basity§ access to deep shelters, bombproof
cellars and all, is to get under a stout table -at th, just what you might do if
someone were throwing bricks through your windowl sau were too nervous to
throw them back.

This comic anticlimax to what | had been takingaaserious educational
piece surprised me into real laughter, hearty ardfree. It is such a relief to be
told the truth, or even just the facts, so pleasaot to be coddled with
unreasonable hopes. That very evening | was drawaly fiom my work table to my
fifth-story window by one of those shrill terrorreaming sirens which our excitement-
loving city government used then to affect for sangn occasions: A fire? Police
chasing a gangster? Somebody being got to the thbspi a hurry? Some

distinguished public guest being transferred frone goint to another? Strange
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aircraft coming over, maybe? Under the lights efd¢arner crossing of the great avenue,
a huge closed vehicle whizzed past, screamingdriew what it was, had not in fact
expected to know; no one | could possibly ask waémow. Now that we have bells
clamoring away instead for such events, we all lawe doubt less, if perhaps one
expectancy more. The single siren's voice meaed tes only one thing.

But at that doubtful moment, framed in a lighteddaw level with mine in the
apartment house across the street, | saw a younginma white T-shirt and white
shorts at work polishing a long, beautiful darkedabp. It was obviously his own table
in his own flat, and he was enjoying his occupatidie was bent over in perfect
concentration, rubbing, sandpapering, running kedf his palm over the surface,
standing back now and then to get the sheen dfdigthe fine wood. | am sure he had
not even raised his head at the noise of the smadh less had he come to the window.
| stood there admiring his workmanlike devotioratgood job worth doing, and there
flashed through me one of those pure fallacieseefinig which suddenly overleap
reason: surely all that effort and energy so ioaphably employed were not going to
be wasted on a table that was to be used meretydading under at some unspecified
date. Then why take all those pains to make ittileuAny sort of old board would
do.

| was so shocked at this treachery of the lurkingl FFiend (despair is a foul
fiend, and this was despair) | stood a moment lgngeking out and around, trying to
collect my feelings, trying to think a little. Twwindows away and a floor down in
the house across the street, a young woman wagyloll a deep chair, reading and
eating fruit from a little basket. On the sidewallhoy and a girl dressed alike in checker-
board cotton shirts and skin-tight blue denimspstuume which displayed acutely the
structural differences of their shapes, strollemalwith their arms around each other. |
believe this custom of lovers walking enwreathedpublic was imported by our
soldiers of the First World War from France, froeri® indeed. "You didn't see that
sort of thing here before," certain members oflder generation were heard to remark
quite often, in a tone of voice. Well, one seedegailot of it now, and it is a very

pretty, reassuring sight. Other citizens of alesiand kinds and ages were crossing
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back and forth; lights flashed red and green, ualigt Motors zoomed by, and over
the great city —but where am | going? | never re@ther peoples' descriptions of great
cities, more particularly if it is a great city héw. It doesn't belong here anyway,
except that | had again that quieting sense afahénuity of human experience on this
earth, its perpetual aspirations, set-backs, &sland re-beginnings in eternal hope;
and that, with some appreciable differences ofsgi@stoms and means of conveyance,
so people have lived and moved in the cities tlaey built for more millennia than we
are yet able to account for, and will no doubtdaihd live for as many more.

Why did this console me? | cannot say; my mind ithe sort that can often be
soothed with large generalities of that nature. dileece of the spaces between the stars
does not affright me, as it did Pascal (1), becaum® unable to imagine it except
poetically; and my awe is not for the silence goace of the endless universe but for
the inspired imagination of man, who can think fe&l so, and turn a phrase like that to
communicate it to us. Then too, | like the kindhohesty and directness of the young
soldier who lately answered someone who askedfhna knew what he was fighting
for. "l sure do," he said, "I am fighting to livédhd as for the future, | was once reading
the first writings of a young girl, an apprentiegheor, who was quite impatient to get on
with the business and find her way into print. Bhisrvery little one can say of use in
such matters, but | advised her against haste —@lle so easily regret it. "Give
yourself time," | said, "the future will take caokitself." This opinionated young person
looked down her little nose at me and said, "Theréuis now." She may have heard the
phrase somewhere and liked it, or she may just hatgally belonged to that school of
metaphysics; | am sure she was too young to haestigated the thought deeply. But
maybe she was right and the future does arrivg/elagr and it is all we have, from one
second to the next.

So | glanced again at the young man at work, agofopking candidate for the
armed services, and realized the plain, homely fectwas not preparing a possible
shelter, something to cower under trembling; he n@s®ring a beautiful surface to put
his books and papers on, to serve his plates tmhwgld his cocktail tray and his lamp.

He was full of the deep, right, instinctive, hunfeghief that he and the table were going
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to be around together for a long time. Even ifshefi to the army next week, it will be
there when he gets back. At the very least, heirggdomething he feels is worth doing

now, and that is no small thing.

At once the difficulty, and the hope, of our spktirae in this world of Western
Europe and America is that we have been brougfdrupany generations in the belief,
however tacit, that all humanity was almost unamnisho engaged in going forward,
naturally to better things and to higher reach@seSthe eighteenth century at least
when the Encyclopedists seized upon the Platopihé¢bry that the highest pleasure of
mankind was pursuit of the good, the true, ancbtautiful, progress, in precisely the
sense of perpetual, gradual amelioration of thel Hmamman lot, has been taught
popularly not just as theory of possibility butaasarticle of faith and the groundwork
of a whole political doctrine. Mr. Toynbee has ewmplified this view for us with
picture diagrams of various sections of humandghdn its own cycle rising to its own
height, struggling beautifully on from craggy letellevel, but always upward. Whole
peoples are arrested at certain points, and ghesh, but others go on. There is also the
school of thought, Oriental and very ancient, wigstes to life the spiral shape, and the
spiral moves by nature upward. Even adherents efcticular or recurring-cycle
school, also ancient and honorable, somehow dlyfaiéow that the circle is a thread
that spins itself out one layer above anotherhab ¢ven though it is perpetually at
every moment passing over a place it has beenehgfetr by its own width it will have
risen just so much higher.

These are admirable attempts to get a little megaana order into our view of
our destiny, in that same spirit which moves thistao labor with his little handful of
chaos, bringing it to coherency within a frame; bntthe visible evidence we must
admit that in human nature the spirit of contradictmore than holds its own.
Mankind has always built a little more than he hitiserto been able or willing to de-
stroy; got more children than he has been ableilkoikvented more laws and
customs than he had any intention of observingaded more religions than he was

able to practice or even to believe in; made inegglnmany more promises than he
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could keep; and has been known more than oncerimitsuicide through mere fear
of death. Now in our time, in his pride to expldne universe to its unimaginable
limits and to exceed his possible powers, he hdasatproduced an embarrassing
series of engines too powerful for their containewsd too tricky for their
mechanicians; millions of labor-saving gadgets twluan be rendered totally useless
by the mere failure of the public power plants, da$ reduced himself to such
helplessness that a dozen or less of the enemy dmalble a whole city by throwing a
few switches. This paradoxical creature has corathittll these extravagances and
created all these dangers and sufferings in a gueste are told — for peace and
security.

How much of this are we to believe, when with thielgo of Lucifer (2), the
recklessness of Icarus (3), the boldness of Praust®) and the intellectual curiosity
of Adam and Eve (yes, intellectual; the serpentnmsed them wisdom if . . .) man has
obviously outreached himself, to the point wherechanot understand his own
science or control his own inventions. Indeed h&ltecome as the gods, who have
over and over again suffered defeat and downfalh@thands of their creatures.
Having devised the most exquisite and instantan@e&ans of communication
to all corners of the earth, for years upon yeaenfls were unable even to get a
postcard message to each other across nationdieirenThe newspapers assure
us that from the kitchen tap there flows a chemiclaéap and available, to make
a bomb more disturbing to the imagination even ttt@none we so appallingly
have; yet no machine has been invented to purify Water so that it will not
spoil even the best tea or coffee. Or at any ratg,not in use. We are the proud
possessors of rocket bombs that go higher andeiaghd faster than any ever
before, and there is some talk of a rocket shipgtghto take off for the moon.
(My plan is to stow away.) We may indeed reachrtfomn some day, and | dare
predict that will happen before we have devisedeedt system of city garbage
disposal.

This lunatic atom bomb has succeeded in rousingéuple of all nations to

the highest point of unanimous moral dudgeon; greahbers of persons are
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frightened who never really had much cause to ightiened before. This world
has always been a desperately dangerous placeetdoli the greater part of the
earth's inhabitants; it was, however reluctantlydweed as the natural state of
affairs. Yet the invention of every new weapon darvhas always been greeted
with horror and righteous indignation, especiallythose who failed to invent
it, or who were threatened with it first . . . boessd arrows, stone cannon balls,
gunpowder, flintlocks, pistols, the dumdum bull¢he Maxim silencer, the
machine gun, poison gas, armored tanks, and omand the grand climax — if
it should prove to be — of the experiment on Hiiosh (5). Nagasaki (6) was
bombed too, remember? Or were we already growingisdomed to the idea?
And as for Hiroshima, surely it could not have bélea notion of sudden death
of others that shocked us? How could it be, whetwm great wars within one
generation we have become familiar with millionssbbcking deaths, by sudden
violence of most cruel devices, and by agoniesgmgéd for years in prisons
and hospitals and concentration camps. We take apgparent calmness the
news of the deaths of millions by flood, famineagule — no, all the frontiers of
danger are down now, no one is safe, no one, atdalas, really means all of us.
It is our own deaths we fear, and so let's out wi#imd give up our fine debauch of

moralistic frenzy over Hiroshima.

* Fall, 1952. The hydrogen bomb has just been exglogery successfully, to the
satisfaction of the criminals who caused it to @@l

Commentary

(1)Pascal — (1623 — 1662)bpaHIy3ckuii peMruo3HbIi ¢uaocod, mucaTesb,
matematuk u ¢usuk (2) Platon — (428 unu 427 — 348unu 347 no H. 3pbi)

npeBHe-Tpedeckuid rmrocod wuaeammcr, yuenuk Coxpara (3) Lucifer — B
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XPUCTUAHCKOW MH(OJIOTHHN TaalIuii aHren, OesiBos (4)lcarus — B rpeueckoii
mugosoruu ceid Jlenana, mogHsBIwiicsa B He0o BMecte ¢ otiioM (5) Prometheus
— U TpeYecKoil MU(DOJIOTUN TUTaH, MOXUTUBIINI y OOTOB OTOHb W IMEPEAaBIIHMA
ero moasaM (6)Hiroshima — ropon B Slmonuu, Ha roro-3amnaje octpoBa XoHCH0. 6
aBrycra 1945 roma CIIA cOpocuiaum Ha TOpoja TEPBYH aToMHYyK OoMmOy.
3HauuTeNbHAsA YacTh ropojia OblIa paspylieHa, youto u paneHo cBeiie 140 Toic.
gyenoBek (7)Nagasaki —ropon u mopt B SIlmonun Ha octpoBe Krocro. 8 aBrycra
1945 roma Ha Haracaku ObuLta cOpollleHa aMepuUKaHCKas aToMHas Oomoa,

paspymmBIIas TPETh ropoja, ObI0 YOUTO U paHEHO OKOJIO /5 ThIC. KUTENIeH

1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

adherent (n), amelioration (n), conveyance (n)ggya(a), demise (n),
dudgeon (n), dwindle (v), famine (n), flintlock (madget (n), instantaneous (a),
millennia (n), plague (n), quest (n), sheen (mgrsin), stow (v), tacit (a), treachery
(n), whiz (n)

to be coddled with something, to walk enwreathed

2. Explain and expand on the follang

1. This comic anticlimax to what | had been takingaaserious educational piece
surprised me into real laughter, hearty and cageftas such a relief to be told the

truth, or even just the facts, so pleasant noetodaldled with unreasonable hopes.

2. | was so shocked at this treachery of the lgrikoul Fiend (despair is a foul fiend,
and this was despair) | stood a moment longer,ingokut and around, trying to

collect my feelings, trying to think a little.

3. ... my mind is of the sort that can often be sedttith large generalities of that
nature. The silence of the spaces between thedstassnot affright me, as it did Pascal,

because | am unable to imagine it except poetjcally
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4. "Give yourself time," | said, "the future will takeare of itself." This opinionated

young person looked down her little nose at mesaid] "The future is now."

5. He was full of the deep, right, instinctive, lambelief that he and the table were
going to be around together for a long time.

6. At once the difficulty, and the hope, of our @gktime in this world of Western
Europe and America is that we have been brougfdrupany generations in the belief,
however tacit, that all humanity was almost unanishp engaged in going forward,

naturally to better things and to higher reaches.

7. There is also the school of thought, Orientdl a&ry ancient, which gives to life the

spiral shape, and the spiral moves by nature upward

8. Since the eighteenth century at least whentiogdiopedists seized upon the Platonic
theory that the highest pleasure of mankind wasuytuof the good, the true, and the
beautiful, progress, in precisely the sense ofgtegh, gradual amelioration of the hard
human lot, has been taught popularly not just @sryhof possibility but as an article of

faith and the groundwork of a whole political dowt

9. Mankind has always built a little more than he hiéiserto been able or willing to
destroy; got more children than he has been abkdllfanvented more laws and

customs than he had any intention of observing; ...

10. This paradoxical creature has committed abdhextravagances and created all
these dangers and sufferings in a quest — weldre-tdor peace and security.

10.We may indeed reach the moon some day, and | dacdkcp that will happen
before we have devised a decent system of cityaggrlisposal.

12.This lunatic atom bomb has succeeded in rousingéople of all nations to
the highest point of unanimous moral dudgeon; greahbers of persons are
frightened who never really had much cause to ig@tened before.
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13. We take with apparent calmness the news of thehdezdtmillions by flood,
famine, plague — no, all the frontiers of dangex down now, no one is safe, no

one, and that, alas, really means all of us.

3. Paraphrase the following sentences from thext

1. That very evening | was drawn away from my worKdab my fifth-story window
by one of those shrill terror-screaming sirens twiuar excitement-loving city govern-
ment used then to affect for so many occasionge& Police chasing a gangster?

2. Under the lights of the corner crossing of the gesénue, a huge closed vehicle
whizzed past, screaming. | never knew what it Wwad,not in fact expected to know; no
one | could possibly ask would know.

3. It was obviously his own table in his own fdd he was enjoying his occupation. He
was bent over in perfect concentration, rubbinggdpapering, running the flat of his
palm over the surface, standing back now and theget the sheen of light on the fine
wood. | am sure he had not even raised his hethé abise of the siren, much less had
he come to the window.

4. And as for the future, | was once reading tingt fivritings of a young girl, an
apprentice author, who was quite impatient to getith the business and find her way
into print.

5. So | glanced again at the young man at workiopep-looking candidate for the
armed services, and realized the plain, homely faetwas not preparing a possible
shelter, something to cower under trembling; he nearing a beautiful surface to put
his books and papers on, to serve his plates tohald his cocktail tray and his lamp.
6. These are admirable attempts to get a littlenmgaand order into our view of our
destiny, in that same spirit which moves the attiskabor with his little handful of
chaos, bringing it to coherency within a frame; batthe visible evidence we must

admit that in human nature the spirit of contradictnore than holds its own.

4. Questions of method and strategy
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1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.

2. What did K. Porter feel while reading some undions as to how to behave when
you see that the atom bomb has arrived? What isipredid the comic anticlimax at
the end of these instructions produce on the aithor

3. What scenes did K. Porter see through hersifbiny window? What impression
did they produce on her?

4. Comment on the episode with the young soldiey whas asked if he knew what
he was fighting for?

5. Comment on the episode with the young girl, @or@ntice author.

6. What attempts were made to get meaning and ortdethe view of destiny?
(Platonic theory, the views of ancient Orientalaulof thought)

7. Comment on the development of science and téogyd/NVhat point did it
reach? Is there any paradox in the way of developaiescience and technology?
8. What does K. Porter think about the safety ofikimad at the moment?

9. Analyze the composition of the essay and comnmnithe use of lexical,
syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

10. Comment on the author’s individual style. Pn¢slee final text interpretation.

Vladinmiabokov (1899 — 1977)

Biographical Notes.Vladimir Nabokov was born in St. Petersburg into a
wealthy, aristocratic family. His father, VladimDimitrievich Nabokov, was a
liberal politician, lawyer, and journalist. The hsehold was Anglophile - Nabokov
spoke Russian and English, and at the age of fevée&arned French. Nabokov
received his education at the Tenishev, St. Pateg&most innovative school. At
16 he inherited a large estate from his father'stber, but he did not have much
time to enjoy his wealth. During the Russian Retaruhis father was briefly
arrested. Nabokov emigrated to England and entdmauity College, Cambridge,
from where he graduated in 1923. “| am”, claimed Mabokov in a 1963
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interview, “an American writer, born in Russia arducated in England, where |
studied French literature, before spending fiftagrars in Germany.” Nabokov
achieved a full career as a Russian novelist anek @mnong the large community
of his fellow exiles in Western Europe. In the EaiStates he began a new career
as a writer in English, a language that, like Fréante had known since childhood.
While in Paris, he wrote his first novel in Englisifhe Real Life of Sebastian
Knight” (1941). After he had taught for some yesrdVellesley and Cornell, the
success of his most famous novel, “Lolita” (1958)owed him to settle in
Switzerland and devote all his time to writing. Frol959 Nabokov lived in
Switzerland, where his permanent home was at thetiglax Palace Hotel. He
continued to collect butterflies, which after hisath were stored at the Cantonal
Museum of Zoology of Lausanne. Nabokov's later svoilude “ ADA” (1969), a
love story set on the planet of Antiterra, a migtuwf Russia and America,
“TRANSPARENT THINGS” (1972), and “LOOK AT THE HARQHENS”
(1975), in which Nabokov' s own life coincides @ogaally with the protagonist's,
also a writer. Among Nabokov's major critical woriee his study of Nikolay
Gogol (1944), and translation of Aleksandr Puslhkimhasterpiece “Eugene
Onegin” (1964), with commentary. In the 1940s Nalwkegan publishing in
magazines separate autobiographical essays: “Caiets Evidence” (1951) and
“Speak, Memory: An Autobiography Revisited (196&bokov hoped to cover his
American years in a sequel to be called “speak ®lemory”, but never did.

Nabokov died in Lausanne on July 2, 1977.

Perfect Past

THE CRADLE ROCKSabove an abyss, and common sense tells us that our

existence is but a brief crack of light between &ternities of darkness. Although
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the two are identical twins, man, as a rule, vi¢hes prenatal abyss with more
calm than the one he is heading for (at some fiorey-hundred heartbeats an
hour). I know, however, of a young chronophobia®velxperienced something
like panic when looking for the first time at homaste movies that had been
taken a few weeks before his birth. He saw a wibiddl was practically unchanged
— the same house, the same people — and thenegkdhat he did not exist
there at all and that nobody mourned his abseneecddight a glimpse of his
mother waving from an upstairs window, and thataomfiar gesture disturbed

him, as if it were some mysterious farewell. Butatvparticularly frightened him

was the sight of a brand-new baby carriage startheigg on the porch, with the
smug, encroaching air of a coffin; even that waptgnas if, in the reverse course
of events, his very bones had disintegrated.

Such fancies are not foreign to young lives. Ompuid it otherwise, first
and last things often tend to have an adolescdat-rounless, possibly, they are
directed by some venerable and rigid religion. Ka&xpects a full-grown man
to accept the two black voids, fore and aft, adiddypas he accepts the
extraordinary visions in between. Imagination, th@preme delight of the
immortal and the immature, should be limited. Idearto enjoy life, we should
not enjoy it too much.

| rebel against this state of affairs. | feel thgeauto take my rebellion
outside and picket nature. Over and over again,nmmyd has made colossal
efforts to distinguish the faintest of personalngtiers in the impersonal
darkness on both sides of my life. That this dasknis caused merely by the
walls of time separating me and my bruised fissmfrthe free world of
timelessness is a belief | gladly share with thesthgaudily painted savage. |
have journeyed back in thought — with thought hegsly tapering off as | went
— to remote regions where | groped for some semrtét only to discover that
the prison of time is spherical and without ex@ort of suicide, | have tried
everything. | have doffed my identity in order tasg for a conventional spook
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and steal into realms that existed before | waseawad. | have mentally endured
the degrading company of Victorian lady novelistgl aetired colonels who

remembered having, in former lives, been slave emggss on a Roman road or
sages under the willows of Lhasa. | have ransackgaldest dreams for keys
and clues — and let me say at once that | rejetipteiely the vulgar, shabby,

fundamentally medieval world of Freud (1), with dsankish quest for sexual
symbols (something like searching for Baconian sttce in Shakespeare's
works) and its bitter little embryos spying, fronetr natural nooks, upon the love
life of their parents.

Initially, 1 was unaware that time, so boundlessfiedt blush, was a
prison. In probing my childhood (which is the nédxést to probing one's
eternity) | see the awakening of consciousnesssasi@s of spaced flashes, with
the intervals between them gradually diminishingtilubright blocks of
perception are formed, affording memory a slipdesid. | had learned numbers
and speech more or less simultaneously at a valy date, but the inner
knowledge that | was | and that my parents werepargnts seems to have been
established only later, when it was directly asstec with my discovering their
age in relation to  mine. Judging by the stramgfight that, when | think of that
revelation, immediately invades my memory with ldbgun flecks through
overlapping patterns of greenery, the occasion hiaye been my mother's
birthday, in late summer, in the country, and | lesked questions and had
assessed the answers | received. All this iss®itild be according to the theory
of recapitulation; the beginning of reflexive comasness in the brain of our
remotest ancestor must surely have coincided \wghdwning of the sense of
time.

Thus, when the newly disclosed, fresh and trim fdenof my own age,
four, was confronted with the parental formulagityithree and twenty-seven,
something happened to me. | was given a tremenglousborating shock. As if
subjected to a second baptism, on more divine lihas the Greek Catholic
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ducking undergone fifty months earlier by a howlihglf-drowned half-Victor
(my mother, through the half-closed door, behindclwhan old custom bade
parents retreat, managed to correct the bunglicigpaesbyter, Father Konstantin
Vetvenitski), | felt myself plunged abruptly intoradiant and mobile medium
that was none other than the pure element of {@ne. shared it —just as excited
bathers share shining seawater — with creatur@swbee not oneself but that
were joined to one by time's common flow, an enwnent quite different from
the spatial world, which not only man but apes bhatlerflies can perceive. At
that instant, | became acutely aware that the tyvseten-year-old being, in
soft white and pink, holding my left hand, was mgther, and that the thirty-
three-year-old being, in hard white and gold, haddmy right hand, was my
father. Between them, as they evenly progressestrutted, and trotted, and
strutted again, from sun fleck to sun fleck, alahg middle of a path, which |
easily identify today with an alley of ornamentakbngs in the park of our
country estate, Vyra, in the former Province off&ttersburg, Russia. Indeed, from
my present ridge of remote, isolated, almost urbriad time, | see my diminutive
self as celebrating, on that August day 1903, th& bf sentient life. If my left-
hand-holder and my right-hand-holder had both lpresent before in my vague
infant world, they had been so under the masktehder incognito; but now my
father's attire, the resplendent uniform of thedg@oGuards (2), with that smooth
golden swell of cuirass burning upon his chest laack, came out like the sun,
and for several years afterward | remained keemigrésted in the age of my
parents and kept myself informed about it, likeeavaus passenger asking the
time in order to check a new watch.

My father, let it be noted, had served his termmilftary training long
before | was born, so | suppose he had that daypmpuhe trappings of his old
regiment as a festive joke. To a joke, then, | ome first gleam of complete
consciousness — which again has recapitulatory icapbns, since the first
creatures on earth to become aware of time wesaladdirst creatures to smile.
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It was the primordial cave (and not what Freudmstics might suppose)
that lay behind the games | played when | was fauig cretonne-covered divan,
white with black trefolils, in one of the drawingoras at Vyra rises in my mind, like
some massive product of a geological upheaval dédfte beginning of history.
History begins (with the promise of fair Greece) faw from one end of this divan,
where a large potted hydrangea shrub, with pale blossoms and some greenish
ones, half conceals, in a corner of the room, #uegtal of a marble bust of Diana.
On the wall against which the divan stands, angthase of history is marked by a
gray engraving in an ebony frame — one of thoseolamic-battle pictures in
which the episodic and the allegoric are the rdatesaries and where one sees, all
grouped together on the same plane of vision, andexd drummer, a dead horse,
trophies, one soldier about to bayonet anothertfamevulnerable emperor posing
with his generals amid the frozen fray.

With the help of some grown-up person, who woulel first both hands and
then a powerful leg, the divan would be moved savaches away from the wall,
so as to form a narrow passage which | would baduhelped to roof snugly with
the divan's bolsters and close up at the endsangttuple of its cushions. | then had
the fantastic pleasure of creeping through thahgitark tunnel, where | lingered a
little to listen to the singing in my ears — thahésome vibration so familiar to
small boys in dusty hiding places — and then, ibuest of delicious panic, on
rapidly thudding hands and knees | would reacliuiweel's far end, push its cushion
away, and be welcomed by a mesh of sunshine opattygiet under the canework
of a Viennese chair and two gamesome flies settintyirns. A dreamier and more
delicate sensation was provided by another cave gatren upon awakening in the
early morning | made a tent of my bedclothes amdrlg imagination play in a
thousand dim ways with shadowy snowslides of liaed with the faint light that
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seemed to penetrate my penum-bral covert from somense distance, where |
fancied that strange, pale animals roamed in sstame of lakes. The recollection
of my crib, with its lateral nets of fluffy cottarords, brings back, too, the pleasure
of handling a certain beautiful, delightfully sgligarnet-dark crystal egg left over
from some unremembered Easter; | used to chewreeicof the bedsheet until it
was thoroughly soaked and then wrap the egg ightly, so as to admire and re-
lick the warm, ruddy glitter of the snugly enveldpfacets that came seeping
through with a miraculous completeness of glow emldr. But that was not yet
the closest | got to feeding upon beauty.

How small the cosmos (a kangaroo's pouch would ipldow paltry and
puny in comparison to human consciousness, togéesindividual recollection,
and its expression in words! | may be inordinatébnd of my earliest
impressions, but then | have reason to be grateftiiem. They led the way to a
veritable Eden of visual and tactile sensationse @ight, during a trip abroad, in
the fall of 1903,1 recall kneeling on my (flattishiilow at the window of a
sleeping car (probably on the long-extinct Medd@agan Train de Luxe, the one
whose six cars had the lower part of their bodyeal in umber and the panels
in cream) and seeing with an inexplicable pangaadful of fabulous lights
that beckoned to me from a distant hillside, amshtslipped into a pocket of black
velvet: diamonds that | later gave away to my attara to alleviate the burden of
my wealth. | had probably managed to undo and pusthe tight tooled blind
at the head of my berth, and my heels were cold] istill kept kneeling and
peering. Nothing is sweeter or stranger than todporthose first thrills. They
belong to the harmonious world of a perfect chitmth@nd, as such, possess a
naturally plastic form in one's memory, which candet down with hardly any
effort; it is only starting with the recollectionsf one's adolescence that
Mnemosyne begins to get choosy and crabbed. | wooldover submit that, in
regard to the power of hoarding up impressions, skRaschildren of my
generation passed through a period of genius, desfiny were loyally trying
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what it could for them by giving them more thanith&hare, in view of the
cataclysm that was to remove completely the wohlelythad known. Genius
disappeared when everything had been stored, gugtdoes with those other,
more specialized child prodigies — pretty, curlyatied youngsters waving
batons or taming enormous pianos, who eventualy tmto second-rate
musicians with sad eyes and obscure ailments amétbaong vaguely misshapen
about their eunuchoid hindquarters. But even sojrtividual mystery remains
to tantalize the memoirist. Neither in environmaaot in heredity can | find the
exact instrument that fashioned me, the anonymolley that pressed upon my
life a certain intricate watermark whose uniquegiebecomes visible when the

lamp of art is made to shine through life's fogisca

To fix correctly, in terms of time, some of my diibod recollections, |
have to go by comets and eclipses, as historiamghéa they tackle the fragments
of a saga. But in other cases there is no deadataf | see myself, for instance,
clambering over wet black rocks at the seasideeaMiss Norcott, a languid and
melancholy governess, who thinks | am following, h&rolls away along the
curved beach with Sergey, my younger brother. hagaring a toy bracelet. As |
crawl over those rocks, | keep repeating, in a kihdestful, copious, and deeply
gratifying incantation, the English word "childhqbdavhich sounds mysterious
and new, and becomes stranger and stranger assitmgpeed up in my small,
overstocked, hectic mind, with Robin Hood and eifled Riding Hood, and the
brown hoods of old hunchbacked fairies. There arglés in the rocks, full of
tepid seawater, and my magic muttering accompaneigain spells | am weaving
over the tiny sapphire pools.

The place is of course Abbazia, on the Adriatice Thing around my

wrist, looking like a fancy napkin ring, made ofhs&anslucent, pale-green and
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pink, celluloidish stuff, is the fruit of a Christm tree, which Onya, a pretty
cousin, my coeval, gave me in St. Petersburg a feanths before. |
sentimentally treasured it until it developed damteaks inside which | decided
as in a dream were my hair cuttings which somehaa ot into the shiny
substance together with my tears during a dreadsiilto a hated hairdresser in
nearby Fiume. On the same day, at a waterside oafefather happened to
notice, just as we were being served, two Japavfésers at a table near us, and
we immediately left — not without my hastily snataly a wholebombeof lemon
sherbet, which | carried away secreted in my achiogth. The year was 1904.1
was five. Russia was fighting Japan. With heartishethe English illustrated
weekly Miss Norcott subscribed to reproduced watypes by Japanese artists
that showed how the Russian locomotives — madeulsirlg toylike by the
Japanese pictorial style — would drown if our Artnied to lay rails across the
treacherous ice of Lake Baikal.

But let me see. | had an even earlier associatitmtiaat war. One afternoon
at the beginning of the same year, in our St. Bleteg house, | was led down
from the nursery into my father's study to say lmwyou-do to a friend of the
family, General Kuropatkin. His thickset, uniformeased body -creaking
slightly, he spread out to amuse me a handful dthes, on the divan where he
was sitting, placed ten of them end to end to nakmrizontal line, and said,
"This is the sea in calm weather." Then he tipppdeach pair so as to turn the
straight line into a zigzag — and that was "a stosea." He scrambled the
matches and was about to do, | hoped, a bettenihen we were interrupted. His
aide-de-camp was shown in and said something to \Mith a Russian, flustered
grunt, Kuropatkin heavily rose from his seat, theske matches jumping up on the
divan as his weight left it. That day, he had beetered to assume supreme
command of the Russian Army in the Far East.

This incident had a special sequel fifteen yedes, lavhen at a certain point of
my father's flight from Bolshevik-held St. Petengbiwo southern Russia he was
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accosted while crossing a bridge, by an old man lebked like a gray-bearded
peasant in his sheepskin coat. He asked my fatharlight. The next moment each
recognized the other. | hope old Kuropatkin, inrbgic disguise, managed to evade
Soviet imprisonment, but that is not the point. Wlaases me is the evolution of
the match theme: those magic ones he had shownathéden trifled with and
mislaid, and his armies had also vanished, angtiveg had fallen through, like my
toy trains that, in the winter of 1904-05, in Wiadbn, | tried to run over the frozen
puddles in the grounds of the Hotel Oranien. THeviang of such thematic designs

through one's life should be, | think, the truegase of autobiography. <...>

5

The old and the new, the liberal touch and theigrahal one, fatal
poverty and fatalistic wealth got fantasticallyemtoven in that strange first
decade of our century. Several times during a sumimmaight happen that in
the middle of luncheon, in the bright, many-windowalnut-paneled dining
room on the first floor of our Vyra manor, Aleksdye butler, with an unhappy
expression on his face, would bend over and infomnfather in a low voice
(especially low if we had company) that a groupvitlhgers wanted to see the
barin outside. Briskly my father would remove his napkom his lap and ask my
mother to excuse him. One of the windows at thet wad of the dining room
gave upon a portion of the drive near the mainaect. One could see the top of
the honeysuckle bushes opposite the porch. Frondlitegtion the courteous buzz
of a peasant welcome would reach us as the inwigilmup greeted my invisible
father. The ensuing parley, conducted in ordinarnes, would not be heard, as
the windows underneath which it took place werseadbto keep out the heat. It
presumably had to do with a plea for his mediatrosome local feud, or with
some special subsidy, or with the permission tedsirsome bit of our land or cut
down a coveted clump of our trees. If, as usuadlgpgened, the request was at
once granted, there would be again that buzz, lzew in token of gratitude, the
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goodbarin would be put through the national ordeal of beiocked and tossed
up and securely caught by a score or so of strang.a

In the dining room, my brother and | would be toddgo on with our
food. My mother, a tidbit between finger and thumlmuld glance under the
table to see if her nervous and gruff was théun jour Us vont le laisser
tomber'(3) would come from Mile Golay, a primly pessimistld lady who had
been my mother's governess and still dwelt witonsawful terms with our own
governesses). From my place at table | would sugdase through one of the
west windows a marvelous case of levitation. Thigrean instant, the figure of
my father in his wind-rippled white summer suit webbe displayed, gloriously
sprawling in midair, his limbs in a curiously cabwtitude, his handsome,
imperturbable features turned to the sky. Thricethe mighty heave-ho of his
invisible tossers, he would fly up in this fashiand the second time he would go
higher than the first and then there he would Imehis last and loftiest flight,
reclining, as if for good, against the cobalt bhighe summer noon, like one of
those paradisiac personages who comfortably saidw swch a wealth of folds in
their garments, on the vaulted ceiling of a chusthle below, one by one, the
wax tapers in mortal hands light up to make a swafrminute flames in the mist
of incense, and the priest chants of eternal repos funeral lilies conceal the
face of whoever lies there, among the swimmingtdigim the open coffin.

Commentary

(1) Freud — ®peiin 3urmynn (1856-1939), aBcTpuiickuil Bpau-IICUXHATP H
IICHXOJIOT, OCHOBaTenb ncuxoanammsa. (2) uniform of the Horse Guards—
kaBaseprapjackas yaudopma. (3) “Un jour Us vont le laisser tomber—

“Kornma-HuOyap oHu ero ypossrt” (¢dpaHir.).
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1. Words and word combinations to be memorized

abyss (n), adolescent (a), attire (n), bruised dagval(n),cuirass (n), doff
(v), dachshund (nembryos (a), fleck (n), gaudily (adv), glimmer,(glimpse (n),
gruff (a), lob (v), mesh (n), porch (n), prenatal (a), puay, émug (a), spatial (a),

spook (n), upheaval (a), void (n)
2Explain and expand on the following

1. THE CRADLE ROCKSsabove an abyss, and common sense tells us that ou
existence is but a brief crack of light between &ternities of darkness. Although
the two are identical twins, man, as a rule, vidvesprenatal abyss with more calm
than the one he is heading for (at some forty{ivadred heartbeats an hour).

2. Nature expects a full-grown man to accept the tlackbvoids, fore and aft, as
stolidly as he accepts the extraordinary visiondb@tween. Imagination, the
supreme delight of the immortal and the immatuh®usd be limited. In order

to enjoy life, we should not enjoy it too much.

3. Over and over again, my mind has made colossaltefto distinguish the
faintest of personal glimmers in the impersonalkdass on both sides of my

life.
4. Initially, | was unaware that time, so boundles8rat blush, was a prison.

5. It was the primordial cave (and not what Freudigstios might suppose) that lay

behind the games | played when | was four.

6. How small the cosmos (a kangaroo's pouch would hypldhow paltry and
puny in comparison to human consciousness, togesindividual recollection,

and its expression in words!
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7.To fix correctly, in terms of time, some of my alfibod recollections, | have to
go by comets and eclipses, as historians do wihenttckle the fragments of a

saga. But in other cases there is no dearth of data

8. The old and the new, the liberal touch and thigigrchal one, fatal poverty
and fatalistic wealth got fantastically interwovarthat strange first decade of our
century.

3. Paraphrase the following sentences from the text

1. He saw a world that was practically unchanged —stim@e house, the same
people — and then realized that he did not existettat all and that nobody
mourned his absence. He caught a glimpse of hieenetaving from an upstairs
window, and that unfamiliar gesture disturbed has f it were some mysterious
farewell.

2. Short of suicide, | have tried everything. | haw$fed my identity in order to
pass for a conventional spook and steal into redlhat existed before | was

conceived.

3. In probing my childhood (which is the next b&stprobing one's eternity) |
see the awakening of consciousness as a seripaaddsflashes, with the intervals
between them gradually diminishing until bright ¢ke of perception are

formed, affording memory a slippery hold.

4. Thus, when the newly disclosed, fresh and trim fdenof my own age, four,
was confronted with the parental formulas, thitiyee and twenty-seven,

something happened to me. | was given a tremengousgjorating shock.

5. | would moreover submit that, in regard to the pownf hoarding up
impressions, Russian children of my generationqehdgrough a period of genius,

as if destiny were loyally trying what it could fdrem by giving them more than
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their share, in view of the cataclysm that wastnave completely the world they

had known.

6. There, for an instant, the figure of my fathehis wind-rippled white summer
suit would be displayed, gloriously sprawling indar, his limbs in a curiously
casual attitude, his handsome, imperturbable featiurned to the sky.

4. Questions of method and strategy

1. Characterize the essay under study: classifiydtgive its essence.

2. Why do people view the prenatal abyss with noalen than the one they are
heading for (at some forty-five hundred heartbaatbour)?

3. What feelings did a young chronofobiac experenatching a homemade

movie made a few weeks before his birth? What &sare not foreign to young

lives?

4. What must people do to enjoy life?

5. Does the author agree with this state of affathat efforts did he make to

distinguish personal glimmers in the darkness dh bmles of his life?

6. What are the author’s first memories of the péshe attached to them?

7. What games did the author play in his earlydttubd? How does he describe
them? Are these memories dear to him?

8. Comment on the scene described at the end cdstbay. What associations
does this scene bring to the author’'s mind?

9. Analyze the composition of the essay and commentthen use of lexical,

syntactical and phonetic stylistic devices.

10. Comment on the author’s individual style. Pn¢slee final text interpretation.
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