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Зміст навчально-методичного комплексу 

 

1. Титульна сторінка. 

2. Зміст НМК. 

3. Витяги з ОКХ, ОПП спеціальності. 

4. Навчальна  програма дисципліни. 

5. Робоча програма навчальної дисципліни. 

6. Тести 

7. Методичні рекомендації та розробки до практичних занять. 

8. Методичні матеріали, що забезпечують самостійну роботу студентів. 

9. Конспект лекцій з дисципліни. 

10.  Інструктивно-методичні матеріали до практичних занять. 
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1. Опис навчальної дисципліни 

 

Найменування 

показників  

Галузь знань, напрям 

підготовки, освітньо-

кваліфікаційний рівень 

Характеристика 

навчальної дисципліни 

денна форма навчання 

Кількість кредитів – 

11,5 

Галузь знань 

03 Гуманітарні науки Нормативна 

 Напрям підготовки 

__________ 
 

Самостійна робота – 

227 

Спеціальність: 6.020303. 

Філологія*. Мова і література 

(англійська) 

Освітньо-кваліфікаційний 

рівень: 

бакалавр 

Рік підготовки 

Загальна кількість 

годин – 345 
3-й 3-й 

Тижневих годин для 

денної форми 

навчання: 

аудиторних – 3,5 год. 

самостійної роботи 

студента – 6 год 

Семестр 

 5-й 6-й 

  

Практичні заняття 

54 год 64 год 

Самостійна робота 

126 год 101 год 

Вид контролю:  

залік залік 

 

Примітка. 

Співвідношення кількості годин аудиторних занять до самостійної і 

індивідуальної роботи становить (%): 

для денної форми навчання – 118 год.: 227 год. (34%/:66%) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Мета та завдання навчальної дисципліни 

 

Метою викладання навчальної дисципліни “Аналітичне читання” є: 

1. практична: формувати у студентів комунікативну, лінгвістичну і 

соціокультурну компетенції; 

2. когнітивна: формувати у студентів когнітивну компетенцію у 

взаємозв’язку з іншими видами компетенцій; 

3. емоційно-розвиваюча: формувати у студентів позитивне ставлення до 

оволодіння як мовою, так і культурою англомовного світу; 

4. освітня: розвивати у студентів здатність до самооцінки і 

самовдосконалення, що допоможе їм успішно завершити курс вищої освіти 

і стане передумовою їх наступного професійного росту; 

5. професійна: формувати у студентів професійну компетенцію шляхом 

ознайомлення їх з різними методами і прийомами навчання іноземної мови 

та залучення до виконання професійно орієнтованих завдань; 

6. виховна: виховувати і розвивати у студентів почуття самосвідомості; 

формувати вміння міжособистісного спілкування, необхідні для 

повноцінного функціонування як у навчальному середовищі, так і за його 

межами. 

Завдання курсу:забезпечити формування стійких мовленнєвих навичок 

та вмінь, необхідних для свідомого професійного володіння англійською 

мовою; надати студентам можливість оволодіти основними видами 

комунікативної діяльності (діалогічним та монологічним мовленням, 

читанням та розумінням англомовних текстів, письмом) та сформувати 

початкові практичні навички обробки тексту при перекладі з англійської 

мови на українську та з української на англійську. 

На III курсі здійснюється навчання двом видам читання: вивчаючому 

(детальному) читанню, яку передбачає повне розуміння тексту, що читається, 

та ознайомлювальному, коли розуміння складає 70-75% інформації, наданої в 

тексті. 

 Ознайомлювальний вид читання розвиває у студентів вміння, необхідні 

для подальшого читання, головним чином, газетних матеріалів та літератури 

зі спеціальності. 

 Більше уваги треба приділяти й технічному боку читання, тому що від 

володіння технікою читання залежить розуміння того, що читають, а також 

розвиток вмінь виразного читання, дуже важливого для майбутнього вчителя.  

Курс розраховано на інтенсивне вивчення, закріплення та практичне 

застосування даного матеріалу. 

По закінченню III курсу студенти мають сприймати загальний зміст 

та/або деталі повідомлень (розповіді, описи, діалоги), бути здатними 



знаходити у повідомленні потрібну інформацію, визначити послідовність 

подій, сформувати механізм контекстуальної здогадки. Досягнення такої 

мети здійснюється як за рахунок спеціальних вправ впродовж аудиторних 

занять, включаючи спілкування з викладачем та іншими студентами, так і 

завдяки домашній та самостійній роботі (роботі над проектами, вивчені 

додаткових джерел англомовних авторів). 

Змістом навчання читання є розвиток контекстуальної здогадки для 

розуміння незнайомих слів у тексті, розпізнавання його головної ідеї, 

складових, їхньої структури, елементів та засобів зв’язку між ними. 

Передбачається також формування навичок відновлення деформованих 

текстів, розвиток умінь розпізнавання аргументації автора, прогнозування 

змісту тексту, виходячи з наявної інформації. 

 

У результаті вивчення курсу студент оволодіває такими компетентностями: 

 

І. Загальнопредметні: лінгвістична, комунікативна, навчально-пізнавальна 

компетенції. 

ІІ. Фахові: граматична, фонологічна, лінгво-методична, лінгвокраїнознавча 

компетенції. 

 

2. Програма навчальної дисципліни 
5 семестр 

Кредит 1. Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи 

Мей Олкотт. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 1 - 4. 

Тема 1: Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи Мей 

Олкотт. Історія створення роману «Маленькі жінки». 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 1. Гра в пілігримів. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 2. Щасливе різдво. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 3. Онук містера Лоренса. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 4. Ноші пілігримів. 

 

Кредит 2. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 5 - 8. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 5. Сусіди. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 6. Бесс знаходить 

чудовий палац. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 7. Емі в долині 

приниження. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 8. Джо зустрічає 

Аполлона. 

 

Кредит 3. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 9 - 12. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 9. Мег на ярмарці 

марнославства. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 10. Піквікський клуб. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 11. Новий досвід. 



Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 12. Табір генерала 

Лоренса. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 

 

Кредит 4. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 13 - 16. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 13. Повітряні замки. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 14. Таємниці. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 15. Телеграма. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 16. Листи. 

 

Кредит 5. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 17 - 21. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 17. Маленька 

сумлінність. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 18. Похмурі дні. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 19. Заповіт Емі. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 20. Зізнання. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 21. Лорі – порушник 

покою і Джо – миротворця. 

 

Кредит 6. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 22 - 23. Перегляд 

екранізації роману. Обговорення. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 22. Щасливі луги. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 23. Тітка Марч вирішує 

питання. 

Тема 3: Перегляд екранізації роману Луїзи Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». 

Обговорення. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 

 

6 семестр 

 

Кредит 7.  

Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дім». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі шрамом». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі шрамом». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 

 

Кредит 8.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і бабка». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Мураха і бабка». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 



Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Три товсті жінки». 

 

Кредит 9.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

 

Кредит 10.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Луїза». 

 

Кредит 11,5.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 7: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 8: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 9: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 10: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм«Дощ». 

 

3. Структура навчальної дисципліни 

Назви змістових модулів і тем Кількість годин 
усьог

о 
у тому числі 

л п лаб інд ср 

1 2 3 4 5 6 7 
Кредит 1. Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи Мей 

Олкотт. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 1 - 4. 

Тема 1. Американська література ХІХ 

століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи Мей 

Олкотт. Історія створення роману «Маленькі 

жінки». 

  2   4 

Тема 2. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 1. Гра в пілігримів. 
  2   4 

Тема 3. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 2. Щасливе різдво. 
  2   4 

Тема 4. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 3. Онук містера Лоренса. 
  2   4 



Тема 5. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 4. Ноші пілігримів. 
  2   5 

Кредит 2. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 5 - 8. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 5. Сусіди. 
  2   5 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 6. Бесс знаходить чудовий палац. 

  2   5 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 7. Емі в долині приниження. 

  2   5 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 8. Джо зустрічає Аполлона. 

  2   6 

Кредит 3. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 9 - 12. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 9. Мег на ярмарці марнославства. 

  2   4 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 10. Піквікський клуб. 

  2   4 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 11. Новий досвід. 

  2   4 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 12. Табір генерала Лоренса. 

  2   4 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». 

Написання твору за темою уроку. 

  2   5 

Кредит 4. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 13 - 16. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 13. Повітряні замки. 

  2   5 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 14. Таємниці. 

  2   5 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 15. Телеграма. 

  2   5 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 16. Листи. 

  2   6 

Кредит 5. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 17 - 21. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 17. Маленька сумлінність. 

  2   4 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 18. Похмурі дні. 

  2   4 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 19. Заповіт Емі. 

  2   4 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 20. Зізнання. 

  2   4 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 21. Лорі – порушник покою і Джо – 

миротворця. 

  2   5 

Кредит 6. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 22 - 23. Перегляд екранізації 

роману. Обговорення. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 22. Щасливі луги. 
  2   5 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» 

Глава 23. Тітка Марч вирішує питання. 
  2   5 

Тема 3: Перегляд екранізації роману Луїзи 

Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Обговорення. 
  2   5 



Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». 

Написання твору за темою уроку. 
  2   6 

Всього за 5 семестр:   54   126 

Кредит 7 

Оповідання Уильяма Сомерсета Моэма 

Тема 1 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм Уильям 

Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім». 
  2   3 

Тема 2 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм Уильям 

Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім». 
  2   3 

Тема 3 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм«Людина зі 

шрамом». 
  2   3 

Тема 4 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі 

шрамом».  
  2   3 

Тема 5 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в 

біді». 
  2   3 

Тема 6 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в 

біді». 
  2   3 

Кредит 8 

Оповідання Уильяма Сомерсета Моэма 

Тема 1 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і 

бабка». 
  2   4 

Тема 2 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і 

бабка». 
  2   4 

Тема 3 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті 

жінки». 
  2   4 

Тема 4 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті 

жінки». 
  2   4 

Тема 5 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті 

жінки».+к/р 
  2   4 

Кредит 9 

Оповідання Уильяма Сомерсета Моэма 

Тема 1 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка».   2   3 

Тема 2 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка».   2   3 

Тема 3 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична 

молода леді». 
  2   3 

Тема 4 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична 

молода леді». 
  2   3 

Тема 5 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична 

молода леді». 
  2   3 

Тема 6 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична 

молода леді». 
  2   3 

Кредит 10  

Оповідання Уильяма Сомерсета Моэма 

Тема 1 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза».   2   4 

Тема 2 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза».   2   4 

Тема 3 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза».   2   4 

Тема 4 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза».   2   4 

Тема 5 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза».+к/р   2   4 

Кредит 11,5 

Оповідання Уильяма Сомерсета Моэма 



Тема 1 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   2 
Тема 2 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   3 
Тема 3 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   2 
Тема 4 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   3 
Тема 5 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   2 
Тема 6 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   3 
Тема 7 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   2 
Тема 8 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   3 
Тема 9 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ».   2   2 
Тема 10 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». +к/р   2   3 

Всього за 6 семестр:   64   101 

Усього годин:   118   227 

 

 

 

4. Теми практичних занять 

 

№ 

з/п 

Назва теми Кількість 

годин 

1 Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи Мей 

Олкотт. Історія створення роману «Маленькі жінки». 
2 

2 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 1. Гра в пілігримів. 2 

3 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 2. Щасливе різдво. 2 

4 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 3. Онук містера Лоренса. 2 

5 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 4. Ноші пілігримів. 2 

6 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 5. Сусіди. 2 

7 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 6. Бесс знаходить 

чудовий палац. 
2 

8 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 7. Емі в долині 

приниження. 
2 

9 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 8. Джо зустрічає 

Аполлона. 
2 

10 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 9. Мег на ярмарці 

марнославства. 
2 

11 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 10. Піквікський клуб. 2 

12 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 11. Новий досвід. 2 

13 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 12. Табір генерала 

Лоренса. 
2 

14 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 
2 

15 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 13. Повітряні замки. 2 

16 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 14. Таємниці. 2 

17 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 15. Телеграма. 2 

18 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 16. Листи. 2 

19 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 17. Маленька 

сумлінність. 
2 



20 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 18. Похмурі дні. 2 

21 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 19. Заповіт Емі. 2 

22 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 20. Зізнання. 2 

23 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 21. Лорі – порушник 

покою і Джо – миротворця. 
2 

24 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 22. Щасливі луги. 2 

25 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 23. Тітка Марч вирішує 

питання. 
2 

26 Перегляд екранізації роману Луїзи Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». 

Обговорення. 
2 

27 Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 
2 

28 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім». 2 

29 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім». 2 

30 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм«Людина зі шрамом». 2 

31 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм«Людина зі шрамом». 2 

32 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 2 

33 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 2 

34 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і бабка» 2 

35 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і бабка» 2 

36 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 2 

37 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 2 

38 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки».+к/р 2 

39 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 2 

40 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 2 

41 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 2 

42 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 2 

43 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 2 

44 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 2 

45 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 2 

46 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 2 

47 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 2 

48 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 2 

49 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза».+к/р 2 

50 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

51 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

52 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

53 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

54 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

55 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

56 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

57 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

58 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 2 

59 Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». +к/р 2 

 Всього годин 118 



 

 

5. Самостійна робота 

№ 

з/п 

Назва теми Кількість 

годин 

1 Кредит 1. Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина 

Луїзи Мей Олкотт. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 1 - 4. 
21 

2 Кредит 2. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 5 - 8. 21 

3 Кредит 3. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 9 - 12. 21 

4 Кредит 4. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 13 - 16. 21 

5 Кредит 5. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 17 - 21. 21 

6 Кредит 6. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 22 - 23. 

Перегляд екранізації роману. Обговорення. 
21 

7 Кредит 7. Уильям Сомерсет Моэм Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім», 

«Людина зі шрамом», «Друг в біді». 
18 

8 Кредит 8. Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і бабка», «Три товсті 

жінки». 
20 

9 Кредит 9. Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка», «Романтична молода 

леді». 
18 

10 Кредит 10. Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 20 

11 Кредит 11,5. Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 25 

 Всього годин 227 

 

6. Індивідуальні завдання 

Індивідуальне навчально-дослідне завдання студента (надалі ІНДЗ) є 

видом позааудиторної самостійної роботи студента навчального чи 

навчально-дослідницького характеру, яке виконується в процесі вивчення 

програмного матеріалу навчального курсу і завершується разом із 

складанням підсумкового іспиту чи заліку із даної навчальної дисципліни. 

Мета. Самостійне вивчення частини програмного матеріалу, систематизація, 

поглиблення, узагальнення, закріплення та практичне застосування знань 

студента з навчального курсу та розвиток навичок самостійної роботи. 

Зміст. Завершена теоретична або практична робота в межах навчальної 

програми курсу, яка виконується на основі знань, умінь і навичок, одержаних 

в процесі лекційних та семінарських занять, охоплює декілька тем або зміст 

навчального курсу в цілому.  

Види завдань: 

1. Підготовка проектів на задану тему. 

2. Опрацювання запропонованих текстів з метою пошуку вживання нової 

лексики та її граматичних форм. 

3. Підготовка та пошук додаткових сучасних матеріалів за темою занять. 

Презентація їх у нестандартних формах. 

4. Робота з літературними джерелами відомих авторів з метою опрацювання 

вживання лексичного матеріалу. 

5. Дослідження публікацій, відео- та аудіо- записів у ресурсі Інтернет та 

презентація цікавого матеріалу з теми на занятті. 



 

7. Методи навчання 

 Навчальним модулем вважається метод навчання, що активізує 

самостійну пізнавальну діяльність студентів, служить її поетапній 

організації, регулюванню, контролю та оцінці.  Навчальний модуль 

розділяється на п'ять складових частин: структурно-логічні схеми (виділяють 

основні блоки знань по темі, що вивчається); навчальну карту 

(встановлюється ієрархія елементів, що вивчаються); вибіркові тести для 

контролю (чи самоконтролю); задачі аналітичного чи графічного змісту (для 

контролю чи самоконтролю на більш високому рівні (на рівні умінь та 

навичок) та лабораторні роботи дослідницького характеру, що сприяють 

становленню та закріпленню знань з теорії. П'ять рівнів навчання дозволяють 

оволодіти знаннями в тій чи іншій області. Дана класифікація методів 

навчання розроблена на основі  рівнів навчання. 

Перший рівень – знання-знайомства, які дозволяють студенту розрізняти, 

впізнавати знайомий йому предмет, явище, певну інформацію.  

Другий рівень – знання-копії, що дозволяють переказати, репродукувати 

засвоєну інформацію.  

Третій рівень – знання-вміння, тобто можливість застосувати одержані 

знання в практичній діяльності.  

Четвертий рівень – знання-навики свого роду автоматизовані вміння.  

П'ятий рівень – категорія творчості, результатом якої є так звані дії "без 

правил" в певній галузі навчально-пізнавальної діяльності.  

 

8. Методи контролю 

Підсумкова форма контролю здійснюється за результатами поточної 

успішності студентів. 

Засоби діагностики успішності навчання 

1. Метод усного контролю.  

Етапи усного опитування: постановка вчителем питань (завдань) з 

урахуванням специфіки предмета і вимог програми; підготовка учнів до 

відповіді і викладення своїх знань: корекція і самоконтроль викладених знань 

по ходу відповіді; аналіз і оцінка відповіді.  

2.Методи письмового контролю (письмові контрольні роботи, твори, 

перекази, диктанти, письмові заліки та ін.).  

3.Тестова перевірка знань (   тести на доповнення;  тести на використання 

аналогії;  тести на зміну елементів відповіді ) 

4. Графічна перевірка знань учнів (графічні зображення умови задачі, 

малюнки, креслення, діаграми, схеми, таблиці).  Графічна перевірка може 

виступати як самостійний вид або може входити, як органічний елемент, до 

усної або письмової перевірки.  

5.Програмоване опитування учнів полягає у пред'явленні всім учням 

стандартних вимог у процесі перевірки ( застосування перфокарт).  

6. Іспити. Усний іспит. Письмовий іспит. оцінка.  

7. Самоконтроль і самооцінка. 



 
9. Розподіл балів, які отримують студенти 

Поточне тестування та самостійна робота Само

стійн

а 

робот

а 

Нако

пичу

валь

ні 

бали/ 

Сума 

Кредит 1, 3, 5, 8, 10 

Т1 Т2 Т3 Т4 Т5 65 100/500 

7 7 7 7 7 

Кредит 2, 4, 6   

Т1 Т2 Т3 
Т4 

 
68 100/300 

8 8 8 
8 

 

Кредит 7, 9   

Т1 Т2 Т3 Т4 Т5 Т6 64 100/200 

6 6 6 6 6 6 

Кредит 11,5   

Т1 Т2 Т3 Т4 Т5 Т6 Т7 Т8 Т9 Т10 90 150 

6 6 6 6 6 6 6 6 6 6 

Всього балів: 1150 

 

Шкала оцінювання: національна та ECTS 

ОЦІНКА 

ЄКТС 

СУМА 

БАЛІВ 

ОЦІНКА ЗА НАЦІОНАЛЬНОЮ ШКАЛОЮ  

екзамен  залік 

A 90-100 5 (відмінно) 5/відм./зараховано 

B 80-89 
4 (добре) 4/добре/ зараховано 

C 65-79 

D 55-64 3 (задовільно) 

  

3/задов./ зараховано 

  E 50-54 

FX 35-49 2 (незадовільно) 

  
Не зараховано 

 

10. Методичне забезпечення 

1. Loisa May Alcott. Little Women. Roberts Brothers , USA. Volume I 1868. 

Volume II  1869.  

2. Луиза Мэй Олкотт. Маленькие женщины. – АСТ, 2008. 

3. Louisa May Alcott (1880). Little women: or, Meg, Jo, Beth and Amy. John 

Wilson and Son Cambridge. p. 5. Retrieved 2010-05-31. 

4. Louisa May Alcott. Little Women. New York: New American Library, 2004. 

5. W. Somerset Maugham Collected Short Stories, USA. Penguin  Books, 1997. 



6. William Anderson. The World of Louisa May Alcott. New York: HarperCollins 

Publishers, Inc., 1992. 

7. Anne K. Phillips and Gregory Eiselein, editors. Little Women: A Norton 

Critical Edition. New York: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc., 2004. 

8. John Matteson. Eden's Outcasts: The Story of Louisa May Alcott and Her 

Father. New York: W. W. Norton & Company, Inc., 2007. 

9. Поговорим о прочитанном. Пособие по домашнему чтению на английском 

языке: Учеб. пособие / Т.А.Бараблина, В.И.Бозылева, Т.Н.Маляр, 

Л.Б.Нефедова. – М.: Высш. шк., 1986. – 206 с.  

10. Лебединская Б.Я. От чтения к устной речи. Пособие по английскому 

языку. – М.: Высш. шк., 1992. – 176 с.  

11. Рум А.Р.У. Великобритания: Лингвострановедческий словарь. – 2-е изд., 

стереотип. – М.: Рус. яз., 2000. – 560 с.  

12. New Webster’s Dictionary and Thesaurus of the English Language. School, 

Home and Office Edition. 230,000 Entries. 1,248 Pages. Lexicon Publications, 

Inc. Danbury, CT, 1993.  

13. The Concise Columbia Encyclopedia. Edited by Judith S. Levey and Agnes 

Greenhall. Columbia University Press, 1983.  

 

11. Рекомендована література 

Базова 

1. Loisa May Alcott. Little Women. Roberts Brothers , USA. Volume I 1868. 

Volume II  1869.  

2. Луиза Мэй Олкотт. Маленькие женщины. – АСТ, 2008. 

3. Louisa May Alcott (1880). Little women: or, Meg, Jo, Beth and Amy. John 

Wilson and Son Cambridge. p. 5. Retrieved 2010-05-31. 

4. Louisa May Alcott. Little Women. New York: New American Library, 2004 

5. Поговорим о прочитанном. Пособие по домашнему чтению на 

английском языке: Учеб. пособие / Т.А.Бараблина, В.И.Бозылева, 

Т.Н.Маляр, Л.Б.Нефедова. – М.: Высш. шк., 1986. – 206 с.  

 

Допоміжна 
1. Лабораторные работы по английскому языку: Учеб. пособие для студ. ин-

тов и фак. иностр. языков / Т.И.Матюшкина-Герке, Т.Н.Кузьмичёва, 

Л.Л.Иванова. – М.: Высш. школа, 1974. – 216 с.  

2. Скалкин В.Л. Английский язык для общения: Учеб. пособие для неяз. 

вузов. – М.: Высш. шк., 1986. – 192 с.  

3. Лебединская Б.Я. От чтения к устной речи. Пособие по английскому 

языку. – М.: Высш. шк., 1992. – 176 с.  

4. Рум А.Р.У. Великобритания: Лингвострановедческий словарь. – 2-е изд., 

стереотип. – М.: Рус. яз., 2000. – 560 с.  

5. Cooper B.L., Rubalsky B.G. An Advanced Course of Everyday English. A 

handbook for senior courses of foreign languages institutes. – Moscow: Foreign 

Languages Publishing House, 1963. – 268 p.  



6. New Webster’s Dictionary and Thesaurus of the English Language. School, 

Home and Office Edition. 230,000 Entries. 1,248 Pages. Lexicon Publications, 

Inc. Danbury, CT, 1993.  

7. The Concise Columbia Encyclopedia. Edited by Judith S. Levey and Agnes 

Greenhall. Columbia University Press, 1983.  

8. The World Almanac and Book of Facts 1998. World Almanac Books. K – III 

Reference Corporation, 1997.  

 

12. Інформаційні ресурси 

 

1. English_for_translators_Karaban 

2. http://moodle.mnu.mk.ua/course/category.php?id=259 

3. http://www.englishclub.com/ 

4. www.bbc.co.uk/worldservice/learningenglish/general http://www.voanews.com

/learningenglish/home/ 

5.  http://effortlessenglish.com 

6.   http://www.eslpod.com 

7. http://esl-lab.com 
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ВСТУП 

Програма вивчення нормативної навчальної дисципліни “Аналітичне 

читання” складена Баркасі В.В. та Нікіфорчук С.С. відповідно до освітньо-

професійної програми підготовки ступеня бакалавра спеціальності 

6.020303. Філологія*. Мова і література (англійська). 

Предметом вивчення  навчальної дисципліни є вивчення англійської 

мови та опанування основних видів комунікативної діяльності (діалогічного 

та монологічного мовлення, читання та розуміння англомовних текстів, 

письма). 

Міждисциплінарні зв’язки: «Практичний курс основної мови 

(англійська)», «Практична фонетика англійської мови», «Практична 

граматика англійської мови», «Зарубіжна література», «Країнознавство 

Великобританії та США» та ін. 
1. Мета та завдання навчальної дисципліни 

1.1. Метою викладання навчальної дисципліни “Аналітичне читання” є: 

7. практична: формувати у студентів комунікативну, лінгвістичну і 

соціокультурну компетенції; 

8. когнітивна: формувати у студентів когнітивну компетенцію у 

взаємозв'язку з іншими видами компетенцій; 

9. емоційно-розвиваюча: формувати у студентів позитивне ставлення до 

оволодіння як мовою, так і культурою англомовного світу; 

10. освітня: розвивати у студентів здатність до самооцінки і 

самовдосконалення, що допоможе їм успішно завершити курс вищої 

освіти і стане передумовою їх наступного професійного росту; 

11. професійна: формувати у студентів професійну компетенцію 

шляхом ознайомлення їх з різними методами і прийомами навчання 

іноземної мови та залучення до виконання професійно орієнтованих 

завдань; 

12. виховна: виховувати і розвивати у студентів почуття 

самосвідомості; формувати вміння міжособистісного спілкування, 

необхідні для повноцінного функціонування як у навчальному 

середовищі, так і за його межами. 

 

1.2.Основними завданнями вивчення дисципліни “Аналітичне читання” 

є: 

забезпечити формування стійких мовленнєвих навичок та вмінь, 

необхідних для свідомого професійного володіння англійською мовою; 

надати студентам можливість оволодіти основними видами комунікативної 

діяльності (діалогічним та монологічним мовленням, читанням та 

розумінням англомовних текстів, письмом) та сформувати початкові 

практичні навички обробки тексту при перекладі з англійської мови на 

українську та з української на англійську. 

На III курсі здійснюється навчання двом видам читання: вивчаючому 

(детальному) читанню, яку передбачає повне розуміння тексту, що 



читається, та ознайомлювальному, коли розуміння складає 70-75% 

інформації, наданої в тексті. 

 Ознайомлювальний вид читання розвиває у студентів вміння, необхідні 

для подальшого читання, головним чином, газетних матеріалів та 

літератури зі спеціальності. 

 Більше уваги треба приділяти й технічному боку читання, тому що від 

володіння технікою читання залежить розуміння того, що читають, а також 

розвиток вмінь виразного читання, дуже важливого для майбутнього 

вчителя.  

Курс розраховано на інтенсивне вивчення, закріплення та практичне 

застосування даного матеріалу. 

По закінченню III курсу студенти мають сприймати загальний зміст 

та/або деталі повідомлень (розповіді, описи, діалоги), бути здатними 

знаходити у повідомленні потрібну інформацію, визначити послідовність 

подій, сформувати механізм контекстуальної здогадки. Досягнення такої 

мети здійснюється як за рахунок спеціальних вправ впродовж аудиторних 

занять, включаючи спілкування з викладачем та іншими студентами, так і 

завдяки домашній та самостійній роботі (роботі над проектами, вивчені 

додаткових джерел англомовних авторів). 

Змістом навчання читання є розвиток контекстуальної здогадки для 

розуміння незнайомих слів у тексті, розпізнавання його головної ідеї, 

складових, їхньої структури, елементів та засобів зв’язку між ними. 

Передбачається також формування навичок відновлення деформованих 

текстів, розвиток умінь розпізнавання аргументації автора, прогнозування 

змісту тексту, виходячи з наявної інформації. 

1.3. Згідно з вимогами освітньо-професійної програми студент оволодіває 

такими компетентностями: 

І. Загальнопредметні: лінгвістична, комунікативна, навчально-пізнавальна 

компетенції. 

ІІ. Фахові: граматична, фонологічна, лінгво-методична, лінгвокраїнознавча 

компетенції. 

На вивчення навчальної дисципліни відводиться 345 годин/11,5 кредитів 

ECTS. 

 

2. Інформаційний обсяг навчальної дисципліни  

5 семестр 

Кредит 1. Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи 

Мей Олкотт. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 1 - 4. 

Тема 1: Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи Мей 

Олкотт. Історія створення роману «Маленькі жінки». 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 1. Гра в пілігримів. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 2. Щасливе різдво. 



Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 3. Онук містера Лоренса. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 4. Ноші пілігримів. 

 

Кредит 2. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 5 - 8. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 5. Сусіди. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 6. Бесс знаходить 

чудовий палац. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 7. Емі в долині 

приниження. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 8. Джо зустрічає 

Аполлона. 

 

Кредит 3. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 9 - 12. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 9. Мег на ярмарці 

марнославства. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 10. Піквікський клуб. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 11. Новий досвід. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 12. Табір генерала 

Лоренса. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 

 

Кредит 4. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 13 - 16. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 13. Повітряні замки. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 14. Таємниці. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 15. Телеграма. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 16. Листи. 

 

Кредит 5. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 17 - 21. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 17. Маленька 

сумлінність. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 18. Похмурі дні. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 19. Заповіт Емі. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 20. Зізнання. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 21. Лорі – порушник 

покою і Джо – миротворця. 

 

Кредит 6. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 22 - 23. Перегляд 

екранізації роману. Обговорення. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 22. Щасливі луги. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 23. Тітка Марч вирішує 

питання. 

Тема 3: Перегляд екранізації роману Луїзи Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». 

Обговорення. 



Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 

 

6 семестр 

 

Кредит 7.  

Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Дім». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дім». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі шрамом». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі шрамом». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 

 

Кредит 8.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і бабка». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Мураха і бабка». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Три товсті жінки». 

 

Кредит 9.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

 

Кредит 10.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

 

Кредит 11,5.  
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 7: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 8: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 9: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 



Тема 10: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

 
3. Рекомендована література 

Базова 

6. Loisa May Alcott. Little Women. Roberts Brothers , USA. Volume I 1868. 

Volume II  1869.  

7. Луиза Мэй Олкотт. Маленькие женщины. – АСТ, 2008. 

8. Louisa May Alcott (1880). Little women: or, Meg, Jo, Beth and Amy. John 

Wilson and Son Cambridge. p. 5. Retrieved 2010-05-31. 

9. Louisa May Alcott. Little Women. New York: New American Library, 2004 

10. W. Somerset Maugham Collected Short Stories, USA. Penguin  Books, 

1997. 

11. Поговорим о прочитанном. Пособие по домашнему чтению на 

английском языке: Учеб. пособие / Т.А.Бараблина, В.И.Бозылева, 

Т.Н.Маляр, Л.Б.Нефедова. – М.: Высш. шк., 1986. – 206 с.  

 

Допоміжна 
9. Лабораторные работы по английскому языку: Учеб. пособие для студ. ин-

тов и фак. иностр. языков / Т.И.Матюшкина-Герке, Т.Н.Кузьмичёва, 

Л.Л.Иванова. – М.: Высш. школа, 1974. – 216 с.  

10. Скалкин В.Л. Английский язык для общения: Учеб. пособие для неяз. 

вузов. – М.: Высш. шк., 1986. – 192 с.  

11. Лебединская Б.Я. От чтения к устной речи. Пособие по английскому 

языку. – М.: Высш. шк., 1992. – 176 с.  

12. Рум А.Р.У. Великобритания: Лингвострановедческий словарь. – 2-е изд., 

стереотип. – М.: Рус. яз., 2000. – 560 с.  

13. Cooper B.L., Rubalsky B.G. An Advanced Course of Everyday English. A 

handbook for senior courses of foreign languages institutes. – Moscow: Foreign 

Languages Publishing House, 1963. – 268 p.  

14. New Webster’s Dictionary and Thesaurus of the English Language. School, 

Home and Office Edition. 230,000 Entries. 1,248 Pages. Lexicon Publications, 

Inc. Danbury, CT, 1993.  

15. The Concise Columbia Encyclopedia. Edited by Judith S. Levey and Agnes 

Greenhall. Columbia University Press, 1983.  

16. The World Almanac and Book of Facts 1998. World Almanac Books. K – III 

Reference Corporation, 1997.  

 

4. Форма підсумкового контролю успішності навчання  

Підсумкова форма контролю здійснюється за результатами поточної 

успішності та складання студентами заліків у V та VI семестрi. 

5. Засоби діагностики успішності навчання 
1. Метод усного контролю.  

Етапи усного опитування: постановка вчителем питань (завдань) з 

урахуванням специфіки предмета і вимог програми; підготовка учнів до 



відповіді і викладення своїх знань: корекція і самоконтроль викладених знань 

по ходу відповіді; аналіз і оцінка відповіді.  

2.Методи письмового контролю (письмові контрольні роботи, твори, 

перекази, диктанти, письмові заліки та ін.).  

3.Тестова перевірка знань (тести на доповнення; тести на використання 

аналогії; тести на зміну елементів відповіді ) 

4. Графічна перевірка знань учнів (графічні зображення умови задачі, 

малюнки, креслення, діаграми, схеми, таблиці). Графічна перевірка може 

виступати як самостійний вид або може входити, як органічний елемент, до 

усної або письмової перевірки.  

5.Програмоване опитування учнів полягає у пред'явленні всім учням 

стандартних вимог у процесі перевірки (застосування перфокарт).  

6. Самоконтроль і самооцінка. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Кредит 1 

Тема 1: Американська література ХІХ століття. Творча спадщина Луїзи Мей 

Олкотт. Історія створення роману «Маленькі жінки». 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 1. Гра в пілігримів. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 2. Щасливе різдво. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 3. Онук містера Лоренса. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 4. Ноші пілігримів. 

 

 

About Little Women 



Little Women: Meg, Jo, Beth, and Amy, The Story of Their Lives, A Girls’ Book 

was written by Louisa May Alcott and published in two parts. Roberts Brothers 

published the first part on September 30, 1868. After its success, with the first 

2000 copies sold in just one month, the editor confirmed that Alcott should write a 

second part, which was published on April 14, 1869, and sold thirteen thousand 

copies in two weeks. The full book was edited and republished in 1880. It has 

never gone out of print. While generally read independently, Little Women was 

followed by two more novels in the series: Little Men in 1871 and Jo’s Boys in 

1886. 

The book chronicles approximately fifteen years in the lives of four sisters and 

their close family and friends in Concord, Massachusetts. The book is largely 

autobiographical and fictionalizes the life of Alcott (Jo) and her three sisters: Anna 

(Meg); Lizzie (Beth); and May (Amy). Like their characters, Lizzie died at 23, 

weakened from scarlet fever, and May was quite artistic, making the original 

illustrations for the publication of Little Women. Alcott had already published 

several of the girls’ stories and experiences in other, shorter pieces. In addition to 

drawing on her own life, Alcott makes allusions to other books throughout her 

novel, most explicitly The Pilgrim’s Progress, a Christian allegory by John 

Bunyan published in 1684. 

Alcott was asked to write Little Women in 1867 by the editor Thomas Niles, who 

wanted a girls’ book. When Alcott started the book in May 1868, she wrote in her 

journal that, “I plod away, though I don’t enjoy this sort of thing. Never liked girls 

or knew many, except my sisters; but our queer plays and experiences may prove 

interesting, though I doubt it.” In writing a book for adolescents, Alcott decided to 

make the tone simple and direct, based on real experiences rather than 

sensationalized ones. Each part was written in approximately three months, 

sometimes a chapter a day, with very little rewriting or editing. Her editor Niles 

and Alcott herself found her first twelve chapters “dull.” Both were surprised and 

pleased by the scale of its success.  

Contemporary critics praised Little Women for being a well-written, lively, and 

enjoyable book for children and adults alike. Little Women differed from other 

books for girls at the time, such as Susan Warner’s The Wide, Wide World, by 

giving depth to its female characters and avoiding being overly moralistic. Little 

Women is considered one of the great American novels and has been adapted 

several times as a radio show, play, opera, and film. The most recent film was 

made in 1994 and stars Susan Sarandon, Winona Ryder, Clare Danes, Kirsten 

Dunst, and Christian Bale. 

Louisa May Alcott and Her Father 

Little Women is largely autobiographical. Deeper understanding of the real 

experiences in the Alcott family can provide a more nuanced understanding of the 
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characters' relations with one another. The influences of Amos Bronson Alcott, 

Louisa's father, on the book are extensive. For example, Pilgrim's Progress, 

Louisa's metaphor for the first half of the book, was Bronson's favorite book. Some 

of Bronson's teaching methods, such as having a student who misbehaved strike 

him rather than striking the child, are utilized by Mr. Bhaer's character in Little 
Men.  

However, Louisa May Alcott's relationship with her father was much more 

tumultuous than Jo's with the saintly Mr. March was. With greater understanding 

of Bronson's role in Louisa's life, it is possible to identify remnants of the tension 

between Louisa and Bronson in the relationship between Jo and her Father. 

Bronson Alcott was a fervent philosopher and educator. He believed in 

Transcendentalism, a diverse movement rooted in New England in the nineteenth 

century and now associated with Ralph Waldo Emerson and Henry David Thoreau. 

He both wrote about and tried to live his beliefs. Alcott's philosophy focused on 

drawing out people's intuitive truth and morality. This belief translated into an 

educational method that disregarded rote memorization and textbooks in favor of 

practical learning experiences and the Socratic Method. Bronson applied this 

method in several experimental schools, most famously the Temple School, which 

he opened in Boston in 1834. The school flourished until Bronson published 

Conversations with the Gospels in 1836, which described the success of his 

teaching methods. Unfortunately, Conversations was poorly received, as people 

objected to children engaging in adult conversations. Some parents withdrew their 

children from Temple School, particularly after Bronson admitted an African 

American student. The school closed in 1839 and left Bronson deeply in debt.  

After living in Concord near Emerson and Thoreau and other philosophers who 

encouraged Bronson's beliefs, he founded an experimental, communal farm called 

Fruitlands in 1843. Bronson's strict philosophy, a poor harvest, and ill health all led 

to the demise of Fruitlands. Bronson was asked to join a Shaker community, which 

he considered, despite the requirement to separate from his wife and children, as 

Christian does in Pilgrim's Progress. Louisa, who was eleven at the time, 

remembered this time sadly and prayed that they would stay together. Bronson 

chose to stay with the family, and after six months at Fruitlands, they moved away. 

Bronson's depression at the collapse of his utopia was severe. He refused to work 

as a laborer, could not find a job as a teacher, and fell in the estimation of his 

friends. Emerson, though he distanced himself publicly from Bronson, supported 

the family financially for years in the future and eventually helped fund a 

permanent home for them. Eventually, Bronson was selected as Superintendent of 

Concord Schools and then started a successful School of Philosophy.  

Louisa and her father had a loving respect for one another, yet they caused each 

other great consternation. Bronson was a perfectionist who made few exceptions 

for worldly realities. Louisa was wild, impulsive, and strong-tempered, and she 
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frustrated his philosophies. Louisa, for her part, was sometimes angered by her 

Father's idealism. Louisa described the Fruitlands experiment in a satirical story 

"Transcendental Wild Oats." This knowledge gives greater meaning to Mr. 

March's encouragement to Jo to try to write better stories, disregarding the money, 

and Jo's perseverance in writing her sensation stories in order to pay off the family 

bills that her own father could not.  

At first glance, Mr. March appears as an unworldly and idealistic but good man 

whose devotion to his family was unwavering. His characterization seems to 

reflect very little of Louisa's frustration with her father. In Part I, this is partially 

due to her father's absence. Scholars argue that she reduced and softened his role 

because he was so unique that readers would have trouble identifying with the 

family. Yet Bronson was in fact away much of the time, leaving his wife 

responsible for the household. During one such memorable time at Fruitlands, 

Bronson and a colleague were away seeking recruits for the farm when a storm 

threatened the entire barley crop. Taking charge, Louisa's mother directed her 

children to gather as much barley as they could onto her blankets and sheets before 

the storm came.  

In Little Women, none of Jo's frustration at their poverty and the necessity of her 

work is directed at her father. In truth, Louisa's diary expresses annoyance at his 

over-extensions of generosity, such as inviting others to stay in their home despite 

their poverty. She dislikes having to work and sew in order to get by, and is hurt by 

Bronson's favoritism toward her sisters Anna and May, who are more docile than 

she is.  

With this understanding of Bronson and Louisa's relationship, it is Louisa's 

portrayal of Mr. March's and Jo's relationship after Beth's death that rings the most 

true. The time had come when they could talk together as not only father and 

daughter, but as man and woman, and able and glad to serve each other with 

mutual sympathy as well as mutual love. With Little Women, Louisa was able to 

pay off her family's debts and gain the respect of the world. When Bronson 

lectured, he was now introduced as the father of Louisa May Alcott. This new 

arrangement fostered mutual respect and care in adulthood.  

Amos Bronson Alcott died on March 4, 1888. He asked Louisa to "come up with 

me." Two days later, she did. 
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Chapter One 

Playing Pilgrims 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the 

main idea of the chapter? 

2. What is the main idea of the chapter and how is it conveyed to the reader? Try 

to formulate it in brief. 

3. Comment on Beth’s words: “Birds in their little nests agree.” 

4. Comment on Jo’s words: “… as prim as a China Aster.” 

5. Give a detailed description of the March sisters. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

1. to adopt a plan 

2. in a gentlemanly manner 



3. a pickle bottle 

4. a flyaway look 

5. to shoot up into a woman 

6. as stiff as a poker 

7. all black and blue 

8. a streak of sunshine 

9. to brood over 

10. like a streak of sunshine 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Chrysanthemum, contentedly, altered, impertinent, limbs, cologne, choir, 

arsenic, tragedian, a slough. Translate the following words into English: 

1. позволить себе маленькие радости 

2. взбалмошная старуха 

3. уметь изящно выражать свои мысли 

4. «жеманная барышня» 

5. быть любимицей семьи 

6. бросить миру вызов 

7. непризывного возраста 

8. убирать со стола 

9. прирожденный певец 

10. знакомая колыбельная 

 

IV. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “I’ll try and be what he 

loves t call me…before Father comes home.” 

 

V. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

 

VI. Grammar practice 

 

1. Fill in the blanks with the articles where necessary. 

1) But I don't think … little we should spend would do any good. 

2) And Beth looked at her rough hands with … sigh that any one could hear 

that time. 

3) You said … other day you thought we were … deal happier than … King 

children, for they were fighting and fretting all … time, in spite of their 

money. 

4) It's bad enough to be … girl, anyway, when I like boy's games and work 

and manners. 

5) Jo is … tomboy and Amy … goose, what am I, please? 

6) What … characters of … four sisters were we will leave to be found out. 

7) I liked … things and … kisses, but it was dreadful to have you sit looking 

at me while I opened … bundles. 

8) Jo gave … despairing groan, and Meg laughed outright, while Beth let her 

bread burn as she watched … fun with interest. 



9) Hagar, … witch, chanted … awful incantation over her kettleful of 

simmering toads, with weird effect. 

10) She was not elegantly dressed, but … noble-looking woman, and … 

girls thought … gray cloak and unfashionable bonnet covered … most 

splendid mother in … world. 

11) Meg arranged … tea table, Jo brought wood and set chairs, dropping, 

over-turning, and clattering everything she touched. 

12) They all drew to … fire, Mother in … big chair with Beth at her feet, 

Meg and Amy perched on either arm of … chair, and Jo leaning on …  back, 

where no one would see any sign of emotion if … letter should happen to be 

touching. 

13) Our burdens are here, our road is before us, and … longing for goodness 

and happiness is … guide that leads us through many troubles and mistakes 

to … peace which is … true Celestial City. 

14) They talked over … new plan while old Hannah cleared … table, then 

out came … four little work baskets, and … needles flew as … girls made 

sheets for Aunt March. 

 

2. Put sentences into the correct order. 

1) Beth ate no more, but crept away to sit in her shadowy corner and brood over 

the delight to come, till the others were ready. 

2) "I know what I mean, and you needn't be statirical about it. It's proper to use 

good words, and improve your vocabilary," returned Amy, with dignity.  

3) Meg stopped lecturing, and lighted the lamp, Amy got out of the easy chair 

without being asked, and Jo forgot how tired she was as she sat up to hold the 

slippers nearer to the blaze. 

4) "I planned to spend mine in new music," said Beth. 

5) "I don't mean to act any more after this time." 

6) Very few letters were written in those hard times that were not touching, 

especially those which fathers sent home. 

 

Chapter II 

A Merry Christmas 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main idea 

of the chapter? 

2. What precious gift did the sisters find under the pillows on Christmas? 

3. What was the purpose of Amy’s early going out? 

4. Who eats the March family’s Christmas breakfast? 

5. I what situation is the proverb “Necessity is the mother of invention” used? 

6. When the girls perform plays, how do they manage male roles? 

7. What were the themes of the girls’ plays? 

8. Who sent some trifles as presents to Mrs. March and the girls? 
 



II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

1. to look rather abashed 

2. to put smb wits to work 

3. to consent without a murmur 

4. to look earnest and humble 

5. to one’s heart’s content 

6. rapturous amazement 

7. to set smb to laughing 

8. to be overcame with feelings 

9. to comfort smb with promise 

10. to revenge on smb for smth 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

dawn, pious, flask, frown, impetuously, buckwheat, quilt, ragged, gruel, 

chrysanthemums, bosom, fasten, russet, chintz, bequeaths. 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

1. нахмуренность 

2. бедствовать 

3. нищенское жилище 

4. несчастное создание 

5. гречневые оладьи 

6. потрудиться 

7. варежки и капюшоны 

8. переулки 

9. сверток 

10. плакать от радости 

 

V. Read and translate: 

1. Jo put her arm around her and, leaning cheek to cheek, read also, with the quiet 

expression so seldom seen on her restless face. 

2. “There never was such a woman for giving away vittles and drink, clothes and 

firing,” replied Hannah, who had lived with the family since Meg was born, and 

was considered by them all more as friend than a servant. 

3. Amy came in hastily, and looked rather abashed when she saw her sister all 

waiting for her. 

4. Six children are huddled into one bed to keep from freezing, for they have no 

fire. 

5. You shall all go and help me, and when we come back we will have bread and 

milk for breakfast, and make it up a dinnertime. 

6. “That’s loving our neighbor better than ourselves, and I like it”, said Meg, as 

they set out their presents while their mother was upstairs collecting clothes for the 

poor Hummels. 



7. There was a good deal  of laughing and kissing and explaining, in the simple, 

loving fashion which makes these festivals so pleasant at the time, so sweet to 

remember long afterward, and then all fell to work. ” 

 

VI. Give the synonyms or explain in English: 

to be faithful about smth 

to try not to be selfish 

to pronounce a perfect fit 

crimson-covered 

queer party 

to whisk in and out 

to rummage 

to prance about 

to make smb adore smb 

 

VII. Grammar practice 

 

Find in the text and write out:  

a) The forms of the Gerund;  

b) The Subjunctives. 

CHAPTER ІІІ 

THE LAURENCE BOY 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main idea 

of the chapter? 

2. What was Jo’s favourite refuge? 

3. Who was a regular note of invitation from? 

4. What reaction did it produce? 

5. When Jo tries to curl Meg’s hair for New Year’s party, instead she does what? 

6. Describe Jo and Meg’s preparation for New Year party? 

7. What is Laurie’s first name? What is the reason of his not liking it? 

8. Who did Jo come across at the ball? How did it happen? 

9. What was wrong with Meg? Who was their benefactor? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

1. to get into scrapes 

2. a game of romps 

3. just my luck! 

4. tears of regret 

5. the shorn sheep 

6. let us be elegant or die 

7. by a wink 

8. on the tip of one’s tongue 

9. to have a capital time 



10. in freedom 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

blithely, tongs, bureau, luxurious, auburn, redowa, arnica. 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

1. длинный вязаный шарф, тёплое кашне 

2. любимое убежище 

3. сорт красновато- или желтовато-коричневых яблок или яблок с 

коричневатыми пятнышками 

4. не сметь пошевелиться 

5. окольными путями 

6. корпеть над книгами 

7. зубрежка и списывание 

8. неуклюжая 

9. пословица 

10. растянуть лодыжку 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian.  

“Down they went … face to face with the ‘Laurence boy’.” 

 

VI. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

 

VII. Grammar practice 

a) Find the sentences with Conditional Mood. Write them down. 

b) Search the chapter for the Subjective-with-the-Infinitive complex. 

 

Chapter IV 

Burdens 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the 

main idea of the chapter? 

2. What is the main idea of the chapter and how is it conveyed to the reader? Try 

to formulate it in brief. 

3. Speak about the choice of words in the chapter (baby-talk, similes, play on 

words, etc. and their stylistic function. 

4. Which of the sisters likes to draw and is called “little Raphael?” 

5. Why is the March family poor? 

6. What does Aunt March call Jo, to Jo's dismay? 

7. What burdens do the sisters have to carry?  

8. Comment on the following words: “When you feel discontented, think over 

your blessings, and be grateful.” 

9. What is the meaning of Old Chloe’s quotation: “Tink ob yer marcies, 

chillen…”? Did you understand it?  



 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

1. To trudge along 

2. To put smb in good spirits 

3. With a jerk 

4. Out of sorts 

5. To have the grumps 

6. Regular angels 

7. To sit in the lap of luxury 

8. To give an encouraging pat 

9. Full of ease and pleasure 

10. To wait upon smb 

11. Affliction 

12. Reprimands 

13. A model of deportment 

14. Not to have a particle of taste 

15. Attraction of opposites 

16. To give a gape 

17. Topsy-turvy 

18. To give a sermon 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Yawning, preparatory, irascible, wilderness, to wind, tempestuous, deficiency, 

hearth, Grecian, Raphael, ludicrous, crochet, harum-scarum, sewing, dahlia. 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

1. "клоп" (о маленьком человеке) 

2. исполнять тяжёлую, утомительную работу 

3. дурное настроение, хандра 

4. пирог с начинкой 

5. неотъемлемая часть 

6. одухотворённый 

7. вспыльчивый 

8. буря 

9. имбирный пряник 

10. страдание 

11. застенчивый 

12. повреждённый (о части тела) 

13. всякая всячина 

14. манеры 

15. зевок 

16. примула 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “Mrs. March smiled and 

began at once…though she took it to heart as much as many of them.” 



 

VI. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

 

VII. Grammar practice 

 

1. Fill in the missing articles where necessary, then consult the text from the 

chapter: 

 

 "Beth, if you don't keep these horrid cats down cellar I'll have them 

drowned," exclaimed Meg angrily as she tried to get rid of … kitten which had 

scrambled up her back and stuck like … burr just out of reach.  

Jo laughed, Meg scolded, Beth implored, and Amy wailed because she couldn't 

remember how much nine times twelve was.  

"Girls, girls, do be quiet one minute! I must get this off by … early mail, and you 

drive me distracted with your worry," cried Mrs. March, crossing out … third 

spoiled sentence in her letter.  

There was … momentary lull, broken by Hannah, who stalked in, laid two hot 

turnovers on … table, and stalked out again. These turnovers were … institution, 

and … girls called them 'muffs', for they had no others and found … hot pies very 

comforting to their hands on … cold mornings.  

Hannah never forgot to make them, no matter how busy or grumpy she might be, 

for … walk was long and bleak. … poor things got no other lunch and were seldom 

home before … two.  

 

2. Fill in the missing prepositions where necessary, then consult the text 

from the chapter: 

 

 Margaret found a place as nursery governess and felt rich … her small 

salary. As she said, she was 'fond … luxury', and her chief trouble was poverty. She 

found it harder to bear than the others because she could remember a time when 

home was beautiful, life full … ease and pleasure, and want … any kind unknown. 

She tried not to be envious or discontented, but it was very natural that the young 

girl should long … pretty things, gay friends, accomplishments, and a happy life. 

… the Kings' she daily saw all she wanted, for the children's older sisters were just 

… , and Meg caught frequent glimpses … dainty ball dresses and bouquets, heard 

lively gossip … theaters, concerts, sleighing parties, and merrymakings … all 

kinds, and saw money lavished … trifles which would have been so precious … 

her. Poor Meg seldom complained, but a sense … injustice made her feel bitter … 

everyone sometimes, for she had not yet learned to know how rich she was … the 

blessings which alone can make life happy.  

 

Кредит 2. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 5 - 8. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 5. Сусіди. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 6. Бесс знаходить 

чудовий палац. 



Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 7. Емі в долині 

приниження. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 8. Джо зустрічає 

Аполлона. 

 

Chapter 5 

Being Neighbourly 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the 

main idea of the chapter? 

2. What is the main idea of the chapter and how is it conveyed to the reader? Try 

to formulate it in brief. 

3. Sum up the characters involved in the chapter discussed. Summarize the 

writer’s method in presenting her characters, in other words his technique of 

character drawing. Pick out verbs and adjectives characterizing each of the 

personages. Take notice of their behaviour and manner of speech. What do we 

learn about the characters through their behavior, through their actual an inner 

speech? 

4. Try to reason out the role of this chapter in the novel at large. 

5. Sum up your observations on the vocabulary and syntax of the chapter and the 

way they are related to the contents. (metaphors, symbolism) 

6. Describe the Marches and Mr. Laurence’s houses. 

7. How did Jo manage to give a different air to Laurie’s room? 

8. Why did Laurie lead a lonely life? 

9. Describe Mr. Laurence’s library? Did Jo like it? 

10. Comment on Laurie’s words: “A fellow can’t live on books”. 

11. Describe the scene of Mr. Laurence and Jo first meeting each other. 

12. What attracted each member of the Marches in the neighbouring house? 

13. What was the story of Laurie’s parents? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

1. Bag and baggage 

2. Fidgety 

3. tut-tut 

4. dickens 

5. sugarplum 

6. enchanted palace 

7. to grow sociable 

8. to make inquiries into people’s affairs 

9. to do no end of good 

10. to suffer for sth 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Tomb, blancmange, geranium, Slough, mischievous, enchanted, immensely, 

Theodore, redoubtable. 



 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

1. Осмотреть 

2. Слепить снежок 

3. Смотреть за кем-то, обслуживать кого-то 

4. Ухаживать, свататься, добиваться чьего-либо расположения 

5. поразить воображение 

6. к величайшему огорчению 

7. звонок к чаю 

8. любознательный по натуре 

9. быть далеким от порядка 

10. взбивать подушки 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “The atmosphere of the 

whole house… “I’m happy as a cricket here”, answered Jo.” 

 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

1. Search the chapter for Gerundial complexes. Write them down. 

2. Explain the use of number in the verb after the relative pronoun 

who. Give examples after the same pattern. 

a) "Is Beth the rosy one, who stays at home good deal and 

sometimes goes out with a little basket?" asked Laurie with 

interest. 

b) "Mother, why didn't Mr. Laurence like to have Laurie play?" 

asked Jo, who was of an inquiring disposition.  

c) "I am not sure, but I think it was because his son, Laurie's 

father, married an Italian lady, a musician, which displeased the 

old man, who is very proud. 

d) I fancy the boy, who was born in Italy, is not very strong, and 

the old man is afraid of losing him, which makes him so 

careful. 

 

 

Chapter 6 

Beth finds the palace beautiful 

Чудовий палац для Бет 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to 

anticipate the contents of the chapter? 

2. Present the contents of the chapter in a nutshell. 

3. Characterize similes in the chapter. 



4. Comment on the quotation: “The other lion was the fact that they were poor 

and Laurie rich, for this made them shy of accepting favors which they could 

not return”. 

5. Why couldn’t Beth pluck up courage to go to the 'Mansion of Bliss'? 

6. Whom does Beth remind Mr. Laurence of? 

7. How does Beth thank Mr. Laurence for letting her play his piano? 

8. Comment on the saying: “Love casts out fear, and gratitude can conquer 

pride.” In which situation was it used in the chapter? 

9. Where is the turning point of the chapter? Describe it. 

  

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

   

1. beatitude  

2. heartsease  

3. apple-pie order  

4. crustiness  

5. to play truant 

6. to heart’s content 

7. to do an errand 

8. in a flutter of suspense 

9.enticement 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Tableaux, voracious, indolent, nimble, to soothe, pianny, quaver. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Благодетель 

Наверстать упущенное 

Обращаться как с больным 

Оранжерея 

Непреодолимое искушение 

С благодарностью пожать руку 

Сообщить новости 

Застигнутый врасплох 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian “I have had many pairs of 

slippers in my life…while the girls were rendered quite speechless by the 

miracle.”  

 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

 

1. Transform direct speech into indirect: 



Are you the musical girl?" he asked, without any startling "Hey!" as he looked 

down at her very kindly. 

"I'm Beth. I love it dearly, and I'll come, if you are quite sure nobody will hear 

me—and be disturbed," she added, fearing to be rude, and trembling at her own 

boldness as she spoke. 

"Not a soul, my dear. The house is empty half the day; so come, and drum away 

as much as you like, and I shall be obliged to you." 

"How kind you are, sir!" 

 

2. Explain the usage of tenses in the following passage: 

When this excitement was over, Beth waited to see what would happen. All that 

day passed, and a part of the next, before any acknowledgment arrived and she 

was beginning to fear she had offended her crotchety friend. On the afternoon of 

the second day, she went out to do an errand, and give poor Joanna, the invalid 

doll, her daily exercise. As she came up the street, on her return, she saw three, 

yes, four, heads popping in and out of the parlor windows, and the moment they 

saw her, several hands were waved, and several joyful voices screamed,— 

 

Chapter 7 

Amy’s Valley of Humiliation 

Долина Приниження 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp 

the main idea of the chapter? 

2. What is the main idea of the chapter and how is it conveyed to the reader? 

Try to formulate it in brief. 

3. Characterize the new personage – Mr. Davis. 

4. Sum up your observations on the vocabulary and syntax of the chapter and 

the way they are related to the contents. (metaphors, symbolism) 

5. What does the word combination “lapse of lingy” mean? 

6. What is the meaning of the proverb: “Pride goes before a fall”? In what 

context was it used in the chapter? 

7. Account for a schoolgirl’s description of Mr. Davis “He was as nervous as 

a witch and as cross as a bear”. 

8. Comment on Mrs. March’s words “Conceit spoils the finest genius”. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

1. fire up 

2. at recess 

3. on the spot 

4. under pretence 

5. to and fro 

6. to infringe the rules 

7. to seal the fate 

8. the moody side of one’s character 



 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Cyclops, centaur, studious, to ferrule, neuralgia, wrath, inexorable, 

portentous, ignominious, glycerine, pestle, demoiselle. 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Презрительные замечания, заключить мир, предмет контрабанды, 

кривляние, внешние спокойствие, проявив свойственную ей 

находчивость, заклятый враг, гм!, хм! (для обозначения звучащей 

паузы в речи), телесное наказание. 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “I am not sorry you lost 

them… and the lecture ended in a laugh.” 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

VII. Grammar practice: 

1. Try to put the appropriate punctuation marks in the given extract: 

Next day Amy was rather late at school but could not resist the temptation 

of displaying with pardonable pride a moist brown-paper parcel before she 

consigned it to the inmost recesses of her desk During the next few minutes the 

rumor that Amy March had got twenty-four delicious limes she ate one on the 

way and was going to treat circulated through her set and the attentions of her 

friends became quite overwhelming Katy Brown invited her to her next party on 

the spot Mary Kingsley insisted on lending her her watch till recess and Jenny 

Snow a satirical young lady who had basely twitted Amy upon her limeless state 

promptly buried the hatchet and offered to furnish answers to certain appalling 

sums But Amy had not forgotten Miss Snow's cutting remarks about some 

persons whose noses were not too flat to smell other people's limes and stuck-up 

people who were not too proud to ask for them and she instantly crushed that 

Snow girl's hopes by the withering telegram You needn't be so polite all of a 

sudden for you won't get any 

 

2. Put the following nouns into plural: 

Valley, goose, centaur, purse, recess, sum, foe, chewing-gum, caricature, 

wrath, blow, grief, door-mat, martyr. 

 

Chapter 7 

Amy’s Valley of Humiliation 

Долина Приниження 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the 

main idea of the chapter? 

2. What is the main idea of the chapter and how is it conveyed to the reader? Try 

to formulate it in brief. 

3. Characterize the new personage – Mr. Davis. 

4. Sum up your observations on the vocabulary and syntax of the chapter and 

the way they are related to the contents. (metaphors, symbolism) 

5. What does the word combination “lapse of lingy” mean? 



6. What is the meaning of the proverb: “Pride goes before a fall”? In what 

context was it used in the chapter? 

7. Account for a schoolgirl’s description of Mr. Davis “He was as nervous as 

a witch and as cross as a bear”. 

8. Comment on Mrs. March’s words “Conceit spoils the finest genius”. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

fire up 

at recess 

on the spot 

under pretence 

to and fro 

to infringe the rules 

to seal the fate 

the moody side of one’s character 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Cyclops, centaur, studious, to ferrule, neuralgia, wrath, inexorable, 

portentous, ignominious, glycerine, pestle, demoiselle. 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Презрительные замечания, заключить мир, предмет контрабанды, 

кривляние, внешние спокойствие, проявив свойственную ей 

находчивость, заклятый враг, гм!, хм! (для обозначения звучащей 

паузы в речи), телесное наказание. 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “I am not sorry you 

lost them… and the lecture ended in a laugh.” 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

VII. Grammar practice: 

3. Try to put the appropriate punctuation marks in the given extract: 

Next day Amy was rather late at school but could not resist the temptation 

of displaying with pardonable pride a moist brown-paper parcel before she 

consigned it to the inmost recesses of her desk During the next few minutes the 

rumor that Amy March had got twenty-four delicious limes she ate one on the 

way and was going to treat circulated through her set and the attentions of her 

friends became quite overwhelming Katy Brown invited her to her next party on 

the spot Mary Kingsley insisted on lending her her watch till recess and Jenny 

Snow a satirical young lady who had basely twitted Amy upon her limeless state 

promptly buried the hatchet and offered to furnish answers to certain appalling 

sums But Amy had not forgotten Miss Snow's cutting remarks about some 

persons whose noses were not too flat to smell other people's limes and stuck-up 

people who were not too proud to ask for them and she instantly crushed that 

Snow girl's hopes by the withering telegram You needn't be so polite all of a 

sudden for you won't get any 



 

4. Put the following nouns into plural: 

Valley, goose, centaur, purse, recess, sum, foe, chewing-gum, caricature, 

wrath, blow, grief, door-mat, martyr. 

 

Chapter 8 

Jo meets Apollyon 

Джо зустрічає диявола 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment upon the title of the chapter.  

2. Summarize your notes on the choice of words and the syntax of the chapter. 

3. Make up a list of verbs from the chapter having an emotional colouring. 

4. Describe the two main characters of the selection and their mutual relations. 

5. Explain Marmee’s words “I am angry nearly every day of my life.” 

6. Why did Jo’s pleasure have a drop of bitterness in it while watching the play? 

7. What was a dreadful calamity to Jo? 

8. Comment on the words: “You must keep watch over your “bosom enemy”? 

9. What lesson did Marmee teach Jo? 

10. What was the outcome of Amy and Jo’s tilt? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

Coaxingly 

to whine about 

skirmish 

to repent 

a literary sprout of great promise 

to put somebody to rights 

warm spell 

cold snap 

to cherish somebody’s anger 

to shed tears 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

 

To chord, overture, plume, zigzagging, demon, intricate, treacherous, 

disheveled. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Хорошенько закутать 

вздор!, ерунда!, чепуха! 

Вспыльчивость 

Неправда 

не сердитесь больше одного дня 

брюзга 

проверять лед 



лицо, охваченное ужасом 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “No one spoke of the 

great trouble…and off she went.” 

 

VI. Write the summary of the chapter. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

1. Write out from the chapter all instances of the absolute genitive. 

2. Write out all the geographical names and explain the use of articles with 

them. 

 

Кредит 3. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 9 - 12. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 9. Мег на ярмарці 

марнославства. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 10. Піквікський клуб. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 11. Новий досвід. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 12. Табір генерала 

Лоренса. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою 

уроку. 

 

Chapter IX 

Meg Goes to Vanity Fair 

Мег на Ярмарке Тщеславия 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main idea 

of the chapter? 

2. What is the main idea of the chapter and how is it conveyed to the reader? Try to 

formulate it in brief. 

3. Speak about the choice of words in the chapter and their stylistic function. 

4. Comment on: “Poor folks shouldn’t ring”. Whose words are these? 

5. Do you agree with the saying: “The more one gets the more one wants”? 

6. Recollect the moral of the fable about a Jackdaw. In what way is it connected with the 

chapter under study? 

7. Do you share Marmee’s attitude to money: “Money is a needful and precious thing,—

and, when well used, a noble thing,—but I never want you to think it is the first or only 

prize to strive for. I’d rather see you poor men’s wives, if you were happy, beloved, 

contented, than queens on thrones, without self- respect and peace.” This quote 

encapsulates the March family's approach to the relationship between happiness and 

wealth. This contradicts the view of society, as represented by Aunt March and Mrs. 

Moffat, who believe that pretty Meg should marry rich for the good of her family.  

8. How is the theme of pride/vanity brought out in this chapter? 



 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

Irksome work 

Despondency 

To dote on smb. 

To trip up 

With alacrity 

Quarters 

Fashion plate 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Tarlatan, gauzy, heath, dowdy, dawdle, coralline, salve, soupcon, filigree, brooch, 

ruche, blithe, masquerade.  

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

Экипировка, шарф через плечо, выгодно подчёркивать, декольтированный, 

новизна, очень бедный, завивать волосы, слегка подталкивать локтем, размолвка, 

пожелать спокойной ночи. 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “The next day was fine…was I a 

fair way to have her head turned.” 

 

VI. Give an oral précis of the chapter. 

 

VII. Grammar practice: 

1. Find the examples of the articles with nouns modified by proper nouns and 

explain their usage. 

2. Write out all the relative adjectives. 

 

Chapter 10 

The P.C. and P.O 

Пиквикский клуб  

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment upon the title of the chapter.  

2. Summarize your notes on the choice of words and the syntax of the chapter. Find 

examples of play on words. 

3. What amusements did the girls have in spring? 

4. Write out all the plants, flowers and herbs mentioned in the chapter. 

5. Why did the girls call themselves the Pickwick Club? 

6. What is the legend of the Tower of Babel? 

7. How does the differing contribution of each girl to the Pickwick Chronicles show her 

character? 

8. What objections are raised when Jo proposes that Laurie be allowed to join the 

Pickwick Club? Who speaks up in favor of allowing him to join, and what do they 

say? 



 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

To revel in sth. 

in a body 

to mourn the loss 

contrary-minded 

in a jiff 

a token of gratitude 

to be smitten with 

the years to come 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 
Heliotrope, myrtle, mignonette, larkspur, southernwood, elephantine, 

troubadour, Viola, ruse, squash, lament, avenger, bona fide, cymbal, 

cravat,  

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

анютины глазки, беседка, развлечение, жаловать (награду, титул), 

Вавилонская башня, мускатный орех, проступок, тяжёлая утрата, 

хитрость, впредь, висячий замок, городская ласточка 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “As the President 

finished reading the paper… replied three voices at once.” 

 

VI. Write the summary of the chapter. 

VII. Grammar practice: 

1. Search the chapter for substantivized adjectives. 

2. Find all the indefinite-personal pronouns one and explain its 

usage. 

 

Chapter 11 

Experiments 

Эксперименты 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp 

the main idea of the chapter? 

2. Explain the meaning: “Satan found plenty of mischief for the idle hands to 

do.” 

3. Why is Amy called Ms. Malaprop by L.M. Alcott? What stylistic device is 

it? What is malapropism? Do you know the origin of this word?  

4. Why do the girls not accept Marmee’s offer of a second week of idleness? 

5. Why do you think Marmee encourages the girls to try their experiment of 

not working for a week? 



6. What lesson can be learned based on the events of the chapter? 

7. What theme is being explored in this chapter? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

With a motherly air 

To lie abed 

To be routed up 

to have a lark 

a great burden 

to impress the lesson 

to be aching for sth. 

Repast 

To get in a muddle 

to leave in a huff 

a standing joke 

to purse one’s lips 

to be on the verge of crying 

to bear and forbear 

to go to the other extreme 

to delve like slaves 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Samphire, mishap, ennui, saleratus, viands, chagrin, culinary, asparagus, 

molasses, eclipse, rekindle, floury, apparition, precipitately, assuage. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

певчая птица, тщательно осматривать, обновлять, беспокойный, 

кладовая, пригорать (о еде), аппетитный, хитрость, извержение 

вулкана. 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “Are you satisfied with 

your experiment… “We’ll remember, mother!” and they did.” 

 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

VII. Grammar practice: 

1. Search the chapter for the words of the category of state. 

2. Write out from the chapter the sentences in Passive voice; 

define the tense. 

 

Chapter 12 

Camp Laurence 

Лори устраивает пикник 

 



I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main idea 

of the chapter? 

2. Speak about the choice of words in the chapter and their stylistic function. 

3. What stylistic device is the word combination “a creamy death”? 

4. Enumerate nautical phrases and words used in the Rig-marole. 

5. Comment on the phrase: “He’s a true John Bull.” 

6. Pick out sentences with a touch of humour and say how the humorous effect is 

achieved. 

7. Who is ‘John Bull’? 

8. Make up 20 questions about the contents of the chapter.  

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

To bear fruit 

Pecks of praise 

All sorts of lark 

To see to sth. 

To prim up one’s mouth 

To atone for 

To cap the climax 

To be a good omen 

a vote of thanks 

of general utility 

(not) to regard smb. with aversion 

a bounden duty 

with might and main 

through thick and thin 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Croquet, fete, enliven, utensils, riotous, wherry, dexterity, piqué, 

ubiquitous, dyspeptic, inequality, tyrant, mauve, sepulchral, schooner, 

equestrian, lackadaisical. 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

букетик цветов, похвала, эй там! Продовольствие, шоколадное драже, 

в изобилии, прищепка, флюгер, Вот те на! шляпа из итальянской 

соломки, молоток (в крокете), многоуважаемый, козырная карта, 

пустая болтовня, путаница (2 words), ров (с водой), привидение, 

табакерка, морская вода. 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “Tents, lunch … who kept 

Beth in constant terror by his pranks.” 

 

VI. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

VII. Grammar practice: 



 

1. Find the sentences with modal verbs, state what they express. 

2. Search the chapter for Subjunctive I. 

 

Кредит 4. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 13 - 16. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 13. Повітряні замки. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 14. Таємниці. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 15. Телеграма. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 16. Листи. 

 

Chapter 13 

Castles in the Air 

 

Воздушные замки 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment upon the title of the chapter.  

2. Summarize your notes on the choice of words and the syntax of the chapter. 

3. What castles in the air did the sisters and Laurie have? 

4. What does the phrase “Bring on your bears” mean? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

bring on your bears 

a lazy dog 

by Jupiter! 

To carry one’s threat into execution 

To shirk one’s studies 

To fume over 

To be idle 

In earnest 

To be on the watch for sth 

To work against the grain 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 
Luxuriously, indolent, celestial, worsted, sew,dawdle, gnats, angelic, 

plaguing, pique,  

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Прогуливать занятия, увидеть издали, с серьёзными намерениями, 

восхитительный, букварь, испытывать терпение, сосновая роща, 

будь проклят колледж, привести угрозу в исполнение 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “It was a rather pretty 

little picture … said Jo, handing him a book.” 

 

VI. Make up 5 questions to be answered and motivated. 



VII. Grammar practice: 

Find in the text and write out:  

a) The forms of the Participle;  

b) The forms of the Gerund. 

 

Chapter 14 

Secrets 

Тайны 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main idea 

of the chapter? 

2. What theme is being explored in this chapter? 

3. Write out sentences with a touch of homour. 

4. Why do you think Jo is so secretive about having submitted stories to a 

newspaper? 

5. What was Laurie’s secret? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

A trying ordeal 

Spread Eagle 

To be absorbed in one’s work 

To be of a literary turn 

To take a roundabout way 

To dive into the street 

A lesson in fencing 

to stand stock still 

to get to liking sth 

to deliver lectures 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Maneuver, woebegone, condescension, jubilee, receptacle, Laertes, to 

desert, Hurrah, woe-begone, commy la fo, condescension 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Подвыпивший, подделывать, посмеиваться, херувим, болтовня, 

окропить росой, отдел абонемента в библиотеке, обгрызать, 

захмелеть, настоящий подлиза. 

 

V. Give a written translation of the passage you liked most of all (one 

page long).  

 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 



 

VII. Grammar practice 

 

a) Make up your own sentences using the underlined speech 

patterns. 

1. I don't think secrets agree with me. 

2. "What in the world are you doing here?" 

3. It's hard enough to have you change all of a sudden. 

4. "Because if you care much about riches, you will never go and marry a poor 

man…"  

5. You ought to hear it, and I've been aching to tell it this long time. 

b) Find all the irregular verbs in the chapter and give the 

corresponding three forms. 

 

Chapter 15 

 

A TELEGRAM 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main 

idea of the chapter? 

2. What is the mood prevalent in the chapter? 

3. How is the weather described in the chapter? How does November affect the girls? 

4. Where is the climax of the chapter? Quote the sentences which express it. 

5. Comment on the words: “There is always light behind the clouds.” Whose words 

were these? What is your opinion on this saying? 

6. Make up 10 questions about the contents of the chapter. 

7. In one sentence, tell why you think Jo pretends to her family that she doesn’t really 

care about her hair. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

 

year in and year out 

as regular as the sun 

to take a hopeful view of sth. 

I dare say 

To make fortunes 

To whisk out 

To send a bullet into smb’s heart 

To the ends of the earth 

For one’s life 



An evil spell 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Heiress, panacea, disagreeable, anxiety, anxious, divert, snivel, hymn, 

smother, caress, heroine, benignant. 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

однообразный механический труд, подавленный, иметь поручения (2 

words),  обстриженная голова, внезапно прийти в голову, оказывать 

услугу, заснуть, замерзший сад, "дым коромыслом", панацея от 

большинства недугов, лошадь для женщины. 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “Everything was arranged… 

and bringing him home.” 

 

VI. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

 

VII. Grammar practice. 

 

a) Find in the chapter all the adjectives used in the superlative degree. 

Read the sentences and translate them. 

b) Make up your own sentences using the underlined speech patterns. 

1. Oh, don't I wish I could manage things for you as I do for my 

heroines! 

2. How friendly such things make strangers feel, don't they? 

3. How came you to be awake?" 

4. The Lord keep the dear man! 

5. "That's the reason I was born in it. 

 

Chapter 16 

LETTERS 

 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment upon the title of the chapter.  

2. Summarize your notes on the choice of words and the syntax of the chapter. 

3. Comment on the words: “Work is a blessed solace”. 

4. Find and correct mistakes in Amy’s letter. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

To grieve and fret 

In any perplexity 

A good omen 

To go straight to one’s heart 

As good as gold 



To wind the clock 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 
Infectiously, pensively, a bowl, a bulletin, Rappahannock. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Галоша, остриженная овца, всё в порядке, глаза на мокром месте, 

время приближается, оставлять на попечение кого-то, 

присматривать за кем-то, провожать кого-то, находить утешение, 

сильно отличаться от чего-то. 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “I feel as if there had 

been an earthquake … said Jo as she sipped with returning spirit.” 

 

VI. Make up 5 questions to be answered and motivated. 

 

Кредит 5. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 17 - 21. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 17. Маленька 

сумлінність. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 18. Похмурі дні. 

Тема 3: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 19. Заповіт Емі. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 20. Зізнання. 

Тема 5: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 21. Лорі – порушник 

покою і Джо – миротворця. 

 

Chapter 17 

LITTLE FAITHFUL 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. What theme is being explored in this chapter? 

2. Do the girls become a little less faithful? 

3. Explain why Beth gets scarlet fever, but her sisters don’t. 

4. When the doctor tells the family that Mrs. March should be sent for, what can 

you assume about Beth’s condition? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

Cold in the head 

To be absorbed in sth. 

To be sound asleepServe someone rightTo take the lead 

Every single day 

To be on the point of doing sth. 

Never say die 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 



Exertion, Endeavour, pendulum, camphor, gallivant, porcupine. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Похвальный, сесть на диван, противоречивость, всякая мелочь, 

бранить, в растерянности, рассыльный, избежать опасности, запас 

жизненных сил, во время каникул.  

 

V. Translate the following sentences into elegant Ukrainian. 

1. For a week the amount of virtue in the old house would have 

supplied the neighborhood. 

2. All the little duties were faithfully done each day, and many of 

her sisters' also, for they were forgetful, and the house seemed like a 

clock whose pendulum was gone a-visiting. 

3. Meg and Jo came running down to behold the miracle which had 

been wrought, and Amy, feeling very precious and self-sacrificing, 

promised to go, if the doctor said Beth was going to be ill. 

4. "What a trying world it is!" said Jo, rumpling up her hair in a 

fretful way.  "No sooner do we get out of one trouble than down 

comes another. 

5. It isn't proper to be gadding about so late with a rattlepated boy 

like... 

 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

 

 

Chapter 18 

 

DARK DAYS 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

5. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main 

idea of the chapter? 

6. What is the mood prevalent in the chapter? 

7. When the doctor tells the family that Mrs. March should be sent for, what can you 

assume about Beth’s condition? 

8. Make up 10 questions about the contents of the chapter. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

to have / suffer a relapse 

to bring no refreshment 

to subdue the feeling 

in a jiffy 

to warm / rejoice the cockles of one's heart 



piteous sight 

vigil 

fever fits 

to acknowledge the worth 

on one’s own responsibility 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Hover, protégé, divine, eloquent, precipitately, fervor. 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

Постельное покрывало; утешение; подбодрять; подавлять, сдерживать 

(эмоции); через поверенного; комод с зеркалом; настырный; печально; 

крепкие объятия; идти на убыль. 

 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “How dark the days seemed 

now…and Jo never stirred from Beth's side.” 

 

VI. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

 

VII. Grammar 

Comment on the following sentences from the grammatical point of 

view: 

 

1. Meg stayed home, lest she should infect the Kings… 

2. If Mrs. March can leave her husband, she’d better be sent for. 

3. The good and dear people always do die. 

4. So I got grandpa to say it was high time we did something. 

5. If God spares Beth, I never will complain again. 

6. I wish I had no heart, it aches so. 

7. If Mother would only come now! 

 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

 

AMY'S WILL 
 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment upon the title of the chapter.  

2. Summarize your notes on the choice of words and the syntax of the chapter. 

3. What do you think prompted Amy to write a will? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

To keep young at heart 

like a fly in the web 

on condition that 



one’s chief delight 

the valuables 

to confide in smb. 

a model of obedience 

herewith 

in the hour of affliction 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 
Belle, garnet, mourning, ebony, covet, bijou, Esther, mademoiselle, pious, 

affianced,  

Turquoise, brocade, codicil. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Скучные разговоры, послушный, выманивать (что-л.) лестью, 

внешняя покорность и внутренний протест, достойный порицания, 

отделение для бумаг (в секретере, письменном столе), насыщенно-

чёрный цвет, медальон, чётки, отсрочка. 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. "Sit down and rest…as I 

chased the spider." 

 

VI. Make up 5 questions to be answered and motivated. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

a. Explain the use of articles or their absence in these sentences. 

1. She also allowed her to roam about the great house, and 

examine the curious and pretty things stored away in the big 

wardrobes and the ancient chests, for Aunt March hoarded 

like a magpie. 

2. "That's a lie!” 

3. The last name was written in pencil, and Amy explained that 

he was to rewrite it in ink and seal it up for her properly. 

4. Then she must dust the room, and what a trying job that was. 

5. The evenings were the worst of all, for Aunt March fell to 

telling long stories about her youth, which were so 

unutterably dull that Amy was always ready to go to bed, 

intending to cry over her hard fate, but usually going to 

sleep before she had squeezed out more than a tear or two. 

 

 

b. Explain the use of will, would, should in the sentences below. 

Translate them into your native language. 



1. The first one who is affianced will have the pearls… 

2. To our venerable benefactor Mr. Laurence I leave my purple 

box with a looking glass in the cover which will be nice for 

his pens and remind him of the departed girl who thanks him 

for his favors to her family, especially Beth. 

3. And now having disposed of my most valuable property I 

hope all will be satisfied and not blame the dead. 

4. I forgot it, but I want it done though it will spoil my looks… 

5. "Which would Mademoiselle choose if she had her will?" 

6. It would be pleasing to the saints if one used so fine a rosary 

as this, instead of wearing it as a vain bijou. 

7. "If Mademoiselle was a Catholic, she would find true 

comfort, but as that is not to be, it would be well if you went 

apart each day to meditate and pray, as did the good mistress 

whom I served before Madame. 

8. "Would it be right for me to do so too?" 

9. "It would be excellent and charming, and I shall gladly 

arrange the little dressing room for you if you like it.” 

10. Amy liked the idea, and gave her leave to arrange the light 

closet next her room, hoping it would do her good. 

11. "I wish I knew where all these pretty things would go when 

Aunt March dies." 

12. She thought it was of no great value, but, being appropriate, 

she borrowed it, well knowing that Madame would never 

know it, nor care if she did. 

13. She felt so ill one day that she told Jo she wanted to give her 

piano to Meg, her cats to you, and the poor old doll to Jo, 

who would love it for her sake. 

14. When he had gone, she went to her little chapel, and sitting 

in the twilight, prayed for Beth, with streaming tears and an 

aching heart, feeling that a million turquoise rings would not 

console her for the loss of her gentle little sister. 

15. I should choose this if I might. 

16. To me it is a rosary, and as such I should use it like a good 

catholic. 

17. Having with difficulty restrained an explosion of merriment, 

lest it should offend her majesty, Laurie tapped and was 

graciously received. 

 



CHAPTER TWENTY 

 

CONFIDENTIAL 
 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. What theme is being explored in this chapter? 

2. In a paragraph, explain how Marmee feels about John Brooke and his intentions 

toward Meg. Compare Marmee’s feelings with those of Jo. 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 



genuine happiness 

to lie at rest 

to bear fruit 

sound asleep 

to be a credit to smb. 

To be half the battle 

To fall into the way of doing sth. 

To melt like butter in the sun 

with an air of relief 

to get snarled up 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Fatigue, benignity, conscientious, flatirons, Sabbath, wrathful. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Успокаивающий, скряга, со временем, ненадёжный человек, 

наперекосяк, уставшие глаза, тихая гавань, совсем наоборот,  

указательный палец, быть склонным. 

 

V. Translate the following sentences into elegant Ukrainian. 

1. "I've thought a great deal lately about my 'bundle of naughties', and being 

selfish is the largest one in it, so I'm going to try hard to cure it, if I can. 

2. I knew there was mischief brewing. 

3. Brooke will scratch up a fortune somehow, carry her off, and make a hole in the 

family, and I shall break my heart, and everything will be abominably 

uncomfortable. 

4. If rank and money come with love and virtue, also, I should accept them 

gratefully, and enjoy your good fortune, but I know, by experience, how much 

genuine happiness can be had in a plain little house, where the daily bread is 

earned, and some privations give sweetness to the few pleasures. 

5. But buds will be roses, and kittens cats, more's the pity! 

 

VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

a. Give the plural of these words. Spell and transcribe them. 

Child, treasure, sofa, rosary, bracelet, faith, luxury, house, mischief, 

debt. 

b. Give your own examples after these models. 

1. What a strange yet pleasant day that was. 

2. I just wish I could marry Meg myself. 

3. "Hadn't you rather have her marry a rich man?" 

4. I'd like to wear them Mother, can I? 

5. … we couldn't help getting fond of him. 
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CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

 

LAURIE MAKES MISCHIEF, AND JO MAKES PEACE 
 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment on the title of the chapter. How does it help the reader to grasp the main 

idea of the chapter? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

by dint of 

all of a sudden 

to turn as red as a poppy 

to have a hand in sth. 

A pattern of prudence 

to take liberties 

to call names 

on the spot 

out and out 

to abase oneself like a worm 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce: 

Incorrigible, perseverance, roguish, petulantly, damsel, contrite, cavalier, 

pummel, propitiate, irascible, imperious, decorous, deuce 

 

IV. Translate the following words into English: 

Возмездие, игнорирование, хандрить, часовой, искупить свою вину, 

стоять в стороне, приступ гнева, жеманство, быть невыносимым, 

начинать с нового листа. 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. «Jo was determined to have it out 

now… and she wished she had held her tongue. » 

VI. Give the written summary of the chapter under analysis. 

 

VII. Grammar practice 

a. Fill in the blanks with prepositions or adverbs if necessary. 

"What has that boy been …?  Don't try to shield him.  I know he has 

been … mischief … the way he acted when he came … home.  I can't get a 

word … him, and when I threatened to shake the truth … … him he 

bolted upstairs and locked himself … his room." 

"He did wrong, but we forgave him, and all promised not to say a word 

… anyone," began Jo reluctantly. 

"That won't do.  He shall not shelter himself … a promise … you 

softhearted girls.  If he's done anything amiss, he shall confess, beg 

pardon, and be punished.  …  … it, Jo. I won't be kept … the dark." 
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Mr. Laurence looked so alarming and spoke so sharply that Jo would have 

gladly run …, if she could, but she was perched aloft … the steps, 

and he stood … the foot, a lion … the path, so she had to stay and 

brave it … . 

b. Find the examples of the predicative constructions with the Participle. 

Write them down. 

 

Кредит 6. Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глави 22 - 23. Перегляд 

екранізації роману. Обговорення. 

Тема 1: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 22. Щасливі луги. 

Тема 2: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки» Глава 23. Тітка Марч вирішує 

питання. 

Тема 3: Перегляд екранізації роману Луїзи Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». 

Обговорення. 

Тема 4: Луїза Мей Олкотт «Маленькі жінки». Написання твору за темою уроку. 

 

CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 

 

PLEASANT MEADOWS 
 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. Comment upon the title of the chapter.  

2. Summarize your notes on the choice of words and the syntax of the chapter. 

3. Comment on: “I don’t know whether the shearing sobered our black sheep, but I 

do know that in all Washington I couldn’t find anything beautiful enough to be 

bought with the five-and-twenty dollars my good girl sent me.” 

 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

Behindhand 

Prevail on 

to turn / throw a somersault 

war whoop 

to recover oneself 

to fly open 

like a fly in a honeypot 

a straw shows which way the wind blows 

to run errands 

to mold one’s character 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 
Prophetess, merino, Jungfrau, Mont Blanc, stampede, precipitately, estimable, 

dismal,  

hymn. 
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IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

Перепалка, разоблачать, халат, остролист, вязаное шерстяное покрывало 

(дублёнка), парламентское извещение о ежедневном или еженедельном 

поступлении документов в парламент, транспарант, буфет, крепкий 

(мясной) бульон, табурет. 

V. Translate the passage into elegant Ukrainian. “What are you thinking of, 

Beth?’…which was a singularly fitting song for her”. 

 

VI. Make up 5 questions to be answered and motivated. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

a. Search the chapter for the infinitive constructions. Translate them into 

your native language. 

b. Point out the predicate and say to what type it belongs. 

1. Her once active limbs were so stiff and feeble… 

2. …the usual mysteries began to haunt the house… 

3. He might just as well have turned a somersault and uttered an 

Indian war whoop… 

4. Mr. March became invisible in the embrace of four pairs of 

loving arms. 

5. But it was too late. 

6. ‘Just a year ago we were groaning over the dismal Christmas we 

expected to have.” 

7. Jo’s keen eyes were rather dim for a minute… 

8. A burnt offering has been made to vanity… 

9. Mrs. March began to thank Mr. Brooke for his faithful care of her 

husband… 

10. Mrs. March was the first to recover herself… 

 
CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 

 

AUNT MARCH SETTLES THE QUESTION 

 

I. Understanding the chapter 

1. What theme is being explored in this chapter? 

2. After Part I of Little Women was published, Alcott received many letters from her 

readers; one girl wrote that neither she nor her classmates would forgive Alcott if Jo 

did not marry Laurie. Alcott’s journal says that, “girls write to ask who the little 

women marry, as if that was the only end and aim of a woman’s life. I won’t marry 
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Jo to Laurie to please anyone.” How does Alcott’s refusal to have Jo marry Laurie 

reflect on her own life? 

3. When Part I of Little Women was published, the review in The Ladies Repository 

praised the book for being readable and lively, but warned that “it is not a Christian 

book. It is religion without spirituality, and salvation without Christ. It is not a good 

book for the Sunday school library.” Is Part I of Little Women a Christian novel? 

 

II. Words and word combinations to be memorized 

Not to be like one’s old self 

To enter into engagement 

In high / deep / great dudgeon 

To plead one’s suit 

at the ends of the earth 

go halves 

to hover about 

to pop in 

to peek at 

to settle down 

 

III. Transcribe and pronounce the words correctly. 

Reverie, coquetry, peony, crotchety, adjourn. 

 

IV. Translate the following words and word combinations into English. 

застигнуть врасплох, флиртовать, выдающий (что-л.), крайнее отчаяние, 

поспешить, скромно постучаться, выскочить из комнаты, крепко 

держать, молящий тон, завладеть кем-то (о чувствах). 

 

V. Translate the following sentences into elegant Ukrainian. 

1. Jo couldn’t help smiling at the important air which Meg had 

unconsciously assumed and which was as becoming as the pretty color 

varying in her cheeks. 

2. ‘It’s very well, he’s in the rack. I’ll get him, and tell it you are here.’ 

3. Annie Moffat’s foolish lessons in coquetry came into her mind, and the 

love of power, which sleeps in the bosoms of the best of little women, 

woke up all of a sudden and took possession of her. 

4. What would have happened next I cannot say, if Aunt March had not 

come hobbling in at this interesting minute. 

5. If Aunt March had begged Meg to accept John Brooke, she would 

probably have declared she couldn’t think of it, but as she was 

preemptorily ordered not to like him, she immediately made up her mind 

that she would. 
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VI. Listen to the passage from the chapter and render it in your words. 

 

VII. Grammar practice  

a) Match the principal and subordinate clauses, for the sentences to be 

logical and grammatically correct. Name the type of the 

subordinate clause and translate into Ukrainian. 

1. Nobody ever knew 

2. depends upon the reception given the first act of the domestic 

drama called LITTLE WOMEN. 

3. And Mr. Brooke looked so hurt 

4. Poor Mr. Brooke looked  

5. ‘I’ll come 

6. And Laurie meant  

7. Amy was drawing the lovers, 

8. ‘I’ve got so much to learn 

9. he wrung imaginary tears out of his handkerchief. 

10. How much has happened 

 

a) Whether it ever rises again,  

b) if I’m at the ends of the earth… 

c) since I said that… 

d) what he said. 

e) who sat apart in a beautiful world of their own… 

f) that Meg thought she must have done something very rude. 

g) what went on in the parlor that afternoon… 

h) as if his lovely castle in the air was tumbling about his ears. 

i) And when Meg told him to behave himself and go away 

j) before I shall be ready… 

 

b) Transform the direct speech into indirect using complex sentences. 

1) ‘Would you mind telling me what you’d say?’ asked Jo more 

respectfully. 

2) ‘Don’t think of me at all. I’d rather you wouldn’t,’ said Meg. 

3) ‘I shall marry whom I please, Aunt March, and you can leave 

your money to anyone you like,’ she said, nodding her head with 

a resolute air. 

4) ‘The joys come close upon the sorrows this time, and I rather 

think the changes have begun,’ said Mrs. March. 

5) ‘Doesn’t it seem very long to wait?’ asked Amy… 
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Кредит 7. 

Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дім». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дім». 

W.S. Maugham 

HOME 

The farm lay in a hollow among the Somersetshire hills, an old-fashioned stone 

house, surrounded by barns and outhouses. Over the doorway the date when it was built 

had been carved, 1673, and the house, grey and weather-beaten, looked as much a part 

of the landscape as the trees that surrounded it. An avenue of splendid elms led from the 

road to the garden. The people who lived here were as stolid, sturdy and unpretentious 

as the house. Their only boast was that ever since the house was built from father to son 

they had been born and died in it. For three hundred years they had farmed the 

surrounding land.  

George Meadows was now a man of fifty, and his wife was a year or two 

younger. They were both fine, upstanding people in the prime of life (в расцвете сил); 

and their children, two sons and three girls, were handsome and strong. I have never 

seen a more united family. They were merry, industrious and kindly. Their life was 

patriarchal. They were happy and they deserved their happiness.  

But the master (owner) of the house was not George Meadows; it was his mother. 

She was a woman of seventy, tall, upright and dignified (respectable), with grey hair, 

and though her face was much wrinkled, her eyes were bright and shrewd. Her word 

was law in the house and on the farm; but she had humour, and if her rule was despotic 

it was also kindly. People laughed at her jokes and repeated them.  

One day Mrs. George stopped me on my way home. She was all in a flutter. (Her 

mother-in-law was the only Mrs. Meadows we knew: George's wife was only known as 

Mrs. George.)  

"Who do you think is coming here today?" she asked me. "Uncle George 

Meadows. You know, the one that was in China."  

"Why, I thought he was dead."  

"We all thought he was dead."  

I had heard the story of Uncle George Meadows a dozen times, and it had amused 

me because it was like an old ballad: it was touching (трогательный) to come across it 

in real life. For Uncle George Meadows and Tom had both courted (ухаживать) Mrs. 

Meadows when she was Emily Green, fifty years and more ago, and when she married 

Tom, George had gone away to sea.  

They heard of him on the China coast. For twenty years now and then (from time 

to time) he sent them presents; then there was no more news of him. When Tom 

Meadows died his widow wrote and told him, but received no answer, and at last they 

came to the conclusion that he must be dead. But two or three days ago to their 

astonishment (surprise) they had received a letter from the matron of the sailors' home 

at Portsmouth saying that for the last ten years George Meadows, crippled with 

rheumatism, had been living there and feeling that he had not much longer to live, 

wanted to see once more the house in which he was born. Albert Meadows, his great 

nephew, had gone over to Portsmouth in the car to fetch (to bring) him and he was to 

arrive that afternoon.  
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"Just fancy," said Mrs. George, "he's not been here for more than fifty years. He's 

never even seen my George, who's fifty-one next birthday."  

"And what does Mrs. Meadows think of it?" I asked.  

"Well, you know what she is. She sits there and smiles to herself. All she says is, 

'He was a good-looking young fellow when he left, but not so steady (надёжный) as his 

brother.' That's why she chose my George's father. 'But he's probably quietened down 

by now,' she says."  

Mrs. George asked me to look in and see him. With the simplicity of a country 

woman who had never been further from her home than London, she thought that 

because we had both been in China we must have something in common. Of course I 

went to see him. I found the whole family assembled  (gathered) when I arrived; they 

were sitting in the great old kitchen, with its stone floor, Mrs. Meadows in her usual 

chair by the fire, very upright, and I was amused to see that she had put on her best silk 

dress, while her son and his wife sat at the table with their children. On the other side of 

the fireplace sat an old man. He was very thin and his skin hung on his bones like an old 

suit much too large for him; his face was wrinkled and yellow and he had lost nearly all 

his teeth.  

I shook hands with him.  

"Well, I'm glad to see you've got here safely, Mr. Meadows," I said.  

"Captain," he corrected.  

"He walked here," Albert, his great nephew, told me. "When he got to the gate he 

made me stop the car and said he wanted to walk."  

"And mind you, I've not been out of my bed for two years. They carried me down 

and put me in the car. I thought I'd never walk again, but when I saw those elm-trees, I 

felt I could walk. I walked down that drive (road) fifty-two years ago when I went away 

and now I've walked back again."  

"Silly, I call it," said Mrs. Meadows.  

"It's done me good. I feel better and stronger than I have felt for ten years. I'll see 

you out  (пережить кого-то) yet, Emily!"  

"Don't be too sure," she answered.  

I suppose no one had called Mrs. Meadows by her first name for a generation. It 

gave me a little shock, as though the old man were taking a liberty with her. She looked 

at him with a shrewd smile in her eyes and he, talking to her, grinned with his toothless 

gums (дёсны). It was strange to look at them, these two old people who had not seen 

one another for half a century, and to think that all that long time ago he had loved her 

and she had loved another. I wondered if they remembered what they had felt then and 

what they had said to one another. I wondered if it seemed to him strange now that 

because of that old woman he had left the home of his fathers, and lived an exile's 

(изгнанник) life .  

"Have you ever been married, Captain Meadows?" I asked.  

"Not me," he answered with a grin. "I know too much about women for that."  

"That's what you say," retorted Mrs. Meadows. "If the truth was known I 

shouldn't be surprised to hear that you had half-a-dozen black wives in your day."  

"They're not black in China, Emily, you ought to know better than that, they're 

yellow."  
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"Perhaps that's why you've got so yellow yourself. When I saw you, I said to 

myself, why, he's got jaundice."  

"I said I'd never marry anyone but you, Emily, and I never have."  

He said it very simply, as a man might say, "I said I'd walk twenty miles and I've 

done it." There was a trace of satisfaction in his speech.  

"Well, you might have regretted it if you had," she answered.  

I talked a little with the old man about China.  

"There's not a port in China that I don't know better than you know your coat 

pocket. Where a ship can go I've been. I could keep you sitting here all day long for six 

months and not tell you half the things I've seen in my day."  

"Well, one thing you've not done, George, as far as I can see," said Mrs. 

Meadows, the smile still in her blue eyes, "and that's to make a fortune."  

"I am not a man to save money. Make it and spend it; that's my motto (девиз). 

But one thing I can say for myself: if I had the chance of going through my life again, 

I'd take it. And not many men can say that."  

"No, indeed," I said.  

I looked at him with admiration and respect. He was a toothless, crippled, 

penniless (poor) old man, but he had made a success of his life, for he had enjoyed it. 

When I left him he asked me to come and see him again next day. If I was interested in 

China he would tell me all the stories I wanted to hear.  

Next morning I thought I would go and ask if the old man would like to see me. I 

walked down the beautiful avenue of elm-trees and when I came to the garden saw Mrs. 

Meadows picking flowers. I said good morning and she raised herself. She had a huge 

armful of white flowers. I glanced (looked) at the house and I saw that the blinds 

(шторы) were drawn: I was surprised, for Mrs. Meadows liked the sunshine.  

"Time enough to live in the dark when you're buried," she always said.  

"How's Captain Meadows?" I asked her.  

"He always was a harum-scarum (thoughtless) fellow," she answered. "When 

Lizzie brought him a cup of tea this morning she found he was dead."  

"Dead?"  

"Yes. Died in his sleep. I was just picking these flowers to put in the room. Well, 

I'm glad he died in that old house. It always means a lot to the Meadows to do that."  

They had had a good deal of difficulty in persuading him to go to bed. He had 

talked to them of all the things that had happened to him in his long life. He was happy 

to be back in his old home. He was proud that he had walked up the drive without 

assistance (help), and he boasted (хвастаться) that he would live for another twenty 

years. But fate had been kind: death had written the full stop in the right place.  

Mrs. Meadows smelt the white flowers that she held in her arms.  

"Well, I'm glad he came back," she said. "After I married Tom Meadows and George 

went away, the fact is I was never quite sure that I'd married the right one."  

 

 

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to deserve happiness; 
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- to be all in a flutter; 

- to come to the conclusion; 

- to quiet down; 

- to have something in common; 

- to make a fortune; 

 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word-

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- в расцвете сил; in the prime of life 

- трогательный; touching 

- ухаживать (добиваться); courted 

- надёжный; steady 

- пережить кого-то; see you out   

- дёсны; gums 

- изгнанник; exile 

- девиз; motto 

- шторы; the blinds 

- хвастаться. boasted 

 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- owner; master 

- respectable; dignified 

- from time to time; now and then 

- surprise; astonishment 

- to bring; to fetch 

- gathered; assembled   

- road; drive 

- poor; penniless 

- to look; glanced 

- thoughtless; harum-scarum 

- help. assistance 

 

IV Translate the following sentences. Pay attention to the grammatical pattern: 

1. "If the truth was known I shouldn't be surprised to hear that you had half-a-dozen 

black wives in your day." 

2. "They're not black in China, Emily, you ought to know better than that, they're 

yellow."  

3. He said it very simply, as a man might say. 

4. "Well, you might have regretted it if you had," she answered. 

5. I could keep you sitting here all day long for six months and not tell you half the 

things I've seen in my day." 

 

V Translate the following extract (The farm lay in a hollow…….. For three 

hundred years they had farmed the surrounding land.)  
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VI   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

 

VIII Be ready to tell about the events given in the story on the part of: 

- Mrs. Meadows; 

- Mrs. George; 

- George Meadows. 

 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі шрамом». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Людина зі шрамом». 

 

 

 

W.S.Maugham 

THE MAN WITH THE SCAR 

It was on account of the scar that I first noticed him, for it ran, broad and red, 

from his temple to his chin. This scar spoke of a terrible wound and I wondered whether 

it had been caused by a sabre or by a fragment of shell. It was unexpected on that round, 

fat and good-humoured face. He had small features and his face went oddly with his 

large and fat body. He was a powerful man of more than common height. I never saw 

him in anything, but a very shabby grey suit, a khaki shirt and an old sombrero. He was 

far from clean. He used to come into the Palace Hotel at Guatemala City every day at 

cocktail time and tried to sell lottery tickets. I never saw anyone buy, but now and then I 

saw him offered a drink. He never refused it. He walked among the tables, pausing at 

each table, with a little smile offered the lottery tickets and when no notice was taken of 

him with the same smile passed on. I think he was for the most part a little drunk.  

I was standing at the bar one evening with an acquaintance when the man with 

the scar came up. I shook my head as for the twentieth time since my arrival he held out 

his lottery tickets to me. But my companion greeted him, kindly.  

"How is life, general?"  

"Not so bad. Business is not too good, but it might be worse."  

"What will you have, general?"  

"A brandy."  

He drank it and put the glass back on the bar. He nodded to my acquaintance.  

"Thank you."  

Then he turned away and offered his tickets to the men who were standing next to 

us.  

"Who is your friend?" I asked. "That's a terrific scar on his face."  

"It doesn't add to his beauty, does it? He's an exile from Nicaragua. He's a ruffian 

of course and a bandit, but not a bad fellow. I give him a few pesos now and then. He 

took part in a rebellion and was general of the rebellious troops. If his ammunition 

hadn't given out he'd have upset the government and would be minister of war now 

instead of selling lottery tickets in Guatemala. They captured him together with his 

staff, and tried him by court-martial. Such things are usually done without delay in these 

countries, you know, and he was sentenced to be shot at dawn. I think he knew what 

was coming to him when he was caught. He spent the night in jail and he and the others, 
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there were five of them altogether, passed the time playing poker. They used matches 

for chips. He told me he'd never had such bad luck in his life: he lost and lost all the 

time. When the day broke and the soldiers came into the cell to fetch them for the 

execution he had lost more matches than a man could use in a life-time.  

"They were led into the courtyard of the jail and placed against a wall, the five of 

them side by side with the firing squad facing them. There was a pause and our friend 

asked the officer commanding the squad what the devil they were keeping him waiting 

for. The officer said that the general commanding the troops wished to attend the 

execution and they awaited his arrival.  

"Then I have time to smoke another cigarette,' said our friend.  

"But he had hardly lit it when the general came into the courtyard. The usual 

formalities were performed and the general asked the condemned men whether there 

was anything they wished before the execution took place. Four of the five shook their 

heads, but our friend spoke.  

"Yes, I should like to say good-bye to my wife."  

"Good,' said the general, 'I have no objection to that. Where is she?'  

"She is waiting at the prison door.'  

"Then it will not cause a delay of more than five minutes."  

"Hardly that, Senior General.”  

"Have him placed on one side.'  

"Two soldiers advanced and between them the condemned rebel walked to the 

spot indicated. The officer in command of the firing squad on a nod from the general 

gave an order and the four men fell. They fell strangely, not together, but one after the 

other, with movements that were almost grotesque, as though they were puppets in a toy 

theatre. The officer went up to them and into one who was still alive emptied his 

revolver. Our friend finished his cigarette.  

"There was a little stir at the gateway, A woman came into the courtyard, with 

quick steps, and then, her hand on her heart, stopped suddenly. She gave a cry and with 

outstretched arms ran forward.  

"Caramba," said the general.  

"She was in black, with a veil over her hair, and her face was dead white. She 

was hardly more than a girl, a slim creature, with little regular features and enormous 

eyes. Her loveliness was such that as she ran, her mouth slightly open and the agony on 

her beautiful face, even the indifferent soldiers who looked at her gave a gasp of 

surprise.  

"The rebel advanced a step or two to meet her. She threw herself into his arms 

and with a cry of passion: 'soul of my heart,' he pressed his lips to hers. And at the same 

moment he drew a knife from his ragged shirt. - I haven't a notion how he had managed 

to keep it - and stabbed her in the neck. The blood spurted from the cut vein and dyed 

his shirt. Then he threw his arms round her and once more pressed his lips to hers.  

"It happened so quickly that many didn't know what had occurred, but the others 

gave a cry of horror; they sprang forward and seized him. They laid the girl on the 

ground and stood round watching her. The rebel knew where he was striking and it was 

impossible to stop the blood. In a moment the officer who had been kneeling by her side 

rose.  
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"She's dead," he whispered.  

"The rebel crossed himself."  

"Why did you do it?" asked the general.  

"I loved her.'  

"A sort of sigh passed through those men crowded together and they looked with 

strange faces at the murderer. The general stared at him for a while in silence.  

"It was a noble gesture,' he said at last, 'I cannot execute this man. Take my car 

and drive him to the frontier. I honour you, Senior, as one brave man must honour 

another. "  

"And between the two soldiers without a word the rebel marched to the waiting 

car."  

My friend stopped and for a little while I was silent. I must explain that he was a 

Guatemaltecan and spoke to me in Spanish. I have translated what he told me as well as 

I  

could, but I have made no attempt to change his rather high-flown language. To tell the 

truth I think it suits the story.  

"But how then did he get the scar?" I asked at last.  

"Oh, that was due to a bottle that burst when he was opening it. A bottle of ginger 

ale."  

"I never liked it," said I.  

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to be on account of smth; 

- to be far from smth; 

- to take a notice of smb; 

- to be sentenced; 

- to have bad luck; 

- to keep smb waiting; 

- to have objection to smth. 

 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word-

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- знакомый (acquaintance) 

- изгнанник (exile) 

- военно-полевой суд (court-martial) 

- тюрьма (jail) 

- смертники (condemned men) 

- переполох (stir) 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- from time to time (now and then) 

- hooligan  (ruffian) 

- to wait (await) 

- doll (puppets) 

- border (frontier) 
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IV Translate the following extract (She was in black, with a veil over her hair, and 

her face was dead white……. In a moment the officer who had been kneeling by her side 

rose.)  

V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

VI Discuss the problem why the general killed his wife 

 

 

 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Друг в біді». 

 

W.S. Maugham 

A Friend In Need 

 

For thirty years now I have been studying my fellow–men. I do not know very 

much about them. I should certainly hesitate to engage a servant on his face, and yet I 

suppose it is on the face that for the most part we judge the persons we meet. We draw 

our conclusions from the shape of the jaw, the look in the eyes, the contour of the 

mouth. I wonder if we are more often right than wrong. Why novels and plays are so 

often untrue to life is because their authors, perhaps of necessity, make their characters 

all of a piece. They cannot afford to make them self–contradictory, for then they 

become incomprehensible, and yet self-contradictory is what most of us are. We are a 

haphazard bundle of inconsistent qualities. In books on logic they will tell you that it is 

absurd to say that yellow is tubular or gratitude heavier than air; but in that mixture of 

incongruities that makes up the self yellow may very well be a horse and cart and 

gratitude the middle of next week. I shrug my shoulders when people tell me that their 

first impressions of a person are always right. I think they must have small insight or 

great vanity. For my own part I find that the longer I know people the more they puzzle 

me: my oldest friends are just those of whom I can say that I don’t know the first thing 

about them. 

These reflections have occurred to me because I read in this morning’s paper that 

Edward Hyde Burton had died at Kobe. He was a merchant and he had been in business 

in Japan for many years. I knew him very little, but he interested me because once he 

gave me a great surprise. Unless I had heard the story from his own lips I should never 

have believed that he was capable of such an action. It was more startling because both 

in appearance and manner he suggested a very definite type. Here if ever was a man all 

of a piece. He was a tiny little fellow, not much more than five feet four in height, and 

very slender, with white hair, a red face much wrinkled, and blue eyes. I suppose he was 

about sixty when I knew him. He was always neatly and quietly dressed in accordance 

with his age and station. Though his offices were in Kobe, Burton often came down to 

Yokohama. 

I happened on one occasion to be spending a few days there, waiting for a ship, 

and I was introduced to him at the British Club. We played bridge together. He played a 

good game and a generous one. He did not talk very much, either then or later when we 

were having drinks, but what he said was sensible. He had a quiet, dry humour. He 
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seemed to be popular at the club and afterwards, when he had gone, they described him 

as one of the best. It happened that we were both staying at the Grand Hotel and next 

day he asked me to dine with him. 

I met his wife, fat, elderly, and smiling, and his two daughters. It was evidently a 

united and affectionate family. I think the chief thing that struck me about Burton was 

his kindliness. There was something very pleasing in his mild blue eyes. His voice was 

gentle; you could not imagine that he could possibly raise it in anger; his smile was 

benign. Here was a man who attracted you because you felt in him a real love for his 

fellows. He had charm. But there was nothing mawkish in him: he liked his game of 

cards and his cocktail, he could tell with point a good and spicy story, and in his youth 

he had been something of an athlete. He was a rich man and he had made every penny 

himself. I suppose one thing that made you like him was that he was so small and frail; 

he aroused your instincts of protection. You felt that he could not bear to hurt a fly. 

One afternoon I was sitting in the lounge of the Grand Hotel. This was before the 

earthquake and they had leather arm-chairs there. From the windows you had a spacious 

view of the harbour with its crowded traffic. There were great liners on their way to 

Vancouver and San Francisco or to Europe by way of Shanghai, Hong–Kong, and 

Singapore; there were tramps of all nations, battered and sea-worn, junks with their high 

sterns and great coloured sails, and innumerable sampans. It was a busy, exhilarating 

scene, and yet, I know not why, restful to the spirit. Here was romance and it seemed 

that you had but to stretch out your hand to touch it. 

Burton came into the lounge presently and caught sight of me. He seated himself 

in the chair next to mine. 

‘What do you say to a little drink?’ 

He clapped his hands for a boy and ordered two gin fizzes. As the boy brought 

them a man passed along the street outside and seeing me waved his hand. 

‘Do you know Turner?’ said Burton as I nodded a greeting. 

‘I’ve met him at the club. I’m told he’s a remittance man.’ 

‘Yes, I believe he is. We have a good many here.’ 

‘He plays bridge well.’ 

‘They generally do. There was a fellow here last year, oddly enough a namesake 

of mine, who was the best bridge player I ever met. I suppose you never came across 

him in London. Lenny Burton he called himself. I believe he’d belonged to some very 

good clubs.’ 

‘No, I don’t believe I remember the name.’ 

‘He was quite a remarkable player. He seemed to have an instinct about the cards. 

It was uncanny. I used to play with him a lot. He was in Kobe for some time.’ 

Burton sipped his gin fizz. 

‘It’s rather a funny story,’ he said. ‘He wasn’t a bad chap. I liked him. He was always 

well-dressed and smart-looking. He was handsome in a way with curly hair and pink-

and-white cheeks. Women thought a lot of him. There was no harm in him, you know, 

he was only wild. Of course he drank too much. Those sort of fellows always do. A bit 

of money used to come in for him once a quarter and he made a bit more by card–

playing. He won a good deal of mine, I know that.’ 
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Burton gave a kindly chuckle. I knew from my own experience that he could lose 

money at bridge with a good grace. He stroked his shaven chin with his thin hand; the 

veins stood out on it and it was almost transparent. 

‘I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke, that and the fact that 

he was a namesake of mine. He came to see me in my office one day and asked 

me for a job. I was rather surprised. He told me that there was no more money 

coming from home and he wanted to work. I asked him how old he was. 

‘“Thirty-five,” he said. 

‘“And what have you been doing hitherto?” I asked him. 

‘“Well, nothing very much,” he said. 

‘I couldn’t help laughing. 

‘“I’m afraid I can’t do anything for you just yet,” I said. “Come back and see me 

in another thirty–five years, and I’ll see what I can do.” 

‘He didn’t move. He went rather pale. He hesitated for a moment and then he told 

me that he had had bad luck at cards for some time. He hadn’t been willing to stick to 

bridge, he’d been playing poker, and he’d got trimmed. He hadn’t a penny. He’d 

pawned everything he had. He couldn’t pay his hotel bill and they wouldn’t give him 

any more credit. He was down and out. If he couldn’t get something to do he’d have to 

commit suicide. 

‘I looked at him for a bit. I could see now that he was all to pieces. He’d been 

drinking more than usual and he looked fifty. The girls wouldn’t have thought so much 

of him if they’d seen him then. 

‘“Well, isn’t there anything you can do except play cards?” I asked him. 

‘“I can swim,” he said. 

‘“Swim!” 

‘I could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such an insane answer to give. 

‘“I swam for my university.” 

‘I got some glimmering of what he was driving at, I’ve known too many men who 

were little tin gods at their university to be impressed by it. 

‘“I was a pretty good swimmer myself when I was a young man,” I said. 

‘Suddenly I had an idea.’ 

Pausing in his story, Burton turned to me. 

‘Do you know Kobe?’ he asked. 

‘No,’ I said, ‘I passed through it once, but I only spent a night there.’ 

‘Then you don’t know the Shioya Club. When I was a young man I swam from 

there round the beacon and landed at the creek of Tarumi. It’s over three miles and it’s 

rather difficult on account of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told my young 

namesake about it and I said to him that if he’d do it I’d give him a job. 

‘I could see he was rather taken aback. 

‘“You say you’re a swimmer,” I said. 

‘“I’m not in very good condition,” he answered. 

‘I didn’t say anything. I shrugged my shoulders. He looked at me for a moment and then 

he nodded. 

‘“All right,” he said. “When do you want me to do it?” 

‘I looked at my watch. It was just after ten. 
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 ‘“The swim shouldn’t take you much over an hour and a quarter. I’ll drive round 

to the creek at half past twelve and meet you. I’ll take you back to the club to dress and 

then we’ll have lunch together.” 

‘“Done,” he said. 

‘We shook hands. I wished him good luck and he left me. I had a lot of work to 

do that morning and I only just managed to get to the creek at Tarumi at half past 

twelve. But I needn’t have hurried; he never turned up.’ 

‘Did he funk it at the last moment?’ I asked. 

‘No, he didn’t funk it. He started all right. But of course he’d ruined his 

constitution by drink and dissipation. The currents round the beacon were more than he 

could manage. We didn’t get the body for about three days.’ 

I didn’t say anything for a moment or two. I was a trifle shocked. Then I asked 

Burton a question. 

‘When you made him that offer of a job, did you know he’d be drowned?’ 

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those kind and candid blue 

eyes of his. He rubbed his chin with his hand. 

‘Well, I hadn’t got a vacancy in my office at the moment.’ 

 

 

I Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

 

- to  puzzle smb (озадачивать кого-либо, приводить в затруднение) 

- to pawn smth (отдавать в залог что-то) 

- to go pale (побледнеть) 

- on account of smth (из-за, вследствие) 

- to be taken aback (быть захваченным врасплох) 

- to be in good condition (быть в хорошем состоянии) 

- to turn up (неожиданно появляться) 

- to be down and out (обнищать, разориться) 

- to be all to pieces (быть измученным) 

- to give a chuckle (хихикнуть) 

 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

 

- сомневаться (to hesitate) 

- сделать вывод (to draw conclusion) 

- внутренне противоречивый (self-contradictory) 

- несовместимость (incongruity) 

- пожать плечами (to shrug shoulders) 

- веселящий (exhilarating) 

- тёзка/человек, названный в чью-либо честь (a namesake) 

- до сих пор (hitherto) 

- бояться, трусить (to funk) 
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- легкомысленное развлечение (dissipation) 

 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

 

- accident (a haphazard) 

- contradictory (inconsistent) 

- striking (startling) 

- kind (benign) 

- sentimental (mawkish) 

- laugh (chuckle) 

- frank (candid) 

- inconsistency (incongruity) 

- countless (innumerable) 

 

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: “I happened on one 

occasion………. plays bridge well”. 

 

V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

 

VI  What could Edward Hyde Burton write to his best friend about the events, 

given in the story. 

 

VII Interpret the story. 

 

 

Кредит 8. 
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Мураха і бабка». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Мураха і бабка». 

 

W.S.Maugham 

The Ant and the Grasshopper 

 

When I was a very small boy I was made to learn by heart certain of the fables of 

La Fontaine, and the moral of each was carefully explained to me. Among those I learnt 

was The Ant and The Grasshopper which is devised to bring home to the young the 

useful lesson that in an imperfect world industry is rewarded and giddiness punished. In 

this admirable fable (I apologize for telling something which everyone is politely, but 

inexactly, supposed to know) the ant spends a laborious summer gathering its winter 

store, while the grasshopper sits on a blade of grass singing to the sun. Winter comes 

and the ant is comfortably provided for, but the grasshopper has an empty larder: he 

goes to the ant and begs for a little food. Then the ant gives him her classic answer: 

‘What were you doing in the summer time?’ 

‘Saving your presence, I sang, I sang all day, all night.’ 

‘You sang. Why, then go and dance.’ 
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I  do not ascribe it to perversity on my part, but rather to the inconsequence of 

childhood, which is deficient in moral sense, that I could never quite reconcile myself to 

the lesson. My sympathies were with the grasshopper and for some time I never saw an 

ant without putting my foot on it. In this summary (and as I have discovered since, 

entirely human) fashion I sought to express my disapproval of prudence and common 

sense. I could not help thinking of this fable when the other day I saw George Ramsay 

lunching by himself in a restaurant. I never saw anyone wear an expression of such deep 

gloom. He was staring into space. He looked as though the burden of the whole world 

sat on his shoulders. I was sorry for him: I suspected at once that his unfortunate brother 

had been causing trouble again. I went up to him and held out my hand. 

‘How are you?’ I asked. 

‘I’m not in hilarious spirits,’ he answered. 

‘Is it Tom again?’ 

He sighed. 

‘Yes, it’s Tom again.’ 

‘Why don’t you chuck him? You’ve done everything in the world for him. You 

must know by now that he’s quite hopeless.’ 

I suppose every family has a black sheep. Tom had been a sore trial to his for 

twenty years. He had begun life decently enough: he went into business, married, and 

had two children. The Ramsays were perfectly respectable people and there was every 

reason to suppose that Tom Ramsay would have a useful and honourable career. But 

one day, without warning, he announced that he didn’t like work and that he wasn’t 

suited for marriage. He wanted to enjoy himself. He would listen to no expostulations. 

He left his wife and his office. He had a little money and he spent two happy years in 

the various capitals of Europe. Rumours of his doings reached his relations from time to 

time and 

they were profoundly shocked. He certainly had a very good time. They shook their 

heads and asked what would happen when his money was spent. They soon found out: 

he borrowed. He was charming and unscrupulous. I have never met anyone to whom it 

was more difficult to refuse a loan. He made a steady income from his friends and he 

made friends easily. But he always said that the money you spent on necessities was 

boring; the money that was amusing to spend was the money you spent on luxuries. For 

this he depended on his brother George. He did not waste his charm on him. George 

was a serious man and insensible to such enticements. George was respectable. Once or 

twice he fell to Tom’s promises of amendment and gave him considerable sums in order 

that he might make a fresh start. On these Tom bought a motor–car and some very nice 

jewellery. But when circumstances forced George to realize that his brother would 

never settle down and he washed his hands of him, Tom, without a qualm, began to 

blackmail him. It was not very nice for a respectable lawyer to find his brother shaking 

cocktails behind the bar of his favourite restaurant or to see him waiting on the box-seat 

of a taxi outside his club. Tom said that to serve in a bar or to drive a taxi was a 

perfectly decent occupation, but if George could oblige him with a couple of hundred 

pounds he didn’t mind for the honour of the family giving it up. George paid. 

Once Tom nearly went to prison. George was terribly upset. He went into the 

whole discreditable affair. Really Tom had gone too far. He had been wild, thoughtless, 
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and selfish, but he had never before done anything dishonest, by which George meant 

illegal; and if he were prosecuted he would assuredly be convicted. But you cannot 

allow your only brother to go to gaol. The man Tom had cheated, a man called 

Cronshaw, was vindictive. He was determined to take the matter into court; he said Tom 

was a scoundrel and should be punished. It cost George an infinite deal of trouble and 

five hundred pounds to settle the affair. I have never seen him in such a rage as when he 

heard that Tom and Cronshaw had gone off together to Monte Carlo the moment they 

cashed the cheque. They spent a happy month there. 

For twenty years Tom raced and gambled, philandered with the prettiest girls, 

danced, ate in the most expensive restaurants, and dressed beautifully. He always 

looked as if he had just stepped out of a bandbox. Though he was forty–six you would 

never have taken him for more than thirty–five. He was a most amusing companion and 

though you knew he was perfectly worthless you could not but enjoy his society. He 

had high spirits, an unfailing gaiety, and incredible charm. I never grudged the 

contributions he regularly levied on me for the necessities of his existence. I never lent 

him fifty pounds without feeling that I was in his debt. Tom Ramsay knew everyone 

and everyone knew Tom Ramsay. You could not approve of him, but you could not 

help liking him. 

Poor George, only a year older than his scapegrace brother, looked sixty. He had 

never taken more than a fortnight’s holiday in the year for a quarter of a century. He 

was in his office every morning at nine–thirty and never left it till six. He was honest, 

industrious, and worthy. He had a good wife, to whom he had never been unfaithful 

even in thought, and four daughters to whom he was the best of fathers. He made a 

point of saving a third of his income and his plan was to retire at fifty–five to a little 

house in the country where he proposed to cultivate his garden and play golf. His life 

was blameless.     

He was glad that he was growing old because Tom was growing old too. He 

rubbed his hands and said: 

‘It was all very well when Tom was young and good–looking, but he’s only a 

year younger than I am. In four years he’ll be fifty. He won’t find life so easy then. I 

shall have thirty thousand pounds by the time I’m fifty. For twenty–five years I’ve said 

that Tom would end in the gutter. And we shall see how he likes that. We shall see if it 

really pays best to work or be idle.’ 

Poor George! I sympathized with him. I wondered now as I sat down beside him 

what infamous thing Tom had done. George was evidently very much upset. 

‘Do you know what’s happened now?’ he asked me. 

I was prepared for the worst. I wondered if Tom had got into the hands of the 

police at last. George could hardly bring himself to speak. 

‘You’re not going to deny that all my life I’ve been hardworking, decent, 

respectable, and straightforward. After a life of industry and thrift I can look forward to 

retiring on a small income in gilt–edged securities. I’ve always done my duty in that 

state of life in which it has pleased Providence to place me.’ 

‘True.’ 

‘And you can’t deny that Tom has been an idle, worthless, dissolute, and 

dishonourable rogue. If there were any justice he’d be in the workhouse.’ 



21 

 

  

‘True.’ 

George grew red in the face. 

‘A few weeks ago he became engaged to a woman old enough to be his mother. 

And now she’s died and left him everything she had. Half a million pounds, a yacht, a 

house in London, and a house in the country.’ 

George Ramsay beat his clenched fist on the table. 

‘It’s not fair, I tell you, it’s not fair. Damn it, it’s not fair.’  

I could not help it. I burst into a shout of laughter as I looked at George’s wrathful 

face, I rolled in my chair, I very nearly fell on the floor. George never forgave me. But 

Tom often asks me to excellent dinners in his charming house in Mayfair, and if he 

occasionally borrows a trifle from me, that is merely from force of habit. It is never 

more than a sovereign. 

 

 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Три товсті жінки». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Три товсті жінки». 

 

W.S.Maugham 

 

The Three Fat Women of Antibes 

 

One was called Mrs Richman and she was a widow. The second was called Mrs 

Sutcliffe; she was American and she had divorced two husbands. The third was called 

Miss Hickson and she was a spinster. They were all in the comfortable forties and they 

were all well off. Mrs Sutcliffe had the odd first name of Arrow. When she was young 

and slender she had liked it well enough. It suited her and the jests it occasioned though 

too often repeated were very flattering; she was not disinclined to believe that it suited 

her character too: it suggested directness, speed, and purpose. She liked it less now that 

her delicate features had grown muzzy with fat, that her arms and shoulders were so 

substantial and her hips so massive. It was increasingly difficult to find dresses to make 

her look as she liked to look. The jests her name gave rise to now were made behind her 

back and she very well knew that they were far from obliging. But she was by no means 

resigned to middle age. She still wore blue to bring out the colour of her eyes and, with 

the help of art, her fair hair had kept its lustre. What she liked about Beatrice Richman 

and Frances Hickson was that they were both so much fatter than she, it made her look 

quite slim; they were both of them older and much inclined to treat her as a little young 

thing. It was not disagreeable. They were good–natured women and they chaffed her 

pleasantly about her beaux; they had both given up the thought of that kind of nonsense, 

indeed Miss Hickson had never given it a moment’s consideration, but they were 

sympathetic to her flirtations. It was understood that one of these days Arrow would 

make a third man happy. 

‘Only you mustn’t get any heavier, darling,’ said Mrs Richman. 

‘And for goodness’ sake make certain of his bridge,’ said Miss Hickson. 
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They saw for her a man of about fifty, but well–preserved and of distinguished 

carriage, an admiral on the retired list and a good golfer, or a widower without 

encumbrances, but in any case with a substantial income. Arrow listened to them 

amiably, and kept to herself the fact that this was not at all her idea. It was true that she 

would have liked to marry again, but her fancy turned to a dark slim Italian with 

flashing eyes and a sonorous title or to a Spanish don of noble lineage; and not a day 

more than thirty. There were times when, looking at herself in her mirror, she was 

certain she did not look any more than that herself. 

They were great friends, Miss Hickson, Mrs Richman, and Arrow Sutcliffe. It 

was their fat that had brought them together and bridge that had cemented their alliance. 

They had met first at Carlsbad, where they were staying at the same hotel and were 

treated by the same doctor who used them with the same ruthlessness. Beatrice 

Richman was enormous. She was a handsome woman, with fine eyes, rouged cheeks, 

and painted lips. She was very well content to be a widow with a handsome fortune. She 

adored her food. She liked bread and butter, cream, potatoes, and suet puddings, and for 

eleven months of the year ate pretty well everything she had a mind to, and for one 

month went to Carlsbad to reduce. But every year she grew fatter. She upbraided the 

doctor, but got no sympathy from him. He pointed out to her various plain and simple 

facts. 

‘But if I’m never to eat a thing I like, life isn’t worth living,’ she expostulated. 

He shrugged his disapproving shoulders. Afterwards she told Miss Hickson that 

she was beginning to suspect he wasn’t so clever as she had thought. Miss Hickson gave 

a great guffaw. She was that sort of woman. She had a deep bass voice, a large flat 

sallow face from which twinkled little bright eyes; she walked with a slouch, her hands 

in her pockets, and when she could do so without exciting attention smoked a long 

cigar. She dressed as like a man as she could. 

‘What the deuce should I look like in frills and furbelows?’ she said. ‘When 

you’re as fat as I am you may just as well be comfortable.’ 

She wore tweeds and heavy boots and whenever she could went about 

bareheaded. But she was as strong as an ox and boasted that few men could drive a 

longer ball than she. She was plain of speech, and she could swear more variously than 

a stevedore. Though her name was Frances she preferred to be called Frank. Masterful, 

but with tact, it was her jovial strength of character that held the three together. They 

drank their waters together, had their baths at the same hour, they took their strenuous 

walks together, pounded about the tennis court with a professional to make them run, 

and ate at the same table their sparse and regulated meals. Nothing impaired their good 

humour but the scales, and when one or other of them weighed as much on one day as 

she had the day before neither Frank’s coarse jokes, the bonhomie of Beatrice, nor 

Arrow’s pretty kittenish ways sufficed to dispel the gloom. Then drastic measures were 

resorted to, the culprit went to bed for twenty–four hours and nothing passed her lips 

but the doctor’s famous vegetable soup which tasted like hot water in which a cabbage 

had been well rinsed. 

Never were three women greater friends. They would have been independent of 

anyone else if they had not needed a fourth at bridge. They were fierce, enthusiastic 

players and the moment the day’s cure was over, they sat down at the bridge table. 
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Arrow, feminine as she was, played the best game of the three, a hard, brilliant game, in 

which she showed no mercy and never conceded a point or failed to take advantage of a 

mistake. Beatrice was solid and reliable. 

Frank was dashing; she was a great theorist, and had all the authorities at the tip 

of her tongue. They had long arguments over the rival systems. They bombarded one 

another with Culbertson and Sims. It was obvious that not one of them ever played a 

card without fifteen good reasons, but it was also obvious from the subsequent 

conversation that there were fifteen equally good reasons why she should not have 

played it. Life would have been perfect, even with the prospect of twenty-four hours of 

that filthy soup when the doctor’s rotten (Beatrice) bloody (Frank) lousy (Arrow) scales 

pretended one hadn’t lost an ounce in two days, if only there had not been this constant 

difficulty of finding someone to play with them who was in their class. 

It was for this reason that on the occasion with which this narrative deals Frank 

invited Lena Finch to come and stay with them at Antibes. They were spending some 

weeks there on Frank’s suggestion. It seemed absurd to her, with her common sense, 

that immediately the cure was over Beatrice who always lost twenty pounds should be 

giving way to her ungovernable appetite put it all on again. Beatrice was weak. She 

needed a person of strong will to watch her diet. She proposed then that on leaving 

Carlsbad they should take a house at Antibes, where they could get plenty of exercise–

everyone knew that nothing slimmed you like swimming–and as far as possible could 

go on with the cure. With a cook of their own they could at least avoid things that were 

obviously fattening. There was no reason why they should not all lose several pounds 

more. It seemed a very good idea. Beatrice knew what was good for her, and she could 

resist temptation well enough if temptation was not put right under her nose. Besides, 

she liked gambling, and a flutter at the Casino two or three times a week would pass the 

time very pleasantly. Arrow adored Antibes, and she would be looking her best after a 

month at Carlsbad. She could just pick and choose among the young Italians, the 

passionate Spaniards, the gallant Frenchmen, and the long–limbed English who 

sauntered about all day in bathing trunks and gay-coloured dressing-gowns. The plan 

worked very well. They had a grand time. Two days a week they ate nothing but hard–

boiled eggs and raw tomatoes and they mounted the scales every morning with light 

hearts. Arrow got down to eleven stone and felt just like a girl; Beatrice and Frank by 

standing in a certain way just avoided the thirteen. The machine they had bought 

registered kilogrammes, and they got extraordinarily clever at translating them in the 

twinkling of an eye to pounds and ounces. 

But the fourth at bridge continued to be the difficulty. This person played like a 

fool, the other was so slow that it drove you frantic, one was quarrelsome, another was a 

bad loser, a third was next door to a crook. It was strange how hard it was to find 

exactly the player you wanted. 

One morning when they were sitting in pyjamas on the terrace overlooking the 

sea, drinking their tea (without milk or sugar) and eating a rusk prepared by Dr 

Hudebert and guaranteed not to be fattening, Frank looked up from her letters. 

‘Lena Finch is coming down to the Riviera,’ she said. 

‘Who’s she?’ asked Arrow. 
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‘She married a cousin of mine. He died a couple of months ago and she’s just 

recovering from a nervous breakdown. What about asking her to come here for a 

fortnight?’ 

‘Does she play bridge?’ asked Beatrice. 

‘You bet your life she does,’ boomed Frank in her deep voice. ‘And a damned 

good game too. We should be absolutely independent of outsiders.’ 

‘How old is she?’ asked Arrow. 

‘Same age as I am.’ 

 ‘That sounds all right.’ 

It was settled. Frank, with her usual decisiveness, stalked out as soon as she had 

finished her breakfast to send a wire, and three days later Lena Finch arrived. Frank met 

her at the station. She was in deep but not obtrusive mourning for the recent death of her 

husband. Frank had not seen her for two years. She kissed her warmly and took a good 

look at her. 

‘You’re very thin, darling,’ she said. 

Lena smiled bravely. 

‘I’ve been through a good deal lately. I’ve lost a lot of weight.’ 

Frank sighed, but whether from sympathy with her cousin’s sad loss, or from 

envy, was not obvious.  

Lena was not, however, depressed, and after a quick bath was quite ready to 

accompany Frank to Eden Roc. Frank introduced the stranger to her two friends and 

they sat down in what was known as the Monkey House. It was an enclosure covered 

with glass overlooking the sea, with a bar at the back, and it was crowded with 

chattering people in bathing costumes, pyjamas, or dressing–gowns, who were seated at 

the tables having drinks. Beatrice’s soft heart went out to the lorn window, and Arrow, 

seeing that she was pale, quite ordinary to look at, and probably forty–eight, was 

prepared to like her very much. A waiter approached them. 

‘What will you have, Lena dear?’ Frank asked. 

‘Oh, I don’t know, what you all have, a dry Martini or a White Lady.’ 

Arrow and Beatrice gave her a quick look. Everyone knows how fattening 

cocktails are. 

‘I daresay you’re tired after your journey,’ said Frank kindly. 

She ordered a dry Martini for Lena and a mixed lemon and orange juice for 

herself and her two friends. 

‘We find alcohol isn’t very good in all this heat,’ she explained. 

‘Oh, it never affects me at all,’ Lena answered airily. ‘I like cocktails.’ 

Arrow went very slightly pale under her rouge (neither she nor Beatrice ever wet 

their faces when they bathed and they thought it absurd of Frank, a woman of her size, 

to pretend she liked diving) but she said nothing. The conversation was gay and easy, 

they all said the obvious things with gusto, and presently they strolled back to the villa 

for luncheon. 

In each napkin were two little antifat rusks. Lena gave a bright smile as she put 

them by the side of her plate. 

‘May I have some bread?’ she asked. 
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The grossest indecency would not have fallen on the ears of those three women 

with such a shock. Not one of them had eaten bread for ten years. Even Beatrice, greedy 

as she was, drew the line there. Frank, the good hostess, recovered herself first. 

‘Of course, darling,’ she said and turning to the butler asked him to bring some. 

‘And some butter,’ said Lena in that pleasant easy way of hers. 

There was a moment’s embarrassed silence. 

‘I don’t know if there’s any in the house,’ said Frank, ‘but I’ll inquire. There may 

be some in the kitchen.’ 

‘I adore bread and butter, don’t you?’ said Lena, turning to Beatrice. 

Beatrice gave a sickly smile and an evasive reply. The butler brought a long crisp 

roll of French bread. Lena slit it in two and plastered it with the butter which was 

miraculously produced. A grilled sole was served. 

‘We eat very simply here,’ said Frank. ‘I hope you won’t mind.’ 

‘Oh, no, I like my food very plain,’ said Lena as she took some butter and spread 

it over her fish. ‘As long as I can have bread and butter and potatoes and cream I’m 

quite happy.’ 

The three friends exchanged a glance. Frank’s great sallow face sagged a little 

and she looked with distaste at the dry, insipid sole on her plate. Beatrice came to the 

rescue. 

‘It’s such a bore, we can’t get cream here,’ she said. ‘It’s one of the things one 

has to do without on the Riviera.’ 

‘What a pity,’ said Lena. 

The rest of the luncheon consisted of lamb cutlets, with the fat carefully removed 

so that Beatrice should not be led astray, and spinach boiled in water, with stewed pears 

to end up with. Lena tasted her pears and gave the butler a look of inquiry. That 

resourceful man understood her at once and though powdered sugar had never been 

served at that table before handed her without a moment’s hesitation a bowl of it. She 

helped herself liberally. The other three pretended not to notice. Coffee was served and 

Lena took three lumps of sugar in hers. 

‘You have a very sweet tooth,’ said Arrow in a tone which she struggled to keep 

friendly. 

‘We think saccharine so much more sweetening,’ said Frank, as she put a tiny 

tablet of it into her coffee. 

‘Disgusting stuff,’ said Lena. 

Beatrice’s mouth drooped at the corners, and she gave the lump sugar a yearning 

look. 

‘Beatrice,’ boomed Frank sternly. 

Beatrice stifled a sigh, and reached for the saccharine. 

Frank was relieved when they could sit down to the bridge table. It was plain to 

her that Arrow and Beatrice were upset. She wanted them to like Lena and she was 

anxious that Lena should enjoy her fortnight with them. For the first rubber Arrow cut 

with the newcomer. 

‘Do you play Vanderbilt or Culbertson?’ she asked her. 

‘I have no conventions,’ Lena answered in a happy–go–lucky way, ‘I play by the 

light of nature.’ 
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‘I play strict Culbertson,’ said Arrow acidly. 

The three fat women braced themselves to the fray. No conventions indeed! 

They’d learn her. When it came to bridge even Frank’s family feeling was forgotten and 

she settled down with the same determination as the others to trim the stranger in their 

midst. But the light of nature served Lena very well. She had a natural gift for the game 

and great experience. She played with imagination, quickly, boldly, and with assurance. 

The other players were in too high a class not to realize very soon that Lena knew what 

she was about, and since they were all thoroughly good-natured, generous women, they 

were gradually mollified. This was real bridge. They all enjoyed themselves. Arrow and 

Beatrice began to feel more kindly towards Lena, and Frank, noticing this, heaved a fat 

sigh of relief. It was going to be a success.  

After a couple of hours they parted, Frank and Beatrice to have a round of golf, 

and Arrow to take a brisk walk with a young Prince Roccamare whose acquaintance she 

had lately made. He was very sweet and young and good–looking. Lena said she would 

rest. 

They met again just before dinner. 

‘I hope you’ve been all right, Lena dear,’ said Frank. ‘I was rather conscience-

stricken at leaving you with nothing to do all this time.’ 

‘Oh, don’t apologize. I had a lovely sleep and then I went down to Juan and had a 

cocktail. And d’you know what I discovered? You’ll be so pleased. I found a dear little 

tea-shop where they’ve got the most beautiful thick fresh cream. I’ve ordered half a pint 

to be sent every day. I thought it would be my little contribution to the household.’ 

Her eyes were shining. She was evidently expecting them to be delighted. 

‘How very kind of you,’ said Frank, with a look that sought to quell the 

indignation that she saw on the faces of her two friends. ‘But we never eat cream. In this 

climate it makes one so bilious.’ 

‘I shall have to eat it all myself then,’ said Lena cheerfully. 

‘Don’t you ever think of your figure?’ Arrow asked with icy deliberation. 

‘The doctor said I must eat.’ 

‘Did he say you must eat bread and butter and potatoes and cream?’ 

‘Yes. That’s what I thought you meant when you said you had simple food.’ 

‘You’ll get simply enormous,’ said Beatrice.  

Lena laughed gaily. 

‘No, I shan’t. You see, nothing ever makes me fat. I’ve always eaten everything I 

wanted to and it’s never had the slightest effect on me.’ 

The stony silence that followed this speech was only broken by the entrance of 

the butler. 

‘Mademoiselle est servie,’ he announced. 

They talked the matter over late that night, after Lena had gone to bed, in Frank’s 

room. During the evening they had been furiously cheerful, and they had chaffed one 

another with a friendliness that would have taken in the keenest observer. But now they 

dropped the mask. Beatrice was sullen, Arrow was spiteful and Frank was unmanned. 

‘It’s not very nice for me to sit there and see her eat all the things I particularly 

like,’ said Beatrice plaintively. 

‘It’s not very nice for any of us,’ Frank snapped back. 
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‘You should never have asked her here,’ said Arrow. 

‘How was I to know?’ cried Frank. 

‘I can’t help thinking that if she really cared for her husband she would hardly eat 

so much.’ said Beatrice. ‘He’s only been buried two months. I mean, I think you ought 

to show some respect for the dead.’ 

‘Why can’t she eat the same as we do?’ asked Arrow viciously. ‘She’s a guest.’ 

‘Well, you heard what she said. The doctor told her she must eat.’ 

‘Then she ought to go to a sanatorium.’ 

‘It’s more than flesh and blood can stand, Frank,’ moaned Beatrice.  

‘If I can stand it you can stand it.’ 

‘She’s your cousin, she’s not our cousin,’ said Arrow. ‘I’m not going to sit there 

for fourteen days and watch that woman make a hog of herself.’ 

‘It’s so vulgar to attach all this importance to food,’ Frank boomed, and her voice 

was deeper than ever. ‘After all the only thing that counts really is spirit.’ 

‘Are you calling me vulgar, Frank?’ asked Arrow with flashing eyes. 

‘No, of course she isn’t,’ interrupted Beatrice. 

‘I wouldn’t put it past you to go down in the kitchen when we’re all in bed and 

have a good square meal on the sly.’ 

Frank sprang to her feet. 

‘How dare you say that, Arrow! I’d never ask anybody to do what I’m not 

prepared to do myself. Have you known me all these years and do you think me capable 

of such a mean thing?’ 

‘How is it you never take off any weight then?’ 

Frank gave a gasp and burst into a flood of tears. 

‘What a cruel thing to say! I’ve lost pounds and pounds.’ 

She wept like a child. Her vast body shook and great tears splashed on her 

mountainous bosom. 

‘Darling, I didn’t mean it,’ cried Arrow. 

She threw herself on her knees and enveloped what she could of Frank in her own 

plump arms. She wept and the mascara ran down her cheeks. 

‘D’you mean to say I don’t look thinner?’ Frank sobbed. ‘After all I’ve gone 

through.’ 

       ‘Yes, dear, of course you do,’ cried Arrow through her tears. ‘Everybody’s noticed 

it.’ 

Beatrice, though naturally of a placid disposition, began to cry gently. It was very 

pathetic. Indeed, it would have been a hard heart that failed to be moved by the sight of 

Frank, that lion–hearted woman, crying her eyes out. Presently, however, they dried 

their tears and had a little brandy and water, which every doctor had told them was the 

least fattening thing they could drink, and then they felt much better. They decided that 

Lena should have the nourishing food that had been ordered her and they made a 

solemn resolution not to let it disturb their equanimity. She was certainly a first-rate 

bridge player and after all it was only for a fortnight. They would do whatever they 

could to make her stay enjoyable. They kissed one another warmly and separated for the 

night feeling strangely uplifted. Nothing should interfere with the wonderful friendship 

that had brought so much happiness into their three lives. 
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But human nature is weak. You must not ask too much of it. They ate grilled fish 

while Lena ate macaroni sizzling with cheese and butter; they ate grilled cutlets and 

boiled spinach while Lena ate pâté de foie gras; twice a week they ate hard–boiled eggs 

and raw tomatoes, while Lena ate peas swimming in cream and potatoes cooked in all 

sorts of delicious ways. The chef was a good chef and he leapt at the opportunity 

afforded him to send up one dish more rich, tasty and succulent than the other. 

‘Poor Jim,’ sighed Lena, thinking of her husband, ‘he loved French cooking.’ 

The butler disclosed the fact that he could make half a dozen kinds of cocktail 

and Lena informed them that the doctor had recommended her to drink burgundy at 

luncheon and champagne at dinner. The three fat women persevered. They were gay, 

chatty and even hilarious (such is the natural gift that women have for deception) but 

Beatrice grew limp and forlorn, and Arrow’s tender blue eyes acquired a steely glint. 

Frank’s deep voice grew more raucous. It was when they played bridge that the strain 

showed itself. They had always been fond of talking over their hands, but their 

discussion had been friendly. Now a distinct bitterness crept in and sometimes one 

pointed out a mistake to another with quite unnecessary frankness. Discussion turned to 

argument and argument to altercation. Sometimes the session ended in angry silence. 

Once Frank accused Arrow of deliberately letting her down. Two or three times 

Beatrice, the softest of the three, was reduced to tears. On another occasion Arrow flung 

down her cards and swept out of the room in a pet. Their tempers were getting frayed. 

Lena was the peacemaker. 

 ‘I think it’s such a pity to quarrel over bridge,’ she said. ‘After all, it’s only a 

game.’ 

It was all very well for her. She had had a square meal and half a bottle of 

champagne. Besides, she had phenomenal luck. She was winning all their money. The 

score was put down in a book after each session, and hers mounted up day after day 

with unfailing regularity. Was there no justice in the world? They began to hate one 

another. And though they hated her too they could not resist confiding in her. Each of 

them went to her separately and told her how detestable the others were. Arrow said she 

was sure it was bad for her to see so much of women so much older than herself. She 

had a good mind to sacrifice her share of the lease and go to Venice for the rest of the 

summer. 

Frank told Lena that with her masculine mind it was too much to expect that she could 

be satisfied with anyone so frivolous as Arrow and so frankly stupid as Beatrice. 

‘I must have intellectual conversation,’ she boomed. ‘When you have a brain like 

mine you’ve got to consort with your intellectual equals.’ 

Beatrice only wanted peace and quiet. 

‘Really I hate women,’ she said. ‘They’re so unreliable; they’re so malicious.’ 

By the time Lena’s fortnight drew to its close the three fat women were barely on 

speaking terms. They kept up appearances before Lena, but when she was not there 

made no pretences. They had got past quarrelling. They ignored one another, and when 

this was not possible treated each other with icy politeness. 

Lena was going to stay with friends on the Italian Riviera and Frank saw her off 

by the same train as that by which she had arrived. She was taking away with her a lot 

of their money. 
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‘I don’t know how to thank you,’ she said, as she got into the carriage. ‘I’ve had a 

wonderful visit.’ 

If there was one thing that Frank Hickson prided herself on more than on being a 

match for any man it was that she was a gentlewoman, and her reply was perfect in its 

combination of majesty and graciousness. 

‘We’ve all enjoyed having you here, Lena,’ she said. ‘It’s been a real treat.’  

But when she turned away from the departing train she heaved such a vast sigh of 

relief that the platform shook beneath her. She flung back her massive shoulders and 

strode home to the villa. 

‘Ouf!’ she roared at intervals. ‘Ouf!’ 

She changed into her one-piece bathing-suit, put on her espadrilles and a man’s 

dressing-gown (no nonsense about it), and went to Eden Roc. There was still time for a 

bathe before luncheon. She passed through the Monkey House, looking about her to say 

good morning to anyone she knew, for she felt on a sudden at peace with mankind, and 

then stopped dead still. She could not believe her eyes. Beatrice was sitting at one of the 

tables, by herself; she wore the pyjamas she had bought at Molyneux’s a day or two 

before, she had a string of pearls round her neck, and Frank’s quick eyes saw that she 

had just had her hair waved; her cheeks, her eyes, her lips were made up. Fat, nay vast, 

as she was, none could deny that she was an extremely handsome woman. But what was 

she doing? With the slouching gait of the Neanderthal man which was Frank’s 

characteristic walk she went up to Beatrice. In her black bathing-dress Frank looked like 

the huge cetacean which the Japanese catch in the Torres Straits and which the vulgar 

call a sea-cow. 

‘Beatrice, what are you doing?’ she cried in her deep voice. 

It was like the roll of thunder in the distant mountains. Beatrice looked at her 

coolly. ‘Eating,’ she answered. 

‘Damn it, I can see you’re eating.’ 

In front of Beatrice was a plate of croissants and a plate of butter, a pot of 

strawberry jam, coffee, and a jug of cream. Beatrice was spreading butter thick on the 

delicious hot bread, covering this with jam, and then pouring the thick cream over all. 

‘You’ll kill yourself,’ said Frank. 

‘I don’t care,’ mumbled Beatrice with her mouth full. 

‘You’ll put on pounds and pounds.’ 

‘Go to hell!’ 

She actually laughed in Frank’s face. My God, how good those croissants smelt! 

‘I’m disappointed in you, Beatrice. I thought you had more character.’ 

‘It’s your fault. That blasted woman. You would have her down. For a fortnight 

I’ve watched her gorge like a hog. It’s more than flesh and blood can stand. I’m going 

to have one square meal if I bust.’ 

The tears welled up to Frank’s eyes. Suddenly she felt very weak and womanly. 

She would have liked a strong man to take her on his knee and pet her and cuddle her 

and call her little baby names. Speechless she sank down on a chair by Beatrice’s side. 

A waiter came up. With a pathetic gesture she waved towards the coffee and croissants. 

‘I’ll have the same,’ she sighed. 
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She listlessly reached out her hand to take a roll, but Beatrice snatched away the 

plate. 

‘No, you don’t,’ she said. ‘You wait till you get your own.’ 

Frank called her a name which ladies seldom apply to one another in affection. In 

a moment the waiter brought her croissants, butter, jam, and coffee. 

‘Where’s the cream, you fool?’ she roared like a lioness at bay. 

She began to eat. She ate gluttonously. The place was beginning to fill up with 

bathers coming to enjoy a cocktail or two after having done their duty by the sun and 

the sea. Presently Arrow strolled along with Prince Roccamare. She had on a beautiful 

silk wrap which she held tightly round her with one hand in order to look as slim as 

possible and she bore her head high so that he should not see her double chin. She was 

laughing gaily. She felt like a girl. He had just told her (in Italian) that her eyes made 

the blue of the Mediterranean look like pea-soup. He left her to go into the men’s room 

to brush his sleek black hair and they arranged to meet in five minutes for a drink. 

Arrow walked on to the women’s room to put a little more rouge on her cheeks and a 

little more red on her lips. On her way she caught sight of Frank and Beatrice. She 

stopped. She could hardly believe her eyes. 

‘My God!’ she cried. ‘You beasts. You hogs.’ She seized a chair. ‘Waiter.’ 

Her appointment went clean out of her head. In the twinkling of an eye the waiter 

was at her side. 

‘Bring me what these ladies are having,’ she ordered. 

Frank lifted her great heavy head from her plate. 

‘Bring me some pâté de foie gras, she boomed. 

‘Frank!’ cried Beatrice. 

‘Shut up.’ 

‘All right. I’ll have some too.’ 

The coffee was brought and the hot rolls and cream and the pâté de foie gras and 

they set to. They spread the cream on the pâté and they ate it. They devoured great 

spoonfuls of jam. They crunched the delicious crisp bread voluptuously. What was love 

to Arrow then? Let the Prince keep his palace in Rome and his castle in the Apennines. 

They did not speak. What they were about was much too serious. They ate with solemn, 

ecstatic fervour. 

‘I haven’t eaten potatoes for twenty-five years,’ said Frank in a far-off brooding 

tone. 

‘Waiter,’ cried Beatrice, ‘bring fried potatoes for three.’ 

‘Très bien, Madame.’ 

The potatoes were brought. Not all the perfumes of Arabia smelt so sweet. They 

ate them with their fingers. 

‘Bring me a dry Martini,’ said Arrow. 

‘You can’t have a dry Martini in the middle of a meal, Arrow,’ said Frank. 

‘Can’t I? You wait and see.’ 

‘All right then. Bring me a double dry Martini,’ said Frank. 

‘Bring three double dry Martinis,’ said Beatrice. 

They were brought and drunk at a gulp. The women looked at one another and 

sighed. The misunderstandings of the last fortnight dissolved and the sincere affection 
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each had for the others welled up again in their hearts. They could hardly believe that 

they had ever contemplated the possibility of severing a friendship that had brought 

them so much solid satisfaction. They finished the potatoes. 

‘I wonder if they’ve got any chocolate éclairs,’ said Beatrice. 

‘Of course they have.’ 

And of course they had. Frank thrust one whole into her huge mouth, swallowed 

it and seized another, but before she ate it she looked at the other two and plunged a 

vindictive dagger into the heart of the monstrous Lena. 

‘You can say what you like, but the truth is she played a damned rotten game of 

bridge, really.’ 

‘Lousy,’ agreed Arrow. 

But Beatrice suddenly thought she would like a meringue. 

 

Task 

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to be well off; 

- gave rise to; 

- to make certain of smth; 

- to keep to oneself smth; 

- resist temptation; 

- to drive smb frantic; 

- to come to the rescue; 

- to brace themselves to the fray;  

- to stand smth; 

- to be barely on speaking terms; 

- to keep up appearances. 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- старая дева; 

- лестный; 

- упрекать; 

- оборки; 

- беспечный, беззаботный; 

- интуитивно; 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- slim; 

- joke; 

- shine; 

- to joke; 

- kindly; 

- criminal; 

- fraud; 

- to tease; 

- disgusting; 
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IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: They saw for her a man of 

about fifty…….. He pointed out to her various plain and simple facts 

V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

 

VI  Find in the story all the names of food and drinks 

 

VII  What could Lena Finch tell her friends, she was staying with on the Italian 

Riviera, about her rest with three women at Antibes friends.  

 

VIII Interpret the story 
 

Кредит 9. 
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Обіцянка». 

 

W.S.Maugham 

The Promise 

 

My wife is a very unpunctual woman, so when, having arranged to lunch with her 

at Claridge’s, I arrived there ten minutes late and did not find her I was not surprised. I 

ordered a cocktail. It was the height of the season and there were but two or three vacant 

tables in the lounge. Some of the people after an early meal were drinking their coffee, 

others like myself were toying with a dry Martini; the women in their summer frocks 

looked gay and charming and the men debonair; but I could see no one whose 

appearance sufficiently interested me to occupy the quarter of an hour I was expecting 

to wait. They were slim and pleasant to look upon, well dressed and carelessly at ease, 

but they were for the most part of a pattern and I observed them with tolerance rather 

than with curiosity. But it was two o’clock and I felt hungry. My wife tells me that she 

can wear neither a turquoise nor a watch, for the turquoise turns green and the watch 

stops; and this she attributes to the malignity of fate. I have nothing to say about the 

turquoise, but I sometimes think the watch might go if she wound it. I was engaged with 

these reflections when an attendant came up and with that hushed significance that hotel 

attendants affect (as though their message held a more sinister meaning than their words 

suggested) told me 

that a lady had just telephoned to say that she had been detained and could not lunch 

with me. 

I hesitated. It is not very amusing to eat in a crowded restaurant by oneself, but it 

was late to go to a club and I decided that I had better stay where I was. I strolled into 

the dining-room. It has never given me any particular satisfaction (as it appears to do to 

so many elegant persons) to be known by name to the head waiters of fashionable 

restaurants, but on this occasion I should certainly have been glad to be greeted by less 

stony an eye. The maître d’hôtel with a set and hostile face told me that every table was 

occupied. I looked helplessly round the large and stately room and on a sudden to my 

pleasure caught sight of someone I knew. Lady Elizabeth Vermont was an old friend. 

She smiled and noticing that she was alone I went up to her. 
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‘Will you take pity on a hungry man and let me sit with you?’ I asked. 

‘Oh, do. But I’ve nearly finished.’ 

She was at a little table by the side of a massive column and when I took my 

place I found that notwithstanding the crowd we sat almost in privacy. 

‘This is a bit of luck for me,’ I said. ‘I was on the point of fainting from hunger.’ 

She had a very agreeable smile; it did not light up her face suddenly, but seemed 

rather to suffuse it by degrees with charm. It hesitated for a moment about her lips and 

then slowly travelled to those great shining eyes of hers and there softly lingered. No 

one surely could say that Elizabeth Vermont was cast in the common mould. I never 

knew her when she was a girl, but many have told me that then she was so lovely, it 

brought the tears to one’s eyes, and I could well believe it; for now, though fifty, she 

was still incomparable. Her ravaged beauty made the fresh and blooming comeliness of 

youth a trifle insipid. I do not like these painted faces that look all alike; and I think 

women are foolish to dull their expression and obscure their personality with powder, 

rouge, and lipstick. But Elizabeth Vermont painted not to imitate nature, but to improve 

it; you did not question the means but applauded the result. The flaunting boldness with 

which she used cosmetics increased rather than diminished the character of that perfect 

face. I suppose her hair was dyed; it was black and sleek and shining. She held herself 

upright as though she had never learned to loll and she was very slim. She wore a dress 

of black satin, the lines and simplicity of which were admirable, and about her neck was 

a long rope of pearls. Her only other jewel was an enormous emerald which guarded her 

wedding-ring, and its sombre fire emphasized the whiteness of her hand. But it was in 

her hands with their reddened nails that she most clearly betrayed her age; they had 

none of a girl’s soft and dimpled roundness; and you could not but look at them with 

certain dismay. Before very long they would look like the talons of a bird of prey. 

Elizabeth Vermont was a remarkable woman. Of great birth, for she was the 

daughter of the seventh Duke of St Erth, she married at the age of eighteen a very rich 

man and started at once upon a career of astounding extravagance, lewdness, and 

dissipation. She was too proud to be cautious, too reckless to think of consequences, and 

within two years her husband in circumstances of appalling scandal divorced her. She 

married then one of the three co-respondents named in the case and eighteen months 

later ran away from him. Then followed a succession of lovers. She became notorious 

for her profligacy. 

Her startling beauty and her scandalous conduct held her in the public eye and it was 

never very long but that she gave the gossips something to talk about. Her name stank in 

the nostrils of decent people. She was a gambler, a spendthrift, and a wanton. But 

though unfaithful to her lovers she was constant to her friends and there always 

remained a few who would never allow, whatever she did, that she was anything but a 

very nice woman. She had candour, high spirits, and courage. She was never a 

hypocrite. She was generous and sincere. It was at this period of her life that I came to 

know her; for great ladies, now that religion is out of fashion, when they are very much 

blown upon take a flattering interest in the arts. When they receive the cold shoulder 

from members of their own class they condescend sometimes to the society of writers, 

painters, and musicians. I found her an agreeable companion. She was one of those 

blessed persons who say quite fearlessly what they think (thus saving much useful 
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time), and she had a ready wit. She was always willing to talk (with a diverting humour) 

of her lurid past. Her conversation, though uninstructed, was good, because, 

notwithstanding everything, she was an honest woman. 

Then she did a very surprising thing. At the age of forty, she married a boy of 

twenty-one. Her friends said it was the maddest act of all her life, and some who had 

stuck to her through thick and thin, now for the boy’s sake, because he was nice and it 

seemed shameful thus to take advantage of his inexperience, refused to have anything 

more to do with her. It really was the limit. They prophesied disaster, for Elizabeth 

Vermont was incapable of sticking to any man for more than six months, nay, they 

hoped for it, since it seemed the only chance for the wretched youth that his wife should 

behave so scandalously that he must leave her. They were all wrong. I do not know 

whether time was responsible for a change of heart in her, or whether Peter Vermont’s 

innocence and simple love touched her, but the fact remains that she made him an 

admirable wife. They were poor, and she was extravagant, but she became a thrifty 

housewife; she grew on a sudden so careful of her reputation that the tongue of scandal 

was silenced. His happiness seemed her only concern. No one could doubt that she 

loved him devotedly. After being the subject of so much conversation for so long 

Elizabeth Vermont ceased to be talked about. It looked as though her story were told. 

She was a changed woman, and I amused myself with the notion that when she was a 

very old lady, with many years of perfect respectability behind her, the past, the lurid 

past, would seem to belong not to her but to someone long since dead whom once she 

had vaguely known. For women have an enviable faculty of forgetting. 

But who can tell what the fates have in store? In the twinkling of an eye all was 

changed. Peter Vermont, after ten years of an ideal marriage, fell madly in love with a 

girl called Barbara Canton. She was a nice girl, the youngest daughter of Lord Robert 

Canton who was at one time Under-Secretary for Foreign Affairs, and she was pretty in 

a fair and fluffy way. Of course she was not for a moment to be compared with Lady 

Elizabeth. Many people knew what had happened, but no one could tell whether 

Elizabeth Vermont had any inkling of it, and they wondered how she would meet a 

situation that was so foreign to her experience. It was always she who had discarded her 

lovers; none had deserted her. For my part I thought she would make short work of little 

Miss Canton; I knew her courage and her adroitness. All this was in my mind now while 

we chatted over our luncheon. There was nothing in her demeanour, as gay, charming, 

and frank as usual, to suggest that anything troubled her. She talked as she always 

talked, lightly but with good sense and a lively perception of the ridiculous, of the 

various topics which the course of conversation brought forward. I enjoyed myself. I 

came to the conclusion that by some miracle she had no notion of Peter’s changed 

feelings, and I explained this to myself by the supposition that her love for him was so 

great, she could not conceive that his for her might be less. 

We drank our coffee and smoked a couple of cigarettes, and she asked me the 

time. 

‘A quarter to three.’ 

‘I must ask for my bill.’ 

‘Won’t you let me stand you lunch?’ 

‘Of course,’ she smiled. 
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  ‘Are you in a hurry?’ 

‘I’m meeting Peter at three.’ 

‘Oh, how is he?’ 

‘He’s very well.’ 

She gave a little smile, that tardy and delightful smile of hers, but I seemed to 

discern in it a certain mockery. For an instant she hesitated and she looked at me with 

deliberation. 

‘You like curious situations, don’t you?’ she said. ‘You’d never guess the errand 

I’m bound on. I rang up Peter this morning and asked him to meet me at three. I’m 

going to ask him to divorce me.’ 

‘You’re not,’ I cried. I felt myself flush and did not know what to say. ‘I thought 

you got on so well together.’ 

‘Do you think it’s likely that I shouldn’t know what all the world knows? I’m 

really not such a fool as all that.’ 

She was not a woman to whom it was possible to say what one did not believe 

and I could not pretend that I did not know what she meant. I remained silent for a 

second or two. 

‘Why should you allow yourself to be divorced?’ 

‘Robert Canton is a stuffy old thing. I very much doubt if he’d let Barbara marry 

Peter if I divorced him. And for me, you know, it isn’t of the smallest consequence: one 

divorce more or less . . .’ 

She shrugged her pretty shoulders. 

‘How do you know he wants to marry her?’ 

‘He’s head over ears in love with her.’ 

‘Has he told you so?’ 

‘No. He doesn’t even know that I know. He’s been so wretched, poor darling. 

He’s been trying so hard not to hurt my feelings.’ 

‘Perhaps it’s only a momentary infatuation,’ I hazarded. ‘It may pass.’ 

‘Why should it? Barbara’s young and pretty. She’s quite nice. They’re very well 

suited to one another. And besides, what good would it do if it did pass? They love each 

other now and the present in love is all that matters. I’m nineteen years older than Peter. 

If a man stops loving a woman old enough to be his mother do you think he’ll ever 

come to love her again? You’re a novelist, you must know more about human nature 

than that.’ 

‘Why should you make this sacrifice?’ 

‘When he asked me to marry him ten years ago I promised him that when he 

wanted his release he should have it. You see there was so great a disproportion 

between our ages I thought that was only fair.’ 

‘And are you going to keep a promise that he hasn’t asked you to keep?’ 

She gave a little flutter of those long thin hands of hers and now I felt that there 

was something ominous in the dark glitter of that emerald. 

‘Oh, I must, you know. One must behave like a gentleman. To tell you the truth, 

that’s why I’m lunching here today. It was at this table that he proposed to me; we were 

dining together, you know, and I was sitting just where I am now. The nuisance is that 

I’m just as much in love with him now as I was then.’ She paused for a minute and I 
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could see that she clenched her teeth. ‘Well, I suppose I ought to go. Peter hates one to 

keep him waiting.’ 

She gave me a sort of little helpless look and it struck me that she simply could 

not bring herself to rise from her chair. But she smiled and with an abrupt gesture 

sprang to her feet. 

‘Would you like me to come with you?’ 

 ‘As far as the hotel door,’ she smiled. 

We walked through the restaurant and the lounge and when we came to the 

entrance a porter swung round the revolving doors. I asked if she would like a taxi. 

‘No, I’d sooner walk, it’s such a lovely day.’ She gave me her hand. ‘It’s been so 

nice to see you. I shall go abroad tomorrow, but I expect to be in London all the autumn. 

Do ring me up.’ 

She smiled and nodded and turned away. I watched her walk up Davies Street. 

The air was still bland and springlike, and above the roofs little white clouds were 

sailing leisurely in a blue sky. She held herself very erect and the poise of her head was 

gallant. She was a slim and lovely figure so that people looked at her as they passed. I 

saw her bow graciously to some acquaintance who raised his hat, and I thought that 

never in a thousand years would it occur to him that she had a breaking heart. I repeat, 

she was a very honest woman. 

 

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to be of a pattern; 

- to take pity on smb; 

- to receive the cold shoulder from smb; 

- to have inkling of smth; 

- to be head over ears in love with smb. 

 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- бирюза; 

- миловидность; 

- пророчить; 

- находчивость; 

- слепое увлечение. 

 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- dress; 

- famous; 

- to reject; 

- to distinguish; 

- unhappy. 

 

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: She had a very agreeable 

smile;…….. Before very long they would look like the talons of a bird of prey. 
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V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

 

VI  Give your written variant of the events that took place after that. 

 

VII  Interpret the text 

 

 

 

 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Романтична молода леді». 

W.S.Maugham 

The Romantic Young Lady 

 

One of the many inconveniences of real life is that it seldom gives you a complete 

story. Some incident has excited your interest, the people who are concerned in it are in 

the devil’s own muddle, and you wonder what on earth will happen next. Well, 

generally nothing happens. The inevitable catastrophe you foresaw wasn’t inevitable 

after all, and high tragedy, without any regard to artistic decency, dwindles into 

drawing–room comedy. Now, growing old has many disadvantages, but it has this 

compensation (among, let us admit, not a few others), that sometimes it gives you the 

opportunity of seeing what was the outcome of certain events you had witnessed long 

ago. You had given up the hope of ever knowing what was the end of the story, and 

then, when you least expected it, it is handed to you on a platter. 

These reflections occurred to me when, having escorted the Marquesa de San 

Esteban to her car, I went back into the hotel and sat down again in the lounge. I 

ordered a cocktail, lit a cigarette, and composed myself to order my recollections. The 

hotel was new and splendid, it was like every other first-class hotel in Europe, and I had 

been regretting that for the sake of its modern plumbing I had deserted the old-

fashioned, picturesque Hotel de Madrid to which I generally went when I stayed in 

Seville. It was true that from my hotel I had a view of the noble river, the Guadalquivir, 

but that did not make up for the thés dansants that filled the bar-lounge two or three 

days a week with a fashionable crowd whose exuberant conversation almost drowned 

the strident din of a jazz orchestra. 

I had been out all the afternoon, and coming in found myself in the midst of a 

seething mob. I went to the desk and asked for my key so that I might go straight up to 

my room. But the porter, handing it to me, said that a lady had been asking for me. 

‘For me?’ 

‘She wants to see you very much. It’s the Marquesa de San Esteban.’ 

I knew no one of that name. 

‘It must be some mistake.’ 
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As I said the words, looking rather vaguely around, a lady came up to me with 

outstretched hands and a bright smile on her lips. To the best of my knowledge I had 

never seen her before in my life. She seized my hands, both of them, and shook them 

warmly. She spoke in fluent French. 

‘How very nice to see you again after all these years. I saw by the paper that you 

were staying here and I said to myself: I must look him up. How many years is it since 

we danced together? I daren’t think. Do you still dance? I do. And I’m a grandmother. 

I’m fat of course, I don’t care, and it keeps me from getting fatter.’ 

She talked with such a rush that it took my breath away to listen to her. She was a 

stout, more than middle–aged woman, very much made up, with dark red hair, 

obviously dyed, cut short; and she was dressed in the height of Parisian fashion, which 

never suits Spanish women very well. But she had a gay, fruity laugh that made you feel 

you wanted to laugh too. It was quite obvious that she thoroughly enjoyed life. She was 

a fine figure of a woman and I could well believe that in youth she had been beautiful. 

But I could not place her. 

‘Come and drink a glass of champagne with me and we will talk of old times. Or 

will you have a cocktail? Our dear old Seville had changed, you see. Thés dansants and 

cocktails. It’s just like Paris and London now. We’ve caught up. We’re a civilized 

people.’ 

She led me to a table near the space where they were dancing and we sat down. I 

could not go on pretending I was at ease; I thought I should only get into a fearful mess. 

‘It’s terribly stupid of me, I’m afraid,’ I said, ‘but I don’t seem able to remember 

ever having known anyone of your name in the old days in Seville.’ 

‘San Esteban?’ she interrupted before I could go on. ‘Naturally. My husband 

came from Salamanca. He was in the diplomatic service. I’m a widow. You knew me as 

Pilar Carreon. Of course having my hair red changes me a little, but otherwise I don’t 

think I’ve altered much.’ 

‘Not at all,’ I said quickly. ‘It was only the name that bothered me.’ 

Of course now I remembered her, but I was concerned at the moment only with 

the effort to conceal from her the mingled consternation and amusement that filled me 

as I realized that the Pilar Carreon I had danced with at the Countess de Marbella’s 

parties and at the Fair had turned into this stout, flaunting dowager. I could not get over 

it. But I had to watch my step. I wondered if she knew how well I recollected the story 

that had shaken Seville to its foundations, and I was glad when after she had finally 

bidden me an effusive farewell I was able to recall it at ease. 

In those days, forty years ago, Seville had not become a prosperous commercial 

city. It had quiet, white streets, paved with cobbles, with a multitude of churches on the 

belfries of which storks built their nests. Bull-fighters, students, and loungers sauntered 

in the Sierpes all day long. Life was easy. This of course, was before the time of motor-

cars, and the Sevillan would live in penury, practising every possible economy, in order 

to have a carriage. For this luxury he was willing to sacrifice the necessities of life. 

Everyone who had any claim to gentility drove up and down the Delicias, the park–like 

gardens by the Guadalquivir, every blessed afternoon from five till seven. You saw 

carriages of all sorts, from fashionable London victorias to old broken–down shays that 

seemed as though they would fall to pieces, magnificent horses and wretched hacks 
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whose tragic end in the bull-ring was near at hand. But there was one equipage that 

could not fail to attract the stranger’s attention. It was a victoria, very smart and new, 

drawn by two beautiful mules; and the coachman and the footman wore the national 

costume of Andalusia in pale grey. It was the most splendid turn – out Seville had ever 

known, and it belonged to the Countess de Marbella. She was a Frenchwoman married 

to a Spaniard, who had enthusiastically adopted the manners and customs of her 

husband’s country, but with a Parisian elegance that gave them a peculiar distinction. 

The rest of the carriages went at a snail’s pace so that their occupants could see and be 

seen, but the countess, behind her mules, dashed up between the two crawling lines at a 

fast trot, went to the end of the Delicias and back twice and then drove away. The 

proceeding savoured somewhat of royalty. When you looked at her gracefully seated in 

that swift victoria, her head handsomely poised, her hair of too brilliant a gold to be 

natural, you did not wonder that her French vivacity and determination had given her 

the position she held. She made the fashion. Her decrees were law. But the countess had 

too many adorers not to have as many enemies, and the most determined of these was 

the widowed Duchess de Dos Palos, whose birth and social consequence made her 

claim as a right the first place in Society which the Frenchwoman had won by grace, wit 

and character.  

Now the duchess had an only daughter. This was Doña Pilar. She was twenty 

when I first knew her and she was very beautiful. She had magnificent eyes and a skin 

that, however hard you tried to find a less hackneyed way to describe it, you could only 

call peach-like. She was very slim, rather tall for a Spanish girl, with a red mouth and 

dazzlingly white teeth. She wore her abundant, shining black hair dressed very 

elaborately in the Spanish style of the period. She was infinitely alluring. The fire in her 

black eyes, the warmth of her smile, the seductiveness of her movements suggested so 

much passion that it really wasn’t quite fair. She belonged to the generation which was 

straining to break the old conventions that had kept the Spanish girl of good family 

hidden away till it was time for her to be married. I often played tennis with her and I 

used to dance with her at the Countess de Marbella’s parties. The duchess considered 

the Frenchwoman’s parties, with champagne and a sit-down supper, ostentatious, and 

when she opened her own great house to Society, which was only twice a year, it was to 

give them lemonade and biscuits. But she bred fighting-bulls, as her husband had done, 

and on the occasions when the young bulls were tried out, she gave picnic luncheons to 

which her friends were asked, very gay and informal, but with a sort of feudal state 

which fascinated my romantic imagination. Once, when the duchess’s bulls were to 

fight at a corrida in Seville, I rode in with them at night as one of the men escorting 

Doña Pilar, dressed in a costume that reminded one of a picture by Goya, who headed 

the cavalcade. It was a charming experience to ride through the night, on those prancing 

Andalusian horses, with the six bulls, surrounded by oxen, thundering along behind. 

A good many men, rich or noble and sometimes both, had asked Doña Pilar’s 

hand in marriage, but, notwithstanding her mother’s remonstrances, she had refused 

them. The duchess had been married at fifteen and it seemed to her really indecent that 

her daughter at twenty should be still single. The duchess asked her what she was 

waiting for; it was absurd to be too difficult. It was her duty to marry. But Pilar was 

stubborn. She found reasons to reject every one of her suitors. 
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Then the truth came out. 

During the daily drives in the Delicias which the duchess, accompanied by her 

daughter, took in a great old-fashioned landau, they passed the countess as she was 

twice swiftly driven up and down the promenade. The ladies were on such bad terms 

that they pretended not to see one another, but Pilar could not keep her eyes off that 

smart carriage and the two beautiful grey mules and, not wishing to catch the countess’s 

somewhat ironic glance, her own fell on the coachman who drove her. He was the 

handsomest man in Seville and in his beautiful uniform he was a sight to see. Of course 

no one knew exactly what happened, but apparently the more Pilar looked at the 

coachman the more she liked the look of him, and somehow or other, for all this part of 

the story remained a mystery, the pair met. In Spain the classes are strangely mingled 

and the butler may have in his veins much nobler blood than the master. Pilar learnt, not 

I think without satisfaction, that the coachman belonged to the ancient family of León, 

than which there is none in Andalusia more distinguished; and really so far as birth went 

there was little to choose between them. Only her life had been passed in a ducal 

mansion, while fate had forced him to earn his living on the box of a victoria. Neither 

could regret this, since only in that exalted place could he have attracted the attention of 

the most difficult young woman in Seville. They fell madly in love with one another. It 

so happened that just then a young man called the Marqués de San Esteban, whom they 

had met at San Sebastian the summer before, wrote to the duchess and asked for Pilar’s 

hand in marriage. He was extremely eligible and the two families had formed alliances 

from time to time ever since the reign of Philip II. The duchess was determined not to 

stand any more nonsense, and when she told Pilar of the proposal added that she had 

shilly-shallied long enough. She must either marry him or she should go into a convent. 

‘I’m not going to do either the one or the other,’ said Pilar. 

‘What are you going to do then? I have given you a home long enough.’ 

‘I’m going to marry José León.’ 

‘Who is he?’ 

Pilar hesitated for a moment and it may be, it is indeed to be hoped, that she 

blushed a little. 

‘He’s the countess’s coachman.’ 

‘What countess?’ 

‘The Countess de Marbella.’ 

I remembered the duchess well and I am sure that when roused she stuck at little. 

She raged, she implored, she cried, she argued. There was a terrific scene. People said 

that she slapped her daughter and pulled her hair, but I have an impression that Pilar in 

such a pass was capable of hitting back. She repeated that she loved José León and he 

loved her. She was determined to marry him. The duchess called a family council. The 

matter was put before them and it was decided that to save them all from disgrace Pilar 

should be taken away to the country and kept there till she had recovered from her 

infatuation. Pilar got wind of the scheme and put a stop to it by slipping out of the 

window of her room one night when everyone was asleep and going to live with her 

lover’s parents. They were respectable persons who inhabited a small apartment on the 

unfashionable side of the Guadalquivir, in the quarter called Triana. 
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After that no concealment was possible. The fat was in the fire and the clubs 

along the Sierpes buzzed with the scandal. Waiters were kept busy bringing trays of 

little glasses of Manzanilla to the members from the neighbouring wine-shops. They 

gossiped and laughed over the scandal, and Pilar’s rejected suitors were the recipients of 

many congratulations. What an escape! The duchess was in despair. She could think of 

nothing better to do than go to the Archbishop, her trusted friend and former confessor, 

and beg him himself to reason with the infatuated girl. Pilar was summoned to the 

episcopal palace, and the good old man, used to intervening in family quarrels, did his 

utmost to show her the folly of her course. But she would not be persuaded. Nothing 

that anyone could say would induce her to forsake the man she loved. The duchess, 

waiting in an adjoining room, was sent for and made a final appeal to her daughter. In 

vain. Pilar returned to her humble lodging and the duchess in tears was left alone with 

the Archbishop. The Archbishop was no less astute than he was pious, and when he saw 

that the distracted woman was in a fit state to listen to him, advised her as a last 

resource to go to the Countess de Marbella. She was the cleverest woman in Seville and 

it might be that she could do something. 

At first the duchess indignantly refused. She would never suffer the humiliation 

of appealing to her greatest enemy. Sooner might the ancient house of Dos Palos fall in 

ruin. The Archbishop was accustomed to dealing with tiresome women. He set himself 

with gentle cunning to induce her to change her mind and presently she consented to 

throw herself on the Frenchwoman’s mercy. With rage in her heart she sent a message 

asking if she might see her, and that afternoon was ushered into her drawing–room. The 

countess of course had been one of the first to hear the story, but she listened to the 

unhappy mother as though she had not known a thing about it. She relished the situation 

enormously. It was the crowning triumph to have the vindictive duchess on her knees 

before her. But she was at heart a good-natured woman and she had a sense of humour. 

‘It’s a most unfortunate situation,’ she said. ‘And I’m sorry that one of my 

servants should be the occasion of it. But I don’t exactly see what I can do.’ 

The duchess would have liked to slap her painted face and her voice trembled a 

little with the effort she made to control her anger. 

‘It is not for my own sake I’m asking you to help. It’s for Pilar’s. I know, we all 

know, that you are the cleverest woman in the city. It seemed to me, it seemed to the 

Archbishop, that if there was a way out, your quick wit would find it.’ 

The countess knew she was being grossly flattered. She did not mind. She liked 

it. 

‘You must let me think.’ 

‘Of course, if he’d been a gentleman I could have sent for my son and he would 

have killed him, but the Duke of Dos Palos cannot fight a duel with the Countess de 

Marbella’s coachman.’ 

‘Perhaps not.’ 

‘In the old days it would have been so simple. I should merely have hired a 

couple of ruffians and had the brute’s throat cut one night in the street. But with all 

these laws they have nowadays decent people have no way of protecting themselves 

from insult.’ 
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‘I should deplore any method of settling the difficulty that deprived me of the 

services of an excellent coachman,’ murmured the countess. 

‘But if he married my daughter he cannot continue to be your coachman,’ cried 

the duchess indignantly. 

‘Are you going to give Pilar an income for them to live on?’ 

‘Me? Not a peseta. I told Pilar at once that she should get nothing from me. They 

can starve for all I care.’ 

‘Well, I should think rather than do that he will prefer to stay on as my coachman. 

There are very nice rooms over my stables.’ 

The duchess went pale. The duchess went red. 

‘Forget all that has passed between us. Let us be friends. You can’t expose me to 

such a humiliation. If I’ve ever done things to affront you I ask you on my knees to 

forgive me.’ 

The duchess cried. 

‘Dry your eyes, Duchess,’ the Frenchwoman said at last. ‘I will do what I can.’ 

‘Is there anything you can do?’ 

‘Perhaps. Is it true that Pilar has and will have no money of her own?’ 

‘Not a penny if she marries without my consent.’ 

The countess gave her one of her brightest smiles. 

‘There is a common impression that southern people are romantic and northern 

people matter-of-fact. The reverse is true. It is the northerners who are incurably 

romantic. I have lived long enough among you Spaniards to know that you are nothing 

if not practical.’ 

The duchess was too broken to resent openly these unpleasant remarks, but, oh, 

how she hated the woman! The Countess de Marbella rose to her feet. 

‘You shall hear from me in the course of the day.’ 

She firmly dismissed her visitor. 

The carriage was ordered for five o’clock and at ten minutes to, the countess, 

dressed for her drive, sent for José. When he came into the drawing–room, wearing his 

pale grey livery with such an air, she could not deny that he was very good to look 

upon. If he had not been her own coachman – well, it was not the moment for ideas of 

that sort. He stood before her, holding himself easily, but with a gallant swagger. There 

was nothing servile in his bearing. 

‘A Greek god,’ the countess murmured to herself. ‘It is only Andalusia that can 

produce such types.’ And then aloud: ‘I hear that you are going to marry the daughter of 

the Duchess of Dos Palos.’ 

‘If the countess does not object.’ 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

‘Whoever you marry is a matter of complete indifference to me. You know of 

course that Doña Pilar will have no fortune.’ 

‘Yes, madam. I have a good place and I can keep my wife. I love her.’ 

‘I can’t blame you for that. She is a beautiful girl. But I think it only right to tell 

you that I have a rooted objection to married coachmen. On your wedding – day you 

leave my service. That is all I had to say to you. You can go.’ 
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She began to look at the daily paper that had just arrived from Paris, but José, as 

she expected, did not stir. He stared down at the floor. Presently the countess looked up. 

‘What are you waiting for?’ 

‘I never knew madam would send me away,’ he answered in a troubled tone. 

‘I have no doubt you’ll find another place.’ 

‘Yes, but . . .’ 

‘Well, what is it?’ she asked sharply. 

He sighed miserably. 

‘There’s not a pair of mules in the whole of Spain to come up to ours. They’re 

almost human beings. They understand every word I say to them.’ 

The countess gave him a smile that would have turned the head of anyone who 

was not madly in love already. 

‘I’m afraid you must choose between me and your betrothed.’ 

He shifted from one foot to the other. He put his hand to his pocket to get himself 

a cigarette, but then, remembering where he was, restrained the gesture. He glanced at 

the countess and that peculiar shrewd smile came over his face which those who have 

lived in Andalusia know so well. 

‘In that case, I can’t hesitate. Pilar must see that this alters my position entirely. 

One can get a wife any day of the week, but a place like this is found only once in a 

lifetime. I should be a fool to throw it up for a woman.’ 

That was the end of the adventure. José León continued to drive the Countess de 

Marbella, but she noticed when they sped up and down the Delicias that henceforward 

as many eyes were turned on her handsome coachman as on her latest hat: and a year 

later Pilar married the Marqués de San Esteban. 

 

 

Task 

Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make up 

your own sentence with them: 

- for the sake of smth; 

- to take smb`s breath away to do smth; 

- to fail to do smth; 

- to strain to do smth; 

- to be on bad terms; 

- to be a sight to see; 

- to throw smb on smb`s mercy. 

 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- блюдо; 

- прогуливаться; 

- сооблазнительный;  

- показной, хвастливый; 

- поклонник; 

- монастырь;  
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- слепое увлечение.  

 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- thoughts; 

- wordy; 

- crowd; 

- to change;  

- horror;  

- protest;  

- to be called;  

- madness;  

- to enjoy.  

 

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: “In those days, forty years 

ago……. which the Frenchwoman had won by grace, wit and character”.  

 

V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

 

VI  What could Countess de Marbella write to her best friend In France about the 

events, given in the story. 

 

VII Interpret the story. 

 

 

Кредит 10. 
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Луїза». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм  «Луїза». 

W.S.Maugham 

Louise 

 

I could never understand why Louise bothered with me. She disliked me and I 

knew that behind my back, in that gentle way of hers, she seldom lost the opportunity of 

saying a disagreeable thing about me. She had too much delicacy ever to make a direct 

statement, but with a hint and a sigh and a little flutter of her beautiful hands she was 

able to make her meaning plain. She was a mistress of cold praise. It was true that we 

had known one another almost intimately, for five–and–twenty years, but it was 

impossible for me to believe that she could be affected by the claims of old association. 

She thought me a coarse, brutal, cynical, and vulgar fellow. I was puzzled at her not 

taking the obvious course and dropping me. She did nothing of the kind; indeed, she 

would not leave me alone; she was constantly asking me to lunch and dine with her and 

once or twice a year invited me to spend a week-end at her house in the country. At last 

I thought that I had discovered her motive. She had an uneasy suspicion that I did not 
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believe in her; and if that was why she did not like me, it was also why she sought my 

acquaintance: it galled her that I alone should look upon her as a comic figure and she 

could not rest till I acknowledged myself mistaken and defeated. Perhaps she had an 

inkling that I saw the face behind the mask and because I alone held out was determined 

that sooner or later I too should take the mask for the face. I was never quite certain that 

she was a complete humbug. I wondered whether she fooled herself as thoroughly as 

she fooled the world or whether there was some spark of humour at the bottom of her 

heart. If there was it might be that she was attracted to me, as a pair of crooks might be 

attracted to one another, by the knowledge that we shared a secret that was hidden from 

everybody else. 

I knew Louise before she married. She was then a frail, delicate girl with large 

and melancholy eyes. Her father and mother worshipped her with an anxious adoration, 

for some illness, scarlet fever I think, had left her with a weak heart and she had to take 

the greatest care of herself. When Tom Maitland proposed to her they were dismayed, 

for they were convinced that she was much too delicate for the strenuous state of 

marriage. But they were not too well off and Tom Maitland was rich. He promised to do 

everything in the world for Louise and finally they entrusted her to him as a sacred 

charge. Tom Maitland was a big, husky fellow, very good–looking and a fine athlete. He 

doted on Louise. With her weak heart he could not hope to keep her with him long and 

he made up his mind to do everything he could to make her few years on earth happy. 

He gave up the games he excelled in, not because she wished him to, she was glad that 

he should play golf and hunt, but because by a coincidence she had a heart attack 

whenever he proposed to leave her for a day. If they had a difference of opinion she 

gave in to him at once, for she was the most submissive wife a man could have, but her 

heart failed her and she would be laid up, sweet and uncomplaining, for a week. He 

would not be such a brute as to cross her. Then they would have quite a little tussle 

about which should yield and it was only with difficulty that at last he persuaded her to 

have her own way. On one occasion seeing her walk eight miles on an expedition that 

she particularly wanted to make, I suggested to Tom Maitland that she was stronger 

than one would have thought. He shook his head and sighed. 

‘No, no, she’s dreadfully delicate. She’s been to all the best heart specialists in 

the world and they all say that her life hangs on a thread. But she has an unconquerable 

spirit.’ 

He told her that I had remarked on her endurance. 

‘I shall pay for it tomorrow,’ she said to me in her plaintive way. ‘I shall be at 

death’s door.’ 

‘I sometimes think that you’re quite strong enough to do the things you want to,’ I 

murmured. 

I had noticed that if a party was amusing she could dance till five in the morning, 

but if it was dull she felt very poorly and Tom had to take her home early. I am afraid 

she did not like my reply, for though she gave me a pathetic little smile I saw no 

amusement in her large blue eyes. 

‘You can’t very well expect me to fall down dead just to please you,’ she 

answered. 
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Louise outlived her husband. He caught his death of cold one day when they were 

sailing and Louise needed all the rugs there were to keep her warm. He left her a 

comfortable fortune and a daughter. Louise was inconsolable. It was wonderful that she 

managed to survive the shock. Her friends expected her speedily to follow poor Tom 

Maitland to the grave. Indeed they already felt dreadfully sorry for Iris, her daughter, 

who would be left an orphan. They redoubled their attentions towards Louise. They 

would not let her stir a finger; they insisted on doing everything in the world to save her 

trouble. They had to, because if she was called upon to do anything tiresome or 

inconvenient her heart went back on her and there she was at death’s door. She was 

entirely lost without a man to take care of her, she said, and she did not know how, with 

her delicate health, she was going to bring up her dear Iris. Her friends asked why she 

did not marry again. Oh, with her heart it was out of the question, though of course she 

knew that dear Tom would have wished her to, and perhaps it would be the best thing 

for Iris if she did; but who would want to be bothered with a wretched invalid like 

herself? Oddly enough more than one young man showed himself quite ready to 

undertake the charge and a year after Tom’s death she allowed George Hobhouse to 

lead her to the altar. He was a fine, upstanding fellow and he was not at all badly off. I 

never saw anyone so grateful as he for the privilege of being allowed to take care of this 

frail little thing. 

‘I shan’t live to trouble you long,’ she said. 

He was a soldier and an ambitious one, but he resigned his commission. Louise’s 

health forced her to spend the winter at Monte Carlo and the summer at Deauville. He 

hesitated a little at throwing up his career, and Louise at first would not hear of it; but at 

last she yielded as she always yielded, and he prepared to make his wife’s last few years 

as happy as might be. 

‘It can’t be very long now,’ she said. ‘I’ll try not to be troublesome.’ 

For the next two or three years Louise managed, notwithstanding her weak heart, 

to go beautifully dressed to all the most lively parties, to gamble very heavily, to dance 

and even to flirt with tall slim young men. But George Hobhouse had not the stamina of 

Louise’s first husband and he had to brace himself now and then with a stiff drink for 

his day’s work as Louise’s second husband. It is possible that the habit would have 

grown on him, which Louise would not have liked at all, but very fortunately (for her) 

the war broke out. He rejoined his regiment and three months later was killed. It was a 

great shock to Louise. She felt, however, that in such a crisis she must not give way to a 

private grief; and if she had a heart attack nobody heard of it. In order to distract her 

mind she turned her villa at Monte Carlo into a hospital for convalescent officers. Her 

friends told her that she would never survive the strain. 

‘Of course it will kill me,’ she said, ‘I know that. But what does it matter? I must 

do my bit.’ 

It didn’t kill her. She had the time of her life. There was no convalescent home in 

France that was more popular. I met her by chance in Paris. She was lunching at the 

Ritz with a tall and very handsome young Frenchman. She explained that she was there 

on business connected with the hospital. She told me that the officers were too charming 

to her. They knew how delicate she was and they wouldn’t let her do a single thing. 

They took care of her, well–as though they were all her husbands. She sighed. 
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‘Poor George, who would ever have thought that I with my heart should survive 

him?’ 

‘And poor Tom!’ I said. 

I don’t know why she didn’t like my saying that. She gave me her plaintive smile 

and her beautiful eyes filled with tears. 

‘You always speak as though you grudged me the few years that I can expect to 

live.’ 

‘By the way, your heart’s much better, isn’t it?’ 

‘It’ll never be better. I saw a specialist this morning and he said I must be 

prepared for the worst.’ 

‘Oh, well, you’ve been prepared for that for nearly twenty years now, haven’t 

you?’ 

When the war came to an end Louise settled in London. She was now a woman of 

over forty, thin and frail still, with large eyes and pale cheeks, but she did not look a day 

more than twenty–five. Iris, who had been at school and was now grown up, came to 

live with her. 

‘She’ll take care of me,’ said Louise. ‘Of course, it’ll be hard on her to live with 

such a great invalid as I am, but it can only be for such a little while, I’m sure she won’t 

mind.’ 

Iris was a nice girl. She had been brought up with the knowledge that her 

mother’s health was precarious. As a child she had never been allowed to make a noise. 

She had always realized that her mother must on no account be upset. And though 

Louise told her now that she would not hear of her sacrificing herself for a tiresome old 

woman the girl simply would not listen. It wasn’t a question of sacrificing herself, it 

was a happiness to do what she could for her poor dear mother. With a sigh her mother 

let her do a great deal. 

‘It pleases the child to think she’s making herself useful,’ she said. 

‘Don’t you think she ought to go out and about more?’ I asked. 

‘That’s what I’m always telling her. I can’t get her to enjoy herself. Heaven 

knows, I never want anyone to put themselves out on my account.’ 

And Iris, when I remonstrated with her, said: ‘Poor dear mother, she wants me to 

go and stay with friends and go to parties, but the moment I start off anywhere she has 

one of her heart attacks, so I much prefer to stay at home.’ 

But presently she fell in love. A young friend of mine, a very good lad, asked her 

to marry him and she consented. I liked the child and was glad that she was to be given 

at last the chance to lead a life of her own. She had never seemed to suspect that such a 

thing was possible. But one day the young man came to me in great distress and told me 

that his marriage was indefinitely postponed. Iris felt that she could not desert her 

mother. Of course it was really no business of mine, but I made the opportunity to go 

and see Louise. She was always glad to receive her friends at tea–time and now that she 

was older she cultivated the society of painters and writers. 

‘Well, I hear that Iris isn’t going to be married,’ I said after a little. 

‘I don’t know about that. She’s not going to be married quite as soon as I could 

have wished. I’ve begged her on my bended knees not to consider me, but she 

absolutely refuses to leave me.’ 
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‘Don’t you think it’s rather hard on her?’ 

‘Dreadfully. Of course it can only be for a few months, but I hate the thought of 

anyone sacrificing themselves for me.’ 

‘My dear Louise, you’ve buried two husbands, I can’t see the least reason why 

you shouldn’t bury at least two more.’ 

‘Do you think that’s funny?’ she asked me in a tone that she made as offensive as 

she could. 

‘I suppose it’s never struck you as strange that you’re always strong enough to do 

anything you want to and that your weak heart only prevents you from doing things that 

bore you?’ 

‘Oh, I know, I know what you’ve always thought of me. You’ve never believed 

that I had anything the matter with me, have you?’ 

I looked at her full and square. 

‘Never. I think you’ve carried out for twenty–five years a stupendous bluff. I 

think you’re the most selfish and monstrous woman I have ever known. You ruined the 

lives of those two wretched men you married and now you’re going to ruin the life of 

your daughter.’ 

I should not have been surprised if Louise had had a heart attack then. I fully 

expected her to fly into a passion. She merely gave me a gentle smile. 

‘My poor friend, one of these days you’ll be so dreadfully sorry you said this to 

me.’ 

‘Have you quite determined that Iris shall not marry this boy?’ 

‘I’ve begged her to marry him. I know it’ll kill me, but I don’t mind. Nobody 

cares for me. I’m just a burden to everybody.’ 

‘Did you tell her it would kill you?’ 

‘She made me.’ 

‘As if anyone ever made you do anything that you were not yourself quite 

determined to do.’ 

‘She can marry her young man tomorrow if she likes. If it kills me, it kills me.’ 

‘Well, let’s risk it, shall we?’ 

‘Haven’t you got any compassion for me?’ 

‘One can’t pity anyone who amuses one as much as you amuse me,’ I answered. 

A faint spot of colour appeared on Louise’s pale cheeks and though she smiled 

still her eyes were hard and angry. 

‘Iris shall marry in a month’s time,’ she said, ‘and if anything happens to me I 

hope you and she will be able to forgive yourselves.’ 

Louise was as good as her word. A date was fixed, a trousseau of great 

magnificence was ordered, and invitations were issued. Iris and the very good lad were 

radiant. On the wedding–day, at ten o’clock in the morning, Louise, that devilish 

woman, had one of her heart attacks–and died. She died gently forgiving Iris for having 

killed her. 

 

Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make up your 

own sentence with them: 

- to be puzzled at smth. 
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- to worship smb  

- to entrust smb to smb 

- to dote on smb 

- to give in to smb 

- to have one`s own way 

- to be at death`s door 

- to be badly off 

- to brace oneself 

- to distract smb`s mind 

- to put oneself out on smb`s account 

- to fly into a passion 

 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word combinations, 

translate the sentences with them: 

- обманщик  

- раздражать 

- слабый, морально неустойчивый 

- обожание 

- требующий усилий 

- послушный 

- борьба 

- безутешный 

- об этом не может быть и речи 

- выздоравливающий 

- испытывать неприязнь 

- шаткий, ненадежный 

- ни в коем случае 

- приданое 

- выносливость 

 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- doubtful 

- to object 

- tremendous 

- cheat 

- desolate 

- unhappy 

- elegancy 

- rude 

- undefeatable 

- strong 

- overwork 

 

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: “I knew Louise before she 

married…….no amusement in her large blue eyes”. 
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V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

 

VI What could Louise`s daughter Iris write to her best friend about the events, 

given in the story. 

 

VII Interpret the story. 

 

 

Кредит 11,5. 
Тема 1: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 2: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 3: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 4: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 5: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 6: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 7: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 8: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 9: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм «Дощ». 

Тема 10: Уильям Сомерсет Моэм«Дощ». 

 

 

W.S.Maugham 

Rain 

Task 1 
It was nearly bed–time and when they awoke next morning land would be in sight. Dr 

Macphail lit his pipe and, leaning over the rail, searched the heavens for the Southern 

Cross. After two years at the front and a wound that had taken longer to heal than it 

should, he was glad to settle down quietly at Apia for twelve months at least, and he felt 

already better for the journey. Since some of the passengers were leaving the ship next 

day at Pago–Pago they had had a little dance that evening and in his ears hammered still 

the harsh notes of the mechanical piano. But the deck was quiet at last. A little way off 

he saw his wife in a long chair talking with the Davidsons, and he strolled over to her. 

When he sat down under the light and took off his hat you saw that he had very red hair, 

with a bald patch on the crown, and the red, freckled skin which accompanies red hair; 

he was a man of forty, thin, with a pinched face, precise and rather pedantic; and he 

spoke with a Scots accent in a very low, quiet voice. 

Between the Macphails and the Davidsons, who were missionaries, there had 

arisen the intimacy of shipboard, which is due to propinquity rather than to any 

community of taste. Their chief tie was the disapproval they shared of the men who 

spent their days and nights in the smoking–room playing poker or bridge and drinking. 

Mrs Macphail was not a little flattered to think that she and her husband were the only 

people on board with whom the Davidsons were willing to associate, and even the 

doctor, shy but no fool, half unconsciously acknowledged the compliment. It was only 
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because he was of an argumentative mind that in their cabin at night he permitted 

himself to carp. 

‘Mrs Davidson was saying she didn’t know how they’d have got through the 

journey if it hadn’t been for us,’ said Mrs Macphail as she neatly brushed out her 

transformation. ‘She said we were really the only people on the ship they cared to 

know.’ 

‘I shouldn’t have thought a missionary was such a big bug that he could afford to 

put on frills.’ 

‘It’s not frills. I quite understand what she means. It wouldn’t have been very nice 

for the Davidsons to have to mix with all that rough lot in the smoking– room.’ 

‘The founder of their religion wasn’t so exclusive,’ said Dr Macphail with a 

chuckle. 

 ‘I’ve asked you over and over again not to joke about religion,’ answered his 

wife. ‘I shouldn’t like to have a nature like yours, Alec. You never look for the best in 

people.’ 

He gave her a sidelong glance with his pale, blue eyes, but did not reply. After 

many years of married life he had learned that it was more conducive to peace to leave 

his wife with the last word. He was undressed before she was, and climbing into the 

upper bunk he settled down to read himself to sleep. 

When he came on deck next morning they were close to land. He looked at it with 

greedy eyes. There was a thin strip of silver beach rising quickly to hills covered to the 

top with luxuriant vegetation. The coconut trees, thick and green, came nearly to the 

water’s edge, and among them you saw the grass houses of the Samoans; and here and 

there, gleaming white, a little church. Mrs Davidson came and stood beside him. She 

was dressed in black and wore round her neck a gold chain, from which dangled a small 

cross. She was a little woman, with brown, dull hair very elaborately arranged, and she 

had prominent blue eyes behind invisible pince–nez. Her face was long, like a sheep’s, 

but she gave no impression of foolishness, rather of extreme alertness; she had the quick 

movements of a bird. The most remarkable thing about her was her voice, high, 

metallic, and without inflexion; it fell on the ear with a hard monotony, irritating to the 

nerves like the pitiless clamour of thepneumatic drill. 

‘This must seem like home to you,’ said Dr Macphail, with his thin, difficult 

smile. 

‘Ours are low islands, you know, not like these. Coral. These are volcanic. We’ve 

got another ten days’ journey to reach them.’ 

‘In these parts that’s almost like being in the next street at home,’ said Dr 

Macphail facetiously. 

‘Well, that’s rather an exaggerated way of putting it, but one does look at 

distances differently in the South Seas. So far you’re right.’  

Dr Macphail sighed faintly. 

‘I’m glad we’re not stationed here,’ she went on. ‘They say this is a terribly 

difficult place to work in. The steamers’ touching makes the people unsettled; and then 

there’s the naval station; that’s bad for the natives. In our district we don’t have 

difficulties like that to contend with. There are one or two traders, of course, but we take 
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care to make them behave, and if they don’t we make the place so hot for them they’re 

glad to go.’ 

Fixing the glasses on her nose she looked at the green island with a ruthless stare. 

 ‘It’s almost a hopeless task for the missionaries here. I can never be sufficiently 

thankful to God that we are at least spared that.’ 

Davidson’s district consisted of a group of islands to the North of Samoa; they 

were widely separated and he had frequently to go long distances by canoe. At these 

times his wife remained at their headquarters and managed the mission. Dr Macphail 

felt his heart sink when he considered the efficiency with which she certainly managed 

it. She spoke of the depravity of the natives in a voice which nothing could hush, but 

with a vehemently unctuous horror. Her sense of delicacy was singular. Early in their 

acquaintance she had said to him: 

‘You know, their marriage customs when we first settled in the islands were so 

shocking that I couldn’t possibly describe them to you. But I’ll tell Mrs Macphail and 

she’ll tell you.’ 

Then he had seen his wife and Mrs Davidson, their deck–chairs close together, in 

earnest conversation for about two hours. As he walked past them backwards and 

forwards for the sake of exercise, he had heard Mrs Davidson’s agitated whisper, like 

the distant flow of a mountain torrent, and he saw by his wife’s open mouth and pale 

face that she was enjoying an alarming experience. At night in their cabin she repeated 

to him with bated breath all she had heard. 

‘Well, what did I say to you?’ cried Mrs Davidson, exultant next morning. ‘Did 

you ever hear anything more dreadful? You don’t wonder that I couldn’t tell you 

myself, do you? Even though you are a doctor.’ 

Mrs Davidson scanned his face. She had a dramatic eagerness to see that she had 

achieved the desired effect. 

‘Can you wonder that when we first went there our hearts sank? You’ll hardly 

believe me when I tell you it was impossible to find a single good girl in any of the 

villages.’ 

She used the word good in a severely technical manner. 

‘Mr Davidson and I talked it over, and we made up our minds the first thing to do 

was to put down the dancing. The natives were crazy about dancing.’ 

‘I was not averse to it myself when I was a young man,’ said Dr Macphail. 

‘I guessed as much when I heard you ask Mrs Macphail to have a turn with you 

last night. I don’t think there’s any real harm if a man dances with his wife, but I was 

relieved that she wouldn’t. Under the circumstances I thought it better that we should 

keep ourselves to ourselves.’ 

 ‘Under what circumstances?’ 

Mrs Davidson gave him a quick look through her pince–nez, but did not answer 

his question. 

‘But among white people it’s not quite the same,’ she went on, ‘though I must say 

I agree with Mr Davidson, who says he can’t understand how a husband can stand by 

and see his wife in another man’s arms, and as far as I’m concerned I’ve never danced a 

step since I married. But the native dancing is quite another matter. It’s not only 

immoral in itself, but it distinctly leads to immorality. However, I’m thankful to God 
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that we stamped it out, and I don’t think I’m wrong in saying that no one has danced in 

our district for eight years.’ 

But now they came to the mouth of the harbour and Mrs Macphail joined them. 

The ship turned sharply and steamed slowly in. It was a great landlocked harbour big 

enough to hold a fleet of battleships; and all around it rose, high and steep, the green 

hills. Near the entrance, getting such breeze as blew from the sea, stood the governor’s 

house in a garden. The Stars and Stripes dangled languidly from a flagstaff. They 

passed two or three trim bungalows, and a tennis court, and then they came to the quay 

with its warehouses. Mrs Davidson pointed out the schooner, moored two or three 

hundred yards from the side, which was to take them to Apia. There was a crowd of 

eager, noisy, and good–humoured natives come from all parts of the island, some from 

curiosity, others to barter with the travellers on their way to Sydney; and they brought 

pineapples and huge bunches of bananas, tapa cloths, necklaces of shells or sharks’ 

teeth, kava–bowls, and models of war canoes. American sailors, neat and trim, clean–

shaven and frank of face, sauntered among them, and there was a little group of 

officials. While their luggage was being landed the Macphails and Mrs Davidson 

watched the crowd. Dr Macphail looked at the yaws from which most of the children 

and the young boys seemed to suffer, disfiguring sores like torpid ulcers, and his 

professional eyes glistened when he saw for the first time in his experience cases of 

elephantiasis, men going about with a huge, heavy arm or dragging along a grossly 

disfigured leg. Men and women wore the lava–lava. 

‘It’s a very indecent costume,’ said Mrs Davidson. ‘Mr Davidson thinks it should 

be prohibited by law. How can you expect people to be moral when they wear nothing 

but a strip of red cotton round their loins?’ 

‘It’s suitable enough to the climate,’ said the doctor, wiping the sweat off his 

head. 

Now that they were on land the heat, though it was so early in the morning, was 

already oppressive. Closed in by its hills, not a breath of air came in to Pago–Pago. 

‘In our islands,’ Mrs Davidson went on in her high–pitched tones, ‘we’ve 

practically eradicated the lava–lava. A few old men still continue to wear it, but that’s 

all. The women have all taken to the Mother Hubbard, and the men wear trousers and 

singlets. At the beginning of our stay Mr Davidson said in one of his reports: the 

inhabitants of these islands will never be thoroughly Christianized till every boy of 

more than ten years is made to wear a pair of trousers.’ 

But Mrs Davidson had given two or three of her birdlike glances at heavy grey 

clouds that came floating over the mouth of the harbour. A few drops began to fall. 

‘We’d better take shelter,’ she said. 

They made their way with all the crowd to a great shed of corrugated iron, and 

the rain began to fall in torrents. They stood there for some time and then were joined 

by Mr Davidson. He had been polite enough to the Macphails during the journey, but he 

had not his wife’s sociability, and had spent much of his time reading. He was a silent, 

rather sullen man, and you felt that his affability was a duty that he imposed upon 

himself Christianly; he was by nature reserved and even morose. His appearance was 

singular. He was very tall and thin, with long limbs loosely jointed; hollow cheeks, and 

curiously high cheek–bones; he had so cadaverous an air that it surprised you to notice 
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how full and sensual were his lips. He wore his hair very long. His dark eyes, set deep 

in their sockets, were large and tragic; and his hands with their big, long fingers, were 

finely shaped; they gave him a look of great strength. But the most striking thing about 

him was the feeling he gave you of suppressed fire. It was impressive and vaguely 

troubling. He was not a man with whom any intimacy was possible. 

He brought now unwelcome news. There was an epidemic of measles, a serious 

and often fatal disease among the Kanakas, on the island, and a case had developed 

among the crew of the schooner which was to take them on their journey. The sick man 

had been brought ashore and put in hospital on the quarantine station, but telegraphic 

instructions had been sent from Apia to say that the schooner would not be allowed to 

enter the harbour till it was certain no other member of the crew was affected. 

‘It means we shall have to stay here for ten days at least.’ 

 ‘But I’m urgently needed at Apia,’ said Dr Macphail. 

‘That can’t be helped. If no more cases develop on board, the schooner will be 

allowed to sail with white passengers, but all native traffic is prohibited for three 

months.’ 

‘Is there a hotel here?’ asked Mrs Macphail. 

Davidson gave a low chuckle. 

‘There’s not.’ 

‘What shall we do then?’ 

‘I’ve been talking to the governor. There’s a trader along the front who has rooms 

that he rents, and my proposition is that as soon as the rain lets up we should go along 

there and see what we can do. Don’t expect comfort. You’ve just got to be thankful if 

we get a bed to sleep on and a roof over our heads.’ 

But the rain showed no signs of stopping, and at length with umbrellas and 

waterproofs they set out. There was no town, but merely a group of official buildings, a 

store or two, and at the back, among the coconut trees and plantains, a few native 

dwellings. The house they sought was about five minutes’ walk from the wharf. It was a 

frame house of two storeys, with broad verandas on both floors and a roof of corrugated 

iron. The owner was a half–caste named Horn, with a native wife surrounded by little 

brown children, and on the ground–floor he had a store where he sold canned goods and 

cottons. The rooms he showed them were almost bare of furniture. In the Macphails’ 

there was nothing but a poor, worn bed with a ragged mosquito net, a rickety chair, and 

a washstand. They looked round with dismay. The rain poured down without ceasing. 

‘I’m not going to unpack more than we actually need,’ said Mrs Macphail. 

Mrs Davidson came into the room as she was unlocking a portmanteau. She was 

very brisk and alert. The cheerless surroundings had no effect on her. 

‘If you’ll take my advice you’ll get a needle and cotton and start right in to mend 

the mosquito net,’ she said, ‘or you’ll not be able to get a wink of sleep tonight.’ 

‘Will they be very bad?’ asked Dr Macphail. 

‘This is the season for them. When you’re asked to a party at Government House 

at Apia you’ll notice that all the ladies are given a pillowslip to put their–their lower 

extremities in.’ 

‘I wish the rain would stop for a moment,’ said Mrs Macphail. ‘I could try to 

make the place comfortable with more heart if the sun were shining.’ 
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‘Oh, if you wait for that, you’ll wait a long time. Pago–Pago is about the rainiest 

place in the Pacific. You see, the hills, and that bay, they attract the water, and one 

expects rain at this time of year anyway.’ 

She looked from Macphail to his wife, standing helplessly in different parts of the 

room, like lost souls, and she pursed her lips. She saw that she must take them in hand. 

Feckless people like that made her impatient, but her hands itched to put everything in 

the order which came so naturally to her. 

‘Here, you give me a needle and cotton and I’ll mend that net of yours, while you 

go on with your unpacking. Dinner’s at one. Dr Macphail, you’d better go down to the 

wharf and see that your heavy luggage has been put in a dry place. You know what 

these natives are, they’re quite capable of storing it where the rain will beat in on it all 

the time.’ 

Task 2 

The doctor put on his waterproof again and went downstairs. At the door Mr 

Horn was standing in conversation with the quartermaster of the ship they had just 

arrived in and a second–class passenger whom Dr Macphail had seen several times on 

board. The quartermaster, a little, shrivelled man, extremely dirty, nodded to him as he 

passed. 

‘This is a bad job about the measles, doc,’ he said. ‘I see you’ve fixed yourself up 

already.’ 

Dr Macphail thought he was rather familiar, but he was a timid man and he did 

not take offence easily. 

‘Yes, we’ve got a room upstairs.’ 

‘Miss Thompson was sailing with you to Apia, so I’ve brought her along here.’ 

The quartermaster pointed with his thumb to the woman standing by his side. She 

was twenty–seven perhaps, plump, and in a coarse fashion pretty. She wore a white 

dress and a large white hat. Her fat calves in white cotton stockings bulged over the tops 

of long white boots in glace kid. She gave Macphail an ingratiating smile. 

‘The feller’s tryin’ to soak me a dollar and a half a day for the meanest–sized 

room,’ she said in a hoarse voice. 

‘I tell you she’s a friend of mine, Jo,’ said the quartermaster. ‘She can’t pay more 

than a dollar, and you’ve sure got to take her for that.’ 

The trader was fat and smooth and quietly smiling. 

‘Well, if you put it like that, Mr Swan, I’ll see what I can do about it. I’ll talk to 

Mrs Horn and if we think we can make a reduction we will.’ 

‘Don’t try to pull that stuff with me,’ said Miss Thompson.  ‘We’ll settle this 

right now. You get a dollar a day for the room and not one bean more.’ 

Dr Macphail smiled. He admired the effrontery with which she bargained. He was 

the sort of man who always paid what he was asked. He preferred to be over–charged 

than to haggle. The trader sighed. 

‘Well, to oblige Mr Swan I’ll take it.’ 

‘That’s the goods,’ said Miss Thompson. ‘Come right in and have a shot of 

hooch. I’ve got some real good rye in that grip if you’ll bring it along, Mr Swan. You 

come along too, doctor.’ 
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‘Oh, I don’t think I will, thank you,’ he answered.’ I’m just going down to see 

that our luggage is all right.’ 

He stepped out into the rain. It swept in from the opening of the harbour in sheets 

and the opposite shore was all blurred. He passed two or three natives clad in nothing 

but the lava–lava, with huge umbrellas over them. They walked finely, with leisurely 

movements, very upright; and they smiled and greeted him in a strange tongue as they 

went by. 

It was nearly dinner–time when he got back, and their meal was laid in the 

trader’s parlour. It was a room designed not to live in but for purposes of prestige, and it 

had a musty, melancholy air. A suite of stamped plush was arranged neatly round the 

walls, and from the middle of the ceiling, protected from the flies by yellow tissue–

paper, hung a gilt chandelier. Davidson did not come. 

‘I know he went to call on the governor,’ said Mrs Davidson, ‘and I guess he’s 

kept him to dinner.’ 

A little native girl brought them a dish of Hamburger steak, and after a while the 

trader came up to see that they had everything they wanted. 

‘I see we have a fellow lodger, Mr Horn,’ said Dr Macphail. 

‘She’s taken a room, that’s all,’ answered the trader. ‘She’s getting her own 

board.’ 

He looked at the two ladies with an obsequious air. 

‘I put her downstairs so she shouldn’t be in the way. She won’t be any trouble to 

you.’ 

‘Is it someone who was on the boat?’ asked Mrs Macphail. 

‘Yes, ma’am, she was in the second cabin. She was going to Apia. She has a 

position as cashier waiting for her.’ 

‘Oh!’ 

When the trader was gone Macphail said: 

‘I shouldn’t think she’d find it exactly cheerful having her meals in her room.’ 

 ‘If she was in the second cabin I guess she’d rather,’ answered Mrs Davidson. ‘I 

don’t exactly know who it can be.’ 

‘I happened to be there when the quartermaster brought her along. Her name’s 

Thompson.’ 

‘It’s not the woman who was dancing with the quartermaster last night?’ asked 

Mrs Davidson. 

‘That’s who it must be,’ said Mrs Macphail. ‘I wondered at the time what she 

was. She looked rather fast to me.’ 

‘Not good style at all,’ said Mrs Davidson. 

They began to talk of other things, and after dinner, tired with their early rise, 

they separated and slept. When they awoke, though the sky was still grey and the clouds 

hung low, it was not raining and they went for a walk on the high road which the 

Americans had built along the bay. 

On their return they found that Davidson had just come in. 

‘We may be here for a fortnight,’ he said irritably. ‘I’ve argued it out with the 

governor, but he says there is nothing to be done.’ 
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‘Mr Davidson’s just longing to get back to his work,’ said his wife, with an 

anxious glance at him. 

‘We’ve been away for a year,’ he said, walking up and down the veranda. ‘The 

mission has been in charge of native missionaries and I’m terribly nervous that they’ve 

let things slide. They’re good men, I’m not saying a word against them, God–fearing, 

devout, and truly Christian men–their Christianity would put many so–called Christians 

at home to the blush–but they’re pitifully lacking in energy. They can make a stand 

once, they can make a stand twice, but they can’t make a stand all the time. If you leave 

a mission in charge of a native missionary, no matter how trustworthy he seems, in 

course of time you’ll find he’s let abuses creep in.’ 

Mr Davidson stood still. With his tall, spare form, and his great eyes flashing out 

of his pale face, he was an impressive figure. His sincerity was obvious in the fire of his 

gestures and in his deep, ringing voice. 

‘I expect to have my work cut out for me. I shall act and I shall act promptly. If 

the tree is rotten it shall be cut down and cast into the flames.’ 

And in the evening after the high tea which was their last meal, while they sat in 

the stiff parlour, the ladies working and Dr Macphail smoking his pipe, the missionary 

told them of his work in the islands. 

‘When we went there they had no sense of sin at all,’ he said. ‘They broke the 

commandments one after the other and never  knew they were doing wrong. And I think 

that was the most difficult part of my work, to instil into the natives the sense of sin.’ 

The Macphails knew already that Davidson had worked in the Solomons for five 

years before he met his wife. She had been a missionary in China, and they had become 

acquainted in Boston, where they were both spending part of their leave to attend a 

missionary congress. On their marriage they had been appointed to the islands in which 

they had laboured ever since. 

In the course of all the conversations they had had with Mr Davidson one thing 

had shone out clearly and that was the man’s unflinching courage. He was a medical 

missionary, and he was liable to be called at any time to one or other of the islands in 

the group. Even the whaleboat is not so very safe a conveyance in the stormy Pacific of 

the wet season, but often he would be sent for in a canoe, and then the danger was great. 

In cases of illness or accident he never hesitated. A dozen times he had spent the whole 

night baling for his life, and more than once Mrs Davidson had given him up for lost. 

‘I’d beg him not to go sometimes,’ she said, ‘or at least to wait till the weather 

was more settled, but he’d never listen. He’s obstinate, and when he’s once made up his 

mind, nothing can move him.’ 

‘How can I ask the natives to put their trust in the Lord if I am afraid to do so 

myself?’ cried Davidson. ‘And I’m not, I’m not. They know that if they send for me in 

their trouble I’ll come if it’s humanly possible. And do you think the Lord is going to 

abandon me when I am on his business? The wind blows at his bidding and the waves 

toss and rage at his word.’ 

Dr Macphail was a timid man. He had never been able to get used to the hurtling 

of the shells over the trenches, and when he was operating in an advanced dressing–

station the sweat poured from his brow and dimmed his spectacles in the effort he made 

to control his unsteady hand. He shuddered a little as he looked at the missionary. 



58 

 

  

‘I wish I could say that I’ve never been afraid,’ he said. 

‘I wish you could say that you believed in God,’ retorted the other. 

But for some reason, that evening the missionary’s thoughts travelled back to the 

early days he and his wife had spent on the islands. 

‘Sometimes Mrs Davidson and I would look at one another and the tears would stream 

down our cheeks. We worked without ceasing, day and night, and we seemed to make 

no progress. I don’t know what I should have done without her then. When I felt my 

heart sink, when I was very near despair, she gave me courage and hope.’ 

Mrs Davidson looked down at her work, and a slight colour rose to her thin 

cheeks. Her hands trembled a little. She did not trust herself to speak. 

‘We had no one to help us. We were alone, thousands of miles from any of our 

own people, surrounded by darkness. When I was broken and weary she would put her 

work aside and take the Bible and read to me till peace came and settled upon me like 

sleep upon the eyelids of a child, and when at last she closed the book she’d say: “We’ll 

save them in spite of themselves.” And I felt strong again in the Lord, and I answered: 

“Yes, with God’s help I’ll save them. I must save them.”’ 

He came over to the table and stood in front of it as though it were a lectern. 

‘You see, they were so naturally depraved that they couldn’t be brought to see 

their wickedness. We had to make sins out of what they thought were natural actions. 

We had to make it a sin, not only to commit adultery and to lie and thieve, but to expose 

their bodies, and to dance and not to come to church. I made it a sin for a girl to show 

her bosom and a sin for a man not to wear trousers.’ 

‘How?’ asked Dr Macphail, not without surprise. 

‘I instituted fines. Obviously the only way to make people realize that an action is 

sinful is to punish them if they commit it. I fined them if they didn’t come to church, 

and I fined them if they danced. I fined them if they were improperly dressed. I had a 

tariff, and every sin had to be paid for either in money or work. And at last I made them 

understand.’ 

‘But did they never refuse to pay?’ 

‘How could they?’ asked the missionary. 

‘It would be a brave man who tried to stand up against Mr Davidson,’ said his 

wife, tightening her lips. 

Dr Macphail looked at Davidson with troubled eyes. What he heard shocked him, 

but he hesitated to express his disapproval. 

‘You must remember that in the last resort I could expel them from their 

church membership.’ 

‘Did they mind that?’ 

Davidson smiled a little and gently rubbed his hands. 

‘They couldn’t sell their copra. When the men fished they got no share of the 

catch. It meant something very like starvation. Yes, they minded quite a lot. 

 ‘Tell him about Fred Ohlson,’ said Mrs Davidson. 

The missionary fixed his fiery eyes on Dr Macphail. 

‘Fred Ohlson was a Danish trader who had been in the islands a good many years. 

He was a pretty rich man as traders go and he wasn’t very pleased when we came. You 

see, he’d had things very much his own way. He paid the natives what he liked for their 
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copra, and he paid in goods and whisky. He had a native wife, but he was flagrantly 

unfaithful to her. He was a drunkard. I gave him a chance to mend his ways, but he 

wouldn’t take it. He laughed at me.’ 

Davidson’s voice fell to a deep bass as he said the last words, and he was silent 

for a minute or two. The silence was heavy with menace. 

‘In two years he was a ruined man. He’d lost everything he’d saved in a quarter 

of a century. I broke him, and at last he was forced to come to me like a beggar and 

beseech me to give him a passage back to Sydney.’ 

‘I wish you could have seen him when he came to see Mr Davidson,’ said the 

missionary’s wife. ‘He had been a fine, powerful man, with a lot of fat on him, and he 

had a great big voice, but now he was half the size, and he was shaking all over. He’d 

suddenly become an old man.’ 

With abstracted gaze Davidson looked out into the night. The rain was falling 

again. 

Suddenly from below came a sound, and Davidson turned and looked 

questioningly at his wife. It was the sound of a gramophone, harsh and loud, wheezing 

out a syncopated tune. 

‘What’s that?’ he asked. 

Mrs Davidson fixed her pince–nez more firmly on her nose. 

‘One of the second–class passengers has a room in the house. I guess it comes 

from there.’ 

They listened in silence, and presently they heard the sound of dancing. Then the 

music stopped, and they heard the popping of corks and voices raised in animated 

conversation. 

‘I daresay she’s giving a farewell party to her friends on board,’ said Dr 

Macphail. ‘The ship sails at twelve, doesn’t it?’ 

Davidson made no remark, but he looked at his watch. 

‘Are you ready?’ he asked his wife. 

She got up and folded her work. 

‘Yes, I guess I am,’ she answered. 

‘It’s early to go to bed yet, isn’t it?’ said the doctor. 

‘We have a good deal of reading to do,’ explained Mrs Davidson. ‘Wherever we 

are, we read a chapter of the Bible before retiring for the night and we study it with the 

commentaries, you know, and discuss it thoroughly. It’s a wonderful training for the 

mind.’ 

The two couples bade one another good night. Dr and Mrs Macphail were left 

alone. For two or three minutes they did not speak. 

‘I think I’ll go and fetch the cards,’ the doctor said at last. 

Mrs Macphail looked at him doubtfully. Her conversation with the Davidsons had 

left her a little uneasy, but she did not like to say that she thought they had better not 

play cards when the Davidsons might come in at any moment. Dr Macphail brought 

them and she watched him, though with a vague sense of guilt, while he laid out his 

patience. Below the sound of revelry continued. 

It was fine enough next day, and the Macphails, condemned to spend a fortnight 

of idleness at Pago–Pago, set about making the best of things. They went down to the 
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quay and got out of their boxes a number of books. The doctor called on the chief 

surgeon of the naval hospital and went round the beds with him. They left cards on the 

governor. They passed Miss Thompson on the road. The doctor took off his hat, and she 

gave him a ‘Good morning doc,’ in a loud, cheerful voice. She was dressed as on the 

day before, in a white frock, and her shiny white boots with their high heels, her fat legs 

bulging over the tops of them, were strange things on that exotic scene. 

‘I don’t think she’s very suitably dressed, I must say,’ said Mrs Macphail. ‘She 

looks extremely common to me.’ 

When they got back to their house, she was on the veranda playing with one of 

the trader’s dark children. 

‘Say a word to her,’ Dr Macphail whispered to his wife. ‘She’s all alone here, and 

it seems rather unkind to ignore her.’ 

Mrs Macphail was shy, but she was in the habit of doing what her husband bade 

her. 

‘I think we’re fellow lodgers here,’ she said, rather foolishly. 

‘Terrible, ain’t it, bein’ cooped up in a one–horse burg like this?’ answered Miss 

Thompson. ‘And they tell me I’m lucky to have gotten a room. I don’t see myself livin’ 

in a native house, and that’s what some have to do. I don’t know why they don’t have a 

hotel.’ 

They exchanged a few more words. Miss Thompson, loud–voiced and garrulous, 

was evidently quite willing to gossip, but Mrs  Macphail had a poor stock of small talk 

and presently she said: 

‘Well, I think we must go upstairs.’ 

In the evening when they sat down to their high tea, Davidson on coming in said: 

‘I see that woman downstairs has a couple of sailors sitting there. I wonder how 

she’s gotten acquainted with them.’ 

‘She can’t be very particular,’ said Mrs Davidson. 

They were all rather tired after the idle, aimless day. 

‘If there’s going to be a fortnight of this I don’t know what we shall feel like at 

the end of it,’ said Dr Macphail. 

‘The only thing to do is to portion out the day to different activities,’ answered 

the missionary. ‘I shall set aside a certain number of hours to study and a certain 

number to exercise, rain or fine–in the wet season you can’t afford to pay any attention 

to the rain–and a certain number to recreation.’ 

Dr Macphail looked at his companion with misgiving. Davidson’s programme 

oppressed him. They were eating Hamburger steak again. It seemed the only dish the 

cook knew how to make. Then below the gramophone began. Davidson started 

nervously when he heard it, but said nothing. Men’s voices floated up. Miss 

Thompson’s guests were joining in a well–known song and presently they heard her 

voice too, hoarse and loud. There was a good deal of shouting and laughing. The four 

people upstairs, trying to make conversation, listened despite themselves to the clink of 

glasses and the scrape of chairs. More people had evidently come. Miss Thompson was 

giving a party. 

‘I wonder how she gets them all in,’ said Mrs Macphail suddenly breaking into a 

medical conversation between the missionary and her husband. 
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It showed whither her thoughts were wandering. The twitch of Davidson’s face 

proved that, though he spoke of scientific things, his mind was busy in the same 

direction. Suddenly, while the doctor was giving some experience of practice on the 

Flanders front, rather prosily, he sprang to his feet with a cry. 

‘What’s the matter, Alfred?’ asked Mrs Davidson. 

‘Of course! It never occurred to me. She’s out of Iwelei.’ 

‘She can’t be.’ 

‘She came on board at Honolulu. It’s obvious. And she’s carrying on her trade 

here. Here.’ 

He uttered the last word with a passion of indignation. 

‘What’s Iwelei?’ asked Mrs Macphail. 

He turned his gloomy eyes on her and his voice trembled with horror. 

 ‘The plague spot of Honolulu. The Red Light district. It was a blot on our 

civilization.’ 

Iwelei was on the edge of the city. You went down side streets by the harbour, in 

the darkness, across a rickety bridge, till you came to a deserted road, all ruts and holes, 

and then suddenly you came out into the light. There was parking room for motors on 

each side of the road, and there were saloons, tawdry and bright, each one noisy with its 

mechanical piano, and there were barbers’ shops and tobacconists. There was a stir in 

the air and a sense of expectant gaiety. You turned down a narrow alley, either to the 

right or to the left, for the road divided Iwelei into two parts, and you found yourself in 

the district. There were rows of little bungalows, trim and neatly painted in green, and 

the pathway between them was broad and straight. It was laid out like a garden–city. In 

its respectable regularity, its order and spruceness, it gave an impression of sardonic 

horror; for never can the search for love have been so systematized and ordered. The 

pathways were lit by a rare lamp, but they would have been dark except for the lights 

that came from the open windows of the bungalows. Men wandered about, looking at 

the women who sat at their windows, reading or sewing, for the most part taking no 

notice of the passers–by; and like the women they were of all nationalities. There were 

Americans, sailors from the ships in port, enlisted men off the gunboats, sombrely 

drunk, and soldiers from the regiments, white and black, quartered on the island; there 

were Japanese, walking in twos and threes; Hawaiians, Chinese in long robes, and 

Filipinos in preposterous hats. They were silent and as it were oppressed. Desire is sad. 

‘It was the most crying scandal of the Pacific,’ exclaimed Davidson vehemently. 

‘The missionaries had been agitating against it for years, and at last the local press took 

it up. The police refused to stir. You know their argument. They say that vice is 

inevitable and consequently the best thing is to localize and control it. The truth is, they 

were paid. Paid. They were paid by the saloon–keepers, paid by the bullies, paid by the 

women themselves. At last they were forced to move.’ 

‘I read about it in the papers that came on board in Honolulu,’ said Dr Macphail. 

Iwelei, with its sin and shame, ceased to exist on the very day we arrived. The 

whole population was brought before the justices. I don’t know why I didn’t understand 

at once what that woman was.’ 
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‘Now you come to speak of it,’ said Mrs Macphail, ‘I remember seeing her come 

on board only a few minutes before the boat sailed. I remember thinking at the time she 

was cutting it rather fine.’ 

‘How dare she come here!’ cried Davidson indignantly. ‘I’m not going to allow 

it.’ 

He strode towards the door. 

‘What are you going to do?’ asked Macphail. 

‘What do you expect me to? I’m going to stop it. I’m not going to have this house 

turned into–into . . .’ 

He sought for a word that should not offend the ladies’ ears. His eyes were 

flashing and his pale face was paler still in his emotion. 

‘It sounds as though there were three or four men down there,’ said the doctor. 

‘Don’t you think it’s rather rash to go in just now?’ 

The missionary gave him a contemptuous look and without a word flung out of 

the room. 

‘You know Mr Davidson very little if you think the fear of personal danger can 

stop him in the performance of his duty,’ said his wife. 

She sat with her hands nervously clasped, a spot of colour on her high cheek–

bones, listening to what was about to happen below. They all listened. They heard him 

clatter down the wooden stairs and throw open the door. The singing stopped suddenly, 

but the gramophone continued to bray out its vulgar tune. They heard Davidson’s voice 

and then the noise of something heavy falling. The music stopped. He had hurled the 

gramophone on the floor. Then again they heard Davidson’s voice, they could not make 

out the words, then Miss Thompson’s, loud and shrill, then a confused clamour as 

though several people were shouting together at the top of their lungs. Mrs Davidson 

gave a little gasp, and she clenched her hands more tightly. Dr Macphail looked 

uncertainly from her to his wife. He did not want to go down, but he wondered if they 

expected him to. Then there was something that sounded like a scuffle. The noise now 

was more distinct. It might be that Davidson was being thrown out of the room. The 

door was slammed. There was a moment’s silence and they heard Davidson come up 

the stairs again. He went to his room. 

‘I think I’ll go to him,’ said Mrs Davidson. 

She got up and went out. 

‘If you want me, just call,’ said Mrs Macphail, and then when the other was gone: 

‘I hope he isn’t hurt.’ 

 ‘Why couldn’t he mind his own business?’ said Dr Macphail. 

They sat in silence for a minute or two and then they both started, for the 

gramophone began to play once more, defiantly, and mocking voices shouted hoarsely 

the words of an obscene song. 

Next day Mrs Davidson was pale and tired. She complained of headache, and she 

looked old and wizened. She told Mrs Macphail that the missionary had not slept at all; 

he had passed the night in a state of frightful agitation and at five had got up and gone 

out. A glass of beer had been thrown over him and his clothes were stained and 

stinking. But a sombre fire glowed in Mrs Davidson’s eyes when she spoke of Miss 

Thompson. 
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‘She’ll bitterly rue the day when she flouted Mr Davidson,’ she said. ‘Mr 

Davidson has a wonderful heart and no one who is in trouble has ever gone to him 

without being comforted, but he has no mercy for sin, and when his righteous wrath is 

excited he’s terrible.’ 

‘Why, what will he do?’ asked Mrs Macphail. 

‘I don’t know, but I wouldn’t stand in that creature’s shoes for anything in the 

world.’ 

Mrs Macphail shuddered. There was something positively alarming in the 

triumphant assurance of the little woman’s manner. They were going out together that 

morning, and they went down the stairs side by side. Miss Thompson’s door was open, 

and they saw her in a bedraggled dressing–gown, cooking something in a chafing–dish. 

‘Good morning,’ she called. ‘Is Mr Davidson better this morning?’ 

They passed her in silence, with their noses in the air, as if she did not exist. They 

flushed, however, when she burst into a shout of derisive laughter. Mrs Davidson turned 

on her suddenly. 

‘Don’t you dare to speak to me,’ she screamed. ‘If you insult me I shall have you 

turned out of here.’ 

‘Say, did I ask Mr Davidson to visit with me?’ 

‘Don’t answer her,’ whispered Mrs Macphail hurriedly. 

They walked on till they were out of earshot. 

‘She’s brazen, brazen,’ burst from Mrs Davidson. 

Her anger almost suffocated her. 

And on their way home they met her strolling towards the quay. She had all her 

finery on. Her great white hat with its vulgar, showy flowers was an affront. She called 

out cheerily to them as she went by, and a couple of American sailors who were 

standing there grinned as the ladies set their faces to an icy stare. They got in just before 

the rain began to fall again. 

‘I guess she’ll get her fine clothes spoilt,’ said Mrs Davidson with a bitter sneer. 

Davidson did not come in till they were half–way through dinner. He was wet 

through, but he would not change. He sat, morose and silent, refusing to eat more than a 

mouthful, and he stared at the slanting rain. When Mrs Davidson told him of their two 

encounters with Miss Thompson he did not answer. His deepening frown alone showed 

that he had heard. 

‘Don’t you think we ought to make Mr Horn turn her out of here?’ asked Mrs 

Davidson. ‘We can’t allow her to insult us.’ 

‘There doesn’t seem to be any other place for her to go,’ said Macphail. 

‘She can live with one of the natives.’ 

‘In weather like this a native hut must be a rather uncomfortable place to live in.’ 

‘I lived in one for years,’ said the missionary. 

When the little native girl brought in the fried bananas which formed the sweet 

they had every day, Davidson turned to her. 

‘Ask Miss Thompson when it would be convenient for me to see her,’ he said. 

The girl nodded shyly and went out. 

‘What do you want to see her for, Alfred?’ asked his wife. 

‘It’s my duty to see her. I won’t act till I’ve given her every chance.’ 
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‘You don’t know what she is. She’ll insult you.’ 

‘Let her insult me. Let her spit on me. She has an immortal soul, and I must do all 

that is in my power to save it.’ 

Mrs Davidson’s ears rang still with the harlot’s mocking laughter. 

‘She’s gone too far.’ 

‘Too far for the mercy of God?’ His eyes lit up suddenly and his voice grew 

mellow and soft. ‘Never. The sinner may be deeper in sin than the depth of hell itself, 

but the love of the Lord Jesus can reach him still.’ 

The girl came back with the message. 

‘Miss Thompson’s compliments and as long as Rev Davidson don’t come in 

business hours she’ll be glad to see him any time.’ 

The party received it in stony silence, and Dr Macphail quickly effaced from his 

lips the smile which had come upon them. He knew his wife would be vexed with him 

if he found Miss Thompson’s effrontery amusing. 

Task 3 

They finished the meal in silence. When it was over the two ladies got up and 

took their work. Mrs Macphail was making another of the innumerable comforters 

which she had turned out since the beginning of the war, and the doctor lit his pipe. But 

Davidson remained in his chair and with abstracted eyes stared at the table. At last he 

got up and without a word went out of the room. They heard him go down and they 

heard Miss Thompson’s defiant ‘Come in’ when he knocked at the door. He remained 

with her for an hour. And Dr Macphail watched the rain. It was beginning to get on his 

nerves. It was not like soft English rain that drops gently on the earth; it was unmerciful 

and somehow terrible; you felt in it the malignancy of the primitive powers of nature. It 

did not pour, it flowed. It was like a deluge from heaven, and it rattled on the roof of 

corrugated iron with a steady persistence that was maddening. It seemed to have a fury 

of its own. And sometimes you felt that you must scream if it did not stop, and then 

suddenly you felt powerless, as though your bones had suddenly become soft; and you 

were miserable and hopeless. 

Macphail turned his head when the missionary came back. The two women 

looked up. 

‘I’ve given her every chance. I have exhorted her to repent. She is an evil 

woman.’ 

He paused, and Dr Macphail saw his eyes darken and his pale face grow hard and 

stern. 

‘Now I shall take the whips with which the Lord Jesus drove the usurers and the 

money changers out of the Temple of the Most High.’ 

He walked up and down the room. His mouth was close set, and his black brows 

were frowning. 

‘If she fled to the uttermost parts of the earth I should pursue her.’ 

With a sudden movement he turned round and strode out of the room. They heard 

him go downstairs again. 

‘What is he going to do?’ asked Mrs Macphail. 

‘I don’t know.’ Mrs Davidson took off her pince–nez and wiped them. ‘When he 

is on the Lord’s work I never ask him questions.’ 
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She sighed a little. 

‘What is the matter?’ 

‘He’ll wear himself out. He doesn’t know what it is to spare himself.’ 

Dr Macphail learnt the first results of the missionary’s activity from the half– 

caste trader in whose house they lodged. He stopped  the doctor when he passed the 

store and came out to speak to him on the stoop. His fat face was worried. 

‘The Rev Davidson has been at me for letting Miss Thompson have a room here,’ 

he said, ‘but I didn’t know what she was when I rented it to her. When people come and 

ask if I can rent them a room all I want to know is if they’ve the money to pay for it. 

And she paid me for hers a week in advance.’ 

Dr Macphail did not want to commit himself. 

‘When all’s said and done it’s your house. We’re very much obliged to you for 

taking us in at all.’ 

Horn looked at him doubtfully. He was not certain yet how definitely Macphail 

stood on the missionary’s side. 

‘The missionaries are in with one another,’ he said, hesitatingly. ‘If they get it in 

for a trader he may just as well shut up his store and quit.’ 

‘Did he want you to turn her out?’ 

‘No, he said so long as she behaved herself he couldn’t ask me to do that. He said 

he wanted to be just to me. I promised she shouldn’t have no more visitors. I’ve just 

been and told her.’ 

‘How did she take it?’ 

‘She gave me Hell.’ 

The trader squirmed in his old ducks. He had found Miss Thompson a rough 

customer. 

‘Oh, well, I daresay she’ll get out. I don’t suppose she wants to stay here if she 

can’t have anyone in.’ 

‘There’s nowhere she can go, only a native house, and no native’ll take her now, 

not now that the missionaries have got their knife in her.’ 

Dr Macphail looked at the falling rain. 

‘Well, I don’t suppose it’s any good waiting for it to clear up.’ 

In the evening when they sat in the parlour Davidson talked to them of his early 

days at college. He had had no means and had worked his way through by doing odd 

jobs during the vacations. There was silence downstairs. Miss Thompson was sitting in 

her little room alone. But suddenly the gramophone began to play. She had set it on in 

defiance, to cheat her loneliness, but there was no one to sing, and it had a melancholy 

note. It was like a cry for help. Davidson took no notice. He was in the middle of a long 

anecdote and without change of expression went on. The gramophone continued. Miss 

Thompson put on one reel after another. It looked as though the silence of the night 

were getting on her nerves. It was breathless and sultry. When the Macphails went to 

bed they could not sleep. They lay side by side with their eyes wide open, listening to 

the cruel singing of the mosquitoes outside their curtain. 

‘What’s that?’ whispered Mrs Macphail at last. 
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They heard a voice, Davidson’s voice, through the wooden partition. It went on 

with a monotonous, earnest insistence. He was praying aloud. He was praying for the 

soul of Miss Thompson. 

Two or three days went by. Now when they passed Miss Thompson on the road 

she did not greet them with ironic cordiality or smile; she passed with her nose in the 

air, a sulky look on her painted face, frowning, as though she did not see them. The 

trader told Macphail that she had tried to get lodging elsewhere, but had failed. In the 

evening she played through the various reels of her gramophone, but the pretence of 

mirth was obvious now. The ragtime had a cracked, heart–broken rhythm as though it 

were a one–step of despair. When she began to play on Sunday Davidson sent Horn to 

beg her to stop at once since it was the Lord’s day. The reel was taken off and the house 

was silent except for the steady pattering of the rain on the iron roof. 

‘I think she’s getting a bit worked up,’ said the trader next day to Macphail. ‘She 

don’t know what Mr Davidson’s up to and it makes her scared.’ 

Macphail had caught a glimpse of her that morning and it struck him that her 

arrogant expression had changed. There was in her face a hunted look. The half–caste 

gave him a sidelong glance. 

‘I suppose you don’t know what Mr Davidson is doing about it?’ he hazarded. 

‘No, I don’t.’ 

It was singular that Horn should ask him that question, for he also had the idea 

that the missionary was mysteriously at work. 

He had an impression that he was weaving a net around the woman, carefully, 

systematically, and suddenly, when everything was ready, would pull the strings tight. 

‘He told me to tell her,’ said the trader, ‘that if at any time she wanted him she 

only had to send and he’d come.’ 

‘What did she say when you told her that?’ 

‘She didn’t say nothing. I didn’t stop. I just said what he said I was to and then I 

beat it. I thought she might be going to start weepin’.’ 

‘I have no doubt the loneliness is getting on her nerves,’ said the doctor. ‘And the 

rain–that’s enough to make anyone jumpy,’ he continued irritably. ‘Doesn’t it ever stop 

in this confounded place?’ 

‘It goes on pretty steady in the rainy season. We have three hundred inches in the 

year. You see, it’s the shape of the bay. It seems to attract the rain from all over the 

Pacific.’ 

‘Damn the shape of the bay,’ said the doctor. 

He scratched his mosquito bites. He felt very short–tempered. When the rain 

stopped and the sun shone, it was like a hot–house, seething, humid, sultry, breathless, 

and you had a strange feeling that everything was growing with a savage violence. The 

natives, blithe and childlike by reputation, seemed then, with their tattooing and their 

dyed hair, to have something sinister in their appearance; and when they pattered along 

at your heels with their naked feet you looked back instinctively. You felt they might at 

any moment come behind you swiftly and thrust a long knife between your shoulder–

blades. You could 
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not tell what dark thought lurked behind their wide–set eyes. They had a little the look 

of ancient Egyptians painted on a temple wall, and there was about them the terror of 

what is immeasurably old. 

The missionary came and went. He was busy, but the Macphails did not know 

what he was doing. Horn told the doctor that he saw the governor every day, and once 

Davidson mentioned him. 

‘He looks as if he had plenty of determination,’ he said, ‘but when you come 

down to brass tacks he has no backbone.’ 

‘I suppose that means he won’t do exactly what you want,’ suggested the doctor 

facetiously. 

The missionary did not smile. 

‘I want him to do what’s right. It shouldn’t be necessary to persuade a man to do 

that.’ 

‘But there may be differences of opinion about what is right.’ 

‘If a man had a gangrenous foot would you have patience with anyone who 

hesitated to amputate it?’ 

‘Gangrene is a matter of fact.’ 

‘And Evil?’ 

What Davidson had done soon appeared. The four of them had just finished their 

midday meal, and they had not yet separated for the siesta which the heat imposed on 

the ladies and on the doctor. Davidson had little patience with the slothful habit. The 

door was suddenly flung open and Miss Thompson came in. She looked round the room 

and then went up to Davidson. 

‘You low–down skunk, what have you been saying about me to the governor?’ 

She was spluttering with rage. There was a moment’s pause. Then the missionary 

drew forward a chair. 

‘Won’t you be seated, Miss Thompson? I’ve been hoping to have another talk 

with you.’ 

‘You poor low–life bastard.’ 

She burst into a torrent of insult, foul and insolent. Davidson kept his grave eyes 

on her. 

‘I’m indifferent to the abuse you think fit to heap on me, Miss Thompson,’ he 

said, ‘but I must beg you to remember that ladies are present.’ 

Tears by now were struggling with her anger. Her face was red and swollen as 

though she were choking. 

‘What has happened?’ asked Dr Macphail. 

‘A feller’s just been in here and he says I gotter beat it on the next boat.’ 

Was there a gleam in the missionary’s eyes? His face remained impassive. 

‘You could hardly expect the governor to let you stay here under the 

circumstances.’ 

‘You done it,’ she shrieked. ‘You can’t kid me. You done it.’ 

‘I don’t want to deceive you. I urged the governor to take the only possible step 

consistent with his obligations.’ 

‘Why couldn’t you leave me be? I wasn’t doin’ you no harm.’ 

‘You may be sure that if you had I should be the last man to resent it.’ 
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‘Do you think I want to stay on in this poor imitation of a burg? I don’t look no 

busher, do I?’ 

‘In that case I don’t see what cause of complaint you have,’ he answered. 

She gave an inarticulate cry of rage and flung out of the room. There was a short 

silence. 

‘It’s a relief to know that the governor has acted at last,’ said Davidson finally. 

‘He’s a weak man and he shilly–shallied. He said she was only here for a fortnight 

anyway, and if she went on to Apia, that was under British jurisdiction and had nothing 

to do with him.’ 

The missionary sprang to his feet and strode across the room. 

‘It’s terrible the way the men who are in authority seek to evade their 

responsibility. They speak as though evil that was out of sight ceased to be evil. The 

very existence of that woman is a scandal and it does not help matters to shift it to 

another of the islands. In the end I had to speak straight from the shoulder.’ 

Davidson’s brow lowered, and he protruded his firm chin. He looked fierce and 

determined. 

‘What do you mean by that?’ 

‘Our mission is not entirely without influence at Washington. I pointed out to the 

governor that it wouldn’t do him any good if there was a complaint about the way he 

managed things here.’ 

‘When has she got to go?’ asked the doctor, after a pause. 

‘The San Francisco boat is due here from Sydney next Tuesday. She’s to sail on 

that.’ 

That was in five days’ time. It was next day, when he was coming back from the 

hospital where for want of something better to do Macphail spent most of his mornings, 

that the half–caste stopped him as he was going upstairs. 

‘Excuse me, Dr Macphail, Miss Thompson’s sick. Will you have a look at her?’ 

‘Certainly.’ 

Horn led him to her room. She was sitting in a chair idly, neither reading nor 

sewing, staring in front of her. She wore her white dress and the large hat with the 

flowers on it. Macphail noticed that her skin was yellow and muddy under her powder, 

and her eyes were heavy. 

‘I’m sorry to hear you’re not well,’ he said. 

‘Oh, I ain’t sick really. I just said that, because I just had to see you. I’ve got to 

clear on a boat that’s going to ’Frisco.’ 

She looked at him and he saw that her eyes were suddenly startled. She opened 

and clenched her hands spasmodically. The trader stood at the door, listening. 

‘So I understand,’ said the doctor. 

She gave a little gulp. 

‘I guess it ain’t very convenient for me to go to ’Frisco just now. I went to see the 

governor yesterday afternoon, but I couldn’t get to him. I saw the secretary, and he told 

me I’d got to take that boat and that was all there was to it. I just had to see the 

governor, so I waited outside his house this morning, and when he came out I spoke to 

him. He didn’t want to speak to me, I’ll say, but I wouldn’t let him shake me off, and at 
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last he said he hadn’t no objection to my staying here till the next boat to Sydney if the 

Rev Davidson will stand for it.’ 

She stopped and looked at Dr Macphail anxiously. 

‘I don’t know exactly what I can do,’ he said. 

‘Well, I thought maybe you wouldn’t mind asking him. I swear to God I won’t 

start anything here if he’ll just only let me stay. I won’t go out of the house if that’ll suit 

him. It’s no more’n a fortnight.’ 

‘I’ll ask him.’ 

‘He won’t stand for it,’ said Horn. ‘He’ll have you out on Tuesday, so you may as 

well make up your mind to it.’ 

‘Tell him I can get work in Sydney, straight stuff, I mean. ’Tain’t asking very 

much.’ 

‘I’ll do what I can.’ 

‘And come and tell me right away, will you? I can’t set down to a thing till I get 

the dope one way or the other.’ 

It was not an errand that much pleased the doctor, and, characteristically perhaps, 

he went about it indirectly. He told his wife what Miss Thompson had said to him and 

asked her to speak to Mrs Davidson. The missionary’s attitude seemed rather arbitrary 

and it could do no harm if the girl were allowed to stay in Pago–Pago another fortnight. 

But he was not prepared for the result of his diplomacy. The missionary came to him 

straightway. 

‘Mrs Davidson tells me that Thompson has been speaking to you.’ 

Dr Macphail, thus directly tackled, had the shy man’s resentment at being forced 

out into the open. He felt his temper rising, and he flushed. 

‘I don’t see that it can make any difference if she goes to Sydney rather than to 

San Francisco, and so long as she promises to behave while she’s here it’s dashed hard 

to persecute her.’ 

The missionary fixed him with his stern eyes. 

‘Why is she unwilling to go back to San Francisco?’ 

‘I didn’t inquire,’ answered the doctor with some asperity. ‘And I think one does 

better to mind one’s own business.’ 

Perhaps it was not a very tactful answer. 

‘The governor has ordered her to be deported by the first boat that leaves the 

island. He’s only done his duty and I will not interfere. Her presence is a peril here.’ 

‘I think you’re very harsh and tyrannical.’ 

The two ladies looked up at the doctor with some alarm, but they need not have 

feared a quarrel, for the missionary smiled gently. 

‘I’m terribly sorry you should think that of me, Dr Macphail. Believe me, my 

heart bleeds for that unfortunate woman, but I’m only trying to do my duty.’ 

The doctor made no answer. He looked out of the window sullenly. For once it 

was not raining and across the bay you saw nestling among the trees the huts of a native 

village. 

 ‘I think I’ll take advantage of the rain stopping to go out,’ he said. 
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‘Please don’t bear me malice because I can’t accede to your wish,’ said Davidson, 

with a melancholy smile. ‘I respect you very much, doctor, and I should be sorry if you 

thought ill of me.’ 

‘I have no doubt you have a sufficiently good opinion of yourself to bear mine 

with equanimity,’ he retorted. 

‘That’s one on me,’ chuckled Davidson. 

When Dr Macphail, vexed with himself because he had been uncivil to no 

purpose, went downstairs, Miss Thompson was waiting for him with her door ajar. 

‘Well,’ she said, ‘have you spoken to him?’ 

‘Yes, I’m sorry, he won’t do anything,’ he answered, not looking at her in his 

embarrassment. 

But then he gave her a quick glance, for a sob broke from her. He saw that her 

face was white with fear. It gave him a shock of dismay. And suddenly he had an idea. 

‘But don’t give up hope yet. I think it’s a shame the way they’re treating you and 

I’m going to see the governor myself.’ 

‘Now?’ 

He nodded. Her face brightened. 

‘Say, that’s real good of you. I’m sure he’ll let me stay if you speak for me. I just 

won’t do a thing I didn’t ought all the time I’m here.’ 

Dr Macphail hardly knew why he had made up his mind to appeal to the 

governor. He was perfectly indifferent to Miss Thompson’s affairs, but the missionary 

had irritated him, and with him temper was a smouldering thing. He found the governor 

at home. He was a large, handsome man, a sailor, with a grey toothbrush moustache; 

and he wore a spotless uniform of white drill. 

‘I’ve come to see you about a woman who’s lodging in the same house as we 

are,’ he said. ‘Her name’s Thompson.’ 

‘I guess I’ve heard nearly enough about her, Dr Macphail,’ said the governor, 

smiling. ‘I’ve given her the order to get out next Tuesday and that’s all I can do.’ 

‘I wanted to ask you if you couldn’t stretch a point and let her stay here till the 

boat comes in from San Francisco so that she can go to Sydney. I will guarantee her 

good behaviour.’ 

The governor continued to smile, but his eyes grew small and serious. 

‘I’d be very glad to oblige you, Dr Macphail, but I’ve given the order and it must 

stand.’ 

The doctor put the case as reasonably as he could, but now the governor ceased to 

smile at all. He listened sullenly, with averted gaze. Macphail saw that he was making 

no impression. 

‘I’m sorry to cause any lady inconvenience, but she’ll have to sail on Tuesday 

and that’s all there is to it.’ 

‘But what difference can it make?’ 

‘Pardon me, doctor, but I don’t feel called upon to explain my official actions 

except to the proper authorities.’ 

Macphail looked at him shrewdly. He remembered Davidson’s hint that he had 

used threats, and in the governor’s attitude he read a singular embarrassment. 

‘Davidson’s a damned busybody,’ he said hotly. 
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‘Between ourselves, Dr Macphail, I don’t say that I have formed a very 

favourable opinion of Mr Davidson, but I am bound to confess that he was within his 

rights in pointing out to me the danger that the presence of a woman of Miss 

Thompson’s character was to a place like this where a number of enlisted men are 

stationed among a native population.’ 

He got up and Dr Macphail was obliged to do so too. 

‘I must ask you to excuse me. I have an engagement. Please give my respects to 

Mrs Macphail.’ 

The doctor left him crestfallen. He knew that Miss Thompson would be waiting 

for him, and unwilling to tell her himself that he had failed, he went into the house by 

the back door and sneaked up the stairs as though he had something to hide. 

At supper he was silent and ill–at–ease, but the missionary was jovial and 

animated. Dr Macphail thought his eyes rested on him now and then with triumphant 

good–humour. It struck him suddenly that Davidson knew of his visit to the governor 

and of its ill success. But how on earth could he have heard of it? There was something 

sinister about the power of that man. After supper he saw Horn on the veranda and, as 

though to have a casual word with him, went out. 

‘She wants to know if you’ve seen the governor,’ the trader whispered. 

‘Yes. He wouldn’t do anything. I’m awfully sorry, I can’t do anything more.’ 

‘I knew he wouldn’t. They daren’t go against the missionaries.’ 

‘What are you talking about?’ said Davidson affably, coming out to join them. 

 ‘I was just saying there was no chance of your getting over to Apia for at least 

another week,’ said the trader glibly. 

He left them, and the two men returned into the parlour. Mr Davidson devoted 

one hour after each meal to recreation. Presently a timid knock was heard at the door. 

‘Come in,’ said Mrs Davidson, in her sharp voice. 

The door was not opened. She got up and opened it. They saw Miss Thompson 

standing at the threshold. But the change in her appearance was extraordinary. This was 

no longer the flaunting hussy who had jeered at them in the road, but a broken, 

frightened woman. Her hair, as a rule so elaborately arranged, was tumbling untidily 

over her neck. She wore bedroom slippers and a skirt and blouse. They were unfresh 

and bedraggled. She stood at the door with the tears streaming down her face and did 

not dare to enter. 

‘What do you want?’ said Mrs Davidson harshly. 

‘May I speak to Mr Davidson?’ she said in a choking voice. 

The missionary rose and went towards her. 

‘Come right in, Miss Thompson,’ he said in cordial tones. ‘What can I do for 

you?’ 

She entered the room. 

‘Say, I’m sorry for what I said to you the other day an’ for–for everythin’ else. I 

guess I was a bit lit up. I beg pardon.’ 

‘Oh, it was nothing. I guess my back’s broad enough to bear a few hard words.’ 

She stepped towards him with a movement that was horribly cringing. 

‘You’ve got me beat. I’m all in. You won’t make me go back to ‘Frisco?’ 

His genial manner vanished and his voice grew on a sudden hard and stern. 
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‘Why don’t you want to go back there?’ 

She cowered before him. 

‘I guess my people live there. I don’t want them to see me like this. I’ll go 

anywhere else you say.’ 

‘Why don’t you want to go back to San Francisco?’ 

‘I’ve told you.’ 

He leaned forward, staring at her, and his great, shining eyes seemed to try to 

bore into her soul. He gave a sudden gasp. 

‘The penitentiary.’ 

She screamed, and then she fell at his feet, clasping his legs. 

‘Don’t send me back there. I swear to you before God I’ll be a good woman. I’ll 

give all this up.’ 

She burst into a torrent of confused supplication and the tears coursed down her 

painted cheeks. He leaned over her and, lifting her face, forced her to look at him. 

‘Is that it, the penitentiary?’ 

‘I beat it before they could get me,’ she gasped. ‘If the bulls grab me it’s three 

years for me.’ 

He let go his hold of her and she fell in a heap on the floor, sobbing bitterly. Dr 

Macphail stood up. 

‘This alters the whole thing,’ he said. ‘You can’t make her go back when you 

know this. Give her another chance. She wants to turn over a new leaf.’ 

‘I’m going to give her the finest chance she’s ever had. If she repents let her 

accept her punishment.’ 

She misunderstood the words and looked up. There was a gleam of hope in her 

heavy eyes. 

‘You’ll let me go?’ 

‘No. You shall sail for San Francisco on Tuesday.’ 

She gave a groan of horror and then burst into low, hoarse shrieks which sounded 

hardly human, and she beat her head passionately on the ground. Dr Macphail sprang to 

her and lifted her up. 

‘Come on, you mustn’t do that. You’d better go to your room and lie down. I’ll 

get you something.’ 

He raised her to her feet and partly dragging her, partly carrying her, got her 

downstairs. He was furious with Mrs Davidson and with his wife because they made no 

effort to help. The half–caste was standing on the landing and with his assistance he 

managed to get her on the bed. She was moaning and crying. She was almost insensible. 

He gave her a hypodermic injection. He was hot and exhausted when he went upstairs 

again. 

‘I’ve got her to lie down.’ 

The two women and Davidson were in the same positions as when he had left 

them. They could not have moved or spoken since he went. 

‘I was waiting for you,’ said Davidson, in a strange, distant voice. ‘I want you all 

to pray with me for the soul of our erring sister.’ 

He took the Bible off a shelf, and sat down at the table at which they had supped. 

It had not been cleared, and he pushed the tea–pot out of the way. In a powerful voice, 
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resonant and deep, he read to them the chapter in which is narrated the meeting of Jesus 

Christ with the woman taken in adultery. 

 ‘Now kneel with me and let us pray for the soul of our dear sister, Sadie 

Thompson.’ 

He burst into a long, passionate prayer in which he implored God to have mercy 

on the sinful woman. Mrs Macphail and Mrs Davidson knelt with covered eyes. The 

doctor, taken by surprise, awkward and sheepish, knelt too. The missionary’s prayer had 

a savage eloquence. He was extraordinarily moved, and as he spoke the tears ran down 

his cheeks. Outside, the pitiless rain fell, fell steadily, with a fierce malignity that was 

all too human. 

At last he stopped. He paused for a moment and said: 

‘We will now repeat the Lord’s prayer.’ 

They said it and then, following him, they rose from their knees. Mrs Davidson’s 

face was pale and restful. She was comforted and at peace, but the Macphails felt 

suddenly bashful. They did not know which way to look. 

‘I’ll just go down and see how she is now,’ said Dr Macphail. 

When he knocked at her door it was opened for him by Horn. Miss Thompson 

was in a rocking–chair, sobbing quietly. 

‘What are you doing there?’ exclaimed Macphail. ‘I told you to lie down.’ 

‘I can’t lie down. I want to see Mr Davidson.’ 

‘My poor child, what do you think is the good of it? You’ll never move him.’ 

‘He said he’d come if I sent for him.’ 

Macphail motioned to the trader. 

‘Go and fetch him.’ 

He waited with her in silence while the trader went upstairs. Davidson came in. 

‘Excuse me for asking you to come here,’ she said, looking at him sombrely. 

‘I was expecting you to send for me. I knew the Lord would answer my prayer.’ 

They stared at one another for a moment and then she looked away. She kept her 

eyes averted when she spoke. 

‘I’ve been a bad woman. I want to repent.’ 

‘Thank God! Thank God! He has heard our prayers.’ 

He turned to the two men. 

‘Leave me alone with her. Tell Mrs Davidson that our prayers have been 

answered.’ 

They went out and closed the door behind them. 

‘Gee whizz,’ said the trader. 

That night Dr Macphail could not get to sleep till late, and when he heard the 

missionary come upstairs he looked at his watch. It was two o’clock. But even then he 

did not go to bed at once, for through the wooden partition that separated their rooms he 

heard him praying aloud, till he himself, exhausted, fell asleep. 

When he saw him next morning he was surprised at his appearance. He was paler 

than ever, tired, but his eyes shone with inhuman fire. It looked as though he were filled 

with an overwhelming joy. 

‘I want you to go down presently and see Sadie,’ he said. ‘I can’t hope that her 

body is better, but her soul–her soul is transformed.’ 
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The doctor was feeling wan and nervous. 

‘You were with her very late last night,’ he said. 

‘Yes, she couldn’t bear to have me leave her.’ 

‘You look as pleased as Punch,’ the doctor said irritably. 

Davidson’s eyes shone with ecstasy. 

‘A great mercy has been vouchsafed me. Last night I was privileged to bring a 

lost soul to the loving arms of Jesus.’ 

Miss Thompson was again in the rocking–chair. The bed had not been made. The 

room was in disorder. She had not troubled to dress herself, but wore a dirty dressing–

gown, and her hair was tied in a sluttish knot. She had given her face a dab with a wet 

towel, but it was all swollen and creased with crying. She looked a drab. 

She raised her eyes dully when the doctor came in. She was cowed and broken. 

‘Where’s Mr Davidson?’ she asked. 

‘He’ll come presently if you want him,’ answered Macphail acidly. ‘I came here 

to see how you were.’ 

‘Oh, I guess I’m O.K. You needn’t worry about that.’ 

‘Have you had anything to eat?’ 

‘Horn brought me some coffee.’ 

She looked anxiously at the door. 

‘D’you think he’ll come down soon? I feel as if it wasn’t so terrible when he’s 

with me.’ 

‘Are you still going on Tuesday?’ 

‘Yes, he says I’ve got to go. Please tell him to come right along. You can’t do me 

any good. He’s the only one as can help me now.’ 

‘Very well,’ said Dr Macphail. 

During the next three days the missionary spent almost all his time with 

Sadie Thompson. He joined the others only to have his meals. Dr Macphail 

noticed that he hardly ate. 

‘He’s wearing himself out,’ said Mrs Davidson pitifully. ‘He’ll have a breakdown 

if he doesn’t take care, but he won’t spare himself.’ 

She herself was white and pale. She told Mrs Macphail that she had no sleep. 

When the missionary came upstairs from Miss Thompson he prayed till he was 

exhausted, but even then he did not sleep for long. After an hour or two he got up and 

dressed himself, and went for a tramp along the bay. He had strange dreams. 

‘This morning he told me that he’d been dreaming about the mountains of 

Nebraska,’ said Mrs Davidson. 

‘That’s curious,’ said Dr Macphail. 

He remembered seeing them from the windows of the train when he crossed 

America. They were like huge mole–hills, rounded and smooth, and they rose from the 

plain abruptly. Dr Macphail remembered how it struck him that they were like a 

woman’s breasts. 

Davidson’s restlessness was intolerable even to himself. But he was buoyed up by 

a wonderful exhilaration. He was tearing out by the roots the last vestiges of sin that 

lurked in the hidden corners of that poor woman’s heart. He read with her and prayed 

with her. 
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‘It’s wonderful,’ he said to them one day at supper. ‘It’s a true rebirth. Her soul, 

which was black as night, is now pure and white like the new–fallen snow. I am humble 

and afraid. Her remorse for all her sins is beautiful. I am not worthy to touch the hem of 

her garment.’ 

‘Have you the heart to send her back to San Francisco?’ said the doctor. ‘Three 

years in an American prison. I should have thought you might have saved her from 

that.’ 

‘Ah, but don’t you see? It’s necessary. Do you think my heart doesn’t bleed for 

her? I love her as I love my wife and my sister. All the time that she is in prison I shall 

suffer all the pain that she suffers.’ 

‘Bunkum,’ cried the doctor impatiently. 

‘You don’t understand because you’re blind. She’s sinned, and she must suffer. I 

know what she’ll endure. She’ll be starved and tortured and humiliated. I want her to 

accept the punishment of man as a sacrifice to God. I want her to accept it joyfully. She 

has an opportunity which is offered to very few of us. God is very good and very 

merciful.’ 

Davidson’s voice trembled with excitement. He could hardly articulate the words 

that tumbled passionately from his lips. 

 ‘All day I pray with her and when I leave her I pray again, I pray with all my 

might and main, so that Jesus may grant her this great mercy. I want to put in her heart 

the passionate desire to be punished so that at the end, even if I offered to let her go, she 

would refuse. I want her to feel that the bitter punishment of prison is the thank–

offering that she places at the feet of our Blessed Lord, who gave his life for her.’ 

The days passed slowly. The whole household, intent on the wretched, tortured 

woman downstairs, lived in a state of unnatural excitement. She was like a victim that 

was being prepared for the savage rites of a bloody idolatry. Her terror numbed her. She 

could not bear to let Davidson out of her sight; it was only when he was with her that 

she had courage, and she hung upon him with a slavish dependence. She cried a great 

deal, and she read the Bible, and prayed. Sometimes she was exhausted and apathetic. 

Then she did indeed look forward to her ordeal, for it seemed to offer an escape, direct 

and concrete, from the anguish she was enduring. She could not bear much longer the 

vague terrors which now assailed her. With her sins she had put aside all personal 

vanity, and she slopped about her room, unkempt and dishevelled, in her tawdry 

dressing–gown. She had not taken off her night–dress for four days, nor put on 

stockings. Her room was littered and untidy. Meanwhile the rain fell with a cruel 

persistence. You felt that the heavens must at last be empty of water, but still it poured 

down, straight and heavy, with a maddening iteration, on the iron roof. Everything was 

damp and clammy. There was mildew on the walls and on the boots that stood on the 

floor. Through the sleepless nights the mosquitoes droned their angry chant. 

‘If it would only stop raining for a single day it wouldn’t be so bad,’ said Dr 

Macphail. 

They all looked forward to the Tuesday when the boat for San Francisco was to 

arrive from Sydney. The strain was intolerable. So far as Dr Macphail was concerned, 

his pity and his resentment were alike extinguished by his desire to be rid of the 

unfortunate woman. The inevitable must be accepted. He felt he would breathe more 
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freely when the ship had sailed. Sadie Thompson was to be escorted on board by a clerk 

in the governor’s office. This person called on the Monday evening and told Miss 

Thompson to be prepared at eleven in the morning. Davidson was with her. 

‘I’ll see that everything is ready. I mean to come on board with her myself.’ 

Miss Thompson did not speak. 

When Dr Macphail blew out his candle and crawled cautiously under his 

mosquito curtains, he gave a sigh of relief. 

‘Well, thank God that’s over. By this time tomorrow she’ll be gone.’ 

‘Mrs Davidson will be glad too. She says he’s wearing himself to a shadow,’ said 

Mrs Macphail. ‘She’s a different woman.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Sadie. I should never have thought it possible. It makes one humble.’ 

Dr Macphail did not answer, and presently he fell asleep. He was tired out, and he 

slept more soundly than usual. 

He was awakened in the morning by a hand placed on his arm, and, starting up, 

saw Horn by the side of his bed. The trader put his finger on his mouth to prevent any 

exclamation from Dr Macphail and beckoned to him to come. As a rule he wore shabby 

ducks, but now he was barefoot and wore only the lava–lava of the natives. He looked 

suddenly savage, and Dr Macphail, getting out of bed, saw that he was heavily tattooed. 

Horn made him a sign to come on to the veranda. Dr Macphail got out of bed and 

followed the trader out. 

‘Don’t make a noise,’ he whispered. ‘You’re wanted. Put on a coat and some 

shoes. Quick.’ 

Dr Macphail’s first thought was that something had happened to Miss Thompson. 

‘What is it? Shall I bring my instruments?’ 

‘Hurry, please, hurry.’ 

Dr Macphail crept back into the bedroom, put on a waterproof over his pyjamas, 

and a pair of rubber–soled shoes. He rejoined the trader, and together they tiptoed down 

the stairs. The door leading out to the road was open and at it were standing half a dozen 

natives. 

‘What is it?’ repeated the doctor. 

‘Come along with me,’ said Horn. 

He walked out and the doctor followed him. The natives came after them in a 

little bunch. They crossed the road and came on to the beach. The doctor saw a group of 

natives standing round some object at the water’s edge. They hurried along, a couple of 

dozen yards perhaps, and the natives opened out as the doctor came up. The trader 

pushed him forwards. Then he saw, lying half in the water and half out, a dreadful 

object, the body of Davidson. Dr Macphail bent down–he was not a man to lose his 

head in an emergency–and turned the body over. The throat was cut from ear to ear, and 

in the right hand was still the razor with which the deed was done. 

‘He’s quite cold,’ said the doctor. ‘He must have been dead some time.’ 

‘One of the boys saw him lying there on his way to work just now and came and 

told me. Do you think he did it himself?’ 

‘Yes. Someone ought to go for the police.’ 

Horn said something in the native tongue, and two youths started off. 
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‘We must leave him here till they come,’ said the doctor. 

‘They mustn’t take him into my house. I won’t have him in my house.’ 

‘You’ll do what the authorities say,’ replied the doctor sharply. ‘In point of fact I 

expect they’ll take him to the mortuary.’ 

They stood waiting where they were. The trader took a cigarette from a fold in his 

lava–lava and gave one to Dr Macphail. They smoked while they stared at the corpse. 

Dr Macphail could not understand. 

‘Why do you think he did it?’ asked Horn. 

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. In a little while native police came along, 

under the charge of a marine, with a stretcher, and immediately afterwards a couple of 

naval officers and a naval doctor. They managed everything in a businesslike manner. 

‘What about the wife?’ said one of the officers. 

‘Now that you’ve come I’ll go back to the house and get some things on. I’ll see 

that it’s broken to her. She’d better not see him till he’s been fixed up a little.’ 

‘I guess that’s right,’ said the naval doctor. 

When Dr Macphail went back he found his wife nearly dressed. 

‘Mrs Davidson’s in a dreadful state about her husband,’ she said to him as soon as 

he appeared. ‘He hasn’t been to bed all night. She heard him leave Miss Thompson’s 

room at two, but he went out. If he’s been walking about since then he’ll be absolutely 

dead.’ Dr Macphail told her what had happened and asked her to break the news to Mrs 

Davidson. 

‘But why did he do it?’ she asked, horror–stricken. 

‘I don’t know.’ 

‘But I can’t. I can’t.’ 

‘You must.’ 

She gave him a frightened look and went out. He heard her go into Mrs 

Davidson’s room. He waited a minute to gather himself together and then began to 

shave and wash. When he was dressed he sat down on the bed and waited for his wife. 

At last she came. 

‘She wants to see him,’ she said. 

   ‘They’ve taken him to the mortuary.We’d better go down with her. How did she take 

it?’ 

‘I think she’s stunned. She didn’t cry. But she’s trembling like a leaf.’ 

‘We’d better go at once.’ 

When they knocked at her door Mrs Davidson came out. She was very pale, but 

dry–eyed. To the doctor she seemed unnaturally composed. No word was exchanged, 

and they set out in silence down the road. When they arrived at the mortuary Mrs 

Davidson spoke. 

‘Let me go in and see him alone.’ 

They stood aside. A native opened a door for her and closed it behind her. They 

sat down and waited. One or two white men came and talked to them in undertones. Dr 

Macphail told them again what he knew of the tragedy. At last the door was quietly 

opened and Mrs Davidson came out. Silence fell upon them. 

‘I’m ready to go back now,’ she said. 
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Her voice was hard and steady. Dr Macphail could not understand the look in her 

eyes. Her pale face was very stern. They walked back slowly, never saying a word, and 

at last they came round the bend on the other side of which stood their house. Mrs 

Davidson gave a gasp, and for a moment they stopped still. An incredible sound 

assaulted their ears. The gramophone which had been silent for so long was playing, 

playing ragtime loud and harsh. 

‘What’s that?’ cried Mrs Macphail with horror. 

‘Let’s go on,’ said Mrs Davidson. 

They walked up the steps and entered the hall. Miss Thompson was standing at 

her door, chatting with a sailor. A sudden change had taken place in her. She was no 

longer the cowed drudge of the last days. She was dressed in all her finery, in her white 

dress, with the high shiny boots over which her fat legs bulged in their cotton stockings; 

her hair was elaborately arranged; and she wore that enormous hat covered with gaudy 

flowers. Her face was painted, her eyebrows were boldly black, and her lips were 

scarlet. She held herself erect. She was the flaunting queen that they had known at first. 

As they came in she broke into a loud, jeering laugh; and then, when Mrs Davidson 

involuntarily stopped, she collected the spittle in her mouth and spat. Mrs Davidson 

cowered back, and two red spots rose suddenly to her cheeks. Then, covering her face 

with her hands, she broke away and ran quickly up the stairs. Dr Macphail was 

outraged. He pushed past the woman into her room. 

‘What the devil are you doing?’ he cried. ‘Stop that damned machine.’ 

He went up to it and tore the record off. She turned on him. 

‘Say, doc, you can that stuff with me. What the hell are you doin’ in my room?’ 

‘What do you mean?’ he cried. ‘What d’you mean?’ 

She gathered herself together. No one could describe the scorn of her expression 

or the contemptuous hatred she put into her answer. 

‘You men! You filthy, dirty pigs! You’re all the same, all of you. Pigs! Pigs!’ 

Dr Macphail gasped. He understood 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                               Task 1  

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to associate with smb; 

- to read oneself to sleep; 

- to do smth for the sake of exercise; 

- to put down smth; 

- not to be averse to smth; 

- to stamp smth out; 

- to get a wink of sleep; 

- to take smb in hand; 
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- hands itch to do smth; 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- общность вкусов;   

- важная персона;   

- шутливо;  

- порочность;  

- неприличный;  

- лить как из ведра (дождь);  

-  метис;  

- наволочка.  

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- to walk;     

- exhausted;    

- to criticize;     

- intonation;     

- cruel;    

- house;   

- stop;    

- helpless.   

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract:  

(But now they came to the mouth of the harbor. …… Men and women wore the lava–

lava.)  

V   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

VI  Comment on the following: 

1. Dr Macphail ………searched the heavens for the Southern Cross. 

2. ‘The founder of their religion wasn’t so exclusive,’ said Dr Macphail with a chuckle. 

3. After many years of married life he had learned that it was more conducive to peace 

to leave his wife with the last word. 

4. The Stars and Stripes dangled languidly from a flagstaff. 

VII  Give your grounds as to the following: 

- Dr Macphail was wounded. 

- Dr Macphail was  a highly-educated men. 

- Dr Macphail was not a religious men. 

- Dr Macphail did not like the Davidsons. 

VIII Write what Dr Macphail could write in his diary about his impressions of the 

Davidsons. 

                                                           Task 2 

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to take offence; 

- to make a reduction; 

- to be in the way; 

- to commit adultery; 

- to stand up against smb; 
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- to give a gasp; 

- to stand in smb`s shoes;     

- to be out of earshot. 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- торговаться; 

- нарушать заповеди; 

- упрямый; 

- угроза; 

- шумное веселье; 

- предчувствие дурного/опасение; 

- порок; 

- неожиданная встреча; 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- vulgar; 

- impudence; 

- to desire; 

- reliable; 

- spoiled; 

- look for; 

- pale; 

- fight; 

- impudent. 

IV Translate the following sentences: 

1. ‘I wish I could say that I’ve never been afraid,’ he said. 

2. ‘I wish you could say that you believed in God,’ retorted the other. 

3. ‘Sometimes Mrs Davidson and I would look at one another and the tears would 

stream down our cheeks.”          

   

4. I don’t know what I should have done without her then. 

5. ‘I wish you could have seen him when he came to see Mr Davidson.” 

6. How dare she come here! (как смеет…) 

7. Don’t you think we ought to make Mr Horn turn her out of here. 

V Be ready to read and translate the following extract: 

(Iwelei was on the edge of the city……….. Desire is sad.)  

VI   Make up 15 questions to the story. 

VII  Comment on the following: 

1. “If the tree is rotten it shall be cut down and cast into the flames.’ 

2. And do you think the Lord is going to abandon me when I am on his business? 

3. Obviously the only way to make people realize that an action is sinful is to 

punish them if they commit it. 

4. The sinner may be deeper in sin than the depth of hell itself, but the love of the 

Lord Jesus can reach him still. 

VIII  Write what Mrs Macphail could tell her best friend in a letter about their 

new acquaintances, their mission and the events that took place in the house. 
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                                                           Task 3 

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to get on his nerves; 

- to wear smb out; 

- to stand on smb’s side; 

- to toake no notice; 

- to do smth with  nose in the air; 

- to look up at smb/smth with some alarmж 

- to think ill of smb; 

- to appeal to smb. 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

- oдеяло; 

- плести сеть; 

- оскорбление; 

- обманывать; 

- испуганный; 

- поручение; 

- злоба; 

- удрученный. 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- joy; 

- frightened; 

- nervous; 

- playfully; 

- to ask; 

- danger. 

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: 

(They finished the meal in silence. ………  They finished the meal in silence.   ) 

V  Make up 15 questions to the story. 

VI  Comment on the following: 

1. I have exhorted her to repent. 

2. ‘Now I shall take the whips with which the Lord Jesus drove the usurers and the 

money changers out of the Temple of the Most High. 

3. ‘But there may be differences of opinion about what is right.’ 

4. ‘And I think one does better to mind one’s own business.’ 

VII  Write what Governor could tell his wife about those events. 

Task 4 

I   Find in the text the following word-combinations, translate the sentences, make 

up your own sentence with them: 

- to give smb another chance; 

- to move smb; 
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- to be buoyed up by smth; 

- to be worthy to do smth; 

- to lose head 

II Find in the text English equivalents for the following words and word 

combinations, translate the sentences with them: 

-   тапки; 

- раскаяние; 

- дикие обряды; 

- яркий, кричащий; 

- алый; 

- презрительный. 

III Find in the text the synonyms to the following words and word-combinations: 

- shy; 

- hearty; 

- silly; 

- nonsense; 

- pain; 

- dirty; 

IV Be ready to read and translate the following extract: 

(The days passed slowly. ……. Through the sleepless nights the mosquitoes droned 

their angry chant.)  

V  Make up 15 questions to the story. 

VI Prove the following quotation (in the written form) 

No matter how hard we try to reach the heavens, we shall always fall back to the earth – 

just like the rain (hence the title of Maugham’s story). We are human beings and we 

will remain so as long as we live. Our humanity and all the weaknesses that it contains 

will always remain a part of us. 

 

 

 

 


