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Предисловие

Betty Cavanna.

A famous U.S. writer Betty Cavanna (1909–2001) is best known for her coming-of-age stories for and about adolescent girls. Writing under the names Betty Cavanna, Betsy Allen, and Elizabeth Headley, she produced more than 70 works of fiction and nonfiction. 

In dozens of ultimately reassuring books for teenagers, Betty Cavanna explored teenage dreams and the conflicts of growing up female. The characters of her books, such as Going on Sixteen, Almost Like Sisters, Joyride, Romance on Trial, Angel on Skis, Fancy Free, confront problems of loneliness, shyness, social ineptitude, brother-sister rivalry, strained mother-daughter relationships.

Also Betty Cavanna wrote nonfiction guides to various subjects (for example, The First Book of Seashells, The First Book of Wool, The First Book of Morocco).

She spent her last two years living in France, where she died in Vezelay on August 13, 2001. Her books are still remembered fondly by a generation of readers who saw themselves and their problems in her realistic, non-melodramatic stories.

Proper Names

Jane Howard



[dGeIn ‘hauRd]
Kenneth (Ken) Sanderson

[‘kenI- ‘sWndRsn]
Peter Shakespear


[‘pI:tR ‘SeIkLspIR]
Belinda (Linda) Howard

[bI’lIndR ‘hauRd]
Mr. Howard



[‘mIstR ‘hauRd]
Mrs. Fay Howard


[‘mIsIz ‘feI ‘hauRd]
Mr. Benjamin Sanderson

[‘mIstR ‘bendG(R)mIn ‘sWndRsn]

Mrs. Audrey Sanderson

[‘mIsIz ‘O:drI ‘sWndRsn]
George Sanderson


[‘dGR:dG ‘sWndRsn]
Mr. Watson



[‘mIstR ‘wOtsn]
Mrs. Watson



[‘mIsIz ‘wOtsn]
Mr. Wright



[‘mIstR ‘raIt]
Trudy




[‘tru:dI]
Gordon




[‘gO:dn]
Sue Harvey



[‘s(j)u: ‘hQ:vI]
Polly Patterson



[‘pOlI ‘pWtRsn]
Dr. Harmon



[‘dOktR ‘hQ:mRn]
Jack Preston



[‘dGWk ‘prest(R)n]
Eric Forte




[‘erIk ‘fO:t]
Liza





[‘laIzR]
Sally





[‘sWlI]
Stitch Whitehead


[‘stItS ‘waIthRd]
Geographical Names

Brookfield




[‘brukfI:ld]
Carlinville




[‘kQ:lInvIl]
Broadway




[‘brO:dweI]
Chipping-Norton


[‘tSIpIN nO:tn]

Stratford-on-Avon


[‘strWtfRdOn ‘eIv(R)n]
Unit 1

Commentary

clapboard bulk – обшивка дома

Come on, be a sport! – Будь молодцом! Будь человеком!

bay window – эркер

delft-blue eyes – ярко-голубые глаза (delft – дельфтский фаянс)
apple dumpling – яблоко, запеченное в тесте (зд.: шутливое прозвище)

vinegar stew – рагу (тушеное мясо, овощи и т.д., зд. шутливое прозвище)
a handful – (зд. разг.) что-то или кто-либо, вызывающие беспокойство; «беда», «наказание» 
hot rod (амер. сленг) – старый автомобиль с форсированным двигателем (переделанный для участия в гонках), “мощная колымага”

Gosh! – Боже! Черт возьми! (выражает удивление, досаду, радость и т.п.)

Golly! (разг.) – Черт возьми! Ну и ну!

…it’s a pip! (амер. разг.) – то что надо, первый сорт, замечательная вещь

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. zinnies


['zInjRs]
2. competent

['kOmpItRnt]
3. nonchalance

['nOnSRlRns]
4. importunate 

[Im'pO:tjunIt]
5. taciturn


['tWsItR:n]
6. oblivious

[R'blIvIRs]
7. petulant


['petjulRnt]
8. to rout


['raut]
9. to saunter

['sO:ntR]
10. to pout


['paut]
11. unperturbed

[AnpR'tR:bd]
12. resonant

['reznRnt]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

Jane lay curled on the board platform she and Ken Sanderson had built (three years ago now!) in the dig walnut tree behind the garage. Sun filtered through the leaves to caress her bare arms and legs, and the breeze made a dry, rustling sound among the branches, saying that summer was on the wane.
Closing her book, she sighed and stretched. “Jane Eyre,” she repeated in a whisper. A romantic name, so different from Jane Howard, which had a sturdy, plain sound.
I wouldn’t trade lives, though, she thought lazily, then chuckled at the very idea. Book life was so different from real life that you couldn’t even compare the two. Whenever it occurred to her that some day she’d like to be a writer, she always said to herself, “But how could I, coming from Brookfield? Nothing ever happens here. And a writer has to have experiences.”
She lay on her back for a while, looking up through the leaves at the sky, which seemed extra blue today, just as the grass seemed extra green, and decided she didn’t really want experiences. Nor did she really want to grow up, if it came to that. She liked things just as they were, uncomplicated and familiar.
At this particular moment Jane became aware that she was happy, as though happiness were an almost tangible thing. She tried to analyze the feeling, but it was compounded of too many things: the book she had just finished, the vibration of the Sandersons’ lawn mower, the warm languor of the August air, the peace and privacy of the tree roost combined with the nearness of the house.
The house ... Jane turned on her stomach and stared down at its square white clapboard bulk, embellished by a long side porch, homely but comfortable. The house was home, and she hoped they would never have to leave it, never move away. Right now she knew her mother was arranging the zinnias she had just cut in the garden and her younger sister, Belinda, was undoubtedly washing her hair.
That was all Linda seemed to do nowadays – wash her hair. Only yesterday, it seemed, a rather grubby little girl who never wanted to stop playing, Belinda suddenly had become obsessed by soap and water. Jane was completely baffled by this mania, but her mother just laughed and said it was part of growing up.
It was next to impossible for Jane to imagine Linda’s growing up. Always the baby of the family, although there was little more than two years between the sisters, Linda would be entering high school in a few short weeks. It seemed very odd indeed.
A few weeks? A fortnight. Jane moved her shoulders impatiently. Why did summer always go so fast?
“Jane!”
Raising her head to crane her neck a like a turtle, Jane peered down through the leafy branches. “I’m up here, Ken,” she called to the boy on the opposite side of the hedge. “What d’you want?”
“I’ve got a splinter in my finger. And there’s nobody home at our house. I just thought...”
“Come on up,” Jane invited him, squirming to a sitting position. “I’ll see what I can do.”
She could see Ken’s long legs leap the hedge and cross the stretch of grass. Then, monkey like, he swung from branch to branch until his lean, sunburned face appeared over the edge of the platform. “How could you get a splinter running the power mower?” she asked curiously.
“It’s a metal splinter, not wood. I didn’t like the sound of the motor, and I was tinkering –” He broke off and thrust out a hand. “Here. See?”
Jane whistled softly. “It’s a deep one. I ought to have a sterilized needle.”
“I’ve got a pin,” Ken offered. “And a match.” Scrambling to a position next to the tree trunk, he extracted both from his jeans pocket and presented them with oil-stained fingers.
“You might,” commented Jane good-naturedly, “have washed your hands.”
Ken shrugged, and blew out the match she had lighted. “They’re not that dirty.” Then, as Jane attacked the splinter, he yelped, “Ouch!”
“Hold still,” Jane commanded. “If you jerk it’s only going to take longer and hurt worse.”

For almost a minute there was silence in the tree house. When Jane’s hair fell forward over her eyes, Ken held it back so that she could see.

“Better?”

“Yes, thanks.”

A few seconds later Jane said, “It’s coming.”

“Good.” Ken gritted his teeth and tried not to wince.

“There!” Finally Jane held forth a sliver of metal.

“Wow!” Ken sucked his finger. “You’re not gentle, but you’re competent.”

“If you’d just stop fooling around engines...”
Ken grinned, then said reprovingly, “you might as well tell me to stop breathing.”
“I know.” Jane watched the boy untangle his long legs and prepare to climb down. “What’s this I hear about your buying a car?”

“Who, me?” Ken tried to look innocent.

“Yes, you. The whole neighbourhood’s buzzing.”
“By that I suppose you mean Bob Wright. He’s the only one who knows about it.” Abandoning his assumed nonchalance, Ken became suddenly alert. “Say, Jane, have you got any money?”

“Money?” Jane said the word as though she’d never heard it before.

“M-o-n-e-y,” spelled Ken. “The long green.”
“Well ...” Jane said hesitantly. “I’ve got thirteen dollars and sixty-five cents. Why?”
Ken changed his mind about leaving. He gathered his legs between his arms and edged around so that his chin rested on his knees. “It’s this way,” he confessed. “Down at Hannum’s garage they’ve got this Caddy, a real beat-up job but with a pretty fair engine, and it’s only three hundred bucks.”
Jane had stopped listening in midsentence. “A what?” she asked, disbelief written on her expressive face.
“A Cadillac,” Ken elaborated. “Now don’t act like my mother! What’s wrong with a Cadillac, for Pete’s sake?”
Jane started to giggle, then threw back her head and laughed. “So you want to borrow my thirteen dollars to buy a Cadillac! Oh, Ken, you really dream up the wildest schemes.”

“What’s wild about it, I’d like to know?”

“What does your father say?” Jane countered. “Pop’s off on another business trip,” said Ken, “but I’m going to phone him tonight.”
Ken’s frown and the forward thrust of his chin told Jane that this was a serious affair. With quick solicitude she suggested, “Don’t you think you’d stand more of a chance if you proposed something like ... say, a Ford?”
“A Ford!” Ken sounded disgusted. “Everybody has a Ford. A Caddy’s something different, a little special.”

“I’ll say it is,” murmured Jane.
“Look.” Ken leaned forward and fixed her with his intense brown eyes. “Why do you think I’ve been working like a beaver all summer, cutting grass, laying flagstone, doing any darned thing that came up? I’ve got two hundred and seventy dollars saved, and with your thirteen—“

“Just a minute!” interrupted Jane.

“I’ll pay it back. I always have, haven’t I?”

“Yes,” Jane admitted, “but even so ...”
“Come on, be a sport,” Ken urged her, his eyes unexpectedly softening, “Gosh, Janey, if I can’t count on you ...”
All the years of their childhood were recalled in that unfinished sentence. The days of sand-pile villages, the electric-train era, the time they had brought home a stray cat that immediately produced five kittens. Jane remembered, almost as though it were yesterday, Ken’s excitement over his first English bike, and the day-long rides they had taken together, with picnic lunches shared and sandwiches traded. Ken never cared much for ham, so she always gave him her lettuce-and-tomato, which got squishy travelling.
“If I can’t count on you ...” It was a phrase at once friendly and importunate. Jane felt an unexpected stirring of emotion, a warmth which swept up from the very soles of her feet. Embarrassed, even half-ashamed of this strange sensation, Jane dropped her eyes and pretended to give in grudgingly. “Oh, all right,” she said.

Ken patted her clasped hands. “Good girl!”
Jane’s head snapped up, and because she didn’t feel in the least stern, she tried to look it. “I’ll lend you the money; that is, if your father says yes. Which I don’t for a minute expect.”

Quite unalarmed by this warning, Ken let himself down through the branches and went off, whistling. Jane watched him until he was out of sight. He always could get around me, she thought to herself, even when he was eight years old. Without in the least approving of the car, she still hoped he’d manage to get it, because he wanted it so much.
That was typical of Ken wanting things desperately. He would fix his mind on a single project and launch himself toward it like a torpedo, oblivious to anything else. Yet in spite of his single-mindedness, which could become pretty exhausting, Jane liked him. He was uncomplicated and honest and full of genuine enthusiasm. And he hadn’t changed, the way most of the boys had, as he grew older. He still treated a girl like a person. He was a mighty good friend.
Gathering up her book, Jane climbed down from the tree unhurriedly and went into the house by the back door. The kitchen and the bay-windowed dining room were empty, but in the living room Belinda was sitting beside her mother.

Mrs. Howard was standing with two pink zinnias in her hand, considering the effect of a bowl of flowers on the secretary.

“Don’t tell me you’ve been all this time ...” started Jane.
Mrs. Howard laughed, then nodded without turning. “I don’t know why my arrangements never look like I want them to… What do you think, Linda?”

Belinda did not react. She had occasional spells of being taciturn and remote, when her delft-blue eyes, rounded cheeks, and sweetly curving smile were like a pretty mask.
“Tired, sweetie?” Mrs. Howard asked, and Jane, looking at her mother, thought how very pretty she was, with her fluffy short hair and bright eyes, which tilted upward at the corners.
Linda shook her head. “When you were young did you want to grow up?” she asked her mother.

Mrs. Howard thought for a minute. “I can’t honestly remember.”

“I’d like to be seventeen right now and then stay there forever,” said Belinda firmly.

“Seventeen? Why seventeen?”
Belinda looked as though such a question must be merely rhetorical. “I think it’s the perfect age,” she said.
Jane could sense that her mother was finding the interchange far from stimulating. She pushed back her chair and said lightly, “I thought I’d go to the movies with Audrey Sanderson. What are you girls planning to do?”
Linda and Jane exchanged glances. “The dishes, I suppose” Jane replied, “is that what you had in mind?”
Mrs. Howard smiled disarmingly. “Well ... if you want me to put it bluntly...” With a quick, light step that always looked young and carefree, she left the room.
The dishes didn’t take ten minutes, but Belinda grumbled automatically. “I don’t see why we don’t get a dishwasher. Everybody else has one.”

“There’s something about the plumbing. This house is pretty old.”

“How old?”

“Forty years, I think.”

“That’s ancient,” Linda said, in a shocked voice. “I wish we were rich, so we could move to one of those new houses over Indian Hill way. I think they’re neat.”
“I don’t.” said Jane loyally. “I like it here. We know everybody and everybody knows us.”
“Oh, Jane, you’re an old stick-in-the-mud,” Linda remarked petulantly. “When I’m your age I’m not going to be a bit serious. I’m going to have lots of boy friends and go out every night.”
“Very interesting,” Jane murmured, in what she hoped was a sophisticated manner. She told herself it was just so much childish prattle, but Belinda’s criticism rankled. As she went through the dining room on her way to the front of the house, she found herself looking into the mirror over the sideboard and not liking what she saw. A plain face. Freckles across the bridge of a straight nose. Wide-set greenish eyes that might be called intelligent, but never beautiful. No-color hair with scarcely a wave to it. For the first time it occurred to Jane that Belinda had inherited all the looks in the family. It was a rather disconcerting thought.
But Jane’s introspection was routed, almost at once, by the ring of the telephone. Ken’s voice came over the wire. “Come on over and lend me moral support,” he begged.
“All right,” Jane promised with a chuckle. She understood, without asking, that Ken was referring to the telephone call he was planning to make to his father. “Got your speech ready? Maybe you’d better write it down.”
Then, without bothering to apply fresh lipstick, Jane sauntered across the yard and leapt the hedge as lightly as a boy. From an upstairs window a child’s voice piped, “Hi, Jane! Coming to stay with me?”
“Not tonight, Georgie,” Jane called to Ken’s four-year-old brother, who regarded his most frequent baby sitter with a sense of proprietorship.

“Why not?”

“Ken’s home. Remember?”

“Oh, yes.” The little boy pouted. “And don’t call me Georgie!”

“Georgie-Porgie, puddin’ and pie,” Jane teased.
“You heard me!” The shrill voice warned that its owner brooked no opposition. He was commonly known as a «handful» among his parents’ friends.
“What’ll I call you? Apple Dumpling?” Jane laughed back, unperturbed. “Or Vinegar Stew?”
This tickled the child’s sense of humor. “Vinegar Stew!” he shouted. “I like that.”

From the first floor came Ken’s resonant order.

“George! You’re to get in bed and go to sleep. At once!”
Jane tiptoed into the house and found Ken peering up the stair well. “Yes, Mother,” she piped meekly, and he whirled around and retorted, “Oh, shut up.”
Grinning, Jane flung herself into a worn red leather chair. The Sandersons’ living room had a cluttered, masculine look. Magazines and books were stacked haphazardly on tables and radiators. Newspapers from days past were stuffed into a fireside bucket, and the flowers on the deep window sills were long past their prime. “Audrey is a dreadful housekeeper,” Jane’s mother had once said, “but she has the disposition of a saint.”

Ken came over and slumped on the edge of the coffee table, his big, thin-wristed hands dangling helplessly between his knees.

“What’s the matter? Got stage fright?” Jane asked.

“If I have, you gave it to me.”

“Why?”
Ken’s reply was another question. “Why don’t you think Pop will go along with this deal?”
“It doesn’t sound logical, that’s why,” Jane said slowly. “I think he’d understand your wanting a hot rod. After all, you’ve been car-crazy for a couple of years now. But a Cadillac ... well!”

“It’s only three hundred dollars.”

“Only,” Jane murmured.
“That’s dirt-cheap,” Ken protested. “And another guy’s after it. Gosh, I wish Pop was home. I know I could talk him into it if I could see him face to face.”
Jane was dubious. “A Cadillac,” she repeated, trying to put herself into Mr. Sanderson’s place. “What do you need a Cadillac for?”

“Because I’ve got a job lined up for this winter. But it takes a guy with a car.”

“What’s the job?” Jane asked.
“Delivering flowers for Teasdale’s. And you know yourself you can’t make any time on a bike.”

Jane smiled, remembering the years when Ken’s bike had been the fastest, the greatest, the love of his life. But she could change with the times as well as he could.
“Not to mention balancing a basket of chrysanthemums or a potted palm,” she said.
“Golly,” murmured Ken, his eyes widening appreciatively. “I never thought of that.” He straightened up and slapped his knee. “That’s a clincher, don’t you think?”
Reluctant to quell such enthusiasm, Jane didn’t answer, but she didn’t think it a clincher at all. She listened patiently while Ken rehearsed his arguments once more; then she tucked her feet under her and sat curled in a corner of the big chair while Ken put in his long-distance call.
“Person to person. Mr. Benjamin K. Sanderson, Warwick Hotel, Philadelphia.” Ken spelled Sanderson. “No. S as in Samuel. Yep, that’s right.” His voice cracked a little on the last word, reminding Jane of the time when it had been completely unreliable, squeaking embarrassingly one minute and dropping to new low depths in the next.

“Wish me luck.” Ken crossed his fingers and looked anxious.

“I do.”
Their eyes met with candor and understanding. When it came to anything really important, Jane and Ken always backed one another up. There was a minute’s wait; then the operator said, “Here’s your party,” and Ken gulped and called, “Hello! Hi, Pop?”
Jane sat with clasped hands and listened to Ken’s side of the conversation, sharing his nervousness, anticipating Mr. Sanderson’s objections, hoping against hope ...
“You know the money I’ve been saving? Pop, I’ve got a big deal on. I’ve spotted a car.” There was a pause, during which Ken swallowed hard. “No, it’s a Cadillac.”
Jane could hear Mr. Sanderson’s whoop at the other end of the wire, and she instinctively stiffened.
“Look, Pop,” Ken was saying, “it isn’t funny. It’s a real good buy. Only three hundred bucks, and I can get a delivery job at Teasdale’s if I have a car.” There was a long pause, while Mr. Sanderson’s voice rasped indistinguishably and Ken looked increasingly miserable. “It isn’t ridiculous,” he interrupted at one point. “You ought to see it, Pop. Honest, it’s a pip!”
There was another long pause. “No,” Ken said miserably. “No, I won’t ... Look, Pop, will you do this? Will you just think it over? Over night, I mean, because another guy’s after it and I’ve only got until tomorrow.”
Mr. Sanderson’s reply was short. “O.K.,” Ken said. “Yeah, it’s hot here, too, but I guess nothing like Philly. O.K. Good-bye.”
He slapped the receiver back on the cradle and swung around, his eyes cloudy with disappointment. “Talk about blowing your top!” he muttered. “Don’t you suppose my father was ever young?”

Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to be obsessed by

2. to peer down (up)

3. to grit one’s teeth

4. to become alert

5. to count on smb

6. to pat smb (smth)

7. to fix one’s mind (on smth)

8. to bother to do smth

9. to tease smb

10. to fling oneself into a chair

11. to be after smth

12. to talk smb into smth

13. to put oneself into smb’s place

14. to change with the times

15. to be reluctant to do smth

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. Sun filtered through the leaves to caress her bare arms and legs, and the breeze made a dry, rustling sound among the branches, saying that summer was on the wane.  2. Abandoning his assumed nonchalance, Ken became suddenly alert.  3. He would fix his mind on a single project and launch himself toward it like a torpedo, oblivious to anything else.  4. Belinda had occasional spells of being taciturn and remote, when her delft-blue eyes, rounded cheeks, and sweetly curving smile were like a pretty mask.  5. Reluctant to quell such enthusiasm, Jane didn’t answer, but she didn’t think it a clincher at all.

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. Jane was completely baffled by this mania.  2. …they’ve got this Caddy, a real beat-up job.  3. “Why do you think I have been working like a beaver all summer?”  4. “Well… if you want me to put it bluntly…”  5. The shrill voice warned that its owner brooked no opposition.  6. This tickled the child’s sense of humor   7. “Because I’ve got a job lined up for this winter.”  8. Jane was dubious…  9. “That’s a clincher, don’t you think?”  10. “And you know yourself you can’t make any time on a bike.”

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. She told herself it was just so much childish prattle, but Belinda’s criticism rankled.  2. It occurred to Jane that Linda had inherited all the looks in the family.  3. “Audrey is a dreadful housekeeper but she has the disposition of a saint.”  4. When it came to anything really important, Jane and Ken always backed one another up.  5. “Talk about blowing your top!” he muttered. “Don’t you suppose my father was ever young?”

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. What is Jane like?

(romantic name; to have a plain sound; to trade lives; book life; to occur to smb; to have experiences; to grow up; uncomplicated)

2. Is she happy? What is happiness for her?

(to become aware; a tangible thing; to be compounded of; lawn mower; a languor; peace; privacy; homely; move away)

3. Who is Belinda? What changes has she undergone lately?

(a grubby girl; to stop doing; to be obsessed by; to be baffled; the baby of the family; to enter a high school; to seem odd)

4. What happened to Ken? How did Jane help him?

(a splinter; to leap the hedge; to swing from branch to branch; to run a mower; to tinker; to extract from; to present with smth; to jerk; to grit one’s teeth; to be competent)

5. What did Ken want to borrow from Jane for?

(to become alert; to change one’s mind; to confess; a beat-up job; a fair engine; to dream up; to fix smb with one’s eyes; to work like a beaver; to come up; to count on)

6. Describe Jane and Ken’s relationship. Why could Ken count on her?

(to recall; sand-pile; a stray cat; one’s excitement over smth; to take rides; to share; care for; friendly; importunate; to be embarrassed; to pretend to do; to approve of; to manage)

7. What kind of a man is Ken? Why does Jane like him? Why does she think him to be a mighty good friend?

(to approve of; to be typical of; to fix one’s mind on; to launch oneself toward; to be oblivious to smth; one’s single-mindedness; uncomplicated; to be full of enthusiasm; to treat smb as)

8. What are Belinda’s views on life? What does she criticize Jane for?

(to stay forever; a perfect age; to grumble; to move to; an old stick-in-the-mud; to be one’s age)

9. Did Belinda’s criticism rankle Jane? Describe Jane. Is she critical about her appearance?

(childish prattle; look into the mirror; a plain face; freckles; wide-set eyes; no-colour hair; to occur; to inherit; a disconcerting thought)

10. Why did Ken get stage fright before the conversation with his father? Did Jane share his nervousness?

(to get along with; to sound logical; to be car-crazy; to be after smth; to talk smb into…; to be dubious; to cross one’s fingers; to back up; to anticipate)

11. What did Ken need a Cadillac for? What arguments did he try to make for buying such a car?

(to deliver; not to make any time on; to change with the times; not to mention; a clincher; to spot; a delivery job; ridiculous; to be a pip; to think over; to be after smth)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotations from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “Come on, be a sport,” Ken urged her. “Gosh, Jenny, if I can’t count on you…”

1. What kind of people could you count on?

2. Have you ever helped other people in difficult situations? Do you think your friends consider you someone to count on?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. What is happiness for you?

2. Is it a good idea to borrow from friends or lend them? Do you agree with the saying: “If you want to keep a friend, never borrow, never lend”? Can you give examples to illustrate it?

3. What age in your opinion can be considered the perfect one? Can you agree that any age is good?

4. Do you think Ken was right asking for his father’s permission to buy a car for the money he had saved?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Кен был просто одержим идеей купить «Кадиллак».

2. Джейн посмотрела вниз сквозь зеленые ветки и позвала Кена.

3. Было очень больно, но Кен только стиснул зубы и постарался не морщиться от боли.

4. Кен знал, на Джейн всегда можно положиться.

5. Кен похлопал Джейн по плечу, стараясь успокоить ее.

6. - Не дразни свою сестру, - строго сказала мать.

7. Кен был уверен, что сможет уговорить отца купить ему машину.

8. Когда-то Кен больше всего на свете любил свой велосипед, но со временем его вкусы изменились.

9. Джейн попыталась поставить себя на место Кена, но все равно не могла понять, зачем ему нужен этот «Кадиллак».

10. Еще какой-то парень хотел купить машину, и у Кена была только ночь на раздумья.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.
Unit 2

Commentary

plaid shirt – рубашка в клетку, ковбойка (plaid – плед, ткань в шотландскую клетку)

screen door –наружная дверь с противомоскитной сеткой

Quaker village – деревня квакеров (протестантская секта, возникшая в Англии в 17 в. и в настоящее время имеющая около 200 тыс. сторонников. Общины квакеров имеются в Англии, Канаде, Вост. Африке и в США, где центром этого учения считаются штат Пенсильвания и один из главных городов штата г. Филадельфия).

He fell for it – hook, line and sinker – целиком, полностью, все вместе взятое (букв. крючок, леса и грузило)
narrow gauge trains – узкоколейные поезда (зд. модель железной дороги)

Meanie – (дет.) придира, жадина 
shackles – хомуты (тех.)
low-speed torque – вращающий момент низких оборотов (тех.)
buttonwood tree – американский платан (Platanus Occidentalis)
Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. drowsy


['drauzI]
2. abhorence

[Rb'hOr(R)ns]
3. profess


[prR'fes]
4. wager


['weIdGR]
5. covertly


['kAvRlI]
6. inadvertent

[LInRd'vR:t(R)nt]
7. sedately


[sI'deItlI]
8. impervious

[Im'pR:vjRs]
9. conspicuous

[kRn'spIkjuRs]
10. repertoire

['repRtwQ:]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

Just as Jane got out of bed the next morning, a Western Union messenger arrived at the house next door. With sleepy curiosity she watched him come and go. Maybe Mr. Sanderson had relented after all.
But when she went outside to get the morning paper a few minutes later, Ken was sitting on his front steps, a yellow telegraph blank in his hands. The deep frown that pulled his eyebrows together told her the news wasn’t good.

“Read this,” he ordered. “Great stuff!”
The night letter was fairly lengthy. “Dear son, I know you are disappointed about the car, but I want you to try to understand my point of view. At seventeen, your grandfather came to this country with nothing but the clothes on his back. By dint of hard work and thrift he was able to send me to college, so that I in turn can give you a still better chance. But we have not arrived at the stage where you can deliver flowers or groceries or anything else by Cadillac. Ask me something reasonable and you won’t get turned down.”
Jane thought it was a sensible and fatherly point of view, but she was afraid to say so. “Well”, she stalled.

“The old goat!” flared Ken.

“Kenneth Sanderson!” Jane was thoroughly shocked.
“I don’t care,” muttered the boy. “He’s being middle-aged and stuffy; that’s what he’s being. If I give up this Caddy and get a line on the kind of hot rod the other fellows buy, he’ll object to that on the theory it’s unsafe. You wait and see.”
Jane bit her lip. She was afraid Ken was right. Not long ago she had been present at one of Mr. Sanderson’s vehement speeches on the risks of riding in jalopies. “At least a Cadillac would be a heavy, sturdy sort of car, not a rattletrap held together by rubber bands and chewing gum,” she mused. “Why don’t you tackle him with that one argument and skip everything else?”

Ken shrugged disconsolately. “Wouldn’t work.”

“It’s worth a try.”

“Long-distance calls cost money,” Ken grumbled.

“So do Cadillacs,” mentioned Jane, as a parting thrust.
She took the newspaper in to her father, who was drinking his second cup of coffee, with a commuter’s eye on the clock.
“Thanks, chicken,” he said casually. “Getting tired of summer? Anxious for school to start?”

“Not really,” Jane said.
Mr. Howard wasn’t surprised. “Belinda tells me she’s ready and waiting,” he mentioned. “That’s something of a shock.”
“She thinks high school is going to be too, too utterly,” said Jane, paraphrasing one of her sister’s favorite comic strips.
Her father grinned companionably as he put his napkin on the table. “Innocence is a beautiful thing.”
“And that is an interesting phrase to toss at the morning,” said Mrs. Howard, as she came in from the kitchen. She looked drowsy and attractively youthful in her dark-blue Bermuda shorts and plaid shirt. To Jane she said, “There’s orange juice in the refrigerator, dear. Would you like an egg?” Then, without waiting for a reply, she spoke to her husband, lifting her face to be kissed. “Have a good day.”
Jane’s father patter her on the head with his folded newspaper and strode out of the room, looking well-tailored and handsome in his city clothes. “Try to get home on the six-o’clock, Mike,” his wife called after him. “We’re due at the Bancrofts’ at seven.”
The groan which preceded the slamming of the screen door was anticipated by both Jane and her mother. Their eyes met across the breakfast table and they smiled knowing that the man of the house always professed a complete abhorrence to dinner parties, especially if the guests numbered more then six.

“Is this going to be a big do?” Jane murmured.
“I’m afraid so,” her mother sighed. Then she rallied. “He’ll have a good time when he gets there. He always does.”
Jane knew, without asking, that her father was popular. His dark, almost somber good looks, enlivened by an unexpectedly boyish smile, were definitely appealing to women, and his vitality and broad range of interest in both sports and business made him well liked by most men.

If occasionally he was moody, and inclined to fret about the “good old days” when Brookfield was a Quaker village instead of a growing suburban town, his family forgave him. Linda flirted with her father and consequently he adored her, but it was Jane who really understood him. She knew she had acquired his resentment of change, his anxiety to maintain the status quo.
Jane had just finished her orange juice when the screen door slammed again, and Ken burst into the dining room. “By golly, it worked!” he shouted.

“You’re kidding!”

“Nope. He fell for it – hook, line and sinker. That was the angle all right. Something big and safe.”
“Kenneth dear, will you just sit down and stop talking in riddles,” Mrs. Howard suggested. “It’s very early in the morning and-”
“Sorry, Mrs. Howard.” Ken slipped into the chair vacated by Jane’s father. “It’s just this. I’m going to buy a Cadillac.”
Mrs. Howard set her coffee cup very carefully back in the saucer. “Now I’ve heard everything,” she said.
But Ken was so full of self-importance that adults astonishment scarcely rippled his stream of thought.
“You know that deal of ours,” he said to Jane. “It’s still all right, isn’t it? Because I told Pop ...”
“Oh, sure.” Jane glanced at her mother covertly, then nodded at Ken with great vigor, trying to indicate that this was a private affair, better conducted without adult supervision.
“What deal?” Belinda yawned from the doorway barefoot, and wearing a white towelling peignoir over her pajamas, she looked like a sleepy kitten. “Hi, everybody,” she said. “Hi, Ken.”
Ken muttered a greeting, but scarcely glanced at her. He had caught Jane’s signal and wanted to change the subject before Linda pressed the point. His tactic was to address Mrs. Howard directly. “It’s a real old job, but it’s sound,” he explained. “At least, I think so. And if it isn’t, I can take it apart and put it together again.” At this prospect his face positively glowed.
Reaching for the coffeepot, Mrs. Howard shook her head in mock despair. “That’s just dandy. I’ll wager your mother can hardly wait.”

“I haven’t told her yet,” Ken admitted. “I wanted to see Jane first.”

*
*
*

Ken’s triumphal home-coming with the Cadillac was timed with an inadvertent sense of theater. He rolled down Franklin Street between the arching maples and turned with a flourish into the Sanderson drive at exactly four in the afternoon.
This assured him of an audience, because all the small fry in the block were up from their naps, full of renewed energy and ready to welcome just such a diversion. Encouraged by George, who began to jump up and down and shout with excitement, they gathered around Ken’s great big car and swarmed over the fenders and opened and shut the doors.
“Hey, cut it out, you kids!” Ken scolded, but Jane could tell by his tone of voice that he wasn’t really displeased. She herself approached very sedately, along with her mother and Mrs. Sanderson, who had been darning socks on the Howards’ side porch.
“Well,” said Ken, like a conquering hero, “there she is!” He stuck his hands in the pockets of his khaki pants and rocked back and forth on his heels. “Not bad, eh?”
In the words was more than pride of proprietorship. They bespoke anticipation, delight, and a sense of adventure. As Ken raised the hood of the outmoded Fleet-wood sedan and began to expound on a Cadillac’s lasting virtues, Jane shared something of his feeling. A boy’s first car, she realized, was a soul-stirring experience. And to the extent that a girl can understand, she understood.
Mrs. Sanderson was patient but puzzled. “My goodness, it’s big,” she murmured. “And black. It looks a little like a hearse.”
“Hearse nothing!” retorted Ken, greatly offended. “It was a town car.”
“We live in town,” piped up George. “A Brookfield car, that’s what it is.”
Mrs. Sanderson pulled George to her and ruffed his hair affectionately. “I’m glad you’re happy about it, dear”, she said to Ken, whose head had disappeared under the hood. She was a plump, pleasant woman, whose appearance suited her maternal nature. But Jane had always thought that her first name, Audrey, just didn’t seem to fit.

“Where are you going to keep it?” Mrs. Sanderson asked.
“Right here,” came the muffled reply. “Pop can still have the garage.” He backed out from under the hood to inspect the width of the drive. “Yep. With that little Chevvy he can get around me.”
“I must say that’s generous of you,” murmured his mother, with a wink at her next-door neighbours. But Ken was impervious to such irony. “Boy,” he was muttering, “these spark plugs sure need cleaning. I can see I’m going to have a lot of work to do.”
Jane, meanwhile, was searching for something complimentary to say about this antique, in which she had a small investment. But engines were an enigma to her and the several conspicuous rust spots on the Cadillac’s body meant that the paint job wouldn’t bear mentioning. “The upholstery looks all right,” she ventured, as a last resort.
Ken’s head came up like a bird’s. “It’s perfectly good, I’ll have you know.” He rounded the car and jerked open a door. “Look at that, will you?” he invited everyone. “Not a rip, not a tear. Not even very many grease spots.”
This was an understatement, as Jane could readily see. But she looked appreciative and nodded. Maybe she could help him clean it some day, and immediately was surprised at such a housewifely inclination. Maybe ... and maybe not.
Because, as far as she could see, Ken was going to be lost to the world for days — perhaps weeks — to come. She was used to his fits of preoccupation. Once narrow-gauge trains had been his passion; then model airplane motors had engrossed him for months. Now that he was confronted with the dream of his life come true, she doubted if he’d even remember to eat.
As a matter of fact, at six o’clock that evening he was still tinkering with the Cadillac, up to his elbows in grease and utterly bemused. When Jane walked down to the dividing hedge, he greeted her without looking up. “I’m going to tear this thing down and put it together right,” he said.
Jane glanced at a bucketful of bolts, springs, and indeterminable parts. “How long will that take?”

Ken shrugged. “I’ve got till school starts.

Mildly, almost timidly, Jane asked, “You haven’t forgotten Trudy’s party tonight, have you?”
“Oh, for Pete’s sake!” Ken looked up at Jane in unconcealed annoyance. “Not tonight!”

Nodding, Jane fibbed. “I’d almost forgotten it too.”
“I’m not going,” Ken said firmly. “Why do people have parties in summer anyway?” The thought flashed across Jane’s consciousness that he sounded exactly like her father. But his next remark was typically Ken. “It doesn’t get dark until eight, and I’ve got two good hours.” He glanced lovingly at the car.

“It doesn’t matter to me,” said Jane, and meant it.

“But you’ll be in the doghouse with Trudy. You know that.”

“I’ll have Mother phone and say I’m sick, or something.”

“As though anybody will believe it.”
Ken threw down a tool and glared at Jane angrily. “Parties!” he snorted, again like her father. “What kind of deal is this?”

“A cook-out. The Blakes have that new outdoor fireplace.”

“What time?”

“Six-thirty. But we could be a little late.”
“I’m not going,” Ken announced even more firmly, after a glance at his watch. “Anyway, I haven’t got time to change.”
“O.K.,” Jane said, accepting this as final. “But don’t expect me to make your excuses. That’s up to you.”
She went back into the house, not particularly concerned. Jane was accustomed to Ken’s company – so accustomed that she rather took it for granted — but she could certainly walk over to Trudy’s alone.
In the living room, however, she was greeted by Linda, who had just come in from playing tennis. “I was on the porch while you were talking,” she said. “You ought to make him go!”
“Make him?” Jane laughed at the very idea. “How can I? Anyway, I don’t really care.”

Belinda looked at her older sister intently. “You’re joking.”

“No, I’m not,” Jane said.

“You mean you don’t really mind going to a party alone?”

“Why should I? It’s just the same old gang.”
Wondering what had impelled Belinda to press the point, Jane went on upstairs.

*
*
*

The Blake house, in a still older section of town where the houses were larger and more elaborate than on Franklin Street, was built of faded red brick, half-covered with ivy. It looked both substantial and welcoming.
Jane liked the broad center hall which bisected the ground floor and ended in a door opening on the terrace at the rear. She walked through hastily, conscious of being more than a little late, and was at once gathered into the familiar group.
“Ken called and said he couldn’t get here for supper, but he’d come along a little later,” Trudy told her at once. “He sounded very mysterious. What’s up?”
Jane didn’t want to steal his thunder. “Better ask him,” she suggested.
“Meanie,” retorted Trudy, but she smiled when she said it. Jane and she were practically best friends.
The boys were all gathered down on the lawn around the new fireplace, which Gordon Park was feeding with briquettes. A stout, rather solemn boy, he fancied that he did this thing better than anybody else.
Jack Preston and Eric Forte were eyeing the big trays of hamburgers hungrily. “Come on, Gordy,” they kept urging. “Get a move on, can’t you?” Gordon was a junior, and they were both seniors and football men, which gave them a certain prestige.
Trudy thrust a huge wooden bowl of tossed salad into Jane’s hands, and she walked down across the grass and casually joined the group. Sue Harvey and Polly Patterson were buttering rolls, and they called her to come help.
It was just like a dozen other summer parties, except that a full moon gave the scene a special glow. Jane revelled in its very normalcy. It was nice to be in a group where she knew everybody and everybody knew her.
Jane had no illusions about her own position. She wasn’t an extremely popular girl, like Polly Patterson, a good athlete and a wonderful dancer, who was therefore in constant demand. The fact that Polly was both agreeable and stunning made the girls like her, as well as the boys.

Sue Harvey, petite and red-haired, had a sense of humor that could add sparkle to any party, and she was usually the center of the gayest group. Jane herself was accepted, but she wasn’t especially sought after. She suspected quite rightly that she was known as the quiet type.
As often as not, she found herself on the side lines, along with Gordon and others who had no outstanding qualities to make them shine in a group. When she had something to say she said it, but she had no ready flow of small talk, like Sue. And she never seemed to be in on the intrigues and the consequent gossip which fascinated many of the girls.
After supper the boys burned the paper plates and stoked the fire again, while the girls carried the leftovers into the kitchen and cleaned up. When they came back into the garden, Ken had arrived, looking scrubbed and a trifle sheepish, but full of the good news about his car. Already the hotrod crowd was firing questions at him, and words like “channelled” and “shackles” and “low-speed torque” kept flying through the air over Jane’s head. The girls didn’t care what he intended to do with the car. They wanted to know what it looked like and if it would go. When they discovered that it was a Cadillac they squealed in surprise, and for half an hour Ken held the center of the stage. But eventually this and all other subjects of conversation palled. Trudy turned on the record player, and several couples danced on the terrace while the rest stayed down around the fire and started to sing. The competition of the vocal and instrumental music must have sounded highly discordant to the occasional passers-by, but nobody at the party was in the least bothered. They were all too preoccupied.
The crackle of the fire, the smell of the smoke, and the twinkle of soaring fireflies all registered themselves on Jane’s consciousness. She sat with the group of singers, humming the melody of the songs when she forgot the words, and noticed idly that Ken was dancing with Polly, then with Trudy, and laughing more than usual. He was still, she decided, riding the crest of the wave.
But he came over and joined her when the party started to break up at about eleven. “Think we’d better be going along?” he asked.
Jane was equally offhand. “If you do.” She let Ken help her to her feet, then together they walked to the terrace and said their good nights to their hostess.

“It was a lovely party.”

“One of the best.”
Out on the street, unnaturally quiet after the chatter and laughter, they waked along without speaking for almost a block. The moon, hanging like a huge butter-scotch wafer in a feathery frame of the trees, shone down on Jane’s soft hair and on the planes of her slender face. It picked up high lights on her full-skirted dress and glinted on her bare arms and throat. Far more conscious of its brilliance than she was of Ken, she reacted with a start when he spoke.

“You’re not mad at me, are you, Jane?”

“No,” said Jane, without emphasis. “No. Why should I be?”

“About this evening, I mean. Letting you down.”
Jane didn’t explain that she hadn’t felt particularly let down, that in fact she had rather enjoyed the walk over to the Blakes alone. She knew that according to Trudy or Sue she should act offended and hurt, so she would have the fun of making up. But such machinations were not in her line. She was far too forthright to be tempted by them. “It was quite all right, Ken,” she said, without rancour. “I understood – about the car, I mean.”
“It was just that ... well, I had forgotten the party. I was excited, I guess.”
“You guess?” As Jane smiled teasingly up at Ken, she felt unusually short and slight. Once they had stood almost shoulder to shoulder, but now he must be almost six feet.
Ken allowed himself to chuckle. “O.K., you win. I’ll admit I’ve never been so thrilled about anything in my whole life.” Surprisingly, and quite spontaneously, he caught Jane’s hand and tucked it through his arm. She pulled away, startled and a little embarrassed. Although the street was quite deserted, she thought it would look odd, if anyone should see them. And it wasn’t like Ken.

“What’s the matter? You are sore at me.”

It was a girl’s sort of gambit – again not like Ken Sanderson. Jane didn’t know how to retaliate. She was overwhelmed, for a moment, by a feeling of helplessness. Without speaking, she shook her head.
Then, quite unconsciously, she started to walk a little faster, but Ken held her back with a hand under her elbow; and once more his touch was so unexpected that it made her awkward and tremulous. “Slow up,” he said. “I want to talk to you.”

Jane matched her steps to his, and this time she didn’t pull away.
“I’m probably still feeling light-headed, or I wouldn’t say this,” Ken muttered, as though he were thinking out loud. “But I sort of think you ought to know ... I appreciate ... your lending me money and standing by me, and all.”
Eyes on the ground, Jane couldn’t reply, but she was genuinely touched. Speeches of this sort were not in Ken’s repertoire. It must have cost him quite an effort.

“And I want you to know, too, that... that I... think you’re swell.”
Jane’s heart began to hammer curiously, and she felt almost frightened. She scarcely realized that they had stopped walking and were standing in a pool of darkness under a huge buttonwood tree. Ken took her by the shoulders and turned her toward him. Jane was suddenly aware that he was going to kiss her – Ken!
Not that he hadn’t kissed her before — in games and in casual good nights – but this was different. This was serious, and Jane was quite unprepared. They were within a few doors of home, and her reaction was quick and instinctive. She twisted out of his grasp and ran.

Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to tackle smb with smth

2. to be inclined to do smth

3. to fall for smth

4. to talk in riddles

5. to press the point

6. to stick hands in the pockets

7. to be confronted with 

8. to change (clothes)

9. to make one’s excuses

10. to be in demand

11. to fire questions at smb

12. to be preoccupied with smth

13. to let smb down

14. to be sore at smb

15. to be overwhelmed by

16. to stand by smb

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. Reaching for the coffee pot, Mrs. Howard shook her head in mock despair. “That’s just dandy. I will wager your mother can hardly wait.”  2. “I’m going to tear this thing down and put it together right,” he said.  3. The Blake house… was built of faded red brick, half-covered with ivy. It looked both substantial and welcoming.  4. It was just like a dozen other summer parties, except that a full moon gave the scene a special glow. Jane revelled in its very normalcy.  5. The crackle of the fire, the smell of the smoke, and the twinkle of soaring fireflies all registered themselves on Jane’s consciousness.

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. If I give up this Caddy and get a line on the kind of hot rod the other fellows buy, he will object to that.  2. But Ken was so full of self-importance that adults astonishment scarcely rippled his stream of thought.  3. “It is a real old job, but it’s sound,” he explained.  4. But engines were an enigma to her.  5. Jane didn’t want to steal his thunder.  6. …She had no ready flow for small talk, like Sue.  7. He was still riding the crest of the wave.  8. Such machinations were not in her line.

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. “Ask me something reasonable and you won’t get turned down.”  2. She took the newspaper in to her father, who was drinking his second cup of coffee with a commuter’s eye on the clock.  3. She (Jane) knew she had acquired his resentment of change, his anxiety to maintain the status quo.  4. Ken was going to be lost to the world for days to come. She was used to his fits of preoccupation.  5. Sue had a sense of humour that could add sparkle to any party.  6. As often as not, she found herself on the side lines, along with Gordon and others, who have no outstanding qualities to make them shine in a group.  7. It was a girl’s sort of gambit – again not like Ken Sanderson.  8. Speeches of this sort were not in Ken’s repertoire. It must have cost him quite an effort. 

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. Did Mr. Sanderson relent and let Ken buy a car after their conversation?

(a deep frown; to be disappointed about; hard work; thrift; to arrive at the stage; to get turned down )

2. How did Ken react to his father’s decision? What main argument for buying a Caddy did Jane suggest?

(middle aged; stuffy; to give up smth; to object to; vehement speeches; a jalopy; to tackle smb with; to skip)
3. What kind of a man is Mr. Howard? What is his relationship with his daughters like? 

(handsome; an abhorrence to smth; to be popular; one’s looks; to enliven; to be appealing to; a broad range of interests; to be inclined to smth; to flirt with; to acquire; one’s resentment; the status quo)

4. What news did Ken tell the Howards? 

(to burst into; talk in riddles; self-importance; one’s stream of thought; to nod at smb; to catch one’s signal; to take apart; to put together; to wager)

5. Was Ken’s home-coming with Cadillac triumphant?

(to roll down; to assure smb of; a conquering hero; to rock back and forth; pride of; virtues; to keep a car; the width of the drive)

7. Did Jane share Ken’s joy? Why was she sure Ken was going to be lost to the world for days?

(to search for; to have an investment; an enigma; to look appreciative; an inclination; fits of preoccupation; to be confronted with)

8. Why did Ken refuse to go to the party at Trudy’s? Did Jane mind going to the party alone?

(unconcealed annoyance; to say firmly; to make smb’s excuses; to be up to; to be accustomed to; to take smth for granted; to make smb do; not to care)

9. What did Jane think of her own position among her friends?

(to have no illusions about; to be in demand; agreeable; to have a sense of humour; to be the centre of the group; to seek after; outstanding qualities; a small talk; to fascinate)

10. Did Ken impress his friends by the news about his car? Why did Jane decide he was riding the crest of the wave?

(to be full of news; to fire questions at smb; to intend to do; to squeal in surprise; to hold the centre of the stage)

11. What feeling did Jane experience on their way home? Was Ken’s behaviour unusual that evening?

(to be mad at; to let smb down; to act offended; to be thrilled about; to pull away; to be embarrassed; to be sore at; to be overwhelmed; to feel light-headed; to stand by smb; to cost smb an effort; to be unprepared; an instinctive reaction)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotation from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· Her father grinned companionably…”Innocence is a beautiful thing.”

1. Why was Belinda’s desire to go to school something of a shock to her father?

2. Was he sceptical about high school being “too utterly” for Belinda?

3. Were you happy in senior forms? What was your life like?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Do you agree with Jane that Mr. Sanderson's position was sensible and fatherly? What do you think of Ken's reaction?

2. Why didn’t Jane want her family to know about her deal with Ken? Should parents be always aware of their children private affairs?

3. Is your own position among your friends important to you? Are you popular or a “quiet type”? Which one do your prefer?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Почему бы тебе не попытаться убедить его, используя только этот аргумент? - предложила Кену Джейн.

2. М-р Ховард был склонен к воспоминаниям о старых добрых временах Брукфилда.

3. Кен сказал отцу, что это выгодное дельце, и тот клюнул.

4. Миссис Ховард попросила Кена перестать говорить загадками и объяснить, что происходит.

5. Кен быстро сменил тему разговора, пока Линда не начала настаивать на своем.

6. Кен сунул руки в карманы брюк цвета хаки и раскачивался на каблуках, с гордостью глядя на свой автомобиль.

7. Было уже поздно, и Кену было некогда переодеваться перед вечеринкой.

8. Джейн не собиралась оправдываться за Кена, если тот не придет к Блейкам.

9. У Кена было полно хороших новостей об автомобиле, и ребята буквально засыпали его вопросами.

10. Кен думал, что Джейн обижена на него за то, что он подвел ее и забыл про вечеринку.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.
Unit 3

Commentary
plaid gingham – зд. клетчатое платье из дешевой бумажной или льняной ткани

bobby pins – (амер.) заколки для волос

a wolf whistle – (амер.) свист восхищения (одобрения) при появлении красивой девушки

lectern – кафедра, пюпитр, в церкви - аналой

to go Dutch (to the movies) – платить свою часть за угощение, устроить складчину

sophomore – второкурсник

a metering rod – шток уровня масла
float gauge – поплавковый показатель уровня
Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. dirndl



['dR:ndl]
2. cherubiс



[tSR'ru:bIk]
3. cocoon



[kR'ku:n]
4. aisle



[aIl]
5. peremptorily


[pR'rempt(R)rIlI]
6. authoritatively

[O:'YOrItRtIvlI]
7. wrecked



[rRkt]
8. juvenile



['dGu:vInaIl]
9. masculine


['mQ:skjulIn]
10. thoroughgoing

['YArRLgRuIN]
11. conscienceless

['kOnSRnslIs]
12. wearily



['wIRrIlI]
13. preternaturally

[LprItR'nWtSrRlI]
14. forage



['fOrIdG]
15. prowl



['praul]
16. bravado


[brR'vQ:dRu]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

The first day of school was rainy. Jane wore an old plaid gingham; but Belinda burst out of bobby pins into golden curls, a butterfly emerging from its cocoon. She insisted, against her mother’s better judgement, on wearing a new blue-striped dirndl which made her look cherubic and accented to advantage the color of her eyes.
A general assembly was called for the first morning, and Jane watched her younger sister enter extremely late and tiptoe up and down the center aisle looking for a seat. She was a picture of sweet innocence, young, fresh, utterly unspoiled. A dozen boys scrambled to their feet to help her, and from the senior section came an undignified wolf whistle which made Dr. Harmon rap on the lectern peremptorily. The student body stood to salute the flag, and the opening session had officially begun.
Trudy, who was extremely short-sighted, was sitting next to Jane. “Something new has been added!” she whispered. “Who’s that?”
“It happens to be my sister,” Jane whispered back. “I don’t know what she thinks she’s doing.”
“Making an impression, that’s for sure. But I never realized she was so cute.”
Cute, Jane was to realize before the day was over, happened to be an inadequate word for Belinda. The junior girls, discussing her effectiveness in the lunchroom, tried to find a better one.
“Devastating’s more like it,” said Sue Harvey. “Did you see the way Gordon and Jack kept walking past the door of her home room?”

“Let’s put it calmly,” suggested Polly. “The child has charm.”

“Where’s she been hiding herself?” asked a girl from the next table.
“In eighth grade,” answered Jane with a grin. Everyone thought it amusing that her younger sister had managed to conquer the masculine element of the high school in one easy lesson, but on the whole they discounted her durability. It wasn’t unusual for a freshman girl – a new face and a new figure – to skyrocket to popularity. But the older boys soon tired of cradle snatching and came ambling back gratefully to the girls who were nearer their own age.

Belinda, however, was happily unaware that any such future might be in store for her. She came home, late in the afternoon, with shining eyes. “Oh, Mummy, I’m going to just love high school!” she cried. “I knew I would.” That night, at the dinner table, she brought up the subject of dating, demanding that it be clarified once and for all. Turning melting eyes on her father, she launched a frontal attack. “You said, didn’t you, Daddy, that once I was in high school I could go out?”
Mr. Howard had been absorbed in discussing the Princeton football schedule with his wife. “Go out?” he countered. “But you go out already. You’re out all the time.”
“Daddy. Listen! You said I could have dates. Regular dates, not just going Dutch to the movies. With boys.”
“Humph.” Mr. Howard mumbled something unintelligible and looked questioningly at his wife. To Jane he sounded slightly like a frog with a cold in its throat. She looked down at her plate, unable to stifle a grin.
“You did say something of the sort, Mike,” Mrs. Howard murmured.

“But she’s just a baby. Dates? What does the child mean?”
“I mean,” said Belinda, with astonishing firmness, “that you made me a promise. You said when I was in high school – and now I’m in high school. So there!”

“Belinda!” said her mother rather sharply.
“I’m sorry, Daddy.” Linda’s eyes lost their momentary glint and her lashes fluttered. “But you can’t break a promise. You must remember. And I’ve waited and waited.” She looked as though she might burst into tears.
Mr. Howard capitulated in such a rush that he quite forgot to say that if and when Linda had these problematic dates they were to be limited strictly to week ends, but he did stipulate that she was to get home not one minute later than eleven o’clock.

“Even from parties – dances and things?”
“Dances!” Mr. Howard roared at his wife, over Linda’s head. “She won’t be going to dances, Fay, will she?”
“Not right now, I’d think. Perhaps later on. There will be class dances, I suppose, isn’t that right, Jane?” Mrs. Howard turned to her elder daughter for help.

“I shouldn’t be surprised,” murmured Jane. She deftly refused to catch Belinda’s eye.
Retreating to the only position he could surely hold, Mr. Howard repeated, “Eleven o’clock.” Then he pounded authoritatively on the table. “That’s the limit, understand?”
Linda nodded meekly. “Yes, Daddy.” She looked very thoughtful. “Eleven o’clock’s not bad, really,” she added, after a minute. “It’s always better to be the first girl to leave a party than the last.”

*
*
*

During the two weeks before school opened Ken had been so completely engrossed with his car that Jane had seen him only in passing. For days he had been off searching for a second carburetor, the hotrodder’s “necessity.” When he finally found one, on a wrecked Cadillac ambulance, his mother spread the word to the Howards, but how he got the money to pay for it Jane didn’t, at the moment, learn.
As a matter of fact, after the night of Trudy’s party, she rather avoided Ken. When she thought of how ridiculous she had been — how juvenile! — she grew hot and cold with shame.
Lying in bed at night, she watched the moon grow old, and wondered how she could make amends. She tried to picture herself telling Ken she was sorry, that she had acted like a baby, because he had surprised her, and that she really liked him a lot.
Sometimes this sounded possible, especially on the first few vivid nights. Then Jane would feel tremulous, as though she were standing on the brink of uncertainty. All her perceptions were sharpened, yet nothing seemed quite real. The apology became almost easy, and she could imagine Ken – but no, she couldn’t! She couldn’t imagine Ken at all.
Her resolution waned with the moon. Better ignore the whole episode. Better try to go on as though nothing had happened. What had possessed Ken, anyway – suddenly going all mushy? She’d been quite right to cut and run from such foolishness. She wasn’t old enough for that sort of stuff. But a small voice somewhere far back in her consciousness told her that this was merely dodging the issue. The other girls were old enough. Sue, Polly, even Trudy, had enjoyed – and discussed – first love affairs. Of them all, only Jane had remained unswayed by some likely lad. Perhaps, she excused herself, this was because Ken was always on hand and she accepted him almost like a brother. Almost, but not quite.
Now, for the first time in her life, she found herself spying on him from the shelter of her bedroom curtains. He looked so extremely masculine, in his old work clothes, as he cleaned and examined and probed the various parts of the car.
At another time – any time before Trudy’s party – Jane would have been down in the driveway with him, holding his tools, listening to his explanations even though she didn’t understand them, and lending the encouragement of her presence. But now everything was changed.
Now, to her own disgust, Jane barely spoke to Ken when she encountered him. Her mother, noticing her attitude, asked if they had quarreled.
Linda, who happened to be present, pricked up her ears, but Jane made her eyes blank and shook her head nonchalantly. “No. Whatever made you think such a thing?”
Mrs. Howard, a wise mother, didn’t press the point. And Jane thought that maybe after school started they’d get back on their former footing. It was an unfounded hope.
She had forgotten that the first month of school could be so unbelievably hectic. New schedules, new teachers, class meetings, hockey practice – especially hockey practice – occupied Jane’s time. She was slim and fast and had played wing on the second team as a sophomore. Now she was being groomed for a first-team position, and the coach drilled her squad hard and long, three afternoons a week. September was a hot month, and Jane came home perspiring and weary, just before dinnertime.
Ken, who had equally intensive football practice, was finding less and less time to work at rebuilding his car, so every minute was valuable. If he saw Jane he called, “Hi!” or waved a tool abstractedly, but he didn’t give her any of his precious time.
It was from Mrs. Sanderson that the Howards got a thoroughgoing description of life with a Cadillac. She came over late one afternoon to borrow a baking tin and found Jane, still in her green-and-white hockey uniform, lounging on a kitchen chair while her mother sliced tomatoes for dinner.

“I think,” Mrs. Sanderson confided, “that Ken has decided to finish rebuilding his prize on our kitchen table. You know he works at night.”
“I’m not surprised.” Mrs. Howard smiled. She could afford to be amused, because she didn’t have to live in the midst of the clutter Ken produced.
“You should see my breakfast room,” Mrs. Sanderson told Jane. “If I want to set the table I have to remove a litter of metering rods, float gauges, bolts, springs, ‘idle’ screws — whatever they are — and heaven knows what. That’s why I gave Ken my big baking pan, I thought it might help keep the parts together.” She chuckled. “I’m afraid it was an ‘idle’ hope.”

“Why don’t you make him work in the garage?” Jane asked.

“He says the light’s not good enough.” Shaking her head in mock despair, though really quite entertained by the situation, Mrs. Sanderson continued. “There’s one thing I can’t understand. If this car needs two carburetors, why didn’t the engineers supply them in the first place? I must remember to ask Ben.”

“Why not Ken?” laughed Jane.
“Oh, I can’t even understand what Ken’s talking about these days,” confessed his mother. “Ben at least makes a little sense.”
She was just about to leave, baking tin in hand, when she turned back to speak to Jane. “By the way, dear, I wonder if you’d be able to stay with Georgie Friday night? We’re going in town to the theater, and I think Ken has a meeting or something; I forget what, but I gathered he wouldn’t be home.”
Stifling her first impulse to make some excuse, Jane thought, Why not? She could use the money, especially since Ken had made no indication that he intended to repay her loan in the near future. “I’d be glad to,” she said.
“That’s wonderful. Seven o’clock?” Nodding happily, Mrs. Sanderson bounced down the steps and across the well-worn path between the two yards.

*
*
*

“Bonjour, Monsieur Brown, je ne vous attendais pas pour le déjeuner,” translated Jane. She was sitting at the rather uncomfortable desk in her bedroom — the one her mother had bought in her first flush of enthusiasm for antiques.
“Ou est ma place, Madame?” Apparently Mr. Brown didn’t really care. Jane yawned, bored with the whole procedure, and wished she were as conscienceless as Belinda, who was singing to herself in the next room.
Tomorrow is Friday, she thought. Saturday morning and Sunday morning I can sleep. The first weeks of hockey did take it out of a girl. Neither Jane nor any of the rest were used to the exercise yet.
Then she remembered that tomorrow night she had promised to baby-sit next door. Oh, well, the chances were that Ken would get in at a decent hour, even if his parents didn’t.
The fact that she might have a chance to see Ken alone for a while roused her. Maybe she could straighten out, in some way or other, what she now thought of as their misunderstanding. She shut her book with a slap and looked up to find Linda standing in the doorway.

“Give up?” she asked.
“Je suis fini,” Jane corrected her, and yawned again. “Boy, am I whipped!”
Belinda came in and sat cross-legged on Jane’s bed, rubbing cold cream into her face and neck with a rosy-nailed hand.
“I thought Mother said you couldn’t wear dark polish,” Jane murmured.

“Sh! Nobody’s noticed. Give me a break.”

“What color is it?” Jane asked.

“Fatal Apple.”
“Sounds poisonous,” quipped Jane, and Belinda giggled. “Have you finished your homework, pet? Don’t tell me. Let me guess.”

“All I can do.” Belinda shrugged. “Math and I just don’t get along.”
“Or is it that Mark and you get along too well?” Jane mentioned one of the boys who had been most persistent in carrying Belinda’s books home from school.

“Mark? Poof!” Belinda blew him away with a gesture. “He’s only a freshman.”

“What are you?”
“Now, Janey, don’t be dim-witted. You know girls never like boys their own age.”

“Tell me about the older men in your life,” Jane suggested.
But suddenly Belinda turned serious. “Do you think there’s anything wrong with going out with older boys?”

“Who did you have in mind?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” Belinda parried. “Some of the boys in your crowd have been sort of nice to me.”
“Have fun while it lasts,” Jane suggested, pulling off her hockey shirt. Then, realizing that Belinda had expected something less flippant, she said wearily, “Oh, I don’t know, Lin. You’re the best judge of what you want to do. When I was a freshman, the problem just never came up. I guess I wasn’t very much interested in boys.”
Later, toweling herself dry after a shower, Jane wondered if she had let Belinda down. It was rather endearing of her younger sister to come to her, as she had several times since school started, for advice. But Jane could already see that her own experience was insufficient. She felt as though her path and Linda’s ran at angles to each other, yet there didn’t seem to be any point at which they might logically cross.
*
*
*

“How you could forget the first football rally of the season is beyond me!” Belinda said.
She and Jane were clearing the table Friday night after dinner, and for once they were both hurrying, because it was almost seven o’clock.
“It was sort of dumb, but it’s too late now,” Jane replied. “I just can’t disappoint Mrs. Sanderson.”

“Maybe Mother would take your place,” Linda suggested.

Jane shook her head. “She and Daddy are going out.”
There was nothing to do but make the best of it, and Jane was inclined to be philosophical. As she curled up against the cushions in the corner of the Sandersons’ big sofa she told herself there would be other rallies, other times when she could watch Ken shine.
For Ken was a big wheel this year, in football. He and Jack Preston and Eric Forte were the three most important men of the team, according to Polly, who always seemed to be in the know, Polly, who was playing center forward in hockey, was pretty certain to be elected captain of the first team. She and Jane usually walked home together after practice, and it was then that Jane always managed to catch up on the high-school news.
It seemed strange to think of Ken as a shining light in the senior class, when for so many years he had just been the boy next door. It was even stranger to realize that next year he would not be here at all!
Jane put this inevitable fact sternly out of her mind. She decided it was time she started living, like Linda, in the here and now. And the question of the moment was: how was she going to treat Ken when he came home from the rally? How was she going to put this silly situation straight?
It occurred to her, of course, that Ken might not recognize that there was any situation. By now he might have forgotten the whole thing.
The idea expanded in Jane’s mind with the mushroom growth of most night-time thoughts. It became a certainty by eight o’clock, and by nine Jane had decided the thing to do was to ignore bygones and be perfectly normal – casual and pleasant and interested, just as she’d always been.
This settled, she turned the pages of a magazine and waited. Unless he was going somewhere with the boys, she could expect Ken home not long after ten o’clock.
As the hour approached she became increasingly nervous. The house seemed preternaturally quiet and the night outside very dark. There wasn’t even the usual blaze of light from her own home to reassure her. In an economical moment her father must have turned out everything but the hall lamp.
George awakened just as the clock struck ten. He wanted a glass of water. When she held it for him to drink he said, “Hello, Jane. You here?”
Covering him up, she wandered downstairs again decided to turn on the radio in an effort to dispel the feeling of gloom. But just as she crossed the living room she heard voices in the street – first Linda’s, then Ken’s.
Good, she thought. They’ve come home at the same time. Now I have an excuse if I don’t want to stay. I can say Belinda shouldn’t be left alone.
Going back to the couch, she curled up again in one corner and picked up the same magazine she had put down. The voices grew louder; there came Linda’s light, tinkling laughter, and then a screen door hanged.
Now! Jane readied herself to look up with a smile as Ken came into the room. But no footsteps sounded on the porch. She waited and listened for fully a minute, but even the sound of voices had disappeared.
Could they possibly be so childish as to try to sneak up on her and scare her? If that was the game, she wasn’t going to be a sitting duck. Mrs. Sanderson had mentioned that there was coke in the refrigerator. Deciding that this would offer a logical escape, Jane started out to the kitchen. Silly kids!
But in the darkened dining room she stopped short. The lights at home had been turned on, and through the kitchen window opposite she could see Ken and Linda foraging for something to eat. They were talking and laughing, just as they had been on the street, but now they seemed to be standing in a stage set, and their gestures and expressions had an animation which said, as explicitly as words, that they were having a lot of fun.
Jane froze where she stood, and watched them. Ken seemed in no hurry to get home. He sat on the kitchen table, swinging his long legs, and ate the peanut-butter sandwiches Linda handed him; then he walked over to the refrigerator and helped himself to a glass of milk.
Apparently whatever he was talking about when he wasn’t chewing or swallowing was very amusing, because Belinda laughed a lot and kept batting her eyelashes at him, in a way she had just acquired. She wasn’t eating much herself, Jane noticed. Her entire attention was centered on Ken.
Why, she’s playing up to him, Jane realized. For a second she was completely stunned. Then she decided she really should be entertained. As though Ken would fall for that sweet-young-thing routine!
But in her mind’s eye she could see Gordon and Eric prowling back and forth outside Linda’s home room. She could hear the wolf whistle from the senior section, which had opened the first assembly. She remembered the reports of Linda’s progress, which were repeated in study hall and lunchroom — gossip to which she had listened with an elder sister’s indulgent smile.

Was Ken so very different from the rest of the boys?

Don’t be absurd, she told herself. The whole thing’s ludicrous. Ken happens to meet Linda on the way home from the rally and stops by for a snack, and I start making a mountain out of a molehill. But had he met her by chance or had the meeting been prearranged? This she couldn’t know.
Suddenly aware that she was standing in the dark spying, Jane turned on her heel and walked back to the living room. The front door was closed, but she opened it, feeling that the house was close, that she needed fresh air. Then she went upstairs to Mrs. Sanderson’s dressing table, found a lipstick and powder, and very carefully made up.
She was just coming down again when Ken sauntered into the house and flung himself into a chair. “Boy, is that kid sister of yours a lulu!” he chuckled. “Where did she get that line?”

“What line?” Jane tried to be offhand and managed to sound grim.
Ken shook his head, then burst out laughing. “Don’t ask me. All I know is she sure does give with the build-up.”
Jane picked up the schoolbooks she had brought over but left unopened, and moved toward the door. “Maybe I ought to take lessons.” Annoyance pricked through the determined lightness of the remark.

“Hey,” said Ken, his eyes twinkling impishly, “maybe you should.”
Jane gritted her teeth, knowing that this was a time to hold her tongue; but she couldn’t help retorting, “Are you by any chance trying to be funny? You could stand a few lessons yourself.”
Ken looked startled, almost apprehensive. “In what?” he asked, with an attempt at bravado.
Jane, searching for a scathing reply, looked at him sprawled in the chair. “In manners, for one thing,” she snapped: And as she stamped out of the house it never occurred to her that he might think she was still indignant about the other night.
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to be in store for smb 

2. to bring up the subject

3. to be absorbed in doing smth 

4. to turn to smb for smth

5. to see smb in passing

6. to make amends to smb for smth

7. to picture oneself doing smth

8. to be on hand

9. to encounter smb / smth

10. to prick up one’ s ears

11. to be persistent in doing smth

12. to be in the know

13. to be inevitable

14. to sneak up upon smb

15. to hold one’s tongue

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. A dozen boys scrambled to their feet to help her, and from the senior section came an undignified wolf whistle which made Dr. Harmon rap on the lectern peremptorily.  2. Then Jane would feel tremulous, as though she were standing on the brink of uncertainty. All her perceptions were sharpened…  3. …Now they seemed to be standing in a stage set, and their gestures and expressions had an animation which said, as explicitly as words, that they were having a lot of fun.  4. Why, she is playing up to him, Jane realized. For a second she was completely stunned.  5. Don’t be absurd, she told herself. The whole thing is ludicrous. 

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. …A new dirndl accented to advantage the color of her eyes.  2. To Jane he sounded slightly like a frog with a cold in its throat.  3. Her resolution waned with the moon.  4. …A small voice somewhere far back in her consciousness told her that his was merely dodging the issue.  5. Jane made her eyes blank.  6. She found Jane lounging on a kitchen chair.  7. Now, Jane, don’t be dim-witted.  8. If that was the game, she wasn’t going to be a sitting duck.  9. Jane tried to be offhand.  10. All I know is she sure does give with the build-up.

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. Belinda burst out of bobby pins into golden curls, a butterfly emerging from its cocoon.  2. …Her younger sister had managed to conquer the masculine element of the high school in one easy lesson, but on the whole they discounted her durability.  3. She’d been quite right to cut and run from such foolishness. She wasn’t old enough for that sort of stuff.  4. And Jane thought that maybe after school started they’d get back on their former footing. It was an unfounded hope.  5. Maybe she could straighten out, in some way or other, what she now thought of as their misunderstanding.  6. She felt as though her path and Linda’s ran at angles to each other, yet there didn’t seem to be any point at which they might logically cross.  7. For Ken was a big wheel this year, in football.  8. Ken happens to meet Linda on the way home, and I start making a mountain out of a molehill.

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. What impression did Belinda make on the first day of school?

(to burst out; to insist on doing; to look cherubic; to accent smth to advantage; to tiptoe up and down; to scramble to one’s feet; an undignified wolf whistle; to make an impression; to be cute; devastating; to have charm; to conquer; durability; to be in store for smb)

2. What subject did Belinda bring up after coming back from school?

Clarify; to launch an attack; to be absorbed in; regular dates; to go Dutch; to mumble; astonishing firmness; to break a promise; burst into tears; roar at smb; turn to smb for help)

3. Why did Jane avoid Ken after the night of Trudy’s party? Did she feel sorry about her behaviour?

(to be ridiculous; to be juvenile; to make amends; to picture oneself; to surprise smb; to stand on the brink of uncertainty; to wane; to cut; a small voice; to be old enough for; to be on hand)

4. How has Jane and Ken’s relationship changed?

(to spy on smb; to lend the encouragement; to one’s disgust; to encounter smb; to press the point; to get back on; to have intensive practice; to be valuable; to give smb time)

5. Who did the Howards get a description of life with a Cadillac from?

(to confide; to remove a letter; a baking pan; an “idle hope”; in despair; to supply; to confess)

6. Why did Jane agree to baby-sit next door?

(to stifle one’s first impulse; to make an excuse; to make no indication; to repay a loan)

7. What problems bothered Belinda? Could Jane help her?

(to get along; to be persistent in doing; dim-witted; to be wrong with; to have fun; to let smb down; to be endearing of smb; insufficient experience; to run at angles)

8. How was Jane going to put the silly situation straight?

(to treat smb; to occur; to expand in smb’s mind; with the mushroom growth; to ignore; to be casual)

9. What did Jane happen to know about her sister and Ken?

(to bang on the porch; to sneak up on smb; to be a sitting duck; to stop short; to stand in a stage set; to have fun; to freeze; to swing one’s legs; to help oneself to smth; to be amusing; to acquire; to centre on)

10. What thoughts tortured Jane while she was watching Ken and Linda?

(to play up to; to fall for; in one’s mind; the wolf whistle; to listen to gossip; to be absurd; to be ludicrous; to make a mountain out of a molehill; to meet by chance)

11. What kind of conversation did Jane have with Ken after his coming back from rally? What accounted for her annoyance?

(to get a line; to burst out laughing; to take lessons; to prick through; a determined lightness; to hold one’s tongue; to look startled; with an attempt at; for one thing; to occur; to be indignant about)
Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotations from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “Have fun while it lasts,” Jane suggested.

1. Was Jane serious suggesting this?

2. Can it be a credo of yours?

3. What is your idea of fun?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Do you think time limit is necessary for children when they go out? Do you obey your parents when they ask you to come home “not later than…”?

2. Is age gap important in people’s relationship? What people are interesting to you (your age, younger, older)?

3. What did Jane mean saying that Ken should take lessons in manners? Was she really indignant about the other night? What might Ken think of these words?

4. Can you always follow the advice: “First think, then speak.”, or do you rather feel like acting on impulse?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Белинда не осознавала, что ее может ожидать такое будущее.

2. За обедом Белинда подняла вопрос о свиданиях с мальчиками. 

3. Кен был всецело поглощен ремонтом своего «Кадиллака», и Джейн видела его только мельком.

4. Джейн решила, что нужно как-то загладить вину за свое нелепое поведение.

5. Джейн попыталась представить себе, как она извиняется перед Кеном за то, что вела себя как ребенок.

6. Кен всегда был рядом в трудную минуту, и Джейн воспринимала его почти как брата.

7. Линда тут же насторожилась, когда речь зашла о Кене, но Джейн замолчала и вышла из комнаты.

8. Полли, казалось, всегда была в курсе событий, и Джейн удавалось узнать от нее последние школьные новости.

9. Джейн думала, что Кен и Белинда хотят незаметно к ней подкрасться и напугать ее.

10. Джейн сжала зубы, понимая, что сейчас лучше попридержать язык за зубами.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.

Unit 4

Commentary
fraternities – зд. студенческие братства, ассоциации студентов (часто обозначались буквами греч. алфавита, напр. Фи-Бета-Каппа)

a dogwood tree – кизил (Cornus Gen.), свидина кроваво-красная (Cornus Sanguinea)

Indian summer – бабье лето
a newsreel – ролик новостей 

a feature - художественный фильм
to hunt big-game – охотиться на крупную дичь

the handwriting on the wall – (библ.) письмена на стене; зловещее предзнаменование: to see~, read~ - увидеть признаки надвигающегося несчастья.

a marquee – большая палатка, шатер, тент

a dime – 10-цент. монета

pronto –  быстро, живо, скоро (исп. pronto = quickly)

a shoetree – колодка для сохранения формы обуви

loafers – мягкие кожаные туфли типа мокассин

Great Scott! – Черт возьми! Вот те на!

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. boudoir

['bu:dwQ:]
2. mediocre

['mI:dIRukR]
3. maple

['meIpl]
4. confidante

[kOnfI'dWnt]
5. contretemps

['kO:NtrRLtQ:N]
6. ruefully

['ru:fulI]
7. vehemently

['vI:ImRntlI]
8. vicariously

[vaI'keRrIRslI]
9. suffuse



[sR'fju:z]
10. instantaneous
[Linst(R)n'teInjRs]
11. precocious

[prI'kRuSRs]
12. subtle

['sAtl]
13. sanctuary

['sWNktjuRrI]
14. quartet

[kwO:'tet]
15. implacable

[Im'plWkRbl]
16. perversely

[pR'vR:slI]
17. audibly

['O:dRblI]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

Humming merrily to herself, Belinda was cleaning up the kitchen when Jane came into the house. “Hi,” she called as soon as she heard her sister’s step. “You missed a good rally. Ken made a speech.”
Jane was still seething at Ken’s parting thrust. She was used to being teased, but this, she considered, was very unfunny. It made her feel like one of Cinderella’s ugly stepsisters, a role for which she did not care. She stood in the hall and bit her lip.

“Hey, Jane, did you hear me? Ken made a speech.”

“I’ll bet he was just terrific,” Jane said acidly.
Belinda appeared in the doorway with a dish towel and glass in her hands. “He was, as a matter of fact,” She looked at her sister quizzically. “What’s the matter? Are you mad because he brought me home?”
The direct approach took Jane completely by surprise. It was the last thing she expected. Caught off guard, she overdid her denial. “I couldn’t care less.”

“Because if you are –”
Jane didn’t wait to hear the end of the sentence. “I haven’t any strings on Ken Sanderson,” she interrupted. “If you want him you’re welcome to him. But why anybody would want him,” she added, as she stamped upstairs, “is more than I know.”
A few minutes later, flinging her clothes angrily at a boudoir chair, Jane could have wished that pique had not made her so reckless. But now it was too late. She got into bed and turned out the light before Linda came upstairs.
She was still awake, an hour and a half later, when her parents came home. She could hear them arguing about something as they came upstairs. Her mother’s voice sounded half-amused, half-chiding. “Really, Mike,” Jane heard her say, “I do think you spend too much time with Helen Bancroft. Not that I mind, but Ernie has been known to get sore.”
Jane’s father chuckled. “What d’you think he’ll do – invite me to a duel at dawn?”
Her mother laughed, and her next remark was muffled by the closing of the bedroom door. Jane sighed and turned over. Grown-up disagreements always sounded so civilized. They never seemed to get really upset about things.
By the next morning she had not only forgotten this overheard scrap of conversation; even her own rancor had dwindled. It was a beautiful day. Trudy called and asked her to play tennis, and Jane agreed with alacrity.
“Think you could pry Ken loose from his car? I just met Bob Wright downtown and he asked me to try to get up some doubles.”
“I don’t think there’s a chance,” Jane said. She didn’t tell Trudy that she wasn’t in the mood even to make an attempt.
In the end they got Gordon as a fourth. He played a mediocre game, and Bob and Trudy beat Jane and her partner two straight sets. At noon, when they had to give up the court to some senior members, they all went back to the clubhouse porch and lounged around for half an hour, drinking cokes and talking. Bob was a freshman at the university this year — a commuting freshman, he called himself — and he was full of conversation about fraternities.
Greek letters, either singly or in combinations of three, meant little or nothing to Jane, and she was astonished at the intelligent questions Trudy asked. She herself couldn’t find much to say, and was rather relieved when the session broke up.
Trudy and Jane walked home together along the shady streets, while the boys went off on some errands. The maples were still green, but the dogwood trees were beginning to show color. Birds twittered among their branches, pecking at the bright red berries. Indian summer was almost over, and there was a slight nip in the air.
Like most good friends, the two girls usually had a dozen things to talk about, but today Jane felt a trifle constrained. She needed a confidante and would have liked to blurt out to Trudy the story of her contretemps with Ken, but pride kept her silent. Jane had never been one to spill her troubles. She had too much natural reserve.
Trudy, however, was quite unaware that Jane was feeling ill-used or unhappy about anything. She had a bubbly, outgoing disposition, and uppermost in her mind at the moment was the coming election of the yearbook staff. At Brookfield High it was traditional for the juniors to act as editors. The seniors were considered far too busy with more important things.

“I’d like to be art director,” Trudy said, with complete candor. “And I wish you’d get yourself elected literary editor. I think it would be heaps of fun to work together, don’t you?”
Jane nodded. Her eyes brightened at the very thought. In the back of her mind she had been cherishing a hope that some day she’d have a chance to work on the year-book. But literary editor — that was one of the big jobs!
Trudy became aware of her hesitation. “What’s the matter?” she asked.
“I just don’t think I’m popular enough to get elected,” Jane admitted ruefully.
“What’s popularity?” asked Trudy, who had never felt its lack. “It’s ability that counts.”
Jane wasn’t so sure. She remembered last year’s staff, and it seemed to her that personality rather than talent had brought in the votes.

“Anyway,” Trudy continued, “you could be popular if you tried.”

“How do you try to be popular?”
Trudy’s brown eyes widened. “Why, you work at it,” she said. “Like anything else. You’re nice to everybody and you smile a lot and act interested.”

Jane chuckled. “The way you put it, it sounds easy.”
“It is easy,” Trudy insisted. She stopped and tightened one of the screws on her racket press, then regarded her best friend thoughtfully. “D’you know something, Jane? I don’t think you make enough effort.”
“Oh, for Pete’s sake!” Jane began to feel acutely uncomfortable. First Ken, now Trudy. If they had conspired to knock the props out from under her they couldn’t have done a better job.

“I’m sorry.” Trudy backtracked hastily. “I didn’t mean ...”
But Jane refused to be mollified. “I think trying to be things you aren’t is just plain silly. Why can’t people just be themselves?” She put the question so vehemently that Trudy looked startled. At that Jane burst out laughing. “Don’t mind me. I’m edgy today, for some reason, or other. How about going to the movies tonight, or do you have a date?”
*
*
*

The Brookfield Theater was small, and as usual it was crowded on Saturday night. Jane and Trudy missed the newsreel and cartoon, but arrived in time for the feature and found two seats on the side, feeling their way along in the sudden dark.
For an hour and a half they lived vicariously the life of a glamorous heroine who was big-game hunting in the wilds of Africa. When the picture ended and the lights flashed on, Jane slowly came back to reality. She and Trudy looked at each other. “Good, wasn’t it?” they asked simultaneously.
People began to stream up the aisles, but the girls decided to wait for the newsreel they had missed. They nodded to passing friends and waved casually to Polly and Jack Preston, who were seated in the center section of the same row.
Suddenly Jane stiffened. Borne in on the wave of the second-show crowd, who always had to scramble for seats, were Belinda and Ken Sanderson. For a second she couldn’t believe her eyes. Instinctively she searched for someone else with whom either of them might be. But then Linda turned and smiled up at Ken in a way that made it unmistakably plain that he was her date.
At the same instant the lights went out, hiding the hot flush which swept up Jane’s neck and suffused her face. She sat in the providential darkness as still as a stone, but her breath came in sharp, frenzied jerks. Hate swept over her, instantaneous and devastating. It blotted out the first overwhelming shock. She felt betrayed by both her sister and Ken, but most of all by Linda! Every bit of sisterly affection she had ever felt was torn to shreds. Her nails bit into the palms of her hands. To think that Belinda had dared to do this!
Never before had Jane known such humiliation. The scene witnessed in the kitchen last night had been unnerving, but it hadn’t prepared her for this! What a fool she had been to miss the handwriting on the wall. Why, just this noon, when she came home from playing tennis, Linda had been next door cooing over the Cadillac she hadn’t even bothered to look at last week! But even this Jane discounted, thinking that Ken just considered her little sister a precocious and amusing child.
A dozen signposts had pointed the way and Jane had ignored them all – all! She remembered scraps of conversation – Belinda asking innocently, “Do you think there’s anything wrong with going out with older boys?”
Oh, but she had been subtle — sly and subtle. Jane remembered with fury the mock innocence with which she had inquired, last night, “Are you mad because he brought me home?”
But worst of all, Jane thought, was her own reckless throwing away of the hand Linda had dealt her. “If you want him, you’re welcome to him,” she had said with a shrug.
“If you want him ...” Well, Linda had wanted him, all right, and she hadn’t been twenty-four hours in taking possession. Jane could imagine people’s reaction. She’d be a laughingstock among her whole crowd. This was almost the worst blow of all – that others should know. That Ken and Linda would be seen, here at the movies, in the drugstore sitting over sodas, anywhere the coke crowd congregated. Jane didn’t think she could bear it.
“Ready to go now?” Trudy’s voice seemed to come from a great distance.
Jane nodded and got up, surprised that the feature film was beginning again. She had sat through the past fifteen minutes without seeing a thing on the screen. As she followed Trudy up the aisle she felt weak, as emotionally spent as though she had been in a severe accident. All she could think of was getting away, getting home.
Home. The word stopped her short. At home her mother and father were playing bridge with the Sandersons. And they all knew! She’d never be able to face them, never. She thought for a moment, childishly, that maybe she should run away.
Outside, under the brilliantly lighted marquee, two of Linda’s friends were standing together talking. Both Liza and Sally were frequently at the Howards’ house, and they smiled pleasantly at Jane, but she barely spoke to them. Did they know, too?
Oblivious to the interchange, Trudy was turning toward the drugstore. “How about a chocolate milk shake? I’m starved.”
“I don’t think so – not tonight. I’ve got to get home.” Jane’s voice sounded tight and strained.
Surprised, Trudy turned to look at her. “What’s the matter? You look sick.”
Jane snatched at the cue. “I’m not feeling very well,” she admitted. “Look, Trudy, I’ll call you in the morning. I think I’d better run.”
Run she did, the minute she was out of sight. She streaked through the dark streets like a fugitive, slowing down only when she thought the headlights of a passing car might pick her out.
But when she turned into Franklin Street and the house was at last in sight, she couldn’t brave the four adults in the living room. Quietly she crept along the hedge to the back yard and, disregarding the fact that she was wearing a good dress, she climbed the walnut tree to the place that had once been hers and Ken’s. If there had been anywhere else to go she would have gone there, but there wasn’t; this was the last resort.
Jane lay on the platform and pounded the worn boards with her fist, but she didn’t cry. She couldn’t afford to appear tear-stained or red-eyed. That would be the ultimate disgrace. Finally, after what seemed like hours, her heart stopped pumping so hard and she could begin to think.
There was only one thing to do. From the beginning she must have realized it. She would have to pretend that she didn’t care. No, she would have to do more than pretend. She would have to learn not to care. But while she was learning she’d have to convince everyone else that, really, she was amused by Ken’s being attracted to her younger sister. “He’s got himself an old car and a new girl,” she’d say, and somehow she’d manage to laugh.
But had she herself ever really been his girl? Hadn’t they just drifted together because it was the easy thing to do? In former years, of course, they had been inseparable. Even this past summer it had been easy to take Ken for granted — easy and foolish, as she was now finding out.
What was it that Trudy had said just this morning? “You don’t make enough effort.” Maybe, Jane thought sadly, Trudy was right after all. But how did Trudy and Polly and the other successful girls know what to do to attract a boy? How could she ever have been any different with Ken –anymore than good friends? That was what she had been, certainly – a friend who shared his triumphs and his woes and even loaned him money. The thought that he owed her that thirteen dollars and sixty-five cents made his infamy, in Jane’s eyes, double. Never again, no matter what happens, she promised herself. Never, never again! He could be begging, starving, crawling on his knees, and she wouldn’t loan him a thin dime.
Twin carburetors indeed! He had no right to have bought a second anything until he paid back his debt. Well, she’d get her money – and pronto. She’d say she just had to have it. She didn’t care if he had to sell the whole car to raise the cash.
Still fuming (anger at least made humiliation bearable), Jane finally climbed down the tree. Again she crept along the hedge in the darkness, then let her feet slap noisily on the concrete sidewalk as she made her second approach.
But still she couldn’t gather the courage to march into the living room. She rounded the house on the brick walk and slammed the back door behind her. To further announce her arrival, she opened and shut the refrigerator, although she couldn’t swallow a drop of the milk she poured into a glass. No matter! It went down the drain, and she ran cold water into the sink.
Time was getting short now, as she could see by the kitchen clock. Ken and Belinda might come in any minute. She had to get upstairs. The old-fashioned back stairs leading from the kitchen to a landing were a help. She ran up and paused for barely an instant at the halfway point, calling the expected good night to the quartet at the bridge table. Her mother, who was doubling five hearts, looked up and smiled. “Good night, dear. Was the movie good?”
“Terribly,” Jane said, although by now she had even forgotten its title.

“Come on down,” her father suggested, “and give me a kiss.”
“I’m too tired.” She blew him a kiss from where she stood and raced on upstairs. Never had the sanctuary of her room been so welcome. She wished she never would have to leave it again.
Without turning on a light Jane undressed, not flinging things helter-skelter as she had last night, but hanging her dress with neat precision on a hanger and carefully putting shoe trees in her loafers, as though this were the last time she might ever do these commonplace things. Talk and laughter floated up from the living room with astonishing clarity, so superficial that at any other time it would have been lulling.

“Two hearts.”

“Three clubs.”

“Pass.”

“Mike, you can’t pass!”
“Let’s make this the last rubber.” This came from Mr. Sanderson, with an ill-concealed yawn.
Jane opened the window and got into bed, curling into a tight ball of misery, her knees against her chest. She tried to imagine getting up tomorrow morning, greeting the family – facing Belinda, living through the hours until Monday.

Monday morning – that meant school!
By then everybody in Brookfield would know. Taking a girl to the movies in this town was like posting a billboard. By then Jane would have to be sufficiently composed to face the music without giving herself away. That this would mean severe self-discipline, she was already aware. Inevitably she cringed at the thought of the mortification she was bound to endure, but she was practical enough to know that there could be no more running and hiding. Somehow she’d have to develop a convincing front.
Voices from the street drifted up through the open window, cutting through the bridge talk downstairs. In spite of herself Jane began to tremble. Linda and Ken were coming.
Despising herself for doing it she slipped out of bed and crept to the window, dropping to her knees and peering out. Darkness enfolded and concealed her, but she was ashamed of her own implacable curiosity. That she should be reduced to this!
Nevertheless, she watched and listened perversely, although she couldn’t catch more than a word or two. The street light illumined Ken strolling along with his hands in his jacket pockets, looking down at Belinda, who was shorter by almost two feet. His hair, as usual, was rumpled, and Jane could even see that he was wearing his birthday-present sport shirt, a yellow gabardine. He looked relaxed and cheerful and unhurried, as Jane had seen him look a hundred times. But never before had she noticed that he was so attractive. Never had she considered that some day he might become a rather handsome man.
Belinda, who had on a pleated skirt and a pale blue sweater with the sleeves pushed above the elbows, was making a jingling noise with her charm bracelets as she gesticulated to illustrate something she was saying. Her hair shone like spun gold against the arc of light and her face, as heart-shaped as a kitten’s, looked smooth and untroubled. She paused on the sidewalk, and Ken stopped too, apparently answering a question she had asked him.
Jane strained to catch the words, but they had lowered their voices and were talking seriously now, standing facing one another. Belinda appeared especially diminutive and fragile from this distance, and Jane had to acknowledge that she also looked very pretty, in a bisque-doll sort of way. Envy, hard and cold as a knife blade, struck her unexpectedly. Never in her life could she look as appealing as that.
While Jane waited, heartsick, the pair moved, almost reluctantly, up the walk to the front steps. Jane lost sight of them then, but her imagination supplied the details. After some hesitation, Ken apparently came on up with Linda to the front door.
The sound of its opening combined with Belinda’s bright “Hello, everybody. Still at it?” as Jane tiptoed back to bed. Then Mr. Sanderson’s hearty voice bellowed, “Hi, kids, come on in.” Bluntly, and completely audibly, he added, “Great Scott, it’s the right boy but the wrong girl!”
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to take smb by surprise

2. to catch smb off guard

3. to invite smb to a duel

4. to be in the mood to smth

5. to lounge around

6. to spill one’s troubles [spilt-spilt]
7. to cherish a hope

8. to tear to shreds

9. to be a laughingstock

10. to take smb/smth for granted

11. to raise the cash

12. to gather the courage to do smth

13. to blow smb a kiss

14. to face the music

15. to give away

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. Birds twittered among their branches, pecking at the bright red berries. Indian summer was almost over, and there was a slight nip in the air.  2. Trudy had a bubbly, outgoing disposition, and uppermost in her mind at the moment was the coming election of the yearbook staff.  3. At the same instant the lights went out, hiding the hot flush which swept up Jane’s neck and suffused her face.  4. Darkness enfolded and concealed her, but she was ashamed of her own implacable curiosity. That she should be reduced to this!  5. Her hair shone like spun gold against the arc of light and her face, as heart shaped as a kitten’s, looked smooth and untroubled.  6. Belinda appeared especially diminutive and fragile from this distance, and Jane had to acknowledge that she also looked very pretty, in a bisque-doll sort of way.

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. I haven’t any strings on Ken Sanderson.  2. She [Jane] would have liked to blurt out to Trudy the story of her contretemps with Ken.  3. Don’t mind me. I’m edgy today.  4. Linda smiled up at Ken in a way that made it unmistakably plain that he was her date.  5. It blotted out the first overwhelming shock.  6. But even this Jane discounted…  7. Jane snatched at the cue. “I’m not feeling very well,” she admitted.  8. Jane undressed, not flinging things helter-skelter as she had last night.  9. Jane would have to be composed to face the music without giving herself away.  10. Never in her life could she [Jane] look as appealing as that.
Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. Bob was a commuting freshman, he called himself, and he was full of conversations about fraternities.  2. Jane had never been one to spill her troubles. She had too much natural reserve.  3. If they had conspired to knock the props out from under her they couldn’t have done a better job.  4. …When she turned into Franklin Street and the house was at last in sight, she couldn’t brave the four adults in the living room.  5. Taking a girl to the movies in this town was like posting a billboard.  6. Somehow she [Jane] would have to develop a convincing front. 

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. Why did Jane feel like one of Cinderella’s ugly stepsisters when she and Belinda spoke about Ken? Did she regret being reckless during the conversation?

(to seethe at; to tease; not to care; to bite one’s lip; to make a speech; to bet; to say smth acidly; to take by surprise; to catch off guard; to overdo; to have strings on smb)

2. Did Jane blurt out to Trudy the story of her contretemps with Ken? Was Trudy aware that Jane was feeling ill-used? 

(a confidante; to blurt out; contretemps; to spill one’s troubles; natural reserve; to feel ill-used; outgoing disposition; to be in one’s mind)

3. What did Jane and Trudy speak about on their way home? What did Trudy mean by saying that Jane didn’t make enough effort?

(an art director; a literary editor; in the back of one’s mind; to cherish a hope; to admit; to count; to act interested; to sound easy; to make enough effort; to feel uncomfortable; to knock the props out from under smb; to burst out laughing; to be edgy)

4. Why did Jane suddenly stiffen at the Brookfield Theatre? What did she understand?

(a newsreel; a feature; to stream up the aisles; to wave to smb; to scramble for seats; to believe one’s eyes; to make smth plain; to be smb’s date)

5. Was Jane stricken in her soul by seeing Ken and Belinda together? What did she feel?

(to sweep up; to suffuse; to sweep over; to feel betrayed; to feel sisterly affection; to tear to shreds; to bite into; to dare to do; to witness a scene; to miss the handwriting on the wall; to bother to do; to discount)

6. What did Jane curse herself for? What was the worst blow to her?

(a signpost; to point the way; to ignore; to be sly and subtle; to throw away; to deal a hand; not to be twenty-four hours in doing smth; to be a laughingstock; to bear smth)

7. Why could Jane go neither to the drugstore nor home after the movies? Where did she go?

(to feel weak; to be emotionally spent; to sound tight and strained; to look sick; to snatch at the cue; to brave smb; to creep along the hedge; to climb a tree)

8. Why didn’t Jane cry in her shelter? What patterns of behaviour with her friends was she thinking over?

(to pound smth with one’s fist; to afford to do; to be disgrace; to pump hard; to pretend; not to care; to be amused by; to be attracted to)

9. What conclusions as far as her friendship with Ken is concerned did Jane come to?

(to drift together; to be inseparable; to take smb for granted; to make effort; to share; to loan money)

10. Why did Jane decide to get the money she had loaned Ken back? Did she really need it?

(to make double; to beg; to crawl on one’s knees; to pay back one’s debt; to raise the cash; to fume)

11. Why did Jane wish she never would have to leave the sanctuary of her room?

(to be commonplace things; to greet smb; to face smb; to take smb to the movies)

12. Did Jane despise herself for peering out at Ken and Belinda? What did she see? What feelings struck her?

(to tremble; to despise smb for smth; to slip out of bed; to creep; implacable curiosity; to be reduced to; to stroll along; rumpled hair; to look relaxed; to be attractive; to have smth on; a heart-shaped face; to look smooth; to strike; to look appealing)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotations from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotations. Support your viewpoint.

· “What is popularity?” asked Trudy, who had never felt its lack. “It’s ability that counts.”

1. What qualities are necessary to be popular? Could any person be popular if he (she) tried?

2. What is it like being popular? What are the good and bad points?

· “I think trying to be things you aren’t is just plain silly. Why can’t people just be themselves?” [Jane]

1. Is it necessary to try to become another kind of person to gain popularity among your friends?

2. Would you prefer to make effort to be popular or remain what you are?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Worst of all for Jane was that ”others should know”. Is it important to you what people say about you and your behaviour? Does it affect you?

2. Do you approve of Jane’s decision to “develop a convincing front”?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Вопрос Белинды застал Джейн врасплох.

2. Джейн была не в настроении приглашать Кена на игру в теннис.

3. Джейн была не из тех, кто с легкостью делятся своими проблемами, и она не сказала Труди о своих сложных взаимоотношениях с Кеном.

4. В глубине души Джейн питала надежду, что она когда-нибудь станет литературным редактором ежегодника.

5. Джейн знала наверняка, что она будет посмешищем для всех ребят.

6. Еще совсем недавно Джейн было легко воспринимать Кена, как нечто само собой разумеющееся.

7. Кен понимал, что ему будет трудно собрать деньги, чтобы заплатить долг.

8. Джейн не могла собраться с духом, чтобы пройти в гостиную, и вошла в дом с заднего хода.

9. Она послала отцу воздушный поцелуй и побежала наверх.

10. Джейн твердо решила, что к понедельнику она будет готова храбро встретить критику, не выдавая своих чувств.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.

Unit 5

Commentary

football togs – футбольная форма

fender – крыло (автомобиля)

calypso music – музыка калипсо (муз. стиль островов Вест-Индии, известный также как “soca music”, или soul calypso)

Trinidad steel bands – оркестры, играющие на стальных бочках, канистрах и т.п. (первоначально возникли на Карибских о-вах, а Тринидадский оркестр получил всемирную известность)

a novel off-beat rhythm – непривычный синкопированный ритм (off-beat – синкопа, или усиление слабой доли)

It’s a dilly! – (разг.) Прелесть! Чудо!

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. languor



['lWNgR]
2. tweezer



['twI:zR]
3. chrysanthemum

[krI'sWnY(R)mRm]
4. mileage



['maIlIdG]
5. vicious



['vISRs]
6. fortuitous


[fO:'tjuitRs]
7. twirl



[twR:l]
8. impervious


[Im'pR:vjRs]
9. enmity



['enmItI]
10. feign



[feIn]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

When she went to school on Monday morning Jane discovered that personal disaster’s one solace lies in its modifying adjective. She found that nobody was apt to take her troubles as seriously as she did herself. In fact, nobody seemed to pay special attention to her at all. There was no hushed gossip among the girls – at least, none that she was aware of – and not a curious glance was cast her way. Trudy asked thoughtfully if she was feeling better, and Jane said, “Yes, much better, thanks.”
As a matter of fact, the lump in her stomach was less like concrete. It was still very solid, but she could live with it – at least for certain intervals of time.
The magnificent early-October day – crisp, clear, invigorating – had a part in this temporary cure. Hockey practice was called for three-thirty, and Jane threw herself into the game with new fervor. Playing wing, with Polly as center forward, she streaked down the field whenever she got the ball, setting a taxing pace for the line and completely confounding the opposing second team. Running off the pent-up emotion of the past two days, she treated the ball as a weapon, and every time she made a goal she felt a sense of revenge.
Polly praised her extravagantly. “You’ve got this crowd moving!” she panted. “Fine stuff. You’re really fast!”
At the end of the afternoon the coach brought the squad back to the gym for a meeting. As anticipated, Polly was elected captain, and Jane was slated to play right wing in the line-up for the first game of the season, on Friday afternoon, against Carlinville, a nearby industrial town.
“Don’t expect an easy victory,” Coach Glover warned them. “It’s bound to be a tough game. The Carlinville girls are very serious about hockey. They work hard, and they play to win.”
Polly and Jane walked part way home together as usual. Their cheeks were still pink from exercise; and Polly, at least, felt a sense of well-being. “I love autumn,” she said. “I think it’s the very best season of all.”
Jane was a summertime girl. She enjoyed its languor. But she understood that Polly’s vigor found its complement in the brisk, clear air. She tried to put this into words, and Polly listened sympathetically but then laughed at her. “There was nothing lazy about you today!”
It helped a little to be praised, to be needed. Jane walked on toward Franklin Street with her head held deliberately high. There was more than one fish in the Brookfield ocean. She wasn’t going to let Ken Sanderson get her down.
At home there was nobody in the living room, but when Jane went on upstairs with her schoolbooks she found Liza Haddon and Sally King sitting on Linda’s bedroom floor, manicuring their nails. Belinda herself was occupied with an eyebrow tweezer and a magnifying mirror. They had been talking in whispers and giggling, but when Jane appeared in the hallway they broke off.

“Hi,” Jane called, doing her best to sound casual.
“Hello,” and “Hi there,” Linda’s guests called back. Linda herself looked up and said, “Hockey again? How you stand it, every day in the week ...”

“I like it,” Jane said truthfully. She went into her own room and dumped her books on the bed, then peeled off her uniform and changed to a pair of clean shorts and a shirt. The whispered conversation in Linda’s room had resumed, but she tried to ignore it. Whistling a popular tune, she ran downstairs.
Her mother had just come in with two great cartons of groceries. “Goodness, I’m late!” she cried, glancing at the kitchen clock. “Be a lamb, Jane, and go cut some chrysanthemums for the dining-room table, I meant to do it before I left; then I forgot.”
It took Jane a few minutes to find the garden shears. By the time she went out to the back yard dusk had fallen, dimming the colors of the flowers and giving the lighted houses a friendly, welcoming look. There was nothing friendly, however, in the conversation that was going on next door. Ken, in his football togs, was standing outside the garage talking to his father, who had pushed his hat to the back of his head and was resting his briefcase on a fender of the Cadillac.
“But, look, Pop,” Ken was saying. “Have a heart. Just look at it this way –”
“Suppose you look at it this way for a change,” his father cut in. “Tell me one thing. Why do you need two carburetors?”
“They step up the pickup and mileage, because they give better gas distribution to the cylinders,” Ken explained quickly. “They’re putting twin carburetors on lots of the new cars.”
“This isn’t a new car!” Mr. Sanderson roared. “It’s an old, beat-up job for which you paid three hundred bucks too much, and it’s going to cost you a thousand before you’re through if you don’t watch your step!”

“But, Pop –” Ken began in a conciliatory tone.
“Don’t ‘but-Pop’ me, young man! You keep quiet and listen. Twin carburetors will use double the amount of gas. Right?”
“Well, maybe,” admitted Ken, prepared to launch into counterargument.
“Right!” his father retorted, giving him no chance. “Double the amount of gas. Who’s going to buy that? And don’t tell me you need twin carburetors to deliver flowers for Teasdale’s. I never heard such a pack of nonsense in my life.”
Jane snipped chrysanthemums busily, pretending to ignore the controversy. She told herself that she wasn’t a bit sorry to find Ken on the carpet, It was what he richly deserved. When Mr. Sanderson stamped into the house slamming the back door behind him, she shifted position so that she could see Ken, standing crestfallen beside his Cadillac. Quite unaware of Jane’s presence, he was looking moodily down at his shoes. For several seconds he stood quite still, then impulsively gave the nearest tire a vicious kick.
Carrying her armful of flowers, Jane started back to the house. She didn’t hurry, and when the rustle of fallen leaves attracted him, Ken turned to see who was there. “Oh, hi,” he muttered dejectedly.
“Hi!” Jane replied, with a rising inflection to indicate that she found this meeting quite fortuitous, “By the way, Ken – that money I loaned you. I’d like to have it back by the week end, if you don’t mind.” She kept her voice so even that he was unaware her timing was intentional.

“This week end?” he groaned.

“Mm-hm.”

“Gosh,” Ken started, “I’m not sure –”
Taking a cue from Mr. Sanderson, Jane interrupted. “I’m sorry, but I have to have it.” She took a few steps toward the back door, then glanced over her shoulder and suggested wickedly, “Maybe you can borrow it from your dad.”

*
*
*

On Wednesday afternoon it belatedly occurred to the football team that the boys were badly in need of new uniforms. In order to raise money to buy them, the squad enlisted the help of the faculty, and a benefit dance was hastily cooked up.
The time was set for a week from Saturday, tickets were printed overnight, and class chairmen were elected. Belinda found herself with a job on her hands. This did not displease her. All day Thursday, whenever she had a free minute, she wheedled the freshman boys into rising above their natural shyness; and she was able to announce to her family that she had sold twenty-three tickets in one day.
“Who are you going with, Mark?” her father asked, ignoring his wife’s negative signal and oblivious to the fact that there was any “situation” between the girls.
Belinda shook her head. “No, Ken’s taking me,” she said. “Didn’t you know. He’s become the older man in my life.”
Mr. Howard chuckled in amusement, Mrs. Howard looked exasperated, and Jane froze. It took the most tremendous effort to keep her face blank and her eyes without expression, but she managed it somehow, and somehow she swallowed her dessert.
Jane’s mother tried hard to keep the dinner conversation cheery, but she reacted, inevitably, to the tension in the air.
Although she never mentioned Ken’s unexpected change of heart, Jane knew that she was completely aware of the problem. If she sympathized with her elder daughter she took care not to show it, except in the most subtle way possible — with an extra smile or an unexpected favor now and then.
Jane, on her part, understood. She wished she could confide in her mother, but the fact that it was Belinda, her own sister, and not some other girl, who was her rival, made this out of the question. She took an exaggerated interest in the coming hockey game with Carlinville and studiously avoided any personal conversation with any member of her family. Day by day, as Belinda blossomed, Jane became more remote.
The coming dance was the major subject of conversation in the school cafeteria the next day, but Jane took care to sit next to Polly and switch the talk to hockey whenever possible. She pretended an abnormal concern about the weather and kept saying, “It looks as though we’re going to have a storm.”
As it happened, her prediction was correct, and at the last moment the game was called off because of rain. This left Jane feeling utterly defenseless. There was time now to face the fact that she didn’t have a date, that there was every likelihood she’d be left sitting home next Saturday night, like an old maid.
Trudy met her in the hall just as she was ready to leave school and persuaded her to stop at the drugstore for a coke. They trudged through the downpour together, heads bent, saying little. It wasn’t until they reached the haven of a table for two that Trudy asked a searching question. “What’s the matter, Jane? You haven’t acted like yourself all week.”
“Nothing,” Jane replied without conviction. She stirred her coke with a straw and didn’t meet Trudy’s glance.
“You might as well tell me.” Trudy took a best friend’s prerogative. “Are you having a fight with Ken?”

“He owes me money, if that’s what you mean,” Jane hedged.
But Trudy wasn’t to be put off. “I hear he’s dating your little sister. Is that true?”
“Sh!” Jane glanced around, then nodded miserably. “He thinks she’s cute.”
Trudy had nice eyes. Their expression was kindly but candid. “She is cute,” she admitted honestly, “but I’m surprised at Ken. After going steady with you for so long.”
Jane looked up in surprise. “Oh, we weren’t going steady really. I mean, it wasn’t that way at all. We just live next door ... and it was easy ... and ... oh, Trudy, you know.”
Trudy sighed and sipped her coke. She knew. Hadn’t she told Jane just last week that she didn’t make enough effort? But it was no time to remind her of that now. “The one thing you mustn’t do,” she said, after a minute, “is to show you care.”

“I don’t care, actually,” Jane muttered.

“Of course you do,” Trudy contradicted her. “Even if you didn’t give a hoot about Ken, you’d be embarrassed to have Linda take a boy away right from under your nose.”
“Sh!” Jane cautioned her again. “Oh, Trudy, please don’t tell anybody we’ve talked this way. I’d simply die.”
“You can’t die,” Trudy told her. “You’ve got to get to work. Have you got a date for the dance?”

Jane shook her head.

“Is Ken taking Belinda?”

Jane nodded.
Trudy tapped her foot impatiently against the table leg. “Why didn’t you tell me all this before?”

Jane stared at her untouched coke. “I couldn’t,” she confessed.

“And then you say you don’t care!”

“Trudy, please don’t talk so loud. Suppose somebody should hear?”
“Nobody will,” Trudy promised. “Nobody’s sitting anywhere near.” She twirled her glass gently and looked into its depths as though she were gazing into a crystal ball, hoping to read the future. Finally she looked up and said, “I can’t think of a single soul except Gordon, can you?”
Gordon Tubby, solemn Gordon Park, the least attractive boy in the crowd. But Jack Preston was dating Polly, and Sue Harvey had already announced that she was going to the dance with Eric. Trudy, who up until this year had played the field, was seeing more and more of Stitch Whitehead, president of the junior class, and all the others were paired off at the moment. Gordon seemed to be the only possibility.
Yet Jane remembered with a qualm that even he had been seen hanging around Linda’s home room. Maybe she didn’t even have a chance with Gordon. The same idea must have occurred simultaneously to Trudy, because she looked at Jane speculatively. “Has Gordon ever asked you for a date?”
“Once, last year,” Jane remembered. “He had an extra ticket to a football game, but I was going somewhere with Ken.”
“You’ll have to play up to him,” Trudy said decisively, “starting right now. You’ve only got a week.”

“Oh, Trudy, I can’t!” Jane protested.

“Would you rather stay home?”

“Yes!”
“Think how it would look.” Trudy made it into newspaper headlines. “Older Sister Sulks While Freshman Cops Boy Friend.”

“Trudy!”

“All right then. You tell me.”
Jane’s face flamed with embarrassment. The reserve which she had drawn around herself like a cloak to hide her dismay had been ripped in two by Trudy. She felt exposed. She also felt completely at a loss for words. Trudy was right, she began to realize. Under the circumstances, she couldn’t stay home and mope.

“Well?”

Jane looked up. “I guess I’d better make a try.”
The storm ended during the night after blowing itself out with a violence that stripped leaves from the trees and plastered them to the sidewalks, so that Franklin Street acquired a yellow carpet for a day.
Jane stayed in bed late, then fooled around the house, washing a couple of sweaters, setting her hair, helping her mother make cookies. Belinda had gone off reluctantly to keep a dentist appointment and wouldn’t be back until noon.
From the kitchen window could be seen the full sweep of the Sandersons’ yard. Ken, or his family, was being deluged by callers this morning. Boys and men, most of them strangers to Jane, kept arriving. They would one and all disappear into the house, stay for a quarter of an hour or so, and then be ushered out by way of the cellar door. Upon leaving, many of them carried boxes or bulky packages.
“What under the sun do you suppose is going on next door?” Mrs. Howard asked.
Jane couldn’t imagine, but Belinda had the answer when she came home. “Ken’s selling his narrow-gauge trains and his woodworking tools,” she said. “He advertised them in the paper last night.”
“But why?” Jane burst forth. The trains he had abandoned long ago, but he was very proud of the tools, which had been acquired at a good deal of cost and effort.
“Something about the car,” murmured Linda, munching a hot cookie. “He had to raise a little cash.” Uninterested, she wandered back to the front of the house.

As Jane pulled another baking tin from the oven she felt a small twinge of conscience, but she steeled herself to disregard it. What did it matter to her what he sold or why? Their relationship had altered so drastically that it was ridiculous for her to have the slightest concern.
Linda had turned on the record player, and for some reason Jane found it irritating. “Can’t you turn that thing down?” she called from the kitchen door. Obligingly Belinda lessened the volume, but Jane continued to scowl as she put the cookie sheets to soak. Everything Belinda did, everything she said these days, made Jane’s resentment flare into anger. And the fact that Linda rarely took offense only made Jane chafe the more.
Mrs. Howard could have told her elder daughter that Belinda was quite impervious to her ill humor. She was drifting along on a rosy cloud of conquest, delighted to be in high school at last, delighted to be pretty and popular and an acknowledged success with the boys. She came home every day with some new tale of triumph, and only her immediate friends and personal happiness had any meaning to her. The family, including Jane, was only shadowy background for her immensely interesting, expanding life.
If it had occurred to Belinda that she was directly responsible for Jane’s moodiness, she might have stepped more softly on her sister’s feelings. “Ken doesn’t mean a thing to her. She told me so,” Linda remarked to Liza Haddon one day, when the subject came up. “She certainly can’t hate me for dating a boy she doesn’t want.”
But if she had known how closely akin to hate was the enmity Jane felt, she would have been shocked. Linda loved everybody and everybody loved her at this moment. Ugly emotions had no place in her scheme of things.
As the day wore on, Jane’s own emotional state showed little improvement. It was a relief when Trudy phoned, late in the afternoon. “I’ve got some wonderful new records my aunt just sent me from Trinidad!” she announced. “Come on over and hear them; then stay for dinner and the night.”
Jane jumped at the invitation, glad to get away from the family, and especially Belinda, who would undoubtedly have a date. She packed a small bag, kissed her mother perfunctorily, and sped out of the house.
Trudy, by prearrangement, met her halfway. “Gordon and Stitch are coming over tonight,” she said with satisfaction. “Did you bring anything else to wear?”
Jane shook her head. It had never occurred to her. She glanced down at her green sweater and flannel skirt, which had seen better days.
Trudy sighed and shook her head. “I never knew a girl who thought less about clothes.”

“But you didn’t tell me ...” Jane objected.
Trudy grinned. “Never mind. You’ll do nicely. At least that sweater matches your eyes.”
Arrived at Trudy’s house, they settled themselves in her big square bedroom, shut the door, and talked. “Remember,” Trudy said, “You’re to be nice to Gordon – extra nice.”

“What do you mean, extra nice?”

“Look at him, make him feel important. Jane, where have you been all these years?”
“I don’t know,” Jane responded ruefully. But of course she did know. She’d been riding bikes and building tree houses and going to parties with Ken.
Trudy was looking at her best friend critically. “You ought to do something with your hair,” she murmured. “Come over here and sit down. Let me try the part on the other side. Or maybe the middle. No – for the middle you have to have perfectly even features.” She picked up a comb and began to experiment.
Jane felt like an insect impaled on a pin, and said so. But Trudy paid no attention. “Wait a minute. I’ll get some water and make some pin curls. Now just sit still.”
After fifteen minutes Jane found herself laughing at her own reflection. “Why, I look like Belinda!”

Without mincing matters, Trudy replied, “I wish you did!”
Her very artlessness revived Jane’s sense of humor. She laughed even harder. Now that the ice was broken, she was glad to be able to admit her predicament and discuss it. “Believe me, it’s better to talk to a good friend than to talk to yourself,” she said.
They sat on the window seat, in the sun, while Jane’s hair dried, sharing their views not only on Ken but on many unrelated matters. For the first time in a week Jane began to relax.

By dinnertime, to Trudy’s relief, she was almost gay. Fond of the Blakes to begin with, she expanded in the warmth of their interest and entered into conversation with a good deal of wit and common sense. Mr. Blake put his arm around her shoulders as they walked out of the dining room together. “You’re one of my favorite people, Jane,” he said. “Keep on being just as sweet and natural as you are.”
All in all, the evening got off to a good start. Jane’s new hair-do was becoming, and it gave her added confidence, as did Mr. Blake’s unexpected praise. She looked flushed and a trifle excited, almost pretty, with her green eyes dancing and her smile unforced. In such a mood it would be easy to join Trudy’s conspiracy and be nice to Gordon Park.
But when Gordon arrived, stolid and humorless as ever, Jane’s high spirits began to evaporate. She found herself comparing him with Stitch, whose shoulders were broad and whose mind was keen and quick. Maybe Gordon had redeeming qualities, but they certainly didn’t show on the surface. He always seemed a drag on the party, unless he had something definite to do.
Trudy apparently realized the same thing at the same time, because she gave him the job of taking care of the record player. Immediately he looked happier and more at ease. Jane, who had been regarding him attentively for the first time in her life, was aware that his basic trouble was self-consciousness.
The calypso music, played by Trinidad steel bands, had a completely novel, off-beat rhythm. Stitch was bored. He said frankly that he didn’t understand it, but Trudy and Gordon, who could play the piano and collected records as a hobby, were fascinated. Jane rather sided with Stitch, but she listened politely and acted interested. It was a relief, however, when they switched to a long-playing record of musical-comedy tunes.
This left Gordon once more at leisure, and when Trudy took Stitch off to look at her father’s tropical fish which were kept in a big aquarium in the library, he glanced at Jane rather helplessly. “Where’s Ken tonight?” he asked.
It was a question she should have anticipated, but because it was unexpectedly sudden, Jane stammered her answer. “I don’t know.”
“Gosh, I didn’t mean to be–” Gordon broke off in embarrassment. He was a perfect picture of a boy who knew he had put his foot in it.
“That’s quite all right,” Jane said. Then she made the plunge. “Maybe you haven’t heard the news. I don’t see much of him any more.”

“Don’t you? Well, er ... well, say, I’m sorry.”
“Never mind.” Jane managed to grin. “I’m bearing up.” She thought it was time to change the subject, so she picked up a magazine from the table and said, “You’re interested in archaeology, aren’t you, Gordon? This has some wonderful pictures of the Lescaux caves.”

Gordon was flattered that Jane had remembered he was interested in anything. He sat down beside her on the couch, and together they turned the pages. Jane discovered he was not only interested but extremely well informed, and when he talked about something like prehistoric painting he didn’t stutter and trip over his words. She didn’t have to feign curiosity or manufacture questions. They came quite naturally. By the time Trudy and Stitch returned, the long-playing record had ended; but Gordon hadn’t even noticed, he was so absorbed in telling Jane about the ambition of his life.

“Stop being so serious!” Trudy commanded.
“Let’s roll back the rugs and dance.” She and Stitch began to try some new steps.
After a while Gordon stood up rather timidly. “Guess we’d better do something about this,” he said. But Trudy whirled up to him suddenly. “Let me show you this one, Gordon. It’s a dilly!” She put a hand on his shoulder. “Stitch, you explain to Jane.”
Later Gordon and Jane tried the step together. It was tricky, and it took a while to learn, but Gordon was patient and unexpectedly light on his feet. When they finally mastered it, Trudy and Stitch applauded.
“Whew!” Gordon gasped, fanning himself. “What are you trying to do – make me get thin?”
“It wouldn’t do you any harm,” said Trudy with good-natured bluntness. Then she took the curse off the criticism by smiling and patting his arm.

Later, after the boys had gone home and the girls had changed into pajamas and climbed into bed, there crept over them that cozy, almost indescribable intimacy which is the real reason good friends like to spend the night with one another. In the dark it is easier to talk, and everything is heightened in importance. It happened tonight, as it had happened to Jane and Trudy many times before.
But before they settled down to a really serious, hour-long discussion about life, Trudy wanted to get one thing settled. “Did you get him to ask you, Jane?”
“To the dance?” Jane asked, though she knew quite well what Trudy meant.

“Of course, silly.”

Jane shook her head. “I don’t think it ever occurred to him.”

“It will,” said Trudy with confidence. “You wait.”
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to be apt to do

2. to watch one’s step

3. to launch into smth.

4. to confide in smb.

5. to call smth off

6. to switch the talk to smth

7. to take smb. away right from under one’s nose

8. to feel at a loss for words

9. to feel a twinge of conscience

10. to take offense at smb. (offense - амер., offence – брит.)

11. one’s predicament

12. to look (feel) at ease

13. to side with smb.

14. to flatter (to be flattered)

15. to be light on one’s feet

16. to get smb. to do smth.

17. to put one’s foot in it

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. The magnificent early-October day – crisp, clear, invigorating – had a part in this temporary cure.  2. Running off the pent-up emotion of the past two days, she treated the ball as a weapon, and every time she made a goal she felt a sense of revenge.  3. She kept her voice so even that he was unaware her timing was intentional.  4. They trudged through the downpour together, heads bent, saying little.  5. But if she had known how closely akin to hate was enmity Jane felt, she would have been shocked. 

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. Polly praised her extravagantly.  2. She dumped her books on the bed, then peeled off her uniform.  3. …she could see Ken standing crestfallen beside his Cadillac  4. Taking a cue from Mrs. Sanderson, Jane interrupted…  5. Belinda found herself with a job on her hands.  6. Mrs. Howard looked exasperated, and Jane froze.  7. …flannel skirt which had seen better days.  8. Maybe Gordon had redeeming qualities…  9. This left Gordon once more at leisure. 

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. As a matter of fact, the lump in her stomach was less like concrete.  2. Jane was a summertime girl. But she understood that Polly’s vigor found its complement in the brisk, clear air.  3. There was more than one fish in the Brookfield ocean.  4. She [Jane] told herself that she wasn’t a bit sorry to find Ken on the carpet.  5. Day by day, as Belinda blossomed, Jane became more remote.  6 “You will have to play up to him,” Trudy said decisively  7. The reserve which she had drawn around herself like a cloak to hide her dismay had been ripped in two by Trudy. She felt exposed.  8. Jane felt like an insect impaled on a pin, and said so.

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. What was everyone’s reaction to Jane’s troubles? What was Jane’s state of mind when she went to school?

(to be apt to do; to pay attention to; hushed gossip; to be aware of; to cast a glance; a lump in one’s stomach; to live with smth; to throw oneself into the game; to streak down; to confound; to run off; pent-up emotion; to treat as; to make a goal; a sense of revenge)

2. What were Jane’s feelings when she was going home? How did she behave towards Belinda and her friends at home?

(to be praised; to hold one’s head high; to get smb down; to talk in whispers; to giggle; to break off; to sound casual; to ignore; to whistle a tune)

3. What kind of conversation did Jane hear in the yard next door?

(to cut flowers; to mean to do; to have a heart; for a change; to step up; an old, beat-up job; to cost; to be through (with smb); to watch one’s step; in a conciliatory tone; to launch into; a pack of nonsense

4. Why wasn’t Jane a bit sorry to find Ken on the carpet?

(to deserve smth richly; to be unaware of; to attract smb; fortuitous; to loan; to keep one’s voice even; to take a cue from; wickedly; to borrow from)

5. How did Jane take the news that Ken was taking Belinda to the dance? What was their parents’ reaction to that? Was Jane’s mother aware of her problems?

(to ignore; to be oblivious to; to chuckle in amusement; to look exasperated; to take an effort; to keep the conversation; change of heart; to sympathize with smb; to show smth in a subtle way; to confide in; one’s rival; to avoid studiously)

6. Why did Jane feel utterly defenseless before the dance? Who tried to encourage and help her?

(to face; to have a date; an old maid; to act like oneself; to meet smb’s glance; to have a fight with; to hedge; to date smb; to go steady with; to care; to take smb away right from under one’s nose; the least attractive boy; to be paired off; to play up to smb; to hide one’s dismay; to feel exposed; to mope; to make a try)

7. What was going on in the Sandersons’ yard?

(to be deluged; to usher out; bulky packages; narrow gauge trains; woodworking tools; to be proud of; to admire; to raise cash; a twinge of conscience; to alter; to have the slightest concern)

8. Did Belinda irritate Jane? Why was she impervious to Jane’s ill humour? What did Jane feel towards Belinda?

(to flare into anger; to take offense; to be impervious to; to drift along; to be delighted; a tale of triumph; to be responsible for; to step on one’s feelings; to be akin to hate; enmity)

9. How did Jane and Trudy get prepared for the party? How had Jane’s mood changed by dinnertime?

(a relief; to jump at the invitation; to see better days; to settle oneself; to experiment; an insect impaled on a pin; one’s reflection; to mince matters; one’s predicament; to share views; to relax; to expand; to enter into conversation; common sense; to be becoming; a praise; to look flushed and excited)

10. What was Jane’s opinion of Gordon?

(stolid; humourless; redeeming qualities; on the surface; a drag; to regard attentively; self-consciousness)

11. What did Jane discover about Gordon as the party went on?

(to be flattered; to be well informed; to stutter; to be absorbed in; patient; to be light on one’s feet)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotation from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “Believe me, it’s better to talk to a good friend than to talk to yourself,” she (Jane) said.

1. Do you often turn to your friends for advice?

2. Will you give advice if your friend is in a predicament?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Why did Jane feel a sense of revenge every time she made a goal?

2. What is the best season for you? Why? Does your mood depend on weather?

3. What made Jane ask for her money back? Did she really need it?

4. What did Trudy mean by asking Jane where she had been all those years?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Джейн осознала, что никто не способен относиться к ее трудностям так же серьезно, как она сама.

2. М-р Сандерсон считал, что если Кен не будет осторожен, ему придется вложить в ремонт машины много денег.

3. Кен был готов начать спор с отцом.

4. К сожалению, Джейн не могла заставить себя довериться маме, т.к. ей не хотелось признаваться, что ее собственная сестра стала соперницей.

5. С каждым днем Джейн все больше и больше замыкалась в себе и при каждом удобном случае переводила разговор на хоккей.

6. Предсказание Джейн сбылось, и в последний момент хоккейный матч был отменен из-за дождя.

7. Труди считала, что Джейн не должна показывать никому, что она переживает и смущена тем, что Линда увела у нее Кена прямо из-под носа.

8. Когда Джейн узнала, что Кен продает свои игрушечные паровозики, чтобы собрать деньги, она почувствовала угрызения совести.

9. Наконец-то Джейн почувствовала, что лед растаял и она может обсудить с Труди свою трудную ситуацию.

10. Гордон был смущен своим вопросом, т.к. прекрасно понимал, что попал впросак.
Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.

Unit 6

Commentary

Thou shalt not bicker –“Не бранись”, «Не ссорься» (стилиз. под 10 библейских заповедей (10 Commandments), Thou shalt not… (устар., библ.) - You shouldn’t )

a nubbly wool coat – пальто из буклированной шерсти

sort of … (late, early, etc.) – (разг.) вроде, пожалуй, как бы (опоздал, пришел рано и т.д.)

rooters – (амер. разг.) болельщики

play off – отборочный матч
the score was a tie – счет сравнялся (a tie – игра вничью)

fullbacks - защитники

halfback - полузащитник

swell – отличный, превосходный

locker room – раздевалка (locker – запирающийся индивидуальный шкафчик или ящик)

a chaperon – сопровождающий, компаньонка, дуэнья (зд. преподаватель, ответственный за проведение вечера)

ditch the party – бросить, пропустить (зд. смыться с вечеринки)

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. acquiescent
[LWkwI'esnt]
2. gawky

['gO:kI]
3. pew

[pju:]

4. dough 

[dou]
5. caustic

['kO:stIk]

6. belligerence
[bI'lIdGRrRns]
7. mousy

['mQusI]
8. amiably

['eImjRblI]

9. ambiguous
[Wm'bIgjuRs]
10. ostensible

[Os'tensRbl]
11. doodle

[du:dl]
12. divine

[dI'vQIn]
13. overzealous
['ouvR'zelRs]
14. ounce

[Quns]
15. inexorable
[In'eksRrRbl]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

Jane came home from Trudy’s just in time to change for church. Her mother, dressed in a trim black suit, was on her way downstairs. “Hello, dear. Have a good time?” she asked.

“Very.”

“Ken was just over here, looking for you.”
“For me?” Jane’s heart gave a spontaneous leap, then plummeted. “Oh, yes. I think I know what he wants.”
She caught the mixed solicitude and vexation in her mother’s expression. Quite aware that she must seem a problem child, yet unable to avoid it, Jane ran up to her room to dress.
Belinda, looking especially cherubic in a gray-blue coat and matching hat, was standing in the upper hall pulling on white cotton gloves. “Better hurry,” she said. “It’s getting late.”
Jane brushed past her without replying, dropped her overnight bag on the bedroom floor, and pulled the green sweater over her head, tossing it to a chair. In five minutes she was ready, but she knew that she lacked the smart perfection of either her mother or Linda. The only gloves she could find had a hole in one finger, her slippers needed shining, and the gray flannel suit that had been just right last spring now felt outgrown.
Her mother looked at her thoughtfully as they walked toward the church door. “We’ll have to do something about your clothes,” she murmured.
Usually Jane would have protested. She hated to go shopping. But today she felt sufficiently dowdy to be acquiescent “I’ve grown too fast,” she admitted. “I don’t look right in anything.”
Indeed, she had never felt more gawky than now, as she followed her mother and Belinda down the church aisle. Belinda was making a social occasion of this entrance, smiling to right and left like a little princess; but Jane tried to be as unobtrusive as possible, slipping into the pew beside her father and making herself small. She was glad when the service was over and she could go home. Instead of lingering on the steps with the rest of the family, who always had friends to whom they wanted to say a few words, Jane walked to the parked car and climbed into the back seat.
“Goodness, you’re antisocial,” Belinda remarked, when she arrived a little later with her parents.
“What’s it to you?” Jane snapped. She moved farther over into the corner, so that she would be as far from her sister as possible. The thought of touching her had become repugnant She even drew aside her purse.

“Oh, stop being so disagreeable!” Linda complained peevishly.

“Well, then stop being so critical.”

“Girls!” said Mrs. Howard, from the front seat.
“I think there should be an eleventh commandment, ‘Thou shalt not bicker,’ ” commented the man of the family, as he fitted the key into the ignition switch.
But silence did not lessen Jane’s resentment. She was still feeling bitter that afternoon when Ken brought her the money he owed her. Linda had walked over to Sally King’s, Mr. and Mrs. Howard had gone to call on a friend in the hospital, and Jane was moping in the living room when he came in.

“Hi.” His glance was level. “You alone?”

“Yes,” Jane replied. “Doesn’t it look that way?”
Ken held forth a white envelope. “Here’s your dough. Better count it.”
Jane leafed through the bills and pretended to examine the change. “O.K.”

“I hope you’re satisfied,” Ken said, with considerable belligerence.
“You needn’t take that attitude. Anybody has a right to call a loan,” Jane snapped. “I happen to need the money, right away.”

“Why?”

“What’s it to you? It’s my money, isn’t it?”
“Sure, it’s yours. But why you couldn’t have waited a couple more weeks is more than I can see.”

“That’s my business.” Fury burned in Jane’s eyes.

“Well, frankly, I think you’re a stinker,” Ken replied.
“You – you think I’m a stinker!” Jane cried. “I like that! Who do you think you are, Ken Sanderson, talking that way to me? You get out of this house!” Without realizing it, Jane had leapt to her feet and was advancing on him as though she intended to do battle.
“Don’t worry. I’m going,” Ken said, but he stood his ground, seething with indignation. “Yes,” he said, before he turned on his heel, “quite frankly I think you’re a complete and utter stinker, because I don’t believe you’re going to spend that money now you’ve got it. I don’t believe you needed it at all.”

*
*
*

Tuesday afternoon was a half holiday, due to a Teachers’ Institute, and Mrs. Howard picked Jane up at school and drove her into the city for lunch and a shopping spree. Belinda, to Jane’s relief, wasn’t invited to go along. She had already acquired a fairly extensive school wardrobe, and her mother told her firmly that she didn’t need another thing.
It was fun, Jane found, to be off along with her mother – sort of like old times, when Belinda was still a child in grammar school and Jane had to be outfitted for ninth grade. Never before, however, had Mrs. Howard been so difficult to please. She shook her head at coat after coat Jane tried on. “No,” she said to the saleswoman, “not gray or blue. She needs something with a little life.”
Red wasn’t the answer either. It made Jane’s hair look mousy and drained the color from her cheeks. Finally, however, the clerk brought out a nubbly wool coat that was almost burnt-orange in color, but softer. It made Jane’s skin look creamy and her eyes especially green.
“That’s it!” Mrs. Howard cried, as though she had made a discovery. “It will go with green, gray, or brown – anything. And it’s becoming. Do you like it Jane?”
“Frankly,” Jane said, “I’m not sure.” It was different from anything she had ever had. It looked almost flashy.
But her mother said, “Trust my judgment. It does something for you – and that’s what you need.”
They bought a sweater and a plaid skirt to blend with the coat, and then, in the junior-miss department, found a full-skirted green velvet party frock, with a high round neck and short sleeves. It made Jane’s waist look very small, and her eyes reflected the color. She turned in front of the mirror with a sudden access of confidence. “It’s pretty, isn’t it?” she breathed.
Her mother looked at the price tag and raised her eyebrows in dismay, but she said to the clerk, “It has to be shortened. How long do you suppose that will take?”

“I think we can have it ready by Saturday.”
Saturday. Jane swallowed hard. Trudy’s prediction concerning Gordon had proved to be overconfident. When Jane met him at the drinking fountain in the hall on Monday, just before Latin class, he had grinned amiably and chatted for a minute. But he didn’t say a word about the dance. “It doesn’t matter, really,” she said to her mother. “I don’t think I’m going to the dance.”
Mrs. Howard let the remark pass without comment until they were back in the car, weaving through city traffic on their way to Brookfield. Then she reopened the subject. “Jane,” she asked gently, “what’s gone wrong between you and Ken?”

“What do you mean, ‘wrong’?” Jane needed time to collect herself.
“Don’t put me off, darling. You know perfectly well what I mean. You scarcely speak to each other, though a month ago you were – just the way you’ve always been.”

“Boys change, I guess, the same as girls,” said Jane ambiguously.
“But did anything special happen? Did you have a quarrel? Something must have made him pull this sudden switch to Belinda. I don’t mean to pry, Jane, but I may as well tell you I’m not especially happy about it. Belinda’s a dear child, but with all the attention she’s getting, she’s apt to become spoiled.”
Belinda’s a dear child, is she? Belinda’s a brat! Jane had been on the verge of being able to talk to her mother, but now her expression grew sullen and uncommunicative again. She couldn’t admit that she hated her own sister. And she couldn’t discuss her overwhelming feeling of injury.
Unaware that one casual affectionate phrase about Belinda had shut a door in her face, Mrs. Howard waited. They stopped for a red light, then started again, but still Jane didn’t speak.

“Jane?”

“Mm?”

“Jane, I’d really like to help you!” It was a plea, a cry in the dark.

“There’s nothing to help me with,” said Jane, with ostensible weariness. “I wish you’d just let me alone.”
The minute the words were out, she could have flung her arms around her mother’s neck and wept. Mrs. Howard looked straight ahead, and Jane knew precisely how rejected and hurt she must feel. Yet a demon seemed to have taken possession of Jane. She couldn’t apologize. She couldn’t do anything but sit there. Crouched in the corner of the seat she felt not unlike a wild animal at bay.
“What’s the matter with me?” she asked herself. “I feel one way and act another. I’ve never been like this before.”
All the people and things she loved seemed doubly dear, doubly important. She wanted to open her heart and gather them to her as she always had – before Linda had managed to spoil everything. But none of this secret emotion showed. She merely looked sullen and unapproachable.
After a while her mother said, “I know you won’t believe me, but I’d like to tell you something, Jane. People who have not had too easy a time of it develop flavor. Maybe this experience will help you to become a bigger person.”

Jane’s lip curled. “Nuts,” she muttered.

“Jane!”

“I’m sorry.”

“You should be.”
“Oh, Mother, for Pete’s sake,” Jane wailed frantically, “can’t you let the subject drop?”

*
*
*

On Thursday morning Trudy walked to school with Gordon Park. Jane saw them coming up the steps together, and when, at noon, Gordon sought her out and asked her if she’d like to go to the dance on Saturday, she flushed with suspicion and almost refused.
“I know it’s sort of late,” Gordon apologized, staring down at his feet. “But my family was maybe going away for the week end. I wasn’t sure.”
By the time this explanation was finished, Jane had collected herself. It didn’t matter whether Trudy was responsible for the invitation, or whether Gordon’s story was an obvious sop to her vanity; she had no recourse. “Thank you very much,” she murmured. “I think it would be fun.”

“Well, good,” said Gordon. “Suppose I stop by around eight?”
“O.K.,” Jane said. “Fine.” She was glad that a bell was calling them to class.
All through history period she doodled in the back of her notebook, deciding that no matter how she felt she would have to pretend to the family that she was delighted to be going to the dance with Gordon. That she announced to them with elaborate casualness that he was taking her. She carefully avoided looking at sister, because she was sure that, as clearly as though she had spoken the words, Linda’s expression would say, “That drip?”
“Gordon is thinking of majoring in archaeology at the University of Arizona,” Jane told her father. “He’s really awfully bright.”
Belinda yawned, but Jane persisted in the pose she had adopted. She turned to her mother. “I do hope the green dress comes in time.”
With this remark she scored, because Belinda looked momentarily envious. Jane smiled and pressed her advantage. “It’s really terribly pretty, isn’t it, Mother? And the material is simply divine!”
The dress came on Friday afternoon while Jane was playing in the postponed hockey game with Carlinville. The bus bringing the visitors arrived late, due to a breakdown, and it was well after four o’clock when the girls finally met on the field.
The delay had made both teams impatient and nervous. When the whistle blew, there was a clash of sticks as the opposing center forwards fought for the ball. Then Jane saw Polly lunge through. The game was on.
Before five minutes had elapsed, she and the rest of the Brookfield team realized how right Coach Glover had been in telling them that Carlinville would play to win. The visitors were rough and ready. They handled their sticks with hard-hitting vigor, and although the home team was quick in capturing the ball, the Carlinville backfield was so strong that there seemed to be no chance of breaking through for a goal.
At the end of the first quarter neither side had scored, and the rooters on the side lines looked bored. They wanted action. This was scarcely a spectators’ game.
Carlinville obliged with unexpected suddenness. Winning the play-off, they streaked down the field, and seconds later the umpire’s whistle blew. The Brookfield goalie looked surprised and chagrined. “I didn’t even see it coming,” she murmured in astonishment. “Those gals are good!”
Jane began to play with added concentration. The wind in her face felt clean and cool, and the trees around the field were a blaze of color, though she scarcely saw them. When the ball came rocketing toward her off the flat side of the Carlinville center’s stick, she cracked it to her own inner, and side-stepped the opposing wing to ran forward and receive it again. Dribbling and passing, she increased the pace of the line with dogged determination. Speed was the only possible answer to Carlinville’s superior strength. Passing to Polly at a critical moment, Jane yelled, “Take it!” A moment later the score was a tie.
“Good work!” Coach Glover praised her during the half. “Keep it up, Jane.” Jane walked back to the field full of fight, her eyes shining with excitement. Polly, beside her, said, “We’ve got some new rooters. Look.”
Jane followed the direction of her nod. There, on the side lines, stood Ken and Eric and several other boys from the football squad, who had been practicing in the next field. They were swinging their helmets and talking among themselves, paying little attention to the hockey game. They had honored the girls with their presence and now they were critically looking over the talent on the opposing team.
Glancing at them, as she took her starting position, Jane saw Ken laugh at something and slap his knee. Suddenly her hands, on the wrapped stick, felt damp; and self-consciousness flooded over her in a wave. The ball came toward her and she missed it. Then, overzealous, she managed to get off side. The umpire’s whistle blew sharply, and she signalled Jane’s error. Carlinville was awarded a free shot, managed to get past the Brookfield halfbacks, and with clever passing evaded the backfield and made another goal.
Jane’s face was scarlet. She felt as though it were entirely her fault. Polly, returning to center field, passed close to her and murmured, “Don’t let him get you down!”
At another time this might have embarrassed Jane, but today it simply goaded her into action. Getting her down – that’s just what Ken was doing. Well, he’d do it no longer! Ignoring the gallery, she got her eye on the ball and kept it there: For the rest of the hard-fought third quarter she didn’t miss an important shot.
But neither did Brookfield score another goal, and when the final quarter was half over the visitors were still ahead. “Go, team, go!” the rooters began to shout. “Get in there and fight!”
“Fight!” Jane muttered under her breath. Somehow, in some way, Brookfield had to win. She wasn’t only fighting Carlinville now; she was in some obscure way fighting Ken and Belinda. Only through victory could she imagine herself redeemed. Only then could she find the courage to go to the dance with Gordon and hold up her head.
But the minutes remaining were so few! She took one quick glance at the clock, then brought her eyes back to the ball. “Fight!” she shouted unconsciously, and with every ounce of energy she possessed she willed her team to get the upper hand.
Head down, she played with fury. Once more, as on the day when Polly was elected captain, she sparked the entire forward line. They gave her the ball whenever possible, sensing her power, and she dribbled and passed with lightning speed, evading the solid fullbacks, then cracked through to a goal.
But a tie was not what Jane envisioned. The compulsion that swept her was an urge to victory. Only four minutes of play remained. She pushed the hair back from her forehead and began calling words of encouragement to her team mates, spurring them on, panting and hoarse and utterly unaware that on the side lines Ken was shouting, “Yea, Jane!”
The next play-off ended in a scuffle so confusing that from wing position Jane couldn’t follow it. Then suddenly Polly broke through, dribbling, and Jane yelled, “Here!”
She was away like a flash, but a halfback was ready to stop her, and the route to her inner was blocked. Then she heard Polly call her name and took a long chance, slamming the ball at an angle ahead of the center forward. The Carlinville fullbacks both raced for it, but Polly was faster, and the Brookfield line, once more unified, began to move forward inexorably. In the final minute of play Polly made the goal that won the game.
Her face streaked with dust and perspiration, Jane walked off the field in a trance, a little apart from the other players. She could scarcely believe that it was over – that they had won.

Ken grabbed her arm and said, “Congratulations! You played one swell game that last quarter, Jane.”
She was so filled with elation that for a moment she forgot they were no longer friends. “Did I?” she said. “Thanks. It was fun!”

*
*
*

Overnight, to her own surprise, Jane achieved a new status. She became an acknowledged star on the hockey team. Girls she scarcely knew stopped to congratulate her when she went downtown on Saturday morning. Polly called up and talked for half an hour, making all sorts of plans. “If we can beat Carlinville we can beat anybody,” she said confidently “I’d like to see Brookfield get really interested in hockey instead of treating it as a sort of secondary sport.” Jane didn’t admit that her own interest wasn’t quite so intense as yesterday’s playing had indicated. She was happy to feel included and mildly important. The hockey victory and the green dress combined to give her the confidence she needed so desperately. Gordon found her almost gay.
The mood held even after they reached the gym, which had been decorated with paper streamers in the football colors. Several girls gathered around Jane in the locker room to admire her new coat, which was so striking that it couldn’t be ignored. And when she approached the blurry little mirror to powder her nose, Trudy came up behind her and whispered, “Gordon is positively beaming. He’s living in reflected glory, and you know he adores that.”
Jane laughed at such nonsense, but her eyes began to sparkle. When she walked out on the gym floor to join the boys she was chattering with Trudy as though she hadn’t a care in the world.
If it hadn’t been for the stupid custom of dancing only with the boy who brought you, Jane would have had a good time. If she could have traded partners with Sue or Trudy or some of the other girls in the crowd, the evening wouldn’t have become monotonous; but she and Gordon had too little in common to spend several uninterrupted hours in each other’s company. They simply ran out of things to talk about.
Jane’s smile began to wear thin at about ten-thirty; and then, in the crowded gym, she caught a glimpse of Ken and Belinda for the first time. She had deliberately avoided looking for them, having no wish to twist the knife that had wounded her. But once aware of their presence, it was impossible to forget it. At every opportunity her eyes kept seeking them out.
It seemed completely incredible to Jane that they should be there at all — Ken and Linda together, at a high-school dance. It gave her a topsy-turvy sensation, as though the world had turned upside down. Sooner or later she’d doubtless wake up and find that none of this was true. Linda was full of animation this evening, bright-eyed and laughing. She was so much shorter than Ken that dancing with him made her seem even more doll-like than usual; she looked very tiny and breakable, and he seemed exceptionally masculine and tall. Neither of them appeared to see Jane, or, indeed, anyone else on the floor.
“Pipe your kid sister’s technique,” murmured Trudy inelegantly, when they found themselves together during an intermission. “Does she give with the eyelashes! How Ken can fall for it, is more than I know.”
It was more than Jane knew, either, but the fact remained that Belinda was successful – enormously successful. Perhaps it might be wise to study her skill and profit by the experience.
“Let’s try that step Trudy was teaching us the other night,” Gordon suggested unexpectedly.
Roused from her contemplation, Jane said, “Mm? Oh, yes!” But they seemed to have lost the necessary timing. Jane couldn’t quite catch the rhythm, and Gordon became overanxious and awkward in consequence. Finally Jane cried, “I give up!” She was beginning to feel that the evening would never end.
If only he were a little gayer, if only he’d laugh and talk and at least look as though he were having fun! But he plodded around the floor with his usual owlish expression, happy enough in his own way, Jane supposed, but giving the distinct impression that dancing was a serious business on which it was necessary to concentrate. Jane made a couple of abortive attempts to be witty, but tension made her caustic rather than amusing. Gordon did not respond.
It was a relief when during the next intermission Sue Harvey said, “Let’s get the gang together and go over to the Snack Shop. I think the party’s dying.” Jane willingly helped round up Polly and Jack Preston, Trudy and Stitch, and the rest of the crowd. Now she wouldn’t have to manufacture any more conversation. Now somebody else could talk.
Just as they were edging around the floor, to say good night to the chaperons, Ken, by some mischance, backed right into Sue, who was too happy-go-lucky to be aware of anything awkward in Jane’s near presence with Gordon. “Step on me! Mow me down,” she teased. “Where d’you think you’re going, boy?”
“Where are you going? That’s more to the point. Ditching the party, huh?” Ken shot back with a grin.
“Nope. We’re going on to the Snack Shop,” Sue retorted. Then, to Jane’s alarm, she said casually, “Why don’t you come along?”
Ken hesitated. He glanced at Belinda, who stood waiting, her pretty face quite devoid of expression. She obviously wasn’t interested in helping him to make up his mind. “Maybe we’ll follow you,” he said, as he turned to Belinda and danced away. “Save us a place if you can.”

Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. What’s it to you?

2. to call a loan

3. to stand one’s ground

4. to blend with smth.

5. to collect oneself

6. to be on the verge of doing smth

7. to let (leave) smb. alone

8. to seek smb. out (sought, sought)

9. to break through for smth

10. to honor smb. with smth.

11. to do smth with lightning speed

12. to have in common

13. at every opportunity

14. to turn upside down

15. to be devoid of smth. 

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. She caught the mixed solicitude and vexation in her mother’s expression.  2. Jane tried to be as unobtrusive as possible, slipping into the pew beside her father and making herself small.  3. Well, frankly, I think you’re a stinker.  4. It didn’t matter whether Gordon’s story was an obvious sop to her vanity; she [Jane] had no recourse.  5. Then Jane saw Polly lunge through. The game was on.  6. But a tie was not what Jane envisioned. The compulsion that swept through her was an urge to victory.  7. …He [Gordon] plodded around the floor with his usual owlish expression. 

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. She was advancing on him as though she intended to do battle.  2. Mrs. Howard drove her into the city for a shopping spree.  3. It looked almost flashy.  4. With this remark she [Jane] scored.  5. She increased the pace of the line with dogged determination.  6. Today it simply goaded her into action.  7. It gave her a topsy-turvy sensation, as though the world had turned upside down. 

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. Belinda was making a social occasion of this entrance.  2. I think there should be an eleventh commandment, “’Thou shalt not bicker.”  3. Crouched in the corner of her seat, she [Jane] felt not unlike a wild animal at bay.  4. Polly passed close to her and murmured, “Don’t let him get you down!”  5. She wasn’t only fighting Carlinville now; she was in some obscure way fighting Ken and Belinda.  6. Gordon is positively beaming. He’s living in reflected glory, and you know he adores it.  7. She [Jane] had deliberately avoided looking for them, having no wish to twist the knife that had wounded her. 

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. Did Jane look different from Belinda when they went to church? What did the girls feel during the service and after it?

(to look cherubic; to lack the smart perfection; a hole in a finger; to feel outgrown; to look right; to feel gawky; to make a social occasion; to be unobtrusive; to slip into a pew; to be antisocial; to draw aside; to be disagreeable; to be critical)

2. Why was Jane still feeling bitter in the afternoon?

(to mope; to hold forth; to leaf through; to pretend; a right to do; to be one’s business; a stinker; to do battle; to stand one’s ground)

3. Where did Mrs. Howard and Jane go on Tuesday afternoon? Was their round successful? What kind of conversation did they have?

(a shopping spree; along with smb; to outfit smb.; to please; to shake one’s head; to make a discovery; to go with; to be becoming; to look flashy; to blend with; a party frock; an access of confidence)

4. What kind of conversation did Mrs. Howard try to have with Jane? Why did she fail to keep it up? Why couldn’t Jane apologize for rejecting her mother’s desire to help her?

(to go wrong; to put smb off; to have a quarrel; a dear child; to be on the verge of doing; uncommunicative; to shut the door in smb’s face; a plea; to let smb alone; to feel rejected and hurt; to take possession of; to open one’s heart; to spoil; unapproachable; to drop the subject)

5. Who invited Jane to the dance? Was she particular about the way of announcing the news to the family? Why?

(to seek smb out; to flush with suspicion; to be responsible for; to have no recourse; to pretend; to be delighted; to avoid doing smth; major in; to adopt a pose; to score)

6. Was the hockey game with Carlinville easy for Brookfield? How did Jane play?

(a home team; to be quick in doing; to break through; to score; a spectator’s game; to run forward; to drib; to pass; to increase the pace; the score is a tie)

7. What impression did Ken’s laugh make on Jane? What did victory mean to her?

(to honour with; to glance at smb; self-consciousness; to signal one’s error; to be awarded; a free shot; to make a goal; to get smb down; to shoot one’s eye on; to miss a shot; to fight smb; to find the courage to do smth; to get the upper hand; with lightning speed; an urge to victory; to slam a ball; to race for; to move forward; to win the game)

8. What new status did Jane achieve? What was she happy about?

(an acknowledged star; to beat; to treat as; to feel included; to give the confidence; to admire; to be striking; to beam; reflected glory; to have a care)

9. Why was the dancing party a failure?

(a custom of doing; to have a good time; to trade partners; to become monotonous; to have in common; to run out of smth; to catch a glimpse of; at every opportunity; to seek smb out)

10. What made Jane think that the world had turned upside down? Why was it a relief for Jane to leave the party? Why was she alarmed?

(incredible; a topsy-turvy sensation; to seem doll-like; masculine; to fall for; to be successful; to profit by; to catch the rhythm; to be awkward; to plod around the floor; to concentrate; to manufacture a conversation; to ditch the party; to make up one’s mind; to follow smb)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotation from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “People who have not had too easy a time of it develop flavour.”

1. Is it necessary to get over difficulties to become experienced?

2. Can a failure be a stimulus contributing to future success? Provide examples based on your experience.

3. Can a person value happiness without fighting for it?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Why did Jane feel a wall between herself and Belinda?

2. Did Jane feel more confident in her new clothes? Why? How far do you think clothes are important in our life?

3. Why did Ken and Jane talk at the end of the match as if they were still friends?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Джейн решила потребовать назад свои деньги, которые она давала взаймы Кену. Она считала, что каждый имеет право истребовать займ (отозвать ссуду).

2. После ссоры с Джейн Кен продолжал отстаивать свою точку зрения. Он считал, что Джейн не нужны деньги.

3. Миссис Ховард купила также Джейн свитер и юбку в складку, которая прекрасно сочеталась с пальто.

4. Джейн очень хотелось поговорить с мамой о своих отношениях с Кеном. Она уже была на грани, чтобы сделать это, но передумала и попросила маму оставить ее в покое.

5. В полдень Гордон отыскал Джейн и пригласил ее на субботний бал.

6. Во время хоккейного матча появились Кен и Эрик с ребятами. Они решили удостоить девочек своим присутствием.

7. Вечер был нудным, т.к. у Джейн с Гордоном было мало что общего, и очень скоро они уже и не знали, о чем поговорить.
8. На танцевальному балу старшеклассников при каждой возможности глаза Джейн искали Линду и Кена. 

9. Джейн не могла поверить, что они вообще могли придти на бал вместе. Ей казалось, что мир перевернулся вверх ногами.

10. Хорошенькое личико Белинды абсолютно ничего не выражало. Она явно не думала помочь Кену принять решение.
Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.

Unit 7

Commentary
banana split – “сплит” (сладкое блюдо из разрезанных пополам фруктов с орехами и мороженым сверху)

bashee – баньши (ирл., шотл.) - привидение, плакальщица, дух, вопли которого предвещают смерть
to second a motion (a proposal) – поддержать предложение (на собрании)
one-hoss shay – фаэтон (hoss – ам. прост. horse)
coed freshmen – первокурсники (coeds – однокурсники)
jalopy – драндулет, ветхий автомобиль
Joseph’s coat of many colors – разноцветная одежда Иосифа (библ., предмет зависти – из-за которой братья Иосифа продали его в рабство)

buggy – зд. рыдван
Venetian blinds – жалюзи, маркизы,шторы, ставни

manifold – трубопровод, коллектор, магистраль

combustion chamber – камера сгорания

valves – клапаны

pistons - поршни

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. boisterous

['bOIstRrRs]
2. banshee


[bWn'SI:]
3. derisively

[dI'raIsIvlI]
4. ensuing


[In'sju:IN]
5. furtively


['fR:tIvlI]
6. ritual


['rItjuRl]
7. perseverance

[LpR:sI'vIRrRns]
8. tousle


['tauzl]
9. fastidiousness

[fWs'tIdIRsnIs]
10. inadvertently
[LInRd'vR:tRntlI]
11. bovine


['bouvaIn]
12. spontaneity

[LspOntR'nI:ItI]
13. chamois

['SWmwQ:]
14. tirade


[taI'reId]
15. irretrievable

[LIrI'trI:vRbl]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

That was just a dodge, Jane decided, as they all piled into Eric’s ancient Ford and drove to the Snack Shop. Ken’s got better sense than to bring Belinda along into our crowd.
Nevertheless, she felt rather uneasy as they gathered around a big table and Sue insisted on piling all their coats on two extra chairs. She ordered a chocolate milk shake in spite of Gordon’s protest: “Oh, come on, Jane, I’m going to have a banana split.”
“Just the thing for a receding waistline,” Sue kidded. “Know what I’m going to give you for Christmas, Gordon? Reducing pills. You take two before meals and then you aren’t hungry at all.”

“Who says so?” asked Jack Preston.

“My mother, and she should know.”

“But I like to be hungry,” Gordon said seriously. “I enjoy eating.”
As a group, they all leaned forward in mock astonishment and cried, “No!”
Sue reached out and patted Gordon’s arm. “You’re a good sport, Gordy,” she told him with a smile.
Now I should have been the one to do that, Jane realized. Why didn’t I? It was such a friendly gesture, so natural and unaffected. It brought Gordon into the group again, and took the curse off the teasing they could never resist.
The waitress came with the orders, and there was the usual confusion in their distribution. Stitch, presented with Gordon’s banana split, regarded it with mock horror. “What’s this?” he croaked.
As the necessary exchanges were made, with a good deal of laughter, and chitchat, Trudy leaned toward Jane and whispered, “Don’t look now, but how dopey can anyone get?”
Without turning her head, Jane knew that Ken and Belinda had arrived. She felt them, rather than saw them, as they approached. Her spine seemed to grow rigid, her chest tight with anger. This was inexcusable. This was going a good deal too far. If Ken didn’t have the common sense to realize what he was doing, Linda should have steered him off.

But even as rage swept over her, Jane knew what had happened. By the end of the evening Ken was beginning to miss his own crowd, and with his usual directness he had hustled Belinda along to join them, never –dreaming that Jane might be jealous or that Linda might feel out of place.
“Hyah,” Ken greeted the gang. “Thanks for saving the seats, Sue.” He picked up a stack of coats and, pretending to stagger under their weight, transferred them to the nearest radiator. Belinda slipped into the empty chair without saying a word, but her smile swept the group and indicated a shy, becoming pleasure at being here with all these upperclassmen. It neither lingered on Jane nor avoided her. She looked very guileless and sweet.
Each one of the boys sat a little straighter. Here was a newcomer – a dilly of a newcomer! – on whom to try their charms. Without seeming to notice Linda at all, they became boisterous and overwhelmingly masculine. Grabbing the conversation, they tossed it around like a football, leaving the girls out.
“And Butch said to me, he said, ‘Look, Jack, next year you’re going to kiss this little town good-by. So whad-dya wanta worry about, you’re passing, aren’t you? They’re not going to kick you off the team.’ ”
On the other side of the table, Eric snorted to Stitch, “A hot rod? I’d call it a heap. You haven’t seen a hot rod until you’ve seen Denny Bishop’s Merc. He’s got solid lifters and dual quads and he’s even considering an aluminum clutch.”
Ken leaned forward. Cars were something he could discuss. “I’ve got my Caddy almost ready to roll,” he said. “With those twin carburetors – man!”
But instead of gathering him into the fold, the boys were inclined to bypass Ken tonight. Suddenly they let the subject drop and switched to tape recorders, which he knew nothing about.
Jane, along with the rest of the girls, sat back and listened. There wasn’t one of them who didn’t know exactly what was going on. Stitch, Eric, Jack – even Gordon – were all showing off for Belinda. They had worked up quite a production in a very few minutes. They sounded, at least to their own ears, like very big stuff.
Linda was sipping a coke through a straw, looking from one to another with her round blue eyes, apparently unaware that the other girls were beginning to resent her presence almost as much as Jane did. This child might look winsome and far from dangerous, but they knew better. The lads weren’t turning handsprings for nothing. Not Eric! Not Stitch or Jack!
Trudy leaned forward and started talking across the table to Sue in a voice calculated to drown out Stitch’s discourse on tape recorders. “It’s time we got serious about the yearbook elections. You’re a natural for joke editor, I think.”

“Who, me?” laughed Sue. “I’m not exactly flattered.”

“It’s a good job,” said Trudy, determinedly serious.
“Jane ought to be literary editor,” decided Polly, as though she were thinking out loud.
“That’s what I say!” Trudy agreed heartily. “Only she’s so modest, she won’t believe she stands a chance.”
“Nonsense. We’ll see to it,” said Polly firmly. “And I suppose you’ve got your eye on art director, true?”

“Well...”
“We could all nominate each other,” Sue chuckled. “That would make it easy, now that we know what we want.”
It was a conversation intended to exclude Belinda, just as the boys had excluded them. In its way, it was also big stuff. But if Linda felt uncomfortable she didn’t show it. She sat very quiet and listened to the boys, even though it was difficult to catch everything they said, considering the cross fire the girls kept up.
The contest became louder by the minute, with neither side appearing to win. Finally Ken covered his ears with his hands. “Pipe down!” he said. “You’re screaming like a pack of banshees. What’s the point?”
The point was quite obvious to everyone but himself. Nevertheless, the shouting subsided. He had caught their attention at last. And now, flustered and foolhardy, he kept it. “As I was saying – about my Caddy – I think I’m going to get her on the street next week!”
The announcement fell into a vacuum. “Well, so be it.” Said Stitch finally.
Taut as a violin string, Jane vibrated to the change in atmosphere. “Now he’s calling that one-hoss shay ‘her’!” she put in derisively.

“Baz-o-o-m,” murmured Eric, like a bass viol.
Ken looked surprised and offended. What was the matter with everybody tonight? Soft-hearted Gordon came to his rescue. “Pay no attention,” he told him. “they’re just jealous, that’s what.”
It struck, quite unintentionally, too close to the mark to suit Jane. Pretending indifference, she kept her head turned away toward the soda fountain, but she could feel herself flush.
“I think,” said Belinda, in the ensuing silence, “that it’s a lovely car.”
Ken looked pleased and grateful, but Stitch threw back his head and laughed. “You’re pretty lovely yourself, honey,” he said to Belinda.

“Second the motion,” chimed in Eric.
And Gordon, unable to resist the impulse, pushed back his empty plate and murmured “Yea, man!”
*
*
*

Furtively, Jane bought a box of mascara and an eyebrow pencil. She set her hair every night in the new way Trudy had hit upon, and began getting up half an hour earlier every morning and locking herself in the bathroom, to Belinda’s indignation.
“How come you’re all of a sudden acting like Lana Turner?” she wanted to know. “Who do you plan to impress?”
It wasn’t like Linda to be waspish, as even Jane would have admitted. But because of this new bathroom ritual Linda had been late for school on three consecutive days. Finally Mrs. Howard put an end to it. “I think we’ll have to institute a rationing system,” she decided. “Fifteen minutes should be ample for either of you. There’s such a thing as being just too beautiful.”
Looking at her face in the mirror, Jane realized that this was an eventuality she would never have to face. In spite of the delicately applied make-up, she remained fundamentally plain. No matter how many times she wrote in the back of her history notebook, “Nothing succeeds like success,” there remained the cold, inescapable fact that she didn’t have Belinda’s equipment. She wasn’t, as Stitch put it crudely, “stacked.”
It was difficult, therefore, to remember to flutter her eyelashes at the boys and assume a coyness she didn’t feel. And all sorts of distractions kept interfering. Hockey was now in full swing. Football was beginning. Class elections, as well as the yearbook staff nominations, were about to come up. Jane felt one interest crowding out another. Frequently she wished she could just forget the existence of the entire male sex. But of course this was impossible. The ringing of the telephone — always for Belinda these days — reminded her that creeping around feeling sorry for herself had availed her nothing. Perseverance seemed her only hope.
Instead of being bowled over by the impact of Jane’s new personality, the boys in the crowd were baffled. Here was a girl they had always treated like a pal. What was she trying to do, anyway? They shied away from her, feeling uncomfortable and a little afraid.
So instead of improving her position, Jane had definitely worsened it. Although she still had the support of the girls who were her most intimate friends, the rest of them regarded her dubiously. Like the boys, they were wondering what she was trying to do.
Then, from a most unlikely source, came a stroke of luck. As Jane walked home from school Friday afternoon, carrying a heavy pile of books, a car pulled up to the curb and Bob Wright leaned out. “Want a lift?”
“Do I!” Jane’s response was perfectly natural. “I can’t think of anything I’d like more.” She hurried over and climbed in gratefully, repeating her thanks.
The October wind had brought color to her cheeks and her hair was tousled becomingly. The mascara, applied with great fastidiousness, did not show, but it made her eyes look larger than usual and gave them depth. Bob regarded her closely, but couldn’t put his finger on the change. Somehow, she seemed more sophisticated. Maybe it was the bright, autumn-leaf-colored coat.
Because she didn’t regard him as a potential swain, Jane forgot to exhibit her new personality. Chattering easily, as she would have done with any acquaintance, she asked Bob if he had decided on any special fraternity. Inadvertently, she made her question sound as though she assumed that he would have his pick of any house on the campus. He basked in the sun of this unearned admiration and replied, rather grandly, that he was being rushed by a couple, but hadn’t yet made up his mind.
In front of the Howards’ house he parked and turned off the ignition, although Jane already had her hand on the car door. “Wait a minute,” he said. “What’s your hurry?”
“None,” Jane admitted. She settled back wonderingly. Bob had never before been especially anxious to prolong a conversation with her.
“Tell me what you’re doing these days. I don’t suppose you’re seeing much of Ken.”
Just as Jane was thinking him extremely tactless, he went on to say with a chuckle, “Ken and his Cadillac seem to be inseparable.”
So perhaps he hadn’t heard about Linda. After all, Bob was moving in a different sphere now. She smiled. “It was a case of love at first sight,” she said lightly.
Bob laughed, unexpectedly reminding her of Gordon. They were both nice boys, with kind, rather bovine eyes, and they both lacked the sparkle which Jane unconsciously craved. He turned toward her and said, “If you’ve got some time on your hands, how about giving me a little of it next week?”

“Next week?” she repeated, to hide her surprise.
“There are always house parties during rushing season,” Bob explained. “I thought you might like to see a game and then take one in.”

Jane gasped. “Do girls my age go?”
Such naïveté was precisely what Bob had expected — even anticipated. It gave him a feeling of superiority. As a college man he could show the little girl from across the street a time. With very faint condescension he explained that at the dances there would be lots of girls who were juniors or seniors in high school. The coed freshmen, he told her, usually went out with older guys.

“I ... I’ll have to ask my mother,” Jane said hesitantly.

“Sure, sure. Give me a ring tonight, why don’t you?”

Jane nodded. “Are the parties formal?”

He shook his head. “Not after a football game.”
Her new green dress, then, would be just right. She gave a small sigh of relief. Even though she suspected that as yet Bob probably didn’t know any girls in his classes well enough to ask them and that she was being used as a stopgap, the invitation was exciting. And it had come just when she needed something to give her prestige. “I think you’re awfully nice to invite me,” she murmured. “I do hope I can go.”

With unaccustomed gallantry, Bob slipped out of his seat behind the wheel and came around to open the car door for Jane. “I hope you can too,” he told her. “And I hope we get a break on the weather. It’s no fun sitting through a game in the rain.”
As Jane went up the walk, Ken came past on his way home. Since the day when he returned the money he owed her, she hadn’t seen him alone, and it gave her a certain satisfaction to have just stepped out of Bob Wright’s car.

“Hyah!” he called. “How ya doin’?”
“Fine,” she replied, but she didn’t add the usual “And you?” She went on up the steps without pausing and didn’t catch the rather baffled expression with which he followed her progress into the house.
Belinda was sitting curled up on the floor in front of the fireplace, cracking walnuts and tossing the shells into the blaze. Mrs. Howard was darning socks, a task she loathed. Looking up, she waggled a finger at Jane through a hole. “How do you do it?” she asked.

“Do what?”

“Get holes this big?”
Jane shrugged. “I don’t cut them out with scissors, honestly.” She flung her books and her coat on the couch and went over to the fire, picking up two walnuts from the bowl and cracking them together with the palms of her hands, boy fashion. “Mother,” she said, “Bob Wright wants me to go to a fraternity house dance. I said I’d like to go if it’s all right with you.”

Belinda’s eyes lifted. “Why, you lucky bum!” she breathed.
Her unconcealed envy gave Jane tremendous satisfaction. Although she was careful to hide it, she felt like a miner who had struck gold. Mrs. Howard put down her darning and asked cautiously, “It isn’t a weekend party, is it, dear?”
“Oh, no. Just a football dance.” Jane’s newly acquired knowledge of college life came to her aid. “It’s the rushing season, you know.”
If Mrs. Howard had known, she had forgotten. When Belinda gave a prolonged and heartfelt sigh, her mother glanced at her and said, “Don’t be covetous, sweetie. Your turn will come.”

“Then I can go?” Jane persisted.

“You even may,” Mrs. Howard replied.

“Oh, goody!” Jane cried. Then, with more spontaneity than she had shown for the past month, she added, “I can wear my velvet dress.”
Belinda put the nutcracker back in the bowl and clasped her hands around her legs, leaning her chin on her knees. “What will it be like, do you think? A fraternity house, I mean.”
Mrs. Howard started to answer the question, then thought better of it. In the eyes of anyone Belinda’s age, she couldn’t possibly know anything about fraternity houses. And anyway, this was Jane’s deal.
But Jane’s triumph was short-lived. The very next day Ken decided to test the motor overhaul he had done on his Caddy. He couldn’t have chosen a more conspicuous time for a trial run. At one o’clock on Saturday afternoon practically everyone on Franklin Street was at home. The early golfers had returned, the hunting crowd was back from the hills with their dogs, and the car-washing males – the conservatives – were getting out their buckets and chamois and exchanging views on the state of the nation over the fences and hedges. Everybody else had just finished lunch.
Therefore, inevitably, Ken collected quite an audience. The news of his Cadillac had traveled from house to house. The neighbors had followed with amusement the tussle between Mr. Sanderson and his son concerning the question of the twin carburetors, and the more adventurous among the men were delighted when Ken eventually won out. The small boys on the block had hung around the Sanderson driveway, watching Ken work on his antique automobile and dreaming of the day when they could own one themselves. George had helped his big brother clean engine parts in distillate and had splattered the dirty liquid all over the breakfast nook. In short, almost everyone except Jane had had a finger in the pie.
Aside from lending temporary financial support, which nobody knew about except Ken himself, she had openly poked fun at the jalopy. As rust was scraped from the fenders and replaced with base-coat paint, she said publicly that the Caddy was beginning to look like Joseph’s coat of many colors and that anybody would be ashamed to ride in such a buggy.
Now Ken stood in the driveway, throwing a shower of pebbles at the Howards’ dining-room window. “Hey, Belinda!” he called. “Come on out! I’ll take you for a ride.”
Linda, needing no second invitation, snatched up a jacket to fling over her shoulders and raced out of the house.
Somehow, although Jane had believed that she was beyond caring since the night in the Snack Shop, this was the final insult – that Ken should give Belinda the first ride in his car. Deeply hurt but pretending indifferent, she ran upstairs to peep through the Venetian blinds of the bathroom window.
Belinda was just climbing into the car, Ken was obviously too excited to be gallant and hold the door for her. Already seated behind the wheel, he was listening attentively to the idling engine. Jane knew the precise way in which his eyebrows were drawn together, although she couldn’t see them. This was a high spot in his life and he was savoring it. As Mr. and Mrs. Sanderson watched from the front porch, as Mr. Wright stopped hosing his new Ford station wagon to wave his good wishes, as a dozen shouting little boys and girls jumped up and down on the sidewalk, the Cadillac backfired with a note of triumph and rolled away.
This, then, was the end, Jane thought bitterly. All the long years of their friendship stood for nothing. They were finished, dead and buried, forgotten as though they had never existed. As she stood looking down on the empty, sunlit street she told herself she was saying good-by to her childhood and all its loveliness, as well as to Ken.
It didn’t occur to her that she was dramatizing the situation. She had been deeply hurt, and in the past weeks she had come to live with jealousy as with an affliction – unwanted, ugly, but impossible to shake off. After what seemed a long time, Jane washed her face in very cold water and came on downstairs, just ill time to see the Cadillac roll back.
Mr. Sanderson, smoking a pipe, had settled down on the porch steps for a chat with Mr. Wright, who had abandoned his car-washing job and was engaged in the more stimulating business of exchanging political views with a traveling man. The small children had started to build a fort of fallen leaves and were jumping in it. Scott Pritchard, who lived on the other side of the Howards, was combing burrs out of his setter’s coat in front of his garage doors, and the various other Franklin Street people who had been present at the getaway were also interested in witnessing the return.
Jane cocked her head and listened. Something was obviously very wrong. The engine didn’t purr as it should have done. It was missing badly. Anyone – even a girl as inexperienced as herself – could tell that.

“Carburetors aren’t set right,” Ken called to his father the explanation, but he looked worried as he climbed out of the car and slammed the door. Mr. Sanderson got up from the steps and went down the walk with Mr. Wright. “Sounds as if you barely made it home,” he growled, as his son came around and raised the hood.
Jane had come out to the porch on the pretext of looking in the mailbox. Her back turned, she stood and waited while the men bent over the reconditioned carburetors.
“Wouldn’t be surprised,” said Mr. Wright after a moment, “if your welding’s at fault. Looks to me as though you’ve left some bits of brass inside the manifold.”
This observation meant nothing to Jane, but she knew, glancing over her shoulder at Ken’s worried expression, that Mr. Wright had apparently hit the nail on the head. A further inspection proved the point. Brass particles, sucked into the combustion chamber with the gas, had seriously damaged the valves and pistons.
At this moment, the case proved, Mr. Sanderson lost his temper. He didn’t care if everybody on the street heard him. He was good and sore. “A slipshod job – that’s the trouble! How many times do I have to tell you that haste makes waste? All you want to do is tear a perfectly good car to pieces.” To Mr. Wright, he said, “I was a fool to let him have the thing in the first place. That’s what I was — a fool!”

“But, Pop –”
“Keep quiet, young man!” he stormed. “Twin carburetors indeed!” He turned and tramped halfway up the front walk, puffing furiously on his pipe, then whirled around and laid down the law. “This is no fifteen-dollar picnic, I hope you understand. Damaged valves and pistons mean a major garage job. You’re going to have this fixed and pay for it yourself. And after that you’re going to sell that junk heap for whatever it’ll bring.”
As Mrs. Sanderson appeared at the front door, alerted by the commotion, he stamped up the steps and shook his pipe at her threateningly. Red in the face with rage, he shouted “I’ve had enough!”
Very gently, Jane shut the top of the mailbox so that it would not make a noise. Adult anger always shocked her, and because Ken was the victim, this tirade left her spent. The old ties persisted in such a crisis, even though she had believed them broken irretrievably.

“It wasn’t that I was in too much of a hurry,” Ken was trying to explain to Mr. Wright. “I guess I just didn’t have enough experience. But next time, honest, I’ll learn to do it right.”
Forgotten in the heat of battle, Belinda opened the car door and slid out of the front seat.
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to show off for smb.

2. to drown out

3. to stand a chance (to stand no chance)

4. to come to one’s rescue

5. to be in full swing

6. to be bowled over by smth.

7. love at first sight

8. to crave smth

9. to loathe smth

10. to be short-lived

11. to peep through 

12. to stand for nothing

13. on the pretext of doing smth.

14. to be at fault

15. to lay down the law

16. to be red in the face with rage

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. “Just the thing for a receding waistline!” Sue kidded.  2. Taut as a violin string, Jane vibrated to the change in atmosphere.  3. “…We’ll have to institute a rationing system’” Mrs. Howard decided. “Fifteen minutes should be ample for either of you.”  4. When Belinda gave a prolonged and heartfelt sigh, her mother glanced at her and said, “Don’t be covetous, sweetie. Your turn will come.”  5. Scott Pritchard… was combing burrs out of his setter’s coat…
Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. “We’ll see to it,” said Polly firmly. “And I suppose you’ve got your eye on art director.”  2. Inadvertently, she made her question sound as though…  3. As a college man he [Bob] could show the little girl… a time.  4. …She was being used as a stopgap.  5. Almost everyone except Jane had had a finger in the pie.  6. Jane cocked her head and listened.  7. Mr. Wright had apparently hit the nail on the head.  8. He was good and sore. “A slipshod job!”

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. The lads weren’t turning handsprings for nothing.  2. It wasn’t like Linda to be waspish.  3. Creeping around feeling sorry for herself had availed her nothing. Perseverance seemed her only hope.  4. Bob regarded her closely, but he couldn’t put his finger on the change.  5. They were both nice boys, and they both lacked the sparkle which Jane unconsciously craved.  6. Her unconcealed envy gave Jane tremendous satisfaction. Although she was careful to hide it, she felt like a miner who had struck gold.  7. This was a high spot in his life and he was savouring it. 

Exercise 8. Answer the following questions, using the words in brackets.

1. What was Jane’s attitude towards Ken and Belinda’s coming to the Snack Shop?

(to feel smb; to grow rigid; to be tight with anger; to be inexcusable; the common sense; to miss smb; to join smb; to be jealous; to feel out of place)

2. Did their arrival change a usual course of talk among the friends?

(to indicate a shy pleasure; to look guileless; a newcomer; to try one’s charms on smb; to grab the conversation; to gather smb into the fold; to be inclined; to bypass; to switch to; to show off for smb)

3. How did the girls show that they were beginning to resent Belinda’s presence?

(to know better; to turn handsprings; to talk across the table; to drown out; to get serious about; to nominate; to exclude)

4. What did Jane do to improve her position? Did she succeed?

(a box of mascara; an eyebrow pencil; to set one’s hair; a ritual; a make-up; to remain plain; to flutter one’s eyelashes; to assume a coyness; perseverance; to be bowled over by smth; to be baffled; to treat smb like; to shy away; to worsen; to regard dubiously)

5. What stroke of luck came to Jane’s revenge?

(to pull up at; to climb in; to regard closely; to exhibit; to decide on; to be anxious to do smth; not to see much of smb; to be inseparable; to anticipate; to show smb a time; to use as a stopgap; to give smb prestige)

6. What contributed to Jane’s satisfaction in her revenge?

(to come past on one’s way; to give a certain satisfaction; to step out of one’s car; a rather buffled expression)
7. Why was Jane’s triumph short-lived?

(to test the motor; to collect an audience; to be delighted; to hang around; to have a finger in the pie; to take smb for a ride; the final insult; to peep through the blinds; a high spot; to wave good wishes; to roll away)

8. What feelings seized Jane when the Cadillac rolled away?

(bitterly; to stand for nothing; to bury; to say good-by to smth; to occur; to dramatize; to be hurt; jealousy; an affliction)

9. Was testing the motor as successful as Ken had anticipated? Did Jane feel sorry for Ken?

(to cock one’s head; to purr; to bend over; to be at fault; bits of brass; to hit the nail on the head; to lose one’s temper; haste makes waste; to lay down the law; to have smth fixed; to shock; the victim; old ties; irretrievably

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotation from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “Haste makes waste.” (Ken’s father)

1. Was the car damage because Ken had worked in haste?

2. Would you do smth in haste or would you rather not do it at all?

3. Can you illustrate the proverb?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Why did Jane feel uneasy as all the crowd sat down to table at the Snack Shop?

2. What made Ken surprised and offended during their conversation in the bar?

3. What did Mrs. Howard mean saying: “There’s such a thing as being just too beautiful”? Do you agree?

4. Why did Jane feel spent after Mr. Sanderson’s tirade?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.
1. В кафе ребята заговорили о магнитофонах, пытаясь порисоваться перед Белиндой.

2. Девочки решили, что Джейн должна быть литературным редактором школьного журнала, но Джейн не верила, что у нее есть шанс им стать.

3. Кен не мог понять, почему его никто не слушает, но Гордон пришел ему на помощь, сказав, что ему просто завидуют.

4. Когда Джейн попыталась изменить свой внешний вид, мальчики вместо удивления были сбиты с толку, т.к. всегда считали Джейн «своим парнем».

5. Джейн объяснила Бобу, что Кен и его машина – это любовь с первого взгляда.

6. Когда Джейн вернулась домой, миссис Ховард штопала носки – занятие, которое она ненавидела.

7. Глубоко обиженная, Джейн подсматривала сквозь жалюзи, как Белинда садилась в машину Кена.

8. Джейн горько подумала, что это был конец, и вся их дружба, длившаяся годы, ничего не стоила.

9. Джейн услышала, как отец кричит на Кена, и вышла на крыльцо под предлогом посмотреть почту.

10. С покрасневшим от гнева лицом мистер Сандерсон безапелляционно заявил, что Кен будет сам чинить машину и платить за ремонт.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.
Unit 8

Commentary

Search me! – Понятия не имею!

a lame duck – неудачник, «несчастненький»

sub-deb counselors – советчики дебютантки (sub-deb – девушка, еще не выезжавшая в свет; разг. девушка-подросток)

stag line – линия, вдоль которой на танцах выстраиваются кавалеры (дамы) без пары
Arnold  Beneth – Арнольд Беннет (1867-1931), англ. писатель, автор романов о жизни в провинциальных городах: Anna of the Five Towns (1902) – «Анна из пяти городов»; The Old Wive’s Tale (1908) – «Повесть о старых женщинах», и др.

Thomas Hardy – Томас Харди (1840-1928), англ. писатель, автор романов Tess of the d’Urbervilles (1892) – «Тэсс из рода д’Эрбервиллей», The Mayor of Casterbridge (1886) – «Мэр Кестербриджа», и др.

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. astute



[Rs'tju:t]
2. rustle



['rAsl]
3 bureau



[bjuR'rou]
4. belligerence


[bI'lIdGRrRns]
5. eloquently


['elRkwRntlI]
6. eavesdropping

['I:vzdrOpIN]
7. balmy



['bQ:mI
8. alchemy



['WlkImI]
9. grimace



[grI'meIs]
10. futile



['fju:taIl]
11. incredulity


[LInkrI'dju:lItI]
12. forehead


['fOrId]
13. enchant


[In'tSQ:nt]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

At a junior-class meeting held early the following week Stitch was elected president again, and Trudy, who couldn’t multiply numbers above six, became treasurer. At the same meeting the class adviser, popular and astute Miss Knauer, who came from upstate Pennsylvania, announced that the yearbook staff would be chosen on a tryout basis. “Applicants will be required to enter their names and submit samples of their work — unsigned – before November 15,” she said. “A jury consisting of the high school principal, junior and senior class advisers, and members of last year’s editorial board will make the selections.” She smiled winningly. “Any questions?”
“Suppose you don’t have any samples to submit,” said a voice from the back of the room.
“Then I’d suggest you write an analysis of the job you’re interested in — how you think it should be handled, what improvements might be made, et cetera.”

“Suppose you’re not out for any particular job?”
Miss Knauer considered, her dark eyes thoughtful. “You might write an essay on the yearbook as a whole — what improvements or changes you think might be made.”
“And if you’re interested in art work, I suppose you submit drawings,” someone else said.

“That’s right.”
There was a rustle of whispered comment among the students. This was a departure from custom that a certain amount of disapproval was inevitable, but Jane privately approved of the new system. She felt that it was bound to result in more competent management, and offered their class a chance to bring out a really superior book.
Trudy, of course, was displeased. It ended her dream of filling staff positions with a cozy little group of her best friends. But Ken, as former advertising manager, backed up Miss Knauer, who had instigated the change. “It’s a smart move,” he insisted. “Last year we had a bunch of kids who were so busy with other outside activities they couldn’t give the yearbook half enough time.”
In the few short hours between hockey practice and homework Jane tried to find something she might submit that would help her to qualify for literary editor. She looked over old composition assignments and skimmed through the pages of a notebook filled with attempts at verse. Nothing pleased her. Everything she had written sounded either childish or self-conscious. The verse was particularly dreadful. Had she ever been so sickening sentimental, so in love with life?
“At sunset the windows of my house are golden...” she had written. Home, the center of her universe – the house she had wanted never to leave. Now she almost wished they would move away, to another town, another state. She was beginning to loathe Franklin Street.
“A rose and my heart on the window sill...” Drivel! She slapped the notebook shut and hid it under a pile of discarded clothes in her bottom bureau drawer. Was it only last summer she had written such ridiculous guff?
Then she frowned and stared at herself in the glass, not liking the person she had become any better than the child she had been. Only by clinging firmly to the knowledge that this week end she had a date that Belinda envied, only by telling herself that she no longer cared a hoot about Ken, could she find courage to face a future which seemed very bleak.
Her mood matches the weather, which was gloomy throughout the week. One afternoon, as she was hurrying toward the athletic field with her hockey stick, she was surprised when Ken overtook her and fell into step by her side.
“You’re going out for the yearbook, aren’t you?” he asked, without preliminaries.
“I – I don’t know,” Jane stammered. She had been thinking about the hockey game at Bridgetown on Thursday, the Latin test announced for Friday, the senseless crowding of her days with things that didn’t count.

“Sure you are,” Ken told her.
“What do you mean, sure I am?” Jane asked, with sudden belligerence. Who was he to tell her what to do?
Ken grinned, and Jane found herself surprised that he could completely ignore their estrangement. “You’re a natural, that’s all.” Before he could amplify this remark the town-hall clock struck the half hour. “Gosh,” muttered Ken as he pulled on his football helmet and broke into a run. “I’ll catch it from the coach if I’m late again!”
That same afternoon, as Jane was walking home alone in the early dusk, after leaving Polly at the drugstore, she ran into Ken again. Emerging from the interior of Hannum’s garage, he was frowning in complete self-absorption.

“Whoa,” Jane cautioned, as he almost bumped into her.

“Oh, hi. Excuse me.” Ken spoke dully.

“What’s the matter?” asked Jane impulsively. “Bad news?”
“I’ll say it’s bad. D’you know what they want, to put my Caddy back in running order? One hundred and eighty-six bucks!”
To Jane, as well as to Ken, it was a staggering amount. “Oh, it can’t be that much!”

“It is, though.”

“Why don’t you get another estimate?”

“I already have. It was ten dollars more.”
Jane steeled herself against feeling sorry for Ken. “What are you going to do?” she asked coldly.

“Search me. But one thing’s sure. I’d better start looking for a job.”

“I thought you were going to work for Teasdale’s.”

Ken shook his head. “They want a guy with a car.”
Jane shrugged eloquently. “Why don’t you get rid of the old heap and stop pouring money down a drain? You could sell it for something, couldn’t you?”
Righteous indignation made Ken’s eyes blaze. “Something? I could sell it for more than I paid for it, right now!”
“Then why don’t you?” Jane shot back, certain that he was bragging.

“Because it’s a darned good car, that’s why.”
There was something about such devotion to a mere automobile that made Jane’s resentment flare. “Even if you get it fixed up again you’re going to have to sell it, anyway,” she taunted.

“Who told you that?” Ken’s voice was like ice.
Jane couldn’t admit to eavesdropping. “Everybody on Franklin Street heard the row.” Then, knowing exactly how cruel she was being, she added, “Your father doesn’t bother to lower his voice.”
Humiliation glazed Ken’s eyes for a moment, and he drew back a step as though he had been struck. “The old man had a right to be sore,” he said defensively. “I made a mess of the welding He had a perfect right yell at me all he wanted to. Understand?” Turning on his heel, he walked rapidly away.
Alone once more, Jane had the grace to be ashamed. It was a pretty dirty trick, to attack Ken by criticizing his father. She felt hollow inside, as though she had done something evil. She wondered if this was the way people felt when they lied or cheated or stole.
Then she tossed her head and told herself that he deserved to be hurt, that no pain she could inflict would even their score. She hoped he felt awful – as sick at heart as she had felt the day he had invited Belinda to take the first ride in his stupid old car.
The next day Ken got himself a job in a restaurant on Main Street. Jane learned about it while she was eating a warmed-over dinner after her late return from the hockey game with Bridgetown, twenty-eight miles away. Leaning on one elbow, she sat at the kitchen table wearily conveying food from the plate to her mouth.
From the landing came Belinda’s voice, talking on the telephone. “A what?” Jane heard her ask. “You’re kidding.”
There was a pause, while Jane could almost see Linda begin to pout. “But I thought we were going to the movies Saturday night.”
That was when Jane realized Linda was talking to Ken. After another pause, Linda said, “Well, I don’t see why you had to begin right away. Couldn’t they wait until next week?”
Jane swallowed a mouthful of carrots that tasted like straw and let the fork clatter on her plate so that she wouldn’t seem to be listening. “Sure. Sure, Ken. I understand. You bet. Bye now.” Linda hung up.
A second later she opened the door at the top of the kitchen stairs. “Hi, there,” she said to Jane, whom she was encountering for the first time since breakfast. “You look beat.”

“I am.”

“Who won?”

“They did.”

“Oh,” said Belinda. “Tough luck.”

It wasn’t luck, Jane could have told her. Brookfield was outclassed, in spite of Polly’s prediction that if they could beat Carlinville they could beat anybody. Part of the trouble was Jane herself. Although she did her best, her playing had never again reached the peak attained in that first game of the season. No longer did she spark the forward line. Sometimes she found it hard to keep up.

Fidgeting on the landing, Belinda asked, “Where’s Mother?”
Jane shrugged and munched hamburger steak apathetically. She was wondering what kind of work Ken had managed to find, but she was too proud to ask.
The next moment Linda blurted it out. “Ken’s taken a dish-washing job, nights. Of all silly things!”

“Why silly?” asked Jane.
“He has to work till nine-thirty. By the time he gets home it’ll be too late to do anything!”
“Yes, I guess it will,” Jane agreed, dropping her lashes to hide the malice her eyes might reveal.

*
*
*

Up on the hill behind the golf course the November sun was unexpectedly warm, as though Indian summer had returned for a Sunday call. Scuffing through the crisp brown leaves which filled every hollow, Jane remembered that last year Thanksgiving day had been like this –positively balmy, so that she and Trudy had gone for a walk without any coats.
Miss Plunkett had been horrified. “You’ll catch your death of cold,” she’d warned. Miss Plunkett had come for dinner, though she had never been invited to a meal in the Howards’ house before. She was, as Jane’s father put it, “one of Fay’s lame ducks.” By this, he meant that she was one of an odd assortment of guests whom Mrs. Howard invited for holiday dinners because she felt sorry for them. They were invariably the misfits of the community, the solitary souls whom life had either mistreated or passed by.
Miss Plunkett was the passed-by type, Jane remembered. She was a spinster music teacher with only two possessions of any importance: her piano and her cat. A shudder of apprehension made Jane’s body tingle. From today’s perspective Miss Plunkett appeared more tragic than peculiar. Was that what happened to girls who didn’t know how to get along?
At the top of the slope Jane put her bag of sandwiches and fruit — the lunch she had packed on the pretext of going picnicking with Sue — in the crotched branch of an oak tree. Then she walked over to a little knoll sank down on the dry grass, leaning her chin on her knees.
She had come up here for two reasons: to be alone, and to think. She couldn’t go on pretending any longer. She couldn’t force her face into one more smile or make one more falsely gay remark. Last night was the end -the absolute end. After Bob had brought her home from the dance and deposited her with ill-concealed relief on the doorstep, Jane had faced the fact that copying Belinda’s technique was not the answer. Never, if she lived to be a million years old, could she learn to be a glamour girl.
Not that she hadn’t tried. She’d studied all the appealing little ways that seemed so foolproof when Linda displayed them. She had fluttered her eyelashes and laughed a lot and feigned a consuming interest in Bob’s university life. She had followed the advice of the sub-deb counselors: “Get a boy to talk about himself.”
Not that Bob hadn’t talked! He’d talked about himself until he was hoarse, but it hadn’t seemed to make Jane any more attractive in his eyes. At the dance his glance kept wandering toward the stag line, but obviously without any hope that he was dating the kind of girl on whom other fellows would cut in.
Why had she been equally certain of this herself, Jane wondered. By what alchemy did popular girls obtain their special glow? As the hours dragged on, she only felt increasingly brittle. She was aware that her laugh had become a whoop, that her smile must be a grimace Even her dancing faltered; she was constantly out of step.
She was trying too hard, she told herself, and did her utmost to relax, but by then it was too late. Two girls were bewitching the stag line -one a tall, willowy brunette in a red wool dress cut on every sophisticated lines, and the other a fluffy blonde who reminded Jane of Belinda, except that she danced with her eyes closed and never seemed to say a word.
Maybe that was the fashion – dancing with your eyes closed. Jane tried it, and Bob said, “What’s the matter – sleepy? I was thinking myself we might pull out of here and get along home.”
So before it was even midnight she was back on Franklin Street, a proven failure. She knew, as surely as though it were written on her home-room black-board, that Bob Wright would never ask her for another date.
The title of a novel her mother was reading leapt into her mind: Point of No Return. Where had she been when the rest of the girls were learning the unfathomable things that made them desirable? Lost in a childish contentment, unaware that everyone else was growing up. And now there was no way of going back and starting over. Now, no matter how wisely Trudy tried to advise her, no matter how hard she might study, she could never make up for lost time. She stared down at the town spread out in a semicircle below her, at the cars twinkling along the highways, at the bridge which spanned Thompson’s Creek. She could see the school, the town hall, the post office, the very block on Franklin Street where she lived. It all looked as welcoming and friendly as ever, but Jane felt like an outcast. Once it had been her town, all hers. She had loved it, embraced it, championed it, but now it was hers no longer. It belonged to the others – to Linda and Ken, to Trudy, to all the lucky people who had acquired the thing she lacked.
“Stop being sorry for yourself!” Jane said it aloud and picked up a stone and threw it, so that it bounded down the hill. There was only one thing to do and she knew it. Pick up the pieces and go on from where she stood – or sat.
That meant several things: Somehow she’d have to conquer the ugly, futile jealousy that was making her miserable. Somehow she’d have to find an interest big enough to sustain her. Somehow ...
She edged off her knoll and lay down in the grass, looking up at the sky — the great, blue, cloudless sky that made any problem she might have seem suddenly insignificant — and gradually she felt a sense of perspective returning. The outdoors was still unchanged. Nobody had taken away the stark beauty of the almost bare trees. She could still enjoy the crackle of leaves under her feet, thrill to the lonely, going-places whistle of a distant train, watch with a sense of adventure the flying wedge of geese honking their way south.
“Oh, I say — I beg your pardon. I very nearly stepped on you. I was looking at the geese.”
The voice, with its very British accent, was unexpected enough to seem unreal. Jane looked up into the strange face of a stocky, tweed-jacketed lad with a lock of straw-colored hair falling over his left eye.
She sat up in complete astonishment. “I was looking at the geese too. I didn’t hear you coming.”
The boy once more investigated the sky. “Super, isn’t it, the way they keep formation? How d’you s’pose they manage? Built-in radar?” He stood with his hands in his jacket pockets, looking not in the least surprised that he had tripped over a girl lying flat in the grass on a lonely hillside. After a moment he pulled out a pack of cigarettes and extended them. “Smoke?”

“Oh, no thanks!” said Jane quickly.
The boy laughed. “You needn’t act so shocked. A good many girls do.” He lit a cigarette and sat down on the grass beside her. “Jolly fine day,” he remarked.
Jane could scarcely stifle a smile. The slang belonged to an English novel, not to the hills above Brookfield, but a glance at his calm face told her the boy hadn’t intended to be funny. She nodded. “Yes, isn’t it?”

“D’you like to walk?”

Jane nodded again.
“That’s interesting. Most American girls don’t, I find. Maybe I’d better introduce myself. My name’s Peter Shakespeare.” He acted, again, as though he had said nothing odd.
But this time Jane laughed in his face. “You’re kidding. It couldn’t be Shakespeare.”
“It is, though,” Peter protested seriously. “There are lots of Shakespears about actually. I’ve met a couple who aren’t even relatives of ours.”

“You don’t live in Brookfield, do you?”

“No. Just across the line, really. In Carlinville.”
“Oh.” Jane felt vaguely disappointed. Carlinville was such an inferior town.
“I’ve only been in the States a short time,” the boy went on, stroking the hair back from his forehead. Jane noticed that he needed a haircut badly and that the elbows of his jacket were patched with leather. She also noticed that his fingernails were clipped and clean and that he had the most candid gray eyes she had ever seen. “You see, my father died and my mother had to go back to work, so it seemed simpler to send me over to my uncle for a year.”
There seemed to be no appropriate comment to make, so Jane asked another question. “Do you go to Carlinville High?”
“No. I’d passed my examinations, you see, before I left England. I’m working with my uncle in the plant.”
What plant? Jane wanted to ask, but was afraid it might sound rude. There were several factories in Carlinville, and it could be any one of them. Before she could make up her mind to put the question, Peter changed the subject. “Nice country, isn’t it?” he asked with a sweeping gesture. “Reminds me a little of the Cotswolds. D’you know England at all?”

“If you mean in books ...” Jane said hesitantly.
The boy grinned. “I mean have you been there?” He pronounced been like bean, which sounded very stilted to Jane’s ears.
Jane shook her head, plucked a long blade of grass, and bit it. How could he possibly imagine that she might have been in England? Was he teasing her? She looked out over the valley and waited, thinking that this was a strange conversation as well as a strange boy.
“You’d like it, I think,” he said lazily, leaning back on one elbow. “There’s a little town called Broadway, not far from where I live, that seems to enchant the Americans.” Shakespeare ... Broadway ... He was kidding! Jane glanced at him suspiciously and edged a little farther away.
As though he could read her mind, Peter smiled. “I’m not ribbing you, ‘pon my word. Look it up on the map.”

“Where do you live when you’re home?” Jane asked skeptically.
“Chipping-Norton.” A shadow seemed to cross the boy’s face. “At least I did live there. Now Mother’s moved to Oxford, of course.”
What do you mean “of course”? Jane was tempted to ask. She was growing more confused by the minute. But with another abrupt change of subject Peter said, “You’ve read a bit about England, though. What books?”
For a moment Jane couldn’t think of a single English title. Then she said, “I’ve just finished Jane Eyre.”
“Oh, have you? Improbable sort of yarn, but marvelous mood, don’t you think?”

Never had she encountered a boy who talked so oddly. Jane was torn between amusement, incredulity, and a sort of unwilling interest. She nodded and said, “You feel as though you are Jane Eyre.”
A glint of approval appeared in Peter’s eyes. “Have you read any Arnold Bennett?”

Jane shook her head.

“Hardy?”

“I’m afraid not.”

“You’re a little young yet, I suppose. How old are you — fifteen?”

“I’m sixteen,” Jane said rather sharply.

Peter grinned again. “You haven’t told me your name.”

“Jane – Jane Howard. You are an inquisitive boy.”

“Yes, rather!” Peter admitted. “It’s the only way to get to know people, you see.”

Jane glanced at her watch and stood up. “I’ve got to be going.”

“I’ll walk you to the bottom of the hill, if I may.”
She said neither yes nor no, but he came along anyway, and when they parted at the road which connected Brookfield with Carlinville he asked, “D’you often walk this way on Sunday?”

“Not very often,” Jane admitted.
“Oh.” Peter’s face fell. “Too bad.” Jane waited, puzzled. “I was thinking, since you said you liked to walk ...” He hesitated, for the first time seeming abashed, and kicked at a clod of earth with the toe of his shoe. “Tell you what!” he said, looking up as though he had a great idea. “If it’s fine next Sunday I’ll come to the hill about the same time. If you’re there – why, smashing! If you’re not...” He shrugged.
Jane frowned, rather taken aback. “I don’t think you’d better count on me,” she said slowly and firmly. “I really don’t.”

It wasn’t until she was halfway back to Franklin Street that she began to feel hungry and remembered the bag of sandwiches, still untouched, in the notch of the tree.
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to back up

2. to overtake

3. to fall into step

4. to even one’s score

5. to be out of step

6. to do one’s utmost to do smth

7. to be a failure

8. to feel like an outcast

9. to trip over (smth., smb.)

10. to laugh in one’s face

11. to stroke (one’s hair) (stroked, stroked)

12. to be tempted to do smth.

13. to grow confused

14. “Tell you what.”

15. to be taken aback

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. They were invariably the misfits of the community, solitary souls whom life had either mistreated or passed by.  2. She was a spinster music teacher with only two possessions of any importance: her piano and her cat.  3. She could still enjoy the crackle of leaves under her feet, thrill to the lonely, going-places whistle of a distant train, watch with a sense of adventure the flying wedge of geese honking their way south.  4. Improbable sort of yarn, but marvelous mood…  

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. …she skimmed through  the pages of a notebook…  2. “Why don’t you get another estimate?”  3. “Why don’t you …stop pouring money down a drain?”  4. It wasn't luck. Brookfield was outclassed…  5. No longer did she spark the forward line.  6. Where had she been when the rest of the girls were learning the unfathomable things that made them desirable.  7. Jane could scarcely stifle a smile.  8. He hesitated, for the first time seeming abashed…

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. Alone once more, Jane had the grace to be ashamed.  2. Never, if she [Jane] lived to be a million years old, could she learn to be a glamour girl.  3. …no matter how wisely Trudy tried to advise her, no matter how hard she might study, she would never make up for lost time.  4. He pronounced been like bean, which sounded very stilted to Jane’s ears.  5. “There is a little town called Broadway, …that seems to enchant the Americans.” 6. Jane was torn between amusement, incredulity, and a sort of unwilling interest.

Exercise 8. Answer the following questions, using the words in brackets.

1. What new system of electing the yearbook staff was introduced at school?

(to be elected president; the class adviser; to be chosen on a tryout basis; to submit; a jury; to make the selections; an analysis of the job; an essay; to submit drawings; a departure from custom; to approve of; to be displeased; to back up smb)

2. Was Jane cruel to Ken during their accidental meeting? Did she feel ashamed? How did she try to justify herself?

(to run into; to get an estimate; to get rid of; to pour money down a drain; to get smth fixed; eavesdroppng; to bother to do smth; to lower one’s voice; to have a right to do; to attack smb; to do smth evil; to deserve; to even one’s score; to take a ride in a car)

3. How did Jane learn about Ken’s new job?

(a warmed-over dinner; to lean on; to pout; a mouthful of carrots; to clatter on the plate; to encounter smb; to beat smb; to be proud; to blurt out; a dish-washing job; to hide malice)

4. What ideas made Jane think of her perspective?

(Thanksgiving Day; to be horrified; a lame duck; to feel sorry for; a misfit; the solitary souls; to pass by; a spinster; a shudder of apprehension; to appear tragic; to get along)
5. Was the dance Jane went with Bob to an absolute failure for her?

(to go on pretending; the absolute end; to copy one’s technique; to be a glamour girl; the appealing little ways; to feign an interest in; to date a girl; to obtain one’s special glow; to be out of step; to do one’s utmost; a proven failure; to ask for a date)
6. Why did Jane feel like an outcast?

(to leap into one’s mind; to start over; to make up for the lost time; welcoming; friendly; an outcast; to belong to; to pick up the pieces; to conquer smth; jealousy; to make smb miserable; to sustain smb)
7. Whom did Jane encounter while she was looking up at the sky?

(the outdoors; to enjoy; a sense of adventure; to step on smb; a British accent; a strange face; to sit in astonishment; to trip over smb; to act shocked; to light a cigarette; to belong to; to introduce oneself; to say smth odd)
8. Did the conversation and Peter Shakespeare himself seem strange to Jane?

(to laugh in one’s face; to kid; to need smth badly; to be patched with leather; clipped fingernails; candid grey eyes; to send smb over to; to pass exams; to remind of; to tease smb; to glance at smb suspiciously; to edge farther away)
9. Why was Jane growing more confused while talking with Peter?

(to read smb’s mind; to look smth up on the map; skeptically; to move to some place; to be tempted to do; a change of subject; to talk oddly; to be torn between; a glint of approval; to be inquisitive; to walk smb; to part; to be taken aback; to count on) 
Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotations from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “You are an inquisitive boy.” [Jane] “Yes, rather!” Peter admitted. “It’s the only way to get to know people.”

1. What else can help you to know people?

2. What questions should be impolite to ask a stranger?

3. Why was Jane taken aback by Peter’s questions? Was it typical of an Englishman to be so outgoing?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Why did Ken completely ignore the estrangement with Jane?

2. Did Jane feel satisfied after taking revenge on Ken?

3. What was the main reason for Jane’s failing the date with Bob?

4. Why was Jane sure that Peter was kidding while talking to her?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.
1. Кен поддержал предложение мисс Нойер о выборах редакционной коллегии на конкурсной основе.

2. Как-то днем Джейн торопилась на хоккейное поле и очень удивилась, когда Кен догнал ее и пошел с ней рядом.

3. Джейн была уверена, что никакая боль, причиненная Кену, не сможет сравнять счеты между ними.

4. Во время танца с Бобом Джейн постоянно сбивалась, т.к. никак не могла расслабиться.

5. Хотя Джейн делала все возможное, чтобы понравиться Бобу, она потерпела неудачу.

6. После танцев Джейн была очень расстроена. Она чувствовала себя изгоем в своем родном и приветливом городке.

7. Парень совершенно не удивился тому, что споткнулся о девочку, лежащую в траве.

8. Когда Питер сказал Джейн свою фамилию, она рассмеялась ему в лицо, думая, что он шутит.

9. Джейн так и подмывало спросить Питера, почему его мама переехала в Оксфорд, но она была слишком смущена.

10. Джейн была совершенно ошеломлена, когда Питер пригласил ее придти в это место в следующее воскресенье.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.
Unit 9

Commentary

to hold court – устраивать прием
the bull session (разг.)- откровенный разговор; беседа в мужской компании

you would not see somebody for dust (брит. разг) – быстро убраться, чтобы избежать неприятностей; смыться

shoes and ships and sealing-wax – “О башмаках и сургуче, капусте, королях…” (цитата из книги “Алиса в стране чудес” Л.Кэрролла, разговор Моржа и Плотника)
stalling (for time) – задержать(ся)

love seat – диванчик (для двоих)

to be nuts – рехнуться, помешаться, сбрендить, сойти с ума, чокнуться

anteroom – прихожая, приемная

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. invariable


[In've(R)rIRb(R)l]
2. pursuit



[pR'sju:t]
3. beau



[bou]
4. jolt



[dGoult]
5. equanimity


[LI:kwR'nImItI]
6. menace



['menIs]
7. anxiety



[WN'zQIRtI]
8. oblique



[R'blI:k]
9. forthrightness


['fO:YrQItnes]
10 bulletin



['bulItIn]
11. buoyancy


['bOIRnsI]
12. tremulous


['tremjulRs]
13. renegade


['renIgeId]
14. genuinely


['dGenjuInlI]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

“A yearbook,” Jane wrote, “should be the expression of a school’s personality.”
Was that what she meant? She thought so. But as she sat at her father’s ten-year-old portable typewriter, on which the E invariably stuck, she realized that she’d have to qualify it a bit.
She tapped out another sentence, vaguely disturbed by background music from the bathroom. Belinda, splashing in the tub, was singing a catchy new tune from the Hit Parade.
Linda was deeply involved with life, love, and the pursuit of happiness today. She had a date with Stitch Whitehead – her first – and it would be a feather in the cap of any freshman to be seen with the president of the junior class. For a week or more she had moped because Ken’s dish-washing job had made him practically unavailable, but now she was beginning to play the field.
Jane didn’t know whether Trudy had been informed of Stitch’s roving eye. Trudy considered that she and Stitch were practically going steady, and to discover that her best friend’s kid sister had stolen her beau — even for an evening — would be something of a jolt.
It was natural for Jane to try to imagine how Trudy would react. She was sure of one thing. She wouldn’t accept defeat with equanimity. Trudy was strong-minded. She knew what she wanted and usually managed to get it, in a thoroughly pleasant way. And Trudy, furthermore, was popular –very popular! She was no easy mark.
Oh, dry up, Jane told her thoughts, and get to work. This yearbook effort was due on Tuesday. She didn’t have much more time. But the life of the house, going on beyond the closed door of her room, continued to distract her.
Finally her honest interest in the project triumphed and now, beside the typewriter, stood three pages of manuscript which had been rewritten several times. She still wasn’t satisfied, but she was willing to admit it was the best she could do. Her eyes were growing heavy and her back ached from sitting. Stretching, She yawned and sighed.
*
*
*

After slipping her yearbook essay into the box outside the principal’s office, Jane went to the school library and asked for the world atlas. She took it over to a table beside the window and turned to Great Britain. For such a little island, there were certainly a lot of towns!
Patiently she began exploring, tracing with her fore-finger an ever-widening circle from London, and finally, below Stratford-on-Avon, she found the town of Broadway in tiny print. So it hadn’t been a joke, after all!

“Planning to take a trip?” asked Jack Preston, at her elbow.
Jane slapped the atlas shut. “I was considering it. But there’s the question of money as well as time.”
Jack sank into a chair opposite. “Don’t talk about money!” he groaned. “Am I ever broke! The only smart lad around here is our friend Kenneth. He’s juggling jobs with both hands.”

“I thought he was merely up to his elbows in soapsuds.”
Jack shook his head. “He’s delivering telegrams from eight to nine in the morning and from six to seven at night.”
“He’ll never be able to keep that up,” Jane predicted. “Not with football practice and everything.”

Jack looked at her rather sharply. “Haven’t you heard?”

“Heard what?”
“There’s an ugly rumor floating around that he’s planning to hand in his resignation.”

“Resignation from what?”

“From the football team.”

Jane gasped in astonishment. “Oh, no! He wouldn’t do that.”
Jack shrugged, and lifted himself wearily from the chair. “I’m only passing on the local gossip,” he told her. “Don’t look at me as though I didn’t have good sense.”
Jack’s report nagged Jane all through history class, even though she didn’t believe it. Ken wouldn’t do such a crazy thing — not in his senior year, with the football season just reaching its climax and Brookfield in the midst of a winning streak.
Then something of such importance happened that Jack’s gossip seemed negligible in comparison. Eric Forte had a serious accident in his hopped-up Ford. Riding down Main Street during lunch hour, the car overloaded with schoolmates, he blew a tire and careened into a telephone pole. The crowd spilled out on the sidewalk in front of the bank, and Polly came into math class later with an egg-sized bump on her forehead. But Sue Harvey was the real casualty. Sitting next to Eric, she had been thrown against the wheel with such force that she broke her arm.
Pictures of the accident appeared in the Evening News. “Hot Rod Menace Grows,” read the caption. Mr. Howard came into the house and in grim disapproval tossed the paper to his wife. “Look at that!” he growled. “The little Harvey girl’s in the hospital with a compound fracture. There ought to be a law against teenagers driving these old crates.”
Jane knew that her father’s genuine concern for their safety was the reason for his anger, and she also knew that similar scenes were being enacted in dozens of houses around town. Every time there was another teenage accident reported in the News, anxiety among the adults increased. Sue Harvey’s misfortune was bound to bring a rash of editorials and another lecture from the high school principal. She knew only one grownup who was ready to admit that hot rods were here to stay.
That was Mr. Wright, Bob’s father. Of all the men in their block on Franklin Street, he was the only one who had defended Ken after his costly mistake on the Cadillac. “I was a car bug myself when I was young,” he admitted. “But luckily I had an uncle in the business. When I ran into trouble I used to go down to his Chewy agency and ask the chief mechanic to put me straight. Personally, I learned a lot from my youthful experimenting. I wouldn’t have missed it for any amount of money, and I never had an accident, either.”
“Maybe you had a little common sense,” Mr. Howard grumbled. “All I can say is that I’m not going to have my daughters driving around town with a pack of hoodlums who run their cars up telephone poles.”
“Eric isn’t a hoodlum,” Jane wanted to protest, but she knew better. When her father became as exercised as this over anything, it was wise to let him blow off steam without interruption.
“Just as an example, take Ken Sanderson,” Mr. Howard continued, with a gesture toward the house next door. “Brass chips inside the manifold!” He snorted. “Suppose his mistake had been something dangerous instead of expensive? What then?”
“I know, I know,” said Mr. Wright soothingly. “But a boy learns through his errors, Mike.”

“If he’s bright.”
“Ken’s bright enough. I’ll guarantee that.” Mr. Wright sighed and stood up. “Personally, I think Brookfield’s a little behind the times,” he added, to Jane’s surprise. “What these youngsters need is some organization – a place where they can get together to work on their cars –pool their experience ...” He moved toward the door with the sentence unfinished, but Jane looked after him thoughtfully.
Maybe, she thought to herself, he has something there. She wished that, instead of mentioning it in passing to her father, he had suggested the idea to Ken.

*
*
*

After church on Sunday Jane walked over to Sue Harvey’s with a box of caramels. It was a blowy, unsettled day, with clouds scudding across the sky and a hint of rain in the air.
Sue, her arm in a cast, was holding court. She was surrounded by half a dozen classmates, who were all discussing the chain reaction set up by Eric’s accident.
“The Parent-Teachers Association is really hot under the collar, according to Mother,” Trudy was saying, as Jane entered the room. Mrs. Blake was vice-president of the association, which had held a meeting Friday night.
“But why are they getting into it?” Gordon demanded. “After all, they can’t change the state laws. Any boy can drive when he’s seventeen.”
Sue looked around and saw Jane standing in the doorway. “Hi!” she called. “Come on in. Join the bull session.” When Jane thrust forth the caramels, she exclaimed, “My very favorite. Aren’t you a lamb to remember! This is so much fun I think I’ll break the other arm.”
“What they can do,” Trudy continued, in spite of the interruption, “is to get our mothers so upset they’ll forbid us to go riding with anybody at all.”
“Gosh,” Polly said, “it’s a good thing Mr. Sanderson’s out of town. Wouldn’t he be having a fit? You know how he always blows his top when anybody’s in a smash-up. He’d have Ken selling his Caddy so fast you wouldn’t be able to see him for dust.”
“Maybe that would be the answer,” Trudy said thoughtfully, then changed the subject. “Oh, let’s stop being so serious. After all, we came over to cheer Sue up.”
Jane lingered for half an hour, then made a feeble excuse about having to get home. She felt restless and unsettled, like the day. It wasn’t, she told herself, because of Trudy’s remark about Ken, and it certainly wasn’t because she had any intention of keeping the appointment Peter Shakespeare had suggested. This was no weather for climbing that hill behind the golf course. She’d be blown away!
Yet at the corner of Franklin Street and Butternut hill Road she hesitated. Now that she had been out of doors for ten minutes, it didn’t seem half so cold. And there was no reason to bury, really. The family would have lunched by now. She could pick up a glass of milk and a sandwich any time she got home.
Turning, she began to walk rapidly, her head down against the wind, her hair streaming behind her ears. Maybe he wouldn’t be there. Most likely he wouldn’t.
She hesitated, stopped entirely, and was about to turn back when she heard her name, called against the wind.
“Jane!” He was coming toward her at an oblique angle, across the stubble of the field, and his gray eyes had kindled with pleasure. “I didn’t think you’d come,” he said, glancing at the sky. “Not today.”

She flushed, and he said quickly, “I’m terribly glad, you know.”
“I can only stay a minute,” Jane said. “I was on my way home from a friend’s, and since I practically had to pass here anyway ...”
It was a flimsy excuse. There wasn’t a house within a quarter of a mile. Yet Peter didn’t tease her. He simply said, “Let me walk back with you part way. That will give us a chance to talk.”
“What do you want to talk about?” asked Jane with such forthrightness that Peter laughed aloud.
“ ‘Shoes and ships and sealing-wax,’ ” he quoted. “Nothing, especially.” Side by side, they started down the hill.

“I looked up Broadway,” Jane said after a minute.
Peter laughed again, amusement crinkling the corners of his eyes and tilting his mouth engagingly. “You didn’t believe me, did you?”

“Not at first,” Jane admitted. “But I do now.”
“Good,” replied Peter. “One hurdle crossed, you know. Are you usually so suspicious, or is it because I’m British? Do I seem so very odd?”
“Well,” said Jane, “you don’t sound like an American, that’s for sure.”
“Why should I? You don’t sound like an English girl.” He glanced at her thoughtfully. “You act rather like one, though.”

This last remark caught Jane by surprise. “Why?” she asked.
Peter looked thoughtful. “I’m not sure that I can explain,” he said. “But most of the American girls I’ve met seem cut to a pattern. They all try to be like one another – in the way they dress, in the way they speak, even in the way they look at a boy.” He walked along in silence for a moment or two, frowning in concentration. “They’re pretty enough, but I think it would be hard to get to know them. You’re different, somehow.”
Jane digested this last remark ruefully. “I don’t like being different,” she said after an interval.
“You don’t?” The lad regarded her with raised eyebrows. “I think individuality is very important. Why should you want to be like everyone else?”
Jane found it hard to answer, but there was something about Peter that was very compelling. He gave her no chance to turn a question aside lightly. He seemed to expect the truth. “Why?” he repeated. “I’m interested.”
“People who are different aren’t usually very popular,” Jane blurted out finally.

Peter shrugged. “What’s popularity, really? What does it mean?”
“It means a lot,” Jane retorted with firmness. “At least it does at Brookfield High.”

“Does it make a person happier?” Peter asked.

“I think it does.”

“I doubt it. Popularity implies an artificial standard, you see.”
Jane didn’t see, and again she found the conversation baffling, as she had last Sunday. Peter Shakespeare was certainly peculiar — almost as peculiar as his name. Even his appearance was definitely foreign. He was wearing the same tweed jacket with the leather patches, and his longish hair was wind-tossed. She tried to imagine what Trudy would think of him — or Polly or Sue.

“What are you smiling at?”

“Nothing. Except that sometimes you talk like a professor – or a grown-up.”

“Do I bore you?” Peter asked.
“No,” replied Jane, then added with a certain air of discovery, “No, as a matter of fact, not at all.”
“Good.” Peter grinned. “Shall I see you next Sunday?” He seemed to realize that as they came to the outskirts of Brookfield Jane expected him to leave.
“Maybe,” Jane replied, shivering. “If it’s not quite this cold.” She thought, as they stood on a street corner, that she’d like to ask Peter to the house, but the possibility of Belinda’s scorn stopped her. Mother might understand, but Linda never. She’d giggle with amusement at his accent and comment on his strange appearance. No, she couldn’t face it. Peter would have to remain a Sunday-afternoon secret.

Peter Shakespeare – such a funny name!

*
*
*

At the announcement, made in assembly, a ripple of surprise swept the student body, but Jane became rigid, unbelieving. There must be some mistake!
Trudy, sitting next to her, reached over and squeezed her hand. “I think it’s wonderful!” she whispered. “Aren’t you simply thrilled?”
Jane turned and stared at her, open-mouthed. How had such a thing ever happened? She – Jane Howard – editor in chief. The fact became credible only when she saw the list posted on the bulletin board in the first-floor hall. It streamed through her consciousness like a banner waving. Jane Howard. Jane Howard! JANE HOWARD. Editor in chief.
“Nothing will ever be such a surprise again,” she admitted later to Miss Knauer. “Why me?”
The young teacher smiled. “Because you earned it, Jane. When your paper was read aloud there wasn’t any question that you were the person to take charge. You have a very well-rounded conception of what a year-book should be.”

“But — but I’m not the executive type.”

“How do you know?”

“I’ve never had any big job, never. Frankly, I’m scared.”
“Good,” said Miss Knauer, patting Jane on the shoulder. “Stay frightened for a while. It will help you do better work. And remember, you won’t be alone in the yearbook office. You’ve got a splendid staff.”
The staff was almost as much of a surprise to the juniors as the editor bad been. The next most important position, that of advertising manager, had been given to Gordon Park. Sue was joke-editor, but none of the rest of Jane’s group were included. Trudy was offended until she discovered this fact. Then she decided, with her usual buoyancy, that she didn’t want to work on the book much anyway. Life was really crowded enough as it was.
Jane remained thrilled. She started home in a trance, anxious to tell her mother the good news. It was so much more than she had ever expected. The words kept singing themselves over in her head — editor, editor in chief!
Gordon had been equally astonished. “Well, isn’t it amazing?” he had said, upon meeting her on the school steps, “Who’d ever have thought it?”
“Just about nobody,” Jane admitted frankly. “But I think it’s terribly exciting, anyway.”
The excitement lifted her up, gave her a marvelous, inviolable feeling of self-esteem. For the first time since the night of the football rally the world once more looked inviting.
Shrugging, she dismissed the problem for the moment. The good news she was bringing home became uppermost in her mind. But once inside the house, she grew unexpectedly shy. Her mother was right there in the living room, leafing through a new copy of the Journal, completely available and ready to listen, but Jane just couldn’t seem to get the words out.
“What do you think! The most wonderful thing has happened!” That was what she wanted to say. That was way she felt. But for the moment she was tongue-tied. It was such a big thing to tell. Tremulous with emotion, she couldn’t seem to find words to make the announcement lightly enough.
She took her coat to the hall closet and hung it up very precisely, stalling for time and trying to feel less overwhelmed by good fortune, trying to take it as Trudy or Polly might have done – casually, as though it were a pleasant honor, but nothing to get feverish about. In the end, however, she found it was impossible to sound off-hand.

“Mother, I’m going to be editor of the yearbook,” she blurted out.
Mrs. Howard put down her magazine and looked at Jane with delight. “You are? Why, I think that’s simply wonderful! When did all this happen? Tell me.”
She leaned forward, full of interest, and Jane grinned and relaxed. It was nice to have such a satisfactory mother, someone you could count on. Their old intimacy, shattered by the strain under which Jane had been living, began to mend.
For the first time in months Jane’s eyes actually glowed as she poured out the story, repeating the manner of the announcement, her astonishment, her disbelief. Her cheeks were still hot with excitement, but she was no longer filled with trepidation. The yearbook sounded like a challenge. “If only I can do it!” she cried, with clasped hands. “Oh, Mother, do you think I’m good enough?”
“I know you’re good enough,” said Mrs. Howard confidently. She met her daughter’s eyes and smiled proudly. “I’m so happy for you. And it’s such a marvelous opportunity!” Especially right now, said her eyes, but she didn’t speak the words aloud, and Jane was grateful. They understood one another. Impulsively Jane went and hugged her mother, then ran upstairs with her eyes full of happy, unshed tears.
*
*
*

Belinda kicked the front door shut behind her. She flung her books on the love seat and cried in a fever of indignation, “It’s true. I didn’t believe it, but it’s true. Ken is resigning from the football team!”
Jane looked up from her book. So Jack’s prediction had been right after all. But in the flush of her own victory she hadn’t heard that the rumor had become a fact.
“This,” said Mrs. Howard, “is quite a day for announcements. Some good, some bad.”
Belinda kicked off her loafers and began to stride up and down the room. “We’ve got to stop him,” she muttered distractedly. “Think how people will talk!”
Mrs. Howard raised an eyebrow and stifled a smile. “It is pretty unconventional, I’ll admit.”
“Unconventional? It’s ridiculous. Nobody does things like that –nobody! Is he crazy, or what?”

“Crazy and what,” offered Jane coolly.
“Stop being melodramatic,” Mrs. Howard said sharply, “and just answer me one question. Why should Kenneth’s decision, foolish or not, affect you?”
“Because he’s been having dates with me, that’s why,” wailed Belinda, her big blue eyes streaming. “I don’t want people to think I’d go around with a boy who’s positively” – she gulped – “nuts.”
Jane sat quite still, a small frown creasing her forehead. It was dawning on her that Belinda was angry at Ken only because his conduct would affect her. She didn’t want him to ruin his reputation, because she had enjoyed his position in the limelight. If Ken shone as a football star, she was illuminated in reflected glory. But what if Ken were an outcast, a renegade?
*
*
*

Two headlines appeared side by side in the school section of the News that evening.
“Jane Howard Named Yearbook Editor.” “Sanderson to Quit Brookfield Eleven.” They seemed equally astonishing to Jane, but the pleasure of seeing her name in print for the first time was dampened by the obvious discredit to Ken implied in the word quit. She stared at the twin announcements, her chest tight, although she tried to tell herself that she didn’t care what Ken did or what they said about him at school or in the newspaper. But too much water had gone over the dam, she realized. The years when they had been inseparable companions, the years when they had been great and good friends, were too many and too long. Linda might storm and cry because she had a personal injury, but for Jane the emotion went deeper. She felt sick at heart.
After dinner, inevitably, the subject was brought up again by Belinda. “What do you think, Daddy? Don’t you think we should try to talk to Ken and persuade him to reconsider? After all, Mr. Sanderson’s away.”
Mr. Howard shook his head. “It’s not our business, Belinda. I don’t like to think the boy’s a quitter, but I’ll admit he picked a pretty poor time to walk out.”
Quitter. That word again. Jane’s heart began to pound. “I don’t think it’s fair to call Ken a quitter until he’s had a chance to explain himself,” she was astounded to find herself saying.
The doorbell rang so unexpectedly that Jane positively started. Then, before anyone could answer it, Ken himself poked his head in the door.
“Come on in!” Mr. Howard invited. “We were just talking about you. What’s all this about your skinning out on the football team?” He thumped the newspaper, which lay across his knees, and Jane whispered to her mother, who was sitting next to her on the love seat, “The tactful type.”
“Oh, you’ve seen it.” Ken, pale-faced, came forward “They didn’t have to make such a thing of it,” he muttered. “After all, it isn’t as if I was as important as Eric Forte or Jack.”

“But why do you want to walk out, boy?”
“I’ve got to earn the money to fix my Caddy,” Ken said.
“They can do without me. I’m not that good. They’ll keep on winning, even if I’m out. Honest — I’ll lay you a bet they will!” Suddenly Ken began talking more rapidly, the words tumbling over one another in his haste. “Don’t you see? Football’s just a game I’ve practically finished with anyway. But the Caddy’s something else again. It’s teaching me things – all kinds of things I never knew before. Mr. Howard, it’s just terribly vital! If I can’t earn the money to get it fixed I’ll lose it – and I can’t lose it. Not now! But I know one thing.” He looked at Mr. Howard squarely. “I’ve got to do what I think is right, even if the whole school — or the whole world — thinks it’s wrong.”

He dug his hands in his jacket pockets. “Hey,” he muttered, shamefaced, as he pulled out a yellow envelope. “I almost forgot what I came for. Here’s a telegram for you, Jane.”
“For me?” Jane held out her hand in astonishment. Who could possibly be sending her a wire, and why? While Ken and the family waited she opened it and read: “Saw newspaper story period congratulations period great work.”
It was signed simply “Peter,” and was addressed Miss Jane Howard, Brookfield, because of course he didn’t know her street address.
First Jane smiled. What a thoughtful thing to do! Then she flushed, realizing she couldn’t explain it to the family. She crumpled the telegram and thrust it into the pocket of her skirt, wondering what tactics to employ.
“Well, aren’t you going to tell us what it’s all about?” asked Belinda.

“No,” said Jane, and an impish twinkle lighted her eyes. “I’m not.”
*
*
*

The next day, as Linda had predicted, Brookfield High buzzed with gossip. Interest in the yearbook elections, to Jane’s secret disappointment, faded in the bright glare of publicity given to Ken’s default.
The fact that Ken never said a word about her yearbook editorship disturbed Jane. She knew that he must have supported her, and knew also from their brief conversation that day on the way to the athletic field that he had confidence in her ability. But either he was too self-absorbed or too ashamed or too something to mention it. In any event she learned to enjoy the taste of success without the salt of his approval. She learned one other thing – that Belinda had been right. The yearbook was going to be a terrific job.
The office assigned to the staff was an anteroom to the left of the auditorium stage. For her, the little room became almost a second home. The last hockey game of the season would be played next week. Practice was less intensive. And time, which might otherwise have hung heavy on her hands, had a high value for the editor of the yearbook. She planned, organized, prodded her staff into action, and, with Gordon, consulted printers and bargained for the lowest possible contract price. She wanted to have the agreement signed, sealed, and delivered by Thanksgiving if possible, even though the deadline on copy was January 1.
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to accept defeat

2. to hand in one’s resignation

3. to run into trouble

4. to have common sense

5. to blow off steam

6. to learn through one’s errors

7. to be cut to a pattern

8. to make an announcement

9. to be credible

10. to take charge

11. to be tongue-tied

12. to affect smb

13. to crease (one’s forehead)

14. to dawn on smb

15. to bring up a subject

16. to bargain for smth

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. It was a blowy, unsettled day, with clouds scudding across the sky and a hint of rain in the air.  2. It’s a good thing Mr. Sanderson’s out of town. Wouldn’t he be having a fit? He always blows his top when anybody’s in a smash-up. He’d have Ken selling his Caddy so fast you wouldn’t be able to see him for dust.  3. He was coming toward her at an oblique angle, across the stubble of the field, and his grey eyes had kindled with pleasure. 4. It streamed through her consciousness like a banner waving. 5. It was nice to have such a satisfactory mother, someone you could count on. Their old intimacy, shattered by the strain under which Jane had been living, began to mend.  6. But what if Ken were an outcast, a renegade?

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. …but now she (Belinda) was beginning to play the field.  2. Trudy had been informed of Stitch’s roving eye.  3. He’s juggling jobs with both hands.  4. I was a car bug myself when I was young.  5. …to pool one’s experience  6. The Parent-Teachers Association is really hot under the collar.  7. Jane made a feeble excuse about having to get home.  8. …there was something about Peter that was very compelling.  9. She found the conversation baffling.  10. “What’s all this about your skinning out on the football team?”  11. …even though the deadline on copy was January 1. 

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. Belinda had a date with Stitch Whitehead – her first – and it would be a feather in the cap of any freshman to be seen with the president of the junior class. 2. And Trudy was popular – very popular! She was no easy mark. 3. Sue Harvey’s misfortune was bound to bring a rash of editorials and another lecture from the high school principal.  4. The yearbook sounded like a challenge.  5. She didn’t want him to ruin his reputation, because she had enjoyed his position in the limelight.  6. She didn’t care what Ken did or what they said about him at school or in the newspaper. But too much water had gone over the dam, she realized.  7. In any event she learned to enjoy the taste of success without the salt of his approval.

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. Did Belinda mope while Ken was busy working?

(to be involved with; pursuit; to have a date; a feather in the cap; unavailable; to play the field; a roving eye; to go steady; one’s beau; to accept defeat; strong-minded; to be no easy mark)

2. What news did Jack Preston break to Jane?

(to explore; to take a trip; to juggle jobs; up to one’s elbows in smth; to keep smth up; a rumor; to hand in one’s resignation; to pass on smth; to nag smb; in the midst of smth)

3. What accident happened on Main Street? What was the parents’ reaction to it?

(negligible; to blow a tire; to spill out; an egg-sized bump; a casualty; to break one’s arm; menace; to toss smth to smb; a compound fracture; a law against; genuine concern; anxiety; a rash of editorials)

4. Which of the grownups was for driving hot rods?

(to be ready to admit; a car bug; to run into trouble; to put smth straight; to have an accident; common sense; to run up a pole; to blow off steam; to learn through one’s errors; to be behind the times; to pool one’s experience)

5. Were the classmates concerned about the chain reaction set up by the accident?

(to hold court; to be hot under the collar; to hold a meeting; to change a law; the bull session; to forbid smb to do smth; to be out of town; to have a fit; to blow one’s top; you would not see smb for dust; to change the subject; to cheer up)

6. Why did Jane come again to the idea that Peter Shakespeare was certainly peculiar?

(a flimsy excuse; to be suspicious; to sound like; to catch by surprise; to be cut to a pattern; to be different; individuality; compelling; to imply an artificial standard; a baffling conversation; to think of smb; to talk like a professor)

7. Why didn’t Jane invite Peter to the house?

 (smb’s scorn; to giggle at smth; to comment on; to face smth; to remain)

8. Why did Jane deserve to become editor in chief? Describe her feelings when she learnt the news.

(to make an announcement; to stare at; open-mouthed; to be credible; to stream through one’s consciousness; to admit; to take charge; a well-rounded conception; a splendid staff; an advertising manager; a joke-editor)

9. Did Jane announce the news to her mother as she had intended? What encouraged her to pour out the story to Mrs. Howard in the long run? 

(to be anxious to do; to lift up; a feeling of self-esteem; to look inviting; to grow shy; to be available; to be tongue-tied; casually; to relax; to count on; to live under the strain; hot with excitement; a challenge; to hug smb; eyes full of tears)

10. What was Belinda’s reaction to Ken’s resignation? Why was she so particular about Ken’s reputation at school and in town?

(to kick the door; to fling; to resign from; to stride up and down the room; unconventional; to affect smb; to be nuts; to ruin one’s reputation; to enjoy one’s position in the limelight; an outcast; a renegade)

11. How did Ken explain to the Howards his decision to leave the football team?

(to bring up a subject; a quitter; a poor time to do smth; to skin out on smth; to do without; to teach things; to be vital)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotation from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “I think individuality is very important.” (Peter Shakespeare)

1. Is it easy to be individual?

2. When do we say that a person “is a white crow”?

3. Did Jane consider herself “a white crow”? Why?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Do you agree with Peter that popularity implies an artificial standard? What did he mean?

2. Why was Jane sure that popularity meant a lot in Brookfield High?

3. Why did Jane feel sick at heart when the news of Ken’s resigning was published?

4. Can we call Ken a man of principle?

5. Why didn’t Jane want to tell her family who had sent her the telegram?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Труди была решительной девушкой, и она бы не приняла поражение спокойно.

2. По городу ходили слухи, что Кен собирается подать в отставку и уйти из футбольной команды.

3. М-р Райт и сам был помешан на машинах, и когда попадал в беду, обращался за помощью к дяде.

4. Джейн понимала, что было бы разумно дать своему отцу «спустить пары», не прерывая его.

5. М-р Райт был уверен, что молодые люди должны учиться на своих ошибках.

6. Питер полагал, что большинство американских девушек пытаются быть одинаковыми, как будто они скроены по одной выкройке.

7. Объявление, сделанное на собрании школьного комитета, казалось Джейн неправдоподобным.

8. На мгновение Джейн лишилась дара речи и не могла найти нужных слов, чтобы сообщить маме эту радостную весть.

9. Мама строго спросила Белинду, почему решение Кена так ее задевает.

10. Вдруг Джейн осенило, что Белинда не хотела, чтобы Кен портил свою репутацию.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract. 

Unit 10

Commentary
Robert Browning - Роберт Браунинг, английский поэт, автор философских насыщенных поэм, близких к психологической драме

a guinea pig – морская свинка
to make a crack about something – отпустить шутку (насчет)

centerpiece – главный экспонат (украшение), гвоздь программы

bittersweet – зд. паслен (декоративное растение)
“House and Garden” – “Дом и сад”, журнал об интерьерном дизайне и декоративном садоводстве
a heather tweed sport coat – спортивное пальто из твида цвета вереска (heather, серо- или розово-лиловый цвет)
Paul Gallico – известный американский журналист и писатель, автор коротких рассказов (1897-1976)

expletives – вставное слово, слово-паразит или бранное слово, напр. “Thank God”, “Goodness”, “Heaven(s)”, характерно для разговорного языка

grillе – решетка (зд. радиатора)
fenders skirt - подкрылок
tail fin – зд. задние крылья (автом.)

intake duration – тактовая частота
manifold pressure gauge – датчик давления

Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. adorable

[R'dO:r(R)bl]
5. indefatigable

[LIndI'fWtIgRb(R)l]
2. twinge

[twIndG]
6. aura

['O:rR]
3. audaciously

[O:'deISRslI]
7. aghast

[R'gQ:st]
4. intricate

['IntrIkIt]
8. unhesitantly

[An'hezIt(R)ntlI]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

There was a sudden sharp freeze, and during the next week end everyone was busy sharpening ice skates. Jane had hers slung over her shoulder when she walked up the hill to thank Peter for his telegram. The crowd would already be congregating at the mill dam, but since she felt sure that Peter would be waiting she didn’t want to disappoint him — not when he had been so nice.
He met her just as the climb was beginning to pull at the backs of her legs, and to her surprise he also was carrying skates. “Don’t tell me my attempt at telepathy worked!” he cried in surprise. Then, with the look of a person accustomed to disappointment, he asked, “Or are you on your way to meet someone else, so you can’t go skating with me?”
Because she had come to understand loneliness in these past few months, Jane recognized its symptoms in Peter. Quick as a flash, so he wouldn’t think she was fibbing, she said, “I hadn’t any special plans.”
“Splendid!” He took her arm and turned her around. “Where shall we go – to the dam?”
Jane’s heart missed a beat. She had expected him to suggest the open-air rink in Carlinville. At the dam she would meet all the gang from school, and to appear without warning accompanied by a boy as “different” as Peter Shakespeare would certainly provoke comment. But something had happened to Jane since the yearbook election. She was beginning to worry less about what people thought. Suppose they did laugh at Peter behind his back! She didn’t care. She liked him.

“Fine,” she said, with only the slightest hesitation.
“That’s where I was going anyway.” Then she felt she had better warn him. “We’ll probably run into some of Brookfield High crowd. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not at all,” said Peter, in his clipped British manner. “I think it would be rather jolly.”
Jane smiled. “I want to tell you something right away.” Imitating his accent to the best of her ability, she said, “I think it was rather jolly of you to send me that telegram. I was never so surprised!”

The English boy grinned. “Did you like it?”
Still clowning, Jane replied. “Rawther!” Then pure merriment bubbled up inside her and her laughter rang across the hills. “Quite seriously,” she said after a minute, “it was very thoughtful. Besides, I’ve never had a telegram sent to me before.”
“Really?” Peter seemed surprised, then pondered aloud. “No, I suppose not, because everyone in the States has a telephone.”
This remark surprised Jane. Every once in a while Peter said something that made her wonder about his background. Was he as poor as his clothes might indicate? Yet his speech was that of a well-bred person. Since that first Sunday when he had mentioned his father’s death, he had offered no personal confidences. Their talk was always interesting and often amusing, but it dwelt on books or ideas.
Perhaps because of this, Peter was a comfortable person to be with, Jane decided, as they cut across town toward the pond. She felt no compulsion to flirt with him; and since they had no acquaintances in common, the conversation never became bogged down with personalities. He made her feel free and easy, as she had once upon a time felt with Ken.
Not that the two boys were in the least alike, really. Peter was more mature, closer to being a man than a boy. In comparison, Ken, with his stubborn enthusiasm, seemed unsophisticated and very young.
Ken, as a matter of fact, was the first person Jane saw when they arrived at the dam. He was crouched on the bank tying a broken lace, and he looked up and called, “Hi,” rather soberly, then glanced at Peter in considerable surprise.
“Hi,” Jane called back in return, glad that they weren’t close enough to make an introduction necessary. She found a fallen log and kicked off her loafers, then demurred when Peter insisted on helping her to put on her skates.
“It’s not in the least necessary,” she told him, pulling and tugging. “American girls are perfectly capable, you know.” Then, when he paid no attention, she added, “It makes me feel silly. Please let me do it myself!”
With a laugh, Peter obliged. “ ‘As frank as rain on cherry blossom,’ ” he murmured, standing above her.

“What’s that?”

“A quotation. Browning.”
“Oh,” Jane murmured, as she tied a double knot. Peter did say the strangest things!
She waited until he was ready to follow her out on the ice, then started toward the far end of the pond, skating swiftly. Peter, staying close beside her, glided across the ice with an ease that matched her own. For a rather stocky boy, he was exceptionally graceful on skates, she realized quickly. The sport became him, and so did the cold air, which whipped his cheeks to scarlet. He grinned at Jane happily and said, “You skate well.”

“So do you.”
They turned just before the mouth of Thompson’s Creek. Here the trees leaned over the pond in a sheltering fashion and the wind was less harsh. Returning, they skated slowly, arm in arm, talking. Jane was almost face to face with Linda before she saw her, but her sister, who was practicing figure eights, was not equally absorbed. “Hello there,” she said, braking and skating across their path. “Remember me?”
Jane, aware that she was staring at Peter curiously, wished she could read Belinda’s mind. Was she critical or approving, interested or unconcerned?
Peter and Jane pulled up and stopped. “Hi, Linda,” said Jane, so anxious to be casual that she almost overdid it. “This is my sister, Peter. Belinda, Peter Shakespeare.” She murmured the last name unintelligibly.
But it wouldn’t have mattered if she had spelled it out. Belinda was interested in the boy, not the name. She put forth a mittened hand prettily and smiled that engaging smile which Jane knew so well. With most boys its effect was deadly but foolishly wasteful, like firing a cannon at a guinea pig. As Jane waited for Peter to react, cold fury surged through her once more. Would she never be allowed to have anything of her own?

“Hello, Peter.” Belinda’s voice was subtly inviting.
“Hello.” Peter shook hands firmly, but without lingering. “I didn’t know you had a younger sister,” he said to Jen.

“I guess I never told your!”

“Ooh!” cried Belinda. “Have you known each other long?”
Jane shrugged. “A while.” She glanced toward the dam, where a good-sized group had gathered since their arrival. “Come on, Peter, I want you to meet the crowd.”
They skated away while Linda stared after them, puzzled. When Jack Preston came over to join her a few minutes later, she asked, “Where did Jane pick up the English boy? D’you know?”
Jack shook his head. “I just met him. Seems like a right guy. Boy, he sure can skate!”
As Jane introduced Peter to Polly, Trudy, and Stitch, whose first date with Belinda bad been his last (she makes me feel like an old man, he admitted to Gordon), it began to occur to her that he was one lad who might not be subject to Linda’s charms. He hadn’t asked leading questions, hadn’t even glanced back. And what was it he had said that day on the hill? He liked very natural girls.
One thing was certain. There was no use trying to avoid Linda. If she wanted Peter and could get him, there was no doubt in Jane’s mind that she would. Belinda could be quite innocently ruthless. But this time Jane wasn’t going to run away from the fire. She was going to walk into it.
A few minutes later she asked Peter if he would like to come for Thanksgiving dinner next Thursday. She knew her mother wouldn’t mind.
“Why, thanks awfully,” Peter said, looking delighted. “Are you sure it would be all right? After all...”
“I’m quite sure,” Jane replied. “But call me tomorrow night if you like. Just so that I can give you an approximate time.”
Somebody had turned up a car radio, over by the bridge, and Trudy and Stitch were waltzing. Peter put out his arms and, with a deliberately comical flourish, murmured, “Shall we dance?”
In the next few minutes she recognized that this boy was more than a good skater. He was the best on the ice. He lifted her from mediocrity to something new and exiting. When the finally stopped, as Jane became breathless, Trudy and the rest crowded around, begging Peter to show them the steps and turns he had been teaching Jane.
Peter was very obliging and an excellent teacher. While he was skating with Polly, Trudy came over to Jane. “Where did you ever find him?” she whispered. “I think he’s adorable.”
Jane laughed. Adorable was such an inadequate word to use for Peter Shakespeare. “I found him on the hill behind the golf course,” she explained, adding with unconvincing truthfulness, “He tripped over me in the grass.”
Belinda, now with Ken, drifted past. Linda was a cautious skater and liked to practice, but Ken was carefree and daring on the ice. They made a strange pair, in consequence, which the difference in their heights accentuated. Jane glanced after them without the usual twinge of envy. She felt almost sorry for Ken these days. Quitting the football team had definitely hurt his standing with the crowd. If he wasn’t being ostracized he was coming mighty close to it. And Belinda, consequently, was willing to give him less and less of her time.
Right now she looked pouty and irritable, as though she wished she could trade him in and join the group around Polly and Peter. “Come on over!” Jane invited audaciously when they passed within calling distance.
Ken watched a few minutes, then put his hand on Jane’s arm to attract her attention. “Come show me that step, will you?”
“I’m not sure that I can, but I’ll try.” Jane moved off with him to a clear patch of ice. For the first time since the beginning of school she found herself treating him as she always had, with friendly acceptance. He was an interested pupil, and in a very few minutes was almost as proficient as the English boy.

“That’s a neat one!” he cried.
Finishing with his impromptu class, Peter skated over to them, and Jane introduced Ken. The boys shook hands, sizing one another up, and evidently liking what they found. In no time at all they were vying in executing intricate figures, with Peter easily the more skilful, but Ken gamed to try over and over again.
Jane stood by, watching. The tip of her nose was red from the cold and her fingers were stiff and aching, but she scarcely noticed. A half-forgotten sensation swept her — a feeling of warmth and peace that had nothing to do with the chill winter air. But why should I feel particularly content? she wondered. Nothing has changed.
And yet, she realized, as she kept her skates just barely in motion and hovered on the outskirts of the group, everything had changed. She had become a different person in the past few months. The girl she had been, the girl who lay dreaming last August in the tree house, was gone forever. The new Jane was more aware, more complicated, but at the same time more tolerant. And she no longer expected life to be nothing but a happy song.
She wasn’t, Jane now knew beyond dispute, the sort of person who could go sailing along on the crest of the wave, like Belinda. Beauty, when it was being handed out in the Howard family, had passed her by. She’d never look at a boy and know he was thinking, She sure is pretty! Never. It was something she had learned to face.
How far she had come since the day on the hill when she had lain in the grass and taken stock of her failures and disappointments! She no longer craved the unobtainable. Instead, she was beginning to enjoy the things she had. What was it her mother had tried to impress upon her? People who have not had too easy a time of it develop flavor. In a way, Jane was discovering, this was true.
She let Peter walk all the way home with her and would have invited him in, but he glanced at his watch and said, “Whoops, I’ve got to be stepping!”

“Don’t forget to call me tomorrow night.”
“I won’t. It’s been a wonderful afternoon — the best I’ve had since I left home. Thank you.”
“Thank you!” Jane said, and meant it. She watched him as he strode quickly down the street. A nice boy, she thought, gratefully. A very nice boy.

*
*
*

Sue, with her good hand, passed the note to Stitch and Stitch passed it to Jane.
“Can I see you for a minute after class?” Gordon had written. “Y.B. biz.”
Jane glanced at him across the room and nodded. “How about going down to the office?” she suggested at the door. “I’ve got a free period.”

“Swell! So have I.”
They already had their heads together, conferring, as they crossed the auditorium, where senior study hall was about to convene.
“You kids certainly are as thick as thieves these days,” Ken, who was sitting on the front row, complained, as Jane stumbled over his long legs.
“Sure,” Gordon shot back. “We’re keeping steady company. Didn’t you know?”
Did Ken look just the least bit disgruntled, or was she imagining it, Jane wondered, as she walked on. She was aware that he was watching as Gordon held the office door open for her, but it could have been mere idle-curiosity. Then, dropping her books on the table, she forgot everything but the business at hand.
Gordon had proved to be an exceptionally good advertising manager. With the same dogged patience he applied to building a fire or reading up on archaeology, he explored the possibility of increasing the yearbook revenue by selling more space.
Already they were talking about adding an extra form to take care of the ads he had wheeled from Local businessmen and shopkeepers. He had outsold his quota, topped Ken’s record of last year, and still had only been working a couple of weeks.

“How do you do it?” Jane asked. “It’s positively phenomenal.”
Gordon grinned. “I keep after ‘em,” he said. “After all, I have plenty of time, afternoons. Maybe it’s lucky I’m not the athletic type.”
“Maybe it is,” Jane agreed. She smiled at him with friendly admiration, remembering that she had once thought him hopelessly dull. Actually, he was still just as dull, she supposed, but his good qualities cancelled out his bad ones. He was loyal, business-like, indefatigable, and the best right-hand man she could possibly have.
At the moment he wanted to tell her about his interview with the owner of Hannum’s garage. “He’ll put the money on the line for a full-page ad if we ran a picture spread on hot rods and give him a publicity break,” he explained.

“What do you mean, publicity break?”

“Just mention the garage. That’s all.”
Jane frowned. “I’m not sure about that, Gordon. Wouldn’t it look rather ... well, obvious?”
“It might,” Gordon agreed, “unless we could work it into a caption. Take a picture of somebody’s car that’s always in for repairs, say, and make a crack about it.”

“Ken’s Caddy is there right now,” said Jane.
“Yeah, I thought of that. But Ken’s not too well thought of at the moment. It might not be good publicity for Hannum at all.”
Gordon’s statement was undoubtedly logical, but his words stung Jane as painfully as though she had been their butt. It shocked her to realize that public opinion had turned against Ken – even popular, easy-going, enthusiastic Ken – because he had made just one false move.
But was it false? “I’ve got to do what I think is right,” he had said to her father. “Even if the whole school — or the whole world — thinks it’s wrong.”
She found herself repeating this to Gordon and telling him about the family argument that had occasioned it, with Belinda and her father taking one side and she and her mother the other. “It’s a hard thing to decide what is black and what is white,” she said. “I used to think it was easy,” she added with a chuckle, “but now I’m beginning to see everything in shades of grey.”
Toying with a pencil, Gordon sat for a while without speaking; then he suggested gently, “Suppose we let it ride for a while. Public opinion’s fickle. Maybe things will work out if we don’t start pushing too hard.” His eyes met Jane’s with no sign of impatience, and he waited for her reply.

She said, “O.K. Thanks.”

*
*
*

For most meals the Howards used place mats on the polished mahogany table, but for Thanksgiving and Christmas they always brought out a snowy white damask tablecloth and the best monogrammed napkins. In Jane’s mind these accessories always indicated a special event.
Today, as she placed the silver and glassware with meticulous care, she was glad that it was Peter, instead of one of her mother’s lame ducks, who was coming to dinner. It lent the day a special aura of festivity and made the roasting turkey smell particularly good.
“Anything I can do?” Belinda wandered into the dining room in a blue flannel robe and fuzzy white slippers. On holidays she loved to loaf until noon without dressing, and her mother indulged her in this harmless pleasure.
“You might tell me,” said Jane, “whether this centerpiece looks right.” She had made an arrangement of a few crisp brown leaves, some bittersweet, three apples, a small pumpkin, and a handsome bunch of Belgian grapes. Standing back to eye it critically, she wondered if it didn’t seem lopsided, the pumpkin lending too much weight.
But Linda said, “I think it’s heavenly. It looks like something out of House and Garden.”

“Are you kidding?”
“No, I mean it.” Linda walked to the sideboard. “Want me to set up the tray for after-dinner coffee?”
“If you like,” Jane said, and went out to the kitchen with the silver salt boats, which needed cleaning. As she stood at the table, rubbing on the polish, she noticed Ken talking to a couple of strange boys, near the garage. A few minutes later they disappeared into it, then reappeared carrying two car doors, an armful of chrome strips, and a fender which the loaded into a Jeep. Some money was exchanged and Ken went into the house, whistling. He looked like a cat, Jane thought, that had just swallowed the cream.
Just then Mrs. Howard came out of the Sandersons’ side door and hurried through a gap in the hedge worn by the years of neighbourly visiting. “Set two extra places,” she called, as she came through the kitchen. “Ben is still away, so I’ve asked Audrey and Ken to come over for dinner. George’s sick with a cold, but Audrey can get a sitter for a couple of hours. I think they need cheering up.”
“Now Mother’s perfectly happy,” Linda said, as Jane came back into the dining room. “I knew the size of that turkey was bothering her. She likes a full house.”
She did indeed, and Jane knew that her particular kind of hospitality gave their holidays a special zest. If it wasn’t Miss Plunkett, it had to be somebody else. And Peter Shakespeare, as Jane had described him, didn’t sound needy enough.
Nor did he look needy, when he arrived at about four o’clock with a thin oblong package under his arm. He had abandoned the patched jacket for a heather tweed sport coat of more recent vintage, and he wore a pair of gray flannels which were just baggy enough to look comfortable.
He held the package out to Mrs. Howard as soon as introductions had been made. “This is something I thought you and Jane might enjoy.”
It was a slender volume by Paul Gallico, with a carnival scene on the jacket, and it was called Love of Seven Dolls.

“I hope you haven’t read it.”
“I haven’t,” Mrs. Howard said, thanking Peter. “But I loved The Snow Goose, and I know I’ll enjoy this.” She held it out to Jane. “So will you.”

“What about me?” asked Linda, pouting prettily.

Peter shook his head. “You’re too young.”
Jane almost laughed out loud. He hadn’t meant to set Belinda back on her heels, but he had managed it very neatly. She tossed her head indignantly and for the next half hour treated Peter with open contempt.
But if the English boy noticed this he certainly didn’t let it bother him. He talked easily with Mr. Howard, Jane, and her mother, who whispered to her daughter when they met a little later in the kitchen, “That’s one very attractive boy!”

“I’m glad you think so,” said Jane. “He’s different.”
Mrs. Howard, who seldom used expletives, said, “Yes, thank heaven!”

Jane turned in surprise. “What do you mean?”
“I get awfully tired of the callow youths who’ve been hanging around Linda lately, that’s all.”
“Ken isn’t especially callow.” Jane’s defence was quicker than thought.
Her mother grinned impishly as she basted the turkey for the last time. “Isn’t he? I think he’s been acting in a very calflike manner.”
“Ken’s in trouble,” Jane said. “Everybody’s against him. First his father, then the whole student body, and now Belinda. I feel sorry for Ken.”
But at the dinner table, a little later, Jane’s sorrow didn’t show. Belinda, who had forgotten her pique, was again trying to capture Peter’s attention, and Ken sat watching the byplay with a brooding expression that Jane interpreted as jealousy.
Deliberately she began playing up to the English boy, tossing the conversation his way whenever possible, outdoing Belinda at her own game, but on a different level. Let Ken learn the corroding taste of jealousy, she thought, without realizing that she was keeping her own wounds open.
Peter, apparently unaware that he was a pawn in the game being played between the sisters, talked easily as well, but addressed himself primarily to the adults, who gradually took over the conversation.
For once Belinda was outclassed. The discourse was over her head; and though she didn’t actually squirm she became increasingly restless, until her mother said, as soon as her dessert was finished, “Linda, would you like to be excused?”
The rebuff, Jane realized without sympathy, made her sister feel like a baby. She flushed with embarrassment but said, very sweetly, “Thank you, no.”
A few minutes later they all went into the living room for coffee, but Ken didn’t sit down. He thanked Mrs. Howard for a delicious dinner, then explained that he had an appointment. As Jane pretended complete lack of interest and Belinda once more turned her starry gaze on Peter, Ken shook hands with the hostess and said, in a conspiratorial stage whisper, “Big deal!”
Ken’s appointment was right next door, and his “deal” was put through in full view of the Howards’ living-room windows. Two strange men and a big, raw-boned young woman arrived in a jeep station wagon and departed bearing a grille, a fender skirt, two tail fins, and some other, unidentifiable objects.
Peter watched this operation with undisguised interest. “It looks as though Ken is in the spare-parts business,” he said to Mrs. Sanderson, who was just about to go back to George.

She nodded and sighed. “You should see our basement!”

“I’d like to.”
Jane went directly inside the house with Mrs. Sanderson, while Peter joined Ken in the yard. She was seeing the Sandersons’ basement for the first time since summer. Aghast, she stood and surveyed a jungle of discarded metal.
Ken, who had just come in from outside with Peter, surveyed the accumulation proudly. “Bargains,” he said with a sweeping gesture. “All of ‘em.”
There must, Jane computed rapidly as she walked down the stairs, be the equivalent of two or three Cadillacs in spare parts stacked against the walls. “B-but, Ken,” she cried, “what are you going to do with all this junk?”
“It isn’t junk!” Ken retorted indignantly. “It’s an investment. 
The boys began talking technicalities. Jane realized that Peter knew a good deal about cars, but she deliberately shut her mind to such phrases as “intake duration” and “manifold pressure gauge.” She wished she could share Ken’s belief that his father could be won over but as she wandered back and forth across the concrete floor and peered at the motley accumulation she became more and more dubious. Besides, Mr. Sanderson’s ultimatum was still ringing in her ears.
It also occurred to her that on his return he would hear the news of Eric’s crack-up and Sue Harvey’s broken arm. This wouldn’t be soothing; neither would he be apt to condone Ken’s quitting the football team. All in all, the outlook was more than gloomy; it was positively bleak.
But it was Ken’s outlook, Ken’s future, Jane told herself with a shake of her shoulders — not hers. Why should she worry about the results of his latest folly? It seemed to her that he had managed to leap very quickly and unhesitantly from the frying pan into the fire, and if he were turned to a grey ash why should it mean anything to her? After all, she had other things to think about – the yearbook, Peter Shakespeare. And Christmas was coming, too...
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to sling (slung/slung) over one’s shoulder

2. to be on one’s way to do smth

3. a well-bred person  (to breed-bred-bred)

4. to dwell-(dwelt-dwelt) on/upon smth

5. to feel compulsion to do smth

6. to become smb.

7. to lean over (leant-leant)

8. to be subject to smth.

9. to vie in doing smth

10. to stride-strode-stridden

11. to stumble over smth.

12. to cancel out smth.

13. to indulge smb. in smth

14. to outdo smb. at smth.

15. to be outclassed

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. Quitting the football team had definitely hurt his standing with the crowd. If he wasn’t being ostracized he was coming mighty close to it.  2. In no time at all they were vying in executing intricate figures…  3. Standing back to eye it critically, she wondered if it didn’t seem lopsided, the pumpkin lending too much weight  4. …he wore a pair of grey flannels which were just baggy enough to look comfortable.

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. Right now she looked pouty and irritable. 2. He will put the money on the line for a full-page ad. 3. He looked like a cat that had just swallowed the cream.  4. He hadn’t meant to set Belinda back on her heels.  5. “I get awfully tired of the callow youths who have been hanging around Linda lately.”  6. “I think he has been acting in a very calf-like manner.”  7. Peter was a pawn in the game being played between the sisters. 8. “Bargains,” he said with a sweeping gesture.  9. All in all, the outlook was more than gloomy; it was positively bleak.

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. “Not at all,” – said Peter in his clipped British manner.  2. She wasn’t the sort of person who could go sailing along on the crest of the wave, like Belinda.  3. She no longer craved the unobtainable. Instead, she was beginning to enjoy the things she had.  4. He was loyal, business-like, indefatigable, and the best right-hand man she would possibly have.  5. “It’s a hard thing to decide what is black and what is white,” she said. “I used to think it was easy, but now I’m beginning to see everything in shades of grey.” 6. For once Belinda was outclassed. The discourse was over her head.  7. …he had managed to leap very quickly and unhesitantly from the frying pan into the fire…

Exercise 8. Answer the following questions, using the words in brackets.

1. Why did Jane agree to go to the dam with Peter?

(to sling over one’s shoulder; to one’s surprise; to be accustomed to smth.; to be on one’s way to do; to fib; to provoke comment; to worry; to run into smb)

2. Did Jane keep wondering about Peter’s background? Did she come to know him better?

(to be jolly of smb; to ring across; to indicate; a well-bred person; to dwell on; a comfortable person; to feel no compulsion to do smth; to have no acquaintances; free and easy; mature; stubborn; enthusiasm; insist on doing; feel silly)

3. What was the meeting with Belinda like? Was Jane afraid that Peter might be subject to Linda’s charms?

(to glide; a stocky boy; graceful; to become smb; to lean over; arm in arm; face to face; to stare at; to be anxious; an engaging smile; to surge through smb; to occur; to be subject to; no use doing smth; ruthless; to run away; to walk into)

4. Was Peter accepted to the company?

(to introduce; to pick up; a good skater; to beg; to be obliging; adorable; to trip over; to shake hands; to size smb up; to vie in doing smth)

5. What did Jane realise at the skating-rink?

(to be red from the cold; to ache; to sweep; a different person; to go forever; tolerant; a happy song; beyond dispute; on the crest of the wave; to pass by; to face smth; a stock of smth; to crave smth; to enjoy)

6. Was the work on the yearbook successful? Who contributed to it?

(to prove to be; to apply to doing smth; the yearbook revenue; to outsell; to top smb’s record; hopelessly dull; to cancel out; to run a picture; a publicity break; a caption; to make a crack)

7. Why wasn’t Ken’s car good publicity for Hannum’s garage?

(not to think well of smb; good publicity; testing; to turn against; to make a false move; to take one side; to see in shades of gray; to be fickle). 

8. What atmosphere reigned in the Howards’ home on Thanksgiving Day?

(a tablecloth; monogrammed napkins; a special event; with meticulous care; a special aura of festivity; a roasting turkey; to make an arrangement of smth; to cheer up; a full house; hospitality; a special zest)

9. What impression did Peter make on Belinda and Mrs. Howard?

(a heather tweed sport coat; a pair of gray flannels; to hold out; a volume by; to set smb back on one’s heels; to toss one’s head; to treat with contempt; callow youths; to hang around)

10. What game was being played between the two sisters at table?

(to capture Peter’s attention; to interpret; to play up to smb; to toss the conversation; to outdo; a taste of jealousy; to keep one’s wounds open; a pawn in the game; to be outclassed; to squirm; restless)

11. Was Jane sceptical about Ken’s “bargains”? Did she worry about his folly?

(junk; an investment; to know a good deal about smth; to share one’s belief; to win over; to become dubious; on one’s return; to be apt to do; to condone; a folly; to leap from the frying pan into the fire; to turn to smth)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Answer the following questions.

1. What did Peter mean saying that Jane was “as frank as rain on cherry blossom”?

2. Why was Jane furious when Belinda tried to charm Peter at the skating rink?

3. What made Jane become a different person?

4. What’s your attitude towards Ken’s “false move”? Which side are you on?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Джейн шла через холм с перекинутыми через плечо коньками, чтобы поблагодарить Питера за телеграмму.

2. Питер спросил Джейн, не идет ли она на встречу с кем-то другим?

3. У Питера была речь культурного человека.

4. У Джейн не возникало ни малейшего желания заигрывать с Питером.

5. Питер держался на коньках исключительно грациозно, и спорт был ему к лицу.

6. Джейн пришло в голову, что Питер ни за что не поддастся чарам Линды.

7. Мальчики тут же стали соревноваться, выписывая замысловатые фигуры на льду.

8. Проходя через аудиторию, Джейн споткнулась о длинные ноги Кена.

9. Гордон был скучным человеком, но его плохие качества компенсировались хорошими.

10. На этот раз Белинду обошли, т.к. разговором завладели взрослые.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract. 

Unit 11

Commentary
slick – (ам. слэнг) отличный, превосходный, что надо

e.g. The meal was slick. Еда была что надо!
tortoise-shell hairpins – заколки для волос из черепахового панциря
chintz – мебельный ситец
plaid wool – шотландка (шерстяная ткань в шотландскую клетку)
scones – ячменная или пшеничная лепешка, булочка

M.I.T. – Massachusetts Institute of Technology
dual smokestacks – дымовая (зд. выхлопная) труба
to be worth a plugged nickel – гроша ломаного не стоить
to plead a case – вести дело в суде, защищать интересы

to beat the rap – (слэнг) избежать наказания, уйти от правосудия
to make a stab at smth – (разг.) попытаться, сделать попытку
Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. inadvertently
[LInRd'wR:t(R)ntlI]
2. prestige

[pre'stI:G]
3. divine

[dI'vaIn]
4. conspicuously
[kRn'spIkjuRslI]
5. vengeance

['vendG(R)ns]
6. disparagement
[dIs'pWrIdGmRnt]
7. vehemence

['vI:RmRns]
8. incredulously
[In'kredjulRslI]
9. arid

['WrId]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

Within the next few days, Jane became aware that Peter had managed, quite inadvertently, to give her a new prestige. Belinda, far from ridiculing him, was almost covetous of Jane’s new beau. If it hadn’t been for his performance on ice skates, perhaps he wouldn’t have been so generally accepted, but the fact of the matter was that he had got off to an exceptionally good start. His accent, instead of being thought odd, was considered intriguing, and his patched coat inspired a rash of leather elbow shields among the boys at Brookfield High.
“Of course,” Trudy said, “you’re going to bring him to the Christmas formal, I think he’s absolutely divine!”
Jane cherished Peter’s bewitchment of all her close friends, but she refused to commit herself. “I don’t know,” she said. “I’m not sure. I haven’t really made up my mind.”
The Christmas formal was the Country Club dance for teen-agers, the one event of the year to which the girls always asked the boys. Since Jane’s parents, as well as Trudy’s and Polly’s and Sue’s, were members, she automatically received a couple of tickets in the mail.
When they came, the first day of December, she stuck them in her mirror and considered them from time to time. Here was one affair where she wouldn’t be subjected to Belinda’s competition, because no girl under fifteen was invited. But even if this had not been the case, Jane could have contemplated the dance with equanimity. Peter had been subjected to Linda’s charms and had emerged unscathed. Not once since meeting her he had he so much as mentioned Jane’s younger sister, though he had had plenty of opportunity.
On the Saturday night after Thanksgiving Day she and Peter had gone skating again and then on to Polly’s to pop corn and play records and dance. On Sunday, instead of meeting him on the hill, she had taken him over to Sue’s, where the gang had all congregated at about four o’clock for cokes and one of Mrs. Harvey’s famous chocolate cakes.
“Next Sunday.” Peter suggested, as they walked back to Franklin Street in the early dark, “why don’t you come home to tea with me? My aunt and uncle are interested in knowing where I’m spending my time these days.”

Jane felt a trifle abashed. “What have you told them?”

“I just explained I’d met a girl.”

“And what did they say?”

“Nothing. Except that they’d like to meet you.”
“I’d like to meet them,” Jane said slowly, wondering even as she spoke whether this was quite the truth. She felt a little frightened at the prospect. She had learned to know and like Peter. She could cope with him, but his relatives might be something else again. “Are they very British?” she asked after a minute.
“My aunt is, but my uncle is American.” Peter smiled down at her. “There’s nothing to be scared about.”
Such reassurance was pleasant, yet in spite of it Jane found herself dressing for the visit with special care. She wore a beige sweater, her best pearls, and a rather sober brown-and-tan checked skirt. When she applied lipstick it was with more than her usual discretion. She was trying to look unobtrusive and well-bred, because unconsciously she wanted to be as much of a credit to Peter as he had been to her.
When he called for her, on foot as usual, a group of Belinda’s friends were sprawled all over the living room, watching television and gossiping. She couldn’t have cared less what those youngsters back home were saying, because she and Peter were in the midst of an all-absorbing discussion – concerning Ken Sanderson.
They had met Ken right outside the house, and in response to his hello Peter had called back, “How’s business?”
“Slick,” Ken said, “It better had be. Pop’s due home next Friday.” He crossed his fingers and grinned.
Because she was conspicuously going some place with Peter, it was easy for Jane to enter the conversation casually. “I’ll pray for you nights,” she promised flippantly.
When they were out of earshot Peter said, unexpectedly, “You like that boy a lot, don’t you?”
Caught off guard, Jane didn’t take time to consider. “Ken? Heavens, no. We used to be friends when we were children, but lately he’s been acting like a complete and litter dope. I feel sort of sorry for him, but that’s all.”

“Are you sure that’s all?” Peter asked quietly.

Jane frowned. “Of course I’m sure. Why?”
“Because at Thanksgiving dinner you took such pains to ignore him.”
“Did I?” Jane shrugged. “I don’t remember, really.” This was untrue. She remembered perfectly well how sweet her little vengeance had been. “Living next door,” she tried to explain, “our families have always seen a lot of each other. And lately Ken’s been doing a bit of cradle-snatching and dating my younger sister. But now,” she rattled on, “I think even Linda’s given him the gate.” Then she felt Peter’s probing eyes upon her and was ashamed. What tag end of resentment had impelled her to discredit Ken?
“I take it he’s committed the cardinal American sin and managed to make himself unpopular,” suggested Peter, with a trace of curtness.
Annoyed at the disparagement of her country, Jane snapped, “As a matter of fact, he has.”

“How?”
The gentler tone in which this question was asked broke down her defenses, and she found herself spilling out the whole story of Ken’s devotion to his Cadillac.
Peter waited, now, without speaking, but Jane found it increasingly hard to come to the climax. “He did something pretty terrible, I suppose. He resigned from the football team, so he could keep the jobs.”
Peter grinned. “So he could keep the jobs and start a spare-parts business.”
He had instantly put his finger on the most disturbing factor in the whole case, so far as Jane was concerned. “That’s just it!” she cried. “Why did he have to do that! Oh, he’s just plain stupid!”
Amused by her vehemence, Peter said, “Stupid is one thing Ken Sanderson is not. He may be foolhardy, he may be single-minded, he may be a poor sport, but he isn’t dull. That boy has a mind for mechanics.”
“Do you think he’s a poor sport?” Jane asked, and was surprised that the question cost her an effort.
“In a way, yes,” Peter admitted. “Quitting a school team in midseason just isn’t cricket. But in another way I admire his independence. It takes courage to snap your fingers at public opinion.”
“The funny thing is, I don’t think he much cares that he’s being cold-shouldered. He’s too busy, I guess, to worry.”
“Don’t you believe it,” Peter contradicted her. “He worries, all right, but he covers it up.”
They had reached the edge of town, where sidewalks gave way to dirt paths along the roadside. Peter steered her to the left. “My uncle’s place is over there,” he said, “behind that stand of hemlock.”
Somehow, Jane had thought of Peter as living on a narrow street in the Carlinville mill district. She was surprised when he led her toward a farmhouse, settled squarely in a cleared field right over the Brookfield line. There was a barn, a fenced yard, and a flower garden laid out in neat beds which had been mulched for winter.
Peter’s aunt, who came at once to the door, was a rangy woman with a pleasant mouth and grey-streaked hair pulled severely back from her forehead and knotted in a big bun held by tortoise-shell hairpins. Peter called her Aunt Louise, but he introduced her to Jane as Mrs. Watson. She shook hands firmly and said, in an accent like Peter’s, “Won’t you come in?”
Jane’s normal timidity was routed, almost at once, by her interest in the house. Like the garden, it was unexpected. In the living-room fireplace a gas log was burning, and a round center table was laid with a lace-edged cloth and set for tea. The furniture, bulky and rather ugly, was covered in faded chintz, and the old-fashioned glass-doored bookcases were crowded with volumes which looked used and worn.
For several minutes Jane couldn’t decide whether the total effect was welcoming or forbidding, because there was a stiffness about the placement of things that was in complete contrast to the informality of her own home. But then Mr. Watson swept into the house like a breath of fresh air — a big, hard-muscled American with a ready grin and a dynamic personality that made the room come suddenly alive.
He was wearing khaki pants, a sweater which he stripped over his head and flung behind him onto a chair, and a plaid wool sport shirt. “Tea!” he boomed, rubbing his hands. Then he winked at Jane. “Women’s stuff.” But he settled down and drank three cups with cream and ate innumerable hot buttered scones, which Jane found both novel and delicious. She kept refusing the thinly sliced bread and butter in their favor, until Peter cried, “Hey, you’ll get fat!”
“Peter!” His aunt sounded shocked, but Mr. Watson laughed heartily. “This lad’s getting more American by the minute,” he said, partly to tease his wife, Jane felt sure. “By the time we send him back to school he’ll be saying ‘swell’ and getting his hair out of a braid.”
Peter made a fake pass at his uncle. Jane could see that they were good friends. She smiled in appreciative amusement, then picked a word out of the conversation. “School? I thought you were finished with school.”
The English boy shook his head. “That’s why I’m working. To earn money to go to Oxford next fall.”
“Oxford!” Jane was surprised, and showed it. Peter’s aunt looked proud, but his uncle said, “Oxford is no place for you.”
Peter didn’t speak, and his expression showed that this was an oft-repeated argument in which he didn’t want to get involved. But Jane, who didn’t happen to be looking at him, asked, “Why not?”
“Because this lad’s got a genius for mechanics. He ought to go to a place like M.I.T.”
“So that’s why you and Ken got together so quickly,” Jane murmured.

“Who’s Ken?” Mr. Watson asked.
“A boy who lives next door to me,” Jane said. “He’s crazy about old cars.”
“He has a spare-parts business in his basement,” Peter added. Then turning to Jane, he explained quickly, “Uncle Tim loves to tinker with cars. He’s just bought an old truck.”
“Old!” Mr. Watson leapt to his feet with a vigor that made the small room vibrate.
“Ken Sanderson might have some stuff you’d be interested in,” Peter told his uncle. “You ought to look that boy up.”
A little while later Peter took her home, and although the twilight cold was sharp he strolled along slowly, chatting about his Uncle Tim’s almost boyish interest in reworking cars. “It’s a pity he and Aunt Louise never had any children,” he told Jane. “What he wouldn’t have given for a son like Ken!”

Early the following evening Mr. Watson called at the Sandersons’ and bought seventy-two dollars’ worth of secondhand parts from Ken. Not until after ten o’clock did they come out of the basement. Ken, heavy-eyed but happy, was too tired to do his homework; but he had found a new friend.
*
*
*

At five-thirteen that same afternoon a truck crumpled the right fender of Ken Sanderson’s car, smashed a head light, and damaged the grille.
The accident took place just a few blocks east of the center of town, and a few seconds after it happened Jane arrived on the scene with Gordon, who was still discussing yearbook business as they walked home together. Ken and the truck driver were facing each other in the road, and the few passers-by who had witnessed the incident were behaving in characteristic fashion. Some, too much in a hurry to be bothered, were quickening their steps; and others – the loitering, interested type – were gathering around the Cadillac in a little group.
In the glare of the truck’s headlights Jane could see Ken’s face. It was chalky white, with the eyes dark and troubled, the cheeks hollow, like a Halloween mask. The sight shocked her far more than the crumpled fender. Where was the boy she had known, the lighthearted companion? She was looking at the face of a stranger — the lean, anxious face of a young man.
Standing in the shadow of a tree trunk, she watched the policeman make a series of careful notes in a little black book, then come around to help Ken yank at the damaged fender, which was difficult to free from the wheel.
The truck driver climbed back in his cab and shoved his gears into reverse; then, still muttering to himself, he roared off. The last of the onlookers drifted away. Ken and the policeman picked up the larger pieces of broken glass from the roadway, and still Jane waited, wishing there was something she could do.
This was the boy who had called her a stinker and meant it. This was the boy who had all but broken her spirit, who had hurt her so deeply arid remorselessly that she would never forget it; yet at this moment her heart went out to him in pity and sympathy, because the crumpled fender was the last straw. It was a sure sign of doom to the Cadillac. All Ken’s work, all his big deals, all his sacrifices, would come to nothing, because Jane knew that Mr. Sanderson could never be won over now.
The policeman got back on his motorcycle and wheeled away. With sagging shoulders, Ken tossed the glass fragments into the trunk of the car and slammed it shut.
Jane stepped out of the shadows and walked over to the Cadillac. “Ken...”

“Hi, Jane.” He looked at her wearily. “Did you see it?”

“No. I was just a minute too late.”
Ken shrugged. “It wasn’t my fault, really, but it’s too much to expect to Pop to believe that.”
“I know.” Jane opened the door of the car on the damaged side. “Will you drive me home?”
“Sure, if we can get this heap rolling.” He nudged the starter. “The front wheels may be out of line.”
Frowning in concentration, he drove a fun block without speaking. “Seems steady enough. Maybe it’s only the a fender after all.”
“What are you going to do?” Jane asked in a small voice. She felt chilly with apprehension.
Ken shook his head. “In twenty-four hours there’s not much I can, do,” he admitted. All the cockiness which had sustained him over the past few weeks had disappeared. Even in the half-light he looked beaten and exhausted. Hope had fled.
After a minute or two Jane asked, “Have you delivered all your telegrams?”
“No! I completely forgot.” He fished an envelope out of his pocket. “Look at the address on this, will you, in the dashboard light.”

“Number twenty-one Ridge Road,” Jane read.

“Want me to drop you here or will you ride along?”
“I’ll ride along, if you don’t mind,” Jane said. She was aware that Ken glanced at her curiously for a second.
She sat very quiet, thinking, while he drove to the west side of town.
He pulled up at the curb, peered at the numbers on a porch pillar, and climbed out of the car with his telegram. In a minute or so he was back.

“Any more to deliver?” Jane asked.
“Nope. That was the last. Now I’d better go home and break the bad news to Mother.” He glanced at his wrist watch and added ruefully, “Then I can drown my sorrows in soapsuds.”
“If we could only think of something,” Jane murmured. “If we could only think of something!” She used the plural pronoun without realizing it, so intensely did she feel.
“Why should you care?” Ken asked her mistrustfully. “You never thought my Caddy was worth a plugged nickel anyway.”
There was something about the way he said “my Caddy” which reminded Jane of the way her mother occasionally said “my husband” or her father said “my wife.” From the beginning it had been a love affair between Ken and that car, she realized. A far more serious entanglement than between Ken and Belinda. “I do care,” Jane said very softly. “I only made fun of the Cadillac to get even with you.”

“Get even? I don’t understand.”
“It doesn’t matter now,” Jane said. “It’s all over.” Then, before he could quiz her further, she said, with sudden inspiration, “Ken, before we go home, let’s drive over and let Peter’s uncle take a look at this. It will only take fifteen minutes, and he just might have a suggestion.”

“It’ll take more than a suggestion.”

“An inspiration, then,” Jane wheedled.

“Any miracles lying around?”

“Ken, please!”
“It’s a waste of time,” Ken argued. “Pop gets home tomorrow, remember. Not next week.”

“Maybe something will happen.”

“Such as what?”

“The plane could be grounded,” Jane suggested.
“Fat chance,” Ken muttered, but he turned away from Franklin Street into the Carlinville Road.
Jane sat very still, wondering what they could say when they arrived, now that Ken had acceded to her impulsive request. The nearer they got to the Watsons’, the more apprehensive she felt. Suppose Peter’s uncle wasn’t at home? Suppose he thought them rash or harebrained to come to him in such a headlong fashion? Suppose he ...
At that moment Mr. Watson came around the corner of the red track into the beam of Ken’s one headlight. He whistled long and softly. “When did this happen, young fella?”

“Just now,” Ken said.
“Mr. Watson,” Jane barged in, “I suggested coming here. Ken’s in an awful jam. It’s like this.” She launched into an account of Mr. Sanderson’s initial disapproval of the Cadillac, of Ken’s costly mistake and its consequences, of his father’s imminent return. Words tumbled over one another. Like a lawyer pleading an important case, she was scarcely aware of her audience, except for Mr. Watson, the one-man jury. She saw, without sensing, Peter’s arrival, and knew that he stood by listening; but it wasn’t to him that she spoke.
Kindliness and another emotion, the warmth of understanding, welled up in Mr. Watson’s eyes. He nodded to Jane but spoke to Ken. “You’re in a tight spot, aren’t you, boy?”

“Yes, sir, you bet I am!”

“When does your father get in?”
“Tomorrow afternoon, on the four-forty-five plane from Chicago. I was going to meet him at the airport,” he confessed ruefully, “as a sort of a surprise.”
Mr. Watson looked as his wrist watch. “It certainly doesn’t give us much time,” he said.
Jane’s heart leapt. Us! He was going to help Ken! He was going to try to beat the rap. Us. It was such a little word, but so important. She stood, tense and silent, with clasped hands, but her eyes began to shine.
Peter watched her covertly, but she wasn’t aware of it. She didn’t see the tenderness of his expression or the look of comprehension. She was too absorbed.

“Wh — what do you mean, sir?” Ken was asking incredulously.
“I mean we can make a stab at this job, if Peter will lend a hand – and if you’ve got a fender. You have got a fender, haven’t you, Ken?”

“I – think so.” Ken was still nearly speechless with astonishment.
“And I’ve got that grille I bought from you. How soon can you get home and eat your dinner and come back here?”
“Gosh, I don’t care about eating,” Ken replied. “I can grab something on the run. Say half to three quarters of an hour.” Then he looked suddenly stricken. “It’s no use. I forgot my dishwashing job.”
“I’ll take it over for this evening,” Jane heard herself saying. “I can wash dishes as well as you can, any day of the week.”

“But maybe they wouldn’t like it.” Ken looked doubtful.
“They’ll like it,” Jane promised. “If I turn up and you don’t, they’ll have to like it. Come on. Let’s go.”
“Better take my truck,” Mr. Watson suggested. “Maybe we can get started before you get back.”
“You mean you’d trust me with it, sir? After this?” Ken gestured toward the crumpled front end of the Cadillac!
Mr. Watson smiled. “Jane said it wasn’t your fault, son. And I trust Jane.”
“Well, I sure appreciate it,” Ken mumbled, his voice husky with emotion.
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to commit oneself

2. to be subjected to something

3. to call for somebody

4. in response to something

5. to take time to do something

6. to take pains to do something

7. to contradict somebody

8. to have a genius for something

9. to leap to one’s feet

10. to stand in the shadow (of a tree)

11. to flee (fled, fled)

12. to pull up at

13. to break the news to somebody

14. to get even with somebody

15. to take over

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. Jane could have contemplated the dance with equanimity  2. When she applied lipstick, it was with more than her usual discretion. She was trying to look unobtrusive and well-bred.  3. What tag end of resentment had impelled her to discredit Ken?  4. There was a barn, a fenced yard, and flower garden laid out in neat beds.  5. She felt chilly with apprehension.

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. Belinda was almost covetous of Jane’s new beau.  2. Peter had been subjected to Linda’s charms and had emerged unscathed.  3. Jane felt a trifle abashed.  4. I think even Linda’s given him the gate.  5. He is being cold-shouldered.  6. …the crumpled fender was the last straw.  7. He thought them harebrained to come to him…  8 She launched into an account of Mr. Sanderson’s disapproval of the Cadillac.  9. Then he looked suddenly stricken.

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. She wanted to be as much of a credit to Peter as he had been to her. 2. “I take it he’s committed the cardinal American sin and managed to make himself unpopular.”  3. He had instantly put his finger on the most disturbing factor in the whole case.  4. “This lad’s getting more American by the minute. …He will be saying “swell” and getting his hair out of a braid.”  5. All the cockiness, which had sustained him over the past few weeks, had disappeared.  6. Like a lawyer pleading an important case, she was carelessly aware of her audience, except for Mr. Watson, the one-man jury. 

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in brackets.

1. What contributed to Jane’s new prestige?

(to be aware; to be covetous of; to be accepted; an odd accent; intriguing; a patched coat; to inspire; divine)

2. Was Jane frightened at the prospect of meeting Peter’s aunt and uncle? 

(to be abashed; to meet smb; to cope with; to be scared about; with special care; to wear; to apply lipstick; discretion; unobtrusive; to be of a credit to smb)

3. What story did Jane spill out to Peter? How did Peter treat it?

(to be out of earshot; to be caught off guard; to take time; to act like a dope; to take pains to do; vengeance; to discredit; to commit a sin; disparagement; to spill out a story; to do smth terrible; to resign from; foolhardy; single-minded; a poor sport; a mind for mechanics; to take courage; to be cold-shouldered)

4. What impression did the Watsons and their house make on Jane?

(a farmhouse; a rangy woman; gray-streaked hair; to introduce smb to smb; to be routed; to lay the table; faded chintz; to be crowded with; stiffness; to be in contrast to smth; hard-muscled; dynamic personality; to wink at; to settle down)

5. What was the atmosphere like at the Watsons’?

(to sound shocked; to tease; to make a pass; to look proud; an oftrepeated argument; to get a genius for mechanics; to be crazy about; to tinker with cars; to leap to one’s feet; to look smb up)

6. What kind of accident took place not far from the centre of town?

(to crumple; to arrive on the scene; to face; to witness; a chalky-white face; a lighthearted companion; a stranger; in the shadow of a tree; to roar off)

7. Did Jane show deep concern about the situation Ken found himself in?

(to break one’s spirit; to hurt; a pity; a sympathy; the last straw; to come to nothing; to win over; wearily; one’s fault; apprehension; the cockiness; to look beaten)

8. What way out did Jane suggest?

(to care; a love affair; a serious entanglement; to get even with; with inspiration; to take a look at smth; to have a suggestion; a waste of time; to accede to smth; to feel apprehensive; to be harebrained)

9. What help did Mr. Watson offer to Ken?

(to be in a jam; to launch into an account of; to plead a case; to be aware of; to nod; to beat the rap; to shine; incredulously; speechless with astonishment; to look stricken; to take over; to trust smb; to appreciate smth)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Explain what is meant by the following quotation from the text. Get ready to express your opinion of the point. Answer the questions which follow the quotation. Support your viewpoint.

· “It takes courage to snap your fingers at public opinion,’” Peter admitted.

1. Is public opinion important to you when you take a decision?

2. Can you ignore it if you consider your decision right?

II. Answer the following questions.

1. Why was Jane sure that Peter wasn’t interested in Belinda at all?

2. What was Jane afraid of, asking Peter if his relatives were very British?

3. What made Jane think that Peter was living on a narrow street in the Carniville mill district?

4. What can prove that Peter liked Ken?

5. How can you account for Jane’s willingness to help Ken?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Джейн не хотела связывать себя обязательствами и сказала, что еще не решила, пригласить ли Питера на Рождественский бал.

2. Когда Питер зашел за Джейн, друзья Белинды смотрели телевизор и сплетничали.

3. У Джейн, застигнутой врасплох вопросом Питера, не было времени продумать ответ.

4. Во время обеда в День Благодарения Джейн стоило больших трудов не обращать внимания на Кена.

5. Питер возразил Джейн и сказал, что Кен очень обеспокоен ситуацией, только тщательно это скрывает.

6. М-р Уотсон сказал, что Оксфорд не для Питера, т.к. у него гениальные способности к механике.

7. Джейн стояла в тени дерева и наблюдала за полицейским и Кеном.

8. Кен подъехал к обочине и посмотрел на номер дома.

9. Кен решил, что пора ехать домой и сообщить маме плохие новости.

10. Джейн подшучивала над Кадиллаком только чтобы отплатить Кену.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract. 

Unit 12

Commentary

How on earth was she going to explain… - каким же образом (как ей удастся…) (on earth – разг. выражение, употребляемое для усиления)

a wing chair – кресло с подголовником
fat chance – никакой надежды, слабая надежда (e.g. fat chance to win – где уж вам выиграть)
to be pleased as Punch – очень доволен, рад-радешенек (Punch – Панч, Петрушка, действующее лицо комедии кукол)

Rules and Regs – Rules and Regulations
to pack a wallop – иметь сильный удар
German measles – краснуха коревая (мед.)
Exercise 1. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
1. squalid



['skwOlId]
2. crusade



[kru:'seId]
3. stature



['stWtSR]
4. undecipherable

[LAnd'saIf(R)rRbl]
5. disintegration


[dIsLIntI'greIS(R)n]
6. rebuke



[rI'bju:k]
7. indefinable


[LIndI'faInRb(R)l]
8. loiter



['lOItR]
9. wield



['wI:ld]
10. meticulous


[mI'tIkjulRs]
11. speculative


['spekjulRtIv]
12. diagnosis


[LdaIRg'nRusIs]
13. trepidation


[LtrepI'deIS(R)n]
14. temperamental

[Ltemp(R)rR'mentl]
15. hibernating


[LhaIbR:'neItIN]
16. meander


[mI'WndR]
17. futile



['fju:taIl]
18. tedious



['tI:dGRs]
19. equivocation


[ILkwIvR'keIS(R)n]
20. abject



['WbdGekt]
21. arch



['Q:tS]
22. gardenia


[gQ:'dI:njR]
Exercise 2. Read the following extract:

Heading back toward town, Jane sat very straight in the cab of the big red truck, but inside she felt limp. It was as though she had formed a snowball and started it rolling – a snowball that grew and grew until it threatened to engulf everyone in its path.
What was she going to tell her family? How on earth was she going to explain her absence this evening? She certainly couldn’t walk in and admit that she had contracted to take over Ken’s dishwashing job, even for this one night. They’d think she had lost her mind.
In the glare of approaching headlights Ken caught a glimpse of her face. “You can still back out,” he suggested.

“You know I won’t. Let me out downtown,” Jane commanded. “I’m not going home!”

“But why? You’ve got half an hour. When are you going to eat?”
“I’ll pick up a sandwich at the Snack Shop. Don’t worry about me,” she said.
But first she went to the telephone booth at the back of the drugstore and called her mother. “I won’t be home for dinner,” she said bluntly.
“But darling, why? We’re having lamb chops and baked potatoes and peas, your favourite dinner!” Her mother’s voice sounded almost petulant.
Why was it, Jane wondered as she stood listening, that adults always set such store by food, as though there were nothing more important than this to a teen-age girl? “I can’t explain now, but there’s nothing wrong,” she promised. “I’ll see you later, Mommy. About nine-thirty or ten o’clock.”

“Jane –”
But Jane had already hung up, anticipating an argument. At least she had phoned. At least her family knew she was all right. After checking the remnant of her week’s allowance — thirty-five cents — in her wallet, she walked over to the Snack Shop, which was completely empty at this hour, and ordered a ham sandwich and a cup of hot chocolate. Then she tried to eat. But the bread tasted like rubber in her mouth. She couldn’t seem to swallow. She was too scared. To walk through the kitchen door of that restaurant and make the necessary explanation was almost more than she could face.
Why hadn’t she asked Ken to phone them, or something? Too late, she realized he might at least have stopped and introduced her — paved the way. But it was too late now. She hadn’t even a time left to phone him. Pulling her coat around her shoulders, Jane walked over to the soda fountain and paid the proprietor. Then, in spite of her misgivings, she marched down Main Street with a steady tread.
Before ducking into the alley which led to the rear of the restaurant, Jane glanced up and down the sidewalk. Not a soul she knew was in sight. Taking a long breath, she hurried down the dark passageway, avoiding cartons and boxes stacked helter-skelter in the courtyard, and tugged at the back door.
It opened on a crowded, steamy kitchen. Immediately in front of Jane a man in a soiled white apron and chef’s cap stared for an instant, then said, “You’ve got the wrong entrance, miss.”
“I’m taking over Ken Sanderson’s job for the evening,” she told him. Then her voice began to tremble. “He couldn’t come.”
The cook looked her up and down suspiciously, and Jane wished she had been wearing her ancient camel’s-hair coat instead of this new one. “This ain’t a job for a girl,” he said with a frown.
“For one night I think I can manage.” Jane looked him in the eye and was relieved to find that her voice had stopped trembling and sounded almost firm.
The fellow shrugged. “Hang your things on a hook. There’s Sanderson’s apron. And I guess you can see the sink.”
Until that moment Jane hadn’t noticed it, but she saw it now – the drainboards stacked with heavy, cheap crockery, with the leavings of many greasy dinners unscraped. The prospect of handling the dishes almost turned her stomach. So this was what Ken faced, night after night - this unappetizing shambles. For this he had quit the football team, relinquished his position as one of the big men of the senior class. Lost his appeal for Belinda.

For this? No. For his car.
As Jane tackled the job he had done so often, the wearisome, squalid task of handling hundreds of dirty dishes, she decided that her mental picture of Ken in relationship with his car would have to be revised. She had considered it a love affair, but it was more than that, she realized. It was very nearly a crusade.
The more Jane thought about it, the more such single-minded devotion acquired stature. This was no boyish crush! It was an interest so all-absorbing that it had become more vital than anything else in Ken’s life. No wonder she wanted to help him. No wonder he needed her!
Somehow, in some way as yet undecipherable, they would have to convince Mr. Sanderson that this Cadillac was no toy – that it might be the instrument that would shape his son’s career. As her ears filled with the growing clatter of dishes, the relaying of orders, the swish-swish of the swinging door, Jane knew that, for the first time in her life, she really understood what has motivated another human being. She not only understood Ken; she believed in him. The shreds of jealousy that still lingered in her consciousness were no longer poisonous. Their disintegration was almost complete.
“Here, young lady! Get a move on, or you’ll be here all night.” The voice was rough, but the waiter grinned, because Jane had been standing for some minutes without touching a dish.
“Yes, sir,” she said and smiled back. Hot and tired and sweaty, she still did not mind the rebuke. She was happy — happy in the same indefinable way she had known last summer. The world, all but invisible through the steamy windows, looked challenging and good.
*
*
*

The December night seemed bitter cold after the heat of the restaurant kitchen. Jane shivered inside her coat and pulled the collar around her ears as she turned toward home. In front of the drugstore the Wrights’ new station wagon was parked, and Bob’s father was just crossing the sidewalk. “Hello, Jane,” he said. “You’re out late. Want a ride?”

“I’d love it,” she said.

“Climb in.”
The encounter reminded her of the time when Bob had picked her up and driven her home from school. She hadn’t seen Bob, lately, but she asked about him now with casual interest.
“Oh, he’s doing fine,” Mr. Wright said. “Got himself a girl,” he added with a chuckle. “We haven’t met her yet, but we’ve seen her picture. She looks pretty cute.”

Jane laughed. “Oh-oh! D’you think it’s serious?”

“With four years of school ahead, I certainly hope not.”
“Bob’s levelheaded,” Jane said comfortingly. “I don’t think you have anything to worry about.”
“All fathers worry,” Mr. Wright said jokingly, and Jane’s thoughts flashed to Mr. Sanderson and then to the night of Eric’s accident, when Mr. Wright had championed the boys who owned and drove old cars. What was it he had said then? “What Brookfield needs is a place where these youngsters can get together and pool their experience.” She reminded him of it now, changing the subject abruptly. “Do you remember saying that?” she asked him. “I’ve been thinking about it a lot”

“Why? Don’t tell me you ‘re going in for this fad!”
“No,” Jane replied with a grin, “but I’m editor of the yearbook and I’d like to do a page on hot rods if I didn’t think I’d get ran out of town on a rail. Everybody’s so disapproving, but I think if we got the fathers and sons together — and found the kind of a place you were talking about... Well, I think public opinion might change.”
Mr. Wright pulled up in front of Jane’s house and switched off the ignition. “Do you know any such place?” he asked.
“I might,” Jane said slowly. “There’s a big old barn that belongs to a friend of mine over Carlinville way. He might be willing to rent it if the boys could raise a little money. It’s got plenty of room, and this man is sort of a car bug himself.”
Mr. Wright put his arm across the back of the seat and regarded Jane thoughtfully. “I’d be willing to try to interest a few fathers,” he told her. “With Ben Sanderson first on my list!”

“You believe in Ken, don’t you?”
Mr. Wright nodded. “That lad has a flare for mechanics, no matter what his dad thinks. He was over the other night showing me a lot of literature he’s collected on the University of Colorado. That’s where he wants to go next year, you know.”

“I didn’t know,” Jane confessed. “To take what? Engineering?”
Mr. Wright nodded again, then laughed. “Of course he’s still an awful kid! What excited him most in the catalogue seemed to be the fact that there was a Cadillac motor to experiment with in engine lab.”
Jane chuckled, then became serious. “I hope, when his father gets home tomorrow, he won’t make him sell his Caddy.” She was asking for Mr. Wright’s help without putting it into words.
“I hope not too,” said Mr. Wright. Then he smiled and patted her gloved hand lightly. “I’ll do what I can.”
“Thank you,” Jane said softly, “and I’ll see about the barn, just in case.”

*
*
*

“Where have you been?” asked Belinda, looking up from her Latin grammar, to which she had been giving only token attention for the past ten minutes. “And whose car was it outside? I never saw it before!”
“Oh, yes you have,” Jane said, ignoring her sister’s first question. ‘It belongs to Mr. Wright.”

“I don’t believe it.”

Jane shrugged. “You don’t have to.”

“But you’ve been parking for the longest time.”

“I’ll tell you something, if you promise to keep it a secret.”

“What?”
In a strange whisper Jane hissed, “Mr. Wright and I are having a romance.”
Belinda threw her Latin book at Jane and missed. It skittered across the rug and came to rest under the wing chair.
“Better a dead language than a dead sister,” commented Mr. Howard wryly. “Belinda, pick up that book.”
“Where have you been, Jane?” Her mother repeated the question with an air of slight concern.

“May I tell you privately?”

“I don’t see why the whole family shouldn’t know.”
Jane sighed. “Very well, then. I’ve been pinch-hitting for Ken at his dishwashing job.” She held out her reddened hands. “See?”

Belinda let out a loud whoop. “Now I’ve heard everything!”
“No,” Jane said, with a slight smile, “you haven’t. And I doubt if you ever will.”

*
*


It was two o’clock in the morning and Jane was deep in a dreamless sleep when Ken came home, tiptoeing quietly into the house next door. She looked for him in the morning, loitering on the way to school in the hopes that he might catch up with her, but he didn’t appear. He failed to show up for assembly, and, she discovered from Jack Preston, did not arrive for second-period geometry. Cutting classes like this was serious, but Jane thought she knew where he was.
As the day dragged along, the suspense became unbearable. When he didn’t join the noon crowd in the cafeteria, Jane became too concerned to sit it out. Pleading a headache, she parked her books in her homeroom desk and walked the mile and a half to the Watsons’ barn.
Halfway up the lane she heard him whistling, and relief surged over her in a wave. Running the last few yards, she found him alone, wielding a paint-brush with meticulous care to hide the seams made by the replaced fender.
He didn’t seem in the least surprised to see her. “Hi!” he called, as he had a thousand times before. “Look! Good as new: Boy, is that Mr. Watson a right guy!”

Jane smiled.
“Peter, too,” Ken added hastily, “They know what they’re doing, both of them — and talk about equipment!” With his paintbrush he made a spreading gesture that included the whole barn.
Jane couldn’t see anything that looked spectacular, but the remark brought to mind her conversation with Mr. Wright. “Ken,” she said, “I’ve been thinking about something. I think you boys should have a hot rod club.”
“Ha! Fat chance!” Ken lowered his paintbrush. “Can you imagine my pop?”
“If your pop were one of the organizers,” Jane persisted, “if he and Mr. Wright and some of the other fathers got together and became contributing members, they might wake up to the fact that you aren’t road maniacs. Just think about it, Ken. Suppose you could interest the police department, and the Parent-Teachers, and have a shop where you could accomplish things together, instead,” she added impishly, “of making mistakes separately.”

Ken stopped working and began to listen. “A shop? Where?”

“Here, maybe.”

“Here?”
Jane nodded. “Mr. Watson loves cars. He might be a tremendous help. And I don’t imagine he’s so rich he wouldn’t consider renting his barn.”
“But could he put up with us? A lot of kids barging in and out, I mean.”
“He hasn’t any children of his own. He might enjoy it,” Jane suggested. “Peter’s only on loan, you know. He’s going to Oxford next fall.”
“He is?” Ken’s attention seemed suddenly to be diverted. He looked at Jane speculatively. “You don’t say so.”

Jane frowned. “Pay attention,” she said sternly. “This is important.”

“Yeah,” Ken grinned. “It is.”
*
*
*

Jane got back to school in time for the yearbook staff meeting, which she suddenly remembered had been called for three-thirty that afternoon. She explained to Miss Knauer that a couple of aspirin tablets had cured her headache and she felt just fine. At the same time she offered up a personal prayer that she would be excused for the white lie.
Ken had suggested that she might ride out to the airport with him, but she had refused. “This is your show,” she told him. Then she added, “Talk to your dad about college. Tell him you want to major in engineering, and how much this car has meant to you in making up your mind. Then consult him about this idea for a hot rod club. Ask him. Don’t tell him. I think he’s been feeling left out.”
It was a shrewd diagnosis, one which Jane was well qualified to present; and it impressed Ken, she could tell. But nevertheless she left him with a certain trepidation. Ken seemed to be a lad who always managed to walk knee-deep into hot water.
At the staff meeting it was hard to keep her mind on the business at hand. As it drew near four-thirty she became increasingly jitter, and twice Gordon had to recall her to the subject under discussion. “I think those aspirin pills have made you groggy,” he murmured.
Jane shook her head and tried to concentrate, but at five o’clock, when the meeting finally broke up, she grabbed her coat and hurried out of the room with scarcely a good-bye. “I think Jane’s getting temperamental,” murmured Sue Harvey, but Gordon defended her. “She’s got a lot on her mind,” he said.
Franklin Street looked sleepy and sedate in its sober winter dress. Quite unaware that this was a time of crisis, it seemed to be hibernating. Not even an unseemly noise disturbed its calm.
Both the Howards’ house and the Sandersons’ shared this quiet. Obviously Ken and his father had not yet arrived home. Jane slowed her steps to a stroll and meandered up the front walk. If only they’d drive up right now! One glimpse of Mr. Sanderson’s face should tell her all she wanted to know.
The minutes dragged maddeningly. She hung up her coat, got a coke from the refrigerator, drank it, and wandered upstairs. With one eye on the window she combed her hair, applied fresh lipstick, and opened her history notebook, but it wasn’t this kind of history that interested her today.
Her mother came in and called, “Yoohoo!” and Jane called “Yoohoo” back, but she didn’t go downstairs. Belinda appeared with a boy Jane knew only vaguely. They stood by the front steps talking and giggling for full ten minutes, but still no Cadillac appeared.
A delivery truck pulled into the Wrights’ drive and backed out again. The Pritchards’ setter began to bark. Belinda called “Bye now!” to the boy who had brought her home and banged the front door as she came in. Jane began to bite her fingernails, a disgusting habit she had outgrown in third grade.

Why didn’t they come?

“Jane!”
Jumping as though she had been shot, Jane called back, “Yes, Mother.”

“Can you come here a minute? I need some help.”
Of course a minute was nothing, but when it lengthened into five Jane began to feel slightly frantic, and by the time she managed to get back to the front of the house, the Cadillac was parked in the drive and Ken and his father had disappeared indoors.
So it was Belinda, after all, who relayed the news. “Mr. Sanderson just got home,” she said.
“Oh?” Jane did her best to appear casual, but it was futile. “How did he look?”
“Look?” Linda glanced up from the sub-deb page of a new magazine. “As a matter of fact, he seemed pleased as Punch about something, which is unusual, considering the fact that he was riding in Ken’s car.”
The sigh of relief which Jane gave was no less heartfelt because it was silent. She collapsed into a chair just as a familiar whistle sounded in the side yard. Two short, one long. It was their old signal. Trying to avoid the appearance of haste, she went through the dining room to the kitchen, snatched up a sweater from a chair, and shut the back door softly behind her.

“Ken?”
He was by her side in a flash. “Jane, it worked!” Grabbing her hands, he squeezed them so hard that they hurt. “It worked just fine. I said everything you told me. I practiced all the way out to the airport so I wouldn’t make any mistakes. Know where he is now? Going over the figures on my spare-parts business! He acts interested, really interested. And he’s promised to talk to Mr. Wright about the hot rod club.”

“Oh, Ken,” Jane breathed softly, “I’m so glad.”
In mutual accord, they started to walk back across the spongy grass toward the old walnut tree. Ken was so keyed up with excitement that he kept right on talking. “You know, he even asked me to let him drive her, and he didn’t seem to care that people stared at us, because of course without a paint job she does look sort of funny. The engine purred like a tabby cat. Was I ever proud!”
*
*
*

Jane roughed in the lettered heading: “Brookfield’s New Hot Rod Club,” then took up a group of snapshots, numbered on the back by the art editor, and began writing captions for them.

“Ken Sanderson Elected President of ‘Road Runners.’ ”

“Watsons’ Barn Becomes Club Headquarters.”

“Fathers Join Sons in Setting Up Rules and Regs.”

She sat back and stared at the littered table in the yearbook office, where she was working all alone. It was pleasant here in the early dusk, pleasant and quiet and warm. She felt shut away from the world, adrift in a sea of timelessness. Outside, the town was busy with Christmas shoppers. Varicolored lights twinkled on the wires which crisscrossed Main Street, but here, in the comfortable disorder to which she had grown so accustomed, there was no hint of the holiday season. In a way she wished the year’s end could be postponed, because it meant that the end of her job was also in sight.
She had loved it, Jane admitted to herself, really loved it. The work had sometimes been tedious, sometimes stimulating, but she had loved it all. And she knew, with a deep, modest pride of creation, that she had been successful. Together with the members of her staff, who had become friends in the process, she had managed to build a book that would be a credit to the junior class.

Gordon put his head in at the door. “Still at it?”

Jane nodded, smiling.
“Come on, knock off. I’ll buy you a hot chocolate at the Snack Shop.”

“All right.” Jane gathered up her papers a little regretfully.

“You’ll miss it, won’t you?” Gordon asked, watching her.

“Yes,” Jane admitted without equivocation.

“So will I.”
They looked at one another in complete understanding – two young people who had been partners in a business both had found satisfying. Then, as though it were almost improper to be able to read one another’s thoughts, they looked away.
At the Snack Shop the remnants of the high-school crowd still sprawled at the tables. Jane and Gordon joined Trudy, who was sitting with Eric and Jack at the counter.

“Hello, you busy bees,” Trudy greeted them.
Eric leaned across Jack and asked, “Are you going to use my picture on the hot rod page? I want to impress my old man.”
Gordon glanced at Jane and retorted, “It’s a staff secret. We’re not telling, are we?” Jane shook her head.
The usual teasing went on, casual, friendly, unimportant; but Jane realized as she sat there waiting for her chocolate to cool that both she and Gordon had become completely a part of the nonsense. They no longer hovered on the outskirts of the group, and she wondered why and how this had come about.
The yearbook had a great deal to do with it. Of this she was sure. They both had acquired self-confidence and self-respect. It was lovely to feel that she belonged again, and that Ken and she were no longer enemies. It was lovely to walk into the Snack Shop without feeling abject or unattractive or jealous of Belinda, who right now was sitting at a table in the corner completely surrounded by boys.
They were mostly sophomore boys, Jane noticed, although a couple of juniors could be spotted in the group. At a sudden shout of laughter, Gordon glanced their way. “That sister of yours,” he said to Jane, “certainly packs a wallop. Listen to that.”
“Linda can be very funny,” Jane said, and meant it. She was beginning to realize that Belinda and Sue had a lot in common. Each was always the center of a group.
A few minutes later Ken strolled in and came over to the counter. “Nobody’s sending telegrams today,” he said. “Too busy Christmas shopping, I guess.” He stood behind Jane’s stool for a few minutes, until she had finished her chocolate. “Come on,” he said then. “I’ll drive you home.”
Jane glanced at Gordon, who said, with a grin, “It’s pretty cold out. If you can get a ride...”

“Thanks anyway, for the chocolate.”

“Don’t mention it. My pleasure.” He made a deep bow.
The Cadillac stood by the curb, gleaming with new black paint, which made it look more than ever like a hearse. Ken opened the door for Jane ceremoniously, then came around and got behind the wheel.
“I wrote captions for the hot rod page today,” Jane told him as they rolled down Main Street beneath the arches of light. “It looks good.”
“It does, hey? That’s slick.” Ken drove in silence for a few minutes, then said, “By rights you should be club president. It was all your idea.”

Jane laughed. “Nonsense. It was Mr. Wright’s, really.”
“Stop being modest. I don’t say things very well, but I want you to know I appreciate ... everything. And I want to tell you I’m sorry I called you a – a stinker, that time. I guess I was pretty sore.”
“I guess I was too, Ken. And you were right. I didn’t really need the money.”
Ken looked suddenly alert. “Say, you don’t still have it lying around, do you? I’ve got a deal...”

*
*
*

Dressing for the Christmas dance at the Country Club, Jane thought how fortunately everything had turned out.
She had invited Peter, because she had a strong sense of obligation to him. He had helped her over some pretty high hurdles, and besides, she liked him. But in her heart she wished she could have asked Ken.
Peter had accepted at once, with pleasure, and then just yesterday had come down with German measles, of all things. He had phoned, sounding both miserable and apologetic, and late this afternoon two gardenias had arrived, with a card saying: “Sorry I can’t be with you, but have a jolly good time.”
Ken, who knew he was playing second fiddle, didn’t make an issue of it. “Sure, I’d like to go,” he told Jane. “It’ll seem sort of good to get back with the old gang.” She could see the light in his bedroom now and knew, to her satisfaction, that he also was dressing. For once he might be on time.
Belinda, in the next room, must be dousing herself with toilet water. Its penetrating odor made Jane call, “Hey, who’s the lucky man?”
Pulling a nylon slip over her head, Linda came to Jane’s door. “You’ll never guess,” she said, “but I’ll be a good sport and tell you. Gordon Park.”
“Gordon?” Jane turned from the mirror, disturbed. “But I thought you took a dim view of Gordon.”
Linda shrugged. “That was last fall. Besides,” she added wickedly, “any port in a storm. I didn’t have a date tonight and there’s a movie I want to see.”
Jane frowned and shook her lipstick at her younger sister. “Don’t underestimate Gordon!” she warned. “He’s a very swell guy.”
Turning serious for an instant, Belinda replied, “I don’t underestimate him. You see, he really likes me. I’ve known ever since that night in the Snack Shop, when all your crowd was giving me a big play, but he just now got up enough courage to ask me for a date.”
She went on back to her room and Jane put the finishing touches on her face and hurried downstairs to rescue Peter’s flowers from the refrigerator. Ken came in the front door just as she was pinning them on her coat. “Hey, where did you get those?” he asked. “Maybe I should’ve…” Then he flushed beet red.
“They’re from Peter,” Jane told him candidly. “You don’t mind if I wear them, do you?”

“No, of course not. Why should I?” Ken muttered, but he looked embarrassed and hurried her out to the car without any further conversation. “Why didn’t you tell me you liked to get flowers?” he asked, after they had driven a couple of blocks.

“Oh, Ken, it doesn’t matter, really.”

“It does matter, to me.”
“Don’t let’s argue. I want to have a wonderful evening.” Jane snuggled back against the upholstery and tried to look winning, but Ken still frowned.
“You’re pretty fond of Peter Shakespeare, aren’t you?” he said, after an interval, and Jane smiled to herself, recognizing the remark as the same one Peter had made about Ken.

“Fond isn’t the word,” she told him gently. “I like him, yes.”
Pulling into the Country Club parking lot, Ken switched off the ignition and gave a happy sigh. “I can’t say I blame you,” he admitted, “but I kind of wish things were different. I wish we could go back to the way things were last summer, before you gave me the gate.”

“I gave you the gate?” Jane was incredulous.
“Well, that night coming home from Trudy’s you made it pretty obvious...” He turned and faced Jane anxiously, his arm along the back of the seat. “We couldn’t go back, could we? I mean it would be simply swell…”
Jane shook her head very slowly, but she reached out and covered Ken’s hand with hers. “No, we couldn’t go back,” she told him, “but we could go ahead. If you’d like it that way, I would too.”
Exercise 3. Find the following words and word combinations in the text you have read. Write out and learn the pronunciation. Give the Russian equivalents:

1. to back out

2. the remnant of smth

3. to be in sight

4. to look smb in the eye

5. to be level-headed

6. to have a flare for smth

7. to see about smth

8. to have a romance

9. to catch up with smb

10. to plead smth (a headache)

11. to put up with smb/smth

12. to keep one’s mind on smth

13. to outgrow a habit

14. to give a sigh of relief

15. to be a credit to smb

16. to come down with some disease

Exercise 4. Reproduce the situations from the text in which the above expressions are used.

Exercise 5. Translate into Russian:

1. In spite of her misgivings, she marched down Main Street with a steady tread.  2. For this he had quit the football team, relinquished his position as one of the big men of the senior class.  3. As the day dragged along, the suspense became unbearable.  4. Running the last few yards she found him alone, wielding a paint-brush with meticulous care to hide the seams made by the replaced fender.

Exercise 6. Paraphrase:

1. Inside she felt limp.  2. …Latin Grammar, to which she had been given only a token attention…  3. “I have been pinch-hitting for Ken at his dishwashing job.”  4. Cutting classes like this was serious.  5. Peter is only on loan.  6. Ken was keyed up with excitement.  7. “Hello, you busy bees.”  8. “I thought you took a dim view of Gordon.”  9. “Besides, any port in a storm…”

Exercise 7. Comment or explain:

1. Too late, he might at least have stopped and introduced her – paved the way.  2. The shreds of jealousy that still lingered in her consciousness were no longer poisonous.  3. She left him with a certain trepidation. Ken seemed to be a lad who always managed to walk knee-deep into hot water.  4. They no longer hovered on the outskirts of the group...  5. It was lovely to feel that she belonged again, and that Ken and she were no longer enemies.  6. Ken, who knew he was playing second fiddle, didn’t make an issue of it. 7. “I wish we could go back to the way things were last summer, before you gave me the gate,” – he said.

Exercise 8. Get ready to answer the following questions using the words in the brackets.

1. Why didn’t Jane go home before taking Ken’s job? Was she scared to go to the restaurant?

(to feel limp; to admit; to back out; to call smb; to hang up; to taste like rubber; to face; to introduce smb; misgivings; to march down the street; to be in sight; to stare at; to take over; to tremble; to say with a frown; to look in the eye)

2. What ideas came into Jane’s mind as she tackled the job?

(to handle the dishes; unappetizing shambles; to quit; to relinquish one’s position; an appeal for smb; one’s mental picture of smb; to revise; a love affair; a crusade; all-absorbing interest; vital; to shape one’s career; to believe in smb; the shreds of jealousy; to look challenging)

3. What did Jane and Mr. Wright discuss?

(to pool one’s experience; to remind of; to do a page; disapproving; public opinion; to belong to smb; to be willing to do; a car bug; to interest smb; to have a flare for mechanics; to take engineering; to put smth into words; to see about smth)

4. Did Jane confess where she had spent the evening?

(to look up from smth; to keep a secret; to have a romance; to throw at; to pinch-hit for smb; reddened hands; to doubt)

5. What did Jane become concerned about? What idea did she suggest to Ken?

(to catch up with smb; to fail to do; to cut classes; to be concerned; to plead a headache; relief; to wield a paint-brush; to bring to mind; a hot rod club; to get together; contributing members; to accomplish; to rent)

6. Was it easy for Jane to wait for Ken and his father to come home from the airport? Who was the first to see them?

(to keep one’s mind at hand; to become jitter; to recall to the subject; to get smth on one’s mind; a glimpse of; to drag; to know smb vaguely; to outgrow a habit; to park in the drive; to appear casual; to be pleased as Punch)

7. What joy did Ken share with Jane?

(to give the sigh of relief; an old signal; to snatch up; to grab one’s hands; to work fine; to go over the figures; to act interested; to be keyed up with excitement; not to care; to purr like a tabby cat)

8. How did the work on the yearbook influence Jane’s and Gordon’s position among their friends?

(to postpone; to be in sight; tedious; stimulating; to build a book; to be a credit to smb; to be in complete understanding; to become a part; to hover; to have smth to do with; to belong; to feel abject; to feel jealous)

9. Who drove Jane home from the Snack Shop?
(to stroll in; Christmas shopping; to drive smb home; to look like a hearse; ceremoniously; to write captions; a club president; to appreciate; to be sore; to look alert)

10. Who did Jane go to the Christmas dance with?
(a sense of obligation; to accept; to come down with; gardenias; to play second fiddle; to get back with smb)

11. Who asked Belinda for a date? 
(to douse oneself with; to be a good sport; to take a dim view of smb; any port in a storm; to have a date; to underestimate; to give a big play; to get up enough courage to do smth)

Exercise 9. Talking points.

I. Answer the following questions.

1. Did Jane turn out to be a “mighty good friend”? Do you agree with the proverb: “A friend in need is a friend indeed.”

2. What is a white lie? When do people resort to it? Give an example. What made Jane plead a headache?

3. Was it difficult for Ken to thank Jane for her help? Are you always grateful for the help you get? How do you do that? Are you particular about being thanked?

4. Can you explain why Ken started dating Belinda? Do you agree that misunderstanding is the root of many troubles between people? Would you rather take offence than try clearing up the situation?

Exercise 10. Translate into English. Check yourself by the key.

1. Джейн пообещала Кену помыть за него посуду, но Кен сказал, что она еще может пойти на попятную.

2. Посчитав остатки своих карманных денег на неделю, Джейн заказала бутерброд с ветчиной и чашку горячего шоколада.

3. Твердой походкой Джейн пошла по Мейн Стрит. Вокруг не было ни единой знакомой души.

4. Джейн посмотрела в глаза шеф-повару, и ее голос перестал дрожать.

5. Джейн был уверена, что м-ру Райту незачем было волноваться за Боба, т.к. его сын был рассудительным человеком.

6. М-р Райт пообещал поговорить с м-ром Сандерсоном, а Джейн пообещала позаботиться насчет гаража.

7. Джейн надеялась, что Кен догонит ее по дороге в школу, но он так и не появился.

8. Сославшись на головную боль, Джейн ушла с занятий и направилась в гараж Уотсонов.

9. Ожидая возвращения м-ра Сандерсона и Кена, Джейн начала кусать ногти – эту отвратительную привычку она переросла в третьем классе.

10. Питер сразу же принял приглашение Джейн на Рождественский бал, но не смог, т.к. свалился с краснухой.

Exercise 11. Write a summary of the extract.

Keys to Exercise 10.

Unit 1

1. Ken was obsessed by the idea of buying a Cadillac.

2. Jane peered down through the leafy branches and called Ken.

3. It was painful, but Ken just gritted his teeth and tried not to wince.

4. Ken knew that he could always count on Jane.

5. Ken pattered Jane on the shoulder in an attempt to comfort her.

6. Don’t tease your sister! – the mother said firmly.

7. Ken was sure that he would be able to talk his father into buying him a new car.

8. Ken’s bike had been the love of his life, but his tastes had changed with the times.

9. Jane tried to put herself into Ken’s place, but still could not realize what he needed a Cadillac for.

10. Another guy was after the car and Ken had just a night to think it over.

Unit 2

1. Why don’t you tackle him with that one argument?

2. Mr. Howard was inclined to recall the “good old days” of Brookfield.

3. Ken told his father that it was a bargain and he fell for it.

4. Mrs. Howard asked Ken to stop talking in riddles and explain what was going on.

5. Ken quickly changed the subject before Linda pressed the point.

6. Ken stuck his hands in the pockets of his new khaki pants and rocked back and forth at his heels, looking proudly at his car.

7. It was late and Ken didn’t have time to change before the party.

8. Jane was not going to make Ken’s excuses if he didn’t come to the Blakes’.

9. Ken was full of good news about his new car and the crowd was firing questions at him.

10. Ken thought that Jane was sore at him for letting her down and forgetting about the party.

Unit 3

1. Belinda was unaware that any such future might be in stock for her.

2. At dinner Belinda brought up the subject of dating with boys.

3. Ken was absorbed in mending his Cadillac, and Jane could see him only in passing.

4. Jane decided that she should make amends for her ridiculous behavior.

5. Jane tried to picture herself telling Ken she was sorry that she had acted like a baby.

6. Ken was always on hand, and she accepted him almost like a brother.

7. Linda pricked up her ears when Ken was mentioned, but Jane stopped talking and left the room.

8. Polly always seemed to be in the know, and Jane managed to catch up on the latest school news.

9. Jane thought that Ken and Belinda wanted to sneak up on her and scare her.

10. Jane gritted her teeth knowing that this was a time to hold her tongue.

Unit 4

1. Belinda’s question took Jane completely by surprise.

2. Jane wasn’t in the mood to ask Ken to play tennis.

3. Jane was not the one to spill her troubles and she didn’t tell Trudy about her contretemps with Ken.

4. In the back of her mind Jane had been cherishing a hope that someday she would be literary editor of the year-book.

5. Jane knew for sure that she will be a laughing stock among the whole crowd.

6. Just not so long ago it had been easy for Jane to take Ken for granted.

7. Ken realized that it would be difficult to raise the cash to pay back his debt.

8. Jane couldn’t gather the courage to march into the living room and she got into the house through the back door.

9. She blew her father a kiss and raced on upstairs.

10. Jane firmly decided that by Monday she would have been composed to face the music without giving away her feelings.

Unit 5

1. Jane found that nobody was apt to take her troubles as seriously as she did herself.

2. Mr. Sanderson was sure that if Ken didn’t watch his step he would have to pay a lot of money to repair the car.

3. Ken was prepared to launch into counter-argument with his father.

4. Unfortunately, Jane couldn’t make herself confide in her mother, as she wouldn’t admit that her own sister was her rival.

5. Day by day, Jane became more and more remote and switched the talk to hockey whenever possible.

6. Jane’s prediction was correct and the game was called off because of rain.

7. Trudy was sure that Jane shouldn’t show anybody that she cared and was embarrassed to have Linda take Ken away right from under her nose.

8. When Jane learned that Ken was selling his narrow gauge trains to raise the cash, she felt a twinge of conscience.

9. At last Jane felt that the ice was broken and she could discuss her predicament with Trudy.

10. Gordon was embarrassed by his question as he realized quite well that he had put his foot in it.

Unit 6

1. Jane decided to take the money she had lent to Ken. She thought everybody had the right to call a loan.

2. After the quarrel with Jane, Ken stood on his ground. He was sure Jane didn’t need the money.

3. Mrs. Howard bought Jane a sweater and a plaid skirt to blend with the coat.

4. Jane looked forward to discussing her relationship with Ken with her mother. She was on the verge of talking, but changed her mind and asked her mother to let her alone.
5. At noon Gordon sought Jane out and invited her to the dance on Saturday.

6. During the hockey game Ken and Eric and several other boys appeared. They decided to honour the girls with their presence.

7. The evening was monotonous as Jane and Gordon had too little in common and soon they simply ran out of things to talk about.

8. At the high-school dance at every opportunity Jane’s eyes kept seeking out Linda and Ken.

9. Jane couldn’t believe that they should come to the dance at all together. It seemed to her that the world had turned upside down.

10. Belinda’s pretty face was quite devoid of expression. She obviously wasn’t interested in helping Ken to make up his mind.

Unit 7

1. At the cafe the boys switched to tape-recorders trying to show off for Belinda.

2. The girls decided that Jane ought to be literary editor of the year book, but Jane didn’t believe that she stood a chance.

3. Ken couldn’t understand why nobody was listening to him, but Gordon came to his rescue saying that they were just jealous.

4. When Jane tried to change her personality, instead of being bowled over, the boys were baffled, as they had always treated her like a pal.

5. Jane explained to Bob that Ken and his car were a case of love at first sight.

6. When Jane came back home, Mrs. Howard was darning socks, a task she loathed.

7. Deeply hurt, Jane was peeping through the Venetian blinds how Belinda was climbing into Ken’s car.

8. Jane thought bitterly that was the end and all the long years of their friendship stood for nothing.

9. Jane heard Ken’s father shouting at him and came out to the porch on the pretext of looking in the mailbox.

10. Red in the face with rage, Mr. Sanderson laid down the law that Ken was going to have the car fixed and pay for it himself.

Unit 8

1. Ken backed up Miss Knauer’s suggestion of electing the yearbook staff on a try-out basis.

2. One afternoon Jane was hurrying toward the hockey field and was very surprised when Ken overtook her and fell into step by her side.

3. Jane was sure that no pain she could inflict on Ken would even their score.

4. During her dance with Bob Jane was constantly out of step as she wouldn’t relax.

5. Though Jane did her utmost to please Bob, she was a failure.

6. After the dance Jane was very upset. She felt like an outcast in her native and welcoming town.

7. The boy was not in the least surprised that he had tripped over a girl lying in the grass.

8. When Peter told Jane his surname she laughed in his face thinking that he was kidding.

9. Jane was tempted to ask Peter why his mother had moved to Oxford but she was too confused.

10. Jane was taken aback when Peter invited her to the same place the next Sunday.

Unit 9

1. Trudy was a strong-minded girl and she wouldn't accept defeat with equanimity.

2. There was rumor floating around that Ken was planning to hand in his resignation from the football team.

3. Mr.Wright was a car bug himself and when he ran into trouble he used to turn to his uncle for help.

4. Jane realized that it would be wise to let her father blow off steam without interruption.

5. Mr.Wright was sure that young people should learn through their errors.

6. Peter thought that most American girls tried to be like one another and they seemed cut out to a pattern.

7. The announcement made at the student body’s assembly didn’t seem credible to Jane.

8. For the moment Jane was tongue-tied and she couldn’t find proper words to tell mother this exciting news.

9. Mother asked Belinda sharply why Ken’s decision affected her so much?

10. Suddenly it dawned on Jane that Belinda didn’t want Ken to ruin his reputation.

Unit 10

1. Jane walked up the hill with her skates slung over her shoulder to thank Peter for his telegram.

2. Peter asked Jane if she was on her way to meet someone else.

3. Peter’s speech was that of a well-bred person.

4. Jane had no compulsion to flirt with Peter.

5. Peter was exceptionally graceful on skates and sports became him.

6. It occurred to Jane that Peter wouldn’t be subject to Linda’s charms.

7. The boys began in no time vying in executing intricate figures on the ice.

8. Crossing the auditorium Jane stumbled over Ken’s long legs.

9. Gordon was dull, but his good qualities cancelled out his bad ones.

10. This time Belinda was outclassed as the adults took over the conversation.

Unit 11

1. Jane refused to commit herself and said that she hadn’t made up her mind whether to invite Peter to Christmas formal.

2. When Peter called for Jane, Belinda’s friends were watching television and gossiping.

3. Caught off guard, Jane didn’t take time to consider the answer.

4. At Thanksgiving dinner Jane took pains to ignore Ken.

5. Peter contradicted Jane and said that Ken worried about the situation, but covered it up.

6. Mr. Watson said that Oxford was no place for Pete, as he had a genius for mechanics.

7. Jane stood in the shadow of a tree watching the policeman and Ken.

8. Ken pulled up at the curb and looked at the number of the house.

9. Ken decided that it was high time to go home and break the bad news to mother.

10. Jane made fun of the Cadillac only to get even with Ken.

Unit 12

1. Jane promised to Ken to take over the washing up, but Ken suggested that she could still back out.

2. After checking the remnant of her week’s allowance, Jane ordered a ham sandwich and a cup of hot chocolate.

3. Jane marched down Main Street with a steady tread. Not a soul she knew was in sight.

4. Jane looked the chef in the eye and her voice stopped trembling.

5. Jane was sure that Mr.Wright didn’t have to worry about Bob as his son was level-headed.

6. Mr.Wright promised to speak to Mr.Sanderson, and Jane promised to see about the barn.

7. Jane hoped that Ken might catch up with her on the way to school, but he didn’t appear.

8. Pleading a headache, Jane left classes and walked to the Watson’s barn.

9. Waiting for Mr.Sanderson and Ken, Jane began to bite her fingernails, a disgusting habit she had outgrown in third grade.

10. Peter had accepted Jane’s invitation to Christmas dance at once, but he failed to go as had come down with German measles.
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