BBEJAEHHUE

[Ipennaraemoe mocobue mo AOMAalIHEMY YTEHUIO IPEACTaBISET
OJIMH M3 MHOTOYHUCIICHHBIX BAPUAHTOB CAMOCTOSITEILHOW U ay TUTOPHON
pabothl Hax s3pIKOM. CHcTeMa 3aaHuil HOCUT KOMILJIEKCHBIN XapakTep,
coyeras B ceOe KIACCHYECKHUN JIEKCUKO-TPAaMMAaTHYECKHH, CTUIIMCTHYEC-
CKUIl 1 KOMMYHHKATUBHBIH MOAXOABI K O0YYEHUIO MHOCTPAHHBIM SI3bI-
KaMm.

BorarcTBo jekcuku, 0Opa3sHOCTH U JKUBOCTh M300Pa3HTEIBHBIX
cpenctB nmenaioT pacckassl O. ['erpu n3 cOopHUKa «bIaropomHeri xKy-
muk» (The Gentle Grafter) He3aMEHUMBIM HCTOYHUKOM U CPEICTBOM
W3yYeHHS AaHTIHMHCKOro s3bIka. TPYIHO TEPEOLCHUTh BO3MOKHOCTH,
KOTOPBIE TOTYYaOT CTYICHTHI JUTSI TIIyOOKOH (DHITOTOTHYECKOH paboThI
HaJI CJIOBOM Tpu uTeHHH paccka3zo O. [eHpu. AHamu3 MOpQOIOTHH U
CEeMaHTHKH TOMOET HAYWHAIOIIUM IPOHUKHYThH B TaHHBI 4YXKOTO SI3bI-
ka. OcOOEHHOCTBIO JIEKCUKO-TPAMMATHUECKUX 3aJaHUi B JAaHHOM IIO-
cobuu sIBISETCA TO, YTO BCE OHU IMOJIY4alOT Pa3BUTHE M 3aKPEIUICHUE B
peueBbIx opMax M KpeaTUBHBIX BUAax padoT.

Lenbto mocoOust sBIsieTCS COBEPLICHCTBOBAHUE YMEHUH UYTECHUS,
aHaJIM3a U MHTEPIPETaluU Xy I0KECTBEHHOTO TEKCTA.

[Mocobue cocTouT U3 pa3uesnoB, KAKIbH U3 KOTOPHIX TOCBSIIEH
onHOMY pacckasy u3 coopuuka The Gentle Grafier, a Takke yrnpaxHe-
HUH K Hemy. J{nsg ynoOcTBa paboThl ¢ mocoOueM Bce pasfelbl chopMu-
pOBaHBl 1O €IWHOMY TIPUHLIWIY M BKJIIOYAIOT HICHTUYHBIC 10
XapakTepy ynpaxHeHus. Kommexkc ymnpaxHeHHi, BOIPOCOB U JOMOJI-
HUTEBHBIX 3aJaHuil momoraeT (GOpMHPOBaTh U Pa3BHBAThH S3BIKOBBHIC
HaBBIKU (JIEKCMYECKHE M I'PAaMMAaTHUYECKHE) U PEUYEBble YMEHHSI B TaKUX
BUJIaX PEUCBOH JIESATEIHHOCTH, KaK YTEHUE, TOBOPCHUE H TTHCHEMO.

Pabota ¢ nanHBIM IocOOHEM TpeOyeT OT CTYACHTOB TBOPYECKOTO
[OJX0a K BBINOJIHEHUIO 3aJaHHui, OO0S3aTENIbHOIO HCIOJIB30BaHUA
CIPaBOYHOM JIUTEPaTypHI (CIIOBAPS aHTOHUMOB H CHHOHHUMOB, TOJIKOBO-
rO cJIoBaps U Ap.)

B nocobuu He cTaBuTCS 3aJaYd OXBaTUTh BECh MaTepHal, 3aciy-
JKUBAIOLIMI BHUMAaHUS ¢ yu4eOHO-METONNYECKOW TOUKU 3pEHHUS. ABTOD
HazieeTcs, YTo MpeaaraeMoe nocodue OyneT MHTEPECHBIM U TIOJIE3HBIM
JUISL CTYIIEHTOB, acCIMPaHTOB M IpenojaBareneil ¢uionornuyeckux ¢a-
KyJBTETOB BY30B, a TaKXKE BCEX, M3YHAIOLIMX AHIVIMICKHUH S3BIK CaMmo-
CTOSITEIIBHO.



O.TEHPH

Hckycemso nosecmsosanust 3axuio-
yaemcsi 6 mom, umobvl CKpbiGAMs OM Cly-
wameney 6cé, WMo um Xouemcs 3HAmb,
NnOKA bl He U3ZN0NCUMe CEOUX 306ENHbIX
632711008 HA BCEBO3MOJICHbIE, HE OMHOCS-
wuecs K 0ery npeomenul.

O. I'enpu

JKaHp KOpOTKOro IOMOPHUCTUYECKOTO paccKa3za Ype3BBIYAMHO IO-
IyJSIPEH KaK Cpedu JTUTEPAaTOpOB, TaK U cpeau uurtatenei. OcHoBa mo-
MyJISPHOCTH KOPOTKOTO IOMOPHCTHYECKOTO pacckasza, Kak IMpaBHio,
JIC)KUT B CIOKETHOM JIMHMU U OCOOEHHOCTSIX IOBECTBOBaHuUs. BuuManue
YUTaTeNs] HAMEPEHHO KOHIICHTPUPYETCS Ha T€X COOBITUSX, KOTOPHIE, IO
MHEHHUIO aBTOpa, SIBISIOTCS HEJIOCTOMHBIMU C TOUKU 3pEHHUS YeloBeUe-
CKHX HOpPM Mopaiu. UHWTaTemto MpefoCTaBIsSIeTCsS MPaBO OICHUTH II0-
CTYINKH Iepost U CleJaTh COOTBETCTBYIOIINE BbIBOABI. VIMEHHO B JKaHpe
KOPOTKOTO FOMOPHUCTHYECKOTO pacckaza padoTal M3BECTHBIN MHCATEIh
O. I'enpu (mactostmee umst YuinssiMm Cugau [loptep). B ero npoussene-
HUSAX B 3TOM >KaHpPE, TECHO MEPEILIETAIOTCS SIEMEHTHI JIETKOT0 I0MOpa U
JKECTKOM couuanbHOM catupbl. FOMOp B paccka3zax BCKPBIBAE€T HEMOJI-
HOIIEHHOCTh JKHU3HH, TIOTYCPKHUBAs, MPEYBEIUIUBAs, THIEPOOIH3UPYS
ee, Jienasl ee OUyTUMOMN, KOHKPETHOHN B MpousBeaeHusX. FOMopuctuue-
ckas ctuxus y O. I'eHpu sBIsieTcsl OAHON W3 HanOoJee MPUBIEKATEh-
HBIX CTOPOH €Tr0 TBOPYECTBA, YXO/s KOPHAMU B TPAJTUIIUA KOMUYECKOTO
pacckasza [1].

Jlyumme npousBenenust O. ['eHpH ycnenHo BBIASPKAIN UCIIBITA-
HHME BPEMEHEM W COXPAaHWUJIM 3HAUYEHHE XYJ0KECTBEHHBIX JIOKYMEHTOB
aMEpUKaHCKOW JEHCTBUTENBHOCTH Hauala XX Beka. B MHOroTeMHOM U
MHOTOILJIAHOBOM SI3bIKE TBOPUECTBA XYAO0XKHUKA OTPA3UIACh )KU3Hb pa3-
TUYHBIX obOnacteld Amepuku — 3amana u FOra, Bombmoro ropoga u
MaJICHbKHUX TOCENKOB. B fA3bIKe MpPOM3BEAEHUN MHcaTeNsl Halla CBOE
MECTO OOINMpPHAs Tajiepes TUIIOB U XapaKTepOB, MPEJCTaBUTEIICH camo-
0 MHOTOUYHCIIEHHOTO «CpeaHEro kiaccay copeMeHHoi O. 'enpu Ame-
pukw [2].

O. I'eHpu HUKOT/Ia HE U3MEHSIET YyBCTBA IOMOPA, OH YMEET HAXO0-
JUTh CMEIIHYI0 CTOPOHY B CaMbIX OOBIIIEHHBIX M JAJCKO HE BECEIBIX



cutyarusax. OHaKo ero FoMOp OTHIOAB HE BCETa Becel U T0OpOIyIIeH.
CouyBCTBYSI «MaJICHBKUM JIIOJSIM», OH YETKO yKa3bIBAaeT Ha MPUYHHBI
X OCICTBEHHOTO IOJIOKEHUS — TPaOUTEIBCKYIO MOJUTHKY MOHOIIO-
TUH, HOXKUBAIOMIUXCS Ha TpyAe OeMHSKOB M OOpEKaoINX WX Ha TOJY-
TOJIOIHOE cylecTBoBaHue. U 3/iech ero 1oMop MpHOOpEeTaeT XapakTep
OCTpOY COIUaNIbHOM caTupbl. OTACIUTH HPOHUIO U FOMOP OT TIOBECTBO-
BaHus O. ['eHpH HEBO3MOXKHO — 3TO €0 «CTHXUS, MPUPOJIHAS Cpela
ero tamanTa. Jlamexo He Bcerja CUTyaIusl HOBEII IOMOPHCTHYHA; U BCE
JKE Ha KaKue IMOIMOHAJBHBIC KIABUIIW HU HaKUMaJl Obl aBTOp, HEH3-
MEHHO UPOHHYECKUH CKJIJ| €T0 yMa MPUIAET COBEPIICHHO OCOOBIN OT-
TEHOK BCEMY IpoucxosmemMy» [3].

O. 'eHpy — 3HAYUTEIBHBIA MAacTep S3bIKa HOBEJUITMCTHYECCKOTO
xaHpa. C ero UMeHeM CBsI3aH PaciBET KOPOTKOTO paccKasza B IMEpPBBIC
nBa necstuietuss XX Beka («opa O. l'enpu» — @. [Tartu). OH 3HAYU-
TEJNBHO Pa3BUJI S3bIK HOBEJUIBI, 000TATHJI €r0 HOBBIMUA TEMaMH, pacilu-
pwi cdepy oxBara KU3HEHHOTO MarepHalia. 3HAYUTEIbHOCTh HIIECHHO-
00pa3HOro COMepKaHUs S3bIKA, JIETKOCTh, TPAIlIO3HOCTH, H3SIIECTBO
(hopMBI, PKOHOMUSI M300Pa3UTEIBHBIX CPENICTB, NIMPOKOE HCIOIH30Ba-
HHUE POJHOTO S3bIKA PA3HBIX CTHJICBBIX IJIACTOB JIEIAIOT A3bIK HOBEJLIBI
O. I'eHpu HENOBTOPUMBIM [2].

B s3pike mukiaa pacckaszoB «bmaropommsiii sxymuk» (The Gentle
Grafter) nucarens n300pa3ui naryOHoe BIHsSHHE aMEPUKaHCKOTO 00pa-
3a KHM3HH Ha JIIOJICH, Pa3BHUBAOIIETO MOTPEOUTEIHCKUE CTOPOHBI JIHY-
HOCTH, BbICMesT (ajibpllb W JHUIeMephe Oyp)Kya3HOH (HIaHTPOIUH,
3aKOHOZATENBCTBA. Pacckasbl cOOpHUKA 00BETUHEHBI CKBO3HBIM TEpO-
em — JIxeddom [Murepcom (Jeff Peters), OT UMEHH KOTOPOTO BEIETCS
MIOBECTBOBaHUE (TOYHEE, HOBEIUIBI TOCTPOCHBI Kak pacckaz [xedda
aBTOpy). BTopoit ckBo3HOW Tepoit mmkiaa — OHmu Takkep (Andy
Tucker), mpyr u xomnanboH Ilutepca. Oba mepcoHa)xka ¢ MepeMEHHBIM
yCIEeXOM 3apalaThIBAIOT HA JKU3Hb C MOMOIIBI0 MEIKOTO MOIIEHHHYE-
CTBa, IKCIDTyaTHUPYS YeI0BEYECKHE KaTHOCTbh, TIIyNOCTh, CTPAaxX M TIIIe-
cllaBUe, BpeMs OT BpEMEHH IMomajasch Ha YAOYKY CBOUX OoJjee
MPEITPUUMYHUBBIX COOPATHEB 110 TPOPECCUU.

O. I'erpu npuHaIekKAT K YACITY HEMHOTHUX TaJIAHTOB, YMEIOIITIX
WCIIONB30BaTh CATHPHUKO-IOMOPHUCTHYECKUN XapakTep s3bIKa. YMEHHe
BHUJICTh TIPEIMET, SBJICHUE, JIUI0 C HEOXHUIAHHOW CTOPOHBI, B HEOXKH-
JAHHOH CBSI3H, CIIOCOOHOCTH CONIIKATh 10 ACCOIMAIIMN FITH KOHTPACTy
camble HEOXXHAAHHBIE (AKTHl, BUACTb WX HENIEMyI WJIN KOMHYECKYIO



CTOPOHY, YMEHHE CTPAIIHOE M HEMOHSATHOE JIeNaTh CMEITHBIM U JIETKHM
JUIS. BOCTIPUSITHSI, YyBCTBO IOMOPAa OIPEICIISIOT COBEPIICHHO OCOOBII
KOJIOPHT SI3bIKA MPOU3BEICHUN MUCATENS, CO3JAI0T CTHXUI KOMUYECKO-
ro. Ilucarens Hepemko TepsieTcsl B IIyTKax, KalamMOypax, MPOTHBOIIO-
craBiaeHusX. Ho cMmex — BelmKuit MOCPCAHUK B J€JIC pPa3INYCHUSA
no6pa u 3ma. O. 'eHpu B SA3bIKE CBOMX HOBEI CMESUICS Haj 3JI0M U
MIPUTJIANIANl YUTaTeNs Pa3lelduTh PajgocTh OT €ro packpbiTus. FOMop B
S3BIKE MMPOM3BEIEHUI aBTOpa MPOIIET TOT XKe MyTh Pa3BUTHI — OT 0e3-
OOWIHOM IIYyTKH JI0 37I0T0 capka3dma. CMeX CKphIBaI 0OJb M pa3oyapo-
BaHHWE, TTOMOTAJl CIPSITAaTh CaTUPY, KOTOPYIO HE MpPOIIain B AMEpHKe,
BBI3BIBAJI ICKPEHHOCTh U cocTpananue. GopMbl roMopa U ero (GyHKITUH
B s3bike TBopuecTBa O. ['eHpH pa3HOOOpa3HbL: 3T0 U (hopMa pa3roBopa ¢
YUTATENEeM, W TPUHIUI aHAIM3a JEHCTBUTENBLHOCTU. VICTOYHHK KOMHU-
YECKOT0 — cama JKU3Hb, CHTYalliH, XapaKTepbl, WX CTOJIKHOBEHUS.
I'paganus cMexa — OT IIYTKM Haj CaMOyBEPEHHBIM KOBOOEM [0 3JI0H
napojuu Ha oOmecTBeHHOoe sBieHue. B cmexe O. ['eHpu MHOTO OT
(honbkIopa 3amagHOrO (POHTHPA C €r0 MPEYBEIHUYSHUSIMH W KOMHYe-
CKMMH HEJIETIOCTSAMH, MPAaKTUYECKOW HIYTKOH M CMEIIEHHEeM PEedeBBIX
IJ1aCTOB pE€UH, 3B(1)eMPI3MaMI/I 1 OCTPBIMH HETICPECBOAMMBIMH CJIOBCYKA-
mu. [Tucarens HeOOBIYaliHO 000TATHII ApCEHAN BBIPA3UTENLHBIX CPEJICTB
SI3BIKA AMEPHUKAHCKOM caTHphI [2].

0. FerI/I TBOPUCCKU HCIIOJIB30BaJI A3BIK IMO3TUKH YCTHOI'O
HapOJHOTO pacckas3a, aHEeKJO0Ta, MapOJIUU, 3aHUMATEIbHOW WHTPUTH.
OpurunansHOCTh paccka3oB O. ['eHpu mposBuiack B OiecTsIIeM MpH-
MCHCHHUHU KaproHa, OCTPBIX CJIIOBCYCK U q)pa?;eOJ'IOFI/I?,I/IpOBaHHLIX KOH-
CTpyKIui, B oOmiel KojoputHocTH JuaynoroB [1]. CroxeTHOCTh —
XapakTepHas OCOOCHHOCTh HOBEJUIHL [lucaTenms mpugaBan CIOKETHO-
(haOyJIEHOH OCHOBE CBOMX MPOM3BEACHHN cephe3Hoe 3HaueHne. Ero Ho-
BeJUIa JMHAMUYHA, 3aHUMATENIbHA, OTJIMYACTCS HapacTaHUEM JpaMaTH-
YECKOro KOH(IMKTA K (DUHAITY, YETKOW CTPYKTYPOIA.

OT1nuuuTensHOM YepTod KOpoTKUX pacckazoB O. I'eHpu siBiser-
Cd, B 4aCTHOCTH, TO, UYTO OH BBOAUT HE O/IHY, a JIBC KOHIIOBKHU. HepBoe
OKOHYaHHE, KaK MPABUIIO, OKA3bIBACTCS JIOXKHBIM, 3aTO BTOPOE BCE pac-
cTaBiisieT 1o cBouMM MectaMm. Cuia tananta O. ['eHpH HE TOJIBKO B yMe-
JIOM IOMOPHCTHYECKOM CIOJKETe, & B CKPBITOM (HIOCOPCKOM CMEICIIE
KaXIIOTO M3 paccka3oB. Bce KOpoTKHe pacckasbl MPOHU3aHBI MBICIBIO
0 TOM, YTO CYACTJIMBBIN KOHEI| OyJeT Ui Te€X, KTO He TepseT Halexk-

ny [1].



I'epoun O. ['eHpH MOCTYIIaH 1O BEJICHUIO cepamna. HeoxnmanaeiM
¢uHan ObLT TONBKO JAJIS YWTaTeNed, HO He Ul MepcoHaxa. B atom —
0COOEHHOCTD TICHXOJIOTU3MA SI3bIKa HOBEIUL. MIHAMBHIYalbHOCTD SI3BIKA
MIPOM3BEIEHII MHCATeNs CTaBHIIa €r0 OCOOHSKOM B MCTOPHU PAa3BUTHS
sI3pIKa KOPOTKOTO pacckaza. JItoboe moapakaHue ObUIO JIHIIb CIA0BIM
orcBetoM opuruHana [2]. Bausaue O. ['eHpH MCHBITaNM, CO3HATEIHLHO
i 6ecco3HATEeNbHO, KpYITHEHIINe MacTepa aMepHKaHCKON mpo3bl. Te-
Ma YeJIOBEYHOCTH, IIMUPOKO M MOIIHO MPO3BYYaBIIas B S3BIKE TPOM3BE-
JCHUH aBTOpa, OCTAETCsI TIaBHOM B SI3bIKE MPOM3BEICHUN COBPEMEHHBIX
nucarenaeil AMepuku.



UNIT 1
THE OCTOPUS MAROONED

"Atrust is its weakest point,” said Jeff Peters.

"That," said I, "sounds like one of those unintelligible remarks
such as, 'Why is a policeman? "

"It is not," said Jeff. "There are no relations between a trust and a
policeman. My remark was an epitogram — an axis— a kind of
mulct'em in parvo. What it means is that a trust is like an egg, and it is
not like an egg. If you want to break an egg you have to do it from the
outside. The only way to break up a trust is from the inside. Keep sitting
on it until it hatches. Look at the brood of young colleges and libraries
that's chirping and peeping all over the country. Yes, sir, every trust
bears in its own bosom the seeds of its destruction like a rooster that
crows near a Georgia colored Methodist camp meeting, or a Republican
announcing himself a candidate for governor of Texas."

| asked Jeff, jestingly, if he had ever, during his checkered,
plaided, mottled, pied and dappled career, conducted an enterprise of the
class to which the word "trust" had been applied. Somewhat to my sur-
prise he acknowledged the corner.

"Once," said he. "And the state seal of New Jersey never bit into a
charter that opened up a solider and safer piece of legitimate octopusing.
We had everything in our favor — wind, water, police, nerve, and a
clean monopoly of an article indispensable to the public. There wasn't a
trust buster on the globe that could have found a weak spot in our
scheme. It made Rockefeller's little kerosene speculation look like a
bucket shop. But we lost out."

"Some unforeseen opposition came up, | suppose,” | said.

"No, sir, it was just as | said. We were self-curbed. It was a case
of auto-suppression. There was a rift within the loot, as Albert Tennyson
says.

"You remember | told you that me and Andy Tucker was partners
for some years. That man was the most talented conniver at stratagems |
ever saw. Whenever he saw a dollar in another man's hands he took it as
a personal grudge, if he couldn't take it any other way. Andy was edu-
cated, too, besides having a lot of useful information. He had acquired a
big amount of experience out of books, and could talk for hours on any
subject connected with ideas and discourse. He had been in every line of
graft from lecturing on Palestine with a lot of magic lantern pictures of
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the annual Custom-made Clothiers' Association convention at Atlantic
City to flooding Connecticut with bogus wood alcohol distilled from
nutmegs.

"One Spring me and Andy had been over in Mexico on a flying
trip during which a Philadelphia capitalist had paid us $2,500 for a half
interest in a silver mine in Chihuahua. Oh, yes, the mine was all right.
The other half interest must have been worth two or three thousand.
I often wondered who owned that mine.

"In coming back to the United States, me and Andy stubbed our
toes against a little town in Texas on the bank of the Rio Grande. The
name of it was Bird City; but it wasn't. The town had about 2,000 inhab-
itants, mostly men. | figured out that their principal means of existence
was in living close to tall chaparral. Some of 'em were stockmen and
some gamblers and some horse peculators and plenty were in the smug-
gling line. Me and Andy put up at a hotel that was built like something
between a roof-garden and a sectional bookcase. It began to rain the day
we got there. As the saying is, Juniper Aquarius was sure turning on the
water plugs on Mount Amphibious.

"Now, there were three saloons in Bird City, though neither Andy
nor me drank. But we could see the townspeople making a triangular
procession from one to another all day and half the night. Everybody
seemed to know what to do with as much money as they had.

"The third day of the rain it slacked up awhile in the afternoon, so
me and Andy walked out to the edge of town to view the mudscape.
Bird City was built between the Rio Grande and a deep wide arroyo that
used to be the old bed of the river. The bank between the stream and its
old bed was cracking and giving away, when we saw it, on account of
the high water caused by the rain. Andy looks at it a long time. That
man's intellects was never idle. And then he unfolds to me a instantane-
ous idea that has occurred to him. Right there was organized a trust; and
we walked back into town and put it on the market.

"First we went to the main saloon in Bird City, called the Blue
Snake, and bought it. It cost us $1,200. And then we dropped in, casual,
at Mexican Joe's place, referred to the rain, and bought him out for
$500. The other one came easy at $400.

"The next morning Bird City woke up and found itself an island.
The river had busted through its old channel, and the town was sur-
rounded by roaring torrents. The rain was still raining, and there was



heavy clouds in the northwest that presaged about six more mean annual
rainfalls during the next two weeks. But the worst was yet to come.

"Bird City hopped out of its nest, waggled its pin feathers and
strolled out for its matutinal toot. Lo! Mexican Joe's place was closed
and likewise the other little 'dobe life saving station. So, naturally the
body politic emits thirsty ejaculations of surprise and ports hellum for
the Blue Snake. And what does it find there?

"Behind one end of the bar sits Jefferson Peters, octopus, with a
sixshooter on each side of him, ready to make change or corpses as the
case may be. There are three bartenders; and on the wall is a ten foot
sign reading: 'All Drinks One Dollar. Andy sits on the safe in his neat
blue suit and gold-banded cigar, on the lookout for emergencies. The
town marshal is there with two deputies to keep order, having been
promised free drinks by the trust.

"Well, sir, it took Bird City just ten minutes to realize that it was
in a cage. We expected trouble; but there wasn't any. The citizens saw
that we had 'em. The nearest railroad was thirty miles away; and it
would be two weeks at least before the river would be fordable. So they
began to cuss, amiable, and throw down dollars on the bar till it sounded
like a selection on the xylophone.

"There was about 1,500 grown-up adults in Bird City that had ar-
rived at years of indiscretion; and the majority of 'em required from
three to twenty drinks a day to make life endurable. The Blue Snake was
the only place where they could get 'em till the flood subsided. It was
beautiful and simple as all truly great swindles are.

"About ten o'clock the silver dollars dropping on the bar slowed
down to playing two-steps and marches instead of jigs. But | looked out
the window and saw a hundred or two of our customers standing in line
at Bird City Savings and Loan Co., and | knew they were borrowing
more money to be sucked in by the clammy tendrils of the octopus.

"At the fashionable hour of noon everybody went home to dinner.
We told the bartenders to take advantage of the lull, and do the same.
Then me and Andy counted the receipts. We had taken in $1,300. We
calculated that if Bird City would only remain an island for two weeks
the trust would be able to endow the Chicago University with a new
dormitory of padded cells for the faculty, and present every worthy poor
man in Texas with a farm, provided he furnished the site for it.

"Andy was especial inroaded by self-esteem at our success, the
rudiments of the scheme having originated in his own surmises and
premonitions. He got off the safe and lit the biggest cigar in the house.
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"Jeff, says he, 'l don't suppose that anywhere in the world you
could find three cormorants with brighter ideas about down-treading the
proletariat than the firm of Peters, Satan and Tucker, incorporated. We
have sure handed the small consumer a giant blow in the sole apoplectic
region. No?

""Well, says I, 'it does look as if we would have to take up gastritis
and golf or be measured for kilts in spite of ourselves. This little turn in
bug juice is, verily, all to the Skibo. And I can stand it, says I, 'lI'd rather
batten than bant any day.

"Andy pours himself out four fingers of our best rye and does
with it as was so intended. It was the first drink | had ever known him to
take.

"'By way of liberation, says he, 'to the gods.

"And then after thus doing umbrage to the heathen diabetes he
drinks another to our success. And then he begins to toast the trade, be-
ginning with Raisuli and the Northern Pacific, and on down the line to
the little ones like the school book combine and the oleomargarine out-
rages and the Lehigh Valley and Great Scott Coal Federation.

"It's all right, Andy, says I, 'to drink the health of our brother mo-
nopolists, but don't overdo the wassail. You know our most eminent and
loathed multi-corruptionists live on weak tea and dog biscuits.

"Andy went in the back room awhile and came out dressed in his
best clothes. There was a kind of murderous and soulful look of gentle
riotousness in his eye that | didn't like. | watched him to see what turn
the whiskey was going to take in him. There are two times when you
never can tell what is going to happen. One is when a man takes his first
drink; and the other is when a woman takes her latest.

"In less than an hour Andy's skate had turned to an ice yacht. He
was outwardly decent and managed to preserve his aquarium, but inside
he was impromptu and full of unexpectedness.

""Jeff, says he, 'do you know that I'm a crater — a living crater?

"That's a self-evident hypothesis, says I. 'But you're not Irish. Why
don't you say 'creature, according to the rules and syntax of America?

"'I'm the crater of a volcano, says he. 'I'm all aflame and crammed
inside with an assortment of words and phrases that have got to have an
exodus. | can feel millions of synonyms and parts of speech rising in
me, says he, 'and I've got to make a speech of some sort. Drink, says
Andy, 'always drives me to oratory.

"It could do no worse, says I.
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"From my earliest recollections, says he, 'alcohol seemed to
stimulate my sense of recitation and rhetoric. Why, in Bryan's second
campaign, says Andy, 'they used to give me three gin rickeys and I'd
speak two hours longer than Billy himself could on the silver question.
Finally, they persuaded me to take the gold cure.

"If you've got to get rid of your excess verbiage, says I, '‘why not
go out on the river bank and speak a piece? It seems to me there was an
old spell-binder named Cantharides that used to go and disincorporate
himself of his windy numbers along the seashore.

"'No, says Andy, 'l must have an audience. | feel like if I once
turned loose people would begin to call Senator Beveridge the Grand
Young Sphinx of the Wabash. I've got to get an audience together, Jeff,
and get this oral distension assuaged or it may turn in on me and I'd go
about feeling like a deckle-edge edition de luxe of Mrs. E. D. E. N.
Southworth.

"'On what special subject of the theorems and topics does your
desire for vocality seem to be connected with? | asks.

"'l ain't particular, says Andy. 'l am equally good and varicose on
all subjects. I can take up the matter of Russian immigration, or the po-
etry of John W. Keats, or the tariff, or Kabyle literature, or drainage, and
make my audience weep, cry, sob and shed tears by turns.

"Well, Andy, says I, 'if you are bound to get rid of this accumula-
tion of vernacular suppose you go out in town and work it on some in-
dulgent citizen. Me and the boys will take care of the business.
Everybody will be through dinner pretty soon, and salt pork and beans
makes a man pretty thirsty. We ought to take in $1,500 more by mid-
night.

"So Andy goes out of the Blue Snake, and | see him stopping men
on the street and talking to 'em. By and by he has half a dozen in a
bunch listening to him; and pretty soon | see him waving his arms and
elocuting at a good-sized crowd on a corner. When he walks away they
string out after him, talking all the time; and he leads 'em down the main
street of Bird City with more men joining the procession as they go. It
reminded me of the old legerdemain that I'd read in books about the
Pied Piper of Heidsieck charming the children away from the town.

"One o'clock came; and then two; and three got under the wire for
place; and not a Bird citizen came in for a drink. The streets were de-
serted except for some ducks and ladies going to the stores. There was
only a light drizzle falling then.
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"A lonesome man came along and stopped in front of the Blue
Snake to scrape the mud off his boots.

"'Pardner, says I, 'what has happened? This morning there was
hectic gaiety afoot; and now it seems more like one of them ruined cities
of Tyre and Siphon where the lone lizard crawls on the walls of the
main port-cullis.

""The whole town, says the muddy man, 'is up in Sperry's wool
warehouse listening to your side-kicker make a speech. He is some gra-
vy on delivering himself of audible sounds relating to matters and con-
clusions, says the man.

"Well, | hope he'll adjourn, sine qua non, pretty soon, says I, ‘for
trade languishes.

"Not a customer did we have that afternoon. At six o'clock two
Mexicans brought Andy to the saloon lying across the back of a burro.
We put him in bed while he still muttered and gesticulated with his
hands and feet.

"Then | locked up the cash and went out to see what had hap-
pened. I met a man who told me all about it. Andy had made the finest
two hour speech that had ever been heard in Texas, he said, or anywhere
else in the world.

""What was it about? | asked.

""Temperance, says he. 'And when he got through, every man in
Bird City signed the pledge for a year."

Task 1.
1. Read and understand the story "The Octopus Marroned".
2. Make a glossary on the given story.

Task 2.

Translate from English into Russian the following passage from
the story.

"In coming back to the United States me and Andy stubbed our
toes against a little town in Texas on the bank of the Rio Grande. The
name of it was Bird City; but it wasn't. The town had about 2,000 inhab-
itants, mostly men. | figured out that their principal means of existence
was in living close to tall chaparral. Some of 'em were stockmen and
some gamblers and some horse peculators and plenty were in the smug-
gling line. Me and Andy put up at a hotel that was built like something
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between a roof-garden and a sectional bookcase. It began to rain the day
we got there. As the saying is, Juniper Aquarius was sure turning on the
water plugs on Mount Amphibious.

"Now, there were three saloons in Bird City, though neither Andy
nor me drank. But we could see the townspeople making a triangular
procession from one to another all day and half the night. Everybody
seemed to know what to do with as much money as they had.

"The third day of the rain it slacked up awhile in the afternoon, so
me and Andy walked out to the edge of town to view the mudscape.
Bird City was built between the Rio Grande and a deep wide arroyo that
used to be the old bed of the river. The bank between the stream and its
old bed was cracking and giving away, when we saw it, on account of
the high water caused by the rain. Andy looks at it a long time. That
man's intellects was never idle. And then he unfolds to me a instantane-
ous idea that has occurred to him. Right there was organized a trust; and
we walked back into town and put it on the market.

"First we went to the main saloon in Bird City, called the Blue
Snake, and bought it. It cost us $1,200. And then we dropped in, casual,
at Mexican Joe's place, referred to the rain, and bought him out for
$500. The other one came easy at $400.

Task 3.

Use words and phrases in sentences.
. mulct'em in parvo

. legitimate octopusing

. roof-garden

. sixshooter

. multi-corruptionists

. deckle-edge edition

. main port-cullis

~NOoO Ol WN P

Task 4.

Answer the questions.

1. What adjectives did O. Henry use to describe the word "ca-
reer”?

2. With what did O. Henry compare the trust?

3. Who was Andy Tucker?

4. Where was Bird City situated?
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5. What was the name of the first saloon, which they have

bought?

sion

6. What was the description of Jefferson Peters?
7. How did alcohol stimulate Andy?

8. What was the idea of the trust?

9. Why did they business fail?

10. What was Andy's speech about?

Task 5.

Match the sentence halves.

1. Look at the brood of young colleges and libraries

2. There wasn't a trust buster on the globe that could have found
3. The other half interest must have been worth

4, But we could see the townspeople making a triangular proces-

5. The bank between the stream and its old bed was cracking and

giving away,

6. Andy sits on the safe in his neat blue suit and gold-banded cigar,
7. He got off the safe and lit
8. There was a kind of murderous and soulful look of gentle riot-

ousness in his eye

bash.

9. | feel like if I once turned loose people would begin
10. We put him in bed while he still muttered
a. to call Senator Beveridge the Grand Young Sphinx of the Wa-

b. when we saw it, on account of the high water caused by the rain.
c. that's chirping and peeping all over the country.

d. and gesticulated with his hands and feet.

e. two or three thousand.

f. on the lookout for emergencies.

g. a weak spot in our scheme.

h. from one to another all day and half the night.

i. that I didn't like.

J. the biggest cigar in the house.

Task 6.

Explain a word or phrase, not translating it.
1. candidate for governor

2. conniver
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3. matutinal toot
4. cormorants
5. gin rickeys

Task 7.
Write out and translate sentences with passive voice.

Task 8.
Write a short story summary.



UNIT 2
JEFF PETERS
AS A PERSONAL MAGNET

Jeff Peters has been engaged in as many schemes for making
money as there are recipes for cooking rice in Charleston, S. C.

Best of all I like to hear him tell of his earlier days when he sold
liniments and cough cures on street corners, living hand to mouth, heart
to heart with the people, throwing heads or tails with fortune for his last
coin.

"l struck Fisher Hill, Arkansaw," said he, "in a buckskin suit,
moccasins, long hair and a thirty-carat diamond ring that | got from an
actor in Texarkana. | don't know what he ever did with the pocket knife
I swapped him for it.

"I was Dr. Waugh-hoo, the celebrated Indian medicine man. | car-
ried only one best bet just then, and that was Resurrection Bitters. It was
made of life-giving plants and herbs accidentally discovered by Ta-qua-
la, the beautiful wife of the chief of the Choctaw Nation, while gather-
ing truck to garnish a platter of boiled dog for the annual corn dance.

"Business hadn't been good in the last town, so | only had five
dollars. 1 went to the Fisher Hill druggist and he credited me for half a
gross of eight ounce bottles and corks. | had the labels and ingredients in
my valise, left over from the last town. Life began to look rosy again
after | got in my hotel room with the water running from the tap, and the
Resurrection Bitters lining up on the table by the dozen.

"Fake? No, sir. There was two dollars' worth of fluid extract of
cinchona and a dime's worth of aniline in that half-gross of bitters. I've
gone through towns years afterwards and had folks ask for 'em again.

"I hired a wagon that night and commenced selling the bitters on
Main Street. Fisher Hill was a low, malarial town; and a compound hy-
pothetical pneumocardiac anti-scorbutic tonic was just what | diagnosed
the crowd as needing. The bitters started off like sweetbreads-on-toast at
a vegetarian dinner. | had sold two dozen at fifty cents apiece when |
felt somebody pull my coat tail. 1 knew what that meant; so | climbed
down and sneaked a five dollar bill into the hand of a man with a Ger-
man silver star on his lapel.

"'Constable, says |, 'it's a fine night.

"Have you got a city license, he asks, 'to sell this illegitimate es-
sence of spooju that you flatter by the name of medicine?
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"'l have not, says I. 'l didn't know you had a city. If I can find it
to-morrow I'll take one out if it's necessary.

"I'll have to close you up till you do, says the constable.

"I quit selling and went back to the hotel. | was talking to the
landlord about it.

"Oh, you won't stand no show in Fisher Hill, says he. 'Dr.
Hoskins, the only doctor here, is a brother-in-law of the Mayor, and they
won't allow no fake doctor to practice in town.

"l don't practice medicine, says I, 'l've got a State peddler's li-
cense, and | take out a city one wherever they demand it.

"I went to the Mayor's office the next morning and they told me
he hadn't showed up yet. They didn't know when he'd be down. So Doc
Waugh-hoo hunches down again in a hotel chair and lights a jimpson-
weed regalia, and waits.

"By and by a young man in a blue necktie slips into the chair next
to me and asks the time.

"Half-past ten, says I, 'and you are Andy Tucker. I've seen you
work. Wasn't it you that put up the Great Cupid Combination package
on the Southern States? Let's see, it was a Chilian diamond engagement
ring, a wedding ring, a potato masher, a bottle of soothing syrup and
Dorothy Vernon — all for fifty cents.

"Andy was pleased to hear that | remembered him. He was a good
street man; and he was more than that — he respected his profession,
and he was satisfied with 300 per cent. profit. He had plenty of offers to
go into the illegitimate drug and garden seed business; but he was never
to be tempted off of the straight path.

"l wanted a partner, so Andy and me agreed to go out together.
I told him about the situation in Fisher Hill and how finances was low
on account of the local mixture of politics and jalap. Andy had just got
in on the train that morning. He was pretty low himself, and was going
to canvass the whole town for a few dollars to build a new battleship by
popular subscription at Eureka Springs. So we went out and sat on the
porch and talked it over.

"The next morning at eleven o'clock when | was sitting there
alone, an Uncle Tom shuffles into the hotel and asked for the doctor to
come and see Judge Banks, who, it seems, was the mayor and a mighty
sick man.

"'I'm no doctor, says I. "Why don't you go and get the doctor?

18



"'Boss, says he. 'Doc Hoskins am done gone twenty miles in de
country to see some sick persons. He's de only doctor in de town, and
Massa Banks am powerful bad off. He sent me to ax you to please, suh,
come.

"As man to man, says I, 'I'll go and look him over. So | put a bot-
tle of Resurrection Bitters in my pocket and goes up on the hill to the
mayor's mansion, the finest house in town, with a mansard roof and two
cast iron dogs on the lawn.

"This Mayor Banks was in bed all but his whiskers and feet. He
was making internal noises that would have had everybody in San Fran-
cisco hiking for the parks. A young man was standing by the bed hold-
ing a cup of water.

"'Doc, says the Mayor, 'I'm awful sick. I'm about to die. Can't you
do nothing for me?

"'Mr. Mayor, says I, 'I'm not a regular preordained disciple of
S. Q. Lapius. I never took a course in a medical college, says I. 'I've just
come as a fellow man to see if | could be off assistance.

"I'm deeply obliged, says he. 'Doc Waugh-hoo, this is my neph-
ew, Mr. Biddle. He has tried to alleviate my distress, but without suc-
cess. Oh, Lordy! Ow-ow-ow!! he sings out.

"I nods at Mr. Biddle and sets down by the bed and feels the
mayor's pulse. 'Let me see your liver — your tongue, | mean, says I. Then
I turns up the lids of his eyes and looks close that the pupils of 'em.

"'How long have you been sick? | asked.

"l was taken down — ow-ouch — last night, says the Mayor.
'‘Gimme something for it, doc, won't you?

"'Mr. Fiddle, says I, 'raise the window shade a bit, will you?

"'Biddle, says the young man. 'Do you feel like you could eat
some ham and eggs, Uncle James?

"'Mr. Mayor, says |, after laying my ear to his right shoulder
blade and listening, 'you've got a bad attack of super-inflammation of
the right clavicle of the harpsichord!

"Good Lord! says he, with a groan, 'Can't you rub something on
it, or set it or anything?

"I picks up my hat and starts for the door.

""You ain't going, doc? says the Mayor with a howl. "You ain't go-
ing away and leave me to die with this — superfluity of the clapboards,
are you?

19



"'Common humanity, Dr. Whoa-ha, says Mr. Biddle, 'ought to
prevent your deserting a fellow-human in distress.

"'Dr. Waugh-hoo, when you get through plowing, says I. And
then | walks back to the bed and throws back my long hair.

"'Mr. Mayor, says I, 'there is only one hope for you. Drugs will do
you no good. But there is another power higher yet, although drugs are
high enough, says I.

"And what is that? says he.

"'Scientific demonstrations, says I. 'The triumph of mind over sar-
saparilla. The belief that there is no pain and sickness except what is
produced when we ain't feeling well. Declare yourself in arrears.
Demonstrate.

"'What is this paraphernalia you speak of, Doc? says the Mayor.
'You ain't a Socialist, are you?

"I am speaking, says I, 'of the great doctrine of psychic financi-
ering — of the enlightened school of long-distance, sub-conscientious
treatment of fallacies and meningitis — of that wonderful in-door sport
known as personal magnetism.

"'Can you work it, doc? asks the Mayor.

"I'm one of the Sole Sanhedrims and Ostensible Hooplas of the
Inner Pulpit, says |. 'The lame talk and the blind rubber whenever
I make a pass at 'em. | am a medium, a coloratura hypnotist and a spirit-
uous control. It was only through me at the recent seances at Ann Arbor
that the late president of the Vinegar Bitters Company could revisit the
earth to communicate with his sister Jane. You see me peddling medi-
cine on the street, says I, 'to the poor. | don't practice personal mag-
netism on them. | do not drag it in the dust, says I, 'because they haven't
got the dust.

""Will you treat my case? asks the Mayor.

"Listen, says I. 'lI've had a good deal of trouble with medical soci-
eties everywhere I've been. | don't practice medicine. But, to save your
life, I'll give you the psychic treatment if you'll agree as mayor not to
push the license question.

"Of course | will, says he. 'And now get to work, doc, for them
pains are coming on again.

"My fee will be $250.00, cure guaranteed in two treatments, says I.

"All right, says the Mayor. 'I'll pay it. | guess my life's worth that
much.
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"I sat down by the bed and looked him straight in the eye.

"'Now, says I, 'get your mind off the disease. You ain't sick. You
haven't got a heart or a clavicle or a funny bone or brains or anything.
You haven't got any pain. Declare error. Now you feel the pain that you
didn't have leaving, don't you?

"l do feel some little better, doc, says the Mayor, 'darned if |
don't. Now state a few lies about my not having this swelling in my left
side, and I think I could be propped up and have some sausage and
buckwheat cakes.

"l made a few passes with my hands.

"'Now, says I, 'the inflammation's gone. The right lobe of the per-
ihelion has subsided. You're getting sleepy. You can't hold your eyes
open any longer. For the present the disease is checked. Now, you are
asleep.

"The Mayor shut his eyes slowly and began to snore.

"You observe, Mr. Tiddle, says I, ‘the wonders of modern sci-
ence.

"'Biddle, says he, 'When will you give uncle the rest of the treat-
ment, Dr. Pooh-pooh?

""Waugh-hoo, says I. 'I'll come back at eleven to-morrow. When
he wakes up give him eight drops of turpentine and three pounds of
steak. Good morning.

"The next morning | was back on time. 'Well, Mr. Riddle, says I,
when he opened the bedroom door, ‘and how is uncle this morning?

""He seems much better, says the young man.

"The mayor's color and pulse was fine. | gave him another treat-
ment, and he said the last of the pain left him.

"'Now, says |, 'you'd better stay in bed for a day or two, and you'll
be all right. It's a good thing | happened to be in Fisher Hill, Mr. Mayor,
says I, 'for all the remedies in the cornucopia that the regular schools of
medicine use couldn't have saved you. And now that error has flew and
pain proved a perjurer, let's allude to a cheerfuller subject — say the fee
of $250. No checks, please, | hate to write my name on the back of a
check almost as bad as | do on the front.

"I've got the cash here, says the mayor, pulling a pocket book
from under his pillow.

"He counts out five fifty-dollar notes and holds 'em in his hand.

""Bring the receipt, he says to Biddle.
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"I signed the receipt and the mayor handed me the money. | put it
in my inside pocket careful.

"'Now do your duty, officer, says the mayor, grinning much un-
like a sick man.

"Mr. Biddle lays his hand on my arm.

"You're under arrest, Dr. Waugh-hoo, alias Peters, says he, ‘for
practising medicine without authority under the State law.

""Who are you? | asks.

"I'll tell you who he is, says Mr. Mayor, sitting up in bed. 'He's a
detective employed by the State Medical Society. He's been following
you over five counties. He came to me yesterday and we fixed up this
scheme to catch you. | guess you won't do any more doctoring around
these parts, Mr. Fakir. What was it you said | had, doc? the mayor
laughs, ‘compound — well, it wasn't softening of the brain, I guess, an-
yway.

"A detective, says I.

"Correct, says Biddle. 'I'll have to turn you over to the sheriff.

"'Let's see you do it, says I, and | grabs Biddle by the throat and
half throws him out the window, but he pulls a gun and sticks it under
my chin, and | stand still. Then he puts handcuffs on me, and takes the
money out of my pocket.

"' witness, says he, 'that they're the same bank bills that you and |
marked, Judge Banks. I'll turn them over to the sheriff when we get to
his office, and he'll send you a receipt. They'll have to be used as evi-
dence in the case.

"All right, Mr. Biddle, says the mayor. 'And now, Doc Waugh-
hoo, he goes on, ‘why don't you demonstrate? Can't you pull the cork out
of your magnetism with your teeth and hocus-pocus them handcuffs off?

"'Come on, officer, says I, dignified. 'l may as well make the best
of it. And then I turns to old Banks and rattles my chains.

"'Mr. Mayor, says I, 'the time will come soon when you'll believe
that personal magnetism is a success. And you'll be sure that it succeed-
ed in this case, too.

"And | guess it did.

"When we got nearly to the gate, | says: 'We might meet some-
body now, Andy. | reckon you better take 'em off, and — Hey? Why, of
course it was Andy Tucker. That was his scheme; and that's how we got
the capital to go into business together."
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Task 1.

1. Read and understand the story "Jeff Peters as a Personal
Magnet".

2. Make a glossary on the given story.

Task 2.

Translate from English into Russian the following passage from
the story.

"I was Dr. Waugh-hoo, the celebrated Indian medicine man. I car-
ried only one best bet just then, and that was Resurrection Bitters. It was
made of life-giving plants and herbs accidentally discovered by Ta-qua-
la, the beautiful wife of the chief of the Choctaw Nation, while gather-
ing truck to garnish a platter of boiled dog for the annual corn dance.

"Business hadn't been good in the last town, so | only had five
dollars. 1 went to the Fisher Hill druggist and he credited me for half a
gross of eight ounce bottles and corks. | had the labels and ingredients in
my valise, left over from the last town. Life began to look rosy again
after | got in my hotel room with the water running from the tap, and the
Resurrection Bitters lining up on the table by the dozen.

"Fake? No, sir. There was two dollars' worth of fluid extract of
cinchona and a dime's worth of aniline in that half-gross of bitters. I've
gone through towns years afterwards and had folks ask for 'em again.

"I hired a wagon that night and commenced selling the bitters on
Main Street. Fisher Hill was a low, malarial town; and a compound hy-
pothetical pneumocardiac anti-scorbutic tonic was just what | diagnosed
the crowd as needing. The bitters started off like sweetbreads-on-toast at
a vegetarian dinner. | had sold two dozen at fifty cents apiece when I
felt somebody pull my coat tail. 1 knew what that meant; so | climbed
down and sneaked a five dollar bill into the hand of a man with a Ger-
man silver star on his lapel.

Task 3.

Use words and phrases in sentences, that their meaning can be
clear.

1. buckskin suit

2. boiled dog

3. malarial town

4. pneumocardiac anti-scorbutic tonic
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