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ITEPEIMOBA

Y nmaHoMy HaB4YaJIbHOMY IIOCIOHVIKY 3[IiVICHEHO CIIpOOYy
IOKasaT! MOXJIMBOCTI popMyBaHHS (PUTOIOTIYHOI YMTAIIBKOL
KOMITeTeHTHOCTi MaviOyTHiX BUMTeIiB aHIJIICBKOI MOBM Ha
OCHOBi XYIIOXHIX TeKCTIB y MOBHMX 3aKiIaJlaX BWIIOI OCBITU
BIiZIIIOBITHO A0 "cTpaTeril po3BUTKY BMIIIOI OCBITH B YKpaiHi" Ha
2022-2032 poKM; BITUM3HSHMX 1 €BPOIEVICBKMX CTaHAapTiB
HiArOTOBKM BHUK/IaZlada aHIVINMCBKOI MOBW; Ta IHporpaMm 3
aHIJIIVICBKOI MOBM Ta 3apyOiKHOI JIiTepaTypu 115l yHiBepCUTETiB.

ABTOpM TmOCiOHMKa mocTaBwIM coOi 3a MeTy IIOKasaTu
TOLIJIBHICTD dopmyBaHH: distonoriuHOL YMTAIBKOT
KOMIIETEHTHOCTI CTy[IeHTiB-(piJIOJIOTiB Ha OCHOBi XYIOXHIX
TeKCTiB IIOYMHAIOUN 3 IIepImx Kypcis MmosHoro 3BO.

Cyuacna MOBHa OcBiTa BrCyBa€ HOBi BuMoru o yuHis 3CO
He TUIbKM B OBOJIOAIHHI HMMM iHO3€MHOIO MOBOIO Ha BVICOKOMY
piBHi B1+ / B2, a 1 1o BumnTesIs iHO3eMHOI MOBY, KUV IIOBMHEH
BOJIOOITV  IHHOBAIIIMHMMM  TexXHOJIOrissMM HaBuyaHHS IM.
Bumycknukn moamx 3BO cneniasbHOCTi «CepenHst ocBiTa.
AHrIIiTIcEKa MOBa Ta 3apyOiXkHa JliTepaTypa B 3aKjIaax OCBiTI»
OTPUMYIOTh KBaIidiKallifo BUmMTe/Id 1HO3eMHOI MOBM Ta
3apyObKHOI  JliTepaTypu, IO  3YMOBIIOE  HeoOximHicTb
IIepeoCMUCIIUTY CYTHICTh CyYacHMX IiXOIiB, 3MICTy Ta 3aco0iB
110 TIpodpeciviHOT MiIroTOBKYM MarOyTHROTO BUMUTelIs-itoora.

basyrounce Ha BacHOMy [OCBifli Ta IIpOBeeHOMY
ekcriepuMeHTasibHOMY gocitimpkenHi B HHI iHosemno1 dinostorit
KuroMupcpkoro — ziep>kaBHOro — yHiBepcureTy iMeHi Ieana
@paHKa, SAKUI II0Ka3aB BUCOKYy eJQeKTMBHICTb, aBTOPU
HPOIOHYIOTh BJaCHY MeTOAMKY QopMyBaHHA isI0JI0riyHOL
YUTAIPKOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTI MayiOyTHiX BYMTENB aHIJIiVICBKOY
MOBVI Ta 3apyOLKHOI JliTepaTypu 3acodaMm XyHOXKHIX TeKCTiB.

Y mociOHUKY IpefcTaBiieHO OOIPYHTYBaHHS AOLUIBHOCTI
dopMyBaHHS TaHOTO BUAY KOMIIETEHTHOCTI y ABOX IUIOIIMHAX
npodeciviHol  IMATOTOBKM  CTYHAEHTIB - JIHHIBICTUYHIN i
JIiTepaTypo3HaBUill, - Ta BUOKpeMJIeHHsI CKJIafloBUX 000X



HanpsaMiB. Kpim Toro, poOoTra MicTUTh XapaKTepUCTUKY
XYHAOXKHIX TeKCTiB Pi3HOrO TWIly - HaMdiBaJalTOBaHMX Ta
OpUTiHaJIbHMX, aKIEHTYETbCS yBara Ha iX poJii B OBOJIOIiHHI
BMiHHSIMM (PiJIOJIOTiYHOT UMTAIIBKOT KOMITETEHTHOCTI.

Y mpyrin yacTmHi HocibHMKa YnTayi 3HAVIIYTh PO3po0IIeHi
aBTOpaMM MpaKTW4YHI 3aHATTA 3 (opMyBaHHA isIOJIOriUyHON
YMTalbKOI KOMIIETeHTHOCTi 3700yBauiB 1-2 KypciB Ha OCHOBI
aBTOPCHKOI METOIVIKM 3 BUKOPVICTaHHS XYJ0XKHIX TBOPiB, a TAaKOX
9 XyHoXHiX TeKCTiB Pi3HMX aHIVIMCBKMX Ta aMepUKaHCBKVX
HCbMEeHHVIKIB.

ITociOHMK € YacTMHOO HayKOBO-MeTOANYHOI0
3a0e3reyeHHs OOOB’A3KOBMX KOMITOHEHT «[IpakTuuHmm Kypc
aHDIincpkoi Mosu» (1-2 kypcm),  «[Ipaktmka ycHoro Ta
IVICEMHOTO MOBJIEHHS (aHITIiICbKa MoOBa)» Ta «MeToamka
HaBYaHHs 1IHO3€MHOI MOBII».

ABTOPM BUCJIOBIIOIOTh ITIMOOKY BIAuHiCTH KimmMoBin
Karepuni, Morenbautipkin JIrogmiti i Muxartosit OkcaHi , ski
JI00’S13HO HOTOAWIINCH BUBYUTU PYKOIMC i 3pOOUTH HU3KY
HiHHMUX 3ayBaKeHb, BpaXyBaHHS SKVUX CIIPUUIO BIOCKOHaJIEHHIO
3MicTy IociOHMKa.

HapuarteHMVI  TOCIOHMK — IIpM3HAYeHWUVI, HacaMIIeper,
CTygeHTaM - MalNOyTHIM BuMTelsIM iHO3eMHOI MOBU Ta
3apyOiKHOI stiTeparypm mnepmoro (6akasaBpCchbKOrO) OCBITHBO-
KBasTidiKalliiHOro piBHA BMINOI OcBiTH. Pasom 3 TuUM aBTOpU
BBa)KalOTh, III0 3aIIPOIIOHOBAHMV IIOCIOHMK MOKe Oy TV KOPMCHVM
mwig BuUKiIamauiB MoBHMX 3BO, a TakoX MerommcraM, SKi
3aMMarOThCsl IIPOeciiiHOIO IITOTOBKOIO MaVOyTHIX BUNTEIIiB
iHO3eMHOI MOBY Ta 3apyOiKHOI JIiTepaTypu.

Ab6mopu



PO3IUT I
HABYAWCS UMTATH SIK CTYIEHT-®UIOJIOT
LEARN TO READ

1.1. JouinpHicTh dpopMyBaHHA PisT010TidHOI UMTALBKOT
KOMIIETeHTHOCTi Mani0yTHix BUMTesIiB-(is0sI0TiB Y MOBHOMY
3BO

,;AnTaro4un aBTOpPiB, sIKi TapHO NNUIITYTh, YMTadi
3BMKAaKTh rapuo rosoputn”’ (Bossrep)

3HayuHi 3MiHM B ycix cdepax XUTTI B YKpaiHi y TOMy 4mcyi
7 B OCBiTI HOTpeOyIOTH iX OHOB/IIOBaHHS, 100 BiANOBiHATH
CBITOBMM CTaHIApTaM Ta OpaTy aKTMBHY y4acTh y €BPOIEICHKIX
nporpamax. i 11boro HeoOXifgHI ¢axiBLi BUCOKOIO piBHH, gKi
MalOTh KPUTWUYHE MMCIIeHHs, TOTOBi 10 TBOPYOI iHHOBALIiTHOL
JisUTbHOCTI Ta 3[aTHI MOTMBYBaTH Ta HaBYaTH LIbOMY 1HIIINX.

Buime 3a3HaveHe cTocyeTbcs i BUMTEIIS aHITIIVICBKOI MOBY,
dka 3 2024 poKy € MOBOIO MDKHapOJIHOIO CIIUIKyBaHHs, IO
BUMAara€ BiJI MOBHUX 3aKjIajiB BMIIOI OCBITM Heperamy i
IIepeoCMICIIeHHsT  iHIIIOMOBHOI  (pUIOJIOTIYHOI  MiJIrOTOBKM
MaviOyTHiX BumTesiB-dinosoris. TpagurirtHo mpuitHATHI popmm
Ta MeTOAM HaBuaHHSA iHO3eMHOI MOBM 0e3 ypaxyBaHHS
MOJIMBOCTeV! 0a30BVIX (PIOJIOTiuHVIX HAYK, Ha XKalb, He 3aBXIAN
CIPUAIOTE e(PeKTUBHOMY pearyBaHHIO Ha BUKIMKM 21 CTOJITTS.
PosmmmpenHs MDKHapOOHMX KYJIBTYPHMX 3B'SI3KiB YKpalHu,
30iTBITIeH S MOXKJIMIBOCTEVI CTyJIeHTiB-(is10I0riB y
HedOpMaJIbHIM OCBITi, IIOsIBa HOBUX (QOpMaTiB aHIJIOMOBHOI
MiZIFOTOBKM MaMOYyTHIX BUMTeNIB HOTpedye BilJ, HUX He TUIbKNU
rapHOTO BOJIOMIHHS aHIJITICBKOIO MOBOIO, aJIe i OLIBII IPYHTOBHOL
distonnoriuHoi MiAroToBKM, HasgBHICTh MPO@eCiVIHO 3HAUyIINX Ta
¢doHOBMX 3HAHb, HaBMYOK Ta BMiHb MDKKYJIETyPHOIO
criyikyBaHHs. TiUIbKM rapHO MiArOTOBJIEHUV BYMUTeIIb-isIoNor,



podeciviHMM IpV3HaYeHHIM SKOr0 € HaBYaHHS iIHO3€MHOI MOBYU
CBOIX HOTEHIIIVIHMX Y4HiB, 3aTeH 0 peasli3allii KOMIUIEKCY BCix
BaXJIVBUX IleJaroriuHmx oyHKIiN Ha BUCOKOMY IIpOodecitHOMY
piBHI, ToMy 1110 came BunTesib IM Mae GesrmocepeHiit BIUIMB Ha
PO3BUTOK OCOOVCTOCTEN! YUHiB, BIpOOJIeHHs X CMaKiB, iHTepecis,
HOIVIAIB, IIepeKOHaHb Ta IIHHICHMX OpieHTallii. Y KOHTeKCTi
HoBoro crarycy IM mia 3BO, BumyckHMKM — MOBHMX
crelfiaJibHOCTeVl IOEIHYIOTh MeTOOuKy HapuaHHA IM Ta
JiTepaTypy, TOMy BUMTeIb-disToI0r 3acobaMm iHO3eMHOI MOBM i
3apyOiKHOI J1iTepaTypu Oe3rocepeTHbO 3BePTAETHCS 10 PO3yMY i
IOYYTTiB HMOTEHILINHMX Y4YHiB, (pOpMyIOouM eMOLiHO-IIiHHicCHe
CTaBJIEHHS MOJIOZIOTO TIOKOJIIHHS JO HaBYaHHS BIIPOIOBX XUTTS,
CaMOCTIVIHOTO ITIOIIOBHEHHS 3HaHb, POPMyBaHHS HEBVCTaYaI0UMX
HaBM4YOK Ta BMiHb. C(CKasaHe CBiIUMTH IIpO POJIb MOBU i
jiTepaTypu y (pUIOJIOTIUHIV MiATOTOBIII MamOyTHIX BUUTENIB y
MOBHMX 3aKJIaflax BUIIIOI OCBIiTY i He BUKJIVIKA€ CyMHIBiB.

Y HaykoBO-MeTOAMUHIVI JTiTepaTypi 30iVICHEHO OIVIC Pi3HMX
BUJIIB YMTaHHs B 3aJIe)KHOCTI Bif, iX IIpM3Ha4YeHHs, HaIlpUKIIa/l;:
a) Bil MeT YMTaHH: scanning - y IIOIIyKax IIeBHOI iHdopMariii,
skimming - I BM3Ha4YeHHS OCHOBHOIO 3MICTy TeKCTy I
uMTaHHs; O) Bl IITMOMHM 3aHypeHHs Y 3MiCT TekcTy: extensive -
YMTaHHS 13 3araJIbHM OXOIUIEHHSIM 3MiCTy, intensive — unTaHHA
Ul J1eTaJIbHOTO PO3yMiHHS IPOYMTAaHOrO; B) Bil piBHA
PO3YMiHHS UMTaHOTO: IIOBHe / JeTajlbHe pO3yMiHHS i 3arajsibHe /
riio0astbHe posyMiHHS; T) shared or interactive reading - unranns
i oOrosopeHHs IIPOYMTAHOIO IIiJI KepiBHUIITBOM BMK/Iajada
TOIIIO.

Bun unraHHA, fKe MM IIPONOHYEMO [III MamOyTHiX
BUNTeJiB-PisI0I0riB ~ (ijoIoriyHe YMTaHHSA € 3a CBOEIO CYTTIO
BOYM/IBUM YWUTaHHAM, OO’€KTOM sKoro € dijonorigno-
JiTepaTypHe HNPOYMTaHHS XyHOXHBOIO TEeKCTy, dKe BVMarae
LUTeCIIPSAMOBAHOIO aHaJIi3y 3MICTy TeKCTy Ha OCHOBI MOBHWIX
SIBVALLL, JIOTIYHVIX 3B’ 4I3KiB, OIIOPY Ha OTPVMaHi 3HAHHS 3 BUBUYE€HHS



3apyODLKHOI JliTepaTypy, MOBO3HABCTBA Ta BJIACHOTO JOCBIAY
YYTaHHI.

Tepmin "ditonoriune umraHH:A" OyB 3alIpOIIOHOBAHW
BUEHVMMM, $Ki BBaXajy, IO JIMIIe IUIAXOM (PiI0IOTiYHOro
MeTOly YWUTaHHS MOMJIMBO [IVICHO MIOCATHYTM MOXJIVBOCTI
HaO/M3UTNUCh 10 peaJlbHOTO  PO3Mi3HAHHA He  TUIBKM
crerdiyHMx 3aco0iB Ti€l UM iHIIIOI MOBY, a V1 KyJIBTYPY HapOmy-
HOCisSI JaHOI MOBM, IO 1 BM3HAYa€ OCBITHE 3HAUEHHSI TaKOI'o
HaBYaHHSI.

Ha oxaip, 1lemt TepMmiH, MOIpM WOIO  IIMPOKOTO
BUKOPUCTAaHHS BUEHVMM i MeTOHOMCTaMy, He Ma€ [OKIIaIHOro
OIVICY, aJle Ha OCHOBi aHaJIi3y HayKOBOI JliTepaTypu 3 IMpobsieMu
yuTaHHY MM BU3HAYaeMO (pijIoJIOriyHe 4UMTaHHA  SK

Cneumq)iqﬂmﬂ BU UWTAHHS, CIPSIMOBaHWUI Ha PO3BUTOK
JHHTBICTUYHOI ~ Ta  JITepaTypO3HaBYOi  KOMIIETEHTHOCTEV
CTYIJEHTIB Ha OCHOBI MaTepially XyaoXHix TekcriB. IIpnu
distosioriuHOMy IiJIXOfIi /10 YMTaHHS Ha IIepIIOMY IUIaHi CTOITh
iHO3eMHa MOBa, IIPV 3aCBOEHHI SKOI YMTa4y IIi3HAE KYJIbTYpy i
niTepaTypy depes normbiieHe BUBYEHH Xy/I0XKHIX TeKCTiB ITi€fo
MOBOIO.

Ilin, 4gac ¢isosIOrivHOrO0 4YMTaHHS JIHTBO-JIiTepaTypPHUI
KOMIIOHEHT (PiJI0JIOTiYHOT KOMIIETEHTHOCTI BMOKPEMITIOETBCS SIK
HPIOPUTETHNI i aKIIeHT poOUThCS Ha IOIIMOIeHOMY BUBYEHHI
JTepaTypy 4epe3 OBOJIOAIHHS iHO3eMHOI0 MOBOIO. Kpim Toro,
TaKe YWTaHHSA IIOTpedye Bi, CTyHeHTiB 3HAYHOI KiJIbKOCTI
perpecii, HeoOXiTHOCTI MOBepHEHHS [0 IIeBHMX YaCTUH TEKCTYy
ISl yTOUHEeHH iHdopMariil, migTBepIyKeHHs BJIaCHVIX JyMOK a0o
HaBIIaKV, 110 OTpeOye OLIBIIT TOYHIIIIOTO pO3yMiHHS 3MiCTY.

Hamr GaraTopiuemit [gocBig pobOTM y MOBHOMY 3aKiTafi
OCBiTM IIOKasaB, IO IIpodpecifiHa MJIroToBKa MamOyTHHOTO
creriasticra B oOacTi istortorii moTpeOye MeBHOI METOAMYIHOL
opraHisamii, sika He $BJII€ COOOIO IPOCTy KOMOIHAIIifO BCix
HasgBHMX Yy CTydeHTiB HaBuM4YoK 1 BMiHb. IIpodecivtauit
ditonoriuAmMii  migxim A0 XYHAOXHBOIO TBOPY 3 VIOTO



HeOOMEXeHMMI MOXJUIMBOCTSMM IUIS HaBUaHHS CTY[EeHTIiB
noTtpebye BucokopiBHeBux BMiHb (high-order skills), mo cipuse
JIMOOKOMY — LUTICHOMY  CHPUIHSITTIO XYHAOXHBOIO  TBODY,
0COOJIVIBOTO CBIiTYy, CTBOPEHOIrO IIMChbMEHHMKOM, iHTepIIpeTarlil
BUCJIOB/IIOBaHb VIOT'O TE€POIB.

HiserroBaHHs SIKOCTI (PUTOIOTIYHOI HiATOTOBKM BYMTEIIS-
cioBecHMKa y MosHomy 3BO, Ha mHamry ayMmky, obmexye
MO>KJIVIBOCTI BIUIMBY XYJOXKHBOI'O TeKCTy Ha pOpMyBaHHS VIOTO
MOBHOI OCOOWMCTOCTi, CBiJTYEHHSM HYOrO € PsJ] OCTAHHIX
TOCIIIIKEeHb 1 HayKOBUX Iy 6rtikarin Boosinoi T. O.,
Konosasnenko T., Kpasenp O. €., [Toporans C. O., [Taxomosoi T.,
Henpto T. Ta iHmmx. Pesyibrati aHajnisy JiiTepaTypO3HaBUMX,
JIIHTBICTUYHMX 1 MeTOOMYHMX HTOCTKeHb IToKasasIy, 110 BUeHi
BB@XaIOTh XYJIOXKHIO JIiTepaTypy OOHMM 3 HaledeKTMBHIIIX
3aco0iB HaBYaHHS iHO3€MHOI MOBVL.

Ha xasib, HesBakaloun Ha 3HA4Hy KUIBKICTh poOiT,
NPUCBSIYEeHNX JOCITIIKeHHIO POJIi XyJOXXHBOI JIiTepaTypy, 1o3a
yBarox JOC/IIHVIKIB 3aJ/IVIIAETbCSA Pl IIUTaHb, B TOMY YMCI 1
BUKOPUCTAaHHS  IIOTeHIliaJly  XYHOXHBOIO  TeKCTy  IIO0
MO3UTMBHOIO BIUIMBY Ha (pUI0JIOTiUHY MiJIFOTOBKY MartOyTHHOIO
Buntertsd IM y crinax 3BO. PosrisiHeMo 1x OUIBII IeTabHiIIIe.

Y niporpawmi 3 inozemHoi Moy 1 MoBHMX 3BO 3a3naveno,
mo "Bim abiTypieHTIB OWiKyeTbCsd, IO BOHM 3HaTHI YMTaTHU
KOPOTKI TeKCTM PIi3HMX CTWIIB, ... [I€MOHCTPYBaTV BMiHH:
PO3yMITM Xy[OXHIVI 3MiCT, a TaKOX [eTajli TeKCTY Ta BIUIy4aTu
cnernmdiuny inpopmariro" [2, 16].

Hami Bumoru MoBHOro 3BO MOBHICTIO CITiBIIagaiOTh 3
B/MOTaMy IIporpamMiu 3 iHO3eMHOI MOBM I Y4YHIB CTapIIol
IIKOJIV, $IKi MalOTh OBOJIOAITV 1HO3eMHOIO MOBOIO Ha piBHiI Bl+
(piBenp crarmapry) / B2 (piBeHp disosoriunol mpodibHOT
MiArOTOBKM), IO Hajae IM MOMJIMBOCTI CTaTy CTyJdeHTaMu
MoBHOro 3BO, B gKoMy BOHM 3MOXYyTh He TUIBKM 3Ha4HO
HOKpaIlUTY CBiVi 3arajIbHUM piBeHb iHO3eMHOI MOBM 10 piBHA C1
/ C2, ajme v oTpuMaTH IPYHTOBHY (PUIOIOTIYHY IIiITOTOBKY,



PO3LIVPUTY JHHIBICTUYHUI KPYrosip Ta IIABUINUTHU CBil
3araJIbHOKYJILTY PHUV PiBeHb.

Mmu mposesv iHTepB 10 3i cTymeHTamMu nepinoro Kypcy HHI
iHO3eMHOI distomnorii AKurommpcekoro Zlep>KaBHOTO
yHiBepcuTeTy iMmeHi IBana ®dpaHka y mepmri OHi iX HaBYaHHHA Y
3BO i monpocwmv X HaaTy BiAMOBi/ Ha I SITh 3alIITaHb:

1. Yomy Bu oGpammt mosamm 3BO?

2. Illo Bu ouikyeTe Bif HaByaHH: y 3BO?

3. SIk Bu ysBisieTe cobi BjlacHe CTaHOBJIEHHS Bifl CTyZeHTa,
AKVVI BUBYa€ iHO3eMHi MOBY, 110 BUMTeJIsA-(pijiosIora, SKM HaB4ae
iHO3eMHO1 MOBM 1HIIIVIX?

4. Yoro Opaxysasio Bam y BuBYeHHi iHO3eMHOI MOBU B
IIKOJIi?

5. SIkum moBuHeH OyTy BumTeslb IM HOBOrO IOKOJIIHHS,
30aTHUI 3a0XOTUTM Y4HiB A0 BuBYeHHs IM y HoBOMY
HOJIIKYJIbTYPHOMY CBiTi?

Y cBoix Bignosigsgx 100% IepIIOKypCHVKIB TOJIOBHOIO
MeTOI0 BCTyITy 110 MoBHOro 3BO Haspasii OaxaHHs "BUBUMTH 2-3
iHO3eMHI MOBI", "HABUMUTWCS CIUIKYBaTUCA iHO3eMHOIO MOBOIO 3
HocisMM MOBU", "pO3yMiTH iHO3eMHY MOBY y diIbMax, ITiCHAX,
PV YUTaHHI XyI0)KHBOIO JIiTepaTypy B OpuriHaiii" Toro.

IITo crocyeThcst OUiKyBaHb Bil], HaBY4aHH y BUIIIOMY 3aKjIai
ocBiTM 52% PpecroHIeHTiB 0akatoTh BMBYATW IVCIVIUIIHM, SKi
OB’ s13aHi 3 iHO3eMHOI0 MOBOIO; 38 % yUHIB aKIleHTyBa/Ii yBary Ha
BUBYEHHI He TUIBKM IHO3eMHOI MOBW, ajle W "KyJIbTypu
aHIJIOMOBHMX HapoAiB i HapopiB, MOBUM gKMX BOHU OYyIyThb
BuBuaTit y 3BO"; 10% ommTyBaHMX OUiKyIOTH, IO BOHM OyOyTh
"MaTV 3MOr'y HaB4YaTHMCs y iHO3eMHMX ¢paxiBIIiB".

Ha nmuranns "Yoro Gpakysasio Bam y BuB4enHi inozemmof
MOBU B IIKO/Ii?" - 47% KOJMIIHIX CTapIIOKIaCHMKIB BiTIOBLIN,
110 iM He BUCTa4daIi0 KOMYHIKaTVBHOIO CIIUIKYBaHHS Ha ypoKax;
30% cxkapXxwmich Ha "OTHOTUIIHICTH 3aBOaHB' Ha ypoKax,
"Tpagmiliviai BripaBu", 'lepexiiagy TeKcTiB'"; 23% He 1oro0aiockh



"mpairroBaTyi TUILKM 3 TigpyuHuKamu', "He BUKOPUCTOBYBAJIVICh
IKT".

96% onmTaHMX BUCIOBWIM HaJil0 Ha "HecTaHAApPTHICTh
HapuanHsa IM y 3BO"; "yyacTh y amcKyciHMX KiIybax Ha
iHo3eMHiN MOBi"; "3ycTpiui 3 HpodecioHasIaMu 3 pi3HMX KpaiH'".
81% pecrioHIeHTiB BBaXXaIOTh, 1110 BUMTeIb IM HOBOTO ITOKOJIiHHS
Mae "MaTV BUCOKUV piBeHb iHO3eMHO1 MOBI" Ta OyTH "30aTHMM 10
iHIIIOMOBHOTO CIIJIKYBaHH#A 3 IIpe[CTaBHMKaMM iHIIMX KpaiH",
"OyTy 0oOi3HaHMM y XyHOXHIN JliTeparypi iHO3eMHMX aBTOpIB",

"KyJ1bTypi", "IICX0JsI0Tii NOTeHIiHMX YuHiB", "BMITM HaBYaTH 110

HOBOMY".
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Puc. 1. Pesyavmamu onumyBanns cmyodenmi6 nepuioeo kypcy
HHI inosemHoi ¢pinoroeii
Ha ocHoOBi mpoBefieHOro OCITKeHHSI MU Majldi 3MOTy
BMOKPEMUTY acIleKTV (PUIOIOTi9HOI MiATOTOBKM MariOyTHBOTO
BUmMTeIId-CJIoBecHMKa y MoBHOMYy 3BO. Ockinbky 3100yBaui
reprroro (0akaJIaBpChKOTO) pPiBHS BUINOI OCBITM OTPMMYIOTH
KBasTidiKallifo BUMTesIsI aHIJINMCBKOI MOBM Ta 3apyOikHOI
JliTepaTypy, IIOKasHUMKM ITpodpecioHastisMy BumTesd-disonora
MaloThb PO3BMBaTUCh Yy [ABOX IUIOIIMHAX - AiHeBicmuuniil i



Aimepamypo3nabBuiti, ki € 0a3oBMMM ~ KOMIIOHEHTaMU
diytormoriuHOT YMTAIIEKOT KOMIIETEHTHOCTI.

3rigHo 3 IIporpamoro 3 iHO3eMHOI MOBM I MOBHWX
YHiBEpCUTETiB OCHOBHOO MPaKTUYHOIO MeTOIO € "dpopMyBaHHA y
CTYIEHTiB KOMYHIKaTVBHOI, JIHIBICTUYHOI i COIIIOKYJIbTYpPHOL
KoMIleTeHTHOCTen" [12], sika Ha IyMKy BUeHMX Ileperdadae
dopMyBaHHSI BTOPMHHOI MOBHOI 0COOMCTOCTI SIK HagOya0BU Ha
OCHOBI IIEPBMHHOT MOBHOT ocobwicrocri [6; 7; 10].

Bueni enuni Ha gywmili, 1m0 popMyBaHHS Y CTyAEHTIB PUC
BTOPVMHHOT MOBHOI OCOOMCTOCT] O3HaYa€ HaBUMUTM IX IIPOHMKATH
B "myx" iHO3eMHOI MOBW, IO BMBYAETHCS, Ta KYJIBTypWU TOIO
Hapoay, 3 SKMM BOHM MAalOTh 3[OIFICHIOBATM MUKKYJIBTYpPHY
KoMyHiKamio. TakmM  umMHOM, IleplIMM  CTPYKTYPHUM
KOMIIOHEHTOM (iJIOJIOTiUHOT ITiATOTOBKY CTyAeHTiB MoBHMX 3BO
€ JIIHTBiCTMYHWMI, SAKUI MICTUTh MOBHY, MOBJICHHEBY i
KYJIbTYPOJIOTTYHY KOMITeTeHTHOCTI.

Ha  mamy  gymMKy, JIiHIBiCTMMHMI ~ KOMIIOHEHT
distonoriuHoi MiAroTOBKM CTYHAEHTiB-(pUIOJIOTIB 1e He TUIbKU
ollaHyBaHHSI MOBHOI CTOPOHU MOBJIeHHH (OHeTMKa, JIeKCHKa,
rpamMaTMka), ajge i 1IX 3HaTHICTb [0 PO3IIMPEHHS MOBHOI
CBiZTOMOCTi, OBOJIOIHHS II00AJIFHOIO JIIHTBICTVYHOIO KapTVHOIO
aHIJIOMOBHOI'O CBITY B KOHTEKCTI JIIHIBOCOIIOKYJIBTYPHOL
KOMIIETEeHTHOCTI BUYMTeIiB-dPUIONIOriB, [l $KOI pPO3yMiIOTh
37IaTHICTB OCOOMCTOCTI BMOMpPaTH, BUKOPUCTOBYBATH Ta PO3yMITH
MOBHI Ta MOBJIEHHEBI 3ac00M iHIITOMOBHOTO CITUIKYBaHHA [8, 425].
1 GaraTbox CTy[eHTIB e OyIyTh HOBi JIIHTBOCOITIOKYJIBTY PHIi
3HaHHS, 3HAOMCTBO 3 Oe3eKkBiBaJIeHTHOIO Ta (POHOBOIO
JIEKCMKOIO, KYJIBTYPHO 3YMOBJICHMMM CTaJIUMU  dpaszamiy,
iniomamm, Kiiire, ppaseosiorismamMu, IIPUCIIIB IMI, IIPUKa3KaM,
KpwIaTuMu ppasaMyi, ceMaHTMKa SKX He Ma€ IIpAMIX aHaJIoriB
y  pigHin = MOBi, posmi3HaBaHHAM  OpWTAaHCBKOTO  Ta
aMepUKaHCBbKOIO BapiaHTiB aHIVIVICBKOI MOBM Ta IHIIVMU
KYJIbTYPHO  3yMOBJIEHMMM  KOMIIOHEHTaMM  MOBW,  $Ki
NpefcTaBjieHl B XYAOXHIX TeKCTaX aMepMKaHCBKMX —Ta



aHIJIICHKVIX IIVICBMEHHVIKIB, 1 3aBISIKM pOOOTI 3 SKVMMV CTYZIeHTV
OTPUMYIOTh eMOLIil Ha OUIbII BMCOKOMY IpodeciiHOMYy piBHI,
Mi3HaI4YM MOBHY KapTUHY CBITY.

Onnak, K O6yJ10 3a3HaYeHO BUIIle, iHITOMOBHE CIIJIKYBaHHS
reper®6avyae OBOJIOAIHHS VIOTO MOBJIEHHEBVIMM 3acoOaMm, IO
norpeOye 3MiH HOpPM COILiabHOI IIOBEOiHKM MOBIIS, $Ka
HPOSIBJIETECA B 3HAHHI HOPM €TUKeTYy, TOTOBMX MOBJIEHHEBUX
OIMHMIIL, TOOTO dopMyJs1, Kilillle, IIA0JIOHIB IA BUpPaKeHHs
pi3HMX KOMYyHIKaTMBHMX BifTiHKiB; Mopesieyl BepOaJIbHOI i
HeBepOa/IbHOI KOMYHIKaTMBHOI ITOBEIiHKM, BJIACTMBUX Till 4m
iHmin KyeTypi. Came mpy poOOTi 3 XyA0KHIMY TeKCTaMy PisHUX
aBTOpiB MamOyTHi (PLIOJIOrM HABYAIOThCS imeHTUIKyBaTH Ta
aHaJli3yBaTV IIOMWIKVM B MOBJIEHHI 1 IIOBe[iHIII TepoiB 3
distoyI0riuHoi TOUKM 30py, IOMidarouy HeBipHe BUKOPUCTaHHS
MOBJICHHEBOTO MaTepiayly B HaJJaHOMY KOHTEKCTIi, 1110 CBiIYUTb
PO PO3MIVPEHHs IX BJIaCHOIO JIIHIBICTMYHOIO KPYTo30pYy.

KysnbTyposoriaamit KOMIIOHEHT MiITOTOBKY MariOyTHBOTO
BUNMTeJIA-PiI0Iora Ma€ CIIpsIMOBYBaTHCh Ha:

® 3aCBOCHHI 3MiCTY iHIIIOMOBHOI KyJIbTYpW, il
YHiBepcaJliv Ta 3aKOHOMipHOCTeVE;

e 3acBO€HHI  edeKTMBHMX,  ajleKBaTHMX
Cy4acHMX 3aco0iB Ieperayi KyJIbTYpHMX LIIHHOCTEN
y mpotieci ImpodecivHo1 AisyTbHOCTI;

e (dopmyBaHHI 3[0aTHOCTI [0 peaisaril
KyJIbTyPOTBOPYOI MicCil y CIIUIBHIVI TBOPYOCTi 3
noTteHuivtHUMM yuasMu [1, 130].

ITonibHa miHTBicTMYHA (ijToIOTiYHA TIATOTOBKA JO3BOJISE
BUITYCTUTU 31 CTiH 3aKJIajly MOBHOI BMUIIIOT OCBITM BUILHOMICIIAYY,
BIIKPUTY, TOJI€paHTHY OCOOWCTICTB, 3HaTHY A0 YCBiIOMIIEHOTO
MOpaJIbHOTO BMOOpPY B CBiTi pi3HOMaHITHUX KyJIBTYPHUX
IIIHHOCTEV, JO0 JIyXOBHO-MOPaJIbHOIO CaMOBIOCKOHAJICHH: i
TBOPYOTO CAaMOPO3BUTKY [11].

JIitrepaTypo3HaBuni KOMIIOHEHT dintooriuHOL
MHiArOTOBKYM IIOJISATA€ Y BUKOPWUCTAHHI OPUTIHAIBHMX XYOXKHIX



TBOpax B KOHTEKCTi (pOpMyBaHHS UMTAlIbKOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTL
CTYy/IeHTiB, dKa Ileper0adae 37aTHICTb PO3YMITU XYHAOXHIM TEKCT,
HIyKaT¥ B HBOMY HOBY iHdopwMmallifo, iHTeprperyBaTu Ti,
OCMVICJIIOBATH, OLIIHIOBATH 3MICT i POpMy TeKCTy.

CaMme XyHOOXHII TeKCT € OcOOIMBUM MaTepiajioM Yy
disororiuninn miAgrorosni MarOyTHix Bumrertis  IM. Moro
HeoOMeXXeHi MOXMJIVMBOCTI ITOSICHIOIOTBCS CaMOIO  ITPMPOJIOI0
XYHOXKHOCTI, 3MICTOM KYJIbTYPHOIO Ta COLaJIbHOIO [IOCBiIy
JIOJICTBA, WIOTO  MeHTaiTeTy. "XyHOXHIiI TeKCT CTBOPIOE
icroprunmit doH, gkt PopMye HalliOHaJIbHY CBiIOMICTb THX,
XTO XVBe B III0 eII0Xy, BBOAWUTB UMTada y JaHWI Yac, 3HalOMUTb
moro / ii 3 eCTeTMUYHMMM igioMmamMu i eMorliviHOO emmaTiero" [13].
I[Tparrroroun 3 Xy10KHIM TBOpOM, MatOy THi distoriorr popMyIoTh
BJIaCHY TOYKy 30py IIOAO igerHOro i TeMaTU4HOIO
HaBaHTaKeHH:I TeKCTy, HaBYalOThCs TJIyMaunUTH BVICJIOB/IIOBAHHSA
1 BUMHKM IrepoiB.

Hpyra cropoHa JiiTepaTypO3HaBYOIrO  KOMIIOHEHTY
distonoriuHoi miAroToBKM ManOyTHix BumTesntis IM mosdrae y
MO€QHaHHI BMiHb YMTAIIBKOI JIiTepaTypHOI KOMIIETeHTHOCTI 3
JIHHTBICTMYHOIO, IO BUPAXKAETbCA Y 3HATHOCTI MamOyTHiX
BUUTEJIIB CJIOBECHMKIB 3HAXOOWMTVM MOBHI Ta MOBJIEHHEBI
HiATBEepIPKeHHs BJIaCHMX IHTepIIpeTallill i CyIDKeHb W00 iVl
repoiB y Pi3HMX CUTYyalligX, TOMy IO caMe MOBHO-JIiTepaTypHa
KapTMHA XyHAOXXHBOTO TBOPY [IO3BOJISIE 1M cpopMyBaTH IiJlicHe
COPUVIHATTA ifeyt aBTopa, cdopMyBaTH BJIacHi BUCHOBKM,
OCMWUCIIVITU Ta OI[iIHUTY HaIMcaHe.

Hamre excriepyMeHTasibHe [OCITIDKEHHs IIOKas3aylo, IO
3HAVIOMCTBO CTYZEHTIB 3 IOXO[KeHHsAM CIiB i ppaseosiorismis,
3all03MYeHHSAMM, CaMOCTiVIHUI —aHajli3 (OHOBOI  JIEKCUKM
Ha/JaloTh CTyJeHTaM-dijI0s10raM po3yMiHHS iCTOPMYHIMX ysIBJIeHb
HapOAy, OIVC AKMX 3MiVICHEHO Yy XYHOOXHBOMY TBOpI, IIepiomy
KYJIbTYPHVX peaslivi JaBHUHU I Cy4acHOCTI, IO € CIIUIbHVIM JIJIA
OaraTtbox KpaiH. TakuM 4MHOM, iHTerparlisd JIiTepaTypO3HaBUMX
3HaHb Ta BMiHb 3 JIHIBICTMYHOIO KOMIIETEHTHICTIO O3BOJISIE



MaviOyTHIM BUMTEJISIM  aHIJIVICBKOI MOBM  COpuUMMaTH i
BIATBOPIOBATH LIUTICHUII XYIOXHIN TBip Yepe3 mpu3My voro / ii
distonoriuHoro aHasiizy. 3HaHH JIiTepaTypy KpaiHy, MoBa SIKOI
BUBYAETLCS,  CIOpPUSE  yCHIIMHOMY  (OpPMyBaHHIO  BMiHBb
JHHTBICTUYHOI iHTepIpeTarii XyJ0KHbOIO TEKCTY, BU3HA4YeHHIO
VIOTO CBOEPIAHOCTI ¥ C€aMOOYTHOCTI, BiIUyTTIO YyHiKaJIbHOI
MaHepWu IICbMa aBTopa.

3a  Takoi  iHTerpaiii  iHO3eMHa  MoBa  CJIyIye€
HavlepeKTUBHIIINM IHCTPYMEHTOM [IId PO3yMiHHSI XapaKTepy
repoiB, IX B3a€MOJIil Ta IIOBEAIHKN B PiSHUX XUTTEBUX CUTYallidX,
a XyHOXHIill TeKCT € CKapOHMIIeI0 COILiaIbHOTO i KYJIBTYPHOIO
JIOCBifly aBTOpa, VIOr0 pO3yMiHHS IICMXOJIOTII JIfofIe, icTopu4HOI
eI10XM 1 JIiTepaTypHOI0 HAIIPsIMy TOTO 4acy.

CxeMaTMyHO  CTPYKTypy  (PUIOIOriYHOI  MiArOTOBKM
ManOyTHix BunTes1iB IM npefcTaByMoO y BUIIISALL CXEM.

CrpykTypa dinosoriaaoi
IMiOrOTOBKM
JIIHTBiCTUYHUM JIiTepaTypOo3HaBYM
KOMITOHEHT " KOMIIOHEHT

MOBHa MOBJIEH KyJIbTYP UnTallbKa KoMIieTe
KOMIT HEBa OJIOTiYHa JlTepaTy HTHICTb
eTeHT KOMIIET KoMTIeTe pHa dimornori
HiCTB €HTHICT HTHICTb KOMITIeTeH YHOT'O

b THICTH aHaJTi3y

distosroriyHa uynrTanbka KOMIIETeHTHICTh




Puc. 2. Cmpyxmypa ¢pisronoeiunoi nideomobxu maiudymmix
Guumenib IM y mobromy 3BO

Sk BunHO 3 Puc. 2 distonoriyHa ynTalpka KOMIIETeHTHICTb
MamOyTHBOrO  BumTesA-pisIoIora  CKJIAJaeTbCst 3 [IBOX
B3a€MOIIOB’ SI3aHIX KOMITOHEHTIB - JIIHTBICTMYHOTO i
JIiTepaTypO3HABYOrO, y SIKMX iHTerpoBaHi HeOOXiTHI CKII1aoBi.

Hamr pocsinm cBigunTh IIpo Te, IO YIS YCIIIIHOIO
dopMyBaHHS BCix CKIag0BMX PiyI0JIOrTYHOT KOMIIETEHTHOCTI CITif,
HoYMHaTH 3 IIepmoro Kypcy MosHoro 3BO, moumHaroum 3
OpOCTUIX  HpOodeciliHO-Opi€HTOBaHMX  JHHIBICTMYHMX  Ta
JIiTepaTypO3HaBUMX 3aBaHb, SKi BiIIIOBiJAIOTh PiBHIO iX MOBHOI
HiJTOTOBKY 3 HOCTYIIOBVM yCKJIa/THEHHSIM.

Kpim Toro, npakrmka rnokasye JOLUIbHICTb BUKOPUCTAHHA
XyOOXKHIiX TEKCTiB He TUTbKM K MeTu (popMyBaHHs (pisIoyIoriuHOL
4yTallbKOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTI, ajle i 9K 3aco0y HaBYaHHHA Pi3HUM
BUIaM MOBJIEHHEBOI TisUTbHOCTI.

Y mponeci unTaHHA TeKCTy peasli3yIOTbCsd KOMYHIKaTMBHI
LT, 4Ki 3HaXOIATh peasli3allifo y IIMCEeMHOMY Ta YCHOMY
MOBJIEHHi, a came:
e BU3HA4YeHHs IIpo0sIeMM, SIKy BUCBITIIEHO y
TBOPiI;
e po3ryIAn 3acobiB BM3HAUeHOI Ipobriemm
TEKCTY;
® pOJIb MOBHMX Ta MOBJIEHHEBVIX OJIVHMUIIb
TeKCTYy y PO3KPUTTI IpoOiiemus;
e Binbip wmouoBmx ¢axTiB, IO TOHAIOTH
PO3KPUTTS OCHOBHOI IIpo0sIemMy;
® CaMOCTiVIHe BUpIIIeHHs, 110 caMe Ma€TbCA
Ha yBa3i y TeKCTi, ajle He 3[IiJiCHEeHO VI0T'0 OINCY;
e BUpaXXeHHs CBOrO BJIACHOTI'O CTaBJIEHHS 10
IIPOYMTAHOTO 3 OOOB'S3KOBUM OOIPYHTYBaHHSIM



AYMKM Ta IpeCcTaB/IeHHsM KOHKPeTHUX [I0KasiB
TOLIIO.

B HamoMy mociGHMKY BMKOPUCTaHHS XyIOXHBOTO TEKCTY
aK 1 dopMmyBaHHS  BMiHb  (PUTOJIOTIYHOrO  YMTaHHS
BinOyBaeTbcst mim pyOpukoro Learn to Read, a vioro
BUKOPWCTaHHs SK 3acO00y PO3BUTKY Ta BIOCKOHAJIeHHS IHIIVIX
HaBWYOK Ta BMiHb I1i/1 pyOpukoro Read to Learn.



1.2. dopmyBaHHA BMiHB (PLIOJIOTiYHOIO UYNTAHHA
3aco0amMm HaIliBaJanTOBaHMX XYyJ0XKHIX TeKCTiB

3rigHO mporpamMmu 3 aHIJIVCBKOI MOBM 1t MOBHUX 3BO
MpakTMYHa MeTa HaBUaHHS YMTaHHS CTYJEHTIB Ieperbavae
dopMyBaHHSL 'y BUIIyCKHMKIB 3arajibHOI 1 IpodpeciviHo-
Opi€eHTOBaHOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTI y unTaHHi Ha piBHi C2.

Y nmeckpunTopi wunTraHHA I JaHOrO piBHA, IO
HpeJicTaB/IeHO y 3araJbHOEBpPOIEVICEKMX PekoMeHparisx 3
MOBHOI OCBITM 3a3HaydaeTbcs, 0 KopucTyBad piBHA C2 "MoXxe
PpO3yMiTH Ta KpUTUYHO iHTepHpeTyBaTu yci opMIM MUCEMHOTO
MOBJIEHHS, Y TOMY 4MCiIi aOCTpaKTHe, 3i CKIaJITHOIO CTPYKTYPOIO 3
BEJIMKOIO  KUIBKICTIO  JHiTepaTypHMX Ta  HeJiTepaTypHUX
OMCHhMOBVX KOJTOKBiamismiB" [12, 69].

CkaszaHe HifITBep/Ky€ Hallle IIPUITYIIeHHs IIpo Te, 110 I
JIOCSITHEHHS TaKOT'O BMCOKOI'O PiBHSA YMTAIIbKOI KOMIIET€HTHOCTI
y IpodeciiHO-OpieHTOBAaHOMY KOHTEKCTI, He3aJIeXXHi
KopucTyBaui piBast B2, ToOTO CcTy/1eHTH nepIroro Ky pcy, HOBUHHI
IOYMHATY OBOJIONiHHS HE 3 CaMOro IIOYaTKy HaBYaHHS Yy
MosBHOMY 3BO.

UnranpKa KOMIIETeHTHICTh BU3HA4aeTbCsA SIK '3IaTHICTB
upUTaTU aBTeHTUYHI TeKCTVM Pi3HMX JXXKaHPiB 1 BUIIB i3 pisHUM
piBHEM pPO3yMiHHSA 3MiCTy B yMOBax OIIOCepPeIKOBaHOIO
cninkysanus' [8, 370]. EdextusHicTe QopMyBaHHS TaKol
KOMIIET@HTHOCTI, Ha Hallly [IyMKY, 3aJIeKUTb Bil piBHA
cpOpMOBaHOCTI B y4YHIB iHTeJIeKTyaJlbHUX YMiHb: iMOBIpHOTO
IPOTHO3YBaHHS, KPUTWUYHOIO OIiHIOBaHHSA IIPOYUTAHOIO,
xiacudikariii i cucreMaTm3ariil orpmmanol iHopMariii Toro.

Hng  dopMmyBaHHS yMiHBb  (PUIOJIOrIYHOIO  YMTaHHSA
XYHOKHIX TEKCTIiB BeJIVIKe 3HaUeHHs Ma€ MaTepiasl [JIs1 YMTaHHs,
BiJl SKOIO 3aJIeXUTh MOTMBALisA CTYHEHTIB [0 OBOJIOMIHHIA
YUTaIbKOI KOMIIETEHTHICTIO ¥ pyciti oOpaHoi mpodecii. OckitbKu
MW ITPOITIOHY€EMO MOYVHATY HaBYaHHS iHIIIOMOBHOIO YMTaHH 3
HepIIoro Kypcy, TO MM BBaXKa€EMO, IO Ha MepIIoMy eTarl



IOLIUIBHO 0OVMpaT XYIOXKHI TEKCTV 3 JIETKOIO aflaITalli€lo, sKi B
MeTOOWYHIV JIiTepaTypi Ha3uBaloTh "HamiBaganToBaHi" [8], ajte
BiZIIOBITaIOTh HAVIBUILIOMY PiBHIO BOJIOiHHS iHO3€MHOI MOBWU
B2/Cl i sxi O 3a70BOJIBHUIM Mi3HaBaJIbHO-KOMYHiKaTUBHI
noTpedbu Ta iHTepecu KosmimHix BumyckHukis 33CO, a HuHI
cryaeHTiB 1 Kypcy mosHoro 3BO.

Obuparounn  craproBuit  3aci6 w1t dopmyBaHHA
disto/IoriuHoi  KOMIIETEeHTHOCTI CTY/eHTiB IIepIIoro Kypcy,
aBTOpPM Opasn 10 yBary oIMcaHi IICUX0JIoraMy PiBHI pO3yMiHHS
JpyTavyamMyl iHIIIOMOBHUX TeKCTiB. )11 piBHIB MOBHOI ITiITOTOBKN

CTy[eHTiB Ilepiioro Kypcy Bl+/B2 3 Hamoi Touku 30py
BIZITIOBiZla€ piBeHb KPUTWYHOIO PO3YMIHHS TeKCTYy, SKUI

Heper0avyae 3[OaTHICTb CTYIEHTIB y3araJbHIOBaTU ievHoO-
TeMaTUYHUI 3MIiCT Ta VIOTO 3B'430K i3 3arajJlbHMM HaIpsSMOM
XyHOXXHBOTO TeKcTy. Came Tomy st popMyBaHH: (PisIoJIOTivHOL
KOMIIeTeHTHOCTI Ha HadaJlbHOMY eTari Hamu Oyym obpawi
HaIliBaJJaIITOBaHi XyI0XKHI TeKCTN.

Mu TakoX BBakaeMO 3a HeOOXiJHe BMOKpPeMUTU AesiKi
BYMOTIY JI0 HalliBaJIlalITOBAaHMX XYAOXKHIX TeKCTiB I YATaHH:, a
caMme:

e HayKOBa Ta Ili3HaBaJIbHa I[iIHHICTh TEKCTiB, SKa CIPUIE
po3IIMpeHHIO (iJIONIOTIYHMX Ta JIiTepaTypHUX 3HaHb
CTy[IeHTiB, 30araueHHIO IX MOBHOTO Ta MOBJIEHHEBOTO
pernepryapy, PO3BUTKY JIIHTBOCOLIOKYJIBTY PHOY
00i3HaHOCTI;

e Bi/IIIOBIIHICTH TEKCTIB [10: a) IporpaM 3 iHO3eMHOI MOBU
Ta 3apyOiKHOI JliTepaTypm I HaHOTO KypCy;
0) iHTe/IeKTyaJIbHOTO PiBHS, [OCBiy Ta €MOIIilTHOTO
3aInTy;

e HASBHICTHP 3HAUylIOl JUIi MaMOYTHIX  BUMTeIiB-
dinornorie  iHdopmariil, sgka 1OTpedye po3myMmy,
OCMVCJIEHHS, BU3HaUeHHs, OOTOBOPEHHS Ta IPUHATTS
pileHHs;



® HAasBHICTP MOBHMX TPYAHOILiB, IO CIIOHYKalOTh
CTyHAeHTiB [0 ix BceDiUHOro aHasli3y, MHOPIiBHSHHA 3
pifgHOIO MOBOIO abo 3 APYrol iHO3eMHOIO, SIKy BOHU
BUBYaOTh y 3BO, caMOCTiTHOTO MOIIYyKy HeA0CTaTHHOI
iHdopmallii 3 IOBiIKOBOI JIiTepaTypy, aHIJIOMOBHMX
CJIOBHVIKIB Pi3HOTO TUILY;

® 3[ATHICTb CJIYTYBaTV PO3BUTKY JIIHIBO-KOMYHIKaTVBHIX
Ta JITepaTypHO-KOMYHIKATMBHWMX BMiHb CTY/A€HTIB:
KOMEHTYBaHHA  IIpsIMMX 1  HempsAMUX  MeTOIiB
XapaKTepUCTUK TepoiB XyHOXHBOIO TEeKCTY, BUKIIAJL
3MICTy BUMOKpeMJIEHMX CTyJeHTaMM 3MICTOBHUX TpyIl
HaBKOJIO  KIIIOYOBMX  peueHb,  3HAXODKeHHs i
IIpefICTaB/IeHHs 3aB 43KM, KYJIbMIHAIlil Ta pPO3B A3KU
TeKCTY TOLIIO.

Hair mocBim 1mokasaB, IO HalliBaJaIlTOBaHI OIIOBIOaHHS
aHrJIiicbKoro ImcbMeHHMKa CoMepcera Moema BiIIOBigaloTh
BCIM BHIIe IlepepaxOBaHMM KpUTepiaM, TOMY Yy HaIlIoMy
eKCIIepUMeHTaJIbHOMY JOCII/KeHHi CTyjeHTaM IepIIoro Kypcy
Oysl0 3aIlpOIIOHOBAHO IT'SITh BiniOpaHMX HaMM OIIOBiIaHBb
IVICbMEHHWMKA, Ha OCHOBI KMX BigOyBasiocss OpMyBaHH:
disororiuHoi YMTAIBPKOI KOMITETEHTHOCTI MavOyTHIX BUMTesIiB
aHIJIITICBKOI MOBU 3a PO3PO0JIEHOI0 HaMI METOIMKOIO.

Y 2022-2024 pp. wa 06a3i HII iHozemHOI dinomorit
KuromMupcbKoro gep>kaBHOTo yHiBepcuTeTy iMeHi IBana dpanka
MM TIpOBeJIV eKCIepuMeHTasIbHe NOCIIKeHHS 3 Hpo0reMiu,
3a3Ha4eHo] Bullle, 3i ctymenTamu I-1I Kypcis izt yac mpaKTUUHMX
3aHATD 3 (PUIOIOTIYHOTO YMTaHHS.

Mu pospoOwim Meronuky dopMyBaHHs dinooriyHol
YUTallbKOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTI BUMTEeIS aHIVIVICBKOI MOBW, SKa
CKJIAJIa€ThCS 3 JEKUIbKOX eTalliB, sKi Ipe[CcTaB/IeHO y HyDKYe
HaBeIeHin TadmarL.



Tabsmmra 1.1

Eramm1 popmyBaHHA ¢piy1010rivHOT YU TAIBKOT
KOMIIETEHTHOCTi ManiOyTHHOTO BUMTEJIS aHIJIiVICBKOI MOBM

Erarm

Meta

Eran 1. ®dopmyBaHH:
imer Ta KOHIIEIIIl 0
3HAVIOMCTBA 3 XYI0XKHIM
TBOPOM.

@opMyBaHHs BMiHb aHTULIMIIALIT
Ta MPeAVIKIIii.

Eran 2. CamoctirtHOTO
JIIHTBICTMYHOTO,
JIIHTBOKYJIBTYPHOIO  Ta
JIiTepaTypO3HaBYOIO
IIOLIYKY.

@opmMmyBaHHS BMiHb CaMOCTiTHOIO
MOIIYKy  JIHIBOKYJILTYPHOI — Ta
JiTepaTypo3HaBdol  iHdopMariii,
Ipo sKy MOXHa 3[0rajaTucs y
XYA0XHbOMY TeKCTi IS
IOIIMPEHOrO CTBOPEHH: KOHTEKCTY
MartOyTHbOT'O YMTaHHS.

Eramx 3. Learn to Read.
DopmyBaHHA
IIePBVIHHIIX
disororiuHoro
YYTAHHSL.

BMiHb

DopmyBaHHA BMiHb
XapaKTepusyBaTH repois
OTIIOBIITaHHS Ha OCHOBI
disororiuHoro MifIXOIy — MpAMMX i
HeIpsIMUX ~ TeXHOJIOTIV, JIOriYHO
OpraHi3oByBaTu  3MICT  TeKCTYy

(3aB’s13Ka, KyJIbMiHallist, po3B’sI3Ka).

Etamr 4. Read to Learn.
PopmyBaHH:I
JIIHTBICTMYHOIO
KOMIIOHEeHTY
distororiuHol YMTaIBKOT
KOMITETeHTHOCTi.

PopmyBaHHA BMiHb BCiX
KOMIIOHEHTIB JIIHTBICTMYHOTL
KOMIIeTeHTHOCTI Ha Oasi

XYOOXXHBOI'O TEKCTY, IO YUTAETHCA.




BBaxxaeMo 3a moniyibHO HmpouTIOCTpyBaTU IX Ha IIpUKIIafi
poboTu 3 HalliBagalITOBaHUMM XyHOXKHiIMM TekcTamy ComepceTa
Moema. PobGoTa 3 ogHMM XyHOXHIM TeKCTOM MOXXe 3alIMaTul 10
TPBOX ayAUTOPHIUX 3aHATH 3aJIeXKHO Bif] 00csry unranoro. [Teprrri
3aHATTA 3 POPMyBaHHS BMiHb (PiI0JIOTIYHOI KOMIIETEHTHOCTI, 5K
HpaBWIo, IOTPeOYIOTh OijIbllle Yacy, OCKUTbKI MaiOyTHI BUMTeIIi
IIOYMHAIOTh CBOE 3HAMOMCTBO 3 asamu dirororil. IlpakTmka
IoKasajla, IO KOPOTKi TeKCTM MOXYyTb OyTW HpoYMTaHi Ta
IOeTaIlHO OIIpalbOBaHi 3a OAHYy akKagemiuny mapy. OpHak,
BYKOHAHHs JIOMallIHiX 3aBdaHb (PUIOJIONIYHOIO CIIpsSMyBaHHS €
000B’sI3KOBMM eTaIloM 3aKpiIUIeHHsSI OCBOEHOTO Ha ayAMUTOPHMX
3aHSATTSX.

[Tepmmim onosiga"usaM € “A Friend in Need”, Tomy etanm
poboTM Hag HYM € B [IesKivt Mipi OLTbITT 00" €eMHMMY TS TOTO, 1100
HaJaTy CTyJIeHTaM MOXXJIVBOCTI 3aCBOITV HOBUVI BUL YMTaHHS.

Stage I - Ideation - po3risggaeTbes K KIIIOUOBE BMiHHS IS
PO3BUTKY KpeaTMBHOCTI Ta IHHOBaLilI 1 MeTOI $IKOro €
dopMyBaHHS BMiHb 3MiCTOBOI aHTUIIMIIALLT 71 NPeAMKIIi ITeper,
uMTaHHSAM onoBizaHHA. ToMmy cTymenTam Oyny 3amporioHOBaHi
po3pobiieHi HaMM organization techniques pisHux TuIis, sgKi He

TUIBKM ~ PpO3BMBaJIM IX JIOTiYHe MWCJIEHHS, JloHoMarajm
BUOYJIOBYBaTy IOCIJIOBHICTE IO TeKCTy, 3aHypUTUCh
7IMOOKO B TIOTO 3MICT, ajle i pO3BMBAJIM MOBHY 3[O0TalKy Ta
aHTUIIUIIALIIIO, IHTepecC 10 YMTaHHs iHIIIOMOBHOI JIiTepaTypy, a
TaKOX CaMOCTIVIHICTh Yy TIIOOJIaHHI MOBHMX 1 3MICTOBHUX
TPYIIHOIIIB. Orxe, Ha [gaHOMy eTami cTyzgeHTam Oyiio
3aIIpONOHOBAHO  3aBOAHHA Ha 3MICTOBHY 1 JIHIBiCTMYHY
anTyummanio. Hasermemo pekiibka IIpuKIIaZiB Ha PO3BUTOK
OpeAVKaTVBHYX BMiHb 3a JesSKV/MV OHOBiTaHHAMM:
e BU3HAUTe MOXJIMBUW  HAaCTpil  OIIOBiJaHHSA  3a
3arojIOBKOM 3 OIIOPOI0 Ha (PUIOJIOTiuHI MOBJIEHHEBI
MiKa3KM, HaIIPUKIIaL:



The title “A friend in sounds ironic ...
Need” or “Mr. Know is suggestive of ...
All” e has a touch of
human ...
e servesasa...

e IIpoynMTalTe Ieplmil Iaparpad OHOBimaHHS i
IIPOKOMEeHTYBaTy cjioBa aBTopa, Hanpukiag: "I was
prepared to dislike Mr. Kelada even before I knew him".

® IOAMBITHCS Ha KAPTVMHKM i BUCJIOBITh CBOO IYMKY IIIO/IO
BUPA3HOCTI 30BHIIITHOCTI JIFOEN 1 SIK BOHa BIUIMBAE Ha

I1ep1ie Bpa’keHH:1 I1pO HIUX.

e Ha mwiatdopmi Padlet 3a HasBoro onoBinaHHs 3reHepyiTe
300pakeHHs TOJIOBHOTO Ieposi OIIOBijaHHS, Miclle IOin
Ta IHIIMX TepoiB, BUKOPWUCTOBYIOUM CJIOBa-THKa3KM 3
TeKCTY.

IIporonoBaHi HaMU TEeXHOJIOTIT VIMOBipHOIO
IIPOTHO3YBaHHSA BinmOyBalOTbCS Ha PisHMX pPIiBHAX MOBM i
3YMOBJIIOFOTBCS IK MOBHVIMY, Tak i 3micTroBHVUMM (pakTOopamm. [lo
MOBHMX  (pakTOpiB  BiIHOCSATH  IIpaBWiIa  TIpaMaTWKW,
CIIOJTy9yBaHICTh JIGKCMYHUX OAVHWMIIb, CTPYKTypU pedeHb; [I0
3MICTOBHUX - CUTyaTMBHa iHJOpMallis i KoHTeKcT. Binnosinto,
PO3pi3HSIOTH BepOasIbHe IPOrHO3yBaHH4 i 3MicToBHe [8, 373].

Y pycni Hamoro mOCTDKeHHs CHMHTe3 LWX JIBOX BUJIB
IIPOTHO3yBaHHs J03BOJI€ MaIOyTHIM BUUTeJISIM iHO3eMHOI MOBU
crpaTvcs Ha BJIACHUVI JIHTBICTUYHWI Ta
JIIHTBOCOLIOKYJIBTYPHUV JOCBifl, SIKMVI PO3IOBCIOIKYEThCA Ha
iCHyroumii B HMUX MOBHWI Ta MOBJIEHHEBUI iHBeHTap,



KpalHO3HaB4i Ta (OHOBI  3HAHH:A, IO  YMOXJIMBIIIOE
neperi0aveHHs Ha PiBHI 3MICTy TeKCTy, 3 dKMM BOHM Ille He
O3HAVIOMJIEH.

Stage 2 - Culture and Language Searching Tasks. [Tasmt
etarl OyB crpsMoBaHMV Ha ¢OpMyBaHHS BMiHb CTYy[eHTIB
CaMOCTIVIHO 3HaxoguUTV iHdopMallifo Ipo KyJIbTypHi peasii 3
XYHAOKHBOIO TeKCTy 3 OfHi€l CTOPOHWM, i MOIIYK KOHOTAIlill
3aIIpOIIOHOBAaHMX 3 TEKCTy CJIiB (positive vs negative) 3 gpyroi
croponu. Takum unHOM, cTyIeHTaM OyJI0 HajaHO fesKi MOBHI Ta
jiTepaTypHi akTM 3 TeKCTy, sKi BOHM OyHAyTb 4YUTaTU Yy
nopasbioMy. Hampukiia:

e use your smart phones to find the information about the
places mentioned in the story and to decide what they may
do with the main characters: Yokohama, New York, the
Fifth Avenue etc;

e work in three groups and find information about the food
preferences of the French for snacks, main dishes, desserts
and drinks. Present your findings;

e do the language searching tasks of the words you don’t
know and classify them into two categories: positive and
negative.

Stage 3 - Learn to Read. Developing your Reading
Competence - HanoBIIMI i BiIIOBiJaJIbHUIL €Tall, Ha SKOMY
CTy[IeHTM  3HallOMWINCh 3  (PUIOJIOTIYHMMIM  MeToJaMu

XapaKTePVCTMK repoiB OIOBiAaHHS (IIPSMUMM i HEIPSIMIUMI).
Hampuxian: Read the sentences suggested, identify key
words of the character’s direct description and say how they
reveal his character:
e “the main thing that struck me was his kindness”;
e “you felt that he couldn’t hurt a fly” etc.
Haepemo inmmmn mpuxiiam: As future philologists think
and decide how vocabulary and grammar items add to the
description of the character’s emotional state:
e to be down and out;



e to commit suicide;
e to turn pale etc.

Kpim Toro, mambyTHi igonorm minm wac pobotm 3
aHIJIOMOBHVIMU XyJOKHIMM TBOpaMV HaBYalOThCs aHaJIi3yBaTH ix
KOMIIO3UIIIVHY CTPYKTYPY, BU3Haualoul eKCIIO3WIIiIo, 3aB s3KY,
KyJIbMiHaIlif0 Ta pO3B’S3Ky, IO CIIpUs€ IJIMOIIOMY pO3YMiHHIO
JIOTIKM PO3BUTKY CIOXKeTy. BOHM HaB4alOThCS BMOKpeMIIIOBaTV
KJIFOYOBI eIli30/I11 Ta MOMEHTW, AKi € BaKIVMBUMM JJIsI PO3BUTKY
TeMM ab0 pO3KPUTTS XxapaKTepis repois. Takuit aHas1i3 JormoMarae
3HAXOIWUTH KJIIOUOBi ppasy, pedeHHs, sIKi HeCyThb OCHOBHY ifleto
abo HacTpiV Ti€l UM iHIIOT YaCTVHU TBOPY.

BaxwmBoro wacTMHOIO HaBYaHHS € TaKOX BMIiHHSA
iHTepripeTyBaTV CyID)KeHHs, MOTWUBM Ta BUMHKIM TepoiB,
aHaJTI3yI0UM iX Yyepe3 IPpu3My KOHTEKCTY, COLIaIbHOTO OTOYeHHS
Ta 0COOVICTVIX PYIC ITIepCOHAXIB. 3aBISKM IIbOMY CTYAEHTV BUaThCs
BUABJIATYI aBTOPCbKe CTaBJIeHHA OO TepoiB Ta IXHIX [Oin,
BU3Ha4aTl, XTO 3 II€pCOHaXiB BUCJIOBJIIOE ilel aBTOpa, a TaKOoX
pospisHATM 00'ekTvBHI akT i Ccy0’'e€KTMBHY TOUYKY 30pYy.
Hasepnemo npuxiiaz;, Takoro 3aBIaHHs:

e While reading pay attention to the sentences which made
you read “between lines”, because much more is implied
than is expressed in words. In pairs find, read out and
comment on them.

Example: Old Burton said: I told my namesake that if he’d
do it, I'd give a job. - I believe that old Burton knew that his
namesake would be unable to do it, nevertheless he voiced his
idea. It characterizes him as a very cruel person, who sent the
other character to die.

Hamri exkcriepyMeHTaslbHi [JaHi cBig4aTh IIPO Te, IO
YUTaHHS XyA0XKHIX TBOPiB, HaBiTh HalliBaJalITOBAaHMX, pO3BMBAE
MisHaBaJIbHiI YMIiHHS Ta BMIiHHS KPUTWYHOIO MVCJICHHS, ajikKe
ManOyTHIM distosioraMm oTpibHO He JIMIIe PO3YMITI TEKCT, ajie 11
YMITU BUKOPWUCTOBYBATV, IOPIBHIOBATY VI aHAI3yBaTV XyHOXKHI
OPUIOMY, 4Ki BUKOPUCTOBYE aBTOP [JISi PO3KPUTTS CBOIX iIert.



Kpim Toro, HaOyTi BMiHHS OaumMTy MATEKCT, PO3Ili3HaBaTH
ayTo3ii, KyJIbTYpHI BifICWIaHHS, IKi MOXYTb OyTHM IpuxoBaHi y
TEKCTi, CHPUATUMYTH PO3MIVPEHHIO IXHBOTO CBITOVIAAY i
IOBUILIEHHIO  3arajIbHOTO  piBHSA  epyauIiil. Orpumani
MamOyTHIMM  BUMTeIAMU-iIosIOraMy  HepBMHHI  BMiHHSA
dijsosoriuHOr0 4YmMTaHHA [O3BOJIATH IM JIerile IIepenTi [0
YyTaHH: JIiTepaTypy B OpPUTiHaJIl pi3sHMX IIVICbMEeHHVIKIB.

Stage 4 - Read to Learn. Creating a Purpose with Home-
reading. B minm xe pyOpuii cTygeHTaM HPOIOHYETbCS IIepIii
3aBJlaHHd  CaMOCTIVIHOTO IIOIIYKy Jedkux  UIoIorigHmx

TepMiHiB, siKi JoOpe IIpercTasiieHi B onosinanHi. Hanpukiian:
e S.Maugham in his stories uses such language devices as
irony and contrast. Scan the QR code to get to know more
about them;

¢ Inthe woman’s description the author uses the humorous
exaggeration (hyperbole) in the sentence: "She gave me the
impression of having more teeth, white and large and
even, than were necessary for any practical purpose".

e find out what a hyperbole is and discuss with your partner
how this description shapes / influences your opinion of
the woman;

e in the text find, read out and translate the direct
description of the woman. Think and say how the
woman’s appearance contributes to the plot.

[Tpy BUKOHaHHI JOMAITHBOI POOOTI 3 XYHOXHIM TEKCTOM
CTYIEHTVU MaIi MOXJIVMBICTb PO3IIMPUTI MOBHWV iHBEHTap 3a
PaxyHOK 3aIpOIIOHOBAHOTO CHWCKY (story-based vocabulary) i
CaMOCTITHO OIIpallfoBaTH VIOTO y po3po0JIeHrX HaMM BITpaBax, a
TaKOXX ITOIPAKTMKYBaTM YMiHHS YMTAHHS, HAaIPVIKIIa/);:

e find the mentioned phrases in the story, reproduce the
situations with them and make up your own contexts
with them in writing;

e in the story find the words / phrases with the opposite
meaning. Say what makes them opposite;



paraphrase the sentences using the story-based
vocabulary;

use your E-dictionary to help you define the word in a
line that does not go with the preposition given.



1.3. OcobnmBocTi popMyBaHHA PiLT0IOTiTHOT UMTALIBKOT
KOMIIETeHTHOCTi Ha OCHOBi OpMIiHaJIbHMX XyJOXKHiX TeKCTiB

Hamr pmocBim mokasas, 1o dirornoriuamm minxig mo
dopMyBaHHSI UMTAIbKOI KOMIIETeHTHOCTI CTY/IeHTiB Ha OCHOBI
HalliBaJallTOBaHMX XYIOXHiX TekcTiB Havsuiioro (Advanced)
piBHg, skumm Mexye B2/Cl, sHauHO IIiATOTyBaB MariOyTHiX
BUWTEJIIB JI0 YMTaHH: OPUTIHAJIBHMX XYJOXXHIX TeKCTiB. Y Mexxax
PO3BUTKY  BCiX CKJIQOBMX JIHIBICTMYHOIO  KOMIIOHEHTY
distosioriuHoi  KOMIIETEHTHOCTi  (MOBHOI, = MOBJIEHHEBOI i
KyJIbTypOJIOTi4HOI) OyJI0 BUSABIEHO He TUIbKM 30UIbIIeHHS
JIGKCMYHOT'O CJIOBHVMKA CTY/ICHTIB, ajle 1 BMIHHS BUKOPVCTOBYBaTU
MOBJICHHEBI ~ KOMYHIKaTVBHI ~ OOVMHWIN I BUKOHAHHS
distosioriu"mx 3aBOaHb - Iepefadi JIOTIYHO 3B'43HOTO 3MICTy
XYHAOXKHBOTO TBOPY, OIIMC JITepaTypHUX TIepoiB pisHUMU
OpsSAMVMMM 1 HeOopsAMMMM TeXHOJIOTisAMM, KOMEHTYBaHHS IX
BUMHKIB Ta BUCJIOBJIIOBaHb TOIIIO.

[TormoBHEHHIO COLIIOKYJIBTYPHMX 3HAaHb CTYIEHTIB CIIpUisIa
iIx caMocTilHa po0OoTa 3  HOBIIKOBOIO  JITepaTypoIlo,
€JIEKTPOHHWUMM  CJIOBHMKaMM, CJIOBHMKaM¥ OpWTaHCBKOI i
aMepUKaHChKOI KyJIbTYPH, €JIeKTPOHHOIO €HITMKJIONeIi€l0 TOIIO.
[Tomyk iHdopMmariil mpo KyIbTypHi 00'€eKTM pi3HMX KpaiH, SKi
3raJaloThCs Y XYAOXKHIX TBOpaX, He TUIbKM 30araTus 3arajIbHMI i
JHHTBICTUYHUM KPYTro3ip CTy[eHTIB, ajle i CIIpWsB CTBOPEHHIO
OiIbII TIOBHOTO i IJIMOOKOTO KOHTEKCTY IIOMill, OIMC SKMX
3IIVICHIOETHCS Y XYLOKHBOMY TEKCTi.

Ocol6smBo1 yBaru 3acijIyroBye piBeHb cpopMOBaHMX BMiHb
disororigHol UMTAIBPKOT KOMIIETEHTHOCTI MarOyTHiX diytosoris,
AKi OBOJIOZILIVA HepBUHHVIMM GasoBuMM BMiHHAMI
diytosoriuHOrO UMTAHHS:

e yMIiHHAM HependavaT 3MICT XYHAOXKXHBOTO TBOPY 3a
KapTUHKaM¥, OKpPeMVM pe4YeHHsM, Tpynm OB i

dpas;



e BU3HAYATKM 3aB'3Ky, KyJIbMiHAIif0 i poO3B'sA3Ky
OIIOBITaHHS;

e HajJaBaTM IOBHY XapaKTepPUCTUKY JIiTepaTypHMX
repoiB, BUKOPUCTOBYIOUM BUBYeHi istonoriuxi
TEeXHOJIOTII TOIIIO.

Mu BBaXaeMoO [OLUIPHMM HaBYaHHsS (UIOIOriYHOTO
YMTaHHSA Ha OCHOBI XY[IOXKHIX TBOPIB OJHOIO aBTOpa, IO AajIo
CTy[leHTaM MOXJIVIBOCTI IIepeKOHAaTVCs Y MPaBUILHOCTI BJIACHMX
CyIDKeHb IIPO CTWIb aBTOpPa, VIOTO MaHepy IPeJCTaBIATH MOl
XYAO0XHBOTO TBOPY, niTepaTypHVIx repoiB; MJO3BOJIWJIO IM
BU3HAYaTV XapakTep TBOPY i IIpe[CTaBiIATH BJIaCHO 3HavIeHy
IOKa3oBy 0asy.

CkaszaHe a0 HaM IIpaBO IIepelTH [0 3HaNOMCTBa
MayOyTHIX BUMTesIiB aHIVIIVICKOI MOBM 3 XY[OXHIMM TBOpamm
YOTUPBOX Pi3HMX BiTOMMX aBTOPiB OpMUTAHCHKOT i aMepKaHChKOL
JiTepaTypu IS TOTO, IIO0 PO3IMIMPUTH IX JiTepaTypo3HaBUy
KOMIIETeHTHICTh Ha OCHOBi (PUIOJIOTIYHOTO MiZIXO/Yy.

OOGcsr opuriHaJIbHVX JIiTepaTyPHUX TBOPIB € OUIBIIM HiX
oOcsr HarmiBajanToBaHMX TeKCTiB, TOMY Ile mnoTpeOysasio i
OispIrioro 4acy, i pi3sHOMAaHITTS TeXHOJIOri poOOTM 3 HUMMA.
OmHak, OCHOBHUT AJITOPUTM p03p06neHo‘1‘ HaMM MeToauKM Learn

to Read and Read to Learn 306epiraeTbcsi, xoua B HBOTO OyIio
IpuBHeceHo baraTo 3MiH y Oik ycki1a/THeHHs BMiHb (piytostorigHol
YUTAIIBKOI KOMITETEHTHOCT].

Pobora Hag KOXHMM OIOBiIaHHSM IIOYMHAETHCS 3
pyOpuxmu “Writer’s Corner”, B 4Kiil cTy/leHTaM IIPOIIOHYETbCS B
Hapax 3a JIOIIOMOIrOl0 cMapTdOHIB 3HamTH iHdoOpMallilo HIpo
IVICbMeHHMKa 3a CIellia/IbHO OpraHi3oBaHMMM 3aBIaHHSIMU, SKi
repen6avaroTh ABi MET:

e joka3 abo  cIpocTyBaHHS  3aIlpOIIOHOBaHOL
iHdopmarrii;

® CKJIaJlaHHS CIOMUCKYy CJIB i  CJIOBOCHIOIy4YeHb
HeoOXimHWMX I OOroBOpeHHS JliTepaTypHO-
TBOPYOI AisUIbHOCTI IIMICEMEeHHMKA.



Hanpwuxtan;

1. In groups of 3-4, use your smartphones to find the
information from E-encyclopedia or other sources available to
prove or refute the following statements about O. Wilde's literary
activity and to present it to your fellow students.

2. Come back to your findings to continue your list of words
and word combinations suitable for describing a writer’s creative
activity. Share and discuss your lists with your groupmates.

QPopMmyBaHHS HpedMKaTUBHMX BMiHb BilOyBa€Tbcs IIpU
YyTaHHI OpUTiHAJILHUX TEKCTiB He Ha OCHOBI JJOCBily CTY/IeHTIB,
ix poHOBUX 3HaHb, a Ha OIOpPi 3HaVAeHOl HMMM iHdopMmarlil,
HaIpUKIIaz;

1. The story you are going to read is "The Gift of the Magi".
The word “gift” has several meanings. With your shoulder
partner work with E-dictionary and decide which of the meanings
is meant in the title of the story: a present? a natural ability? Gift
from the God? etc.

2. Bearing in mind K. Mansfield’s originality of her stories’
creative compositions come up with your ideas about a possible
plot of the story you are going to read judging by the pictures.

3. Work in three groups, take a list of descriptive words and
word combinations and a set of one colour hexagons to describe
three characters of the story. Present your descriptions to the
groupmates.

Pybpuka “Cultural and Language Searching Tasks”
30epiraeTbcs, OITHaK, KIJIBKICTB JIIHIBOCOIOKYJILTY PHOT
iHdopmallii, gKy CTy[JeHTM IOBMHHI 3HaAWTU CaMOCTIVIHO,
30uIBITY€eThCs. Hampuxota:

1. To understand O. Wilde's esthetic views do independent
culture search to find the information about the Palace of Sand-
Sonci and interpret it in view of the fairy tale’s plot.

2. Work with encyclopedia or Dictionary of English
Language and Culture to find out the origin of the cultural realia



suggested below. Say in what context they are used in the story
and what roles they play in the presentation of the characters.

HoBum ertariom poOOTH 3 OpUTiHaJIBHMM TEKCTOM € eTarl
"HaB4aHHSA 9MTaTH IIOMiX pAIKIB", MeTOIO SIKOi € popMyBaHH:A
HOBUX BMiHb unTaHH4. "HoTtaTkm Ha nosax" (Marginal Notes for
Future Philologists) cnpsiMOBYIOTH CTy[IeHTIB Ha OBOJIOIiHHS
HOBMM MaTepiaJioM I (pUIOJIOTIYHOTO aHasli3y XYIOXXHBOTO
TeKCTy, Ha OCHOBi $IKOTO (POPMYIOTbCS OUIBII CKJIafHiI BMiHHS
diytororiuHOrO UMTaHHS, HAIPUKIIA/L!

> Work in groups to find and comment on other
examples of O. Wilde’s irony.

> Say what symbols of religious wisdom Queen Sheba
and King Solomon represent in the story you have
read.

> Read the examples below and say what effect of one
word repetition speaks of: "Della stood by the
window and looked out dully at a gray cat walking
a gray fence in a gray backyard."

J[omarHi 3aBHaHHS I MariOyTHIX BUMTENIB aHITIICHKOL
MOBU Ilepefi0ayvaloTh CaMOCTiVIHe IIPOYMTaHHS OPUTiHAJIBHOTO
TeKCTY i BUKOHaHHA (PITONIOTiYHMX 3aBIaHb [IjI poOOTV 3 HUM i
JIHHTBICTMYHMX 3aBIaHb I poOOTH 31 cJIoOBHMKOM. OpuUriHaIbHI
XyJOKHI TeKCTU Ha/JalOTh YMTavyaM-(dijosioraM MOBHUI MaTepial
IUIg  PO3I3HAHHA CMWUCIY CJIiB 3 OJHAKOBMM 3Ha4yeHHSM,
Hanpukiaz;: to stare - to look at - to gaze - to peer; dppaszosux
IiecIIiB 3 OJTHaKOBMMM ITpUIIMEHHMKaMM, Harrpukiiaz: to help out,
to gasp out, to cry out Tormro. TakuM umHOM, CTyJIEHTU
HaBYalOTbCs AK MOBJIEHHS TepoiB Jiofae iHdopmallio g0 ix
XapaKTepVCTHUK.

IIpn poboTi 3 OpuUTiHAIBPHMUM XYyIOXHIM TEKCTOM TaKOX
3pOocTa€ MOXJIVBICTb VIOTO BUIKOPWCTaHHS dK 3acO0y PO3BUTKY
KOMYHIiKaTVMBHMX BMiHb MaltOyTHiX pUI0JIOTIB y pi3HMX peXXnmax
- B IIapax, MaJIux IrpyIax, BCi€ro Ipymorw y ¢dopMi posieBux irop



MK TeposiMu, AebatiB i amcKycint 3 mpobsieM, siKi BUCBITIIEHO B
TeKCTi, HaIpuKIIa/;
» In the whole group read the quotes from the fairy
tale and interpret them;
» In groups discuss the character sketches of Jim and
Della and present them with the help of Venn
Diagram;
> In the whole group discuss O'Henry’s famous
meaningful quote. Prove or refute it with your
personal experience or examples from literature you
have read.

B kinI1i poboTn 3 XyIOXXHIM TEKCTOM aBTOPV IIPOIIOHYIOTH
3aKJIIOYHE 3aHATTH, sIKe IIiICYMOBY€ BCIO pOOOTY i IeMOHCTpYe
3000yTi  cTydgeHTaMy  BMiHHSA  (PISTOJIOTIYHOI — YUMTAIIBKOI
KOMIIET@HTHOCTI, BKJIIOYarO4y 1 KOMYHIKaTVBHI BMiHHSA Ha OCHOBI
XyJOXXHBOI'O TEKCTY.

IIpencraBuMo eTamym po3poOJIeHOI HaMM  MeTOAVKN
dopmyBaHHS ~ PUIOIOTIYHOT ~ UMTAIIBKOI  KOMIIETEeHTHOCTI
MaviOyTHiX BUMTeITiB aHITIiICBKOT MOBYM Y BUIJISIII TaOJIVAIIL.

Tabsvrrs 1.2
Eramm1 ¢popmyBaHH:A ¢pi1010riTHOT YMTABKOT
KOMIIETeHTHOCTi MariOyTHiX BUMTeJIiB
aHIJIiIICBKOI MOBU

Eran Merta

Eramr 1. 3mamomcrBo 3 | PopMyBaHHSA BMiHb CaMOCTIVIHO
JHiTepaTypHOIO TBOPYICTIO | 3HAXOOUTU  iHdOpMalilo IIpo
aBTOpA. aBTOpa 3a criertiaJIbHO
OpraHi3oBaHVIMM 3aBIAHHAMMU 3
METOI0 iX MHOromKeHHs abo
CITPOCTYBaHHSI.




Eran 2. IlpegukatvsHO- | @opMyBaHHS  HOpedyKaTUBHMX
acolliaTUBHMUIA. BMiHb Ha OCHOBi XapaKTepUCTMK
JIiTepaTypPHOI TBOPYOCTIi aBTOpA.

Eran 3. CamocrinHoro | @opMyBaHHs BMiHb 3HaXOOUTU

JIIHTBOCOLITIOKYJIBTYPHOIO | 3afaHy iHdopmariiro TS
Ta JIiTepaTypo3HABUOro | CTBOPEHHS PO3IINPEHOTO
TIOIIIYKY. KOHTEeKCTY ITpo MaviOyTHil 3micT

XYIOOXHBOT'O TEKCTY.

Erant 4. Learn to Read. | @opmyBaHHS BMiHB 3HAXOOWUTU
YuraHHsS MK CTPOYOK. Hpy YMTaHHI Oi1bIne iHdopMarii
HDK BOHa IpeAcCTaBjieHa B
XYIOXHBOMY TBOPA.

Eran 5. Read to Learn. | @opMmyBaHHA JIeKCMYHMX Ta

PosBuTok MOBHMX | FpaMaTWYHMX  HaBUYOK  Ta
HaBWYOK Ta | MOBJIGHHEBVX YCHVX i IIMICBMOBUX
KOMYHIKaTMBHMX BMiHb Ha | BMiHb Ha OCHOBI XyHOXXHBOI'O
OCHOBI XYHOXKHBOTO | TeKCTY.

TEKCTY.

Eran 6. [lemoncrpariis | PopmyBaHHA BMiHb
OTPUMaHMX BMiHb | CAMOCTIVIHOTO JliTepaTypHO-
distosioriuHoi  UMTaIBKOI | PisIOJIOriYHOro aHaJIi3y
KOMITeTEeHTHOCTI. XyOXXHBOIO TBOPY.

[1o 3aKiH4YeHHIO eKCIIePUMEHTAJIbHOTO ITJIOTYBaHHS HAIIO1
MeTOIVIKM (piI0IIOTiYHOT MiATOTOBKM MantOyTHiX BunTestis IM mu
3aIIpOIIOHYBaJIV CTYJIeHTaM TeCT OI[iHFOBaHHs TaKOi METOIVIKM 3
METOIO BUSIBJIEHH: 11 e(PeKTMBHOCTI 11 JOLJTbHOCTI MaltlOy THHOTO
BUKOPWCTaHH: y CBiTJII ix o4iKyBaHb I1pu BeTy1i 10 3BO.

Koxen i3 3anmpomoHOBaHMX TeCTiB MiICTUB BiIKpUTY
BiAIIOBinp, 1100 MamOyTHI ¢iyTosI0orM MOIIM BUCIOBUTH CBOIO
ocobmBy gyMKy. OniHroroun epeKTUBHICTh JaHoi (isIoyIoriuHol



IIATOTOBKM Ha OCHOBI XyHOXHIX TeKCTiB, 82% pecroHIeHTiB
BugBWIM 11 '"mikaBoro', "KopucHow', "IHHOBalLiMTHOW',
"moTpibHOI0" ToI0. [1)151 BOKpeMJIeHHs acIleKTiB ¢isoiorigynol
MiZITOTOBKM, 1110 HamOUIBII CHIO[00aINCh, CTYyIeHTV BiIMiTuIn:
"mipOip XxymoxHix TekcTiB" 47%; "HagaHHA MOXJIMBOCTI
CaMOCTITHO 3HaXOAUTV i KOMeHTyBaT MOBHUV MaTepian" 34%;
"3acTOCyBaHHSI PIi3HMX TexXHOJIOTiIM poboTM 3 XyHOXHIMU
TekcTamimn" 26%.

KomenTyroum cBoe cTaBjIeHH: IIOA0 PO3yMiHHA XYTO0XKXHbBOI
niTeparypu 3acobaMu isIoI0TiYHOrO aHali3y, CTyIeHTV o0paIm
TaKi BapiaHTU:

e "SI 3Ha0, 110 MeHi poOWTH 11aJIi, 11100 CTaTV CIIPaBXHIM
dinomorom" 63 %;

e '"Hapemri s 3posymiB, mo o3Hadae ‘g - digosor
iHo3zemuo0i MoBU " 52%;

e "SI 4iTKO YCBiJOMJIFOIO SIK IPaBWIBHO UMTATU i MOXY
HaBYMTH IIbOMY CBOIX YUHIB ‘sIK BOHM BOa4alOTh CBOIO
dinomnoriuny minrorosky’" 51 %;

e '"Hapasi g BuesHeHU, 1110 ‘isIosIorisa 1e jiiTepaTypa,
aHIJIiVICbKa MOBa, KyibTypa’" 42%;

e "SI HaBuMBCA YMTATU ‘TIOMIX CTPOK', PO3YMITH IIIO Mir
Ou aBTOp MaTV Ha yBasi mig nesHMMMI ppazamir” 34%;

e " BimuyBato ceOe BIIeBHEHVM, MOXY iHTepIIpeTyBaTH
3MICT 1 3HaAXOOWUTV MOBHI HiATBepIPKeHHS BJIACHUM
MipKyBaHHsM" 32%;

e "S me OOIOCH BMCJIOBJIIOBATM CBOE OaueHHS IIOIO
npounTanoro” 28%.

TakuMm uynHOM, HOpoBefeHe [OCIKEeHHs IiATBepaIO
Hallle IIpUITYIIeHHs IIpo HeoOXiTHICTh cleliajIbHO po3pobiieHol
MeTOAMKM (PiIOJIOTiYHOI IMiITOTOBKM BUMUTeEJIS-CJIOBECHMKA Ha
OCHOBI JBOX TUIIIB XYJI0’KHBOT'O TEKCTY, sIKa PO3BUBAE 1y XOBHU
CBIT BUMTEII, CTBOPIOE YMOBU I YOOCKOHaJIEHHS 7oro /il
KpeaTMBHOCTI Ta  IJIMOOKOTO  €CTeTMYHOIO  CIIPUIHSATTS
XyHOOXXHBOIO TBOPY, CTUMMYJIIOE [0 MipKyBaHb Haj, WIOTrO



dinocodiero i IICMXOJIOTiEI0, a TOJIOBHE - HaOUIs€ CTYHOEHTIB
BIIEBHEHOCTi B 00OpaHHI 1podpecii Ta po3yMiHH: 1i distosioriuHol
CYTHOCTI.

IlepcriekTBY TOCITKeHHs, Ha HalIly JIyMKY, IOJISTal0OTh y
po3po0IIi HACKpi3HOI MeTOnVMKM (PUIOIOTiYHOI  MiITOTOBKM
crygenTis  1-4  KypciB 3 IIOCTYHOBUM  YCKIIaJIHEHHSIM
disrosoriyHoro aHaI3y i Xy10kKHix TeKCTiB.
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TEXTS FOR READING
A FRIEND IN NEED

For thirty years now I have been studying my fellow-men. I
do not know very much about them. I suppose it is on the face that
for the most part we judge the persons we meet. We draw our
conclusions from the shape of the jaw, the look in the eyes, the
shape of the mouth. I shrug my shoulders when people tell me
that their first impressions of a person are always right. For my
own part I find that the longer I know people the more they puzzle
me: my oldest friends are just those of whom I can say that I don't
know anything about them.

These thoughts have occurred to me because I read in this
morning's paper that Edward Hyde Burton had died at Kobe. He
was a merchant and he had been in Japan for many years. I knew
him very little, but he interested me because once he gave me a
great surprise. If I had not heard the story from his own lips I
should never have believed that he was capable of such an action.
It was the more startling because both his appearance and his
manner gave the impression of a very different man. He was a tiny
little fellow, very slender, with white hair, a red face much
wrinkled, and blue eyes. I suppose he was about sixty when I
knew him. He was always neatly and quietly dressed in
accordance with his age and station.

Though his offices were in Kobe Burton often came down to
Yokohama. I happened on one occasion to be spending a few days
there, waiting for a ship, and I was introduced to him at the British
Club. We played bridge together. He played a good game and a
generous one. He did not talk very much, either then or later when
we were having drinks, but what he said was sensible. He had a
quiet, dry humour. He seemed to be popular at the club and
afterwards, when he had gone, they described him as one of the
best. It happened that we were both staying at the Grand Hotel
and next day he asked me to dine with him. I met his wife, fat,



elderly and smiling, and his two daughters. It was evidently a
united and loving family. I think the chief thing that struck me
about Burton was his kindliness. There was something very
pleasing in his mild blue eyes. His voice was gentle; you could not
imagine that he could raise it in anger; his smile was kind. Here
was a man who attracted you because you felt in him a real love
for his fellows. He had charm. But there was nothing sentimental
about him: he liked his game of cards and his cocktail, he could
tell a good and spicy story, and in his youth he had been
something of an athlete. He was a rich man and he had made
every penny himself. I suppose one thing that made you like him
was that he was so small and frail; he aroused your instincts of
protection. You felt that he would not hurt a fly.

One afternoon I was sitting in the lounge of the Grand Hotel.
From the windows you had an excellent view of the harbour with
its crowded traffic. There were great liners; merchant ships of all
nations, junks and boats sailing in and out. It was a busy scene
and yet, I do not know why, restful to the spirit.

Burton came into the lounge presently and caught sight of
me. He seated himself in the chair next to mine.

"What do you say to a little drink?"

He clapped his hands for a boy and ordered two drinks. As
the boy brought them a man passed along the street outside and
seeing me waved his hand.

"Do you know Turner?" said Burton as I nodded a greeting.

"I've met him at the club. I'm told he's a remittance man."

"Yes, I believe he is. We have a good many here."

"He plays bridge well."

"They generally do. There was a fellow here last year, a
namesake of mine, who was the best bridge player I ever met. I
suppose you never came across him in London. Lenny Burton he
called himself."

"No. I don't believe I remember the name."



"He was quite a remarkable player. He seemed to have an
instinct about the cards. It was uncanny. I used to play with him
a lot. He was in Kobe for some time."

Burton sipped his gin.

"[t's rather a funny story," he said. "He wasn't a bad chap. I
liked him. He was always well-dressed and he was handsome in
a way, with curly hair and pink-and-white cheeks. Women
thought a lot of him. There was no harm in him, you know, he was
only wild. Of course he drank too much. Fellows like him always
do. A bit of money used to come in for him once a quarter and he
made a bit more by card-playing. He won a good deal of mine, I
know that."

Burton gave a kindly little chuckle.

"I suppose that is why he came to me when he went broke,
that and the fact that he was a namesake of mine. He came to see
me in my office one day and asked me for a job. I was rather
surprised. He told me that there was no more money coming from
home and he wanted to work. I asked him how old he was.

"Thirty five,” he said.

"And what have you been doing before?" I asked him.

"Well, nothing very much,' he said.

"I couldn't help laughing."

"I'm afraid I can't do anything for you just now,' I said.
'Come back and see me in another thirty-five years, and I'll see
what I can do.'

"He didn't move. He went rather pale. He hesitated for a
moment and then he told me that he had had bad luck at cards for
some time. He hadn't a penny. He'd pawned everything he had.
He couldn't pay his hotel bill and they wouldn't give him any
more credit. He was down and out. If he couldn't get a job he'd
have to commit suicide.

"I looked at him for a bit. I could see now that he was all to
pieces. He'd been drinking more than usual and he looked fifty.



"Well, isn't there anything you can do except play cards?' I
asked him.

"T can swim,' he said

"'Swim!'

"l could hardly believe my ears; it seemed such a silly
answer.

"l swam for my university.'

"l was a pretty good swimmer myself when I was a young
man,' I said.

"Suddenly I had an idea.

Pausing in his story, Burton turned to me.

"Do you know Kobe?" he asked.

"No," I said, "I passed through it once, but I only spent a
night there."

"Then you don't know the Shioya Club. When I was a young
man I swam from there round the beacon and landed at the creek
of Tarumi. It's over three miles and it's rather difficult on account
of the currents round the beacon. Well, I told my young namesake
about it and I said to him that if he'd do it I'd give him a job.

"I could see he was rather taken aback.

"You say you're a swimmer,' I said.

"I'm not in very good condition,' he answered.

"[ didn't say anything. I shrugged my shoulders. He looked
at me for a moment and then he nodded.

"All right,' he said. "When do you want me to do it?'

"I looked at my watch. It was just after ten.

"The swim shouldn't take you much over an hour and a
quarter. I'll drive round to the creek at half-past twelve and meet
you. I'll take you back to the club to dress and then we'll have
lunch together.'

"Done," he said.

"We shook hands. I wished him good luck and he left me. I
had a lot of work to do that morning and I only just managed to



get to the creek at half past twelve. I waited for him there, but in
vain."

"Did he get frightened at the last moment?" I asked.

"No, he didn't. He started swimming. But of course he'd
ruined his health by drink. The currents round the beacon were
more than he could manage. We didn't get the body for about
three days.

I didn't say anything for a moment or two. I was a little
shocked. Then I asked Burton a question.

"When you offered him the job, did you know that he'd be
drowned?"

He gave a little mild chuckle and he looked at me with those
kind blue eyes of his. He rubbed his chin with his hand.

"Well, I hadn't got a vacancy in my office at the moment."



THE MAN WITH THE SCAR

It was on account of the scar that I first noticed him, for it
ran, broad and red, from his temple to his chin. This scar spoke of
a terrible wound and I wondered whether it had been caused by
a sabre or by a fragment of shell. It was unexpected on that round,
fat and good-humoured face. He had small features and his face
went oddly with his large and fat body. He was a powerful man
of more than common height. I never saw him in anything, but a
very shabby grey suit, a khaki shirt and an old sombrero. He was
far from clean. He used to come into the Palace Hotel at
Guatemala City every day at cocktail time and tried to sell lottery
tickets. I never saw anyone buy, but now and then I saw him
offered a drink.

He never refused it. He walked among the tables, pausing
at each table, with a little smile offered the lottery tickets and
when no notice was taken of him with the same smile passed on.
I think he was the most part a little drunk.

I was standing at the bar one evening with an acquaintance
when the man with the scar came up. I shook my head as for the
twentieth time since my arrival he held out his lottery tickets to
me.

But my companion greeted him, kindly.

"How is life, general?"

"Not so bad. Business is not too good, but it might be worse."

"What will you have, general?"

"A brandy."

He drank it and put the glass back on the bar. He nodded to
my acquaintance.

"Thank you."

Then he turned away and offered his tickets to the men who
were standing next to us.

"Who is your friend?" I asked. "That's a terrific scar on his
face."



"It doesn't add to his beauty, does it? He's an exile from
Nicaragua. He's a ruffian of course and a bandit, but not a bad
fellow. I give him a few pesos now and then. He took part in a
rebellion and was general of the rebellious troops. If his
ammunition hadn't given out he'd have upset the government and
would be minister of war now instead of selling lottery tickets in
Guatemala. They captured him together with his staff, and tried
him by court-martial. Such things are usually done without delay
in these countries, you know, and he was sentenced to be shot at
dawn. I think he knew what was coming to him when he was
caught. He spent the night in jail and he and the others, there were
five of them altogether, passed the time playing poker. They used
matches for chips. He told me he'd never had such bad luck in his
life: he lost and lost all the time. When the day broke and the
soldiers came into the cell to fetch them for execution, he had lost
more matches than a man could use in a life-time."

"They were led into the courtyard of the jail and placed
against a wall, the five of them side by side with the firing squad
facing them. There was a pause and our friend asked the officer
commanding the squad what the devil they were keeping him
waiting for. The officer said that the general commanding the
troops wished to attend the execution and they awaited his
arrival.

"Then I have time to smoke another cigarette,' said our
friend.

"But he had hardly lit it when the general came into the
courtyard. The usual formalities were performed and the general
asked the condemned men whether there was anything they
wished before the execution took place. Four of the five shook
their heads, but our friend spoke.

"Yes, I should like to say good-bye to my wife.'

""Good,' said the general, "I have no objection to that. Where
is she?'

"She is waiting at the prison door.'



"Then it will not cause a delay of more than five minutes."

"Hardly that, Sefior General.'

"Have him placed on one side.”

"Two soldiers advanced and between them the condemned
rebel walked to the spot indicated. The officer in command of the
firing squad on a nod from the general gave an order and the four
men fell. They fell strangely, not together, but one after the other,
with movements that were almost grotesque, as though they were
puppets in a toy theatre. The officer went up to them and into one
who was still alive emptied his revolver. Our friend finished his
cigarette.

"There was a little stir at the gateway. A woman came into
the courtyard, with quick steps, and then, her hand on her heart,
stopped suddenly. She gave a cry and with outstretched arms ran
forward.

"Caramba," said the general.

"She was in black, with a veil over her hair, and her face was
dead white. She was hardly more than a girl, a slim creature, with
little regular features and enormous eyes. Her loveliness was such
that as she ran, her mouth slightly open and the agony on her
beautiful face, even the indifferent soldiers who looked at her
gave of surprise.

"The rebel advanced a step or two to meet her. She threw
herself into his arms and with a cry of passion: 'soul of my heart,
he pressed his lips to hers. And at the same moment he drew a
knife from his ragged shirt — I haven't a notion how he had
managed to keep it - and stabbed her in the neck. The blood
spurted from the cut vein and dyed his shirt. Then he threw his
arms round her and once more pressed his lips to hers.

"It happened so quickly that many didn't know what had
occurred, but the others gave a cry of horror; they sprang forward
and seized him. They laid the girl on the ground and stood round
watching her. The rebel knew where he was striking and it was



impossible to stop the blood. In a moment the officer who had
been kneeling by her side rose.

"She's dead,' he whispered.

"The rebel crossed himself.

"Why did you do it?' asked the general.

"I'loved her.'

"A sort of sigh passed through those men crowded together
and they looked with strange faces at the murderer. The general
stared at him for a while in silence.

"'It was a noble gesture, he said at last, 'I cannot execute this
man. Take my car and drive him to the frontier. I honour you,
Sefior, as one brave man must honour another.'

"And between the two soldiers without a word the rebel
marched to the waiting car."

My friend stopped and for a little while I was silent. I must
explain that he was a Guatemaltecan and spoke to me in Spanish.
I have translated what he told me as well as I could, but I have
made no attempt to change his rather high-flown language. To tell
the truth I think it suits the story.

"But how then did he get the scar?" I asked at last.

"Oh, that was due to a bottle that burst when he was
opening it. A bottle of ginger ale."

"I never liked it, " said .



THE ANT AND THE GRASSHOPPER

When I was a very small boy I was made to learn by heart
certain of the fables of La Fontaine, and the moral of each was
carefully explained to me. Among those I learnt was "The Ant and
The Grasshopper". In this admirable fable the ant spends a
laborious summer gathering its winter store, while the
grasshopper sits singing to the sun. Winter comes and the ant is
comfortably provided for, but the grasshopper has an empty
larder: he goes to the ant and begs for a little food.

I could not help thinking of this fable when the other day I
saw George Ramsay lunching by himself in a restaurant. I never
saw anyone wear an expression of such deep gloom. He was
staring into space. He looked as though the burden of the whole
world sat on his shoulders. I was sorry for him: I suspected at once
that his unfortunate brother had been causing trouble again. I
went up to him.

"How are you?" I asked.

"I'm not in hilarious spirits," he answered.

"Is it Tom again?"

He sighed. "Yes, it's Tom again."

"Why don't you chuck him? You've done everything in the
world for him. You must know by now that he's quite hopeless."

I suppose every family has a black sheep. Tom had begun
life decently enough: he went into business, married, and had two
children. The Ramsays were perfectly respectable people and
there was every reason to suppose that Tom Ramsay would have
a useful and honorable career.

But one day he announced that he didn't like work and that
he wasn't suited for marriage. He wanted to enjoy himself. He left
his wife and his office. He had a little money and he spent two
happy years in the various capitals of Europe. He certainly had a
very good time. He was charming and unserupulous. I have never
met anyone to whom it was more difficult to refuse a loan. He
made a steady income from his friends and he made friends easily.



But he always said that the money you spent on necessities was
boring; the money that was amusing to spend was the money you
spent on luxuries. For this he depended on his brother George. He
did not waste his charm on him.

George was a serious man. George was respectable. Once or
twice he fell to Tom's promises and gave him considerable sums
in order that he might make a fresh start. On these Tom bought a
motor-car and some very nice jewelry. But when circumstances
forced George to realize that his brother would never settle down
and he washed his hands of him, Tom began to blackmail him.

It was not very nice for a respectable lawyer to find his
brother shaking cocktails behind the bar of his favorite restaurant
or to see him waiting on the box-seat of a taxi outside his club.
Tom said that to serve in a bar or to drive a taxi was a perfectly
decent occupation, but if George could oblige him with a couple
of hundred pounds, he didn't mind for the honour of the family
giving it up. George paid.

Once Tom nearly went to prison. George was terribly upset.
The man Tom had cheated, a man called Cronshaw, was
vindictive. He was determined to take the matter into court; he
said Tom should be punished. It cost George five hundred pounds
to settle the affair. I have never seen him in such a rage as when
he heard that Tom and Cronshaw had gone off together to Monte
Carlo the moment they cashed the cheque. They spent a happy
month there.

For twenty years Tom gambled, danced, ate in the most
expensive restaurants, and dressed beautifully. He was a most
amusing companion. He had high spirits, gaiety, and incredible
charm. I never lent him fifty pounds without feeling that I was in
his debt. Tom Ramsay knew everyone and everyone knew Tom
Ramsay. You could not approve of him, but you could not help
liking him.

Poor George, he had never taken more than a fortnight's
holiday in the year for a quarter of a century. He was in his office



every morning at nine-thirty and never left it till six. He was
honest, industrious, and worthy. He had a good wife and four
daughters to whom he was the best of fathers. He made a point of
saving a third of his income and his plan was to retire at fifty-five
to a little house in the country where he proposed to cultivate his
garden and play golf.

Poor George! I sympathized with him. I wondered now as I
sat down beside him what infamous thing Tom had done. George
was very much upset.

"Do you know what's happened now?" he asked me.

I was prepared for the worst. I wondered if Tom had got
into the hands of the police at last. George could hardly bring
himself to speak.

"You're not going to deny that all my life I've been
hardworking, decent, respectable. After a life of industry and
thrift I can look forward to retiring on a small income. I've always
done my duty in that state of life in which it has pleased
Providence to place me."

"True."

"And you can't deny that Tom has been an idle, worthless,
and dishonorable. If there were any justice he'd be in the
workhouse."

"True."

George grew red in the face.

"A few weeks ago he became engaged to a woman old
enough to be his mother. And now she's died and left him
everything she had. Half a million pounds, a yacht, a house in
London, and a house in the country."

George Ramsay beat his fist on the table.

"[t's not fair, I tell you, it's not fair."

I could not help it, I burst into a shout of laughter - I very
nearly fell on the floor. George never forgave me. But Tom often
asks me to excellent dinners in his charming house in Mayfair, and



if he occasionally borrows a trifle from me, that is merely from
force of habit. It is never more than a sovereign.



THE LUNCHEON

I caught sight of her at the play and in answer to her
beckoning I went over during the interval and sat down beside
her. It was long since I had last seen her and if someone had not
mentioned her name I do not think I would have recognized her.
She addressed me brightly.

"Well, it's many years since we first met. How time flies! We
are not getting any younger. Do you remember the first time I saw
you? You asked me to, luncheon."

Did I remember?

It was twenty years ago and I was living in Paris.  had a tiny
apartment in the Latin Quarter and I was earning barely enough
money to keep body and soul together. She had read a book of
mine and had written to me about it. I answered, thanking her,
and presently I received from her another letter saying that she
was passing through Paris and would like to have a chat with me;
but her time was limited and the only free moment she had was
on the following Thursday. She asked me if I would give her a
little luncheon at Foyot's. Foyot's is a restaurant at which the
French senators eat and it was so far beyond my means that I had
never even thought of going there. But I was flattered and I was
too young to say no to a woman. I had eighty francs to live on till
the end of the month and a modest luncheon should not cost more
than fifteen. If I cut out coffee for the next two weeks, I could
manage well enough.

I answered that I would meet her at Foyot's on Thursday at
half past twelve.

She was not so young as I expected and in appearance
imposing rather than attractive. She was in fact a woman of forty,
and she gave me the impression of having more teeth, white and
large and even, than were necessary for any practical purpose. She
was talkative, but since she seemed inclined to talk about me I was
prepared to be an attentive listener. I was startled when the menu



was brought, for the prices were a great deal higher than I had
expected. But she reassured me.

"I never eat anything for luncheon," she said.

"Oh, don't say that!" I answered generously.

"I never eat more than one thing. I think people eat too much
nowadays. A little fish, perhaps. I wonder if they have any
salmon."

Well, it was early in the year for salmon and it was not on
the menu, but I asked the waiter if there was any. Yes, they had a
beautiful salmon, it was the first they had had. I ordered it for my
guest. The waiter asked her if she would have something while it
was being cooked.

"No," she answered, "I never eat more than one thing. Unless
you had a little caviare. I never mind caviare."

My heart sank a little. I knew I could not afford caviare, but
I could not tell her that. I told the waiter by all means to bring
caviare. For myself I chose the cheapest dish on the menu and that
was a mutton chop.

"I think you're unwise to eat meat," she said. "I don't know
how you can expect to work after eating heavy things like chops.
I never overload my stomach."

Then came the question of drink.

"I never drink anything for luncheon," she said.

"Neither do I," I answered promptly.

"Except white wine," she went on as though I had not
spoken.

"These French white wines are so light. They are wonderful
for the digestion."

"What would you like?" I asked her.

"My doctor won't let me drink anything but champagne."

I think I turned a little pale. I ordered half a bottle. I
mentioned casually that my doctor had absolutely forbidden me
to drink champagne.

"What are you going to drink, then?"



"Water."

She ate the caviare and she ate the salmon. She talked gaily
of art and literature and music. But I wondered what the bill
would come to. When my mutton chop arrived she said:

" see that you're in the habit of eating a heavy luncheon. I'm
sure it's a mistake. Why don't you follow my example and just eat
one thing? I'm sure you'd feel much better then."

"I am only going to eat one thing," I said, as the waiter came
again with the menu.

She waved him aside with a light gesture.

"No, no, I never eat anything for luncheon. Just a bite, 1
never want more than that. I can't eat anything more unless they
had some of those giant asparagus. I should be sorry to leave Paris
without having some of them."

My heart sank. I had seen them in the shops and I knew that
they were horribly expensive. My mouth had often watered at the
sight of them.

"Madame wants to know if you have any of those giant
asparagus," I asked the waiter.

I hoped he would say no. A happy smile spread over his
broad face, and he assured me that they had some so large, so
splendid, so tender, that it was a marvel.

"I'm not in the least hungry," my guest sighed, "but if you
insist I don't mind having some asparagus."

I ordered them.

"Aren't you going to have any?"

"No, I never eat asparagus."

"I know there are people who don't like them."

We waited for the asparagus to be cooked. Panic seized me.
It was not a question now how much money I should have left for
the rest of the month, but whether I had enough to pay the bill. It
would be terrible to find myself ten francs short and be obliged to
borrow from my guest. I could not bring myself to do that. I knew
exactly how much money I had and if the bill came to more I made



up my mind that I would put my hand in my pocket and with a
dramatic cry start up and say my money had been stolen. If she
had not money enough to pay the bill then the only thing to do
would be to leave my watch and say I would come back and pay
later.

The asparagus appeared. They were enormous and
appetizing. The smell of the melted butter tickled my nostrils. I
watched the woman send them down her throat and in my polite
way I talked on the condition of the drama in the Balkans. At last
she finished.

"Coffee?" I said.

"Yes, just an ice-cream and coffee," she answered.

It was all the same to me now, so I ordered coffee for myself
and an ice-cream and coffee for her.

"You know, there's one thing I thoroughly believe in," she
said, as she ate the ice-cream. "One should always get up from a
meal feeling one could eat a little more."

"Are you still hungry?" I asked faintly.

"Oh, no, I'm not hungry; you see, I don't eat luncheon. I have
a cup of coffee in the morning and then dinner, but I never eat
more than one thing for luncheon. I was speaking for you."

"Oh, I see!"

Then a terrible thing happened. While we were waiting for
the coffee, the head waiter, with a smile on his false face, came up
to us bearing a large basket full of huge peaches. Peaches were not
in season then. Lord knew what they cost. I knew too — a little
later, for my guest, going on with her conversation, absent-
mindedly took one.

"You see, you've filled your stomach with a lot of meat and
you can't eat any more. But I've just had a snack and I shall enjoy
a peach."

The bill came and when I paid it I found that I had only
enough for a quite inadequate tip. Her eyes rested for a moment
on the three francs I left for the waiter and I knew that she thought



me mean. But when I walked out of the restaurant I had the whole
month before me and not a penny in my pocket.

"Follow my example," she said as we shook hands, "and
never eat more than one thing for luncheon."

"I'll do better than that," I answered. "I'll eat nothing for
dinner tonight."

"Humorist!" she cried gaily, jumping into a cab. "You're
quite a humorist!"

But I have had my revenge at last. Today she weighs twenty-
one stone.



MR. KNOW-ALL

I was prepared to dislike Mr. Kelada even before 1 knew
him. The war had just finished and the passenger traffic in the
ocean-going liners was heavy. It was very hard to get
accommodation and you had to put up with whatever the agents
chose to offer you. You could not hope for a cabin to yourself and
I was thankful to be given one in which there were only two beds.
But when I was told the name of my companion my heart sank. It
suggested closed portholes without some fresh night air. It was
bad enough to share a cabin for fourteen days with anyone (I was
going from San Francisco to Yokohama), but I should have looked
upon it with less dismay if my fellow-passenger's name had been
Smith or Brown.

When I went on board I found Mr. Kelada's luggage already
below. I did not like the look of it; there were too many labels on
the suitcases, and the wardrobe trunk was too big. He had
unpacked his toilet things, and I noticed that he was excellent; for
I saw on the dressing table his scent, his hair-wash and special oil
for his brilliant hair, Mr. Kelada's brushes with his monogram in
gold, would have been the best for cleaning. I did not at all like
Mr. Kelada. I made my way into the smoking-room. I called for a
pack of cards and began to play patience. I had scarcely started
before a man came up to me and asked me if he was right in
thinking my name was so-and-so.

"T am Mr. Kelada," he added, with a smile that showed his
flashing teeth, and sat down.

"Oh, yes, we're sharing a cabin, I think."

"Bit of luck, I call it. You never know who you're going to be
put in with. I was very glad when I heard you were English. We
are English and we should stick together when we're abroad, if
you understand what I mean."

I blinked.

"Are you English?" 1 asked, perhaps impolitely.



"Rather. You don't think I look like an American, do you?
British to the backbone, that's what I am."

To prove it, Mr. Kelada took out of his pocket a passport and
easily waved it under my nose.

Mr. Kelada was short, and of a strong build, clean-shaven
and dark-skinned, with a fleshy, hooked nose and very large,
lustrous and wet eyes. His long black hair was curly. He spoke
with a fluency in which there was nothing English and he
gesticulated all the time. I felt pretty sure that a closer inspection
of that British passport would have determined the fact that Mr.
Kelada wasn't born in England.

"What will you have?" he asked me.

I'looked at him doubtfully. Prohibition was in force. When I
am not thirsty I do not know which I dislike more, ginger-ale or
lemon-squash. But Mr. Kelada flashed an oriental smile at me.

"Whisky and soda or a dry Martini, you have only to say the
word."

From each of his pockets he took out flasks and laid them on
the table before me. I chose the Martini, and calling the waiter he
ordered a tumbler of ice and a couple of glasses.

"A very good cocktail," I said.

"Well, there are plenty more where that came from, and if
you've got any friends on board, you tell them you've got a pal
who's got all the liquor in the world."

Mr. Kelada was chatty. He talked of New York and of San
Francisco. He discussed plays, pictures, and politics. He was
patriotic. Mr. Kelada was familiar. I do not wish to put on airs, but
I cannot help feeling that it is seemly in a total stranger to put
mister before my name when he addresses me. Mr. Kelada,
doubtless to set me at my ease, used no such formality. I did not
like Mr. Kelada. I had put aside the cards when he sat down, but
now, thinking that for this first occasion our conversation had
lasted long enough, 1 went on with my game.

"The three on the four," said Mr. Kelada.



There is nothing more exasperating when you are playing
patience than to be told where to put the card you have turned up
before you have had a chance to look for yourself.

"[t's coming out, it's coming out," he cried, "The ten on the
knave."

I was angry and with a hate in my heart I finished. Then he
seized the pack.

"Do you like card tricks?"

"No, I hate card tricks," I answered.

"Well, I'll just show you this one."

He showed me three. Then I said I would go down to the
dining-room and get my seat at table.

"Oh, that's all right," he said. "I've already taken a seat for
you. I thought that as we were in the same room we might just as
well sit at the same table."

I did not like Mr. Kelada. I not only shared a cabin with him
and ate three meals a day at the same table, but I could not walk
round the deck without his joining me. It was impossible to put
him in his place. It never occurred to him that he was not wanted.
He was certain that you were as glad to see him as he was to see
you. In your own house you might have kicked him downstairs
and shut the door in his face without the suspicion dawning on
him that he was not a welcome visitor. He was too sociable, and
even in three days he knew everyone on board.

He ran everything. He conducted the auctions, collected
money for prizes at the sports, got up golf matches, organized the
concert and arranged the fancy-dress ball. He was everywhere
and always. He was certainly the best-hated man in the ship. We
called him Mr. Know-All, even to his face. He took it as a
compliment. But it was at meal times that he was most intolerable.
For the better part of an hour then he had us at his mercy. He was
hearty, cheerful, talkative and argumentative. He knew
everything better than anybody else, and it was an affront to him
that you should disagree with him. He would not drop a subject,



however unimportant, till he had brought you round to his way
of thinking. The possibility that he could be mistaken never
occurred to him. He was the man who knew. We sat at the doctor's
table. Mr. Kelada would certainly have had it all his own way, for
the doctor was lazy and I was indifferent, except for a man called
Ramsay who sat there also. He was as dogmatic as Mr. Kelada.
The discussions they had were acrimonious and endless.

Ramsay was in the American Consular Service, and was
stationed at Kobe. He was a great heavy fellow from the Middle
West, with loose fat under a tight skin, and his ready-made clothes
were too little for him. He was on his way back to resume his post,
having been on a flying visit to New York to fetch his wife, who
had been spending a year at home.

Mrs. Ramsay was a very pretty little thing, with pleasant
manners and a sense of humour. The Consular Service is badly
paid, and she was dressed always very simply; but she knew how
to wear her clothes. She achieved an effect of quiet distinction. I
should not have paid any particular attention to her but that she
had a quality that may be common enough in women, but
nowadays is not obvious in their demeanour. You could not look
at her without being struck by her modesty.

One evening at dinner we had a conversation which by
chance turned to the subject of pearls. There had been in the
papers a good deal of talk about the culture pearls which the
cunning Japanese were making, and the doctor remarked that
they must diminish the value of real ones. They were very good
already; they would soon be perfect. Mr. Kelada, as was his habit,
rushed the new topic. He told us all that was to be known about
pearls.

I do not believe Ramsay knew anything about them at all,
but he could not lose the opportunity to express his opinion, and
in five minutes we were in the middle of a heated argument. I had
seen Mr. Kelada vehement and voluble before, but never so



voluble and vehement as now. At last something that Ramsay said
stung him, for he thumped the table and shouted:

"Well, I ought to know what I am talking about. I'm going
to Japan just to look into this Japanese pearl business. I'm in the
trade and there's not a man in it who won't tell you that what I say
about pearls is true. I know all the best pearls in the world, and
what I don't know about pearls isn't worth knowing."

Here was news for us, for Mr. Kelada, with all his
talkativeness, had never told anyone what his business was. We
only knew that he was going to Japan on some commercial errand.

He looked round the table triumphantly.

"They'll never be able to get a culture pearl that an expert
like me can't tell with half an eye." He pointed to a chain that Mrs.
Ramsay wore. "You take my word for it, Mrs. Ramsay, that chain
you're wearing will never be worth a cent less than it is now."

Mrs. Ramsay in her modest way flushed a little and slipped
the chain inside her dress. Ramsay leaned forward. He gave us all
a look and a smile blinked in his eyes.

"That's a pretty chain of Mrs. Ramsay's, isn't it?"

"I noticed it at once," answered Mr. Kelada. "Gee, I said to
myself, those are pearls all right."

"I didn't buy it myself, of course. I'd be interested to know
how much you think it cost."

"Oh, in the trade somewhere round fifteen thousand dollars.

But if it was bought on Fifth Avenue I shouldn't be surprised
to hear that you paid for it about thirty thousand dollars."

Ramsay smiled grimly.

"You'll be surprised to hear that Mrs. Ramsay bought that
chain at a department store the day before we left New York, for
eighteen dollars."

Mr. Kelada flushed.

"Rot. It's not only real, but it's as fine a chain for its size as
I've ever seen."



"Will you bet on it? I'll bet you a hundred dollars it's
imitation."

"Done."

"Oh, Elmer, you can't bet on a certainty," said Mrs. Ramsay.

She had a little smile on her lips and her tone spoke that she
was gently disagreeing with it.

"Can't I? If I get a chance of easy money like that I should be
all sorts of a fool not to take it."

"But how can it be proved?" she continued. "It's only my
word against Mr. Kelada's."

"Let me look at the chain, and if it's imitation I'll tell you
quickly enough. I can afford to lose a hundred dollars," said Mr.
Kelada.

"Take it off, dear. Let the gentleman look at it as much as he
wants.

Mrs. Ramsay thought for a while. Then she put her hands to
the clasp.

"l can't take it off," she said. "Mr. Kelada will just have to
take my word for it."

I had a sudden suspicion that something unfortunate was
about to occur, but I could think of nothing to say. Ramsay
jumped up.

"I'l take it off."

He handed the chain to Mr. Kelada. He took a magnifying
glass from his pocket and closely examined it. A smile of triumph
spread over his swarthy face. He handed back the chain. He was
about to speak.

Suddenly he caught sight of Mrs. Ramsay's face. It was so
white that she looked as though she were about to faint. She was
staring at him with wide and terrified eyes. They were full of the
desperation; it was so clear that I wondered why her husband did
not see it. Mr. Kelada stopped with his mouth open. He flushed
deeply.

You could almost see the effort he was making over himself.



"I was mistaken," he said. "It's a very good imitation, but of
course as soon as I looked through my glass I saw that it wasn't
real. I think eighteen dollars is just about as much as the damned
thing's worth."

He took out his pocket-book and from it a hundred-dollar
note. He handed it to Ramsay without a word.

"Perhaps that'll teach you not to be so self-confident another
time, my young friend," said Ramsay as he took the note.

I noticed that Mr. Kelada's hands were trembling.

The story spread over the ship as stories do, and he had to
put up with a good deal of chaff that evening. It was a fine joke
that Mr. Know-All had been caught out. But Mrs. Ramsay
returned to her room with a headache.

Next morning I got up and began to shave. Mr. Kelada lay
on his bed smoking a cigarette. Suddenly there was a small
scraping sound and I saw a letter pushed under the door. I opened
the door and looked out. There was nobody there. I picked up the
letter and saw that it was addressed to Mr. Kelada. I handed it to
him.

"Who's this from?" He opened it. "Oh!"

He took out of the envelope, not a letter, but a hundred-
dollar note. He looked at me and again he reddened. He tore the
envelope into little bits and gave them to me.

"Do you mind just throwing them out of the porthole?"

I did as he asked, and then I looked at him with a smile.

"No one likes being made to look a perfect damned fool," he
said.

"Were the pearls real?"

"If I had a pretty little wife, I shouldn't let her spend a year
in New York while I stayed at Kobe," said he.

At that moment I did not entirely dislike Mr. Kelada. He
reached out for his pocket-book and carefully put in it the
hundred-dollar note.



A CUP OF TEA

Rosemary Fell was not exactly beautiful. No, you couldn't
have called her beautiful. Pretty? Well, if you took her to pieces...
But why be so cruel as to take anyone to pieces? She was young,
brilliant, extremely modern, exquisitely well dressed, amazingly
well read in the newest of the new books, and her parties were the
most delicious mixture of the really important people and ...
artists-quaint creatures, discoveries of hers, some of them too
terrifying for words, but others quite presentable and amusing.

Rosemary had been married two years. She had a duck of a
boy. No, not Peter - Michael. And her husband absolutely adored
her. They were rich, really rich, not just comfortably well off,
which is odious and stuffy and sounds like one's grandparents.
But if Rosemary wanted to shop, she would go to Paris as you and
I would go to Bond Street. If she wanted to buy flowers, the car
pulled up at that perfect shop in Regent Street, and Rosemary
inside the shop just gazed in her dazzled, rather exotic way, and
said: "I want those and those and those. Give me four bunches of
those. And that jar of roses. Yes, I'll have all the roses in the jar.
No, no lilac. I hate lilac. It's got no shape." The attendant bowed
and put the lilac out of sight, as though this was only too true; lilac
was dreadfully shapeless. "Give me those stumpy little tulips.
Those red and white ones." And she was followed to the car by a
thin shop-girl staggering under an immense white paper armful
that looked like a baby in long clothes.

One winter afternoon she had been buying something in a
little antique shop in Curzon Street. It was a shop she liked. For
one thing, one usually had it to oneself. And then the man who
kept it was ridiculously fond of serving her. He beamed whenever
she came in. He clasped his hands; he was so gratified he could
scarcely speak. Flattery, of course. All the same, there was
something ... "You see, madam," he would explain in his low
respectful tones, "I love my things. I would rather not part with
them than sell them to someone who does not appreciate them,



who has not that fine feeling which is so rare ..." And, breathing
deeply, he unrolled a tiny square of blue velvet and pressed it on
the glass counter with his pale finger-tips. Today it was a little box.
He had been keeping it for her. He had shown it to nobody as yet.
An exquisite little enamel box with a glaze so fine it looked as
though it had been baked in cream. On the lid a minute creature
stood under a flowery tree, and a more minute creature still had
her arms round his neck. Her hat, really no bigger than a
geranium petal, hung from a branch; it had green ribbons. And
there was a pink cloud like a watchful cherub floating above their
heads. Rosemary took her hands out of her long gloves. She
always took off her gloves to examine such things. Yes, she liked
it very much. She loved it; it was a great duck. She must have it.
And, turning the creamy box, opening and shutting it, she
couldn't help noticing how charming her hands were against the
blue velvet. The shopman, in some dim cavern of his mind, may
have dared to think so too. For he took a pencil, leant over the
counter, and his pale, bloodless fingers crept timidly towards
those rosy, flashing ones, as he murmured gently: "If I may
venture to point out to madam, the flowers on the little lady's
bodice."

"Charming!" Rosemary admired the flowers. But what was
the price? For a moment the shopman did not seem to hear. Then
a murmur reached her. "Twenty-eight guineas, madam."
"Twenty-eight guineas." Rosemary gave no sign. She laid the little
box down; she buttoned her gloves again. Twenty-eight guineas.
Even if one is rich ... She looked vague. She stared at a plump tea-
kettle like a plump hen above the shopman's head, and her voice
was dreamy as she answered: "Well, keep it for me - will you?
I'L."

But the shopman had already bowed as though keeping it
for her was all any human being could ask. He would be willing,
of course, to keep it for her for ever. The discreet door shut with a
click. She was outside on the step, gazing at the winter afternoon.



Rain was falling, and with the rain it seemed the dark came too,
spinning down like ashes. There was a cold bitter taste in the air,
and the new-lighted lamps looked sad. Sad were the lights in the
houses opposite. Dimly they burned as if regretting something.
And people hurried by, hidden under their hateful umbrellas.
Rosemary felt a strange pang. She pressed her muff against her
breast; she wished she had the little box, too, to cling to. Of course,
the car was there. She'd only to cross the pavement. But still she
waited. There are moments, horrible moments in life, when one
emerges from shelter and looks out, and it's awful. One oughtn't
to give way to them. One ought to go home and have an extra-
special tea. But at the very instant of thinking that, a young girl,
thin, dark, shadowy - where had she come from? - was standing
at Rosemary's elbow and a voice like a sigh, almost like a sob,
breathed: "Madam, may I speak to you a moment?" "Speak to me?"
Rosemary turned. She saw a little battered creature with
enormous eyes, someone quite young, no older than herself, who
clutched at her coat-collar with reddened hands, and shivered as
though she had just come out of the water. "M-madam,
stammered the voice. Would you let me have the price of a cup of
tea?" "A cup of tea?" There was something simple, sincere in that
voice; it wasn't in the least the voice of a beggar. "Then have you
no money at all?" asked Rosemary.

"None, madam," came the answer.

"How extraordinary!" Rosemary peered through the dusk
and the girl gazed back at her. How more than extraordinary! And
suddenly it seemed to Rosemary such an adventure. It was like
something out of a novel by Dostoevsky, this meeting in the dusk.
Supposing she took the girl home? Supposing she did do one of
those things she was always reading about or seeing on the stage,
what would happen? It would be thrilling. And she heard herself
saying afterwards to the amazement of her friends: "I simply took
her home with me," as she stepped forward and said to that dim
person beside her: "Come home to tea with me." The girl drew



back startled. She even stopped shivering for a moment.
Rosemary put out a hand and touched her arm. "I mean it," she
said, smiling. And she felt how simple and kind her smile was.
"Why won't you? Do. Come home with me now in my car and
have tea." "You - you don't mean it, madam," said the girl, and
there was pain in her voice. "But I do," cried Rosemary. "I want
you to. To please me. Come along." The girl put her fingers to her
lips and her eyes devoured Rosemary. "You're - you're not taking
me to the police station?" she stammered.

"The police station!" Rosemary laughed out. "Why should I
be so cruel? No, I only want to make you warm and to hear -
anything you care to tell me." Hungry people are easily led. The
footman held the door of the car open, and a moment later they
were skimming through the dusk.

"There!" said Rosemary. She had a feeling of triumph as she
slipped her hand through the velvet strap. She could have said,
"Now I've got you," as she gazed at the little captive she had
netted. But of course she meant it kindly. Oh, more than kindly.
She was going to prove to this girl that - wonderful things did
happen in life, that - fairy godmothers were real, that - rich people
had hearts, and that women were sisters. She turned impulsively,
saying "Don't be frightened. After all, why shouldn't you come
back with me? We're both women. If I'm the more fortunate, you
ought to expect..."

But happily at that moment, for she didn't know how the
sentence was going to end, the car stopped. The bell was rung, the
door opened, and with a charming, protecting, almost embracing
movement, Rosemary drew the other into the hall. Warmth,
softness, light, a sweet scent, all those things so familiar to her she
never even thought about them, she watched that other receive. It
was fascinating. She was like the rich little girl in her nursery with
all the cupboards to open, all the boxes to unpack.

"Come, come upstairs," said Rosemary, longing to begin to
be generous. "Come up to my room." And, besides, she wanted to



spare this poor little thing from being stared at by the servants;
she decided as they mounted the stairs she would not even ring
to Jeanne, but take off her things by herself. The great things were
to be natural!

And "There!" cried Rosemary again, as they reached her
beautiful big bedroom with the curtains drawn, the fire leaping
on her wonderful lacquer furniture, her gold cushions and the
primrose and blue rugs.

The girl stood just inside the door; she seemed dazed. But
Rosemary didn't mind that. "Come and sit down," she cried,
dragging her big chair up to the fire, "m this comfy chair. Come
and get warm. You look so dreadfully cold." "I daren't, madam,"
said the girl, and she edged backwards. "Oh, please," - Rosemary
ran forward - "you mustn't be frightened, you mustn't, really. Sit
down, when I've taken off my things we shall go into the next
room and have tea and be cosy. Why are you afraid?" And gently
she half pushed the thin figure into its deep cradle. But there was
no answer. The girl stayed just as she had been put, with her
hands by her sides and her mouth slightly open. To be quite
sincere, she looked rather stupid. But Rosemary wouldn't
acknowledge it. She leant over her, saying:

"Won't you take off your hat? Your pretty hair is all wet.
And one is so much more comfortable without a hat, isn't one?"

There was a whisper that sounded like "Very good,
madam," and the crushed hat was taken off.

"And let me help you off with your coat, too," said
Rosemary. The girl stood up. But she held on to the chair with one
hand and let Rosemary pull. It was quite an effort. The other
scarcely helped her at all. She seemed to stagger like a child, and
the thought came and went through Rosemary's mind, that if
people wanted helping they must respond a little, just a little,
otherwise it became very difficult indeed. And what was she to
do with the coat now? She left it on the floor, and the hat too. She



was just going to take a cigarette off the mantelpiece when the girl
said quickly, but so lightly and strangely:

"I'm very sorry, madam, but I'm going to faint. I shall go off,
madam, if I don't have something."

"Good heavens, how thoughtless I am!" Rosemary rushed to
the bell. "Tea! Tea at once! And some brandy immediately!"

The maid was gone again, but the girl almost cried out: "No,
1 don't want no brandy. I never drink brandy. It's a cup of tea I
want, madam." And she burst into tears. It was a terrible and
fascinating moment. Rosemary knelt beside her chair. "Don't cry,
poor little thing," she said. "Don't cry." And she gave the other her
lace handkerchief. She really was touched beyond words. She put
her arm round those thin, bird-like shoulders. Now at last the
other forgot to be shy, forgot everything except that they were
both women, and gasped out: "I can't go on no longer like this. I
can't bear it. I can't bear it. I shall do away with myself. I can't bear
no more."

"You shan't have to. I'll look after you. Don't cry any more.
Don't you see what a good thing it was that you met me? We'll
have tea and you'll tell me everything. And I shall arrange
something. I promise. Do stop crying. It's so exhausting. Please!"

The other did stop just in time for Rosemary to get up before
the tea came. She had the table placed between them. She plied
the poor lite creature with everything, all the sandwiches, all the
bread and butter, and every time her cup was empty she filled it
with tea, cream and sugar. People always said sugar was so
nourishing. As for herself she didn't eat; she smoked and looked
away tactfully so that the other should not be shy.

And really the effect of that slight meal was marvellous.
When the tea-table was carried away a new being, a light, frail
creature with tangled hair, dark lips, deep, lighted eyes, lay back
in the big chair in a kind of sweet languor, looking at the blaze.
Rosemary lit a fresh cigarette; it was time to begin.



"And when did you have your last meal?" she asked softly.
But at that moment the door-handle turned

"Rosemary, may I come in?" It was Philip.

"Of course."

He came in. "Oh, I'm so sorry," he said, and stopped and
stared.

"It's quite all right," said Rosemary, smiling. "This is my
friend, Miss ..." "Smith, madam," said the languid figure, who was
strangely still and unafraid. "Smith," said Rosemary. "We are
going to have a little talk."

"Oh yes," said Philip. "Quite," and his eye caught sight of the
coat and hat on the floor. He came over to the fire and turned his
back to it. "It's a beastly afternoon," he said curiously, still looking
at that listless figure, looking at its hands and boots, and then at
Rosemary again. "Yes, isn't it?" said Rosemary enthusiastically.
"Vile."

Philip smiled his charming smile. "As a matter of fact," said
he, "I wanted you to come into the library for a moment. Would
you? Will Miss Smith excuse us?" The big eyes were raised to him,
but Rosemary answered for her: "Of course she will." And they
went out of the room together.

"I say," said Philip, when they were alone. "Explain. Who is
she? What does it all mean?"

Rosemary, laughing, leaned against the door and said: "I
picked her up in Curzon Street. Really. She's a real pick-up. She
asked me for the price of a cup of tea, and I brought her home with
me."

"But what on earth are you going to do with her?" cried
Philip.

"Be nice to her," said Rosemary quickly. "Be frightfully nice
to her. Look after her. I don't know how. We haven't talked yet.
But show her - treat her - make her feel -" "My darling girl," said
Philip, "you're quite mad, you know. It simply can't be done." "I
knew you'd say that," retorted Rosemary. Why not? I want to. Isn't



that a reason? And besides, one's always reading about these
things. I decided -"

"But," said Philip slowly, and he cut the end of a cigar; "she's
so astonishingly pretty."

"Pretty?" Rosemary was so surprised that she blushed. "Do
you think so? I -  hadn't thought about it."

"Good Lord!" Philip struck a match. "She's absolutely lovely.
Look again, my child. I was bowled over when I came into your
room just now. However... I think you're making a ghastly
mistake. Sorry, darling, if I'm rude and all that. But let me know if
Miss Smith is going to dine with us in time for me to look up The
Milliner's Gazette."

"You absurd creature!" said Rosemary, and she went out of
the library, but not back to her bedroom. She went to her writing-
room and sat down at her desk. Pretty! Absolutely lovely! Bowled
over! Her heart beat like a heavy bell. Pretty! Lovely! She drew her
cheque-book towards her. But no, cheques would be no use, of
course. She opened a drawer and took out five pound notes,
looked at them, put two back, and holding the three squeezed in
her hand, she went back to her bedroom.

Half an hour later Philip was still in the library, when
Rosemary came in.

"I only wanted to tell you," said she, and she leaned against
the door again and looked at him with her dazzled exotic gaze,
"Miss Smith won't dine with us tonight."

Philip put down the paper. "Oh, what's happened? Previous
engagement?"

Rosemary came over and sat down on his knee.

"She insisted on going," said she, so I gave the poor little
thing a present of money. I couldn't keep her against her will,
could I?" she added softly.

Rosemary had just done her hair, darkened her eyes a little
and put on her pearls. She put up her hands and touched Philip's
cheeks.



"Do you like me?" said she, and her tone, sweet, husky,

troubled him.
"I like you awfully," he said, and he held her tighter. "Kiss

me."

There was a pause.

Then Rosemary said dreamily: "I saw a fascinating little box
today. It cost twenty-eight guineas. May I have it?"

Philip jumped her on his knee. "You may, little wasteful
one," said he.

But that was not really what Rosemary wanted to say.

"Philip," she whispered, and she pressed his head against
her bosom, "am I pretty?"



THE HAPPY PRINCE

High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the
Happy Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold,
for eyes he had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed
on his sword-hilt.

He was very much admired indeed. “He is as beautiful as a
weathercock,” remarked one of the Town Councillors who
wished to gain a reputation for having artistic tastes; “only not
quite so useful,” he added, fearing lest people should think him
unpractical, which he really was not.

“Why can’t you be like the Happy Prince?” asked a sensible
mother of her little boy who was crying for the moon. “The Happy
Prince never dreams of crying for anything.”

“I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite
happy,” muttered a disappointed man as he gazed at the
wonderful statue.

“He looks just like an angel,” said the Charity Children as
they came out of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and
their clean white pinafores.

“How do you know?” said the Mathematical Master, “you
have never seen one.”

“Ah! but we have, in our dreams,” answered the children;
and the Mathematical Master frowned and looked very severe, for
he did not approve of children dreaming.

One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His
friends had gone away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had
stayed behind, for he was in love with the most beautiful Reed.
He had met her early in the spring as he was flying down the river
after a big yellow moth, and had been so attracted by her slender
waist that he had stopped to talk to her.

“Shall I love you?” said the Swallow, who liked to come to
the point at once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew
round and round her, touching the water with his wings, and



making silver ripples. This was his courtship, and it lasted all
through the summer.

“It is a ridiculous attachment,” twittered the other
Swallows; “she has no money, and far too many relations”; and
indeed the river was quite full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn
came they all flew away.

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his
lady-love. “She has no conversation,” he said, “and I am afraid
that she is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the wind.”
And certainly, whenever the wind blew, the Reed made the most
graceful curtseys. “I admit that she is domestic,” he continued,
“but I love travelling, and my wife, consequently, should love
travelling also.”

“Will you come away with me?” he said finally to her; but
the Reed shook her head, she was so attached to her home.

“You have been trifling with me,” he cried. “I am off to the
Pyramids. Good-bye!” and he flew away.

All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city.
“Where shall I put up?” he said; “I hope the town has made
preparations.”

Then he saw the statue on the tall column.

“I will put up there,” he cried; “it is a fine position, with
plenty of fresh air.” So he alighted just between the feet of the
Happy Prince.

“I have a golden bedroom,” he said softly to himself as he
looked round, and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was
putting his head under his wing a large drop of water fell on him.
“What a curious thing!” he cried; “there is not a single cloud in the
sky, the stars are quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. The
climate in the north of Europe is really dreadful. The Reed used to
like the rain, but that was merely her selfishness.”

Then another drop fell.

“What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?”
he said; “I must look for a good chimney-pot,” and he determined



to fly away. But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell,
and he looked up, and saw — Ah! what did he see?

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled with tears, and
tears were running down his golden cheeks. His face was so
beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with
pity.

“Who are you?” he said. “I am the Happy Prince.”

“Why are you weeping then?” asked the Swallow; “you
have quite drenched me.”

“When I was alive and had a human heart,” answered the
statue, “I did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace
of Sans-Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the
daytime I played with my companions in the garden, and in the
evening I led the dance in the Great Hall. Round the garden ran a
very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what lay beyond it,
everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers called me the
Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be happiness.
Sollived, and so I died. And now that I am dead they have set me
up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of
my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot choose
but weep.”

“What! is he not solid gold?” said the Swallow to himself.
He was too polite to make any personal remarks out loud.

“Far away,” continued the statue in alow musical voice, “far
away in a little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is
open, and through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face
is thin and worn, and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the
needle, for she is a seamstress. She is embroidering passion-
flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest of the Queen’s maids-of-
honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the
room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever, and is asking for
oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river water, so
he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not bring



her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this
pedestal and I cannot move.”

“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the Swallow. “My friends
are flying up and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-
flowers. Soon they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great King.
The King is there himself in his painted coffin. He is wrapped in
yellow linen, and embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a chain
of pale green jade, and his hands are like withered leaves.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will
you not stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The
boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad.”

“I don’t think I like boys,” answered the Swallow. “Last
summer, when I was staying on the river, there were two rude
boys, the miller’s sons, who were always throwing stones at me.
They never hit me, of course; we swallows fly far too well for that,
and besides, I come of a family famous for its agility; but still, it
was a mark of disrespect.”

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow
was sorry. “It is very cold here,” he said; “but I will stay with you
for one night, and be your messenger.”

“Thank you, little Swallow,” said the Prince.

So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince’s
sword, and flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the
town. He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble
angels were sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the
sound of dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the balcony with
her lover. “How wonderful the stars are,” he said to her, “and how
wonderful is the power of love!”

“I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball,”
she answered; “I have ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered
on it; but the seamstresses are so lazy.”

He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to
the masts of the ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old
Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing out money in



copper scales. At last he came to the poor house and looked in.
The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother had
fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid the great
ruby on the table beside the woman's thimble. Then he flew gently
round the bed, fanning the boy’s forehead with his wings. “How
cool I feel,” said the boy, “I must be getting better”; and he sank
into a delicious slumber.

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told
him what he had done. “It is curious,” he remarked, “but I feel
quite warm now, although it is so cold.”

“That is because you have done a good action,” said the
Prince. And the little Swallow began to think, and then he fell
asleep. Thinking always made him sleepy.

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath.
“What a remarkable phenomenon,” said the Professor of
Ornithology as he was passing over the bridge. “A swallow in
winter!” And he wrote a long letter about it to the local
newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so many words that
they could not understand.

“To-night I go to Egypt,” said the Swallow, and he was in
high spirits at the prospect. He visited all the public monuments,
and sat a long time on top of the church steeple. Wherever he went
the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each other, “What a
distinguished stranger!” so he enjoyed himself very much.

When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.
“Have you any commissions for Egypt?” he cried; “I am just
starting.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will
you not stay with me one night longer?”

“I am waited for in Egypt,” answered the Swallow. “To-
morrow my friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-
horse couches there among the bulrushes, and on a great granite
throne sits the God Memnon. All night long he watches the stars,
and when the morning star shines he utters one cry of joy, and



then he is silent. At noon the yellow lions come down to the
water’s edge to drink. They have eyes like green beryls, and their
roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “far
away across the city I see a young man in a garret. He is leaning
over a desk covered with papers, and in a tumbler by his side
there is a bunch of withered violets. His hair is brown and crisp,
and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and he has large and
dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a play for the Director of the
Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more. There is no fire in
the grate, and hunger has made him faint.”

“I will wait with you one night longer,” said the Swallow,
who really had a good heart. “Shall I take him another ruby?”

“Alas! I have no ruby now,” said the Prince; “my eyes are
all that I have left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were
brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them
and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweller, and buy food and
firewood, and finish his play.”

“Dear Prince,” said the Swallow, “I cannot do that”; and he
began to weep.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as
I command you.”

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away
to the student’s garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was
a hole in the roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room.
The young man had his head buried in his hands, so he did not
hear the flutter of the bird’s wings, and when he looked up he
found the beautiful sapphire lying on the withered violets.

“I am beginning to be appreciated,” he cried; “this is from
some great admirer. Now I can finish my play,” and he looked
quite happy.

The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat
on the mast of a large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big
chests out of the hold with ropes. “Heave a-hoy!” they shouted as



each chest came up. “I am going to Egypt”! cried the Swallow, but
nobody minded, and when the moon rose he flew back to the
Happy Prince.

“I am come to bid you good-bye,” he cried.

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “will
you not stay with me one night longer?”

“It is winter,” answered the Swallow, “and the chill snow
will soon be here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-
trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them.
My companions are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and
the pink and white doves are watching them, and cooing to each
other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget you,
and next spring [ will bring you back two beautiful jewels in place
of those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red
rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.”

“In the square below,” said the Happy Prince, “there stands
a little match-girl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and
they are all spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not bring
home some money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or
stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and
give it to her, and her father will not beat her.”

“I will stay with you one night longer,” said the Swallow,
“but I cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then.”

“Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,” said the Prince, “do as
I command you.”

So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye, and darted down
with it. He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into
the palm of her hand. “What a lovely bit of glass,” cried the little
girl; and she ran home, laughing.

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. “You are blind
now,” he said, “so I will stay with you always.”

“No, little Swallow,” said the poor Prince, “you must go
away to Egypt.”



“I will stay with you always,” said the Swallow, and he slept
at the Prince’s feet.

All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told
him stories of what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of
the red ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile,
and catch gold-fish in their beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as
the world itself, and lives in the desert, and knows everything; of
the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of their camels, and
carry amber beads in their hands; of the King of the Mountains of
the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships a large crystal;
of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has twenty
priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies who sail
over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the
butterflies.

“Dear little Swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me of
marvellous things, but more marvellous than anything is the
suffering of men and of women. There is no Mystery so great as
Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and tell me what you see
there.”

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich
making merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were
sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white
faces of starving children looking out listlessly at the black streets.
Under the archway of a bridge two little boys were lying in one
another’s arms to try and keep themselves warm. “How hungry
we are!” they said. “You must not lie here,” shouted the
Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain.

Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.

“I am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “you must
take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always
think that gold can make them happy.”

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the
Happy Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine
gold he brought to the poor, and the children’s faces grew rosier,



and they laughed and played games in the street. “We have bread
I” they cried.

Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The
streets looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright
and glistening; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from
the eaves of the houses, everybody went about in furs, and the
little boys wore scarlet caps and skated on the ice.

The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he
would not leave the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up
crumbs outside the baker’s door when the baker was not looking
and tried to keep himself warm by flapping his wings. But at last
he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up to
the Prince’s shoulder once more. “Good-bye, dear Prince!” he
murmured, “will you let me kiss your hand?”

“I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little
Swallow,” said the Prince, “you have stayed too long here; but
you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you.”

“It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the Swallow. “I am
going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he
not?”

now

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down
dead at his feet. At that moment a curious crack sounded inside
the statue, as if something had broken. The fact is that the leaden
heart had snapped right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully hard
frost.

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square
below in company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the
column he looked up at the statue: “Dear me! how shabby the
Happy Prince looks!” he said.

“How shabby indeed!” cried the Town Councillors, who
always agreed with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it.

“The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and
he is golden no longer,” said the Mayor in fact, “he is litttle beter
than a beggar!”



“Little better than a beggar,” said the Town Councillors.

“And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!” continued the
Mayor. “We must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to
be allowed to die here.” And the Town Clerk made a note of the
suggestion.

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. “As he
is no longer beautiful he is no longer useful,” said the Art
Professor at the University. Then they melted the statue in a
furnace, and the Mayor held a meeting of the Corporation to
decide what was to be done with the metal. “We must have
another statue, of course,” he said, “and it shall be a statue of
myself.”

“Of myself,” said each of the Town Councillors, and they
quarrelled. When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still.

“What a strange thing!” said the overseer of the workmen at
the foundry. “This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace.
We must throw it away.” So they threw it on a dust-heap where
the dead Swallow was also lying.

“Bring me the two most precious things in the city,” said
God to one of His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden
heart and the dead bird.

“You have rightly chosen,” said God, “for in my garden of
Paradise this little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of
gold the Happy Prince shall praise me.



THE GIFT OF THE MAGI

One dollar and eighty-seven cents. That was all. And sixty
cents of it was in pennies. Pennies saved one and two at a time by
bulidozing the grocer and the vegetable man and the butcher until
one's cheeks burned with the silent imputation of parsimony that
such close dealing implied. Three times Della counted it. One
dollar and eighty-seven cents. And the next day would be
Christmas.

There was clearly nothing to do but flop down on the
shabby little couch and cry. So, Della did it, which instigates the
moral reflection that life is made up of sobs, sniffles, and smiles,
with sniffles predominating.

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

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

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

Della finished her cry and attended to her cheeks with the
powder rag. She stood by the window and looked out dully at a
gray cat walking a gray fence in a gray backyard. Tomorrow
would be Christmas Day, and she had only $ 1.87 with which to
buy Jim a present. She had been saving every penny she could for



months, with this result. Twenty dollars a week doesn't go far.
Expenses had been greater than she had calculated. They always
are. Only $ 1.87 to buy a present for Jim. Her Jim. Many a happy
hour she had spent planning for something nice for him.
Something fine and rare and sterling-something just a little bit
near to being worthy of the honor of being owned by Jim.

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

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

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

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

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



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

"Will you buy my hair?" asked Della.

"I buy hair" ', said Madame. "Take your hat off and let's have
a sight at the looks of it". Down rippled the brown cascade.

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

"Give it to me quick", said Della. Oh, and the next two hours
tripped by on rosy wings. Forget the hashed metaphor. She was
ransacking the stores for Jim's present.

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

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

Within forty minutes her head was covered with tiny, close-
lying curls that made her look wonderfully like a truant
schoolboy. She looked at her reflection in the mirror long,
carefully, and critically. "If Jim doesn't kill me", she said to herself,



"before he takes a second look at me, he'll say I look like a Coney
Island chorus girl. But what could I do—oh! what could I do with
a dollar and eighty-seven cents?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

, she cried, "don't look at me that way. I had



Jim looked about the room curiously. "You say your hair is
gone?" he said, with an air almost of idiocy.

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

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

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

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

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

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



But she hugged them to her bosom, and at length she was
able to look up with dim eyes and a smile and say: "My hair grows
so fast, Jim!" And then Della leaped up like a little singed cat and
cried, "Oh, oh!"

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

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

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

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

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



THE DINNER PARTY

There are still some rich people in the world; and there were
many more, in the enjoyable world of thirty years ago. I hope that
no one will be led astray by fiction that rich people lead dull,
boring and frustrated lives; compelled to listen to unintelligible
chamber music every other night, to sit through interminable
operas which they do not understand, to bow unwillingly to
royalty and to force down their gullets such dietary dross as paté
de foie gras, trout in aspic, and champagne. Please be assured that
many of them lead lives of particular pleasure; commanding the
finest artists to play and sing exactly what they wish to hear,
greeting royalty on terms of pleasure and intimacy, and eating
and drinking precisely what they want - often paté de foie gras,
trout in aspic, and champagne.

But rich people do have their problems. They are seldom
problems of finance, since most rich people have sufficient sense
to hire other people to take care of their worries - whether they are
concerned with taxes, politics, the education of their children, the
estrangement of their wives, or the greed of their servants. But
there are other, more genuine problems. They are the problems of
behaviour. Let me tell you one such a problem, which beset my
uncle Octavian a full thirty years ago.

A full thirty years ago I myself was fifteen. That is not really
important, though it was important to me at that time, on the
threshold of the dazzling adult world. More important to this
story, my uncle Octavian, was then (in 1925) a rich man in the
lavish pride of manhood. He was, as any suitable contemporary
will confirm, a charming and accomplished host whose villa on
the Cote d'Azure was an accepted rendezvous of the great, and he
was (as I will confirm) a hospitable, contented, and most amiable
man - until January 3, 1925.

There was nothing special about that day, in the life of my
uncle Octavian, except that it was his fifty-fifth birthday. As usual
on such a day, he was giving a dinner party, a party for twelve



people. All of them were old friends: two of them, indeed, were
what were then called, unambiguously, "old flames". My uncle,
aged fifty-five, would scarcely have found it possible to give a
birthday dinner party not attended by at least two such guests. He
had long been addicted to what was then called, with equal
unambiguity, a "full life".

I, myself, aged fifteen, was deeply privileged. I was staying
with my uncle at his exquisite villa near Cap d' Antibes; and as a
special concession on this happy day, I was allowed to come down
to dinner.

It was exciting to me to be admitted to such company, which
included besides the two "old flames", and their respective
husbands, a newspaper proprietor of exceptional intelligence and
his fabulous American wife; a recent prime-minister of France and
a monumental statesman of post-war Germany, and a Habsburg
prince and princess.

At that age, on holiday from school, you will guess that I
was dazzled. Even today, thirty years later, one may fairly admit
that the company was distinguished. But I should also stress, to
give point to the story, that they were all old and intimate friends
of my uncle Octavian.

Towards the end of a wonderful dinner when dessert had
been brought in and the servants had left, my uncle leant forward
to admire a magnificent solitaire diamond ring on the princess's
hand. She was a handsome woman, of regal bearing.

I remember the candlelight flashing on, and within, the
canary-yellow stone as she turned her hand gracefully towards
my uncle.

Across the table, the newspaper proprietor leant across and
said: "May I also have a look, Therese?" She smiled and nodded.
Then she took off the ring and held it out to him. 'It was my
grandmother's - the old empress," she said. "l have not worn it for
many years. It is said to have once belonged to Genghis Khan."



There were exclamations of delight and admiration. The
ring was passed from hand to hand. For a moment it rested on my
own palm, gleaming splendidly with that wonderful interior
yellow glow that such jewels can command. Then I passed it on to
my next-door neighbour. As I turned away again, I thought I saw
her pass it on. At least I was almost sure I saw her.

It was some twenty minutes later when the princess stood
up, giving the signal for the ladies to withdraw. She looked round
us with a pleasant smile. Then she said: "Before we leave you, may
I have my ring back?"

I remembered my uncle Octavian murmuring: "Ah yes - that
wonderful ring!" I remember the newspaper proprietor saying:
"By Jove! Mustn't forget that!" and one of the women laughing.

Then there was a pause, while each of us looked expectantly
at his neighbour. Then there was silence. The princess was still
smiling, though less easily. She was unused to asking for things
twice.

"If you please," she said, with a touch of hauteur, "Then we
can leave the gentlemen to their port."

When no one answered her, and the silence continued, I still
thought that it could only be a practical joke, and that one of us -
probably the prince himself- would produce the ring with a laugh
and a flourish, perhaps chiding her for her carelessness. But when
nothing happened at all, I knew that the rest of the night would
be dreadful.

I am sure that you can guess the sort of scene that followed.
There was the embarrassment, immediate and shattering, of the
guests - all of them old and valued friends. There was the freezing
politeness of the prince, the near-tears of the princess. There were
the demands to be searched, the overturning of chairs, the minute
scrutiny of the carpet, and then of the whole room. There was the
fact that presently no one would meet anyone else's eye.

All these things happened, but they did not bring the
princess's ring back again. It had vanished - an irreplaceable



heirloom, worth possibly two thousand pounds - in a roomful of
twelve people, all known to each other.

No servants had entered the room. No one had left it for a
moment. The thief (for now it could only be theft) was one of us,
one of my uncle Octavian's cherished friends.

I remember it was the French cabinet minister who was
most insistent on being searched; indeed, in his excitement he had
already started turning out his pockets, before my uncle held up
his hand and stopped him. Uncle Octavian's face was pale and
tremendously tense, as if he had been dealt a mortal blow.

"There will be no searching,' he commanded. "Not in my
house. You are all my friends. The ring can only be lost. If it is not
found," he bowed towards the princess, "I will naturally make
amends myself."

The dreadful and fruitless search began again.

The ring was never found, though the guests stayed nearly
till dawn - unwilling to be the first to leave, wishing to comfort
my uncle, who though deadly calm was deeply stricken, and still
hoping that, from the shambles of the dining-room, the ring
would somehow appear.

It never did appear, either then or later. My uncle Octavian.
to the last, remained true to his rigid code and adamant that no
one to be searched.

I myself went back to England, and school, a few days later.
I was very glad to escape. The sight of my uncle's face, and the
knowledge of his overturned world, were more than I could bear.
All that he was left with, among the ruins of his way of life, was a
question mark: which of his intimate friends was the thief?

I do not know how, or on what scale, my uncle Octavian
made amends. I know that he never returned to his lonely house
near Cap d'Antibes, and that he remained a recluse for the rest of
his days.

I know that, to our family's surprise, he was a comparatively
poor man when he died.



He died, in fact, a few weeks ago, and that is why I feel I can
tell the story.

It would be wrong to say that he died a broken man, but he
did die a profoundly sad one, with the special sadness of a
hospitable host who never gave a single lunch or dinner party for
the last thirty years of his life.



HaBuasyibHe BUmaHHS

Kasinina Jlapuica Bagumisaa
I'purop’esa TersHa IOpiiBHa

LEARN TO READ
AND
READ TO LEARN:

HaByYaiica (PijIoI0riYHOMY YMTAHHIO 1 YU TAIM,
YAOCKOHAJIKKYY IHO3EeMHY MOBY

HaBuasibam rmocioHmk



