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IpeauciioBue

Hacrosimee nocobue conep>XUT TEKCThl M YNPaXKHEHUs, HalpaBJICHHbIC HA
OBJIQJICHUE OIpPEIACICHHBIMA  yMEHHSIMM M HaBbIKaMH nepeBoga. [Ipumepsr
JIEKCUKO-TPAMMATUYECKUX TPYIHOCTEH MEPEeBOAA B3ATHl U3  AHIVIMHUCKHUX
IPAMMaTUK M CJIOBAPEU, W3 XYHNOKECTBEHHBIX IIPOU3BEICHUN AHIVIMHCKUX U
aMEpPUKAHCKUX aBTOPOB.

JlanHOe mocoOue He MPETeHAyeT Ha HCUYEPIIBIBAIOLIEE H3JI0)KEHUE OCHOB
nepeBona. ABTOpBl  OIPAaHMYMBAIOTCA  OCBELICHUEM  OIPENEICHHOIO Kpyra
BOIIPOCOB, KOTOpPbIE, N0 UX MHEHMIO, MPEJCTABISAIOT HAauOOJbIIYI0 BaXXKHOCTh B
TEOPETUYECKOM M MPAKTUYECKOM IUJIAHE U BBI3BIBAIOT HAUOOJBIINE TPYIHOCTH Y

o0y4aeMbIX.



Yacrs 1
Pab6oTra co caoBapem

«Dpaniy3ckuit nekcukorpad Aman Peit kak-ToO METKO 3aMeTHJ, 4YTO
COBPEMEHHAS LIHUBUJIM3ALNS — 3TO UUBUIN3ALMS CIOBApe. TeM caMbIM OH XOTell
MOAYEPKHYTh Ty BAXKHYIO, TPOHU3BIBAIOLIYI0 BCE ACMEKTHl HAILIEW >KU3HHU POJIb,
KOTOPYIO WIPAlOT B CETOAHSIIHEM MHUPE CIIOBAPU CAaMBIX Pa3JIMYHBIX TUIOB. U
NEHCTBUTENBHO, CJIOBAPU — 3TO HaWOOJiee YacTO YMOTpeOJsieMble CIIPaBOYHUKH.
WX ponp 4pe3BbIYAIHO BEJIMKA, HAIPUMEP, B PAa3BUTUH U COBEPIICHCTBOBAHUU
KYJBTYPbl pe4d POAHOTO si3bika. [IpH M3ydeHUM K€ HHOCTPAHHOTO SI3bIKA HX
BAXHOCTh TPYIHO mnepeoueHutsby», numer JLII. CtynuH. 3a mocienHue roasl
3HAYUTEIBHO BO3POC MHTEPEC K MHOTOSI3BIYHBIM CIIOBAPSM. DTO €CTECTBEHHO, TaK
KaK UJET MPOIIECC B3aUMOBIIMSHUS U B3aUMOOOOTaIlICHUSI HAITMOHAIBHBIX KYJIbTYp
HapOJ0B MHpPA, PACIIUPSIOTCA KOHTAKThl MEXAY IOCyJapCTBaMU U HapOJaMH BO
BCEX O0OJIACTAX  4YEJIOBEUECKOW JIeATeTbHOCTH. HemanoBakHylo poib B
OCYILECTBIICHUU MEXIYHAPOJHBIX CBsI3€H, HAYYHOrO M KYJbTYpHOTO OOMeHa
UTPAIOT CJIOBapW JIOOOTO THIIA, OTPAKAIONIME MATEPUAIBHYI0O U JIYyXOBHYIO
KyJbTYpY TOT'O UJIM MHOTO HApoAa, a TAKXKE CBOEOOpas3ue s3bIKa.

Crnenyer OTMETHTh, YTO KakK Obl XOPOIIIO HU BIAJEN YEJIOBEK MHOCTPAaHHBIM
S3BIKOM, €r0 MaMsATh HE MOXKET yAeprKaTh 3HA4eHUs abCONMIOTHO Bcex clioB. Kak
M3BECTHO, B COBPEMEHHBIX Ss3bIKaxX OOJBIIMHCTBO CJIOB MHOTrO3Ha4yHO. Ecnu y
[IEPEBOAYMKA BO3HHMKAKOT TPYAHOCTH C TIEPEBOAOM, OH, IMPEKIE BCETO,
oOpaiaercst K CJI0Bapio.

XOTs cJIOBaph M HE Ja€T KOHTEKCTYaJIbHOTO 3HAUYEHUS CJI0BA, OTTAJIKUBASICh
OT OIIPEICICHHOTO HOPMATHBHOI'O 3HAYEHHUs, YKA3aHHOTO B CIIOBape, MOXKHO
HaWTH TO 3HAYCHHE, KOTOPOE MbI HINEM. 3HaHUE alipaBUTa M 3HAKOMCTBO CO
CTPYKTYpPOU cloBapsi 00ecrieqrBaeT ObICTPOE MOJIH30BAHUE CIIOBAPEM.

CnoBapu nensTcs Ha JBE€ OONBINHME TPYMIbBI: DHIUKIONEAUYECKUE U
JIMHTBUCTUYECKHE.
DHIMKIONEINYECKUE CIIOBAPU OBIBAIOT JIBYX THUIIOB: OOIIHE U CIEIUATIbHBIC

U PaCKpBIBAIOT 00bEM U COJEPIKaHUE TIOHATUM O MpeIMeTaX, COOBITUSX, SIBIICHUSIX.



K o0mmM SHIMKIONEINYECKAM CIIOBAapsiM OTHOCATCSA, Hampumep, boibmas
Coserckasg Dunukiaonenns, bomsmas Poccuiickasg oSHOUKIOneaws, 1he
Encyclopedia Britannica.

CrenuayibHbIE SHIUKJIONEIUYSCKAE CIIOBAPU TTOCBAIICHBI OMPEICICHHBIM
00JacTsAM 3HAHWHN: SKOHOMHUYECKHE, GUIOCOPCKHE, NUCTOPUIECKUE, TUTEpATypHBIC
U JIp.

B nuHTBHCTHYECKHMX JK€ CIOBapsX JaeTCsl XapaKTepHUCTHKAa CII0Ba Kak
CIMHUIIBI S3bIKA: TPUBOJATCS 3HAYEHUS CJoBa (€CIM OHO MHOTO3HAYHO), €ro
rpaMmaTudeckas,  opdorpaduueckas,  opdodmmueckas  XapaKTCPUCTUKH,
YKa3bIBaCTCS €ro0 CTWIEBas TMPUHAJICKHOCTh, B HEKOTOPBIX CJIOBApSAX -
ATUMOJIOTHS. 3aTeM HAYT MPUMEPHI, WLTIOCTPUPYIOIIUE peald3alfio 3HAUYCHUN
CJIOBA B peUH.

Cnenyer OTMETUTb, 4YTO 3HA4Y€HHUS CJIOBA MOTYT pPacKpbIBaThCid B
JIMHTBUCTUYECKOM CJIOBape ABYMs CIIOCOOAMH: CPEACTBAMHU TOTO K€ S3bIKa, U3
KOTOPOTO B3ATO TOJKYEMOE CJIOBO, WUIM CPEJICTBAMHU JPYToro (APyrux) sI3bIKOB,
T.e. mnepeBojgoM. CrenoBarenbHO, B 3aBHCUMOCTH OT 3TOrO pa3inyaroTcs
OJTHOSI3BIYHBIC CJIOBAPH U TTEPEBOHBIC.

OnHOSI3bIYHBIC JTUHTBUCTHYECKUE CIIOBAPU PA3IUYAIOTCS B 3aBUCUMOCTH OT
TOTO, KaKO S3bIKOBOM MaTepual MoJBEprHyT 00padOTKe M KaKOBBI CITIOCOOBI ITOM
00pabOTKH: TOJIKOBBIC CIIOBAPH, JTHUMOJIOTMUECKHE CJIOBApH, YaCTOTHBHIE,
opdorpadudeckue, ophodnUIECKHE.

Kpome crnoBapeit oOmiero Tuma HWMEIOTCA TakXe eIle CIelUaIbHbIC
JUHTBUCTUYECKHWE  cjoBapw. Hampumep:  uwaeorpaduueckue  (YyCIOBHBIX
MMCBMEHHBIX 3HAKOB), CHHOHUMHYECKHE, (Dpa3eooTHYecKue, CJIOBApU CJICHTA,
JTUAJICKTU3MOB, COKpAIllCHWH, TEPMHHOJOTHYECKHE, TOIMOHUMHUYECKHe (T.C.

reorpauYeCKUX Ha3BaHMI) CIOBApH, CJIOBAPU IIUTAT, AaMEPUKAHU3MOB H JIp.

CneayeT IMOMHHUTB, YTO IJId YCIICIIHOTO ITOJIb30BAHUA 06H_[I/IMI/I CJI0OBapsAMH

HAJ0 3HATh ain(aBUT; MOPSIOK pa3MEIICHHs CJIOB Ha OAHY OYKBY B CIOBape IO



MPUHITUITY TIOCJIEIOBATEIHLHOCTH andaBUTa BIUIOTH JO MOCIEIHUX OYKB CIIOBa; a
TaKK€ TIOCTPOCHHUE  CIIOBapsi: YCJIOBHbIE OOO3HAYEHHUS, PACIOJIOKECHHE
CIIPAaBOYHOTO MaTepuala, TPYINIUPOBKY CIOB B CEMaHTHYECKOE (CMBICIOBOE)

THE3]10, UICXOTHBIE (DOPMBI CJIOB.

YunpaxxHeHust
Ynpaxnenue 1.

HepeBezmTe cileayrmue ¢joBa ¢ noMombio ¢JioBapsi 1 pacCioJoKuTe uxX B
aj(paBUTHOM MOPSAKE:

Logging, insulation, hatch, gherkin, angle, buoyancy, grotto, necklace, paradise,
presumption, redundancy, species, tranche, twinkle, pace, cause, data, exit, fuel,
garbage, judge, kettle, liquid, machinery, occupation, population, queue, rent, soil,

wing.

YnpaxHenue 2.

BoccranoBure HCXOAHBIC (l)OpM])I CJIOB: (l)OpMLI, KOTOPbIE€ MOYKHO HAWTH B
cJioBape:

Smallest, worst, taken, cries, flying, living, finished, analyses, women, worse,

mice, fought, drank, spilt, swung.

Ynpaxnenue 3.

Haiigure B ciioBape 3HaYeHHE CJIEAYIOMUAX COKPAIICHUH:
Acft, AD, aff, AIDS, amt, APA, BC, c., bo, cc, def., dol., ecol, FBI, GM, LP, mi.,

m.p., Medit., n.s., pam, RP, sel, T.B., tn, yd.

Ynpaxnenue 4.

Hajinute cioBapHyl crathio riarosa break wm mepeBenure coueranusi c
JIAHHBIM TJ1ar0JIOM:

break a habit, break a record, break a journey, break sb’s heart, break a strike,

break a link/tie/connection, break the skin, break the back of smth, break the bank,



break sb’s concentration, break the silence, break sb’s spirit, break sb’s power,

break the ice, break a code, break wind, break (sb’s) serve, break a leg.

Ynpa:xxnenue 5.
Oo0parure BHMMaHue Ha opdorpagui0 HUKENEPEYUCICHHBIX CJIOB.
IIporpanckpudupyiiTe U nNepeBeanTe:
1. Alive, live, lively;
Alone, lonely;
Childish, childlike;
Cloth, cloths, clothes;
Comprehensive, comprehensible;
Concert, concerto;
Considerable, considerate;

Contemptuous, contemptible;
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Distinct, distinctive;

[EN
o

. Elementary, elemental;

[HEN
[EEN

. Incredible, incredulous;

[EN
N

. Industrial, industrious;

[EN
w

. Lie, lay;

[HEN
SN

. Literal, literate

[EN
(6)]

. Politics, policy;

[HEN
(2]

. Sensible, sensitive

[HEN
\l

. Successful, successive.
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Yacrs 2 [IpakTuka nepesoga

lepamHeHmI Ha nmepesBoa

Ynpaxxkuenue 1

HepeBezmTe NMpEeaJI0KEeHUs, oﬁpamaﬂ BHHUMAaHHE Ha yHOTpeﬁJIeHI/Ie

YUCJIUTECJIbHBIX M CYHIECTBHTC/IbHbLIX:

1.

She gave me another five hundred dollars and the name and phone number
of a woman in New York through whom I could get work (R. Foster).

Jones rose from the table two thousand dollars the richer. Even then he was
moderate in victory. He offered his opponent his revenge and lost five
hundred and a few odd dollars (Gr. Greene).

There are twenty-one thousand francs for you (J.D. Carr)

You have blamed me a million times because I can’t give you a child (G.
Gordon).

Nora was giving her first showing of the work she had done in the twenty
one months since we had been at war (H. Robbins).

If she wanted to marry just to be married there were a dozen boys who
would jump at the chance (W.S. Maugham).

On a chicken farm where hundreds and even thousands of chickens come out

of eggs surprising things sometimes happen (Sh. Anderson).

. That is one of the most interesting parts of the story (A. Christie).

A couple of constables were examining the windows and the geranium beds
(A.C. Doyle).

10. The number of rooms was alarming. The both perceived instantly, though

neither of them mentioned it, that Christine’s few pieces would barely

furnish two of these apartments (A. Cronin).

11. “How many of these places have you seen?” he demanded. “All of them — a

thousand times” (M. Wilson).

12. When he’s finished his chorus and the band’s having a turn Conroy starts to

prance about the stage, twisting and shaking himself as though he’s got half

a dozen scorpions up his vest (St. Barstow).



EXPLANATORY NOTES

- Remember that in English, unlike Russian, nouns modified by the
numerals twenty-three, thirty-five, etc are used in the plural. Compare:
twenty-one books — dsaoyame oona knuea, forty one years — copok ooumn
200.

- The word couple is always followed by an of — phrase.

- Remember not to use the preposition of after forms like a dozen, three
hundred, four thousand, sixteen million and others, where the words
dozen, hundred, thousand, million are in the singular.

- Remember to use preposition of after the plural forms of the same words:

dozens of, hundreds of, thousand of, millions of.

YnpaxxkHenue 2
IlepeBeanTe NMpeaIoKeHUs1, oOpamasi BHUMaHue Ha ynorpedsienue (the)
other(s), another:
1. We sat there in silence for maybe another five minutes and then a cab
stopped up on Alton Road (R. Foster).
2. Andrew couldn’t utter another word (A. Cronin).
3. Life itself had come to have no other meaning (K. Mansfield).
4.You'll marry again. You’ll have other children, too. You have had one
success with Pip. You'll have no others (M. Dickens).
5. Another minute and they were there (A. Cronin).
6. Rain, rain, go away, come again another day (A nursery rhyme).
7. All the other candidates looked far more likely to be successful than himself
(A. Cronin).
8. Oh, dear how hard it was it was to be indifferent like the others (K.
Mansfield).
9. Oh, don’t mind me. I'’ve got other plans for Sunday (M. Dickens).
10. If he couldn’t find another job, how was he to live (A. Cronin).



EXPLANATORY NOTES

- Remember that another generally modifies nouns in the singular (with
the exception of another four days, and the like).

- The other (some other, any other, no other) may apply to nouns both in
the singular and in the plural while other is used only with nouns in the

plural.

Ynpaxkuenue 3

IlepeBeauTe NMpensioKeHusi, 00paiass BHUMaHue Ha ynorpedJaenue (a) few, (a)

little:
1.

© © N o

The politeness with which she treated you was exasperating because you
could not but feel how little interest she took in you (W.S. Maugham).

Yes he was here. He left a few minutes ago (I. Murdoch).

His dreams were so simple, his wants so few (Th. Dreiser).

In July there were fewer and fewer lectures, because everyone had to help
with the haymaking (M. Dickens).

His hair was not grey at all, oh, there were a few white hairs on the temple,
but they were becoming (W.S. Maugham).

| could catch only a few of the melancholy words (Gr. Greene).

She knew him very little then (W.S. Maugham).

Few people were about (A. Cronin).

There are few things better to eat than a potato baked in its skin, with plenty

of butter, pepper and salt (W.S. Maugham).

10. Little of the conversation had much meaning for George (J. O ’Hara).

EXPLANATORY NOTES

- Remember that few (fewer) and a few may be used only with countable
nouns in the plural, while little (less) and a little are used only with

uncountable nouns in the singular.



- Remember that the use of the indefinite article before few or little makes
their meanings different, for example: Do you know many people who
speak Spanish? Yes, | know a few. No, | know few.

Few and little are used in the negative sense: few means “not many, a
small number”; little means “not much, a small quantity, in a small
degree”.

A few and a little are used in the positive sense: a few means “several”, a
little means “some, but not much”.

- Quite a few means “a good many”, “a considerable number”.

Ynpaxuenue 4
IlepeBenuTe NMpenioKeHUs1, 00palasi BHUMaHUe HAa ynoTpedaenne enough:
1. | suddenly thought for once in my life | shall have enough canna
lilies (K. Mansfield).
2. Will you take the advice of a woman old enough to be your mother
(A. Cronin).
There was just enough water to soak the sponge (K. Mansfield).
He isn’t strong enough (E. O’ Neill).
Isn’t my work good enough for you, Doctor Manson (A. Cronin).
He wasn’t well enough for visitors (M. Dickens).
Maybe you’ll be kind enough to explain this (A. Cronin).
That’s easy enough, in theory (J.D. Carr).
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As if we hadn’t enough worries of our own (A. Cronin).

10.“I don't fancy it,” he said. “Not conspicuous enough” (K.
Mansfield).

11. “Yes”, she said, not quickly enough to please him (A. Cronin).

12. You could see your way well enough if you were sober (E. O’

Neill).

EXPLANATORY NOTES



- Normally, the word enough precedes nouns and follows adjectives and

nouns.

YunpaxHenue 5
IlepeBeauTe NMpenioKeHUs1, 00palasi BHUMaHue Ha ynorpedaenue there is
(there are) B oTpuIaTeIbHBIX KOHCTPYKIHAX

1. There’s nothing to be done about what has already happened (E.
Caldwell).

2. I obeyed, there wasn’t anything else to do under the circumstances (R.
Foster).

3. He was asking if there was any bacon, and there wasn’t any (J.P.
Marquand).

4. She was always the wife of George Lockwood, so much so that in the two
towns there were not a dozen women and not a man who called her by her
first name (J. O’Hara).

5. I went into the office and called my answering service. There were no
messages (R. Foster).

6. We can’t keep people from talking. There is no way in the world to put an
end to such a talk (E. Caldwell).

7. There wasn’t much else to say (H. Robbins)

8. He felt happy now. There was not anything that was irrevocable (E.
Hemingway).

9. There was no time to find out what was going on (R. Foster).

10. “There aren’t many things you really want, are there?” “Not many”, she
said (J. O’Hara).

11. There wasn’t too much time, but this time I didn’t hurry (R. Foster).

12. There are not many people who 've had the experiences I have had in one

way and another (W. S. Maugham).

EXPLANATORY NOTES



The negation no is never followed by a noun with an article; nor is it
followed by the pronouns any (anyone, anything, anybody), some
(something, somebody), none (nothing, nobody), another; by the
adjectives many, much, few, little, enough, single. Normally, it is
followed by a noun without any article. The noun may be modified by an
adjective or the pronoun other.

The negation not is not followed by the pronouns other, some, something,
somebody. The negation not may be followed by the pronouns any, any
other, another, anything, anyone, anybody; the adjectives many, much,
few, little, enough, (a) single; the numerals one, two, three, etc. Many,
much, few, little can be modified by so or very.

If the negation not is followed by a noun with the indefinite article, it
generally means “not a single”. Compare:

There are no clouds in the sky. Ha nebe nem o6.1akos.

There is not a cloud in the sky. Ha nebe nu obnaka.

Ynpa:xkuenue 6

IlepeBenure npeasoxeHusi, 00pamas BHUMaHUe HA yNOTpPeOJieHHe IJ1aroJia

make:
1.

“You can’t make me stay. Nobody can make me stay” “I am not trying to

make you stay. Your life is your own, and all, or most of it, is still before

you” (E.Glasgow).

It made her feel sad somehow. It made her feel old (I. Murdoch).

She did not seem able to make Charlie see how desperately grave the

situation was. His airiness made her impatient (W.S. Maugham).

For the first time he felt they were speaking freely and frankly, and it made

him happier (G. Gordon).

It made her angry (W.S. Maugham).

That was a thought. That made him feel better (E. Hemingway).

| wish | could make you as happy as you make me (W.S. Maugham).



8. You are making us both miserable with your crazy ideas (G. Gordon).

9. But Stanley was prettier than ever, he thought, in this primrose-coloured
wisp of a frock, which made her look like a spring flower (E. Glasgow).

10. If Caroline had any influence, she must be made to use it (D. Robins).

11. He had been made to feel himself like a pariah (A. Cronin).

12. He did not know, he would never know how this had come about, how the

writhing paralytic had been made to walk (A. Cronin).

EXPLANATORY NOTES
- Never use the particle to before an infinitive preceded by the verb to
make in the Active Voice.
- Never omit the particle to before an infinitive preceded by the verb to
make in the Passive Voice.
- Don’t use the infinitive of the verb to be before an adjective following

the verb to make.

YnpaxkHenue 7/

IlepeBenuTe npeasioxKeHusi, 00paiias BHUMaHUe HA ynoTpedJeHue t00 u

either:

1. Yet, he’s like a child, he hates to admit it. Well, I suppose I snore at times,
too, and I don'’t like to admit it (E. Neill).

2. I can’t get poor Harry Vidler out of my head. And I won't, either, till I do
something really to make up for it (A.J. Cronin).

3. Sorry | haven'’t been able to come and see you. I've been ill, and I haven't
been able to see Gracie either (W.S. Maugham).

4. “I mean it complimentary,” said Cathal. “You do not.” “All right, I dont.
And you don'’t like him either” (I. Murdoch).

5. It gets on my nerves. I can’t imagine Reggie likes it either (M. Dickens).

6. If you don’t want the box, throw it in the waste basket. I don’t want it now

either (J. O’Hara).



7. “Harry never mentioned Martha to me.

» (L3

Too much of a gentleman. He

never mentioned her to me either” (J. O 'Hara).

8. “Ha!” Said Sir Rumbould. “So you've been a victim too” (A.J. Cronin).

9. Rosa Keane was unkind enough to laugh. Frances was smiling too (A.J.

Cronin).

10. His wife, who stood near, closely observing Andrew, was nervous too (A.J.

Cronin).
11. “I think that’s over for you”. “I do too” (J. O Hara).

EXPLANATORY NOTES

Both too and either correspond to the Russian mooice, maxowce. However,
there is a difference in their use: too is used in affirmative sentences, and

either is used in negative ones.

YnpaxkHenue 8

IlepeBenure npennoxeHusi, 00pamasi BHUMaHHe HA yIIOTpPedJIeHue

MecTouMeHHns Who B C103KHBIX NPeNI0KEHNAX

1.

Then he turned inquiringly to the nurse, who appeared plain and
competent and severely professional (E. Glasgow).

A determined face. A man who knew what he wanted, who meant to get it
(A. Christie).

“Of course, | knew you never loved me as much as | loved you”, she
moaned. “I'm afraid that’s always the case”, he said. “There is always
one who loves and one who lets himself be loved” (W. S. Maugham).

It is not only people in books who say that (M. Dickens).

He walked off to join some friends who were waiting for him (R.
Ferguson).

The guests streamed in, aunts, uncles, cousins, fat and thin, shy and jolly;

pimply youths and vague old men who were steered about and zold: “Not



there, Grandpa!” Children who stared at the patients, and Sonny’s twin
sisters, who stared at them, too (M. Dickens).

7. We hate beginners who think they know everything before they start (R.
Ferguson).

8. He had a married daughter in the other part of the town who was always
on at him to tell her things (M. Dickens).

9. This was a man who had complete command of himself (A. Christie).

10. Mother, who had not stirred from the house for days and who now at our
evening meal was barely touching her food, pressed her hands together
(A. Cronin).

11. You saw that here was a woman who knew her mind and was never
afraid to speak it (W. S. Maugham).

12. He felt that he was a deceiver, an impostor who had no right to be where
he was (G. Gordon).

EXPLANATORY NOTES
- Never begin an attributive clause with the pronoun which if it modifies a

common or proper noun (pronoun) denoting a human being.

Ynpa:xknenue 9

IlepeBenure npeasnoxeHusi, 00pamasi BHUMaHHue HA yIOTPedJIeHue

MecTOMMEHMI SOmMe, any, anyone, none, either, neither, each:

1. “This is matter either for the Board of Trade or the Mines Department .
“We are at the disposal of each of these bodies”, squeaked Billy (A.
Cronin).

2. There was nobody inside except a waitress doing her hair and the cashier
unlocking the cash-boxes. She stood in the middle of the floor but neither of

them saw her (K. Mansfield).



3. It was a showier establishment than either of them had expected, and there
was a good deal of plate glass and shiny brass about the frontage (A.
Cronin).

4. As the candidates went past he handed an envelope to each of them (A.
Cronin).

5. None of the old friends came; none were left on Tenth Avenue (M. Puzo).

6. How can anyone of us forget? That’s what makes it so hard (E. O’Neill).

7. Before any of them could say another word he swung round and left the
house (A. Cronin).

8. But he didn’t want any of them (M. Dickens).

9. Some of the gifts were not wrapped up at all (A. Cronin).

10. “Yes, it was a waste of money, James. You shouldn’t have bought a second-
hand automobile”. “It’s one of the best makes! Everyone says it’s better
than any of the new ones” (E. O’Neill ).

11. None of his colleagues, who were already seated, took any notice of him (A.
Cronin).

12. He had never spoken to any of the guests — yet (K. Mansfield).

EXPLANATORY NOTES

- The pronouns under discussion are never followed directly by word-
groups like these people, those books, my friends or by personal
pronouns. The of - phrase is only correct form here.

- The pronouns somebody, anybody, nobody cannot be followed by an of —
phrase. Instead, some, any, anyone, none are used.

- Sometimes the pronouns some, any, none are applied to uncountable
nouns. It stands to reason that then both the noun and its modifying
pronoun are used in the singular. For example, Now, now, Mary. None of
that foolishness (E. O’Neill).

Ynpaxuenue 10



IlepeBenure cieayomue MNpPeAJOKEHUs] HA PYCCKHIl HA3BIK, oOpamasi
BHUMAaHHUEC HA yIIOTpeﬁ.]IeHHe ([)paseo.ﬂornquKnx CAUHMUIL:

1. «In those days Julia did not think it necessary to go to bed in the afternoons,
she was as strong as a horse and never tired, so he (Charles) used often to
take her for walks in the park» (S.Maugham).

2. « ... You may lead a horse to the water but you can’t make him drink»
(1.Murdoch).

3. «...Cry Havoc and let slip the dogs of war...».
(W. Shakespeare)

4. «Whewy, said Taverner, «he (Mr. Leonides) is a cold fish!» (A.Christie).

5. «The dance hall was a mass of stamping, pushing, circling humanity ... As
he sat there pale and silent, like a fish out of water» (A. Cronin).

6. «And with an inkling that her success as an actress strengthened his feeling
for her she worked like a dog to play well» (S.Maugham).

7. «Poor Winifred was like a fish out of water in this liberty...»
(D.H.Lawrence).

8. «He hated his fellow Forsytes abroad — vapid as fish out of water in their
well-trodden runs — the Opera, Rue de Rivoli, and Moilin Rouge»
(J.Galsworthy).

9. «You thought you'd only given birth to an ugly duckling; perhaps he’s
going to turn into a white-winged swany (S.Maugham).

10. «The masses feel that drunkenness, stupidity, and immorality should be
their own special property, and that if anyone of us makes an ass of himself
he is poaching on their preserves ...» (O.Wilde).

11. «I’ll give you a three year’s contract, I'll give you eight pounds a week and
you will have to work like a horse» (S.Maugham).

12. «lI had already trudged five miles of dreary moorland road when a lorry
driver pulled up and asked if I wanted a lifi. “Can a duck swim?” I thought
to myself. “Will you come to the hop with me if I call around for you? “With

you Pempsey” she stammered. “Say — will a duck swim?” (O. Henry)



TexkcTbl HA IEPEBO

Text1l
A Haunted House by V. Woolf

Whatever hour you woke there was a door shutting. From room to room they

went, hand in hand, lifting here, opening there, making sure-a ghostly couple.

"Here we left it," she said. And he added, "Oh, but here tool™ "It's upstairs," she
murmured. "And in the garden,"” he whispered. "Quietly," they said, "or we shall

wake them."

But it wasn't that you woke us. Oh, no. "They're looking for it; they're drawing the
curtain,” one might say, and so read on a page or two. "Now they've found it," one
would be certain, stopping the pencil on the margin. And then, tired of reading,
one might rise and see for oneself, the house all empty, the doors standing open,
only the wood pigeons bubbling with content and the hum of the threshing machine
sounding from the farm. "What did | come in here for? What did | want to find?"
My hands were empty. "Perhaps its upstairs then?" The apples were in the loft.
And so down again, the garden still as ever, only the book had slipped into the

grass.

But they had found it in the drawing room. Not that one could ever see them. The
windowpanes reflected apples, reflected roses; all the leaves were green in the
glass. If they moved in the drawing room, the apple only turned its yellow side. Yet,
the moment after, if the door was opened, spread about the floor, hung upon the
walls, pendant from the ceiling what? My hands were empty. The shadow of a
thrush crossed the carpet; from the deepest wells of silence the wood pigeon drew
its bubble of sound. "Safe, safe, safe” the pulse of the house beat softly. "The
treasure buried; the room . . ." the pulse stopped short. Oh, was that the buried

treasure?



A moment later the light had faded. Out in the garden then? But the trees spun
darkness for a wandering beam of sun. So fine, so rare, coolly sunk beneath the
surface the beam | sought always burned behind the glass. Death was the glass;
death was between us, coming to the woman first, hundreds of years ago, leaving
the house, sealing all the windows; the rooms were darkened. He left it, left her,
went North, went East, saw the stars turned in the Southern sky; sought the house,
found it dropped beneath the Downs. "Safe, safe, safe," the pulse of the house beat

gladly. 'The Treasure yours."

The wind roars up the avenue. Trees stoop and bend this way and that.
Moonbeams splash and spill wildly in the rain. But the beam of the lamp falls
straight from the window. The candle burns stiff and still. Wandering through the
house, opening the windows, whispering not to wake us, the ghostly couple seek

their joy.

"Here we slept,” she says. And he adds, "Kisses without number." "Waking in the
morning™ "Silver between the trees" "Upstairs” 'In the garden" "When summer
came" 'In winter snowtime™ "The doors go shutting far in the distance, gently

knocking like the pulse of a heart.

Nearer they come, cease at the doorway. The wind falls, the rain slides silver down
the glass. Our eyes darken, we hear no steps beside us; we see no lady spread her
ghostly cloak. His hands shield the lantern. "Look," he breathes. "Sound asleep.

Love upon their lips."

Stooping, holding their silver lamp above us, long they look and deeply. Long they
pause. The wind drives straightly; the flame stoops slightly. Wild beams of
moonlight cross both floor and wall, and, meeting, stain the faces bent; the faces

pondering; the faces that search the sleepers and seek their hidden joy.

"Safe, safe, safe," the heart of the house beats proudly. "Long years" he sighs.

"Again you found me." "Here," she murmurs, "sleeping; in the garden reading;



laughing, rolling apples in the loft. Here we left our treasure" Stooping, their light
lifts the lids upon my eyes. "Safe! safe! safe!" the pulse of the house beats wildly.

Waking, I cry "Oh, is this your buried treasure? The light in the heart."

Text 2
Gr. Greene «The End of the party»
(extract)

Peter Morton woke with a start to face the first light. Rain tapped against
the glass. It was January the fifth. He looked across a table on which a night-light
had guttered into a pool of water, at the other bed. Francis Morton was still
asleep, and Peter lay down again with his eyes on his brother. It amused him to
imagine it was himself whom he watched, the same hair, the same eyes, the same
lips and line of cheek. But the thought palled, and the mind went back to the fact
which lent the day importance. It was the fifth of January. He could hardly believe
a year had passed since Mrs Henne-Falcon had given her last children's party.
Francis turned suddenly upon his back and threw an arm across his face, blocking
his mouth. Peter's heart began to beat fast, not with pleasure now but with
uneasiness. He sat up and called across the table, “"Wake up." Francis's shoulders
shook and he waved a clenched fist in the air, but his eyes remained closed. To
Peter Morton the whole room seemed to darken, and he had the impression of a
great bird swooping. He cried again, "Wake up," and once more there was silver
light and the touch of rain on the windows.

Francis rubbed his eyes. "Did you call out?"" he asked.

"You are having a bad dream," Peter said. Already experience had taught him how
far their minds reflected each other. But he was the elder, by a matter of minutes,
and that brief extra interval of light, while his brother still struggled in pain and
darkness, had given him self-reliance and an instinct of protection towards the
other who was afraid of so many things.

"l dreamed that | was dead," Francis said.



"What was it like?"" Peter asked.

"I can't remember,"” Francis said.

"You dreamed of a big bird."

"Did 1?"

They two lay silent in bed facing each other, the same green eyes, the same nose
tilting at the tip, the same firm lips, and the same premature modelling of the chin.
The fifth of January, Peter thought again, his mind drifting idly from the image of
cakes to the prizes which might be won. Egg-and-spoon races, spearing apples in
basins of water, blind man's buff.

"l don't want to go," Francis said suddenly. "I suppose Joyce will be there ...
Mabel Warren." Hateful to him, the thought of a party shared with those two. They
were older than he. Joyce was eleven and Mabel Warren thirteen. The long pigtails
swung superciliously to a masculine stride. Their sex humiliated him, as they
watched him fumble with his egg, from under lowered scornful lids. And last year
... he turned his face away from Peter, his cheeks scarlet.

"What's the matter?"" Peter asked.

"Oh, nothing. I don't think I'm well. I've got a cold. | oughtn't to go to the party."
Peter was puzzled. "But Francis, is it a bad cold?"

"It will be a bad cold if I go to the party. Perhaps I shall die."

"Then you mustn't go," Peter said, prepared to solve all difficulties with one plain
sentence, and Francis let his nerves relax, ready to leave everything to Peter. But
though he was grateful he did not turn his face towards his brother. His cheeks still
bore the badge of a shameful memory, of the game of hide and seek last year in the
darkened house, and of how he had screamed when Mabel Warren put her hand
suddenly upon his arm. He had not heard her coming. Girls were like that. Their
shoes never squeaked. No boards whined under the tread. They slunk like cats on

padded claws.



Text3
O. Henry «The gift of Magi»
(extract)

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 bulldozing 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 howl.
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 lookout 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 happy hours 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.



Text4
H. Munro «The open window».

"My aunt will come down in a few minutes, Mr Nuttel," said a girl of fifteen,
showing him into the sitting-room. Mr Nuttel was a young painter who had
recently had a nervous breakdown. The doctors had told him that he should go
away for a holiday. They warned him, however, against crowded resorts and
recommended a complete rest in a quiet country place. So here he was, in a little
village, with letters of introduction from his sister to some of the people she knew.
"Some of the people there are quite nice," his sister had said to him. "I advise you
to call on Mrs Sappleton as soon as you arrive. | owe the wonderful holiday | had
to her."

"Do you know many of the people round here?" asked the girl when they were
sitting comfortably on the sofa.

"No, I'm afraid | don't," answered Mr Nuttel. "I've never been here before. My
sister stayed here four years ago, you know, and she gave me letters of
introduction to some of the people here."

"Then you know nothing about my aunt, do you?" asked the girl.

"Only her name and address," said the visitor.

"Her great tragedy happened just three years ago," said the child.

"Her tragedy?" asked Mr Nuttel.

"You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon,"
went on the girl, pointing to a large French window.

"It's quite warm for this time of year," said Mr Nuttel. "But has that window
anything to do with the tragedy?"

"Exactly three years ago my aunt's husband and her two young brothers walked
out through that window. They went shooting and never came back. When they
were crossing the river their boat probably turned over and they were all drowned.
Their bodies were never found. That was the most horrible part of the tragedy."

Here the girl stopped. There were tears in her eyes and she drew a handkerchief



out of her pocket. "Three years have passed, but my poor aunt still thinks that they
will come back some day, they and the little brown dog that was drowned with
them, and walk in through that window just as they always did. That is why the
window is kept open every evening till it's quite dark. Poor dear aunt, she can't
understand that they've left forever. She's growing worse day by day, so let me give
you some advice. Don't be surprised at anything she says or does: she will start
telling you all over again how they went out — her husband, with his coat over his
arm, and her youngest brother, singing 'Bertie, why don't you come?..." as she once
told me. You know, sometimes, on quiet evenings like this, | almost get a feeling
that they will all walk in through that window, and the whole family will be
gathered in here again.” The young girl finished her sad story. There was a long
pause, and Mr Nuttel was glad when Mrs Sappleton at last entered the room.

"I'm sorry I'm late,"” she said, "but | hope my niece has entertained you well."
"Yes, she's been very amusing,"” said Mr Nuttel.

"D'you mind the open window?" asked Mrs Sappleton. "My husband and brothers
will soon be home from shooting and they always come into the house this way."
And she went on speaking gaily about shooting. After what Mr Nuttel had just
heard, he looked worried.

"The doctors told me," he said, trying to change the subject, "to have a rest here
and to avoid anything that would make me feel nervous."

"Did they?" said Mrs Sappleton in a voice which showed that she was not at all
interested in what Mr Nuttel was saying. She never took her eyes off the open
window and suddenly cried out: "Here they are at last! Just in time for tea. How
tired they look."

Mr Nuttel looked at the girl and saw that she was looking out through the open
window with horror in her eyes. Mr Nuttel turned round slowly in his seat, looked
in the same direction and saw three figures walking across the garden towards the
window. They all carried guns and one of them had a coat over his shoulder. A
tired brown dog was following them. Noiselessly they approached the house, and

then a young voice began to sing. "Bertie, why don't you come?"



Mr Nuttel seized his hat and ran out of the house like mad.

"Here we are, my dear," said Mrs Sappleton's husband, coming in through the
window. "We've enjoyed ourselves very much. | wonder what made that gentleman
run out so quickly when we came up? Who is he?"

"A very strange young man, called Nuttel. He could only talk about his illness. He
didn't say a single interesting thing. | don't understand why he ran out that way
without saying good-bye," said his wife.

"I think it was the dog," said the niece calmly. "He told me that he was afraid of
dogs. Once when he was attacked by a pack of dogs somewhere in India, he was so
frightened that he started running like mad, and finding himself in a cemetery,
climbed down into a newly-dug grave, where he had to spend the night. Since then
he has always been afraid of dogs." She was very good at inventing stories and did

it artistically.

Text 5
W. S. Maugham «The Escape».

| have always been convinced that if a woman once made up her mind to marry
a man nothing but instant flight could save him. Not always that; for once a friend
of mine, seeing the inevitable loom menacingly before him, took ship from a
certain port (with a toothbrush for all his luggage, so conscious was he of his
danger and the necessity for immediate action) and spent a year travelling round
the world; but when, thinking himself safe (women are fickle, he said, and in
twelve months she will have forgotten all about me), he landed at the selfsame port
the first person he saw gaily waving to him from the quay was the little lady from
whom he had fled. I have only once known a man who in such circumstances
managed to extricate himself. His name was Roger Charing. He was no longer
young when he fell in love with Ruth Barlow and he had had sufficient experience
to make him careful; but Ruth Barlow had a gift (or should I call it a, quality?)
that renders most men defenseless, and it was this that dispossessed Roger of his

common sense, his prudence and his worldy wisdom. He went down like a row of



ninebins. This was the gift of pathos. Mrs. Barlow, for she was twice a widow, had
splendid dark eyes and they were the most moving | ever saw; they seemed to be
ever on the point of filling with tears; they suggested that the world was too much
for her, and you felt that, poor dear, her sufferings had been more than anyone
should be asked to bear. If, like Roger Charing, you were a strong, hefty fellow
with plenty of money, it was almost inevitable that you should say to yourself: |
must stand between the hazards of life and this helpless little thing, or, how
wonderful it would be to take the sadness out of those big and lovely eyes! | gath-
ered from Roger that everyone had treated Mrs. Barlow very badly. She was
apparently one of those unfortunate persons with whom nothing by any chance
goes right. If she married a husband he beat her; if she employed a broker he
cheated her; if she engaged a cook she drank. She never had a little lamb but it
was sure to die.

When Roger told me that he had at last persuaded her to marry him, | wished
him joy.

"1 hope you'll be good friends,” he said. "She's a little afraid of you, you know;
she thinks you're callous.

"Upon my word | don't know why she should think that."

"You do like her, don't you?"

"Very much."

"She's had a rotten time, poor dear. 1 feel so dreadfully sorry for her."

"Yes," | said.

| couldn't say less. | knew she was stupid and | thought she was scheming. My
own belief was that she was as hard as nails.

The first time | met her we had played bridge together and when she was my
partner she twice trumped my best card. | behaved like an angel, but | confess that
| thought if the tears were going to well up into anybody's eyes they should have
been mine rather than hers. And when, having by the end of the evening lost a

good deal of money to me, she said she would send me a cheque and never did, |



could not but think that | and not she should have worn a pathetic expression when
next we met.

Roger introduced her to his friends. He gave her lovely jewels. He took her
here, there, and everywhere. Their marriage was announced for the immediate
future. Roger was very happy. He was committing a good action and at the same
time doing something he had very much a mind to. It is an uncommon situation and
it is not surprising if he was a trifle more pleased with himself than was altogether
becoming.

Then, on a sudden, he fell out of love. | do not know why. It could hardly have
been that he grew tired of her conversation, for she had never had any
conversation. Perhaps it was merely that this pathetic look of hers ceased to wring
his heart-strings. His eyes were opened and he was once more the shrewd man of
the world he had been. He became acutely conscious that Ruth Barlow had made
up her mind to marry him and he swore a solemn oath that nothing would induce
him to marry Ruth Barlow. But he was in a quandary. Now that he was in
possession of his senses he saw with clearness the sort of woman he had to deal
with and he was aware that, he asked her to release him, she would (in her
appealing way) assess her wounded feelings at an immoderately high
figure. Besides, it is always awkward for a man to jilt a woman. People are apt to
think he has behaved badly.

Roger kept his own counsel. He gave neither byword nor gesture an indication
that his feelings towards Ruth Barlow had changed. He remained attentive to all
her wishes; he took her to dine at restaurants, they went to the play together, he
sent her flowers; he was sympathetic and charming. They had made up their minds
that they would be married as soon as they found a house that suited them, for he
lived in chambers and she in furnished rooms; and they set about looking at
desirable residences. The agents sent Roger orders to view and he took Ruth to see
a number of houses. It was very hard to find anything that was quite satisfactory.
Roger applied to more agents. They visited house after house. They went over them

thoroughly, examining them from the cellars in the basement to the attics under the



roof. Sometimes they were too large and sometimes they were too small, sometimes
they were too far from the centre of things and sometimes they were too close;
sometimes they were too expensive and sometimes they wanted too many repairs;
sometimes they were too stuffy and sometimes they were too airy; sometimes they
were too dark and sometimes they were too bleak. Roger always found a fault that
made the house unsuitable. Of course he was hard to please; he could not bear to
ask his dear Ruth to live in any but the perfect house, and the perfect house wanted
finding. House-hunting is a tiring and a tiresome business and presently Ruth
began to grow peevish. Roger begged her to have patience; somewhere, surely,
existed the very house they were looking for, and it only needed a little
perseverance and they would find it. They looked at hundreds of houses; they
climbed thousands of stairs; they inspected innumerable kitchens. Ruth was
exhausted and more than once lost her temper.

"If you don't find a house soon,” she said, "l shall have to reconsider my
position. Why, if you go on like this we shan't be married for years."

"Don't say that,” he answered. "I beseech you to have patience. I've just
received some entirely new lists from agents I've only just heard of. There must be
at least sixty houses on them."

They set out on the chase again. They looked at more houses and more houses.
For two years they looked at houses. Ruth grew silent and scornful: her pathetic,
beautiful eyes acquired an expression that was almost sullen. There are limits to
human endurance. Mrs. Barlow had the patience of an angel, but at last she
revolted.

"Do you want to marry me or do you not?" she asked him.

There was an unaccustomed hardness in her voice, but it did not affect the
gentleness of his reply.

"Of course | do. We'll be married the very moment we find a house. By the way
I've just heard of something that might suit us."

"I don't feel well enough to look at any more houses just yet."”

"Poor dear, | was afraid you were looking rather tired."



Ruth Barlow took to her bed. She would not see Roger and he had to content
himself with calling at her lodgings to enquire and sending her flowers. He was as
ever assiduous and gallant. Every day he wrote and told her that he had heard of
another house for them to look at. A week passed and then he received the
following letter:

Roger,

| do not think you really love me. | have found someone who is anxious to take
care of me and | am going to be married to him today.

Ruth.

He sent back his reply by special messenger:

Ruth,

Your news shatters me. 1 shall never get over the blow, but of course your
happiness must be my first consideration. 1 send you herewith seven orders to
view; they arrived by this morning's post and | am quite sure you will find among

them a house that will exactly suit you. Roger.
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