A young girl, married to a twice
as old rich widower,

can’t help suspecting him

of being constantly and secretly
comparing her with

the late Rebecca, his first wife,
waonderful in every respect.

A new marriage seems

to be a shameful failure...
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CHAPTER 1

Last night I dreamt that I went to Manderley again.
It seemed to me I stood by the iron gate leading to the
drive, and for a while I could not enter, for the way
was blocked to me. Then, like all dreamers, 1 was sud-
denly possessed with supernatural powers and passed like
a spirit through the barrier before me.

There was Manderley, mysterious as it had always been,
with the grey stones shining in the moonlight of my dream
and the narrow windows reflecting the green lawns and the
terrace. The terrace descended to the lawns, and the lawns
stretched to the sea, and turning, I could see its silver sur-
face under the moon, undisturbed by wind or storm.



But the garden, our beautiful garden no longer ex-
isted. Nettles were everywhere. They choked the grass,
they sprawled about the paths, they leant against the
windows of the house. I went on the terrace, for the
nettles were no barrier to me, a dreamer. I walked en-
chanted, and nothing held me back.

Moonlight can play odd tricks upon the fancy, even
upon a dreamer’s fancy. As I stood there, silent and
still, T could swear that the house was not an empty
shell but breathed and lived as it had lived before.

Light came from the windows, the curtains blew
softly in the night air, and there, in the library, the
door was half open as we had left it, with my handker-
chief on the table beside the vase with autumn roses.

The room was bearing witness of our presence. A lit-
tle pile of library books and a copy of The Times; ash-
trays with a stub of a cigarette; cushions on the arm-
chairs with the imprint of our heads upon them; the fire
still burning in the fire-place. And Jasper, dear Jasper,
lying upon the floor and wagging his tail when he heard
his master’s footsteps.

Then a cloud came upon the moon and covered it
like a dark hand before a face. And with the moon-
light disappeared the illusion, and the lights looked up-
on an empty shell, where there were no more shadows of
the past, and no whisper of its former residents.

The house was a sepulchre, our fears and sufferings
lay buried in the ruins.! There will be no resurrection.
Now, when being awake I will think of Manderley, I will
feel no bitterness. I will remember the rose-garden in sum-

I The house was a sepulchre, our fears and sufferings lay
buried in the ruins. — Jlom Obl1 rpobHMIEH, B €ro pyHMHax
JeKa Tl MOXOPOHEHHBIMH HAIKM CTPAaJaHHA W CTPax.
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mer, and the birds that sang at dawn. Tea under the chest-
nut tree, and the murmur of the sea coming up to us from
the lawns below. I will think of the lilac in bloom, and the
Happy Valley. These were the things that cannot hurt.

All this I decided in my dream, because like most
sleepers I knew that 1 dreamed. In reality I lay many
hundred miles away in a distant land, and was to wake
up soon in an empty little hotel room. I would sigh
and stretch myself for a moment, and opening my eyes
would be surprised by the shining sun and the blue sky,
so different from the soft moonlight of my dream. The
day would lie before both of us, long and dull, but filled
with a certain tranquility we had not known before. We
would not talk of Manderley, I would not tell him my
dream. For Manderley was no longer ours. Manderley no
longer existed.

Coming back to the past I see myself a shy girl of
nineteen with straight, short hair and youthful, unpainted
face, dressed in an ill-fitting coat and shirt and a jumper
of my own creation, trailing behind Mrs. Van Hopper like
a little horse. She would go to her usual table! in the
corner of the restaurant, close to the window, and lifting
her lorgnette to her small pig’s eyes observe the scene to
the right and left of her, and utter exclamations of dis-
pleasure: “Not a single well-known personality! 1 shall
tell the manager they must make a reduction on my bill.
What do they think I come here for? To look at the page-
boys?” And with a sharp, staccato voice, cutting the air
like a saw, she would call the waiter.

1 She would go to her usual table — Omna ia k¥ cBoemy 06BIY-
HOMY CcTOJHMKY (raaron would osnauvaeT noBropsilolieecs Jeii-

CTBHE B IPOIIIOM)



How different is the little restaurant where we are
today from that vast dining-room in the Hotel “Cote
d’Azur”! at Monte Carlo; and how different is my
present companion, peeling a tangerine with well-shaped
hands and from time to time smiling at me, compared
to Mrs. Van Hopper with her eyes running suspiciously
from her plate to mine for fear I made the better choice.
She did not have to worry, however, for the waiter had
long ago sensed my position as inferior and placed be-
fore me a plate of cold meat that somebody had sent
back half an hour before as badly cut.

I remember well that plate of meat. It was dry and
unappetizing, but I had no courage to refuse it. We ate
in silence, for Mrs. Van Hopper liked to concentrate on
food, and I could tell by the way the sauce ran down her
chin that the ravioli pleased her.

It was not the sight that produced in me great ap-
petite, and looking away from her I saw that the table
next to ours which had been wvacant for three days, was
going to be occupied again. The maitre d’hétel, with the
particular bow reserved for his most special clients, was
showing the new guest to his place.

Mrs. Van Hopper put down her fork, and took her
lorgnette. She stared at the newcomer for some time and
then leant across the table to me, her small eyes bright
with excitement, her voice too loud.

“It’s Max de Winter,” she said, “the man who owns
Manderley. You’ve heard of it, of course. He looks ill,
doesn’t he? I heard he can’t get over his wife’s death...”

I wonder what my life would be today, if Mrs. Van
Hopper had not been a snob. Funny to think that the

I Cote d’Azur — ¢p. Jlasypuniii Geper
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course of my existence hung like a thread upon that
quality of hers. Her curiosity was a disease, almost
a mania. For many years she had come to the Ho-
tel “Cote d’Azur”, and, besides bridge, her only pas-
time was to claim visitors of distinction as her friends!
even if she had seen them once at the other end of the
post-office. Somehow she managed to introduce herself,
and before her victim had scented danger she had sent
an invitation to her suite. Her method of attack was so
direct and sudden that there was seldom opportunity to
escape. Sometimes she would employ me as a bait, and,
hating my errand, I would go across the hall to these
people with some message, a book or paper, the address
of some shop or other, the sudden discovery of a mu-
tual friend.

I can see as though it were yesterday that unforget-
table afternoon when she sat on her favourite sofa in the
hall thinking over a method of an attack on the new ar-
rival. Suddenly she turned to me, her small eyes shining.

“Go upstairs quickly and find that letter from my
nephew. You remember, the one written on his hon-
eymoon, with the photos. Bring it down to me right
away.”

I saw then that her plans were formed, and the
nephew was to be the means of introduction. Not for
the first time I resented the part that I had to play in
her intrigues. I found the letter in a pigeon-hole in her
desk, and hesitated a moment before going down again
to the hall. It seemed to me that I was allowing him
a few more moments to avoid her attack. I wanted to

1 her only pastime was to claim visitors of distinction as her
friends — ee eJUMHCTBEHHBIM BpPEeMATIPEIPOBOMKIeHHEM OBLIO
HaOuBaTbCs B JpPY3bA M3BECTHEIM IOCTAM
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warn him of the ambush but did not know how to do it.
There was nothing for me to do but to sit in my usual
place beside Mrs. Van Hopper while she, like a large spi-
der, spun her wide net about the stranger.

I had been away longer than I thought, for when
I returned to the hall I saw that he had already left
the dining-room, and she, afraid of losing him, had not
waited for the letter, but risked a straight introduction
by herself. He was even sitting beside her on the sofa.
I walked across to them, and gave her the letter with-
out a word. He rose to his feet at once, while Mrs. Van
Hopper, flushed with her success, waved a hand in my
direction and mumbled my name.

“Mr. de Winter is having coffee with us, go and
ask the waiter for another cup,” she ordered. Her cas-
ual tone meant that I was a youthful and unimportant
thing, and there was no need to include me in the con-
versation.

To my surprise, however, this newcomer remained
standing on his feet, and it was he who made a signal to
the waiter.

“I’'m afraid I must contradict you,” he said to her,
“you are both having coffee with me.” And before
I understood what had happened he was sitting in my
usual hard chair, and I was on the sofa beside Mrs.
Van Hopper.

For a moment she looked annoyed — this was not
what she had planned — but she soon smiled, and plac-
ing her large body between me and the table leant for-
ward to his chair and began to talk fast and loudly,
waving the letter that she held in her hand.

For some time they were talking and I had lost
the thread of conversation. I saw that he was tired of
her chatter and there was a line between his brows.

3

I wanted to help him out but I was too young and too
shy. Had I been older I would have caught his eye and
smiled to him, making a link between us. But I did not
dare to do it.

I think he realized my condition, for he leant to me
and asked if I would like more coffee, and when I refused
and shook my head I felt his eyes were still on me.

“What do you think of Monte Carlo, or don’t you
think of it at all?” he said. I did not expect him to in-
clude me in the conversation and said something idiotic
about the place being artificial, but before I could finish
my sentence Mrs. Van Hopper interrupted.

“She’s spoilt, Mr. de Winter, that’s her trouble. Most
girls would give their eyes for the chance of seeing Monte.”

“But they won’t be able to see it then,” he said,
smiling.

She shrugged her shoulder, blowing a big cloud of
cigarette smoke into the air and went on gossiping about
people, not seeing that the names meant nothing to him,
and as she chattered he grew colder and more silent.
Never for a moment did he interrupt or glance at his
watch: it was as though he had decided to be a model
of politeness. It was a page-boy in the end who released
him with the news that a dress-maker waited for Mrs.
Van Hopper in the suite.

He got up at once, pushing back his chair. “Don’t
let me keep you,” he said. “Fashions change so quickly
nowadays they may even alter by the time you get up-
stairs.”

She did not understand the sting, she accepted it
as a joke. “It’s so delightful to have run into you like
this, Mr. De Winter,” she said, as we went towards the
lift: “now when I’ve been brave enough to break the ice
I hope I shall see something of you. You must come and

9



have a drink some time in my suite. I may have one or
two people coming in tomorrow evening. Why not join
us?” I turned away in order not to watch him search for
an excuse.
“I'm so sorry,” he said, “tomorrow I am probably
driving to Sospel. I'm not sure when I shall get back.”
Reluctantly she left it, and we went to the lift.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

iron, supernatural, through, lawn, swear, bear, cush-
ion, sepulchre, bury, sigh, scene, ate, alter, sauce.

[aron] [swpa’neetfral] [Orw:] [lon] [swea] [bea] ['kufn]
["seplka] ['beri] [sar] [sin] [et] [ a:dta] [so:s]

Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Find in the text the English equivalents for the fol-
lowing words and word combinations:

CBepX'beCTEeCTBEHHbIE CHJIbI, 0YapOBaHHBIN, CHEPKU-
BaTh, CBH/ETEJILCTBOBATL, OOAPCTBOBATH, I[BeTYyIlad
CUpeHb, HU3IIee II0JIOXKeHue, I[POBOXATh HA MECTO,
OIpaBUTbCHA OT 4ero-aubo, HCIOJb30BATH B KaUYeCTBe
IPUMAaHKH, HeOpeXXKHBIH TOH, BO3paMkaTh, IIOTEPATH
HUTE pPasroBOpa, BBIPYYUTH KOro-ambo, mnodmare deii-
aubo BITJIAN, HATKHYTBCA HA KOro-JM60 (CTOJKHYTHCA
C KeM-Jub0), HCKaTh OTTOBODKY.
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Match up the words and word combinations in
the left column with their synonyms in the right

column.

1) to cause pain
2) to come in
3) untroubled
4) strange

5) far

6) to look fixedly
7) to overcome
8) straight

9) to use

10) at once

11) calmness
12) huge

13) not natural
14) to change
15) wonderful
16) unwillingly
17) a discount

a) reluctantly
b) to stare

¢) tranquility
d) vast

e) to alter

f) undisturbed
g) to enter

h) a reduction
i) distant

j) artificial

k) delightful
1) to employ
m) right away
n) direct

0) to get over
p) odd

q) to hurt

Paraphrase the following sentences using the em-
phatic construction it is... that or it is... who.

Example: a) In the end he was released by a page-
boy. — It was a page-boy in the end

who released him.

b) Last night I dreamt that I went to
‘Manderley again. — It was last night
that I dreamt I went to Manderley again.

1) We returned from the airport late at night.
2) Mozart’s father was his first music teacher.
3) Sale usually begins at the end of a season.

4) There will be a national park here in 2003.

11



o)

6)

7)

8)

This film became famous not because of the ac-
tors’ work but because of its music.

The last tragic events in the USA resulted in the
bankruptcy of some companies.

You yourself, not your parents, must decide what
profession to choose.

The visitors of this library must leave their bags
in the cloakroom.

Checking Comprehension

Say whether these statements are true or false.

1)
2)

3)
4)

9)
6)

7)
8)

Manderley was a village in England.

The heroine (we’ll call her Daphne ['defni] —
Hadra) could enter through the gate in her sleep.
In the moonlight the house seemed empty and
lifeless.

Daphne was a modern girl dressed in the latest
fashion.

She liked Mrs. Van Hopper.

Mrs. Van Hopper wanted to get acquainted with
Mr. de Winter because he was a well-known person.
Mr. de Winter did not pay attention to Daphne.
Daphne liked Mr. de Winter at first sight.

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Speak' about:

1) vyour dream.
2) Mrs. Van Hopper.
3) vyour first meeting with Max de Winter.
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CHAPTER 2

The morning after the bridge party Mrs. Van Hopper
woke with a sore throat and a temperature of a hundred
and twol. I rang up her doctor, who came at once and
diagnosed the usual influenza. “You should stay in bed
until I allow you to get up,” he told her; “I should pre-
fer,” he went on, turning to me, “that Mrs. Van Hopper
had a trained nurse. You can’t possibly lift her. It will
only be for a fortnight or so.”

I thought this rather absurd and protested, but to
my surprise she agreed with him. I think she enjoyed
the fuss it would create, the sympathy of people, the
visits and messages from friends, and the arrival of
flowers.

I left her quite happy after the arrival of the nurse.
Rather ashamed of my light heart, 1 telephoned her
friends, putting off the small party she had arranged
for the evening, and went down to the restaurant for
lunch, half an hour before our usual time. I expected
the room to be empty — nobody lunched generally be-
fore one o’clock. It was empty, except for the table next
to ours. This was a surprise. I thought he had gone to
Sospel. No doubt he was lunching early because he hoped
to avoid us at one o’clock. I was already half-way across
the room and could not go back.

It was a situation for which I was not prepared.
I wished I were older, different. I went to our table,
looking straight before me, and immediately knocked
over the vase with flowers as I unfolded my napkin. The
water soaked the cloth and ran down on my lap. The

I a temperature of a hundred and two — Tremmeparypa 102°
(no dapenreiity; npumepHo 38,8° mo Ilenbcuio)
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waiter was at the other end of the room and did not see
it. In a second my neighbour was by my side with a dry
napkin in a hand.

“You can’t sit at a wet tablecloth,” he said quickly,
“you will lose your appetite. Get out of the way.” He be-
gan to wipe the cloth.

“l don’t mind,” 1 said, “it doesn’t matter a bit. I'm
alone.”

He said nothing, and then the waiter arrived and be-
gan to take away the vase and the sprawling flowers.

“Leave that,” he said suddenly, “and put another plate
on the table. Mademoiselle will have lunch with me.”

I looked up in confusion. “Oh, no,” I said, “I can’t.”

“Why not?” he said.

I tried to think of an excuse. I knew he did not want
to lunch with me. It was his form of courtesy. I will ruin
his meal. I decided to be bold and speak the truth.

“Please,” 1 begged, “don’t be polite. It’s very kind of
you but I shall be quite all right if the waiter wipes the
cloth.”

“But I'm not being polite,” he insisted. “I would like
you to have lunch with me. Even if vou had not knocked
over that vase, I should have asked you.” I suppose my
face told him my doubt, for he smiled. “You don’t be-
lieve me,” he said, “never mind, come and sit down. We
needn’t talk to each other if we don’t want to.”

We sat down, and he gave me the menu letting me
to choose.

“What’s happened to your friend?” he asked. I told
him about the influenza.

“I'm so sorry,” he said, and then, after pausing
a moment, “why did she want to speak to me?” -

“That’s curiosity of hers,” I said, “she tries to make
friends with everyone. That is, everyone of importance.”

14

«] should be flattered,” he said, “but why does she
consider me of any importance?”

I hesitated a moment before replying.

“I think because of Manderley,” 1 said.

He did not answer, and I had a feeling as if I had
trespassed on a forbidden ground.

We ate for a while without talking, and I thought of
a picture postcard I had bought once at a village shop in
the west of the country, where as a child 1 was on hol-
iday. It was the painting of a house, crudely done of
course and badly coloured, but even those defects could
not destroy the symmetry of the building, the wide stone
steps before the terrace, the green lawns stretching to the
sea. 1 paid twopence for the painting — half my week-
ly pocket money — and then asked the old shop woman
what it was. She looked astonished at my ignorance.

“That’s Manderley,” she said, and I went out of the
shop intrigued, but not wiser than before.

He interrupted my recollections starting to talk with me.

“Your friend,” he began, “she is much older than
you. Is she your relative?”

“She’s not really a friend,” I told him, “she’s an em-
ployer. She is training me to be a thing called a compan-
ion, and she pays me ninety pounds a year.”

“I did not know one could buy companionship,” he
said, “it’s rather a primitive idea. Like the Eastern slave
market.”

“I looked up the word ‘companion’ once in the dic-
tionary,” I admitted, “and it said ‘a companion is
a friend of the bosom’!.”

He laughed, looking quite different, younger and less
detached. “What do you do it for?”

I 3 friend of the bosom — 3axajbIuHBIH ApyT (TOApPYTra)
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“Ninety pounds is a lot of money to me,” I said.

“Haven’t you any family?”

“No — they’re dead.”

“You have a very lovely and unusual name.”

“My father was a lovely and unusual person.”

“Tell me about him,” he said.

I looked at him over my glass of lemonade. For some
reason I had a desire to share with this man my fami-
ly history, that I had not told anybody, because his eyes
followed me with sympathy and he seemed to understand
my feelings.

My shyness left me and out they came — the lit-
tle secrets of childhood, the pleasures and the suffer-
ings. I remember stopping, a little breathless, a little diz-
zy. The restaurant was filled now with people who chat-
ted and laughed, and glancing at the clock above the
door I saw it was two o’clock. We had been sitting there
an hour and a half, and all this time I was talking alone.

I returned to reality and began to stammer my apolo-
gies. He would not listen to me.!

“I’'ve enjoyed this hour with you more than I have
enjoyed anything for a very long time. You’ve taken me
out of myself, out of despondency and depression, both
of which have been my devils for a year. We've got
something in common, you and I. We are both alone in
the world. Oh, I've got a sister, though we don’t see
much of each other, and an old grandmother to whom
I pay visits three times a year, but neither of them
makes a friend. I shall have to congratulate Mrs. Van
Hopper. You cost more than ninety pounds a year.”

! He would not listen to me. — Ou He XoTen MeHs ciyHIATE.
(MopansHBI rnaron would B oTpHIATENbHBIX NperIoKeHHAX
O3Ha4YaeT YIIOPHOe HeKeJlaHWe COBEepPIINTL JeiCTBUE B IIPOIIJIOM)
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“You forget,” I said, “you have a home and I have
none.”

The moment [ said it I regretted my words, for the
mysterious look came back in his eyes again. He bent his
head to light a cigarette, and did not reply immediately.

“An empty house can be as lonely as a full hotel,” he
said at last. He hesitated and for a moment I thought he
was going to talk of Manderley, but something held him
back, for he blew out his mateh and his flash of confi-
dence at the same time.

“So the friend of the bosom has a holiday?” he said
in a friendly tone again. “What does she intend to do?”

I thought of the little square in Monaco and the
house with the narrow window. I was to be there by
three o’clock with my sketchbook and pencil, and I told
him so, a little shyly perhaps, like all untalented persons
with a favourite hobby.

“I’ll drive you there in a car,” he said, and would
not listen to protests. “Go upstairs and put your hat on,
and I'll bring the car.”

As he watched me go into the lift I thought of yes-
terday, Mrs. Van Hopper’s chattering tongue, and his
cold courtesy. I had judged him wrongly, he was nei-
ther sarcastic nor snobbish, he was already my friend,
the brother I had never possessed. I was in a happy
mood that afternoon, and I remember it well. Mrs. Van
Hopper and the bridge parties were forgotten, and with
them my own humble status.

I was a person of importance, I was a grown-up at last.

The long road climbed the hills, and the car climbed
with it. This car had the wings, I thought, for we
climbed higher and higher, and dangerously fast, but the
danger pleased me because it was new to me, because

I was young.
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I remember laughing aloud, and the laugh was car-
ried by the wind away from me; and looking at him,
I realized he laughed no longer, he was once more silent
and detached, the man of yesterday wrapped in his se-
cret self,

“Do you know this place?” 1 asked him. “Have you
been here before?”

“Yes,” he said, after pausing a moment, “but not for
many years. [ wanted to see if it had changed.”

“And has it?”

“No. No, it has not changed.”

Suddenly he began to talk about Manderley. He said
nothing of his life there, no word about himself, but
he told me how the sun set there, on a spring after-
noon, leaving a glow upon the headland. From the ter-
race you could hear the rustle of the daffodils stirring in
the evening breeze and smell the aroma of roses in full
bloom. He had roses in Manderley for eight months in the
year. His sister, who was a hard, rather practical person,
used to complain! that there were too many scents at
Manderley. Perhaps she was right but he liked it.

As he spoke we were in the midst of light and sound
in the streets of Monte Carlo. Soon we were to come to the
hotel, and I felt for my gloves in the pocket of the car.
I found them, and my fingers closed upon a book, whose
thin cover told of poetry. I looked at the title as the car
slowed down before the door of the hotel. “You can take it
and read it if you like,” he said, his voice casual and in-
different now that the drive was over, and we were back
again, and Manderley was hundreds of miles away.

! his sister... used to complain — ero cectpa... 0GbIYHO KaJIO-

Banach (rmaron used to BwIpaxkaeT oOGblYHOe jelicTBHE B IIPO-
L1JIOM )
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I was glad, and held it tightly with my gloves. 1 felt
I wanted some possession of his, now that the day was
finished.

“Get out,” he said. “I must go and park the car.
I shan’t see you in the restaurant this evening as I'm
dining out. But thank you for today.”

I went up the hotel steps alone, with all the despond-
ency of a child whose treat is over!. I thought of the
hours that still remained until my bed-time and how emp-
ty would be my supper all alone. Somehow I could not
face the inquiries of Mrs. Van Hopper, so I sat down in
the corner of the hall behind a column and ordered tea.

I took out the book from the pocket and opened it at
the title-page. I read the dedication: “Max from Rebecca.
17 May” written in a curious slanting hand-writing. The
name Rebecca stood out black and strong, the flying R
being much taller than the other letters. I shut the book
and put it away under my gloves. 1 took up an old maga-
zine and began to turn the pages. There were some photo-
graphs of the castles of the Loire? and an article as well.
I read it carefully but when I finished I saw I had not
understood a word. It was not the Loire that stared at
me from the pages. It was the face of Mrs. Van Hopper
in the restaurant the day before. Looking with her small
pig’s eyes at the neighbouring table she whispered:

“An awful tragedy. The papers were full of it.
I heard he never talks about it, never mentions her
name. She was drowned in the bay near Manderley.”

I with all the despondency of a child whose treat is over —
MHEe OBLJIO TPYCTHO, Kak peBeHKY, Y KOTOPOTO OKOHYHJICH
IpasHUK

2 the castles of the Loire — zamku, pacrnonoxkeHHwsle 1o Gepe-

ram Jlyapel
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Activities

? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

neighbour, appetite, doubt, ate, bosom, tongue,
climb, wrap, glove, column, restaurant.

[‘neiba] ['apitait] [et] [davt] ['buzom] [tan] [klaim] [raep]
[glav] [ kolom] [ rest(a)ront]

L] Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Fill in the gaps with the words from the box in the
appropriate form.

1)

2)

3)

4)

°)

6)

to be drowned to avoid

to complain of ignorance

to flatter to regret

to put off to wipe

to share curiosity
She tried meetings with her former
husband.
For twenty years they lived together all

joys and sorrows.
The young man
sea during a storm.

A doctor wusually asks patients what they

when he bathed in the

“This portrait me,” said the woman
looking at the picture.
The lifting of the “Kursk” was because

of bad weather.
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7) A judge asks questions not out of but
in order to find the truth.

8) We were surprised by the of these stu-
dents. They had no idea of the latest events.

9) “I’ve made many mistakes in my life, but I don’t

anything,” said the old woman.

one’s shoes before entering

10) One must
a house.

Match up the words in the two columns to make
word combinations, then use them in your own sen-
tences to describe the events of the chapter.

nurse happy
heart humble
napkin cold
look awful

| tongue slanting
mood trained
courtesy light
status dry
hand-writing | mysterious
tragedy chattering

Open the brackets using the verbs in Present Sim-
ple, Present Continuous or Present Perfect.

1) I (to listen) very attentively but I (not to under-
stand) what he (to say).

2) We (to do) this exercise now but we (not to fin-
ish) it yet.

3) Look! Ada (to smile). She must be in a good

mood.
4) — You (to buy) the textbook? — No, I still (to

look for) it.
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o)

6)

7)
8)

9)

As a rule I (not to read) detective stories, but
this week I (to read) one and I liked it.

We occasionally (to go) to the theatre but we
never (to be) to the Bolshoi Theatre.

Tomorrow we (to leave) at 7 a.m.

The children are very quiet. Go and see what they
(to do). I’'m afraid they (to break) something.

Man already (to make) his first steps towards the
stars.

10) Don’t go out. The rain (not to stop) yet and

a strong wind (to blow).

Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1)
2)
3)
4)

o)

6)
7)

8)
9)

Why did Daphne go to the restaurant alone?
What happened when she sat down at the table?
Mr. de Winter invited her to his table, didn’t he?
When did Daphne hear of Manderley for the first
time?

Why did Daphne tell Mr. de Winter about her
family?

She was an orphan, wasn’t she?

How did Mr. de Winter explain to Daphne that
he enjoyed being with her?

What did he tell her about Manderley?

What did Daphne think about while she was sit-
ting in the hall of the hotel?

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Tell us about your
feelings during the drive with Max de Winter.
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CHAPTER 3

I am glad it cannot happen twice, the fever of first
love. For it is a fever, and a trouble, too, whatever the
poets may say. I have forgotten much of Monte Carlo, of
those morning drives, even our conversations; but I have
not forgotten how my fingers trembled, when 1 was
putting on my hat, and how I ran along the corridor and
down the stairs, too impatient to wait for the lift, and
then outside, pushing the swing door before the porter

could help me. '
He would be there, in the driver’s seat, reading

a paper while he waited, and when he saw me he would
smile, and put it behind him in the back seat, and open
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the door, saying, “Well, how is the friend-of-the-bosom
this morning and where does she want to go?”

Where to go? If he had driven round in circles, it
would not have mattered to me, for it was enough for
me just to sit beside him with his map upon my lap and
be happy even in his silence, yet eager for his words. My
only enemy was the clock on the dashboard, whose hands
would move relentlessly to one o’clock. I remember how
one day, looking at the clock, I thought to myself, “This
moment now, at twenty past eleven, must never be lost,”
and I shut my eyes to make it last longer.

“If only somebody could invent,” I said impulsive-
ly, “how to save a memory like a perfume. To keep it
in a bottle, so that it would never fade, never lose its
scent. And then, when one wanted it, the bottle could
be uncorked, and it would be like living the moment all
over again.” I looked up at him to see what he would
say. He did not turn to me, he went on watching the
road ahead.

“What particular moments in your young life do you
wish to put in the bottle?” he asked. I could not tell
from his voice whether he was teasing me or not. “I'm
not sure,” I began, and then said rather foolishly, not
thinking of my words, “I’d like to keep this moment and
never forget it.”

“Is that a compliment to the good weather or to my
driving?” he said and laughed. I became silent, for his
laugh had hurt me and I suddenly realized that there was
a gulf between us and his kindness to me only widened it.

“You’ll think me rude,” I said, “but I'd like to know
why you ask me to come out in the car, day after day.
You are very kind, of course, but why do you choose
me for your charity? You know everything about me.
There’s not much, I admit, because I have not lived for
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very long, and nothing much has happened to me, except
the deaths of my parents, but you — I know nothing
more about you than on the first day we met.”

“And what did you know then?”

“Well, that you lived at Manderley and — and that
you had lost your wife.” There, I had said it at last, the
word that had been on my tongue for many days. He
was silent and I thought that I had hurt him by utter-
ing the forbidden word.

The silence that followed seemed endless. Everything
is over now, I thought, I shall never drive with him
again. Then he turned to me and spoke. “A little while
ago you talked about an invention,” he said, “something
for saving a memory. You would like, you told me,
at a chosen moment to live the past again. I'm afraid
I think rather differently from wyou. My memories are
bitter, and I prefer to forget them. Something happened
a year ago that altered my whole life, and I do not want
to think of it. Those days are finished. I must begin liv-
ing all over again. I feel I can do it perhaps because you
are with me. I ask yvou to come with me because I want
you and your company, and if you don’t believe me you
can leave the car now and find your way home yourself.
Come on, open the door and get out.”

I sat still with my hands on my knees, not knowing
whether he meant it or not. “Well,” he said, “what are
you going to do?”

“T want to go home,” I said with a trembling wvoice,
and without a word he started up the engine and turned
the car round the way that we had come.

I felt tears straying upon my cheeks. I could not
check them and was afraid to reach for a handkerchief
in my pocket because he could see it. So I had to let
them fall untouched and suffer the bitter salt upon my

25



lips. Suddenly he put out his hand and took mine and
kissed it, still saying nothing, and then he pulled me be-
side him, and put his arm round my shoulder, still look-
ing straight ahead of him, his right hand on the wheel.

“You can forget all I said to you this morning,” he
said. “Don’t let us think of it again. My family always
call me Maxim, I'd like you to do the same. You've been
formal with me long enough.” He then bent down and
kissed the top of my head.

I smiled then, and the morning was gay again. The
gulf between us had been bridged after alll. I was to call
him Maxim. But at that moment I thought of the book of
poetry and the first white page with “Max from Rebecca.”
She called him Max. It was familiar, gay, and easy on the
tongue. The family could call him Maxim if they liked.
And people like myself, quiet and dull and youthful, who
did not matter. Max was her choice, the word was her
possession; she had written it with such great confidence
on the title-page of the book. That bold, slanting hand as
the symbol of herself, so certain, so assured.

And I had to call him Maxim.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
enough, engine, eager, dull, symbol, company, wheel.

[1'naf] ["end3in] [“i:ga] [dal] ["simbl] [ kampani] [wiil]

1 after all — B KoHIIe KOHIIOB

26

L1 Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Match up the words and word combinations in the
left column with their Russian equivalents in the
right column.

1) a dashboard a) OIpasHUTh

2) eager b) sakagbIYHBIH IpPYT
3) relentlessly ¢) npubopHad AoCKa
4) a gulf d) Baagenue, obiamanue

9) a friend-of-the bosom | e) yBepeHHOCTBH
6) to tease

7) to utter

8) a swing door
9) confidence
10) a possession

f) meymoaumo

g) CUNBHO KeJlaloInui
h) mpomnacts

1) IMIpPOU3HOCHUTH

]) Bepralaacsa aBepb

Kougepceusa (Conversion)

fiBneHue mepexoma cJoBa M3 OIHOHM 4YacTH pedYd B
IPYIyi0 Ha3bIBAeTCA KOHBepCHUEeH.

I Hanpumep, cioBo finger mMoiKeT OBITH CYIIECTBHUTEJb-

HBIM W TJIATOJIOM, round — CYIIeCTBUTEJLHBIM, IIPHJIA-
raTeJJbHBIM, TIJIaroJoM, HapeuweM, OpeaaoroM. YToObl
PaBUJBHO M[epeBecTH CJOBO, HYIKHO OINpeleluTh ero
(GYyHKIWIO B IpelJIOXKEeHWH, a 3aTeM HaWTH B cjioBape
1mos 0003HAUYEHHMEM COOTBETCTBYIOIIEH 4YacTH pedn: n —
CyILlleCTBUTEJLHOE, U — TIJaroj, @ — IIpujaaratejbHOe,

| adv — Hapeuue, ¢j — COW03, prep — TPeIJIor.
2 Find in the text the examples of conversion (15-20).

3 Translate the sentences paying attention to the itali-

cized words.

a) Her face was flushed. During the treatment of
patients doctors face many difficulties.
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b) I wonder what the weather will be like tomorrow.
The Egyptian pyramids are one of the seven won-
ders of the world.

¢) A guard had eyed the girl from head to foot be-
fore he handed her the key. The woman with big
dark eyes and small hands heads the department
of neurology in our hospital.

d) “Dust the furniture and air the rooms,” Mother
told her daughter.

e) Mother her: she is very weak.

f) — Who doctors you? — Doctor Brown. He is
a very good specialist.

Open the brackets using the verbs in Present Con-
tinuous, Past Continuous or Preseni Perfect Contin-
Uous.

1) — It (to snow)? — Yes, it (to snow) since yester-
day.

2) Pete (to look through) newspapers when he came
across this advertisement.

3) What he (to look for) when I came into the
room?

4) — What Helen (to do)? — She (to play) the pi-
ano. She (to play) for two hours already.

o) It (to rain) when we went to the airport.

6) My daughter collects autographs of famous ac-
tors. She (to collect) them for about five years
and has a lot of them now.

7) I (to learn) English since childhood but I haven’t
learnt it well yet.

8) Yesterday at this time he (to fly) to London. Now
I think he (to go sightseeing).
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? Checking Comprehension

Complete the sentences.

1) It cannot happen twice
2) 1 was happy even in his silence, yet
3) My only enemy was
4) If only somebody could invent how

5) I suddenly realized that
6) Nothing much has happened to me, except

7) I know that you lived in Manderley and

8) My memories are bitter and I
9) I ask you to come with me because
10) At that moment I thought of the book of poetry

and

Y% Discussion Tasks

1 Imagine that one of you is Daphne. Ask her ques-
tions.

2 Give all the information about the heroine of the
book you have learnt from the first three chapters.

CHAPTER 4

Packing up. The endless dull preparations for depar-
ture. Lost keys, unwritten labels, wrapping paper on the
table. I hate it all. Even now, when I have to move very
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often, when I live, as the saying goes, in my boxes!l. Even
now when leaving hotels has become a matter of routine,
I can’t get rid of the feeling of sadness and the sense
of loss. Here, 1 say, we have lived, we have been happy.
This has been ours, though for a short time. Though on-
ly two nights have been spent beneath a roof, we leave
something of ourselves behind. Nothing material, not
a hair-pin on a dressing-table, not a handkerchief under
a pillow, but something indefinable, a moment of our
lives, a thought, a mood.

I saw in a newspaper the other day that the Hotel
“Cote d’Azur” at Monte Carlo had gone to a new manag-
er, and had a different name. The rooms had been redeco-
rated, and the whole interior changed. Perhaps Mrs. Van
Hopper’s suite on the first floor? exists no more. Perhaps
there is no trace of the small bedroom that was mine.
That day, when kneeling on the floor 1 was trying to
close her trunk, I was sure that I should never go back.

The morning before, as I poured out her coffee at
breakfast, she showed me a letter. “Helen is sailing for
New York on Saturday,” she said. “We’re going too. I’'m
tired to death of Europe. How do you like the idea of
seeing New York?”

This was worse than death for me. She must have
noticed my misery on my face, for at first she looked
astonished, and then annoved.

“What an odd, ungrateful girl you are. I can’t
understand you. Don’t you want to see New York?
I thought you did not like Monte Carlo.”

I as the saying goes, in my boxes — Kak IJacuT HDOroBOpKA,

HAa YyeMomaHax
2 the first floor — Bropoii aram (B AHIIMH cyeT ATa)keill Ha-
YHHAETCH ¢ IIOKOJBHOIO 5Taka)
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“I’ve got used to it,” I said foolishly.

“Well, you’ll just have to get used to New York,
that’s all. Your days will be so full that you won’t have
time to miss Monte.” She laughed and went to the tel-
ephone to ring up all her friends.

I went into the bathroom, locked the door and sat
down on the mat covering my face with my hands. It
was all over. Tomorrow evening I should be in the train
carrying me away from him. And he would be sitting
alone in the restaurant of the hotel, at the table I had
known, reading a paper, not thinking of me.

I should say good-bye to him in the hall, perhaps,
before we leave. There would be a pause, a smile, and
words like “Yes, of course, do write” and “Thank you
for being so kind”. And he would light a cigarette casu-
ally, while I should think: “In four and a half minutes
I’ll go. I'll never see him again.” We would be stran-
gers, meeting for the last time, while my mind would be
crying painfully, “I love you so much. I'm terribly un-
happy.” Then Mrs. Van Hopper would go out of the lift
and I would go to meet her, and he would walk to his
corner and pick up a paper.

He would go back to Manderley, of course, in a few
weeks. I was sure of that. There would be a pile of let-
ters waiting for him in the hall, and mine among them,
scribbled on the ship. He would answer it weeks later,
one Sunday morning before lunch. And then there would
be no more. Nothing until the Christmas card saying
“A happy Christmas from Maximilian de Winter. I hope
you are enjoying New York.”

I returned from Christmas at Manderley to the real-
ity. Mrs. Van Hopper lunched in the restaurant for the
first time since her influenza, and I followed her into
the dining-room. I knew that he had gone to Cannes for
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that day and I was afraid the waiter would say, “Will
Mademoiselle dine with Monsieur tonight as wusual?”
I felt a little sick every time he came near our table,
but he said nothing.

The day was spent in packing, and in the evening
people came to say good-bye. I went down to the hall at
about half past nine on the pretext of getting luggage
labels, but he was not there. The receptionist smiled
when he saw me. “If you are looking for Mr. de Winter,
we had a message from Cannes to say he would not be
back before midnight.”

My heart fell. So there would be no last evening
at all. The hour I had looked forward to all day must
be spent by myself alone, in my bedroom gazing at my
cheep suit-case.

I cried that night and in the morning I tried to
hide all traces of the tears washing my face with cold
water and powdering it as much as I could. I remember
opening my window and leaning out, hoping the fresh
morning air will blow away the redness under the pow-
der. The sun had never seemed so bright and Monte
Carlo was suddenly full of charm. I loved it. And I was
leaving it in half an hour. I should not even have time
to say good-bye to him.

Despair made me forget modesty and pride. I flung
open the door of the sitting-room and ran along the pas-
sage. I did not wait for the lift, I climbed the stairs,
three at a time, up to the third floor. I knew the
number of his room, 148, and hammered at the door.

“Come in,” he shouted, and I opened the door, very
flushed in the face and breathless.

He was shaving by the open window in his pyja-
mas, and I in my flannel suit and heavy shoes felt over-
dressed.
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“What’s the matter?” he asked. “Has anything hap-
pened?”

“I’ve come to say good-bye,” 1 said, “we’re leaving
this morning.”

He stared at me, then put his razor down on the
washstand. “Shut the door,” he said.

I closed it behind me, and stood there with my hands
hanging by my side. “What on earth are you talking
about?!” he asked.

“It’s true, we’re leaving now, and I was afraid
I shouldn’t see you again. I felt I must see you before
I left to thank you.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about it before?” he asked.

“She only decided yesterday. It was all done in
a hurry. Her daughter sails for New York on Saturday,
and we are going with her.”

“She’s taking you with her to New York?”

“Yes, and I don’t want to go. I shall be miserable
there.”

“Then why on earth go with her?”

“I have to, you know that. I work for money. I can’t
afford to leave her.” He picked up his razor again and
took the soap off his face. “Sit down,” he said. “I shan’t
be long. I’ll dress in the bathroom, and be ready in five
minutes. I want to talk to you.”

He was ready, as he had promised, in five minutes.
We walked down the corridor and out to the terrace,
where the tables were laid for breakfast.

“What are you going to have?” he asked.

“I’ve had breakfast already,” I told him, “and I can
only stay four minutes.”

1 What an earth are you talking about? — O uyem BBl roBopu-
te? (What on earth cly»ur Ajisi yCUJIeHUA BbICKA3bIBAHMA)
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“Bring me coffee, a boiled egg, toast, marmalade,
and a tangerine,” he said to the waiter and began filing
his nails.

“So Mrs. Van Hopper has had enough of Monte Car-
lo,” he said, “and now she wants to go home. So do I.
She to New York and I to Manderley. Which would you
prefer? You can take your choice.”

“Don’t make a joke about it; it’s unfair,” 1 said;
“and I think I had better say good-bye now.”

“If you think I’'m one of the people who try to be fun-
ny at breakfast, you are wrong,” he said. “I am usually in
a bad mood in early morning. I repeat to you, the choice is
open to you. Either you go to America with Mrs. Van Hop-
per or you come home to Manderley with me.”

“Do you mean you want a secretary or something?”

“No, I'm asking you to marry me, you little fool.”

The waiter came with the breakfast, and I sat with
my hands in my lap, watching him put down the pot of
coffee and the jug of milk.

“You don’t understand,” I said, when the waiter had
gone; “I don’t belong to your circle.”

“What is my circle?”

“Well... Manderley. You know what I mean.”

He picked up his spoon and helped himself to mar-
malade.! “What do you know of Manderley? I’m the per-
son to judge whether you belong there or not. You think
I ask you to marry me for the same reason you believed
I drove you in the car. To be kind. Don’t you?”

“Yes,” 1 said.

“One day,” he went on, spreading marmalade on
his toast, “you may realize that philanthropy is not my

! He... helped himself to marmalade. — Om... monomun cebe mo-
BHJLIIO.
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strongest quality. You haven’t answered my question. Do
you want to marry me?”

I was silent, bewildered. He took my silence for re-
fusal.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I thought you loved me. A fine
blow to my conceit.”

“I love you,” I said. “I love you very much. I’ve been
crying all night because I thought I should never see
you again.”

He laughed and stretched his hand to me across the
breakfast table. “Bless you for that,” he said; “one day,
when you get much older, I'll remind you of this mo-
ment. And you won’t believe me. It’s a pity you have
to grow up.” I was ashamed already and angry with him
for laughing. Perhaps women do not make those confes-
sions to men. I had a lot to learn.

“So that’s settled, isn’t it?” he said, going on with
his toast and marmalade. “Instead of being companion to
Mrs. Van Hopper you become mine, and your duties will
be almost the same. I also like new library books, and
flowers in the drawing-room, and bridge after dinner.
And someone to pour out my tea.”

I drummed with my fingers on the table, uncertain
of myself and of him. Was he still laughing at me,
was it all a joke? He looked up and saw the anxiety on
my face. “I’'m being a brute to you, aren’t I?” he said,
“this isn’t your idea of a proposal. We ought to be
in a garden, you in a white dress with a rose in your
hand, and a violin must play a waltz in the distance.
And I should make violent love to you behind a palm
tree. Poor dear!, don’t get upset, I'll take you to Ven-
ice for our honeymoon and we’ll hold hands in the gon-

1 Poor dear — Begus:kka



dola. But we won’t stay too long, because 1 want to
show you Manderley.”

He wanted to show me Manderley... And sudden-
ly I realized that it would happen; I would be his wife,
I would be Mrs. de Winter and we would walk in the
garden together. I knew now why I had bought that pic-
ture post-card as a child; it was a premonition, a step
into the future.

“Am I going to break the news to Mrs. Van Hopper
or are you?” he said.

“You tell her,” I said; “she’ll be so angry.”

We got up from the table and I followed him to the
lift. We came to the door of the suite. He opened the

door, and we were inside the suite in the little entrance
passage.

“Is that you?” called Mrs. Van Hopper from the sit-
ting-room. “What on earth have you been doing? I’ve
rung the office three times and they said they hadn’t
seen you.”

“I'm afraid it’s all my fault,” he said, going into the
sitting-room, shutting the door behind him, and I heard
her exclamation of surprise.

I went into my bedroom and sat down by the open
window. I wondered what he was saying to her, how
he phrased his words. Perhaps he said, “I fell in love
with her, you know, the very first time we met. We’ve
been seeing one another every day.” And she in answer,
“Why, Mr. de Winter, it’s the most romantic thing I've
ever heard.”

In love. He had not said anything yet about being in
love. No time perhaps. It was all so hurried at the break-
fast table. Marmalade, and coffee, and that tangerine. No
time. No, he had not said anything about being in love.
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Just that we would be married. Short and definite. Not
like vounger men, being very passionate, swearing impos-
sibilities. Not like he did the first time, asking Rebecca...

I must not think of that. A thought forbidden, prompt-
ed by demons. He loves me, he wants to show me Mander-
ley... Will they ever finish their talking, will they ever call
me into the room? There was a book of poems lying be-
side my bed. He forgot he had given it to me. “Come on,”
whispered the demon, “open the title-page; that’s what you
want to do, isn’t it? Open the title-page.”

I picked up the book. “Max from Rebecca”. She was
dead, and one must not have thoughts about the dead.
They slept in peace and the grass grew over their
graves. But how alive was her writing, how full of
force. It was just as if it had been written yesterday.
I took my nail scissors and cut out the page, looking
over my shoulder like a criminal. I tore the page up in
many little pieces and threw them into the waste-paper
basket. I felt better, much better.

The door opened and he came into the room.

“All’s well,” he said; “shock made her speechless at
first, but she’s beginning to recover. Go and talk to her.”

I went to Mrs. Van Hopper. She was standing by the
window, smoking a cigarette, her ridiculous hat perched
sideways on her head'.

“Well,” she said in a dry and hard voice, “still wa-
ters run deep?. How did you manage it?”

I did not know what to answer. I did not like her
smile. “It was a lucky thing for you I had the influen-
za,” she said. “I realize now how you spent your days,

! her ridiculous hat perched sideways on her head — ee Hecy-
pasHas mAna ObLia cABUHYTA HADOK
2 still waters run deep — B THXOM OMYTe YepPTH BOJAATCA
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and why you were so forgetful. You should have told
me, you know.”

“I’'m sorry,” I said.

She looked at me curiously and ran her eyes over my
figure. “He tells me he wants to marry you. Well, it has
nothing to do with mel, I wash my hands of this affair.
You realize he’s years older than you?”

“He’s only forty-two,” I said, “and I look older than
my age.”

She laughed and dropped cigarette ash on the floor.
“You certainly do,” she said.

I thought she was going to be generous after all,
hold out her hand and wish me luck. But she took out
her vanity bag? and began powdering her nose.

“Of course,” she said, “you know why he is marrying
you, don’t you? Don’t flatter yourself he’s in love with
you. The fact is that empty house got on his nerves so
much he nearly lost his head. He admitted it before you

came into the room. He just can’t go on living there
alone...”

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

indefinable, pause, despair, conceit, remind, marma-
lade, anxiety, waltz, scissors.

! it has nothing to do with me — ko MHe 210 He UMeeT oTHOIIE-
HUA

¢ vanity bag — namckaa cymouka; KocMeTwuka
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[indr' famaebl] [poz] [dis'pes] [ 'ken’sit] [r1°maind]
[ mamoslerd] [en zawst] [wal(t)s] ['sizez]
[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Translate the sentences using the words from the
box in the right form.

a departure a message

a trunk to afford

to get rid of to hide (hid, hidden)
to annoy bewildered

a pretext a fault

1) Mpl JOJIKHBI B3ATH HOCHUJBIIHAKA. V¥ Hac nBa 601b-
IUX 4YeMojaHa.

2) M1 He MoOeM MO3BOJIMTH cebe OTABIXaTh 3a IPaHU-
1ei.

3) Ee Bumua B aTOM JeJie Oblia AokasaHa.

4) Mo:xHO MHe OCTaBUTh cooOlleHHe [JA IOCIOLH-
Ha N?

5) IleByuIKa Tak CMYTWJach, 4YTO HHU4Yero He MOIJa

~ 00'BACHUTE.

6) Pexnama Ha TeJeBHAeHUM pasjparkaeT MHOTUX Te-
nespurenei (TV-viewers).

7) Mzl He 3HAJIH, KyJa OHA cOpATala KJIOYH.

8) Muccuc Ban Xomnmep uckana NIpeinjor, YyTOOBI MO-
3HAKOMHUTBLCA ¢ MucTepoM e BurTepoM.

9) Ecam MBI He jocTaHeM Oujaerel Ha 3aBTpa, MBI
OTJIOMKHM HAIl OTHe3.

10) Ectm oHa XoueT cTaTh aKTPHMCOH, OHA JMOJMKHA M3~
PaBUTLCA OT aKIIeHTAa.
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2 Replace the italicized words with their antonyms

from the box.

dull sadness
miserable a brute
pride alive

to enjoy beneath
to be upset forbidden

1) He behaved like a gentleman.

2) When the ambulance arrived the man was dead.

3) We did not like our stay in the Crimea this year.

4) After the divorce she seemed happy.

9) The film was very interesting.

6) Smoking during flights is permitted.

7) He recollected about his participation in the last
Olympic Games with shame.

8) There is a birds’ nest above the roof of our
house.

9) We were delighted with the results of the football
match.

10) Every morning she woke up with a feeling of joy.

Open the brackets using the verbs in Past Simple,
Present Perfect or Past Perfect.

1) The train (to leave) just five minutes ago.

2) By the end of the week we (to gather) all the
necessary documents.

3) — You (to buy) the dictionary? — Yes, I (to buy)
it yesterday.

4) — You ever (to be) to Paris? — Yes. — When
you (to be) there? — I (to be) there two years ago.

9) We (to come) to the theatre when the perform-
ance already (to begin).
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6) I already (to write out) the new words but I (to
learn) them vyet.

7) When my friend (to visit) me, I (to be) out.

8) Before Mr. de Winter (to come) to Monte Carlo
he (to live) in his estate near London.

Checking Comprehension

Say why:

1) Mrs. Van Hopper decided to leave Monte Carlo.

2) Daphne did not want to go to New York.

3) Mr. de Winter did not have lunch and supper in
the restaurant.

4) Daphne ran to Max de Winter’s room.

5) she did not leave Mrs. Van Hopper right away.

6) Daphne did not believe that Maxim would marry
her.

7) Maxim did not want to stay in Italy for a honey-
moon too long.

8) Daphne tried not to think of Rebecca.

9) she cut out the title page from the book.

10) Mrs. Van Hopper did not congratulate Daphne.

Discussion Tasks

Make up and act out dialogues between:

1) Daphne and Max de Winter.
2) Daphne and Mrs. Van Hopper.
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CHAPTER 5

We came to Manderley in early May. We left London
in the morning in a heavy rain and came to Manderley
at about five o’clock, in time for tea.

“This is London rain,” said Maxim when we left,
“you will see, when we come to Manderley the sun will
be shining.” And he was right, for the clouds left us at
Exeter, they rolled away behind us, leaving a blue sky
above our heads and a white road in front of us.

“Feeling better?” asked Maxim and I smiled at him,
taking his hand and thinking of how much he guessed
of my nervousness. It did not occur to him that I was
afraid of this arrival at Manderley as much as I had
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wished it in theory. I was like a child brought to her
first school; it seemed to me that I did not know at all
how to behave myself and I should not know whether to
stand or sit, what spoons and forks to use at dinner.

“Here we are,” he said, with a new note of excite-
ment in his voice, and I gripped the leather seat of the
car with my two hands.

The road twisted before us; on the left there were
two high iron gates beside a lodge, open wide to the
long drive to the house. As we were driving through
I saw faces looking out of the dark window of the lodge
and my heart was beating quickly, because I knew why
the faces were at the window.

They wanted to see what I was like. I could imag-
ine them now, talking excitedly, laughing in the kitchen.
Perhaps Maxim guessed something of my shyness at last,
for he took my hand and kissed it, and said laughing:

“You mustn’t mind if there’s a certain amount of curi-
osity. Everyone will want to know what you are like. They
have probably talked of nothing else for weeks. You have
only got to be yourself and they all will adore you. And
you don’t have to worry about the house. Mrs. Danvers
does everything. She’ll be cold with you at first, I think,
but you mustn’t let it worry you. It’s just her manner.”

I did not say anything, for I was thinking of how
long ago I bought a picture post-card of Manderley
in a village shop, and came out pleased with my pur-
chase, thinking: “This will do for my album.!” And now
I would live here, this would be my home.

We were not far from the estate now. I saw the
drive broaden, we turned the last corner, and so came
to Manderley. Yes, there it was, the Manderley I had ex-

! This will do for my album. — BTo nogoiimer misa Moero anbboMa.
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pected, the Manderley of my picture-card long ago. As
we drove up to the wide stone steps and stopped before
the open door, I saw through one of the windows that
the hall was full of people, and I heard Maxim swear
under his breath!. “Damn that woman,” he said; “she
knows perfectly well I did not want this sort of thing,”
and he put on the brakes with a jerk.

The butler came down the steps and opened the door
for me.

“Well, here we are, Frith,” said Maxim, taking off
his gloves. “It was raining when we left London but you
don’t seem to have had it here. Everyone well?”

“Yes, sir, thank vou. Glad to see you home, and hope
you are keeping well. And Madam too.”

“Yes, we are both well, thank you, Frith. Rather
tired from the drive, and wanting our.tea. Come on,” he
turned to me — “it won’t take long, and then you shall
have vour tea.”

We went together up the steps, and I felt a little pain
at the pit of my stomach?. Someone stepped forward
from the sea of faces, someone tall and thin, dressed in
deep black with big hollow eyes® on a white, skeleton-
like face.

She came towards me, and I held out my hand; but
when she took my hand, hers was heavy and deathly
cold, and it lay in mine like a lifeless thing.

“This is Mrs. Danvers,” said Maxim, and she be-
gan to speak, still leaving that dead hand in mine, her
hollow eyes never leaving my eyes, and 1 was aware of
a sensation of discomfort and of shame.

I under his breath — menorom
2 at the pit of my stomach — mojx nomeukoit
3 hollow eyes — asamasllpe rJiasa
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When she finished, she waited, as though for a re-
ply, and I remember blushing scarlet, stammering some
sort of thanks in return, and dropping both my gloves
in confusion. She picked them up, and as she handed
them to me I saw a little smile of scorn upon her lips,
and I guessed at once she considered me ill-bred. Max-
im took my arm and made a little speech of thanks and
then he led me off to the library to tea, closing the
doors behind us, and we were alone again.

Two cocker spaniels came from the fireside to greet
us. One was the mother, blind in one eye, and soon
she had returned to the fire, but Jasper, the younger,
put his nose into my hand, and laid a chin upon my
knee, his tail wagging when I stroked his silken ears.

I felt better when I had taken my hat and my cheap
fur off, and thrown them both on the chair. Soon tea was
brought to us, and while Maxim glanced through a great
pile of letters I swallowed the hot tea. From time to
time he looked up at me and smiled, and I thought how
little I knew of his life here at Manderley, of the peo-
ple he knew, of his friends, men and women, of what
orders he gave about his household. The last weeks had
gone so quickly, and I — driving by his side through
France and Italy — thought only of how I loved him,
asking no questions of the past and future, happy with
the present. During those weeks I had forgotten that he
had another life, a life which he must continue again as
before.

My thoughts were disturbed by the opening of the
door, and Frith came in to take away the tea. “Mrs.
Danvers wonders, Madam, whether vou would like to see
your room,” he said to me when the tea had been taken
away.
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Maxim glanced up from his letters. “Run along and
make friends with Mrs. Danvers. I’ll finish these letters
and then I'll join you.”

I got up slowly and went out into the hall. I wished
I could wait for him, and then, taking his arm, see the
rooms together. I did not want to go alone, with Mrs.
Danvers.

A black figure stood waiting for me at the head of
the stairs, the hollow eyes watching me intently from
the white face. I went up the long stairs towards her,
and she waited motionless, her eyes never leaving my
face.

We went along a broad, carpeted passage, and then
turned left, through an oak door and down a nar-
row flight of stairs to another door. She flung it open,
standing aside to let me pass, and I came to a little bou-
doir, furnished with a sofa, chairs, and a writing-desk,
which opened out to a large double bedroom with wide
windows and a bathroom. I went at once to the window
and looked out.

“You can’t see the sea from there,” I said, turning
to Mrs. Danvers.

“No, not from this wing,” she answered, “you can’t
even hear it.”

“I’'m sorry about that; I like the sea,” I said.

She did not answer; she just went on staring at me,
folding her hands before her.

“However, it’s a very charming room,” I said,
I’'m sure I shall be comfortable.”

She was silent. I wished she would go away. I won-
dered why she must go on standing there, watching me,
her hands folded on her black dress.

“lI suppose you have been at Manderley for many
yvears,” I said, making a new effort.

(11

and
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“lI came here when the first Mrs. de Winter was
a bride,” she said, and her wvoice which had been dull
and toneless, was now full of life and warmth, and there
was some colour on her thin cheeks.

The change was so sudden that I was shocked and
a little frightened. I had to say something, I could not
let her see how much I feared and mistrusted her.

“Mrs. Danvers,” I heard myself saying, “I hope we shall
be friends and come to understand one another. You must
have patience with me, you know, because this sort of life
is new to me. I want to make a success of it, and above all
to make Mr. de Winter happy. I know I can leave all house-
hold arrangements to you. You may just run things as they
have always been run; I shan’t make any changes.”

I looked up and saw that she was standing with her
hand on the handle of the door.

“Very good,” she said, “I hope I shall do everything
to your satisfaction. The house has been in my charge
for more than a year, and Mr. de Winter has never com-
plained. It was very different of course when the late
Mrs. de Winter was alive; there were a lot of parties,
and though I managed the things, she liked to supervise
everything herself.”

Once again I had the impression that she was watch-
ing for the effect of her words upon my face.

“Mr. de Winter said you would prefer to live on this
side,” she said, “though the bedroom in the west wing is
twice as large as this. It is very beautiful too, the most
beautiful in the house. And the windows look down to

¥

the sea.”

I felt uncomfortable. I did not know why she tried
to stress that this room, where I found myself, was in-
ferior, not up to Manderley standard, a second-rate room
for a second-rate person.
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“They used to live in the west wing when Mrs. de
> she continued. “That big room, I was
telling about, that looked down to the sea, was Mrs. de
Winter’s bedroom.”

Then I saw a shadow on her face, and she drew back
against the wall, as Maxim came into the room.

“How is it?” he asked me. “All right? Do you think
you’ll like it?”

He looked round with enthusiasm. “It was used all
those years as a guest-room,” he said. “You’ve made eve-
rything very well, Mrs. Danvers.”

“Thank vyou, sir,” she said without expression and

Winter was alive,’

then she turned and went out of the room.

“How did you get on with old Danvers?” he said
abruptly.

I turned away and began combing my hair before the
looking-glass. “She seems a little unfriendly,” I said af-
ter a moment or two; “perhaps she thought I was going
to interfere with the running of the house.”

“Don’t mind her,” he said; “she’s an extraordinary
character in many ways, and possibly not very easy for
another woman to get on with. But let’s forget about her,
she does not interest me wvery much, I'm afraid. Come
along, and let me show you something of Manderley.”

We sat in the library after dinner. It was new for
us to sit together like this, after dinner, for in Italy we
had wandered about, gone into little cafes, walked or
driven. “This has been his custom for years,” I thought,
“this is what he has always done.”

And as 1 sat there, stroking the soft ears of Jas-
per, it occurred to me, that I was not the first one to
sit there in that arm-chair; someone had been before me
and left an imprint of her person on the cushions, and
on the arm where her hand had rested. Another one had
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poured the coffee from that silver coffee pot, had placed
the cup to her lips, had bent down to the dog as I was
doing.

Unconsciously, 1 shivered as though someone had
opened the door behind me. I was sitting in Rebecca’s
arm-chair, I was leaning against Rebececa’s cushion, and
the dog had come to me and laid his head upon my knee
because that had been his custom, and he remembered,
in the past, she had given sugar to him there.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

leather, guess, damn, stomach, discomfort, blind,
swallow, enthusiasm, wander, unconsciously.

[leda] [ges] [dem] [’stamak] [dis’kamfat] [blaind]
[“swolou] [in Bju:zi’zezm] ["wonda] [an’konfasli]

L] Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Find in the text the English equivalents for the fol-

lowing words and word combinations:

CUJIBHBIM NOMIAb, €My He NPHUXOJUJ0 B T'OJIOBY, IIOMeEcC-
The, IIelI0OTOM, HaxXaTb Ha TOPMO3, IIPOTAHYTH DPVKY,
[IJIOXO BOCHHUTAHHBIN, JOMAalllHee XO3SAUCTBO, Ha Bepx-
Heil ILIoIjaZKe JeCTHMIILI, AeJaTh yCHAHe, NOGUThCH
ycriexa, Tpekle BCero, BeCTH XO03dAHCTBO, HAA3UPATH,
BTOPOCOPTHLIN, MOJAAATH ¢ KeM-JIubo.
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2 Translate the sentences using the following expres-
sions with the verbs to do and fto make.

1)
2)

3)
4)
o)
6)
7

8)
9)

to make a success
to do for smth
to make friends
to do without smth
to make up with smb
to do with smth
to make the best of smth
to do harm (good)
to make oneself at home
to have nothing to do with smb

Tel goskHA MOMHPUTHCA CO CBOEH MAaMOi.

f1 mory oOoliTHch uyalredkoir uyagd U Oyrepbponom
Ha Y)KWH.

OHH CcKOpO MOAPYKHJINCD.

1 He mory oboliTuck 0e3 KOMIBIOTEpPA.

S yBepeH, uTo OH HoObeTCA yclexa.

He OoiiTech: 3T rpubbsl He MMOBpeAAT BaM (He IIpH-
YHUHAT Bpena).

{1 He Xouy MMeTh C HUM HHYero obOIiero.
YyscTBYHTE cebsa Kar goMma.

{1 nvmarw, UTO 3TH MYTOBUILI HEe MHOAOHAYT K Moe-
MY INAaJbTO.

10) M1 mocrapaeMcs HWCIIOJIL30BATH DTH [eHLI'M HaU-

JYUYIITIHM 0o0OpaszoM.

3 Open the brackets using the verbs in Future Simple,
Future Continuous or Future Perfect,

1) How long you (to stay) in St. Petersburg? You

2)

(to go) to the Hermitage?
When the rain stops, I (to walk) my dog.
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3)
4)

3)
6)

7)

8)

At this time tomorrow I (to fly) to the sea-shore.
“By the end of our excursion you (to see) all
places of interest,” the guide said to the tourists.
Don’t come tomorrow before 12 o’clock. I (to
have) a music lesson.

I wonder when the film (to be) on.

I hope that by July I (to pass) my school exami-
nations and from August I (to prepare) for my
entrance exams to the University.

Let’s meet at a quarter to 7. I (to wait) for vou
at the entrance to the theatre,

Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1)

2)

3)
4)

3)

6)

7)

8)

9)

What was the weather like when Maxim and his
young wife arrived at Manderley?

How did Daphne feel when they were coming to
Manderley?

Who met them at Manderley?

Mrs. Danvers’s hand was heavy and deathly cold,
wasn’t it?

What was Daphne thinking about while Maxim
was looking through his letters?

Did Daphne feel comfortable in Mrs. Danvers’s
presence?

What caused changes in Mrs. Danvers’s manner
during her conversation with Mrs. de Winter?
What did she try to stress speaking about the
bedroom?

Did Daphne understand the reason of Mrs. Dan-
vers’s unfriendliness?



10) Who did Daphne think about when she was sit-
ting in the library near Maxim?

Y% Discussion Tasks

1 Describe the first meeting of Daphne and Mrs. Dan-
vers.

2 Act out a dialogue between the heroine and Mrs. Dan-
vers beginning with the words “l suppose you have
been at Manderley for many years” up to the words
“That big room... was Mrs. de Winter’s bedroom.”

CHAPTER 6

I had never realized, of course, that life at Mander-
ley would be so orderly and planned. I remember now,
looking back, how on that first morning Maxim was up
and dressed and writing letters, even before breakfast,
and when I got downstairs, after nine o’clock, I found
he had nearly finished.

He looked up at me and smiled. “You mustn’t mind,”
he said; “this is something you will have to get used to.
Running a place like Manderley, is a full-time job.”

I remember well how impressed I was; impressed by the
magnificence of the breakfast offered to us. There was tea,
in a great tea-pot, and coffee too, and dishes of boiled and
fried eggs, of bacon, and another of fish. There was por-
ridge in a silver bowl, and toasts, and various pots of jam,
marmalade, and honey, while dessert dishes, piled high
with fruit, stood at the end of the table.

E
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It seemed strange to me that Maxim, who in Italy
and France had eaten a croissant and fruit only, should
sit down to this breakfast at home, enough for a dozen
people, seeing nothing ridiculous about it.

I noticed he had eaten a small piece of fish. I took
a boiled egg and I wondered what happened to the rest —
all those eggs, bacon, the porridge, the remains of the
fish. Were there servants waiting behind kitchen doors
for the gift of our breakfast? Or was it all thrown
away? I would never dare to ask, of course.

“Thank God, I haven’t a great crowd of relatives to
introduce to you,” said Maxim, “a sister 1 very rarely
see, and a grandmother who is nearly blind. Beatrice, by
the way, asks a permission to come to lunch. I suppose
she wants to have a look at you.”

“Today?” I said with a falling heart.

“Yes, but she won’t stay long. You’ll like her, I think.
She’s very direct; if she doesn’t like you she’ll tell you so,
to your face.” I found this hardly comforting and asked
myself if sometimes it was better to be not too sincere.

Maxim got up from his chair and lit a cigarette. “I'd
like to take you round the garden, but I must see Craw-
ley, my agent. He’ll be in for lunch, too, by the way.
You don’t mind, do you?”

“Of course not,” I said. “It’s quite all right.”

Then he picked up his letters and went out of the
room, and I remember thinking that was not how I im-
agined my first morning. I sat long over the breakfast,
and it was only when I saw Frith come in and look at
me, that I realized it was after ten o’clock. I sprang to
my feet at once, feeling guilty and apologized for sit-
ting there so late, and he bowed, saying nothing, but
I caught surprise in his eyes. Perhaps I should not
have apologized. I wished I knew what to say, what to
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do, but these were the things to be acquired, painfully,
perhaps, and slowly, costing me many bitter moments.

I went upstairs to my bedroom, but when I opened
the door I found the housemaids there, doing the room.
They looked at me in surprise. It was not right, then,
for me to go to my room at that hour in the morning.
I crept downstairs once more, silently, and went into the
library, which was cool, as the fire was not lit there yet.

I looked round for a box of matches but could not
find one. I decided then to fetch the matches from the
sideboard in the dining-room. I tiptoed out into the hall
and listened. All was quiet, so I went across the hall
and into the dining-room once more. I crossed the room
quickly and picked up the matches, and as I did so Frith
came back into the room. I tried to hide the box into my
pocket, but I saw him glance at my hand in surprise.

“Do you want anything, Madam?” he said.

“Oh, Frith,” I said awkwardly, “I could not find any
matches. I felt rather cool in the library and I thought
perhaps I would put a match to the fire.”

“The fire in the library is not usually lit until the af-
ternoon, Madam,” he said. “Mrs. de Winter always used
the morning-room. There is a good fire in there. Of course
if you wish to have the fire in the library as well, T will
give orders for it to be lit.”

“Oh, no,” I said, “I will go into the morning-room.
Thank you, Frith.”

I turned away into the hall again trying to look con-
fident. I could not tell Frith that I had never seen the
morning-room, that Maxim had not shown it to me the
night before. I knew he was standing in the entrance to
the dining-room, watching me. I could not deceive him.

“You go straight through the double drawing-room,
Madam,” he said, “and turn to vour left.”
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“Thank vyou, Frith,” I said humbly, pretending no
longer.

I went through the long drawing-room, as he had di-
rected. A lovely room it was, with pictures on the wall and
those tables and chairs probably without price. But I had no
wish to stay there. It looked more like a museum than like
a living room. I went through it, and turned to the left,
and so on to the little morning-room I had not seen before.

I went to the window that looked out upon the rho-
dodendrons. There were great blood-red bushes of them
beneath the open window, and in the centre of a little
clearing between them there was a tiny statue of a na-
ked faun holding his pipe near his lips.

This was a woman’s room, elegant, cozy, the room of
someone who had chosen every piece of furniture with
great care, so that each chair, each wvase, each small
thing should be in harmony with one another, and with
her own personality.

And there were rhododendrons everywhere. The room
was filled with them, even the walls took colour from
them, becoming rich and glowing in the morning sun.

I went and sat at the writing-desk. The pigeon-holes
were marked “letters unanswered”, “letters to keep”,
“household”, “menus”, “miscellaneous”; each label writ-
ten in that pointed hand-writing that I knew already. And
it shocked me to recognize it again, for I had not seen it
since I had cut out the page from the book of poems.

I opened the drawer and there was an open leather
book, whose heading “Guests at Manderley”, showed at
once what visitors had come and gone, the rooms they
had used, the food they had eaten. There were also visit-
ing cards in little boxes. I took one out and looked at it.
“Mrs. de Winter” it said, and in the corner “Manderley”.
I put it back in the box again, feeling suddenly guilty, as
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though I were staying in somebody else’s house and my
hostess had said to me, “Yes, of course, write letters at
my desk”, and I had in a stealthy manner peeped at her
correspondence. At any moment she could come back into
the room and she would see me there, sitting before her
open drawer, which I had no right to touch.

And when the telephone rang, suddenly, on the desk
in front of me, my heart leapt and I started up in ter-
ror, thinking I had been discovered. I took the receiv-
er off with trembling hands, and “Who is it?” I said.
“Who do you want?” A voice came low and rather harsh,
I could not tell whether that was of a woman or a man.
“Mrs. de Winter?” it said. “Mrs. de Winter?”

“I’'m afraid you have made a mistake,” I said, “Mrs.
de Winter has been dead for over a year.” It was not
until the name was repeated again that I had understood
with a rush of colour on my face what a silly thing
I had said. “It’s Mrs. Danvers, Madam,” said the voice.
“I’m speaking to you on the house telephone.”

“I’'m sorry, Mrs. Danvers,” I said, stammering, “the
telephone startled me, I didn’t know what I was saying.”

“'m sorry to have disturbed you, Madam,” she said,
“I only wondered whether you wished to see me, and wheth-
er you approved of the menus for today.”

“Oh,” I said, “I’'m sure I do. Just order what you like,
Mrs. Danvers,'you needn’t ask me.”

“I’'m very sorry I disturbed you while you were writ-
ing, Madam.”

“You didn’t disturb me at all,” I said, “please don’t
apologize.” '

“The post leaves at midday, and Robert will come for
your letters.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Danvers,” I said. I listened a mo-
ment, but she said no more, and then I heard a little
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click at the end of the telephone, which meant she had
replaced the receiver. I did the same. Then I looked down
again at the desk. The words on the pigeon-holes were
like a reproach to me for my idleness. She, who sat there
before me, had not wasted her time, as I was doing. She
gave her orders for the day and ran her pencil perhaps
through an item in the menu that had not pleased her.
And then she wrote her letters, five, six, seven perhaps
in that curious, slanting hand I knew so well.

I drummed with my fingers on the desk. I could
think of nobody to write to. Only Mrs. Van Hopper. And
there was something foolish, rather ironical, in the re-
alization that here I was sitting at my own desk in my
own home with nothing better to do than to write a let-
ter to a woman 1 disliked, whom I should never see
again. I pulled a sheet of notepaper towards me and took
up a narrow thin pen. “Dear Mrs. Van Hopper,” 1 began.
And as I wrote I noticed for the first time how bad and
unformed was my own hand-writing; without individual-
ity, without style, uneducated even, the writing of a pu-
pil taught in a second-rate school.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

bowl, high, heart, guilty, acquire, blood, faun, mis-
cellaneous, stealthy, touch, approve, idleness.

[boul] [har] [hat] [‘gitr] [o'kwaid] [blad] [fon]
[‘miso’lentas] [‘stel6r] [tay] [o'pru:v] [ aidinas]
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L Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1

3

Match up the words and word combinations in the

left column with their Russian equivalents in the
right column.

1) hand-writing
2) second-rate
3) as well

a) Tak:Ke, TOMKe

b) egBa nm

C) BBITJIANETh YBepPeHHBIM
4) in a stealthy manner d) ynpex

5) on tiptoe

6) to look confident
7) a reproach

8) remains

€) BTOPOCOPTHBIN
f) pasHoe

g£) Ha IBITTOYKAX
h) ocrarkn

1) YKpankoit

j) nouepk

9) miscellaneous
10) hardly

Find in the text the synonyms for the following
words and word combinations:

to understand, to manage smth, absurd, to get ac-
customed, relations, frank, to jump, fast, to look, to
cheat, self-assured, beautiful, stupid, to trouble.

Open the brackets using the verbs in the proper
form.

1) After this actress (to get) a prize at an interna-
tional film festival she (to become) famous.

2) We (to arrive) at St. Petersburg early in the morn-
ing. The rain (to stop) but a strong wind (to blow).

3) By the end of this month the judge (to study) all
the materials of this case.

4) I think Boris is late because he (to get) into a traf-

fic jam. Perhaps he (to stand) somewhere in the
centre.

5) When I (to visit) the Orlovs, they (to pack) their
things. They (to leave) for the country tomor-

row.
6) Today at 5 o’clock we (to watch) “Dog Show” on

the TV.
7) — How long you (to wait) for the bus? — 1 (to
wait) for almost an hour already but no bus (to

come) yet. '
8) A lot of terrible catastrophes (to happen) in the

world lately.

9) — You often (to go) to the library? — No, I (not
to be) there since last year.

10) He (to say) that his son (to learn) French. He
(to learn) it for three years and (to make) great
progress.

Checking Comprehension

Say whether these statements are true or false.

1) The breakfast at Manderley consisted of croissants

and fruit.

2) After breakfast Maxim took Daphne round the
garden. |

3) Daphne did not know how to get to the morning-
room.

4) The morning-room looked like a museum.

5) Daphne felt herself the hostess of Manderley.

6) When the telephone rang, Daphne started up in
terror because she thought she had been discov-
ered.

7) Daphne wanted to write a letter to Mrs. Van

Hopper.
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8) She thought that her hand-writing was better
than that of Rebecca.

2 Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Tell us about your
visit to the morning-room.
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CHAPTER 7

When I heard the sound of the car in the drive, 1 got
up in sudden panic, glancing at the clock, for I knew
that it meant Beatrice and her husband had arrived. They
were much earlier than I had expected. And Maxim was
not yet back. I wondered if it would be possible to hide,
to get out of the window, into the garden so that Frith,
bringing them to the morning-room, would say, “Madam
must have gone out”, and it would seem quite natural.

I went quickly into the big drawing-room and made
for a door near me on the left. It led into a long dark
corridor that I had not seen before, and I ran along it
until T came to a little alcove, set in an outside wall,
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where a broad window gave me light at last. I looked
out and saw below me the grass lawns stretching to the
sea, and the sea itself.

It was closer than I had thought, much closer. I knew
Fhat I had made the round of the house, and was stand-
Ing in the corridor of the west wing. Yes, Mrs. Danvers
was right. You could hear the sea from here. Somehow
I was glad my rooms were in the east wing. I preferred
the rose-garden to the sound of the sea. I went back to
the landing, and prepared to go down, when I heard
the door behind me open, and it was Mrs. Danvers, We
stared at one another for a moment without speaking
and I felt the colour come up into my face. ’

“I lost my way,” I said, “I was trying to find my
room.”

“You have come to the opposite side of the house,”
she said; “this is the west wing.”

“Yes, I know,” I said.

“Perhaps you would like me to show you all over the
west wing?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No, I'd rather not,” I said. “No
I must go downstairs.” I began to walk down the stairs,
and she came with me, by my side, as though she were’
a guard, and I was a prisoner.

I went down the big stairway into the hall, knowing
she was standing there above me, her eyes watching me.
I knew I had to go back now, to the morning-room, and
?meet Maxim’s sister and her husband. I could not hide
in my bedroom now.

I stood for a moment outside the morning-room with
my hand on the door, listening to the hum of voices.
Iﬂaxim had returned, while I had been upstairs, bringing
his agent with him I suppose, for it sounded to me as if
the room was full of people. I turned the handle of the
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door and was met at once, it seemed, with a sea of faces
and a general silence.

“Here she is at last,” said Maxim. “Where have you
been hiding? We were thinking of sending out a search
party. Here is Beatrice, and this is Giles, and this is
Frank Crawley.”

Beatrice was tall, broad-shouldered, very handsome, very
much like Maxim about the eyes, but not as snobbish as
I had expected, much simpler. She did not kiss me. She
shook hands very firmly, looking me straight in the eyes,
and then turned to Maxim. “Quite different from what
[ expected. Doesn’t answer to your description at all.”

Everyone laughed, and I joined in, not quite certain
if the laugh was against me or not, wondering secretly
what it was she had expected, and what had been Max-
im’s description.

She was examining me from head to foot, as I had
expected, but in a direct, straightforward fashion, not
maliciously like Mrs. Danvers, not with unfriendliness.
She had a right to judge me, she was Maxim’s sister,
and Maxim himself came to my help, putting his arm
through mine, giving me confidence.

We were discussing our journey to Italy when the
door opened and Frith announced that lunch was served.
We all got up and walked through the drawing-room to
the hall, Beatrice and I a little ahead of the men. She
was taking my arm.

“You know,” she said, “you are even younger than
[ had expected. Maxim told me your age, but you're
an absolute child. Tell me, are you very much in love
with him?”

I was not prepared for this question, and she must
have seen the surprise in my face, for she laughed light-

ly, and squeezed my arm.
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“Don’t answer,” she said. “I can see what you feel.
You mustn’t mind me. I'm devoted to Maxim, you know,
though we always bicker like cat and dog when we meet.
I congratulate you on his looks. We were all very wor-
ried about him this time last year, but of course you
know the whole story.” I wondered what Beatrice would
say if she realized that I knew nothing of that preceding
vear, no details of the tragedy that had happened there,
in the bay, that Maxim kept these things to himself and
I never questioned him.

Lunch passed off better than I had dared to hope.
When it was over Maxim said, “Beatrice, take her out in
the garden; she hasn’t seen the place yet.”

We went out to the terrace and walked down to the
green lawns.

“Tell me about yourself,” said Beatrice; “what were
you doing in the south of France? Living with some
shocking American woman, Maxim said.”

I explained about Mrs. Van Hopper, and she seemed
sympathetic but listened a little absently, as though she
were thinking of something else.

“Yes,” she said, when I paused, “it all happened very
suddenly, as you say. But of course we were all delight-
ed, my dear, and I do hope! you will be happy.”

“Thank you, Beatrice,” I said, “thank you very much.”

“When Maxim wrote me,” she went on, taking my
arm, “that he had discovered you in the south of
France, and you were very young, very pretty, I must
admit it gave me a bit of shock. We all expected a so-
cial butterfly, very modern and plastered with make-
up, the sort of girl you expected to meet in those sort

' T do hope — s ouens Hagewcs (raaron do CIYHUT IJA YCH-
JeHHA)
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of places. When you came into the morning-room be-
fore lunch, you could have knocked me down with
a feather!.

She laughed, and I laughed with her. But she did
not say whether or not she was disappointed by my ap-
pearance or relieved.

“Poor Maxim,” she said, “he went through an awful
time, and let’s hope you will make him forget about it.
Of course he adores Manderley. By the way, how do you
get on with Mrs. Danvers?” she asked suddenly.

I bent down and began stroking Jasper’s ears. “I have
not seen very much of her,” I said; “she frightens me
a little.”

“Did she seem friendly?”

“No,” I said. “No, not very.”
“I dare say she will get over it in time,” said Beat-

rice, “but it may make things rather unpleasant for you
at first. Of course she’s insanely jealous.”

“Why?” 1 asked, looking up at her. “Why should she
be jealous? Maxim does not seem to be particularly fond
of her.” J

“My dear child, it’s not Maxim she’s thinking of,”
said Beatrice; “I think she respects him and all that?,
but nothing more. She resents your being here, that’s
the trouble.”

“Why?” I said. “Why should she resent me?”

“I though you knew. I thought Maxim had told you.
She simply adored Rebecca.”

“Oh,” I said. “Oh, I see.”

We both went on stroking Jasper, who, unaccustomed
to such attention, rolled over on his back in ecstasy.

1 to knock down with a feather — omenoMuTs
2 and all that — u Bce Takoe
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“Here are the men,” said Beatrice, “let’s have some
chairs out and sit under the chestnut.”

We all went and sat down under the chestnut tree.
From time to time I caught Beatrice’s eye upon me as
though she were saying to herself: “What on earth does
Maxim see in her?” but it was kind, not unfriendly.

I listened to the conversation, leaning against Max-
im’s arm. He stroked my hand absently, talking to Bea-
trice.

“That’s what I do to Jasper,” I thought. “I’'m be-
ing like Jasper now, leaning against him. He pats me
now and again! when he remembers, and I’'m pleased. He
likes me in the way he likes Jasper.”

“Well, I suppose we ought to be off,” said Beatrice,
brushing the grass from her skirt. We got up. “Come
and see us if you feel like it,” she said. “I always expect
people to come without invitations. Life is too short to
send out invitations.”

“Thank you very much,” I said. Beatrice took my
hand, and bending down gave me a swift kiss on my
cheek. “Good-bye,” she said; “forgive me if I've asked
you a lot of rude questions, my dear, and said all sorts
of things I shouldn’t. Tact never was my strong point,
as Maxim will tell you. And, as I told you, you’re not
a bit what I expected.” She looked at me direct and then
took a cigarette from her bag, and flashed her lighter.

“You see,” she said walking down the stairs, “you
are so different from Rebecca.”

And we came out on to the steps and found that the
sun had gone behind a cloud, a little thin rain was fall-
ing, and Frith was hurrying across the lawn to bring in
the chairs.

I now and again — Bpems oT BpeMeHH
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Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

alcove, guard, dare, jealous, feather, maliciously.
['elkovv] [ga:d] [dea] ['dzelas] [ feda] [ma’lifasli]
[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Fill in the gaps with the words from the box in the
appropriate form.

to sound to sympathize
search jealous

to precede to resent

to judge insane

to announce to be devoted

people by their appearance.
the results of the examination

1) One mustn’t

2) They will
on Monday.

3) I'm sure the man is
can’t commit such crimes.

4) It improbable but it is true.

5) We deeply . with the relatives of the vic-
tims of terrorist acts.

6) The whole month

. A normal person

the wedding she spent

shopping.

7) of the boat with the fishermen lasted
for three days but it was not found.

8) He the behaviour of his son and threat-

ened to turn him out of the house.
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9) Dogs usually to their masters and miss
them when they are away.

10) His wife is terribly and always makes
scenes when he comes home late.

Find in the text the antonyms for the following
words and word combinations:

gradual, to leave, artificial, narrow, to find
(2 words), downstairs, empty, the same, kindly, suc-
ceeding, old-fashioned, wonderful, to hate (2 words),
to despise, attentively, polite.

Open the brackets using the adjectives and adverbs
in the appropriate form.

1) Train 23 is (fast) and it arrives in Moscow (early)
than train 25. I’ll take it.

2) The conference was devoted to (important) prob-
lem of our time — fighting against international
terrorism.

3) It’s (difficult) for me to translate orally from
English into Russian than from Russian into
English.

4) While we were having breakfast we were listen-
ing to (late) news.

5) This man is (late) on the list but not (little).

6) The (soon) you start taking this medicine (good)
you will feel.

7) The climate of the Crimea is (mild) than that of
the Caucasus.

8) We asked the writer about his (far) plans.

9) I drive a car (carefully) than my husband.

Checking Comprehension

Imagine that you are Beatrice. Ask Daphne about:

1) her childhood and her parents.

2) her work for Mrs. Van Hopper.

3) her first meeting with Maxim.

4) her tastes in clothes, literature, music, etc.
5) her impressions of Manderley.

6) her relations with Mrs. Danvers.

Discussion Tasks

Say why:

1) Daphne wanted to run away when she heard the
sound of the car.

2) she was glad that her rooms were in the east wing.

3) she did not want Mrs. Danvers to show her over

the west wing.
4) she was not hurt by Beatrice examining her.

5) Beatrice liked Daphne at first sight.
6) Mrs. Danvers resented Daphne’s presence in Man-

derley.
7) Daphne was not happy when Maxim stroked her

hand.

CHAPTER 8

We watched the car disappear round the corner of the

drive, and then Maxim took my arm and said, “Thank
God, that’s over. Get a coat quickly and come out.”

10) You’ve written this test (bad) of all in the class
but (good) than last time.
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“Wait while I run upstairs for my coat,” I said.

“There’s a pile of mackintoshes in the flower room,
get one of them,” he said impatiently, “women always
spend half an hour when they go to their bedrooms.
Robert, fetch a coat from the flower room, please, for
Mrs. de Winter.”

Presently Robert came running out of the hall carry-
ing a raincoat, and I put it on hurriedly. It was too big
and too long, but there was no time to change it, and
we set off together across the lawn to the woods with
Jasper running in front.

The trees grew very close together, and it was dark.
We came to a clearing in the woods, and there were two
paths, going in opposite directions. Jasper took the right
path without hesitation.

“l suppose he’s used to it,” Maxim said briefly; “it
leads to a small cove, where we kept a boat. Come on,
Jasper, old man.”

We turned into the left path, not saying anything, and
presently I looked over my shoulder and saw that J asper
was following us. We had walked for about an hour when
Maxim said suddenly, “There, take a look at that.”

We stood on a slope of a hill, and the path twisted
before us to a wvalley by the side of a running stream.
There were no dark trees here, but on both sides of the
narrow path stood azaleas and rhododendrons, drooping
their lovely, delicate heads in the soft summer rain. The
air was full of their scent, sweet and heady, and Maxim
picked up a flower and gave it to me.

“We call this place the Happy Valley,” he said.

I held Maxim’s hand and did not speak. I was under
the spell of the Happy Valley. This was the heart of Man-
derley, the Manderley I would know and learn to love. We
came on the beach and began to throw little stones into
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the sea. Then we looked round and saw that Jasper had
disappeared. We called and whistled but he did not come.

We walked up the beach towards the valley once again.
“Jasper, Jasper,” called Maxim.

In the distance, beyond the rocks to the right of the
beach, I heard a short, sharp bark. “Hear that?” I said.
“He’s run over this way.” I began to climb up the slip-
pery rocks in the direction of the bark.

“Come back,” Maxim said sharply; “we don’t want to
go that way. This foolish dog must look after himself.”

I hesitated, looking down from the rock. “Perhaps
he’s fallen,” I said, “poor little boy. Let me fetch him.”

“He’s all right,” said Maxim irritably; “why not leave
him? He knows the way back.”

I pretended not to hear and began climbing over the
rocks towards Jasper. Looking around I saw, to my sur-
prise, a cove, behind which the bay formed a tiny nat-
ural harbour. There was a buoy anchored there, but no
boat. And a little farther on stood half cottage, half
boat-house, built of stones.

There was a man on the beach, a fisherman perhaps,
and Jasper was barking at him, running round him in
circles. “Jasper,” I shouted, “Jasper, come here.”

The dog looked up, wagging his tail, but did not
obey me. I climbed down over the rocks to the beach be-
low. The man looked up at the sound. He smiled at me,
showing toothless gums.

“G’day,” he said.

“Good afternoon,” I said. “Have you got any string?”

“Eh?” he said.

“Have you got any string?” I repeated. “I want some-
thing to tie the dog. He doesn’t follow me.”

“Eh?” he said and smiled an idiot’s smile.

“All right,” I said. “It doesn’t matter.”
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I wondered if there was any string in the boat-house,
and I walked up the beach towards it. There must have
been a garden once, but now the grass was long, crowded
with nettles. To my surprise I easily opened the door and
went inside. The room was furnished; there was a desk in
the corner, a table, and chairs, and a bed-sofa against the
wall. Bookshelves with the books inside it and models of
ships standing on the shelves. For a moment I thought it
must be inhabited but I looked around me again and saw
no sign of recent occupation. It was damp in the cottage,
damp, and cold, and dark. I did not like it.

I looked about me for some string. There was anoth-
er door at the end of the room, and I went there. Here
were the ropes, two or three sails, pots of paints and
other things that are needed for boats. A ball of string
lay on a shelf and a rusted knife beside it. I opened the
knife and cut a piece of a string. Then I hurriedly came
out of the cottage, not looking behind me.

The man was watching me. Jasper was at his side.

“Come along, Jasper,” I said, “come along, good dog.”
I bent down and this time he allowed me to tie a string
to his collar.

“Good-bye,” I said, pulling Jasper.

The man nodded, staring at me with his narrow id-
iot’s eyes. “She’s gone in the sea, ain’t she?” he said.
“She won’t come back no more?”

“No,” I said, “she’ll not come back.”

I walked along the beach and saw Maxim waiting for
me by the rocks with his hands in his pockets.

“I’'m sorry,” I said, “Jasper would not come. I had to
get some string.”

He turned abruptly on his heels and went towards
the wood.

“There was a man on the beach,” I said. “Who was he?”
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“Only Ben,” said Maxim; “he’s quite harmless, poor
devil. His father used to be one of the keepers. Where
did you get that piece of rope?”

“I found it in the cottage on the beach,” I said.

“Was the door open?”

“Yes, I pushed it open. I found the string in the oth-
er room, where the sails were, and a small boat.”

“Oh,” he said shortly. “Oh, I see,” and then he added
after a moment or two: “That cottage must be locked.”

“The place looks deserted,” I said. “There was dust
everywhere and it was terribly damp. I'm afraid those
books will be quite spoilt, and the chairs, and that sofa.
There are rats there, too.”

Maxim did not reply. He walked very fast, so that
Jasper and I could hardly keep up with him.

“Stop, Maxim,” I asked, “we’re tired.”

“I told you not to go on those rocks, and now you
are complaining that you’re tired.”

“I’m not complaining,” I said. “Anyone, even if they
had legs of iron, would be tired walking at such pace.
I thought you would come with me when I went after
Jasper, instead of staying behind.”

“I did not want to go to the other beach. Do you un-
derstand that? I never go near that bloody place! and
that damned cottage. And if you had my memories, you
would not want to go there either, or talk about it, or
even think about it.”

His face was white, and his eyes had that dark lost look
they had when I first met him. I put out my hand to him.

“Please, Maxim,” I said, “I don’t want you to look
like that. Let’s forget about it. I'm sorry, darling. I'm
sorry. Let everything be all right.”

1 bloody place — mpokJaATOE MeCTO
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“We ought to have stayed in Italy,” he said. “We
ought never to have come back to Manderley. Oh, God,
what a fool I was to come back.”

I felt tears straying on my cheeks and automatical-
ly felt in my pocket for a handkerchief. I drew it out,
a little thing with lace on the edges. I stared at it,
frowning, for it was not mine. There was a monogram
in the corner. A tall sloping R, with the letters de W
interlaced.

I must have been the first person to put on that
mackintosh since the handkerchief was used. She who
had worn the coat then was tall, slim, broader than
me about the shoulders, for I had found it big and
long.

There was a pink mark upon the handkerchief. The
mark of a lip-stick. She had rubbed her lips with the
handkerchief, and then rolled it in a ball and left it in
the pocket. I wiped my eves with the handkerchief, and
as I did so I noticed that a scent was still about it.
A scent I recognized, a scent I knew. I shut my eyes and
tried to remember.

And then I realized that the scent upon the hand-
kerchief was the same as the scent of the azaleas in the
Happy Valley.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

air, whistle, climb, harbour, buoy, anchore, sign.

[ea] [‘wisl] [klarm] ["ha:ba] [bo1] ["apka] [sain]
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[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Match up the words and word combinations in the
left column with their English equivalents in the
right column.

1) ornpaBHUTHCA a) delicate heads

2) OBITH BO BJIACTH Yap b) to keep up with smb
3) 6e3 KoaebaHuA c) to frown

4) He)XXHBIEe T'OJOBKH d) to look deserted
0) NpAHAIINI 3amax e) to look after smb
6) Boaneke f) without hesitation
7) NpUTBOPATHCHA g) to feel for

h) to set off

9) 3aboruThca 0 KOM-JI100 1) in the distance

8) XxMypuUThCS

10) BeIr1sAgeTs 3a0poureHHBIM | j) to pretend
11) mocneBaTh 3a KeM-1ubO k) heady scent
1) to be under the spell

12) mapurs

IHomucemusn (Polysemy)

MHormue aHTrJHHCKHE CJIOBA HMMEHT He OJHO, a He-
CKOJBbKO 3HavyeHWil. UToOBl NmpaBUJIBHO II€ePEBECTH Ta-
KOe CJIOBO, HYKHO HAWTW B CJoBape TO 3HadYeHHe,

KOTOpOe COOTBETCTBYET TaHHOMY KOHTekKcTy. Hanpu-
Mep, rJjiaroJ to run mMeeT 3HadeHudA: Gerars, uaTH (O
CIIeKTaKJie), VIPaBJIAThL, I'VIaCUThL (0 TeKceTe) U MHOTHe
Ipyrue.

2 Translate these sentences paying attention to the

meaning of the italicized words.

1) a term
a) We will have three exams in this term.
b) To translate special texts one must know the
terms of the given field of science.
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2)

3)

¢) The businessmen discussed the terms of a long-
term agreement.

a hand

a) She held out her hand.

b) The manager had to employ new hands.

¢) “Can you give me a hand?” asked the boy.
“I can’t do this sum.”

d) The clock is fast. I'll move the minute hand.
e) “All hands on deck!” shouted the captain.

to change

a) Where can I change some dollars?

b) He’d changed so much that I could hardly rec-
ognize him.

¢) She went home to change for the theatre.

d) There is no direct bus to the station, so I'll
have to change.

3 Fill in the gaps with the pronouns from the box.

some of none of
somebody something
anybody anything
everybody everything
nobody nothing

1)
2)

3)

4)

5)

Though it was late wanted to go home.
When I came to school, there wasn’t in

the class yet.

Don’t worry. I've warned that the ex-

cursion has been put off.
the people believed this wversion of the
catastrophe.

This work is dangerous but

has to do it.
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L)

6)
7)

8)

9)

10)

Are you hungry? Would you like to eat?
I read the article twice but I did not understand

She was so nervous that she forgot she
wanted to say.

my former classmates became successful
businessmen.
could make him change his mind.

Checking Comprehension

Put the sentences in the right order.

1)
2)
3)
4)
8)
6)

7)
8)
9)

We came to the Happy Valley.

I saw a man on the beach.

I hurriedly put on a raincoat.

Jasper disappeared.

I opened the door and went inside the boat-house.
Maxim walked very fast and we could hardly
keep up with him.

I felt in my pocket for a handkerchief.

I tied a string to the dog’s collar.

I recognized the scent upon the handkerchief.

10) I began to climb up the rocks in the direction of

the bark.

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Describe:

1)
2)
3)

the Happy Valley.

the episode with Jasper.

your return to Maxim and your feelings when
you found Rebecca’s handkerchief in the pocket
of the raincoat.
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CHAPTER 9

I could not forget the white, lost look in Maxim’s
eyes when we came up the path through the woods,
and I could not forget his words: “Oh, God, what a fool
I was to come back.” It was all my fault, because I had
gone down into the bay. I had opened up a road into the
past again. And although Maxim had recovered, and was
himself again, and we lived together, I knew there was
a barrier between us because of it.

My shyness became worse, too, making me dumb
when people came to the house because of this new fear
of mine that they would talk about something that must
not be discussed. I did not want to see any of them.
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I was sure that they only came to Manderley because
they were curious and wanted to criticize my looks, my
manners, my figure. They liked to watch how Maxim
and I behaved to each other, whether we seemed fond of
one another, so they could go back afterwards and discuss
us, saying: “Very different from the old days.” They came
because they wanted to compare me to Rebecca...

I would not return these calls any more, I decided.
I did not mind if they thought me rude and ungracious.
It would give them more to criticize, more to discuss.
They could say I was ill-bred. “I’m not surprised,” they
would say, “after all, who was she?” And then a laugh
and a shrug of the shoulder. “My dear, don’t you know?
He picked her up in Monte Carlo or somewhere; she
hadn’t a penny. She was a companion to some old wom-
an.” More laughter, more lifting of the eyebrows. “How
extraordinary men are. Maxim, of all people, who was so
fastidious. How could he after Rebecca?”

[ did not mind. I did not care. They could say what
they liked.

One day when I was driving in a car, I saw a man
walking along the road a little distance ahead. It was
the agent, Frank Crawley. He stopped when he heard the
car, and my chauffeur slowed down. Frank took off his
hat and smiled when he saw me in the car. He seemed
glad to see me. I smiled back at him. I liked Frank.
I did not find him dull or uninteresting as Beatrice did.
Perhaps it was because 1 was dull myself.

“I think I’ll get out and walk with Mr. Crawley,”
I said to the chauffeur. He opened the door for me.

“Been paying calls, Mrs. Winter?”!

I Been paying calls... ? — Ezgunm c Busuramu... ?
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“Yes, Frank,” 1 said. “I’ve been calling on the bish-
op. His wife wants to know when we are going to give
a fancy dress ball at Manderley. I did not know vou
have fancy dress dances here, Frank.”

He hesitated a moment before replying. He looked
a little troubled. “Oh, ves,” he said after a moment, “the
Manderley ball was generally an annual affair. Everyone
in the country came. A lot of people from London too.
Quite a big show.”

“T am afraid I won’t be much of use if we have
a dance,” I said. “I’'m a bad organizer.”

“There would be no need for you to do anything,” he
said, “you would just be yourself and look decorative.”

“That’s very polite of you, Frank,” I said, “but I'm
afraid I shouldn’t be able to do even that very well either.”

“T think you would do excellently,” he said. Dear
Frank, how tactful he was. I almost believed him. But
he did not deceive me really.

We were silent for some time, but I had a strong de-
sire to speak about Rebecca.

“I was down on one of the beaches the other day,”
I began. “I’'m afraid that cottage is going to ruin. Why
isn’t something done about it? It’s such a pity.”

He didn’t answer at once. “I think if Maxim -wanted
anything done, he would tell me,” he said, looking down
at his shoes,

“Are they all Rebecca’s things there?” 1 asked.

“Yes.”

I picked up a leaf and began to turn it over in my
hands.

“What did she use the cottage for?”

“Well, moonlight picnics, and... and one thing and
another.” He spoke with difficulty as if he were uncom-
fortable about the subject.
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“Why is the buoy there in the little harbour?”
I asked.

“The boat used to be moored there.”

“What boat?”

“Her boat.”

I felt a strange sort of excitement. I had to go on
with my questions.

“What happened to it?” 1 said. “Was that the boat
she was sailing when she was drowned?”

“Yes,” he said quietly, “it turned over and sank. She
was washed overboard.”

“Could not someone help her?”

“Nobody saw the accident, nobody knew she had gone.”

“They must have known in the house!”

“No,” he said. “She often went out alone like that.
She used to come back any time of the night, and sleep
at the cottage on the beach.”

“Did Maxim mind her going off alone like that?”

He waited a minute, and then “I don’t know,” he
said shortly. I had the impression he was being loyal
to someone. Either to Maxim or to Rebecca, or perhaps
even to himself. _

“She must have been drowned, then, trying to swim
to the shore, after the boat sank?” I said.

“Yes,” he said.

“How long afterwards did they find her?”

“In about two months.”

Two months. I thought drowned people were found
after two days.

“Where did they find her?” I asked.

“Near Edgecombe, about forty miles up the channel.”

“How did they know it was she — after two months,
how could they tell?”

“Maxim went up to Edgecombe to identify her,” he said.
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Suddenly I did not want to ask him more questions.
I hated myself. I was like a poor woman in a big house
asking to see the body, when someone of her neighbours
had died. My questions had been shameful, disgraceful.
Frank Crawley must despise me.

“Frank,” I said desperately, “I know what you are think-
ing. You can’t understand why I ask all those questions
just now. You think it’s just morbid curiosity. It’s not that,
I swear. It’s only that — that sometimes I feel myself very
unhappy. It’s all very strange to me, living here at Mander-
ley. When I return from these calls, as I did this afternoon,
I know people are looking me up and down and thinking the
same thing — how different she is from Rebecca.”

I stopped breathless, already a little ashamed of my
outburst. He turned to me looking very concerned and
troubled.

“Mrs. de Winter, please don’t think that,” he said.
“As for me, I can’t tell you how delightful I am that
you have married Maxim. It will change his life. You are
fresh and young and — you have nothing to do with all
that time that has gone. Forget it, Mrs. de Winter, for-
get it, as he has done, thank Heaven, and the rest of us.
I’ve never heard a word of criticism, and if I did I should
take great care that it was never uttered again.”

“That’s very kind of you, Frank,” I said, “but I real-
ize the things that I lack — self-confidence, grace, beau-
ty, intelligence, wit — oh, all the qualities that mean
most in a woman, the qualities that she possessed.”

“You have qualities that are just as important, more
important, in fact. I should say that kindness and sin-
cerity, and — if I may say so — modesty are worth far
more to a man, to a husband that all the wit and beauty
in the world.”

“Well,” I said, rather embarrassed. “I don’t think I’m
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very kind or sincere, and as for being modest, I don’t
think I’ve ever had much chance to be anything else.”
We were near the house now and I dared to ask the ques-
tion I had wanted to ask for a long time. “Frank,” I said,
trying to make my voice sound casual, “before we finish
this conversation, promise to answer me one thing, quite
truthfully. Tell me, was Rebecca very beautiful?”

Frank waited a moment. I could not see his face. He
was looking away from me towards the house. “Yes,” he
said slowly, “yes, I suppose she was the most beautiful

creature I’ve ever seen in my life.”
And then we went up the steps to the hall, and

I rang the bell for tea.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
recover, barrier, call, identify, swear, quality, sincere.

[ kava] [‘baera] [kol] [ar'dentifar] [swea] [ kwolati] [sin’sia]

[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Translate the sentences using the words from the box.

to recover to sink (sank, sunk)
fastidious an accident
annual to despise
to ruin to swear
an affair disgraceful
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1)
2)
3)

4)

6)

7)

8)

9)

«KnsAHych, 4TO A roBOpIO Mpasay», — CKAas3aj] MaJb-
UK.

Camonersl paspyuwiuiu OamHn BeemupHOro rtopro-
Boro nenrpa B Heio-Mopke.

Hlenmuna gosnroe BpeMs He Morjia NPUATH B cebs
nocisie HananeHud (an attack).

CymiecTByeT MHOro BepcHii TOro, ModyeMy 3aTOHYJI
«Ryper».

IToBesieHe HEKOTOPHIX OEINYTATOB OBLLIO IO30PHBIM.
HekoTopele a0 AyMarT, YTO 3TO OBLI TEepPpPOPHC-
TUYEeCKHUW aKT, JPYrde, 4YTO 3TO OBL HeCcYACTHBIH
cJIyyau,

Hadue rasanoch, 4TO CAYrd IIPe3UpalT ee.
MuHHCTPp HWHOCTpPaHHBIX ges Poccuu yiaeren Ha
neperoBopsl B Ilapmx.

Moa cobaka ouyeHb HpPHBepeNJIMBA: OHA €CT TOJbLKO
MACO.

10) Exeropusiii goknan BO3 (WHO) 6bl1 nocBsineH

npobiieMe HH(PEKIHOHHBIX 3abomeBaHMIA.

Translate the words and word combinations in
brackets using the phrasal verbs given below in the
appropriate form.

to give in to look like

to give up to look after

to give rise to look out

to turn over to look forward

to turn out to look up and down

1)
2)
3)

The woman (cmepusia ee Barisgom) and turned away.
Her behaviour (BeissiBaer) to a lot of gossips.

He swears that he won’t (cmacres) and continue
fighting.
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4)

9)

6)
7)

8)

9)

I (¢ nerepneHuem xay) to my holidays. I'm very
tired.

The boat (mepesepuynacs) not far from the shore
and they were drowned.

He (oxasancs) to be innocent.

Who (upumcmarpusaer 3a) your children when you
are away?

(Ocroposkuo!) There is a heavy traffic in this
street.

He decided (6pocuts) smoking.

10) It (moxo:xke) rain.

Fill in the gaps with the modal verbs from the box
in the appropriate form.

can could be able to
may must have to
ought to should to be to
mustn’t needn’t

1)

2)

3)

4)

8)

6)

7)

Hurry up. The bus leave in a quarter

of an hour.

I’'m sure he not do such a thing. You
speak to him yourself.

When 1 was young, I
hours running (omoapsam).
The concert be held vesterday but it
was put off because of the illness of the pianist.

walk for many

I won't to translate this text until
I look up all the new words.
You _ go to a post-office. You

drop your letter in any post-box.
We isolate the boy. He __infect

other children.
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8) We fight against international terror-
ism with all possible means.

9) You visit your parent more often. They
are very lonely.

10) You speak to your teachers in such
a way.

¢ Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1) Why was Daphne silent when people came to
Manderley?

2) Was she sure that people criticized her? Why?
3) What was Daphne’s opinion of herself?
4) Were fancy dress balls common in Manderley?

9) What did Daphne want to speak with Frank
about?

6) What did Frank tell her about Rebecca’s death?
7) What did Frank think of Daphne?
8) Why did Daphne want to know about Rebecca?

’{% Discussion Tasks

Act out a dialogue between Daphne and Frank.

CHAPTER 10

Frank had told me to forget the past, and I wanted
to forget it. But Frank did not have to sit in the morn-
ing-room as I did, every day, and touch the pen she
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had held between her fingers. He did not have to stare
in front of him at her writing on the pigeon-holes. He
did not have to look at the clock on the mantelpiece, at
the vase in which the flowers stood, at the pictures on
the walls and remember, every day, that they belonged
to her, she had chosen them, they were not mine. He
did not throw a coat over his shoulders which had been
hers, did not find her handkerchief in the pocket. He
did not notice, every day, as I did, the look of the old
dog, who lifted its head when she heard my footstep,
the footstep of a woman, and sniffing the air drooped
its head again, because I was not the one she waited for.

Little things, meaningless and stupid in themselvesl,
but I could not help seeing them?2, hearing them, feel-
ing them. O God, I did not want to think about Rebec-
ca. I wanted to be happy, to make Maxim happy, and
I wanted us to be together. It was not my fault if she
came to me in thoughts, in dreams. It was not my fault
if I felt like a guest in Manderley, waiting for the re-
turn of the hostess...

Beatrice remembered her promise of a wedding
present. A large parcel arrived one morning. I have al-
ways had a childish love of parcels. I cut the string
hurriedly, and tore off the dark brown paper. It looked
like books. I was right. It was books. Four big volumes.
A History of Painting. And a sheet of notepaper in the
first volume saying: “I hope this is the sort of thing you
like,” and signed “Love from Beatrice.”

It was nice of Beatrice to go to a shop in London
and buy me these books because she knew I was fond
of painting. I had a sudden, stupid desire to cry. I took

1 in themselves — camu no cebe
2 could not help seeing them — He MoryIa He BHJAETb HX
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up the heavy volume and looked around the morning-
room for somewhere to put them. They were out of the
place in that room with delicate things. Never mind, it
was my room now, after all. I put them on the desk and
stood back a little, to watch the effect. Perhaps I moved
too quickly and it disturbed them. At any rate the first
book fell, and the others fell after it. They upset a lit-
tle china cupid! who had stood on the desk. He fell to
the ground and broke into pieces. I glanced hurriedly at
the door, like a guilty child. Then I knelt on the floor
and gathered up the fragments into my hand. I found
an envelope and put them in. I hid the envelope at the
back of one of the drawers in the desk. Then I took the
books off to the library and found room for them on the
shelves.

It was the following day I remember, when Frith,
who had brought in the coffee after lunch to the library,
waited a moment, standing behind Maxim, and said:

“Could I speak to you, sir?”

Maxim glanced up from his paper. “Yes, Frith, what
is 1t?” he said, rather surprised.

“It’s about Robert, sir. There has been some unpleas-
antness between him and Mrs. Danvers. Robert is very
upset. Mrs. Danvers has accused Robert of breaking
a valuable statuette from the morning-room. It was there
vesterday, she said. She accused Robert of either taking
the ornament or breaking it. Robert denied both accusa-
tions and came to me nearly in tears, sir.”

“What ornament was it?”

“The china cupid, sir, that stands on the writing-table.”

“Oh, Lord. That’s one of our treasures, isn’t it? It
must be found. Ask Mrs. Danvers to come at once.”

! cupid — Kymugon (6or nwoben)
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Frith left the room and we were alone. “What a nui-
sance,” said Maxim, “that cupid is worth a lot of money.
I wonder why they come to me about it. That’s your job,
sweetheart.”

I looked up from Jasper. My face was red as fire.
“Darling,” I said, “I wanted to tell you before, but... but
[ forgot. The fact is I broke that cupid when I was in
the morning-room yesterday.”

“You broke it? Well, why the devil didn’t you say so
when Frith was here?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t like to. I was afraid he would
think me a fool.”

“He’ll think you much more of a fool now. You’ll
have to explain to him and Mrs. Danvers.”

“Oh, no, please, Maxim, tell them yourself. Let me
go upstairs.”

“Don’t be a little fool. Anyone would think you were
afraid of them.”

“I’m afraid of them. At least, not afraid, but...”

The door opened, and Frith and Mrs. Danvers came 1in-
to the room. I looked nervously at Maxim. He shrugged
his shoulders, half amused, half angry.

“It’s a mistake, Mrs. Danvers. As a matter of fact,
Mrs. de Winter broke the cupid herself and forgot to
say anything,” said Maxim.

They all looked at me. It was like being a child again.
I flushed. “I’'m so sorry,” I said, watching Mrs. Danvers.
“I did not think Robert would get into trouble.”

“Is it possible to repair the statuette, Madam?” asked
Mrs. Danvers. She did not seem to be surprised that
I had broken it. She looked at me with her white skull’s
face and her dark eyes. I felt she had known it from the
very beginning and had accused Robert to see if I would

have the courage to confess.
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“I'm afraid not,” I said, “it’s broken in little pieces.”

“What did you do with the pieces?” said Maxim.

It was like being a prisoner, giving evidence. “I put
them all into an envelope,” I said, “and put the envelope
at the back of one of the drawers in the writing-desk.”

“It looks as though Mrs. de Winter thought you
would put her in prison, doesn’t it, Mrs. Danvers?” said
Maxim. “All right, Frith. Tell Robert to dry his tears.”

Mrs. Danvers stayed when Frith had gone. “I will
apologize to Robert, of course,” she said, “but perhaps,
if such a thing happens again, Mrs. de Winter will tell
me personally, and I will attend to the matter? It would
save everybody a lot of trouble.”

“Naturally,” said Maxim impatiently. “I don’t know
why she didn’t do so yesterday. All right, Mrs. Danvers.”

She went out of the room, and I sat on the window-
seat, looking out of the window.

“I’'m awfully sorry, darling,” I said after a moment,
“it was very careless of me. I was just arranging the
books, that Beatrice had sent me, on the desk and the
cupid fell. Was it very valuable?”

“God knows. I suppose so. As a matter of fact 1 be-
lieve it was a wedding-present.”

I looked at him. He was standing by the mantelpiece
with his hands in his pockets. He was staring in front
of him. He is thinking about Rebecca, 1 said to my-
self. He is thinking how strange it was that a wedding
present to me should have been the cause of destroying
a wedding present to Rebecca. He is thinking about the
cupid. He is going over in his mind how the parcel came
and how pleased she was. “Look, Max,” she would have
said, “look what we’ve been sent.” And he must have
knelt down beside her, and they must have looked up at
the cupid together.
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I looked at Maxim again. He sat down in the arm-
chair again and folded the paper. I looked out of the win-
dow. Presently Jasper came to me and climbed on my lap.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

knelt, drawer, nuisance, courage, cause.

[nelt] [dro:a] [ njusns] [ karid3] [ko:z]

[J Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Find in the text the English equivalents for the fol-
lowing words and word combinations:

maruv, cBafebHBIN MOAAPOK, TOM, JIMCT IIOYTOBOH Oyma-
r'd, MOAMHMCH, XPYOKWHA, OIPOKHHYTH, BHHOBATHII, OIy-
CTUThCA HA KOJIeHHW, IleHHbIH, oOBUHeHUe, HENpPUAT-
HOCTh, [OIIAcCTL B Oely (MMeTh HeNIpPUATHOCTH), NaBaTh
CBUJETeNbCKIe TNoKasaHWudA, IIoCaguTh B THOPbMY, IIPO-
cJegnThE 3a dYeMm-aubo (IpucMaTpHBaTh 3a uYeM-Jnbo),
IIpU3HABaThLCA.

2 Change these sentences from Active into Passive.

1) Russia exports mostly oil and gas.

2) The TV will show this concert.

3) — Have they lifted the submarine? — Not yet,
they are lifting it now.
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4)

9)

6)
7)
8)
9)

People gave the man first aid before the ambu-
lance came. (2 variants)

In 2012 they will build three more metro sta-
tions.

When did they buy these books?

One can see this film in many cinemas.

We must bring the documents next week.

Her daughter takes good care of her.

10) This episode from his childhood influenced his

whole life.

Translate the sentences using the Passive Voice.

1)

2)
3)

4)
3)
6)

7)
8)
9)

Bo Bpemsa semuaerpaceHusa (an earthquake) 6rnL10
paspyuieHo MHOT'O JOMOB,

Celluac 3aciyIIMBalTCA CBUAETEILCKHE TMOKa3aHWUdA.
lazeThbl cooOIIWIN, YTO NPECTYIHHUK OBLI MOca)KeH
B TIOPBMY.

Ha sk3aMeHe yyeHMKaM JaJid II0 TPU JucTa Oymary.
He BosHyliTech, 3a BalllUMM BellaM# HPHUCMOTPSAT.
— Horosop yxe noanucan? — KEile Her, oH Oyger
IIOAIIMCAH K 3aBTPalllHeMy IHIO.

006 aToM HecYacTHOM cJy4yae MHOI'O IOBOpPAT.

Bce mieHHBIE Bellld IPHUILIOCH [OJOMKUTE B Ceid.
O6BuUHEeHUA [OJIKHBI OBITH JOKa3aHBI.

10) B pome KTO-TO OBLI: TAMeE/Nble MIATH OBIJIM CJIBIII-

Hbl IIPAMO YV MeHSA HajJ TIoJIOBOM.

Checking Comprehension

Complete the sentences.

1)
2)

Frank did not have to
I wanted
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3)
4)
9)
6)
7)
8)
9)

10) Presently Jasper

It was not my fault if
It was nice of Beatrice
The books upset
Mrs. Danvers accused Robert of
I felt she had accused Robert to see if
I put the fragments
As a matter of fact the cupid was

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Tell your friends what
you felt when you broke the cupid and when you
learnt that it was Rebecca’s wedding present.
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CHAPTER 11

At the end of June Maxim had to go to London to
some public dinner. A man’s dinner. He was away for
two days and I was left alone. Feeling lonely I called
Jasper and set off for a walk., We went through the
Happy Valley to the little cove. There was only about
three foot of water in the tiny harbour. The buoy was
still there. There was something written on it. I read it.
“Je Reviens” — “I come back”. Yes, it was quite a good
name for a boat. Only it had not been right for that
particular boat which would never come back again.

I went along the harbour wall to the beach. In the
sunshine the cottage at the edge of the wood did not
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seem so remote and sinister as it had done before. Af-
ter all, it was only a cottage, with nobody living in it.
There was nothing to be frightened of. I pushed the lit-
tle gate and went to the door of the cottage. It was not
closed. T was sure I had closed it the last time. Jasper
began growling, sniffing under the door.

I pushed the door open and looked inside. It was
very dark. Like it had been before. Nothing was
changed, but the door into the boat-store at the end
of the room was open. Jasper growled again, and
there was a sound of something falling. I went slow-
ly to the door of the store. “Is there anybody there?”
I said.

No one answered. 1 bent down to Jasper, putting my
hand on his collar, and looked inside. Someone was sit-
ting in the corner against the wall. It was Ben. He was
trying to hide behind one of the sails.

“What is the matter? Do you want something?”
I said. He looked at me stupidly, his mouth half open.

“I am not doing nothing,” he said.

“What do vou want, Ben?” I asked, a little bolder
this time.

He did not answer. He watched me with his idiot’s
eyes. “Listen, Ben,” I said. “Mr. de Winter doesn’t like
people walking in and out of here.”

He wiped his nose with the back of his hand. The
other hand he kept behind his back. “What. have you
got, Ben?” I said. “Show it to me.” He obeyed me like
a child, showing me the other hand. There was a fish-
ing rod in it. “I’m not doing nothing,” he repeated.

“Ben,” I said, “you can take that rod if you want to,
but you mustn’t do it again.”

“I done nothing,” he repeated. “I never told no one.
I don’t want to be put to the asylum.”
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“That’s all right, Ben,” 1 said, “no one will put
you to the asylum. But you must not go to the cottage
again.”

He smiled foolishly. “You’re not like the other one,”
he said.

“Who do you mean?” I said. “What other one?”

He shook his head. “Tall and dark she was,” he said.
“She gave you the feeling of a snake. I seen her here
with me own eyes. At night she’d come. I seen her.” He
paused, watching me. I did not say anything. “I looked
in on her once,” he said, “and she turned on me, she
did. ‘You don’t know me, do you?’ she said. ‘You’ve
never seen me here, you understand? If I catch you
looking at me through the windows here, I'll have you
put to the asylum,’” she said. ‘You wouldn’t like that.
They’re cruel to people in the asylum,’ she said. ‘I won’t
say nothing, M’am,’ I said. She’s gone now, ain’t she?”
he said anxiously.

ii

“I don’t know who you mean,” I said slowly; “no

one is going to put you in the asylum. Good afternoon,

"

Ben.

I turned away and walked up the beach to the path
pulling Jasper by his belt. As I wandered across the
lawn to the terrace my eye was caught by a gleam of
sunshine on something metal showing through the
green of the rhododendron leaves at the turn of the
drivel. I wondered if someone had come, though the

l my eye was caught by a gleam of sunshine on something
metal showing through the green of the rhododendron
leaves at the turn of the drive — mMo#l B3rmajg npusiexk Me-
TAJJINYEeCKUH OJiecK, IPOCBEeYUBABIIMN CKBO3b 3eJieHb POJIOJAeH-
IPOHOB HA IOBOPOTE NMOABE3IHON ajjeun
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visitors usually drew up to the house, and didn’t leave
their car concealed like that at the turn of the drive.
I went a little closer. Yes, it was a car, a long, low
car, a sports car.

I looked up at the house, and as I did so I noticed
with surprise that the shutters of one of the windows in
the west wing had been opened up. Somebody stood by
the window. A man. And then he must have noticed me
because he drew back abruptly, and a figure behind him
put up an arm and closed the shutters.

The arm belonged to Mrs. Danvers. I recognized the
black sleeve. I wondered for a minute if it was some-
thing to do with the repair in one of the rooms. But it
was odd that the moment the man saw me he stepped
back into the room and the shutters were closed. Still,
that was up to Mrs. Danvers. It was nothing to do with
me. If she had friends whom she wanted to take to the
west wing it was not my affair. It was only strange
that she received them on the only day Maxim was
away.

I went up the steps and through the big front door
to the hall. There was no sign of a strange cap or stick,
and no visiting card on the table. I remembered that
I had left my knitting in the morning-room before lunch
and went through the drawing-room to fetch it with Jas-
per at my heels, The morning-room door was open. And
I noticed that my bag of knitting had been moved. There
was the imprint of a person on the cushion of the divan
where my knitting had been before. It looked as if Mrs.
Danvers entertained her visitors in the morning-room
when Maxim and I were out of the way. I took my bag
of knitting and went out. As I did so the door in the
large drawing-room opened, and I heard voices. I stood
very still, holding my breath.
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Then I heard Mrs. Danvers speak. “I think she has
gone to the library,” she said. “She’s come home early
for some reason. If she has gone to the library, you will
be able to go through the hall without her seeing vou.
Wait here while I go and see.”

I looked round desperately for somewhere to hide.
Hopeless of course. And then I heard a footstep quite
close to my ear, and the man came into the room. He
turned round suddenly and saw me. I have never seen
anyone look more astonished. As if I were a burglar and
he the host of the house.

“I beg your pardon,” he said, looking me up and
down. He was a big, good-looking fellow. He had the
hot, blue eyes usually associated with heavy drink-
ing and loose living!. His hair was reddish like his
skin. I could smell the whisky in his breath from where
I stood. He began to smile. The sort of smile he would
give to every woman.

“I hope I haven’t frightened you,” he said.

“No, of course not,” I said. “I heard voices and won-
dered who it was. I did not expect any visitors this af-
ternoon.”

“I hope you’ll forgive me. I just dropped in to see
old Danny, she’s a very old friend of mine.”

“Oh, of course, it’s quite all right,” I said.

I was watching Jasper who was jumping up at the
man in delight.

“This little beggar hasn’t forgotten me, has he?” he
said. “He was quite a puppy when I saw him last. He’s
too fat. He needs more exercise.”

“I’ve just taken him for a long walk,” I said.

“Have you really? How good of you,” he said. He

I loose living — GecnyTHas KU3HB
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went on patting Jasper and smiling at me in a familiar
way.

“How’s old Max?” he said. 1 was surprised at his
tone. It sounded as though he knew him well. It was
strange to hear Maxim talked of as Max. No one called
him that.

“He’s very well, thank you,” I said. “He’s gone up to
London.”

“And left the bride all alone? Why, that’s too bad.
Isn’t he afraid someone will come and carry you off?”
He laughed, opening his mouth. I did not like his laugh.
There was something unpleasant about it. I did not like
him, either. Just then Mrs. Danvers came into the room.
She turned her eyes upon me and I felt cold. Oh, God,
I thought, how she must hate me.

“Hallo, Danny, there you are,” said the man; “all
your precautions were in vain. The mistress of the house
was hiding behind the door.” And he laughed again.
Mrs. Danvers did not say anything. She just went on
looking at me. “Well, aren’t you going to introduce
me?” he said.
~ “This is Mr. Favell, Madam,” said Mrs. Danvers rather
unwillingly. I don’t think she wanted to introduce him
to me.

“How do you do,” I said, and then, with an effort to
be polite. “Won’t you stay to tea?”

He looked very amused. He turned to Mrs. Danvers.
“Isn’t that a charming invitation?” he asked. “I’ve been
asked to stay to tea? By Heaven, Danny, I want to ac-
cept it.”

I saw her look at him shaking her head. I felt very
uneasy. It was all wrong, this situation.

“Well,” he said, “perhaps you’re right. I suppose
I had better go. Come and have a look at my car.” 1 did
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not want to go and look at his car, but couldn’t think of
an excuse. The whole business was very stupid.

“All right,” 1 said weakly. He walked out to the
drive. Jasper was dancing at his heels. I followed him
slowly, feeling very uncomfortable,

“Dear old Manderley,” he said, looking up at the
windows. “What do you think of it? Like being buried
down here?”

“I’'m very fond of Manderley,” I said coldly.

We came to his car now. A green sports car, typi-
cal for its owner. “What do vou think of it?” he asked.
“Very nice,” 1 said politely.

“Would you like to drive to the lodge gates?”

“No, thank you,” I said. “I’'m rather tired.”

“You don’t think it would look too good for the
mistress of Manderley to be seen driving with some-
one like me, isn’t it?” he said and laughed, looking
at me.

“Oh, no,” I said turning red, “no, really.”

He went on looking me up and down with those un-
pleasant blue eyes. 1 felt like a barmaid.

“Oh, well,” he said, “we mustn't lead the bride
astray!, must we, Jasper?” He threw his cigarette away
on the drive.

“Good-bye,” he said, holding out his hand; “it’s been
a lot of fun meeting you.”

“Good-bye,” I said.

“By the way,” he said carelessly, “it would be great
of you if you did not mention this little visit of mine
to Max. He doesn’t quite approve of me, I'm afraid.

! we mustn’t lead the bride astray — mMbI He JOMKHBI cHuBaThH
MOJIOAYIO JKEHY C IYTH MCTHHHOI'O
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I don’t know why, and it may get poor Danny into
trouble.”

“All right,” I said awkwardly, “1 won’t.” 1 walked
slowly back to the house. Mrs. Danvers had disappeared.
I wondered who he was, this man Favell. He had called
Maxim “Max”. I thought there was only one person who
had ever called him Max...

As | stood there in the hall, wondering what to
do, the thought suddenly came to me that perhaps
Mrs. Danvers was dishonest, that all this time she
was engaged in some business behind Maxim’s back.
Supposing this man was a thief, and Mrs. Danvers
was in his pay!? There were valuable things in the
west wing. I had a sudden impulse to creep upstairs
to the west wing and go into those rooms and see for
myself.

I began to walk upstairs. My heart was beating in
a queer excited way.

Activities

? Pre-reading Task
Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
growl, asylum, pause, knitting, loose, precaution,
bury, approve, dishonest, thief.
[groul] [o'sallom] [poz] [‘nitin] [lus] [pr'koyn] ["beri]
[2" pruv] [dis pnist] [Bif]

1 Mrs. Danvers was in his pay — wmuccuc [lsnBepc ¢ HUM 3a-

OLHO
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[0 Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1

Match up the words and word combinations in the

left column with their Russian equivalents from the
right column.

1) knitting
2) in vain

a) IOBHHOBATLCH

b) ckpriBaThH, NIPATATH

¢) ocoObIil, creupUUecKuii
4) loose living d) sioBeluit

5) to obey

6) particular
7) to conceal
8) anxiously
9) desperately
10) burglar
11) asylum

3) to approve

e) IpeaoCTOPOIKHOCTh

f) ¢ TpeBoroii

g) BA3aHUe

h) ncuxuarpuueckas GoapHuUIA
1) DecnnyTHasa KH3HB

J) omobpaTs

k) Timerno

1) rpaburens

13) precaution m) oTYaAHHO

12) sinister

Find in the text the synonyms for the following
words and word combinations:

to leave for, distant, to be afraid, a mental hospital,
amazed, hidden, strange, to receive a visitor, from
head to foot, to wait, to be useless, silly, hostess, to
blush, casually.

Open the brackets using the appropriate form of the
Participle.

1) Look out when (to cross) the street.
2) I smiled (to look) at the (to play) puppies.

3) (To receive) a telegram she immediately left for
the village where her parents lived.
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4) When (to ask) about his further plans, he an-
swered with confidence.

5) (To leave) alone in the flat the child began to cry.

6) I don’t like to see animals (to put) into cages.

7) When (to send) abroad, he studied the experience
of his colleagues.

8) (To arrive) at the hotel we took the room (to re-

serve) for us.
9) The patient (to examine) by the doctors now suf-

fers from some mental illness.
10) I think that some of the films (to show) on the
TV have too may scenes of violence. (2 variants)

Checking Comprehension

Say why:

1) Daphne went for a walk alone.

2) Ben was frightened.

3) Mr. Favell hid his car.

4) Daphne went to a morning-room.

5) Daphne did not like Mr. Favell.

6) Mrs. Danvers was unwilling to introduce Mr. Favell
to Daphne.

7) Daphne agreed to look at Mr. Favell’s car,

8) Favell asked Daphne not to tell Maxim about his
visit.

9) Daphne decided to go upstairs to the west wing.

10) her heart was beating in a queer excited way.

Discussion Tasks

Act out the scene in the drawing-room. The cast:

Daphne, Mr. Favell, Mrs. Danvers, Jasper.
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CHAPTER 12

I found myself in the corridor where I had stood
that first morning. I remembered then that last time
Mrs. Danvers had come out of a door here, just behind
me. I turned the handle of the door and went inside. My
first impression was one of shock because the room was
fully furnished, as though it was used.

The chairs were not covered up. There were brushes and
combs on the dressing-table, perfume and powder. There
were flowers on the dressing-table and on the table beside
the bed. A satin dressing-gown lay on a chair, and a pair of
bedroom slippers beneath. It seemed to me that in a minute
Rebecca herself would come back into the room and sit
down before the looking-glass at her dressing-table.

I could hear the sound of the sea very well. 1 went to
the window and opened the shutter. Yes, I was standing at
the same window where Favell and Mrs. Danvers had stood
half an hour ago. I sat down on the stool by the dress-
ing-table and looked around the room. Yes, it was a beau-
tiful room. Mrs. Danvers had not exaggerated that first
evening. It was the most beautiful room in the house.

Then I heard a step behind me and turning round
I saw Mrs. Danvers. I shall never forget the expression
on her face. Triumphant, excited in a strange malicious
way. | felt very frightened.

“You wanted to see the room,” she said. “Why have
you never asked me to show it to you before? I was ready
to show it to you every day. You had only to ask me.”

I wanted to run away, but I could not move. I went
on watching her eyes.

“Now that you are here, let me show you every-
thing,” she said in a sweet false voice. “It’s a lovely
room, isn’t it? The loveliest room you have ever seen.”
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She took hold of my arm and led me towards the bed.
I could not resist her, I was like a dummy. Her voice
was low and intimate, a voice I hated and feared.

“That was her bed. It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Here is her
nightdress. You have been touching it, haven’t you? This
was the nightdress she was wearing for the last time, be-
fore she died. Look, this is her dressing-gown. She was
much taller than you, you can see it by the length. She
had a beautiful figure. These are her slippers. She had
little feet for her height. Put your hands inside the slip-
pers. They are quite small and narrow, aren’t they?”

She put the slippers on my hands, smiling all the
while, watching my eyes. She put the slippers back on the
floor and laid the dressing-gown on the chair. “You’ve
seen her brushes, haven’t you?” she said, taking me to
the dressing-table. “Her hair came down below the waist,
when she was first married. Mr. de Winter used to brush
it for her then. ‘Harder, Max, harder,” she would say,
laughing, and he would do as she told him. They would
be dressing for dinner, and the house was filled with
guests. ‘Here, I shall be late,” he would say, throwing the
brushes to me, and laughing. He was always laughing and
gay then.” She paused, her hand still resting on my arm.

“You would like to see her clothes, wouldn’t you?”
She did not wait for my answer. She led me to the little
ante-room and opened the wardrobes, one by one.

“l keep her furs in here,” she said, “feel that sa-
ble wrap. That was a Christmas present from Mr. de
Winter. This chinchilla she wore in the evening most-
ly. Round her shoulders, very often, when the evenings
were cold. This wardrobe here is full of her evening
clothes. She could wear anything, she looked beautiful in
any clothes. Put this velvet against your face. It’s soft,
isn’t it? The scent is still fresh, isn’t it? She was wear-
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ing slacks and a shirt when she died, but they were torn
from her body in the water. There was nothing on her
body when it was found all those weeks afterwards.”

Her fingers tightened on my arm. She bent down to
me, her white face close to mine, her dark eyes searching
mine. “The rocks had bitten her to bits, you know,” she
whispered, “her beautiful face was unrecognizable, and
both arms gone. Mr. de Winter identified her. He went
up to Edgecoombe to do it quite alone. He was very ill at
that time but he would go. No one could stop him.”

She paused again. I did not want to hear any more.
I wanted to get away from her, away from the room.

“He has not used these rooms since the night she was
drowned. He had his things moved out from the dressing-
room. We made up one of the rooms at the end of the corri-
dor. He used to sit in the library and there was cigarette ash
all around in the morning. And in the daytime Frith would
hear him pacing up and down!. Up and down, up and down.”

I too could see the ash on the floor beside his chair.
I too could hear his footsteps...

Mrs. Danvers closed the door softly between the bed-
room and the ante-room, where we were standing, and
put out the light.

“I come to the rooms and dust them myself every
day,” she said. “You would not think she had been gone
for so long, would you, not by the way the rooms are
kept? You would think she had just gone out for a little
while and would be back in the evening.”

I forced a smile. I could not speak. My throat was
dry and tight. She stared at me curiously. Her voice
dropped to a whisper.

“Sometimes, when I walk along the corridor here,

1 up and down — Bzam u Bmepen
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I fanecy I hear her just behind me. It’s almost as though
I catch the sound of her dress sweeping the stairs as she
comes down to dinner.” She paused going on looking at
me, watching my eyes. “Do you think she can see us,
talking to one another now?” she said slowly. “Do you
think the dead come back and watch the living?”

I swallowed. I dug my nails into my hands. “I don’t
know,” I said. “I don’t know.” My voice sounded high-
pitched and unnatural. Not my voice at all.

“Sometimes 1 wonder,” she whispered. “Sometimes I
wonder if she comes back here to Manderley and watches
you and Mr. de Winter together.”

We stood by the door, staring at one another. I could
not take my eyes away from hers. How dark and gloomy
they were on the white face of hers, how malicious, how
full of hatred. Then she opened the door into the corridor.

She stepped aside to let me pass. I stumbled out to
the corridor, not looking where I was going. 1 went
down the stairs blindly, turned the corner and pushed
the door that led to my own rooms in the east wing.
I shut the door of my room and turned the key.

Then I lay down on my bed and closed my eyes.
I felt deadly sick.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

comb, exaggerate, triumphant, false, height, ward-
robe, identify.

[koum] [19°zeedzarert] [trar’amfont] [fals] [hait] ['wa:draub]
[a1’ dentifai]
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L1 Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

Translate the sentences using the words from the
box.

to exaggerate gloomy

false malicious

a fur to resist

to fancy to tear (tore, torn)
to dig (dug, dug) to bite (bit, bitten)

1) IlIpectynlHUMK BOH3HUJ HOXX B CIIMHY JKEHIIHWHBI.

2) Korma 3a HUM mnpuexasa IOJUIUAA, OH He COIPO-
THUBJIAJCH.

3) CymectrByer morosopka (a proverb): «Cobaka, Ko-
TOpad JiaeT, He KycaeT».

4) JleBymka BooOpa)kasa cebA 3HAMEHUTOM AKTPUCON H
pereTupoBajia Iiepel 3epKaJoM YJABIOKU M ITOKJIOHHI.

95) bByapTe ocTOpoOXXHBI: HE TOPBUTE HOBOE ILJIATHE.

6) M#ae KaxXeTcs, 4YTO Bbl IIpeyVBeJIM4YlBaeTe OMACHOCTH
TepPaKTOB.

7) «I'punuc» OopeTcss NPOTHB HOIIEHUA HATypalb-
HBIX MEXOB.

8) Ona cpasy noHAJa IO MpavyHOMY JIMILY MY:Ka, 4YTO
YTO-TO CJAYYHJIOCE.

9) Marp meITaNIach AOKa3aTh, YTO BCce OOBUHEHHA IIPO-
THAB ee ChbIHA JOMHBI.

10) ITocmorpu! Kakmne 3ibie auinia y aTux Jawgaeit. A ux
borock.

«JlosHBIE APY3bA NepeBOaUHKA»
(“False friends of a translator”)

PH,II[ CO3BY4YHBIX CJIOB AHTJIMHACKOrO M PYCCKOI'O A3bBIKOB
NOJHOCTBH) COBIIATAIOT IO 3HAYEHMWIHO. Taxue crmoBa Ha-
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3BIBAIOTCA HHTEepPHAIIMOHAJbHBIMU U He IPelCTaBIAKT
TPYAHOCTH AJA mnepesona. lIpumepsl M3 TeKcTa: visit,
comfortable, manner, minister, etc. OnHako B aH-
TIHHACKOM fA3bIKe eCTh HeMaJo CJIOB, KOTOphble INOMHMO
3HAUYEeHHA, CXOJHOI'0 €O 3HAYeHHeM aHaJIOTMYHOI'0 CJIO-
Ba B PYCCKOM fA3bIKe, MMEIT U JApyrue 3HaUueHUs, OT-
CYTCTBYIOIHe B pyccKoMm ssbike. Hanpumep, a record
KpoMe MOHATUSA «peKopA» o0003HaAYaeT TaKKe «peny-
TAIAA», <«JIETOIIHUCH», «IIPOTOKOJI», «IPaMIJACTHHKA>»
i T. 4A. Hekoropble aHIIHUHCKHE CJOBa NPH KamKy-
I[eMCHA CXOACTBE C CO3BYYHBIMH HM PYCCKHMH CJIOBa-
MH HMMeT 3Ha4YeHHA, OTJIWYHbIE OT TeX, KOTOpble OHU
npuobpenn B pycckoMm sA3biKe. IIpuMepbl M3 TeKcra:
satin — <arjac», a He «caTHH»; velvet — «Dapxar»,
a He «BeJbBeT». TaKHe CJIoOBA HA3bIBAKOTCA «JIOMHBI-
MU JAPY3bAMHU IEepeBOAYHKAa», T. K. IPH Kamylleucs
IIPOCTOTEe MUX TIEePEeBojila OHU MOTYT JIerKOo INPHUBECTH K
ommoOxkam. [lna npaBHIBHOrO IlepeBoja TAKHX CJIOB
HY>XKHO HAWTH B CJOBape HMX 3HAYeHHe, COOTBETCTBYIO-
1jee JaHHOMY KOHTEKCTY.

2 Translate the sentences paying attention to the itali-

cized words.

1) I think that this speculation is wrong.

2) The old gypsy was telling fortune by the lines on
the woman’s paim.

3) In childhood she was very delicate and often had
to stay in bed.

4) This woman has such a good complexion that she
needn’t use powder or rouge (pymsanHa).

5) More than three decades have passed since the
first show of this TV film but it is still popular
with the TV-viewers.
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6) There are many misprints in this book. I think it
is the fault of the compositor.

7) We don’t know the actual state of affairs in our
economy but according to some newspapers its
prospects are good.

8) This student is very intelligent and industrious.

Translate the sentences using the construction to
have + object + Participle II.

Example: f xouy orpemonTHpOBaThL yacel. — I want
to have my watch repaired.

1) d xouy oTpeMOHTHPOBATH KBapTHPY.

2) Bgor yxe cgororpadpuposanucs? (to have one’s pho-
to taken)

3) f momkeH IOMBITL MAILIUHY.

4) OnHa y4HMT CBOMX JleTel 3a IpaHUIIEi.

5) Bam Hamo mocTpuubcA.

Translate the sentences paying attention to the
Nominative Absolute Participal Construction.

1) The weather being cold, we had to put on our coats.

2) Everything done (having been done), he went
home.

3) The ship was sailing along the shore, a lot of
seagulls flying over it.

4) The night was very dark, neither moon nor stars
being seen on the sky.

9) Mrs. Van Hopper came to the restaurant, Daphne
following her.

6) Mrs. Danvers stared at Daphne, her voice drop-
ping to a whisper.
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Checking Comprehension

Complete the sentences.

1) My first impression was one of shock because

2) It seemed to me

3) The expression of Mrs. Danvers’s face was

4) I couldn’t resist, 1 was like

5) Rebecca could wear anything, she looked

6) I did not want to hear any more. I wanted

7) Mr. de Winter did not use these rooms since

8) “Sometimes I fancy,” said Mrs. Danvers, “that

9) My voice sounded
10) “Sometimes I wonder,” said Mrs. Danvers, “if

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Describe your visit to
Rebecca’s bedroom.
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CHAPTER 13

Maxim rang up the next morning to say he would
be back about seven. I wondered what I should do with
my day. I had slept badly; I had been restless, waking
up often, and when I looked at my clock I saw that the
hands had hardly moved. I must have cried when I slept,
for when I awoke in the morning the pillow was damp.

At about ten o’clock as I was crumbling some bread
for the birds on the terrace the telephone rang. It was
Beatrice.

“Well, my dear, how are you?” she said. “I thought
of going to see granny. It’s time you met the old lady,
you know.”
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“I"d like to very much, Beatrice,” 1 said.

“Very well, then. I’ll come along for you about half
past three. All right, my dear, see you later.”

And at half past three I heard the sound of Beat-
rice’s car round the turn of the drive. I ran out to meet
her, fully dressed, with gloves in my hand.

“You don’t look well,” she said immediately, looking
me up and down, “much too thin in the face and very
pale.”

“It’s nothing,” I said humbly, knowing the defect of
my face too well. “I’'m not a person who ever has much
colour.”

“You are not by any chance starting an infant, are
you?” she said, turning her brown eyes upon me.

“No,” I said, confused. “No, I don’t think so.”

“T must say I do hope you will produce a son and
a heir before long. It would be so terribly good for Max-
im. I hope you are doing nothing to prevent it.”

“Of course, not,” I said. “What an extraordinary
question.”

“Oh, don’t be shocked,” she said, “you must never
mind what I say. Tell me, were you interested in those
books I sent you?”

“Yes, of course,” I said. “It was a lovely present, Be-
atrice.”

She looked pleased. “Glad you liked them,” she said.

The car drove along. She kept her foot permanently
on the accelerator. I felt rather frightened and sat lower
in my seat. We were coming to our destination.

“Don’t forget the old lady is nearly blind,” said Be-
atrice, “and she does not very well understand what is
what. I telephoned to the nurse that we were coming, so
everything will be all right.”
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The house was large and not attractive. I could tell
at once that such sort of house was kept by a big staff.
And all for one old lady who was nearly blind.

A neat parlour-maid opened the door. We went through
a narrow hall and a drawing-room crowded with fur-
niture to a veranda facing a square lawn. In the cor-
ner was an arm-chair. Beatrice’s grand-mother was sit-
ting there, surrounded with pillows and shawls. When
we came close to her I saw that she had a strong resem-
blance to Maxim. That was what Maxim would look like,
if he were very old, if he were blind. The nurse by her
side got up from her chair and put aside the book she
was reading aloud. She smiled at Beatrice.

Beatrice shook hands with her and introduced me.
“Granny looks all right,” she said. “I don’t know how
she does it at eighty-six. Here we are, Gran,” she said,
raising her voice, “arrived safe and sound!.”

The grandmother looked in our direction. “Dear Bee,”
she said,“how nice of you to come and visit me. It’s so
dull here, nothing for you to do.”

Beatrice leant over her and kissed her. “I’ve brought
’ she said, “she wanted to come
and see you, but she and Maxim have been so busy.”

Maxim’s wife to see you,’

The grandmother touched my face with her fingers.
“You nice thing,” she said, “so good of you to come. I'm
very pleased to see you, dear. Sit down in this chair,
where I can see you. And you, Bee, come the other side.
How is dear Roger? He doesn’t come to see me.”

“He will come in August,” shouted Beatrice; “he’s
leaving Eton, you know, he’s going to Oxford.”

She went on telling Granny about her son, her hus-
band, her horses and her dogs, and the old lady seemed to

! gsafe and sound — wesnvie u HeBpeguMEBIE
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listen to her with great attention. I felt sorry for her. All
was finished now for her, all gone. Her husband had been
dead for forty vears, her son for fifteen. She had to live
in this big, red house with the nurse until it was time for
her to die. I wished I could lay my hands upon her face
and take the years away. 1 wished I could see her young,
as she was once. Not sitting there with her eyes closed
while the nurse fixed the pillows behind her head.

“It’s lovely now in Manderley,” 1 said drawing near-
er to Maxim’s grandmother. “The roses are in bloom.
I wish I had brought you some.”

“Yes, I like roses,” she said absently, and then look-
ing at me with her blind blue eyes, “Are you staying at
Manderley too?”

I swallowed. There was a slight pause. Then Beatrice
said in her loud, impatient voice, “Gran, darling, you
know perfectly well she lives there now. She and Maxim
are married.”

The old lady’s mouth began to tremble. “You talk too
much, all of you. I don’t understand.” Then she looked
across at me frowning and began to shake her head. “Who
are you, my dear? I haven’t seen you before. I don’t know
your face. I don’t remember you at Manderley. Bee, who is
this child? Why did Maxim not bring Rebecca? I’'m so fond
of Rebecca. Where is dear Rebecca?”

There was a long pause, a moment of agony. I felt
my cheeks grow scarlet. The nurse got to her feet very
quickly and went to the arm-chair.

“I want Rebecca,” repeated the old lady, “what have
vou done with Rebecca?” Beatrice rose clumsily from the
table, shaking the cups and saucers. She too had turned
very red, and her lips trembled.

“I think you’d better go, Mrs. Lacy,” said the nurse.
“She gets excited like this from time to time. It’s very un-
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fortunate it should happen today. I'm sure you will under-
stand, Mrs. de Winter.” She turned apologetically to me.

“Of course,” 1 said quickly, “it’s much better we
should go.”

We went through the drawing-room to the hall and
out of the front door. Beatrice started up the car without
a word. She spoke to me when we turned out of the vil-
lage. “My dear,” she began, “I’'m so awfully sorry. I don’t
know what to say.”

“It’s absolutely all right,” I said hurriedly, “it doesn’t
matter a bit.”

“I’ve forgotten she was so fond of Rebecca,” said Beat-
rice slowly, “l was a fool not to expect something like this.”
“Please, Beatrice, don’t. I tell you I don’t mind.”

“Rebecca used to invite the old lady over to Man-
derley. Poor darling Gran used to rock with laughter at
whatever Rebecca said. Of course she was always very
amusing, and the old lady liked that. She had an amaz-
ing gift, Rebecca I mean, of being attractive to every-
body: men, women, children, dogs. I suppose the old la-
dy has never forgotten her. My dear, you won’t thank
me for this afternoon.”

“I don’t mind, I don’t mind,” I repeated mechanical-
ly. If only Beatrice could leave the subject alone. It did
not interest me. What did it matter after all? What did
anything matter? The only thing that mattered to me
was that Maxim should never hear of it.

Presently we came to the high road! at the top of
the hill. Beatrice left me at the gates and drove to the
station to meet Giles by the London train.

I got out of the car at the lodge gates and we kissed
good-bye.

1 high road — mocce
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“Put on some weight next time I see you,” she said;
“it doesn’t suit you to be so thin. Give Maxim my love
and forgive me for today.” She disappeared in a cloud of
dust and I walked down the drive.

When I came to the end of the long drive at last,
I saw that Maxim’s car was standing in front of the
house. My heart lifted, I ran quickly into the library.
As I came nearer I heard the sound of voices, one louder
than the other, Maxim’s voice. The door was shut. I hes-
itated a moment before going in.

“You can write and tell him from me to keep away
from Manderley in future, do you hear? Never mind
who told me, that’s of no importance. I know his car
was seen here yesterday afternoon. If you want to meet
him, you can meet him outside Manderley. I won’t have
him inside the gates, do you understand? Remember, I'm
warning vou for the last time.”

I ran quickly up the stairs and hid in the gallery.
Mrs. Danvers came out of the library, shutting the door
behind her. I had caught one glance of her face. It was
grey with anger and hatred.

I waited a moment and then went slowly downstairs
to the library. I opened the door and went in. Maxim was
standing by the window, holding some letters in his hand.

I smiled, holding out my hands. “Hallo,” I said.

“Oh, it’s you...”

I could tell at a glance that something had made him
very angry. “What were you doing?” he said.

“I went to see vour grandmother,” 1 said. “Beatrice
drove me over this afternoon.”

“How was the old lady?”

“All right.”

“What’s happened to Bee?”

“She had to get back to meet Giles.”
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We sat together on the window-seat. I took his hand
in mine. “I’ve missed you terribly,” I said.

“Have you?”

I wondered if he would tell me what had happened
just now in the library with Mrs. Danvers. I wondered
who had told him about Favell.

“Are you worried about something?” I said.

“I’ve had a long day,” he said; “that drive twice in
twenty-four hours is too much for anyone.”

He got up and walked away, lighting a cigarette.

I knew then that he was not going to tell me about Mrs.
Danvers.

“I’'m tired too,” I said slowly, “it’s been a funny sort
of day.”

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
heir, saucer, warn, anger, move, touch, eyes.

[ea] ['soso] [won] [“eenga] [mu:v] [tatf] [a1z]

L Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks
1 Find in the text the English equivalents for the fol-
lowing words and word combinations:

OecIOKOMHBIN, HACIeNHUK, PeJOTBPAIlaATh, MECTO Ha-
3HAYeHud, IlepcoHas (wIraT), ONpPATHBLINA, CXOICTRBO,
IeJIblii ¥ HeBpPeAWMBIH, Jexarb (3 @opmbi), KJIACTb
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(3 ¢opmst), HeTepHnesUBHIH, HeBe3yuyuil, aTO He HMEET
3HauYeHHUs, BCKope, KojedaTbcsd, NpeaylpesJaTb, CKY-
YaTk.

Replace the italicized words and word combinations
with their antonyms from the box.

damp to raise

restless resemblance
permanently to prevent from
badly clumsily

to put on impatient

to awake

1) Having spent some weeks at the hospital, she got
restful and slept well.

2) 1 fell asleep at dawn when the sun was rising.

3) The bed-clothes that we were given in the train
were dry.

4) He lowered his voice and repeated his question.

5) My neighbour lives in his flat from time to time
but I seldom see him.

6) The woman rose gracefully and left the room.

7) She is very patient with her children.

8) After her illness she began to [ose weight.

9) I think that the measures taken by the Govern-
ment will stimulate the rise of the economy.

10) Everybody was amazed at the difference between
the twins.

Translate the sentences paying attention to the Gerund.

1) I suggest sending the children’s drawings to
an exhibition.
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2)
3)
4)

5)
6)

7)

8)

9)

We could not help laughing looking at the clowns.
She is keen on collecting old postcards.

His being late prevented us from going on an ex-
cursion.

Do you mind my opening the door?

It’s no use waiting for him. I'm sure he won’t
come.

I must have my watch repaired. It keeps stop-
ping.

It depends on my Mother allowing me to go with
you.

If you don’t want to lose all your money, you
must stop gambling.

10) I think this dress is worth buying. It is very

beautiful but it needs shortening.

Checking Comprehension

Say whether these statements are true or false.

1)

2)
3)
4)
9)
6)
7)
8)

9)

Daphne slept badly because she was under the im-
pression of her last meeting with Mrs. Danvers.
Daphne had a good complexion.

Daphne was expecting a baby.

Maxim’s grandmother had no resemblance to him.
Daphne was sorry for the old lady.

The grandmother hated Rebecca.

She realized that Daphne was Maxim’s wife.
Beatrice expected such a behaviour of her grand-
mother.

Daphne was afraid that Maxim would learn about
the incident.

10) Daphne told Maxim about the visit of Mr. Favell.
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‘f‘% Discussion Tasks

Imagine that one of you is Daphne. Ask her ques-
tions about her visit to Maxim’s grandmother.

CHAPTER 14

It was one Sunday, I remember, when we had an in-
vasion of visitors during the afternoon, that the subject
of the fancy dress ball was first brought up. Maxim lit
a cigarette and his eyes met mine over the tea-pot.

“What do you think about it?” he asked.

“T don’t know,” I said uncertainly. “I don’t mind.”

And so it was decided to organize a fancy dress ball.

“What will you wear?” 1 asked Maxim.

“l never dress up,” said Maxim. “It’s the only privi-
lege allowed to the host, isn’t it?”

“I can’t really go as a shepherdess,” I said, “what on
earth shall I wear? I’'m not much good at dressing-up.”

“Put a ribbon round your hair and be Alice-in-Won-
derland,” said Maxim lightly; “you look like her now,
with your finger in your mouth.”

“Don’t be so rude,” I said. “I’ll give you and Frank
the surprise of your lives, and you won’t recognize me.”

“As long as you don’t black your face and pretend to
be a monkey I don’t mind what you do,” said Maxim.

“All right, that’s a bargain!,” I said. “I’ll keep my
costume a secret to the last minute, and you won’t know
anything about it.” I heard Maxim laughing as I went

1 that’s a bargain — A0roBOpHUJIHCE
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out into the garden, and he said something to Frank
which I did not catch.

The preparations for the ball went on. Everything
seemed to be done at the estate office. Maxim and Frank
were down there every morning. As Frank had said,
I did not have to bother my head about anything. I be-
gan to get in a panic about my costume. I was not able
to think of anything and kept remembering that all the
people who would come, would criticize me, eager to see
what I could invent. At last, in desperation, I remem-
bered the books, that Beatrice had given me for a wed-
ding present, and sat down in the library one morning
turning over the pages as a last hope, passing from il-
lustration to illustration. Nothing seemed suitable, they
were all so elaborate and pretentious, those costumes of
velvet and silk in the reproductions given of Rubens,
Rembrandt and others. I copied one or two of them, but
they did not please me, and I threw the sketches into
the waste-paper basket, thinking no more about them.

In the evening, when I was changing for dinner,
there was a knock at my bedroom door. I called “Come
in”, thinking it was my maid Clarice. The door opened
but it was not Clarice. It was Mrs. Danvers. She held
a piece of paper in her hand. “I hope you will forgive
me for disturbing you,” she said, “but I was not sure
whether you wanted to throw these drawings away.”

She held out the paper for me to see. It was the
drawing I had done during the morning.

“No, Mrs. Danvers,” I said after a moment, “I don’t
want them.”

“Very good,” she said, still standing there by the
door. “So you have not decided yet what you will wear?”
she said. There was an odd satisfaction in her voice.
I supposed she had heard of my efforts through Clarice.
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“No,” I said. “No, I haven’t decided.”

She continued watching me, putting her hand on the
handle of the door.

“Why don’t you copy one of the pictures in the gal-
lery?” she said.

I pretended to file my nails. They were too short al-
ready, but the action gave me something to do and I did
not have to look at her.

“Yes, I’ll think about it,” I said. I wondered to my-
self why such an idea had never come to me before. It
was a very good solution to my difficulty.

“All the pictures in the gallery would make good cos-
tumes,” said Mrs. Danvers, “especially the one of the
young lady in white, with her hat in her hand.” Her
voice was surprisingly normal and friendly, and I won-
dered why she had taken the trouble to come up with
my sketch herself. Did she want to be friends with me
at last?

“Has not Mr. de Winter suggested a costume for
you?” she said.

“No,” I said, after a moment’s hesitation. “No, I want
to surprise him and Mr. Crawley. I don’t want them to
know anything about it.”

“It’s not for me to make a suggestion,” she said,
“but if I were you, Madam, I should study the pictures
in the gallery, especially the one I mentioned. And you
need not think I will give you away. I won’t say a word

to anyone.”
“Thank vou, Mrs. Danvers,” 1 said. She shut the

door very gently behind her. I was surprised by her at-
titude so different from our last meeting.
After dinner I went upstairs to the gallery to have

a look at the pictures. I knew them well of course by
now, but had never studied them with an intention to
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reproduce one of them as a fancy-dress. Mrs. Danvers
was right of course. What an idiot I had been not to
think of it before. I always liked the girl in white, with
a hat in her hand. It was the portrait of Caroline de
Winter, a sister of Maxim’s great-great grandfather. The
white dress should be easy to copy. Those puffed sleeves,
the flounce, and the little bodice. The hat might be rath-
er difficult, and I should have to wear a wig.

What a relief it was to have decided at last! I be-
gan almost to look forward to the ball. I wrote to a shop
in London, enclosing a sketch of the portrait and had
a favourable reply, saying the work would be started at
once, and they would manage the wig as well.

The house began to wear a new air. Men came to
lay the floor for dancing in the great hall, and in the
drawing-room some of the furniture was moved so that
the long buffet tables could be placed against the wall.
Mrs. Danvers never appeared herself, but I was aware of
her continually. It was her voice I heard in the drawing-
room when they came to put the tables, it was she who
gave directions for the laying of the floor in the hall.
Whenever I came upon the scene she always disappeared
and I could only hear the sound of her footsteps on the
stairs.

At last the great day came. Thank heaven, the shop
had sent my dress in time. It looked wonderful, and the
wig was perfect. I tried it on after breakfast, and was
amazed at the transformation. I looked quite attractive,
quite different altogether. Not me at all.

Maxim and Frank kept asking me about my costume.
“You won’t recognize me,” I told them, “you will both
get the shock of your lives.”

It was suddenly fun, the thought of the dance, and
that I was to be the hostess. The dance was given in my
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honour, because I was the bride. I sat on the table in
the library, longing to go upstairs and put on my dreés,
try the wig in front of the looking-glass. It was new,
this sudden unexpected sensation of being important, of
having all the people looking at me and talking about
my dress.

To kill the time before the fancy-ball I went upstairs
to see the rooms. I realized for the first time how beau-
tiful the house was looking. There were flowers in eve-
ry corner, red roses in silver bowls on the white cloth of
the supper table, the long windows open to the terrace,
where, as soon as it was dark, the fairy lights were to
shine. It was not the still quiet Manderley I knew. It
was as if the house remembered other days, long, long
ago, and Caroline de Winter, whom I should represent
today, would walk down the wide stairs in her white
dress to dance the minuet.

I found Clarice waiting for me in my bedroom, her
face flushed with excitement. We spoke to one another
in low voices like conspirators, we walked on tiptoe. The
dress fitted perfectly. I stood still, hardly able to re-
strain my impatience, while Clarice hooked me up with
fumbling fingers!.

“It’s wonderful, Madam,” she kept saying. “It’s a dress
fit for the Queen of England.”

“How is it? How do I look?” I did not wait for her
answer., I twisted and turned in front of the mirror,
I frowned, I smiled. I felt different already, no long-
er ashamed of my appearance. I took the wig with soft
shining curls with trembling fingers, laughing under my
breath, looking up at Clarice.

! while Clarice hooked me up with fumbling fingers — moxa
Knapuc sacTeruBaja HA MHe KPIOUKH APOMAIIUMH ITATbIAMH
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“Oh, Clarice,” I said, “what will Mr. de Winter say?”

Somebody came and knocked at the door. “Who is
there?” I cried out in panic.

“It’s me, my dear,” said Beatrice, “have you dressed
up? I want to look at you.”

“No, no,” I said, “you can’t come in, I’'m not ready.”

“Don’t be too long, my dear, we are all so intrigued.
Are you sure you don’t want any help?”

“No,” I shouted impatiently, losing my head, “go away,
go downstairs.”

I did not recognize the face that stared at me in the
glass. The eyes were larger, the mouth narrower, the
skin white and clear. The curls stood in a little cloud.
I watched this self that was not me at all and then
smiled, a new, slow smile.

“Oh, Clarice!” I said. “Oh, Clarice!” I took the skirt
of my dress in my hands and danced to her, the flounces
sweeping the floor. She laughed excitedly, flushed, very
pleased.

“Unlock the door,” I said. “I’'m going down. Run ahead
and see if they are there.” And I lifted my skirts off
the ground and followed her along the corridor. I went
through the archway at the head of the big staircase and
looked down on the hall below.

Yes, there they were. Giles, in his white Arab dress,
laughing loudly, showing the knife at his side; Beatrice
in an extraordinary green costume with bright trailing
beads; Frank, a little foolish in his striped jersey and
sea-boots; Maxim, the only normal one of the party, in
his evening clothes.

I had never felt so excited before, so happy and so
proud. I waved my hand at the drummer. “Call out Miss
Caroline de Winter,” 1 whispered. He smiled and bowed.
I picked up my skirt in my hands. Then the sound of
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the drum echoed in the great hall and 1 saw everybody
look up amazed and bewildered from the hall below.

“Miss Caroline de Winter,” shouted the drummer.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

shepherdess, bargain, bother, elaborate, buffet, hon-
our, striped, echo, minuet.

[‘fepadis] ['ba:gin] [‘boda] [1'lebarat] [‘bufer] ['bna]
[straipt] ["ekou] [, minju’et]

[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Fill in the gaps with the appropriate words from the

box.
a wig a sensation
to pretend to restrain
elaborate to be ashamed
an effort a solution
an attitude to bother
1) Don’t that you don’t hear me. Please,

answer my question.

2) Please make

3) It seems to me that Pelevin’s books are too
. I can’t understand them.

to arrive early.
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4) We must try to find the best of this
problem.

5) During his long life his
cians changed.

to some politi-

6) makes this actress unrecognizable.

7) It was new for him — this new of free-
dom.

8) Nothing could his young energy.

9) “You will of your words,” Mother told
her son.

10) Don’t , I can do it myself.

Translate the sentences using the words and expres-
sions from the box.

to come across come on!

to come out go ahead!

to come over to go in for

to come true to go with

to come of it goes without saying

1) Hy upem ke, MbI olasabiBaeM,

2) Crpax osnanen HadHoil, Korma oHa yBHIeJa MHC-
cuc JlauBepc.

3) Moa cecTpa yBJIeraeTca (3aHuUMaeTcsi) (GUIYPHBIM
KaTaHueM U JgejaerT OOJbIINEe YCIIEeXH.

4) Jra cyMOYKa XOpOIIO rapMOHHUPYeT ¢ MOHM HOBBIM
ILJIaThEM.,

5) PaGortasa B OmOaHOTeKe, VUeHBII HATKHYJICA Ha He-
M3BEeCTHBIe IIHcbMa ToJiecToro.

6) Ilpomomxkaiite. { Bac cayiaro.

7) Yepes MHOTO JieT ee MeYThl OCYIIEeCTBUJINCD.

8) OJTOT M3BECTHBIA NHUCATENb NPOMCXOAUT M3 TIPOCTOM
KPeCcTbAHCKOH CeMbH.
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9) Camo coboit pasymeeTcs, UTO Bce JieueHue 6Ovaer
GecrimaTHBIM.

10) Korga sBeIILIA ero mocjedHAs KHUra, OHa cpasy
IIPpOH3BeJa CeHcalluio.

Open the brackets putting the Infinitive into the ap-
propriate form. Define its function. Translate the
sentences.

1) (To learn) a foreign language one must practise
regularly.

2) (To know) a foreign language and a computer is
necessary for any specialist.

3) The blind man liked (to read) aloud.

4) I remember (to see) this film long ago.

5) The coat had (to take) to a tailor (to shorten).

6) — Where are the children? — They must (to
play) in the yard.

7) 1 was sorry (to miss) the last train.

8) This is an educational film (to show) in class.

9) He was the first (to raise) this question.

10) The woman is too weak (to operate) upon.

Translate the sentences using either the Gerund or
the Infinitive.

1) Heru n100AT UrpaTh B KOMIIbIOT€PHBIE UIPHI.

2) Kara yBiekaerca meHHueM.

3) He 3abyab mpuHecTH IEHBI'W HA IKCHYPCHIO.

4) §1 3abwbina, uTo obemasa IIPUHECTH HaIMK QOTO-
rpacun.

5) K cokaleHuro, 4 He Mory nomoub TebGe ceiyac. f
O4YeHbL BaHAT.

6) OH He MoOr He BJIOOUTHCA B 3TY TAJAHTJIHBYIO Je-
BVIIIKY.
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7) Ilo pgopore B a3pomopT Mbl OCTAHOBHUJIHCH, UYTOOBI
KVIIUTH I[BEThI.

8) H mepecrasa nokynaTk 29TOT KypHana. f Haxomxy
e€ro O4YeHb TIJIVIIBIM.

Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1) What question was discussed one Sunday?

2) Did Daphne know what she would wear when she
promised to give Maxim and Frank the surprise
of their lives?

3) Where did Daphne try to find an idea of the cos-
tume? Why didn’t she like it?

4) What did Mrs. Danvers suggest?

5) How did the costume look?

6) In what way was the house decorated?

7) What did Daphne feel when she looked at herself
in the looking-glass?

8) Were all the guests present in the hall when
Daphne appeared at the head of the staircase?

9) Why was she so excited?

10) Who called her out?

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Daphne. Tell the class about
your preparations for the fancy dress ball.
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CHAPTER 15

I came forward to the head of the stairs and stood
there, smiling, with my hat in my hand, like the girl in
the picture. I waited for the clapping and laughter that
would follow as I walked slowly down the stairs. Nobody
clapped, nobody smiled.

They all stared at me like dumb things. Beatrice ut-
tered a little cry and put her hand to her mouth. I went
on smiling, putting one hand on the banister.

“How do you do, Mister de Winter,” I said.

Maxim did not move. He stared up at me with a glass
in his hand. There was no colour in his face. It was ashen
white. I saw Frank come up to him, but Maxim shook him

131



off. I hesitated, one foot already on the stairs. Something
was wrong. Why was Maxim looking like that? Why did
they all stand like dummies, like people in a trance?

Then Maxim moved forward to the stairs, keeping
his eyes on my face.

“What on earth are you doing?” he asked angrily.
His face was still ashen white.

I could not move, I went on standing there with my
hand on the banister.

“It’s the picture,” I said, terrified at his eyes, at his
voice. “It’s the picture, the one in the gallery.”

There was a long silence. We went on staring at each
other. Nobody moved in the hall. T swallowed. “What is
it?” I said. “What have I done?”

When Maxim spoke again, 1 did not recognize his
voice. It was icy cold, not a voice I knew.

“Go and change,” he said, “it does not matter what
you put on. Find an ordinary evening dress, anything
will do. Go now, before the other guests come.”

I could not speak, I went on staring at him.

“What are you standing there for?” he said in a harsh
voice. “Didn’t you hear what I said?”

I turned and ran blindly through the archway to the
corridors beyond. Tears blinded my eyes. The corridor
was deserted. I looked about me like a haunted animal.
Then I saw that the door leading to the west wing was
open wide, and that someone was standing there.

It was Mrs. Danvers. I shall never forget the expres-
sion on her face — loathsome, triumphant. The face of
a devil. She stood there, smiling at me.

And then I ran from her, down the long narrow passage
to my own room, stumbling over the flounces of my dress.

Clarice was waiting for me in my bedroom. She
looked pale and frightened. As soon as she saw me she
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burst into tears. I did not say anything. I began tear-
ing at the hooks of my dress, but I could not manage
them properly, and Clarice came to help me, still crying
noisily.

“Your lovely dress, Madam,” she said, “your lovely
white dress.”

“It’s all right, Clarice, its doesn’t matter,” I said.

“What will you wear instead, Madam?”

“I don’t know,” I said, “I don’t know. Please leave
me alone. Don’t worry, I shall manage all right. Forget
what’s happened. I want you to enjoy the party.”

Somebody knocked at the door.

“Who is it?” I said. The door opened and Beatrice
came into the room. She came to me at once, a strange,
rather ridiculous figure in her Eastern costume with
bracelets jangling on her wrists.

“My dear,” she said, “my dear,” and held out her hands
to me. “Of course I understood at once it was just a ter-
rible mistake. You could not possibly know.”

“Know what?” I asked.

“Why, the dress, you poor dear, was what Rebecca
wore at the last fancy dress ball at Manderley. Identi-
cal. The same picture, the same dress. You stood there
on the stairs, and for one horrible moment I thought...
It was such a shock, vou see. And Maxim...”

“Yes, Maxim?” I said.

“He thinks you did it deliberately. You had some bet
you would shock him, didn’t you? Some foolish joke.
I told him at once vou could not do such a thing, and
that was sheer appalling luck! that you had chosen that
particular picture.”

1 that was sheer appalling luck — arto mpocro ymacHas cuay-
YaHWHOCTE
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“I ought to have known,” I said. “It’s all my fault.
I ought to have known.”

“No, no, don’t worry, you’ll be able to explain the
whole thing to him. Everything will be all right. The
first people were arriving just as I came upstairs to you.
They are having drinks. I've told Frank and Giles to
make up a story about your dress not fitting, and that
you are very disappointed.”

I did not say anything. I went on sitting on the bed
with my hands in my lap.

“What can you wear instead?” asked Beatrice, go-
ing to my wardrobe and opening the doors. “Here. What
about this blue? It looks charming. Put this on. Quick.
I’ll help you.”

“No,” 1 said. “No, Beatrice, I'm not coming down.
I can’t face them, not after what’s happened.”

“But, my dear, you must. You can’t possibly not ap-
pear. It will look so extraordinary if you don’t come
down. I can’t say you’ve suddenly got a headache.”

Somebody else knocked on the door. Giles was stand-
ing outside. “Maxim sent me up to find out what’s hap-
pening,” he said.

“She says she won’t come down,” said Beatrice.

“What shall I say to Maxim?” he asked Beatrice.
“It’s five past eight now.”

“Say she’s feeling bad, but will try and come down
later. I’'ll go down in a minute.” He went away in his
Arabian costume.,

“I shall have to go down,” said Beatrice. “They are
waiting for dinner. Are you sure it’s all right for me to
leave you?”

“Yes, and thank you, Beatrice.”

She left the room, closing the door behind her. I got
up from my bed and looked out of the window. The sky
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was pale, with a few salmon clouds floating to the west.
The people must be sitting out in the garden now and
having dinner. They must be talking to one another and
laughing. “Like in the old days, isn’t it?” one would say.
But his friend would shake his head, puffing at his pipe.
“This new one is not like our Mrs. de Winter, she -is
quite different.” And a woman next them would agree,
other people too, all saying “That’s right” and nodding
their heads.

“Where is she tonight? She’s not been on the ter-
race.”

“Mrs. de Winter used to be here, there, and every-
where.”

“Aye, that’s right.”

And the woman would turn to her neighbours nodding
mysteriously. “I have heard the marriage is not a big suc-
cess. They say he’s beginning to realize he’s made a big
mistake. She’s nothing to look at, you know.”

“And when you think of Rebecca...”

The salmon sky had turned to grey. Above my head
was the evening star. I picked up the white dress I had
left on the floor and put it back in the box. Then I took
out of my cupboard a little portable iron and began to
iron the blue dress that Beatrice had taken from the
wardrobe. Slowly, methodically, as I used to iron Mrs.
Van Hopper’s dresses in Monte Carlo.

When I had finished, I cleaned the make-up off my
face, combed my hair and washed my hands. I put on
the blue dress and the shoes that went with it!., Then
I opened the door and went along the corridor. When
I came to the archway by the gallery and the staircase,
I heard the murmur of conversation coming from the

I that went with it — xoTopnle mogxoaunam K HeMmy
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dining-room. They were still having dinner. I walked
slowly down the stairs to meet them.

When I look back at my first and my last party at
Manderley, I can remember little. There was a sea of
dim faces none of whom I knew, and there was the band
that played a waltz that never finished, that went on
and on. The dancing couples twisted like marionettes, to
and fro, to and fro! across the huge hall, and it was not
I who watched them, not someone with feelings, made of
flesh and blood, but a dummy who wore a smile screwed
to its face. The figure who stood beside it was wooden
too. His face was a mask, his smile was not his own.

He did not speak to me. He did not touch me. We
stood beside one another, the host and the hostess, but
we were not together. We were like two performers in
a play, but we were not acting with one another.

The evening dragged on, hour after hour, the same
faces and the same tunes. Beatrice whispered in my ear.
“Why don’t you sit down? You look like death.”

“I’'m all right.”

Then everybody went out on the terrace and watched
the fireworks. Again and again the rockets flew into the
air like arrows, and the sky became bright red and gold.
Manderley stood out like an enchanted house, with all win-
dows aflame, the grey walls coloured by the falling stars.

People began to form up in queues to say good-bye.
I put on my smile again.

“The best evening I’'ve spent for a long time.”

“I’'m so glad.”

“Many thanks for a grand party.”

“I’'m so glad.”

l to and fro — Bzan-Bnepep
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“Good-bye, a wonderful party.”

“I'm so glad.”

Was there no other sentence in the English language?
I bowed and smiled like a dummy, my eyes searching for
Maxim above their heads.

The hall began to empty. Beatrice came up to me,
pulling off her ringing bracelets.

“You looked very charming in your blue. Everyone
said so. So you mustn’t worry.”

“No.”

“All right, my dear. Sleep well.” She kissed me swift-
ly, patting my shoulder, and then went off to find Giles
in the supper-room. I walked slowly up the stairs and
along the corridor to my room.

I got into my bed. My legs were tired. I lay down
and closed my eyes. I wished my mind would rest like
my body and pass to sleep. I wondered when Maxim
would come. The bed beside me looked cold and empty.
The little bed-side clock ticked out the minutes one by
one. I lay on my side watching it. It came to the hour
and passed it again. But Maxim did not come.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

dumb, haunted, appalling, headache, puff, aye, iron,
queue, bow.

[dam] [ hantid] [o'palin] [“hedeik] [paf] [ar] [a1an] [kju:]
[bau]
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Ll Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1

Match up the English words and word combinations
in the left column with their Russian equivalents in
the right column.

1) loathsome
2) banister

3) to swallow
4) to bow

a) roguThbcdA, OLITH BIIOPY
b) pacniakarbcs

c) MeJoaus

d) HapoOYHO, YMBIILIEHHO

5) to burst into tears e) mepua

6) it doesn’t matter f) ¢eitepBepr

7) a queue g) raoraTh

8) deliberately h) raagure

9) to fit 1) oTBpaTHUTeJbHBIN
10) to iron ]) KIaHATBCA

11) a tune k) ouepenn

12) fireworks 1) 370 He MMeeT 3HaYeHUHA

Replace the italicized words and word combinations
with their synonyms from the box.

deliberately
to shake
to clap
to go with smth
a fault
to search
terrible
grand
a dummy
to be enchanted

1) We don’t know yet who is to blame for it.
2) When the curtain fell, everybody began to applaud.
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3)
4)
3)
6)
)

8)

9)

All the women were charmed by his voice and
fine manners.

The visitors of the Royal Palace were shown
splendid halls with antique furniture.

She was sure that her former husband did it on
purpose to harm her.

The poor dog got lost and was trembling from
head to foot.

These shoes don’t match my dress. I’ll change them.
The intelligence service of the USA is looking for
the people responsible for the horrible terrorist
attacks.

These people don’t act on their own will, they are
only marionettes in somebody’s hands.

Translate the sentences using Modal verbs with the
Perfect Infinitive.

1)

2)

3)
4)

5)

6)

7)

8)

He moxxer ObITh, uT0oObl Karss ykpana mensru. Toi,
NOJIHHO OBITH, IOTEepAsia UX.

Emy ciaemoBano HauaTh JedeHue (treatment) pans-
nie. Cefiuac yike CHHIIKOM IIO3JHO.

— I'me nern? — OHH, HaBepHOe, YVIOIJIH B IMIKOJY.
Her cmbIiciia exaTh ceiidac B TeaTp. DHMIeTnl, MOJMK-
HO OBITH, Viie pacmpogaanbl (to sell out).

He mosker ObITH, uTOOBI OHAa 3abblila O HalIeil BCTpe-
ye, Moxer ObITL, OHA 3aboJjesa.

Mue oueHb CTBIZHO, UTO f A0 CHX IIOp He HaBeCcTH-
Ja O6oapHYIO noapyry. MHe ciemoBano JaBHO Hase-
CTHTE ee.

Boroer, uro mbl onosganm Ha moe3dn. Ham HyXKHO
OBLJIO B3ATH TaAKCH.

— MHe KayKeTcd, UTO A BUepa B AUCKOTEKe BH]E-
jga davapaa. — Bbl He mMorau ero Buaerh. OH ceit-
yac 3a rpaHulei.
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? Checking Comprehension

Say why:

1) everybody looked shocked when Daphne appeared
in her fancy dress.

2) Maxim was angry with Daphne.

3) Maxim thought that she had done it deliberately.

4) Mrs. Danvers looked triumphant.

o) Clarice was crying.

6) Daphne did not want to go downstairs.

7) Daphne and Maxim behaved like dummies.

8) Maxim did not come that night.

W? Discussion Tasks

Retell the chapter on behalf of:

1) Daphne.
2) Maxim.
3) Beatrice.

CHAPTER 16

When I awoke, it was past eleven, and Clarice must
have come in and brought me my tea without my hearing
her. I drank my cold tea and stared at the wall in front
of me. Maxim’s empty bed brought me to reality, and the
full memory of the night before came to me once again.

It seemed to me, as I sat there in bed, staring at the
wall, at the sunlight coming in at the window, at Maxim’s
empty bed, that there was nothing so shameful as a mar-
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riage that had failed. Failed after three months, as mine
had done. For I had no illusions left now, I no longer made
any effort to pretend. My marriage was a failure. We were
not suited to one another. I was too young for Maxim,
too inexperienced, and, more important, I was not of his
world. The fact that I loved him did not matter. It was not
the sort of love he needed. He wanted something else that
I could not give him, something he had had before.

Maxim was not in love with me, he had never loved
me. Our honeymoon in Italy had meant nothing at all
to him, nor our living here together. He did not belong
to me at all, he belonged to Rebecca. He still thought
about Rebecca. He would never love me because of Re-
becca. She was still in the house, as Mrs. Danvers had
said; she was in that room in the west wing, she was in
the library, in the morning-room, in the gallery above
the hall. And in the garden, and in the woods, and in
the stone cottage on the beach. Her footsteps sounded in
the corridors, her scent was on the stairs. The servants
still obeyed her orders, the food we ate was the food she
liked. Her favourite flowers filled the rooms. Her clothes
were in the wardrobes in her room, her brushes were on
the table, her shoes beneath the chair, her nightdress
on her bed. Rebecca was still the mistress of Manderley.
Rebecca was still Mrs. de Winter.

Rebecca, always Rebecca. I will never get rid of Re-
becca. I could fight the living but I could not fight the
dead. Rebecca will never grow old. She will always be the
same. I could not fight her. She was too strong for me.

I had a bath and dressed and went downstairs.

“Good morning, Robert,” I said. “Have you seen Mr.
de Winter anywhere?”

“Good morning, Madam. He went out soon after break-
fast. He has not been in since.”
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“You don’t know where he went?”

“No, Madam, I can’t say.”

I picked up the telephone and asked for the number
of his office. Perhaps Maxim was with Frank. I felt
I must speak to him, even if it was only for two min-
utes. I must explain to him that I did not want to do
what I had done last night. The clerk answered the tel-
ephone and told me that Maxim was not there.

I put down the receiver, and got up from the writing-
desk. I was sure that I should never see Maxim again. He
had gone away and would not come back. Then I thought
of Mrs. Danvers as I saw her last night, watching me
through the open door to the west wing, and that devilish
smile on her white face, and I remembered that she was
a living breathing woman like myself. She was not dead,
like Rebecca, and I could speak to her.

I passed through the door to the west wing, and along
the dark silent corridor to Rebecca’s room. I turned the
handle of the door and went inside.

I was sure that I should find her there, and I was
right. She was standing by the window, looking down
upon the lawns.

“Mrs. Danvers,” I said. “Mrs. Danvers.” She turned
to look at me, and I saw her eyes were red and swollen
with crying, as mine were, and there were dark shadows
in her white face.

“What is it?” she said, and her voice was low and
hoarse from the tears, as mine was.

I had not expected to find her so. I had pictured her
smiling as she had smiled last night, cruel and evil. But
in front of me was an old woman who was ill and tired.

She went on staring at me with those red, swollen
eyes and I did not know what to say to her or what to do.
“I left the menu on the desk as usual,” she said. “Do you
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want something changed?” Her words gave me courage,
and I left the door and came to the middle of the room.

“Mrs. Danvers,” I said, “I have not come to talk about
the menu. You know that, don’t you?”

She did not answer me. Her left hand opened and
shut.

“You’ve done what yvou wanted, haven’t you?” I said,
“You meant this to happen, didn’t you? Are you pleased
now? Are you happy?”

She turned her head away, and looked out of the
window as she had done when I first came into the
room. “Why did you ever come here?” she said. “Nobody
wanted you at Manderley. Why did you not stay where
you were out in France?”

“You seem to forget I love Mr. de Winter,” I said.

“If you loved him, you would never have married
him,” she said.

“Why do vou hate me?” I asked; “what have I done
to you that you should hate me?”

“You tried to take Mrs. de Winter’s place,” she said.

“Many people marry twice, men and women,” I said.
“There are thousands of second marriages taking place
every day. You talk as though my marrying Mr. de Win-
ter was a crime, a sacrilege against the dead. Haven’t
we as much right to be happy as anyone else?”

“Mr. de Winter is not happy,” she said, turning to
look at me at last; “any fool can see it. You have only
to look at his eyes. He’s still in hell, and he’s looked
like that ever since she died.”

I went up to her, shook her by the arm. “You made
me wear that dress last night,” I said, “I should never
have thought of it but for you!. You did it because you

I but for you — ecau 6b1 He BBI
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wanted to make him suffer. Do you think his pain will
bring Mrs. de Winter back again?”

She shook herself of me and the angry colour flood-
ed her dead white face. “What do I care for his suffer-
ing?” she said, “he’s never cared about mine. How do you
think I’ve liked it, watching you sit in her place, touch
the things that were hers? What do you think it meant
to me to hear the servants talking about you as ‘Mrs. de
Winter’? ‘Mrs. de Winter has gone out for a walk’, ‘Mrs.
de Winter wants the car at three o’clock.” And all the
while my Mrs, de Winter, my brave lady with her smile
and her lovely face, the real Mrs. de Winter, lying. dead
and cold and forgotten in the church crypt. If he suf-
fers, then he deserves to suffer, marrying a young girl
like you not ten months afterwards. Well, he’s paying for
it now, isn’t he? I’ve seen his face, I've seen his eyes.
He’s made his own hell and there’s no one but himself to
thank for it.”

She broke off and began to cry noisily with an open
mouth and dry eyes.

“Mrs. Danvers,” I said. “Mrs. Danvers.” I stood before
her helplessly, not knowing what to do. “Why don’t you
go to your room and rest? Why don’t you go to bed?”

She turned on me angrily. “Leave me alone,” she said.
“Go to your room,” she mimicked, “go to your room. The
mistress of the house thinks I had better go to my room.
And after that, what then? You’ll go running to Mr. de
Winter and say ‘Mrs. Danvers has been unkind to me,
Mrs. Danvers has been rude.” You’ll go running to him
like you did before, when Mr. Jack came to see me.”

“I never told him.”

“That’s a lie. Who else told him, if you didn’t? No
one else was here. I made up my mind then I’ll teach
you a lesson, and him too. Let him suffer, I said. What
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do I care? What’s his suffering to me? Why shouldn’t
I see Mr. Jack here at Manderley? He’s the only link
I have left now with Mrs. de Winter. ‘I will not have
him here,” he said. ‘I'm warning you for the last time.’
He is still jealous, isn’t he?”

“Jealous, Maxim jealous...”

“He was jealous while she lived, and now he’s jealous
when she’s dead,” said Mrs. Danvers. “That shows you
he’s not forgotten her, doesn’t it? Of course he was jeal-
ous. So was everybody who knew her. She only laughed.
‘T shall live as 1 please, Danny,” she used to tell me,
‘and the whole world won’t stop me.” A man had only to
look at her once and be mad about her. They made love
to her of course. She laughed, she would come back and
tell me what they had said, and what they’d done. It
was like a game to her. They were all jealous, all mad
for her. Mr. de Winter, Mr. Jack, Mr. Crawley, every-
one who knew her, everyone who came to Manderley.”

“I don’t want to know,” I said. “I don’t want to know.”

Mrs. Danvers came close to me, she put her face
near to mine. “It’s no use, is it?” she said. “You’ll never
get the better of her.! She’s still mistress here, even if
she is dead. She’s the real Mrs. de Winter, not yvou. It’s
you that’s the shadow and the ghost. Well, why don’t
you leave Manderley to her? Why don’t you go?”

I backed away from her towards the window. My old
fear and horror were returning to me. She shook my
arm and held it like a vice.

“Why don’t you go?” she said. “We none of us want
vou. He doesn’t want you, he never did. He can’t forget
her. He wants to be alone in the house again, with her. It’s

' You’ll never get the better of her. — Bam Huxorma ee He
0J0JIETh.
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you that ought to be lying there in the church crypt, not
her. It’s you who ought to be dead, not Mrs. de Winter.”

She pushed me towards the open window. “Look down
there,” she said. “It’s easy, isn’t it? Why don’t you
jump? It won’t hurt. It’s quick, not like drowning. Why
don’t you try it? Why don’t you go?”

I held on to the window-sill with my hands.

“Why don’t you jump?” whispered Mrs. Danvers.
“Why don’t you try? Go on, don’t be afraid.”

I shut my eves. Soon I will forget about being un-
happy, and about loving Maxim. Soon I will not think
about Rebecca any more... Yes, it was so easy...

Suddenly an explosion shook the window where we
stood. The burst was followed by another and then by
a third and fourth.

“What is it?” I said stupidly. “What has happened?”

Mrs. Danvers relaxed her grip upon my arm. She
stared out of the window into the fog. “It’s the rock-
ets,” she said; “a ship must have gone ashore in the
bay.”

We listened, staring into the white fog together.
And then we heard the sound of footsteps running on

the terrace beneath us.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

beach, clerk, dead, died, flood, warn, ghost.

[biit] [klak] [ded] [daid] [flad] [woin] [gowst]
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L] Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Translate the sentences paying attention to the itali-
cized words and word combinations.

1) a) All the efforts to cateh the criminals failed.
b) My mother is getting old and her memory
sometimes fails her.
c¢) I trust you. Please, don’t fail me.

2) 1 think it’s a sacrilege to sing war songs in res-
taurants.

3) My friend at first made up her mind to become
an actress but then she changed her mind and
entered a teaching college.

4) a) I don’t care for their problems. I have got
a lot of my own.
b) She cares for music and learns to play the
piano.

5) a) His words hurt Daphne and she burst into
tears.
b) “Does it hurt here?” asked the doctor.

6) a) This woman is older than Robert but he is
mad about her.
b) “Don’t be mad at me,” begged the girl kneel-
ing beside her boyfriend.

7) a) We are doing “A Crime and a Punishment” at
school now.
b) The crime in Moscow in 2001 has risen by 10
per cent.

8) a) Don’t take this knife. It’s blunt.
b) She told him bluntly that she wouldn’t marry
him because she did not love him.
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2 Make up sentences of your own with the words from

the box.

to take place
to warn
to deserve
courage
to suffer from
to pick up (a receiver, flowers, words, smb)
a shadow
to brush
an explosion
a brush
a flood

3 Open the brackets using the Accusative with the In-

finitive construction. Pay attention to the form of
the Infinitive.

1) We heard (yvour daughter + sing) in a concert.
She has a beautiful voice.

2) Mother wants (I + become) an economist but I want
to be a doctor.

3) We saw (many houses + wash away) with a flood.

4) Our coach watched (we + train) before the compe-
tition.

5) I'd like (my drawings + take) to the exhibition.

6) I believe (they + return) already.

7) The newspapers reported (Mikhalkov’s new film +
show) at the opening of the International film
festival. (2 variants)

8) I know (he + send) to the Congress in the USA.

9) A lot of children would like to have a dog but
their parents sometimes don’t let (they + take) one.
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10) Don’t make (your son + go) to these classes if he
does not like them.

Checking Comprehension

Say whether these statements are true or false.

1) When Daphne woke up in the morning, she
couldn’t recall the events of the night before.

2) It seemed to Daphne that there were much more
important things in the world than a successful
marriage.

3) Daphne was quite sure that Maxim loved her.

4) She thought that Maxim couldn’t forget Rebecca.
5) She felt Rebecca’s presence everywhere in the house
and was sure that Maxim had the same feeling.

6) Daphne didn’t want to speak to her husband and
didn’t try to find him.

7) She went to Rebecca’s room because she wanted
to speak to Mrs. Danvers and was sure she would
find her there.

8) When Daphne saw Mrs. Danvers, the latter was
smiling at her as she had smiled the night before.

9) Mrs. Danvers said she liked Daphne very much and
didn’t mind her being the hostess of Manderly.

10) The two women talked a little and parted quite
pleased with each other.

Discussion Tasks

Speak about:

1) Rebecca as if you were Mrs. Danvers.
2) the scene at the window as if you were Daphne.
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2 Act out a dialogue between Daphne and Mrs. Dan-
vers beginning with the words “I haven’t come to
talk about the menu...” up to the words “He’s made
his own hell and there’s no one but himself to
thank for it.”

"

CHAPTER 17

It was Maxim. I could not see him but I could hear
his voice. He was shouting for Frith.

“She’s ashorel,” he said. “I saw her come right into
the bay and turn to the reef. I'm going back to the cove
to see if I can do anything.”

Mrs. Danvers drew back from the window. Her face
was again expressionless, the cold mask that I knew. “The

1 She’s ashore — Ero seibpocuio Ha Oeper (B aHITIMHCKOM #A3BI-

Ke CcyIIecTBUTeNBHOe ship (xKopabab) oayiueBjisgeTcsd W 3aMeHA-
eTCA MecTOMMeHHeM she B 3Hak ocobDoro yBaskeHUs AHTIIMYAH

K Mopcromy duiory, 6aarojgapsa koropomy Anrama B XVII se-
Ke cleJajachk BeJIMKOH MOPCKOH [Iep:KaBoil)
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owners will lose their ship,” she said, “if she’s run on
the reef as Mr. de Winter said.” Then she went to the
door and held it open for me.

I walked slowly along the passage, my mind was still
blunt and slow as though I had just woken from a long
sleep. I went out on the terrace and looked up at the
windows above my head. It was by the large window in
the centre that 1 had stood five minutes before. How
high it seemed above my head. The stones were hard un-
der my feet. I thought that I could be lying on these
stones now and felt hot. Black dots jumped in my eyes.
I went into the hall again and sat down on a chair. My
hands were quite wet. I sat very still, holding my knees.

This time yesterday Maxim and I were standing with
Frank in the little garden, waiting for lunch. Twenty-
four hours ago. They were teasing me, inquiring about
my dress. “You'll both get the surprise of your lives,”
I had said. If only I had known then what surprise he
would get...

And then I realized for the first time that Max-
im had not gone away as I had feared. The voice I had
heard on the terrace was calm and practical. Not the
voice of last night when I stood at the head of the
stairs. Maxim had not gone away. He was down there in
the cove somewhere. He was himself, normal and sane.
He had just been for a walk, he had seen the ship turn-
ing to the shore. Maxim was safe. Maxim was all right.

At that moment Robert came in. “Is Mr. de Winter
back yet, Madam?” he asked.

“No,” I said. “Why? Does someone want him?”

“Yes, Madam, “said Robert, “it’s Captain Searle, the
inspector of the port in Kerrith, on the telephone. He

wants to know if he can come up and see Mr. de Winter
personally.”

152

“You’d better tell him to ring again at five o’clock,”
I said. Robert went out of the room and came back
again in a few minutes.

“Captain Searle would like to see you, if it would be
convenient, Madam,” said Robert. “He says the matter
is rather urgent. He tried to get Mr. Crawley, but there
was no reply.”

“Yes, of course I’'ll see him if it’s urgent. Tell him
to come along at once if he likes.”

Robert went out of the room. I wondered what I should
say to Captain Searle. His business must have something
to do with the ship. I could not understand what concern
it was of Maxim’s. Captain Searle must have got into his
car right away after talking to Robert because in less than
quarter of an hour he was shown into the room.

I got up from the window-seat and shook hands with
him. “I’m sorry my husband isn’t back yet, Captain
Searle,” 1 said. “I haven’t seen him all day.”

“Yes, I heard he’d been to Kerrith but I missed him
there,” said the inspector. “He must have walked back
across the cliffs when I was in my boat.”

“I'm afraid the ship has disorganized everybody,”
I said. “What has happened to her?”

Captain Searle made a great circle with his hands.
“There’s a deep hole in her bottom,” he said, “but, Mrs.
de Winter, it’s not the ship that’s brought me here. In-
directly of course she’s the cause of my coming. The fact
is, I've got some news for Mr. de Winter, and I hard-
ly know how to break it to him.” He looked at me very
straight with his blue eyes.

“What sort of news, Captain Searle?”

He brought a large white handkerchief out of his
pocket and blew his nose. “Well, Mrs. de Winter, it’s
not very pleasant for me to tell you either. The last
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thing I want to do is to cause pain to you and your hus-
band. It’s hard on him and hard on you that we can’t let
the past lie quiet. But I don’t see how we can do it under
the circumstances.” He paused and lowered his voice, al-
though we were alone in the room.

“We sent the diver down to inspect the ship’s bot-
tom,” he said, “and while he was down there he made
a discovery. According to his words he found the hole in
the ship’s bottom and started to work at the other side
to see what other damages there were on her side when
he came across a little sailing boat. She was lying on
her side, quite intact and not broken up at all. He rec-
ognized the boat at once. It was the little boat belonging
to the late Mrs. de Winter.” '

My first feeling was one of thankfulness that Maxim
was not there to hear. “I’m so sorry,” I said slowly, “is
it necessary to tell Mr. de Winter? Couldn’t the boat be
left there, as it is? It’s not doing any harm, is it?”

“It would be left, Mrs. de Winter, if not for one cir-
cumstance. And I'd give anything, as I said before, to
spare your feelings. But that wasn’t all. My man swam
round the little boat and he made another discovery. The
cabin door was tightly closed. He broke one of the win-
dows with a stone and looked into the cabin. And then
he got the fright of his life!, Mrs. de Winter.”

Captain Searle paused and looked over his shoulder
as though one of the servants might hear him. “There
was a body in there, lying on the cabin floor,” he said
quietly. “Only bones of course, there was no flesh on it.
But it was a body all right. He saw the head and the

limbs. And now you understand, Mrs. de Winter, why
I have to see your husband.”

! he got the fright of his life — on mo cmepTu Heryramics
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I stared at him, shocked. |
“She was supposed to be sailing alone?” 1 whispered.

“There must have been someone with her then, all the

{ime, and no one ever knew?”

“It looks like it.” |
“Who could it have been?” I said. “Why should he

be in the cabin and Mrs. de Winter herself be picked up
many miles away, months afterwards?”

Captain Searle shook his head. “I can’t tell any mot:e
than you,” he said. “All we know is that the body is
there, and I have to report about it. There’ll be a scan-
dal, I’'m afraid, Mrs. de Winter. I don’t know how we
can avoid it. It’s very hard on you and Mr. de Winter.”
He broke off short as the door opened, and Maxim came
into the room.

“Hallo,” he said, “I didn’t know you were here, Cap-
tain Searle. Is anything the matter?”

I could not stand it any longer. I went out of the rcrf:-m
and shut the door behind me. I sat on the terrace starm_g
at the green lawns. Soon I heard the sound of a car start-
ing up in the drive. Captain Searle must have broken the
news to Maxim and gone. I got up from the terrace and
went up slowly through the hall to the library.

Maxim was standing by the window with his back to
me. I went and stood beside him. He did not say any-
thing. |

“I'm so sorry,” I whispered, “so terribly, terribly sor-
ry.” He did not answer. His hand was icy cold. I kissed
the back of it, and then the fingers, one by one. ! dﬂnft
want you to stand it alone,” I said. “I want to share it
with you.” |

He put his arm round me and pulled me to him
very close. Then he took my face between his hal?ds and
looked at me. “How much do you love me?” he said.
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I could not answer. I could only stare back at him,
at his dark tortured eyes and his pale face.

“It’s too late, my darling,” he said. “We’ve lost our
little chance of happiness.”

“No, Maxim. No.”

“Yes,” he said. “It’s all over now. The thing has hap-
pened.”

“What thing?”

“The thing I've always foreseen. The thing I've dreamt
about, night after night. We can’t be happy, you and 1.”
He sat on the window-seat, and I knelt in front of him.

“What are you trying to tell me?” I said.

He put his hands on mine and looked into my face.
“Rebecca has won,” he said.

I stared at him. My heart was beating violently, my
hands grew cold beneath his hands.

“Her shadow was between us all the time,” he said.
“Her damned shadow keeping us from one another. How
could I hold you, my darling, my little one, with the
fear always in my heart that this would happen? I re-
membered her eyes as she looked at me before she died.
She knew this would happen. She knew she would win in
the end.”

“Maxim,” I whispered, “what are you saying, what
are you trying to tell me?”

“Her boat,” he said, “they’ve found it.”

“Yes,” I said. “I know. Captain Searle came to tell me.
You are thinking about the body, aren’t you, the body
the diver found in the cabin?”

“Yes,” he said.

“It means she was not alone,” I said. “It means there
was somebody sailing with Rebecca. And you have to
find out who it was.”
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“No,” he said. “No, you don’t understand. There was
nobody with Rebecca, she was alone. It’s Rebecca’s body
lying there on the cabin floor.”

“No,” I said. “No.”

“The woman buried in the crypt is not Rebecca,” he
said. “It’s the body of some unknown woman. There
never was an accident. Rebecca was not drowned at all.
I killed her. I shot Rebecca in the cottage in the cove.
I carried her body to the cabin and took the boat out
that night and sank it there, where they found it today.
It’s Rebecca who’s lying dead there on the cabin floor.
Will you tell me you love me now?”

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:
urgent, quiet, although, won, heart.
[‘3:d3zent] ["kwaiat] [o:l'dou] [wan] [ha:t]

[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Fill in the gaps with the words from the box.

to fear a damage
convenient a circumstance
urgent concern
right away to torture
to cause to spare
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1) “Excuse me for disturbing you, but it’s very

1"

,” said the secretary entering her boss’s

room.
2) I think it’s no

ing to do with this affair.
3) Americans

of you. You have noth-

new terrorist attacks.

4) Don’t postpone sending these papers. Do it

5) I'll come tomorrow at 12 o’clock if it’s
to vou.

6) The earthquake caused a great to the
town.

7) His behaviour his parents a lot of trouble.

8) To decide who is to blame for the crash we must
know all '

9) Don’t show these pictures to the relatives of the
victims of the catastrophe. their feelings.

10) The gangsters the businessman to make
him give them the money.

Find in the text the antonyms for the following
words:

fast, the top, soft, broken, excited, to do good, mad,
before, inconvenient, to lose.

Use the Nominative with the Infinitive construction
in the following sentences.

1) They say that this winter will be cold.

2) It was seen how dogs searched for the alive un-
der the ruins.

3) It is likely that the inflation will rise.

4) It seems that all the visitors have left.

0) It proved that this method of learning foreign
languages is effective.
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6) It is known that “Doctor Zhivago” was first pub-

lished abroad.
7) It is reported that the conference devoted to fight-

ing international terrorism will take place in Brus-

sels.
8) It is expected that this film will be bought.

Checking Comprehension

Say whether these statements are true or false.

1) The ship ran on the reef.

2) Maxim did not forgive Daphne for the fancy
dress.

3) Captain Searle told Daphne that the body found
in the boat was the body of Rebecca.

4) He said that he would not report about the body.

5) The diver found holes in the ship’s bottom.

6) Maxim was sure that everything would be all
right.

7) He thought that Rebecca had revenged (oTomcTn-
aa) him.

8) Somebody was sailing with Rebecca.

9) Daphne was angry with Maxim.

10) Maxim told Daphne that Rebecca had been
drowned.

Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are Captain Searle. Tell the class
the news about the boat.

2 Act out a dialogue between Maxim and Daphne.
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CHAPTER 18

It was wvery quiet in the library. The only sounds
were the ticking of Maxim’s watch and Jasper licking
his foot on the floor beside me.

When people suffer a great shock, I believe they
don’t feel it just at first. I knelt there by Maxim’s side
and was aware of no feeling at all, no pain and no fear,
there was no horror in my heart. At that moment I was
nothing, 1 had no heart, and no mind, and no senses,
I was just a wooden thing in Maxim’s arms. Then he be-
gan to kiss me. He had not kissed me like this before.

“I love you so much,” he whispered. “So much.”

This was what I wanted him to say every day and
every night, I thought, and now he was saying it at
last. I opened my eyes and looked at a little piece of
curtain above his head. “How calm 1 am,” I thought.
“How cool. Here I am looking at the piece of curtain,
and Maxim is kissing me. For the first time he is telling
me he loves me.”

Then he stopped suddenly and pushed me away from
him. “You see, I was right,” he said. “It’s too late. You
don’t love me. Why should you?”

My heart jumped in a sudden panic. “It’s not too late,”
I said quickly, getting up from the floor and putting my
arms about him; “you don’t understand. I love you more
than anything in the world. But when you kissed me just
now I could not feel anything. It was just as though
I had no more feeling left in me at all. We’ve got to be
together always. Please, darling, please.”

“How can we be together now that this has hap-
pened? They’ve found Rebecca.”

I stared at him stupidly, not understanding. “What
will they do?” I said.
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“They’ll identify her body,” he said, “and then they
will remember the other one, the woman buried up there,
in the crypt.”

The feeling was coming back to me. And with it the
realization of the terrible fact. Maxim had killed Re-
becca. Rebecca had not been drowned at all. Maxim had
shot her in the cottage in the woods. He had carried her
body to the boat, and sunk the boat there in the bay.
Fragments of pictures flashed one by one through my
bewildered mind. Maxim sitting in the car beside me in
the south of France. “Something happened nearly a year
ago that altered my whole life...” Maxim’s silence, Max-
im’s moods. The way he never talked about Rebecca.
Maxim’s dislike of the cove, of the stone cottage. “If
you had my memories, you would not go there either.”
Maxim pacing up and down the library after Rebecca
died. Up and down. Up and down.

“Does anyone know?” I said, “anyone at all?”

He shook his head. “No,” he said. “there was no-
body there but myself. It was dark...” He stopped and put
his hand up to his forehead. I went and knelt beside him.
“I thought I should go mad,” he said, “sitting here, day af-
ter day, waiting for something to happen. Sitting down at
the desk, answering those terrible letters of sympathy. Eat-
ing and drinking, trying to be normal, trying to be sane.”

I leant close to him, quite close. “I nearly told you
once,” he said, “that day dJasper ran to the cove, and
you went to the cottage for some string.”

“Yes,” I whispered, “I remember. Why didn’t you
tell me? We've wasted so much time that we could be
together. All these weeks and days.”

“You were so aloof,” he said, “I thought you were
unhappy, bored. I'm so much older than you. You never
came to me like this.”
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“How could I come to you when I knew vou were
thinking about Rebecca? How could I ask you to love me
when I knew you still loved Rebecca?”

He pulled me close him and searched my eyes.

“What are you talking about? What do you mean?”

“Whenever you touched me I thought you were com-
paring me to Rebecca,” 1 said. “Whenever you spoke to
me or looked at me, walked with me in the garden, sat
down to dinner, I felt you were saying to yourself: ‘This
I did with Rebecca, and this, and this.” You still love
her, don’t you?” |

“Oh, my God,” he said. He got up and began walking
up and down the room, clasping his' hands.

“You thought I loved Rebecca? You think I killed
her, loving her? I tell you, I hated her. Our marriage was
a farce from the very beginning. She was vicious, rotten
through and through!. We never loved each other, never
had one moment of happiness together. Rebecca was inca-
pable of love, of tenderness. She was not even normal.”

I sat on the floor, clasping my knees, staring at him.

“She was clever of course,” he said. “Damnably clev-
er. No one would guess meeting her that she was not
the kindest, most generous, most gifted person in the
world. She knew exactly what to say to different people,
how to match her mood to theirs.”

Up and down he walked, up and down across the li-
brary floor.

“I realized my mistake five days after we were mar-
ried. You remember that time I drove you in the car,
to the hills above Monte Carlo? I wanted to stand there
again, to remember. She sat there, laughing, her black
hair blowing in the wind; she told me about herself, told

1 through and through — nacksosb
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me things I shall never repeat to a living soul. I knew
then what I had done, whom I had married. Oh, my God!”

He broke off abruptly and went up to the window.

“She made a bargain with me up there, on the side
of the precipice. ‘I’ll run your house for you,” she told
me, ‘I'll look after your precious Manderley for you,
make it the most famous show-place in all the country if
you like. And people will visit us, and envy us, and talk
about us. They’ll say we are the luckiest, happiest, hand-
somest couple in all England.’”

Maxim threw a cigarette away.

“She knew I would never stand in a divorce court
and let people point fingers at us and say: ‘That’s Man-
derley. That’s the place that belongs to the chap who
had that divorce case we read about. Do you remember
what the judge said about his wife...?’”

He came and stood before me. “You despise me,
don’t you?” he said.

I did not say anything. I held his hands against my
heart. None of the things that he had told me mattered to
me at all. I clung to one thing only, and repeated it to my-
self, over and over again. Maxim did not love Rebecca. He
had never loved her, never, never. My heart was light like
a feather floating in the air. He had never loved Rebecca.

“l don’t want to look back on those years,” he said
slowly. “I don’t want even to tell you about them. The lie
we lived, she and I, the farce we played together. Before
friends, before relatives, even before the servants. They all
admired her, they never knew how she laughed at them
behind their backs, mimicked them. She used to drive to
London to that flat of hers by the river like an animal to
its hole, and come back at the end of the week, after five
unspeakable days. Oh, I kept the bargain all right. I nev-
er gave her away. Her damned taste made Manderley the
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thing it is today. The beauty of Manderley that you see to-
day, the Manderley that people talk about and photograph
and paint, it’s all due to her, to Rebecca.”

“And so we lived,” he went on, “month after month,
year after year. She was careful those first years; there
was never a gossip about her, never a whisper. Then lit-
tle by little she began to grow careless. She would have
picnics down at her cottage at the cove. I came back
once after having been away in Scotland, and found her
there with half a dozen of men I had never seen before.
I warned her, and she shrugged her shoulders. ‘What
the hell it has to do with you?’ she said. I told her she
could see her friends in London, but Manderley was
mine. She smiled and did not say anything.

“She had a cousin, a fellow who had been abroad and
was living in England again. He used to come here, each
time when I was away. A fellow called Jack Favell.”

“I know him,” I said; “he came here the day you
went to London.”

“You saw him too? Why didn’t you tell me? I heard it
from Frank, who saw his car turn in at the lodge gates.”

“I did not want to,” I said, “I thought it would re-
mind you of Rebecca.”

“Remind me?” whispered Maxim. “Oh, God, as if I need-
ed reminding. She used to receive this fellow Favell in
the cottage. She told the servants she was going to sail,
and did not come back before the morning. She spent
nights with him. I warned her again. I said if I found
him here, I'd shoot him. He had a black, dirty record...
She only shrugged her shoulders.

“Then one day she went up to London, and came
back the same day, which she did not do as a rule. I did
not expect her. I dined that night with Frank at his
house, we had a lot of work at that time.
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“I came back after dinner, about half past ten, and
[ saw her scarf and gloves lying on a chair in the hall.
I wondered what the devil she had come for. I went into
the morning-room, but she was not there. I guessed she
had gone off down to the cove. And I knew then 1 could
not stand this life of lies and deceit any longer. It was
to be settled, one way or the other. I thought I'd take
a gun and frighten the fellow, frighten them both.

«I went down right away to the cottage. The servants
did not know I had come back to the house at all. I saw
the light in the cottage window, and 1 went straight in.
To my surprise Rebecca was alone. She was lying on the
divan with an ash-tray full of cigarette stubs beside her.

She looked ill, queer.”

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

identify, bury, forehead, though, through, guess,
precipice, remind, deceit.

[ar’dentifar] [‘bert] ['forid] [8ov] [6ru:] [ges] ["presopis]
[r1"maind] [di sit]

[J Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Make up sentences with the following words:

aloof, a precipice, vice/vicious, to envy, deceit, a di-
vorce, to frighten, to despise, to guess, to remind (of).
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2 Translate the sentences using the expressions from

the box.
to be (to keep) in touch
on the way
to get in touch with smb
to be in the way
to lose touch with smb
by the way
In many ways
to give way to smb, smth
1) Cesammurecs, moxkaayiicra, c JAUPEKTOPOM My3esa W
OOTOBOPUTECE 00 BKCKYPCHH. '
2) [Heru, ugure B cBolo KOMHary. He myraiitech mox
HOTaMH.
3) Bo MHOruUX OTHOINEHHUAX HTOT METOJ OUeHb XOPOII.
4) HecroabKo JeT Ha3am MOA IIKOJbHAS noapyra
vexana B lllTaTel, u s morepsana cBA3L ¢ Heil.
o) Ilomxanyiicra, He nmponanmaiite. ITumure.
6) llumymue MaIIMHKM HOYTH Beale VCTYIUIHA MeCTo
KOMITBIOTEpaM.
7) Kynure xjeba mo mopore moMoii.
8) Kcraru, BB He 3HaeTe, mouemMy He npumen Huko-

naii? OH cobupajcsa npwmiTu.

Translate the sentences paying attention to the in-

finitive, participle and gerund and their construc-
tions.

1y

2)

The school being built in our street will have
a computer class.

Having been brought to a hospital the patient
was operated on at once.
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3)
4)

5)
6)
0
8)
9)

If asked, I will tell the truth.

Where did you have your vacuum-cleaner re-
paired?

Everybody being tired, we walked home slowly.
It’s no use crying over spilt milk (a proverb).

She has two children to take care of.

Our chief was the first to break the silence.

We heard our neighbours quarreling in the next
room and wanted them to stop making noise.

10) The warning about a bomb in the underground

station proved to be a practical joke.

Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1)
2)

3)
4)

9)

6)

7)

8)

9)

Was Daphne shocked by what Maxim told her?
What did Maxim think when Daphne did not re-
spond to his kisses?

What was Maxim afraid of?

Why didn’t Maxim tell Daphne about Rebecca be-
fore?

How did Daphne explain that she was not tender
with Maxim?

What was most important for Daphne in Maxim’s
story?

Why did Maxim and Rebecca go on living togeth-
er after he had understood that his marriage was
a mistake?

What did people think of Rebecca and their mar-
riage?

Why did Maxim hate Rebecca?

10) Why did Maxim go to the cove that night?
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V5 Discussion Tasks

Imagine that you are:

1) Maxim. Speak about your relations with your
first wife.

2) Daphne. Speak about your feelings during the
conversation with your husband.
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CHAPTER 19

“I began at once to speak about Favell and she lis-
tened to me without a word. ‘We’ve lived this life of
degradation long enough, you and I,” I said. ‘This is the
end, do you understand? What you do in London does
not concern me. You can live with Favell there, or with
anyone you like. But not here. Not at Manderley. I am
going to divorce you.’

“She said nothing for a moment. She got up and be-
gan walking up and down the room with her hands in
the slacks. She was very pale.

“‘Have you ever thought,” she said, ‘how damned
hard it would be for you to make a case against me? Do
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you realize that you’ve never had a single proof against
me, from the very beginning? All your friends, even the
servants, believe out marriage to be a success.’

“She stood watching me, rocking on her heels, her
hands in her pockets and a smile on her face.

“‘We can make you look very foolish, Danny and I,’
she said softly. ‘We can make you look so foolish that
no one will believe you, Max, nobody at all.” She was
still smiling, holding her hands in her pockets.

“‘If I had a child, Max,’” she said, ‘neither vou, nor
anyone in the world, would ever prove that it was not
yours. It would grow up here at Manderley, bearing
your name. You’ll be able to do nothing. It would give
you the biggest thrill of vour life, wouldn’t it, Max, to
watch my son grow day by day, and to know that when
yvou died, all this would be his?’

“She waited a minute and then lit a cigarette and be-
gan to laugh. ‘God, how funny,’ she said, ‘how wonder-
fully funny! They’ll be happy, won’t they, all these snob-
bish neighbours? ‘It’s what we’ve always hoped for, Mrs.
de Winter,” they will say. I'll be the perfect mother,
Max, like I’ve been the perfect wife. And none of them
will ever guess, none of them will ever know.’

“She turned round and faced me, smiling, one hand
in her pocket, the other holding her cigarette. When
I killed her, she was still smiling. I fired at her heart.
She did not fall at once. She stood there, looking at me
with a smile on her face, with her eyes wide open...”

Maxim’s voice grew very low, so low that it was like
a whisper.

“I’d forgotten,” said Maxim, and his voice was slow
now, tired, without expression, “that when you shoot
a person there is so much blood. It was all round where
she lay on the floor. I had to get water from the cove.

170

I had to keep going backwards and forwards to the cove
for water,

“I carried her out to the boat; it must have been
half past eleven by then, nearly twelve. It was quite
dark. There was no moon. I carried her down to the cab-
in and climbed into the boat myself. The wind was with
me, and I got the boat into the bay, trying to avoid the
rocks. I went down into the cabin. I had a spike with
me. If I didn’t do it now, it would be too late. In six
or seven minutes, drifting like this, we should be out
of deep water. I opened the sea-cocks. The water began
to come in. I made holes in the bottom boards with the
spike. The water came over my feet.

“I left Rebecca lying on the floor and bolted the
door. I climbed into the dinghy, sailed away and watched
the boat sinking. Soon it was not there any more. I re-
member staring at the place where she had been. Then
I sailed back to the cove. It started raining.”

Maxim stared in front of him. Then he looked at me
sitting beside him on the floor.

“That’s all,” he said, “there’s no more to tell. I left
the dinghy on the buoy, as she would have done. I went
back and looked at the cottage. The floor was wet with
the salt water, but she might have done it herself.
I walked up the path through the woods and went into
the house. Up the stairs to the dressing-room. I was sit-
ting there, on the bed, when Mrs. Danvers knocked on
the door. I went and opened it, in my dressing-gown, and
spoke to her. She was worried about Rebecca. I told her
to go back to bed and shut the door again. I went back
and sat by the window in my dressing-gown, watching the
rain, listening to the sea as it broke there, in the cove.”

We sat there together without saying anything.
I was holding his cold hands.
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“She sank too close to the shore,” said Maxim. “I want-
ed to take her out in the bay. They would never have
found her there.”

“It was the ship,” I said; “it would not have hap-
pened but for the ship. No one would have known.”

We were silent again. I began to feel tired.
said Maxim, “even

]

“I knew it would happen one day,’
when I went to Edgecoombe and identified that body as
hers. I knew it was only a question of time. Rebecca
would win in the end.”

“Rebecca is dead,” I said. “She can’t speak, she can’t
bear witness. She can’t harm you any more.”

“There’s her body,” he said, “the diver has seen it.
It’s lying there, on the cabin floor, as I left it.”

“They can’t prove anything against you,” I said. “No-
body saw you that night. We are the only two people in
the world who know, Maxim. You and I.”

“Yes,” he said. “Yes.” |

Suddenly the telephone began ringing in the Ilit-
tle room behind the library. I could hear the murmur
of Maxim’s voice. The sound of the telephone ring-
ing seemed to have woken every nerve in my body. But
something new had come upon me that had not been be-
fore. I knew then that I was no longer afraid of Rebecca.
Rebecca’s power had dissolved in the air, like the mist.
She would never stand behind me on the stairs, sit be-
side me in the dining-room, watch me standing in the
hall. Maxim had never loved her. I did not hate her any
more.

I was free now to be with Maxim. We would be to-
gether. I would fight for Maxim. I would lie and per-
jure. I would pray. Rebecca had not won. She had lost.

Maxim came back into the library. “It’s begun,” he
said slowly.
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“What do you mean? What has happened?” 1 said,
grown suddenly cold.

“It was a reporter,” he said. “He asked if I could
confirm the rumour that a body had been found in the
cabin.”

“No!”

“Yes. You can’t stop these people. The whole story
will be in all newspapers by breakfast time tomorrow.”

“If only we could do something,” I said, “not to sit
here, idle, waiting for tomorrow morning.”

“There’s nothing we can do,” said Maxim.

It must have rained in the night, for when I woke
the next morning I saw the roses in the garden were wet
and silver. Maxim had not woken me when he got up
at five. He was down there now, in the bay, with Colo-
nel Julian, and Captain Searle, and other men. Rebecca’s
boat must be coming to the surface. And Rebecca herself
was there, lying on the cabin floor.

I went and sat in the drawing-room and waited. At
five minutes to one I heard the sound of a car in the
drive, and then Maxim’s wvoice in the hall. He came in
and took my hand.

“There’ll be an inquest,” he said; “but I'm quite
calm, quite confident. It’s going to be all right.” I did
not say anything. I held his arm tightly. “There was
no trace of what I'd done. The bullet had not touched
the bone. They think she was trapped there, in the cab-
in. The jury will believe that at the inquest, too.” He
paused. Still I did not speak.

“I only worry about you,” he said. “I don’t regret any-
thing else. If it had come all over again I should not do
anything different. I'm glad I killed Rebecca. I shall never
have any remorse for that, never, never, never. But you...
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I can’t forget what it has done to you. That funny, young,
lost look that I loved, has gone forever. It won’'t come

back. I killed that too when I told you about Rebecca... It’s
gone in twenty-four hours. You are so much older...”

Activities

?7 Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

success, neither, bear, blood, dinghy, divorce.

[sak'ses] [naida] [bea] [blad] [ dingi] [di'vais]

[ Voecabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Match up the words and word combinatios in the
left column with their English equivalents in the

right column.

1) paszBox

2) npasaHBIN

3) pacTBOPATLCA

4) HaxgyBHaA NLJIIOIKA
5) VIrphI3eHUSA COBECTH
6) cneacTBMe, NO3HaAHHE
7) HBIPAJBIIUK

8) MOBEpPXHOCTH

9) nyas

10) moaTBepKIATH
11) ryman

12) cnep
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a) to dissolve
b) a diver

c) an inquest
d) a trace

e) a divorce
f) a surface
g) mist

h) idle

i) to confirm
j) a dinghy
k) a bullet

1) remorse

2 Find in the text the adjectives used as attributes or
predicatives to the nouns from the box.

proof look (3 adjectives)
mother neighbours

volce (3 adjectives) hands

water (2 adjectives) people

roses (2 adjectives) Maxim (2 adjectives)

3 Translate into English using the conjunctions either

.. or, neither ...

1)
2)

3)

4)
9)

6)
7)

8)

nor, both ... and.

N Amepuxa, u Poccusi 6oproTcsi ¢ TeppopU3MOM.
OH He yuun aHIMUMUCKHHA HU B IIKOJe, HU B MHCTHU-
TyTeE.

JIubo on zansarur Hajgord (taxes), aubo ero moca-
OAT B TIOPbMY.

MHue He NmoOHpaBUJIACH HUW IIheca, HH HI'pa aKTepoB.
JTa MONyJApHas TeBUIla U3MEHWJA M CBOM MMUIK,
K MaHepy IIeHHd.

Jra clejika He NpPUHEC]Aa eMy HH JeHer, HU CJIaBHl,
{1 BepHy Bam KypHaJ HJHM 3aBTpa, WJAH B IIOHe-
NeNbHHK.

Hu yuurensa, HU poauTesH He MOIJIH 3aCTABHUTH
ero U3MeHUTh CBOE pelleHue.

? Checking Comprehension

Put the sentences in the right order.

1)
2)

3)
4)

Maxim carried Rebecca to the boat.

Rebecca told Maxim that she was going to have
a baby.

Maxim went to the cottage.

He washed off the blood.



5) He fired at Rebecca.

6) He left Rebecca lying on the floor and bolted the
door.

7) He made holes in the bottom of the boat and
opened the sea-cocks.

8) He sailed back to the cove.

9) He returned home.

10) He sank Rebecca’s boat.

Y Discussion Tasks

Retell the second part of the chapter beginning with
the words “Suddenly the telephone began ringing...”
as though you were Daphne.

CHAPTER 20

That evening, when Frith brought in the local paper,
there were great headlines right down the front page.
I glanced quickly at the paper before Maxim came. There
was a great column and an awful photograph of Max-
im. And a little line about myself at the bottom, saying
whom Maxim had married as his second wife, and how we
had just given a fancy dress ball at Manderley. Rebecca,
whom they described as beautiful, talented, and loved by
all who knew her, drowned a year ago and then Maxim
married again the following spring and brought his bride
straight to Manderley (so it said) and gave a big fancy
dress ball in her honour. And then the following morning
the body of his first wife was found trapped in the cabin
of her sailing boat, at the bottom of the bay.

Maxim sounded vile in this story, a sort of satyr.
But I could not keep the morning editions from him.
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[ watched him at the breakfast table getting whiter and
whiter as he read the papers.

We were not bothered with the telephone again. All the
calls were put through to the office. It was just a question
of waiting now. Waiting until the Tuesday. The inquest
was to be on the Tuesday afternoon at two o’clock.

We had lunch at a quarter to one. It was a relief
when the farce of the meal was over, and I heard Maxim
go out to the drive and start up the car. Frank followed
us in his own car. I had my hand on Maxim’s knee all
the way as he drove. The inquest was to be held at Lan-
yon, a market town six miles the other side of Kerrith.

“I think I’ll stay in the car,” I said. I didn’t want to
listen to Maxim’s evidence. They went off together and
left me sitting there. There were not many people about.
I sat looking at the silent shops. Then I got out of the
car and began walking up and down the market square.
I saw a policeman watching me curiously and turned up
a side-street to avoid him.

In spite of myself, I found I was coming to the build-
ing where the inquest was being held. There was no crowd
waiting, as I had feared. I went up the steps and slipped
inside the room. The inquest was nearly over. Maxim had
finished giving his evidence. I looked around. There were
people there I did not know. My heart gave a jump sud-
denly when I recognized Mrs. Danvers. She was sitting at
the back. And Favell was beside her. 1 had not expected
him to be there. I wondered if Maxim had seen him.

James Tabb, the boat-builder, was standing up now
and the Coroner was asking him a question. “Was the
boat in a fit state to put to sea?” said the Coroner.

“She was,” said Tabb. “Mrs. de Winter was delighted
with the boat according to what she said to me. But if you
allow me I should like to make one more statement. When
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Mrs. de Winter’s little boat was found and brought to the
surface, Captain Searle gave me permission to go and look
at her. And I did. I wanted to satisfy myself that the work
I had done to her was good, in spite of the fact that she
had been under water for twelve months or more.”

“Well, that was very natural,” said the Coroner, “and
I hope you were satisfied.”

“Yes, sir, I was. There was nothing wrong with that
boat as regards the work I did to her.” He paused. The
Coroner looked at him expectantly.

“Well,” he said, “is that all you want to say?”

“No, sir, it is not. What I want to know is this.
Who made the holes in her bottom? Rocks didn’t do
it. The nearest rock was five feet away. Besides, they
weren’t the sort of marks made by a rock. They were
holes. Made with a spike.”

I did not look at him. I was looking at the floor.
I wondered why the Coroner did not say anything. When
he spoke at last his voice sounded rather far away.

“What do you mean?” he said. “What sort of holes?”

“There were three of them,” said the boat-builder,
“below the water-line. And that’s not all. The sea-cocks
had been turned on.”

“The sea-cocks? What are they?” asked the Coroner.

“The fitting that plugs the pipes! leading from a wash-
basin or lavatory, sir. They are always kept tightly
closed when you’re in the sea, otherwise the water would
flow in. When I examined the boat yesterday, both sea-
cocks were turned on.”

It was hot, much too hot. Why didn’t they open the
window?

I the fitting that plugs the pipes — wknanas, Koropsri 3aKPbI-
BaeT TpybOBI
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“With those holes in her bottom, sir, and the sea-
cocks not closed, it wouldn’t take long for a small boat
like her to sink. It’s my opinion, sir, that the boat never
turned over at all. She was deliberately scuttled.”

The heat was coming up at me from the floor, rising
in slow waves. It reached my hands, it touched my neck,
my chin, my face.

“Mr. de Winter, you heard the statement from James
Tabb. Do you know anything of these holes?”

“Nothing, sir.”

“Can you think of any reason why they should be
there?”

“No, of course not.”

“You have no suggestion to make?”

“No, none at all.”

“Mr. de Winter, painful as it is, it is my duty to
ask you a very personal question. Were the relations be-
tween you and the late Mrs. de Winter perfectly happy?”

Of course, again those black spots in front of my eyes,
and it was hot, so hot, with all these people and no open
windows. And all the time the ground was coming up to
meet me...

And then, losing consciousness, I heard Maxim’s voice,
clear and strong. “Will someone take my wife outside?
She is going to faint.”

Frank drove me back to Manderley. I went upstairs
to my room and lay down upon my bed. I didn’t know
what happened. Suppose Maxim was taken to prison?
Suppose they will hang him?

God, don’t let me go on thinking about this. Let me
think about something else. About Mrs. Van Hopper in
America. Mrs. Van Hopper putting up her lorgnette and
calling to her daughter. “Look at this, Helen. They say
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Max de Winter murdered his first wife. I always thought
there was something peculiar about him. I warned that
fool of a girl she was making a mistake, but she wouldn’t
listen to me. Well, she’s cooked her goosel...”

I must have fallen asleep because 1 woke suddenly
and heard a car driving up to the door. I tried to get up
but my legs were things of straw, they did not bear me.
My throat was very dry. After a minute Maxim came in-
to the room. He looked very tired and old.

“It’s all over,” he said.

I waited. Still I could not speak or move towards him.

“Suicide,” he said.

I sat down on the sofa. “Suicide,” I said, “but the
motive? What was the motive?”

“God knows,” he said. “They did not think a motive
was necessary. The judge wanted to know if Rebecca had
any money troubles. Money troubles! Good God.”

He sat down on the window-seat, holding his head in
his hands. I went and sat beside him.

“Something has to happen this evening,” he said.
“Something in the church.”

I stared at him. Then I understood. They were going
to bury Rebecca.

“It’s fixed for six-thirty,” he said. “No one knows
but Frank, Colonel Julian, the vicar and myself.” He
looked tired, so deathly tired. “We’ll talk over things
this evening when I get back,” he said. “We’ve got so
much to do together, haven’t we? We have to begin all
over again.”

He went out of the room. I heard the sound of his

car starting up in the drive. Presently the sound died
away, and I knew he had gone.

l she’s cooked her goose — oma cama cefa rory6una
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I did not hear Frith come in. “Excuse me, Madam,”
he said, “do you know if Mr. de Winter will be long?”

“No,” I said, “not very long.”

“There’s a gentleman to see him, Madam,” said Frith
after a moment of hesitation. “He insists on seeing Mr.
de Winter.”

“Who is it?” I said. “Is it anyone you know?”

Frith looked uncomfortable. “Yes, Madam,” he said,
“it’s a gentleman who used to come here frequently at
one time, when Mrs. de Winter was alive. A gentleman
called Mr. Favell.”

I turned round and looked at Frith. “I think perhaps
I had better see Mr. Favell,” I said.

“Very good, Madam.”

I went and stood beside the empty fireplace. Perhaps,
I should be able to get rid of Favell before Maxim came
back. I did not know what I was going to say to him,

but I was not frightened.
In a few moments Frith returned and showed Favell

into the library. He looked much the same as before but
a little more untidy.

“I’m afraid Maxim is not here,” I said. “Wouldn’t it
be better if you made an appointment to see him at the
office in the morning?”

“Waiting does not worry me,” said Favell, “and I don’t
think I’'ll have to wait very long.”

“What do you want to see Maxim about?”

Favell leant forward to the table and took a cigarette.
“You don’t mind my smoking, I suppose?” he said. “This
business has been a shock to me, you know. A bloody awful
shock. Rebecca was my cousin. I was damn fond of her.”

“Yes,” I said, “I’'m very sorry for you.”

“And what is Max going to do about it, that’s what
I want to know? Does he think he can sit back quietly
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now when that shameful inquest is over?” He bent to-
wards me. “I’'m going to see that justice is done to Re-
becca,” he said loudly. “Suicide... God Almighty.! You
and I know it wasn’t a suicide, don’t we?” He leant still
closer to me. “Don’t we?” he said slowly.

The door opened and Maxim came into the room,
with Frank behind him.

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

headlines, awful, consciousness, straw, wonder,
gnette, otherwise, satisfy, suicide.

lor-

[:hedlamz] ["ofl] ['konfasnis] [stro:] ['wando] [lo:njet]
[ A0owaiz] ['setisfar] [ suisaid]

L Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Fill in the gaps with the words from the box.

edition
evidence
to lose consciousness

to insist

to hang (hung)

| to hang (hanged)
to regain consciousness suicide

a murder trouble

an appointment

! God Almighty. — Tocriogs Beemorymumii.
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1) At the sight of the body of her dead son the

woman - ;

2) They the linen outside.

3) The Decembrists were

4) My chief on my coming to work every day.

5) This is the last and the fullest of Bul-
gakov.

6) Having lost all hope of finding a job the man
committed ;

7) 1 telephoned to the outpatients’ department
(monukaunukKa) and made with a doctor.

8) Tomorrow the court will listen to of the
accused.

9) Peter hasn’t phoned me for a long time. I’'m
afraid he had got into

10) On the second day the man
and asked about his family.

11) Out of twelve committed last week in
Moscow seven have been discovered.

Complete the sentences using the Subjunctive I or
the Subjunctive II.

1) I can’t draw. I wish
2) Yesterday 1 saw a beautiful dress but I dldnt
have enough money about me. I wish

3) It’s a pity you don’t attend English classes. If
I were you,
4) Why didn’t you invite Irene to your blrthday
party? In your place

5) She looks miserable as if

6) We mustn’t keep our money at home. I suggest
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7)

8)

9)

“Your son gets bad marks in Russian,” the teach-
er told the boy’s mother. “It’s necessary

Almost all schools in Moscow have computer
classes now so that
Mother insists

10) I didn’t know that this exhibition was so inter-

esting. If I had known,

Checking Comprehension

Complete the sentences.

1)

2)
3)
4)

5)

6)
7)
8)
9)

10) Favell was sure that

In the article in the local newspaper Maxim sounded
The inquest was to be
Daphne stayed in the car because ;
The holes in the bottom of the boat could be
made ;
When Daphne returned to Manderley from the
court, she tried to think of
The verdict of the court was
Maxim looked

They were going to bury Rebecca
Daphne agreed to see Favell because she wanted

Discussion Tasks

Act out dialogues between:

1)

the Coroner and the boat-builder.

2) Daphne and Maxim (about the inquest, including

the end of chapter 19).
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CHAPTER 21

Maxim stood quite still, staring at Favell. “What the
hell are vou doing here?” he said.

Favell turned round, with his hands in his pockets.
“As a matter of fact, Max, old chap, I came to congratu-
late you on the inquest this afternoon.”

“Do you mind leaving the house?” said Maxim. “Or
do you want Crawley and me throw you out?”

“Listen here,” said Favell, “you’ve come very well
out of this affair, haven’t you? Better than you ever ex-
pected. Oh, yes, I was in the court this afternoon, and
I dare say vou saw me. Luckily for you it went the way

it did.”
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Maxim made a move towards Favell, but Favell raised
his hand.

“Wait a bit,” he said, “I haven’t finished yet. You
realize, don’t you, Max, old man, that I can make things
damned unpleasant for you. Not only unpleasant, but
shall I say dangerous?”

“Oh, yes?” said Maxim. “And in what way can you
make things dangerous?”

“Look herel!, Max,” said Favell, “I suppose there are
no secrets between you and yvour wife. I can speak plain-
ly then, and I will. You all know about Rebecca and me.
We were lovers, weren’t we? I've never denied it, and
I never will. Up to the present I believed, like every oth-
er fool, that Rebecca was drowned sailing in the bay,
and that her body was picked up at Edgecoombe weeks
afterwards. It was a shock to me then, a bloody shock.
But I said to myself, ‘That’s the sort of death Rebecca
would choose, she’d die like she lived, fighting.”” He
paused and sat on the edge of the sofa, looking at all of
us in turn. “Then I picked up the evening paper a few
days ago and read that Rebecca’s boat had been found
by the local diver and that there was a body in the cab-
in. I couldn’t understand. Who the hell would Rebecca
have as a sailing companion?

“Well, I attended that inquest today, as you know.
And everything went smoothly, didn’t it, until Tobb
gave his evidence? But after that? Well, Max, old man,
what have you got to say about those holes in the floor-
boards, and those sea-cocks turned full on?”

“Do you think,” said Maxim slowly, “that after those
hours of talk this afternoon I am going into it again —
with you? You heard the evidence and you heard the

I Look here — Tlocuoymaii
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verdict. It satisfied the Coroner, and it must satisfy
you.”

“Suicide, eh?” said Favell. “Listen, you never knew
I had this note, did you? I kept it, because it was the
last thing she ever wrote to me. I’ll read it to you.
I think it will interest you.”

He took a piece of paper out of his pocket. I recog-
nized that thin, pointed, slanting hand.

“I tried to ring you from the flat, but could get no
answer,” he read. “I shall be at the cottage this evening,
and if you get this note in time, will you get the car
and follow me. I’ve got something important to tell you
and I want to see you as soon as possible. Rebecca.”

He put the note back in his pocket. “That’s not the
sort of note you write when you’re going to commit su-
icide, is it?” he said. “It happened, by a vile stroke of
fortune, that I was on a party that night. When I read
the note at four in the morning, I decided it was too
late to go to Manderley. I went to bed, determined to
call her later in the day. I did. About twelve o’clock.
And I heard Rebecca had been drowned!”

He sat there, staring at Maxim. None of us spoke.

“Supposing the Coroner this afternoon had read that
note, it would have made it a little bit more difficult
for you, wouldn’t it, Max, old man?”

“Well,” said Maxim, “why didn’t you get up and
give it to him?”

“Because I don’t want to ruin you, Max, old boy.
God knows you have never been a friend to me, but
I don’t bear malice about it. All married men with love-
ly wives are jealous, aren’t they? I don’t blame them.
I’'m sorry for them. I'm a bit of a Socialist, you know,
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and I can’t think why husbands can’t share their women
instead of killing them.

“Now, Max, I've laid all my cards on the table. Why
can’t we come to some agreement? I’'m not a rich man.
I think that if I had two or three thousand a year for
life T could get along very well. And I'd never trouble
you again, I swear before God I would not.”

“I’ve asked yvou before to leave the house,” said Max-
im. “I'm not going to ask you again. There’s the door
behind me. You can open it yourself. I’'m not going to
give way to blackmail.”

“I don’t suppose your wife wants to be pointed out
as Mrs. de Winter, the widow of a murderer, of a fellow
who was hanged,” said Favell with a laugh and glanced
towards me.

“You think you can frighten me, don’t you, Favell?”
said Maxim. “Well, you are wrong. I'm not afraid of
anything you can do. There is a telephone in the next
room. Shall I ring up Colonel Julian and ask him to
come over? He’ll be interested in your story.”

Favell stared at him and laughed. “Good bluff,” he
said, “but it won’t work. You wouldn’t dare ring up old
Julian. I've got enough evidence to hang you, Max, old
man.”

Maxim crossed the room and took up the receiver.
I heard his voice, very cool, very calm. “Is that Colonel
Julian speaking? It’s de Winter here. I wonder if you
could come over here at once. It’s rather urgent. Yes.
Thank you very much. Good-bye.”

I felt helpless, without strength. I could not go to
Maxim now and beg him on my knees to give Favell the
money. I had to sit there, with my hands on my lap,
watching the rain, watching Maxim with his back turned
to me, standing by the window.
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It was raining too hard to hear the car. We did not
know Colonel Julian had arrived until the door opened,
and Frith showed him into the room.

Maxim swung round from the window. “Good evening,”
he said. “We meet again. I think you realize that I haven’t
brought you out on an evening like this for a social din-
ner. This is Jack Favell, my late wife’s cousin.”

Favell got up from the sofa. He was not smiling any
longer. I had the impression that he was not very pleased
with the turn in the events, and was not prepared for
the meeting with Colonel Julian. He began speaking
in a loud wvoice. “Look here, Colonel Julian,” he said,
“there’s no sense in beating about the bush!. The reason
why I am here is that I’m not satisfied with the verdict
given at the inquest this afternoon.”

“Oh?” said Colonel Julian, *“isn’t that for Mr. de Win-
ter to say, not you?”

“No, I don’t think it is,” said Favell. “I have a right
to speak, not only as Rebecca’s cousin, but as her pro-
spective husband, if she had lived.”

Colonel Julian looked rather surprised. “Oh,” he said,
“oh, I see. That’s rather different. Is this true, de Win-
ter?”

Maxim shrugged his shoulders. “It’s the first time
I've heard of it,” he said.

Colonel Julian looked from one to the other doubt-
fully. “Look here, Favell,” he said, “what exactly is your
trouble?”

Favell put his hand slowly in his waistcoat pock-
et and brought Rebecca’s note. “This note was written
a few hours before Rebecca was supposed to have set out

l there’s no sense in beating about the bush — ner cmbicna
XOAUTh BOKPYT Ja OKOJIO
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on that suicidal sail. Here it is. I want you to read it,
and say whether you think a woman who wrote that note
had made up her mind to kill herself.”

Colonel Julian took a pair of spectacles from his pock-
et and read the note. Then he handed it back to Favell.
“No,” he said, “on the face of it, no. Very well. Let’s
get to the point.! What do you think really happened?”

Favell turned his head and looked slowly towards
Maxim. “Rebecca never opened those sea-socks, nor
made the holes in the bottom boards. Rebecca never
committed suicide. You’ve asked for my opinion, and
you shall have it. Rebecca was murdered. And if you
want to know who the murderer is, there he stands,
by the window, with that damned superior smile on his
face. He couldn’t even wait until the year was out, be-
fore marrying the first girl he set eves on. There he is,
the murderer, Mr. de Winter. He’d look well hanging,
wouldn’t he?”

And Favell began to laugh, the laugh of a drunkard,
all the time twisting Rebecca’s note between his fingers.
Thank God for his laugh. Thank God for the way he
stood there swaying on his feet. Because Colonel Julian
did not believe him. He was on our side.

“The man’s drunk,” he said quickly. “He doesn’t know
what he’s saying. Favell, answer my question. Have you
any proof to back that accusation?”

“Oh, I see,” said Favell, “you’re going to back de
Winter. He’s a big man here. He’s the owner of Mander-
ley. But I'll get the proof for you all right. I tell you de
Winter killed Rebecca because of me. He knew I was her
lover; he was jealous, madly jealous. He knew she was
waiting for me at the cottage on the beach, and he went

I Let’s get to the point. — Jlasalite nepeiligeM & cyTH feJa.
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down that night and killed her. Then he put her body in
the boat and sank her.”

“Quite a clever story, Favell, in its way, but I repeat
again you have no proof. Produce your witness who saw
it happen and I will begin to take you seriously.”

“All right,” said Favell slowly, “all right... What would
you say if I did produce a witness?”

Colonel Julian shrugged his shoulders. Maxim did
not say anything. He was watching Favell. T suddenly
knew what Favell meant. Ben knew. Ben had seen. He
had seen Maxim take the boat and sail back in the din-
ghy, alone. I felt all the colour fading away from my
face. I leant back on the cushion of the arm-chair.

“There’s a local fool who spends his time on the beach,”
said Favell. “I’ve often seen him. I’'ll make him talk if
he saw anything that night. And there’s a bloody big
chance he did.”

“Can we bring here this fellow and question him?”
asked Colonel Julian.

“Of course,” said Maxim. “Frank, tell Robert to drive
to his mother’s cottage and bring him back.”

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

move, denied, fortune, malice, social, cousin, doubt.

[mu:v] [di’naid] ["foitfon] [‘'maelis] [“sou] [kazn] [daut]
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LH Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks 9) we would have gone to the country.

10) she wouldn’t be lonely now.
1 Make up your own sentences using the words and
expressions from the box. ? Checking Comprehension
to come to an agreement Sy wh
to beat about the bush
blackmail 1) Favell came to see Max de Winter.
to blame, to be to blame 2) he did not believe that Rebecca had committed
to get to the point suicide.
to fade 3) he showed Rebecca’s note to Maxim.
prospect(ive) 4) he was sure that Maxim would not dare ring up
an event Colonel Julian.
a witness 5) Colonel Julian began to doubt that the verdict of
spectacles the court was true.
to commit suicide 6) Colonel Julian did not believe Favell.

7) Daphne felt all the colour fading away from her face.

8) Maxi d to bring Ben.
2 Find in the text the antonyms for the following ) Maxim agree g

words and word combinations:

Y% Discussion Tasks
worse, pleasant, to confirm, birth, to turn off, kind-

ness, to justify, nervous, helpful, inferior, sober Imagine that you are Favell. Speak about your re-
(TpesBElil), to answer. lations with Rebecca, the note she wrote to you,
the verdict of the court, your attempt to come to
an agreement with Maxim de Winter and the meeting
with Colonel Julian.

3 Complete the sentences using the Subjunctive I or
the Subjunctive II.

1) If T had more time,
2) If 1 were you, A
3) If there had been witnesses of the murder, . CHAPTER 22
4) Had I lived in the 19th century,
5) If Lermontov had not died so young,

Half an hour later the door opened, and Frank came

6) I’d paint this beautiful landscape. in with Ben. “All right, Ben,” he said quietly. “Mr. de
7 I'd go to the South in September. Winter wants to give you some cigarettes. There’s noth-
8) people would read more.

ing to be frightened of.”
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Ben glanced foolishly around, blinking his small eyes.

“I don’t want to go to the asylum,” he said. “I want
to stay home. I done nothing.”

“That’s all right, Ben,” said Colonel Julian. “No one’s
going to put you in the asylum. You remember Mrs. de
Winter, don’t you?”

Ben glanced doubtfully towards me.

“No,” said Colonel Julian gently, “not this lady. The
other lady, who used to go to the cottage.”

Ben blinked his eyes. “She’s gone,” he said.

“Yes, we know that,” said Colonel Julian. “She used
to sail the boat, didn’t she? Were you on the beach
when she sailed in the boat the last time?”

Ben glanced at Frank, and then at Maxim. “Eh?” he
said.

“You were there, weren’t you?” said Favell, leaning
forward. “You saw Mrs. de Winter come down to the
cottage, and presently you saw Mr. de Winter. He went
into the cottage after her. What happened then? Go on.
What happened?”

Ben shrank back against the wall. “I seen nothing,”
he said. “I want to stay home. I'm not going to the asy-
lum. I never seen you and she in the woods.”

“Your witness does not seem to have helped vyou,”
said Colonel Julian. “Do you want to ask him anything
else?”

“It’s a plot,” shouted Favell. “A plot against me.
Someone’s paid this idiot, I tell you. Paid him to tell his
dirty lies.”

“l think Ben may be allowed to go home,” said Colo-
nel Julian.

“All right, Ben,” said Maxim. “Robert shall take you
back. Tell Robert to find something in the kitchen,” he
added to Frank. “Some cold meat, whatever he likes.”
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“Payment for services, eh?” said Favell. “He’s done
a good work for you, Max, hasn’t he?”

Colonel Julian glanced at Favell. “You can’t prove
your story, can you?”

“Can’t 1?7 said Favell. I saw him smile. He came
across to the fireplace and rang the bell. “Ask Mrs. Dan-
vers to come here,” he said.

We all waited, watching the door. And Mrs. Dan-
vers came into the room. She stood by the door, fold-
ing her hands in front of her, looking from one to the
other of us.

“Good evening, Mrs. Danvers,’

“Good evening, sir,” she said. Her voice was that
dead, mechanical one I had heard so often.

“I want to ask you a question,” said Colonel Julian,
“and the question is this. Can you think of any reason
why Mrs. de Winter should have taken her own life?”

Mrs. Danvers shook her head. “No,” she said. “No.”

“There, you see?” Favell said swiftly. “It’s impossi-
ble. I’ve told you already.”

“Be quiet... will you?” said Colonel Julian. “Let Mrs.
Danvers read the note. She may be able to throw light
on it.” Favell shrugged his shoulders. He felt in his
pocket for the note and threw it on the floor at Mrs.
Danvers’s feet. She picked it up and read it twice. Then
she shook her head. “I don’t know what she meant. If
there was something important she had to tell Mr. Jack,
she would have told me first.”

“Did you see her that night?”

“No, I was out. I was spending the afternoon and
evening in Kerrith. I shall never forgive myself for that.
Never till my dying day.”

“Does anybody know how she spent that day in Lon-
don?”

3

said Colonel Julian.
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Nobody answered.

“I've got her engagement diary in my room,” said
Mrs. Danvers slowly. “It’s possible she may have written
down her appointments for that day. I can go and fetch
the diary.”

“Well, de Winter?” said Colonel Julian. “Do you mind
us seeing this diary?”

“Of course, not,” said Maxim. “Why on earth should I?”

We were waiting, knowing in our hearts that Max-
im was standing trial here for his life. I turned round
when I heard the soft closing of the door. It was Mrs.
Danvers. She had come back again with the diary in her
hand.

“I was right,” she said quietly. “She had marked down
the engagements. Here they are on the date she died.”

She gave the diary to Colonel Julian. I dug my nails
in my hands. I could not look at Maxim. Surely Colonel
Julian heard my heart beating loudly in my breast.

“Ah!” he said. His finger was in the middle of the
page. “Yes, here it is. Hair at twelve. And a cross be-
side it. She kept her appointment, then. Lunch at the
club, and a cross beside that. What have we here? Bak-
er, two o’clock. Who was Baker?” He looked at Maxim.
Maxim shook his head.

“Baker?” repeated Mrs. Danvers. “She knew no one
called Baker. I’ve never heard this name.”

“Well, here it is,” said Colonel Julian, handing her
the diary. “You can see for yourself. Baker. And she put
a big cross beside it as though she wanted to break the
pencil. She evidently saw this Baker, whoever he was.”

Mrs. Danvers was staring at the name and the black
cross beside it. “Baker,” she repeated, “Baker.”

“She had no enemy, no one she was afraid of?” asked
Colonel Julian.
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“Mrs. de Winter afraid?” said Mrs. Danvers. “She was
afraid of nothing and no one. Only one thing ever wor-
ried her, and that was the idea of getting old, of ill-
ness, of dying in her bed. ‘When I go, Danny,’ she
used to say, ‘I want to go quickly, to light out like the
flame of a candle.’ It was the only thing that consoled
me, after she died. They say drowning is painless, don’t
they?”

«What the hell is the use of all this?” said Favell.
“Who cares about this Baker fellow? What’s he got to
do with it? If he had been anyone important, Danny
would know him. Rebecca had no secrets from Danny.”

I was watching Mrs. Danvers. She had the book in
her hands and was turning the leaves. Suddenly she gave
an exclamation.

“There’s something here,” she said, “right at the back
among the telephone numbers. Baker. And there’s a number
beside it. Mayfair 0488.”

“Well?” said Maxim, lighting his first cigarette. “Frank,
go and phone Mayfair 0488.”

Frank went to a telephone. He left the door open and
I could hear him speak.

“Hallo. Is that Mayfair 0488? Can you tell me if
anyone of the name of Baker lives here? Yes, I under-
stand. Yes, it’s rather important.” He put on the receiv-
or and turned to us. “There are no residents there at all.
The place is used during the day as a doctor’s consulting
room. Apparently Baker’s given up practice, and left six
months ago. But the night porter gave me his address.
He said this Baker was a very well-known women’s spe-
cialist.”

It was then that Maxim looked at me. He looked
at me for the first time that evening. And in his eyes
I read a message of farewell.
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“Well, Mrs. Danvers,” said Colonel Julian, “can you
throw any light on the matter now?”

Mrs. Danvers shook her head. “Mrs. de Winter never
needed a doctor. I’ve never heard her speak of this Doc-
tor Baker, she never mentioned his name to me.”

“Perhaps she didn’t want to worry you,” said Colonel
Julian.

“And the note to Mr. Jack,” said Mrs. Danvers sud-
denly. ‘I have something important to tell you.' Perhaps
she was going to tell him.”

“Of course, there’s no doubt about it,” said Colonel
Julian, turning to Maxim. “She was going to tell Favell
the result of that interview with this Doctor Baker.
I think we must see him privately and get out of him
as much information as possible. What do you say, de
Winter?”

Maxim turned round from the window. “I’m ready to
do anything you suggest,” he said.

“Anything, eh?” said Favell; “a lot can be done in
twenty-four hours, can’t it? Trains can be caught, ships
can sail, aeroplanes can fly.”

I saw Mrs. Danvers look sharply from Favell to Maxim,
and I realized then that Mrs. Danvers had not known
about Favell’s accusations. At last she was beginning
to understand. I could tell it from the expression on
her face, where wonder and hatred mixed with convic-
tion.

Maxim did not notice her. He was talking to Colonel
Julian. “What do you suggest?” he said. “Shall I go in
the morning to this address?”

“He can’t go alone,” said Favell with a short laugh.
“I have a right to insist on that.”

“If T go with de Winter, and stay with him, will
that satisfy you?” said Colonel Julian.
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Favell looked at Maxim and then at Colonel Julian.
“Yes,” he said slowly, “but for safety do you mind if
I come with you too? I am sure this Doctor Baker is go-

ing to prove my case, after all.”
Colonel Julian looked at Maxim. “When can you be

ready?”

“Any time you say,” said Maxim.

“How do we know he won’t run away in the night?”
said Favell.

A flash came over Maxim’s face. I saw the pulse beat-
ing on his forehead. “Mrs. Danvers,” he said slowly,
“when Mrs. de Winter and I go to bed tonight, will you
come up and lock the door on the outside? And call us
yourself, at seven in the morning?”

“Yes, sir,” said Mrs. Danvers, keeping her eyes on
him.

Colonel Julian came up to me and took my hand.
“Good night,” he said. “Get your husband to bed early,
if you can. It’s going to be a long day.”

Favell crossed the room to the door, waving his hand
to Maxim by the window. “So long, old man,” he said,
“pleasant dreams. Make the most of your night behind
the locked door.!” He turned and laughed at me, and
then went out of the room. Mrs. Danvers followed him.
Maxim and I were alone.

“I'm coming with you in the morning,” I said. Max-
im did not answer for a moment. He went on looking
out of the window. Then “Yes” without expression. “Yes,

we must be together.”
He put his arms round me and we began to kiss, fe-

1 Make the most of your night behind the locked door. —
Bocnoapsyiica cBoell HOYbH 3a 3alepToil ABepbH KAK MOMKHO

JayuIie.
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verishly, desperately, like guilty lovers who had not
kissed before.

I?

L]

Activities
Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

prove, diary, practice, farewell, privately, aeroplanes,
forehead, guilty.

[pru:v] ["darar] [“preektis] [ fea’wel] [“prarvatli] [ eorapleinz]
[“forid] ["grlti]

[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1

Find in the text the English equivalents for the fol-
lowing words and word combinations:

3aroBOp, JAraTk (roBOPUTE JIOXb), cyAebGHBII Ipolecc,
OHEeBHUK, INMPHUTH B Ha3HAYEHHOE MECTO, BHUAETH CBO-
MMH TJIa3aMW, OYeBHJIHO, VYTellaTh, W3TaTh BOCKJIU-
naHue, XUTeJb, YaCcTHBIM 00pas3soM, yBEepeHHOCTb, HC-

IOJB30BaTh YTO-JINOO HAUJAYYINUM o0O0paszoM, OOHATS,
JUXOpajgo4HO, OTUAAHHO, BUHOBHBIM.

Translate the sentences using the words and expres-
sions from the box.

presently useful

at present to get used to

for the present what’s the use of

hard to use

hardly used to (do smth)
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1) B Hacrosdlnee BpeMs MBI HMeeM IIOKa3aHMA CBUIE-
TeJiel IpecTyIJeHN .

2) Kakoil cwmbIcJ JOKas3blBaTh €My, €UTO OH Herpas?
IIyeTs cMOTPDHUT cam.

3) § ¢ TpyAoM IMOHUMMAaIO, YTO FOBOPHUT 3TOT aKTep.

4) Bckope ee ChHIH IpHCIajJ MHCBMO, M OHa y3HAaza,
YTO OH JKHB.

5) §1 He MoOry IpPHUBBIKHYTh K HOBOW KBapTHpe.

6) Mpr 06bIYHO e3uin Ha pabory aBTOOYCOM.

7) Eit 6yger Tsxeso HAeHTH(PUIUPOBATH TENO ee YyTO-
HYBIlIero Opara.

8) Bml yMeeTe IIOJIB30BATLCHA KaJbKyasTopoM?

0) Tloxa aro BCce. Bbl moxkere HUITH.

10) Ora mHOpMan A O4YeHb IIOJIE3Ha.

Translate into Russian paying attention to the
Subjunctive Mood and the type of the Conditional
clauses.

1) If she had not taken an academic leave, she would
have graduated from the college last year.

2) I’m sure that if he were here, he would help us.

3) I wish we hadn’t lost touch with them.

4) If 1 were you, I wouldn’t divorce now. Think of
your children.

5) If not for the rain, we would go for a walk.

6) If the verdict of the court is “guilty”, he will be
taken to prison.

7) The doctor would have seen you if you had made
an appointment with him beforehand.

8) If the operation had been performed earlier, it
might have saved his life.

9) I wish he were not so jealous.

10) Should he come, ask him to wait for me.
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? Checking Comprehension 27 T T .
» !L= ‘ I@

Say whether these statements are true or false. :;’?, = : ” |
1) Ben didn’t say that he had seen Rebecca and 2 A ’ /ﬁi
Maxim because he didn’t remember it. C A ]
2) Favell thought that Maxim had paid Ben for his o i ;
service. P/}
3) Mrs. Danvers knew why Rebecca had written the 7 .;“* A= = ’
note to Favell. ,":‘a‘;‘:"':"‘ y b
4) On the day of her death Rebecca had an appoint- "-_ g =,
ment with a doctor. = \ 3 F :
9) Doctor Baker was a physician (tepamesr). = : WNE z éi; 1
6) Maxim de Winter did not agree to see Dr. Baker. " = 1_._.,...
7) Mrs. Danvers always knew that Rebecca was ﬁE \ ] ZE é
killed. — - ¥ =
8) Favell was afraid that Maxim would escape. '
9) Maxim asked Mrs. Danvers to lock the door on
the outside because he didn’t want Daphne to —s® © © s mm—
leave him.
10) Colonel Julian was sorry for Daphne. CHAPTER 23

I awoke the next morning, just after six o’clock,
got up and went to the window. There was a little wind
and the cold, quiet smell of autumn. Here at Manderley
a new day was starting, and the flowers in the garden

“{‘} Discussion Tasks

Describe the events of the chapter on behalf of:

1) Daphne. were not concerned with our troubles. No matter what
2) Maxim. tears were shed!, the peace of Manderley could not be
3) Favell. broken or its beauty destroyed. No one would ever hurt

Manderley. It would always lie in a hollow like an en-
chanted thing, guarded by the woods, safe, secure,

1 No matter what tears were shed — Cxoasxo ObI clie3d HU ObI-

JIO TIPOJIUTO
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while the sea broke and ran and came again in the bays
below.

Maxim slept on and I did not wake him. The day
ahead of us was to be hard and long. We did not know
what we should find at the end of our journey. The fu-
ture was unknown. Somewhere to the north of London
lived a man called Baker who had never heard of us, but
he held our future in his hands.

When I began to dress, I heard a soft footstep come
and pause outside the door, and the key turn quietly in
the lock. There was a silence for a moment, and then
the footsteps went away. It was Mrs. Danvers.

I woke Maxim. He stared at me at first like a puz-
zled child, and then held out his arms. He got up and
went to the bathroom and I began putting things me-
thodically in my suit-case. It might be that we should
have to stay in London.

My suit looked unfamiliar as I dragged it from the
back of the wardrobe. It seemed so long since I had used
it, and yet it was only four months ago. Having packed
I went out and stood on the terrace. I closed my eyes
for a minute and felt the warmth of the sun on my face
and on my hands.

I heard Maxim calling me from the house. I went
back, and Frith helped me to put on my coat. I climbed
in the car beside Maxim. Frank slammed the door. We
stopped at the lodge-gates and picked up Colonel Julian.
He looked surprised when he saw me.

“That fellow Favell said he would pick us up at the
cross-roads,” he said. “If he’s not there, we won’t wait,
we’ll do much better without him!.” But when we came

1 we’ll do much better without him — wmw mpexpacuo o6oii-
nemcsa O6e3 Hero
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to the cross-roads, I saw the long green body of his car,
and my heart sank.

We came to the suburbs of London at about three
o’clock. I began to feel tired, the noise of the traffic
started a humming in my head. I wondered how tired
Maxim was. He was pale, and there were shadows under
his eyes, but he did not say anything.

We had difficulty in finding Doctor Baker’s. It was
a postman who pointed out the house in the end. A square
house with no name on the gate, which we had already
passed twice. We got out of the car. Favell came up to
meet us. Colonel Julian hesitated a moment, glancing at
Maxim. Then he rang the bell. There was a long pause.
A very young maid opened the door. She looked amazed
at the sight of so many of us.

“Does Doctor Baker live here?” asked Colonel Julian.

“Yes, sir, will you come in?” She opened the door on
the left of the hall and we went into the drawing-room.
We sat there for about five minutes. Then the door
opened and a man came into the room. He was medium
height, with a long face and a keen chin. His hair was
sandy, turning grey.

“Forgive me for keeping you waiting,” he said, look-
ing a little surprised. “I had to run and wash. I was
playing tennis when the bell rang.”

“Doctor Baker,” said Colonel Julian, “I apologize for
disturbing you like this. My name is Julian. This is Mr.
de Winter, Mrs. de Winter, and Mr. Favell. You may
have seen Mr. de Winter’s name in the papers recently.”

“Oh,” said Doctor Baker, “yes, yes, I suppose I have.
Some inquest or other, wasn’t it? My wife was reading
all about it.”

“The jury brought in a verdict of suicide,” said
Favell coming forward, “which I say is absolutely out of
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the question. Mrs. de Winter was my cousin, I knew her
intimately. She would never have done such a thing, and
what’s more she had no motive. What we want to know
is what the devil she came to see you about the very day
she died?”

Maxim turned to the doctor who was standing with
a polite smile frozen on his lips. “My late wife’s cous-
in is not satisfied with the wverdict,” said Maxim, “and
we’ve driven up to see you today because we found your
name and the telephone number of vyour old consult-
ing-rooms in my wife’s diary. She seems to have made
an appointment with you, and kept it, at two o’clock on
the last day she ever spent in London. Could you possi-
bly verify this for us?”

Doctor Baker was listening with great interest, but
when Maxim had finished, he shook his head. “I'm aw-
fully sorry,” he said, “but I think you’ve made a mis-
take. I've never attended a Mrs. de Winter in my life.”

“Could she have given a false name?” said Colonel
Julian.

“Why, ves, it’s possible.”

“Would you have any record of the visit in your
files? I know it’s not etiquette to ask, but the circum-
stances are very unusual. We do feel her appointment
with you must have some relation to the case and sui-
cide.”

“Murder,” said Favell.

Doctor Baker raised his eyebrows and looked inquir-
ingly at Maxim. “I had no idea there was any question
of that,” he said quietly. “Of course I’ll do anything in
my power to help you. If you excuse me for a few min-
utes, I will go and look up my files.”

He left the room and we stayed waiting. I could hear
the sound of the tennis balls from the court. Doctor
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Baker came back into the room with a large book and
a file-case in his hands. He opened the book and began
turning the pages. “The twelfth did you say?” he mur-
mured. “At two o’clock? Ah!”

None of us moved. We watched his face. “I saw a Mrs.
Danvers on the twelfth at two o’clock,” he said.

“Danny? What on earth...” began Favell, but Maxim
cut him short.

“She gave a wrong name, of course. Do you remem-
ber the visit now, Doctor Baker?”

Doctor Baker was already searching his files. “Yes,”
he said slowly, “I remember now.” He read through the
files and then put them in the case. “Of course,” he
said, glancing at Maxim, “this is unprofessional, you
know. But your wife is dead, and I quite understand
that the circumstances are exceptional. You want to
know if I can suggest any motive why your wife took
her life? I think I can. The woman who called herself
Mrs. Danvers was very seriously ill.”

He paused and looked at every one in turn.

“I remember her perfectly well. She came to me for
the first time a week previously to the date you men-
tioned. She complained of certain symptoms, and I took
some X-rays of her. The second visit was to find out the
result of those X-rays. She asked for the truth, and I let
her have it. She stood it very well. She said she had
suspected it for some time. Then she paid my fee and
went out. I never saw her again.” He shut the book.

“The pain was still slight, but the growth was deep-
rooted,” he continued, “and in three or four months she
would have been under morphia. An operation would be
of no use. I told her that. There is nothing one can do
in a case like that, except give morphia, and wait.” No
one said a word. The little clock ticked on the mantel-
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piece. “The X-rays showed a certain malformation of
the uterus, I remember, which meant she could never
have a child; but that had nothing to do with the dis-
ease.”

I remember hearing Colonel Julian speak, saying
something about Doctor Baker being very kind. Everyone
was standing up.

“I am so glad to have been of use,” said Doctor Bak-
er. “It never entered my head for a moment that Mrs.
de Winter and Mrs. Danvers could be the same person.”

We came out to the drive and went towards the car.
I heard the door shut. We went and stood by the car.
No one said anything for a few minutes. Then Favell be-
gan to speak. His voice was careless, but his face was
grey.

“I never had the slightest idea. She kept it a secret
from everyone, even Danny. What a damned thing, eh?
Cancer! Oh, my God!”

He was watching Maxim. “Yes, it’s a stroke of luck
for you, Max, isn’t it? You think you’ve won, don’t
you? But the law can punish you still, and so can I, in
a different way...”

As we turned the corner I looked back and saw him
standing there, watching us, and he waved his hand and
was laughing.

We drove on for a while in silence. Then Colonel Ju-
lian spoke. “He can’t do anything,” he said. “That’s just
a bluff.” Maxim did not answer. “I don’t think it would
do any harm if I let it be known in Kerrith and in the
country that a London doctor has supplied us with a mo-
tive,” said Colonel Julian. “People are odd sometimes.
If they knew about Mrs. de Winter’s disease, it might
make it much easier for you.”

“Yes,” said Maxim, “yes, I understand.”
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Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

to tear, tears, key, warmth, suburbs, apologize, jury,
false, slight, uterus, disease.

[tea] [troz] [ki] [wo:mO] ['sab3:bz] [o'polodzaiz] ["dzuvari]
[fa:ls] [slart] [“jutaras] [di’ziz]

[ Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1 Match up the words and word combinations in the left
column with their Russian equivalents in the right

column.

1) keen a) NoJo3peBaTh

2) to verify b) moATBepKIATH

3) familiar c) oCcTphLi

4) to supply with d) yvianuHOe ABWIKEHHE

5) to suspect e) o6 aToM He MOoXKeT OBITh

6) a fee U peuyn

7) to guard f) BBIgEpKATH YTO-HUOYIB
8) secure g) 3HAKOMBIHN

9) traffic h) vaununasa npobxa

10) a traffic jam i) obecrieuuBaTh, cHaAbMXKATH

11) this is out of the | j) ronopap
question k) samummars, OXpaHATh
12) to stand smth 1) GesomnacHbI

2  Find in the text the synonyms for the following words:

odour, to ruin, safe, to pull, to shut, to fall (about
the heart), astonished, sharp, to excuse oneself, not
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long ago, dead, to confirm, to treat (meuurs), to pro-
vide, strange,

Translate the following sentences. (Revision of Gram-
mar)

1) A uapeioch, uro ¥ HoBomMy roay MbI cmaguM BcCe
sadeTnl (oral tests).

2) Ilycrep metn wmayt cmath. OHH yiKe JaBa daca CMO-
TPAT TEJeBH30D.

3) f yBepeHa, uTO B HMX pasBoJe BWHOBaTa AHHA
(koHCTPYKRIMA it is.. who).

4) CTOpoHBI He CMOIJIM NMPUNATH K COIJIAUIeHUIO, W UM
MIpHUJeTCsA BCTPETHUTLCH CHOBA.

5) K koHuy okTaAOpsa mogBoaHad Joaka (a submarine)
ObLJIa TIOOHATA.

6) IlompamiuBaeMbIil celyac YeJIOBeK IOJO3peBaeTcs B
yOmicTBe.

7) Moa cecTtpa XyaeeT M He ecT HU Xxjeba, HHM Kap-
TOIIKH.

8) Mp1 xoTuM, uTOOBI NPECTYIHUKU ObLIN HOUMAHBI U
HAKa3aHBbI,

9) Bungesnm, 4To OH BBICTpPEJIHJ NEPBBIM.

10) anp, uTo A He 3Har aHrauickoro. f OBl MoOHU-
MaJia CJIOBa TIeCeH.

Checking Comprehension

Answer the questions.

1) What was Daphne thinking about when she looked
at the garden out of the window?

2) Why did she decide to pack her suit-case? Did
she want to stay in London for a few days?
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3) Where was Favell to meet Maxim, Daphne and
Colonel Julian?

4) Where did Dr. Baker live?

5) Did they easily find his house?

6) What did Dr. Baker look like?

7) Did Dr. Baker recollect Rebecca’s visit to him
right away?

8) Under what name did Rebecca visit Dr. Baker?

9) What kind of disease did she suffer from?

10) Why did Colonel Julian want it to be known that
Dr. Baker supplied them with a motive?

Y Discussion Tasks

Act out the scene from the text beginning with the
words “Forgive me for keeping you waiting...” up to
the end of the chapter. The cast: Dr. Baker, Maxim,
Favell, Colonel Julian.

Chapter 24

We took Colonel Julian to his sister and left him
there. Now that we were alone again and the strain was
over, the sensation was one of almost unbelievable relief.
Maxim’s hand covered mine.

“I believe,” he said, “that Rebecca lied to me on pur-
pose. She wanted me to kill her. She foresaw everything.
That’s why she laughed. That’s why she stood there
laughing when she died.”

I did not say anything. It was all over. It did not
matter any more.
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“It was her last practical jokel,” said Maxim, “the
best of them all. And I'm not sure if she hasn’t won,
even now.”

“What do you mean? How can she have won?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “I don’t know. I'm go-
ing to ring up Frank.” He stopped the car near a lit-
tle restaurant. I waited. In ten minutes Maxim came
back.

“Something rather odd happened,” he said slowly,
a line between his brows. “About ten minutes before
I rang up, Frith telephoned to Frank and said there had
been a long-distance call for Mrs. Danvers. This must
have been about ten past six. At a quarter to seven he
knocked on the door and found her room empty. They
looked for her but could not find her. They think she’s
gone.”

“Isn’t it a good thing?” I said. “It saves us a lot of
trouble. I believe she guessed.”

“I don’t like it,” said Maxim. “I don’t like it.”

“She can’t do anything,” I argued. “If she’s gone, so
much the better. It was Favell who telephoned of course.
He must have told her about Baker. They can’t black-
mail us. It’s too dangerous.”

“I’'m not thinking of blackmail,” said Maxim.

“What else can they do? We must forget it. It’s all
over, darling, it’s finished. We ought to go down on our
knees and thank God that’s finished.”

Maxim did not answer. He was staring in front of
him at nothing.

It was going to be very different in the future,
I thought. I was not going to be shy with the serv-
ants any more. I would learn to control the house. They

1 a practical joke — poseirpsim
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would like me, respect me. People would come and stay
at Manderley, and I wouldn’t mind. And we would have
children. Surely we would have children.

It was getting dark and 1 was very tired. “Can’t we
stop at a hotel for the night?” I asked.

Maxim shook his head. “No,” he said, “we must hur-
ry. 1 want to get home. Something’s wrong. I know it
is. 1 want to get home.”

I shut my eyes. A hundred images came to me —
things seen, things known, and things forgotten.
I dreamed I was writing letters in the morning-room.
I wrote them with a thick black pen. But when I looked
down to see what I had written it was not my small
square handwriting at all, it was long, and slanting,
with curious pointed strokes. I got up and went to the
looking-glass. A face that stared back at me was not my
own. It was very pale, very lovely, framed in a cloud of
dark hair. The face in the glass stared at me and
laughed. And I saw then that she was sitting on a chair
before the dressing-table in her bedroom, and Maxim
was brushing her hair. He held her hair in his hands,
and as he brushed it he wound it slowly into a thick
rope. It twisted like a snake, and he took hold of it
with both hands and smiled at Rebecca and put it round
his neck.”

“Nol” I screamed. “No, no!” I felt Maxim’s hand up-
on my face.

“Sh,” he said. “Wake up. We’ll be back by three.”

I climbed over and sat beside him, staring in front
of me through the wind-screen. My teeth were chatter-
ing. The hills rose in front of us, fell and rose again. It
was quite dark. With no stars.

“What time is it?” I asked.

“Twenty past two.”
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“It’s funny,” I said. “It looks as though the dawn is
breaking over there, beyond these hills. It can’t be, it’s
too early.”

He did not answer and went on watching the sky. It
seemed to get lighter and lighter.

“It’s in winter you see the northern lights, isn’t it?”
I said. “Not in summer.”

“That’s not the northern lights,” said Maxim. “That’s
Manderley. It is burning.”

I glanced at him and saw his face. I saw his eyes.
The road to Manderley lay ahead. There was no moon.
The sky above our heads was inky black. But the sky on
the horizon was not dark at all. It was hot with crim-
son, like a splash of blood.! And the ashes blew towards
us with the salt wind from the sea.

THE END

Activities
? Pre-reading Task

Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

unbelievable, cover, brows, above, salt, wind-screen,
to wind, dawn, eyes, in front.

[‘anbr’livebl] ['kave] [bravz] [2'bav] [sadt] [ windskrin]
[waind] [do:n] [aiz] [ 1n’frant]

1 It was hot with crimson, like a splash of blood. — OO 6bI-
J10 GarpaHbIM, CIOBHO 3a0pBI3raHO KPOBBIO.
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(] Vocabulary and Grammar Tasks

1

Fill

in the gaps with the words from the box

putting them in the right form.

a long-distance call
on purpose
to argue
to foresee
to wind (wound, wound)
to save
a strain
to guess
to cover
to blow (blew, blown)

1)

2)

3)

4)

5)

6)

7)
8)

9)

10) a) Most of the passengers of the sunk ship

A strong wind out the candle and it be-

came quite dark.

It’s impossible all the consequences of

antiterrorist operations.
It’s no use with him. He won’t admit
that he is wrong.
& what present I have prepared for you,”
the boy said to his mother.
When I came to the office, I was told that there
had been __ for me.
You should have a good rest. This trial was such
for you.
a ball of wool around a chair.
his face with his hands to

Our cat

The man

conceal his tears.
I am sure Nelly didn’t do it
well.

. She meant
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b) This new method will us a lot of time.
c) He money for a new car.

2 Find in the text the examples of conversion (about
25 words), polysemy (about 10 words) and “false
friends of a translator” (2 words).

1)

2)
3)

4)
5)

6)
7

8)
9)

Translate the sentences. (Revision of Grammar)

Korga wmBl mnpuexanm B IOPT, Kopabab TOJBKO
oTXoaun ot Bepera.

I'me 6yner moxopoHeH 3TOT axkTep?

BosMmo:HO, OH 3axX0AUJ KO MHE BUepa, HO MeHSA He
be1I0 mOMA.

HomxHo ObITh, OH cedyac JaeT IMOKa3aHHUA.
ITpocMOTpeB MOJNYYEHHYIO YTPOM KOPpPecIoHJeH-
[0, TUPEKTOp BBLIBBAJ CEeKperaps.

Or mo6uT, KOTAA ero NpUrJanalT Ha IPe3eHTAI[HH.
Mb! osxkugaeM, UYTO JOroBOp Oyjaer mHoAHHCcAH HA
ciaeayIoileil HemeJle.

HuxTo u3 Hac He moiiger Ha aTo cobpaHue.
Heobxogumo, 4tobGbl BBl 3aCTABMJIM Balllero chlHA
IIocemaTb IIKOJIY.

10) Eciu Ob1 & He moman B «npobKy», A Obl IIpuexa

BOBpEMH.

? Checking Comprehension

Complete the sentences.

1) Maxim thought that Rebecca had lied to him

2) Frank said that there had been
3) Favell told Mrs. Danvers
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4) Daphne decided to learn
5) Maxim was sure that something

6) Daphne dreamt that

7) The face that stared at her in the looking-glass

8) Daphne dreamt that Maxim wound Rebecca’s hair

into a thick

9) That was mnot the

northern lights. That was

10) The ashes

Discussion Tasks

Describe:

1) Daphne’s dream.

2) their way back home.



1

Questions and Tasks
for the Final Discussion

Answer the questions.

1)

2)

3)

4)
)
6)
7)

8)
9)

What do you think of Daphne? Do you like
her? Why do you think Maxim fell in love with
Daphne?

What would Daphne’s life have been if she hadn’t
become Mrs. de Winter?

Why do you think Daphne fell in love with a man
old enough to be her father?

Why did Rebecca marry Maxim?

Why did Mrs. Danvers hate Daphne?

Do you think Maxim ever loved Rebecca?

Why do you think Daphne wasn’t sure Maxim
loved her?

Why didn’t Maxim tell Daphne about his love?
What did Daphne think of the late Mrs. de Win-
ter? What did she feel about her?

10) Why is the book called “Rebecca”?

Give a short summary of the events of the book
from the point of view of:

1)
2)
3)
4)
8)

Daphne.

Maxim.

Mrs. Danvers.

Favell.

Rebecca (about her life with Maxim and why she
wanted him to kill her).

Vocabulary

IIpuaATHEIe cOKpaNIeHNd

a adjective — mpunararensHOe

a predic adjective predicative — npeauxarusHoe ymnorpebieHue

UMEHH IIPHJIAraTeJsHOTO
adv adverb — mapeuue

¢j conjunction — como3
int interjection — MeXJgoMeTHe
n noun — HMSA CYLIECTBHTEJJbHOE
num numeral — YHCIHTEJNbHOE
phr prep phrase preposition — cocTaBHOI TpemIor
pl plural — MHOMKecTBeHHOE YHCJIO
prep preposition — mpepayor
pron pronoun — MeCTOMMeHHE
v verb — riaaron
A

accident [ &ksidont] n mecuacTHBIi cay4ait

according to [2'kodinta] phr prep B cooTBeTCTBMH C, COIJIACHO

gyemy-J.
accuse [2'kjuz] v o6BUHATE

acquire [2'kwara] v mpuobperaTs

actual ["&ktjuol] @ daxkTMdecku#, HacTOAIIMH

adore [0'do] v oboxxaTh

affair [2'fed] n meno

afford [2'fo:d] v mosBonaTs cebe

aflame [o'fleim]| a predic nninatourui

ahead [2"'hed] adv Boepen

aloof [o'luf] @ oTuyskaeHHbIN, PABHOAYIIHBIH, HAAMEHHI
alter ["2:lta] v usmensaTs(csa)

amaze [2'meiz] v nmopaxaTs

ambush ['@mbuf] n sacaza

amuse [omjuz| v 3abaBaATH

anchor ['&nks] v craBuTe Ha AKOpPB, OPOCUTE AKOPH
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annoy [2 nol1] v pasapakathb blood [blad] n xKpoBB

annual ["&njudl] a exeronusii bloom [blum]| n uBerenne

anxiety [@&n’zaiati] n Tpesora, 6ecnokoiicTBo in bloom B nsery

appearance [9'piorans| n mosiBJieHHMe; BHEIIHOCTb, HAPYMKHOCTh bluff [blaf] n bned

appointment [2'pomtmant] n yciosnenHas BeTpeda, cBHIAHHE blunt [blant] a Tymnoi

approve [2'pruv] v og06paTE blush [blA/] v kpacHeTB

archway [ a:tfwei] n mpoxox mox apkoif, cBOAYATHIH IIPOXOX boat [baut] n sxTa

artificial ["a:t1'fifl] ¢ ucryccTBeHHBIH bodice [ bndis] n kopcer, aud nIATHA

ash [®]] n memexn; ashes npax bold [bovld] @ xpabpsiit, cMexbri

astonish [2'stonif] v mopaxare, yAUBIATH bond [bond] n ¢BA3L, V3Bl

asylum [2'sallom] n cymacmeaiuit gom bone [boun] n KocTh

attend [o'tend] v mocemars, JeYNTH; MPOCIEAUTL 3a YeM-J. bother [‘bvda] v HamoenaTh, GECIIOKOUTH

attractive [o'trektiv] a npusnekarTenxbHBIH bottom ['bvtom| n aHO

avoid [2'void] v usBerats bow [bau] n MOKJIOH; UV KHABaTh, KJIAHATHCHA

aware [3'wed| a cosHAOIMHA, 3HAIOMIUIT brakes [breiks| n pl Topmosa

be aware sHaTh, CO3HABATh break (broke, broken) off ['breik 'of| v o6psiBaTh pasrosop
breathe [bri:d] v pepimIaTs
B breathless ['breOlis] ¢ sanbixaBmIHiics

bride |braid] n mHoBOoOpauHasn

bait [beit] n kploodok, npumMaHKa bridge [brid3] n 6pnax (xapmounas uzpa)

banister ['bznisto] n mepuna brow [brau] n 6poBb

bay [bei] n sanus, Gyxra brute [brut] n rpybusH, pasz. CKOTHHA

beads [bi:dz] n 6ycsr bullet ['bulit] n nynsa

beg [beg] v ymoaaTh buoy [bo1] n 6yn

belong [bi'lon| v npuragnexaTs burglar ['b3:gla] n B3JOMIIUK, KBAPTUPHBIN BOD

below [bi'lou] adv BHM3yY, moj udem-I. burst (burst, burst) [b3:st] v B3prIBATBCA

bet [bet] n mapm bury [‘beri] v xopoHUTE

bicker ['bika] v cnopuTh, npepexarncs bush [buf] n kyct

bishop ['bifap] n enuekon butler ['batla] n ynpaBasioumui, JBOPeNKUH

bitter ['bita] @ roperuii

blackmail [ bklaekmeil] n mamTamx C

blame [bleim| v oGBUHATH

blankly ['blegkli] adv 6ecrmomoruo; Tyno cabin ['kebin] n karoTa

bless [bles|] v 6aarocioBaATh capital ["kepitol] a sarmaBHBIH

blind [blaind] a cnemoit capture [ k&pt/o] v 3axBaTUTH

blink [blink] v moprars casual ['kazuol] a HeOpexHBIN
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cause [ko:z] n mpuuyuHA; v BBI3BIBATH

chap [tf&p] n napeus

charge [tfa:dz] n saGora, nomneyeHue
be in charge GbITh OTBETCTBEHHBIM 3a YTO-1.

charity ["tferti] n 61arorBopuTeIbHBIH

chatter ['tfets] n 6onToBrs; v Goarars

cheek-bone ["tfikbaun| n ckyna

chestnut ['tfesnat] n xamran

chin [tfin] n nmoxBopomox

china ['tfama] n dapdop

choice [t[o1s] n BEIOOD

choke [tfouk] v aymurs

circumstances ['s3:komstonsiz] n pl obcrosTenbcTBa

clapping ['klepin] n anaogucMeHTHI

clearing ['kliarin] n nonsana

climb [klaim] v kapabkarbcst, B3GupaTscsa

cling (clung, clung) [klin] v nenaaTsca, AUOHYTH, JBHYTH

cloth [klpO] n ckareprs

collar ['kola] n omeiinux

comfort ['kamfat] v yremars

companion [kam panjan] n xoMnanboH

companionship [kom panjanfip] n ToBapumeckme oTHOIEHUSA, 006-
ImeHue

complain [kom plein] v xanoBaTbca

conceif [kon'sit] n camoMHeHmMe, caMOHAAEeAHHOCTD

concern [kan’'s3:n| n gemo, oTHOIIeHUe

confession [kon'fe/n] n npussHanne

confidence ['konfidons] n yBepenHOCTH, HOBEpHME, NOBEDPUTE/b-
HOCTE

confident [ konfidont] @ ysepeunsiit 8 uem-i1., camoyBepeHHBIH

confuse [kon'fjuz] v cmymjare(cs), NPHBOAUTL B 3aMeIIATeNb-
CTBO, cOMBATEH C TOJKY

considerate [kon’sidorat] a BHMMaTeIbLHBIN

console [kon’soul] v yremars

contagious [kon'teidzos] a sapasubiii

contradict [ kontra’dikt] v nporuBopeunts
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coroner ['korana] n KopoHep; ciemoBaTelb, BeAVIMH Jeja O Ha-
CHJIBCTBEHHON CMepTH

cosy ['keuzi] a yioTHBI}

courage [karid3] n cmenocts, MyXecTBO

course [kos|] n reueHue

courtesy [ k3:tisi] n BexkJIMBOCTH

cove [kauv] n 6yxrouka, ybemuiie cpeqH CKaJ

create [kri'ert] v cosnaBars

creature [ kritfo] n cosnanme

creep (crept, crept) [krip] v monaTu

crypt [kript] n ckaen

curiosity [ kjuori'vsiti] n no6onsiTCTBO

curious ['kjuarias] a crpanusii

cushion ['ku/n] n auBanHas moaymka

cut (cut, cut) [kat] v pesars
cut short ob6peiBaThk (paszoBop)

D

daffodil ['dzfadil] n Hapmuce

damage ['demid3] n nospemxaenue
damned [demd] a npornaTei

damp [demp] ¢ Bra)KHEBIN

dare [des] v ocmenuThCH

dashboard ['dz/bod] n npubopHas nmaHens
dawn [do:n] n paccBeT

deceive [di'siv] v obmaHyTE

deck [dek] n nmanyb6a

dedication [dedi’keif(a)n] n mocBamenne
deliberate [di'libarat] @ yMBIlLIeHHBI, HAMEepeHHBIR
delicate ['delikit] @ ToHKMIi, UBBICKAHHBIN
deny [di'nai] v oTpunmars

departure [di'pat/a] n oreesn

deprive [di'praiv] v TumaTe

descend [di'send] v cnyckaTbca

despair [di'spea] n oTuaaHue
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desperate [ desp(2)rit] @ oruasHHBIH; Ge3HALEIKHBIH
despise [di'spaiz] v npeaupars
despondency [di’spondensi] n mozaBireHHOCTH, VHBIHHE
destination [ desti'neifn| n MecTo HasHaueHWSH
detached [di'txt|t] a GeceTpacTHBIf, UyIKOI
diabolic ["daro’bolik] @ npaBonbCKMiL; 37100, KecTOKMIT
diary ['daior1] n nHeBHUK
engagement diary [in'gerdzmant| gemoBoil IHEBHUK, e)KeIHEBHHK
dig (dug, dug) [dig] v xonaTe
dim [dim| @ HescHBIA, cMyTHBLIHI
dinghy ['dingi] n magyBHas peswHOBaA JOAKA
disagreeably ["disa’gri:abli] adv meomobpurensno
discovery [dis'kavart] n oTkprrTHE
disease [di'ziz] n Gonesns
disgrace [dis'greis] n mozop
dish [dif] n 6arono
dishonest [dis'pnist] @ HewecTHEIN
dissolve [di'zvlv] v pasnaraTbca, pacTBopaTbCA
dive [darv] v HBEIpATH
divoree [di'vas] n pasBon
dizzy ['dizi] @ uyyBcTBYIOUIHI T'OJOBOKDYIKEHHE
dot [dot] n Toukra
doubt [daut] n comHeHUe
drag [dreg] v ramure(ca)
draw back ['dro: "'bxk] phr v ornparyTh
drawer [droi] n BEIABUIKHON AIMUK (KomMoma u m. 7.)
dream (dreamt, dreamed) [drim] v cHuTBCA
drive |draiv] n mogmesgnas ajyes; mporyika Ha aBTOMOOIIE
drive [draiv] v BecTm MamMHY, exaTh B MalllMHE
droop [drup| n crJaoHATBECA
drown [dravn| v ToHyTH
drum [dram] n 6apaban
dull [dAl] @ ckyunbri
dumb [dam] @ HemoiA
dummy ['dami] n mapmoneTka
dust [dast] n meLIB
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E

eager ['i:g9] a CHIBHO KeJAIOMMHA, XAXKAYIIUA
be eager v xenaTh

effort ['efot] n momeiTKa, ycuiue

elaborate [1'l®borat] a cnokHBIA, 3aMBICTOBATHIMH

employ [1m’plol] v HaHUMAaTH

employer [im ploia] n mannmarens, paborojaTenb

enchanted [in'tfa:ntid] ¢ sakongoBaHHBIN, OYapOBaHHBIN

engine |'end3in] n morop, ABUrareb

entertain [‘enta’tein] v nmpuHUMaATE rocTeil; pasBieKaTh

envy |'envi|] v 3aBHIOBATH

errand |‘erand] n nopyuenme

escape [1'skeip] v cGexkaTh, COBepIIUTE I0Ger
estate [1'stert] n MMeHHe, MoMecThe

event [1'vent] n cobbiTue

evidence [‘evidons] n cBuaeTeNsCKHE NOKA3AHHUA
evidently [ evidentli] adv oueBuaHO
exaggerate [1g'zaed3zoreit] v nmpeyBenmYMBaThL
exclamation [ ekslo’'meifn] n BocknHIaHHE
excuse [iks kju:s] n mpeasor, oTToBOpKa
extent [1k’stent] n cTeneHb

F

face [feis] v BecTpeTHTBCA JAMIOM K JULY
fade [feid] v nobnexkHyTb, MBrJIagUThCA (M3 MAMATH)
fail [feil] v moTepmeTsr Heyaauy, IPOBATHUTHCA
faint [feint] v ymacTs B obmopox
faithful ['feiBfl] ¢ npenanHbIil, BepHBIH
false [fols] @ danpIIMBBIN; HeBepHLI, OIMIHOOYHBIK
familiar [fa'milia] ¢ 3HaKOMEIN; (AaMUILAPHBIN
fancy ['fensi] v BooGpaKaThb

fancy dress mackapaAHBI# KOCTIOM
farewell ['feawel] n npomanue
fashion |'fa/n] n mona

fastidious |[fa’stidias| @ pasbopumBbIii, IpUBepeIIUBLIN
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fault [fo:t] n BuBa gloomy ['glumi] a Mpa4HBIii, YIpPIOMEIiH

fear [fid] n cTpax glove [glav] n mepuaTka
feather ['feda] n nmepsimko glow [glou] n sapeBo, oTOJecK
fee [fi] n ronopap goal [goul] n uens
feel (felt, felt) for ['fil'fo] v mamyneBaTs gossip [ gosip] n cnieTHn
fever ['fivo] n nmnxopanka grave |[grerv] n mMormiaa
fiercely [ fiasli] adv cBupeno; ropsuo grip [grip] v yxBaTuThCH
file [fail] v moamuauBaTE (HAMMIBHUKOM, MUJIKOHM AJA HO2ZTelH ) growl |graul] v peruate
fit [fit] @ rogHeI, npucIOCcODIeHHBIN growth [grauQ| n onyxoas
fit [fit] v roguThCA, TOAXOOUTH guess [ges| v moragaTecs
flash [fl&]] n BcnbpImKa guilty ['qgilti] ¢ BuHOBHBIN
flatter [ fleta] v aAbCTHTB gulf [galf] n nponacTte
flesh [flef] n maoTh; KoXKa
fling (flung, flung) [flip' flap] open v pacnmaxuyTb 4
float [flovt] v mubITE hair-pin ["heopin] n mnuasxa (ana Bosoc)
flounce [flavns] n obopxa ham [he&m] n BeTumHa
flow [flou] v Teus hammer ["h&m?a] n MosoTok; v cTy4arh
flushed [flAlt] ¢ noxpacueBmmiA harbour ["habs] n raBaus
fold [fould] v ckaagsiBaTH harm [haim] n 3710, Bpex; v NPUYHHATHL 370, Bpen
footstep [ futstep] n mar, 3Byk maros harsh [haf] ¢ rpy6srit, peskuit
force n cuna; v 3acTaBAATE, NPUHYKAATE haunt [hont] v npecnegoBaTth, 3aroHATH

force a smile BrigaBuTL yIBIOKY headland [ hedlond] n msIc
former ['foms] a GeiBmmi headline ["hedlain] n 3aronoBok (zaseTHEIN, KYpPHANBHBIA U m. n.)
fortnight [foitnart] n gBe Hemenn heady [“hedi] ¢ npausIAi
frown [fraun] n caBuHYTBHIe OPOBH; U XMYPHUTbCA heel [hil] n kabayk; maTKa
fur [f3:] n mex heir [es] n HacregHUK
fuss [fas] n cyera, GecroxoiicTBo hell [hel] n ax

hesitate [ hezitert] v KonebaTsca
G hide (hid, hidden) [haid] v nparars(cs)
hill [hil] n xonm

gate [geit] n Bopora hoarse [hos] @ xpumbi
gaze [ge1z| v mpucTanbHO CMOTDPETDH hollow ['hvlou| n Bnaguna, J0%0MHA; @ BIAJBINA
generous [ d3enras] ¢ Gnaropoansiil, IieApbLi honeymoon ["hanimun] n MezoBbBIll MecAll
get used ['get “just] mpusbIKaTh honour ['vna] n yects
ghost [goust] n mpuspak, ayx host [houst] n xo3auH
gift [gift] n pap hum [ham] n ryn
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humble ["hambl] a po6xuii, cKpoMHEI; CMUDPEHHEIH
hurt (hurt) [h3:t] v opuynaaTe 6onk; 0O6MIKATE

idleness [ aidlnes| n Gesgenne

ignorance ['ignarans] n HeBeKecTBO

ill-bred [ 1l'bred] @ naoxo BocHUTAHHBIN
ill-fitting | 11'fitin] mroxo cuasamee (0 naamee)
impatient [1m peint] @ HeTepneanBbI

imprint [‘mimprint] n ormeuarox

indefinable |, indi’fainobl] ¢ weonpenenaemsbiii
inferior [in'fior1a] @ croamuit HuxKe (IO TIOJOMKEHHIO U M. 1.)
influence ['influans] n BausHNE

inhabit [in"habit] v macenars

inquest ['inkwest] n paccrenoBaHue, Jo3HaAHUE
insist [in’sist] v macTranBath

intact [in'tekt] ¢ HemoBpeMaeHHBIH, HETPOHYTHIH
intelligibly [in’telid3abli] adv pasymHO, IOHATHO
intend [in’tend] v mamepeBaThcsa

invasion [in'veisn] n BTOp}XeHMe, HAIIeCTBHE
invention [in'ven/n] n msobperenue

iron [aion] v ruaguTh; @ Kene3HBIN

item [‘artam] n nysxkT, naparpad

J

jealous ['d3zelss| a peBEuBLIH

jerk [d3s:k] n peskoe AgBHIKEHHe; U cleJaTh pPe3Koe IBHKeHUe,
IepHYThCHA

judge [d3ad3] n cyaba

jug [d3Ag] n KyBIIMH

K

keen [kin] a ocTpeiii; cHMABHO KeJaIUH
to be keen on smth nrbuth, cTpacTHO YBIAEKATLCA YeM-JI.

228

keep (kept, kept) up with [kiip ‘Ap wid] phr v mocmeearh, He OT-
CTaBaTh

keeper ['kips] n cmoTpuTens

knitting ['nitip] n Basanue

lace [leis] n KpyxKeBO

lack [lzk] v HemocTaBaTh, MCHBITHIBATH HEJOCTATOK B UeM-J.
landing ['lendin] n necTHHYHAA TLIOMIAZLKA
lap [leep] n kKoneHu

lasting |'lastin] @ puuTeNbHBINH, TOCTOAHHBIN
late [lert] @ moKOMHBIMA, MepTBLIH

lavatory ['leevatori] n y6opHas

lawn [loin] n nyskaiixa

lean (leaned, leant) [lin] v HaKIOHATHCH
leather ['leds] a wkoxaHBIH

lick [lik] v nmnusaTh

light (lit, lit) [lait] v samwuraTtsh

lighter ['lartor] n saxuranska

lilac [lailak] n cupeHs

limb [lim] n KOHeYHOCTBH

link [link] n cBaAsyolee 3BeHO, CBA3L
loathsome ['laudsom| a 3m0pajgHBIA

lock [lok] v sanupaTs

lodge [lpd3] n cropoxka

log [lng] n moseHo

longing ['lonm| n xemanue

lovely ['lavll] @ KpacuBBIi

M

make (made) for ['meik "fo:] phr v HanmpaBIATHCA
malice | 'melis] n amxoba

mat [mat] n KOBPHUK, IOJIOBUK

match [met]] v couerarbcsi, COOTBETCTBOBATH
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matter [ 'metd] v uMeTnh 3HAYEHUE

meddlesome ['medlsam] ¢ BMemmBaromuiicas He B cBoe aeno, Ha-

noeAJUBbIA
message [ ‘mesid3] n coobmenue
midst [midst] n cepeguna
in the midst mocpean
mind [maind] v obpamaTe BHUMaHWE, BO3PAKATD

I don’t mind mHema)xHO; # He Bo3paxao; MHe Bce PABHO

never mind He obpamaii BHUMaHMA, HEBAXKHO
miscellaneous [, misa’lemnias|] a pasHoe
miss [mis|] v cky4yaTh; IIPONYCKATh, YIYCKATH
mist [mist] n Tyman
modesty [ 'modasti] n expomuaOCTH
mood [mud]| n macrpoenme
moor [mus]| v NPUIIBAPTOBLIBATLCA, CTOATh HA AKOpPE
morbid ['mobid] ¢ 6onesnenuslil; cMepTeabHBII
mortuary [ ‘moaitjuarl] n mopr
mud [mad] n rpsass
mumble ['mambl] v MAMINTB, rOBOPHTH HEBHATHO
murmur ['m3:ma| n poxor; 6opmoranue; v GopmMoTaTh
mutual ['mjutfual] @ o6mmii, B3sauMHBIH

N

naked ['nerkid] @ obuaxeHHEIH
napkin | nzpkin] n canderka
net [net] n cers

nettle ['netl] n kpanusa

nuisance ['njusns] n obuaa, HeNPHATHOCTL, HAJOENJIUBBLIH Yeo-

BeK, 3aHyIa
nurse [n3:s| n MeAMIMHCKAas cecTpa

o

oak [ouk] n ny6
oar [2:] n Becio
obey [2'bel] v mogunHATHCA
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occupation [ vkju'pern] n sanaTHe
oceur [2'ks:] v nmpuiiTu B roJoOBY
odd [pd] a cTparHBIH
opportunity [ ,opa’tjuniti] n BO3MOXHOCTH
outburst [ autbs:st] n BcoeIIIKa
own [oUn]| a cobcTBEeHHBIN
on one’s own caMm, CAMOCTOATEJIBHO

P

pace [peis] n cKopocTb

pain [pemn] n boasb

parcel [pasl] n naker, 6aHIepossb
parlour-maid [ palemerd] n ropauyHas
passionate [ pz/not] a crpacTHBIA

pat [p&t] v rIagNUTH, JACKATh; TOXJONLIBATH
patience [pei/ns] n TeprneHue

peel [pil] v uncTHTEL, CHUMATE KOXKYPY

peep [pip] v MOATIAXBIBATL, 3arJAABIBATH
perjure | p3:d3s] v JIKecBUAETENBCTBOBATH
pig [plg] n nopoceHOK, CBHHbA

pigeon-hole ['pidzonhaul] n ornenenwe pas GyMar B cexperepe
pile [pall] n kumna, Kyuya

pillow ['pilau] n nmomymka

plot [plpt] n saroeop

poke round ['pavk ‘raund]| phr v uckaThb OIIYIBLIO
possession [pd'ze/n| n JmuHAas Bellb

pour [po:] v HanUBATH

powder [ pauds]| n myapa

pray [prei] v MoauThCH

precaution [pri:’koyn] n npegocTOpPOKHOCTH
precipice [ presipis| n mponacTs

prefer [pri'f3:] v mpegmouYnuTaTh

premonition ['premo nifn] n nmpexasuaexnue
presently | prezntli] adv ckopo, Bckope
pretend [pri‘tend] v mpuTBOpPATHCA
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pretentious [pri'tenfas] @ npereHHMO3HEBIH

pretext n [ pritekst] npeanor (mn1a uero-i.)

prevent [pri'vent] v mpegoTepamarTs

privacy [ privasi] n yenuHeHHe

prompt [prompt] v mojgckasLIBaTH

puff [paf] v momeixusaTe (Tpy6KoO#t); n 6ydd Ha nmaarve
pull [pul] v TaAHYTE

purchase ['p3:tfas] n noxkyunka

push [puf] v TonkaTh

put off ["put 'of] phr v orknageiBaTh

R

rarely [reoli] adv peaxo
rat [ret] n Kpeica
rate [rcit] n cremenn, mossA

at any rate Bo BcAKOM ciyuae
record ['rekod] n sanwce
recover [r1’kava] v nmpuxomurs B cebs
regret [ri'gret] v coxanern
release [ri'lis] v ocBoGoxkAaTE
relentlessly [r1'lentlasli] adv veymonumo
relief [ri'li:fy] n o6neruenue
relieve [r1'liiv] v npuHOCHTL OGseruenue
reluctantly [r1']aktontli] adv meoxoTHO
remains [r1'meinz] n pl ocrarkn
remind [r1'maimnd] v HanoMuHATE
remorse [r1'mos] n yrpeIZeHUA COBECTH
reply [r1’plai] v orBeuatrs
reproach [ri'pravt]] v ynpexars
resemblance [r1'zemblans] n exozmerso
resent [r1'zent] v HerogosaTh, BO3MYIATLCS
resident |'rezidont] n xurens, oburTaTenn
resist [r1'zist] v comporuBnATHCA
restrain [r1'strein] v orpasu4YuBaTH
ribbon ['riban] n menta
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rid [nd| v oceobGo:xaaTs, M30aABIAATE
get rid of nsbaBnATBECA, OTAEJBIBATECH
ridiculous [r1’dikjulas] @ crpaunHbIil; CMeXOTBOPHBIK
rock [mk] n cxana
room [rum] n MecTOo; KOMHAaTa
rope |[raup] n BepeBka
row |[rau]| n pag
rub [rab] v BeITHpPaThL; TEpeTh
rude [ru:d| a rpyOsrit
ruin [ rwin] v paspymarhb
run (ran, run) [ran] v BecTn (oM U m. n.)
rustle ['rasl] n menect

S

sacriledge ['sekralid3] n cBATOTATCTBO, KOIIYHCTBO
sail [se1l] n mapyc

salmon [ s&man] n J1ococh; @ OPAHXKEBO-PO3OBEIH
sane [seIn] @ HOpMAaJbHbII, 3APABOMBICIAIIAH
satin ['s@tin] n atnac (mrxars); a aTnacHBIN
sauce [sos] n coye

saw [s2:] n nuia

scarf [ska:f] n mapd

scatter ['sketa] v pasbpaceiBaTh, pacceMBaTh
scent [sent] n samax; v 4yBCTBOBATh, YYATH
scissors ['s1zaz] n HOMKHHIIBLI

scorn [sko:n] n mpespeHue

screw [scru:] v IPpUKPYTHTH, NIPUBUHTHUTE
scribble [ skribl] v mucars GuicTpo U HeOpeXKHO
scuttle ['skatl] v saTonuTe cymHO

sea-cock ['sii knk| n KMHrCcTOH, KJanaH

search [s3:t/] @ mouCKOBEIH

secure [s1' kjua] a GesonacHblii, HageXKHBIN
seize [siiz] v cxBaTHUTBH

self [self] n nuuHOCTB

sensation [sen’seifn] n omyienue
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sense [sens| v YYBCTBOBATEH

shadow [ J&edau] n Tens

shame [feim]| n creig

shape [Jeip|] n dopma

share [Jes] v pasmensaTs, DeauTh

shell [[el] n o6osoura

shimmer [ [im3] n mepuaunue

shoot (shot, shot) [Juit] v sacTpenuTs
shrug [Jrag] v noxumaTe (naeyamu)
shutters [[ataz] n pl crasun

shy [Jal] a poGruii

sick [sik] a uyscTBylOUIMI TOImIHOTY
sideboard ['sardba:d] n 6vder

sigh [sal] v B3gbIxaTh

sight [sait] n Buz, 3penume

sincere [sin’sia] ¢ MckpeHHWUI

sinister ['sinista] @ mMpauHblif, 3n0BeHil
sink (sank, sunk) [sipk] v TonyTh
sketch book |'sket/buk] n annbom
slacks [sleks] n (:xeHcKue) GproKH
slanting ['slentin] a HakIOHHBIH

slave |[slerv] n pab

slip in ['shp "in] phr v ODpoCKONBL3HYTE
slippers ['slipoz] n momalmHue TAMOYKH, IIIENAHIILI
slippery ['shipari] @ ckonbakmi

sniff [snif] v HIoxaTs

soak [souk] v nmponuTars, HAMOYHUTH
soap [soup| n MBLIO

social ['soufl] a cBerckui

sore throat ['so: "Orout] GonbHOE ropio
sound [saund| v kazarTbcA, CO3JABATHL BIEYATIEHHE, 3BYYATH
spare [spea] v maguThH

spell [spel] n gapwl, ouaposanue

spider |'spaido] n mayk

spike [spaik] n manka ¢ ocTpeIM KOHIOM
spin (spun, spun) [spin] v nnectu
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spirit ['spirit] n oyx
spoilt [sporlt] @ ucnopyenHbIN; H30aMOBAHHBIN
spot [sppt] n nATHO
sprawl [sprol| v packuaeIBaTH
sprawl about pacrnosnsarbcs
spread [spred] v mpocTupartscsa
stale [steil] @ uepeTBBIR
stammer [ st&mo| v 3auKarThCA, 3AIMHATHCH
stand (stood, stood) [stend] v BeiZepkaTh
stare [stea] v ycTaBHUTBCA, NIPHUCTANIBLHO CMOTPETH
statement ['steitmont] n sasBieHue
stealthy ['stelO1] a TaliHbIi, CKPBITHBIA
sting [stin] n KoaKOCTB; MKalo
store [st2| n makrays, ambap
strain [strein| n Hanps)KeHHe
stray |[strel] v cTpyHThCA
stream |[strim| n pyuel
string [strin] n BepeBka, OeyeBKa
striped [straipt] a mosocarhiil
stroke [strouk] n vmap
stroke [strouk] v rmaguTs, nackars
stumble ['stambl] v cmoThiKaTHCsH, 3ANUHATHCA
suffer ['safa] v crpamare
suicide ["swisaid] n camoyGuiicTBo

“suit [suit] v TOAXOAUTH, COOTBETCTBOBATHL

suite |[swiit] 7 HOMep «JIOKC»

supernatural [ sup2'netfral] ¢ cBepxbecrecTBeHHBIH

supervise |'su:povaiz] v HaA3wpaTs, HaOIIOAATH
supply [so'plal] v cnabixaTb, obecnednBaTE
surface ['s3:fis] n moBepxHOCTH

suspect [so'spekt] v mogospeBaTs

swallow ["swolou] v raorats

swear (swore, sworn) [Swed| v KJIACTLCA; BHIPYraThbCs

sweep (swept, swept) [swip| v mecTn

sweetheart |'swithat] n munas, goporas (8 ofpawjeHuu)

swift [swift] a OnicTpBIi
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swing door ['swinda:] n Bpamarmmasca aBeps

swollen ['swavlon] a onyxmuit

swordplay ['sodpler] n mukupoBka, cocTs3aHHe B OCTPOYMHH
sympathy [ simpabi1]| n couyscTBHE

T

tangerine [ tendzo’rin] n maEgapuH
tear (tore, torn) [tea] v pBaTh
tease [tiz] v noggpasHMBATE; BLICIPAIINBATL
temper [‘tempa] n Hacrtpoenue
lose one’s temper BriiiTH u3 ceba
tender ['tends]| a HexHBIH
thread [Ored] n suTs
thrill [Orll] n HepBHOE BO30OY:KIeHHe, TpeleT
tighten ['tartan] v caxumars(cs)
tightly ["taithl] adv xpenko
tiny ['taini] a KpoieuHkIi
tiptoe ["tiptou) v XomuTE Ha HBEIIIOYKAX
tongue [tAn] n A3BIK
torture ['toitfa] v Myuurs
trace [treis| n caex
trail [treil] v TamuTeCA, NIECTHCE
tranquility [treen kwilatl] n cnokoiicTBue
trap [trep] v noiiMmaTh B JIOBYIIKY
tremble ["trembl] v gpoxarts
tremendously [tr1'mendasli] adv oueHn, upesBLIYaIHO

trespass ['trespas] v HapymWUTE 4Yy3Koe NPABO BJAJEHUA, ITOCATATH

trial ['traial] n cyneGHoe pasbupaTenbCcTBO, CVA
trunk [trank] n Goxbimoll ywemopau

trust [trast] v moBepsaTh

twist [twist] v KpyTHTB(CA), M3BUBATHLCA

U

unconsciously [an’konfesli] adv nmoacosHaTeIbHO, HEOCO3HAHHO
uncork [an'kok] v oTKynopuTs
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unfair [an’fes] a¢ mecnpaBegIMBLIK

unfold [an'fauld] v pasBopauuBaTh

ungracious [an’greifas] a HemroGe3HbIN, rpyOBId
ungrateful [an’greitfl] a sHebnarogapHbIi

upset [sp'set] v OIPOKMHYTH

urgent [ 3:dzont] @ cpouHEBIH

uterus [jutoras| n marka

utter [‘Ato] v magmaBaTh 3BYK, IIPOM3HOCHTH

V

vain |vein| a TiIeTHHIHA

in vain TieTHO, HaAKMpacHO
valley ['veli] n monuua
valuable ['valjusbl] a unennsIi
vast [vaist] @ orpomH=Ii
velvet [ velvit] n Gapxar
verdiet ['vs:dikt] n mpurosop
verify [ verifar] v npoBepATh, MOATBEPKIAATE
vice [vals]| n TUCKH
victim ['viktim] n xepTBa
vile [vail] @ HuaKMit, TOAJIBIN

W

wag [weeg| v BHNATHL (XBOCTOM)

waist [weist] n Tannsa

wander ['wonda] v naru, 6pectu, GPOTUTE
warn [woin] v npeaynpexiaTs

washbasin ['wa[ beisn] n pakosuHa, YMBIBAJBEHHUK

wasteful ["weistful] @ pacrounTensHEIR
waste-paper basket mycopHas KopsuHA
wet [wet] @ BraKHBIN

wheel [wil] n xoxeco

whistle ['wisl| v cBHcTETH

widow ['widau] n BaoBa
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wig [wig] n mapuk
wind-screen [ windskriin] n BeTpoBoe crexJso
wise [waiz] a ocBegoOMJIeHHBIH, MYZpPBIi
wit [wit] n ocrpoymue
witness ['witnas| n cBugeTenbCTBO, CBHAETENTH
bear witness ceuierenbCcTBOBATL, AABATH MOKA3AHUSA
wonder ['wanda] v yausnarecsa
I wonder naTepecHo
worth [w3:0] a ecroammnit
be worth crouts, 3acay:xusath

wrap [r@p| v oGepThIBaTh, 3aBOPAUYMBATL, OKYTLIBATH
wrinkle [‘ripkl] n mopinu=a
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