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BEFORE READING LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME

1 Lord Arthur’s crime is murder. Who does he want to kill?

Tick three boxes. Use a dictionary to help you.

a [ | Lady Windermere, one
of Lord Arthur’s friends

b [ ] Mr Podgers, Lady
Windermere'’s fortune
teller

¢ [ | Sybil Merton, the woman
Lord Arthur wants to
marry
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2 Which murder methods does he use?

a [ | abomb in a clock
b [ ] aknife

2

¢ [ | drowning in a river

d [ ] poison

d [ | The Dean of Chichester,
Lord Arthur’s clever
uncle

e [ | Lord Surbiton,
Lord Arthur’s rich

f [ | Lady Clementina, the
oldest person in Lord
Arthur’s family

e [ ]agun
f [ ] an old sword



Lord Arthur Savile's Crime

At Lady Windermere’s

It was Lady Windermere's last party before the spring holi-
days. There were many more guests in Bentinck House — her
London home — than usual. There were important men from
the government in their best suits. All the beautiful women
were weafing their most expensive dresses, and at the end of
the biggest, longest room stood Princess Sophia of Carlsriihe,
a short, heavy little lady with small black eyes and big rings
on her fingers. She spoke loudly in bad French and laughed at
everything that people said to her.

It was a wonderful party. There were so many different and
interesting people there. Sweet ladies from old families talked
with angry young men. A number of rich old artists stood on
the stairs and talked together like poor art students. It was one
of Lady Windermere's best nights.

Lady Windermere looked very fine with her clear white neck,
her large blue eyes, like the bluest of spring flowers, and her
gold hair. It was a strong gold colour, not cheap yellow, but
the rich gold of sunlight.

As a young woman Lady Windermere had a number of
romantic adventures, which made people think that she was
interesting. She married three times, but because she only
had one lover through all those years, the world soon stopped
telling terrible stories about her. She was now forty, had no
children, and enjoyed pleasing herself, which is the secret of
staying young.

She was pleased when Princess Sophia stayed for hours.
When the Princess left at half past eleven, Lady Windermere

government

n. the people who
control a country
BOAT

princess

n. an important
woman in a small
country

nE

romantic
adj. about love

RiZ



duchess

n.avery
important woman
from a very good
family

AFERAG Ko
#

palmist

n. someone who
sees the future in
people’s hands

FAnUF

manicurist

n. someone who
makes people’s
hands look nice

X7

began talking to her old friend the Duchess of Paisley.

‘Where is my palmist?’ she asked suddenly.

‘Your palmist?’ cried the Duchess, nearly jumping out of her
seat.

‘Yes, I can’t live without him at the moment.’

‘You are always so unusual,” said the Duchess, trying to
remember what a palmist was, and hoping that it wasn’t like a
manicurist.

‘He looks at my hand twice a week,” went on Lady
Windermere.

‘Oh dear!’ said the Duchess to herself. ‘He really is like a
manicurist after all. How terrible to ask an uninteresting guest
to a party like this! I hope he isn’t English.’

‘He says that I have an interesting hand,” replied Lady
Windermere, ‘and that it’s a good thing that my thumb isn't
any shorter, because a very short thumb means that you look
on the dark side of life and prefer to leave the world behind and
to be alone.’

The Duchess felt happier at once. She understood that a
palmist was someone special. ‘Ah, I see. And can he see the
future in your hand too?’ she asked.

‘Of course,” answered Lady Windermere. ‘Both the good
and the bad things. I think he prefers the bad. Next year, for
example, I am in great danger on the ground and at sea, so I
am going to live in a large balloon and pull up my lunch every
day in a little lunch box. It is all in my hand, you know. I think
everyone should visit a palmist once a month. That way they
will know what they shouldn’t do. Of course they’ll still do it,
but it’s nice to hear about bad things before they happen. Now
can somebody find Mr Podgers or do I have to look for him
myself?’

Lord Arthur Savile, a tall young man, stood listening to their
conversation with a smile on his face. He was thinking of Sybil
Merton, the woman he wanted to marry. Turning to Lady



Windermere, he said, ‘T'll go and find Mr Podgers for you. But
what is he like?’

‘Well, he isn’t unusual or romantic-looking. He's a short fat
man with a large bald head and gold glasses. He looks like a
family doctor, I'm afraid. People are very strange these days.
They never look like what they are. I had a famous murderer
here last year and he looked just like a nice old vicar and told
funny stories all evening. Ah, there you are, Mr Podgers. Now,
I want you to read the Duchess of Paisley’s hand. Duchess,
you must take off your glove. No, not your left hand, dear, the
other one.’

‘Oh, Lady Windermere. Are you sure this is all right?’ said
the Duchess, pulling off an old white glove.

‘Of course not, nothing interesting ever is,” replied Lady
Windermere, ‘but that's how the world goes. Mr Podgers, this
is the Duchess of Paisley. Duchess, this is Mr Podgers. And if
you say that her mountain of the moon is bigger than mine I
shall stop coming to you.’

bald
adj. with no hair

vicar

n.a man who
works for the
church

H IR

glove

n. a thing that
you wear on your
hand

F&

‘Are you sure this
is all right?’



line

n. a long thin
mark; palmists
look at the lines
on your hand
FH

‘I am sure there’s nothing like that in my hand,” said the
Duchess.

‘You are right,” said Mr Podgers, looking at the little fat hand
with its short, square fingers. ‘You have a very small mountain
of the moon. But you have a very long life line and will live
happily for many years to come. Your head line is not really
very strong, but your heart line—'

‘Oh, tell us about her romantic adventures, Mr Podgers.’

‘T'm afraid, Lady Windermere, that there isn’t anything to
tell. I see her feeling the same as she always has and staying
with her husband.’

The Duchess looked pleased. ‘Go on, Mr Podgers,’ she said.

‘You are very careful about spending money, I see,” he said,
and Lady Windermere began to laugh loudly.

‘Well, Mr Podgers, I think that you have read the Duchess’s
hand beautifully,” she said. ‘And now you must read some
other hands, too.’

So Mr Podgers read a number of other people’s hands. After
only a short time some guests were afraid and didn’'t want
him even to look at their hands. But Lord Arthur Savile was
interested in hearing about his future.

‘Will Mr Podgers read my hand?’ he asked Lady Windermere.

‘Of course. But I must tell you that Sybil is coming to lunch
with me tomorrow. So if Mr Podgers learns that you get
angry easily or are going to be ill in later life, or have a wife in
Bayswater, I shall tell her everything.’

Tm not afraid,” answered Lord Arthur. ‘Sybil knows me as
well as [ know her. That is why she’s marrying me.’

But when Mr Podgers saw Lord Arthur’s hand his face went
yellow, he said nothing, his bald head shook, and his fat fingers
went cold.

Lord Arthur felt afraid. ‘I am waiting, Mr Podgers,” he said.

‘We are all waiting,” cried Lady Windermere.

Mr Podgers dropped Lord Arthur’s right hand and looked



carefully at his left one. His face went white. At last he looked  Lord Arthur
stood by the fire.

up and pushed the corners of his mouth into a smile. ‘It is the
hand of a fine young man . . ." he said.

‘Yes, we know that already,” said Lady Windermere. ‘The
question is: will he make a fine husband?’

‘All fine young men do that, Lady Windermere . . . let me
see . .. He will go on a journey soon . ..’

‘A holiday with his new wife, of course.’

‘And someone in his family will die.’

‘Not his sister, I hope?’ cried Lady Windermere.

‘No, no,” said Mr Podgers. ‘Someone not
as near to him as that.’

‘Oh dear! So I have nothing important
to tell Sybil when she comes tomorrow.’
said Lady Windermere. ‘Oh well, time for
supper then. Are you coming, Duchess?’

‘Yes, my dear,’ said the Duchess, mov-
ing slowly to the door, ‘T'm tired, but I
must say I have enjoyed myself, and your
manicurist — palmist — was most interest-
ing.’

Lord Arthur stood by the fire. Some
guests left and some stayed. His sister
walked past him to the supper table with
Lord Plymdale, and Lord Arthur looked
even more unhappy. He felt that some-
thing terrible was waiting in the future
for him. He nearly cried to think that
anything could possibly come between
him and Sybil Merton.
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READING CHECK
Are these sentences true or false? Tick the boxes. True False

a There were a lot of important people at Lady Windermere’s party. |Z]
Lady Windermere believes everything that Mr Podgers tells her.
Lord Arthur Savile is happy when he thinks about Sybil Merton.
Mr Podgers looks like a murderer.

Mr Podgers reads Princess Sophia’s hand at the party.

Lord Arthur Savile wants Mr Podgers to read his hand.

Lord Arthur Savile is going to marry a woman called Sybil.

Mr Podgers tells Lord Arthur exactly what he sees in his hand.
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WORD WORK
1 These words don’t match the pictures. Correct them.
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2 Complete these sentences with words from Chapter 1.

Lg‘éi Windermere has a house in the country and a house in London.

a
b Princess Sophia of Carlsrilheisag __ _ _ at the party in Bentinck House.
¢ lady Windermere hadmanyr_ __ adventures when she was younger.
d TheD___ of Paisley and Lady Windermere talk a lot at the party.
e Arthur Savile, a young English L _ _ _, listens to them.

f MrPodgers canseethef _ __ _ in people’s hands.

g The Duchess has a long life |_ _ _ on her hand.

h ‘I haven’t been to church to meet the newv_ _ _ _ yet’

GUESS WHAT

What happens in the next chapter? Tick the boxes.

i 27

a Mr Podgers tells Lord Arthur . . . b Lord Arthur decides . . .

1 [] that he is going to die soon. 1 [ to kill himself.
2 [ ] that he is going to kill someone. 2 [ ] notto marry Sybil.
3 [ ] that he is going to marry Sybil. 3 [ ] to kill someone in his family.
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A bloody crime

T,

Lord Arthur Savile stood by the fire and his face was as white as
stone. For the first time in his rich and careless life he felt deeply
unhappy. Could Mr Podgers really see something terrible in his
hand? Was it a bloody crime or something worse? Couldn’t he
escape from it in some way?

Suddenly Mr Podgers came back into the room. When he
saw Lord Arthur, his face went green. For a minute both men
were silent.

‘The Duchess has left one of her gloves here. She asked me
to bring it to her,” said Mr Podgers at last. ‘Ah, I see it on that
chair! Good night!’

‘Mr Podgers, wait! Could you answer a question before you
go? What did you see in my hand? I must know.’

‘Why do you think I saw more than I told you, Lord Arthur?’

‘I know that you did, and I'll pay you a hundred pounds if
you tell me what it was. What is your address? I'll send you the
money tomorrow.’

Mr Podgers’ green eyes looked suddenly interested.

‘Here is my visiting card,” he said, and he gave a small card
to Lord Arthur, who read it:

MR SEPTIMUS R. PODGERS

PALMIST
103A WEST MOON STREET

‘T am there from ten until four,” said Mr Podgers.
‘Be quick, now!’ said Lord Arthur. ‘What do you see here?’



He held out his hand. whispes ‘
v. to speak very quietly

Mr Podgers closed the door. &35
‘Very well, Lord Arthur. Please sit down.’

Ten minutes later, with a
white face and wild eyes,
Lord Arthur ran out of
Bentinck House and down
the street.

The night was very cold
and windy, but his hands
were hot and his face was
on fire. He ran on and on.
A policeman looked at him
with interest when he ran
past. Then a poor old man
came up to ask him for
some money, but when he
looked into Lord Arthur’s
face, he felt afraid and he
left the young man alone
and didn’t speak to him.

Suddenly Lord Arthur
stopped under a street light
and looked down at his
hands. He thought he saw
red blood on them and gave
acry.

Murder! That is what
the palmist had told him.
Murder! The night knew
it. The wind whispered it
in his ear. The dark corners
of the street were full of it, Tord Arthur Tooked down af his hands,

1



and the houses along the street laughed about it.

First he came to the park where he listened to the silent trees.

‘Murder! Murder! I'm going to murder someone!’ he said to

himself, shaking terribly. He felt a strong need to stop someone

in the street and tell them everything.

Then he left the park, crossed Oxford Street and walked
on, down poor, narrow streets. Two women in bright cheap
dresses laughed at him when he walked past them. Now and

HAVE YOU SEEN
THISMAN?

We are looking for a murderer.
Can you help us to find a man
of between thirty and forty,
wearing a black coat, grey
trousers and a brown hat,
and with a scar near his right

again he heard shouts and cries
from the houses and he saw poor
old people sitting in dark corners
of the street.

At the corner of Rich Street he
saw two men reading a poster. He
crossed the street to look at it.

He read the poster many times
and thought of the murderer run-

eye?

ning from the police. Perhaps one

Police Reward £50

day they were going to put his
name on a murder poster? The

poster

n. a big piece of
paper on a wall
with words on it
&

scar

n.a mark on your
body from an old
cut

S

reward

n. money that you
get for helping to
find someone or
something

AR B

servant

n. a person
who works for
someone rich
1hA
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thought made him feel ill and he
turned and hurried on.

When the sun came up he found himself in Piccadilly Circus.
From there he walked slowly home to Belgrave Square, looking
up at the beautiful red sky. ‘T hope that there won't be a storm
later in the day,’ he said to himself.

By the time he got to Belgrave Square the sky was a light
blue and the birds were beginning to sing in the gardens.

When Lord Arthur woke up it was twelve o’clock and the
sun was high in the sky. A servant brought him a cup of hot
chocolate in bed. He drank it and then he got ready for his
morning bath. He got into the deep water quickly and lay back
in it. Then he put his head right under the water to wash away
the terrible thoughts of the night before. When he got out of



