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1. The Rivals

44

“GRwBXEFRE—BAAHALRS D HEY
EHE, kk, BREEBERRS

he train was about three-quarters of an hour from its desti-

nation and was travelling at a good(Z 7)) sixty miles an

hour when Mr Harraby-Ribston, a prosperous business-

man, rose from his seat, lifted his suitcase down from the
1



rack(72E% ) and threw it out of the window. The only other occu-
pant of the carriage, Mr Crowther, had raised his eyes from his
book and had noticed the occurrence (& 4 K1 % ). ! Then the two
men exchanged a sharp glance and immediately Mr Crowther contin-
ued his reading, while Mr Harraby-Ribston resumed his seat and sat
for a while puffing a little and with a heightened colour as a result of
his extertion(Fii /7). The glance that his companion had given him
worried him extremely, for Mr Crowther’s glance had betrayed not
the smallest emotion. It had shown no alarm, no surprise, not even
a mild interest. Mr Harraby-Ribston’ s curiosity was violently
aroused. And not only that. He was by nature a sociable, loquaious
(3 F 1R # ) man and he had reckoned that his action would infal-
libly( # X4 % %38 ) produce conversation. He began to feel that he
had merely made a fool of himself in the eyes of his companion, or
worse, that his companion might conclude that the suitcase con-
tained a corpse, in which event he would perhaps inform the police
when they reached their destination and all sorts of troublesome and
humiliating enquiries would ensue (F Z % 4 ).2 Such were the
thoughts and conjectures(#EW ; 7548 ) that buzzed round Mr Harra-
by-Ribston, robbing him of the satisfaction and refreshment( X i)
that were his due.

Mr Crowther had also suffered some distraction, though he was
pretending to read. For all his appearance of apathy, the spectacle of
a well-to-do gentleman pitching a suitcase from the window of a
moving train had surprised him very much. But he was not betrayed
his surprise. The fellow was obviously counting on him for a violent
reaction and so Mr Crowther made a point of (R DM Z ) not re-
acting. If the fellow imagined that to throw a suitcase out of the
window gave him some of importance, well, he was mistaken.

2



Mr Harraby-Ribston said: “Excuse me, sir, but I must say,
you surprise me.

Mr Crowther raised a languid (FT¥§ 4T # #I) eve from his
book. “Surprise you?” he said. “Does reading in the train surprise
you?”

“No, no!” said Mr Harraby-Ribston. “I wasn’ t referring to
that. What surprises me is that you weren’ t surprised when I threw
my suitcase out of the window.”

“Indeed? That surprise you? You’re very easily surprised.”

“I dare bet you’ ve never before seen a man throw a suitcase
from the window of a moving train.”

Mr Crowther reflected ({48 % [E). “I don’t know that I
have, but then, to the best of my recollection, I’ ve never seen a
man eat a raw turnip (42 % b ) in the train or dance a Highland
Fling( 74 2 @ U E) — PP A #EBS) during family prayers for
that matter(Tii ). But what of it? If one allowed oneself to be sur-
prised at anything, however insignificant, one’s whole life would
consist of a series of trivial(Z/MM#)) astonishments. ”

“And you think it an insignificant act to throw one’s suitcase
out of a railway-carriage window?”

“Totally!” said Mr Crowther, and his eyes again sought his
book .

“Then what, if I rnay ask,” said the other, evidently some-
what nettled (ATBUE), “would you consider a significant act?”

Mr Crowther shrugged his shoulders wearily. “Perhaps 1 would
have thought it significant if the suitcase had been mine.”

“I see. You think yourself more important than me.”

“I am not aware,” said Mr Crowther, “that I mentioned my-

self, while you are a total stranger.”



“And the affairs of strangers don’t interest you?”

“Only in so far as they impinge upon mine.”

“Well,” said Mr Harraby-Ribston, “I should certainly have
thought that when I threw my suitcase out of the window it could
hardly have failed to impinge somewhat. ..”

“Not in the least(— M4 ) 1" said Mr Crowther coldly.

“It only shows,” Mr Harraby-Ribston remarked, “how people
differ. Now if you had thrown your suitcase out of the window, I
should have been extremely curious to know why you did it.”

But Mr Crowther made no reply; on the contrary, he showed
every sign of resuming his reading. To forestall (#& & #il A ) this,
Mr Harraby-Ribston leaned back in his seat and launched out.

“The truth of the matter is that I have just, an hour and a half
ago, abandoned home and wife and am starting life afresh, and the
reason why [ threw my suitcase out of the window just now was that
I had suddenly realized that in it I was taking some of the old life
with me. 3 Clothes, hairbrushes and so on all have their associations,
and associations are precisely (}§#i#h) what I want to be rid of.
Hence my rather unusual action. I'm no chicken, I admit; I'm a
man of nearly fifty, 1’ ve been married for twenty-one years, and
yet here I am, starting life afresh. Well, that may seem to you a
very extraordinary thing to do.”

“On the contrary,” said Mr Crowther, “nothing could be more
natural. ”

Mr Harraby-Ribston was somewhat taken aback(Mz1%). “Nat-
ural? You think it natural? I must say, you surprise me.”

“You seem to me,” said Mr Crowther, “a man much given to
(BEFH) surprise.”

“While you, I take it (¥2#%),” Mr Harraby-Ribston snapped
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back, “pride yourself on being surprised by nothing.”

“Not at all!” replied Mr Crowther. “The point is, I think,
that we are surprised by different things. You tell me you’ ve been
married for twenty-one years and then expect me to be surprised
when you add that you’ re now leaving your wife. But, my dear sir,
I find nothing surprising about that. What does surprise me is that
you’ ve been so long in doing so.”

Mr Harraby-Ribston considered this view. “I take it,” he said
at last, “that you’re not, yourself, a married man.”

“Not now,” Mr Crowther replied.

“Not now? You mean you’ ve been married and you’ ve left
your wife?”

“Not quite that. I’m very fond of my home; a charming house,
a charming garden, and doubly charming nowadays when I have
them to myself.”

“You mean, then, that you turned your wife out?”

“O, no, no! That would have involved all sorts of unpleasant-
ness. -

“Then what,” asked Mr Harraby-Ribston, all curiosity once
more, “what did you do?”

The other waved his hand airily. “There are other ways, sim-
‘pler ways. ”

“I should like to know them,” said Mr Harraby-Ribston.

“I don’ t think that my particular method would be quite in
your line(ZE+----+ HIMEBTEN).”

“But why not?”

“Why not? Well, my method requires. . . what shall I say?...
reticence(ULBR ), tact, and a lot of very careful planning.”

“And you think I’m incapable of that?”



“Well,” said Mr Crowther, “I should have said that reticence
was not your strong point;and your evident desire to arouse surprise
in others—that, if you were to adopt my method, might land you in
a very uncomfortable position.”

“You interest me enormously,” said Mr Harraby-Ribston.
“Now do, please, just tell me what you did.”

Mr Crowther seemed to hesitate, then to make up his mind.
“I I tell you, I trust you won’t accuse me. I’ ve never had the
slightest desire to surprise anybody. Observe, please, that I haven’t
forced the information on you. If you hadn’ t spoken to me, we
should have travelled in complete silence. I have a book here which
interests me greatly and if you hadn’t, if | may say so, dragged me
into conversation. ..

“Quite! Quite!” said Mr Harraby-Ribston, who, by now, was
worked up to a dangerous pitch of excitement. “I admit it; I admit
it entirely. And I promise you I’ll do my best not to appear in the
least surprised. ”

“Well,” said Mr Crowther, “what I did was simply this. I
simply murdered my wife.”

Mr Harraby-Ribston took the disclosure( & #% i 93 ) rernark-
ably well. He did, it’s true, flinch ($#%5) and turn a little pale,
but in a few moments he had recovered himself. “Thank you, sir,”
he said, “and let me how much 1 appreciate your openness. In fact
you tempt me to be equally frank with you. Let me confess, then,
that as a matter of fact I haven’t left my wife, for the simple reason
that I’ m a bachelor. I grow vegetable on rather a large scale and
once a week business takes me to London. As for the matter of the
suitcase, [ have some friends whose house we passed a few miles
back, and every week I fill suitcase(a very old suitcase, as you per-
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haps noticed) with vegetables, bring it with me, and throw it out of
the carriage-window as the train passes their house. It rolls down
the embankment and lands up against their railings. It’s primitive
method, I know, but it saves postage and you can have no idea how
much entertaining conversation it provokes(5|#; # ¥ ) with my

fellow-passagers. You, if I may say so, are no exception.

Notes
1. The only other occupant. . . noticed the occurrence. ] ™ a small, thin
man il a Mr Crowther &8 & occupant # [’ i &
2. He began o feel. . . would ensue. Z A& =4 that WA Fl— 4 in-
which 4], 53 BIMERIEM B FIEREHEZENE,
3. The truth of the matter. . .of the old life with me.  $t/A] P AFR4 A
B, # and BIEMFF.

Exercises
1. Comprehension:

1) Mr Harraby-Ribston threw his suitcase because he
A. wanted to jump out from the window of the train
B. wanted to save postage
C. wanted to throw away the suitcase containing the victim he mur-

dered

D. wanted to attract the passengers’ curiosity

2) What do you think of the tone of the story?
A. serious B. humorous

C. murderous  D. hateful

2. Questions:
1) What kind of persons were Mr Crowther and Mr Harraby-Ribston?
2) Why did the author entitle his story “The Rivals” ?



2. Tracking the Iceman (1)
kAt ip( )

MEZT-HEMERAE LA NP LARE, BOE
EFRELGHELILERHE, Hlh, BATAARR
élﬂ}%;h& ...... :

et. ( =detective) Patrick Kane leaned forward and looked

at the map full of pencil marks on the desk in his
superior’s office. Each represented the site of an unsolved
burglary that had taken place in northern New Jersey. !
His boss, Lt. ( = lieutenant) John Leck, was explaining that
they had an informant who claimed he could identify the burglary.
8



“First, [ want you to drive him around,” said Leck.” Then check
what he says against every house burglary.”

The sites were spread over three rural counties. The back-coun-
try roads were narrow and tortuous. Many of the houses didn’ t even
have numbers. Every so often, the informant would nod. “There’s
one,” he'd say, pointing to a house that his gang had looted. He
could even describe the interior of each home and list the items the
burglars had stolen.

It took two days just to find all the houses, and weeks to con-
firm the burglaries. By the time Kane was through in late 1982, he
had itemized(¥#3%1) 40 different break-ins.

But fate had other ideas. The gang’s foreman, a man named
Percy House, was apprehended (## ; 18 # ), but two of his accom-
plices([Fl4k) went into hiding.

One of the mysteries about the case: Where had all the stolen
goods gone? There was a great deal of loot—everything from hand-
guns to automobiles. To fence so much stuff required wide-ranging
criminal contacts. Kane’s informant was frustratingly vague about
this part of the operation. All he knew, he told the policeman, was
that there was a guy named “Big Rich.” He hung around a place
called “the store” in Paterson. His last name was Kuklinski.

At 9 a.m.on January 3, Kane was sitting in his office in New-
ton when a colleague from the nearby Franklin, N.J. , police called.
“We found Danny Deppner’s wife,” he said, “and brought her in.
She’s hysterical. ”

Kane pursed his lips. “About what?” he asked.

“I’'m not sure,” said the officer. “But you'd better get up
here, Pat. It sounds like your burglaries may have become a homi-

cide.”



The police station in Franklin, N.J., was a 20-minute drive
from Newton. At Franklin, the detective was greeted by a sergeant
who led him to a small back room where a woman was sitting,
trembling violently. “I got a call from my husband Danny,” she told
him. “He and Gary were hiding in a motel, The York Motel—
Room 31. A man named Richard Kuklinski found it for them.”

Kuklinski, thought Kane. There’s that name again.

According to Barbara, Danny Deppner and Gary Smith had
called Kuklinski and asked him to help them. Big Rich had ordered
both 1o go into hiding at the motel and not come out until he gave
them permission. But Danny told his wife that Gary Smith had dis-
obeyed. His six-year-old daughter was living in a nearby village, and
against instruction Smith had left the motel and hitchhiked ({f &%
KEFHEE) to visit her.

When Kuklinski found out, he was enraged. “Finish him off,”
Kuklinski commanded Deppner. Too terrified to refuse, Deppner
yank a cord from a nearby lamp and used it to strangle(#7;48) the
dying man. Kuklinski had passed the poisoned burger to Smith,
who gulped it down.

When Barbara had finished her tale, Kane sat dumbstruck.
Why would Kuklinski kill his confederate ([f]fk; #f X )7 Why risk
murder in a simple burglary case? It didn’ t make any sense. The
worst penalty a fence would face was a couple of years in jail.

Kane called police in the town where the York Motel was.
Yes. they said, they had found a body in Room 31, just as Barbara
had described.

Kane decided to check out Big Rich Kuklinski. To the detec-
tive”s surprise he discovered that Kuklinski lived with his family in
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