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1. Color Scheme

Alan Hunter had been expecting the discreet (1 € 89 ;1%
69 ) tap on his studio door for almost an hour. When it
came, he was standing at the big window, silhouetted (1% 3
B B) against the rain-streaked (K 55 #9) glass. Y He did
not move when the door opened.

He thought: June doesn’t have to tell me where she’s go-
ing each time she leaves the house. @ It seems almost as if —
he hesitated at the edge of the thought — almost as if her con-
science( B »3) might be bothering her. He was aware of her
eyes upon him now. Cool, hazel eyes. The faint jingle (*T %
#) of her car keys made him dig his fingernails deep into his
palms.

“I'm going over to Helen’s for a while,” she said.

He nodded, but felr like (#8%) shouting: Go wherever
you please. Just (3) don’t bother to tell me!

“Helen asked me to plan a color scheme for the nursery,”

@ When it came, he wis standing at the big window, silhouetied against the rain-
streaked glass. 3 250 W 254 silhouetted... glass & — D& B L5 6, 4F he {1 £
T,

@ He thought: June doesn’t have to tell me where she’s going each time she leaves

the house. each time | 58 BT REPRIE A5,



June explained.

Why did she have to remind him that Bill and Helen were
expecting their baby soon?

“Anything [ can get for you in town?”

“No, nothing, thank you,” he replied curtly (€3 ; %
Fib; B2,

As he watched June’s sports car dart away, leaden clouds
scudded (3% 1L 3 B 4T) across the hills and the boisterous (3£ &
#9; 42 7149) wind gusted (— MM 2h9) around the house, rat-
tling branches against the eaves. He wondered if her visit to
Helen might be intended as a veiled thrust at him...a symbolic
resentment of the fact of life that they could not have a child of
their own. @ Two years ago he would have laughed at the sug-
gestion that their relationship could develop into a cold war of
Srustration (A% ) and futility( £.3). He remembered how,
after the doctor had shattered their hopes, June had assured
him that it didn’t matter. As long as they had one another that
was the important thing, she had insisted. Words. Nice, com-
forting words.

But it had made a difference. A difference that was be-
coming more noticeable as the months went by. And he found

himself trying to suppress a bitterness that was soul-destroying.

@ He wondered if her visit to Helen might be intended as a veiled thrust at him...a

symbolic resentment of the fact of life that they could not have a child of their

own. that 5| 28 R FEALE M A,
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He couldn’t help blaming himself.

His worst moment had been when he realized that he
might lose June, that some outside influence might draw her
from him. © Even now, although she thought he didn’t know,
he sensed that something had come between them. She was
slipping away and it disturbed him more than he wished to
admit.

Working with a deft, detached skill on a magazine il/lus-
tration(# B ), he squeezed the last bit of cerulean blue( % K
&8 B &) from a lead (%) tube, then crumpled it up.
There wasn’t enough to finish what he wanted to do on the
sky, and the deadline (% J& # L) for the artwork was very
close. Then he recalled June’s offer to get him anything he
needed while she was in town.

Helen March picked up the telephone seconds after the
first ring and sounded puzzled when Alan asked for June.

“She probably stopped off somewhere on the way to your
place,” Alan explained. “Will you ask her to get me a large
tube of cerulean blue on her way home?”

“All right,” Helen agreed. “What time was she planning
to visit me?”

Alan’s grip tightened on the receiver. “As far as I know,

@ His worst moment had been when he realized that he might lose June, that some
outside influence might draw her from him. B4~ that W10 realized #E
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June was going over to help you choose the color scheme for
your nursery.’

Helen laughed. “Give us time, Alan! We don’t even know
if it’s going to be a boy or a girl.”

“I see,” he muttered, certain that his voice must reveal
his tension. “Maybe I was mistaken. ”

“Why don’t you two strangers drop in on us something
real soon,” Helen suggested. “It’s been nearly two months
since I last saw you and — let me see, now — at least three
weeks since June was here.”

He fought an urge to slam down the receiver and rush out
of the house. At last he was able to terminate(#1L) the con-
versation politely. So it had come to that, had it? Try as he
might, he was unable to erase (4% ; % %) the pictures that
slipped into his mind. @ Little things that at the time they oc-
curred had registered (i%.3% ; ® ) subconsciously. Now, all at
once, they jumped sharply into focus. The three times she had
gone out last week — alone — each time supposedly ( K18 ; =T
f%) to see Helen and give her a helping hand around the house.
And always at the same hour...the same hour again this very
alternoon! A rendezvous (#a4 ;45 %), perhaps? The suspicion
made him squirm, but a question formed that could not be ig-

nored. How long had it been going on?

@ Try as he might, he was unable to erase the pictures thar slipped into his mind.
Try as he might -85 4], R SREF TR s
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As he trudged (¥ B3R M & ;% B W) up the stairs to
the attic studio, the reason for June’s remoteness became only
too clear. There was no anger in him, no resentment, only a
hollowness that he knew could not be filled again.

Throwing himself on the couch, he stared up the gray sky
through the skylight (X & ). Then his eyes moved around the
room, stopping occasionally at the sketches done in charcoal,
wash, water colors, oils. June featured (EA £ & A &) in
many of them.

“What to do now?” he asked himself bitterly. Could he
fight it? Or would it be better to pretend that he didn’t know
and then try to carry on for awhile, hoping that it wouldn’t
last, that eventuelly she might come back to him? Yet, he
knew that he could never compromise (it % ) and share her
with someone else. The only way was the hard way. It would
hurt him but it would at least free her, give her a chance to find
the happiness, the fulfillment of her purpose in life as a wom-
an. Perhaps, he reflected, by making a clean break he could
demonstrate( & % ; 2 ) that her happiness still meant every-
thing to him.

The studio was dark and chilly when he cpened his eyes
with a start; then he realized that he had been asleep for more
than an hour. June’s face was close to his, her kiss had awak-
ened him.

“Sorry I'm late, daring,” she murmured. “I stayed longer
than I had planned.”



Alan felt too drained (# # 71 A %)) and defeated to reply.

“Are you all right?” she asked.

He forced his voice to be casual (2 R £ S 85). “What
color scheme did you and Helen finally work out?”

June sunuggled (4& 18 ) down closer to him, her hair
smelling of the fresh, damp air. He resisted an im pulse (4 2 )
to edge away from her.

“I have a confession (32 @ 7&K 1A) to make,” she mur-
mured. “I told you a lie...I didn’t go to see Helen.”

At least, he told himself grimly (K t§ 3 ; 5% &b & &
H.), she was going to let him know the truth without having
to forcing it from her. He could respect her for that.

“I hope you won’t be angry with me,” she continued qui-
etly. “Instead of visiting Helen these past weeks, 1 — I've
been going someplace else.”

“Couldn’t you have said so the first time it happened?” he
demanded (#4113} ) .

He sensed her hesitation. “I wanted to,” she replied.
“But you — well, you seemed to be troubled about something.
I didn’t know what it was and I still don’t know. Naturally, I
wanted to be absolutely certain about my own feelings before 1
even mentioned it.”

“Don’t tell me any more,” he interrupted. “I don’t care
who it is or how you happened to meet. But if it will make you
happy | won’t stand in your way.” He swallowed hard and con-

tinued. “I understand why it happened. In a way, I almost ex-
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pected it.”

Her head lifted. “How did you know? T wanted to surprise
you.” She kissed him on the forehead. “And anyhow, your
deduction (BRI ;38 ) was a bit haywire (2. T £65). It isn't
a he, it's a she.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well,” she explained, “you know how I've always want-
ed alittle girl.”

When he tried to interrupt, her cool fingers pressed
against his lips. “I took to her the first time I set eyes on her,”
June continued. “And I know you will, too. She's the cutest
thing. Only a year old, and with brown hair and dark, dark
eyes — just like yours. That’s probably why I feel so much in
love with her already.”

“You little nut!” he muttered, his arms tightening about
her.

“You’re breaking me in half,” she gasped. “Of course,”
she added, “the superintendent( £%) at the Home (3 F %)
said that she’ll have to interview both of the prospective (& %
#1) parents before we can officially apply for the adoption (4R
). So I simply had to confess.” She paused uncertainly, try-
ing to gauge (#$] & ;453t) his reaction in the dust. “Are you
upset, Alan?”

Not trusting his voice, he cupped (#4£; 38 4E£) her face

between his hands and drew it to him.



Exercises

1.Comprehension
1. June had been to three times last week.
A. Helen’s B. a rendezvous

II.

C. the orphanage  D. the ball

.He decided to after Alan learned that June went
to some place unknown instead of going over to Helen’s.
A. fight it B. wait until she came back to him
C. compromise D. make a clean break

.June had always wanted
A. a nursery B. a little boy
C. agirl D. a new boyfriend

.June felt so much in love with a-year-old baby because

A. it was an orphan
B. its hair and eyes were just like hers
C. some appearances of its were like Alan

D. it was very beautiful

.June confessed in the end because

A. she had to

B. her conscience might be bothering her

C. Helen persuaded her to do so

D. she learned that her husband had known it
True or False

1. Alan Hunter expected the tap on his bedroom for almost



an hour. (T/F)

2. Helen asked June to plan a color scheme. (T/F)

3. As long as they had one another that was the important
thing, Alan insisted. (T/F)

4. June got Alan a large tube of cerulean blue on her way
home. (T/F)

5.June wasn’t remote as Alan thought. (T/F)



2. Dangerous Game

Scott was sitting in the gallery on Friday afternoon after
school taking notes for his photography project (3R ; 4E 3k ).
He’d have his project finished by the end of the weekend. And
then I'll have even more time to spend with Kenya, he
thought, smiling as he flipped (£ #13)) 1o a new page in
his notebook. ¢

Scott looked up to study the next picture. Somehow a girl
had walked into the room without him noticing and planted
herself right in his line of vision. Wow, [ must've éeen more
wrapped up in (S H.ET) my work than I thought. Scott
looked up and walked closer to the display so that he could see
the photograph.

As he positioned (% K ) himself a few feet away from the
girl, she glanced at him out of the corner of her eye, then
quickly looked away. Scott tried to keep from smiling and con-
tinued to take notes.

She’s checking me out (A% ;& %), he thought.

@  And then I'll have even more time to spend with Kenya, he thought, smiling as
he flipped to a new page in his notebook. smiling as he flipped... notebook Fi
thought JE I & 4 B4k,
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