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Unit One

1. The Open Window
Saki (H.H. Munro)'

“My aunt will be down presently, Mr. Nuttel, ” said a very self-possessed’ young
lady of fifteen; “in the meantime you must try and put up with me.”

Framton Nuttel endeavoured to say the correct something which should duly flatter
the niece of the moment without unduly discounting® the aunt that was to come. Private-
ly he doubted more than ever whether these formal visits on a succession® of total stran-
gers would do much towards helping the nerve cure which he was supposed to be under-
going.

“I know how it will be, ” his sister had said when he was preparing to migrate to this
rural retreat; > “you will bury yourself down there and not speak to a living soul, and
your nerves will be worse than ever from moping.® I shall just give you letters of intro-
duction to all the people 1 know there. Some of them, as far as I can remember, were
quite nice.”

Framton wondered whether Mrs. Sappleton, the lady to whom he was presenting
one of the letters of introduction, came into the nice division.

“Do you know many of the people round here?” asked the niece, when she judged
that they had had sufficient silent communion.’

“Hardly a soul, " said Framton. “My sister was staying here, at the rectory® you
know, some four years ago, and she gave me letters of introduction to some of the people
here.” ,

He made the last statement in a tone of distinct regret.

“Then you know practically nothing about my aunt? ” pursued the self~possessed
young lady.

“Only her name and address, ” admitted the caller. He was wondering whether
Mrs. Sappleton was in the married or widowed state. An undefinable something about

”

the room seemed to suggest masculine habitation.

“Her great tragedy happened just three years ago, ” said the child; “that would be
since your sister’s time.” '

“Her tragedy? " asked Framton; somehow in this restful country spot tragedies
seemed out of place.’

“You may wonder why we keep that window wide open on an October afternoon, ”
said the niece, indicating a large French window'® that opened on to a lawn.
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“It is quite warm for the time of the year, " said Framton; “but has that window got
anything to do with the tragedy?”

“Out through that window, three years ago to a day, '’ her husband and her two
young brothers went off for their day’s shooting. They never came back. In crossing the
moor to their favourite snipe—shooting ground they were all three engulfed in a treacher-
ous piece of bog.'? It had been that dreadful wet summer, you know, and places that
were safe in other years gave way suddenly without warning. Their bodies were never re-
covered. That was the dreadful part of it.” Here the child’s voice lost its self-possessed
note and became falteringly human."® “Poor aunt always thinks that they will come back
some day, they and the little brown spaniel that was lost with them, and walk in at that
window just as they used to do. That is why the window is kept open every evening till it
is quite dusk. Poor dear aunt, she has often told me how they went out, her husband with
his white water—proof coat over his arm. and Ronnie, her youngest brother, singing,
‘Bertie, why do you bound?’ as he always did to tease her, because she said it got on her
nerves."* Do you know, sometimes on still, quiet evenings like this, I almost get a creepy
feeling that they will all walk in through that window—"

She broke off with a little shudder.!® It was a relief to Framton when the aunt bus-
tled into the room with a whirl of apologies for being late in making her appeararice.

“I hope Vera has been amusing you?” she said. ‘

“She has been very interesting, * said Framton.

"

“I hope you don’t mind the open window, " said Mrs. Sappleton briskly; “my hus-
band and brothers will be home directly from shooting, and they always come in this
way. They’ve been out for snipe in the marshes today, so they’ll make 2 fine mess-over my
poor carpets. So like you menfolk, isn’t it?” ' Lo

She rattled on cheerfully about the shooting and the scarcity of birds, and the pros-
pects for duck in the winter. To Framton it was all purely horrible. He made a desperate
but only partially successful effort to turn the talk on to a less ghastly'® topic; he was
conscious that his hostess was giving him only a fragment of her attention. and her eyes
were constantly straying past him to the open window and the lawn beyond. It was cer-
tainly an unfortunate coincidence that he should have paid his visit on this tragic anni-
versary. ' '

“The doctors agree in ordering me complete rest, an absefice of mental excitement,
and avoidance of anything in the nature of violent-physical exercise, ” announced
Framton, who laboured under the tolerably wide-spread delusion'’ that total strangers
and chance acquaintances are hungry for the least detail of one’s ailments and
infirmities, '® their cause and cure. “On the matter of diet they are not so much in agree-
ment, ” he continued.

“No?” said Mrs. Sappleton, in a voice which only replaced-a yawn at the last mo-
ment. Then she suddenly brightened into alert attention—but not to what Framton was
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saying.

“Here they are at last! " she cried. “Just in time for tea.and don’t they look as if they
were muddy up to the eyes! "

Framton shivered slightly and turned towards the niece with a look intended Lo con-
vey sympathetic comprehension. The child was staring out lhrough the open window 735
with dazed horror' in her eyes. In a chill shock of nameless fear Framton swung round
in his seat and looked in the same direction.

In the deepening twilight three figures were walking across the lawn towards the
window; they all carried guns under their arms, and one of them was additionally bur-
dened with a white coat hung over his shoulders. A tired brown spaniel kept close at their 80
heels. Noiselessly they neared the house. and then a hoarse young voice chanted out of
the dusk:?® “I said, Bertie, why do you bound?”

Framton grabbed wildly at his stick and hat; the hall-door, the gravel-drive, and the
front gate were dimly noted stages in his headlong retreat. A cyclist coming along the
road had to run into the hedge to avoid imminent collision.” 85

“Here we are, my dear, " said the bearer of the white mackintosh, coming in lhrc;ugh
the window; “fairly muddy, but most of it’s dry.”> Who was that who bolted out as we
came up?” _

“A most extraordinary man, a Mr. Nuttel, " said Mrs. Sappleton; “could only talk
about his illnesses, and dashed off without a word of good-bye or apology when you ar- 90
rived. One would think he had seen a ghost.”

“ expect it was the spaniel, ” said the niece calmly; “he told me he had a horror of
dogs. He was once hunted into™ a cemetery somewhere on the banks of the Ganges™ by
a pack of pariah dogs, > and had to spend the night in a newly dug grave with the crea-
tures snarling and grinning and foaniing just above him. Enough to make any one lose 95 -
their nerve.”

Romance at short notice was her specialty.*

From English For Today.Book Six,
McGraw—Hill Book Company, 1975.

Approximately !,200 words.

NOTES
1. Saki (1870—1916): Scottish novelist, short story writer, and journalist whose real name
was Hector Hugh Munro. Saki wrote humorous essays and stories that are frequently des-
cribed as flippant (lacking proper respect or seriousness) , witty, ironic, and cynical.
2. self—possessed: calm; not excited or confused
3. unduly discounting: unfairly neglecting
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10.
11
12.

13.
14.
15.
16.
17.

18.

19.
20.
21.
22
23.
24.
25.
26.

2.

(visits) on a succession of total strangers: (visits) on a number of complete strangers one
after another

. retreat: a safe, quiet place, or a place of refuge

from moping: from being gloomy
communion: exchange of thoughts and feelings

. rectory: a house in which a minister lives X Kfhf:s
. in this restful country spot tragedies seemed out of place: in this peaceful country place

tragedies seemed not what one would expect.

French window: a glass door opening on to a terrace or lawn

to aday: exactly

engulfed in a treacherous piece of bog: completely swallowed up by a dangerous swampy
stretch of deep thick mud

falteringly human: full of sad emotion which displayed her sensitivity

it got on her nerves: The noisy song her brother was singing irritated her.

She broke off with a little shudder.: She suddenly stopped talking and quivered with fear.
ghastly: horrible

laboured under the tolerably widespread delusion: acted on the false belief which is fairly
wide—spread

are hungry for the least detail of one’s ailments and infirmities: are eager to know even the
smallest details of one’s ailments and weaknesses

with dazed horror: with stunned horror

chanted out of the dusk: sang out in the dusk

to avoid imminent collision: to avoid immediately running into °

most of it’s dry: most of the mud has dried

hunted into: chased into

the Ganges / 'gend3izz/ : ariver in India

pariah dogs: wild dogs

Romance at short notice was her specialty.: She was good at telling frightening or exagger-
ated stories without preparation. :

.COMPREHENSION QUESTIONS
1.

While waiting with the young girl for Mrs. Sappleton, Framton Nuttel felt
a. angry at Mrs. Sappleton for being late.

b. ridiculous because the girl was much younger than he. -

c. unsure whether the visit was of any use to him.

d. embarrassed because of his illness.

Mr. Nuttel visited Mrs. Sappleton

a. because his sister had recommended him to do so.

b. in order to meet Mrs. Sappleton’s young niece.

4 -
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¢. to receive treatment for his nerves.
d. because he was bored and lonely. ‘
3. Mrs. Sappleton’s niece asked Mr. Nuttel questions about his knowledge of Mrs. Sappleton
a. because she was a self-possessed young lady and wanted to ‘make sure Mr. Nuttel
understood that she was.
b. in order to help him relax.
because she was an ill-mannered young girl.
. in order to make up a story about Mrs. Sappleton that Mr. Nuttel would think was
real.
4. According to the niece, Mr. Sappleton and his two brothers-in—law
. a. got drowned while fishing.

a o

b. were swallowed up by deep mud.

c. always returned from hunting, muddy and exhausted.

d. never returned from hunting, though no one had been able to determine why.
5. When Mrs. Sappleton appeared and began talking to Mr. Nuttel, he seemed

a. embarrassed because of what her niece had told him.

b. afraid that she might harm him.

c. disturbed that he was in the presence of an emotionally unstable woman.

- d. to want to avoid discussing his illnesses.

6. From the story’s ending, we can conclude that

a. Mr. Nuttel was a foolish man.

b. the Sappleton family were actually ghosts.

c. the niece was insane.

d. the niece enjoyed telling frightening stories.

DISCUSSION QUESTIONS
1. What was the purpose of Mr. Nuttel’s visit to the Sappletons?
2. What seemed to be wrong with Mr. Nuttel? Why was this important to the story?
3. How did Vera, the niece, reveal that she was intelligent and clever?
4. After hearing Vera’s story, how did Mr. Nuttel’s attitude toward Mrs. Sappleton change?

.
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2. You Should Have Seen the Mess!
Muriel Spark®

1 am now more than glad that 1 did not pass into the grammar school® five years
ago, although it was a disappointment at the time. I was always good at English but not
so good at the other subjects!!

I am glad that I went to the secondary modern school, * because it was only con-
structed the year before. Therefore, it was much more hygienic’ than the grammar
school. The secondary modern was light and airy, and the walls were painted with a
bright, washable gloss.® One day, I was sent over to the grammar school, with a note for
one of the teachers, and you should have seen the mess! The corridors were dusty, and 1
saw dust on the window ledges,’ which were chipped.® I saw into one of the ¢lassrooms.
It was very untidy in there.

I am also glad that I did not go to the grammar school, because of what it does to
one’s habits. This may appear to be a strange remark, at first sight. It is a good thing to
have an education behind you, and 1 do not believe in ignorance, but I have had certain
experiences, with educated people, since going out into the world.

I am seventeen years of age, and left school two years ago. last month. 1 had my A
certificate for typing, so got my first job, as a junior, in a solicitor’s’ office. Mum was
pleased at this, and Dad said it was a first—class start, as it was an old-established firm. 1
must say that when I went for the interview, I was surprised at the windows, and the
stairs up to the offices were also far from clean. There was a little waiting-rQom, where
some of the elements were missing from the gas fire, and the carpet on the floor was
worn. However, Mr Heygate’s office, into which I was shown for the interview, was bet-
ter. The furniture was old, but it was polished, and ther¢ was a good carpet, [ will say
that, The glass of the bookcase was very clean. - S \ i

I was to start on the Monday, so along I went. They took me to the general office,
where there were two senior shorthand-typists, and a clerk, Mr Gresham, who was far
from smart in appearance. You should have seen the mess!! There was no floor covering
whatsoever, and so dusty everywhere. There were shelves' all round the room with old

box files'® on them. The box files were falling to pieces, and all the old papers inside

them were crumpled. The worst shock of all was the tea—cups. It was my duty to make
tea, mornings and afternoons. Miss Bewlay showed me where everythihg was kept. It was
kept in an old orange box, and the cups were all cracked. There were not enough saucers
to go round, etc. I will not go into the facilities, ' but they were also far from hygienic.
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After three days, I told Mum, and she was upset, most of all about the cracked cups. We
never keep a cracked cup, but throw it out, because those cracks can harbour germs.'? So
Mum gave me my own cup to take to the office.

Then at the end of the week, when I got my salary, Mr Heygate said, ‘Well, Lorna,
what are you going to do with your first pay?’ I did not like him saying this, and I nearly
passed a comment, but I said, ‘I don’t know. ' He said, ‘ What do you do in the
evenings, Lorna? Do you watch Telly?’ 1 did take this as an insult, because we call it TV
and his remark made me out to be uneducated." 1 just stood,and did not answer, and he
looked surprised. Next day, Saturday, I told Mum and Dad about the facilities, and we
decided I should not go back to that job. Also, the desks in the general office were
rickety.'* Dad was indignant, because Mr Heygate’s concern'® was flourishing, and he
had letters after his name.'

Everyone admires our flat, because Mum keeps it spotless, and Dad keeps doing
things to it. He has done it up all over, and got permission from the Council" to
remodernize the kitchen. I well recall the Health Visitor, '* remarking to Mum, ‘You
could eat off your floor, Mrs Merrifield. * It is true that you could eat your lunch off
Mum’s floors, and any hour of the day or night you will find every corner spick and
span.'®

Next, I was sent by the agency™ to a publisher’s for an interview, because of being
good at English. One look was enough!! My next interview was a success, and I am still
at Low’s Chemical Co. It is a modern block, with a quarter of an hour rest period, morn-
ing and afternoon. Mr Marwood is very smart in appearance. He is well spoken, 2 al
though he has not got a university education behind him. There is special lighting over
the desks, and the typewriters are the latest models.

 So I am happy at Low’s. But I have met other people, of an educated type. in the
past year, and it has opened my eyes. It so happened that I:had to go to the doctor’s
house, to fetch a prescription” for my young brother, Trevor, when the epidemic?® was
on. I rang the bell, and Mrs Darby came to the door. She was small, with fair hair, but
too long, and a green maternity dress. 24 But she was very nice to me. I had to wait in
their living-room, and you should have seen the state it was in! There wete broken toys
on the carpet, and the ash trays were full up. There were contemporary pictures on the
walls, but the furniture was not contemporary, but old-fashioned, with covers which
were past standing up to another wash, I should say, To.cut a long story short, Dr Darby
and Mrs Darby have always been very kind to me, and they meant everything for the
best. Dr Darby is also short and fair, and they have three children., a girl and a boy, and
now a baby boy.

When I went that day for the prescnphon, Dr Darby said to me, ‘You look pale,
Lorna. It’s the London atmosphere. Come on a picnic with us, in the car, on Saturday.’
After that I went with the Darbys more and more. I liked them, but I did not like the
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mess, and it was a surprise. But I also kept in with them?® for the opportunity of meeting
people, and Mum and Dad were pleased that I had made nice friends. So I did not say
anything about the cracked lino, ** and the paintwork all chipped. The children’s clothés
were very shabby for a doctor, and she changed them out of their school clothes when
they came home from school, into those worn—out garments. Mum always kept us spot-
less to go out to play, and I do not like to say it, but those Darby children frequently
looked like the Leary family, which the Council evicted”’ from our block, as they were
far from houseproud.

One day, when I was there, Mavis (as I called Mrs Darby by then) put her head out
of the window, and shouted to the boy, ‘John, stop peeing® over the cabbages at once.
Pee on the lawn.’ I did not know which way to look. Mum would never say a word like
that from the window, and I know for a fact that Trevor would never pass water outside,
not even bathing in the sea.

I went there usually at the week—ends, but sometimes on week—days, after supper.
They had an idea to make a match® for me with a chemist’s assistant, whom they had
taken up t00.%* He was an orphan, and I do not say there was anything wrong with that.
But he was not accustomed to those little extras® that I was. He was a good-looking
boy, I will say that. So I went once to a dance, and twice to films with him. To look at, he
was quite clean in appearance. But there was only hot water at the week-end at his
place, and he said that a bath once a week was sufficient. Jim (as I called Dr Darby by
then) said it was sufficient also, and surprised me. He did not have much money, and 1
do not hold that against him. But there was no hurry for me, and I could wait for a man
in a better position, so that I would not miss those little extras. So he started. going out
with a girl from the coffee bar, and did not come to the Darbys very much then.

There were plenty of boys at the office, but 1 will say this for the Darbys, they had
lots of friends coming and going, and they had interesting conversation, although some-
times it gave me a surprise, and 1 did not know where to look. And sometimes they had
people who were very down and out, * although there is no need to be. But most of the
guests were different, so it made a comparison with the boys at the office, who were not
so educated in their conversation. . P

Now it was near the time for Mavis to have her baby, and I was to come in at the
week—end, to keep an eye on the children, while the help had her day off. Mavis did not
go away to have her baby, but would have it at ome, in their double bed, as they did not
have twin beds, although he was a doctor. A girl I knew in our block, was engaged, but
was let down, and even she had her baby in the labour ward.** I was suire the bedroom
was not hygienic for having a baby, but I did not mention it.

One day; after the baby boy came along, they took me in the car to the country, to
see Jim’s mother. The baby was put in a carry-cot at the back of the car. He began to
cry, and without a word of a lie, ** Jim said to him over his shoulder, ‘ Oh shut your

8



gob, ¥ you little bastard.’¥” 1 did not know what to do, and Mavis was smoking a ciga-
rette. Dad would not dream of saying such a thing to Trevor or 1.°® When we arrived at
Jim’s mother’s place, Jim said, ‘It’s a fourteenth—century cottage, Lorna.’ I could well
believe it. It was very cracked and old, and it made one wonder how Jim could let his old
mother live in this tumble—-down cottage, as he was so good to everyone else. So Mavis
knocked at the door, and the old lady came. There was not much anyone could do to the
inside. Mavis said, ‘Isn’t it charming, Lorna?’ If that was a joke, it was going too far. 1
said to the old Mrs Darby, ‘Are you going to be re-housed?’ but she did not understand
this, and T explained how you have to apply to the Council, and keep at them.” But it
was funny that the Council had not done something aiready, when they go round con-
demning. Then old Mrs Darby said, ‘My dear, I shall be re-housed in the Grave.” | did
not know where to look.

There was a carpet hanging on the wall, which I think was there to hide a damp
spot. She had a good TV set, I will say that. But some of the walls were bare brick, and
the facilities were outside, through the garden. The furniture was far from new.

One Saturday afternoon, as I happened to go to the Darbys, they were just going off
to a film and they took me too. It was the Curzon, and afterwards we went to a flat in
Curzon Street. It was a very clean block, I will say that, and there were good carpets at
the entrance. The couple there had contemporary furniture, and they also spoke about
music. It was a nice place, but there was no Welfare Centre to the flats, where people
could go for social intercourse, advice, and guidance. But they were well spoken, and 1
met Willy Motley, who was an artist. Willy sat beside me, and we had a drink. He was
young, dark, with a dark shirt, so one could not see right away if he was clean. Soon after
this, Jim said to me, ‘Willy wants to paint you, Lorna. But you’d better ask your Mum.’
Mum said it was all right if he was a friend of the Darbys.

I can honestly say that Willy’s place was the most unhygienic place I have seen in my
life. He said I had an unusual type of beauty, Which he must capture. This was when we
came back to his place from the restaurant. The light was very dim, but I could see the

bed had not been made, and the sheets were far from clean. He said he must paint me, -

but I told Mavis I did not like. to go back there. ‘ Don’t you like Willy? * she asked. I
could not deny that I liked Willy, in a way. There was something about ‘him, 1 will say
that. Mavis said, ‘I hope he hasn’t been making a pass® at you, Lorna.” I'said he had
not done so, which was almost 'true, because he' did not attempt to go ‘to the full
extent.* It was always unhygienic when I went to Willy's place, and T told him so once,
but he said, ‘Lorna, you are a joy.’** He had a nice way, and he took me out in his car,
which was a good one, but dirty inside, like his place. Jim said one day, ‘He has pots of
money, Lorna, > and Mavis said, ‘You might make a man' ‘of hnn,as he is keen on you.’
They always said Willy came from a good family. :

But I saw that one could not do anything with him. He would not change his shirt
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