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1. The Hand on the Latch
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he woman stood at the window, listening. She had been
standing there for a few minutes. She was alone in the log
house, looking at the desolate prairie(3 &) and the first
snow of winter.

Not until she had heard that sound was she really frightened. !
Her husband had often left her alone like this, for days at a time.
Only now, when she was at last sure that she was going to bear a
child(#3%F ), things seemed different. Why hadn’ t she told her
husband the news before he rode away?

He had been too distraught (3% 3£ 5 ik #7). If he had known
she was with child, he would not have left her. But he was troubled
enough, as it was. She could recall him as he had stood near this
very window, hands on her shoulders, and told her about the mon-
ey. He was tax collector of that frontier(3/13% ; #138) county;he had
brought home a large bag of money and had stowed (5%%% ; B0K) it
in a biscuit tin which he’d buried under a plank (JEAR ) in the
kitchen floor.2

“Why?”

Well, bad news! Their own little store of savings in a distant
village was threatened by a failing bank. He must hurry there and
try to save their money if he could. He wouldn’ t dare travel that far
with the county’s money on his person, so he’d buried it here. Af-
ter their gwn savings were taken care of, he would go to the town
where the state bank was and deposit (#%7F) the people’ s cash
there.

“Promise me that while I’ m away you will not leave this
house,3” he had said, “Or let anybody come in, on any pretext(f&
O fEE). "
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“I promise,” she answered.

Now he had been gone for several hours; night was coming on
(FF8G; %4 ), snow and darkness were falling on the lonely house
and she had heard a noise. It was not the wind ;she knew the sound
the wind made as if trying doors and windows with a furtive(ffi fif
#A9) hand. Not, what she heard was a knocking, low and urgent.
By pressing her cheek against the extreme corner of the windowpane
(#7195 3) she could make out a man’s figure (RRA TR LKA ZE)
leaning against the front door. He had been knocking for a while.

Hastily she drew back from the window, went to the mantel
(B4 4 ), and took down her husband’s pistol. He had taken his
other pistol with him, and bitter luck, had carried off the powder
flask. So the remaining pistol was useless. With the empty weapon
in her hand, she hastened to the locked door.

“Who is there?”she called.

“I am a wounded soldier. I’ ve missed my way and I can’t drag
myself any further. Please let me in.” He had been muttering these
words over and over again before she called.

“My husband made me promise not to let anybody in while he
is away,” she told him honestly.

After a while, he pleaded, “Open the door and look at me.
You’ll see that I can do you no harm.”

“My husband will never forgive me,” she sobbed, but she let
him in. He seemed at the last point of exhaustion(¥§ ¥ /1 /&)—a
tall, shambling (&% # #) fellow with flakes of snow on his pale,
harsh face and bandaged arm.

She put him in her husband’s chair by the fire, dressed his
wound and wrapped it in fresh bandages. She set before him the
supper she had prepared for herself. When he had eaten, she made
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up a bed of rugs and blankets for him in a back room. He lay down
and seemed to fall instantly asleep.

But was he really asleep? Had she been trapped({# B ARBZE )7
Was he merely waiting. for her to go to sleep?

In torment(J& % ; Hif% ) she walked the floor of her room, ex-
pecting anything. The night became very still, except for the soft
crackling of the log fire. And then. .. a very low sound, small, pur-
poseful, aware of itself. It was not louder than the whittling( %%
7) of a mouse. Where did it come from? The man in the next
room? Taking up the lamp, she crept down the narrow passage and
stood listening. Surely, his breathing was too loud; he was pretend-
ing. She opened the door, went in, and bent over the sleeping man.
He seemed really asleep.

She left the room, and at once she heard the noise again. This
time she knew what it was: someone was trying to pick (#7JF) the
lock of the front door.

From the toolbox she got out her husband’s great clasp knife
(#777), then crept back to the man’s bedside. She shook him by
the shoulder and he opened his eyes with a groan.

“Listen!” she whispered. “Someone has been trying to break
into the house. You must help me!”

“Who has been breaking in? A thief?”he asked dazedly (F£#
H; DE4BHL), “There’s nothing here to take.”

“Yes, there is—there’ s a lot of money hidden under the
kitchen floor.” And then she could have bitten off her tongue for
having told him.

“Take my pistol,” he said. “I can shoot only with my right
hand, and that’s useless. Give me your knife.”

For an instant she hesitated. Then, as she heard again the
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sound at the latch, she swiftly made the exchange, putting the knife
into his uninjuried hand.

“You’ll have to take care of the first one that comes in,” he
said. “Stand near the door and the minute it opens, fire. Here are
six bullets. Keep on firing till he goes down and stays down. I’ll be
waiting behind you with the knife to meet the second one. As soon
as we’re in position, blow out the lamp.” ,

“The sound of picking has been going on for the last few min-
utes,” she told him and she blew out the lamp. All was dark. The
sound of picking ended, and there came a sound of wrenching (%
#;# H). The bar was giving. Then the door opened and a man
slipped in.

For an instant she saw his figure clearly against the snow, and
she fired. He fell, but immediately scrambled(J€) to his feet, and
she shot again. He fell and dragged himself to his knees, and she
shot him once more. Then he sank slowly with his face against the
wall and moved no more.

The soldier leaned forward, with an oath. “So there was only
one!”he cried. “Good shot, missus(KK)!1”

He pulled the body over on its back and they saw that the face
was covered with a mask. The woman drew near as the soldier
pulled the mask from the dead man’s face.

“Do you know him?”he asked.

“He’s a stranger to.me!” she replied. And with eyes steadfast
(" E H)) with courage, she continued to look down on the face of

the man who had come back to rob himself—her husband.

Notes
1. Not until she had heard that sound was she really frightened.  not until
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2. he had brought home a large bag of money and had stowed it in a biscuit
tin which he’d buried under a plank in the kitchen floor. ~ which 3%
By — B, R biscuit HATHNFEBA
3. Promise me that while I’m away you will not leave this house. X &
— AN HRAEA) , that AP LA HE—A while 515 (B BRARE M AT,

Exercises
1. Comprehension:

1) What did the husband do?
A. He was a bank clerk.
B. He was a tax collector.
C. He was a soldier.
D. He was a businessman.

2) The husband carried off the powder flask
A. by mistake
B. because he did not have enough bullets

C. on purpose
D. because his wife did not need it

2. Questions:
1) When and where did the story happen?
2) Why did the husband bring the money home and bury it under the

kitchen floor?



2. Love Tea

2445

BEIREE N FSRELN, FEE A E
£ A S E b EAT, Rt s e




ames Cushat-Prinkly was a young man who always knew
that one of these days he would marry;! but up to the age
of thirty-four he had done nothing at all about it. He liked
and admired a great many women generally without pick-
ing out one for a wife, just as one might admire the Alps without
feeling that one wanted any particular mountain as one’ s own pri-
vate property(FA A=), A

His lack of will in this matter made his women relatives rather
impatient. His mother, his sisters, an aunt, and two or three others
watched his most casual dates in the way in which a group of unex-
ercised( KL% H) dogs concentrates on the slightest movements
of a human being who may possibly take them for a walk.? James
Cushat-Prinkly was aware how much his family hoped he’d find a
wife. When his Uncle Jules died and left him a comfortable amount
of money it really seemed only correct to find someone to share it
with him.

Meanwhile, most of his female relatives had clearly decided on
Joan Sebastable as the most suitable young woman among his friends
to whom he might propose marriage(’K #& ). James became gradual-
ly used to the idea that he and Joan would go together through the
usual stages. It was necessary, however, to ask the lady what she
thought about the matter;the family had so far helped the relation-
ship along as much as possible, but the actual proposal would have to
be James’ own effort.

Cushat-Prinkly walked across the Park towards the Sebastable
home. He was glad to feel that he was going to get the thing settled
and off his mind that afternoon. Proposing marriage, even to a nice
girl like Joan, was a rather troublesome(R#J) business, but one
could not have a honeymoon and then a life of married happiness
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without proposing first.

His thoughts were interrupted by the sound of a clock striking
(%) the half-hour. Half-past four. A frown settled on his face. He
would arrive at the Sebastable home just at the hour of afternoon
tea. Joan would be seated at a low table, covered with all sorts of
silver pots, milk jugs and delicate teacups. Her voice would tinkle
(R HiBIM7E) pleasantly in a series of little friendly questions about
weak or strong tea, how much, if any, sugar, milk, cream, and so
forth(%%). “Is it one lump(3R) of sugar? I forgot. You do take
milk, don’t you? Would you like some more hot water, if it’s too
strong?”

Cushat-Prinkly had read of such things in novels, and hundreds
of actual experiences had told him that they were true to life. Thou-
sands of women, at this afterncon hour, were sitting behind delicate
tea sets(#%X H ), with their voices tinkling pleasantly in a flow of lit-
tle questions.

Cushat-Prinkly hated the whole system of afternoon tea. Ac-
cording to his theory of life a woman should lie on a sofa, talking
with charm and wit, or merely silent as a thing to be looked on.
From behind a silk curtain a small servant boy should silently bring
in a tray with cups and sweets, to be accepted silently, without end-
less talk about cream and sugar and hot water. If one was really in
love, how could one talk sensibly (¥E % #1) about weekend tea!
Cushat-Prinkly had never told this opinion to his mother;all her life
she had tinkled pleasantly at tea-time behind her teacups and her sil-
ver, and if he had spoken to her about sofas and servant boys and so
on she would have thought him rather crazy.

Now, as he passed through the streets that led to Joan’s house
he became horrified at the idea of finding Joan Sebastable at her
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table. A momentary relief presented itself :on one floor at the noisier
end of Esquimault Street lived Rhoda Ellam. Rhoda was a distant
cousin, who made a living by creating hats out of expensive materi-
al. The hats really looked as if they had come from Paris; the money
she got for them unfortunately never looked as if it was going to
Paris. However, Rhoda found life amusing and had a fairly good
time.

Cushat-Prinkly decided to walk up to her place and put off by
half-an-hour or so the important business which lay before him.
With luck he could thus reach the Sebastable mansion (& i) after
the last teacups had been cleared away 3

Rhoda welcomed him into a room that was wonderfully clean
and comfortable.

“I”m having a picnic meal,” she announced. “There’s caviare
(#F#) in that jar by your arm. Begin on that brown bread-and-
butter while I cut some more. Find yourself a cup;the teapot is be-
hind you. Now tell me about hundreds of things. 7

She said no more about food, but talked amusingly and made
her visitor talk amusingly too. At the same time she cut the bread-
and-butter with great skill and brought out red pepper and sliced
lemon. Cushat-Prinkly found that he was enjoying an excellent tea
without having to answer any questions about it whatsoever ( =
whatever, B G E ).

“And now tell me why you have come to see me,” said Rhoda
suddenly. “I hope you’ ve come about hats. I heard that you now
have some money, and, of course, I thought that it would be a
beautiful thing for you to celebrate by buying expensive hats for all
your sisters. They may not have said anything about it, but I feel
sure they think this way too.”
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“I didn’ t come about hats,” said her visitor. “In fact, I don’t
think I really came about anything. I was passing and I just thought
I’ d look in and see you. Since I’ ve been sitting talking to you,
however, a rather important idea has come to me. Let me tell you
what it is.”

Some forty minutes later James Cushat-Prinkly returned to his
family, with an important piece of news.

“I’m engaged to be married,” he announced.

They were very excited.

“Ah, we knew! We saw it coming. We could tell weeks ago!”

“I’ll bet you didn’t,” said Cushat-Prinkly. “If any one had
told me at lunch-time today that I was going to ask Rhoda Ellam to
marry me and that she was going to accept, I would have laughed at
the idea.”

It was rather difficult for James’ women relatives to have to
switch their enthusiasm(#1#) in an instant from Joan Sebastable to
Rhoda Ellam but, after all, it was James’ wife who was in ques-
tion, and his opinion had to be considered.

On a September afterncon of the same year, after the honey-
moon abroad had ended, Cushat-Prinkly came into the living-room
of his new house in Granchester Square. Rhoda was seated at a low
table, behind a lot of teacups and shining silver. There was a pleas-
ant tinkling note in her voice as she handed him a cup.

“You like it weaker than that, don’t you? Shall I put some

more hot water in it? No?”

Notes
1. James Cushat-Prinkly was a young man who always knew that one of
these days he would marry.  who 5| F#&2 E1E M4, 181 a young
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man,

2. His mother, his sisters, an aunt, and two or three others watched his
most casual dates in the way in which a group of unexercised dogs con-
centrates on the slightest movements of a human being who may possibly
take them for a walk.  in which fl who 3| & I #8 2 E i& M A1, 53 51
&1 the way 1 a human being.

3. With luck he could thus reach the Sebastable mansion after the last
teacups had been cleared away.  thus WEAFEERNTAXHE,
— RN T thus BZERE .

Exercises

1. Comprehension:

1) James Cushat-Prinkly’ s women relatives were impatient because

A. he did not have girl friends
B. he did nothing about marriage until he was 34 years old
C. they disliked his girl friends
D. they did not know his girl friends
2) Cushat-Prinkly went to the Sebastable home
A. to propose matriage to Joan Sebastable
B. to propose marriage to Rhoda
C. to have afternoon tea
D.

to meet his friends -
2. Questions:

1) What was James Cushat-Prinkly’s theory of life?
2) Why did Cushat-Prinkly decide to go to Rhoda Ellam’s place?
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etet Gomez, 17, had always had a flair for(Xf------ BER

) the dramatics. A senior at Calvary Christian Academy

in Fort Worth, Texas, she had been chosen to direct the

school play.! But she never expected she would be thrust
into a real-life drama of her own.

It was a cold, overcast(BA #& #) Thursday in February 1992
when Setet and fellow drama student Daniel Whitehead, 16, a
sophomore( Z4EZ %4k ), left school after a rehearsal (B HE ; HESF ) .
The academy was perched on top of a small hill overlooking a busy
four-lane highway that ran along the banks of the Trinity River.?
There were two parking lots, divided by a grassy slope. Students
used the lower lot, closer to the highway. The lot nearer the school
was reserved for teachers and visitors. Kids would benefit from the
climb, it was thought. Setet followed Daniel to his car, then waited
as he unlocked it.

Suddenly, a terrified scream ripped (#f #) the air. Both
teenagers whirls around. Up near the school’s entrance, a woman
stood frozen. A brown station wagon( = estate car, i&f7 % ; ZFH W
RIS %E) was rolling, driverless, down the slope, headed straight for
the highway. “My babies are in there!”the woman was screaming.
Her words sent chills down Daniel’s and Setet’s spines(¥#).

Dropping their books, both teenagers took off running. The
vehicle rolled through both parking lots and onto the busy highway-
with Setet and Daniel racing after it. Horns barked and tires
screeched. Miraculously (A7 At 3b; & AR A ), the station wag-
on made it across the highway. But worse danger lay ahead: the deep
rushing waters of the Trinity River. Snapping through the steel
guardrail (3782 ; 4% ) cable, the car shot off the steep riverbank. It
hung in the air for an endless moment before nosing down(f&+++-- 11t
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%) into the swift, muddy water.

Daniel and Setet stopped, horror-stricken (1% 71 43 #)). The
hysterical mother panted up behind them. “Please save my babies!”
she shrieked. “I can’t swim!” Without hesitation, both teenagers
dived off the bank. The more athletic({&4£#9) of the two, Daniel
reached the car first. The cold made him gasp, but he had to get to
the kids before the car sank! He swam to the front passenger door
and tugged at the handle; it wouldn’ t budge. When he peered in-
side, he saw a baby girl staring up at him. Two other children—a
girl about 5 and a boy about 3—were in the backseat, screaming.

Suddenly, a small bearded man appeared in the water beside
Daniel. He was the driver of the truck that had been cruising along
the highway. Together they managed to break the back window.
Daniel reached in and grabbed the little girl. Setet, right behind
him, grabbed the boy. The truck driver, trying to get to the baby
in the front seat, had tried every door without success. Now, as
Setet kicked away from the car, he climbed in through the broken
window. Daniel was just reaching shore. Exhausted and shivering,
he handed the little girl to her mother. Setet, weighed down by
heavy clothing, was having trouble keeping the boy’ s face above
water. She was relieved when another good Samaritan dived in and
took him from her arms. Moments later, back on shore with
Daniel, she saw the truck driver hand the baby out the car’s win-
dow to another rescuer who was waiting in the water nearby.

Setet and Daniel received “Outstanding Citizen” awards from
the city of Fort Worth. They enjoyed the recognition, but insist
what they did wasn’ t remarkable. “For us it was a reflex,” Setet
says. “If somebody’ s in trouble, you help them. It’s the right
thing to do. I hope it’ s what anybody would have done in your
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