703800

E ) AN
SHORT
TORIES OF
THE
WESTERN
WORLD

EEE R

,x . 5?‘: {YlmeOe
-5 —




Special English Series

B R e

SHORT
STORIES OF
- THE
WESTERN
WORLD

ELP =R
Volume One
E—

BB HRAT



C REGEDRE

SHORT STORIES
OF THE WESTERN WORLD

RELt+t-F—A8 BK

XW:E E K

BIA R XL €

B9 | MR FRAE

Mt | BRSNS D RI0TRZ 2 4K
RE 3934497

e . R X B & 2 9
BEFi:a M B M &

eht BIEHF AR 130 82% 1 W
\ Bl 40 =




Al £

KEBAKSM > BEEDYHANHET > 5| ERMENHE »
e MMt h » ERPIMER; HREDEH - HBHXFE
Bkl KREFBRNRM - UPERMNE R 8 » EREIE
B A FR - BES B&EERNBEOES -

LERXERIRE TRERR LANBEMRRG - KEQ
AT, RERMRERREZLREL  BARLHUN » KB
HBEAHRRRE AROARETEL FEAM -

LEREGRIRETBNEHE— -« Rt sS4 +E
AR EF#A—HERNHBREAREZA - BRIRE
HERARPOHEE  SHRNERBEHE RENE > BUTH
92z 100 i

LE%EE&@%T%KAﬂmﬁ%ZEﬁﬂ&%Eéﬁﬁ
WY » ERBPHNSIUERRATHML CEHFSOHH - 3
RAORGRRER  ZHEEMR - RRBRPABERES GE
ZHRFIRRS AT RS SN -

B E XK o
HySMma@xBEE%
ATAERLEBZ=+A



Joe T3 K XA K &4 7

EREXERTLUE -HEZ > 1 TUE—-HES AHANT
- X AARDRUEGFIRABERRN » BRI THEE—
HEXZ - ARZNRABEBNG - ENFERTEH > RREN
B RER BRDITR—AHRROLIE BRESERNGH
HRERGHENET -

BE BRNMHEZESBENBEE BR B - REERY
B ERNXESETAER - FRLEHHN] - L HHN X
N LEAEELEIHOLEBH IHER ERE T TaE
E- AATREASBUEHNE  BXGENABHE - B
RERBPBOBXRELERYN - ARABELRANS I ITHE E
EMEREALERELM T AMET - HBX - bFREARF
BREEREADRELZRECTERINE > AR RAEREREN
» —B ARV EEEE %> SR LML T RIBGEEN - ZXXHN
EAMBEEERIRNGEHATAREHEIEE - #E 8%
FoHAEIMBEEZN  AME—P —-SRENDEMERE
RYME > MAREREWRELE CRAHRBIEES RKNX
EEF - ABRRBREBRBG NN AMERBENEERRS
B, EMENMMBREREHE -

HEMBXRER - B _ShBR e EFRR-H% -
BEAEFH HELEE— -WE ETHRARK - BELH

I



HHARBHETIR BN TREBLMEE RER—R
HRRE B EESREL - ARREERABLER » VAEF
SHTR RGN RERRE - RTRHELH » RBSE
2 RAO—BEEAES AL WAR TR > FOLRE— @
FHE—KEH R WLAMT EERM IR RERE
TR URERR - AF » RHEAL @8 TE BLFHE
B, TREEMAMAR - M2 £BXCHABLER WA
SERSET  BREATRL » THUMFH  $2—THE
REEH - REH 2  —ORBFEOFABREHE - B EH
X— WET—BOLE S L FTXARCHRERE » BE
BRIMBA - TR A L BT o BIENS TS A L0 — R Bt
EXREHET  ARCEIBRAURAT - SRAN T &
BRDEH - LHBRS L LENBE AN EEY » TREE
ETRARHEEE B REBSH KEZROHER - RIE
R FET S S B MOt 8 D) TR K 2 0P A T -
EEEWE® TREEETREZERE - MNSETS
WU B— B4« ERAF AEEBHALTN L » T
BEAGENE L AEERE ARSERGESHE FRIE
%o BH > TREIKEFH I EBONKMECRS HREE
BT B ERERXETH BRMBERRN  BREY
REREN YRAORETR - LH AR KRRANH XS -
BN ~ A 5E R A0 L R S5 S R X
AEXBEEL - BRBEAKGTNEREAINHS R - REH
REENEBESSN RRABREHE O B3 -

III



Btk BMNEEH N WEERHNEERDETA TRE
EREBMGE - N ER MBS NS ERN D LS
W, B MBENRY S - BEBHRTENRNRERBER
—& > ERMOhEEERRSR - B T ARERRARELY
B MM BR ELMBERYE ENRRAL TENEE -
ERFRHBTHERSENMERGEERE -

Bl 1 T8 57 PR TR 1P A 5 IR 45 A 2 0 0 3 X B A O 2 o
TR AR ER > BUEZHSHER - BRTHE DL %0
MU RE - MR N R P28, HLGRER
REAR BERSREMN S ER®E » FHEBEEE-

B X K #%

- WAXBERAES
SNTHAFELAMNA

v



CONTENTS

il R EXBRRES
The Country Doctor . .. ... ........... Don Marquess
Chiao ..., FPatricia Collins
The Chief’s White Donkey .......... James L. Barton
Painting Aunt Polly’sFence . ........... Mark Twain
All the Years of Her Lifev ........... Dorothy Cattrell
TheBigChance .................. Frederick Laing
LessonsFromaPony .............. Lincoln Steffens
My HeadonaPlate(1)......... John Millington Ward
My HeadonaPlate (2)......... John Millington Ward
How My Love Was Sawed in Half . . ... Robert Fontaine
The WrongHouse ................. James N. Young
Hunger ...... ... ... .. ... ... ... Anzia Yezierska
A Couple I Will Never Forget .. ... Octavus Roy Cc:hen
TheMute Singer . ............... Stanislav Szukalski

The Night of the Hay Ride . . ........ Marcella Tallant

135
22
28
35

48
54
61

67

73
80. |
87
94



€

THE COUNTRY DOCTOR
By Don Marquess

The cold October rairts had begun. It was late in the after-
noon and Dr. Stewa‘ut walked to the window. He tried to look out
at the village, but the wind was blowing the rain against the glass
He could not see a thing. He turned, walked to the fire and drank
some more hot lemonade. He hoped no one would phone for help—
not tonight, especially no one from the swamp. Doc Stewart knew
the swamp and its people. For many years he had been their

- doctor. He thought of the swampj'and what heavy rains did to it.

w..—‘ s o A

of the farmlands
“I have no time to be sick,” he said. “People need me in this
anther
~ He thought of last winter. He had traveled from home to
: . N S P,
home, helping the farmers and their children. Often he would
travel all night. He would get home in the morning, have a cup of
hot coffee, then be off to help someone else. Here it was winter
again and he was sick, and there was no one to help the people; no
on young Dr. Hastings and _old Doc Jones. No one knew the
people as he did. Surely young Dr. Hastings did not. He was just a
boy.
- There was a loud knock(at) the door. Doc Stewart jumped to
\/\/\
hls feet.
“It has come,” he sax@a sad voice. But he had known it

would come sooner or later. He had felt it in hxs bones.
W“""“"“‘"" e e st e—
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He opened the door. There was Jason Tucker of the swamp.

“Hello, Doc.”” Water dropped from Tucker’s wet clothes. Dr.
Stewart knew what Tucker wanted as soon as he saw his face.

“It’s your wife, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it’s her. The baby is ready to come.” First baby, too,
and the wife has a cold. “Doc, Im afraid she might get worse.’
Tucker looked at Doc Stewart. “It’s a terrible thing to ask you to
come, Doc, but you know Dr. Hastings broke his leg. I just saw
him. He can’t go. I tried to find Doc Jones, but he is already in the
swamp somewhere.”

Dr. Stewart had a fever. His temperature was up and to go
out in the cold rain might mean pneumonia, even death for him.
Then there was that sharp pain near his heart that stopped his
breath. Oh weﬂ, he did not have time to think about his own sick-
ness. For fifty years he had been helping the sick and this was no
time to stop. ’

“I'll go, Tucker,” he finally said.

“Thanks, Doc, I knew you would. How will you go? Green
River is running fast and deep tonight, Doc. Don’t trust the wood
bridge. Cross the river on the steel ene. It’s a mile farther up the
river, but it’s safer.” »

" “I've seen Green vaer before,” Doc’ sand and his face became
grey and serious.

" Doc Stewart put on his rain clothes. He went to the barn for
his horse and carriage and started the six mile trip to Tucker’s
house. The rain blew hard against both him and his horse. Beforg
[6hg'he. was wet all the way to his skin. The earth too was wet and
Mg, every step sinking deep in the
mud. Doc Stewart hoped he would arrive before the baby was’
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-bomn.

An hour_later Doc came to the road that led to the wood
bridg:;/ He stopped and walked toward it. The rain and wind
covered the light from his lamp. He could see only a few feet in
front of him. He stopped walking, and just in time. The wood
bridge was not there. The trees that marked the beginning of the
bridge were thirty feet away. Between them and Doc Stewart was
black rushing water. He looked at the water racing down toward
the Mississippi. He could hear the sound of trees crashing in the
middle of the river.

Then Doc rode on to the steel bridge. His body grew weaker.

every minute. The faithful old horse pulled him along, never _falL
ing, but often sha.kmg his head to knock the water from his eyes.
When they came to the steel bridge Doc got down again to look.
Water was runhing over the bridge road, but the bridge itself
seemed strong. He decided to leave the carriage and cross with the
horse. He took his light and his little black bag with him. He led
the horse slowly. The water on the road was not deep, but it was
powerful. It sucked at his feet trying to pull him in. Step by step
they slowly crossed to the other side. Then, nothing. There was no
other side! The bridge was hanging in a straight line across the river

‘ with no end.

Doc Stewart studied the problem, then he knew what had
happened. He had already crossed the bridge. The river had risen
80 high it was running over the land where the Bridge had ended.
He decided to go on. He placed his black bag of medicine on his
neck so it would not get wet, then slowly got on the horse’s back.
As he did, he felt the old sharp pain near his heart. For a moment
his hands grew tight around the horse’s neck, and he sat stiff and

—3—
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quiet until the pain went and he could breathe again.

“Tired, worn-out doctor,” he said, and then told the horse to
swim to the land which neither of them could see. He felt the
water rise to his feet, then to his knees, his stomach, and then the
horse dropped from under him. A black choking and terrible
struggle—cold water over his head, and then nothing.

He awoke to find himself hanging on to a tree. The water
rushing past was pulling on his tired legs. He tried to pull himself
from the water to the muddy land and felt the pain again. He lay
half in the water. He'pushed and pulled, and finally the water let -
him go. He lay on the mud and rested. The mud felt good, but the
pain was hot, buring like red coals inside his chest. Slowly he
opened his black bag and took some medicine. The pain went. He
lay on his back and saw the sky open. The clouds had parted and
there, shining down on him, was one lonely star. He began. to
dream, but the taste of fish in his mouth forced him to remember
where he was. He got up and thought of his horse. It was half a
mile to Tucker’s house, and he started to walk when he heard a
noise. It was the horse looking for him. Ahead a light was shining
from the Tucker farmhouse. Then he got closer. He heard the
frightening screams of a woman giving birth. He got off his horse,
opened the door and waited until his eyes became used to the light.
He went to the bedroom where the woman was. Tucker was sitting
in a chair. Near the woman was a young man with somethmg
white on his leg. The man walked to Dr. Stewart '

_“Hello, Doctor,” he said. “You got here.”
. “How is she, Dr. Hastings?” Doc Stewart asked.
“She will be all right if her heart lasts.”
For the next hour both doctors worked to save mother and

4



G -4

child. Not untll ‘both were safe did Dr. Stewart remember that Dr.

Hastings had a broken leg. -

“How in the world did you get here, Hastings?”

“On a horse. I told Tucker that I could not come. But then I
began to think that perhaps you couldn’t come, bad night and all,
so I came”.

The old pain stabbed Doc Stewart’s chest again. The pain
showed on his face.

“Heart,” said Doc Stewart, and Hastings gave him some medl-

ine. ‘“‘Hastings, keep me alive, for a while. I have no time to be
sick. I have no time to die, not till everyone is better. They need
me. Keep me alive.”

The medicine forced the pain away and peace came to Doc
Stewart. He was very weak. Soon he felt as if he were floating
down the river again, only this time it felt good. But he must get
across. He cannot let the river carry him' on and on. People were
waiting for him, sick people who need help. His mind became clear
for a moment. .

“Hastings,” he said. “You got here with your broken leg.”

And then something gave old Doc Stewart strength. He sat up and

looked at Hastings as if he were seeing him for the first time. *“By
heavens, boy,” he said. “You are a doctor.” He breathed loudly
and lay back again. He let the water carry him again. He had time
to be carried now. He was leaving his people in the hands of
anothcr good doctor. iz -
There was a baby’s cry from the bedroom. ‘“‘Another little
baby from the swamp,” he said. ‘“‘Another little swamp angel.”
And Dr. Stewart smiled, and still smiling went ﬂoatmg down with

the rushing waters.

—5_
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EXERCISES

I HEE (Multiple Choice):
1. The story happened on a cold rainy day of
a. September.
b. October.
c. November.
2. How far was it from the doctor’s office to Mr Tucker’s farm"
a. Two miles.
b. Four miles,
<. Six miles.
3. How did the doctor get to Mr. Tucker’s house?
a. On a horse.
b. On foot.
c. By car,

4, The doctor-had no time to think about his own sickness, for

a. he was too busy then.
b. the sick people needed him badly.
c. he had to hurry back to his own home first.
5. Whenthe doctor was crossing the river,
a. he got lost.
~b. he lost his horse.
_S. the bridge had no end.
6. When he arrived at Mr. Tucker’s house, he discovered that
a. Dr. Jones was there.
b. the baby was born and safe.
c. Dr. Hastings was there.
7. At the end of the story,”
_a., both the mother and the baby were saved.

—6—
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b. Dr. Stewart was found dead in the river.
c. three doctors were all there in Mr. Tucker’s house.

. #152 (Translation):

L -HARFHFET BREALXTHREBTAXKNREIET
_N.ﬁf_ wedi both the mother and the child were safe i Dr.
Stewart remembered that Dr. Hastings hasa _ro,..- 4

2. FFAfﬂ!st ENISNRNET -

hem all the_mq_ 1o his skin.

3. —$— SR RERRAET o §

_ﬁ_ they slowly to the other side.

I knew it would happen _Spemer. a1 _oalir .
5. MBmPIm RS HRER -
Hearing the_KtoK at the door, tre faﬁfd‘:{ 2D his -‘-&"/' -

o &8 (Questions,for discussion.):

1. How many doctors are there in the story? }

2. Why did Dr. Stewart hope-no one would ‘phone for help that
night, especially no one from the swamp? ' V

3. Why did Mr. Tucker come to Dr. Stewart for help?

4. What advice did Mr. Tucker give to the doctor about crossing
the river?

5. Discuss the difficulties that Dr. Stewart had been through be-
fore he reached Mr. Tucker’s house.

6. What did Dr. Stewart discover when he went into Mr; Tucker’s
house?

7. What happened to Mrs. Tucker and her baby?

8. What happened to Dr. Stewart at the end of the story?

- 7



CHIAO
By Patricia Collins

Soon after they left the shop on the Via Condotti in Rome,
Mrs. Engel opened the box and showed her husband the costly
stones she had bought. *I love them. I just love them,” she said.
She dropped the stones back into the box as she and her husband
began walking across the street. Half way across her husband
pulled her out of the w:ay of a passing automobile. .

“What is wrong with you?”’ he asked.

“I just thought of the words I said to the shop owner. I told
him I loved him. I wanted to say I loved the stones, but I'used the
wrong word. I should have said it pleases me. Do you think he
understood?”’

To Mr. Engel it was not important if the shop man under-
stood or not. What was important was his own wish that she
would stop trying to speak Italian when it wasn’t necessary. On
their last trip into the hills her use of Italian had helped, but they
were in Rome now. Almost everyone hew, or at
least understood it. They sat in front of the hotel and rested their
tired feet. Mrs. Engel looked around at the flowers changing their
color with the light of the setting sun. “Bello, multo bello,” she

said. Mr. Enge! breathed deeply and asked the waiter to bring.

them each a drink.

“Check, please,” he shouted.

Mrs. Engel, still in a sort of a dream at the beauty around
them, said: “You should have said ‘M’. In England it’s bill,

—8—
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I’addition in France, il conto in Rome.” ¢

“Check, please,” Mr. Engel said again. And almost at once it
was in his hand.
“It’s just as easy to say {conto?as check. ‘Conto’ is what you

”»”

~ say.

“Not what I say.”

The elevator bc?}; opened the door for them and she said:
“‘Setimo piano, per favore.”

And the boy answered: “Seventh floor, OK.” And no one
said another word, not until Mr. Engel opened the door to their
- room. He let his wife enter first, then said: “Do you want to eat in
the hotel, or go out?”

“Whatever you want to do,” his wife answered.

“Well, I would hke to go back to the place that has the foun-
tain and serves ravioli

“There are many‘ fountains in Rome,” she said. “And there
are placés near them that serve ravioli. You see, you won’t even
say an Italian name. You could mean anywhere. No one would
know where you meant.” '

“Well, you know,”” he answered. “Do you want to go there?”

“Yes.”” She held one of her black dresses up to theé light and
placed a pink flower on one shoulder of her dress. “Italian is so
easy. ‘Conto’, that’s all you have to say.”

Mr. Engel took his shirt off and reached for a clean one. He
looked at her. “What do you want me to do" Go around telling
shop cwners that I love them?”

“That is not fair. Just because I made a mistake and told you.
Now you'll think everything I say is wrong.”

"‘No,” he answered. “But I do not think it is always right.
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