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HEINEMANN GUIDED READERS

INTERMEDIATE LEVEL
Series Editor: John Milne

The Heinemann Guided Readers provide a choice of
enjoyable reading material for learners of English. The
series is published at four levels. At Intermediate Level, the
control of content and language has the following main
features:

Information Control Information which is vital to the
understanding of the story is presented in an easily
assimilated manner and is repeated when necessary.
Difficult allusion and metaphor are avoided and cultural
backgrounds are made explicit.

Structure Control Most of the structures used in the
Readers will be familiar to students who have completed an
elementary course of English. Other grammatical features
may occur, but theit use is made clear through context and
reinforcement. This ensures that the reading as well as
being enjoyable provides a continual learning situation for
the students. Sentences are limited in most cases to a
maximum of three clauses and within sentences there is a
balanced use of adverbial and adjectival phrases. Great care
is taken with pronoun reference.

Vocabulary Control There is a basic vocabulary of
approximately 1,600 words. At the same time, students are
given some opportunity to meet new words whose meanings
are either clear from the context or are explained in the
Glossary. Help is also given to the students in the form of
illustrations which are closely related to the text.
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I. I Arrive in the Hotel

~ Tangler

- v

<~/ MORoOCccO!

I have spent many years of my life travelling all over the
world. When I arrive in a new country or city, usually I am
very tired and go to bed early. For this reason my first day or
night in any new place is always quiet and very little happens.

But my first night in Algeciras was very different. This
night was very strange and unusual.

At that time Algeciras in Southern Spain was a dirty and
badly looked after city. I arrived late in the evening by boat.
As soon as I got off the boat, I went to look for a hotel. I found
a small hotel not far from the boat.

This hotel looked dirty and untidy from the outside. But I
was very tired and did not know my way around the city of
Algeciras. And so I decided to stay in this small hotel on the
quay. I also decided to stay in this hotel for another reason.
The moon was full and it was a clear, bright night. From the
hotel I could look out at the sea. I could see the huge rock of
Gibraltar in the bright mooalight.

The hotel had a narrow doorway and no name. When I
went through this doorway, I had to climb up narrow and
dark stairs to the first floor. I came to a small cupboard with a



desk in front of it. This was the hotel office.

An untidy and tired woman was sitting beside the desk.
When I said I wanted a room for the night, she took me up
some more stairs to a room on the second floor. Inside
this room the landlord was sitting playing cards with some
friends. The landlord did not seem pleased to see me. He
was enjoying his game of cards and I was simply a nuisance.
He looked at me when the woman told him that I wanted
a room. Then he said, ‘Room five’, and turned back to his
game of cards.

The woman, who was obviously the maid, took me to room
five. I put my bags on the bed which did not seem too dirty.
Then I went to the window and looked out. I could see the
huge Rock of Gibraltar clearly across the bay because the
moon was full. I began to feel quite pleased that I had decided
to stay the night at this hotel. Then I felt rather hungry and
asked the maid if I could have something to eat.

“You can have anything you want,’ she replied.

When a hotel maid gives this answer, it is usually untrue.

‘What have you got in the hotel?’ I asked.

“You can have ham and eggs,’ the maid replied quickly.

I understood from the way she replied that there was
nothing else to eat in the hotel. And so I asked her to go and
bring me some ham and eggs.

She took me to a long narrow room. There was a table
prepared for the next day’s breakfast. And for the first time I
realized that I was not the only foreign guest in the hotel.

A man was sitting beside the small fire. Buthe had a

strange look on his face, so I decided not to talk to him
unless he talked to me first.

POINTS FOR UNDERSTANDING

1. What is the name of the city and the country the author was
staying in?

2. Was the moon full that night?

3. Why did the author not want to talk to the other guest?
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2. The Stranger Speaks

I sat and waited in silence. I saw the stranger look at me. Bu
as soon as he saw that I had noticed him, he looked away
cquickly. After I had waited for about ten minutes, the maid
returned with one fried egg and two very small pieces of ham
I sat down and ate the very poor meal in silence.

When I finished eating, I suddenly realized how cold I fel
It was a rather cold night. The people in Algeciras have long
hot summers and they forget how cold it can be in the few
short weeks of winter. In these weeks it can be very cold at
night. I moved my chair towards the fire where the stranger
was sitting. He was sitting huddled over the very small fire.
‘The fire was hardly big enough to give warmth to two people
but as soon as I moved my chair towards the fire, the strange:
moved his chair to one side.

‘Don’t move,’ I said. “There’s plenty of room for two.’

I took out a cigar and litit. Then I turned to the stranger
and offered him a cigar. They were very good cigars and
people did not often refuse one.

“That’s very good of you,’ the stranger said and took the
cigar from my hand.

From the way he spoke, I realized that he had been born ir
Glasgow. A person from Glasgow speaks in a kind of singing
way. ~

When you give someone a cigar, it is usually an invitation t
talk. But apart from these few words of thanks, the stranger
said nothing. He huddled over his half of the fire and returne
to his thoughts.

I tried to start a conversation about the weather but he
simply answered ‘yes’ or ‘no’. I stopped speaking to him and
tried to get as warm as possible before I went to bed for the
night.

As 1 sat there before the fire, I had a good look at this man
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from Glasgow. He was a very big man with broad shoulders.
His face was sunburned and his hair was short. The skin of
his face was wrinkled. He had obviously been working out in
the sun and the wind. His mouth, ears and nose were very
large and he had pale blue eyes.

As he sat by the fire, he kept pulling the end of his
moustache with his fingers. It was an untidy moustache and 1
wondered if he would pull it out altogether. He went on
pulling his moustache, sometimes with his right hand and
sometimes with his left hand. I did not feel like watching him
so I looked into the fire.

I sat for a few minutes longer before going to bed. I
suddenly felt that the stranger was looking closely at me. This
made me look up and my eyes met his. I thought that he'
would immediately look away, but he looked away for a few
seconds only. Then he looked me in the eyes again and
suddenly spoke to me.

‘Have you just come across from Gibraltar?’ he asked.
“Yes,’ I replied briefly. I had tried to talk to the stranger
earlier. Now that I wanted to go to my room, he was ready to

talk and this made me rather angry.

‘I am going to Gibraltar tomorrow,’ the stranger
continued. ‘T am going there tomorrow and then I will be on
my way home. Thank Ged!”

The stranger said these last two words so fiercely that I felt
that I had to reply.

‘Don’t you like Spain then?’ I asked.

‘Oh, Spain is all right,” he replied.

‘Have you been here long?’ I asked politely.

The fierceness of his reply shocked me.

“Too long,’ the stranger replied fiercely. ‘Far too long.’

I was shocked by the way the stranger answered my
question. This question of mine seemed to upset him very
badly and make him angry.

The stranger stood up and began te walk up and down the

5



long, narrow room. And as he walked up and down, he kept
saying to himself “Too long — far too long.’

The stranger seemed to have forgotten that I was in the
room with him. I felt embarrassed® by his behaviour. I madea
noise in order to remind him that I was there. The noise
reminded the stranger that I was in the room. He stopped
walking up and down and stood still for a few moments. Then
he looked at me in a strange way and sat down again in his
chair beside the fire.

‘Do you think that there is something unusual about me?’
the stranger asked suddenly.

A question like that is extremely embarrassing, especially
when it is asked by a complete stranger. I replied to his
question as politely as I could.

‘I do not think that you are more unusual than anyone else,’
I said.

But his questions became even more embarrassing.

‘You don’t think that I am strange?’ he asked.

As the stranger asked this question, he leant forward and I
could sce him clearly.

‘No,’ I replied firmly, and I tried to think of an excuse to
get out of the room.

‘If you did think that there was something strange about
me, you would tell me, wouldn’t you?’ continued the
stranger.

‘Of course I would,’ I replied trying to be polite. ‘If I did
think that there was something strange about you, I would tell
you.’

When I said these words, I was of course, telling lies. But
what other reply could I give to this strange man? I could not
understand what he was talking about and I began to wonder
if the stranger was drunk. We sat in silence for a few moments
and I tried to think of an excuse to get out of the room. But
before I said anything, the stranger began to speak again.

‘What’s your name?’ he asked.
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I told him.

‘My name is Robert Morrison,’ he said.

Robert Morrison is a very common Scottish name.

‘You come from Scotland, then?’ I asked.

‘Yes,” he replied. ‘I come from Glasgow.’

I felt pleased with myself that I had guessed this
correctly.

‘I have been in Spain for many years,” he went on and then
he suddenly pulled out a pipe. ‘Have you any tobacco?’ he
asked.

. I offered him my tobacco and he filled his pipe and began
- to smoke.

Morrison smoked for a few moments in silence. Then he
looked very unhappy. I could see that he wanted to walk up
and down the room again. He forced himself to stay in his
seat, but he could not stop talking.

‘I cannot stay in this country any longer,” he said fiercely. ‘I
have stayed here too long. Far too long?’

I decided that Morrison was either mad or drunk. I had to
get out of that room as quickly as possible. But I still could
not think of any way of getting out politely. Morrison did not
look very healthy, but he was a large, heavily built man. He
might become dangerous if I made him angry. He obviously
wanted to say something to me and I just had to sitand
listen.

I really wished that I had never asked for ham and eggs.
The meal had been so small that I felt hungry again. And now
because of this small, unsatisfactory meal I might have to sit
up half the night and listen to this foolish man.

POINTS FOR UNDERSTANDING

1. Did Morrison want to leave Spain?

2. What questions did Morrison ask which embarrassed the
author?

3. What did the author think about Morrison?



3. Strange Laughter in the Moonlight

But I soon discovered that Morrison was not drunk. He sat
smoking his pipe and began to tell his story.

‘I have been working here in Spain,’ said Morrison, ‘for the
Glasgow and South of Spain Olive Oil* Company. We have a
new way of processing® the oil from the olives and we can
sell it quite cheaply. And olive oil from Spain is just as good as
olive oil from anywhere else.’

As Morrison spoke, I realized that, although he was
strange, he was not drunk. I still wondered if he was mad, but
I sat back and listened to him. '

‘At first,” went on Morrison, ‘I lived in Seville. Seville is a
port and while I lived there I could look after the shipping. I
was able to make sure that the oil was sent off in the ships to
the right place at the right time.’

‘I suppose that is necessary here in Spain,’ I said politely in
order to show him that I was listening.

“Yes,” Morrison replied, ‘it was useful with me living in
Seville. Also, Seville is a large port and a very pleasant place

_to live in. But in the end T had to move. We had a Spaniard
who looked after the olive groves. These olive groves which
the company owned were in the Ecija district. The Ecija
district is the centre of the olive trade in the south of Spain.
But unfortunately this Spaniard could not be trusted. The
Spaniard was sent away.’

“The company owned a large olive grove near the village of
San Lorenzo,” went on Morrison. “There was a large villa in
this olive grove. This villa stood con a hill looking over the
olive grove and I went to live there in the villa.’

‘It must have been very lonely for you there,” I said.

“Yes, it was quite lonely,” replied Morrison. ‘But I was able
to see that the work was done properly. Also I saved money
because I was not paying rent for the house in Seville.’
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Morrison sat in silence for a few moments smoking his
pipe. I looked at my watch to see what time it was. Morrison
noticed this immediately.

“You are not in a hurry, are you?’ he asked quite sharply.
He seemed determined now that I should listen to his
story.

‘No, not really,’ I replied. ‘I am not in a hurry but it is late.
It’s almost half-past eleven.’

‘Well, it doesn’t make much difference, does it?’ asked
Morrison. “There’s nothing to do here. You can only go to
bed.’ B

1 did not tell him that I wanted to go to bed. Instead I
asked him a polite question about his life in that lonely
villa.

‘T suppose you didn’t see many people,’ I said.

“No, I didn’t see many people at all,’ replied Morrison.
“There was an old man and his wife who looked after me.
They lived in the villa and cooked and cleaned for me. But I
only saw them when they brought me my meals.’

‘I made friends with a man called Fernandez. He was the
chemist in the village of San Lorenzo,” went on Morrison. ‘I
used to go down to the village in the evening sometimes and
play cards with Fernandez and his friends. Occasionally I
went out riding and sometimes I took a gun with me and did
some shooting.’

“That seems to be an enjoyable life,” I said. But Morrison
did not listen to me and went on with his story.

‘I lived in the villa quite happily for about two years,’
continued Morrison. ‘It was a quiet life but I became used to
it and I was fairly happy. Then the trouble started and
everything changed. The trouble started last spring — about
ten months ago. The trouble started with the heat. Last
spring was the warmest in this part of Spain for many years. It
was terribly hot.’

I took out a cigar and lit it. Morrison sat silent fora
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