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1. Lincoln’s Death!

In the afterncon, as was his habit, he went out for a drive with
Mary. In a happy mood he daydreamed about the future.

“We have had a hard time since we came to Washington, ” he
said to her, “but the war is over and with God’s blessing’” we may
hope for four years of peace and happiness, and then we will go back
to Illinois and pass the rest of our lives in quiet. . . I will open a law
office at Springfield or Chicago and practice law and at least do
enough to help give us a livelihood®. ”

Returning from the drive he was not in the mood to work*. To
friends who came for a visit he read a few chapters from a favorite
book with such pleasure that dinner had to wait.

After his meal he walked over to the War Department to see
whether any more news had come from Sherman’s Army. Then it
was time to go to the theater. In the morning it had been planned
that the President and Mrs. Lincoln, together with a number of
guests, would visit Ford’s Theater to see Our American Cousin .
One reason he was going was that the capital was crowded with sol-
diers and officers all eager to see him.

When the Presidential party reached the theater the play was
already in progress’. As the President entered, the actors stopped
playing and the musicians struck up “Hail to the Chief’.” Lincoln

. 1 .



bowed™to the audience, then took his seat at the back of the box®.

‘While he watched the play a young man went on with his mad
design to kill him. He was tyventy—six—year-old John Wilkes Booth,
a member of a famous family of actors and a romantic® lover of the
South. Though his mind was unbalanced and he was under the in-
fluence of drink!®, he made his preparations with great care. A few
hours before the play began he was in the theater making a small
hole in the door of the Presidential box. Now he was back again—
and as the guard had wandered away no one interfered’! with him.
Quietly Booth entered the box. In his left hand-was-a small knife, in
his right hand a gun. Aiming the gun at the back of the President’s
head he fired.

For a time there was -nothing but confusion. Then a young
army doctor climbed into the Presidential box. Mary gripped'* his

“arm. “Oh, Doctor! Is he dead?” The doctor looked at Lincoln’s in-
jury, and his face darkened. The President had been badly wounded
in the head. There was no hope.

The wounded President.was lifted by the:shoulders and legs and
carried across the street to the nearest house, where he was laidon a
bed.

All through the night Lincoln fought with death. At 7:22 in
the morning it was all over. The great and good man was at peace
with the world. And in the stillness of the little room a voice was
heard to say:

“Now he belongs to the ages. ”!?
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Exercise

Multiple Cheice
1. Who do you suppose Mary was?

A. Lincoln’s friend.
B. Lincoln’s secretary.
C. Lincoln’s wife.

D. Lincoln’s daughter.

2. Lincoln planned to



A. work for the government for the rest of his life

B. be a lawyer again after he finished his work for the govern-
ment

C. make a living in Washington

D. visit Chicago or Springfield when he could manage the time

. Which of the following statements is not true?

A. The man who killed Lincoln was an actor.

B. The man who killed Lincoln used to be a soldier.

C. The man who killed Lincoln loved the slavery system.

D. The man who killed Lincoln was for the South.

Proverb
Better an open enemy than a false friend.
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2. Oliver Asks for More!

Oliver was even less happy in the workhouse. He now had to
work, which made him hungrier than ever. He had only three meals
of thin soup? every day: the soup was made by boiling very little
meat and a Jot of other things in a lot of water. He had a small piéce
of bread on Sundays.

The room in which the boys were fed was a big hall. A large
pot stood at one end. When it was time for meals, a master served
the soup from the pot® to the boys. He was helped by one or two
women servants.

Each boy had one small bowl of soup and no more. The bowls
never needed washing. The boys cleaned them with their spoons*
until they shone. When the boys had eaten their soup and cleaned
their bowls they sat looking at the pot with eager eyes as if they
could have eaten all the soup in it.

Oliver Twist and his friends suffered from this terrible hunger
for three months. At last they grevG so wild with hunger® that one
boy, who was tall for his age, told the others that, unless he had
another bowl of soup every day, he might some night eat the boy
who slept next to him.

He had an eager, hungry eye, and the other boys believed what
he said. So they talked together, and they chose a boy to walk up to
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the master after supper and ask for more. The boy chosen was Oliv-
er Twist. '

‘The evening arrived and the boys took their places. The master
stood by the pot; the servants stood near him, and the soup was
served.

It disappeared quickly. The boys whispered to one another,
and made signs to Oliver. His neighbours pushed him. Although he
was only a child he was wild with hunger, and this gave him
courage.

‘He rose from the table and went to the master, with his bowl
and spoon in his hand. Almost afraid of his own courage, he said,
“Please, sir, I want some more.”

The master was a fat, healthy man, but he turned very-white.
He looked with surprise at the small boy. The servants were silent
with surprise, and the boys were silent with fear.

“What?” said the master at length® in a faint voice.

“Please, sir,” said Oliver, “I want some more.”

The master hit Oliver with his spoon, then seized him in his
arms and cried for help. Mr Bumble and some of the workhouse offi-
cers came rushing into the room. The master told them what Oliver
had said.

“He asked for more!” they cried. “Do we understand that he
wanted more than his usual supper?”

They could hardly believe it.

“That boy will live $o be hanged! ” cried one of them.

They took Oliver away and shut him up in a dark room. The
next morning a notice appeared on the gate of the workhouse. This
notice offered five pounds to anybody who would take Oliver Twist.
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. Exercise

Multiple Choice

1. From the first paragraph we can learn that
A. Oliver had soup for each meal
B. Oliver got bread only on Sundays

C. Oliver got meat, bread and other things for meals



D. Oliver was hungry while he had to work
. Why did Oliver ask for more?

A. He was so hungry.

B. The boys wanted him to.

C. He was the bravét boy.

D. Both A and B

. What do you think a workhouse probably means?
A. A factory.

B. A workshop.

C. A kind of school.

D. A poor place for orphans.

Proverb
Fortune favours the brave.
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3. At the Churchyard!

Winter had almost come, and Elizabeth Jane seized on® one of
the last days of pale autumn sunshine to visit the spot where her
mother lay buried. She. reached the churchyard® at about half-past
ten in the morning, but someone was there before her. .

A single dark figure* was reading the words on Mrs Henchard’s
gravestone. It was a lady, beautifully dressed; and Elizabeth felt all
her own freshness and prettiness stolen away by this stranger. This
was clearly no country woman from Casterbridge.

When Elizabeth at last stood before the grave in some confu-
sion, the lady said, “I guess how it is with you.” She waved her
hand towards the gravestone’. “That was your mother. ”

“Yes, ” said Elizabeth, “my only friend.”

“But your father, Mr Henchard, is he living?”

“Yes, he is living, ” said Elizabeth Jane.

“Is he not kind to you?”

“I have no wish to complain of him.”

“There has been a disagreement?”

“A little. It is all my fault, I dare say. And my faults are ow-
ing to my history.”

“What is your history?”

“It is not very attractive. And yet I can tell it if you really want

. 9 .



