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“Dear John” letter

list [list] v. 5l i

nursing home il
contact['konteekt] n. #Efl, BKR
reward [ri'wo:d] n. v. B ; B H
grasp[gra:sp] v. IV IR

adjust [2'd3Ast] v. R E S
embrace [im'breis] v. i

couch [kaut/] nKFWKR
knot[nat] n. (REH )5
groom[grum] n. B
teenager ['ti:neid3a] n. B

A man’s search for the writer of a 60-year-old message leads him to discover
that if love is meant to be, well... it’'s meant to be.

Letter in the Wallet
Arnold Fine

A few years ago, I found a wallet in the street. There was nothing inside to show who
the owner was. Just three dollars, and a torn letter that looked as if it had been carried around
for years.

The only thing that was clear enough to make out on the torn letter was the return
address. I opened the letter and saw that it had been written almost 60 years ago. I read it
carefully, hoping to find some information of the wallet’s owner.



————  SENIOR ENGLISH READING COURSE

It was a “Dear John” letter. The writer, in fine writing, told the one who received the
letter, whose name was Michael, that her mother forbade her to see him again. However, she
would always love him. It was signed Hannah.

It was a beautiful letter. But there was no way, except the name Michael, to find out the
owner. Perhaps if I called the telephone operator, she could find the phone number for the
address shown on the envelope.

“I'mringing withanunusual request I'mtrying to find the owner of a wallet I found. Is
there any way you could tell me the phone number for an address that was on a letterin
the wallet?”

The operator said there was a phone listed at the address, but that she could not give me
the number. However, she would call and explain the situation. Then, if the person wanted to
talk, she would connect me. I waited for a minute or so and she came back on the line. “I
have a woman who will speak with you.”

I asked the woman if she knew a Hannah.

“Oh, of course! We bought this house from Hannah'’s family thirty years ago.”

“Would you know where they could be found now?” I asked.

“Hannah had to place her mother in a nursing home many years ago. Maybe the home
could help you find the daughter.”

The woman gave me the name of the nursing home. I called and found out that
Hannah’ s mother had died. The woman I spoke to gave me an address where she
thought Hannah could be found.

I phoned. The woman who answered explained that Hannah herself was now living in a
nursing home. She gave me the number. I called and was told, “Yes. Hannah is with us.”

I asked if I could come and see her. It was almost 10 p.m. The director said Hannah
might be asleep. “But if you want to take a chance, maybe she’s in the day room watching
television.”

The director and a guard greeted me at the door of the nursing home. We went up to the
third floor and saw the nurse, who told us that Hannah was indeed watching TV.

We entered the day room. Hannah was a sweet, silver-haired elderly person with a
warm smile and friendly eyes. I told her about finding the wallet and showed her the letter.
The second she saw it, she took a deep breath. “Young man,” she said, “this letter was the
last contact I had with Michael.” She looked away for a moment, then said seriously, “I
loved him very much. But I was only sixteen and my mother felt I was too young. He was so
handsome. You know, like Sean Connery, the actor.”

Tears. We both laughed. The director then left us alone. “Yes, Michael Goldstein was
his name. If you find him, tell him I still think of him often. I never did marry,” she said,
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smiling through tears that came up in her eyes. “I guess no one ever matched up to Michael...”

I thanked Hannah, said goodbye and took the lift to the ground floor. As I stood at the
door, the guard asked, “Was the old lady able to help you?”

I told him she had given me some information. ~ “At least I have a last name. But I
probably won't try to find it further for a while.” I explained that I had spent almost the
whole day trying to find the wallet’s owner.

While we talked, I pulled out the wallet and showed it to the guard. He looked at it
closely and said, “Hey, I'd know that anywhere. That's Mr Goldstein’s. He's always losing
it. I found it in the hall at least three times.”

“Who is Mr Goldstein?” I asked.
“He lives on the eighth floor. That's Mike Goldstein's wallet, for sure. He goes out for a
walk quite often.”

I thanked the guard and ran back to the director’s office to tell him what the guard said.
He went to the eighth floor with me. I prayed that Mr Goldstein had not gone to bed yet.

“I think he’s stillin the dayroom,” the nurse said. “He likes to read at night---adear
old man” '

We went to the only room that had lights on, and there was a man reading a book. The
director asked him if he had lost his wallet.

Michael Goldstein looked up, felt his back pocket and then said, “Goodness, it is missing,”

“This kind gentleman found a wallet. Could it be yours?”

The second he saw it, he smiled with relief. “Yes,” he said, “that’s it. I must have
dropped it this afternoon. I want to give you a reward.”

“Oh, no, thank you,” Isaid. “But I have to tell you something. I read the letter in the
hope of finding out who owned the wallet.”

The smile on his face disappeared. “You read that letter?”

“Not only did I read it, I think I know where Hannah is.”

He grew pale. “Hannah? You know where she is? How is she? Is she still as pretty as
she was?”

I hesitated.

“Please tell me!” Michael urged.
“She’s fine, and just as pretty as when you knew her.”
“Could you tell me where she is? I want to call her tomorrow.” He grasped my hand
and said, “You know something? When that letter came, my life ended. I never married. I
guess I've always loved her.”
“Michael,” Isaid. “Please come with me.”
The three of us took the lift to the third floor. We walked towards the day room where



2N

e

SENIOR ENGLISH READING COURSE

Hannah was sitting, still watching TV. The director went over to her.
“Hannah,” he said softly. “Do you know this man?” Michael and I stood waiting in
the doorway.

She adjusted her glasses, looked for a moment, but didn’t say a word.

“Hannabh, it's Michael. Michael Goldstein. Do you remember?”
“Michael? Michael? It’s you!”

He walked slowly to her side. She stood and they embraced. Then the two of them sat
on a couch, held hands and started to talk. The director and I walked out, both with tears in
the eyes.

“See how the good God works,” Isaid. “Ifit's meant to be, it will be.”

Three weeks later I got a call from the director, who asked, “Can you spare the time on
Sunday to attend a wedding?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “Yes, Michael and Hannah are
going to tie the knot!”

It was a lovely wedding, with all the people at the nursing home joining in the celebration.
Hannah wore a light yellow dress and looked beautiful. Michael wore a dark-blue suit and
stood tall. The home gave them their own room, and if you ever wanted to see a 74-year-old
bride and a 78-year-old groom acting like two teenagers, you had to see this couple.

A perfect ending for a love affair that had lasted nearly 60 years.

Total words: 1300
Reading time:
Reading speed:

I. Comprehensiomn:
A. Choose the right answer to explain the sentence or fill in the blank:
1. ...if love is meant to be, well... it’s meant to be.
A. If you stick to love, you are sure to get it.
B. If you insist on loving, you'll have to wait a long time to get it.
2. A “Dear John” letteris
A. aletter addressed to John by his lover
B. a girl’s letter telling a man that she no longer loves him
3.The work of the director in this articleis
A. to direct films or plays
B. to manage the nursing home
4. A day room is a room
A. where the old people in the nursing home spent their days
B. where the old people watched TV

6
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5. I guess no one ever matched up to Michael.
A. I think no one could be equally handsome as Michael.
B. I think no one was pretty enough to marry Michael.
6. Michael and Hannah are going to tie the knot.
A. They are going to get in touch with each other.
B. They are going to get married.

B. Choose the best answer for each blank:

1. The writer of this article was able to find from the torn letter.
A. the name of Michael
B. the address of Michael
C. the name of Hannah
D. the telephone number of Hannah

2. Hannah wrote to Michael because
A. she no longer loved him
B. he no longer loved her
C. Michael’s mother didn’t want him to marry her
D. her mother didn’t allow her to see him again.

3. told the writer where to find Hannah.
A. The telephone operator
B. The woman who spoke to her
C. The director of the nursing home
D. The guard at the nursing home

4. The writer found the owner of the wallet in
A. one day B. two days
C. three days D. four days

5. When Michael learned the writer had read his letter he felt .
A. relieved B. troubled
C. interested D. disappointed

6. When Michael was taken to Hannah, she .
A. didn’t want to see him B. was angry with him
C. didn’t recognize him D. no longer loved him

l. Vocabulary:
A. Fill in the blanks with the proper forms of the words given:

1. After several attempts, he decided that he wouldn't try to find the address

TSN s B BN B DI

for
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a while. (far)
2. He looked at the photo and said that he recognized the man. (close)

3. Michael didn't realize that his wallet was until he was told. (miss)
4. A lot of his workmen joined the for his 60th birthday. (celebrate)

B. Choose one of the following words for each blank:
relief chance contact reward request
1. When he saw his wallet again, he smiled with
2. He knew it was hard, but he had to take the
3. The bus will stop anywhere by .
4. The owner of the dog promised a to anyone who found it.
5. I have been trying to get in with you since yesterday morning.

HI. Writing:

In about 120 words, tell briefly what happened in this story. The following prompts may
help you:

wallet/old letter// Michael/ 60 years ago// in love/ forbid/ too young//

telephone operator/ find// old lady/ nursing home// show/ her story// happen/ also// see/
again//three weeks/ marry// :

e e o W e

| Reading Text B [

Appointment with Love
S.I. Kishor

Six minutes to six, said the great round clock over the information booth in Grand
Central Station. The tall young Army Lieutenant who had just come from the direction of
the tracks lifted his sunburned face, and his eyes narrowed to note the exact time. His heart
was pounding with a beat that shocked him because he could not control it. In six minutes,
he would see the woman who had filled such a special place in his life for the past thirteen
months, the woman he had never seen, yet whose written words had been with him and
supported him unfailingly.

He placed himself as closely as he could to the information booth, just beyond the ring
of people surrounding the clerks...
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Lieutenant Blandford remembered one night in particular, the worst of the fighting,
when his plane had been caught in the midst of a pack of enemy planes. He had seen the
grinning faces of one of the enemy pilots.

In one of his letters, he had confessed to her that he often felt fear, and only a few days be-
fore this battle, he had received her answer: “Of course you fear...all brave men do. Didn't King
David ®know fear? That's why he wrote the Twenty-third Psalm®. Next time you doubt yourself,
I want you to hear my voice reciting to you: ‘Yea, though I walk through the valley of the
shadow of death, I shall fear no evil, for Thou art withme’ ..#”” And he had remembered; he had
heard her imagined voice, and it had renewed his strength and skill.

Now he was going to hear her real voice. Four minutes to six. His face grew sharp.

Under the immense, starred roof®, people were walking fast like threads of colour being
woven into a gray web. A girl passed close to him, and Lieutenant Blandford started. She
was not wearing a red flower in her suit lapel, but it was a crimson sweet pea, not the little
red rose they had agreed upon. Besides, this girl was too young, about eighteen, whereas
Hollis Meynell had frankly told him she was thirty. “Well, what of it?” he had answered.

“I'm thirty-two.” He was twenty-nine.

His mind went back to that book—the book God Himself must have put into his hands
out of hundreds of Army library books sent to the Florida training camp.Of Human Bondage®,
it was; and throughout the book were notes in a woman’s writing. He had always hated that
writing-in habit, but these remarks were different. He had never believed that a woman could
see into a man'’s heart so tenderly, so understandingly. Her name was on the bookplate: Hol-
lis Meynell. He had got hold of a New York City telephone book and found her address. He
had written, she had answered. Next day he had been shipped out, but they had gone on
writing.

For thirteen months, she had faithfully replied, and more than replied. When his letters
did not arrive, she wrote anyway, and now he believed he loved her, and she loved him.

But she had refused all his pleas to send him her photograph. That seemed rather bad, of
course. But she had explained: “If your feeling for me has any reality, any honest basis, what I
look like won't matter. Suppose I'm beautiful, I'd always be haunted by the feeling that you had
been taking a chance on just that, and that kind of love would disgust me. Suppose I'm plain (and
you must admit that this is more likely) then I'd always fear that you were going on writing to me
only because you were lonely and had no one else. No, don’t ask for my picture. When you come
to New York, you shall see me and then you shall make your decision. Remember, both of us are
free to stop or to go on after that—whichever we choose...”

One minute to six...he pulled hard on a cigarette.

Then Lieutenant Blandford’s heart leaped higher than his plane had ever done.

9
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A young woman was coming toward him. Her figure was long and slim; her blond hair
lay back in curls from her delicate ears. Her eyes were blue as flowers, her lips and chin had
a gentle firmness. In her pale green suit, she was like spring time come alive.

He started toward her, entirely forgetting to notice that she was wearing no rose, and as
he moved, a small, provocative smile curved her lips.

“Going my way, soldier?” she murmured.

Uncontrollably, he made one step closer to her. Then he saw Hollis Meynell.

She was standing almost directly behind the girl, a woman well past forty, her graying
hair tucked under a worn hat. She was more than plump; her thick-ankled feet were thrust into
low-heeled shoes. But she wore a red rose in the rumpled lapel of her brown coat.

The girl in the green suit was walking quickly away.

Blandford felt as though he were being split in two, so keen was his desire to follow the
girl, yet so deep was his longing for the woman whose spirit had truly companioned and upheld
his own; and there she stood. Her pale, plump face was gentle and sensible; he could see that
now. Her gray eyes had a warm, kindly twinkle.

Lieutenant Blandford did not hesitate. His fingers gripped the small, worn, blue leather
copy Of Human Bondage which was to identify him to her. This would not be love, but it
would be something precious, something perhaps even rather than love—a friendship for
which he had been and must ever be grateful...

He squared his broad shoulders, saluted and held the book out toward the woman,
although even while he spoke he felt choked by the bitterness of his disappointment.

“I’'m Lieutenant John Blandford, and you—you are Miss Meynell. I'm so glad you
could meet me. May—may I take you to dinner?”

The woman's face broadened in a tolerant smile.  “I don’t know what this is all about,
son,” she answered. “That young lady in the green suit—the one who just went by—begged
me to wear this rose on my coat. And she said that if you asked me to go out with you, I
should tell you that she’s waiting for you in that big restaurant across the street. She said it
was some kind of a test. I've got two boys with Uncle Sam® myself, so I didn’t mind to do

you a favor.”

Notes: art = You are, i %1%,

L KEEEZLE(HA)PEAERKFLLEFIE 4. Here the “roof” refers to the sky.

EN 5.This is a book written by the English writer
2. ZZ(IBL ) FE “FFRT o William Somerset Maugham ( 48 ) in 1915.

3. E PR B 23 RSB . RAEMRITIIIER 6. The nickname of the United States.
PR , AR EE , B AR 5 FFE ., Thou




