
Практическая грамматика 2 курс АН 

 

Основные темы:  
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Основные темы:  

Имя существительное, Имя числительное, Артикль, Местоимение. 
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5.  

AT THE THEATRE 

by A. J. Cronin 

 

When I met Miss Jean at the theatre, her expression was eager, her dark irises held 

a sparkle of excitement. 



"I've been looking at the posters," she said, as we entered the foyer, "I can see 

nothing wrong in them whatever." 

Our seats, although inexpensive, were reasonably good, two pit stalls in the third 

row, and as we occupied them, the orchestra began, tuning up. My companion gave me a 

glance of ardent expression and burrowed into the programme which I handed  her. 

Then, as though wishing to be free of all encumbrance, she took off and entrusted 

to me her wristlet watch. 

"Please keep it safe for me. It's loose. And has worried me all   afternoon." 

Presently the lights went down, then, after a short overture, the curtain rose upon a 

scene of eighteenth century Paris. 

This was the evergreen play from "A Tale of Two Cities". 

At first my companion seemed to reserve her judgement, then gradually she sat up 

straight, her clear eyes kindling with interest and delight. Without removing her gaze from 

the stage she murmured to me in an undertone: 

"What   a   lovely   scene!" 

Then she yielded herself to the charm of Sydney Carton and sylphlike Lucie 

Manette. 

At the first interval she relaxed slowly, with a sigh, and, fanning her flushed cheeks 

with her programme, bent a grateful glance upon me. 

"It's splendid, Mr Shannon. So different from what I expected. I can't tell you what 

a treat it is for me." 

"Would you like an ice?" 

"Oh, no, I couldn't dream of it. After what we've seen it would be like sacrilege." 

"Of course, it's not a really first-rate play." 

"Oh, it is, it is," she insisted. "It's lovely. I feel so sorry for poor Sydney Carton. He's 

so much in love with Lucie and she... Oh, it must be a frightful thing, Mr Shannon, to be 

terribly in love with someone and not to be loved in return." 

"Quite," I agreed bravely. "Of course, they're extremely good friends. And 

friendship is a wonderful thing." 

She consulted her programme to conceal her blush. 

"I like them all," she said. "The girl who does Lucie is very sweet, she has lovely 

long blond hair. Miss N. de Silva is her name." 

"She," I answered, "in real life, is Martin Harvey's wife." 

"No!" she exclaimed, looking up with animation. "How interesting!" 

"She is probably forty-five years of age and that blond hair is a wig." 

"Please, don't, Mr Shannon," she cried, in a shocked voice. . "How can you joke 

about such things? I’m loving every minute of it. Hush! The curtain's going up." 

The second act began with green lights and soft, sad music. And more and more the 

sensitive features of my companion reflected the emotions awakened in her breast. At the 

intermission, deeply affected, she barely spoke at all. But, as the last act got under way, a 

strange phenomenon occurred, how I could not guess, yet in some manner her hand, small 

and rather damp, became entangled with my own. 

At last, the end, with a clamorous house and many, many curtain-calls for Miss de 

Silva and Martin Harvey – now looking, in fact, happy and handsome in his silk shirt and 

varnished top-boots, marvellously resurrected from his tomb. Miss Jean Law, however, 

was too overcome to join in such banal applause. Silently, as though crushed by feelings 

too deep for words, she rose and accompanied me from the theatre. Only when we reached 

the street did she turn to me. 



"Oh, Robert," she whispered, with brimming eyes. "You can't believe hew much 

I've enjoyed myself." 

It was the first time she had used my Christian name. 

We walked to Central Station in silence, and, since her train, the last of the day, did 

not leave for fifteen minutes, we stood somewhat self-consciously together under the 

bookstall clock. 

Suddenly, as though awakening from a dream, Miss Jean gave a little start of 

recollection. 

"My watch!" she exclaimed. "I was almost forgetting it. 

"Oh, of course," I smiled. ."I had quite forgotten too." And I felt in my jacket pocket 

for the trinket she had entrusted me. 

But I could not find it. I searched unsuccessfully through 

all the pockets of my jacket, inside and out. Then, with 

growing consternation   I   began   to  fumble  in my waistcoat pockets. 

"Good heavens," I muttered. "I don't seem to have it." 

"But you must have it." Her voice sounded stiff and queer. "I gave it to you." 

"I know you did, but I'm such an absent-minded beggar. I mislay everything." 

I was now searching, vainly,-and somehow desperately, in my trousers when, 

chancing to glance up, I caught sight of the look upon Miss Jean's face, the look of a pure 

young woman, who finds after all, that she is Indeed dealing with a blackguard and has 

been deceived by him: such a look of pain, doubt and consternation I stopped my futile 

fumblings in dismay. 

"What's   the   matter?" 

"It isn't my watch." Her lips had turned deathly white, her voice was smaller than 

ever. "It's my mother's watch, given her by my father. I borrowed it, out of vanity, to 

impress you. Oh, dear, oh dear." The inexhaustible fountains of her eyes overflowed again. 

"After this lovely evening ... when I was trusting you and ... liking you ..." 

"Good Lord," I shouted. "Do you think I've stolen the blasted thing?" 

By way of answer she broke down completely. Then, as she opened her handbag to 

f ind her sodden handkerchief, a sudden gleam of gold illumined the dimness of the station 

arches. I remembered that, while she sat entranced – fearing, indeed, that I might lose the 

thing – I had slipped it for safety in her bag. 

"Oh!" she cried, petrified.  "Oh, dear, goodness ..." 

She stared at me in horrified contrition and stammered: "How can I ... ever apologize 

... for doubting you?" 

Stony silence on my part. 

From behind us came the shrill blast of a guard's whistle, followed by the warning 

shriek of an engine. 

"Robert!" she cried wildly. "What can I say ... oh, my dear, what can I do?" 

I gazed upon her coldly. Again the engine shrieked. 

"Unless you wish to spend the night on the Winton pavements, I advise you to catch 

your train." 

Frantically, she gazed from me to the platform where, with slow, reverberating 

chuffs, her train was beginning to move. For an instant she hesitated, then, with a little 

moan, she turned and  ran. 

When I saw that she was safely aboard I turned, and, a few minutes later, took the 

last train for Dalnair. 

 



ПУПР 1 курс CАН 

Основные темы:  
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  Основная литература: 
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Дополнительный материал: 

1. 

DAILY BREAD 

O.HENRY 

 

Miss Martha was forty years old, and she wasn't married. She had a good heart and two 

thousand dollars in the bank: many women marry who have less. 

Martha wasn't married, but she always showed a smiling face to the people who came 

every day to buy bread in her little bakery. 

 She sold fresh bread and stale bread. Fresh bread cost five cents a loaf and stale bread 

cosf five cents for two loaves; "two for five," as she said to the midle-aged man she had 

begun to be interested in. 

He came to the bakery two or three times a week. He had light brown hair and blue 

eyes. His clothes were not new, but always very clean. He always bought two loaves • of 

stale bread, never fresh, and Miss Martha decided that he was very poor. He had long, very 

white hands; she could see that he wasn't a workman. "Perhaps he is an artist," she-thought, 

"a poor artist, living in a cold dark room and painting beautiful pictures. She often thought 

of him when she sat down to her dinner of meat and vegetables, and bread and butter and tea 

and jam. She thought of him sitting alone in his cold dark corner, "taxing his dry, stale 

bread. How sorry she was that she could not invite him to have dinner with her! (We have 

told you that Miss Martha had a good heart.) Or perhaps he wasn't an artist. Perhaps he 

couldn't find any work and walked the streets all day long, looking for something to do. 

That was even worse. Miss Martha was ready to cry whenever she thought of it. She wanted 

to talk to him, to know more about him. But how? He never spoke to her, except to ask for 

two loaves of stale bread. At last she thought of a plan which, she hoped, would not only 

help her to discover his profession, but would let her begin a conversation with him. 

In her room behind the shop, Miss Martha had a painting which she always liked to look 

at. It was a painting of a wonderful white palace-on an island in a lake. There was a little boat 

on the blue water of the lake; and in the boat lay a beautiful girl, with one hand in the water. 

Miss Martha brought the painting from her room and put it on the wall just behind the place 

where she kept the loaves of bread. 

The next day the man came in, and said, as usual, "Two loaves of stale bread, please." 

As Miss Martha turned to him with the loaves of bread, her heart begaij to beat more quickly. 



She saw that he was looking at her picture: there was even a smile on his face. 

"You have a fine picture here, madam," he said as she handed him the bread. 

"I am glad you think so," Miss Martha answered. "It's my favourite picture." She turned 

and looked at the picture. "I admire art so much," she said, "and ..." she was going to say, "and 

artists," but she stopped: it was too early to say that. "... and paintings," she finished instead. 

"Do you think it is a good picture?" 

The man looked at the picture again, this time more carefully, then said: "Yes, the 

picture isn't bad, not bad at all. But I'm afraid the proportions of the palace aren't quite right." 

He took the bread without saying anything else and left the shop. 

Miss Martha went to the window and looked after him. How nice he was! How his 

blue eyes shone behind his eyeglasses! How quickly he saw that the proportions in the picture 

were wrong! She was sure now that he was an artist. An artist — and living on stale bread! 

His life was so hard: it could be so much easier with her two thousand dollars in the bank, 

with her bakery, with her heart that understood ... but she stopped herself. These were day-

dreams, she had no right to think such things. 

Often now, when he came, he stopped to talk a few minutes to Miss Martha. He 

seemed to like her smile, the sound of her voice, her conversation. But he continued to buy 

only stale bread. Never a cake, never even a loaf of fresh bread. He looked thinnef, she thought, 

and unhappy. How she wanted to put something good into the parcel together with his stale 

bread! But she hadn't enough courage for that. She knew how proud artisfs were, how they 

hated gifts in any form. 

Miss Martha began to wear her silk blouse in the shop. She was wearing it one day 

when her artist came in and asked, as usual, for two loaves of stale bread. Miss Martha had just 

turned to the shelf to get the loaves, when there was a great noise in the street, and fireengines 

began to pass the house. The artist ran to the door to look, and at that moment the great idea 

came to Miss Martha's mind. 

On the lower shelf there was a big piece of fresh butter that she had bought that 

morning. Miss Martha took a knife, made a hole in each loaf of bread and put a big piece of 

butter in it. When the artist turned round, she had already made a paper parcel with the two 

loaves in it. When the artist had left after a very pleasant little conversation, Miss Martha 

smiled to herself, but her heart was beating faster than usual. She hoped the artist would not 

be angry when he discovered the butter. But no, how could he be angry about such a small 

thing? Nobody thought of butter as a girt! 

She thought of what was happening in the artist's room. It was lunch time, her artist 

had stopped painting and was looking at his beautiful picture, in which the proportions were 

quite right. Soon he would sit down to his cup of tea and dry bread. He would break one of the 

loaves – ah! – would he think as he ate, of the hand that had put the butter into that loaf? 

Would he...? 

The bell over the shop door rang loudly and two men came in. One of them was a young 

man she had never seen before. The other was her artist... 

The artist's face was very red, his hat was on the back of his head, his eyes were wild. 

"You foolish old woman!" he shouted at Miss Martha. At Miss Martha! 

The younger man tried to pull him away. "No, I won't go!" the artist cried, freeing 

his arm. "I won't go until I tell her!" Then to Miss Martha; "You have ruined my life; you 

have ruined everything! You are a foolish old cat!" 

Miss Martha closed her eyes. She held one hand to her face, the other was on her silk 

blouse over her heart. She felt that the shelves full of bread were going round her in great 

circles. 



The young man took the artist's arm again. "You've said enough; come on!" He pulled 

the angry artist to the door and 

pushed him into the street. Then he closed the door and came back to Miss Mariha. 

"I'll explain what happened," he said. "I couldn't, while he was in the room. You see, 

he's an architect. We work together in the same office. He has worked hard for six months, 

drawing a plan for a new city hall. It was a prize competition. He finished his plan today. You 

know, an architect always makes his drawing in pencil first, and then draws over the lines in 

ink. When it is finished, he takes away the pencil lines with stale bread. It's better than rubber. 

My friend bought his stale bread here. Well, today ... well, you know ... butter isn't very good 

for ... well, he can't show that plan to anybody now." 

Miss Martha went into her room behind the shop. She took off the silk blouse and 

put on her old brown one. Then she sat down and cried. 
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