N. LANGLEY

THE RETURN

Kirk Pomfret had gone out to South Africa from Englаnd in 1910, expecting to find the streets of Johannes​burg1 paved with gold. There was plenty of gold, but there were also plenty of men ahead of him with the same idea, and in the end he bought, site unseen2 a farm in Rhodesia. When Pomfret arrived at his farm he found it a desert of sand and stones. Five head of cattle were dying if thirst round the back door of the house.
A weaker man would have burst into tears and left, but Pomfret took off his coat, cursed the seller and began an impossible fight with the elements. He brought water from a mud puddle fifty-two miles away, saved two of the oxen and killed the rest and salted the meat for the day when empty stores3 would make them a delicacy; and bought a plow. The plow refused to plow natural macadam. Pomfret spent six of the worst months of the year break​ing the surface of the land with an axe, existing on salt beef and brackish water, until an unexpected cloud appeared from nowhere, drenched him and his lands and sent him down with a bad fever which left him   weak, but breathing. It was then he decided that he was dealing with a two-man job, and that a windmill would save a hundred-mile trip twice a week for water. So he went to Johannesburg. He got his windmill through a brazen flirtation with the wife of an ironmonger on a system of easy payments that staggered even the ironmonger himself.
Then he met Kennedy outside the railway station, on his way to catch the train. The windmill transaction had put him into excellent spirits. Kennedy looked broke, ill and hungry, and so he took him into a pub and filled him with whisky and cheese biscuits. Then he said suddenly, "If you don't mind God's worst job, I'm looking for а раrtner to help run my farm."
Kennedy grinned.
"I look as if I've got the capital for a partnership, don't I?" he inquired.
"Are you fairly strong?"
"I used to think so."
"Particular about meals?"
"I've forgotten."
"Take what comes?"
"Yes."
"Right," said Pomfret. "You've got all you need. My name's Kirk Pomfret, and my train leaves in a couple of minutes. If you want a job, I'll pay your fare."
Kennedy eyed him for a moment without speaking "Where's the catch?" he asked at last.
"The catch is the farm. You may roll over and die when you see what's to be done. I've been up there eight months and I need someone to help carry on or I'll go out like a light before next winter."
"Then you're serious?"
"Of course, I'm serious," said Pomfret with energy.
An old light came back into Kennedy's eyes. "I'm with you," he said.
Three years later they sold their first tobacco crop for a modest price, and rode in to the storekeeper's to celebrate.
"I'll admit frankly -"said M'Rorty, the storekeeper, as they sat on packing cases and drank champagne, "I'll admit frankly that it's a meeracle. I never knew when on о'your natives wasn't going to come in with the news that you'd both passed on 4, and expec' me to go fifty miles to bury you both. Good luck to ye, says I, for ye desairve it!"
"It's team-work," declared Pomfret. "System, M'Rorty Science."
"Go an' boil your heid5", said M'Rorty. "It's guts".
As they rode home through the newly cut fields, Kennedy said, "You're the biggest chancer I've met in twentyseven years of bad living, Pom. Picking me up out of the street that day," Kennedy continued thoughtfully. "I looked a thug. You took a chance there."
"Not me. I know the good stuff when I see it. Never wrong about thugs."
"You took a chance with the farm too." 
"There," admitted Pomfret, "you've got me6. I never dreamed I'd live to see the day when it brought in returns. A hundred and seventy-eight pounds, one and ninepence, and just a beginning. Another season like this and the windmill's ours.
Silently they realized they enjoyed a perfect friendship, hard-earned and firm as rock.
The next season they planted as many acres again, and with the end of the season came a drought that made the windmill useless and sent Kennedy down with fever. He came in from the fields one afternoon, sweating and tired, poured himself out a whisky and suddenly found his hands had swollen and the room was full of invisible crickets deafening him with their noise. He drank the whis​ky and put down the glass and went to look for Pomfret, and saw three Pomfrets sailing along about five feet off the ground. He threw his hands above his face and fell forward into the dust. A long time after, he heard Pomfret's voice again, and when he eventually opened his eyes he found himself in his bed with a mountain of heavy blankets and smelling of quinine.
"Hullo," said Pomfret pleasantly. "How do you feel?"
Kennedy made an indistinct noise.
"That's good," said Pomfret. "In case you don't know you've been there three weeks, and I know more about your private affairs than your own mother. But it's all over now. Lie still and don't try to talk and you'll be sit​ting up in a week and there's a holiday coming for you. A long holiday near the sea."
"Nonsense," said Kennedy. "Got to stay here7."
"What for?"
"Save the crops."
"Listen," invited Pomfret. "Hear anything?"
And Kennedy heard the rain.
"That's been going on for days. And when it's finished, the tobacco'll come out of the ground. All I do is pick it and gather in the check. You're going to Port Shepstone8. There's an old pal of mine there, Charley Craddock. I've written already. When you've lived there for a month, yoy can come back and help."
A week and a half later Kennedy left for Port Shepstone, which was a long way south, on the Indian Ocean. He had no idea where he was going, beyond a name and address. He was relieved to find he was the only man alighting when the narrow-gauge train wheezed into the station. He stood on the platform with his suitcase in one hand and the coat thrown over his shoulder, and waited.
A soft voice beside him said, "You're Mr. Kennedy, aren't you?" He turned hastily and found himself looking into the eyes of a fair young woman, and was seized with shyness.
"Yes, I am," he said with an apologetic laugh.
"How do you do? Charley Craddock's doing some shopping. I'm Margaret Vincent. I'm governess to the two children."
"It was very good of you to meet me," said Kennedy, feeling awkward and clumsy. "Pomfret didn't tell me much about anything and I'm afraid you'll find me rather slow."
The girl laughed.
"I'm sure we won't. We've had orders to look after you very carefully."
"But I'm perfectly fit9 again!"
"I suppose you're tired after the journey?"
"Not a bit of it," Kennedy denied, though he could still feel his knees tremble occasionally.
They began walking down the dusty main street.
"I nearly went to Rhodesia instead of coming here," she said, after a while.
"Oh, yes?" Kennedy returned politely.
"Is it very romantic where you are?"
"No," said Kennedy, "and it's hardly the place for a woman where we are."
They arrived at a neat, japanned trap.
"Here's the carriage. Put the case under the seat and it won't be in anybody's way." She saw the effort he took to lift it, and with a quick little movement helped him. He thanked her rather shamefacedly.
"Makes you feel a bit of a fool," he apologized, "when you can't lift your own bag three feet."
"I should have remembered. Let's wait here until Charley's finished his shopping."
She shaded her eyes and gazed down the street in search of him, and Kennedy took the opportunity of study​ing her, and wondering if it was the strangeness of seeing women again that made her so beautiful.
"You must have been lonely up there, just the two of you?"
"Not really. Pomfret's my best friend - my only friend, actually. And we're working most of the time."
"Tobacco, isn't it?"
"Yes. Not much else'll grow where we are. You'll forgive me, but you're from England, aren't you? I mean, you've not been out here long?"
"Five years. Why? Do I still look out of my element?"
"No! You look fresh, and cool and civilized." 
"Hello," said Charley Craddock, appearing like a genie from nowhere. "Margaret found   you, didn't she? That's good. You're not looking too good, old boy. ...Bit yellowish, ain't he, Margaret?"
He kept up his chatter on the way to the farm, not al​ways brilliantly, but incessantly, with the result that Ken​nedy felt at his ease long before he thought he would.
It was a pleasant, comfortable farm with gardens of rich colour and large shady green trees and lawns. Crad​dock's wife was a quiet friendly woman who looked after him so efficiently that five weeks brought his health back and restored the weight he had lost.
He saw a lot of Margaret. The children hunted alone and she found time to walk across the fields with him in the afternoons.
He fell in love with her slowly, as he did most things, but with terrific thoroughness, and was naïve enough to bllieve that she had no way of guessing.
Once when they were climbing a fence on the way back to the farm, she caught her heel and almost fell, and for a moment Kennedy held her against him and felt her relax in his arms, but he was too afraid to kiss her. Kennedy cursed himself for a fool, and then consoled himself with the fact that he was in no position to offer a serious proposal of marriage to any woman.
Another week, however, brought his departure near enough, and for the first time he saw a kindred fear in her eyes when he spoke of it. They had been bathing, and now lay back upon blankets in the tall brown grass that lined the beach. She sat looking at him gravely, and there was no mistaking the expression in her eyes. 
"Penny for your thoughts,10" she invited. 
"This time next week," he said gloomily, "I shall be pruning tobacco leaves as far away from you as South Africa can push me."
"I'll miss you," she said softly. 
"Will you? Not so much as I'll miss you." 
Then, with a swiftness that surprised even himself, he held her tightly. Her arms slipped about his neck, and he forgot everything except that he loved her with a sick, burning desperation.
"I can't leave you," he said unsteadily. 
"You mustn't," she answered. "I won't know what to do. I've never been in love before. I'll die if you go away." 
"I won't go. I'll find something to do here. Pomfret will understand." He spoke resolutely,   but he knew he wasn't the man to leave Pomfret or the farm, and that he would never forgive himself if he married a woman he couldn't support in comfort. He tried to explain some of this to her. She lay still in his arms, contemptuous of his grimly literal ethics, but her face was sweet with under​standing. He was her last chance: she was twenty-seven, and spinsterhood was creeping toward her. She had had bad luck with the local men through being overconfident when she first arrived. In England they had told her that rich husbands were two a penny in South Africa.
She had been fool enough, too, to be too forward with them but they were prudes about the qualities they demanded in a wife. It had got her talked about.
And here was Kennedy all but11 slipping through her fingers, although he was in love with her.
Of all the women he could have chosen, she was the most thoroughly ruthless and designing.
"Ken," she whispered. "I don't know how to say it. It's the first time in my life I ever wanted to put it into words. Perhaps you'll hate me." 
"Hate you? Oh, Margaret!" 
"Are you sure you wouldn't, no matter what it was?" 
"I swear it," he said. "Tell me, sweatheart." His voice shook.
"I want to live with you, no matter where . . . to be all yours . . . because no matter what the world does to us, we belong to each other."
He caught her to him fiercely. "Oh, my darling!" he said. "I'm not worthy! Not worthy!"   
Concealing her irritation, she lifted his face and kissed him again with almost childlike innocence. "I'm yours," she whispered simply. "Take me, Ken, all of me, into your heart for ever."
She discovered that his eyes were filled with tears. A fierce joy swept through her, a sense of ultimate, long-awaited conquest. She had got him.
"God in heaven," said M'Rorty, "he can't bring a woman out here!"
"That's what I'd have thought," said Pomfret, "but they're married and she's coming back with him, so there it is."
Kennedy introduced Margaret to Pomfret, and believed they liked each other on sight. Pomfret took her hand warmly, but his eyes said, "I've got your number12. You're a rotter." Her eyes returned. "Not enough room for both of us. You'll have to go."
She worked wonders with the house, and Kennedy nev​er tired of singing her praises to Pomfret. Pomfret agreed cordially and treated her beautifully, but never went back on his first impression.
She broke their friendship as she had meant to do, subtly, so that Kennedy never knew and, once Pomfret was no longer dangerous, treated him pleasantly enough. 
Pomfret kept to his share of the work and rode in to M'Rorty when he wanted company. Two more years went by, two more good crops made them more than comfortable, and a farm manager arrived to deal with the increasing work. He was a thin man, Calvert O'Brien by name, posses​sing a hard twist13 that made him interesting to Mar​garet.
M'Rorty disliked O'Brien on sight. 
"He didn't ask a lot, and he knows his job," Pomfret said.
"Watch her," M'Rorty advised.
"I'm watching. First signs of any monkey business and Brien goes quicker than he came."
But it was August, 1914, and war hit South Africa a month later.
To both Kennedy and Pomfret, it was a matter of course that they should go. Kennedy spent a long time breaking it gently to Margaret, and then found she took it as much as a matter of course as he did. O'Brien argued that, as he hadn't started the war, he failed to see why he should fight in it, and they left him in charge of the farm and took the long journey to the Pretoria14 training camp. 
Their contingent landed at Lüderitz Bayl5 on Christmas Day and was marched through forty miles of heat to find the Germans had retreated, systematically destroying rail-way lines and bridges. Then came forced marches, sunstroke, fever, poisoned drinking water, fleas, through barren deserts of murderous heat, with swollen tongues, and guns that were too hot to hold.
Then in May, 1917, they were pushed to Dodoma16 to cut off a German contingent making for Portuguese terri​tory. They caught up with it thirty miles from the border and went into camp five miles away from it, in thick bush. Days grew into weeks, with each side waiting for the other to make the first move.
Then the stores ran out and left them with a few coffee grains and what they could kill in the way of meat. For​aging expeditions began at night, Kennedy and Pomfret led them, with silencers on their revolvers, in search of buck. Once they had just decided to go back when a bullet hit a tree above Pomfret's head. They fell on their stomachs as five or six more followed it, and then Pomfret caught a glimpse of a hand grenade sailing toward them.
When he opened his eyes, he was conscious of pain in his hand. He tried to move, and an agonizing shock ran through his body. He raised his head and looked round for Kennedy, fearfully. He lay near by, under a tree, his face covered with blood, staring into the sun. With a sudden horror, Pomfret realized Kennedy was blind. He called his name, but Kennedy did not move.
Late that evening his own men found them and carried them back to camp. From there they were rushed to Dodo​ma to the dressing station17, and from there to the hospi​tal base.
Pomfret came back to life after two weeks' nursing, but Kennedy lay still and began to die. They took Pomfret in to see him and found that he reacted a little when Pomfret spoke, so Pomfret stayed by him and tried to stop him from dying. Talking of Margaret brought a sudden flicker back to Kennedy's life, so Pomfret went on talking of her endlessly till at last Kennedy's mind began to stir again and he talked of her too. He wanted her letters. Therе must be hundreds of letters waiting to be read to him. Pomfret assured him that there were, but that they hadn't arrived at the base yet.
"Keep him alive this week, and he'll live," the doctor said.
Pomfret stayed by his bed at night now, as well as by day, talking until his throat was sore, but Kennedy wanted his letters, and Pomfret could think of nothing to offer him instead.

Then the letter came. Pomfret tore it open violently, and the lines hit him: "I'm not a bad woman, but I'm not a good one either. It's better for you, as well as for me, that I go with Calvert. You'll get over it, and you'll know I was right. I love him and I hate Rhodesia, and I always will, I'm sorry, because you were good to me, but I didn't need goodness."
He read it to Kennedy something like this: "I'm not a bad woman, but I know, now, I'm not good enough for you. The only thing that keeps me going is the thought that soon, now, you'll be coming back again. I can't stand the loveliness much longer without you. I need you, and I love you, Ken." 
Then he wrote to Margaret and told her what he had done, and ordered her to get back to the farm and start writing to Kennedy or he'd knock her teeth out when he got back. There was no answer to it, so Pomfret wrote a few more letters himself.
They were not masterpieces of forgery, but they were good enough for Kennedy. He made Pomfret read them over again, until he knew each word by heart, and slowly and surely he began to recover. He dictated letters to Margaret which Pomfret wrote out carefully, and then guided Kennedy's hand in the signatures. Then he burned them and forged the answers.
When Kennedy was discharged from the hospital, still blind, he had twenty-four letters neatly tied together with string in his suitcase, and all he could talk about was seeing Margaret again. The doctor's final words to Pomfret were, "Don't let him fool himself. He's still a sick man. One bad shock could smash him to pieces." They boarded the boat and were two weeks reaching Durban18. Each day of the fourteen Pomfret tried to find courage to tell Ken​nedy that his wife had left him six months ago and that his best friend had filled him with a pack of lies and each day he lost his nerve19 at the last moment and kept silent. Kennedy talked with growing excitement and impatience about Margaret and the farm.
They went by train to Rhodesia - three days' journey. Kennedy was like a child, radiant and expectant, counting each station.
An hour away from their station, Pomfret at last set his teeth and spoke. "Kennedy," he said in a hard toneless voice, "You've put too much faith in one person. You're expecting too much from Margaret."
There was a long silence, and Kennedy's face showed neither surprise nor offense.
"I'll tell you," he said at last, very gently. "You never really understood Margaret. She and I know each other so completely. We have that secret understanding that shuts out the rest of the world."
"Well, what I wanted to say -" said Pomfret despe​rately. "No, what I meant was - Kennedy, I'm sorry, but Margaret won't be at the station to meet you." And he sat back with the sweat running off his face.
"Why not?" said Kennedy.
Pomfret spoke quickly. "I should have told you some​thing three months ago, and I didn't. This is it: That letter Margaret sent you when you were dying; she didn't write it. I did. And all the rest. You were dying, Kennedy. We had to do something to make you go on living!"
Kennedy sat with his hands resting on his knees, and his face betrayed nothing.
"You mean Margaret didn't write it at all?" he said at last, with, deceptive quiet.
"No, except -"
"Except?"
"Well, there was one letter."
"Did you read it to me?"
"No."
"Why not?" And then, when there was no answer, "Why not, I said." 
"She wrote and said she was going back to England; she couldn't stand the life and the loneliness."
"Back to England," said Kennedy in a low voice, and rested back against the seat. "All that time you were lying."
"You don't think I liked doing it, do you?" said Pom​fret with bitterness.
"No," said Kennedy slowly. "No, I'm sure you didn't. But you don't have to go on lying now. What else was in pat letter she sent me?"
Pomfret felt desperate. "That was all," he said.
A note of savage rage came into Kennedy's voice. "No, it wasn't! You hated her - you always hated her! She told fie at last - just before we left - it was upsetting her so much, and I told her that it'd be all right in the end and not to worry. I'm asking for the whole truth!" Kennedy's voice shook with emotion. "I only hope I'll be able to recognize it when I get it!"
"All right," said Pomfret miserably, "I won't make things any worse. Here's the letter. You can get M'Rorty to read it to you." He pushed the letter into Kennedy's hands, and Kennedy held it for a moment, then slowly and deliberately tore it to pieces. There was a haggard look on his face now, as if all the life had gone out of it.
Pomfret exhausted sat silent, and the train pulled into their station. M'Rorty came along the platform, waving his hat and shouting. He and Pomfret helped Kennedy out, and then Pomfret left M'Rorty with Kennedy, shouted to the porter and began to collect their luggage, so that his back was turned for a minute or so.
When he turned round, his jaw fell open and he stood there, stupidly staring, for Kennedy had his arms around a woman; he was laughing and sobbing, and Margaret was kissing him again and again.
He was bewildered. He tried to picture the letter in his mind again, to remember the wording of it. Margaret saw him over Kennedy's shoulder, and smiled and waved to him to join them. For a moment Pomfret half turned to walk away from them, then slowly came over and lifted his hat with a weak grin.
"Hullo, Kirk!" said Margaret with superficial warmth; and she smiled oversweetly. "How wonderful to see you back again... and safe! We thought you were both dead! It was so awful, so awful!" Pomfret's eyes widened, but Margaret still kept looking straight into his face without a tremor. "I couldn't believe it when I heard you were still alive! It was like starting all over again!"
"How did you hear?" began Pomfret clumsily.
"The government sent me two telegrams. The first one was when they thought they'd never find you again. That's why I stopped writing, darling. Oh, if only I'd known! And the second telegram was to tell you were on your way home!"
Kennedy stood silent all this time, his hands locked in Margaret's keeping his back half toward Pomfret. Pomfret knew it to be the end of everything between them. Her eyes had been as cold as a snake's. He knew that she didn't care a fig for Kennedy, or his blindness, but that she was fighting a desperate fight for the only security left to her.
"You two had better go on ahead," he said at last. "I'll follow with M'Rorty."
Margaret agreed cheerfully and led Kennedy away with loving care.
"She's been back a week," M'Rorty said, even before Pomfret could ask a question,   "O'Brien deserted her in Cape Town, and I had to send her her fare home. He took your money along with him." There was a pause. "What now?" he added.
"She's not likely to leave him again. Nobody'd want what's left of her. She'll look after him all right - she's not that much of a fool - and he'll be happy. She's won. When's the next train out?"
"Hour and a half."
"I'll take it," said Pomfret.
Noel Langley ['nouəl
'læŋgli] 
Kirk Pomfret ['kə:k
'pomfrit]
Rhodesia [rou'dirzjə] Kennedy ['kenidi] M'Rorty [mə'ro:ti]
Charley Craddock    ['t∫α:li
'krædək] 
Margaret Vincent
['mα:gərit 'vinsent] 
Calvert O'Brien ['kælvət
ou'braiən] 
Portuguese [,po:tju'gi:z]
Notes

1. Johannesburg [dзou'hænisbə:g] - a town in the Republic of South Africa. There are many gold mines it.
2. site unseen - without seeing the place 
3. empty stores - here lack of food 
4. pass on (sl.) - die 
5. M'Rorty mispronounces the following words:
meeracle — miracle



desairve — deserve
o' — of





an' — and
expec' — expect



held — head
ye — you
6. you've got me — here you are right
7. Got to stay — I have got to stay — I have to stay. 
8. Port Shepstone ['po:t '∫epstn] — a town in the Republic of South Africa 
9. to be fit — to be strong and well 
10. penny for your thoughts (colloq.) — I'll give you a penny to know what you are thinking of
11. all but — almost
12. I've got your number (colloq.) — I know what kind of person you are
13. hard twist — here something hard and crooked in him
14. Pretoria [pri'to:riə] — a town in the Republic of South Africa
15. Lüderitz Bay ['ludəriz bei] — a bay in South-West Africa
16. Dodoma [dou'douma] — a town in central Tanganyika
17. dressing station — a station near the front line where the wounded are given first aid
18. Durban ['də:bən] — a town and seaport in the Union of South Africa
19. to lose one's nerve — to lose courage
WORDS AND WORD COMBINATIONS
(TO BE REMEMBERED, USED IN EXERCISES,
OR WHEN RETELLING THE TEXT)

to expect




mud
ahead (of)




the rest   (of somebody, or something)
cloud





sunstroke 
a bad fever




sore
to be badly wounded



to get over (something)
to save





to recover
outside





to tie
used (to do something)


clumsy
fare





to look after
to go out (about a light)


a bit
modest





to lose  (weight, nerve)
to admit




to put on weight
storekeeper




to guess
like (this)




to miss (somebody)
sweat v, n 




irritation
swollen 




to treat
blanket 




to mean (to   do   some thing)​
to have no idea



to care (for)


to be (feel) relieved 



no longer

the only 




to (be) upset

soft (ly) 




to worry

shy (ness) 




to tear

awkward





I. Practise the pronunciation of the following words:

biscuits, drought, sweat, quinine, beach, thoroughly, conquest, conscious, straight.
II.
Answer the following questions:
1. How did Pomfret happen to buy a farm in Rhodesia?
2. What did he find on the farm?
3. Where did he get water?
4. When did he decide to get a windmill and why?
5. Where did he meet Kennedy and why did he take him into a pub?
6. What did he ask Kennedy and what did he offer him?
7. When and how did they sell their first crop? 
8. Why did Kennedy think that Pomfret was a man who took a chance? 
9. How did Kennedy fall ill? 
10. What happened when Kennedy came to himself?
(Where was he, what did Pomfret tell him?) 

11. What did Kennedy feel when he saw Margaret? 
12. Why did Craddock chatter all the way home? 
13. Why did Kennedy think that Margaret did not guess, about his feelings?
14. What did Margaret feel towards Kennedy? 
15. What did Pomfret think about Margaret and how did he meet her? 
16. What did Margaret do when she came to their farm? 
17. Why did the two friends engage Calvert O'Brien?
18. What happened when the war broke out?
19. How did the two friends happen to be wounded?
20. What happened to the two friends in the hospital?
21. What did Pomfret do to keep Kennedy alive?
22. What did Margaret write in her letter? What ver​sion did Pomfret read to his friend?
23. Why was Pomfret afraid to tell his friend the truth?
24. What did Pomfret tell his friend at last? 
25. What was Kennedy's reaction and what did he do with Margaret's letter?
26. What happened at the station?  (What did Marga​ret tell them?)
27. What did Pomfret think Margaret would do and why? Why did he decide to go away?
III. Answer the following questions (which are not true to fact), giving both short and complete answers:
l. Pomfret did not expect to find the streets paved h gold, did he? 2. There weren't plenty of men ahead of him with the same idea, were there? 3. Pomfret found his farm to be a piece of good land, didn't he? 4. Pomfret did not get a windmill, did he? 5. Pomfret wasn't in good spirits when he met Kennedy, was he? 6. They did not sell their first crop for a modest price, did they? 
7. M'Rorty expected the two friends to be a success, didn't he? 8. Kennedy wasn't relieved when he found he was the only man getting off the train, was he? 9. Kennedy was met by Charley Craddock, wasn't he? 10. Kennedy didn't feel shy or awkward when he met Margaret, did he? 
11. There were no shady trees in Charley Craddock's gar​den, were there? 12. Margaret wasn't ruthless and designing, was she? 13. Pomfret didn't treat Margaret well, did he? 14. Kennedy didn't expect any letter from his wife, did he? 15. Kennedy didn't tear Margaret's real letter to pieces, did he?
IV. Answer the following questions. Use the words given in bold type in questions of your own:
1. What did Pomfret expect to find in Johannesburg and what did he actually find there? 2. What did he do with the rest of the oxen? 3. Whom did he meet outside the railway station? 4. Who used to think he was strong? 5. What did the storekeeper admit? 6. What made Kenne​dy sweat? 7. Was Kennedy covered with many blankets and why was it done? 8. Did Kennedy have any idea where he was going for his holiday? 9. Why was he relieved that he was the only man to get off the train? 10. Do you think Margaret's voice was naturally soft or did she make it sound so and why? When do people talk softly? Do you prefer records (music) played softly or loudly? 11. Why did Kennedy feel shy and awk​ward when he met Margaret? 12. Who looked after Kennedy at Craddock's place? 13. What do people do to lose weight? Why do some people want to lose weight? 14. Do you think Margaret guessed what Kennedy felt? Why do you think so? 15. What irritated Margaret about Kenne​dy? Did she manage to conceal her irritation? 
16. How did Margaret and Pomfret treat each other? 17. What did Margaret mean to do about her husband's friend? When did Pomfret mean to tell his friend about Margaret? 18. What must one do when one's throat is sore? What can make one's throat sore? 19. Was Kennedy the man to get over his wife's desertion? Do you think Margaret believed her husband would get over it easily? What helps a person to get over some grief, disappointment? 20. Do you think Margaret really could not stand the loneliness of the farm, the life in Rhodesia? What can't you stand? 21. Was Margaret really upset because Pomfret did not like her? 22. Do you worry when your friends or relatives are late?
V. Use Complex Object constructions in your answers:
1. Did M'Rorty want the two friends to succeed and why? 2. What did the Craddocks   want Kennedy to do when he was at their place? 3. What did Pomfret see his fiend do when he gave him Margaret's letter? 4. Why did not Pomfret want his friend to know the truth about Mar-ret? 5. What did Pomfret see Margaret do when he saw them both for the last time?
VI. Answer the following questions:
1. What would a weaker man have done if he had arrived at the farm? 2. What would have happened if Kennedy had not fallen ill? 3. What would have happened if Kennedy had not torn Margaret's letter? 4. What made Kennedy think that Margaret was beautiful? 5. What made Kennedy feel shy and awkward? 6. How often did Kennedy make his friend read his wife's letters? 7. What did Pomfret do at the hospital until his throat was sore? 8. Till what time    did Pomfret keep the truth from his fiend? 9. What was it that Pomfret should have told his friend months before? 10. Who used to think he was fairly strong?
VII. Make up questions of your own, using the following words and word combinations:
ahead (of) 

to die (of) 

to take off 

to look (for) 

the smell of something

it's good (of) 

to look  after somebody    
instead (of) 
to catch up (with) 
to be conscious (of) 
to stop somebody   from doing something 
pain (in) 
to get over    something
to care (for)
VIII. Paraphrase using the vocabulary of the text:
1. He said these words in such a low voice that very few people heard them. 2. It will teach you to economize time. 3. His demands were not great. 4. He paid for my ticket to the seashore. 5. She took care of the children while I was in the hospital. 6. I'm just a little tired. 
7. It was a great blow to him and for a long time he could not forget it.
IX. Give English equivalents to the following words and word combinations.
In what situations were they used in the text? 
Use them in sentences of your own.
ожидать






одеяло
впереди 






предупредить
снять  (пальто, шляпу)




почувствовать облегче​ние
остальные    (вещи, кни​ги и т. д.)



мягкий голос
гопор 







робость
говядина






неловкий
гуча







ни капельки
сильная лихорадка





отрицать
сэкономить






прохладный
у (около) дома





поправиться    (попол​неть)
в прекрасном настрое​нии




догадаться
искать







пляж
деньги за билет (в по​ 




скучать о ком-нибудь
езде, автобусе) 





обращаться с кем-либо
свет погас






больше не (друг и т. п.)
скромный






солнечный удар
еще один такой же год




забыть (пережить)
налить







расстраивать
распухший (распух​





волновать (ся)
нуть)







разорвать (на куски)
X. Choose the right word:
a) muddy, dirty

1. There were some . . . dishes on the table. 2. You must have been walking in the rain, your boots are quite . . .  . 3. The . . . road made it very difficult to drive quickly. 4. What have you been doing? Your hands and even face are quite . . .  . 5. Huck Finn sometimes missed his old . . .  clothes.
b) take off,  undress
1. They . . . the half-conscious man and laid him on the bed. 2. You must . . . your coat, it is quite warm here. 3.  . . . the child and put him to bed, it is very late. 4. Don't . . . your coat, we   are starting in a moment.
XI. Change the following sentences using the Perfect Infinitive with the modal verb:
1. She must be upset by this news. 2. He must be in low spirits. 3. She may expect the rest of them very soon. 4. I could not admit it. 5. She may be shy. 6. He cannot get over it so quickly.
XII. Change the following sentences according to the model:
Model: 

It is not necessary for you to do all the work yourself. 



You don't need to do all the work yourself.

1. It is not necessary for you to bring your blanket. 2. It is not necessary for you to treat him as if he were an invalid. 3. It is not necessary for you to wait outside. You may come in. 4. It is not necessary for you to guess the namе. 5. It is not necessary for you to feel so shy. 6. It is not necessary for you to feel so upset about it. 7. It is not necessary for you to wait for the rest. You   may go ahead.
XIII. Complete the following sentences:
a) 1. It was very good of Craddock to . . .   . 2. It was very clever of Margaret to . . .  . 
3. It was very brave of Pomfret to . . .   . 4. It was very cruel of Margaret to . . .  . 5. It is very good of you (him, etc.) to . . .   . 6. It is very clever of him (her, etc.) to . . .  . 7. It is very bad of her (you, etc.) to . . .  . 8. It will be very stupid of them (you, etc.) to . . .  . 9. It would be very nice of you (her, etc.) to . . .  .
b) 1. Pomfret talked to his friend until . . .  . 2. Pomfret and Kennedy were real friends 
until . . .  . 3. Pomfret wanted his friend to stay at the Craddocks' until . . .   . 4. Don't go away until . . .   . 5. I shall not come until . . .   . 6. He meant to stay until . . .   . 7. I shall not give you this blanket until . . .   .8. She will not get over it until . . .  .
c) 1. Kennedy told his friend that he did not have to . . .  . 2. You don't have to . . .   . 3. You will not have to . . .  .4. She did not have to . . .  . 5. Who will have to . . .   ?
d) 1. When in the country we used to . . .   .2. She used to . . .    .3. When he came home with dirty hands, his mother used to . . .   . 4. In the evening I used to . . .   .5. When we went   touring, we used to . . .   .
XIV. Translate into English using used +- Inf., have + Inf.:
I. 1. Она раньше беспокоилась о нем. 2. Он, бывало, признавал это. 3. Они раньше быстро забывали об этом. 4. Мы обычно не имели ни малейшего представления, ку​да мы идем. 5. Он обычно скрывал свое раздражение.
II. 1. Можете не есть говядину, если вы ее не любите. 2. Вам незачем ждать на улице. 3. Вам не придется уха​живать за ним, он не больной. 4. Вам незачем брать одеяло и подушку. 5. Ему незачем говорить так тихо.
XV. Put the first conversation between Pomfret and Kennedy, Margaret and Kennedy into Indirect Speech.
XVI. Retell the story a) brifly; b) in detail; c) as if you were Pomfret, Kennedy, Margaret, M'Rorty.
XVII. Topics for oral or written work:
1. Describe what Margaret did with the house when she came to the farm?
2. Describe the appearance of Pomfret, Kennedy, Margaret.

3. Imagine the life of Kennedy and Margaret after Pomfret left them.
4. Speak on the life of Kennedy, Pomfret, Margaret before the beginning of the story.
