Little Rose


It was at least two months before Christmas when nine-year-old Rose told her father and me that she wanted a new bicycle. As Christmas got nearer she seemed to forget about her wish, so we thought. And we bought a beautiful doll and a doll-house for her. Then, much to our surprise, on December 23d, Rose said that she really wanted a bike more than anything else.


It was just too late to go and choose the ‘right bike’ for our little girl. So, we felt that we were bad parents who would disappoint our child.

“What if I make a little bicycle out of wood and write a note that she could exchange it for a real bike?” her Dad asked. His idea was that as she was “such a big girl”, it should be much better for her to pick it out herself. So he spent the next several hours at night working with a piece of wood to create a very small model bike.


On Christmas morning Rose opened the little yellow box with the beautiful red and white bike and the note in it. She read the note aloud. “Does it mean that I must exchange this little bike that Daddy made for me for a real one?” she asked. “Yes,” I answered.


Rose had tears in her eyes when she said, “I will never exchange this beautiful bicycle that Daddy made for me. I’d rather keep this than get a real bike.”


We were rather surprised but at that moment we were ready to buy her every bicycle on the planet.

The Story of Uncle Theo

Uncle Theo, my favourite uncle, is a quiet, gentle absent-minded man. Once he wanted to get a job at a university. It was a very good post and there were a lot of candidates. As a result of the interview only Uncle Theo and his friend Adams were left. The committee didn’t know which of the two to choose and asked each candidate to give a lecture.


Uncle Theo didn’t leave his room for three days. He wrote his lecture and memorized it. Adams didn’t prepare for his lecture at all. He spent his time in bars.


The day of the lecture came. Theo and Adams took their place on the stage. Then Theo suddenly discovered that the papers of his lecture had disappeared. Great was his surprise and despair when he saw Adams take the stolen speech out of his pocket. Adams read it brilliantly. When Theo’s turn came he repeated the same lecture word for word, in a low dull voice. There was hardly any applause when he sat down.


When the committee chose Uncle Theo everybody was greatly surprised. The Dean explained: “We were impressed by Mr Adams but Mr Hobdell has such an excellent memory as he repeated the lecture word for word. A fine memory is necessary for this job.”


Later in the evening the Dean came up to Uncle Theo, shook his hand and said: “Congratulations! But, my dear fellow, be careful while choosing friends and don’t leave important papers lying about in future.”

The Melting Butter


One winter evening a country shopkeeper was about to close up for the night when he saw a man stealing a pound of fresh butter from the shelf.


“I say, Sam,” said the shopkeeper coming up to the man who had put the piece of butter in his hat. “I say, Sam, sit down. Let’s have a cup of tea. It’s good on such a cold frosty night.”

 Sam couldn’t refuse. For some time he forgot about the butter he had hidden under his hat. But after the first cup of tea Sam felt the butter melting and he jumped up saying he must go. The shopkeeper reminded him that he had not eaten a piece of strawberry pie yet and made him sit down again. The butter started pouring down Sam’s face and neck into his clothes. The shopkeeper laughed at the trick he had played. He taught Sam a good lesson!

Life is Short, Art is Long


There was once a king who loved graceful cats very much. He asked the court artist to paint a picture of a cat for him. For one year he waited and still the artist didn’t bring him the picture. In a rage, the king ran into the artist’s studio and wanted to see the artist. Quickly the artist brought paper, paints, and brushes. In five minutes a perfect picture of a cat appeared from his wonderful brush. The king got purple with anger and said, “If you can paint a perfect picture of a cat in five minutes, why did you keep me waiting for over a year?”


“Come with me,” asked the artist. He led the king to his back room. There piles of paper lay everywhere and on every sheet there was a picture of a cat.


“Your Majesty,” explained the artist, “it took me more than one year to learn how to paint a perfect cat in five minutes. Life is short, art is long.”

A Wise Piece of Advice


Once upon a time a farmer had three sons. The farmer was rich and had many fields, but his sons were lazy. When the farmer was dying, he called his three sons to him.


“I have left you treasure which will make you rich,” he told them. “But before, you must dig in all our fields to find the trunk where the treasure is buried.”


After the old man’s death, his three lazy sons went out into the fields and began to dig.


“I will be the first to find the place where the treasure is buried,” cried the eldest son.


“That’s the field where our father put the treasure,” said another son.


The three sons dug all the fields for several years, but they found no treasure. However, many vegetables grew in the fields, which the sons had dug. The vegetables made them very rich.

The Princess and the Pea


Once upon a time there was a prince who wanted to find a suitable wife. This young man was difficult to please as he had been looking for a bride who was not only beautiful, but also well-born, with the elegance and manners.


One evening, during a hurricane, there was a knock at the castle door. When a servant opened the door he saw a young lady there. “I am a princess,” she said, “seeking shelter for myself and my page. My carriage has broken down and the coachman cannot repair it till tomorrow.”


While the young lady was telling her pitiful story, the prince’s mother decided to find out if she really was a princess. “Prepare a soft-soft bed in the Blue room,” she said, “I’ll come and make sure everything is in order.” She told the servants to lay a pile of soft quilts on the top of the mattress, and under the mattress she hid a pea. Then she showed the girl to the room.


In the morning the prince’s mother asked her guest: “Did you sleep well? Was the bed comfortable?” The girl answered: “It was a lovely soft bed, so soft that I could feel something hard under the mattress. This morning I discovered it was a pea. I couldn’t sleep all night!”


The happy mother ran to her son. “A real princess at last! Just think! She could feel the pea I hid under the mattress! Only a well-born lady could do that!”


When the prince heard this, he exclaimed, “That is the right bride!” and decided to marry the beautiful lady immediately. He was happy she proved to be the girl of his dreams. After the wedding the pea was placed inside a gold and crystal box and displayed in the castle museum.

The Spirit in the Bottle


Once upon a time there was a poor woodcutter who worked very hard from morning till night. He had a son Herman, by name. The old man had saved some money and sent his son to university. Herman was a very good student, he worked hard and learnt a lot of things. But the money that his father had given him was all finished after two years and Herman came back home. His father had no more money and Herman said he would stay and work with his father.


The next day Herman went to the forest with his father. Though he had never done such work before, the student worked well. About noon his father said they would eat their dinner. Herman took his bread and said he would go a little way into the forest.


The young man was so pleased with the bright sunshine that he walked and walked among the trees. Suddenly he heard a voice: “Let me out! Let me out!” Herman looked down and saw a green bottle under the tree. There was something in the bottle that looked like a small frog and that jumped up and down shouting: “Let me out!”


Then the young man opened the bottle. Immediately the little thing jumped out of the bottle and began to grow. In a moment it stood before the young man like a huge giant. “Thank you, young man,” he said. “Now it’s my turn to help you.”


The giant gave Herman a piece of old rag and said that it was a very unusual rag. One end of it could cure people from all diseases, and the other end could turn iron and steel into silver.

The Princess and the Frog


Once upon a time there was a beautiful princess who had a golden ball. She lived in a palace with her father, the King, and her seven sisters. Every day she played with her ball in the garden of the palace.


At the end of the garden there was a deep, dark lake. When the weather was hot, the princess liked playing near the lake. Unfortunately, one day she dropped her golden ball into the water. She was very unhappy and she sat on the grass and started to cry.


Suddenly she heard a voice: “Don’t cry, princess!” 

She opened her eyes and saw a large green frog. “Oh, please help me!” she said, “I can’t get my ball.”

“I’ll help you,” said the frog, “if I can come and live with you in the palace!”


“Yes, yes, of course. I promise,” said the princess. 



So the frog jumped into the water and came back with the ball. The princess laughed and took the ball. She ran quickly to the palace and forgot all about the frog. 

The frog was very angry. He followed the princess into the palace and told the story to the King. “A promise is a promise,” said the frog. “Yes,” said the King and called his daughter. “A promise is a promise, my daughter. Take this frog to your room and look after him carefully.”


The princess cried bitterly, but she took the frog and put him on her bed. The frog looked at her and said quietly, “Please kiss me, princess.” She closed her eyes and kissed him. Immediately, the frog turned into a handsome prince. Of course, he and the princess fell in love. One week later they married and they lived happily ever after.

The Unexpected Answer


It was a beautiful spring morning. There was not a cloud in the sky, and the sun was shining brightly, so Mr Andrews was surprised when he saw an old gentleman at the bus stop. The gentleman had a big strong umbrella in his hand. Mr Andrews said to him, “Do you think we are going to have rain today?”


“No,” answered the old gentleman. “I don’t think so.”


“Then why are you carrying the umbrella on such a warm day?” The gentleman smiled and explained, “I am an old gentleman, and my legs are not very strong. It has become very difficult for me to walk without a walking stick. But when I carry a walking stick, people say that I am old and they feel sorry for me. And I don’t like that. When I carry an umbrella in fine weather, people only say, “Look at that stupid man!”

A Poor Tourist


A Frenchman who was in England wanted to go back to France by sea. But he had very little money. He had so little money he could pay only for the ticket. As he knew that the trip would last only two days, he decided not to eat during these days.


As he took a ticket and got on the ship the next morning, he tried not to hear the bell for breakfast. When dinner time came, he was very hungry, but he didn’t go to the dining room. In the evening he was still more hungry, but when the waiter came to invite him to have supper, the Frenchman said he was ill.


The next day the Frenchman was half-dead from hunger. “I shall go and eat even if they kick me out into the sea,” said he to himself. So he went to the ship dining room and had his dinner. In the evening he had supper but was very much afraid of his future because he didn’t pay for the meals. At last he addressed the waiter and said, “Bring me the bill, please.” - “What bill?” asked the waiter. - “For the supper and dinner I had in your dining-room.” – “Don’t worry, sir. You paid for your meals when you bought the ticket.” 

The King and the Painter


There was a king who thought that he could paint very well. His pictures were bad, but the people to whom he showed them were afraid of the king. They all said that they liked his pictures very much.


One day the king showed his pictures to a great painter, who lived in his country and asked, “I want to know what you think of my pictures. Do you like them? Am I a good painter?”


The painter looked at the king’s pictures and said, “My King, I think that your pictures are bad, and that you will never be a good painter.” The king was very angry and sent the painter to prison.

 After two years the king wanted to see the painter again. “I was angry with you,” he said, “because you did not like my pictures. Now forget all about it. You are a free man again, and I am your friend.” For many hours the king talked with the painter, and even asked him for dinner. After dinner the king showed his pictures to the painter and asked, “Well, how do you like them now?”

The painter did not answer anything. He turned to the soldier, who was standing near him and said, “Take me back to prison”.

A Forgetful Tourist


Once a tourist arrived in Paris. It was his first visit there. When he arrived at the railway station, he at once asked the porter to show him the way to the nearest post office. There he sent a telegram to his wife in which he informed her that he had arrived safely. In this telegram he told her the address of the hotel where he intended to stay.


Then he went direct to the hotel, left his luggage there and went for a walk. As it was his first visit to the French capital, he was very much interested to see the streets, museums and shops of this beautiful city, and spent the greater part of the day there.


Then he realized he had forgotten the address of the hotel. Who could help the poor man? Suddenly he remembered the telegram, which he had sent to his wife on his arrival. She knew his address and could help him.


So at night his wife received this extraordinary telegram: “Please send me my address at once.”

Tea-leaves


Many years ago tea was unknown in European countries. Many people didn’t even know the word ‘tea’, though drinking tea was very popular in the East.


Once a young sailor came back from India. He was the only son of an old woman and every time he returned to Great Britain from a far-away country he brought his mother a gift. Of course, he tried to bring her something unusual, that she could show to her friends.


This time he brought her a box of tea. The old woman didn’t know anything about tea, but she liked the smell, and invited all her friends to come and try it. When the guests arrived, she invited them to the dining table. The old woman treated them to cakes and fruit and tea-leaves.


When the sailor entered the room and saw a big plate filled with the tea-leaves, he understood everything. He smiled when he saw his mother’s friends eating tea-leaves with butter and salt. They pretended they liked it, but it was clear they didn’t enjoy eating the leaves.


“Where is the tea, Mother?” the sailor asked. His mother pointed to the plate in the middle of the table. “No, this is only the leaves of the tea”, the sailor said. “Where is the water?”


“The water!” his mother said. “I threw the water away, of course.”
What his life was worth


Robert Burns, the great Scottish poet, loved common people and wrote for them. Though he had little formal education, he was well-read and talented. He began to be recognized as a poet when his first poems were published in 1786. He was known as a very witty man.


One day when Burns was walking near the docks, he heard a cry for help. He ran towards the water. At that moment he saw a young sailor jump off a boat that stood near the dock. The sailor began to swim towards the man who was calling for help. Though it was not easy, the sailor saved the man.


The man who was saved from drowning was a very rich merchant. He thanked the brave sailor and gave him a shilling. The sailor was embarrassed.


A large crowd of people gathered round them. All the people considered the sailor to be a hero. They were displeased when the rich man gave the brave soldier only a shilling. Many of the people shouted loudly and protested against it. But the rich merchant did not pay any attention to them.


At that moment Robert Burns approached the crowd and wondered what the matter was. He was told the whole story.

He was not surprised at the behavior of the rich merchant and said: “Let him alone. The gentleman is the best judge of what his life is worth.”
A Story about Balzac


The name of Balzac, the famous French writer, is well known all over the world. He is the author of many novels which are translated into almost all European languages. His novels are translated into Russian, too. They enjoy great popularity.

There are many stories about Balzac, his life and his adventures. But very few people know that Balzac was fond of telling a person’s character by his or her handwriting. He was very fond of his ability and often boasted of it among his friends.
Among his friends there was a lady who wanted to play a joke on the famous writer. One day she brought him an exercise-book of a boy. She asked him to tell her what he thought of the boy’s character. She also added that the boy wasn’t her son so Balzac shouldn’t be afraid to tell the truth.

Balzac was glad to show his ability again and began to study the handwriting. He worked very hard and at last he came to the conclusion that the boy was very bad and lazy. He told it to the lady.

The lady smiled and said: “My dear friend, this is a page from your own exercise-book which you used when you were a boy”.

Balzac was not surprised to hear it.

A story that made Daniel Defoe famous.

Daniel Defoe, the great English writer, lived a full and interesting life. He travelled, tried many professions and wrote many books and pamphlets.

In 1712 Defoe met a sailor who told him a very interesting story. Alexander Zelkirk was the sailor’s name. He quarreled with his officer and was put ashore on an island off the coast of Chile. For more than four years he had lived quite alone on the island. He was saved by a ship putting in this island for water. When the sailor returned to London, his story became the talk of the town. Several stories about him were printed, read and forgotten.
Daniel Defoe could not forget the story. The sailor’s experience produced a great impression on him and he started writing a story. He chose an island in a different part of the world, changed the name of the main character and created a very interesting book.

As Defoe was a journalist, he was able to make the story seem absolutely true.

His book about Robinson Crusoe was a great success not only in Great Britain but also in many countries of the world. Both children and grown-ups read it with great interest. But the true story of Alexander Zelkirk is practically unknown today.

A Story about Joseph Turner


Joseph Turner lived in the 19th century. He was a famous English painter. His paintings were a great success. He was fond of dogs. One day his dog which he loved very much broke a leg.

The artist was very sorry for the dog and wanted to have it to be well again. He was rich enough to send for the best surgeon in London instead of taking a veterinary.

The surgeon arrived and asked the famous painter what the matter was. Joseph Turner realized that the famous surgeon might get offended if he learned that his patient was a dog. So he decided to praise the surgeon. He told the surgeon that he was a great and famous doctor. He begged the surgeon to help his dog because it was very important for him.

The surgeon felt annoyed but he didn’t show it. He treated the dog carefully and soon it was quite well.
The next week the surgeon asked Turner to come to his place. The artist believed that the surgeon wanted to see him in connection with his dog. Joseph Turner arrived at the appointed time and was shown into the sitting-room. The surgeon met him very warmly and said: “Mr. Turner, I am so glad you’ve come. My door needs painting. I know you are too great a painter for this work, but I beg you to door it. It is so important for me.
Enrico Caruso

The famous Italian singer Enrico Caruso sang in many countries of Europe. He visited Russia, France, Germany, Spain and many other countries. Everywhere he was a great success and his name was well known all over the world.

Caruso knew that he was famous, but he liked to repeat the sentence: “No man is so well known as he thinks he is.”

Once he was invited to the USA to give some concerts. When he was driving to New York, his car broke and he had to stay at a farm-house. Caruso could not repair his car and asked the farmer to help him.

The farmer agreed to do it. While the farmer was repairing the car, Caruso was invited into the house to have a rest.

When the farmer finished the work, he entered the house, too. He informed the great singer that his car was ready and he could drive on. Caruso was very glad to hear it. He paid the farmer for the work and gave him a photo. It was a picture of Enrico Caruso. On the back side of the photo Caruso wrote his name. He thought it would be pleasant for the farmer to have a picture of the famous singer.
 The farmer took the picture of the famous singer, looked at it very attentively, then he looked at Enrico Caruso. He realized that it was the picture of the man whose car he had repaired. He wanted to know the name of the man, so he read what was written on the back side of the picture.

After that he cried out: “How lucky I am! You are Robinson Crusoe! I’ve never dreamed of receiving the greatest traveller in the world in my poor house!”

A Mistake


Mark Twain was very fond of traveling. He did a lot of traveling and never got tired of it. Once he was traveling in France by train. He was going to visit a small town near Paris. The previous day was very hard, Mark Twain was very tired and sleepy. He was afraid he would miss that town and asked the guard to wake him up before they got to the town.

Soon he fell asleep. When he woke up, the train was in Paris. Mark Twain looked at his watch. It was half past nine. He got very angry. He could not understand why the guard had not woken him up in time.

He went out of his compartment, came up to the guard and asked him why he had not woken him up. The latter looked at Mark Twain for a moment and then told him that he had done his best to keep his promise.

When the train was approaching the town Mark Twain was going to visit, the guard woke up an American who did not want to get off the train in that small town. The guard was sure that the American was the very passenger who had asked him to wake him up. So he put him off the train instead of Mark Twain.
He finished the story with a sentence: “You may be very angry with me, but not so angry as the American whom I put off the train instead of you.”

Henry Hudson

About three hundred years ago a brave sailor lived in Great Britain. His name was Henry Hudson. He was not afraid of anything. Many times he sailed in a small ship far off the coast of England. He dreamt of crossing the Arctic Ocean. Three times he tried to do so and each time he returned home and told his friends wonderful stories of difficulties he had to go through. Though he had a very small crew, all the three voyages were quite successful.
The fourth time Henry Hudson left England in a small boat called “The Discovery”. It was a very dangerous voyage. The sea was not calm. The crew consisted of a few men. They had to go through many difficulties before they reached an unknown river and a bay. The river and the bay were named after Henry Hudson.

Soon winter came and troubles began. The sailors were hungry and thirsty as they had very little food and fresh water. The bay and the river were covered with ice. They could not get out. 

The men decided that Henry Hudson was to blame, so they wanted to punish him. They placed Henry Hudson, his little son and those few who were faithful to him in a small boat and let it sail off in an icy sea. The poor people had neither food nor water. They had nobody who could help them. Nobody had ever heard of the little boat and its crew.

The brave discoverer died tragically in the bay he himself discovered.

A Sad Story
Three men came to New York for a holiday. They came to a very large hotel and took a room there. Their room was on the forty-fifth floor. In the evening the young men went to the cinema. When the film was over, they went to a restaurant and had supper there. They came back to the hotel very late.
“I am very sorry”, said the clerk of the hotel, “but our lifts do not work at night. If you don’t want to walk up in your room, you can sleep in the hall.”

“No, no”, said one of the three men, “no, thank you. We don’t want to sleep in the hall. We shall walk to our room”.
 Then he turned to his friends and said, “It is difficult to walk up to the forty-fifth floor. I think I know how to make it easy for us. On our way to the room I’ll tell you some jokes, then you, Andy, will sing us songs; then you, Peter, will tell us some interesting stories.”

So they began to walk up to their room. Tom told them many jokes. Andy sang some songs. At last they came to the thirty-fourth floor. They were very tired by that time, and they decided to have a rest. 
“Well”, said Tom, “now it is your turn, Peter. Tell us a story with a sad end”. “I’ll tell you a story”, said Peter. “It will not be long, but it will be sad enough. Listen! We have left the key to our room in the hall downstairs.”
He never heard her in “Carmen”


Once Mark Twain was invited to the opera. He accepted the invitation. The box where he had a seat belonged to a very rich man. The rich man and his wife were very proud because all their friends saw the famous writer in their own box. During the performance the man and his wife talked all the time. They talked loudly and so much that it was often impossible for Mark Twain to listen to the opera.

Mark Twain was very much annoyed. He liked music and always enjoyed listening to the opera. He realized that neither the rich man nor his wife understood music and they came to the opera just to show that the famous writer was a friend of theirs.

Mark Twain was very sorry he had accepted their invitation. That was very foolish of him. Still there was no way out. He had to wait till the end.

Towards the end of the performance the rich lady turned to Mark Twain and smiled. She was quite sure that the famous writer had enjoyed the opera. So she invited Mark Twain to listen to another opera. She told him that she and her husband would be happy to see him in their box the following Friday. She added that “Carmen” would be on. The great writer expressed his gratitude for the invitation and said: “That’ll be fine. I never heard you in “Carmen”.

The Letter-box Key


The summer was very hot. It was very stuffy in town and Stephen Blake decided to go to the seashore for his summer holidays. He booked a railway ticket, packed his things and was about to start for the station when he remembered that he must ask the housekeeper to post him all the letters he would receive. She promised to do that.


Stephen Blake rested very well. The weather was fine. The sea was calm. He spent much time on the seashore, got sunburnt and felt fine. The only thing that worried him was the fact that he had not received any letters. He thought it strange and phoned his housekeeper to find out why she didn’t post him his letters. The housekeeper answered that she had no key to his letterbox.


Stephen Blake apologized and promised to send her the key. On the same day he put the key into an envelope, wrote down his address on it and posted the letter.


Another month was passing. Stephen Blake had a nice time on the seashore. He swam in the sea, went boating and fishing, but did not receive any letters.


When his summer holidays were over, he returned home. The housekeeper met him very warmly, but Stephen was very angry with her. She could not understand why he was so angry. Stephen Blake asked why she had not sent him his letters.

The poor woman explained to him that she could not get the key as it was in the locked letter-box together with the letters.

A Lover of Music


A very young girl who was fond of playing the piano found out that among the guests who were invited to dinner would be a young critic whose name was Bernard Shaw. She had never met him before. At that time B. Show was not a famous writer yet. It took her a lot of time to choose something very beautiful which the young critic might like. At last she made up her mind. She believed he would like it.


Almost all the guests arrived and the young girl was playing the piano when a young man entered the sitting-room. He greeted the host and the hostess and then he was introduced to all the guests as Bernard Shaw.


The girl looked at him with admiration. She continued to play the piano. B. Shaw did not pay attention to the young girl and started talking with other guests. The young girl felt embarrassed. She wanted to attract B. Shaw’s attention. She did not know how to do it. She turned round to him and said loudly: “Excuse me, I’ve heard that you are fond of music.”

“I am”, answered Bernard Shaw, “but never mind! Go on playing!”

Larry and His Friend

Larry had a friend who was in love with a young girl. Once his friend asked him for a favour. He explained to Larry that he wanted his girl to believe that he was very rich and Larry, he thought, might help him.


He told Larry he would invite the girl to a restaurant. He asked Larry to come to the restaurant at the same time too. He also promised to invite Larry to their table and to introduce him to the girl. The girl’s name was Nancy Ferguson. Larry’s friend said that he would speak of things that belonged to him. Larry should interrupt him and explain to the girl how rich his friend was.


Larry agreed to help his friend. At the appointed time he came to the restaurant and saw his friend and Miss Ferguson having lunch. He was invited to their table and introduced to Miss Ferguson. Larry took a seat at their table. Larry’s friend began his story: “Last Sunday I was out at my little place in the country…”

Larry interrupted him and told the girl that little place was a real estate. His friend smiled and went on: “So I was out there at my little house…” Larry interrupted him again and told the girl that it was not a little house, it was a beautiful palace. His friend smiled again and continued his story: “I called in the maid…” Larry interrupted his friend and informed Miss Ferguson that his friend had many maids there so he called one of them.


His friend was very pleased and satisfied with the way Larry behaved. He felt that Miss Ferguson believed that he was very rich. He continued his story and explained to her that he wanted his maid to bring him some hot water, sugar and a little whisky as he got a cold…”

At that moment he was interrupted again and Larry told the girl that it was not a cold, it was galloping consumption.(скоротечная чахотка)

Friends in business


A rich businessman was dying. He asked all the members of his family to leave him alone with his partner, who had run the business with him for years. The dying man did not want anybody to hear their conversation.


“George,” he whispered when they remained alone, “I’ll soon die, I can’t wait… I must tell you… Listen… When you were away on business five years ago, I took 80 thousand dollars from the safe, and never put the money back…”



“I’ve always tried not to let you be successful in business. I’ve disliked you greatly all my life… You remember that plan of yours which ended in failure? You explained the failure by changes in business conditions… But the real reason was quite different: I had sold your secret to McKay and Co. for 150 thousand dollars… Forgive me, George…”

“Don’t worry, Jim,” said George. “It’s all right. I’ve also got to tell you something: I put some poison into your soup at dinner yesterday.”

His First Money

Somebody once asked Mark Twain if he could remember the first money he ever earned.


“I remember quite well,” the famous writer answered. “It happened at school. Schoolboys in those days had very little respect for their teachers and even less for their desks. The boys used pens and pencils and even knives to draw stars and faces, or to write their names on their desks.


At last the school principal said: “The next time anybody does such a thing, he will have to pay five dollars, or he will receive a beating in front of the whole school.”


Soon after that, I had to go to my father and ask him to give me five dollars. I was honest enough to explain that I could agree to receive a beating instead, but he said: “No, I can’t allow you to connect our name with such things. So I’ll pay the five dollars. But you must suffer for what you have done. I’ll give you the beating here, at home.”


“So he beat me, and then gave me the five dollars to take to school. But I decided that the beating didn’t hurt so much, and another beating at school wouldn’t be worse. So I told them to give me a beating in front of the whole school, and I kept the five dollars. And that was the first money I ever earned.” 

Love for Money
Once there lived a man who was very fond of gold. He used to say: “While I have my gold, I am the happiest man in the world.” And so all his life he saved money. 

One day he was traveling in the dessert of North Africa. He lost his way. He had no food or water. He was almost dying of hunger. He was so weak that he could not walk, he could only crawl. The heat was terrible. There were only stones and sand around.

 Just then he saw a bag lying on the sand. He hoped that he would find food in it and water, too. He crawled up to the bag and opened it. He saw that the bag was full of gold. What is the use of gold to a hungry man in a desert? He left the bag on the hot sand, crying bitterly: “I am the most unhappy man in the world.”
A Lazy Servant

Swift, a famous English writer, was traveling one day on horseback with his servant. The weather was bad, it was raining, and the roads were muddy. In the evening the two men came to an inn. 
Before going to bed Swift told his servant to clean his boots. But the servant was lazy and did not do it. In the morning Swift asked the servant why he had not cleaned the boots. “What’s the use cleaning the boots now?” said the servant. “The roads are muddy, and the boots will soon be dirty again.” “All right,” said the writer. “Let’s go. We must continue the journey.” “But I haven’t had breakfast,” said the displeased servant. “Well, what’s the use giving you breakfast now?” said Swift: “You will soon be hungry again.” 

A Bank Robbery

Three bank robbers got a surprise last night. This is what happened. The three robbers, who all work as cleaners at a hospital, drove up to the bank on Main Street. The men, wearing masks over their faces, got out of the car and ran into the bank. Inside the bank, they pointed guns at the customers and bank tellers. One of the men told all the customers to lie down on the floor. And then one of the other men said something like, “Quick the money! Give me money!” So one of the tellers handed them some bags. 

After leaving the bank, the three men jumped into their van and drove off. One mile down the road, the robbers parked their van next to an ambulance  they had parked before the robbery. They got into the ambulance and drove off. They went straight to their hospital. 

After leaving the ambulance in the hospital parking lot, the three men went together into a small room. There, they opened the bags of money they had been given – and got a very unpleasant surprise! The bank teller had given the robbers special bags containing bright red ink! The red ink is released when the bag is opened, and it can’t be washed off. So suddenly, the men found themselves covered in red ink!

As the men left the room and tried to leave the hospital, an emergency room doctor saw them and she thought, “Oh God, they’re all covered in blood.” She tried to help them but they refused her help and ran off. The doctor realized something suspecting was going on and she called the police. The police caught the robbers – guess where? Outside the bank on Main Street. 

Charles Dickens


At the beginning of the 19th century a little boy was born in the family of John Dickens, a clerk at an office in Portsmouth, and was named Charles. He had a sister who was older than himself, and there were several other children in the family.
When Charles was seven, he was sent to school. He was not a strong child. He did not like to play cricket of football and spent all his free time reading. 

In 1821 the family went to London and little Charles left behind him the happiest years of his childhood. His father was in money difficulties, and the family became poorer and poorer. The boy had to give up his studies. Mr. Dickens was put into a debtors’ prison. Little Charles learned to know all the horrors and cruelty of a large capitalist city. He had to go to work at a blacking factory. He worked there from morning till night.

When his father came out of prison, Charles was sent to school for some time.  Soon he got work as a clerk. Then he learned stenography and became a reporter in Parliament. In 1836 at the age of 24 Charles Dickens published his first book. It was a collection of stories. The title of the book was “Sketches by Boz.” These were followed by “Pickwick Papers” and “Oliver Twist” and many other famous novels. 
Charles Dickens is one of the greatest writers of the 19th century. His novels are now translated into most languages of the world.
a blacking factory – гуталиновая фабрика
“Sketches by Boz” - «Очерки Боза»

“Pickwick Papers” - «Записки Пиквикского клуба»
A Clever Parrot

In a small town in the East there was once a man who had a parrot. The parrot was taught to say the words: “There is no doubt about it.” It used to repeat these words all day long. Every time it was asked a question, it gave the same answer: “There is no doubt about it.”


One day the man decided to sell the bird; so he put the parrot into the cage and went to the market with it. “Twenty pounds for a very clever parrot!” he cried.


A man who was passing by heard this and turned to the parrot. “Are you worth twenty pounds?” he asked. “There is no doubt about it!” answered the parrot. “What a clever parrot!” said the man and bought the bird.


He took the parrot home and invited his friends to look at the clever bird. The friends came and looked at the parrot and talked to it. Now you must know that the man was not rich. In fact, he was often short of money. So a week or two later, sitting in an armchair and looking at the parrot, he said: “What a fool I was to throw away such a lot of money!” “There is no doubt about it!” cried the parrot. And this time the bird was right.
Misunderstanding

I knew a man who had travelled very much in his life. He had visited many countries in the east and in the west. He loved children and often told them interesting stories. I remember some of the stories which he told me. One of the stories was about an adventure he had had in London. 


He was a young man at that time and was interested in the history of architecture. One day he visited one of the towers of the Houses of Parliament. He came out on to the balcony of the tower and began to look at the ornaments on the walls. Then he climbed up on the roof. 

Suddenly a man came running to him and seized him by the arm. He began shouting something in English, but my friend knew only a few words of English and did not understand him. The Englishman called a policeman. The fact was that he thought that the Russian tourist wanted to kill himself by jumping from the top of the tower. Later, when everything became clear, they laughed a lot over it.
A Hungry Passenger

A train stopped at a little station. A passenger looked out of the window of a train carriage and saw a woman selling cakes. The man had not had breakfast in the morning. He was hungry and wanted to buy a cake. The woman was standing rather far from the carriage. The man did not want to go and buy a cake himself because he was afraid to miss the train.
He saw a boy who was walking along the platform near the carriage. He called the boy and asked him: “How much does a cake cost?” “Three pence, sir,” answered the boy. The man gave him a sixpence and said: “Bring me a cake, and with the other three pence buy a cake for yourself.” The boy took the money and went to the woman. 

A few minutes later the boy returned. He was eating a cake. He gave the man three pence change and said: “The woman had only one cake, sir.”
Cruel Punishment

It was a nice summer day. The weather was fine, the sun was shining in the blue sky, the air was fragrant with the smell of grass and flowers. A dog which was running about the streets of a little town saw a butcher’s stall with a lot of meat. The dog cautiously approached the stall and, when the butcher turned away to talk to a woman, quickly seized a big piece of meat and ran away with it. 

On the way home the dog had to cross a stream by a narrow bridge. As he was crossing, he looked down into the stream and saw his reflection in the water. He thought it was another dog with another piece of meat. He snapped at the reflection and dropped his own piece of meat. That is how the dog was punished for greediness.

A very nervous man, who was afraid even of his own shadow, was on his way home from the railway station. He lived in one of the suburbs. The road was dark and lonely. Suddenly he heard footsteps behind him and felt that somebody was following him. He ran on faster, the footsteps also quickened. The frightened man increased his speed. The footsteps still followed him. At last the man could not run any more. He stopped and hid in the shade of a large tree.


“What do you want? Why are you following me?” he asked the man who had followed him.


“I am going to Mr. Manfield’s, and the man at the station told me to follow you as you live next door. Excuse me, but shall we have much more to go before we get there?”
The Hare and the Tortoise.

Once a hare, very proud of his speed, offered a tortoise to run a race. The tortoise agreed, and so they started. The hare was sure that the tortoise would never offer him resistance. Certainly the hare ran faster than the tortoise, and when the hare looked back, he saw that his rival was creeping far behind him.


“He is creeping so slowly,” thought the hare, “that I may rest here”.

Then the hare fell asleep. During this time the tortoise crept on and on very slowly without stopping. When the hare awaken, he darted on like a wind, but it was too late. The tortoise came to the goal long before the hair.

It often happens in life that if somebody is too sure of himself, he fails in all his beginnings. 


Nasreddin sat drinking coffee and talking with some of his old friends. One of them said: “Well Nasreddin, you are a very clever man. What do you consider the most valuable thing in the world?”


Nasreddin gave a very quick answer: “I think advice is the most valuable thing in the world”. His friends thought about it for a few minutes, and then one of them asked him: “And what do you consider the most worthless thing in the world?” Again Nasreddin replied very quickly: “I consider advice to be the most worthless thing in the world”.


“Really?” said one of his friends. “A minute ago you said that advice is the most valuable thing in the world, and now you say that it is the most worthless? What do you mean?”


“Well,” answered Nasreddin, “if you think about it carefully you will see that I am quite right. When you give somebody good advice, and he takes it, advice is the most valuable thing in the world. But when you give a person advice and he doesn’t take it, it is the worthless thing in the world”. 

The Doctor’s Advice.


Once an old man went to see a doctor. The doctor examined him carefully and told him that none of medicine would cure him if he didn’t follow his advice: to have a good rest, to go to bed early, to drink milk, to walk a lot and to smoke just one cigar a day. The gentleman thanked the doctor and promised to do everything the doctor recommended. 


A month later the gentleman came to see the doctor again. “How are you?” asked the doctor. “I feel quite well now. I had a good rest. I went to bed early, I drank a lot of milk. I walked a lot. Your advice certainly helped me. But you told me to smoke one cigar a day and that one cigar almost killed me at first. It’s not a joke to begin smoking at my age”.  

A Good Choice.


A merry young man, who earned his living as a drummer in a band, had just married, and he and his wife were looking for some flat to live. They saw many flats, but there was always something that one of them didn’t like. At last, however they chose a house which they both really liked. But they couldn’t decide whether they should take one of the ground floor flats or one of the upstairs one.


At last they decided to take the upstairs one, and moved in. After they had bought furniture, selected carpets and all other things they gave a big party to celebrate their new life. It was a merry and noisy party, as all the young man’s friends from the band came and played their instruments. The guests danced, sang and practiced on the drums. 
After some time the telephone rang. The young man’s wife went into the hall to answer it. Then she came back with a happy smile on her face and said to her husband: “That was the man who has just moved into the flat that is under our flat. I am so glad we decided not to choose it. He says it is terribly noisy down there.”

The Angry Fan
This happened in Australia, during a water-polo game that one of the main sports events of the season. There was nothing exciting at the beginning of the game; but suddenly one of the players jumped out of the water and ran to the referee. He said that one of the forwards of the other team had bitten him on the leg while he was swimming under water.

At first the referee thought that it was some kind of a joke, but when the player pointed at blood on his leg, he had to believe that it was serious. He called the forward and asked him why he had done such a strange thing; and though the forward insisted that he had not bitten anybody, the referee made him leave the game.

They began again, but a few minutes later, two players, one from each team, climbed out of water, shouting that somebody had bitten them. There was blood on both players’ legs. The game was stopped, and they began to let the water out (выкачивать воду) of the pool. When most of the water was let out, everybody saw a young crocodile at the bottom of the pool. Somebody had put the crocodile into the pool, but why?

The truth became known when the players returned to their dressing-room after the game and found a letter there. “I have been a water-polo fan for many years,” the author of the letter wrote, “and I am not satisfied with the way the players seem to act. They have allowed the game to become slow and uninteresting, and I have decided that I must do something to make them move faster. I don’t think I can do this well myself, and I have decided that my crocodile will do it better.” 

Questions:
Where did the story happen?

Why did one of the players jump out of the water and run to the referee suddenly?

Did the referee believe the player?

The game was stopped, wasn’t it?

What did everybody see at the bottom of the pool?
What did the players find in their dressing-room? Who wrote the letter?
A Newspaper Joke
This happened more than fifty years ago, in a little American town called Springfield. The newspaper “Springfield Voice” had a very difficult life. The newspaper didn’t have enough money and couldn’t pay its workers. But it had one difficulty that was even worse. Whenever some interesting news appeared in the “Springfield Voice”, the rest of the newspapers in the town at once published the same news as their own. At last, the “Springfield Voice” decided to teach its enemies a lesson.
In the morning, April 1, the “Springfield Voice” published the news that a coffee king whose name was Lirpa Loof had come from abroad and was going to visit Springfield. Of course, this was tremendous news in such a little town. That same afternoon, all the other newspapers in the town wrote about Mr. Lirpa Loof. One of the newspapers published an interview with the rich businessman; another newspaper gave an interesting story of his life. Another newspaper told its readers that Mr. Lirpa Loof had had a meeting with the businessmen of the town, who were planning to buy coffee from him.
The next day, April 2, the “Springfield Voice” wrote: “Of course, we are proud that the other newspapers believed our story about the rich foreign businessman Lirpa Loof. But they must not forget what date was yesterday. Read the first, then the second word – LIRPA LOOF – from the end to the beginning, and you will see why they must not forget that date.”  

