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Text 1

The piece of literature is introduced and narrated by the Stage Manager, who welcomes the audience to the fictional town of Grover's Corners, New Hampshire, early on a May morning in 1901.
Act I: Daily Life
Act II: Love and Marriage of George & Emily
Act III: Death and Eternity:  Emily dies after giving birth to her second child. Emily's coffin is brought to the cemetery and buried, and she emerges from the mourners as a spirit. She joins her relatives and fellow townsfolk in the graveyard, including her mother-in-law, Mrs Gibbs. 

Main characters: Stage Manager 

Mrs. Myrtle Webb - Mr. Charles Webb and their daughter Emily; Mrs. Julia Gibbs - Dr. Frank F. Gibbs and their son George
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	EMILY: But, Mother Gibbs, one can go back; one can go back there again into living. I feel it. I know it. 

MRS. GIBBS: Yes, of course you can.

EMILY: I can go back there and live all those, days over again .. , why not? 

MRS. GIBBS: All I can say is, Emily, don't. […]

EMILY (to the STAGE MANAGER): Then it can't be since I was married; or since the baby was born. I can choose a birthday at least, can't I? — I choose my twelfth birthday. […]

EMILY (with a cry): There's Main Street ... why, that's Mr. Morgan's drugstore before he changed it! 

Oh, that's the town I knew as a little girl. I love it so! Are they inside?

STAGE MANAGER: Yes, your mother'll be coming downstairs in a minute to make breakfast. And you remember: your father had been away for several days; he came back on the early morning train. He'd been back to his college to make a speech in Western New York, at Clinton.


EMILY?:  Mama, here I am! Oh! how young Mama looks! I didn't know Mama was ever that young. 

Mama, I cant' find my blue hair ribbon anywhere. 

MRS. WEBB: Just open your eyes, dear, that's all. I laid it on the dresser, there. If it were a snake it would bite you.

EMILY: Yes, yes. (She puts her hand on her heart. MR. WEBB comes along Main Street) EMILY (Whispers) : Papa.

MR. WEBB: Good morning, Mother.

MRS. WEBE: How did it go, Charles?

MR. WEBB: Oh, fine, I guess. 

MR. WEBB: Everything all right here?

MRS. WEBB: Yes — Charles! Don't forget; it's Emily's birthday. Did you remember to get her something?'

MR. WEBB (patting his pocket) : Yes, I've got something here.Where's my girl? Where's my birthday girl?

EMILY (soft, more in wonder than in grief): I can't bear it. They're so young and beautiful. Why did they ever have' to get old? Mama, I'm here. I'm grown up. I love you all, everything. Oh, dear. Oh, dear.  - Good morning, Mama.

MRS. WEBB (at the foot of the stairs, kissing her in a matter-of
way): Well now, dear, a very happy birthday to my girl and many happy returns. There are some surprises waiting for you on the kitchen table.


EMILY (to herself): Oh, Mama, just look at me one minute as though you really saw me. Mama, fourteen years have gone by. I'm dead. You're a grandmother, Mama. I married George Gibbs, Mama. 

MR: WEBB (off stage): Where's my girl? Where's my birthday girl?


EMILY . (in a loud voice to the STAGE MANAGER) : I can't, I can't go. Oh, Oh! - lt goes so fast. We don't have time to look at one another.
 (She breaks down sobbing.) I didn't realize. So all that was going on we never noticed. Take me back - up the hill — to my grave. But first wait: One more look. Good-bye, good-bye, world. Good-bye, Grover's Corners ... Mama and Papa. 

Oh, earth, you're too wonderful for anybody to realize you. (She Looks toward the STAGE MANAGER and asks abruptly, through her tears) Do any human beings ever realize life while they live it? — every, every minute ?

STAGE MANAGER: No. (Pause.) The saints and poets, maybe — they do some. […]


TEXT 2
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	A squat grey building of only thirty-four storeys. Over the main entrance the words, CENTRAL  LONDON  HATCHERY  AND  CONDITIONING  CENTRE, and, in a shield, the World State's motto, COMMUNITY, IDENTITY, STABILITY. […]

'And this ' said the Director opening the door, 'is the Fertilizing Room’. Bent over their instruments, three hundred Fertilizers were plunged, as the Director of Hatcheries and Conditioning entered the room, in the scarcely breathing silence, the absent minded, soliloquizing hum or whistle, of absorbed concentration. A troop of newly arrived students, very young, pink and callow, followed nervously, rather abjectly, at the Director's heels. Each of them carried a note-book, in which, whenever the great man spoke, he desperately scribbled. […] lt was a rare privilege. The DHC for Central London always made a point of personally conducting his new students round the various departments.

‘Just to give you a general idea,’ he would explain to them. For of course some sort of general idea they must have, if they were to do their work intelligently — though as little of one, if they were to be good and happy members of society, as possible.' For particulars, as everyone knows, make for virtue and happiness; generalities are intellectually necessary evils. Not philosophers, but fret-sawyers and stamp collectors compose the backbone of society. 


Text 3 A   
William Wordsworth (1770-1850) is the greatest Romantic Poet. In his preface to Lyrical Ballads, he speaks in favour of a simple language, and subjects taken from humble and rustic life (Wordsworth believed in the goodness of unsophisticated man). As verse form for his long poems, usually addressed to his sister or friends, he chose blank verse (unrhymed verse (usually in iambic pentameter), with the easy, natural flow of ordinary speech; for that reason, Coleridge called them ‘conversation poems'. Wordsworth was the first English poet to express the strong interrelation between nature and man. Nature, where a divine presence is felt in all things, is no longer perceived as mere scenery — as in the age of classicism - but as a means of exaltation:
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	I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line 

Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance, 

Tossing  their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they 

Out-did the sparkling waves in glee: 

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company;

I gazed - and gazed — but little thought 

What  wealth the show to me had brought;

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye

Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,

And dances with the daffodils.


Text 3 B

   Universal Soldier   
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	He's five foot two, and he's six feet four;

he fights with missiles and with spears.

He's all of thirty one, and he's only seventeen, he's been a soldier for a thousand years. 

He's a catholic, a hindu, an atheist, a jain, a buddhist and a baptist and a jew;

and he knows he shouldn't kill

and he knows he always will,

kill you for me, my friend, and me for you.

And he's fighting for Canada, he's fighting for France,

he's fighting for the U.S.A.,

and he's fighting for the Russians, and he's fighting for Japan,

and he thinks we'll put an end to war this way.

And he's fighting for democracy, he's fighting for the reds,

he says it's for the peace of all; he's the one who must decide who's to live and who's to die,

and he never sees the writing on the wall.

But without him how would Hitler have condemned him at Dachau? 

Without him Caesar would have stood alone.

He's the one who gives his body as a weapon of the war,

and without him all this killing can't go on.

He's the universal soldier, and he really is to blame,

his orders come from far away no more;

they come from here and there, and you and me,

and brothers, can't you see,

this is not the way we put the end to war.


II. Words

foot/feet: A linear unit of length equal to 12 inches or a third of a yard; 1 foot=30,48 cm; 1 inch=2,54 cm; 1 yard=91,44 cm— missile ['misail] AE ['misl] n.: weapon that is fired from a machine; normally with a warhead (Kopf) carrying explosives — spear [spiɘ] n. — hindu ['hin'du:] n. — atheist — jain n.: adherent of jainism, a religion of India, which came into existence in reaction to Hinduism in the 6th century B.C. — jew n.: (Jude) — reds n.: derogatory form for Communists - the writing on the wall: reference to the incident that happened to King Belshazzar as related in the Old Testament (Daniel 5.25-8). The writing on the wall consisted of three Hebrew words: 'counted' (of the King's days), 'weighed' (of the King's personality), 'divided' (of Belshazzar's Kingdom). God's warning announced murder and destruction — Dachau: town near Munich where during the Second World War a Nazi concentration camp was situated

Text 4 A 
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	Not so very long ago there was a very fine gander. He was strong and smooth and beautiful and he spent most of his time singing to his wife and children. One day somebody who saw him strutting up and down in his yard and singing remarked, 

`There is a very proper gander.'

An old hen overheard this and told her husband about it that night in the roost.

`They said something about propaganda,' she said

`I have always suspected that,' said the rooster, and he went around the barnyard next day telling everybody that the very fine gander was a dangerous bird, more

than likely a hawk in gander's clothing. A small brown hen remembered a time when at a great distance she had seen the gander talking with some hawks in the forest.

`They were up to no good,' she said. A duck remembered that the gander had once told him he did not believe in anything.

`He said to hell with the flag, too,' said the duck. A guinea hen recalled that she had once seen somebody who looked very much like the gander throw something that looked a great deal like a bomb. Finally everybody snatched up sticks and stones and descended an the gander's house. He was strutting in his front yard, singing to his children and his wife.

`There he is!' everybody cried. `Hawk-lover! Unbeliever! Flaghater! Bombthrower!' So they set upon him and drove him out of the country.

Moral: Anybody who you or your wife thinks is going to overthrow the government by violence must be driven out of the country.


Text 4 B 
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	There was once, a very long time ago, a country where the murderers banded together for mutual protection. Their first step was to murder anybody who testified against a murderer. They then founded a murderers' club, open only to those who had committed a murder without being condemned. Members were expected to marry rich widows and murder them after they had made wills in favour of their beloved husbands. The club committee kept all files and by blackmail acquired half of every murderer's gains. The President of the club was the member who had the greatest number of unpunished murders to his credit. In the end, the club became so rich that it was able to decide elections and control the Government. It made a law that murder should not be illegal, but it should be illegal to call anybody a murderer, however good the evidence might be, which enabled the members of the club to proclaim loudly their detestation of murder. All went well until the President and Vice President of the club had a quarrel. They murdered each other, and the club committee, which was evenly divided, was wiped out in the resulting quarrel.

I cannot think where this country was. My historical friend, who gave me the information, omitted to tell me the date. Some malicious and ill-disposed person rashly asserted that it was the twentieth century, but, I am happy to say, he was clapped into gaol where he remains.


Text 5 
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	At two o'clock in the morning two Hungarians got into a cigar store at Fifteenth Street and Grand Avenue. Drevitts and Boyle drove up from the Fifteenth Street police Station in a Ford. The Hungarians were backing their wagon out of an alley. Boyle shot one off the Beat of the wagon and one out of the wagon box. Drevitts got s frightened when he found they were both dead.

`Hell, Jimmy,' he said, `you oughtn't to have done it. There's liable to be a hell of a lot of trouble.'

`They're crooks, ain't they?' said Boyle. `They're wops, ain't they? Who the hell is going to make any trouble?'

'That's all right maybe this time,' said Drevitts, ' but how did you know they were wops when you dumped them?'

`Wops,' said Boyle, `I can tell wops a mile off.'


Words

Hungarian n.: a native of Hungary  - back out of v.: move backwards out of — wagon n.: (B.E. also waggon) a four-wheeled vehicle for transporting heavy loads — alley n.: a narrow lane between buildings (Gasse) - wagon box n.: (here:) the back part of the waggon where the load is — there's liable to be: there's likely to be — crook n.: (sl.) criminal, thief — ain't they: (sl.) are they not, aren't they - maybe adv.: perhaps - wops n.: (sl.) a derogatory - abwertend) term of the 1920's for illiterate Italian (or, more generally, South European) immigrants in the U.S. who worked as cheap day labourers — dump v.: get rid of unceremoniously (ohne viele Umstände); knock down (note: dump ,Müllhaufen')— tell s.o. a mile off: make out and recognize s.o. from the distance of one mile.

Text 6 

The Fugitive
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	He began to tell me a long anecdote about something which had occurred two years before in the port we were coming to. At one in the morning there had been the sounds of shots and half an hour later an officer and two policemen had appeared at the gangway: they wanted to search his ship. Naturally he had refused permission. This was sovereign territory of the Royal Netherlands Steamship Company. There had been a lot of argument. He had complete belief in his night-watchman — wrongly as it turned out, for the man had been asleep at his post. Then on his way to speak to the officer of the watch the captain had noticed a trail of blood-spots. It led him to one of the boats and there he had discovered the fugitive.

"What did you do?" I asked.

"He was attended by the ship's doctor and then of course I handed him over to the proper authorities."

"Perhaps he was seeking political asylum."

"I do not know what he was seeking. How could I? He was quite illiterate, and in any case he had no money for his passage."


Words

fugitive n. — one who flees from danger or people trying to catch him; the captain — in the novel, this is the captain of "the Medea, a cargo-ship of the Royal Netherlands Steamship Company, bound for Haiti and Port-au-Prince from Philadelphia and New York" ; self-commiseration n. — feeling pity for oneself; responsibilities — duties to be fulfilled by a person placed in control of s.th.; run n. — in nautical language, a course on which a ship sails regularly; anecdote— a simple, usually amusing or pointed story of an incident connected with a person; occur— to happen at a particular time; port— a town with a harbour; gangway — a movable bridge of planks from the ship to the wharf to which it is tied up; trail of blood-spots — drops of blood that have formed a line on the floor which one can follow; be attended (by a doctor) — to be visited and given treatment by a doctor when ill; seek political asylum — to try to find and reach officially acknowledged safety from attack in a foreign country; illiterate— unable to read or write.

