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The activities in this book all require the reading of a text 
and the communication of the information it contains, 
sometimes in order to solve a puzzle or complete a task, 
sometimes in order to do a role play. 

All the activities consist of two main phases: 

1 READ - EXTRACT INFORMATION 

7 v 
I 2 COMMUNICATE - SHARE INFORMATION 

These phases may be organised in different ways. For 
example, in the first phase, students may be divided into 
groups and each group given a different text to read. They 
complete a worksheet and/or discuss the text in their 
groups. 

Phase 1 

Text A Text B Text C 

In the second phase students are regrouped to share their 
information, in order to act out roles or to complete a task 
or solve a puzzle. 

Phase 2 

The above diagrams show groupings for an activity 
involving three texts, but activities may involve from two to 
six texts. 

Alternatively, every student in the class may have a 
different, short text to read: 

Phase 1 

A B C D E F G H I J K L M N O P e t c .  

In phase 2 the students mingle freely and communicate 
their information in randomly constituted small groups. 
This activity may have a time limit set by the teacher, and 
the aim is to listen to as many people's stories as possible 
(i.e. to obtain as much information as possible) in the time 
allowed. 

Phase 2 

etc. 

In this type of activity a worksheet or questionnaire is 
handed out after phase 2 and the students try to complete 
as much as possible using the information they picked up 
in the second phase. 

Although not an integral part of the 'read and retell' 
activity, 'lead-in' and 'follow-up' activities have been 
suggested in most cases to provide further integration of 
skills. The 'lead-in' activities are based on discussion or 
listening to an anecdote told by the teacher; the 'follow- 
up' activities are suggestions for written work. 

A list of 'problem vocabulary' - words that may be 
unfamiliar to the students - is provided in the Teacher's 
Notes for each game, to enable the teacher to be prepared 
for queries. Students should be encouraged to read as 
fluently and self-reliantly as possible, trying to guess or 
deduce meaning where possible, using English-English 
dictionaries where this fails, and turning to the teacher for 
guidance if either of these resources fail. 

The Teacher's Notes also give indications of level -the 
majority of texts are intermediatelupper intermediate 
level, but where texts are easier or more difficult than 
average, this is indicated. The time required is also 
indicated. Most activities will last an average lesson. 
Shorter activities can be extended to fill a lesson by doing 
the follow-up activity in class. Longer ones can fill a double 
lesson, or a single one if the texts is given to the students 
in advance, or the information 'share phase' allowed to 
run on into homework. 

The activities provide practice both in reading skills and in 
oral expression, training students in the ability to extract 
essential information from a text and to give an oral 
summary of its contents. They provide a stimulus for 
natural and meaningful communication: giving both a 
reason and a motivating and enjoyable context for sharing 
information. When integrating skills in this way, the 
reading skill feeds directly into the speaking skill: new 
words and expressions are often absorbed almost 
effortlessly from the text by a kind of osmosis and 
students' fluency and confidence in speaking are 
improved. 

Although the activities are quite simple to set up, 
classroom management needs to be detailed and precise, 
and you will need to be very clear in your own mind about 
who is going to do what when - and where! Some points 
to bear in mind: 

Arrange desks and tables into groups in advance if 
possible for the first phase. If it is not possible to move the 
furniture in your classroom, give the same texts to students 
at adjacent desks, and work out how they can turn their 
chairs round to talk to those sitting near or behind them, if 
group discussion is required in the first phase. 



The regrouping of students for the second phase is best 
done by giving each student a number, e.g.: 

Group A Group B Group C 

Then ask 'All the ones' to go to a certain area of the room, 
'All the twos' to another area, and so on. 

If students are not in groups, but moving about freely 
for the second phase, make sure in advance that you have 
an area where they can do this, by having the desks in a U- 
shape with the central area free, or if the tables are 
arranged in groups, by making sure that there is plenty of 
free space in the central area. If you cannot move your 
furniture, and your classroom is cramped, you will need to 
modify this activity, so that students begin by talking to the 
person next to them, then swap seats with other students 
to talk to a different partner. The seat-swapping had 
probably better be directed by you if space is limited! 

The teacher's role changes constantly during one of 
these activities, and you will need to be quite a chameleon. 
During the initial setting-up phase, and the changeover 
from phase 1 to phase 2, you will need to be a very clear 
instructiongiver. During phase 1, your role will be that of 
guide and problem-solver. You may need to be very quick 
on your feet here if you have a large class. If the students 

. are working in groups, try to train them to ask each other 
for help first before turning to you - they can often solve 
each others' problems. During phase 2, your role is as a 
resource and guide, helping students if they are stuck and 
don't know what to say, or are unclear about what to do. 
You are also a monitor and evaluator, listening to what the 
students are saying and noting mistakes and areas of 
difficulty, which may form a basis for subsequent teaching. 
It is a good idea to carry a pen and notebook, or an OHT 
and OHP pen if you have one, and to note down any 
persistent problems or errors. 

The longer texts have an accompanying worksheet to 
direct the students' attention to the main points and to 
help them read for gist. With the shorter texts, the 
instruction is simply to memorise the details. It is important 
that the students understand that they are not expected to 
memorise the text and reproduce it word for word, but to 
understand and remember the main points and retell the 
story in their own words (though of course they may use 
words and phrases from the text if they remember them). 
With stronger groups, or students, i t  is a good idea to 
remove the text at the end of phase 1. Weaker students 
may like to keep the text as a prop, but you should try to 
ensure that they do not simply read from the text! Ask 
them to turn it over and only peep at i t  if they are 
absolutely desperate, or in the activities which involve 
retelling the story a few times, let them retain the text at 
first, and ask them to give it up when they have told the 
story once or twice and are feeling more confident. 

The introductory and follow-up activities are there as 
suggestions only. You may have your own ideas for 
introducing or following on from the 'read and retell' 

activities, but in general some sort of warm-up activity 
should be included as an introduction, to awaken students' 
interest and provide a context for the reading text. A 
follow-up writing task is a valuable activity, partly to 'fix' in 
more permanent form the new words and expressions the 
students may have learned during the reading and 
speaking activities, but also because writing is easier given 
a context and a reason, and that is precisely what these 
activities provide. 



VII I  Teacher's Notes 

1 Parlour games 

Type of activity 
jigsaw in four groups then groups of four 
reading instructions and explaining how to play a game 

LevelITime required 
intermediatelaverage 

Games material 
Texts: A Botticelli; B The parson's cat; C Crambo; D The 
adverb game 

Function practised 
giving instructions 

Structures 
imperatives, present simple, must 

Lexical areas 
famous people, adjectives, adverbs 

Problem vocabulary 
A Botticelli: recalled, guess, clues, identity, restrict 

B The parson's cat: take turns, version, round 

C Crambo: clue, rhymes, guess 

D The adverb game: adverb, missing, recalled, guess, 
perform, according to 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of text A for one quarter of the 
students to have a copy each, and the same for texts B, C 
and D. 
The texts in this activity are all instructions for how to play 
Victorian parlour games, a popular evening pastime in the 
days before television. Lead into the activity with a brief 
discussion on what students' families do for entertainment. 
Divide the class into four groups, A, B, C, and D. Give 
everyone in group A a copy of text A, everyone in group B a 
copy of text B, and so on. 
Give them time to read their text and discuss any problems 
or misunderstandings with their group. Tell them that they 
will have to show other people how to play their game, and 
warn them that you will take the texts away. They can make 
notes if they like. 
When you are confident they have understood how to play 
their game, take the texts away and regroup them into fours 
so that each new group contains an A, a B, a C and a D. 
The object of the activity is for each member of the new 
group to show the rest of the group how to play their 
game. 

Follow-up: Ask students to write a set of instructions for 

playing a game familiar to them. 

2 Successful failures 

Type of activity 
jigsaw in six groups then groups of six 
retelling the history of a successful person and 
completing a questionnaire 

LevelITime required 
intermediate/average 

Games material 
Texts: A Author; B Actress; C Footballer; D Pop singer; E 
Cartoonist; F Actor 
Questionnaire 

Function practised 
narrating past events 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
work, books, acting, football, pop music, art 

Problem vocabulary 
A A successful author: deadendjobs, degree, senior 
lecturer, ego, took off, paratrooper, kidnap, motivation, put 
me down, on your side 

B A famous actress: voluptuous, audition, agent, burst into 
tears, troupe, modelling, misery, obligations 

C A successful footballer: trial, rejected, contract, on loan, 
reluctant, establish, confidence 

D A successful pop singer: settle down, disbanded, 
keyboard, tick, on the dole, yell, breakthrough, released, 
risks 

E A successful cartoonist: commercial, sold out, desperate, 
hell on earth, potential, reviewed, genius 

F A successful actor: cope with, audition, registrar, 
convinced, encouragement, principal, therapist, evaluate, 
realised, establishment, scaring, literate, pedlar 

How to use the activity 

Make enough copies of text A for one sixth of the students 
to have a copy each, and the same for texts B-F. Make 
enough copies of the questionnaire for the students to  have 
one each. 
You might like to begin with a short discussion of success 
and failure. Ask the students to think of and write down the 
names of one person they think is a success and one person 
they think is a failure (not necessarily famous people). When 
they have written down the names, they should get together 
with a partner and explain why they chose those people and 
what they mean by success and failure (in whose eyes, by 
what standards, etc.). 
Divide the class into six groups, A, B, C, D, E and F. Give text 
A to each student in group A, text B to those in group B, etc. 
Give each student a copy of the questionnaire. 
Give them time to read their text, while you circulate to deal 
with problems and queries.When they have finished reading, 
ask each student to work with a partner from the same 
group. Ask one of them to imagine they are the 'successful 
failure' and the other to imagine they are the personlone of 
the people who told them some years ago that they 
wouldn't make it. They meet again at a party and begin to 
talk ... 
When the students have finished this first role-play, regroup 
them so that each new group contains, as far as possible, an 
A, a B, a C, a D, an E and an F. Ask them to tell their stories 
to each other. 
The object of the activity is to decide who was the 
biggest failure and who is the biggest success. 



Key: Answers to the questionnaire will vary for each 
character. 

Follow-up: Ask students to write the diary entry for their 
character the day they were told they were no good. 
Alternatively, pin up a set of pictures of men and women. 
Ask the students to choose a face that they like. They should 
then imagine and write a similar failure/success story for that 
character. 

Heroic failures 

Type of activity 
whole class m@lee then groups of four 
retelling a story and answering a questionnaire 

LevelITime required 
intermediate/shorter than average 

Games material 
Texts: A The crimes that were easiest to detect; B The 
least well-planned robbery; C The least profitable 
robbery; D The most unsuccessful prison escape; E The 
worst bank robbers; F The most unsuccessful attempt to 
work through a lunch hour; G The least successful 
attempt to meet a relative at an airport; H The least 
successful animal rescue; I The least successful bank 
robber; J The worst tourist 
Questionnaire 

Function practised 
narration 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
crime, office work, tourism 

Problem vocabulary 
A The crimes that were easiest to detect: dazzling, logic, 
inevitability, barge, dock strike, craft 
B The least well-planned robbery: raiding, cash, premises, 
masks, getaway car, sped, screeched to a halt, omitted 
C The least profitable robbery: unique, tactic, till, trolley, 
goods, snatch, undeterred, getaway, raid, scream 
D The most unsuccessful prison escape: convicts, guided, 
genius, courtroom, sentenced, judges, jail 
E The worst bank robbers: stuck, revolving, sheepishly, 
cashier, practical joke, disheartened, gang, barely, 
awkwardly, clutching, ankle, getaway, trapped 
F The most unsuccessful attempt to work through a lunch 
hour: set a record, uninterrupted, clambered, adjoining, 
stared, charged, retreated, steadily, scattered, stacks, heifer, 
chew, elaborate, pulleys 
G The least successful attempt to meet a relative at an 
airport: facilities, wandered, smothered, cuddling, 
enthusiasm, hospitality, modified, ushered, amiss, slumped, 
kidnapped 
H The least successful animal rescue: rescue, strike, valiantly, 
emergency, retrieve, trapped, haste, discharge, duty, 
grateful, fond farewell 

I The least successful bank robber: hold-up, cashier, 
bemused, grille, fled 
J The worst tourist: assumed, delayed, heavy traffic, 
mentioned, tracking down, modernization, brushed aside, 
landmarks, benefit, tongue, brief, brilliance, siren 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of the ten texts, A-J, for the students to 
have one text each, with as much variety as possible in the 
class. Make enough copies of the questionnaire for the 
students to have one each. 
Explain to the students that they are going to read a story 
about a disastrous experience. You might like to introduce 
the activity with an amusing disaster story of your own, or by 
eliciting tales of personal disaster (funny) from the students. 
Give out one text to each student and give them some time 
to read their text, asking you for help if necessary, and to 
memorise the main points of their story. Then ask them all to 
stand up and circulate, retelling their story in their own 
words to as many people as possible. 
The object of the activity is to hear as many disaster 
stories as possible. 
You can put a time limit on this part of the activity if you like. 
After a certain time, ask the students to return to their seats 
and give them each a copy of the questionnaire. Ask the 
students to complete as much as possible by themselves, 
then move them into groups of four and ask them to share 
their information to complete the questionnaire. 
Go through the answers to the questionnaire with the whole 
class, clearing up any misunderstandings and filling any gaps. 
Students will probably want to see all the texts. 
Note: With a strong group you can remove the texts when 
they have read them and ask them to tell the stories from 
memory. With weaker students I often let them keep the 
texts as support to begin with, then remove them after they 
have retold the story a couple of times and are feeling more 
confident. 

Key: 1 The prisoners' tunnel came out in the courtroom. 
2 There was a dock strike and his was the only boat moving 
on the water. 3 The Post Office had closed down. 4 There 
was less in the till than the £1 0 he had given the cashier. 
5 The robbers got stuck in the revolving doors. 6 A cow 
falling through the roof. 7 She thought a total stranger was 
her brother. 8 The firemen ran it over. 9 '1 don't have a 
paper bag.' 10 He got off the plane during a fuel stop 
because he thought he had arrived. New York. 

Follow-up: Students could write their own disaster stories, 
either from experience or imagination. Try giving some titles: 
The worst charter flight, The worst holiday, The worst piano 
recital, etc. 



Punch lines 5 My f irst  valentine 

Type of  activity 
whole class melee 
retelling jokes and finding the person with the punch line 

LevelITime required 
intermediatelshorter than average 

Games material 
Texts: Jokes 1-1 5 
Punch lines 

Function practised 
narration 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
various 

.......................................................................................................................... 
Problem vocabulary 

1 : vicar, parishioner, parrot, ribbon, hymn, perch 
2: crumpled, elephant, proves 
3: penguin 
4: cautiously, crept 
5: survey, colonel, achievement 
6: scrambled 
7: canary, cuttle fish, wedged, swing, bird seed 
8: bumped into, bitterly, pregnant, hiccups 
9: anxious, apologetically 

10: to the point, romance, royalty, mystery, religion, 
task, pregnant 
1 1 : speech, faultless, deafening applause 
12: achieve, conductor, proposed, free o f  charge 
13: weedy, lumberjack, axe blow, crashing 
14: architect, politician, rib, chaos 
1 5: tycoon, flair, specialist, prematurely, worn out, 
transplant surgery, legal, ridiculous 

.......................................................................................................................... 
How t o  use the activity 

Make enough copies of the fifteen jokes for the students to 
have one joke each, with as much variety as possible in the 
class. Copy the same number of corresponding punch lines. 
Give out one joke to each student and one punch line to 
each student. The punch line should not correspond to the 
joke the student has! Make sure that somewhere in the class 
there is a punch line for every joke. If you have more than 
fifteen students, do the activity in two groups. 
Students should read their joke and walk around the class 
telling it until they find the person who has the 
corresponding punch line. 
The object of the activity is to find their own punch line 
and to give away their original punch line. 
When they have done this, they should sit down. When 
everyone is sitting down, students can tell their complete 
jokes to the whole class. 

.................................................................................................................... 
Key: The punch lines are printed together on one page in 
the same order as the jokes appear. 

.................................................................................................................... 
Followup: Students tell jokes they know - in English! 

Type o f  activity 
whole class melee then pairwork/small groups 
retelling an anecdote and completing a questionnaire 

Level/Time required 
interrnediatelshorter than average 

Games material 
Texts: A Rabbi; B Pin-uplsinger; C News presenter; D 
Sportswoman; E Writer; F Novelist 1 ; G TV presenter; H 
Novelist 2; I Politician; J Scriptwriter 
Questionnaire 

Function practised 
narrating past events 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
childhood, love 

Problem vocabulary 

A Rabbi: glamorous, upset, out o f  reach 

B Pin-uplsinger: promptly, teased, dishy, lipstick, jealous, 
boasting, annoyed 

C News presenter: unforgettable, violets, checked, spots 
D Sportswoman: silk, propose, depressed, ignore, signed 

E Writer: humiliated, thrilling 

F Novelist 1 : idealistic, garlanded, trimmed,lace 

G TV Presenter: hideously, cruellest, waded, tadpoles 

H Novelist 2: puzzled, marvellous, liar 4 
I Politician: anonymous, dressing table 

J Scriptwriter: knock, incredible, do the trick 

.......................................................................................................................... 
How t o  use the activity 

Make enough copies of the ten texts, A-J, for the students to 
have one text each, with as much variety as possible in the 
class. Make enough copies of the questionnaire for the 
students to have one each. 
You might like to start with a brief introduction of your own 
about Valentine's Day: explain the history, customs, tell 
anecdotes, etc, or, if you have a class who are familiar with 
Valentine's Day, elicit information and/or anecdotes from 
them. 
Give out one text to each student, ensuring that as far as 
possible everyone gets a different text. If you have twenty or 
more in your class, it is probably best to do the activity in two 
groups. 
Ask the students to read their text and to memorise the 
information it contains, in order to be able to tell the story to 
other students. 
While they are reading, circulate and deal with queries. 
When they are ready, ask them to get up and walk around 
the class, telling their story to other students. 
The object of the activity is to listen to as many stories 
as possible in order to complete a questionnaire later. 

-1 
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You might like to give a time limit for this activity. With a 
strong group, you can collect in the stories. With a weaker 
qroup, you may like to let them retain the stories as support 



initially but collect them in when they have retold their story 
once or twice and have more confidence. 
When the students have finished or the time limit is up, ask 
them to sit down and give each student a copy of the 
questionnaire. Students should try to complete the 
questionnaire individually, but when they have got as far as 
they can on their own, they can help each other in pairs or 
small groups. 

Key: 1 A figure with a red heart. 'I'll be loving youi. Yes, 
he's her husband. 2 Frou-Frou. His secretary. With a lipstick 
kiss. He opened it. 3 He waded into a pool to get her 
tadpoles. 4 Two. 5 One. 6 Her first love - a family friend. 7 
Seven. A handsome boy. A boy with spots. 8 It asked her to 
propose to .him. 

Follow-up: Write your own Valentine anecdote - real or 
imaginary. Design a Valentine's card. 

6 Postcards f rom John 

Type of activity 
whole class melee then pairwork 
retelling news from a postcard and plotting a journey on 
a map 

LevelITime required 
intermediatelshorter than average 

Games material 
Texts: A Delhi; B Kathmandu 1; C Kathmandu 2; D 
Calcutta; E Mandalay; F Chiang Mai; G Hong Kong; H 
Bali; I Sydney 
Route map 

Function practised . 

describing scenes and past events 

Structures 
past tenses, present perfect, present simple and 
continuous 

Lexical areas 
foreign travel, landscapes, cityscapes, etc. 

Problem vocabulary 
A Delhi: immigration, curfew, riots, demonstration, stuck 
B Kathmandu 1 : hellish, wing (of a house), palace, arrested, 
smuggling, mistaken identity, freed, case, trekking 
C Kathmandu 2: trekked, temple, yeti, sherpa, scuffling, 
grabbed, torch, creature, all fours, rucksack, trial 
D Calcutta: ashamed, perspective, mugged 
E Mandalay: ruined, temples, crocodile 
F Chiang Mai: tribe, ethnic, costume, trek, idyllic, kidnapped, 
bandits, opium smuggling, civil war, guerrillas, jungle, 
camouflage, armed 

G Hong Kong: wandering, super, bustle, stopover 

H Bali: tropical, paradise, cobras, heaven, froze, scream, 
stroke of luck, pounced, grabbed 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of the nine postcard texts, A-I, for the 
students to have one each, with as much variety in the class 
as possible. Make enough copies of the route map for the 
students to have one each. 
You might like to begin by asking what is the longest journey 
any of your students have undertaken. Then give everyone a 
postcard and a route map. If you have fewer than nine 
students, give some people more than one card. If you have 
more than nine but fewer than eighteen students, explain 
that some cards will be duplicates. If you have eighteen or 
more students, play the game in two groups. 
Tell the students that they have all received cards from a 
mutual friend called John who is travelling in Asia. Ask them 
to read their card and to plot on the map the section of the 
journey he describes. They should also mark the map with 
the appropriate symbol for the adventure that took place in 
that country. Go round the class and help as required. 
When they have finished ask everyone to stand up and move 
around talking to other people to find out news about John. 
The object of the activity is to plot John's journey on 
the map and mark each country with the appropriate 
symbol. 
As they finish ask them to sit down with a partner and to 
compare maps. 

Key: Delhi (closed bank); Kathmandu (prison bars); 
Kathmandu (yeti); Calcutta (passport); Mandalay (crocodile); 
Chiang Mai (guns); Hong Kong (bath); Bali (snake); Sydney 
(hospital bed). 

,............. .... ...... . ......... .... .................................................................. . ........... 
Follow-up: Ask students to write one more postcard from 
John from an interim town in one of the countries he visited. 
Alternatively, bring in old postcards of your own with blank 
paper glued to the back. Ask the students to look at the 
picture, imagine what John did there and write the card. 

Evacuees 

Type of activity 
whole class m6lee then pairwork/small groups 
retelling an evacuee's experiences and completing 
extracts from their letters home 

LevelITime required 
intermediate (though introductory passage is 
harder)/shorter than average 

Games material 
Texts: Introductory text; A; B; C; D; E; F; G; H 
Worksheet 

Function practised 
narrating past experiences 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
war, domestic life 

I Sydney: wheelchair, knocked down, ribs, loan, plaster 



Problem vocabulary 
Introductory text: urban, threat, rural, idyllic, hell, 
evacuation, inasterpiece, profound, uprooted, gas mask, 
dispatched, amounted to, cockney, manure, come in for my 
share of, take someone in, halcyon, city slicker, vulnerable, 
air raid, inkling, momentous 
A: pilchards, wallop, dish up 
B: spots, eventually, nod, bairns 
C: peacocks, billets, vicar, gear-lever, swastika, bobby, 
interrogate 
D: fortunate, viaduct, rails, sigh o f  relief 
E: greasy, plait, braid, scullery, consent, allowance, treated 
F: tortoise, put to sleep, bravely, vet, cargo, forced, 
sorrowfully 
G: bolted, crawled, straw, dashing 
H: devise, insist, unsealed, deposited, accommodated, 
overjoyed 

How to use the activity 
Copy an introductory text and a worksheet for each student. 
Make enough copies of the eight texts, A-H, for the students 
to have one each, with as much variety as possible in the 
class. 
Use the introductory text and pictures to stimulate discussion 
on evacuees: How did the children feel? How did their 
parents feel as they saw them off at the station? What 
problems and difficulties would there be for the host 
families?, etc. 
Give out one text describing an evacuee's experience to each 
student, ensuring that as far as possible everyone gets a 
different text. If there are more than eight in your class, do 
the activity in groups. 
Ask the students to read the text and assimilate the 
information, while you circulate and deal with any queries. 
When they have finished, ask them to stand up and walk 
around the class, telling their story. They should tell the story 
as if they were the evacuees and the events happened to 
them. With a strong group, the texts can be collected in as 
soon as they have finished reading: weaker students may 
find it helpful to retain the texts until they have retold their 
story a couple of times and are feeling more confident. 
The object of the activity is to listen to as many stories 
as possible in order to be able to complete a worksheet. 
You can set a time limit for this part of the activity if you like. 
When they have finished, or the time limit is up, ask them to 
sit down again and give them a worksheet to complete. They 
should try to complete this individually as far as possible, but 
may work in pairs or small groups to help each other when 
they have done as much as they can by themselves. 

Key: 1 a tin of pilchards and some bread and water ... for the 
butter ... wallop round the head. 2 we were two plain little 
girls wearing glasses. 3 him ... his son. 4 the train came off the 
rails and we fell into the water underneath. 5 plait ... braid 
it ... 5 p.m .... money comes from our parents ... we get 
medicine. 6 the vet ... soldier ... the tortoise ... vet ...p ut him in the 
park. 7 outside ... the chicken house ... she brought me 
in ... holes coat. 8 our letters from home and insisted on 
reading our letters ... wrote to tell our parents we were 
unhappy ... the door locked and our belongings in the garden 
... seafront ... lady with a dog ... we could go home with her. 

............................................................. . ...................................................... 
Follow-up: Students can imagine they are one of the 
evacuees and write a letter home to their parents about their 
new life. 

8 Urban myths 

Type of activity 
whole class m@IPe or groups of eight 
retelling a story and finding the person with the ending 

Level/Time required 
intermediatelaverage 

Games material 
Texts: A Take a break; B A nasty set-to; C A low note; D 
Phone home; E Signed, sealed and delivered; F An unfair 
cop; G Tow job; H Fitted-up wardrobe 
Endings 1-8 

Function practised 
narration 

Structures 
past simple, past perfect, past continuous 

Lexical areas 
crime, driving 

Problem vocabulary 
A Take a break: laden down, scruffy, punk, fuming, 
gathering up, storming out 

B A nasty set-to: mates, cement mixer truck, thrilled him to 
bits, soft-top, fist, brim, shrug, bid 

C A low note: chattering, veering, windscreen wiper dented, 
wing, witnessed - I 
D Phone home: doubleglazing, receiver, whispered % 
E Signed, sealed and delivered: trenchcoat, dog+ared, - 
squinted, scrawl, barrel, thrusting, shoved, holdall, booty, 

I m 
baffled, track down 

F An unfair cop: joyriders, serial killers, flashed, ajar, poke 
-1 

around, flustered, ciggies 

G Tow job: speedchecks, taken aback, summons, crucial 
"i - - 

H Fitted-up wardrobe: keep an eye on, chaps, rack his brains 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of the eight texts, A-H, and the eight 
endings for the students to have one text and one ending 
each, with as much variety as possible in the class. 
Explain the meaning of 'Urban Myths' - apocryphal stories, 
usually beginning: 'This happened to a friend of a friend of 
mine ...' and told to you by acquaintances, or sometimes 
complete strangers, in bars. 
Give each student a story and an ending. The ending should 
not correspond to their story! (If you prefer to play the game 
in small groups of eight, instead of as a whole class activity, 
divide the students into groups first and then give each 
group eight stories and endings to be shuffled and dealt out 
randomly.) 
Students should read their story and try to write a sentence 
to end the story. 
The object of the activity is to then find the person with 
the real ending to their story. 



To do this, the students should walk around the class 
retelling their story until they meet the person who has the 
real ending. This person should give them the slip of paper 
with the ending on. 
When they have found their own endings and given away 
their original ones, they should sit down. When everyone is 
sitting down, students can tell their stories to the class, 
comparing the endings they wrote, with the real endings. 

.................................................................................................................... 
Key: The correct endings are printed alongside the stories in 
the photocopiable Games material section. 

Follow-up: This activity can lead into a discussion on Urban 
Myths - are there any such stories circulating in the students' 
own cultures? 

9 Famous last words 

Type of activity 
whole class m@lee then groups of four 
retelling anecdotes about famous witticisms and filling 
in speech bubbles 

LevelITime required 
intermediatelshorter than average 

Games material 
Introductory cartoons 
Parker, Coward, Wilde, Whistler cartoons 
Texts: A; B; C; D; E; F; G; H; I; J; K; L; M; N; 0; P 
Worksheet 

Function practised 
reporting what other people said 

Structures 
past tenses, reported speech 

Lexical areas 
social occasions, art, music, theatre 

.......................................................................................................................... 
Problem vocabulary 

Parker, Coward, Wilde, Whistler cartoons: disaster, genius, 
good shot, feigning, dim-witted, impresario, blew his brains 
out, featuring, prodigy, engage in, would-be, insulter, foyer, 
rotten, customs officer, scintillating 

A: nosey 
B: threatened, legal action, sue 
C: bust 
D: son o f  a gun, snapped, exception 
E: get the better of, latter, enclosing 
F: potty 
G : courteously 
H: rebuked, intoxicated, sober 
I: ill-received, stage, cabled 
J : hostess 
K: tone-deaf, orchestra, dominoes 
L: would-be, pompous, scribbled 
M: despair of, disconsolately, easel, masterpiece, 
perspective, alter 
N: snapshot 
0: afford 
P: cabinetmaker, sketch 

How to use the activity 
Make one copy of the introductory cartoons for each 
student. Make enough copies of the Parker, Coward, Wilde, 
Whistler cartoons for one half of the students to have a copy 
each. Make enough copies of the sixteen texts, A-P, for the 
students to have one text each, with as much variety as 
possible in the class. Make enough copies of the worksheet 
for one quarter of the students to have a copy each. 
Begin by giving everyone a copy of the introductory cartoons 
and talking about them together. Find out if the students 
know who the people are (Sir Winston Churchill, war leader 
and oneliner extraordinary; George Bernard Shaw, 
playwright, critic, socialist; Pablo Picasso, Spanish artist, 
sculptor and wry wit; Groucho Marx, US comic, maker of 
snappy remarks) and give them a little background if they 
don't. If you have an overhead projector, you may prefer to 
copy the introductory cartoons onto an OHT for this 
discussion, rather than hand out copies. 
Put the students into pairs and give each pair a copy of the 
Parker, Coward, Wilde, Whistler cartoons. Ask the students 
to work in pairs to match the stories with their last lines. 
When they have done this, give each student one of the 
sixteen texts, A-P. If you have fewer than sixteen students, 
give some students two texts. If you have more than sixteen 
students, some students will have the same text. Ask them 
to read and memorise the details of the story so that they 
can tell i t  to others. 
When they are ready, ask them to get up and walk around 
the class telling their story to other people. You can put a 
time limit on this part of the activity if you like. When they 
have finished or the time limit is up, regroup them into fours 
and give each group a worksheet to fill in. 
The object of the activity is to see how many exchanges 
they can remember and fill in. 

Key: 1 h, 2c, 3i, 49, 5d, 6f, 7b, 8a, 9e. Worksheet 1 'How 
much are you paid?' 'Oh, I don't get paid in dollars. The lady 
of the house just lets me sleep with her.' 2 'Your title, A 
Night in Casablanca, is too close to our title, Casablanca.' 'I'II 
sue you for using the word "Brothers".' 3 'What do you think 
of the latest Victor MatureIHedy Lamarr film?' 'You can't 
expect the public to get excited about a film where the 
leading man's bust is bigger than the leading lady's.' 4 'You 
old son-of-agun, you probably don't remember me.' 'I never 
forget a face but in your case I'II be glad to make an 
exception.' 5 'One for yourself and one for a friend - if you 
have one.' 'I can't make it, but can I have tickets for the 
second night - if there is one.' 6 'After all, they say he's 
potty.' 'They say he can't hear either.' 7 '1 hope to 
photograph you again on your hundredth birthday.' 'I don't 
see why not. You look reasonably fit to me.' 8 'You're 
drunk.' 'And you, madam, are ugly. But I shall be sober 
tomorrow.' 9 '1 will stage your play.' 'Better never than late.' 
10 'Are you enjoying yourself?' 'Certainly. There is nothing 
else here to enjoy.' 1 1 'What would you like us to play next?' 
'Dominoes.' 12 'Lady Blank will be at home on Tuesday 
between four and six o'clock.' 'Mr Bernard Shaw likewise.' 
13 'It's a masterpiece.' 'No, the nose is all wrong. It throws 
the whole picture out of perspective.' 'Then why not alter 
the nose?' 'I can't find it.' 14 '1 don't like modern paintings 
because they aren't realistic.' 'My, is she really as small as 
that?' 15 'Why don't you have any of your own paintings on 



your walls?' 'I can't afford them.' 16 'How much will it cost?' 
'Nothing at all. Just sign the sketch.' 

.................................................................................................................... 
Follow-up: Ask students to  imagine what would happen if 
Picasso met Groucho Marx or Churchill met Shaw. Who 
would insult the other more? Ask them to work in pairs to 
write an insulting dialogue. 

10 Body language 

Type of activity 
jigsaw in four groups then groups of four 
sharing information on different nationalities' gestures 
and completing a worksheet on body language in 
different countries 

LeveljTime required 
upper intermediatelshorter than average 

Games material 
Texts: lntroductory text; A; B; C; D 
Questionnaire 

Function practised 
describing customs 

Structures 
present simple, present perfect, present continuous 

Lexical areas 
nationalities, gestures 

.......................................................................................................................... 
Problem vocabulary 

lntroductory text: light-hearted, gaffes, collide, reverse, 
fascinating, mingling, signals, cast, globe, rubbing 
shoulders, posture, gesture, body-lingo, mutually 
incomprehensible, unwitting, insult 

A: cheery, thumbs up, cabbies, clonks, devastatingly, 
insulting, incidentally, thumb a lift, luggage trolley, on- 
looker, worthless rogue 

B: give offence, assailed, tremendous, itch, tug, earlobe, 
insult, rotten, sponger, watch it, mate, sneaky, so-and-so, 
get lost, pansy, ineffably, hang around 

C: ring-gesture, glancing, remarks, sou, enraged, obscenity, 
chokes, appalls, go to hell, restrained, punch, maitre d', out- 
thrust, palms, promptly, skewers 

D: eyelid, make a pass at, thrust, palms, gesture, descended 
from, smear, filth, condemned, gutter, vile, taboo, give two 
fingers, misinterpretation, the wonder is, functions, 
flattering 

.......................................................................................................................... 
How to use the activity 

Copy an introductory text and a questionnaire for each 
student. Make enough copies of text A for one quarter of 
the students to have a copy each, and the same for texts B, C 
and D. 
You might like to preface this activity with a short class 
discussion on body language and gestures. Demonstrate a 
few gestures (counting to ten, 'I don't know', 'You're crazy', 
etc.) and ask the students for their equivalents, if they are 
from a different cultural background. 
Then hand out the introductory text to all students and 

discuss the gestures described in it. 
Divide the class into four groups, A, B, C and D. Give text A 
to each student in group A, text B to all those in group B, 
etc. 
Give them time to read their text and to memorise the 
information it contains, while you circulate to deal with 
queries. Then regroup the students into fours, so that each 
new group contains an A, a B, a C and a D. 
Ask them to share the information they have just read with 
the other members of the group. They should use their own 
words, as far as possible, without looking back at the text. If 
you want to make things difficult for an advanced group, tell 
them that no hand movements are allowed - they must 
explain everything in words! 
The object of the activity is to collect as much 
information as possible in order to complete the 
questionnaire. 
When the students have finished sharing information, give 
them each a copy of the questionnaire. They should 
complete it individually without consultation in the first 
instance and then, when everyone in the group has got as 
far as they can, they may help each other. 
Students may like to see copies of all the texts at the end. 

.................................................................................................................... 
Key: 1 A 'moutza' is an insulting Greek gesture (palms up). 
2 A 'Victory V' is the first two fingers held up in a V-sign (V 
for Victory). 3 Britain. 4 Because an outstretched thumb is 
insulting. 5 'Thumbs-up' in Britain means 'fine', 'OK1. 6 Go to 
hell. 7a Saudi Arabia. 7b South America. 8a Zero. 8b A-OK. 
8c Money. 8d I'll kill you. 8e An obscenity. 9a You rotten 
sponger. 9b You'd better watch it. 9c You sneaky little so 
and so. 9d Get lost you pansy. 9e Something wonderful. 

Follow-up: Write a set of guidelines for staff working at 
Heathrow Airport, or imagine an international 
misunderstanding and write the resulting dialogue. 

11 Time warp 

Type of activity 
pairwork then groups of four 
reading a text about life a hundred years ago and 
sharing the information 

LevelITime required 
upper intermediatelaverage 

Games material 
Worksheet 
Texts: 50 years ago; Today; A Six in the bed; B Life was 
hard; C 'Children should be seen and not heard'; D 
Appearances 

Function practised 
talking about life in past times 

Structures 
past tenses, would (to express habits), may have 

Lexical areas 
work, living conditions, children's behaviour, clothes 

Problem vocabulary 

50 years ago: shame, vandalism, nonexistent, respected, 



issue, instil, make-believe, porridge, poultry, dull, itchy, 
siblings, social stigma, errands, treat, comics, three Rs, 
1 1-plus, specifically, wireless, wring, baking 

Today: differentiated, pest, menace, supplemented, well 
equipped, service industry, guilty, current, casual, hand-me- 
downs, outfit, non-issue, get away with, cheeky, misbehave, 
deterrent, munch, snack, take-away 

A Six in the bed: crowded, a lot to do with, strict, nurseries, 
cr@ches, mill, neglecting, tragedy, communal, blunder, survive 

B Life was hard: rough, survive, poultry, stagger, pail, 
scarcely, beloved, admired, nursing, soothe, hush, rock, 
dandle, distracted, conduct, guardianship, weary, sheaves, 
cart, line up with, gritty 

C 'Children should be seen and not heard': answer back, 
boxed my ears, chatter, strict, behaviour, fussiness, 
tolerated, grace, swallowed, hasty, suet pudding and 
treacle, unsuitable, forbidden, slogan, dull, punishment, 
feature, leather, chastisement, yard, strap, strip, bruises 

D Appearances: scarce, bargains, second-hand, hand-me- 
downs, patched, mended, swap, cropped, plait, crimped 

How to use the activity 
Make one copy of the worksheet for each student. Make 
enough copies of the text 50 years ago for half the students 
to have a copy each and enough copies of Today for the 
other half. Make enough copies of text A for one quarter of 
the students to have a copy each, and the same for texts B, 
C and D. 
Ask the students for anecdotes: differences between their 
parents and themselves, or between themselves and 
younger or older brothers and sisters for example. 
Then give each student the worksheet with the introductory 
paragraph and headings. Ask the students to talk in pairs 
about how they think children have changed over the last 
fifty years in relation to the topics on the worksheet. (This 
should be kept fairly brief.) 
Then give one student in each pair the 50 years ago text and 
the other the Today text. Ask them to match the headings 
on the worksheet with the paragraphs in their text. When 
they have finished, ask them to share their information with 
their partner. 
Then ask the pairs to join up together into groups of four. 
Give each student in the group a different text (A, B, C or D) 
describing children's life a hundred years ago. Ask them to 
complete part two of the worksheet, first choosing the 
headings that apply to their text and then making brief notes 
under each heading, on the back of their worksheet. When 
they have done this, get them to tell the others in the group 
about their life. 
The object of the activity is to imagine they are a child 
of a century ago and to tell the others about their life. 

Key: 50 years ago - clothes f, games d, money g, transport 
h, home a, holidays b, discipline c, bedtime k, food e, music j, 
school i; Today - clothes h, games i, money c, transport b, 
homed, holidays g, discipline j, bedtime a, food k, music e, 
school f 

Followup: Write a letter from 
ch~ld now. 

Curious customs 

Type of activity 
whole class m@Iee 
finding out about traditional customs and filling in a 
calendar 
LevelITime required 
upper intermediatelaverage 
Games material 
Texts: A New Year's Day; B Shrove Tuesday; C Kissing 
Friday; D April Fool's Day; E May Day; F Halloween; 
G Mischief Night; H New Year's Eve 
Worksheet 
Function practised 
describing habits and customs 
Structures 
present simple 
Lexical areas 
customs and rituals 

.............................. .................. ........................ .... .............................................. 
Problem vocabulary 

A New Year's Day: rise, make the round, mincepies, fool 

B Shrove Tuesday: festival, pancake, fair, cane, skipping, 
blocked, lengths, clothesline, abreast 

C Kissing Friday: mixed class, embarrassment, lad, proved, 
encountered, expostulate, turmoil 

D April Fool's Day: joyous, hoax, pigeon, come in for their 
share, fooling, needlework, taken in, exempt, glueing, stuck, 
yell, eggshell, sense o f  humour, fright 

E May Day: maidens, rise, dawn, dew, ensure, complexion, 
pimples, freckles, customary, rite, thereafter, maypole, 
garlands, stool, lace curtain 

F Halloween: tub, basin, floated, stab, hook, nail, cored, 
supernatural influences, peel, initial, represents, stands for, 
vigorously, row, part 

G Mischief Night: mischief, hooliganism, lawlessness, 
permissible, assaulted, bogus, hoisted, daubed, coated, 
treacle, tripped over, unscrewed, tapped, drainpipes, 
stuffed, set alight, wet through, ashes, loop, door knobs, 
tugging 

H New Year's Eve: ashes, afresh, assist, wealth, health, 
household, first-footer, welcomed, hospitality, threshold, 
ensure, well-being, spirit, siren, sprig, evergreen, toast 
(drink) 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of text A for one eighth of the students 
to have a copy each, and the same for texts B - H. 
Make enough copies of the worksheet for a quarter of the 
class. 
Begin by asking students about customs and rituals on 
special days in their countries. (This is a good activity to do 
either on a day when it is one of their own festivals, or on a 
British festival, or as part of a British Life and Institutions 
course.) 
Divide the class into eight groups, A, B, C, D, E, F, G and H. 
Give text A to each student in group A, text B to those in 
group B, etc. 



Tell them they are going to read abut customs that take 
place on certain festival days in Britain. Give the groups time 
to read their text and discuss it. Go round and help as 
necessary. 
When they have finished, ask them all to stand up. 
The object of the activity is to find out as much as 
possible about customs that take place on other festival 
days. 
To do this they will have to move around the class telling 
each other about their day and the rituals that happen on it. 
When they have finished or the time limit (1 0-1 5 minutes) is 
up, put them in groups of four and give each group a 
worksheet. They should work together to complete the 
worksheet, filling in the calendar with the names of the days 
and the activities and customs that happen on those days. 
Round off the activity by going through the calendar and 
asking what happens on each day. 

Key: January - New Year's Day, children ask for gifts; 
February - Shrove Tuesday, people make and throw 
pancakes, everyone goes skipping, a bell is rung; February - 
Kissing Friday, boys can kiss any girl they like; April - April 
Fool's Day, children tell people things that aren't true, 
children play tricks on grown-ups; May - May Day, girls wash 
their faces in the dew, children visit houses with garlands of 
flowers; October - Halloween, girls put nuts in the fire, girls 
brush their hair in front of the mirror, children play duck 
apple, girls throw apple peel over their shoulder; November 
- Mischief Night, children play tricks on grown-ups; 
December - New Year's Eve, people place money and bread 
outside the door, householders welcome a tall dark man 
with wood, coal and silver coins. 
.................................................................................................................... 
Follow up: Ask students to write a description of a festival 
day and its customs from their own country. 

13 Vil lage gossip 

Type of activity 
whole class melee (minimum of 8) then pairwork 
retelling information from a document about village 
history and filling in a questionnaire 

LevelITime required 
upper intermediatellonger than average 

Games material 
Village map 
Texts: A Grey House; B Rose Cottage; C Hazel Cottage; 
D Manor Farm; E Willow Cottage; F Honeysuckle 
Cottage; G Annie's Cottage; H Swallow Cottage 
Questionnaire 
Function practised 
narrating past events 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
village life: love, crime, school, church, quarrels, ghosts, 
weddings 

.......................................................................................................................... 
Problem vocabulary 

A Grey House: misdoings, involve, prominent, linked, bring 
charges, break-in, culminated, kidnapped, ransom, 
unavailable for comment, coma, consciousness 

B Rose Cottage: grace, melt, grateful, volunteered, 
charabanc, smocking, outing, Reverend, eloquent, 
combination, spiritual wholesomeness, masculinity, 
fluttering,refrained, parish, blush, enhanced, choir practice 

C Hazel Cottage: benefit, explorations, forte, timekeeping, 
common factor, breadth, precocious, verbal dexterity, 
inestimable, rarity, instinctive, skill, unequalled, forays, 
brace, harvest, necessitates, prolonged 
D Manor Farm: heartfelt, token, benighted, ablaze, chapel, 
peal, echo, oak, pews, flock, blessed, ailments, weaving, 
exquisite, hassocks, fellowship 

E Willow Cottage: insurrection, rebellion, sedition, 
parishioners, combat, slain, pistol, pierced, wounded, 
duelling, outlawed, settle, disputes, baptized, font, 
upstanding, length and breadth, upbringing, naught, fled, 
distress, betwixt, ghosts, haunted, revelation, presence, 
glimpsed, apparition, pistol, vanishing, duel 
F Honeysuckle Cottage: decade 

G Annie's Cottage: fitfully, treat, cruel, hard-hearted, means, 
disposal, witness, deceived, depth, suffer, dragged through 
the mire, scandal, gossip, unworthy 

H Home Farm: out o f  sorts, wedding breakfast, gallon, 
undercoat, gloss 

How to use the activity 

Make one copy of the village map for each student. Make 
enough copies of the eight texts, A-H, for the students to 
have one text each. Play this game with at least eight 
students, so that you can ensure that someone in the class 
has information about a character/home. (If you have more 
than eight students, some texts will be duplicated - this 
doesn't matter, two or more people can live in the same 
house. You can group people living at the same address 
together if you like.) Make enough copies of the 
questionnaire to give one to each pair for the pairwork. 
You might like to begin with a discusion about neighbours 
and community life. How well do students know their 
neighbours? Were people friendlier in the past? Give 
everyone a map of the village and explain that they all live in 
this village. Then give out one text to each student. Explain 
that they found this document in the attic of the house 
where they live and that it gives some information about the 
previous occupants of the house. 
Give them some time to read and absorb the information 
and go round and help as necessary. Then ask them to stand 
up and move around the class, telling the other members of 
the village about the juicy details they have discovered. 
The object of the activity is to build up a picture of who 
lived where in the 1920s and to fill in their maps with 
names and descriptions of who lived and what 
happened in each house. 
When the students have finished listening to each others' 
stories, put them in pairs and give each pair a questionnaire 
to fill in. 



Key: a Grey House; b Rose Cottage; c Swallow Cottage, 
Annie's Cottage; d Hazel Cottage; e The Old Rectory; f 
Manor Farm; g Home Farm; h Willow Cottage; i Church 
Cottage; j Honeysuckle Cottage; k Willow Cottage 

Follow up: Ask students to imagine who lived in Manor 
Farm, the Old Barn and Church Cottage and to write 
documents containing scandal or gossip about their 
inhabitants. 

A l i fe in t h e  day 

Type of activity 
whole class m@lee then pair work 
retelling a description of a half day's work to find the 
person with the other half 

Level/Time required 
upper intermediatelaverage 

Games material 
Texts: A; B; C; D; E; F 
Information sheet 
Photos - 
Function practised - 

I describing daily routines - 
Structures - 

I present simple, passive - 
Lexical areas - 

I - work, leisure, hobbies 

Problem vocabulary 

A: fiendish attachment, aromatic, vignettes, nonsense, well 
brought-up, disarray, efficiency, grace, vying, dominance, 
deny, unsolicited, fabulous, zucchini 

B: issue, chit-chat, minimalised, sensual gratification, 
longhand, disbelief, suspended, indulgence 

C: bull, take advantage, flatter, contours, macho, 
responsibility, glory, stress, foolish, shocked, tossed, ribs, 
react 

Give each student one text, ensuring that as far as possible 
students get different texts. Try to ensure too, that each 
student has a partner somewhere in the class, with the other 
half of the day. If you have an odd number of students, 
there will be one group of three rather than a pair. 
Give each student an information sheet and ask them to 
read their text and fill in the information sheet as far as 
possible, although there will be some questions that they 
cannot answer at this stage. While they are doing this, 
circulate and deal with any problems and queries. 
When they have finished, ask them to stand up and walk 
around the class, telling other people about their lifestyle, 
hobbies and habits. 
The object of the activity is to find someone who they 
think is their 'other half'. 
When they find this person, they should check with you and 
then, if they are correct, they should go and sit together and 
find out in detail how the missing half of the day is spent, 
completing their information sheets. 
Finally, give each pair a set of photos and ask them to 
identify which character is theirs. Alternatively you could 
display one set of photos for all the students to look at. 

Key: A and B, C and D, E and F. 

Follow-up: Get students to write a letter or a diary entry 
from the character, or imagine a dialogue between two of 
the characters. 

Guilty secrets 

Type of activity 
jigsaw in five groups then groups of five 
retelling an anecdote and discussing reactions to it 

Level/Time required 
upper intermediatelaverage 

Games material 
Texts: A Headmaster; B Novelist; C Writer; D Journalist; E 
Cartoonist 
Worksheet 

- D: superstitious, touch-up, dangling, criticism, failure, risk, Function practised - administration, logistics, calamities, recurring nightmares narrating past experiences 

- E: exhausted, muck out, cereal, incentive, irritating, Structures 
Z treatment. tack past tenses 

-- 
7 F: invoices, debts, chap, tougher, effective, legal action, Lexical areas 
I mucking out, cosmetics, shattered daily life: love, marriage, school, babycare, feelings, 
- emotions 
Z . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of the six texts, A-F, for the students to 
have one text each, with as much variety as possible in the 
class. Copy one information sheet for each student. Make 
enough copies of the sets of photos for half the class to have 
one each, or alternatively one set to display on the wall. 
Each of the texts, A-F, represents half a day (either up to or 
after lunchtime) in the life of one of the three characters in 
the photos. 
Begin with a short discussion on what time of day the 
students like best and why. 

Problem vocabulary 
A Headmaster: headmaster, sin, essay, biography, moral, 
heading, resist, cheat, guilty, error, arch rival, unbearable, 
anthology 

B Novelist: astonishing, ravaged, nap, snack, extract, gush, 
compound, dilemma, cot, desperate, howling, choked, 
glance, staggered, circumstances, dreadlocks, hesitation, 
palms, dabble, gratitude, lick 

C Writer: series, receptive, sheer, tenacity, persistent, yell, 
inevitable, giggled, automatically, Pavlovian, insistent 



D Journalist: swaggering, the coast was clear, grandly, sinking 
heart, abuse, electoral register, painstakingly, desperate, 
personnel manager, deputy, documents, dial, assignment 

E Cartoonist: shin, characteristics, kick, crumpled, self-pity, 
ruin, threw up, reaction, hop, stool, consume, top up with, 
peer, letter flap, agony, casualty, grave, shamefacedly, limp, 
in plaster, haste, rival, trip 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of the five texts, A-E, for the students 
to have one text each, with as much variety as possible in the 
class. Copy one worksheet for each student. 
You might like to begin by telling the class a short anecdote 
about something embarrassing that happened to you. Unless 
your class know each other very welllare pretty uninhibited, 
it is probably better not to ask for personal revelations from 
them at this point! 
Divide the class into five groups, A, B, C, D and E .  Give text A 
to each student in group A, text B to all those in group B, 
etc. Give each student a worksheet. 
Ask the students to read their text and complete section A of 
their worksheet, while you circulate and deal with any 
problems and queries. When they have finished, ask the 
students in each group to talk about their reactions to the 
incident: to discuss what the character involved felt at the 
time and how he/she feels about the incident now, 
comparing their answers on the worksheet. Then regroup 
the students into fives, so that each new group contains an 
A, a B, a C, a D and an E. 
The object of the activity is for the students to tell their 
stories to each other as if the experience had happened 
to them, and to fill in section B of their worksheet as 
they are listening to the others. 
After each anecdote the students should compare reactions. 

Key: Answers will vary. 

Follow-up: Students could write about a similar personal 
experience, or if they don't feel like doing this, write a diary 
entry for one of the characters for the day the incident 
occurred. 

Loose morals 

Type of activity 
whole class melee then pairs 
retelling a fable and finding the appropriate moral 

LevelITime required 
upper intermediatelaverage 

Games material 
Texts: A The crow; B The mice; C The ass ( 1 ) ;  D The ass 
(2) ;  E The dove; F The bear; G The tortoise; H The maid; I 
The miser; J The lion 

Function practised 
narrating a story 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
animals 

.......................................................................................................................... 
Problem vocabulary 

A The crow: crow, pitcher, relieved, swiftly, stooped, 
strained, thereupon, overturn, alas, pebbles, creep, brim, 
quench, carry out 
B The mice: ridding, rejected, tyrant, necessity, invention 

C The ass ( I  ): ass, humble, track, rounding a bend, bog, 
stumbling, clumsily, frantic, struggling, sink, mud, amidst, 
horde, leaping, woe, groaned, bray, piteously, sigh, 
splashed, mire, fuss, confidence, disaster 

D The ass (2) :  ass, fruitless, hunting, padded, plump, 
foolishly, munching ,crunching, briar, perched, stile, rangy, 
cock, crowing, offended, bounded, haste, idly, plucked, 
galloped, mere, jungle, error, custom, familiar 
E The dove: dove, ant, bubbling, blade, slipped, current, 
snatched, struggling, pity, distress, branch, delay, 
clambered, nimbly, stroll, trap, net, heel, take fright, 
misfortune, sincerity 
F The bear: face to face with, fear, single-handed, match for, 
sniffing, courage, held his breath, perch, wisely, leave in the 
lurch, good turn 
G The tortoise: tortoise, eagle, dusty, wheeling, circling, 
dissatisfied, long to, freedom, soar, swoop, ponder, 
discontented, enviously, seizing, favourable, opportunity, 
treasures, monarch, declined, task, absurd, pressed by, 
entreaties, height, loose, hold, bidding, misguided, dashed 
to pieces, hatched 
H The maid: milkmaid, balancing, prospects, a tidy price, 
stock, spoil, gown, grand, seek out, shrug, toss, toppled, 
smashed, spilt, trickled, dust, overambitious, destroy 
I The miser: miser, mean, goods, property, melted, solid, 
mass, buried, hoard, gloat, spy on, villain, went out of his 
mind, loss, crowd 
J The lion: weakness, prey, den, condition, concern, beasts, - 1 

I pay respects, wily, lair, renowned, cunning, consolation, 
bless you, uneasy, footsteps, emerging, riches rl 

n 
.......................................................................................................................... '1 
How to use the activitv 

Make enough copies of the ten texts, A-J, for the students to 
have one different text each. If you have more than ten 
students, play the game in two or more groups. If you have 
fewer than ten students in the class or group, leave out one 
or more of the pairs of texts (A/B, C/D, E/F, G/H, I / J ) .  (If you 
have an odd number of students a loose moral will be 
unavoidable! You will end up with one group of three 
instead of a pair.) 
Tell the students they are going to read fables or moral tales, 
mostly about animals. Ask them if they can think of proverbs 
or sayings from their cultures which involve animals, e.g. the 
early bird catches the worm. 
Give each student a text and ask them to read the story and 
memorise the details for retelling, while you circulate and 
help with problems or difficulties. 
When they have finished, tell them that the moral at the 
bottom of the story is not the right moral for that story. They 
should walk around the class, telling their fable to other 
students. 
The object of the activity is to find another student who 
has a story which fits their moral. 
The students should not tell anyone their morals until they 
have found the right story. 



4 .................................................................................................................... 
C - Key: The 'moral exchange' is reciprocal - i.e. if a student's 
- 
I 

moral fits another student's story, their moral will fit the - original story. The pairs of stories are A and B, C and D, E 

- and F, G and H, I and J. 
I - .................................................................................................................... 
- 
L 

Follow-up: Students write a fable to illustrate the moral 
I they originally had. 

17 Roots 

Type of activity 
jigsaw in three groups then groups of three 
reading and retelling old family letters and completing a 
family tree 

LevelITime required 
Texts A and B:upper intermediate; Text C is easier/ 
longer than average 

Games material 
Family tree 
Role cards: Karen, Gary, Lucy, Alex, Tracey, Jason 
Texts: A Lily's will/Accompanying letter; B Cutting from 
the Pennine BuglelLetter; C Letter 

Function practised 
talking about past events 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
family history, character, emotions 

Problem vocabulary 
A Lily's will: will, estate, arable, grazing, in my name, funeral 
expenses, death duties, exception, expression, carbolic soap, 
foul, cookpot, bethink, kettle, investments, in trust, capital 

Accompanying letter: I am not long for this world, in my 
bones, set the record straight, up to you, squabbling, 
bickering, the hereafter, set eyes on, treat, pack, heartache, 
inherit, fellsides, strength o f  character, property, memorial, 
rejected, pettiness, meanness, soured, raise a family, foolish, 
pride, humility, virtuous, respect, shed tears 
B Cutting from the Pennine Bugle: scandal, detained, 
undercover regiment, den o f  corruption, sheeprustling 
network, issue, statement, charges, persistence, decade, 
unprecedented, investigations, stockbreeders, traders, acre, 
currently, alleged, rationing, widespread, black market, 
slaughter houses, accomplice, revolving round, barracks, 
magistrate's court 
Letter: operation, teething, worn out, clearing up, lining, 
capable of, fishy, blossom, folk, torture, bear to, set eyes on, 
owes 
C Letter: fells, a wink o f  sleep, overdue, another living soul, 
pregnant, on account of, in the family way, bore a child, out 
of  wedlock, jealousy, barren, stroke, quarrelsome 

.......................................................................................................................... 
How to use the activity 

Make enough copies of the family tree for the students to 
have one each. Make enough copies of each of the six role 
cards for one sixth of the students to have a copy each. 

Make enough copies of text A for one third of the students 
to have a copy each, and the same for texts B and C. 
Ask students how far back they can name people from their 
family. How much do they know about their ancestors? 
Divide the class. into three groups, A, B, and C. Within each 
group divide the students into pairs so that as far as possible 
everyone is working with a partner. 
Tell the students that they all come from a large family, and 
the three groups they are in represent three different 
branches of the family. Unfortunately, because of some old 
family feuds, the three branches do not know each other. 
Their task is to find out as much as possible about their 
ancestors and discover what happened in the past. 
Give each student a copy of the family tree and a role card as 
follows: 
Group A pairs: Karen, Gary 
Group B pairs: Lucy, Alex 
Group C pairs: Tracey, Jason 
Give them some time to read their card and to  fill in their 
family tree with as much information as possible. They can 
discuss and compare notes in their pairs. 
Then tell them that some documents about their family have 
recently come to light: group A have found an old will and 
letter (text A), group B have found a newspaper cutting with 
note attached (text B), and group C have an old unposted 
letter (text C). Give each group copies of the relevant text. 
Allow them time to read and discuss the texts and to 
complete the family tree as far as possible. Go round and 
give help as required. 
When they have finished, regroup the students into threes, 
so that each new group contains an A, a B, and a C. 
The object of the activity is to tell each other what 
family scandals they have unearthed, and to finish 
completing their family trees. 

Key: 

Lily - Henry 

I 
Maud 

I 
Mavis 

I 
Samuel 

I 
Joseph 

m. William m. Joan m. Elizabeth 

Jean m. Hugh Vera m. Philip Michael m. Jane 

Follow-up: Write letters to other members of their family 

saying what they have found out, and offering to forget the 

past. 



18 Ghost stories 

Type of activity 
two groups then pairwork 
retelling a ghost story and finding the ending 

LevelITime required 
upper intermediatellonger than average 

Games material 
Texts: On the Brighton road; The clock 
Endings: A, B 

Function practised 
narrating a story 

Structures 
past tenses 

Lexical areas 
house, landscape 

Problem vocabulary 
On the Brighton road: downs, sparkling, blended, keenness, 
alternation, vacant, limbs, grimly, loitered, stooping, huskily, 
lonesome, limping, casually, dog-tired, knocking about, hay, 
smack in your face, lurched, doubtfully, strained, 
pneumonia, workhouse, winked, vanished 

The clock: waylaid, bounded, flagged, conveys, quilts, 
vibration, mechanism, motion, indentation, reluctantly, 
capacious, pull myself together, winding-screw, running 
down, fumble, hopping, scratching 

A: splashed, thawing, begged, crept, trudging, slushy, 
fragile, aghast 

B: grip, negotiated, sash-window, fainting fit 

How to use the activity 
Make enough copies of the text 'On the Brighton road' and 
ending B for half the students in your class and enough 
copies of the text 'The clock' and ending A for the other half. 
Begin by asking the students if they believe in ghosts. Do 
they know any ghost stories? 
Divide the class into two groups, A and B. Give each student 
in group A a copy of the text 'On the Brighton road' and give 
each student in group B 'The clock'. If you have a large class, 
subdivide the two large groups into smaller groups to read 
and discuss the story. Tell them their stories are incomplete 
and ask them to think up a suitably chilling ending to the 
story. 
When they have discussed this, give each student in group A 
a copy of the ending to the other group's story (ending B) 
and each student in group B a copy of ending A. Ask them 
to discuss what they think came before it. 
Then regroup the students in pairs, so that each pair 
contains an A and a B, and ask them to retell their stories. 
The object of the activity is for each to contribute the 
ending to the other's story. 
Which were better, the real endings or their imagined ones? 

.................................................................................................................... 
Key: On the Brighton road - A; The Clock - B 

Follow-up: Students could write their own ghost stories. It 
might help to stimulate their imagination if you give them a 
list of elements to include, e.g. an old house, a portrait of an 
old gentleman, a bell, a creaking floorboard, a locked room. 
Alternatively, you could bring in a set of 'props': an old 
photo, a train ticket, a lace handkerchief, a pipe, etc. 

19 Murder in t h e  l ibrary 

Type of activity 
jigsaw in three groups then groups of three 
retelling a story and solving a murder mystery 

Level/Time required 
upper intermediatellonger than average 

Games material 
Texts: A What the butler saw; B What the maid heard; 
C What the vicar felt 
Worksheet 

Functions practised 
narration, hypothesis 

Structures 
past tenses, conditionals, could have, might have, may 
have, can't have 

Lexical areas 
character, emotions 

Problem vocabulary 
A What the butler saw: parlour, furious, flirting, intimate, 
port, appealingly, surreptitiously, billiard room, ballroom, 
glimpse, urgent, piercing, gasped, fainted, decanter, 
smashed, stubs, candlestick, conservatory, unconscious, 
rushing 

B What the maid heard: formal, row, cast off, sobbing, 
rushed, slammed, overhearing, mean, gambling, short o f  
money, peeped, dashing, velvet, look like thunder, 
passionately, intimate, broke up, retired, embarrassed, 
muttered, murder, footsteps, piercing, gasped, fainted 

C What the vicar felt: confide in, express, congratulate, 
affect, will, in favour of, conscious, strained, atmosphere, 
tiff, thundercloud, broach the subject, endeavoured, 
anecdote, retire, snooker, urgent, port, parlour, distasteful, 
stroll, composing, slamming, grunted, strode, shrubbery, 
chime, terrace, aware, flash, strike 

.......................................................................................................................... 
How to use the activity 

Make enough copies of text A for one third of the students 
to have a copy each, and the same for texts B and C. Make 
one copy of the worksheet for each student. 

Give the class a little background to the story: a murder 
happened in a country house last night. They are going to 
read an account of what happened from the point of view of 
someone who was there at the time: the butler, the maid or 
the vicar. 
Divide the class into three groups, A, B and C. Give text A to 
each student in group A, text B to all those in group B and 
text C to all those in group C. Give out the same worksheet 
to all the students, but tell them that they will not be able to 

































A vicar called on an old lady who was one of his parishioners and was 
fascinated by her talking parrot. But he saw that the bird had a blue ribbon 
tied to  each leg and asked the lady why. 

'If I pull the ribbon on his right leg,' she said, 'he sings me a happy hymn - 
Onward Christian Soldiers - but if I am feeling sad, I pull the ribbon on his left 
leg and he sings a sad hymn - Abide With Me.' 

'Wonderful,' said the vicar. 'And what if you pull both ribbons at once?' 

A friend of mine was travelling by train and opposite him sat a gentleman 
reading The Times. Every so often he took a sheet of the newspaper, crumpled 
it up, opened the window, threw it out and shut the window. 

After he had done this a few times my friend said, 'Excuse me, but may I ask 
why you are doing that?' 

'Oh yes,' he replied, 'it keeps the elephants away.' 

'But,' my friend said, 'there aren't any elephants here.' 

A man was out for a walk in the town and met a penguin, which started to  
follow him. Now knowing what to do with it, he took it to the nearest police 
station and asked for advice. 

'Take it to the Zoo,' they advised. 

Next day one of the policemen met the man in the street, stil l followed by the 
penguin. 

'What are you doing with that penguin?' he said. 'I thought you were going 
to take it to  the Zoo.' 
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The two mice heard a cat approaching their mousehole. 'Miaow ... Miaow ... 
Miaaoow ...' they heard first. Then 'Woof ... Woof ... Woof ...' the sound of an 
angry dog, followed by silence. 

Cautiously the two mice crept out of their hole - and the cat jumped on them, 
saying as he ate them up: 

A lady was carrying out a survey of drinking habits. She rang the bell of a 
house and an army colonel answered. 

She explained: 'I am doing a survey into people's drinking habits. Would you 
mind giving me some information about yours?' 

'Not at all,' replied the colonel. 'In fact I haven't had a drink since 1945.' 

'Congratulations!' said the lady, 'that is quite an amazing achievement.' 

A very unpleasant man went t o  stay with his friend. After dinner his friend 
said, 'Would you like a coffee?' 

'No -tea,' he replied. 

Later his friend asked him, 'Would you like a whisky?' 

'No - brandy,' he replied. 

Next morning his friend asked, 'Would you like a cup of tea with your 
breakfast?' 

'No - coffee,' he replied. 

His friend asked, 'Would you like your eggs scrambled or fried?' 

'One fried, one scrambled,' he replied. 

After breakfast his friend asked, 'Did you enjoy your breakfast?' 

Reading Games, O Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 



A man was lonely and bought a canary thinking it would talk to him. 

Disappointed by the bird's lack of conversation, he complained to the pet shop 
owner, who sold him a mirror, and when this failed to make the canary talk, 
suggested some cuttle-fish wedged between the bars. 

This didn't work and the man returned daily to the shop where he was advised in 
turn to buy a swing, and then a ladder, and finally a bell to give the little bird a 
purpose in life. 

'You will find,' said the pet shop owner, 'once he has had a swing, sharpened his 
beak on the cuttlefish, climbed the ladder and rung the bell, he will start talking.' 

A week later the man returned triumphant. 

'It worked,' he said. 'He looked in the mirror, swung on the swing, climbed the 
ladder, rang the bell and then fell backwards on to the floor of the cage with his feet 
in the air.' 

'Did he say anything?' 

A man walked into the doctor's surgery and bumped into a very young and 
pretty girl coming out, but she was crying bitterly. 

'Come on,' he said, 'it can't be that bad.' 

She said, 'Oh, but it is, the doctor's just told me I'm pregnant.' 

The man turned to  the doctor and asked 

'Is it true?' 

The doctor said, 

A man had just finished his lunch in a restaurant and the waitress asked if he 
would take coffee. 

'Yes, please,' he replied. 

The waitress went off but quickly returned and asked, 'With or without cream, 
sir?' 

'Without,' he replied. 

After a long wait the waitress returned, rather anxious, and said 
apologetically, 
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All good stories, should be short and to  the point. This was well known to at 
least one small boy who was asked to write a story in class containing 
elements of Romance, Royalty, Mystery and Religion, and completed the task 
in thirty seconds. 

When asked by the teacher, he read out, 

A former President of the United States was holding a dinner at the White 
House. Among the guests was a Red Indian Chief dressed in full costume. 

The President seated his Lady next to  the Red Indian Chief, to  make him feel 
comfortable and also because the Chief held 51% of a big oil company. 

When the dinner started and soup was served, the President's wife smiled at 
the Chief and said, 'You like-um soupee?' 

The Chief nodded his head. 

When the second course was served up she said, 'You like-um turkey?' 

Again the Chief smiled and nodded. This went on through every course. 

After coffee, the Chief had to make a speech. He stood up and gave a 
brilliant speech in faultless English. 

He sat down to deafening applause, and turning to the President's wife, he 
said, 

Two Belgians and two Dutchmen travelled regularly to  work on the same train. 

After a while the Dutchmen saw that the two Belgians only had one ticket between them and asked 
how they managed to achieve this. They explained that when they hear the conductor approaching 
from the other end of the carriage, the two of them left their seats, went into the toilet and locked the 
door. When the conductor knocked on the toilet door saying, 'Tickets please', they pushed one ticket 
under the door. It was then stamped and pushed back under the door again. 

The Dutchmen thought this was a very good idea and the following morning bought one ticket 
between them. When they got to  their carriage there was only one Belgian. They told him what they 
had done and asked the Belgian if he had a ticket as he was travelling on his own. 

He said he did not have a ticket at all and when they asked how he proposed to manage to travel free 
of charge, he told them they would have to wait and see until the conductor arrived, but he had no 
doubt that he would manage it without difficulty. 

As soon as they heard the conductor coming the two Dutchmen immediately went to  the toilet and 
locked the door. 
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A small and weedy man arrived at a lumberjack camp in the northern forests of 
Canada. All the men working at the camp were at least six feet tall, and simply 
couldn't believe that the new arrival was a lumberjack. They gave him a very small 
axe and took him to a small tree. The man chopped the tree down with one blow. 

The big lumberjacks immediately decided to teach him a lesson. They gave him one 
of the largest and heaviest axes that they could find and took him to a particularly 
tall and thick tree. 
'Go on, cut this down,' they said. 

'All right,' he replied. 

Within a very few minutes the new arrival had sent the big tree crashing down. 
'Amazing,' said the lumberjacks, 'but how on earth is it that someone as small and 
thin as you can cut trees so well? Where do you come from?' 

'The Sahara,' he replied. 

'But there are no trees in the Sahara,' said one of the lumberjacks. 

A doctor, an architect and a politician argued whose was the oldest profession. 
'Obviously, the medical profession is the oldest,' said the doctor, 'because the 
first doctor was the one who took the rib out of Adam to create Eve.' 

The architect disagreed. 

'God was the first architect. He created order out of chaos, so mine must be 
the oldest profession.' 

A very successful young tycoon lost his business flair and was so worried he 
went to see his doctor. 
His doctor could find nothing wrong with him but suggested that he should see 
a brain specialist. 
He did this and was told that his brain was prematurely old and worn out but 
with modern brain transplant surgery he could be given a new one. 

He asked abut the cost, and the reply was that it depended on what type of 
brain he wanted - for example, he could have a legal brain for f 10,000, or a 
doctor's brain for £20,000 or an Army officer's brain for £40,000. 

'That's ridiculous! An officer's brain can't cost twice as much as a doctor's!' 
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'Then I fall off my perch, you silly old fool,' said the parrot. 

'Of course not,' he replied. 'That proves it works!' 

'Oh,' replied the man. 'That was yesterday. Today we are going to  the pictures.' 

'I always knew it would be useful to  have a second language.' 

'I know,' replied the colonel, looking at his watch. 'It is already 20.00 hours.' 

'No,' he replied. 'You scrambled the wrong egg.' 

'Yes, just before he died he said, "Did no one tell you about bird seed?".' 

'No, but it 's cured her hiccups.' 

'I'm sorry sir. There is no more cream. Will you have it without milk?' 

'God,' said the duchess, 'I'm pregnant. Who done it?' 

'You li ke-um speechy?' r 
A few moments later the Belgian followed them down the corridor and knocked on the 
toilet door saying, 'Tickets please'. One Dutch ticket appeared under the door. 

'Not any more,' replied the new arrival. 

'Ah!' said the politician, 'but it was the first politician who created the chaos.' 

'Oh, yes,' was the reply. 'You see, it 's as good as new; it has never been used.' 
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Rabbi 
t-7 

It was a huge heart made of chocolate which 
opened up and had chocolate creams inside, and I 
knew exactly who it was from. I was 13 and he 
was 25 and my first great love. He was a family 
friend, and he always had glamorous girlfriends, 
but he was wonderful and I adored him. I was 
terribly upset when he married a few years later, 
because he didn't wait for me, but we have been 
friends all our lives. I never dreamed of sending 
him one; he was too far above me and out of 
reach. 

@ News presenter 

My first Valentine was unforgettable. It war a 
homemade card with a poem inside. 'Roses 
are red, Violets are blue, When I grow up, I 

want to  marry you.' I was seven, and had a crush 
on a handsome boy in my class. I thought it must 
be from him and excitedly checked his 
handwriting. I discovered instead that it was from 
a boy with spots whose nickname was 'Smelly' 
because his mother gave him meat and onion 
sandwiches for lunch. I was terribly disappointed. 
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Pin uplsinger 

I've stil l kept my first card. I was 11 
and it was from a boy in my class 
who drew a picture of himself and 
me in a big red heart. He was the only blond boy 
in class so I knew from the picture that it was 
from him. I told my best friend, who promptly 
told everybody else, and he got teased by 
everyone. But we went swimming together that 
weekend and became good friends. At 13 1 sent 
my Dad a joke one. It said, 'To Pat, you don't 
know who I am - I think you're dishy.' I put 
perfume and a big lipstick kiss on it. He believed it 
and showed it to Mum to make her jealous but 
she knew that I'd sent it. Last year he was stil l 

boasting to  his friends about it so I told him 

A the truth; he was really annoyed. 

0 Sportswoman 

The most surprising one came 
from a man I worked with. I thought of him just 
as a friend but then this romantic card with a red 
silk rose arrived and inside it was a message 
asking me to propose to him. I only send them to 
people who are depressed. When I was 12 1 sent 
one to a young boy in my class whom everybody 
ignored. I signed my name so that he knew he 
had a friend, and he was very happy. Ever since, I 
have sent them to boys who aren't the best 
lookers or who need cheering up. 



0 Writer 
a"7 

I sent one to  myself when I was 13 because I 
knew no one was interested in me and I wouldn't 
get one. So I bought it, wrote it and posted it, 
and when it arrived I took it to  school and 
pretended I had an admirer to save feeling 
humiliated. The first I really received was from a 
man in the factory near the office where I worked 
when I was 16. He could see me sitting by the 
office window and kept phoning up saying 'Hello, 
darling'. The card said 'From the factory 
opposite'. I never did discover who he was. It was 
a bit frightening, but thrilling. I was working out 
people's income tax at the time. 

@ Novelist 1 

In my school, founded by idealistic 
socialists, it was the custom for 
each child in the class to send a 
Valentine to  every other child. For this purpose 
we made our own very cheap cards. One 14 
February, however, I received a very different sort 
of Valentine: garlanded with roses and forget-me 
nots and trimmed with paper lace. I never found 
out who sent it, but I dreamed over it for years. 

@ Presenter 

I was hideously ugly when I was at school - as I 
am now! - and none of the boys liked me. 

When we were all about seven everyone got 
Valentines but me, so I made one to send myself. 
The only trouble was, the cruellest girl in the class 
saw me so she made sure that everyone knew I'd 
done it myself and had them all laughing at me. 
When eventually I did get one, from an Australian 
boy called Bill, it was a big event in my life. He 
was so romantic he even waded into a pond in his 
shoes and socks to  get me tadpoles. 

@ Novelist 2 

When I was 14 1 sent cards 
to  all the boys I knew. I drew them all myself and 
they said things like 'Love and Kisses from - Ha 
Ha Haf. I t  really puzzled people. No one guessed 
except one boy who said, 'That was you, wasn't 
it?' That was when 1 learnt that I was a 
marvellous liar. I don't remember the first one I 
got: I was much less interested in love than in 
telling lies! 
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0 Politician n 
Valentine's Day was really important at s'chool. It 
didn't matter who they were from, just how 
many you received. At 12 I got one from a boy I 
was madly in love with. It was anonymous but I 
recognised his handwriting and kept it on my 
dressing table for ages. I once sent a pretend one 
to my father from a woman called Frou-Frou. His 
secretary opened it, which was what I had meant 
to happen, and it caused a bit of fun. 

0 Scriptwriter 

The one I remember best came when I was 16% . 
There was a knock at the door, and I opened it 
and saw a taxi leaving. Left on the doorstep was a d 
doll's house, with a note by the bell, saying 'press'. f 
I did, and the windows lit up, a figure came out of 
the door carrying a red heart, and a tune played 
'I'll be loving you'. It was absolutely wonderful. 
The house even had curtains and a cat at the 
window. I knew it was from my boyfriend because 
he was the only person who could have made 
such an incredible thing. It did the trick! At 17 1 
married him! 
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- :  

2 f Answer as many questions as you can and then ask other students for help. 
- :  

1 What was inside the dolls' house? 

What tune did it play? 

Does she still know the boy who gave her this pre rsent? 

2 Two people sent Valentines to  their fathers. How did they 
opened them? 

sign the1 n? Who 

3 An Australian boy called Bill sent her her first Valentine. What else did he 
do for her? 

How many people sent Valentines to themselves? 

? i P " - )  - 5 How many people had to  send Valentines to  every other child in the class? 

6 She got a huge chocolate heart when she was 12. Who was it from? 

7 A Valentine arrived for her which said, 'Roses are red, violets are blue, 
When I grow up, I want t o  marry you.' How old was she? 

Who did she think it was from? Who was it really from? 

8 What did the message say that came with the red silk rose? 

- 
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Well I've only been in India two days and already t h e  adwntu6, 
started! I t  took hours t o  ge t  through customs and immigration. 
and when I finally go t  on t he  bus I realized I'd arrived on t h e  wrong 
day. There's a curfew on because of  anti-government riots, and I 
only j u s t  managed to find a hotel before t h e  six o'clock evening 
curfew. Yesterday I was nearly shot  by police who were trying t o  
control a demonstration, t he  banks are all closed and I don't 
know how long I'll be stuck here. With any luck I'll catch a bus t o  
Nepal on Saturday, so you could t r y  sending a le t ter  t o  American 
Express in Kathmandu. I hope to be there until t he  end o f  April. 

Bye for  now, 

/ 

I made i t !  A hellish journey from Delhi, seventy people on a bus 
designed for thirty, with all their  luggage. Anyway K is  great,Tve 
found a great l i t t le  hotel in t he  wing o f  an old Maharajah's 
palace, with Buddhas all over t he  garden and wonderful 
chocolate cake of  all things! This is a b i t  better than the  place I 
stayed in l a s t  week - Kathmandhu jail! I was arrested for  
smuggling - a case of  mistaken identity - luckily t he  Bri t ish 
Consul here was able t o  ge t  me freed bu t  I won't be able t o  leave 
Nepal unti l t he  case is heard next month. I want t o  go trekking in 
t he  Himalaya. I'll tel l you about t h a t  later. 

-- i _I---- 

This is t he  view from the  campground neat-_Namche Bazaar, whew " 
we trekked t o  l as t  month . Everest is another twenty miles o r  5s- - 
(a week's walk). In t he  house t o  the  left  of- the temple, we were 
shown a yeti's head, and all t he  sherpas were talking-about yetis. 
Well t h a t  night, I was woken by a scuffling and heavy breathing 
outside t he  tent .  I thought, 'thieves!' and grabbed my torch. When I 
stuck my head ou t  of  t he  tent, there was a big brown hairy 
creature running of f  on all fours, and i t  had stolen my rucksack full 
o f  t i ns  of  food and drink. I woke t he  others up and they were sure 
it was a yeti. The t r ia l  was okay and I can leave Nepal tomorrow. 
Probably send you a card from Calcutta. 

Regards, T o L c  
/ 
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Calcutta! What a city. I've never seen anything like i t .  I can't begTn" 
t o  describe it, j u s t  people people everywhere, and-all of them so 
poor I feel ashamed. 5ornehow i t  pu ts  things in perspective - I was 
mugged l as t  week, and I've lost  everything, including my passport, 
traveller's cheques, all my film, my camera. B u t  when 1 think how 
lucky I am, compared t o  t h e  people living on t h e  pavements here, I 
feel really lucky t o  be alive. 
It'll take another few days t o  ge t  a new passport, and then I hope 
t o  go t o  Burma. Plane for  Rangoon every Tuesday and Thursday. 

Will write soon, -JLH 
/ 

- - 

Chiang Mai is a lovely town, I could easily stop-here a n d n o t  come hohe. 
The hills around are full o f  'hill tribe'-qeople in differeht ethnic costumes, 
all with their own customs, d a n c e s ~ n d  l&guages. We went for a f o u r  - 
day trek, sleeping in t he  villages,-which sounds idyllic but  in f a c t  we were 
very lucky no t  to get  kidnapped!! Thereare a l o t  o f  bandits, involved with 
opium smuggling in and ou t  of  Burma, and t h e  Burmese side is in a s t a t e  
o f  civil war. Las t  month some French tour is ts  were kidnapped, and some 
Americans were murdered only a few weeks-ago. We were having lunch by a 
river when shooting s ta r ted  on t he  other bank, and suddenly we were 
surounded by a dozen or so guerillas in jungle camouflage. Luckily our 
guide spoke their  language, and even bet ter  we weren't armed so the  
guerillas could see we were only tourists. We gave them our cameras and 
money, and they helped themselves t o  all t he  food, bu t  apar t  from t h a t  
we are lucky t o  be alive! Next s top  Hong Kong. 

- 1  

I 4 
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Back in civilization. Y6i%'t-imzrgifie kow3gbod it ' 1 
felt t o  have a propet hGt bat% a'n'd buy some new ' 
clothes, after so lon~~wanderirig'aroud Asia. .A  Coffee! - 
Orange juice! Hamburgers! Hong Kong is so strange, 
like England (roadsigns, buses, shops) but with 
super food and the noise and bustle of China. I 
haven't got time, unfortunatefy, t o  go north into the 
People% Republic, t h a t  will have t o  wait t i l l  my next 
trip! Next stop Bali (my plane's tomorrow) - a five- 
day stopover and then on t o  Sydney. 

Regards, 3 4 ~  
/'-- 

Tropical Paradise -well almost. I don't think they have-hooded cobras in 
heaven. Or do they? I was th.the_sh~we4at-o"~ guCsthouah and was jus t  
drying myself off when I s6wsome€hiurg"m6;%%ear the door. I pu t  my -> 
glasses on, and jus t  froze. huge 61acE cobi2 was waiting in the 
doorway, staring a t  me. I Feally did not  know what on earth t o  do, 
whether t o  scream for help or not. 1 stood there, and the snake waited 
and waited. It's so hot here, but my blood froze. Amazing stroke of luck. 
and I'll never forget this, a c a t  came up ever so quietly behind the snake, 
pounced and grabbed it behind the neck. Result? One dead cobra, one 
proud cat, and one very shaken John! I told the landlord, and he said 
'Cobra? Yes, he bad one, but  never mind, bathroom clean i f  snake live in 
there.' Hope my next stop is safer. Do kangaroos bite? 

Yours, + 

/' 
Home a t  last  - well nearly..l'll be on BA9Q4 Sydn;f:meathrow'\, , 

arriving London H e a t h r o w ~ t  0840 on ~ w i d a ~ .  It'd be breat if$;\ -- - -- 
could meet me, but bring-zrwlii?ekhak!-l M eufh a great time in 
Bali, and then flew on tc5~dnley;-l forgotwhich w w  the traffic 
went, and crossing the road I was literally knocked2own by a bus! 
Both my legs broken, and some broken ribs, I got  t o  the hospital in 
an ambulance, t o  find someone had stolen my bag while I was lying 
in the street. 50, no passport, no money left, j us t  a loan of £100 
and the airfare from the British High Commission. 

See you next week. q, 
'four; in plaster, J dM 
/ 

- - -- 
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Mark on the map the section of his journey (A-I) that John demibes in his postcard. 
Then mark the appropriate symbol on the map. 

- 
KEY 

prison 

crocodile 

@ passport 

$@!I close 

< snak 

E * broken leg L 
guns 

)P yeti 

! bath 

. . 

!d bank 

e 

- 
"a"" 
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WISH ME LUCK 

WAVE ME Gbt 
During the summer of 1939, thousands of Briti 

were moved from urban homes to escape the tl 

thought I 

# 1 

outing 
7 , r  

' I  it was an I 

to me seaslde. I lookea our 01 

the window and saw m y  

mother c y ing .  I said to m y  

brother, "What is mummy 

ey ing  for?" ' 

'I went on to enjoy sc 

halycon days over tho w o ~ f  

six years, growing u, 

200-acre farm in No] 

pona 

rfolk.' 

Gennan bombs. For some, the new rural life was idyll 

for others, a living hell. 

'evac 
Englit 
L.,,,L 

T he evacuation of thousands and 
thousands of youngsters from London 
when the war broke out was a 
masterpiece of organisation. It was 

also an operation that was to have a profound 
effect in later life on the children, who were 
uprooted from their homes and, with their 
Mickey Mouse gas masks, dispatched to live 
with strangers in what often amounted to a 
'foreign land'. 

I know how they felt because I was one of 
them, a six-year-old cockney more familiar with 
the smells and sounds of Billingsgate fish 
market than with manure and bird song. 
Certainly I came in for my share of rough 
treatment from the family who 
first took me in, but I went on to 
enjoy some halycon days over 
the next six years, growing up 
on a 200-acre farm in Norfolk, 
which changed me from young 
'city slicker' into the 
country-lover I am to this day. 

The brief definition of 
uee' in the 'Everyday 
;h Dictionary' - 'a person 

r~a~~alerred from a vulnerable to 
a safe area on account of air 
raids' - may be accurate as a 
general description, but it gives 
no inkling of the thousands of . 
stories, both sad and happy, 
behind that momentous 
evacuation in the last war. 

MICHAEL CAINE 
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A - i t first everyone was very nice and then the j - i I f you were a child with glasses or with spots, -- woman that had taken us there left and we sat vou were alwavs left till the end. 
down to eat. The woman said, 'Here's your meal,' 
and she gave us a tin of pilchards between the two 
of us, and some bread and water. Now we'd been 
in this rich woman's house so we said, Where's the 
butter? And we suddenly got a wallop round the 
head. From then on it started ... not the husband he 
was never there ...j ust her. What we later found out 
was that the woman hated kids and was doing it 
for the extra money. So that food was the cheapest 
meal you could dish up ... a tin of pilchards and dry 
bread. 

W e didn't know anything about nature and we 
ran after the peacocks and tore the tail 

feathers from them to send home to our mum. We 
were 48 children and they only had billets for 46. 
The rich man of the village said he didn't want any 
evacuees and his son lived next door. When the 
vicar explained they had two boys he agreed to 
take one and the son took the other boy. 

So I spent two and a half years living in his big 
house. We were driven there by the vicar the next 
day and I'd never been in a car before. On the gear- 
lever was a diagram that I thought was a swastika. 
So when we got to the house we told him that the 
man who drove us had a swastika in his car. So the 
local bobby went round to interrogate the vicar. 
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We were told to sit quietly on the floor while 
the villagers and farmers' wives came to choose 
which children they wanted. I noticed boys of 
about 12 went very quickly - perhaps to help on 
the farm? Eventually only my friend Nancy and 
myself were left - two plain, straight-haired little 
girls wearing glasses, now rather tearful. 

A large, happy-looking, middle-aged lady 
rushed in asking, 'Is that all you have left?' A 
sad, slow nod of the head from the teacher. 'I'll 
take the poor bairns.' We were led out of the hall 
with this stranger and taken to a farm where we 
spent two years. 

T he journey seemed to take for ever. It can't 
have done though, because as I found out 

later we were only 85 miles from home. It's 
funny but I can remember that journey so well. 
We got tired of counting fields as we passed 
them - for many it was the first time they had 
seen fields. I was just a little more fortunate. I 
was once taken out into the country. I can 
remember though how we had to cross a 
viaduct, how frightened we all were in case the 
train should come off the rails and we would all 
fall into the water underneath. You should have 
heard the sighs of relief when we crossed safely. 



T he couple were quite old - maybe around 50, 
which seemed old then. She had greasy hair 

in a plait and used to ask me to braid it for her. I 
hated doing it. If we were sick we had to wait 
until money arrived from our parents before she 
would get medicine. We weren't allowed in the 
house till 5pm and in the evenings had to sit in 
the scullery with its stone floor. She said the 
alternative to us was a couple of Irish labourers, 
otherwise she would never have consented to our 
living there. I think she was trying to save money 
on the allowance given her.We became very thin. 
From 7 to 9 at night we met with two other girls, 
similarly treated, and would sit in the bushes, 
around a fire if we could steal matches, talking 
about when we got home ... 

S mut the cat, Joey the canary and a large tortoise we 
had had for 16 years ... what were we to do with 

them? There was only one thing left and that was to 
have them put to sleep. 

I bravely put Smut into a box, the tortoise in a bag 
on my back and the cage in the other hand. I walked 
along the Hasting5 seafront to a vet's. I can tell you 
how much I hated Hitler. 

Putting my sad cargo down to have a rest and have 
a cry, I was aware of a soldier staring. He asked what 
was wrong and when I told him he offered to help. 

Only the tortoise never did get to the vet's - 
instead we put him in the local park flowerbeds. But 
sadly we joined a long queue at the vet's. People were 
all forced to do the same. Sorrowfully we walked back 
empty-handed. 

I was tembly unhappy there and I remember a day when 
it was raining hard and she sent me outside. She bolted 

the door and I crawled into the chicken-house full of 
straw, and I stayed there until she came out and brought 
me in. She didn't want me in the place you see. 

This other little girl's daddy was a soldier and one day 
the lady said to me, You're to go upstairs and stay in the 
room and don't come down.' And she got Margaret Rose 
ready and made her pretty and she locked my door. 

I could hear them talking in the kitchen below and I 
got a pencil and a piece of paper, wrote a little note: 'Please 
tell my mummy to come and get me' and I dropped it out 
of the window. 

About a week after that I was on my way to school. 
There was a thick fog and I could hear footsteps coming 
towards me on the other side of the road. And I suddenly 
heard my mum saying, 'Is that you Mary?' and I said, 'Oh, 
Mum,' and I went dashing across the road and she was 
quite homfied when she saw me. She took me back to the 
house and told the woman exactly what she thought of her 
and she said, 'How dare you send my daughter out on a 
morning like this. She's got holes in her shoes and no coat 
on. I'll make sure you never get any more kids to look 
after, after the way you treated her.' 
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M y sister and I devised a plan. We knew that Mrs 
Hudson read our letters from home before she 

gave them to us to read, and she insisted on reading 
the letters we sent to our parents before she would give 
us a stamp to post them. We therefore wrote to our 
parents telling them how unhappy we were and left 
the unsealed letter in our bedroom. We didn't have to 
wait long before our plan showed results. The same 
day we returned from afternoon school to find our 
belongings in the front garden and we had no reply to 
our banging on the front door. 

We went to tell our story to the hes who lived 
a short distance away. He retu th us and 
knocked on Mrs Hudson's front uvvr uur found no 
response. He picked up our bags and took us to the 
sea-front where he deposited my sister and me with the 
bags and told us he would try and eet accommodation 
for the night. 

pair. A 
" ..,I.-& .A 

lady c; 
7-'. ....-,- We must have looked an unhappy )me 

along with a dog and she asked UJ v v i I a t  v v a D  V V L ~ ~ .  
We told her our tale and she sat beside us and 
promised that we could go home with her and stay 
with her as long as we wanted. When the headmaster 
returned he was overjoyed as he had found it 
impossible to find any accommodation for us. 



i Fill in the blanks in these extracts from the children's letters home. 
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Take a break 

A friend of a friend, out on a shopping 
expedition, was in need of refreshment. 

So, laden down with her purchases, she found a 
cafeteria and bought herself a refreshing cup of 
tea and a Kit-Kat. The place was so full the only 
seat she could find was opposite a scruffy punk 
reading the paper, but she put her bags down 
and relaxed. 

Apparently, as she did so, the punk folded up his 
paper, reached forward for the Kit-Kat, broke 
off half and shoved it in his mouth. 

The woman was taken aback and quite 
speechless, but the punk ignored her, and a 
minute later he picked up the rest of the bar and 
finished it. 

By now the woman was furious. Fuming, she 
reached forward for the punk's cream cake, 
took a massive bite, then threw it back down on 
the table, before gathering up her bags and 
storming out of the cafeteria. 

One of my uncle's mates got a job for a building 
company driving a huge cement mixer truck. 

Driving the monster truck thrilled him to  bits, 
but working on big ready-mix jobs often kept 
him away from home for days at a time. And 
although he loved his young wife dearly, he 
became convinced she was having an affair. It 
was the little things: she'd started wearing new 
clothes and too much perfume. 

Apparently, in an effort to  catch her out, he 
drove home early one day. Sure enough, there 
was a brand new red soft-top sports car parked 
outside the house, and the upstairs curtains 
were closed. 

Wiping a tear from his eye with his fist, he 
backed up his truck, and filled the car to  the 
brim with quick-setting cement. 

Job done, he hid round the corner to  see what 
would happen. Sure enough, his wife came out 
of the house with a man in a suit. They looked 
together at the ruined car and his wife burst 
into tears. The husband was surprised to see the 
man shrug his shoulders, bid his wife goodbye 
and climb into a completely different car. 

Still angry, she decided to  catch the first bus 
home, felt in her pocket for her travelcard, and 
found her own Kit-Kat intact. 

Jumping out of his truck he marched to  confront 
his wife and found out the truth. The car was a 
surprise present she had bought him: the man 
was the salesman who'd just delivered it! 
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One of our old dinner ladies from school was 
chattering on the corner of a busy road when 
she saw a driver, veering f ~ o m  side to side, 
collide with a stationary motor. 

Expecting the driver t o  carry on regardless, as 
so many people seem to  do in this day and age, 
she and others in the street were pleasantly 
surprised to see the considerate driver stop, 
earnestly'examine the damage and take a pen 
and paper from his car and write down the 
details. He then placed the note under the 
damaged car's windscreen wiper before driving 
on. 

A minute later, the owner of the damaged car 
appeared. He was distressed to  see his dented 
wing but pleased to  see the note, which he 
read carefully. 

Then he exploded. The passer-by said she'd 
witnessed the accident and asked what the 
matter was: didn't he have the other driver's 
details on the note? 

A double-glazing salesman in south London 
was ringing a contact telephone number 
he'd been given, and the receiver was 
picked up immediately at the other end. A 
tiny voice whispered: 

'Hallo?' 

'Hallo, can I speak to  your daddy please?' 
said the caller. 

'No, he's busy,' replied the little voice. 

'Your mummy, then. 1'11 speak to  her.' 

'You can't. She's busy too.' 

'Is there anyone else there?' persisted the 
caller. 

'Yes,' the voice conceded, 'a policeman, 
but he's busy as well.' 

'Anyone else? The caller was now getting 
a little exasperated. 

'Yes, a social worker.' 

'Well, can I speak to  the social worker, 
then?' 

'No, she's busy too,' said the soft little 
voice. 

'Look, you've got all those people at your 
house and they're all busy. What are they 
doing?' asked the caller. 

'See for yourself,' muttered the angry owner, 
showing her the paper, which read: 

'I've just crunched your car, and because there 
are loads of nosy people watching me, I'm 
pretending to  write down my name, registration 
number and insurance details.' 

'Looking for me,' came the whispered reply. 
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0 Signed, sealed and delivered a An unfair cop 

The father of a boy I went to  school with was a 
police sergeant - and was once called out to  the 
scene of an armed robbery, a high street bank. 

The cashier told him a nasty-looking bloke in a 
trench-coat had entered the bank, come over to 
his window and pushed a dog-eared envelope 
under the glass. 

The bank clerk squinted at the childish scrawl on 
the back of the envelope. The note read, 'GIV 
US ALL THE MUNNY, IVE GOT A GUN'. 

He looked up to find himself staring down the 
barrel of a pistol. The cashier complied 
immediately, thrusting the money over the 
counter, which the robber shoved into his 
greedy holdall. 

The thief himself had only just arrived home and 
started excitedly to  count his booty, when the 
police burst through the door. 

The robber threw his arms in the air 
immediately, but was baffled by the efficiency 
of the police on the case. 'How did you track me 
down so fast?' he wailed. 

'Quite simple, Mastermind,' the sergeant 
sneered, snapping on the bracelets. 'Your name 
and address were on the other side of the 
envelope.' 

A friend's father is a sergeant in the Police 
Constabulary. 

This was well before the days of joyriders and 
serial killers: criminals in those days were an 
altogether nicer breed and one of his colleagues 
told him about an interesting experience. The 
policeman was patrolling a particularly ill-lit 
street. With his torch blazing, he flashed into 
each doorway looking for trouble. 

It was just as well, because his vigilance soon paid 
off. The flashlight illuminated the front of a cosy 
old tobacconist's with the door slightly ajar. 

Steeling himself for possible violent 
confrontation, he slowly pushed open the door. 
Nothing appeared to be wrong, so, radioing the 
station, the policeman poked around the shop. 
Then he checked no one was looking and helped 
himself to 200 cigarettes, which he hid under his 
helmet. 

The flustered shopowner arrived shortly, bursting 
with gratitude, and after checking his goods he 
praised the policeman's diligence and dedication 
to the job. Then he insisted on giving the officer 
a little 'thank you' for his trouble. 'Here, take 

, these two hundred ciggies,' he offered. 

'No, no, sir that really won't be necessary, I'm 
only doing my job,' the bobby protested 
uncomfortably. 'Anyway, I don't have anywhere 
to put them.' 

'Nonsense,' replied the shopkeeper, reaching up. 
'You can hide them under your helmet.' 
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@ Tow job 

One of the first places to have the automatic 
video speedchecks fitted was at Wembley on 
London's north circular road. 

Recently a motorist known to  a friend was quite 
taken aback to receive a summons from the 
police advising him that following the 
examination of photographic evidence, he was 
being fined for exceeding the speed limit. 

The thing was, his car had broken down on the 
morning of.the date stated, so he demanded to  
see the pictures for himself. 

Down at the station, he was shown the prints, 
which indeed showed his car crossing a junction 
at considerable speed and with the light on red. 

But, as the driver pointed out, the photo missed 
out a crucial point. 

He was being towed by a breakdown truck at 
the time. 
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0 Fitted up wardrobe 

A man who lives round the corner left his keys 
with a neighbour while he and his family went 
on holiday to  Frinton. 

The neighbour, a conscientious chap, took his 
responsibility very seriously, keeping an eye on 
the property at all times. 

When a furniture van turned up on the 
Wednesday to  deliver a new wardrobe, the 
neighbour let them in, signed for the furniture, 
and kept an eye on the deliverymen while they 
were inside the property. 

They seemed pleasant enough chaps - he 
wasn't really surprised when they turned up 
again the next day saying they'd delivered the 
wrong piece and would have to  take it back. He 
left them to  it, watched them leave, and again 
locked up carefully. 

But when the family returned from down south, 
they found everything they had - video, TV, 
jewellery, microwave - was missing. 

The police arrived and questioned the 
neighbour intensely. He racked his brains but 
could not recall nothing out of the ordinary 
apart from the slight problem with the 
wardrobe. 

The officers nodded knowingly. 'That's 
happening all over town,' they explained. 

Apparently, a diminutive villain hides in the 
wardrobe when it's delivered. Then he fills it up 
with consumer collectables overnight, and his 
accomplices remove him and the booty along 
with the 'wrong' wardrobe the next day. 



Iwo hundred 
thousand dollars 
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Dorothy Parker 

US writer, critic, wit 

1 And on hearing that President Coolidge, a man of 
few words and even less action, was dead, she 
inquired, ' * * * * * I .  

2 Then asked what she thought of a certain woman, 
she breathed, feigning admiration, ' * * * * * I .  

Sir Noel Coward 

Terribly, terribly witty actor/playwright 

3 A dim-witted impresario, no friend of Coward's, 
blew his brains out. When told, the playwright 
remarked, '*****'. 

4 Asked his opinion of a play featuring a child 
'prodigy', Coward remarked, ' * * * * * I .  

Oscar Wilde 

Aesthete, writer, wit 

5 Wilde, like Churchill, could make a would-be 
insulter look quite foolish. Receiving bouquets in a 
theatre foyer one night, he suddenly found himself 
presented with a rotten cabbage. He took it, 
smiled and said, ' * * * * * I .  

6 A customs officer once asked him if he had 
anything to declare. '*****'. 

7 Asked his opinion of a truly awful play, he replied, 
I * * * * * #  

James Whistler 

US painter, friendly foe of Wilde 

8 Whistler often got his own back on Wilde. On the 
one occasion, after a particularly scintillating remark 
from the artist, Wilde exclaimed, 'I wish I had said 
that!' 
' * * * * * I  said Whistler. 

9 A well-known bore tried to engage him in 
conversation: 'You know, Mr Whistler, I passed your 
house last night-' 
# * * * * * I  said Whistler. 

'You will, Oscar, you will.' 
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Being mistaken for his own gardener one day, a - 
nosey woman asked Groucho Marx how much 
he was paid. 'Oh, I don't get paid in dollars,' he 
replied simply. 'The lady of the house just lets me 
sleep with her.' 

I 0 Warner Brothers threatened legal action over the . - 
proposed title of his next picture, 'A Night in 
Casablanca', arguing that it was too close to their 
own 'Casablanca'. Groucho Marx  told them. 'I'II 
sue you for using the word "Brothers."' 

@ And asked what he thought of the latest Victor 
Mature/Hedy Lamarr film, Groucho Marx  
answered, 'You can't expect the public to get 
excited about a film where the leading man's bust 
is bigger than the leading lady's.' 

@ A drunk lurched up to Groucho M a n ,  patted him 
on the back and said, 'You old son-of-agun, - you 
probably don't remember me.' Groucho snapped, 'I 
never forget a face but in your case I'II be glad to 
make an exception.' 

0 Churchill was one of the few people to get the 
better of Shaw. The latter invited him to the first 
night of his play, enclosing two tickets. 'One for 
yourself and one for a friend - if you have one.' 
Churchill wrote back, saying he couldn't make it, 
but could he have tickets for the second night - 
'If there is one.' 

a And when a very old man, on one of his increasingly 
rare visits to the House of Commons, an MP remarked 
of him, 'After all, they say he's potty.' 'They say he 
can't hear either,' muttered Churchill. 

@ The young man who photographed him on his 
80th birthday said courteously that he hoped to 
do the same on his hundredth. 'I don't see why 
not,' said Churchill. 'You look reasonably fit to 
me.' 

0 And to a female MP who once rebuked him for being 
intoxicated at a dinner party, Churchill retorted, 
'And you, madam, are ugly. But I shall be sober 
tomorrow.' 

0 On the subject of an ill-received play, the newly 
successful Shaw was cabled by a producer now 
offering to stage the same work he'd earlier 
rejected. Shaw cabled back: 'Better never than 
late.' 

0 And while at a party, Shaw was noticed standing 
alone in a corner. His hostess anxiously enquired if he 
was enjoying himself. 'Certainly,' he replied. 'There is 
nothing else here to enjoy.' 

Shaw, once a music critic, was in a restaurant 
which boasted a tonedeaf orchestra. Its leader 
recognised him and sent a note asking what he 
would like them to play next. 'Dominoes,' replied 
Shaw. 

Another would-be hostess sent Shaw the pompous 
invitation: 'Lady Blank will be at home on Tuesday 
between four and six o'clock.' Back it came, bearing 
Shaw's scribbled reply: 'Mr Bernard Shaw likewise.' 

@ Picasso, like Whistler, despaired of poor design, 
in his case his own. A visitor once found him 
staring disconsolately at a painting on the easel so, 
to cheer him up, said 'It's a masterpiece.' 'No, the 
nose is all wrong,' Picasso said. 'It throws the 
whole picture out of perspective.' 'Then why not 
alter the nose?' 'Impossible,' sighed Picasso. 'I 
can't find it.' 

@ Asked why he had none of his own paintings on 
the walls of his house, Picasso replied, 'I can't 
afford them.' 
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An American GI told Picasso he didn't like modern 
paintings because they weren't realistic, then went 
on to show him a snapshot of his girlfriend. 'My, is 
she really as small as that?' asked Picasso. 

0 Picasso went to see his local cabinetmaker for a new 
wardrobe and drew a quick sketch of what he wanted 
on a sheet of paper. He gave the sketch to the 
cabinetmaker and asked how much it would cost. 
'Nothing at all,' replied the craftsman. 'Just sign the 
sketch.' 



1 'How much are you paid?' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

................................................................................. 

2 'Your title, A Night in Casablanca, is too close to our 
title, Casablanca.' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

9 '1 will stage your play.' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

................................................................................. 

10 'Are you enjoying yourself?' 
I 

.............................................................................. 

3 'What do you think of the latest Victor MatureIHedy 
Lamarr film?' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

................................................................................. 

4 'You old son-of-a-gun, you probably don't remember 
me.' 
I 

I 

................................................................................. 

5 'One for yourself and one for a friend if you have one.' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

6 'After all, they say he's potty.' 
I 

............................................................................... 

7 ' 1  hope to photograph you again on your hundredth 
birthday.' 
I 

............................................................................... 

8 'You're drunk.' 
I 

............................................................................... 
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11 'What would you like us to play next?' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

................................................................................. 

12 'Lady Blank will be at home on Tuesday between four 
and six o'clock.' 
I 

............................................................................... 
I 

13 'It's a rnaster~iec 
I 

'Then whv not alter the nc 

14 I UUII L Ilne IIIUU~III ua~~ltlnas because thev aren't 
realistic. 
I 

........... 

5 'Why don't you have any of your own paintings on 
your walls?' 
I 

....................................... .......................... 
I 

................................................................................. 

16 'How much will it cost?' 



A light-hearted 

look at some of the 

deadly, but 

unintentional, 

gaffes that can so 

easily occur when 

cultures collide at 

Heathrow, the 

world's premier 

international 

airport. 2 

B O D Y  
L A N G U A G E  

I'm never bored at airports. Quite the reverse. I 
visit them like other people go to the ballet. To a 
Manwatcher, there's nothing more fascinating 
than observing citizens of different countries 
mingling and exchanging body signals. 

And nowhere is the performance so enjoyable 
as at Heathrow, the world's top international 
airport. 

Day and night they pour in, a cast of 36 
million a year from every corner of the globe. 

Where else but Heathrow could you 
hope to see Brazilians rubbing 

h shoulders with Brahmins, Po 
with Polynesians, 

, Madagascans with 
Minnesotans and 

Neapolitans with 
, Nepalese? 

I ,  Intelligence or stupidity 
It depends whether you're ~ u t c h .  

Each nationality has its own language of 
posture and gesture. But since these body-lingos 
are often mutually incomprehensible, an innocent 
gesture made in an airport lounge may well be an 
unwitting insult. 

To find out 

more about the eye- 

pull, the ear-tug, 

and the celebrated 

Greek 'moutza', 

now read on .. . 
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Happily, I can report the BAA'S information 
staff are trained in body language. 

A Sardinian woman asks if it is easy to  find a 
taxi at Heathrow. The answer she gets is a 
cheery British thumbs up. (Very likely from one 
of the 900 cabbies who serve the airport on an 
average day.) Immediately, she clonks the 
unfortunate man with her handbag for making 
such a devastatingly insulting suggestion. This is 
why, incidentally, it's not a very good idea to 
thumb a lift in Sardinia. 

Isn't there at least one truly international 
gesture? Don't bet on it. 

A Japanese asks an American passenger 
whether Heathrow has a luggage trolley service. 
It has. And as it happens, this service is not only 
first class, but FREE! So the Yank replies with 
the famous 'A-OK' ring gesture. But to the 
Japanese this signifies 'money' and he concludes 
there is a large charge for the service. 
Meanwhile, a Tunisian on-looker thinks the 

j American is telling the Japanese that he is a 
worthless rogue and he is going to kill him. 

In Japan it 

In America this 
means 'A-OK'. 

means 'money'. 

In Tunisia it means 
'I'll kill you'. 

It is so easy to give offence. Suppose a passenger asks at the 
Information Desk where he should go to  pay his airport tax. 

This means five 

Now the good news is that a t  Heathrow, unlike many airports I 
different things (four 

could name, passengers don't pay any taxes. of them insulting) 
But just as the Information Assistant begins to in five different 
say so, she is assailed by a tremendous itch and 
tugs at her earlobe. 

Astonishing thoup r seem, this 
simple gesture means five ditferent things in 
five different Mediterranean countries. 

Depending on his nationality, the 
Assistant has offered the passenger the 
following insult: 
T O  A SPANIARD: 'You rotten sponger'. 

T O  A GREEK: 'You'd better watch it, mate'. 

TO A MALTESE: 'You're a sneaky little so- 
and-so'. 

TO A N  ITALIAN: 'Get lost you pansy.' 

Only a Portuguese (to whom the gesture 
signifies something ineffably wonderful) would 

7 .  

; hang around long enough to hear the answer. 
a f 
I .  
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The ring-gesture can have further meanings. 
A Frenchman has just read a BAA advertisement. 

Glancing around the restaurant in Terminal 4, he 
remarks wonderingly to his wife, 'You know how much 

In France it zis aeroport cost the British taxpayer? Not a souY. And he 
makes the finger and thumb ring which to  him means 'zero'. means 'zero7. 

Unfortunately, at the time he is glancing at 
a Colombian who is enjoying a fine 
Burgundy with his steak Bearnaise. The 

,: Colombian, enraged by the deadly obscenity 
which he assumes is directed at him, chokes on 
his wine and catches at  his nose with finger 
and thumb. 

This appalls a Syrian sitting opposite, who 
thinks the Colombian is telling him to 'go to hell'. 

The Syrian is restrained with difficulty by his 
Greek colleague from getting up and punching the 

Colombian on the nose. Meanwhile the maitre d'. 
hurries over and attempts to calm the situation with two 

out-thrust palms. This of course is taken by the Greek to 
be a double-'moutza' and in his rage he promptly 
skewers the unfortunate man with his fish knife. 

Something in your eye? Think before you touch the lower lid. 
If a Saudi sees you, he'll think you're calling him stupid, but a 
South American seiiorita will think you're making a pass at 
her. 
There is no greater insult you can offer a Greek than to 
thrust your palms towards his face. This gesture, called the 
'moutza', is descended from the old Byzantine custom of 
smearing filth from the gutter in the faces of condemned 
criminals as they were led in chains through the city. 
So vile is this insult that in Greece even the Churchillian 
Victory-V is taboo, as it looks like a half-'moutza'. I 
Thus the Cretan or Athenian traveller, ordering two 
teas in a Heathrow restaurant, will carefully reverse 

I 
his palm and give the waiter two fingers. 
With 22,600 orders for CUDS of tea open to  i 
misinterpretation evc the wonder is the place A/ 

functions at all. 

To a Saudi this is insulting. 
To a South American it is meant to be flattering. 

Reading Games, 0 Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 



I 

Answer as many questions as you can and then ask other students for help. 

1 What is a 'moutza'? 

2 What is a 'Victory V'? 

3 Where would 'two fingers' be an insult? 

Why is it inadvisable to thumb a 
lift in Sardinia? 

5 What does a 'thumbs-up' sign 
mean in Britain? 

6 What would a Syrian think if you 
held your nose? 

A 
7 a Where would this be insulting? 

b Where in the world might a man make this 
gesture to a woman? 

A 
8 What does this mean: 

a in France? 

b in America? 

c in Japan? 

d in Tunisia? 

e in Columbia? 
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A 
9 Translate the abovc 

a Spanish 

b Greek 

c Malte! 

d Italian 

e Portuguese 

e gesture I into 



1 A cross-section of British children and their grandparents were interviewed on the topics 
listed below. Their answers showed how much attitudes have changed in the last 50 years. 
Before you read their answers discuss with a partner how you think children's lives and 
attitudes have changed over the last 50 years. 

Now put a-k to  match the texts with the topics. 

50 years ago 
- 

Kids and Clothes 
- 

Kids and Games 
- 

Kids and Money 
- 

Kids and Transport - 

Kids and Home 

Kids and Holidays 

Kids and Discipline 

Kids and Bedtime 
- 

Kid 
- 

Kids and M 

Kids and Sc - 

s and Fa 

usic 

hoo l  

Today 

2 Choose me neaa~ngs which apply to  your text. Write them down on the back of thr 
paper and make brief notes under each heading. 

--"-me-- - 
difference in status of 
boys and girls 

p- 

shoe ---A/ 
sleeping arrangements 1 - \ 

d.hments - girls 
1 

baby n ~irls'job~ and duties - i 
*iris' hairstyles &n and adult  conversation"^ / hairstyles t 

ninding 

Then ask the others in your group for information about the other headings. 
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5 0  vears  aqo - - 
- - - 

men and r4akes all 

%I- ) a : b l  &c ddff !r sc 
b&therr &d *ten and pet@ in Be horn$ With no @hidon, &Ad$; 
e was eft. 9 to7.30 pm o n d ~  as &Wg d anddild 
r&, @ houge W P ~  'pill dsteahr a& psh i ig  dp @ h i &  d w a r  

was t a&de for k E n  
$f 4 # *: 3 

. -YL-  - 
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T I M E  W A R P  T o d a y  

8.3 and go to k aefi 
84u and 10.3~ p.m. 3 ne aays are awrentiated acwalng TO 
television ppgrammes and afterschool activitie. Any~hilclren who 
haw tb@o8i:after younger brothers and sisters describe them as 
'pests' dr a 'menace'. t 

rn %look 1 tad ann fami - lys. 
Selfcatwing, campy  and villa kl idays are ppular,Jhey usually 
go m a w h e n  different every y&r, travelling by plane or car. 
and the manrib nf 10- r-otdc haw k n  abrnarl at least once. %! 

T a d v  Children expect to be enterQt . . - . _ . 

mpiain of being bored. Most prefer to play on tt 
own in kerr rooms with a camputeri& game. Nearly 
all love going to f u n f a i ~  but aren't happy unless they 
have a ride on everythrng. 

. m y :  tf chhren eat M..wn,&t a. -,,, ...- y% .,I cereal ,.. .. .,J have IL..,~ at 
%tho$. l)ne are n xed meal timer and k *r family mealf$uleyaften hdq - 5 
)mielvestor % h u n g a s n d h t i n f r o n t d ~ e N . F e ~ e a t o u t o f W # f  
mvenknce fw ?r s ad takeaww -" ---. -I-- r- 

- - 



Text A 

SIX IN THE BED 
Large famities were common, and homes were small and crowded. This usually 
meant sharing not only a room but also a bed with a number of brothers and 
sisters. A London man, Mr Forbes, remembers his childhood in Islington in the 
early 1900s: 

We had all the boys in am bed - six of us lined up with three at the 
@p and three at the bottom. My four sisters s h d  the other hed and 
h t  fiUed the room. There was a cudah the middle and when 
my eldest sister got biggw she slept in the living room or at my aunt's 
neqrby.' 

It was quite cornman for older children to go and live with relatives for a white 
whm $paw kcam a problem a hame. Children =re o f m  e n t  out of the 
house to play because there just wasn't 'morn fur everyone to be h the home at 
once. 

Most children probably Saw much more of their mothers than their fathers. 
Working hours were very tong and by the time a man got home Re was very 
tired or the children were in bed: 

'My father, he didn't have a lot to do with us really. I m@an he was at 
work JI day. He was strict, strid to* a certqb erdent buf it was mother 
really who brought us up. My father was at wwk an$ when he, used to 
come home it was bedtime nearly for us you see, and we didn't see a 
right lot of him.' 

Elizabeth R h s t  W k i n g 4 l a s  Women In -tEre Mwrh West' 

Since working men had little time or opportunity to be involved with bringing 
up the family it was considered a woman's, nofa man's job. But in industrial 
towns many women went out to fulltime work toa. There were no nurseries or 
crkhes, and babyminding was usually done by a dative ar neighbour - often 
a very young girl or an elderty woman. Because the worklng day was ten hours 
or more it was difficult for mothers to organise &+minding: 

'1 myself had some very hard times, as I bad to go out to work in the 
mill and put the baby out to nurse. I had to get up by four in the 
morning, and get my baby out of bed, wash and dress it, and then 
leave home by five, as I had b l f  an hour's walk to take my% baby to my 
mother's, and @en go to my work and stand all d y  till half past five at 
night and then walk home again with my hby. I had to do KC wffh 
three of &emr 

Margaret Uewdyn Davies (ed) Maternity 

Many politicians and doctors blamed working mothers for neglecting their 
children, believing that men should work and women should stay at home. This 
statement is a typical one for the tlmes. 'For a mother to work outside the home 
is in every respect an individual mistake, a social tragedy, a communal blunder.' 
Child Welfare Conference, 1890s. 

In fact many families could nut survive without the mothel's as well as the 
father's income. And this is  still true of many families today. 
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T e x t  D 1 

APPEARANCES 

In most working-class familles money was too scarce to buy new dothes, and only 
the eldest got bargains from the second-hand stall, or things made by their mothers. 
The younger oms wore "hhdinedowns' which wefe 'obn tod big patched and 
men- i& much hated. Being in fashion was simply wt af-the question. . 
Photographs taken at the time show how common it was for @idm t ~ g l a y  in the 
street and to go to school barefoot because their parents couldn't afford to buy 
shoes. 

Before they started school, boys and girls had to share and swap clothes and in fad 
all boy-$ including those in well-off families, wore dresses until they were 'breeched' 
- i.e. given fheir first pair af trousers at about h e  age. of three. , 

W e  wemall in ski& in thosedays. WeonlystPrfedtowarlaridwrs 
(trousea) when we started school, so we all lookd wry much dike.' 

G ~ ~ F o k a F a m e f s B o y  

Hairstyles w e  a different matter. Cidr usually had long;& whik boys  won heirs 
crop@ shoh Grace Foakes, who grew up in the East End sf London at the turn of 
the century, describes hers: 

'Every Friday night at bath Ume my mother would wash our heads with 
soda, water d Sunlight map, and then pdait h into many phh. Thew 
would not be u d n e  until Saw, when they H I d ,  d m p d  and 
M m g .  MybhwenttoubarberwhowdatdgPvethm~vvaek 
clllledadprEeannop*.EveryMf Jhairwasshswedsff.7ltiswasrvefycddin 
whter h d  the hair took b g e r  to gruw if cut thb way.' 

~ r a c e - h k e s ,  B m  High Walls 

. - . '  

~ ' h  4 1 1 1  3 q ~ h 1 ~  
,.rtlrmi# t .d 

4 . .  
,.I.' 5 
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Texts A - c 1 

@ New harts Day:  la- 

The p e r  should begin happily. they say, so that it will end 
happily, and on the first morning of the new year chltdren in 
Scotland, Wales, and the English border counties rlse early so 
that they may rnab the round of their M d s  and nelghbours. 
'Qn January 1st.' mites a 1 Syear-old Scottish glrl, 'I always go 
New Yeaf s Gifting with my dsmr and friends. about four of us. 
I get up abut 7 o'clock and calI for my Mends and go rand 
the houses and farms.' They sing [although Christmas Is seven 
days old): 
I wIsh you a merry Christmas. 
A happy New Year, . 
A pocket full of money 
And a cellar futl of h r .  
A good fat plg 
To last you all the year - 
Please to give me a New Year's Gift 
For this New Year. 

We do not always get money, we sometimes have rtdncepfes '3 
or apples.' Nevertheless they collect 'nine or ten shillings every -* 
year', although gifting must be finished by mldday. You must 
be gone before twelve o'clock or thy wlll call you a fool and 
the peopb mn't @ve you anything. and when rha people see 
you next me they Ml at1 shout fool at you.' h some yillages, 
such as Bleddfa and Uangunllo, Me ijkk si&Wdr glRkl& 
money and keep lt for a specla1 wtlng. 
Acrm the brdw In Er@md. cbldren dm call at houses, 
visiting as many of the scattered hwnesteads as they can, 
reciting: 
H~ptppy New Year1 Happy New Yearl . 
I've come tQ wish you a Happy,New Year. 
I"vegotaWpoc&&artdItisveaythin, 
Please give me a penny to put some money in. 
If you haven't got a penny, a halfpenty A!! do, 
If you haven't got a halfpenny, well - 
God Bless You I 
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@ Shrove Tuesday 

(the d a y r n ' A S h  W e d d f )  

For centuries S h m  Tuesday has been a day of high festlval 
for apprentices and schoolchildren. It has been a day of 
feasting, cock fighting, and throwing a t  cocks. a day for 
football. rowdiness, and rebellion. And It i s  pleasing to find that 
it Is still a speclal day lor children In some parts of England, 
where 'Pancake Day', as they call it. is kept as a school holiday. 
A 1 3 y e a ~ l d  glrl writes: 
'My special day is Pancake Day, every child Ilas a hollday. 
Sometimes a rair comes to Longton and 1 thlnk that everyone 
goes. Some chlldren make up rhymes about pancake day such 
as - 
Pancake Tuesday, mother's busy baklng, 
We are helping, l m l y  pancakes making. 
Pancake Tuesday. mix them,up and fry them. 
When they are done you can corns and try them.' 
A 1 *ear old glrl writes: 
'A day that I always remember is Shrove Tuesday. On this day 
as we all know we have pancakes. We have the whale day off 
from school and the thlng I remember about it Is that all the 
~hlldren~sing - 
Pancake day is a very happy day, 
If we don't have a holiday we'tl all run away, 
Where shall we run, up HIgh hne. 
And here comes the teacher with a grmt big cane. 

All the streets are crowded with children, running. skipping, 
and jumping.' 
At Toddwon in Bedfordshire when the traditional Pancake 
Bell is n rn i  at twelve noon, the child,n rush out of school, as 
they have done for generations, and Plock to Conver Hill to put 
theIr ears to the ground to hear 'the Old Woman frying her 
pancakes' urwlerneat h. 
At Scarborough where a Pancake Bell is also ntng @s at many 
other places), the spedal joy to  the young, and wen to the not 
so young, Is the mass-sltlpplng on the FoEshore, an exerclse 
which has been traditional at Scarharough on Shrove Tuesday 
for 200 years. By the afternoon, even In frosty or snowy. : 5 
weather. the Foreshore is alive with skippers and the roadway 
kcomes utterly blocked to trafflc. Townsmen and people from 
the surrounding villages bring great lengths of clothes-line #Uh 
them, and skip ten and wen fifteen abreast Ih e&i h&' . 
Away k'the.West Country children stlll sing: 
Tippety. t iwty  tln, 
Glve me a pancake and I wit1 come In. 
Tppety, tippety toe, 
GIw me a pancake and 1 wlll go. 
'If your dwrs are left open.' wrltes a compondent, 'the'thitdfen 
wlth blackened faces wfll creep in and throw a bad dmWken 
crocks abl oJer the floor and try to leave ungin. If the 
householders chase and catch them they hmhwblack their laces 
with swt and then gbe them a cake Wore Wng e r n  go.' 

@ Kissing Friday 
A teacher wrlting to the Yorkhire Post tell9 how after Fsh 
Wnesday,  comes KiuLng Friday. A few years before, when 
she arrived at a country school and was taking a mixed class 
of t 3-yearirld children [n cwntry dancim she saw the leadlng 
boy suddenly lean across and kfss hls partner. who s h k d  no 
sign of embarrassment. When, as teacher, she expressed her 
surprise. the bgr satd, It's all right, MISS. You see, it's Kissing 
Friday', and wried that on Friday followit?g Shrm Tuesday 
any lad had the rlght to kiss any girl without k lng  resisted. 

Rmdi rg  c3%mcs, O Jill H a d f i i  bnd C h a k  Hdeld 1995 

'And so t proved. For at each break In lessons every girl was 
soundly kissed by any boy she encountered. It was useless for 
ma to expostulate, so I did not try. But eachyew as Kissing 
Frlday came round, the school was In turmoil.' 
A correspondent to the same paper recaUed that when he was 
a boy he and hls fellows used to dnch each othefs ears, A 
Yorkshireman broadcasting in January 1955 recalled that, 
when a boy, on Klssfrlg Day, the boys_ would challenge all 
corners, their friends In pattlcylar. by putting a row ams6 
the road on the way to school and demandhIg afther a W& or 
a forfeit . 



C U R I O U S  C U S T O M S  Texts D - E 

The fim day , o f ~ I  ranks mmgst  the most j o y ~  days In 
the ]umh datdar. 
'It is a day when you hoax frlends of yours wlth jokes nke 
sendftq them to the shop"for sme won's mHk, w telllng 
them to dig a hole bedWsi the'- has a: when they come 
back and B S ~  where Ls P)?B Wd dog you say "Apdl fml" and 
laugh at them. 
Teachers come in for their share of the fooling. and according 
to a 1 2jremld@rl are the mdst exeltln@ prey: 
The best joke I ever saw was In school when one of our girls 
broldght another @d d m  as wr new needlework mistress 
into the form r m .  She was Introduced to the mistress who 
was taking us, and she was wppretely taken in- She even told 
us ta stop taughii at the m mistress. Then we shouted "Aprll 
Fml' to her and we all M a  gmd laugh.' 
And parents, of course. are not exempt. 'We have a lovely 
time,' says an 1 t-year9ld Swansea drt, 'as there are so many 
lakes ta play such as $e$yln$ up the bottam of Daddy's 
trousers: And a 9 ~ @  B]nnlngham b y  w M  - .  

'Mtwr IWfa therbyg lWneapmny tothe'flo6rand 
saying 'Dad you- dm* a psnny on We At@r.T Hd qutdn't 
get Itl'M the@& W u s e  it msshKlc1m f@ut:tld 
?ah, *rll b y . '  A I 

'In Scotland tke day is g~neratly known as 'Huntlgowk Day'. 
W a I 2y~a~dld gid In Edinburgh ma; 
Huntlgowk k a day I lowe. I lke to &'a h n  of water at the 
sfde of my slskr's bed and hear her let out a ydl when she 
puts her feet hto it. I also put an empty wyl In an -up 
so that when she opens it she L B s  that there is F i n g  inside 
tt. I PI@ a l ob  m my aunt once. Shn has A g M  $q of 
humwr and can take wy klnd of a JpF. When the bu* rang 
for the ordw I told my aunt that It was her &W [my aunt 
rs only in her tmntlas], So she nrshed to the telephone and 
asked where k w l d  meet her tpnlght. She did get a frieht 
wtqen the man sald. 
"Madam I What is the order for the butckar7' 
'1'1 go a d  ask,' she stutterrrd, a@ g$qellq@p@ pp 4 :, 
~IWD to a my m o m  I ~+sg( , Y? 1 G ~ v B ~ w - '  , ,Z!I T ~ \  

C -b '  

May Day: y: Round and round the maypole 
Menily we w, 

On the fifst of May, in country dlstrlcts. young maidens rise early 
and go out Into the dawn. as they haw done for centuries. to wash 
their faces in the May dew. In Somerset mlWmn call this 'kksing 
the dew'. In most places, the girls do so to ensure that they shalt 
have a beautiful complexion for the rest of the year. In some 
places the glrb pat the dew on WIr faces to rid themselves af 
amples. In others the dew is thought a certain cure for heclrles. A 
I3-yemId gld states that the rite is customary there because it 
is sald to brjng luck. And an 1 ? year-old says that It Is believed 
that II, on the first of May, a gid washes her face in the morning 
dew she wlll marry the Rrst man she meets thereafter. 
The traditional custom of shouldering Iltue maypotes round the 
streets or visltlng houses wlth may-garlands is still practised in 
wme disuicts. 
A teacher writes from near OHord 
'I have made enquiries among my children in school and I find that 
... llttle grnups are formed and a May Queen Is chosen. A small 
maypole Is made and decomted wlth a garland Mop. and the 
Quwn carries a stool upon which she sits for the ceremony, whick 
is performed at htervats don& the streets. She, by the way, wears 
a lace cumin and a ring on her finger, I possible. The rest of the 
company dance round her slnglng: 

fripping, tripplw lightly 
Singing as we go. 

0, the happy pastime 
On the village green, 
Dancing in the sunshine - 
Hurrah for the Qlaeenl 
Here they all kneel on one knee and the Queen stands up and 
sl ngs: 
I'm the Queen, don't you see. 
Just come from the meadow men: 
If you wait a little whlla 
I wlll dance you the maypole style. 
My hair is tong. my dms is shon, 
My shoes are laced with silver. :I f7j g ,, 22 i A  e2 
A red rosette u p n  my breast 
And a guinea gold ring on my flnger. 
Then a4 the company rises and, oddly mugh.  begins to hop 
round the maypole singlng: 

Hop, hop, hop, to the butcher's shop, 
I dare not stay any longer, , . 
For if I da my ma IviU say 
You naughty girl to d i W y . '  



r n % # h C ~ ~ l ~ ~ ~  C U S T O M S  Texts F - H 

Halloween: rr BobAppleIsafsoknownas'Smp ~ ' ~ p p f q o n t h e ~ .  
'Rrst of dl sme M'sl 4 w @ k w & l ~ ~ w ~ M d - m b 1 : b  

'On M M e f  Night.' w d h  a 12-yearold, 'my hie& ,do , 

, I .  - ' -  .9,.,; 3 , , !. >,:,, . * '  ,;!:> + '- 

@ New year's Eve: 31- 

In Wdes and in the north of Britain almost all children are 
d h d  to-shy up until midnight. OF are woken up then, so that 
they n h h  the custom WWI let* Oid Year out and bring 
%e & Y  eap In. Just peton midnfght, tp &ihes ws. &wed 
from the fireplace so that the year All b~ begun afresh. In 
several places, both the front door and the back daor are 
wried to a s s k  the OW Y&s d e m r &  and the a-l d the 
Mew. Money, espedalljr silver money, is placed wWe the door. 
and bread and a piece of coal sre put out as wel to ensure 
health. wieh, arrd tiappkn~~ to-the howeh~ld w h ~  retched in " m& I n ~ ~ s h ~ ~ ~ + ' s c o t t ! s h , t h e y  
a@. ~ ~ ~ ~ - k w d c o r n e d m t h  
~ ~ t y . h I s a ~ t h I n g ~ I f h e I s q m a f i  
'W, dawM%d, and h w m e ' .  He shwld 'cross the tjwshqld 

' >  



C U R I O U S  C U S T O M S  Workshee t  
- - 

. , 
peerpfQplatemmyendbwdwJtslalethedQw I& . 
girkputnutsinthefire 
g k t s w a s h ~ r ~ h t h e d s w  
ch[k#envisith&m~,aarfardsofflowers 
d#dmntellpmpleth~htarm'ttme 

' gbkk$&WrhlllrInMofthcmim 
~ ~ p l a y d u d t ~  . 

&and thqw pa~akes 
. Wldm.rlriorgl(b 
wh* 
Wrn k* girtthylib ' . . 

' M L t q  .. . 
-**a- 
a*,q*dn-pnl w e r W r s h l *  
tkmhddars welcome a tatl dark man with wad, coal a d  xiher coim 
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Texts A and B I 
@ Grey House Cutting from the South Hams Cladon, 2 December 1926 

IJ-  
Rosa Cbttag 
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Texts  E a n d  F 

&putes. we ham all kn- 
%aha, b d  Dough * - - iafanl% bapt id  in 0- 

font.% -I m m  

- 

Extract from the Parish Magazine: Novemkr, 19 
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V I L L A G E  G O S S I P  Text G 

@ Annie's Cottage 
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V I L L A G E  G O S S I P  Text  H 

0 Home Farm 



b 
t~ V I L L A G E  G O S S I P  Questionnaire 

p Where did these peopk live? Mark adr on 
I the villagemap. a :  
i a a businessman who was arrested for fraud 
i 
i b an elderly lady who war in lave with the vicar 

1 c two !overs who weren't sl1owed to marry r i 
f d anaughtyliiteboy - i 
i e the vicar 

4 i 
f a woman who became a missionary 

I g a couple who lived in the same house but never 
i 
! spoke to each other e a i  
I h two men who fought a duel over a woman 

I j a man who ran awayto sea and then became a 
millionaire 

: 

1 LYheredMfhtsepeoplehe?Marka-kon 
the VlIlage map. 

i 
a a businessman who was arrested for fraud 

r b an elderly lady who was in love with the vicar 

1 c twolovenwhowmn'tallowedtoma~y 

$ / d a naughtyhtle boy 

i e thevicar 3 I 
f a woman who became a missionary * 1 g a C O U ~ ~ .  who lived in the same house but m r  

I spoke to each other 

-- 
! h two men who fought a duel over a woman i ' i the woman they fought ova i 
1 j a man who ran away to sea and then became a 

C_ i millionaire 
4 :  

k theghost of a young man 

4 i 
Reading C i a m  8 Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 

Where did these people I k ?  Mark a 4  on 
the viiiage map. 

a a businessman who was arrested for fraud 

b an elderly lady who was in love with the vicar 

c two lovers who weren't allowed to mrry 

d a naughty little boy 

e the vicar 

f a woman who became a missionary 

g a couple who lived in the same house but newr 
spoke to each other 

h twomenwhofoughtaduel~rawoman 

i the woman they fought over 

j amanwhoranawaytoseaandthenhmea 
millionaire 

k the ghost of a young man 

Where did these people 1 h 7  Mark A on 
the vllhge map. 

a businessman who was arrested for fraud 

an elderly lady who war in love with the vicar 

two lovers who weren't allowed to merry 

a naughty little boy 

the vicar 

a woman who became a missionary 

a couple who lived in the same house but never 
spoke to each other 

two men who fought a duel over a woman 

the woman they fought over 
a man who ran away to sea and then became a 
millionaire 

the ghost of a young man 



A L I F E  I N  T H E  D A Y  Texts  A a n d  B 

I usually wake about six and get immediately out of 
bed. Then I kg in  to wonder why. I have a fiendish 
attachment to something called Rose Geranium from 
Floris so 1 take a shower with a cloth which is green 
with the stuff - it's so aromatic that people down the 
street know that I've taken a shower and somehow I 
feel I've been pretty good to  myself. I make very 
strong coffee and sit  in the sunroom wlth the 
newspaper, the WInston Salem Journal, the only 
paper in town. 
1 iove to read the letters to the editor. I like to see 
what angers people; only one in a hundred says 'I love 
what you're doing', the other 99 say they hate the 
paper or this is nonsense or that  is absolutely wrong. I 
feel as if l'w just met eight people, l i e  human 
vignettes. And I look outside, I spend a lot of time 
looking outside. I live in a wooded area and I don't 

I think, I just look. 

i At about 8.30 1 start Imking at the house because the 

I .  housekeeper arrives at nine and I'm stil l too well 
broughtup to offer Mrs Cunningham a house In too 

I much disarray so I straighten up before she comes in. 
She has been my housekeeper for six years now - my 

I 

At the time I suppose is tea-time for other people, 1 
help myself to a very nice drink - Dewat9 White Label 
whisky - and I Imk at  my paintings. I*m a collector of 
black American art and 1 have paintings throughout 
my house, wonderful paintings that sing. It's a big 
house and I keep extending it. 1 always use the same 
builder and he says he's waiting for me to stretch 
down to the next street just to  g ' h  me more walls for 
the paintings. 
About seven I start to prepare dinner for mysetf; I 
drink more than I eat, but t prepare a proper dinner 
and put on candles and pretty music - all for me. If 
I'm not good to myself, how can I expect anyone else 
to be good to me7 Then I read again, unless there's 
something on the television. Often something 
meaningless - sometimes 4 just don't want to be 
informed, increased, elevated, developed, I want 
something like an old Hotlywood musical. 
If 1 do go out I like to go to friends - however, unless 
there i s  an issue which calls for immediate discussion, I 
don't like codctail chit-chat over Israel, or the Arabs. I 
think everyone young should do that with tots of 
cheap wine, sitting on the floor and shouting and 
arguing, but I don't do it now. 
The issues have too much importance to be 
rninirnalised by someone saying, 'Now, where is  
Syria?' I love good stories, funny stories, told by the 
pmn against him or herself. That's what I want of 

sister has suggested that in another life she was a 
staff-sergeant. I give to her and she gives to  me and 
we live together with a lot of laughter. My secretary, 
Mrs Garris, also comes a t  nine and that's when real 
life begins. Mrs Garris is a lovely southern black lady 
with efficiency and grace vying for dominance in her 
spirit. She says, 'you've got to sign this, send that, 
agree to that. deny this ...' and I say, 'ME Garris, I will 
talk to you in an hour'. 
At  1 0 1 deal with my correspondence; I get about 300 
letters a week. People send me all sorts of things, 
espeEially manuscripts. It's not fair, everybodfs work 
desewes the attention of a qualified editor and I'm 
not that, so Mrs Garris writes back to explain that and 
to say that I don't read unsolicited manuscripts. Then 
she goes off to lunch and I usually Invite friends over. 
I'm a very serious cook and I prepare what to me Is a 
fabulous lunch for two or three people like 
breadcrum bed turkey-breast cooked in butter, wine 
and lemon, senred with rice and zucchini and there's 
my homemade bread. I offer good wine and we 
laugh and talk. 

an evening, then I go home to bed by 12. 
When I'm writing, none of anything I've said applies. 
When I'm writing, everything shuts down. I get up at 
about five, take a shower and don't use the Floris - I 
don't want that ~nsua l  gratification. I get in my car 
and drive off to a hotel room; I can't write in my 
house, L take a hotel room and ask them to take 
everything off the walls so there's me, the Bible, 
Roget's Thesaurus and some good, dry sherry and I'm 
at work by 6.30.1 write on the bed lying down - one 
elbow is darker than the other, really black from 
leaning on it - and I write In longhand on yellow pads. 
Once into it, all disbelief is suspended, it's beauthl. I 
hate to go, but I've set for m w l f  12.30 as the time to 
leave, because after that it's an indulgence, it 
becomes stuff I'm going to edit out anyway. 
Then back home, shower, fresh clothes, and I go 
shopping for nice food and pretend to be sane. After 
dinner I re-read what I've written ... all that pretty 
stuff I've written gets axed out. So if I've written 10 or 
12 pages in six hours, $11 end up as three or four If I'm 
lucky. 
But writing really is my life. Thinking about it when 
I'm not doing it is terribly painful but when I'm doing 
it ,.. it's a lot l ib If 1 was a longdistance swimmer and 
had to jump into a pool covered with ice: it sounds 
terrible, but once in i t  and two or three laps done, I'm 
home and free ... 

Reeding G a m  O Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 
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A L I F E  I N  T H E  D A Y  Texts C and D 

Wherever I am, 1 wake up around eight o'ctock. I do 
not have an alarm or wake-up call. Breakfast is coffee 
and a croissant. Then I shower and put on makwp: 
some blue round my eyes and a bit of lipstick. For me 
it is important to feel good and took good. 
If I am at home I am out riding by nine. I ride all day. 
You have got to practise, practise, practise. I have 15 
horses, but I onty take sewn with me W n  I'm 
fighting. 
I spent 10 years learning how to ride and kill bulb 
before I was good enough for the ring. Now I'm 
taken seriously because I flght well, not because I'm a 
woman. I regard myself as just another bullfighter. I 
don't want to take advantage of being female. 
Fighting bulls on horseback makes men and women 
equal, whlch is not the case on foot, where women 
have to be manly. Anyway, the bullfighter's artM 
does not flatter female contours and there is nothing 
feminine about a woman, cowred in blood and sand, 
fighting a bull on foot. 
I love everything to do with being a woman, even 
though t do a man's job in a very macho world. I can 

handle the macho bit. The problems come from the 
responsibility of knowing it is all down to me. My 
worst moments are when I am Cced with a hard bull 
and I am not ddng well, or when I am training on my 
own in the cold and rain. It Is not all glory. The 
nervous stress brings tears on occasions. 
My parents are proud of me now but when I told 
them I wanted to be a bullfighter they were shocked. 
Fortunately they never stood in my way. I think they 
reasoned that it was better to have a daughter with a 
head full of foolish ideas than no ideas at all. But, as 
the Spanish say, I was born for this. 
I ned  to make f 50,000 a year to pay for the horses 
and the rest of my team. 
I have fallen off a lot and 1 have been tossed at least 
10 times. The worst I have suffered is broken ribs. Of 
course it Is dangerow. The bull Is there to kill you. He 
doesn't think It's a game. When the bull gets you, it 
happens so quickly that you hardly have time to react. 
You just know you have to get up and save yourself. 

At home I enjoy cooking, but when I'm travelling, 1 
eat the regional food. If I am near the sea, 1 eat fish; 
if I'm inland, I like lamb. 
I am very, very superstitious. I was superstitious as a 
little girl but 1 am more so now. I will not put a hat 
on a bed, You only do that when someone dies. 
When I leave my room, I leave the light on and 
expect to see it still burning when I get back. 
I dress in a certain order. First, I touch up my make 
up, then I put on my breeches, my blouse, the jacket, 
and then I polish my boots. When I am dressed, my 
friend Annie puts my hair up in a pony tail. Inside my 
blouse, dangling round my neck are f'nre charms of La 
Virgen d d  Ruclo and La Macarena. 
f am scared, not so much of being hurt, more of 
failure and criticism. Criticism h u e  more than a fall. 
Some days, to do well, I take risks I would not 
otherwise consider. I know I risk my life but I don't 
like to talk ahout it. So far I have never thought 1 was 
going to die. If I ever have children, 1'11 stop, It is not 
fair to take these risks If others depend on you. The 
day I stop will be the day I wake and think: I've had 
enough; that's it. 

i 
i 
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During the season I see very IittJe of Simon. Our paths 
do cross. My friends are the people I travel with. 1 
don't have hobbies. I don't take holidays. Maybe In 
the winter, when I am not fighting, I'll go to Paris to 
do some shopping. There is a lot of administration 
involved, such as making sure people get paid, or the 
logistie of constantly being on the move, or last- 
minute changes and catamities to be sorted. 1 have to 
be a businesswoman as well. 
A glass or two of red wine calms me down, especially 
before I go to bed. On the road, evenings usually 
consist of supper with my team. I eat something off 
the menu. I'm in bed, hopefully asleep, by midnight. 
I'm a light sleeper and I have recurring nightmares. 
One is  that the hmes aren't there. The mort awful 
one is a bull that chases me into the car, back to the 
hotel, and there's nothing I can do to stop it, until I 
wake up with a statt. 



T H E  Texts I E a n d  F 

A typical day starts at 6 a.m. and I'll have 10 minutes 
tonger in bed while Bill shaves. We have a television in 
the bedroom and I watch the business news on the 
BBC. Sometimes I feel quite exhausted and think, 'Oh 
Lord, wouldn't it be nice just to lie here for another 
hour or two,' but once I'm up I'm fine. 

We go straight out to feed the horses and muck them 
out. There's no point in having a bath if you're out 
doing dirty work all day. I don't even make a cup of 
tea. We normally get back in about 7,30 and then 
there's the dog and two cats to feed white Bill will 
start making arrangements for his day. 
Then we think about ourselves. 1 like a m k e d  
breakfast, but when I'm racing I try not to eat much so 
I'll just have cereal and fruit. My average weight is 
around 9st 91bs and Bill is about the same. Sometimes 
he's even lighter, whlch is wry irritating and another 
incentive not to eat much. He's 37 and he encourages 
me to go on and that keeps me feeling younger. Over 
breakfast I read yesterdafs papers, because today's 
haven't errrived yet. 

Magnus needs plenty of exercise and hard work and 
that's not alway~ easy as we don't haw a lot of land. 
The horses go out six mornings out of wen, and at 
least once a week we ride them on Dartmoor. My 
helper, comes round at about 8,30 and we get the 
horses ready. Bill tries to arrange his work so that he 
can come. 
As soon as we back, around 1 1, Bill goes off on hi calls 
and Trudy and I brush the horses and give them any 
treatment they need. By the time that's finished and 
we've brought the two younger hones in, and given 
at1 of them their meal and cleaned up the tack and 
tidied the  place up, it's at least one o'dwk. Trudy goes 
home and I get some lunch. 
Usually I Rave soup and bread and cheese, with 
perhaps a beer or a glass of red wine, but that's more 
likely in the evening. 

In the afternoon I do my work as the secretary for the 
practice. 1 enter my husband's work from the previous 
day on the computer, type out letters and send out 
invoices. Bad debts have b m  rather a problem: 
one chap left the country last year owing us £1 000. 
I've got tougher about it now and 1 chase people up 
on the phone because that's a lot more effective. I tell 
them that if they don't pay up I shall take legal action. 
After a couple of hours 1 generally go into 
Okeharnpton to bank any cheques that have arrived, 
post letters and do a little shopping. When I get back I 
have to walk the dog. She expects i t and it helps to 
keep me flt. I hate running so I walk as fast as I can, 
either up the hills or in the woods near our house. At 
this time of year I'm not bad  till about 5.30 but in the 
darkness of winter it's nearer 4.30 and I love to sit 
down for half an hour and watch television. 
Then there's another round of mucking out and 
feeding the horses. t get back about seven and it's only 

then that I think a b u t  supper. I'll generally make 
something'from mince or chops with our own 
vegetables. I've just got time to have a bath whik t he  
vegetables are cooking. I'm afraid I don't do much to 
look after my skin; I sometimes remember to use a 
moisturising cream at night but I never use cosmetia. I 
sometimes lodc at other people and think: 'Gosh, 
wouldn't it be nice to be ma& up like that,' but I'm 
simply too lazy. 
My husband will probably be back by this time and 
we'll have a drink and talk about the day. Most 
evening we eat between 8.30 and nine and then 
watch the news. I'll fall asleep and my husband will 
wake me at  9.30 and we'll go out and take a last look 
at the horses, and then we're ready for bed. 
Basically there isn't any evening. I'm always pretty 
shattered by the time I get into bed. My head hits the 
pillow and the next thing 1 hear is the alarm ringing. 



l nformation sheet 
I 

Personal information 

Name 

Age 

Sex 

Job 

Marital Status 

Children 

Dally Routine 

Wake up 

Get up 

Breakfast 

Morning activities 

............................................................................................ 
Lunch ...,...............,...............,...........,..... 
Afternoon actlvitles ................... .. ................................................................. 

Dinner 

Evening acthities 

Likes and Dislikes 

Five ad- to dewrib your charactert 

............................................................................................ 

............................................................................................ 

............................................................................................ 

.............................. ............................................................. 

...........I......................... ...................................................... 
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Maya Angelou has been a prostitute, a 
conductor on the San Francisco streettars, 
a singer and dancer, a poet and a civil rights 
worker. She is now Reynolds Professor of 
American Studies at Wake Forest University 
and a best-selling author around the world. 
Ms Angelou is 59 and lives alone in North 
Carolina. 

Marie-Sara Bourseiller 28, is the 
world's only professional 'rejoneadora' b 
-female horseback bullfighter. She 
became fully-fledged two and a half 
years ago in Nimes, Provence, where she 
lives on a big ranch with the bullfight 
impresario and breeder Simon Casas. 

Reading Games, 0 Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 

1 Rosemary Henderson 51, entered the 
1994 Grand National on her horse Fiddler's 
Pike, which she calls Magnus. She worked as 
a secretary in London and New York before 
running a stable in Gloucestershire. She rode 
her first winner in 1973. She lives with her 
husband Bill, who is an equine vet, and 
trains their four racehorses near 
Okehampton, Devon. 



A headmaster of a boy's 
school explains 'Why I 
became a schoolboy cheat'. 

I know I should have told the 
headmaster at the time. That was my real 
sin. 

He had gone out of the study for some 
reason leaving me alone and in his 
absence I looked to see what was on his 
desk. In the middle was a small piece of 
paper on which was written the words 
'English Essay Prize 1949: History is a 
string of biographies'. 

A moral boy would have avoided 
looking at the title as soon as he saw the 
heading. I did not. The subject of the 
English Prize was kept a secret until the 
start of the exam so I could not resist 
reading it. 

When the headmaster returned I was 
looking out of the window. 

I should have told him what had 
happened then. It would have been so 
easy to say: 'I'm sorry but I saw the title 
for the English Essay Prize on your desk. 
You'll have to change it.' 

The opportunity passed and I did not 
take it. I sat the exam the next day and I 

won. I told myself I should have won 
anyway, but that is not the point. I didn't 
set out to cheat, but it was still cheating 
nevertheless. 

That was 38 years ago when I was 18. 
The fact that the details are so clear 
suggests that I feel very guilty about it. I 
have never told anyone about it before, 
nor have I tried to explain to myself why 
not. 

The obvious explanation is that I could 
not admit I had seen the essay title 
without admitting that I had been looking 
at the things on his desk; a good example 
of how a little error can trap you in a 
more serious moral corner. But there 
must have been more behind it. I wanted 
that prize very badly. 

I think that is the reason I have hidden 
from myself for so long. I needed that 
prize to beat my arch rival. He had 
already won the English Verse and 
History Prizes. 

It would be unbearable if he managed 
to beat me again. The prize I chose, a 
large anthology of verse entitled Poetry of 
the English speaking World is still on my 
bookshelf. I have often used the book. 
Inside the cover it says 'English Essay 
1949'. 
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A novelist asks 'How could I 
fail my little granddaughter?' 

My daughter Amy has a very beautiful 
one-year-old daughter. Her appearance 
seems to me even more astonishing when 
I take a look at my own - ravaged by 83 
years of Life's struggle. 

One lovely day I was left alone with 
my granddaughter in charge of the 
Miracle. At one o'clock the baby was 
having a nap and I was enjoying my 
favourite snack, a banana, and listening to 
the radio. I bit into the banana - and 
somehow, four new and expensive false 

' 

teeth broke loose and stabbed through my 
tongue. At the same time the lump of 
banana stuck in my throat and I could not 
succeed in extracting the teeth from my 
tongue, which was now gushing blood. 

Just to compound this unnatural 
dilemma, my darling began crying from 
her cot demanding to be lifted, fed and 
played with. With the banana advancing 
down my throat it was a desperate 
moment. Why not telephone an 
ambulance? Because I couldn't speak, you 
fool. 

All this time, my darling was howling 
frantically. I knew her face would be 
going blue while I choked on the banana. 
When I looked at my own face in the 
mirror, it was turning from purple to 
black. It was in these circumstances that 
the doorbell rang and I staggered to 
answer it. 

A tall and handsome black man was 
standing in the doorway. Dreadlocks fell 
over the collar of his smart dark suit. 'I'm 
the Gas,' he introduced himself. I could 
only open my mouth as wide as I could 
and point. 'Ah,' he said and, without 
hesitation, put in a finger and thumb and 
pulled my tongue free. Then, with no sign 
of disgust, he held both his palms beneath 
my chin to receive my four teeth and the 
lump of banana. 

I 
He made me a cup of tea while I lifted 

i 
Maryanne from her cot. Quickly 
comforted, happy and amused, she 
dabbled her fingers in my tears of relief 1 
and gratitude, and licked them off my 
cheeks. 

I 
I 

I 
I 
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A writer remembers 'The happened. When the phone rang, both 
my daughters were out. I picked up the 

lies I told the ~lentleman phone and I was trapped. TO my ., 
caller'. 

Some years ago my husband and I 
separated, and soon afterwards, I had a 
series of visits from gentlemen callers. 
They came to comfort me they said. I 
wasn't convinced. Mostly I wasn't very 
receptive, and they took their comfort 
elsewhere, for the world is full of 
deserted women. One of them refused 
to go however, and over the months 
that followed, I was amazed by his 
sheer tenacity. His name was John 
Harper. I only went out with him once. 
We had dinner, and he offered me 3 
courses of comfort. When we left, I 
vaguely promised to get in touch. He 
sent me several bouquets of flowers and 
phoned daily. 

He was so persistent that I began to 
hate him. I instructed my teenage 
daughters who were at home at the time 
to answer each phone-call. 'If it's John 
Harper say I'm out,' I would yell. He 
became a family joke, and we even 
made up songs about him. 

Every time the telephone rang I 
would yell, 'If it's John Harper, I'm out.' 
The girls would yell it in company with 
me. And then, one day, the inevitable 

surprise I felt sony for him and found 
myself inviting him to supper. He was 
more surprised than I was. As soon as I 
put the phone down I regretted the 
invitation. 

He arrived at eight, with a huge 
bunch of roses. I welcomed him while 
my daughters giggled uncontrollably. 
Somehow or other we made 
conversation over the drinks. He still 
insisted on comforting me. It 'was a 
relief when we eventually sat down to 
supper. 

Everything was fine until the dessert. 
I had just served the chocolate mousse 
when the phone rang. As soon as I 
heard the bell, like some Pavlovian dog, 
I automatically screamed across the 
table, 'If that's John Harper, I'm out.' 
Even the insistent ringing of the 
telephone could not disguise the silence 
that fell. My children fled from the 
room and left me alone with John 
Harper and the silence. 

I decided that there was no way out, I 
had to tell him the whole truth, even 
though it would hurt him. He got up 
and left immediately and I never heard 
from him again. 
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Reading 

+ 

A journalist remembers 'My date in that area. I asked the sergeant to go through 
the electoral register to see if there was anyone 

with two girls.' with Person B'S surname. 
The sergeant was extremely patient and 

In 1969 was working as a newspaper searched painstakingly. But no one with 
reporter and living in London, with someone 1 person ws surname was listed on the electoral 
shall call Person A. One day in the office, my roll. 
eye fell on a temporary secretary, whom I shall By the next day the situation was desperate. 

Person B. Swaggering up to her desk I In two hours the taxi cab would arrive in 
invited her out to lunch. which I was to collect Person A from hospital. I 

Over lunch she me that she had been still did not know how to cancel the taxi which 
married but was now divorced and living at was to deposit outside my front door I 

her parents' house. I leaned across the table. at around eight ofclock that night. 
. 

'Can 1 see more of you,' 1 said. To which she Then it occurred to me that as a temporary 1 

I am c o m ~ l e t e l ~  free this secretary person B must be known to my 
w 

weekend.' - 
paper's personnel department. v - 

Such an idea would normally have been The personnel manager told me that the 
impossible, but Person A was due to go into 

- 
deputy was in charge of hiring temporary 

m 
1 

that and stay there the secretaries. With great helphlness, he gave me 
The coast thus be the phone number of the deputYts cottage in 

- 
1 

totally clear for me to entertain Person B in our Oxfordshire. 
flat for the whole weekend. .I 

To the deputy personnel manager I told a LI 

The only difficulty was the journey she must dramatic tale of a temporary secretary taking 
make to my flat from her parents' home. home documents necessary for a front page 

'I 
L.l 

get a taxi', I told her grandly. 'I'll pay.' story in the following day's paper. - 
On Friday I went to see Person A in hospital. must have been supplied to us by one 

" 
w 

'I've got some great news,' she said. 'They said of three agencies,' the deputy personnel - 
I can come home tomorrow.' 'Fantastic,' I said. m 

manager said. 'I'll give you their numbers so 
I 

I very from the you can ring them, but they may not be open - - 
breaking into a run as soon as I was out of Sahlrday ..., II 

sight. My heart in my mouth, I dialled the first 
- 
r( 

Clearly it was essential to contact Person B temp agency on the list. They did work on 
" 

and her arriving. But was I to find Saturday and they were the agency which had 
9 

I 

her? I didn't her number Or supplied Person B! They said they were sorry 
address. I only knew that she was living with but couldn't give me her home telephone 

* 
II 

her parents. v 

number but they would try to call her and ask - Her surname was an unusual one. So I her to ring me back. She rang 10 minutes c. 
"I 

decided to look in the phone book until, with a before the taxi arrived to take me to hospital to - sinking heart, I remembered she was a collect Person A. I said we'd have to cancel our P 

divorcee. Her name would be different from weekend because the paper was sending me - 
her parents. The phone book was no good. SO 1 abroad on a foreign assignment. P - 
abused my position as a journalist. - 

I rang up the police in the area where Person P 
CI 

B lived. I said I was a reporter investigating an - 
important story, trying to find a young woman r 

- 
C 

F 
m 

- 
F 
r" 

LI 
v 
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A cartoonist describes how 
she 'broke her foot on her 
husband's shin'. 

My husband does not have many 
pleasant characteristics and on the night 
I kicked him he had none at all that I 
could see. I kicked him hard on the shin, 
an indication of my displeasure with his 
presence in the house. At the instant my 
bare foot made contact with the shin, I 
knew it had been A Bad Idea. I 
crumvled to the floor in vain and self 

i I 

pity, all my energy apparently having 
left me until I heard my husband say 
'Stop pretending you've hurt your foot'. 

All through eight years of marriage 
my husband has treated my problems 
as if I had invented them purely to ruin 
his social life. An illustration of his 
attitude is the occasion when we were 
sitting in a taxi on our way to the 
airport. I told him I felt sick and he only 
got halfway through saying 'I'm sure 
you're imagining it' when I threw up. 
So his reaction this time was no 
surprise. 

I was unfortunately unable to kick 
him again so I hopped into the sitting- 
room and picked up  a rather nice 
rosewood foot stool which I waved at 
him. I suppose the sight of a hopping 
wife waving a rosewood foot stool 
dangerously close to your head is just a 
little too much for anybody and he ran 
out of the house. 

To my relief I was now on one side of 
the front door and he was on the other. I 
locked the door, hopped into the 
kitchen and consumed a big glass of 
brandy topped up with some cooking 
sherry. The effect was instant and I felt 
capable of attempting to crawl up two 
flights of stairs to bed. 

As I crossed the hall I saw my 
husband peering through the letter flap. 
You're an awful actress,' he said. 

Four hours later, I woke up in agony. 
I knew I needed medical help. 

I managed to get down the stairs on 
my bottom and call a taxi which took 
me to hospital. 

Six in the morning is a good time to 
have an accident as it turns out, because 
casualty is as quiet as a grave. 

'How did you do it?' the doctor asked 
and I shamefacedly admitted I'd kicked 
my husband. 

A week later I limped to a party and 
to my surprise there was a girl sitting at 
the other end of the room, also with her 
foot in plaster. 

She had been visiting a friend of her 
ex-boyfriend who had considerately 
shown her a photograph of his new 
girlfriend. In her haste to get the picture 
under a brighter light and examine her 
rival the poor girl tripped and broke her 
toe. 

So next time you see a woman with a 
limp you'll know a man was the cause. 

Reading Games, O Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 



1 Tick the emotions felt by the character in your anecdote. 
2 Put a cross by the emotions you feel, as you read the anecdote. Write in the reasons for 
feeling these emotions in the boxes, e.g. ANGER:I felt angry with him for deceiving his girlfriend. 

When you hear the other four anecdotes, tick the emotions felt by the character, and put a cross by 
those you feel as you listen to the story, in the appropriate box. 

Headmaster Novelist Writer Journalist Cartoonist 

ANGER 
DISGUST 
HAPPINESS 
LAUGHTER 

DISLIKE 
ADMIRATION 
REGRET 
SHAME 
FEAR 

GUILT 
EMBARRASSMENT 
PAIN 
PANIC 
HUMILIATION 

RELIEF 
GRATITUDE 
IRRITATION 
HATE 
AFFECTION 
DISBELIEF 
SURPRISE 
DREAD 
DISCOMFORT 
ANTICIPATION 
LOVE 
WORRY 
DESPERATION 
SELF-PITY 
MISERY 



The Crow and the Pitcher 

A poor crow, who was near to death with thirst, suddenly saw beneath 
her a water pitcher. Relieved and with great joy she flew swiftly down 

to it. 
However, although the pitcher contained water, its level was so low that no 
matter how she stooped and strained she was unable to reach it. 
Thereupon she tried to overturn the pitcher, hoping at least to drink from 
its spilled contents; but alas, it was too heavy for her. 
At length, looking around, she saw some pebbles nearby. Picking them up, 
one by one, she dropped them into the pitcher. Slowly, by degrees, the 
water crept up to the very brim and she was at last able to quench her 
thirst. 

It is easier to make a suggestion than to  carry it out. 

The Mice Meeting 

0 nce upon a time a number of mice called a meeting to decide upon 
the best means of ridding themselves of a cat that had killed many of 

their relations. 
Various plans were discussed and rejected, until at last a young mouse 
proposed that a bell should be hung round the tyrant's neck in future, so 
that they would have plenty of warning of her movements and therefore 
time to escape. 
The suggestion was received joyfully by nearly all, but an old mouse, who 
had sat silently listening to the talk for some time, got up and said: 'While I 
consider the plan to be a very clever one, and feel sure that it would prove 
to be quite successful if carried out, I should like to know which brave 
mouse is going to put a bell on the cat?' 

Necessity is the mother of invention. 
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The Ass and the Frogs 

0 ne day, a long time ago, a poor humble ass was making his way along 
a track with a load of wood upon his back. Suddenly, rounding a 

bend in the path, he came to a deep bog and, stumbling clumsily under his 
load, he slipped straight into it. Despite his frantic struggling, the ass had 
the bad luck to sink right up to his neck in the mud amidst a horde of 
leaping frogs. 
'Woe is me!' he groaned and began to bray piteously; then he gave a long 
sigh as if his heart was about to break in two. The frogs leapt and splashed 
all round him as he settled deeper into the mire. 
'Friend,' said one of the frogs to the unhappy ass, 'if you make such a fuss 
as this simply because you find yourself in a bog, what would you do if you 
lived here all the time, as we do?' 

False confidence often leads to disaster. 

I I The Ass, the Cock and the Lion 

0 ne day a great lion, feeling very hungry after many hours of fruitless 
hunting, decided to try and find a meal at a farm. He padded over 

towards the yard and there, as he expected, was a fine plump ass, foolishly 
munching and crunching at a briar. 
The lion thought the ass would make an admirable meal, but perched on a 
nearby stile was a rangy old cock, and they say that there is nothing a lion 
hates so much as the crowing of a cock. The lion paused, then he took a 
step towards the ass, but at that moment the cock began to crow. The 
offended lion turned about and bounded off with all possible haste until he 
could no longer hear the awful noise. 
The ass had idly watched these events and was highly amused at the 
thought of a lion being frightened by a cock, so he plucked up his courage 
and galloped after him, delighted to think that he, a mere ass, was chasing 
the king of the jungle. 
However, the ass had not followed for long when the lion turned sharply 
round upon him. The unfortunate ass never had time to think about his 
error, and the lion was no longer hungry. 

Custom makes things familiar and easy to us. 
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The Dove and the Ant 

T hrough the forest ran a clear bubbling steam and under a blade of 
grass on the bank sat an ant. She felt very thirsty and bent over to take 

a drink, but as she did so she slipped and fell into the water. 
The strong current snatched her away, carrying her far off down the steam. 
As hard as she tried she could not manage to swim to the bank. 
At that moment a dove flew by and, seeing the struggling ant, took pity on 
her distress. She broke a branch from a nearby tree and dropped it into the 
water. The ant did not delay but clambered nimbly on to the branch and at 
last reached the safety of the bank. 
Not long after this, the ant was out for a stroll when she came upon the 
dove again. A hunter was just about to trap the bird with a large net. Seeing 
what was going to happen, the ant bit sharply into the man's heel and 
made him cry out in surprise. 
The dove heard him, took fright and flew away. 

Misfortune tests the sincerity of friends. 

The Travellers and the Bear 

T wo friends were travelling on the same road together when suddenly 
they came face to face with a large bear. 

In great fear, and without a thought about his companion, one man 
immediately climbed into a tree and hid. 
The other, seeing that single-handed he was no match for Bruin the bear, 
threw himself on the ground and pretended to be dead, for he had heard 
that a bear will not touch a dead body. 
The bear approached him, sniffing at his nose and ears, but the man, with 
great courage, held his breath and kept still, and at length the bear, 
thinking him dead, walked slowly away. 
When Bruin was well out of sight the first traveller came down from his tree 
and asked his companion what it was that the bear had said to him. 'For,' 
said he 'I observed from my perch that he put his mouth very close to your 
ear.' 
'Why,' replied the other, 'it was no great secret. He wisely advised me not to 
keep company with those who, when they get into difficulty, leave their 
friends in the lurch.' 

One  good turn deserves another. 

a i 
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Reading Gal 

The Tortoise and the Eagle 

A long while ago a tortoise sat on the dusty land and watched the birds 
wheeling and circling in the air over his head. He grew dissatisfied with his 

lowly life when he saw so many of them enjoying themselves in the clear blue sky; 
he longed to join them and share their freedom. 
'If only I could get myself up into the air I'm sure I could soar and swoop with the 
best of them,' he thought. 
He pondered on this problem for a long time: the sun burned down and he got 
hotter and hotter and more discontented as he enviously watched the birds. 
Suddenly an eagle came to rest on a rock close beside him and, seizing such a 
favourable opportunity, the tortoise offered all the treasures of the sea if only the 
monarch of the air would teach him to fly. 
The eagle at first declined the task, for he considered it not only absurd but 
impossible, but, being further pressed by the entreaties and promises of the 
tortoise, he finally agreed to try. 
Taking him up to a great height in the air, the eagle loosed his hold, bidding the 
stupid tortoise to fly if he could. 
Before the misguided creature could express a word of thanks he fell upon a huge 
rock and was dashed to pieces. 

Don't count your chickens before they're hatched. -1 

The Country Maid 

A long a country lane stepped a bright young milkmaid, balancing a jug of fine 
fresh milk on her head. With a fair way still to go to reach the market she 

started thinking about her future prospects. 
'If I sell this milk for a tidy price I can increase my stock of eggs to three hundred. 
Then, even allowing for those that spoil and those that are stolen by thieves, they 
should produce at least two hundred and fifty chickens. Then again, just when the 
price is highest, I will take the birds to market and sell them: I cannot fail to make 
enough money to buy a new gown. I am so fair and pretty I will look as grand as 
any lady in the land.' 
'What colour should it be?' she thought. 'Shall I buy one in red or green? Yes, 
green, I think - it suits me best; green it will be! 1'11 go to the fair where all the fine 
young men will seek me out for a partner; but I shall refuse them, every one, and 
dance away with a shrug and a toss.' 
Carried away by her daydream she could not help but toss her head in just such a 
way as she had imagined. Crash! The jug of milk toppled and smashed on to the 
road in front of her. She watched helplessly as the spilt milk trickled away in the 
dust, and with it went all of her happy thoughts and dreams. 

The over-ambitious often destroy themselves. -1 
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The Miser's Gold 

A very mean man once sold all his goods and property and melted the 
money he received for it into one solid mass of gold. He took the gold 

to a wood, where he buried it in the ground. He visited his hoard night and 
morning to gloat over it. 
One night a robber spied on him and when the miser had gone the villain 
dug up the treasure and went off with it. 
Next day the miser missed it and went nearly out of his mind at the loss of 
his gold. 'Why are you making such a noise?' said a neighbour. 'You might 
as well have a stone in the ground instead of your gold, for it was no use to 
you when you had it.' 

Think for yourself, and don't follow the crowd. 

The Sick Lion 

A n old, old lion realised one day that, thanks to the weakness of age, he was too 
tired to hunt for his prey any more. Sadly he went home to his den knowing that 

soon he would die. But before he lay down he stopped at the entrance; breathing with 
great difficulty and speaking in a slow, low voice he told the world of his sad condition. 
The news of the lion's illness soon spread throughout the forest and caused much 
concern among the other beasts. One by one they came to visit him and pay their 
respects. However, the lion's age had also made him wily, and as  each animal entered 
his lair and came within reach, they fell an easy prey to the lion, who soon grew fat. 
One day, early in the morning, the fox came. He was renowned for his cunning, and 
approached the den carefully. Standing some distance away he enquired after the 
lion's health and asked him if he was feeling better. 
'Ah, my dearest friend,' said the lion, 'is it you? I can hardly see you, you are so far 
away. Come closer, please, and give me some words of consolation for I have not long 
to live.' 
The fox, meanwhile, had been looking closely at the ground in front of the lion's den. 
At last he looked up, and turning to go he remarked: 'Bless you, but excuse me if I do 
not stay, for, to tell the truth, I feel quite uneasy at the many footsteps I see leading into 
your den yet none do I see emerging.' 

1- Riches are meant to be  used. -1 
7 .  
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Karen Gary 

OTO OTO 

Lucy ~ f e x  Jason ~ racey  

Karen Gary Lucy Alex Jason Tracey 
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KAREN 

You have a brother Gary and your parents' names 

are Jean and Hugh. You know your mother's 

maiden name was Clutterbuck and you think your 

grandmother's name was Maud - she's dead now. 

Your mother doesn't talk about her much and she 

never talks about your grandfather. You don't 

know anyone else in your family and wonder why 

you've never met. 

LUCY 

You have a brother, Alex. Your parents are Vera 

and Philip. That's all you know about your family 

though you think your mother's father was called 

Samuel. 

GARY 

You have a sister Karen and parents Jean 

and Hugh. You know your mother's maiden 

name was Clutterbuck and you think your 

grandmother's name was Maud - she's dead 

now. Your mother doesn't talk about her 

much and she never talks about your 

grandfather. You don't know anyone else in 

your family and wonder why you've never 

met. 

TRACEY 

You have a brother Jason. Your parents are Mike 

and Jane.Your grandparents are dead now, but 

you remember your father's father, Joseph, an old 

man with grey whiskers that tickled when he kissed 

you. 

ALEX 

You have a sister Lucy .Your parents are Vera 

and Philip. That's all you know about your 

family though you think your mother's father 

was called Samuel. 

JASON 

You have one sister Tracey. Your parents are 

Mike and Jane. 

Your grandparents are dead now, but you 

remember your father's father, Joseph, an 

old man with grey whiskers that tickled 

when he kissed you. I 
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0 Cutting from the Pennine Bugle dated Tuesday 6 September, 1946 

lbnnine Bugle Tu~sdax  September 6, 1946 

I PENNINE SHEEP SCANDAL; 
1 LOCAL MAN DETAINED FOR 4 
I QUESTIONING. 
I UNDERCOVER LINKS WITH COUNTY REGIMENT f 

'We have uncovered a den of 
corruption and organized crime' 
say Police 

Scardale 5 September, 1946 

POLICE revealed yesterday that they 
have uncovered one of the  most 
important sheeprustling networks in 
Northern England. Several arrests 
were made last week in the Scardale 
and Glumthorpe area, and three of 
those detained are now helping police 
with enquiries. Chief Superintendent 
Toyson issued a brief statement, 
stating that charges would be made 
today against three of the men, and 
that the persistence and hard work of 
Lancashire Constabulary over the 
past decade had led to the discovery 
of a n  agricultural crime network 
unprecedented in the history of the 
Pennines. 
Our own investigations reveal that a 
local farmer Henry Clutterbuck, 

prominent among stockbreeders and 
market traders at Settle market and 
owning three hundred acres of fellside 
between Glumthorpe and Beckdale on 
the east side of the  main 
Settle-Blackhole road, is among those 
currently detained at Glumby police 
station. It is alleged that over the past 
decade, taking advantage of meat 
rationing and increased demand for 
fresh meat, the farmer organized a 
widespread black market in meat, 
with the involvement of major 
slaughter houses on both sides of the 
Pennines. It is further alleged that the 
man's accomplice, a former sergeant 4 
major in the Pennine Borderers, was 
involved in undercover deals between f 
the Ministry of Agriculture and  
Fisheries and the Ministry of Supply, ( 
revolving round the barracks a t  
Carslisle. 
Charges will be brought at Glumby 

i 
magistrates court on Thursday ... i 
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\ 0 Letter attached to cutting 



'Moorlands' 
Settle Road 

Lowering-in-Grimsdale 
W. Riding 

2gth February, 1952 

Dear Mary, 

Well spring has come to the fells - it's snowy and blowing up a storm and the 
lambs are on their way. Joseph is up all night with the sheep, and as there's no 
chance of a wink of sleep before dawn I thought I would catch up on my long 
overdue correspondence while sitt ing by the fire. I cannot sleep well these days 
since something is on my mind. Mary dear, I must tell you, since I must tell 
someone and I would not want to tell another living soul. Mary, I am pregnant and 
the child I am carrying is not  Joseph's but his brother Samuel's. You know t h a t  
once I was engaged to Samuel, but we broke after a quarrel and I married his 
brother. Well, I have never stopped loving him, nor he me. What is t o  be done? What 
an unhappy family we have become! The two brothers will not  speak to each other, 
all on account of me, and Mavis will not speak to her sister Maud since she got  
herself in the family way and bore a child out  of wedlock -jealousy I think since 
her own marriage is barren - and my mother in law Lily will not speak to her own 
husband since he had the stroke and went into the  Nursing Home - no-one knows 
the reason why ... Did you ever hear of such a quarrelsome family? 

Well, does the snow come a t  lambing time in New Zealand too? I know so l i t t le of 
your new life, i t  sems so long ago t h a t  you and I would walk the lanes and the  
hillsides of the Pennines together. How our lives have changed since then - I hope 
a t  least yours is happier there than mine is here. 

Your dear friend, 

EIiza beth 
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Slowly the sun had climbed up the hard white downs, till it 'Oh, I can see what you are,' the boy panted; 'you're a 
broke upon a sparkling world of snow. Once above the gentleman come down. It's harder for you than for me.' 
sky-line, the sun seemed to climb more quickly, and as it 'I dropped by the roadside last night and slept where I fell. 
rose higher it began to give out a heat that blended with the It's a wonder I didn't die,' the tramp said. The boy looked 
keenness of the wind. at him sharply. 

On the Brighton Road 

It may have been this strange alternation of heat and cold 'How do you know you didn't?' he said. 
that disturbed the tramp in his dreams, for he struggled for 'I don't see it,' the tramp said, after a pause. 

131 
I 

a moment with the snow that covered him, like a man who 
finds himself twisted uncomfortably in the bed-clothes, 
and then sat up with staring, questioning eyes. 'Lord! I 
thought I was in bed,' he said to himself as he took in the 
vacant landscape, 'andall the while I was out here.' He 
stretched his limbs, and, rising carefully to his feet, shook 
the snow off his body. 

'Come, I feel pretty fit,' he thought. 'I suppose I am lucky 
to wake at all in this. Or unlucky - it isn't much of a 
business to come back to.' He looked up and saw the 
downs shining against the blue like the Alps on a picture- 
postcard. 'That means another forty miles or  so,  I 
suppose,' he continued grimly. The sun crept up higher 
and higher, and he started walking patiently along the road 
with his back turned to the hills. 

Presently, when three milestones had loitered past, he 
overtook a boy who was stooping to light a cigarette. He 
wore no overcoat, and looked unspeakably fragile against 
the snow. 'Are you on the road, guv'nor?' asked the boy 
huskily as he passed. 

'I think I am,' the tramp said. 

'Oh! then 1'11 come a bit of the way with you if you don't 
walk too fast. It's a bit lonesome walking this time of day.' 
The tramp nodded his head, and the boy started limping 
along by his side. 

'I'm eighteen,' he said causally. 'I bet you thought I was 
younger.' 
'Fifteen, I'd have said.' 
'Eighteen last August, and I've been on the road six years. 
I ran away from home five times when I was a little 'un, 
and the police took me back each time. Very good to me, 
the police was. Now I haven't got a home to run away 
from.' 
'Nor have I,' the tramp said calmly. 

'I tell you,' the boy said hoarsely, 'people like us can't get 
away from this sort of thing if we want to. Always hungry 
and thirsty and dog-tired and walking all the time. And yet 
if any one offers me a nice home and work my stomach 
feels sick. Do I look strong? I know I'm little for my age, 
but I've been knocking about like this for six years, and do 
you think I'm not dead? 

You'll find out presently. We're all dead, all of us who're 
on the road, and we're all tired, yet somehow we can't 
leave it. There's nice smells in the summer, dust and hay 
and the wind smack in your face on a hot day; and it's nice 
waking up in the wet grass on a fine morning. I don't 
know, I don't know -' he lurched forward suddenly, and 
the tramp caught him in his arms. 

'I'm sick,' the boy whispered - 'sick.' 

The tramp looked up and down the road, but he could see 
no houses or any sign of help. Yet even as he supported 
the boy doubtfully in the middle of the road a motor-car 
suddenly flashed in the middle distance, and came 
smoothly through the snow. 

'What's the trouble?' said the driver quietly- as he pulled 
up, 'I'm a doctor.' He looked at the boy keenly and 
listened to his strained breathing. 
'Pneumonia,' he commented. '1'11 give him a lift to the 
infirmary, and you, too, if you like.' 

The tramp thought of the workhouse and shook his head. 
'I'd rather walk,' he said. 

The boy winked faintly as they lifted him into the car. 

'1'11 meet you beyond Reigate,' he murmured to the tramp. 
'You'll see.' And the car vanished along the white road. 
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The Clock 
I was staying with my aunt in Hampstead. There was for twelve days. No one had come in to air it or to light 
another guest, whom I had never met before, a Mrs Caleb. fires. And yet the clock was going. I wondered if some 
She lived in Lewes and had been staying with my aunt for vibration had set the mechanism in motion, and pulled out 
about a fortnight. Frankly, I disliked her. She was queer my watch to see the time. It was five minutes to one. The 
and secretive; underground, if you can use the expression, clock on the mantelpiece said four minutes to one. I again 
rather than underhand. And I could feel in my body that looked round the room. Nothing was out of place. The only 
she did not like me. thing that might have called for remark was that there 

One summer day Mrs Caleb waylaid me in the hall, just as 
I was going out. 

'I wonder,' she said, 'I wonder if you could do me a small 
favour. If you do have any time to spare in Lewes -only if 
you do - would you be so kind as to call at my house? I 
left a little travelling-clock there in the huuy of parting. If 
it's not in the drawing-room, it will be in my bedroom or 
in one of the maids' bedrooms. Would it be too much to 
ask? The house has been locked up for twelve days, but 
everything is in order. I have the keys here; the large one is 
for the garden gate, the small one for the front door.' 

I could only accept, and she proceeded to tell me how I 
could find Ash Grove House. 

'You will feel quite like a burglar,' she said. 'But mind, 
it's only if you have time to spare.' 

I found,Ash Grove without difficulty. It was a medium- 
sized red-brick house, standing by itself in a high walled 
garden that bounded a narrow lane. A flagged path led 
from the gate to the front door. The dining-room and 
drawing-room lay on either side of the hall and I looked 
round humedly for the clock. It was neither on the table 
nor mantelpiece. The rest of the furniture was carefully 
covered over with white dust-sheets. Then I went upstairs. 
I made a humed search of the principal bedrooms. There 
was no sign of Mrs Caleb's clock. The impression that the 
house gave me - you know the sense of personality that a 
house conveys - was neither pleasing nor displeasing, but 
it was stuffy, stuffy from the absence of fresh air, with an 
additional stuffmess added, that seemed to come out from 
the hangings and quilts. The last door that I unlocked - (I 
should say that the doors of all the rooms were locked, and 
relocked by me after I had glanced inside them) - 
contained the object of my search. Mrs Caleb's travelling- 
clock was on the mantelpiece, ticking away merrily. 

appiared to be a slight indentation on the pillow and the 
bed; but the mattress was a feather mattress, and you know 
how difficult it is to make them perfectly smooth. I gave a 
hurried glance under the bed and then, and much more 
reluctantly, opened the doors of two horribly capacious 
cupboards, both happily empty. By this time I really was 
frightened. The clock went ticking on. I had a horrible 
feeling that an alarm might go off at any moment, and the 
thought of being in that empty house was almost too much 
for me. However, I made an attempt to pull myself 
together. It might after all be a fourteen-day clock. If it 
were, then it would be almost run down. I could roughly 
find out how long the clock had been going by winding it 
up. I hesitated to put the matter to the test; but the 
uncertainty was too much for me. I took it out of its case 
and began to wind. I had scarcely turned the winding- 
screw twice when it stopped. The clock clearly was not 
running down; the hands had been set in motion probably 
only an hour or two before. I felt cold and faint and, going 
to the window, threw up the sash, letting in the sweet, live 
air of the garden. I knew now that the house was queer, 
horribly queer. Could someone be living in the house? Was 
someone else in the house now? I thought that I had been 
in all the rooms, but had I? I had only just opened the 
bathroom door, and I had certainly not opened any 
cupboards, except those in the room in which I was. Then, 
as I stood by the open window, wondering what I should 
do next and and feeling that I just couldn't go down that 
comdor into the darkened hall to fumble at the latch of the 
front door with I don't know what behind me, I heard a 
noise. It was very faint at first, and seemed to be coming 
from the stairs. It was a curious noise - not the noise of 
anyone climbing up the stairs, but of something hopping 
up the stairs, like a very big bird would hop. I heard it on 
the landing; it stopped. Then there was a curious scratching 
noise against one of the bedroom doors, the sort of noise 
you can make with the nail of your little finger scratching 

That was how I thought of it at first. And then for the first polished wood. Whatever it was, was comin~slowly down 
time I realised that there was something wrong. The clock the corridor, scratching at the doors as it went. I could 
had no business to be ticking. The house had been shut up stand it no longer. 
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All the morning the tramp splashed through the thawing 'On the road, guv'nor?' said a husky voice. 'Then I'll come 
snow, but at midday he begged some bread at a cottage a bit of the way with you if you don't walk too fast. It's a 
door and crept into a lonely barn to eat it. It was warm in bit lonesome wakng  this time of day.' 
there, and after his meal he fell asleep among the hay. It pneumonia!7 cried ihe aghast. 

was dark when he woke, and started trudging once more 
through the slushy roads. 

'I died at Crawley this morning,' said the boy. 

Two miles beyond Reigate a figure, a fragile figure, 
slipped out of the darkness to meet him. 

Nightmare pictures of locked doors opening filled my 
brain. I took up the clock wrapped it in my mackintosh and 
dropped it out of the window on to a flower-bed. Then I 
managed to crawl out of the window and, getting a grip of 
the sill, 'successfully negotiated', as the journalists would 
say, 'a twelve-foot drop'. Picking up the mackintosh, I ran 
round to the front door and locked it. Then I felt I could 
breathe, but not until I was on the far side of the gate in the 
garden wall did I feel safe. 

Then I remembered that the bedroom window was open. 
What was I to do? Wild horses wouldn't have dragged me 
into that house again unaccompanied. I made up my mind 
to go to the police-station and tell them everything. I had 
actually begun to walk down the lane in the direction of the 
town, when I chanced to look back at the house. The 
window that I had left open was shut. 

No, my dear, I didn't see any face or anything dreadful like 
that ... and of course, it may have shut by itself. It was an 
ordinary sash-window, and you know they are often 
difficult to keep open. 

And the rest? Why, there's really nothing more to tell. I 
didn't even see Mrs Caleb again. She had had some sort of 
fainting fit just before lunch-time, my aunt informed me on 
my return, and had had to go to bed. Next morning I 
travelled down to Comwall to join mother and the children. 
I thought I had forgotten all about it, but when three years 
later Uncle Charles suggested giving me a travelling-clock 
for a twenty-first birthday present, I was foolish enough to 
prefer the alternative that he offered, a collected edition of 
the works of Thomas Carlyle. 
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@ What the butler saw 

The dinner guests started arriving at about 7.30. That eve-, Reverend Truelove, the 
neighbours, old Mr Archibald and his son, and Dame Christie, a lady novehst, were 
joining the weekend guests. 

I served drinks in the parlour before dinner. From the start I could see thugs weren't 
going too well. Miss Daphne looked as if she had been crying, and after she had spoken 
a few words to young Mr Archbald in the hall, that young gentleman looked pretty 
unhappy too. Mr Jeffery looked extremely angry - he can look quite violent at times. 
The actress, Miss Topless, looked furious too, and I could see why: her companion, Mr 
Oscarsson had been flirting with Mrs Horsehair all weekend, and as I served the wine at 
dinner I noticed that they were h a w  a particularly intimate conversation at one end 
of the table. 

Dinner ended at about nine o'clock, and I served port to the gentlemen in the bllliard 
room. As I left the kitchen, Miss Daphne came up to me, and, lookng a p p e h g l y  at me 
- she always looks so pretty in blue - pressed a note into my hand, askmg me to @ve it 
to young Archbald. 

I couldn't help readmg the note, whch said: 

Darling, 

Meet me in the conservatoSy at 9.30. I have a plan. 
Desperately, 
Daphne. 

I served port in the billiard room, and passed the note surreptitiously to young Mr 
Archbald. Then I went back to the htchen where I remained until shortly after half 
past nine, when I went back into the billiard room to refill the port glasses. As I was 
crossmg the hall, Miss Topless came out of the parlour and went over to the ballroom. 
As she opened the door, I heard voices, and caught a glimpse of ayoung man in a whte 
suit. I'm sure it was Mr Oscarsson. 

I went into the blVlard room to find only old Mr Archbald, Reverend Truelove and Mr 
Jeffery. Mr Archbald took a glass of port and said he would join the ides in the 
parlour, and the Reverend followed him. Mr Jeffery took the port decanter from me and 
went into the Library, saylng he had an urgent letter to write. 

I returned to the htchen and stayed there till about ten o'clock when I heard a piercmg 
scream. I rushed into the hall and found Charlotte, the maid, standmg there with a tray 
of coffee cups. She gasped 'Velvet, the library ...' and fainted. I went into the library and 
found Mrs Horsehair dead on the floor. She had been h t  on the head. I looked around 
the room. The port decanter was lymg smashed on the floor and there was broken glass 
everywhere. The ashtray was full of cgarette stubs - the kind that Mr Jeffrey smokes. I 
also noticed irnrne&ately that one of the large silver candlesticks was missmg. Both the 
library window and the connecting door to the bllliard room were open. I called for help, 
and Miss Daphne and young Mr Archbald came running in from the conservatory. 
Dame Christie and Myrtle Berry were next on the scene, followed by old Mr Archibald. 
Mr Oscarsson came in via the bdhard room, followed a few seconds later by h s  actress 
friend, and last of all Mr Jeffrey came rushing in, calling for help, and shouting that he 
had found the vicar unconscious on the terraee. 
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0 What the maid heard 

Around seven o'clock I went upstairs to put on my new uniform. Reverend Truelove, 
old Mr Archibald and h s  son, and a famous lady novelist were jaw the weekend 
guests for dmner, so it was a formal occasion. As I got to the top of the stairs I heard 
angry voices coming from Mrs Horsehair's room, and guessed that Mrs Horsehair and 
her niece were having one of their rows. I tried not to listen, but couldn't help catching 
one phrase very bstinctly. Mrs Horsehair shouted, 'If you marry hm, you stupid little 
fool, I'll cast you off without a penny.' Then the door burst open, and Miss Daphne 
rushed out, sobbmg. She ran s t r a t  to her own room and slammed the door. 

I cam downstairs again about fifteen minutes later, and heard Mr Jeffery takmg on the 
telephone in the hall. I tried not to listen, but I couldn't help overhearmg one or two 
phrases: 'Can't you wait a bit longer - the old woman's so damned mean with her 
money ...'. There was a long pause then he said, 'I'll find the money somehow ...' and 
slammed the receiver down. I guessed he was takmg to one of his gambhng 
companions. Mr Jeffery is very fond of roulette, but his mother disapproves, and tries 
to prevent him gambhng by keeping him short of money. 

From a quarter past seven tlll eght o'clock I was in the kitchen preparing the food, but 
I peeped out to watch the guests arrive -young Mr Archibald looked very dashx-g in a 
blue velvet suit. 

Dinner was at elght, and as soon as I came in with the soup, I noticed that tlvngs 
weren't gomg too well. Dame Christie and Myrtle Berry seemed to be getting on quite 
well dscussing some murder in great detd ,  but Mr  Jeffery looked like thunder, and 
young M r  Archbald looked terribly unhappy: he's passionately in love with Miss 
Daphne, you know. Daphne looked as if she were about to cry, and the actress, Miss 
Topless, looked a bit annoyed as well. Ths  might have been because she and Miss 
Daphne were wearmg exactly the same dress, or it m@ht have been because her 
companion, Mr Oscarsson, and Mrs Horsehair were h a w  a very intimate 
conversation at one end of the table. Reverend Truelove and old M r  Archibald tried to 
keep the conversation going, but it was quite a relief when dmner broke up at about 
nine o'clock. The lahes then retired to the parlour for coffee, and the gentlemen went 
to the b a w d  room. I served coffee, and then went back to the htchen to clear up. 

At about 9.45 I went into the parlour to collect the coffee cups, and as I crossed the hall, 
I overheard loud voices in the ballroom. I tried not to listen but it sounded very hke 
Miss Topless. Suddenly the door opened, and Mrs Horsehair came out. She looked 
rather embarrassed on seeing me, and said, 'Oh, Charlotte, I was lookrag for my book. 
Do you know where it mght be?' I said that I hadn't seen it, and she muttered 
something about l o o w  in the library and made off in that drection. 

I went on into the parlour where I found Dame Christie, Myrtle Berry, and old Mr 
Archbald deep in conversation. They were stdl t m  about murder. I couldn't help 
listening. It made me feel quite cold, so I collected up the cups as slowly as I could. As I 
was doing ths ,  I heard a door slam in the hall, followed by the sound of footsteps 
crossmg the hall. Then the front door slamrned. I finished collectmg the cups, and went 
out into the hall, but no one was there. I started to cross the hall towards the kitchen, 
suddenly, I heard a piercing scream. It came from the library. I couldn't move. I tried to 
call for help, but couldn't make a sound. The htchen door opened, and Velvet, the 
butler, came running out. He looked at me in astonishment. I gasped, 'The library ...' 
and then I fainted. 

Chat lot te 
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@ What the vicar felt 

I arrived at Conkers for Sunday tea as usual, and was invited to return for dumer after 
Evensong. Before I left, Mrs Horsehair asked me to advise her on a certain problem, and 
we went into the library to &scuss it. Mrs Horsehair then confided in me that she and 
the young film director Oscar Oscarsson, who was one of her weekend guests, were 
planning to marry. I expressed my approval of the project, congratulated her, and then 
enquired what the problem might be. She was worried, it appeared, about how the 
marriage rmght affect her son Jeffery. She thought he mght dsapprove of her 
remarrymg so soon, and, furthermore, might object to her altering her will in favour of 
her new husband. I advised her to put her own interests first. She appeared satisfied 
with this, and I left the house. 

I returned at about half past seven, after Evensong, and was shown into the parlour by 
Velvet, the butler. I was irnrne&ately conscious of a rather strained atmosphere, 
particularly among the young people. Daphne and Archibald looked very unhappy - 
although I put this down to a lovers' tlff - and Jeffery's face looked like a thundercloud. 
I wondered if his mother had broached the subject of her marriage. The older members 
of the party, however, a lady novelist and an American friend of Mrs Horsehair's 
seemed pleasant enough, although there was also an actress who I found &stinctly 
unpleasant. However, I endeavoured to put them all at ease with one or two of my 
anecdotes in the usual style, and dmner passed quite pleasantly. 

After dinner, we gentlemen retired to the bllliard room for port and a game of snooker. 
The first game ended just before 9.30 and both Oscar and young Archbald excused 
themselves, saylng they had urgent matters to attend to. The rest of us stood around 
tallung until Velvet reappeared with the port. At that point our little party dspersed: 
Jeffery went to the library to finish off a letter, while old Archbald and I went to join 
the ladies in the parlour. I found the subject of conversation there rather distasteful, so 
after about ten minutes, I went for a quiet stroll and a smoke in the grounds. I had been 
there for about a quarter of an hour, enjoymg the evening air and mentally composmg 
next Sunday's sermon, when Jeffery came out of the house, slamming the front door 
behmd hm. He had taken off h s  formal dmner jacket, and was wearing a dark blue 
smokmg jacket. I invited him to join me, but he only grunted and strode off into the 
shrubbery. I finished my pipe, and, hearing the church clock chime ten, I decided to go 
back into the house, to take my leave. As I was crossing the terrace, I became aware 
that someone was behmd me. I started to turn, and, out of the corner of my eye, caught 
a flash of somethmg blue, but, before I could make out who it was, a hand was pressed 
over my mouth and I felt someone strlke me with a heavy object from behmd. 
Everythmg went black, and I fell to the ground. 
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I Who was where? 

Write the correct names o f  the rooms on the plan o f  the house. Mark where 
the characters were at  10 p.m. and where the body was found. 

niekcht 
k$J 

riatsseac baylrri / I  I 

liridalb moro 

2 Who's who? 

Draw a line to  connect the name o f  the character with 
the description. 

Charlotte an actress 

Velvet the maid 

Reverend Truelove the niece 

Mildred Horsehair the son 

Daphne an influential, but 

Jefferv impoverished film 

Oscar Oscarsson 

young Archibald 

old Archibald 

Myrtle Berry 

Agatha Christie 

Alice B Topless 

director 

a dashing but penniless 
young man 

an American lady 

the butler 

a rich widow in her 40s - 
the owner of the house 

a neighbour 

the local vicar 

a lady novelist 

3 The motives 

Who might have had a motive for the crime and 
why? 

4 The clues 

Write a list o f  any clues that might help to find the 
murderer. 

The murderer was: 

Motive: 
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Maybe some people can read minds. Perhaps there is 
a prehistoric beast at  the bo t tom of Loch Ness. 
Spiritualists could be in touch with those who have 
died, passing on their messages to us at a fiver a time. 

But there is an alternative, rational, non-magical 
explanation available for all these mysteries. You might 
not accept it. You might think that it is more likely that 
people bend cutlery through the power of thought 
than by  adept sleight of hand. But as William of  
Ockham pointed out, it is usually better to accept the 
explanation which doesn' t  require you t o  invent 
something new and unknown. For instance, corn circles 
might be created b y  l i t t le green men, or  else by 
hoaxers. Take your pick - except that we know all 
about hoaxers; the world is full of them. Little green 
men have yet to put in an appearance. 

People who do believe in the paranormal often appeal 
to the sceptics' sense of fair play. They imply that we 
sceptics are greedy when we say that  there is a 
rational explanation for all the phenomena they come 
up with. Can't we be open minded, they ask, and allow 
them at least one or two miracles? Sorry, no. If you 
met someone who claimed that rain was the angels 
crying, you'd probably feel obliged to tell him that it 
was water vapour condensing in the atmosphere. And 
if he tried to claim that at least sometimes it was the 
angels crying, you'd have to be firm and say that it was 
absolutely always and invariably condensing water 
vapour. 

O f  course peop le  hunger for  t he  strange and 
wonderful. And they can find it. The dead walk and talk 
in my living room when I watch a video of Casablanca. 
I can sense what people thousands of miles away are 
thinking by calling them on the phone. And scientists 
are learning the secrets of the universe, from the 
tiniest particles of life in our bodies, to the origin of the 
most distant galaxies. 

i - 
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But  these wonders are never enough for  t he  
paranormal  br igade. They want more.  Fly ing 
telephones. Ghostly tambourines. Bent spoons. 
Children who can detect a picture of a ship inside a 
l ined,  sealed envelope. O f ten  they  manage t o  
persuade others that these are the result of weird, 
inexplicable happenings. People who are normally 
quite sensible, will say: 'Well, I don't understand - 
there must be something in it.' 

Generally there isn't. But it's hard to find explanations. 
The press, particularly the tabloids, are in the business 
of creating wonderful mysteries, not explaining them. 
(Often the most absurd claims are printed without 
elaboration. For instance. in December 1989, Uri 
Geller claimed to have stopped Big Ben. The fact that 
he made this claim only after the clock had broken 
down did not, apparently, strike anyone as absurd.) 

Does it all matter? After all, there's no harm in reading 
your horoscope in the daily paper. On the other hand, 
some people pay large sums to people who claim that 
their lives are being dominated by heavenly bodies 
millions of miles away. The wife of the heir to  the 
throne consults astrologers. For several years the 
President of the US had his timetable drawn up in 
consultation with the planets. 

Psychic healers, fire-walking teachers and others 
relieve people of large sums by offering them the false 
hope of a better life. Authors of innumerable 'occult' 
books make small fortunes by peddling nonsense to 
the gullible and the naive. Even clever people are taken 
in  i f  the rat ional ,  pract ical  a l ternat ives are no t  
presented. Here are a few ... 



This myth has been kicking round for more than a 
hundred years, but really came to public attention 
with Charles Berlitz's 1974 book The Bermuda 
Triangle Mgstery. Allegedly within this area of sea 
vast  numbers  o f  ships and planes have 
disappeared completely, mysteriously and without 
trace. It's sometimes claimed that they have been 
'stolen' by flying saucers, and that the crews are 
still alive on some other plane, this time an astral 
one. This is a classic example o f  creat ing a 
mys te ry  where none ex is ts .  Near ly  a l l  t h e  
accidents had  normal  causes, such as bad  
weather, a lmost  always ignored by  Triangle 
writers. Stories are copied from book to book and 
article t o  article, often embellished with fresh, 
inaccurate details at each stage. In his book, The 
Bermuda Triangle Mgstery - Solved, Larry Kusche 
examines many of the disasters and finds all of 
them explicable. 

For example,  the  al l- t ime favour i te Triangle 
mystery involves Flight 19; five US Army Air Corps 
planes which were lost together in 1945.  All 
manned b y  exper ienced a i rc rew,  t hey  are 
supposed to have disappeared for no reason, out 
of a clear sky, while in no apparent peril. 

In fact Flight 1 9  was a training flight, led by a 
lieutenant who was unfamiliar with the area and 
whose two compasses had malfunctioned. The 
weather was poor. Radio messages indicated that 
the flight - lacking modern guidance systems - 
had become hopelessly lost soon after take-off. 
They had only enough fuel t o  fly unt i l  7 pm, 
shor t ly  a f t e r  t he  las t  rad io  messages were 
received. 

In other words, no mystery at all. But as in the 
other Triangle cases, the promulgators leave out 
any information which doesn't suit their case. 

I............................................................................ . .................................................................. ....... ......................... . ............................................................................................................ 

On the night of Saturday 1 1 July this year, in a field 
in Buckinghamshire, 12 teams set about creating 
corn circles and geometric patterns without the use 
of artificial light. The magnificent results were visible 
by daylight, and one team won the £3,000 prize - 
proof if it were needed that there is no problem 
about making corn patterns, as hoaxers have already 
admitted. 

This o f  course has n o t  p revented the  ba t t i e r  
'cereologists' from declaring that the fact that some 
people fake some corn circles does not mean that 
others aren't being made by  visitors from outer 
space. As John Martineau of the Centre for Crop 

evidence tha t  c rop c i rc le exper ts  can te l l  t he  
difference between circles made by self-confessed 
hoaxers and those so far 'unexplained'. 

By the same token, we know that many toys are 
made by  people in factories. This does not ,  of  
course, prove that the rest aren't made by elves in 
Santa's workshop. 

There has been much anguishing over the fact that 
corn circles are more common in Britain than in any 
other country. This could indicate that there is more 
psychic energy here, o r  t ha t  space aliens are 
particularly interested in us. Or  it could show that 
there has been an awful lot of publicity here. 
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This is the study of mysterious and probably non- 
existent creatures, of whom much the best known is 
our own Loch Ness monster. Sadly, there is scarcely 
a scintilla of evidence for Nessie. Tales of sightings 
before the twentieth century are either untraceable 
or else refer to beasts in different bodies of water. 
The original picture which started the craze, the 
'Surgeon's photo' of 1933, is easy to duplicate with 
a cut-out model and was taken suspiciously close to 
April Fool's Day that year. 

Other sightings turn out to be mistakes or hoaxes. 
Otters playing in the water could easily look like a 
moving serpent. Deer sometimes swim across the 
loch. Flat water, especially in poor light or with 
atmospheric refraction, can play tricks on the eyes, 
making schools of fish or even floating logs look like 
a monster. 

In 1972 the Robert Rines expedition produced a 
remarkable photo of what looks like a flipper taken 

was extrapolated from a retouched version of  a 
computer-enhanced p r i n t  o f  a negat ive which 
showed almost nothing at all. 

In his fascinating book, Pseudoscience and the 
Paranormal, Terence Hines asks how it is tha t  
several examples of the five-foot long coelacanth, 
which was thought t o  have become extinct 2 0 0  
mil l ion years ago, have been discovered in the  
vastness of  the Indian Ocean, while we appear 
incapable of finding a far bigger beast in a 25-mile 
lake. 

Much the same combination of hoaxes and mistakes 
probably accounts for the Himalayan Yeti and for 
Bigfoot, the shambling half-man, half-beast alleged to 
live in the north-western US. In bo th  cases the  
sightings are probably of bears, seen in the distance 
on their hind legs. In similar fashion, the shy orang- 
utan was once thought t o  be the mysterious Wild 
Man of Borneo. 

O f  course UFOs ex is t .  The t e r m  s tands fo r  
Unidentified Flying Object, and there are plenty of 
those littering the skies. The question is whether 
they are alien visitors from outer space, or aircraft. 
weather balloons, the Northern Lights, o r  nearby 
street lamps refracted in the haze. Evidence for flying 
saucers is regrettably short and what there is of it is 
highly suspect. The first person to  spot a 'flying 
saucer' was a civilian pilot named Kenneth Arnold in 
1947. He reported seeing nine moving objects flying 
'like a saucer would if you skipped it across water'. 
Four years later one George Adamski announced 
that he had met a Venusian in the Californian desert. 

Unfortunately there is no chance that any of these 
accounts is true. The late Christopher Evans, an 
experimental psychologist, wearily explained why in 
his 1974 book Cults of Unreason. 

that these civilisations had invented travel at close to 
the speed of light, it would still take them more than 
two centuries to get here. Evans reckoned this might 
make their visits rather infrequent - 'perhaps every 
10,000 or 50,000 years'. 

Rather than guess a t  how Vulkans cou ld  have 
managed to conquer the laws of physics, time would 
be better spent investigating the witnesses of their 
arrival. Although George Adamski bills himself in his 
book as 'a philosopher, student, teacher and saucer 
researcher', he in fact worked a hamburger stall on 
the  road  t o  t he  M o u n t  Palomar observatory .  
Kenneth Arnold later claimed (against statistical 
odds) t o  have seen UFOs on seven subsequent 
occasions. Invisible entities, what is more, once paid 
him a visit. 'I was aware of their presence.' he stated, 
'because I could see my rugs and furniture sink down 
under their weight.' 

; -= 
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produce a stream of  guesses, a few o f  which were 
inevitably correct. Mistakes were either ignored, or turned 
to her advantage. (Announcing that a man had died from 

This is the technique used by innumerable charlatans, 
including for tune tel lers, palmists, astrologers and 
spiritualists - anyone who wants t o  appear t o  have a 
unique, paranormal method of finding out about complete 
strangers. It is not too difficult to learn, but it does require 
hard work, cunning and acute observation, plus a certain 
amount of sheer fraud. Luckily there are plenty of how-to- 
do-it books available. The techniques are many, but they 
all rely on the suspension of scepticism by the customer 
who, after all, has paid the money in the hope of receiving 
reassurance, or to get a message from a departed loved 
one, and who is anxious for the cold reader to succeed. 

One standard technique is t o  use general statements 
which people think refer uniquely t o  them, but which 
could apply t o  almost all of us. 'You are sometimes too 
sensitive ... you occasionally let your good nature get the 
better of you ... now and again you are aggressive and 
regret it later ...' The customer's reply often provides 
further information which can be parlayed into more 
surprising knowledge. 

The late Mrs Doris Stokes, the 'spirit medium' who did 
both individual sessions and mass gatherings in concert 
halls, was a remarkably skilled cold reader. She would 

a heart attack, she was told he had in fact been thrown 
from a motorbike. Without missing a beat she said, 'Yes, 
dear, but he had the heart attack just before he came off,' 
thus turning a rotten guess into a fake 'hit'.) Her warm, 
cosy manner made it seem impossible t ha t  such a 
delightful old lady could be a fraud. 

Sometimes distressed people phoned her home, and were 
encouraged to tell their story by her husband, who then 
offered free tickets t o  her next show. When the people 
appeared she seemed to have a miraculous knowledge of 
their circumstances. Either they had forgotten the chat 
with Mr  Stokes, or else were too polite to say: 'I told you 
that'. Other listeners were mightily impressed. Mistakes 
were blamed on the fact that many dead people were 
trying to  talk to her at once, and that their 'lines' were 
crossed. 

The trick largely depended on the great goodwill of her 
customers. Years ago, after we had scorned a reading in 
which she had not even realised that the child she was 
talking about was dead, we got an angry letter from the 
boy's mother. She was cross, not with Mrs Stokes for 
being so spectacularly wrong, but with us, for spoiling 
what to her had been a powerful emotional occasion. 

flashed across my mind, the name Joyce ... a wrought 
iron gate in front ... a small garage nearby but I didn't 
know if i t  belonged t o  the house or  was a separate 

The detailed forensic approach to detection, although it 
was good enough for Sherlock Holmes, does not always 
produce quick results. And as soon as a high-profile police 
investigation looks as if i t has got bogged down, the 
chances are you will read that a helpful psychic is offering 
his or her assistance. 

Sometimes mediums do appear t o  strike lucky. Most 
famously, the psychic Nella Jones credits herself with 
having been ahead of the police in their pursuit of the 
Yorkshire Ripper. In her autobiography Ghost o f  a 
Chance, published in 1982, Jones wrote: ' ~ i gh te 'en  
months before police arrested the man they said was the 
Yorkshire Ripper, I had drawn the killer's face, described 
where he lived and worked, and predicted two more 
murders before he was caught.' 

The drawing (made 14 months before Peter Sutcliffe was 
caught) in fact bore no resemblance t o  him. As for 
describing where he lived, Jones had said: 'Stop him at 
the city centre. Go to  Chapel Street ... the number six 

business.' 

Sutcliffe lived at 6 Garden Lane, Heaton, Bradford. So 
although Jones was right about the number, she was 
wrong about the city centre, wrong about the name Joyce 
and at best half-right about the 'small garage'. 

In November 1980 Jones claimed that  Sutcliffe was 
about t o  claim another victim, possibly within a week. 
Mercifully, there were no more victims. Recently Jones 
told a researcher working for the psychic investigator 
James Randi that she was about to be declared an official 
police psychic and that New Scotland Yard had validated 
her claims. 

Randi says: 'We were told by Inspector Edward Ellison of 
t he  Yard t h a t  t hey  never app roach  psychics f o r  
information; there are no official police psychics; they do 
n o t  endorse psychics in  any way; and there is no  
recorded instance of any psychic solving a criminal case 
or providing evidence or information that led directly to 
its solution.' 

a ; 
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This .ack of consistency is not confined to amateurs. 
Professional mind-readers consistently fail to repeat 
under scientific conditions what initially appear to have 

A Gallop poll last year found that a third of Americans 
believe in telepathy - communication, that is, between 
two people without using any of  the five senses. 
Twenty-five per cent o f  Americans claim t o  have 
actually had a telepathic experience. 'Telepathy,' says 
Carl Shrager, editor of American Psychic magazine, 'is 
really our sixth sense, the shadow sense that people 
accept t o  varying degrees. Knowing who's on the 
phone when i t  rings is probably the most common 
everyday telepathic experience.' 

Yet correctly guessing from time to time who is on the 
phone before you answer it should hardly be a matter 
of great surprise. Given the limited number of people 
who call any one o f  us in a year,  and given our  
knowledge of how long it is since someone last called 
and of the possible reasons for their calling, you and I 
could make an educated guess as to who will ring us 
next. 'I thought it was going to be you,' we shall say 
smugly i f  we are right, bu t  we will keep quiet and 
quickly forget if it turns out to be someone else. Only if 
we were right almost all the time should we begin to 
wonder - but then no one ever is. 

been extraordinary results. Studies with the most 
consistent success rates are invariably those done 
under the least stringent conditions and employing the 
weakest methodology. 

To date, not a single repeatable scientifically controlled 
experiment in which subjects have been asked to guess 
unseen numbers, pictures, shapes or playing cards has 
shown results higher than would be predicted by the 
laws of probability. The problem is that most people 
are bad a t  estimating probabilities, usually wildly 
overes t imat ing  t h e  chances against  someth ing 
happening. 

Unscientific tests produce much more exciting results. 
The Amazing Kreskin, a leading mentalist, used to ask 
audiences to think of an odd twodigit number less than 
50  with the restriction that the two digits cannot be the 
same. Kreskin would announce he has received the 
number 37, although he was initially going to say 35. 
Hands would shoot up all over the theatre - impressive 
until you read the survey that found that on average 56  
per cent of people will pick either 3 5  or 37 when given 
these instructions. 

troops in 1945. This has not prevented the missing 
'findings' from oeing much quoted in biorhythm books 
and articles. 

This theory suggests that our lives are dominated by 
three fixed cycles which begin on the day of our birth. 
The physical cycle lasts 23 days, the emotional 28  and 
the  in te l lec tua l  3 3 .  You can even buy  a pocket  
calculator, key in your birth date, and work out where 
you are placed for all three cycles every day. 

For each cycle, it's alleged, you will be comfortable and 
successful in that aspect of your life on high days; the 
reverse on low days. The very best days are when all 
three are high, though since the number in each cycle 
have no common factors, you will reach an absolute 
peak for all three together only once every 2 1,252 
days, or 58  years. Equally, they will all meet at the 
bottom only once in most people's lives. 

Biorhythm 'science' was allegedly invented and tested 
by three European researchers earlier this century. 
Sadly, almost none of their work survives, though one, a 
Hermann Swoboda of Vienna, claimed that 'eight trunks' 
of his research documents were stolen by Russian 

Reading Games, O Jill Hadfield andCharles Hadfield 1995 

Proponents often cash in on the fact that humans are 
indeed subject to certain rhythms, such as the circadian 
rhythm, which helps cause jet lag, and the menstrual 
cycle. These acknowledged phenomena are cited as 
suppo r t  for  t he  pseudo-science o f  b io rhy thms .  
Advocates also like t o  'prove' their case by  cit ing 
specific examples. Marilyn Monroe killed herself on bad 
days for both her emotional and intellectual cycles. 

One favourite story concerns Arnold Palmer, who won 
the 1962 British Open when high in all three cycles. A 
fortnight later he lot the PGA when he was low in all 
three. So Wil l iam Bainbridge o f  the  University o f  
Washington analysed all the tournaments Palmer won 
from 1955 to 197 1 .  He found that he won considerably 
less often when his physical cycle was alleged to  be 
high. A 1979 Transport and Road Research Laboratory 
report which examined the biorhythms of 1 12,560 
drivers involved in accidents concluded that 'convincing 
evidence was not found t o  support the biorhythm 
theory'. 



Complete the information in the boxes. 

(i) What it is (ii) Evidence for (iii) Evidence against 

A 

Bermuda Triangle 

B 

Corn Circles 

C 

Cryptozoology 

D 

UFOs 

E 

Cold Reading 

F 

Psychic Detectives 

G 

Telepathy 

H 

Biorhythms 



THE FROG PRINCE 

I n olden times, when people could have all they wished for at once, lived a king who had many 
beautiful daughters; but the youngest was so lovely, that the sun himself would wonder whenever he 

shone on her face. Near to the king's castle lay a dark, gloomy forest, in the midst of which stood an old 
linden tree, shading with its foliage the pleasant waters of a fountain. 

One day, when the weather was very hot, the king's daughter came into the forest, and seated herself 
on the side of the cool fountain, and when at last the silence became wearisome, she began to toss a 
golden ball in the air, and catch it again, as an amusement. Presently, however, the king's daughter failed 
to catch the golden ball in her hand, so that it fell on the ground, and rolled over the grass into the water. 

The princess followed it with her eyes till it disappeared, for the water was so deep that she could not 
see the bottom. 

Then she cried aloud, and began to weep bitterly for the loss of her golden ball. Presently she heard a 
voice exclaiming: 

'Why do you weep, 0 king's daughter? Your tears could melt even the stones to pity you!' % (5) 
She looked at the spot from whence the voice came, and saw a frog stretching his thick ugly head out 

of the water. 
'Oh! there you are, old water-paddler,' she said. 'Well, then, I am  crying For the loss of my golden ball 

that has fallen into the fountain.' 
'Then weep no more,' answered the frog; 'I can get it for you. But what will you give me if I fetch your 

plaything?' 
'Oh! anything you like, dear frog,' she replied. 'What will you have - my dresses, my pearls and 

jewels, or the golden crown I wear sometimes?' 
'Neither,' answered the frog. 'Your clothes, your pearls and your jewels, or even your golden crown, 

are nothing to me. I want you to love me, and let me be your companion and playfellow. I should like to 
sit at  your table, eat from your golden plate, and drink out of your cup, and sleep in your nice little bed. I f  
you will promise me all this, then I will dive down into the water and bring up your pretty golden ball.' 

'Oh yes!' she replied. 'I will promise you anything you like if you will only bring up my ball again.' 
But she thought to herself that a silly, chattering frog as he was, living in the water with others like 

himself, and croaking, could not be fit to associate with mankind. (4) 
The frog, who believed in the promise of the king's daughter, dipped his head under the water, and 

sank down to the bottom, where he quickly found the ball, and seizing it in his mouth, carried it to the 
surface and threw it on the grass. When the king's daughter saw the beautiful plaything, she was full of 
joy, and, catching it up, ran away as fast as she could run. x (5) 

'Wait, wait,' cried the frog, 'take me with you, I cannot run so fast as you can.' But the young princess 
would not listen to the frog's croaking; she got to the house as fast as she could, and soon forgot the poor 
frog, who was obliged to return to the fountain, and remain there. x (3) 

The next day, however, while the princess was sitting with the king and his courtiers, and eating out 
of her own little golden plate, she heard a strange noise on the marble steps outside, splish, splash, 
splish, splash, and presently came a knock at the door, and a voice cried, 'Lovely princess, open the door 
for me.' So she rose and went to see who could be outside; but when she caught sight of the frog, she 
closed the door hastily and seated herself again at the table, looking quite pale. The king, seeing that his 
daughter was alarmed, said to her, 'My child, what is there at the door? Is it a giant come to carry you 
away?' 

'Oh no, my father!' she replied; 'it is no giant, only a great ugly frog.' 
'A frog! What can he want with you, my daughter?' 
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'Ah, my dear father, I will tell you all about it. Yesterday, when I was playing with my golden ball by 
the fountain in the forest, I let it fall into the water, and because I cried, the frog fetched it out for me, 
and he made me promise that he should come to the castle and be my companion, for I thought he 
could not get out of the water to come to me, and now here he is.' 

Just then came a second knock at the door, and a voice cried: 
'King's daughter, king's daughter, open for me; 
You promised that I your companion should be. 
When you sat in the shade from the sun's bright beam. 
And I fetched up your ball from the fountain's cool stream.' %< (4 + 5 )  
'Then,' said the king, 'my daughter, you must keep your promise; go and let him in at once.' So she was 

obliged to go and open the door, and the frog hopped in after her close to her feet and quite up to her chair. 
But when she sat down he cried: 'Take me up by you.' She would not at first, till her father obliged her to lift 
the frog on the chair by her side. He was no sooner there than he jumped upon the table and said: 'Now, 
then, push your little golden plate nearer, and we will eat together.' The princess did as he told her, but 
everyone could see how much she disliked it. The frog seemed to relish his dinner very much, but he would 
give the princess half of all he took. At last he said: 'I have eaten and drank quite enough, and I feel very tired, 
so now carry me upstairs into your little bedroom, and make your silken bed ready, that we may sleep 
together.' 

When the princess heard this, she began to weep, for she was really afraid of the cold frog: she could not 
even touch him, and now he actually wanted to sleep in her neat beautiful little bed. 

But the king was displeased at her tears, and he said: 'He who helped you when you were in trouble must 
not be despised now.' So the young princess found she must obey. Then she took up the frog with two 
fingers, and holding him as far from her as possible, she carried him upstairs and placed him in a corner of 
her room. x (3) 

In the evening, however, as soon as the princess was in bed, the frog crept out of his corner and said to 
her: 'I am so tired; lift me up, and let me sleep in your bed, or I will tell your father.' % (4 )  

On hearing this, the princess fell into a great passion, so seizing the frog in her hand, she dashed him with 
all her strength against the wall, saying: 'You will be quiet now, I hope, you ugly frog.' 

But as he fell, how surprised she was to see the frog change into a handsome young prince, with beautiful 
friendly eyes, who afterwards became her constant companion, and at last her father gave his consent to 
their marriage. x (5) 

Before it took place, however, the prince told them his history, how he had been changed into a frog by a 
wicked witch, and that she had condemned him to live in the fountains until a king's daughter should come 
and release him. No one else in the world had the power to do so. 

After they married, the young prince proposed that he should take his bride to his own kingdom. So on 
the wedding day a splendid carriage drawn by eight white horses drove up to the door. They had white 
feathers on their heads and golden harness, and by the side of the carriage stood the prince's steward, the 
faithful Harry. This faithful Harry had been so unhappy when his master was changed into a frog, that he had 
fastened three iron bands round his heart, to prevent it from bursting with woe and sorrow. 

The carriage with the prince and his bride soon drove away with Harry behind in his old place, and full of 
joy at the release of his master. They had not travelled far when they heard a loud crack - as if something 
had broken. 

Now, the prince knew nothing of the iron bands round his servant's heart, so he cried out: 'Harry, is the 
carriage breaking?' 

'No, sire,' he replied, 'only the iron bands which I bound round my heart for fear it should burst with 
sorrow while you were a frog confined to the fountain. They are breaking now because I am so happy to see 
my master restored to his own shape, and travelling to his kingdom with a beautiful bride.' 

The prince and princess never forgot faithful Harry, who had loved his master so well while he was in 
trouble. 
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THE FROG MAIDEN 

A n old couple was childless, and the husband and the wife longed for a child. So when the wife found 
that she was with child, they were over-joyed; but to their great disappointment, the wife gave birth not 

to a human child, but to a little she-frog. However, as the little frog spoke and behaved as a human child, not 
only the parents but also the neighbours came to love her and called her affectionately 'Little Miss Frog'. 

Some years later the woman died, and the man decided to marry again. The woman he chose was a 
widow with two ugly daughters and they were very jealous of Little Miss Frog's popularity with the 
neighbours. All three took a delight in ill-treating Little Miss Frog. 

One day the youngest of the king's four sons announced that he would perform the hair-washing 
ceremony on a certain date and he invited all young ladies to join in the ceremony, as he would choose at 
the end of the ceremony one of them to be his princess. 

On the morning of the appointed day the two ugly sisters dressed themselves in fine raiment, and with 
great hopes of being chosen by the prince they started for the palace. Little Miss Frog ran after them, and 
pleaded, 'Sisters, please let me come with you.' x (5) 

The sisters laughed and said mockingly, 'What, the little frog wants to come? The invitation is to young 
ladies and not to young frogs.' Little Miss Frog walked along with them towards the palace, pleading for 
permission to come. But the sisters were adamant, and so at the palace gates she was left behind. However, 
she spoke so sweetly to the guards that they allowed her to go in. Little Miss Frog found hundreds of young 
ladies gathered round the pool full of lilies in the palace grounds; and she took her place among them and 
waited for the prince. % (4) 

The prince now appeared, and washed his hair in the pool. The ladies also let down their hair and joined 
in the ceremony. At the end of the ceremony, the prince declared that as the ladies were all beautiful, he did 
not know whom to choose and so he would throw a posy of jasmines into the air; and the lady on whose 
head the posy fell would be his princess. The prince then threw the posy into the air, and all the ladies 
present looked up expectantly. The posy, however, fell on Little Miss Frog's head, to the great annoyance of 
the ladies, especially the two stepsisters. The prince also was disappointed, but he felt that he should keep his 
word. So Little Miss Frog was married to the prince, and she became ~i t t le  Princess Frog. (3) 

Some time later, the old king called his four sons to him and said, 'My sons, I am now too old to rule the 
country, and I want to retire to the forest and become a hermit. So I must appoint one of you as my 
successor. As I love you all alike, I will give you a task to perform, and he who performs it successfully shall 
be king in my palace. The task is, bring me a golden deer at sunrise on the seventh day from now.' (5) 

The youngest prince went home to Little Princess Frog and told her about the task. 'What, only a golden 
deer!' exclaimed Princess Frog. 'Eat as usual, my prince, and on the appointed day I will give you a golden 
deer.' 

So the youngest prince stayed at home, while the three elder princes went into the forest in search of the 
deer. 

On the seventh day before sunrise, Little Princess Frog woke up her husband and said, 'Go to the palace, 
prince, and here is your golden deer.' 

The young prince looked, then rubbed his eyes, and looked again. There was no mistake about it; the 
deer which Little Princess Frog was holding by a lead was really of pure gold. So he went to the palace, and to 
the great annoyance of the elder princes who brought ordinary deers, he was declared to be the heir by the 
king. The elder princes, however, pleaded for a second chance, and the king reluctantly agreed. 

'Then perform this second task,' said the king. 'On the seventh day from now at sunrise, you must bring 
me the rice that never becomes stale, and the meat that is ever fresh. % (4) 
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The youngest prince went home and told Princess Frog about the new task. 'Don't you worry, sweet 
prince,' said Princess Frog. 'Eat as usual, sleep as usual, and on the appointed day I will give you the rice and 
meat.' 

So the youngest prince stayed at home, while the three elder princes went in search of the rice and meat. 
On the seventh day at sunrise. Little Princess Frog woke up her husband and said, 'My Lord, go to the 

palace now, and here is your rice and meat.' 
The youngest prince took the rice and meat, and went to the palace, and to the great annoyance of the 

elder princes who brought only well-cooked rice and meat, he was again declared to be the heir. (3 + 5) 
But the two elder princes again pleaded for one more chance, and the king said, 'This is positively the last 

task. On the seventh day from now at sunrise, bring me the most beautiful woman on this earth.' 
'Ho, ho!' said the three elder princes to themselves in great joy. 'Our wives are very beautiful, and we will 

bring them. One of us is sure to be declared heir, and our good-for-nothing brother will be nowhere this 
time.' 

The youngest prince overheard their remark, and felt sad, for his wife was a frog and ugly. When he 
reached home, he said to his wife, 'Dear Princess, I must go and look for the most beautiful woman on this 
earth. My brothers will bring their wives, for they are really beautiful, but I will find someone who is more 
beautiful.' 

'Don't you fret, my prince,' replied Princess Frog. 'Eat as usual, sleep as usual, and you can take me to the 
palace on the appointed day; surely I shall be declared to be the most beautiful woman.' 

The youngest prince looked at the princess in surprise; but he did not want to hurt her feelings, and he 
said gently, 'All right Princess, I will take you with me on the appointed day.' (4) 

On the seventh day at dawn, Little Princess Frog woke up the prince and said, 'My Lord, I must make 
myself beautiful. So please wait outside and call me when it is nearly time to go.' The prince left the room as 
requested. After some moments, the prince shouted from outside, 'Princess, it is time for us to go.' % (5) 

'Please wait, my Lord,' replied the princess, 'I am just powdering my Face.' 
After some moments the prince shouted, 'Princess, we must go now.' 
'All right, my Lord,' replied the princess, 'please open the door for me.' 
The prince thought to himself, 'Perhaps, just as she was able to obtain the golden deer and the wonderful 

rice and meat, she is able to make herself beautiful, and he expectantly opened the door, but he was 
disappointed to see Little Princess Frog still a frog and as ugly as ever. However, so as not to hurt her feelings, 
the prince said nothing and took her along to the palace. When the prince entered the audience chamber 
with his Frog Princess the three elder princes with their wives were already there. The king looked at the 
prince in surprise and said, 'Where is your beautiful maiden?' 

'I will answer for the prince, my king,' said the Frog Princess. 'I am his beautiful maiden.' She then took off 
her Frog skin and stood a beautiful maiden dressed in silk and satin. The king declared her to be the most 
beautiful maiden in the world, and selected the prince as his successor on the throne. 

The prince asked his princess never to put on the ugly frog skin again, and the Frog Princess, to accede to 
his request, threw the skin into the fire. 
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I 
CINDERELLA 

0 nce upon a time the wife of a rich man Fell sick, and as she knew her end was approaching, she called 
her only daughter to her bedside, and said, 'Dear child, when I am gone continue good and pious, and 

Heaven will help you in every trouble, and I will be your guardian angel.' 
Soon after this the mother closed her eyes in death, and day after day the maiden went to her mother's 

grave to weep. But she never forgot her last words, and continued pious and gentle to all around her. Winter 
came and covered the grave with its dazzling drapery of snow; but when the bright sun of spring again 
warmed the earth, the husband had taken to himself another wife. This wife had been already married, and 
she brought with her two daughters who were fair and beautiful in appearance, while at heart they were evil- 
minded and malicious. It soon became a very sad time for their poor stepsister, of whom they were very 
envious, and at last persuaded their mother to send her to the kitchen. 

'Is the stupid goose to sit in the parlour with us?' they said. 'Those who eat ought to work. Send her into the 
kitchen with the kitchen-maid.' 

Then they took away all her nice clothes, and gave her an ugly old frock and wooden shoes, which she was 
obliged to put on. 

'Look at our Fine princess now! See how she has dressed herself?' they said, laughing, and driving her into 
the kitchen. 

And there she was obliged to remain doing hard work from morning till night; and she had to rise early to 
draw water, to light the Fire, to cook, and to wash. Besides all this, her stepsisters invented all sorts of ways to 
make her more unhappy. They would either treat her with scorn or else push her out OF their way so roughly 
that she sometimes fell among the pea shells and cabbage leaves that lay in the yard. (5) 

At night, when she was tired with her work, she had no bed to lie on, and when the weather was cold she 
would creep into the ashes on the warm hearth, and get so black and smutty that they gave her the name of 
Cinderella. % (4) 

It happened one day that the father was going to a fair, and he asked his two stepdaughters what he 
should bring back for them as a present. 

'A beautiful dress,' said the eldest; 'a pearl necklace,' said her sister. 
'And, Cinderella,' asked her father, 'what will you have?' 
'Father,' she replied, 'please bring me the first twig that strikes your hat on your way home.' 
So the Father bought for his stepdaughters a beautiful dress and pearl necklace, and, as he was returning 

home, he rode through a shrubbery, where the green bushes clustered thickly around him, and a hazel twig 
stretching across his path struck his hat. Then he stopped, broke off the twig, and carried it home with him. 

As soon as he reached the house he gave his stepdaughters the presents they had wished for, and to 
Cinderella the hazel twig from the hazel bush. She thanked him For it even more than her sisters had done For 
the beautiful presents, and went out immediately to her mother's grave, where she planted the hazel twig, 
and wept over it so much that her tears fell and sokened the earth. % (3) 

The twig grew and became a beautiful tree, and Cinderella went three times every day to pray and weep at 
the grave; and on each visit a little white bird would perch on the tree, and when she expressed a wish, the 
bird would throw down whatever she wished for. (5) 

After a time the king of the country gave a grand ball, which was to continue for three days. All the 
beautiful young ladies in the land were invited to this ball, so that the king's son might make a choice ofa 
bride from amongst them. 

The two stepsisters, when they heard that they were invited, knew not how to contain themselves For joy. 
They called Cinderella in haste, and said, 'Come and dress our hair and trim our shoes with gold buckles, for 
we are going to the ball at the king's palace.' 

When Cinderella heard this she began to cry, for she was fond of dancing, and she wanted to go with her 
stepsisters, so she went to her stepmother and begged to be allowed to accompany them. 

'You, Cinderella!' cried her stepmother, 'so covered with dirt and smut as you are; you go to a ball! Besides, 
you have no dress nor dancing shoes.' 
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Then she turned her back on the poor girl and hastened away with her two proud daughters to the ball. % 
There was no one at home now, so she went out to her mother's grave and stood under the hazel-tree and 
cried: 

'Shake and shiver, little tree, 
With gold and silver cover me.' 

Then the bird in the tree threw down a beautiful silk dress embroidered with gold and silver, and a new 
pair of glittering golden slippers. In great haste she dressed herself in these beautiful clothes and went to the 
ball. When she entered the ballroom, looking so beautiful in her rich dress and slippers, her stepmother and 
sisters did not know her; indeed, they took her for a foreign princess. 

The king's son took a great deal of notice of this unknown lady, and danced with her several times, till at 
last he would dance with no other, always saying, 'This is my partner.' So she danced all the evening till it was 
time to go home, and the prince said he would accompany her, for he wanted to discover where she lived. But 
she avoided him, and with one bound she vanished. When the stepmother and her daughters reached home, 
they found her in her smutty dress, lying in the ashes, and a dingy little lamp burning on the chimney-piece. % 

A short time after this the king gave another ball, to which her parents and stepsisters were invited. She 
again went to her mother's grave and said to the tree: 

'Shake and rustle, little tree, 
Throw gold and silver over me.' 

Then the bird threw down a most magnificent dress, more glittering and elegant than ever, and the 
brightest pair of gilded slippers. % (3) 

When she appeared at the fete in this dress, everyone was astonished at her beauty. The prince danced 
only with her, and to every other proposal replied, 'This is my partner'. When the time came to leave, she 
wanted to go, and the prince wished to accompany her, but she darted away from him and vanished so 
quickly that he could not follow her. % (4) 

Now, the king's son had had recourse to stratagem in the hope of discovering the home of the lovely 
princess. He had ordered the steps of the castle to be strewed with pitch, so that as she hurried away her left 
slipper stuck to the steps, and she was obliged to leave it behind. The prince himself picked it up; it was very 
small and elegant, and covered with gold. 

The next morning he sent for one of his servants and said to him, 'None other shall be my bride but the 
lady to whom that slipper belongs, and whose foot it shall fit.' % (5) 

When the stepsisters heard of this proclamation from the prince they were delighted, for they both had 
small feet. The messenger went with the slipper from house to house, and the young ladies who had been 
present at the ball tried to put it on, but it would fit none of them, and at last he came to the two sisters. It 
would fit neither of them. 

'Hast thou not another daughter?' asked the prince. 
'None,' he said, 'excepting the child of my first wife; she could not possibly be your bride.' 
'Send for her,' said the prince. 
But the stepmother answered, 'Oh no! I dare not let you see her, she is much too dirty.' 
But the prince insisted that she should be sent for, so at last they called her in. 
After washing her hands and face, she made her appearance, and bowed to the prince, who offered her 

the golden shoe. She seated herself on a footstool, took off the heavy wooden shoe from her left foot, and 
slipped on the golden slipper, which fitted her exactly. Then, as she lifted up her head and looked at the king, 
he recognised the beautiful maiden who had danced with him at the ball, and exclaimed, 'That is the right 
bride!' 

The stepmother and her two daughters were in a dreadful rage when they heard this. 
But the prince disregarded their anger, and taking her on his horse, rode away with her. As they passed 

the hazel-tree on the grass, the two white doves cried: 
'Fair maid and true, 
No blood in her shoe; 
She is the bride, 
With the prince by her side.' 
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BEAUTY AND POCK FACE 

T here were once two sisters; the eldest was very beautiful and everyone called her 'Beauty'; but the 
younger had a face covered with pock marks, and everyone called her 'Pock Face'. She was the daughter 

of the second wife, and was very spoilt, and had a bad character. Beauty's mother had died when her 
daughter was very small, and after her death she had turned into a yellow cow, which lived in the garden. 
Beauty adored the yellow cow, but it had a miserable existence, because the stepmother treated it so badly. 

One day, the stepmother took the ugly daughter to the theatre and left the elder one at home. She wanted 
to accompany them, but her stepmother said: 'I will take you tomorrow, if you tidy the hemp in my room.' 

Beauty went off and sat down in front of the stack of hemp, but after a long time she had only divided 
half. Bursting into tears, she took it off to the yellow cow, who swallowed the whole mass and then spat it out 
again all clearly arranged bit by bit. Beauty dried her tears, and gave the hemp to her mother on her return 
home: 'Mother, here is the hemp. I can go to the theatre tomorrow, can't I?' 

But when the next day came, her stepmother again refused to take her, saying: 'You can go when you 
have separated the sesame seeds from the beans.' The poor girl had to divide them seed by seed, until the 
exhausting task made her eyes ache. Again she went to the yellow cow, who said to her: 'You stupid girl, you 
must separate them with a fan.' Now she understood, and the sesame and beans were soon divided. When 
she brought the seeds all nicely separated, her stepmother knew that she could no longer prevent her going 
to the theatre, but she asked her: 'How can a servant girl be so clever? Who helped you?' And Beauty had to 
admit that the yellow cow had advised her, which made the stepmother very angry. Without, therefore, 
saying a word, she killed and ate the cow, but Beauty had loved the cow so dearly that she could not eat its 
flesh. Instead, she put the bones in an earthenware pot and hid them in her bedroom. % (5) 

Day after day, the stepmother did not take her to the theatre, and one evening, when she had gone there 
herself with Pock Face, Beauty was so cross that she smashed everything in the house including the 
earthenware pot. Whereupon there was a crack, and a white horse, a new dress, and a pair of embroidered 
shoes came out. The sudden appearance of these things gave her a terrible fright, but she soon saw that they 
were real objects and, quickly pulling on the new dress and the shoes, she jumped on to the horse and rode 
out of the gate. % (4) 

While riding along, one of her shoes slipped off into the ditch. She wanted to dismount and fetch it, but 
could not do so; at the same time she did not want to leave it lying there. She was in a real quandary, when a 
fishmonger appeared. 'Brother fishmonger! Please pick up my shoe,' she said to him. He answered with a 
grin: 'With great pleasure, if you will marry me.' 'Who could marry you?' she said crossly. 'Fishmongers 
always stink.' And seeing that he had no chance, the fishmonger went on his way. Next, an assistant of a rice 
shop went by, and she said to him: 'Brother rice broker, please give me my shoe.' 'Certainly, if you will marry 
me,' said the young man. 'Marry a rice broker! Their bodies are all covered with dust.' The rice broker 
departed, and soon an oil merchant came by, whom she also asked to pick up her shoe. 'I will pick it up if you 
consent to marry me,' he replied. 'Who could want to marry you?' Beauty said with a sigh. 'Oil merchants are 
always so greasy.' Shortly after a scholar came by, whom she also asked to pick up her shoe. The scholar 
turned to look at her, and then said: 'I will do so at once if you promise to marry me.' The scholar was very 
handsome, so she nodded her head in agreement, and he picked up the shoe and put it on her foot. Then he 
took her back to his house and made her his wife. % (3) 

Three days later, Beauty went with her husband to pay the necessary respects to her parents. Her 
stepmother and sister had quite changed their manner and treated them both in the most friendly and 
attentive fashion. In the evening, they wanted to keep Beauty at home, and she, thinking they meant it 
kindly, agreed to stay and to follow her husband in a few days. % (5) 

The next morning her sister took her by the hand and said to her with a laugh: 'Sister, come and look into 
the well. We will see which of us is the more beautiful.' Suspecting nothing, Beauty went to the well and leant 
over to look down, but at this moment her sister gave her a shove and pushed her into the well, which she 
quickly covered up with a basket. Poor Beauty lost consciousness and was drowned. 

After ten days, the scholar began to wonder why his wife had still not returned. He sent a messenger to 
inquire, and the stepmother sent back a message that his wife was suffering from a bad attack of smallpox 
and was not well enough to return for the moment. The scholar believed this, and every day he sent over 
salted eggs and other sickbed delicacies, all of which found their way into the stomach of the ugly sister. = (4) 
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After two months, the stepmother was irritated by the continual messages from the scholar and made up 
her mind to practise a deception, and to send back her own daughter as his wife. The scholar was horrified 
when he saw her and said: 'Goodness! How changed you are! Surely you are not Beauty. My wife was never 
such a monster. Good Heavens!' Pock Face replied seriously: 'If I am not Beauty, whom do you think I am 
then? You know perfectly well I was very ill with smallpox and now you want to disown me. I shall die! I shall 
die!' And she began to howl. The tender-hearted scholar could not bear to see her weeping, and although he 
still had some doubts, he begged her forgiveness and tried to console her, so that gradually she stopped 
weeping. 

Beauty, however, had been transformed into a sparrow, and she used to come and call out when Pock 
Face was combing her hair: 'Comb once, peep; comb twice, peep; comb thrice, up to the spine of Pock Face.' 
And the wicked wife answered: 'Comb once, comb twice, comb thrice, to the spine of Beauty.' The scholar 
was very mystified by this conversation, and he said to the sparrow: 'Why do you sing like that? Are you by 
any chance my wife? I f  you are, call three times, and I will put you in a golden cage and keep you as a pet.' 
The sparrow called out three times, and the scholar bought a golden cage to keep it in. The ugly sister was 
very angry when she saw that her husband kept the sparrow in a cage, and she secretly killed it and threw it 
into the garden, where it was once more transformed into a bamboo with many shoots. When Pock Face ate 
them, an ulcer formed on her tongue, but the scholar found them excellent. %< (5) 

The wicked woman became suspicious again and had the bamboo cut down and made into a bed, but 
when she lay on it innumerable needles pricked her, while the scholar found it extremely comfortable. Again 
she became very cross and threw the bed away. * (3) 

Next door to the scholar lived an old woman who sold money-bags. One day, on her way home, she saw 
the bed and thought to herself: 'No one has died here, why have they thrown the bed away? I shall take it,' 
and she took the bed into her house and passed a very comfortable night. % (4) 

The next day, she saw that the food in the kitchen was ready cooked. She ate it up, but naturally she felt a 
little nervous, not having any idea who could have prepared it. Thus for several days she found she could 
have dinner the moment she came home, but finally, being no longer able to contain her anxiety, she came 
back early one afternoon and went into the kitchen, where she saw a dark shadow washing rice. She ran up 
quickly and clasped the shadow round the waist. 'Who are you?' she asked, 'and why do you cook food for 
me?' The shadow replied: 'I will tell you everything. I am the wife of your neighbour the scholar and am 
called "Beauty". My sister threw me into the well and I was drowned, but my soul was not dispersed. Please 
give me a rice-pot as head, a stick as hand, a dish-cloth as entrails, firehooks as feet, and then I can assume 
my former shape again.' The old woman gave her what she asked for, and in a moment a beautiful girl 
appeared, and the old woman was so delighted at seeing such a charming girl, that she questioned her very 
closely. She told the old woman everything, and then said: 'Old woman, I have got a bag, which you must 
offer for sale outside the scholar's house. If  he comes out, you must sell it to him.' And she gave her an 
embroidered bag. % (5) 

The next day the old woman stood outside the scholar's house and shouted that she had a bag for sale. 
Maddened by the noise, he came out to ask what kind of bags she sold, and she showed him Beauty's 
embroidered bag. 'Where did you get this bag?' he asked. 'I gave it to my wife.' The old woman then told the 
whole story to the scholar, who was overjoyed to hear that his wife was still alive. He arranged everything 
with the old woman, laid down a red cloth on the ground, and brought Beauty back to his house. 

When Pock Face saw her sister return, she gave her no peace. She began to grumble and say that the 
woman was only pretending to be Beauty, and that in point of fact she was a spirit. She wanted to have a trial 
to see which was the genuine wife. Beauty, also, would not admit herself in the wrong, and said: 'Good. We 
will have a test.' Pock Face suggested that they should walk on eggs, and whoever broke the shells would be 
the loser, but although she broke all the eggs, and Beauty none, she refused to admit her loss and insisted on 
another trial. This time they were to walk up a ladder made of knives. Beauty went up and down first without 
receiving the tiniest scratch, but before Pock Face had gone two steps her feet were cut to the bone. Although 
she had lost again, she insisted on another test, that ofjumping into a cauldron of hot oil. She hoped that 
Beauty, who would have to jump in first, would be burnt. Beauty, however, was quite unharmed by the 
boiling oil, but the wicked sister fell into it and did not appear again. 
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ARIES ... Sign of the Ram (21 March - 20 April) 
Their lifestyle 
Ram personalities live in a constant state of paradox. 
They're rash but conventional. They're idealistic but 
hard-headed. They'll lead you to believe they're the 
eighth wonder of the world but deep down they doubt 
every word they tell you. 
Their angle 
Abrupt in manner, arrogant in conduct, frank in  
speech, they charge their way through their day and 
don't even notice if they trample down a daisy or two 
in transit. 
Their problems 
The only thing which really throws them is inner 
conflict, and then they become nervous, timid, halting 
-just another sheep. 
Their attitude 
Typical Ram personalities have minds that go with their 
passion for rushing into things. With them, courage, 
quick decisions, bright ideas and competition are the 
breath of life. 
Individual expertise, speed and a forceful personality 
are the Ram's answer to everybody's problems. Solid 
teamwork or plodding through statistics i s  strictly for 
others. 
Action is the Ram's motivating force. 
Never try to order Ram personalities around. They 
can't bear taking orders, uncommunicative friends, or 
layabouts. 

Geminis actually do have twin personalities, both as 
different as chalk and cheese. This duality adds up to 
double trouble for any ordinary person trying to 
understand them. As a result, even their nearest and 
dearest find them 'two-faced'. 

they never ever lose their air of youthful let's-have-a- 
party type enthusiasm. 

Number One's in charge - they're everybody's friend. 
But let the storm clouds gather and the first flash of 
lightning wil l  often reveal the self-centred, chilly, 
disgruntled profile of Twin Number Two. 

Typical Twin personalities have minds that fit their 
insatiable urge for new places, people and ideas. 
Mentally and physically restless. 
Short-term learning appeals and long-term study 
appalls. They skim over the surface of life, winning their 
way with their quick, doubleedged wits, chatting glibly 
and gaily. Versatility is the Twin's motivating force. 
They can't bear hung-up characters, slow minds or 
dreamy, illogical reasoning. Never try to restrain Twin 
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T A U R U S  ... sign of the Bull (21 April - 21 May) 
Their life-style 
Bull personalities are commit ted sensualists o f  
beautiful simplicity. All they ask is a satisfying partner, 
a comfortable domain, and a regular supply of good, 
plain food. But cross them, coerce them or try to 
fence them in and you'll wonder what started the 
earthquake. 
Their angle 
Slightly ponderous in manner, persistent in conduct, 
slow o f  speech. N o  one could describe them as 
selfish but they can be very stubborn and detest 
being contradicted. 
Their problems 
In fact, their only problem is their capacity for sudden 
blind rage. Then they become violent, destructive, 
terrible - satisfied wi th nothing less than total 
demolition. 
Their attitude 
Typical Bull personalities have minds that go with the 
calm, comfortable, simple life in which there is always 
time to pause and watch the grass grow. 
They'll work on solid, worthwhile projects with a 
tenacity o f  purpose that has t o  b e  seen to  be 
believed. Construction is the Bull's motivating force. 
Never try to push or hustle Bull personalities. They 
can't bear ugly surroundings, fair-weather friends or 
pushy, restless people. 

CANCER .. sign of the Crab (22 June - 23 July) 

Crab personalities live in a swirling sea of emotions, 
which sweep them along - ebbing and flowing, rising 
and falling like the tides of the ocean. But until you 
really know them, you'd never suspect it! 

Slightly gruff in manner, immediately sensitive to 
atmosphere, careful of speech, they pick their way 
over the rocks of life with judicious caution. Always 
prudent, sometimes ruthless but never reckless, they 
have a strong sense of duty. 

The only thing that stops them in  their tracks an 
encounter with a stranger whose perspicacity is sharp 
enough to see though them. 
Their attitude 
Typical Crab personalities have a tough surface, 
concealing exceptional softness of heart. They can 
immerse themselves absolutely in work or play with 
unwavering determination. Tenacity is the Crab's 
motivating force. 
They can't bear inquisitive strangers, capricious 
minds or untrustworthy people. Never neglect or 
rebuff Crab personalities. 
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LEO ... sign of the tion (24 JUI~  - 23 ~ugust) 
Their life-style 
Lordly in manner, commanding in conduct, slightly 
patronising in speech. 

1 Lion personalities are benevolent despots. 

Their problems 
Indeed, i t  is this supreme faith in their own superiority 
and strength which is their greatest weakness. It leaves 
them open to persuasion by flattery and can make 
them behave pompously and snobbishly, which in turn 
leads to wrong decisions and foolish posturing. 
Their attitude 
Typical Lion personalities have minds which go with 
their high, wide and handsome life-style. 
They are never mean-spirited or petty, often generous 
to the point of lunatic extravagance. Lion personalities 
love to be loved and often are - for those reasons. 
Power is the Lion's motivating force. 
They can't bear inhibited characters, or being dictated 
to. Never try to outdo Lion personalities. 

VlRGO ... sign of the Virgin 
(24 August - 23 September) 
Their lifestyle 

Virgin personalities are purists. 
Their angle 
Basically loners, they usually look for occupations 
where they have only to rely on their own 
impeccable judgement. Professions like law, 
medicine and journalism thus appeal. 
Slightly reserved in manner, down-to-earth in 
conduct, quick but sparing of speech, they possess 
talents, great industry, keen intellect - and so rarely 
fail. 
Their problems 
Sadly, the absolute dedication of Virgin personalities 
don't exactly encourage close friendships or warm 
communication. 
Their attitude 
Typical Virgin personalities have minds that fit their 
neat, trim and immaculate appearance. Cool-hearted, 
clear-minded and incredibly diligent, they 
methodically pursue chosen objectives with quiet 
dedication. 
Their recreations are invariably some other form of 
work. 
They can't bear pretentious behaviour or pomposity. 
Never push Virgin personalities into accepting 
second-best efforts or second-best relationships. 

LIBRA ... Sign of the Scales 
(24 September - 23 October) 
Their life-style 
Scales personalities function with the perfect 
predictability of a beautiful but unsophisticated 
mechanical device. 
Their angle 
Agreeable in manner, tactful in conduct, they 
genuinely strive to balance the scales of life and create 
a calm, comfortable, civilised world. 
Their problems 
The only defect is their superficiality. Because they see 
but rarely feel, they do not understand that human 
responses are frequently inharmonious, often 
unbalanced with pride or passion. 
Their attitude 
Typical Scales personalities have minds that work like a 
perfectly tuned machine plus an elegant, appearance. 
They are attracted to civilised occupations. 
Harmony is the Scales motivating force. 
They can't bear discourteous people or freakish 
attitudes. 
Never be inconsistent or unjust with Scales 
personalities. 
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SCORPIO ... sign of the Scorpion 
(24 October - 22 November) 
Their lifestyle 
Scorpion personalities are born to be misunderstood, 
loved or hated but never ignored. They act with a 
ruthless intensity which rarely counts the cost to 
themselves or to others. 

Their angle 
They rely on hunches and intuition. Because of their 
deep secret minds, Scorpion personalities work in 
mysterious ways. 
Their problems 
The only defect in their powerful and compelling 
personality is their refusal to trust any leadership but 
their own and their desire to revenge themselves on 
those who wrong or oppose them. They are loyal 
friends and are dangerous enemies. 
Their attitude 
Usually highly intelligent, they apply themselves with 
silent determination to the achievement of their 
private dreams. The rougher the competition, the 
more they thrive. For the Scorpion, winning is the 
name of every game. Victory is the Scorpion's 
motivating force. 
They can't bear insincerity or stuffy, formal parties. 
Never deliberately deceive Scorpion personalities or 
make them promises you can't keep. 



Centaur personalities are creatures divided against 
themselves. Their instincts are crude, easily satisfied 
and unbridled. (They emanate from the horse half!) 
Their thoughts are noble, high-minded and pure. (They 
emanate from the human half!) Their actions can be 
dictated by either half or by both halves together. 

manner, confident in conduct, jovial in speech. 

their animal exuberance, which often leads them into 

Typical Centaur personalities have minds that fit their 
favourite maxim: 'a healthy mind in a healthy body'. 
Most forms of athletic effort exert a lifelong attraction, 
particularly those connected with horses and dogs. 
In work and play, they take wins and losses with 
equally exuberant good humour. The race is always for 
the excitement - not the gold cups. Enthusiasm is the 
Centaur's motivating force. 
They can't bear frosty manners, undemocratic people, 
or gloomy behaviour. 
Never try to control Centaur personalities. 

AQUARIUS ... Sign of the waterarer  
(21 January - 19 February) 
Their lifestyle 
Water-Bearer personalities are the original. They 
confidently expect all troubles to melt away and are 
positively shocked when they don't. 
Nevertheless, the daily disappointments of life never 
give them pause and they travel cheerily on. 
Their angle 
Altruistic, independent and spontaneous, Water-Bearer 
personalities can be lost in their thoughts of brotherly 
love and dreaming their utopian dreams while the bus 
goes without them. 
Their problems 
People often regard them as eccentrically individualist 
to the point of being unreal. 
Their attitude 
Neither organised sport nor study have much appeal 
to Water-Bearers. They are always far too busy working 
out bigger, broader and better designs for living. 
Inventiveness is the Water-Bearer's motivating force. 
They can't bear meanness in money or spirit. 
Never preach orthodoxy or conventional standards to 
Water-Bearer personalities. 

CAPRICORN ... sign of the Coat 
(22 December - 20 January) 
Their life-style 

Goat personalities are individuals with one-track minds. 
Their track is narrow, lonely and the signpost always says 
'The Way to the Top'. For 'Tops' - professional, social 
and emotional - are all Goats really care about. They 
must climb every Everest they encounter - or die in the 
attempt (which in fact, sometimes happens). Desire for 
prestige and the financial recognition of it, drive them, 
onward and upward. 

Their angle 
Austere, taciturn, routine-minded, they leap to success 
until the topmost summit is theirs. 

Their problems 
By far the most materialistic of the twelve personality 
types, they may sadly illustrate the old maxim: 'The 
higher they fly, the harder they fall'. 
Their attitude 
Typical Goat personalities have minds that go with their 
strong, trim, wiry bodies. They're mentally and physically 
built of endurance, survival, agility. Learning appeals. 
Sports do not. Throughout their lives they never lose the 
same persevering approach to everything. 
Tradition is the Goat's motivating force. 
They can't bear being talked down to, or mixing with 
irresponsible, frivolous people. 
Never nag Goat personalities. 

PISCES ... Sign of the Fish (20 February - 20 March) 
Their lifestyle 
Fish personalities are creatures of the depths, forever 
pulled this way and that by the conflicting forces of their 
physical and spiritual selves. They think deeply on all 
kinds of problems, but aren't really interested in solving 
them. 
Their angle 
Tentative in manner, hesitant in conduct and often 
vague in speech. Because of their idealism, Fish 
personalities are lifelong 'Love thy neighbour' types. 

Their problems 
The major defect is their total lack of worldliness. 
Because they feel the need of others with such intensity, 
they are too easily swept away by (often misplaced) 
trust only to find themselves left with nothing. 
Their attitude 
Idealism is the Fish's motivating force. 
They can't bear intolerance. Never put a control on Fish 
personalities. 
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personality 

The Rat is adaptable and creative, not lacking in 
flair or inventiveness. But, quick-witted, bright and 
sociable, the Rat also tends towards 
ostentatiousness. 
The Rat's outward personality is certainly 
appealing: but below the surface there is 
sometimes a crafty and opportunist character, 
who tends to  'use' friends before eventually losing 
or dropping them, for one reason or another. 
In financial matters, Rat-personalities are erratic: 
budgeting carefully when money is scarce, but 
spending lavishly instead of saving in times of 
plenty. 
In a business situation Rats make great planners. 

personality 

The Tiger is a born leader, fiercely competitive, 
never afraid to fight. Not easily influenced, the 
Tiger's natural authority is seldom disputed. 
The Tiger is also a great stimulant t o  others. 
through brilliant conversation, where unexpected 
and novel ideas are constantly paraded. 
But while bravery, rashness and impetuosity are 
the hall-marks of the Tiger-personality, Tigers can 
be warm, sincere, and even ardent in love. In this 
and other respects, the Tiger is unlikely t o  be 
restrained by convention. 
The Tiger's competitive streak is excellent material 
for business activities. Tigers are likely to succeed 
in sales, personnel management and uniformed 
careers. They should take care, however, that 
their manner does not gain them enemies along 
the way. 
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personality 

The Ox is steadfast and methodical, reliable and 
sensible. Suspicious of anything that is untried 
and unproven, the Ox fears taking the initiative. 
Being so thoroughly dependable, the Ox may rise 
to positions of authority; but not to administrative 
posts where quick-thinking and a flair for making 
immediate decisions are essential. 
The Ox may be unromantic, but there is no lack of 
affection for a few select friends. Preferring such 
company to  a wide circle of acquaintances, the Ox 
can be both loyal and possessive. 
In business, the Ox often brings prosperity - not 
through imagination and risk, but as a result of 
logical thought, resolute practicality and honest 
endurance. What others achieve through flair and 
invention is what the Ox achieves through routine 
and patience. 

o--m 
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personality 

The Hare needs company, and needs to  belong to 
an established crowd. Safely within their social 
circle, Hares feel protected and secure; outside it, 
they are reserved and withdrawn. 
The typical Hare will be submissive, even humble, 
in a constant effort to avoid all confrontations. 
Happiest with friends, this kind and benevolent 
lover of conversation, reading and literary pursuits 
may appear rather meek. 
Traditionally associated with clear-sightedness, 
the Hare is an excellent judge of character, with an 
instinct for recognising sincerity in others and an 
ability for sensing falsehood. 
Hare personalities are often gifted healers. 
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~ personality 

A lover of the exotic, the Dragon is one of the 
most flamboyantly extrovert characters of the 
Chinese astrological calendar. Always elegant 
Dragon-types are to the forefront of the fashion 
scene with a very individual sense of style. 
Blessed with an extraordinarily fertile imagination. 
the Dragon is forever dreaming up fresh schemes 
and ideas, few of which are wholly practical. Such 
a character can be the despair of friends, and at 
work may even cause chaos if not surrounded by 
people capable of picking up the fragments of 
abandoned projects. Strong and decisive, Dragons 
would become wealthy were i t  not for the fact that 
spectacular gains are often offset by the money 
they waste. 
Dragons delight in any form of adulation, and both 
socially and in business they tend to seek out the 
bright lights. They are thus ideally suited to 
careers on the stage, but in general any sphere 
where there is close contact with the public is 
rewarding. 

personality 

Snake personalities often make their way to the 
top, but they are by no means pushy, using others 
to get them there. They ensure that they are in 
the right place at the right time, which means 
when the right people are there as well. 
Snaketypes are also adept at giving the 
impression that they know far more about a 
subject than they do. They are not averse to 
double-dealing when it suits them. Fond of 
scandal, they are not above creating it. 
The Snake has an aptitude for research, detection 
or academia, all areas which should satisfy the 
Snake's analytical brain. 

H-dH 

personality 

Whether male or female, Horse personalities feel 
more comfortable in the company of their own 
kind. The Horse may be afraid of the opposite sex. 
overawed by them, worship them, or disdain 
them, but relate to  them - never. 
Sporty and sociable, the Horse is the sort of 
person for whom clubs were invented. But 
sociability does not rule out competitiveness, 
although in sports the Horse prefers to be part of 
a team effort rather than perform as an individual. 
The Horse needs to feel successful, and to be seen 
as one of the gang. 
Horse-types are good talkers, never short of 
conversation, though less quick with ready ideas 
and always keen to hear other people's opinions. 
Love of social contact remains the most important 
force in the Horse's life; and whatever career is 8 
chosen, ideally i t  will involve close liaison with 1 others. 

f 
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personality 

The Sheep is associated with affection, caring, 
trust and selflessness. 
The positive side of the Sheep-nature is best seen 
in its artistic talent. This usually, however, finds 
expression in craftsmanship rather than 
originality. 
Complacent and avoiding confrontation whenever 
possible, the Sheep is ever diplomatic and often 
succeeds where active aggression would fail. 
The Sheep is a follower rather than a leader, and 
thus operates best in the company of others. No 
Sheep, however, is happy when being directed by 
others, preferring a democratic community, where 
decisions are shared. In times of crisis, the Sheep 
urgently needs guidance and direction. 
The Sheep may be involved, either professionally 
or voluntarily, in social work bf some description, 
while a sensitivity for the arts may well lead to a 
career in music or a craft. 



m - m d m  

Z& m41u/cey 
personality 

An inventive and agile mind, together with an 
insatiable curiosity, produce a quick-witted 
schemer, sometimes unscrupulous. The Monkey is 
never at a loss for words, or ideas, but hides a 
fundamental insecurity behind a mask of 
impudence. 
Despite apparent popularity, the Monkey is never 
taken seriously, and this lack of recognition often 
leads to frustration. 
Older and wiser Monkeys are able to channel their 
energetic and fertile imaginations into the solving 
of extremely complex problems; and such skills 
might be used by the micro-surgeon or the 
counterfeiter. 
Generally, the Monkey is extremely versatile and 
can do well at almost anything. Success, however, 
can easily go to the Monkey's head. bringing out 
arrogance which often alienates friends. But i t  is 
rarely long before the Monkey's agreeable humour 
and sociability win them back again. 
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personality 

Abrasive and aggressive, the Rooster frequently 
alienates people. The Rooster is resolute in 
pursuing a career and has a shrewd business 

The Rooster is alert, with precise attention to 
detail. The problems arrive when so many projects 

on that some get lost. This happens, not 
just in business, but in personal relationships as 
well, when the quieter, more reserved members of 
the Rooster's social circle or family may be 
neglected or forgotten. 

perfectionist, has little tolerance for people whose 
standards are second-rate. 
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personality 

Fidelity, honesty and humour are among the traits 
of a typical Dogcharacter. Such a likeable 
personality easily makes friends and, being a 
steady worker, the Dog becomes a trusted and 
valued member of any community. 
The Dog, however, is handicapped by 
conservatism, and takes a long time to adjust to 
major changes. Nothing is really ever as good as it 
was 'in the old days'. 
Intensely defensive where friends and family are 
concerned, the Dog will not stand by while others 
are maligned. The Dog has a sympathetic ear for 
other people's troubles and is always ready with a 
shoulder to cry on. Rare displays of violent anger 
are almost always justified; but wrongs are quickly 
forgotten. 
Very active and liking sports of all kinds, the Dog 
can always be relied on to join in at social events, 
especially if these are outdoors. This can. 
however, lead to friction at home unless the 
partner is particularly understanding of the Dog's 
eagerness to mix. 
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personality 

The Pig's ambitions are concerned not so much 
with career, but the benefits which come at the 
end of it. The Pig looks forward to retirement. 
Pigs are homelovers whose prime concern is the 
family. They are particularly natural beings, 
shunning displays or pretence, and enjoying 
company and jollity generally. Caring and 
industrious, Pigs are far from lazy; their homes 
bear evidence of an aptitude for carpentry, 
needlework, and other domestic skills. 
In business, too, Pigs are the finisher, the ones 
who put the last necessary touches to a project, 
and in this respect they may become extremely 
successful financially. But they are naive and 
trusting, falling easy prey to the confidence 
trickster. Pig personalities enjoy such caring 
professions as nursing or c~unselling. Locally, the 
Pig will almost certainly be known as a good 
neighbour. 
Hard-working, hospitable and trusting, the Pig 
gets on well with most people, generally 
possessing a large and varied collection of friends. 

n j o  
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Make notes on your star sign or year animal under the headings. 

Positive characteristics 

Negative characteristics 

Habits 

Problems 

Way of life or typical career 

How they behave towards others 

How others should behave towards them 
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Dream almanac 

ABROAD -To dream of being abroad, in a 
foreign country, denotes a change in your 
situation in life; you are likely to be unsettled 
in life, and to change your locality. 
ACORNS -When you dream of acorns, it is 
a good sign; it betokens health, strength, 
and worldly abundance; if single, you are 
likely to marry well, and have a numerous 
family. To a married woman it denotes the 
birth of twins. To business men it is the 
omen of prosperity and wealth; and to all it 
is a good sign. To those in love it denotes 
success and happiness. To those in 
difficulties, a speedy recovery. 
ALLIGATOR - This denotes a sly, crafty 
enemy; and such a dream should excite 
caution. 
ALMONDS - To dream of eating sweet 
almonds indicates future enjoyment, 
probably by travel in a distant country. If you 
relish the almonds, every undertaking will be 
prosperous; if the taste is bitter, your 
enterprise will fail; and the expenses of it will 
be costly. 
APPLES - This is a very good dream; it 
indicates a long and happy life, success in 
business and in love. For a woman with child 
to dream of apples denotes that she will 
have a son who will be very great and 
wealthy. A good dream for speculation. 
ARROW - To dream that an arrow is shot 
at you, and that it penetrates your body, is a 
bad omen. Some person or persons are 
scheming against you. 

BATS -To dream of seeing a bat flying in 
the air signifies that you have an enemy. If it 
appears flying by daylight you need not fear, 
but if by night, you are in danger. For a 
young person in love to dream of a bat 
denotes that you will have a dangerous rival 
to annoy you. 
BEAR - To dream of seeing a bear, expect 
trouble, and that some enemy will injure 
you; and that if you travel, you will meet 
with hardships, but the end of your journey 
will be safely accomplished, and the object 
achieved. To dream that you are fighting 
with a bear, and kill it, is a favourable sign of 
your overcoming a foe. 
BEAUTY - To dream that you are beautiful, 
is a dream of contradiction denoting that 
sickness may debilitate your strength. To 
dream of any friend as beautiful, denotes 
their sickness. 
BED -To dream of being in bed signifies a 
very early marriage; and to dream of making 
a bed indicates a change of residence, and 
that you will live away from home a long 
time. To dream of sitting upon a young girl's 
bedside is certainly a sign of marriage. 
BEEF - To dream of eating beef indicates 
that you will always live in plenty, though 
you may not be rich; but to dream of beef, 
and that you have not the power to eat, 
denotes that you will be dependent on 
another's bounty. 
BELLS -To dream of hearing the bells ring 
is a fortunate sign. It is a sign of coming 

good news. To the young it foretells a happy 
and early marriage to  the person so ardently 
loved by them. To persons in business it 
denotes the acquirement of a fortune. It 
foretells advancement in your trade or 
profession. 
BOAT - If you dream that you are sailing in 
a boat or ship and the water is smooth and 
the weather pleasant, it is a lucky omen, 
denoting a prosperous business, and 
happiness in marriage. If the water is rough 
and muddy you will have to labour all your 
life. If you fall into the water you must 
beware of disaster. 
BOX - If you dream that you are opening a 
box, and looking for something in it, and 
cannot find it, it is an indication that you are 
going to be troubled about money matters; 
or that you will suffer some pecuniary loss. 
BOX - To dream of the plant 'Box', implies 
long life and prosperity, with a happy 
marriage and large family. 
BRACELET - To dream that you are 
wearing a bracelet, you will shortly be 
married to a wealthy person. If you dream 
that you find a bracelet it is a sign of a 
coming fortune; if you dream that someone 
put upon your hand a bracelet you will soon 
fall in love, and be accepted, or if already in 
love, you will be married without delay. 

Dream 

I dreamt that I was trying to climb a steep hill. The hill was covered in brambles and I kept getting 

caught in the brambles and scratched by the thorns. I began to cry because I thought I would never 

get out and reach the top of the hill. Suddenly I found that I was flying in the air over the brambles 

and up into the sky over the top of the hill. The sun was shining and I felt very light and suddenly very 

happy. I landed on the other side of the hill in a huge orchard full of many different trees: apples 

almonds and lemons. The trees had many branches and were laden with fruit. There was a ladder 

reaching up into one of the trees. I climbed up the ladder into the tree and found I was surrounded 

by ripe yellow lemons, shining in the sunlight. I began to pick and eat the lemons - somehow I was 

sure they would taste sweet and so they did! 
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0 Dream almanac 

BRAMBLES -To dream of briars and 
brambles and that you are injured by them, 
is a very unlucky dream; it denotes 
difficulties and problems to be overcome all 
your life. If you are not hurt by them, you 
will have trouble, but of a short duration. 
BRANCH - If you dream that you see a tree 
full of branches, it denotes abundance, and 
a numerous family - a happy posterity. 
BREAD - t o  dream of seeing a quantity of 
bread is a sign of sufficiency of worldly 
possessions. If you dream of eating good 
bread, you will enjoy good health, and live 
long; but if the bread is burned it is a bad 
sign. To dream of baking bread is also bad, 
generally denoting affliction and sorrow. 
BRIDE, BRIDESMAID, OR 
BRIDEGROOM -This is a dream of 
contradiction. To dream that you take any of 
these characters is very unlucky, it is a sure 
forerunner of grief and disappointment. 
BRIDGE -To dream that you are crossing a 
bridge in the daytime, foretells a change of 
situation. If any person interrupts you, it 
implies that the one you love will deceive 
you; but if you pass along without any 
impediment, you will succeed in your 
undertakings, and prosper. If you dream 
that you are walking towards a bridge that is 
broken down, do not make any hasty 
change in your situation for you will not be 
successful. 
CAMELS -To dream of these wonderfully 
hard and patient creatures, denotes that you 

will have heavy burdens to bear, and 
disasters to meet, all of which, however, you 
will bear with heroism; but the time will 
come when you will be entirely rid of them, 
and become very happy. 
CANDLES - To dream that you are making 
candles, denotes that you will be very useful 
to others; if you dream that you are buying 
candles, it indicates feasting and rejoicing. 
To dream that you see a candle burning 
brightly, portends that you will receive a 
letter containing pleasing intelligence; but if 
you dream that you see a candle snuffed or 
blown out, it denotes the death of a friend. 
CAllLE - If you dream of cattle grazing in 
a pasture, it is a good sign of prosperity and 
affluence. If you dream of driving cattle it 
portends that if you are diligent and 
industrious, you will make money. Black and 
largehorned cattle denote many violent 
enemies. 
CATHEDRAL - To dream that you are in a 
cathedral denotes that you will have enough 
money to enable you to travel and see the 
sights of the world. To married persons, it 
denotes good children, some of whom will 
be eminent in the church. 
CLOCK - To dream you hear the clock strike 
denotes a speedy marriage, and that you 
will be very comfortable in life. To dream 
that you are counting the hours, if in the 
forenoon, it indicates much happiness; but if 
in the afternoon, some misfortune and 
danger. If the clock strikes roughly, and not 

the full hours, it denotes an upset in your 
health. 
CLOUDS - To dream of dark clouds 
suspended over you, indicates that you will 
have to pass through great sorrows. But if 
the clouds break, and roll away, your 
sorrows will pass away, and prosperity will 
follow. 
CORNFIELD - To dream of cornfields, or 
corn, is a most favourable omen. It betokens 
health, a happy family, a prosperous trade, 
great wealth. Speculations will prosper. 
Lovelife will be a perennial honeymoon. 
DARK - If you dream that you are in 
darkness and cannot find your way, and you 
stumble, it denotes a change in your 
temporal affairs for the worse; by your 
imprudence, you will dreadfully commit 
yourself. But if you dream that you emerge 
from the darkness, and behold the sun, it 
denotes your ultimate escape; you will be 
happy, and regain your reputation. 
DANCE - This is a favourable dream; it 
indicates that you will be the recipient of 
great favour and honour; that your plans will 
succeed; that in love you will win the hand 
of the person you desire. 

Dream @ 

I dreamt that I was alone in the desert. It was evening and as it began to grow dark a cloud of bats 

appeared and began to attack me. I was terrified and crouched down with my hands over my head to 

protect myself, but their beaks were very sharp. Suddenly, although it was night, the sun came out and 

immediately the bats flew away. Now that the sun was shining I could see that there was a river not far 

away, and tied to the bank was a small boat. I thought at first it was a mirage, but as I walked towards it I 

found it was real. I got in the boat and floated down the river. The water was as smooth as glass and 

gradually the desert gave way to orchards on either side. The river got wider and wider and soon flowed 

into the ocean where I was gently rocked on the waves. The boat seemed to guide itself across the sea 

and eventually we came to a small fertile island with brilliant green trees and bright flowers. I got out onto 

the beach and began to walk inland and suddenly found myself in a dense forest where the trees were full 

of bright red and green parrots. 
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DESERT - To dream that you are travelling 
across a desert, is a sign of a difficult 
journey, especially if you dream that the 
weather is wet and boisterous. If you see 
the sun shine, your journey, and all affairs, 
will be safe and prosperous. 
DRINK - To dream that you are drinking at 
a fountain, is a sign of much happiness and 
enjoyment. If the water is muddy, it denotes 
approaching trouble. If you are thirsty, and 
cannot find water, it portends that your 
trials will have to be borne without any 
assistance. 
ECHO - To dream you hear an echo to your 
own voice denotes that the letter you have 
sent will be met by a favourable answer, 
that the person to whom you have proposed 
will accept you; that your children will be 
beautiful, and good. Mind you do not idolise 
these little echoes! You will also hear of an 
absent friend. 
EGGS - To dream of seeing a great number 
of eggs, indicates success in trade and in 
love. It also denotes a happy marriage and 
good children, and great prosperity. If you 
hope for advancement to a better job, or 
position, it shall be yours. To dream that the 
eggs prove rotten denotes unfaithful and 
treacherous friends and lovers. To dream of 
eating eggs portends great enjoyment. 
FACES - If you dream that you see your 
own face in a glass, it is a sign that your 
secret plans will be discovered. If you see in 

dreaming many strange faces, it portends a 
change of your present abode, and 
associations. If you gaze in your dream upon 
the faces of friends, etc., it is a sign of a 
party, or wedding, to which you will be 
invited. 
FACTORY - To dream that you are 
inspecting a factory, when all is in operation, 
denotes that your trade will flourish, by 
which you will acquire much wealth, and be 
very useful all your life. It also betokens a 
time of commercial prosperity generally. 
FAILURE -This is a dream of contradiction. 
To dream that you fail in business - that you 
fail in securing the person you love - that 
your plans do not succeed, indicates that, by 
wise and cautious procedure, in all things 
you will succeed. 
FAIR - It is very unlucky to dream of being 
at a fair, it portends negligence in your 
business, and also false friends. The persons 
about you are not so honest as they should 
be. Through rivalry the lover is likely to suffer 
loss. 
FAIRY - To dream that you see a fairy, is a 
very favourable dream. Poor men have had 
this dream, and afterwards become very 
rich. Engagement and happy marriage will 
follow this dream by either sex. Indicates 
rapid rise for a man in his business or 
profession. 
FALCON -This is a very bad dream. There 
is a foe near you, full of envy, injuring you 

with the tongue, and mind he or she does 
not injure you with the hands. 
FALL - To dream that you fall from an 
eminence, from a tree, or the edge of a 
precipice, denotes a loss of situation, and of 
property. If you are in love, you bestow your 
attachments in vain; you will never marry 
the person. To the tradesman, it denotes a 
failing business, embarrassment, etc. 
FALSE -An unusual dream. It indicates the 
very reverse, true, firm, and lasting 
friendships; a lover not of mushroom 
growth, but like an evergreen, always 
perennial! 
FAMINE -This is a dream of contradiction, 
denoting national prosperity, and individual 
comfort, in wealth and much enjoyment. 
You will have many friends, a true lover, and 
a happy family. 
FARM - To dream that you are taking a 
farm, denotes advancement. Probably 
someone will bequeath property to you, and 
make you independent. If you dream of 
visiting a farm, and of partaking of its 
produce, it is a sign of good health. If you 
are single and unengaged, and a young 
person there serves you with something to 
eat and drink, you will soon be very 
agreeably in love. 

I was in a huge stone cathedral, feeling very cold. There was music at the far end and as I walked towards 

it I suddenly found that I was no longer in the cathedral but flying over it on a large bird. I looked down 

below me and saw the cathedral towers and all around the cathedral square was a big, bustling market 

where people were selling eggs, bread, and all kind of fruit and vegetables. As I flew over the cathedral 

the bells began to ring and the clock struck twelve. I was so surprised that I fell from the bird but landed 

on the back of a white horse that was galloping out of the town. Soon we had left the town and were out 

in the open country. 

We rode through a cornfield and then the horse jumped over a fence into a big green field where a lot of 

rabbits were playing happily in the sunshine. 
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FAT - To dream of getting fat is an 
indication of illness and also of lovers' 
quarrels. 
FATHER -To dream of your father, denotes 
that he loves you; if he be dead, it is sign of 
affliction. 
FAWN - For a young man or young woman 
to dream of a young deer, is a sign of 
inconstancy. If a married woman has such a 
dream, it portends fruitfulness. 
FEVER - To dream you have a fever 
denotes constant change in your business 
circumstances. They will alternate: 
sometimes you will be prosperous 
sometimes poor. 
FLOWERS -To dream that you are 
gathering beautiful and fragrant flowers, it is 
an indication of prosperity; you will be very 
fortunate in all you undertake. If in your 
dream, you bind the flowers into a bouquet, 
it portends your very agreeable marriage. If 
the bouquet gets loose, and the flowers 
appear to be scattered, your brightest 
prospects, and most sanguine hopes will be 
blasted. 
FLYING -To dream of flying denotes that 
you will escape many difficulties and 
dangers. It denotes success in trade and in 
love. Very likely you will have to travel. If you 
dream that you are trying to fly very high, it 
is an indication that you will aspire after a 
position which you will never reach, and for 
a job for which you are not qualified. 
FOG - It denotes great uncertainty. You 
wish to be accepted as a lover. It is doubtful. 
You have applied to your friends for 
assistance. They will never give it. You are 
speculating in shares, they may ruin you. The 
dream is unfavourable. If you dream that the 

fog clears away and the sun shines, your 
state will be happily reversed - uncertainty 
will vanish. 
HILLS -To dream of ascending a high steep 
hill and you are unable to arrive at the top, it 
is a sign that you will have to labour and toil 
all your life, and have many difficulties and 
troubles to overcome. It denotes that those 
in love will not find their path easy. 
HONEY -To dream you are eating honey 
denotes good health, long life, prosperity 
and great enjoyment. Your business will be 
all you can wish, lucrative, raising you to 
independence. It denotes that your lover is 
virtuous, sincere, and very fond of you. It 
would be death to part from you. It denotes 
that the husband, or the wife, will be of a 
sweet disposition, industrious, affectionate 
and faithful. 
HORSE - Dreaming of this noble animal is 
generally good. To dream that you are riding 
a handsome and good horse betokens 
future independence and happiness. But if it 
throws you, it denotes that your purposes 
will be thwarted. If you dream that 
horsemen approach you, it foretells that you 
will receive news from a distant friend. To 
dream of white horses, denotes a marriage, 
yours, if you are riding upon it. 
ISLAND -To dream that you are on a 
desolate island implies the loss of your lover. 
If it appears a fertile island, covered with 
vegetation, it implies that your present lover 
will prove unfaithful; but you will soon meet 
with a more favourable match. 
JEWELS - It is always a good dream, the 
harbinger of great prosperity, and a great 
amount of wealth. To dream that the one 
you love gives you jewels is a sign that his 

affection is real, and that he will certainly 
marry you. If a young man dreams that he 
sees his loved one adorned with jewels, it 
foretells his speedy and happy union; that 
his bride will possess a sweet and lovely 
disposition. To dream that both you and 
your lover are counting and inspecting 
jewels, denotes numerous healthy, and 
fortunate offspring. 
KEY - To dream that you lose a key, 
denotes disappointment and displeasure. To 
dream you give a key denotes a marriage; to 
find or receive one, the birth of a child; to 
dream of many keys, denotes riches, as the 
result of a flourishing business. 
LADDER - This dream has great import. 
You will reach the top of the ladder of the 
ambition to which you aspire. If in business 
you will prosper. It is the portent of wealth, 
honour and glory. Scholars and students will 
reach the climax of their ambition. 

Dream @ 
I dreamt that I was reading a newspaper by the light of a brightly burning candle. The article I was 

reading was about a leopard that had escaped from the zoo. Suddenly I wasn't in the house any 

more, but riding on the back of the leopard as it ran away from the zoo. The leopard carried me deep 

into the mountains where it began to snow heavily. Then the leopard disappeared and I was alone in 

the mountains in the snowstorm. I knew that if I could find my way to the top of the mountains I 

would be able to see where to go, so I tried to struggle uphill, but the snow made it difficult to walk. 

Suddenly from behind an enormous rock there appeared a big brown bear, growling and snarling 

and coming towards me. I turned to run but it was too late. The bear attacked me and we began to 

fight. I was badly wounded and bleeding but just as I had given up hope the snow stopped, the 

clouds began to clear and as the sun came out the bear ran off. I found that I had stopped bleeding 

and my wounds had disappeared. I scrambled to my feet and looked around. Somehow I had got to 

the top of the mountain and stretching across the valley was a rainbow. 
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LEMONS - To dream you see lemons growing 
on a tree denotes that you will visit a foreign 
land, and probably marry a native of it. To 
dream that you eat lemons denotes you will be 
attacked by a dangerous illness, from which 
you will recover. To dream you see a great 
number of lemons denotes that your marriage, 
though pleasant for a while, will not live up to 
your expectations. 
LEOPARD - To dream of these beautiful, yet 
savage creatures, indicates travel to a foreign 
land, where you will have to encounter many 
dangers and difficulties. But you will eventually 
overcome them, marry well, and be very 
prosperous and happy. It is likely that you will 
stay there all your life. 
LElTER - Dreaming of receiving a letter 
sometimes indicates presents, or at least the 
reception of unexpected news, from a person 
you have not heard of for many years. To 
dream that you send a letter, denotes that you 
will soon be able to perform a generous action. 
MELONS - A young man, or a young woman, 
who dreams of melons is destined to marry or 
be married to a rich foreigner, and to live in a 
foreign land. Such a union will be crowned 
with great happiness, be attended with great 
wealth; their children will be few, but they will 
be virtuous and happy. 
MILK - To dream that you drink milk, foretells 
joy. To dream of selling milk, denotes bad 
trade, and disappointments in love. To dream 
that you give milk, denotes prosperity, and a 
happy marriage. To dream that you see it 
flowing from a woman's breast, denotes 
marriage, and a very large family. To dream of 
milking a cow, foretells abundance to the 
farmer, healthy cattle, and good crops. 
MOUNTAIN -To dream that you are 
ascending a steep and rugged mountain, 
shows a life of toil and effort; all your 

endeavours to better yourself will be made 
difficult by unforeseen events. 
NEWSPAPER - Dreaming that you are 
reading a newspaper shows that you will hear 
good news, from a distant friend, which will 
cause you to quit your present employment, 
but you will benefit from the change. You will 
be able to commence business on your own 
account, in which you will have great success. 
If you are a single man, it portends that you 
will marry a widow. To persons in love it shows 
that the object of their affections will travel to 
a distant part of the world, and it will be many 
years before they are again united, but their 
reunion will be a very happy one. To the 
politician, it betokens great and stirring events 
in the nation. To the farmer it shows a 
favourable season. 
OCEAN -To dream that you gaze upon the 
ocean when it is calm, is good; when it is 
stormy and turbid, it augurs ill. To dream of 
sailing on the ocean when it is smooth, and the 
weather calm, with favourable breezes, 
certainly denotes the accomplishment of a 
purpose, and any object devoutly wished for, 
obtained. After such a dream happiness and 
satisfaction will follow. It prognosticates 
success in love affairs. To lovers, it foreshows 
that they will have a delicious courtship, and 
sail straight on into the harbour of matrimony. 
Your wishes will meet in one another, and you 
will have mutual and endearing affection. 
ORCHARD - To dream that you are in an 
orchard, gathering fruit, agreable to the taste, 
as well as pleasant to the eye, foretells aood 
fortune: you will become rich. If the 1 
appears ripe, your advancement will 
immediate; if green, it is yet in the distance; but 
it will come. 
PARROTS - To dream you hear a pi 
foretells that you will have a very talk 

d 

fruit 
be 

Irrot talk, 
:ative 

person for your companion. To dream that you 
see many parrots foretells that you will 
emigrate to a foreign country, where you will 
settle and marry, and be very happy. You will 
cultivate land and by it amass wealth, and 
secure some honour. You will only have two 
children, a boy and a girl; the latter will be 
married to a rich man; and the former will hold 
an official position and be held in high esteem. 
RABBITS - To dream that you see rabbits 
implies that you will soon have to reside in a 
large and populous city, where you will marry 
and have a very numerous family. It also 
foretells that you will have a flourishing 
business, that your plans will be successful, and 
that you will triumph over your enemies. For a 
married woman to dream of rabbits, indicates 
increase of family. 
RAINBOW - This is a token for good. It 
portends change, but a change for the better. 
RIVER - To dream that you see a broad, rapid, 
and muddy river denotes troubles and 
difficulties in love and business; but if the river 
appears calm, with a glassy surface, it foretells 
great happiness in love, happy marriage, 
beautiful children, and commercial prosperity. 
SNOW - To dream that you see the ground 
covered with snow is a sign of prosperity, and 
that you will maintain an unblemished 
character in spite of the attempts of your 
enemies to blacken it. To dream that you are 
walking upon snow with the girl you love, 
foretells that she will be very beautiful. To 
dream that you are in a snow-storm and very 
much harassed, is a good dream. You will have 
difficulties, but you will overcome them, and 
come out unscathed. 

Dream @ 
I dreamt that I was being chased by a huge alligator. Its jaws kept opening wide to snap at me but somehow I 
always eluded it at the last minute. Suddenly a thick fog came down. I ran on into it. It seemed that I had lost 
the alligator, but now I was lost myself. I stumbled around blindly in the fog for a while, then tripped and fell, 
losing consciousness. When I came to, the fog had cleared and the sun had come out. I got to my feet and 
looked around. I was standing in the middle of a field of melons. At the edge of the field was a small house. I 
walked over to it and tried the door but it was locked. Feeling thirsty I picked a melon and cut it open with my 
knife. Inside was a bunch of keys. I tried them all, and the last one of all fitted the lock. I opened the door and 
stood back in amazement. The whole house was full of fruit: melons, apples, lemons and almonds, which all 
came tumbling out of the door as it swung open. 

Reading Games, O Jill Hadfield and Charles Hadfield 1995 - 





/ @ The Politically Correct Dictionary 

early stages of finalization, in the crazy 
emotionally different dishonest 
ethically disorientated fat 
experientially enhanced bald 
follicularly challenged unfinished 
hair disadvantaged old 
horizontally challenged bald 

@ The Politically Correct Dictionary 

in an orderly transition between career changes 
incomplete success, an 
indefinitely idled 
individual with temporarily unmet objectives 
inoperative statement 
involuntarily leisured 
involuntarily undomiciled 
least best 

worst 
homeless 
mistake 
unemployed 
unemployed 
failure 
failure 
unemployed 
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metabolically different 
morally different 
motivationally deficient 
negative patient care outcome 
non-living person 
negative saver 
non-traditional shopper 
optically inconvenienced 
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evil 
shoplifter 
blind 
lazy 
spendthrift 
dead 
death 
corpse 

person o f  differing sobriety late 
period o f  economic adjustment addiction 
person with difficult t o  meet needs dead 
pharmalogical preference drunk 
reduced state o f  awareness, in a dead 
temporally challenged short 
terminally inconvenienced drunk 
underhoused homeless 
vertically challenged late 
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j Look at the cartoons. Write the appropriate translation in 'correct'language for the speech bubbles. 
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