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THE COP
AND THE ANTHEM

On his bench in Madison Square Soapy moved
uneasily. A dead leaf fell onto his arm. Win-
ter was coming, and Soapy knew that he must
make his plans. And therefore moved unhappily
on his seat.

The ambitions of Soapy were not very high. He
did not dream about Mediterranean cruises, or
Southern skies. Three months on the Island was
what his soul wished. Three months of assured
board and bed and congenial company seemed to
Soapy the essence of things desirable.

For years the hospitable prison had been his
winter quarters. And now the time was come be-
cause, at night on his seat in the square, three
newspapers did not keep out the cold.



PAPAOH
A XOPAJl

COI‘II/I 3aép3an Ha CBoel cKaMelike B MbaAuCOH-
ckBepe. EMy Ha pyKy ymaa MEpPTBBIM JIHUCT.
Hactynana 3uma, u Comm 3HaJ, 4YTO [OJDKEH
YTO-TO TPeANpPUHATh. [I03TOMYy OH T'PYCTHO €p3an
Ha cKaMelike.

Comu He OBLI CAMIIKOM dYecTono6uB. OH He
I'PE3WT O CPeIU3EeMHOMOPCKUX KPyH3ax WU I0KHOM
Hebe. Tpu Mecsa Ha OCTpoBe — BOT YeT0 JKeJslaia ero
aymia. Tpu Mecsiia rapaHTUPOBAHHOM eIkl U KpOBa B
MIPUSTHOM KOMIAaHUU Ka3anuch COIMU IpeJieioM Ke-
JIAaHUM.

Ha mnpoTskeHMW MHOTHX JieT TOCTelpUUMHAs
TIOpbMa ObUIa €ro 3UMHeH KBapTUpou. M Temephb
BpeMs IJIs1 3TOT'0 HACTaJIo, IOTOMY YTO IO HOYaM Ha
ero ckaMelike B CKBepe TPOWHOU CJIOU ra3eT yxke He
cZlepKUBaJI XOJIO/,.
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So Soapy decided to go to prison, and at once
began to try his first plan. It was usually easy.
There were many easy ways of doing this. The
pleasantest was to dine luxuriously at some expen-
sive restaurant. He ate dinner in an expensive
restaurant. Then he told them he had no money
and they called a policeman. Nice and easy, with
no trouble.

Soapy left his bench and walked slowly along
the street, where Broadway' and Fifth Avenue
flow together. Up Broadway he turned, and halted
at a glittering café.

Soapy had confidence in himself from the low-
est button of his vest upward. He was shaven, and
his coat was decent and his neat black tie had
been presented to him by a lady missionary on
Thanksgiving Day?. If he could reach a table in
the restaurant unsuspected success would be his.
The portion of him that would show above the

1 Broadway — Bpozseii (Onunnas ynuua e Hoio-Fopke)

2 Thanksgiving Day — /leub Biarogapenus (2ocyoapcmeen-
Hblll npa3oHuk & CIIIA, komopwliil ommeuaemcss 8 uemaépmolil
yemeepe HOAOPsL; ¢ IMO20 OHA HAUUHAEMCS NPA3OHUUHDLLL Ce30H,
komopwlil exatouaem 8 cebst Poncdecmso u npodoaxcaemcst 0o Ho-
8020 2004).



®apaoH u xopaa

[TosTomy Comnu pelI OTHPaBUTHCA B TIOPbMY —
Y Cpa3y IPUCTYNWI K OCYIIECTBJIEHUIO CBOErO Iep-
BOro rwia"a. O6BIYHO 3TO 6BUTO0 JIETKO. CyIecTBOBAIO
MHOTO JIETKUX CIIOCOOOB 3TO MPOBEPHYTh. CaMbIM
IPUATHBIM OBUIO POCKOIIHO IoobesaTh B JOPOTOM
pectopane. OH cbezan obez B JOpPOTOM pPecTOpaHe.
[ToToM OH cOO0O6IIIaJ, YTO y HEr'0 HET IeHeT — U TOTJa
BBI3bIBAJIU [IOJUCMEHA. JIerko U NMPUATHO, HUKAKUX
3a00T.

Conu cne3 co CKaMeWKHd U MeJJIeHHO IIOIIEJ
o yaulle Tyzaa, rae cauBaioTca bpoxaseit u Ilarasa
aBeHr0. Ha Bpozasee oH moBepHy/ICAa ¥ OCTaHOBUWICA
y cBepKaro1ero kade.

Cormu Bepw B cebs1 OT HHXKHEH ITyTOBUITHI CBOETO
JKueTa U ganbliie BBepX. OH ObUT TOOPUT, TUKAK
Ha HEM OBbUI NMPWINYHBINA, €ero KPAacUBBIA YEPHBIN
rajJICTyK OBLI IIOJapeH eMY OZJHOM MHUCCHOHEPKOU Ha
Jlenb bnarogapenus. Eciv 6b1 OH CMOT He3aMeTHO JI0-
O6paThbCs 10 CTOIMKA B PECTOpaHe, ycIex 6bUT ObI 06e-
criedeH. Ta ero 4yactb, KoTopas OyZieT BO3BBIIIATHCS
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table would raise no doubt in the waiter’s mind.
He just had to get to a table in the restaurant and
sit down. That was all, because, when he sat
down, people could only see his coat and his shirt,
which were not very old. Nobody could see his
trousers. A roasted duck, with a bottle of wine,
and then cheese, a cup of coffee and a cigar. One
dollar for the cigar would be enough. The meat
would leave him filled and happy for the journey
to his winter refuge.

But when Soapy went into the restaurant, the
waiter’s eye fell upon Soapy’s dirty old trousers
and decadent shoes. Strong and ready hands
turned him round and helped him out into the
street again.

Soapy turned off Broadway. So now he had to
think of something different. Soapy walked away
from Broadway and soon he found himself on
Sixth Avenue. He stopped in front of a shop win-
dow and looked at it. It was nice and bright, and
everybody in the street could see him. Slowly and
carefully he picked up a stone and threw it at the
window. The glass broke with a loud noise. Soapy
stood still, with his hands in his pockets, and
smiled at the sight of brass buttons.



®apaoH u xopaa

Ha/l CTOJIOM, He BBI30BeT Y OQHUIIMaHTa HUKAKUX I10-
no3peHui. EMy TOJBKO OcCTaBajoch A0OpaThCsa 0
CTOJIMKA B PeCTOPaHe M yCcecTbCA. DTO BCE, TIOTOMY
YTO KOTZIa OH CUZIEJI, JTFOAY MOTJIU BUJETD TOTBKO €r0
U/DKAK U pybalrky, KOTopble ObUIM HE OYEHb CTa-
peiMu. HukTO He Buzen ero 6proku. YKapeHas yTka c
OyTBUIKOM BHMHA, a 3aTeM ChIp, Yalllka Kode U curapa.
Curapa 3a zosuiap 6yzeT B caMblii pa3. U oH, CBITBIN
Y CYACT/IUBBIM, HAYHET ITyTeIleCTBHE K CBOEMY 31M-
HeMY YOeXKHUIITy.

Ho xorza Comu BOwIéN B pecTopaH, B3op opuIu-
aHTa yIaJ Ha ero rps3Hble CTapble OPIOKU U CTOTI-
TaHHble 60TUHKU. CHUIbHBIE U JIOBKHE PYKU pa3Bep-
HYJIV €T'0 Y BBICTABWJIM CHOBA Ha YJIHILLY.

Comu cBepHyn ¢ bpogses. Teneps emy Hy>XHO
OBUIO TIPUAYMATh YTO-TO Apyroe. Comu VIIEN C
Bpozasesa u Bckope okasascs Ha lllectoit aBeHo. OH
OCTaHOBWJICA NepeJ, BUTPMHON MarasvHa U IIOCMO-
Tpen Ha Heé. OHa ObUIa KpAacUBOU M SPKOH, U BCe
Ha yJulle MOIVIM ero BuzeTb. OH Me/JJIeHHO U OCTO-
POXKHO MTOJHS KaMeHb ¥ 6pOCII ero B OKHO. CTEKJIO
pa3bmiaoch ¢ TPOMKUM TpeckoM. COmU CIIOKOMHO
CTOSUL, /iep’Ka PYKU B KapMaHax, U YIBIOHY/ICA MpU
BU/l€e MEHBIX IIyT'OBUL,.
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“Where’s the man that done that?” inquired the
officer excitedly.

He stood there with his hands in his pockets,
and he smiled.

“Perhaps I did,” said Soapy, not without sar-
casm, but friendly.

The policeman’s mind refused to accept Soapy
even as a clue. Men who smash windows do not re-
main to chat with the police officers. They run away.
And just then the policeman saw another man, who
was running to catch a bus. So the policeman ran
after him. Soapy watched for a minute. Then he
walked away. No luck again! Soapy, with disgust in
his heart, walked away, twice unsuccessful.

On the opposite side of the street was a little
restaurant. Soapy entered. This time nobody
looked at his trousers and his shoes. At a table he
sat and consumed beefsteak, flapjacks, doughnuts
and pie. He enjoyed his meal, and then he looked
up at the waiter, smiled and said, T haven’t got
any money, you know. Now, call a cop. And do it
quickly, don’t keep a gentleman waiting.”

10
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— T'me 4yenoBeK, KOTOPBIA 3TO cean? — KUBO
CIIPOCHJI TTIOJTUCMEH.

Comu CTOsiI, 3aCYHYB PYKM B KapMaHBI, U YJIbI-
oasicd.

— BoamokHO, 3TO 6BLT A, — cka3an Comu, He
6e3 capkasma, HO JpYKeTt00HO.

YM mnonucMeHa OTKasblBaJCA IPUHATH Comu
Jake Kak ruroresy. JItoau, KOTopble OBIOT CTEKJIA,
He OCTaloTCcs moboITaTh ¢ oarcMeHaMu. OHU ybe-
rarmoT. V1 Kak pa3 B 3TOT MUT IIOJIUCMEH yBUZEN APY-
roro 4ejioBeKa, KOTOPHIN O6exxan 3a aBTobycom. Ilo-
3TOMY OH HOrHajca 3a HUM. COIM CMOTPE OKOJIO
MUHYTBL. [loTomM momén gansiie. CHOBa Heyzayal!
Cormu 6pést c oMep3eHUeM B ZyIIle: [BaXK/Ibl HEyZayda.

Ha mpOoTHBOIIONIOXKHOM CTOPOHE YIUIIBI OBLT He-
6osbItol pectopaH. Comnu Boiés. Ha celi pa3 HUKTO
He ITOCMOTpeJT Ha ero 6proku u 60TuHKHU. OH ycescs
3a CTOJIUK U 3aKa3as OuINTeKC, TEMENTKY, TOHYUKU
v nupor. OH HacjaaXJajcs CBOeH €0, a 3aTeM II0-
CMOTpeJT Ha OQUIIMAHTa, YIBIOHYJICS U CKa3aJ:

— 3HaeTe, y MeHS BOOOIIe HeT JeHer. BhI3bI-
BaliTe dpapaoHa. /1 maBaiiTe moObICTpee, He 3aCTaB-
JIANATE MKeHTIbMeHa XK/aTh.

11
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“No cops for you,” said the waiter, with a voice
like butter cakes and an eye like the cherry in a
cocktail. “Hey, Con!”

Another waiter came, and together they threw
Soapy out into the cold street. Soapy lay there,
very angry. With difficulty, he arose and beat the
dust from his clothes. Arrest seemed but a rosy
dream. The Island seemed very far away. A police-
man who stood before a drug store two doors
away laughed and walked down the street.

Five blocks Soapy traveled before tried again.
This time it looked easy. A young woman of a
modest guise was standing before a show window,
and two yards from the window a large policeman
leaned against a water plug.

Soapy went toward the young woman. He saw
that the policeman was watching him. Then he
said to the young woman, with a smile, “Why
don’t you come with me, my dear? I can give you
a good time.”

12
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®apaoH u xopaa EX N
— Ooboizaémbesa 6e3 papaoHa, — ckazan opu-

IIUAHT C TOJIOCOM MSATKUM, KakK cZjobHas Oyika, U C
Ia3aMH, IOZ0OHBIMY BUIIIEHKAM B KOKTele. — JH,
Kown!

[TosBwica Apyrodt obUIIMaHT — U BMeCTe OHU
BBHIUBLIpHY/IU Comu Ha XosnozHyro yauny. Comu
Jiexxan o4yeHb cepAuThii. OH C TPYyZOM HOJHAICA
Y OTPAXHYJ IbUIb C OAEXK/JBI. ApecT Ka3ajCcsa BCEero
JIUIIb PO30BOM MedTOoM. OCTPOB — O4YeHb JATEKUM.
[TomucMeH, CTOABIIMU Ilepe aliTeKoU 3a JBa /oMa,
3acMesICA Y ITOLIE 110 YIULIE.

Comnu IpoUén MATh KBapTaJIoB, IpeXie YeM I0-
IIBITAJICS CHOBA. Ha cell pa3 3TO BBIIVIAZENO JIETKON
3azauei. Mosiofasi »KeHIMHA, CKPOMHAsd Ha BUJ,
CTOs/Ia Tlepesl BUTPUHOM, a B [IBYX ApJax OT Heé Ha
MTO’KapHBIM KpaH 00JI0KauYUBAJICSA 3/J0POBEHHBIN ITO-
JINCMEH.

Coru mozoIIEN K MOJIoAoH keHIuHe. OH BUZET,
YTO 3a HUM HaOsmoZaeT monucMeH. Torza OH ¢
YJIBIOKOU CKa3asl ei:

— Tlouemy 651 TeOE He TTOUTH CO MHOM, ZIOpOras?
S mory pa3Bieyb Tebs.

13
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The policeman was still looking. In a minute
she would call the policeman. Soapy could almost
see the prison doors. The young woman faced him
and, stretching out a hand, caught Soapy’s coat
sleeve.

“Sure, Mike,” she said joyfully, “if you buy me a
drink. I wanted to speak to you sooner, but the
cop was watching.”

Poor Soapy walked away with the young wom-
an, who still held on to his arm. “I'm never going
to get to prison,” he thought. At the next corner
he shook off his companion and ran. Slowly, he
walked on and came to a street with a lot of
theatres. There were a lot of people there, rich
people in their best clothes. Soapy had to do
something to get to prison. He did not want to
spend another night on his seat in Madison
Square. What could he do? Then he saw a police-
man near him, so he began to sing. He danced,
howled, raved and otherwise disturbed the welkin.

The policeman turned his back to Soapy and
remarked to a citizen.

14



®apaoH u xopaa

[TocMeH Tpozo/DKala HabmozaTh. Yepe3 MU-
HYTYy OHa ObI 1mo3Baja ero. Conu yke MOYTH BUEN
TIOpeMHBIEe ABepu. Mosozada >XeHIWHA I[IOBEPHY-
gacb Kk Comnu U, NMPOTAHYB PYKY, CXBaTWia €ro 3a

PYKaB.

— KoHneuHo, Maiik, — pafiloCTHO CKa3ajia OHa, —
€CJIY ThI KYIIUIIb MHE BBIIIUTS. fl X0Tes1a 3arOBOPUTH
¢ ToOOM paHbIle, HO GapaoH CMOTpEJL.

Bezanbiii Comnu yIésn nos pyKy BMecTe C MOJIOAOM
KEHIIUHOU. «fl HUKOrZa He momnaay B TIOPbMY», —
nogymas oH. Ha ciieayrolem ymiy OH CTPAXHYJI CBOIO
cnyTHUIY U ybexxan. OH MeZjIeHHO TTOOPEN BIIepés
Y BBIIIEJ Ha YJIWIy CO MHOXXECTBOM TeaTpOB. TaM
OBLIO MHOTO JIFOZIeH, OOraThIX JIIOAEeH B JIYYIINX
ozexgax. COmu JO/DKEH OBLI UTO-TO CAEIATh, YTOOBI
IIOIacTh B TEOPbMY. OH He XOTeJl IPOBECTH eIl OAHY
HOYb Ha CBOEU ckaMelike B MaaucoH-ckBep. UTo OH
Mor cZenaTh? [IoToM OH yBUZEN PsAAOM ¢ coOOM ITo-
JICMeHa ¥ Havas neTb. OH TaHIleBaJs, BbLI, O€CHO-
BaJICA U BCAYECKU HapyIllajl CIIOKOKCTBHE.

[Tonmncmen moBepHysnca K COM CIMHOU U 3a-
MEeTHJI IIPOXOXKEMY:

15
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“It’s one of Yale students, celebrating the victo-
ry over the Hartford College in football. Noisy; but
no harm. We’ve instructions not to take them.”

Soapy stopped making a noise. How could he
get to prison? The wind was cold, and he but-
toned his thin coat against the chilling wind.

In a cigar store he saw a well-dressed man
lighting a cigar. His silk umbrella he had set by
the door on entering. Soapy stepped inside, picked
up the umbrella, and began to walk away slowly.
The man followed hastily.

“My umbrella,” he said, sternly.
“Oh, is it?” sneered Soapy. “Well, why don’t you

call a policeman? I took it. Your umbrella! Why
don’t you call a cop? There stands one on the cor-

7

ner.

The policeman looked at them curiously.

16



®apaoH u xopaa

— 3TO cTyzeHT Menbckoro yHMBEpCUTETa, OHU
Mpa3ZHyIOT MobeAy Haa ¢GyTOONMBHON KOMaHAOMN
Xaptdopackoro kosutemka. IllymAT, HO BpeZa He
MPUYUHSIOT. Y HAC €CTh MHCTPYKIIUHU HE 3a/IEPXKU-
BaTh UX.

Cormu mpeKpaTwI NryMeTh. Kak jke eMy OUyTUThCSA
B TIopbMe? BeTep ObLI XOJIOAHBIM, U OH 3aCTETHYJ
CBOM TOHKHWH IU/PKAK, 3aIUINASACh OT ITPOHU3BIBAO-
IIero BeTpa.

B TabayHO JTaBKe OH YBU/EN XOPOILIO OZAETOrO
MY>K4YMHY, 3aKypuBaslIero curapy. CBou meEIKOBbIN
30HT OH IIOCTaBWJ y /iBepu Ha Bxoze. CONU BOIIE,
B35JI 30HT U Me/IJIEHHO JABUHYJICA TPOYb. YeJ0BeK To-
POIUTMBO TOCAeA0BaJ 32 HUM.

— OTO MOU 30HTHK, — CepbE3HO CKa3aJ OH.

— Heyxenu? — HaxanbHO ockanwica Conu. —
Torza nmouyemMy BB He II030BETe IToaMCMeHa? f B3An
ero. Bamr 3oHTHK! [ToueMy BBI He ITO30BETe papaoHa?

BOT OH, CTOUT Ha yIIy.

[TosricMeH ¢ JIF0OOIIBITCTBOM CMOTp€J Ha HHUX.

17
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“Of course,” said the umbrella man — “that
is — well, you know how these mistakes occur —
I — if it’s your umbrella I hope you’ll excuse me
— I picked it up this morning in a restaurant — If
you recognize it as yours, why — I hope you’ll —”

“Of course it’s mine,” said Soapy, viciously.

The umbrella man walked away. The policeman
hurried to assist a tall blonde to cross the road.

Soapy was really angry now. He threw the um-
brella away. He muttered against the men who
wear helmets and carry clubs. He wanted to go to
prison, and they regard him as a king who could
do nothing wrong.

He began to walk back to Madison Square and
home — his park bench. But on a quiet corner,
Soapy suddenly stopped. Here was an old church.
Through a purple window a soft light glowed, and
sweet music was coming from inside the church.

The moon was above, lustrous and serene; vehi-
cles and pedestrians were few — and the anthem
that the organist played cemented Soapy to the
iron fence, for Soapy remembered other, happier

18



®apaoH u xopaa

— KoneuHo, — cKasaJ Bjiazesel] 30HTHKa, — TO
€CTb, Hy, B 0011IeM, OBIBAIOT OIMUOKU. f... eciu 3TO
Balll 30HTHK, Ha/lel0Ch, Bbl M3BUHUTE MEHs: A 3a-
XBaTWI €r0 CETOfHsS YTPOM B pecTopaHe. EciM BbI
MIPU3HAJIY €T0 32 CBOM, UTO K, s HAZIeIOCh, UTO BHL...

— KoneuHO, OH MO, — 3/100HO cka3aj CoImu.

X0341H 30HTHKa yién. [TorcMeH mocnennni mo-
MOYb BBICOKOU OJIOHAMHKE TIEPEUTHU OPOTY.

Comu 6L TO-HacTOsIIIEeMY 3071. OH BBIOPOCHIT
30HT. OH YTO-TO MPOOypYas O JIO/AX B IIJIEMaX U C
ayornkamu. OH XOTeJ OTIPaBUTHCA B TIOPbMY, a
OHU CUUTAIOT €TI0 KOPOJIEM, KOTOPBII HE MOXET II0-
CTYTIUTH HETIPABUWIBHO.

OH o€ 06paTHO K MaZIICOH-CKBED, IOMOU — Ha
MMapKoBYyIO ckaMeliKy. Ho Ha ogHOM TuxoM yriy Comnu
BHE3aITHO OCTaHOBWJICS. 3/1ech ObUIa cTapasi IEPKOBb.
CkBO3b QUOIETOBbIE CTEKIA CTPYWICA MATKUM CBeT,
Y 13 I[IepKBU JJOHOCUIACH CIaIOCTHASA MY3bIKa.

Haz rosoBOM cBeTwIa JIyHa, CBepKaroIas
1 6e3MATeXHAsA; MalllMH 1 IEeNIeX0J0B ObLIO MaJio;
Y XOpaJi, KOTOPBIM UT'Pajl OpraHUCT, MpukoBaa Comu
K JKeJle3HOW orpazie, MOoCKosbKy COImU BCIIOMHIUT

19
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days. He thought of the days when he had a
mother, and friends, and beautiful things in his
life.

The music from the old church made a sudden
and wonderful change in his soul. He viewed with
swift horror the pit into which he had tumbled,
the degraded days, unworthy desires, and dead
hopes.

And then a wonderful thing happened. Soapy
decided to change his life and be a new man. He
will pull himself out of the mire; he will conquer
the evil that had taken possession of him.

A fur importer had once offered him a place as
driver. He will find him tomorrow and ask for the
position. He will be somebody in the world. He
will —

Soapy felt a hand laid on his arm. He looked
quickly around into the broad face of a police-
man.

“What are you doing here?” asked the officer.

“Nothing,” said Soapy.

20
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apyrue, bosee cyacTivBbie AHU. OH MOAYMAJ O TEX
JTHAX, KOTZ]a B €r0 JKU3HU ObLIN MaTh, APYy3bs U Kpa-
CHBBIE BEIlU.

My3bplka M3 CTapoil IIepKBU BbI3Baja BHe-
3alHYyI0 U IPeKpacHylo nepeMeHy B ero ayuie. OH
C y»KacoM yBuzen 6e3/Hy, B KOTOPYIO yIasl, yBUAE
MIO30PHBIE IHU, HEJIOCTOMHBIE JKeJIaHUA U yMepIle
HaJIeXKIbl.

1 3aTeM MpOHU3OILIO HeYTo 4UyzAecHoe. Comu
PEITWI U3MEHUTh CBOIO JKU3HBb U CTaTh JPYTUM dYe-
soBexoM. OH BBITAIIUT cebs1 13 3TOro 60J10Ta; OH II0-
6elUT 3710, KOTOPOE OBJIAZIENIO UM.

OavH TOproBell MEXOM KaK-TO IpezJiarajl eMmy
MecTo Bo3umka. OH 3aBTpa JKe HaAWAET ero u Io-
npocuT 06 3ToM MecTe. OH CTaHET KEM-TO B 3TOM
mupe. OH OyZeT...

CoIM MMOYYBCTBOBAJ, KaK YbS-TO PyKa OITyCTH-
Jlach Ha ero 1iedo. OH OBICTPO OIVIAHYJICS U YBUJE
niepez; CoO0M MUPOKOE JIUIIO IMOJTUCMEHaA.

— YTo BHI 3/IeCh ZlejlaeTe? — CITPOCKJI TIOJIMCMEH.

— Hwuuero, — ckasan Comu.
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“Then come along,” said the policeman.

“Three months on the Island,” said the Magis-
trate in the Police Court the next morning.




N
®apaoH u xopaa EX N
— Toraa noiigéM, — cKasajl IOJNCMEH.
— Tpu Mmecana Ha OcTpoBe, — MOCTAaHOBWI Ha

cieziytoliee yTpo CyAbA.
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The Cop and the Anthem

YITPAXXHEHUWA

1.Choose the right variant:

1.
2.

2.W
1.

> wn

3.W
1.
2.
3.
4.

4.W

1.
2.

Soapy like to be homeless.

Soapy does not know where to spend cold win-
ter.

Soapy faces the urgent necessity of finding some
sort of shelter for the winter.

Thinking of the local jail as a homeless shelter
is common for the people.

hat is the main character’s name?
Soapy
Mike
Con
John

hat was the young woman’s reaction?
She felt harassed.
She proved to be more than ready for action.
She called the policeman.
She was astonished.

hy did the waiter refuse to serve Soapy?

Because the restaurant was closed.
Because they didn’t accept credit cards.
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3. Because it was a self-service restaurant.
4. Because he looked at Soapy’s threadbare clothes.

5.What is Yale?
1. It is the town where Soapy came from.
2. It is the name of the old church.
3. It is widely considered to be one of the most
prestigious universities in the world.
4. It is the name of the organ company.

6.What is an anthem?
1. a type of restaurant
2. a form of church music
3. Soapy’s surname
4. a holiday

7.Choose the right variant:

1. Soapy recalls that a successful businessman had
once offered him a job.

2. Soapy recalls that a successful businessman had
twice offered him a job.

3. Soapy recalls that a successful businessman had
thrice offered him a job.

4. Soapy recalls that a successful businessman had
many times offered him a job.
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