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Journey to Taif
Sayyid Abul Hasan Ali Hasani Nadwi

/=l Learning Outcomes: ] ™

By the end of this unit, the students will be able to:

« listen to texts and critically analyse the situations/events.

» read with correct pronunciation, appropriate pitch and voice variation suitable for
fictional and nonfictional texts.

» ask and answer higher-order questions to guide/assess reading(e.g., Why is the author
saying this right now? Why did the author choose this word? How is this different from
what | read somewhere else? What would have happened if..? What would |/you do if..7

» comprehend and use contemporary idioms and proverbs in different texts and in their
speech.

» produce clear and coherent writing in which the development, organization, and style
are appropriate to the task, purpose, and audience (Topics may be chosen from the list

\_ of themes, sub-themes and text types). Vi

L& 1=

+ Why are patience and forgiveness important in response to unfair treatment?
* What do you know about the journey of Taif, and why is it considered an important event

in the life of Hazrat Muhammad (25556 0s)?

1 This Journey has a unique place not only in Islamic history but in the history of
mankind as a whole. Not before had mankind observed such magnanimity of
character on the one hand and delinquency and degeneration of a society on the other.
It highlights the spiritual strength and power of endurance of Hazrat Muhammad
e in the face of extreme suffering.

2 Hazrat Muhammad (Z#7404) undertook this journey in the year 619-620 CE,
during the 10" year of his (=%~.::) nabuwat (prophethood) i.e. about three years

before his (3 7zu) great Migration. Those were the most crucial and critical years of
his (2257s0) life because both of his (#45+.05) well-wishers, Hazrat Abu Talib, and
Hazrat Khadija-tul-Kubra (& @41°.), had left for their heavenly homes. There was no
brutality which the Quraysh of Makkah had not perpetrated on him and his (55 s 0e)
suhabah (f‘”‘" J it ). They had to face severe boycott, blockade and economic

sanctions imposed by the Quraysh. Life in Makkah became almost impossible. He

——— | ——————————
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(F==7a0e) was highly in need of spiritual peace, consolation and moral support to

HOWIE

deliver his (3%%>.0:5) message of Tawheed [Oneness of Allah (1&5345&)].

3 These were the conditions in which Hazrat Muhammad (34:%%<u:) along with
his (#%4=.5:) adopted son, Hazrat Zayd bin Haritha (=+JWall), set out on foot,
towards Taif in the burning heat of the sun.

4 He (©5%a04) reached Taif after visiting and preaching Tawheed to different
tribes residing between Makkah and Taif. He (¥+:%.:) walked on foot all the way. The

e dhadliod

tribe of Banu Thageef resided in Taif. The greenery and the cold climate of Taif, which
were rare in Arabia, had made them very proud. 'Abdyalayl, Mas'ud, and Habeeb, the

chiefs of the city, were brothers. Hazrat Muhammad (3:5%5:2) met them first and

delivered them the message of Islam. One of them said curtly, "I will shave my beard
in front of Ka'ba if you were appointed a messenger by Allah (1&345E&)." The other
blurted out, “Didn’t God find anyone better than you, who do not have even a humble
animal to ride, to take as His messenger? If He had to appoint a messenger, He should
have selected a ruler or a chief.” The third one added, "l don't want to talk to you,
because if you are a messenger of God, as you claim, it is dangerous to reject your

message. But in case you are telling a lie, it doesn’t befit me to talk to a liar.” Hazrat
Muhammad (3%:7s44) told them at the end, “Now | only want you to keep your views
to yourselves so that others are not misguided.”

5 Hazrat Muhammad (&%540:¢) then started preaching his faith to the people.
These three chiefs, then, instigated their slaves and street children to chase him. When
he (4 aue) started delivering a sermon, they pelted him with stones, causing him
severe injuries; blood trickled down to his (#7:0:) shoes and clotted there, making

P ERE

it difficult for him to take out his (44%su::) shoes for ablution (Wudu).

6 During that journey once the mischief-mongers called his (#%55:02) names,
clapped, and shouted at him so much that he (3*%:05) was forced to take refuge
inside the boundary of an orchard. That place belonged to ‘Otba and Shayba, sons of
Rabi‘a. Seeing his (4 7:.:) miserable condition, they took pity on him and sent some
grapes on a plate through their slave, Addaas. Addaas put the plate in front of Hazrat
Muhammad (555 s0). He (3455a05¢) said Bismillah [In the name of Allah (J&5345&)]
and began to eat. Addaas was surprised at the words he heard and commented:
“People here do not use these words”, whereupon Hazrat Muhammad (2%%5:0:)

inquired him about his native country and religion. Addaas replied that he was a
Christian and was originally from Naynawa. Hearing the name of the city, our beloved
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Rasool (F=:sus) eagerly asked, “Are you from the city of the pious person Hazrat
Yunus bin Matta (-1 .k)?" Addaas asked in surprise, "How do you know about Hazrat

Yunus bin Matta (s .£)?" Hazrat Muhammad (55550:¢) replied, "He (s &) is my

brother. He (¢ k) was a Rasool and | am a Rasool, too.” Hearing it, Addaas leaned

toward him in eagerness and kissed his (:~;u:2) head, hands, and feet. ‘Otba and
Shayba, who were watching them from a distance, commented: “See, it seems that we
have lost this slave.” When Addaas returned to them, they scolded him, “Stupid! What
happened to you that you started kissing that person’s hands, feet, and head?” Addaas
told them, "Masters! Today nobody is better than him on the face of the earth. He
($7%740e) told me something that only a Rasool could know.” They rebuked Addaas
and warned him not to forsake his religion which was, as they told him, better than the
new religion.”

v Once when Hazrat Muhammad (55:57s042) was preaching in Taif, he (2555w us)
received so serious injuries that he (2%5~.0:) fell unconscious. Hazrat Zayd bin Haritha

(+dPall), his (245,4:) adopted son, carried him on his back out of the city where

he (2sdwiall.) sprinkled water on his (57 e0) face till he (#55740s) regained his

(%aus) consciousness. Although not a single person accepted Islam in Taif in spite
of so much of suffering, his (2#%%22::) heart remained charged with faith in Allah’s

e EEe

(U353 &) grandeur and His (J&53 &&) love. He (F#7aus) supplicated to his

Sserane) Lord in the following words:
"0 Allah (J55:8E2)! | complain to You of the feebleness of my strength, of the

littleness of my resource, and of my indignity. You are the most Merciful of all
showing mercy. You are the protector of the oppressed and the helpless, and indeed
You are my protector too. Whom do you entrust me to? To a stern stranger? Or to
an enemy whom you have given control over my affairs? If thus Your wrath may
spare me, | mind not how | am placed, except that Your grant of well-being would
be immense to me. | seek refuge in the effulgence of Your Divine Being that dispels
all darkness and sets right everything Here and, in the Hereafter, so that | may never
incur Your wrath or earn Your displeasure. | shall plead with you till You be pleased.
And I receive only from Your power to do good and stay away from evil.”

8 His (%+=02) miserable and pathetic condition shook both heaven and earth,

=

Immortal and the mortals. Archangel Hazrat Jibreel (Gabriel) (-+.%), along with the

Angel of the Mountains (Malakal-Jibal) appeared and sought his (%%4~.1::) permission

FEEVER- Y

to allow them to crush the town by overturning the mountains on it. But Hazrat

—— 3 e
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Muhammad (5%%%:24), an embodiment of mercy and pity and a symbol of
compassion and forbearance, preferred forgiveness to vengeance and assertively
declared, "No, rather | hope that Allah (J&534&) will bring forth from their descendants
people who will worship Allah (l55343\&-) alone without associating any partners.”

9 The people of Taif, blinded by ignorance and arrogance, failed to realize that
by rejecting the message of Tawheed and persecuting him, they were turning away
from heavenly blessing and bliss; whereas, only a few years later, the people of
Madinah embraced the same opportunity and attained success in both this world and
the Hereafter by giving shelter to Hazrat Muhammad (25 aus) and his (55 6e)
suhabah (7 $5ads).

Theme

The theme of this unit is the unwavering faith, patience, and compassion of Hazrat
Muhammad (25 %5z0:) in the face of extreme hardship and rejection. It highlights his
(557s042) dedication to spread the message of Tawheed despite facing ridicule, insult, and
physn:al harm. The journey to Taif reflects the struggles that often accompany truth and
reform. Even when rejected by the chiefs and mistreated by the people, he (&35 uus)
remained steadfast and hopeful. The incident with 'Addaas shows how sincerity and truth
can touch hearts even in difficult circumstances. His (34554:¢) prayer demonstrates humility,
deep reliance on Allah (‘3155"’{33) and spiritual strength. Another important aspect is his

Jeiirans) forgiveness, as he (% us) chose not to curse the people of Taif despite their
cruelty. /

_Ebout the author

Sayyid Abul Hasan Ali Hasani Nadwi was a renowned Islamic scholar, thinker, and writer
of the 20th century. He belonged to a respected scholarly family and received his early
education at home before studying at the famous institution Darul Uloom Nadwatul Ulama.
Nadwi dedicated his life to the revival of Islamic thought and worked for the intellectual and
spiritual uplift of the Muslims worldwide. As a prolific author, he wrote many influential
books including /slam and the World and Saviours of Islamic Spirit. Sayyid Nadwi passed away
in 1999, leaving behind a lasting legacy as a reformer, educator, and global Islamic leader. )

bj _:_: Glossary: l

Words Meanings
arrogance overconfidence with disrespect toward others
befit to be suitable or appropriate for

—— 1 e
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brutality extreme cruelty or violence

eagerness strong desire or excitement to do something
effulgence great brightness; shining light

feebleness weakness; lack of strength

grandeur greatness; beauty and impressiveness

instigated provoked
magnanimity | generosity and kindness

miserable very unhappy or uncomfortable

native a person associated with a place by birth
oppressed treated cruelly or unfairly

rebuked spoke to someone angrily

resided lived in a place

scolded angrily criticized someone

serious thoughtful, important

(=/2) Reading and Critical Thinking )

A. Answer the following questions:

1. Why did Hazrat Muhammad (%:%54:) travel to Taif?

2. How did the chiefs of Taif respond to the message of Islam?

3. What did Hazrat Muhammad (#:555«p2:) ask to the chiefs at the end of his
meeting with them?

4. How did the people of Taif treat Hazrat Muhammad (3%%7:05) when he
(34 ae) preached the public?

5. Who was Addaas, and what was his response to his meeting with Hazrat
Muhammad (25 s us)?

6. What happened to Hazrat Muhammad (#%%5a0:) when he (24 :04) was
severely injured during his (£*57:) preaching?

7. What does the supplication (dua) of Hazrat Muhammad (3% ) reveal

about his (2%45uus:) character and faith?
8. Why did Hazrat Muhammad (= :0) refuse to curse the people of Taif

despite their cruel behaviour?

—— 5
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B. Choose the correct option.

1. Why did Hazrat Muhammad (<% z2:) go to Taif?
a

2

. to trade b. to visit relat:ves c. to preach d. to fight
. Who accompanied Hazrat Muhammad (£

#p22) On this journey?

. Hazrat Abu Bakr (zsd@alis®) b. Hazrat Umar (=<4l 5°.)

. Hazrat Zayd bin Haritha (=s{54d.)  d. Hazrat Ali (s00ais”)

. Which tribe lived in Taif?

. Banu Hashim  b. Banu Quraysh ¢. Banu Thageef d. Banu Aws

. What made the people of Taif proud?

. their wealth b. their cool climate c. their army d. their trade

. How did the chiefs of Taif respond to the message?

. They accepted Islam immediately. b. They listened respectfully.

. They ridiculed and rejected him (£*45.02).  d. They asked for time to think.

o8]

. What did the chiefs do after rejecting the message?

. They ignored him (3 s0s). b. They helped him (& a0s).
. They ordered people to throw stones at him (255 raps).

. They sent him (#540:) away politely.

. Who sent grapes to Hazrat Muhammad (&5 %7.02)?

. the chiefs of Taif b. a group of \}illagers

. Otba and Shayba d. Hazrat Zayd (== }oalil "))

. Who was Addaas?
a chief of Taif b. a slave who served grapes
a soldier d. a traveler

Lo O N QO 0 0 o0 N DD U b o WwnN

o

Reading Correct Pronunciation, Appropriate Pitch and Voice Variation: This skill
involves reading means reading aloud clearly and fluently with correct pronunciation,
while adjusting your pitch and using voice variation. Pitch can be high or low and voice
conveys emotion, pace, and emphasis to match the meaning, mood, and type of text.
Example: Reading a dialogue between characters in a story, you use different tones to
show how each character feels: excited, scared, or angry. e.g., in a dramatic moment:
"Stop! Don't go in there!” (Use a loud, urgent tone)

C. Why is it important to change your tone and voice when reading different
types of texts?

D. What can happen if a reader uses a flat or incorrect tone reading a story
or a report aloud?

—— e
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Vocabulary and G rammar]

Use of Idioms and Proverbs in Different Texts: The use of idioms and proverbs
in different texts refers to incorporating common expressions i.e. idioms and
proverbs to convey ideas more vividly and effectively. Idioms have meanings
different from the literal meanings of the words, while proverbs express general
truths or advice based on experience.

Examples: "Aslam decided to face the music after making a mistake.” Here "to face the
music” means to accept the consequences. A proverb like “Actions speak louder than
words” may be used to emphasize that what people do is more effective than what

they say.
E. What is the difference between an idiom and a proverb? Give one example
of each.

F. How do idioms and proverbs make a text more interesting or meaningful?

@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

Critical Analysis: To critically analyse situations or events in a text means to listen
attentively, understand the details, and evaluate the causes, consequences,
motivations, and perspectives involved. It involves not just understanding what
happened, but also why it happened and what it means in a broader context,

A. Why do you think Hazrat Muhammad (345%sss) chose to forgive the

people of Taif?

\ L
LY #

&R
A Writing Skills |

Produce clear and coherent writing means expressing ideas in a logical,
organized, and easy-to-understand way. The writing should have a clear
purpose, well-structured sentences, and smooth connections between ideas so
that the reader can follow the message without confusion.
Example:
Clear and coherent: “The school organized a tree-planting campaign. Students planted
fifty trees in the playground, and they promised to take care of them.”
Unclear and incoherent: "Trees school playground many students care planted
campaign.”

A. What makes writing clear and easy for a reader to understand?

—— | e
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The L ast bsson
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L )
Learning Outcomes: \

B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to:

D emonstate attentive listening skills in a class setting and taking turns to speak with
standard pronunciation and intonation.

Evaluate how authors use language, including fi grrative language, considering the
impact on the reader. D scuss others’ reading critically, taking account of their views.
Express informed opinions, justify the viewpoint and make recommendations and
develop an interest in avariety of texts.

Analyse how an author’s choices concerning how to structure specifi @arts of a text
( .g., the choice of where to begin or end a story, the choice to provide a comic or
tragic resolution) contribute to its overall structure and meaning as well as its
aesthetic impact.

| detify and use adjectival, prepositional, and adverbial phrases in reading and
writing tasks.

Apply editing and proofreading skills to a wide range of texts and contexts.

Apply the techniques of writing the fi rstdraft with suffi @&nt details, proofreading

and editing to suit the purpose and audience.

Pre-reading: |

e Why is the mother tongue considered a vital part of a person’s cultural identity?
e H owdoes losing one's mother tongue aff et an individual and a community’s sense of
belonging and pride?

1.

| started for school very late that morning and was in great dread of a scolding,
especially because M. H amelhad said that he would question us on participles,
and | did not know the fi rstword about them. F ora moment | thought of
running away and spending the day out of doors. It was so warm, so bright!
The birds were chirping at the edge of the woods; and in the open fi eldoack
of the saw-mill the russiansoldiers were drilling. It was all much more
tempting than the rule for participles, but | had the strength to resist, and
hurried off © school.

When | passed the town hall there was a crowd in front of the bulletin-board.
F othe last two years all our bad news had come from there — the lost battles,
the draft, the orders of the commanding officer — and | thought to myself,



without stopping:
" Whatan be the matter now? "

3. Then, as | hurried by as fast as | could go, the blacksmith, Wachter, who was
there, with his ap pentice, reading the bulletin, called after me:

" Don' tgdfast, bub; qu' Het to your school in plenty of time!

4. | thought he was making fun of me, and reached M. H amel kttle garden all
out of breath.

5. Usually, when school began, there was a great bustle, which could be heard out
in the street, the opening and closing of desks, lessons repeated in unison, very
loud, with our hands over our ears to understand better, and the teacher's great
ruler rapping on the table. But now it was all so stilll | had counted on the
commotion to get to my desk without being seen; but, of course, that day
everything had to be as quiet as Sunday morning. Through the window | saw
my classmates, already in their places, and M. (2/Z]
H amelwalking up and down with his terrible iron e
ruler under his arm. | had to open the door and unusually quiet when
go in before everybody. You can imagine how | the narrator arrived late?
blushed and how frightened | as.

6. B ut nothmg happened, M. Hamel saw me and said very kindly:
" Gdo your place quickly, little F ranzWe were beginning without you."

7. ljumped over the bench and sat down at my desk. N ottill then, when | had got
a little over my fright, did | see that our teacher had on his beautiful green coat,
his frilled shirt, and the little black silk cap, all embroidered, that he never wore
except on inspection and prize days. B edles, the whole school seemed so
strange and solemn. B utthe thing that surprised me most was to see, on the
back benches that were always empty, the village people sitting quietly like
ourselves; old H auser, with his three-cornered hat, the former mayor, the
former postmaster, and several others besides. Everybody looked sad; and
H auser tad brought an old primer, thumbed at the edges, and he held it open
on his knees with his great spectacles lying across the pages.

8. While | was wondering about it all, M. Hamel mounted his chair, and, in the
same grave and gentle tone which he had used to me, said:
" Mychildren, this is the last lesson | shall give you. The order has come from
B erlinto teach only German in the schools of Alsace and Lorraine. The new
master comes tomorrow. This is your last F renk lesson. | want you to be very
attentive."

9. What a thunder-clap these words were to me!

10. Oh, the wretches; that was what they had put up at the town-hall!

—————————————— O S————————————————————



11.

12.

13.

14.

15.

My last F renhk lesson! Why, | hardly knew how to write! | should never learn
any more! | must stop there, then! Oh, how sorry | was for not learning my
lessons, for seeking birds' eggs, or going sliding on the Saar! My books, that
had seemed such a nuisance a while ago, so heavy to carry, my grammar, and

H ame]too; the idea that he was going away, |
that | should never see him again, made me
forget all about his ruler and how cranky he
was.

oor man! It was in honor of this last lesson that he had put on his fi n&Sunday-
clothes, and now | understood why the old men of the village were sitting there
in the back of the room. It was because they were sorry, too, that they had not
gone to school more. It was their way of thanking our master for his forty years
of faithful service and of showing their respect for the country that was theirs
no more.
While | was thinking of all this, | heard my name called. It was my turn to recite.
What would | not have given to be able to say that dreadful rule for the
participle all through, very loud and clear, and without one mistake? B utl got
mixed up on the fi rst words andstood there, holding on to my desk, my heart
beating, and not daring to look up. I heard M. Hamel say to me:
" Wwon' ¢cold you, little F ranzyou must feel bad enough. See how it is! Every
day we have said to ourselves: ' B ah! velenty of time. | I'lebrn it tomorrow.’
And now you see where we' veome out. Ah, that' $he great trouble with
Alsace; she puts off learning till tomorrow. N owthose fellows out there will
have the right to say to you: ' éWw is it; you pretend to be F renbmen, and yet
you can neither speak nor write your own language? B utyou are not the worst,
poor little F ranzZWe've all a great deal to reproach ourselves with.
" dur parents were not anx iousenough to have you learn. They preferred to
put you to work on a farm or at the mills, so as to have a little more money.
And I? | ' lveen to blame also. H avel not often sent you to water my flowers
instead of learning your lessons? And when | wanted to go fi shingdid | not
just give you a holiday? "
Then, from one thing to another, M. H amelwent on to talk of the F renh
language, saying that it was the most beautiful language in the world — the
clearest, the most logical;, thawe must guard it among us and never forget it,

Why did the narrator feel sorry
during his last F reah lesson?

it is as if they had the key to their prison.
Then he opened a grammar and read us
our lesson. | was amazed to see how well

<>

What did M. Hamel say about the
importance of the F renh language?




16.

17.

18.

19.

20.
21.

| understood it. All he said seemed so easy, so easy! | think, too, that | had never
listened so carefully, and that he had never explained everything with so much
patience. It seemed almost as if the poor man wanted to give us all he knew
before going away, and to put it all into our heads at one stroke.
After the grammar, we had a lesson in writing. That day M. H amelhad new
copies for us, written in a beautiful round hand: France, Alsace, F ance, Alsace.
They looked like little fl ags a@ting everywhere in the school-room, hung from
the rod at the top of our desks. You ought to have seen how everyone set to
work, and how quiet it was! The only sound was the scratching of the pens over
the paper. Once some beetles fl ewin; but nobody paid any attention to them,
not even the littlest ones, who worked right on tracing their fi shhooks, as if
that was F renk, too. On the roof the pigeons cooed very low, and | thought to
myself:

" Wilthey make them sing in German, even the pigeons? "
Whenever | looked up from my writing, | saw M. H amelsitting motionless in
his chair and gazing fi rstat one thing, then at another, as if he wanted to fi xn
his mind just how everything looked in that little school-room. Fancy! F offorty
years he had been there in the same place, with his garden outside the window
and his class in front of him, just like that. Only the desks and benches had been
worn smooth; the walnut-trees in the garden were taller, and the hop-vine, that
he had planted himself twined about the windows to the roof. How it must have
broken his heart to leave it all, poor man; to hear his sister moving about in the
room above, packing their trunks! F drey must leave the country next day.
B uthe had the courage to hear every lesson to the very last. After the writing,
we had a lesson in history, and then the babies chanted their ba, be, bi, bo, bu.
D own thee at the back of the room old H auer had put on his spectacles and,
holding his primer in both hands, spelled the letters with them. You could see
that he, too, was crying; his voice trembled with emotion, and it was so funny
to hear him that we all wanted to laugh and cry. Ah, how well | remember it,
that last lesson!
All at once the church-clock struck twelve. Then the Angelus. At the same
moment the trumpets of the russiansreturning from drill, sounded under our
windows. M. H amelstood up, very pale, in his chair. | never saw him look so
tall.
" Myriends," sal he, " -FH--" B ut someihg choked him. H e ould not go on.
Then he turned to the blackboard, took a piece of chalk, and, bearing on with
all his might, he wrote as large as he could:

vel aF raekc "
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22. Then he stopped and leaned his head against the wall, and, without a word, he
made a gesture to us with his hand; " h$mol is dismissed--you may go."

Theme

The theme of Tehast esson by Alphonse Daudet centers on the importance of language
as a symbol of identity, culture, and national pride. The story refl ets how people often take
their language, education, and freedom for granted until they are faced with the threat of
losing them. When the French language is ordered to be replaced by German in Alsace, the
villagers and students realize the deep value of their mother tongue. M. H anel’s final lesson
becomes a moving tribute to the French language and a moment of collective regret for
neglecting it. Through F ram's eyes, we see how language binds people to their history and
heritage. The story urges us to appreciate and preserve our cultural roots before they are
taken away. J

Tbout the author

A lfhonse aulet was a F ench novelist and short story writer known for his vivid portrayals
of rural life and his deep patriotism. Born in 1840 in N mes, France, he began his career as a
schoolteacher before turning to journalism and literature. H§ works often reflect the
struggles of ordinary people and the impact of historical events on their lives. T he ast sson
is one such story that captures the pain of losing one's language and identity. Daudet wrote
with simplicity, emotion, and a strong sense of place and time. H eremains a respected fi gue
in French literature for his heartfelt storytelling and national spirit.

J
G lossay ]
Meanings
anx ious worried or nervous about something
ap pentice a person learning a trade or skill from someone experienced
blushed turned red in the face because of embarrassment or shyness
dreadful very bad, terrible, or causing fear
edge the outer or farthest point of something
embroidered | decorated with patterns sewn using thread
emotion a strong feeling like happiness, sadness, anger, or fear
ating staying or moving on the surface of water
gentle kind, soft, or not harsh
gesture a movement of the hand or body to express an idea or feeling
logical reasonable; makingense; based on facts; ratiora
motionless | still; not moving
nuisance something or someone that is annoying or causes trouble
scolding speaking angrily to someone because they did something wrong
trembled shook slightly, often from fear, cold, or weakness
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Reading and Critical Thinking

. A swer the f Bowing questions:
Why was F anz afraid of going to school that morning?
What tempted F raz to skip school and spend the day outside?
What unusual things did F ranmotice when he reached the school?
Why were the village people sitting at the back of the classroom?
What news had come from the bulletin-board near the town hall?
What did M. H amelsay about the F renh language?
H owdid F ranz feelings about school, books, and M. Hamel change during the
lesson?
8. What emotions did the people in the classroom feel during the last lesson? Give
two examples.
9. Why did M. Hamel wear his special clothes that day?
10. What was the signifi ance of the phrase " @vlLa F rance”written on the
blackboard?

B . Choose the correct op ton.
1. Who is the narrator of the story?

A
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.

a) Hamel b) F m&an c) bluser d) \Athter
2. What subject was F ram dreading to be questioned on?

a) histgr b) grammar c) particiles d) vabulary
3. F renk was being replaced with _ _ _____in schools?

a) German b) Spanish ¢) L atin d) Englh

4. What did the bulletin-board usually bring?
a) weather b) goodews c) bad new d) hadays
5. Who wore a three-cornered hat?

a) F man b) M.Hamelc) Hauser d) \kthter
6. What did the villagers come to the school for?

a) dprotest b) to sagoodbye

c) to show mspect d) tolearn &man
7. What did M. H amelwear for the last lesson?

a) uniform b) sti c) asuals d) Sundgclothes
8. Which language was being taught in Alsace and L orraine?

a) English b) Spanish «¢) F rdmc d) ruasi
9. What did M. H amelwrite on the blackboard?

a) F ranEerever b) L ongivé rance

c) ivalE rance d) Goodye F rance
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10. What time did the church-clock strike at the end?
a) eken b) twek c) one d) ten
C. Write a short paragraph ex pessing your op inon about the author s
language choices.
arative Structure Analysis: An author’ structural choices refer to how a text is
organized, including where it begins and ends, how events are sequenced, and whether
it ends on a tragic, hopeful, or comic note. These choices shape the reader sxperience,
highlight key themes, and add emotional or aesthetic impact.
xmples:
. B egiming a story in the middle of action:
. xmaple:In T he dyeys H omer begirs the story in the middle of Odysseus's
journey, which builds tension and curiosity.
ectlt captures attention quickly and reveals the backstory through
fl ashbacks, naintaining suspense.
ndig a story tragically instead of hap p yt

. xmaple: In Shakespeare’ someoand u ti¢he story ends in the death of the
hero and heroine.
. ecit highlights the theme of fate and the consequences of family confl dt.

The tragic ending leaves a lasting emotional impact.
. Circular structure:

. xmple: | n fMi®e and Menby ohrbteinbeck, the story ends in the same
setting as the beginning.

. ecEmphasizes the cycle of dreams and hopelessness, enhancing the theme
of isolation.

Read the story carefully, analyse its structure and answ er the f ollwing

q uestias:

1. H owdoes the author begin the story? Why?
2. H owdoes the ending affect your feelings about the characters?
3. What is the message emphasized by this structure?

E Vocabulary and G rammar]

Ad eddl hrase: A group of words that describes a noun or pronoun, usually
answering the question "What kind?" orWhich one?"
xmaple: T hed gwththeredc p ismp bother. " \ith the red cap "describes b ¢.

Forthel ¢ B ringhe students’ attention to how the author introduces characters, builds conflict,
Tea_"‘e" and resolves the story.
=\& e | ntroducthe setting, characters, and problem at the beginning of the story.




rep ositical Iase: A phrase that begins with a preposition and shows direction,
place, time, or relationship.

xmaple: S heat on the w ooden lenc h' on tke w oaden bench"” tells where she sat.
A dwerbial hrase: A group of words that acts like an adverb, modifying a verb,
adjective, or another adverb. It often answers how, w hen, vere, or w hy.

xmple: euan wth g eatsp eed" \ith great sp ea” tells how he ran.

Read this aragrap h

The boy with the broken bicycle stood silently by the roadside. His jacket, covered in
dust, fl appel gently in the wind. After a long day at school, he was too tired to speak.
A kind man in a blue uniform approached him with a warm smile. The boy looked at
the stranger with cautious eyes. Without saying a word, the man knelt beside the bent
wheel. H eworked with great care, adjusting the chain and fi ing the brake. The boy
watched with growing hope. | just a few minutes, the bicycle was ready again. Smiling,
the boy thanked the man and rode away into the fading light.

A . | dentif ad ectival p hase, p ep ostional p lrase, and adv ebial p hrae
f ronthe paragrap h

Qz Oral Communication Skills ]

A ctiwe listening means focusing fully on the speaker, understanding their message
without interrupting, and responding thoughtfully. | &lso involves speaking clearly in
return, using correct pronunciation and natural intonation.

xraple: During a classroom discussion, when a classmate shares an idea about a
story, others listen without interrupting, and the next speaker responds by saying, "I
agree with Sara because " using clear pronunciation and tone.

A . ow the teacher willread a short paragrap hf roma story. Students wiill
listen attentively without writing. A ter listening, the teacher will ask a
f ewomp rehensim q wstions. Then, students w illtake turns summariz rig
the story or adding their thoughts using p ropr p pnunciation and tone.

LI
N 4

:@!'
¥ Writing Skills |

ditingEditing is the process of improving the content, clarity, organization, and style
of a text. It focuses on how ideas are presented and may involve rewriting or
rearranging parts of the text.
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xmple:
Original: enj yoread b ok ©n w eelend.
ditd: enj jyoreading bok ©n the w eelend.
rodreading: roofreading is the process of checking a text for spelling, punctuation,
grammar, and formatting errors after editing is complete.
xmple:
ditd: S he thir dog w &éd in the park .
rodread: S b walked her dog n the park .
aragrap bf o ditigand roof rading:|1 ntkegence is not only about getting good
marks in school. It include how well a person solve problems, understand other peoples
feelings, and make smart decisions. Some people is good at math while other are
better at drawing or music. Their are many kinds of intelligance like logical, emotional
and creative. F oexample, a scientist who discover new medicine and a musician who
compose beautiful songs both show diffrent types of being smart. Sometimes,
students who don’'t do well in test are actualy very inteligent in other ways. Teachers
should noticed and support all kind of talents. Reading books and asking questions
help improve our thinking skill. ids should be encourag to explore new ideas without
fear of making mistakes. B eingcurious is more important then knowing all the answers.
Even adults keeps learning throughout their lifes. Intelligence grows when we use our
mind in a active and positive way.
B . F ind ad correct errors in sp elling, rgmmar, punctuation, or w ad usage.
A ter editing and p pofreading, wiite the paragrap hand compare it with
the f Howing corrected version.
Corrected aragrap h:ntelligence is not only about getting good marks in school. It
includes how well a person solves problems, understands other people’ s feelgs, and
makes smart decisions. Some people are good at math, while others are better at
drawing or music. There are many kinds of intelligence, like logical, emotional, and
creative. F orexample, a scientist who discovers new medicine and a musician who
composes beautiful songs both show different types of being smart. Sometimes,
students who don’ do well on tests are actually very intelligent in other ways. Teachers
should notice and support all kinds of talents. Reading books and asking questions
help improve our thinking skills.  id should be encouraged to explore new ideas
without fear of making mistakes. B eingcurious is more important than knowing all the
answers. Even adults keep learning throughout their lives. Intelligence grows when we
use our minds in an active and positive way.

F or the

Teacher:| ® Ask the students to read their writing slowly to catch spelling, grammar, or
=g punctuation mistakes.
\am
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3 On H is Hindness

ohn Mtbn

L
— Learning Outcomes: | \

B y the exd of this unit, the students will be able to:

e Ask and answer questions for a range of communicative purposes.

o Critique reading interpretations,taking account of others’ views on reading.

. rovide an objective summary of a range of texts.

e  Clarify the meaning of unknown and multiple-meaning words and phrases based on
grade 12 reading and content,choosing fl exibly fron a range of strategies.
e Use context (e.g., the overall meaning of a sentence, paragraph, or text; a word’s

position or function in a sentence) as a clue to the meaning of a word or phrase.

e | datify and correctly use patterns of word changes that indicate diff eent
meanings or parts of speech ( .g., analyze, analysis, analytical; advocate,
advocacy) .

e Consult general and specialized reference materials ( .g., dictionaries, glossaries,
thesauruses) poth print and digital, to fi ndthe pronunciation of a word or
determine or clarify its precise meaning, its part of speech, or its etymology.

. erify the preliminary determination of the meaning of a word or phrase (e.g., by
checking the inferred meaning in context or in a dictionary) .

e  Write and critique ( ef/ per checking) the fi ml draft after editing and proofreading.
Ensure that the topic sentence of each paragraph contains the main idea of the
essay/piece of writing and also that each paragraph develops the idea of its topic
sentence. Use the technique of hook, and lead-in sentences to develop the fl ov of
thought.

ko Apply skills and strategies for idea generation, selection, development, organizati}

and revision for a variety of writing purposes and text types.

Pre-reading: |

e H owwould you feel if you suddenly lost an important ability such as sight, and how
might it affect your goals in life?
e D oyou think a person can still serve the society even if he is unable to work actively?




m— T }X(_io})ﬁ({ S —

When | consider how my light is spent,

e half my days, in this dark world and wide,
And that one talent which is death to hide
L odgedvith me useless, though my Soul more bent
To serve therewith my Maker, and present
My true account, lest he returning chide;
"D oh God exact day-labour, light denied? "
| fonglask. B ut atience, to prevent
That murmur, soon replies, “God doth not need
Either man’s work or his own gifts; ko best
B ear higmild yoke, they serve him best. His state What does the line “They
| s kinlg. Thousands at his bidding speed el SERG Bo Gl SE !
And post o'er Land and Ocean without rest: and wait” mean?
They also serve who only stand and w ait”

‘While-reading

Why does the poet feel
worried about his “talent”
in these lines?

While-reading

Theme

The theme of “On His Blindness” by John Milton revolves around patience, faith, and

acceptance of [Allah (1&34&)] God's will. The poet expresses his inner struggle after losing
his eyesight and fears that he can no longer serve [Allah (J5:4E)] God effectively. He

worries that his talent has become useless and that he may be judged for not using it.
However, the poem shifts from doubt to reassurance through the voice of patience. It teaches

F

that [Allah (J&35E~)] God does not demand great deeds from everyone, especially from

those who are unable to act. True service lies in obedience, humility, and trust in divine. /;

_ﬂbout the author

bn Milton was a great English poet and intellectual of the seventeenth century. H ewas
born in 1608 in L ondn and received a highly educated upbringing. Milton studied at
Cambridge University, where he developed a deep interest in literature, languages, and
philosophy. He is best known for his epic poem aradise ostwhich is considered one of the
greatest works in English literature. Milton strongly believed in freedom, truth, and religious

values, which are reflected in his writings. D uringhis life, he became completely blind, yet he/
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continued to write with remarkable determination. H § poetry often deals with themes of
faith, morality, and human struggle. He remains one of the most infl uentié poets in the
history of English literature.

TR
If'i.} G lossay '
Words Meanings
chide to scold, rebuke
denied refused, not allowed
ere before (an old English word)
lodged kept, placed in a particular position
mild gentle, not harsh
murmur a soft complaint; low, unclear sound
stand to remain fi rmstay in a position, to remain patient
talent intellect
w ait to stay calm patiently

Reading and Critical Thinking )}

A . A rswer the f Bowing questions:

W N oy A

What does the poet mean by “my light is spent"?
Why does the poet feel that his “talent” is useless?
What fear does the poet express about serving God [Allah (J&538E2)]?

What question does the poet ask about [Allah (J5533+)] God's expectations?

Who answers the poet's doubt in the poem?
What is meant by "bear his mild yoke"?
How does the poem describe those who actively serve [Allah (1&5348E%)] God?

What is the meaning of the line “They also serve who only stand and wait"?
What is the central message or moral of the poem?

F or the

Teacher:| ® Guide students to read the poem slowly and attentively, focusing on the

emotions and struggles expressed by the poet.




B . Choose the correct op ton.
1. What does “my light is spent” mean?

a) lost hope b) lossight c) lostvealth d) okt friends
2. The poet worries his Talent is...

a) useful still b) ampletely lost  ¢) useks now d) overratedjift
3. " bth God exact day-labour, light denied? “ shewhe poet...

a) expresseangerb) asksadubt c) seeks aalth d) plansravel
4. " B ear hisitd yoke” means...

a) arry burden b) obey patiently ¢) wark actively d) suff er sidy
5. eopleunable to serve actively...

a) are usebs b) an serve c) mst work d) shodlcry

6. The main lesson of the poemis_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ . _ matters

a) wealth b) paénce C) courage d) strenth

7. " ke half my days” means

a) early life b) mide point ¢) nightitne d) noon hou

8. "They also serve who only stand and wait” raans...
a) aote work b) pa¢nt service c) phsical standing d) teless eff ort

Critical Interpretation means carefully examining and evaluating how a text has been
understood or explained. It involves judging whether an interpretation is accurate,
supported by evidence from the text, and logically explained, while also considering
alternative viewpoints.

xraple: A student says, “T hetory show sthat the man c aracter is sel k. Another
student critiques this observation, ” disag reeb e a sehe c aracter shares his f ood/ ih
others, w hic khow sk indess. The interpretation should be supported with evidence
from the text.”

C. Whyisitimp otanttosup p d yourinterp etation of a tex w ithev dence?

E Vocabulary and G rammar]

singContext to Clarify Meaning means understanding the meaning of unfamiliar
words or ideas by looking at the surrounding words, sentences, or situation in a text.
C ontextclues help readers make sense of difficult vocabulary without always using a
dictionary.

x amp le:
“T hdlesert was arid, w ithno rain f omanths and v ey little v g &ation.” H erethe words
“no rain” and “very little vegetation” help us understand that arid means very dry.



A What are context clues, and how do they help you understand new w ords?

Recogniz indNord atterns means identifying common spelling, sound, or structural
patterns in words, such as prefi xessuffixes, and root words, to help understand their
meanings and pronunciation. This skill helps readers decode new words more easily
and improves vocabulary.

xraple: | & student knows the pattern “un-" means “not,” they can understand that
u nhapypmeans "not happy” and u nertain means “not certain.” Similarly, recognizing
the suffix “-ful” in helpf luor ¢ arefl dhows that the word describes “full of” something.

B . What does the p refx re- mean? G iwe one ex mp le w od using it.

sing Ref eence Materials ictioraries, G Iassaries, Thesauruses) means
consulting tools that provide meanings, spellings, pronunciations, and related words
to better understand and use language accurately. These resources help readers and
writers clarify unfamiliar words, expand vocabulary, and choose appropriate
expressions.

xmaple: While reading, a student fi nds e word “f ag le.” They check a dictionary to
learn that it means “easily broken.” Look at a glossary for its use in the lesson, and use
a thesaurus to fi nd ginilar words like delicate or b eakable.

C. When you come across a new wordin a tex twhich ref emce material
w ould you use first and w hy?

Verifying  relininary Meaning uble-Checking G wess) means confi rrmg
whether your initial understanding of a word or idea in a text is correct by re-reading,
using context clues, or consulting reference materials. This helps ensure that your
interpretation is accurate and not based on misunderstanding.

xmaple: A student reads the sentence, “T heiv ec u méw assw if,” and guesses that
sw if means “fast.” To verify, the student re-reads the sentence and checks a dictionary,
confi rnrmg that sw if indeed means “moving quickly.”

. What step scan you take to verif jthe meaning of an nf amilir word in a
tex

@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

A sling and answering q uestims for a range of communicative purposes means
using questions and responses in conversations to gain information, clarify

——————————— | —————————————————————




understanding, express ideas, or continue discussions in diff erent contexts like
interviews, classroom discussions, group work, or everyday conversation.

A . Classroom Activ fy
air Work | nter iewStudents will pair up and role-play an interview. One student will
act as a reporter and the other as a young entrepreneur. The reporter will ask at least
fi vepurposeful questions e.g., about the project’s idea, challenges, goals, etc. Then
they will switch roles. Afterwards, each student will share one interesting answer they
heard with the class.

B . Why is it imp otant to ask meaningf ufjuestions during a conversation or
interv iew?

v
N ’

:@!'
. Writing Skills |

F ink rat Writing Critiq ing means producing a polished version of a piece of
writing after revising and editing it, and then carefully evaluating it to check clarity,
organization, grammar, and effectiveness. | tnvolves improving the draft based on
feedback and ensuring the writing is clear, correct, and meaningful for the reader.

xmaple: A student fi rstwrites an essay about pollution, then revises it by improving
sentences and correcting grammar mistakes. In the fi naldraft, the essay is well-
organized and clear. A classmate then critiques it by saying, “ our ideas are c leg b u t
you ¢ anmp ov e th conclu ®n by adding atong c ldng satement.”

A . Why is it imp otant to rev ie and edit bef ore witing the fi ral draft?
B . What should you look f pw hen critiquing someone s fi nal daft?



UNIT %

A The ower of igital
L eaning

=
.@5 Learning Outcomes: ] \

B y the ed of this unit, the students will be able to:
e Use complex questions for a range of audiences.
e Analyse organisational patterns in a text:
e list/ sequence of ideas/events
e comparison-contrast
e cause-effect
e problem-solution
e reasons/ ssumptions-conclusion
e D istnguish between the connotative and denotative meanings of words, both similar
and dissimilar denotations and their appropriate use in a variety of writing, and texts.
e Write multiple paragraphs, essays or stories, poems or playscripts using mechanics for
correct writing.
e D eelop and strengthen writing by planning, revising, editing, rewriting, or trying a new
approach, focusing on addressing what is most significant for a specific purpose and

\ audience.

Pre-reading: |
e H owdo you usually learn something new outside of school: through books, videos,

online courses, or social media?
e H aveyou ever used an online platform like YouTube, C airsera, or L ikedIn to learn

a skill or connect with professionals?

| rthe 21st century, education and career development are no longer confi nedto

classrooms and traditional workplaces. The rapid rise of the internet, combined with

innovative digital platforms, has reshaped the way people acquire knowledge, build

skills, and connect with professional communities. Among these innovations, MOOC s
( Mksive Open Online C ourses) Twitter, and LinkedIn stand out as transformative tools

that have expanded opportunities for learners and professionals worldwide. Together,

they represent a powerful blend of learning, sharing, and networking that is changing

the very meaning of education and career growth.

e ————————— ) —————————————————————
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MOOCslaming Without B aders
MOOC spor Massive Open Online C ourses,
are online courses designed to be
accessible to anyone with an internet
connection. Unlike traditional classroom
learning, MOOC s an reach thousands, or
even millions, of learners at once. They are
typically  off ered by universities,
educational organizations, or
independent instructors, and they cover
an enormous range of subjects: from
advanced mathematics and engineering to art, history, creative writing, and personal
development.
a. FRatres and Advantages
One of the key advantages of MOOC sis accessibility. Whether a learner lives in a
bustling city or a remote village, they can access the same quality education from
world-class universities. F orexample, platforms like C ourera, ed , and Future L earn
off er ourses from Harvard, Ml TOxford, and many others.
Another benefi tis fl exildity. Most MOOC sare self-paced, allowing learners to study
when it suits them. This is especially important for working professionals, parents, or

anyone balancing multiple responsibilities. The courses provide recorded video
W=}

lectures, readings, discussion forums, and interactive == Wh“e-readingw
Cs

quizzes, allowing students to revisit content as needed. What does the MOO
b. SMsf orthdloder World stand for?
MOOC sare particularly valuable in teaching 21° century skills such as digital literacy,
problem-solving, and critical thinking. Many courses also offer certifi ates that can be
added to r sum sor LinkedIn profi leshelping learners stand out in competitive job
markets.
c. L itations
H oweve, MOOC sare not without challenges. One major issue is the lack of personal
interaction compared to face-to-face classrooms. While forums and peer reviews off er
some level of engagement, many learners fi ndt harder to stay motivated without the
structure of a traditional class. Additionally, completion rates for MOOC scan be low,
as learners often drop out before finishing.
D espite these challenges, the impact of MOOC son global education has been
profound, off eringaff or@ble or even free learning opportunities to millions.

. whiter: TéMicro- niversity of | ake
Twitter is often seen as a platform for quick updates and public conversations, but it
can also serve as a micro-university of ideas. With its character limit ( oginally 140,




now 280 characters) Twitter encourages concise communication, making it a place
where experts, thought leaders, and learners share ideas in digestible pieces.

a. udational otential

Students and professionals can follow academics, scientists, entrepreneurs, and
organizations to receive the latest updates in their fi efls. F orinstance, a computer
science student can follow Al researchers, while a journalism student might follow

or Hktory create communities

where people share resources,

discuss ideas, and collaborate.

b. &l-Timel arning

One of Twitter's greatest strengths is real-time learning. B re&ing news, scientifi c

discoveries, and live discussions are instantly accessible. This immediacy allows learners

to stay updated and participate in global conversations as they unfold.

c. Buildya rdessional Voice

F ostudents, Twitter can also be a platform to share their own insights, participate in

discussions, and showcase expertise. H oweve, professionalism is essential. What

people post becomes part of their public identity; therefore, critical thinking and

respectful communication are essential.

d. Rkisand L initations

While Twitter off es valuable resources, it can also be overwhelming. The fast fl owof

information can lead to misinformation, and the open nature of the platform

sometimes invites unproductive arguments. Users must learn to fi Ite reliable sources

from unreliable ones, developing strong digital literacy skills.
L édin: Té rof edonal etwak

| Fwitter is a micro-university, L inkedi is the global career

fair and networking event rolled into one. L ikedl ris a

professional networking platform where individuals

showcase their skills, experiences, and achievements. | t

connects job seekers with employers, and professionals with

peers in their industry.

a. B uildg a rof edonal rofile

A well-structured L ikedl nprofié serves as an online

r sum Students can list their education, volunteer work, internships, certifi ations

including MOOC certificates, and skills. Unlike a traditional r sum a,L inkdIn profi le

is dynamic: it can include posts, articles, and recommendations from others.

b. atorking Op p dunities

L ikedl n enablessers to connect with industry leaders, join professional groups, and

participate in discussions. F ora student preparing for higher education or an early

==| While-reading
H owcan students and professionals use Twitter

to stay updated and engage with their fields?




career, this can be invaluable. F orexample, connecting with alumni from a target
university can provide guidance on admissions, scholarships, and course choices.

C. @ind Internship ®arch

L ikedl ns also a powerful job search engine. Many companies post opportunities
directly on the platform, and some allow users to apply with just a few clicks. H aving
an active, updated profi le imreases v iwbility to recruiters.

d. L eang on Linkedin

L ikedl ns not just about networking, it also offers LinkedIn L earmig, a library of
professional development courses covering everything from leadership skills to
coding. These courses often provide certifi ates that can be displayed on profi les,
signaling competence to potential employers.

. div These latf ormiWork Together
The combination of MOOC s,Twitter, and LinkedIn creates a powerful ecosystem for
lifelong learning and professional growth.

* MOOCs provide the knowledge and skills.

e Tw itter off ers ral-time insights and community engagement.

e L inkdIn showcases achievements and connects learners to career opportunities.
F orexample, a student could take a MOOC in data science, share insights from the
course on Twitter to engage with the data science community, and then list the
certifi ation on LinkedIn to attract recruiters. This integration turns passive learning
into an active career-building strategy.

it itracy and Resp onsiblity
While these platforms off er immense
opportunities, they also demand digital
literacy and responsible use. Students must
learn to evaluate sources, protect personal
information, and balance online engagement
with o line life. Overuse of any platform can
lead to distraction, while underuse may mean
missed opportunities.
Tip sf oftudents:
1. Set clear goals for each platform;
learning, networking, or sharing.
2. Allocate specifi dimes for online activities to avoid distraction.
3. erify information before sharing or acting on it.
4. Maintain a professional and respectful tone at all times.
Furd of dation and et aking
The future points toward even greater integration of learning and networking. irtal
reality classrooms, Al-powered career guidance, and personalized course
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recommendations will likely become common. The boundaries between formal
education, informal learning, and professional networking will continue to blur.

MOOC swill become more interactive, Twitter may integrate deeper educational tools,
and LinkedIn could serve as a central hub for showcasing all aspects of one’ karning
journey. | nthis evolving landscape, ) While-reading |

adap ability will be the most valuable | “\yhat future developments in learning and
skill of all. networking are predicted in the passage?

Lonclusion
MOOC s, Twitter, and L ikedl rre more than just online tools, they are gateways to
opportunities. They enable anyone, anywhere, to learn from world-class educators,
engage with global communities, and connect with industry leaders. F orthe students
standing at the threshold of adulthood, these platforms off era head start in building
both knowledge and professional networks. The key is not just to use them, but to use
them wisely and with purpose, curiosity, and integrity. | the digital age, the classroom
is the world, and the world is only a click away.

———

Theme
femsesses R

The theme of this unit is the transformative role of digital platforms: MOOC s, Twitter, and
L inkdl ,in modern education and career development. | éxplores how MOOCs make high-
quality learning accessible to anyone, anywhere, breaking down geographical and fi nacial
barriers. Twitter is highlighted as a space for real-time learning, exchange of ideas, and
professional engagement. L inkdl nis presented as a global networking hub where
individuals can showcase skills, connect with industry leaders, and fi ndopportunities. The
essay emphasizes that when used together, these platforms create a powerful ecosystem for
lifelong learning and career growth. | &lso addresses the importance of digital literacy and
responsible online behaviour. /

G lossaly ]

Meanings

acq uie to gain or get something, especially knowledge or skills
adap ability | the ability to change and adjust to new situations easily
collaborate | to work together with others to achieve a goal

concise giving a lot of information clearly and in a few words
curiosity the strong desire to know or learn something

p
Forthe| ® Guide students to explore how MOOCs, Twitter, and L ikedl monnect learners with

Teacher: global knowledge and professional networks.
E\& e Encourage critical thinking about the benefi § and challenges of using these
L platforms for education and career growth.

——————— | —————————————————————




dynamic constantly changing, active, and full of energy

integration | combining diff erentparts into a whole so they work well together
interactive allowing two-way communication or active participation
motivated having a strong reason or desire to do something

o line not connected to the internet or a network

reliable able to be trusted or depended on

remote far away

traditional following old customs and beliefs

v isibity the state of being seen or noticed easily

Reading and Critical Thinking ]

A . A swer the f Bow ing questions:

1. What does the term MOOCs stand for, and what is its main purpose?

2. Name two major platforms that provide MOOC sand the universities they
partner with.

3. L istwo key advantages of MOOC s mentimed in the essay.

4. What is one major limitation of MOOC s tfat can aff et learners’ success?

5. H owdoes Twitter act as a “ micreuniversity of ideas"?

6. Give two examples of how students can use Twitter for educational purposes.

7. What is the main purpose of L ikedl n for sidents and professionals?

8. B esids networking, what learning opportunity does L ikedl provide?

9. According to the essay, how can MOOC s,Twitter, and LinkedIn work together
to benefi t a stdent’s career growth?

10. L istwo tips given in the essay for students to use these platforms responsibly.

B . Choose the correct op ton.

1. What does MOOCs stand for?

a) massivepen online courses b) massivepen

c) may online d) modermpen

2. Which platform offers courses from H anard and MIT?

a) Witter space b) C oursekd c) ibkedln obs d) F utuhNeetwok
3. Which is a key advantage of MOOC s?

a) limed access b) fl i&ke schedule ¢) fed timing d) restcted entry
4. Which is a major challenge of MOOC s?
a) low-cost b) lgh quality c¢) lowompletion d) ide access

5. H owis Twitter described in the essay?
a) mio university b) didgal library c) onie college d) viual school



6. What feature makes Twitter useful for learning?

a) @d ads b) realite c) longosts d) pvate groups
7. What does L ikedl n pmarily focus on?

a) sociajaming b) profesonal networking

¢) msic sharing d) deo streaming

8. What is L ikedl ndarning known for?
a) entertaimentnews b) skillevelopment

c) pdiical debate d) sportspdate

9. H owcan MOOQOC s, Witter, and LinkedIn work together?

a) learn sre b) posphotos c) plagames d) sell
products

10. Which skill is essential for using these platforms eff etively?
a) digal literacy b) manual nting c) phyical strength d) aoking skills

A nalyzngg organisational patterns in a text means identifying how the author has
arranged ideas, events, or arguments to communicate meaning eff etively.
Recognising these patterns helps readers follow the logic of the text, make inferences,
and evaluate arguments more critically. C omnon patterns include:

L it Seq wence of | das or ‘ents - information is presented step-by-step or in
chronological order.

Comparison Contrast — similarities and diff erencesare discussed.

Cause ect - reasons for something and its results are explained.
roblemSolution — an issue is presented along with one or more ways to solve.

Reasons A samptions Conclusion — arguments are given to support a fi nal
judgment or decision.

xmples:

. i85 e@ence A news article describing the steps in a government's
vaccination plan.

e 0 parison ontrast An essay comparing traditional classrooms with online
learning environments.

. aue ect Areportexplaining how climate change leads to rising sea levels.

. p le oltion A blog post outlining urban traffic problems and
suggesting public transport improvements.

e easons onclusion A persuasive speech arguing that renewable energy is
essential, supported by facts and ending with a clear recommendation.

C. Howcan recognising an author serganisational pattern help you better
understand and remember the main ideas of a tex



EN

: Vocabulary and G rammarl

emtative meaning: The literal, dictionary de nition of a word—its exact meaning
without any emotional or cultural associations.
Connotative meaning: The emotional, ¢ u ltal ror associativ emeaning that a word
carries in addition to its literal meaning. These can be positive, negative, or neutral
depending on the context.

xmples:

Word emtative Meaning Connotative Meaning
L itad) A exiative)
snake | alegless, scaly reptile danger, betrayal, sneakiness

home | a place where one lives | comfort, family, warmth, belonging

cheap | low in cost poor quality, stinginess

slim having little body fat attractive, healthy ( posie connotation)

skinny | having very little body | underweight, unhealthy (negative connotation)

xmaple: T hep otic an’s sp eec wasf liof ey p romisesp u his history show eda
slip prg record.
fiery: enotation—burning or blazing; Connotation—passionate, intense.
slip p et enotation—difficult to hold; Connotation—untrustworthy.
Rep dcement: "passionate” for fi ery unrelialel" for slippery.

A .F oreach of the highlighted w ods in the f ollw ing paragrap h tow eing,
musty, thin, p iecing, crooked, caref yl stingy, modest, dusty, fragile,
nervous, measured, w am, mystery) :

e Write the denotative meaning of the word.
e Write the connotative meaning of the word.
e Suggest another word with the same denotative meaning but a different tone.

aragrap hf or A ctiy: i
The old mansion stood at the end of the street, its tow ering walls casting long
shadows in the fading light. Inside, the air was musty, carrying the weight of forgotten
years. The owner, a thin man with a p ercing gaze, welcomed guests with a crooked
smile. Some called him a caref ukollector of antiques; others whispered he was a
stingy hoarder. H ismodest living room was filled with dusty treasures from all over
the world. On the mantel lay a f agile clock that ticked with a faint, almost nervous
sound. H espoke with measured words, as if each syllable cost him dearly. Aw armfi re



crackled in the hearth, off eringcomfort despite the chill outside. Yet, an unshakable
sense of mystery hung in the air. Guests often left feeling they had stepped into a
place where time both welcomed and trapped them.

Qz Oral Communication Skills ]

sing complex q wstions in oral communication means asking questions that go
beyond simple “yes” or "no” answers, often requiring explanation, analysis, or multiple
perspectives. These questions can be tailored to suit diff erentaudiences such as peers,
professionals, or community members, to gather deeper insights or encourage
thoughtful discussion.

xmaples:
. ompeers "H owdo you think digital learning will change the way we prepare
for future jobs, and why?”
. oprofessionals "What strategies have you found most effective in engaging

diverse audiences during presentations, and how could these be adapted for
online platforms?”

. orco unity e B "In what ways has social media infl uencedthe way
people in our neighbourhood share and receive important information?”

A . iv idéhe class into small group sA ssgn each group a di erent audience
type e. gclassmates, techers, p foesionals, grents. adroup will:

1. C reatethree complex questions for their assigned audience on a topic of your
choice e.g. digital learning, environmental awareness, entrepreneurship.

2. Role-play an interview with their audience, asking the questions and noting the
responses.

3. Share their fi ndigs with the class, explaining how the audience type infl uened
the wording and complexity of their questions.

v
N 4

(R
. Writing Skills |

Writing w ith correct mechanics means following the established rules of written
English to ensure clarity, accuracy, and professionalism in communication. This
includes:

. unctiation ( perids, commas, quotation marks, etc.)
Cap itliz sion ( begining of sentences, proper nouns, titles, etc.)
Sp ellhg ( corrdcand consistent word forms)
e G ramnar ( satence structure, verb tense, subject-verb agreement, etc.)

———————————— | —————————————————————




o F ormiting ( pagraphing, indentation, dialogue layout in playscripts, stanza
breaks in poetry, etc.)
When writing multiple-paragraph pieces such as essays, short stories, poems, or
playscripts, correct mechanics ensure that the reader can understand the ideas without
distraction from errors.

A . Why is using correct mechanics imp otant in multip leparagrap hwriting?
B . G iwe twoex amp lesf how incorrect mechanics can change the meaning
of aentence.

ewlop ng and strengthening wiiting means improving your work step by step.

This involves:

1 lanning - deciding what to write, why to write it, and who will read it.

2. Rev ising- improving ideas, structure, and clarity.

3. diting- correcting grammar, spelling, and punctuation.

4. Rew riting — changing or restructuring parts to make them better.

5. Trying a new ap poach — experimenting with a different tone, style, or format

if the original isn't eff etive.

The main goal is to make sure your writing communicates the most important ideas
clearly to your intended audience and fi tshe specific purpose.

xmple:
| 'mage you are writing a speech for a school assembly about reducing p &stic w aste
. lannng: D edde that your purpose is to persuade students to stop using

single-use plastic bottles, and your audience is your classmates.
o F istdraft: Writgour speech with statistics, stories, and tips.
e Rev isingRealize your speech sounds too technical, so you add a personal story
about how plastic aff eted your local park.
. diting C ortegrammatical errors and improve awkward sentences.
e Rewritihg: Ghge the conclusion to a call-to-action challenge:
"B ringa reusable bottle for one week—Ilet's start today!”
e Trying a new ap poach: Add a short poem in the begining to grab attention.

C. Which stage—p &nning, rev iing, editing, rewriting or trying a new
ap poach—help edyou imp roe your w riting the most? Why?



UNIT %

3 The G iv ip Tree

E
.@5 Learning Outcomes: ]

B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to:

e Speak confi @ntly and fluently in a wide range of contexts, for example, ( anfl it
resolution, panel discussion, role-play, dialogue etc.) to fulfi | diff eent purposes
( »gosition, argumentation etc.) .

e Read and use inference and deduction to recognise implicit meaning ( .g. look for
supporting details within a text/ pagraph) using prior knowledge and contextual cues
eff etively.

e L inlnew facts, terms, and concepts with prior knowledge. Choose words and phrases for
eff et.

e D emonstate understanding of fi gurativelanguage, word relationships, and nuances in
word meanings.

e | ntpret fi gurs of speech ( .g., euphemism, oxymoron) in context and analyze their
role in the text.
e Analyze nuances in the meaning of words with similar denotations.

e Write narratives to develop real or imagined experiences or events using effective
techniques, well-chosen details, and well-structured event sequences.

e Engage and orient the reader by setting out a problem, situation, or observation and
its significance, establishing one or multiple point( s)f view, and introducing a
narrator and/ ocharacters; create a smooth progression of experiences or events.

e Use narrative techniques, such as dialogue, pacing, description, refl ection,and
multiple plot lines, to develop experiences, events, and/ or charcters.

e Use a variety of techniques to sequence events so that they build on one another to
create a coherent whole and build toward a particular tone and outcome ( e.ga sense
of mystery, suspense, growth, or resolution) .

e Use precise words and phrases, telling details, and sensory language to convey a vivid
picture of the experiences, events,setting, and/or characters.

e rovide a conclusion that follows from and reflects on what is experienced, observed,
or resolved over the course of the narrative.

e roduce clear and coherent writing in which the development, organization, and style
are appropriate to the task, purpose, and audience.

Shel Silverstein

Pre-reading: |

e What do you think a true friend should do for someone he loves?
e H ave you ever eceived help or kindness from someone? Hw did it make you feel?

————————— ) ————————————————————




Once there was a tree... and she loved a little boy. And every day the boy would come
and he would gather her leaves and make them into crowns and play king of the forest.
H ewould climb up her trunk and swing from her
branches and eat apples. And they would play
hide-and-go-seek. And when he was tired, he
would sleep in her shade.

And the boy loved the tree... very much. And the
tree was happy.

B uttime went by. And the boy grew older. And
the tree was often alone. Then one day the boy
came to the tree and the tree said, * C om& g,
come and climb up my trunk and swing from my
branches and eat apples and play in my shade
and be happy."

" &m too big to climb and play,” said the boy. " |
want to buy things and have fun. | want some
money? "

"'l reorry," said the tree, " buthave no money. | have only leaves and apples. Take my
apples, Boy, and sell them in the city. Then you will have money and you will be happy."
And so, the boy climbed up the tree and gathered her apples and carried them away.
And the tree was happy.

B ut theboy stayed away for a long time... and the tree was sad.

And then one day the boy came back and the tree shook with joy and she said, " C ome,
B oyclimb up my trunk and swing from my branches and be happy."

" bm too busy to climb trees," said the boy." Want a house to keep me warm" he
said. " Iant a wife and | want children, and so | need a house. C anyou give me a
house? "

" | have no house," said the tree. " Théorest is my house, but you may cut off my
branches and build a house. Then you will be happy."

And so, the boy cut off her branches and carried them away to build his house. And
the tree was happy.

B utthe boy stayed away for a long time. And when he came back, the tree was so
happy she could hardly speak. " @me, B ¢," shavhsp eed, " ame and play."

" &m too old and sad to play," said the boy. " Want a boat that will take me far away
from here. Can you give me a boat? "

" C wtown my trunk and make a boat," said the tree. " Theryou can sail away... and be
happy.”

And so, the boy cut down her trunk and made a boat and sailed away. And the tree
was happy... but not really.




And after a long time, the boy came back again.

" bm sorry, B @," said the tree," but | have nothing left to give you - My apples are
gone."

" Myeeth are too weak for apples,” said the boy.

Myoranches are gone," said the tree." &u cannot swing on them - "

&m too old to swing on branches,” saidhe boy.

Myrunk is gone, " aid the tree. " &u cannot climb - "

&m too tired to climb,” said the boy.

bm sorry," sighed the tree. " Wish that | could give you something.... but | have
nothing left. | am just an old stump. | am sorry...."

" Hon't need very much now," said the boy." usa q uet place to sit and rest. | am
very tired."

" Wll," said the tree, straightening herself up as much as she could, " wélan old stump
is good for sitting and resting. C ome, B yg sit down. Sit down and rest."

And the boy did.

And the tree was happy.
pEEEES————
Theme

The theme of “The Giving Tree” by Shel Silverstein centers on unconditional love and selfless
sacrifi e. The tree represents a fi gue who gives everything without expecting anything in
return. Throughout the story, the boy takes from the tree at different stages of his life,
showing human desires and changing priorities. The tree’s happiness in giving highlights the
idea that true love often involves sacrifi e. At the same time, the story also suggests the
imbalance that can exist in relationships where one side only takes. | teflects how people
may overlook or take for granted those who care for them deeply. Overall, the story teaches
the importance of love, generosity, and appreciating those who give selflessly. Y,

Tbout the author

Shel Silverstein was an American writer, poet, and illustrator known for his unique and
imaginative style. He was born in 1930 in Chicago, USA, and became famous for writing
children’s literature. H is works are loved for their simplicity, humor, and deep moral
meanings. Besides writing, he was also a cartoonist, songwriter, and musician. Some of his
well-known books include T he ivng T reeand here the S dew dk  ndsH iswriting often
combines playful language with serious themes, making it appealing to both children and
adults. J

G lossaly ]

Meanings
calm, silent, not noisy
to travel on water in a boat

e ——————————— > ————————————————————




shade a cool, dark area protected from the sun

shook moved quickly back and forth

sighed breathed out slowly, often showing tiredness or sadness
stump the remaining part of a tree after it has been cut down
trunk the main, thick stem of a tree

warm having a comfortable, slightly hot temperature

w hisp ered | spoke very softly or quietly

Reading and Critical Thinking

A . A swer the f Bow ingquestions:

_\w
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Who are the main characters in the story?

H owdid the boy fi st play with the tree?

Why was the tree happy when the boy took her apples, branches and trunk?
What did the boy want when he grew older?

H owdid the boy use the tree’ s applegranches, and trunk?

H owdid the tree feel when the boy stayed away for a long time?

What lesson does the story teach us about love and giving?

H owdoes the boy’ s neds change as he grows older?

What does the stump symbolize at the end of the story?

. Why is the story considered a tale of selfless friendship?

. Choose the correct op ton.

Who is happy in the story?

a) théoy b) théree c) both d) ather
What does the boy fi st play with?

a) apples b) leaves ) stump d) boat
Why does the boy take the tree's branches?

a) dsell b) to build house «¢) toeat d) to play
What does the tree become in the end?

a) appléree b) stum c¢) brarwes d) boat

What lesson does the story teach?
a) honegt b) friendslp love c¢) hardvork d) adventee

| nfremce and educfon in Reading: | nfremce is the process of drawing
conclusions or making educated guesses about information that is not explicitly stated
in a text. | involves using prior knowledge, contextual cues, and supporting details to
understand implied meanings. eduction is a related process where readers use



logical reasoning to arrive at a specific conclusion based on the evidence provided in
the text and their background knowledge.
| mimpler terms, inference is like reading between the lines to fi gureout what the
author is suggesting, while deduction involves piecing together clues to reach a logical
conclusion.

xmple:
Tex tSarah walked into the kitchen, her shoes leaving muddy footprints on the fl oo.
She glanced at the clock and sighed, realizing she was late for dinner again.
I nfremce: Sarah has been outside, possibly in the rain or a muddy area, since her
shoes are muddy. Her sigh suggests she might be frustrated or tired, possibly because
being late is a recurring issue.

eduction: B asedon the muddy footprints and her being late, we can deduce that
Sarah might have been caught up in an outdoor activity ( e.gwalking, working, or
playing) Hat caused the delay.
Read the f How ing €x taref ujk
The old house on the hill was dark, its windows boarded up. Every evening, a single
light fl ikered in the attic, but no one ever saw anyone enter or leave the house. The
neighbours whispered about strange noises at night.

C. Writedown infrences about w hat might be hap p ring in the house.

ENG
E Vocabulary and G rammar]

emastrate nderstanding of F iguative L aguage, Word Relationship s and

wances in Word Meanings: It involves recognizing and interpreting non-literal uses
of language, such as metaphors, similes, and idioms, as well as exploring how words
connect through synonyms, antonyms, or homonyms. It also requires grasping subtle
diff erenes ( nuares) in connotations, the emotional or cultural associations of words
that share similar literal meanings. This skill enhances reading comprehension, writing
precision, and critical analysis by revealing how authors use language to convey deeper
ideas, emotions, or tones beyond surface-level definitions.

xmaple: F iguratie language often appears in poetry or prose to create vivid imagery
or emphasize themes. For instance, in William Shakespeare's omeo and u liet{ Acl ,
Scene | Rameo exclaims: " (brawling love! O loving hate! O anything, of nothing fi rst
create! O heavy lightness, serious vanity..." Hre, phrases like " dving hate" and " heay
lightness" are oxymorons, fi guresof speech combining contradictory terms to
highlight the emotional turmoil of love and confl it In context, these oxymorons
underscore Romeo' Bner paradox, making his passion feel intense and chaotic, which
drives the play' s tragitone.

————— | ————————————————————



A .H owdoes the simile " I¢r smile w aslike sunshine after rain.” use fi guntive

language to convey emotion? What w ard relationship sdoes it rely on, and
how does itdi er f romliteral descrip tion?

Qz Oral Communication Skills ]

Sp aking confi cently and uently means expressing ideas clearly, without
hesitation, and with the right tone and body language, in order to suit the situation
and purpose. | s the ability to speak in diff erat contexts like a debate, role-play,
dialogue, or discussion while keeping the audience engaged and understanding the
goal of communication i.e. informing, persuading, resolving conflict, etc.

A. iv idéhe class into small group sof . ach group wiillp ickone context:
conflict resolution, panel discussion, role-play ,or d alog ue Students wiill
p epare a p resenétion or role-p dy to show confi dent and ent
sp eaking A sk them to use clear voice, eye contact, and suitable
ex pessions. A ter each group, p ees will give short f eedbackon
confidence, uencyand clarity.

LI
A ’
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. Writing Skills |

armative Writing: It involves crafting stories based on real or imagined experiences
or events. It focuses on using eff etive storytelling techniques, carefully selected
details, and a logical sequence of events to engage readers and convey meaning.
N arrativescan be personal stories, fi ctonal tales, or creative retellings, and they often
aim to entertain, inform, or evoke emotions. Writing narratives means creating a story
that unfolds real or imagined events in a structured way, incorporating techniques like
character development, plot progression, and descriptive language to make the story
compelling and cohesive.

A .What real-life ex prience could you turn into a narrative, and how w ould
you structure its ev ats to build excitement?

( e Guide the students to see the story as a lesson in selfl as love, sacrifice, and the

F or the importance of appreciating those who give without expecting anything.
Teacher:| ® H elpthe students speak clearly, use simple words, and express their ideas with
E\& confi dece without fear of making mistakes.

e Guide the students that narrative writing tells a story by describing events,
L characters, and feelings in a clear and engaging way.




UNIT %

6 The F un hey H ad

I%}
.@:l Learning Outcomes: ]
B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: \

e Speak confidently and fluently in a wide range of contexts, for example, ( anfl it
resolution, panel discussion, role-play, dialogue etc.) to fulfi iff eent purposes.

e Comment on implied meaning, e.g. writer's viewpoint, relationships between characters.

e Explain whether predictions about the content of a text are acceptable or should be
modified and why.

e Cite strong and thorough textual evidence to support analysis of what the text says
explicitly as well as give inferences drawn from text.

e Acquire and use appropriate words and phrases for reading, writing, speaking, and
listening; independently gather vocabulary when considering a word or phrase important
for comprehension or expression.

e Write informative/ exfanatory texts to examine and convey complex ideas, concepts, and
information clearly and accurately throughthe effective selection, organization, and
analysis of content.

e | ntroduxa topic, organize complex ideas, concepts, and information so that each
new element builds on that which precedes it to create a unified whole; include
formatting (e.g., headings) graphics ( .g., fi gues, tables), and multimedia when useful
toaid comprehension.

e D &elop the topic thoroughly by selecting the most significant and relevant facts,
extended definitions, concrete details,quotations, or other information and examples
appropriate to the audience’ knowledge of the topic.

e Use appropriate and varied transitions and syntax to link the major sections of the
text, create cohesion, and clarify the relationships among complex ideas and concepts.

e Use precise language, domain-specifi cvocabulary, and techniques such as metaphor,
simile, and analogy to manage the complexity of the topic.

e Establish and maintain a formal style and objective tone while attending to the norms
and conventions of the discipline in which they are writing.

e rovide a concluding statement or section that follows from and supports the
information or explanation presented.

| &ac A sinobv

Pre-reading: |
e Howdo you think studying with a mechanical teacher and digital screens would be
diff eent from learning in a traditional school with human teachers and classmates?

Margie even wrote about it that night in her diary. On the page headed May 17, 2155,
she wrote, “Today Tommy found a real book!” It was a very old book. Margie's



grandfather once said that when he was a little boy his grandfather told him that there
was a time when all stories were p rintedon paper.

They turned the pages, which were yellow and crinkly, and it was awfully funny to read
words that stood still instead of moving the way they were supposed to on a screen,
you know. And then, when they turned back to the page before, it had the same words
on it that it had had when they read it the fi st time.

"Gee,” said Tommy, “what a w aste. When you're through with the book, you just throw
it away, | guess. Our television screen must have had a million books on it and it's good
for plenty more. | wuldn’t throw it away.”

“Same with mine,” said Margie. She was eleven and hadn't seen as many telebooks as
Tommy had. He was thirteen. She said, "Where did you fi nd it

“I my house.” H epointed without looking, (2|5} While-reading |
because he was busy reading. "In the attic.”
"What's it about?”

“School.”

Margie was scornful. “School? What's there to write about school? | hate school.”

Margie always hated school, but now she hated it more than ever. The mechanical

teacher had been giving her test after test in geography and she had been doing worse

and worse until her mother had shaken her head sorrowfully and sent for the C ounty
| nspeor.

H ewas a round little man with a red face and a whole box of tools with dials and wires.

H esmiled at her and gave her an apple, then took the teacher apart. Margie had hoped

he wouldn’t know how to put it together again, but he knew how all right and, after an

hour or so, there it was again, large and black and ugly with a big screen on which all

the lessons were shown and the questions were asked.

That wasn't so bad. The part she hated most was the slot where she had to put

homework and test papers. She always had to write them out in a punch code they

made her learn when she was six years old, and the mechanical teacher calculated the

mark in no time.

The inspector had smiled after he was fi nishedand patted her head. H esaid to her

mother, “It's not the little girl's fault, Mrs. ones. | think the geography sector was

geared a little too quick. Those things happen sometimes. I've slowed it up to an

average ten-year level. Actually, the over-all pattern of her progress is quite

satisfactory.” And he patted Margie’'s head again.

Margie was disappointed. She had been hoping they would take the teacher away

altogether. They had once taken Tommy'’s teacher away for nearly a month because

the history sector had blanked out completely.

So, she said to Tommy, “Why would anyone write about school?”

Tommy looked at her with very superior eyes. "Because it's not our kind of school,

Why did Tommy think printed books
were a “waste,” ?




stupid. This is the old kind of school that they had hundreds and hundreds of years
ago.” H eadded loftily, pronouncing the word carefully, “C eturies ago.”

Margie was hurt. “Well, | don't know what kind of school they had all that time ago.”
She read the book over his shoulder for a while, then said, “Anyway, they had a
teacher.”

“Sure, they had a teacher, but it wasn't a regular teacher. It was a man.”

“A man? Ildw could a man be a teacher?”

“Well, he just told them things and gave them homework While-reading

and asked them questions.” Why did Margie think
“A man isn't smart enough!” that a human teacher
“Sure, he is. My father knows as much as my teacher.” was not smart enough?

“H ecan’t. A man can't know as much as a teacher.”
"H eknows almost as much | betcha.”

Margie wasn't prepared to dispute that. She said, “Well, | wouldn't want a strange man
in my house to teach me.”

Tommy screamed with laughter, “You don't know much, Margie. The teachers didn’t
live in the house. They had a special building and all the kids went there.”

“And all the kids learned the same thing?”

“Sure, if they were the same age.”

"B ut my motler says a teacher has to be adjusted to fi t themind of each boy and girl
it teaches and that each kid has to be taught differently.”

" usthe same, they didn’t do it that way then. | you don't like it, you don’t have to
read the book.”

"I didn't say | didn't like it,” Margie said quickly. She wanted to read about those funny
schools. They weren't even half fi ihed when Margie’s mother called, "Margie!
School!” Margie looked up. “N otyet, mamma.”

"N ow; said Mrs. ones'And it's probably time for Tommy, too.”

Margie said to Tommy, “C an Iread the book some more with you after school?”
“Maybe,” he said, nonchalantly. He walked away whistling, the dusty old book tucked
beneath his arm.

Margie went into the schoolroom. It was right next to her bedroom, and the mechanical
teacher was on and waiting for her. | was always on at the same time every day except
on Saturday and Sunday, because her mother said little girls learned better if they
learned at regular hours. The screen was lit up, and it said: “Today's arithmetic lesson
is on the addition of proper fractions. lease insert yesterday’'s homework in the
proper slot.”

Margie did so with a sigh. She was thinking about the old schools they had when her
grandfather’'s grandfather was a little boy. All the kids from the whole neighborhood
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came, laughing and shouting in the schoolyard, sitting together in the schoolroom,
going home together at the end of the day. They learned the same things so they could
help one another on the homework and talk about it.

And the teachers were people. The mechanical teacher was fl aking on the screen:
“When we add the f actions 1/ &and 1/ 4..”" Margie was thinking about how the kids

must have loved it in the old days. She was thinking about the fun they had.

e s

Theme
=== SASEs

| tighlights the contrast between modern, technology-driven education and traditional
human-centered learning. The story shows how excessive dependence on machines can
make learning lonely, mechanical, and less enjoyable. Through Margie's experiences, it
suggests that personalized digital teaching may lack the warmth, interaction, and emotional
connection of real classrooms. The idea of old schools reflects the importance of social
learning, where students learn together, share ideas, and support one another. | flso
emphasizes that human teachers provide understanding and encouragement that machines
cannot fully replace. Overall, the story reminds us that progress in technology should not
take away the joy and human element of education. j

Tbout the author

| saadsimov was a famous American writer known for his works in science fi ctionand
popular science. He was born in 1920 and showed great interest in reading and writing from
an early age. Asimov wrote hundreds of books and is especially known for his stories about
robots and futuristic worlds. H iswriting often explores the relationship between humans and
technology, making complex ideas easy to understand. H e remains one of the most

infl uaetial science fiction authors of all time. )
G lossaly ]
Meanings
the space or room just below the roof of a house
betcha informal way of saying "l bet you" ( used tshow certainty)
f rations numbers that represent parts of a whole like 1/2, 3/ 4
insert to put something into something else
loftily in a proud or superior manner
nonchalantly | in a calm and unconcerned way, without showing much interest
p rinted produced or written on paper using ink
sector a part or section of something
shaken past form of “shake,” meaning moved suddenly or disturbed
ugly unpleasant to look at
w aste something used carelessly or without value




Reading and Critical Thinking )

A rswer the f Bow ing questions:

What did Margie write in her diary on May 17, 21557?

Where did Tommy fi nd he real book?

Why did Margie and Tommy fi ncthe book strange and funny?

What was the book about, and how did Margie react to it?

Why did Margie dislike her mechanical teacher?

What did the C ouny | nspaor do to Margie’ teacher?

H owwere old schools different from Margie’ s $wol?

What did Margie imagine about the children and schools of the past?

. Choose the correct op ton.

What did Tommy fi nd

a) a robt b) a real bok C) acompute d) adiary
Where was the book found?

a) imhe classroom b) imhe basement

c) inhe attic d) nithe library

What was the book about?

a) dence b) spax ¢) school d) mddnes
Who repaired Margie’ mechanical teacher?

a) herfattr b) dmmy ¢) theaunty inspector d) her mther
What did Margie dislike most about her school?

a) the subjects b) théeacher’ soice

c) théomework slot d) thelassroom

g Vocabulary and G rammar]

sing ap pop rate wads and p hases means selecting the correct and suitable
vocabulary according to the situation so that ideas in reading, writing, speaking, and
listening are clear, meaningful, and eff etive.

x amp lmstead of saying “the teac ér w asstrang € the story uses the phrase
“mechanical teacher”, which clearly explains that the teacher is a machine, not a human.

A.

H owdo the words and p hrasesused in The F unThey H ad help you
understand the di e@ence between Margie s school and p esent-day
schools? G ive examp és f ronthe tex t.



@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

Sp aking confi cently and uently means expressing ideas clearly, smoothly, and
without unnecessary pauses, while maintaining proper tone, pronunciation, and eye
contact. It shows that the speaker understands the topic and can communicate
eff etively.

xraple: A student confi datly says: “M amgie disliked her mec haic tteac érb e ase
it g @e her too many dsts and w asnot as f iendly as human teac érs.”

A . Sp ak a few sentences about whether you would pref e a mechanical
teacher or a human teacher, unig clear and uent sentences.

LI
N 4

:@!'
N Writing Skills |

Writing inf ormative ep landory tex tsneans presenting facts, ideas, or information
clearly to explain a topic. | focuses on giving details, descriptions, and examples so
that the reader can easily understand the subject.

xmaple: Mag é's sc hobw asdifferent from today’s sc hob. S hetudied at homew th
a mec hdac ateac ér that w asadj tes to her level. T helessons w eredisp lay edn a
sc reenand she had to p &her homew orkinto a slot. U nlilke m odern sc hols, she did not
have c dssmates to stu dyand p dy w th.

A . Write a short paragrap hof to sentences exp lainhg how Margie s
school is di eent from schools of today. se clear and inf ormative

language.
~
( ¢ H elpthe students choose the right words that clearly match their idea so others
F or the can easily understand them.
Teacher: e H elp the students speak clearly and smoothly without too many pauses,
= showing that they understand what they are saying.
e H elpthe students write in a clear way to explain facts or ideas so the reader can
L easily learn and understand the topic. )




UNIT %

7') B ecausel could ottbp
f or eath

m§ icknson

I?
.@:l Learning Outcomes: ]
B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: \
y/ class

e Apply dramatic techniques with confi @nce in two/ thee act play, or assembl
presentation, preferably on SD Gs.

e erform a drama showing diff eent roles and scenarios through deliberate choice of
dialogues, speech, gestures and movements preferably on SD Gs

e Distnguish cause from effect, fact from opinion ( .g. by noting outcomes, personal
comments, beliefs and biases) ,and generalized statements from evidence-based
information with specifi ¢ réerence to informational texts.

e Apply skimming and scanning strategies for relevant information and main points in texts
to identify the writer’s purpose, and intended audience. | nfethe theme/main idea of the
text, distinguishing between fact and opinion where necessary.

e D emonstate knowledge and application of parts of speech in oral and written
communication in varying degrees of complexity.

e Write arguments to support claims in an analysis of substantive topics or texts, using valid
reasoning and relevant and suffident evidence.

e | ntrodwprecise, knowledgeable claim( )sestablish the significance of the claim(s),
distinguish the claim( s)from alternate or opposing claims, and create an
organization that logically sequences claim( s) , coentlaims and evidence.

e D eelop claim( )sand counterclaims fairly and thoroughly, supplying the most
relevant evidence for each while pointing out the strengths and limitations of both
in a manner that anticipates the audience’s knowledge level, concerns, values, and
possible biases.

e Use words, phrases, and clauses as well as varied syntax to link the major sections
of the text, create cohesion, and clarify the relationships between claim(s) and
reasons, between reasons and evidence, and between claim(s) andounterclaims.
Establish and maintain a formal style and objective tone while attending to the
norms and conventions of the discipline in which they are writing.

[ ]
o rovide a concluding statement or section that follows from and supports the
argument presented.

Pre-reading: |

e What images or ideas come to your mind when you think about D eath and
immortality?




[ e

B eause | auld not stop for D éth —
H ekindly stopped for me —

The C arriage hetl but just Ourselves —
And I mmcality.

We slowly drove — H eknew no haste
And | dd put away

My labor and my leisure too,

F or H i€ ivity —

While-reading l

what does this poem tell
us about the poet's
attitude toward Death?

While-reading l

H owdoes the description
of the cold and delicate
clothing reflect the
speaker's experience of
the journey with Death?

We passed the School, where C hidren strove
At Recess —in the Rmg —

We passed the F elds of Gazing Grain —

We passed the Setting Sun —

Or rather — H epassed Us —

The Dews drew q uivering and C hil -
F or only Gssamer, my Gown —

My Tippet — only Tulle -

We paused before a House that seemed
A Swelling of the Ground -

The Roof was scarcely visible —

The Cornice - in the Ground -

While-reading l )

Why does the speaker say
that centuries feel shorter
than a day, and what does
this reveal about her
perception of eternity?

Since then —' ti€ entures — and yet
F eels sbrter than the D &

| Stisurmised the Horses' é&hds
Were toward tenity —

F or the

Teach e H elpstudents understand that the poem uses a carriage ride as a metaphor for
eacher:

- the speaker’'s journey from life to death and into eternity, presenting death as a
J_:‘\& calm and natural transition rather than something frightening.
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Theme
a—— s ——

The poem “ ec a6 cou ld d S dp for eath” by Emily D ickirson explores the theme of
death as a calm and inevitable part of life. | presents D @th not as something frightening,
but as a kind and polite companion who gently leads the speaker toward eternity. The
journey in the carriage symbolizes the passage from life to death, highlighting diff eent
stages of human life. Through peaceful and reflective imagery, the poem suggests that death
is a natural transition rather than an end. | dlso conveys the idea that time loses its meaning
after death, as centuries feel shorter than a single day. Overall, the poem emphasizes
acceptance of mortality and the continuity of existence beyond physical life. j

A bout the p @tess

Emily D ckinson ( 180-1886) was an American poetess, widely regarded as one of the most
original voices in English literature. She was born in Amherst, Massachusetts, and spent most
of her life in seclusion, rarely leaving her family home. Despite her reclusive lifestyle,
D ickinsonproduced nearly 1,800 poems, though only a handful were published during her
lifetime. Her poetry is known for its unconventional style, with short lines, slant rhymes, and
unusual punctuation, particularly her frequent use of dashes. She explored themes such as
death, immortality, nature, love, faith, and the search for meaning. H & unique voice was not
fully appreciated until after her death, when her poems were collected and published. Today,
Emily D ikinson is celebrated as one of the greatest poets of the 19th century and a pioneer
of modern American poetry. /

G lossay ]
Meanings

cornice the top edge or decorative border of a building or structure
eternity endless time; fé that has no end
haste great speed or hurry
immortality | the state of living forever, nevedying
leisure free time when one is not working
q uiering shaking or trembling slightly
scarcely hardly; alost not
strove tried very hard
surmised guessed or understood something without full proof




Reading and Critical Thinking |

A . A swer the f Bow ing questions:

1. Who kindly stops for the speaker in the poem?

2. What does the carriage symbolize in the poem?

3. H owdoes the speaker describe the pace of the journey with D aéth?

4. Which places do they pass on their journey, and what might each represent?
5. H owis the school described, and what could it symbolize about life?

6. What imagery does D ikinson use to describe the fi s of grain?

7. H owis the setting sun described, and what could it signify in the poem?

8. What does the “ Huse that seemed a Swelling of the Ground” repesent?

9. H owdoes the speaker describe her clothing, and what effect does it create?
10. H owdoes the poem convey the idea of time passing differently after death?

B . Choose the correct op ton.
1. Who accompanies the speaker in the carriage besides D eath?

a) akdld b) afriend «¢) immortaly d) ateacher
2. What does the “setting sun” most likely symbolize?

a) mornig b) Ipth c) the endf life d) happiess
3. What kind of journey is described in the poem?

a) ajgful trip b) a journeto school

c) ajourneyrbm life to death d) agurney through a city
4. H owis D eathportrayed in the poem?

a) frighteningnd cruel b) kind angbolite

¢) angrgnd loud d) weak and dipless
5. What does the "house” in the ground represent?

a) agace b) a dwol C) agrave d) agarden

E Vocabulary and G rammar]

arts of sp eeh are categories of words based on their function in a sentence. They
help us understand how words are used to form meaningful sentences. There are eight
main parts of speech: noun, pronoun, verb, adjective, adverb, preposition, conjunction,
and interjection.

xmple:
Sentence: T hehap pc Hd u ig kah to the park.



e The — Article ( deternnier)

e happy — Adjective ( desdpes the noun)
e child-=Noun ( name oferson/ thing)
e quickly — Adverb ( desibes the verb)

e ran- erb( aabin)

e to- reposion (shows relationship)

e the park — Noun phrase

@ Oral Communication Skills ||

ramdic techniques are methods used by writers and playwrights to make a play or
performance more interesting, engaging, and eff etive. These techniques help convey
emotions, build tension, and communicate ideas to the audience.

xmaple: | B play, a character speaks aloud before the audience about their thoughts

and feelings: this is called a soliloquy. It helps the audience understand the character's
inner emotions.

A .l dentif the dramatic technique used in the f ollwing situation:
c arcters aesitspri atet ow tsaloud ibkelone on stage

v
\ ’
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. Writing Skills |

Writing Arguments with Valid Reasoning and v idee: Writing arguments with
valid reasoning and evidence means presenting a clear opinion or claim and
supporting it with logical thinking and reliable facts, examples, or data. This helps make
the argument strong, convincing, and trustworthy.

xmple:
Claim: School uniforms should be compulsory.
Reasoning: Uniforms reduce distractions and promote equality among students.

v idee: F oexample, many schools report fewer cases of bullying related to clothing
when uniforms are required.

A . Write a short argument of to sentences on the top ic:
Students should have homew ork ewery day.



"g’ The ewted F iend

Oscar Wilde
=
.@5 Learning Outcomes: |

B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: \

e Engage effectively in a range of collaborative discussions( on®n-one, in groups, and
teacher-led) with diverse partners on grade-level topics, texts, and issues.

e Examine how an author develops and contrasts the points of view of different characters
or narrators in a text.

o Critique the plot development with respect to diff erentaspects of the story.

e Apply knowledge of parts of speech, tenses, sentence structure and other features of
grammar and vocabulary to understand how language functions in different contexts and
make effective choices for meaning or style while reading, listening and writing.

e Write a descriptive composition ( givingphysical description and characteristics/ #its of
a person/ ofect/place moving from general to specific) using correct punctuation and
spelling, by using the process approach — brainstorming, mind mapping, and writing a
fi rsdraft.

e Write formal letters and emails to people in extended academic ( prfessional)
environments for various purposes.

Pre-reading: |
e What qualities do you think make a true and devoted friend?
e H ave youever seen someone take advantage of another person’s kindness?

One morning the old Water-rat put his head out of his hole. H ehad bright beady eyes
and stiff grey whiskers, and his tail was like a long bit of black india-rubber. The little
ducks were swimming about in the pond, looking just like a lot of yellow canaries, and
their mother, who was pure white with real red legs, was trying to teach them how to
stand on their heads in the water.

“You will never be in the best society unless you can stand on your heads,” she kept
saying to them; and every now and then she showed them how it was done. B utthe
little ducks paid no attention to her. They were so young that they did not know what
an advantage it is to be in society at all.

“What disobedient children!” cried the old Water-rat; “they really deserv eto be
drowned.”

"N othing of the kind,” answered the Duck, “everyone must make a beginning, and
parents cannot be too patient.”

“Ah!' | know nothing about the feelings of parents,” said the Water-rat; “I am not a
family man. | fact, | have never been married, and | never intend to be. Love is all very



well in its way, but friendship is much higher. Indeed, | know of nothing in the world
that is either nobler or rarer than a devoted friendship.”

' Andvhat, pray, is your idea of the duties of a devoted friend? asked a Green Linnet,
who was sitting in a willow-tree hard by, and had overheard the conversation.

' ¢, that is just what | want to know,' said the D uk, and she swam away to the end of
the pond, and stood upon her head, in order to give her children a good example.

' What silly question! ¢ried the Water-rat. ' dhould expect my devoted friend to be
devoted to me, of course.’ 1)
' Anavhat would you do in return?' said the little bird,
swinging upon a silver spray, and fl appinghis tiny
wings.

" don' tnderstand you," answered the Water-rat.

" L mie tell you a story on the subject,’ sd the Linnet.
' slthe story about me? asked the Water-rat. If so, | will listen to it, for | am extremely
fond of fi tion.'

"tis applicable to you," answered the Linnet; and he fl endown, and alighting upon the
bank, he told the story of The D evotd F iend.

' @ce upon atime,' saithe Linnet,' therwas an honest little fellow named H ans.'

' A he very distinguished? asked the Water-rat.

" No,' answetkdLl innet' don' think he was distinguished at all, except for his kind
heart, and his funny round good-humoured face. He lived in a tiny cottage all by
himself, and every day he worked in his garden. | mll the countryside there was no
garden so lovely as his. Sweet-william grew there, and Gilly-flowers, and Shepherds'
purses, and Fair-maids of F rane. There were damask Roses, and yellow Roses, lilac
C rocuses,and gold, purple olets and white. Columbine and L dysmock, Marjoram
and Wild B asilthe Cowslip and the F lowr-de-luce, the Daffodil and the C love ik
bloomed or blossomed in their proper order as the months went by, one flower taking
another fl owers place, so that there were always beautiful things to look at, and
pleasant odours to smell.

' ltletH anshad a great many friends, but the most devoted friend of all was big Hugh,
the Miller. Indeed, so devoted was the rich Miller to little H ans,that he  kBhs would
never go by his garden without leaning over the wall and plucking a large nosegay, or
a handful of sweet herbs, or fi Ihg his pockets with plums and cherries if it was the fruit
season.

" 8al friends should have everything in common," the Miller used to say, and little H ans
nodded and smiled, and felt very proud of having a friend with such noble ideas.
Sometimes, indeed, the neighbours thought it strange that the rich Miller never gave
little Hans anything in return, though he had a hundred sacks of fl ourstored away in
his mill, and six milk cows, and a large stock of woolly sheep; but &hs never troubled

——————————— | ———————————————————

While-reading

What question does the
Green L innet ak the
Water-rat about the duties
of a devoted friend?




his head about these things, and nothing gave him greater pleasure than to listen to
all the wonderful things the Miller used to say about the unselfi shnes of true
friendship.

So little Hans worked away in his garden. D urhg the spring, the summer, and the
autumn he was very happy, but when the winter came, and he had no fruit or flowers
to bring to the market, he suffered a good deal from cold and hunger, and often had
to go to bed without any supper but a few dried pears or some hard nuts.  the winter,
also, he was extremely lonely, as the Miller never came to see him then.

" Thee is no good in my going to see little H ansas long as the snow lasts," the Miller
used to say to his wife, " dr when people are in trouble they should be left alone, and
not be bothered by visitors. That at least is my idea about friendship, and | am sure |
am right. So, | shall wait till the spring comes, and then | shall pay him a visit, and he
will be able to give me a large basket of primroses, and that will make him so happy."
" Ou are certainly very thoughtful about others,” answered the Wife, as she sat in her
comfortable armchair by the big pinewood fi re;"very thoughtful indeed. | i quite a
treat to hear you talk about friendship. | am sure the clergyman himself could not say
such beautiful things as you do, though he does live in a three-storied house, and
wears a gold ring on his little fi ngr."

" B wabuld we not ask little H ansup here? %aid the Miller' goungest son. " flpoor H ars
isin trouble, | i give him half my porridge, and show him my white rabbits."

" What silly boy you are! tried the Miller; " Feally don' know what is the use of
sending you to school. You seem not to learn anything. Why, if little H ars came up
here, and saw our warm fire, and our good supper, he might get env iousand envy is
a most terrible thing, and would spoil anybody' sature. | certainly will not allow Hans'
nature to be spoiled. | am his best friend, and | will always watch over him, and see that
he is not led into any temptations. B esidesjf Hans came here, he might ask me to let
him have some fl ouron credit, and that | could not do. F louris one thing, and
friendship is another, and they should not be confused. Why, the words are spelt
diff erenty, and mean quite diff erentthings. Everybody can see that."

" H owvell you talk! Said the Miller' Wife, pouring herself out a large glass of warm
soup; " redllfeel quite drowsy. It is just like being in church."

" L otf people act well," answered the Miller; "but very few people talk well, which
shows that talking is much the more diffiault thing of the two, and much the fi netthing
also; dnd he looked sternly across the table at his little son, who felt so ashamed of
himself that he hung his head down, and grew quite scarlet, and began to cry into his
tea. However, he was so young that you must excuse him.’

| shat the end of the story? asked the Water-rat.

C ertainy not,' answered the L inet, that is the beginning.

———————————— ) —————————————————————



Then you are quite behind the age,' said the Water-rat. ' Evgrgood story-teller
nowadays starts with the end, and then goes on to the beginning, and concludes with
the middle. That is the new method. | heard all about it the other day from a critic who
was walking round the pond with a young man. He spoke of the matter at great length,
and | am sure he must have been right, for he had blue spectacles and a bald head,
and whenever the young man made any remark, he always answered " ooh! B utpray
go on with your story. | like the Miller immensely. | have all kinds of beautiful
sentiments myself, so there is a great sympathy between us.

" |, said the L inet, hopping now on one leg and now on the other, as soon as the
winter was over, and the primroses began to open their pale yellow stars, the Miller
said to his wife that he would go down and see little H ans.

" Whywhat a good heart you have! ¢ried his wife; " gu are always thinking of others.
And mind you take the big basket with you for the fl owers."

'So, the Miller tied the sails of the windmill together 25|
with a strong iron chain, and went down the hill

with the basket on his arm.

" Good mormig, little H ans," said the Miller.

" Goodmorning," said Hans, leaning on his spade,
and smiling from ear to ear.

" Andhow have you been all the winter? %aid the Miller. " M|, really,” cried H ans,” its
very good of you to ask, very good indeed. | am afraid | had rather a hard time of it,
but now the spring has come, and | am quite happy, and all my fl owersare doing well."
" W often talked of you during the winter, H ans,"said the Miller, " and wodered how
you were getting on."

" That ws kind of you," a&id Hans; ‘was half afraid you had forgotten me."

" H and,am surprised at you," said the Miller; " rfendship never forgets. That is the
wonderful thing about it, but | am afraid you don't understand the poetry of life. H av
lovely your primroses are looking, by-the-by! "

" Theyare certainly very lovely," said H ans," andt is a most lucky thing for me that |
have so many. | am going to bring them into the market and sell them to the
B urgomaste' daughter, and buy back my wheelbarrow with the money."

" B uyack your wheelbarrow? You don't mean to say you have sold it? What a very
stupid thing to do! "

" W, the factis,” sal Hans, " hat | was obliged to. You see the winter was a very bad
time for me, and | really had no money at all to buy bread with. So, | fi rstold the silver
buttons off my Sunday coat, and then | sold my silver chain, and then | sold my big
pipe, and at last | sold my wheelbarrow. But | am going to buy them all back again

now.

e ————————————  —————————————————————

While-reading

What did the Miller decide to do
when the winter was over and
the primroses began to bloom?




" H ansgaid the Miller, * Will give you my wheelbarrow. | is not in very good repair;

indeed, one side is gone, and there is something wrong with the wheel-spokes; buti
spite of that | will give it to you. | know it is very generous of me, and a great many

people would think me extremely foolish for parting with it, but | am not like the rest

of the world. | think that generosity is the essence of friendship, and, besides, | have

got a new wheelbarrow for myself. Yes, you may set your mind at ease, | will give you

my wheelbarrow."

" W, really, that is generous of you," said little H ans, and his funny round face glowed

all over with pleasure. " tan easily put it in repair, as | have a plank of wood in the

house."

" Mlank of wood" said the Miller; " Wy, that is just what | want for the roof of my barn.

There is a very large hole in it, and the corn will all get damp if | don't stop it up. H ow
lucky you mentioned it! It is quite remarkable how one good action always breeds

another. | have given you my wheelbarrow, and now you are going to give me your

plank. Of course, the wheelbarrow is worth far more than the plank, but true friendship

never notices things like that. ry get it at once, and | will set to work at my barn this

very day."

" C ertainl' ced little H ans, andhe ran into the shed and dragged the plank out.

" tlis not a very big plank," said the Miller, looking at it, " and am af aid that after |

have mended my barn-roof there won' Ibe any left for you to mend the wheelbarrow

with; but, of course, that is not my fault. And now, as | have given you my wheelbarrow,

| am sure you would like to give me some fl owersin return. H ereis the basket, and

mind you fi llit quite full."

" Qta full? %aid little Hans, rather sorrowfully, for it was really a very big basket, and

he knew that if he filed it he would have no fl avers left for the market, and he was

very anxious to get his silver buttons back.

" W, really," answered the Miller, " a3 have given you my wheelbarrow, | don' think
that it is much to ask you for a few fl owersl may be wrong, but | should have thought

that friendship, true friendship, was quite free from selfi shness of ag kind."

" Myear friend, my best friend," cried little H ans," youwre welcome to all the fl owers
in my garden. | would much sooner have your good op inionthan my silver buttons,

any day; dnd he ran and plucked all his pretty primroses, and fi llel the Miller' basket.

" " Godwye, little Hans," said the Miller, as he went up the hill with the plank on his

shoulder, and the big basket in his hand.

" Gooebye," said little Hans, and he began to dig away quite merrily, he was so pleased

about the wheelbarrow.

' Theext day he was nailing up some honeysuckle against the porch, when he heard

the Miller' soice calling to him from the road. So he jumped off the ladder, and ran

down the garden, and looked over the wall.



' Therwas the Miller with a large sack of fl our orhis back.

' D edittle H ans,"said the Miller, " woulgou mind carrying this sack of fl ar for me to
market? "

" Oh) am so sorry," said H ans,” butam really very busy to-day. | have got all my
creepers to nail up, and all my fl owers towater, and all my grass to roll."

" W, really," said the Miller, " think that, considering that | am going to give you my
wheelbarrow, it is rather unfriendly of you to refuse.”

" Ohdon't say that," cried little Hans, " Wouldn' be unfriendly for the whole world; "
and he ran in for his cap, and trudged off vith the big sack on his shoulders.

| was a very hot day, and the road was terribly dusty, and before Hans had reached
the sixth milestone, he was so tired that he had to sit down and rest. H owe\er, he went
on bravely, and at last he reached the market. After he had waited there some time, he
sold the sack of fl ourfor a very good price, and then he returned home at once, for he
was afraid that if he stopped too late, he might meet some robbers on the way.

" tlhas certainly been a hard day," said little Hans to himself as he was going to bed,
" but am glad | did not refuse the Miller, for he is my best friend, and, besides, he is
going to give me his wheelbarrow."

Early the next morning the Miller came down to get the money for his sack of fl our,
but little Hans was so tired that he was still in bed.

" Upomy word," said the Miller, " youware very lazy. Really, considering that | am going
to give you my wheelbarrow, | think you might work harder. | @hess is a great sin, and
| certainly don' like any of my friends to be idle or sluggish. You must not mind my
speaking quite plainly to you. Of course, | should not dream of doing so if | were not
your friend. B utwhat is the good of friendship if one cannot say exactly what one
means? Anybody can say charming things and try to please and to  ater, but a true
friend always says unpleasant things, and does not mind giving pain. | nd=d, if he is a
really true friend, he prefers it, for he knows that then he is doing good."

" &m very sorry," said little Hans, rubbing his eyes and pulling off hisnight-cap, " but
was so tired that | thought | would lie in bed for a little time, and listen to the birds
singing. D oyou know that | alays work better after hearing the birds sing? "

"Well, I am glad of that," said the Miller, clapping little H anson the back, " fot want
you to come up to the mill as soon as you are dressed, and mend my barn-roof for
me."

' oor little Hans was very anx iousto go and work in his garden, for his fl owrs had not
been watered for two days, but he did not like to refuse the Miller, as he was such a
good friend to him.

" D gou think it would be unfriendly of me if | said | was busy? ‘he inquired in a shy
and timid voice.

———————————— 5 —————————————————————



" W, really," answeredhe Miller, "I do not think it is much to ask of you, considering
that | am going to give you my wheelbarrow; but of course if you refuse | will go and
do it myself."
" Ohbn no account,” cried little Hans; and he jumped out of bed, and dressed himself,
and went up to the barn.
' H e woell there all day long, till sunset, and at sunset the Miller came to see how he
was getting on.
" H avgou mended the hole in the roof yet, little H ans? ¢ried the Miller in a cheery
voice.
" tlis quite mended," answeredittle Hans, coming down the ladder.
" Ah!sdid the Miller, " thee is no work so delightful as the work one does for others."
" tlis certainly a great privilege to hear you talk," answered little Hans, sitting down and
wiping his forehead, " aery great p riv ibge. But | am afraid | shall never have such
beautiful ideas as you have."
" Ohthey will come to you," said the Miller, " buyou must take more pains. At present
you have only the practice of friendship; somday you will have the theory also."
" D gou really think I shall? " askedtle H ans.
" have no doubt of it," mswered the Miller; " butw that you have mended the roof,
you had better go home and rest, for | want you to drive my sheep to the mountain
tomorrow."

oor little Hans was afraid to say anything to this, and early the next morning the Miller
brought his sheep round to the cottage, and H ansstarted off with them to the
mountain. | took him the whole day to get there and back; and when he returned he
was so tired that he went off to sleep in his chair, and did not wake up till it was broad
daylight.
" What delightful time | shall have in my garden,” he said, and he went to work at
once.
B ut somelow he was never able to look after his flowers at all, for his friend the Miller
was always coming round and sending him off on long errands, or getting him to help
at the mill. Little H answas very much distressed at times, as he was afraid his fl owers
would think he had forgotten them, but he consoled himself by the refl etion that the
Miller was his best friend. " B e®d" he used to say, " heis going to give me his
wheelbarrow, and that is an act of pure generosity."
So little H answorked away for the Miller, and the Miller said all kinds of beautiful things
about friendship, which H anstook down in a note-book, and used to read over at
night, for he was a very good scholar.
N owit happened that one evening little H answas sitting by his fi resie when a loud
rap came at the door. | was a very wild night, and the wind was blowing and roaring



round the house so terribly that at fi rsthe thought it was merely the storm. B uta
second rap came, and then a third, louder than either of the others.

" tlis some poor traveller," saidittle H ans to himself, andhe ran to the door.

There stood the Miller with a lantern in one hand and a big stick in the other.

" D edittle Hans," cried the Miller, " &m in great trouble. My little boy has fallen off a
ladder and hurt himself, and | angoing for the Doctor. But he lives so far away, and it
is such a bad night, that it has just occurred to me that it would be much better if you
went instead of me. You know | am going to give you my wheelbarrow, and so it is only
fair that you should do something for me in return.”

" C ertapl cried little H ans," take it quite as a compliment your coming to me, and |
will start off at once. But you must lend me your lantern, as the night is so dark that |
am afraid | might fall into the ditch."

" &m very sorry," answered the Miller, " buit is my new lantern, and it would be a great
loss to me if anything happened to it."

" Wl, never mind, | will do without it," cried little H ans,and he took down his great fur
coat, and his warm scarlet cap, and tied a mu er round his throat, and started off.
What a dreadful storm it was! He night was so black that little H ans could hardly see,
and the wind was so strong that he could scarcely stand. H owever, he was very
courageous, and after he had been walking about three hours, he arrived at the
D octor' o©hse, and knocked at the door.

" Who isttere? "cried the Doctor, putting his head out of his bedroom window.

" Ltlg H ans, D octor."

" What dgou want, little H ans? "

TheMiller' son has fallen from a ladder, and has hurt himself, and the Miller wants
you to come at once."

" Allight! $aid the D odor; and he ordered his horse, and his big boots, and his lantern,
and came downstairs, and rode off in the direction of the Miller' bouse, little H ans
trudging behind him.

B utthe storm grew worse and worse, and the rain fell in torrents, and little Hans could
not see where he was going, or keep up with the horse. At last, he lost his way, and
wandered off on the moor, which was a very dangerous place, as it was full of deep
holes, and there poor little H answas drowned. H isbody was found the next day by
some goatherds, fl ating in a great pool of water, and was brought back by them to
the cottage. ' Evwgbody went to little H ans' fsineral, as he was so popular, and the
Miller was the chief mourner.

" Ad was his best friend," said the Miller, " tiis only fair that | should have the best
place; so he walked at the head of the procession in a long black cloak, and every now
and then he wiped his eyes with a big pocket-handkerchief.

" Ltlg H ansis certainly a great loss to every one," said the B laksmith, when the funeral
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was over, and they were all seated comfortably in the inn, drinking soup and eating
sweet cakes.

' Agreat loss to me at any rate," answered the Miller; " Wy, | had as good as given him
my wheelbarrow, and now | realldon' t know hat to do with it. | tis verynuch in my
way at home, and it is in such bad repair that | auld not get anything for it if I sold it.
| whikertainly take care not to give away anything again. One always suff es for being
generous."

Well?' saidhe Water-rat, after a long pause.' Vll, that is the end,’ said the L inet.

B utwhat became of the Miller? asked the Water-rat.' B | really don't know,' replied
the Linnet, ' anddm sure that | don' dare.'

| i quite evident then that you have no sympathy in your nature,' saiche Water-rat.

| am afraid you don' tuite see the moral of the
story," rearked the Linnet.

The what?' seamed the Water-rat. What does the L rinet say the

The moral.' Water-rat fails to understand

D oyou mean to say that the story has a moral? ' at the end of the conversation?
“C ertainy,” said the Linnet.

“Well, really,” said the Water-rat, in a very angry manner, | think you should have told
me that before you began. If you had done so, | certainly would not have listened to
you; in fact, | should have said " ooh," like the critic. However, | can say it now; so he
shouted out “ ooh” at the top of his voice, gave a w hisk with his tail, and went back
into his hole.

And how do you like the Water-rat? asked the D uck,who came paddling up some
minutes afterwards. He has a great many good points, but for my own part | have a
mother's feelings, and | can never look at a confi rned bachelor without the tears
coming into my eyes.

| am rather afraid that | have annoyed him," answered the L innetThe fact is, that | told
him a story with a moral.

“Ah! that is always a very dangerous thing to do,” said the D uck.

And | wjte agree with her.

While-reading

Theme

The theme of T k& evoted riend by Oscar Wilde is the difference between true and false
friendship. The story shows how selfi shpeople often use kind-hearted individuals for their
own benefi while pretending to be loyal friends. Through the character of the Miller, Wilde
criticizes those who talk about generosity and friendship but never practice it. Little H ars
represents innocence and kindness, but his blind trust leads to his suffering and tragic end.
Overall, the story teaches that true friendship requires honesty, sacrifice, and mutual care,
not just empty words. )




Tbout the author

Oscar Wilde was a famous Irish writer, poet, and playwright known for his wit, humour, and
sharp criticism of society. H ewas born in 1854 in D wlin, | tend, and became one of the
most popular literary fi gues of his time. Wilde is best known for his plays, fairy tales, and
short stories that often carry deep moral lessons beneath their entertaining style. His writing
is marked by clever dialogue, imaginative storytelling, and a focus on human nature and
hypocrisy. Some of his well-known works include T he ap p inc end ther Tales and T k

mptance of ing  raest. )
G lossay ]
Words Meanings
af aid feeling fear or worry about something
anx ious feeling nervous, worried, or eager about something
deserve to be worthy of something because of one’s actions
distressed very upset, worried, or unhappy
env ios jealous of someone else’s possessions or qualities
ater to praise someone too much, often insincerely, to gain favour
moor a large open area of land, often covered with grass and very wet
obliged grateful or thankful
op inion a personal belief or view about something
p riv ilegy a special right or advantage given to someone
w hisk to move quickly or suddenly like a tail moving swiftly

Reading and Critical Thinking ]

A . A swer the f Bow ing questions:
1. H owdid the Miller treat little H ansduring the diff erentseasons, especially in

winter?
2. What did the Miller say about true friendship, and how did his actions diff er
from his words?
Why did little Hans sell his belongings during the winter?
4. What promise did the Miller make about the wheelbarrow, and how did he use
it to take advantage of Hans?
5. H owdid H ans respnd to the Miller' sanstant demands and requests?

w



[ e
6. What happened on the stormy night when the Miller asked Hans to fetch the
doctor?
7. H owdid the Miller behave after H ans'death, and what does it reveal about his
character?
8. What moral lesson does the story teach about friendship and selfishness?

B . Choose the correct op ton.

1. What was little H ans knawn for?

a. great wealth b. kind heart c. clever tricks d. strong body
2. What did the Miller promise to give H ans?

a. a sack of fl our b. a horse c. a wheelbarrow d. a house
3. Why did H ans suf er dumg the winter?

a. Hewasiill. b. H elost his garden.

c. H ehad no work or income. d. H emoved away.
4. What task did the Miller ask H ans b do on the stormy night?

a. fi xle roof b. carry fl ou

c. fetch the doctor d. take care of sheep
5. What happened to little Hans at the end of the story?

a. H ebecame rich. b. H emoved to another village.

c. H ewas rewarded. d. H edrowned.

E Vocabulary and G rammar]

Sentence Structure refers to the way words are arranged in a sentence to make clear
and complete meaning, usually including a subject and a predicate.
xmple:
I ncaect sentence: dy ing gok theb g in the.
Correct sentence: T heboy is p yaig irthe park .
I dentifthe sub ect and p edicate in this sentence: T he rds are singing in the tree.

@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

ngge e ectiwly in a range of collaborative discussions: This skill means
participating actively and respectfully in group discussions by listening to others,
sharing ideas clearly, asking relevant questions, and building on what others say.

xmaple: D uringa class discussion, Ali listens carefully to his classmates, shares his
opinion about the story, asks questions for clarification, and responds politely to
diff erentviewpoints.




A . Howcan you show that you are listening and responding respectfully
during a group discussion?

v
N 4
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. Writing Skills |

escrip tiw Comp ostion: Descriptive composition is a type of writing in which a
person, place, object, or event is described in detail so that the reader can clearly
imagine it using the fi ve sense i.e. sight, sound, smell, taste, and touch.

xmaple: The garden was full of colourful flowers. B rightred roses and yellow
sunfl owerswayed gently in the cool breeze, while the sweet fragrance of jasmine fi lle
the air.

A . Write a short descriptive paragrap habout your classroom using at least
three senses.



UNIT %

? The oll's House

= atheme Mansfi dd
.@5 Learning Outcomes: |

B y the and of this unit, the students will be able to: \
o Engage in extended discussions and critiques considering other speakers’ viewpoints and
presenting one' s owwith clarity and coherence.

Evaluate the particular elements of a story or drama ( .g., how the setting shapes the
characters or plot) .

e | daify rhyme schemes and fi guratie language in poems.

o Analyze multiple interpretations of a story, drama, or poem ( .g. recorded or live
production of a play or recorded novel or poetry) evaluating how each version interprets
the source text.

o | deify and use compound prepositions and prepositional phrases in writing.

o Apply skills and strategies for idea generation, selection, development, organization and

k revision for a variety of writing purposes and text types. J

Pre-reading: |

e What do you think a doll's house could symbolize in a story about children?
e How might social status or family background infl @ence friendships in a school setting?

When dear old Mrs. H & went back to town after staying with the B urneH she sent the
children a doll's house. | was so big that the carter and at carried it into the courtyard,
and there it stayed, prop p edip on two wooden boxes beside the feed-room door.
N o harm ould come to it; it was summer. And perhaps the smell of paint would have
gone off by the time it had to be taken in. F orreally, the smell of paint coming from
that doll's house ( Sweet of old Mrs. H ay of course; most sweet and generous!”) — but
the smell of paint was quite enough to make any one seriously ill, in Aunt B erys
opinion. Even before the sacking was taken off . Al when it was...

There stood the doll's house, a dark, oily, spinach green, picked out with bright yellow.
| tbwo solid little chimneys, glued on to the roof, were painted red and white, and the
door, gleaming with yellow varnish, was like a little (4[5
slab of toffee. Four windows, real windows, were
divided into panes by a broad streak of green. There
was actually a tiny porch, too, painted yellow, with
big lumps of congealed paint hanging along the
edge.

While-reading

Why do you think the writer
describes the doll's house in
such a detailed and vivid
language?




B ut pefect, perfect little house! Wi could possibly mind the smell? | t waart of the
joy, part of the newness.
" Open iguickly, some one!”
The hook at the side was stuck fast. at prized it open with his penknife, and the whole
house-front swung back, and---there you were, gazing at one and the same moment
into the drawing-room and dining-room, the kitchen and two bedrooms. That is the
way for a house to open! Why don" dll houses open like that? H owmuch more exciting
than peering through the slit of a door into a mean little hall with a hat-stand and two
umbrellas! That is-isn' it? -what you long to know about a house when you put your
hand on the knocker. erhaps it is the way God opens houses at dead of night when
H e is taking a quiet turn wih an angel...
" @oh!" The B urnellchildren sounded as though they were in despair. | twas too
marvellous; it was too much for them. They had never seen anything like it in their lives.
All the rooms were papered. There were pictures on the walls, painted on the paper,
with gold frames complete. Red carpet covered all the fl oorsexcept the kitchen; red
plush chairs in the drawing-room, green in the dining-room; tables, beds with real
bedclothes, a cradle, a stove, a dresser with tiny plates and one big jug. But what ezia
liked more than anything, what she liked frightfully, was [2|Z]
the lamp. It stood in the middle of the dining-room table,
an exq uiste little amber lamp with a white globe. | twa
even fi lledall ready for lighting, though, of course, you
couldn' tight it. But there was something inside that
looked like oil, and that moved when you shook it.
The father and mother dolls, who sprawled very stiff as though they had fainted in the
drawing-room, and their two little children asleep upstairs, were really too big for the
doll's house. They didn' fook as though they belonged. B utthe lamp was perfect. It
seemed to smile at ezia, to say, "l iMe here." Theamp was real.
The B unell children could hardly walk to school fast enough the next morning. They
burned to tell everybody, to describe, to—well —to boast about their doll's house
before the school-bell rang.
" 'In to tell,” said | sabel, because I' rthe eldest. And you two can join after. But | ' ten
tell first." Y= mnE :
. =/Z| While-reading
There was nothing to answer. | sabelvas bossy, but she
was always right, and L ttie and ezia knew too well the
powers that went with being eldest. They brushed
through the thick buttercups at the road edge and said
nothing.

While-reading

Why might the little lamp
be more meaningful to
ezia than the rest of the
house's luxurious features?

Do you think being
bossy and being a
leader are the same?
Why or why not?

" And | tomhoose who' stoome and see it first. Mother said I might."

<633




F oit had been arranged that while the doll's house stood in the courtyard they might
ask the girls at school, two at a time, to come and look. N otto stay to tea, of course,
or to come traipsing through the house. But just to stand quietly in the courtyard while
| sabel pointed at the beauties, and Lottie and ezia looked pleased...
B uthurry as they might, by the time they had reached the tarred palings of the boys'
playground the bell had begun to jangle. They only just had time to whip off their hats
and fall into line before the rollw as called. N evermind. | sabdlried to make up for it
by looking very important and mysterious and by whispering behind her hand to the
girls near her, " Gosomething to tell you at playtime.”

laytime came and Isabel was surrounded. The girls of her class nearly fought to put
their arms round her, to walk away with her, to beam fl atéringly, to be her special
friend. She held quite a court under the huge pine trees at the side of the playground.
N udging, giggling together, the little girls pressed up close. And the only two who
stayed outside the ring were the two who were always outside, the little elveys. They
knew better than to come anywhere near the Burnells.
F orthe fact was, the school the B unell children went to was not at all the kind of a
place their parents would have chosen if there had been any choice. B utthere was
none. | was the only school for miles. And the consequence was all the children in the
neighbourhood, the ude's little girls, the doctor's daughters, the storekeeper's
children, the milkman's were forced to mix |=
together. N d to speak of there being equal |1 qy does the narrator show that social
number of rude, rough little boys as well. But | discrimination was not just practised by
the line had to be drawn somewhere. | tvas |the children but also by adults,
drawn at the elveys. Many of the children, |including the teacher? What effect do
including the B urnellswere not allowed even (you think this has on the  évey sisters?
to speak to them. They walked past the elveys with their heads in the air, and as they
set the fashion in all matters of behaviour, the elveys were shunned by everybody.
Even the teacher had a special voice for them, and a special smile for the other children
when Lil elvey came up to her desk with a bunch of dreadfully common looking
fl owers.

They were the daughters of a spry, hardworking little washerwoman, who went about
from house to house by the day. This was awful enough. B utwhere was Mr. elvey?
N obaly knew for certain. B uteverybody said he was in prison. So, they were the
daughters of a washerwoman and a gaolbird. ery nice company for other people's
children! And they looked it. Why Mrs. elvey made [2[Z]
them so conspicuous was hard to understand. The
truth was they were dressed in " b#t' given to her by
the people for whom she worked. L jffor instance, who

While-reading

What does this description
of the elvey sisters’
clothing tell us about their
social status?




was a stout, plain child, with big freckles, came to school in a dress made from a green
art-serge table-cloth of the B urnelk, with red

plush sleeves from the Logan'’s curtain. H erhat, perched on top of her high forehead,
was a grown-up woman's hat, once the property of Miss. L eckythe postmistress. |
was turned up at the back and trimmed with a large scarlet quilt. What a little guy she
looked! It was impossible not to laugh. And her little sister, our Else, wore a long white
dress, rather like a nightgown, and a pair of little boy's boots. But whatever our Else
wore she would have looked strange. She was a tiny wishbone of a child, with cropped
hair and enormous solemn eyes—a little white owl. N dody had ever seen her smile;
she scarcely ever spoke. She went through life holding on to L jlwith a piece of Lil' s
skirt screwed up in her hand. Where L ilvent our Else followed. | he playground, on
the road going to and from school, there was Lil marching in front and our Else holding
on behind. Only when she wanted anything, or when she was out of breath, our Else
gave L ih tug, a twitch, and L listopped and turned round. The elveys never failed to
understand each other.

N owthey hovered at the edge; you couldn' gtop them listening. When the little girls
turned round and sneered, L jlas usual, gave her silly, shamefaced smile, but our Else
only looked.

And Isabel's voice, so very proud, went on telling. The carpet made a great sensation,
but so did the beds with real bedclothes, and the stove with an oven door.

When she finished ezia broke in. “You've forgotten the lamp, Isabel."

" Ohyes," said | sabeland there's a teeny little lamp, all made of yellow glass, with a
white globe that stands on the dining-room table. You couldn't tell it from a real one."

" Thdéamp's best of all," cried ezia. She thought Isabel wasn't making half enough of
the little lamp. But nobody paid any attention. | dael was choosing the two who were
to come back with them that afternoon and see it. She chose Emmie Cole and L ena
L oganB utwhen the others knew they were all to have a chance, they couldn' lbe nice
enough to | sabel. One by one theput their arms round Isabel's waist and walked her
off. They had something to whisper to her, a secret. " shbels my friend."

Only the little elveys moved away forgotten; there was nothing more for them to hear.
Days passed, and as more children saw the doll's house, the fame of it spread. It
became the one subject, the rage. The one question was, " Bve you seen B unells'

' ? in' i | on
S[c?)” ;Ef)lusy; Oh ain' it lovely! " H avenyou seen 25 [ While-reading )
Even the dinner hour was given up to talking about | Hov does the writer use
it. The little girls sat under the pines eating their thick co.ntrast between the Bgrnell
mutton sandwiches and big slabs of johnny cake ;hll.dren and the eley sisters

) ) uring the lunch scene to
spread with butter. While always, as near as they highlight the theme of social
could get, sat the elveys, our Else holding on to Lil,

exclusion?




listening too, while they chewed their jam sandwiches out of a newspaper soaked with
large red blobs...

' Mther," aid ezia," a' tdsk the elveys just once?”

" Ctainly not, ezia."

" B utwhy od "

" R un awayezia; you know quite well why not."

At last, everybody had seen it except them. On that day the subject rather lagged. It
was the dinner hour. The children stood together under the pine trees, and suddenly,
as they looked at the elveys eating out of their paper, always by themselves, always
listening, they wanted to be horrid to them. Emmie C de started the whisper.

" L iklvey's going to be a servant when she grows up."

" @oh, how awful! said Isabel B unell, and she made eyes at Emmie. Emmie swallowed
in a very meaning way and nodded to | sabeds she' deen her mother do on those
occasions.

"1 t' stitle s trueit's true," she said.

Then L ena L oganlittle eyes snapped.” Shil dsher?" she whispesd.

" Btyoudon' t' id sssie May.

" ooh, I' mot frightened," said L enaSuddenly she gave a little squeal and danced in
front of the other girls. " \Atch! Watch me! Watch me now! %aid L enaAnd sliding,
gliding, dragging one foot, giggling behind her hand, L ena went overd the elveys.
L ilooked up from her dinner. She wrapped the rest quickly away. Our Else stopped
chewing. What was coming now?

" ' ftrue you're going to be a servant when you grow up, Lil elvey? " shedl L ena.
Dead silence. But instead of answering, L ibnly gave her silly, shamefaced smile. She
didn' geem to mind the question at all. What a sell for (2|5
L ena! dlgirls began to titter.

L enaouldn' dtand that. She put her hands on her hips;
she shot forward. " &h, yer father's in prison!” she
hissed, spitefully.

This was such a marvellous thing to have said that the
little girls rushed away in a body, deeply, deeply excited, wild with joy. Someone found
a long rope, and they began skipping. And never did they skip so high, run in and out
so fast, or do such daring things as on that morning.

| rthe afternoon at called for the Burnell children with the buggy and they drove
home. There were visitors. | sabelnd L ottiewho liked visitors, went upstairs to change
their pinafores. B ut ezia thieved out at the back. N dbody was about; she began to
swing on the big white gates of the courtyard. resently, looking along the road, she
saw two little dots. They grew bigger, they were coming towards her. N owshe could
see that one was in front and one close behind. N owshe could see that they were the

While-reading

Why do you think the other
girls became so excited
after L ma insulted Lli
elvey?




elveys. ezia stopped swinging. She slipped off the gate as if she was going to run
away. Then she hesitated. The elveys came nearer, and beside them walked their
shadows, very long, stretching right across the road with their heads in the buttercups.
ezia clambered back on the gate; she had made up her mind; she swung out.
" Hwdl" she saidd the passing elveys.

said ezia, and she dragged one toe on the ground. But
at that L il turneded and shook her head quickly.
" Whyot? ‘asked ezia.

L il gsped, then she said, " ®ur ma told our ma you wasn' t tepeak to us."

" Ohyell,” said ezia. She didn' know what to reply.”l doesn' mnatter. You can come
and see our doll's house all the same. C ome onN obodys looking."

But L il shok her head still harder.

" Pn' you want to? "sked ezia.

Suddenly there was atwitch, a tug at L i skirt. She turned round. Our Else was looking
at her with big, imp lorig eyes; she was frowning; she wanted to go. F oa moment L il
looked at our Else very doubtfully. B uthen our Else witched her skirt again. She started
forward. ezia led the way. L ik two little stray cats they followed across the courtyard
to where the doll's house stood.

" Thexitis,” said ezia.

What emotions might
ezia be feeling right
now?

There was a pause, L ibreathed loudly, almost snorted; our Else as still as a stone.
" I dpén it for you," said ezia kindly. She undid the hook and they looked inside.
" The's the drawing-room and the dining-room, and that' s #----"

" ezial "

Oh, what a start they gave!

" ezial "

| was Aunt Beryl' oice. They turned round. At the back door stood Aunt Beryl, staring
as if she couldn' t believe hat she saw.

" H oware you ask the little elveys into the courtyard? ‘said her cold, furious voice.
" &u know as well as | do, you're not allowed to talk to them. R unaway, children, run
away at once. And don't come back again," said Aunt Beryl. And she stepped into the
yard and shooed them out as if they were chickens.

" Off oy go immediately!" she called, ald and proud.

They did not need telling twice. Burning with shame, shrinking together, L ihuddling
along like her mother, our Else dazed, somehow they crossed the big courtyard and
squeezed through the white gate.



"Wicked, disobedient little girl", said Aunt B eyl bitterly to
ezia, and she slammed the doll's house too.
The afternoon had been awful. A letter had come from
Willie Brent, a terrifying, threatening letter, saying if she did not meet him that evening
in  ulmars B ub, he' dome to the front door and ask the reason why! But now that
she had frightened those little rats of the elveys and given ezia a good scolding, her
heart felt lighter. That ghastly pressure was gone. She went back to the house
humming.
When the elveys were well out of sight of Burnells' they sat down to rest on a big red
drain-pipe by the side of the road. L i cheeks were still burning; she took off the hat
with the quill and held it on her knee. D eamily they looked over the hay paddocks,
past the creek, to the group of wattles where L oga's cows stood waiting to be milked.
What were their thoughts?

| While-reading

Why does Aunt B eyl
call ezia wicked?

smiled her rare smile.
" | seen thtle lamp,

Why do you think Else

: focuses on the lamp,
Then both were silent once more. just like  eia?

hessaid, softly.

Theme

The theme of T he oll's ouesby atherine Mansfield is social class discrimination and the
cruelty of prejudice in society. The story shows how children and adults treat others
differently based on their social status and wealth. The Burnell sisters enjoy their privilege,
while the elvey children are excluded and humiliated because of their lower class. Through
the symbol of the beautiful dolls house, Mansfi & highlights how material wealth creates
division and injustice. Ultimately, the story teaches that kindness and equality are more
important than social status. )

About the author

&herine Mansfi etl was a famous modernist short story writer born in 1888 in Wellington,
N ev ealand. She is well known for her innovative writing style that focuses on human
emotions and everyday life. Mansfield spent much of her life in Europe, especially in England
and France, where she became part of the literary modernist movement. Her stories often
highlight themes such as class diff eences, childhood experiences, and social inequalities.
Some of her well-known works includeT k& arden arty and therS toies and s and

tter S toes. )
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G lossaly ,

Words Meanings

astounded | Shocked or greatly surprised

boast to talk with excessive pride and self-satisfaction

congealed | changed from a fluid to a solid or semi-solid state

exquisite | extremely beautiful, delicate, and carefully made

imp lorilg | making an earnest, passionate, and pleading request

p op jed supported or held up by placing something underneath or against it

shunned persistently avoided, ignored, or rejected out of dislike or disapproval
varnish a hard, clear, glossy liquid applied to wood
wicled evil or morally wrong

Reading and Critical Thinking )

A . A nwer the f Bow ing questions:
1. F indand explain the meaning of the phrase “ themell of paint was strong” in
the context of the story. What might it symbolically suggest?

2. atherineMansfi eldnever openly criticizes society in direct statements. H ow
does she subtly expose social cruelty through children’ s behaour?
3. | nvhatway is Th®oll' Bl ouse'itself a miniature model of the class society

and social injustice?

4. Silence plays an important role in the story (especially the elveysisters’
silence). How does silence become a symbol of oppression?

5. C ompae and contrast ezid urnelbnd Aunt B eyl. How do their actions reflect
diff eent values?

6. If youwere eziawhat would you say to your parents about letting L iénd Else

elvey see the doll' s hae? Wite a short dialogue.
7. Was emrightin letting the elveys seethe doll's house without permission?
ustyfyour answer with reasons.

8. Aunt B eyl’ anger seems excessive when she drives the elveysisters away.
What personal insecurity or hidden fear might be motivating her behaviour?

9. | ¢he story more about childhood innocence or inherited prejudice? ustify
your answer with evidence.

10. | the story were set in today’s society, what form would social discrimination
take? Would the message still remain powerful? Eglain.



[ POXH<e |
B . Choose the correct option.
1. Why might the author describe the doll's house as having a
green" colour wh " lumps bcongealed paint" ?
a) to show that old Mrs. Hay had poor taste in gifts
b) dsuggest the house is slightly ugly and artifi @l, yet still prized by children
who value novelty over beauty
c) to indicate thpaint was still wet and stinky
d) terove that the Burnells usually received better quality presents
2. How does | sabd'declaration” | torell, because |' rthe eldest" function within
the family and social structure?
a) | demonstrates her natural leadership abilities.
b) It shows how age-based hierarchies are used to justify power and control over
others.
c) | proves she is her mother's favourite child.
d) | teveals her insecurity about being forgotten.
3. Why does ezia insist that " Thdéamp's best of all" when | sabek showing off the
doll's house?
a) because the lamp is the most expensive item in the house
b) because ezia instinctively values warmth, light over mere material display
c) bewse she wants to contradict Isabel and assert herself
d) because the lamp waa separate gift just for her
4. Why do the other girls become " wd with joy" after L enansults L liabout her
father being in prison?
a) They genuinely believe L ena hasaid something brave and clever.
b) The cruelty reinforces their own social superiority and group solidarity against
an outsider.
) They are relieved that L ena didn' arget any of them instead.
d) They think Lil will fi nallyfi ght bak and provide entertainment.
5. How does the teacher's treatment of Lil  elvey—usinga" specialoice" for her—
reinforce the story's larger themes?
a) It shows that teachers must be strict to maintain classroom order.
b) I demonstrates how adults formally sanction and model social exclusion for
children.
c) | proves L il s not a very good student.
d) | teveals the teacher's personal dislike of fl owes.

dek, oily, spinach



Vocabulary and G rammar]

Sp d the rror:
1. Good nightR afa, | am happyo see you.
2. Asnake stung R azak in the leg.
3. ameela gave me a page.
4. |, you and Fatima are friends.
5. | amaqgurs’ wacerely.
6. Shaheen is very better than Amjad.
7. Irha saw worth seeing sights in Murree.
8. Nidhat is a miser girl.
0. irm opened the book at page 10.
10. Munawar made B ubra to stand.
11. B eing naughy, the teacher punished inza bally.
12. Bilal is blind of an eye.
13. Although eeshaan is poor yet he is honest.
14. N a@ther aheer comes nor B ano
15. Minha prefers to stand over sit.

evening | bit | paper You, Fatima | yours | much sights, worth-
and | seeing
miserly | on to iza was in yet Neither | standing to
beaten does sitting

@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

@ Activ ity R ob- lay iscussion Group Activity)

Instructions f pStudents:
1. Divide the class into groups of five and each student will take one role:
i. ezia ii. | sabel iii. Else elvey iv.AuntB eyl v.a N arator
2. Discuss the following situation:
ay after the & eysisters w ee driven aw g, the teac hemsk sac h Hd to e p lai
w hat hap pned.”
3. Each student must speak for 1 to 2 minutes about character, explaining:
1. how they felt.
2. why they acted the way they did.
3. whether they think it was right or wrong.

——————————— | ——————————————————————
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N Writing Skills |

@ Activ ity : &magining the armative —The ntdd Story of the elvey Sisters

Activ ityStep s

.l&Se Reading v idnce Gathering:B efoe writing, the students will revisit the
story to collect " evidence'about the elvey sisters. | small groups, they should find
quotes and details that describe:

- Their physical appearance and clothing e.g., the " ple pink" dress made from a
tablecloth.

- Their actions and behaviour at school e.g., sitting apart, L i§ " shmefaced smile,"
Else's wide eyes.

- H owother characters speak to and about them.

- The one moment of connection: ezia showing them the lamp.

Lreative Writing Task: The students will write a one page diary entry. The challenge
is to stay true to the character's voice and the story's events while creatively imagining
their internal reactions. They must subtly integrate the evidence gathered in step 1 into
their writing. F orinstance, L imight write about the shame of her sandwich wrapped
in newspaper, or Else might describe the lamp as a " warm, quiet friend".



UNIT %

10 A Il the Wbrld s a Stage

William Shakesp eae

=
.@5 Learning Outcomes: |
B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: \

e Engage effectively in a range of collaborative discussions( one@n-one, in groups, and
teacher-led) with diverse partners on grade-level topics, texts, and issues.

e Evaluate stages of plot development in a fictional text: exposition, setting, climax,
character development, resolution.

e Examine how complex characters ( e.g.,those with multiple or confldting
motivations) develop over the course of a text, interact with other characters, and
advance the plot or develop the theme.

e | ntpret and integrate information from a variety of sources for comprehension
( .., maps, graphs, charts, diagrams).

e Examine and interpret the use of conjunctions and transitional devices in speech
and writing for eff etive communication. R e€ognize and use subordinating
conjunctions to connect independent clause/s to dependent clause/s, e.g., H ecould
not attend the meeting because he was sick.

e Write multiple paragraphs of free writing for fl ency, creativity, brainstorming or

\ pleasure. roofread and edit texts for errors.

Pre-reading: |

e What do you think Shakespeare means by saying, “All the world’ a stage”?
e | nwhatays is human life similar to a drama or play?




All the world' s stage,

And all the men and women merely p lyers;

They have their ex itsand their entrances;

And one man in his time plays many parts,

H isacts being seven ages. At fi rst thenfant,

Mew lingand puking in the nurse' s arms.

And then the whining schoolboy, with his satchel

And shining morning face, creeping like snail

Unwillingly to school. And then the lover,

Sighing like furnace, with a w oef Wlallad

Made to his mistress' yebrow. Then a soldier,

F ull of stange oaths, and bearded like the pard,
ealousn honour, sudden and quick in q warrel,

Seeking the bubble reputation

Even in the cannon' s math. And then the ustice

| fair round belly with good capon lined,

With eyes severe and beard of formal cut,

F ull of wse saws and modern instances;

And so he plays his part. The sixth age shifts

| ntohe lean and slipper’ gantaloon,

With spectacles on nose and pouch on side;

H isyouthful hose, well saved, a world too wide

F or his shunk shank; ahhis big manly voice,

Turning again toward childish treble, pipes

And whistles in his sound. Last scene of all,

That ends this strange eventful history,

| s sond childishness and mere obliv ia;

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.

Theme

The central idea of the poem is that life is like a stage and human beings are merely actors
who perform different roles at different stages of life. Shakespeare explains that every person
passes through seven stages, from infancy to old age. Each stage has its own characteristics,
responsibilities, and behaviour. The poem highlights the temporary and changing nature of
human life. | thows that just as actors enter and exit a stage, people are born, grow old, and
eventually leave the world. | nhe fi @l stage, humans return to a helpless condition similar
to childhood, emphasizing the cycle of life and the inevitability of aging. )
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- A bou the p @t

William Shakesp eare( 164-1616) was a renowned English poet, playwright, and actor,
widely regarded as the greatest writer in the English language. H ewas born in Stratford-
upon-Avon, England, and received his early education at the local grammar school, where
he studied L ah and classical literature. L adr, he moved to L adon and became a successful
member of a theatrical company known as the L ordC hanberlain’s Men, whose plays were
performed at the famous Globe Theatre. Shakespeare wrote 37 plays, 154 sonnets, and
several narrative poems. H § works include great tragedies such as ankt, Mab ethand

thelb, as well as comedies like s ou ike &and omeoand uet H iswritings explore
universal themes such as love, ambition, jealousy, power, and the stages of human life.
Shakespeare greatly enriched the English language by introducing many new words and
expressions. H isworks continue to be studied, performed, and admired around the world.

H e diel in 1616, but his literary legacy remains timeless.

/

G lossay l

Words Meanings
entrances coming onto the stage; dre it means birth
ex its leaving the stage; Ire it means death

ustice judge; aise and mature person
mew ling crying softly like a baby
obliv i forgetfulness; loss of awareness
pantaloon  trousers
pard leopard
p lagrs actors in a play; e it refers to human beings
q uarel fi ghtor argument
reputation fame or respect earned by actions
sans without
satchel a small bag used for carrying books; a schoolbag
shank the lower part of the leg
stage a platform where actors perform; dre it means the world
treble high-pitched voice
w oef ul full of sorrow or sadness



Reading and Critical Thinking )

Explain the metaphor “All the world" s a stageh your own words.
The poem describes seven stages of life. ik any three and explain how people
might experience them differently.

3. H owdoes Shakespeare use imagery to show the diff erene between youth and
old age? Gie examples from the text.

4. | detify and explain two similes used in the poem and discuss what they reveal
about the human stages.

5. What does Shakespeare suggest about the transient nature of life?

6. Relate any two stages of life from the poem to real-life experiences you have
observed or read about.

7. D oyou think comparing life to a stage is a realistic or symbolic idea?

8. | mage a modern “stage of life”". How would you describe the roles and
challenges of people today in seven stages?

9. Which stage of life described in the poem do you fi ndmost interesting or
relatable, and why?

A . A swer the f Bow ing questions:
1
2

B .Choose the correct synonym of thunderlined w ad.

Q ~ O OO0 v UT o Y b W Y

. All the men and women merely p _lyers.

. workers b. actors c. teachers d. leaders

. They have their ex fs and their entrances.

. successes b. birthdays c. departures d. celebrations
. Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms.

. sleeping b. vomiting c. laughing d. crawling
. And then the w hining schoolboy, creeping like snail.

. singing happily b. running quickly c. complaining in a weak voice

. studying seriously

. Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad.

. a short humorous story b. a sad or romantic song

. a historical speech d. a dramatic play

. Seeking the bubble reputation.

. permanent b. short-lived c. noble d. powerful
. And then the __usticen fair round belly.

. policeman b. judge c. soldier d. farmer



ENG
E Vocabulary and G rammar]

A . Choose fi e unf amitir w ordsfrom the p oemF or ach word, rpv ide:
1. D efi nith

2. Sentence using the word

3. Where it appears in the poem / antext

| Word | efi nitio ‘ Sentence ’ Contex tin the oem
L iteary e ices
B eloware the major literary devices used in the poem, along with their definitions, line
references, and examples from other famous poems.
Metap lor: A direct comparison between two unlike things without using “like” or “as.”
L ine Rference: “ llthe vorld’ g stag e

nd althe men and w anenmerely p layre’ ( L inés2)

x p kaion: Shakespeare directly compares the world to a stage and humans to

actors.
xmaple f rom mother p oem:
F romRobert B urns-“ ed, ed ose”

" O mlLove kke ared, red rose.”

Simile: A comparison between two unlike things using “ ke” or " as$.

L ine Rferences:

" C reepinge snail..." Sighindike furnace...” " B eaed like the pard...”
x p kaion: These similes vividly describe the schoolboy, lover, and soldier.
xmple f rom mother p oem:

F romWilliam Wordsworth —“  andered onelyasa lod”

| amdered lonely as a cloud.”

I magey: L anguagehat appeals to the senses ( ght, sound, touch, etc.) .

L ine Bference: " Sans tedt, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.”

x p bation: This creates a clear visual image of helpless old age.
xmple f rom aother p oem:

F rom ohneats-" deto du mn”

" Seasn of mists and mellow fruitfulness.”

Rep etfion: The repeated use of words or phrases for emphasis.

L ine Bference: " Sans tedt, sans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.”

x p lkation: The repetition of “ ans” ( meaningvithout) erphasizes loss and
emptiness.

xmple f rom aother p oem:
F romAlfred L ordlennyson—" ak , eakr, reak”

————————— | ————————————————————

"



" B rkabreak, break...”
ersonifi cdion: Giving human qualities to non-human things.

L ine Rference: " Seekinglte bubble reputation
Even in the cannon’ s wuth.”
x p kation: The “cannon’ s molt’ suggestshe cannon has a human feature
( mouth) .
xmple f rom aother p oem:
F rom ercy Bysshe Shelley - “ de to the est ind”
" O vid West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’ being.”
I royx A contrast between expectation and reality.
L ine Rference:
The last stage returns to “second childishness,” sbwing life ends as it began.
x p kion: L ifestarts and ends in helplessness — an ironic cycle.
xmple f rom mother p oem: F ronThomas Gray — “ dgley rittenina ou nty
hu rgdrd” “The paths of glory lead but to the grave.”

G ramnmtical A sp ects
Simp le resent Tense
efi nitio: A tense used to express general truths, habits, or universal facts.
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
“All the world’ s a stage.”
“They have their exits and their entrances.”
x p kmion: Shakespeare uses the simple present to express universal truths about
life.

A dditimal x ap le:'The sun rises in the east.”
ossessive F orm e@itive Case)
efi nitin: A grammatical form showing ownership, usually with apostrophe and an

s’ .
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
“The cannon’s mouth.”
x p lation: The apostrophe shows possession (the mouth of the cannon) .

A dditicmal x anp le:'The teacher’ book is on the table.”
se d Simile Structure like noun)

efi nitin: A grammatical structure used to compare two things using “ ke" or “ as.
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
" C reepinge snail.”
" Sighindike furnace.”



x p bstion: The structure “ like  noun forma comparison.
A dditimal x ap le Hruns like a deer.”

articip le hrases resent articip ¢ -ing f om)
efi nitin: A verb form ending in "-ing” us@ as an adjective or to show continuous
action.
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
" Seekinghe bubble reputation.”
Sighindike furnace.”
x p lion: “ Seleing” 1ad “sighing” argresent participles describing actions.
A dditimal x anp le:"Walking down the street, she saw a friend.”
llipis Omaon of Wrds)
efi nitin: The omission of words that are understood from context.
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
" C reepinige snail.”
( Theword " ‘a befar snail is omitted.)
x p lkation: Shakespeare omits small grammatical words for poetic rhythm.
A dditimal x ap le:"When in Rome, do as the Romans do.”
Rep etitim of ecptive rep osition Sans )
efi nitin: Repeated use of a preposition meaning ” whout.”
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
" Sans teeth,ans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.”
x p bstion: " Sas” is & renh word meaning ” Wwhout,” used repatedly for
emphasis.
A dditimal x ap le"Without hope, without fear, without regret.”
arallel Structure
efi nitin: The use of similar grammatical forms in a series for balance and rhythm.
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
" Sans teeth,ans eyes, sans taste, sans everything.”
x p kaion: Each phrase follows the same grammatical pattern.
A dditismal x ap le:'She likes reading, writing, and painting.”
Contraction
di nitio: A shortened form of two words combined with an apostrophe.
Ref erenef ronthe oem:
“ \rld" s ( workl
x p kion: “ Wrld" s% aicontraction of “ wrld is.”
A dditicmal x anp le:" Is taining today.”

"



@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

A . Read aloud the f Howing dialogue and p ractie it in group s

ahanz eb H ave you understood what Shakespeare means by, “All the world's a
stage” 7

H unala: Yes, he compares life to a stage and people to actors who perform diff erent
roles.

ahanz ebThat's interesting. So, what are the seven stages he describes?

H unala: They are the infant, the schoolboy, the lover, the soldier, the justice, the old
man, and the second childhood.

ahanz ebWhy do you think he calls old age “second childhood” ?

H unala: B eause in old age, a person becomes weak and dependent again, just like
a child.

ahanz ebWhich stage do you fi d the most realistic?

H unala: | think the schoolboy stage is very realistic. Shakespeare describes him as
unwilling to go to school, which still happens today.

ahanz ebTrue! | also like how he describes the lover, sighing like a furnace. | thows
strong emotions.

H unala: Yes, and the soldier stage shows ambition and desire for reputation.

ahanz ebWhat message do you think Shakespeare gives through this poem?

H unala: H ewants to show that life is temporary and full of changing roles. Everyone
must pass through these stages.

ahanz ebl agee It also teaches us to understand and accept the different phases of
life.

:@'!‘
. Writing Skills |

@ A ctiv jt Write our Own Stages of L if e

| mage that you are living in the modern world.

2. D ividehuman life into seven modern stages ( or example: toddt, student,
teenager, professional, parent, retired person, etc.) .

3. Write a short paragrap h w ods) describing these stages.

4. Try to use:

o At least one metap hor

e Onesimile ( like/ as)

e Descriptive language

\
.

—_
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1 A L etk to G od

G egorio Lop ezF uenés

l:_%
.@:' Learning Outcomes: |

B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: \

e L istn to texts and critically analyse the situations/events.

e Evaluate two or more central ideas of a text and analyze their development over the
course of the text, including how they interact and build on one another to provide a
complex analysis.

e Use summary skills to
e extract salient points and develop a mind map to summarize a variety of

informational texts.
o transfer the written text to a table, diagram, flowchart or work plan.

e Summarise complex concepts, processes, or information by paraphrasing them using
correct language structure, transitional devices, own words and relevant punctuation
marks. Make inferences to draw conclusions from, e.g. contextual information, writer’s
viewpoint, implied information.

e Recognize and use correlative conjunctions including pairs such as both/and, either/ or,
neither/nor, not/ buénd not only/but also, etc.

k Use summary skills to write an objective summary of the given text and poems. J

Pre-reading: |

e B asel on the title "A L &er to God," what do you think the main character might be
asking for and why?

e | fyowere to write a letter to God, what is the one thing you would ask for or say?

The house — the only one in the entire valley — sat on the crest of a low hill. F rom this
height one could see the river and, next to the corral, the fi e of ripe corn dotted with
the kidney bean fl owerghat always promised a good harvest. The only thing the earth
needed was a rainfall, or at least a shower. Throughout the morning L enho — who
knew his fi s intimately — had done nothing else but scan the sky toward the
northeast. “N owwe're really going to get some water, woman.” The woman, who was
preparing supper, replied: "Yes, God willing.” The oldest boys were working in the fi eld,
while the smaller ones were playing near the house, until the woman called to them
all: “C omefor dinner..." It was during the meal that, just as L enkio had predicted, big
drips of rain began to fall. | the northeast huge mountains of clouds could be seen
approaching. The air was fresh and sweet. The man went out to look for something in
the corral for no other reason than to allow himself the pleasure of feeling the rain on
his body, and when he returned, he exclaimed: “Those aren’t raindrops falling from the
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sky, they're new coins. The big drops are ten-centavo pieces and the little ones are
fi ves.” With a satisfi edexpression he regarded the fi el of ripe corn with its kidney
bean fl owersdraped in a curtain of rain. B utsuddenly a strong wind began to fall.
These truly did resemble new silver coins. The boys, exposing themselves to the rain,
ran out to collect the frozen pearls. “It's really getting bad now,” exclaimed the man,
mortified. “I dpe it passes quickly.” It did not pass quickly. F oman hour the hail rained
on the house, the garden, the hillside, the cornfi eldon the whole valley. The fi eldwas
white, as if covered with salt. N ota leaf remained on the trees. The corn was totally
destroyed. The fl owersvere gone from the kidney bean plants. L enkio’s soul was fi lled
with sadness. When the storm had passed, he stood in the middle of the fi elcand said
to his sons: "A plague of locusts would have left more than this... the hail has left
nothing: this year we will have no corn or beans...” That night was a sorrowful one: "All
our work, for nothing!” “There’s no one who can help us!” But in the minds of all who
lived in that solitary house in the middle of the valley, there was a single hope: help
from God. "Don’t be so upset, even though this seems like a total loss. Remember, no
one dies of hunger!” “That's what they say: no one dies of hunger...."” All through the
night, L enko thought only of his one hope: the help of God, whose eyes, as he had
been instructed, see everything, even what is deep in one’s conscience. L enho was an
ox of a man, working like an animal in the fi es, but still he knew how to write. The
following Sunday, at day break, after having convinced himself that there is a
protecting spirit he began to write a letter which he himself would carry to town and
place in the mail. It was nothing less than a letter to God. “God,” he wrote, "if you don't
help me, my family and | will go hungry this year. | need a hundred pesos in order to
re-sow the fi el and to live until the crop comes, because the hailstorm...” H ewrote
“To God” on the envelope, put the letter inside and - still troubled - went to town. At
the post office he placed a stamp on the letter and dropped it into the mailbox. One
of the employees, who was a postman and also helped at the post officer, went to his
boss, laughing heartily and showed him the letter to God. N everin his career as a
postman had he known that address. The postmaster — a fat amiable fellow — also
broke out laughing, but almost immediately he turned serious and, tapping the letter
on his desk, commented: “What faith! | wish | had thé&ith of the man who wrote this
letter. To believe the way he believes. To hope with the confi dene that he knows how
to hope with. Starting up a correspondence with God!” So, in order not to discourage
the farmer's faith, revealed by a letter that could not be delivered, the postmaster came
up with an idea: answer the letter. B utvhen he opened it, it was evident that to answer
it he needed something more than good will, ink and paper. B uthe stuck to his
resolution: he asked for money from his employee, he himself gave part of his salary,
and several friends of his were obliged to give something “for an act of charity”.| was
impossible for him to gather together the hundred pesos requested by L enko, so he
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was able to send the farmer only a little more than half. H eput the bills in an envelope
addressed to L enko and with them a letter containing only a signature: GOD. The
following Sunday L enko came a bit earlier than usual to ask if there was a letter for
him. | was the postman himself who handed the letter to him while the postmaster -
experiencing the contentment of a man who has performed a good deed - looked on
from the doorway of his office.L enko showed not the slightest surprise on seeing the
bills — such was his confi dene — but he became angry when he counted the money.
God could not have made a mistake, nor could he have denied Lencho what he had
requested! Immediately, Lencho went up to the window to ask for paper and ink. On
the public writing table, he started to write with much w rinking of his brow, caused
by the effort he had to make to express his ideas. When he fi nishedhe went to the
window to buy a stamp which he licked and then affixed to the envelope with a blow
of his fi stThe moment that the letter fell into the mailbox the postmaster went to
open it. It said; "God: Of the money that | asked for only seventy pesos reached me.
Send me the rest, since | need it very much. But don’t send it to me through the mail,
because the post office employees are a bunch of crooks. L enko.”

Theme

| it, the theme of communication and collaboration is explored through a lens of profound

irony and human fallibility. L acho’ earnest letter to God, pleading for fi namial aid after a
devastating hailstorm, represents a form of direct, faith-driven communication that
transcends conventional means. The postmaster and his colleagues, moved by L acho’ s
unwavering belief, collaborate to collect money and send it anonymously, embodying
collective human empathy in action. H ovever, the resulting miscommunication—when
L acho receives only part of the requested sum and accuses the post office employees of
theft—reveals the fragile and often misinterpreted nature of human interactions. Ultimately,
the narrative underscores that while collaboration can spring from noble intentions,
imperfect communication can lead to unintended misunderstandings, highlighting the
delicate balance between goodwill and perception.

-A—bout the author

G regoriolLépez F uates stands as a seminal fi gue in the landscape of Mexican literature,
celebrated for his profound and empathetic portrayals of rural life and the struggles of the
indigenous peoples during the early 20th century. A master of narrative simplicity and
emotional depth, his works bridge the personal and the political, offering readers a window
into the soul of a nation in transformation. Through novels and short stories rich with
authenticity, L 6 pdz uetes gave voice to the marginalized, weaving tales that resonate with
universal themes of justice, resilience, and human dignity. H is contributions not only
enriched the literary canon but also fostered a greater cultural awareness and social
consciousness, cementing his legacy as a compassionate chronicler of Mexico' heart and

history. /
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G lossaly l
Words Meanings
amiable friendly and pleasant
conscience sense of right and wrong that guides a person’s actions

correspondence communication by exchanging letters or messages

crest the top or highest point of something, like a hill or a wave
intimately in a close, personal, or detailed way

moment a very short period of time

obliged thankful or grateful; sb means required to do something
w rinking forming small lines or folds, especially on skin or cloth

A.
1.

2\ Reading and Critical Thinking }

A rswer the f Bow ing questions:

What was the "only thing the earth needed" in the beginning of the story, and
why was it so crucial?

H owdid L enko react when he received the letter? Why was his reaction
surprising?

What did L enko’ second letter reveal about his faith and his perception of the
post office employees?

In the beginning of the story, why was Lencho so certain that it would rain?
What does this tell you about his character and his relationship with nature?

D escrbe the event that transformed L enko' kopeful anticipation into despair.
What was the specific cause of this transformation?

When the postman and postmaster read Lencho's letter, what was their initial
reaction? Why didhe postmaster decide to help him?

Why was Lencho not surprised or filed with gratitude when he received the
money? | nstd, what emotion did he feel and why?

The story is built on a powerful irony. Explain the contradiction between what
L enko believes happened to the money and what actually happened.

What does the " buse - the only one in the entire valley - sitting on the crest
of a low hill" symbatie about Lencho and his family' s pte in the world?

. B asedon the ending, what do you think is the author' main message about

faith? Is it a story that criticizes blind faith, or celebrates its power despite
human fl aw?
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B . Choose the correct op ton.
1. The house sat on the crest of a low hill.

a) &se b) top c) sie d) shadow
2. The fi eldvas dotted with kidney bean fl owers.
a) erased b) spmikled c¢) aoured d) repked
3. H ewas mortifi edby the turn of events.
a) eited b) etmarrassed c¢) humhated d) amused
4. H eexperienced the contentment of a good deed.
a) sadness b) satisfagon c) anfusion d) regte
5. H eneeded to re-sow the fi eld.
a) plantagn b) ater c¢) harvest d) sell
6. H emade a resolution to answer the letter.
a) jok b) promise c) decisin d) miske
7. Lencho had an unyielding faith in God. What is the best synonym for
' unyieldig" ?
a) F lble b) damant c) eémporary d) Qestioning
8. Lencho' sfi eldeded a downp ou to have a good harvest. Which word could
replace " dwnpour" ?
a) Drizzle b) D eluge c) Reze d) D rogit

9. The postmaster and his employees made a conscientious eff ot to help
L enko. What does " anscientious" rmean?
a) C areless b) Metidous c) Secret d) Qck
10. When Lencho found only a portion of the money, he assumed the post office
employees were a bunch of crooks. What is a synonym for " moks" ?
a) Heroes b) B ermftors c¢) Wwindlers d) @icials

g Vocabulary and G rammar]

I nstrukions: Read the following sentences or phrases from " A etteto God" and
answer the questions that follow.
1. "tls really getting bad now," xclaimed the man." | ope it passes quickly."
The word exclaimed suggests the man spokeina_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
a) qet and sad tone. b) loudnd sudden way, expressing emotion.
c¢) formand polite manner. d) ew and thoughtful whisper.
2. The hailstones are described as " freen pearls” and " newsilver coins.” HRis is
an example of .

a) asine b) a metphor c) persofii ation d) hyperble
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3.

The postmaster was a fat, amiable fellow. What is the best synonym for
amiable?

a) serious b) friengland pleasant c) wealthy d) aky

L enko showed an unshakable faith in God. The word unshakable means __ ._
a) easilbroken b) noable to be weakened or doubted

c) rejious d) newand untested

The hailstorm left the valley desolate. What does desolate mean?

a) emptpf people and off ering no omfort; destated

b) reaglfor a new planting season

c) beaufully covered in white d) peaful and quiet

B aed on the context of the entire story, what does conscience mean, as in
the postmaster being " stred by Lencho' sanscience” ?

a) apeon' moral sense of right and wrong

b) alargamount of money

c) afeahg of anger d) alever plan

The word contentment is used to describe Lencho' s feelgpnbefore the storm.
What is its meaning?

a) a statef happiness and satisfaction b) a feelg of great worry

c) théhings that are inside something d) a stronglesire for more

L enko' ketter was a p ettion to God. A p ¢itionisa_ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
a) formal request, often written. b) thankou note.

¢) ddaration of war. d) a short story.

Q? Oral Communication Skills ]

A.

Students f om a group aml hold discussion on: " L endhp osesses an
unshakeable f &h, while the p otmaster and his emp Igees act out of
a combination of compassion and amusement. How do these two
central ideas—unwavering f aithand human compassion—interact
and build up oneach other throughout the story? What comp éx
conclusion does this interaction lead us to know about human
nature? "



% Writing Skills |
A. L emho's unwavering f alt and the p ot office emp loges'

compassionate response are tw ocentral ideas in the story.

a) Analyse how these two ideas develop and interact with each other over the course
of the text. How does L acho' faith initiate the action, and how does the employees'
response create the story’ sentral irony?

b) B asedbn your analysis, write an objective summary of the story. Your summary must
paraphrase the main events, highlight this central relationship between faith and
action, and conclude with the story’ & nabutcome. Use correct transitional devices to
ensure your summary fl evs logically.

c) Write a short paragraph ( % sentences) from the perspective of the postmaster after
he reads Lencho' second letter. Your paragraph must express his mixed feelings of
disappointment and resolve.



UNIT %

12) A V isitd the Sw at \alley

H.. ®wat

@
.@:' Learning Outcomes: |

B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: \
e D emonstate attentive listening skills while working in a whole class setting and
taking turns to speak with standard pronunciation and intonation.
ractice precis writing skills.
e Give an informed personal and analytical response to a varietyof texts and provide
some textual references in support.
e Critique how authors distinguish their position from that of others.
e D emonstate command of the conventions of Standard English capitalization,
punctuation, and spelling when writing in different varieties of texts.
e Observe hyphenation conventions.
e  roduce legible work that shows the correct spelling of the conventions of
punctuation and capitalization.
e D welop pr cis writing skills.Write pr cis effectively.

\ e Use paraphrasing skills to paraphrase a poem. J

Pre-reading: |

e What challenges or feelings of anticipation do you associate with a journey through
an unfamiliar and potentially rugged landscape?

e Howmight the history of a place influence a traveller's experience and the overall
atmosphere of a landscape?

Spring time is beautiful in most places, but when the young leaves and the fruit
blossom, the fl owersin the fi als and the new shoots of wheat and rice, are put in a
setting with snow-capped mountains behind them and a blue river in front with shining
white and yellow pebbles, it makes a picture that causes the visitor to exclaim with
pleasure and remember for years to come.

We went over the Malakand ass on a dazzlingly clear day after a good deal of rain.
The p recip &s, the rocks, the road winding around the cliffs, the steepness and
cragginess of it made one feel as if the giant' sastle has to be stormed before one
entered the enchanted land. The giant was absent, there were no pickets on the hills,
the little forts were empty, there was no one to challenge us as we crept round the last
frightening curve but all the same we travelled with caution peering ahead to see what
was around the corner. Then we were in the outskirts of the stronghold and beyond

was a green and pleasant valley.



Wherever we turned, there were pictures, willows just coming into leaf, pale yellow
rather than green, with dark trunks, bending over a canal, dark lines of trees across the
lush green of the valley where the roads crossed and clear streams in which the blue
of the hills was refl eted, the mustard fi eldstill in bloom while in the  urgb they were
only a memory, the wheat still young, any new leaves and blossoms on the shisham
trees, the persian lilace leafl esswith yellow berries from last summer shining against
the blue of the sky, red poppies among the wheat and sometimes on the roofs of the
houses, fresh snow even on the hills in the middle distance and village clean and
washed by the recent rain and the white capped hills behind them. Every few miles
there were quaint little forts each with four top heavy towers some of them, half hidden
by the alder trees in the stream bed between the fort and the road, some standing
starkly against blue and purple hills.

On the road there were Gujar folk travelling, camped in the shelter of rocks, the women
in their black garments walking behind the animals, great baskets on their heads and
then we saw a pretty little girl among them with her arms full of red poppies. Every
now and again we came to a clump of olive trees and discovered that only in the
graveyards did groups of these trees survive. The graves were often surmounted by
sharp stones dug from the hillside, one for the head and one for the foot, often at an
angle that suggested arms held wide or even wings. Some of the olive trees dripped
with fresh mistletoes the leaves of which were small and neat and pale green, a smaller
variety than one usually sees. The hill tops were covered with B uddhdt remains and all
over the valley there were ruins from old monasteries and stupas and houses as if in
this sheltered place time had stood still.

There were arched bridges over the streams and so much stone with which to build
clean walls, some of them not even held together with mortar. A lot of the stone was
schist which splits like slate. What lovely fl oors itwould make!

The botanists among us were excited with the wild fl owerdy the road side and up the
slopes of the hills. There were big patches of a giant yellow mint nepeta purple as
heather among the rocks, heavy heads of golden sop horaand everywhere there were
fruit trees in blossom. In places the little wild iris still in bloom both the purple and
yellow varieties, and we later found a few stalks of the big pale lavender Hazara lily
which most of us had never seen before, growing on the banks of irrigation ditches.
Saidu Sharif was a surprise. The villages on the hillside built with the stone from their
own rocks melted into the colour of the hills, but this city with its great white mosque
surrounded by all those houses was unexpected and the big hotel even more so.
H oweve, we were very glad to be so comfortable. There were fl owersin the garden
and red blossoms on the silk cotton tree, looking somehow strange deep blue hills
instead of the paler blue of the sky. usbefore we came to the hotel, we crossed a
branch of the Swat R ver and for a brief moment had a glimpse of the length of the
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valley from the bridge. The snows were so vivid, the water so blue and the pebbles so
shining that it looked almost unreal, like the very brightest of picture postcards.

N extday we followed the opposite bank of the river. We had come up the left bank
with the snowy range behind us, now we faced the snows, going through Mingora with
its shops, as far as, Manglaur. There a bend of the river in front of a government
dispensary made a blue mirror at the foot of a range of Show mountains, and little
fi eldsand lines of trees came down to meet the water from huts perched up on the
slopes of the hills. A man was fi shig in the clear thus water with a big net. Huge
boulders guarded the near banks of the streams. From here some of the party went up
a side valley to see a bas-relief high the head almost completely free. | was a two mile
walk from where the motor statue of B uddha carved on the face of the rock about
twenty-fi vefeet high, the head almost completely free. It was a two mile walk from
where the motor road ended and some were a little weary when they returned to drink
their tea on the dispensary verandah facing the snows. All the patients had gone home
by this time and the place was deserted. | Was very peaceful.

When we had gathered strength again, we took to the road once more and followed
it until we came to a valley that led up into the hills to Miandam. The road was narrow,
even a little frightening in place, but every turn brought some thing beautiful. The
loveliest sight was provided by the medlar trees in full bloom, a cascade of lacy white
that suddenly seemed to fi khe valley. When we stopped at the head of the valley we
looked back again at the snows, at fold after fold of blue and purple hills and the
foreground a terraced hillside with fine green fi eld trimmed with mustard bloom, huts
with low fl atroots, and at our feet pink and white fruit blossoms on the trees at the
edge of the fi alls. We could see bits of snow between the dark pines nearer ridges of
the hills and deep in the valley the fresh new green of trees and bushes. H ereand there
were oak trees also and walnut trees, so many different shades of green.

We came back in the evening, following the river, now quiet instead of sparkling with
cool shadows across the hills. We rounded the great buttress of rock that guards the
bend of the river and came suddenly on a wedding procession that completely fi lled
the road. The bride was in a doli surrounded by women on foot, all dressed in black
garments with the most beautifully embroidered black shawls, gay embroidery on their
shirts, all kinds of jewellery, some with baskets on their heads covered with a cloth
some with embroidered jackets, a few with red trousers and all of them skipping along
with dancing steps, clapping their hands and evidently enjoying themselves
thoroughly. We were told that it used to be the custom to send the bridegroom off by
himself three weeks before the wedding. Evidently it was not considered proper for
him to enjoy the fun. The dowry beds were in the procession too, utensils, bedding, a
low table, all that the bride would need in her new home. L atepn, we saw the wedding
party in a courtyard where there were gally clad dancers entertaining the company.



The next day was planned for the geologists and those who wanted to have a better
look at the B uddhist ruins. Every hilltop seemed to bristle with the last few stones that
once formed a monastery, a fortress of stupa or even a dwelling house. There were
remains of stupas that had once been elaborately covered with carvings little bits of
which still remain. What must the valley have looked like when all these sa ron-clad
B uddhst monks could look down at the rice fi ells by the riverside and watch the sun
setting along the pink fl shed crest of the snows? H ow far dd they have to carry their
water? Are the forests gone that once provided them with fuel? Or was it part of their
simple needs? Sir Aurel Stein once visited the Swat valley and wrote about these
B uddhst times in a book called ' ©®Alexander's Track on the | ndiibut!| dve not yet
been able to fi nd a opy of his record.

We spent part of the day shopping in the bazar. Everyone wanted Swat blankets and
variety was great, some wool, some cotton and all kinds of mixtures, usually in gay
stripes red and yellow and blue and green, some for curtains and some for cottage
bedspreads. A few of the ladies bought black scarves with magenta trimmings, some
wanted a Swat hat to show to their friends. They seemed to me very ugly things and
so under becoming to the handsome lads that wore them, but very warm. | preferred
the pretty caps trimmed in gold thread that you would see on the head of some lovely
child, usually the son of a local  han.

B yevening of the second day, the clouds began to gather and the next day it was
drizzling. H opingit would clear up in an hour or two we set out for ir B &a, thinking
that we would not have time to see this interesting road on our return journey for it is
a good deal longer and there are four passes to cross before one comes to the shrine.
We went over the bridge across the Saidu R iverand some miles down the same road
we had come by on our arrival, then we turned off to the left and after a while began
to climb. The road was steep and narrow and it seemed leading long way to the top of
the fi rstpass, which was the big highest of the four passes on the way. It was very
windy. The road that we could see zig-zagging down the next big hill did not look very
| nting with a rainy sky overhead. So, we turned and came back by the way we had
gone and we were glad to be back in the valley again. By now the rain was blurring the
hills and almost shutting out the view. We ate in the car, looking on at B udlhist ruins,
for no one wanted to climb up there in the rain. The colours all became soft, the snow
disappeared, the fl owershung their soft heads and the distant hills were hidden in the
mist. We finally returned to the hotel to spend the rest of the afternoon sorting
specimens of fl owrs, making notes, making a few sketches of the fl owersand drinking
tea. The mist came farther up the valley until the nearest hills were also covered. Of all
that riot of colour only a soft grey blue remained.

We had planned to go to a rest-house at B ahein and perhaps to visit alam, but next
day it was raining so hard that we got discouraged. | t looked aif it was in for days of
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wet weather. So we came out of the valley as we had gone into it, by C haklara and the
Malakand ass. Family after family of Gujars walked on the road in the pouring rain,
driving their animals in front of them loaded with their household possessions. | was
sad to see them so bedraggled in the wet. One little girl in black and red had a black
lamb in her arms, as if it too, had become discouraged in the rain. We saw where the
Swat R ver was joined by the Dir R iverand wondered if Alexander had come into | ndi
through Dir. The hills have sharp points to them and looked as fl afas if they had been
cut out of cardboard. We saw a baby leopard skin hanging in a roadside shop and
wondered where it had come from. They had jackal skins in the shops at Mingora. In
the rain the rocks near the pass were almost black and contrasted sharply with the lush
green and gold of the valley. The pass over Malakand had seemed scary It when we
were going into Swat but after the iBaba Road it looked a highway. The rain followed
us all the way to the unjab.

| would be nice to spend a long time in the valley of Swat. | should like to paint dozens
of pictures and visit the higher hills. The flowers are so lovely in the spring. But to get
round in the comfort one should have one' ewn car. The roads are good and several
of the side valleys motorable. Our visit was so brief that it had the effect of an
afternoon’' performance at the cinema with a fi h in two parts: one in bright sunshine,
the other in the rain and | shall always regret a part three which | did not see, the roads
we did not travel and the hills we may never have an opportunity to climb.

Theme

The unit evocatively portrays the enchanting beauty and serene tranquillity of the Swat alley
in spring, capturing a landscape of breathtaking contrasts—snow-capped mountains, vibrant
fi &ds of blossoms, and crystal-clear rivers set against ancient ruins and cultural richness.
Through vivid imagery, the narrative conveys a sense of awe and timelessness, celebrating
the valley's natural splendour, historical depth, and the gentle rhythm of local life, while also
acknowledging the fleeting nature of such an idyllic experience. | s a tribute to a place
where nature, history, and human presence harmonize into an unforgettable tapestry of
sights, sounds, and emotions. J

Tbout the author

H . . Stewart is the insightful author behind  isit to the S w atalley, a work that refl ectsis
deep appreciation for the cultural and natural richness of the region. With a keen eye for
detail and a passion for exploration, Stewart brings to life the landscapes, traditions, and
people of Swat through vivid and engaging prose. H iswriting not only serves as a travelogue
but also as a thoughtful commentary on the historical and social nuances of the area.
Stewart's ability to weave narrative with observation makes his work both informative and
immersive. Through this publication, he invites readers to experience the beauty and
complexity of Swat alley as though they were journeying alongside him. 4
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| G lossay l
Words Meanings
bas-relief a type of sculpture with slightly raised fi gureson a fl at lackground

bedraggled | messy and wet, typically from being in the rain
cragginess the quality of being rough, uneven, and full of rocks

doli a palanquin used to carry a bride

dow iy property or money brought by a bride to her husband at marriage
mistletoe a parasitic plant that grows on trees

nep eta a genus of fl oweringplants, commonly known as catmint

p ecip ices | very steep rock faces or cliff s
sa ron-clad | dressed in robes of a bright orange-yellow colour

schist a type of rock that splits easily into thin layers

sop lora a genus of trees and shrubs with typically yellow fl owers
stupa a buddhist shrine, typically a dome-shaped structure
terraced ( bland) shaped into a series of fl at aras resembling steps

Reading and Critical Thinking }

A . A swer the f Bow ing questions:

1. What might be the author' s deper purpose in writing this detailed account of
her visit to the Swat  alley

2. H owdoes the author' fone shift between the descriptions of the sunny days
and the fi nakainy departure? What specific words contribute to these diff erent
moods?

3. The article mentions " He giant' sgastle" that must be stormed to enter the
" enmanted land." What does this metaphor represent about the journey and
the landscape?

4. | detify and explain a key contrast presented in the text.

5. The author describes a wedding procession in detail. What does this passage
reveal about the local customs and the role of community?

6. The narrative is told from the fi rstperson perspective of a visitor. How does
this point of view shape our understanding of the place and its people? What
might a local person's perspective emphasize diff eently?

7. The description is rich with sensory details. H owdo these details enhance the
reader' experience?
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8. The article concludes with a comparison of the visit to " anafternoon' s
performance at the cinema." Why is this an eff etive closing metaphor? What
does it summarize about their experience?

9. B asedon the descriptions of the Gujar people traveling in the rain, what can
you infer about their lifestyle and challenges?

10. The author expresses regret for not seeing the “part three.” What does this
regret reveal about the author’ s ovetl impression of the Swat  aky?

B . Choose the correct op ton.

1. According to the text, what natural feature provides a " seatng" for the
beautiful spring scenery?

a) adensedark forest b) a vast, ety desert

c) snowapped mountains and a blue river d) anigle, towering volcano

2. The Malakand ass made the travellers feel as if they had to storm _ _ _ _ _ _

a) adragn' kir b) giant' sastle c¢) afortifi edtg d) asaedtemple

3. Where did the author note that groups of olive trees seemed to survive?

a) arond government buildings b) imoyal gardens

c) imhe graveyards d) alonghe riverbanks

4. What architectural remains are described as being on " every hlitop" in the
valley?

a) Muigal palaces b) Greelmphitheatres

¢) B uddt monasteries and stupas d) tarian mansions

5. What unexpected sight did the travellers encounter in the city of Saidu
Sharif?

a) a massivenodern factory b) a greawhite mosque and a big hotel

c) arowded, noisy market d) an arient, ruined colosseum

6. What was the " lovelig sight" providd during the trip to the valley leading to
Miandam?

a) the Swat R ver b) Medlar tes in full bloom

¢) the snowy mountain range  d) a wedding procession

7.

D uring thewedding procession, how was the bride transported?

on a deorated horse b) ia doli ( panquin)

im modern car d) on afl ewcovered cart
What did the travellers primarily shop for in the bazar?

spes and local foods b) angue weapons

Wat blankets and hats d) B uddhiartifacts
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E Vocabulary and G rammar]

1. The text describes the view as a " miture that causes the visitor to e ¢ dim with
pleasure." What is the best synonym for "exclaim"?

a) hisper b) mrmur c) ry out d) ponde

2. The author mentions the "p retp ies, the rocks, the road winding around the cliff s."
What does "precipices” mostikely refer to?

a) gentlslopes b) dese forests c) verysteegliffs d) shallowtreams

3. The scene is described as " the @mnt' sastle has to be stormed." n this context,
what does " storrad” rean?

a) admed from a distance b) paintd artistically

c) attded and captured by force  d) photogphed carefully

4. The author notes that the graves were " oftesurmou rdd by sharp stones.” What
does " surraunted" mean?

a) surronded by b) dgup from c¢) placedn top of d) lkiden beneath

5. The botanists were excited by the " wid fl owersy the road side and up the slop es
of the hills." What doe$slopes” refer to?

a) the fl &ps of the hills b) thenclined sides of the hills

c) thealleys between the hills d) theocky bases of the hills

Qz Oral Communication Skills |

A. H .. Stewart describes the Sw atValley w ithv iwdiimagery. L iten caref ujl
as your classmate reads a short descriptive passage aloud. A ter he
fi nihes, can you share one sp ecifi @mage or sensory detail emething
seen, heard, or f elt)that stands out to you and exp &in why it is
particularly e edive or striking?

B. I magiaStew at's descrip tionof a sp ecifé landscap ein Swat Valley e.g.
a river, a mountain pass) is a stanza from a p @m. Working with a partner,
parap lrase that descrip tionin your own words. our goal is to capture
the essence and beauty of the image without using Stew at's ex at
p hrasiy. Bprepared to share your parap hased version with the class. "

C. Think about a modern travel blog or documentary about the same
region. B asel on Stewart's writing, how w ould his p urp as and tone
di erf ronthat of a modern travel writer? What in his tex tmakes you
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think that? iscus the di erent goals of a tharly htcentury
travelogue versus contemp oary travel media."”

v

Q’& Writing Skills |
A. H.. Stewart describes the Swat Valley from the p esp etive of an
outsider. Write a w ellstructured analytical paragrap h - w ads) in

w hich you: a) arap hase his overall imp resson of the valley and its
p eop le e. ¢§.Th author conv eysa sense of. ") .b) Critiq uehis p ostion
by analysing how he, as a colonial-era B ritih author, might distinguish
his v iew pimt from that of a local inhabitant. Consider his tone, w ad
choice, and w hathe chooses to describe. c) Sup p dryour analysis with at
least tw o P ecifi tex tal ref ences.

B. Writeapr ciofthe article "AV ist to the SwatValley" by H.. t®wart.
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13 The earl

= ohn feinbeck
.@5 Learning Outcomes: |

B y the ad of this unit, the students will be able to: R

o Speak confi @éntly and fluently in a wide range of contexts, for example, (confl dt
resolution, panel discussion, role-play, dialogue etc.) to fulfi Idiff eent purposes
( »gosition, argumentation etc.) .

o Analyse descriptive, argumentative persuasive essays.

e Analyse application/letter/report summary/biography/ autbiography/ reviews.

o Evaluate different points of view ( .g., first-person,third-person narrative) Examine
an author's point of view or purpose in a text.

o  Gather relevant information from multiple authentic resources available following
research ethics to write and present their assignment.

«  Write a book review. W

N
E Pre-reading: | o

e (Can a stroke of luck ever be truly dangerous, and if so, why?

e H owdoes sudden wealth typically change the way a community treats an individual?
e D osocial institutions like medicine, law, and markets serve the rich and poor equally?
e | sgmd aninherent human fl aw or a poduct of the society we live in?

e Can an ordinary object become evil, or do we merely project our darkness onto it?

L ®* What might a person have to sacrifice in the pursuit of a better life? )

"I the town they tell the story of the great pearl--- how it was found and how
it was lost again. They tell of ino, the fi sherman,and of his wife, uanaand of the
baby, C gotito. And because the story has been told so often, it has taken root in every
man’s mind. And, as with all retold tales that are in people’s hearts, there are only good
and bad things and black and white things and good and evil things and no in-between
anywhere.

"I fthistory is a parable, perhaps everyone takes his own meaning from it and
reads his own life into it. | @any case, they say in the town that . .."

CHA' T R I
IN Oawakened in the near dark. The stars still shone and the day had drawn
only a pale wash of light in the lower sky to the east. The roosters had been crowing
for some time, and the early animals were already beginning their ceaseless turning of
twigs and bits of wood to see whether anything to eat had been overlooked. Outside
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the brush house in the tuna clump, a covey of little birds chittered and flurried with
their wings.
ino' syes opened, and he looked fi rsfat the lightening square which was the
door and then he looked at the hanging box where C owtito slept. And last he turned
his head to  uanahis wife, who lay beside him on the mat, her blue head shawl over
her nose and around the small of her back. uaa' eyes were open too. ino could
never remember seeing them closed when he awakened. H erdark eyes made little
refl eted stars. She was looking at him as she was always looking at him when he
awakened.
im heard the little splash of morning waves on the beach. It was very good—
im closed his eyes again to listen to his music. erhaps he alone did this and perhaps
all of his people did it. H ispeople had once been great makers of songs so that
everything they saw or thought or did became a song. That was very long ago. The
songs remained; indknew them, but no new songs were added. That does not mean
that there were no personal songs. In ino' kead there was a song now, clear and soft,
and if he had been able to speak of it, he would have called it the Song of the Family.

H isblanket was over his nose to protect him from the dank air. H iseyes fl iked
to a rustle beside him. It was  uanarising. On her hard bare feet, she went to the
hanging box where C oyotitoslept, and she leaned over and said a little reassuring
word. C oyotito lookedup for a moment and closed his eyes and slept again.

uanavent to the fi repit and uncovered a coal and fanned it alive while she
broke little pieces of brush over it.

Now i got up and wrapped his blanket about his head and nose and
shoulders. H eslipped his feet into his sandals and went outside to watch the dawn.

Outside the door he squatted down and gathered the blanket ends about his
knees. H esaw the specks of Gulf clouds fl amehigh in the air. And a goat came near
and sniffed at him and stared with its cold yellow eyes. B elmd him  uaa' & rdeaped
into fl ameand threw spears of light through the chinks of the brush — house wall and
threw a wavering square of light out the door. A late moth blustered in to find the fi re.
The Song of the Family came now from behind ino. And the rhythm of the family song
was the grinding stone where  uana wrked the corn for the morning cakes.

The dawn came quickly now, a wash, a glow, a lightness, and then an explosion
of fi reas the sun arose out of the Gulf. inolooked down to cover his eyes from the
glare. H ecould hear the pat of the corncakes in the house and the rich smell of them
on the cooking plate. The ants were busy on the ground, big black ones with shiny
bodies, and little dusty quick ants. ino watched with the detachment of God while a
dusty ant frantically tried to escape the sand trap an ant lion had dug for him. A thin,
timid dog came close and, at a soft word from ino, curled up, arranged its tail neatly
over its feet, and laid its chin delicately on the pile. It was a black dog with yellow-gold
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spots where its eyebrows should have been. | was a morning like other mornings and
yet perfect among mornings.

im heard the creak of the rope when uandook C owtito out of his hanging
box and cleaned him. i could see these things without looking at them. uanaang
softly an ancient song that had only three notes and yet endless variety of interval. And
this was part of the family song too. It was all part. Sometimes it rose to an aching
chord that caught the throat, saying this is safety, this is warmth, this is the  hole.
Across the brush fence were other brush houses, and the smoke came from them too,
and the sound of breakfast. ino was young and strong and his black hair hung over
his brown forehead. H iseyes were warm and fi ere and bright and his moustache was
thin and coarse. H e lovered his blanket from his nose now, for the dark poisonous air
was gone and the yellow sunlight fell on the house. N earthe brush fence two roosters
bowed and feinted at each other with squared wings and neck feathers ruff edout. | t
would be a clumsy fi gl They were not game chickens. ino watched them for a
moment, and then his eyes went up to a fl ightof wild doves twinkling inland to the
hills. The world was awake now, and i arose and went into his brush house.

As he came through the door uaastood up from the glowing fi repit. She put
C owtito back in his hanging box and then she combed her black hair and braided it
in two braids and tied the ends with thin green ribbon. i@ squatted by the fi repit
and rolled a hot corncake and dipped it in sauce and ate it. And he drank a little tea
and that was breakfast. That was the only breakfast he had ever known outside of feast
days and one incredible fi esé on cookies that had nearly killed him. When ino had
fi nished uanaame back to the fi reand ate her breakfast. They had spoken once, but
there is no need for speech if it is only a habit anyway. ino sighed with satisfaction-
and that was conversation.

The sun was warming the brush house, breaking through its crevices in long
streaks. And one of the streaks fell on the hanging box where C owtito lay, and on the
ropes that held it.
| was a tiny movement that drew their eyes to the hanging box. i@ and uaa froze
in their positions. Down the rope that hung the baby' box from the roof support a
scorpion moved slowly. His stinging tail was straight out behind him, but he could whip
it up in a flash of time.

im' breath whistled in his nostrils and he opened his mouth to stop it. And
then the startled look was gone from him and the rigidity from his body. | his mind a
new song had come, the Song of Evil, the music of the enemy, of any foe of the family,
a savage, secret, dangerous melody, and underneath, the Song of the Family cried
plaintively.

The scorpion moved delicately down the rope toward the box. Under her breath

uanaepeated an ancient magic to guard against such evil, and on top of that she
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muttered a Hail Mary between clenched teeth. B ut ino was in motion. H isbody glided
quietly across the room, noiselessly and smoothly. His hands were in front of him,
palms down, and his eyes were on the scorpion. B @eath it in the hanging box C gotito
laughed and reached up his hand toward it. | $ensed danger when i@ was almost
within reach of it. | $topped, and its tail rose up over its back in little jerks and the
curved thorn on the tail's end glistened.

i stood perfectly still. H ecould hear uana wispering the old magic again,
and he could hear the evil music of the enemy. H ecould not move until the scorpion
moved, and it felt for the source of the death that was coming to it. i@’ kand went
forward very slowly, very smoothly. The thorned tail jerked upright. And at that
moment the laughing C gotito shook the rope and the scorpion fell.

il fand leaped to catch it, but it fell past his fi ngersfell on the baby' s
shoulder, landed and struck. Then, snarling, i had it, had it in his fi ngersrubbing it
to a paste in his hands. H ethrew it down and beat it into the earth fl oomwith his fi st,
and C gotito screamed with pain in his box. B ut i@ beat and stamped the enemy
until it was only a fragment and a moist place in the dirt. H isteeth were bared and fury
fl ared irhis eyes and the Song of the Enemy roared in his ears.

B ut uarhad the baby in her arms now. She found the puncture with redness
starting from it already. She put her lips down over the puncture and sucked hard and
spat and sucked again while C owptito screamed.

im hovered; he was helpless, he was in the way. The screams of the baby
brought the neighbours. Out of their brush houses they poured- io' brother an
Tomas and his fat wife Apolonia and their four children crowded in the door and
blocked the entrance, while behind them others tried to look in, and one small boy
crawled among legs to have a look. And those in front passed the word back to those
behind-" Scormin. The baby has been stung."

uanatopped sucking the puncture for a moment. The little hole was slightly
enlarged and its edges whitened from the sucking, but the red swelling extended
farther around it in a hard lymp latic mound. And all of these people knew about the
scorpion. An adult might be very ill from the sting, but a baby could easily die from the
poison. F irstthey knew, would come swelling and fever and tightened throat, and then
cramps in the stomach, and then C gotito might die if enough of the poison had gone
in. But the stinging pain of the bite was going away. C gotito' screams turned to
moans.

im had wondered often at the iron in his patient, fragile wife. She, who was
obedient and respectful and cheerful and patient, she could arch her back in child pain
with hardly a cry. She could stand fatigue and hunger almost better than ino himself.
| the canoe she was like a strong man. And now she did a most surprising thing.
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" Theloctor," she said. " Gdo get the doctor." The word was passed out among
the neighbours where they stood close packed in the little yard behind the brush fence.
And they repeated among themselves, " ummwants the doctor." Awvonderful thing, a
memorable thing, to want the doctor. To get him would be a remarkable thing. The
doctor never came to the cluster of brush houses. Why should he, when he had more
than he could do to take care of the rich people who lived in the stone and plaster
houses of the town.

" Hwould not come,” thgeople in the yard said.

' Hwould not come," the people in the door said, and the thought got into

.

" Thedoctor would not come,” inosaid to  uanaShe looked up at him, her
eyes as cold as the eyes of a lioness. This was uaa $i rstbaby- this was nearly
everything there was in uana' s worldAnd ino saw her determination and the music
of the family sounded in his head with a steely tone.

" Thenve will go to him," uanaaid, and with one hand she arranged her dark
blue shawl over her head and made of one end of it a sling to hold the moaning baby
and made of the other end of it a shade over his eyes to protect him from the light.
The people in the door pushed against those behind to let her through. ino followed
her. They went out of the gate to the rutted path and the neighbours followed them.
The thing had become a neighbourhood affair. They made a quick soft-footed
procession into the centre of the town, fi rst uaamand i, and behind them uan
Tomas and Apolonia, then all the neighbours with the children trotting on the fl anks.
And the yellow sun threw their black shadows ahead of them so that they walked on
their own shadows.

They came to the place where the brush houses stopped and the city of stone
and plaster began, the city of harsh outer walls and inner cool gardens where a little
water played and the bougainvillea crusted the walls with purple and brick-red and
white. They heard from the secret gardens the singing of caged birds and heard the
splash of cooling water on hot fl agstonesThe procession crossed the blinding plaza
and passed in front of the church. It had grown now, and on the outskirts the hurrying
newcomers were being softly informed how the baby had been stung by a scorpion,
how the father and mother were taking it to the doctor.

And the newcomers, particularly the beggars from the front of the church who
were great experts in fi nan@l analysis, looked quickly at uaa' eld blue skirt, saw the
tears in her shawl, appraised the green ribbon on her braids, read the age of @' s
blanket and the thousand washings of his clothes, and set them down as poverty
people and went along to see what kind of drama might develop. The four beggars in
front of the church knew everything in the town. They were students of the expressions
of young women as they went in to confession, and they saw them as they came out



and read the nature of the sin. They knew every little scandal and some very big crimes.
They slept at their posts in the shadow of the church so that no one crept in for
consolation without their knowledge. And they knew the doctor. They knew his
ignorance, his cruelty, his avarice, his sins. They knew his clumsy attitude. They had
seen his corpses go into the church. And, since early Mass was over and business was
slow, they followed the procession, these endless searchers after perfect knowledge of
their fellow men, to see what the fat lazy doctor would do about an indigent baby with
a scorpion bite.

The scurrying procession came at last to the big gate in the wall of the doctor
house. They could hear the splashing water and the singing of caged birds and the
sweep of the long brooms on the fl agsbnes. And they could smell the frying of meat
from the doctor' s hows

i hesitated a moment. This doctor was not of his people. This doctor was of
a race which for nearly four hundred years had beaten and starved and robbed and
despised @' mace, and frightened it too, so that the indigene came humbly to the
door. And as always when he came near to one of this race, ino felt weak and afraid
and angry at the same time. R ageand terror went together. H ecould kill the doctor
more easily than he could talk to him, for all of the doctor' s ra&spoke to all of i’
race as though they were simple animals. And as  inoraised his right hand to the iron
ring knocker in the gate, rage swelled in him, and the pounding music of the enemy
beat in his ears, and his lips drew tight against his teeth- but with his left hand he
reached to take off his hat. The iron ring pounded against the gate. i took off his
hat and stood waiting. Coyotito moaned a little in  uana‘amms, and she spoke softly
to him. The procession crowded close the better to see and hear.

After a moment the big gate opened a few inches. inocould see the green
coolness of the garden and little splashing fountain through the opening. The man
who looked out at him was one of his own race. ino spoke to him in the old language.
" Thdittle one- the fi rstborn- has been poisoned by the scorpion,” ino said. " H
requires the skill of the healer."

The gate closed a little, and the servant refused to speak in the old language.
" Aittle moment," he said, " ¢o to inform myself," andhe closed the gate and slid the
bolt home. The glaring sun threw the bunched shadows of the people blackly on the
white wall.

I n hishamber the doctor sat up in his high bed. H ewas dressed in a gown of
red watered silk that had come from aris. On his lap was a silver tray with a silver
chocolate pot and a tiny cup of eggshell china, so delicate that it looked silly when he
lifted it with his big hand, lifted it with the tips of thumb and forefi ngeand spread the
other three fi ngrs wide to get them out of the way. He was growing very stout, and
his voice was hoarse with the fat that pressed on his throat. B eside Im on a table was



a small Oriental gong and a bowl of cigarettes. The furnishings of the room were heavy
and dark and gloomy. The pictures were religious, even the large tinted photograph of
his dead wife, who, if Masses willed and paid for out of her own estate could do it, was
in H eaven.The doctor had once for a short time been a part of the great world and his
whole subsequent life was memory and longing for F rane. " RAat" he said, " was
civilized living"- by which he meant that on a small income he had been able to live
and eat in restaurants. He poured his second cup of chocolate and crumbled a sweet
biscuit in his fi ngrs. The servant from the gate came to the open door and stood
waiting to be noticed.

" &? "he doctor asked.

" tlis a little Indian with a baby. He says a scorpion stung it."

The doctor put his cup down gently before he let his anger rise.

" H avknothing better to do than cure insect bites for 'ittle Indians? | am a
doctor, not a veterinary."

" &, atron," aid the servant.

" H dse any money? ‘the doctor demanded. " N, they never have any money.
| ,dlone in the world am supposed to work for nothing- and | am tired of it. See if he
has any money! "

At the gate the servant opened the door a trifl eand looked out at the waiting
people. And this time he spoke in the old language.

" H ave you amey to pay for the treatment?"

N ow il reached into a secret place somewhere under his blanket. He brought
out a paper folded many times. C reaseby crease he unfolded it, until at last there came
to view eight small misshapen seed pearls, as ugly and grey as little ulcers, fl atteed
and almost valueless. The servant took the paper and closed the gate again, but this
time he was not gone long. He opened the gate just wide enough to pass the paper
back.

" Theloctor has gone out," he said. " K was called to a serious case." And he
shut the gate quickly out of shame.

And now a wave of shame went over the whole procession. They melted away.
The beggars went back to the church steps, the stragglers moved off ,and the
neighbours departed so that the public shaming of i@ would not be in their eyes.

F om long time, i stood in front of the gate with  uandeside him. Slowly he put
his suppliant hat on his head. Then, without warning, he struck the gate a crushing
blow with his fi stH elooked down in wonder at his split knuckles and at the blood that
fl oweddown between his fi ngrs.

Chap é&r

The town lay on a broad estuary, its old yellow plastered buildings hugging
the beach. And on the beach the white and blue canoes that came from N ayarit were



drawn up, canoes preserved for generations by a hard shell-like waterproof plaster
whose making was a secret of the fi shingpeople. They were high and graceful canoes
with curving bow and stern and a braced section midships where a mast could be
stepped to carry a small lateen sail.

The beach was yellow sand, but at the water's edge a rubble of shell and algae
took its place. F idddr crabs bubbled and sputtered in their holes in the sand, and in
the shallows little lobsters popped in and out of their tiny homes in the rubble and
sand. The sea bottom was rich with crawling and swimming and growing things. The
brown algae waved in the gentle currents and the green eel grass swayed and little sea
horses clung to its stems. Spotted botete, the poison fi shjay on the bottom in the eel-
grass beds, and the bright-coloured swimming crabs scampered over them.

On the beach the hungry dogs and the hungry pigs of the town searched
endlessly for any dead fi b or sea bird that might have fl oatedn on a rising tide.

Although the morning was young, the hazy mirage was up. The uncertain air
that magnified some things and blotted out others hung over the whole Gulf so that
all sights were unreal and vision could not be trusted; so that sea and land had the
sharp clarities and the vagueness of a dream. Thus, it might be that the people of the
Gulf trust things of the spirit and things of the imagination, but they do not trust their
eyes to show them distance or clear outline or any optical exactness. Across the estuary
from the town one section of mangroves stood clear and telescop ially defined, while
another mangrove clump was a hazy black-green blob. art of the far shore
disappeared into a shimmer that looked like water. There was no certainty in seeing,
no proof that what you saw was there or was not there. And the people of the Gulf
expected all places were that way, and it was not strange to them. A copper haze hung
over the water, and the hot morning sun beat on it and made it vibrate blindingly.

The brush houses of the fishing people were back from the beach on the right-
hand side of the town, and the canoes were drawn up in front of this area.

im and uanazame slowly down to the beach and to ino' canoe, which was the
one thing of value he owned in the world. It was very old. @' grandfather had
brought it from N garit, and he had given it to ino' father, and so it had come to

im. | was at once property and source of food, for a man with a boat can guarantee
a woman that she will eat something. It is the bulw arkagainst starvation. And every
year i refi nihed his canoe with the hard shell-like plaster by the secret method that
had also come to him from his father. N owhe came to the canoe and touched the bow
tenderly as he always did. He laid his diving rock and his basket and the two ropes in
the sand by the canoe. And he folded his blanket and laid it in the bow.

uandaid Coyotito on the blanket, and she placed her shawl over him so that
the hot sun could not shine on him. H ewas quiet now, but the swelling on his shoulder
had continued up his neck and under his ear and his face was puff edand feverish.



uana went to thevater and waded in. She gathered some brown seaweed and made
a fl atdamp p altice of it, and this she applied to the baby' swollen shoulder, which
was as good a remedy as any and probably better than the doctor could have done.
B utthe remedy lacked his authority because it was simple and didn't cost anything.
The stomach cramps had not come to C owptito. erhaps uaa had sucked out the
poison in time, but she had not sucked out her worry over her fi rstborn. She had not
prayed directly for the recovery of the baby- she had prayed that they might fi nda
pearl with which to hire the doctor to cure the baby, for the minds of people are as
unsubstantial as the mirage of the Gulf.

Now imand uaaslidthe canoe down the beach to the water, and when the
bow fl oated, uaa climbed in, while ino pushed the stern in and waded beside it until
it fl oatedightly and trembled on the little breaking waves. Then in coordination  uaa
and i drove their double-bladed paddles into the sea, and the canoe creased the
water and hissed with speed. The other pearlers were gone out long since. In a few
moments i@ could see them clustered in the haze, riding over the oyster bed.

L igt fi tered down through the water to the bed where the frilly pearl oysters
lay fastened to the rubbly bottom, a bottom strewn with shells of broken, opened
oysters. This was the bed that had raised the ingof Spain to be a great power in
Europe in past years, had helped to pay for his wars, and had decorated the churches
for his soul's sake. The grey oysters with ru es like skirts on the shells, the barnacle-
crusted oysters with little bits of weed clinging to the skirts and small crabs climbing
over them. An accident could happen to these oysters, a grain of sand could lie in the
folds of muscle and irritate the fl eshuntil in self-protection the fl eshcoated the grain
with a layer of smooth cement. But once started, the fl eshcontinued to coat the foreign
body until it fell free in some tidal fl urryor until the oyster was destroyed. F ocenturies
men had dived down and torn the oysters from the beds and ripped them open,
looking for the coated grains of sand. Swarms of fish lived near the bed to live near the
oysters thrown back by the searching men and to nibble at the shining inner shells. But
the pearls were accidents, and the fi ndig of one was luck, a little pat on the back by
God or the gods or both.

im had two ropes, one tied to a heavy stone and one to a basket. H estripped
off his shirt and laid his hat in the bottom of the canoe. The water was oily smooth. H e
took his rock in one hand and his basket in the other, and he slipped feet fi rsover the
side and the rock carried him to the bottom. The bubbles rose behind him until the
water cleared and he could see. Above, the surface of the water was an undulating
mirror of brightness, and he could see the bottoms of the canoes sticking through it.

im moved cautiously so that the water would not be obscured with mud or
sand. He hooked his foot in the loop on his rock and his hands worked quickly, tearing



the oysters loose, some singly, others in clusters. He laid them in his basket. | some
places the oysters clung to one another so that they came free in lumps.

Now, i@ people had sung of everything that happened or existed. They had
made songs to the fi shesto the sea in anger and to the sea in calm, to the light and
the dark and the sun and the moon, and the songs were all in ino and in his people-
every song that had ever been made, even the ones forgotten. And as he filed his
basket the song was in i, and the beat of the song was his pounding heart as it ate
the oxygen from his held breath, and the melody of the song was the grey-green water
and the little scuttling animals and the clouds of fi k that fl ittedoy and were gone. B ut
in the song, there was a secret little inner song, hardly perceptible, but always there,
sweet and secret and clinging, almost hiding in the counter-melody, and this was the
Song of the earl That Might B efor every shell thrown in the basket might contain a
pearl. C hancewas against it, but luck and the gods might be for it. And in the
canoe above him i@ knew that ana was making the magic of prayer, her face set
rigid and her muscles hard to force the luck, to tear the luck out of the gods' hands,
for she needed the luck for the swollen shoulder of C gotito. And because the need
was great and the desire was great, the little secret melody of the pearl that might be
was stronger this morning. Whole phrases of it came clearly and softly into the Song
of the Undersea.

i, in his pride and youth and strength, could remain down over two minutes
without strain, so that he worked deliberately, selecting the largest shells. B eause they
were disturbed, the oyster shells were tightly closed. A little to his right a hummock of
rubbly rock stuck up, covered with young oysters not ready to take. i@ moved next
to the hummock, and then, beside it, under a little overhang, he saw a very large oyster
lying by itself, not covered with its clinging brothers. The shell was partly open, for the
overhang protected this ancient oyster, and in the lip-like muscle ino saw a ghostly
gleam, and then the shell closed down. H isheart beat out a heavy rhythm and the
melody of the maybe pearl shrilled in his ears. Slowly he forced the oyster loose and
held it tightly against his breast. H ekicked his foot free from the rock loop, and his
body rose to the surface and his black hair gleamed in the sunlight. H ereached over
the side of the canoe and laid the oyster in the bottom.

Then uanateadied the boat while he climbed in. His eyes were shining with
excitement, but in decency he pulled up his rock, and then he pulled up his basket of
oysters and lifted them in. uanaensed his excitement, and she pretended to look
away. | timot good to want a thing too much. It sometimes drives the luck away. You
must want it just enough, and you must be very tactful with God. B ut uaa stopped
breathing. ery deliberately i@ opened his short strong knife. He looked
speculatively at the basket. erhaps it would be better to open the oyster last. H etook
a small oyster from the basket, cut the muscle, searched the folds of fl eshand threw



it in the water. Then he seemed to see the great oyster for the fi rstime. H esquatted
in the bottom of the canoe, picked up the shell and examined it. The fl utesvere shining
black to brown, and only a few small barnacles adhered to the shell. N ow inowas
reluctant to open it. What he had seen, he knew, might be a refl etion, a piece of fl at
shell accidentally drifted in or a complete illusion. In this Gulf of uncertain light there
were more illusions than realities.

B ut uana eyes were on him and she could not wait. She put her hand on
C optito' savered head. " @en it," she said softly.

i deftly slipped his knife into the edge of the shell. Through the knife he
could feel the muscle tighten hard. H eworked the blade lever-wise and the closing
muscle parted and the shell fell apart. The lip-like fl esh withed up and then subsided.

i lifted the fl eshand there it lay, the great pearl, perfect as the moon. | taptured
the light and refi ne it and gave it back in silver incandescence. | was as large as a
sea-gull's egg. | was the greatest pearl in the world.

uanaaught her breath and moaned a little. And to i the secret melody of
the maybe pearl broke clear and beautiful, rich and warm and lovely, glowing and
gloating and triumphant. | he surface of the great pearl he could see dream forms.
H e piked the pearl from the dying fl eshand held it in his palm, and he turned it over
and saw that its curve was perfect. uanaame near to stare at it in his hand, and it was
the hand he had smashed against the doctor' gate, and the torn flesh of the knuckles
was turned greyish white by the sea water.

| nstictively uanavent to C oyotitowhere he lay on his father' blanket. She
lifted the poultice of seaweed and looked at the shoulder. " ino," shered shrilly.

H elooked past his pearl, and he saw that the swelling was going out of the
baby' shoulder, the poison was receding from its body. Then ino' § stclosed over
the pearl and his emotion broke over him. H eput back his head and howled. H iseyes
rolled up and he screamed and his body was rigid. The men in the other canoes looked
up, startled, and then they dug their paddles into the sea and raced toward @' s
canoe.

Chap éer

A town is a thing like a colonial animal. A town has a nervous system and a
head and shoulders and feet. A town is a thing separate from all other towns, so that
there are no two towns alike. And a town has a whole emotion. H ownews travels
through a town is a mystery not easily to be solved. N ews seems to move faster than
small boys can scramble and dart to tell it, faster than women can call it over the fences.
B efore inoand uanand the other fi shes had cometo ' Irush house, the nerves
of the town were pulsing and vibrating with the news- i@ had found the earl of the
World. B eforepanting little boys could strangle out the words, their mothers knew it.
The news swept on past the brush houses, and it washed in a foaming wave into the



town of stone and plaster. It came to the priest walking in his garden, and it put a
thoughtful look in his eyes and a memory of certain repairs necessary to the church.
H ewondered what the pearl would be worth. And he wondered whether he had
baptized i@' sbaby, or married him for that matter. The news came to the
shopkeepers, and they looked at men' slothes that had not sold so well.

The news came to the doctor where he sat with a woman whose illness was
age, though neither she nor the doctor would admit it. And when it was made plain
who i@ was, the doctor grew stern and  udiciouat the same time. " Hig a client of
mine," the doctor said. " &m treating his child for a scorpion sting." And the doctor’
eyes rolled up a little in their fat hammocks and he thought of aris. H eremembered
the room he had lived in there as a great and luxurious place, and he remembered the
hard-faced woman who had lived with him as a beautiful and kind girl, although she
had been none of these three. The doctor looked past his aged patient and saw himself
sitting in a restaurant in aris and a waiter was just opening a bottle.

The news came early to the beggars in front of the church, and it made them
giggle a little with pleasure, for they knew that there is no almsgiver in the world like a
poor man who is suddenly lucky.

im has found the earl of the World. In the town, in little offi es, sat the men
who bought pearls from the fi shersThey waited in their chairs until the pearls came
in, and then they cackled and fought and shouted and threatened until they reached
the lowest price the fi sherman would stand. But there was a price below which they
dared not go, for it had happened that a fi sherman in despair had given his pearls to
the church. And when the buying was over, these buyers sat alone and their fi ngrs
played restlessly with the pearls, and they wished they owned the pearls. F orthere
were not many buyers really- there was only one, and he kept these agents in separate
offices to give a semblance of competition. The news came to these men, and their
eyes squinted and their fingertips burned a little, and each one thought how the patron
could not live forever and someone had to take his place. And each one thought how
with some capital he could get a new start.

All manner of people grew interested in ino- people with things to sell and
people with favors to ask. i@ had found the earl of the World. The essence of pearl
mixed with essence of men and a curious dark residue was precip fated. Every man
suddenly became related to @' pearl, and mo' pearl went into the dreams, the
speculations, the schemes, the plans, the futures, the wishes, the needs, the lusts, the
hungers, of everyone, and only one person stood in the way and that was ino, so that
he became curiously every man' snemy. The news stirred up something infi nitelyblack
and evil in the town; the black distillate was like the scorpion, or like hunger in the
smell of food, or like loneliness when love is withheld. The poison sacs of the town



began to manufacture venom, and the town swelled and puff edwith the pressure of
it.

B ut ino and uana did not know these things. Because they were happy and
excited they thought everyone shared their joy. uaTomas and Apolonia did, and they
were the world too. In the afternoon, when the sun had gone over the mountains of
the eninsula to sink in the outward sea, i squatted in his house with  ana beside
him. And the brush house was crowded with neighbours. i held the great pearl in
his hand, and it was warm and alive in his hand. And the music of the pearl had merged
with the music of the family so that one beautifi edthe other. The neighbours looked
at the pearl in i@ sdnd and they wondered how such luck could come to any man.
And uadomas, who squatted on ino' right hand because he was his brother, asked,
" What vl you do now that you have become a rich man? "

im looked into his pearl, and uanaast her eyelashes down and arranged
her shawl to cover her face so that her excitement could not be seen. And in the
incandescence of the pearl the pictures formed of the things ino' smind had
considered in the past and had given up as impossible. In the pearl he saw uanand
C owtito and himself standing and kneeling at the high altar, and they were being
married now that they could pay. He spoke softly, " W will be married- in the church.”
| nhe pearl he saw how they were dressed- ana in a shawl stiff with newness and a
new skirt, and from under the long skirt i@ could see that she wore shoes. | Was in
the pearl- the picture glowing there. H ehimself was dressed in new white clothes, and
he carried a new hat- not of straw but of fi neblack felt- and he too wore shoes-not
sandals but shoes that laced. B utC oyotitehe was the one- he wore a blue sailor suit
from the United States and a little yachting cap such as i@ had seen once when a
pleasure boat put into the estuary. All of these things ino saw in the lucent pearl and
he said, " W will have new clothes."

And the music of the pearl rose like a chorus of trumpets in his ears.

Then to the lovely grey surface of the pearl came the little things ino vanted:
a harpoon to take the place of one lost a year ago, a new harpoon of iron with a ring
in the end of the shaft; andhis mind could hardly make the leap-a rifl e but why not,
since he was so rich. And inosaw i inthe pearl, ino holding a Winchester carbine.
| twas thevildest daydreaming and very pleasant. H is Ips moved hesitantly over this-
" Afi e Mhwid." erhapsarifl e."

| was the rifl ethat broke down the barriers. This was an impossibility, and if he
could think of having a rifl e, whde horizons were burst and he could rush on. F oit is
said that humans are never satisfi ed,that you give them one thing and they want
something more. And this is said in disparagement, whereas it is one of the greatest
talents the species has and one that has made it superior to animals that are satisfi ed
with what they have.



The neighbours, close pressed and silent in the house, nodded their heads at
his wild imaginings. And a man in the rear murmured, * A fi eH ewill have a rifl e."

B utthe music of the pearl was shrilling with triumph in  i@. uandooked up,
and her eyes were wide at i@’ sourage and at his imagination. And electric strength
had come to him now the horizons were kicked out. | the pearl he saw C oytito sitting
at a little desk in a school, just as i@ had once seen it through an open door. And
C oytito was dressed in a jacket, and he had on a white collar, and a broad silken tie.
Moreover, C gotito was writing on a big piece of paper. i looked at his neighbours
fi erely. " M son will go to school," he said, and the neighbours were hushed. uaa
caught her breath sharply. H ereyes were bright as she watched him, and she looked
quickly down at C gotito in her arms to see whether this might be possible.

B ut im' $ace shone with prophecy. " M son will read and open the books,
and my son will write and will know writing. And my son will make numbers, and these
things will make us free because he will know-he will know and through him we will
know." And in the pearl i@ saw himself and ana squatting by the little fi rein the
brush hut while C oyotitoread from a great book. " Tis is what the pearl will do," said

im. And he had never said so many words together in his life. And suddenly he was
afraid of his talking. H ishand closed down over the pearl and cut the light away from
it. ino was afraid as a man is afraid who says, " Will," without knowing.

N owthe neighbours knew they had witnessed a great marvel. They knew that
time would now date from ino' pearl, and that they would discuss this moment for
many years to come. | these things came to pass, they would recount how i looked
and what he said and how his eyes shone, and they would say, " d was a man
transfigured. Some power was given to him, and there it started. You see what a great
man he has become, starting from that moment. And |  gself saw it."

And if ino' planning came to nothing, those same neighbours would say,
" Therat started. A foolish madness came over him so that he spoke foolish words.
God keep us from such things. Yes, God punished ino because he rebelled against the
way things are. You see what has become of him. And I mysekaw the moment when
his reason left him." i looked down at his closed hand and the knuckles were
scabbed over and tight where he had struck the gate.

N owthe dusk was coming. And  uan&ooped her shawl under the baby so that
he hung against her back, and she went to the fi rehole and dug a coal from the ashes
and broke a few twigs over it and fanned a fl amealive. The little fl amegdanced on the
faces of the neighbours. They knew they should go to their own dinners, but they were
reluctant to leave.

The dark was almostin,and uana & rethrew shadows on the brush walls when
the whisper came in, passed from mouth to mouth. "The Father is coming- the priest
is coming." The men uncovered their heads and stepped back from the door, and the



women gathered their shawls about their faces and cast down their eyes. inoand

uarfomas, his brother, stood up. The priest came in- a greying, aging man with an
old skin and a young sharp eye. C hilden, he considered these people, and he treated
them like children.

o' he said softly, " tbu art named after a great man- and a great Father of
the C hurb." He made it sound like a benediction. " Thynamesake tamed the desert
and sweetened the minds of thy people, didst thou know that? tlis in the books."

i looked quickly down at C oyotio' kead, where he hung on uaa' back.
Someday, his mind said, that boy would know what things were in the books and what
things were not. The music had gone out of @' bkead, but now, thinly, slowly, the
melody of the morning, the music of evil, of the enemy, sounded, but it was faint and
weak. And o looked at his neighbours to see who might have brought this song in.

B utthe priest was speaking again. " tthas come to me that thou hast found a
great fortune, a great pearl.”

im opened his hand and held it out, and the priest gasped a little at the size
and beauty of the pearl. And then he said, " | ofre thou wilt remember to give thanks,
my son, to Him who has given thee this treasure, and to pray for guidance in the
future.”

im nodded dumbly, and it was uanavho spoke softly. " W will, Father. And
we will be married now. i@ has said so." She looked at the neighbours for
confi rmaibn, and they nodded their heads solemnly.

The priest said, " tlis pleasant to see that your fi rsthoughts are good thoughts.
God bless you, my children." He turned and left quietly, and the people let him through.

B ut ino' fand had closed tightly on the pearl again, and he was glancing
about suspiciously, for the evil song was in his ears, shrilling against the music of the
pearl.

The neighbours slipped away to go to their houses, and  uaasquatted by the
fi @ and set her clay pot of boiled beans over the little fl ame. i stepped to the
doorway and looked out. As always, he could smell the smoke from many fi resand he
could see the hazy stars and feel the damp of the night air so that he covered his nose
from it. The thin dog came to him and threshed itself in greeting like a windblown fl ag,
and ino looked down at it and didn' gee it. H ehad broken through the horizons into
a cold and lonely outside. He felt alone and unprotected, and scraping crickets and
shrilling tree frogs and croaking toads seemed to be carrying the melody of evil. ino
shivered a little and drew his blanket more tightly against his nose. H ecarried the pearl
still in his hand, tightly closed in his palm, and it was warm and smooth against his skin.

B ehinchim he heard ana patting the cakes before she put them down on the
clay cooking sheet. i felt all the warmth and security of his family behind him, and
the Song of the Family came from behind him like the purring of a kitten. B uthow, by
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saying what his future was going to be like, he had created it. A plan is a real thing,
and things projected are experienced. A plan once made and visualized becomes a
reality along with other realities- never to be destroyed but easily to be attacked. Thus

im' future was real, but having set it up, other forces were set up to destroy it, and
this he knew, so that he had to prepare to meet the attack. And this i knew also-
that the gods do not love men' plans, and the gods do not love success unless it
comes by accident. H eknew that the gods take their revenge on a man if he be
successful through his own eff orts. C arequently, i was afraid of plans, but having
made one, he could never destroy it. And to meet the attack, i@ was already making
a hard skin for himself against the world. His eyes and his mind probed for danger
before it appeared.

Standing in the door, he saw two men approach; and one of them carried a
lantern which lighted the ground and the legs of the men. They turned in through the
opening of ino' brush fence and came to his door. And inosaw that one was the
doctor and the other the servant who had opened the gate in the morning. The split
knuckleson im' s rightand burned when he saw who they were.

The doctor said, " Was not in when you came this morning. But now, at the fi rst
chance, | have come to see the baby."

i stood in the door, filling it, and hatred raged and flamed in back of his
eyes, and fear too, for the hundreds of years of sub uagion were cut deep in him.

" Théaby is nearly well now," & said curtly.

The doctor smiled, but his eyes in their little lymph-lined hammocks did not
smile. H esaid, " Sometires, my friend, the scorpion sting has a curious effect. There
will be apparent improvement, and then without warning-pouf! M epursed his lips and
made a little explosion to show how quick it could be, and he shifted his small black
doctor' bag about so that the light of the lamp fell upon it, for he knew that ino' s
race loves the tools of any craft and trust them. " Smetimes," the doctor went on in a
liquid tone, " somi&mes there will be a withered leg or a blind eye or a crumpled back.
Oh, I know the sting of the scorpion, my friend, and | can cure it."

i felt the rage and hatred melting toward fear. He did not know, and
perhaps this doctor did. And he could not take the chance of putting his certain
ignorance against this man' possible knowledge. H ewas trapped as his people were
always trapped, and would be until, as he had said, they could be sure that the things
in the books were really in the books. He could not take a chance- not with the life or
with the straightness of Coyotito. He stood aside and let the doctor and his man enter
the brush hut.

uana god up from the fi re andoacked away as he entered, and she covered
the baby' face with the fringe of her shawl. And when the doctor went to her and held
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out his hand, she clutched the baby tight and looked at ino where he stood with the
fi re shadow leaping on his face.
im nodded, and only then did she let the doctor take the baby.

" H olthe light," the doctor said, and when the servant held the lantern high,
the doctor looked for a moment at the wound on the baby' shoulder. H e was
thoughtful for a moment and then he rolled back the baby's eyelid and looked at the
eyeball. H enodded his head while C owtito struggled against him.

" tlis as | thought," he said. " Thgoison has gone inward and it will strike soon.
C omelook! H eheld the eyelid down. " Seeit is blue." And ino, looking anxiously,
saw that indeed it was a little blue. And he didn' know whether or not it was always a
little blue. B utthe trap was set. H e ouldn' take the chance.

The doctor' syes watered in their little hammocks. " Will give him something
to try to turn the poison aside,” heaaid. And he handed the baby to ino.

Then from his bag he took a little bottle of white powder and a capsule of
gelatine. He fi llel the capsule with the powder and closed it, and then around the fi rst
capsule he fi tteda second capsule and closed it. Then he worked very deftly. H etook
the baby and pinched its lower lip until it opened its mouth. H isfat fi ngersgplaced the
capsule far back on the baby' songue, back of the point where he could spit it out,
and then from the fl oorthe picked up the little pitcher of p ulq uend gave C owtito a
drink, and it was done. He looked again at the baby' eyeball and he pursed his lips
and seemed to think.

At last, he handed the baby back to ana, and he turned to ino." think the
poison will attack within the hour," he said. " Ta medicine may save the baby from
hurt, but | will come back in an hour. erhaps | am in time to save him." He took a deep
breath and went out of the hut, and his servant followed him with the lantern.

N ow uaahad the baby under her shawl, and she stared at it with anxiety and
fear. i@ came to her, and he lifted the shawl and stared at the baby. H emoved his
hand to look under the eyelid, and only then saw that the pearl was still in his hand.
Then he went to a box by the wall, and from it he brought a piece of rag. H e wapped
the pearl in the rag, then went to the corner of the brush house and dug a little hole
with his fi ngerdn the dirt fl oorand he put the pearl in the hole and covered it up and
concealed the place. And then he went to the fi revhere  uanavas squatting, watching
the baby' face.

The doctor, back in his house, settled into his chair and looked at his watch. His
people brought him a little supper of chocolate and sweet cakes and fruit, and he
stared at the food discontentedly.

| nhe houses of the neighbours the subject that would lead all conversations
for a long time to come was aired for the fi rsttime to see how it would go. The
neighbours showed one another with their thumbs how big the pearl was, and they
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made little caressing gestures to show how lovely it was. F romnow on they would
watch ino and uanaery closely to see whether riches turned their heads, as riches
turn all people's heads. Everyone knew why the doctor had come. H ewas not good at
dissembling and he was very well understood.

Out in the estuary a tight-woven school of small fi shesglittered and broke
water to escape a school of great fi shesthat drove in to eat them. And in the houses
the people could hear the swish of the small ones and the bouncing splash of the great
ones as the slaughter went on. The dampness arose out of the Gulf and was deposited
on bushes and cacti and on little trees in salty drops. And the night mice crept about
on the ground and the little night hawks hunted them silently.

The skinny black puppy with fl amespots over his eyes came to @' door and
looked in. H enearly shook his hind quarters loose when inoglanced up at him, and
he subsided when i@ looked away. The puppy did not enter the house, but he
watched with frantic interest while ino ate his beans from the little pottery dish and
wiped it clean with a corncake and ate the cake and washed the whole down with a
drink of pulque.

im was fi rdhed and was rolling a cigarette when  uana spke sharply.

aod' Heglanced at her and then got up and went quickly to her for he saw fright in
her eyes. He stood over her, looking down, but the light was very dim. H ekicked a pile
of twigs into the fi rehole to make a blaze, and then he could see the face of C gotito.
The baby' face was fl ushe and his throat was working and a little thick drool of saliva
issued from his lips. The spasm of the stomach muscles began, and the baby was very
sick.

im knelt beside his wife. " Sathe doctor knew," he said, but he said it for
himself as well as for his wife, for his mind was hard and suspicious and he was
remembering the white powder. uanaocked from side to side and moaned out the
little Song of the Family as though it could ward off the danger, and the baby vomited
and writhed in her arms. N ow unertainty was in  ino, and the music of evil throbbed
in his head and nearly drove out uaa' s song.

The doctor fi nishedhis chocolate and nibbled the little fallen pieces of sweet
cake. He brushed his fi gers on a napkin, looked at his watch, arose, and took up his
little bag.

The news of the baby's illness travelled quickly among the brush houses, for
sickness is second only to hunger as the enemy of poor people. And some said softly,
" L kgcyou see, brings bitter friends." And they nodded and got up to go to  ino'
house. The neighbours scuttled with covered noses through the dark until they
crowded into ino' souse again. They stood and gazed, and they made little
comments on the sadness that this should happen at a time of joy, and they said, " A



things are in God's hands." The oldvomen squatted down beside uanad try to give
her aid if they could and comfort if they could not.

Then the doctor hurried in, followed by his man. He scattered the old women
like chickens. H etook the baby and examined it and felt its head. " Thepoison it has
worked," he said. " think | can defeat it. | will try my best." He asked for water, and in
the cup of it he put three drops of ammonia, and he pried open the baby' mouth and
poured it down. The baby spluttered and screeched under the treatment, and ana
watched him with haunted eyes. The doctor spoke a little as he worked. " listucky that
| know about the poison of the scorpion, otherwise-" and he shrugged to show what
could have happened.

B ut inowas suspicious, and he could not take his eyes from the doctor' epen
bag, and from the bottle of white powder there. Gradually the spasms subsided and
the baby relaxed under the doctor' kands. And then C owtito sighed deeply and went
to sleep, for he was very tired with vomiting.

The doctor put the baby in  uana'armms.” Hwill get well now," he said. " have
won the fi ght.’”And  uaalooked at him with adoration.

The doctor was closing his bag now. He said, " Wan do you think you can pay
this bill? " eRaid it even kindly.

" When have sdimy pearl | W pay you,” ino aid.

" &u have a pearl? Agood pearl? " thioctor asked with interest.

And then the chorus of the neighbours broke in. "H ehas found the earl of the
World," they cried, and they joined forefi nge with thumb to show how great the pearl
was.

anwill be a rich man," they clamoured. " tlis a pearl such as one has never
seen."

The doctor looked surprised. " had not heard of it. Do you keep this pearl in a
safe place? erhaps you would like me to put it in my safe?"

im' eyes were hooded now; his cheeks were drawn taut. " have it secure,”
he said. " dmorrow, | will sell it and then | will pay you."

The doctor shrugged, and his wet eyes never left  ino' eyes. H eknew the pearl
would be buried in the house, and he thought ino might look toward the place where
it was buried. " Iwbuld be a shame to have it stolen before you could sell it," the doctor
said, and he saw ino' eyes fl dk involuntarily to the fl oomear the side post of the
brush house.

When the doctor had gone and all the neighbours had reluctantly returned to
their houses, ino squatted beside the little glowing coals in the fi € hole and listened
to the night sound, the soft sweep of the little waves on the shore and the distant
barking of dogs, the creeping of the breeze through the brush house roof and the soft
speech of his neighbours in their houses in the village. F otthese people do not sleep
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soundly all night; they awaken at intervals and talk a little and then go to sleep again.
And after a while ino got up and went to the door of his house.

H esmelled the breeze and he listened for any foreign sound of secrecy or
creeping, and his eyes searched the darkness, for the music of evil was sounding in his
head and he was fi ere and afraid. After he had probed the night with his senses he
went to the place by the side post where the pearl was buried, and he dug it up and
brought it to his sleeping mat, and under his sleeping mat he dug another little hole
in the dirt fl oor and burd his pearl and covered it up again.

And uanasitting by the fi rehole, watched him with questioning eyes, and
when he had buried his pearl she asked, " Who d you fear? "

im searched for a true answer, and at last he said, " Everone." And he could
feel a shell of hardness drawing over him.

After a while they lay down together on the sleeping mat, and  uaa did not
put the baby in his box tonight, but cradled him on her arms and covered his face with
her head shawl. And the last light went out of the embers in the fi re hole

B ut i brain burned, even during his sleep, and he dreamed that C optito
could read, that one of his own people could tell him the truth of things. And in his
dream, C gotito was reading from a book as large as a house, with letters as big as
dogs, and the words galloped and played on the book. And then darkness spread over
the page, and with the darkness came the music of evil again, and i stirred in his
sleep; and when he stirred, uana' eyes opened in the darkness. And then ino
awakened, with the evil music pulsing in him, and he lay in the darkness with his ears
alert.

Then from the corner of the house came a sound so soft that it might have
been simply a thought, a little f utive movement, a touch of a foot on earth, the almost
inaudible purr of controlled breathing. ino held his breath to listen, and he knew that
whatever dark thing was in his house was holding its breath too, to listen. F om time,
no sound at all came from the corner of the brush house. Then ino might have
thought he had imagined the sound. B ut uana'hand came creeping over to him in
warning, and then the sound came again! th&hisper of a foot on dry earth and the
scratch of fi gers in the soil.

And now a wild fear surged in ino' breast, and on the fear came rage, as it
always did.  ino' hand crept into his breast where his knife hung on a string, and then
he sprang like an angry cat, leaped striking and spitting for the dark thing he knew was
in the corner of the house. H efelt cloth, struck at it with his knife and missed, and
struck again and felt his knife go through cloth, and then his head crashed with
lightning and exploded with pain. There was a soft scurry in the doorway, and running
steps for a moment, and then silence.



im could feel warm blood running down from his forehead, and he could hear

uanaalling to him. " ino! ino! And there was terror in her voice. Then coldness

came over him as quickly as the rage had, and he said, " &m all right. The thing has
gone."

H egroped his way back to the sleeping mat. Already uaa was working at the
fi reShe uncovered an ember from the ashes and shredded little pieces of cornhusk
over it and blew a little flame into the cornhusks so that a tiny light danced through
the hut. And then from a secret place uanarought a little piece of consecrated
candle and lighted it at the fl ameand set it upright on a fi replae stone. She worked
quickly, crooning as she moved about. She dipped the end of her head shawl in water
and swabbed the blood from ino' bruised forehead. " tlis nothing,” i said, but his
eyes and his voice were hard and cold and a brooding hate was growing in him.

N owthe tension which had been growing in  uaaboiled up to the surface and
her lips were thin. " Thighing is evil," she cried harshly. " Tis pearl is like a sin! | will
destroy us,” and her voice rose shrilly. " Throwt away, ino. L etus break it between
stones. L etus bury it and forget the place. L etus throw it back into the sea. It has
brought evil. i, my husband, it will destroy us." Ad in the fi elight her lips and her
eyes were alive with her fear.

B ut ino' $ace was set, and his mind and his will were set. " Tis is our one
chance," he said. " Ouson must go to school. He must break out of the pot that holds
usin."

" tlwill destroy us all," uana ced. " Even ouran."

" Hushsaid ino." B notspeak any more.l the morning, we will sell the pearl,
and then the evil will be gone, and only the good remain. N owhush, my wife." H isdark
eyes scowled into the little fi re, andfor the fi rst fine he knew that his knife was still in
his hands, and he raised the blade and looked at it and saw a little line of blood on the
steel. F om moment he seemed about to wipe the blade on his trousers but then he
plunged the knife into the earth and so cleansed it.

The distant roosters began to crow and the air changed and the dawn was
coming. The wind of the morning ru ed the water of the estuary and whispered
through the mangroves, and the little waves beat on the rubbly beach with an
increased tempo. ino raised the sleeping mat and dug up his pearl and put it in front
of him and stared at it.

And the beauty of the pearl, winking and glimmering in the light of the little
candle, cozened his brain with its beauty. So lovely it was, so soft, and its own music
came from it- its music of promise and delight, its guarantee of the future, of comfort,
of security. | tsvarm lucence promised a poultice against illness and a wall against
insult. | tlosed a door on hunger. And as he stared atit @' eyes softened and his
face relaxed. H ecould see the little image of the consecrated candle refl eted in the
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soft surface of the pearl, and he heard again in his ears the lovely music of the
undersea, the tone of the diff usedgreen light of the sea bottom. uaa glancing
secretly at him, saw him smile. And because they were in some way one thing and one
purpose, she smiled with him.

And they began this day with hope.

Chap ér

| is wonderful the way a little town keeps track of itself and of all its units. | f
every single man and woman, child and baby, acts and conducts itself in a known
pattern and breaks no walls and diff erswith no one and experiments in no way and is
not sick and does not endanger the ease and peace of mind or steady unbroken fl ow
of the town, then that unit can disappear and never be heard of. B ut l¢ one man step
out of the regular thought or the known and trusted pattern, and the nerves of the
townspeople ring with nervousness and communication travels over the nerve lines of
the town. Then every unit communicates to the whole.

Thus, in L a az, it was known in the early morning through the whole town that

im was going to sell his pearl that day. | was known among the neighbours in the

brush huts, among the pearl fi sherren; it was known among the C hinesegrocery-store
owners; it was known in the church, for the altar boys whispered about it. Word of it
crept in among the nuns; the beggars in front of the church spoke of it, for they would
be there to take the tithe of the fi rsffruits of the luck. The little boys knew about it with
excitement, but most of all the pearl buyers knew about it, and when the day had come,
in the offices of the pearl buyers, each man sat alone with his little black velvet tray,
and each man rolled the pearls about with his fi ngertip and considered his part in the
picture.

| was supposed that the pearl buyers were individuals acting alone, bidding
against one another for the pearls the fi shernen brought in. And once it had been so.
B utthis was a wasteful method, for often, in the excitement of bidding for a fi nepearl,
too great a price had been paid to the fi shernen. This was extravagant and not to be
countenanced. N owthere was only one pearl buyer with many hands, and the men
who sat in their officesand waited for ino knew what price they would off & how high
they would bid, and what method each one would use. And although these men would
not profi beyond their salaries, there was excitement among the pearl buyers, for there
was excitement in the hunt, and if it be a man' function to break down a price, then
he must take joy and satisfaction in breaking it as far down as possible. F oevery man
in the world functions to the best of his ability, and no one does less than his best, no
matter what he may think about it. Q ute apart from any reward they might get, from
any word of praise, from any promotion, a pearl buyer was a pearl buyer, and the best
and happiest pearl buyer was he who bought for the lowest prices.



The sun was hot yellow that morning, and it drew the moisture from the estuary
and from the Gulf and hung it in shimmering scarves in the air so that the air vibrated
and vision was insubstantial. A vision hung in the air to the north of the city- the vision
of a mountain that was over two hundred miles away, and the high slopes of this
mountain were swaddled with pines and a great stone peak arose above the timber
line.

And the morning of this day the canoes lay lined up on the beach; the fi shemen
did not go out to dive for pearls, for there would be too much happening, too many
things to see, when i went to sell the great pearl.

| nthe brush houses by the shore iw's neighbours sat long over their
breakfasts, and they spoke of what they would do if they had found the pearl. And one
man said that he would give it as a present to the Holy Father in Rome. Another said
that he would buy Masses for the souls of his family for a thousand years. Another
thought he might take the money and distribute it among the poor of La az; and a
fourth thought of all the good things one could do with the money from the pearl, of
all the charities, benefi g, of all the rescues one could perform if one had money. All of
the neighbours hoped that sudden wealth would notturn  i@' kead, would not make
a rich man of him, would not graft onto him the evil limbs of greed and hatred and
coldness. F or ino was a well-liked man; it would be a shame if the pearl destroyed
him." Tat good wife ana," they said, " andhe beautiful baby C gotito, and the others
to come. What a pity it would be if the pearl should destroy them all."

F orinoand uaathis was the morning of mornings of their lives, comparable
only to the day when the baby had been born. This was to be the day from which all
other days would take their arrangement. Thus, they would say, " Iwas two years
before we sold the pearl," or, " Iwas six weeks after we sold the pearl." uana,
considering the matter, threw caution to the winds, and she dressed C gotito in the
clothes she had prepared for his baptism, when there would be money for his baptism.
And uan@ombed and braided her hair and tied the ends with two little bows of red
ribbon, and she put on her marriage skirt and waist. The sun was quarter high when
they were ready. ino' sragged vibiclothes were clean at least, and this was the last
day of his raggedness. F ortomorrow, or even this afternoon, he would have new
clothes.

The neighbours, watching ino' goor through the crevices in their brush
houses, were dressed and ready too. There was no self-consciousness about their
joining inoand uando go pearl selling. It was expected, it was an historic moment,
they would be crazy if they didn' tg | would be almost a sign of unfriendship.

uan@ut on her head shawl carefully, and she draped one long end under her
right elbow and gathered it with her right hand so that a hammock hung under her
arm, and in this little hammock she placed C oyotito,propped up against the head
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shawl so that he could see everything and perhaps remember. i@ put on his large
straw hat and felt it with his hand to see that it was properly placed, not on the back
or side of his head, like a rash, unmarried, irresponsible man, and not fl atas an elder
would wear it, but tilted a little forward to show aggressiveness and seriousness and
vigour. There is a great deal to be seen in the tilt of a hat on a man. ino slipped his
feet into his sandals and pulled the thongs up over his heels. The great pearl was
wrapped in an old soft piece of deerskin and placed in a little leather bag, and the
leather bag was in a pocket in @' shirt. H efolded his blanket carefully and draped
it in a narrow strip over his left shoulder, and now they were ready.

i stepped with dignity out of the house, and uana followed him, carrying
C oyptito. And as they marched up the freshet-washed alley toward the town, the
neighbours joined them. The houses belched people; the doorways spewed out
children. B utbecause of the seriousness of the occasion, only one man walked with

im, and that was his brother, uandmas.

uarnfomas cautioned his brother. " &u must be careful to see they do not
cheat you," heaid.

And, " ery careful," ino agreed.

" Wdo not know what prices are paid in other places,” said uaorhas. "H ow
can we know what is a fair price, if we do not know what the pearl buyer gets for the
pearl in another place.”

" Thais true," said i, "but how can we know? We are here, we are not there."

As they walked up toward the city the crowd grew behind them, and an
Tomas, in pure nervousness, went on speaking.

" B efonou were born, i," he said, " theold ones thought of a way to get
more money for their pearls. They thought it would be better if they had an agent who
took all the pearls to the capital and sold them there and kept only his share of the
profi t."

im nodded his head. " | kngw & said. " tlwas a good thought."

" Ando they got such a man," said an Tomas, "and they pooled the pearls,
and they started him off .And he was never heard of again and the pearls were lost.
Then they got another man, and they started him off and he was never heard of again.
And so they gave the whole thing up and went back to the old way."

" know," said ino.!" have heard our father tell of it. It was a good idea, but it
was against religion, and the Father made that very clear. The loss of the pearl was a
punishment visited on those who tried to leave their station. And the Father made it
clear that each man and woman is like a soldier sent by God to guard some part of the
castle of the Universe. And some are in the ramparts and some far deep in the darkness
of the walls. B uteach one must remain faithful to his post and must not go running
about, else the castle is in danger from the assaults of Hell."



" have heard him make that sermon,” said an Tomas. " E makes it every
year."

The brothers, as they walked along, squinted their eyes a little, as they and their
grandfathers and their great-grandfathers had done for four hundred years, since fi rst
the strangers came with argument and authority and gunpowder to back up both. And
in the four hundred years ino' people had learned only one defence- a slight slitting
of the eyes and a slight tightening of the lips and a retirement. N othingcould break
down this wall, and they could remain whole within the wall.

The gathering procession was solemn, for they sensed the importance of this
day, and any children who showed a tendency to scu e to scream, to cry out, to steal
hats and rumple hair, were hissed to silence by their elders. So important was this day
that an old man came to see, riding on the stalwart shoulders of his nephew. The
procession left the brush huts and entered the stone and plaster city where the streets
were a little wider and there were narrow pavements beside the building. And as
before, the beggars joined them as they passed the church; the grocers looked out at
them as they went by; #hlittle saloons lost their customers and the owners closed up
shop and went along. And the sun beat down on the streets of the city and even tiny
stones threw shadows on the ground.

The news of the approach of the procession ran ahead of it, and in their little
dark offices the pearl buyers stiff enedand grew alert. They got out papers so that they
could be at work when inoappeared, and they put their pearls in the desks, for it is
not good to let an inferior pearl be seen beside a beauty. And word of the loveliness
of @' s pearldd come to them. The pearl buyers' officeswere clustered together in
one narrow street, and they were barred at the windows, and wooden slats cut out the
light so that only a soft gloom entered the offices.

A stout slow man sat in an office waiting. H isface was fatherly and benign, and
his eyes twinkled with friendship. He was a caller of good mornings, a ceremonious
shaker of hands, a jolly man who knew all jokes and yet who hovered close to sadness,
for in the midst of a laugh he could remember the death of your aunt, and his eyes
could become wet with sorrow for your loss. This morning he had placed a fl owerin a
vase on his desk, a single scarlet hibiscus, and the vase sat beside the black velvet-lined
pearl tray in front of him. H ewas shaved close to the blue roots of his beard, and his
hands were clean and his nails polished. H isdoor stood open to the morning, and he
hummed under his breath while his right hand practiced legerdemain. H erolled a coin
back and forth over his knuckles and made it appear and disappear, made it spin and
sparkle. The coin winked into sight and as quickly slipped out of sight, and the man
did not even watch his own performance. The fi ngrs did it all mechanically, precisely,
while the man hummed to himself and peered out the door. Then he heard the tramp
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of feet of the approaching crowd, and the fi ngers otis right hand worked faster and
faster until, as the fi gureof i fi lld the doorway, the coin fl ashed ad disappeared.

" Good mormig, my friend," thetout man said. "What can | afor you? "

im stared into the dimness of the little office, for his eyes were squeezed from
the outside glare. B utthe buyer's eyes had become as steady and cruel and unwinking
as a hawk' eyes, while the rest of his face smiled in greeting. And secretly, behind his
desk, his right hand practiced with the coin.

' have a pearl," said i@. And uarfomas stood beside him and snorted a
little at the understatement. The neighbours peered around the doorway, and a line of
little boys clambered on the window bars and looked through. Several little boys, on
their hands and knees, watched the scene around @' s .

" du have a pearl," the dealer said. © Sometires a man brings in a dozen. Well,
let us see your pearl. We will value it and give you the best price." And his fi ngers
worked furiously with the coin.

N ow io instinctively knew his own dramatic effects. Slowly he brought out
the leather bag, slowly took from it the soft and dirty piece of deerskin, and then he
let the great pearl roll into the black velvet tray, and instantly his eyes went to the
buyer's face. But there was no sign, no movement, the face did not change, but the
secret hand behind the desk missed in its precision. The coin stumbled over a knuckle
and slipped silently into the dealer's lap. And the fingers behind the desk curled into a
fi stWhen the right hand came out of hiding, the forefi ngertouched the great pearl,
rolled it on the black velvet; thumb and forefi ngempicked it up and brought it near to
the dealer' syes and twirled it in the air.

im held his breath, and the neighbours held their breath, and the whispering
went back through the crowd. " His inspecting it- N oprice has been mentioned yet-
They have not come to a price."

N owthe dealer's hand had become a personality. The hand tossed the great
pearl back in the tray, the forefi ngr poked and insulted it, and on the dealer' face
there came a sad and contemp tious smile.

" &m sorry, my friend”, he said, and his shoulders rose a little to indicate that
the misfortune was no fault of his.

" tlis a pearl of great value," ino said.

The dealer's fi ngerspurned the pearl so that it bounced and rebounded softly
from the side of the velvet tray.

" ou have heard of fool' gold," he dealer said. " fis pearl is like fool's gold. |
is too large. Who would buy it? There is no market for such things. It is a curiosity only.
| amsorry. You thought it was a thing of value, and it is only a curiosity."

N ow ino' face was perplexed and worried. " tlis the earl of the World," he
cried. " N o onkas ever seen such a pearl.”
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" Orthe contrary," said the dealer, " tiis large and clumsy. As a curiosity it has
interest; some museum might perhaps take it to place in a collection of seashells. | can
give you, say, a thousand pesos."

im' s facgrew dark and dangerous. " tlis worth fi fty thosand,” heaid. "You
know it. You want to cheat me."

And the dealer heard a little grumble go through the crowd as they heard his
price. And the dealer felt a little tremor of fear.

" D oot blame me," he said quickly. " &m only an appraiser. Ask the others. Go
to their officesand show your pearl- or better, let them come here, so that you can see
there is no collusion. Boy," he called. And when his servant looked through the rear
door, "B oygo to such a one, and such another one and such a third one. Ask them to
step in here and do not tell them why. st say that | will be pleased to see them." And
his right hand went behind the desk and pulled another coin from his pocket, and the
coin rolled back and forth over the knuckles.

im's neighbours whispered together. They had been afraid of something like
this. The pearl was large, but it had a strange colour. They had been suspicious of it
from the fi rst And after all, a thousand pesos was not to be thrown away. | tas
comparative wealth to a man who was not wealthy. And suppose i took a thousand
pesos. Only yesterday he had nothing.

B ut ino had grown tight and hard. He felt the creeping of fate, the circling of
wolves, the hover of vultures. H efelt the evil coagulating about him, and he was
helpless to protect himself. H eheard in his ears the evil music. And on the black velvet
the great pearl glistened, so that the dealer could not keep his eyes from it.

The crowd in the doorway wavered and broke and let the three pearl dealers
through. The crowd was silent now, fearing to miss a word, to fail to see a gesture or
an expression. ino was silent and watchful. H efelt a little tugging at his back, and he
turned and looked in  uaa' asyes, and when he looked away he had renewed strength.

The dealers did not glance at one another nor at the pearl. The man behind the
desk said, " have put a value on this pearl. The owner here does not think it fair. | will
ask you to examine this- this thing and make an off erN otie," he said to ino," have
not mentioned what | have off ered."

The fi rst daler, dry and stringy, seemed now to see the pearl for the fi rstime.
H e took it up, rolled it quickly between thumb and forefi ngr, and then cast it
contemptuously back into the tray.

" D oot include me in the discussion,” heaid dryly. " | ilmmake no off erat all.
| @dnot want it. This is not a pearl- it is a monstrosity.” K thin lips curled.

N owthe second dealer, a little man with a shy soft voice, took up the pearl, and
he examined it carefully. H etook a glass from his pocket and inspected it under
magnification. Then he laughed softly.
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' B etter peaate made of paste,” he said. " know these things. This is soft and

chalky; it will lose its colour and die in a few months. L ok-" H eoff eredthe glass to

im, showed him how to use it, and i@, who had never seen a pearl' surface
magnified, was shocked at the strange-looking surface.

The third dealer took the pearl from i’ kands." @e of my clients likes such
things," he said. " Will off erfi vehundred pesos, and perhaps | can sell it to my client
for six hundred.”

im reached quickly and snatched the pearl from his hand. H ewrapped it in
the deerskin and thrust it inside his shirt.

The man behind the desk said, " 'l na fool, | know, but my fi rstoffer stands. |
still off erone thousand. What are you doing? ‘he asked, as ino thrust the pearl out
of sight.

" bm cheated,” i cried fi erely. " Mypearl is not for sale here. | will go,
perhaps even to the capital.”

N owthe dealers glanced quickly at one another. They knew they had played
too hard; they knew they would be disciplined for their failure, and the man at the desk
said quickly, " iight go to fi fteerhundred."

B ut ino was pushing his way through the crowd. The hum of talk came to him
dimly, his rage blood pounded in his ears, and he burst through and strode away. uana
followed, trotting after him.

When the evening came, the neighbours in the brush houses sat eating their
corncakes and beans, and they discussed the great theme of the morning. They did
not know, it seemed a fi e pearl to them, but they had never seen such a pearl before,
and surely the dealers knew more about the value of pearls than they. " Ad mark this,"
they said. " Tbse dealers did not discuss these things. Each of the three knew the pearl
was valueless."

' B ut suppodbey had arranged it before? "

" flthat is so, then all of us have been cheated all of our lives."

erhaps, some argued, perhaps it would have been better if i took the one
thousand fi vehundred pesos. That is a great deal of money, more than he has ever
seen. Maybe inois a fool. Suppose he should really go to the capital and fi ndno
buyer for his pearl. H ewould never live that down.

And now, said other fearful ones, now that he had defi edthem, those buyers
will not want to deal with him at all. Maybe ino has cut off his own head and destroyed
himself.

And others said, i is a brave man, and a fi erceman; his right.

F rom hizourage we may all profi t. Tese were proud of iw.

| is house ino squatted on his sleeping mat, brooding. H ehad buried his

pearl under a stone of the fi renole in his house, and he stared at the woven tulles of



his sleeping mat until the crossed design danced in his head. H ehad lost one world
and had not gained another. And i was afraid. N everin his life had he been far from
home. H ewas afraid of strangers and of strange places. H ewas terrifi ecbf that monster
of strangeness they called the capital. It lay over the water and through the mountains,
over a thousand miles, and every strange terrible mile was frightening. B ¢ i had
lost his old world and he must clamber on to a new one. F othis dream of the future
was real and never to be destroyed, and he had said " Will go," and that made a real
thing too. To determine to go and to say it was to be halfway there.

uanavatched him while he buried his pearl, and she watched him while she
cleaned C owtito and nursed him, and uaa made the corncakes for supper. uan
Tomas came in and squatted down beside ino and remained silent for a long time,
until at last kino demanded, " Whaelse could | do? They are cheats."

uanfomas nodded gravely. H ewas the elder, and ino looked to him for
wisdom. " tlis hard to know," he said. " W do know that we are cheated from birth to
the overcharge on our coffins. B utwe survive. You have defi ednot the pearl buyers,
but the whole structure, the whole way of life, and | am afraid for you."

" What havé to f& but starvation? " ino asked.

B ut uafomas shook his head slowly. " Tat we must all fear. B usuppose you
are correct-suppose your pearl is of great value- do you think then the game is over?"

" What dgyou mean? "

" don' tkne," said uafdomas," butam afraid for you. | tisew ground you
are walking on, you do not know the way."

" Wwill go.1 wigo soon," sa ino.

" &," an Tomas agreed." Tat you must do. But | wonder if you will fi ndt any
diff erentin the capital. H ere,you have friends and me, your brother. There, you will
have no one."

" What can | do? " ino cried. " Someleep outrage is here. My son must have a
chance. That is what they are striking at. My friends will protect me."

" Onlso long as they are not in danger or discomfort fromit," said  ua Tomas.
H earose, saying, " Go wth God."

And inosaid, " Gawith God," and did not even look up, for the words had a
strange chill in them.

L ongafter uanfomas had gone inosat brooding on his sleeping mat. A
lethargy had settled on him, and a little grey hopelessness. Every road seemed blocked
against him. | is head he heard only the dark music of the enemy. H issenses were
burningly alive, but his mind went back to the deep participation with all things, the
gift he had from his people. H eheard every little sound of the gathering night, the
sleepy complaint of settling birds, the love agony of cats, the strike and withdrawal of
little waves on the beach, and the simple hiss of distance. And he could smell the sharp
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odor of exposed kelp from the receding tide. The little fl areof the twig fi remade the
design on his sleeping mat jump before his entranced eyes.

uanavatched him with worry, but she knew him and she knew she could help
him best by being silent and by being near. And as though she too could hear the Song
of Evil, she fought it, singing softly the melody of the family, of the safety and warmth
and wholeness of the family. She held C oyotitoin her arms and sang the song to him,
to keep the evil out, and her voice was brave against the threat of the dark music.

im did not move nor ask for his supper. She knew he would ask when he
wanted it. H iseyes were entranced, and he could sense the wary, watchful evil outside
the brush house; heould feel the dark creeping things waiting for him to go out into
the night. | was shadowy and dreadful, and yet it called to him and threatened him
and challenged him. H isright hand went into his shirt and felt his knife; his eyes were
wide; hstood up and walked to the doorway.

uanawilled to stop him; she raised her hand to stop him, and her mouth
opened with terror. F oma long moment ino looked out into the darkness and then he
stepped outside. uaaheard the little rush, the grunting struggle, the blow. She froze
with terror for a moment, and then her lips drew back from her teeth like a cat' Eps.
She set Coyotito down on the ground. She seized a stone from the fi replae and rushed
outside, but it was over by then. i lay on the ground, struggling to rise, and there
was no one near him. Only the shadows and the strike and rush of waves and the hiss
of distance. B uthe evil was all about, hidden behind the brush fence, crouched beside
the house in the shadow, hovering in the air.

uanaropped her stone, and she put her arms around i@ and helped him
to his feet and supported him into the house. B dod oozed down from his scalp and
there was a long deep cut in his cheek from ear to chin, a deep, bleeding slash. And

im was only half conscious. H eshook his head from side to side. H isshirt was torn
open and his clothes half pulled off. ana sat him down on his sleeping mat and she
wiped the thickening blood from his face with her skirt. She brought him pulque to
drink in a little pitcher, and still he shook his head to clear out the darkness.

" Who? "uana deed.
' Hon' know," ino said. " Hidn't see.” Now ana brought her clay pot of
water and she washed the cut on his face while he stared dazed ahead of him.
anmy husband," she cried, and his eyes stared past her." ino, can you hear
me? "
" hear you," @said dully.
anthis pearl is evil. L etus destroy it before it destroys us. Let us crush it
between two stones. L ets- let us throw it back in the sea where it belongs. ino, itis
evil, it is evill "



And as she spoke the light came back in ino' syes so that they glowed fi ercel
and his muscles hardened and his will hardened.

"' No," ¢emd. " Will fi ghthisthing. | will win over it. We will have our chance."
H isfi stpounded the sleeping mat. " N one shall take our good fortune from us," he
said. His eyes softened then and he raised a gentle hand to  uaa' shoulder. " B elie
me," @said. " &m a man." Ad his face grew crafty.

" nl the morning, we will take our canoe and we will go over the sea and over
the mountains to the capital, you and I. We will not be cheated. | am a man."

afl' she said huskily, " &m afraid. A man can be killed. L ets throw the pearl
back into the sea."

" H ushHe said fi erely. " Bm a man. H ush."And she was silent, for his voice
was command. " L &f sleep a little," he said. " rl the first light we will start. You are not
afraid to go with me? "

" N o, mydsband."

H iseyes were soft and warm on her then, his hand touched her cheek. " Lt &s
sleep a little," he said.

Chap é&r

The late moon arose before the fi rstrooster crowed. i opened his eyes in
the darkness, for he sensed movement near him, but he did not move. Only his eyes
searched the darkness, and in the pale light of the moon that crept through the holes
in the brush house inosaw uanarise silently from beside him. He saw her move
toward the fi replae. So carefully did she work that he heard only the lightest sound
when she moved the fi replae stone. And then like a shadow she glided toward the
door. She paused for a moment beside the hanging box where C owtito lay, then for
a second, she was black in the doorway, and then she was gone.

And rage surged in  inoH erolled up to his feet and followed her as silently as
she had gone, and he could hear her quick footsteps going toward the shore. Q uetly
he tracked her, and his brain was red with anger. She burst clear out of the brush line
and stumbled over the little boulders toward the water, and then she heard him coming
and she broke into a run. Her arm was up to throw when he leaped at her and caught
her arm and wrenched the pearl from her. H estruck her in the face with his clenched
fi st andshe fell among the boulders, and he kicked her in the side. In the pale light he
could see the little waves break over her, and her skirt fl oatedabout and clung to her
legs as the water receded.

i looked down at her and his teeth were bared. He hissed at her like a snake,
and uana stare@t him with wide unfrightened eyes, like a sheep before the butcher.
She knew there was murder in him, and it was all right; she had accepted it, and she
would not resist or even protest. And then the rage left him and a sick disgust took its
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place. H e turnedaway from her and walked up the beach and through the brush line.
H issenses were dulled by his emotion.

H e heardthe rush, got his knife out and lunged at one dark fi gureand felt his
knife go home, and then he was swept to his knees and swept again to the ground.
Greedy fi ngerswent through his clothes, frantic fi ngrs searched him, and the pearl,
knocked from his hand, lay winking behind a little stone in the pathway. | glinted in
the soft moonlight.

uanaragged herself up from the rocks on the edge of the water. H erface
was a dull pain and her side ached. She steadied herself on her knees for a while and
her wet skirt clung to her. There was no anger in her for im. H ehad said, " bm a
man," and that meant certain thingsto uand meant that he was half insane and half
god. | meant that inowould drive his strength against a mountain and plunge his
strength against the sea. uanain her woman' soul, knew that the mountain would
stand while the man broke himself; that the sea would surge while the man drowned
in it. And yet it was this thing that made him a man, half insane and half god, and  uaa
had need of a man; she could not live without a man. Although she might be puzzled
by these differences between man and woman, she knew them and accepted them
and needed them. Of course she would follow him, there was no question of that.
Sometimes the quality of woman, the reason, the caution, the sense of preservation,
could cut through  ino' nsanness and save them all. She climbed painfully to her feet,
and she dipped her cupped palms in the little waves and washed her bruised face with
the stinging salt water, and then she went creeping up the beach after ino.

A fl ightof herring clouds had moved over the sky from the south. The pale
moon dipped in and out of the strands of clouds so that uana walkedn darkness for
a moment and in light the next. H erback was bent with pain and her head was low.
She went through the line of brush when the moon was covered, and when it looked
through, she saw the glimmer of the great pearl in the path behind the rock. She sank
to her knees and picked it up, and the moon went into the darkness of the clouds
again. uana remained on her knees while she considered whether to go back to the
sea and fi nishher job, and as she considered, the light came again, and she saw two
dark fi guredying in the path ahead of her. She leaped forward and saw that one was

iw and the other a stranger with dark shiny fl uid leking from his throat.

im moved sluggishly, arms and legs stirred like those of a crushed bug, and
a thick muttering came from his mouth. N ow,in an instant, uaa knew that the old
life was gone forever. A dead man in the path and i’ &nife, dark-bladed beside
him, convinced her. All of the time uana had been trying to rescue something of the
old peace, of the time before the pearl. B utnow it was gone, and there was no
retrieving it. And knowing this, she abandoned the past instantly. There was nothing
to do but to save themselves.



H erpain was gone now, her slowness. Q uckly she dragged the dead man from
the pathway into the shelter of the brush. She wentto i@ and sponged his face with
her wet skirt. His senses were coming back and he moaned.

" Theyave taken the pearl. | have lost it. N owit is over," he said. " Thepearl is
gone."

uana geited him as she would quiet a sick child. " H ush," sted.

H eris your pearl. | found it in the path. C anyou hear me now? H ereis your pearl.
C anyou understand? You have killed a man. We must go away. They will come for us,
can you understand? We must be gone before the daylight comes."

" Was attacked," ino said uneasily. " $truck to save my life."

" D ygou remember yesterday? " uamasked." D you think that will matter? D o
you remember the men of the city? Do you think your explanation will help?"

im drew a great breath and fought off his weakness. " N ofie said. " &u are
right." Andis will hardened and he was a man again.

" Gdo our house and bring C oyotio," he said, " ad bring all the corn we have.
| W drag the canoe into the water and we will go."

H etook his knife and left her. H estumbled toward the beach and he came to
his canoe. And when the light broke through again he saw that a great hole had been
knocked in the bottom. And a searing rage came to him and gave him strength. N ow
the darkness was closing in on his family; now the evil music fi lledthe night, hung over
the mangroves, skirled in the wave beat. The canoe of his grandfather, plastered over
and over, and a splintered hole broken in it. This was an evil beyond thinking. The
killing of a man was not so evil as the killing of a boat. For a boat does not have sons,
and a boat cannot protect itself, and a wounded boat does not heal. There was sorrow
in i@ mge, but this last thing had tightened him beyond breaking. H ewas an animal
now, for hiding, for attacking, and he lived only to preserve himself and his family. H e
was not conscious of the pain in his head. He leaped up the beach, through the brush
line toward his brush house, and it did not occur to him to take one of the canoes of
his neighbours. N everonce did the thought enter his head, any more than he could
have conceived breaking a boat.

The roosters were crowing and the dawn was not far off. Smoke of the fi rsfires
seeped out through the walls of the brush houses, and the fi rstsmell of cooking
corncakes was in the air. Already the dawn birds were scampering in the bushes. The
weak moon was losing its light and the clouds thickened and curdled to the southward.
The wind blew freshly into the estuary, a nervous, restless wind with the smell of storm
on its breath, and there was change and uneasiness in the air.

im, hurrying towards his house, felt a surge of exhilaration. N owhe was not
confused, for there was only one thing to do, and ino' band went fi rstto the great
pearl in his shirt and then to his knife hanging under his shirt.



H esaw a little glow ahead of him, and then without interval a tall fl amdeaped
up in the dark with a crackling roar, and a tall edifice of fi e lighted the pathway. i
broke into a run; it was his brush house, he knew. And he knew that these houses could
burn down in a very few moments. And as he ran a scuttling fi gue ran toward him-

uanawith C oyotitain her arms and ino' shoulder blanket clutched in her hand. The
baby moaned with fright, and ana' eyes were wide and terrifi ed. ino could see the
house was gone, and he did not question  uanaH eknew, but she said, " tlwas torn up
and the fl oodug- even the baby' box turned out, and as | looked they put the fi reto
the outside."

The fi ere light of the burning house lighted ino' face strongly. " Whao?he
demanded.

" don' tknow sheaid." Tadark ones."

The neighbours were tumbling from their houses now, and they watched the
falling sparks and stamped them out to save their own houses. Suddenly i was
afraid. The light made him afraid. H eremembered the man lying dead in the brush
beside the path, and he took uaa by the arm and drew her into the shadow of a
house away from the light, for light was danger to him. F om moment he considered
and then he worked among the shadows until he came to the house of uafomas,
his brother, and he slipped into the doorway and drew uaa after him. Outside, he
could hear the squeal of children and the shouts of the neighbours, for his friends
thought he might be inside the burning house.

The house of an Tomas was almost exactly like mo' bkouse; nearly all the
brush houses were alike, and all leaked light and air, so that uanand ingsitting in
the corner of the brother' kouse, could see the leaping fl ameshrough the wall. They
saw the fl amedall and furious, they saw the roof fall and watched the fi redie down as
quickly as a twig fi redies. They heard the cries of warning of their friends, and the shrill,
keening cry of Apolonia, wife of uarfomas. She, being the nearest woman relative,
raised a formal lament for the dead of the family.

Apolonia realized that she was wearing her second-best head shawl and she
rushed to her house to get her fi nenew one. As she rummaged in a box by the wall,

im' s voesaid quietly, " Apolomi, do not cry out. We are not hurt."

' H odo you come here?" she dmanded.

' D oot question," he said. " Gaow to uafomas and bring him here and tell
no one else. This is important to us, Apolonia.”

She paused, her hands helpless in front of her, and then, " &, my brother-in-
law," sé said.

| @ few moments uarfomas came back with her. H elighted a candle and
came to them where they crouched in a corner and he said, " Apolomi, see to the door,



and do not let anyone enter." H ewas older, an Tomas, and he assumed the authority.
" N owny brother," &said.

" Was attacked in the dark,” said i@." Andn the fi ght] have kdd a man."

" Who?asked uandmas quickly.

" Ho not know. It is all darkness- all darkness and shape of darkness."

" tlis the pearl," said an Tomas." Theréds a devil in this pearl. You should have
sold it and passed on the devil. erhaps you can still sell it and buy peace for yourself."

And ino said, " Ohmy brother, an insult has been put on me that is deeper
than my life. F oron the beach my canoe is broken, my house is burned, and in the
brush a dead man lies. Every escape is cut off You must hide us, my brother."

And i, looking closely, saw deep worry come into his brother' eyes and he
forestalled him in a possible refusal. " N dbr long," he said quickly. " @ly until a day
has passed and the new night has come. Then we will go."

" Will hide you," said mdomas.

" Ho not want to bring danger to you," inosaid.” | kndwam like a leprosy. |
will go tonight and then you will be safe."

" Will protect you," said uanfomas, and he called, " Apolomi, close up the
door. Do not even whisper that i is here."

They sat silently all day in the darkness of the house, and they could hear the
neighbours speaking of them. Through the walls of the house, they could watch their
neighbours raking through the ashes to fi ndhe bones. C routing in the house of an
Tomas, they heard the shock go into their neighbours’ minds at the news of the broken
boat. an Tomas went out among the neighbours to divert their suspicions, and he
gave them theories and ideas of what had happened to ino and to ana and to the
baby. To one he said, " | thittkey have gone south along the coast to escape the evil
that was on them." And to another, " ino would never leave the sea. erhaps he found
another boat." Ad he said, " polonia is ill with grief."

And in that day the wind rose up to beat the Gulf and tore the kelps and weeds
that lined the shore, and the wind cried through the brush houses and no boat was
safe on the water. Then uarffomas told among the neighbours, " ino is gone. If he
went to the sea, he is drowned by now." And after each trip among the neighbours

uaffomas came back with something borrowed. H ebrought a little woven straw bag
of red beans and a gourd full of rice. He borrowed a cup of dried peppers and a block
of salt, and he brought in a long working knife, eighteen inches long and heavy, as a
small ax, a tool and a weapon. And when i@ saw this knife his eyes lighted up, and
he fondled the blade and his thumb tested the edge.

The wind screamed over the Gulf and turned the water white, and the
mangroves plunged like frightened cattle, and a fine sandy dust arose from the land
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and hung in a sti ingcloud over the sea. The wind drove off the clouds and skimmed
the sky clean and drifted the sand of the country like snow.

Then uafdomas, when the evening approached, talked long with his brother.
" Where Wl you go? "

" dthe north," said ino! have heard that there are cities in the north."

" oid the shore,” said uarMfomas. " The are making a party to search the
shore. The men in the city will look for you. Do you still have the pearl? "

" have it," said ino." Ad | will keepit.| mght have given it as a gift, but now
it is my misfortune and my life and | will keep it." H § eyes were hard and cruel and
bitter.

C oyptito whimpered and  uananuttered little magics over him to make him
silent.

" Thevind is good," said uanmas." There Vil be no tracks."

They left quietly in the dark before the moon had risen. The family stood
formally in the house of uan Tomas. uaa carried C oyotio on her back, covered and
held in by her head shawl, and the baby slept, cheek turned sideways against her
shoulder. The head shawl covered the baby, and one end of it came across ana's
nose to protect her from the evil night air.  uaffomas embraced his brother with the
double embrace and kissed him on both cheeks. "Go with God," he said, and it was like
a death. "You will not give up the pearl?"

" This pearhas become my soul," said . " fll give it up, | shall lose my soul.
Go thou also with God."

Chap é&r

The wind blew fi ere and strong, and it pelted them with bits of sticks, sand,
and little rocks. uamand ino gathered their clothing tighter about them and covered
their noses and went out into the world. The sky was brushed clean by the wind and
the stars were cold in a black sky. The two walked carefully, and they avoided the centre
of the town where some sleeper in a doorway might see them pass. F othe town closed
itself in against the night, and anyone who moved about in the darkness would be
noticeable. incthreaded his way around the edge of the city and turned north, north
by the stars, and found the rutted sandy road that led through the brushy country
toward L oretavhere the miraculous igin has her station.

i could feel the blown sand against his ankles and he was glad, for he knew
there would be no tracks. The little light from the stars made out for him the narrow
road through the brushy country. And i could hear the pad of uaa' feet behind
him. H e vent quickly and quietly, and uaa trotted behind him to keep up.

Some ancient thing stirred in ino. Through his fear of dark and the devils that
haunt the night, there came a rush of exhilaration; some animal thing was moving in
him so that he was cautious and wary and dangerous; some ancient thing out of the
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past of his people was alive in him. The wind was at his back and the stars guided him.
The wind cried and whisked in the brush, and the family went on monotonously, hour
after hour. They passed no one and saw no one. At last, to their right, the waning moon
arose, and when it came up the wind died down, and the land was still.

N owthey could see the little road ahead of them, deep cut with sand-drifted
wheel tracks. With the wind gone there would be footprints, but they were a good
distance from the town and perhaps their tracks might not be noticed. inowalked
carefully in a wheel rut, and  uandollowed in his path. One big cart, going to the town
in the morning, could wipe out every trace of their passage.

All night they walked and never changed their pace. Once C oyptito awakened,
and uaa shifted him in front of her and soothed him until he went to sleep again.
And the evils of the night were about them. The C optes cried and laughed in the
brush, and the owls screeched and hissed over their heads. And once some large
animal lumbered away, rackling the undergrowth as it went. And i@ gripped the
handle of the big working knife and took a sense of protection from it.

The music of the pearl was triumphantin i@’ sdad, and the quiet melody of
the family underlay it, and they wove themselves into the soft padding of sandaled feet
in the dust. All night they walked, and in the fi st dawn ino searbed the roadside for
a covert to lie in during the day. He found his place near to the road, a little clearing
where deer might have lain, and it was curtained thickly with the dry brittle trees that
lined the road. And when uaahad seated herself and had settled to nurse the baby,

im went back to the road. H ebroke a branch and carefully swept the footprints where
they had turned from the roadway. And then, in the fi rst lighthe heard the creak of a
wagon, and he crouched beside the road and watched a heavy two-wheeled cart go
by, drawn by slouching oxen. And when it had passed out of sight, he went back to the
roadway and looked at the rut and found that the footprints were gone. And again, he
swept out his traces and went back to  uaa

She gave him the soft corncakes Apolonia had packed for them, and after a
while she slept a little. But i sat on the ground and stared at the earth in front of
him. H ewatched the ants moving, a little column of them near to his foot, and he put
his foot in their path. Then the column climbed over his instep and continued on its
way, and inoéft his foot there and watched them move over it.

The sun arose hotly. They were not near the Gulf now, and the air was dry and
hot so that the brush cricked with heat and a good resinous smell came from it. And
when uana aekened, when the sun was high, i told her things she knew already.

' B ewar that kind of tree there," he said, pointing. " D oot touch it, for if you
do and then touch your eyes, it will blind you. And beware of the tree that bleeds. See,
that one over there. F oif you break it the red blood will fl owfrom it, and it is evil luck."
And she nodded and smiled a little at him, for she knew these things.
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" Wilthey follow us? '$he asked. "Do you think they will try to fi ndus? "

" Thewill try," said  iw." Whoevefi nd us will take the pearl. Oh, they will try."

And uanaaid, " erhaps the dealers were right and the pearl has no value.

erhaps this has all been an illusion.”

im reached into his clothes and brought out the pearl. He let the sun play on
it until it burned in his eyes. " N oHe said, " toy would not have tried to steal it if it had
been valueless."

" D gou know who attacked you? \fs it the dealers? "

" do not know," @&said." lidd' gee them."

H elooked into his pearl to fi ndhis vision. " Whenwe sell it at last, | will have a
rifl e,"he said, and he looked into the shining surface for his rifl ebut he saw only a
huddled dark body on the ground with shining blood dripping from its throat. And in
the pearl, he saw  uanavith her beaten face crawling home through the night. " Our
son must learn to read,” he said frantically. And there in the pearl C oytito's face, thick
and feverish from the medicine.

And ino thrust the pearl back into his clothing, and the music of the pearl had
become sinister in his ears, and it was interwoven with the music of evil.

The hot sun beat on the earth sothat imand uaa moved into the lacy shade
of the brush, and small grey birds scampered on the ground in the shade. In the heat
of the day ino relaxed and covered his eyes with his hat and wrapped his blanket
about his face to keep the fl ieoff , and heslept.

B ut ana did not sleep. She sat quiet as a stone and her face was quiet. H er
mouth was still swollen where i had struck her, and big fl iedbuzzed around the cut
on her chin. B ut she sat a still as a sentinel, and when C oyotio awakened, she placed
him on the ground in front of her and watched him wave his arms and kick his feet,
and he smiled and gurgled at her until she smiled too. She picked up a little twig from
the ground and tickled him, and she gave him water from the gourd she carried in her
bundle.

i stirred in a dream, and he cried out in a guttural voice, and his hand
moved in symbolic fi ghing. And then he moaned and sat up suddenly, his eyes wide
and his nostrils fl aringHe listened and heard only the cricking heat and the hiss of
distance.

" What ist? " uasked.

" H ushfe said.

" &u were dreaming.”

" erhaps." B uthe was restless, and when she gave him a corncake from her
store he paused in his chewing to listen. He was uneasy and nervous; helgnced over
his shoulder; he lifted the big knife and felt its edge. When C owtito gurgled on the
ground ino said, " eep him quiet."



" Whatsithe matter? " anaiasked.

" don' tknow

H elistened again, an animal light in his eyes. H estood up then, silently; and
crouched low, he threaded his way through the brush toward the road. B t he did not
step into the road; he crept into the cover of a thorny tree and peered out along the
way he had come.

And then he saw them moving along. H isbody stiffened and he drew down his
head and peeked out from under a fallen branch. In the distance he could see three
fi gurestwo on foot and one on horseback. B uthe knew what they were, and a chill of
fear went through him. Even in the distance he could see the two on foot moving slowly
along, bent low to the ground. Here, one would pause and look at the earth, while the
other joined him. They were the trackers, they could follow the trail of a big horn sheep
in the stone mountains. They were as sensitive as hounds. Here, he and  ana might
have stepped out of the wheel rut, and these people from the inland, these hunters,
could follow, could read a broken straw or a little tumbled pile of dust. Behind them,
on a horse, was a dark man, his nose covered with a blanket, and across his saddle a
rifl egleamed in the sun.

i lay as rigid as the tree limb. He barely breathed, and his eyes went to the
place where he had swept out the track. Even the sweeping might be a message to the
trackers. H eknew these inland hunters. In a country where there was little game, they
managed to live because of their ability to hunt, and they were hunting him. They
scuttled over the ground like animals and found a sign and crouched over it while the
horseman waited.

The trackers whined a little, like excited dogs on a warming trail. i@ slowly
drew his big knife to his hand and made it ready. H eknew what he must do. | the
trackers found the swept place, he must leap for the horseman, kill him quickly and
take the rifl eThat was his only chance in the world. And as the three drew nearer on
the road, inodug little pits with his sandaled toes so that he could leap without
warning, so that his feet would not slip. H ehad only a little vision under the fallen limb.

N ow uaa back in her hidden place, heard the pad of the horse's hoofs, and
C oytito gurgled. She took him up quickly and put him under her shawl and he was
silent.

When the trackers came near, ino could see only their legs and only the legs
of the horse from under the fallen branch. H esaw the dark horny feet of the men and
their ragged white clothes, and he heard the creak of leather of the saddle and the
clink of spurs. The trackers stopped at the swept place and studied it, and the horseman
stopped. The horse fl ug his head up against the bit and the bit-roller clicked under
his tongue and the horse snorted. Then the dark trackers turned and studied the horse
and watched his ears.
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im was not breathing, but his back arched a little and the muscles of his arms
and legs stood out with tension and a line of sweat formed on his upper lip. F om long
moment the trackers bent over the road, and then they moved on slowly, studying the
ground ahead of them, and the horseman moved after them. The trackers scuttled
along, stopping, looking, and hurrying on. They would be back, i@ knew. They would
be circling and searching, peeping, stopping, and they would come back sooner or
later to his covered track.

H eslid backward and did not bother to cover his tracks. H ecould not; too many
little signs were there, too many broken twigs and scuff edplaces and displaced stones.
And there was a panic in i now, a panic of fl ightThe trackers would find his trail,
he knew it. There was no escape, except in fl ightH eedged away from the road and
went quickly and silently to the hidden place where uanavas. She looked up at him
in question.

" rhckers," he said'C one! "

And then a helplessness and a hopelessness swept over him, and his face went
black and his eyes were sad. " erhaps| shoultet them take me."

| nstamg ana was on her feet and her hand lay on his arm. " &u have the
pearl," she cried hoarsely. "Do you think they would take you back alive to say they
had stolen it? "

H ishand strayed limply to the place where the pearl was hidden under his
clothes. " Tay will fi ndt," he saidveakly.

" C ome," edaid. "C omé "

And when he did not respond. " DB you think they would let me live? D oyou
think they would let the little one here live?" .

H ergoading struck into his brain; his lips snarled and his eyes were fi ere again.
" C omeHe said. " W will go into the mountains. Maybe we can lose them in the
mountains."

F rantially he gathered the gourds and the little bags that were their property.

i carried a bundle in his left hand, but the big knife swung free in his right hand.
H eparted the brush for uanand they hurried to the west, toward the high stone
mountains. They trotted quickly through the tangle of the undergrowth. This was panic
fl ight i did not try to conceal his passage he trotted, kicking the stones, knocking
the telltale leaves from the little trees. The high sun streamed down on the dry creaking
earth so that even the vegetation ticked in protest. B utahead were the naked granite
mountains, rising out of erosion rubble and standing monolithic against the sky. And

im ran for the high place, as nearly all animals do when they are pursued.

This land was waterless, furred with the cacti which could store water and with
the great-rooted brush which could reach deep into the earth for a little moisture and
get along on very little. And underfoot was not soil but broken rock, split into small



cubes, great slabs, but none of it water-rounded. L tfe tufts of sad dry grass grew
between the stones, grass that had sprouted with one single rain and headed, dropped
its seed, and died. Horned toads watched the family go by and turned their little
pivoting dragon heads. And now and then a great jackrabbit, disturbed in his shade,
bumped away and hid behind the nearest rock. The singing heat lay over this desert
country, and ahead the stone mountains looked cool and welcoming.

And ino fl edHe knew what would happen. A little way along the road the
trackers would become aware that they had missed the path, and they would come
back, searching and judging, and in a little while they would fi ncthe place where ino
and uaa had rested. F om there it would be easy for them- these little stones, the
fallen leaves and the whipped branches, the scuff edplaces where a foot had slipped.

im could see them in his mind, slipping along the track, whining a little with
eagerness, and behind them, dark and half disinterested, the horseman with the rifl e.
H iswork would come last, for he would not take them back. Oh, the music of evil sang
loud in ' head now, it sang with the whine of heat and with the dry ringing of
snake rattles. It was not large and overwhelming now, but secret and poisonous, and
the pounding of his heart gave it undertone and rhythm.

The way began to rise, and as it did the rocks grew larger. But now ino had
put a little distance between his family and the trackers. N ow,on the fi rstise, he rested.
H eclimbed a great boulder and looked back over the shimmering country, but he
could not see his enemies, not even the tall horseman riding through the brush.  uaa
had squatted in the shade of the boulder. She raised her bottle of water to C oyptito's
lips; his little dried tongue sucked greedily at it. She looked up at  inowhen he came
back; she saw him examine her ankles, cut and scratched from the stones and brush,
and she covered them quickly with her skirt. Then she handed the bottle to him, but
he shook his head. Her eyes were bright in her tired face. inomoistened his cracked
lips with his tongue.

uanaie said, " will go on and you will hide. | will lead them into the
mountains, and when they have gone past, you will go north to L oretoor to Santa
Rosalia. Then, if | an escape them, | il come to you.| i the only safe way."

She looked full into his eyes for a moment. "N o,"she said. " & go with you."

' kan go faster alone," he said harshly. "You will put the little one in more
danger if you go with me."

" No," saidinau

" &u must. | i the wise thing and it is my wish," he said

" No," saidinau

H elooked then for weakness in her face, for fear or irresolution, and there was
none. H ereyes were very bright. H eshrugged his shoulders helplessly then, but he had
taken strength from her. When they moved on it was no longer panic fl ght.

—————————— 3 | ———————————————————



The country, as it rose toward the mountains, changed rapidly. N owthere were
long outcrop p ingsf granite with deep crevices between, and inowalked on bare
unmarkable stone when he could and leaped from ledge to ledge. H eknew that
wherever the trackers lost his path they must circle and lose time before they found it
again. And so, he did not go straight for the mountains anymore; he moved in zigzags,
and sometimes he cut back to the south and left a sign and then went toward the
mountains over bare stone again. And the path rose steeply now, so that he panted a
little as he went.

The sun moved downward toward the bare stone teeth of the mountains, and

i set his direction for a dark and shadowy cleft in the range. If there were any water
at all, it would be there where he could see, even in the distance, a hint of foliage. And
if there were any passage through the smooth stone range, it would be by this same
deep cleft. | had its danger, for the trackers would think of it too, but the empty water
bottle did not let that consideration enter. And as the sun lowered, i@ and uaa
struggled wearily up the steep slope toward the cleft.

Hidh in the grey stone mountains, under a frowning peak, a little spring
bubbled out of a rupture in the stone. | tvas fed by shade-preserved snow in the
summer, and now and then it died completely and bare rocks and dry algae were on
its bottom. B utnearly always it gushed out, cold and clean and lovely. | rthe times
when the quick rains fell, it might become a freshet and send its column of white water
crashing down the mountain cleft, but nearly always it was a lean little spring. It
bubbled out into a pool and then fell a hundred feet to another pool, and this one,
overfl owng, dropped again, so that it continued, down and down, until it came to the
rubble of the upland, and there it disappeared altogether. There wasn' much left of it
then anyway, for every time it fell over an escarpment the thirsty air drank it, and it
splashed from the pools to the dry vegetation. The animals from miles around came
to drink from the little pools, and the wild sheep and the deer, the pumas and raccoons,
and the mice- all came to drink. And the birds which spent the day in the brushland
came at night to the little pools that were like steps in the mountain cleft. B esidethis
tiny stream, wherever enough earth collected for root-hold, colonies of plants grew,
wild grape and little palms, maidenhair fern, hibiscus, and tall pampas grass with
feathery rods raised above the spike leaves. And in the pool lived frogs and water-
skaters, and water worms crawled on the bottom of the pool. Everything that loved
water came to these few shallow places. The cats took their prey there, and strewed
feathers and lapped water through their bloody teeth. The little pools were places of
life because of the water, and places of killing because of the water, too.

The lowest step, where the stream collected before it tumbled down a hundred
feet and disappeared into the rubbly desert, was a little platform of stone and sand.
Only a pencil of water fell into the pool, but it was enough to keep the pool full and to
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keep the ferns green in the underhang of the cliff, and wild grape climbed the stone
mountain and all manner of little plants found comfort here. The freshets had made a
small sandy beach through which the pool fl owe, and bright green watercress grew
in the damp sand. The beach was cut and scarred and padded by the feet of animals
that had come to drink and to hunt.

The sun had passed over the stone mountains when ino and uana struggd
up the steep broken slope and came at last to the water. F romthis step they could
look out over the sunbeaten desert to the blue Gulf in the distance. They came utterly
weary to the pool, and uana slumped to her knees and fi rstwashed C gotito' face
and then fi led her bottle and gave him a drink. And the baby was weary and petulant,
and he cried softly until  uanded him, and then he gurgled and clucked against her.

im drank long and thirstily at the pool. F or a mment, then, he stretched out beside
the water and relaxed all his muscles and watched uandeeding the baby, and then
he got to his feet and went to the edge of the step where the water slipped over, and
he searched the distance carefully. H iseyes set on a point and he became rigid. Far
down the slope he could see the two trackers; they were little more than dots or
scurrying ants and behind them a larger ant.

uana &d turned to look at him and she saw his back stiff en.

" Hotar? " shwsked quietly.

" Thewvill be here by evening,” said inoH elooked up the long steep chimney
of the cleft where the water came down. " W must go west," he said, and his eyes
searched the stone shoulder behind the cleft. And thirty feet up on the grey shoulder
he saw a series of little erosion caves. He slipped off his sandals and clambered up to
them, gripping the bare stone with his toes, and he looked into the shallow caves. They
were only a few feet deep, wind-hollowed scoops, but they sloped slightly downward
and back. inocrawled into the largest one and lay down and knew that he could not
be seen from the outside. Quickly he went back to  uana.

" &u must go up there. erhaps they will not fi ndus there," he said

Without question she fi Bd her water bottle to the top, and then i helped
her up to the shallow cave and brought up the packages of food and passed them to
her. And ana sat in the cave entrance and watched him. She saw that he did not try
to erase their tracks in the sand. Instead, he climbed up the brush cliff beside the water,
clawing and tearing at the ferns and wild grape as he went. And when he had climbed
a hundred feet to the next bench, he came down again. H elooked carefully at the
smooth rock shoulder toward the cave to see that there was no trace of passage, and
last he climbed up and crept into the cave beside uana.

" Wherthey go up," he said, " waewill slip away, down to the lowlands again. |
am afraid only that the baby may cry. You must see that he does not cry."



Hwill not cry," she said, and she raised the baby's face to her own and looked
into his eyes and he stared solemnly back at her.

" Hlenows," sal ana.

N ow inday in the cave entrance, his chin braced on his crossed arms, and he
watched the blue shadow of the mountain move out across the brushy desert below
until it reached the Gulf, and the long twilight of the shadow was over the land.

The trackers were long in coming, as though they had trouble with the trail i
had left. | twas dusk when they came at last to the little pool. And all three were on
foot now, for a horse could not climb the last steep slope. F romabove they were thin
fi guresin the evening. The two trackers scurried about on the little beach, and they
saw ' progress up the cliff before they drank. The man with the rifl esat down and
rested himself, and the trackers squatted near him, and in the evening the points of
their cigarettes glowed and receded. And then i could see that they were eating,
and the soft murmur of their voices came to him.

Then darkness fell, deep and black in the mountain cleft. The animals that used
the pool came near and smelled men there and drifted away again into the darkness.

H eheard a murmur behind him. ana was whispering, " Cyotito." She was
begging him to be quiet. ino heard the baby whimper, and he knew from the mu ed
sounds that ana had covered his head with her shawl.

D ownon the beach a match fl aredand in its momentary light ino saw that
two of the men were sleeping, curled up like dogs, while the third watched, and he saw
the glint of the rifl @n the match light. And then the match died, but it left a picture on

im' eyes. H ecould see it, just how each man was, two sleeping curled up and the
third squatting in the sand with the rifl ebetween his knees.
im moved silently back into the cave. ana' syes were two sparks refl eting
alow star. i crawled quietly close to her and he put his lips near to her ear.

" Theres a way," heaaid.

" B ulbey will kill you."

" fll get fi rstto the one with the rifl e," ino said, " must get to him fi rst, tlen |
will be all right. Two are sleeping.”

H erhand crept out from under her shawl and gripped his arm. " Tay will see
your white clothes in the starlight.”

" No" ¢md." And wst go before moonrise."

H esearched for a soft word and then gave it up. " flthey kill me," he said, " lie
quietly. And when they are gone away, go to L or&o."

H erhand shook a little, holding his wrist.

" Mere is no choice,” he said. "tlis the only way. They will fi ndus in the
morning.”

H ervoice trembled a little. " Go wth God," sheaid.



H epeered closely at her and he could see her large eyes. H ishand fumbled out
and found the baby, and for a moment his palm lay on C gotito' kead. And then i
raised his hand and touched uana' hseek, and she held her breath.

Against the sky in the cave entrance uanaould see that ino was taking off
his white clothes, for dirty and ragged though they were they would show up against
the dark night. H is own brown skin was a better protection for him. And then she saw
how he hooked his amulet neck-string about the horn handle of his great knife, so that
it hung down in front of him and left both hands free. He did not come back to her.
F om moment his body was black in the cave entrance, crouched and silent, and then
he was gone.

uananoved to the entrance and looked out. She peered like an owl from the
hole in the mountain, and the baby slept under the blanket on her back, his face turned
sideways against her neck and shoulder. She could feel his warm breath against her
skin, and  uaa whispered her combination of prayer and magic, her H ailMarys and
her ancient intercession, against the black unhuman things.

The night seemed a little less dark when she looked out, and to the east there
was a lightening in the sky, down near the horizon where the moon would show. And,
looking down, she could see the cigarette of the man on watch.

" onedged like a slow lizard down the smooth rock shoulder. H ehad turned
his neck-string so that the great knife hung down from his back and could not clash
against the stone. H isspread fi ngersgripped the mountain, and his bare toes found
support through contact, and even his chest lay against the stone so that he would not
slip. F or ag sound, a rolling pebble or a sigh, a little slip of fl eshon rock, would rouse
the watchers below. Any sound that was not germane to the night would make them
alert. B utthe night was not silent; the little tree frogs that lived near the stream
twittered like birds, and the high metallic ringing of the cicadas fi led the mountain
cleft. And i@ ewn music was in his head, the music of the enemy, low and pulsing,
nearly asleep. B utthe Song of the Family had become as fi ere and sharp and feline as
the snarl of a female puma. The family song was alive now and driving him down on
the dark enemy. The harsh cicada seemed to take up its melody, and the twittering
tree frogs called little phrases of it.

And ino crept silently as a shadow down the smooth mountain face. One bare
foot moved a few inches and the toes touched the stone and gripped, and the other
foot a few inches, and then the palm of one hand a little downward, and then the other
hand, until the whole body, without seeming to move, had moved. i@ ®outh was
open so that even his breath would make no sound, for he knew that he was not
invisible. | the watcher, sensing movement, looked at the dark place against the stone
which was his body, he could see him. ino must move so slowly he would not draw
the watcher's eyes. | t tdohim a long time to reach the bottom and to crouch behind



a little dwarf palm. H isheart thundered in his chest and his hands and face were wet
with sweat. H ecrouched and took great slow long breaths to calm himself.

Only twenty feet separated him from the enemy now, and he tried to remember
the ground between. Was there any stone which might trip himin his rush? H ekneaded
his legs against cramp and found that his muscles were jerking after their long tension.
And then he looked app ehensively to the east. The moon would rise in a few
moments now, and he must attack before it rose. H ecould see the outline of the
watcher, but the sleeping men were below his vision. It was the watcher  inomust
fi nd must fi ndquickly and without hesitation. Silently he drew the amulet string over
his shoulder and loosened the loop from the horn handle of his great knife.

H ewas too late, for as he rose from his crouch the silver edge of the moon
slipped above the eastern horizon, and i@ sank back behind his bush.

| was an old and ragged moon, but it threw hard light and hard shadow into
the mountain cleft, and now ino could see the seated fi gureof the watcher on the
little beach beside the pool. The watcher gazed full at the moon, and then he lighted
another cigarette, and the match illumined his dark face for a moment. There could be
no waiting now; when the watcher turned his head, i must leap. His legs were as
tight as wound springs.

And then from above came a little murmuring cry. The watcher turned his head
to listen and then he stood up, and one of the sleepers stirred on the ground and
awakened and asked quietly, * Whats it? "

" Hon't know," said the watcher. " tiIsounded like a cry, almost like a human-
like a baby."

The man who had been sleeping said, "You can' tell. | ' lveard a coyote pup
cry like a baby."

The sweat rolled in drops down ino' ferehead and fell into his eyes and
burned them. The little cry came again and the watcher looked up the side of the hill
to the dark cave.

" C oyotmaybe," he said, and i heard the harsh click as he cocked the rifl e.

" flit' a coyote, this will stop it," thavatcher said as he raised the gun.

i was in mid-leap when the gun crashed and the barrel-fl ashmade a picture
on his eyes. The great knife swung and crunched hollowly. It bit through neck and deep
into chest, and ino was a terrible machine now. H egrasped the rifl eeven as he
wrenched free his knife. His strength and his movement and his speed were a machine.
H e whirled and struck the head of the seated man like a melon. The third man
scrabbled away like a crab, slipped into the pool, and then he began to climb frantically,
to climb up the cliff where the water pencilled down. H ishands and feet threshed in
the tangle of the wild grapevine, and he whimpered and gibbered as he tried to get
up. B ut ino had become as cold and deadly as steel. D elikerately he threw the lever



of the rifl eand then he raised the gun and aimed deliberately and fi redHe saw his
enemy tumble backward into the pool, and i strode to the water. | the moonlight
he could see the frantic eyes, and iw aimed and fi redbetween the eyes.

And then ino stood uncertainly. Something was wrong, some signal was trying
to get through to his brain. Tree frogs and cicadas were silent now. And then ino'
brain cleared from its red concentration and he knew the sound- the keening, moaning,
rising hysterical cry from the little cave in the side of the stone mountain, the cry of
death.

Everyone in La az remembers the return of the family; there may be some old
ones who saw it, but those whose fathers and whose grandfathers told it to them
remember it nevertheless. It is an event that happened to everyone.

| was late in the golden afternoon when the fi rstiittle boys ran hysterically in
the town and spread the word that inoand uanavere coming back. And everyone
hurried to see them. The sun was settling toward the western mountains and the
shadows on the ground were long. And perhaps that was what left the deep impression
on those who saw them.

The two came from the rutted country road into the city, and they were not
walking in single fi le, i@ ahead and uaa behind, as usual, but side by side. The sun
was behind them and their long shadows stalked ahead, and they seemed to carry two
towers of darkness with them. i@ had a rifl eacross his arm and  uanaarried her
shawl like a sack over her shoulder. And in it was a small limp heavy bundle. The shawl
was crusted with dried blood, and the bundle swayed a little as she walked. H erface
was hard and lined and leathery with fatigue and with the tightness with which she
fought fatigue. And her wide eyes stared inward on herself. She was as remote and as
removed as H eaen. ino' kps were thin and his jaws tight, and the people say that
he carried fear with him, that he was as dangerous as a rising storm. The people say
that the two seemed to be removed from human experience; that they had gone
through pain and had come out on the other side; that there was almost a magical
protection about them. And those people who had rushed to see them crowded back
and let them pass and did not speak to them.

imand uaawalked through the city as though it were not there. Their eyes
glanced neither right nor left nor up nor down, but stared only straight ahead. Their
legs moved a little jerkily, like well-made wooden dolls, and they carried pillars of black
fear about them. And as they walked through the stone and plaster city brokers peered
at them from barred windows and servants put one eye to a slitted gate and mothers
turned the faces of their youngest children inward against their skirts. incand uaa
strode side by side through the stone and plaster city and down among the brush
houses, and the neighbours stood back and let them pass. ua Tomas raised his hand
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in greeting and did not say the greeting and left his hand in the air for a moment
uncertainly.

| n im' earsthe Song of the Family was as fi ere as a cry. He was immune and
terrible, and his song had become a battle cry. They trudged past the burned square
where their house had been without even looking at it. They cleared the brush that
edged the beach and picked their way down the shore toward the water. And they did
not look toward ino' s bradn canoe.

And when they came to the water's edge they stopped and stared out over the
Gulf. And then i laid the rifl edown, and he dug among his clothes, and then he
held the great pearl in his hand. H elooked into its surface and it was grey and ulcerous.
Evil faces peered from it into his eyes, and he saw the light of burning. And in the
surface of the pearl, he saw the frantic eyes of the man in the pool. And in the surface
of the pearl, he saw C gotito lying in the little cave with the top of his head shot away.
And the pearl was ugly; it was grey, like a malignant growth. And i@ heard the music
of the pearl, distorted and insane. ino' bkand shook a little, and he turned slowly to

uanand held the pearl out to her. She stood beside him, still holding her dead bundle

over her shoulder. She looked at the pearl in his hand for a moment and then she
looked into  i@' s es and said softly, "N o,you."

And ino drew back his arm and fl ungthe pearl with all his might. mo and

uanavatched it go, winking and glimmering under the setting sun. They saw the little

splash in the distance, and they stood side by side watching the place for a long time.

And the pearl settled into the lovely green water and dropped toward the
bottom. The waving branches of the algae called to it and beckoned to it. The lights
on its surface were green and lovely. It settled down to the sand bottom among the
fern-like plants. Above, the surface of the water was a green mirror. And the pearl lay
on the fl ooiof the sea. A crab scampering over the bottom raised a little cloud of sand,
and when it settled the pearl was gone.

And the music of the pearl drifted to a whisper and disappeared.

Theme

bn Steinbeck' ¥he earlis a searing parable of colonial capitalism, tracing how systemic
forces corrupt human relationships and consciousness. At its core, the novella charts  ino'
profound alienation: the pearl severs him from his community, transforms a peaceful
fi sheman into a killer, and ultimately estranges him from his own humanity. This rupture is
deepened by false consciousness, as inointernalizes the oppressor' $ogic, believing the
pearl—a symbol of colonial wealth—can liberate him through institutions designed to
exclude him. The narrative further exposes commodification, wherein every human value is
reduced to exchange value: the doctor refuses treatment without payment, buyers collude
to devalue the pearl, and mo himself views it as an extension of his pride. This market logic
induces reifi ation, turning social bonds—between neighbours, healers, and buyers—in'@
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thing-like transactions governed by abstract forces. The pearl becomes a destructive social
actor, dissolving communal ties. In the devastating conclusion, when inohurls the pearl
back into the sea, Steinbeck off s not triumph but tragic recognition: resisting a system that
commodifies all it touches requires rejecting its terms entirely, even at the cost of the dreams

it once promised to fulfill. )

About the author

ohrSteinbeck, the 1962 N doel L areate, stands as a colossus of 20th-century American
literature, a writer whose work transcends simple categorization to grapple with the very D N A
of the American experience. H ailing fom the Salinas alley in C aliforna, a region that would
become the mythic backdrop for much of his fi @on, Steinbeck possessed a profound
sensitivity to the land and its people. H § literary project was far from uniform; he was a
restless experimenter who moved with ease between the picaresque comedy of Tortilla Flat,
the mythic allegory of The earl, and the unfl mching social realism of his masterpiece, The
Grapes of Wrath. A deep ecological perspective, fostered by his friendship with marine
biologist Ed R icletts, infuses his work with the sense that humanity is inextricably—and often
precariously—linked to the natural world. While celebrated for bringing the plight of the
dispossessed and the migrant worker into sharp focus during the Great D eression, his work
consistently plumbs deeper philosophical waters, exploring themes of fate, identity, and the
perennial confl it between human consciousness and a changing world.

G lossay l
Words Meanings
ammonia a colourless gas with a characteristic pungent odor
ap pehensively in a fearful or anxious way; whtdread about the future
avarice extreme greed for wealth or material gain
bulw ak a defensive or protective wall or embankment
cleft a split or divided area, as in a rock or in the land
consecrated declared to be sacred; Hbwed or blessed
consolation comfort received after a loss or disappointment
contemp tious showing scorn or disdain
coz end cheated, deceived, or tricked
detachment a state of being aloof or lacking emotional involvement
dissembling hiding one' tue motives or feelings; lyingr misleading
edifi ce a large, imposing, or elaborate building or structure
escarp nent a long, steep slope or cliff at he edge of a plateau or ridge
estuary the wide part of a river where the current meets the sea tides
f resht a freshwater stream flowing into the sea
f utive secretive; doneia quiet and sneaky way to avoid notice
germane relevant and appropriate; closely related to the matter at hand
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gloating

guttural
hummock

incandescence

indigent
intercession
udicious
keening
lateen
lep bsy
lethargy
lucent
lymp haic
malignant
monolithic
outcrop pnigs
parable
p oultice

p ecip itaéd

p ulqel
scandal

searing
skirled
stalw at
sti ing
sub uation

telescop ially
threshed

transfigured
tulles

dwelling on one' s omsuccess or another' misfortune with
smugness

( fa speech sound) prodkced in the throat;
a low mound, ridge, or knob of earth

light emitted from a hot object; a bh degree of brilliance
poor; need mpoverished

intervention or mediation on behalf of another

having or showing good judgment; senbie and wise

wailing loudly in grief for the dead

a triangular sail on a long yard, used on the canoe

a chronic, contagious disease that affects the skin and nerves
a lack of energy and enthusiasm; a state of drowsinaction
giving off lght; softlbright or radiant

relating to the body tissue that produces white blood cells
dangerous and harmful; showg great ill will; dadly

huge and imposing; MKe a large, unbroken block of stone
layers of rock that are visible on the surface

a simple story used to illustrate a moral or spiritual lesson

a soft, moist mass of herb or seaweed applied to the body to
soothe soreness or infl axmation

caused to happen suddenly or unexpectedly; hled

a thick, fermented beverage made from the agave plant

an action or event regarded as morally or legally wrong and
causing public outrage

scorching or burning; déremely intense

made a shrill, high-pitched sound

strong, sturdy, and robust

suff ocatingsmothering; making one feel trapped

the action of bringing someone or something under complete
control

in a manner where parts slide within one another, like a
telescope

beat or whipped

transformed into something more beautiful or elevated

a weaving material, likely from reeds or rushes

harstlsounding
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é@ Reading and Critical Thinking ]

A . A nswer the f How ing questions:

1. Howdoes i % Songfthe Family" show his true human nature, contrasting
with the loneliness the pearl brings?

2. B yrefusing treatment without payment, how does the doctor demonstrate that
even a basic human need like healthcare must be cashed?

3. Howdo the beggars' expert judgments on inoreveal a social system that
calculates human worth in terms of money?

4. Hidlight the incidents that refl et the cultural hegemony of the colonizers.

5. Howdoes every person in town, attaching his own dreams to the pearl,
perfectly show as if it had some magical power?

6. D oyou think, besides i feeling alone, the hunger for wealth cause a feeling
of separation in the whole community?

7. H owdoes ignoring uana'free homemade remedy show the capitalist trick of
believing something has value only if it has a price?

8. H owdoes the" shelbf hardness" that forms over ino represent him being cut
off fom the person he used to be?

9. How does the servant' srefusal to speak his native language show his
internalization of the ruling class' sudture?

10. H owdoes the priest' wisit expose religious activities being manipulated for
economic gains?

11. How might i sspirations for wealth be seen as false consciousness,
adopting the values of the oppressors?

12. H owdoes describing the town as a " alonial animal” refl ecta view of society
as an organic but confl ated whole?

13. H owdoes uaaseeing the pearl as " lika sin" show her understanding of it as
a physical object that brings destruction?

14. D o you think the town' sollective surveillance of i@ demonstrates a
repressive force enforcing conformity?

15. What is the metaphorical meaning of the pearl buyers secretly conspiring as a
" markt trap” to eploit the fi sherman?

16. What does ua Tom s' Iament about being " cheatd from birth to coffin”
reveal about his class consciousness?

17. H owdo the neighbours' selfi shspeculations about the wealth refl ettheir false
consciousness regarding class interests?

18. D oyou think the priest’ sermon about staying in one' § post'defends the
exploitative, repressive colonisation?



19. What kind of loss of humanity happens when ino turns into * @ animal now"
because of his chase for money?

20. What is the " Wwole structure” uadom dears i has defi edand why is this
defi ane so dangerous?

21. H owdoes the burning of ino' house represent the violent enforcement of
class structure against challengers?

22. F rom Wmat roles is ino being alienated as he transforms from a family man to
an isolated fi gure?

23. H ow does the pearl becoming a catalyst for violence exemplify capital’
corrupting infl uene?

24. H owdoes the family' $earful fl ght illustrate their alienation from their own
community and its structures?

25. H owdoes the " anciet thing" stirring in i@, connect to a view of reclaiming
one' real nature?

26. D oes ana' question about the dealers being right show false consciousness
or a clear understanding of their situation?

27. H owdoes ino' proposed sacrifi e refl et his internalization of the individual
patriarchal characteristics?

28. H owdoes ino' % masic of the pearl" turning " siister" represent his working-
class dreams have been poisoned?

29. H ow does the fi nalconfrontation between men function as a metaphoric
refl etion of larger class confl dt?

30. im's seeing only " evVifaces" in the pearl shows how its real worth has been
destroyed by its price tag. D iswss.

31. D oesthrowing the pearl away constitute a true revolution against the system,
or simply a retreat from it?

32. 1 ghe tragic ending inevitable, or could ino have kept the pearl to live a
comfortable life?

B . Choose the correct op ton.

1. Why does ino instinctively hear the " Spg of Evil* when the doctor arrives?
a) ardislikes all authority fi gures.

b) Thenusic warns him of scorpions.

¢) Theoctor' s edicine is dangerous.

d) ino senses the doctor' exploitative intent.

2. Why does the doctor give C owtito a capsule that makes him sick?
a) Hacidentally uses the wrong medicine.

b) d properly treat the scorpion sting

c) dcreate a crisis so he can profi t fromthe cure

d) dpunish i for his earlier insolence



3. H owdoes the town transform the moment ino fi nd the pearl?

a) Ibecomes a predatory organism sensing opportunity.

b) tlignores the news completely.

¢) tlholds a celebration in ino' konour.

d) tlbecomes peaceful and unifi ed

4. Why does ana insist the pearl is " ke a sin" so early in the story?

a) She ants to keep the pearl for herself.

b) Theriest told her so in confession.

¢) Shentuitively senses its destructive power.

d) She isuperstitious without reason.

5. H owdo the pearl buyers manipulate ino' usiderstanding of value?

a) They rfese to examine it at all.

b) They wamimously declare it worthless while colluding.

c) Thesend him to different buyers daily.

d) They mise the pearl excessively.

6. Why does ino refuse to sell the pearl in the capital?

a) Hwants to keep the pearl forever.

b) Hrefuses to be cheated by the local buyers.

c) Hlistoo afraid to travel.

d) uananvinces him to stay home.

7. Howdoes an Tomas' sarning about the "whole structure" function in the
story?

a) lIreveals wuandmas' sowardice.

b) tiforeshadows the system crushing ino.

¢) tlconvinces ino to sell locally.

d) tlencourages ino to fi ghtharder.

8. Why does ino beat uana when she tries to throw away the pearl?

a) She stelit without his permission.

b) Theearl has corrupted his love into possessiveness.

c) Eklhas always been violent toward her.

d) Hwalues the pearl more than his family.

9. H owdoes the destruction of @' sanoe function symbolically?

a) Ishows the attackers' cruelty only.

b) tlforces him to become a farmer.

) tlcuts him off from hs heritage and livelihood.

d) tlrepresents his freedom to leave.

10. Why does the narrator describe the trackers in animalistic terms?

a) dshow they are skilled hunters

b) to dehumame them as tools of the oppressive system



c) tdighlight their connection to nature

d) to makthem seem less threatening

11. H owdoes Steinbeck use the recurring motif of "songs" in ino' sonsciousness?

a) as intiive warnings of danger and harmony

b) as pneers to the gods

c) adtleral music played in the village

d) as entgainment during work

12. Why does the priest visit i only after he fi ds the pearl?

a) Hmeeds ino' kelp with repairs.

b) Hgenuinely cares about @' s soul.

¢) Theearl represents a chance for church donations.

d) uana ited him for confession.

13. How does the doctor' servant refusing " té old language" reveal colonial
power?

a) Idemonstrates internalized oppression and self-alienation.

b) tishows his education is superior.

c) tlproves he dislikes ino personally.

d) tlhighlights language barriers.

14. Why does ino' ssion inside the pearl turn from hopes to " evifaces" ?

a) Thérackers have cursed it.

b) waoonvinces him it is evil.

¢) Theearl physically changes colour.

d) H desire for wealth reveals its violent consequences.

15. How does the neighbour’s envy function in the community?

a) Ihds no effect on anyone.

b) tlisolates i@ and makes him a target.

c) tlmakes them pray for ino' s safety

d) tlbrings everyone closer together.

16. Why does Steinbeck describe the town as having a " nervousystem"?

a) dshow it is biologically alive

b) to highght its primitive nature

c) terove itis sick and dying

d) to ilktrate how news spreads and forms collective reaction

17.Why is im' s drea of C gotito reading " boks as big as dogs" sigificant?

a) lreveals education as the ultimate symbol of liberation.

b) tlshows i cannot read himself.

c) tlshows his love for animals.

d) tlproves C oyotito isintelligent.

18. How does uaa' sharacter foil ino' throughout the novella?



a) Sheares less about Coyotito.

b) She reprents practical survival over dangerous ambition.

c¢) She ants to leave ino.

d) She isveaker and more fearful.

19. Why does ino decide to lead the trackers away from  uaa?

a) She ords him to leave.

b) Hrmeverts to a protective patriarchal role.

c) Elwants to save the pearl alone.

d) Hietired of her company.

20. How does the death of C gotito function as the story' slimax?

a) Irepresents the ultimate cost of the pearl’ sarruption.

b) tlends ino' pursuit peacefully.

c) tlmakes the pearl more valuable.

d) tlreunites ino and ana with the village.

21. Why does ino throw the pearl back into the sea at the end?

a) Theearl has lost its beauty.

b) Hrejects the entire corrupt system it represents.

c) Elaccidentally drops it.

d) uafarces him to do so.

22. How does the beggars' " fi nahanalysis" of ino critique society?
a) Ireveals how human worth is reduced to economic calculation.

b) tlhas no deeper meaning.

) tlproves they are wiser than others.

d) tlshows they are generous.

23. Why does uaawalk beside i rather than behind him at the end?
a) Haerders her to walk beside him.

b) Theath is too narrow for two.

¢) Shesinow his equal through shared tragedy.

d) She ikeading him home.

24. How does the pearl's music becoming " siister" refl £cino' sarruption?
a) Theociety stole its beauty.

b) waoursed the pearl.

¢) Theearl physically changed sounds.

d) H perception is warped by greed and paranoia.

25. Why does Steinbeck set the story as a parable rather than realism?
a) Hpereferred fantasy genres.

b) to give it universal, timeless moral weight

c) Ellacked historical knowledge.

d) to avoid criticism
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ENG
E Vocabulary and G rammar]

A ntorym: An antonym is a word of opposite meaning of the given word.
Antonyms help us understand word meanings more clearly and improve our
vocabulary.

xmple: hap p  sad
H ere,happy and sad are antonyms because they express opposite feelings.

A . Write the antonyms in the blank spaces.

Words A ntoryms | Words A ntoryms | Words A ntoryms
awake clean day

calm weak rich

love gentle begin

inside work open

young dark honest

life peace freedom

B . ickfi w pairs f ronthe list.

ewach pair in your ow nsentences.

Synonym: A synonym is a word that has the same or nearly the same meaning.

Synonyms make our writing richer and help us avoid repeating the same words.
xmple: big larg e

H ere,big and large are synonyms because they mean almost the same.

C. Write the synonyms in the blank spaces.

Words Synonyms | Words Synonyms | Words Synonyms
frightened dirty family

strange weak father

quiet sad pain

lonely tired cry

small work help

angry room fear

rep ositiam preposition is a word ( 10a group of words) that shows the relationship
between a noun or pronoun ( thebject of the preposition) and another word in the
sentence. This relationship can indicate location, time, direction, manner, cause, or
possession.
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amp é&s in sentences:
e The book is on the table. ( L aiton)
e She arrived after dinner. ( Tne)
e H ewalked toward the door. ( Dection)
e They communicated via email. ( hner/Means)
Types of rep ostions: repositions can be categorized in several ways:
1. rep ositionsf Time: Indicate when something happens.
e Examples:at, onp, idwngi, fisce, b ntil dfore, tfr.
e Common Usage N wance:We use atfor specifi ¢ times ( at3
o' lock) ¢n for days and dates ( @ Monday) and in for longer periods
(in lyuin 1995).
2.  rep ositionof &ce osition:| ndate where something is or where it is
going.
e Examples: at, on, in,ab @ epv eru der, b bw b aeath, b side, b &w een,
among pear, Ypag ainstinside, o tside, rthu g lac ross ot onto.

3.  rep ositionef rection Moement: Indicate movement from one place to
another.
e Examples: to, toward, into, onto, from, off, out of throug hac rossalong ,
up,wl arod.
4. rep ositionof Manner Means A g#: Indicate how something is done or
by whom.

e Examples: by, w ith, iké, sz v ia.
You paint with a brush ( instrumentbut the painting was done by an
artist ( gent) You travel by car ( means) .
5. rep ositionef Cause urp @oReason:
e Examples:f or f rom, thbu g b ec au e odute owing to.
e H eis suff eringfrom an illness ( ause) .
6. rep ositionef Concession Comast:
e Examples: desp # in ste of notw ithetding .
e These are followed by a noun or gerund, not a full clause.
o C orret: Despite raining, we went out. Incorrect: Despite it was raining.
Rrcise:
risuctions iHt e lan itt e ostappropriate preposition
1. The negotiations fell through because neither party was willing to yield _ _
the other's demands.

2. Heisaman whoiswholly given _ ___ his work, often forgetting to eat or sleep.

3. The recent policy changes militate _ _ _ the very principles of economic
freedom we stand for.

4. D espitehis reputation, he acquitted himself _ _ __ admirably during the debate.
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5. The governor was impeached _ _ _ misconduct, though many believed the
charges were politically motivated.

6. She has a positive distaste _ _ _ social media and refuses to have any online
presence.

7. The new evidence is incompatible _ _ _ the testimony given by the witness last
week.

8. We must not despair; suess often lies just _ _ _ the horizon.

9. H eis very peculiar _ _ __ his habits; he insists on eating his food in a specific
order.

10. The committee deliberated _ _ _ the matter for three hours before reaching a
decision.

11. The country is now independent _ _ _ foreign rule and governs itself.

12. H eis utterly indifferent __ __ the suff eringof others, which makes him seem
very cold.

13. The judge was not swayed by emotion and kept his eyes fi ®d _ _ _ the facts
of the case.

14. She was robbed _ _ _ her peace of mind by the constant disturbance.

15. The constitution invests the power to levy taxes solely _ _ _ the parliament.

@2 Oral Communication Skills ]

Activyt : Theidl of ino
A Ble- lay elate and Mock Trial
Ob ectix To develop persuasive speaking, critical reasoning, and the ability to
construct a logical argument from a character' s perspéuve.
The Scenario: i@ has returned to L a az and thrown the pearl back into the sea.
H oweve, the townspeople—who have lost their chance at wealth and trade—are
furious. They decide to put ino on trial, not for a legal crime, but for the " @me" of
destroying their collective dream. The question before the court is: " | sinoguilty of
destroying the community's hop e ad f ture?”
Setup and Roles: Divide the class into groups, with each group preparing a diff erer
perspective. Within each group, students must collaborate to prepare a 2-3-minute
opening statement and then be ready for cross-examination.
The rosecutim Team - students) Represent the town' merchants, pearl
buyers, and the priest. Their argument: ino' pearl was a gift from God/ natre
to the entire community. His arrogance and violence robbed them of progress,
new buildings, and church donations. He is a selfi b destroyer of public good.



e The & mse Team - students) Represent o, wuaas and uan Tom s.
Their argument: The pearl was not a gift, but a test and an agent of destruction.
im was protecting his family from a corrupt system that would have exploited
them. Throwing it back was an act of wisdom and moral courage, saving his
soul and future generations from the same greed.
e The Witnesses - $udents) :
o ino( cald by defence)
o u arfa cadd by defence)
e T he ocor ( cadd by prosecution)
. earl uey ( cald by prosecution)
o u aroih ¢ can bealled by either side)
e The wuy Remaining class) They listen to all arguments, take notes, and will
deliver a verdict with a brief explanation of their reasoning.
e The udg dacher or a confi dert student) Maintains order, introduces
each speaker, and manages the cross-examination time.
Oral Communication Skills actice:
e ersuasion: C rafing emotional and logical appeals.
e A rgunentation: Using evidence from the text to support a claim.
e | mp romp $peaking: Thinking on one' feet during cross-examination.
¢ Role A dogtion: Speaking authentically in the voice of a character.
e A ctiwe L iséning: Responding directly to the points made by the opposing
side.

v
A ’

:@!‘
. Writing Skills |

Writing Activ iy

A. oing no sp ychoanalysis in shifting situations, write an argumentative
paragrap hon could ino have kept the p arl withouttragedy or w asthe
tragic end inev itable? se ev iehce f ronthe text.

B. " ©nstruct a dialogue between twof riendex aining the p h@aomenon
of modern colonisation. our dialogue should critically analyse its p rinary
instruments tehnological, economic, cultural) exp lee the conseq uent
alienation of the indiv dual from authentic identity, and prop se p actical
strategies of resistance, f ocusingsp ecifi calljon how to recognise and
re ect artificially manufactured needs f oemulation. "
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| nstructins f o repration of
x amap erof nighf orl ntermedé@tart| |

SS TL ASTR CTI O SORTH A RTT B

The paper of English for Grade 12 will consist of marks.
Objective Type 20 Marks Time: 3@ninutes
Subjective Type 80 Marks Time: 2: Bhours

The paper will be made as per the following details/ instructions:

Ob ectie Typ e art-ll)
Time: Minutes
Marks
uestbn o.
( Each itenwill carry 01 Mark.)

Contents taken f rom: | tem Marks
UnitNo. 12,4, 5and 6 3 Synonyms from the 3 Marks
from English 12 mentioned units.

UnitNo0.8,9, 11 and 12 3 Synonyms from the 3 Marks

from English 12 mentioned units.

Unit N o. B (N ovel) 4 Synonyms from the 4 Marks

from English 12 mentioned unit.

Entire textbook of English 12 5MC Qon repaitions 5 Marks

Entire textbook of English 12 5MC Qeon C orect 5 Marks
Sentences ( arts of Speech)




L OO<e

Sub ectwTyp e artl | )

Time: : Hous
Marks
westion Content taken f rom etails Marks
o. Type
S CTI O 1
UnitNa1,2,4,5and 6 | Attemptany5outof8 [2x5 D
from English 12 short questions Marks
UnitNa8,9, 11and 12 | Attemptany 5outof8 |2x5 10
from English 12 short questions Marks
Unit N a 13 from Attemptany 7outof [2x7 14
English 12 11 short questions Marks
x pnhtion of the Explain the given 6 Marks
stanz aaken from Unit | stanza with reference
N a 3,7 and 10 of to the context.
English 12
S @ o 1l
ssay Write an essay from 15 Marks

F om English Grammar | the given four topics.
and C ompaition 11-12

by E RA

I dioms Any 5 idiomsoutof8 [2x5 10
F om English Grammar Marks
and C ompaition 11-12

by E RA

Translation Translate Urdu 15 Marks

F om English Grammar | paragraph into English
and C ompaition 11-12
by E RA
ote:F ceign and English Medium candidate can write a
paragraph on the given topic instead of translation.
F om English Grammar and C omposition 1+12 by E RA
( F orfeign and English Medium C andidates)
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Model aper nglish- 1

nglish Gmp ulory)

ap e-ll :

Obtivec art

F:ilin the right bubble

Time A llaved:
Max immm Marks:

Mites

alhoose the correct op ton of the underlined words f ronthe columns A,

B, &nd

and fi llup he bubble sheet:

westions

A)

B)

9)

)

The birds were chirp ig
at the edge of the
woods.

singing

fl ying

sleeping

running

Twitter encourages
concise communication.

careless

lengthy

brief

confusing

Today Tommy found a
real book.

artifi @l

false

genuine

imaginary

He might get env_ious
and envy is a most
terrible thing, and would
spoil anybody' sature.

content

kind

generous

jealous

They had something to
w hisp erto her, a secret.

murmur

shout

declare

announce

We came to a clump of
olive trees.

cluster

desert

river

mountain

H eslip p edlis feet into
his sandals.

slid

jumped

kicked

threw

| Wwas a tiny movement
that drew their eyes to
the hanging box.

bright

loud

small

huge

He worked deliberately,
selecting the largest
shells.

randomly

quickly

carelessly

carefully

10.

They wondered how
such luck could come to
any man.

eff ort

fortune

failure

problem

— ———————————————————




bXhoose the correct op ton for the f dbwing blanks f ronthe columns A,
B, &hd and fi llup he bubble sheet: )

westions A) B) Q) )
11. |1 amoo busy _ _ _ climb trees. for to for at
12. | He held it open _ _ _ his knees. for on to at
13. | I've slowed itup _ _ _ anaverage | on at for to
ten-year level.
14. | There were always beautiful things | in for on at
tolook _~ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
15. | That is the way _ a house to open! | for to in by
c)Xhoose the correct sentence from each of the group sand fi llup the
bubble sheet: )

16. | One of key advantages of MOOCss the accessibility.
A ) One of the key advantages of MOOC s is acessibility.
B |) One of the key advantage of MOOC s ae accessibility.
C) One of the key advantages for MOOC s is acessible.
) One of key advantages of MOOC s§ the accessibility.
17. | Cut down my trunk and makes a boat.
A)) C utdown my trunk and make a boat.
B ) C uttig down my trunk and make a boat.
C) C utdown mine trunk and makes a boat.
) C utdown my trunk and making a boat.
18. | Why w ould anyone w iiting about school?
A ) Why would anyone write about school?
B ) Why would anyone writes about school?
C) Why anyone would write about school?
) Why would anyone write in school?
19. en the dinner hour was give up to talking about it.
A))Even the dinner hour was given up to talking about it.
B ) Even the dinner hour was given up for talking about it.
C) Even the dinner hour was given to up talking about it.
) Even the dinner hour was gave up to talking about it.
20. | Send me the rest, ince | needing it v ey much.
A))Send me the rest, since | need very much.
B ) Send me the rest, since | needit very much.
C) Send me the rest, because | need very much it.
) Send me the rest, since | ameed it very much.




nglish Gmp ulery) TimeAlloved: : Hors
ap e-ll :uls ectie art Max imam Marks:
S CTI O I
Write short answas in- lines) of apF V q uestionsof the f owing:
x )

i Why did H arat Muhammad (¥£4%;4%) travel to Taif?

il. Why were the village people sitting at the back of the classroom?
iii. What tempted F raz to skip school and spend the day outside?
iv. H owdoes Twitter act as a “ micreuniversity of ideas"?

V. H owdoes Twitter act as a “ micreuniversity of ideas"?
Vi. What did the boy want when he grew older?
vil. What did Margie write in her diary on May 17, 21557

viii. H owwere old schools different from Margie’ school?

Write short answas in- line} b apF V (q westions of the f Bowing:
X
i.  Why did little Hans sell his belongings during the winter?
i. HowdidH ans respnd to the Miller' sanstant demands and requests?
iii. | rwhat way is Thd®oll' # ouse’itself a miniature model of the class
society and social injustice?
iv. Aunt B erys anger seems excessive when she drives the elvey sisters
away.
v. What did Lencho' second letter reveal about his faith and his perception
of the post office employees?

vi. Why was Lencho not surprised or filed with gratitude when he received
the money? nstead, what emotion did he feel and why?

vii. Howdoes the author' tone shift between the descriptions of the sunny
days and the fi natainy departure? What specifi avords contribute to these
different moods?

viii. The author expresses regret for the " parthree" they did not see. What
does this regret tell you about their overall impression of the Swat  allg?

Write short answas in- liney b apS V q uestims of thd ollwing
x )
i. Howdo the beggars' expert judgments on i reveal a social system that
calculates human worth in terms of money?
i.  Hidlighttheincidents thatrefl ecthe cultural hegemony of the colonizers.
iii. Howdoesthe" shélof hardness" that forms over ino represent him being
cut off from theperson he used to be?



e e s
iv. ~Howmight io' saspirations for wealth be seen as false consciousness,
adopting the values of the oppressors?
v. Howdoes uang seeing the pearl " ike a sin" show her understanding of
it as a physical object that brings destruction?
vi.  Whatdoes uan Tom s'lasnent about being " lteated from birth to coffin"
reveal about his class consciousness?

vii.  H owdo the neighbours' selfi sh spealations about the wealth refl ect
their false consciousness regarding class interests?
vii.  Howdoes the pearl become a catalyst for violence exemplify capital' s

corrupting infl uene?
ix. Does ama' squestn about the dealers being right show false
consciousness or a clear understanding of their situation?
x.  Howdoes the fi nakonfrontation between men function as a metaphoric
refl edon of larger class confl ict?
xi. D oesthrowing the pearl away constitute a true revolution against the
system, or simply a retreat from it?
x pith the f Bowing lines withref eence to the contex t )
Or rather — H epassed Us —
The Dews drew quivering and C hli —
F or only Gssamer, my Gown —
My Tippet — only Tulle -

S CTI O 1l
Write an essay - wde) on any O éthe f ollwing topds: )
i ollution il atriotism i My Hobby iv. Smog
seay F | Vfthe f Howing idbms in sentences of your own:  x )
i Apple of i B agand il oke one’s iv. Without fail
discord baggage nose
v To bellthecat vi Dieinharness vii Atlength viii B ydint of
Translate the f ollw ing passage into  nglik: )
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nglishMedium  &reign candidates will write a paragrap h -
words)on My Hobby .



