Lesson No. 4
End of Term
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David Daiches

Words Meanings

Urdu Meanings

Words Synonyms
Grind Hard work (ﬁf"‘
Abundant Plentiful -4
Flerce Intense P
Stretching Spreading Lot %
Dismal Miserable e 03
Attic Upper Room AN S50
Funereal Sad. Moumful Jl.
Ominous Threatening :;w-m.f‘,
Tread Walk ;l,TJurﬁ-.Jy
Herald Announce ’ t ke
Summons Court Order otk Flas
Damnation Hell, Destruction o
Anticipation Advance Knowledge Q:/C(Tc_._z'
Oppressive Brutal. Repressive U
Sensation Feeling. Emotion =\
Escaped Fugitive a2 1"
Respite Interval Ay
Preceding Previous, Last 01,4;
Skating Shding on Ice Ca22s y.
Fortnight Fifteen days O
Felicity Happiness d’}
Savour Tasle, Enjoy {F TS



Acquit

Embankment

Implication
Parapet
Faintly
Swiris

- Luminous
Fervently
Rumination
Tramp

Splash

Fling
Probabillity
Gruft -
Sneer
Stray
Quail
Agony

Resolute

contemptible

Despair
Heave

Torrent
Qoze

Foriom
Rag
Opaque

Release

Edge
Connotation
Rampart

Dimly

Spin

Bright
Passionately
Meditation
Vagabond

Sound made while
following in water.
Throw

Possibility

Abrupt in. manner
Criticize

Roam

Draw back

.Pain, anguish

Firm

Hate able
Disappointment
Sigh

Waves

Wet mud, Slime
Alone, Lonely
Torn piece of cloth

Obscure



Complete Urdu Translation
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| believe a schoot teacher wrote a book some years ago with
title "Friday Thank God". That phrase expresses perfectly my
attitude to the arrival of the weekend during term time when |
was a school boy. The daily grind of school, with its abundant
homework, its fierce competition, the sense of never being able
to relax, pressed heavily upon me in spite of the fact that | often
enjoyed the actual classroom work. Waking up in the morning
with the knowledge that one simply had to get out of bed, that
there was no possibility of turning over for an extra doze, and
seeing the hours of school stretching ahead, was a dismal
experience, especially on a Monday. We had a maid once who
would climb each morning with grim steps up to the attic floor
where Lionel and | slept in one bedroom and my sister Sylvia in
arother, and announce in deep, funeral tones: "Lionel, David,
and Sylvia - time!" | used to lie waiting for that ominous tread
on the uncarpeted attic stairs, and the voice it heralded
sounded in my ears like a summons to damnation. The
anticipation was always worse than the reality; | don't
remember ever being especially unhappy in class: but the
oppressive weight of the knowledge of a full day's school
ahead remained a characteristic sensation of my childhood and
disappeared only after | had left school and entered the
university, where the smaller number of classes to be attended
and the freedom of the student to come and go meant a
completely new kind of academic world. To wake up on a
Thursday morning to feel the end of the week already lying
ahead: Friday morning was positively rose-coloured. The last
‘period’ (as each of our lessons was called) on a Friday,
whatever the subject, had its special happy flavour of the end
of the week, and one walked home from school on a Friday
afternoon (however much homework had been assigned for the
Monday) with the tread of an escaped prisoner. Friday night
with two solid days before school again, was the best night of
the week; Saturday night, with still a whole day between it and



Monday, was pleasant in a quite different way; Sunday night
was full of the threat of Monday morning.
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Sometimes there were unexpected respites - a half holiday to
let us attend a football match which some unforeseen
circumstances had caused to be cancelled the preceding
Saturday, or the sudden dismissal of school an hour or two
before the usual time because of some unexpected crisis or
celebration. But these were few and far between. Once a term
we had the annual mid-term holiday, a Monday off, which made
a luxuriously long week-end (but it seemed to go just as fast as
. ordinary weekends) , and occasionally 'in winter if there had
been a continuous hard frost for some days we would get a
whole day’'s 'skating holiday’. These were blessed breaks in
routine, but net, of course, comparable to the helidays we got
at Christmas and at Easter - three weeks each in my earlier
school days, later tragically reduced to a fortnight and then (if
my recollection of loss is not misleading me) to a mere ten
days. But ‘the' holidays were the summer holidays, the two
. months vacation we got in the summer time, and it was these
months towards which the whole year moved.

FS e AL L LE G NS 2L TE L7 i P
LA AL b e sS21i 1248 Jo
L Gl /) zuiég&ﬂ,g.,gc.a,uédfdﬁc_e,‘fg Y
L5 Sk e s Qe nhLi eimE® Genid &
SZ106 (1K S d D St idis§ asksd Ust s e 2 3%
L skating £9e 4 3s 2 KOL, v SiAd S MGt T )
/-é—l—ﬂuxéi’exﬂrfédf“jﬁbdd‘icfwu{lugé
S VY VIV Sl I -G Y SR e
JQJJI“UWJé«f.é-Lu.r'ﬂkﬂu):ﬁby/‘gﬂd,p‘.,{



dl’f:éd:fJ:}bgd/fl)ﬂmJd)fﬁ»/rx&ﬂdfdr‘l
Jol.»..u!uﬁde?uwwl;.fd)fwd:.i/ (J§se
U/“‘L)V'J{h.f“.'b( g LLnaLu&ul J 8/ 199« u:;’/ f 2%

_r-y

Two months seemed a long, long time in those days; indeed, |
used ta have the feeling that, for all practical purposes, | could
look forward to a period of permanent felicity. | would walk
home across the Meadows in the July sunshine, wearing my
summer school clothes of grey cricket shirt, grey shorts, and
red Wetson's blazer, and savour my happiness with conscious
relish. | could hardly believe that three strenuous school terms
had indeed rolled away and the longed for, dreamed of almost
(it seemed at times) mythical summer holidays were at hand,
unspoilt as yet, lying intact and promising just ahead. it ali
seemed too good to be true. Wishes didn’'t come true in this life
- | knew that: all my early childhood | longed desperately for a
tricycle, which my parents could never afford, and later the wish
was transferred to a bicycle, and there, too | was permanently
disappointed. (| bought my first bicycle for myself when | was
twenty-one with prize money | had won at Edinburgh
University). How often had | stood outside sweet shops with
empty pockets longing for a penny or two to materialize
somehow or hung on the outskirts of a crowd around an ice-
cream barrow wondering whether the ice-cream man would te
miraculously inspired to offer me a ‘cornet’ or a 'slider free

These things never happened. (The few pence a week pocket-
money we received was to be put into a money box anc saved,
and during our early childhood Lionel, Sylvia and | never had
anything to spend for ourselves). Yet summer and the summer
holidays did come; the school year did come to ar. end, and
one did find oneself at last standing by the trunks an< suitcases
outside No.6. Miller field Place, waiting for the taxi (gloricus

vehicle) that was to convey the family and its luggage tc the
railway station.
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Solution of Exercise

Ql: What was the Daiches' attitude towards the
week-end as a school boy? Why did he long for it?



Ans: David Daiches always liked weekend. He had always
been very enthusiastic:&t‘)’out weekend. Friday might was the
happiest night him witi two solid holidays to come. On Friday
afternoon he walked home like an escaped prisoner.

Q2: What was his general view of school life?

Ans: As a whole David Daiches was a good student. He
often enjoyed his class work. But the regular burden of school
work, a lot of home work, the tough competition among the
class students, and the thought that he is not relaxed, pressed

him heavily and made him bored. ~ 4 i
Q3: He liked holidays for their freedom - freedom
from what? -

Ans: David Daiches liked holidays because during holidays
he enjoyed freedom from the heavy school work. He thought
the daily school work as a heavy burden. He always wished to
be free and relaxed the long summer holidays gave him this
freedom and relaxation.

Q4: How did he spend his summer holidays?

Ans: | would walk home across the Meadows in the July
sunshine, wearing my summer school clothes of grey cricket
shit, grey shorts and red Weston's blazer, and savor my
happiness with conscious relish. | could hardly believe that

Three strenuous school terms had indeed roll away and the
ionged for, dreamed of almost (it seemed at times) mythical
summer hoiidays were at hand, un spoilt as yet, lying intact and
promising just a head. It all seemed too good to be true.

Q5: Wishes don't come true in this life, writes Daiches.
What are the things he longed for hut could not have?

Ans: “Wishes do not come true”, fits David Daiches. In his
childhood he wished for a tricycle and could not get it because
his parents could not afford it. ‘Later his- wish for tricycle
transformed in to bicycle which he got with a prize at age of
twenty-one. He won the prize at Edinburgh University. He often
-stood outside the sweetshop with empty pocket or hung on the
outskirts of a crowded around an ice-cream barrow, with a
hope that the ice-cream man would be inspired to offer him a
“Cornet” or “Slider”. But these things never happened.

Q6: What did he do with his pocket money?

Ans: David Daiches, his brother Lionel and Sister Sylvia had
nothing to spend in their childhood. The small amount of pocket



money which they received was to be put into a money box and
saved.

Additional Questions Answers

Q1: What was the most irritating vhing for David in
the morning? -
Ans: Waking up in the morning with knowledge that one
simply had to get out of bed, that there was no possibility of
turning over for an extra doze, and seeing the hours of the
school stretching ahead, was a dismal experience for David.
Q2: How did the writer wait in the morning for his maid?
Ans: The writer used to sleep in the attic (upper) floor. He
used to wait for the ominous tread of his maid on the
uncarpeted stairs. The maid would climb each morning with
grim steps to the attic floor where David uses to sleep.

Multiple Choice Questions

1. The daily grind of school pressed heavily upon him. The
underfined word

means
A. Work B. Happiness C. Stress D. Fun

2. The writer used to sleep an optic floor.

A. Lower B. Upper C. Narrow D. Open
3. The word felicity means. '

A. Joy B. Pain C.Slavery  D. None of these

4. Choose the correct spelling.

A. Louxuriously B. Lexuriously

B. C. Luxuriously D. Luxeriously
5. The boy was writing a letter. The underlined word is a/an
A. Adverb B. Gerund (verbal noun)

C. Verb (present participle) D. Adjective
6. His writing is legiblc. The underlined word is a/an
A. Noun B.Gerund C. Adjective D. Adverb
7. I saw a boy running. The underlined word is a/an
A. Verb B.Noun C.Gerund D. Participle
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