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O. Henry

AFTER TWENTY YEARS

HE policeman on the beat moved up the avenue

impressively. The impressiveness was habitual and

not for show, for spectators were few. The time was
barely 10 o’clock at night, but chilly gusts of wind with
a taste of rain in them had well nigh depeopled thes
streets.

Trying doors as he went, twirling his club with many
intricate and artful movements, turning now and then
to cast his watchful eye adown the pacific thoroughfare,
the officer, with his stalwart form and slight swagger, 10
made a fine picture of a guardian of the peace. The
vicinity was one that kept early hours. Now and then
you might see the lights of a cigar store or of an all-
night lunch counter; but the majority of the doors
belonged to business places that had long since beenis
closed.

When about midway of a certain block the policeman
suddenly slowed his walk. In the doorway of a darkened
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hardware store a man leaned, with an unlighted cigar in
his mouth. As the policeman walked up to him the man
spoke up quickly.

“It’s all right, officer,” he said, reassuringly. “I'm just

5 waiting for a friend. It’s an appointment made twenty
years ago. Sounds a little funny to you, doesn’t it? Well,
Tl explain if you’d like to make certain it’s all straight.
About that long ago there used to be a restaurant where
this store stands—‘Big Joe’ Brady’s restaurant.”

10 “Until five years ago,” said the policeman. “It was
torn down then.”

The man in the doorway struck a match and lit his
cigar. The light showed a pale, square-jawed face with
keen eyes, and a little white scar near his right eyebrow.

15 His scarfpin was a large diamond, oddly set.

“Twenty years ago to-night,” said the man, “I dined
here at ‘Big Joe’ Brady’s with Jimmy Wells, my best
chum, and the finest chap in the world. He and I were
raised here in New York, just like two brothers, to-

20 gether, I was eighteen and Jimmy was twenty. The next
morning I was to start for the West to make my for-
tune. You couldn’t have dragged Jimmy out of New
York; he thought it was the only place on earth. Well,
we agreed that night that we would meet here again

25 exactly twenty years from that date and time, no matter
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what our conditions might be or from what distance we
might bave to come. We figured that in twenty years
each of us ought to have our destiny worked out and
our fortunes made, whatever they were going to be.”

“It sounds pretty interesting,” said the policeman. 5
“Rather a long time between meets, though, it seems
to me. Haven’t you heard from your friend since you
left?”

“Well, yes, for a time we corresponded,” said the
other. “But after a year or two we lost track of eachio
other. You see, the West is a pretty big proposition,
and I kept hustling around over it pretty lively. But I
know Jimmy will meet me here if he’s alive, for he al-
ways was the truest, stanchest old chap in the world.
He’ll never forget. I came a thousand miles to stand in1s
this door to-night, and it’s worth it if my old partner
turns up.”

The waiting man pulled out a handsome watch, the
lids of it set with small diamonds.

“Three minufes to ten,” he announced. “It was ex-2
actly ten o’clock when we parted here at the restaurant
door.”

“Did pretty well out West, didn’t you?’ asked the
policeman.

“You bet! I hope Jimmy has done half as well. Hess
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was a kind of plodder, though, good fellow as he was.
I’'ve had to compete with some of the sharpest wits
going to get my pile. A man gets in a groove in New
York. It takes the West to put a razor-edge on him.”
5 The policeman twirled his club and took a step or
two.
“P’ll be on my way. Hope your friend comes around
all right. Going to call time on him sharp?”’
“I should say not!”” said the other. “I’ll give him half
wan hour at least. If Jimmy is alive on earth he’ll be here
by that time. So long, officer.”
“Good-night, sir,”” said the policeman, passing on
along his beat, trying doors as he went.
There was now a fine, cold drizzle falling, and the
iswind had risen from its uncertain puffs into a steady
blow. The few foot passengers astir in that quarter
hurried dismally and silently along with coat collars
turned high and pocketed hands. And in the door of
the hardware store the man who had come a thousand
amiles to fill an appointment, uncertain almost to ab-
surdity, with the friend of his youth, smoked his cigar
and waited.
About twenty minutes he waited, and then a tall man
in a long overcoat, with collar turned up to his ears,

25 hurried across from the opposite side of the street.
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He went directly to the waiting man.

“Is that you, Bob?” he asked, doubtfully.

“Is that you, Jimmy Wells?” cried the man in the
door.

“Bless my heart!” exclaimed the new arrival, grasp- 5
ing both the other’s hands with his own. “It’s Bob,
sure as fate. I was certain I’d find you here if you were
still in existence. Well, well, welll—twenty years is a
long time. The old restaurant’s gone, Bob; I wish it
had lasted, so we could have had another dinner there. 10
How has the West treated you, old man?”

“Bully; it has given me everything I asked it for.
You’ve changed lots, Jimmy. I never thought you
were so tall by two or three inches.”

“Oh, I grew a bit after I was twenty.” 15

“Doing well in New York, Jimmy ?”

“Moderately. I have a position in one of the city
departments. Come on, Bob; we’ll go around to a place
I know of, and have a good long talk about old times.”

The two men started up the street, arm in arm. The
man from the West, his egotism enlarged by success,
was beginning to outline the history of his career. The
other, submerged in his overcoat, listened with interest.

At the corner stood a drug store, brilliant with elec-

tric lights. When they came into this glare each ofss
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them turned simultaneously to gaze upon the other’s
face.

The man from the West stopped suddenly and re-
leased his arm.

5 “Youre not Jimmy Wells,” he snapped. “Twenty
years is a long time, but not long enough to change a
man’s nose from a Roman to a pug.”

“It sometimes changes a good man into a bad one,”
said the tall man. “You’ve been under arrest for ten

wminutes, ‘Silky’ Bob. Chicago thinks you may have
dropped over our way and wires us she wants to have a
chat with you. Going quietly, are you? That’s sensible.
Now, before we go to the station here’s a note I was
asked to hand to you. You may read it here at the

15 window. It’s from Patrolman Wells.”

The man from the West unfolded the little piece of
paper handed him. His hand was steady when he began
to read, but it trembled a little by the time he had
finished. The note was rather short.

20 Bob: I was at the appointed place on time. When
you struck the match to light your cigar I saw it was
the face of the man wanted in Chicago. Somehow I
couldn’t do it myself, so I went around and got a plain

clothes man to do the job.
% JIMMY.



Ernest Hemingway

A DAY’S WAIT

E came into the room to shut the windows

while we were still in bed and I saw he

looked ill. He was shivering, his face was white, and he
walked slowly as though it ached to move.

‘What’s the matter, Schatz? 5

‘I’ve got a headache.’

“You better go back to bed.’

‘No, I'm all right.”

“You go to bed. I'll see you when I’'m dressed.’

But when 1 came downstairs he was dressed, sitting1o
by the fire, looking a very sick and miserable boy of
nine years. When 1 put my hand on his forehead I knew
he had a fever.

“You go up to bed,” I said, ‘you’re sick.

‘I'm all right,” he said. 15

When the doctor came he took the boy’s temperature.

‘What is it ?” I asked him.

‘One hundred and two.
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Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines
in different coloured capsules with instructions for
giving them. One was to bring down the fever, another
a purgative, the third to overcome an acid condition.

5 The germs of influenza can only exist in an acid con-
dition, he explained. He seemed to know all about in-
fluenza and said there was nothing to worry about if
the fever did not go above one hundred and four degrees.
This was a light epidemic of flu and there was no danger

10if you avoided pneumonia.

Back in the room 1 wrote the boy’s temperature
down and made a note of the time to give the various
capsules.

‘Do you want me to read to you?

15 ‘Al right. If you want to,” said the boy. His face was
very white and there were dark areas under his eyes.
He lay still in the bed and seemed very detached from
what was going on.

1 read aloud from Howard Pyle’s Book of Pirates;

20 but I could see he was not following what I was reading.

‘How do you feel, Schatz? I asked him.

‘Just the same, so far,” he said.

I sat at the foot of the bed and read to myself while
1 waited for it to be time to give another capsule. It

25 would have been natural for him fo go to sleep, but
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when I looked up he was looking at the foot of the bed,
looking very strangely.

‘Why don’t you try to go to sleep? I’ll wake you up
for the medicine.’

‘I’d rather stay awake.’ 5

After a while he said to me, ‘You don’t have to stay
in here with me, Papa, if it bothers you.’

‘It doesn’t bother me.’

‘No, I mean you don’t have to stay if it’s going to
bother you.’ 10
I thought perhaps he was a little lightheaded and after
giving him the prescribed capsules at eleven o’clock 1

went out for a while.

It was a bright, cold day, the ground covered with a
sleet that had frozen so that it seemed as if all the bare1s
trees, the bushes, the cut brush and all the grass and the
bare ground had been varnished with ice. I took the
young Irish setter for a little walk up the road and along
a frozen creek, but it was difficult to stand or walk on
the glassy surface and the red dog slipped and slithered 20
and I fell twice, hard, once dropping my gun and having
it slide away over the ice.

We flushed a covey of quail under a high bank with
overhanging brush and I killed two as they went out of
sight over the top of the bank. Some of the covey lit in25
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trees, but most of them scattered into brush piles and it
was necessary to jump on the ice-coated mounds of
brush several times before they would flush. Coming out
while you were poised unsteadily on the icy, springy
5 brush they made difficult shooting and I killed two,
missed five, and started back pleased to have found a
covey close to the house and happy there were so many
left to find on another day.
At the house they said the boy had refused to let
1wanyone come into the room.
‘You can’t come in,” he said. “You mustn’t get what
I have.’
I went up to him and found him in exactly the po-
sition I had left him, white-faced, but with the tops
15 of his cheeks flushed by the fever, staring still, as he
had stared, at the foot of the bed.
I took his temperature.
‘What is it?
‘Something like a hundred,’ I said. It was one hundred
20 and two and four-tenths.
‘It was a hundred and two,’ he said.
‘Who said so 7’
“The doctor.’
“Your temperature is all right,” I said. ‘It’s nothing to

2 worry about,”
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‘T don’t worry,” he said, ‘but I can’t keep from
thinking.’

‘Don’t think,” I said. ‘Just take it easy.’

‘Pm taking it easy,” he said, and looked straight
ahead. He was evidently holding tight on to himself 5
about something.

‘Take this with water.’

‘Do you think it will do any good?

‘Of course it will.’

I sat down and opened the Pirate book and com-10
menced to read, but I could see he was not following, so
I stopped.

‘About what time do you think I'm going to die?
he asked.

‘What? 15

‘About how long will it be before I die?’

“You aren’t going to die. What’s the matter with
you?

‘Oh, yes, I am. I heard him say a hundred and two.’

‘People don’t die with a fever of one hundred andz
two. That’s a silly way to talk.’

‘T know they do. At school in France the boys told
me you can’t live with forty-four degrees. I've got a
hundred and two.’

He had been waiting to die all day, ever since ninez
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o’clock in the morning.

“You poor Schatz,’ I said. ‘Poor old Schatz. It’s like
miles and kilometres. You aren’t going to die. That’s a
different thermometer. On that thermometer thirty-

5 seven is normal. On this kind it’s ninety-eight.’

‘Absolutely,” T said. ‘It’s like miles and kilometres.
You know, like how many kilometres we make when
we do seventy miles in the car?

‘Oh,” he said.

10 But his gaze at the foot of the bed relaxed slowly.
The hold over himself relaxed too, finally, and the next
day it was very slack and he cried very easily at little

things that were of no importance.



William Saroyan

THE SHEPHERD’S DAUGHTER

T is the opinion of my grandmother, God bless

her, that all men should labour, and at the table,

a moment ago, she said to me: You must learn to do
some good work, the making of some item useful to
man, something out of clay, or out of wood, or metal, 5
or cloth. It is not proper for a young man to be igno-
rant of an honourable craft. Is there anything you can
make? Can you make a simple table, a chair, a plain
dish, a rug, a coffee pot? Is there anything you can do?
And my grandmother looked at me with anger. 10
1 know, she said, you are supposed to be a writer,
and I suppose you are. You certainly smoke enough
cigarettes to be anything, and the whole house is full
of the smoke, but you must learn to make solid things,
things that can be used, that can be seen and touched. 15
There was a king of the Persians, said my grand-
mother, and he had a son, and this boy fell in love with a
shepherd’s daughter. He went to his father and he said,
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My lord, I love a shepherd’s daughter, and I would
have her for my wife. And the king said, I am king and
you are my son and when I die you shall be king, how
can it be that you would marry the daughter of a shep-

5 herd? And the son said, My lord, I do not know but I
know that I love this girl and would have her for my
queen.

The king saw that his son’s love for the girl was from
God, and he said, I will send a message to her. And he

10 called a messenger to him and he said, Go to the shep-
herd’s daughter and say that my son loves her and
would have her for his wife. And the messenger went
to the girl and he said, The king’s son loves you and
would have you for his wife. And the girl said, What

15 labour does he do? And the messenger said, Why, he
is the son of the king; he does no labour. And the girl
said, He must learn to do some labour. And the mes-
senger returned to the king and spoke the words of the
shepherd’s daughter.

20 The king said to his son, The shepherd’s daughter
wishes you to learn some craft. Would you still have
her for your wife? And the son said, Yes, I will learn to
weave straw rugs. And the boy was taught to weave
rugs of straw, in patterns and in colours and with orna-

25 mental designs, and at the end of three days he was
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making very fine straw rugs, and the messenger returned
to the shepherd’s daughter, and he said, These rugs of
straw are the work of the king’s son.

And the girl went with the messenger to the king’s
palace, and she became the wife of the king’s son. 5
One day, said my grandmother, the king’s son was
walking through the streets of Baghdad, and he came
upon an eating place which was so clean and cool that

he entered it and sat at a table.

This place, said my grandmother, was a place of1o
thieves and murderers, and they took the king’s son
and placed him in a large dungeon where many great
men of the city were being held, and the thieves and
murderers were killing the fattest of the men and feeding
them to the leanest of them, and making sport of it.1s
The king’s son was of the leanest of the men, and it
was not known that he was the son of the king of the
Persians, so his life was spared, and he said to the thieves
and murderers, I am a weaver of straw rugs and these
rugs have great value. And they brought him straw 2
and asked him to weave and in three days he weaved
three rugs, and he said, Carry these rugs to the palace
of the king of the Persians, and for each rug he will
give you a hundred gold pieces of money. And the rugs
were carried to the palace of the king, and when thes
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king saw the rugs he saw that they were the work of
his son and he took the rugs to the shepherd’s daughter
and he said, These rugs were brought to the palace and
they are the work of my son who is lost. And the shep-
5 herd’s daughter took each rug and looked at it closely
and in the design of each rug she saw in the written
language of the Persians a message from her husband,
and she related this message to the king.
And the king, said my grandmother, sent many sol-
10 diers to the place of the thieves and murderers, and the
soldiers rescued all the captives and killed all the thieves
and murderers, and the king’s son was returned safely
to the palace of his father, and to the company of his
wife, the little shepherd’s daughter. And when the boy
15 went into the palace and saw again his wife, he humbled
himself before her and he embraced her feet, and he
said, My love, it is because of you that I am alive, and
the king was greatly pleased with the shepherd’s daugh-
ter.
20 Now, said my grandmother, do you see why every
man should learn an honourable craft?
I see very clearly, I said, and as soon as I earn enough
money to buy a saw and a hammer and a piece of lumber
I shall do my best to make a simple chair or a shelf for

25 books.
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After Twenty Years

EBOFESETH LTI 2 ADBER, HEY New York o
HATHEY., ToOR, —HFREER Tz, L IAPREREHEO
B ERLep 2 TORIZBEREOEDO LT, WHEL 20
OREE BN LB IREZEHT 2 LU, FRK-Shive
5B TOHEIEDS. LR TRD Y KBENcON, HoFHREFIIL
TR BN ORROWE IS o iz, EHO KA L AFo#iic Hh
72 OYESREE, O.Henry offEQ UL DL EZ LTS,

Page Line
1 1 onthebeat TEF o, Cf apoliceman’s beat=the precise
path on which he comes and goes on duty: to be on the (one’s)
beat=in the act of going one’s rounds (UED)
4  with a taste of rain in them i U Y o a taste=a little bit
well nigh=almost, very nearly
7 Trying doors . . .=Examining doors... PLT® twirling...,
turning . .. &d3tic the officer YRPLE I3 5 4y 5.
adown [od4un] (&) =down
11 made a fine picture of ~ T~DFEF S LWEICR o Ty
picture TE % TRRICPWe X 5 EZE(AY) 1 e.g This ship
was a perfect picture. (F DI E { — B DRI 5 z)
12 kept early bours TREELEE %75
17 When about... i.e. When he came about ...
block %X = (the distance along one of the sides of) a
building or group of buildings built between 2 streets (LDCE)
2 6 Sounds alittle funny ... i.e. It sounds alittle funny... %
o PV EHPeMI B,
7 if you’d like to make certain... T 2FELPDIVDOTLEDL
9 ‘Big Joe’ Brady’s [bréidi] restawrant Ty /'« Vav « v
A4 F 4 OfEiEy ‘Big Joe' ALl @R ¢ T EML
ik Y28
15 His scarfpin . . ., oddly set. i.e. His scarfpin was oddly set
with a diamond.

th
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chum=a good friend, esp. among boys (LDCE)

chap=a man or boy (LDCE)

(no matter) from what distance we might have to come TZA
BIRECPBHEAPREL THAELAENVIZLS

ought to have our destiny worked out and our fortunes made
M OBEaAHLE D O h, BELIEDLATOI TR,
they i.e. fortunes

heard from ~ [~PnBEVEL L o7y

lost track of ~ T~% Bo7n, ~2Ehic,

a pretty big proposition 2:3/3 b To vl proposition=
a problem or undertaking, something to be dealt with (04D)
over it i.e. over the West

the truest, stanchest old chap in the world MR C¢—&EaET
B T& 5N, stanch=staunch MEiZ%k, {EfECT& 5, old
BHIZEZOEEFTRET, TBAL OBR TRV,

it’s worth it=it’s worth coming a thousand miles

furn up=appear

the lids of it set with ...=the lids of it being set with...
lids T (AT ) W5

Did pretty well i.e. You did pretty well. do well pkzhd
5, W3]

Youbet! T3, 554, i,

half as weli=half as well as I have done

good fellow as he was=though he was a good fellow

the sharpest wits going to get my pile = the sharpest wits who
were going to get my pile TELOHEE p oS B S L35
ZOLEBWEG Bl nwis ) pile=large quantity of money
gets in a groove [gruv] THENzXZ 3, BIiFHicis

It takes the West to put a razor-edge onhim. TERSRAHED O
FHOX S5 BHSEHE DT BITETEE L W 5 ST AET
Going to call time on him sharp? =Are you goint to ...?
ML OFRE R F o7/ ) T3 5058 Vst call time
TERERHEE) (1) Bkt %, #4235 eg The umpire
called time while the field was cleared. (7 1 — FRFRL %
TEHEREE—PLEL [F4 22 E L] (9ot v
FREH)
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16 The few foot passengers astir in that quarter T20DHi Y &4
WTWB T BT AL
20 uncertain almost to absurdity T LWIERREEZ, HIZ
which was #¥f-> T#x 5.
5 5 Blessmyheart! T2V 5oy
7 sure as fate T4 < ko,
if you were still in existence TEIFEIEE T
13 you were so tall by two or three inches you were so tall (&
you were taller than I ¢+ RE LT 5.
6 5 snapped=spoke quickly and sharply

7 aRoman (nose) Mm—-fi, bLEREY, &FTLoFEE
o To .

a pug [pag] (nose) [HiiT - 5,

9 You’ve been under arrest . . ., ‘Silky’ Bob. ¥/ 1% — « 7,
BEE L 5 10 BMEh TwB AR, silky =(of voice
or manner) smooth, soft and caressing (UED) {A®7h DR
v, FEREEY LY DOBERTOT b H L.

10 Chicago i.e. Chicago Police
11 dropped over our way T LoD FHEIESEBE -7
she i.e. Chicago Police
12 That’s sensible. TZDIE 5 BEDIDIEF
22 the man wanted in Chicago T/ h I TIEAFHF D E
23 doit i.e. arrestyou
a plain clothes man TFLARIIES

A Day’s Wair

9 BDMERTBIC PR D. TOPEZIPOTITVART, TEN,D,
A 44° DRSS B L AR BB W EE b o> T, BRIFETH
EOREMN 102° F L& L &, ERELERO2EY Ofl D HOFE
BB R o T MEROERREERET S, BERWERRS LHEZE
LD, XPLEFOBNEHZ LN TR UDTHFIEREZED D
Y. Hemingway OfEEE LTI, TLBWLOTHSA, il
b5 LELRE & DPECTEONRBER, T OfFEE RN 15
bha.
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23

NOTES

as though it ached to move T2 CEI P DL 51T
Schatz [fa:ts]

Yougouptobed [ RCEIZIT&REV) G BEHER
BE2ECLHS.

one hundred and two T102FF; one hundred and two degrees
Fahrenheit T3 102°) 0 Z &, IR TR A BAEBCRRERE
5 O3 EE. & iz C (centigrade) & Wb b AWEAIZER
Thd. F=9/5C+32) Licd - T 102°F=38.9°C
purgative [péirgativl TFHl,

an acid condition [ (f#k7s) B D REB

flu [flu:] =influenza

pneumonia [nju()mbunjs] THHZK

there were dark areas under his eyes (f) H O TICIZEWEN
T&TWey

Howard Pyle’s Book of Pirates TonU — K « A4 00 TEEEE
fgas, Howard Pyle (1853-1911), 7 2 Y b @ & LIREIR T
B o, 19K HER RIS IHERE O retold H BA IT
RBIZONT, DERGOWEE S HELZ.

he was not following ... i.e. he was not grasping the mean-
ingof ...

at the foot of thebed <y FORFED L Z AL,

waited for it to be time to give another capsule [ (fEX) B
BTN EZ BB RE0RF- T,

he was a little lightheaded M{ZIZALERBMALLBEoTn
Vol

a sleet that had frozen TFiky REOBEVRZE-HEER
EABNAEA, HEE, SHRLLSREI S VLo,
Irishsetter T7 A Ywia- kyZ—) {TANTVFEDTER
Ho—BEIT B FHLE © BRAED A X) (gt THik
TR )

a covey of quail [kweil] Tw X5 D—ff; covey [kdvi] T(7 X
5. vy a PO)MEREN

brush piles = brush wood - 72055

Coming out while you were . . . they made difficult shooting
M- THADSBRED LTRAT VAR Lo TVBEI(T X
Fibd) /OELTREOT, HEEEELL O L,
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9 refused to let anyone come into the room T LEBIZ AB D
S oty
11  You mustn’t get what I have. T#Rh» o TWB LD 5D
> THEWIT Vv, what I have i.e. influenza
19 something like TR X%, Kok,
one hundred and two and four-tenths 71024 ; four-tenths=
4/10
11 5 He was evidently holding tight on to himself about something.
THRAPOZ LI DWW TSI HEE K5 VW ELTWESD
XA S 277 o 7o hold tight on to ~=keep a firm grip on~
19 Oh,yes,Yam. 75 54, B3 BhALE Xy ie 1 am going
to die.
22 1know they do. i.e. I know people die.
23 forty-four degrees [44°; i.e. forty-four degrees centigrade
=111°F
12 5 Onthiskind {.e. On the Fahrenheit thermometer
11 the hold over himself TH4& iz Tz

The Shepherd’s Daughter

BRIz 55 L LTWABRICH» - T, EEREFES LW O BT
EHONBE., AXAP L ORI >WEEIENE Bic 232 Tikhbd
e, BEHTEY. L THMES 00, ERVWOREFBIETS D,
oW E Fiz = (straw rugs) OFFHFTEBEHLILETS, TOEM
ORNTC, fd5 L EMBYIELENWSEETHS. Saroyan b LWWFEF
CEHEHAEY OO, BENRERREBATHS LEDbh3.

13 1 Godblessher "HikfliicEAREchiax s RElENRIET

HEATTI) LWHBEDOHER.

2 labour=labor T(E¥r-T)H<

4 the making of some item useful to man T ARz fszoW%E
5Tk

7 an honourable craft TRHLICG+ B4Er, craft T(EE0F
e BT 5) BEE -t

8 aplaindish TESEE O,
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12

14

16
14 1

15 7

13
15

18

16 4
13
15
17

NOTES

You certainly smoke enough cigarettes to be anything — Agij
OVEERZICEEIT MY 2P LTWA Z LIZRERIET £ any-
thing==a person of consequence

solid things TRE2ZOHAFEEE Lic b oy AWED X5
&R b 0Tl

the Persians [pdirzonz] T4 5 A, () =y 7 Al
would have her for my wife T (FAIX)f&EEL LTED W
DTE

you shall be king TRFiZEEIT5oH 077,

from God T (DL BHHTWS

to weave rugs of straw, in patterns and in colours and with orna-
mental designs TR EAT LR EEE > TEDL O
BhkiRtel &y

Baghdad [bigded] (=Bagdad) T3/ % v ¥ A5 7 OEH,
AB#22075 (1970). HL oL, EBHRE, SULAEERE
Zs.

came upon<.come upon=come across=meet or discover, esp.
by chance (LDCE)

were being held TAEEhTWizg

making sport of it TZDZ L& HLA Ty sport=fun,
amusement it 7.e. killing the fattest of the men. . . the leanest
of them

his life was spared T&7CJ B o7cy Cf Save me. (AnE
PYEBETLEEN)

my son who is lost T HRBOFLDEF

to the company of his wife TfEOEDONB LT Bz

humbled himself before her TZEOR CERELIBES L o7z
Mylove Thix, BExz1 RE- - BARLREOHTORRE
Z TR,

The Use of Force

BDEREENESRBEORICSL. MEERABALAEND, b
5 3 AREOBBOPENEES. SVELWRTDLS. EHTT7FY
TS ERYSESTT, BOBEERLH T30, HdBbi e LT



