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CAPITULO 1

______________________


VOCABULARY

Agreeable




agradable

Allusion




referencia, alusión

Ancient




ancestro

Astonish




asombrar, pasmar

Attempt




intento, intentar

Awe





pavor

Baroque




barroco

Belief





creencia

Blush





ruborizarse

Brute





bruto

Caress





acariciar

Cherish




querer, apreciar

Conspicuous




conspicuo

Deed





hecho, acto

Debauch






Disease




enfermedad



Docility




docilidad




Expire





expirar

Expound




exponer

Faithful




fiel

Fancied




capricho, antojo

Frightful




espantoso, horrible

Fumes





humear

Gin





ginebra

Grasp





agarrar, asir





Grieved




afligirse

gossamer

Hardly





apenas

Hereafter




en el futuro

Homely




casero

household




familia

Indeed




efectivamente

Indicate




indicar

Inflict





infligir en

Intemperate




no templado




Limb





miembro

Mad





enojado

Manhood




virilidad

Malevolence




malevolencia

Maltreating




maltratar

mere





simple
merely




simplemente

moody




de humor variable

Nor





ni

Overthrow




derrocar

Paltry





insignificante

Pen-knife




navaja

Phantasm




fantasma

Pleasure




placer

Perceive




percibir

Perverseness




perversidad

Regarded




respeto, consideración

Regardless




a pesar de todo



Remarkably




notablemente

Restrain




contener, refrenar

Reject





rechazar

Sagacious




sagaz

Seize





agarrar, asir

Self-sacrifice




sacrificarse uno mismo




Sight





vista

Soul





alma

Shudder




estremecimiento

Sources




fuentes

Scruple




escrúpulo

Succinctly




sucintemente

Tenderness




ternura

Thus





así, de este modo

tinctured

tortured




torturado

Unburthen






Uncongenial




desagradable

Unfathomable



entrañable

Unoffending




no ofender

Unselfish




no egoísta, generoso

Waistcoat-pocket



bolsa de chaleco

Wound




herida

1. IDIOMS

1.1 EXPRESIONES IDIOMATICAS

Como ya hemos visto en cursos anteriores, las expresiones idiomáticas han jugado un papel muy importante en el Idioma inglés. De hecho el uso de las expresiones es tan extenso que entenderlas es esencial para una comunicación exitosa. Ya sea en listening, speaking, reading o writing.

Una expresión idiomática es aquella que consta de un verbo más una o más partículas, ya sea una preposición o un adverbio, o una preposición más uno o dos adverbios, etc.

Tenemos ciertas expresiones las cuales llamamos two-word verbs, que es un verbo cuyo significado es alterado por incluir una partícula (una preposición usada con un verbo para formar una expresión idiomática) to look, por ejemplo puede convertirse en to look up o to look over, cada uno con su significado especial. Cuando un two-word verb puede ser separado por un sustantivo o un pronombre, el símbolo (S) para separar es insertado en la definición.

En este curso los que aprenderemos son:

To point out: to show, to indicate, to bring one's attention (s)

· What important buildings did the tour guide point out  to you?

· The teacher pointed out the mistakes in my composition.

· A friend pointed  the famous actor out to me.

To be up: to expire, to be finished

This idiom is used only with the word time as the subject.

· "The time is up," the teacher said at the end of the test period.

· We have to leave the tennis court because our hour is up; some other people want to use it now.

To be over: to be finished, to end (also: to be through)

This idiom is used for activities and events.

· After the dance was over, we all went to a restaurant

· The meeting was through ten minutes earlier than everyone expected.

On time: exactly at the correct time, punctually

· I thought that Margaret would arrive late, but she was right on time
· Did you get to work on time  this morning, or did rush hour traffic delay you?

In time to: before the time necessary to do something

· We entered the theater just in time to see the beginning of the movie.

· The truck was not able to stop in time to prevent an accident.

To get better, worse, etc. to become better, worse, etc.

· Heather has been sick for a month, but now she is getting better.
· This medicine isn't helping me. Instead of getting better, I'm getting worse.
To get sick, well, tired, busy, wet, etc.: to become sick, well, tired, busy, wet, etc.

This idiom consists of a combination of get and various adjectives.

· Gerald got sick last week and has been in bed since that time.

· Every afternoon I get very hungry, so I eat a snack

Had better: should, ought to, be advisable to

This idiom is most often used in contracted form (I'd better)

· I think you'd better speak to Mr. White right away about this matter.

· The doctor told the patient that he'd better go home and rest.

Would rather: prefer to (also: would just as soon)

· Would you rather have the appointment this Friday or next Monday?

· I would just as soon go for a walk as watch TV right now.

To call it a day/night: to stop working for the rest of the day/ night

· Herb tried to repair his car engine all morning before he called it a day and went fishing

· We've been working hard on this project all evening; let's call it a night.
To figure out: to solve, to find a solution (S); to understand (S)

· How long did it take you to figure out the answer to the math problem?
· I was never able to figure it out.

To think of: to have a (good or bad) opinion of

This idiom is often used in the negative or with adjectives such as much and highly.

· I don't think much of him as a baseball player; he's a slow runner and helpful runner 
· James thinks highly of his new boss, who is a kind and helpful person.

Ejercicios:

1. Traduce las siguientes oraciones tomando en cuenta las expresiones idiomáticas.

1.- We were able to visit the zoo when the animals were very active.

________________________________________________________

2.- All of this work in the garden has tired me out; let's stop working.

________________________________________________________

3.- I can't understand  Professor Jones at all; he's a very good teacher, but   
     sometimes he talks foolishly.

________________________________________________________

4.- I prefer to eat in tonight than to eat out; what do you think?

________________________________________________________

5.- The police officer put a parking ticket on the car because the time on the

     meter had expired.

________________________________________________________

6.- I don't have a good opinion of our new neighbors; they're not very friendly

_______________________________________________________

7.- This problem is too difficult for me to solve  by myself

_________________________________________________________

8.- We were late to the party, but we got there before the time to eat dinner.

_________________________________________________________

9.- Jan couldn't wait for the meeting to end  so that she could go home

__________________________________________________________

10.- It was supposed to be a surprise, but Larry knew about the birthday party 

       from the beginning.

__________________________________________________________

2.- Pon el número de la expresión idiomática correcta en la columna de la derecha.

(   ) To point out




1  to expire

(   ) Would rather




2  to solve, to find

(   ) To be up




3  to become better, worse

(   ) To figure out




4  prefer to

(   ) To get better, worse



5  to show, to indicate

(   ) To think of




6  to become sick, well, tired

(   )  Had better




7  to stop working 

(   ) To get sick, well, tired



8  To have a bad or good opinion

(   ) To be over




9   should, ought to

(   )  On time




         10  to be finished, to end

(   ) In time





11 exactly at the correct time

(   ) To call it a day/ night



12  before the time necessary to







     do something
ALICE IN WONDERLAND
Alice was beginning to get very tired of sitting by her sister on the bank, and of having nothing to do: once or twice she had peeped into the book her sister was reading, but it had no pictures or conversations in it, 'and what is the use of a book,' thought Alice 'without pictures or conversation?'

So she was considering in her own mind (as well as she could, for the hot day made her feel very sleepy and stupid), whether the pleasure of making a daisy-chain would be worth the trouble of getting up and picking the daisies, when suddenly a White Rabbit with pink eyes ran close by her.

There was nothing so very remarkable in that; nor did Alice think it so very much out of the way to hear the Rabbit say to itself, 'Oh dear! Oh dear! I shall be late!' (when she thought it over afterwards, it occurred to her that she ought to have wondered at this, but at the time it all seemed quite natural); but when the Rabbit actually took a watch out of its waistcoat-pocket, and looked at it, and then hurried on, Alice started to her feet, for it flashed across her mind that she had never before seen a rabbit with either a waistcoat-pocket, or a watch to take out of it, and burning with curiosity, she ran across the field after it, and fortunately was just in time to see it pop down a large rabbit-hole under the hedge.

In another moment down went Alice after it, never once considering how in the world she was to get out again.

The rabbit-hole went straight on like a tunnel for some way, and then dipped suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice had not a moment to think about stopping herself before she found herself falling down a very deep well.

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look down and make out what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked at the sides of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here and there she saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed; it was labelled 'ORANGE MARMALADE', but to her great disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards as she fell past it.

Responde las siguientes preguntas

1. What does ‘peeped into the book’ in the first paragraph mean?

2.  What did Alice think was strange about the rabbit when it ran by her?
3.  How did Alice get into the well? 
4.  When Alice discovered that the jar of marmalade was empty she:
                   CAPITULO 2

_______________________

VOCABULARY
Across





al otro lado

Added





agregado

Affair





asunto, relación

Ancient





ancestros

Anguish





tormentos
Apparition




aparición

Appal





horrorizar, espantar

Arise





levantarse, alzarse

Arouse




          despertar

Artisans





artesanos

Attribute



 
atributo



Awry





estar atravesado
Ball-dress




vestido de baile

Beast





bestia

Beg





pedir limosna

Beyond





más allá

Beheld





contemplar

Beneath





bajo, debajo de

Bitterest





el más amargo

Blazing





fuego, llamarada

Blunder





cometer un error

Butcher





carnicero

Cab





ir a buscar, taxi

Cabman





taxista

Cabinet official



consejo oficial de ministros 

Caresses




caricias

Careful-minded



tener cuidado con

Chain





cadena

Chamber




cámara, sala
Chilly





frío

Clasp





broche, cierre

Clerks





oficinistas

Closely





con detalle, con atención

Coarse





basto, burdo

Conflagration




conflagración

Corners





esquinas

Deadly sin




pecado mortal

Den





guarida, estudio

Delighted




placer, deleite

Despair





desesperación

Deprived




privar a uno de

Dishcloth




paño de cocina

Dismiss





despedir

Distress





angustia

Doze





dormitar

Draw





tirar, sacar

Draw-out




alargarse

Dressing-table




tocador

Dumbfounded




pasmado

Eager





impaciente

Ecstasy





éxtasis

Ecstatically




extáticamente

Endlessly




interminable

Excited





entusiasmado

Falter





vacilar

Fangs





colmillos

Fasten





asegurar, sujetar

Fate





destino

Fearful





miedoso, terrible

Fetch





ir a buscar

Flames





llamas

Flat





departamento

Flee





huir de, abandonar

Fling





arrojar

Fondness




gusto, cariño

Footsteps




pasos

Folly





locura

Francs





francos (moneda francesa)

Frenzy





frenesí

Freshly-spread



extenderse recientemente

Fur





piel

Furniture




muebles

Fully





completamente

Ghastly





horrible

Garment





prenda de vestir

Give up





rendirse

Gorgeus





magnífico, maravilloso

Grace





gracia

Graver





más serio, grave



Grocer





tendero, ultramarinos

Haggle





discutir, regatear

Half-stupefied




medio estupefacto

Half-penny




medio penique

Hang





colgar





Hateful





odioso

Heavy pots




ollas pesadas

Halt





alto, parada

Hatred





odio
Hesitation




indecisión

Homage





homenaje

Household




familia

Huddle





amontonarse

Inquire





preguntar

Jeopardize




arriesgar, poner en peligro

Keenly





grandemente, vivamente

Lack





falta

Lift





levantar

Linen





lino

Link





eslabón

Loathing




aborrecer

Madly





locamente

Make up





maquillarse, cambiar de idea

Measure





medida

Mend





reparar, arreglar

Motionless




inmóvil

Murmure




murmurar

Nevertheless




sin embargo

Odd





raro

Otherwise




de otra manera

Overcome




vencer

Pestilence




pestilencia

Petulantly




petulantemente

Plaster





enyesar

Ray





rayo

Realize





darse cuenta de

Reckoning-up




calcular

Regret





sentimiento, pesar

Remorse




remordimiento

Request





petición

Restrain





contener, refrenar

Rip





rasgón

Search





buscar

Scarcely





apenas

Shabby





desarrapado

Shiver





temblar

Shrill





agudo, estridente

Slightly





ligeramente

Slop





derramarse

Somewhat




algo

Sorrow





pena

Spread





untar
Stagger





tambalear

Stammer




tartamudear

Stared





mirada fija

Steadily





constantemente

String





cuerda

Suitable





conveniente

Superimpose




sobreponer

Supply





suministrar

Swallow up




consumir

Swoon





desmayarse

Swiftly





rápidamente

Truly





verdaderamente

Turn-out




apagar

Uneasy





intranquilo, preocupado

Undress





desnudarse

Upon





sobre (preposición)

Utmost





mayor

Utterly





totalmente

Volition





de su propia voluntad

Waltz





vals

Wealth





riqueza

Weep





llorar

Wedded





casado
Wit





ingenio, gracia

Withheld




retener


Wordly





mundano

Workmanship




hechura, arte
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2.1 LECTURA

In his character of Rip, Washington Irving (1783-1859) created an interesting

Man who has been known toa schoolchildren for more than 160 years.
The following Tale was found among the papers of the late Diedrich Knickerbocker, an old gentleman of New York, who was very curious in the Dutch history of the province, and the manners of the descendants from its primitive settlers. His historical researches, however, did not lie so much among books as among men; for the former are lamentably scanty on his favorite topics; whereas he found the old burghers, and still more their wives, rich in that legendary lore, so invaluable to true history. Whenever, therefore, he happened upon a genuine Dutch family, snugly shut up in its low-roofed farmhouse, under a spreading sycamore, he looked upon it as a little clasped volume of black-letter, and studied it with the zeal of a book-worm.
The result of all these researches was a history of the province during the reign of the Dutch governors, which he published some years since. There have been various opinions as to the literary character of his work, and, to tell the truth, it is not a whit better than it should be. Its chief merit is its scrupulous accuracy, which indeed was a little questioned on its first appearance, but has since been completely established; and it is now admitted into all historical collections, as a book of unquestionable authority.
The old gentleman died shortly after the publication of his work, and now that he is dead and gone, it cannot do much harm to his memory to say that his time might have been much better employed in weightier labors. He, however, was apt to ride his hobby his own way; and though it did now and then kick up the dust a little in the eyes of his neighbors, and grieve the spirit of some friends, for whom he felt the truest deference and affection; yet his errors and follies are remembered "more in sorrow than in anger," and it begins to be suspected, that he never intended to injure or offend. But however his memory may be appreciated by critics, it is still held dear by many folk, whose good opinion is well worth having; particularly by certain biscuit-bakers, who have gone so far as to imprint his likeness on their new-year cakes; and have thus given him a chance for immortality, almost equal to the being stamped on a Waterloo Medal, or a Queen Anne's Farthing.

RIP VAN WINKLE
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PART ONE

WHOEVER has made a voyage up the Hudson must remember the Kaatskill mountains. They are a dismembered branch of the great Appalachian family, and are seen away to the west of the river, swelling up to a noble height, and lording it over the surrounding country. Every change of season, every change of weather, indeed, every hour of the day, produces some change in the magical hues and shapes of these mountains, and they are regarded by all the good wives, far and near, as perfect barometers. When the weather is fair and settled, they are clothed in blue and purple, and print their bold outlines on the clear evening sky; but, sometimes, when the rest of the landscape is cloudless, they will gather a hood of gray vapors about their summits, which, in the last rays of the setting sun, will glow and light up like a crown of glory.

At the foot of these fairy mountains, the voyager may have descried the light smoke curling up from a village, whose shingle-roofs gleam among the trees, just where the blue tints of the upland melt away into the fresh green of the nearer landscape. It is a little village, of great antiquity, having been founded by some of the Dutch colonists in the early times of the province, just about the beginning of the government of the good Peter Stuyvesant, (may he rest in peace!) and there were some of the houses of the original settlers standing within a few years, built of small yellow bricks brought from Holland, having latticed windows and gable fronts, surmounted with weathercocks.

In that same village, and in one of these very houses (which, to tell the precise truth, was sadly time-worn and weather-beaten), there lived, many years since, while the country was yet a province of Great Britain, a simple, good-natured fellow, of the name of Rip Van Winkle. He was a descendant of the Van Winkles who figured so gallantly in the chivalrous days of Peter Stuyvesant, and accompanied him to the siege of Fort Christina. He inherited, however, but little of the martial character of his ancestors. I have observed that he was a simple, good-natured man; he was, moreover, a kind neighbor, and an obedient, hen-pecked husband. Indeed, to the latter circumstance might be owing that meekness of spirit which gained him such universal popularity; for those men are most apt to be obsequious and conciliating abroad, who are under the discipline of shrews at home. Their tempers, doubtless, are rendered pliant and malleable in the fiery furnace of domestic tribulation; and a curtain lecture is worth all the sermons in the world for teaching the virtues of patience and long-suffering. A termagant wife may, therefore, in some respects, be considered a tolerable blessing; and if so, Rip Van Winkle was thrice blessed.

Certain it is, that he was a great favorite among all the good wives of the village, who, as usual, with the amiable sex, took his part in all family squabbles; and never failed, whenever they talked those matters over in their evening gossiping, to lay all the blame on Dame Van Winkle. The children of the village, too, would shout with joy whenever he approached. He assisted at their sports, made their playthings, taught them to fly kites and shoot marbles, and told them long stories of ghosts, witches, and Indians. Whenever he went dodging about the village, he was surrounded by a troop of them, hanging on his skirts, clambering on his back, and playing a thousand tricks on him with impunity; and not a dog would bark at him throughout the neighborhood.

The great error in Rip's composition was an insuperable aversion to all kinds of profitable labor. It could not be from the want of assiduity or perseverance; for he would sit on a wet rock, with a rod as long and heavy as a Tartar's lance, and fish all day without a murmur, even though he should not be encouraged by a single nibble. He would carry a fowling-piece on his shoulder for hours together, trudging through woods and swamps, and up hill and down dale, to shoot a few squirrels or wild pigeons. He would never refuse to assist a neighbor even in the roughest toil, and was a foremost man at all country frolics for husking Indian corn, or building stone-fences; the women of the village, too, used to employ him to run their errands, and to do such little odd jobs as their less obliging husbands would not do for them. In a word Rip was ready to attend to anybody's business but his own; but as to doing family duty, and keeping his farm in order, he found it impossible.

In fact, he declared it was of no use to work on his farm; it was the most pestilent little piece of ground in the whole country; every thing about it went wrong, and would go wrong, in spite of him. His fences were continually falling to pieces; his cow would either go astray, or get among the cabbages; weeds were sure to grow quicker in his fields than anywhere else; the rain always made a point of setting in just as he had some out-door work to do; so that though his patrimonial estate had dwindled away under his management, acre by acre, until there was little more left than a mere patch of Indian corn and potatoes, yet it was the worst conditioned farm in the neighborhood.

His children, too, were as ragged and wild as if they belonged to nobody. His son Rip, an urchin begotten in his own likeness, promised to inherit the habits, with the old clothes of his father. He was generally seen trooping like a colt at his mother's heels, equipped in a pair of his father's cast-off galligaskins, which he had much ado to hold up with one hand, as a fine lady does her train in bad weather.

Rip Van Winkle, however, was one of those happy mortals, of foolish, well-oiled dispositions, who take the world easy, eat white bread or brown, whichever can be got with least thought or trouble, and would rather starve on a penny than work for a pound. If left to himself, he would have whistled life away in perfect contentment; but his wife kept continually dinning in his ears about his idleness, his carelessness, and the ruin he was bringing on his family. Morning, noon, and night, her tongue was incessantly going, and everything he said or did was sure to produce a torrent of household eloquence. Rip had but one way of replying to all lectures of the kind, and that, by frequent use, had grown into a habit. He shrugged his shoulders, shook his head, cast up his eyes, but said nothing. This, however, always provoked a fresh volley from his wife; so that he was fain to draw off his forces, and take to the outside of the house—the only side which, in truth, belongs to a hen-pecked husband.

Rip's sole domestic adherent was his dog Wolf, who was as much hen-pecked as his master; for Dame Van Winkle regarded them as companions in idleness, and even looked upon Wolf with an evil eye, as the cause of his master's going so often astray. True it is, in all points of spirit befitting an honorable dog, he was as courageous an animal as ever scoured the woods; but what courage can withstand the ever-during and all-besetting terrors of a woman's tongue? The moment Wolf entered the house his crest fell, his tail dropped to the ground, or curled between his legs, he sneaked about with a gallows air, casting many a sidelong glance at Dame Van Winkle, and at the least flourish of a broomstick or ladle, he would run to the door with yelping precipitation.

Times grew worse and worse with Rip Van Winkle as years of matrimony rolled on; a tart temper never mellows with age, and a sharp tongue is the only edged tool that grows keener with constant use. For a long while he used to console himself, when driven from home, by frequenting a kind of perpetual club of the sages, philosophers, and other idle personages of the village; which held its sessions on a bench before a small inn, designated by a rubicund portrait of His Majesty George the Third. Here they used to sit in the shade through a long lazy summer's day, talking listlessly over village gossip, or telling endless sleepy stories about nothing. But it would have been worth any statesman's money to have heard the profound discussions that sometimes took place, when by chance an old newspaper fell into their hands from some passing traveler. How solemnly they would listen to the contents, as drawled out by Derrick Van Bummel, the schoolmaster, a dapper learned little man, who was not to be daunted by the most gigantic word in the dictionary; and how sagely they would deliberate upon public events some months after they had taken place.

The opinions of this junto were completely controlled by Nicholas Vedder, a patriarch of the village, and landlord of the inn, at the door of which he took his seat from morning till night, just moving sufficiently to avoid the sun and keep in the shade of a large tree; so that the neighbors could tell the hour by his movements as accurately as by a sun-dial. It is true he was rarely heard to speak, but smoked his pipe incessantly. His adherents, however (for every great man has his adherents), perfectly understood him, and knew how to gather his opinions. When any thing that was read or related displeased him, he was observed to smoke his pipe vehemently; and to send forth short, frequent and angry puffs; but when pleased, he would inhale the smoke slowly and tranquilly, and emit it in light and placid clouds; and sometimes, taking the pipe from his mouth, and letting the fragrant vapor curl about his nose, would gravely nod his head in token of perfect approbation.

From even this stronghold the unlucky Rip was at length routed by his termagant wife, who would suddenly break in upon the tranquility of the assemblage and call the members all to naught; nor was that august personage, Nicholas Vedder himself, sacred from the daring tongue of this terrible virago, who charged him outright with encouraging her husband in habits of idleness.

Poor Rip was at last reduced almost to despair; and his only alternative, to escape from the labor of the farm and clamor of his wife, was to take gun in hand and stroll away into the woods. Here he would sometimes seat himself at the foot of a tree, and share the contents of his wallet with Wolf, with whom he sympathized as a fellow-sufferer in persecution. "Poor Wolf," he would say, "thy mistress leads thee a dog's life of it; but never mind, my lad, whilst I live thou shall never want a friend to stand by thee!" Wolf would wag his tail, look wistfully in his master's face, and if dogs can feel pity I verily believe he reciprocated the sentiment with all his heart.

In a long ramble of the kind on a fine autumnal day, Rip had unconsciously scrambled to one of the highest parts of the Catskill mountains. He was after his favorite sport of squirrel shooting, and the still solitude's had echoed and re-echoed with the reports of his gun. Panting and fatigued, he threw himself, late in the afternoon, on a green knoll, covered with mountain herbage, that crowned the brow of a precipice. From an opening between the trees he could overlook all the lower country for many a mile of rich woodland. He saw at a distance the lordly Hudson, far, far below him, moving on its silent but majestic course, with the reflection of a purple cloud, or the sail of a lagging bark, here and there sleeping on its glassy bosom, and at last losing itself in the blue highlands.

On the other side he looked down into a deep mountain glen, wild, lonely, and shagged, the bottom filled with fragments from the impending cliffs, and scarcely lighted by the reflected rays of the setting sun. For some time Rip lay musing on this scene; evening was gradually advancing; the mountains began to throw their long blue shadows over the valleys; he saw that it would be dark long before he could reach the village, and he heaved a heavy sigh when he thought of encountering the terrors of Dame Van Winkle.

As he was about to descend, he heard a voice from a distance, hallooing, "Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!" He looked round, but could see nothing but a crow winging its solitary flight across the mountain. He thought his fancy must have deceived him, and turned again to descend, when he heard the same cry ring through the still evening air; "Rip Van Winkle! Rip Van Winkle!"—at the same time Wolf bristled up his back, and giving a low growl, skulked to his master's side, looking fearfully down into the glen. Rip now felt a vague apprehension stealing over him; he looked anxiously in the same direction, and perceived a strange figure slowly toiling up the rocks, and bending under the weight of something he carried on his back. He was surprised to see any human being in this lonely and unfrequented place; but supposing it to be some one of the neighborhood in need of his assistance, he hastened down to yield it.

On nearer approach he was still more surprised at the singularity of the stranger's appearance. He was a short square-built old fellow, with thick bushy hair, and a grizzled beard. His dress was of the antique Dutch fashion—a cloth jerkin strapped round the waist—several pair of breeches, the outer one of ample volume, decorated with rows of buttons down the sides, and bunches at the knees. He bore on his shoulder a stout keg, that seemed full of liquor, and made signs for Rip to approach and assist him with the load. Though rather shy and distrustful of this new acquaintance, Rip complied with his usual alacrity; and mutually relieving one another, they clambered up a narrow gully, apparently the dry bed of a mountain torrent. As they ascended, Rip every now and then heard long rolling peals, like distant thunder, that seemed to issue out of a deep ravine, or rather cleft, between lofty rocks, toward which their rugged path conducted. He paused for an instant, but supposing it to be the muttering of one of those transient thunder-showers which often take place in mountain heights, he proceeded. Passing through the ravine, they came to a hollow, like a small amphitheatre, surrounded by perpendicular precipices, over the brinks of which impending trees shot their branches, so that you only caught glimpses of the azure sky and the bright evening cloud. During the whole time Rip and his companion had labored on in silence; for though the former marvelled greatly what could be the object of carrying a keg of liquor up this wild mountain, yet there was something strange and incomprehensible about the unknown, that inspired awe and checked familiarity.

On entering the amphitheatre, new objects of wonder presented themselves. On a level spot in the centre was a company of odd-looking personages playing at nine-pins. They were dressed in a quaint outlandish fashion; some wore short doublets, others jerkins, with long knives in their belts, and most of them had enormous breeches, of similar style with that of the guide's. Their visages, too, were peculiar: one had a large beard, broad face, and small piggish eyes: the face of another seemed to consist entirely of nose, and was surmounted by a white sugar-loaf hat, set off with a little red cock's tail. They all had beards, of various shapes and colors. There was one who seemed to be the commander. He was a stout old gentleman, with a weather-beaten countenance; he wore a laced doublet, broad belt and hanger, high crowned hat and feather, red stockings, and high-heeled shoes, with roses in them. The whole group reminded Rip of the figures in an old Flemish painting, in the parlor of Dominie Van Shaick, the village parson, and which had been brought over from Holland at the time of the settlement.

What seemed particularly odd to Rip was, that though these folks were evidently amusing themselves, yet they maintained the gravest faces, the most mysterious silence, and were, withal, the most melancholy party of pleasure he had ever witnessed. Nothing interrupted the stillness of the scene but the noise of the balls, which, whenever they were rolled, echoed along the mountains like rumbling peals of thunder.

As Rip and his companion approached them, they suddenly desisted from their play, and stared at him with such fixed, statue-like gaze, and such strange, uncouth, lack-lustre countenances, that his heart turned within him, and his knees smote together. His companion now emptied the contents of the keg into large flagons; and made signs to him to wait upon the company. He obeyed with fear and trembling; they quaffed the liquor in profound silence, and then returned to their game.

By degrees Rip's awe and apprehension subsided. He even ventured, when no eye was fixed upon him, to taste the beverage, which he found had much of the flavor of excellent Hollands. He was naturally a thirsty soul, and was soon tempted to repeat the draught. One taste provoked another; and he reiterated his visits to the flagon so often that at length his senses were overpowered, his eyes swam in his head, his head gradually declined, and he fell into a deep sleep.

On waking, he found himself on the green knoll whence he had first seen the old man of the glen. He rubbed his eyes—it was a bright sunny morning. The birds were hopping and twittering among the bushes, and the eagle was wheeling aloft, and breasting the pure mountain breeze. "Surely," thought Rip, "I have not slept here all night." He recalled the occurances before he fell asleep. The strange man with a keg of liquor—the mountain ravine—the wild retreat among the rocks—the woe-begone party at ninepins—the flagon—"Oh! that flagon! that wicked flagon!" thought Rip,—"what excuse shall I make to Dame Van Winkle!"

He looked round for his gun, but in place of the clean, well-oiled fowling-piece, he found an old firelock lying by him, the barrel incrusted with rust, the lock falling off, and the stock worm-eaten. He now suspected that the grave roisters of the mountain had put a trick upon him, and, having dosed him with liquor, had robbed him of his gun. Wolf, too, had disappeared, but he might have strayed away after a squirrel or partridge. He whistled after him and shouted his name, but all in vain; the echoes repeated his whistle and shout, but no dog was to be seen.

He determined to revisit the scene of the last evening's gambol, and if he met with any of the party, to demand his dog and gun. As he rose to walk, he found himself stiff in the joints, and wanting in his usual activity. "These mountain beds do not agree with me," thought Rip, "and if this frolic should lay me up with a fit of the rheumatism, I shall have a blessed time with Dame Van Winkle." With some difficulty he got down into the glen: he found the gully up which he and his companion had ascended the preceding evening; but to his astonishment a mountain stream was now foaming down it, leaping from rock to rock, and filling the glen with babbling murmurs. He, however, made shift to scramble up its sides, working his toilsome way through thickets of birch, sassafras, and witch-hazel, and sometimes tripped up or entangled by the wild grapevines that twisted their coils or tendrils from tree to tree, and spread a kind of network in his path.

At length he reached to where the ravine had opened through the cliffs to the amphitheatre; but no traces of such opening remained. The rocks presented a high impenetrable wall over which the torrent came tumbling in a sheet of feathery foam, and fell into a broad deep basin, black from the shadows of the surrounding forest. Here, then, poor Rip was brought to a stand. He again called and whistled after his dog; he was only answered by the cawing of a flock of idle crows, sporting high in air about a dry tree that overhung a sunny precipice; and who, secure in their elevation, seemed to look down and scoff at the poor man's perplexities. What was to be done? the morning was passing away, and Rip felt famished for want of his breakfast. He grieved to give up his dog and gun; he dreaded to meet his wife; but it would not do to starve among the mountains. He shook his head, shouldered the rusty firelock, and, with a heart full of trouble and anxiety, turned his steps homeward.

As he approached the village he met a number of people, but none whom he knew, which somewhat surprised him, for he had thought himself acquainted with every one in the country round. Their dress, too, was of a different fashion from that to which he was accustomed. They all stared at him with equal marks of surprise, and whenever they cast their eyes upon him, invariably stroked their chins. The constant recurrence of this gesture induced Rip, involuntarily, to do the same, when, to his astonishment, he found his beard had grown a foot long!

COMPREHENSION QUESTIONS

1. What kind of man was Rip Van Winkle? Did people like him?

2. Where did Rip go hunting? What did he hunt for?

3. What happened when he started to go down the mountain?

4. What was odd about the little man's appereance?

5. Where did they walk to?

6. What did Rip see when they arrived?

7.  How did he act with the unusual little people?

8. How did Rip fall asleep?

9. What did he say when he awakened?

10. What happened when Rip had descended the mountain? How had he and the people changed?

PART TWO


He had now entered the skirts of the village. A troop of strange children ran at his heels, hooting after him, and pointing at his gray beard. The dogs, too, not one of which he recognized for an old acquaintance, barked at him as he passed. The very village was altered; it was larger and more populous. There were rows of houses which he had never seen before, and those which had been his familiar haunts had disappeared. Strange names were over the doors—strange faces at the windows—every thing was strange. His mind now misgave him; he began to doubt whether both he and the world around him were not bewitched. Surely this was his native village which he had left but the day before. There stood the Kaatskill mountains—there ran the silver Hudson at a distance—there was every hill and dale precisely as it had always been. Rip was sorely perplexed. "That flagon last night," thought he, "has addled my poor head sadly!"

It was with some difficulty that he found his way to his own house, which he approached with silent awe, expecting every moment to hear the shrill voice of Dame Van Winkle. He found the house gone to decay—the roof fallen in, the windows shattered, and the doors off the hinges. A half-starved dog that looked like Wolf was sulking about it. Rip called him by name, but the cur snarled, showed his teeth, and passed on. This was an unkind cut indeed. "My very dog," sighed poor Rip, "has forgotten me!"

He entered the house, which, to tell the truth, Dame Van Winkle had always kept in neat order. It was empty, forlorn, and apparently abandoned. This desolateness overcame all his connubial fears—he called loudly for his wife and children—the lonely chambers rang for a moment with his voice, and then all again was silence.

He now hurried forth, and hastened to his old resort, the village inn—but it too was gone. A large rickety wooden building stood in its place, with great gaping windows, some of them broken and mended with old hats and petticoats, and over the door was painted, "The Union Hotel, by Jonathan Doolittle." Instead of the great tree that used to shelter the quiet little Dutch inn of yore, there now was reared a tall naked pole, with something on the top that looked like a red night-cap, and from it was fluttering a flag, on which was a singular assemblage of stars and stripes;—all this was strange and incomprehensible. He recognized on the sign, however, the ruby face of King George, under which he had smoked so many a peaceful pipe; but even this was singularly metamorphosed. The red coat was changed for one of blue and buff, a sword was held in the hand instead of a scepter, the head was decorated with a cocked hat, and underneath was painted in large characters, GENERAL WASHINGTON.

There was, as usual, a crowd of folk about the door, but none that Rip recollected. The very character of the people seemed changed. There was a busy, bustling, disputatious tone about it, instead of the accustomed phlegm and drowsy tranquillity. He looked in vain for the sage Nicholas Vedder, with his broad face, double chin, and fair long pipe, uttering clouds of tobacco-smoke instead of idle speeches; or Van Bummer, the schoolmaster doling forth the contents of an ancient newspaper. In place of these, a lean, bilious-looking fellow, with his pockets full of handbills, was haranguing vehemently about rights of citizens—elections—members of congress—liberty—Bunker's Hill—heroes of seventy-six—and other words, which were a perfect Babylonish jargon to the bewildered Van Winkle.

The appearance of Rip, with his long grizzled beard, his rusty fowling-piece, his uncouth dress, and an army of women and children at his heels, soon attracted the attention of the tavern-politicians. They crowded around him, eyeing him from head to foot with great curiosity. The orator bustled up to him, and, drawing him partly aside, inquired "On which side he voted?" Rip stared in vacant stupidity. Another short but busy little fellow pulled him by the arm, and, rising on tiptoe, inquired in his ear, "Whether he was Federal or Democrat?" Rip was equally at a loss to comprehend the question; when a knowing, self-important old gentleman, in a sharp cocked hat, made his way through the crowd, putting them to the right and left with his elbows as he passed, and planting himself before Van Winkle, with one arm akimbo, the other resting on his cane, his keen eyes and sharp hat penetrating, as it were, into his very soul, demanded in an austere tone, "What brought him to the election with a gun on his shoulder, and a mob at his heels, and whether he meant to breed a riot in the village?"—"Alas! gentlemen," cried Rip, somewhat dismayed, "I am a poor quiet man, a native of the place, and a loyal subject of the King, God bless him!"

Here a general shout burst from the by-standers—"A Tory! a Tory! a spy! a refugee! hustle him! away with him!" It was with great difficulty that the self-important man in the cocked hat restored order; and, having assumed a tenfold austerity of brow, demanded again of the unknown culprit, what he came there for, and whom he was seeking? The poor man humbly assured him that he meant no harm, but merely came there in search of some of his neighbors, who used to keep about the tavern.

"Well—who are they—name them."

Rip bethought himself a moment, and inquired, "Where's Nicholas Vedder?"

There was a silence for a little while, when an old man replied, in a thin piping voice, "Nicholas Vedder! why, he is dead and gone these eighteen years! There was a wooden tombstone in the church-yard that used to tell all about him, but that's rotten and gone too."

"Where's Brom Dutcher?"

"Oh, he went off to the army in the beginning of the war; some say he was killed at the storming of Stony Point—others say he was drowned in a squall at the foot of Antony's Nose. I don't know—he never came back again."

"Where's Van Bummel, the schoolmaster?"

"He went off to the wars too, was a great militia general, and is now in congress."

Rip's heart died away at hearing of these sad changes in his home and friends, and finding himself thus alone in the world. Every answer puzzled him too, by treating of such enormous lapses of time, and of matters which he could not understand: war—congress—Stony Point;—he had no courage to ask after any more friends, but cried out in despair, "Does nobody here know Rip Van Winkle?"

"Oh, Rip Van Winkle!" exclaimed two or three, "oh, to be sure! that's Rip Van Winkle yonder, leaning against the tree."

Rip looked, and beheld a precise counterpart of himself, as he went up to the mountain: apparently as lazy, and certainly as ragged. The poor fellow was now completely confounded. He doubted his own identity, and whether he was himself or another man. In the midst of his bewilderment, the man in the cocked hat demanded who he was, and what was his name?

"God knows," exclaimed he, at his wit's end; "I'm not myself—I'm somebody else—that's me yonder—no—that's somebody else got into my shoes—I was myself last night, but I fell asleep on the mountain, and they've changed my gun, and every thing's changed, and I'm changed, and I can't tell what's my name, or who I am!"

The by-standers began now to look at each other, nod, wink significantly, and tap their fingers against their foreheads. There was a whisper, also, about securing the gun, and keeping the old fellow from doing mischief, at the very suggestion of which the self-important man in the cocked hat retired with some precipitation. At this critical moment a fresh comely woman pressed through the throng to get a peep at the gray-bearded man. She had a chubby child in her arms, which, frightened at his looks, began to cry. "Hush, Rip," cried she, "hush, you little fool; the old man won't hurt you." The name of the child, the air of the mother, the tone of her voice, all awakened a train of recollections in his mind. "What is your name, my good woman?" asked he.

"Judith Gardenier."

"And your father's name?"

"Ah, poor man, Rip Van Winkle was his name, but it's twenty years since he went away from home with his gun, and never has been heard of since,—his dog came home without him; but whether he shot himself, or was carried away by the Indians, nobody can tell. I was then but a little girl."

Rip had but one question more to ask; but he put it with a faltering voice:

"Where's your mother?"

Oh, she too had died but a short time since; she broke a blood-vessel in a fit of passion at a New-England peddler.

There was a drop of comfort, at least, in this intelligence. The honest man could contain himself no longer. He caught his daughter and her child in his arms. "I'm your father!" cried he—"Young Rip Van Winkle once—old Rip Van Winkle now!—Does nobody know poor Rip Van Winkle?"

All stood amazed, until an old woman, tottering out from among the crowd, put her hand to her brow, and peering under it in his face for a moment, exclaimed, "Sure enough! it is Rip Van Winkle—it is himself! Welcome home again, old neighbor. Why, where have you been these twenty long years?"

Rip's story was soon told, for the whole twenty years had been to him but as one night. The neighbors stared when they heard it; some were seen to wink at each other, and put their tongues in their cheeks: and the self-important man in the cocked hat, who, when the alarm was over, had returned to the field, screwed down the corners of his mouth, and shook his head—upon which there was a general shaking of the head throughout the assemblage.

It was determined, however, to take the opinion of old Peter Vanderdonk, who was seen slowly advancing up the road. He was a descendant of the historian of that name, who wrote one of the earliest accounts of the province. Peter was the most ancient inhabitant of the village, and well versed in all the wonderful events and traditions of the neighborhood. He recollected Rip at once, and corroborated his story in the most satisfactory manner. He assured the company that it was a fact, handed down from his ancestor the historian, that the Kaatskill mountains had always been haunted by strange beings. That it was affirmed that the great Hendrick Hudson, the first discoverer of the river and country, kept a kind of vigil there every twenty years, with his crew of the Half-moon; being permitted in this way to revisit the scenes of his enterprise, and keep a guardian eye upon the river, and the great city called by his name. That his father had once seen them in their old Dutch dresses playing at nine-pins in a hollow of the mountain; and that he himself had heard, one summer afternoon, the sound of their balls, like distant peals of thunder.

To make a long story short, the company broke up, and returned to the more important concerns of the election. Rip's daughter took him home to live with her; she had a snug, well-furnished house, and a stout cheery farmer for a husband, whom Rip recollected for one of the urchins that used to climb upon his back. As to Rip's son and heir, who was the ditto of himself, seen leaning against the tree, he was employed to work on the farm; but evinced an hereditary disposition to attend to anything else but his business.

Rip now resumed his old walks and habits; he soon found many of his former cronies, though all rather the worse for the wear and tear of time; and preferred making friends among the rising generation, with whom he soon grew into great favor.

Having nothing to do at home, and being arrived at that happy age when a man can be idle with impunity, he took his place once more on the bench at the inn door, and was reverenced as one of the patriarchs of the village, and a chronicle of the old times "before the war." It was some time before he could get into the regular track of gossip, or could be made to comprehend the strange events that had taken place during his torpor. How that there had been a revolutionary war,—that the country had thrown off the yoke of old England,—and that, instead of being a subject of his Majesty George the Third, he was now a free citizen of the United States. Rip, in fact, was no politician; the changes of states and empires made but little impression on him; but there was one species of despotism under which he had long groaned, and that was—petticoat government. Happily that was at an end; he had got his neck out of the yoke of matrimony, and could go in and out whenever he pleased, without dreading the tyranny of Dame Van Winkle. Whenever her name was mentioned, however, he shook his head, shrugged his shoulders, and cast up his eyes; which might pass either for an expression of resignation to his fate, or joy at his deliverance.

He used to tell his story to every stranger that arrived at Mr. Doolittle's hotel. He was observed, at first, to vary on some points every time he told it, which was, doubtless, owing to his having so recently awaked. It at last settled down precisely to the tale I have related, and not a man, woman, or child in the neighborhood, but knew it by heart. Some always pretended to doubt the reality of it, and insisted that Rip had been out of his head, and that this was one point on which he always remained flighty. The old Dutch inhabitants, however, almost universally gave it full credit. Even to this day they never hear a thunderstorm of a summer afternoon about the Kaatskill, but they say Hendrick Hudson and his crew are at their game of ninepins; and it is a common wish of all hen-pecked husbands in the neighborhood, when life hangs heavy on their hands, that they might have a quieting draught out of Rip Van Winkle's flagon.

COMPREHENSION AND DISCUSSION

1. What was the girl like who came along?

2. What did she do when she saw the bee?

3. What thoughts did the girl have as she left?

4. Who were the two men who came next? What did they look like?

5. What were they going to do to David?

6. What was he saved?

7. What happened when David woke up?

8. What do you think the author was trying to tell us in this story?

9. What are some things that might have happened to you if you had been aware of them?

10. Tell of a time when you fell asleep in an unusual place 

EXERCISES

A. Use each of the following terms in a sentence:

Coming or going, on foot, convenient, spring of water, middle-aged, strong drink, carriage, innocent, fortune, ridiculous, appreciation, to fall in love, tranquilly, just in time.

B. Give two negative forms for each of the following sentences.

Example: I see someone over there.


        (I don't see anyone over there.)

              (I see no one over there)

1. There is someone at the door

2. There was somebody sleeping by the side of the road

3. She has some money in the bank

4. I have somebody in mind for that job

5. We saw some stores

6. We can do something about it

7. I have something to do now.

8. There is some bread in the refrigerator; there's some on the table, too.

9. He has something to give you.

10. They have gone somewhere.

1. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

2. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

3. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

4. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

5. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

6. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

7. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

8. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

9. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

10. ______________________________________________________________

______________________________________________________________

C. Circle the word on the right that RHYMES with the word on the left.

Example:

I'd

led/ lad/ lied/ lid

1. I'll


hill/ mail/ mile/ feel

2. laugh

ought/ tough/ half/ saw

3. owe


sew/ new / two/ saw 

4. kneeled

killed/ needed/ solid/ field

5. heir


ear/ there/ or/ are

6. buzz


buys/ does/ goes/ sneeze

7. does


is/ goes/ laws/ was

8. we'd


led/ word/wide/need

9. I'm


him/ time/ came/ jam

10. you're

our/ year/ door/ fire

D. Circle the term on the right that has the SAME meaning as the word on the left.

Example: 

cancel

put away/ look up/ look over/ call off


1.  promise

give one's word/ hesitate/ refuse/ deny


2.  fortunate

early/ lucky/ late/ famous


3.  occurred

arrived/ delayed/ happened/ walked


4.  at once

one time later/ seldom/ immediately/ later


5.  elderly

young/ middle-aged/ old/ charming


6.  event

change/ occurrence/ accident/ surprise


7.  evidently

always/ probably/ seldom/ apparently


8.  grateful

thankful/ agreeable/ hopeful/ disappointed


9.  confused

mixed up/ worn out/ uneasy/ difficult


10. main

fresh/ remaining/ native/ principal
2.1 IDIOMS 

To be about to:  to be at the moment of doing something, to be ready

This idiom is often used with the adverb just

· I was just about to leave when you telephoned

· Oh, hi, John. We're just about to eat dinner

To turn around: to move or face in the opposite direction (S); to completely change the condition.

· The man turned  his car around and drove back the way he came

· The company has been very successful since the new business manager was able to turn it around.
To take turns: to alternate, to change people while doing something

· During the trip, Darlene and I took turns driving so that neither of us would tire out.
· I have to make sure that my two sons take turns playing the video game.
To pay attention (to): to look at and listen to someone while they are speaking, to concentrate

· Please pay attention to me while I'm speaking to you!
· You'll have to pay more attention in class if you want to get a good grade.
To brush up on: to review something in order to refresh one's memory

· Before I travelled to Mexico, I brushed up on my Spanish; I haven't practiced it since high school.
· In order to take that advanced mathematics class, Sidney will have to brush up on his algebra.
Over and over (again): repeatedly (also: time after time, time and again)

· The actress studied her lines in the movie over and over until she knew them well
· Children have difficulty remembering rules, so it's often necessary to repeat them over and over again.

· Time and again I have to remind Bobby to put on his seatbelt in the car.
To wear out: to use something until it has no value or worth anymore, to make useless through wear (S)

· When I wear out these shoes, I'll have to buy some that last longer.

· What do you do with your clothes after you wear them out?
To throw away: to discard, to dispose of (S)

· I generally throw away my clothes when I wear them out.

· Don't throw the magazines away; I haven't  read them 

To fall in love: to begin to love

This idiom is used with the expression at first sight to indicate a sudden interest in love.

· Ben and Sal fell in love in high school, and got married after graduation

· Have you ever fallen in love at first sight?
To go out: to stop functioning; to stop burning; to leave home or work (also: to step out)

· The lights went out all over the city because of an electric problem

· The campers didn't have to put out the fire because it went out by itself.

· Gary isn't here right now; he went out to the store for a moment

· I have to step out the office briefly to pick up a newspaper.

Out of the question: impossible, not feasible

· Stephen told Deborah that it was out of the question for her to borrow his new car.

· Don't expect me to do that again. It's absolutely out of the question
To have to do with: to have some connection with or relationship to

· Ralph instead that he had nothing to do with breaking the window

· What does your suggestion have to do with our problem?

Ejercicios:

 1.-llena los espacios vacios con la expresión idiomática correcta.

Lee:
Jan, you've _______________________ these shoes completely. Why do 


You keep them?

Jan:
Don't ask me again, Lee! I've told you ___________ -they are my 


Favorite pair.

Lee:
I know, I know. Everytime we __________ somewhere, you wear them.

Jan:
It's terrible, isn't it? I know that I should ______________ such bad-


Looking shoes, but they're so comfortable, I can't!

Lee:
What if I said that I would buy a new pair for you- would you discard


Them then?

Jan:
That's completely _________________! This situation doesn't ________


Money; it's connected to my feeling for the shoes.

Lee:
Feeling for the shoes! Is it possible that you have ___________ with 


Them?

Jan:
Yes, I guess I love them more than I love you!


CAPITULO  3
_________________________

VOCABULARY

Accuracy





exactitud

Accurately





con precisión

Ado






sin más ni más

Alacrity





prontitud


Alertness





vigilancia, alerta

Aloof






distante

Amiable





amable, simpático

Amused





divertido

Astray





extraviarse

Autumnal





otoñal

Availability





disponibilidad

Barometer





barómetro

Beyond





más allá

Blink an eye




guiñar con un ojo

Blood vessel




contenedor de sangre



Bore






hacer un agujero en

Bosh!






majadería

Breeches





pantalones de montar

Brick






ladrillo

Broomstick





palo de escoba

Bunch





ramo, manojo

Cabbages





calabazas

Cast off





desamarrar
Canvas





lona


Chivalric





de la caballería, caballeresco

Clamber





trepar

Cliff






acantilado


Concoctions




menjurjes

Contentment




contento

Conviction





convicción

Crest






cresta

Curl






rizo

Dapper





pulcro, apuesto

Despair





desesperación

Dine






cenar

Disclosure


Displease





ofender, fastidiar



Distrustful





desconfiado, receloso



Digestive tract




aparato digestivo

Dodge





evadir

Dwindle





menguar, disminuir

Edge






borde, filo

Endless





interminable

Enriched





enriquecido

Embarrassment




avergonzarse

Fiery






ardiente
Flemish





flamenco


Folly






locura

Foolish





tonto

Forth






de acá para allá

Furnace





horno

Gable






aguilón

Gather





coger, recoger

Glen






cañada

Glimpses





alcanzar a ver, vislumbrar

Glow






brillar

Growl





gruñir

Gossip





chismorreo, chisme
Grieve





afligirse

Grizzled beard




barba larga

Hasten





darse prisa

Heave





tirar, empujar con

Henpecked





ser un calzonazos

Hood






capucha

Hue






color, matiz

Idle






holgazán

Idleness





holgazanería

Incessantly





constantemente

Indeed





efectivamente, en realidad
Inn






posada, mesón

Impending





inminente



In spite of





a pesar de
Ivy






hiedra

Janitor





conserje

Jerkin





chaleco

Jew’s harp





birimbao

Juniper berries




enebrinas

Keen






grande, vivo

Lad






mozo

Landlord





propietario

Later






más tarde

Lattice





enrejado
Light up





encender un cigarrillo

Likeness





semejanza

Long knives




cuchillos largos

Low-roofed





bajo techo

Malleable





maleable

Manufacture




facturar

Mistress





amante

Misgave



Monocle





monóculo

Mood






humor

Moreover





además, por otra parte

Naught





cero

Neighborhood




vecindario

Neurotransmitters



neurotransmisores

Noodles





fideos

Nonsense





tonterías

On the other side




por otro lado

Outdoor





afuera

Outlandish fashion



moda extravagante

Overhang





saliente


Patch






parche

Patriarch





patriarca

Pave






pavimentar


Peddler





vendedor


Perplexity





perplejidad

Petticoat





enagua, fondo

Pharmacopoeia




farmacopea

Piggish eyes




ojitos redondos y brillantes

Pins






insignias

Plaything





juguete

Portrait





retrato

Profitable





rentable

Puff






soplo

Pulp






pulpa, carne

Purloin





robar

Ragtime





ragtime

Ramble





caminata, excursión

Ravine





barranco, quebrada

Reciprocate




recíproco

Regard





respeto, consideración

Release





liberar

Roar






rugir

Roughest





el más áspero




Row






hilera pesada

Settle





colonizar

Settler





colono, colonizador

Scorn






desdeñar


Scour






fregar, estregar
Shaggy





lanudo, peludo

Shut up





callarse
Shrug





encogimiento de hombros

Skull






cráneo

Solemnly





solemnemente

Solitude





soledad

Smote





golpear (pasado)

Spread





untar

Squabble





reñir, pelear

Squatty





rechoncho y bajo

Squirrel





ardilla

Statesman





estadista

Stalk






acechar

Stronghold





fortaleza

Stroll






paseo, vuelta

Summit





cima, cumbre

Surmount





superar, vencer

Sundial





reloj de sol

Swell up





inflarse, hincharse




Sycamore





sicamoro
Thick bushy hair




cabello espeso 

Thin piping





tubo delgado


Troop






tropa

Twang





sonido

Urchin





pilluelo

Vine






vid

Wag






menear, agitar

Weathercock




veleta

Weed






mala hierba

Weighty





pesado

Wet rock





roca mojada

Whenever





cuando, cada vez que

Whoever





quien sea

Whichever





cualquier (a)
Wick






mecha
Volley





descarga

Voyage





viaje

Zeal






celo, entusiasmo

Zephyr





céfiro
3.LECTURA

The Last Leaf

[image: image1.png]


   O. HENRY  is the pen name for a short story writer named William Sidney Porter (1862-1910). His stories often resemble newspaper articles, and they usually end with an interesting twist.


PART ONE


In a little district west of Washington Square the streets have run crazy and broken themselves into small strips called "places." These "places" make strange angles and curves. One Street crosses itself a time or two. An artist once discovered a valuable possibility in this street. Suppose a collector with a bill for paints, paper and canvas should, in traversing this route, suddenly meet himself coming back, without a cent having been paid on account!

So, to quaint old Greenwich Village the art people soon came prowling, hunting for north windows and eighteenth-century gables and Dutch attics and low rents. Then they imported some pewter mugs and a chafing dish or two from Sixth Avenue, and became a "colony."

At the top of a squatty, three-story brick Sue and Johnsy had their studio. "Johnsy" was familiar for Joanna. One was from Maine; the other from California. They had met at the table d'hôte of an Eighth Street "Delmonico's," and found their tastes in art, chicory salad and bishop sleeves so congenial that the joint studio resulted.

That was in May. In November a cold, unseen stranger, whom the doctors called Pneumonia, stalked about the colony, touching one here and there with his icy fingers. Over on the east side this ravager strode boldly, smiting his victims by scores, but his feet trod slowly through the maze of the narrow and moss-grown "places."

Mr. Pneumonia was not what you would call a chivalric old gentleman. A mite of a little woman with blood thinned by California zephyrs was hardly fair game for the red-fisted, short-breathed old duffer. But Johnsy he smote; and she lay, scarcely moving, on her painted iron bedstead, looking through the small Dutch window-panes at the blank side of the next brick house.

One morning the busy doctor invited Sue into the hallway with a shaggy, gray eyebrow.

"She has one chance in - let us say, ten," he said, as he shook down the mercury in his clinical thermometer. " And that chance is for her to want to live. This way people have of lining-u on the side of the undertaker makes the entire pharmacopoeia look silly. Your little lady has made up her mind that she's not going to get well. Has she anything on her mind?"

"She - she wanted to paint the Bay of Naples some day." said Sue.

"Paint? - bosh! Has she anything on her mind worth thinking twice - a man for instance?"

"A man?" said Sue, with a jew's-harp twang in her voice. "Is a man worth - but, no, doctor; there is nothing of the kind."

"Well, it is the weakness, then," said the doctor. "I will do all that science, so far as it may filter through my efforts, can accomplish. But whenever my patient begins to count the carriages in her funeral procession I subtract 50 per cent from the curative power of medicines. If you will get her to ask one question about the new winter styles in cloak sleeves I will promise you a one-in-five chance for her, instead of one in ten."

After the doctor had gone Sue went into the workroom and cried a Japanese napkin to a pulp. Then she swaggered into Johnsy's room with her drawing board, whistling ragtime.

Johnsy lay, scarcely making a ripple under the bedclothes, with her face toward the window. Sue stopped whistling, thinking she was asleep.

She arranged her board and began a pen-and-ink drawing to illustrate a magazine story. Young artists must pave their way to Art by drawing pictures for magazine stories that young authors write to pave their way to Literature.

As Sue was sketching a pair of elegant horseshow riding trousers and a monocle of the figure of the hero, an Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound, several times repeated. She went quickly to the bedside.

Johnsy's eyes were open wide. She was looking out the window and counting - counting backward.

"Twelve," she said, and little later "eleven"; and then "ten," and "nine"; and then "eight" and "seven", almost together.

Sue look solicitously out of the window. What was there to count? There was only a bare, dreary yard to be seen, and the blank side of the brick house twenty feet away. An old, old ivy vine, gnarled and decayed at the roots, climbed half way up the brick wall. The cold breath of autumn had stricken its leaves from the vine until its skeleton branches clung, almost bare, to the crumbling bricks.

"What is it, dear?" asked Sue.

"Six," said Johnsy, in almost a whisper. "They're falling faster now. Three days ago there were almost a hundred. It made my head ache to count them. But now it's easy. There goes another one. There are only five left now."

"Five what, dear? Tell your Sudie."

"Leaves. On the ivy vine. When the last one falls I must go, too. I've known that for three days. Didn't the doctor tell you?"

"Oh, I never heard of such nonsense," complained Sue, with magnificent scorn. "What have old ivy leaves to do with your getting well? And you used to love that vine so, you naughty girl. Don't be a goosey. Why, the doctor told me this morning that your chances for getting well real soon were - let's see exactly what he said - he said the chances were ten to one! Why, that's almost as good a chance as we have in New York when we ride on the street cars or walk past a new building. Try to take some broth now, and let Sudie go back to her drawing, so she can sell the editor man with it, and buy port wine for her sick child, and pork chops for her greedy self."

"You needn't get any more wine," said Johnsy, keeping her eyes fixed out the window. "There goes another. No, I don't want any broth. That leaves just four. I want to see the last one fall before it gets dark. Then I'll go, too."

"Johnsy, dear," said Sue, bending over her, "will you promise me to keep your eyes closed, and not look out the window until I am done working? I must hand those drawings in by to-morrow. I need the light, or I would draw the shade down."

"Couldn't you draw in the other room?" asked Johnsy, coldly.

"I'd rather be here by you," said Sue. "Beside, I don't want you to keep looking at those silly ivy leaves."

"Tell me as soon as you have finished," said Johnsy, closing her eyes, and lying white and still as fallen statue, "because I want to see the last one fall. I'm tired of waiting. I'm tired of thinking. I want to turn loose my hold on everything, and go sailing down, down, just like one of those poor, tired leaves."

"Try to sleep," said Sue. "I must call Behrman up to be my model for the old hermit miner. I'll not be gone a minute. Don't try to move 'til I come back."

Old Behrman was a painter who lived on the ground floor beneath them. He was past sixty and had a Michael Angelo's Moses beard curling down from the head of a satyr along with the body of an imp. Behrman was a failure in art. Forty years he had wielded the brush without getting near enough to touch the hem of his Mistress's robe. He had been always about to paint a masterpiece, but had never yet begun it. For several years he had painted nothing except now and then a daub in the line of commerce or advertising. He earned a little by serving as a model to those young artists in the colony who could not pay the price of a professional. He drank gin to excess, and still talked of his coming masterpiece. For the rest he was a fierce little old man, who scoffed terribly at softness in any one, and who regarded himself as especial mastiff-in-waiting to protect the two young artists in the studio above.

Sue found Behrman smelling strongly of juniper berries in his dimly lighted den below. In one corner was a blank canvas on an easel that had been waiting there for twenty-five years to receive the first line of the masterpiece. She told him of Johnsy's fancy, and how she feared she would, indeed, light and fragile as a leaf herself, float away, when her slight hold upon the world grew weaker.

COMPREHENSION AND DISCUSSION

1.-  What was Jhonsy's illness?

2.-  What is a pen name? What was O. Henry's real name?

3.-  Where this story take place? Why is it an interesting place?

4.-  What are the names of the two youn women in the story?

5.-How do the women make a living? Why did the doctor believe that Jhonsy's desire to live   was important?

 6.- What did the doctor think Jhonsy's chances were?

 7.- How did he think her chances could be improved?

 8.- Why was jhonsy counting the falling leaves? What did she think would happen when the  last leaf fell?

 9.-Why did Sue have to leave the room?


Old Behrman, with his red eyes plainly streaming, shouted his contempt and derision for such idiotic imaginings.

"Vass!" he cried. "Is dere people in de world mit der foolishness to die because leafs dey drop off from a confounded vine? I haf not heard of such a thing. No, I will not bose as a model for your fool hermit-dunderhead. Vy do you allow dot silly pusiness to come in der brain of her? Ach, dot poor leetle Miss Yohnsy."

"She is very ill and weak," said Sue, "and the fever has left her mind morbid and full of strange fancies. Very well, Mr. Behrman, if you do not care to pose for me, you needn't. But I think you are a horrid old - old flibbertigibbet."

"You are just like a woman!" yelled Behrman. "Who said I will not bose? Go on. I come mit you. For half an hour I haf peen trying to say dot I am ready to bose. Gott! dis is not any blace in which one so goot as Miss Yohnsy shall lie sick. Some day I vill baint a masterpiece, and ve shall all go away. Gott! yes."

Johnsy was sleeping when they went upstairs. Sue pulled the shade down to the window-sill, and motioned Behrman into the other room. In there they peered out the window fearfully at the ivy vine. Then they looked at each other for a moment without speaking. A persistent, cold rain was falling, mingled with snow. Behrman, in his old blue shirt, took his seat as the hermit miner on an upturned kettle for a rock.

When Sue awoke from an hour's sleep the next morning she found Johnsy with dull, wide-open eyes staring at the drawn green shade.

"Pull it up; I want to see," she ordered, in a whisper.

Wearily Sue obeyed.

But, lo! after the beating rain and fierce gusts of wind that had endured through the livelong night, there yet stood out against the brick wall one ivy leaf. It was the last one on the vine. Still dark green near its stem, with its serrated edges tinted with the yellow of dissolution and decay, it hung bravely from the branch some twenty feet above the ground.

"It is the last one," said Johnsy. "I thought it would surely fall during the night. I heard the wind. It will fall to-day, and I shall die at the same time."

"Dear, dear!" said Sue, leaning her worn face down to the pillow, "think of me, if you won't think of yourself. What would I do?"

But Johnsy did not answer. The lonesomest thing in all the world is a soul when it is making ready to go on its mysterious, far journey. The fancy seemed to possess her more strongly as one by one the ties that bound her to friendship and to earth were loosed.

The day wore away, and even through the twilight they could see the lone ivy leaf clinging to its stem against the wall. And then, with the coming of the night the north wind was again loosed, while the rain still beat against the windows and pattered down from the low Dutch eaves.

When it was light enough Johnsy, the merciless, commanded that the shade be raised.

The ivy leaf was still there.

Johnsy lay for a long time looking at it. And then she called to Sue, who was stirring her chicken broth over the gas stove.

"I've been a bad girl, Sudie," said Johnsy. "Something has made that last leaf stay there to show me how wicked I was. It is a sin to want to die. You may bring a me a little broth now, and some milk with a little port in it, and - no; bring me a hand-mirror first, and then pack some pillows about me, and I will sit up and watch you cook."

And hour later she said:

"Sudie, some day I hope to paint the Bay of Naples."

The doctor came in the afternoon, and Sue had an excuse to go into the hallway as he left.

"Even chances," said the doctor, taking Sue's thin, shaking hand in his. "With good nursing you'll win." And now I must see another case I have downstairs. Behrman, his name is - some kind of an artist, I believe. Pneumonia, too. He is an old, weak man, and the attack is acute. There is no hope for him; but he goes to the hospital to-day to be made more comfortable."

The next day the doctor said to Sue: "She's out of danger. You won. Nutrition and care now - that's all."

And that afternoon Sue came to the bed where Johnsy lay, contentedly knitting a very blue and very useless woollen shoulder scarf, and put one arm around her, pillows and all.

"I have something to tell you, white mouse," she said. "Mr. Behrman died of pneumonia to-day in the hospital. He was ill only two days. The janitor found him the morning of the first day in his room downstairs helpless with pain. His shoes and clothing were wet through and icy cold. They couldn't imagine where he had been on such a dreadful night. And then they found a lantern, still lighted, and a ladder that had been dragged from its place, and some scattered brushes, and a palette with green and yellow colors mixed on it, and - look out the window, dear, at the last ivy leaf on the wall. Didn't you wonder why it never fluttered or moved when the wind blew? Ah, darling, it's Behrman's masterpiece - he painted it there the night that the last leaf fell."

Comprehension and discussion

1. Who was Mr. Behrman? How did he make a living?

2. What did he think of Sue and Johnsy?

3. What did Behrman say when Sue told him of Jhonsy's idea?

4. What was the weather like during jhonsy's illness?

5. What gave jhonsy the hope to get better?

6. How did Behrman catch pneumonia?

7. What do you think of Behrman's last act (and first pinting)?

8. What is pneumonia?

9. Do you know any artists? What kind of art do you enjoy?

10. Are most people as generous as Mr. Berhman? Give some examples

Ejercicios:

A  Usa cada uno de los siguientes términos en una oración

Pen name, an interesting twist, Bohemian, story (of a bulding), to make a living, to feel sure, patient, to succeed in, making someone feel something, vine, root, port wine, otherwise, fierce, canvas, to pose, model, pillow.

B  Circle the term on the right that has a SIMILAR meaning to the term on the left.

Example:

silly




seldom/sad/weak/foolish

1  scarcely



frequently/rapidly/rarely/usually

2  make up one's mind


hesitate/ prefer/ decide/ refuse

3. permit



refuse/ allow/ dare/ enjoy

4. perhaps



maybe/ always/ allow/ anyway

5. for instance



often/ for example/ fortunately/ forever

6. watchdog



madman/ clock/ guardian/ animal

7. there
is no hope


we're hopeful/ hope is everywhere/ it is always





possible/ it's useless

8. above



beneath/ over/ beside/ under

9. would rather



must/ ought to/ insist on/ prefer

10. resemble



look like/ occupy/ paint/ try

C. circle the word on the right that RHYMES with the word on the left.

Example:
would

gold/good/shoulder/loud

1. sign



lion/ line/ seen/ been

2. knees


niece/ peace/ sneeze/ face

3. comb


come/ tomb/ thumb/ home

4. could



cold/ pulled/ good/ soiled

5. drawer


far/ store/ near/ under

6. climb



limb/ dumb/ clam/ time

7. ache



catch/ touch/ take/ like

8. passed


least/ fast/ lasted/ hissed

9. was



cause/ has/ does/ is

10. mind


kind/ send/ hand/ pinned

D. change the following sentences first to the past tense and then to the present perfect tense.

Example:

they enjoy living among so many artists.




(they enjoyed living among so many artists)




(they have enjoyed living among so many artists)

1.- This adds to the interest of the place.

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

2.- They are living in a three-story building

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

3.- The artist is visiting the city.

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

4.- She lies on her bed all day

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

5.- is he worrying about it?

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

6.- She doesn't want to die.

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

7.- She is feeling very ill

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

8.- The doctor is leaving.

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

9.- The leaves will fall slowly

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

10. He works in his studio all afternoon

_____________________________________________________________

_____________________________________________________________

3.1  LECTURA

Examinen superficialmente el siguiente texto. De dónde creen que proviene?

a) de una revista científica

b) de un libro sobre el cerebro

c) de una revista popular

WHAT YOU EAT CAN AFFECT YOUR BRAIN
By Maya Pines

Chocolates  laced with a special nutrient to fight depression, enriched noodles to help memory, saltines to make you sleepy; these are but a few of the concoctions that researches are testing as they begin to understand how various food substances influence brain functions. People have always had theories about how food affect them- many insisting, for instance, that drinking hot milk makes them sleepy. But until recently scientists have kept aloof from such matters.

Now a growing number of researchers are studying how the brain responds to nutrients. They have discovered that our moods, our alertness, our ability to remember, even our perceptions of pain can be affected by what we eat. Their findings may lead not only to safer ways of influencing some of our states of mind, but also to possible treatments for aged patients, toa help their brains function better.

Much of the research has focussed on neurotransmitters, chemicals through which the brain's neurons, or nerve cells, communicate with one another at lightning speed. When you blink an aye or dredge up a memory, certain neurons in your brain manufacture and release neurotransmitters depends on the amount of various nutrients circulating in the blood, says Dr. Richard J. Wurtman, a neuroendocrinologist at M.I.T. Once food is broken-down into individual nutrients in the digestive tract, these nutrients enter the bloodstream and circulate trhough the brain, where a few of them penetrate the brain's neurons, affecting the production of neurotransmitters. This means, Dr. Wurtman notes, that "the brain is not above it all, as many researches thought, but is intimately influenced by what we eat."

  Ejercicios:

1) Apunten tres tipos de alimentación que están bajo investigación.

________________________
_______________________
______________________

2) Apunten cuatro factores afectados por lo que comemos.

________________________
_______________________
______________________

________________________

3) La comunicación dentro del cerebro se da entre:

a) neurotransmitters

b) neurons

c) los arriba mencionados

4) Las investigaciones sobre la relación que existe entre la alimentación y la función del cerebro  tiene:

a) 10 años

b) 30 años

c) el artículo no lo dice

d) 2 años y medio

2.- Complete the next diagram:

  





3.- Choose the correct answer:

1) Chocolates "laced with" a special nutrient, means:

a) elaborated

b) added to

c) lacy

d) none of the above

2) "Concoctions" that researches are testing, means:

a) mixtures

b) theories

c) nutrients

d) brain disorders

3) Scientists have kept "aloof" from such matters, means:

a) scientists have agreed

b) scientists have argued

c) scientists have remained distant

4) When you "dredge up" a memory it means to:

a) bury it

b) remember it

c) begrudge it

d) none of the above

5) The basic idea of the reading is:

a) food affect brain functions

b) brain disorders are the result of bad eating

c) new food concoctions researches are testing.

d) The importance of neurotransmitters.
B. Fill in the blanks in the following sentences with one of the terms from the list. Change the form if necessary.

To permit

inside out


to be able

In full view of

in addition


to put on

Toa double

to make a mistake

of course

Simple


microscope




Example: It was cold outside, so before we left the house we put on our coats

1.- The box was there on the mantelpiece ____________________ everyone in the room

2.- "Did you search the room"? he asked. "____________________ I did" I answered impatiently-

3.- He __________________ us to search the entire apartment.

4.- They ______________ the reward from 25,000 to 50,000

5.- If you want to examine the evidence carefully, you may have to look at it under a microscope.

6.- It's not quite as ___________ you think; it's much more complicated.

7.- ______________ to the house, we also searched the yard.

8.- We turned the room ______________ inside out looking for the letter, but we were unable to find it.


9.- I think I __________________ on my last test; I won't get a perfect score.

10.- ____________ you ___________to understand the directions? If not, I'll help you.

C. Place the adverb in its normal position in each sentence.

Example: He leaves the key in the drawer. (often)


   (He often leaves the key in the drawer)

1.- I ask for his advice before I do anything. (always)

___________________________________________

2.- She leaves the house before noon. (seldom)

___________________________________________

3.- He makes a mistake. (rarely)

___________________________________________

4.- He gives advice without being asked for it. (never)

____________________________________________

5.- It rains in the spring in New York. (often)

____________________________________________

6.- She reads aloud to her children. (hardly ever)

____________________________________________

7.- She looks out the window before she goes out. (always)

____________________________________________

8.- He wakes up before the alarm goes off. (rarely)

____________________________________________

9.- He was able to use that machine properly. (never)

____________________________________________

10.- I am at work by 9 a.m. (usually)

___________________________________________
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