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THE OLD MAN’S SHOP

Newton

Briggs, his friend.

An old man,

Manley, the owner of the hotel.

A room in a small country hotel. There is not much
light. Newton and Briggs have come to stay at the
hotel for the night. The Old Man is sitting on the
other side of the room.

Newton (looking at the book on the table in front
of them): Have you finished with that book? May
I read it now? I like to read in bed. I don’t sleep
very well in hotel bedrooms.

Briggs: Yes, you can have it, if you like. But if you
read this beok in bed you may not go to sleep at
all.

Newton: Oh? Why not?
Briggs: Read it and you’ll understand. It’s called
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THTIYAR ADAMIN DUKKANI

Newton

Briggs, arkadan,
Yash bir adam
Manley, ofelin sahibi.

Kiigiik bir tasra otelinde bir oda. Fazla 1sik yoktur.
Newton ile Briggs gece kalmak igin otele gelmisler-
dir. Yasli adam odanin &teki tarafinda oturmaktadir.

Newton (6nlerindeki masamin iizerindeki kitaba ba-
karak): Su kitapla isin bitti mi? S$imdi okuyabilir mi-
yim onu? Yatakta okumay: severim. Otel yatak oda-
larinda pek iyi uyuyamam.

Briggs: Evet, istersen alabilirsin. Fakat bu kitab:
yatakta okursan eger, hi¢ uyumayabilirsin.

Newton: A? Neden uyumaz musim?

Briggs: Oku onu ve anlayacaksin. Adi «Oliiler Hala



«The Dead Are Still With Us.» (He gives the book to
Newton) «All true storiess, the writer says. They’re
about these old buildings and the dead people who
are still seen in them at night.

Newton: I know, I know. Don’t tell me! They walk
at night with their heads under their arms! Or with-
out heads at all. I like reading that kind of book
but it doesn’t make me afraid at night. I don’t believe
in these things. They can’t be true.

Briggs: You may be right. I don’t believe in them
myself. But a book like this makes you think. I
was reading this book on the train. I looked at the
people with me and thought: Are these people here
alive or dead? How do I know?

Newton (laughing): If a man’s dead, he can’t come
back.

Briggs: But can we know this? We can’t know the
answer to this question until we are dead ourselves.

Newton: When something like this happens to me,
Tl believe it. But not before.

Briggs: I read a story in the newspaper only last
month. It was about a shopkeeper. I don’t remem-
ber the name of the place now. But this shopkeeper
died just after the war. He has been dead now
for years but people still hear him in his shop. They
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Bizimledir.» (kitabi Newton’a verir.) Yazar, ‘Hepsi
gergek hikdyeler’ oldugunu soylilyor. Bu eski bina-
larla geceleyin iglerinde hila goriinen ©lii insanlar
hakkinda onlar.

Newton: Biliyorum, biliyorum. Bana anlatma! Ge-
celeyin kafalar1 kollar1 altinda yiiriirler! Ya da hig
kafasiz. O gesit kitab1 okumay1 severim, fakat gece-
leyin beni korkutmaz. Bu seylere inanmam ben.
Dogru olamazlar.

Briggs: Hakli olabilirsin. Onlara ben kendim de
inanmam. Fakat boyle bir kitap seni diisiindiiriir.
Bu kitab1 trende okuyordum. Beraberimdeki kisi-
lere baktim ve diisiindiim: Buradaki bu kisiler can-
It m1, yoksa Olii mii? Nasil anlarim?

Newton (giilerek): Bir adam 0liiyse, geri dénemez.

Briggs: Fakat bunu bilebilir miyiz? Biz kendimiz &-
lene kadar bu sorunun cevabini bilemeyiz.

Newton: Boyle birsey basima geldigi zaman ona ina-
nacagim. Fakat daha Once degil.

Briggs: Gazetede daha gegen ay bir hikdye okudum.
Bir diikkanc1 hakkindaydi. Simdi yerin admi hatir-
lamiyorum. Fakat bu diikkanci savastan hemen son-
ra Olmiistii. Simdi yillardir Oliidiir, fakat halk hala
onu diikkaninda isitiyor. Geceleyin onun diikkaninda
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hear noises and see a light in his shop at night.

Newton: But that must be the shopkeeper who lives
there now.

Briggs: No, it can’'t be. No one lives there now.
People have bought the shop but they've always
sold it again quickly because they hear these noises.
The old man who lived there always worked late
at night. And now he still comes back.

Newton: Oh, I don’t believe these stories. They write
them to make people buy the newspaper.

Old Man (speaking for the first time): A lot of
people have heard these noises. They have seen the
light in the shop with their own eyes.

Newton (looking at the Old Man):- But have you
seen him?

The Old Man does not answer this question.

Old Man: Some of these stories may be true. I
remember a story that my father once told me.

Briggs: Yes?

Old Man (looking at Newton): You may not believe
it.

Newton: I shall not believe it. But I'm ready to hear
your story.
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giiriiltiiler duyuyor ve bir 151k gdriiyorlar,

Newton: Fakat bu simdi orada yagayan diikk4nci ol-
mal.

Briggs: Hayir, olamaz. Simdi orada kimse yasami-
yor. Insanlar diikkdm satin aldi ama, bu giiriiltiileri
duyduklan icin onu gabucak tekrar sattilar hep. Ora-
da oturan yash adam gece geg vakte kadar gahisird:
daima. Ve simdi hala geri geliyor.

Newton: Ya, bu hikayelere inanmiyorum. Gazeteyi
halka satin aldirmak igin onlarn1 yazyorlar,

Yash adam (ilk defa konusarak): Epey insan bu gii-
riiltiileri isitmis. Diikkandaki 15131 kendi gozleriyle
gormiisler.

Newton (yash adama bakarak): Fakat siz onu gor-
diiniiz mii?

Yash adam bu soruya cevap vermez.

Yash adam: Bu hikéyelerin bazlar1 dofru olabilir.
Babamin bir zamanlar bana anlattify bir hikayeyi
hatirhyorum.

Briggs: Evet?
Yash adam (Newton’a bakarak): Inanmayabilirsiniz.
Newton: Inanmayacagim. Fakat hikfyenizi isitmeye

hazirim.
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Briggs: Yes, tell us.

Old Man: A young man who lived in this town went
to fight in the war. He was in love with a girl and
he wanted to marry her before he went away. She
loved him but she didn’t want to get married until
after the war. So he went off and, like many other
men, he was killed. His father and mother got a
letter one day, telling them the bad news. Then
they had to tell the girl. When they got to her
home, she was looking very happy. Before they
could speak, she said: «Why hasn’t he come
with you? Is he coming later?» They couldn’t
understand her. Then she told them. The night be-
fore, the young man came to see her. They talked
for a long time and then he went away again.

Briggs: But the young man was dead.

Old Man: Yes, he was dead. He was killed days
before. But he came to the girl’s house. She saw
him and she talked to him. What do you say about
that?

Newton: I don’t believe a word of it! It’s only a
young girl’s story. She was alone when she saw the
young man. These stories are all the same. If two
people see something...

Old Man: That may happen. (He gets up) But I
have to go now.
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Briggs: Evet, anlatin bize.

. Yash adam: Bu kasabada yasayan bir geng adam
savasta ¢arpismaya gitti. Bir kiza seviyordu ve git-
meden Once onunla evlenmeyi istiyordu. O da onu
seviyordu, fakat savagtan sonraya kadar evlenmek
istemiyordu. Bdylece gekip gitti ve diger birgok er-
kekler gibi Oldiiriildii. Annesiyle babas1 onlara kotii
haberi veren bir mektup aldi giiniin birinde. Sonra
kiza s6ylemek zorunda kaldilar. Onun evine vardik-
larinda o ¢ok mutlu goriiniiyordu. Konusmalarindan
once ‘Nicin sizinle birlikte gelmedi?’ dedi. «Daha
sonra mi geliyor?» Onu anlayamadilar. O zaman on-
lara anlatti. Onceki gece geng adam onu gérmeye
gelmisti. Uzun bir siire konusmuslard: ve sonra yine
uzaklasmist1.

Briggs: Fakat geng adam Olmiistii.

Yashh adam: Evet, Olmiistii. Giinlerce Once Oldii-
rillmiistii. Fakat kizin evine geldi. Onu gordii ve
onunla konustu. Buna ne dersiniz?

Newton: Tek kelimesine (bile) inanmiyorum! Geng

.....

yalnizdi. Bu hikéyelerin hepsi aymdir. Eger iki kisi
birsey goriirse...

Yashh adam: Bu olabilir. (Ayaga kalkar). Fakat sim-
di gitmem gerekiyor.
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Briggs: Have something to drink before you go.

Old Man: No, thank you. I have a lot of work to do
in my shop along the road. Good night.

Briggs: Good night.

The Old Man goes out. The two men sit without
speaking. Then Manley, the owner of the hotel
comes in. He puts on the light.

Manley: Dinner will be ready in an hour. Can I
get anything for you?

Briggs: No, thank you. We were just talking,

Newton: About dead men who come back. There
was an old man here just now who told us a good
story.

Manley: An old man? Here? But no one has come
into the hotel or gone out. I can always hear the
noise of the door.

Briggs: But he left just before you came into the
room.

Manley: No, no, I was just outside the door.
Newton: But we saw him, Mr Manley.
Manley: What did he look like?

Newton: We did not see him very well. The light
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Briggs: Gitmeden Once birsey igin.

Yasli adam: Héylr, tesekkiir ederim. Yol boyunda-
ki diikkdmmda yapilacak ¢ok isim var. lyi geceler.

Briggs: 1yi geceler.

Yash adam gikar. 1ki erkek konusmaksizin oturur-
lar. Sonra otelin sahibi Manley igeri girer. Isig1 ya-
kar.

Manley: Yemek bir saate kadar hazir olacak. Bir-
sey getireyim mi?

Briggs: Hayir, tesekkiir ederim. Konusuyorduk sa-
dece.

Newton: Geri gelen 6lii adamlar hakkinda. Burada
bize iyi bir hikiye anlatan yash bir adam vard: az
Once.

Manley: Yash bir adam mi? Burada mi1? Fakat ote-
le hi¢ kimse girip ¢ikmadi ki. Kapinin sesini daima
duyabilirim.

Briggs: Fakat siz odaya girmeden az Once ayrildi.
Manley: Hayir, hayir, ben kapmin tam disindaydim.
Newton: Fakat onu goérdiik, Bay Manley.

Manley: Nasildi?

Newton: Onu pek iyi gérmedik. Isik agik degildi.
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wasn’t on.
Briggs: He has a shop, he said. Along the road.

Manley: But there isn’t a shop near here. There
was a shop but no one lives there now. Oh! An old
man, did you say? (Mr. Manley's face becomes
very white. He sits down.) Oh, no, he can’t come
here! He has never come here before.

Newton: What’s the matter, Mr. Manley?
Briggs: Why can’t he come here? Who is he?

Manley: I don’t believe it. I’'ve never believed those
stories about him.

Newton: What stories?

Manley: He comes back to work in his shop at
night, people say. No, no, it can’t be true.

Briggs: Is he the shopkeeper who...?

Manley: Oh, you’ve heard about him, have you?
Newton: He had work to do. He told us that.
Briggs and Newton look at each other.

Manley: You mustn’t tell anyone about this. If
people hear about it, they will not come to my hotel
any more. You can stay here without paying for
the room. But please don’t tell anyone.
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Briggs: Bir diikkkdm oldugunu sdyledi. ‘Yol boyun-
daymus.

Manley: Fakat buraya yakin bir diikkdn yok. Bir
diikkdn vardi ama, simdi orada kimse oturmuyor.
O! Yash bir adam mi demistiniz? (Bay Manley’in
yiizii bembeyaz kesilir. Oturur.) O, hayir, buraya ge-
lemez! Daha 6nce buraya hi¢ gelmedi.

Newton: Ne var, Bay Manley?
Briggs: Buraya nicin gelemez? Kim o?

Manley: Inanmiyorum. Hakkindaki o hikayelere hig
inanmadim.

Newton: Ne hikayeleri?

Manley: Halk onun geceleyin diikkaninda galismak
icin geri geldigini sGyliiyor. Hayir, hayir, dogru ola-
maz.

Briggs: O diikkdnc1 mu hani...?

Manley: A, onu isittiniz demek?

Newton: Yapilacak isleri varmis. Bize Oyle dedi.
Briggs ile Newton bakisirlar.

Manley: Bunu kimseye sOylememelisiniz. Halk du-
yarsa artik otelime gelmez. Oda parasi ddemeksizin
burada kalabilirsiniz. Fakat kimseye sOylemeyin,
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Briggs and Newton get up.
Manley: I'll give you a good dinner, too. All for
nothing.

Briggs: Er, thank you, Mr. Manley. I've just
remembered. I have to go back to London tonight.
At once.

Newton: Yes, it's very kind of you, Mr. Manley.
I have to go too. We'll get something to eat on the
train. Good night.

They go out, leaving Manley alone.
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Briggs ile Newton kalkar.

Manley: Size iyi bir aksam yemegi de verecegim.

Hepsi parasiz.

Briggs: Sey, tesekkiir ederim, Bay Manley, Simdi
hatirladm. Bu gece Londra’ya donmem gerekiyor.
Hemen.

Newton: Evet, ¢cok naziksiniz, Bay Manley. Ben de
gitmek zorundaymn. Trende birseyler yeriz. lyi ge-
celer.

Manley’i yalmz birakarak gikarlar.
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz «The old man’s shop» isimli hikaye ile
ilgili bu sorular1 cevaplandinmz.

1. Who has come to stay at the hotel for the
night?

What is there on the table in front of them?
Who likes to read in bed?

Can he sleep if he reads this book in bed?
What is the title of the book?

Where was Briggs reading the books?
Does he believe these stories?

When did the shopkeeper die?

Who lives in the shop now?

Who is speaking for the first time?

11. What does he tell?

12. What is the story about?

13. Who was killed at war?

14. Could they marry?

15. Did she see the young man?

16. Does Newton believe the story?

17. When will he believe it?

18. Who comes in?

19. Who is he?

)
SENE R ol
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20.
21.
22.
23.
24,
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31
32.

What does he do?

Where is the shop of the old man?

Has he a lot of work there?

When will dinner be ready?

Did the owner of the hotel see the old man?
What were they doing?

What can he hear?

Who was just outside the door?

What happens to the face of Mr. Manley?
Who is the old man?

Do they stay or leave after this?

Where do they go?

Where will they eat?
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RICHARD THE WRITER

Richard King worked in a bank but, like many
young men, he did not like his work.

«This isn’t the kind of life for me,» he often said
to his friends in the bank, «I want to be a writer. I
can’t write books about life in a bank, can I? I must
see life. I must go to other countries and meet the
people of those places. Then I'll be able to write
books about them. Everyone will read my books and
when they see me in the street, they’ll say: ‘Look,
that’s Richard King, the well-known writer!’»

His friends in the bank called him this too: «‘Richard
the writer.” It made everyone laugh, except Richard.
It made him a little angry.

«I must write a book,» he said to himself, «I must,
I must, I must! — If I don’t write a book, they’ll
laugh at me all my life.» :

Richard’s father and mother were dead; so he lived
by himself in a small hotel near the station. He liked
it there. His room was small but it was clean and the
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YAZAR RICHARD

Richard King bir bankada galisirds, fakat gogu geng
adamlar gibi isini sevmezdi.

«Bu bana gore hayat bigimi degil,» derdi sik sik ban-
kadaki arkadaglarina. «Yazar olmak istiyorum. Ban-
kadaki hayat hakkinda kitaplar yazamam, degil mi?
Hayati1 gérmeliyim. Baska iilkelere gitmeli, o yer-
lerin halkiyla tanismaliyim. O zaman onlar hakkinda
kitaplar yazabilecegim. Herkes kitaplarimi okuyacak
ve beni sokakta gordiikleri zaman diyecekler ki:
«Bak, bu taninmis yazar, Richard King'dir!»

Bankadaki arkadaslar1 da onu boyle ¢agirdilar: «Ya-
zar Richard.» Bu, Richard’dan baska herkesi giildiir-
dii. Onu biraz kizdirdi.

Kendi kendine: «Bir kitap yazmaliymm,» dedi. «Yaz-
maliyim, yazmaliyim, yazmaliyim!... Eger bir ki-
tap yazmazsam, tiim Omriim boyunca benimle alay
edecekler. »

Richard’in babasi ve annesi 6lmiis oldugundan, o ken-
di bagmna istasyon yakinindaki kiigiik bir otelde ya-
sardi. Orasim begenirdi. Odas1 ufakti ama, temizdi
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food was good. But most of all he liked it because
there were a lot of new faces to see every day. People
were always coming and going. He met many of these
people when he had his dinner in the hotel at night.

He always ate at the same table near the window.
From there he could see everyone in the room. When
the hotel was full, the owner put someone at
Richard’s table. Richard liked that very much. He
was not a good talker himself but he liked to hear
other people talk. In this way he got to know a lot
of things about people. He made a note of these
things in a book that he kept in his room. Before
he went to sleep at night he always wrote these
notes in his book.

«This is the way to become a writer,» he told him-
self. «A writer has to keep notes. One day I may be
able to write a book about these people who come to
the hotel. Who knows?» .

Then a great thing happened to Richard. One night
when the hotel was full, a man came to sit at his
table. As they had dinner, the man talked about
many things. He talked a lot about the places that
he knew. At first he did not talk much about himself.
Richard did not talk much at all. But he asked a
lot of questions. He looked at the man’s face with
care. He wanted to make notes about him in his
notebook. «Big head, very large ears. I'll make a
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ve yiyecek iyi idi. Ama daha ¢ok her giin goriilecek
bir siirii yeni yiiz oldugu i¢in onu severdi. Insanlar
daima gelip gidiyorlardi. Geceleyin otelde yemegini
yerken bu insanlarin ¢oguyla karsilasirdi.

Daima pencere yanmindaki aym masada yerdi. Ora-
dan odadaki herkesi gorebilirdi. Otel dolu olunca,
sahibi birini Richard’in masasmna koyardi Richard
bunu pek severdi. Kendisi konuskan degildi ama,
baskalarinin konusmasim duymaktan hoslanirdi. Bu
sekilde insanlar hakkinda bir siirii ey 6grenirdi. Bu
seyleri odasinda sakladigx bir deftere not ederdi. Ge-
celeyin uykuya yatmadan &nce bu notlar1 daima def-
terine yazardu

Kendi kendine: «Yazar olmanin yolu budur,» derdi.
«Bir yazar notlar almalhdir. Giiniin birinde otele-ge-
len bu insanlar hakkinda bir kitap yazabilirim. Kim
bilir?»

Sonra Richard’in bagma biiyiik birsey geldi. Bir ge-
ce otel doluyken bir adam masasina oturmaya geldi.
Aksam yemegini yedikleri sirada, adam ¢ok sey hak-
kinda konustu. Bildigi yerler hakkinda ¢ok konus-
tu. Once kendi hakkinda fazla konusmadi Richard
hi¢ de ¢ok konusmadi Fakat bir siirii soru sordu.
Adamm yiiziine dikkatle bakt.. Onun hakkinda, def-
terine notlar almak istedi. «Biiyiik bas, pek koca-
man kulaklar. Biitiin bunlar1 kaydedecegim,» dedi
kendi kendine.
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note of all this,» he said to himself.

After dinner, they had one or two drinks and Ri-
chard began to talk too. He told the man about his
troubles.

«I work in a bank,» said Richard, «but I am not
happy there.»

«In a bank?» said the man, «But that’s a good place
to work, isn’t it? They pay you well.»

«Yes, I'm well paid,» said Richard. «But I don’t
like my work at all. I want to be a writer.»

«Oh, I may be able to help you,» said the man.
«You see, I am a writer.»

Richard nearly jumped off his chair when he heard
that. «At last,» he thought, «I've met a writer!»

«Yes,» the man said, «I've written many books.
But I haven’t made much money. I'm afraid I'm
still a poor man.»

«But does that matter?» asked Richard. «People
read your books. They know you.»

«Oh, yes,» said the man sadly. «People know me.>»

Richard bought two more drinks. He began to ask
the man a lot of questions.

«How can I begin to write a book?» he asked.
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Yemekten sonra, bir iki icki igtiler ve Richard da
konusmaya baslad:. Adama dertlerinden s6z agti.

«Bir bankada calisirim,» dedi Richard. «Fakat ora-
da mutlu degilim.»

«Bir bankada mi1?» dedi adam. «Fakat galismak igin
iyi bir yer, degil mi? Size iyi para verirler.»

«Evet, iyi para aliyorum,» dedi Richard. «Fakat
isimi hi¢ sevmiyorum. Yazar olmak istiyorum.»

«O, belki size yardim edebilirim,» dedi adam._«An-
layacagimz, ben bir yazarim. »

Bunu isitince Richard neredeyse iskemlesinden sigri-
yordu. «Sonunda,» diye diisiindii, «bir yazarla tanig-
am'»

.«Evet,» dedi adam. «Cok kitap yazdm. Fakat fazla
para kazanmadim. Korkarim (maalesef), hald yok-
sul bir adamm.»

aFakat bunun 6nemi var mi?» diye sordu Richard.
«Halk kitaplarimzi okuyor. Sizi tamiyorlar.»

<0, evet,» dedi adam iiziintiiyle. «Halk beni tani
yor.»

Richard iki icki daha aldi. Adama bir siirii soru
sormaya basladi.

«Bir kitap yazmaya nasil baslayabilirim?» diye sordu.
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«Write about something that you know well,» the
man told him.

«But I only know about work in a bank,» Richard
said. «People don’t want to read about that.»

«Oh, I don’t know,» the man answered. «Think of
all the people who come to your bank, every day!
You can write a book about them.»

«How can I?» asked Richard. «Tell me.»

«I'll try,» said the man. «But let us have another
drink first.»

«Now,» he said, when they had their drinks, «I'll
help you to write a story. Many kinds of people
come to your bank. Some of them must be very
rich. Who is the richest?»

Richard thought for a time. Then he said:

«Mr. Bond, I think. Yes, he’s the richest man. He
has ten shops in this city. He makes a lot of money.»

«Now, this Mr. Bond,» said the man, «is he like
other rich men?»

«No,» said Richard, «in some ways he is not the
same.»

¢«Tell me about him,» said the man. «Tell me all
about Mr. Bond.»
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«lyi bildiginiz bir sey hakkinda yazin,» dedi adam.
«Fakat ben sadece bankadaki galismay: biliyorum,»
dedi Richard. «Halk bunu okumak istemez.»

«O, bilmiyorum,» diye adam cevap verdi. «Hergiin
bankaniza gelen biitiin kisileri diisiiniin! Onlar hak-
kinda bir kitap yazabilirsiniz.»

«Nasil yapabilirim?» diye sordu Richard. «Bana soy-
leyin.»

«Calisacagim,» dedi adam. «Fakat once bir icki da-
ha igelim.»

1gkilerini igince, «Simdi,» dedi. «Bir hikdye yazma-
mz igin size yardim edecegim. Cok tiirde insan ban-
kaniza geliyor. Onlarin bazilar1 pek zengin olmal
En zengini kimdir?»

Richard bir siire diisiindii. Sonra §dyle dedi:

«Bay Bond, sanirim. Evet, en zengin adam odur.
Bu schirde on diikkan1 var. Cok para kazanir.»

«Simdi, bu Bay Bond,» dedi adam, «Otcki zengin
adamlar gibi midir?»

«Hayir,» dedi Richard, «bazi bakimdan aymi degil-
dir.n

«Onu anlatin bana,» dedi adam. «Bay Bond hakkin-
daki herseyi anlatin bana.»
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«Mr. Bond has ten shops, as I told you, and a Jot
of men work for him. But his clothes are old, like
the clothes of a poor man. He comes to the bank
himself every morning. He takes the money from
his ten shops and brings it to the bank himself. He
doesn’t send a man with it. He comes just after the
bank has opened so that he doesn’t have to wait.
And he always carries his money in a dirty old bag.
This makes us all laugh because he’s a rich man. But
he has always brought his money in that bag.»

The man asked Richard a lot of other questions.
Richard told him everything about Mr. Bond. Then
the man said:

«You see, there is your story. I can’t write it for
you but if you try, you can write a very good story
about Mr. Bond.»

«You're right,» said Richard. «I understand now.

Tomorrow I'll begin to write a story about Mr.
Bond.»

The man bought two more drinks. They drank
them and after that the man said:

«Now it’s time for bed. I have to catch a train in
the morning. I may not see you then. But when I
come here again. I'll bring you some of my books.
And you’ll be able to read me your story!s
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«Size sdyledigim gibi, Bay Bond’un on diikkam var,
ve bir siiri adam onu icin calisiyor. Fakat elbise-
leri eskidir, yoksul bir adamin giysileri gibidir. Her
sabah bankaya kendisi gelir. On diikkanindan pa-
ray1 alir ve bankaya onu kendisi getirir. Onunla bir
adam yollamaz. Banka agildiktan az sonra gelir ki
beklemek zorunda kalmaz. Ve parasini daima kirli
bir eski canta icinde tasir. Zengin bir adam oldu-
gundan bu hepimizi giildiiriir. Fakat parasini daima
o canta icinde getirmistir.»

Adam Richard’a bir siirii soru sordu. Richard ona
Bay Bond hakkindaki herseyi soyledi. Sonra adam:

«Gorilyorsunuz ya, iste hikdyeniz,» dedi. «Onu si-
zin icin yazamam ama, ugrasirsaniz, Bay Bond hak-
kinda pek iyi bir hikiye yazabilirsiniz.»

«Haklisiniz,» dedi Richard. «Simdi anliyorum. Ya-
rin Bay Bond hakkinda bir hikdye yazmaya basla-
yacagim. »

Adam iki icki daha aldi Onlan ictiler ve ondan
sonra adam dedi ki:

«Simdi yatma vakti. Sabahleyin trene yetismem ge-
rek. O zaman sizi gérmeyebilirim. Fakat buraya tek-
rar geldigim zaman size kitaplarimdan birkacini ge-
tirecegim. Ve hikdyenizi bana okuyabileceksiniz!»
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Richard thanked him for his help. He said good
night and went to his room. He wrote some notes
in his book about the man. He was very tired but
he could not sleep.

«I’ve drunk too much,» he thought.

In the morning Richard was not at all well. He got
up and telephoned the bank.

«I’'m not well,» he told them. «I can’t come to work
today.»

After that he went back to bed and slept. In the
afternoon two of his friends came to see him.

«Have you heard the news?» one of them asked
Richard.

«What news?» asked Richard. «I've been in bed
all day. I haven’t heard anything.»

«Oh,» said one of them. «It’s about Mr Bond. He
was coming to the bank this morning. He was near
the bank when a man jumped out, hit Mr. Bond
hard and took his bag. Then the man ran off.»

«He stole a lot of money,» said the other friend.
«Mr. Bond had nearly three hundred pounds in his
bag this morning.»

«What did the thief look like?» asked Richard.
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Yardim icin Richard ona tesekkiir etti. Iyi geceler
dedi ve odasma gitti. Adam hakkinda defterine ba-
z1 notlar aldi. Cok yorgundu ama uyuyamad.

«Cok fazla ictim,» diye diisiindii.

Sabahleyin Richard hig de iyi degildi. Kalkti1 ve ban-
kaya telefon etti.

«lyi degilim,» dedi onlara. «Bugiin ise gelemeyece-
gim.»

Ondan sonra yatagina dondii ve uyudu. Ogleden
sonra arkadaslarindan ikisi onu gérmeye geldi.

Onlardan biri Richard’a sordu: «Haberi duydun mu?»

«Ne haberini?» diye sordu Richard. «Biitiin giin ya-
taktaydim. Higbir sey duymadim.»

«O,» dedi onlardan biri. «Bay Bond hakkindadir. Bu
sabah bankaya geliyordu. Bir adam sigrayip gikarak
Bay Bond’a sertce vurup ¢antasini aldigi zaman ban-
ka yakinindaydi. Sonra adam kosup kagti.»

Oteki arkadas: «Epey para ¢aldi,» dedi. «Bay Bond’-
un cantasinda bu sabah neredeyse li¢ yiiz paund’u
vardi »

«Hirsiz nasildi?» (Neye benziyordu?) diye Richard
sordu.
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«No one saw him except Mr. Bond,» was the
answer. «The man had a cloth over his face. But
Mr. Bond remembers one thing. The man had very
large ears...»

aVery large ears!» said Richard. «Oh!» His face
became very white.

«What’s the matter, Richard?» they said. «You look
ill. Shall we send for a doctor?»...

Not long after that, Richard left the bank. Why?
you will ask. Richard did not steal the money him-
self. He was not a thief. That is true—and no one
ever knew about Richard and ‘the writer’, because
Richard was afraid to tell anyone. The thief was
never caught. But Richard’s life changed. He became
a writer, at last. He wrote a book of stories and made
a lot of money from it. One of the stories in the
book—and the best, I think—was about a young
man who worked in a bank. One day this young man
who lived in a small hotel near the station... But you
don’t want me to tell you the story again, do you?

36



«Bay Bond’dan baska kimse gérmemis onu,» idi ce-
vap. «Adamin yiiziinde bir bez vardi. Fakat Bay
Bond tek sey hatirhiyor. Adamin pek kocaman ku-
laklar1 varmis...»

«Pek kocaman kulaklar!» dedi Richard. «O!» Yii-
zii becmbeyaz oldu.

«Ne var, Richard?» dediler. Hasta goriiniiyorsun.
Bir doktor gagirtalim mi?...»

Bundan az sonra Richard bankadan ayrildi. Nigin?
diye soracaksiniz. Richard’in kendisi paray1 ¢alma-
di. O hirsiz degildi. Bu dogrudur — Richard herhan-
gi birine sOylemekten korktugu icin hi¢ kimse Ri-
chard ile ‘yazar’ Ogrenemedi. Hirsiz asla yakalan-
madi. Fakat Richard’in hayat1 degisti. Nihayet o bir
yazar oldu. Bir hikaye kitab1 yazdi ve ondan ¢ok pa-
ra kazandi Kitaptaki hikayelerden biri — en iyisi,
sanirmm — bankada calisan bir gen¢ adam hakkin-
daydi. istasyon yakinindaki kiiciik bir otelde yasa-
yan bu gen¢ adam giiniin birinde... Fakat hikaye-
yi size tekrar anlatmam istemezsiniz, degil mi?
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz, «Richard the writers isimli hikaye ile
ilgili bu sorular1 cevaplandiriniz.

[ S N e el e )
VXA bhwb =

w
oo

)
PO A WD =

Where did Richard work?

Did he like his work or not?

What does he want to be?

When will he be able to write books?
Who will read his books?

What do his friends in the bank call him?
What must he do?

Where did Richard live?

Where was the hotel?

. Where did he eat at night?

What did the owner do?

What did Richard do before he went to sleep?
Where did he keep his book?

Who has to keep notes?

What happened to Richard?

How did he look at the man’s face?

What kind of man was he?

What did they do as they had dinner?

Who talked at first?

Did Richard tell him about his troubles?



21.
22.
23,
24,
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32,

Is Richard well paid?

What does he think the man is?
Does he give some advice?

Whom does he ask questions about?
What kind. of man is Mr. Bond?
How many shops has he there?
When does he come to the bank?
Does he send a man?

How was Richard the next day?
Did he go to work?

How was the thief?

What did Richard become in the end?

39



THE MAN WHO TALKED TOO MUCH

Fred Crane was a great talker. He liked talking
more than anything else in life. It was like food
and drink to him. When he went to stay in a hotel,
it did not take him long to meet and talk to every-
one there. Sometimes when he got on a train, no
one was talking, but Fred soon made the people
talk. He could not sit with people who were not
talking.

But Fred has changed. In a way, he is not the
same man at all now. He does not talk much these
days. He never talks to people if he does not know
them. Something happened to make Fred change.
This story is about that.

One day last year Fred had to go on journey to a big
town in another part of England. I do not remem-
ber the name of the place but that does not matter.
At the time he was buying and selling old cars. He
was making a lot of money. He often carried two
or three hundred pounds with him in his bag be-
cause many people like to have ready money when
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COK FAZLA KONUSAN ADAM

Fred Crane ok konuskandi. Hayatta baska hersey-
den cok konusmay: severdi. Ona yiyecek, icecek
gibiydi. Kalmak i¢cin bir otele gittiginde, oradaki her-
kesle tanisip konusmasi uzun siirmezdi. Bazen bir
trene bindiginde hic kimse konusmuyordu, fakat cok
gecmeden Fred insanlar1 konustururdu. Konusma-
yan kisilerle oturamazdi.

Fakat Fred degisti. Bir bakima simdi ayni insan de-
gil hic. Bu giinlerde fazla konusmaz. Eger tanimi-
yorsa insanlarla asla konusmaz. Fred’i degistiren bir
sey oldu. Bu hikdye onun hakkindadir.

Gegen yil bir giin Fred Ingiltere’'nin bir baska bo-
liimiindeki biiyiik bir kasabaya kadar yolculuk yap-
mak zorunda kalmisti. Yerin adini hatirlamiyorum,
fakat bu 6nemli degil. O siralarda eski arabalar alip
satiyordu. Cok para kazaniyordu. Bir sey satarken
¢ogu kimse hazir para almaktan hoslandi1 icin ya-
nindaki cantasinda ekseriya iki veya ii¢ yiiz paund
tasiyordu.
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they sell something.

Fred went by train because there was always some-
one to talk to. That day he found a place with three
other people, two men and a woman. One of the
men, who was sitting next to the window, put a
newspaper over his face as soon as the train left
the station and tried to go to sleep. Fred was sitting
next to him. The other man and the woman were
ready to talk.

For the first part of the journey they talked about
many things. Only the man next to the window did
not take part. He slept with the newspaper over his
face. After a time the three began to talk about
money.

«Money isn’t everything,» said the man, who was
a doctor. «I work to save people’s lives, not to make
money. I don’t want a lot of money.»

«But a man must have money,» said Fred. «If he
hasn’t money, he may do something bad because of
this.»

sRich people are often bad, too,» said the woman.

«That’s very true,» said Fred, «but a poor man
may become bad just because he hasn’t any money.
He may steal. Money changes people’s lives.»

The doctor laughed.
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Daima konusacak biri oldugundan, Fred trenle gi-
derdi. O giin baska ii¢ kisi, iki erkek, bir kadinl
bir yer buldu. Pencereye bitisik oturan adamlardan
biri tren istasyondan ayriir ayrilmaz yiiziine bir
gazete koydu ve uykuya dalmaya calisti. Fred onun
yaninda oturuyordu. Oteki adamla kadin konusma-
ya hazirdi

Yolculugun ilk bdliimiinde birgok sey hakkinda ko-
nustular. Sadece pencere bitisigindeki adam katil-
mad1. Gazete yiiziinde uyudu. Bir siire sonra iigii pa-
ra hakkinda konusmaya basladilar.

Doktor olan adam: «Para hersey degildir,» dedi.
«Para kazanmak igin degil, insanlarin hayatim kur-
tarmak igin calisirin. Cok para istemem.»

«Fakat bir adamin paras1 olmaldir,» dedi Fred. «Pa-
ras1 yoksa eger, o bu yiizden fena birsey yapabi-
lir.»

«Zengin kimseler de ¢cogu zaman fenadirlar,» dedi
kadin.

«Pek dogru,» dedi Fred, «fakat sirf parasi olmadi-
g1 icin yoksul bir adam fena olabilir. Calabilir. Pa-
ra insanlarin hayatlarimt degistirir.»

Doktor giildii.
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«Have you ever stolen anything?» he asked Fred.

«Yes, I have. Everyone’s stolen something,» said
Fred.

«What did you stecal?» asked the doctor. «Did you
steal something from a shop when you were a small
boy?

Fred thought: «Now I can make them talk! I'll tell
them a good story.»

«No,» he answered. «It wasn’t like that. I'll tell you
about it. I was a young man at the time. I was in
love with a very pretty girl. I wanted her to fall in
love with me. I wanted to give her nice things but I
had very little money. Then one day I saw a ring in
a shop window. It was a beautiful ring, the kind of
ring that all girls like. But where could I get the
money for it? I hadn’t got any money. There was
only one answer. I had to steal this ring.»

«I went into the shop and asked to see a lot of
things there. The ring was one of them. When the
shopkeeper turned his back, I stole the ring. It wasn’t
hard at all.»

«But did you give that ring to the girl?» asked the
woman.

«No, I wasn’t able to give it to her,» said Fred.
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«Herhangi birsey caldimiz mu hi¢?» diye Fred’e
sordu.

«Evet, caldim. Herkes birsey ¢almistir.» dedi Fred.

«Ne caldimiz?» diye sordu doktor. «Kiigiik bir co-
cukken bir diikkidndan bir sey mi galdiniz?

Fred diisiindii: ‘Simdi onlar1 konusturabilirim! On-
lara iyi bir hikdye anlatacagim.’

«Hayir,» diye cevap verdi. «Oyle degildi (6yle ol-
madi). Onu anlatacagim size. O zaman geng bir er-
kektim. Cok sirin bir kizi seviyordum. Onun bana
astk olmasim istiyordum. Ona giizel seyler vermek
istiyordum ama pek az param vardi. Sonra bir giin
vitrinde bir yiiziik gordiim. Giizel bir yiiziiktii, tiim
kizlarin begenecegi tiirden. Fakat onun parasini ne-
reden bulacaktim? Hig param yoktu ki. Sadece tek
bir cevap vardi. Bu yiiziigii ¢almak zorundaydim.

«Diikkéna girdim ve oradaki bir siirii seyi gormek is-
tedim. Yiiziik onlardan biriydi. Diikkanci sirtin1 don-
diigii zaman yiiziigii caldim. Hi¢ de zor degildi.»

- Kadin, «Fakat o yiiziigii kiza verdiniz mi?» diye
sordu.

«Hayir, veremedim,» dedi Fred. «O gece eve var-
digimda kendisinden (gelen) bir pusula buldum. Bas-
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When I got home that night, I found a note from
her. She didn’t want to see me again because she
was going to marry another man. So I stole the ring
for nothing! But after that I began to work hard. I
didn’t want to steal again. In five years I was rich.
I could buy a hundred rings like the one that I
stole. My life changed because I stole a ring. Was
that a bad thing?»

«No, you’re right,» said the doctor, who wanted to
tell a story too. «It was a bad thing to do but that
doesn’t matter. Something like that happened to me
too. But I wasn’t in love at the time. I was very
poor and I wanted to be a doctor. Nothing mattered
except this. Sometimes I didn’t have money to buy
food. I didn’t care. But I had to have books. With-
out books I couldn’t become a good doctor. My
friends, who had more money than me, often gave
me their books to read. But I couldn’t keep them for
a long time.»

«There was one big book that I had to have. All
doctors have to know this book well. How did I
get it? Yes, I stole it from a bookseller’s. I put it in
my bag and walked out of the shop with it. I was
afraid but not one saw me. Because of that book, I
was able to become a doctor and so I've been able
to save the lives of many people.»

«Life is just like that,» said Fred. He was very
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ka bir erkekle evlenecegi icin beni bir daha gérmek
istemiyordu. Boylece yiiziigii bir hi¢ yiiziine ¢almis-
tim. Fakat bundan sonra ¢ok calismaya basladim.
Tekrar ¢almak istemedim. Bes y1l icinde zengindim.
Caldigim gibi yiiz yiiziik satin alabilirdim. Bir yii-
ziik caldigim i¢in hayatim degisti. Bu fena birsey
miydi?»

«Hayir, haklisiniz,» dedi doktor; o da bir hikdye an-
latmak istiyordu. «Fena bir hareketti, fakat zarar
yok. Benim basima da bdyle birsey geldi. Fakat o
sirada astk degildim. Cok yoksuldum ve doktor ol-
mak istiyordum. Bundan bagka hicbir sey Onemli
degildi. Bazan yiyecek alacak param yoktu. Umur-
samiyordum. Fakat kitaplarim olmaliydi. Kitapsiz
iyi bir doktor olamazdim. Benden daha ¢ok paralar
olan arkadaslarim ¢ogu zaman okumak igin bana ki-
taplarim verirlerdi. Fakat onlar1 uzun bir siire tuta-
mazdim.»

«Sahip olmam gereken biiyiik bir kitap vardi. Biitiin.
doktorlarin bu kitab1 iyi bilmesi gerekir. Onu
nasil elde ettim? Evet, bir kitapcidan ¢aldim. Onu
cantama koydum ve onunla birlikte diikkandan yii-
riiylip ¢ciktim. Korktum ama, kimse beni gérmedi. O
kitabin yiizitnden doktor olabildim ve bdyle bir-
¢ok insanin hayatimi kurtarabildim.»

«Hayat iste boyledir,» dedi Fred. Kendinden (ha-
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pleased with himself. It made him happy to hear the
doctor’s story. Then he turned to the woman.

«Now what about you?» he asked. «Have you ever
stolen anything?»

The woman did not answer at once.

«Yes,» she said at last, «like you I have stolen. But
I stole more than once. I didn’t have to steal. My
father was rich. When I asked for something, he
gave it to me. I had everything. But this didn’t please
me. I wanted to get things, for myself. So I stole
them. »

«I did this for a long time and no one caught me.
Then once I went to stay with some friends of my
father’s at their big country house. A lot of other
people were staying in the house, too. That night,
when they were having dinner, I went into one of
the bedrooms and took some money from a man’s
coat. I took about ten pounds.»

«The next morning the man began to look for his
money. There was a lot of trouble because he couldn’t
find it. Everyone thought: ‘It’s the young girl who
cleans the rooms. She went into the bedroom when
we were having dinner.” No one thought of me. The
owner of the house wanted to send the young girl
away. I was sorry now. I had to stop him, so I said:
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linden) memnundu. Doktorun hikayesini duymak
(dinlemek) onu mutlu kilmisti. Sonra kadina don-
dii.

«Simdi size gelelim?» diye sordu. «Herhangi birsey
caldiniz m1 hi¢?»

Kadin hemen cevap vermedi.

«Evet,» dedi sonunda, «sizin gibi ben de ¢aldim. Fa-
kat ben bir kereden fazla c¢aldim. Calmak zorunda
degildim. Babam zengindi. Bir sey istedigisa zaman
verirdi bana. Herseyim vardi. Fakat bu beni mem-
nun etmezdi. Kendim icin Gteberi almak isterdim.
Boylece onlar1 calardim.»

«Bunu uzun bir siire yaptim ve kimse beni yakala-
madi. Sonra bir keresinde babamin bazi arkadas-
lariyla birlikte onlarin biiyiik sayfiye evinde kalmaya
gittim. Evde daha baska birgok kimse de kaliyordu.
O gece, onlar aksam yemegini yerken, yatak oda-
larindan birine girdim ve bir erkek ceketinden bir
miktar para aldim. Asagi yukar: on paund aldim.»

«Ertesi sabah adam parasin1 aramaya basladi. Onu
bulamadig: icin hayli patirdi oldu. Herkes diisiindii:
‘Odalar1 temizleyen gen¢ kizdir. Biz yemek yerken
yatak odasmna girdi.’ Hi¢ kimse beni aklina getirme-
di. Evin sahibi gen¢ kiz1 uzaklastirmak istedi. Simdi
izgiindiim. Onu durdurmam gerekiyordu, bdylece
dedim ki:
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«Don’t send her away. I'm the thief.» At first every
one laughed. They didn’t believe me. But they had
to believe me when I showed them the money. I gave
the money back to the man and left the house at

once.»

«After that I didn’t steal again but it was too late.
No one wanted to see me. People didn’t ask me to
come to their houses again. Then one day I got a
letter. It was from the man whose money I stole. He
asked to see me. We met many times and at last we
fell in love. We married and lived happily for many
years until he was killed in the war. So, you see,
something good came into my life because I stole.»

The man who was sitting next to the window
now took the newspaper off his face. Fred wanted
to make him tell a story too.

«Did you hear our stories, sir?» he said to the man.
«Or were you asleep?»

The man looked at all three of them in turn. He
did not have a nice face.

«Yes,» he said. «I've heard every word. But what
must I think? I'll tell you. I'm sitting on a train
with three thieves!»

«We are not thieves,» said Fred. « We’ve all stolen
something in our lives. That’s true. But we’re not
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«Onu uzaklastirmayin. Hirsiz benim.» Once herkes
giildii. Bana inanmadilar. Fakat onlara parayir gos-
terdigim zaman bana inanmak zorunda kaldilar. Pa-
ray1 adama geri verdim ve hemen evden ayrildim.»

«Ondan sonra artik ¢almadim ama, ¢ok gecti. Kimse
benimle goriismek istemiyordu. Insanlar beni yine
. evlerine c¢agirmiyorlardi. Sonra bir giin bir mektup
aldim. Parasini ¢aldigim adamdandi Beni gérmek
istiyordu. Cok kere bulustuk ve sonunda birbirimizi
sevdik. Evlendik ve o savasta 6lene kadar yillar boyu
mutluluk icinde yasadik. Boylece, goriiyorsunuz ya,
caldigim igin hayatima iyi birsey girmisti.»

Pencere bitisiginde oturan adam simdi gazeteyi yii-
ziinden gekti. Fred ona da hikiye anlattirmak isti-
yordu.

«Hik4yelerimizi duydunuz mu, efendim?» dedi ada-
ma. «Yoksa uykuda miydiniz?»

Adam iigiiniin hepsine sirayla bakti. 1lyi bir yiizii
yoktu.

«Evet,» dedi. «Her s6zciigii duydum. Fakat ne dii-
siinmeliyim? Size s6yleyecegim. Bir trende ii¢ hirsiz-
la birlikte oturmaktayim!»

«Biz hirsiz degiliz,» dedi Fred. «Biz hepimiz hayat-
ta birsey caldik. Bu dogrudur. Fakat simdi hirsiz
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thieves now.»

«Once a thief, always a thief,» said the man. «No,
I haven’t a story to tell you. But I have something
to say. I'm a policeman. My work is to catch thieves.
I'll remember your faces. One day we may meet
again.»

Fred did not like this at all. But what could he say?
He did not want to make trouble because the man
was a policeman. His two friends did not want to
talk any more. They took out their newspapers and
began to read. Fred took out his newspaper too. He
did not look at the policeman again.

Not long after, the train stopped at a station. The
policeman got up and went out. He did not come
back. Fred was glad. He put down his newspaper
and said to the other two:

«I’m sorry about that. That man wasn’t at all nice.
But there’s something that I must tell you. My story
about the ring wasn’t true. I told it to you because
I wanted to make you talk.»

«And my story wasn’t true,» said the doctor. «I
only wanted to tell a better story than you!»
The woman laughed at this.

«I wanted to tell a better story than you, two men,»
she said. «My story wasn’t true!»
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degiliz.»

«Bir kere hirsiz olan, daima hirsizdir,» dedi adam.
«Hayir, size anlatilacak hikdyem yok. Fakat soyle-
necek bir seyim var. Ben bir polisim. Isim hirsizla-

r1 yakalamaktir, Yiizlerinizi hatirlayacagim. Giiniin
birinde tekrar karsilasabiliriz.»

Fred bundan hic hoslanmadi. Fakat ne diyebilirdi ki?
Adam polis oldugu icin patirdi ¢ikartmak istemiyor-
du. Iki arkadasi da artik konusmak istemiyordu. Ga-
zetelerini ¢ikarip okumaya basladilar. Fred de gaze-
tesini cikardi. Bir daha polise bakmadi.

Az sonra tren bir istasyonda durdu. Polis ayaga kal-
kip gitti. Geri donmedi. Fred memnundu. Gazete-
sini birakarak diger ikisine:

«Buna iiziildiim,» dedi. <O adam hic de iyi degildi.
Fakat size sOylemem gereken bir sey var. Yiiziik hak-
kinda hikdyem dogru degildi. Onu size sizi konus-
turmak icin anlattim.»

«Benim hikdyem de dogru degildi,» dedi doktor.
«Sadece sizden daha iyi hikaye anlatmak istedim!»
Kad:n buna giildii.

«Siz iki erkekten daha iyi hikdye anlatmak istedim,»
dedi. «Hikayem gergek degildi!»
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All three of them laughed. After that they talked
for the last part of the journey. Then the train came
to Fred’s station. He stood up and put out his hand
for his bag. But the bag was not there.

«Has anyone seen my bag?» he asked. «I had it
with me when I got on the train. It has the letters
F.C. in gold on it.»

«The bag that was up there?» asked the woman.
«But that man took it when he got off the train.»

«No, ybu can’t be right,» said Fred. «That was my
bag.»

«But I saw him,» said the woman. «I remember
the letters F.C.»

«But he was a policeman,» said Fred. «Policemen
don’t steal.»

The doctor laughed.

«No, policemen don’t steal,» he said, «but thieves
do. That man wasn’t a policeman. He was a thief!»
«The only true thief here,» said the woman. «He
made us all afraid. Then he stole your bag.»

«Three hundred pounds,» said Fred. «I was going
to buy a car with that money. I’ve lost three hundred
pounds. And all because of those stories.»
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Ugii birden giildii. Ondan sonra yolculugun son bo-
liimiinde konustular. Sonra tren Fred’in istasyonuna
geldi. Ayaga kalkti ve cantasina elini uzatti. Fakat
canta orada degildi.

«Cantami géren var mi1?» diye sordu. «Trene bindi-
gim zaman beraberimdeydi. Uzerinde altindan F.C.
harfleri var.»

«Orada yukaridaki ¢anta mi1?» diye kadin sordu. «Fa-
kat trenden inerken o adam aldi onu.»

«Hayir, yaniliyorsunuz,» dedi Fred. «O benim ¢an-
tamdi »

«Fakat onu (adami) gordiim,» dedi kadin. «F. C.
harflerini hatirliyyorum.»

«Fakat o bir polisti,» dedi Fred. «Polisler ¢almaz.»
Doktor giildii.

«Hayrir, polisler ¢almaz,» dedi. «Fakat hirsizlar ¢a-
lar. O adam polis degildi. Bir hirsizdi o!»

«Buradaki biricik gergek hirsiz,» dedi kadin. «He-
pimizi korkuttu. Sonra ¢antamiz1 galdi.»

«Ug¢ yiiz paund,» dedi Fred. «O parayla bir araba
satmm alacaktim. Ug yiiz paund kaybettim. Ve hepsi
de biitiin bu hikayelerin yiiziinden.»
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Fred never saw his bag or the three hundred pounds
again. And because of this, you understand, Fred
does not tell stories any more. He takes more care.
When he goes into a hotel or gets on a train, he
remembers all the money that he lost because of
talking. And he keeps his mouth shut!
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Fred bir daha cantasini ve ii¢ yiiz paundu hig¢ gor-
medi. Anladiginiz gibi, bunun yiiziinden Fred artik
hikayeler anlatmiyor. Daha dikkat ediyor. Bir otele
girdiginde veya bir trene bindiginde konusma yii-
ziinden kaybettigi tiim o paralar1 hatirhiyor. Ve ag-
zim kapali tutuyor!
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz «The man who talked too muchs isim-
li hikaye ile ilgili bu sorular1 c¢vaplandiriniz.

1. What kind of man was Fred?
2. What did he do in a hotel?
3. Who has changed?
4. What is this story about?
5. Does he talk now?
6. What was he making?
7. Was he selling old or new cars?
8. How much money had he with him?
9. How did he go?
10. Why did he go by train?
11. How many men and women were there?
12. Who was sitting next to the window?
13. Who slept?
14. What did he put on his face?
15. When did he put it?
16. What did he try to do?
17. What did they do then?
18. Who must have money?
19. Who may steal?
20. Who laughed?
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21.
22.
23.
24,
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.

What kind of story will he tell them?
Is money everything?

What did Fred steal?

Why did he steal it?

Could he give it to her?

Was the doctor poor or rich at that time?
How did he get the big book?

Why did the woman steal?

What was the man by the window?
What will he remember?

What did they begin to do?

Were their stories true or not?

Who was the real thief?
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THE HOUSE WITH NO ROOMS

Last week I went to stay with Alan at his home in
the country. He lives at Silby.

«You don’t know this part of England, do you?»
Alan said one morning,

«No,» I said. «It looks very beautiful.»

«Yes, it is — very beautiful,» said Alan. He went
and looked out of the window. «It’s a nice sunny
day,» he said. «I will take you for a drive in the car
and show you the country. You will like it.»

We went for a long ride in the morning. We went
to a small town and had some food at a very nice
hotel by the river. Then we went for another drive
in the afternoon. We drove along quiet country roads
near some hills. We did not meet many people, but
we saw some beautiful old houses.

«I love old houses,» I said to Alan. «I like them
much better than new houses. They are prettier.
There are a lot of nice old houses in this part of
the country, aren’t there?»
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ODASIZ EV

Gegen hafta Alan’in sayfiyedeki evinde kalmaya git-
tim. O Silby’de oturur.

Alan bir sabah, «Ingiltere’nin bu boliimiinii bilmi-
yorsun, degil mi?» dedi.

«Hayir,» dedim. «Cok giizel goriiniiyor.»

«Evet, o—pek giizeldir,» dedi Alan. Gidip pence-
reden disari bakti. «Giinesli giizel bir giin,» dedi.
«Seni arabayla bir éezintiye ¢ikarip kirlar1 gostere-
cegim. Begeneceksin.»

Sabahleyin uzun bir gezintiye ¢iktik. Kiigiik bir ka-
sabaya gittik ve irmak yanindaki pek giizel bir otel-
de biraz yemek yedik. Sonra 6gle iistii bir baska ge-
zintiye ¢iktik. Bazi tepelerin yakinindaki sessiz kir
yollarinda ilerledik. Cok kisiyle karsilasmadik, ama
bazi eski giizel evler gordiik.

«Eski evleri severim,» dedim Alan’a. «Onlar1 yeni
evlerden ¢ok daha fazla severim. Daha sirindirler.
Kirsal bolgenin bu bdliimiinde bir siirii eski giizel
ev var, degil mi?»
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«Oh, yes, there are — a Iot,» said Alan. «I like old
houses, too. You're right. They are pretty.»

We came to one very old house. It is more than five
hundred years old. It is very large, and it stands in
fields.

«That’s a large house!» I said. «Who lives there?»
Alan laughed.

I looked at him. «Why dre you laughing?» I asked.

«No one lives in that house,» said Alan. «No one
has lived there for two hundred years!»

«Why not?»

Alan stopped the car. «Look at the house!» he cried.
«Would you like to live in a house like that? Look
at it! Look at the windows! There’s no glass in them.
There are no rooms in the house! No floors! There’s
no top to the house. The rain comes in. Look! There
are only walls.»

I looked again. «Oh, yes — I see. Only the walls of
the house are left,» I thought. «What happened to
the house?» I asked. «Was there a fire?»

«Yes — a very big fire. The inside of the house
was burnt away,» said Alan. «There’s a story about
that house. Would you like to hear it?»
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«O, evet, bir siirii... var,» dedi Alan. «Ben de eski
evleri severim. Haklisin, Onlar sirindir.»

Cok eski bir eve geldik. Bes yiiz yildan daha eski-
dir. Cok biiyiiktiir ve tarlalarin ortasinda durmak-
tadir.

«Su biiyiik bir ev!» dedim. «Orada kim oturuyor?»
Alan giildii.

Ona baktim. «Nigin giililyorsun?» diye sordum.

«Su evde kimse oturmuyor,» dedi Alan. «lki yiiz
yildir orada kimse oturmadi.»

«Nigin oturmadi?»

Alan arabayr durdurdu. «Eve bak!» diye bagirdi.
«Oyle bir evde oturmak ister miydin? Bak ona! Pen-
cerclere bak! Onlarda hi¢ cam yok. Evde hi¢ oda
yok! Doseme yok! Evin tepesi yok. Yagmur igeri
giriyor. Bak! Sadece duvarlar var.»

Tekrar baktim. ‘O, evet—go6riiyorum. Evin yalmizca
duvarlan1 kalmus,” diye diisiindiim. «Eve ne oldu?»
diye sordum. «Yangin mi oldu?»

«Evet—pek biiyiik bir yangin. Evin ici yanip bitti,»
dedi Alan. «O ev hakkinda bir hikdye var. Duymak
(dinlemek) ister miydin?»
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«Yes, I would. I like stories about old houses.»

«Good!» said Alan. «Let us go and see the house,
and I will tell you the story.»

We got out of the car and walked through the fields
to the house. Alan then began to tcll me the story.

«That house once had more than a hundred rooms,»
he said. «It was one of the largest houses in England
before the fire.»

«Who owned the house at that time?» I asked.

«A man named Belt — Gordon Belt,» said Alan.
«He was a very rich man. He loved money. All his
friends were rich, too. Belt had many rich friends.
They often stayed with him in this house. Belt and
his friends always had a very happy time. They rode
over the hills on horses. They fished in the rivers.
They shot birds. At the end of the day, they always
sat down at a long table and ate a large dinner. They
ate, drank and laughed. Sometimes their dinner
lasted for four hours!»

«Four hours!» I cried. «They ate a lot of food, then?»

«Yes — and they drank a lot, too!» said Alan. «Belt
often drank too much. When he got up from his
chair after dinner, he was unable to stand. He fell
on to the floor. A man then carried him up to his
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«Evet, isterdim. Eski cvler hakkimndaki hik4yeleri se-
verim.»

alyil» dedi Alan. «Haydi gidelim, evi gorelim, ve hi-
kdyeyi sana anlatacagim.»

Arabadan indik ve tarlalar1 gecerek eve yiiriidiik.
Alan sonra bana hikdyeyi anlatamaya baglad:.

«Bir zamanlar o evin yiizden fazla odasi varmis,»
dedi. «Yangindan once Ingiltere’de en biiyiik evler-
den biriymis.»

«0O vakitler eve kim sahipmis?» diye sordum.

«Belt ad:nda biri—Gordon Belt,» dedi Alan. «O
¢ok zengin bir adamdi. Paray1 severdi. Biitiin arka-
daslari da zengindi. Belt’in birgok zengin arkadas
vardi. Sik sik onunla birlikte bu evde kalirlardi. Beit
ve arkadaslar1 daima pek mutlu zaman gegirirlerdi.
At sirtinda tepelerin iizerinde gezerlerdi. Irmaklarda
balik avlarlardi Kuslar1 vururlardi. Giiniin sonunda,
daima uzun bir masaya oturur ve bol yemek yerler-
di. Yerler, igerlcr, giilerlerdi. Aksam yemekleri ba-
zan dort saat siirerdi! »

«Dort saat mi?» diye haykirdim. «Cok yemek yer-
lerdi dylcyse?»

«Evet—ve ¢ok da igerlerdi!» dedi Alan. «Belt ¢ogu
zaman fazla igerdi. Yemekten sonra iskemlesinden
kalkinca ayakta duramazdi. Yere diiserdi. Sonra bir
adam kendisini yukariya, yatak odasina tasir, ya-
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bedroom and put him to bed. This happened nearly
every night.

«Belt was not a very nice man, was he?» I said.
«Men are not nice if they drink too much.»

«No, he was not at all nice,» said Alan. «He was
nice to his rich friends. His friends liked him. But
no one else did. The people who worked for Belt
didn’t like him. Belt was unkind to them. He was
very unkind to poor people.» Alan looked at me.
«That was the trouble,» he said. «His house was
burnt bccause of this.»

«Why? What happened?» I asked. «Did the poor
people burn his house?»

«No — no, they didn’t burn it,» said Alan. «l
will tell you the story. One day Belt went to the
home of some poor people. Belt owned their house,
and they paid him money to live in the house,
They paid Belt every month. Then they did not pay
him for two months. Belt tried to make them
pay. The people said: «We are very sorry. We
have not money. We can’t pay you today. We will
pay you next month.» Belt then became very angry.

He tried to send the people away from their home.»
«He tried to send them away!»
«Yes, he was an unkind man — very unkind. He
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taga yatirirdi. Bu hemen hemen her gece olurdu.»

«Belt ¢cok hos adam degildi, degil mi?» dedim. «In-
sanlar ¢ok fazla igerlerse hos degildirler.»

«Hayir, hi¢ de hos degildi,» dedi Alan. «Zengin
arkadaslarina iyiydi. Arkadaslar1 onu begenirlerdi.
Fakat baska hi¢ kimse onu begenmezdi. Belt’in ya-
ninda g¢alisanlar onu sevmezlerdi. Belt onlara (karsi)
fenaydl. Yoksul kisilere karsi pek fenaydi.» Alan
bana baktl. «Mesele buydu,» dedi. «Evi bu yiizden
yakildi. »

«Nicin? Ne oldu?» diye sordum. «Evini yoksul ki-
siler mi yakti?»

«Hayir—hayir, onlar yakmadi,» dedi Alan. «Hika-
yeyi sana anlatacagim. Bir giin Belt baz1 yoksul ki-
silerin evine gitmisti. Belt evlerinin sahibiydi ve onlar
da evdc oturmak i¢in ona para Oderlerdi. Her ay
Belt’e para verirlerdi. Sonra iki ay ona para &de-
mediler. Belt onlara Gdetmeye g¢alisti. Bu kisiler de-
diler ki: «Cok lizgiinliz. Paramiz yok. Bugiin size
odeyemeyiz. Gelecek ay size Odeyecegiz.» Bunun
iizerine Belt ¢ok kizdi Onlan evlerinden uzaklastir-
maya calists. »

«Onlar1 uzaklastirmaya mi galisti!»

«Evet, fena bir adamdi—c¢ok fenaydi. Paray:i in-
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loved money more than people,» said Alan.
«How many people lived in the house?» I asked.

«Seven — father, mother and five children. The
youngest child was only six months old,» Alan said.

«Did they leave their home?» I asked.

«Yes. Belt made them leave. He hit the people.
He hit the mother and he hit the children. He was
very unkind,» said Alan. He stopped and looked
again at the large burnt building — at the windows
with no glass. «But then Belt’s troubles began,»
he said. «The poor people left their home. They
walked quietly out of the house. The father then
turned to Belt angrily. «You will be sorry for this!»
he cried. «You will die in a year. Your house will be
burnt. No one will ever live there again. Your child-
ren will die by fire or water. Many of your people
will die in the same way. This will happen for two
hundred years.»

«Ig this true?» I said. «It’s a good story.»

«Yes — it’s true. And thesc things have happened,»
said Alan. «Belt died the next year. He was fishing,
and he fell into the river. He couldn't swim. No
one was with him, but a man on the river bank saw
him. The man jumped into the water and tried to
save Belt. But he was too late. He pulled Belt out

68



sanlardan daha ¢ok severdi,» dedi Alan.
«Evde kag kisi yasardi?» diye sordum.,

«Yedi—baba, anne ve bes gocuk,» dedi Alan. «En
ufak ¢ocuk alt1 ayhikt1 ancak.»

«Yuvalarindan ayrildilar mi?» diye sordum.

«Evet, Belt onlan terkettirdi. Insanlara vurdu. An-
neye vurdu, ¢ocuklara vurdu. O ¢ok fenaydi,» dedi
Alan. Durdu ve tekrar bakt:1 yanmis biiyiikk yapiya
camsiz pencerelere. «Fakat sonra Belt’in dertleri bas-
ladi,» dedi. Yoksul kisiler yuvalarindan ayrildilar.
Sessizce evden ¢ikip gittiler. Baba o zaman 6fkeyle
Belt’e dondii. ‘Buna pisman olacaksin!” diye bagir-
di. ‘Bir yila kalmadan Oleceksin. Evin yanacak.
Orada artik hi¢ kimse yasamayacak. Cocuklarin
yanginla veya suyla 6lecek. Yakinlarindan ¢ogu ay-
m sckilde lecek. Bu iki yiiz y1l (boyunca) olacak-
tr.’»

«Dogru mu?» dedim. «lyi bir hikaye.»

«Bvet—dogrudur. Ve bu seyler oldu,» dedi Alan.
«Ertesi yil Belt 6ldii. Balik tutarken irmaga diistii.
Yiizemezdi. Yaninda hi¢ kimse yoktu, fakat irmak
kiyisindaki bir adam onu gordii. Adam suya atladi
ve Belt’i kurtarmaya galisti. Fakat ge¢ kalmisti. Belt’i
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of the river, but he was dead.»
I looked at Alan. «I don’t believe itl»

«Yes and I will tell you something else,» said Alan.
« A year later Belt’s son died, too.»

I laughed. «No, no — I don’t believe that!» I said.
«How did he die? Did he fall into a river, too?»

«I don’t know,» said Alan. «The story doesn’t say.
But it’s true. Belt’s son did die a year later. You
can laugh if you like.»

«When was the house burnt?» I asked.

«The house was burnt many years later,» Alan told
me. «Another Belt owned the house then — Colin
Belt. He was a young man. He was going to marry
a very pretty girl. Everyone was very pleased.
Young Colin was very happy. He wanted to give
a big dinner at the old house. He asked nearly four
hundred people to this dinner. Workmen came to
clean the house and get it ready for the dinner. They
worked in the house for ten days. The house was
nearly ready. Then a workman burnt some old paper
and wood in one of the bedrooms.»

«And the house caught fire,» I said.
«Yes. Very soon every room in the house was on

fire,» Alan said. «Firemen tried to put out the fire.
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cekerck 1rmaktan gikardi, ama o Olmiistii.»
Alan’a baktim «Inanmiyorum!»

«Evet ve sana bir sey daha sGyleyeyim,» dedi Alan.
«Bir y1l sonra Belt’in oglu da 6ldii.»

Giildiim. «Hayir, hayir—inanmiyoruml» dedim.
«Nasil 61dii? O da irmaga mi diistii?»

«Bilmiyorum,» dedi Alan. «Hikfyede sGylenmiyor.
Ama dogru. Belt'in oglu bir yil sonra 6ldii. Canin
istiyorsa giilebilirsin. »

«Ev ne zaman yandi?» diye sordum.

«Ev yillardan sonra yandi,» dedi Alan bana. «O za-
man bir baska Belt eve sahipti—Colin Belt. Geng
bir adamdi. Cok sirin bir kizla evleniyordu. Herkes
memnundu. Gen¢ Colin ¢ok mutluydu. Eski evde
biiyiik bir yemek vermek istedi. Bu yemege hemen
hemen dort yiiz kisi ¢agirds. Isciler evi temizleyip
yemege hazirlamaya geldiler. Evde on giin ¢ahstilar.
Ev hemen hemen hazirdl. Sonra bir is¢i bazi eski
kéagitlar1 ve tahtalar1 yatak odalarindan birinde yak-
tr»

«Ve ev ates aldi,» dedim,

«Evet. Cok ge¢meden evdeki her oda ateg almisti,»
dedi Alan. «Itfaiyeciler atesi séndiirmeye galistilar,
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But it was too big. The fire lasted for a long time.
The house was still burning two days later. All the
floors were burnt away. All the tables, chairs and
beds. Everything was burnt. Nothing was left except
the walls of the house.»

I looked at the house and thought. «It’s very sad.»

I thought. «It was a beautiful house once. And now
no one lives thcre. No one will ever live in that
house again.» I turned to Alan. «The poor man was
right,» I said.

«Yes, the man was right,» said Alan. «And that is
not the end of the story. The end is very sad. Young
Colin Belt never married. He lost his life soon after
the fire.» Alan looked at me. «Yes — and he, too,
was killed by water. It happened in Africa. Colin
was making a journey down a river in a boat. The
bottom of the boat hit something under the water.
It made a hole in the boat. The boat filled with
water — and Colin lost his life.»

«What a sad story! Did any other Belts die by fire
or water?» I asked Alan.

«Yes. Another Belt lost his life in a river ten years
later,» Alan told me.

«Where do the Belts live today?» I asked.
«They live in that small house over there.» Alan
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Fakat o cok biiyiiktii. Yangin uzun bir zaman stirdii.
Iki giin sonra ev hild yamyordu. Biitiin désemeler
yanip bitmisti. Biitiin masalar, iskemleler ve yatak-
lar. Her sey yanmusti. Evin duvarlarindan bagka hig
bir sey kalmamuisti.»

Eve bakip: «Cok acikl,» diye diisiindiim.

«Bir zamanlar giizel bir evdi. Ve simdi orada kimse
oturmuyor. O evde artik hig kimse oturmayacak,s
diye. diisiindiim. Alan’a dondiim: «Yoksul adam hak-
hiydi,» dedim.

«Bvet, adam hakhydy,» dedi Alan. «Ve hikdyenin
gonu bu degildir. Sonu pek acikhidir. Geng Colin
Belt asla evlenmedi. Yangindan az sonra hayatin
kaybetti.» Alan bana bakt. «Evet—o da sudan 06l-
dii. Afrika’da oldu. Colin bir kayik iginde irmaktan
asagiya dogru yolculuk yapiyordu. Kayi$in dibi su
aliinda bir seye carpti. Kayikta delik agti o. Kayik
suyla doldu ve—Colin hayatin1 kaybetti.»

«Ne acikl bir hikaye! Diger baska Belt'ler yangin-
dan veya sudan Oldiiller mi?» diye Alan’a sordum.
«Evet. Bir baska Belt on yil sonra irmakta hayatinz
kaybetti,» dedi bana Alan.

«Belt’ler bugiin nerede oturuyor?s diye sordum.
«Oradaki su kiiclik evde oturuyorlar,» diye Alan ba-

na evi gosterdi.
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showed me the house.

«In that small house!» I cried. «It’s smaller than my
house!»

«Yes,» said Alan, «it i3 a small house. It has only
three bedrooms.»

«It’s very old, isn’t it?»
«Yes — very old. Gordon Belt owned it,» said Alan.

«Gordon Belt — the man who was unkind to the
poor pcople?» I said.

«Yes.» Alan looked at me and laughed. «Don’t you
understand? That house was the poor people’s home
before Gordon Belt sent them away.»

«The poor people lived in that house, and now —
now the Belts live therelz I said.

«Yes,» said Alan. «Once the Belts were very rich.
Now they have not much money. They have no
money to buy a larger house. But money doesn’t
matter to these Belts. They are happy, and everyone
likes them.»

I thought. « What is the first name of the Belt who
lives in this house?» I asked.

«Richard.»
«Richard Belt!» I cried. «My mother knew him.»
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«O kiiciik evde mi?» diye haykirdim. «O benim e-
vimden daha kiigiik! »

«Evet,» dedi Alan. «O kiigitk bir evdir. Yalnizca ii¢
yatak odast var.»

«O pek eski, degil mi?»

«Evet—pek eski. Gordon Belt onun sahibiydi,» dedi
Alan.

«Gordon Belt—yoksullara kars: fena olan adam mi?»
dedim.

«Evet.» Alan yiiziime bakt: ve giildi. «Anlamiyor
musun? O ev, Gordon Belt onlari uzaklastxrmadan
once yoksul kisilerin eviydi.»

«Yoksul kisiler o evde otururlardi, ve simdi—simdi
Belt’ler orada oturuyorlar!» dedim.

«Evet,» dedi Alan. «Bir zamanlar Belt’ler ¢cok zen-
gindi. Simdi fazla paralar1 yok. Daha biiyiik bir ev
satin alacak paralar1 yok. Fakat bu Belt’ler igin para
onemli degil. Mutludurlar ve herkes onlar1 sever.»
Diisiindiim; «Bu evde oturan Belt’in kiigiik adi ne-
dir?» diye sordum.

«Richard.»

«Richard Beit!» diye haykirdim. «Annem onu ta-
nirde. »
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«Your mother knew himl!»

«She met him once.» I laughed. «My mother was
a Belt herself,» said. «Her name was Belt before
she marricd my father.»

Alan looked at me. «So — so you are a Belt, too,»
he said.

«Yes,» I said, «I am a Belt.» I looked again at the
old burnt house. «I always wanted to see our old
home —- the house that was burnt. I never knew
the story of the house. My mother never told me
its story. She died when I was a boy.»



«Annen onu tanir mrydi?»

«Onunla bir kere karsilagmisti» Giildiim. «Anne-
min kendisi bir Belt'ti,» dedim. «Babamla evlenme-
den 6nce adi Belt’ti.»

Alan bana bakti. « Demek-—demek sem de bir Belt’-
sin,» dedi.

«Evet,» dedim. «Ben bir Belt'im.» Yanmig eski eve
bir kere daha baktim. «Eski yuvamzi daima gor-
mek istemisimdir—yanan evi. Evin hikdyesini hig bil-
miyordum. Annem (onun) hikdyesini bana hig¢ anlat-
mamisti. O, ben gocukken Sidii.»
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz «The house with no rooms» isimli hi-
kéye ile ilgili bu sorular: cevaplandiriniz.

1. Where did he go?

2. When did he go to stay with Alan?

3. Where was this country house?

4. How was the day?

S.  When did they go for a ride?

6. Where did they eat?

7. Does he like old houses or the new ones?
8. How old is this house?

9. Who lives in that house?
10. What did they look at?
11. Was there any glass in the windows?

12. Are there rooms and floors in the house?
13. What comes in?

14. What happened to it?
15. What does he want to tell?
16. Where did they walk?
17. What was the name of the owner of the

house?
18. Was he rich or poor?
19. What had he then?

78



20.
21.
22,
23.
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37
38.
39.
40.
41.
42,

Where did his friends stay?
Where did they fish?

When did they sit at the long table?
Did they drink much or little?

Was he able to stand after dinner?
Are men nice if they drink too much?
Who liked Belt?

To whom was Belt unkind?

How long did they not pay him?
What did Belt do to them?

How many children had they?
How old was the youngest child?
Who was angry?

How did Belt die?

When did his son die?

When was the house burnt?
Where did Colin die?

How was the end of the story?
Whose house is smaller?

How many bedrooms has it?

Are the Belts rich now?

Who knew Richard Belt?

What did he always want to see?
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THE MAN WHO WANTED TO DIE

Henry Martin sat by the sea, looking at the water.
It was a beautiful day and the sea was very blue,
but Henry Martin was not happy.

He sat there looking at the sea, and thinking about
his life. He was very unhappy.

«I'm getting old,» he thought. «I'm getting too old
to work, and I must work very hard. I must have
a lot of money, or my wife will not stay with me.
She only stays with me because I make a lot of
money. She docsn’t love me any more. She loved me
once, when we were young, but not now. Our
children are grown-up now and away from home.
They don’t want me any more. I'm tired of work
and making money all the time.»

He looked at his wife. She was still a pretty woman
and he loved her very much. He thought of their
first years of married life, when the children were
small, and they did not have very much money.
But how happy they were! They laughed at every-
thing, and they even laughed when things did not go
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OLMEK ISTEYEN ADAM

Henry Martin suya bakarak, deniz kiyisinda oturu-
yordu. Giizel bir giindii ve deniz pek maviydi, fa-
kat Henry Martin mutlu degildi.

Orada denize bakarak ve hayatuu diisiinerek oturu-
yordu. Pck mutsuzdu.

«Yaslamyorum,» diye diisiindii. «Calisamayacak ka-
dar yash oluyorum ve ¢ok ¢aligmam gerekiyor. Cok
param olmali, yoksa karim benimle birlikte (yanim-
da) kalmayacaktir. Sirf cok para kazandigim igin
bende kal:yor. Beni artik sevmiyor. Biz gengken
bir zamanlar beni severdi, fakat simdi degil. Cocuk-
larimiz biiyiiktiirler simdi ve evden uzaktalar. Onlar
beni artik istemiyorlar. Isten ve hep para kazanmak-
tan biktim. »

Karisma bakti. O héli giizel bir kadindi ve onu ¢ok
seviyordu. Evlilik hayatlarimin ilk yillarim, gocukla-
rin kiigiik oldugu ve pek fazla paralart olmadig: za-
man diisiindii. Fakat ne kadar mutluydular! Her seye
giilerlerdi, isler rast gitmedigi zaman bile giilerlerdi.
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right. When you are young and in love, you can do
that.

He worked very hard to buy their first house, and
his wife made a lot of things to put in it. The years
went by, and he did very well in his work. The time
came when he had a lot of men working for him.
This made even more work for Henry. He had to
take carc of everything, and show the other men
the right way to do their work.

By this time he was making a lot of money. They
bought a bigger house, and a bigger car, and his
wife always wanted new clothes. His wife always
wanted a lot of new clothes.

Henry could not understand this. In the old days she
made her own dresses for very little money. Henry
remembered those dresses. He liked them better than
the new ones, but he did not say so.

He looked at his wife again. She was reading a book.
She was not looking at him.

«Why has everything changed?» he thought. «Is it
because we are so much older? Why can’t we stay
happy' always?»

Just then his wife stopped reading and looked at
him.

«Henry,» she said, «I shall want some more money
this month.»

82



Geng ve asik oldugumuz zaman bunu yapabilirsiniz.

1k evlerini satin almak igin pek ¢ok galistr ve ka-
ris1 onun igine konulacak bir siirii sey yapti. Yillar
gecti ve isinde ilerledi. Kendisi igin ¢alisan bir siirii
adama sahip oldugu zaman geldi. Bu Henry igin da-
ha da fazla is yaratti. Her seye bakmak ve oteki a-
damlara iglerinin dogru yapilis yolunu gostermek zo-
rundayd.

Bu siralarda artik ¢ok para kazamyordu. Daha bii-
yiik bir ev daha biiyiik bir araba satin aldilar ve
karis1 daima yeni giysiler istiyordu. Karis1 daiina ¢ok
miktarda yeni elbiseler istiyordu.

Henry bunu anlayamiyordu. Eski giinlerde ¢ok az
parayla kendi elbiselerini yapardi. Henry o elbiseleri
hatirhyordu. Onlar yeniden daha gok begenirdi, fa-
kat bunu séylemezdi.

Tekrar karisina bakti. Kitap okuyordu. Ona bakmi-
yordu.

«Hersey nigin degisti?» diye diisiindii. «Cok daha
yaslandigimiz ig¢in mi? Neden daima mutlu kalami-
yoruz?»

Tam o sirada karist okumay: birakti ve ona bakti

«Henry,» dedi. «Bu ay biraz daha fazla para iste-
yecegim.»
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«Why?» said Henry.
«I must have some new dresses,» she said.

«More new dresses?» said Henry. «But you have
a lot of dresses now. Why do you want more?»

«The other ones are old,» said Mrs Martin. «They
don’t look nice any more.»

«They do look nice,» said Henry. « They’re not old.»
His wife began to look angry.

«Henry,» she said. «Men don’t know anything about
women’s clothes. I'm always telling you that. Please
give me some money, and don’t tell me how many
dresses to buy. I know best.»

«You don’t have to pay for them,» said Henry.
«I do.»

«You’ve got a lot of money,» said his wife. «You're
rich.»

«I have to work very hard to get that money,» said
Henry. «You know that. I'm getting old, too.»

«You’re not old,» she said. «You are well, and you
can still work like a young man. Please don’t say
untrue things.»
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«Nicin?» dedi Henry.
«Birkag yeni elbisem olmali,» dedi.

«Daha yeni elbise mi?» dedi Henry. «Fakat simdi
senin bir siirii elbisen var. Nigin fazlasini istiyor-
sun?»

«Otekiler eski,» dedi Bayan Martin. «<Artik giizel
durmuyorlar. »

«Pekidld da giizel duruyorlar,» dedi Henry. «Onlar
eski degil.»

Karis1 kizgin goriinmeye bagladi.

«Henry,» dedi. «Erkekler kadin giysileri hakkinda
birgey bilmezler. Bunu daima syliiyorum sana. Liit-
fen, bana biraz para ver ve kag elbise satin alinaca-
gm1 séyleme bana. Ben en iyisini bilirim.»

«Onlarin parasim1 6demek zorunda degilsin sen,»
dedi Henry. «Ben 6demek zorundayim.»

«Cok paran var,» dedi karisi. «Zenginsin.»

«O paray1 elde etmek igin pek gok galismak zorun-
dayim,» dedi Henry. «Bunu biliyorsun. Hem de yas-
laniyoruru. »

«Yash degilsin,» dedi. «lyisin ve gen¢ bir adam gibi
calisabilirsin hila. Liitfen dogru olmayan seyler soy-
leme.»
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She started to read her book again. Henry did not
say anything. He sat and looked at her.

«Yes,» he thought, «you never think about anything
else. Dresses and money—money and dresses. All
day and every day. I don’t matter any more. I'm
just someone who gives you money. All right—you
shall have all my money.»

le looked at the sea. «Yes,» he thought, «if I die,
she will have everything. Then she can have new
dresses all the time. She will not care about me. No
one will care. Soon, they will not remember me any
more.»

He stood up. «I shall go into the water again,» he
said.

«The water is very cold,» said his wife. «The sun
is hot, but the water is very cold. It’s not good for
you.»

«It doesn’t matter,» said Henry. «I like cold water.»

«You’re getting old,» said his wife. «You’re too old
to go into the water so much.»

Henry laughed. «P'm too old to go into the water,»
he said, «but I’'m not too old to work.»

His wife stood up, too. «You went into the water
this morning before I came,» she said. «You will
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Tekrar kitabim okumaya koyuldu. Henry hig bir sey
sOylemedi. Oturdu ve ona bakt1.

«Evet,» diye diisiindii. «Asla baska sey diisiinmiiyor-
sun. Elbiseler ve para—para ve elbiseler. Biitiin giin
ve her giin. Benim 6nemim yok artik. Sana para ve-
ren biriyim sadece. Tamam—tiim parama sahip ola-
cakswn. »

Denize bakti. «Evet,» diye diisiindii. «Eger ben oliir-
sem, o her seye sahip olacaktir. O zaman siirekli ola-
rak yeni elbiselere sahip olabilir. Bana aldirmayacak-
tir. Hi¢ kimse umursamayacak. Yakinda, artik beni
hatirlamayacaklar. »

Ayaga kalkti. «Yine suya girecegim,» dedi.

«Su pek soguk,» dedi karisi. «Giines sicak, fakat su
pek soguk. Senin icin iyi degil.»

«Zarar yok,» dedi Henry. «Soguk suyu severim. »

«Yaslaniyorsun,» dedi karisi. «O kadar ¢ok suya
girmek icin fazla yashsin.»

Henry giildii. «Suya girmek icin ¢ok yashymm,» dedi.
«fakat ¢absmak igin ¢ok yash degilim.»

Karsi da ayaga kalkti. «Ben gelmeden 6nce bu sa-
bah suya girdin,» dedi. «Tekrar girersen soguk ala-
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get cold if you go in again. Put on your clothes. 1
want to go back to the hotel.»

«You can go back to the hotel,» said Henry. «I shall
go in the water again.»

«Well, you must go if you want to,» said Mrs. Mar-
tin, «but I don’t like it. Don’t be long. I want to
look at the shops.»

She walked away.

Henry looked at her walking away from him. «I
shall not see her again,» he thought.

He looked at the people sitting by the water. Some
of them were in the water. Children were running
about, calling to each other. The sea was very blue,
and very quiet.

«All this will still be here tomorrow,» thought
Henry. He walked down to the water. Then he
walked into it until he could not walk any more.
Then he began to move through the water like a
fish.

«I will go a long way out,» he thought. « Then I will
stop. I will let myself fall down through the water,
and not come up any more. It will soon be over.»

On and on he went, far out to sea. Then he stoppcd
«Now I will do it,» he thought.
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caksin. Elbiselerini giy. Otele donmek istiyorum.»

«Otele dinebilirsin,» dedi Henry. «Teckrar suya gire-
ecgim.»

«Peki, eger istiyorsan gitmelisin,» dedi Bayan Mar-
tin, «fakat hosuma gitmiyor. Cok kalma. Diikkénla- .
ra bakmak istiyorum.»

Yiiriiyerek uzaklagti.

Henry onun yiiriiyerek kendisinden uzaklagmasina
bakti. ‘Onu bir daha gormeyecegim,” diye diisiindii.

Su kenarinda oturan insanlara bakti. Bazilar1 suyun
icindeydi. Cocuklar birbirlerine seslenerek sagda sol-
da kosusuyorlardi. Deniz ¢ok mavi ve ¢ok sakindi.

«Biitiin bunlar yarin hald burada olacak,» diye dii-
siindii Henry. Yiiriiyerek suya indi. Sonra artik yii-
rilyemez olana kadar iginde yiiriidii. Sonra su iginde
balik gibi hareket etmeye baslad:.

«Epey uzaga acilacagim,» diye diisiindii. «Sonra du-
racagim. Kendimi suyun iginde (dibe) asagiya bira-
kacagim ve artik tekrar yukari gelmeyecegim. Cok
gecmieden olup bitecek.»

Gittikge ilerledi ve denizde agildi. Sonra durdu. ‘Sim-
di yapacagim,’ diye diisiindii.
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Just then he began to be afraid. «I am going to
be ill,» he thought.

«Help!» he called. «Help! Help!»

He didn’t remember about wanting to die. He was
just afraid.

«Help!» he called again. «Please—someone—save
me—»

Two men were fishing in a fishing boat near by.
They heard him call out and went to him quickly.
They pulled Henry into the fishing boat. Then they
covered him with a coat and gave him something
to drink. He was very cold and tired, but he was
out of the water. He didn’t care about anything
else.

Some time later he opened his eyes. He was in bed
in his room in the hotel. His wife was sitting by
the bed. She was crying.

«Why are you crying?» said Henry.

«You could have died,» she said. «I was very afraid.»
«I wanted to die,» said Henry.

«But why?» said his wife. «Why did you want to
die? You have everything to live for.»

«Not now,» said Henry. «You don’t love me any
more. »
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Tam o sirada korkmaya basladi. «Hasta olacagim,»
diye diisiindii.

«IJmdat!» diye bagirdi. «Imdat! Imdat!s»
Olmek isteyisini hatirlamadi. Korkmustu sadece,

«Imdat!» diye yine bagirdi. «Liitfen—beni birisi
kurtarsin—»

fki adam bir balik¢i kayiginda yakinlarda balik tu-
tuyordu. Bagirmasini duydular ve ¢abucak ona git-
tiler.

Henry’yi balik¢1 kayigina gektiler. Sonra onu bir ce-
ketle Orttiller ona igecek birsey verdiler. Cok iisii-
miistii ve yorgundu, fakat sudan disardayd: (Gikmus-
t1.) Baska hi¢ bir sey umurunda degildi.

Bir siire sonra gozlerini acti. Oteldeki odasinda yata-
gndaydi. Karis1 yatagin yaninda oturuyordu. Agl-
yordu.

«Nigin aghiyorsun?» dedi Henry.
«Olebilirdin,» dedi. «Cok korktum.,
«Olmek istedim,» dedi Henry.

aFakat neden?» dedi karisi. «Nigin 6lmek istedin?
Yasamak igin herseye sahipsin.»

«Simdi degil,» dedi Henry. «Sen beni artik sevmi-
yorsun. »
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«Why do you say that?» she answered. «I do love
you, Henry dear. You must know that.»

«You did lcve me,» said Henry, «in the old days.
Now you only love my money. I'm just the man
who pays for your dresses.»

«No, no!» said his wife. «Dear Henry, that isn’t
true. I do love you. I like pretty clothes, because
I'm your wife and like to look nice to please you.
I'm not young any more, and I’'m not pretty now.
So I have to have a lot of clothes. I can’t look pretty
without them.»

«You are pretty,» said Henry, «in all your dresses.»
His wife stopped crying and laughed like a girl.

«Dear Henry,» she said, ewhy haven’t you said that
to me before?»

«I’ don’t know,» said Henry, «I didn’t think about
it.»

«I saw you out there in the water,» said his wife.
«I was never more afraid in my life. You must
never go so far out in the water again.»

«I shall never go in the water again,» said Henry.



«Nigin bdyle soyliiyorsun,» diye cevapladi «Seni ei-
bette seviyorum, Henry’cigim. Bunu bilmelisin.s

«Beni severdin,» dedi Henry, eeski giinlerde. Simdi
yalmizca parami seviyorsun. Elbiselerinin parasini
o0deyen adamim sadece.»

«Hayir, hayir,» dedi karisi. «Henry'cigim, dogru de-
gil bu. Seni seviyorum. Giizel giysileri seviyorum,
¢iinkii senin karinim ve seni memnun etmek igin gii-
zel goriinmekten hoslamyorum. Artik geng degilim
ve simdi giizel degilim. Bu yiizden bir siirii elbiseyo
sahip olmam gerekiyor. Onlarsiz giizel goriinemem.»

«Sen giizelsin,» dedi Henry. «Biitiin elbiselerinin
icinde.»

Karisi aglamayr kesti ve geng bir kiz gibi giildii.

«Henry’cigim,» dedi. «Bunu nigin bana daha énce
sdylemedin?»

«Bilmiyorum,» dedi Henry. «Uzerinde diisiinmedim. »

«Seni orada suda gordiim,» dedi kansi. «Hayatimda
daha fazla korkmamistim. Suda bir daha hig boyle
agiimamalisin. »

«Bir daha suya girmeyecegim,» dedi Henry.
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SORULAR

Okudu@unuz «The man who wanted to die» isimli
hikaye ile ilgili bu sorular1 cevaplandiriniz,

Where was Henry Martin sitting?

What colour was the sea?

How was he?

What did he think?

What must he have?

Does his wife love hiin now?

What is he tired of?

When were they happy?

What can you do when you are young and

in love?

10. Did he work very hard to buy thcir first
house?

11. Was it more difficult for him with a lot of
men working for him?

12. What was he making by this time?

13. What did they buy?

14. Did he like her old dresses or the new ones?

15. What was his wife doing then?

16. What did she say?

R
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17.
18.
19.
20.
21.
22,
23.
24,
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.

Are her dresses old?

Who began to look angry?

Who says untrue things?

What does she think about?

Who will care?

How is the water?

Who were running about?

How was the sea?

Will he go a long way out or a short way out?
When will it be over?

What did he say when he called?
Who were fishing near by?

Did they help hin?

With what did they cover him?
Where did he open his eyes?
Who was crying?

Why did she want a lot of clothes?
Did his wife love him?

Will he ever go in the water again?
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FOR L.OVE OR MONEY?

Victor Newton owned a little shop in a small town
called Hillfield, not very far from London. He liked
the shop and the work of buying and selling all
kinds of things to the people living in and near the
town. His father owned the shop before him, and
his father’s father in years gone by. The name
«Newton’s» was over the shop window just the same
as it was a hundred years before.

He had a son called Tom. «One day,» Victor thought,
«Tom will own this shop. He will marry, and his
son will have it after him. That is a good thing. The
name «Newton’s» will stay over this window for
many years to come.»

One day a friend of his, called Dick Cooper, came
into the shop to buy some things. « Have you heard,»
he said, as Victor was putting them into paper bags,
«about the Manor House being sold?»

«Yes,» said Victor. «I've heard something about it.
T've heard all kinds of stories about it, but are they
true? Who has bought it? Do you know?s
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SEVG! YOZUNDEN MI YOKSA PARA ICIN MI?

Victor Newton Londra’dan fazla uzak olmayan
Hillfield adinda bir kiigiik kasabada kiiciik bir diik-
k&na sahipti. Kasaba ve yakininda oturan halka her
tiirld mal satmak ve almak isini ve diikkéni severdi.
Ondan nce diikkina babasi sahipti, gegmis yillarda
da babasiun babasi. ‘Newton’un’ ismi tipim yiz yil
oncesinde oldugu gibi dikkkdn vitrini (cami) iizezrin-
deydi.

Tom isminde bir oglu vardi Victor «Giintin birin-
de,» diye diisiindii, «Tom bu diikkdna sahip olacak.
O evlenecck ve ondan sonra oflu ona sahip olacak.
Bu iyi bir sey ‘Newton’un’ ismi gelecek pek ¢ok yil-
larda (da) bu vitrin tizerinde kalacak.»

Bir giin Dick Cooper adinda bir arkadasi bazi seylec
satin almak igin diikkdna girdi. Victor onlar kese
kagitlarina koyarken: «Duydun mu?» dedi. «Manor
House’in satiisina dair?»

«Evet,» dedi Victor. ¢Onun hakkinda birseyler duy-
dum. Onun hakkinda her tiirlii hikdye duydum, fakat
dogru mu onlar? Onu kim satin aldi? Biliyor ma-
sun?»
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«Yes,» said Dick, « do know. It’s Robert Adams,
the rich shop owner. He owns a great many shops
all over the country.»

«He docsn’t own this one,» said Victor.

«He will want to own it,» said Dick, «You wait
and see.»

«What?5 said Victor. «This little shop? It’s much too
small. He only cares about big shops.»

«He buys small shops and makes them into big
ones,» said Dick.

«He can’t have this one,» said Victor. «This is my
shop. It was my father’s shop, and it will be my
son’s. I will not sell it to anyone.»

«That’s right,» said his friend, «you must tell him
that.»

But, walking home, he was very troubled.

Some days later Victor Newton got a letter. He read
it, and his face became very red.

«What is the matter?» asked his wife. «You look
very angry. Whom is this letter from?»

«It’s from Robert Adams,» said Victor. «He wants
to buy our shop.»

«But why?» asked his wife. «You don’t want to sell
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«Evet,» dedi Dick, «elbet biliyorum. Robert Adams,
zengin diikkan sahibi, tiim iilkede pek ¢ok diikkana
sahiptir.»

«Buna sahip degil,» dedi Victor.

«Sahip olmak isteyecektir,» dedi Dick. «Bekle gi-
riirsiin.»

«Ne?» dedi Victor. «Bu kiigiik diikkdna m1? O pek
cok ufaktir. Sadece biiyiik diikkénlara Gnem verir.»

«Kiigiik diikk&nlar1 satin alir onlan biiyiitiir,» dedi
Dick.

«Buna sahip olamaz,» dedi Victor. «Bu benim diik-
kanimdir. Babamin diikdmydi ve oglumun olacak-
tir. Onu hi¢ kimseye satmayacagim.»

«Tamam,» dedi arkadasi. «Ona bunu s8ylemelisin.»
Fakat eve giderken cani ¢cok sikkindi.

Birkag giin sonra, Victor Newton bir mektup aldi.
Okudu ve yiizii kipkirmizi oldu.

«Ne oldu?» diye karist sordu. «Cok kizgin gorii-
niiyorsun. O mektup kimden?»

«Robert Adams’dan,» dedi Victor. «Diikkdnimia sa-
tin almak istiyor.»

«Fakat nigin?» diye karisi1 sordu. «Diikkém satmak
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the shop, do you? Why can he care about a little
shop like ours?»

«Because he likes buying small shops and making
them into big ones. Dick Cooper knows all about
him. He told me.»

«It can’t matter to us,» said Mrs Newton. «The
shop is ours. If you don’t want to sell it, he can’t
have it. Tell him that. He can’t do anything.»

«Yes,» said Victor, «I'll tell him that. Don’t say
anything to Tom about it.»

He put the letter in his coat, and went to open the
shop and start the day’s work. But he was not the
happiest man in the country.

One day, about a week later, Tom Newton was on
his way home in his car. He turned out of the
London road into another one, and saw a car stand-
ing by the side of the road. A girl was standirg
by it, looking inside the front of the car. Tom
stopped and came out. «What’s the matter,» he said
«Can I help you?»

The girl looked up. She was very pretty, with golden
hair and blue eyes.

«I don’t know,» she said. «It just stopped, and I
can’t make it go. I don’t know very much about
cars.»
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istemiyorsun, degil mi? Bizimkisi gibi kiigiik bir diik-
kédm neden Onemseyebilir?»
«Kiiciik diikkinlann satin alip onlan biiytitmeyi se-

ver giinkii. Dick Cooper onun hakkinda her geyi bili-
yor. Bana o sdyledi»

«Bizce 6nemi yok,» dedi Bayan Newton. «Diikkin
bizimdir. Satmak istemiyorsan, ona sahip olamaz.
Ona bunu sdyle. Bir sey yapamaz.»

«EBvet,» dedi Victor. «Ona bunu sdyleyecegim. Tom’a
bunun hakkinda hig bir sey soyleme.»

Mektubu ceketinin cebine koydu ve diikkan: agmaya,
glinliik ise baglamaya gitti. Fakat iilkedeki en mutlu
adam degildi o.

Bir hafta kadar sonra, bir giin, Tom Newton arabasi-
nmn iginde evine gidiyordu. Londra yolundan bir
baskasina sapt: ve yol kenarinda duran bir araba
gordii. Araba Oniiniin igerisine bakarak bir kiz onun
yaninda duruyordu. Tom durdu ve disar1 cikti. «Ne
var?» dedi. «Size yardim cdebilir miyim?»

Kiz yukar: bakti. Altin saclar1 ve mavi gozleriyle
gok giizeldi.

«Bilmiyorum,» dedi. «Duruverdi, ve onu calistira-
mryorum. Arabalar hakkinda fazla sey bilmiyorum.»
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«Let me look,» said Tom.
«Oh! Thank you,» said the girl, ayou’re very kind.»

Tom looked inside the car, and soon found the
trouble. He stood up. «No,» he said, eyou can’t
make it go. You’ll have to leave it here, and get
some men to take it away later and work on it.»

«Oh! dear,» said the girl, «what shall I do? I must
get home, and it’s a long way to walk.»

«I'll take you in my car,» said Tom. «What is your
name? Where do you live?»

«My name is Adams,» said the girl, «Kay Adams.
I live at the Manor House at Hillfield. We've just
moved there.»

«Oh!» said Tom, «your father is Robert Adams, the
big shop owner?»

«Yes,» said Kay. «Do you know him?»

«Only by name,» said Tom. «My name is Tom
Newton. My father owns ‘Newton’s’ in Hillfield High
Street.»

«I know the shop,» said Kay, «It's old and very
pretty. I love old houses and shops. Don’t you?»

«Yes,» said Tom, «but not to work in.»
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«Bir bakayim,» dedi Tom.
«O! Tesekkiir ederim,» dedi kiz. «Cok naziksiniz.»

Tom arabanin icerisine bakti, ve ¢ok gecmeden ari-
zay1 buldu. Dogruldu. «Hayir,» dedi, «Onu ¢alistira-
mazsmiz. Burada birakmaniz ve onu daha sonra alip
tizerinde ¢alisacak adamlar bulmaniz gerekecek.»

«Aman, Tanrm!» dedi kiz. «Ne yapacagim? Eve
gitmeliyim ve yiirlimek igin epey yoldur.»

«Sizi arabamla gotiireyim,» dedi Tom. «Admiz ne-
dir? Nerede oturuyorsunuz?»

«Adim Adams’tir,» dedi kiz. «Kay Adams. Hillfield-
deki Manor House’da oturuyorum. Heniiz tasindik
oraya.»

«O!» dedi Tom. «Babaniz biiyiik diikkdn sahibi
Robert Adams mi?»

«Evet,» dedi Kay. «Onu taniyor musunuz?s

«Sadece ismen,» dedi Tom. Benim adim Tom
Newton’dur. Babam Hillfield High Sokagindaki
‘Newton’un’a sahiptir.»

«Diikkéin1 biliyorum,» dedi Kay. «Eski ve pek sirin.
Eski evleri ve diikkdnlar1 severim. (Ya siz?) Siz
sevmez misiniz?»

«Evet,» dedi Tom. «Fakat i¢inde ¢alismayi degil.s
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What work do you like?» said Kay.

«Cars,» said Tom. «Anything to do with cars. I
work with cars in Maidstone. My father wanted me
to work in the shop, because his father owned it,
and he wants it to be ‘Newton’s’ always. But I didn’t
like the work.»

By this time, they were in Tom’s car and on their
way to the Manor House.

«I understand your father,» said Kay. «I like old
houses and shops going from father to son for
hundreds of years. How nice to be in a house and
to think ‘My father and mother lived here, and my
father’s mother and father before them. For over a
hundred years people have been living in this house.
They walked on these floors, and looked out of these
windows. Now I am doing the same thing’. I like
that.»

Tom looked at her and laughed. «You will have
to meet my father,» he said. «He talks like that.»

They came to the Manor House, and Tom stopped
the car. «Thank you very much,» said Kay, as she
got out. «Will you come in?»

«No, not now, thank you,» said Tom, «I must get
home. But I want to see you again very soon. Will
you come to the shop one day, and you can see our
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«Hangi isi seversiniz?» dedi Kay.

eArabalan,» dedi Tom. «Arabalarla ilgili ne olsa,
Maidstone’da arabalar iizerinde calisiyorum. Babam
diikkdnda c¢alismami isterdi, onun sahibi baba-
stymi$ ciinkii, ve onun daima ‘Newton'un’ olmasime
istiyor. Fakat ben isi begenmedim.»

Bu sirada, Tom’un arabasinda ve Manor House yo-
lundaydilar.

«Babaniz1 anliyorum,» dedi Kay. «Yiizyillar boyu
babadan ofula gecen eski evleri ve diikkinlar: se-
verim. Bir evin iginde olup, ‘Burada babamla annem
yasadi ve onlardan Once babamin annesiyle babast’
diye diisinmek ne kadar giizel (hos). ‘Insanlar bu
evde yiizyildan fazladir oturuyor. Onlar bu doseme-
ler iizerinde yiiriidiiler ve bu pencerelerden disariya
baktilar. Simdi ben de aym seyi yapryorum.' Bu ho-
suma gider.»

Tom ona bakt1 ve giildii. «Babamla tanismalisimiz,»
dedi. «O da bdyle konusur.»

Manor House’a geldiler ve Tom arabayr durdurdu.
Inerken Kay, «Cok tesekkiir ederim,» dedi. «Igeri
girmez misiniz?»

«Hayir, simdi degil, tesekkiir ederim,» dedi Tom.
«Eve gitmeliyim. Fakat pek yakinda sizi tekrar goér-
mek isterim. Bir giin diikkdna gelir misiniz? Bvimizi
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house, too. It's over the shop.»

«Thank you,» said Kay, «that will be very nice. And
thank you again for helping me.»

«I'll stop on my way home, and tell them to get
your car,» said Tom.

He started his car and went away. All the way
home he was thinking about golden hair and blue
eyes. «I must scc her again,» he thought. «How
can I do it?»

The next morning, Victor Newton was in his shop.
One or two people came in and bought something,
and went out again. A little later, Victor saw a man
standing outside, looking at the things in the window.
Then the man looked at the front of the shop and
up at the house over it. Victor went to the door
and opcned it.

«Good-morning, Mr. Adams,» he said. «What can
I do for you? Do you want to buy something?»

«Good-morning, Mr Newton,» said Robbert Adams.
aYes, you can do something for me. You can sell
me this shop.»

«I answered your letter, Mr Adams,» said Victor.
«There is nothing more for me to say. Good day.»

He went inside, and shut the door.
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de gorebilirsiniz. Ditkkanin iistindedir.»

« Tesekkiir ederim,» dedi Kay. «Cok giizel olur. Ve
bana yardim ettiginiz icin tekrar tesekkiir ederim.»
«Eve giderken durur onlara arabaniz1 almalarin s6y-
lerim,» dedi Tom.

Arabasint calistirdt ve uzaklasti. Biitiin ev yolu bo-
yunca altin (sarist) saglar1 ve mavi gozleri diisiinii-
yordu. «Onu yine gormeliyim,» diye diisiindii. ¢«Bu-
nu nasil yapabilirim?»

Ertesi sabah, Victor Newton diikkdnindaydi. Bir iki
kisi girip birseyler satin aldi, ve tekrar gikti. Az son-
ra Victor disarda durup vitrindeki esyalara bakan
bir adam gordii. Adam sonra diikknin Oniine ve
iistiindeki eve bakti. Victor kapiya gitti ve agtu

«Giinaydin, Bay Adams,» dedi. «Sizin i¢in ne yapa-
bilirim? Birsey mi satin almak istiyorsunuz?»

«Giinaydin Bay Newton» dedi Robert Adams.
«Evet, benim icin bir sey yapabilirsinizz. Bana bu
diikkan: satabilirsiniz. »

«Mektubunuza cevap verdim, Bay Adams,» dedi
Victor. «Soyleyecegim baska bir sey yok. 1yi giinler.»

Igeri girdi ve kapiyr kapad:.
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Robert Adams opened it, and came into the shop.
«Yes, I got your letter, Mr. Newton,» he said, «but
there is something more to say. If you don't sell
me this shop, I shall build another one, much big-
ger, in another part of this strect, not far away
from here. People will come to my shop because
they will not have to pay so much money for their
things. I can do this because I am much richer
than you are. I will pay you well for this shop.
You will not be poor. Think about it again,
Mr. Newton. I don’t want to wait much longer.» He
walked out of the shop.

Just then, Mrs. Newton came into the shop. «What
was he saying?» she asked. «I heard him talking.
He talked a lot. You didn’t say much.»

«No,» said Victor, «there isn’t very much to say.
This is the end of ‘Newton’s.” He will build a bigger
shop ncar here, and everyone will go there. I shall '
not be able to sell anything. You can’t fight against
money.» He looked sadly at his little shop. «Tom
will never have it now,» he said. «He will never
work here, or his son after him.»

«Tom docsn’t want to work here, Victor,» said Mrs.
Newton. «He wants to work with cars. You
know that. He doesn’t care about the shop as you
do. These things matter to us very much, but not
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Robert Adam onu agt1 ve diikkéna girdi. «Evet, mek-
tubunuzu aldim, Bay Newton,» dedi. «Fakat sdyle-
necek bir sey daha var. Bana bu diikkkinmi satmaz-
saniz, buradan pek uzak olmayan yere, sokagin,
bir baska bolimiine cok daha biiyiik bir digerini
inga edecegim. Mallarina o kadar fazla para Gde-
mek zorunda kalmayacaklar: i¢in halk benim diik-
kAnma gelecek. Sizden ¢ok daha zengin oldugum
i¢in bunu yapabilirim. Bu diikkan icin size iyi para
verecegim. Yoksul olmayacaksimiz. Tekrar iizerinde
diisiiniin, Bay Newton. Daha fazla beklemek iste-
miyorum.» Diikkdndan ¢ikip gitti.

Tam o sirada, Bayan Newton dtikkdna girdi. «Ne
aoylityordu?» diye sordu. «Onu konusurken duydum.
Epey konustu. Sen ¢ok sdylemedin.»

«Hayir,» dedi Victor. «Soylenecek pek cok sey yok.
Bu, ‘Newton’un, sonudur. Buranin yakininda daha
biiyiik bir diikkin insa edecek ve herkes oraya gi-
decek. Hig bir sey satamayacagim. Paraya karsi gar-
pisamazsin.» Uziintiiyle kiigiik diikkkdmmna baktr.
«Simdi Tom ona asla sahip olmayacak,» dedi. «Bu-
rada hi¢ caligmayacak, ne de ondan sonra oflu.»

«Tom burada galismak istemiyor, Victor,» dedi Ba-
yan Newton. «Arabalar iizerinde calismak istiyor.
Bunu biliyorsun. Senin yaptigin gibi ditkkk&m1 6nem-
semiyor. Bu seyler bizce ¢ok 6nemli, fakat genglere
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to young people. Life changes all the time.»

«Robert Adams will pull this building down,» said
Victor. «The shop and the house—everything will
come down. We shall have to find somewhere else
to live.»

«Yes,» said his wife, «that makes me very sad. That
is the saddest part of it all. It's a beautiful old
building. A new one here will not be nearly as
nice.»

«Life changes,» said Victor, «it changes all the
time.» He looked very sad. His wife put her arm
through his. «Don’t be too sad,» she said. «We still
have each other. That matters most of all.»

Tom did not see Kay for some days, but he thought
about her all the time. He wanted to see her again
very much. Then, one day, he was coming home
from work in his car, and he saw her walking with
her dog. He stopped at once and got out. «I am
glad to see you again,» he said. «I was going to
call at your home, and ask if your car was all right
again.»

aYes, thank you,» said Kay. «It goes very well now.
But I don’t want it today, because I'm taking my
dog for a walk. We're going into the fields.»

«May I come with you?» said Tom.
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degil. Hayat devamli degisiyor.»

«Robert Adams bu binay: yikacaktir,» dedi Victor.
«Diikkdn ve ev—her sey yikilacak. Oturmak igin
baska bir yer bulmak zorunda kalacagiz.»

«Evet,» dedi karisi. «Beni ¢ok iiziiyor bu. Hepsinin
en acikh tarafi odur. Giizel bir eski binadir. Bu-
rada yenisi onun kadar sevimli olmayacak.»

«Hayat degisiyor,» dedi Victor, e«devamli degisi-
yor.» Pek iiziintiilii goriiniiyordu. Karis1 koluna gir-
di, «Cok fazla iiziilme,» dedi. «HA4li birbirimize
sahibiz. Hepsinden 6nemlisi budur.»

Tom birkag giin Kay’i gormedi, fakat biitiin bu siire
boyunca onu diisiindii. Onu tekrar gormeyi pek ¢ok
istiyordu. Sonra, bir giin, arabasiyla isinden eve ge-
lirken onu kopegiyle yiiriirken gordii. Hemen durdu
«Evinize ugrayip arabamzin yine diizelip diizelmedi-
gini soracaktim.»

«Evet, tesekkiir ederim,» dedi Kay. «Simdi pek iyi
calisiyor. Fakat onu bugiin istemiyorum. Koépegimi
yiiriiylise cikariyorum giinkii. (Kirlara) Tarlalara
gidiyoruz.»

«Ben de sizinle gelebilir miyim?» dedi Tom.
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«Yes, if you want to,» said Kay.

Tom put his car nearer to the side of the road, owt
of the way of the other cars, then he and Kay walked
into the fields. They walked and talked for some
timne, and were very happy. The dog ran about and
went into the next field. There was a horse in this
field, and the dog ran after it.

«Oh! cried Kay, «my dog! It’s running after shat
horse!»

She began to run too, calling to the dog as she ran.
«Bimbo! Come back! Come here at once!»

Tom ran too, faster than she did, and was in the
other field first. The dog was making the horse
afraid. Just then the horse turned and lifted his foot
to hit the dog. Tom ran as fast as he could, caught
the dog, and pulled it away. He made a noise, and
the horse ran off to the other side of the field.

«Oh! thank you,» said Kay. «That horse could have
killed Bimbo. It could have killed you, too.»

«Oh! no,» said Tom. «It wasn’t as bad as that.
But keep your dog away from that field. The horse
is always there, and it’s afraid of dogs.»

They walked back to the road, and came to the
car. «I will take you home again,» said Tom, «but
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«Evet, arzu ediyorsamz,» dedi Kay.

Tom arabasini yol keparmmin daha yakmina, Gteki
arabalarin yolunun disina koydu, sonra o ve Kay tar-
lalarin igine yiiriidiiler. KGpek saga sola kostu ve bir
sonraki tarlaya girdi. Bu tarlada bir at vardi ve ko-
pek arkasindan kostu. '

«Ah!» diye Kay baykirdi. «Kopegim! O atin pesin-
den kosuyor!»

Kosarken kopege seslenerek o da kosmaya basladi.
«Bimbo! Geri don! Hemen buraya gell»

Tom da kostu, ondan daha hizh ve Oteki tarlaya
once girdi. Kopek at1 iirkiitiiyordu. Tam o sirada at
dondii ve kopege vurmak igin ayagini kaldirdi. Tom
elinden geldigi kadar hizh kosup kopegi yakalad: ve
onu cekerek uzaklastirdi. Bir giiriiitii yapti ve at
tarlanin Gteki yanina kostu.

«Ah, tesekkiir edcrim,» dedi Kay. «O at Bimbo’yu
oldiirebilirdi. Sizi de oldiirebilirdi.»

«Yo, hayir,» dedi Tom. «O kadar kétii degildi. Fa-
kat koOpeginizi o tarladan uzakta tutunuz. At daima
oradadir ve kopeklerden korkuyor.»

Yiiriiyerck yola dondiiler, arabaya geldiler. «Sizi yi-
ne evinize gotiireyim,» dedi Tom. «Fakat 6nce be-
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first, will you come home with me, and see the old
shop? You wanted to do that, didn’t you?»

«Oh! yes,» said Kay. «I will like that. I've never
been inside it.»

They went to the shop, and Tom took Kay inside.
«How pretty it is,» she said. «It still has the old
glasses in the windows.»

«Yes,» said Tom, «those glasses are over two
hundred years old.»

«And these old walls,» said Kay. «Think of the men
building them, and the people living here in the
old days. »

«I know,» said Tom, «These walls are still strong,
and will last for many years. My father and mother
love this house. I want them to stay here always.»

«But you don’t want to work here, do you?» said
Kay. «You want to work with cars.»

«Yes,» said Tom, «but that will not matter. My
father is not an old man. He can work in the shop
for a long time to come, and be happy. When he
gets older, I can pay someone to help him, even
if I don’t work here mysclf. He and my mother
can still live in the house, and the name ‘Newton’s’
will stay. I want to keep that always. One day I
may live here again. I shall never sell it.»
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nimle eve gelip eski diikkdm gortir miisiintiz? Bunu
yapmak istiyordunuz, degil mi?»

«A, evet,p dedi Kay. «Bayilinm. Igerisine hig gir-
medim. »

Diikkéna gittiler, Tom Kay’i iceri soktu. «Ne kadar
sirin,» dedi. «Vitrinlerinde hélad eski camlar1 var.»

«Evet,» dedi Tom. «O camlar iki yiiz yih askin yas-
tadir.»

«Ve bu eski duvarlar,» dedi Kay. «Onlan insa eden
insanlar: diisiiniin ve de eski giinlerde burada yasa-
yanlar1.»

«Biliyorum,» dedi Tom. «Bu duvarlar hila saglam-
dir ve uzun yillar dayanacaklar. Babamla annem bu
evi sever. Daima burada kalmalarim istiyorum.»

«Fakat burada calismak istemiyorsunuz, degil mi?»
dedi Kay. «Arabalar iizerinde ¢alismak istiyorsu-
nuz.»

«Evet,» dedi Tom. «Fakat bunun Onemi yok. Ba-
bam yash bir adam degil. Daha uzun bir siire diik-
kanda ¢alhsip mutlu olabilir. Yaslaninca kendim bu-
rada ¢alismazsam bile ona yardim edecek birine pa-
rasim (verebilirim) 6deyebilirim. O ve annem evde
yine oturabilir ve ‘Newton’un’ ad1 kalacaktir. Onu
daima tutmak istiyorum. Giiniin birinde tekrar bu-
rada oturabilirim. Onu asla satmayacagim.»
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They went from the shop up into the house, and
into the front-room. Victor Newton and his wife
were there.

«This is Kay Adams,» said Tom. «Kay, this is my
mother and father.»

«] am very happy to meet you,» said Kay. «We've
only just come to live here, but I’'ve seen your shop,
and I love it. I love this old house, too.»

Victor Newton stood up. «Is Robert Adams yomr
father?» he said.

«Yes,» said Kay.

«Where did you meet my son?» said Victor. Kay
told them about the car, and the walk in the field.
«I see,» said Victor. He looked at Tom. «Show Miss
Adams everything in the shop and the house. It
will not be here very much longer, for anyone to
look at.»

«Not here!» cried Tom. « Why do you say that?»

«It’s going to be sold and pulled down,» said his
father.

«Oh! no,» cried Kay. «Not this beautiful old
building! Who is buying it? Who wants to pull it
down?»
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Dilkkdndan eve gegtiler ve én odaya girdiler. Vio-
tor Newtor’la kansi oradayd.

«Bu Kay Adams’dir,» dedi Tom. «Kay, annem ve
babam.»

«Tamgtifymiza pek memnun oldum,» dedi Kay.
«Oturmak icin buraya heniiz geldik ama, diikkam-
mz goriip sevdim. Bu eski evi de seviyorum.»

Victor Newton ayaga kalkti. «Robert Adams baba-
iz mi?» dedi

«Evet,» dedi Kay.

«Oglumla nerede tamistimz? dedi Victor. Kay on-
lara arabay: ve tarlalardaki gezintiyi anlatt.

«Anliyorum,» dedi Victor. Tom’a bakti. «Bayan
Adams’a diikkdndaki ve evdeki herseyi goster. Her-
hangi birinin balamasi i¢in o (ev) burada fazla kal-
mayacak.»

«Burada kalmayacak mi?» diye Tom hayhrdl. «Bu-
nu niye soyliiyorsun?»

«Satilacak ve yikilacak,» dedi babasi.

«Yok, hayirl» diye Kay haykirdi. «Bu giizel eski bi-
naya olmaz! Onu kim satin aliyor? Yikmayr kim
istiyor7»
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«Your father,» said Victor.
«My father,» said Kay. «Oh no, it can’t be true.»

«It is true,» said Victor. «He came here the day
before yesterday. He wants to buy it, pull it down,
and build another shop. The other one will be much
bigger than this. He can sell a lot more things in it.
He will not ask as much money for them, but there
will be very much more of them, and he will make
more money. He can do that. He is much richer
than I am.»

«But it’s your home,» cried Kay. «It isn’t only a
shop. It’s part of the place—part of Hillfield.
‘Newton’s has been here for years and years. It
mustn’t be pulled down. It’s yours. You must tell
my father that. He can’t make you sell it.»

«No,» said Victor, «he can’t make me sell it. But
he can build another one near to it, and everyone
will go to the big new shop, and I shall not sell
anything.»

«And where will you live?» said Tom, angrily. «Mr.
Adams is turning you out of your home.»

Victor Newton laughed. «People like Robert Adams
don’t care about things like that,» he said. «They
only care about one thing—making money.»

«Oh! no,» said Kay, unhappily, «may father isn’t
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«Babaniz,» dedi Victor.

«Babam mi?» dedi Kay. «Yok, hayir! Dogru olamaz
buls

«Dogrudur,» dedi Victor. «Onceki giin buraya geldi.
Satin alip yikmay: ve bir baska diikkan insa etmeyi
istiyor. Otekisi bundan ¢ok daha biiyiik olacak. I¢in-
de daha gok sey satabilir. Onlar icin fazla para is-
temeyecek ama onlardan ¢ok daha fazlasi bulunacak
ve o daha ¢ok para yapacak. Bunu yapabilir. Ben-
den ¢ok daha zengindir.»

«Fakat sizin yuvamzdir,» diye haykirdi Kay. «O
sadece diikkdn degil. Bu yerin—Hillfield’in bir par-
casidir o. ‘Newton’un’ yillar ve yillarca burada bu-
lunmustur. Yikilmamahdir. O sizindir. Babama bu-
nu sOylemelisiniz. Size sattiramaz onu.»

«Hayir,» dedi Victor. «Bana onu sattiramaz. Fakat
onun yakininda bir bagkasimi insa edebilir ve her-
kes yeni biiyiik diikkdna gidecektir; ben de hig¢ bir
sey satmayacagim.»

Tom ofkeyle, «Peki, nerede oturacaksimz?» dedi.
«Bay Adams sizi yuvanizdan disar1 atiyor.»

Victor Newton giildii. «Robert Adams gibi insanlar
boyle seyleri 6nemsemezler,» dedi. «Yalnizca bir tek
seyi onemserler—para kazanmayi.»

Kay mutsuzca, «Yo, hayr!» dedi. «Babam &yle de-
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Kke that. He’s good and kind.»

«He may be good and kind to yom,» said Tom’s
mother, «but he cares little about other people.»

Kay turned away sadly. « must go,» she said. «I
can’t stay here. It makes me unhappy. I’'m very sorry
about it.»

She ran out of the room. Tom went after her, and
found her down in the shop. She was crying, and
he took her hand.

«Dor’t cry, Kay,» he said. «You can’t help it.»

«It fsn’t right,» said Kay, «it isn’t right, Tom. This
is your home and my father is making your father
and mother very unhappy. I must talk to him. I
must do something about it. He mustn’t do this to
you all and this old house.» She stopped crying.
«You helped me with my car and my dog,» she
said. «I will try and help you with this. Now, will
you take me home, please?»

That night, when Robert Adams came home, Kay
talked to him for a long time.

«I know,» he said, «but I have to make money,
Kay. You want to live in this nice house, and have
pretty dresses, and a car, and all the nice things in
life. Until you marry, I must give them to you. I
have a lot of things to pay for. I started with noth-
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gildir. 1yi ve gefkdtlidir.»

«Size kars iyi ve sefkatli olabilir,» dedi Tom’un
annesi. «Fakat baskalanna pek aldirdig: yok.»

Kay iiziintiiyle dondii. «Gitmeliyim,» dedi. «Burada
kalamam. Beni mutsuzlastirtyor. Cok iiziildiim buna.»

Kosarak odadan ¢ikti. Tom arkasindan gitti ve onu
asag1 diikkAnda buldu. Aghiyordu, elini tuttu.

«Aglamayin, Kay,» dedi. «Elinizden bir sey gelmez.»

«Dogru degil,» dedi. Kay. «Dogru degil, Tom. Bu
sizin yuvamzdir ve babam, babanizi ve annenizi ¢ok
mutsuz kiliyor. Onunla konusmaliyim. Bir sey yap-
maliyim. O biitiin bunlar1 size ve bu eski eve yap-
mamall.» Aglamay: kesti. «Arabama ve kdpegime
yardim ettiniz,» dedi. «Ben de bunda size yardim et-
meye calisacagim. Simdi beni eve gotiiriir miisiiniiz,
liitfen?»

O gece, Robert Adams eve gelince, Kay onunla uzun
bir siire konustu.

«Biliyorum,» dedi. «Fakat para kazanmam gereki-
yor, Kay. Bu giizel evde oturmak, giizel elbiselere,
bir arabaya ve hayattaki tiim giizel seylere sahip
olmak istiyorsun. Evlenene kadar onlar1 sana ver-
meliyim. Parasi ddenecek ¢ok seyim var. Gen¢ bir
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ing as a young man. I lived on very little money,
and I saved and saved to buy my first shop, and
make it into a bigger one. I've been doing that for
years, all over the country, and now I am rich. Why
do you care so much about ‘Newton’s? The name
‘Adams’ will be over the door. That's your name.
Don’t you want that?»

«No,» said Kay, «I don’t want anything to change.
I want it to be ‘Newton’s’ always.»

Her father looked at her. «Are you in love with
young Tom Newton?» he asked quietly.

Kay’s face became red. «I—I don’t know—» she
said. «I don’t know him very well. But I like him.
He helped me with my car, and he saved Bimbo’s
life. He’s very kind. I want to do something to help
his father and mother.» She put her hand on her
father’s arm. «But I care about you, too, father,»
she said. «I don’t want people in Hillfield to say
‘Robert Adams turned the Newtons out of their
home’. There are other shops to buy, in other towns.
Can’t you buy ones without people living in them?
People matter more than money. Please don’t build
another shop in Hillfield, father.»

Robert Adams laughed. «For years I've worked to
make money to please you,» he said. «Now I must
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adamken higle (ise) basladim. Pek az parayla ya-
sadim ve birinci dilkkinim: satin almak ig¢in ve onu
daha biiyilitmek icin hep biriktirdim. Tim iilkede
bunu yillardir yapmaktayim ve simdi zenginim.
‘Newton’un’a nicin bu kadar Onem veriyorsun?»
‘Adams’ ad1 kapinin iizerinde olacak. Bu senin adin-
dir. Bunu istemiyor musun?»

«Hayir,» dedi Kay. «Hig bir seyin degismesini iste-
miyorum. Onun daima ‘Newton’un’ olmasim istiyo-
rum.»

Babas1 ona bakti Sakince sordu: «Geng Tom
Newton’a agik misin?»

Kay’in yiizii kizardi. «Bil—bilmiyorum—» dedi.
«Onu pek iyi tammyorum. Fakat ondan hoslaniyo-
rum. Arabama yardim etti ve Bimbo’nun hayatim
kurtardr. Cok iyidir. Annesiyle babasina yardim et-
mek icin bir sey yapmak istiyorum.» Elini babasinin
koluna koydu. «Fakat seni de seviyorum, baba» de-
di. «Hillfield’dekilerin Robert Adams, Newton’lar:
yuvalarindan disar1 atti demelerini istemiyorum.
Backa kasabalarda satin almacak bagka diikkanlar
var. Icinde kimsenin oturmadiklarim1 satin alamaz
misin? Insanlar paradan daha dnemlidir. Hillfield’de
baska bir diikkin insa etme, liitfen, baba.»

Robert Adams giildii. «Yillarca seni memnun etmek
icin para kazanmaga c¢alistim,» dedi. Simdi seni
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not make money to please you. All right, I will not
buy anything in Hillfield. Will that make you
happy?»

«Oh! Father,» cried Kay, «you are good. I am happy.
I must tell Tom.»

She ran to the telephone. Tom answered it.

«Tom!» cried Kay, «it’s all right. My father will
not buy your shop, or build another shop in Hillfield.
Your father and mother will not have to leave their
home. Oh! I am happy!»

«So am I ,» said Tom. «Can I come to your house
now? I want to meet your father and thank him.
And I want to thank you, too. I can’t do that on
the telephone.»

Tom and Kay Newton have a house of their own
in Hillfield now, and Tom has his own shop for
buying and selling cars. Robert Adams built it and
gave it to them when they were married. The name
«Newton’s» is still over the door of the other shop,
and the old glass windows still look out into Hill-
field High Street.

Tom and Kay'’s little son, called Victor Robert, often
goes to sce Tom’s mother and father, and runs in
and out of the shop. He likes to help Tom’s father,
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memnun etmek igin para kazanmamaliyim. Pekil,
Hillfield’de hi¢ bir sey sst:n almayacagmn. Bo seni
mutlu kilacak mi1?»

«Ah! Baba!» diye baykird: Kay. «lyisin. Mutluyum.
Tom’a sOylemeliyim.»

Telefona kostu. Tom cevap verdi.

«Tom!» diye haykird: Kay. «Tamamdir. Babam diik-~
kinimz satin almayacak, ne de Hillfield’de bir bag-
ka ditkkkdn insa edecck. Babamizla anneniz yuvala-
rindan ayrilmak zorunda kalmayacak. Ah! Mutlu-
yum!»

«Ben de,» dedi Tom. «Simdi evinize gelebilir mi-
yim? Babamizla tanismak ve ona tesekkiir etmek
istiyorum. Size de tesekkiir etmek istiyorum. Bunu
telefonla yapamam.»

Tom ile Kay Newton simdi Hillfield’de kendi ev-
lerine sahipler, ve araba alp satmak icin Tom’un
kendi diikkkdmi var. Evlendikleri zaman, Robert
Adams onu insa edip onlara verdi. ‘Newton'un’ ad:
hala oteki diikkdnin kapisi izerindedir, ve eski cam
vitrinler hdlad Hillfield High Sokagina bakmaktadir.

Tom ile Kay'in Victor Robert adindaki kiigiik og-
lu stk stk Tom’un annesiyle babasimi gérmeye gider
ve diikkanda bir igeri bir disar1 kosup durur. Tom’un
babasia yardim etmeyi sever ve Victor gogu zaman
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and Victor often Iets him put the things in the bags
for people, and shows him how to take the right
money.

Little Victor likes his father’s shop with all the cars
in it, but he likes the old shop more. «Newton’s»
will be there for many years to come.

126



ona insanlarin Steberisini torbalara koymasina izin ve-
rir, ve dogru paranin nasil alinacagini ona gosterir,

Kiigiik Victor icindeki biitiin o arabalarla babasi-
nin diikkdnini sever, fakat eski diikkkdm1 daha ok

sever. ‘Newton’un’ gelecek uzun yillarda (da) orada
olacak.
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz «Fer Love or Momey?» isimli hikiye
ile ilgili bu sorular1 cevaplandirimz.

)
CPVPXNAN AN =

)
N =
g

13.
14.
15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
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Who owned a little shop in the small town?
What was the name of the small town?
Who owned the shop before him?

What was he doing there?

How old was the shop?

Who buys little shops?

What does he do with them?

Does Victor want to sell his shop?

Whom is the letter from?

What does he want?

Where did he put the letter then?

When did Tom see a car by the side of the
road?

Whose car was it?

What was the name of the girl?

Could she make the car run?

Who helped her?

Where did he take the girl?

What was the colour of her eves?

How was she?



20.
21.
22,
23,
24.
25.
26.
27.
28.

29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34.
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42,
43.
44,
45.

Where does Tom work?

What does he like?

Does he want to work in the old shop?
Who understands Tom’s father?

Where do Tom’s parents live?

Who visited the shop?

What did he want to buy then?

Who is richer, Mr. Adams or Mr. Newton?
If Victor doesn’t scll it, what will Robert
Adams do?

Will it be smaller or bigger than the old one?
Will he be able to sell anything then?
Who will pull down the old shop?

Is Victor happy or sad?

What did his wife do?

What did she say?

What changes all the time?

Whom did Tom want to see very much?
When did he see her?

Where was he?

Did he stop and get out?

Where did they go?

Who ran after the horse?

What was the name of the dog?

Who saved the dog?

Whom did they visit then?

Doaes she like the shop and the house?
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46.
47.
48.
49,
50.
Sl

13

What is part of Hillfield?

Who is tumning them out of their home?
Who cries?

Does Adams pull the shop down?
What happened to Tom and Kay?

What is their little boy called?






THE BLUE BIRD

Old Emma Lambert lived in a small house just
outside a town near London. She was an old womsan
and she could not go out any more. Sometimes she
was ill or very tired, and she had to stay in bed. She
did not see very many people. A woman called Mrs
Mooney came and cleaned the house for her and
brought her some food, but most of the time old
Emma was alone.

Her greatest friend was a small blue bird. It had a
white mark on its head. It lived in a bird cage in her
room, and it made a noise when it wanted to come
out of the bird cage. The noise sounded like talking.
Emma talked to the bird each day, and it answered
her with these noises. Emma loved the bird very
much. She called it Billy.

Near her house, people were building a lot of new
houses. Nearly all the people living in these houses
were young. Most of them had children.

One day, Mrs Mooney cleaned the bird cage, and
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MAVI KUS

Yasli Emma Lambert Londra yakininda bir kasa-
banin tam disinda kiiciik bir evde yasiyordu. Yash
bir kadind1 ve artik disar1 ¢itkamiyordu. Bazi zaman-
lar hasta veya ¢ok yorgundu, ve yatakta kalmaya
mecbur oluyordu. Pek ¢ok insan gérmiiyordu. Mrs
Mooney adl bir kadin geliyor ve onun icin evi te-
mizliyor ve ona biraz yiyecek getiriyordu, fakat ¢ogu
zaman yash Emma yalmzdi

En biiyiik arkadas:1 kiigiik bir mavi kustu. Basinda
beyaz bir isareti vardi. Odasindaki bir kus kafesin-
de yastyor ve kafesten gikmak istedifi zaman bir
giiriiltii yapiyordu. Giiriiltii konusma gibi geliyordu.
Emma her (bir) giin kiiciik kusla konustu, ve o
ona bu giiriiltiilerle cevap verdi. Emma kusu pek
¢ok seviyordu. Onu ‘Billy’ diye ¢agiriyordu,

Evinin yakininda, insanlar bir¢ok yeni evler insa
ediyorlardi. Bu evlerde yasayan hemen biitiin insan-
lar gencti. Cogunun ¢ocuklar: vards.

Bir giin Mrs Mooney kafesi temizledi ve kapiyt
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left the door open. There was no one in the room,
Billy came out of the bird cage and went to the
window. That was open, too. When Emma came
into the room, the blue bird was gone.

Poor Emma was very sad. She called Mrs Mooney.

«Why did you leave the door of the bird cage open,
Mrs Mooney?» she said. «Billy has gone. He will
never come back. Some animal will eat him. Oh!
my poor little bird. What shall I do?» She began to
cry.

«I'm very sorry,» said Mrs. Mooney, « didn’t
remember to shut the door, Don’t cry. It'll come
back. It has gone to see some other places. Lcave
the window open all the time.»

On the other side of the town, a young man and
his wife were moving into one of the new houses.
Their names were David and Vera Scott. Vera was
putting the books in their right places in the front
room. David was carrying bags into the house from
the car outside. It was a beautiful day, and the little
house looked very clean and new. They were happy.

Just then Vera heard a small noise by the window.
She went to look. There sat a small blue bird.

«Oh! you pretty little bird!» said Vera. «David!
Come and look at this little bird.»
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2¢ik birakti. Odada kimse yoktu. Billy kafesten ¢ikti
ve pencereye gitti. O da agikti. Emma odaya girdigi
zaman, mavi kus gitmisti.

Zavalll Emma c¢ok iiziildii. Mrs. Mooney’e seslendi.

«Nigin kafesin kapisimi agik birakmmz, Mrs. Moo-
ney?» dedi. «Billy gitmis. Hi¢ geri gelmeyecek. Bir
hayvan onu yiyecek. Oh! zavalli kiigiik kusum! Ne
yapacagim?» Aglamaya basladi.

«Cok lizgliniim,» dedi Mrs. Mooney, <kapiy1 kapa-
may1 hatirlamadim. Aglama. Geri gelecek. Bazi bas-
ka yerleri gérmeye gitmistir. Hep pencereyi agik
birak.»

Kasabanin diger tarafinda, gen¢ bir adam ve karisi
yeni binalardan birine tasmiyorlardi. Isimleri David
ve Vera Scott'tu. Vera kitaplar1 6n odadaki uygun
yerlerine koyuyordu. David ¢antalar1 disaridaki ara-
badan eve tasiyordu. Giizel bir giindi, ve kiigiik ev
temiz ve yeni goriiniiyordu, Mutluydular.

Tam o sirada Vera pencerenin yanibasinda ufak bir
gliriltii isitti. Bakmaya gitti. Orada kiiciik bir mavi
kus oturuyordu.

«Oh! sen giizel, kiigiik kust» dedi Vera. «David!
Gel ve bu kiiciik kusa bak.»
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David came into the room and looked.

«That’s good,» he said. «That's very good. Blue
birds make people happy. We’re going to be very
happy here.»

His wife laughed. «Oh! how nice,» she said. «But
where has it come from? Will it stay with us?»

«We mustn’t keep it,» said David. «Someone must
own it. They’ll be unhappy to lose it.»

«But how will it get back to them?» said Vera.

«Birds know a lot,» said David, «more than we
do. Leave the window open. Then it can go whena
it wants to.»

They gave the bird some pieces of bread, and it
ate them all. Then it drank some water, and went
to sleep on the back of a chair.

Vera and David worked all day in other rooms in
the house. At night, they remembered the little bird.
They went down and looked in the front room. It
was still there.

«We’ll put it in one of the bedrooms,» said Vera.
«We can leave the window open.»

She took the blue bird in her hands and Carried it up
to the bedroom. David put a small box, near the
window and they put the bird in it. They put
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David odaya girdi ve bakti.

«Giizel,» dedi. «Cok giizel. Mavi kuslar insanlar:
mutlu ederler. Burada ¢ok mutlu olacagiz.»

Karsi giildii. «Oh! ne hos,» dedi. «Fakat neredes
gelmis? Bizimle kalir mi?»

«Onu tutmamaliy1z,» dedi David. «Birisi ona sahip
olmali (Bir sahibi olmali.) Onu kaybetmekle mutsuz
olacaklardir.»

Vera, «Fakat onlara nasil donecek?» dedi.

aKuslar ¢ok sey bilirler,» dedi David. «Bizim bildig;-
mizden daha gok. Pencereyi agik birak. Sonra iste-
digi zaman gidebilir.»

Kusa birka¢ ekmek pargasi verdiler, onlarin hepsini
yedi. Sonra biraz su icti, ve bir sandalyenin arka-
sinda uyudu.

Vera ve David evdeki diger odalarda biitiin giin ¢a-
Iistilar. Geceleyin, kiiciik kusu hatirladilar. Asagiya
indiler ve 6n odaya baktilar. Hild oradaydi.

Vera, «Onu yatak odasindan birine koyalim,» de-
di. «Pencereyi agik birakabiliriz.»

Mavi kusu ellerinin igine aldi1 ve yukar yatak oda-
sina tasidi. David pencerenin yanina kiiciik bir kutu
koydu ve kusu onun igine koydular. Kutunun ya-
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some water near the box, and some pieces of bread.
Then they opened the window.

«Good night, little bird,» said Vera. «Thank you for
coming to see us. We shall be happy here, I know.»

The next morning, they locked in the other bedroom.
The blue bird was gone...

In the house on the other side of the town, old Emma
opened her eyes. She thought about her little blue
bird. She was so sad without it. She got up and
began to dress. Just then she heard a small noise
by the window. There sat the blue bird!

Old Emma was very happy. «Oh! Billy!s she said,
«You’ve come back! Dear little Billy! I am glad
to see you. Why did you go away?» She touched
the bird.

Just then, Mrs. Mooney came in. «What did I say?»
she cried. «It has come back, all right!»

«Yes,» said Emma. She took the bird in her hands,
and carried it to the bird cage. But the bird did
not want to go in the bird cage. «It doesn’t want
to go in the bird cage,» said Mrs. Mooney. «Don’t
put it there.»

«But it'll go away again,» said Emma.

«Let it go, if it wants to,» said Mrs Mooney. «Let
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nina biraz su ve birkag ekmek parcasm koydular. Son-
ra pencereyi agtilar.

Vera elyi aksamlar, kiiglik kus,» dedi. «Bizi gor-
meye gelmen icin sana tegekkiir. Burada mutlu ola-
cagiz, biliyorum.»

Ertesi sabah, diger yatak odasina baktilar. Mavi kug
gitmisti...

Kasabanin diger tarafindaki evde, yasli Emma goz-
lerini agt1. Kiictik mavi kusunu diistindii. Onsuz ¢ok
tizgiindii. Kalktt ve giyinmecye basladi. Tam o sira-
da pencerenin yanibasinda ufak bir giiriltii isitti.
Mavi kus orada oturuyordu!

Yasli Emma ¢ok mutluydu. «Oh! Billy!s dedi. «Ge-
ri geldin! Sevgili kiigiik Billy! Seni gormekten mem-
nunum. Nigin uzaklastin?» Kuga dokundu.

Tam o sirada Mrs. Mooney igeri girdi. «Ne dedim?»
diye haykirdi. «Geri gelmis, tamam!»

Emma, «Evet,» dedi. Kusu ellerinin icine aldi, ve
onu kafese tasidi. Fakat kus kafese girmek istemedi.
Mrs. Mooney, «Kafese girmek istemiyor,» dedi.
«Onu oraya koyma.»

«Fakat tekrar uzaklasacak,» dedi Emma.

Mrs. Mooney, «Gitmek isterse, birak gitsin,» dedi.
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it stay by the window.»

Emma let the bird go and it went and sat by the
window. It did not go outside, it just sat there. Emma
did not try to put it into the bird cage again. It liked
to be in the room, and sat on top of the door, or
on the back of a chair. The window was always
open, and sometimes it went and sat in a tree just
outside, but it always came back again.

One day, about two years later, Emma wasn’t well.
She had to stay in bed. The blue bird sat on the
table by the bed nearly all the time. That night,
Emma opened her eyes and tried to put on the
light. Her hand touched the little bird once, then
it fell back on the bed. She did not move again.

In the morning, when Mrs Mooney came, she spoke
to Emma, but Emma did not answer her. Mrs.
Mooney touched her, then she went quickly, and
telephoned to the doctor. The doctor came and
fooked at Emma, «She died in the night,» he said.
«She was very old. Now, she looks very quiet and

happy.»

Mrs. Mooney looked all over the room. «Where is
the bird?» she said. «It was always here near her.
It has gone.»

«The window is open,» said the doctor. «It has
gonc away.»
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«Brrak pencerenin yaninda kalsm.»

Emma kusu birakt, ve o gitti pencerenin yaninda
oturdu. Disartya gitmedi, sadece orada oturdu. Em-
ma tekrar onu kafese sokmaya calismad. Odanin
iginde olmaktan hoslaniyor ve kapmin {istiinde ve-
ya bir iskemlenin arkasinda oturuyordu. Pencere
daima agikti, bazan gitti ve hemen disardaki bir
agaca oturdu, fakat daima tekrar geri geldi.

Bir giin, takriben iki sene sonra, Emma iyi degildi.
Y atakta kalmaya mecbur oldu. Mavi kus hemen he-
men biitlin zaman yatagin yanindaki masada oturdu.
O aksam, Emma gozlerini agti ve 15181 yakmaya ga-
higtr. Eli bir kere mavi kusa dokundu, sonra tekrar
yataga diistii. Bir daha hareket etmedi.

Sabahleyin, Mrs. Mooney geldiginde, Emma’ya ses-
lendi, fakat Emma ona cevap vermedi. Mrs. Mooncy
ona dokundu, sonra g¢abucak gitti ve doktora tele-
fon etti. Doktor geldi v¢ Emma’ya bakt:. «Gecele-
yin Olmiis,» dedi. «Cok yashiydi. §imdi, gok sakin
ve mutlu goriiniiyor.»

Mrs. Mooney odaya bagtan asagiya bakti «Kug
nerede?» dedi. «Daima burada onun yanindayd:
Gitmis.»

Doktor «Pencere agik,» dedi. «Gitmis.»
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Mrs. Mooney said «Old Emma loved that bird. She
said to me once, ‘If I die, please take care of Billy,
Mrs. Moorney.’ I said ‘All right. I'll take it with me,
I said it to please her, but I don’t want it. I don’t
want a bird in my house, but I don’t want anything
bad to happea to it.»

«Birds can take care of themselves,» said the doctor.,
«It has gone to find another home.»

In the Scott’s house, on the other side of the town,
their little girl was in bed. She was only a year
old, and she was very ill. Her mother sat by the
bed. She looked very sad. The child’s face was
white, and she did not move at all.

Just then Vera Scott heard a voice by the window.
There sat the blue bird.

«Oh! it has come back!» said Vera. « The blue bird
has come back! Something good must happen now.»

The blue bird came over and sat quietly on the
bed, near the little girl. Vera looked at her, and
waited.

After a time, the child opened her eyes. She looked
at the blue bird and put out her hand to touch it.
Her mother gave her something to drink and she
went to sleep. Soon, the doctor came. He looked
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Mrs. Mooney «Emma o kusu severdi. Bir keresin-
de bana: ‘Eger Oliirsem, liitfen Billy’e bak, Mrs
Mooney,’ dedi. ‘Pekdli, onu yamima alacagim’ de-
din. Onu memnun etmgk igin soyledim, fakat onu
istemiyorum. Evimde bir kus istemiyorum, fakat
ona koétii bir sey olmasim istemiyorum,» dedi.

Doktor «Kuslar kendilerine bakabilirler,» dedi.
«Baska bir yuva bulmak igin gitmistir.»

Kasabanin diger tarafinda, Scott’larin evinde, kiiciik
kizlar: yatakta idi. Heniiz bir yasindaydi, ve ¢ok has-
taydi. Annesi yatagin yaninda oturuyordu. Cok iiz-
giin goriiniiyordu. Cocufiun yiizii beyazdi, ve hig
hareket etmiyordu.

Tam o sirada Vera Scott pencerenin yaninda bir
giiriiltii isitti. Mavi Kus orada oturuyordu.

«Oh! geri gelmis!» dedi Vera «Mavi Kug geri gel-
mis! lyi bir sey olmali simdi.»

Mavi kus geldi ve sessizce yataga, kiigiitk kizin ya-
nima oturdu. Vera ona bakti ve bekledi.

Bir zaman sonra, cocuk gozlerini agti. Mavi kusa
bakti ve ona dokunmak igin elini ¢ikardi Annesi
ona igecek bir sey verdi, ve o uyudu. Cok gegme-
den, doktor geldi. Dikkatle ¢ocuga bakti ve ona do-
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carefully at the child, and touched her. Thea he
turned to her mother. «She’s better,» he said. «Much
better. You can stop being afraid now. She will live
and grow well again.» Then he saw the blue bird.
«Where did you get that bird?» he said.

«I don’t know,» said Vera. «It came in at the
window just now. It came once before, but it went
away again. It’s the same bird. It has a white mark
on its head. Do you know anything about it?»

«]I think so,» said the doctor. He told her about
Emma Lambert.

«Then, can we keep it?» said Vera.

«Why not?» said the doctor. «No one else wants
it.»

«I want it,» said Vera. «As soon as it came, my
little girl was better. The blue bird shall stay with
us always.»
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kundu. Sonra annesine dondii. «Daha iyi,» dedi.
«Cok daha iyi. Simdi, korkmayi birakabilirsiniz.
Yasayacak ve yine iyi olarak biiyiiyecek.» Sonra
mavi kusu gordii. «Nereden aldimiz bu kusu?» dedi.

Yera, «bilmiyorum,» dedi. «Heniiz simdi pencere-
den girdi. Once bir kere gelmisti, fakat tekrar gitti.
O aym kustur. Basinda beyaz bir isareti var. Onun
hakkinda herhangi bir sey biliyor musunuz?»

Doktor, «0yle zannediyorum,s dedi. Ona Emma
Lambert hakkinda anlatt:.

«Oyleyse, onu biz muhafaza edebilir miyiz?» dedi
Vera.

«Nicin olmasmn?» dedi doktor. «Onu baska hig
kimse istemiyor.»

Vera «Onu ben istiyorum,» dedi. «O gelir gelmez,
kiiciik kizzm daha iyi oldu. Mavi kus daima bizim-
le kalacak.»
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz «The blae bird» isimli hikiye ile ilgili
bu sorularn cevaplandiriniz.
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18.
19.
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Where did Emma live?

Was she old or young?

Who was her greatest friend?

What colour was the bird?

Where did the bird live?

What was the name of the bird?

What did Mrs. Mooney do one day?
How did poor Emma feel?

Who left the door open?

Who lived on the other side of the town?
What were their names?

Were they happy or not?

What did Vera hear?

What do blue birds make people?
What did they give the bird?

Where did the bird go to sleep?

When did Vera and David remember the
bird?

Where was it?

Where did she carry the blue bird?



290.
21.

22.

23.
24,
25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.

33.

34,
35.
36.

37.
38.
39.
40.
41.
42.

What did they put near the box?

Was the blue bird in the bedroom the next
day?

What did old Emma feel when she saw the
bird?

What did she do to the bird?

Where did she carry it?

Did the bird want to go in the cage?

Who said «Don’t put it theres?

What did Emma do?

Where did the bird sit?

Where did it like to be?

Where did it go sometimes?

What happencd to Emma two years later?
Where did the bird stay when Emma was in
bed?

Why didn’t Emma talk to Mrs. Mooney in
the morning?

What did the doctor say?

Was the bird there?

Who was in bed on the other side of the
town?

Where did her mother sit?

How did she look?

What colour was the children’s face?
Where did Vera see the blue bird?

What did she say?

Where did the bird sit?
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43.

45.
46.
47.
48.
49.
50.
51.
52.
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Whean did the child open her eyes?

Where did she look?

What did the doctor do?

What did he say?

What did he say when he saw the blue bird?
What did Vera ask the doctor?

What did he tell her?

Can they keep it?

Who else wants it?

What happened as soon as it came?






NOT TO HONG KONG

My journey from England in the ship Orsini was
like most others that I have made. We had the usual
dances and dinners, but I spent much of my time
reading. Among the other travellers there was only
one that I remembered well, and I spent only about
three minutes with him.

It happened on our last day before we reached
Alanga. I was sitting in a chair, just looking at the
sea, when this man sat down by my side. We talked
for a minute or two about the people in the ship,
and then I told him that I was on my way to Hong
Kong, and that I had to wait several days at Alanga
for my next ship.

He turned to look at my face, and then he said,
very quietly, the words that I remember so well:

«You will never see Hong Kong again in your life.»

I looked at him with surprise, but without another
word he stood up and walked away. I never spoke
to him again.

150



HONG KONG’A DEGIL

Ingiltere’den Orsini vapuru ile seyahatim, yapmus
oldugum ¢ogu digerleri gibi idi. Her zamanki gibi
danslar yaptik ve yemekler yedik, fakat ben vakti-
min ¢ogunu okuma ile gecirdim. Diger yolcular ara-
sinda iyi hatirladigim sadece biri vards, ve ben o-
nunla takriben sadece ii¢ dakika gegirdim.

O bizim Alanga’ya erismemizden Once son giinii-
miizde oldu. Bir sandalyede oturuyor, sadece denize
bakiyordum ki ( o zaman) bu adam yanibasima otur-
du. Bir iki dakika icin gemideki insanlar hakkinda
konustuk, ve sonra ben ona Hong Kong yolu iize-
rinde oldugumu (gitmekte oldugumu) ve Alanga’da
diger vapurum icin birkag¢ giin beklemek mecburi-
yetinde oldugumu sdyledim.

Yiiziime bakmak icin dondi, ve sonra ¢ok sessizce,
cok iyi hatrrladigim sozciikleri soyledi:

«Hayatimizda hi¢ bir zaman Hong Kong'u bir daha
gormeyeceksiniz. »

Ona hayretle baktim, fakat baska bir sozciiksiiz (bas--
ka bir sey sOylemeden) ayaga kalkti ve uzaga yii-
riidii (uzaklast1). Onunla asla bir daha konusmadim.
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It was a strange thing to say, but it did not trouble
me very much because I did not believe it. It is
true that I thought about it a great deal on that day
and the next. But we reached Alanga on the Mon-
day afternoon, and I had other things to think about.
When I left the ship I came at once to this hotel,
which is the best in the place.

I was sitting in the garden of the hotel after dinner
on that first night when another man spoke to me.
He was about thirty years old. I did not know him,
of course, but I am always glad to talk to people
because they may say something interesting. So
when he asked me to drink something, I thanked him

The night was very beautiful. As we sat under the
trees, we could hear nothing except a few quiet
voices and the gentle sound of the sea. He told
me that he was a tea planter, and that he hoped
to spend most of his life in this part of the world.

«And what are your plans?» he asked.

«I have come from England,» I answered, «and I am
on my way to Hong Kong. But I haven’t reached
Hong Kong yet.» I laughed.

«Why do you laugh?» he asked.
I told my new friend the story of the man in the

Orsini. «He says that I shall never see Hong Kong
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O sOylemesi acayip bir seydi (bu ¢ok garip bir s6z-
di)), fakat o beni pek ¢ok rahatsiz etmedi ¢iinkii
ona inanmadim. Onun hakkinda o giin ve ertesi giin
pek ¢ok diistindiigiim dogrudur. Fakat Alanga’ya pa-
zartesi Ogleden sonra vardik, hakkinda diisiinecek
baska diger seylerim vardi Vapuru terk edince der-
hal bu otele geldim, ki o mahalde en iyisidir.

Bir diger adam benimle konustugu zaman o ilk gece
yemekten sonra otelin bahgesinde oturuyordum. O
takriben otuz yasinda idi. Onu, pek tabii, tammi-
yordum, fakat ben insanlarla konusmaktan daima
memnun olurum ¢iinkil onlar ilgi ¢ekici bir sey soy-
leyebilirler. Bu bakimdan benden bir sey i¢cmemi -
rica ettigi zeman ona tesekkiir ettim.

Gece ¢ok giizeldi. Agaglarin altinda oturuyorken
birka¢ hafif sesten ve denizin tath (hafif) sesinden
baska hi¢ bir sey duyamiyorduk. O bana bir gay
yetistiricisi oldugunu ve hayatinin biiyiik kismini
diinyanin bu kisminda gegirmeyi limit ettigini sGyledi.

« Ve sizin planlarimiz nedir?» diye sordu.

«Ingiltere’den geldim,» diye cevap verdim, «ve Hong
Kong yolundayim (Hong Kong’a gidiyorum). Ama
heniiz Hong Kong’a varmadim,» diyerek giildiim.

«Nicin giililyorsunuz?» diye sordu.

Arkadasima Orsini’deki adamin hikayesini soyledim.
«Benim Hong Kong’u hayatimda bir daha gérmeye-
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again in my life, but I don’t believe things like that.
How does he know anything about me? I've never
seen him before. My ship leaves on Friday, and I
shall be in it.»

«The people who live in this part of the world
know a lot more than we do,» said the tea-planter.
«Of course, we mustn’t believe all of them. Some
of them say things like that just to get money from
people. The same kind of thing happens in every
country in the world. But some of them know the
truth. What kind of man was this?»

«] remember him quite well,» I answered. «He had
strange eyes. And there were other things. He had
only three fingers on his right hand, and there was
the mark of an old cut on his face.»

The tea planter listened to these words with a very
strange look on his face. He said nothing for a
long time. But when he spoke, it seemed that he
knew this man.

«That man was about sixty years old,» he said.

«You know him then,» I said. «Where did you
mect him?»

«T have never seen him in my life,» said the tea-
planter.

I am not a man who is easily surprised but I could
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cegimi sOyliyor, fakat ben boyle seylere inanmam.
Benim hakkinda nasil herhangi bir gey bilir? Onu
daha 6nce hi¢ gérmedim. Vapurum Cuma giinii ayri-
lryor ve ben onun iginde olacagim.»

insanlar bizim bildigimizden ¢ok daha fazlasini bi-
firler,» dedi. «Pek tabii onlarin hepsine inanmama-
hryiz. Onlann bazilan bu geyleri sadece insanlardan
para elde etmek icin sOylerler. Aymi cins sey diin-
yada her tilkede olur. Fakat bazilan gergegi bilir.
Bu ne bigim bir adamdi?»

«Onu ¢ok iyi hatirhiyorum,» diye cevap verdim. «O
acayip gozlere sahipti ve baska seyler (de) vardi
Sag elinde sadece ii¢ (tane) parmag ve yiiziinde eski
bir kesik isareti vardi.»

Cay yetistiricisi yiiziinde gok garip bir goriiniig ile
bu so6zciikleri dinledi. Uzun bir siire hi¢ bir sey soy-
lemedi. Ama konustugu zaman 6yle goriindii ki o
bu adami taniyordu.

«O adam takriben altns yasinda idi,» dedi.

«Onu taniyorsunuz, su halde,» dedim. «Ona nerede
rastladimz?»

Cay yetistiricisi «onu hayatimda asla gérmedim,»
dedi.

Ben kolaylikla hayret eden bir adam degilim, fakat
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not understand this. How could a tea planter in
Alanga know the age of a traveller in the Orsini?

We had some more drinks. There was something
here that I wished to know, and I wanted my new
friend to talk. «So,» I said, «you have never met
this man, but you know his age. What is his name?»

«I don’t know.» He looked at me and laughed quietly.
«Perhaps you won’t believe this,» he said, «but,
it’s something that I must tell you. It's the story
of a party.»

I looked at his face. It was the face of a man who
lived in the open air.

«Many years ago,» he said, <a number of people
had a party. One of the girls was going to marry a
young man there. The party was going very well
and everyone was quite happy, when an unknown
‘man came to the door. He said that he was ready
to tell anyone there some of the things that were
going to happen in future.»

«Like the man in the Orsini,» I said.

«Yes,» said the tea-planter, «very like him. The
girl saw this man at the.door and said that she
was ready to listen. You must understand that
everyone was laughing, this was an evening party.»

The tea-planter put his glass on the table.
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bunu anlayamadim. Alanga’daki bir gay yetistiricisi
Orsini’deki bir seyyahin yasini nasil bilebilirdi?

Birkag icki daha igtik. Burada bilmek istedigim
bir sey vardi, ve yeni arkadasimin konusmasini is-
tiyordum. «Demek,» dedim, «bu adama hig¢ rastla-
madiniz, fakat yasmi biliyorsunuz. Onun ad: nedir?»

«Bilmiyorum.» Bana bakt: ve sessizce giildii. «Bel-
ki buna inanmayacaksiniz,» dedi, «fakat size sdy-
lemem gereken bir seydir. Bir ziyafetin hikayesidir.»

Yiiziine baktim. O acik havada yasamis bir adamin
yiiziiydii.

«Birgok yillar 6nce,» dedi, «birkag kisi bir ziyafet
verdi. Kizlardan bir tanesi orada gen¢ bir adam-
la evlenecekti. Bilinmeyen bir adam kaptya geldigi
zaman ziyafet ¢ok iyi gidiyordu, ve herkes ¢ok mut-
Iu idi. O, oradaki herhangi bir kimseye gelecekte
olacak bazi seyleri sOylemege hazir oldugunu sdy-
ledi.»

«Orsini’deki adam gibi,» dedim.

«Evet,» dedi gay yetistiricisi, «gok onun gibi (tipk:
onun gibi). K1z bu adami kapida gordii ve dinle-
mege hazir oldugunu soyledi. Anlamalisimz ki her-
kes giililyordu, bu bir aksam ziyafeti idi.»

Cay yetistiricisi bardagmi masanmn tistiine koydu.

157



«This man,» he said, «told the girl several things
that were quite clear. Very often men of that kind
say things that are not clear at all: they say that
you will travel, or that you will meet a beautiful
lady or a tall gentleman, But this man was different.

He said that the girl was not going to marry that man.
He also said that she was going to marry another
young man at the party. But at that time she did
not like that man at all, and so she laughed very
much. But the strange visitor did not laugh. I can
remcmber all the words: “You will marry the other
man, and he will buy you a present, a blue dress,
before you marry him. You will have three sons,
and one of them will die before he is fifteen years
old. You yourself will die when you are sixty-nine.’
And after he said this, they gave him some money
and he went away. No one believed him, of course.»

« [f you remember those words so well.» I said, «you
were at the party yourself, I suppose.»

«No,» he said. «I wasn’t there. Perhaps it will be
best if I finish the story, and then you’ll understand.»
«Very well,» I said «Please go on.»

«Well,» he said, «the first man was killed by a car
a few weeks later. The girl fell in love with the
other man, and one day when they were walking
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«Bu adann» dedi, «kiza kesin olan birgok seyler
soyledi. Ekseriya bu g¢esit insanlar hi¢ de ¢ok kesin
olmayan seyleri sdyler: Sizin seyahat edeceginizi ya-
hut giizel bir hanimla veya uzun bir beyle tanisacagi-
mz1 soylerler. Fakat bu adam baskaydi. »

O kizin o adamla evlenmeyecegini sGyledi. Onun
ziyafetteki bir baska gen¢ adamla evlenecegini de
sOyledi. Fakat o esnada o (kiz) o adam hi¢ de scv-
miyordu, ve bu bakimdan pek ¢ok giildii. Fakat
garip ziyaretgi giilmedi. Biitiin kelimeleri hatirlaya-
biliyorum. ‘Siz diger adamla evleneceksiniz, ve o si-
ze onunla evlenmeden Once bir hediye satin ala-
cak, bir mavi elbise. U¢ oglunuz olacak, ve onlar-
dan biri onbes yasinda olmadan Glecek. Siz kendi-
niz altnus dokuz yasinda iken Gleceksiniz.’ Ve bunu
sOyledikten sonra, ona bir parca para verdiler ve o
uzaklastr. Ona hi¢ kimse inanmad, pek tabii.»

«O sbzciikleri o kadar iyi hatirhyorsaniz,» dedim,
asiz kendiniz (de) o ziyafette idiniz, zannederim.»

«Hayir,» dedi. «Ben orada degildim. Belki en iyisi
Oykiiyii bitirmektir, o zaman anlayacaksiniz.»

«Pekld,» dedim, «liitfen devam edin.»

«Evet (ee!)» dedi. «1lk adam birkag hafta sonra bir
otomobil tarafindan oldiiriildi. Kiz diger erkege astk
oldu, ve bir giin, caddede beraber yiiriiyorlarken,
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along the street together, they saw some dresses in a
shop, and he bought a blue dress for her. After
they were married, they had three sons and one
of them died at the age of fourteen. So, you see, the
strange man who came to the party was quite right.»

The tea-planter sat back in his chair and looked
at the tops of the trees at the end of the garden.

I found this story very hard to believe. It is easy
to tell a story like this, but the planter’s face was
not the face of a dreamer.

«Did the girl die at the age of sixty-nine?» I asked.
«I don’t know,» he said. « My mother isn’t sixty-nine
yet.»

«Your mother!»

«Yes,» he said. «The girl who married the other
man was my mother, and I am one of the sons who
did not die. My younger brother died when he was
fourteen. My other brother is in India. My father
died some time ago, but my mother is still alive.
She’s fifty-eight.»

So the story was true! He was telling me about his
own family! And the unknown man who went to
that party knew quite well all these things that
happened later. A strange feeling came over me,
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bir diikkinda bazi elbiseler gbrdiiler, ve o (adam)
onun (kiz) icin mavi bir elbise satin aldi. Evlendik-
ten sonra ii¢ ogullar1 oldu ve onlardan bir tanesi
on dort yasinda oldii. Boylece, goriiyorsunuz ki, zi-
yafete gelen garip adam ¢ok hakliydi.»

Cay yetistiricisi sandalyesinde geriye oturdu ve bah-
cenin sonundaki agaglarin tepelerine baktu.

Bu hikdyeyi ¢ok gii¢ inanilir buldum. Béyle bir hi-
kaye anlatmak kolaydir, fakat yetistiricinin yiizii bir
hayalcinin yiizii degildi.

«Kiz altmis dokuz yasinda 6ldii mii?» diye sordum.
«Bilmiyorum,» dedi «Annem heniiz altmij dokuz
(yasinda) degil.»

«Anneniz!...»

«Evet,» dedi. «Diger adamla evlenen kiz benim an-
nemdi ve ben 6lmeyen ogullarindan birisiyim. Daha
kiiciik erkek kardesim on dort (yasinda) iken oOldii.
Diger erkek kardesim Hindistan’dadir. Babam bir
zaman Once Oldii, fakat annem hald sagdir. O elli
sekiz (yasinda)'dir.»

Demek hikdye dogruydu! Bana kendi ailesi hakkin-
da soylilyordu. Ve o ziyafete giden meghul adam
daha sonra olan biitiin seyler hakkinda ¢ok iyi bildi
(bilmisti). Uzerime garip bir his geldi, ve Orsini’-
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and I did not feel very happy when I remembered
the man in the Orsini. Perhaps that man’s words
were also truel

«Why were you so surprised when I told you about
that man in the ship?» I asked. «How did you know
his age? You haven’t told me.»

«Oh, I'm sorry,» he said. «I haven’t made it clear.
The strange man who came to the party was about
twenty-five years old. My mother told me the whole
story. I never saw him myself, of course. You will
understand why. I am thirty-two. My mother was
marricd after the party, and if I am thirty-two, that
man must be sixty or more now.»

«But how do you know that it’s the same man?»
I asked looking at him with troubled eyes.

«The man who came to the party,» he said «had
only three fingers on his right hand, and there was
a cut on the left side of his face.»

The tea planter left me then, and I sat there in the
beautiful garden with a sad heart. That was on
Monday night. It is Friday night now, but the ship
has left for Hong Kong without me. I am not on
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deki adami hatirlaymca (kendimi) ¢ok mutlu his-
setmedim. Belki o adamin sozleri de dogruydu.

«Gemideki o adam hakkinda sdyleyince nigin o ka-
dar sasirdimiz?» diye sordum. «Onun yasini nasil
bildiniz? Bana soylemediniz.»

«0... Afedersiniz,» dedi. Onu agiklamadim. Ziya-
fete gelen garip adam takriben yirmi beg yaginda idi.
Annem ‘bana biitiin hikdyeyi sOyledi. Ben kendim
onu hi¢ gérmedim, pek tabii. Nigin oldugunu anla-
yacaksimiz. Ben otuz iki (yaginda) yim. Annem ziya-
fetten sonra evlendi, ve ben otuz iki olursam, o adam
simdi- altmis veya daha fazla olmali.»

Ona endiscli gozlerle bakarak, «Ama onun aynt a-
dam oldugunu nasil (nereden) biliyorsunuz?» diye
sordum.

«Ziyafete gelen adam» dedi, «sag elinde sadece fig
parmaga sahipti ve yiiziiniin sol tarafinda bir kesik
vardi»

o giizel bahgede iiziintiilii bir kalple oturdum. O pa-
zartesi gecesiydi. Simdi cuma gecesidir, fakat gemi
bensiz Hong Kong icin (Hong Kong’a gitmek iizere)
ayrildi. Hong Kong yolu iistiinde degilim. (Hong
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my way to Hong Kong. I am in bed, waiting for
the doctor to come. I feel very hot. I hope that I
have written this clearly.
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Kong’a gitmiyorum.) Doktorun gelmesini bekleyerek
yataktayim. Cok sicak hissediyorum (¢ok atesim
var.) Umarim ki bunu agik¢a yazdim.
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SORULAR

Okudugunuz «Not to Horg Kong» isimli hikdye ile
ilgili bu sorular1 cevaplandiriniz,

How did he spend much of his time?
Who did he remember well?
How long did he spend with him?
When did it happen?
What was he doing when the man sat by his
side?
What did they talk about?
What did the man say to him quietly?
How did he look at the man?
9. Did it trouble him very much?
10. Why didn’t it trouble him?
11. When did they reach Alanga?
12. Where did he go when he left the ship?
13. How old was the man who spoke to him in
the garden of the hotel?
14. What was the man? ,
15. Did he tell his new friend the story of the
man?
16. When will his ship leave?
17. What did the tea planter say?
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18.
19.
20.
21.
22.
23.
24.

25.
26.
27.
28.
29.
30.
31.
32.
33.
34,
35.
36.
37.
38.
39.
40,
41.
42,
43,
44,

Did he remember the man well?

Were his eyes strange?

How many fingers had he on his right hand?
What mark was there on his face?

Did he know the man?

How old was the man?

Was he surprised when the tea-planter knew
the man’s age?

What did lie want his friend to do?

Did he know his name?

What was the story about?

When did a number of people have a party?
Who was going to marry a young man there?
Who came to the door?

What was he ready to do?

Who saw the man at the door?

What was she ready to do?

What kind of a party was it?

What did the man tell the girl?

Were they clear?

Was she going to marry that man?

Whom was she going to marry?

What did she do when she heard this?
What will the other man buy for her?

How many sons will they have?

At what age will one of them die?

When will she die?

What did they give him?
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With whom did the girl fall in love?
What did he buy for her?

How many sons did they have?

At what age did one of them die?

Who is this girl?

Where is his other brother?

How old is his mother now?

What did he feel when he remembered the
man in the Orsini?

How old was the man when he came to the
party?

Who told him the story?

- How did he know that it was the same man?

What was there on his face?

Where did he sit after the tea planter left?
Why did the ship leave without him?
Who is he waiting for?

How does he feel?



CEVAPLAR






«THE OLD MAN’S SHOFP» CEVAPLARI:

1. Briggs and Newton have come to stay at
the hotel for the night.

2. There is a book on the table in froat of them.
3. Newton does.

4. No, he can’t.

5. It is ‘The Dead are still with us.

6. He was reading it on the train.

7. No, he doesn't.

8. He died just after the war.

9. No one lives in the shop now.

10. The old man is speaking for the first time,

11. He tells a story.

12. Itisabout a young girl and a young man.

13. The young man was killed at war.

i4. No, they couldn’t.

15. Yes, she did.

16. No, he doesn’t.

17. He will believe it if two pcople see
something.

18. Mr Manley comes in.

19. He is the owner of the hotel.

20. He puts on the light.

21. Itis along the road.

22. Yes, he has.
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It will be ready in an hour.

No, he didn’t.

They were just talking.

He can hear the noise of the door.
Mr Manley was.

It bccomes very white.

He is the dead shopkeeper.

They leave after this.

They go back to London.

They will eat on the train.



«RICHARD THE WRITER» CEVAPLARI:

1. He worked in a bank.

2. He didn’t like his work.

3. He wants to be a writer.

4. He will be able to write books if he goes
to other countries.

5. Everyone will read his books.

6. They call hiin ‘Richard the writer.’

7. He must write a book.

8. He lived in a small hotel.

9. It was near the station.

0. He ate at the same table near the window at

night,

11. He put some one at his table.

12. He made a note of things before he went
to sleep.

13.  He kept it in his room.

14. A writer has to keep notes.

15. A great thing happened to Richard.

16. He looked at his face with care.

17. He was a man with a big head and very
large ears.

18. They talked as they had dinner.

19. The man did.
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Yes, he did.

Yes, he is.

He thinks that he is & writer.

Yes, he does.

He asks questions about Mr Bond.
He is the richest man in the city.
He has ten shops there.

He comes to the bank in the mommg.
No, he doesn’t.

He was ill the next day.

No, he didn’t.

He was a man with very big ears.
He became a writer in the end.



«THE MAN WHO TALKED TOO MUCH»

CEVAPLARL
1. He was a great talker.
2. He talked to everyone there.
3. Fred has changed.
4. It is about something which made him
change.
5. No, he doesn’t.
6. He was making a lot of money.
7. He was selling old cars.
8. He had three hundred pounds with him.
9. He went by train.
10. He went by train because there was always
someone to talk to.
11. There were two men and one woman.
12.  One of the men was. ’
13. The man by the window did.
14. He put a newspaper on his face.
15. He put it as soon as the train left the station.
16. He tried to sleep.
17. They talked about many things then.
18. A man must have money.
19. A poor man may steal.
20. The doctor did.
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He will tell them a good story.

No, it isn’t.

He stole a ring.

He stole it because of a pretty girl.
No, he couldn’t.

He was poor at that sime.

He stole it.

She stole to get things for herself.

He was a policeman.

He will remember their faces.

They began to read their newspapers.
They were false.

The man who was sitting next to the window
was the real thief.



«THE HOUSE WITH NO ROOMS» CEVAPLARI:
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He went to the country house of Alan.
He went to stay with Alan last week.
This country house was at Silby.

It was a nice sunny day.

They went for a ride in the morning.
They ate at a very nice hotel by a river.
He likes old houses.

It is more than five hundred years old
No one lives in that house.

They looked at the house.

No, there was no glass in them.

No, there are not.

The rain comes in.

A very big fire burnt the house.

He wants to tell the story about the building.
They walked through the fields.

It was Gordon Belt.

He was rich.

He had many rich friends then.

They stayed in his house.

They fished in the rivers.

At the end of the day, they sat at the long
table.
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They drank too much.

No, he wasn’t.

No, they aren’t.

His friends liked him.

He was unkind to the people who worked
for him.

That was for two months.

He sent them away from their home,
They had five children.

The youngest child was six months old.
The father was angry.

He died by falling into the river.

He died a year later.

It was burnt before the wedding of Colin
Belt.

He died in Africa.

It was very sad.

Alan’s house is smaller.

It has three bedroms.

No, they aren’t.

His mother knew Richard Belt.

He always wanted to see their old home.



«THE MAN WHO WANTED TO DIE»
CEVAPLARI:

He was sitting by the sea.

It was very blue.

He was unhappy.

He thought that he was getting old.

He must have a lot of money.

No, she doesn’t.

He is tired of work.

They were happy when they were young.
You can laugh at everything.

10. Yes, he did.

11. Yes, it was.

12. He was making a lot of money by this time.
13. They bought a bigger house and a bigger car.
i14. Henry liked her old dresses.

15. She was reading a book.

16. She said that she wanted some new dresses.
17. No, they aren't.

18. His wife did.

19. Henry Martin does.

20. She thinks about dresses and money.

1. No one will care.

2. The water is cold.

R N N
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The children were running about.

It was very quiet.

He will go a long way out.

It will soon be over.

He said: ‘Help!” when he called.

Two men were fishing near by.

Yes, they did.

They covered him with a coat.

He opened his eyes in his bed.

His wife was crying.

She wanted a lot of clothes because she
wanted to look nice.

Yes, she did.

No, he will never go in the water again.



«FOR LOVE OR MONEY» CEVAPLARI:

Victor Newton did.

It was Hillfield.

His father owned the shop before him.

He was buying and selling all kinds of

things there.

It was over two hundred years old.

Robert "Adams buys little shops.

He makes them into big ones.

No, he doesn’t.

It is from Robert Adams.

10. He wants to buy the shop.

11. He put the letter into his coat then.

12, About a week later, Tom saw-a car by the
side of the road.

13. It was a girl’s car.

14. 1t was Kay Adams.

15. No, she couldn’t.

16. Tom did.

17. He took the girl to the house.

18. The colour of her eyes was blue.

19. She was very pretty.

20. He works in Maidstone.

21. He likes cars.
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22. Ne, he doesn’t

23. Kay does.

24. They live over the shop.

25. Robert Adams did.

26. He wanted to buy the little old shop then.

27. Mr Adams is richer.

28. He will build another shop near by.

29. It will be bigger than the old one.

30. No, he won’t be able to sell anything then.

31. Robert Adams will.

32. He is sad.

33. She put her arm through his arm.

34. Shesaid: «Don’t be sad. We still have each
other.»

35. Life changes all the time.

36. He wanted to see Kay very much.

37. He saw her when he was coming home from
work.

-33. He was in his car.

39. Yes, he stopped and got out.

40. They went into the fields.

41. The dog did.

42. Tt was Bimbo.

43. Tom did.

44. They visited Tom’s parents then.

45. Yes, she does.

46. The old shop is part of Hillfield.
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Robert Adams is.

Kay cries.

No, he doesn’t.

They were married.

He is called Victor Robert.
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«THE BLUE BIRD» CEVAPLAREL
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She lived in a small house near London.
She was young.

It was a bird.

It was blue.

It lived in a bird cage.

The name of the bird was Billy.

She left the door of the cage open.

She felt very sad.

Mrs Mooney left the door open.

A young man and his wife lived on the other
side of the town.

Their names were David and Vera Scott.
They were happy.

She heard a noise.

They make people happy.

They gave the bird some pieces of bread.
It went to sleep on the back of a chair.
They remembered the bird at night.

It was in the front room.

She carried it to the bedroom.

They put some water near the box.

No, it wasn’t,

She was very happy.
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She touched it.

She carried it to the bird cage.

No, it didn’t.

Mrs Mooney said: «Don’t put it theres.
She let the bird go.

The bird sat there.

It liked to be in the room.

It went and sat in a tree.

She wasn’t well.

It sat on the table by the bed.

Because she was dead.

He said, «she died in the night.»

No, it wasn’t.

A little girl was in bed.

She sat by the bed.

She looked very sad.

It was white.

She saw it by the window.

She said, «The blue bird has come back.»
It sat on the bed, near the little girl.
She opened her eyes after a time.
She looked at the blue bird.

He looked at the child and touched her.
He said, «She’s better.» »
He said, «Where did you get that bird?»
«Do you know anything about it?»
He told her about Emma Lambert,



50. Yes, they can.
51. No one else wants it.
52. The little girl was better.
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«NOT TO HONG KONG» CEVAPLARLI:
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He spent much of his time reading.

He remembered one of the travellers well.
He spent about three minutes with him.
It happened on their last day before they
reached Alanga.

He was looking at the sea.

They talked about people in the ship.

He said, «You will never see Hong Kong
again in your life.»

He looked at the man with surprise.

No, it didn’t.

Because he didn’t believe it.

They reached Alanga on the Monday after-
noon.

He went to a hotel.

He was about thirty years old.

He was a tea-planter.

Yes, he did.

It will leave on Friday.

He said, «The people who live in this part of
the world know a lot more than we do.»
Yes, he did.

Yes, they were.
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He had only three fingers on his right hand.
There was the mark of an old cut on his face.
Yes, he did.

He was sixty years old.

Yes, he was,

He wanted him to talk.

No, he didn't.

It was about a party.

Many years ago a number of pcople had a
party.

One of the girls.

An unknown man came to the door.

He was ready to say some of the things
which were going to happen in the future,
The girl saw the man at the door.

She was ready to listen.

It was an evening party.

He told her scveral things.

Yes, they were. -

No, she wasn’t.

She was going to marry another young man
at the party.

She laughed.

He will buy her a blue dress.

They will have three sons.

One of them will die before he is fiftcen
years old.
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She will die when she is sixty-nine.

They gave him some money.

She fell in love with the other young man.
He bought a blue dress for her.

They had three sons.

One of them died at the age of fourteen.
She is the tea-planter’s mother.

He is in India.

She is fifty-five years old.

He did not feel very happy.

He was twenty-five years old.

His mother told him the story.

Because the man who came to the party had
only three fingers on his right hand.

There was a cut on his face.

He sat in the beautiful garden.

Because he is in bed.

He is waiting for the doctor.

He feels very hot.
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Giindogdu cad. 49 Merter - ISTANBUL Tel.:

Bu kitap belirli bir sézcik cercevesi

icinde ve en basit Ingilizceyle yazilmig
hikayelerden olugsmustur. Kitabin 6zel-
ligi her Ingilizce sayfanin kargisinda
Tirkge gevirisinin bulunmasi ve ayrica
her hikdye sonunda onunla ilgili soru-
lar ve cevaplarin yer almasidir.

Bir yillik Ingilizce 6grenimi sonunda ra-
hatgca okunabilecek kolaylikta olan bu
kitap Ingilizce hikaye serisinin en basit
diizeyi olan «birinci derece» kitapla-
rindan biridir. Ayni derecede olan di-
ger iki kitap: «The poor fisherman -
Fakir balikgi» ve «The letter - Mektup»
adini tagimaktadir.
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