                                             The charm of absurdity

Charles Lutvidge Dodgson (1832 – 1898) is a better known under the penname of Lewis Carroll, as the author of two brilliantly grotesque books for children – Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland (1865) and Through the Looking – Glass (1871). His main job, however, was mathematics, which consequently led to many misconceptions about Carroll’s personality. One of them is that Carroll was not a professional writer and that the Alice books were created casually, just in order to entertain the three Liddell children who loved listening to tales. There is even a legend that Queen Victoria, having read the two Alice books, wanted to see more of Carroll’s works – but all he could supply were tracts on mathematics.
The latter story cannot be true at all, because Carroll was a well – established writer of fiction and essays and wrote much more than two books. There are such pieces of his literary work as the long nonsense poem Hunting of the Snark and the allegorical novel Sylvie and Bruno. Bur the popularity of the Alice books are believed to be his only creations.
As for the popular history of Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland, it is partly true. The Liddell girls – the daughters of Henry George Liddell, Carroll’s friend, - indeed existed. Alice was the middle, aged 10 at the time when Carroll started working on his book; her sisters were aged 13 and 8. The idea of the book got into Carroll’s head after his boat trip with the girls on a summer day (it is noteworthy that Alice’s adventures start near the river). The Alice of the books was supposedly modeled after Alice Liddell. But the pictures drawn by the book illustrator John Tenniel did not match the appearance of the real Alice. Some critics think that Carroll just sent him a photo of another girl, yet some believe that Tenniel’s Alice was not based on any real model.
The reception of Carroll’s book by the 19th century audience was mixed, because at that time many believed that children’s books should be moralistic. Since then, Carroll’s reputation has been growing. In the eyes of the later critics, he was deemed ‘anti – Victorian’, that is, opposing the 19th-century hypocrisy. By the mid-20th century, when European culture had become largely disillusioned about reason, morals and progress. Carroll’s sense of absurd was highly appreciated. What the 20th century saw in Carroll was playfulness that only could help a person to survive in an absurd world.
One, however, must not forget that Carroll was Victorian rather than ‘anti – Victorian’ and that he could be moralistic when he chose to (in Sylvie and Bruno and in his essays he is moralistic enough). And the humour of the Alice books, at a closer examination, might be seen as frightening – as much as playful. But the uniqueness of Carroll’s works is their response to almost any request. They can be read as Victorian, as modern, as funny, as horrible, as … charming. 
                                      From Alice’s Adventures in Wonderland

There was a table set out under a tree in front of the house, and the March Hare and the Hatter were having tea at it: a Dormouse was sitting between them, fast asleep, and the other two were using it as a cushion, resting their elbows on it, and talking over its head. “Very uncomfortable for the Dormouse,” thought Alice; “only as it’s asleep, I suppose it doesn’t mind.” The table was a large one, but the three were all crowded together at one corner of it. “No room! No room!” they cried out when they saw Alice coming. “There’s plenty of room!” said Alice indignantly, and she sat down in a large arm-chair at one end of the table.

“Have some wine,” the March Hare said in an encouraging tone.

Alice looked all around the table, but there was nothing on it but tea. “I don’t see any wine,” she remarked.

“There isn’t any,” said the March Hare.

“Then it wasn’t very civil of you to offer it,” said Alice angrily.

“It wasn’t very civil of you to sit down without being invited,” said the March Hare.

“I didn’t know it was your table,” said Alice: “it’s laid for a great many more than three.”

“Your hair wants cutting,” said the Hatter. He had been looking at Alice for some time with great curiosity, and this was his first speech.

“You should learn not to make personal remarks,” Alice said with some severity: “it’s very rude.”

The Hatter opened his eyes very wide on hearing this; but all he said was “Why is a raven like a writing – desk?”

“Come, we shall have some fun now!” thought Alice. “I’m glad they’ve begun asking riddles – I believe I can guess that,” she added aloud.

“Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer to it?” said the March Hare.

“Exactly so,” said Alice.

“Then you should say what you mean,” the March Hare went on.

“I do,” Alice hastily replied; “at least I mean what I say – that’s the same thing, you know.”

“Not the same thing a bit!” said the Hatter. “You might just as well say that ‘I see what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’!”

“You might just as well say,” added the March Hare, “that ‘I like what I get’ is the same thing as ‘I get what I like’!”

“You might just as well say,” added the Dormouse, who seemed to be talking in its sleep, “that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’!”

“It is the same thing with you,” said the Hatter, and here the conversation dropped, and the party sat silent for a minute, while Alice thought over all she could remember about ravens and writing – desks, which wasn’t much.

The Hatter was the first to break the silence. “What day of the month is it” he said, turning to Alice: he had taken his watch out of his pocket, and was looking at it uneasily, shaking it every now and then, and holding it to his ear.

Alice considered a little, and then said “The fourth.”

“Two days wrong!” sighed the Hatter. “I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works!” he added looking angrily at the March Hare.

“It was the best butter,” the March Hare meekly replied.

“Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well,” the Hatter grumbled: “you shouldn’t have put it in with the bread – knife.”

The March Hare took the watch and looked at it gloomily: then he dipped it into his cup of tea, and looked at it again: but he could think of nothing better to say than his first remark, “It was the best butter, you know.”

the works – the watch’s mechanism

	The rabbit-hole (1)_____straight on like a tunnel for   some   way, and then (2)______ suddenly down, so suddenly that Alice 

(3)_____ not a moment to think about stopping herself before she (4)______herself falling down what 

(5)______ to be  a very deep well.

Either the well (6)_____ very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down to look about her and to wonder what (7)_____ going to happen next. 

First, she (8)______to look down and make out 

what she (9)_____ coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she (10)______at the sides of the well,

 and (11)_______that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here and there she (12) ______maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She (13)______down a jar from one of the shelves as she (14)______; it was labelled «ORANGE MARMALADE», but to her great disappointment it was empty: she did not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so (15)______to put it into one of the cupboards as she (16)______past it.
	_________ GO

_________ DIP

_________ HAVE

_________ FIND

_________ SEEM

__________BE

__________BE

__________TRY

__________BE

__________LOOK

__________NOTICE

__________SEE

__________TAKE
__________PASS

__________MANAGE

__________FALL


Task IV

Watch the video.

Put the sentences in the correct order:
· Dodo has a very simple solution.

· They need a lizard with a ladder.

· The lizard has to pop down the chimney, simply tie his tail around the monster’s neck and drag it out.

· She eats a carrot.

· Perhaps if Alice eats something, it will make her grow small.

· Rabbit is crying, “Help! Monster!”

· “Poor Bill.”

· Dodo proposes that they’ll burn the house down.

· Rabbit is looking for his gloves.

· Alice wonders who lives here.

Прочтите текст,  ответьте на следующие вопросы:
1. When was Charles Dickens born? 

2. Why was Dickens' father put into prison? 

3. Where did Charles Dickens work when he was a boy? 

4. What novels written by Dickens have you read? 

5. Name some characters from Dickens' books.
CHARLES DICKENS

(1812-1870)
Charles Dickens is one of the best English writers. Dickens came from a petty bourgeois family. The great delight of Dickens' early boyhood was the reading of a little library which he discovered in an upstairs room of his father's house in Portsmouth. His father was a clerk, he could never make both ends meet and was thrown into the debtors' prison. In those days a man who was imprisoned for debt could have his family to live with him in the prison, where a fair, amount of liberty was allowed. And so Dickens' mother, with her other children, went to stay at the prison. Little Charles was sent to work. He stuck labels on blacking-bottles. When his father got a legacy and was set free, the boy was able to leave his dirty work of label-pasting and was sent to school. 

Soon he entered a lawyer's office. He learned shorthand and by spending much of his time at the British Museum man​aged to make up for the shortcomings in his education.
Dickens was nineteen years old when he became a reporter. While he was working for his newspaper he began writing sketches of the characters he had observed; and in the year 1836 they were collected into a book under the title of "Sketches by Boz". In 1837 "The Pickwick Papers" was pub​lished. The book brought him fame and money. He worked without rest and produced many novels.
All his writings, whether sad or happy, serious or gay, are alive with warm-hearted sympathy for poor people and their sufferings. In "Little Dorrit" he attacks debtors' prisons. In "Hard Times" he describes the most terribly hard conditions under which not only grown-ups but also little children were working in mines and cotton-mills. In "Oliver Twist" he draws attention to the misery of life in the slums of London.
Yet Dickens was but a petty bourgeois writer, who could not overstep the limits of his class. This is evident in his neg​ative attitude towards the revolutionary activities of the Chartists. His petty bourgeois sentimentality found expres​sion in the happy endings of almost all his novels. Taken as a whole, Dickens's novels offer a complete realistic picture of the English bourgeois society of the midnineteenth century and are highly valued for their realism and humanity.
Dickens died in 1870 and was buried in Westminster Ab​bey, as he wished with nothing on the stone but his name "Charles Dickens".
THE DEVOTED FRIEND 
-  Oscar Wilde  -Оскар Уайльд
- devoted - відданий

-
Hugh the Miller  -Хью Мельник
- everything in common - все спільне
- There is no good in my going to see little Hans - Мені немає жодного сенсу відвідувати маленького Ганса

-  may get envious ['envIqs] - може позаздрити

Once upon a time there was a young man whose name was Hans. He had a very kind heart. He lived alone in a little house. He had a lovely garden where he worked every day. His gar​den was the best in the village and there were a lot of beautiful flowers in it.
Little Hans had a devoted friend, big Hugh the Miller. In​deed the rich Miller was so devoted to little Hang, that he always picked some flowers or took some fruit when he was passing Hans's garden.
"Real friends must have everything in common," the Miller used to say, and little Hans smiled and felt very proud that he had a friend with such noble ideas.
Sometimes the neighbours were surprised that the rich Miller never gave little Hans anything, but Hans never thought about these things. He worked and worked in his garden. In spring, summer and autumn he was very happy. But in winter he had no flowers or fruit to sell at the market, and he was often very hungry and cold. He was also very lonely, because the Miller never came to visit him in winter.
"There is no good in my going to see little Hans in winter," the Miller used to say to his Wife, "because when people are in trouble, you must leave them alone. That is my idea about friendship, and I am sure I am right. So I shall wait till spring comes, and then I shall go to see him, and he will give me a large basket of flowers, and that will make him happy."
The Miller's Wife sat in her comfortable arm-chair near the fire. "It is very pleasant," she said, "to hear how you talk about friendship."
"But can't we invite little Hans to our house?" said the Miller's son. "If poor Hans is in trouble, I will give him half my supper and show him my white rabbits."
"What a silly boy you are!" cried the Miller. "If Hans comes here and sees our warm fire and our good supper, he may get envious, and envy is a terrible thing. Besides, maybe he will ask me to give him some flour, and I cannot do that! Flour is one thing and friendship is another."
"How well you talk," said the Miller's Wife.
II

-
it is very generous of me - це дуже щедро з мого боку

-
they have everything in common - у них все спільне

- wheelbarrow ['wi:l"b1rq4] - тачка

- barn [b@:n] - комора

- sack of flour- мішок муки

When spring came, the Miller said that he would go to see little Hans.
"What a good heart you have!" cried his Wife. "You al​ways think of others. And don't forget to take the big basket for the flowers, not the little one."
Little Hans was very glad to see his friend. The Miller said that they had often talked about Hans in winter.
"It was kind of you," said Hans. "I was afraid that you had forgotten me."
"Hans, I am surprised at you," said the Miller. "Friendship never forgets! But I am afraid you don't understand that. How lovely your flowers are!"
"Yes, they are lovely," said Hans, "and I am glad that I have so many. I can sell them at the market and buy back my wheelbarrow."
"Buy back your wheelbarrow? Have you sold it?"
"Yes, I had to sell it because I had no money for bread. But now I want to buy it back."
"Hans," said the Miller, "I will give you my wheelbarrow. It is a little broken, but I will give it to you. I know it is very generous of me, and many people will think that it is foolish, but I am not like other people. I think that a friend must be generous, and, besides, I have a new wheelbarrow for myself. Yes, I will give you my wheelbarrow."
"Oh, that is very generous of you," said little Hans. "I can easily repair the wheelbarrow, because I have a plank of wood in the house."
"A plank of wood?" said the Miller. "That is just what I want for the roof of my barn. There is a large hole in it. I have given you my wheelbarrow, and now you will give me your plank. And here is my basket. Fill it with flowers, make it quite full."
"Full?" said Hans. "Then I shall have no flowers for the market."
"Really," said the Miller, "I have given you my wheelbar​row, and you don't want to give me flowers? We are friends, aren't we? And friends are never selfish; they have everything in common."
"My best friend!" cried little Hans. "Please take all my flow​ers!" And he ran and picked a lot of flowers and filled the Miller's basket.
"Good-bye, little Hans," said the Miller and went home. He carried the plank on his shoulder and the big basket in his hand.
The next day, when Hans was busy in his garden, the Miller came again. He was carrying a large sack of flour on his back.
"Dear little Hans," said the Miller, "I want to ask you to carry this flour to the market and sell it for me."
"Oh," said Hans, "but I am very busy today. I must water all my flowers and I must cut all my grass."
"Really," said the Miller. "I am going to give you my wheel​barrow, and you don't want to sell my flour for me. I don't think real friends are like that. It's unfriendly to refuse."
"Oh, don't say that!" cried little Hans. "I don't want to be unfriendly," He took the sack of flour and went to the market. It was a very long way and the sack was heavy, and little Hans was very tired. But he sold all the flour and reached home in the evening. He went to bed at once.
"It has been a hard day," he said to himself, "but I am glad I did not refuse the Miller. He is my best friend, and, besides, he is going to give me his wheelbarrow."
The next morning the Miller came to get the money for the flour and asked Hans to repair the roof of his barn. Hans wanted to go and work in his garden. But he remembered that the Miller was his best friend and that he was going to give him his wheelbarrow, so he could not refuse. He went with the Miller and worked for him all day long.
"What a good time I shall have in my garden tomorrow," he said to himself as he went home.
But it so happened that Hans always did something for the Miller every day and he had no time to work in his garden. "But," he used to say, "he is my best friend, and, besides, he is going to give me his wheelbarrow, and that is very generous of him."
So little Hans worked for the Miller, and the Miller said many beautiful things about friendship.
III
- pit - яма
One evening, when Hans was sitting in his room, somebody knocked loudly at the door. Hans opened it and saw the Miller with a lantern in his hand.
"Dear little Hans," cried the Miller, "I am in great trouble and want your help. My little boy is ill and I must call the Doctor. But the Doctor lives so far away and it is such a bad night! I think that it would be much better if you went for the Doctor instead of me. You know I am going to give you my wheelbarrow, so, of course, you must do something for me."
"Certainly!" cried little Hans. "I will go for the Doctor at once. But you must give me your lantern: the night is very dark."
"Oh, I cannot do that," said the Miller. "It is my new lan​tern and I am afraid you will break it."
"Never mind," said little Hans, "I can go without it." And he went for the Doctor.
It was really a very bad night. A strong wind was blowing and it was raining hard. In three hours Hans reached the Doctor's house and knocked at the door. "Who is there?" cried the Doctor. "Little Hans, Doctor." "What do you want, little Hans?"
"The Miller's son is ill, and the Miller asks you to come at once." "All right," said the Doctor. And he put on his big boots, took his lantern, got on his horse and rode off. Little Hans walked behind him. But, of course, he could not go as fast as the horse.
What a terrible storm it was! The night was so black that little Hans could see nothing and he lost his way. In the dark he fell into a deep pit full of water and was drowned.
QUESTIONS AND TASKS
1. What did the Miller always do when he passed by Han's garden?
2. What were the people of the village surprised at?
3. Who was really kind: the Miller or his son? Prove it.
4. What words of the Miller show how greedy he was?
5. What were all the jobs little Hans had to do for the Miller?
6. What do you think about this friendship?
7. Using the text, prove that Hans was drowned because of the Miller.
