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FIRST DATE - S.A. Partridge

They were on a date. It was very by the book. His mother had pressed a crisp one hundred rand note into
his hand before she dropped them off at the entrance to the carnival. To her credit, she kept the
embarrassing behaviour to a minimum. It was a perfect night; not too cold with a cloudless sky ablaze with
stars. It was a night where magic could happen. He bought his date a bag of pink candy floss and took her
hand. She was very pretty in her Jay Jay’s mini skirt and pink cardigan. Her blonde hair was pinned at the
back with a Hello Kitty scrunchie. She looked very much the naughty schoolgirl. He had made an effort too.
For the first time in months, he had let his mother iron his jeans.

“I want to go on the carousel,” she squealed, pulling at his arm like a little kid. “What are you, like five
years old?” She let go of his sleeve and he mentally kicked himself for being such a jerk. “I’m sorry. We
can go on the carousel. I’ll get us tickets.” “I don’t want to anymore.” “No c’mon. It’ll be fun.” When a
smile twitched to life at the corner of her mouth he knew he had won. She had such a pretty smile, even in
the dark with the only light coming from the fun-fair rides. They joined the carousel’s queue, made up
mostly of little kids restrained by worn-out mothers. They were lucky to get the last two places after a
scared little girl changed her mind at the last minute. He didn’t blame the kid. The carousel was one of
those old-fashioned kinds with detailed horses painted to look like they were stuck in time. Some seemed
to be screaming into the air, others leapt over imaginary hedges. Someone had twirled fairy lights around
the poles, but this only made the creatures’ nightmarish expressions and glaring eyes stand out more. She
climbed onto a pale blue horse with a flaming green mane and silver filigree rein and hugged it around the
neck. “I love horses,” she confessed in a rush. He nodded slowly and remembered his best friend telling
him that the pretty girls were always the craziest.

He pulled his hood over his head and went to stand next to her. He hoped no-one he knew from school was
around to see him. “You’re not going to ride one?” “It’s not really my thing.” He shoved his hand inside the
front pocket of his hoodie. He was pushed out of the way by a mother trying to calm down her near-
hysterical son. He shifted closer to his date and took hold of the pole above her head. “This is cosy.” She
peered up at him with those crazy eyes of hers, one brown, one blue. He relaxed. How could he be
embarrassed next to such a stunner of a girl? The music started, tinny at first, then more melodic as the
carousel started to turn. He jumped back as her horse slowly rose into the air then sank back down again.
He laughed. It wasn’t as bad as he thought it would be. The fairy lights around the edge of the roof merged
into a solid neon line as the ride gained momentum. The rest of the fair became nothing more than a
smudgy blur. “Where’ve you gone?” she asked. She must have noticed his faraway expression. “What?”
He leaned down to hear her better, just as her horse rose. Their lips met and the world was sucked out of
existence. He closed his eyes and concentrated on her movements. When her tongue went left, he moved
his right. Her lips were softer than anything he’d ever felt before. When she pulled away, it took him a
moment to get back to the real world. A couple of stars popped before his eyes. She giggled. She had a
very girly giggle. When the ride stopped he bought a ticket for the Ring Toss and won her a stuffed toy. It
was a pony, just like the one on the carousel.

They swung their hands between them as they walked. “What’re you thinking?” he asked. “Nothing,” she
replied too quickly. He smiled at her guilty expression. He was sure they both had the same goofy feeling
in their stomachs. He had thought about asking her out for months. There was a lot to consider. Too many
other guys were into her. Another reason was that she was very eccentric, not the best trait in a potential
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girlfriend. He wouldn’t hear the end of it from his friends. She always hummed some song regardless of
how quiet the classroom was or that everyone could hear her. She didn’t care about what other people
thought. But then she was really pretty. If he didn’t make a move someone else would for sure. He was
glad he had.

He glanced up at the Ferris Wheel which emitted a mechanical squeal every time it turned. He squeezed
her hand. “What do you want to do now?” She hesitated before answering. “Let’s go see what’s happening
over there.” She pointed to a small crowd standing in front of a red-and-white candy-striped tent. He let
her pull him forward. The crowd watched a guy on stilts twirling a set of fire poi around his naked torso.
The flames formed Catherine Wheels in the air. He didn’t think it was that impressive, but everyone had
the same dumb expression, like a pack of dogs watching a metronome swing back and forth. “This is lame.
Let’s get out of here,” he told his date. “No, wait. I wanna stay.” He looked at her incredulously, but he
could see by the way the fire danced in her eyes that she was as entranced as everyone else. He crossed
his arms with a sigh, and waited for her to lose interest. While he waited he studied the fire dancer,
surprised to see he wasn’t very much older than they were – maybe sixteen or seventeen. He had an
impish grin, as if he loved the affect his movements had on the crowd. “C’mon,” he whined into her ear.
She rounded on him, her eyes wide with excitement. “Do you want to sneak into the Big Top?” “What do
you want to do in there?” he asked, surprised. She stood on her tiptoes so she could whisper in his ear.
“Maybe we can find somewhere quiet to hang out. You know, just you and me.”

She led him away from the crowd, searching the edge of the tent till she found a dark slit in the canvas.
“This way.” He followed her inside, like Alice chasing the white rabbit into Wonderland. Except Wonderland
didn’t smell like poo.

Once inside, she suppressed a squeal with her hands as she jumped up and down. The source of her
excitement was a speckled white pony tethered to a pole in the centre of the tent, the kind of pony little
kids like to ride. Before he could stop her she rushed forward to pat it. “So much for finding a place to be
alone,” he said under his breath. “Isn’t it cute?” she squeaked. Every girl had a special voice they reserved
for babies and animals. He had just discovered hers. Once again, he waited for her to do her thing. The
sound of rustling canvas made him spin around. “I see you’ve met Sophie.” The fire dancer entered the
tent. He still hadn’t put a shirt on. A delicate silver chain hung around his neck as bright as his smile. “Is
that her name? She’s beautiful,” she said. The fire dancer wasn’t very tall without his stilts, but he was well
built. He stretched his rippling muscles as he walked over to where she stood. “Yep, she’s an old girl now.
We’ll need to replace her soon.” “Oh no! Don’t say such mean things.” Was it his imagination or had she
just switched to her flirty voice? He cleared his throat. “We shouldn’t be in here. Let’s go,” he shouted. She
puckered her lips into a pout and shot him a look from those knock-out eyes. “I want to go for a ride.”
“But?” He watched in quiet fury as the fire dancer helped his date mount the animal. They circled the tent
a few times. When the pony reached the entrance, the fire dancer held up the flap for it to pass through.
“Wait,” he called after them. She looked back at him, an expression of unrestrained delight on her face. He
could hear childish screams coming through the opening. The fire dancer grinned and they were gone.

He burst through the canvas flap into the cold, night air. He looked left and right, but he couldn’t see them
anywhere. He circled the tent. He went back inside. He circled it again. He ran to the food stalls and to the
giant tea cups. He went back to the tent and sent her an SMS. He decided to wait for a while. After all, they
couldn’t have gone far. He tried to phone her. Twice. Both times he got her voicemail telling him to leave a
message.

The crowd began to thin. He ran up to a woman with an anchor tattoo on her shoulder and a ring through
her nose. She looked like she belonged with the carnival. “Do you know the guy who does the fire poi?
Short with blonde hair?” “Hmmm, I’m not sure. If he’s with the show he’ll either be in the Big Top or round
back packing up.” He followed her directions to where a bunch of men in overalls loaded boxes on to the
back of a truck. “I’m looking for the guy that does the fire poi?” “Looking for a date?” someone laughed.
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“C’mon. Does anyone know where I can find this guy?” A heavyset man dropped a crate at his feet. “The
performers are all out front. Try looking in the Big Top”

Lights started blinking out around him. Only a handful of people still lingered on the field. His mother
would arrive soon to pick him up. She might already be waiting. He decided to search around the carousel
again. He imagined his date would probably want to get a last look at it before leaving. She was that type
of person.

The fairy lights were still on making the carousel resemble a golden crown; its detailed carvings and
painted murals the shining jewels. But it was the sort of crown an evil queen would wear – the sort that
kept magic mirrors and poisoned apples. He weaved his way through the horses, running his fingers across
their still backs. The ride was far less intimidating when it was covered with little kids. He stopped at the
horse that she had ridden. It seemed different somehow, like it had shifted position since he last saw it.
But he knew that was just his imagination working overtime. He hadn’t paid enough attention before. He
thought back to their kiss and smiled. He played the moment back in slow motion, remembering the feel of
her lips. It had been a pretty good first kiss. He decided he was being stupid. She was probably waiting for
him at the entrance, anxious to see him again. The thought of kissing her again made him smile. He
drummed his fingers on the backside of a pink horse and positioned himself to leap off onto the ground.
But a nagging feeling at the back of his mind made him hesitate. He looked back at the pink horse,
realising with cold horror that it was situated right at the spot where he had stood earlier. He bent down to
take a closer look at its face. It had one brown eye, one blue.

 

This image refers to question: 1, 2, 3

Page 3 of 17  Get more content at www.worksheetcloud.com
Copyright Learning Lab Apps (Pty) Ltd. All rights reserved.



Question 1: True/False 2 marks
Sophie is a monkey.

TRUE FALSE

Question 2: Multiple Choice 4 marks
The setting of the story is ... .

A the movies

B the shopping centre

C the carnival

D none of the above

Question 3: Please Fill In The Blanks 4 marks
The (1) is the (2) .

Possible Answers: mom | antagonist | protagonist | fire poi dancer

1 2

This text refers to question: 4, 5, 6, 7
The Vendetta by Guy de Maupassant

The widow of Paolo Saverini lived alone with her son in a poor little house on the outskirts of Bonifacio. The
town, built on an outjutting part of the mountain, in places even overhanging the sea, looks across the
straits, full of sandbanks, towards the southernmost coast of Sardinia. Beneath it, on the other side and
almost surrounding it, is a cleft in the cliff like an immense corridor which serves as a harbour, and along it
the little Italian and Sardinian fishing boats come by a circuitous route between precipitous cliffs as far as
the first houses, and every two weeks the old, wheezy steamer which makes the trip to Ajaccio.

On the white mountain the houses, massed together, makes an even whiter spot. They look like the nests
of wild birds, clinging to this peak, overlooking this terrible passage, where vessels rarely venture. The
wind, which blows uninterruptedly, has swept bare the forbidding coast; it drives through the narrow
straits and lays waste both sides. The pale streaks of foam, clinging to the black rocks, whose countless
peaks rise up out of the water, look like bits of rag floating and drifting on the surface of the sea.

The house of widow Saverini, clinging to the very edge of the precipice, looks out, through its three
windows, over this wild and desolate picture.

She lived there alone, with her son Antoine and their dog Semillante, a big, thin beast, with a long rough
coat, of the sheep-dog breed. The young man took her with him when out hunting.
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One night, after some kind of a quarrel, Antoine Saverini was treacherously stabbed by Nicolas Ravolati,
who escaped the same evening to Sardinia.

When the old mother received the body of her child, which the neighbours had brought back to her, she
did not cry, but she stayed there for a long time motionless, watching him. Then, stretching her wrinkled
hand over the body, she promised him a vendetta. She did not wish anybody near her, and she shut
herself up beside the body with the dog, which howled continuously, standing at the foot of the bed, her
head stretched towards her master and her tail between her legs. She did not move any more than did the
mother, who, now leaning over the body with a blank stare, was weeping silently and watching it.

The young man, lying on his back, dressed in his jacket of coarse cloth, torn at the chest, seemed to be
asleep. But he had blood all over him; on his shirt, which had been torn off in order to administer the first
aid; on his vest, on his trousers, on his face, on his hands. Clots of blood had hardened in his beard and in
his hair.

His old mother began to talk to him. At the sound of this voice the dog quieted down.

"Never fear, my boy, my little baby, you shall be avenged. Sleep, sleep; you shall be avenged. Do you
hear? It's your mother's promise! And she always keeps her word, your mother does, you know she does."

Slowly she leaned over him, pressing her cold lips to his dead ones.

Then Semillante began to howl again with a long, monotonous, penetrating, horrible howl.

The two of them, the woman and the dog, remained there until morning.

Antoine Saverini was buried the next day and soon his name ceased to be mentioned in Bonifacio.

He had neither brothers nor cousins. No man was there to carry on the vendetta. His mother, the old
woman, alone pondered over it.

On the other side of the straits she saw, from morning until night, a little white speck on the coast. It was
the little Sardinian village Longosardo, where Corsican criminals take refuge when they are too closely
pursued. They compose almost the entire population of this hamlet, opposite their native island, awaiting
the time to return, to go back to the "maquis." She knew that Nicolas Ravolati had sought refuge in this
village.

All alone, all day long, seated at her window, she was looking over there and thinking of revenge. How
could she do anything without help -- she, an invalid and so near death? But she had promised, she had
sworn on the body. She could not forget, she could not wait. What could she do? She no longer slept at
night; she had neither rest nor peace of mind; she thought persistently. The dog, dozing at her feet, would
sometimes lift her head and howl. Since her master's death she often howled thus, as though she were
calling him, as though her beast's soul, inconsolable too, had also retained a recollection that nothing
could wipe out.

One night, as Semillante began to howl, the mother suddenly got hold of an idea, a savage, vindictive,
fierce idea. She thought it over until morning. Then, having arisen at daybreak she went to church. She
prayed, prostrate on the floor, begging the Lord to help her, to support her, to give to her poor, broken-
down body the strength which she needed in order to avenge her son.

She returned home. In her yard she had an old barrel, which acted as a cistern. She turned it over,
emptied it, made it fast to the ground with sticks and stones. Then she chained Semillante to this
improvised kennel and went into the house.

She walked ceaselessly now, her eyes always fixed on the distant coast of Sardinia. He was over there, the
murderer.
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All day and all night the dog howled. In the morning the old woman brought her some water in a bowl, but
nothing more; no soup, no bread.

Another day went by. Semillante, exhausted, was sleeping. The following day her eyes were shining, her
hair on end and she was pulling wildly at her chain.

All this day the old woman gave her nothing to eat. The beast, furious, was barking hoarsely. Another night
went by.

Then, at daybreak, Mother Saverini asked a neighbour for some straw. She took the old rags which had
formerly been worn by her husband and stuffed them so as to make them look like a human body.

Having planted a stick in the ground, in front of Semillante's kennel, she tied to it this dummy, which
seemed to be standing up. Then she made a head out of some old rags.

The dog, surprised, was watching this straw man, and was quiet, although famished. Then the old woman
went to the store and bought a piece of black sausage. When she got home she started a fire in the yard,
near the kennel, and cooked the sausage. Semillante, frantic, was jumping about, frothing at the mouth,
her eyes fixed on the food, the odour of which went right to her stomach.

Then the mother made of the smoking sausage a necktie for the dummy. She tied it very tight around the
neck with string, and when she had finished she untied the dog.

With one leap the beast jumped at the dummy's throat, and with her paws on its shoulders she began to
tear at it. She would fall back with a piece of food in her mouth, then would jump again, sinking her fangs
into the string, and snatching few pieces of meat she would fall back again and once more spring forward.
She was tearing up the face with her teeth and the whole neck was in tatters.

The old woman, motionless and silent, was watching eagerly. Then she chained the beast up again, made
her fast for two more days and began this strange performance again.

For three months she accustomed her to this battle, to this meal conquered by a fight. She no longer
chained her up, but just pointed to the dummy.

She had taught her to tear him up and to devour him without even leaving any traces in her throat.

Then, as a reward, she would give her a piece of sausage.

As soon as she saw the man, Semillante would begin to tremble. Then she would look up to her mistress,
who, lifting her finger, would cry, "Go!" in a shrill tone.

When she thought that the proper time had come, the widow went to confession and, one Sunday morning
she partook of communion with an ecstatic fervour. Then, putting on men's clothes and looking like an old
tramp, she struck a bargain with a Sardinian fisherman who carried her and her dog to the other side of
the straits.

In a bag she had a large piece of sausage. Semillante had had nothing to eat for two days. The old woman
kept letting her smell the food and whetting her appetite.

They got to Longosardo. The Corsican woman walked with a limp. She went to a baker's shop and asked
for Nicolas Ravolati. He had taken up his old trade, that of carpenter. He was working alone at the back of
his store.

The old woman opened the door and called:

"Hallo, Nicolas!"

He turned around. Then releasing her dog, she cried:
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"Go, go! Eat him up! Eat him up!"

The maddened animal sprang for his throat. The man stretched out his arms, clasped the dog and rolled to
the ground. For a few seconds he squirmed, beating the ground with his feet. Then he stopped moving,
while Semillante dug her fangs into his throat and tore it to ribbons. Two neighbours, seated before their
door, remembered perfectly having seen an old beggar come out with a thin, black dog which was eating
something that its master was giving him.

At nightfall the old woman was at home again. She slept well that night.

 

This image refers to question: 4, 5, 6, 7

Question 4: Text Input 3 marks
When the widow travels across the bay, she is disguised as a ... .
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Question 5: Text Input 3 marks
Semillante practised his training on a dummy made of ... .

Question 6: Please Fill In The Blanks 4 marks
The (1) of the story is (2) .

Possible Answers: setting | theme | Bonifacio | Paris

1 2

Question 7: True/False 2 marks
The climax of the story is when Nicolas kills Antoine.

TRUE FALSE

This text refers to question: 8, 9, 10
Lamb to the Slaughter by Roald Dahl 

The room was warm and clean, the curtains drawn, the two table lamps alight - hers and the one by the
empty chair opposite. On the sideboard behind her, two tall glasses: soda water, whiskey. Fresh ice cubes
in the Thermos bucket.

Mary Maloney was waiting for her husband to come home from work.

Now and again she would glance up at the clock, but without anxiety, merely to please herself with the
thought that each minute gone by made it nearer the time when he would come. There was a slow smiling
air about her, and about everything she did. The drop of a head as she bent over her sewing was curiously
tranquil. Her skin - for this was her sixth month with child - had acquired a wonderful translucent quality;
the mouth was soft, and the eyes, with their new placid look, seemed larger darker than before. When the
clock said ten minutes to five, she began to listen, and a few moments later, punctually as always, she
heard the tires on the gravel outside, and the car door slamming, the footsteps passing the window, the
key turning in the lock. She laid aside her sewing, stood up, and went forward to kiss him as he came in.

"Hullo darling," she said.

"Hullo darling," he answered.

She took his coat and hung it in the closet. Then she walked over and made the drinks, a strongish one for
him, a weak one for herself; and soon she was back again in her chair with the sewing, and he in the other,
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opposite, holding the tall glass with both hands, rocking it so the ice cubes tinkled against the side.

For her, this was always a blissful time of day. She knew he didn't want to speak much until the first drink
was finished, and she, on her side, was content to sit quietly, enjoying his company after the long hours
alone in the house. She loved to luxuriate in the presence of this man, and to feel - almost as a sunbather
feels the sun - that warm male glow that came out of him to her when they were alone together. She loved
him for the way he sat loosely in a chair, for the way he came in a door, or moved slowly across the room
with long strides. She loved the intent, far look in his eyes when they rested on her, the funny shape of the
mouth, and especially the way he remained silent about his tiredness, sitting still with himself until the
whiskey had taken some of it away.

"Tired darling?"

"Yes," he said. "I'm tired," And as he spoke, he did an unusual thing. He lifted his glass and drained it in
one swallow although there was still half of it, at least half of it left. She wasn't really watching him, but
she knew what he had done because she heard the ice cubes falling back against the bottom of the empty
glass when he lowered his arm. He paused a moment, leaning forward in the chair, then he got up and
went slowly over to fetch himself another.

"I'll get it!" she cried, jumping up.

"Sit down," he said.

When he came back, she noticed that the new drink was dark amber with the quantity of whiskey in it.

"Darling, shall I get your slippers?"

"No."

She watched him as he began to sip the dark yellow drink, and she could see little oily swirls in the liquid
because it was so strong.

"I think it's a shame," she said, "that when a policeman gets to be as senior as you, they keep him walking
about on his feet all day long."

He didn't answer, so she bent her head again and went on with her sewing; but each time he lifted the
drink to his lips, she heard the ice cubes clinking against the side of the glass.

"Darling," she said. "Would you like me to get you some cheese? I haven't made any supper because it's
Thursday."

"No," he said.

"If you're too tired to eat out," she went on, "it's still not too late. There's plenty of meat and stuff in the
freezer, and you can have it right here and not even move out of the chair."

Her eyes waited on him for an answer, a smile, a little nod, but he made no sign.

"Anyway," she went on, "I'll get you some cheese and crackers first."
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"I don't want it," he said.

She moved uneasily in her chair, the large eyes still watching his face. "But you must eat! I'll fix it anyway,
and then you can have it or not, as you like."

She stood up and placed her sewing on the table by the lamp.

"Sit down," he said. "Just for a minute, sit down."

It wasn't till then that she began to get frightened.

"Go on," he said. "Sit down."

She lowered herself back slowly into the chair, watching him all the time with those large, bewildered eyes.
He had finished the second drink and was staring down into the glass, frowning.

"Listen," he said. "I've got something to tell you."

"What is it, darling? What's the matter?"

He had now become absolutely motionless, and he kept his head down so that the light from the lamp
beside him fell across the upper part of his face, leaving the chin and mouth in shadow. She noticed there
was a little muscle moving near the corner of his left eye.

"This is going to be a bit of a shock to you, I'm afraid," he said. "But I've thought about it a good deal and
I've decided the only thing to do is tell you right away. I hope you won't blame me too much."

And he told her. It didn't take long, four or five minutes at most, and she say very still through it all,
watching him with a kind of dazed horror as he went further and further away from her with each word.

"So there it is," he added. "And I know it's kind of a bad time to be telling you, bet there simply wasn't any
other way. Of course I'll give you money and see you're looked after. But there needn't really be any fuss. I
hope not anyway. It wouldn't be very good for my job."

Her first instinct was not to believe any of it, to reject it all. It occurred to her that perhaps he hadn't even
spoken, that she herself had imagined the whole thing. Maybe, if she went about her business and acted
as though she hadn't been listening, then later, when she sort of woke up again, she might find none of it
had ever happened.

"I'll get the supper," she managed to whisper, and this time he didn't stop her.

When she walked across the room she couldn't feel her feet touching the floor. She couldn't feel anything
at all - except a slight nausea and a desire to vomit. Everything was automatic now - down the steps to the
cellar, the light switch, the deep freeze, the hand inside the cabinet taking hold of the first object it met.
She lifted it out, and looked at it. It was wrapped in paper, so she took off the paper and looked at it again.

A leg of lamb.

All right then, they would have lamb for supper. She carried it upstairs, holding the thin bone-end of it with
both her hands, and as she went through the living-room, she saw him standing over by the window with
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his back to her, and she stopped.

"For God's sake," he said, hearing her, but not turning round. "Don't make supper for me. I'm going out."

At that point, Mary Maloney simply walked up behind him and without any pause she swung the big frozen
leg of lamb high in the air and brought it down as hard as she could on the back of his head.

She might just as well have hit him with a steel club.

She stepped back a pace, waiting, and the funny thing was that he remained standing there for at least
four or five seconds, gently swaying. Then he crashed to the carpet.

The violence of the crash, the noise, the small table overturning, helped bring her out of he shock. She
came out slowly, feeling cold and surprised, and she stood for a while blinking at the body, still holding the
ridiculous piece of meat tight with both hands.

All right, she told herself. So I've killed him.

It was extraordinary, now, how clear her mind became all of a sudden. She began thinking very fast. As the
wife of a detective, she knew quite well what the penalty would be. That was fine. It made no difference to
her. In fact, it would be a relief. On the other hand, what about the child? What were the laws about
murderers with unborn children? Did they kill then both mother and child? Or did they wait until the tenth
month? What did they do?

Mary Maloney didn't know. And she certainly wasn't prepared to take a chance.

She carried the meat into the kitchen, placed it in a pan, turned the oven on high, and shoved it inside.
Then she washed her hands and ran upstairs to the bedroom. She sat down before the mirror, tidied her
hair, touched up her lips and face. She tried a smile. It came out rather peculiar. She tried again.

"Hullo Sam," she said brightly, aloud.

The voice sounded peculiar too.

"I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas."

That was better. Both the smile and the voice were coming out better now. She rehearsed it several times
more. Then she ran downstairs, took her coat, went out the back door, down the garden, into the street.

It wasn't six o'clock yet and the lights were still on in the grocery shop.

"Hullo Sam," she said brightly, smiling at the man behind the counter.

"Why, good evening, Mrs Maloney. How're you?"

"I want some potatoes please, Sam. Yes, and I think a can of peas."

The man turned and reached up behind him on the shelf for the peas.

"Patrick's decided he's tired and doesn't want to eat out tonight," she told him. "We usually go out
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Thursdays, you know, and now he's caught me without any vegetables in the house."

"Then how about meat, Mrs Maloney?"

"No, I've got meat, thanks. I got a nice leg of lamb from the freezer."

"Oh."

"I don't know much like cooking it frozen, Sam, but I'm taking a chance on it this time. You think it'll be all
right?"

"Personally," the grocer said, "I don't believe it makes any difference. You want these Idaho potatoes?"

"Oh yes, that'll be fine. Two of those."

"Anything else?" The grocer cocked his head on one side, looking at her pleasantly. "How about
afterwards? What you going to give him for afterwards?"

"Well, what would you suggest, Sam?"

The man glanced around his shop. "How about a nice big slice of cheesecake? I know he likes that."

"Perfect," she said. "He loves it."

And when it was all wrapped and she had paid, she put on her brightest smile and said, "Thank you, Sam.
Goodnight."

"Goodnight, Mrs Maloney. And thank you."

And now, she told herself as she hurried back, all she was doing now, she was returning home to her
husband and he was waiting for his supper; and she must cook it good, and make it as tasty as possible
because the poor man was tired; and if, when she entered the house, she happened to find anything
unusual, or tragic, or terrible, then naturally it would be a shock and she'd become frantic with grief and
horror. Mind you, she wasn't expecting to find anything. She was just going home with the vegetables. Mrs
Patrick Maloney going home with the vegetables on Thursday evening to cook supper for her husband.

That's the way, she told herself. Do everything right and natural. Keep things absolutely natural and
there'll be no need for any acting at all.

Therefore, when she entered the kitchen by the back door, she was humming a little tune to herself and
smiling.

"Patrick!" she called. "How are you, darling?"

She put the parcel down on the table and went through into the living room; and when she saw him lying
there on the floor with his legs doubled up and one arm twisted back underneath his body, it really was
rather a shock. All the old love and longing for him welled up inside her, and she ran over to him, knelt
down beside him, and began to cry her heart out. It was easy. No acting was necessary.

A few minutes later she got up and went to the phone. She know the number of the police station, and
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when the man at the other end answered, she cried to him, "Quick! Come quick! Patrick's dead!"

"Who's speaking?"

"Mrs Maloney. Mrs Patrick Maloney."

"You mean Patrick Maloney's dead?"

"I think so," she sobbed. "He's lying on the floor and I think he's dead."

"Be right over," the man said.

The car came very quickly, and when she opened the front door, two policeman walked in. She know them
both - she knew nearly all the man at that precinct - and she fell right into a chair, then went over to join
the other one, who was called O'Malley, kneeling by the body.

"Is he dead?" she cried.

"I'm afraid he is. What happened?"

Briefly, she told her story about going out to the grocer and coming back to find him on the floor. While
she was talking, crying and talking, Noonan discovered a small patch of congealed blood on the dead
man's head. He showed it to O'Malley who got up at once and hurried to the phone.

Soon, other men began to come into the house. First a doctor, then two detectives, one of whom she know
by name. Later, a police photographer arrived and took pictures, and a man who know about fingerprints.
There was a great deal of whispering and muttering beside the corpse, and the detectives kept asking her
a lot of questions. But they always treated her kindly. She told her story again, this time right from the
beginning, when Patrick had come in, and she was sewing, and he was tired, so tired he hadn't wanted to
go out for supper. She told how she'd put the meat in the oven - "it's there now, cooking" - and how she'd
slipped out to the grocer for vegetables, and come back to find him lying on the floor.

"Which grocer?" one of the detectives asked.

She told him, and he turned and whispered something to the other detective who immediately went
outside into the street.

In fifteen minutes he was back with a page of notes, and there was more whispering, and through her
sobbing she heard a few of the whispered phrases - "...acted quite normal...very cheerful...wanted to give
him a good supper...peas...cheesecake...impossible that she..."

After a while, the photographer and the doctor departed and two other men came in and took the corpse
away on a stretcher. Then the fingerprint man went away. The two detectives remained, and so did the
two policeman. They were exceptionally nice to her, and Jack Noonan asked if she wouldn't rather go
somewhere else, to her sister's house perhaps, or to his own wife who would take care of her and put her
up for the night.

No, she said. She didn't feel she could move even a yard at the moment. Would they mind awfully if she
stayed just where she was until she felt better. She didn't feel too good at the moment, she really didn't.
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Then hadn't she better lie down on the bed? Jack Noonan asked.

No, she said. She'd like to stay right where she was, in this chair. A little later, perhaps, when she felt
better, she would move.

So they left her there while they went about their business, searching the house. Occasionally on of the
detectives asked her another question. Sometimes Jack Noonan spoke at her gently as he passed by. Her
husband, he told her, had been killed by a blow on the back of the head administered with a heavy blunt
instrument, almost certainly a large piece of metal. They were looking for the weapon. The murderer may
have taken it with him, but on the other hand he may have thrown it away or hidden it somewhere on the
premises.

"It's the old story," he said. "Get the weapon, and you've got the man."

Later, one of the detectives came up and sat beside her. Did she know, he asked, of anything in the house
that could've been used as the weapon? Would she mind having a look around to see if anything was
missing - a very big spanner, for example, or a heavy metal vase.

They didn't have any heavy metal vases, she said.

"Or a big spanner?"

She didn't think they had a big spanner. But there might be some things like that in the garage.

The search went on. She knew that there were other policemen in the garden all around the house. She
could hear their footsteps on the gravel outside, and sometimes she saw a flash of a torch through a chink
in the curtains. It began to get late, nearly nine she noticed by the clock on the mantle. The four men
searching the rooms seemed to be growing weary, a trifle exasperated.

"Jack," she said, the next time Sergeant Noonan went by. "Would you mind giving me a drink?"

"Sure I'll give you a drink. You mean this whiskey?"

"Yes please. But just a small one. It might make me feel better."

He handed her the glass.

"Why don't you have one yourself," she said. "You must be awfully tired. Please do. You've been very good
to me."

"Well," he answered. "It's not strictly allowed, but I might take just a drop to keep me going."

One by one the others came in and were persuaded to take a little nip of whiskey. They stood around
rather awkwardly with the drinks in their hands, uncomfortable in her presence, trying to say consoling
things to her. Sergeant Noonan wandered into the kitchen, come out quickly and said, "Look, Mrs Maloney.
You know that oven of yours is still on, and the meat still inside."

"Oh dear me!" she cried. "So it is!"

"I better turn it off for you, hadn't I?"
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"Will you do that, Jack. Thank you so much."

When the sergeant returned the second time, she looked at him with her large, dark tearful eyes. "Jack
Noonan," she said.

"Yes?"

"Would you do me a small favour - you and these others?"

"We can try, Mrs Maloney."

"Well," she said. "Here you all are, and good friends of dear Patrick's too, and helping to catch the man
who killed him. You must be terribly hungry by now because it's long past your suppertime, and I know
Patrick would never forgive me, God bless his soul, if I allowed you to remain in his house without offering
you decent hospitality. Why don't you eat up that lamb that's in the oven. It'll be cooked just right by now."

"Wouldn't dream of it," Sergeant Noonan said.

"Please," she begged. "Please eat it. Personally I couldn't tough a thing, certainly not what's been in the
house when he was here. But it's all right for you. It'd be a favour to me if you'd eat it up. Then you can go
on with your work again afterwards."

There was a good deal of hesitating among the four policemen, but they were clearly hungry, and in the
end they were persuaded to go into the kitchen and help themselves. The woman stayed where she was,
listening to them speaking among themselves, their voices thick and sloppy because their mouths were
full of meat.

"Have some more, Charlie?"

"No. Better not finish it."

"She wants us to finish it. She said so. Be doing her a favour."

"Okay then. Give me some more."

"That's a hell of a big club the guy must've used to hit poor Patrick," one of them was saying. "The doc
says his skull was smashed all to pieces just like from a sledgehammer."

"That's why it ought to be easy to find."

"Exactly what I say."

"Whoever done it, they're not going to be carrying a thing like that around with them longer than they
need."

One of them belched.

"Personally, I think it's right here on the premises."

"Probably right under our very noses. What you think, Jack?"
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And in the other room, Mary Maloney began to giggle.

This image refers to question: 8, 9, 10

Question 8: Text Input 3 marks
Mary is frail because she is ... .

Question 9: Please Fill In The Blanks 4 marks
It is (1) that the police say that the murder weapon is under their noses, as they are (2) it.

Possible Answers: looking for | ironic | eating | euphemistic

1 2

Question 10: Please Fill In The Blanks 4 marks
Mary buys dessert, (1) and (2) at the grocer.

Answer in alphabetical order.

Possible Answers: onions | potatoes | peas | carrots

1 2
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Total: 33 Marks
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