1 Уровень
Listening Comprehension
The Wind in the Willows

by Kenneth Grahame

The Mole had been working very hard all the morning, spring-clearing his little home. First with brooms, then with dusters; then on ladders and steps and chairs, with a brush and a pail of whitewash; till he had dust in his throat and eyes, and splashes of whitewash all over his black fur, and an aching back and weary arms. Spring was moving in the air above and in the earth below and around him, penetrating even his dark and lowly little house with its spirit of divine discontent and longing. Something up above was calling him, and he made for the steep little tunnel which answered in his case to the carriage-drive owned by animals whose residences are nearer to the sun and the air. So he scraped and scratched and scrabbled, working busily with his paws and muttering to himself, "Up we go! Up we go!" till he found himself rolling in the warm grass of a great meadow. Jumping off all his four legs at once, he pursued his way across the meadow till he reached the hedge on the further side. "Hold up!" said an elderly rabbit at the gap. "Sixpence for the privilege of passing by the private road!" "Onion sauce! Onion sauce!" answered the Mole and was gone before the rabbit could think of a satisfactory reply. He thought his happiness was complete when, as he walked aimlessly along, suddenly he stood by the edge of a river. Never in his life had he seen a river before. The Mole was fascinated. As he sat on the grass and looked across the river, a dark hole in the bank opposite caught his eye. As he looked, something bright and small seemed to twinkle like a tiny star, and then a small face began gradually to appear. A brown little face, with whiskers. Small neat ears and thick silky hair. It was the Water Rat!

2 Уровень
Listening Comprehension
My Family and Other Animals

by Gerald Durrell

The next morning we started on our house-hunt, accompanied by Mr. Beeler, the hotel guide. No one who has not been house-hunting with my mother can possibly imagine it. We drove around the island in a cloud of dust while Mr. Beeler showed us villa after villa in a bewildering selection of sizes, colours, and situations, and Mother shook her head firmly at them all. At last we contemplated the tenth and final villa on Mr. Beeler's list, and Mother had shaken her head once again. Brokenly Mr. Beeler seated himself on the stairs and mopped his face with his handkerchief.


"Madame Durrell," he said at last, "I have shown you every villa I know, yet you do not want any. Madame, what is the matter with these villas?"


Mother regarded him with astonishment.


"Didn't you notice?" she asked. "None of them had a bathroom."


"But Madame," he wailed in genuine anguish, "what for you need a bathroom? Have you not got the sea?"


We returned in silence to the hotel.


By the following morning Mother had decided that we would hire a car and go out house-hunting on our own. She was convinced that somewhere on the island there lurked a villa with a bathroom. We did not share Mother's belief, and so it was a slightly irritable and argumentative group that she herded down to the taxi-rank in the main square. The taxi-drivers, perceiving our innocent appearance, scrambled from inside of their cars and flocked round us, each trying to out-shout his compatriots. Their voices grew louder and louder, their eye flashed. Actually, we were being treated to the mildest of mildest altercations, but we were not used to the Greek temperament, and to us it looked as though we were in danger of our lives.


"Can't you do something, Larry?" Mother squeaked, disentangling herself with difficulty from the grasp of a large driver.


"Tell them you'll report them to the British consul," suggested Larry, raising his voice above the noise.


"Don't be silly, dear," said Mother breathlessly. "Just explain that we don't understand."

3 Уровень
Listening Comprehension
Three Men in a Boat

by Jerome K. Jerome


We spent two very pleasant days at Oxford. There are plenty of dogs in the town of Oxford. Montmorency had eleven fights on the first day, and fourteen on the second, and evidently thought he had got to Heaven.


Among folk too constitutionally weak, or too constitutionally lazy, whichever it may be, to relish up-stream work, it is a common practice to get a boat at Oxford, and row down. For the energetic, however, the up-stream journey is certainly to be preferred. It does not seem good to be always with the current. There is more satisfaction in squaring one's back, and fighting against it, and winning one's way forward in spite of it – at least, so I feel, when Harris and George are sculling and I am steering.


To those who do contemplate making Oxford their starting place, I would say, take your own boat – unless, of course, you can take someone else's without any possible danger of being found out. The boats that, as a rule, are let for hire on the Thames above Marlow, are very good boats. They are fairly water-tight; and so long as they are handled with care, they rarely come to pieces, or sink.


The man in the hired up-river boat is modest and retiring. He likes to keep on the shady side underneath the trees, and to do most of his travelling early in the morning or late at night, when there are not many people about on the river to look at him. When the man in the hired up-river boat sees anyone he knows, he gets out on to the bank, and hides behind the tree.


I was one of a party who hired an up-river boat one summer, for a few days' trip. We had none of us ever seen the hired up-river boat before; and we did not know what it was when we did see it.

We had written for a boat; and when we went down with our bags to the yard, and gave our names, the man said:

"Oh, yes; you're the party that wrote for boat. It's all right. Jim, fetch round "The Pride of the Thames".

4 Уровень
Listening Comprehension
Tender is the Night

by F. Scott Fitzgerald

About a year and a half before, Doctor Dohmler had some vague correspondence with an American gentleman living in Lausanne, a Mr. Warren, of the Warren family of Chicago. A meeting was arranged and one day Mr. Warren arrived at the clinic with his daughter Nicole, a girl of sixteen. She was obviously not well and the nurse who was with her took her to walk about the grounds while Mr. Warren had his consultation.

Warren was a strikingly handsome man looking less than forty. He was a fine American type in every way, tall, broad, well-made. His large grey eyes were sun-veined from rowing on Lake Geneva and he had that special air about him of having known the best of this world. The conversation was in German, for it developed that he had been educated in Göttingen. He was nervous and obviously very moved by his errand.

"Doctor Dohmler, my daughter isn't right in the head. I've had lots of specialists and nurses for her and she's taken a couple of test cures, but the thing has grown too big for me and I've been strongly recommended to come to you."

"Very well," said Doctor Dohmler. "Suppose you start at the beginning and tell me everything."

"There isn't any beginning, at least there isn't any insanity in the family that I know of, on either side. Nicole's mother died when she was twelve and I've been sort of father and mother both to her, with the help of governess – father and mother both to her."

He was very moved as he said this. Doctor Dohmler saw that there were tears in the corners of his eyes and noticed for the first time that there was whisky on his breath.

"As a child she was a darling thing – everybody was crazy about her, everybody that came in contact with her. She was smart as a whip and happy as the day is long. She liked to read or draw or dance or play the piano – anything. I used to hear my wife say she was the only one of our children who never cried at night."

