            Methodical recommendation and materials for independent work
Lucky Jim

An original short story by Walda Cameron

Lucky Jim Conley had raked in millions at the gaming tables, quadrupled his winnings in the stock market, won a fortune in the state lottery. Jason, the only child of Lucky Jim and his beloved Myrna, was used to having his own way. During the two years since Mom's death, Jason had waited patiently for Lucky Jim to follow suit and bequeath him full control of the family wealth. Jason was eager to be a high roller in his own right. 
   But Jim's luck was outlasting Jason's patience. After his last medical exam, Lucky Jim's doc had proclaimed the old man to be fit as a forty-year-old. "Lucky Jim'll outlive us all, Jason." 
   Not if I have my way, Jason thought. No way. 
   He breathed in the fog that hung like ghostly sails around the Lucky Too, as they made their way out to the lobster grounds. Jim claimed that that was where the biggest and best fish hung out too. 
   She was a sturdy boat. Twelve black numbers shone against her white hull. Jason and Lucky Jim sat in chairs on the bridge. Lucky Jim leaned toward his son and yelled over the engine's noise: "Fog hanging light makes hungry fish bite." 
   "Same old crap every time," Jason thought. "But, hey, that's what gave me my plan. Fishing in the fog....". Jason smiled at his father and nodded. He wouldn't attempt a reply since the old man's hearing was his only failing faculty. 
   "Mind the lobster pots," the old man hollered. 
   Jason nodded again. He knew exactly where the trap buoys were located. He'd come here every day for the past two weeks, drawn diagrams, memorized bobbing floats and channel markers. He'd disabled the maritime radio, concealed his weapon, left nothing to chance.
   They were almost there. The buoy's fog horn blasted its rude warning every fifteen seconds. 
   "I'll tie up at the buoy," Jason called to Lucky Jim. "You get the lines over." 
   Lucky nodded and moved to the stern, carrying two fishing poles.

    Jason put in ear plugs before tieing a heavy rope over the buoy's flashing light. He pulled it tight under a square metal box half-way between light and water. A wave gauge? Weather predictor? Battery casing? The current swung the stern around. Jason turned toward Lucky Jim. 
   The old man stood at the side of the deck, profile toward Jason, head bent, intent on preparing his lines. Jason reached behind him and lifted a three-foot length of two-by-four. 
   BAM! 
   Lucky Jim never knew what hit him. Jason dropped the bloodied weapon overboard, grasped Jim from behind, tossed him over the side. The satisfying splash soaked Jason. He untied the vessel from the buoy and headed home, full-throttle. Damn the fog! Lucky Jim's good fortune had reverted to him. At least the fortune itself had. He smiled.

    The perfect crime. No witnesses to contradict his story that Lucky Jim had slipped on the deck, bumped his head, fallen overboard, been swept away before his valiant son could save him. Poor Jim was lost. 
   "Yes, Officer," Jason rehearsed, "Dad and I always fished in the fog. Lucky Jim thought the fishing was better when clouds met water, but everyone knew it was Jim's luck that made the fishing good."

    As Jason eased, bow-first, into his docking berth, he saw two uniformed figures on the dock. He cut the engine and climbed from the boat, his eyes wide with alarm. 
   "Thank God, you're here, Officers! There's been a tragic accident." 
   "We know," the taller cop said. 
   "My fath..." Jason pulled out the ear plugs. "What did you say?" 
   They cuffed Jason's hands behind his back and frisked him. "You have the right to remain silent. Anything you say can and will be used against you..." 
   "Wait! Wait! What's going on here?" 
   "Don't waste your breath, buddy." said the shorter cop, a woman with hard eyes. 
   "But, my father's just fallen overboard, I gotta get help....." 
   "Yeah son, we know all about it......?" 
    Jason's jaw fell. His eyes glazed with disbelief. He never even noticed when the female cop cradled his head and shoved him into the back seat of the car. 
    "But honestly he fell in, I didn't push him," said Jason feebly. 
   "Yeah," she said. "That might of made a convincing story last week, but I guess you didn't notice the infra red camera they just set up on the buoy out there to catch the lobster thieves.... It can see through the mist and the night like it's broad daylight.... The moment you reached those lobster grounds, they had you under surveillance. They thought you were the guys who've been taking their lobsters...." 
   "But you're a lucky guy," the male cop continued as he climbed behind the wheel. "Coast Guard just picked him up." 
   "And alive!" his partner said as she took her place beside him. 
   "Alive?" Jason croaked from the back seat. 
   "Yup," said the driver. "Unconscious, he was, but, last I heard, his heart was still pumping. Good luck for you. You'll be charged with attempted murder rather than murder. You'd better pray some of your luck rubs off on the old man and keeps him kickin'." 

Lucky Jim:  word guideНачало формы
Конец формы

bequeath: leave, give 

- berth: place where a boat ties up 

- blast: make a loud noise 

- bob: go up and down on the surface of the water

 - bow (rhymes with cow): front end of a ship or boat 

- buoy: large floating marker 

-conceal: hide 

- cradle: took hold of 

- crap: rubbish, shit 

- cuff: handcuff, tie 

- disable: disconnect 

- eager: keen, wanting 

- ear plug: an ear plug stops you hearing noises 

- ease: maneuver, move 

- fit: in good form, healthy 

- follow suit: do the same 

- frisk: check that someone is not hiding weapons 

- full throttle: full speed

 -gauge (rhymes with page): meter, measurer 

- have one's own way: get exactly what one wants 

- holler: shout - hull: the main part of a boat 

- in the stock market: on Wall Street 

- intent on: concentrating on 

- jaw: bottom half of the mouth 

- lobster: a large and expensive crustacean, like a long crab 

- no way: certainly not 

- outlast: last longer than 

- rake in: win 

- rehearse: prepare a speech 

- revert to: come to 

- sails: a sail catches the wind, and makes a sailing ship move forwards 

- soak: wet 

- stern: back end of a boat 

- sturdy: tough, resistant

 - was used to having: was in the habit of having (do not confuse with used to have)

 - witness: person who sees a crime –

 yell: shout 

- yup: yes
STUDENTS' WORKSHEET №1

	Lucky Jim:
Words and meaning: 
Select, logically, the nearest equivalent to each of the words or phrases indicated, from among those proposed:
1. high roller: a) a pilot, b) a big player, c) a top sportsman

2. if I have my way: a) if things happen as I want, b) if I go away and live my own life, c) if I take charge of this boat.

3. Jim claimed: a) Jim pretended, b) Jim shouted, c) Jim believed.

4. The best fish hung out: a) the best fish lived, b) the best fish disappeared, c) the best fish could be dried

5. his only failing faculty: a) almost the only thing he could do easily b) the only function of his body that was not still as good as ever c) the only thing he had never done well.

6. two-by-four: a) two feet by four feet b) eight feet long c) two inches by four inches.

7. overboard: a) into the boat, b) as fast as possible, c) into the water.

8. Don't waste your breath. a) Stop talking b) Don't breathe too hard c) Speak louder!

9. Shoved: a) guided, b) pushed, c) helped

10. You didn't notice. a) you didn't see, b) you didn't pay attention to c) you didn't think about

11. thieves: a) people who take things that are not theirs b) fishermen c) guards

12 broad daylight: a) just daylight b) full daylight c) night.
	Lucky Jim:
Reusing information: 
After Jason's arrest, the local coast guard chief had to write a report explaining the events that took place. Here is the report he wrote, complete it as appropriately as possible.
On Thursday morning, I was in my office as usual. At 9.15, I looked at the closed-circuit TV monitor, that we had recently installed in order ........

I noticed ...........

At 9.21 the boat, which I recognised as .....

I knew that Jim Conley and ......

I did not think that ......

Nevertheless, I continued watching, as .........

At 9.23, I saw Jason Conley take .....

The old man ....

Jason .......

I could see ......

So immediately I ordered one of our boats to .... 

Thanks to the camera, I was able to .......

The victim was ........

My officers applied first aid, and brought .....

I also phoned the police, who immediately sent a patrol car to ....

Mr. Jason Conley .....
 


Lucky Jim worksheet № 2.

Comprehension questions:

1. Why did Jason commit this crime?

2. Why was he caught?

3. Why did Lucky Jim go out in the fog?

4. Why do you think that Jason had "disabled the maritime radio"?

5. Can you explain the difference between Lucky Jim's "fortune" and his "good fortune"?



Questions from answers:
Jason was interrogated by the police, once he reached the police station. Here are some of his answers. What were the policeman's questions?
1.Q  Why...

It was his idea. He always liked fishing in the fog.

2. Q  Didn't ...
No, he didn't like going out by himself.

3. Q  Why ...
Because he still treats me like a little child.

4. Q  Did ...
No, I'd planned it all before.

5. Q
Well he has all this money, and he won't let me have any.

6. Q Did ....
Yes, because I didn't realize there was a camera.

Advanced English 

THE CAR  - a short story
by Andrew Rossiter

 "It's a really good bargain," said the man in the showroom; and as far as Shafi could tell, he was telling the truth.

   "It's yours for just £5,000!" he continued. "You won't find a better buy anywhere else in the North; and what's more, we'll give you a year's insurance with it. Free!"

   Shafi eyed the vehicle longingly; it was bright red, and just over a year old - and inside it had that smell of polish that comes with a new car. There was just the matter of the price - it was more than he had planned to spend on his first car, and more than he actually had available.

   "Five thousand?" he asked, hoping rather hopelessly that he had somehow misheard.

   "Five grand! That's it. But you can 't have it for three in cash now, and the rest in three months. You can get a loan from the bank!"

   Ever since he'd taken his first job at the burger bar at the age of 17, he'd been saving up for a nice car; of course, he could have made do with a cheap wreck years ago - but that was not what he wanted. Shafi wanted a good car, a nice car, and one that would make him feel as if he had achieved something better in life than serving in a restaurant.

   He handed over the crisp fifty pound notes. Even if the insurance was only third-party, he reckoned it was a good buy at the price.

   Settling in to the driving seat, he adjusted it for position, and turned the key. Within minutes, he had passed the outskirts of Leeds, and was headed for Gemma's house in Frampton. After all, she'd been badgering him to get a car, ever since he'd first mentioned the idea to her a month or so earlier

   He knew that she'd be impressed.

   "So you bought it at last!" she exclaimed. "Great!" Now we can go places!"

   "Yes. And it goes like a dream!"

   "Let's take it over to Sawby tonight," she suggested. "Jess is on the door, he'll let us in free."

   "Good idea."

   Sawby was only sixteen miles away, but the quickest way to get there was to take the motorway; and besides Shafi was keen to see how fast he could get the new car up to.

   "Hey, take it easy," said Gemma, as the speedometer edged up towards the 100 m.p.h. mark. "You don't want to get done for speeding on the very first day!"

   Shafi slowed down; the exit for Sawby was coming up fast.

   As luck would have it, there was a space just opposite the club as Shafi proudly arrived in the shining new car. A group of young men watched from the pavement opposite as he carefully parked by the kerbside.

   Jess wasn't on the door after all, and they had to pay to get in; but the atmosphere in the club was hot and exciting as usual. It was a popular place, and with some of the best D.J's in the region, it attracted people from all round, even from Manchester.

   "So you've got your car at last, eh Shafi, boy!" said a voice in the semi-darkness.

   Shafi looked round. He recognised the speaker at once, and was not pleased. It was Rooksby, Gemma's former boyfriend. The three of them had worked together a year ago in a restaurant, until Rooksby was sacked for insulting a group of foreign tourists.

   "Hello," said Shafi.

   "Smart job, ain't it!" said Rooksby.

   "Yes," he answered. "Very nice thankyou...."

   "A bit too smart for someone like you, ain't it?"

   "Oh give over!" said Gemma.

   Rooksby gave a sarcastic laugh, and moved away.

   It was almost 3 a.m. as they emerged from the club.

   "Hey!" exclaimed Shafi, looking across the street. "Where's the car? We left it there, didn't we?"

   "Yes, I think so," said Gemma.

   "Oh no, don't say someone's gone an' nicked it already," Shafi groaned. The tears were already beginning to well up in his eyes.

   "What did you do with the keys?" asked Gemma.

   "They're here," he answered, rummaging in his pocket. "Or at least I think they are."

   Then he frowned. "They've gone.... They can't have.... I must have put them down somewhere.... No! this is ridiculous."

   He was looking increasingly desperate.

   At that moment, a red car roared past them, and disappeared up the road.

   "But that's the car," Shafi exclaimed. "It's my car! Come back!"

   "No good yelling after them," said a voice from behind, "Looks like you've lost it, doesn't it, Shafi boy!"

   They turned and saw Rooksby again, a wry smile on his twisted lips.

   "That's brilliant!" said Gemma. "You bring me out here, and then the car gets nicked. How am I going to get home?"

   "I'll call a taxi," said Shafi.

   "I'll run you home if you like," said Rooksby. "I've just got room for one!"

   "You?" said Gemma. "Well I suppose it's better than nothing."

   *******

   Two weeks later, the police called Shafi's employer, asking for the owner of a red car.

   Shafi eagerly took the phone; "You've found it?" he asked excitedly.

   "Yes Sir," said the voice on the other end of the phone. "It's in the pound in Birmingham.... but I'm afraid you can't have it back now."

   "What? Why not?"

   "Well Sir, you see it's a write-off."

   Shafi felt a lump rising in his throat. "You mean...."

   "Fatal accident, Sir. The driver was killed, and the passenger's in intensive care. She's just told us you were the owner of the car."

   "What? Who was it then?"

   "She won't give us her name. She just says she wants to see you. She says she's sorry. Perhaps you can help us with our enquiries."

STUDENTS' WORKSHEET

THE CAR  
Comprehension exercise:

Select the closest equivalent of the following words and expressions used in the story:

eyed: a) looked at, b) saw, c) noticed

achieved: a) finished, b) begun  c) done

badgering: a) forbidding  b) helping  c) persuading

take it easy: a) Go on! b) don't be difficult!  c) calm down!

give over: a) Say that again. b) Stop it!  c) Let me have it!

yelling: a) running.  b) looking  c)  shouting

nicked: a) stolen  b) lost  c) damaged

a write-off: a) An advertisement  b) A ruin  c) A form to fill in.

Fill in the missing words exercise:   

Fill in the missing words in this short extract from the story:

_____ _____ he'_____ taken his first job _____ the burger bar _____ the age of 17, he_____ _____ saving _____ _____ a nice car; of course, he _____ _____ made do with a cheap wreck years _____ - but _____ was not _____ he wanted. Shafi wanted a good car, a nice car, _____ that would make him feel _____ _____ he had achieved __________ better in life _____ serving in a restaurant.

Complete the dialogue exercise:   

When Shafi wenf fo "help the police with their enquiries"; he was asked a lot of questions. Here are the questions: how might Shafi have answered them?

Police inspector:  How    ............................ ....................... 

Shafi:    Well, for just over two weeks.

Police:   Did ............................................ ................ 

Shafi:    Yes, she was a good friend.... or at least, I thought she was.

Police:   When ......................................... ................. 

Shafi:    Well when I left her outside the club at Sawby.

Police:   And what.................................... .................... 

Shafi:    I don't remember really. I think I said "goodbye".

Police:   Did ............................................ ................ 

Shafi:    Well of course not.

Police:   And did    ........................................................ 

Shafi:    Well, I did have some suspicions, but I knew she didn't do it..... well not personally. 

Police:   Do you    .................................... ..................... 

Shafi:    Well, yes, it's Rooksby

Police:   ls ................................................. ............ 

Shafi.     Yes.

The Car:  word guideНачало формы
Конец формы

- bargain: good value for money 

- insurance: guarantee against the risk of accident 

- longingly: with desire - available: at his disposal, ready

 -mishear: hear incorrectly 

- loan: money lent 

- make do with: have 

- wreck: something in bad condition 

-achieve something: be successful 

- reckon: think 

-outskirts: suburbs, periphery  

- kerbside: edge of the pavement 

- job: machine 

- groan: lament 

- wry: cynical 

- eagerly: enthusiastically 

- pound: guarded car park 

- intensive care: part of a hospital where badly injured or sick people are treated.
Advanced English 

Blue Gum Tree  - a short story    

by Pat Boyle
It was a week night, we were a half dozen guys in our late teens, hanging around  'the flat' - as usual. The flat was sparsely furnished, a few old chairs in the lounge, plenty of chrome and formica in the kitchen, a mattress on the floor of each bedroom. The only thing of any real value in the place was "the Stereo". Like a shrine we would kneel before it, changing records, or adjusting the tone controls. After a time, even this most holy of appliances grew tiresome. We wanted action.

 We got in the car - a big white Valiant, big enough for all of us to crowd in to - and off we went, in search of adventure. We soon found ourselves at Blue Gum Corner, a place named after the lone huge old blue gum tree that stood by there, a well-known local landmark. It stands at a minor intersection leading to our town. The trunk is tall and smooth with no handholds for climbing. About six metres from the ground the first branch sticks out over the road. 

We parked beneath the huge old tree and discussed what we might do. It was decided that we would use the tow-rope from the car to try to climb it. I stood upon the roof of the car and threw the rope over the lowest branch, tied it off, and gave it a good tug. One of the guys remarked how the loop at the bottom end of the rope looked like a noose - used for hanging. All at once the young thrill-seekers hatched an idea - we would fake a hanging! I was nominated as 'hangee'. 

The plan was absurdly simple. As I stood upon the roof of the car, the rope was threaded down my jacket through my collar and down one leg of my jeans. I put my foot through the loop at the bottom and the car was driven away and hidden down the road. There I hung, motionless. The boys rolled about laughing until, A car, I hear a car! Before they ran to hide, they gave me a good shove so that 'the body' would swing as the car drove by. 


To our collective disappointment, the car simply turned off for town without even slowing. The boys came out of their hiding places and we discussed the situation, surely they had seen me, hadn't they? Then we heard another car, the act was repeated, but still without any apparent reaction. We played the game about five or six times, but as no one seemed to notice, we abandoned the prank. What we did not know was that every car that had passed had definitely seen 'the body' and each one, too scared to stop, had driven directly to the local Police Station. Now at that time of the night, the local constable was well tucked up in his bed, so the first person dispatched to the scene was the traffic officer that happened to be on duty that particular night.


 The traffic officer that arrived on the scene that night was typical of his kind; moustached, timid, and not the smartest person in town. 

Hearing the siren before we saw the car, we had plenty of time to run and hide in the field beside the tree. I finally felt that familiar mix of fear and excitement we had been striving for all night.

 
The traffic officer, always the professional, began scanning the area with his spotlight; as soon as the light was off any one of us, we would begin to crawl away. The resulting rustling and scuttling sounds would cause the light to be turned on the spot any noise emanated from, the crawler instantly freezing. As this would happen another would-be Houdini from our group would begin his escape on the other side of the field. The poor traffic officer ended up darting his light back and forth all over the paddock chasing some invisible, suicidal lunatic. 

It may be useful for me to elucidate on the thinking of the officer at this time. He had been informed that some person had been killed, by hanging, at Blue Gum Corner. When he arrived, the body was gone! and he was hearing 'unnatural sounds' from the surrounding area. As far as he knew, some crazed monster was lurking around in the field before him, possibly dragging a corpse behind him - and we thought we were scared! 


One of the boys, I had no idea which, had made it to a fence. When the spotlight was off him, he had started to climb it. Now when you climb an eight-wire farm fence, the wires tend to create a screeching noise; this caused the cop to just about jump out of his black boots! He fumbled for his torch then ran off down the road towards the sound. He got about half way then slowed and stopped, thinking better of it he ran back to the car calling, "Get the dog Kevin, get the d - o - g!"  We all knew he was completely alone, so this only resulted in a few giggles from the field. 

The cop kept looking nervously at his watch, I figured he was probably waiting for back up from the local police officer. Once there were two of them, the chances of getting caught were going to be pretty high, so I figured I had better do my best to get out of there as soon as I could. Another screech from a fence on the far side of the field really upset our friend in the uniform. Once more he yelled, this time, "I've got a gun!" We well knew that in those days traffic officers were not even issued with a baton.

 He went to his radio and made a call that really began to worry us. I lay so close I could hear every word, he called for the "armed offender squad" and a "dog team, better make it two", he had a "serious situation" at Blue Gum Corner. Then the police officer arrived. After a briefing from the traffic cop he decided not to go into the field until armed squad and dog teams arrived. 


Now two spotlights were on the field and none of us could move. By then, Keith had managed to make his way back to his car that was hidden at the gravel pit a few hundred meters away. As we lay in the field we heard his engine start, we heard the sound of gravel beneath his tyres, but the cops did not take their eyes off the field. As we lay in the now damp grass, we all knew it would be a long walk back into town! 


As luck would have it, police cars cannot leave their spotlights on all night without flattening their batteries. So, after a time, the two cops began alternating their lighting of the field, allowing us the opportunity to resume our crawl for freedom. One by one, we all managed to slip off and make our way home. Behind us we left what must have looked like a small city of lights, police cars, roadblocks, barking dogs, armed officers and an old towrope hanging from a tree. 

When I think back to that night, to what the drivers of the cars think happened, what police believe happened, and to what happened from my perspective, I am reminded of a simple truth - our eyes perceive darkness and light, colour and movement, our ears detect only vibrations in the air. It is how we interpret these images that shapes our "reality".

Blue Gum Tree:  word guide

- gum tree - eucalyptus 

- hang round: pass the time 

- lounge: living room 

- shrine: holy place 

- holy: sacred – 

-appliance: machine 

- towrope: rope used for pulling something behind a car 

- tug: pull 

- noose: ring of rope 

-thrill-seekers: people looking for excitement 

- fake: imitate 

- shove: push 

- prank: game –

 constable: policeman 

- on duty: on service 

- strive: search 

- crawl! move on hands and knees 

- rustling and scuttling sounds: soft indistinguishable sounds 

- paddock: field 

- elucidate on: clarify 

- corpse: dead body

 - fumble: look 

- giggle: laugh 

- back up: support 

- issue with: provide with, give 

- squad: team 

- slip off: escape.
 

STUDENTS' WORKSHEET

Blue Gum Tree
Complete the dialogue:

Imagine that on the day following the events narrated in the story, the policeman had come knocking on Pat Boyle's door: Complete the dialogue as appropriate
Policeman:........................ .......................................... 
Pat:    Why? I was here, in the flat!
Policeman:......................... ..................................................... 
Pat:    Well, yes, we did go out for a bit!
Policeman:......................... .................................................... 
Pat:    Yes of course, we drove out of town.
Policeman:........................ ..................................................... 
Pat:    Oh no, nothing at all.
Policeman:.............................. ............................................... 
Pat:    Well no, I dont think so; but now you happen to mention it, I seem to remember that there was something there. 
Policeman:......................................... .................................... 
Pat:    I don't know; but yes, I suppose it could have been.
Policeman:....................................... ...................................... 
Pat:    Well we didn't think about it.
Policeman:....................................... ...................................... 
Pat:    No, we drove right past.
Policeman:.................................... ......................................... 
Pat:    Mine? In the field?...... Oh.... well I suppose it must have fallen out of the car when we stopped.

Policeman:..................................... ........................................

