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  Wstęp


  „Tajemniczy ogród” (The Secret Garden) w formie książkowej został wydany w 1911 roku. Rok wcześniej ukazywał się jako powieść w odcinkach w dwóch czasopismach – w brytyjskim magazynie dla dzieci oraz, co ciekawe, w amerykańskim piśmie skierowanym do dorosłego czytelnika.


  Autorka powieści przyszła na świat w 1849 roku w Manchester. Jej rodzina była stosunkowo zamożna – ojciec Frances prowadził sklep z artykułami żelaznymi. Jednak po jego nagłej śmierci warunki materialne rodziny uległy znacznemu pogorszeniu. Aby utrzymać siebie i dzieci, matka przyszłej powieściopisarki była zmuszona doglądać interesów. Dziewczynką i jej rodzeństwem zajęła się babcia, i właśnie dzięki niej Frances Burnett pokochała książki. Jako mała dziewczynka zabawiała rówieśników opowiadaniem historii, a jej pierwsze próby literackie powstały już w dzieciństwie.


  Po kilkunastu latach, w związku z nasilającymi się problemami finansowymi, matka Frances podjęła decyzję o emigracji do Stanów Zjednoczonych, co niestety nie zapewniło rodzinie odmiany losu. Do pisania zmusiły siedemnastoletnią Burnett właśnie problemy materialne – dziewczyna zaczęła publikować w różnych czasopismach, aby wkrótce stać się główną żywicielką rodziny.


  Frances H. Burnett z pewnością nie miała łatwego życia. Żadne z jej dwóch małżeństw nie przetrwało próby czasu, a najboleśniejszym ciosem była choroba i śmierć starszego syna pisarki, Lionela. Być może doświadczenia bohaterów „Tajemniczego ogrodu” są związane z emocjami pisarki, jakich doświadczyła po utracie dziecka. Niektórzy sądzą, że inspiracją dla postaci jednego z bohaterów „Tajemniczego ogrodu”, chorowitego i osamotnionego Colina, stanowiła długoletnia choroba drugiego syna pisarki.


  Dziś o Frances H. Burnet, autorce kilkudziesięciu powieści i innych utworów dla dzieci i dorosłych, pamięta się właśnie dzięki „Tajemniczemu ogrodowi”. Za życia pisarki większą popularnością cieszyły się „Mała księżniczka” (A Little Princess) i „Mały lord” (Little Lord Fauntleroy). „Tajemniczy ogród” doczekał się kilkunastu adaptacji filmowych (pierwszej w 1919 roku) i teatralnych, i nieustannie cieszy się zainteresowaniem czytelników. Nie tylko dlatego, że fabuła książki to wciągająca i wzruszająca opowieść o losach kilkorga zagubionych ludzi. Autorka porusza istotne i dotyczące nas wszystkich problemy, takie jak utrata bliskich, choroba, samotność, siła przyjaźni. Największą jednak zaletą książki są chyba osobowości jej bohaterów – dzieci określanych jako „zepsute”, rozpieszczone, egoistyczne i niewrażliwe. To naprawdę ciekawe postaci, które nie mają nic wspólnego z przesłodzonymi, idealnymi bohaterami, jakich możemy spotkać na kartach utworów z tego samego okresu.


  Opracowany przez nas podręcznik oparty na oryginalnym tekście powieści został skonstruowany według przejrzystego schematu.


  
    	Na marginesach tekstu podano objaśnienia trudniejszych wyrazów.

  


  Ponieważ w powieści pojawia się niestandardowa odmiana angielszczyzny, czyli akcent typowy dla hrabstwa Yorkshire, wśród objaśnień znajdują się również standardowe odpowiedniki niektórych słów tego dialektu, np.: loike = like.


  Uwaga! Dialekt, którym posługują się niektórzy bohaterowie powieści, zawiera również niestandardowe formy gramatyczne (np. I’ve knowed).


  W objaśnieniach trudniejszych wyrazów użyto następujących skrótów:


  l.m. – liczba mnoga


  sb – somebody (ktoś)


  sth – something (coś)


  oneself – się


  
    	Każdy rozdział jest zakończony krótkim testem sprawdzającym stopień rozumienia tekstu.


    	Zawarty po każdym rozdziale dział O słowach jest poświęcony poszerzeniu słownictwa z danej dziedziny, synonimom, wyrazom kłopotliwym, phrasal verbs oraz wyrażeniom idiomatycznym.


    	W dziale poświęconym gramatyce omówiono wybrane zagadnienia gramatyczne, ilustrowane fragmentami poszczególnych części powieści.


    	Dla dociekliwych został również opracowany komentarz do wybranych tematów związanych z kulturą i historią.

  


  Różnorodne ćwiczenia pozwolą Czytelnikowi powtórzyć i sprawdzić omówione w podręczniku zagadnienia leksykalne i gramatyczne. Alfabetyczny wykaz wyrazów objaśnianych na marginesie tekstu znajduje się w słowniczku. Odpowiedzi do wszystkich zadań zamkniętych są podane w kluczu na końcu książki.


  Part 1


  CHAPTER I
THERE IS NO ONE LEFT


  When Mary Lennox was sent to Misselthwaite Manor to live with her uncle everybody said she was the most disagreeable-looking child ever seen. It was true, too. She had a little thin face and a little thin body, thin light hair and a sour expression. Her hair was yellow, and her face was yellow because she had been born in India and had always been ill in one way or another. Her father had held a position under the English Government and had always been busy and ill himself, and her mother had been a great beauty who cared only to go to parties and amuse herself with gay people. She had not wanted a little girl at all, and when Mary was born she handed her over to the care of an Ayah, who was made to understand that if she wished to please the Mem Sahib she must keep the child out of sight as much as possible. So when she was a sickly, fretful, ugly little baby she was kept out of the way, and when she became a sickly, fretful, toddling thing she was kept out of the way also. She never remembered seeing familiarly anything but the dark faces of her Ayah and the other native servants, and as they always obeyed her and gave her her own way in everything, because the Mem Sahib would be angry if she was disturbed by her crying, by the time she was six years old she was as tyrannical and selfish a little pig as ever lived. The young English governess who came to teach her to read and write disliked her so much that she gave up her place in three months, and when other governesses came to try to fill it they always went away in a shorter time than the first one. So if Mary had not chosen to really want to know how to read books she would never have learned her letters at all.


  One frightfully hot morning, when she was about nine years old, she awakened feeling very cross, and she became crosser still when she saw that the servant who stood by her bedside was not her Ayah.


  “Why did you come?” she said to the strange woman. “I will not let you stay. Send my Ayah to me.”


  The woman looked frightened, but she only stammered that the Ayah could not come and when Mary threw herself into a passion and beat and kicked her, she looked only more frightened and repeated that it was not possible for the Ayah to come to Missie Sahib.


  There was something mysterious in the air that morning. Nothing was done in its regular order and several of the native servants seemed missing, while those whom Mary saw slunk or hurried about with ashy and scared faces. But no one would tell her anything and her Ayah did not come. She was actually left alone as the morning went on, and at last she wandered out into the garden and began to play by herself under a tree near the veranda. She pretended that she was making a flower-bed, and she stuck big scarlet hibiscus blossoms into little heaps of earth, all the time growing more and more angry and muttering to herself the things she would say and the names she would call Saidie when she returned.


  “Pig! Pig! Daughter of Pigs!” she said, because to call a native a pig is the worst insult of all.


  She was grinding her teeth and saying this over and over again when she heard her mother come out on the veranda with some one. She was with a fair young man and they stood talking together in low strange voices. Mary knew the fair young man who looked like a boy. She had heard that he was a very young officer who had just come from England. The child stared at him, but she stared most at her mother. She always did this when she had a chance to see her, because the Mem Sahib – Mary used to call her that oftener than anything else – was such a tall, slim, pretty person and wore such lovely clothes. Her hair was like curly silk and she had a delicate little nose which seemed to be disdaining things, and she had large laughing eyes. All her clothes were thin and floating, and Mary said they were “full of lace.” They looked fuller of lace than ever this morning, but her eyes were not laughing at all. They were large and scared and lifted imploringly to the fair boy officer’s face.


  “Is it so very bad? Oh, is it?” Mary heard her say.


  “Awfully,” the young man answered in a trembling voice. “Awfully, Mrs. Lennox. You ought to have gone to the hills two weeks ago.”


  The Mem Sahib wrung her hands.


  “Oh, I know I ought!” she cried. “I only stayed to go to that silly dinner party. What a fool I was!”


  At that very moment such a loud sound of wailing broke out from the servants’ quarters that she clutched the young man’s arm, and Mary stood shivering from head to foot. The wailing grew wilder and wilder. “What is it? What is it?” Mrs. Lennox gasped.


  “Some one has died,” answered the boy officer. “You did not say it had broken out among your servants.”


  “I did not know!” the Mem Sahib cried. “Come with me! Come with me!” and she turned and ran into the house.


  After that, appalling things happened, and the mysteriousness of the morning was explained to Mary. The cholera had broken out in its most fatal form and people were dying like flies. The Ayah had been taken ill in the night, and it was because she had just died that the servants had wailed in the huts. Before the next day three other servants were dead and others had run away in terror. There was panic on every side, and dying people in all the bungalows.


  During the confusion and bewilderment of the second day Mary hid herself in the nursery and was forgotten by everyone. Nobody thought of her, nobody wanted her, and strange things happened of which she knew nothing. Mary alternately cried and slept through the hours. She only knew that people were ill and that she heard mysterious and frightening sounds. Once she crept into the dining-room and found it empty, though a partly finished meal was on the table and chairs and plates looked as if they had been hastily pushed back when the diners rose suddenly for some reason. The child ate some fruit and biscuits, and being thirsty she drank a glass of wine which stood nearly filled. It was sweet, and she did not know how strong it was. Very soon it made her intensely drowsy, and she went back to her nursery and shut herself in again, frightened by cries she heard in the huts and by the hurrying sound of feet. The wine made her so sleepy that she could scarcely keep her eyes open and she lay down on her bed and knew nothing more for a long time.


  Many things happened during the hours in which she slept so heavily, but she was not disturbed by the wails and the sound of things being carried in and out of the bungalow.


  When she awakened she lay and stared at the wall. The house was perfectly still. She had never known it to be so silent before. She heard neither voices nor footsteps, and wondered if everybody had got well of the cholera and all the trouble was over. She wondered also who would take care of her now her Ayah was dead. There would be a new Ayah, and perhaps she would know some new stories. Mary had been rather tired of the old ones. She did not cry because her nurse had died. She was not an affectionate child and had never cared much for any one. The noise and hurrying about and wailing over the cholera had frightened her, and she had been angry because no one seemed to remember that she was alive. Everyone was too panic-stricken to think of a little girl no one was fond of. When people had the cholera it seemed that they remembered nothing but themselves. But if everyone had got well again, surely some one would remember and come to look for her.


  But no one came, and as she lay waiting the house seemed to grow more and more silent. She heard something rustling on the matting and when she looked down she saw a little snake gliding along and watching her with eyes like jewels. She was not frightened, because he was a harmless little thing who would not hurt her and he seemed in a hurry to get out of the room. He slipped under the door as she watched him.


  “How queer and quiet it is,” she said. “It sounds as if there were no one in the bungalow but me and the snake.”


  Almost the next minute she heard footsteps in the compound, and then on the veranda. They were men’s footsteps, and the men entered the bungalow and talked in low voices. No one went to meet or speak to them and they seemed to open doors and look into rooms. “What desolation!” she heard one voice say. “That pretty, pretty woman! I suppose the child, too. I heard there was a child, though no one ever saw her.”


  Mary was standing in the middle of the nursery when they opened the door a few minutes later. She looked an ugly, cross little thing and was frowning because she was beginning to be hungry and feel disgracefully neglected. The first man who came in was a large officer she had once seen talking to her father. He looked tired and troubled, but when he saw her he was so startled that he almost jumped back.


  “Barney!” he cried out. “There is a child here! A child alone! In a place like this! Mercy on us, who is she!”


  “I am Mary Lennox,” the little girl said, drawing herself up stiffly. She thought the man was very rude to call her father’s bungalow “A place like this!” “I fell asleep when everyone had the cholera and I have only just wakened up. Why does nobody come?”


  “It is the child no one ever saw!” exclaimed the man, turning to his companions. “She has actually been forgotten!”


  “Why was I forgotten?” Mary said, stamping her foot. “Why does nobody come?”


  The young man whose name was Barney looked at her very sadly. Mary even thought she saw him wink his eyes as if to wink tears away.


  “Poor little kid!” he said. “There is nobody left to come.”


  It was in that strange and sudden way that Mary found out that she had neither father nor mother left; that they had died and been carried away in the night, and that the few native servants who had not died also had left the house as quickly as they could get out of it, none of them even remembering that there was a Missie Sahib. That was why the place was so quiet. It was true that there was no one in the bungalow but herself and the little rustling snake.


  CHAPTER II
MISTRESS MARY QUITE CONTRARY


  Mary had liked to look at her mother from a distance and she had thought her very pretty, but as she knew very little of her she could scarcely have been expected to love her or to miss her very much when she was gone. She did not miss her at all, in fact, and as she was a self-absorbed child she gave her entire thought to herself, as she had always done. If she had been older she would no doubt have been very anxious at being left alone in the world, but she was very young, and as she had always been taken care of, she supposed she always would be. What she thought was that she would like to know if she was going to nice people, who would be polite to her and give her her own way as her Ayah and the other native servants had done.


  She knew that she was not going to stay at the English clergyman’s house where she was taken at first. She did not want to stay. The English clergyman was poor and he had five children nearly all the same age and they wore shabby clothes and were always quarreling and snatching toys from each other. Mary hated their untidy bungalow and was so disagreeable to them that after the first day or two nobody would play with her. By the second day they had given her a nickname which made her furious.


  It was Basil who thought of it first. Basil was a little boy with impudent blue eyes and a turned-up nose, and Mary hated him. She was playing by herself under a tree, just as she had been playing the day the cholera broke out. She was making heaps of earth and paths for a garden and Basil came and stood near to watch her. Presently he got rather interested and suddenly made a suggestion.


  “Why don’t you put a heap of stones there and pretend it is a rockery?” he said. “There in the middle,” and he leaned over her to point.


  “Go away!” cried Mary. “I don’t want boys. Go away!”


  For a moment Basil looked angry, and then he began to tease. He was always teasing his sisters. He danced round and round her and made faces and sang and laughed.


  “Mistress Mary, quite contrary,


  How does your garden grow?


  With silver bells, and cockle shells,


  And marigolds all in a row.”


  He sang it until the other children heard and laughed, too; and the crosser Mary got, the more they sang “Mistress Mary, quite contrary”; and after that as long as she stayed with them they called her “Mistress Mary Quite Contrary” when they spoke of her to each other, and often when they spoke to her.


  “You are going to be sent home,” Basil said to her, “at the end of the week. And we’re glad of it.”


  “I am glad of it, too,” answered Mary. “Where is home?”


  “She doesn’t know where home is!” said Basil, with seven-year-old scorn. “It’s England, of course. Our grandmama lives there and our sister Mabel was sent to her last year. You are not going to your grandmama. You have none. You are going to your uncle. His name is Mr. Archibald Craven.”


  “I don’t know anything about him,” snapped Mary.


  “I know you don’t,” Basil answered. “You don’t know anything. Girls never do. I heard father and mother talking about him. He lives in a great, big, desolate old house in the country and no one goes near him. He’s so cross he won’t let them, and they wouldn’t come if he would let them. He’s a hunchback, and he’s horrid.” “I don’t believe you,” said Mary; and she turned her back and stuck her fingers in her ears, because she would not listen any more.


  But she thought over it a great deal afterward; and when Mrs. Crawford told her that night that she was going to sail away to England in a few days and go to her uncle, Mr. Archibald Craven, who lived at Misselthwaite Manor, she looked so stony and stubbornly uninterested that they did not know what to think about her. They tried to be kind to her, but she only turned her face away when Mrs. Crawford attempted to kiss her, and held herself stiffly when Mr. Crawford patted her shoulder.


  “She is such a plain child,” Mrs. Crawford said pityingly, afterward. “And her mother was such a pretty creature. She had a very pretty manner, too, and Mary has the most unattractive ways I ever saw in a child. The children call her ‘Mistress Mary Quite Contrary,’ and though it’s naughty of them, one can’t help understanding it.”


  “Perhaps if her mother had carried her pretty face and her pretty manners oftener into the nursery Mary might have learned some pretty ways too. It is very sad, now the poor beautiful thing is gone, to remember that many people never even knew that she had a child at all.”


  “I believe she scarcely ever looked at her,” sighed Mrs. Crawford. “When her Ayah was dead there was no one to give a thought to the little thing. Think of the servants running away and leaving her all alone in that deserted bungalow. Colonel McGrew said he nearly jumped out of his skin when he opened the door and found her standing by herself in the middle of the room.”


  Mary made the long voyage to England under the care of an officer’s wife, who was taking her children to leave them in a boarding-school. She was very much absorbed in her own little boy and girl, and was rather glad to hand the child over to the woman Mr. Archibald Craven sent to meet her, in London. The woman was his housekeeper at Misselthwaite Manor, and her name was Mrs. Medlock. She was a stout woman, with very red cheeks and sharp black eyes. She wore a very purple dress, a black silk mantle with jet fringe on it and a black bonnet with purple velvet flowers which stuck up and trembled when she moved her head. Mary did not like her at all, but as she very seldom liked people there was nothing remarkable in that; besides which it was very evident Mrs. Medlock did not think much of her.


  “My word! she’s a plain little piece of goods!” she said. “And we’d heard that her mother was a beauty. She hasn’t handed much of it down, has she, ma’am?” “Perhaps she will improve as she grows older,” the officer’s wife said good-naturedly. “If she were not so sallow and had a nicer expression, her features are rather good. Children alter so much.”


  “She’ll have to alter a good deal,” answered Mrs. Medlock. “And, there’s nothing likely to improve children at Misselthwaite – if you ask me!” They thought Mary was not listening because she was standing a little apart from them at the window of the private hotel they had gone to. She was watching the passing buses and cabs and people, but she heard quite well and was made very curious about her uncle and the place he lived in. What sort of a place was it, and what would he be like? What was a hunchback? She had never seen one. Perhaps there were none in India.


  Since she had been living in other people’s houses and had had no Ayah, she had begun to feel lonely and to think queer thoughts which were new to her. She had begun to wonder why she had never seemed to belong to anyone even when her father and mother had been alive. Other children seemed to belong to their fathers and mothers, but she had never seemed to really be anyone’s little girl. She had had servants, and food and clothes, but no one had taken any notice of her. She did not know that this was because she was a disagreeable child; but then, of course, she did not know she was disagreeable. She often thought that other people were, but she did not know that she was so herself.


  She thought Mrs. Medlock the most disagreeable person she had ever seen, with her common, highly colored face and her common fine bonnet. When the next day they set out on their journey to Yorkshire, she walked through the station to the railway carriage with her head up and trying to keep as far away from her as she could, because she did not want to seem to belong to her. It would have made her angry to think people imagined she was her little girl.


  But Mrs. Medlock was not in the least disturbed by her and her thoughts. She was the kind of woman who would “stand no nonsense from young ones.” At least, that is what she would have said if she had been asked. She had not wanted to go to London just when her sister Maria’s daughter was going to be married, but she had a comfortable, well paid place as housekeeper at Misselthwaite Manor and the only way in which she could keep it was to do at once what Mr. Archibald Craven told her to do. She never dared even to ask a question.


  “Captain Lennox and his wife died of the cholera,” Mr. Craven had said in his short, cold way. “Captain Lennox was my wife’s brother and I am their daughter’s guardian. The child is to be brought here. You must go to London and bring her yourself.”


  So she packed her small trunk and made the journey.


  Mary sat in her corner of the railway carriage and looked plain and fretful. She had nothing to read or to look at, and she had folded her thin little black-gloved hands in her lap. Her black dress made her look yellower than ever, and her limp light hair straggled from under her black crepe hat.


  “A more marred-looking young one I never saw in my life,” Mrs. Medlock thought. (Marred is a Yorkshire word and means spoiled and pettish.) She had never seen a child who sat so still without doing anything; and at last she got tired of watching her and began to talk in a brisk, hard voice.


  “I suppose I may as well tell you something about where you are going to,” she said. “Do you know anything about your uncle?”


  “No,” said Mary.


  “Never heard your father and mother talk about him?”


  “No,” said Mary frowning. She frowned because she remembered that her father and mother had never talked to her about anything in particular. Certainly they had never told her things.


  “Humph,” muttered Mrs. Medlock, staring at her queer, unresponsive little face. She did not say any more for a few moments and then she began again.


  “I suppose you might as well be told something – to prepare you. You are going to a queer place.”


  Mary said nothing at all, and Mrs. Medlock looked rather discomfited by her apparent indifference, but, after taking a breath, she went on.


  “Not but that it’s a grand big place in a gloomy way, and Mr. Craven’s proud of it in his way – and that’s gloomy enough, too. The house is six hundred years old and it’s on the edge of the moor, and there’s near a hundred rooms in it, though most of them’s shut up and locked. And there’s pictures and fine old furniture and things that’s been there for ages, and there’s a big park round it and gardens and trees with branches trailing to the ground – some of them.” She paused and took another breath. “But there’s nothing else,” she ended suddenly.


  Mary had begun to listen in spite of herself. It all sounded so unlike India, and anything new rather attracted her. But she did not intend to look as if she were interested. That was one of her unhappy, disagreeable ways. So she sat still.


  “Well,” said Mrs. Medlock. “What do you think of it?”


  “Nothing,” she answered. “I know nothing about such places.”


  That made Mrs. Medlock laugh a short sort of laugh.


  “Eh!” she said, “but you are like an old woman. Don’t you care?”


  “It doesn’t matter” said Mary, “whether I care or not.”


  “You are right enough there,” said Mrs. Medlock. “It doesn’t. What you’re to be kept at Misselthwaite Manor for I don’t know, unless because it’s the easiest way. He’s not going to trouble himself about you, that’s sure and certain. He never troubles himself about no one.”


  She stopped herself as if she had just remembered something in time.


  “He’s got a crooked back,” she said. “That set him wrong. He was a sour young man and got no good of all his money and big place till he was married.”


  Mary’s eyes turned toward her in spite of her intention not to seem to care. She had never thought of the hunchback’s being married and she was a trifle surprised. Mrs. Medlock saw this, and as she was a talkative woman she continued with more interest. This was one way of passing some of the time, at any rate.


  “She was a sweet, pretty thing and he’d have walked the world over to get her a blade o’ grass she wanted. Nobody thought she’d marry him, but she did, and people said she married him for his money. But she didn’t – she didn’t,” positively. “When she died – “


  Mary gave a little involuntary jump.


  “Oh! did she die!” she exclaimed, quite without meaning to. She had just remembered a French fairy story she had once read called “Riquet a la Houppe.” It had been about a poor hunchback and a beautiful princess and it had made her suddenly sorry for Mr. Archibald Craven.


  “Yes, she died,” Mrs. Medlock answered. “And it made him queerer than ever. He cares about nobody. He won’t see people. Most of the time he goes away, and when he is at Misselthwaite he shuts himself up in the West Wing and won’t let any one but Pitcher see him. Pitcher’s an old fellow, but he took care of him when he was a child and he knows his ways.”


  It sounded like something in a book and it did not make Mary feel cheerful. A house with a hundred rooms, nearly all shut up and with their doors locked – a house on the edge of a moor – whatsoever a moor was – sounded dreary. A man with a crooked back who shut himself up also! She stared out of the window with her lips pinched together, and it seemed quite natural that the rain should have begun to pour down in gray slanting lines and splash and stream down the window-panes. If the pretty wife had been alive she might have made things cheerful by being something like her own mother and by running in and out and going to parties as she had done in frocks “full of lace.” But she was not there any more.


  “You needn’t expect to see him, because ten to one you won’t,” said Mrs. Medlock. “And you mustn’t expect that there will be people to talk to you. You’ll have to play about and look after yourself. You’ll be told what rooms you can go into and what rooms you’re to keep out of. There’s gardens enough. But when you’re in the house don’t go wandering and poking about. Mr. Craven won’t have it.”


  “I shall not want to go poking about,” said sour little Mary and just as suddenly as she had begun to be rather sorry for Mr. Archibald Craven she began to cease to be sorry and to think he was unpleasant enough to deserve all that had happened to him.


  And she turned her face toward the streaming panes of the window of the railway carriage and gazed out at the gray rain-storm which looked as if it would go on forever and ever. She watched it so long and steadily that the grayness grew heavier and heavier before her eyes and she fell asleep.


  CHAPTER III
ACROSS THE MOOR


  She slept a long time, and when she awakened Mrs. Medlock had bought a lunchbasket at one of the stations and they had some chicken and cold beef and bread and butter and some hot tea. The rain seemed to be streaming down more heavily than ever and everybody in the station wore wet and glistening waterproofs. The guard lighted the lamps in the carriage, and Mrs. Medlock cheered up very much over her tea and chicken and beef. She ate a great deal and afterward fell asleep herself, and Mary sat and stared at her and watched her fine bonnet slip on one side until she herself fell asleep once more in the corner of the carriage, lulled by the splashing of the rain against the windows. It was quite dark when she awakened again. The train had stopped at a station and Mrs. Medlock was shaking her.


  “You have had a sleep!” she said. “It’s time to open your eyes! We’re at Thwaite Station and we’ve got a long drive before us.”


  Mary stood up and tried to keep her eyes open while Mrs. Medlock collected her parcels. The little girl did not offer to help her, because in India native servants always picked up or carried things and it seemed quite proper that other people should wait on one.


  The station was a small one and nobody but themselves seemed to be getting out of the train. The station-master spoke to Mrs. Medlock in a rough, good-natured
way, pronouncing his words in a queer broad fashion which Mary found out afterward was Yorkshire.


  “I see tha’s got back,” he said. “An’ tha’s browt th’ young ‘un with thee.”


  “Aye, that’s her,” answered Mrs. Medlock, speaking with a Yorkshire accent herself and jerking her head over her shoulder toward Mary. “How’s thy Missus?”


  “Well enow. Th’ carriage is waitin’ outside for thee.”


  A brougham stood on the road before the little outside platform. Mary saw that it was a smart carriage and that it was a smart footman who helped her in. His long waterproof coat and the waterproof covering of his hat were shining and dripping with rain as everything was, the burly station-master included.


  When he shut the door, mounted the box with the coachman, and they drove off, the little girl found herself seated in a comfortably cushioned corner, but she was not inclined to go to sleep again. She sat and looked out of the window, curious to see something of the road over which she was being driven to the queer place Mrs. Medlock had spoken of. She was not at all a timid child and she was not exactly frightened, but she felt that there was no knowing what might happen in a house with a hundred rooms nearly all shut up – a house standing on the edge of a moor.


  “What is a moor?” she said suddenly to Mrs. Medlock.


  “Look out of the window in about ten minutes and you’ll see,” the woman answered. “We’ve got to drive five miles across Missel Moor before we get to the Manor. You won’t see much because it’s a dark night, but you can see something.”


  Mary asked no more questions but waited in the darkness of her corner, keeping her eyes on the window. The carriage lamps cast rays of light a little distance ahead of them and she caught glimpses of the things they passed. After they had left the station they had driven through a tiny village and she had seen whitewashed cottages and the lights of a public house. Then they had passed a church and a vicarage and a little shop-window or so in a cottage with toys and sweets and odd things set out for sale. Then they were on the highroad and she saw hedges and trees. After that there seemed nothing different for a long time – or at least it seemed a long time to her.


  At last the horses began to go more slowly, as if they were climbing up-hill, and presently there seemed to be no more hedges and no more trees. She could see nothing, in fact, but a dense darkness on either side. She leaned forward and pressed her face against the window just as the carriage gave a big jolt.


  “Eh! We’re on the moor now sure enough,” said Mrs. Medlock.


  The carriage lamps shed a yellow light on a rough-looking road which seemed to be cut through bushes and low-growing things which ended in the great expanse of dark apparently spread out before and around them. A wind was rising and making a singular, wild, low, rushing sound.


  “It’s – it’s not the sea, is it?” said Mary, looking round at her companion.


  “No, not it,” answered Mrs. Medlock. “Nor it isn’t fields nor mountains, it’s just miles and miles and miles of wild land that nothing grows on but heather and gorse and broom, and nothing lives on but wild ponies and sheep.”


  “I feel as if it might be the sea, if there were water on it,” said Mary. “It sounds like the sea just now.”


  “That’s the wind blowing through the bushes,” Mrs. Medlock said. “It’s a wild, dreary enough place to my mind, though there’s plenty that likes it – particularly when the heather’s in bloom.”


  On and on they drove through the darkness, and though the rain stopped, the wind rushed by and whistled and made strange sounds. The road went up and down, and several times the carriage passed over a little bridge beneath which water rushed very fast with a great deal of noise. Mary felt as if the drive would never come to an end and that the wide, bleak moor was a wide expanse of black ocean through which she was passing on a strip of dry land.


  “I don’t like it,” she said to herself. “I don’t like it,” and she pinched her thin lips more tightly together.


  The horses were climbing up a hilly piece of road when she first caught sight of a light. Mrs. Medlock saw it as soon as she did and drew a long sigh of relief.


  “Eh, I am glad to see that bit o’ light twinkling,” she exclaimed. “It’s the light in the lodge window. We shall get a good cup of tea after a bit, at all events.”


  It was “after a bit,” as she said, for when the carriage passed through the park gates there was still two miles of avenue to drive through and the trees (which nearly met overhead) made it seem as if they were driving through a long dark vault.


  They drove out of the vault into a clear space and stopped before an immensely long but low-built house which seemed to ramble round a stone court. At first Mary thought that there were no lights at all in the windows, but as she got out of the carriage she saw that one room in a corner upstairs showed a dull glow.


  The entrance door was a huge one made of massive, curiously shaped panels of oak studded with big iron nails and bound with great iron bars. It opened into an enormous hall, which was so dimly lighted that the faces in the portraits on the walls and the figures in the suits of armor made Mary feel that she did not want to look at them. As she stood on the stone floor she looked a very small, odd little black figure, and she felt as small and lost and odd as she looked.


  A neat, thin old man stood near the manservant who opened the door for them.


  “You are to take her to her room,” he said in a husky voice. “He doesn’t want to see her. He’s going to London in the morning.”


  “Very well, Mr. Pitcher,” Mrs. Medlock answered. “So long as I know what’s expected of me, I can manage.”


  “What’s expected of you, Mrs. Medlock,” Mr. Pitcher said, “is that you make sure that he’s not disturbed and that he doesn’t see what he doesn’t want to see.”


  And then Mary Lennox was led up a broad staircase and down a long corridor and up a short flight of steps and through another corridor and another, until a door opened in a wall and she found herself in a room with a fire in it and a supper on a table.


  Mrs. Medlock said unceremoniously:


  “Well, here you are! This room and the next are where you’ll live—and you must keep to them. Don’t you forget that!”


  It was in this way Mistress Mary arrived at Misselthwaite Manor and she had perhaps never felt quite so contrary in all her life.


  Rozumienie tekstu


  Klucz >>>


  Zaznacz właściwą odpowiedź (A, B lub C).


  1. Mary’s mother was


  A) beautiful and fond of her daughter.


  B) caring and cheerful.


  C) popular and good-looking.


  2. Mary becomes an orphan


  A) because of a terrible disease.


  B) and her nurse takes care of her.


  C) and nobody takes care of her.


  3. When she lives with the clergyman’s family, Mary


  A) makes friends with his children.


  B) learns about a relative she’s never heard of.


  C) learns a lot about gardening, which she enjoys.


  4. Mrs. Medlock


  A) is sympathetic and caring.


  B) tells Mary how nice Misselthwaite Manor is.


  C) forbids Mary to explore the mansion.


  5. On her journey to Misselthwaite, Mary feels


  A) curious and excited.


  B) lonely and puzzled.


  C) curious and tired.


  O słowach


  SEEM


  „Other children seemed to belong to their fathers and mothers, but she had never seemed to really be anyone’s little girl.”


  Seem (wydawać się, zdawać się, wyglądać na coś, sprawiać wrażenie) to czasownik, którego używa się na kilka sposobów. Seem na ogół nie przyjmuje formy ciągłej (z końcówką ing).


  Seem łączy się często z przymiotnikiem, np.:


  Luke seems upset these days.


  Luke ostatnio wydaje się przygnębiony.


  Our new teacher seemed extremely strict at the beginning.


  Nasz nowy nauczyciel na początku sprawiał wrażenie okropnie surowego.


  Seem łączy się również z rzeczownikiem, np.:


  Tony seems a shy and quiet boy.


  Tony wygląda na nieśmiałego i cichego chłopca.


  It seemed the best choice.


  Ten wybór wydawał się najlepszy.


  Po konstrukcji it seems/it seemed (wydaje się/wydawało się) może się również pojawić całe zdanie, które wprowadzamy za pomocą that (że), as if (jakby, jak gdyby) lub as though (jakby, jak gdyby), np.:


  It seems that everyone’s enjoying the party.


  Wydaje się, że wszyscy dobrze się bawią na przyjęciu.


  It seemed as though he hated the new job.


  Sprawiał wrażenie, jakby nie znosił nowej pracy.


  Jeśli chcemy podkreślić, że komu coś się wydaje, wprowadzamy tę osobę za pomocą przyimka to, np.:


  It seems to me that Mary has fallen in love.


  Wydaje mi się, że Mary się zakochała.


  Seem łączy się również z bezokolicznikiem z to, np.:


  David seems to worry too much.


  Zdaje się, że David za bardzo się martwi.


  W tej konstrukcji po seem często występuje to be, np.:


  David often seems to be worried.


  David często sprawia wrażenie zmartwionego.


  “The Secret Garden” seems to be an interesting novel.


  „Tajemniczy ogród” wydaje się (być) interesującą powieścią.


  Gramatyka


  PAST PERFECT


  „She did not cry because her nurse had died.”


  Wyróżniony fragment zdania to przykład zastosowania czasu Past Perfect Simple. Czasu tego używa się do opisu sytuacji, która wydarzyła się jeszcze wcześniej niż inne zdarzenie z przeszłości. Z przytoczonego cytatu dowiadujemy się, że Mary nie płakała po śmierci swojej niani – wiadomo, że niania umarła przed obojętną reakcją naszej bohaterki. Przyjrzyj się poniższym przykładom:


  After we had arrived in London, our hosts invited us to a restaurant.


  Po tym, jak przybyliśmy do Londynu, nasi gospodarze zaprosili nas do restauracji.


  You hadn’t revised before the test and that’s why you failed it.


  Nie powtórzyłeś przed testem i dlatego go nie zdałeś.


  Czas Past Perfect Simple tworzymy według następującego schematu:


  
    	zdania twierdzące:

  


  podmiot + had + past participle (trzecia forma czasownika)


  Robert had practised a lot.


  Robert dużo ćwiczył.


  
    	zdania przeczące:

  


  podmiot + had not (hadn’t) + past participle (trzecia forma czasownika)


  Josie hadn’t met us.


  Josie nie spotkała/poznała nas.


  
    	pytania:

  


  (słówko pytające) + had + podmiot + past participle (trzecia forma czasownika)


  Why had they opened the shop?


  Dlaczego otworzyli sklep?


  Czasu Past Perfect używamy wtedy, gdy zaznaczamy kolejność zdarzeń z przeszłości, np.:


  Robert had practised a lot before he took part in the contest.


  Robert dużo ćwiczył zanim wziął udział w konkursie.


  Josie hadn’t met us before she moved to Paris.


  Josie nie poznała nas przed tym, jak przeprowadziła się do Paryża.


  Why had they opened the shop before any customers were able to come?


  Dlaczego otworzyli sklep zanim klienci byli w stanie przyjść?


  Had they ever tried Indian food before we cooked for them?


  Czy kiedykolwiek próbowali indyjskiej kuchni zanim ugotowaliśmy coś dla nich?


  Past Perfect na ogół nie stosujemy, gdy dwie sytuacje z przeszłości nastąpiły w niewielkim odstępie czasu.


  Kultura i historia


  RIQUET A LA HOUPPE


  Riquet a la Houppe („Knyps z Czubkiem”) to francuska baśń, której współczesną wersję zawdzięczamy Charlesowi Perraultowi (1628–1703), najsłynniejszemu bajkopisarzowi epoki baroku. W krajach anglojęzycznych opowieść nosi tytuł Riquet with the Tuft (niekiedy Ricky of the Tuft).


  Baśń zaczyna się sceną przyjścia na świat głównego bohatera, księcia Knypsa. Chłopiec, ku wielkiemu utrapieniu królowej matki, urodził się koszmarnie brzydki. Na domiar złego na czubku jego głowy kołysała się pokaźnych rozmiarów kępka włosów – tytułowy „czubek”. Obecna przy narodzinach Knypsa wróżka pocieszyła władczynię zapewnieniem, że mimo niedostatków urody dziecko wyrośnie na mężczyznę nieprzeciętnie mądrego. Dodatkowo obdarzyła malca szczególnym darem – książę otrzymał moc pozwalającą podzielić się inteligencją z osobą, którą pokocha najbardziej na świecie.


  Tymczasem w sąsiednim królestwie przyszły na świat dwie księżniczki. Starsza z dziewczynek była skończenie pięknym dzieckiem, rysy młodszej natomiast od początku raziły szpetotą. Wróżka, ta sama która towarzyszyła narodzinom Knypsa, zapowiedziała stropionej matce, że starsza wyrośnie na dziewczynę równie głupią, jak urodziwą, a młodsza – odwrotnie – będzie równie mądra, jak odstręczająca. W ramach prezentu, aby choć trochę zrekompensować starszej siostrze brak inteligencji, czarodziejka obdarzyła ją mocą przekazania urody mężczyźnie, który zdobędzie jej serce.


  Mijały lata. Księżniczki rosły i nadeszła w końcu pora, aby myśleć o zamążpójściu. Przy okazji dworskich uczt i balów starsza siostra – piękna i głupia – zwabiała do siebie wszystkich kandydatów, lecz ci uciekali natychmiast, gdy tylko uświadamiali sobie, że nie sposób zamienić z nią choćby kilku zdań ciekawej rozmowy. W efekcie jako pierwsza znalazła męża księżniczka młodsza – brzydka, lecz obdarzona rozumem.


  Pewnego dnia zasmucona starsza siostra wybrała się na spacer do lasu, w którym spotkała szkaradnego młodzieńca w eleganckim stroju. Był to książę z sąsiedniego królestwa, Knyps z Czubkiem. Zaczęli rozmawiać i dziewczyna uskarżała się na swój los. Knyps nie był w stanie zrozumieć, dlaczego osoba tak piękna nie jest szczęśliwa. Kiedy o to zapytał, usłyszał w odpowiedzi, że wolałaby stracić urodę, byle tylko zyskać nieco rozumu.


  Książę zakochał się od pierwszego wejrzenia. Znajomość trwała. Przy okazji jednego z następnych spotkań Knyps wyznał, iż posiada dar, pozwalający mu obdarzyć mądrością osobę, którą pokocha najbardziej na świecie. Dodał, że to właśnie w niej się zakochał i oświadczył się. Księżniczka – zrażona brzydotą kandydata – nie odpowiedziała od razu. Widząc wahanie wybranki, Knyps zapowiedział, że jest w stanie zaczekać na odpowiedź przez okrągły rok. Wtedy dziewczyna uznała, iż rok to bardzo dużo czasu i przyjęła oświadczyny szpetnego księcia.


  Dar Knypsa zadziałał. Dziewczyna, od urodzenia piękna jak malowanie, nabrała mądrości, a że rodzice wciąż starali się wydać ją za mąż na dworze, ponownie zaroiło się od chętnych do żeniaczki kawalerów. Tym razem wielu odtrącała sama – wszak nie była już głupia – lecz ostatecznie jeden z kandydatów bardzo przypadł jej do gustu.


  Nie chcąc podjąć tak poważnej decyzji pochopnie, wybrała się na spacer po lesie i traf sprawił, że był to las, w którym rok wcześniej spotkała Knypsa. W pewnym momencie usłyszała jakieś hałasy i ujrzała na polanie grupę leśnych skrzatów, uwijających się wokół stołów. Gdy zapytała, co robią, usłyszała, że przygotowują ucztę na jutrzejsze wesele Knypsa z Czubkiem.


  Zaraz potem pojawił się sam książę i dziewczyna przypomniała sobie o złożonej rok temu obietnicy. Brzydal powtórzył, że ją kocha i zapytał, czy poza wyglądem cokolwiek jej w nim przeszkadza. Odpowiedziała, że nie, lecz wciąż nie była przekonana. Wtedy Knyps opowiedział dziewczynie o wróżce, która podarowała jej moc obdarzenia ukochanego mężczyzny urodą. Księżniczka nie musiała się już dłużej wahać, a Knyps w jednej chwili stał się najpiękniejszym młodzieńcem świata. Pobrali się i żyli długo i szczęśliwie. Tylko niektórzy do dziś powiadają, że pozostał brzydki dla wszystkich z wyjątkiem żony, oglądającej go zakochanymi oczyma.


  Baśń ukazała się w 1697 roku w zbiorze zatytułowanym przez Perraulta „Bajki babci Gąski”, znanym także jako „Bajki pana Perrault”. Nie były to autorskie utwory bajkopisarza, lecz opracowane przez niego ludowe opowieści. Poza „Knypsem z Czubkiem” w wyborze znalazły się również tak znane bajki, jak: „Czerwony kapturek”, „Śpiąca królewna”, „Kopciuszek”, „Kot w butach”, „Ośla skórka”, „Sinobrody”, „Paluszek” i „Wróżki”.


  Zanim opublikowane przez Perraulta utwory przeniknęły do masowej świadomości, zyskały sobie znaczną popularność w arystokratycznych salonach literackich Paryża. Bajkopisarz zdołał się wstrzelić w panującą w tamtym okresie modę na poznawanie ludowych tradycji i podań. Dodatkowo Perrault umiejętnie przystosował proste opowiastki do gustów wyrafinowanej publiczności, spisując je pełnym zawiłych ozdobników, wytwornym językiem, a także wprowadzając zmiany w treści, dzięki którym morały pozostawały w zgodzie ze światopoglądem klas rządzących.


  Imię tytułowego bohatera bajki brzmi dość tajemniczo także w oryginale. Francuscy badacze literatury Perraulta proponują trzy teorie jego pochodzenia:


  1. Riquet wywodzi się po prostu od nazwiska. Perrault mógł znać inżyniera i budowniczego kanałów rzecznych nazwiskiem Pierre-Paul Riquet.


  2. Autorka jednej z wcześniejszych wersji bajki, Catherine Bernard, pochodziła z Normandii. W języku normandzkim riquet znaczy „zdeformowany”, „garbaty”.


  3. Niektórzy dopatrują się w słowie riquet zdrobnienia od Henriquet, czyli „mały Henri”, Henryczek.


  Ćwiczenia


  Klucz >>>


  1. Połącz wyrazy (1–10) z ich synonimami i definicjami (A–J).


  1. attempt


  2. gasp


  3. mysterious


  4. obey


  5. queer


  6. servant


  7. sour


  8. stare


  9. toddle


  10. trembling


  A) shivering


  B) tasting like e.g. lemon


  C) to walk unsteadily


  D) a person who works in somebody else’s house


  E) to do what someone tells you


  F) secret


  G) to look at something


  H) to breathe quickly or with difficulty


  I) strange, weird


  J) to try


  2. Zaznacz poprawną formę lub wyraz.


  a) Lisa is seeming/seems quite cheerful these days.


  b) Lucy showed me a precious necklace which had been handed down/in to her from her grandmother.


  c) They handed the parcel down/over to the recipient.


  d) The boys creeped/crept back into the house.


  e) Steve likes nor/neither singing neither/nor dancing.


  f) The patient seemed being/to be scared of the operation, but everything went well.


  g) George has always been extremely fond about/of his grandchildren.


  h) “Don’t disturb me!”, she muttered/snapped angrily.


  3. Uzupełnij zdania czasownikami w nawiasie. Zastosuj czasy Past Simple i Past Perfect.


  a) My grandmother ……………… long before I ……………… born. (die, be)


  b) Why ……………… you ……………… me that you ……………… this film before? Now you’re getting bored. (not tell, see)


  c) I ……………… never ……………… paella before I ……………… to Spain. (eat, travel)


  d) My parents ……………… a new car after they ……………… the old one. (buy, sell)


  e) Karen and I ……………… another essay topic, but later we both ……………… to change it. (choose, decide)


  f) Yesterday Rob ……………… a bill which he ……………… to pay a year ago. (find, forget)


  4. Mary jest Angielką, ale cała historia zaczyna się w Indiach. Dlaczego? Zgromadź informacje na temat kolonii brytyjskich w tym rejonie i przygotuj prezentację (około 12 slajdów) na jeden z tematów:


  a) East India Company,


  b) The British Raj.


  
    
      disagreeable-looking:  nieprzyjemnie wyglądający, nieładny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      sour: kwaśny; skwaszony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      expression: wyraz twarzy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      gay: (przest.) wesoły
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      hand sb/sth over: przekazać coś/kogoś
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      Ayah: hinduska niania
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      Mem Sahib: żona brytyjskiego oficera w Indiach; biała kobieta o wysokim statusie społecznym w Indiach
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      out of sight: poza zasięgiem wzroku
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      sickly: odpychający
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fretful: nerwowy, drażliwy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      toddle: dreptać, chodzić drobnymi kroczkami
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      familiarly: bezpośrednio
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      native: miejscowy, rodowity, tubylczy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      servant: służący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      obey: być posłusznym, słuchać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      tyrannical: tyrański, despotyczny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      selfish: samolubny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      governess: guwernantka
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cross: wściekły, rozgniewany
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stammer: wyjąkać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      passion: wściekłość, furia
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      Missie Sahib: córka oficera w Indiach, biała dziewczynka o wysokim statusie społecznym w Indiach
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      mysterious: tajemniczy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      slink (slunk/slinked; slunk; slinked): skradać się, przekradać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      ashy: popielaty, blady
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wander: wędrować, błąkać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      flower-bed: klomb
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      scarlet: szkarłatny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      hibiscus: hibiskus (roślina)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      blossom: kwiat
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      heap: sterta, stos
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      mutter: mruczeć, mamrotać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      grind (ground, ground) one’s teeth: zgrzytać zębami
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fair: jasny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stare: wpatrywać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      silk: jedwab
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      disdain: pogardzać, lekceważyć
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      floating: ruchomy, zwiewny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      lace: koronka
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      imploringly: błagalnie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      trembling: drżący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wring (wrung, wrung) one’s hands: załamywać ręce
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wailing: żałosny, zawodzący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      clutch: uchwycić się, ścisnąć
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      shivering: drżący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      gasp: dyszeć, sapać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      appalling: przerażający
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      mysteriousness: tajemniczość
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cholera: cholera (choroba)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fatal: śmiertelny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wail: zawodzić, zanosić się płaczem
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      bungalow: dom parterowy, bungalow
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      confusion: zamieszanie, chaos
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      bewilderment: dezorientacja; oszołomienie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      alternately: naprzemiennie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      creep (crept, crept):  podkradać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      hastily: pośpiesznie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      intensely: ogromnie, intensywnie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      drowsy: senny, śpiący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      scarcely: ledwie, z trudem
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wail: zawodzenie, płacz
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      neither… nor…: ani… ani…
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wonder: zastanawiać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      affectionate: uczuciowy, tkliwy, serdeczny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      panic-stricken: przerażony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      be fond of (sth/sb): lubić (coś/kogoś)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      rustling: szeleszczący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      matting: mata
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      glide: ślizgać się, sunąć
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      harmless: nieszkodliwy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      slip: wślizgnąć się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      queer: dziwny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      compound: ogrodzony teren, kompleks budynków
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      desolation: pustkowie, ruina
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      disgracefully: skandalicznie, haniebnie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      neglected: zaniedbany
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      troubled: zmartwiony, zaniepokojony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      startled: zaskoczony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      draw (drew, drawn) oneself up: wyprostować się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stiffly: sztywno
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      companion: towarzysz
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stamp: tupać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wink: mrugać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      mistress: pani
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      contrary: przekorny; krnąbrny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      self-absorbed: pochłonięty sobą, egocentryczny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      entire: cały, całkowity
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      anxious: niespokojny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      clergyman: duchowny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      shabby: zniszczony, nędzny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      snatch: wyrywać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      disagreeable: niemiły
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      nickname: przezwisko
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      furious: rozwścieczony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      impudent: zuchwały, bezczelny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      turned-up: zadarty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      path: ścieżka
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      rockery: ogródek skalny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      lean: pochylać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      tease: dokuczać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      silver bell: halezja (kwiat)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cockle: sercówka (małż)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      marigold: aksamitek (kwiat); nagietek
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      scorn: pogarda
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      snap: mówić podniesionym głosem, warknąć
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      desolate: opuszczony, samotny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      hunchback: garbus
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      horrid: wstrętny, okropny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      manor: majątek ziemski; rezydencja
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stony: lodowaty, zimny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stubbornly: uparcie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      attempt: próbować, usiłować
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pat: poklepać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pityingly: współczująco, litościwie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      afterward: potem
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      naughty: niegrzeczny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      sigh: wzdychać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      deserted: opuszczony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      voyage: rejs
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      boarding-school: szkoła z internatem
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      absorbed: zajęty, zaabsorbowany
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      housekeeper: gospodyni
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stout: otyły, tęgi
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      mantle: peleryna, płaszcz
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      jet: dżet, gagat
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fringe: obwódka, frędzle
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      bonnet: czepek
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      velvet: aksamitny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      tremble: drżeć
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      remarkable: znaczący, istotny, szczególny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      hand sth down: przekazywać coś z pokolenia na pokolenie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      improve: poprawiać (się)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      good-naturedly: życzliwie, dobrodusznie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      sallow: ziemisty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      features: rysy twarzy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      alter: zmieniać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      likely: prawdopodoby
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      take (took, taken) notice of sb/sth: brać kogoś/coś pod uwagę, zwracać na kogoś/coś uwagę
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      common: zwykły
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      stand (stood, stood): znosić (coś)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      nonsense: nonsense, bzdury
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      dare: śmieć, mieć czelność
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      guardian: opiekun, opiekunka
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      trunk: kufer
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      plain: zwykły; nieładny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fretful: rozdrażniony; strapiony; niespokojny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fold: składać, krzyżować (ręce)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      black-gloved: ubrany w czarne rękawiczki
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      lap: kolana
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      limp: słaby
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      straggle: sterczeć na wszystkie strony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      crepe: krepa (materiał)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      marred-looking: szpetny, brzydki
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      marred: zniszczony, oszpecony
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      spoiled: zepsuty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pettish: drażliwy, marudny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      brisk: rześki
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      frown: marszczyć brwi/czoło
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      in particular: w szczególności
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      certainly: oczywiście, z pewnością
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      unresponsive: obojętny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      discomfited: zmieszany
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      apparent: widoczny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      indifference: obojętność
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      grand: wielki, okazały, świetny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      gloomy: ponury
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      edge: krawędź, skraj
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      moor: wrzosowisko
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      trail: kłaść się (po ziemi), ciągnąć się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      in spite of oneself: mimo woli
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      intend: zamierzać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      whether: czy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      unless: chyba że
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      certain: pewny, oczywisty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      crooked: krzywy, zgięty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      trifle: odrobinę, trochę
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      talkative: gadatliwy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      at any rate: w każdym razie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      blade: źdźbło
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      o’ = of
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      positively: niewątpliwie, na pewno
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      involuntary: mimowolny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fairy story: baśń
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      Riquet a la Houppe: „Knyps z Czubkiem” (baśń spisana przez Charlesa Perraulta)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wing: skrzydło (domu)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fellow: człowiek, facet
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cheerful: pogodny, radosny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      whatsoever: cokolwiek
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      dreary: posępny, ponury
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pinched: zaciśnięty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pour: wlewać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      slanting: ukośny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pane: szyba
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      frock: suknia
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      ten to one: dziesięć do jednego
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      poke about: węszyć, myszkować
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      deserve: zasługiwać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      gaze: wpatrywać się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      steadily: uważnie; jednostajnie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      glistening: błyszczący
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      waterproof: płaszcz nieprzemakalny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cheer up: rozchmurzyć się, odzyskać dobry humor
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      slip: ześlizgnąć się
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      lull: usypiać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      splashing: plusk
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      collect: zbierać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      parcel: paczka, pakunek
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      proper: odpowiedni, właściwy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      wait on sb: obsługiwać kogoś, usługiwać komuś
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      station-master: zawiadowca stacji
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      rough: szorstki, nieokrzesany
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      good-natured: życzliwy, dobrotliwy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      pronounce: wymawiać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      broad: silny, wyraźny (o akcencie)
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      fashion: sposób
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      tha = you
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      browt = brought
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      ‘un = one
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      thee = you
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      jerk: szarpać, wykonywać gwałtowny ruch
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      thy = your
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      enow = enough
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      brougham: powóz
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      platform: pomost, podwyższenie
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      smart: elegancki
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      footman: lokaj
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      dripping: ociekający
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      burly: krzepki; tęgi
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      included: włącznie z
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      mount: umieszczać, umocować
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      coachman: stangret, woźnica
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cushioned: wyłożony poduszkami
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      inclined: skłonny
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      timid: nieśmiały, cichy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cast (cast, cast): rzucać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      catch (caught, caught) glimpses of: dostrzegać
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      tiny: maleńki
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      whitewashed: bielony wapnem
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      cottage: chata
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      public house: zajazd, gospoda
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      vicarage: plebania
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      odd: przypadkowy
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      highroad: gościniec, droga
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      hedge: żywopłot
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      dense: gęsty
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      either: każdy z dwóch, obydwa
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      jolt: szarpnięcie, wstrząs
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      shed (shed, shed): rzucać
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      rough-looking: wyboisty, nierówny
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      expanse: przestrzeń, obszar
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      apparently: widocznie, wyraźnie
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      spread (spread, spread) out: rozciągać się
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      singular: dziwny, osobliwy
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      rushing: gwałtowny
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      nor: ani
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      heather: wrzos
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      gorse: janowiec (roślina)
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      broom: żarnowiec (roślina)
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      blow (blew, blown): wiać
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      particularly: szczególnie
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      in bloom: kwitnący
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      rush: wdzierać się, gnać
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      whistle: gwizdać
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      beneath: pod
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      bleak: ponury, smętny
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      strip: skrawek
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      pinch: zaciskać
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      catch (caught, caught) sight of: dostrzec
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      sigh: westchnienie
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      relief: ulga
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      twinkle: błyszczeć, mrugać
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      exclaim: zakrzyknąć
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      lodge: stróżówka
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      at all events: w każdym razie
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      avenue: aleja
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      overhead: nad głową, w górze
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      vault: piwnica, podziemia
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      immensely: niezwykle, ogromnie
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      ramble: wić się, piąć się
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      court: podwórze
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      dull: przyćmiony
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      glow: poświata, blask
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      entrance: wejście
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      massive: ogromny
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      curiously: ciekawie
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      oak: dąb
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      studded: nabijany
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      iron: żelazny
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      nail: gwóźdź
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      bound: zaryglowany, związany
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      bar: zasuwa
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      enormous: ogromny, olbrzymi
    

    [Powrót]
  


  
    
      dimly: słabo, niewyraźnie
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      suit of armor: zbroja
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      neat: schludny, czysty
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      husky: ochrypły
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      manage: poradzić sobie
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      staircase: klatka schodowa
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      flight of steps: rząd schodów
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      unceremoniously: obcesowo, bezceremonialnie, bez ogródek
    

    [Powrót]
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Jezyk angielski. Poziom B1-B2

Mamy dla Ciebie idealne potaczenie!
__Klasyka literatury Swiatowej w wersji do nauki jezyka angielskiego.

CZYTAJ — SLUCHA] - CWICZ

CZYTAJ — dzigki oryginalnemu angielskiemu tekstowi powiesci The Secret Garden przyswoisz nowe stowka i nauczysz sie je
stosowac wzdaniach. Weiggajaca fabuta sprawi, ze nie hedziesz mogt sie oderwac od lektury, co zapewni regularnose nauk.

StUCHAJ — pobierz hezptatne nagranie oryginalnego tekstu powiesci, dostepne na stronie Wydawnictwa. Czytaj, jednoczes-
nie stuchajac nagrania, i utrwalaj wymowe.

EWICZ — do kaidego rozdziatu powiesci przygotowane zostaty specjaine dodatki i Cwiczenia:
« Namarginesach stron znajdziesz ministownik i objasnienia trudnigjszych wyrazow;

« W Czesci 0 stowach poszerzysz stownictwo z dangj dziedziny, a w czesci gramatycznej poznasz struktury
i7agadnienia jezykowe,

« (lzieki zamieszczonym na korcu rozdziatu testom i raznorodnym Cwiczeniom Sprawtizisz rozumienie
przeczytanego tekstu;

» 0dpowiedzi do wszystkich zadan zamknigtych znajdziesz w kluczu na korcu ksigzki.

Przekonaj sie, ze nauka j(—;;zyka obcego moze I)yé
przyjemnoécia, I(t()rej nie sposéb sie oprzec.

Marta Fihel — anglistka, nauczycielka z wieloletnim stazem. Wspotautorka stownikow i ksigzek do nauki jezyka angielskiego,
witym bestsellerowej erii Angielski dia leniwych.

Grzegorz Komerski — absolwent filozofii, ttumacz, wspotautor ksigzek do nauki jezyka angielskiego.

Marcin Jazynski — doktor filozofii UW. Zajmuje sie kognitywistyka, rezyseruje filmy animowane. WspGtpracuje z Collegium
Civitas. Uczyfilozofil, logiki i filmu animowanego.

ISBN: 978-83-8175-424-8
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Tajemniczy ogrod
w wersji do nauki angielskiego
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