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THREE SHORT STORIES AND ONE NOVEL
which you can open with expectations and close with profit.

“You can’t buy happiness, but you can “Reading is to the mind what exercise
buy books and that’s kind of the same is to the body.” Joseph Addison
thinn

“A book is a dream you hold in your
hands”. Neil Gaiman

“To acquire the habit of reading is to construct for yourself a refuge
from almost all the miseries of life.” W. Somerset Maugham

To read without reflecting is like eating without
digesting.” Edmund Burke

“Keep reading. It’s one of the most marvelous adventures
that anyone can have.” Lloyd Alexander

“Reading is a way for me to expand my mind, open
my eyes, and fill up my heart.” Oprah

“If you are going to get anywhere in life you have to read a
lot of books.” Roald Dahl




SHORT STORY N. 1

THE LITTLE ENTREPRENEUR by Hillary Lyon

READ THE STORY AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

Patricia was such a serious little girl -- you would never call her Trisha,
Trish, Pat or Patty. She rose at six each morning, brushed her hair exactly sixty
strokes (thirty left, thirty right), brushed her teeth for exactly one minute (thirty
seconds up, thirty seconds down), dressed in clothes she'd laid out the night
before, all before marching herself downstairs for breakfast. A breakfast, it must
be added, that she prepared for herself, as usually her parents slept in.

Her parents were what she disdainfully thought of as "hippies;" though, at
ten years old, she was not entirely clear as to what that word meant. Still, they
slept late on weekends, never went to church, and would rather paint or write or
make music in their free time than think up ways to make money. Her mother
wore too much make-up and her father took afternoon naps. What else could
they be, but hippies?

Patricia did not ask, but rather informed her parents that she was joining the
Clover-Leaf Girls Club - that time-honored organization that taught all girls
between the ages of eight and twelve the joys of industry and household
maintenance. Among other endeavors, the girls learned not only how to bake
brownies and cookies from scratch, but how to market them as well. And the
girls get to keep half the proceeds (the other half goes to support their own
Clover-Leaf Girls Club chapter). In Patricia's mind, this was a perfect
opportunity to start her own business. She would make a fortune, she decided,
and move into her own house, without her lazy parents.

And so early one Saturday morning Patricia began to bake. She lined up
her ingredients and utensils in an orderly fashion, washed her hands and went to
work. By noon, when her parents shuffled into the kitchen (awoken, no doubt,
by the delicious aroma of warm brownies), she had finished baking and was in
the midst of clean-up.

"Wow, something smells yummy!" Her Dad mumbled.
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"Did you do all this by yourself, sweetie? This is awesome!" Her Mom
grabbed her and gave her a smothering bear hug. It was not enough to convince
Patricia to offer her parents a sample of her baked goods.

Patricia simply smiled and announced that the brownies were for her
"Cooking Confections Badge," and (sorry) she could not give them away, but
she would sell them to her parents. That would help her earn her "Young
Entrepreneurs Badge."

"Wow," was all her Mom said.

"Hey, | have a quarter here," her Dad offered up.

"Sorry, Dad, but my brownies sell for $1.00 each. So, if you have three
more quarters, then we can talk."Her parents looked at each other, and shook
their heads.

* k% *

After lunch, a peanut butter and jelly sandwich that she made herself - she
was not about to eat her Mom's garlic and sun-dried tomato hummus with pita
chips - she packed up her aromatic brownies and put on her Clover-Leaf Girls
uniform. Yelling goodbye to her folks, she marched through the front door,
determined to make her fortune.

The first several houses on her street were very receptive; she raked in
twenty dollars in as many minutes. The farther she travelled from her own
home, the more challenging the sales became. By mid-afternoon, she was
spending more and more time on her sales pitch, which meant a reduction in the
number of houses she would be able to hit before she had go home for dinner at
five. This did not please her in the least. So she upped her game: quickened her
speech, gently (to her way of thinking) pressured her potential customers to buy
her baked goods. By 4:30, she'd made forty dollars - and she still had ten
brownies to sell. Obviously, the remaining ten were cold, and therefore not
nearly as aromatic (which she decided was the key to fast sales), but they were
still tasty, and that should be enough.

She chose Mrs. Walldrip's house for her last target. Her daughter, Winona
Walldrip, was one of Patricia's classmates. Winona the Wimp, Winona the
Weird, as Patricia thought of her -- Winona, who didn't care if she made an A+
or a B+ on her math quiz! Winona, who had awful penmanship but still wrote
poetry that her teachers loved! Winona, who could out run anyone in her class,
even the boys! Winona, who looked like a budding VVampira in their class
picture! Patricia did not understand why Winona was so well-liked and,
consequently, had no patience with girl. Getting Winona's mother to buy her
cold (and almost stale) brownies would be a sweet come-uppence, in her mind.

Mrs. Walldrip came to the front door on the ninth insistent knock.

"Well, hello, uh, Trish. Don't you look sharp in your Clover-Leaf Girls
Club uniform! What are we selling today?"

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Walldrip. Thank you for the compliment. | am
selling my home-made brownies - baked fresh this morning! - to earn both my
Cooking Confections Badge and my Young Entrepreneur Badge. An
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entrepreneur is 'a person who organizes, operates, and assumes the risk for a
business venture,' according to The American Heritage Dictionary."

"Ah, yes, thank you for that information, but | already know what an
entrepreneur is, dear."”

"Yes, well, Mrs. Walldrip, and I prefer people call me Patricia, not Trish. |
have ten delicious home-baked brownies for sale today for only $1.00 each.
How many would you like? Five, or all ten?"

"Thank you for the offer, Patricia, but we don't have much of a sweet tooth
in this house, so ... "

"So you only want -- how many then? Four? Six?"

"No, honey, we don't want any. But | wish you the best of luck selling
them! Perhaps the Greenbriars down the street would like them? All those kids -
- surely they'll snap those brownies right up!"

"I've already been there, and they only took ten. I doubt they would want
ten more. How about you take three -- one for you, one for Mr. Walldrip, and
one for Winona? A wholesome home-made delicious brownie might help her
with her, uh, studies."

"Patricia, thanks for your, uh, concern, but no thanks."

At this point, Patricia gave Mrs. Walldrip her "hard squint" - which she had
overheard her teachers call her "icy dagger eyes.” It usually worked to break
down any opponent. Mrs. Walldrip merely smiled and began to close the door.
Patricia stuck her foot in the doorway, preventing Mrs. Walldrip from shutting
the door.

"Now, Patricia, that's not very nice, and it's not going to convince me to
buy your brownies. Please remove your foot and be on your way."

"But Mrs. Walldrop, er, -drip, | baked these myself this morning! | have to
sell ten more to get my badge! You have to buy my brownies! You have to!
Pleeeeeaaassse?"

"Child, I do not have to do anything. I am, however, about to call your
parents if you do not leave. Right. This. Minute."

"My parents are asleep. They won't answer the phone. Please buy my
brownies! All I need is ten dollars! I have to get my badges!"

"No."

Here, Mrs. Walldrip took her own foot and began slowly pushing Patricia's
foot out of the doorway. Patricia turned bright red with indignation. She dropped
her basket of brownies and raised her clenched fists up to her head.

"They. Are. Delicious! Buy. My. Brownies!"

"No."

Patricia grabbed her own pigtails and pulled them up like horns.

"Ten brownies. Ten Dollars!

"No."

Upon the utterance, again, of this dreadful word, Patricia's plain brown
eyes hardened into onyx. Her fingernails extended into silvery talons, her skin
hardened into scales. Her shoulder blades protruded through the back of her
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uniform, quickly tearing the olive-green fabric, and sprouted into thin, leathery
wings. Her stiff smile stretched into a grimace, and from a grimace into venom-
dripping death'’s head grin.

Mrs. Waldrip, being ever so diplomatic, chose not to notice Patricia's
transformation.

Smoke curled from the corners of Patricia’s lips as she said, "How about ten
brownies for eight dollars?"

"Ten for five."

Patricia hissed steam like an angry little tea kettle.

"Ten for seven."

"Ten for six. Last offer."”

"Fine."

Patricia picked up her brownie basket. She counted out Mrs. Walldrip's ten
brownies as Mrs. Walldrip counted out six dollars.

"It was a pleasure doing business with you, Patricia."

"Indeed. Thank you for your patronage."

Patricia turned on her heel and trudged away. By the time she reached the
street, she was merely a scowling, ten year old girl again.

Mrs. Walldrip quietly closed the front door, and looking through the sheer
curtains of the front window, watched the little aspiring entrepreneur recede into
the green suburban twilight. She smoothed her hair, arched her back, and sighed
as the fabric of her house-coat ripped. The woman laughed to herself at the
insolence of some kids these days! She nibbled absent-mindedly on one of those
darned brownies -- actually, they were quite tasty -- and with a sharpened
coppery talon, blissfully scratched that hard-to-reach spot on one of her own
leathery wings.

Published on 2011/02/27

VOCABULARY WORK

1.Match the words to their meanings.

1. Disdainful a. TUPOIKHBIC

2. indignation b.  npousHecTtn

8 utter C. TOpYaTh, BBICTYIIATh
4, overhear d. IPEBPAIICHNE

5. protrude e. TOKPOBHUTEJIHCTBO

6. insolence f. qenrys

7. patronage g. 3aCTBHIBIINMI, KECTKUU
8. scales h.  mmmners

9. stiff I. YXMBIIKa

10.  hiss ]. oOpa3sery

11.  grin K. HETOJIOBAaHHE
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12.  sample l. IpPEeHEeOPEIKUTEITBHBIN

13.  transformation M.  HArJIoOCTb, AEP30CTh

14.  brownies N.  Mmoaciaymarhb

2. Make word combinations.

1. household v' brownies 1.  cKaTh KyJlaku
2. insistent v fists 2.  HACTOMYHMBBIN CTYK
3. make v'risk 3.  CKOJOTHTH COCTOSIHHE
4, leathery v/ pitch 4.  KOXKHCTBIE KPBLIbS
5. sales v’ wings 5.  NHPOKHBIC JOM-TO U3TOTOBII.
6. home-made| v' tooth 6.  clagKoeKKa
7.  assume v maintenance |7. coxepkanue qoMa
8. clench v/ squint 8.  Oparth Ha celds puUCK
9. hard v" knock 9.  pasrap npogax
10. sweet v' afortune 10. XOJIOMHBIN B3I KUCIOMIOOBS

3. Find 12pairs of synonyms.

Disdain, stop, endeavors,scorn,claw, brownies,keep, force, insolence,

fortune, short sleep,proceeds,concern, capital, put pressure, revenues,
impertinence, care, nap, maintain, prevent, aspirations, cakes, talon.

4. Word building. Complete the table.

Noun Verb Adj./ Participle Adverb
v utter - -
indignation - v v
assumption v v v
v v determined -
v v v patronizingly
v entrepreneurial

>
>
>

5. Translate word combinations into English.

Caepkaroniasi yenryst
Y IMBUTENBHOE MTPEBPALIEHUE
['poMKO€E HETOIOBAaHUE KOJLIET




VVYVVVVVVVVYVYYVYY

>

Heronyroniee munenne

Kectkue Tydau Ha BBICOKOM KaOJyKe
[IpeHneOpexuTeIbHbIE PEMAPKH

He nmoacnymmBai CruieTHA

PaznaBath O6ecruiaTHbie 00pa3ibl
OO6pararhes ¢ MOKPOBUTEIBCTBEHHO ¢ MOJIOIBIMHU COTPYTHUKAMHU
Kectkas ycmenika

[IToxupyromas HarJIOCTh
CHuUCXouTeNbHAS YIbIOKa
BricTynaronue ymm

S y:xacHas cnagkoexka

37100HBIN OCKal

7. Complete with prepositions.

The girls learned not only how to bake brownies and cookies

scratch, but how to market them as well.

>

She was not ..... to eat her Mom's garlic and sun-dried tomato hummus

with pita chips.

>

Obviously, the remaining ten were cold, and therefore not nearly as

aromatic (which she decided was the key .. fast sales)

>

Patricia stuck her foot in the doorway, preventing Mrs. Walldrip

shutting the door.

>

Patricia turned bright red .... indignation.

GRAMMAR WORK

8. Change the sentences into reported speech.

Mrs. Walldrip came to the front door on the ninth insistent knock.

"Well, hello, uh, Trish. Don't you look sharp in your Clover-Leaf Girls
Club uniform! What are we selling today?"

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Walldrip. Thank you for the compliment. | am
selling my home-made brownies - baked fresh this morning

"Thank you for the offer, Patricia, but we don't have much of a sweet
tooth in this house, so . . . "

"So, how many do you want then? Four? Six?"

"No, honey, we don't want any. But | wish you the best of luck selling
them! Perhaps the Greenbriars would like them? All those kids will snap
those brownies right up!"

"I've already been there, and they only took ten. How about you take
three - one for you, one for Mr. Walldrip, and one for Winona?

"No thanks."
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Patricia stuck her foot in the doorway, preventing Mrs. Walldrip from
shutting the door.

"Now, Patricia, Please remove your foot and be on your way."

"But Mrs. Walldrop, | have to sell ten more to get my badge! You have
to buy my brownies! You have to! Pleeeeeaaassse?"

"Child, I am about to call your parents if you do not leave."

"My parents are asleep. They won't answer the phone. Please buy my
brownies!"

"No."

Here, Mrs. Walldrip took her own foot and began slowly pushing
Patricia's foot out of the doorway.!"

COMPREHENSION CHECK
l. Choose the best alternative to complete the sentences below.

1. She would rather everyone called her...
a. Pat b. Patricia c. Trisha

2. She had...
a. Green eyes b. blue eyes c. brown eyes

3. For her first sales session Patricia wore Clover-Leaf Girl’s Club
uniform which was..
a. Olive-green b. turtle-green c. dark blue

4, Clover-Leaf Girl’s Club could give her a perfect opportunity to...
a. Start her own business b. learn household maintenance c. market
products

5. As a result of her first sales pitch (with parents) she earned...

a. 1$ b. one quarter  c. nothing

6. She raked in her first twenty dollars...
a. INn30min. b.in45min. c.in 20 min.

7. The key to fast mid-afternoon sales of her brownies was that they
Wwere ...
a. Aromatic b. warm c. tasty

8. Mrs. Walldrip rejected Patricia’s generous offer because she didn’t
have..
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a. Any free money b. a sweet tooth c. any liking to the arrogant girl

9. Patricia was supposed to be rewarded ...... for impressive sales
results
a. One badge b. two badges  c. three badges

10. Patricia sold her last brownies for ...
a. 50 cents b. 1$ c. 6$

1. Find the original ending of the story or write your own one.

1. She nibbled absent-mindedly on one of those darned
brownies — actually they were quite tasty-and with a
sharpened coppery talon, blissfully scratched that hard
to rech soort one of her own leatherv winas.

2. She sniffed around one of those stale brownies with her
eyebrows knitted. To tell the truth they were far not as
good as she expected; then she tossed them right into the

I1l.  What’s the main idea of the story? You may also write your own
version.

1.Even the best sales persons lose all their humanity and turn into vampires in
their sales pitch.

2.The world of business has nothing to do with ethics and morality.

3.The new generation of entrepreneurs are more hard driving as compared to
their predecessors and sometimes remind those of vampires.

4.The new generation of entrepreneurs are more money driven and don’t seem
to inherit any human values.

12



SHORT STORY N. 2

SILLY ASSES by Isaac Asimov

1957 Columbia Publications, Inc.

READ THE STORY AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW -UP
ACTIVITIES.

Naron of the long-lived Rigellian race was the fourth of his line to keep the
galactic records.

He had a large book which contained the list of the numerous races
throughout the galaxies that had developed intelligence, and the much smaller
book that listed those races that had reached maturity and had qualified for the
Galactic Federation. In the first book, a number of those listed were crossed out;
those that, for one reason or another, had failed. Misfortune, biochemical or
biophysical shortcomings, social maladjustment took their toll. In the smaller
book, however, no member listed had yet blanked out.

And now Naron, large and incredibly ancient, looked up as a messenger
approached.

“Naron,” said the messenger. “Great One!”

“Well, well, what is it? Less ceremony.”

“Another group of organisms has attained maturity.”

“Excellent. Excellent. They are coming up quickly now. Scarcely a year
passes without a new one. And who are these?”

The messenger gave the code number of the galaxy and the coordinates of
the world within it.

“Ah, yes,” said Naron. “I know the world.” And in flowing script he noted
it in the first book and transferred its name into the second, using, as was
customary, the name by which the planet was known to the largest fraction of its
populace. He wrote: Earth.

He said, “These new creatures have set a record. No other group has passed
from intelligence to maturity so quickly. No mistake, I hope.”

“None, sir,” said the messenger.

“They have attained to thermonuclear power, have they?”

“Yes, sir.”
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“Well, that’s the criterion.” Naron chuckled. “And soon their ships will
probe out and contact the Federation.”

“Actually, Great One,” said the messenger, reluctantly, “the Observers tell
us they have not yet penetrated space.”

Naron was astonished. “Not at all? Not even a space station?”

“Not yet, sir.”

“But if they have thermonuclear power, where do they conduct the tests
and detonations?”

“On their own planet, sir.”

Naron rose to his full twenty feet of height and thundered, “On their own
planet?”

“Yes, sir.”

Slowly Naron drew out his stylus and passed a line through the latest
addition in the small book. It was an unprecedented act, but, then, Naron was
very wise and could see the inevitable as well as anyone in the galaxy.

“Silly asses,” he muttered.

VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. contain a. pa3yM, HHTEIJICKT

2. humerous b. 3penbrii

3. intelligence C. TIEPEHOCHTBH, IEPEBOJNUTH (JICHBIH)
4.  mature d. TpUBBIYHBIA, OOBIYHBIH

5. transfer €. M3YMJISITh

6. customary f. HecoBepiieHCTBa

7. maladjustment | 0. HeoXOTHBIH

8.  chuckle h. nponukath

9. penetrate I. comepxarb

10. astonish J. 6opmoTath

11. reluctant K. MHOTOYMCICHHBIH

12. inevitable |. HempaBWJIbHOE PEryJIMpPOBAHUE.
13. mutter M. HEeW30C)KHBIN

14. shortcomings N. TTOCMEHBATHCS

2. Make word-combinations.

1. long-lived a. script %  BECTH y4YeT

2. keep b. race ¢  JIOCTHUYb 3PEIIOCTH

3. reach C. power %  TOOUTH pEKOPJI

4. flowing d. detonations % TepMosiepHas SHEePIus
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5. set e. toll % JICTAIIUH MOYepK

6. thermonuclear f. act <  OecmperieICHTHBIN aKT
10. conduct g. records ¢  CKa3arbCs HA YeM-JIHO0
11 unprecedented h.  maturity < JIONTOBEYHAs paca

12. take i. arecord < TIPOBOJIUTH B3PBIBBI

3. Translate into English.

AN N N N N N Y N N0 N N N N N N N

TepmosiiepHbIi B3pbIB

Conepxathp s]1bl

[IpoHUKATh B CEKPETHYIO 30HY
XMBIKHYTb (XUXUKHYTb) MIPE3PUTEITHHO
IIpOHUKHYTH IO KOXKY

PaboTtath ¢ HEOXOTOM

3penast IMYHOCTD

MHOro4uncieHHbIE TPECTYIICHUST BEKA
Hewns0exxHbIi mpoBasl MIMHUOHA
[lepeBenu neHbru B 0aHK
HeoxunanHoe MPOHUKHOBEHNUE WHOILJIAHETSH
MN3yMIIEHHBIN B3IJISIT U OTKPBITHIM POT
buonoruueckue nedexTo

JleexTol pazBuTHs

HeoxoTHbll OTBET

[IpoBOIUTH TECTHI

ConepkaTb HEOKUJAHHBIE AIIEMEHTHI
MHorouuciieHHbIe OaKTEepUU

4. Find synonyms to these words.

1. approach a. population

2. attain b. giggle

3. customary c. carry out

4. creatures d. common, familiar
5. populace e. get

6. shortcomings f. reach

7. chuckle g. defects

8. conduct h. living-being

5. Complete with prepositions.

15




e Those races that had reached maturity and had qualified ... the Galactic
Federation

e In the smaller book no member had yet been blanked ... .

e And soon their ships will probe ... and contact the Federation.

6. Make them negative.

fortune
adjustment
mature
qualified

GRAMMAR WORK
7. Put questions to these answers.

% kept the galactic records

< the list of the numerous races that had developed intelligence

< races that had reached maturity

< Misfortune, biochemical shortcomings and social maladjustment took
their toll

< amessenger

< in the first book

< Earth

< thermonuclear power

< On their own planet

< Naron could see the inevitable

COMPREHENSION CHECK

a. The people of Earth have developed atomic power. As such, they are recorded by Naron
the Rigellian, the long-lived Keeper of the galactic records, as having achieved maturity.
But when the keeper learns that they have not yet penetrated space and that they test
their atomic weapons on the planetary surface, he strikes them from the record,
commenting that Earth people are 'Silly Asses'.

b. It is a very short story about two aliens who are discussing the fact that Earth has created
nuclear bombs before they discovered space travel. One of the aliens is shocked that
humanity is testing the bombs in space and decides to cross them off the list for contact,
thinking that they will destroy the other planets.
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c. There is a guy that reports back to his boss saying that he has found a new
race worthy of being entered onto the list of galactic civilizations. His boss
writes down the name and location Mars, and then asks about where he
contacted them... in their spaceship, their orbital space stations ... or
anywhere else. The guy replies that the race is just at the beginning of their
space exploration and they don’t have spaceships or space stations. So the
boss asks if where did thev experiment with the nower of the atom. After he

The title of the story was rendered into Russian as “Onu He npuiieTsiT”

< What is your opinion on the title of the story? Does it ring a bell?
< What title could you offer as an alternative?
< Will our planet be included into the list one day or we are doomed?

TRANSLATION WORK

10. Translate the extract.

Kak Uiaon Mack cooupaercss KOJOHU3UPOBATL Mapc

MpuBeT AETOMKMU!

&ax Bbl TaM?,

. BbICAAMAMCH

Bu3nec npoekT SpaceX Haie/ieH HA TO, YTOOBI CAeJATh FAJIAKTHKY
0oJiee TOCTYIHOM /IVIsl YeJI0BeYeCTBA

Kowmmanms Miona Macka SpaceX npeacTtaBuia HOBBIH OM3HEC MTPOSKT 1O
KoJoHM3anmn Mapca. "Mpbl TOJKHBI IEPEUTH OT pa3BEAbIBATENIBHBIX MUCCUI K
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NIOCTPOMKE MOJTHOLIEHHOTO ropoAa’, - 3asBuiI Mack, MpeACcTaBiisis CBOM
aMOMIMO3HBIN 1aH B Mekcuke. B ocHOBe miiana Macka JIeKUT Co3aHue
OTPOMHOT'0 KOCMHYECKOTO KOpalJIsi, HPUMEPHO BTPOE MPEBBIMIAIOIIETO pa3Mep
"matTia". YToObl CHU3UTH CTOMMOCTD MepesieTa sl Oy IyIuX KOJIOHU3ATOPOB J0
200 ThICSAY AOJIIAPOB , KAXJasl U3 €ro CTyNeHe OyJeT MHOTOpa3oBOTo
ucnoip3oBanus. Takoit kopabnps Oyaet Bmemath 10 100 yenoBek.Bpems nonera
10 Mapca coctaBut okoi0 80 aHeit.CkpacuTh CTOIb JJIUTEIIBHOE HAXOXKIECHUE B
3aMKHYTOM MPOCTPAHCTBE MPEIOJIAraeTCs TOKa30M (DHIIEMOB, JICKIIUSIMH H
Urpamu, aJanTUPOBAHHBIMU K YCIIOBHSM HeBecoMOocTH.I1o 3ambicy
n300peTaresis, MapCUaHCKasi KOJIOHUSI MOXKET COCTOSITh U3 MUJUIMOHA KUTEJIEH U
CYILIECTBOBATh HA MOJHOM caMoobecrnieueHuu. Bech nporiecc o0ycTpoiicTBa
MOXeT 3aHsTh 0KkoJio 100 set, mporuo3upyet Mack.

"4 xouy cnenatb Mapc BO3MOYKHBIM U JOCSATAEMBIM, YEM-TO, UYTO MOXKET
CIIYYUThCS €lle B HalleH Ku3HU. UTOOBI KaXKIbIi MOT TIOJIETETh, €CJIM BO3HUKHET
Takoe xenanue", - 3asBuil Mack Ha nipecc-koHbepeHImu. Minon Mack roros
MOTPATUTh HA CBOIO UJICI0 U3PSIIHYIO YAaCTh COOCTBEHHBIX CpeliCcTB. SpaceX
PacCUUTHIBAET, YTO MEPBBII NUIOTHPYEMBIH MOJET K KpacHoil rianeTe ¢ IroapMu
Ha 0opTy MoxeT cocTosiThes B 2022 roay.A B 2018 roay, korna Mapce
MpUOJIM3UTCS K 3eMIIe Ha pacCTOSTHHUE 57,6 MITH KUJIOMETPOB, SPACEX TUTAHUPYET
nociath Tyjaa 6ecnmnoTHbli 30H1.Ha Mapce Mack xo4eT nepBbIM JeJI0M HavyaTh
100bIBaTh TOTUIMBO JJIs1 00OpaTHOTO nosieta. s cBoux neneid Mack
pa3pabaTbiBacT HOBBIN pakeTHBIN ABUraTeNb RAptor 1 HOBYIO MOJAENb PAKETHI-
HOCHTEJISL, ISl KOTOPOM MOKa pa3padoTaH TOJIbKO TOILIMBHBIN 0ak. B aTom romy
KoMnaHusg Macka npoBeJsia UCIbITaHUSI MHOTOPa30BOM paKEThI-HOCUTEIS
"®anpkoH 9". Panee SpaceX 3axmouniia ¢ HACA xonTpakT Ha 1,6 Miipa
noJiapoB o poctaBkax rpy3oB Ha MKC.ITepBoMy kopaOito, KOTOPBIN COBEPIIUT
ucropuyeckuii nosier, Unmon Mack xo4eT aaTh Ha3BaHue "30J10TO€ cepaie’ - 3To
KopalJib U3 3HaMeHUTOM cepun kHUT [[yriaca Amxamca "ABTOCTONIOM IO
rayiaktuke".CTapToBOM MJI0MIAKON KOopabis ctaHeT Mbic KanaBepas, KoMIuieKce
39A, otkyna k Jlyne yneren "Anosmnon-11".®dunancupoBars nporpammy
KoJoHM3anu Mapca Mack HamepeH u3 TprObLTH KOMITAaHUHM SPaceX, a Takxke u3
JIUYHOTO COCTOSIHUSI, KOTopoe kypHal "@op6c" B 2015 roay oneHuBan B 12
MUJUTHAp0B A0Ju1apoB.I1o ero cioBaM, STOT MPOEKT MOKET COCTOATHCS TOJIBKO
MIPU CIIUSIHUM OOIIECTBEHHBIX U YACTHBIX HHTEPECOB U CpeaACTB. CTOUMOCTH
OuiieTa B KaKOM-TO MOMEHT MOKET OBbITh CHIKEHA IpuMepHO 10 100-140 Thicsau
J0JIJIApOB, ATO Oy/IET 3aBUCETH OT psaa (aKTOPOB MPHU IKCILTyaTalluu KOpalie.
Te, kTO 3aX04YeT BEPHYTHCSA Ha 3EMIIIO, CMOTYT CECTh Ha KOPaOJib COBEPIIICHHO
OecriaTHO, MOABITOXKUIT Mack.
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SHORT STORY N. 3

CHECKMATE by Jeffrey Archer
2 JEFFRE) . ‘
g I 5.4
2 3 \ 5 e g

READ THE STORY AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

AS she entered the room every eye turned towards her.When admiring a
girl some men start with her head and work down. | start with the ankles and
work up. She wore black high-heeled velvet shoes and a tight-fitting black dress
that stopped high enough abovethe knees to reveal the most perfectly tapering
legs. As my eyes continued their upward sweep theypaused to take in her narrow
waist and slim athletic figure. But it was the oval face that | foundcaptivating,
slightly pouting lips and the largest blue eyes I've ever seen, crowned with a
head of thick,black, short-cut hair that literally shone with lustre. Her entrance
was all the more breathtaking becauseof the surroundings she had chosen. Heads
would have turned at a diplomatic reception, a societycocktail party, even a
charity ball, but at a chess tournament . . .I followed her every movement,
patronisingly unable to accept she could be a player. She walked slowly over to
the club secretary's table and signed in to prove me wrong. She was handed a
number to indicate her challenger for the opening match. Anyone who had not
yet been allocated an opponentwaited to see if she would take her place opposite
their side of the board.The player checked the number she had been given and
made her way towards an elderly man whowas seated in the far corner of the
room, a former captain of the club now past his best.

As the club's new captain | had been responsible for instigating these
round-robin matches. We meet onthe last Friday of the month in a large club-
like room on top of the Mason's Arms in the High Street. Thelandlord sees to it
that thirty tables are set out for us and that food and drink are readily available.
Threeor four other clubs in the district send half a dozen opponents to play a
couple of blitz games, giving us achance to face rivals we would not normally
play. The rules for the matches are simple enough — oneminute on the clock is
the maximum allowed for each move, so a game rarely lasts for more than an
hour,and if a pawn hasn't been captured in thirty moves the game is
automatically declared a draw. A shortbreak for a drink between games, paid for
by the loser, ensures that everyone has the chance tochallenge two opponents
during the evening.A thin man wearing half-moon spectacles and a dark blue
three-piece suit made his way over towardsmy board. We smiled and shook
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hands. My guess would have been a solicitor, but | was wrong as heturned out to
be an accountant working for a stationery supplier inWoking.

| found it hard to concentrate on my opponent's well-
rehearsedMoscowopening as my eyeskept leavingthe board and wandering over
to the girl in the black dress. On the one occasion our eyes did meet shegave me
an enigmatic smile, but although 1 tried again | was unable to elicit the same
response a secondtime. Despite being preoccupied | still managed to defeat the
accountant, who seemed unaware that therewere several ways out of a seven-
pawn attack.At the half-time break three other members of the club had offered
her a drink before | even reachedthe bar. | knew | could not hope to play my
second match against the girl as | would be expected tochallenge one of the
visiting team captains. In fact she ended up playing the accountant.l defeated my
new opponent in a little over forty minutes and, as a solicitous host, began to
take aninterest in the other matches that were still being played. | set out on a
circuitous route that ensured lended up at her table. | could see that the
accountant already had the better of her and within moments ofmy arrival she
had lost both her queen and the game.l introduced myself and found that just
shaking hands with her was a sexual experience. Weaving ourway through the
tables we strolled over to the bar together. Her name, she told me, was
AmandaCurzon. | ordered Amanda the glass of red wine she requested and a
half-pint of beer for myself. | beganby commiserating with her over the defeat.

"How did you get on against him?" she asked.

"Just managed to beat him," | said. "But it was very close. How did your
first game with our old captainturn out?"

"Stalemate," said Amanda. "But | think he was just being courteous."

"Last time | played him it ended up in stalemate,” | told her. She smiled.
Perhaps we ought to have a game some time?"

"I'll look forward to that," | said, as she finished her drink.

"Well, I must be off," she announced suddenly. "Have to catch the last train
to Hounslow."

"Allow me to drive you," | said gallantly. "It's the least the host captain can
be expected to do."

"But surely it's miles out of your way?"

"Not at all,” I lied, Hounslow being about twenty minutes beyond my flat. |
gulped down the last drop of my beer and helped Amanda on with her coat.
Before leaving | thanked the landlord for the efficient organisation of the
evening. We then strolled into the car park. | opened the passenger door of my
Scirocco to allow Amanda to climb in.

"A slight improvement on London Transport," she said as | slid into my
side of the car. | smiled and headed out on the road northwards. That black dress
that | described earlier goes even higher up the legs when a girl sits back in a
Scirocco . It didn't seem to embarrass her.

"It's still very early,” | ventured after a few inconsequential remarks about
the club evening. "Have you time to drop in for a drink?"
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"It would have to be a quick one," she replied, looking at her watch. "I've a
busy day ahead of metomorrow."

"Of course,"” | said, chatting on, hopingshe wouldn't notice a detour that
could hardly be described as onthe way to Hounslow.

"Do you work in town?" | asked.

"Yes. I'm a receptionist for a firm of estate agents inBerkeley Square."

"I'm surprised you're not a model."

"l used to be," she replied without further explanation. She seemed quite
oblivious to the route | wastaking as she chatted on about her holiday plans
forlbiza. Once we had arrived at my place | parked thecar and led Amanda
through my front gate and up to the flat. In the hall | helped her off with her
coatbefore taking her through to the front room.

"What would you like to drink?" | asked.

"I'll stick to wine, if you've a bottle already open,” she replied, as she
walked slowly round, taking in theunusually tidy room. My mother must have
dropped by during the morning, I thought gratefully.

"It's only a bachelor pad," | said, emphasizing the word "bachelor" before
going into the kitchen. To myrelief | found there was an unopened bottle of wine
in the larder. | joined Amanda with the bottle and twoglasses a few moments
later, to find her studying my chess board and fingering the delicate ivory
piecesthat were set out for a game | was playing by post. "What a beautiful set,"
she volunteered as | handed her a glass of wine. "Where did you find it?"

"Mexico," | told her, not explaining that | had won it in a tournament while
on holiday there. "I was onlysorry we didn't have the chance to have a game
ourselves."

She checked her watch. "Time for a quick one," she said, taking a seat
behind the little white pieces.l quickly took my place opposite her. She smiled,
picked up a white and a black bishop and hid thembehind her back. Her dress
became even tighter and emphasized the shape of her breasts. She thenplaced
both clenched fists in front of me. | touched her right hand and she turned it over
and opened it toreveal a white bishop.

"Is there to be a wager of any kind?" I askedlightheartedly . She checked
inside her evening bag.

"l only have a few pounds on me," she said.

"I'd be willing to play for lower stakes."

"What do you have in mind?" she asked.

"What can you offer?"

"What would you like?"

"Ten pounds if you win."

"And if | lose?"

"You take something off."”

| regretted the words the moment I had said them and waited for her to slap
my face and leave but shesaid simply, "There's not much harm in that if we only
play one game."
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| nodded my agreement and stared down at the board.She wasn't a bad
player - what the pros call a patter- though her Roux opening was
somewhatorthodox. | managed to make the game last twenty minutes while
sacrificing several pieces withoutmaking it look too obvious. When | said
"Checkmate™, she kicked off both her shoes and laughed.

"Care for another drink?" | asked, not feeling too hopeful. "After all, it's not
yet eleven."

"All right.Just a small one and then | must be off."”

| went to the kitchen, returned a moment later clutching the bottle, and
refilled her glass.

"l only wanted half a glass," she said, frowning.

"l was lucky to win," | said, ignoring her remark, "after your bishop
captured my knight.Extremelyclose-run thing."

"Perhaps," she replied. "Care for another game?" | ventured.

She hesitated.

"Double or quits?"

"What do you mean?"

"Twenty pounds or another garment?"

"Neither of us is going to lose much tonight, are we?"

She pulled up her chair as | turned the board round and we both began to
put the ivory pieces back inplace.The second game took a little longer as | made
a silly mistake early on, castling on my queen's side, andit took several moves to
recover. However, | still managed to finish the game off in thirty minutes
andeven found time to refill Amanda'’s glass when she wasn't looking.She smiled
at me as she hitched her dress up high enough to allow me to see the tops of her
stockings.She undid the suspenders and slowly peeled the stockingsoffbefore
dropping them on my sideofthe table.

"I nearly beat you that time," she said.

"Almost,” I replied. "Want another chance to get even? Let's say fifty
pounds this time," | suggested, trying to make the offer sound magnanimous.

"The stakes are getting higher for both of us," -she replied as she reset the
board. | began to wonder what might be going through her mind. Whatever it
was, she foolishly sacrificed both her rooks early on and the game was over in a
matter of minutes. Once again she lifted her dress but this time well above her
waist. My eyes were glued to her thighs as she undid the black suspender belt
and held it high above my head before letting it drop and join her stockings on
my side of the table.

"Once | had lost the second rook," she said, "l was never in with a chance."

"l agree. It would therefore only be fair to allow you one more chance," |
said, quickly re-setting the board. "After all,” | added, "you could win one
hundred pounds this time." She smiled.

"I really ought to be going home," she said as she moved her queen's pawn
two squares forward. She smiled that enigmatic smile again as | countered with
my bishop's pawn. It was the best game she had played all evening and her use
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of theWarsawgambit kept me at the boardfor over thirty minutes. In fact | damn
nearly lost early on because | found it hard to concentrate properlyon her
defense strategy. A couple of times Amanda chuckled when she thought she had
got the better ofme, but it became obvious she had not seenKarpov play the
Sicilian defense and win from a seeminglyimpossible position. "Checkmate," |
finally declared.

"Damn," she said, and standing up turned her back on me. "You'll have to
give me a hand." Trembling, lleaned over and slowly pulled thezip down until
itreached the small of her back. Once again | wanted totouch the smooth,
creamy skin. She swung round to face me, shrugged gracefully and the dress fell
to theground as if a statue were being unveiled. She leaned forward and brushed
the side of my cheek with herhand, which had much the same effect as an
electric shock. | emptied the last of the bottle of wine intoher glass and left for
the kitchen with the excuse of needing to refill my own. When | returned she
hadn'tmoved. A gauzy black bra and pair of panties were now the only garments
that | still hoped to see removed.

"l don't suppose you'd play one more game?" | asked, trying not to sound
desperate.

"It's time you took me home," she said with a giggle.

| passed her another glass of wine. "Just one more," | begged. "But this
time it must be for both garments."

She laughed. "Certainly not," she said. "I couldn't afford to lose."

"It would have to be the last game,” | agreed. "But two hundred pounds this
time and we play for bothgarments." | waited, hoping the size of the wager
would tempt her. "The odds must surely be on yourside. After all, you've nearly
won three times."She sipped her drink as if considering the proposition. "All
right,” she said. "One last fling."Neither of us voiced our feeling as to what was
certain to happen if she lost.I could not stop myself trembling as | set the board
up once again. I cleared my mind, hoping she hadn't noticed that | had drunk
only one glass of wine all night. | was determined to finish this one off quickly.l
moved my queen'’s pawn one square forward. She retaliated, pushing her king's
pawn up two squares.l knew exactly what my next move needed to be and
because of it the game only lasted eleven minutes.l have never been so
comprehensively beaten in my life. Amanda was in a totally different class to
me.She anticipated my every move and had gambits | had never encountered or
even read of before.It was her turn to say "Checkmate", which she delivered
with the same enigmatic smile as before,adding, "You did say the odds were on
my side this time”.

| lowered my head in disbelief. When | looked up again, she had already
slipped that beautiful blackdress back on, and was stuffing her stockings and
suspenders into her evening bag. A moment later sheput on her shoes.| took out
my cheque book, filled in the name "Amanda Curzon™ and added the figure
"£200", the dateand my signature. While I was doing this she replaced the little
ivory pieces on the exact squares onwhich they had been when she had first
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entered the room.She bent over and kissed me gently on the cheek. "Thank you,"
she said as she placed the cheque in herhandbag. "We must play again some
time." | was still staring at the re-set board in disbelief when | heardthe front
door close behind her. "Wait a minute," | said, rushing to the door. "How will
you get home?"l was just in time to see her running down the steps and towards
the open door of a BMW. She climbedin, allowing me one more look at those
long tapering legs. She smiled as the car door was closed behindher. The
accountant strolled round to the driver's side, got in, revved up the engine and
drove the championhome.

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
a. checkmate a. OTITOHCHT
b. stalemate b. xmMypuThCSI
C. opponent C.XOJIOCTSK
d. reveal d. mpenyraasiBaTh
e. bachelor €. IPOXKaTh
f. slap f. max u MaT
g. orthodox 0.IpeIMET OJICIKIBI
h. frown h. ramOuT, ynoBka
I. garment I. OTKPBIBATh, BCKPBIBATh
J. tremble J. OOIIeTIPUHSTHIM
K. anticipate K. menars, momeynHa
|. gambit |. maT

2. Make word combinations.

1. tapering a. waist % W3SIIHBIC HOTH

2. narrow b. shoes < TOHKas TaJusl

3. high-heeled | c. cocktail party < Ty(}JIu Ha BBICOKOM KaOJyKe
4. pouting d. legs < HaJyThIC TYOKH

5. society e. captain < CBETCKas BEUCPHHKA

6. former f. pad % OBIBIIMI KalTUTaH

7. bachelor g. lips % XOJIOCTsIKas Oepora

8. estate h. even < areHT N0 HEJBUXHUMOCTH

9. get I. agent < BBIPOBHSATH CUET

3. Find 10 pairs of synonyms.
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Tempt, protect, slim, common , pay no attention, reveal, come
across, forecast, seduce, revenge, gentle, defend, slender, courteous,
ignore, orthodox, unveil, retaliate, encounter, anticipate.

4. Connect the words with the right figures on the chessboard.

| Plooess
King
Queeen
Bishop
Kright
Roak
Paan
5. Word building
Noun Verb Adj./ Adverb
Participle
v rehearse - -
v - courteous v
anticipation v - -
v ignore v v
hesitation v v v
v tempt v v
6. Complete with prepositions.
< As the club's new captain | had been responsible ... instigating these

round-robin matches.

< | found it hard to concentrate .. my opponent's well-rehearsed Moscow
opening...

< How did your first game with our old captain turn ... ?"

< "I'll look forward .. that," I said, as she finished her drink.

< "Have you time to drop .. for adrink?"

< "I'll stick .. wine, if you've a bottle already open," she replied

< "You take something ... ."
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< "The odds must surely be .. your side.
7. Give the English equivalents for the following Russian ones.

3aHOBO paccTaBUTh QUTYPHI HA IOCKE
[IpekpacHsIii mIaxMaTHBIN HAOOP
3aBecTH aBTO, ra3aHyTh

[Tomaputh 3arajouHyI0 yIbIOKY
[lemku u dhep3u

HeonpsitHas bepnora xonoctsaka
OpTomOKCaNbHOE HAYAJIO NTAPTUN
Campble U3SIIHBIE HOKKH B MUPE

AN N N N N NN

GRAMMAR WORK
8.0pen the brackets using infinitive, bare infinitive or gerund.

< "Just managed (to beat him, beat him, beating him)" I said. "But it
was very close.”

< It's the least the host captain can be expected (do, to do, doing).

< It didn't seem (to embarrass, embarrass, embarrassing) her.

< | regretted (to utter, utter, uttering) the words the moment | had said
them.

< | managed (to make, making) the game last twenty minutes while
sacrificing several pieces without making it (look, to look, looking) too
obvious.

< " lsuggested (to try, try, trying) to make the offer sound
magnanimous.

< She undid the black suspender belt and held it high above my head
before letting it (drop, to drop, dropping).

< It became obvious she had not seen Karpov (to play, play, playing)
the Sicilian defence and (to win, win, winning) from a seemingly
impossible position.

< She shrugged gracefully and made the dress (fall, to fall, falling) to
the ground as if a statue were being unveiled.

< | could not stop myself (to tremble, tremble, trembling) as | set the
board up once again.

COMPREHENSION CHECK
9.Choose the correct answer.

What was the most fascinating Amanda’s attribute?
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a. Tapering legs

b. Tight fitting black dress
C. Slightly pouting lips

d. The oval face

Why was her entrance so breath taking?

a. It was a diplomatic reception
b. It was a society cocktail party
C. It was a charity ball

d. It was a chess tournament

What did she lose to the accountant before the end of the game?

a. Her queen
b. Her knight
C. Her bishop
d. Both her rooks

Why did he emphasize the word bachelor showing her about the house?

It was a bit untidy

To give her a warning
To get her interested
To strike a conversation

oo oW

Why did she kick off her shoes?

It was hot

They were tight on her
It was a wager

It was a kind of a joke

Qoo

What was the third wager?

a. 20 pounds
b. 50 pounds
C. 200 pounds
d. 100 pounds

How many games had they played at captain’s place?

a. Three
b. Four
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10.

9,
°o

2
%

Five
Six
Decide whether these statements true (T) or False (F) ?

She worked as a model for advertising agency.
On the chess board with delicate ivory pieces there was a

game he was playing online.

2
%
2
%

2
%

11.

>
>
>

They started the first game with the white Bishop.
All in all she had three checkmates during the evening.
The captain drank only one glass of wine all night.

Answer the questions.
Do you share the opinion that beautiful girls are always silly.

Do you recon that every way of making money is justified?
Arrogance and overwhelming must be punished. Was it a

graceful or shameful way to give the captain a lesson?

>

Which English proverb can render the message of the story?

TRANSLATION WORK

12.

>

a.

b.
WTPBI.

C.

>

Choose the best translation.

Amanda was in totally different class to me.

Pazpsin Amanapl B maxmarax ObUT BBIIIE MOETO.
AMaHJa IpOoJIEMOHCTPUPOBAJIa COBEPLIEHHO MHOM KJ1acc

B mraxmaTtax Amanja Obliia BbIIIe MEHS Ha TOJIOBY.

It became obvious she had never seen Karpov play the

Cicilian defence.

a.

bruio scHO, OHa HUKOTIa HE BHUAENa , Kak Kapnos

MPUMEHSAECT CULIMJIMAHCKYIO 3aIIHUTY.

b.

OuyeBuHO OBLIIO, YTO OHA HUKOTJA He BHjena Kaprnosa u ero

CULIMJIMUCKYIO 3aILUTY.

C.

Kapnoga.

>

Crano 04eBUIHO, YTO OHA IPUMEHSET CULIMIIMUCKYIO 3aLIUTY

The odds must be surely on your side.
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a. BGPOHTHCC BCCIo ThI HOJ'Iqu/IH_IB CIIC OJAWH IIIAaHC.
b. TBI J0JIDKHA BOCITIOJIB30BATHCA 3TUM HGpGBeCOM.
C. Bce mancel HaBepHsKa Oy1yT Ha TBOSH CTOpPOHE.
13. Translate the extract.

KeHIIMHBI B OM3HEcCe U
PYKOBOACTBE KPYIHBIX KOPHOpPAU
CPOJHH IAXMATHCTAM

KopniopatuBHbie maxMaTHbIC
TYPHHUPHI IPOBOJATCS U BHYTPHU KPYITHBIX
KOMIIaHWH, U MEXKTY LIEJIBIMU
CTPYKTYpaMmH, B KOTOPBIX, OKa3bIBAETCS,
4acTO pabOTalOT MIAXMATUCTHI MEXTYHAPOIHOTO Ki1acca. JKEHITMHBI B
OM3HECe M PyKOBOJICTBE KPYIHBIX KOPIOPAIUA CPOAHU IIaXMaTUCTaM —
UM IIPOCTO HEOOXOIMMBI HaBBIKM 3TOW Urpbl. Maiik bacman,
MEKIyHApOIHBIA MAacTEP MO [IaxMaTaM, B CBOEM UCCIICI0BAHUHU
YTBEPKIAET, YTO [IaXMaThl HECYT TPU MO3UTUBHBIX U HEOCTIOPUMBIX
MIPEUMYIIECTBA: AHATUTUYECKOE MBINIJICHUE, CTIOCOOHOCTh MPUHUMATD
pellIeHUsl U BbIACPKUBATh AaBiieHue. OIHAKO, JIS YCIEIIHONW JTUYHOCTH
HEO0OXOIMMO eI1Ie TIPOSBIIATH JOOPOTY U CITOCOOHOCTH pabOTaTh C
JPYTUMHU, YETO KaK pa3 He XBaTaeT My>KUMHaM-IlIaxMaTucTam. IMEeHHO
MIO3TOMY TaK MHOTO MY»KYHH MOTPYKAIOT CBOM yM IIEJTUKOM B IIaXMAaTHhI,
KOT/1a KEHIITUHBI UCIIOJIB3YIOT €T0 JJISl pEeIIeHHs APYyTuX npooiem. Bor
JIUIIb HECKOJIPKO BaXKHEHUINMX IS OM3HECA 1 IOBCEIHEBHOM KU3HH
KOMIIETEHIINI, KOTOPBIE JAOT KEHILIUHAM PETYJISIPHBIC 3aHATUS
IIIaXMaTaMHU.

1. llpunsTHE pemieHni

[ITaxMaThl y4aT HE TOJIBKO JENIaTh BEPHBIC XObI, HO U
aHaJU3UPOBaTh COOCTBEHHBIE OMMOKH. [[[axmMaTHBIE pelIeHns pa3BUBAIOT
U YHCTO KEHCKOE KaueCTBO — MHTYHIIHIO.

2. lllaxmaTHaa JIOTHKA

He cekper, 4TO B yMEHUU JIOTHYECKU MBICIIUTh MY>KUUHBI YaCTO
MPEBOCXOIAT skeHIIMH. [1laxMaThl — XopoIasi BO3MOKHOCTb 3TOT
nucOananc u3MeHuTh. [locTeneHHo cTpaTeruu u3 maxmar TakK TITyOoKo
MPOHUKAIOT B MO3T, YTO KCHIIIMHBI HAYMHAIOT CXOKUM 00pazoM
paccMaTpuBaTh CUTYallMH HE TOJIBKO Ha JIOCKE, HO U B OM3Hece.

3. YBepeHHOCTh B cede

WHTennekTyanbHbli KpYyT OOIIEHHS U TI0JIE3HbIE 3HAKOMCTBA B
«MY>KCKOM MUPE» TOBBIIIAIOT YBEPEHHOCTh B CBOMX CUJIaX M 3HAHUSIX.
[ToGexas B maxMaTHOM IMOEIMHKE, JaXKe camas YBEpeHHas B ce0e
OW3HEC-JIEAU CTAHOBUTCS €IIle CHJIbHEE.
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NOVEL

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC by Sophie Kinsella

= “"’\“ “| .‘L“é I

CHAPTER 1

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

ENDWICH BANK 1 Stallion Square

London W1 3HW

Ms. Rebecca BloomwoodFlat 463 Jarvis RoadBristol BS1 ODN 6 July
1997 Dear Ms. Bloomwood: Congratulations! As a recent graduate of Bristol
University you are undoubtedly proud of your performance.We at Endwich are
also proud of our performance as a flexible, caring bank with accounts to suit
everyone. We pride ourselves particularly in our farsighted approach when it
comes to customers of a caliber such as yours.We are therefore offering you,
Ms. Bloomwood — as a graduate — a free extended overdraft facility of £2,000
during the first two years of your career. Should you decide to open an account
with Endwich, this facility will be availab le immediately.* | do hope you decide
to take advantage of this unique offer and look forward to receiving your
completed form.Once again, congratulations!'Yours sincerely,Nigel
FairsGraduate Marketing Manager (subject to status)ENDWICH

— BECAUSE WE CARE

ENDWICH BANK

FULHAM BRANCH 3 Fulham Road

London SW6 9JH

Ms. Rebecca BloomwoodFlat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD 10
September 1999 Dear Ms. Bloomwood: Further to my letters of 3 May, 29 July,
and 14 August, you will be aware that your free graduate overdraft facility is
due to end on 19 September 1999. You will also be aware that you have
substantially exceeded the agreed limit of £2,000.The current balance stands at a
debit of £3,794.56.Perhaps you would be kind enough to telephone my assistant,
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Erica Parnell, at the above number to arrange a meeting concerning this
matter.Yours sincerely,Derek SmeathManagerENDWICH —

BECAUSE WE CARE

ENDWICH BANK

FULHAM BRANCH 3 Fulham Road London SW6 9JH

Ms. Rebecca BloomwoodFlat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD 22
September 1999 Dear Ms. Bloomwood: | am sorry to hear that you have broken
your leg.When you have recovered, perhaps you would be kind enough to ring
my assistant, Erica Parnell, and arrange a meeting to discuss your ongoing
overdraft needs.Yours sincerely,Derek SmeathManager ENDWICH —
BECAUSE WE CARE

OK. DON’T PANIC. DON’T panic. It’s only a VISA bill. It’s a piece of
paper; a few numbers. | mean, just how scary can a few numbers be?

| stare out of the office window at a bus driving down Oxford Street,
willing myself to open the white envelope sitting on my cluttered desk. It’s only
a piece of paper, I tell myself for the thousandth time. And I’m not stupid, am I?
I know exactly how much this VISA bill will be.

Sort of. Roughly.

It’1l be about. . £200. Three hundred, maybe. Yes, maybe £300. Three-fifty,
max.

| casually close my eyes and start to tot up. There was that suit in Jigsaw.
And there was dinner with Suze at Quaglinos. And there was that gorgeous red
and yellow rug. The rug was £200, come to think of it. But it was definitely
worth every penny — everyone’s admired it. Or, at least, Suze has.

And the Jigsaw suit was on sale—30 percent off. So that was actually
saving money.

| open my eyes and reach for the bill. As my fingers hit the paper |
remember new contact lenses. Ninety-five pounds. Quite a lot. But, | mean, |
had to get those, didn’t I? What am I supposed to do, walk around in a blur?

And | had to buy some new solutions and a cute case and some
hypoallergenic eyeliner. So that takes it up to. . £400?

At the desk next to mine, Clare Edwards looks up from her post. She’s
sorting all her letters into neat piles, just like she does every morning. She puts
rubber bands round them and puts labels on them saying things like “Answer
immediately” and “Not urgent but respond.” I loathe Clare Edwards.

“OK, Becky?” she says.

“Fine,” I say lightly. “Just reading a letter.”

I reach gaily into the envelope, but my fingers don’t quite pull out the bill.
They remain clutched around it while my mind is seized — as it is every month
— by my secret dream.

Do you want to know about my secret dream? It’s based on a story I once
read in The Daily World about a mix-up at a bank. I loved this story so much, I
cut it out and stuck it onto my wardrobe door. Two credit card bills were sent to
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the wrong people, and — get this — each person paid the wrong bill without
realizing. They paid off each other’s bills without even checking them.

And ever since | read that story, my secret fantasy has been that the same
thing will happen to me. | mean, I know it sounds unlikely — but if it happened
once, it can happen again, can’t it? Some dotty old woman in Cornwall will be
sent my humongous bill and will pay it without even looking at it. And I’1ll be
sent her bill for three tins of cat food at fifty-nine pence each. Which, naturally,
I’1l pay without question.

Fair’s fair, after all.

A smile is plastered over my face as I gaze out of the window. I’'m
convinced that this month it’ll happen — my secret dream is about to come true.
But when | eventually pull the bill out of the envelope — goaded by Clare’s
curious gaze — my smile falters, then disappears. Something hot is blocking my
throat. | think it could be panic.

The page is black with type. A series of familiar names rushes past my eyes
like a mini shopping mall. I try to take them in, but they’re moving too fast.
Thorntons, | manage to glimpse. Thorntons Chocolates? What was | doing in
Thorntons Chocolates? I’'m supposed to be on a diet. This bill can’t be right.
This can’t be me. I can’t possibly have spent all this money.

Don’t panic! I yell internally. The key is not to panic. Just read each entry
slowly, one by one. | take a deep breath and force myself to focus calmly,
starting at the top. WH Smith (well, that’s OK. Everyone needs
stationery.)Boots (everyone needs shampoo)Specsavers (essential)Oddbins
(bottle of wine — essential)Our Price (Our Price? Oh yes. The new Charlatans
album. Well, I had to have that, didn’t 1?)Bella Pasta (supper with
Caitlin)Oddbins (bottle of wine — essential)Esso (petrol doesn’t
count)Quaglinos (expensive — but it was a one-off)Pret a Manger (that time |
ran out of cash)Oddbins (bottle of wine — essential)Rugs to Riches (what? Oh
yes. Stupid rug.)La Senza (sexy underwear for date with James)Agent
Provocateur (even sexier underwear for date with James. Like | needed it.)Body
Shop (that skin brusher thing which I must use)Next (fairly boring white shirt —
but it was in the sale)Millets. .

| stop in my tracks. Millets? | never go into Millets. What would | be doing
in Millets? | stare at the statement in puzzlement, wrinkling my brow and trying
to think — and then suddenly, the truth dawns on me. It’s obvious. Someone
else has been using my card.

Oh my God. I, Rebecca Bloomwood, have been the victim of a crime.

Now it all makes sense. Some criminal’s pinched my credit card and forged
my signature. Who knows where else they’ve used it? No wonder my
statement’s so black with figures! Someone’s gone on a spending spree round
London with my card — and they thought they would just get away with it.

But how? | scrabble in my bag for my purse, open it — and there’s my
VISA card, staring up at me. I take it out and run my fingers over the glossy
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surface. Someone must have pinched it from my purse, used it — and then put it
back. It must be someone | know. Oh my God. Who?

I look suspiciously round the office. Whoever it is, isn’t very bright. Using
my card at Millets! It’s almost laughable. As if I’d ever shop there.

“I’ve never even been into Millets!” I say aloud.

“Yes you have,” says Clare.

“What?” I turn to her. “No I haven’t.”

“You bought Michael’s leaving present from Millets, didn’t you?”

| feel my smile disappear. Oh, bugger. Of course. The blue anorak for
Michael. The blue sodding anorak from Millets.

When Michael, our deputy editor, left three weeks ago, | volunteered to
buy his present. | took the brown envelope full of coins and notes into the shop
and picked out an anorak (take it from me, he’s that kind of guy). And at the last
minute, now | remember, | decided to pay on credit and keep all that handy cash
for myself.

I can vividly remember fishing out the four £5 notes and carefully putting
them in my wallet, sorting out the pound coins and putting them in my coin
compartment, and pouring the rest of the change into the bottom of my bag. Oh
good, I remember thinking. I won’t have to go to the cash machine. I’d thought
that sixty quid would last me for weeks.

So what happened to it? I can’t have just spent sixty quid without realizing
it, can 1?

“Why are you asking, anyway?” says Clare, and she leans forward. I can
see her beady little X-ray eyes gleaming behind her specs. She knows I’'m
looking at my VISA bill. “No reason,” I say, briskly turning to the second page
of my statement.

But I’ve been put off my stride. Instead of doing what I normally do —
look at the minimum payment required and ignore the total completely — I find
myself staring straight at the bottom figure.

Nine hundred and forty-nine pounds, sixty-three pence. In clear black and
white.

For thirty seconds | am completely motionless. Then, without changing
expression, | stuff the bill back into the envelope. I honestly feel as though this
piece of paper has nothing to do with me. Perhaps, if | carelessly let it drop
down on the floor behind my computer, it will disappear. The cleaners will
sweep it up and I can claim I never got it. They can’t charge me for a bill I never
received, can they?

I’m already composing a letter in my head. “Dear Managing Director of
VISA. Your letter has confused me. What bill are you talking about, precisely? |
never received any bill from your company. | did not care for your tone and
should warn you, I am writing to Anne Robinson of Watchdog.” Or I could
always move abroad.

“Becky?” My head jerks up and I see Clare holding this month’s news list.
“Have you finished the piece on Lloyds?”
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“Nearly,” I lie. As she’s watching me, I feel forced to summon it up on my
computer screen, just to show I’m willing.

“This high-yield, 60-day access account offers tiered rates of interest on
investments of over £2,000,” I type onto the screen, copying directly from a
press release in front of me. “Long-term savers may also be interested in a new
stepped-rate bond which requires a minimum of £5,000.”

| type a full stop, take a sip of coffee, and turn to the second page of the
press release.

This is what I do, by the way. I’m a journalist on a financial magazine. I’'m
paid to tell other people how to organize their money.

Of course, being a financial journalist is not the career | always wanted. No
one who writes about personal finance ever meant to do it. People tell you they
“fell into” personal finance. They’re lying. What they mean is they couldn’t get
a job writing about anything more interesting. They mean they applied for jobs
at The Times and The Express and Marie-Claire and Vogue and GQ, and all
they got back was “Piss oft.”

So they started applying to Metalwork Monthly and Cheesemakers Gazette
and What Investment Plan? And they were taken on as the crappiest editorial
assistant possible on no money whatsoever and were grateful. And they’ve
stayed on writing about metal, or cheese, or savings, ever since — because that’s
all they know. | myself started on the catchily titled Personal Investment
Periodical. | learned how to copy out a press release and nod at press
conferences and ask questions that sounded as though | knew what | was talking
about. After a year and a half — believe it or not — | was head-hunted to
Successful Saving.

Of course, I still know nothing about finance. People at the bus stop know
more about finance than me. Schoolchildren know more than me. I’ve been
doing this job for three years now, and I’'m still expecting someone to catch me
out.

That afternoon, Philip, the editor, calls my name, and | jump in fright.

“Rebecca?” he says. “A word.” And he beckons me over to his desk. His
voice seems lower all of a sudden, almost conspiratorial, and he’s smiling at me,
as though he’s about to give me a piece of good news.

Promotion, | think. It must be. He read the piece | wrote on international
equity securities last week (in which I likened the hunt for long-term growth to
the hunt for the perfect pair of summer mules) and was bowled over by how
exciting I made it all sound. He knows it’s unfair I earn less than Clare, so he’s
going to promote me to her level. Or even above. And he’s telling me discreetly
so Clare won’t get jealous.

A wide smile plasters itself over my face and | get up and walk the three
yards or so to his desk, trying to stay calm but already planning what I’1l buy
with my raise. I’ll get that swirly coat in Whistles. And some black high-heeled
boots from Pied a Terre. Maybe I’ll go on holiday. And I’ll pay off that blasted
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VISA bill once and for all. | feel buoyant with relief. | knew everything would
be OK. .

“Rebecca?” He’s thrusting a card at me. “I can’t make this press
conference,” he says. “But it could be quite interesting. Will you go? It’s at
Brandon Communications.”

| can feel the elated expression falling off my face like jelly. He’s not
promoting me. I’m not getting a raise. I feel betrayed. Why did he smile at me
like that? He must have known he was lifting my hopes. “Something wrong?”’
inquires Philip.

“No,” I mutter. But I can’t bring myself to smile. In front of me, my new
swirly coat and high-heeled boots are disappearing into a puddle, like the
Wicked Witch of the West. No promotion. Just a press conference about. . | turn
over the card. About a new unit trust. How could anyone possibly describe that
as interesting?

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 1

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
1.  Dblur a. hate
2. loath b. brightly
3. vividly C. compare
4. forge d. cover
5. buoyant e. become unclear , smudged
6. plaster f. fake, falsify
7. liken g. fresh, cheerful
2. Make word combinations.
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1. neat v’ spree A. aKKypaTHBIE CTOIKH
2. secret v'  editor B. taiiHas MeuTa
3. spending v' surface C. MOKyIar-cKas JIMXopaKa
4.  deputy v’ eyes D. 3aM perakropa
5. glossy v'  fantasy E. TnsHIIeBas MOBEPXHOCTH
6. beady v" hunt F. ra3a-0ycHHBI
7. head v' piles G. mepeMaHUTh Ha paboTy
3. Complete with prepositions.
> The truth dawns ..me.
> They thought they would get .... with it.
> I remember sorting ... the pound coins and putting them into
my coin department.
> I honestly feel that piece of paper has nothing to do .... me.
> They can’t charge me ... the bill I’ve never received.
> I am still expecting someone to catch me ...

COMPREHENSION CHECK

B

Answer the questions.

> What is Rebecca like?

> What’s Becky’s job?

> Is she very knowledgeable about finance?

> Why does she loath Clare Edwards?

> What does she do in the office?

> Why was she headhunted to the Successful Saving?
> What’s her greatest passion and weakness?

> What trouble did she get into? Why?

> What’s her secret dream?

> Why does she feel betrayed when finds out about the

conference?

> What symptoms of shopaholic can be diagnosed?
>

What do you know about this recent phenomenon?

5. Tick (v) the things which she bought using her overdraft
facility?

She bought..
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Anorak skin brusher
Boots stationary
case (cute) suite

Cheese shirt
chocolates sexy underwear
contact lenses scarf

Cream rug

eyeliner petrol
Gloves perfume
high heeled shoes music album
summer mules Wine

» Which purchases were necessary?
» Which sound unhealthy in her financial condition?

» What makes the whole situation sound humorous?

TRANSLATION WORK

6. Translate the extract.

MomnoJioru 3afaAJIbIX IIIOIIOTI0JIMKOB

«IlocJie MOKYNKH 51 YYBCTBOBAJIA
YCIIOKOEHHE - KAK HAPKOMAH, IOJIyYUBIIUI
A03y»

Mapuna, 32 z00a, Husrcnuit Hoezopoo:

Korna s crana 3apabarsiBath cama, To 80—-90% 3apriiaTel TpaTuiIa Ha
epyH/y - Ha HOBbIE Hapsbl, MOJApKH, Oe3/1eny Ky JoMoil. S nenana
IIOKYIIKH IIOYTH HEOCO3HAHHO: MHE IIPOCTO HPABUJIOCH AECPKATh BELIb B
pykax u obnanate ero. [locie mokymnku s 4yBCTBOBaJIa YCIOKOCHHE - KaK
HapKOMaH, MOJyYMBIIMK J03Y. 3aHUMAaJa AECHbIU Y IPYy3€U WA POJUTENEH,
€CJIM MPSMO «UYeCaJIoCh» YTO-TO KynuTh. KpenuTsl, k cyacThlo, HE Opana, a
C J0ATaMH OBICTPO paccUUThIBAIACh. Jpy3bs U pOIUTEIN 3HAIN O MOEH
3aBUCUMOCTH; OTLIAa 3TO OECMOKOUIIO, OCTAIBLHBIM Ka3aJI0Ch HOPMAJIbHBIM.
[IpaBna, moapyru B Mara3nuHe MOTJIM CKa3aTh c€0€ «HET, T0ENa0 PEMOHT,
BOT TOT1a», a 5 - HUKOrAa. Jlake eciiv B OJIMH JIEHb TOBOPHUJIA «HET», HA
CJIEAYIOIIMI BO3BPAILAJIACH 3a BEIBIO U MOKYINaia. Mol MOJIOION YETI0BEK
BMECTO W3BUHEHUH 34 KAKYK0-TO IPOBUHHOCTH MPEIIIOYUTAN CKA3aTh:
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«IToitaem Tebe 4TO-TO KyIuMY.

Colupasich B OTIYCK, 51 HE 3HaJNA, 3a YTO XBaTaThCs, YTOOBI COOpPAThH
yeMoaH, B UTore Opaja MUHMMYM M TTIOTOM BO3Bpalliajiach ¢ Ky4eu Berien
1 cyBeHHpoB. Hocuma oaexay MecsIl, a TOTOM 3aKHuAbIBaja MoIajblie U
HCKaJia YTO-TO IMoHoBee. OOMaHbBIBajia ce0s1, YTO OOHOBKA - 3TO CIIOCO0
CHSITh CTPECC, YCTAIOCTh U TTIOYYBCTBOBATH CE€0sI KPYTOM-KPACHBOM-
uHTepecHor. Ho uem Oouibliie B MOEH )KM3HU CTAHOBWJIOCH BEILIEH, TEM
CJIOXHEe OBIJIO JOCTHYb TapMOHUH ¢ cob0i. CTpecc HUKyAa HE YXOIuI,
3aTO YXOJWIU JCHBIH, & BMECTE C HUMHU - U MOsI YBEpPEHHOCTh B cele.

MHe 1oBe3JI0 BCTPETUTHh MOETO HBIHEITHETO MY’Ka, KOTOPBIN HE
ITOHUMAJI, 3a4eM Bce 3TO TamuTh B JoM. OH ackerT. 1oy ero BiusHuEM
YPOBEHB CIIOHTAHHBIX MTOKYIIOK CHU3UJICSA, S Pa3JIF00MIa TOPTOBBIE IIEHTPHI
M CTajla 0CO3HAHHO OTHOCHUTBCS K TTOKyIKaM. BeiOupas 4To-To B
HHTEpHETE, 5 J1ato cebe BpeMs Mo IyMaTh (eciiy Obl Bellb HaX0MJIach B
0OBIYHOM MarasuHe, Kymnujia Obl cpa3y). S ctaparoch H3y9UTh aCCOPTUMEHT
Ha caliTe, CMOTPETh, KaK BEIIM COUETAIOTCS MEXTy COOOM, U JIUIIH IOTOM
MOKYTIATh.

Jletom s mpounTana kKHUry «Maruueckas yoopka» U, HAKOHell,
perIIa paccTaThCs ¢ HEHY)KHBIMU BemaMu. PaccoptupoBaia ux Ha
«pamyet» / «HE pagyeT» U Obljia B IIOKE OT Ky4Hd HEHYXHOTO OapaxJia.
IToToM mocumnTalia, BO CKOJILKO 3TO 00OIIIOCH, H BO3HEHABHUIENa ce0s: 3a
9T ICHBTY MOYKHO OBLIIO CHE3AUTh B HECKOJIBKO IMyTEMIECTBUN, KYITUTh
HeZ0poroi aBToMoOmTs. CeroTHs s MOKa HUYero He MOKyIaro Jis ToMa (a
paHbIIIE TalIUIa KaXIYI0 TOHPABUBIIIYIOCS Ba3y M Tapesiouky). Sl MeuTaro
00 MHTEpbEpE B CTUJIC MUHUMAIIU3M WJIH JO(PT 6€3 JTUITHUX Bele, 4TOObI
OBLIIO YKCTO, CBOOOHO M CBETJIO, a B TOJIOBE 110 YTpaM HE MeJbKajia
MBICHE: «CTOJIBKO BEIIEH U HEUEro HAJIEThY.

CHAPTER 2

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP

ACTIVITIES.

THERE’S JUST ONE ESSENTIAL purchase I have to make on the way to

the press conference — and that’s the Financial Times. The FT is by far the best
accessory a girl can have. Its major advantages are: 1. It’s a nice color.2. It only
costs eighty-five pence.3. If you walk into a room with it tucked under your arm,
people take you seriously. With an FT under your arm, you can talk about the
most frivolous things in the world, and instead of thinking you’re an airhead,
people think you’re a heavyweight intellectual who has broader interests, too.
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At my interview for Successful Saving, | went in holding copies of the
Financial Times and the Investor’s Chronicle — and I didn’t get asked about
finance once. As | remember it, we spent the whole time talking about holiday
villas and gossiping about other editors.

So I stop at a newsstand and buy a copy of the FT. There’s some huge
headline about Rutland Bank on the front page, and I’m thinking maybe I should
at least skim it, when | catch my reflection in the window of Denny and George.

I don’t look bad, I think. I’'m wearing my black skirt from French
Connection, and a plain white Tshirt from Knickerbox, and a little angora
cardigan which I got from M&S but looks like it might be Agneés b. And my
new square-toed shoes from Hobbs. Even better, although no one can see them, |
know that underneath I’'m wearing my gorgeous new matching knickers and bra
with embroidered yellow rosebuds. They’re the best bit of my entire outfit. In
fact, I almost wish | could be run over so that the world would see them.

It’s a habit of mine, itemizing all the clothes I’'m wearing, as though for a
fashion page. I’ve been doing it for years — ever since | used to read Just
Seventeen. Every issue, they’d stop a girl on the street, take a picture of her, and
list all her clothes. “T-Shirt: Chelsea Girl, Jeans: Top Shop, Shoes: borrowed
from friend.” I used to read those lists avidly, and to this day, if [ buy something
from a shop that’s a bit uncool, I cut the label out. So that if I’'m ever stopped in
the street, I can pretend I don’t know where it’s from.

So anyway. There | am, with the FT tucked under my arm, thinking I look
pretty good, and half wishing someone from Just Seventeen would pop up with a
camera — when suddenly my eyes focus and snap to attention, and my heart
stops. In the window of Denny and George is a discreet sign. It’s dark green
with cream lettering, and it says: sale.

I stare at it, and my skin’s all prickly. It can’t be true. Denny and George
can’t be having a sale. They never have a sale. Their scarves and pashminas are
so coveted, they could probably sell them at twice the price. Everyone | know in
the entire world aspires to owning a Denny and George scarf. (Except my mum
and dad, obviously. My mum thinks if you can’t buy it at Bentalls of Kingston,
you don’t need it.)

| swallow, take a couple of steps forward, then push open the door of the
tiny shop. The door pings, and the nice blond girl who works there looks up. |
don’t know her name but I’ve always liked her. Unlike some snotty cows in
clothes shops, she doesn’t mind if you stand for ages staring at clothes you
really can’t afford to buy. Usually what happens is, I spend half an hour lusting
after scarves in Denny and George, then go off to Accessorize and buy
something to cheer myself up. I’ve got a whole drawerful of Denny and George
substitutes.

“Hi,” I say, trying to stay calm. “You’re. . you’re having a sale.”

“Yes.” The blond girl smiles. “Bit unusual for us.”

My eyes sweep the room. | can see rows of scarves, neatly folded, with
dark green “50 percent off” signs above them. Printed velvet, beaded silk,
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embroidered cashmere, all with the distinctive “Denny and George” signature.
They’re everywhere. I don’t know where to start. I think I’m having a panic
attack. “You always liked this one, I think,” says the nice blond girl, taking out a
shimmering gray-blue scarf from the pile in front of her.

Oh God, yes. I remember this one. It’s made of silky velvet, overprinted in
a paler blue and dotted with iridescent beads. As | stare at it, | can feel little
invisible strings, silently tugging me toward it. | have to touch it. | have to wear
it. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. The girl looks at the label.
“Reduced from £340 to £120.” She comes and drapes the scarf around my neck
and | gape at my reflection.

There is no question. | have to have this scarf. | have to have it. It makes
my eyes look bigger, it makes my haircut look more expensive, it makes me
look like a different person. I’ll be able to wear it with everything. People will
refer to me as the Girl in the Denny and George Scarf. “I’d snap it up if | were
you.” The girl smiles at me. “There’s only one of these left.” Involuntarily, I
clutch at it.

“I’ll have it,” I gasp. “I’ll have it.”

As she’s laying it out on tissue paper, I take out my purse, open it up, and
reach for my VISA card in one seamless, automatic action — but my fingers hit
bare leather. I stop in surprise and start to rummage through all the pockets of
my purse, wondering if | stuffed my card back in somewhere with a receipt or if
it’s hidden underneath a business card. . And then, with a sickening thud, I
remember. It’s on my desk.

How could I have been so stupid? How could | have left my VISA card on
my desk? What was | thinking?

The nice blond girl is putting the wrapped scarf into a dark green Denny
and George box. My mouth is dry with panic. What am | going to do?

“How would you like to pay?” she says pleasantly.

My face flames red and | swallow hard.

“I’ve just realized I’ve left my credit card at the office,” I stutter.

“Oh,” says the girl, and her hands pause.

“Can you hold it for me?” The girl looks dubious.

“For how long?”

“Until tomorrow?” I say desperately. Oh God. She’s pulling a face. Doesn’t
she understand?

“I’m afraid not,” she says. “We’re not supposed to reserve sale stock.”

“Just until later this afternoon, then,” I say quickly. “What time do you
close?”

“Six.”

Six! | feel a combination of relief and adrenaline sweeping through me.
Challenge, Rebecca. I'll go to the press conference, leave as soon as I can, then
take a taxi back to the office. I’ll grab my VISA card, tell Philip I left my
notebook behind, come here, and buy the scarf.
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“Can you hold it until then?” I say beseechingly. “Please? Please?” The girl
relents.

“OK. I’ll put it behind the counter.”

“Thanks,” I gasp. I hurry out of the shop and down the road toward
Brandon Communications. Please let the press conference be short, | pray.
Please don’t let the questions go on too long. Please God, please let me have that
scarf.

As | arrive at Brandon Communications, | can feel myself begin to relax. |
do have three whole hours, after all. And my scarf is safely behind the counter.
No one’s going to steal it from me.

There’s a sign up in the foyer saying that the Foreland Exotic Opportunities
press conference is happening in the Artemis Suite, and a man in uniform is
directing everybody down the corridor. This means it must be quite big. Not
television-cameras-CNN-world’s-press-on-tenterhooks big, obviously.

But fairly-good-turnout big. A relatively important event in our dull little
world.

As I enter the room, there’s already a buzz of people milling around, and
waitresses circulating with canapés. The journalists are knocking back the
champagne as if they’ve never seen it before; the PR girls are looking
supercilious and sipping water. A waiter offers me a glass of champagne and |
take two. One for now, one to put under my chair for the boring bits.

In the far corner of the room I can see Elly Granger from Investor’s
Weekly News. She’s been pinned into a corner by two earnest men in suits and
is nodding at them, with a glassy look in her eye. Elly’s great. She’s only been
on Investor’s Weekly News for six months, and already she’s applied for forty-
three other jobs. What she really wants to be is a beauty editor on a magazine,
and I think she’d be really good at it. Every time I see her, she’s got a new
lipstick on — and she always wears really interesting clothes. Like today, she’s
wearing an orange chiffony shirt over a pair of white cotton trousers, espadrilles,
and a big wooden necklace, the kind I could never wear in a million years.

What | really want to be is Fiona Phillips on GMTV. | could really see
myself, sitting on that sofa, joshing with Eamonn every morning and
interviewing lots of soap stars. Sometimes, when we’re very drunk, we make
pacts that if we’re not somewhere more exciting in three months, we’ll both
leave our jobs. But then the thought of no money — even for a month — is
almost more scary than the thought of writing about depository trust companies
for the rest of my life.

“Rebecca. Glad you could make it.”

I look up, and almost choke on my champagne. It’s Luke Brandon, head
honcho of Brandon Communications, staring straight at me as if he knows
exactly what I’'m thinking. Staring straight down at me, I should say. He must be
well over six feet tall with dark hair and dark eyes and. . wow. Isn’t that suit
nice? An expensive suit like that almost makes you want to be a man. It’s inky
blue with a faint purple stripe, single-breasted, with proper horn buttons. As |
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run my eyes over it I find myself wondering if it’s by Oswald Boateng, and
whether the jacket’s got a silk lining in some stunning color. If this were
someone else, | might ask — but not Luke Brandon, no way.

I’ve only met him a few times, and I’ve always felt slightly uneasy around
him. For a start, he’s got such a scary reputation. Everyone talks all the time
about what a genius he is, even Philip, my boss. He started Brandon
Communications from nothing, and now it’s the biggest financial PR company
in London. A few months ago he was listed in The Mail as one of the cleverest
entrepreneurs of his generation. It said his IQ was phenomenally high and he
had a photographic memory.

But it’s not just that. It’s that he always seems to have a frown on his face
when he’s talking to me. It’ll probably turn out that the famous Luke Brandon is
not only a complete genius but he can read minds, too. He knows that when I’'m
staring up at some boring graph, nodding intelligently, I’m really thinking about
a gorgeous black top | saw in Joseph and whether | can afford the trousers as
well.

“You know Alicia, don’t you?” Luke is saying, and he gestures to the
immaculate blond girl beside him.

| don’t know Alicia, as it happens. But I don’t need to. They’re all the
same, the girls at Brandon C, as they call it. They’re well dressed, well spoken,
are married to bankers, and have zero sense of humor. Alicia falls into the
identikit pattern exactly, with her baby-blue suit, silk Hermeés scarf, and
matching baby-blue shoes, which I’ve seen in Russell and Bromley, and they
cost an absolute fortune. (I bet she’s got the bag as well.) She’s also got a
suntan, which must mean she’s just come back from Mauritius or somewhere,
and suddenly | feel a bit pale and weedy in comparison.

“Rebecca,” she says coolly, grasping my hand. “You’re on Successful
Saving, aren’t you?” “That’s right,” I say, equally coolly.

“It’s very good of you to come today,” says Alicia. “I know you journalists
are terribly busy.”

“No problem,” I say. “We like to attend as many press conferences as we
can. Keep up with industry events.” I feel pleased with my response. I’'m almost
fooling myself.

Alicia nods seriously, as though everything | say is incredibly important to
her.

“So, tell me, Rebecca. What do you think about today’s news?”” She
gestures to the FT under my arm. “Quite a surprise, didn’t you think?”” Oh God.
What’s she talking about?

“It’s certainly interesting,” I say, still smiling, playing for time. I glance
around the room for a clue, but there’s nothing. What’s she talking about? Have
interest rates gone up or something?

“I have to say, I think it’s bad news for the industry,” says Alicia earnestly.
“But of course, you must have your own views.”
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She’s looking at me, waiting for an answer. | can feel my cheeks flaming
bright red. How can I get out of this? After this, I promise myself, ’'m going to
read the papers every day. I’'m never going to be caught out like this again.

“I agree with you,” I say eventually. “I think i1t’s very bad news.” My voice
feels strangled. | take a quick swig of champagne and pray for an earthquake.

“Were you expecting it?” Alicia says. “I know you journalists are always
ahead of the game.” “I. . I certainly saw it coming,” I say, and I’'m pretty sure I
sound convincing.

“And now this rumor about Scottish Prime and Flagstaff Life going the
same way!” She looks at me intently. “Do you think that’s really on the cards?”

“It’s. . it’s difficult to say,” I reply, and take a gulp of champagne. What
rumor? Why can’t she leave me alone?

Then I make the mistake of glancing up at Luke Brandon. He’s staring at
me, his mouth twitching slightly. Oh shit. He knows I don’t have a clue, doesn’t
he?

“Alicia,” he says abruptly, “that’s Maggie Stevens coming in. Could you—

“Absolutely,” she says, trained like a racehorse, and starts to move
smoothly toward the door.

“And Alicia—" adds Luke, and she quickly turns back. “I want to know
exactly who fucked up on those figures.”

“Yes,” gulps Alicia, and walks off.

God he’s scary. And now we’re on our own. I think I might quickly run
away. “Well,” I say brightly. “I must just go and. .” But Luke Brandon is leaning
toward me.

“SBG announced that they’ve taken over Rutland Bank this morning,” he
says quietly.

And of course, now that he says it, | remember that front-page headline.

“I know they did,” I reply haughtily. “I read it in the FT.” And before he
can say anything else, | walk off, to talk to Elly.

As the press conference is about to start, Elly and I sidle toward the back
and grab two seats together. We’re in one of the bigger conference rooms and
there must be about a hundred chairs arranged in rows, facing a podium and a
large screen. I open my notebook, write “Brandon Communications” at the top
of the page, and start doodling swirly flowers down the side. Beside me, Elly’s
dialing her telephone horoscope on her mobile phone.

I take a sip of champagne, lean back, and prepare to relax. There’s no point
listening at press conferences. The information’s always in the press pack, and
you can work out what they were talking about later. In fact, ’'m wondering
whether anyone would notice if | took out a pot of Hard Candy and did my nails,
when suddenly the awful Alicia ducks her head down to mine. “Rebecca?”

“Yes?” I say lazily.

“Phone call for you. It’s your editor.”
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“Philip?” I say stupidly. As though I’ve a whole array of editors to choose
from.

“Yes.” She looks at me as though I’'m a moron and gestures to a phone on a
table at the back. Elly gives me a questioning look and I shrug back. Philip’s
never phoned me at a press conference before.

| feel rather excited and important as | walk to the back of the room.
Perhaps there’s an emergency at the office. Perhaps he’s scooped an incredible
story and wants me to fly to New York to follow up a lead.

“Hello, Philip?” I say into the receiver — then immediately [ wish I’d said
something thrusting and impressive, like a simple “Yep.”

“Rebecca, listen, sorry to be a bore,” says Philip, “but I’ve got a migraine
coming on. [’'m going to head off home.”

“Oh,” I say puzzledly.

“And I wondered if you could run a small errand for me.”

An errand? If he wants somebody to buy him Tylenol, he should get a
secretary.

“I’m not sure,” | say discouragingly. “I’m a bit tied up here.”

“When you’ve finished there. The Social Security Select Committee is
releasing its report at five o’clock. Can you go and pick it up? You can go
straight to Westminster from your press conference.”

What? | stare at the phone in horror. No, I can’t pick up a bloody report. I
need to pick up my VISA card! I need to secure my scarf.

“Can’t Clare go?” I say. “I was going to come back to the office and finish
my research on. .” What am I supposed to be writing about this month? “On
mortgages.”

“Clare’s got a briefing in the City. And Westminster’s on your way home
to Trendy Fulham, isn’t it?”

Philip always has to make a joke about me living in Fulham. Just because
he lives in Harpenden and thinks anyone who doesn’t live in lovely leafy
suburbia is mad.

“You can just hop off the tube,” he’s saying, “pick it up, and hop back on
again.”

Oh God. I close my eyes and think quickly. An hour here. Rush back to the
office, pick up my VISA card, back to Denny and George, get my scarf, rush to
Westminster, pick up the report. | should just about make it.

“Fine,” I say. “Leave it to me.”

| sit back down, just as the lights dim and the words Far Eastern
Opportunities appear on the screen in front of us. There is a colorful series of
pictures from Hong Kong, Thailand, and other exotic places, which would
usually have me thinking wistfully about going on holiday. But today I can’t
relax, or even feel sorry for the new girl from Portfolio Week, who’s frantically
trying to write everything down and will probably ask five questions because
she thinks she should. I’'m too concerned about my scarf. What if [ don’t make it
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back in time? What if someone puts in a higher offer? The very thought makes
me panic.

Then, just as the pictures of Thailand disappear and the boring graphs
begin, I have a flash of inspiration. Of course! I’ll pay cash for the scarf. No one
can argue with cash. I can get £100 out on my cash card, so all I need is another
£20, and the scarf 1s mine.

| tear a piece of paper out of my notebook, write on it “Can you lend me
twenty quid?” and pass it to Elly, who’s still surreptitiously listening to her
mobile phone. I wonder what she’s listening to. It can’t still be her horoscope,
surely? She looks down, shakes her head, and writes, “No can do. Bloody
machine swallowed my card. Living off luncheon vouchers at moment.”

Damn. I hesitate, then write, “What about credit card? I’ll pay you back,
honest. And what are you listening to?”

| pass the page to her and suddenly the lights go up. The presentation has
ended and I didn’t hear a word of it. People shift around on their seats and a PR
girl starts handing out glossy brochures. Elly finishes her call and grins at me.

“Love life prediction,” she says, tapping in another number. “It’s really
accurate stuff.”

“Load of old bullshit, more like.” I shake my head disapprovingly. “I can’t
believe you go for all that rubbish. Call yourself a financial journalist?”

“No,” says Elly. “Do you?” And we both start to giggle, until some old bag
from one of the nationals turns round and gives us an angry glare.

“Ladies and gentlemen.” A piercing voice interrupts us and I look up. It’s
Alicia, standing up at the front of the room. She’s got very good legs, I note
resentfully. “As you can see, the Foreland Exotic Opportunities Savings Plan
represents an entirely new approach to investment.” She looks around the room,
meets my eye, and smiles coldly.

“Exotic Opportunities,” I whisper scornfully to Elly and point to the leaflet.
“Exotic prices, more like. Have you seen how much they’re charging?”

(I always turn to the charges first. Just like I always look at the price tag
first.) Elly rolls her eyes sympathetically, still listening to the phone.

“Foreland Investments are all about adding value,” Alicia is saying in her
snooty voice. “Foreland Investments offer you more.”

“They charge more, you lose more,” I say aloud without thinking, and
there’s a laugh around the room. God, how embarrassing. And now Luke
Brandon’s lifting his head, too. Quickly I look down and pretend to be writing
notes.

Although to be honest, I don’t know why I even pretend to write notes. It’s
not as if we ever put anything in the magazine except the puff that comes on the
press release. Foreland Investments takes out a whopping double-page spread
advertisement every month, and they took Philip on some fantastic research (ha-
ha) trip to Thailand last year — so we’re never allowed to say anything except
how wonderful they are. Like that’s really any help to our readers.

As Alicia carries on speaking, | lean toward Elly.
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“So, listen,” I whisper. “Can I borrow your credit card?”

“All used up,” hisses Elly apologetically. “I’m up to my limit. Why do you
think I’m living off LVs?”” “But I need money!” I whisper. “I’m desperate! [
need twenty quid!” I’ve spoken more loudly than I intended and Alicia stops
speaking.

“Perhaps you should have invested with Foreland Investments, Rebecca,”
says Alicia, and another titter goes round the room. A few faces turn round to
gawk at me, and I stare back at them lividly. They’re fellow journalists, for
God’s sake. They should be on my side. National Union of Journalists solidarity
and all that.

Not that I’ve ever actually got round to joining the NUIJ. But still.

“What do you need twenty quid for?” says Luke Brandon, from the front of
the room.

“I. . my aunt,” I say defiantly. “She’s in hospital and I wanted to get her a
present.”

The room is silent. Then, to my disbelief, Luke Brandon reaches into his
pocket, takes out a £20 note, and gives it to a guy in the front row of journalists.
He hesitates, then passes it back to the row behind. And so it goes on, a twenty-
quid note being passed from hand to hand, making its way to me like a fan at a
gig being passed over the crowd. As | take hold of it, a round of applause goes
round the room and | blush.

“Thanks,” I say awkwardly. “I’ll pay you back, of course.” “My best
wishes to your aunt,” says Luke Brandon.

“Thanks,” I say again. Then I glance at Alicia, and feel a little dart of
triumph. She looks utterly deflated.

Toward the end of the question-and-answer session, people begin slipping
out to get back to their offices. This is usually when I slip out to go and buy a
cappuccino and browse in a few shops. But today I don’t. Today I decide I will
stick it out until the last dismal question about tax structures. Then I’ll go up to
the front and thank Luke Brandon in person for his kind, if embarrassing,
gesture. And then I’ll go and get my scarf. Yippee!

But to my surprise, after only a few questions, Luke Brandon gets up,
whispers something to Alicia, and heads for the door.

“Thanks,” I mutter as he passes my chair, but I’'m not sure he even hears
me.

The tube stops in a tunnel for no apparent reason. Five minutes go by, then
ten minutes. I can’t believe my bad Iuck. Normally, of course, I long for the tube
to break down — so I’ve got an excuse to stay out of the office for longer. But
today | behave like a stressed businessman with an ulcer. | tap my fingers and
sigh, and peer out of the window into the blackness.

Part of my brain knows that I’ve got plenty of time to get to Denny and
George before it closes. Another part knows that even if I don’t make it, it’s
unlikely the blond girl will sell my scarf to someone else. But the possibility is
there. So until I’ve got that scarf in my hands [ won’t be able to relax.
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As the train finally gets going again I sink into my seat with a dramatic sigh
and look at the pale, silent man on my left. He’s wearing jeans and sneakers, and
| notice his shirt is on inside out. Gosh, | think in admiration, did he read the
article on deconstructing fashion in last month’s Vogue, too? I’m about to ask
him — then | take another look at his jeans (really nasty fake 501s) and his
sneakers (very new, very white) — and something tells me he didn’t.

“Thank God!” I say instead. “I was getting desperate there.” “It’s
frustrating,” he agrees quietly.

“They just don’t think, do they?” I say. “I mean, some of us have got
crucial things we need to be doing. I’m in a terrible hurry!”

“I’m 1in a bit of a hurry myself,” says the man.

“If that train hadn’t started moving, I don’t know what I would have done.”
I shake my head. “You feel so. . impotent!”

“I know exactly what you mean,” says the man intensely. “They don’t
realize that some of us. .” He gestures toward me. “We aren’t just idly traveling.
It matters whether we arrive or not.”

“Absolutely!” I say. “Where are you off to?”

“My wife’s in labor,” he says. “Our fourth.”

“Oh,” I say, taken aback. “Well. . Gosh. Congratulations. I hope you—"

“She took an hour and a half last time,” says the man, rubbing his damp
forehead. “And I’ve been on this tube for forty minutes already. Still. At least
we’re moving now.” He gives a little shrug, then smiles at me. “How about you?
What’s your urgent business?”” Oh God.

“I. . ahm. . I’m going to. .”

I stop feebly and clear my throat, feeling rather sheepish. I can’t tell this
man that my urgent business consists of picking up a scarf from Denny and
George.

I mean, a scarf. It’s not even a suit or a coat, or something worthy like that.

“It’s not that important,” I mumble.

“I don’t believe that,” he says nicely.

Oh, now I feel awful. I glance up — and thank goodness, it’s my stop.

“Good luck,” I say, hastily getting up. “I really hope you get there in time.”

As I walk along the pavement I’m feeling a bit shamefaced. | should have
got out my 120 quid and given it to that man for his baby, instead of buying a
pointless scarf. I mean, when you think about it, what’s more important? Clothes
— or the miracle of new life?

As | ponder this issue, | feel quite deep and philosophical. In fact, I’'m so
engrossed, | almost walk past my turning. But | look up just in time and turn the
corner — and feel a jolt. There’s a girl coming toward me and she’s carrying a
Denny and George carrier bag. And suddenly everything is swept from my
mind.

Oh my God.

What if she’s got my scarf?
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What if she asked for it specially and that assistant sold it to her, thinking |
wasn’t going to come back?

My heart starts to beat in panic and I begin to stride along the street toward
the shop. As I arrive at the door and push it open, I can barely breathe for fear.
What if it’s gone? What will I do? But the blond girl smiles as I enter.

“Hi!” she says. “It’s waiting for you.”

“Oh, thanks,” I say in relief and subside weakly against the counter.

I honestly feel as though I’ve run an obstacle course to get here. In fact, I
think, they should list shopping as a cardiovascular activity. My heart never
beats as fast as it does when I see a “reduced by 50 percent” sign.

| count out the money in tens and twenties and wait, almost shivering as
she ducks behind the counter and produces the green box. She slides it into a
thick glossy bag with dark green cord handles and hands it to me, and | almost
want to cry out loud, the moment is so wonderful.

That moment. That instant when your fingers curl round the handles of a
shiny, uncreased bag — and all the gorgeous new things inside it become yours.
What’s it like? It’s like going hungry for days, then cramming your mouth full
of warm buttered toast. It’s like waking up and realizing it’s the weekend. It’s
like the better moments of sex. Everything else is blocked out of your mind. It’s
pure, selfish pleasure.

I walk slowly out of the shop, still in a haze of delight. I’ve got a Denny
and George scarf. I’ve got a Denny and George scarf! I’ve got. .

“Rebecca.” A man’s voice interrupts my thoughts. I look up and my
stomach gives a lurch of horror.

It’s Luke Brandon.

Luke Brandon is standing on the street, right in front of me, and he’s
staring down at my carrier bag. I feel myself growing flustered. What’s he doing
here on the pavement anyway? Don’t people like that have chauffeurs?
Shouldn’t he be whisking off to some vital financial reception or something?
“Did you get it all right?” he says, frowning slightly.

“What?”

“Your aunt’s present.”

“Oh yes,” I say, and swallow. “Yes, I. . I got it.”

“Is that it?”” He gestures to the bag and I feel a guilty blush spread over my
cheeks.

“Yes,” | say eventually. “I thought a. . a scarf would be nice.”

“Very generous of you. Denny and George.” He raises his eyebrows. “Your
aunt must be a stylish lady.”

“She 1s,” I say, and clear my throat. “She’s terribly creative and original.”

“I’m sure she is,” says Luke, and pauses. “What’s her name?”

Oh God. I should have run as soon as I saw him, while | had a chance. Now
I’'m paralyzed. I can’t think of a single female name.

“Erm. . Ermintrude,” I hear myself saying.
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“Aunt Ermintrude,” says Luke thoughtfully. “Well, give her my best
wishes.”

He nods at me, and walks off, and | stand, clutching my bag, trying to work
out if he guessed or not.

ENDWICH BANK

FULHAM BRANCH 3 Fulham Road

London SW6 9JH

Ms. Rebecca BloomwoodFlat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

17 November 1999

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: | am sorry to hear that you have glandular
fever.When you have recovered, perhaps you would be kind enough to ring my
assistant, Erica Parnell, and arrange a meeting to discuss your situation.Yours
sincerely,Derek SmeathManager

ENDWICH — BECAUSE WE CARE

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 2

VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. gossip a. stitch work
2. editor b. reserved, moderate
3. knickers C. crave

4. embroider d. hesitate

5. discreet e. beg

6. covet f.  thoughtful

7. frantic g. sore stomach
8. gig h. barrier

9. ulcer I.  buzz
10.stutter J. underpants
11.beseech k. redactor
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12.wistful .  mad, insane

13.obstacle m. rock concert
2. Make word combinations.
1. panic v’ COws |.  mpucTyn maHuKH
2. boring v avidly Il.  commmBbIe KOPOBBI
3. heavyweight v blush I1l.  MOUTHBINA UHTEIJICKTYyal
4. read v intellectual | IV. uurars 3an0em
5. snotty v’ memory V. Oesynpeunas OJIOHJMHKA
6. immaculate v’ pattern VI. cxema mis poropobora
7. identikit v scarf VII. 3aBerHblii mwapd
8. coveted v" blond /111, xpacka cTeia
9. photographic v’ attack IX. dororpaduy-s namsaTh
10. guilty v graphs X.  cKyuHble TpaduKu

1. Complete with prepositions.

I almost wish I could be run .... So that the world would see them .
We like to attend as many press conferences as we can to keep ..
.... the industry events.

’ I am never going to be caught ... like this again.

SBG announced that they have taken .... Rutland Bank this
morning.

s Butto my surprise Luke Brandon get up whispers something to
Alicia and heads ... the door.

) )
0’0 0’0

%

)
0’0

2. Translate into English.

v’ 3akpu4aTh yMOJISIOLIE

v’ 3aBeTHas ULIANKA

v TlpepsiBUCTast MOJIMTBA

v' YMOJATh 0 TIoIaie

v TIpeomoneTs BCe MPEnsATCTBUS

v' TIpoonepupoBarh 3By XKeyaKa

v’ U36exath CIuieTeH

v’ XKenanuslii aBTo

v MBI 1aeM POK KOHLIEPTHI IS Apy3eii
v Kpy>KeBHbIE TPYCHKH C BBIIIMBKOM
v CMOTpEThH YMOJISIOLIE

v OHHU YMOJISUIA €70 OCTaThCs
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v DT0 He NPENATCTBUE PA3BUTHIO KOMIIAHUH
v' IlpensrcTBus cBOOOIHON TOProBIIE

v' He 3amKaiicsi, KOHTPOJIUPYi CBOM T0JI0C
v’ 3ajgymumBas yiIsI0Ka

v' CTpanarh OT SI3BbI

v’ AKKypaTHBIi (CIepKaHHBIN) TOYEPK

v Cymacuieimas CKOpoCTb KU3HH

v' BoImmThlii repb Ha MIaTke

v' CrepsKaHHBIH KOCTIOM PeIaKTopa ra3erhl
v' BrimmBka Ha pybaiike

v’ penaKkTop TJISHIEBOTO KypHala

COMPREHENSION CHECK

3. Match each piece of clothes to its brand.

On that day Rebecca was wearing a shirt by.......

Piece of clothes Brand

shirt M&S

cardigan French connection
shoes knickerbox

skirt Hobbs

4, Answer the questions.

v" How long has she been itemizing her clothing?
v" Where was she going when she came across her dream scarf?
v What colour was the coveted scarf
or what’s wrong with the picture of Rebecca?
v Why is Luke Brandon one of
the cleverest entrepreneurs of his generation?

v Why are they never allowed
to say anything but complements to Foreland
investments?

v How did Rebecca become a
centre of public attention at the conference?

v Why did she behave like a
stressed businessman with an ulcer on the Tube?
v Why did she feel a bit
shamefaced walking along the pavement to the store?
v" What does she feel when her fingers curl round the handles of the

shiny uncreased bag?
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v Did Brandon happen to be standing on the street right in front of
her by accident?

5. Make two more profiles of two more characters of
the story using the following wordsand expressions.

Immaculate blond, ironical, genious, cold, ambitious, attentive, watchful,
reserved, identikit pattern, determined, curious, intelligent, rational, romantic,
scornful, boring, empathy and so on.

LUKE BRANDON ALICIA
- [
|

- Age - Age

- Marital status - Marital status

- Job - Job

- responsibilities - responsibilities

- Traits of character - Traits of character
- Relations - Relations

TRANSLATION WORK

6. Translate the extract.

MomnoJjioru 3asaJIbIX IIOIIOTI0JIMKOB

AJ 0ecroJie3HOro mOINMHTA.
Anéna, 29 nem
S ciyckaro 3apruiaty 3a 1eHb-ABa. bonibiie oHa
y MEHS HE IEPKUTCS. JIeHbIH JISIKKY )KMYT: UX
HAJI0 KyJ1a-TO MOTPATUTh. MOTY OWTH 32 TIOKYIIKaMHU JIa’Ke BO BpeMsl pabOTHI.
MHe MHTEpECEH HE CTOJIBKO MPOLECC MOJIYYECHUSI HOBBIX BEUIEH, CKOJIBKO CaMHU
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TpaThl, YyBCTBO OCBOOOKIEHUS OT JICHET.

OpHaxx1pl 51 OTKJIA/IbIBAJIA IEHBIM HA yueOy, HO 3allljla B FOBEITUPHBIN
MarasuH U TYT e Kymnuia KoJybe 3a 20 Teicsau pyouneit. [Ipunuiock
BBIKPYUMBAThCS: Y MEHS Ky4a KpeIUuToB. Bee yske CMUPUITUCH € TEM, UTO 5
KQ)KJIbII MeCSI IPOUTY JE€HBIH JI0 3apIliaThl.

WHora mpuxoauT COXaaeHUe, YTO sl MHOTO MOTPaTHIIa, TOTOMY 4TO
OCTaBIIIEEeCs JI0 3apIUIaThl BpeMsl CHXKY Ha 0JiHOM rpeuke. Kopro ceds
32 HEpalMOHAIBHOCTh, 00€Iat0 0O0JIbIIIE CTOJIBKO HE TpaTuTh. Ho Koraa
MOJIy4aro AE€HbI'M — CHOBA M1y B Mara3uH. OTO HE JICUNUTCH.

OpauH pa3 MeHs cnaciio To, YTO s OT/AaJia ACHbIH nare. S npItanach NOTOM
MOBTOPUTD 3TOT OMBIT, HO HUYEM XOPOIIUM OH HE 3aKOHYMJICA: S Hayaja
TpeOOBaTh IEHBIU O0OPATHO, U MBI J1a’K€ MOAPAITHUCH.

910 Kak HapKoTUK. CAepKaTh OT MOKYIOK ce0si HeBO3MOKHO. Ecinu s
MBITAIOCh, TO JIOJITO XOKY KPyraMu, U BC€ paBHO CpbiBatoCh. Ceroius 1,
KOHEYHO, MOy B Mara3suHsl, Ha0epy KOP3UHOK MOOOJIbIIE. YIKE 3HaAI0, I1€
Oyzaet BbIOOD, I/I€ cTapble, a r1e HoBble Benu. Kakoe-To Bpems s paborana
IIPOJABIIOM, IO3TOMY MOTY CKa3aTh, YTO CKUAKU ACHCTBUTEIBHO JEIA0T
MCKYCCTBEHHO: B TEUEHUE HEENIH LIEHBI 3aBbIIIAIOT, @ IOTOM SIKOOBI CHHKAIOT.
Ho c yuetoMm Oyayiiei mepeolieHKr — BEId UMEIOT CBOMCTBO JI0POKATh —
BBIT0/Ia €CTh.

CHAPTER 3

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

| WALK THROUGH THE door of our flat to see Suze, my flatmate, sitting
in one of her strange yoga positions, with her eyes closed. Her fair hair is
scrunched up in a knot, and she’s wearing black leggings together with the
ancient T-shirt she always wears for yoga. It’s the one her dad was wearing
when he rowed Oxford to victory, and she says it gives her good vibes.

For a moment I’m silent. I don’t want to disturb her in case yoga is like
sleepwalking and you’re not meant to wake people when they’re doing it. But
then Suze opens her eyes and looks up — and the first thing she says is “Denny
and George! Becky, you’re not serious.”

“Yes,” I say, grinning from ear to ear. “I bought myself a scarf.”

“Show me!” says Suze, unwinding herself from the floor. “Show-me-show-
me-show-me!” She comes over and starts tugging at the strings of the carrier,
like a kid. “I want to see your new scarf! Show me!”

This is why | love sharing a flat with Suze. Julia, my old flatmate, would
have wrinkled her brow and said, “Denny and who?” or, “That’s a lot of money
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for a scarf.” But Suze completely and utterly understands. If anything, she’s
worse than me.

But then, she can afford to be. Although she’s twenty-five, like me, her
parents still give her pocket money. It’s called an “allowance” and apparently
comes from some family trust — but as far as I can see, it’s pocket money. Her
parents also bought her a flat in Fulham as a twenty-first birthday present and
she’s been living in it ever since, half working and half dossing about.

She was in PR for a (very) short while, and that’s when I met her, on a
press trip to an offshore bank on Guernsey. As a matter of fact, she was working
for Brandon Communications. Without being rude — she admits it herself —
she was the worst PR girl I've ever come across. She completely forgot which
bank she was supposed to be promoting, and started talking enthusiastically
about one of their competitors. The man from the bank looked crosser and
crosser, while all the journalists pissed themselves laughing. Suze got in big
trouble over that. In fact, that’s when she decided PR wasn’t the career for her.
(The other way of putting it is that Luke Brandon gave her the sack as soon as
they got back to London. Another reason not to like him.)

But the two of us had a whale of a time sloshing back wine until the early
hours. Actually, Suze had a secret little weep at about two a.m. and said she was
hopeless at every job she’d tried and what was she going to do? I said I thought
she was far too interesting and creative to be one of those snooty Brandon C
girls. Which I wasn’t just saying to be nice, it’s completely true. I gave her a big
hug and she cried some more, then we both cheered up and ordered another
bottle of wine, and tried on all each other’s clothes. I lent Suze my belt with the
square silver buckle, which, come to think of it, she’s never given back. And we
kept in touch ever since.

Then, when Julia suddenly upped and ran off with the professor
supervising her Ph.D. (she was a dark horse, that one), Suze suggested | move in
with her. I’'m sure the rent she charges is too low, but I’ve never insisted I pay
the full market rate, because I couldn’t afford it. As market rates go, I’m nearer
Elephant and Castle than Fulham on my salary. How can normal people afford
to live in such hideously expensive places?

“Bex, open it up!” Suze is begging. “Let me see!” She’s grabbing inside the
bag with eager long fingers, and | pull it away quickly before she rips it. This
bag is going on the back of my door along with my other prestige carrier bags,
to be used in a casual manner when I need to impress. (Thank God they didn’t
print special “Sale” bags. I hate shops that do that. What’s the point of having a
posh bag with “Sale” splashed all over it?)

Very slowly, | take the dark green box out of the bag, remove the lid, and
unfold the tissue paper. Then, almost reverentially, I lift up the scarf. It’s
beautiful. It’s even more beautiful here than it was in the shop. I drape it around
my neck and grin stupidly at Suze.

“Oh, Bex,” she murmurs. “It’s gorgeous!”
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For a moment we are both silent. It’s as though we’re communing with a
higher being. The god of shopping.

Then Suze has to go and ruin it all.

“You can wear it to see James this weekend,” she says.

“I can’t,” I say almost crossly, taking it off again. “I’m not seeing him.”

“How come?”

“I’m not seeing him anymore.” I try to give a nonchalant shrug.

“Really?” Suze’s eyes widen. “Why not? You didn’t tell me!”

“I know.” I look away from her eager gaze. “It’s a bit. . awkward.”

“Did you chuck him? You hadn’t even shagged him!” Suze’s voice is
rising in excitement. She’s desperate to know. But am I desperate to tell? For a
moment | consider being discreet. Then | think, oh, what the hell?

“I know,” I say. “That was the problem.”

“What do you mean?” Suze leans forward. “Bex, what are you talking
about?” I take a deep breath and turn to face her.

“He didn’t want to.”

“Didn’t fancy you?”

“No. He—" I close my eyes, barely able to believe this myself. “He doesn’t
believe in sex before marriage.”

“You’re joking.” I open my eyes to see Suze looking at me in horror — as
if she’s just heard the worst profanity known to mankind. “You are joking,
Becky.” She’s actually pleading with me.

“I’m not.” | manage a weak smile. “It was a bit embarrassing, actually. |
kind of. . pounced on him, and he had to fight me off.”

The cringingly awful memory which I had successfully suppressed starts to
resurface. I’d met James at a party a few weeks back, and this was the crucial
third date. We’d been out for a really nice meal, which he’d insisted on paying
for, and had gone back to his place, and had ended up kissing on the sofa.

Well, what was | supposed to think? There he was, there | was — and make
no mistake, if his mind was saying no, his body was certainly saying yes, yes,
yes. So, being a modern girl, | reached for his trouser zip and began to pull it
down. When he reached down and brushed me aside | thought he was playing
games, and carried on, even more enthusiastically.

Thinking back, perhaps it took me longer than it should have to guess that
he wasn’t playing ball, so to speak. In fact, he actually had to punch me in the
face to get me off him — although he was very apologetic about it afterward.

Suze is gazing at me incredulously. Then she breaks into gurgles of
laughter.

“He had to fight you off? Bex, you man-eater!”

“Don’t!” I protest, half laughing, half embarrassed. “He was really sweet
about it. He asked, was I prepared to wait for him?”

“And you said, not bloody likely!” “Sort of.” I look away.

In fact, carried away with the moment, | seem to remember issuing him a
bit of a challenge. “Resist me now if you can, James,” I recall saying in a husky
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voice, gazing at him with what I thought were limpid, sexual eyes. “But you’ll
be knocking at my door within the week.”

Well, it’s been over a week now, and I haven’t heard a peep. Which, if you
think about it, is pretty unflattering.

“But that’s hideous!” Suze is saying. “What about sexual compatibility?”

“Dunno.” I shrug. “I guess he’s willing to take that gamble.”

Suze gives a sudden giggle. “Did you get a look at his. .”

“No! He wouldn’t let me near it!”

“But could you feel it? Was it tiny?” Suze’s eyes gleam wickedly. “I bet
it’s teeny. He’s hoping to kid some poor girl into marrying him and being stuck
with a teeny todger all her life. Narrow escape, Bex!” She reaches for her packet
of Silk Cut and lights up.

“Stay away!” I say. “I don’t want my scarf smelling of smoke!”

“So what are you doing this weekend?” she asks, taking a drag. “Will you
be OK? Do you want to come down to the country?”

This is how Suze always refers to her family’s second home in Hampshire.
The Country. As though her parents own some small, independent nation that
nobody else knows about.

“No, ‘s’OK,” I say, morosely picking up the TV guide. “I’m going to
Surrey. Visit my parents.”

“Oh well,” says Suze. “Give your mum my love.”

“I will,” I say. “And you give my love to Pepper.”

Pepper is Suze’s horse. She rides him about three times a year, if that, but
whenever her parents suggest selling him she gets all hysterical. Apparently he
costs £15,000 a year to run. Fifteen thousand pounds. And what does he do for
his money? Just stands in a stable and eats apples. I wouldn’t mind being a
horse.

“Oh yeah, that reminds me,” says Suze. “The council tax bill came in. It’s
three hundred each.”

“Three hundred pounds?” I look at her in dismay. “What, straight away?”

“Yeah. Actually, it’s late. Just write me a check or something.”

“Fine,” I say airily. “Three hundred quid coming up.”

| reach for my bag and write a check out straight away. Suze is S0 generous
about the rent, | always pay my share of the bills, and sometimes add a bit extra.
But still, I'm feeling cold as I hand it over. Three hundred pounds gone, just like
that. And I’ve still got that bloody VISA bill to think of. Not a great month. “Oh,
and someone called,” adds Suze, and squints at a piece of paper. “Erica Parsnip.
Is that right?”” “Erica Parsnip?” Sometimes I think Suze’s mind has been
expanded just a little too often. “Parnell. Erica Parnell from Endwich Bank. Can
you call her.” I stare at Suze, frozen in horror.

“She called here? She called this number?”

“Yes. This afternoon.”

“Oh shit.” My heart starts to thump. “What did you say? Did you say I’ve
got glandular fever?”
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“What?” It’s Suze’s turn to stare. “Of course I didn’t say you’ve got bloody
glandular fever!”

“Did she ask about my leg? Anything about my health at all?” “No! She
just said where were you? And | said you were at work—" “Suze!” I wail in
dismay.

“Well, what was | supposed to say?”

“You were supposed to say I was in bed with glandular fever and a broken
leg!”

“Well, thanks for the warning!” Suze gazes at me, eyes narrowed, and
crosses her legs back into the lotus position. Suze has got the longest, thinnest,
wiriest legs I’ve ever known. When she’s wearing black leggings she looks just
like a spider. “What’s the big deal, anyway?” she says. “Are you overdrawn?”
Am | overdrawn?

I smile back as reassuringly as | can. If Suze had any idea of my real
situation, she’d need more than yoga to calm her down.

“Just a tad.” I give a careless shrug. “But I'm sure it’ll work itself out. No
need to worry!”

There’s silence, and I look up to see Suze tearing up my check. For a
moment I’'m completely silenced, then I stutter, “Suze! Don’t be stupid!”

“Pay me back when you’re in the black,” she says firmly.

“Thanks, Suze,” I say in a suddenly thickened voice — and as | give her a
big hug | can feel tears jumping into my eyes. Suze has got to be the best friend
I’ve ever had.

But there’s a tense feeling in my stomach, which stays with me all evening
and is still there when I wake up the next morning. A feeling I can’t even shift
by thinking about my Denny and George scarf. | lie in bed staring up at the
ceiling and, for the first time in months, calculate how much | owe to
everybody.

The bank, VISA, my Harvey Nichols card, my Debenhams card, my
Fenwicks card. . And now Suze, too.

It’s about. . let’s think. . it’s about £6,000.

A cold feeling creeps over me as | contemplate this figure. How on earth
am I going to find £6,000? I could save £6 a week for a thousand weeks. Or £12
a week for five hundred weeks. Or. . or £60 a week for a hundred weeks. That’s
more like it. But how the hell am I going to find £60 a week?

Or | could bone up on lots of general knowledge and go on a game show.
Or invent something really clever. Or | could. . win the lottery. At the thought, a
lovely warm glow creeps over me, and | close my eyes and snuggle back down
into bed. The lottery is by far the best solution.

I wouldn’t aim to win the jackpot of course — that’s completely unlikely.
But one of those minor prizes. There seem to be heaps of those going around.
Say, £100,000. That would do. I could pay off all my debts, buy a car, buy a flat.

Actually, better make it £200,000. Or a quarter of a million.
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Or, even better, one of those shared jackpots. “The five winners will each
receive £1.3 million.” (I love the way they say that: “One point three.” As if that
extra £300,000 is a tiny, insignificant amount. As if you wouldn’t notice
whether it was there or not.)

One point three million should see me straight. And it’s not being greedy,
IS it, to want to share your jackpot? Please, God, | think, let me win the lottery
and | promise to share nicely.

And so, on the way down to my parents’ house I stop off at a petrol station
to buy a couple of lottery tickets. Choosing the numbers takes about half an
hour. | know 44 always does well, and 42. But what about the rest? | write out a
few series of numbers on a piece of paper and squint at them, trying to imagine
them on the telly. 1 6 9 16 23 44

No! Terrible! What am | thinking of? One never comes up, for a start. And
6 and 9 look wrong, too. 3

14 21 25 36 44

That’s a bit better. I fill in the numbers on the ticket. 5 11 18 27 28 42

I’m quite impressed by this one. It looks like a winner. I can just imagine
Moira Stewart reading it out on the news. “One ticket-holder, believed to live in
southwest London, has won an estimated jackpot of £10 million.”

For a moment, I feel faint. What’ll I do with £10 million? Where will 1
start?

Well, a huge party to begin with. Somewhere smart but cool, with loads of
champagne and dancing and a taxi service so no one has to drive. And going-
home presents, like really nice bubble bath or something. (Does Calvin Klein do
bubble bath?)

Then I’ll buy houses for all my family and friends, of course. I lean against
the lottery stand and close my eyes to concentrate. Suppose | buy twenty houses
at £250,000 each. That’ll leave me. . 5 million. Plus about £50,000 on the party.

So that’s £4,950,000. Oh, and I need £6,000 to pay off all my credit cards
and overdraft. Plus £300

for Suze. Call it £7,000. So that leaves. . £4,943,000.

Obviously, I’'ll do loads for charity. In fact, I’ll probably set up a charitable
foundation. I’ll support all those unfashionable charities that get ignored, like
skin diseases and home helps for the elderly. And I’ll send a great big check to
my old English teacher, Mrs. James, so she can restock the school library.

Perhaps they’ll even rename it after me. The Bloomwood Library.

Oh, and £300 for that swirly coat in Whistles, which I must buy before
they’re all snapped up. So how much does that leave? Four million, nine
hundred and forty-three thousand, minus—

“Excuse me.” A voice interrupts me and | look up dazedly. The woman
behind is trying to get at the pen.

“Sorry,” I say, and politely make way. But the interruption has made me
lose track of my calculations. Was it 4 million or 5 million?
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Then, as | see the woman looking at my bit of paper covered in scribbled
numbers, an awful thought strikes me. What if one of my rejected sets of
numbers actually comes up? What if 1 6 9 16 23 44 comes up tonight and |
haven’t entered it? All my life, I’d never forgive myself.

I quickly fill in tickets for all the combinations of numbers written on my
bit of paper. That’s nine tickets in all. Nine quid — quite a lot of money, really.
I almost feel bad about spending it. But then, that’s nine times as many chances
of winning, isn’t it?

And I now have a very good feeling about 1 6 9 16 23 44. Why has that
particular set of numbers leapt into my mind and stayed there? Maybe someone,
somewhere, is trying to tell me something.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 3

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
2. knot a. BUOpanuu
3. grin b. OGmaroroBeitHbIit
4, snooty C. GecrneunsbIi, 6€33a00THBIN
5. reverential d. 60roxynbcTBO, MPOG-IIHSI
6. nonchalant €. y3en
7. flattering f. yHBIHWE, TPUBECTH B YHBIHUE
8. profanity g. CKOCHTB\Cs
9. vibes h. cosepriath, pa3MbIILISTH
10. morose I. CBEpHYTBCS KAJIAYMKOM, TIPUIOTHUTHCS
11. dismay J. YTpIOMBIi, MpauyHBIT
12. squint K. yXMBUISITBCS
13. contemplate |. BBICOKOMEpHBIit
14. snuggle M. JIECTHBIN, KOMILJIMMEHTAPHBIN
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2. Make word combinations.

1. give smb a. strings YBOJIUTh
2. look b. shrug CMOTPETH KOCO, CEPIAUTO
3. give C. voice CO00IIaTh BUOpAIIUU
4. higher d. compatibility BBICIIICE CYIIICCTBO
5. husky e. faint XPHUIUIBIN TOJIOC
6. sexual f. being CEKC-51 COBMECTUMOCTD
7. feel g. cross ociadeTh
8. nonchalant h. vibes JepraTh 3a CTPYHbI
9.tug I. sack 0€33a00T-¢ MmoXkaTHe IIeuaMu
3. Complete with prepositions.
> She was the worst PR girl I have ever come .....
> We ended .. Kkissing on the sofa.
> Susie is gazing .. me incredulously.
> Then she breaks .... laughter.
> The country — this is how Susie refers .. her family’s second home.
> With the win I could pay ... all my debts.
> | fill .. the numbers on the ticket.

B

Translate into English.

Bubpariuu roBopsiT rpoMye 0B
Tyroi1 y3en

[IputoTuThbes B ramMmake moji 1yoom
MpauHoe HaCTpOECHHE ITYOOKON MEJIaHXOJINU
OOBUHUTH B OOTOXYJIHCTBE
JlecTHBIN OT3HIB

B yHBIHHH, cO3epLaTh CBOIO CMEPTH
Omna OecrniedyHo Mokaja rmiedyaMu
bnarorosenHsIN B310X

Kocsimue rimasza 1 Xpuruibiii 1ooc
Jlepratb CTpyHBI cepia
YXMBUIBHYTBHCA OT yXa JI0 yXa
biraroroBeHbIi MOKIOH
be33a00THBIN TaHEI] CTPEKO3
JlecTHOE BHMMAaHUE /ISl aBTOpa
MpauHblii BUJT

Pa3mpisates o Oymyriem

MpayHoe yHbIHHE

VVVVVVVVVVYVVVVVVVY
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CxocHThCS Ha IMUCTOJIET

VY 10XUTh BOJIOCHI BBICOKO B Y3€I

CMoTpeTh Ha MKOHY 0J1aroroBeiHO
BricokomepHBI€ MPoAaBIIUIIBI

311006Has yXMbUIKa U OOTOXYJIbCTBO Ha MyOJUKe
bnaroroseiHbIli TOH

becneunnlii cmex

CxocHTBCS Ha JICHEKKH

JIbCcTUBBIE BRIpAKEHUS MTPEAAHHOCTH
[IputOTUTHCS B CTAIIBHOM MEIITKE

VVVVVVVVYVYY

COMPREHENSION CHECK

5. Rebecca and Suze, what do they have in common? How
are they different? Use both, neither... nor .

similarities differences

6. Answer the questions.

v" What did Suze use to wear for her yoga?
Why?

v" Why was she the worst PR girl in
Brandon Communications during her short
career?

v" How did it happen that Bex started
sharing a flat with Suze?
v' What’s about Suze’s life style?
v" How did Bex and James meet?
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v" Why didn’t they make a happy couple? Why didn’t he knock on her
door or make a call a week later?

v" Why did Suze tear up Bex’s check?

v How much does she owe now?

v" Who is breathing down her neck?

v' Is there any real escape?

v" How many lottery tickets does she buy? Why?

TRANSLATION WORK

7. Translate into English using new vocabulary?

MoHO0J10TH 3as11JIBIX IIONOI0JINKOB

Kak TpaTut monorosauk-
1807001 (0] O

Bospuryto yacTe MOEH KU3HU Y MEHS
OBLIIM I€HBI'U TOJIBKO Ha HEOOXOIUMOE.
[ToToMm s BbIIILIA 3aMY3K, HO COBECTh MOSI
HE N03BOJIsUIA TPATUTh I€HbIM My>ka. Y TyT s mouuia paboTath U 3apadaThIBaTh.
Kak ke mpuaTHO HIyplIaTh Y€CTHO 3apab0TaHHBIMU JI€HbIAMHU, HO €I1Ie
NpUSATHEN — TPaTUTh X Ha ceOs. [lokynaTh TO, 4TO HUKOT/1a HE MOTJIa KYIIUTb.
Bort TyT-TO M nIOHECTACK.

Kornma moen 3apruiaTel CTajgo XBaTaTh HA COACPKAHUE CEMbH, Y MEHS
nosiBUack 3aHadku. W g1 Hayana nokymnars. Ho MeHs Bceraa rnocie nokyrnok
MYYHMJIO 4YyBCTBO BUHBIL. [l03TOMY 5 O-nIpeskHEMyY npuoOpeTasa Bce IEHIeBOe U
HeHyxHoe. [Tokynate qoporue Bemu MeHs )xada aymmiia IpsMo B Mara3uHe.
eI Ha pacupojaxax, KUTalcKyto 00yBb, IpeOeieHb ISl KyXHU, BAHHOMH,
100500-b1e TeHH, TOMAIBI, JTaKH, KAHI[TOBAPHI, 3aKOJKHU JJIsI BOJIOC, UTPYIIKH,
CJIaJIOCTH, CIIOPTTOBAPHI, YKpAIIEHUs. .. Sl HECKOJIBKO pa3 B ACHb XOAMIIA O
Mara3uHam, JOPOTHM U JIEUIEBbIM, CyllepMapKeTaM U I0BEJIUPHBIM casioHam. 1
HUKOTI/Ia HE BBIXOJIWJIA U3 HUX C IYCThIMHU pykaMmH. Sl Oblia cyacTiausa.

Ho xorpa s Bo3Bpalajiach 10MOW U CMOTpEsia He BCE 3TH BEIIH, s Oblja B
OTYATHUM. DTO K CKOJIBKO MOJE3HOT0 MOKHO OBbLIO Obl KYyIIUTh, MJIH YTO-TO
JOpOroe, KaYeCTBEHHOE U HY)KHOE. A Ha CJIEAYIOIIMi IEHb sl CHOBA 1A
NOKYTIaTh.

CnaBa Oory, MEHsSI OCTAHOBUJIM HE KPEIUTHI, HE Pa30pEHUE, HE CEMBbS JaXKe,
a CIIMCOK M BeChl. MHE MCIIOJIHWIOCH ABAALATH IIECTh, U 51 PELINJIA UyTh-4yTh
YHOPSIOYHUTH CBOKO >kM3Hb. Hanpumep, BBIKMHYTH cTapbe. s 3Toro Mue
MOHAI00MIIOCH c/ienaTh YOOpKy B mikadax. Bee Bemu u3 rapaepoba s
npuMepsijia U 3aluchbiBajia B OJIOKHOT. Sl y)kacHyach, Kyda JCHICBBIX U\WJIH
cTapbix Benleil. M rimaBHoe, B OOJBIIYIO YaCTh U3 HUX 51 HE OMELIAI0Ch, WU
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BBITJISIKY, Kak OepeMeHHbI TapakaH. [locnencTBusi HEKOHTPOIUPYEMOK
MOKYTIKU BCSIKOM BpeaHOM efibl. [I[puMepHO ¢ TOro MOMEHTa HauajaoCch MOE
JBWXEHHE 10 Kypcy “Hudero nuiiHero”.

[Toka 4TO 51 HE MOJIelIb, HO Sl UYBCTBYIO €051 3110pOBEE, BHIHOCIHUBEE U
yBepeHHee. [loka uTo s 3aBrCcHMast, KOTOpasi OOUTCS COPBATHCS, HO 5 IEPIKYCh, 5
y>K€ YyBCTBYIO €05 JTyUllIe.

OTa ucTopHUs HE CTOJIBKO O HIOMOTr0JIU3ME, CKOJIBKO O IIPOLEcce
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CHAPTER 4

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

WHEN I ARRIVE AT my parents’ house, they are in the middle of an
argument. Dad is halfway up a stepladder in the garden, poking at the gutter on
the side of the house, and Mum is sitting at the wroughtiron garden table, leafing
through a Past Times catalogue. Neither of them even looks up when | walk
through the patio doors.

“All I’'m saying is that they should set a good example!” Mum is
exclaiming. She’s looking good, I think as I sit down. New hair color — pale
brown with just a hint of gray — and a very nice red poloneck jumper. Perhaps
I’1l borrow that tomorrow.

“And you think exposing themselves to danger is a good example, is it?”
replies Dad, looking down from the ladder. He’s got quite a few more gray
hairs, I notice with a slight shock. Mind you, gray hair looks quite distinguished
on him. “You think that would solve the problem?”

“Danger!” says Mum derisively. “Don’t be so melodramatic, Graham. Is
that the opinion you really have of British society?”

“Hi, Mum,” I say. “Hi, Dad.”

“Becky agrees with me. Don’t you, darling?” says Mum, and points to a
page of Past Times, full of 1930s reproduction jewelry and trinket boxes.
“Lovely cardigan,” she adds sotto voce. “Look at that embroidery!” | follow her
gaze and see a long, purple coatlike garment covered in colorful Art Deco
swirls. I’d save the page and get it for her birthday — if I didn’t know she’ll
probably have bought it herself by next week.

“Of course Becky doesn’t agree with you!” retorts my dad. “It’s the most
ridiculous idea I’ve ever heard.”

“No it’s not!” says Mum indignantly. “Becky, you think it would be a good
idea for the royal family to travel by public transport, don’t you, darling?”
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“Well. .” I say cautiously. “I hadn’t really. .”

“You think the queen should travel to official engagements on the ninety-
three bus?” scoffs Dad.

“And why not? Maybe then the ninety-three bus would become more
efficient!”

“So,” I say, sitting down next to Mum. “How are things?”

“You realize this country is on the verge of gridlock?” says Mum, as if she
hasn’t heard me. “If more people don’t start using public transport, our roads are
going to seize up.” My dad shakes his head.

“And you think the queen traveling on the ninety-three bus would solve the
problem. Never mind the security problems, never mind the fact that she’d be
able to do far fewer engagements. .”

“I didn’t mean the queen, necessarily,” retorts Mum. “But some of those
others. Princess Michael of Kent, for example. She could travel by tube, every
so often, couldn’t she? These people need to learn about real life.”

The last time my mum traveled on the tube was about 1983.

“Shall I make some coffee?” I say brightly.

“If you ask me, this gridlock business is utter nonsense,” says my dad. He
jumps down from the stepladder and brushes the dirt off his hands. “It’s all
propaganda.” “Propaganda?” exclaims my mum in outrage.

“Right,” I say hurriedly. “Well, I’'ll go and put the kettle on.”

| walk back into the house, flick the kettle on in the kitchen, and sit down at
the table in a nice patch of sunshine. I’ve already forgotten what my mum and
dad are arguing about. They’ll just go round and round in circles and agree it’s
all the fault of Tony Blair. Anyway, [’ve got more important things to think
about. I’'m trying to figure out exactly how much I should give to Philip, my
boss, after I win the lottery. I can’t leave him out, of course — but is cash a bit
tacky? Would a present be better? Really nice cufflinks, perhaps. Or one of
those picnic hampers with all the plates inside. (Clare Edwards, obviously, will
get nothing.)

Sitting alone in the sunny kitchen, | feel as though I have a little glowing
secret inside me. I’'m going to win the lottery. Tonight, my life is going to
change. God, I can’t wait. Ten million pounds. Just think, tomorrow I’ll be able
to buy anything | want. Anything!

The newspaper’s open in front of me at the property section and I
carelessly pick it up to peruse expensive houses. Where shall | live? Chelsea?
Notting Hill? Mayfair? Belgravia, | read. Magnificent seven-bedroom detached
house with staff annex and mature garden. Well, that sounds all right. | could
cope with seven bedrooms in Belgravia. My eye flicks complacently down to
the price and stops still with shock. Six point five million pounds. That’s how
much they’re asking. Six and a half million.

I feel stunned and slightly angry. Are they serious? I haven’t got anything
like £6.5 million. I’ve only got about. . 4 million left. Or was it 5? I stare at the

65



page, feeling cheated. Lottery winners are supposed to be able to buy anything
they want — but already I’m feeling poor and inadequate.

| shove the paper aside and reach for a freebie brochure full of gorgeous
white duvet covers at £100 each. That’s more like it. When I’ve won the lottery
I’1l only ever have crisp white duvet covers, I decide. And I’ll have a white cast-
iron bed and painted wooden shutters and a fluffy white dressing gown.

“So, how’s the world of finance?” Mum’s voice interrupts me and I look
up. She’s bustling into the kitchen, still holding her Past Times catalogue. “Have
you made the coffee? Chop chop, darling!”

“I was going to,” I say, and make a half move from my chair. But, as
always, Mum’s there before me. She reaches for a ceramic storage jar I’ve never
seen before and spoons coffee into a new gold caféticre.

Mum’s terrible. She’s always buying new stuff for the kitchen — and she
just gives the old stuff to charity shops. New kettles, new toasters. . We’ve
already had three new rubbish bins this year — dark green, then chrome, and
now yellow translucent plastic. | mean, what a waste of money.

“That’s a nice skirt!” she says, looking at me as though for the first time.
“Where’s that from?” “DKNY,” I mumble back.

“Very pretty,” she says. “Was it expensive?”

“Not really,” I say. “About fifty quid.”

This is not strictly true. It was nearer 150. But there’s no point telling Mum
how much things really cost, because she’d have a coronary. Or, in fact, she’d
tell my dad first — and then they’d both have coronaries, and I’d be an orphan.

So what | do is work in two systems simultaneously. Real prices and Mum
prices. It’s a bit like when everything in the shop is 20 percent off, and you walk
around mentally reducing everything. After a while, you get quite practiced.

The only difference is, | operate a sliding-scale system, a bit like income
tax. It starts off at 20 percent (if it really cost £20, I say it cost £16) and rises up
to. . well, to 90 percent if necessary. | once bought a pair of boots that cost £200,
and I told Mum they were £20 in the sale. And she believed me.

“So, are you looking for a flat?” she says, glancing over my shoulder at the
property pages.

“No,” I say sulkily, and flick over a page of my brochure. My parents are
always on at me to buy a flat. Do they know how much flats cost?

“Apparently, Thomas has bought a very nice little starter home in Reigate,”
she says, nodding toward our next-door neighbors. “He commutes.” She says
this with an air of satisfaction, as though she’s telling me he’s won the Nobel
Peace Prize.

“Well, I can’t afford a flat,” I say. “Or a starter home.”

Not yet, anyway, I think. Not until eight o’clock tonight. Hee hee hee.

“Money troubles?” says Dad, coming into the kitchen. “You know, there
are two solutions to money troubles.”
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His eyes are twinkling, and I just know he’s about to give me some clever
little aphorism. Dad has a saying for every subject under the sun — as well as a
wide selection of limericks and truly terrible jokes. Sometimes 1 like listening to
them. Sometimes I don’t.

“C.B.,” says Dad, his eyes twinkling. “Or M.M.M.”

He pauses for effect and I turn the page of my brochure, pretending I can’t
hear him.

“Cut Back,” says my dad, “or Make More Money. One or the other. Which
is it to be, Becky?”

“Oh, both, I expect,” I say airily, and turn another page of my brochure. To
be honest, I almost feel sorry for Dad. It’ll be quite a shock for him when his
only daughter becomes a multimillionaire overnight.

After lunch, Mum and I go along to a craft fair in the local primary school.
I’m really just going to keep Mum company, and I’m certainly not planning to
buy anything — but when we get there, I find a stall full of amazing handmade
cards, only £1.50 each! So I buy ten. After all, you always need cards, don’t
you? There’s also a gorgeous blue ceramic plant holder with little elephants
going round it — and I’ve been saying for ages we should have more plants in
the flat. So I buy that, too. Only fifteen quid. Craft fairs are such a bargain,
aren’t they? You go along thinking they’ll be complete rubbish — but you can
always find something you want.

Mum’s really happy, too, as she’s found a pair of candlesticks for her
collection. She’s got collections of candlesticks, toast racks, pottery jugs, glass
animals, embroidered samplers, and thimbles. (Personally, I don’t think the
thimbles count as a proper collection, because she got the whole lot, including
the cabinet, from an ad at the back of the Mail on Sunday magazine. But she
never tells anybody that. In fact, I shouldn’t have mentioned it.)

So anyway, we’re both feeling rather pleased with ourselves, and decide to
go for a cup of tea. Then, on the way out, we pass one of those really sad stalls
which no one is going near; the kind people glance at once, then quickly walk
past. The poor guy behind it looks really sorry for himself, so | pause to have a
look. And no wonder no one’s stopping. He’s selling weird-shaped wooden
bowls, and matching wooden cutlery. What on earth is the point of wooden
cutlery?

“That’s nice!” I say brightly, and pick one of the bowls up.

“Hand-crafted applewood,” he says. “Took a week to make.”

Well, it was a waste of a week, if you ask me. It’s shapeless and the wood’s
a nasty shade of brown. But as | go to put it back down again, he looks so
doleful I feel sorry for him and turn it over to look at the price, thinking if it’s a
fiver I’ll buy it. But it’s eighty quid! I show the price to Mum, and she pulls a
little face.

“That particular piece was featured in Elle Decoration last month,” says the
man mournfully, and produces a cutout page. And at his words, | freeze. Elle
Decoration? Is he joking?
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He’s not joking. There on the page, in full color, is a picture of a room,
completely empty except for a suede beanbag, a low table, and a wooden bowil. |
stare at it incredulously.

“Was it this exact one?” | ask, trying not to sound too excited. “This exact
bowl?” As he nods, my grasp tightens round the bowl. I can’t believe it. I’'m
holding a piece of Elle Decoration. How cool is that? Now | feel incredibly
stylish and trendy — and wish | were wearing white linen trousers and had my
hair slicked back like Yasmin Le Bon to match.

It just shows I’ve got good taste. Didn’t I pick out this bowl — sorry, this
piece — all by myself? Didn’t I spot its quality? Already I can see our sitting
room redesigned entirely around it, all pale and minimalist. Eighty quid. That’s
nothing for a timeless piece of style like this.

“I’ll have it,” I say determinedly, and reach inside my bag for my
checkbook. The thing is, | remind myself, buying cheap is actually a false
economy. It’s much better to spend a little more and make a serious purchase
that’ll last for a lifetime. And this bowl is quite clearly a classic. Suze is going to
be so impressed.

When we get back home, Mum goes straight inside, but | stay in the
driveway, carefully transferring my purchases from her car to mine. “Becky!
What a surprise!”

Oh God. It’s Martin Webster from next door, leaning over the fence with a
rake in his hand and a huge friendly smile on his face. Martin has this way of
always making me feel guilty, I don’t know why.

Actually I do know why. It’s because I know he was always hoping |
would grow up and marry Tom, his son. And I haven’t. The history of my
relationship with Tom is: he asked me out once when we were both about
sixteen and | said no, | was going out with Adam Moore. That was the end of it
and thank God for that. To be perfectly honest, | would rather marry Martin
himself than marry Tom.

“Hi!” I say overenthusiastically. “How are you?”

“Oh, we’re all doing well,” says Martin. “You heard Tom’s bought a
house?”

“Yes,” I say. “In Reigate. Fantastic!”

“It’s got two bedrooms, shower room, reception room, and open-plan
kitchen,” he recites. “Limed oak units in the kitchen.”

“Gosh,” I say. “How fab.”

“Tom’s thrilled with it,” says Martin. “Janice!” he adds in a yell. “Come
and see who’s here!” A moment later, Janice appears on the front doorstep,
wearing her floral apron. “Becky!” she says. “What a stranger you’ve become!
How long is it?”” Now I feel guilty for not visiting my parents more often.

“Well,” I say, trying to give a nonchalant smile. “You know. I’m quite busy
with my job and everything.”

“Oh yes,” says Janice, giving an awestricken nod. “Your job.”
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Somewhere along the line, Janice and Martin have got it into their heads
that I’m this high-powered financial whiz kid. I’ve tried telling them that really,
I’'m not — but the more I deny it, the more high powered they think [ am. It’s a
catch-22. They now think I’m high powered and modest.

Still, who cares? It’s actually quite fun, playing a financial genius.

“Yes, actually we’ve been quite busy lately,” I say coolly. “What with the
merger of SBG and

Rutland.”

“Of course,” breathes Janice.

“You know, that reminds me,” says Martin suddenly. “Becky, wait there.
Back in two ticks.” He disappears before I can say anything, and I’'m left
awkwardly with Janice.

“So,” I say inanely. “I hear Tom’s got limed oak units in his kitchen!”

This is literally the only thing I can think of to say. | smile at Janice, and
wait for her to reply. But instead, she’s beaming at me delightedly. Her face is
all lit up — and suddenly I realize I’ve made a huge mistake. I shouldn’t have
mentioned Tom’s bloody starter home. I shouldn’t have mentioned the limed
oak units. She’ll think I suddenly fancy Tom, now he’s got a starter home to his
name.

“It’s limed oak and Mediterranean tiles,” she says proudly. “It was a choice
of Mediterranean or

Farmhouse Quarry, and Tom chose Mediterranean.”

For an instant | consider saying | would have chosen Farmhouse Quarry.
But that seems a bit mean.

“Lovely,” I say. “And two bedrooms!”

Why can’t I get off the subject of this bloody starter home?

“He wanted two bedrooms,” says Janice. “After all, you never know, do
you?” She smiles coyly at

me, and ridiculously, | feel myself start to blush. Why am | blushing? This
1s so stupid. Now she thinks I fancy Tom. She’s picturing us together in the
starter home, making supper together in the limed oak kitchen.

| should say something. | should say, “Janice, I don’t fancy Tom. He’s too
tall and his breath smells.” But how on earth can I say that?

“Well, do give him my love,” I hear myself saying instead.

“I certainly will,” she says, and pauses. “Does he have your London
number?” Aarrgh!

“I think so,” I lie, smiling brightly. “And he can always get me here if he
wants.” Now everything I say sounds like some saucy double entendre. I can
just imagine how this conversation will be reported back to Tom. “She was
asking all about your starter home. And she asked you to call her!”

Life would be a lot easier if conversations were rewindable and erasable,
like videos. Or if you could instruct people to disregard what you just said, like
in a courtroom. Please strike from the record all references to starter homes and
limed oak kitchens.
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Luckily, at that moment, Martin reappears, clutching a piece of paper.

“Thought you might cast your eye over this,” he says. “We’ve had this
with-profits fund with Flagstaff Life for fifteen years. Now we’re thinking of
transferring to their new unit-linked growth fund.

What do you think?”

I don’t know. What’s he talking about, anyway? Some kind of savings
plan? Please don’t ask me, I want to say. Please ask someone who knows what
they’re talking about. But there’s no way they’ll believe that I’'m not a financial
genius — so I’ll just have to do the best I can.

| run my eye over the piece of paper in what | hope looks like a
knowledgeable fashion and nod several times. It’s a letter making some kind of
special offer if investors switch to this new fund. Sounds reasonable enough.

“The company wrote to us, saying we might want a higher return in our
retirement years,” says

Martin. “There’s a guaranteed sum, too.”

“And they’ll send us a carriage clock,” chimes in Janice. “Swiss-made.”

“Mmm,” I say, studying the letterhead intently. “Well, I should think that’s
quite a good idea.”

Flagstaff Life, I’'m thinking. ’'m sure I’ve heard something about them
recently. Which ones are Flagstaff Life? Oh yes! They’re the ones who threw a
champagne party at Soho Soho. That’s right. And Elly got incredibly pissed and
told David Salisbury from The Times that she loved him. It was a bloody good
party, come to think of it. One of the best.

Hmm. But wasn’t there something else? Something I’ve heard recently? |
wrinkle my nose, trying to remember. . but it’s gone. I’ve probably got it wrong,
anyway.

“D’you rate them as a company?” says Martin.

“Oh yes,” I say, looking up. “They’re very well regarded among the
profession.”

“Well then,” says Martin, looking pleased. “If Becky thinks it’s a good
idea. .”

“Yes, but, I really wouldn’t just listen to me!” I say quickly. “I mean, a
financial adviser or someone would know far more. .”

“Listen to her!” says Martin with a little chuckle. “The financial expert
herself.”

“You know, Tom sometimes buys your magazine,” puts in Janice. “Not
that he’s got much money now, what with the mortgage and everything. . But he
says your articles are very good! Tom says—"

“How nice!” I cut in. “Well, look, I really must go. Lovely to see you. And
love to Tom!”

And | turn into the house so quickly, I bump my knee on the door frame.
Then I feel a bit bad, and wish 1’d said good-bye nicely. But honestly! If | hear
one more word about bloody Tom and his bloody kitchen, I’ll go mad.
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By the time I sit down in front of the National Lottery, however, I’ve
forgotten all about them. We’ve had a nice supper — chicken Provencale from
Marks and Spencer, and a nice bottle of Pinot Grigio, which I brought. I know
the chicken Provencale comes from Marks and Spencer because [’ve bought it
myself, quite a few times. | recognized the sun-dried tomatoes and the olives,
and everything. Mum, of course, still acted like she’d made it from scratch, from
her own recipe.

I don’t know why she bothers. It isn’t like anyone would care — especially
when it’s just me and Dad. And I mean, it’s pretty obvious that there are never
any raw ingredients in our kitchen. There are lots of empty cardboard boxes and
lots of fully prepared meals — and nothing in between. But still Mum never
ever admits she’s bought a ready-made meal, not even when it’s a pie in a foil
container. My dad will eat one of those pies, full of plastic mushrooms and
gloopy sauce, and then say, with a perfectly straight face, “Delicious, my love.”
And my mum will smile back, looking all pleased with herself.

But tonight it’s not foil pie, it’s chicken Provencale. (To be fair, I suppose
it almost does look homemade — except no one would ever cut a red pepper up
that small for themselves, would they? People have more important things to
do.) So anyway, we’ve eaten it and we’ve drunk a fair amount of the Pinot
Grigio, and there’s an apple crumble in the oven — and I’ve suggested, casually,
that we all go and watch telly. Because | know from looking at the clock that the
National Lottery program has already started. In a matter of minutes, it’s all
going to happen. I cannot wait.

Luckily, my parents aren’t the sort who want to make conversation about
politics or talk about books. We’ve already caught up with all the family news,
and I’ve told them how my work’s going, and they’ve told me about their
holiday in Corsica — so by now, we’re grinding to a bit of a halt. We need the
telly on, if only as a conversational sounding board.

So we all troop into the sitting room, and my dad lights the gas flame-effect
fire and turns on the telly. And there it is! The National Lottery, in glorious
Technicolor. The lights are shining, and Dale Winton is joshing with Tiffany
from EastEnders, and every so often the audience gives an excited whoop. My
stomach’s getting tighter and tighter, and my heart’s going thump-thump-thump.
Because in a few minutes those balls are going to fall. In a few minutes ’'m
going to be a millionaire. | just know | am.

| lean calmly back on the sofa and think what I’ll do when I win. At the
very instant that [ win, I mean. Do I scream? Do I keep quiet? Maybe I shouldn’t
tell anyone for twenty-four hours. Maybe I shouldn’t tell anyone at all.

This new thought transfixes me. I could be a secret winner! | could have all
the money and none of the pressure. If people asked me how I could afford so
many designer clothes I’d just tell them I was doing lots of freelance work. Yes!
And I could transform all my friends’ lives anonymously, like a good angel.
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I’m just working out how big a house | could manage to buy without
everyone twigging, when a voice on the screen alerts me. “Question to number
three.” What?

“My favorite animal is the flamingo because it’s pink, fluffy, and has long
legs.” The girl sitting on the stool excitedly unwinds a pair of long glossy legs,
and the audience goes wild. | stare at her dazedly.

What’s going on? Why are we watching Blind Date?

“Now, this show used to be fun,” says Mum. “But it’s gone downhill.”
“You call this rubbish fun?” retorts my dad incredulously.

“Listen, Dad, actually, could we turn back to—"

“I didn’t say it was fun now. I said—"

“Dad!” I say, trying not to sound too panicky. “Could we just go back to
BBCI1 for a moment?”

Blind Date disappears and | sigh with relief. The next moment, an earnest
man in a suit fills the screen.

“What the police failed to appreciate,” he says in a nasal voice, “is that the
witnesses were not sufficiently—" “Dad!”

“Where’s the television guide?” he says impatiently. “There’s got to be
something better than this.”

“There’s the lottery!” I almost scream. “I want to watch the lottery!”

I know strictly speaking that whether I watch it or not won’t affect my
chances of winning — but I don’t want to miss the great moment, do I? You
might think I’m a bit mad, but I feel that if [ watch it, I can kind of communicate
with the balls through the screen. I’ll stare hard at them as they get tossed
around and silently urge on my winning numbers. It’s a bit like supporting a
team. Team 1 6 9 16 23 44.

Except the numbers never come out in order, do they?

Team 44 1236 9 16. Possibly. Or Team 236 1. .

Suddenly there’s a round of applause and Martine McCutcheon’s finished
her song. Oh my God. It’s about to happen. My life is about to change.

“The lottery’s become terribly commercialized, hasn’t it?”” says my mum,
as Dale Winton leads

Martine over to the red button. “It’s a shame, really.”

“What do you mean, it’s become commercialized?” retorts my dad.

“People used to play the lottery because they wanted to support the
charities.”

“No they didn’t! Don’t be ridiculous! No one gives a fig about the
charities. This is all about self, self, self.” Dad gestures toward Dale Winton
with the remote control and the screen goes dead.

“Dad!” I wail.

“So you think no one cares about the charities?”” says my mum into the
silence.

“That’s not what I said.”
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“Dad! Put it back on!” I screech. “Put-it-back-on!” I’'m about to wrestle
him for the remote control when he flicks it back on again.

| stare at the screen in utter disbelief. The first ball has already dropped.
And it’s 44. My number 44. . . last appeared three weeks ago. And here comes
the second ball. . And it’s number 1.”

I can’t move. It’s taking place, before my very eyes. I’'m actually winning
the lottery. I’m winning the bloody lottery!

Now that it’s happening, I feel surprisingly calm about it. It’s as if I’'ve
known, all my life, that this would happen. Sitting here silently on the sofa, |
feel as though I’m in a fly-on-the-wall documentary about myself. “Becky
Bloomwood always secretly knew she would win the lottery one day. But on the
day it happened, even she couldn’t have predicted. .”

“And another low one. Number 3.”

What? My mind snaps to and I stare perplexedly at the screen. That can’t
be right. They mean 23.

“And number 2, last week’s bonus ball.”

| feel cold all over. What the hell is going on? What are these numbers?

“And another low one! Number 4. A popular number — it’s had twelve
appearances so far this year.

And finally. . number 5! Well, I never! This is a bit of a first! Now, lining
them up in order. .”

No. This can’t be serious. This has to be a mistake. The winning lottery
numbers cannot possibly be 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 44. That’s not a lottery combination,
it’s a. . it’s an act of torture.

And | was winning. | was winning.

“Look at that!” my mum’s saying. “Absolutely incredible! One — two —
three — four — five — forty-four.”

“And why should that be incredible?” replies Dad. “It’s as likely as any
other combination.” “It can’t be!”

“Jane, do you know anything about the laws of probability?”

Quietly I get up and leave the room, as the National Lottery theme tune
blares out of the telly. 1 walk into the kitchen, sit down at the table, and bury my
head in my hands. I feel slightly shaky, to tell you the truth. How could | lose? |
was living in a big house and going on holiday to Barbados with all my friends,
and walking into Agnes b and buying anything I wanted. It felt so real.

And now, instead, I’m sitting in my parents’ kitchen, and I can’t afford to
go on holiday and I’ve just spent eighty quid on a wooden bowl I don’t even
like.

Miserably, I turn on the kettle, pick up a copy of Woman’s Journal lying on
the counter, and flick through it — but even that doesn’t cheer me up.
Everything seems to remind me of money. Maybe my dad’s right, I find myself
thinking dolefully. Maybe Cut Back is the answer. Suppose. . suppose | cut back
enough to save sixty quid a week. I’d have £6,000 in a hundred weeks.
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And suddenly my brain is alert. Six thousand quid. That’s not bad, is it?
And if you think about it, it can’t be that hard to save sixty quid a week. It’s only
the same as a couple of meals out. I mean, you’d hardly notice it.

God, yes. That’s what I’ll do. Sixty quid a week, every week. Maybe I’ll
even pay it into a special account. That new Lloyds high-yield sixty-day access
account with the tiered interest rates. It’ll be fantastic! I’ll be completely on top
of my finances — and when I’ve paid off my bills I’1l just keep saving. It’11
become a habit to be frugal. And at the end of every year I’ll splash out on one
classic investment like an Armani suit. Or maybe Christian Dior. Something
really classy, anyway.

I’11 start on Monday, I think excitedly, spooning chocolate Ovaltine into a
cup. What I’ll do is, I just won’t spend anything. All my spare money will
mount up, and I’ll be rich. This is going to be so great.
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few days, please ignore this letter.Your outstanding bill is currently £235.76.
The minimum payment is £43.00. You may pay by cash, check, or on the
enclosed bank giro credit slip. We look forward to receiving your
payment.Yours sincerely,John HunterCustomer Accounts Manager

OCTAGON — flair style * vision

Financial Services Department

8th Floor, Tower House

London Road, Winchester SO44 3DR

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood Charge Card Number 7854 4567Flat 24 Burney
Rd.London SW6 8FD 2 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: There’s never been a better time to spend!For a
limited time, we are offering

EXTRA POINTS on all purchases over £50 made with your Octagon Silver
Card — so take the opportunity now to add more points to your total and take
advantage of some of our Pointholders’ Gifts.Some of the fantastic gifts we are
offering include: An Italian leather bag 1,000 pointsA case of pink champagne
2,000 points Two flights to Paris** 5,000 points(Your current level is: 35
points)And remember, during this special offer period, you will gain two points
for every £5 spent! We look forward to welcoming you soon to take advantage
of this unique offer.Yours sincerely,Adrian SmithCustomer Services
Managerexcluding purchases at restaurants, pharmacy, newsstand, and
hairdresser *certain restrictions apply — see enclosed leaflet.
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CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC

CHAPTER 4

VOCABULARY WORK
7. Match the words to their meanings.

1.derisively[ai] a. 3aTop MAaIllMH Ha MEePEKPECTKE
2.freebie b. nacMmenumBo
3.distinguish C. Tpabmm
4.scoff d. npoHM3BIBATH, MAPATH30BATH
5.rake €. TIYMHTKCS, 3yOOCKAINTh, HACMEIIHUYATh
6.coy f. AKOHOMHBIN, CKapETHBIHI
7.gridlock g. xajsBa
8.saucy h. nmep3kuii
9.hint I.  OTIMYaTh, BEIACIATE
10.transfix J. 3aCTCHYUBBIN
11.frugal K. nHamek

2. Make word combinations.

1. polo neck v’ hamper A. ByHJIEDKUH]
2. picknick v’ cover B. BOJOJIA3Ka
3. freebie v’ jumper C. spMapKapeMecel
4.  duvet v’ kid D. KEPAMHYECKOEKAILIIIIO
5. craft v" plant holder E. HOIOAESIbHUK
6. ceramic v fair F. KOp3WHKA Il MMKHAKA
7. whiz v" brochure G. XansBHas Opoiropa
3. Translate into English.

v OTBETUTH HACMEILJINBO
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v’ XansBHBIN NAKETHK Yast
v'Paborars rpabnsamu B caxy

v Tlapanu3oBath y’Kacom
v'HacMelnuuBblii HaMek

v 3acTeHuuBBIi B310X

v Ipexpatn 3y00CKaIUTh

v'3aTop MalluH ¥ TSKETBIA BO3IyX
¥ OTiMuaTh TOBaphl 10 yIaKOBKaM
v VY IbIGHY THCS HACMEIIUBO
¥'I'pabiu u jionara

v DKOHOMHBII BO BCEM

¥ Briparonuiicst o0pas

v Jlep3kuii CTHIIb

v’ OTpearupoBaTh HACMEILINBO
v'HacMenHUYaTh ¥ KPUBJIATHCS
v'PoMaH 10JI0H HAMEKOB U TailHbIX CMBICIIOB
v’ CkapeHblii 00pa3 Ku3HH

4, Pick up all the financial terms (banking business) from
the chapter.

COMPREHENSION CHECK

5. Answerthequestions.

¥v" Can you describe Becky’s dad?

v Does Becky take after her mum or dad? Why?

v" What are they arguing about?

v" What sliding system does she operate to avoid both parents’
coronaries?

¥v" What does she buy at the
craft fair?

v" What do the Webstes think
about Rebecka’s professional skills?

¥v" Would she like to marry
their son Tom?

¥v" Have there ever been any
raw ingredients in their kitchen? Why?

v" What did her mum serve for

dinner?
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v Did she become a millionaire overnight?

¥v" What do CB and MMM mean? Which alternative does Bex prefer?

v" What habit did she decide to develop? Do you believe she will
manage to become frugal?

v" What new challenge does she face at the end of the day?

TRANSLATION WORK

6. Translate the extract.

MoHO0JI0TH 3as1/1JIBIX IHONOT0JIUKOB
Sl HacTOSIIUM HIOMOT0JIUK

«Sl HacTosmumii momnoroauk :) Ecnu yBuxy
YTO-TO KPAaCHUBOE HE YCIOKOIOCh TTOKA OHO HE
Oynetr MouM. Tak BOOT HEJaBHO ObLJIa B MOJTHOM
oyruxe Chanel. Jlroneit maor0. U MEHS ipHBIIEKIIa
BO BHUMAHUE OJIHA JCBYIIIKA, IPUMEPSIBIIas
KpacuMuuuuBoe miaatbe. CMOTPUT TaK Ha cels, qrodyercs, pagoctHas. S Toxe
y>Ke IpeAcTaBuiia, Kak OHO Ha MHE OynieT cMotpercs. OHa CHsiJia IIaThe U
OTJIOKHJIA Ha Kaccy. ITo ObUI0 mocienHee, Takux 6osbiie He 0bu10.((((( U TyT o
TEXHUUHWYHO MOJOIILIA B35JIa TO MIIAThE, pacIUIaTHIIACh U THXO yapana. OHa Ha
MHe cuzeno uneansHo! U npeacrasusiere!... CerogHsi cuiuM ¢ moapyrou B
Kaderike, s Hajgena "cBoe" MOOMMOE TIaThe ....a MUMO Ta aeBymkal!! Tak
CMOOOTPHUT Ha MEH4...TO Ha "Moe"iaTke.... TakuM B3risigoM! Ilotom k Hei
MOJOIIEI KAaKOM TO MapeHb...a OHA BCE MPOJIOHKAET HA MEHSI CMOTPETh. S
rosopro "Mamika...fI cnanunace, BanuMm'". 5 Tak BcTana...uay Takas yBepeHHas,
Jleiasi BUJl YTO HE 3aMEUaro B3IJIsA]I TOM JeBYIIKU. Beinuia. Taak CTEIIHO00
craino. 1 yxe He X0uy HOCUTH 3TO»

CHAPTER 5

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

FRUGALITY. SIMPLICITY. THESE ARE my new watchwords. A new,
uncluttered, Zen-like life, in which I spend nothing. Spend nothing. | mean,
when you think about it, how much money do we all waste every day? No
wonder I’m in a little bit of debt. And really, it’s not my fault. I’ve merely been
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succumbing to the Western drag of materialism — which you have to have the
strength of elephants to resist. At least, that’s what it says in my new book.

You see, yesterday, when Mum and I went into Waterstone’s to buy her
paperback for the week, | sidled off to the self-help section and bought the most
wonderful book I’ve ever read. Quite honestly, it’s going to change my life. I’ve
got it now, in my bag. It’s called Controlling Your Cash by David E. Barton,
and it’s fantastic. What it says is that we can all fritter away money without
realizing it, and that most of us could easily cut our cash consumption by half in
just one week.

In one week!

You just have to do things like make your own sandwiches instead of
eating in restaurants and ride a bike to work instead of taking the tube. When
you start thinking about it, you can save money everywhere. And as David E.
Barton says, there are lots of free pleasures which we forget because we’re so
busy spending money, like parks and museums and the simple joy of a country
walk.

Come to think of it, why don’t we put information like this in Successful
Saving? It’s so much more useful than knowing about some fancy new unit trust
which might make a profit or might not. I mean, with this scheme you start
making money straight away!

It’s all so easy and straightforward. And the best thing is, you have to start
out by going shopping! The book says you should begin by itemizing every
single purchase in a single normal spending day and plot it on a graph. It stresses
that you should be honest and not suddenly curtail or alter your spending pattern
— which is lucky, because it’s Suze’s birthday on Friday and I’ve got to get her
a present.

So on Monday morning, I stop off at Lucio’s on the way into work and buy
an extralarge cappuccino and a chocolate muffin, just like I usually do. I have to
admit | feel a bit sorrowful as | hand over my money, because this is my last-
ever cappuccino and my last-ever chocolate muffin. My new frugality starts
tomorrow — and cappuccinos aren’t allowed. David E. Barton says if you have
a coffee habit you should make it at home and take it into the office in a flask,
and if you like eating snacks you should buy cheap cakes from the supermarket.
“The coffee merchants are fleecing you for what is little more than hot water and
polystyrene,” he points out — and I suppose he’s right. But I will miss my
morning cappuccino.

Still, I’ve promised myself I’1l follow the rules of the book — and | will.

As | come out of the coffee shop, clutching my last-ever cup, | realize |
don’t actually have a flask for coffee. But that’s OK, I’ll buy one. There are
some lovely sleek chrome ones in Habitat. Flasks are actually quite trendy these
days. I think Alessi might even do one. Wouldn’t that be cool? Drinking coffee
out of an Alessi flask. Much cooler than a takeaway cappuccino.

So I’m feeling quite happy as I walk along the street. When I get to Smiths
| pop in and stock up on a few magazines to keep me going — and | also buy a
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sweet little silver notebook and pen to write down everything I spend. ’'m going
to be really rigorous about this, because David E. Barton says the very act of
noting down purchases should have a curtailing effect. So when | get into work,
| start my list.

Cappuccino £1.50Muffin £1.00Notebook £3.99Pen £1.20Magazines £6.40
Which makes a grand total so far of. . £14.09.

Gosh. I suppose that’s quite a lot, bearing in mind it’s only nine-forty in the
morning.

But the notebook and pen don’t count, do they? They’re like course
requirements. | mean, how on earth are you supposed to note down all your
purchases without a notebook and pen? So | subtract both of those, and now my
total comes to. . £8.90. Which is much better.

Anyway, I’'m at work now. I probably won’t spend anything else all day.

But somehow, spending nothing is absolutely impossible. First of all, Guy
from Accounts comes round with yet another leaving present to give to. Then |
have to go out and get some lunch. I’'m very restrained with my sandwich — |
choose egg and cress, which is the cheapest one at Boots, and I don’t even like
egg and cress.

David E. Barton says that when you make a real effort, particularly in the
early stages, you should reward yourself — so | pick up some coconut bath oil
from the Natural range as a little treat. Then | notice there are double advantage
points on the moisturizer I use.

I love advantage points. Aren’t they a wonderful invention? If you spend
enough, you can get really good prizes, like a beauty day at a hotel. Last
Christmas | was really canny — I let my points build up until I’d accumulated
enough to buy my granny’s Christmas present. What happened in fact was, I’d
already built up 1,653 points — and | needed 1,800 to buy her a heated roller
set. So | bought myself a great big bottle of Samsara perfume, and that gave me
150 extra points on my card — and then | got the heated roller set absolutely
free! The only thing is, I don’t much like Samsara perfume — but I didn’t
realize that until 1 got home. Still, never mind.

The clever way to use advantage points — as with all special offers — is to
spot the opportunity and use it, because it may not come your way again. So |
grab three pots of moisturizer and buy them. Double advantage points! | mean,
it’s just free money, isn’t it?

Then I have to get Suze’s birthday present. I’ve actually already bought her
a set of aromatherapy oils — but the other day I saw this gorgeous pink angora
cardigan in Benetton, and I know she’d love it. I can always take the
aromatherapy oils back or give them to someone for Christmas.

So I go into Benetton and pick up the pink cardigan. I’'m about to pay. .
when I notice they’ve got it in gray as well. The most perfect, soft, dove-gray
angora cardigan, with little pearly buttons.

Oh God. You see, the thing is, I’ve been looking for a nice gray cardigan
for ages. Honestly, I have. You can ask Suze, my mum, anybody. And the other
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thing is, I’'m not actually on my new frugal regime yet, am I? I’m just
monitoring myself.

David E. Barton says | should act as naturally as possible. So really, | ought
to act on my natural impulses and buy it. It would be false not to. It would ruin
the whole point.

It only costs forty-five quid. And | can put it on VISA.

Look at it another way — what’s forty-five quid in the grand scheme of
things? [ mean, it’s nothing, is it?

So | buy it. The most perfect little cardigan in the world. People will call
me the Girl in the Gray Cardigan. I’ll be able to live in it. Really, it’s an
investment.

After lunch, | have to go and visit Image Store to choose a front-cover
picture for the next issue. This is my absolute favorite job — I can’t understand
why Philip always offloads it onto someone else. It basically means you get to
go and sit drinking coffee all afternoon, looking at rows and rows of
transparencies.

Because, of course, we don’t have the editorial budget to create our own
front covers. God, no. When I first started out in journalism, I thought I’d be
able to go to shoots, and meet models, and have a really glamorous time. But we
don’t even have a cameraman. All our sorts of magazines use picture libraries
like Image Store, and the same images tend to go round and round. There’s a
picture of a roaring tiger that’s been on at least three personal finance covers in
the last year. Still, the readers don’t mind, do they? They’re not exactly buying
the magazines to look at Kate Moss.

The good thing is that Elly’s editor doesn’t like choosing front covers
either — and they use Image Store, too. So we always try to work it that we’ll
go together and have a good natter over the pics. Even better, Image Store is all
the way over in Notting Hill Gate, so you can legitimately take ages getting
there and back. Usually I don’t bother going back to the office. Really, it’s the
perfect way to spend a weekday afternoon.

I get there before Elly and mutter, “Becky Bloomwood from Successful
Saving,” to the girl at reception, wishing I could say “Becky Bloomwood from
Vogue” or “Becky Bloomwood from Wall Street Journal.” Then I sit on a
squashy black leather chair, flicking through a catalogue of pictures of glossy
happy families, until one of the trendy young men who works there comes and
leads me to my own illuminated table.

“I’'m Paul,” he says, “and I’ll be looking after you today. Do you know
what you’re looking for?”

“Well. .” I say, and pull out my notebook. We had a meeting about the
cover yesterday and eventually decided on “Portfolio Management: Getting the
Right Balance.” And before your head falls off with boredom, let me just point
out that last month, the cover line was “Deposit Accounts: Put to the Test.”

Why can’t we just once put self-tanning creams to the test instead? Oh
well.
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“I’'m looking for pictures of scales,” I say, reading off my list. “Or
tightropes, unicycles. .”

“Balancing images,” says Paul. “No problem. Would you like a coffee?”

“Yes, please,” I beam, and relax back in my chair. You see what [ mean?
It’s so nice here. And I’'m being paid to sit in this chair, doing nothing at all.

A few moments later, Elly appears with Paul, and | look at her in surprise.
She’s looking really smart, in an aubergine-colored suit and high heels.

“So it’s swimmers, boats, and European images,” says Paul to her.

“That’s it,” says Elly, and sinks into the chair beside me.

“Let me guess,” I say. “Something about floating currencies.”

“Very good,” says Elly. “Actually, it’s ‘Europe: Sink or Swim’?”” She says
it in an incredibly dramatic voice, and Paul and I both start giggling. When he’s
walked away, | look her up and down.

“So how come you’re so smart?”

I always look smart,” she parries. “You know that.” Paul’s already
wheeling trolley-loads of transparencies toward us and she looks over at them.
“Are these yours or mine?’ She’s avoiding the subject. What’s going on?

“Have you got an interview?” I say, in a sudden flash of genius. She looks
at me, flushes, then pulls a sheet of transparencies out of the trolley.

“Circus acts,” she says. “People juggling. Is that what you wanted?”

“Elly! Have you got an interview? Tell me!”

There’s silence for a while. Elly stares down at the sheet, then looks up.

“Yes,” she says, and bites her lip. “But—"

“That’s fantastic!” I exclaim, and a couple of smooth-looking girls in the
corner look up. “Who for?”

I say more quietly. “It’s not Cosmo, is it?”

We’re interrupted by Paul, who comes over with a coffee and puts it in
front of Elly.

“Swimmers coming up,” he says, then grins and walks off.

“Who’s it for?” I repeat. Elly applies for so many jobs, I lose track.

“It’s Wetherby’s,” she says, and a pink flush creeps over her face.

“Wetherby’s Investments?”” She gives a very slight nod, and I frown in
bemusement. Why is she applying to Wetherby’s Investments? “Have they got
an in-house magazine or something?”

“I’m not applying to be a journalist,” she says in a low voice. “I’'m
applying to be a fund manager.” “What?” I say, appalled.

I know friends should be supportive of each other’s life decisions and all
that. But I’'m sorry, a fund manager?

“I probably won’t even get it,” she says, and looks away. “It’s no big deal.”

“But. .”

I’m speechless. How can Elly even be thinking of becoming a fund
manager? Fund managers aren’t real people. They’re the characters we laugh at
on press trips.
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“It’s just an idea,” she says defensively. “Maybe I want to show Carol I can
do something else. You know?”

“So it’s like. . a bargaining tool?” I hazard.

“Yes,” she says, and gives a little shrug. “That’s it. A bargaining tool.”

But she doesn’t sound exactly convinced — and she’s not nearly as chatty
as usual during the rest of the afternoon. What’s happened to her? I’'m still
puzzling over it as | make my way home from Image Store. | walk down to High
Street Kensington, cross over the road, and hesitate in front of Marks and
Spencer.

The tube is to my right. The shops are to my left.

I must ignore the shops. | must practice frugality, go straight home, and
plot my expenditure graph. If | need entertainment, | can watch some nice free
television and perhaps make some inexpensive, nutritious soup.

But there’s nothing good on tonight, at least not until EastEnders. And |
don’t want soup. I really feel as if [ need something to cheer me up. And besides
— my mind’s working fast — I’ll be giving it all up tomorrow, won’t I? It’s like
the beginning of Lent. This is my Shopping Pancake Day. | need to cram it all in
before the fast begins.

With a surge of excitement I hurry toward the Barkers Centre. I won’t go
mad, I promise myself. Just one little treat to see me through. I’ve already got
my cardigan — so not clothes. . and | bought some new kitten heels the other
day — so not that. . although there are some nice Prada-type shoes in Hobbs. .
Hmm.

I’m not sure.

| arrive at the cosmetics department of Barkers and suddenly | know.
Makeup! That’s what [ need. A new mascara, and maybe a new lipstick. Happily
| start to wander around the bright, heady room, dodging sprays of perfume and
painting lipsticks onto the back of my hand. | want a really pale lipstick, I
decide.

Sort of nudey beige/pink, and a lip liner to go with it. .

At the Clarins counter, my attention is grabbed by a big promotional sign.
BUY TWO SKIN-CARE

PRODUCTS, AND RECEIVE FREE BEAUTY BAG, CONTAINING
TRIAL-SIZE CLEANSER, TONER, AND MOISTURIZER, AUTUMN
BLAZE LIPSTICK, EXTRA STRENGTH MASCARA AND SAMPLE-SIZE
EAU DYNAMISANTE. STOCKS LIMITED SO HURRY.

But this is fantastic! Do you know how much Clarins lipstick usually costs?
And here they are, giving it away! Excitedly | start rooting through all the skin-
care products, trying to decide which two to buy. How about some neck cream?
I’ve never used that before. And some of this Revitalizing Moisturizer. And then
I’11 get a free lipstick! It’s a complete bargain.

“Hi,” I say to the woman in the white uniform. “I’d like the Neck Cream
and the Revitalizing Moisturizer. And the beauty bag,” I add, suddenly petrified
that I might be too late; that the limited stocks might have run out.
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But they haven’t! Thank God. As my VISA card’s processing, the woman
hands me my shiny red beauty bag (which I have to admit is a bit smaller than |
was expecting) and | excitedly open it up. And there, sure enough, is my free
lipstick!

It’s a kind of browny-red color. A bit weird, actually. But if I mix it up a bit
with some of my others and add a bit of lip gloss, it’ll look really good.

By the time I get home, I’m exhausted. I open the door to the flat and Suze
comes rushing up, like a puppy.

“What did you get?” she cries.

“Don’t look!” I cry back. “You’re not allowed to look! It’s your present.”

“My present!” Suze gets overexcited about birthdays. Well, to be honest, so
doI.

| hurry into my bedroom and hide the Benetton bag in the wardrobe. Then |
unpack all the rest of my shopping and get out my little silver notebook to
itemize my purchases. David E. Barton says this should be done straight away,
before items can be forgotten.

“D’you want a drink?”” comes Suze’s voice through the door.

“Yes, please!” I shout back, writing in my book, and a moment later she
comes in with a glass of wine.

“EastEnders in a minute,” she says.

“Thanks,” I say absently, and keep on writing. I’m following the rules of
the book exactly, taking out all my receipts and writing them all down, and I’'m
feeling really pleased with myself. It just shows, as David E. Barton says, that
with a bit of application, anyone can gain control of their finances.

Come to think of it, I’'ve bought quite a lot of moisturizer today, haven’t I?
To be honest, when | was at the Clarins counter, buying my Revitalizing
Moisturizer, I forgot about all those pots I’d bought at Boots. Still, never mind.
You always need moisturizer. It’s a staple, like bread and milk, and David E.
Barton says you should never scrimp on staples. And apart from that, I don’t
think I’ve done too badly. Of course I haven’t added it all up yet, but. .

OK. So here is my final and complete list: Cappuccino £1.50Muffin
£1.00Notebook £3.99Pen £1.20Magazines £6.40Leaving present £4.00Egg and
cress sandwich 99pCoconut bath oil £2.55Boots

Moisturizers £20.97Two cardigans £90.00Evening Standard 35pClarins
Neck Cream £14.5 °Clarins

Moisturizer £32.50Beauty Bag Free!Banana smoothie £2.0 °Carrot cake
£1.20

And that comes to a grand total of. . £177.96 I stare at this figure in utter
shock.

No, I’m sorry, that just can’t be right. It can’t be right. I can’t have spent
over £170 in one day.

I mean, it isn’t even the weekend. I’ve been at work. I wouldn’t have had
time to spend that much. There has to be something wrong somewhere. Maybe |
haven’t added it up right. Or maybe I’ve entered something twice.
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My eye runs more carefully down the list and suddenly stops in triumph.
“Two cardigans.” I knew it!

| only bought. .

Oh yes. I did buy two, didn’t I? Blast. Oh, this is too depressing. I’'m going
to go and watch EastEnders.

OCTAGON — flair style * vision

Financial Services Department

8th Floor, Tower House

London Road, Winchester SO44 3DR

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood Charge Card Number 7854 4567 Flat 2

4Burney Rd.

London SW6 8FD

5March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood:

Thank you for your check for £43.00, received today.

Unfortunately, the check is unsigned. No doubt just an oversight on your
part. | am therefore returning it to you and request that you sign it and return to
us.

As you are no doubt aware, this payment is already late by eight days. |
look forward to receiving your signed check.

Yours sincerely,

John Hunter

Customer Accounts Manager

ENDWICH BANK

FULHAM BRANCH 3 Fulham Road

London SW6 9JH

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood

Flat 2

4Burney Rd.

London SW6 8FD

5March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood:

Thank you for your answer-machine message of Sunday 4 March.

| am sorry to hear that your dog has died.

Nevertheless, | must insist that you make contact with myself or my
assistant, Erica Parnell, within the next few days, in order to discuss your
situation.

Yours sincerely,

Derek Smeath

Manager

ENDWICH — BECAUSE WE CARE

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES
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CHAPTER 5

Because whenilishop,

the world gets géﬂer,

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. succumbto a. banner, streamer

2. fritter b. testsize

3. flask c. fend, fend off
4. sleek d. basic things

5. rigorous e. scent, feel, nose

6. canny f.  strict, severe

7. transparency g. crumble, chopup pactpaunBath Mo MeroYam
8. tend h. exciting, stimulative , intoxicating
9. legitimate I. give up to, get back to

10. parry J. legal, lawful

11. hazard k. shiny, glossy

12. lent |.  water bottle

13. staples m. reduce, cut down

14. heady n. practical,frugal, sly

15. curtail 0. danger, risk

16. trial-size p. have tendency

17. flair g. the period preceding Easter (eating as little as

possible)
2. Translate the word combination

v' nopmaBathes cOOIa3Hy

v'  IpaKkTUYHBINA MYyX

¥v' COKpaTHTh MOTpeOJIEHHE caxapa

v" Tepmoc ¢ Kode

v/ OHa pacIlyCTuIa BCE OTPOMHOE COCTOSHHE

¥' nbsHsmas armocdepa

v

CKIIOHATBHCS K N3BICKAHHBIM ITOKYIIKAM
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ANANA N N NN N N O N N O O N S

HpO6HI/IK HOYHOI'O Kp€Ma JIA JIrla

3aKOHHBIU aKT

nuTaTebHbIC J0OABKU
NapupoBaTh ONIOHEHTA
CBEPKAIOIINIA aBTOMOOWIIb
OJlaropa3yMHbIN TTOKYTIAaTelNb

ype3aTh 3aTpaThl

MOAaBaThCS )KEIAHUIO
nepeHss 00I0KKa KypHasia

BEXKJIMBOE MMAPUPOBAHUE B CIIOPE
BEJIMKUU TTIOCT

MPOOHUK YBIAXKHUTEIS
YyThe Ha HOBBIE TPECH/IbI
HapylaTh IOCT

bIsKKa ¢ poMOM

MPAKTUYHBIN MOAX0 K MHAHCAM
[MapupoBaTh yJap MInarou
MOA1aBATHCS BIUSHUIO

ObSHAIIIAHN 3a11ax

3. Make word combinations.
1. spending v' department I.intoxicating site, chamber
2. curtail v’ cover I1.nourishing soup
3. next v"  stocks I11.complete effect
4. bargaining v soup IV.cut on basic things, restrict smth.
5. nutritious v'  of excitement | V.instrument to get advantage
6. surge v" tool \/I.character, structure of purchases
7. front v’ effect /11.raise of emotion
8. cosmetics v' issue I11.limited number of goods
9. scrimp v'  room IX.face binding
10. heady v"  on staples X.the latest output
11. limited v’ pattern X1.make up section
12, utter v style KIl.economical, frugal style

COMPREHENSION CHECK

4, Complete the table. Put the purchases in order they go.
Tick which ones werestaples. Provide cheap alternative. How much
could she save?

Item Price V Alternative
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Cappuccino & 1.50 Coffee at home

O o% U1
DI

33

*

X3

*¢

) )
0’0 0’0

Who said it, in which circumstances and why?

“We can all fritter money without realizing it.”

“Maybe I want to show Carol that I can do something else.”
“Buy two skin - care products, and receive free beauty bag.”
“You should never scrimp on staples.”

“Unfortunately the check is unsigned.”

“Make contact with myself or my assistant, Erica Parnell,

within the next few days in order to discuss the situation.”

6.

v
v

Answer the questions.

What are her two watchwords (slogans)?
What justification of her debts did she find in her new book?

How do you understand “drag for materialism™?

AN NN Y NN

What is the best thing about all these recommendations?
How did Bex get heated roll set “absolutely free”?

How much did she spend at 9.40 in the morning?

Name 3 reasons to invest into the grey cardigan at Boots?
Why was Bex looking for images in Image store?

What “little treat” did she succumb to at the Barkers centre?
How many pots of moisturizers did she buy in the end?
What was her answer machine message to Endwich bank?

TRANSLATION WORK

7.

Translate the extract.
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MoHoJ10TH 3as1IJIBIX HIONIOT0JINKOB
«3BOHKM M3 0AHKOB U 0€CKOHEYHbIE Cy/Ibl MEHS
OTpe3BHJIN»
AHHa, 37 get, Kanuaunrpan:

S GnecTsine OKOHYMIIA YHUBEPCHUTET, OCTYINIIA B
acCIMpaHTYpy, NOJy4Yuia BTOpoe 00pa3oBaHueE,
\ ycTpomiiack Ha padoty. B 2008 rony s monana B
ow To Stop Enablin:  OKPYIKEHHE JIFOJEH 00ECIIEUEHHBIX U Y)KE MHOIOTO
nobuBHMxca. MHe X0Tenoch ObITh HAa OJJHOM YPOBHE C
HUMHU. Mol u30paHHUK, KOTOPBIN ObLT TaKXKE U3 ATOr0 Kpyra, 4acTo
Japyjl MHE JOpOrue MOJapKH, U 51 HU B ueM ceOe He oTkas3biBana.Koraa
MBI pacCTaJuCh, s BIlaja B ICPECCUIO, U BBIXOJIOM U3 HEE CTaJIH
Mara3uHbl: HAYMHAJIOCh BCE CO CMEIIHBIX pUOOKOB-aUIaCOB, HO
ammetuThl pociu — D&G, TomFord, AlexanderMcQueen. S mokynaina
JIIOKCOBBIE BEILIM U3 MOCIEAHUX KOJUIEKIUH, TOPOTUE YaChl U YKPAILICHHUS.
Ecnu pa3 B Henento s He Xouiia B OyTUK, Y MEHsI HAaUMHaIach JJOMKa, Kak
y HapKOMaHa: HaKaThIBaJIM BCIBILIKH SIPOCTH U rHeBa. MHe ObL10 063
Pa3HMIIBL, YTO OKYyNaTh. 3aX0Ky B OyTuk ¢ 20 Teicsiuamu B kapMmane. O, a
BoT niepuatku Moschino 3a 20 teicsid - xBaraet! U s mokymnana, Tem 6oiiee
3apIuiaTa mo3BoJisa: sl paborana B HECKOIbKUX MecTax. [locie mokynku
s OlllyIllaja MPUJIMB HEJOJITOro cYacThsl. DUPOPHS IITUTCS MO THS,
IIOTOM CTaHOBUTCS CTBIIHO: «3a4yeM 5 CTOJIbKO notparuia’? [Touemy
oOMaHbIBar0?» TONBKO Uuepe3 MATh JIET s MOHSIA, YTO 5 B JIOBYILKE U
CaMOCTOSITENILHO U3 Hee BbIOpaThCsl HE cMOTy. Bekope aeHer crasno He
XBaTaTh, NOILIM KPEAUTHI HA OOJIBIINE CYMMbI — B OOILIEH CI0KHOCTH Ha
1,5 munnuona pyosei. [Ipudyem Opana st X Ha OJIHO, a TpaTUiIa Ha
npyroe. Mame Bpaja npo uX NpOMCX0XKACHUE UK IPOCTO MpATaja.
Kakoe-To Bpemsi y MEHs MOJTy4ajnoch raCUTh 3a10JDKEHHOCTH, HO TIOTOM S
MOHsIA, YTO OOJIbIIIE HE B COCTOSHUM MIaTUTh. Havanuck npoOnemsl ¢
OaHkKaMu, Cysibl. DTO MeHsI Oosiee-MeHee OTpe3BWIIO0. S Bceraa nonumasna,
YTO s LIOTOT0JIMK, HO HE BUJENa B 3TOM Ipobsemsbl. Y ToJIbKO uepes nsTh
JIET MOHSUIA, YTO S B JIOBYIIKE U CAMOCTOSITENIbHO U3 HEE BHIOPATHCS HE
cmory. Sl oOpaTuiiack K Bpauy, poiiia Kypc ICUX0Tepanuu, 3T0 MHE
oueHb nomoryo. C goiaramu s pazodpajnach U celdyac Mory ceos
KOHTPOJIUPOBAT.

CHAPTER 6
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READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

OK, | THINK FIRMLY the next day. The thing is not to get freaked out by
how much I happened to spend yesterday. It’s water under the bridge. The point
is, today is the beginning of my new frugal life. From now on, I’m just going to
spend absolutely nothing. David E. Barton says you should aim to cut your
expenditure by half in the first week, but I reckon I can do much better than that.
| mean, not wanting to be rude, but these self-help books are always for people
with absolutely zero self-control, aren’t they? And I gave up smoking easily
enough. (Except socially, but that doesn’t count.)

| feel quite exhilarated as | make myself a cheese sandwich and wrap it up
in tinfoil. I’ve already saved a couple of quid, just by doing that! I haven’t got a
flask (must buy one at the weekend), so I can’t take in coffee, but there’s a bottle
of Peach Herbal Blast in the fridge so I decide I’ll take that instead. It’ll be
healthier, too.

In fact, it makes you wonder why people buy shop-made sandwiches at all.
Look how cheap and easy it is to make your own. And it’s the same with curries.
David E. Barton says instead of forking out for expensive takeaway meals you
should learn how to make your own curries and stir-fries, for a fraction of the
cost. So that’s what I’m going to do this weekend, after I’ve been to a museum
or maybe just walked along the river, enjoying the scenery.

As | walk along to the tube I feel pure and refreshed. Stern, almost. Look at
all these people on the street, scurrying around, thinking about nothing but
money. Money, money, money. It’s an obsession. But once you relinquish
money altogether, it ceases to have any relevance. Already I feel I’'m in a
completely different mindset. Less materialistic, more philosophical. More
spiritual. As David E. Barton says, we all fail to appreciate each day just how
much we already possess. Light, air, freedom, the companionship of friends. . |
mean, these are the things that matter, aren’t they?

It’s almost frightening, the transformation that’s already occurred within
me. For example, | walk past the magazine kiosk at the tube station and idly
glance over, but I don’t feel the slightest desire to buy any of the magazines.
Magazines are irrelevant in my new life. (Plus I’ve already read most of them.)

So | get on the tube feeling serene and impervious, like a Buddhist monk.
When | get off the tube at the other end, | walk straight past the discount shoe
shop without even looking, and straight past Lucio’s, too. No cappuccino today.
No muffin. No spending at all — just straight to the office.

It’s quite an easy time of the month for Successful Saving. We’ve only just
put the latest issue of the magazine to bed, which basically means we can laze
around for a few days doing nothing, before getting our acts together for the
next issue. Of course, we’re meant to be starting on research for next month’s
article. In fact, I’'m supposed to be making phone calls to a list of stockbrokers
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today, asking for their investment tips for the next six months. But I already
know what they’re all going to say. Jon Burrins will go on about the problems
with e-commerce stocks, George Steadman will enthuse about some tiny
biotechnology company, and Steve Fox will tell me how he wants to get out of
the stockbroking game and start an organic farm.

Somehow the whole morning goes by and | haven’t done anything, just
changed the screen saver on my computer to three yellow fish and an octopus,
and written out an expense claim form. To be honest, I can’t really concentrate
on proper work. I suppose I’'m too exhilarated by my new pure self. I keep
trying to work out how much I’ll have saved by the end of the month and what
I’11 be able to afford in Jigsaw.

At lunchtime I take out my sandwich wrapped in foil — and for the first
time that day, I feel a bit depressed. The bread’s gone all soggy, and some
pickle’s leaked out onto the foil, and it really doesn’t look very appetizing at all.
What I crave at that moment is Pret 8 Manger walnut bread and a chocolate
brownie.

Don’t think about it, I instruct myself firmly. Think how much money
you’re saving. So somehow | force myself to eat my soggy effort, and swig
down some Peach Herbal Blast. When I’ve finished, I throw away my foil,
screw the top back on the Peach Herbal Blast bottle, and put it in our tiny office
fridge. And that’s about. . five minutes of my lunch break gone.

So what am | supposed to do next? Where am | supposed to go?

I slump miserably at my desk. God, this frugality is hard going. I leaf
dispiritedly through a few folders. . then raise my head and stare out of the
window, at all the busy Oxford Street shoppers clutching carrier bags. | want to
get out there so desperately, I’'m actually leaning forward in my chair, like a
plant toward the light. I’'m craving the bright lights and warm air, the racks of
merchandise, even the bleep of the cash registers. But I can’t go. This morning I
told myself that [ wouldn’t go near the shops all day. I

promised myself — and I can’t break my own promise.

Then a brilliant thought occurs to me. | need to get a curry recipe for my
homemade takeaway, don’t I? David E. Barton says recipe books are a waste of
money. He says you should use the recipes printed on the sides of food packets,
or take books out of the library. But I’ve got an even better idea. I’ll go into
Smith’s and copy out a curry recipe to make on Saturday night. That way, | can
go into a shop, but I don’t need to spend any money. Already I’m scrambling to
my feet, reaching for my coat. Shops, here | come!

As I walk into Smith’s I feel my whole body expand in relief. There’s a
thrill about walking into a shop — any shop — which you can’t beat. It’s partly
the anticipation, partly the buzzy, welcoming atmosphere, partly just the lovely
newness of everything. Shiny new magazines, shiny new pencils, shiny new
protractors. Not that I’ve needed a protractor since | was eleven — but don’t
they look nice, all clean and unscratched in their packets? There’s a new range
of leopard-print stationery that I haven’t seen before, and for a moment I’'m
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almost tempted to linger. But instead | force myself to stride on past, down to
the back of the shop where the books are stacked.

There’s a whole array of Indian recipe books, and I pick up one at random,
flicking over the pages and wondering what sort of recipe | should go for. |
hadn’t realized quite how complicated this Indian cookery is. Perhaps | should
write down a couple, to be on the safe side.

I look around cautiously and take out my notebook and pen. I’m a bit wary,
because I know Smith’s doesn’t like you copying down stuff out of their books.
The reason | know this is because Suze once got asked to leave the Smith’s in
Victoria. She was copying out a page of the street atlas, because she’d forgotten
hers — and they told her she had to either buy it or leave. (Which doesn’t make
any sense, because they let you read the magazines for free, don’t they?)

So anyway, when I’m sure no one’s looking, I start copying out the recipe
for “Tiger Prawn Biriani.” I’'m halfway through the list of spices when a girl in
WHSmith uniform comes round the corner, so I quickly close the book and walk
off a little, pretending I’m browsing. When I think I’m safe, I open it again —
but before I can write anything down, an old woman in a blue coat says loudly,
“Is that any good, dear?”

“What?” I say.

“The book!” She gestures to the recipe book with her umbrella. “I need a
present for my daughter-inlaw, and she comes from India. So I thought I’d get a
nice Indian recipe book. Is that a good one, would you say?”

“I’'m afraid I don’t know,” I say. “I haven’t read it yet.”

“Oh,” she says, and starts to wander off. And | ought to keep my mouth
shut and mind my own business — but I just can’t leave it there, I have to clear
my throat and say, “Excuse me — but doesn’t she have lots of Indian recipes
already?”

“Who, dear?” says the woman, turning round.

“Your daughter-in-law!” Already I’m regretting this. “If she’s Indian,
doesn’t she already know how to cook Indian food?”

“Oh,” says the old woman. She seems completely flummoxed. “Well, what
should I get, then?” Oh God.

“I don’t know,” I say. “Maybe a book on. . on something else?”

“That’s a good idea!” she says brightly, and comes toward me. ““You show
me, dear.”

“Well,” I say, looking helplessly around the racks of books. “What’s she
interested in? Does she. .

have any particular hobby?”

“She likes the fresh air,” says the woman thoughtfully. “Walking in the
countryside.”

“Perfect!” I say in relief. “Why not try the travel section for a walking
book?”

| point the woman in the right direction, then hurry off to do my copying. |
reach the CD and video section, which is always quite empty, and hide behind a
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rack of Teletubbies videos. I glance around and check no one’s about, then open
the book again. Okay, turn to page 214, “Tiger Prawn Biriani”. . I start copying
again, and I’ve just got to the end of the list of spices, when a stern voice says in
my ear, “Excuse me?”

I’m so startled, my pen jerks off my notebook and, to my horror, makes a
blue line, straight across a photograph of perfectly cooked basmati rice. Quickly
| shift my hand, almost covering up the mark, and turn round innocently. A man
in a white shirt and a name badge is looking at me disapprovingly.

“This isn’t a public library, you know,” he says.

“I’m just browsing,” I say hurriedly, and make to close the book. But the
man’s finger comes out of nowhere and lands on the page before | can get it
shut. Slowly he opens the book out again and we both stare at my blue Biro line.

“Browsing is one thing,” says the man sternly. “Defacing shop stock is
another.”

“It was an accident!” I say. “You startled me!”

“Hmm,” says the man, and gives me a hard stare. “Were you actually
intending to buy this book? Or any book?”

There’s a pause — then, rather shamefacedly, I say, “No.”

“I see,” says the man, tightening his lips. “Well, I’m afraid this matter will
have to go to the manager. Obviously, we can’t sell this book now, so it’s our
loss. If you could come with me and explain to her exactly what you were doing
when the defacement occurred. .”

Is he serious? Isn’t he just going to tell me kindly that it doesn’t matter and
would I like a loyalty card? My heart starts to thud in panic. What am | going to
do? Obviously, I can’t buy the book, under my new frugal regime. But I don’t
want to go and see the manager, either.

“Lynn?” the man’s calling to an assistant at the pen counter. “Could you
page Glenys for me, please?”

He really is serious. He’s looking all pleased with himself, as though he’s
caught a shoplifter. Can they prosecute you for making Biro marks in books?
Maybe it counts as vandalism. I’ll have a criminal record. I won’t ever be able to
go to America.

“Look, I’ll buy it, okay?” I say breathlessly. “I’ll buy the bloody book.” I
wrench it from the man’s grasp and hurry off to the checkout before he can say
anything else.

Standing at the next checkout is the old woman in the blue coat, and she
calls triumphantly, “I took your advice! I’ve got her one of those traveling
books. I think she’ll really like it!” “Oh good,” I reply, handing my recipe book
over to be scanned.

“It’s called The Rough Guide to India,” says the old woman, showing me
the fat blue paperback.

“Have you heard of it?”

“Oh,” I say. “Well, yes, but—"

“That’s £24.99, please,” says the girl at my till.
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What? | look at the girl in dismay. Twenty-five quid, just for recipes? Why
couldn’t I have picked up some cheap paperback? Damn. Damn. Very
reluctantly, | take out my credit card and hand it over. Shopping is one thing,
being forced into purchases against your will is something else. I mean, I could
have bought some nice underwear with that twenty-five quid.

On the other hand, I think as I walk away, that’s quite a lot of new points
on my Club Card. The equivalent to. . fifty pence! And now I’ll be able to make
loads of delicious, exotic curries and save all that wasted takeaway money.
Really, I’ve got to think of this book as an investment.

I don’t want to boast, but apart from that one purchase, I do incredibly well
over the next couple of days. The only things | buy are a really nice chrome
flask to take coffee into the office. (And some coffee beans and an electric
grinder.) And some flowers and champagne for Suze’s birthday.

But I’'m allowed to get those, because, as David E. Barton says, you must
treasure your friends. He says the simple act of breaking bread with friends is
one of the oldest, most essential parts of human life. “Do not stop giving your
friends gifts,” he says. “They need not be extravagant — use your creativity and
try making them yourself.”

So I’ve bought Suze a half bottle of champagne instead of a whole one —
and instead of buying expensive croissants from the patisserie, I’m going to
make them out of that special dough you get in tubes.

In the evening we’re going out to Terrazza for supper with Suze’s cousins
Fenella and Tarquin — and, to be honest, it might be quite an expensive
evening. But that’s OK, because it counts as breaking bread with friends.
(Except the bread at Terrazza is sun-dried tomato focaccia and costs £4.50 a
basket.)

Fenella and Tarquin arrive at six o’clock, and as soon as she sees them,
Suze starts squealing with excitement. | stay in my bedroom and finish my
makeup, putting off the moment of having to go out and say hello. I’'m not that
keen on Fenella and Tarquin. In fact, to be honest with you, I think they’re a bit
weird. For a start, they look weird. They’re both very skinny, but in a pale, bony
way, and have the same slightly protruding teeth. Fenella does make a bit of an
effort with clothes and makeup, and doesn’t look too bad. But Tarquin, frankly,
looks just like a stoat. Or a weasel. Some bony little creature, anyway. They do
strange things, too. They ride around on a tandem and wear matching jumpers
knitted by their old nanny and have this family language which no one else can
understand. Like they call sandwiches “witchies.” And a drink is a “titchy”
(except if it’s water, which is “Ho”). Take it from me, it gets irritating after a
while.

But Suze loves them. She spent all her childhood summers with them in
Scotland and she just can’t see that they’re a bit strange. The worst thing is, she
starts talking about witchies and titchies when she’s with them.

Still, there’s nothing I can do about it — they’re here now. I finish brushing
on my mascara and stand up, looking at my reflection. I’'m pretty pleased with
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what I see. I’'m wearing a really simple black top and black trousers — and, tied
loosely round my neck, my gorgeous, gorgeous Denny and George scarf. God,
that was a good buy. It looks fantastic.

| linger a bit, then resignedly open my bedroom door.

“Hi, Bex!” says Suze, looking up with bright eyes. She’s sitting cross-
legged on the floor of the corridor, ripping open a present, while Fenella and
Tarquin stand nearby, looking on. They’re not wearing matching jumpers today,
thank God, but Fenella’s wearing a very odd red skirt made out of hairy tweed,
and Tarquin’s double-breasted suit looks as if it were tailored during the First
World War. “Hi!” I say, and kiss each of them politely.

“Oh, wow!” cries Suze, as she pulls out a picture in an old gilt frame. “I
don’t believe it! I don’t believe it!” She’s looking from Tarquin to Fenella with
shining eyes, and | look at the picture interestedly over her shoulder. But to be
honest, I can’t say I’m impressed. For a start it’s really dingy — all sludgy
greens and browns — and for another start, it just shows a horse standing still in
a field. I mean, couldn’t it have been jumping over a fence or rearing up or
something? Or maybe trotting along in Hyde Park, ridden by a girl in one of
those lovely Pride and Prejudice dresses.

“Happy Bad Day!” Tarquin and Fenella chime in unison. (That’s another
thing. They call birthdays bad days, ever since. . Oh God. It really is too boring
to explain.)

“It’s absolutely gorgeous!” I say enthusiastically. “Absolutely beautiful!”
“It 1s, 1sn’t 1t?”” says Tarquin earnestly. “Just look at those colors.” “Mmm,
lovely,” I say, nodding.

“And the brushwork. It’s exquisite. We were thrilled when we came across
it.”

“It’s a really wonderful picture,” I say. “Makes you want to just. . gallop
off over the downs!” What is this drivel I’'m coming out with? Why can’t I just
be honest and say I don’t like it?

“Do you ride?” says Tarquin, looking up at me in slight surprise.

I’ve ridden once. On my cousin’s horse. And I fell off and vowed never to
do it again. But I’'m not going to admit that to Mr. Horse of the Year.

“I used to,” I say, and give a modest little smile. “Not very well.”

“I’m sure you’d get back into it,” says Tarquin, gazing at me. “Have you
ever hunted?” Hunted? Little furry foxes? Is he joking?

“Hey,” says Suze, fondly propping the picture against the wall. “Shall we
have a titchy before we go?”

“Absolutely!” I say, turning quickly away from Tarquin. “Good idea.”

“Oooh, yes,” says Fenella. “Have you got any champagne?”

“Should have,” says Suze, and goes into the kitchen. At that moment the
phone rings and I go to answer it.

“Hello?”

“Hello, may I speak to Rebecca Bloomwood?” says a strange woman’s
voice.
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“Yes,” I say idly. I’m listening to Suze opening and shutting cupboard
doors in the kitchen and wondering if we have actually got any champagne,
apart from the dregs of the half bottle we drank for breakfast. . “Speaking.”

“Ms. Bloomwood, this is Erica Parnell from Endwich Bank,” says the
voice, and | freeze.

Shit. It’s the bank. Oh God, they sent me that letter, didn’t they, and | never
did anything about it. What am | going to say? Quick, what am I going to say?

“Ms. Bloomwood?” says Erica Parnell.

OK, what I’ll say is, I'm fully aware that my overdraft is slightly larger
than it should be, and I’m planning to take remedial action within the next few
days. Yes, that sounds good. “Remedial action” sounds very good. OK — go.

Firmly I tell myself not to panic — these people are human — and take a
big breath. And then, in one seamless, unplanned movement, my hand puts
down the receiver.

| stare at the silent phone for a few seconds, not quite able to believe what
I’ve just done. What did I do that for? Erica Parnell knew it was me, didn’t she?
Any minute, she’ll ring back. She’s probably pressing redial now, and she’ll be
really angry. .

Quickly I take the phone off the hook and hide it under a cushion. Now she
can’t get me. I’'m safe.

“Who was that?” says Suze, coming into the room.

“No one,” I say, and force a bright smile. I don’t want to spoil Suze’s
birthday with my stupid problems. “Just a wrong. . Listen, let’s not have drinks
here. Let’s go out!”

“Oh,” says Suze. “OK!”

“Much more fun,” I gabble, trying to head her away from the phone. “We
can go to some really nice bar and have cocktails, and then go on to Terrazza.”

What I’ll do in future, I’m thinking, is screen all my calls. Or answer in a
foreign accent. Or, even better, change the number. Go ex-directory.

“What’s going on?” says Fenella, appearing at the door.

“Nothing!” I hear myself say. “We’re going out for a titchy and then on to
sups.” Oh, I don’t believe it. I’'m turning into one of them.

As we arrive at Terrazza, I’'m feeling a lot calmer. Of course, Erica Parnell
will have thought we were cut off by a fault on the line or something. She’ll
never have thought | put the phone down on her. I mean, we’re two civilized
adults, aren’t we? Adults just don’t do things like that.

And if I ever meet her, which I hope to God I never do, I’ll just keep very
cool and say, “It was odd what happened, that time you phoned me, wasn’t it?”
Or even better, I’ll accuse her of putting the phone down on me. (In a jokey
way, of course.)

Terrazza is full, buzzing with people and cigarette smoke and chatter, and
as we sit down with our huge silver menus | feel myself relax even more. | love
eating out. And I reckon I deserve a real treat, after being so frugal over the last
few days. It hasn’t been easy, keeping to such a tight regime, but somehow I’ve
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managed it. ’'m keeping to it so well! On Saturday I’m going to monitor my
spending pattern again, and I’m sure it’ll have gone down by at least 70 percent.

“What shall we have to drink?”” says Suze. “Tarquin, you choose.”

“Oh, look!” shrieks Fenella. “There’s Eddie Lazenby! I must just say
hello.” She leaps to her feet and makes for a balding guy in a blazer, ten tables
away. How she spotted him in this throng, I’ve no idea.

“Suze!” cries another voice, and we all look up. A blond girl in a tiny
pastel-pink suit is heading toward our table, arms stretched out for a hug. “And
Tarkie!”

“Hello, Tory,” says Tarquin, getting to his feet. “How’s Mungo?”

“He’s over there!” says Tory. “You must come and say hello!”

How is it that Fenella and Tarquin spend most of their time in the middle of
Perthshire, but the minute they set foot in London, they’re besieged by long-lost
friends?

“Eddie says hi,” announces Fenella, returning to the table. “Tory! How are
you? How’s Mungo?”

“Oh, he’s fine,” says Tory. “But listen, have you heard? Caspar’s back in
town!”

“No!” everyone exclaims, and I’m almost tempted to join in. No one has
bothered to introduce me to Tory, but that’s the way it goes. You join the gang
by osmosis. One minute you’re a complete stranger, the next you’re shrieking
away with the rest of them, going “Did you hear about Venetia and Sebastian?”
“Look, we must order,” says Suze. “We’ll come and say hello in a minute,
Tory.” “Okay, ciao,” says Tory, and she sashays off.

“Suze!” cries another voice, and a girl in a little black dress comes rushing
up. “And Fenny!”

“Milla!” they both cry. “How are you? How’s Benjy?”

Oh God, it just doesn’t stop. Here I am, staring at the menu, pretending to
be really interested in the starters but really feeling like some utter loser that no
one wants to talk to. It’s not fair. [ want to tablehop, too. I want to bump into old
friends I’ve known since babyhood. (Although to be honest, the only person I’ve
known that long is Tom from next door, and he’ll be in his limed oak kitchen in
Reigate.)

But just in case, | lower my menu and gaze hopefully around the restaurant.
Please, God, just once, let there be someone I recognize. It doesn’t have to be
anyone | like, or even know that well — just someone | can rush up to and go
mwah mwah and shriek, “We must do lunch!” Anyone’ll do. Anyone at all. .

And then, with a disbelieving thrill, I spot a familiar face, a few tables
away! It’s Luke Brandon, sitting at a table with a smartly dressed older man and
woman.

Well, he’s not exactly an old friend — but [ know him, don’t I? And I so
want to table-hop like the others.

“Oh look, there’s Luke!” I shriek (quietly, so he doesn’t hear). “I simply
must go and say hello!”
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As the others look at me in surprise, | toss my hair back, leap to my feet,
and hurry off, full of a sudden exhilaration. I can do it, too! I’m table-hopping at
Terrazza. I’m an It-girl!

It’s only when I get within a few feet of his table that I slow down and
wonder what I’m actually going to say to him.

Well. . I’ll just be polite. Say hello and — ah, genius! | can thank him again
for his kind loan of twenty quid.

Shit, I did pay him back, didn’t I?

Yes. Yes, | sent him that nice recycled card with poppies on it and a check.
That’s right. Now don’t panic, just be cool and It.

“Hi!” I say as soon as I get within earshot of his table, but the hubbub
around us is so loud, he doesn’t hear me. No wonder all Fenella’s friends have
got such screechy voices. You need about sixtyfive decibels, just to be heard.
“Hi!” I try again, louder, but still no response. Luke is talking earnestly to the
older man, and the woman’s listening intently. None of them even glances up.

This is getting a bit embarrassing. [’'m standing, marooned, being utterly
ignored by the person | want to table-hop with. Nobody else ever seems to have
this problem. Why isn’t he leaping up, shrieking “Have you heard about
Foreland Investments?” It’s not fair. What shall I do? Shall I just creep away?
Shall I pretend I was heading toward the Ladies’?

A waiter barges past me with a tray, and I’'m pushed helplessly forward,
toward Luke’s table — and at that moment, he looks up. He stares at me blankly
as though he doesn’t even know who I am, and I feel my stomach give a little
flip of dismay. But I’ve got to go through with it now.

“Hi, Luke!” I say brightly. “I just thought I’d say. . hello!”

“Well, hello,” Luke says eventually. “Mum, Dad, this is Rebecca
Bloomwood. Rebecca — my parents.”

Oh God. What have I done? I’ve table-hopped an intimate family
gathering. Leave, quick. “Hello,” I say, and give a feeble smile. “Well, I won’t
keep you from. .” “So how do you know Luke?”” inquires Mrs. Brandon.

“Rebecca is a leading financial journalist,” says Luke, taking a sip of wine.
(Is that really what he thinks? Gosh, | must drop that into a conversation with
Clare Edwards. And Philip, come to that.)

| grin confidently at Mr. Brandon, feeling like a mover and a shaker. I’'m a
leading financial journalist hobnobbing with a leading entrepreneur at a leading
London restaurant. How cool is that?

“Financial journalist, eh?” grunts Mr. Brandon, and lowers his reading
glasses to have a better look at me. “So what do you think of the chancellor’s
announcement?” I’m never going to table-hop again. Never.

“Well,” I begin confidently, wondering if I could suddenly pretend to spot
an old friend across the room.

“Dad, I’'m sure Rebecca doesn’t want to talk shop,” says Luke, his lips
twitching slightly.
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“Quite right!” says Mrs. Brandon, and smiles at me. “That’s a lovely scarf,
Rebecca. Is it Denny and

George?”

“Yes, it is!” I say brightly, full of relief. “I was so pleased, I got it last week
in the sale!”

Out of the corner of my eye, | can see that Luke Brandon is staring at me
with an odd expression.

Why? Why is he looking so. .

Oh fuck. How can | be so stupid?

“In the sale. . for my aunt,” I continue, trying to think as quickly as I can. “I
bought it for my aunt, as a present. But she. . died.”

There’s a shocked silence and I look down. I can’t quite believe what I've
just said.

“Oh dear,” says Mr. Brandon gruffly.

“Aunt Ermintrude died?”” says Luke in a strange voice.

“Yes,” I reply, forcing myself to look up. “It was terribly sad.” “How
awful!” says Mrs. Brandon sympathetically.

“She was in hospital, wasn’t she?”” says Luke, pouring himself a glass of
water. “What was wrong with her?”

For an instant I’'m silenced.

“It was. . her leg,” I hear myself say.

“Her leg?” Mrs. Brandon’s staring at me anxiously. “What was wrong with
her leg?”

“It. . swelled up and got septic,” I say after a pause. “And they had to
amputate it and then she died.”

“Christ,” says Mr. Brandon, shaking his head. “Bloody doctors.” He gives
me a suddenly fierce look. “Did she go private?”

“Umm. . ’'m not sure,” | say, starting to back away. Why didn’t I just say
she gave me the bloody scarf? “Anyway, lovely to see you, Luke. Must dash,
my friends will be missing me!”

| give a nonchalant kind of wave without quite looking Luke in the eye and
then quickly turn round and walk back to Suze, my legs trembling and my
fingers twisted tightly by my sides. God, what a fiasco.

I’ve managed to recompose myself by the time our food arrives. The food!
I’ve ordered grilled scallops and as | take my first bite, | nearly swoon. After so
many torturous days of cheap, functional food, this is like going to heaven. | feel
almost tearful — like a prisoner returning to the real world, or children after the
war, when rationing stopped. After my scallops I have steak béarnaise and chips
— and when all the others say no thanks to the pudding menu, | order chocolate
mousse. Because who knows when I’m next going to be in a restaurant like this?
There could be months ahead of cheese sandwiches and homemade coffee in a
flask, with nothing to relieve the monotony.

While I’m waiting for my chocolate mousse, Suze and Fenella decide they
simply must go and talk to Benjy, on the other side of the room. So they leap up,
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both lighting cigarettes as they do so, and Tarquin stays behind to keep me
company. He doesn’t seem quite as into table-hopping as the others. In fact, he’s
been pretty quiet all evening. I’ve also noticed that he’s drunk more than any of
us. Any moment I’m expecting his head to land on the table.

For a while there’s silence between us. To be honest, Tarquin is so weird, |
don’t know how to talk to him. Then, suddenly, he says, “Do you like Wagner?”
“Oh yes,” I say at once. I’'m not sure I’ve ever heard any Wagner, but |
don’t want to sound uncultured. And I have been to the opera before, though |

think that was Mozart.

“ ‘The Liebestod’ from Tristan,” he says, and shakes his head. “ ‘The
Liebestod.” ”

“Mmm,” I say, and nod in what I hope is an intelligent manner. I pour
myself some wine, fill his glass up, too, and look around to see where Suze has
got to. Typical of her just to disappear off and leave me with her drunken
cousin.

“Dah-dah-dah-dah, daaaah dah dah. .”

Oh my God, now he’s singing. Not loudly, but really intensely. And he’s
staring into my eyes as though he expects me to join in. “Dah-dah-dah-dah. .”

Now he’s closed his eyes and is swaying. This is getting embarrassing.

“Da diddle-idy da-a-da-a daaaah dah. .”

“Lovely,” I say brightly. “You can’t beat Wagner, can you?”

“Tristan,” he says. “Und Isolde.” He opens his eyes. “You’d make a
beautiful Isolde.”

I’d make a what? While I’'m still staring at him, he lifts my hand to his lips
and starts kissing it. For a few seconds I’'m too shocked to move.

“Tarquin,” I say as firmly as I can, trying to pull my hand away. “Tarquin,
please—" I look up and desperately scan the room for Suze — and, as | do so,
meet the eye of Luke Brandon, making his way out of the restaurant. He frowns
slightly, lifts his hand in farewell, then disappears out of the door.

“Your skin smells like roses,” murmurs Tarquin against my skin.

“Oh, shut up!” I say crossly, and yank my hand out of his grasp so hard I
get a row of teeth marks on my skin. “Just leave me alone!”

I would slap him, but he’d probably take it as a come-on.

Just then, Suze and Fenella arrive back at the table, full of news about
Binky and Minky — and Tarquin reverts into silence. And for the rest of the
evening, even when we say good-bye, he barely looks at me. Thank God. He
must have got the message.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 6
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VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
1. exhilarated a. spoil, damage
2. stern b. wet
3. serene c. delay, pause
4. deface d. amazed, delighted
5. irrelevant e. pull
6. soggy f.  fear, depression
7. drivel g. peaceful, quiet
8. sway h. faint
9. besiege I.  nonsense
10. linger J.  resistant
11. swoon K. swing
12. jerk |. severe
13. dismay m. of no interest, has nothing to do with
14. reluctant n. surround
2. Make word combinations.
1. take-away | a. shop a CKyJHas XU3Hb
2. frugal b. kind of wave b come to say hello or chat a little
3. talk c. life ¢ sticking out teeth
4. spending d. books d modest existence
5. self-help e. nob e mix socially
6. protruding | f. meals f buying scheme, structure of buys
7. hob g. hop g self education sources
8. table h. pattern h talk about serious subjects
9. nonchalant | i. teeth i careless greeting
3. Complete with prepositions.




> We’ve only just put the latest issue of the magazine to bed, which
basically means we can laze ...... for a few days doing nothing.

> To be honest, I can’t really concentrate .. proper work.

> Then a brilliant thought occurs .. me.

> There’s a whole array of Indian recipe books, and I pick up one ..
random, flicking over the pages.

> Perhaps | should write down a couple, to be .. the safe side.

> I’'m so startled, my pen jerks ... my notebook and, .. my
horror, makes a blue line.

> | stay in my bedroom and finish my makeup, putting ... the
moment of going out to say hello.

> Oh, I don’t believe it. I’'m turning .... one of them.

> “It. . swelled .. and got septic,”
COMPREHENSION CHECK
4. Answer the questions.

v" Who are these self-help books aimed at (according to Bex)?

v' Why did she feel stern walking along the river, enjoying the
scenery?

v' What are free things that matter in life?

v Why did Bex get on the tube feeling serene and impervious, like a
Buddhist monk?

4 Is it an easy or difficult period of time for Successful Savings?

4 Could she concentrate on proper work as the whole morning goes
by? Why?

4 What was the recipe she started copying? Was it a very reasonable
choice?

Was the book of recipes a voluntary purchase? Why?

Why did she consider it a good investment?

Where was breaking bread with friends at six o’clock and why?
What do Suze’s cousins Tarquin and Fenella have in common?
Whom does Bex spot at Terrazza a few tables away?

why does she

Why does Luke frown slightly, lifting his hand in farewell?

AN N N N N NN

5. Retell the episode in the restaurant on behalf of Luke
Brandon.
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Start like that .....I heard a sudden noise, raised my
4

TRANSLATION WORK

6. Translate the extract.

MOHOJIOFH33$[}IJII)IXIHOHOFOJII/IKOB

«51 He ej1a Bech IeHb, YTOOBI HA CAKOHOMJIEHHbBIE 1€HbI'M KYNIUTH
KaKyI0-TO 0e3/1e/IylIKYy»
Anexcanopa, 23 200a, Mockea:

S moctynuna B KOJUIEIXK U Iepeexalia u3 pogHoro ropoga B MOCKBy.
N3-3a miiotHOTO rpaduka - 1 3aHUMAaNach ¢ § yrpa 0 7 Beuepa, BKIIoYast
CyO0O0OTBHI, 51 )KHJIa B COCTOSIHMH IMOCTOSTHHOTO cTpecca. Jlymaro, OH U cTai
MPUYUHON MOETO MIONOToIM3Ma. TakuM 00pa3oM sl CHUMaia TPEBOTY U
YCTAJIOCTh; MMOKYIKH JIaBaJId MHE OIIYIIIEHHE YBEPEHHOCTH B ceOe U B
KaKOM-TO CMBICJI€ YCIICIIIHOCTH.

S TpaTuia 1eHbI'M B OCHOBHOM Ha OACXKY, KOCMETHKY U KaHIITOBAPHI.
MeHst 3aBopaKuBaJiv CKUJKH. B TOProBBIX IIEHTpaX MHE XOTEJIOCh BCETO U
cpa3y. [lokynas oaHy Bellb, 51 oJIydalia HOPLHIO 3(POpUH, a TOTOM BO
MHE MPOCHITAJICS a3apT: XOTEJI0Ch HAUTH elle YTO-HUOY/Ib KpacCuBOe 1
YJIOKUTHCS TIPU ATOM B OUE€HBb OTPAaHUYCHHBIN Or0/KeT. MHE OUeHb
MOBE3J10, YTO HA TOT MOMEHT Y MEHsI ObLJIO HE TaK MHOTO JAeHer. S TpaTuia
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CTUIICH]IUIO, ICHBI'M, KOTOPHIE IPUCHUIAIA POAUTENH, U IEHBIH OT
noApaboTok. S He Bie3asa B 1OITH, HO MOPOM TOXOAUIIO 0 TaAKOW CTPOroi
HKOHOMMH, UTO 51 MOTJIa HE €CTh BECh JICHb, YTOOBI HA COKOHOMJICHHBIE
JI€HBI'H YTO-TO KYIUTh. B 3TOM OBIJIO YTO-TO OXOTHUYBE: MOU MOKYIIKH
OBLIT MOMMH TPOGEsIMHU, HO TTOCTIE OIIATHI I OBICTPO Tepsia K HUM
nHTEepec. YacTp Bellen 1 B JalbHEUIEM pa3aaBaiia. Jpy3bs 4acToO MIyTUIIH,
YTO S JIFOOJIIO MMOTPATUTh JEHEKKHU Ha BCIKYI0 epyHay. HUKTO Bcepbe3 He
JyMaJl, YTO Y MEHsI MPOOIEMBI.

Tak mpoA0JDKAIOCH MONT0/1a, MOKA B OJIMH MPEKPACHBI MOMEHT 5
BIIPYT HE TIOHSJIA, YTO TTOKYIKU OOJIBIIE HE TOCTABIISIOT MHE
YAOBOJIBCTBUS, & MIOXO/bI [0 TOPTOBBIM LIEHTPAaM CTAJIM PyTUHON U
OTHUMAKOT MHOTO CWJ. S 3aMeTHJIa, YTO MOU CBEPCTHULIBI OTAAIOT
MPEANOYTEHUE OTHOW, HO KAUECTBEHHOM BEILIH, B OTINYUE OT MEHS,
MOKYIAoUIEN Bce MOApsAa. S 3aayMaach: a 3a4€M MHE BCSI 3Ta Ky4da
Bellel, KOTOPOI XBaTUiI0 ObI HA OTKpbITHE MarazuHa? Sl mousia, 4To
HY>KHO HayYHUThCSI KOHTPOJIUPOBATH CBOU «XOUY KYIIUTH), B3BEIINBATH BCE
3a U MPOTUB, U Havasa paboTarh HaJl coOou. J{Jis Hayana s cTporo
orpanunuunia 6roket. [locTaBuia 1enb moexarh B MyTEIIECTBUE U yOeauia
ce0s1, yTo 310 propureT. Korna s oueHb XoTesna 4To-To KynuTh, 3aX01ja
Ha CalThl MarasuHoOB C JOPOTrOM WM HENOCTYIHOM Uit Poccuu noctaBKow,
CMOTpeEJIa TOBaphl, J0OABIIsIA UX B KOP3WHY, HO HUYETO HE MoKynaia. S
Jro0uiia IeJaTh 3TO MEPel CHOM, HAyTpO OBLIIO TaKOE )K€ OIIYIIEHUE, KaK U
MOCJIe peasIbHBIX MOKYMOK. [IoToOM s Hauasia u3ydath MapKETUHT, YTOOBI
MOHATh HA KAKUE YJIOBKU UIYT Mara3uHbl, KAk SKOHOMHUTh U IPABUIILHO
BecTU Oro/KeT. ITO OoJiee CI0KHAsg YacTh, HO caMas d(ppekTrBHas.
biarogapst 5ToMy s HAQy4uIach C yMOM TPaTUTh J€HbIU

CHAPTER 7

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

IT DOESN’T SEEM HE has, though, because on Saturday, I receive a card
of a pre-Raphaelite girl looking coyly over her shoulder. Inside, Tarquin has
written: Many apologies for my uncouth behavior. | hope to make it up to you.
Tickets to Bayreuth — or, failing that, dinner?Tarquin.

Dinner with Tarquin. Can you imagine? And what’s he going on about,
anyway? [’ve never heard of Bayreuth. Is it a new show or something? Or does
he mean Beirut? Why would we want to go to Beirut, for God’s sake?

Anyway, I’ve got more important things to think about today. This is my
sixth day of Cutting Back — and, crucially, my first weekend. David E. Barton
says this is often when one’s frugal regime cracks, as the office routine is no
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longer there as a distraction and the day stretches empty, waiting to be filled
with the familiar comfort of shopping.

But I’m too strong-willed to crack. I’ve got my day completely sussed —
and I’m not going near any shops. This morning I’m going to visit a museum
and then tonight, instead of wasting lots of money on an expensive takeaway,
I’m cooking a homemade curry for me and Suze. I’m actually quite excited
about it.

My entire budget for today is as follows: Travel to museum: free (I already
have a travelcard)Museum: freeCurry: £2.50 (David E. Barton says you can
make a wonderful curry for four people for less than £5.00—and there are only
two of us.)Total daily expenditure: £2.50

That’s more like it. Plus I get to experience culture instead of mindless
materialism. | have chosen the Victoria & Albert Museum because | have never
been to it before. In fact, I’'m not even sure what they have in it. Statues of
Queen Victoria and Prince Albert, or something?

Anyway, whatever they have, it will be very interesting and stimulating,
I’m sure. And above all, free!

As | come out of South Kensington tube, the sun’s shining brightly and I
stride along, feeling pleased with myself. Normally | waste my Saturday
mornings watching Live and Kicking and getting ready to go to the shops. But
look at this! | suddenly feel very grown-up and metropolitan, like someone in a
Woody Allen film. I just need a long woolly scarf and some sunglasses and I’11
look like Diane Keaton.

And on Monday, when people ask me how my weekend was, I’1l be able to
say, “Actually, I went to the V&A.” No, what I’ll say is “I caught an
exhibition.” That sounds much cooler. (Why do people say they “caught” an
exhibition, by the way? It’s not as though all the paintings were thundering past
like bulls at Pamplona.) Then they’ll say, “Really? I didn’t know you were into
art, Rebecca.” And Ill say, “Oh yes. I spend most of my free time at museums.”
And they’ll give me an impressed look and say. .

Come to think of it, I’ve walked straight past the entrance. Silly me. Too
busy thinking about the conversation between me and. . actually, the person |
realize I’ve pictured in this little scene is Luke Brandon. How weird. Why
should that be? Because | table-hopped with him, | suppose. Anyway.

Concentrate. Museum.

Quickly I retrace my steps and walk nonchalantly into the entrance hall,
trying to look as though | come here all the time. Not like that bunch of Japanese
tourists clustering round their guide. Ha! I think proudly, I’'m no tourist. This is
my heritage. My culture. I pick up a map carelessly as though I don’t really need
it, and look at a list of talks on things like Ceramics of the Yuan and Early Ming
Dynasties. Then, casually, I begin to walk through to the first gallery.

“Excuse me?” A woman at a desk is calling to me. “Have you paid?”

Have I what? You don’t have to pay to get into museums! Oh, of course —

she’s just joking with me.
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| give a friendly little laugh, and carry on.

“Excuse me!” she says, in a sharper voice, and a bloke in security uniform
appears out of nowhere. “Have you paid for admission?” “It’s free!” I say in
surprise.

“I’m afraid not,” she says, and points to a sign behind me. I turn to read it,
and nearly keel over in astonishment.

Admission £5.00.

I feel quite faint with shock. What’s happened to the world? They’re
charging for admission to a museum. This is outrageous. Everyone knows
museums are supposed to be free. If you start charging for museums, no one will
ever go! Our cultural heritage will be lost to a whole generation, excluded by a
punitive financial barrier. The nation will be dumbed down still further, and
civilized society will face the very brink of collapse. Is that what you want,
Tony Blair?

Plus, I don’t have £5. I deliberately came out with no cash except £2.50 for
my curry ingredients. Oh God, this is annoying. | mean, here | am, all ready for
some culture. I want to go in and look at. . well, whatever’s in there — and |
can’t!

Now all the Japanese tourists are staring at me, as if [’'m some sort of
criminal. Go away! | think crossly. Go and look at some art.

“We take credit cards,” says the woman. “VISA, Switch, American
Express.”

“Oh,” I say. “Well. . OK.”

“The season ticket is £15,” she says, as I reach for my purse, “but it gives
you unlimited access for a year.”

Unlimited access for a year! Now wait just a minute. David E. Barton says
what you’re supposed to do, when you make any purchase, is estimate the “cost
per use,” which you get by dividing the price by the number of times you use it.
Let’s suppose that from now on I come to the V&A once a month. (I should
think that’s quite realistic.) If I buy a season ticket, that’s only. . £1.25 a visit.

Well, that’s a bargain, isn’t it? It’s actually a very good investment, when
you come to think of it. “OK, I’ll have the season ticket,” I say, and hand over
my VISA card. Hah! Culture here | come.

| start off really well. I look at my little map, and peer at each exhibit, and
carefully read all the little cards.

Chalice made from silver, Dutch, 16th century

Plaque depicting Holy Trinity, Italian mid—15th century

Blue and white earthenware bowl, early 17th century

That bowl’s really nice, I find myself thinking in sudden interest, and
wonder how much it is. It looks quite expensive. . I’m just peering to see if
there’s a price tag when I remember where [ am. Of course.

There aren’t any prices here.

Which is a bit of a mistake, | think. Because it kind of takes the fun out of
it, doesn’t it? You wander round, just looking at things, and it all gets a bit
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boring after a while. Whereas if they put price tags on, you’d be far more
interested. In fact, I think all museums should put prices on their exhibits. You’d
look at a silver chalice or a marble statue or the Mona Lisa or whatever, and
admire it for its beauty and historical importance and everything — and then
you’d reach for the price tag and gasp, “Hey, look how much this one is!” It
would really liven things up.

| might write to the Victoria & Albert and suggest this to them. | am a
season-ticket holder, after all. They should listen to my opinion.

In the meantime, let’s move on to the next glass case.

Carved goblet, English, mid-15th century

God, | could die for a cup of coffee. How long have | been here? It must
be. . Oh. Only fifteen minutes.

When | get to the gallery showing a history of fashion, | become quite
rigorous and scholarly. In fact, | spend longer there than anywhere else. But then
the dresses and shoes come to an end and it’s back to more statues and little
fiddly things in cases. | keep looking at my watch, and my feet hurt. . and in the
end I sink down onto a sofa.

Don’t get me wrong, I like museums. I do. And I’'m really interested in
Korean art. It’s just that the floors are really hard, and I’'m wearing quite tight
boots, and it’s hot so I’ve taken off my jacket but now it keeps slithering around
in my arms. And it’s weird, but I keep thinking I can hear the sound of a cash
till.

It must be in my imagination.

I’m sitting blankly, wondering if I can summon the energy to stand up
again, when the group of Japanese tourists comes into the gallery, and | feel
compelled to get to my feet and pretend I’m looking at something. I peer
vaguely at a piece of tapestry, then stride off down a corridor lined with exhibits
of old Indian tiles. I’m just thinking that maybe we should get the Fired Earth
catalogue and retile the bathroom, when I glimpse something through a metal
grille and stop dead with shock.

Am | dreaming? Is it a mirage? | can see a cash register, and a queue of
people, and a display cabinet with price tags. .

Oh my God, I was right! It’s a shop! There’s a shop, right there in front of
me!

Suddenly my steps have more spring in them; my energy has miraculously
returned. Following the bleeping sound of the cash register, | hurry round the
corner to the shop entrance and pause on the threshold, telling myself not to
raise my hopes, not to be disappointed if it’s just bookmarks and tea towels.

But it’s not. It’s bloody fantastic! Why isn’t this place better known?
There’s a whole range of gorgeous jewelry, and loads of really interesting books
on art, and there’s all this amazing pottery, and greeting cards, and. .

Oh. But I’'m not supposed to be buying anything today, am I? Damn.

This is awful. What’s the point of discovering a new shop and then not
being able to buy anything in it? It’s not fair. Everyone else is buying stuff,
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everyone else is having fun. For a while I hover disconsolately beside a display
of mugs, watching as an Australian woman buys a pile of books on sculpture.
She’s chatting away to the sales assistant, and suddenly I hear her say something
about Christmas. And then | have a flash of pure genius.

Christmas shopping! I can do all my Christmas shopping here! I know
March is a bit early, but why not be organized? And then when Christmas
arrives I won’t have to go near the horrible Christmas crowds. I can’t believe |
haven’t thought of doing this before. And it’s not breaking the rules, because I’d
have to buy Christmas presents sometime, wouldn’t I? All I’'m doing is shifting
the buying process forward a bit. It makes perfect sense.

And so, about an hour later, | emerge happily with two carrier bags. I've
bought a photograph album covered in William Morris print, an old-fashioned
wooden jigsaw puzzle, a book of fashion photographs, and a fantastic ceramic
teapot. God, I love Christmas shopping. I’m not sure what I’1l give to who —
but the point is, these are all timeless and unique items that would enhance any
home. (Or at least the ceramic teapot is, because that’s what it said on the little
leaflet.) So I reckon I’ve done really well.

In fact, this morning has been a great success. As | emerge from the
museum, | feel incredibly content and uplifted. It just shows the effect that a
morning of pure culture has on the soul. From now on, I decide, I’'m going to
spend every Saturday morning at a museum.

When | get back home, the second post is on the doormat and there’s a
square envelope addressed to me in writing [ don’t recognize. I rip it open as I
lug my carrier bags to my room — and then stop in surprise. It’s a card from
Luke Brandon. How did he get my home address? Dear Rebecca, it says, It was
good to bump into you the other night, and | do hope you had an enjoyable
evening. | now realize that | never thanked you for the prompt repayment of my
loan. Much appreciated.With all best wishes — and, of course, deepest
sympathy on the loss of your Aunt Ermintrude. (If it’s any consolation, I can’t
imagine that scarf could suit anyone better than you.)

Luke.

For a while I stare at it silently. I’'m quite taken aback. Gosh, I think
cautiously. It’s nice of him to write, isn’t it? A nice handwritten card like this,
just to thank me for my card. [ mean, he’s not just being polite, is he? You don’t
have to send a thank-you card to someone just because they repaid your twenty
quid.

Or do you? Maybe, these days, you do. Everyone seems to send cards for
everything. I haven’t got a clue what’s done and what’s not anymore. (I knew I
should have read that etiquette book I got in my stocking.) Is this card just a
polite thank-you? Or is it something else? And if so. . what?

Is he taking the piss?

Oh God, that’s it. He knows Aunt Ermintrude doesn’t exist. He’s just
pulling my leg to embarrass me.
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But then. . would he go to all the trouble of buying a card, writing in it, and
sending it, just to pull my leg?

Oh, I don’t know. Who cares? I don’t even like him, anyway.

Having been so cultured all morning, | deserve a bit of a treat in the
afternoon, so | buy myself Vogue and a bag of Minstrels, and lie on the sofa for
a bit. God, I’ve missed little treats like this. I haven’t read a magazine for. . well,
it must be a week, except Suze’s copy of Cosmo yesterday. And I can’t
remember the last time | tasted chocolate.

I can’t spend too long enjoying myself, though, because I’ve got to go out
and buy the stuff for our homemade curry. So after I’ve read my horoscope, |
close VVogue and get out my new Indian recipe book.

I’m quite excited, actually. I’ve never made curry before.

I’ve gone off the tiger prawn recipe because it turns out tiger prawns are
very expensive. So what I’'m going to make instead is chicken and mushroom
Balti. It all looks very cheap and easy, and | just need to write out my shopping
list.

When I’ve finished I’m a bit taken aback. The list is quite a lot longer than
I’d thought it would be. I hadn’t realized you needed so many spices just to
make one curry. I’ve just looked in the kitchen, and we don’t have a Balti pan,
or a grinder for grinding spices, or a blender for making the aromatic paste. Or a
wooden spoon or any scales that work.

Still, never mind. What I’ll do is quickly go to Peter Jones and buy all the
equipment we need for the kitchen, and then I’ll get the food and come back and
start cooking. The thing to remember is, we only have to buy all this stuff once
— and then we’re fully equipped to make delicious curries every night. I’1l just
have to think of it as an investment.

By the time Suze arrives back from Camden Market that evening, | am
dressed in my new stripy apron, grinding up roasted spices in our new grinder.

“Phew!” she says, coming into the kitchen. “What a stink!”

“It’s aromatic spices,” I say a bit crossly, and take a swig of wine. To be
honest, this is all a bit more difficult than I’d thought. ’'m trying to make
something called Balti masala mix, which we will be able to keep in a jar and
use for months, but all the spices seem to be disappearing into the grinder and
refusing to come back out. Where are they going?

“I’m absolutely starving,” says Suze, pouring herself a glass of wine. “Will
it be ready soon?”

“I don’t know,” I say, peering into the grinder. “If I can just get these
bloody spices out. .”

“Oh well,” says Suze. “I might just make some toast.” She pops a couple of
pieces of bread in the toaster and then starts picking up all my little bags and
pots of spices and looking at them.

“What’s allspice?” she says, holding up a pot curiously. “Is it all the spices,
mixed together?”
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“I don’t know,” I say, banging the grinder on the counter. A tiny dusting of
powder falls out and I stare at it angrily. What happened to a whole jarful that |
could keep for months? Now I’ll have to roast some more of the bloody things.

“Because if it is, couldn’t you just use that and forget all the others?”

“No!” I say. “I’m making a fresh and distinct Balti blend.”

“OK,” says Suze, shrugging. “You’re the expert.”

Right, | think, taking another swig of wine. Start again. Coriander seeds,
fennel seeds, cumin seeds, peppercorns. . By this time, I’ve given up measuring,
I’m just throwing everything in. They say cooking should be instinctive,
anyway.

“What’s this?” says Suze, looking at Luke Brandon’s card on the kitchen
table. “Luke Brandon? How come he sent you a card?”

“Oh, you know,” I say, shrugging casually. “He was just being polite.”

“Polite?” Suze wrinkles her brow, turning the card over in her hands. “No
way. You don’t have to send a card to someone just because they returned your
twenty quid.”

“Really?” My voice is slightly higher than usual, but that must be because
of the roasting aromatic spices. “I thought maybe that’s what people did these
days.”

“Oh no,” says Suze assuredly. “What happens is, the money’s lent, it’s
returned with a thank-you letter, and that’s the end of the matter. This card”—
she waves it at me —“this is something extra.”

This is why | love sharing a flat with Suze. She knows stuff like this,
because she mixes in the right social circles. You know she once had dinner
with the duchess of Kent? Not that I’'m boasting, or anything.

“So what do you think it means?” I say, trying not to sound too tense.

“I reckon he’s being friendly,” she says, and puts the card back on the
table.

Friendly. Of course, that’s it. He’s being friendly. Which is a good thing, of
course. So why do | feel ever so slightly disappointed? | stare at the card, which
has a face by Picasso on the front. What does that mean?

“Are those spices supposed to be going black, by the way?” says Suze,
spreading peanut butter on her toast.

“Oh God!” I whip the Balti pan off the stove and look at the blackened
coriander seeds. This is driving me crazy. Okay, tip them away and start again.
Coriander seeds, fennel seeds, cumin seeds, peppercorns, bay leaves. That’s the
last of the bay leaves. This one had better not go wrong.

Somehow, miraculously, it doesn’t. Forty minutes later, I actually have a
curry bubbling away in my

Balti pan! This is fantastic! It smells wonderful, and it looks just like it
does in the book — and I didn’t even follow the recipe very carefully. It just
shows, | have a natural affinity with Indian cookery. And the more | practice,
the more accomplished I’ll become. Like David E. Barton says, I’ll be able to
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knock up a quick, delicious curry in the time it takes to call the delivery firm.
And look how much money I’ve saved!

Triumphantly | drain my basmati rice, take my ready-made nans out of the
oven, and serve everything out onto plates. Then | sprinkle chopped fresh
coriander over everything — and honestly, it looks like something out of Marie-
Claire. | carry the plates through and put one in front of Suze.

“Wow!” she says. “This looks fantastic!”

“I know,” I say proudly, sitting down opposite her. “Isn’t it great?”

| watch as she takes her first forkful — then put a forkful into my mouth.

“Mmm! Delicious!” says Suze, chewing with relish. “Quite hot,” she adds
after a while.

“It’s got chili powder in,” I say. “And fresh chilies. But it’s nice, though,
isn’t it?”

“It’s wonderful!” says Suze. “Bex, you’re so clever! I could never make
this in a million years!”

But as she’s chewing, a slightly strange expression is coming over her face.
To be honest, I’'m feeling a bit breathless, too. This curry is quite hot. In fact, it’s
bloody hot.

Suze has put down her plate and is taking a large slug of wine. She looks
up, and | see her cheeks are red.

“OK?” I say, forcing myself to smile through the pain in my mouth.

“Yeah, great!” she says, and takes a huge bite of nan. | look down at my
plate and resolutely take another forkful of curry. Immediately, my nose starts to
run. Suze is sniffing, too, I notice, but as | meet her eye she smiles brightly.

Oh God, this is hot. My mouth can’t stand it. My cheeks are burning, and
my eyes are starting to water. How much chili powder did | put in this bloody
thing? Only about one teaspoonful. . or maybe it was two. | just kind of trusted
my instincts and chucked in what looked about right. Well, so much for my
instincts.

Tears start running down my face, and | give an enormous sniff.

“Are you OK?” says Suze in alarm.

“I’m fine!” I say, putting down my fork. “Just. . you know. A bit hot.”

But actually, I’'m not OK. And it’s not just the heat that’s making tears run
down my face. Suddenly I feel like a complete failure. I can’t even get a quick
and easy curry right. And look how much money | spent on it, with the Balti pan
and the apron and all the spices. . Oh, it’s all gone wrong, hasn’t it? I haven’t
Cut Back at all. This week’s been a complete disaster.

| give a huge sob and put my plate on the floor.

“It’s horrible!” I say miserably, and tears begin to stream down my face.
“Don’t eat it, Suze. It’ll poison you.”

“Bex! Don’t be silly!” says Suze. “It’s fantastic!”” She looks at me, then
puts her own plate on the floor. “Oh, Bex.” She shuffles across the floor, reaches
up, and gives me a hug. “Don’t worry. It’s just a
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bit hot. But otherwise, it’s brilliant! And the nan is delicious! Honestly.
Don’t get upset.” I open my mouth to reply, and instead hear myself giving
another huge sob.

“Bex, don’t!” wails Suze, practically crying herself. “It’s delicious! It’s the
most delicious curry I’ve ever tasted.”

“It’s not just the curry!” I sob, wiping my eyes. “The point was, I was
supposed to be Cutting Back.

This curry was only supposed to cost £2.50.”

“But. . why?”” asks Suze perplexedly. “Was it a bet, or something!”

“No!” I wail. “It was because I’'m in debt! And my dad said I should Cut
Back or Make More Money. So I’ve been trying to Cut Back. But it hasn’t
worked. .” I break off, shuddering with sobs. “I’m just a complete failure.”

“Of course you’re not a failure!” says Suze at once. “Bex, you’re the
opposite of a failure. It’s just. .”

She hesitates. “It’s just that maybe. .”

“What?”

There’s silence, then Suze says seriously, “I think you might have chosen
the wrong option, Becky. I don’t think you’re a Cut Back kind of person.”

“Really?” I sniff, and wipe my eyes. “Do you think?”

“I think you should go for Make More Money instead.” Suze pauses
thoughtfully. “In fact, to be honest, I don’t know why anyone would choose Cut
Back. | think Make More Money is a much better option. If | ever had to choose,
that’s definitely the one I’d go for.”

“Yes,” I say slowly. “Yes, maybe you’re right. Maybe that’s what I should
do.” I reach down with a shaky hand and take a bite of warm nan — and Suze is
right. Without the curry, it’s delicious. “But how shall I do 1t?” I say eventually.
“How shall I make more money?”’

There’s silence for a while, with both of us thoughtfully chewing on nan.
Then Suze brightens.

“I know. Look at this!”” She reaches for a magazine and flips to the
classified ads at the back. “Look what it says here. ‘Need extra money? Join the
Fine Frames family. Make thousands, working from home in your spare time.
Full kit supplied.” You see? It’s easy.”

Wow. I’m quite impressed. Thousands. That’s not bad. “Yes,” I say
shakily, “maybe I’ll do that.” “Or you could invent something,” says Suze.

“Like what?”

“Oh, anything,” she says confidently. “You’re really clever. Remember
when the coffee filter broke, and you made a new one out of a knee-high?”

“Yes,” I say, and a tiny glow of pride spreads over me. “Yes, I did, didn’t
7

“You could easily be an inventor. Or. . I know! Set up an Internet
company. They’re worth millions!”
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You know, she’s right. There’s loads of things I could do to Make More
Money. Loads of things! It’s just a question of lateral thinking. Suddenly I feel a
lot better. Suze is such a good friend. | reach forward and give her a hug.

“Thanks, Suze,” I say. “You’re a star.”

“No problem,” she says, and hugs me back. “So, you cut out this ad and
start making your thousands.

.’ She pauses. “And I’ll go and phone up for a takeaway curry, shall [?”

“Yes please,” I say in a small voice. “A takeaway would be lovely.”

REBECCA BLOOMWOOD’S CUT-BACK PROJECT

HOMEMADE CURRY, SATURDAY 24TH MARCH

Proposed Budget: £2.50 Actual Expenditure:

Balti pan £15.00

Electric grinder £14.99

Blender £18.99

Wooden spoon 35p Apron £9.99

Two chicken breasts £1.98

300g mushrooms 79p

Onion 29p

Coriander seeds £1.29

Fennel seeds £1.29

Allspice £1.29

Cumin seeds £1.29

Cloves £1.39

Ground ginger £1.95

Bay leaves £1.40 Chili powder

OH GOD, FORGET IT.

PGNI FIRST BANK VISA 7 Camel Square

Liverpool L1 5NP

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

6 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: PGNI First Bank VISA Card No.
1475839204847586 Thank you for your letter of 2 March.I can assure you that
our computers are regularly checked, and that the possibility of a “glitch,” as
you put it, is remote. Nor have we been affected by the millennium bug. All
accounts are entirely accurate.You may write to Anne Robinson at Watchdog if
you wish, but I am sure she will agree that you have no grounds for
complaint.Our records inform us that payment on your VISA account is now
overdue. As you will see from your most recent VISA card statement, the
minimum payment required is £105.40. I look forward to receiving your
payment, as soon as possible.Yours sincerely,Peter Johnson Customer Accounts
Executive.
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CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 7

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. coy a. HEeOoTeCaHHBIU

2. uncouth b. kaparenbHBIi

3.  for one’s sake C. KaccoBbIHammapar

4.  heritage d. mopor

5. faint €. 3aCTCHYMBBIN, CKDOMHBIH

6.  punitive f. pamu Koro-o

7.  cashtill. g. cnalOpi

8.  threshold h. yromenwus

9.  consolation I. yremieHue

10. treats J. Hacaenme

2. Make word combinations.
1. uncouth a. willed I HA3]1€BATHCS
2. pulling b. tag li.  CBOEBp-s BBIIIATA IO 3aliMy
3. strong- c. materialism lli.  OecCMBICICHHBIN MaTEPUATU3M
4. prompt d. behavior IV.  HeoTecaHHOE MOBEJICHUE
5. mindless e. barrier V.  TOJIOCATBI EPETHUK
6. woolly f. one’s leg Vi. C CHIIBHOU BOJICH, BBIJICPIKAHHBIN
7. price g. the bathroom Vil.  mepcTsHOU 11apd
8. stripy h. scarf iil.  IEeHHHK
9. retile i. repaymentofloan |iX.  0010xuThH Kaderem
10. financial J. apron X.  (uHAHCOBBIN Oapbep
3. Complete with prepositions.
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“Really? I didn’t know you were .... art, Rebecca.”

They’re charging ... admission to a museum.

With all best wishes — and, of course, deepest sympathy .. the loss of your
Aunt. For a while I stare .. it silently. I’'m quite taken .....

4, Translate into English.

3 HeorecannbliinepeBeHIIMHA

3 Cna0BIB310X

L3 Bomnpoc 3axBaTun Bpacmiox

L3 KaparensHblenpremsl

L3 Heorecannsiemanepsl

23 Hanoporepepomtonnun

& Cnaboe 1moxuMaHHE IIeYaMH

< Kaparenbabie MepbI

& M3BuHHUTE, Kacca ciioManach

& CamMoyBepeHHBIE TTPUTBOPIIUIIBI
& Ero moBenenue Bac o3agaunt. He oOparaiite BHUMaHUS
& CnaOpbIii KUBOK

& KaparenbHas opranuzanus

& PoOxwmii TOKJIOHHUK

& O3agaunBaroNIuii COBET

COMPREHENSION CHECK
5. Answer the questions.

How many cards did she receive during that week? Who from?

What did she decide on Tarquin’s invitation?

What were her plans for the morning and for early evening?

What was her entire budget for the whole day?

Why did she choose Victoria & Albert Museum to experience
lture?

What does she need a long woolly scarf and some sunglasses for?

What takes the fun out of all the exhibits for Bex?

Which place in the museum did she spend longer than anywhere

c

What was a flash of pure genius about?

What did she buy as Christmas presents in March?

Did pure culture have any frugal effect on her soul?

What treats did she buy after being so cultured all morning?

VVVV2VVV22VVVVYVY
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6. Match her purchases with prices and calculate how she
exceeded her budget of £2.50.

Balti pan £1.95
300g mushrooms £1.98
Wooden spoon 79p
Two chicken breasts £1.29
a season ticket £1.29
Apron 29p
Onion £15
Coriander seeds £9.99
Fennel seeds 35p
Electric grinder £1.39
Blender £15.00
Allspice £14.99
Cumin seeds £1.40
Ground ginger £18.99
Bay leaves £1.29
Cloves £1.29
Total

TRANSLATION WORK

7. Translate the extract.

MoH0J10TH 3as11JIbIX IIOIOr0JIMKOB
«51 ocTaHOBMJIACH, KOT'/IA CUJIBHO
NMPEeBbICHJIA TUMUT MO KPETUTKE
apwvsa, 24 200a, banawos:

Mos ceMbs Bceraa >xuiia Heooraro,
MTO3TOMY B JICTCTBE MHE PEJIKO MTOKYTIaIH
TO, YTO MHE XOTEJIOCh. [[a 1 0JIeK 01 TOXKE
He OayioBanu. Mol MIOMOToJIM3M HAYaJICs, KOT/Ia Y MEHS TTOSIBUITUCH CBOU
JIEHBTW - CTUTICH WS, ¥ JUTWJICS TISITh JIeT. Sl cTana cHavasia CKyrajga KOCMETHKY,
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MOTOM TIEpeIlIa B MHTEPHET-Mara3uHbl, TaM BOOOIIe YA00HO - JaXKe U3 JoMa
BBIXOJIUTH HE HaJ0. S cryckasia Ha MOKYNKU BCE ACHBIH, @ HA PEAIbHO HY>KHbIE
BEIIIM Y MEHSI HE XBaTaJIo.

[Tocne uHCTUTYTA 51 yCTpOMIIaCh Ha PabOTy U B MEPBBIN K€ I'0J1 Biie3ja B
JOJITH. 3aBeJla KPEIUTHYIO KapTy: AyMaia, TOJIbKO Ha KpalHUN CIIy4dai, HO
MOTOM 3aKa3ayia ce0e MoJapoK Ha JEHb POXKIACHUS - U IOHECTIOCh. S
pazoBagack, YTO HAKOHEI-TO MOTY KYIHUTh ce€0e Bce, YTO X0uy. YaCTEHbKO
BEII1, 0OCOOEHHO OJIEXK/1a, BAJSUIUCH B KAy rogaMu — U NpOJ0JKAIOT
BAATHCS. O HEKOTOPBIX MOKYIKAX celyac *ajero, HO TOTJla He MPEeCTaBIIsIa,
KaK CMOTy 0€3 HUX MPOKUTh. Y MEHS He JaJuiach JUYHAs KU3Hb, sl CTpaaalia
OT OJJMHOYECTBA U TAKUM CIIOCOOOM XOTh KaK-TO JOCTaBJIsia ce0e pajocTh,
yTOOBI XOTh MHOTIa 000 BCEM PTOM 3a0bITh.

S ckpbIBasia OT POJIHBIX CBOIO 3aBUCMMOCTh, HO B KaKOM-TO MOMEHT 00
3TOM y3Haja Math. OHa TpeboBaia, 4TOOBI 5 JiepxkKaja ceOsl B pyKax U mepecraja
CIIyCKaTh JICHBI'M Ha BCAKOe Oapaxiio. OCcTaHOBUIIACH S JIUIIIH ITOCIIE TOTO, KaK
MIPEBBICUJIA JJUMUT I10 KpeaUTKe Ha 45 Thicsd pyOJiei; s mpocTo ee
3abmokupoBasia. KocmeTrky 0osIbIle He OKYIal, HAaBEPHOE, KHAUTPAJIachy,
TEMepb CTaparoCh OpaTh TOJIBKO caMO€ HEOOX0AUMOoe. 3apruiaTa y MeHs
HeOoJIbIIIasi — HE Pas3ryJisienIbes, NPUXOAUTCS SKOHOMUTH. Jla ele u goir
BBITJIAUMBAIO - ocTajaoch 30 ThICAY.

CHAPTER 8

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

OK, SO PERHAPS THE Cutting Back didn’t go that well. But it doesn’t
matter, because that’s all in the past. That was negative thinking — now I’'m
seriously into positive thinking. Onward and upward. Growth and prosperity.
M.M.M. It’s the obvious solution, when you think about it. And you know
what? Suze is absolutely right. Making More Money suits my personality far
better than Cutting Back did. I’'m already feeling much happier. Just the fact that
I don’t have to make any more grotty cheese sandwiches, or go to any more
museums, has lifted a huge weight off my soul. And I’m allowed to buy all the
cappuccinos | like, and start looking in shop windows again. Oh, the relief! I've
even chucked Controlling Your Cash in the bin. I never did think it was any
good.

The only small thing — tiny niggle — is I’'m not quite sure how I’m going
to do it. Make More Money, | mean. But now I’ve decided to go ahead with it,
something will turn up. ’'m sure of it.
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When | get into work on Monday, Clare Edwards is already at her desk —
surprise — and on the phone.

“Yes,” she’s saying softly. “Well, it’s certainly been a wonderful first
year.”

When she sees me, to my surprise, she blushes a faint pink and turns away
slightly. “Yes, I understand,” she whispers, scribbling in her notepad. “But what
about the future?”

God knows why she’s being so secretive. As if [’m interested in her tedious
life. | sit down at my desk, briskly flip on my computer, and open my diary. Oh
goody, I’ve got a press conference in the City. Even if it is some boring old
pensions launch, at least it means a trip out of the office and, with any luck, a
nice glass of champagne. Work can be quite fun, sometimes. And Philip isn’t in
yet, which means we can sit and gossip for a while.

“So, Clare,” I say, as she puts the phone down, “how was your weekend?”

| look over, expecting to hear the usual thrilling account of what shelf she
put up where with her boyfriend — but Clare doesn’t even seem to have heard
what | said.

“Clare?” I say puzzledly. She’s staring at me with pink cheeks, as though
I’ve caught her stealing pens from the stationery cupboard.

“Listen,” she says in a rush. “That conversation you heard me having just
now. . could you not mention it to Philip?”

I stare at her in bemusement. What’s she talking about? Oh wow — is she
having an affair? But then, why should Philip care? He’s her editor, not her—

Oh my God. She’s not having an affair with Philip, is she?

“Clare, what’s going on!” I say excitedly.

There’s a long pause, as Clare blushes deep red. I can’t believe this. A
piece of office scandal at last! And involving Clare Edwards, of all people!

“Oh, come on, Clare,” I whisper. “You can tell me. I won’t tell anyone.” I
lean forward sympathetically. “I might even be able to help.”

“Yes,” says Clare, rubbing her face. “Yes, that’s true. I could do with a bit
of advice. The pressure’s starting to get to me.”

“Start from the beginning,” I say calmly, just like Dear Abby. “When did it
all begin?”

“OK, I'll tell you,” whispers Clare, and looks nervously about. “It was
about. . six months ago.” “And what happened?”

“It all began on that Scottish press trip,” she says slowly. “I was away from
home. . | said yes without even thinking. | suppose | was flattered, more than
anything else.” “It’s the old story,” I say wisely. God, ’'m enjoying this.

“If Philip knew what I was doing, he’d go crazy,” she says despairingly.
“But it’s just so easy. | use a different name — and no one knows!”

“You use a different name?” I say, impressed in spite of myself.

“Several,” she says, and gives a bitter little laugh. “You’ve probably seen
some of them around.” She exhales sharply. “I know I’m taking a risk — but |
can’t stop. To be honest, you get used to the money.”
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Money? Is she a prostitute?

“Clare, what exactly are you—"

“At first it was just a little piece on mortgages in The Mail,” she says, as
though she hasn’t heard me. “I thought I could handle it. But then | was asked to
do a full-length feature on life insurance in The Sunday Times. Then Pension
and Portfolio got in on the act. And now it’s about three articles every week. |
have to do it all in secret, try to act normally. .” She breaks off and shakes her
head. “Sometimes it gets me down. But I just can’t say no anymore. ’'m
hooked.”

I do not believe it. She’s talking about work. Work! There I was, thinking
she was having a steamy affair, ready to hear all the exciting details — and all
the time it was just boring old. .

Then something she’s just said tweaks at my mind.

“Did you say the money was good?” I say casually.

“Oh yes,” she says. “About three hundred quid a piece. That’s how we
could afford our flat.” Three hundred quid!

Nine hundred quid a week! Bloody hell!

This is the answer. It’s easy. I’ll become a high-flying freelance journalist,
just like Clare, and earn nine hundred quid a week. What I have to do is start
networking and making contacts at events instead of always sitting at the back
with Elly. | must shake hands firmly with all the finance editors of the nationals
and wear my name badge prominently instead of putting it straight in my bag,
and then phone them up with ideas when I get back to the office. And then I’ll
have £900 a week. Hah!

So when I arrive at the press conference, | pin my name badge on firmly,
take a cup of coffee (no champagne — blast), and head toward Moira Channing
of the Daily Herald.

“Hello,” I say, nodding in what I hope is a serious manner. “Becky
Bloomwood, Successful Saving.”

“Hello,” she says without interest, and turns back to the other woman in the
group. “So we had the second lot of builders back, and really read them the riot
act.”

“Oh, Moira, you poor thing,” says the other woman. I squint at her badge
and see that she’s Lavinia Bellimore, freelance. Well, there’s no point
impressing her — she’s the competition.

Anyway, she doesn’t give me a second glance. The two chat away about
extensions and school fees, completely ignoring me — and after a bit | mutter,
“Good to meet you,” and creep away. God, I’d forgotten how unfriendly they
are. Still, never mind. I’ll just have to find someone else.

So after a bit | sidle up to a very tall guy on his own, and smile at him.

“Becky Bloomwood, Successful Saving,” I say.

“Geoffrey Norris, freelance,” he says, and flashes his badge at me. Oh for
God’s sake. The place is crawling with freelancers!
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“Who do you write for?” I ask politely, thinking at least I might pick up
some tips.

“It depends,” he says shiftily. His eyes keep darting backward and forward,
and he’s refusing to meet my eye. “I used to be on Monetary Matters. But they
sacked me.” “Oh dear,” I say.

“They’re bastards over there,” he says, and drains his coffee. “Bastards!
Don’t go near them. That’s my advice.”

“OK, I’ll remember that!” I say brightly, edging away. “Actually, I just
have to. .” And I turn, and walk quickly away. Why do I always find myself
talking to weirdos?

Just then, a buzzer goes off, and people start to find their seats.
Deliberately, I head for the second row, pick up the glossy brochure that’s
waiting for me on my seat, and take out my notebook. | wish | wore glasses,
then I’d look even more serious. I’'m just writing down Sacrum Asset
Management Pension Fund Launch in capitals at the top of the page, when a
middle-aged man I’ve never seen before plonks himself down next to me. He’s
got disheveled brown hair and smells of cigarettes, and is wearing an oldlooking
jacket over a dark red shirt with no tie. Plus, I suddenly notice, sneakers on his
feet. Sneakers to a press conference? He sits down, leans back comfortably, and
looks around with twinkling brown eyes.

“It’s a joke, isn’t it?” he murmurs, then meets my eye. “All this gloss. All
this show.” He gestures around. “You don’t fall for it, do you?”” Oh God.
Another weirdo.

“Absolutely not,” I say politely, and look for his name badge, but I can’t
See one.

“Glad to hear it,” says the man, and shakes his head. “Bloody fat cats.” He
gestures to the front, where three men in expensive suits are sitting down behind
the table. “You won’t find them surviving on fifty quid a week, will you?”

“Well. . no,” I say. “More like fifty quid a minute.” The man gives an
appreciative laugh.

“That’s a good line. I might use that.” He extends his hand. “Eric Foreman,
Daily World.”

“Daily World?” I say, impressed in spite of myself. Gosh, The Daily
World. I have to confess a little secret here — I really like The Daily World. |
know it’s only a tabloid, but it’s so easy to read, especially if you’re on a train.
(My arms must be very weak or something, because holding The Times makes
them ache after a while. And then all the pages get messed up. It’s a nightmare.)
And some of the articles in the “Female World” section are actually rather
interesting.

But hang on — surely I’ve met The Daily World’s personal finance editor.
Surely it’s that drippy woman called Marjorie? So who’s this guy?

“I haven’t seen you around before,” I say casually. “Are you new?”

119



Eric Foreman gives a chuckle. “I’ve been on the paper for ten years. But
this finance stuff isn’t usually my scene.” He lowers his voice. “I’m here to stir
up a bit of trouble, as it goes. The editor’s

brought me on board for a new campaign we’re running, ‘Can We Trust the
Money Men?’ ” He even talks in a tabloid voice.

“That sounds great,” I say.

“Could be, could be. As long as I can get past all this technical stuff.” He
pulls a face. “Never been good at figures.”

“I wouldn’t worry,” I say kindly. “You don’t actually need to know very
much. You’ll soon pick up what’s important. Basically, these guys are launching
a new pension plan. .” I glance at the brochure . . and the gimmick is, there’s a
discount for investors under the age of twenty-five. Which makes sense, of
course, because the sooner you start retirement planning, the better.”

“Oh absolutely,” echoes Eric Foreman, a tiny smile at his mouth. “May I
ask, do you have a pension?”

“Well. . no,” I admit. “I don’t at the moment. . but I’'m absolutely intending
to, as soon as I decide which one.”

Which is true. As soon as I clear all my debts, I’'m going to start a pension
plan, and also invest in a long-term equity-based investment fund. | may even
put some spare money into emerging markets. I mean, it makes sense, doesn’t
it?

“Glad to hear it,” says Eric Foreman, grinning. “Very wise of you.” He
peers at my name badge.

“And you are. .”

“Rebecca Bloomwood, Successful Saving,” | say, in my best networking
manner.

“Glad to meet you, Rebecca,” he says, and fishes in his pocket for a
business card.

“Oh, thanks,” I say, hastily reaching into my bag for my own business
cards. Yes! I think triumphantly as I hand it over. I’'m networking with the
national newspapers! I’'m swapping business cards!

Just then the microphones all come on with a screech of feedback, and a
dark-haired girl at the podium clears her throat. Behind her is a lit-up screen,
with the words Sacrum Asset Management against a sunset.

I remember this girl now. She was really snotty to me at a press briefing
last year. But Philip likes her, because she sends him a bottle of champagne
every Christmas, so I’ll have to give this new pension plan a nice write-up.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” she says. “My name is Maria Freeman, and I’'m
delighted to welcome you all to the launch of the Sacrum Asset Management
Pension Series. This is an innovative range of products designed to combine
flexibility and security with the powerful performance associated with Sacrum.”

A graph appears on the screen before us, with a wiggly red line rising and
falling above a thinner black one.
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“As Graph 1 shows,” says Maria Freeman confidently, pointing to the
wiggly red line, “our UK Enterprise Fund has consistently outperformed the rest
of its particular sector.”

“Hmm,” murmurs Eric Foreman to me, frowning at his brochure. “So,
what’s going on here, then? | heard a rumor that Sacrum Asset Management
wasn’t doing too well.” He jabs at the graph. “But look at this. Outperforming
the sector.”

“Yeah, right,” I murmur back. “And what sector would that be? The Crap
Investments Sector? The

Lose All Your Money Sector?”

Eric Foreman looks at me and his mouth twists slightly.

“You think they’ve fiddled their figures?”” he whispers.

“It’s not exactly fiddling,” I explain. “They just compare themselves to
whoever’s worse than themselves, and then call themselves the winners.” I point
to the graph in the brochure. “Look. They haven’t actually specified what this
so-called sector 1s.”

“Well, blow me,” says Eric Foreman, and looks up at the Sacrum team
sitting on the platform.

“They’re canny bastards, aren’t they?”

Really, this guy has no idea. | feel almost sorry for him.

Maria Freeman is droning on again, and | stifle a yawn. The trouble with
sitting near the front is you have to pretend to look interested and be writing
notes. “Pensions,” I write, and draw a swirly line underneath. Then | make the
line into the stem of a vine and start drawing little bunches of grapes and leaves
all the way along.

“In a moment I’ll be introducing Mike Dillon, who heads up the investment
team, and he’ll be telling you a little about their methods. In the meantime, if
there are any questions. .”

“Yes,” says Eric Foreman. “I’ve got a question.” I look up from my
grapevine, slightly surprised.

“Oh yes?” Maria Freeman smiles sweetly at him. “And you are. .”

“Eric Foreman, Daily World. I’d like to know, how much do you all get
paid?” He gestures with his hand along the table.

“What?”” Maria Freeman turns pink, then regains her composure. “Oh, you
mean charges. Well, we’ll be dealing with those. .”

“I don’t mean charges,” says Eric Foreman. “I mean, how-much-do-you-
get-paid? You, Mike Dillon.” He jabs at him with his finger. “What are you on?
Six figures, is it? And bearing in mind what a disaster the performance of
Sacrum Asset Management was last year — shouldn’t you be out on the
streets?”

I’'m absolutely stunned. I’ve never seen anything like this at a press
conference. Never!

There’s a kerfuffle at the table, and then Mike Dillon leans forward toward
his microphone.
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“If we could get on with the presentation,” he says, “and. . and leave other
questions for later.” He’s looking decidedly uncomfortable.

“Just one more thing,” says Eric Foreman. “What would you say to one of
our readers who invested in your Safe Prospects plan and lost ten grand?”” He
glances briefly at me and winks. “Show them a nice

reassuring graph like that one, would you? Tell them you were ‘top of the
sector’?” Oh, this is fantastic! All the Sacrum people look like they want to die.

“A press release on the subject of Safe Prospects was issued at the time,”
says Maria and smiles icily at Eric. “However, this press conference is restricted
to the subject of the new Pension Series. If you could just wait until the
presentation is over. .”

“Don’t worry,” says Eric Foreman comfortably. “I won’t be staying to hear
the bullshit. I reckon I’ve got everything I need already.” He stands up and grins
at me. “Good to meet you, Rebecca,” he says quietly. “And thanks for your
expertise.” He extends his hand and I shake it, without quite knowing what I’'m
doing. And then, as everyone is turning in their seats and whispering, he makes
his way along the row and out of the room.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” says Maria Freeman, two bright spots burning on
her cheeks. “Due to this. .

disturbance, we will have a short break before we resume. Please help
yourself to tea and coffee. Thank you.” She turns off the microphone, climbs
down from the podium, and hurries over to the huddle of Sacrum Asset
Management personnel.

“You should never have let him in!” I hear one of them saying.

“I didn’t know who he was!” replies Maria defensively. “He said he was a
stringer for The Wall

Street Journal!”

Well, this is more like it! I haven’t seen so much excitement since Alan
Derring from the Daily Investor stood up at a Provident Assurance press
conference and told everyone he was becoming a woman and wanted us all to
call him Andrea.

| head toward the back to get another cup of coffee, and find Elly standing
by the coffee table.

Excellent. I haven’t seen Elly for ages.

“Hi,” she grins. “I like your new friend. Very entertaining.”

“I know!” I say delightedly. “Isn’t he cool?” I reach for a posh chocolate
biscuit wrapped in gold foil, and give my cup to the waitress to be refilled. Then
| take another couple of biscuits and pop them in my bag. (No point wasting
them.)

Around us there is an excited buzz of conversation; the Sacrum people are
still clustered at the front. This is great. We’ll be able to natter for hours.

“So listen,” I say to Elly. “Have you applied for any jobs recently?” I take a
sip of coffee. “Because | saw one for New Woman the other day in the Media

122



Guardian, and | meant to ring you. It said it was essential to have experience on
a consumer title, but I thought you could say—"

“Becky,” interrupts Elly in an odd voice, “you know which job I’ve been
going for.”

“What?” I stare at her. “Not that fund manager job. But that wasn’t serious.
That was just a bargaining tool.”

“I took it,” she says, and I gaze at her in shock.

Suddenly a voice comes from the podium, and we both look up.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” Maria is saying. “If you would like to resume
your seats. .” I’'m sorry, but I can’t go and sit back down there. I have to hear
about this.

“Come on,” I say quickly to Elly. “We don’t need to stay. We’ve got our
press packs. Let’s go and have lunch.”

There’s a pause — and for an awful moment I think she’s going to say no,
she wants to stay and hear about personal pensions. But then she grins and takes
my arm — and to the obvious dismay of the girl at the door, we waltz out of the
room.

There’s a Café Rouge around the corner, and we go straight in and order a
bottle of white wine. I’m still in slight shock, to tell you the truth. Elly Granger
1s going to become a Wetherby’s fund manager.

She’s deserting me. I won’t have anyone to play with anymore.

And how can she? She wanted to be beauty editor on Marie-Claire, for
God’s sake!

“So, what decided you?”’ I say cautiously as our wine arrives.

“Oh, I don’t know,” she says, and sighs. “I just kept thinking, where am |
going? You know, | keep applying for all these glam jobs in journalism and
never even getting an interview. .”

“You would have got one eventually,” I say robustly. “I know you would.”
“Maybe,” she says. “Or maybe not. And in the meantime, [’'m writing
about all this boring financial stuff — and I suddenly thought, why not just sod

it and do boring financial stuff? At least I’ll have a proper career.”

“You were in a proper career!”

“No I wasn’t, I was hopeless! | was paddling around with no aim, no game
plan, no prospects. .” Elly breaks off as she sees my face. “I mean, I was quite
different from you,” she adds hurriedly. “You’re much more sorted out than |
was.” Sorted out? Is she joking?

“So when do you start?” I say, to change the subject — because to be
honest, I feel a bit thrown by all this. I don’t have a game plan, I don’t have
prospects. Maybe I’'m hopeless, too. Maybe I should rethink my career. Oh God,
this is depressing.

“Next week,” says Elly, and takes a swig of wine. “I’m going to be based at
the Silk Street office.” “Oh right,” I say miserably.

“And I’ve had to buy loads of new clothes,” she adds, and pulls a little

b bh

face. “They’re all really smart at Wetherby’s.
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New clothes? New clothes? Right, now | really am jealous.

“I went into Karen Millen and practically bought it out,” she says, eating a
marinated olive. “Spent about a thousand quid.”

“Blimey,” I say, feeling slightly awestricken. “A thousand quid, all at
once?”

“Well, I had to,” she says apologetically. “And anyway, I’ll be earning
more now.” “Really?”

“Oh yes,” she says, and gives a little laugh. “Lots more.” “Like. . how
much?” I ask, feeling tweaks of curiosity.

“I’m starting off on forty grand,” she says, and gives a careless shrug.
“After that, who knows? What they said is. .”

And she starts talking about career structures and ladders and bonuses. But
I can’t hear a word, I’m too shell-shocked.

Forty grand?

Forty grand? But I only earn—

Actually, should I be telling you how much I earn? Isn’t it one of those
things like religion, you’re not supposed to mention in polite company? Or
maybe we’re all allowed to talk about money these days.

Suze would know.

Oh well, sod it. You know everything else, don’t you? The truth is, I earn
£21,000. And I thought that was a lot! I remember really well, when I moved
jobs, I jumped from £18,000 to £21,000, and I thought I’d made the big time. |
was so excited about it, | used to write endless lists of what | would buy with all
that extra money.

But now it sounds like nothing. | should be earning forty grand, like Elly,
and buying all my clothes at Karen Millen. Oh, it’s not fair. My life’s a complete
disaster.

As I’m walking back to the office, I feel pretty morose. Maybe I should
give up journalism and become a fund manager, too. Or a merchant banker.
They earn a pretty good whack, don’t they? Maybe | could join Goldman Sachs
or somewhere. They earn about a million a year, don’t they? God, that would be
good. | wonder how you get a job like that.

But on the other hand. . do I really want to be a banker? I wouldn’t mind
the clothes-from-KarenMillen part of it. In fact, I think I’d do that really well.
But I’'m not so sure about the rest. The getting-upearly-and-working-hideously-
hard part. Not that I’'m lazy or anything — but | quite like the fact that I can go
and spend the afternoon at Image Store, or flick through the papers pretending to
be doing research, and no one gives me a hard time. It doesn’t sound as if Elly
will be doing much of that in her new job. In fact, there doesn’t seem to be
anything remotely fun or creative about it. And aren’t bankers rather humorless?
Their press conferences certainly are — so imagine working with them. It all
sounds quite scary.

Hmm. If only there were some way that | could get all the nice clothes —
but not have to do the dreary work. One but not the other. If only there were a
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way. . My eyes are automatically flicking into all the shop windows as I pass,
checking out the displays — and suddenly | stop in my tracks.

This is a sign from God. It has to be.

I’m standing outside Ally Smith — which has some gorgeous full-length
coats in the window — and there’s a handwritten sign in the glass pane of the
door. “Wanted. Saturday sales assistants. Inquire within.”

I almost feel faint as I stare at the sign. It’s as though lightning has struck,
or something. Why on earth haven’t I thought of this before? It’s pure genius.
I’1l get a Saturday job! I’'ll work in a clothes shop! That way, I’ll make loads of
extra money and I’ll get a discount on all the clothes! And let’s face it, working
in a shop has got to be more fun than becoming a fund manager, hasn’t it? I can
choose all my own clothes as I help the customers. I’ll actually be getting paid to
go shopping!

This is bloody fantastic, | think, striding into the shop with a friendly smile
on my face. | knew something good was going to happen today. | just had a
feeling about it.

Half an hour later, I come out with an even bigger smile on my face. I’ve
got a job! I’ve got a Saturday job! I’m going to work from eight-thirty to five-
thirty every Saturday, and get £4.80 an hour, and 10 percent off all the clothes!
And after three months, it goes up to 20 percent! All my money troubles are
over.

Thank God it was a quiet afternoon. They let me fill in the application form
on the spot, and Danielle, the manager, gave me an interview straight away. At
first, she looked a bit dubious — especially when | said | had a full-time job as a
financial journalist and was doing this to get extra money and clothes. “It’1l be
hard work,” she kept saying. “You do realize that? It’ll be very hard work.” But
| think what changed her mind was when we started talking about the stock. |
love Ally Smith — so of course | knew the price of every single item in the shop
and whether they have anything similar in Jigsaw or French Connection.
Eventually Danielle gave me a funny look and said, “Well, you obviously like
clothes.” And then she gave me the job! I can’t wait. I start this Saturday. Isn’t it
great?

As | arrive back at the office | feel exhilarated with my success. I look
around — and suddenly this mundane office life seems far too boring and
limited for a creative spirit like mine. I don’t belong here, among fusty piles of
press releases and grimly tapping computers. | belong out there, among the
bright spotlights and cashmere cardigans of Ally Smith. Maybe I’1l go into retail
full time, I think, as I sit back down at my desk. Maybe I’ll start my own chain
of designer stores! I’ll be one of those people featured in articles about
incredibly successful entrepreneurs. “Becky Bloomwood was working as a
financial journalist when she devised the innovative concept of Bloomwood
Stores. Now a successful chain around the country, the idea came to her one day
as she. .” The phone rings and I pick it up.
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“Yes?” I say absently. “Rebecca Bloomwood here.” I nearly add, “of
Bloomwood Stores,” but maybe that’s a tad premature.

“Ms. Bloomwood, this is Derek Smeath from Endwich Bank.”

What? I’'m so shocked, I drop the phone onto my desk with a clatter and
have to scrabble around to pick it up. All the while, my heart’s thumping like a
rabbit. How does Derek Smeath know where | work? How did he get my
number?

“Are you OK?” says Clare Edwards curiously.

“Yes,” I gulp. “Yes, fine.”

And now she’s looking at me. Now I can’t just put the phone down and
pretend it was a wrong number. I’ve got to talk to him. OK, what I’ll do is be
really brisk and cheerful and try and get rid of him as quickly as possible.

“Hi!” I say into the phone. “Sorry about that! The thing is, I was just a bit
busy with something else.

You know how it is!”

“Ms. Bloomwood, I’ve written you several letters,” says Derek Smeath.
“And to none of them have I had a satisfactory response.”

Oh, he sounds really cross. This is horrible. Why did he have to come along
and spoil my day?

“I’ve been very busy, I’m afraid,” I say. “My. . my aunt was very ill. I had
to go and be with her.” “I see,” he says. “Nevertheless— “And then she died,” |
add.

“I’m sorry to hear that,” says Derek Smeath. He doesn’t sound sorry. “But
that doesn’t alter the fact that your current account stands at a balance of—”

Has this man got no heart? As he starts talking about balances and
overdrafts and agreements, I deliberately tune out so I don’t hear anything that
will upset me. I’m staring at the fake wood-grain on my desk, wondering if |
could pretend to drop the receiver accidentally back down onto the phone. This
is awful. What am | going to do? What am | going to do?

“And if the situation is not resolved,” he’s saying sternly, “I’m afraid I will
be forced to—”

“It’s OK,” I hear myself interrupting. “It’s OK, because. . ’'m coming into
some money soon.” Even as I say the words, I feel my cheeks flame guiltily. But
| mean, what else am | supposed to do?

“Oh yes?”

“Yes,” I say, and swallow. “The thing is, my. . my aunt left me some
money in her will.”

Which is kind of almost true. | mean, obviously Aunt Ermintrude would
have left me some money. After all, [ was her favorite niece, wasn’t I? Did
anyone else buy her Denny and George scarves? “I’ll get it in a couple of
weeks,” I add for good measure. “A thousand pounds.”

Then I realize | should have made it ten thousand — that would have really
impressed him. Oh well, too late now.
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“You’re saying that in two weeks’ time you’ll be paying a check for a
thousand pounds into your account,” says Derek Smeath.

“Erm. . yes,” I say after a pause. “I suppose I am.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” he says. “I’ve made a note of our conversation, Ms.
Bloomwood, and I’1l be expecting the arrival of a thousand pounds into your
account on Monday 26 March.” “Good,” I say boldly. “Is that it?”

“For the moment. Good-bye, Ms. Bloomwood.” “Good-bye,” I say, and put
the phone down.

Got rid of him. Thank God.

OCTAGON — flair style ¢ vision

Financial Services Department

8th Floor, Tower House

London Road, Winchester SO44 3DR

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood Charge Card Number 7854 4567 Flat 24 Burney
Rd.London SW6 8FD

9 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: Thank you for your prompt return of a signed check
for £43.Unfortunately, although this check is signed, it appears to be dated 14
February 2200. No doubt just an oversight on your part.Octagon Shops cannot
accept postdated checks as payment, and | am therefore returning it to you with
the request that you return to us a signed check, dated with the date of
signature.Alternatively you can pay by cash or on the enclosed bank giro credit
slip. A leaflet is enclosed for your information.l look forward to receiving your
payment.Yours sincerely,John HunterCustomer Accounts Manager.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 8

VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. mortgage d. €pOLINUTh
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2. niggle b. kprodok

3. hook C. Opocatb cebsl TSHKEIO
4. squint d. ynoBka

5. plonk oneself €. cymMaroxa

6. dishevel f. mnoreka

7. gimmick g. KyIuThCA

8. drip h. mprxaThest

9. fall for smth I. TmpuaUpKa

10. snotty J. GopmoTaTh
11. jab K. xkamaTh

12. cluster |. cuibHBI yoap
13. drone M. TBIKATh

14. composure N. OCTOPOYKHBIN
15. cautious 0. CKOTUICHHE
16. whack p. XJIaJHOKPOBHE

2. Find 22 pairs of synonymes.

Alter, gloomy, doubtful, kerfuffle, robust , disgusting, natter, hideous,
devise, severe, competence, love story, strong, change, stern, morose,

dubious, develop, chat, bustle, affair, expertise.

3. Make word combinations and illustrate with your sentences.

hustle prosperity

flexibility upward

onward and | cons

growth security

pros bustle

4. Make word combinations.

1. freelance a. laughter |.  B3BEpONICHHBIC BOJIOCHI
2. disheveled b.  journalist Il.  yTomuTenbHas )KU3Hb
3. appreciative Cc. woman [Il1l.  onenuBarommuii cmMex
4. tedious d.  markets V.  rpumacHu4ath
5. drippy e. hair V.  cie3nuBas KEHINUHA
6. emerging f. life VI.  0OMCHSTHCS BU3UTKAMU

128




7. pull g. One’s composure {Il.  KOHTY>XCHHBI

8. swap h.  genius [l1l.  pa3BuBarommecs: peIHKH

9. regain . a face IX.  4uCTHIN reHui

10.pure j.  cards X.  mpusemicHHas 0()UCHAS KU3Hb
11.mundane k.  -shocked XIl.  BepHYTH XJIaJHOKPOBHUE

12 fusty l. graph {Il.  BOIBPHOHAEMHBIN KYPHAIUCT
13.shell m. office life [I1l.  3arxsmble cTOnKM cTateit

14 dreary n.  bastards V.  yHbBUTas paGoTa
15.reassuring 0. piles of press (V.  ycnokauBaroumii rpadux
16.stifle p.  performance VI.  xXuTtpble yOIIOaKH

17.canny g. ayawn /II.  moIaBUTH 3€BOK

18.powerful r. work (I1l.  MouHas nesITeabHOCTD

5. Complete with prepositions.

> But now I’ve decided to go ahead with it, something will turn ..
I’'m sure of it

> “You can tell me. I won’t tell anyone.” I'lean .......
sympathetically.
> “You use a different name?” I say, impressed .. spite .. myself.

> To be honest, you get used .. the money.”

> I squint .. her badge and see that she’s Lavinia Bellimore,
freelance.

> He gestures around. “You don’t fall ... it, do you?”

He lowers his voice. “I’m here to stir .. a bit of trouble, as it goes.
Really, this guy has no idea. I feel almost sorry ... him.

Maria Freeman is droning .. again.

I look .. from my grapevine, slightly surprised.

Please help yourself .. tea and coffee. Thank you.

Have you applied ... any jobs recently?” I take a sip of coffee.
She wanted to be beauty editor on Marie-Claire, ... God’s sake!
OK, what I’'ll do is be really brisk and cheerful and try and get rid
.. him as quickly as possible.

I deliberately tune ... so I don’t hear anything that will upset me.

YVVVVYYVYYVYY

Y

6. Word building.

Verb Noun Adjective \ participle

perform v v
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disturb v v
v inquiry
v flexible
respond v v
v cautious

COMPREHENSION CHECK
7. Answer the questions.

» What was new positive thinking about?

» What extra job did Clare get used to?

» What do you need to do earn nine hundred quid a week?

» Where did she make her first try as a freelance journalist? How did she
approach this new project?

» Who had disheveled hair and weird clothes?

» Why is there a discount for investors under the age of twenty-five?

» What pension plan is Bex going to start as soon as she settles all her
debts?

» What did Eric Foreman accuse the head of the investment team of?

» What do you think of his professional skills?

» Why did she come out Ally Smith with an even bigger smile on my face?

» What’s her regular work day at Ally Smith?

TRANSLATION WORK

8. Translate into English.

MoHO0J10TH 3asiJIbIX IHOMOT0JIMKOB

«41 crasa Oparb Belu, He CMOTPSA HA
LHEHHUK M He [yMaoB, a CTOSIT JIM OHU CBOUX
JAEeHer

Tamovana, 25 nem, Mockea:

JIeHbIu TpaTUTh 1 Hadajla B CTAPILINX
KJIACCaX, KaK TOJBKO Y MEHs MOSIBUJINCH CYMMBI
Ha KapMaHHbIE pacxobl. S TpaTuiia Bce Ha
OACXKIY, KAHLEIAPUIO U KHUTY — U TaK 110
HaKaTaHHOM. bylyuu CTyIeHTKOH, s poBena
PEBU3UIO B CBOEM LKAy U yBUENA, YTO MOTY B TE€UEHHUE TOJ]a HaIeBaTh
pa3Hble BEUIU U HE NOBTOPATHCA. [10TOM 51 0CO3HANIA, YTO HE BBIXOXKY KaXKIbII
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JI€Hb Ky/1a-TO, HO BCE MOKYIAK0 U MOKYIIAK0 HOBYIO OJECHKIY.

Korna s crana pabotath, yacto Opajia B 04T y pOACTBEHHUKOB U TpaTHJIa
JIEHBI'M Ha BEIM, B KOTOPBIX HE ObLIO 0CO00M HaI0OHOCTH. 3apIiiaTa y MEeHs
noHayvany Obl1a HeOoJIbIasA, B JOJT 51 Opaja CyMMBbI, PEBBILIAIONIME €€ B JBa
pasa, a MOTOM B TEUEHHE MOJIYTro/ia MOTUXOHBKY OTJaBajia — XOPOIIIO, YTO
3apIuiata pocia, iHa4e He MOJIyYHI0Ch Obl BEpHYThH Tak OBICTPO.

PonHble HEe MpUHUMAaJIM MOETO IIONOr0JIM3Ma U MHOTJA pyraiu. Mou
3HAKOMBIE JIET'KO TOKYTaIu BEIX U TaK K€ JIETKO ¢ HUMU paccTaBaivch. He To
YTOOBI 51 HA HUX PaBHSJIACK, IPOCTO MHE XOTEIOCh TAKOH ke paccaabieHHOCTH.
S mokymnana, a TOTOM HE MOTJIa BBIKUHYTh, TOTOMY YTO MOTPAaTUJIa HAa 3TO
neHbru. Tak ObUIO ¢ KHMTaMU Ha aHTJIMACKOM si3bike. CMOTpPHIIb HA HUX,
MMOHMMAEIIIb, YTO HY’KHO U3y4aTh — a B UTOIE OHU IIPOCTO 3aHUMAIOT MECTO Ha
nonke. OgHu paccrpoiicTral

[Tokynku mogHUMaNM MHE HACTPOECHHE, HO IIOTOM MEHSI CTaJIM CTPAILIHO
pa3apakaTh Mara3uHbl

HoBble nokymnku noMmoranu cHuMath crpecc. Korna s crana xopouio
3apabaThIBaTh, MPOCAKUBaJA BCIO 3apIUIaTy, YyBCTBYS, UTO 51 MOTY cebe 3TO
MO3BOJIUTH. S cTana Opath BElU, HE CMOTPS Ha LIEHHUK U HE JyMmasi, a CTOSIT JIU
OHM CBOMX JieHer. MIHorja orpannunBaia cedsi TeM, 4TO MOKyMnajia OJHY
JIOPOTYIO BEIllb, YTOOBI HE TPATUTHCS HA THICAYY JICIICBBIX.

[Tokynku mogHUMAaN MHE HACTPOECHHE, HO IOTOM MEHSI CTaJIi CTPAILIHO
pazapaxkath Mara3uHbl. Sl MO NPUBBIYKE XOAUIA TYy/a, JaXKe WHOT/Ia 3aCTaBIsLIa
ce0s1. B royoe 3acena HaBsi3UMBask MBICIIb: HAUTH YTO-TO HEOOBIYHOE U
HEMPEMEHHO KynuTh. U s nckana.

Oco3Hasa CBOIO 3aBUCUMOCTb, KOTJ]a MHE CTaJIO HE XBAaTaTh IKA(POB U
3aX0TeNO0Ch rapiepoOHyto. S meitanach ce0st OrpaHUUUTD C IEPEMEHHBIM
ycnexoM. HenaBHo yuacTBoBana B Mapadone «['on 6€3 mokymok», HO Mo (hakTy
CWJIBHO TipoinTpaduiack. S Hacayiazach JIFOAEH B CETH, YBICKIACh
MUHUMAJIM3MOM U B OyIyIIeM IUIAaHUPYIO HA HETO EPEUTH.

[Tocnennue monTopa rojia MHOTO Tpadyy Ha OHJIAMH-IIONUHT. DTO OYE€Hb
3aTATMBAET, BEAb HUKYAA HE HaA0 XOAuTh. Ceilvac s pa3BIeKalOCh C TIOPOTOM
00yBb10. Pacxo/ipl, KOHEUHO, YBEJIMUUIIUCH, HO U 3apIljiaTa TOXKE BbIPOCIIA.

Hymato, B IOMOT0JIM3ME KPOETCsl HeXKenaHue B3sTh ce0st B pyku. [Ipoiie
JKUTh KaK €CTh U MTOKYIaTh CHOBAa M CHOBA.

CHAPTER 9

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.
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WHEN I GET HOME that night, there’s a pile of post in the hall for me —
but I ignore it because my package from Fine Frames has arrived! It cost me
£100 to buy, which is quite expensive, but apparently it will give you a return of
£300 in only a few hours. Inside the package there’s a leaflet full of photographs
of people who make fortunes from doing Fine Frames — some of them make a
hundred thousand a year! It makes me wonder what I’m doing, being a
journalist.

So after supper, | sit down in front of Changing Rooms and open the Kit.
Suze is out tonight, so it’s nice and easy to concentrate.

“Welcome to the best-kept secret in Britain. .” says the leaflet. “The Fine
Frames homeworking family! Join other members and earn £££ in the comfort
of your own home. Our easy-to-follow instructions will aid you as you embark
on the biggest money-making enterprise of your life. Perhaps you will use your
earnings to buy a car, or a boat — or to treat someone special. And remember —
the amount you earn is completely up to you!”

I’m utterly gripped. Why on earth haven’t I done this before? This is a
fantastic scheme! I’ll work incredibly hard for two weeks, then pay off all my
debts, go on holiday, and buy loads of new clothes.

| start ripping at the packaging, and suddenly a pile of fabric strips falls
onto the floor. Some are plain, and some are a flowered pattern. It’s a pretty
hideous pattern actually — but then, who cares? My job is just to make the
frames and collect the money. | reach for the instructions and find them under a
load of cardboard pieces. And sure enough, they’re incredibly simple. What you
have to do is glue wadding onto the cardboard frame, put the fabric over the top
for that luxury upholstered effect, then glue braid along the back to hide the join.
And that’s it! It’s completely simple and you get £2 a frame. There are 150 in
the package — so if I do thirty a night for a week 1’1l have made three hundred
quid just like that in my spare time!

OK, let’s get started. Frame, wadding, glue, fabric, braid.

Oh God. Oh God. Who designed these bloody things? There just isn’t
enough fabric to fit over the frame and the wadding. Or at least you have to
stretch it really hard — and it’s such flimsy fabric, it rips. I’ve got glue on the
carpet, and I’ve bent two of the cardboard frames from pulling them, and the
only frame I’ve actually completed looks really wonky. And I’ve been doing it
for. .

I yawn, look at the time, and feel a jolt of shock. It’s eleven-thirty, which
means [’ve been working for three hours. In that time I’ve made one dodgy-
looking frame which I’m not sure they’ll accept, and ruined two. And I was
supposed to be making thirty!

At that moment the door opens and Suze is back.

“Hi!” she says, coming into the sitting room. “Nice evening?”

“Not really,” I begin disgruntledly. “I’ve been making these things. .”

132



“Well, never mind,” she says dramatically. “Because guess what? You’ve
got a secret admirer.” “What?” I say, startled.

“Someone really likes you,” she says, taking off her coat. “I heard it
tonight. You’ll never guess who!”

Luke Brandon pops into my mind before | can stop it. How ridiculous. And
how would Suze have found that out, anyway? Stupid idea. Very stupid.
Impossible.

She could have bumped into him at the cinema, whispers my brain. She
does know him, after all, doesn’t she? And he could have said. .

“It’s my cousin!” she says triumphantly. “Tarquin. He really likes you.” Oh
for God’s sake.

“He’s got this secret little crush on you,” she continues happily. “In fact,
he’s had one ever since he met you!”

“Really?” I say. “Well, I had sort of. . guessed.” Suze’s eyes light up.

“So you already know about it?”

“Well,” I say, and shrug awkwardly. What can I say? I can’t tell her that
her beloved cousin gives me the creeps. So instead | start to pick at the fabric on
the photo frame in front of me, and a delighted smile spreads over Suze’s face.

“He’s really keen on you!” she says. “I said he should just ring you and ask
you out. You wouldn’t mind, would you?”

“Of course not,” I say feebly.

“Wouldn’t that be great?” said Suze. “If you two got married. | could be
bridesmaid!”

“Yes,” I say, and force myself to smile brightly. “Lovely.”

What I’ll do, I think, is agree to a date just to be polite — and then cancel
at the last moment. And hopefully Tarquin’ll have to go back to Scotland or
something, and we can forget all about it.

But to be honest, I could really do without it. Now I’ve got two reasons to
dread the phone ringing.

However, to my relief, Saturday arrives and I haven’t heard a word from
Tarquin. Or Derek Smeath.

Everyone’s finally leaving me alone to get on with my life!

On the slightly more negative side, | was planning to make 150 frames this
week — but so far I’ve only made three, and none of them looks like the one in
the picture. One doesn’t have enough wadding in it, one doesn’t quite meet at
the corner, and the third has got a smear of glue on the front, which hasn’t come
off. I just can’t understand why I’m finding it so difficult. Some people make
hundreds of these things every week, without any effort. Mrs. S. of Ruislip even
takes her family on a cruise every year on her earnings. How come they can do
it and I can’t? It’s really depressing. I mean, I’m supposed to be bright, aren’t 1?
I’ve got a degree, for God’s sake.

Still, never mind, I tell myself. It’s my new job at Ally Smith today — so at
least I’ll be earning some extra money there.

133



And I’m quite excited about it. Here starts a whole new career in fashion! I
spend a long time choosing a cool outfit to wear on my first day — and
eventually settle on black trousers from Jigsaw, a little cashmere (well, half
cashmere) T-shirt, and a pink wraparound top, which actually came from Ally
Smith.

I’'m quite pleased with the way I look, and am expecting Danielle to make
some appreciative comment when I arrive at the shop — but she doesn’t even
seem to notice. She just says, “Hi. The trousers and T-shirts are in the stock
room. Pick out your size and change in the cubicle.”

Oh, right. Now | come to think of it, all the assistants at Ally Smith do wear
the same outfits. Almost like a. . well, a uniform, | suppose. Reluctantly | get
changed and look at myself — and, to tell you the truth, I’'m disappointed. These
gray trousers don’t really flatter me — and the T-shirt’s just plain boring. 'm
almost tempted to ask Danielle if I can pick out another outfit to wear — but she
seems a bit busy, so I don’t. Maybe next week I’ll have a little word.

But even though I don’t like the outfit, I still feel a frisson of excitement as
| come out onto the shop floor. The spotlights are shining brightly; the floor’s all
shiny and polished; music’s playing and there’s a sense of anticipation in the air.
It’s almost like being a performer. I glance at myself in a mirror and murmur,
“How can I help you?”” Or maybe it should be “Can I help you?” I’'m going to be
the most charming shop assistant ever, | decide. People will come here just to be
assisted by me, and I’ll have a fantastic rapport with all the customers. And then
I’1l appear in the Evening Standard in some quirky column about favorite shops.

No one’s told me what to do yet, so — using my initiative, very good — |
walk up to a woman with blond hair, who’s tapping away at the till, and say,
“Shall I have a quick go?” “What?” she says, not looking up.

“I’d better learn how to work the till, hadn’t I? Before all the customers
arrive?” Then the woman does look up and, to my surprise, bursts into laughter.

“On the till? You think you’re going to go straight onto the till?”

“Oh,” I say, blushing a little. “Well, I thought. .”

“You’re a beginner, darling,” she says. “You’re not going near the till. Go
with Kelly. She’ll show you what you’ll be doing today.”

Folding jumpers. Folding bloody jumpers. That’s what I’m here to do.
Rush round after customers who have picked up cardigans and left them all
crumpled — and fold them back up again. By eleven o’clock I’m absolutely
exhausted — and, to be honest, not enjoying myself very much at all. Do you
know how depressing it is to fold a cardigan in exactly the right Ally Smith way
and put it back on the shelf, all neatly lined up — just to see someone casually
pull it down again, look at it, pull a face, and discard it? You want to scream at
them, leave it alone if you’re not going to buy it! I watched one girl even pick up
a cardigan identical to the one she already had on!

And I’m not getting to chat to the customers, either. It’s as if they see
through you when you’re a shop assistant. No one’s asked me a single
interesting question, like “Does this shirt go with these shoes?” or, “Where can |
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find a really nice black skirt under £60?” I"d love to answer stuff like that. I
could really help people! But the only questions I’ve been asked are “Is there a
loo?” and, “Where’s the nearest Midland cashpoint?”’ I haven’t built up a single
rapport with anyone.

Oh, it’s depressing. The only thing that keeps me going is an end-of-stock
reduced rack at the back of the shop. I keep sidling toward it and looking at a
pair of zebra-print jeans, reduced from £180 to £90. I remember those jeans. I’ve
even tried them on. And here they are, out of the blue — reduced. I just can’t
keep my eyes off them. They’re even in my size.

I mean, I know I’m not really supposed to be spending money — but this is
a complete one-off. They’re the coolest jeans you’ve ever seen. And £90 is
nothing for a pair of really good jeans. If you were in Gucci, you’d be paying at
least £500. Oh God, I want them. I want them.

I’m just loitering at the back, eyeing them up for the hundredth time, when
Danielle comes striding up and I jump guiltily. But all she says is “Can you go
onto fitting room duty now? Sarah’ll show you the ropes.”

No more folding jumpers! Thank God!

To my relief, this fitting room lark is a lot more fun. Ally Smith has really
nice fitting rooms, with lots of space and individual cubicles, and my job is to
stand at the entrance and check how many items people are taking in with them.
It’s really interesting to see what people are trying on. One girl’s buying loads of
stuff, and keeps saying how her boyfriend told her to go mad for her birthday,
and he would pay.

Huh. Well, it’s all right for some. Still, never mind, at least ’'m earning
money. It’s eleven-thirty, which means I’ve earned. . £14.40 so far. Well, that’s
not bad, is it? | could get some nice makeup for that.

Except that I’m not going to waste this money on makeup. Of course not —
I mean, that’s not why I’m here, is it? I’'m going to be really sensible. What I’'m
going to do is buy the zebra-print jeans — just because they’re a one-off and it
would be a crime not to — and then put all the rest toward my bank balance. |
just can’t wait to put them on. I get a break at two-thirty, so what I’ll do is nip to
the reduced rack and take them to the staff room, just to make sure they fit, and.

Suddenly my face freezes. Hang on.

Hang on a moment. What’s that girl holding over her arm? She’s holding
my zebra-print jeans! She’s coming toward the fitting rooms. Oh my God. She
wants to try them on. But they’re mine! I saw them first!

I’m almost giddy with panic. I mean, a normal pair of jeans, I wouldn’t
bother about. But these are unique. They’re meant for me. I’ve mentally
reorganized my entire wardrobe around them, and have already planned to wear
them at least three times next week. I can’t lose them. Not now.

“Hi!” she says brightly as she approaches.

“Hi,” I gulp, trying to stay calm. “Ahm. . how many items have you got?”
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“Four,” she says, showing me the hangers. Behind me are tokens hanging
on the wall, marked One, Two, Three, and Four. The girl’s waiting for me to
give her a token marked Four and let her in. But I can’t.

| physically cannot let her go in there with my jeans.

“Actually,” I hear myself saying, “you’re only allowed three items.”
“Really?” she says in surprise. “But. .” She gestures to the tokens.

“I know,” I say. “But they’ve just changed the rules. Sorry about that.” And
I flash her a quick smile. “Oh, OK,” says the girl. “Well, I’ll leave out—"
“These,” I say, and grab the zebra-print jeans.

“No,” she says. “Actually, I think I'll—”

“We have to take the top item,” I explain hurriedly. “Sorry about that.”

Thank God for bossy shop assistants and stupid pointless rules. People are
so used to them that this girl doesn’t even question me. She just rolls her eyes,
grabs the Three token, and pushes her way past into the fitting room, leaving me
holding the precious jeans.

OK, now what? From inside the girl’s cubicle, I can hear zips being undone
and hangers being clattered. She won’t take long to try on those three things.
And then she’ll be out, wanting the zebra-print jeans. Oh God. What can | do?
For a few moments I’m frozen with indecision. Then the sound of a cubicle
curtain being rattled back jolts me into action. It’s not her — but it could have
been. Quickly I stuff the zebra-print jeans out of sight behind the curtain and
stand up again, a bright smile on my face.

Please let the girl find something else she likes, | pray feverishly. Please let
her forget all about the jeans. Maybe she’s not even that keen on them. Maybe
she picked them up on impulse. She didn’t really look like a jeans person to me.

A moment later, Danielle comes striding up, a clipboard in her hands.

“All right?” she says. “Coping, are you?”

“I’m doing fine,” I say. “Really enjoying it.”

“I’m just rostering in breaks,” she says. “If you could manage to last until
three, you can have an hour then.”

“Fine,” I say in my positive, employee-0f-the-month voice, even though
I’m thinking Three? I’ll be starving!

“Good,” she says, and moves off into the corner to write on her piece of
paper, just as a voice says, “Hi. Can I have those jeans now?”

It’s the girl, back again. How can she have tried on all those other things so
quickly? Is she Houdini?

“Hi!” I say, ignoring the last bit of what she said. “Any good? That black
skirt’s really nice. I think it would really suit you. The way the splits go at the—

“Not really,” she says, interrupting me, and shoves the lot back at me, all
mussed up and off their hangers. “It was really the jeans I wanted. Can I have
them?”
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I stare at her desperately. I can’t relinquish my treasured jeans. I just know
this girl wouldn’t love them like I would. She’d probably wear them once and
chuck them out — or never wear them at all! And | saw them first.

“What jeans were they?” I say, wrinkling my brow sympathetically. “Blue
ones? You can get them

over there, next to the—"

“No!” says the girl impatiently. “The zebra-print jeans I had a minute ago.”

“Oh,” I say vaguely. “Oh yes. I’'m not sure where they went. Maybe
someone else took them.”

“Oh for God’s sake!” she says, looking at me as if [’'m an imbecile. “This is
ridiculous! | gave them to you about thirty seconds ago! How can you have lost
them?”

Shit. She’s really angry. Her voice is getting quite loud, and people are
starting to look. Oh, why couldn’t she have liked the black skirt instead?

“Is there a problem?”” chimes in a syrupy voice, and | look up in horror.
Danielle’s coming over toward us, a sweet-but-menacing look on her face. OK,
keep calm, I tell myself firmly. No one can prove anything either way.

“I gave this assistant a pair of jeans to look after because | had four items,
which is apparently too many,” the girl begins explaining.

“Four items?” says Danielle. “But you’re allowed four items in the fitting
room.” And she turns to look at me with an expression which isn’t very friendly.

“Are you?” I say innocently. “Oh God, I’'m sorry. I thought it was three.
I’'m new,” I add apologetically.

“I thought it was four!” says the girl. “I mean, you’ve got tokens with
bloody ‘Four’ written on them!” She gives an impatient sigh. “So anyway, I
gave her the jeans, and tried on the other things — and then | came out for the
jeans, and they’ve gone.”

“Gone?” says Danielle sharply. “Gone where?”

“I’m not sure,” I say, trying to look as baffled as the next person. “Maybe
another customer took them.”

“But you were holding them!” says the girl. “So what — did someone just
come up to you and whip them out of your fingers?”

| flinch at the tone of her voice. | would never speak to a shop assistant like
that, even if | was cross.

Anyway, how can she be so obsessed with a pair of jeans?

“Maybe you could get another pair from the rack,” I say, trying to sound
helpful. “Or some capri pants? I bet you’d look really nice in—"

“There 1sn’t another pair,” she says icily. “They were from the reduced
rack. And I don’t like capri pants.”

“Rebecca, think!” says Danielle. “Did you put the jeans down
somewhere?”

“I must have done,” I say, twisting my fingers into a knot. “It’s been so
busy in here, I must have put them on the rail, and. . and | suppose another
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customer must have walked off with them.” I give an apologetic little shrug as
though to say “Customers, eh?”

“Wait a minute!” says the girl sharply. “What’s that?”

| follow her gaze and freeze. The zebra-print jeans have rolled out from
under the curtain. For a moment we all stare at them.

“Gosh!” I manage at last. “There they are!”

“And what exactly are they doing down there?”” asks Danielle.

“I don’t know!” I say. “Maybe they. .” I swallow, trying to think as quickly
as I can. “Maybe. .”

“You took them!” says the girl incredulously. “You bloody took them! You
wouldn’t let me try them on, and then you hid them!”

“That’s ridiculous!” I say, trying to sound convincing — but | can feel my
cheeks flushing a guilty red.

“You little. .” The girl breaks off and turns to Danielle. “I want to make an
official complaint.”

“Rebecca,” says Danielle. “Into my office, please.”

| jump in fright at her voice and follow her slowly to her office. Around the
shop, | can see all the

other staff looking at me and nudging each other. How utterly mortifying.
Still, it’ll be OK. I’ll just say I’m really sorry and promise not to do it again, and
maybe offer to work overtime. Just as long as I don’t get. .

I don’t believe it. She’s fired me. I haven’t even worked there for a day,
and I’ve been kicked out. I was so shocked when she told me, | almost became
tearful. I mean, apart from the incident with the zebraprint jeans, | thought | was
doing really well. But apparently hiding stuff from customers is one of those
automatic-firing things. (Which is really unfair, because she never told me that
at the interview.)

As | get changed out of my gray trousers and T-shirt, there’s a heavy
feeling in my heart. My retail career is over before it’s even begun. I was only
given twenty quid for the hours I’ve done today — and Danielle said that was
being generous. And when | asked if | could quickly buy some clothes using my
staff discount, she looked at me as if she wanted to hit me.

It’s all gone wrong. No job, no money, no discount, just twenty bloody
quid. Miserably | start to walk along the street, shoving my hands in my pockets.
Twenty bloody quid. What am | supposed to do with—

“Rebecca!” My head jerks up and I find myself looking dazedly at a face
which | know | recognize.

But who is it? It’s. . it’s. . it’s. .

“Tom!” I exclaim in the nick of time. “Hi there! What a surprise!”

Well, blow me down. Tom Webster, up in London. He’s just as tall and
gangly as ever — but somehow looking slightly cooler with it than usual. He’s
wearing a thin blue sweater over a T-shirt and. . are those really Armani jeans?
This doesn’t make sense. What’s he doing here anyway? Shouldn’t he be in
Reigate, grouting his Mediterranean tiles or something?
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“This is Lucy,” he says proudly, and pulls forward a slim girl with big blue
eyes, holding about sixty-five carrier bags. And I don’t believe it. It’s the girl
who was buying all that stuff in Ally Smith. The girl whose boyfriend was
paying. Surely she didn’t mean. .

“You’re going out together?” I say stupidly. “You and her?”

“Yes,” says Tom, and grins at me. “Have been for some time now.”

But this doesn’t make any sense. Why haven’t Janice and Martin
mentioned Tom’s girlfriend?

They’ve mentioned every other bloody thing in his life.

And fancy Tom having a girlfriend!

“Hi,” says Lucy.

“Hi there,” I say. “I’'m Rebecca. Next-door neighbor. Childhood friend. All
that.” “Oh, you’re Rebecca,” she says, and gives a swift glance at Tom.

What does that mean? Have they been talking about me? God, does Tom
still fancy me? How embarrassing.

“That’s me!” I say brightly, and give a little laugh.

“You know, I’'m sure I’ve seen you somewhere before,” says Lucy
thoughtfully — and then her eyes crinkle in recognition. “You work at Ally
Smith, don’t you?” “No!” I say, a little too sharply.

“Oh,” she says. “I thought I saw you—"

God, I can’t have it going back to my parents that [ work in a shop. They’1l
think I’ve been lying about my entire life in London and that secretly I’'m broke
and living in squalor.

“Research,” I say quickly. “I’m a journalist, actually.”

“Rebecca’s a financial journalist,” says Tom. “Really knows her stuff.”
“Oh, right,” says Lucy, and I give her a supercilious smile.

“Mum and Dad always listen to Rebecca,” says Tom. “Dad was talking
about it just the other day.

Said you’d been very helpful on some financial matter. Switching funds or
something.”

| nod vaguely, and give him a special, old-friends smile. Not that I’'m
jealous, or anything — but I do feel a little twinge seeing Tom smiling down at
this Lucy character who, frankly, has very boring hair, even if her clothes are
quite nice. Come to think of it, Tom’s wearing quite nice clothes himself. Oh,
what’s going on? This is all wrong. Tom belongs in his starter home in Reigate,
not prancing around expensive shops looking halfway decent.

“Anyway,” he says. “We must get going.”

“Train to catch?” I say patronizingly. “It must be hard, living so far out.”

“It’s not so bad,” says Lucy. “I commute to Wetherby’s every morning and
it only takes forty minutes.”

“You work for Wetherby’s?” I say, aghast. Why am I surrounded by City
high-flyers?

“Yes,” she says. “I’'m one of their political advisers.”
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What? What does that mean? Is she really brainy, or something? Oh God,
this gets worse and worse.

“And we’re not catching our train just yet,” says Tom, smiling down at
Lucy. “We’re off to Tiffany first. Choose a little something for Lucy’s birthday
next week.” He lifts a hand and starts twisting a lock of her hair round his finger.

I can’t cope with this anymore. It’s not fair. Why haven’t I got a boyfriend
to buy me stuff in Tiffany’s?

“Well, lovely to see you,” I gabble. “Give my love to your mum and dad.
Funny they didn’t mention

Lucy,” I can’t resist adding. “I saw them the other day, and they didn’t
mention her once.” I shoot an innocent glance at Lucy. But she and Tom are
exchanging looks again. “They probably didn’t want to—" begins Tom, and
stops abruptly.

“What?” I say.

There’s a long, awkward silence. Then Lucy says, “Tom, I’ll just look in
this shop window for a second,” and walks off, leaving the two of us alone.

God, what drama! I’m obviously the third person in their relationship.

“Tom, what’s going on?” I say, and give a little laugh.

But it’s obvious, isn’t it? He’s still hankering after me. And Lucy knows it.

“Oh God,” says Tom, and rubs his face. “Look, Rebecca, this isn’t easy for
me. But the thing is, Mum and Dad are aware of your. . feelings for me. They
didn’t want to mention Lucy to you, because they thought you’d be. .” He
exhales sharply. “Disappointed.”

What? Is this some kind of joke? | have never been more dumbfounded in
all my life. For a few seconds I can’t even move for astonishment.

“My feelings for you?” I stutter at last. “Are you joking?”

“Look, it’s pretty obvious,” he says, shrugging. “Mum and Dad told me
how the other day, you kept on asking how | was, and all about my new house.
.” There’s a slightly pitying look in his eye. Oh my God, I can’t stand this. How
can he think. . “I really like you, Becky,” he adds. “I just don’t. .”

“I was being polite!” I roar. “I don’t fancy you!” “Look,” he says. “Let’s
just leave it, shall we?”

“But I don’t!” I cry furiously. “I never did fancy you! That’s why I didn’t
go out with you when you asked me! When we were both sixteen, remember?”
| break off and look at him triumphantly — to see that his face hasn’t

moved a bit. He isn’t listening. Or if he is, he’s thinking that the fact I’'ve
dragged in our teenage past means I’m obsessed by him. And the more I try to
argue the point, the more obsessed he’ll think I am. Oh God, this is horrendous.

“OK,” I say, trying to gather together the remaining shreds of my dignity.
“OK, we’re obviously not communicating here, so I’ll just leave you to it.” I
glance over at Lucy, who’s looking in a shop window and obviously pretending
not to be listening. “Honestly, I’'m not after your boyfriend,” I call. “And I never
was. Bye.”
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And | stride off down the street, a nonchalant smile plastered stiffly across
my face.

As | round the corner, however, the smile gradually slips, and I sit heavily
down on a bench. | feel humiliated. Of course, the whole thing’s laughable. That
Tom Webster should think I’m in love with him.

Just serves me right for being too polite to his parents and feigning interest
in his bloody limed oak units.

Next time I’ll yawn loudly, or walk away. Or produce a boyfriend of my
own.

I know all this. I know I shouldn’t care two hoots what Tom Webster or his
girlfriend think. But even so. . I have to admit, I feel a bit low. Why haven’t I
got a boyfriend? There isn’t even anyone I fancy at the moment. The last serious
boyfriend | had was Robert Hayman, who sells advertising for Portfolio News,
and we split up three months ago. And I didn’t even much like him. He used to
call me “Love” and jokingly put his hands over my eyes during the rude bits in
films. Even when | told him not to, he still kept doing it. It used to drive me
mad. Just remembering it now makes me feel all tense and scratchy.

But still, he was a boyfriend, wasn’t he? He was someone to phone up
during work, and go to parties with and use as ammunition against creeps.
Maybe I shouldn’t have chucked him. Maybe he was all right.

| give a gusty sigh, stand up, and start walking along the street again. All in
all, it hasn’t been a great day. I’ve lost a job and been patronized by Tom
Webster. And now I haven’t got anything to do tonight. I thought I’d be too
knackered after working all day, so I didn’t bother to organize anything.

Still, at least I’ve got twenty quid.

Twenty quid. I’'ll buy myself a nice cappuccino and a chocolate brownie.
And a couple of magazines.

And maybe something from Accessorize. Or some boots. In fact | really
need some new boots — and I’ve seen some really nice ones in Hobbs with
square toes and quite a low heel. I’ll go there after my coffee, and look at the
dresses, too. God, | deserve a treat, after today. And | need some new tights for
work, and a nail file. And maybe a book to read on the tube. .

By the time | join the queue at Starbucks, | feel happier already.

PGNI FIRST BANK VISA 7 Camel Square

Liverpool L1 5NP

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

10 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: PGNI First Bank VISA Card No.
1475839204847586 Thank you for your letter of 6 March.Your offer of a free
subscription to Successful Saving magazine is most kind, as is your invitation to
dinner at The Ivy. Unfortunately, employees of PGNI First Bank are prohibited
from accepting such gifts.l look forward to receiving your outstanding payment
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of £105.40, as soon as possible.Yours sincerely,Peter Johnson Customer
Accounts Executive.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 9

VOCABULARY WORK
1.
1. wadding
2. braid
3.  mortify
4. twinge
5. smear
6. flatter
7. squalor [0].
8. flimsy
9. yawn
10. patronizingly.
11. hanker
12. feign
13. incredulous
14. rip
15. stutter
16. cross

2. Make word combinations.

1. fabric v’ pattern
2. flowered v' fabric
3. flimsy v maid
4. give v’ strips
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l.
1.
1.
V.

Match the words to their meanings.

yOOXKECTBO
yTPBI3EHUE

. Ma30K

HEMPOYHBIN
ITIOKPOBUTEIILCTBEHHO
BaTa

CUMYJIUPOBATh
JbCTUTH

TeChbMa

[TopBatb

AKECTOKUU, CEPAUTHIN
COMHUTEIBHBIN
3aUKaHUE

YHUKATb

3€BaTh

CTPaCTHO KEJIAaTh

ITOJIOCKU TKaHU
HEIPOYHAs \ XJINIKAst TKAHb
JOKUHCHI 1IBETa 3¢0PBI
LIBETOYHBIN y30p



5. brides v' dignity V. cBepXbeCTeCTBEHHASNYIbIOKA
6. zebra-print v’ time V1. XoauThyKpaaKoi
7. supercilious v' smile. VII. Gecrieunas yipiOka
8. shreds of v' rapport | VIII. ¢anTacTuueckoe B3aMMOIIOH-HHE
9. spare v’ creeps IX. moapyxka HEBECTHI
10.nonchalant v' smile X. BBI3BIBATH YIKaC
11.fantastic v' sidling XI. cBoOOIHOE BpeMs
12.keep v’ jeans XI1. xno4ku \ OOpBIBKH JOCTOMHCTBA
£l What’s an odd word:
Frame, wadding, glue, creeps, fabric, braid.
4, Translate into English.

%  [IeIKoBas TKaHb

%  CUMyJIMpPOBAaTh FOJIOBHYIO 0OJIb

%  [I0XJIONAaTh MOKPOBUTEILCTBEHHO I10 IIEUy

%  BaTHBIN WAPUK

%  CEepAMTHIA crop

%  KU3Hb B YOOXKECTBE

%  COHHO 3€BHYTb

%  OecredHslii JOCYT HapOYKH

%  JBLCTUBBIM KOMIUIUMEHT

%  HENPOYHBIA CTAPBI IIEIK

%  CTPACTHO KeJaTh CIaBbl U BHUMAHUs

%  YHWKATh ONIIOHEHTA

%  y0O0XecTBO 0OCTAHOBKH

%  CUMYJHMpPOBAaTh COYYBCTBUE

5. Complete with prepositions.

*

Our easy-to-follow instructions will aid you as you embark .. the

biggest money-making enterprise of your life.

*
4+
go on

FEEREEE

Why .. earth haven’t I done this before?
I’1l work incredibly hard for two weeks, then pay ... all my debts,

holiday, and buy loads of new clothes.

She could have bumped .... him at the cinema, whispers my brain.
“He’s got this secret little crush .. you,” she continues happily.
But to be honest, | could really do ....... it.

And here they are ... of the blue — reduced.

I just can’t keep my eyes ... them.

My retail career is ... before it’s even begun.
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+

He’s still hankering .... me.

COMPREHENSION CHECK

Lok ol of oR ok oR ok ol o

7.

Answer the questions.

What financial return is she going to get from Fine Frames?

How long has she been working? How many frames did she make?

What do all the assistants at Ally Smith wear?

What keeps her going at Ally Smith during work hours?

Why could not she lose zebra-print jeans?

Why did Danielle have sweet-but-menacing look on her face?
What punishment did Bex expect? What was the real one?

Why does she feel a bit low after coming across Tom and Lucy?

Who is Bex’s secret admirer?

Find 5 mistakes in the summary.

Beck
Y|
Bloomwo
od spends
her days
writing at
Successful
Saving
and her
spare time
shopping
to fill a
rapidly
growing
sense of

emptiness in her life. Though Becky does not recognize it as such,
shopping has become a quick fix for her when she feels low. It is clear
that spending is a problem for Becky. Becky makes desperate attempts to
borrow more money, or save more money. She answers all the phone
calls and letters from the bank carefully. Becky's schemes to make more
money, either by making beautiful cards at home, or taking a part time
job in a clothing store, also backfire on her. They throw her into a
depression that can only be cured by more shopping. Becky's personal
life is as confusing as her financial state. An attraction to Luke Brandon,
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a wealthy businessman, seems unlikely to go anywhere. Becky's schemes
also include dating the wealthy cousin of her roommate, Suze. Suze
encourages Becky, though in reality Becky herself is attracted to
Tarquin’'s irresistible personality.

TRANSLATION WORK

9. Translate the extract.

A 0ecrmoJie3Horo monmuHra.

Camoe cTpaliiHoe MecTO B
kBaptupe — mkad. llkad 370poBblit 1
B IIKa()y MOHCTpA CTOIIHUIIO
pa3HOUBETHEHbKUM. IHOT1a B 3TOM
BCEM KollIMape ciryvaercst KoT. IHoraa
00a. Ot 3TOro emeé crpairHee — AEPHYI
TPUKOTAX HYXKHOTO I[BE€TA U
KOHCHCTEHLIMH, a Ha TOJIOBY yHaJlo
e HECKOJIBKO IIMOTOK U KOT.
HNuorna ob6a. Bermielt y MeHst MHOTO: Te,
B KOTOPBIX 5 XO/IUJIa B MMOHEpJIarepe, KoTopele rnoaapuia 6adymika, KOTOpbI€ s,
KOHEYHO, OyJly HOCUTb, eciu noxyzero Ha 20 kr. Euié Tam ectb Te, KOTOpbIe
ctomu 1500 GakcoB set 15 Hazan, u ux kanko. Ho HocuTk He Oyay, naxe eciu
MOXY/ICI0 — Ha IOMOMKE Kpallle MOKHO HauTh. EME ecTh Ha BBIPOCT, HA BAPYT
3aBTpa BOMHA, BPYT s KyIUIIO Jady, BAPYT cTaHy NpocTuTyTkou. [locmennnx
Bellel 0omblIe Bcero. B pesynbrare s X0Ky Kak IPOCTUTYTKA, €AyIlasi C BOMHBI
Ha Jayy.

W neno gaxke He B CKOMUIOMCTBE, TOTOMY UTO Hejpa mKada u KBapTHPbI
PEryJIIpHO MOMOJIHAIOTCS YEM-TO HOBBIM U Oecrose3HbIM. MeHsl HU B Kakue
Mara3uHbl IIyCKaTh Henb3s. [IoToMy uTO MHE BCE O4eHb cpa3y Hajo. Bor B
aOCOJIIOTHO JIFOOOM MarasuHe.

CHAPTER 10

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.
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ON MONDAY MORNING I wake early, feeling rather hollow inside. My
gaze flits to the pile of unopened carrier bags in the corner of my room and then
quickly flits away again. | know | spent too much money on Saturday. | know |
shouldn’t have bought two pairs of boots. I know I shouldn’t have bought that
purple dress. In all, I spent. . Actually, I don’t want to think about how much |
spent. Think about something else, quick, I instruct myself. Something else.
Anything’ll do.

I’m well aware that at the back of my mind, thumping quietly like a
drumbeat, are the twin horrors of Guilt and Panic.

Guilt Guilt Guilt Guilt.

Panic Panic Panic Panic.

If I let them, they’d swoop in and take over. I’d feel completely paralyzed
with misery and fear. So the trick I’ve learned is simply not to listen. My mind is
very well trained like that.

My other trick is to distract myself with different thoughts and activities.
So | get up, switch the radio on, take a shower, and get dressed. The thumping’s
still there at the back of my head, but gradually, gradually, it’s fading away. As |
go into the kitchen and make a cup of coffee, | can barely hear it anymore. A
cautious relief floods over me, like that feeling you get when a painkiller finally
gets rid of your headache. I can relax. I’'m going to be all right.

On the way out | pause in the hall to check my appearance in the mirror
(Top: River Island, Skirt: French Connection, Tights: Pretty Polly Velvets,
Shoes: Ravel) and reach for my coat (Coat: House of Fraser sale). Just then the
post plops through the door, and I go to pick it up. There’s a handwritten letter
for Suze and a postcard from the Maldives. And for me, there are two ominous-
looking window envelopes. One from VISA, one from Endwich Bank.

For a moment, my heart stands still. Why another letter from the bank?
And VISA. What do they want? Can’t they just leave me alone?

Carefully I place Suze’s post on the ledge in the hall and shove my own
two letters in my pocket, telling myself I’1l read them on the way to work. Once
I get on the tube, I’ll open them both and I'll read them, however unpleasant
they may be.

Honestly. As I’'m walking along the pavement, I promise my intention is to
read the letters.

But then I turn into the next street — and there’s a skip outside someone’s
house. A huge great yellow skip, already half full of stuff. Builders are coming
in and out of the house, tossing old bits of wood and upholstery into the skip.
Loads of rubbish, all jumbled up together.

And a little thought creeps into my mind.

My steps slow down as | approach the skip and | pause, staring intently at it
as though I’m interested in the words printed on the side. I stand there, trying to
appear casual, until the builders have gone back into the house and no one’s
looking. Then, in one motion, | reach for the two letters, pull them out of my
pocket, and drop them over the side, into the skip. Gone.
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As I’m standing there, a builder pushes past me with two sacks of broken
plaster, and heaves them into the skip. And now they really are gone. Buried
beneath a layer of plaster, unread. No one will ever find them.

Gone for good.

Quickly I turn away from the skip and begin to walk on again. Already my
step’s lighter and I’'m feeling buoyant.

Before long, I’'m feeling completely purged of guilt. I mean, it’s not my
fault if I never read the letters, is it? It’s not my fault if I never got them, is it?
As | bound along toward the tube station | honestly feel as though neither of
those letters ever existed.

When | arrive at work, | switch on my computer, click efficiently to a new
document, and start typing my piece on pensions. Perhaps if | work really hard,
it’s occurred to me, Philip will give me a raise. I’ll stay late every night and
impress him with my dedication to the job, and he’ll realize that I’'m
considerably undervalued. Perhaps he’ll even make me associate editor, or
something.

“These days,” I type briskly, “none of us can rely on the government to
take care of us in our old age. Therefore pension planning should be done as
early as possible, ideally as soon as you are earning an income.”

“Morning, Clare,” says Philip, coming into the office in his overcoat.
“Morning, Rebecca.” Hah! Now is the time to impress him.

“Morning, Philip,” I say, in a friendly-yet-professional manner. Then,
instead of leaning back in my chair and asking him how his weekend was, | turn
back to my computer and start typing again. In fact, I’'m typing so fast that the
screen is filled with lots of splodgy typos. It has to be said, I’'m not the best
typist in the world. But who cares? I look very businesslike, that’s the point.

“The bwst ootion is oftwn yoor compaamy occupatinoa Ischeme, bt if tehis
IS not posibsle, a wide vareiety of peronanlas penion lans is on ther markte,
ranign from. .” I break off, reach for a pension brochure, and flip quickly
through it, as though scanning for some crucial piece of information.

“Good weekend, Rebecca?” says Philip.

“Fine, thanks,” I say, glancing up from the brochure as though surprised to
be interrupted while I’'m at work.

“I was round your neck of the woods on Saturday,” he says. “The Fulham
Road. Trendy Fulham.” “Right,” I say absently.

“It’s the place to be, these days, isn’t it? My wife was reading an article
about it. Full of It-girls, all living on trust funds.”

“I suppose so,” | say vaguely.

“That’s what we’ll have to call you,” he says, and gives a little guffaw.
“The office It-girl.”

“Right,” I say, and smile at him. After all, he’s the boss. He can call me
whatever he—

Hang on a minute. Philip hasn’t got the idea that I’'m rich, has he? He
doesn’t think I’ve got a trust fund or something ridiculous, does he?
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“Rebecca,” says Clare, looking up from her telephone. “I’ve got a call for
you. Someone called

Tarquin.”

Philip gives a little grin, as though to say “What else?” and ambles off to
his desk. I stare after him in frustration. This is all wrong. If Philip thinks I’ve
got some kind of private income, he’ll never give me a raise.

But what on earth could have given him that idea?

“Becky,” says Clare meaningfully, gesturing to my ringing phone.

“Oh,” I say. “Yes, OK.” I pick up the receiver, and say, “Hi. Rebecca
Bloomwood here.”

“Becky” comes Tarquin’s unmistakable, reedy voice. He sounds rather
nervous, as if he’s been gearing up to this phone call for ages. Perhaps he has.
“It’s so nice to hear your voice. You know, I’ve been thinking about you a lot.”

“Really?” I say, trying not to sound too encouraging. I mean, he is Suze’s
cousin and I don’t want to hurt the poor bloke.

“I"d. . I’d very much like to spend some more time in your company,” he
says. “May I take you out to dinner?”

Oh God. What am I supposed to say to that? It’s such an innocuous request.
I mean, it’s not as if he’s said, Can I sleep with you? or even Can | kiss you? If |
say no to dinner, it’s like saying ““You’re so unbearable, I can’t even stand
sharing a table with you for two hours.”

And Suze has been so sweet to me recently, and if | turn her darling Tarkie
down flat, she’ll be really upset.

“I suppose so,” I say, aware that I don’t sound too thrilled — and also
aware that maybe I should just come clean and say “I don’t fancy you.” But
somehow I can’t face it. To be honest, it would be a lot easier just to go out to
dinner with him. I mean, how bad can it be?

And anyway, I don’t have to actually go. I'll call at the last moment and
cancel. Easy.

“I’m in London until Sunday,” says Tarquin.

“Let’s make it Saturday night, then!” I say brightly. “Just before you
leave.”

“Seven o’clock?”

“How about eight?” I suggest.

“OK.,” he says. “Eight o’clock.” And he rings off, without mentioning a
venue. But since I’'m not actually going to meet him, this doesn’t really matter. I
put the phone down, give an impatient sigh, and start typing again.

“Although solid investment performance is important, flexibility is equally
vital when choosing a pension plan, particularly for the younger investor. New
on the market this year is the. .” I break off and reach for a brochure. “Sun
Assurance ‘Later Years’ Retirement Plan, which. .” “So, was that guy asking
you out?” says Clare Edwards.

“Yes, he was, actually,” I say, looking up carelessly. And in spite of
myself, I feel a little flip of pleasure. Because Clare doesn’t know what
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Tarquin’s like, does she? For all she knows, he’s incredibly good-looking and
witty. “We’re going out on Saturday night.” I give her a nonchalant smile and
start typing again.

“Oh right,” she says, and snaps an elastic band round a pile of letters. “You
know, Luke Brandon was asking me if you had a boyfriend the other day.”

For an instant I can’t move. Luke Brandon wants to know if I’ve got a
boyfriend?

“Really?” I say, trying to sound normal. “When. . when was this?”

“Oh, just the other day,” she says. “I was at a briefing at Brandon
Communications, and he asked me. Just casually. You know.”

“And what did you say?”

“I said no,” said Clare, and gives me a little grin. “You don’t fancy him, do
you?” “Of course not,” I say, and roll my eyes.

But I have to admit, | feel quite cheerful as | turn back to my computer and
start typing again. Luke Brandon. | mean, not that | like him or anything — but
still. “This plan,” I type, “offers full death benefits and an optional lump sum on
retirement. For example, assuming 7 percent growth, a typical woman aged

30 who invested £100 a month would receive. .”

You know what? | suddenly think, stopping midsentence. This is boring.
I’m better than this.

I’m better than sitting here in this crappy office, typing out the details from
a brochure, trying to turn them into some kind of credible journalism. | deserve
to do something more interesting than this. Or more well paid. Or both.

I stop typing and rest my chin on my hands. It’s time for a new start. Why
don’t I do what Elly’s doing? I’m not afraid of a bit of hard work, am I? Why
don’t I get my life in order, go to a City headhunter, and land myself a new job?
I’1l have a huge income and a company car and wear Karen Millen suits every
day. And I’ll never have to worry about money again.

| feel exhilarated. This is it! This is the answer to everything. I’ll be a. .
“Clare?” I say casually. “Who earns the most in the City?”

“I don’t know,” says Clare, frowning thoughtfully. “Maybe futures
brokers?”” That’s it, then. I’ll be a futures broker. Easy.

And it is easy. So easy that ten o’clock the next morning sees me walking
nervously up to the front doors of William Green, top City head-hunters. As |
push the door open | glimpse my own reflection and feel a little thrill go through
my stomach. Am | really doing this?

You bet I am. I’'m wearing my smartest black suit, and tights and high
heels, with an FT under my arm, obviously. And I’m carrying the briefcase with
the combination lock, which my mum gave me one Christmas and which I’ve
never used. This is partly because it’s really heavy and bumpy — and partly
because I’ve forgotten the combination, so I can’t actually open it. But it looks
the part. And that’s what counts.

Jill Foxton, the woman I’m meeting, was really nice on the phone when I
told her about wanting to change careers, and sounded pretty impressed by all
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my experience. | quickly typed up a curriculum vitae and e-mailed it to her —
and, OK, I padded it a bit, but that’s what they expect, isn’t it? It’s all about
selling yourself. And it worked, because she phoned back only about ten
minutes after receiving it, and asked if I’d come in and see her, as she thought
she had some interesting opportunities for me.

| was so excited, | could barely keep still. I went straight into Philip and
told him I wanted to take tomorrow off to take my nephew to the zoo — and he
didn’t suspect a thing. He’s going to be gobsmacked when he finds out I've
turned overnight into a high-flying futures broker.

“Hi,” I say confidently to the woman at reception. “I’m here to see Jill
Foxton. It’s Rebecca Bloomwood.”

“Of. .”

I can’t say Successful Saving. It might get back to Philip that I’ve been
looking for a new job.

“Of. . just of nowhere, really,” I say and give a relaxed little laugh. “Just
Rebecca Bloomwood. I have a ten o’clock appointment.”

“Fine,” she says, and smiles. “Take a seat.”

| pick up my briefcase and walk over to the black leather chairs, trying not
to give away how nervous | feel. | sit down, run my eye hopefully over the
magazines on the coffee table (but there’s nothing interesting, just things like
The Economist), then lean back and look around. This foyer is pretty
impressive, [ have to admit. There’s a fountain in the middle, and glass stairs
rising in a curve — and, what seems like several miles away, | can see lots of
state-of-the-art lifts. Not just one lift, or two — but about ten. Blimey. This
place must be huge.

“Rebecca?” A blond girl in a pale trouser suit is suddenly in front of me.
Nice suit, | think. Very nice suit.

“Hi!” I say. “Jill!”

“No, I’'m Amy,” she smiles. “Jill’s assistant.”

Wow. That’s pretty cool. Sending your assistant to pick up your visitors, as
if you’re too grand and busy to do it yourself. Maybe that’s what I’1l get my
assistant to do when I’m an important futures broker and Elly comes over for
lunch. Or maybe I’ll have a male assistant — and we’ll fall in love! God, it
would be just like a movie. The high-flying woman and the cute but sensitive. .

“Rebecca?”’ I come to and see Amy staring at me curiously. “Are you
ready?”

“Of course!” I say gaily, and pick up my briefcase. As we stride off over
the glossy floor, I surreptitiously run my gaze over Amy’s trouser suit again —
and find my eye landing on an Emporio Armani label. I can’t quite believe it.
The assistants wear Emporio Armani! So what’s Jill herself going to be in?
Couture Dior? God, | love this place already.

We go up to the sixth floor and begin to walk along endless carpeted
corridors.

“So you want to be a futures broker,” says Amy after a while.
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“Yes,” I say. “That’s the idea.”

“And you already know a bit about it.”

“Well, you know.” I give a modest smile. “I’ve written extensively on most
areas of finance, so I do feel quite well equipped.”

“That’s good,” says Amy, and gives me a smile. “Some people turn up with
no idea. Then Jill asks them a few standard questions, and. .” She makes a
gesture with her hand. I don’t know what it means, but it doesn’t look good.

“Right!” I say, forcing myself to speak in an easy tone. “So — what sort of
questions?”

“Oh, nothing to worry about!” says Amy. “She’ll probably ask you. . oh, |
don’t know. Something like ‘How do you trade a butterfly?’ or, ‘What’s the
difference between open outlay and OR?’ Or, ‘How would you calculate the
expiry date of a futures instrument?’ Really basic stuff.”

“Right,” I say, and swallow. “Great.”

Something in me is telling me to turn and run — but we’ve already arrived
at a pale blond-wood door.

“Here we are,” says Amy, and smiles at me. “Would you like tea or
coffee?”

“Coftee, please,” I say, wishing I could say “A stiff gin, please.” Amy
knocks on the door, opens it and ushers me in, and says, “Rebecca
Bloomwood.”

“Rebeccal!” says a dark-haired woman behind the desk, and gets up to
shake my hand.

To my slight surprise, Jill is not nearly as well dressed as Amy. She’s
wearing a blue, rather mumsylooking suit, and boring court shoes. But still,
never mind, she’s the boss. And her office is pretty amazing.

“It’s very good to meet you,” she says, gesturing to a chair in front of her
desk. “And let me say straight away, I was extremely impressed by your CV.”

“Really?” I say, feeling relief creep over me. That can’t be bad, can it?
Extremely impressed. Maybe it won’t matter I don’t know the answers to those
questions.

“Particularly by your languages,” adds Jill. “Very good. You do seem to be
one of those rare breeds, an all-rounder.”

“Well, my French is really only conversational,” I say modestly. “Voici la
plume de ma tante, and all that!”

Jill gives an appreciative laugh, and | beam back at her.

“But Finnish!” she says, reaching for the cup of coffee on her desk. “That’s
quite unusual.”

| keep smiling and hope we move off the subject of languages. To be
honest, “fluent in Finnish” went in because I thought “conversational French”
looked a bit bare on its own. And after all, who speaks Finnish, for God’s sake?
No one.

“And your financial knowledge,” she says, pulling my CV toward her.
“You seemed to have covered a lot of different areas during your years in
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financial journalism.” She looks up. “What attracts you to derivatives in
particular?”

What? What’s she talking about? Oh yes. Derivatives. They’re futures,
aren’t they? And they have something to do with the price of a security. Or a
commodity. Something like that.

“Well,” I begin confidently — and am interrupted as Amy comes in with a
cup of coffee.

“Thanks,” I say, and look up, hoping we’ve moved onto something else.
But she’s still waiting for an answer. “I think the excitement of futures is the. .
um, their speculative nature, combined with the ability to control risk with hedge
positions,” I hear myself saying.

Wow. How on earth did | come out with that?

“They’re an extremely challenging area,” I add quickly, “and I think. .”
What do | think? Should I throw in a quick reference to butterflies or expiry
dates or something? Or Barings Bank? Probably better not. “I think I’d be well
suited to that particular field,” I finish at last.

“I see,” says Jill Foxton, and leans back in her chair. “The reason I ask 1is,
there’s a position we have in banking, which I think might also suit you. I don’t
know what you would feel about that.”” A position in banking? Has she actually
found me a job? I don’t believe it!

“Well, that would be fine by me,” I say, trying not to sound too joyful. “I
mean, I’d miss the futures

— but then, banking’s good, too, isn’t it?”

Jill laughs. I think she thinks I’m joking or something.

“The client is a triple-A-rated foreign bank, looking for a new recruit in the
London arm of their debt financing division.”

“Right,” I say intelligently.

“I don’t know whether you’re familiar with the principles of European
back-to-back arbitrage?” “Absolutely,” I say confidently. “I wrote an article on
that very subject last year.” Which isn’t quite true, but I can always read a book
about it, can’t I?

“Obviously I’m not trying to rush you into any decision,” she says, “but if
you do want a change of career, I’d say this would be perfect for you. There’d
be an interview, but I can’t see any problems there.” She smiles at me. “And
we’ll be able to negotiate you a very attractive package.”

“Really?” Suddenly, I can’t quite breathe. She’s going to negotiate an
attractive package. For me!

“Oh yes,” says Jill. “Well, you must realize you’re a bit of a one-off.” She
gives me a confidential smile. “You know, when your CV came through
yesterday, | actually whooped! I mean, the coincidence!”

“Absolutely,” I say, beaming at her. God, this is fantastic. This is a bloody
dream come true. I’'m going to be a banker! And not just any old banker — a
triple-A-rated banker! “So,” says Jill casually. “Shall we go and meet your new
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employer?” “What?” I say in astonishment, and a little smile spreads over her
face.

“I didn’t want to tell you until I’d met you — but the recruitment director
of Bank of Helsinki is over here for a meeting with our managing director. | just
know he’s going to love you. We can have the whole thing wrapped up by this
afternoon!”

“Excellent!” I say, and get to my feet. Ha-ha-ha! I’m going to be a banker!

It’s only as we’re halfway down the corridor that her words begin to
impinge on my mind. Bank of Helsinki.

Bank of Helsinki. That doesn’t mean. . Surely she doesn’t think. .

“I can’t wait to hear the two of you talking away in Finnish,” says Jill
pleasantly, as we begin to climb a flight of stairs. “It’s not a language I know at
all.” Oh my God. Oh my God. No.

“But then, my languages have always been hopeless,” she adds
comfortably. “I’m not talented in that department, not like you!”

| flash her a little smile and keep walking, without missing a step. But | can
hardly breathe. Shit.

What am | going to do? What the fuck am | going to do?

We turn a corner and begin to walk calmly down another corridor. And I’'m
doing pretty well. As long as we just keep walking, I’'m OK.

“Was Finnish a hard language to learn?” asks Jill.

“Not that hard,” I hear myself saying in a scratchy voice. “My. . my
father’s half Finnish.”

“Yes, I thought it must be something like that,” says Jill. “I mean, it’s not
the sort of thing you learn at school, is 1t?”” And she gives a jolly little laugh.

It’s all right for her, I think desperately. She’s not the one being led to her
death. Oh God, this is terrible. People keep passing us and glancing at me and
smiling, as if to say “So that’s the Finnishspeaker!”

Why did | put | was fluent in Finnish? Why?

“All right?” says Jill. “Not nervous?”

“Oh no!” I say at once, and force a grin onto my face. “Of course I’'m not
nervous!”

Maybe I’1l be able to busk it, I think suddenly. I mean, the guy won’t
conduct the whole bloody interview in Finnish, will he? He’ll just say “Hasallo,”
or whatever it is, and I’ll say “Hasalle” back, and then before he can say
anything else, I’ll quickly say, “You know, my technical Finnish is a bit rusty
these days. Would you mind if we spoke in English?”” And he’ll say. .

“Nearly there,” says Jill, and smiles at me.

“Good,” I say brightly, and clasp my sweaty hand more tightly round my
briefcase handle. Oh God.

Please save me from this. Please. .

“Here we are!” she says, and stops at a door marked “Conference Room.”
She knocks twice, then pushes it open. There’s a roomful of people sitting round
a table, and they all turn to look at me.
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“Jan Virtanen,” she says. “I’d like you to meet Rebecca Bloomwood.”

A bearded man rises from his chair, give me a huge smile, and extends his
hand.

“Neiti Bloomwood,” he says cheerfully. “Nautin erittain paljon
tapaamisestamme. Onko oiken, etta teilla on jonkinlainen yhteys Suomeen?”

I stare speechlessly at him. My face is glowing, as though I’'m consumed
with happiness. Everyone in the room is waiting for me to answer, I’ve got to
say something.

“I. . erm. . erm. . Hasallg!” I lift my hand in a friendly little wave and smile
around the room.

But nobody smiles back.

“Erm. . I’ve just got to. .” I start backing away. “Just got to. .” I turn. And |

run.
CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES
CHAPTER 10
VOCABULARY WORK
13. Match the words to their meanings.
1. hollow a. 0ak, KOHTelHep
2. buoyant. b. mTykarypka
3. plaster C. TIOJBIN , BHAJIBIH
4. guffaw [ga’fo:] d. Oonpwrii
5. skip €. TOroT
6. coincidence f. pxaBbIii
7. rusty J. COBIIAJICHUE

2. Translate into English.

v BHAJIBIE IIEKH
v 00Je31as mTyKaTypKa
v COBIIaZIEHUE BKYCOB
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pEeIKuE MOPOABI JIOMAIEH
prKaBble TPYObI
aBTOPUTETHOE 3asIBIICHUE
HEMPUHYKJIEHHBII TOrOT
PPKaBbIN (CKPHUITYUYHii) TOJIOC
3JI0BEIIETO BUJIa OXOTHUK 3a CKaJIbIIaMU
BITAJIBIN J)KUBOT OpOISTH
YJacTHAs TepernuncKa
0€33a00THBII TOTOT

00JIpoe MPUBETCTBUE
CTpaHHOE COBIIAJCHHE
BBIOPOCUTH B KOHTEUHEP
BECEJIBIA TOTOT

AN NI N N N N Y N N N N SN

3. Make word combinations.

1. purged a. looking I. 3moBemiero Buga

2. private b. CV Il.  Ge33aboTHas ymbiOka

3. ominous c. hunter I1l.  Ge300uHBIN 3ampoC.

4. nonchalant d. of guilt IV. aBropuTeTHas XKypHAINCTHKA
5. innocuous e. journalism V.  OXOTHHK 32 IIECHHBIMHU KaJpaMu
6. pad f. smile VI. mnpuykpacuthb pe3romMe

7. head g. breeds VII.  penkue mopobi

8. credible h. request. 11l.  ounIEHHBIA OT BUHBI

9. rare i. income IX.  JIu4HBIA 10XO0x

4. Complete with prepositions.

» The thumping’s still there at the back of my head, but gradually,
gradually, it’s fading ....

» That feeling you get when a painkiller finally gets rid .. your
headache.

» Perhaps if I work really hard, it’s occurred .. me, Philip will give me a
raise .

» “These days,” I type briskly, “none of us can rely .. the government to
take care .. us in our old age.

» 1 went straight into Philip and told him I wanted to take tomorrow ...
to take my nephew to the zoo.

> | pick up my briefcase and walk over to the black leather chairs, trying
not to give .... how nervous I feel.

» “Some people turn .. with no idea.
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» And they have something to do .... the price of a security.

» How on earth did [ come ... with that?

» “I don’t know whether you’re familiar .... the principles of European
back-to-back arbitrage?”’

COMPREHENSION CHECK

5. Answer the questions.

)
0‘0

What are her twin horrors on Monday morning?
What would happen if she let them in?
How does she distract herself?
s Why does Bex feel purged of guilt on her way to
work?
% How is she going to deserve a pay-rise?
% Who invited Bex out for dinner?
% Was it an encouraging call?
Where does she look for job?
What does she carry the briefcase with the lock for?
What job is she going to apply for?
Why “fluent in Finnish” went in her CV?
What makes her love the place immediately?
Why does Amy take her for a rare breed?
What surprise did Amy keep in stock for her at the end of the job
interview?
X Did she get her dream job? Why?

>

7
*

7
0‘0 )

*

K/
0’0

%o

*¢

53

4

53

4

53

4

R/ R/
0’0 0’0

6. Things to consider.

- Is there ever a time when it is OK to lie on a resume or pad your
resume?

- How much can you "dress up™ your resume to make yourself as
strong a candidate as possible without crossing the ethical line?

What about the following:

- Claiming a degree that was not earned because you were only a few
credits short.

- Creating impressive job title because you were already doing all of the
work of that position?

- Claiming a team's contributions as your own, because other members did
not deliver a lot?
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- Inflating the number of people or functions for which you had direct
responsibility .

TRANSLATION WORK

7. Translate the extract into English.

Al 0ecImoJiIe3HOro HIOMUHTA.

Ecnu s monuHryro B LIMOTOYHOM —
HEMPEMEHHO CTOISITHCOTYIO MalKy
KYIUIIO, ¥ TYT K€ JoMa €€ HaBcerja
MOTEPSIO, MPSAM C AKETOM BMecTe. B
IIPOLYKTOBOM — BAPYT PE3KO 30POBOTO
MATAHUS XOUYETCS, U HAKYIUIIb TPU Belpa
HOTYypTOB, KEPUPOB U BCETO MPOYETO,
JUETUYECKOT0. JIoMOM NpUHECED, U
JaBail KapTOIIKY Ha cajie )kapuTb. Yepes Tpu JHs Y KePUPOB CPOK TOTHOCTH
3aKaHYMBAETCA — M BECh NMaKeT Ha MoMouky. [Ipo marasun |IKEA s BooO1ie
mouay. Ecim y TeOst HeT kpaitHelt HaloOHOCTH U YETKOTO CIIUCKa
HEOOXOIMMBIXITOKYTIOK — B MIKet0 e31uTh Helb34. Jlaxe 3a KoMIIaHUIo ¢
noapyroi. Jlaxxe 6e3 nener. [loromy uto u3 Mken HEBO3MOXKHO yeXaTh C
nycTbiMU pykamu. Tam sxe kopooouku! KopoOouku Tam, BCeX LIBETOB U
pasmepoB! Tam apoMaTu3npoOBaHHBIE CBEYH W KPACHBBIE MTOJCBEYHUKHU. Tam
MOJIOTEHIIa U CKOBOPOAKU! TaM ke JeKopaTUBHBIE MOIYIIKH, 0€3 KOTOPHIX
MPOCTO HEJb3s yexaTh JoMoil. [l03ToMy Thl 3aHUMaENIb AEHBIH Y MOJPYTHU, U
OCXHUIIIb C TEJIEXKKON Ha Kaccy. Jloma Thl IpUXOauIllb B c€0sl, U MIOHUMAEITh, YTO
U3 KyIJIEHHBIX TOOOM B Mkee KopoOoUeK TaBHO YK€ MOXKHO CIIOKHTh
Basusonckyro 6atiHio, Tpu AeCsTKa apOMaTU3UPOBAHHBIX CBEUYEH pacCTaBIICHbI
y T€0s 10 Bcel KBapTUpE, HO Thl HU pa3y UX HE 3a)kKHUTalia — JKaJKO XKe.
Kpacusbie xe. CkoBopoikamMu y TeOs1 3a0uTa BCs KyXHS, IPUTOM, YTO
TOTOBUIIB ThI JOMA pa3 B TOJ, a CY/s M0 KOJUYECTBY OJMHHBIX CKOBOPOJIOK —
ThI C yTpa JI0 Be4epa Meyenib OJUHBI, MPUTOM, Ha YETHIPEX KOHPOpKax
OJIHOBPEMEHHO. A 00MIKe TEKOPATUBHBIX MOAYLIEK JABHO YK€ CAENAI0 TBOIO
OJTHOKOMHATHYIO KBAPTHUPY NOXOKEW HA FOPTY KOUYIOIIETO Naauiiaxa.

Bc€ neno B ToM, 4TO, MOMaaas B Mara3yH, JKCHIIMHA TEPSIET
CaMOKOHTpPOJIb. Y HEE BKIIKOYAETCS MHCTUHKT rHe370BaHusA. U B THE310 HY)KHO
TaimuTh BcE. [1ycTh gaxe 3To rHe310 pa3MepoM ¢ KOpoOKyY OT TeneBuszopa. 1
yTO? A BIPYT 5 B JIOTEPEIO BBIUTPAIO, U KBAPTUPY TPEXKOMHATHYIO KYyIUTIO? A
BIIpYT MHE 0a0yIIKMHA Aava OTOMIET MO HACIEACTBY? A BAPYT sl MY>KUHUHY
CBOEH MEUTHI BCTpEUYy — a Ha CBUJIaHWE UJITHU HE B UeM?
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CHAPTER 11

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

| ARRIVE BACK DOWN in the foyer, panting slightly. Which is not
surprising, since I’ve just run about a half marathon along endless corridors,
trying to get out of this place. I descend the final flight of stairs (couldn’t risk
waiting for the elevators in case the Finnish brigade suddenly turned up), then
pause to catch my breath. | straighten my skirt, transfer my briefcase from one
sweaty hand to the other, and begin to walk calmly across the foyer toward the
door, as though I’ve come out of an utterly ordinary, utterly unspectacular
meeting. I don’t look right and I don’t look left. I don’t think about the fact that
I’ve just completely shredded any chances I had of becoming a top City banker.
All I can think about is getting to that glass door and getting outside before
anyone can. .

“Rebecca!” comes a voice behind my voice, and I freeze. Shit. They’ve got
me. “HaSallg!” I gulp, turning round. “Hasall. . Oh. Hell. . Hello.” It’s Luke
Brandon.

It’s Luke Brandon, standing right in front of me, looking down at me with
that amused smile he always seems to have.

“This isn’t the sort of place I would have expected to find you,” he says.
“You’re not after a City job, are you?”

And why shouldn’t I be? Doesn’t he think I’'m clever enough?

“Actually,” I say haughtily, “I’m thinking of a change of career. Maybe
into foreign banking. Or futures broking.”

“Really?” he says. “That’s a shame.”

A shame? What does that mean? Why is it a shame? As | look up at him,
his dark eyes meet mine, and | feel a little flicker, deep inside me. Out of
nowhere, Clare’s words pop into my head. Luke Brandon was asking me if you
had a boyfriend.

“What. .” I clear my throat. “What are you doing here, anyway?”

“Oh, I recruit from here quite often,” he says. “They’re very efficient.
Soulless, but efficient.” He shrugs, then looks at my shiny briefcase. “Have they
fixed you up with anything yet?”

“I’ve. . I’ve got a number of options open to me,” [ say. “I’m just
considering my next move.” Which, to be honest, is straight out the door.

“I see,” he says, and pauses. “Did you take the day off to come here?”

“Yes,” I say. “Of course I did.”

What does he think? That I just sloped off for a couple of hours and said |
was at a press conference? Actually, that’s not a bad idea. I might try that next
time. “So — what are you up to now?”” he asks.

Don’t say “nothing.” Never say “nothing.”
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“Well, I’ve got some bits and pieces to do,” I say. “Calls to make, people to
see. That kind of thing.”

“Ah,” he says, nodding. “Yes. Well. Don’t let me keep you.” He looks
around the foyer. “And I hope it all works out for you, job-wise.”

“Thanks,” I say, giving him a businesslike smile.

And then he’s gone, walking off toward the doors, and I’'m left holding my
clunky briefcase, feeling just a bit disappointed. I wait until he’s disappeared,
then wander slowly over to the doors myself and go out onto the street. And then
I stop. To tell you the truth, I’'m not quite sure what to do next. I’d kind of
planned to spend the day ringing everyone up and telling them about my fab
new job as a futures broker. Instead of which. . Well, anyway. Let’s not think
about that.

But | can’t stand still on the pavement outside William Green all day.
People will start thinking I’m a piece of installation art or something. So
eventually I begin walking along the street, figuring I’1l arrive at a tube soon
enough and then | can decide what to do. I come to a corner and I’m just waiting
for the traffic to stop, when a taxi pulls up beside me.

“I know you’re a very busy woman, with a lot to do,” comes Luke
Brandon’s voice, and my head jerks up in shock. There he is, leaning out of the
taxi window, his dark eyes crinkled up in a little smile. “But if you had the odd
half-hour to spare — you wouldn’t be interested in doing a little shopping,
would you?”

This day is unreal. Completely and utterly unreal.

| get into the taxi, put my clunky briefcase on the floor, and shoot a nervous
look at Luke as I sit down. I’'m already slightly regretting this. What if he asks
me a question about interest rates? What if he wants to talk about the
Bundesbank or American growth prospects? But all he says 1s “Harrods,
please,” to the driver.

As we zoom off, I can’t stop a smile coming to my face. I thought I was
going to have to go home and be all miserable on my own — and instead, I’'m
on my way to Harrods, and someone else is paying. I mean, you can’t get more
perfect than that.

As we drive along, | look out of the window at the crowded streets.
Although it’s March, there are still a few sale signs in the shop windows left
over from January, and | find myself peering at the displays, wondering if there
are any bargains | might have missed. We pause outside a branch of Lloyds
Bank. | look idly at the window, and at the queue of people inside, and hear
myself saying “You know what? Banks should run January sales. Everyone else
does.”

There’s silence and I look up, to see a look of amusement on Luke
Brandon’s face.

“Banks?” he says.

“Why not?” I say defensively. “They could reduce their charges for a
month or something. And so could building societies. Big posters in the
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windows, ‘Prices Slashed’. .” I think for a moment. “Or maybe they should have
April sales, after the end of the tax year. Investment houses could do it, too.
‘Fifty percent off a selected range of funds.”

“A unit trust sale,” says Luke Brandon slowly. “Reductions on all upfront
charges.”

“Exactly,” I say. “Everyone’s a sucker for a sale. Even rich people.”

The taxi moves on again, and | gaze out at a woman in a gorgeous white
coat, wondering where she got it. Maybe at Harrods. Maybe | should buy a
white coat, too. I’ll wear nothing but white all winter. A snowy white coat and a
white fur hat. People will start calling me the Girl in the White Coat.

When I look back again, Luke’s writing something down in a little
notebook. He looks up and meets my eye for a moment, then says, “Rebecca, are
you serious about leaving journalism?”

“Oh,” I say vaguely. To be honest, I’d forgotten all about leaving
journalism. “I don’t know. Maybe.” “And you really think banking would suit
you better?”

“Who knows?” I say, feeling a bit rattled at his tone. It’s all right for him.
He doesn’t have to worry about his career — he’s got his own multimillion-
pound company. I’ve only got my own multimillionpound overdraft. “Elly
Granger is leaving Investor’s Weekly News,” I add. “She’s joining Wetherby’s
as a fund manager.”

“I heard,” he says. “Doesn’t surprise me. But you’re nothing like Elly
Granger.”

Really? This comment intrigues me. If I’'m not like Elly, who am I like,
then? Someone really cool like Kristin Scott Thomas, maybe.

“You have imagination,” adds Luke. “She doesn’t.”

Wow! Now | really am gobsmacked. Luke Brandon thinks | have
imagination? Gosh. That’s good, isn’t it. That’s quite flattering, really. You have
imagination. Mmm, yes, | like that. Unless. .

Hang on. It’s not some polite way of saying he thinks I’m stupid, is it? Or a
liar? Like “creative accounting.” Perhaps he’s trying to say that none of my
articles is accurate.

Oh God, now I don’t know whether to look pleased or not.

To cover up my embarrassment, I look out of the window. We’ve stopped
at a traffic light, and a very large lady in a pink velour jogging suit is trying to
cross the road. She’s holding several bags of shopping and a pug dog, and she
keeps losing grasp of one or other of them and having to put something down. |
almost want to leap out and help her. Then, suddenly, she loses her grasp of one
of the bags, and drops it on the ground. It falls open — and three huge tubs of
ice cream come out of it and start rolling down the road.

Don’t laugh, I instruct myself. Be mature. Don’t laugh. I clamp my lips
together, but I can’t stop a little giggle escaping.

| glance at Luke, and his lips are clamped together, too.
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Then the woman starts chasing her ice cream down the road, pug dog in
tow, and that’s it. I can’t stop myself giggling. And when the pug dog reaches
the ice cream before the lady, and starts trying to get the lid off with its teeth, |
think I’m going to die laughing. I look over at Luke, and I can’t believe it. He’s
laughing helplessly, too, wiping the tears from his eyes. I didn’t think Luke
Brandon ever laughed.

“Oh God,” I manage at last. “I know you shouldn’t laugh at people. But I
mean. .”

“That dog!” Luke starts laughing again. “That bloody dog!”

“That outfit!” I give a little shudder as we start to move off again, past the
pink woman. She’s bending over the ice cream, her huge pink bottom thrust up
in the air. . “I’m sorry, but pink velour jogging suits should be banned from this
planet.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” says Luke, nodding seriously. “Pink velour
jogging suits are hereby banned.

Along with cravats.”

“And men’s briefs,” I say without thinking — then blush pink. How could |
mention men’s briefs in front of Luke Brandon? “And toffee-flavored popcorn,”
I quickly add.

“Right,” says Luke. “So we’re banning pink velour jogging suits, cravats,
men’s briefs, toffeeflavored popcorn. .”

“And punters with no change,” comes the taxi driver’s voice from the front.

“Fair enough,” says Luke, giving a little shrug. “Punters with no change.”

“And punters who vomit. They’re the worst.”

“OK..”

“And punters who don’t know where the fuck they’re going.” Luke and |
exchange glances and | begin to giggle again.

“And punters who don’t speak the bloody language. Drive you crazy.”

“Right,” says Luke. “So. . most punters, in fact.”

“Don’t get me wrong,” says the taxi driver. “I’ve got nothing against
foreigners. .” He pulls up outside Harrods. “Here we are. Going shopping, are
you?” “That’s right,” says Luke, getting out his wallet.

“So — what’re you after?”

I look at Luke expectantly. He hasn’t told me what we’re here to buy.
Clothes? A new aftershave? Will I have to keep smelling his cheek? (I wouldn’t
mind that, actually.) Furniture? Something dull like a new desk?

“Luggage,” he says, and hands a tenner to the driver. “Keep the change.”

Luggage! Suitcases and holdalls and stuff like that. As | wander round the
department, looking at

Louis Vuitton suitcases and calfskin bags, I’'m quite thrown. Quite shocked
by myself. Luggage. Why on earth have | never considered luggage before?

| should explain — for years now, I’ve kind of operated under an informal
shopping cycle. A bit like a farmer’s crop rotation system. Except, instead of
wheat-maize-barley-fallow, mine pretty much goes clothes-makeup-shoes-
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clothes. (I don’t usually bother with fallow.) Shopping is actually very similar to
farming a field. You can’t keep buying the same thing — you have to have a bit
of variety.

But look what I’ve been missing out on all this time. Look what I’ve been
denying myself. I feel quite shaky as I realize the opportunities I’ve just been
throwing away over the years. Suitcases, weekend bags, monogrammed
hatboxes. . With weak legs | wander into a corner and sit down on a carpeted
pedestal next to a red leather vanity case.

How can | have overlooked luggage for so long? How can | have just
blithely led my life ignoring an entire retail sector?

“So — what do you think?” says Luke, coming up to me. “Anything worth
buying?”’

And now, of course, I feel like a fraud. Why couldn’t he have wanted to
buy a really good white shirt, or a cashmere scarf? Or even hand cream? | would
have been able to advise him authoritatively and even quote prices. But luggage.
I’m a beginner at luggage.

“Well,” I say, playing for time. “It depends. They all look great.”

“They do, don’t they?”” He follows my gaze around the department. “But
which one would you choose? If you had to buy one of these suitcases, which
one would it be?”” It’s no good. I can’t bluff.

“To be honest,” I say, “this isn’t really my field.”

“What isn’t?” he says, sounding incredulous. “Shopping?”’

“Luggage,” I explain. “It’s not an area I’ve put a lot of time into. I should
have done, I know, but. .”

“Well. . never mind,” says Luke, his mouth twisting into a smile. “As a
nonexpert, which one would you choose?”

Well, that’s different.

“Hmm,” I say, and get to my feet in a businesslike manner. “Well, let’s
have a closer look.”

God, we have fun. We line up eight suitcases in a row, and give them
marks for looks, heaviness, quality of lining, number of interior pockets, and
efficiency of wheels. (I test this by striding the length of the department, pulling
the case behind me. By this time, the assistant has just given up and left us to it.)
Then we look to see if they have a matching holdall and give that marks, too.

The prices don’t seem to matter to Luke. Which is a bloody good thing,
because they’re astronomical — and at first sight, so scary, they make me want
to run away. But it’s amazing how quickly £1,000 can start to seem like a very
reasonable sum for a suitcase — especially since the Louis Vuitton
monogrammed trunk costs about ten times as much. In fact, after a while I find
myself thinking quite seriously that I too should really invest in a quality
suitcase, instead of my battered old canvas bag.

But today is Luke’s shopping trip, not mine. And, strangely enough, it’s
almost more fun choosing for someone else than for yourself. In the end, we
narrow it down to a dark green leather case, which has wonderful trundly
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wheels, or the palest beige calfskin case, which is a bit heavier, but has a
stunning silk lining and is so soft, I can’t stop running my fingers over it. And it
has a matching holdall and vanity case — and they’re just as beautiful. God, if it
were me, [’d. .

But then, it’s not up to me, is it? It’s Luke who’s buying the case. He’s the
one who’s got to choose.

We sit down on the floor, side by side, and look at them.

“The green one would be more practical,” says Luke eventually.

“Mmm,” I say noncommittally. “I suppose it would.”

“It’s lighter — and the wheels are better.”

“Mmm.”

“And that pale calfskin would probably scuff in a matter of minutes.
Green’s a more sensible color.” “Mmm,” I say, trying to sound as though I agree
with him.

He gives me a quizzical look and says, “Right, well, I think we’ve made
our choice, don’t you?”” And, still sitting on the floor, he calls over the assistant.

“Yes, sir?” says the assistant, and Luke nods at him.

“I"d like to buy one of these pale beige suitcases, please.”

“Oh!” I say, and I can’t stop a smile of delight spreading over my face.
“You’re getting the one I liked best!”

“Rule of life,” says Luke, getting to his feet and brushing down his
trousers. “If you bother to ask someone’s advice, then bother to listen to it.”
“But I didn’t say which one. .”

“You didn’t have to,” says Luke, reaching out a hand to pull me to my feet.
“Your mmms gave it all away.”

His hand is surprisingly strong round mine, and as he pulls me up, | feel a
slight swooping in my stomach. He smells nice, too. Some expensive aftershave,
which I don’t recognize. For a moment, neither of us says anything.

“Right,” says Luke at last. “Well, I’d better pay for it, I suppose.”

“Yes,” I say, suddenly feeling ridiculously nervous. “Yes, I suppose you
had.”

He walks off to the checkout and starts talking to the assistant, and | perch
next to a display of leather suit-carriers, suddenly feeling a bit awkward. | mean,
what happens next?

Well, we’ll just say good-bye politely, won’t we? Luke’ll probably have to
get back to the office. He can’t hang around shopping all day. And if he asks me
what I’'m doing next, I tell myself, I really will say I’'m busy. I’ll pretend I’ve
got some important meeting arranged or something.

“All sorted out,” he says, coming back. “Rebecca, I’'m incredibly grateful
to you for your help.”

“Great!” I say brightly. “Well, | must be on my—"~

“So I was wondering,” says Luke, before I can continue. “Would you like
some lunch?”
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This is turning into my perfect day. Shopping at Harrods, and lunch at
Harvey Nichols. | mean, what could be better than that? We go straight up to the
Fifth Floor restaurant, and Luke orders a bottle of chilled white wine and raises
his glass in a toast.

“To luggage,” he says, and smiles.

“Luggage,” I reply happily, and take a sip. It’s just about the most delicious
wine I’ve ever tasted. Luke picks up his menu and starts to read it, and | pick
mine up, too — but to be honest, I’'m not reading a word. I’m just sitting in a
happy glow. I’'m looking around with relish at all the smart women coming in to
have lunch here, and making notes of their outfits and wondering where that girl
over there got her pink boots from. And now, for some reason, I’m thinking
about that nice card Luke sent me. And I’'m wondering whether it was just being
friendly — or. . or whether it was something else.

At this thought, my stomach flips so hard | almost feel sick, and very
quickly I take another sip of wine. Well, a gulp, really. Then I put down my
glass, count to five, and say casually, “Thanks for your card, by the way.”

“What?” he says, looking up. “Oh, you’re welcome.” He reaches for his
glass and takes a sip of wine. “It was nice to bump into you that night.”

“It’s a great place,” I say. “Great for table-hopping.”

As soon as I’ve said this, I feel myself blush. But Luke just smiles and
says, “Indeed.” Then he puts down his glass and says, “Do you know what you
want?”’

“Ahm. .” I say, glancing hurriedly at the menu. “I think I’ll just have. . erm.
. fish cakes. And rocket salad.”

Damn, I’ve just spotted squid. I should have had that. Oh well, too late
NOow.

“Good choice,” says Luke, smiling at me. “And thanks again for coming
along today. It’s always good to have a second opinion.”

“No problem,” I say lightly, and take a sip of wine. “Hope you enjoy the
case.”

“Oh, it’s not for me,” he says after a pause. “It’s for Sacha.”

“Oh, right,” I say pleasantly. “Who’s Sacha? Your sister?” “My girlfriend,”
says Luke, and turns away to beckon to a waiter. And | stare at him, unable to
move.

His girlfriend. I’ve been helping him choose a suitcase for his girlfriend.

Suddenly I don’t feel hungry anymore. I don’t want fish cakes and rocket
salad. I don’t even want to be here. My happy glow is fading away, and
underneath I feel chilly and rather stupid. Luke Brandon’s got a girlfriend. Of
course he has. Some beautiful smart girl called Sacha, who has manicured nails
and travels everywhere with expensive cases. I’'m a fool, aren’t I? I should have
known there’d be a Sacha somewhere on the scene. I mean, it’s obvious.

Except. . Except it’s not that obvious. In fact, it’s not obvious at all. Luke
hasn’t mentioned his girlfriend all morning. Why hasn’t he? Why didn’t he just
say the suitcase was for her in the first place? Why did he let me sit on the floor

164



beside him in Harrods and laugh as | marched up and down, testing the wheels?
I wouldn’t have behaved anything like that if I’d known we were buying a case
for his girlfriend.

And he must have known that. He must have known.

A cold feeling begins to creep over me. This is all wrong.

“All right?” says Luke, turning back to me.

“No,” I hear myself saying. “No, it’s not. You didn’t tell me that case was
for your girlfriend. You didn’t even tell me you had a girlfriend.”

Oh God. I’ve done it now. I’ve been completely uncool. But somehow I
don’t care.

“I see,” says Luke after a pause. He picks up a piece of bread and begins to
break it up with his fingers, then looks up. “Sacha and I have been together
awhile now,” he says kindly. “I’m sorry if I gave. .

any other impression.”

He’s patronizing me. [ can’t bear it.

“That’s not the point,” I say, feeling my cheeks flushing beet red. “It’s just.
. 1t’s all wrong.” “Wrong?” he says, looking amused.

“You should have told me we were choosing a case for your girlfriend,” I
say doggedly, staring down at the table. “It would have made things. . different.”

There’s silence and | raise my eyes, to see Luke looking at me as though
I’'m crazy.

“Rebecca,” he says, “you’re getting this all out of proportion. I wanted your
opinion on suitcases.

End of story.”

“And are you going to tell your girlfriend you asked my advice?”

“Of course [ am!” says Luke, and gives a little laugh. “I expect she’ll be
rather amused.”

I stare at him in silence, feeling mortification creep over me. My throat’s
tight, and there’s a pain growing in my chest. Amused. Sacha will be amused
when she hears about me.

Well, of course she will. Who wouldn’t be amused by hearing about the
girl who spent her entire morning testing out suitcases for another woman? The
girl who got completely the wrong end of the stick. The girl who was so stupid,
she thought Luke Brandon might actually like her.

I swallow hard, feeling sick with humiliation. For the first time, I’'m
realizing how Luke Brandon

sees me. How they all see me. I’'m just the comedy turn, aren’t [? I’m the
scatty girl who gets things wrong and makes people laugh. The girl who didn’t
know SBG and Rutland Bank had merged. The girl no one would ever think of
taking seriously. Luke didn’t bother telling me we were choosing a suitcase for
his girlfriend because I don’t matter. He’s only buying me lunch because he
hasn’t got anything else to do — and probably because he thinks I might do
something entertaining like drop my fork, which he can laugh about when he
gets back to the office.
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“I’m sorry,” I say in a wobbly voice, and stand up. “I haven’t got time for
lunch after all.”

“Rebecca, don’t be silly!” says Luke. “Look, I’'m sorry you didn’t know
about my girlfriend.” He raises his eyebrows quizzically, and I almost want to
hit him. “But we can still be friends, can’t we?”

“No,” I say stiffly, aware that my voice is thick and my eyes smarting. “No,
we can’t. Friends treat each other with respect. But you don’t respect me, do
you, Luke? You just think I’m a joke. A nothing.

Well. .” I swallow hard. “Well, I’'m not.”

And before he can say anything else | turn and quickly make my way out of
the restaurant, half blinded by disappointed tears.

PGNI FIRST BANK VISA 7 Camel Square

Liverpool L1 5NP

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

15 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: PGNI First Bank VISA Card No.
1475839204847586 Thank you for your payment of £10.00, received on 13
March.As | have pointed out several times, the minimum payment required was
in fact £105.40.The balance currently overdue is therefore £95.40. I look
forward to receiving your payment as soon as possible.If satisfactory payment is
not received within seven days, further action will have to be taken.Yours
sincerely,Peter Johnson Customer Accounts Executive

BANK OF LONDON

London House, Mill Street, EC3R 4DW

Ms. Rebecca Boomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD 18 March 2000

Dear Ms. Boomwood: Just think. .What kind of difference would a
personal loan make to your life? A new car, perhaps. Improvements to the home.
A boat for those weekend breaks. Or maybe just the peace of mind, knowing
that all those bills can easily be taken care of.Bank of London will offer loans
for almost any purpose — so don’t wait any longer! Turn your life into the
lifestyle you deserve.With a Bank of London Easifone Loan, you don’t even
have to fill in any forms. Simply call one of our friendly 24hour operators on
0100 45 46 47 48 and let us do the rest.Just think. .We look forward to hearing
from you.Yours sincerely,Sue Skepper Marketing Executive

P.S. Why delay? Pick up the phone now and dial 0100 45 46 4748. It
couldn’t be easier!

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 11
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VOCABULARY WORK
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|
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1. Match the words to their meanings.
pant a. tear
shred b. little laughter
option c. deceive
doggedly d. enjoyment
bluff e. breathe heavily
giggle f. great disappointment
holdall g. choice
quizzical h. stubbornly
mortification I. alarge bag with handles to carry clothes
relish J. crazy
scatty k. joking
2. Make word combinations.
clear a. dog ]  TpOKaILIATHCS
installation b. look K HacMmelnuMBbINA B3I
pug c. hopping |  wmomc
quizzical d. one’s throat M HCKYCCTBO HHCTAJUISIIAN
table e. asip N [eIuTh
take f. art 0 o0marecs

3.Translate into English.

>

YV V VY

LlennTh KOHBSIK

HacMmenuuBas ynbioka

JKuBas nHCTAIIAIINSA
Hacnaxnarecs nepeMenamu
Crapblii, BOHIOUHIT MOTIC
[IpouncTu ropso nepea neHuem
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Jlerknii yexou I OSKIIbI

OHn He ymeeT 01edoBaTh U TPUTBOPATHCS

[IpekpatuTe XUXUKATh

MenneHHoe oMeEPTBIEHNE KOHEYHOCTEN

Cymacuieamuii DUISITHUK — IEPCOHAX «AJIMCHI B CTPAHE YYJIECHIO
HacrauBath ynpsiMo 1 0€CCMBICIIEHHO

YVVVVYVYVYYVYY

Pazonpath mMCbMO C HEHABUCTHIO

4. Complete with prepositions.

> I couldn’t risk waiting ... the elevators in case the Finnish brigade
suddenly turned ...

> Did you take the day ... to come here?”

> “All sorted ...,” he says, coming back.

> “Rebecca, I’'m incredibly grateful .. you ... your help.”

> [ stare .. him in silence, feeling mortification creep .... me.

»  Friends treat each other .... respect.

5. Cross out the words not mentioned in the text.

«  Pink velour jogging suits , pug dogs, punters who vomit ,cravats,
men’s briefs, fish cakes, toffee flavored popcorn should be banned from
this planet.

s How can | have overlooked suitcases, clutches, purses, weekend
bags, monogrammed hatboxes, vanity cases, backpacks for so long?

s We line up eight suitcases in a row, and give them marks for looks,
price, heaviness, quality of lining, safety of locks, number of interior

pockets, and efficiency of wheels.

6. Word building.

verb adjective noun

v straight -

- v soul

defend v v
embarrass v v

v = mortification
ridicule v v

v v

COMPREHENSION CHECK

168



7. Answer the questions.

How did Bex plan to spend her entire day?
Who interfered with her plans?
What bank service promotion campaign does she come up with?

YV VYV

Why?

What should be banned from this planet and why?

What kind of informal shopping cycle did she use to operate under?
What does it have in common withfarming a field?

What factors have been taken into account when selecting a trunk?
How did they approach the problem of the right choice?

Does Bex overreact overthe situation with the trunk?

What do you think of Luke’s behavior?

YVVVYVYVVYVYY

TRANSLATION WORK

8. Translate the extract.

Al 0ecnoJie3HOro MoNMHra.

[Tocnennunii MyHKT Kak pa3 v MOBUHEH
B TOM, YTO HEJIpa TBOETO IKada MOX0xKu
Ha 3aKyJiicee MyisieH Pyx. MTHCTUHKT
THE3/I0BAHUS BEIUT T€OE KYNMUTh BOT TO
/// IJ1aThE€ B CTPa3ax, pa3MepPoOM C KUPIUY, U
k2 BOT 3TH Ty, MOXO0KHUE Ha MEUTY

% ‘ TpaHcBecTUTa. [IoTOMy 4TO MyXUKa, B
% \ NIEPBYIO OYepeb, HAJO0 OCIENUTh. A MOKa
\\ \\\ \\ OH HUYETO HE BUJUT — TAIIUTh B CBOE
THE3/10, U TaM Ie€4Yb OJIMHBI HA TPUALIATH

CKOBOpOJKax. A MOKa OH JaBUTCSl TBOMMHU OJIMHAMU — 3aBAJIUTh BBIXOJ U3
THE3/1a UKeeBCKUMU KopoOkamu. Bcé x noruuno. Ho 6e3BbIXOAHBIX CUTYaU
He ObIBAET, MOITOMY JIaKe M3 3TOr0 MAra3uHHOI0 TYNMKA MOKHO BBIHTH,
ecJin cO0JIIIATh HECKOJIBKO NPpaBuil. [Ipesicoe, uem uomu 6 10060 Ma2a3un —
HOCMOmMPU HA C80U JHceHCKUll Kalenoapuk. B nepBoii mosoBuHe Mecsiia Tede He
O YeM BOJIHOBATHCS: B TEOE MEIJICHHO U IUIABHO TE€YET CTPOTEH, U ThI KYIHIIb
TOJIBKO JICWCTBUTEIILHO HY>KHBIE M HEOOXO0IMMBbIe TeOe BemIr. A eciii Ha
KaJICH/Iap€ YBEPEHHAsI BTOpasi MOJIOBUHA MecCsIla — CHIH JI0OMa, BBIPBAB C KOPHEM
poBoJia OT uHTEepHETa. B Tebe Oymryer mporectepoH. IMEHHO OH BUHOBAT B
TOM, YTO Thl, KaK B TYMaH€, CKyIIaeilb OECIOJIe3HOE Oapaxyio B TUKHUX
KOJINYECTBAX.

[Iporectepon Oypsut B TeO€ Kak ByJIKaH DssPbATIaROKY b, U
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npoOy’KJ1aeT B TBOEH TOJI0BE T0J10ca, KOTOphIe OpyT Tebe B 00a yxa: Kynu atu
JIeOTIapA0BbIE JIOCUHBI M KOPTY B proimax! 1o o4eHb cekcyasibHO! B HUX ThI
nokopuiiib Mup! Tebe Bcnen OyayT 060paurBaTHCS BCE MY>KUHMHBI, U Ma/1aTh,
xBatasch 3a cepaue! Kynu ux ckopee, noka uaet pacnpogaxa! 1 BoT 3Tu uynku
B CETOUKY TOXxe Kynu! Hemennenno!

Thl MOKeENIb 3a1IEPETHCS B KBAPTUPE, U BBIOPOCUTH KIHOY B OKHO. DTO BCE
paBHO He cnac€T Te0s1 OT OECMOE3HbIX MOKYIOK, €CIIH Yy TeOs IoMa ECTh
UHTEepHET. Beab B MHTEpHET-MarazuHax Te K€ JeO0NapI0BbIe JOCUHBI MOKHO
kynuTh enié nemesie! 1 tam OecruiatHas qocraBkal

CHAPTER 12

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

| ARRIVE HOME THAT afternoon, feeling weary and miserable.
Suddenly, triple-A-rated jobs in banking and Harrods with Luke Brandon seem
miles away. Real life isn’t swanning round Knightsbridge in a taxi, choosing
£1,000 suitcases, is it? This is real life. Home to a tiny flat which still smells of
curry, and a pile of nasty letters from the bank, and no idea what to do about
them.

I put my key in the lock, and as I open the door, I hear Suze cry, “Bex? Is
that you?”

“Yes!” I say, trying to sound cheerful. “Where are you?”

“Here,” she says, appearing at the door of my bedroom. Her face is all
pink, and there’s a shine in her eyes. “Guess what! I’ve got a surprise for you!”

“What is it?” I say, putting down my briefcase. To be honest, I’'m not in the
mood for one of Suze’s surprises. She’ll just have moved my bed to a different
place, or something. And all | want is to sit down and have a cup of tea and
something to eat. | never did get any lunch.

“Come and see. No, no, shut your eyes, first. I’ll lead you.”

“OK,” I say reluctantly. I close my eyes and allow her to take my hand. We
start to walk along the corridor — and of course, as we near my bedroom door, |
start feeling a little tingle of anticipation in spite of myself. | always fall for
things like this.

“Da-daaa! You can look now!”

| open my eyes and look dazedly around my room, wondering what mad
thing Suze has done. At least she hasn’t painted the walls or touched the
curtains, and my computer’s safely switched off. So what on earth can she have.
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And then | see them. On my bed. Piles and piles of upholstered frames. All
made up perfectly, with no wonky corners, and the braid glued neatly in place. |
can’t quite believe my eyes. There must be at least. .

“I’ve done a hundred,” says Suze behind me. “And I’m going to do the rest
tomorrow! Aren’t they fab?”

I turn and stare incredulously at her. “You. . you did all these?”

“Yes!” she says proudly. “It was easy, once I got into a thythm. I did it in
front of Morning Coffee.

Oh, I wish you’d seen it. They had such a good phone-in, about men who
dress up in women’s clothes!

Emma was being all sympathetic, but Rory looked like he wanted to—"

“Wait,” I say, trying to get my head round this. “Wait. Suze, [ don’t
understand. This must have taken you ages.” My eye runs disbelievingly over
the pile of frames again. “Why. . why on earth did you—"

“Well, you weren’t getting very far with them, were you?” says Suze. “I
just thought I’d give you a helping hand.”

“A helping hand?” I echo weakly.

“I’11 do the rest tomorrow, and then I’ll ring up the delivery people,” says
Suze. “You know, it’s a very good system. You don’t have to post them, or
anything. They just come and pick them up! And then they’ll send you a check.
It should come to about £284. Pretty good, huh?”

“Hang on.” I turn round. “What do you mean, they’ll send me a check?”
Suze looks at me as though I’'m stupid.

“Well, Bex, they are your frames.”

“But you made them! Suze, you should get the money!”

“But I did them for you!” says Suze, and stares at me. “I did them so you
could make your three hundred quid!”

| stare at her silently, feeling a sudden thickness in my throat. Suze made
all these frames for me.

Slowly I sit down on the bed, pick up one of the frames, and run my finger
along the fabric. It’s absolutely perfect. You could sell it in Liberty’s.

“Suze, it’s your money. Not mine,” | say eventually. “It’s your project
now.”

“Well, that’s where you’re wrong,” says Suze, and a triumphant look
spreads over her face. “I’ve got my own project.”

She comes over to the bed, reaches behind the pile of made-up frames, and
pulls something out. It’s a photo frame, but it’s nothing like a Fine Frame. It’s
upholstered in silver furry fabric, and the word angel is appliquéd in pink across
the top, and there are little silver pom-poms at the corners. It’s the coolest,
kitschest frame I’ve ever seen.

“Do you like it?” she says, a bit nervously.

“I love it!” I say, grabbing it from her hands and looking more closely at it.
“Where did you get it?” “I didn’t get it anywhere,” she says. “I made it.”

“What?” I stare at her. “You. . made this?”
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“Yes. During Neighbours. It was awful, actually. Beth found out about
Joey and Skye.” I'm completely astounded. How come Suze suddenly turns out
to be so talented?

“So what do you reckon?” she says, taking the frame back and turning it
over in her fingers. “Could I sell these?”

Could she sell these?

“Suze,” I say quite seriously. “You’re going to be a millionaire.”

And we spend the rest of the evening getting very pissed and eating ice
cream, as we always do when something good or bad happens to either one of
us. We map out Suze’s career as a high-flying businesswoman, and get quite
hysterical trying to decide if she should wear Chanel or Prada when she goes to
meet the queen. Somehow the discussion ends with us trying on each other’s
smartest outfits (Suze looks really good in my new Hobbs dress, much better
than me), and by the time I get into bed, I’ve forgotten all about Luke Brandon,
and Bank of Helsinki, and the rest of my disastrous day.

The next morning, it all comes rushing back to me like a horror movie. |
wake up feeling pale and shaky, and desperately wishing I could take a sickie. |
don’t want to go to work. I want to stay at home under the duvet, watching
daytime telly and being a millionairess entrepreneur with Suze.

But 1t’s the busiest week of the month, and Philip’ll never believe I’'m ill.

So, somehow, I haul myself out of bed and into some clothes and onto the
tube. At Lucio’s [ buy myself an extra large cappuccino, and a muffin, and a
chocolate brownie. I don’t care if I get fat. I just need sugar and caffeine and
chocolate, and as much as possible.

Luckily it’s so busy, no one’s talking very much, so I don’t have to bother
telling everyone at the office what I did on my day off. Clare’s tapping away at
something and there’s a pile of pages on my desk, ready for me to proofread. So
after checking my e-mails — none — | scrunch miserably up in my chair, pick
up the first one, and start to scan it.

“Market efficiencies dictate that greater risks must accompany greater
reward. Fund managers understand the balance sheets and market momentum
driving volatile stocks.” Oh God, this is boring.

“These experts therefore minimize risk in a way that the average investor
cannot. For the small-time investor. .”

“Rebecca?” I look up, to see Philip approaching my desk, holding a piece
of paper. He doesn’t look very happy, and for one terrible moment, I think he’s
spoken to Jill Foxton at William Green, has discovered everything, and is about
to fire me. But as he gets nearer, I see it’s only some dull-looking press release.

“I want you to go to this instead of me,” he says. “It’s on Friday. I’d go
myself, but ’'m going to be tied up here with Marketing.”

“Oh,” I say without enthusiasm, and take the piece of paper. “OK. What is
1it?” “Personal Finance Fair at Olympia,” he says. “We always cover it.” Yawn.
Yawn yawn yawn. .

“Barclays are giving a champagne lunchtime reception,” he adds.
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“Oh right!” I say, with more interest. “Well, OK. It sounds quite good.
What exactly is it—"

| glance down at the paper, and my heart stops as | see the Brandon
Communications logo at the top of the page.

“It’s basically just a big fair,” says Philip. “All sectors of personal finance.
Talks, stands, events. Just cover whatever sounds interesting. | leave it up to
you.”

“OK,” I say after a pause. “Fine.”

I mean, what do I care if Luke Brandon might be there? I'll just ignore him.
I’1l show him about as much respect as he showed me. And if he tries to talk to
me, ['ll just lift my chin firmly in the air, and turn on my heel, and. .

“How are the pages going?” says Philip.

“Oh, great,” | say, and pick the top one up again. “Should be finished
soon.” He gives a little nod and walks away, and I begin to read again.

“, . for the small-time investor, the risks attached to such stocks may
outweigh the potential for reward.”

Oh God, this is boring. I can’t even bring myself to focus on what the
words mean.

“More and more investors are therefore demanding the combination of
stock-market performance with a high level of security. One option is to invest
in a Tracker fund, which automatically ‘tracks’ the top one hundred companies
at any time. .”

Hmm. Actually, that gives me a thought. I reach for my Filofax, flip it
open, and dial Elly’s new direct number at Wetherby’s.

“Eleanor Granger,” comes her voice, sounding a bit far-off and echoey.
Must be a dodgy line.

“Hi, Elly, it’s Becky,” I say. “Listen, whatever happened to Tracker bars?
They’re really yummy, aren’t they? And I haven’t eaten one for. .”

There’s a scuffly sort of sound on the line, and | gape at the receiver in
surprise. In the distance, I can hear Elly, saying “I’m sorry. I’ll just be a. .”

“Becky!” she hisses down the phone. “I was on speakerphone! Our head of
department was in my office.”

“Oh God!” I say, aghast. “Sorry! Is he still there?”

“No,” says Elly, and sighs. “God knows what he thinks of me now.” “Oh
well,” I say reassuringly. “He’s got a sense of humor, hasn’t he?” Elly doesn’t
reply.

“Oh well,” I say again, less certainly. “Anyway, are you free for a drink at
lunchtime?”” “Not really,” she says. “Sorry, Becky, I’ve really got to go.” And
she puts the phone down.

No one likes me anymore. Suddenly I feel a bit small and sad, and |
scrunch up even more in my chair. Oh God, | hate today. | hate everything. |
want to go hooome.

By the time Friday arrives, | have to say | feel a lot more cheerful. This is
primarily because: 1. It’s Friday.2. I’'m spending all day out of the office.3. Elly
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phoned yesterday and said sorry she was so abrupt, but someone else came into
the office just as we were talking. And she’s going to be at the Personal Finance
Fair.

Plus:

4. | have completely put the Luke Brandon incident from my mind. Who
cares about him, anyway?

So as | get ready to go, | feel quite bouncy and positive. | put on my new
gray cardigan over a short black shirt, and my new Hobbs boots — dark gray
suede — and | have to say, | look bloody good in them. God, | love new clothes.
If everyone could just wear new clothes every day, | reckon depression wouldn’t
exist anymore.

As I’m about to leave, a pile of letters comes through the letterbox for me.
Several of them look like bills, and one is yet another letter from Endwich Bank.
But I have a clever new solution to all these nasty letters: | just put them in my
dressing table drawer and close it. It’s the only way to stop getting stressed out
about it. And it really does work. As | thrust the drawer shut and head out of the
front door, I’ve already forgotten all about them.

The conference is buzzing by the time I get there. | give my name to the
press officer at reception and I’m given a big, shiny courtesy carrier bag with the
logo of HSBC on the side. Inside this, | find an enormous press pack complete
with a photo of all the conference organizers lifting glasses of champagne to
each other, a voucher for two drinks at the Sun Alliance Pimm’s Stand, a raffle
ticket to win £1,000 (invested in the unit trust of my choice), a big lollipop
advertising Eastgate Insurance, and my name badge with press stamped across
the top. There’s also a white envelope with the ticket to the Barclays
Champagne Reception inside, and | put that carefully in my bag. Then | fasten
my name badge prominently on my lapel and start to walk around the arena.

Normally, of course, the rule is to throw away your name badge. But the
great thing about being press at one of these events is that people fall over
themselves to ply you with free stuff. A lot of it’s just boring old leaflets about
savings plans, but some of them are giving out free gifts and snacks, too. So
after an hour, I’ve accumulated two pens, a paper knife, a mini box of Ferrero
Rocher chocolates, a helium balloon with Save & Prosper on the side, and a T-
shirt with a cartoon on the front, sponsored by some mobile phone company.
I’ve had two free cappuccinos, a pain au chocolat, some apple cider (from
Somerset Savings), a mini pack of Smarties, and my Pimm’s from Sun Alliance.
(I haven’t written a single note in my notebook, or asked a single question —
but never mind.)

I’ve seen that some people are carrying quite neat little silver desk clocks,
and I wouldn’t mind one of those, so I’'m just wandering along, trying to work
out what direction they’re coming from, when a voice says, “Becky!”

| look up — and it’s Elly! She’s standing at the Wetherby’s display with a
couple of guys in suits, waving at me to come over.

“Hi!” I say delightedly. “How are you?”
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“Fine!” she says, beaming. “Really getting along well.” And she does look
the part, I have to say. She’s wearing a bright red suit (Karen Millen, no doubt),
and some really nice square-toed shoes, and her hair’s tied back. The only thing
I don’t go for is the earrings. Why is she suddenly wearing pearl earrings?

Maybe it’s just to blend in with the others.

“God, I can’t believe you’re actually one of them!” I say, lowering my
voice slightly. “I’ll be interviewing you next!” I tilt my head earnestly, like
Martin Bashir on Panorama. ““ ‘Ms. Granger, could you tell me the aims and
principles of Wetherby’s Investments?’ ” Elly gives a little laugh, then reaches
into a box beside her.

“I’ll give you this,” she says, and hands me a brochure.

“Oh thanks,” I say ironically, and stuff it into my bag. I suppose she has to
look good in front of her colleagues.

“It’s actually quite an exciting time at Wetherby’s,” continues Elly. “You
know we’re launching a whole new range of funds next month? There are five
altogether. UK Growth, UK Prospects, European Growth, European Prospects,
and. .” Why is she telling me this, exactly? “Elly. .”

“And US Growth!” she finishes triumphantly. There isn’t a flicker of
humor in her eyes. Suddenly I find myself remembering Luke saying he wasn’t
surprised by Elly joining Wetherby’s.

“Right,” I say after a pause. “Well, that sounds. . fab!”

“I could arrange for our PR people to give you a call, if you like,” she says.
“Fill you 1n a bit more.” What?

“No,” I say hurriedly. “No, it’s OK. So, erm. . what are you doing
afterward? Do you want to go for a drink?”

“No can do,” she says apologetically. “I’m going to look at a flat.”

“Are you moving?” I say in surprise. Elly lives in the coolest flat in
Camden, with two guys who are in a band and get her into loads of free gigs and
stuff. I can’t think why she’d want to move.

“Actually, I’'m buying,” she says. “I’m looking around Streatham, Tooting.
. I just want to get on the first rung of that property ladder.”

“Right,” I say feebly. “Good idea.”

“You should do it yourself, you know, Becky,” she says. “You can’t hang
around in a student flat forever. Real life has to begin sometime!”” She glances at
one of her men in suits, and he gives a little laugh.

It’s not a student flat, I think indignantly. And anyway, who defines “real
life”? Who says “real life” is property ladders and hideous pearl earrings? ““Shit-
boring tedious life,” more like.

“Are you going to the Barclays Champagne Reception?” [ say as a last
gasp, thinking maybe we can go and have some fun together. But she pulls a
little face and shakes her head.

“I might pop in,” she says, “but I’ll be quite tied up here.”

“OK,” I say. “Well, I’ll. . I’ll see you later.”
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I move away from the stand and slowly start walking toward the corner
where the Champagne Reception’s being held, feeling slightly dispirited. In
spite of myself, a part of me starts wondering if maybe Elly’s right and I’'m
wrong. Maybe | should be talking about property ladders and growth funds, too.
Oh God, I’'m missing the gene which makes you grow up and buy a flat in
Streatham and start visiting Homebase every weekend. Everyone’s moving on
without me, into a world | don’t understand.

But as | get near the entrance to the Champagne Reception, | feel my spirits
rising. Whose spirits don’t rise at the thought of free champagne? It’s all being
held in a huge tent, and there’s a huge banner, and a band playing music, and a
girl in a sash at the entrance, handing out Barclays key rings. When she sees my
badge, she gives me a wide smile, hands me a white glossy press pack, and says,
“Bear with me a moment.” Then she walks off to a little group of people,
murmurs in the ear of a man in a suit, and comes back. “Someone will be with
you soon,” she says. “In the meantime, let me get you a glass of champagne.”

You see what | mean about being press? Everywhere you go, you get
special treatment. | accept a glass of champagne, stuff the press pack into my
carrier bag, and take a sip. Oh, it’s delicious. Icy cold and sharp and bubbly.
Maybe I’1l stay here for a couple of hours, I think, just drinking champagne until
there’s none left. They won’t dare chuck me out, I’'m press. In fact, maybe Ill. .
“Rebecca. Glad you could make it.”

| look up and feel myself freeze. The man in the suit was Luke Brandon.
Luke Brandon’s standing in front of me, with an expression I can’t quite read.
And suddenly | feel sick. All that stuff | planned about playing it cool and icy
isn’t going to work — because just seeing his face, | feel hot with humiliation,
all over again.

“Hi,” I mutter, looking down. Why am I even saying hi to him?

“I was hoping you’d come,” he says in a low, serious voice. “I very much
wanted to—"

“Yes,” I interrupt. “Well, 1. . I can’t talk, I’ve got to mingle. I’m here to
work, you know.”

I’m trying to sound dignified, but there’s a wobble in my voice, and I can
feel my cheeks flush as he keeps gazing at me. So | turn away before he can say
anything else, and march off toward the other side of the tent. I don’t quite know
where I’m heading, but I’ve just got to keep walking until I find someone to talk
to.

The trouble is, I can’t see anyone I recognize. It’s all just groups of bank-
type people laughing loudly together and talking about golf. They all seem
really tall and broad-shouldered, and I can’t even catch anyone’s eye. God, this
is embarrassing. | feel like a six-year-old at a grown-up’s party. In the corner I
spot Moira Channing from the Daily Herald, and she gives me a half flicker of
recognition — but I’'m certainly not going to talk to her. OK, just keep walking,
I tell myself. Pretend you’re on your way somewhere. Don’t panic.
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Then | see Luke Brandon on the other side of the tent. His head jerks up as
he sees me, and and he starts heading toward me. Oh God, quick. Quick. I’ve
got to find somebody to talk to.

Right, how about this couple standing together? The guy’s middle-aged,
the woman’s quite a lot younger, and they don’t look as if they know too many
people, either. Thank God. Whoever they are, I’ll just ask them how they’re
enjoying the Personal Finance Fair and whether they’re finding it useful, and
pretend I’'m making notes for my article. And when Luke Brandon arrives, I’11
be too engrossed in conversation even to notice him. OK, go.

| take a gulp of champagne, approach the man, and smile brightly.

“Hi there,” I say. “Rebecca Bloomwood, Successful Saving.”

“Hello,” he says, turning toward me and extending his hand. “Derek
Smeath from Endwich Bank. And this is my assistant, Erica.” Oh my God.

I can’t speak. I can’t shake his hand. I can’t run. My whole body’s
paralyzed.

“Hi!” says Erica, giving me a friendly smile. “I’m Erica Parnell.”

“Yes,” I say, after a huge pause. “Yes, hi.”

Please don’t recognize my name. Please don’t recognize my voice.

“Are you a journalist, then?”” she says, looking at my name badge and
frowning. “Your name seems quite familiar.”

“Yes,” I manage. “Yes, you. . you might have read some of my articles.”

“I expect I have,” she says, and takes an unconcerned sip of champagne.
“We get all the financial mags in the office. Quite good, some of them.”

Slowly the circulation is returning to my body. It’s going to be OK, I tell
myself. They don’t have a clue.

“You journalists have to be expert on everything, I suppose,” says Derek,
who has given up trying to shake my hand and is swigging his champagne
instead.

“Yes, we do really,” I reply, and risk a smile. “We get to know all areas of
personal finance — from banking to unit trusts to life insurance.”

“And how do you acquire all this knowledge?”

“Oh, we just pick it up along the way,” I say smoothly.

You know what? This is quite fun, actually, now that I’ve relaxed. And
Derek Smeath 1sn’t at all scary in the flesh. In fact, he’s rather cozy and friendly,
like some nice sitcom uncle.

“I’ve often thought,” says Erica Parnell, “that they should do a fly-on-the-
wall documentary about a bank.” She gives me an expectant look and I nod
vigorously.

“Good idea!” I say. “I think that would be fascinating.”

“You should see some of the characters we get in! People who have
absolutely no idea about their finances. Don’t we, Derek?”

“You’d be amazed,” says Derek. “Utterly amazed. The lengths people go
to, just to avoid paying off their overdrafts! Or even talking to us!”

“Really?” I say, as though astonished.

177



“You wouldn’t believe it!” says Erica. “I sometimes wonder—"’

“Rebecca!” A voice booms behind me and I turn round in shock to see
Philip, clutching a glass of champagne and grinning at me. What’s he doing
here?

“Hi,” he says. “Marketing canceled the meeting, so I thought I’d pop along
after all. How’s it all going?”

“Oh, great!” I say, and take a gulp of champagne. “This is Derek, and
Erica. . this is my editor, Philip

Page.”

“Endwich Bank, eh?” says Philip, looking at Derek Smeath’s name badge.
“You must know Martin

Gollinger, then.”

“We’re not head office, I'm afraid,” says Derek, giving a little laugh. “I’'m
the manager of our

Fulham branch.”

“Fulham!” says Philip. “Trendy Fulham.”

And suddenly a warning bell goes off in my head. Dong-dong-dong! I’ve
got to do something. I’ve got to say something; change the subject. But it’s too
late. I’'m the spectator on the mountain, watching the trains collide in the valley
below.

“Rebecca lives in Fulham,” Philip’s saying. “Who do you bank with,
Rebecca? You’re probably one of Derek’s customers!” He laughs loudly at his
own joke, and Derek laughs politely, too.But I can’t laugh. I’'m frozen to the
spot, watching Erica Parnell’s face as it changes. As realization slowly dawns.
She meets my eye, and | feel something icy drip down my spine.

“Rebecca Bloomwood,” she says, in quite a different voice. “I thought I
knew that name. Do you live in Burney Road, Rebecca?”

“That’s clever!” says Philip. “How did you know that?” And he takes
another swig of champagne.

Shut up, Philip, I think frantically. Shut up.

“So you do?” Her voice is sweet but sharp. Oh God, now Philip’s looking
at me, waiting for me to answer.

“Yes,” I say in a strangled voice. I’'m gripping my champagne glass so
hard, I think | might break it.

“Derek, have you realized who this is?” says Erica pleasantly. “This is
Rebecca Bloomwood, one of our customers. I think you spoke to her the other
day. Remember?” Her voice hardens. “The one with the dead dog?”

There’s silence. I don’t dare look at Derek Smeath’s face. I don’t dare look
at anything except the floor.

“Well, there’s a coincidence!” says Philip. “More champagne, anyone?”

“Rebecca Bloomwood,” says Derek Smeath. He sounds quite faint. “I don’t
believe it.”

“Yes!” I say, desperately slugging back the last of my champagne. “Ha-ha-
ha! It’s a small world.Well, I must be off and interview some more. .”
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“Wait!” says Erica, her voice like a dagger. “We were hoping to have a
little meeting with you,Rebecca. Weren’t we, Derek?”

“Indeed we were,” says Derek Smeath. I feel a sudden trickle of fear. This
man isn’t like a cozy sitcom uncle anymore. He’s like a scary exam monitor,
who’s just caught you cheating. “That is,” he adds pointedly, “assuming your
legs are both intact and you aren’t suffering from any dreaded lurgey?”

“What’s this?” says Philip cheerfully.

“How is the leg, by the way?” says Erica sweetly.

“Fine,” I mumble. “Fine, thanks.”

“Good,” says Derek Smeath. “So we’ll say Monday at nine-thirty, shall
we?” He looks at Philip. “You don’t mind if Rebecca joins us for a quick
meeting on Monday morning, do you?” “Of course not!” says Philip.

“And if she doesn’t turn up,” says Derek Smeath, “we’ll know where to
find her, won’t we?”” He gives me a sharp look, and | feel my stomach contract
in fright.

“Rebecca’ll turn up!” says Philip. He gives me a jokey grin, lifts his glass,
and wanders off. Oh God, I think in panic. Don’t leave me alone with them.

“Well, I’'ll look forward to seeing you,” says Derek Smeath. He pauses, and
gives me a beady look. “And if I remember rightly from our telephone
conversation the other day, you’ll be coming into some funds by then.”

Oh shit. I thought he’d have forgotten about that.

“That’s right,” I say after a pause. “Absolutely. My aunt’s money. Well
remembered! My aunt left me some money recently,” I explain to Erica Parnell.

Erica Parnell doesn’t look impressed.

“Good,” says Derek Smeath. “Then I’ll expect you on Monday.”

“Fine,” I say, and smile even more confidently at him. “Looking forward to
it already!”

OCTAGON — flair style * vision

Financial Services Department

8th Floor, Tower House

London Road, Winchester SO44 3DR

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood Charge Card Number 7854 4567 Flat 24 Burney
Rd.London SW6 8FD

15 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: FINAL REMINDER Further to my letter of 9
March, there is still an outstanding balance of £235.76 on your Octagon Silver
Card. Should payment not arrive within the next seven days, your account will
be frozen and further action will be taken.l was glad to hear that you have found
the Lord and accepted Jesus Christ as your savior; unfortunately this has no
bearing on the matter.l look forward to receiving your payment shortly.Yours
sincerely,Grant Ellesmore Customer Finance

Manager
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CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 12

VOCABULARY WORK
3. Match the words to their meanings.
1. reluctant a. TOKaJIbIBAHNE
2. anticipate b. unTaTh KOPPEKTYPY
3. tingle C. CKMMATHCS
4. fabric d. oTprIBUCTBIN
5. scrunch up e. 3amiia
6. volatile f. nmankan
7. proofread g. IePEBECHUTH
8. stock h. ykou, mokansiBanue
9. outweigh I. yCrmokanBaTh
10. suede J. TIKMETh
11. lapel K. HEOXOTHBIH
12. flesh |. mpenuyBCTBOBATH
13. hiss M. TKaHb
14. reassure N. IOTh
15. abrupt 0. aKIus
2. Match synonyms.
1. eventually a. astonished
2. buzz b. self respect
3. murmur C. finally
4. mingle d. radiate
5. alliance e. mix
6. hideous f. _ boring
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7. tideous g. awful

8. lollipop h. swig, gulp
9. beam I. candy

10. astounded j.  lottery ticket
11. vigor k. mad, insane
12. frantic |. __energy

13. slug m. mutter

14. dignity n. union

15. raffle ticket 0. drone

16. gigs p. faint

17. feeble g. rock concerts

3. Translate into English.

= Cnaboe IpIXaHue

® [[OMUTUUECKUN AJTbSIHC

* 3aMILEBBIE IEPYATKU
= Ci1a00€ IBMKEHUE BEKAMU
» be3oOpasHas purypa ¢ KOpOTKUMH HOTaMH

= KpoBoToyaias mioTh

= Po3a Ha JlankaHe NupKaKa
" Er0 IOCTOMHCTBA MEPEBEIIMBAIOT HEAOCTATKH
" ToJIbKO ThI yME€IIIb €r0 YCIIOKauBaTh

= Terurast mymucTas TKaHb

* HeoXOTHO MPUCOEAMHUTHLCS K U30UpaTeIsaM
" bOJIE3HEHHBIN YKOJI ITOA03PEHNUS

= CKaThCsl OT CTpaxa B JaJbHEM YTy

* 377100HO€ IIUIIEHNE
" 3aMILEBbI PEMEHD
= JIunkuii ieaexHen

" VHBUIOE HUYETrOHeneNaHue (Mpa3gHOCTh)
® BsiJiblid pBIHOK HEJBUKUMOCTH

u OTpI)IBI/ICTBIC KOMaH/IbI

= M1 BUZI€JIH €70 BO TUIOTH BUEpa
» Tenas TKaHb
* He miunu MHE B yXO

. Word building.
NOUN VERB ADJECTIVE ADVERB
v - indignant v
v acquire - -
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v - v vigorously
4 coincide - -
contraction 4 -
flesh - v -

4. Make word combinations.

1. upholstered v leaflets I.cTapbplepeKI-eIMCTOBKU

2. old v" stocks Ili. BsUTOpacTyIMeaKuu

3. look v’ frames li. TpryMbanbHbBIN B3I

4. property v ticket IV.riomorarh

5. give v reward V.OHMpIKeBast AeSITEIbHOCTD
6. triumphant v gigs Vi.IoTeHIMaabHas Harpaaa
7. volatile v look Vil.JJoTepeiiHbIi Oner

8. stock-market v" a hand Viil.BBITJIAICTH COOTBETCTBEHHO
9. broad v ladder IX.0ecIIaTHbIC POK KOHIIEPTHI
10. free v’ treatment X.IIAPOKOILTIEYH

11. special v’ shouldered Xi.JIeCTHHIA COOCTBEHHOCTH
12. raffle v' the part Xii.ocoboe oOpamieHne

13. potential v’ performance | Xiii.Msarkue pamMku

6. Complete with prepositions.

a. To be honest, I’'m not
b. | scrunch miserably ..
to scan it.
C. But | have a clever new solution

.. the mood for one of Suze’s surprises.
in my chair, pick .. the first one, and start

. all these nasty letters.

d. But the great thing about being press at one of these events is that

people fall .... themselves to supply you .... free stuff.

e. “You can’t hang ...... round in a student flat forever.

f. I feel hot .... with humiliation, all over again.

g. I’1l be too engrossed .. conversation even to notice him.

h. As realization slowly dawns .. them. I feel something icy drip ....
my spine.

I “And 1f she doesn’t turn ..

where to find her, won’t we?”’

COMPREHENSION CHECK
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7. Answer the questions.

a. How many upholstered frames did Suze make for Bex? Why?
How much are they?
b. What’s appliquéd across the top of silver furry fabric of Suze’s
new frame? Why is it kitsch?
Which 2 programs did she watch while making frames?
How come Suze suddenly turns out to be so talented?
What was her office routine on that day?
What did her pages for proofread offer to small-time investors

- ® Qo0

2

g. Why does she agree to attend “Personal Finance Fair at
Olympia,”?

h. Why does Bex scrunch up even more in her chair after the
telephone talk with Elly?

I.  Why does she feel a lot more cheerful by the time Friday
arrives?Tick in the box.(v)

All day out of the office

She put Luke Brandon from her mind.
It’s Sunday

She is likely to see Luke

All day out in the shopping mall

It’s Friday

Elly phoned with excuses

Brand new outfit in gray color

J. What’s Bex’s recipe to avoid depression forever?

k. What’s her mission at the conference?

I. What does she find inside her shiny courtesy carrier bag?
m. What is missing in the list of free gifts and snacks?

two pens,

a mini box of Ferrero Rocher chocolates,

a helium balloon with Save & Prosper on the side,
two free cappuccinos,

a pain au chocolat,

Pimm’s from Sun Alliance.

VVVVYVYYVYYVY

n. What is Wetherby launching next month?
0. Why was not Luke surprised by Elly"’s joining Wetherby’s?
p. Was their meeting with Brandon occasional?
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g. Why does the circulation return to her body during small talk
with Erika and Derek?

r. Why does she feel like “a spectator on the mountain, watching
the trains collide in the valley below” when her boss joins their talk?

s. What time is Rebecca to join Mr. Smeath s for a quick
meeting on Monday morning? (to be to = must)

t. Why did Brandon try to approach Rebekka?

TRANSLATION WORK

8. Translate the extract.

Al 0ecnoJjie3HOro IoONMHIa.

[Ipr3HaroCh 4eCTHO, A yXKe
HEOAHOKPATHO NOJIyJasia
YBEIOMIIEHHUS C IIOYTHI, O TOM,
YTO MHE HY>KHO 3a0paTh
IIOCBUIKY BECOM TPULIATH
kmiorpammoB. 1lna Ha moury,
JIOMasi TOJIOBY: KTO MHE IIPUCIIA
AWK Kuprnunaeit? Tpux bt
NEpECPALINBAIIA B OKOIIKE: A
TOYHO aJpec He nepenyTtanu? Y
MEHS HET pOJCTBEHHUKOB B

Kurae, 1 51 He K1y HUKaKUX MMOCBHUIOK.

[IoToM, BCKpBIB SIIIUK, 1 CMOTpEJIA B €r0 HEAPA, MEJIEHHO Celes: s
IIONIPOCTY HE MOMHMJIA — KOTJ]a M B KAKOM COCTOSIHUH I HAKYITHAJIA CTOJIBKO
ApKoro u 6ecnosiesHoro Oapaxsia? 3aueM MHE 3TO PO30BOE NaIbTO KYKOJIbHOTO
pasmepa? Kyna s moliay B 3Tux OebIX JJakoBbIX 00ThopTax? I'me 3akomnarh
JIECSTh Map KOJTOTOK B CETOUYKY, YTOOBI HUKTO HE YBUAET TBOETO 1M030pa’

W, 9T00BI 3TOTO HE CIYYUIIOCH — BCETIa ACPIKHU TOJT PYKOU KaJeHIapuK, U
TBEP/IO 3HAM: 3TO HE Thl XOUELIb KYNUTh KENTYIO PETPOBYIO LUISAMY C ByaJlblo,
3TO MpOrecTepoH! A MOCKOJIBKY y HEro JEHET HET — OH Pa3BOAMT Ha 06a010
TaKylo AYypY, KaK Thl. 4 eciu yorc meds 6 maxkue cmpauitsie U ONAcHvle OHU
3anecno 6 HUxero — ne nvimaiicsa nepedopoms UHCMUHKM 2HE3008AHUS.

HaGuBaii moyiHyto Tene Ky CBOMMHU BOXKJIEJIEHHBIMU KOPOOOUKAMH U
CKOBOPOJKAMHM, KaTH BCE 3TO K Kacce, a MoToM Opocaiil TaM Tenexky, u oeru! He
yIyCTH MOMEHT. Thl Ha MATh CEKYH]I CMOTJIa OOMaHyTh IPOTECTEPOH, U, MOKa
OH PaJIOCTHO MOTUPAET JIAIONTKK — Opocail Bcé u 6eru. Ckauu CEMUMIIbHBIMU
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miaramMu kak keHrypy. Kaccy Beioupaii moodsuxe K BbIXOly, UHaY€ HE yCIIeelllb
yOexaTh, 1 BepHEIIbCA. A naibliie BCE KaK BCEra: ouepeaHas rpya Kopoook,
CKOBOPOJOK Y ITOAYIIEK CHOBA ITOCEIUTCS B TBOEM JJOME, TJI€ U TaK IIary
CTYIUTH HETE.

CHAPTER 13

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

THIS IS BAD. I mean, I’'m not just being paranoid, am I? This is really
bad.As I sit on the tube on my way home, | stare at my reflection — outwardly
calm and relaxed. But inside, my mind’s scurrying around like a spider, trying to
find a way out. Round and round and round, legs flailing, no escape. . OK, stop.
Stop! Calm down and let’s go through the options one more time.

Option One: Go to meeting and tell the truth.

I just can’t. I can’t go along on Monday morning and admit that there isn’t
£1,000 from my aunt and there never will be. What will they do to me? They’ll
get all serious, won’t they? They’ll sit me down and start going through all my
expenditures and. . Oh God, I feel sick at the thought of it. I can’t do it. I can’t
go. End of story.Option Two: Go to meeting and lie.

So, what, tell them the £1,000 is absolutely on its way, and that further
funds will be coming through soon. Hmm. Possible. The trouble is, I don’t think
they’ll believe me. So they’ll still get all serious, sit me down, give me a lecture.
No way.Option Three: Don’t go to meeting.

But if I don’t, Derek Smeath will phone Philip and they’ll start talking.
Maybe the whole story will come out, and he’ll find out I didn’t actually break
my leg. Or have glandular fever. And after that I won’t ever be able to go back
into the office. I’'ll be unemployed. My life will be over at the age of twenty-
five.Option Four: Go to meeting with check for £1,000.

Perfect. Waltz in, hand over the check, say “Will there be anything else?”
and waltz out again.

But how do I get £1,000 before Monday morning? How?

Option Five: Run away.Which would be very childish and immature. Not
worth considering.

| wonder where | could go? Maybe abroad somewhere. Las Vegas. Yes,
and I could win a fortune at the casinos. A million pounds or something. Even
more, perhaps. And then, yes, then I’d fax Derek Smeath, saying I’'m closing my
bank account due to his lack of faith in me.
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God yes! Wouldn’t that be great? “Dear Mr. Smeath, I was a little surprised
at your recent implication that | have insufficient funds to cover my overdraft.
As this check for £1.2 million shows, I have ample funds at my disposal, which I
will shortly be moving to one of your competitors. Perhaps they will treat me
with more respect. p.s., I am copying this letter to your superiors.”

| love this idea so much, I lean back and wallow in it for a while, amending
the letter over and over in my head. “Dear Mr. Smeath, as I tried to inform you
discreetly at our last encounter, | am in fact a millionairess. If only you had
trusted me, things might have been different.”

God, he’ll be sorry, won’t he? He’ll probably phone up and apologize. Try
and keep my business and say he hadn’t meant to offend me. But it’ll be too late.
Hah! Ha-ha-ha-ha. . Oh blast. Missed my stop.

When | get home, Suze is sitting on the floor, surrounded by magazines.

“Hi!” she says brightly. “Guess what? I’'m going to be in Vogue!”

“What?” I say disbelievingly. “Were you spotted on the streets or
something?”” Suze has got an excellent figure. She could easily be a model. But
still. . Vogue!

“Not me, silly!” she says. “My frames.”

“Your frames are going to be in Vogue?” Now I really am disbelieving.

“In the June issue! I’m going to be in a piece called ‘Just Relax: Designers
Who Are Bringing the Fun Back into Interiors.’ It’s cool, isn’t it? The only thing
1s, ’ve only made two frames so far, so [ need to make a few more in case
people want to buy them.”

“Right,” I say, trying to grasp all this. “So — how come Vogue is doing a
piece about you? Did they.

. hear about you?” I mean, she only started making frames four days ago!

“No, silly!” she says, and laughs. “I phoned up Lally. Have you met
Lally?” I shake my head. “Well, she’s fashion editor of Vogue now, and she
spoke to Perdy, who’s the interiors editor, and Perdy phoned me back — and
when I told her what my frames were like, she just went wild.”

“Gosh,” I say. “Well done.”

“She told me what to say in my interview, too,” Suze adds, and clears her
throat importantly. “I want to create spaces for people to enjoy, not admire.
There’s a bit of the child in all of us. Life’s too short for minimalism.”

“Oh right,” I say. “Great!”

“No, wait, there was something else, too.” Suze frowns thoughtfully. “Oh
yes, my designs are inspired by the imaginative spirit of Gaudi. I’'m going to
phone up Charlie now,” she adds happily. “I’m sure he’s something at Tatler.”
“Great,” I say again.

And it is great.

I’m really glad for Suze. Of course I am. If Suze gets in Vogue, 1’11 be the
proudest person in the world.
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But at the same time there’s a part of me that’s thinking, How come
everything happens so easily for her? | bet Suze has never had to face a nasty
bank manager in her life. And | bet she never will have to, either.

Immediately I feel a huge spasm of guilt. Why can’t I just be glad for Suze
and nothing else?

Dispiritedly I sink down onto the floor and begin to flip through a
magazine.

“By the way,” says Suze, looking up from the phone. “Tarquin rang about
an hour ago, to arrange your date.” She grins wickedly. “Are you looking
forward to it?”

“Oh,” I say dully. “Of course I am.”

I’d forgotten all about it, to be honest. But it’s OK — I’1l just wait until
tomorrow afternoon and say I’ve got period pain. Easy. No one ever questions
that, especially men.

“Oh yes,” says Suze, gesturing to a Harper’s and Queen open on the floor.
“And look who I came across just now in the Hundred Richest Bachelors list!
Oh hi, Charlie,” she says into the phone. “It’s Suze! Listen—"

| look down at the open Harper’s and Queen and freeze. Luke Brandon is
staring out of the page at me, an easy smile on his face.

Number 31, reads the caption. Age 32. Estimated wealth: £10 million.
Scarily intelligent entrepreneur. Lives in Chelsea; currently dating Sacha de
Bonneville, daughter of the French billionaire.

I don’t want to know this. Why would I be interested in who Luke Brandon
Is dating? Not remotely interested.

Sacha. Sacha, with her million-pound suitcase and perfect figure and whole
wardrobe full of Prada. She’ll have immaculate nails, won’t she? Of course she
will. And hair that never goes wrong. And some really sexy French accent, and
incredibly long legs. .

Anyway, I’m not interested. Savagely I flip the page backward and start
reading about Number 17, who sounds much nicer.

Dave Kington. Age 28. Estimated wealth: £20 million. Former striker for
Manchester United, now management guru and sportswear entrepreneur. Lives
in Hertfordshire, recently split from girlfriend, model Cherisse.

And anyway, Luke Brandon’s boring. Everyone says so. All he does is
work. Obsessed with money, probably.

Number 16, Ernest Flight. Age 52. Estimated wealth: £22 million.
Chairman and major shareholder of the Flight Foods Corporation. Lives in
Nottinghamshire, recently divorced from third wife Susan.

I don’t even think he’s that good-looking. Too tall. And he probably
doesn’t go to the gym or anything. Too busy. He’s probably hideous underneath
his clothes.

Number 15, Tarquin Cleath-Stuart. Age 26. Estimated wealth: £25 million.
Landowner since inheriting family estate at age 19. V. publicity-shy. Lives in
Perthshire and London with old nanny; currently single.
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Anyway, what kind of man buys luggage as a present? | mean, a suitcase,
for God’s sake, when he had the whole of Harrods to choose from. He could
have bought his girlfriend a necklace, or some clothes. Or he could have. . He
could have. .

Hang on a moment, what was that?

What was that?

No. That can’t be— Surely that’s not—

And suddenly, I can’t breathe. I can’t move. My entire frame is
concentrated on the blurry picture in front of me. Tarquin Cleath-Stuart?
Tarquin Suze’s-Cousin? Tarquin?

Tarquin. . has. . twenty-five. . million. . pounds?

I think I’m going to pass out, if [ can ever ungrip my hand from this page.
I’'m staring at the fifteenth richest bachelor in Britain — and | know him.

Not only do I know him, I’'m having dinner with him tomorrow night.

oh. my. god.

I’m going to be a millionairess. A multimillionairess. I knew it. Didn’t I
know it? I knew it. Tarquin’s going to fall in love with me and ask me to marry
him and we’ll get married in a gorgeous Scottish castle just like in Four
Weddings (except with nobody dying on us).

Of course, I’ll love him, too. By then.

I know I haven’t exactly been attracted to him in the past. . but it’s all a
matter of willpower, isn’t it? I bet that’s what most long-term successful couples
would say counts in a relationship. Willpower and a desire to make it work.
Both of which | absolutely have. You know what? | actually fancy him more
already. Well, not exactly fancy. . but just the thought of him makes me feel all
excited, which must mean something, mustn’t it?

It’s going to happen. I’'m going to be Mrs. Tarquin Cleath-Stuart and have
£25 million.

And what will Derek Smeath say then? Hah! Hah!

“D’you want a cup of tea?” says Suze, putting down the phone. “Charlie’s
such a poppet. He’s going to feature me in Britain’s Up-and-Coming-Talent.”

“Excellent,” I say vaguely, and clear my throat. “Just. . just looking at
Tarquin here.”

| have to check. I have to check there isn’t some other Tarquin Cleath-
Stuart. Please God, please let me be going out with the rich one.

“Oh yes,” says Suze casually. “He’s always in those things.” She runs her
eyes down the text and shakes her head. “God, they always exaggerate
everything. Twenty-five million pounds!” My heart stops.

“Hasn’t he got £25 million, then?” I says carelessly.

“Oh, no!” She laughs as though the idea’s ridiculous. “The estate’s worth
about. . Oh, I don’t know,

£18 million.”

Eighteen million pounds. Well, that’ll do. That’1l do nicely.

“These magazines!” I say, and roll my eyes sympathetically.
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“Earl Grey?” says Suze, getting up. “Or normal?”

“Earl Grey,” | say, even though I actually prefer Typhoo. Because I’d
better start acting posh, hadn’t I, if I’'m going to be the girlfriend of someone
called Tarquin Cleath-Stuart.

Rebecca Cleath-Stuart.

Becky Cleath-Stuart.

Hi, it’s Rebecca Cleath-Stuart here. Yes, Tarquin’s wife. We met at. . Yes,
| was wearing Chanel.

How clever of you!

“By the way,” I add, “did Tarquin say where I should meet him?” “Oh, he’s
going to come and pick you up,” says Suze.

But of course he is. The fifteenth richest bachelor in Britain doesn’t just
meet you at a tube station, does he? He doesn’t just say “See you under the big
clock at Waterloo.” He comes and picks you up. Oh, this is it. This is it! Forget
Luke Brandon, forget suitcases. My new life has finally begun.

| have never spent so long on getting ready for a date in my life. Never.
The process starts at eight on Saturday morning when | look at my open
wardrobe and realize that I don’t have a single thing to wear — and only ends at
seven-thirty that evening when | give my lashes another layer of mascara, spray
myself in Coco Chanel, and walk into the sitting room for Suze’s verdict.

“Wow!” she says, looking up from a frame she is upholstering in distressed
denim. “You look. . bloody amazing!”

And I have to say, [ agree. I’'m wearing all black — but expensive black.
The kind of deep, soft black you fall into. A simple sleeveless dress from
Whistles, the highest of Jimmy Choos, a pair of stunning uncut amethyst
earrings. And please don’t ask how much it all cost, because that’s irrelevant.

This is investment shopping. The biggest investment of my life.

I haven’t eaten anything all day so I’m nice and thin, and for once my hair
has fallen perfectly into shape. I look. . well, I’ve never looked better in my life.

But of course, looks are only part of the package, aren’t they? Which is
why | cannily stopped off at Waterstones on the way home and bought a book
on Wagner. I’ve been reading it all afternoon, while I waited for my nails to dry,
and have even memorized a few little passages to throw into the conversation.

I’m not sure what else Tarquin is into, apart from Wagner. Still, that should
be enough to keep us going. And anyway, I expect he’s planning to take me
somewhere really glamorous with a jazz band, so we’ll be too busy dancing
cheek to cheek to make conversation.

The doorbell rings and | give a little start. | have to admit, my heart is
pounding with nerves. But at the same time | feel strangely cool. This is it. Here
begins my new multimillion-pound existence. Luke Brandon, eat your heart out.

“T’11 get it,” says Suze, grinning at me, and disappears out into the hall. A
moment later I hear her saying “Tarkie!” “Suze!”

| glance at myself in the mirror, take a deep breath, and turn to face the
door, just as Tarquin appears. His head is as bony as ever, and he’s wearing
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another of his odd-looking suits. But somehow none of that seems to matter
anymore. In fact, I’'m not really taking in the way he looks. I’m just staring at
him. Staring and staring at him, unable to speak; unable to frame any thought at
all except: twenty-five million pounds.

Twenty-five million pounds.

The sort of thought that makes you feel dizzy and elated, like a fairground
ride. I suddenly want to run around the room, yelling “Twenty-five million!
Twenty-five million!” throwing bank notes up in the air as if [ were in some
Hollywood comedy caper.

But I don’t. Of course I don’t. I say, “Hi, Tarquin,” and give him a dazzling
smile.

“Hi, Becky,” he says. “You look wonderful.”

“Thanks,” I say, and look bashfully down at my dress.

“D’you want to stay for a titchy?” says Suze, who is looking on fondly, as
if she’s my mother and this is senior prom night and I’'m dating the most popular
boy in school.“Ermm. . no, I think we’ll just get going,” says Tarquin, meeting
my eye. “What do you think,Becky?”

“Absolutely,” I say. “Let’s go.”

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 13
YILOPPLULE LS dll al'l

| am an artist.
Respect please.

VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

2. implication a. HEOXXWJIaHHAas BCTpeya
3. ample b. nescubIi

4. discreet C. KOH(Y3JIMBBIH

5. encounter d. oOuIbHBIHI

6. lean €. u300paxkarth
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7. bachelor f. clmep)xkaHHBIN, OCMOTPUT-HBIH
8. hideous g. cebe Ha yme

9. willpower h. moxarekcr

10. feature I. cuia BOJH

11, vague J. ypouckuii

12, wallow K. ommpatncs

13. canny |. xomoctsik

14, bashful M. GapaxTaThbCs

2. Make word combinations.

1. lack of g. funds a 6e3ynpeyHble HOTTH

2. Insufficient h. picture b pa3mbITOC H300paKeHNE

3. spasm of I. throat C HEJIOCTATOYHO CPEJICTB

4.  clear j. nails drypy MeHeDKMEHTa

5. immaculate k. looking € CTpaHHOTO BUJA

6. management |. faith f WCTIBITHIBATh TOJIOBOKP-HHE
7.  blurry m. dizzy g cIia3M BUHBI

8. odd n. guru h mpokanuisIThes

9. feel 0._guilt | HEXBATKa BEPHI

3. Translate into English.

YVVVVVVVVYVYYVYY

Pa3mbiTOE MSATHO HA KOBpE
CtpanHOrO0 BH1a HAEMHUK
OOwbHBIE CpeIcTBa
Onupatbcest Ha CTBOJ JIepeBa
JlykaBas ynbpIOKa Ha MyXJIbIX TYOKax

bnaronaps Harmie ciydaifHON BeTpede st 00pes BMOXHOBEHUE
TymanHbIe TI71aHBI HA OYyTyIIIEe

TpenupoBaTh CHIly BOJIU
["0510BOKpYKEHHE U TOITHOTA CUMIITOMBI THUIIIEBOTO OTPABJICHUS
W3bickaHHO ofieTast )KeHa JuIioMaTa

TymaHHbBIE MBICTTH U MEUTHI
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KapTtuna n3obpaxana 0XoTy Ha JIUC

Omna cujena y OKHa Onupasich Ha JIOKTH U kKaajia
HeonpsiTHas xonocTsikas Hopa

Ero nous — 310 MasieHpKas JyKaBasi MaHUITYJIATOPILA

BaanTaTBCHB maMIIaHCKOM

VV VYVVY

OOWIBbHBIN yKHH

4. Give negative forms of the words.

+ =
mature
sufficient
believingly
relevant
employed
grip
5. Word building.
noun verb adj
reflection 4 -
v admit v
implication v v
amendment 4 -
v - minimal
v inspire v
exaggerate v -

6. Complete with prepositions.

»  As | sit on the tube on my way home, | stare .. my reflection.

» Stop! Calm .... and let’s go through the options.

> | have ample funds .. my disposal, which I will be moving to one of
your competitors.

» Waltz .., , say “Will there be anything else?”” and waltz ... again.

»  Perhaps they will treat me .... more respect.
» Ilean.... and wallow in it ... a while, amending the letter .... and ....
in my head.

»  All he does is work. Obsessed .... money, probably.
»  She grins wickedly. “Are you looking forward .. it?”

COMPREHENSION CHECK
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7. Answer the questions.

1. What options does Bex consider? List all of them.

2. What’s wrong with each of them?

3. Which option is the most enjoyable? Why

4. Why is Suze going to be in a piece called “Just Relax: designers Who
Are Bringing the Fun Back into Interiors™?

5. What is she going to emphasize at her job interview?

6. Whom her designs are inspired by? What do you know about Gaudi?

7. Why did Bex change her mind after she looked down at Harper’s and
Queen?

8. Who else did she come across in the Hundred Richest Bachelors list?
What’s his number? How about capital?

9. Who in the list is

» hideous underneath his clothes?

» scarily intelligent?

» management guru?

» obsessed with money? (according to Bex)

10. How is Bekky going to fall in love with Tarquin?

11. Does she really have willpower to make things happen?

12. Why does she make up her mind to switch to “Earl Grey’’tea?

13. When does she start and end getting ready for the date of my life?

14. What happened to be the biggest investment of her life?

15. What’s is Suze’s verdict?

16. Why did she cannily stop off at Waterstones on the way home and buy
a book on Wagner?

TRANSLATION WORK

9. Translate the extract.

Anl 0ecrmoJie3HOro MONMMHIa.

IIpooyxmul nokynaii 3aparnee, Ha 08e
Hedenu enepéd. YToObl HE MIIATHCS IO HOYaM
0 CyIlepMapKeTy, Korja Ha TeOst Harmas
HouHOU [IMCHBIH %O0p, U HE CKyllaTh TOHHAMH
YUIICHI, KAPTOIIKY (DPH U SKIIEPHI.

Hy n manocnenok: He BCE, B IPUHIUIIE,
TaK yX M10x0. Beapb, 00beIMHUBIINCH C
MOJIPyramMH, Bbl MOKETE BBITPSIXHYTh M3 CBOUX
mkadoB TIOJIOBUHY BEIICH, U OTKPHITh CBOE
kabape. Mnu mpokat kapHaBaJbHBIX KOCTIOMOB JJISI BEUEPUHOK MbSHBIX

193



https://pics.ru/vrednye-sovety-nachinaiushchemu-shopogoliku

TPaHCBECTUTOB. Miu cienaTh Moaapok KakoMy-HUOYIb CTPUNITU3-KITYOy, U
NOJIYYUTh TaM CKUAOYHYIO KapTy Ha 10%. A u3 Bcex BalluX HKEEBCKUX
KOpPOOOUYEK MOKHO IOCTPOUTH JIETHIOK Aady. [loToMy 4To Kakoi cMbICH
yOuBaThCA U MEPEKUBATH 00 yXKe MOTpaueHHBIX JAeHbrax? Bo BcémM MOxHO
HaWTH IUTFOCHI. /{axke B OecroIe3HOM IIOIMHTE.

CHAPTER 14

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

A TAXI IS CHUGGING outside in the road, and Tarquin ushers me inside.
To be honest, I’'m a bit disappointed it isn’t a chauffeur-driven limousine — but
still. This is pretty good, too. Being whisked off in a taxi by one of Britain’s
most eligible bachelors to. . who knows where? The Savoy? Claridges? Dancing
at Annabel’s? Tarquin hasn’t told me yet where we’re going.

Oh God, maybe it’ll be one of those mad places where everything is served
under a silver dome and there’s a million knives and forks and snooty waiters
looking on, just waiting to catch you out.

“I thought we’d just have a nice quiet supper,” says Tarquin, looking over
at me.

“Lovely,” I say. “Nice quiet supper. Perfect.”

Thank God. That probably means we’re not heading for silver domes.
We’re going to some tiny tucked-away place that hardly anyone knows about.
Some little private club where you have to knock on an anonymous-looking
door in a back street, and you get inside and it’s packed with celebrities sitting
on sofas, behaving like normal people. Yes! And maybe Tarquin knows them
all!

But of course he knows them all. He’s a multimillionaire, isn’t he?

I look out of the window and see that we’re driving past Harrods. And for
just a moment, my stomach tightens painfully as | remember the last time | was
here. Bloody suitcases. Bloody Luke Brandon. Huh. In fact, | wish he was
walking along the road right now, so I could give him a careless, I’'m-with-the-
fifteenth-richest-single-man-in-Britain wave.

“OK,” says Tarquin suddenly to the taxi driver. “You can drop us here.” He
grins at me. “Practically on the doorstep.”

“Great,” I say, and reach for the door.
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Practically on the doorstep of where? As | get out | look around, wondering
where on earth we’re going. We’re at Hyde Park Corner. What’s at Hyde Park
Corner? I turn round slowly, and glimpse a sign — and suddenly I realize what’s
going on. We’re going to the Lanesborough!

Wow. How classy is that? Dinner at the Lanesborough. But naturally.
Where else would one go on a first date?

“So,” says Tarquin, appearing at my side. “I just thought we could get a
bite to eat and then. . see.” “Sounds good,” I say, as we start walking,.

Excellent! Dinner at the Lanesborough and then on to some glam
nightclub. This is all shaping up wonderfully.

We walk straight past the entrance to the Lanesborough, but I’'m not fazed
by that. Everyone knows VIPs always go in through the back to avoid the
paparazzi. Not that | can actually see any paparazzi, but it probably becomes a
habit. We’ll duck into some back alley, and walk through the kitchens while the
chefs pretend they can’t see us, and then emerge in the foyer. This is so cool.

“I’m sure you’ve been here before,” says Tarquin apologetically. “Not the
most original choice.” “Don’t be silly!” | say, as we stop and head toward a pair
of glass doors. “I simply adore. .” Hang on, where are we? This isn’t the back
entrance to anywhere. This is. .

Pizza on the Park.

Tarquin’s taking me to Pizza Express. I don’t believe it. The fifteenth
richest man in the country is taking me to bloody Pizza Express.

“..pizza,” I finish weakly. “Love the stuff.”

“Oh good!” says Tarquin. “I thought we probably didn’t want anywhere
too flashy.”

“Oh no.” I pull what I think is a very convincing face. “I hate flashy places.
Much better to have a nice quiet pizza together.”

“That’s what I thought,” says Tarquin, turning to look at me. “But now I
feel rather bad. You’ve dressed up so nicely. .” He pauses doubtfully, gazing at
my outfit. (As well he might. I didn’t go and spend a fortune in Whistles for
Pizza Express.) “I mean, if you wanted to, we could go somewhere a bit smarter.

The Lanesborough’s just around the corner. .”

He raises his eyes questioningly, and I’m about to say “Oh, yes, please!”
when suddenly, in a blinding flash, I realize what’s going on. This is a test, isn’t
it? It’s like choosing out of three caskets in a fairy tale. Everyone knows the
rules. You never choose the gold shiny one. Or even the quite impressive silver
one. What you’re supposed to do is choose the dull little lead one, and then
there’s a flash of light and it turns into a mountain of jewels. So this is it.
Tarquin’s testing me, to see whether I like him for himself.

Which, frankly, | find rather insulting. I mean, who does he think I am?

“No, let’s stay here,” I say, and touch his arm briefly. “Much more relaxed.
Much more. . fun.”
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Which is actually quite true. And I do like pizza. And that yummy garlic
bread. Mmm. You know, now | come to think about it, this is quite a good
choice.

As the waiter hands us our menus, | give a cursory flash down the list, but |
already know what I want. It’s what I always have when I go to Pizza Express
— Fiorentina. The one with spinach and an egg.

I know, it sounds weird, but honestly, it’s delicious.

“Would you like an aperitif?” says the waiter, and I’m about to say what I
usually do, which is Oh, let’s just have a bottle of wine, when I think, Sod it, I’'m
having dinner with a multimillionaire here. I’'m bloody well going to have a gin
and tonic.

“A gin and tonic,” I say firmly, and look at Tarquin, daring him to look
taken aback. But he grins at me and says, “Unless you wanted champagne?”
“Oh,” I say, completely thrown.

“I always think champagne and pizza is a good combination,” he says, and
looks at the waiter. “A bottle of Moet, please.”

Well, this is more like it. This is a lot more like it. Champagne and pizza.
And Tarquin is actually being quite normal.

The champagne arrives and we toast each other and take a few sips. I'm
really starting to enjoy myself. Then I spot Tarquin’s bony hand edging slowly
toward mine on the table. And in a reflex action — completely without meaning
to — I whip my fingers away, pretending | have to scratch my ear. A flicker of
disappointment passes over his face and | find myself giving a really fake,
embarrassed cough and looking intently at a picture on the wall to my left.

I can do this, I tell myself firmly. I can be attracted to him. It’s just a matter
of self-control and possibly also getting very drunk. So I lift my glass and take
several huge gulps. I can feel the bubbles surging into my head, singing happily
“I’m going to be a millionaire’s wife! I’'m going to be a millionaire’s wife!” And
when | look back at Tarquin, he already seems a bit more attractive (in a stoaty
kind of way). Alcohol is obviously going to be the key to our marital happiness.

My head is filled with a happy vision of our wedding day. Me in some
wonderful designer dress; my mum and dad looking on proudly. No more
money troubles ever. Ever. The fifteenth richest man in the country. A house in
Belgravia. Mrs. Tarquin Cleath-Stuart. Just imagining it, | feel almost faint with
longing.

| smile as warmly as | can at Tarquin, who hesitates — then smiles back.
Phew. I haven’t wrecked things. It’s all still on. Now we just need to discover
that we’re utter soul mates with loads of things in common.

“I love the—" I say.

“Do you—"

We both speak at once.

“Sorry,” I say. “Do carry on.” “No, you carry on,” says Tarquin.
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“Oh,” I say. “Well. . I was just going to say again how much | love the
picture you gave Suze.” No harm in complimenting his taste again. “I love
horses,” I add for good measure.

“Then we should go riding together,” says Tarquin. “I know a very good
livery near Hyde Park. Not quite the same as in the country, of course. .”

“What a wonderful idea!” I say. “That would be such fun!”

There’s no way anyone’s getting me on a horse. Not even in Hyde Park.
But that’s OK, I'll just go along with the plan and then, on the day, say I’ve
twisted my ankle or something.

“Do you like dogs?” asks Tarquin.

“I love dogs,” I say confidently.

Which is sort of true. I wouldn’t actually like to have a dog — too much
hard work and hairs everywhere. But | like seeing Labradors running across the
park. And cute little puppies. That kind of thing.

We lapse into silence, and | take a few sips of champagne.

“Do you like EastEnders?” I ask eventually. “Or are you a. . a Coronation
Street person?”

“I’ve never watched either, I’'m afraid,” says Tarquin apologetically. “I’m
sure they’re very good.”

“Well. . they’re OK,” I say. “Sometimes they’re really good, and other
times. .” | tail off a bit feebly, and smile at him. “You know.”

“Absolutely,” exclaims Tarquin, as though I’ve said something really
interesting.

There’s another awkward silence. This is getting a bit sticky.

“Are there good shops, where you live in Scotland?” I say at last. Tarquin
pulls a little face.

“I wouldn’t know. Never go near shops if I can help it.”

“Oh right,” I say, and take a deep gulp of champagne. “No, I. . | hate shops,
too. Can’t stand shopping.”

“Really?” says Tarquin in surprise. “I thought all girls loved shopping.”

“Not me!” I say. “I’d far rather be. . out on the moors, riding along. With a
couple of dogs running behind.”

“Sounds perfect,” says Tarquin, smiling at me. “We’ll have to do it
sometime.” This is more like it! Common interests. Shared pursuits.

And OK, maybe I haven’t been completely honest, maybe they aren’t
exactly my interests at the moment. But they could be. They can be. | can easily
get to like dogs and horses, if | have to.

“Or. . or listening to Wagner, of course,” I say casually.

“Do you really like Wagner?” says Tarquin. “Not everyone does.”

“I adore Wagner,” I insist. “He’s my favorite composer.” OK, quick —
what did that book say? “I love the. . er. . sonorous melodic strands which
interweave in the Prelude.” “The Prelude to what?”” says Tarquin interestedly.
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Oh shit. Is there more than one Prelude? | take a gulp of champagne,
playing for time, desperately trying to recall something else from the book. But
the only other bit I can remember is “Richard Wagner was born in Leipzig.”

“All the Preludes,” I say at last. “I think they’re all. . fab.” “Right,” says
Tarquin, looking a bit surprised.

Oh God. That wasn’t the right thing to say, was it? Change the subject.
Change the subject.

Luckily, at that moment, a waiter arrives with our garlic bread, and we can
get off the subject of Wagner. And Tarquin orders some more champagne.
Somehow, I think we’re going to need it.

Which means that by the time I’m halfway through my Fiorentina, I've
drunk almost an entire bottle of champagne and I’'m. . Well, frankly, I’'m
completely pissed. My face is tingling and my eyes are sparkling, and my arm
gestures are a lot more erratic than usual. But this doesn’t matter. In fact, being
pissed is a good thing — because it means I’m also delightfully witty and lively
and am more-or-less carrying the conversation single-handedly. Tarquin is also
pissed, but not as much as me. He’s got quieter and quieter, and kind of
thoughtful. And he keeps gazing at me.

As | finish my last scraps of pizza and lean back pleasurably, he stares at
me silently for a moment, then reaches into his pocket and produces a little box.

“Here,” he says. “This is for you.”

| have to admit, for one heart-stopping moment I think, This is it! He’s
proposing! But of course, he’s not proposing, is he? He’s just giving me a little
present.

| knew that.

So | open it, and find a leather box, and inside is a little gold brooch in the
shape of a horse. Lots of fine detail; beautifully crafted. A little green stone
(emerald?) for the eye.

Really not my kind of thing.

“It’s gorgeous,” I breathe in awe. “Absolutely. . stunning.”

“It’s rather jolly, 1sn’t it?” says Tarquin. “Thought you’d like it.”

“I adore it.” I turn it over in my fingers then look up at him and blink a
couple of times with misty eyes. God, I’m drunk. I think I’m actually seeing
through champagne. “This is so thoughtful of you,” I murmur.

Plus, I don’t really wear brooches. I mean, where are you supposed to put
them? Slap bang in the middle of a really nice top? | mean, come on. And they
always leave great brooch-holes everywhere.

“It’ll look lovely on you,” says Tarquin after a pause — and suddenly |
realize he’s expecting me to put it on.

Aaargh! It’ll ruin my lovely Whistles dress! And who wants a horse
galloping across their tits, anyway!

“I must put it on,” I say, and open the clasp. Gingerly, I thread it through
the fabric of my dress and clasp it shut, already feeling it pull the dress out of
shape.
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“It looks wonderful,” says Tarquin, meeting my gaze. “But then. . you
always look wonderful.”

I feel a dart of apprehension as I see him leaning forward. He’s going to try
and hold my hand again, isn’t he? And probably kiss me. I glance at Tarquin’s
lips — parted and slightly moist — and give an involuntary shudder. Oh God.
I’m not quite ready for this. I mean, obviously I do want to kiss Tarquin, of
course I do. In fact, I find him incredibly attractive. It’s just. . I think I need
some more champagne first.

“That scarf you were wearing the other night,” says Tarquin. “It was
simply stunning. I looked at you in that, and I thought. .”

Now I can see his hand edging toward mine.

“My Denny and George scarf!” I cut in brightly, before he can say anything
else. “Yes, that’s lovely, isn’t it? It was my aunt’s, but she died. It was really
sad, actually.”

Just keep talking, I think. Keep talking brightly and gesture a lot.

“But anyway, she left me her scarf,” I continue hurriedly. “So I’ll always
remember her through that.

Poor Aunt Ermintrude.”

“I’m really sorry,” says Tarquin, looking taken aback. “I had no idea.”

“No. Well. . her memory lives on through her good works,” I say, and give
him a little smile. “She was a very charitable woman. Very. . giving.”

“Is there some sort of foundation in her name?” says Tarquin. “When my
uncle died—"

“Yes!” I say gratefully. “Exactly that. The. . the Ermintrude Bloomwood
Foundation for. . violinists,” I improvise, catching sight of a poster for a musical
evening. “Violinists in Mozambique. That was her cause.”

“Violinists in Mozambique?” echoes Tarquin.

“Oh, absolutely!” I hear myself babbling. “There’s a desperate shortage of
classical musicians out there. And culture is so enriching, whatever one’s
material circumstances.”

I can’t believe I’m coming out with all this rubbish. I glance
apprehensively up at Tarquin — and to my complete disbelief, he looks really
interested.

“So, what exactly is the foundation aiming to do?” he asks.

What am | getting myself into here?

“To. . to fund six violin teachers a year,” I say after a pause. “Of course,
they need specialist training, and special violins to take out there. But the results
will be very worthwhile. They’re going to teach people how to make violins,
too, so they’ll be self-sufficient and not dependent on the West.” “Really?”
Tarquin’s brow is furrowed. Have I said something that doesn’t make sense?

“Anyway,” I give a little laugh. “That’s enough about me and my family.
Have you seen any good films recently?”

This is good. We can talk about films, and then the bill will come, and then.
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“Wait a moment,” says Tarquin. “Tell me — how’s the project going so
far?”

“Oh,” I say. “Ahm. . quite well. Considering. [ haven’t really kept up with
its progress recently. You know, these things are always—"

“I’d really like to contribute something,” he says, interrupting me.

What?

He’d like to what?

“Do you know who I should make the check payable to?” he says, reaching
into his jacket pocket. “Is it the Bloomwood Foundation?”

And as | watch, paralyzed in astonishment, he brings out a Coultts
checkbook.

A pale gray Coutts checkbook.

The fifteenth richest man in the country.

“I’'m. . I’m not sure,” I hear myself say, as though from a great distance.
“I’m not sure of the exact wording.”

“Well, I’ll make it payable to you, then, shall I?” he says. “And you can
pass it on.” Briskly he starts to write. Pay Rebecca Bloomwood.The sum
of.Five. .

Five hundred pounds. It must be. He wouldn’t just give five miserable. .
Thousand pounds.T. A. J.

Cleath-Stuart.

I can’t believe my eyes. Five thousand pounds, on a check, addressed to
me.

Five thousand pounds, which belongs to Aunt Ermintrude and the violin
teachers of Mozambique.

If they existed.

“Here you are,” says Tarquin, and hands me the check — and as though in
a dream, | find myself reaching out toward it.

Pay Rebecca Bloomwood the sum of five thousand pounds.

| read the words again slowly — and feel a wave of relief so strong, it
makes me want to burst into tears. The sum of five thousand pounds. More than
my overdraft and my VISA bill put together. This check would solve all my
problems, wouldn’t it? It would solve all my problems in one go. And, OK, I'm
not exactly violinists in Mozambique — but Tarquin would never know the
difference, would he?

And anyway, what’s £5,000 to a multimillionaire like Tarquin? He
probably wouldn’t even notice whether I paid it in or not. A pathetic £5,000,
when he’s got £25 million! If you work it out as a fraction of his wealth it’s. .
well, it’s laughable, 1sn’t it? It’s the equivalent of about fifty pence to normal
people.

Why am I even hesitating? “Rebecca?”

Tarquin is staring at me — and | realize my hand is still inches away from
the check. Come on, take it, I instruct myself firmly. It’s yours. Take the check
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and put it in your bag. With a heroic effort, I stretch out my hand further, willing
myself to close my fingers around the check. I’'m getting closer. . closer. .

almost there. . my fingers are trembling with the effort. .

It’s no good, I can’t. I just can’t do it. I can’t take his money.

“I can’t take it,” I say in a rush. I pull my hand away and feel myself
flushing. “I mean. . I’'m not actually sure the foundation is accepting money
yet.”

“Oh right,” says Tarquin, looking slightly taken aback.

“I’11 tell you who to make a check payable to when I’ve got more details,” |
say, and take a deep gulp of champagne. “You’d better tear that up.”

He slowly rips the paper, but I can’t look. I stare into my champagne glass,
feeling like crying. Five thousand pounds. It would have changed my life. It
would have solved everything. | would have written out checks immediately to
Suze, to VISA, to Octagon. . to all of them. Then | would have taken this check
and presented it to Derek Smeath on Monday morning. Perhaps | wouldn’t have
cleared every single penny of overdraft, but | would have made a start. A bloody
good start.

Tarquin reaches for the box of matches on the table, sets the scraps of paper
alight in the ashtray, and we both watch as they briefly flame. Then he puts
down the matches, smiles at me, and says, “Do excuse me a minute.”

He gets up from the table and heads off toward the back of the restaurant,
and | take another gulp of champagne. Then | lean my head in my hands and
give a little sigh. Oh well, I think, trying to be philosophical. Maybe I’ll win
£5,000 1n a raffle or something. Maybe Derek Smeath’s computer will go
haywire and he’ll be forced to cancel all my debts and start again. Maybe some
utter stranger really will pay off my VISA bill for me by mistake.

Maybe Tarquin will come back from the loo and ask me to marry him.

| raise my eyes, and they fall with an idle curiosity on the Coutts
checkbook, which Tarquin has left on the table. That’s the checkbook of the
fifteenth richest unmarried man in the country. Wow. I wonder what it’s like
inside? He probably writes enormous checks all the time, doesn’t he? He
probably spends more money in a day than I spend in a year.

On impulse, I pull the checkbook toward me and open it. I don’t know
quite what I’m looking for — really, I’m just hoping to find some excitingly
huge amount. But the first stub 1s only for £30. Pathetic! I flip on a bit, and find
£520. Payable to Arundel & Son, whoever they are. Then, a bit later on, there’s
one for £7,515 to American Express. Well, that’s more like it. But I mean,
really, it’s not the most exciting read in the world. This could be anybody’s
checkbook. This could practically be mine.

| close it and push it back toward his place, and glance up. As | do so, my
heart freezes. Tarquin is staring straight at me.

He’s standing by the bar, being directed to the other side of the restaurant
by a waiter. But he isn’t looking at the waiter. He’s looking at me. As our eyes
meet, my stomach lurches. Oh, damn.

201



Damn. What exactly did he see?

Quickly I pull my hand back from his checkbook and take a sip of
champagne. Then | look up and pretend to spot him for the first time. | give a
bright little smile, and after a pause he smiles back. Then he disappears off again
and | sink back into my chair, trying to look relaxed.

OK, don’t panic, | instruct myself. Just behave naturally. He probably
didn’t see you. And even if he did — it’s not the hugest crime in the world, is it,
looking at his checkbook? If he asks me what I was doing, I’ll say I was. .
checking he’d filled in his stub correctly. Yes. That’s what I’ll say I was doing if
he mentions it.

But he doesn’t. He comes back to the table, silently pockets his checkbook,
and says politely, “Have you finished?”

“Yes,” I say. “Yes, I have, thanks.”

I’m trying to sound as natural as possible — but I’'m aware my voice
sounds guilty, and my cheeks are hot.

“Right,” he says. “Well, I’ve paid the bill. . so shall we go?”

And that’s it. That’s the end of the date. With impeccable courtesy, Tarquin
ushers me to the door of Pizza on the Park, hails a taxi, and pays the driver the
fare back to Fulham. I don’t dare ask him if he’d like to come back or go for a
drink somewhere else. There’s a coldness about my spine which stops me
uttering the words. So we kiss each other on the cheek and he tells me he had a
delightful evening, and I thank him again for a lovely time.

And I sit in the taxi all the way back to Fulham with a jumpy stomach,
wondering what exactly he saw.

| say good-night to the taxi driver and reach for my keys. I’m thinking that
I’1ll go and run a hot bath and sit in it, and calmly try to work out exactly what
happened back there. Did Tarquin really see me looking through his checkbook?
Maybe he just saw me pushing it back toward his place in a helpful manner.
Maybe he saw nothing at all.

But then why did he suddenly become all stiff and polite? He must have
seen something; suspected something. And then he’ll have noticed the way I
flushed and couldn’t meet his eye. Oh God, why do I always have to 0ok so
guilty? [ wasn’t even doing anything. I was just curious.

Perhaps | should have quickly said something — made some joke about it.
Turned it into a lighthearted, amusing incident. But what kind of joke can you
make about leafing through someone’s private checkbook? Oh God, I’'m so
stupid. Why did I ever touch the bloody thing? I should have just sat, quietly
sipping my drink.

But in my defense. . he left it on the table, didn’t he? He can’t be that
secretive about it. And I don’t know that he saw me looking through it, do 1?
Maybe I’m just paranoid.

As I put my key into the lock, I’'m actually feeling quite positive. OK, so
Tarquin wasn’t that friendly just now — but he might have been feeling ill or
something. Or maybe he just didn’t want to rush me. What I’ll do is, tomorrow
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I’1l send a nice chatty note to him, saying thanks again, and suggesting we go
and see some Wagner together. Excellent idea. And I’ll mug up a bit about the
Preludes, so that if he asks me which one again, I’ll know exactly what to say.
Yes! This is all going to be fine. | need never have worried.

| swing the door open, taking off my coat — and then my heart gives a flip.
Suze is waiting for me in the hall. She’s sitting on the stairs, waiting for me —
and there’s a reproachful expression on her face.

“Oh, Bex,” she says, and shakes her head. “I’ve just been speaking to
Tarquin.”

“Oh right,” I say, trying to sound natural — but aware that my voice is a
frightened squeak. I turn away, take my coat, and slowly unwind my scarf,
playing for time. What exactly has he said to her?

“I don’t suppose there’s any point asking you why?” she says after a pause.

“Well,” I falter, feeling sick. God, I could do with a cigarette.

“I’m not blaming you, or anything. I just think you should have. .” She
shakes her head and sighs. “Couldn’t you have let him down more gently? He
sounded quite upset. The poor thing was really keen on you, you know.”

This isn’t quite making sense. Let him down more gently?

“What exactly—" I lick my dry lips. “What exactly did he say?”

“Well, he was only really phoning to tell me you’d left your umbrella
behind,” says Suze. “Apparently one of the waiters came rushing out with it. But
of course | asked him how the date had gone.

“And. . and what did he say?”

“Well,” says Suze, and gives a little shrug. “He said you’d had a really nice
but you’d pretty much made it clear you didn’t want to see him again.”

“Oh.”

I sink down onto the floor, feeling rather weak. So that’s it. Tarquin did see
me leafing through his checkbook. I’ve ruined my chances with him completely.

But he didn’t tell Suze what I’d done. He protected me. Pretended it was
my decision not to carry things on. He was a gentleman.

In fact — he was a gentleman all evening, wasn’t he? He was kind to me,
and charming, and polite.

And all 1 did, all throughout the date, was tell him lies.

Suddenly I want to cry.

“I just think it’s such a shame,” says Suze. “I mean, I know it’s up to you
and everything — but he’s such a sweet guy. And he’s had a crush on you for
ages! You two would go perfectly together.” She gives me a wheedling look.
“Isn’t there any chance you might go out with him again?”

“I. . I honestly don’t think so,” I say in a scratchy voice. “Suze. . ’'m a bit
tired. I think I’1l go to bed.”

And without meeting her eye, | get up and slowly walk down the corridor
to my room.

BANK OF LONDON

time
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London House, Mill Street, EC3R 4DW

Ms. Rebecca Boomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

23 March 2000

Dear Ms. Boomwood: Thank you very much for your application for a
Bank of London Easifone Loan.Unfortunately, “buying clothes and makeup”
was not deemed a suitable purpose for such a substantial unsecured loan, and
your application has been turned down by our credit team.

Thank you very much for considering Bank of London.Yours
sincerely,Margaret Hopkins Loans

Adviser

ENDWICH BANK

FULHAM BRANCH 3 Fulham Road

London SW6 9JH

Ms. Rebecca BloomwoodFlat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

23 March 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: I am writing to confirm our meeting at 9:30 a.m. on
Monday 26 March, here at our Fulham office. Please ask for me at reception.l
look forward to seeing you then. Yours sincerely, Derek Smeath Manager.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 14

VOCABULARY WORK

v" Match the words to their meanings.

1. glimpse a. KaTyJKa, Japer

2. faze b. 3BoHKMI

3. furrow C. KyTIoJI

4. casket d. omacenue, MpayHOE MPETIyBCTBUE
5. sonorous €. JocaXkaaTh
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erratic

f. nenerarp

g. KpEHUTCSI

6.
7. propose
8

brooch

h. M03BOHOYHHUK

. spine I. mpennaraTh
10. lurch. J. rmyOokast 60po31aa, HOKPhIBATH MOPIIMHAMU
11. dome K. OBICTpBI B3IIISL, MPOOJICCK
12. apprehension |. Opomb
13. babble M. SKCIEHTPUYHBIN

2. Match synonyms.

1. blink a. cool v

2. flashy b. carefully v

3. go haywire c. wink v

4. pathetic d. persuading v

5. faze e. arrogant v

6. gingerly f. go wrong, go mad v

7. snooty g. worry, disturb, annoy v

8. convincing h. miserable v

3. Match words to make combinations.

1. snooty a. shudder A. BKpaguuBBIT
2. tucked away b.talk B. cBerckwmii pa3roBop
3. impeccable C. circumstances C. B OITMHOUKY
4. involuntary d.-handedly D. ckpbITOE OT TJ1a3 MECTO
5. reproachful e. bachelors E. ucnyraHHbIN THCK
6. wheedling f. squeak F. mpa3mgHOe 1r000IBITCTBO
7. frightened g. waiters (. 3aHOCUYMBBICOPHUITUAHTHI
8. small h. -sufficient H. marepuanbHbie 00CTOST-CTBA
9. single I. look |. JIBCTUBBIN B3I
10. self J. curiosity J. ckpumyuui royoc
11. idle Kk.expression K. Ge3ynpeyHasiBeKTMBOCTh
12. scratchy l. voice L. >xenareiabHBIC\HHBIC XOJOCTSIKH
13. eligible m. place M. camo0CTaTOUHBIN
14. material n.courtesy N. HEBOJIBHOECOIPOTAHHE

4. Translate into English.

» Be3ynpeynblii MaKUsK
> 3BOHKHI T'MMH IOHOCTHU

> MumoJieTHBIC BIIEUATIICHUS JeTa
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bamins cierka HakpeHWIach OCJE B3pbIBA, HO HE PyXHYJIa
CepeOpsiHast IIKATYJIKa C SJ10M

He Mory n36aBUThLCS OT MPayHOTO MIPEAUYBCTBUS

['maguTh OCTOPOKHO KOTA MO TOJIOBE

CoIporHyThCS HEMPOU3BOJIBHO OT OTBPAIICHUS U HEHABUCTH
OrpomMHbIN CTEKJIIHHBIN KYTIOJI LIUPKA

OCTOpPOXKHO KacaThCsi MECTA BbIBUXA JIOABIKKHU

CrapunHas cepeOpsiHast OpoIlb B BHIE CEPALA U CTPEIBI
Ona Moprasia rjaazamu OT €IKOTO JbiMa

Ypexkaromue noJiHbie Clie3 ria3a

HenpousBosibHBIE CIIE€3bI BJOBbI

3aHOCUMBBIN IOHBIA MEHEIKED

Henpowu3sBoisibHas pBoTa U MOXMEIbE

JocaxaaTe poUTENISIM IPOChOaAMuU

dnenTa-no3BOHOYHHUK

MN30rHyTh MO3BOHOYHUK KaK KOIIKa

JKenmaHHbIN BU3UT X0JIOCTIKA

[ITkaryinka ¢ cekpeToMm

VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVY

5. Combine words to make word combinations and translate them.

1. twist a. holes

2. yummy b. action

3. brooch C. squeak

4. reflex d. a moment
5. frightened e. ankle

6. heart-stopping f._garlic bread

6. Complete with prepositions.

»  That probably means we’re not heading ... silver domes.

»  “But now I feel rather bad. You’ve dressed .. so nicely..”

»  “I’mreally sorry,” says Tarquin, looking taken ..... . Just imagining
it, | feel almost faint with longing.

»  We’re utter soul mates with loads of things .. common.

» “No, you carry .. ,” says Tarquin.

» We lapse .... silence, and | take a few sips of champagne.

» | take a gulp of champagne, playing ... time, desperately trying to
recall something else from the book.

»  As | finish my last scraps of pizza and lean .... pleasurably.

»  “It’s gorgeous,” I breathe .. awe.

» Thaven’treally kept .. .... its progress recently.
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> | read the words again slowly - and feel a wave of relief so strong, it
makes me want to burst .... tears

» It would solve all my problems .. one go.

»  The poor thing was really keen .. you, you know.” And he’s had a
crush ..you ... ages!

» TI’ll go and run a hot bath and sit in it, and calmly try to work ...
exactly what happened back there

7. Word building.

VERB ADJ. NOUN
contribute v v
- gratefully v
v - enrichment
v v apprehension
utter - v
reproach v v
v involuntary v

COMPREHENSION CHECK

8. Answer the questions.

1. Where does Tarquin
take Bex out?

2. Why does she prefer to
choose the dull little lead casket
instead a shiny gold one?

3. Why does Bex whip her
fingers away, pretending she has to
scratch her ear?

4.  What gave her give an involuntary shudder?

5. When does Tarquin, seem to become a bit more attractive?

6. What mistakes does she make in small talk?
7.

8.

Did Tarquin try to be polite though he understood her complete
ignorance?
What was there in the small leather box? Why such a gift?
9. Do most girls appreciate a horse galloping across their tits?
10. Where does the idea of “Ermintrude Bloomwood Foundation”
come from?
11. Are African people really in badly need of violins after all?
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12.  Why can’t she make herself take the money?

9. Describe your impressions of the date on
behalf of Tarquin Cleath-Stuart.

TRANSLATION WORK

9. Translate the extract.

Al 0ecnoJjie3HOro MoNMHra.

HNuTepHeT-MarasuHbl — 3TO ele OAHO
npoxkiasatueMapus, 25 jer

MeHns npuy4YnIIa ¢ IETCTBA HAPSKATHCA.
babymika mmna kpacuBbI€ MJIATh,
POACTBEHHUKHU M3-3a TPAHULIBI IIPUCHUIANIN OJEkK Y. Buaumo, g k aromy
npuBbikia. Korna nossuinace ctuneHins, Hayasa MoKynaTh BEIY cama.
Jloporue, OpeH10BbIE MO3BOJIUTHL CEOE 51 HE MOIJIa, IOATOMY MOEH CTPacThIO
CTaJld CEKOH]I-XEH/IBI.

OTBpanieHus K NOHOIIEHHON OJEXK/€ Y MEHSI HET. MHOM JBHXXET
YKaJTHOCTh: KOT/Ia s1 BUJKY HU3KYIO IIEHY, MHE YK€ BCE€ PaBHO, HOCUJIM BEIIb
Wiy HeT. Uyro BBITOY — M MEHS HE OCTAaHOBUTh. Kaxercs, 4To 3TO nmocie Huin
MOMEHT, U €r0 HeJIb35 YIIYCTUTh. DTO TAKOW KPYTOBOPOT HMIOMOTOJIU3MA:
OoJpIIIast 4acTh BEIICH B CEKOHJIE — 3TO, CKOPEE BCETO, HEYTAYHbIC MOKYITKH.

Korna ram pacnipogaxu, st Tanly BeIy J0MOW MelKaMu. Moit Monoaou
YEJIOBEK JyMaeT, uTo 51 6onpHA. U 51 ¢ HUM 0TYacTu coriacHa: 3To
JNEUCTBUTENBHO OAEPKUMOCTh. MaMa MHOTO pa3 yrposkajia He IyCKaTbh MEHs
JIOMOM Ha MOPOT C ITUMHU MENIKAMH.

NHTepHeT-Mara3uHbl — 3TO el1e OHO NpokisiThue. JletoM y MeHs Oblia
06oconoxkomanusi. MHe Hy»Ha Obliia Bcero ojHa napa 6oconoxex. Ho s
HE CMOIJIa BBIOpATh — 3aKasaa JecsaTh. [loToM B MHTEpHETE Havasa
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BBICBEUMBATHCS peKJIamMa 3TOTO Mara3uHa. S He cieprKaiach U 3aKyIuiia eiie
pa3s. Tenepb y MeHs O0OCOHOKEK OYKBaTbHO HA KaXIbIH JCHb.

CHAPTER 15

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

| HAVE NEVER IN my life felt as terrible as | do when | wake up the next
morning. Never.

The first thing | feel is pain. Exploding sparks of pain as I try to move my
head; as | try to open my eyes; as | try to work out a few basics like: Who am [?
What day is it? Where should | be right now?

For a while | lie quite still, panting with the exertion of just being alive. In
fact, my face is growing scarlet and I’m almost starting to hyperventilate, so |
force myself to slow down and breathe regularly. In.

.out, in. . out. And then surely everything will come back to me and I will
feel better. In. . out, in. . out.

OK. . Rebecca. That’s right. I’'m Rebecca Bloomwood, aren’t 1? In. . out,
in. . out.

What else? Dinner. | had dinner somewhere last night. In. . out, in. . out.
Pizza. | had pizza. And who was | with, again? In. . out, in. .

Tarquin.

Out.

Oh God. Tarquin.

Leafing through checkbook. Everything ruined. All my own fault.

A familiar wave of despair floods over me and | close my eyes, trying to
calm my throbbing head. At the same time, | remember that last night, when |
went back to my room, | found the half bottle of malt whisky which Scottish
Prudential once gave me, still sitting on my dressing table. | opened it up —
even though I don’t like whisky — and drank. . well, certainly a few cupfuls.
Which might possibly explain why I’'m feeling so ill now.

Slowly I struggle to a sitting position and listen for sounds of Suze, but I
can’t hear anything. The flat’s empty. It’s just me.

Me and my thoughts.

Which, to be honest, I can’t endure. My head’s pounding and 1 feel pale
and shaky — but I’ve got to get moving; distract myself. I’ll go out, have a cup
of coffee somewhere quiet and try to get myself together.
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| manage to get out of bed, stagger to my chest of drawers, and stare at
myself in the mirror. I don’t like what I see. My skin’s green, my mouth is dry,
and my hair’s sticking to my skin in clumps. But worst of all is the expression in
my eyes: a blank, miserable self-loathing. Last night | was given a chance — a
fantastic opportunity on a silver platter. | threw it in the bin — and hurt a really
sweet, decent chap, to boot. God, I’m a disaster. I don’t deserve to live.

I head to King’s Road, to lose myself in the anonymous bustle. The air’s
crisp and fresh, and as I stride along it’s almost possible to forget about last
night. Almost, but not quite.

| go into Aroma, order a large cappuccino, and try to drink it normally. As
if everything’s fine and I’m just another girl out on a Sunday for some shopping.
But I can’t do it. I can’t escape my thoughts. They’re churning round in my
head, like a record that won’t stop, over and over and over.

If only I hadn’t picked up his checkbook. If only I hadn’t been so stupid. It
was all going so well. He really liked me. We were holding hands. He was
planning to ask me out again. If only | could go back; if only I could play the
evening again. .

Don’t think about it. Don’t think about what could have been. It’s too
unbearable. If I’d played it right, I’d probably be sitting here drinking coffee
with Tarquin, wouldn’t I? I’d probably be well on my way to becoming the
fifteenth richest woman in the country.

Instead of which, | have unpaid bills stacked up in my dressing table
drawer. | have a meeting with

my bank manager on Monday morning. [ have no idea what I’'m going to
do. No idea at all.

Miserably | take a sip of coffee and unwrap my little chocolate. I’m not in
the mood for chocolate, but | stuff it into my mouth anyway.

The worst thing — the very worst thing of all — is that | was actually
starting to quite like Tarquin. Maybe he isn’t God’s gift in the looks department,
but he’s very kind, and quite funny, in his own way.

And that brooch — it’s really quite sweet.

And the way he didn’t tell Suze what he’d seen me doing. And the way he
believed me when I told him I liked dogs and Wagner and bloody violinists in
Mozambique. The way he was so completely, utterly unsuspicious.

Now | really am going to start crying.

Roughly I brush at my eyes, drain my cup, and stand up. Out on the street |
hesitate, then begin walking briskly again. Maybe the breeze will blow these
unbearable thoughts out of my head.

But I stride and stride, and I still feel no better. My head’s aching and my
eyes are red and | could really do with a drink or something. Just a little
something, to make me feel a bit better. A drink, or a cigarette, or. .

I look up, and I’m in front of Octagon. My favorite shop in the whole
world. Three floors of clothes, accessories, furnishings, gifts, coffee shops, juice
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bars, and a florist which makes you want to buy enough bouquets to fill your
house.

I’ve got my purse with me.

Just something small, to cheer me up. A T-shirt or something. Or even
some bubble bath. I need to buy myself something. I won’t spend much. I’ll just
goin, and. .

I’m already pushing my way through the doors. Oh God, the relief. The
warmth, the light. This is where | belong. This is my natural habitat.

Except that even as I’'m heading toward the T-shirts, ’'m not quite as happy
as | should be. I look through the racks, trying to summon the excitement |
usually feel at buying myself a little treat — but somehow today | feel a bit
empty. Still, I choose a cropped top with a silver star in the middle and put it
over my arm, telling myself | feel better already. Then | spot a rack of dressing
gowns. | could do with a new dressing gown, as a matter of fact.

As | finger a lovely white waffle robe, | can hear a little voice at the back
of my head, like a radio turned down low. Don’t do it. You’re in debt. Don’t do
it. You’re in debt.

But quite frankly, what does it matter now? It’s too late to make any
difference. I’m already in debt; I might as well be more in debt. Almost
savagely, I pull the dressing gown down from the rack and put it over my arm.
Then | reach for the matching waffle slippers. No point buying one without the
other.

The checkout point is directly to my left, but I ignore it. I’'m not done yet. |
head for the escalators and go up to the home-furnishing floor. Time for a new
duvet set. White, to match my new dressing gown.

And a pair of bolster cushions.

Every time | add something to my pile, | feel a little whoosh of pleasure,
like a firework going off. And for a moment, everything’s all right. But then,
gradually, the light and sparkles disappear, and I’m left with cold dark blackness
again. So | look feverishly around for something else. A huge scented candle. A
bottle of Jo Malone shower gel. A bag of handmade potpourri. As | add each
one, | feel a whoosh — and then blackness. But the whooshes are getting shorter
and shorter each time. Why won’t the pleasure stay? Why don’t I feel happier?

“Can I help you?” says a voice, interrupting my thoughts. A young
assistant, dressed in the Octagon outfit of white shirt and linen trousers, has
come up and is looking at my pile of stuff on the floor. “Would you like me to
hold some of these while you continue shopping?”’

“Oh,” I say blankly, and look down at the stuff I’ve accumulated. It’s
actually quite a lot by now.

“No, don’t worry. I’ll just. . I’ll just pay for this lot.”

Somehow, between us, we manage to lug all my shopping across the
beechwood floor to the stylish granite checkout point in the middle, and the
assistant begins to scan everything through. The bolster cushions have been
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reduced, which I hadn’t realized, and while she’s checking the exact price, a
queue begins to form behind me.

“That’ll be £370.56,” she says eventually, and smiles at me. “How would
you like to pay?”

“Erm. . debit card,” I say, and reach for my purse. As she’s swiping it, I eye
up my carrier bags and wonder how I’m going to get all this stuff home.

But immediately my thoughts bounce away. I don’t want to think about
home. I don’t want to think about Suze, or Tarquin, or last night. Or any of it.

“I’m sorry,” says the girl apologetically, “but there’s something wrong with
your card. It won’t authorize the purchase.” She hands it back to me. “Do you
have anything else?”

“Oh,” I say, slightly flustered. “Well. . here’s my VISA card.”

How embarrassing. And anyway, what’s wrong with my card? It looks all
right to me. I must call the bank about this.

The bank. Meeting tomorrow, with Derek Smeath. Oh God. Quick, think
about something else. Look at the floor. Glance about the shop. There’s quite a
big line of people now, and | can hear coughing and clearing of throats.
Everyone’s waiting for me. As I meet the eye of the woman behind me, | smile
awkwardly.

“No,” says the girl. “This one’s no good either.”

“What?”” I whip round in shock. How can my VISA card be no good? It’s
my VISA card, for God’s sake. Accepted all over the world. What’s going on? It
doesn’t make any sense. It doesn’t make any. .

My words stop midstream, and a nasty chill feeling begins to creep over
me. All those letters. Those letters I’ve been putting in my dressing table drawer.
Surely they can’t have. .

No. They can’t have done.

My heart starts to thump in panic. I know I haven’t been that great at
paying my bills — but I need my VISA card. I need it. They can’t just cancel it,
just like that.

“There are other people waiting,” says the girl, gesturing to the queue. “So
if you aren’t able to pay.”

“Of course I’'m able to pay,” I say stiffly. With trembling hands I scrabble
in my purse and eventually produce my silver Octagon charge card. It was
buried under all the others, so I can’t have used it for a while. “Here,” I say. “I’1l
put it all on this.”

“Fine,” says the girl curtly, and swipes the card.

It’s only as we’re waiting silently for the authorization that I begin to
wonder whether I’ve actually paid off my Octagon account. They sent me a
nasty letter a while ago, didn’t they? Something about an outstanding balance.
But I’'m sure I paid it off, ages ago. Or at least some of it. Didn’t I? I’'m sure I. .

“I’m just going to have to make a quick call,” says the assistant, staring at
her machine. She reaches for the phone next to the till.

“Hi,” she says. “Yes, if I can give you an account number. .”
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Behind me, somebody sighs loudly. I can feel my face growing hotter and
hotter. I don’t dare look round. I don’t dare move.

“I see,” says the assistant eventually, and puts down the phone. She looks
up — and at the sight of her face, my stomach gives a lurch. Her expression isn’t
apologetic or polite anymore. It’s plain unfriendly.

“Our financial services department would like you to contact them
urgently,” she says curtly. “I’ll give you the number.”

“Right,” I say, trying to sound relaxed. As though this is a fairly normal
request. “OK. Well, I’ll do that. Thanks.” I hold my hand out for my charge
card. I’'m not interested in my shopping anymore. All I want to do is get out of
here as quickly as possible.

“I’m sorry, I’'m afraid your account’s been frozen,” says the assistant
without lowering her voice.

“I’m going to have to retain your card.”

| stare at her in disbelief, feeling my face prickling with shock. Behind me
there’s an interested rustle as everybody hears this and starts nudging each other.

“So, unless you have another means of paying. .” she adds, looking at my
heap of stuff on the counter. My waffle robe. My new duvet set. My scented
candle. A huge, conspicuous pile of stuff. Stuff I don’t need. Stuff I can’t pay
for. Suddenly the sight of it all makes me feel sick.

Numbly I shake my head. I feel as if I’ve been caught stealing.

“Elsa,” calls the assistant. “Will you deal with this, please? The customer
isn’t going to make the purchase after all.” She gestures to the pile of stuff, and
the other assistant moves it along the counter, out of the way, her face
deliberately blank. “Next, please.”

The woman behind me steps forward, avoiding my eye in embarrassment,
and slowly I turn away. | have never felt so humiliated in all my life. The whole
floor seems to be looking at me — all the customers, all the sales assistants, all
whispering and nudging. Did you see? Did you see what happened?

With wobbling legs | walk away, not looking right or left. This is a
nightmare. I just have to get out, as quickly as possible. I have to get out of the
shop and onto the street and go. .

Go where? Home, | suppose.

But I can’t go back and face Suze. She’s been so kind to me and how have
| behaved? She has no idea what a horrible person I am. If I go home, I’1l have
to hear her telling me again how sweet Tarquin is. Or even worse, risk bumping
into him. Oh God. The very thought makes me feel sick.

What am | going to do? Where am | going to go?

Shakily I begin to walk along the pavement, looking away from the
mocking window displays. What can | do? Where can | go? | feel empty, almost
light-headed with panic.

| pause at a corner, waiting for a traffic light to change, and look blankly at
a display of cashmere jumpers to my left. And suddenly, at the sight of a scarlet
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Pringle golfing jumper, I feel tears of relief springing to my eyes. There’s one
place | can go. One place | can always go.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 15

Because whenllishop,
1

-~

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
1. exertion a. tolerate, bear
2. endure b. completely
3. to boot c. touch or push with elbow
4. utterly d. noticeable
5. fluster e. rigidly, formally
6. stiffly f. stir up, worry, excite
7. conspicuous g. effort
8. nudge h. _into the bargain
2. Make word combinations.
1. throbbing a. habitat v HEHABHCTH K ce0e
2. self b. head v IyIbCHpYROLas rojioBa
3. natural c. loathing v/ 3aMHTEP-HHOE HIyPIIAHUE
4. interested d. legs v/ HEBEpHBIE HOTH
5. wobbling e. window displays v/ HaCMENLIMBHIE BBIBECKH
6. mocking f. rustle v’ cpema oOUTaHKs

3. Translate into English.

HatsiHyTo ynbioaTbes

[lynscupyromias BEeHKa

3aMeTHbIN OecopsAA0K MPUYECKH U MaKUsKa
BriHECTH BCE U BBIKUTh HAKOHEI]
B3B0JIHOBaHHBIN KECT

VVVYVYYV
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CrioTHyTh C yCUIIMEM

Bro6aBok oHa MOJTHOCTHIO €r0 UTHOPUPOBAJIA HA IPUEME
[Iynscupyronme BUCKH

OmnepeTses Ha pyKy C YCUIIUEM
HacmennuBeii roMop

HeBbiHOCUMAst paiocTh OBITHS

PBaHyThCsl HA HEBEPHBIX HOTaX U PyXHYTh
[lypmaniue TapakaHsl

Bo30y>xaeHHBIN MIETIOT B YTy

OTBeuaTh HATSHYTO HA BOIPOCHI CJIEJOBATEIS
Jplmats ¢ ycunuem

4. Word building.

NOUN VERB ADJECTIVE /ADVERB
endurance v v
- v unbearable
treatment v -
v - awkwardly
v v stiffly
v humiliate -

5. Complete with prepositions.

» Itry to work ... a few basics like: Who am I?

» Just something small, to cheer me .. up. A T-shirt or something.
» Don’tdo it. You’re .. debt.

» Then I reach ... the matching waffle slippers.

COMPREHENSION CHECK

6. Answer the questions.

& LN

Why was her waking up miserable?

What thoughts are churning in her head while in Aroma?
What makes Octagon her favorite shop?

What did she buy? Choose from the box in the right order.

a top with a silver star, fluffy pullover, a white waffle
robe, waffle slippers, apron, bolster cushions, a huge scented
candle, high heeled shoes, a bottle of shower gel, a bag of
handmade potpourri, bouquet, eyeliner, anorak.

1.
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5. How much did this all stuff cost?
6. How did this shopping magic effect her this time? What was the

difference?

7. What happened at the checkout point?
8. What place could she go?

TRANSLATION WORK

8. Translate the extract.

Pacnpogaxky B MOCKOBCKHX Mara3mHax
Eaena, 37 et

MeHs He OTTallUTh OT Mara3uHOB: 1 OCTABJISIIO TaM MOYTH BCE
3apaboTtanHoe. Koryia 3apmiatel HET, 1 X0Ky M0 OyTHKaM, MEPSIt0
Beny. Ho Hukoraa He yxoxy 0€3 MOKyIKU: XOTh HOCKH, HO HaJl0
KynuTh! HacTpoeHue moBbIIIaeTcss MOMEHTAIBHO.

Diidopust mocie NOKYMKU IJTUTCS HEOJT0: OJJMH-/IBa pa3a HaJeHY
u youparo. Mnorma nepeduparo Bech mkad, nymato: "["'ocroau, 3auem s
Bce 3T0 nokynana!". Kak
Oynro OblIa B TpaHCe.
Bemm otnaro 3HaKOMEBIM.
Jaxe my0y HEeJJaBHO
oT/ana — He Mool
MHe. O0yBb IoMa Y MEHS
kopobkamu. Korga roctu
MPUXOMST, OHU
YIUBJISIIOTCS TOMY, YTO
3TO YK€ ropa.

OueHb 4acTo s OCTaIOCh MpakTHUecKu 0e3 eapl. E3xy Ha 00ebl
U Y>KUHBI K POJIUTENSIM — OHU OYEHb [MOMOTal0T. MaMma MeHsI pyraer
3a TPAHXXUPCTBO, HO KYNHUTh ceOe Bellr — 3To opma JIt0OBH K cede.
MHe HUKTO HU pa3y B KU3HU HE JieNal MOJapKOB, HE TapUJI LIBETOB.

JT0, HAaBEpPHOE, U3 JIETCTBA: g pociia B Je(DUIIUTHBIE TObI
MEPECTPONKHU, U HAM C CECTPOM MPUXOAUIOCH JOHAIIUBATH YbU-TO
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Beny. Korma Mel 13 HUX BeIpacTalidi — MaMa JOIIMBaIa TKaHb. S
MedTaja O TOM, YTO, KOTJIa BeIPacTy, Oy1y 0OJeBaThCs KPAcHBO.

Ho 310 crano 3aBucumMoctsio. [IpITatoch 0CTaHOBUTHCHL.
[Tpuaymana cebe puTyai: cHadansa 0OOMTH BCE Mara3uHbl, a TOTOM
nenathb BbIOOp. Elle s oTKpbuUIa cYeT /I ChIHA, IEPEBOXKY YacTh JICHET
emy. OH cKOpO OyJIeT MOCTYyMaTh, ¥ HAJIO XOTh YTO-TO YCIETh
HAKOIHUTh.

CHAPTER 16

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

WHEN I TURN UP at my parents’ house that afternoon without warning,
saying [ want to stay for a few days, I can’t say they seem shocked.

In fact, so unsurprised do they seem that I begin to wonder if they’ve been
expecting this eventuality all along, ever since | moved to London. Have they
been waiting every week for me to arrive on the doorsteps with no luggage and
red eyes? They’re certainly behaving as calmly as a hospital casualty team
operating an emergency procedure.

Except that surely the casualty team wouldn’t keep arguing about the best
way to resuscitate the patient? After a few minutes, | feel like going outside,
letting them decide on their plan of action, and ringing the bell again.

“You go upstairs and have a nice hot bath,” says Mum, as soon as I’ve put
down my handbag. “I expect you’re exhausted!”

“She doesn’t have to have a bath if she doesn’t want to!” retorts Dad. “She
might want a drink!

D’you want a drink, darling?”

“Is that wise?”” says Mum, shooting him a meaningful what-if-she’s-an-
alkie? look, which presumably I’'m not supposed to notice.

“I don’t want a drink, thanks,” I say. “But I’d love a cup of tea.”

“Of course you would!” says Mum. “Graham, go and put the kettle on.”
And she gives him another meaningful look. As soon as he’s disappeared into
the kitchen, she comes close to me and says, in a lowered voice, “Are you
feeling all right, darling? Is anything. . wrong?”

Oh God, there’s nothing like your mother’s sympathetic voice to make you
want to burst into tears.

“Well,” I say, in a slightly uncertain voice. “Things have been better. ’'m
just. . in a bit of a difficult situation at the moment. But it’ll be all right in the
end.” I give a small shrug and look away.
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“Because. .” She lowers her voice even more. “Your father isn’t as old-
fashioned as he seems. And | know that if it were a case of us looking after a. . a
little one, while you pursued your career. .”

What?

“Mum, don’t worry!” I exclaim sharply. “I’m not pregnant!”

“I never said you were,” she says, and flushes a little. “I just wanted to
offer you our support.”

My parents watch too many soap operas, that’s their trouble. In fact, they
were probably hoping I was pregnant. By my wicked married lover whom they
could then murder and bury under the patio.

And what’s this “offer you our support” business, anyway? My mum
would never have said that before she started watching Ricki Lake.

“Well, come on,” she says. “Let’s sit you down with a nice cup of tea.”

And so | follow her into the kitchen, and we all sit down with a cup of tea.
And | have to say, it is very nice. Hot strong tea and a chocolate bourbon biscuit.
Perfect. | close my eyes and take a few sips, and then open them again, to see
both my parents gazing at me with naked curiosity all over their faces.
Immediately my mother changes her expression to a smile, and my father gives
a little cough — but I can tell, they are gagging to know what’s wrong.

“So,” I say cautiously, and both their heads jerk up. “You’re both well, are
you?” “Oh yes,” says my mother. “Yes, we’re fine.” There’s another silence.

“Becky?” says my father gravely, and both Mum and I swivel to face him.
“Are you in some kind of trouble we should know about? Only tell us if you
want to,” he adds hastily. “And I want you to know — we’re there for you.”

That’s another bloody Ricki Lake — ism, too. My parents should really get
out more.

“Are you all right, darling?”” says Mum gently — and she sounds so kind
and understanding that, in spite of myself, | find myself putting down my cup
with a bit of a clatter and saying “To tell you the truth, I am in a spot of bother. I
didn’t want to worry you, so I haven’t said anything before now. .” I can feel
tears gathering in my eyes.

“What is it?”” says Mum in a panicky voice. “You’re on drugs, aren’t you?”

“No, I’'m not on drugs!” I exclaim. “I’m just. . It’s just that I. . 'm. .” I take
a deep gulp of tea. This is even harder than | thought it would be. Come on,
Rebecca, just say it.

I close my eyes and clench my hand tightly around my mug.

“The truth is. .” I say slowly.

“Yes?” says Mum.

“The truth is. .” I open my eyes. “I’m being stalked. By a man called. .
called Derek Smeath.” There’s silence apart from a long hiss as my father sucks
in breath.

“I knew it!” says my mother in a sharp, brittle voice. “I knew it! [ knew
there was something wrong!”
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“We all knew there was something wrong!” says my father, and rests his
elbows heavily on the table.

“How long has this been going on, Becky?”

“Oh, ahm. . months now,” I say, staring into my tea. “It’s just. . pestering,
really. It’s not serious or anything. But I just couldn’t deal with it anymore.”

“And who is this Derek Smeath?” says Dad. “Do we know him?”

“I don’t think so. I came across him. . I came across him through work.”

“Of course you did!” says Mum. “A young, pretty girl like you, with a
high-profile career. . I knew this was going to happen!”

“Is he another journalist?”” says Dad, and I shake my head.

“He works for Endwich Bank. He does things like. . like phone up and
pretend he’s in charge of my bank account. He’s really convincing.”

There’s silence while my parents digest this and I eat another chocolate
bourbon.

“Well,” says Mum at last. “I think we’ll have to phone the police.”

“No!” I exclaim, spluttering crumbs all over the table. “I don’t want the
police! He’s never threatened me or anything. In fact, he’s not really a stalker at
all. He’s just a pain. I thought if I disappeared for a while. .”

“I see,” says Dad, and glances at Mum. “Well, that makes sense.”

“So what I suggest,” I say, meshing my hands tightly in my lap, “is that if
he rings, you say I’ve gone abroad and you don’t have a number for me. And. .
if anyone else rings, say the same thing. Even Suze.

I’ve left her a message saying ’'m OK — but I don’t want anyone to know
where [ am.”

“Are you sure?” says Mum, wrinkling her brow. “Wouldn’t it be better to
go to the police?”

“No!” I say quickly. “That would only make him feel important. I just want
to vanish for a bit.”

“Fine,” says Dad. “As far as we’re concerned, you’re not here.”

He reaches across the table and clasps my hand. And as | see the worry on
his face, I hate myself for what I’'m doing.

But I simply can’t tell my kind, loving parents that their so-called
successful daughter with her socalled top job is in fact a disorganized, deceitful
mess, up to her eyeballs in debt.

And so we have supper (Waitrose Cumberland Pie) and watch an Agatha
Christie adaption together, and then | go upstairs to my old bedroom, put on an
old nightie, and go to bed. And when | wake up the next morning, | feel more
happy and rested than | have for weeks.

Above all, staring at my old bedroom ceiling, | feel safe. Cocooned from
the world; wrapped up in cotton wool. No one can get me here. No one even
knows I’'m here. I won’t get any nasty letters and I won’t get any nasty phone
calls and I won’t get any nasty visitors. It’s like a sanctuary. I feel as if 'm
fifteen again, with nothing to worry about but my homework. (And I haven’t
even got any of that.)
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It’s at least nine o’clock before I rouse myself and get out of bed, and as |
do so, it occurs to me that miles away in London, Derek Smeath is expecting me
to arrive for a meeting in half an hour. A slight twinge passes through my
stomach and for a moment I consider phoning up the bank and giving some
excuse. But even as I’'m considering it, I know I’m not going to do it. I don’t
even want to acknowledge the bank’s existence. I want to forget all about it.

None of it exists anymore. Not the bank, not VISA, not Octagon. All
eliminated from my life, just like that.

The only call I make is to the office, because I don’t want them sacking me
in my absence. | phone at nine-twenty — before Philip gets in — and get Mavis
on reception.

“Hello, Mavis?”’ I croak. “It’s Rebecca Bloomwood here. Can you tell
Philip I’'m ill1?”

“You poor thing!” says Mavis. “Is it bronchitis?”

“I’m not sure,” I croak. “I’ve got a doctor’s appointment later. I must go.
Bye.”

And that’s it. One phone call, and I’m free. No one suspects anything —
why should they? I feel light with relief. It’s so easy to escape. I should have
done this long ago.

At the back of my mind, like a nasty little gremlin, is the knowledge that |
won’t be able to stay here forever. That sooner or later things will start to catch
up with me. But the point is — not yet. And in the meantime, I’m not even
going to think about it. I’'m just going to have a nice cup of tea and watch
Morning Coffee and blank my mind out completely.

As I go into the kitchen, Dad’s sitting at the table, reading the paper.
There’s the smell of toast in the air, and Radio Four in the background. Just like
when | was younger and lived at home. Life was simple then. No bills, no
demands, no threatening letters. An enormous wave of nostalgia overcomes me,
and | turn away to fill the kettle, blinking slightly.

“Interesting news,” says Dad, jabbing at The Daily Telegraph.

“Oh yes?” I say, putting a tea bag in a mug. “What’s that?”

“Scottish Prime has taken over Flagstaff Life.”

“Oh right,” I say vaguely. “Right. Yes, I think I’d heard that was going to
happen.”

“All the Flagstaff Life investors are going to receive huge windfall
payments. The biggest ever, apparently.”

“Gosh,” I say, trying to sound interested. I reach for a copy of Good
Housekeeping, flick it open, and begin to read my horoscope.

But something’s niggling at my mind. Flagstaff Life. Why does that sound
familiar? Who was | talking to about. .

“Martin and Janice next door!” I exclaim suddenly. “They’re with Flagstaff
Life! Have been for fifteen years.”

“Then they’ll do very well,” says Dad. “The longer you’ve been with them,
the more you get, apparently.”
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He turns the page with a rustle, and | sit down at the table with my cup of
tea and a Good Housekeeping article on making Easter cakes. It’s not fair, I find
myself thinking resentfully. Why can’t I get a windfall payment? Why doesn’t
Endwich Bank get taken over? Then they could pay me a windfall big enough to
wipe out my overdraft.

“Any plans for the day?” says Dad, looking up.

“Not really,” I say, and take a sip of tea.

Any plans for the rest of my life? Not really.

In the end, | spend a pleasant, unchallenging morning helping Mum sort
out a pile of clothes for a jumble sale, and at twelve-thirty we go into the kitchen
to make a sandwich. As | look at the clock, the fact that | was supposed to be at
Endwich Bank three hours ago flickers through my mind — but very far off, like
a distant clock chiming. My whole London life seems remote and unreal now.
This is where | belong. Away from the madding crowd; at home with Mum and
Dad, having a nice relaxed uncomplicated time.

After lunch I wander out into the garden with one of Mum’s mail-order
catalogues, and go and sit on the bench by the apple tree. A moment later, | hear
a voice from over the garden fence, and look up. It’s Martin from next door.
Hmm. I’m not feeling very well disposed toward Martin at the moment.

“Hello, Becky,” he says softly. “Are you all right?”

“I’m fine, thanks,” I say shortly. And I don’t fancy your son, I feel like
adding.

“Becky,” says Janice, appearing beside Martin, holding a garden trowel.
She gives me an awestricken look. “We heard about your. . stalker,” she
whispers.

“It’s criminal,” says Martin fiercely. “These people should be locked up.”

“If there’s anything we can do,” says Janice. “Anything at all. You just let
us know.”

“I’m fine, really,” I say, softening. “I just want to stay here for a while. Get
away from it all.”

“Of course you do,” says Martin. “Wise girl.”

“I was saying to Martin this morning,” says Janice, “you should hire a
bodyguard.”

“Can’t be too careful,” says Martin. “Not these days.”

“The price of fame,” says Janice, sorrowfully shaking her head. “The price
of fame.”

“Well, anyway,” I say, trying to get off the subject of my stalker. “How are
you?”

“Oh, we’re both well,” says Martin. “I suppose.” To my surprise there’s a
forced cheerfulness to his voice. He glances at Janice, who frowns and shakes
her head slightly.

“Anyway, you must be pleased with the news,” I say brightly. “About
Flagstaff Life.” There’s silence.

“Well,” says Martin. “We would have been.”
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“No one could have known,” says Janice, giving a little shrug. “It’s just one
of those things. Just the luck of the draw.”

“What is?” I say, puzzled. “I thought you were getting some huge great
windfall.”

“It appears. .” Martin rubs his face. “It appears not in our case.”

“But. . but why?”

“Martin phoned them up this morning,” says Janice. “To see how much we
would be getting. They were saying in the papers that long-term investors would
be getting thousands. But—" She glances at Martin.

“But what?” I say, feeling a twinge of alarm.

“Apparently we’re no longer eligible,” says Martin awkwardly. “Since we
switched our investment. Our old fund would have qualified, but. .” He coughs.
“I mean, we will get something — but it’ll only be about £100.”

| stare at him blankly.

“But you only switched—"

“Two weeks ago,” he says. “That’s the irony. If we’d just held on a little bit
longer. . Still, what’s done is done. No point whining about it.” He gives a
resigned shrug and smiles at Janice, who smiles back.

And | look away and bite my lip.

A nasty cold feeling is creeping over me. They took the decision to switch
their money based on my advice, didn’t they? They asked me if they should
switch funds, and I said go ahead. But now I come to think of it. . hadn’t I
already heard a rumor about this takeover? Oh God. Could | have stopped this?

“We could never have known these windfalls would happen,” says Janice,
and puts her hand comfortingly on his arm. “They keep these things secret right
up until the last minute, don’t they, Becky?”

My throat’s too tight to answer. I can remember exactly now. It was Alicia
who first mentioned the takeover. The day before | came down here. And then
Philip said something about it in the office. Something about with-profits
holders doing well. Except. . I wasn’t really listening. I think I was doing my
nails at the time.

“Twenty thousand pounds, they reckon we would have got if we’d stayed,”
says Martin gloomily.

“Makes you sick to think about it. Still, Janice is right. We couldn’t have
known. Nobody knew.” Oh God. This is all my fault. It’s all my fault. If I’d just
used my brain and thought for once. .

“Oh, Becky, don’t look so upset!” says Janice. “This isn’t your fault! You
didn’t know! Nobody knew! None of us could have—"

“I knew,” I hear myself saying miserably.

There’s a flabbergasted silence.

“What?” says Janice faintly.

“I didn’t know, exactly,” I say, staring at the ground. “But I heard a sort of
rumor about it a while ago. | should have said something when you asked me. |
should have warned you to wait. But I just. . didn’t think. I didn’t remember.” I
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force myself to look up and meet Martin’s astonished gaze. “I. . I'm really sorry.
It’s all my fault.”

There’s silence, during which Janice and Martin glance at each other and |
hunch my shoulders, loathing myself. Inside, I can hear the phone ringing, and
footsteps as someone goes to answer it.

“I see,” says Martin eventually. “Well. . not to worry. These things
happen.”

“Don’t blame yourself, Becky,” says Janice kindly. “It was our decision to
switch funds, not yours.”

“And remember, you’ve been under a lot of pressure yourself recently,”
adds Martin, putting a sympathetic hand on my arm. “What with this dreadful
stalking business.”

Now I really feel like dirt. I don’t deserve these people’s kindness. I’ve just
lost them £20,000, through being too bloody lazy to keep up with events I’'m
supposed to know about. I’'m a financial journalist, for God’s sake.

And suddenly, standing there in my parents’ garden on a Monday
afternoon, I’m plunged to the lowest ebb of my life. What have I got going for
me? Nothing. Not one thing. I can’t control my money, I can’t do my job, and I
haven’t got a boyfriend. I’ve hurt my best friend, I’ve lied to my parents — and
now I’ve ruined my neighbors. “Becky?”

My father’s voice interrupts us all, and I look up in surprise. He’s striding
across the lawn toward us, a perturbed look on his face.

“Becky, don’t be alarmed,” he says, “but I’ve just had that Derek Smeath
chap on the phone.” “What?” I say, feeling my face drain in horror.

“The stalker?” exclaims Janice, and Dad gives a sober nod.

“Quite an unpleasant fellow, I would say. He was really quite aggressive
toward me.” “But how does he know Becky’s here?” says Janice.

“Obviously just taking potluck,” says Dad. “I was very civil, simply told
him you weren’t here and that I had no idea where you were.”

“And. . and what did he say?” I say in a strangled voice.

“Came out with some nonsense about a meeting you’d set up with him.”
Dad shakes his head. “The chap’s obviously deluded.”

“You should change your number,” advises Martin. “Go ex-directory.”

“But where was he phoning from?”” says Janice, her voice rising in alarm.
“He could be anywhere!”

She starts looking agitatedly around the garden as though expecting him to
jump out from behind a bush.

“Exactly,” says Dad. “So, Becky, I think maybe you should come inside
now. You never know with these characters.”

“OK,” I say numbly. I can’t quite believe this is happening. I look at Dad’s
kind, concerned face and suddenly I can barely meet his eye. Oh, why didn’t I
tell him and Mum the truth? Why did | let myself get into this situation?

“You look quite shaken up, dear,” says Janice, and pats me on the shoulder.
“You go and have a nice sit down.”
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“Yes,” I say. “Yes, I think I will.”

And Dad leads me off gently toward the house, as though | were some kind
of invalid.

This is all getting out of hand. Now not only do | feel like an utter failure, |
don’t feel safe anymore, either. | feel exposed and edgy. I sit on the sofa next to
Mum, drinking tea and watching Countdown, and every time there’s a sound
outside, I jump.

What if Derek Smeath’s on his way here? How long would it take him to
drive here from London?

An hour and a half? Two, if the traffic’s bad?

He wouldn’t do that. He’s a busy man.

But he might.

Or send the bailiffs round. Oh God. Threatening men in leather jackets. My
stomach is squeezed tight with fear. In fact, I’'m beginning to feel as though I
genuinely am being stalked.

As the commercial break begins, Mum reaches for a catalogue full of
gardening things. “Look at this lovely birdbath,” she says. “I’m going to get one
for the garden.” “Great,” I mutter, unable to concentrate.

“They’ve got some super window boxes, t0o,” she says. “You could do
with some nice window boxes in your flat.”

“Yes,” | say. “Maybe.”

“Shall I put you down for a couple? They’re not expensive.”

“No, it’s OK.”

“You can pay by check, or VISA. .” she says, flipping over the page.

“No, really, Mum,” I say, my voice sharpening slightly.

“You could just phone up with your VISA card, and have them delivered—

“Mum, stop it!” I cry. “I don’t want them, OK?”

Mum gives me a surprised, slightly reproving look and turns to the next
page of her catalogue. And | gaze back at her, full of a choking panic. My VISA
card doesn’t work. My debit card doesn’t work. Nothing works. And she has no
idea.

Don’t think about it. Don’t think about it. I grab for an ancient copy of the
Radio Times on the coffee table and begin to leaf through it blindly.

“It’s a shame about poor Martin and Janice, isn’t it?”” says Mum, looking
up. “Fancy switching funds two weeks before the takeover! Such bad luck!”

“I know,” I mumble, staring down at a page of listings. I don’t want to be
reminded about Martin and Janice.

“It seems a terrible coincidence,” says Mum, shaking her head. “That the
company should launch this new fund just before the takeover. You know, there
must be a lot of people who did exactly what Martin and Janice did, who have
lost out. Dreadful, really.” She looks at the television. “Oh look, it’s starting
again.”
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The cheery Countdown music begins to play, and a round of applause
rattles noisily from the television. But I’'m not listening to it, or even paying any
attention to the vowels and consonants. I’m thinking about what Mum has just
said. A terrible coincidence — but it wasn’t exactly a coincidence, was it? The
bank actually wrote to Janice and Martin, suggesting that they switch funds.
They even offered an incentive, didn’t they? A carriage clock.

Suddenly 1 feel alert. | want to see the letter from Flagstaff Life — and find
out exactly how long before the takeover they sent it.
ending,” ” says Mum, staring at the screen. “That’s six. Ooh, there’s an
S. Can you have

‘endings’?”

“I’m just. . popping next door,” | say, getting to my feet. “I won’t be a
minute.”

As Martin opens the front door, | see that he and Janice have also been
sitting in front of the telly, watching Countdown.

“Hi,” I say sheepishly. “I was just wondering — could | have a quick
chat?”

“Of course!” says Martin. “Come on in! Would you like a sherry?”

“Oh,” I say, a little taken aback. I mean, not that I’'m against drinking,
obviously — but it isn’t even five o’clock yet. “Well — OK then.”

“Never too early for a sherry!” says Martin.

“I’ll have another one, thanks, Martin,” comes Janice’s voice from the
sitting room.Blow me down. They’re a pair of alcoholics!Oh God, perhaps this
is my fault too. Perhaps their financial mishap has driven them to seek solace in
alcohol and daytime television.

“I was just wondering,” I say nervously as Martin pours dark brown sherry
into a schooner. “Just out of interest, could I have a look at that letter you got
from Flagstaff Life, asking you to switch funds? | was wondering when they
sent it.”

“It arrived the very day we saw you,” says Martin. “Why do you want to
see 1t?”” He raises his glass.“Your good health.”

“Cheers,” I say, and take a sip. “I’m just wondering—"

“Come into the living room,” he interrupts, and ushers me through from the
hall. “Here you are, my love,” he adds, and gives Janice her sherry. “Bottoms
up!”

e ¢

“Sssh,” she replies. “It’s the numbers game! I need to concentrate.”

“I thought I might do a little investigation into this,” I whisper to Martin as
the Countdown clock ticks round. “I feel so bad about it.”

“Fifty times 4 1s 200,” says Janice suddenly. “Six minus 3 is 3, times 7 is
21 and add it on.”

“Well done, love!” says Martin, and roots about in a carved oak sideboard.
“Here’s the letter,” he says. “So — do you want to write an article or
something?”

“Possibly,” I say. “You wouldn’t mind, would you?”
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“Mind?” He gives a little shrug. “No, I wouldn’t think so.”

“Sssh!” says Janice. “It’s the Countdown Conundrum.”

“Right,” I whisper. “Well, I’ll just. . I’ll just take this, shall [?”

“Explicate!” yells Janice. “No, exploited!”

“And. . thanks for the sherry.” I take a huge gulp, shuddering slightly at its
sticky sweetness, then put my glass down and tiptoe out of the room.Half an
hour later, sitting in my bedroom, I’ve read the letter from Flagstaff Life six
times and I’m sure there’s something fishy about it. How many investors must
have switched funds after receiving this crappy carriage clock offer - and missed
out on their windfall? More to the point, how much money must Flagstaff Life
have saved? Suddenly I really want to know. There’s a growing indignation in
me; a growing determination to find out exactly what’s been going on and, if it’s
what | suspect, to expose it. To print the truth and warn others. For the first time
in my life, I’m actually interested in a financial story.And I don’t just want to
write it up for Successful Saving, either. This deserves the widest audience
possible. Eric Foreman’s card is still in my purse, with his direct telephone
number printed at the top, and | take it out. | go to the phone and quickly punch
in the number before Ican change my mind. “Eric Foreman, Daily World,”
comes his voice, booming down the line.Am I really doing this?

“Hi,” I say nervously. “I don’t know if you remember me. Rebecca
Bloomwood from SuccessfulSaving. We met at the Sacrum Asset Management
press conference.”

“That’s right, so we did,” he says cheerfully. “How are you, my love?”

“I’m fine,” I say, and clench my hand tightly around the receiver.
“Absolutely fine. Ahm. . I was just wondering, are you still running your series
on ‘Can We Trust the Money Men?’ ”

“We are, as it goes,” says Eric Foreman. “Why?”

“It’s just. .” I swallow. “I think I’ve got a story that might interest you.”

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 16

VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

226



1. esuscitate a. MOAKPaIbIBATHCS
2. brittle b. nomkwmii
3. pester C. JaBWTHCH, 3aTHIKATh POT, KJISII
4. clench d. cBaTumine
5. windfall e. rop0, ropOUTHCS
6. hunch f.  ouemneHenslii, HEMOM
7. loath g. _ TOTOJIOK
8. crumbs h. cxumarp
9. ceilingr I.  KpOomKH
10. sanctuary J. HeOXXHIaHHAs yaada
11. stalk K. peaHmMHpOBATH
12. gag |. nmonumath, mpecieaoBaTh
13. solace M. HeyJaava, HeCYacThe
14. numb N. yTenieHue
15. mishap 0. WCHBITEIBATH OTBPAIICHHE
2. Make word combinations.
1. casualty v’ patient >  PEaHUMUPOBATHIALMEHTA
2. with naked v’ career » cracareiibHas KOMaHa
3._high-profile v’ team > C HENPHUKD. JTFOOOIBITCTBOM
4. resuscitate v’ curiosity »  JICTKHE YTPBI3CHUS COBECTH
5. deceitful v’ sense >  GecropsI0uHbIE IPOJAKU
6. windfall v’ sale >  HACHJILCTBEHHAs 0OIPOCTh
7. utter v' look > yjmauHas Kapbepa
8. terrible v silence > JDKHBas Ipsi3b
9. forced v' failure > OLIEIOMJICHHAS TUIIHHA
10. flabbergasted v cheerfulness »  yIpeKaroIIui B3I
11. slight v’ payment > I0JIHas HeyJaaya
12. rep-roving_j v'  coincidence »  HEIpPEJBHJICHHBIC BHITUIATHI
13. jumble v' twinge >  Y)KACHOE COBIIZIEHHUE
14. make v mess >  HMMETh CMBLI
3. Word building
NOUN VERB ADJECTIVE
o - cautious
o impregnate o
o coincide o
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indignation - <
digestion > >

o o convincing

» deceit >

% agitate o
4. Match synonyms.

1. stalk a. harsh

2. sharp b.ban

3. sack C. chase

4. poke d. suitable

5. numb e. complete

6. utter f. speechless

7. _eligible g. astonish

8. edgy h. bad luck

9. solace I. consolation

10. mishap j. irritated

11. agitatedly k. hate

12. loath |. excitedly

13. flabbergast m. jab

14. eliminate n.fire

5. Translate into English

PeanumMupoBath )XepTBY Cyulluia
Peanumanionnas opurajia
Peanumanmonnast manara

Hewmas ckop0Ob

PeanumaniioHHbIE MEPOIIPHUSTHS

JIoMKuii TOJ10C

JloruMarth OJIU3KHUX

OHa uMesa NpUBBIYKY JIOHUMATh Ha4epHUILy
Cxatb KyJaku

HeoxuanHnas orpoMHas yaada
HenpenBuieHHbIN JEHEKHBIA BBIATPHILLI
['op6aTas cniHa

OHu pa3rpabuiu U OCKBEPHIIN CBATUIIUIIE HHKOB
C KJISI1IOM BO PTY OH YTO-TO MbIYall
CropOuThCs OT rOpst U CThIAA

YyBcTBO Ope3rIMBOCTHU K cede

VVVVVVVVVVYVYVYVYYVYYVYY
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Croum, 3aChIITaHHBIN KPOIIIKaMH OT TTUPOTa
Krnearb kpouiku co ctoja

Hemoii ynpek

JIpeBHEE CBATUIUIIE

Cnaboe yTelnieHue

VVVYYVY

6. Complete with prepositions.

> When I turned .. at my parents’ house that afternoon without
warning I can’t say they seem shocked.

> There’s nothing like your mother’s sympathetic voice to make you
want to burst .... tears.

> You’'re .. drugs, aren’t you?”

> And | want you to know - we’re there ... you.”

> He works ... Endwich Bank.
> He does things like. . like phone up and pretend he’s .. charge of
my bank account.

> Above all, staring .. my old bedroom ceiling, | feel safe. Cocooned
from the world; wrapped .. in cotton wool.

> Al do so, it occurs .. me that miles away in London, Derek Smeath
IS expecting me to arrive for a meeting in half an hour.

> That sooner or later things will start to catch .. with me.

> Coffee and blank my mind ... completely.

> “Scottish Prime has taken .... Flagstaff Life.”

> Then they could pay me a windfall big enough to wipe ... my
overdraft.
> I spend a pleasant, unchallenging morning helping Mum sort ... a
pile of clothes for a jumble sale.
> I’m supposed to know about. I’m a financial journalist, ... God’s
sake.
> I’ve just lost them £20,000, through being too bloody lazy to keep
.. with events I’m supposed to know about.

COMPREHENSION CHECK

7. Answer the questions.

1. Were Bex’s parents shocked by
her arrival?

2. How did they behave? Why?

3. What was their scenario for
imaginary married lover?

4. What is Ricki Lake-ism?
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5. What story did Bex make up? Why did she do that?

6. How did she arrange a day off?

7. What news was there in the morning newspaper? How did Endwich
Bank save a lot of money?

8. How had it encouraged the clients to switch funds?

9. What did her recommendation result in for Martin and his wife?
10. Why could not she look her dad into the eye?

11. What kind of feelings were growing inside her? Why?

TRANSLATION WORK

8.Translate the extract.

A 0ecrmoJie3Horo moMmuHra.

My:x-monoroauk! Jly4die 0b1i1 0bI a71KOr0J

A [ C My>keM MbI MO3HAKOMIIUCH B Marazune. O
/. BBIOMpAJI 3MMHIOIO IIAMKY, & KU TOPHOJIBIAKHBIE
’\‘ OOTHHKH, MMAaYKy HOCKOB U BETPOBKY «Ha BCSIKUH C.
Moii Oynytuii My, Ha3BaBIuiicss EBrenuem, Bur
BU3UTHHUILY C JUCKOHTHBIMHU KapTaMU U MPOTSAHYJI HYkHYI0. Takoil OpuKker co ¢
s BUJIEJIa OJIMH pa3 - y Moeu rinaMmypHou noapyru Hunsl. Bunumo, y EBrenust T
noApyra M TOKe riaaMypHasi, OLIEHUJIA 1 YXOKEHHbIA BUJ HOBOTO 3HAKOMOTO U
norpycraena. Ho kpacaBuuk nomnpocui HoMep TesedoHa.

Ha nepBoe cBuaanue XKens npuiien ¢ po3oit u nakerom. «Kopobka xonde
BCTPEIECHYJIACh BHYTPH IOTAJKA.

- JIyukoBas nuna! - oOpagoBan Oyaymuii cynpyr. - lllen Mmumo, cmotpro -
TOPTOBOM LIEHTPE pacnpoaaxa. B xo3siicTBe nmpuroaurcs!

Mamouku Mo, OH elle U JoMOBUTHIN. [Toka st 6iaromapusiia cyas0y 3a 1o}
Kens 3acmotpersics Ha BUTpUHY: «MoOKeT, 3aiijleM Ha MUHYTOYKY, IIaNKY-TO 5’
kynui!» ['onoBHBIX yOOPOB B MarasuHe He 0Ka3ajoch, 3aTO ObLI TOIy00il CBUTE
aKBAaMapUHOBBIN JKEMIIEp K HEMY M «paclpoAakHbie» MIaBku. EcTecTBeHHO, M
KYIIWJIN BCE.

- Mycsi, 51 TOJIBKO YTO B Mara3smHe BUEN KpacuBbie Ty(GIH MPSIMO isl TeOs
npumepum! - JIro6asi HopMabHas KEHIIMHA, YCIBIIIAB TaKOe, Y)Ke HATATUBAET
a s1 BCIIOMUHAI0, HAJIEJKHO JIU IPUIIPSATAHbl BU3UTHULIA U KPEAUTKH.

Mpi sxeHaThl 60JIbIIIE TO/1A, U 51 3HAK0, YTO MO MY 3aMTONHBIA MTOTIOTOJIHK
MOKYIIA€eT, MOKa HEe KOHYaTcs JIeHbIr'n. Kak Bbl MOHMMAaETe, MPU TaKUX TEMIax
KOHYAIOTCS OHU OBICTPO. A ciumepbl, KOGEMOJIKH 32 TOJIIEHBI U PAMKH JJIS CEM
($h0TO Bce paBHO MaHSAT KaK MarHuT. TyT U UIYT B XOJ pa3HbIC YXUILIPEHUSI.

«TBos mogpyra neppasi CKaxeT, YTO Mbl, KaK JIOXH, 0€3 TeJTMKa Ha KyXHE»
«MPOCTasi MAaHUITYJISIUSD OT CyNpyra B MarasuHe ObITOBOM TEXHUKHU.

«TbI ciuikoM MHOTO paboTaenib, mopa Ham OTJOXHYTh, TeM OoJee ceifuar

230



KYIIOHAaM CKHJIKa B MaCCa)XHOM CaJIOHE» - TpUEM «3a00Ta 0 JIIOOUMOM KeHey.
«Cry1iaii, Hy HacTaHeT BeCHa, HaJlo Oy/IeT MOMOoraTh Ha Jlaue, MOXKET ObITh, B
CIIOPT3aJl MOXOIUTH?» - MPUEM «3a00Ta HE TOJIBKO O JKEHE, HO U O €€ MaTepu», U,
KOHEUYHO, OH YK€ 3HAeT O KIyOHBIX CKUJKAX B (PUTHEC-IIEHTpE.
TosbKO BBl HE TOAYMAKNTE, YTO MYX - MOHCTp, HET, OH 3a00TJIMBBIN, TIOOSIINI 1
YMHBII, MHOTO pa0oTaeT u 3apadatbiBaeT. J{a 4To TaM, 4aCTEHbKO Mbl BMECTE
yCTpauBaJId IIOMUHT.

CHAPTER 17

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

| HAVE NEVER BEFORE worked so hard on an article. Never.Mind you,
I’ve never before been asked to write one so quickly. At Successful Saving, we
get a whole month to write our articles — and we complain about that. When
Eric Foreman said, “Can you do it by tomorrow?”” I thought he was joking at
first. I jauntily replied, “Of course!” and nearly added, “In fact, I’ll have it with
you in five minutes’ time!” Then, just in time, I realized he was serious. Crikey.

So I’m round at Martin and Janice’s first thing the next morning with a
Dictaphone, writing down exactly all the information on their investment and
trying to get in lots of heart-wrenching details as advised by Eric.

“We need human interest,” he told me over the phone. “None of your dull
financial reporting here. Make us feel sorry for them. Make us weep. A
hardworking, ordinary couple, who thought they could rely on a few savings to
see them through their old age. Ripped off by the fat cats. What kind of house do
these people live in?”

“Ahmm. . a four-bedroom detached house in Surrey.”

“Well, for Christ’s sake don’t put that in!” he boomed. “I want honest,
poor, and proud. Never demanded a penny off the state, saved to provide for
themselves. Trusted a respectable financial institution. And all it did was kick
them in the face.” He paused, and it sounded as if he might be picking his teeth.
“That kind of thing. Think you can manage it?”” “I. . ahm. . yes! Of course!” I
stuttered.

Oh God, I thought as | put down the phone. What have | got myself into?

But it’s too late to change my mind now. So the next thing is to persuade
Janice and Martin that they don’t mind appearing in The Daily World. The
trouble is, it’s not exactly The Financial Times, is it? Or even the normal Times.
(Still, it could be a lot worse. It could be The Sun — and they’d end up
sandwiched between a topless model and a blurred paparazzi shot of Posh
Spice.)
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Luckily, however, they’re so bowled over that I’'m making all this effort on
their behalf, they don’t seem to care which newspaper I’'m writing for. And
when they hear that a photographer’s coming over at midday to take their
picture, you’d think the queen was coming to visit.

“My hair!” says Janice in dismay, staring into the mirror. “Have I time to
get Maureen in to give me a blow-dry?”

“Not really. And it looks lovely,” I say reassuringly. “Anyway, they want
you as natural as possible. Just. . honest, ordinary people.” I glance around the
living room, trying to pick up poignant details to put into my article.

An anniversary card from their son stands proudly on the well-polished
mantelpiece. But there will be no celebration this year for Martin and Janice
Webster.

“I must phone Phyllis!” says Janice. “She won’t believe it!”

“You weren’t ever a soldier, or anything?” I say thoughtfully to Martin.
“Or a. . a fireman? Anything like that. Before you became a travel agent.”

“Not really, love,” says Martin, wrinkling his brow. “Just the Cadets at
school.”

“Oh, right,” I say, brightening. “That might do.”

Martin Webster fingers the Cadet badge he was so proud to wear as a
youth. His life has been one of hard work and service for others. Now, in his
retirement years, he should be enjoying the rewards he deserves.

But the fat cats have conned him out of his nest egg. The Daily World asks.

“I’ve photocopied all the documents for you,” says Martin. “All the
paperwork. I don’t know if it’ll

be any use. .”

“Oh thanks,” I say, taking the pile of pages from him. “I’ll have a good
read through these.”

When honest Martin Webster received a letter from Flagstaff Life, inviting
him to switch investment funds, he trusted the money men to know what was
best for him.

Two weeks later he discovered they had tricked him out of a £20,000
windfall. “My wife is ill as a result of all this,” he said. “I’m so worried.”

Hmm.

“Janice?” I say, looking up casually. “Do you feel all right? Not. . unwell,
or anything?”

“A bit nervous, to be honest, dear,” she says, looking round from the
mirror. “I’m never very good at having my picture taken.”

“My nerves are shot to pieces,” said Mrs. Webster in a ragged voice. “I’ve
never felt so betrayed in all my life.”

“Well, I think I’ve got enough now,” I say, getting up and switching off my
Dictaphone. “I might have to slightly digress from what’s on the tape — just to
make the story work. You don’t mind, do you?”
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“Of course not!” says Janice. “You write what you like, Becky! We trust
you.”

| look at her soft, friendly face and feel a sudden shot of determination.
This time I’ll get it right.

“So what happens now?” says Martin.

“I’ll have to go and talk to Flagstaff Life,” I say. “Get them to give their
defense.”

“What defense?” says Martin. “There is no defense for what they did to
us!” I grin at him. “Exactly.”

I’'m full of happy adrenaline. All I need to do is get a quote from Flagstaff
Life, and I can start writing the piece. I haven’t got long: it needs to be finished
by two o’clock if it’s going to make tomorrow’s edition. Why has work never
seemed so exciting before?

Briskly I reach for the phone and dial Flagstaff’s number — only to be told
by the switchboard operator that all press inquiries are dealt with out of house.
She gives me a number, which seems rather familiar, and | frown at it for a
moment, then punch it in.

“Hello,” says a smooth voice. “Brandon Communications.”

Of course. Suddenly 1 feel a bit shaky. The word Brandon has hit me right
in the stomach like a punch. I’d forgotten all about Luke Brandon. To be honest,
I’d forgotten all about the rest of my life. And frankly, I don’t want to be
reminded of it.

But it’s OK — I don’t have to speak to him personally, do 1?

“Hi!” I say. “It’s Rebecca Bloomwood here. Ermm. . | just wanted to talk
to somebody about

Flagstaff Life.”

“Let me check. .” says the voice. “Yes, that’s Luke Brandon’s client. I’ll
just put you through to his assistant. .” And the voice disappears before I can say
anything.

Oh God.

I can’t do this. I can’t speak to Luke Brandon. My questions are jotted
down on a piece of paper in front of me, but as I stare at them, I’'m not reading
them. I’m remembering the humiliation I felt that day in Harvey Nichols. That
horrible plunge in my stomach, as | heard the patronizing note in his voice and
suddenly realized what he thought of me. A nothing. A joke.

OK, I can do this, I tell myself firmly. I’1l just be very stern and
businesslike and ask my questions, and. .

“Rebecca!” comes a voice in my ear. “How are you! It’s Alicia here.”

“Oh,” I say in surprise. “I thought I was going to speak to Luke. It’s about
Flagstaff Life.”

“Yes, well,” says Alicia. “Luke Brandon is a very busy man. I’m sure I can
answer any questions

you have.”

“Oh, right,” I say, and pause. “But they’re not your client, are they?”
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“I’m sure that won’t matter in this case,” she says, and gives a little laugh.
“What did you want to know?”

“Right,” I say, and look at my list. “Was it a deliberate strategy for
Flagstaff Life to invite their investors to move out of with-profits just before
they announced windfalls? Some people lost out a lot, you know.”

“Right. .” she says. “Thanks, Camilla, I’ll have smoked salmon and
lettuce.” “What?” I say.

“Sorry, yes, | am with you,” she says. “Just jotting it down. . I’ll have to get
back to you on that, I’'m afraid.”

“Well, I need a response soon!” I say, giving her my number. “My
deadline’s in a few hours.”

“Got that,” says Alicia. Suddenly her voice goes muffled. “No, smoked
salmon. OK then, Chinese chicken. Yes.” The muffle disappears. “So, Rebecca,
any other questions? Tell you what, shall I send you our latest press pack?
That’s bound to answer any other queries. Or you could fax in your questions.”
“Fine,” I say curtly. “Fine, I’ll do that.” And | put the phone down.

For a while | stare straight ahead in brooding silence. Stupid patronizing
cow. Can’t even be bothered to take my questions seriously.

Then gradually it comes to me that this is the way | always get treated
when | ring up press offices. No one’s ever in any hurry to answer my questions,
are they? People are always putting me on hold, saying they’ll ring me back and
not bothering. I’ve never minded before — I’ve rather enjoyed hanging on to a
phone, listening to “Greensleeves.” I’ve never cared before whether people took
me seriously or not.

But today I do care. Today what I’'m doing does seem important, and I do
want to be taken seriously. This article isn’t just about a press release and a
bunch of numbers. Martin and Janice aren’t hypothetical examples dreamed up
by some marketing department. They’re real people with real lives. That money
would have made a huge difference to them.

I’1l show Alicia, I think fiercely. I’ll show them all, Luke Brandon
included. Show them that I, Rebecca Bloomwood, am not a joke.

With a sudden determination I reach for my dad’s typewriter. I feed in
some paper, switch on my Dictaphone, take a deep breath, and begin to type.

Two hours later, | fax my 950-word article to Eric Foreman.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

Chapter 17
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VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. weep a. OecneyHo
2. digress b. mpuBectu B 3amenmaT-Bo, CMyTHUTh
3. reassure C. IIEJIEYCTPEMIICHHOCTh
4. jaunty d. orcrymate
5. curtly €. CYpOBBIM, HENIPEKIOHHBIN
6. determination f. pa3sMpBIIIATH
/. stutter g. Ooiikuit
8. stern h. pbiIaTh,HBITH
9. bowl over I. 3aUKaThCs
10. brood J. YCIIOKOWTH
2. Make word combinations.
1. heart-wrenching v’ years .  octpsle, nymepasn.neraau
2. pick v’ note Il.  nencus
3. hypothetical v’ silence I1l.  koBBIpATEB3yOax
4. deliberate v’ examples [IV. noOKpoBUT-HHAs3aMKCKa
5. retirement v’ strategy V. 3aayMunMBO€ MOJIYAHUE
6. patronizing v  one’steeth [VI. runoreTnueckue npumeps
7. brooding v’ details VII. HamepenHas crparerus
3. Find synonyms.
1. dismay a. My God!
2. jaunty b. blow
3. weep c. hard, strong
4. crikey d. sob
5. stern e. depression
6. punch f. careless
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4. Match antonyms.

1. digress a. hesitant
2. deliberate b. progress
3. briskly c. live
4. poignant d. spontaneous
5. hypothetical e. pleasant
6. determined f. slowly
5. Word building
Noun Verb Adj./ Adverb
Participle
v v bright v
v betray - -
determination v v -
humiliation v v -
v reassure v reassuringly

6. Translate into English.

VVVVVVVVVY

OnHa He MorJa He PbIJIaTh HaJl 00JIOMKaMH HaJACXK T

3ankaHue — clIoKHas mpoodsieMa y JAeTei U MoJApOCTKOB
CypoBbIil TOAXO0 K BOCIIUTAHUIO BOMHOB

MpadHO pa3MBIILIATE O HEU30EKHOM

[IpekpaTu KOBBIPATH B 3y0ax Ha ypoke!

[IpennamepeHHOE HalaieHue

KuBHYTbH NOKPOBUTENBCTBEHHO

OTBeTuTh OECTIEYHO

Bpemst BpeMeHHO OTCTYNUTh OT 33 lyMaHHOTO

Anjpe SHr — neneycTpeMiieHHasi pyKOBOJIUTEJIbHUIIA HOBOTO

ITIOKOJICHUA

>

OTtmnpaBuTh 6ecrieyHo 00cCy MPOBOKAIIMOHHBIE (POTO

COTPYIHUKOB

VVVVVYVYVY

boliKo ONpoCUTh BCEX PECTIOHIEHTOB

Y CHOKOUTH PBIIAIOIIYIO BIOBY

Vne106aTbcst OecrieuHo

Ero otdeT mpuBes COBET B 3aMeENIaTEIbCTBO
VYcnokauBaromias pedb Ha €KEroJHOM COOpaHUU aKIIMOHEPOB
Banarscs OecrieyHO B ITOCTENHN

[leneycTpeMIEHHOCTh — TJIaBHOE KauyeCTBO JIUepa

OH 3aukalics 1 KpacHes 6ecipepbIBHO
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7. Complete with prepositions.

»  “Well, ... Christ’s sake don’t put that in!”” he boomed.

» A hardworking, ordinary couple, who thought they could rely ..
a few savings to see them ....... their old age, ripped ... by the fat cats.

»  Luckily, however, they’re so bowled .... that I’'m making all
this effort .. their behalf.

»  “My hair!” says Janice .. dismay, staring into the mirror.

»  But the fat cats have conned him ... .. his nest egg.

» And frankly, I don’t want to be reminded .. it.

»  D’ve rather enjoyed hanging .. .. a phone

»  Two weeks later he discovered they had tricked him ... .. a
£20,000 windfall.

COMPREHENSION CHECK
8. Answer the questions.

% How long does it take to write an article at Successful Saving?

s Why does the visit of a photographer from the Daily World reminds
of the Queen’s visit?

s Why does Bex ask Martin if he was ever a soldier or fireman?

% What tricks does she use to make the story work?

s What way has she always been treated when she rang up press
offices?

* Why does she care now whether people take her seriously or not?
+ What gives her sudden determination to type the article?

% How long does it take her to cope with it?

GRAMMAR WORK

8. Change into reported speech.

“Rebecca!” comes a voice in my ear. “How are
you! It’s Alicia here.”
“Oh, I thought I was going to speak to Luke. It’s
about Flagstaff Life.”
“Luke Brandon is a very busy man. I’'m sure I can
answer any questions you have.” says Alicia.
“But they’re not your client” I say, and pause.
“I’m sure that won’t matter in this case,” she gives a
little laugh. “What did you want to know?”
I look at my list. “Was it a deliberate strategy for Flagstaff Life to
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invite their investors to move out just before they announced
windfalls? Some people lost out a lot, you know.”

“Right. .” she says. “Thanks, Camilla, I’ll have smoked salmon and
lettuce.”

“I’1l have to get back to you on that, ’'m afraid.”

“Well, I need a response soon!” I say, giving her my number. “My
deadline’s in a few hours.”

“So, Rebecca, any other questions? Shall I send you our latest press
pack? That’s bound to answer any other queries.”

TRANSLATION WORK

10. Translate the extract.

A 0ecIioJIe3HOro IMOMUHTA

| could
give up
shopping

Ho sxoHoMuUTH-TO Bee paBHO Haao! [ToaTomy
B MPOAYKTOBBIN MarasuH Cynpyra si ¢ HeJJaBHUX
but | am IIOP OTIIPABIISIIO CO CIUCKOM M OINPEIECTIEHHON

L] 8]  cymmoii. Bo3BpaaeTcs ¢ MOJIHBIMU MaKETaMH.

quitter Hagepxy aemnieBbie TPOAYKThI UM TOBAPHI C
KPAaCHBIMM I[IEHHUKaMU, €CTh YIICHCHHAas
mojcTaBKa JuIsl candeTok, crenuu ¢ 30-
MPOIIEHTHOM CKHUJIKOMH, MJIACTMACCOBBIE MTOJIOBHUKH JJIA JIETEH (a y HAaC UX MoKa
HET)... 3HaUUT, TeTepb B Mara3u Oyay XoAauTh 1. OnHa!

- JleTouka, 4TO K Thl TACKACIIb TAKUE TSAKEIbIE CYMKH, T/I€ MY>K-TO XOJIUT?
- BCTPEUAET Yepe3 HECKOJIBKO JHEU coceaka y moabe3na. He xoaur - xuer noma.

- A s TyT 6nuHYHKY cienan! - yneibaercs oH. C 4ero 3To Takou Mpa3aHHK?

- M1 ke naBHO B Micnanuio coOupanuch, s BCTyNWI B TPEBEI-KITYy0, Tam
ObLTN OelIeHbIe CKUJIKHU, KYITUJI TyTEBKH, ITpaB/ia, MPUILIOCH 3aJ1e3Th B
oBepapadT Ha kapte. Ho 3aTo oTmoxHeM! - BUHOBATO, HO PaJIOCTHO COOOIIAET
omaroBepHbIii. O-X0-X0, B IPOIUIBIN Pa3 MbI B3sTH OBICTPBINA KPEIUT paiu
HOBOM yOsieHkr. OHa TOXeE 11T CO CKUIKAMHU.

...IlocaenoBaBIINii MOTOM CKaHJaJ IOBEJI MEHS A0 PYYKH, a MyXka - 10
MBICJIA, YTO OH OO0JIbIIe HE OyeT mokynaTh Hu4ero. CKoJIbKO UMEHHO OH
MpoJIeprKalics, HEM3BECTHO, HO «3aHAUKYy» s HalllIa yepe3 aBa mecsua. [loa
nUKakaMy B HIKady BUCENU ABE HOBEHbKHE PyOaIiku ¢ HeOOOpBaHHBIMU
LIEHHUKAMH.

S cobpana cBou Benu u yexana k mame. M XKennka ucnyrancs. Her,
CHavaJja, KOHEYHO, AyJICs, a TOTOM IPUILIEI C TOBUHHOM.

- BepxHioro onex 1y mpojia 4epe3 CaThl 0ObSIBICHUM, BIPYUCHHBIMHU
JeHbramu 3akpbul oBepApadt. [TyTeBKy ToXke ciaj, Korja HaKOIKUM, TOTJa U
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noenem! BosBpaiaiics, s cockyuuics!

Jloma Hac Kaajna IpuTUXInas KBapTUPa, BOT TOJIbKO B YIOJIKE KyXHU
CKpPOMHO IIpUTanjach KOpoOKa ¢ meljaecocoM. Ha numkoi JeHTe MmoBepxy i
Haanucu «70% ckuakm». be3s koMMeHTapueB.

CHAPTER 18

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

THE NEXT MORNING, I wake at six o’clock. It’s pathetic, I know, but
I’'m as excited as a little kid on Christmas Day (or as me on Christmas Day, to
be perfectly honest).

| lie in bed, telling myself to be grown-up and laid-back and not think about
it — but I just can’t resist it. My mind swims with images of the piles of
newspapers in newsstands all over the country. Of the copies of The Daily
World being dropped on people’s doormats this morning; all the people who are
going to be opening their papers, yawning, wondering what’s in the news.

And what are they going to see?

They’re going to see my name! Rebecca Bloomwood in print in The Daily
World! My first national byline: “By Rebecca Bloomwood.” Doesn’t that sound
cool? “By Rebecca Bloomwood.”

I know the piece has gone in, because Eric Foreman phoned me up
yesterday afternoon and told me the editor was really pleased with it. And
they’ve got it on a color page — s0 the picture of Janice and Martin will be in
full color. Really high profile. I can’t quite believe it. The Daily World!

Even as I’'m lying here, it occurs to me, there’s already a whole pile of
Daily Worlds at the newsstand in the parade of shops round the corner. A whole
pile of pristine, unopened copies. And the newsstand opens at. . what time? Six,
| seem to remember. And now it’s five past six. So in theory, I could go and buy
one right now if | wanted to. | could just get up, slip on some clothes, go down
to the newsstand, and buy one.

Not that [ would, of course. I’'m not quite so sad and desperate that I'm
going to rush down as soon as the shop’s opened, just to see my name. I mean,
what do you take me for? No, what I’ll do is just saunter down casually later on
— perhaps at eleven or midday — pick up the paper and flip through it in mild
interest and then saunter home again. I probably won’t even bother to buy a
copy. | mean — I’ve seen my name in print before. It’s hardly a big deal. No
need to make a song and dance about it.
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I’'m going to turn over now and go back to sleep. I can’t think why I’'m
awake so early. Must be the birds or something. Hmm. . close my eyes, plump
up my pillow, think about something else. . I wonder what I’ll have for breakfast
when | get up?

But I’ve never seen my name in The Daily World, says a little voice in my
head. I’ve never seen it in a national newspaper.

This is killing me. I can’t wait any longer, I’ve got to see it.

Abruptly | get out of bed, throw on my clothes, and tiptoe down the stairs.
As | close the door, | feel just like the girl in that Beatles song about leaving
home. Outside the air has a sweet, new-day smell, and the road is completely
quiet. Gosh, it’s nice being up early. Why on earth don’t I get up at six more
often? | should do this every day. A power walk before breakfast, like people do
in New York. Burn off loads of calories and then return home to an energizing
breakfast of oats and freshly squeezed orange juice. Perfect. This will be my
new regime.

But as I reach the little parade of shops | feel a stab of nerves, and without
quite meaning to, | slow my walk to a funereal pace. Maybe I’ll just buy myself
a Mars Bar and go home again. Or a Mint Aero, if they’ve got them.

Cautiously, I push at the door and wince at the ping! as it opens. | really
don’t want to draw attention to myself this morning. What if the guy behind the
counter has read my article and thinks it’s rubbish? This is nerve-racking. |
should never have become a journalist. | should have become a beautician, like |
always wanted to. Maybe it’s not too late. I’ll retrain, open my own boutique. .

“Hello, Becky!”

| look up and feel my face jerk in surprise. Martin Webster’s standing at the

counter, holding a copy
of The Daily World. “I just happened to be awake,” he explains sheepishly.
“Thought I’d just come down, have a little look. .”

“Oh,” I say. “Erm. . me too.” I give a nonchalant shrug. “Since I was awake
anyway. .”

My eye falls on the newspaper and I feel my stomach flip over. I’'m going
to expire with nerves. Please, just kill me quickly.

“So — what. . what’s it like?” I say in a strangled voice.

“Well,” says Martin, gazing at the page as though perplexed. “It’s certainly
big.” He turns the paper round to face me, and I nearly keel over. There, in full
color, is a picture of Martin and Janice staring miserably up at the camera, below
the headline couple cheated by fat cats at flagstaff life.

Shaking slightly, | take the paper from Martin. My eye skips across the
page to the first column of text. . and there it is! “By Rebecca Bloomwood.”
That’s my name! That’s me!

There’s a ping at the door of the shop, and we both look round. And there,
to my utter astonishment, is Dad.

“Oh,” he says, and gives an embarrassed little cough. “Your mother wanted
me to buy a copy. And since [ was awake anyway. .”
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“So was I,” says Martin quickly.

“Me too,” I say.

“Well,” says Dad. “So — is it in?”

“Oh yes,” I say, “it’s in.” I turn the paper round so he can see it.

“Gosh,” he says. “It’s big, isn’t it?”

“The photo’s good, don’t you think?”” says Martin enthusiastically. “Brings
out the flowers in our curtains beautifully.”

“Yes, the photo’s great,” | agree.

I’'m not going to demean myself by asking what he thought of the article
itself. If he wants to compliment my writing, he will. If he doesn’t — then it
really doesn’t matter. The point is, I’'m proud of it. “And Janice looks very nice,
I thought,” says Martin, still gazing at the photograph.

“Very nice,” agrees Dad. “If a little mournful.”

“You see, these professionals, they know how to light a shot,” says Martin.
“The way the sunlight falls just here, on her—”

“What about my article?” I wail piteously. “Did you like that?”

“Oh, it’s very good!” says Martin. “Sorry, Becky, I should have said! I
haven’t read it all yet, but it seems to capture the situation exactly. Makes me
out to be quite a hero!” He frowns. “Although I never did fight in the Falklands,
you know.”

“Oh well,” I say hurriedly. “That’s neither here nor there, really.”

“So you wrote all this yesterday?”” says Dad. “On my typewriter?” He
seems astounded.

“Yes,” I say smugly. “It looks good, doesn’t it? Have you seen my byline?
‘By Rebecca

Bloomwood.” ”

“Janice’ll be thrilled,” says Martin. “I’m going to buy two copies.”

“I’m going to buy three,” says Dad. “Your granny will love to see this.”

“And I’ll buy one,” I say. “Or two, perhaps.” I carelessly reach for a
handful and plonk them on the counter.

“Six copies?” says the cashier. “Are you sure?”

“I need them for my records,” I say, and blush slightly.

When we get home, Mum and Janice are both waiting at our front door,
desperate to see a copy.

“My hair!” wails Janice as soon as she sees the picture. “It looks terrible!
What have they done to

it?”

“No, it doesn’t, love!” protests Martin. “You look very nice.”

“Your curtains look lovely, Janice,” says Mum, looking over her shoulder.

“They do, don’t they?” says Martin eagerly. “That’s just what I said.”

| give up. What kind of family have | got, that are more interested in
curtains than top financial journalism? Anyway, I don’t care. I’'m mesmerized
by my byline. “By Rebecca Bloomwood.” “By Rebecca Bloomwood.”
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After everyone’s peered at the paper, Mum invites Janice and Martin round
to our house for breakfast, and Dad goes and puts on some coffee. There’s a
rather festive air to the proceedings, and everyone keeps laughing a lot. [ don’t
think any of us can quite believe that Janice and Martin are in The

Daily World. (And me, of course. “By Rebecca Bloomwood.”)

At ten o’clock, I slope off and ring up Eric Foreman. Just casually, you
know. To let him know I’ve seen it.

“Looks good, doesn’t it?”” he says cheerfully. “The editor’s really going for
this series, so if you come up with any more stories like this just give me a
shout. I like your style. Just right for The Daily World.”

“Excellent,” I say, feeling a glow of pleasure.

“Oh, and while I’'m at it,” he adds, “you’d better give me your bank
details.”

My stomach gives a nasty lurch. Why does Eric Foreman want my bank
details? Shit, is he going to check that my own finances are in order or
something? Is he going to run a credit check on me?

“Everything’s done by transfer these days,” he’s saying. “Four hundred
quid. That all right?” What? What’s he—

Oh my God, he’s going to pay me. But of course he is. Of course he is!

“That’s fine,” I hear myself say. “No problem. I’ll just, ahm. . give you my
account number, shall 1?”

Four hundred quid! | think dazedly as | scrabble for my checkbook. Just
like that! I can’t quite believe it.

“Excellent,” says Eric Foreman, writing the details down. “I’1l sort that out
for you with Accounts.” Then he pauses. “Tell me, would you be in the market
for writing general features? Human interest stories, that kind of thing?”

Would I be in the market? Is he kidding?

“Sure,” I say, trying not to sound too thrilled. “In fact. . I’d probably prefer
it to finance.”

“Oh right,” he says. “Well, I’ll keep an eye out for bits that might suit you.
As I say, I think you’ve got the right style for us.”

“Great,” | say. “Thanks.”

As I put the phone down, there’s a huge smile on my face. [’ve got the right
style for The Daily World! Hah!

The phone rings again, and | pick it up, wondering if it’s Eric Foreman
offering me some more work already.

“Hello, Rebecca Bloomwood,” I say in a businesslike voice.

“Rebecca,” says Luke Brandon’s curt voice — and my heart freezes.
“Could you please tell me what the fuck is going on?” Shit.

He sounds really angry. For an instant I’'m paralyzed. My throat feels dry;
my hand is sweaty round the receiver. Oh God. What am | going to say? What
am | going to say to him?

But hang on a minute. I haven’t done anything wrong.
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“I don’t know what you mean,” I say, playing for time. Keep calm, 1 tell
myself. Calm and cool.

“Your tawdry effort in The Daily World,” he says scathingly. “Your one-
sided, unbalanced, probably libelous little story.”

For a second I’m so shocked I can’t speak. Tawdry? Libelous?

“It’s not tawdry!” I splutter at last. “It’s a good piece. And it’s certainly not
libelous. I can prove everything I said.”

“And I suppose getting the other side of the story would have been
inconvenient,” he snaps. “I suppose you were too busy writing your purple prose
to approach Flagstaff Life and ask for their version of events. You’d rather have
a good story than spoil it by trying to give a balanced picture.”

“I tried to get the other side of the story!” I exclaim furiously. “I phoned
your PR company yesterday and told them I was writing the piece!” There’s
silence.

“Who did you speak to?” says Luke.

“Alicia,” [ reply. “I asked her a very clear question about Flagstaff’s policy
on switching funds, and she told me she’d get back to me. I told her I had an
urgent deadline.”

Luke gives an impatient sigh. “What the fuck were you doing, speaking to
Alicia? Flagstaff’s my client, not hers.”

“I know! I said that to her! But she said you were a very busy man and she
could deal with me.”

“Did you tell her you were writing for The Daily World?”

“No,” I say, and feel myself flush slightly red. “I didn’t specify who I was
writing for. But I would have told her if she’d asked me. She just didn’t bother.
She just assumed I couldn’t possibly be doing anything important.” In spite of
myself, my voice is rising in emotion. “Well, she was wrong, wasn’t she? You
were all wrong. And maybe now you’ll start treating everybody with respect.
Not just the people you think are important.”

I break off, panting slightly, and there’s a bemused silence.

“Rebecca,” says Luke at last, “if this is about what happened between us
that day — if this is some kind of petty revenge—"

I’m really going to explode now.

“Don’t you bloody insult me!” I yell. “Don’t you bloody try and make this
personal! This is about two innocent people being hoodwinked by one of your
big-shot clients, nothing else. I told the truth, and if you didn’t have a chance to
respond, it’s your own company’s incompetence that’s to blame. I was
completely professional, | gave you every opportunity to put out your side of the
story. Every opportunity.

And if you blew it, that’s not my fault.”

And without giving him the chance to reply, | slam the phone down.

I’'m feeling quite shaken as I go back into the kitchen. To think I ever liked
Luke Brandon. To think | table-hopped with him. To think I let him lend me
twenty quid. He’s just an arrogant, self-centered, chauvinistic—
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“Telephone!” says Mum. “Shall I get it?”

It’1l be him again, won’t it? Ringing back to apologize. Well, he needn’t
think I’m that easily won round. I stand by every word I said. And I’ll tell him
so. In fact, I’ll add that— “It’s for you, Becky,” says Mum.

“Fine,” I say coolly, and make my way to the telephone. I don’t hurry; |
don’t panic. I feel completely in control.

“Hello?” 1 say.

“Rebecca? Eric Foreman here.”

“Oh!” I say in surprise. “Hi!”

“Bit of news about your piece.”

“Oh yes?” I say, trying to sound calm. But my stomach’s churning. What if
Luke Brandon’s spoken to him? Oh shit, I did check all the facts, didn’t I?

“I’ve just had Morning Coffee on the phone,” he says. “You know, the TV
program? Rory and Emma. They’re interested in your story.” “What?” [ say
stupidly.

“There’s a new series they’re doing on finance, ‘Managing Your Money.’
They get some financial expert in every week, tell the viewers how to keep tabs
on their dosh.” Eric Foreman lowers his voice. “Frankly, they’re running out of
stuff to talk about. They’ve done mortgages, store cards, pensions, all the usual
cobblers. .”

“Right,” I say, trying to sound focused. But as his words slowly sink in,
I’m a bit dazed. Rory and Emma read my article? Rory and Emma themselves? I
have a sudden vision of them holding the paper together, jostling for a good
VIEW.

But of course, that’s silly, isn’t it? They’d have a copy each.

“So, anyway, they want to have you on the show tomorrow morning,” Eric
Foreman’s saying. “Talk about this windfall story, warn their viewers to take
care. You interested in that kind of thing? If not, I can easily tell them you’re too
busy.”

“No!” I say quickly. “No. Tell them I’m. .” I swallow. “I’m interested.” As
I put down the phone, I feel faint. I’'m going to be on television.
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CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 18

If/alman doesn? fit, you' cont"e):g‘hawnge‘hlm seven| 'days
L} -
for algorgeous cashmere sweater,

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
1. pristine a. YHW)KaTh, IPUHIKATH
2. perplexed b. camonoBOIBHO
3. demean C. B3JPOTHYTh
4. mournful. d. runmHOTH3MPOBATH
5. frown €. HETPOHYTHIN, IEBCTBEHHbBIN
6. smugly f. YHUYTOXAIOUIMIA, KU
7. libelous g. BBOIUTH B 3a0Ty)KIEeHNE
8. hoodwink h. ckopOHBIH, TpaypHBIi
9. petty I. XMYpPHUTBCS
10. wince J. O3amaYcHHBIN
11. mesmerize K. KIeBeTHUYECKHiA
12. scathing |. mpoxaxuBarbcs
13. saunter M. MEJIKUM, TTOLLIBIN
2. Make word combinations.
1. mild a. shrug I. 6e33a00THOE TIOKATHUE IICY
2. strangled b. interest Il. TOJHOE yJMBIICHHE
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3. tawdry C. voice Ili. omregoMICHHAS TUITHMHA
4. nonchalant d. revenge IV. MeJkas MeJo4YHasi MeCTh
5. bemused e. air V. HEpBHBIN, HEPBUPYIOMINN
6. petty f. effort Vi. Tmpa3gHUYHBIA BH]
/. utter g. silence Vil. OTPBIBUCTBIN, PE3KUH TOJIOC
8. Impatient h. clients Vili. Oe3BKyCHas MOIBITKA
9. nerve I. astonishment IX. KpyThbIE€ KJIUCHTHI
10. big-shot J. -racking X. HETEPHEIMBBIA B3JI0X
11. festive k. voice Xi. JICTKWI HHTEpEC
12. curt I. sigh Xil. 3aaylIeHHBIH roJoc.
3. Find synonyms.

1. laid back a. untouched, virgin

2. cobblers. b. humiliate

3. demean c. hypnotize

4. proceedings d. shout

5. dazed e. relaxed

6. table-hop f. trifles, trash

7. mesmerize g. puzzled

8. yell. h. meeting

4. Match antonyms.

1. abruptly a. elevating, invigorating

2. tawdry b. truthful, honest

3. scathing c. slowly, calmly

4. libelous d. objective

5. mournful e. tasteful, elaborate

6. one-sided f. Festive, cheerful

5. Word building
Noun Verb Adj./ Adverb
Participle

tawdriness - v -
v v perplexed -
v utter - -
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v mourn v v

v - v cautiously

6. Translate into English.

YHUXKATh TOCTOMHCTBO KEHIIIMHBI CBOMM MOBEJEHUEM
Pexnama 0 OOHa)KEHHBIM TE€JIOM YHUKAET KEHIIUH
Harora B MCKyCCTBE HE YHUIKAET, @ BO3BBIIIAECT, 3/I€Ch )KEHIIMHA —
OBEKT MOKJIOHEHUS

JIEBCTBEHHBIN TSI

Enkoe Bo3pakxeHUE OMIMOHEHTY HE 033aYUJIO0 MMOCIETHETO
JleBy1ika B3IpOTHYa, IPU ATOM Ha JUIE Oblia yiIblOKa
Kak Bce 3TO MeJIKO ¥ HEJOCTOMHO MY KYHHBI!
['MIHOTU3HPOBATH MEJIEHHBIM TaHLIEM

HetponyTsie uBrIM3amen Mmecra

KneBeTHnueckue nokasaHus

Ckop0OHas npoueccus

be33zaboTHOE Oe3/enbe B MOCTeNn

Kaxkol cTe1a pa3BoauTh JOBEPUUBBIX MAIUEHTOB

YucTeie, HETPOHYThIE UYBCTBA

3aaylIEHHBIA BO3IJIAC U OLICIIOMJICHHAS TUIIIMHA
TpaypHsIil puTyai

YHuUTOX)aromas KpuTuka

KneBeTHuueckas mpormarasja

OH B31pOTHYII, TOOJIETHET U HAXMYPUJIICS

Menkast HaTypa ¢ MEJIOYHBIMU UHTEPECAMU U YCTPEMIICHUSIMU
OH TMITHOTH3HUPOBAJ COOECETHUKA KaK y/1aB KPOJIUKa
3arumHOTU3UPOBAHHBIN MEN3AKEM XY 0KHUK

AN NN

o

AN N N N N N NN Y N N N N U N N N N

7. Complete with prepositions.

“* Even as I’'m lying here, it occurs .. me, there’s already a whole pile of
Daily Worlds at the news stand.

¢ | mean, what do you take me .. ?

+* But she said you were a very busy man and she could deal .... me.”

¢ I really don’t want to draw attention .. myself this morning.

¢ If you come .. with any more stories like this just give me a shout.

% “I’ll sort that ... for you with Accounts.”

** And maybe now you’ll start treating everybody ... respect.

¢ 1 don’t hurry; I don’t panic. I feel completely ,, control.

“* “There’s a new series they’re doing .. finance, ‘Managing Your Money.’

“ “Frankly, they’re running ... .. stuff to talk about.

¢ I feel faint. I’'m going to be .. television.
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COMPREHENSION CHECK
8. True or false.

%+ She is completely laid back the next morning. She has learned to stay in
control.

% Bex does not demean herself by asking what her neighbors think of the
article itself.

% Luke Brandon labels her article as purple prose because of style.

+ Bex hoodwinked her readers using tawdry exaggerations.

% She is going to be on television and warn the viewers to take care.

9. Answer the questions.

» What does she have in common with the girl in that Beatles song
about leaving home?

» Who does she see standing at the counter, holding a copy of The Daily
World?

» What surprised Martin most of all in the article?

» What proposal did E. Forman make? Why was it hard to refuse?

» How much did the newspaper pay for the article?

» Why did Luke define her article as one-sided, unbalanced and libelous
little story?

» Why did Morning Coffee invite her to participate in their program?

» Which financial matters has the program covered yet?

» Why is there so much Finnish in her latest correspondence?

GRAMMAR WORK

10. Change using Absolute participial constructions into
reported speech.

> My mind swims with images of the piles of newspapers all over the
country, how the copies of The Daily World are being dropped on
people’s doormats and all these people are yawning, opening their papers
and wondering about the news.

> If the weather is fine, what | will do is just saunter down casually,
pick up the paper and flip through it in mild interest and then saunter
home again.

»  Abruptly | get out of bed and tiptoe down the stairs, after | throw on
my clothes.
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> Martin Webster is standing at the counter, holding a copy of The
Daily World in his hand

> My hands are shaking slightly as | take the paper from Martin.

> Four hundred quid! | think dazedly as my fingers scrabble for my
checkbook.

TRANSLATION WORK

11. Translate the extract.

A 0ecrmoJie3Horo ImonuHra
A Kak y Hux?

CaMbIM KpYTBIM 3BE€3/IHBIM HIOMOTOJIUKOM
cuuraercs Bukropus bakxewm. 1o ciyxam, B mepBbId roj
opaka ¢ J[aBumom bakxemom Bukropust motpatuna $16
MJIH. Ha TOKYINKU. OHa MOXET MOTPaTUTh B JIeHb 150
TBHICSIY HA HOBBIE IJIaThsl. XOTS €€ MOAHBIN (heTHUIll Bce-
TaKu 3HaMeHHuTas cymka Birkin, B ouepens 3a koTopoi
BBICTpauBAIOTCs MHOTHUE 3Be3/1bl. Y Buku 6osiee coTHH
TaKUX CyMOK!

['maBHOM cTaThelt pacxoaa B Oromkere xennudep Jlonec spustorces Tydau
ChristianLouboutin. Becero y neuiibl 70 map «1a0yTeHOBY, €CTh JaXe Maphl,
KOTOpbIE KYyTIOpbE pa3zpadboTai cnenuanbHo 1ist Jxenaudep.

JIunacu Jloxan TOABKO 3a MPOILIBIN Toj moTpaTtuiia 6osee 1 MIH. J0JIIapoB
Ha oAy 1 00yBb: TiaThs Prada mo $8000, cymku Balenciaga mo $2000 u T. 1.
JInunsii pexopn Jloxan B Oytuke - $20 000 3a 20 MuUHYT.

CHAPTER 19

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

THE CAR TO TAKE me to the television studios arrives promptly at
seven-thirty the next morning. When the doorbell rings, Mum, Dad, and I all
jump, even though we’ve been waiting in a tense silence for ten minutes.

“Well,” says Dad gruffly, glancing at his watch. “They’re here, anyway.”
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Ever since I told him about the arrangements, Dad’s been predicting that
the car won’t turn up and that he’ll have to drive me to the studios himself. He
even worked out a route last night, and phoned up

Uncle Malcolm as a standby. (To be honest, | think he was quite looking
forward to it.)

“Oh, Becky,” says Mum in a trembling voice. “Good luck, darling.” She
looks at me, then shakes her head. “Our little Becky, on television. I can’t
believe it.” I start to get up, but Dad puts out a restraining arm.

“Now, before you answer the door, Becky,” he says. “You are sure, aren’t
you? About the risk you’re taking.” He glances at Mum, who bites her lip.

“I’ll be fine!” I say, trying to sound as soothing as possible. “Honestly,
Dad, we’ve been over it all.”

Last night, it suddenly occurred to Dad that if | went on the telly, my
stalker would know where I was. At first he was adamant I’d have to call the
whole thing off — and it took an awful lot of persuasion to convince him and
Mum I’d be perfectly safe in the TV studios. They were even talking about
hiring a bodyguard, can you believe it? | mean, what on earth would I look like,
turning up with a bodyguard?

Actually, I’d look pretty cool and mysterious, wouldn’t I? That might have
been quite a good idea. The doorbell rings again and | leap to my feet.

“Well,” says Dad. “You just be careful.”

“I will, don’t worry!” I say, picking up my bag. I walk to the door calmly,
trying not to give away how excited | feel. Inside | feel as light as a bubble.

I just can’t believe how well everything’s going. Not only am I going to be
on the telly, but everyone’s being so nice to me! Yesterday I had several phone
conversations with an assistant producer of Morning Coffee, who’s a really
sweet girl called Zelda. We went over exactly what | was going to say on the
program, then she arranged for a car to come and pick me up — and when | told
her | was at my parents’ house with none of my clothes handy, she thought for a
bit — then said | could choose something to wear from the wardrobe. | mean,
how cool is that? Choosing any outfit | like from the wardrobe!

Maybe they’ll let me keep it afterward, too.

As | open the front door, my stomach gives an excited leap. There, waiting
in the drive, is a portly, middle-aged man in a blue blazer and cap, standing next
to a shiny black car. My own private chauffeur! This just gets better and better.

“Miss Bloomwood?” says the driver.

“Yes,” I say, unable to stop myself from grinning in delight. I’'m about to
reach for the door handle — but he gets there before me, opens the car door with
a flourish, and stands to attention, waiting for me to get in. God, this is like
being a film star or something!

| glance back toward the house and see Mum and Dad standing on the front
step, both looking utterly gobsmacked.

“Well — bye then!” I say, trying to sound casual, as though I always ride
around in a chauffeurdriven car. “See you later!”
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“Becky, is that you?”” comes a voice from next door, and Janice appears on
the other side of the hedge in her dressing gown. Her eyes grow large as they
take in the car and she glances at Mum, who raises her shoulders, as though to
say “I know, 1sn’t it unbelievable?”

“Morning, Janice,” says Dad.

“Morning, Graham,” says Janice dazedly. “Oh, Becky! I’ve never seen
anything like it. In all the years. . If Tom could only see you. .” She breaks off
and looks at Mum. “Have you taken any photographs?”’

“We haven’t!” says Mum in dismay. “It didn’t even occur to us. Graham,
quick — go and get the camera.”

“No, wait, I’ll get our camcorder!” says Janice. “It won’t take me two ticks.
We could have the car arriving in the drive, and Becky walking out of the front
door. . and maybe we could use The Four Seasons as the soundtrack, and then
cut straight to. .”

“No!” I say hastily, seeing a flicker of amusement pass across the face of
the driver. And I was doing so well at looking nonchalant and professional. “We
haven’t got time for any pictures. I have to get to the studios!”

“Yes,” says Janice, suddenly looking anxious. “Yes, you don’t want to be
late.” She glances fearfully at her watch, as though afraid the program might
already have started. “It’s on at eleven, isn’t it?”

“Eleven o’clock the program starts,” says Dad. “Set the video for five to,
that’s what I’ve been telling people.”

“That’s what we’ll do,” says Janice. “Just in case.” She gives a little sigh.
“I shan’t dare to go to the loo all morning, just in case I miss it!”

There’s an awed silence as I get into the car. The driver closes the door
smartly, then walks around to the driver’s door. I press the button to lower my
window and grin out at Mum and Dad.

“Becky, darling, what will you do afterward?”” says Mum. “Come back
here or go back to the flat?”

Immediately | feel my smile falter, and look down, pretending to fiddle
with the window controls. I don’t want to think about afterward.

In fact, I can’t even visualize afterward. I’'m going to be on the telly. . and
that’s as far as it goes. The rest of my life is shut securely away in a box at the
back of my head and I don’t even want to remember it’s there.

“I. . ’'m not sure,” I say. “I’ll see what happens.”

“They’ll probably take you out to lunch afterward,” says Dad
knowledgeably. “These showbiz types are always having lunch with each
other.”

“Liquid lunches,” puts in Janice, and gives a little laugh.

“At The Ivy,” says Mum. “That’s where all the actors meet up, isn’t it?”

“The Ivy’s old hat!” retorts Dad. “They’ll take her to the Groucho Club.”

“The Groucho Club!” says Janice, clasping her hands. “Isn’t that where
Kate Moss goes?” This is getting ridiculous.

“We’d better go,” I say, and the driver nods.

251



“Good luck, sweetheart,” calls Dad. I close the window and lean back, and
the car purrs out of the drive.

For a while, we drive in silence. | keep casually glancing out of the window
to see if anyone’s looking at me in my chauffeur-driven car and wondering who
| am (that new girl on EastEnders, perhaps).

Although we’re whizzing along the highway so fast, I probably look like a
blur.

“So,” says the driver after a while. “You’re appearing on Morning Coffee,
are you?”

“Yes, [ am,” I say, and immediately feel a joyful smile plaster itself over
my face. God, | must stop this. I bet Jeremy Paxman doesn’t start grinning
inanely every time someone asks him if he’s appearing on University Challenge.

“So what’re you on for?” says the driver, interrupting my thoughts.

I’m about to reply “To be famous and maybe get some free clothes,” when
| realize what he means.

“A financial story,” I say coolly. “I wrote a piece in The Daily World, and
the producers read it and wanted me on the show.”

“Been on television before?”

“No,” I admit reluctantly. “No, I haven’t.”

We pull up at some lights and the driver turns round in his seat to survey
me.

“You’ll be fine,” he says. “Just don’t let the nerves get to you.”

“Nerves?” I say, and give a little laugh. “I’m not nervous! I’m just. .
looking forward to it.”

“Glad to hear it,” says the driver, turning back. “You’ll be OK, then. Some
people, they get onto that sofa, thinking they’re fine, relaxed, happy as a clam. .
then they see that red light, and it hits them that 2.5

million people around the country are all watching them. Makes some
people start to panic.” “Oh,” I say after a slight pause. “Well. . I’'m nothing like
them! I’ll be fine!” “Good,” says the driver.

“Good,” I echo, a little less certainly, and look out of the window.

I’1l be fine. Of course I will. I’ve never been nervous in my life before, and
I’m certainly not going to start. .

Two point five million people.

Gosh. When you think about it — that is quite a lot, isn’t it? Two point five
million people, all sitting at home, staring at the screen. Staring at my face.
Waiting for what I’'m going to say next.

OK, don’t think about it. The important thing is just to keep remembering
how well prepared | am. | rehearsed for ages in front of the mirror last night and
I know what I’'m going to say practically by heart.

It all has to be very basic and simple, Zelda said — because apparently 76
percent of the Morning Coffee audience are housewives looking after toddlers,
who have very short attention spans. She kept apologizing for what she called
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the “dumbing-down effect” and saying a financial expert like myself must feel
really frustrated by it — and of course, | agreed with her.

But to be honest, I’'m quite relieved. In fact, the more dumbed down the
better, as far as I’m concerned. I mean, writing a Daily World article with all my
notes to hand was one thing, but answering tricky questions on live TV is quite
another.

So anyway, I’'m going to start off by saying “If you were offered a choice
between a carriage clock and £20,000, which would you choose?”” Rory or
Emma will reply, “Twenty thousand pounds, of course!” and I’ll say, “Exactly.
Twenty thousand pounds.” I’ll pause briefly, to let that figure sink into the
audience’s mind, and then I’ll say, “Unfortunately, when Flagstaff Life offered
their customers a carriage clock to transfer their savings, they didn’t tell them
that if they did so, they would lose a £20,000 windfall!”

That sounds quite good, don’t you think? Rory and Emma will ask a few
very easy questions like “What can people do to protect themselves?”” and I’ll
give nice simple answers. And right at the end, just to keep it light, we’re going
to talk about all the different things you could buy with £20,000.

Actually, that’s the bit ’'m looking forward to most of all. I’ve already
thought of loads of things. Did you know, with £20,000 you could buy forty
Gucci watches, and have enough left over for a bag?

The Morning Coffee studios are in Maida Vale, and as we draw near to the
gates, familiar from the opening credits of the show, | feel a dart of excitement.
I’m actually going to be on television!

The doorman waves us through the barrier, we pull up outside a pair of
huge double doors, and the driver opens the door for me. As | get out, my legs
are shaking slightly, but I force myself to walk confidently up the steps, into the
reception hall, and up to the desk.

“I’m here for Morning Coffee,” I say, and give a little laugh as I realize
what I’ve just said. “I mean.

“I know what you mean,” says the receptionist, kindly but wearily. She
looks up my name on a list, jabs a number into her phone, and says, “Jane?
Rebecca Bloomwood’s here.” Then she gestures to a row of squashy chairs and
says, “Someone will be with you shortly.”

| walk over to the seating area and sit down opposite a middle-aged woman
with lots of wild dark hair and a big amber necklace round her neck. She’s
lighting up a cigarette, and even though I don’t really smoke anymore, |
suddenly feel as though | could do with one myself.

Not that I’'m nervous or anything. I just fancy a cigarette.

“Excuse me,” calls the receptionist. “This is a no-smoking area.”

“Damn,” says the woman in a raspy voice. She takes a long drag, then stubs
the cigarette out on a saucer and smiles at me conspiratorially. “Are you a guest
on the show?” she says.

“Yes,” I say. “Are you?”
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The woman nods. “Promoting my new novel, Blood Red Sunset.” She
lowers her voice to a thrilling throb. “A searing tale of love, greed, and murder,
set in the ruthless world of South American money launderers.”

“Gosh,” I say. “That sounds really—"

“Let me give you a copy,” interrupts the woman. She reaches into a
Mulberry holdall by her side and pulls out a vividly colored hardback book.
“Remind me of your name?” Remind her?

“It’s Rebecca,” I say. “Rebecca Bloomwood.”

“To Becca,” the woman says aloud, as she scrawls inside the front page.
“With love and great affection.” She signs with a flourish and hands the book to
me. “Thanks very much. .” Quickly I look at the cover. “Elisabeth.” Elisabeth
Plover. To be honest, I’ve never heard of her.

“I expect you’re wondering how I came to know such a lot about such a
violent, dangerous world,” says Elisabeth. She leans forward and gazes at me
with huge green eyes. “The truth is, I lived with a money launderer for three
long months. I loved him; I learned from him. . and then | betrayed him.” Her
voice dies to a trembling whisper. “I still remember the look he gave me as the
police dragged him away. He knew what I’d done. He knew I was his Judas
Iscariot. And yet, in a strange kind of way, I think he loved me for it.”

“Wow,” I say, impressed in spite of myself. “Did all this happen in South
America?”

“Brighton,” she says after a slight pause. “But money launderers are the
same the world over.”

“Rebecca?” says a voice, before I can think of a reply to this, and we both
look up to see a girl with smooth dark hair, in jeans and a black polo neck,
walking swiftly toward us. “I’m Zelda. We spoke yesterday?”

“Zelda!” exclaims Elisabeth, getting to her feet. “How have you been, my
darling?”” She holds out her arms, and Zelda stares at her.

“I’m sorry,” she says, “have we—" She stops as her gaze falls on my copy
of Blood Red Sunset. “Oh yes, that’s right. Elisabeth Plover. One of the
researchers will be down for you in a minute. Meanwhile, do help yourself to
coffee.” She flashes her a smile, then turns to me. “Rebecca, are you ready?”

“Yes!” I say eagerly, leaping up from my chair. (I have to admit, I feel
quite flattered that Zelda’s come down to get me herself. [ mean, she obviously
doesn’t come down for everyone.)

“Great to meet you,” says Zelda, shaking my hand. “Great to have you on
the show. Now, as usual, we’re completely frantic — so if it’s OK by you, I
thought we’d just head straight off to hair and makeup and we can talk on the
way.”

“Absolutely,” I say, trying not to sound too excited. “Good idea.”

Hair and makeup! This is so cool!

“There’s been a slight change of plan which I need to fill you in on,” says
Zelda. “Nothing to worry about. . Any word from Bella yet?” she adds to the
receptionist.
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The receptionist shakes her head, and Zelda mutters something which
sounds like “Stupid cow.”

“OK, let’s go,” she says, heading off toward a pair of swing doors. “I’'m
afraid it’s even more crazy than usual today. One of our regulars has let us
down, so we’re searching for a replacement, and there’s been an accident in the
kitchen. .” She pushes through the swing doors and now we’re striding along a
green-carpeted corridor buzzing with people. “Plus, we’ve got Heaven Sent 7 in
today,” she adds over her shoulder. “Which means the switchboard gets jammed
with fans calling in, and we have to find dressing room space for seven
enormous egos.”

“Right,” I say nonchalantly. But underneath I’'m jumping with excitement.
Heaven Sent 7? But [ mean. . they’re really famous! And I’m appearing on the
same show as them! | mean — I’ll get to meet them and everything, won’t I?
Maybe we’ll all go out for a drink afterward and become really good friends.
They’re all a bit younger than me, but that won’t matter. I’1l be like their older
sister.

Or maybe I’ll go out with one of them! God, yes. That nice one with the
dark hair. Nathan. (Or is it Ethan? Whatever he’s called.) He’ll catch my eye
after the show and quietly ask me out to dinner without the others. We’ll go to
some tiny little restaurant, and at first it’ll be all quiet and discreet, but then the
press will find out and we’ll become one of those really famous couples who go
to premieres all the time. And I’1l wear. .

“OK, here we are,” says Zelda, and I look up dazedly.

We’re standing in the doorway of a room lined with mirrors and spotlights.
Three people are sitting in chairs in front of the mirrors, wearing capes and
having makeup applied by trendy-looking girls in jeans; another is having her
hair blow-dried. Music is playing in the background, there’s a friendly level of
chatter, and in the air are the mingled scents of hair spray, face powder, and
coffee.

It’s basically my idea of heaven.

“So,” says Zelda, leading me toward a girl with red hair. “Chloe will do
your makeup, and then we’ll pop you along to wardrobe. OK?”

“Fine,” I say, my eyes widening as I take in Chloe’s collection of makeup.
There’s about a zillion brushes, pots, and tubes littered over the counter in front
of us, all really good brands like Chanel and

MAC.

“Now, about your slot,” continues Zelda as | sit down on a swivel chair.
“As I say, we’ve gone for a rather different format from the one we talked about
previously. .”

“Zelda!” comes a man’s voice from outside. “Bella’s on the line for you!”

“Oh shit,” says Zelda. “Look, Rebecca, I’ve got to go and take this call, but
I’1l come back as soon as I can. OK?”
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“Fine!” I say happily, as Chloe drapes a cape round me and pulls my hair
back into a wide towel band. In the background, the radio’s playing my favorite
song by Lenny Kravitz.

“I’ll just cleanse and tone, and then give you a base,” says Chloe. “If you
could shut your eyes. .”

I close my eyes and, after a few seconds, feel a cool, creamy liquid being
massaged into my face. It’s the most delicious sensation in the world. I could sit
here all day.

“So,” says Chloe after a while. “What are you on the show for?”

“Errm. . finance,” I say vaguely. “A piece on finance.”

To be honest, I'm feeling so relaxed, I can hardly remember what I’'m
doing here.

“Oh, yeah,” says Chloe, efficiently smoothing foundation over my face.
“They were talking earlier about some financial thing.” She reaches for a palette
of eyeshadows, blends a couple of colors together, then picks up a brush. “So,
are you a financial expert, then?”

“Well,” I say, a little awkwardly. “You know.”

“Wow,” says Chloe, starting to apply eyeshadow to my eyelids. “I don’t
understand the first thing about money.”

“Me neither!” chimes in a dark-haired girl from across the room. “My
accountant’s given up trying to explain it all to me. As soon he says the word
‘tax-year,” my mind glazes over.”

I’m about to reply sympathetically “Me too!” and launch into a nice girly
chat — but then | stop myself. The memory of Janice and Martin is a bit too raw
for me to be flippant.

“You probably know quite a lot more about your finances than you
realize,” I say instead. “If you really don’t know. . then you should take advice
from someone who does.” “You mean a financial expert like you?” says the girl.

I smile back, trying to look confident — but all this talk of my being a
“financial expert” is unnerving me. I feel as though any minute now, someone’s
going to walk in, ask me an impossible question about South African bond
yields, and then denounce me as a fraud. Thank goodness | know exactly what
I’m going to say on air.

“Sorry, Rebecca,” says Chloe, “I’m going to have to interrupt. Now, I was
thinking a raspberry red for the lips. Is that OK by you?”

What with all this chatting, [ haven’t really been paying attention to what
she’s been doing to my face. But as I look at my reflection properly, I can’t quite
believe it. My eyes are huge; I’ve suddenly got amazing cheekbones. . honestly,
I look like a different person. Why on earth don’t I wear makeup like this every
day?

“Wow!” I breathe.

“It’s easier because you’re so calm,” observes Chloe, reaching into a black
vanity case. “We get some people in here, really trembling with nerves. Even
celebrities. We can hardly do their makeup.”
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“Really?” I say, and lean forward, ready to hear some insider gossip. But
Zelda’s voice interrupts us.

“Sorry about that, Rebecca!” she exclaims. “Right, how are we doing?
Makeup looks good. What about hair?”

“It’s nicely cut,” says Chloe, picking up a few strands of my hair and
dropping them back down again, just like Nicky Clarke on a makeover. “I’1l just
give it a blow-dry for sheen.”

“Fine,” says Zelda. “And then we’ll get her along to wardrobe.” She
glances at something on her clipboard, then sits down on a swivel chair next to
me. “OK, so, Rebecca, we need to talk about your item.”

“Excellent,” I say, matching her businesslike tone. “Well, I’ve prepared it
all just as you wanted.

Really simple and straightforward.”

“Yup,” says Zelda. “Well, that’s the thing. We had a talk at the meeting
yesterday, and you’ll be glad to hear, we don’t need it too basic, after all.” She
smiles. “You’ll be able to get as technical as you like!”

“Oh, right,” I say, taken aback. “Well. . good! That’s great! Although I
might still keep it fairly low

“We want to avoid talking down to the audience. I mean, they’re not
morons!” Zelda lowers her voice slightly. “Plus we had some new audience
research in yesterday, and apparently 80 percent of our viewers feel patronized
by some or all of the show’s content. Basically, we need to redress that balance.
So we’ve had a complete change of plan for your item!” She beams at me.
“What we thought is, instead of a simple interview, we’d have more of a high-
powered debate.”

“A high-powered debate?”” I echo, trying not to sound as alarmed as I feel.

“Absolutely!” says Zelda. “What we want is a really heated discussion!
Opinions flying, voices raised. That kind of thing.” Opinions?

“So is that OK?” says Zelda, frowning at me. “You look a bit—"

“I'm fine!” I force myself to smile brightly. “Just. . looking forward to it! A
nice high-powered debate. Great!” I clear my throat. “And. . and who will I be
debating with?”

“A representative from Flagstaff Life,” says Zelda triumphantly. “Head-to-
head with the enemy. It’ll make great television!”

“Zelda!” comes a voice from outside the room. “Bella again

“Oh, for Christ’s sake!” says Zelda, leaping up. “Rebecca, I’ll be back in a
sec.”

“Fine,” I manage. “See you in a minute.”

“OK,” says Chloe cheerfully. “While she’s gone, let me put on that
lipstick.”

She reaches for a long brush and begins to paint in my lips, and | stare at
my reflection, trying to keep calm, trying not to panic. But my throat’s so tight, I
can’t swallow. I’ve never felt so frightened in all my life.

"’
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I can’t talk in a high-powered debate!

Why did | ever want to be on television?

“Rebecca, could you try to keep your lips still?” says Chloe with a puzzled
frown. “They’re really shaking.”

“Sorry,” I whisper, staring at my reflection like a frozen rabbit. She’s right,
I’m trembling all over.

Oh God, this is no good. I’ve got to calm down. Think happy thoughts.
Think Zen.

In an effort to distract myself, | focus on the reflection in the mirror. In the
background I can see Zelda standing in the corridor, talking into a phone with a
furious expression on her face.

“Yup,” I can hear her saying curtly. “Yup. But the point is, Bella, we pay
you a retainer to be available. What the fuck am I supposed to do now?”” She
looks up, sees someone, and lifts a hand in greeting. “OK, Bella, I do see that. .”

A blond woman and two men appear in the corridor, and Zelda nods to
them apologetically. I can’t see their faces, but they’re all wearing smart
overcoats and holding briefcases, and one of the men is holding a folder bulging
with papers. The blond woman’s coat is actually rather nice, I find myself
thinking. And she’s got a gorgeous Louis Vuitton bag. I wonder who she is.

“Yup,” Zelda’s saying. “Yup. Well, if you can suggest an alternative
phone-in subject. .”

She raises her eyebrows at the blond woman, who shrugs and turns away to
look at a poster on the wall. And as she does so, my heart nearly stops dead.

Because I recognize her. It’s Alicia. Alicia from Brandon Communications
is standing five yards away from me.

I almost want to laugh at the incongruity of it. What’s she doing here?
What’s Alicia Bitch Long-legs doing here, for God’s sake?

One of the men turns round to say something to her — and as | see his face,
I think I recognize him, too. He’s another one of the Brandon C lot, isn’t he?
One of those young, eager, baby-faced types. But what on earth are they all
doing here? What’s going on? Surely it can’t be— They can’t all be here
because of— No. Oh no. Suddenly I feel rather cold.

“Luke!” comes Zelda’s voice from the corridor, and I feel a swoop of
dismay. “So glad you could make it. We always love having you on the show.
You know, I had no idea you represented Flagstaff Life, until Sandy said. .”

This 1sn’t happening. Please tell me this isn’t happening.

“The journalist who wrote the piece is already here,” Zelda’s saying, “and
I’ve primed her on what’s happening. I think it’s going to make really great
television, the two of you arguing away!”

She starts moving down the corridor, and in the mirror | see Alicia and the
eager young man begin to follow her. Then the third overcoated man starts to
come into view. And although my stomach’s churning painfully, I can’t stop
myself. | slowly turn my head as he passes the door.
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I meet Luke Brandon’s grave, dark eyes and he meets mine, and for a few
still seconds, we just stare at each other. Then abruptly he looks away and
strides off down the corridor. And I'm left, gazing helplessly at my painted
reflection, feeling sick with panic.

POINTS FOR TELEVISION INTERVIEW SIMPLE AND BASIC
FINANCIAL ADVICE

1. Prefer clock/twenty grand? Obvious.

2. Flagstaff Life ripped off innocent customers. Beware.

Ermm. .

3. Always be very careful with your money.4. Don’t put it all in one

investment but diversify.5.

Don’t lose it by mistake6. Don’tTHINGS YOU CAN BUY WITH
£20,0001. Nice car; e.g., small BMW2.

Pearl and diamond necklace from Aspreys plus big diamond ring3. 3
couture evening dresses; e.g., from John Galliano4. Steinway grand piano5. 5
gorgeous leather sofas from the Conran shop6. 40 Gucci watches, plus bag?.
Flowers delivered every month for 42 years8. 55 pedigree Labrador puppies9.
80 cashmere jumpers10. 666 Wonderbras11. 454 pots Helena Rubinstein
moisturizer12. 800 bottles of champagnel3. 2,860 Fiorentina pizzasl14. 15,384
tubes of Pringles15. 90,909 packets of Polo mints16.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTERI19

VOCABULARY WORK
1. Match the words to their meanings.
2. toddler a. HEMPEKJIOHHBIH
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3. adamant b. pocuepk
4. rehearse C. CTEKJICHETh
5. sooth d. BeTpeHbIii
6. flourish €. mpsAIu
7. discreet f. MOKpOBHUTENBCTBOBATH
8. dazedly J. HECOOTBETCTBHE
9. incongruity h. oTpeIBHCTO
10.curtly I. peneTupoBaTh
11.glaze J. peOCHOK, HAUMHAIOIIUH XOIUTh
12. flippant K. wm3ymieHHo.
13.fraud |.  ocMoTpHUTENbHBIH
14.strands M. ¢QuH-e MOIIEHHUYECTBO
15. patronize N. CMEXOTBOPHBII
16.ridiculous. 0. yTemarb, CMATYATh
5. Make word combinations.
1. attention a. voice. v’ XpHILIBIA ToJI0C.
2. raspy b. span v’ 10XOIHOCTBH OOJIUT AT
3. searing c. Yyeald v’ IIPOMEKYTOK KOHIIEHTDP. BHUMAHHS
4. amber d. cheekbones v’ SIHTapHOE OKEPEIILE, OYCHI
5. money e. necklace v’ TOTPSICHBIE CKYJIBI
6. long f. tale v’ riiy0oKast 3aTshKKa
7. bond g. powder v’ MOILIEHHUK, OTMBIBAOIINN JEHBIH
8. amazing h. drag v’ Krydas cKasKa
9. face i. launderer v nyzapa
Word building.
VERB NOUN ADJECTIVE / ADVERB
v v ridiculous
rehearse v -
- fraud v
v reflection v
represent v -
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v triumphantly

apply v v

>
>
>

7. Translate into English.

OH ABUTalicd HEYBEPEHHO KaK I'0JI0BaJIbIi peOeHOK
HenpeknoHHbIN B OTHOIIEHUU JUCITUTIIMHBI
HenpeknoHHbli Ha peneTUINX, B IEpEepbhIBaX OH MHOTO IIYTHII U

CMCAJICA

VVVVVVVVVVVVVVVVYVYYVY

Henpeknonnslii 0TKa3

Berpennas neBynika 4acto onasablBajia Ha pEeNeTULIMN
OcTeKeHeBINN B3IV YMUPAOLIETO
[10KpOBHUTEIBCTBEHHOE MOTYAHUE

YTemunTenbHbIi IpU3

IIpepBaTh OTPHIBUCTO

[IepenyTanHbIe IPSAU BOJIOC

YremuTenbHbIEe TUCHMA

Berpennsbliii moaT

[ToxkpoBUTEILCTBEHHAS MAHEPA

HecooTBeTCTBUE TIOJIOKEHUS U TIOBEICHHUS
HecooTBeTcTBHE 3aCayry U Harpabl

DTO CMEUIHO B KOHIIE KOHIIOB

CmexoTBOpHast 107151 B 00IIEM JO0XOe KOMITAaHUHU
SIHTapHOE KOJBLO U CEPBI'M — BCE MOE HACIIEACTBO
[ITupoxue cKyibl

OH roBOpHJI OTPBIBUCTO M CHJIBHO KECTUKYJIUPOBAI
3aBUBATH NPSIU

8. Complete with prepositions.

» At first he was adamant I’d have to call the whole thing ...
.(oT™MeHHTB)

» Eeven though I don’t really smoke anymore, I suddenly feel as
though I could do .... one myself. (1e orka3anack ObI)

» Meanwhile, do help yourself .. to coffee. (yromaiics)

> “Wow,” says Chloe, starting to apply eyeshadow .. my
eyelids.(HanocuTn)

» “Oh, right,” I say, taken ..... . “Well. . good! That’s great! Although
I might still keep it fairly low. (3axBatuts Bpacriox)

> But to my surprise Luke Brandon gets up whispers something to
Alicia and heads ... the door.(namnpasisercs)
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COMPREHENSION CHECK
Q. Answer the questions.

»  Who saw her off to the TV studio? How did they make her feel
embarrassed?

»  What are Rory or Emma?

» What is Elisabeth Plover? What’s her purpose at the studio?

» How comes she knows such a lot about a violent, dangerous world of
money launderers?Why does she dub herself as Judas Iscariot?

» Does she write about money launderers in South America?

»  What do you think about her novel and its title BLOOD RED
SUNSET?

»  Why does her speech have to be very basic and simple?

»  What are the points for simple and basic financial advice?

»  What things can you buy with £20,0001?

»  What else makes Bex’s idea of heaven apart from shopping? What
mingled scents are there in the air of the dressing room?

» Why did they decide to be more technical with their audience?

» A blond woman and two men appear in the corridor... Who are they?
»  Why does her heart nearly stop dead?

10. Make three more profiles of the story characters
using the following words and expressions.

assistant producer of Morning Coffee, raspy voice, Bitch Long-legs, a
middle-aged woman, smooth dark hair, smart overcoat, jeans and a black polo
neck, lot of wild dark hair, businesslike tone, a big amber necklace, huge green
eyes, a blond woman, a gorgeous Louis Vuitton bag.....

Zelda Elisabeth Plover Alicia.

e
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11. What is there in Chloe’s collection of makeup?
Tick those mentioned ones and tell what they are applied to?
Which ones do you use daily and which ones on special
occasions?

eyeshadows

hair spray

eye shadow brush
eyeliner

mascara
concealer

face powder
brushes
fragrances
cleansing lotion
pots with full coverage foundation
moistures

cream

lipstics

rouge

lipgloss

TRANSLATION WORK

12. Translate the extract.
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A 0ecrmoJIe3Horo MmonuHra

Bpsia v B 3Ha€TE€ MHOTO JKEHIIMH, Y
KOTOPBIX B MOEM BO3pPACTE HET HU MY’Ka, HU
nere. Jlaxe co CBOUMHU POJUTEISIMU U
CECTpaMH S IOYTH HE OOIIAI0Ch — OHU
MIPUBBIKJIM, YTO HEMPUATHOCTH MHE TTIOMOTAET
MEPEKUTh HE UX MOJACPIKKA, a TOXOJ] IO Mara3uHam.

He nomHI0, moyeMy MIONUHT CTal AJis1 MeHs JiekapcTBoM. Ho cBoemy
TICUXOJIOTY 51 OOBSCHHUIIA 3TO TEM, YTO MHE HUKOTJIa HE BE3JI0 C MY>KUYHHAMH.
Kaxx bl pa3pblB OTHOIIIEHUH Kak OyATO JaBaJl MHE MOHATh, YTO MOU
M30paHHUKU PEUTUIN TOMCKATh KOro-TO Jyuie. Tocka MpuBoauiia MEHS B
MarasuHsl, IJie, Kpy>Kach Iepe] 3epKajiaMu B HOBBIX Hapsgax, s MOJHUMAaIa
VIIaBIIYIO0 CAMOOIICHKY.

Co BpeMeHeM s MOHsJIA, YTO €IIIe JyYIlle YyBCTBYIO ce0sl, Koraa
BO3BPAIAIOCh IOMO# ¢ ropo makeToB. Korma MHE ObLITO TUTOXO, 5T MOTJIA
KYITUTh COBEPIICHHO OCCIIOJIC3HBIC BEITH — TAIlOYKH C MOJJOTPEBOM,
PE3UHOBYIO YTKY, KPYIJIbIA aKBaApUYyM JIJIs1 HECYIIECTBYIOIICH pbhlOKH. Bece —
paau Toro, 9ToOKI C MOKYITKAaMH B pyKax MOYYBCTBOBAThH CBOIO
CaMOJIOCTaTOYHOCTb.

U, pacTpaurBasi OrpOMHBIE CYMMBI Ha « WONOMepanuioy, s He 3aMeTua,
YTO B OKPY>KCHHH MHOKECTBa O€3/eyIlIeK MOUM OJIM3KHUM CTaJIO TECHO. A 1,
BMECTO TOT'O YTOOBI YCIBIIIATh, UYTO X HA CAMOM Jiejie OECIIOKOUT, Oexkaa OT
HEIMPUATHBIX O€Cce/l B Mara3uHbl, TJI€ CHOBA «HAKPYUYHBaia» OECKOHEUHBIE YeKH
M0/ CHUCXOJIUTEIIbHBIMU B3TJIsIIJaMH KOHCYJIbTAHTOB. . .

MeHs ocTaHOBMIIA CTapIlasi CECTpa, y KOTOPOU ObLI KIIF0Y OT MO
onuHOKOM KBapTHpkl. [Toka st Obuta Ha paboTe, OHA 3a Tapy YacoOB BHIYMCTHUIIA
MO€ JKHJTUIIE OT TIJI0JI0OB MaryOHOM 3aBUCHUMOCTH. A KOT/Ia 5 IepeCcTyIHIa
MOpOoT, OHA 3aCTaBUJIa MEHS C HEW MOTOBOPUTS...

A motpaTtuna roapl, 9TOOBI TPU3HATH, YTO MAHEKEHBI HE 3aMEHSAT OJTU3KUX
monent. Y ata ommbka ctousia ropa3ao J0poKe, 4eM caMmasi pOCKOIIIHAS U3 MOUX
MOKYTIOK. ..

CHAPTER 20

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.
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BY ELEVEN TWENTY-FIVE, I’M sitting on a brown upholstered chair in
the green room. I’m dressed in a midnight-blue Jasper Conran suit, sheer tights,
and a pair of suede high heels. What with my makeup and blown-dry hair, I’ve
never looked smarter in my life. But I can’t enjoy any of it. All I can think of is
the fact that in fifteen minutes, I’ve got to sit on a sofa and discuss high-powered
finance with Luke Brandon on live television.

The very thought of it makes me feel like whimpering. Or laughing wildly.
I mean, it’s like some kind of sick joke. Luke Brandon against me. Luke
Brandon, with his genius 1Q and bloody photographic memory — against me.
He’ll walk all over me. He’ll massacre me.

“Darling, have a croissant,” says Elisabeth Plover, who’s sitting opposite
me, munching a pain au chocolat. “They’re simply sublime. Every bite like a ray
of golden Provengal sun.”

“No thanks,” I say. “I. . I’'m not really hungry.”

I don’t understand how she can eat. I honestly feel as though I’'m about to
throw up at any moment. How on earth do people appear on television every
day? How does Fiona Phillips do it? No wonder they’re all so thin.

“Coming up!” comes Rory’s voice from the television monitor in the
corner of the room, and both our heads automatically swivel round to see the
screen filled with a picture of the beach at sunset. “What is it like, to live with a
gangster and then, risking everything, betray him? Our next guest has written an
explosive novel based on her dark and dangerous background. .”

“. . And we introduce a new series of in-depth discussions,” chimes in
Emma. The picture changes to one of pound coins raining onto the floor, and my
stomach gives a nasty flip. “Morning Coffee turns the spotlight on the issue of
financial scandal, with two leading industry experts coming head-to-head in
debate.”

Is that me? Oh God, I don’t want to be a leading industry expert. | want to
go home and watch reruns of The Simpsons.

“But first!” says Rory cheerily. “Scott Robertson’s getting all fired up in
the kitchen.”

The picture switches abruptly to a man in a chef’s hat grinning and
brandishing a blowtorch. | stare at him for a few moments, then look down
again, clenching my hands tightly in my lap. I can’t quite believe that in fifteen
minutes it’ll be me up on that screen. Sitting on the sofa. Trying to think of
something to say.

To distract myself, | unscrew my crappy piece of paper for the thousandth
time and read through my paltry notes. Maybe it won’t be so bad, I find myself
thinking hopefully, as my eyes circle the same few sentences again and again.
Maybe I’m worrying about nothing. We’ll probably keep the whole thing at the
level of a casual chat. Keep it simple and friendly. After all. .

“Good morning, Rebecca,” comes a voice from the door. Slowly I look up
—and as | do so, my heart sinks. Luke Brandon is standing in the doorway.
He’s wearing an immaculate dark suit, his hair is shining, and his face is bronze
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with makeup. There isn’t an ounce of friendliness in his face. His jaw is tight;
his eyes are hard and businesslike. As they meet mine, they don’t even flicker.

For a few moments we gaze at each other without speaking. | can hear my
pulse beating loudly in my ears; my face feels hot beneath all the makeup. Then,
summoning all my inner resources, I force myself to say calmly, “Hello, Luke.”

There’s an interested silence as he walks into the room. Even Elisabeth
Plover seems intrigued by him.

“I know that face,” she says, leaning forward. “I know it. You’re an actor,
aren’t you?

Shakespearean, of course. I believe I saw you in Lear three years ago.” “I
don’t think so,” says Luke curtly.

“You’re right!” says Elisabeth, slapping the table. “It was Hamlet. |
remember it well. The desperate pain, the guilt, the final tragedy. .” She shakes
her head solemnly. “I’ll never forget that voice of yours.

Every word was like a stab wound.”

“I’m sorry to hear it,” says Luke, and looks at me. “Rebecca—"

“Luke, here are the final figures,” interrupts Alicia, hurrying into the room
and handing him a piece of paper. “Hello, Rebecca,” she adds, giving me a snide
look. “All prepared?”

“Yes, I am, actually,” I say, crumpling my paper into a ball in my lap.
“Very well prepared.” “Glad to hear it,” says Alicia, raising her eyebrows. “It
should be an interesting debate.” “Yes,” I say defiantly. “Very.” God, she’s a
COow.

“I’ve just had John from Flagstaff on the phone,” adds Alicia to Luke in a
lowered voice. “He was very keen that you should mention the new Foresight
Savings Series. Obviously, I told him—"

“This 1s a damage limitation exercise,” says Luke curtly. “Not a bloody
plug-fest. He’ll be bloody lucky if he. .” He glances at me and I look away as
though I’m not remotely interested in what he’s talking about. Casually I glance
at my watch and feel a leap of fright as | see the time. Ten minutes. Ten minutes
to go.

“OK,” says Zelda, coming into the room. “Elisabeth, we’re ready for you.”

“Marvelous,” says Elisabeth, taking a last mouthful of pain au chocolat.
“Now, I do look all right, don’t I?” She stands up and a shower of crumbs falls
off her skirt.

“You’ve got a piece of croissant in your hair,” says Zelda, reaching up and
removing it. “Other than that — what can I say?” She catches my eye and I have
a hysterical desire to giggle.

“Luke!” says the baby-faced guy, rushing in with a mobile phone. “John
Bateson on the line for you. And a couple of packages have arrived. .”

“Thanks, Tim,” says Alicia, taking the packages and ripping them open.
She pulls out a bunch of papers and begins scanning them quickly, marking
things every so often in pencil. Meanwhile, Tim sits down, opens a laptop
computer, and starts typing.
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“Yes, John, I do see your bloody point,” Luke’s saying in a low, tight
voice. “But if you had just kept me better informed—"

“Tim,” says Alicia, looking up. “Can you quickly check the return on the
Flagstaff Premium Pension over the last three, five, and ten?”

“Absolutely,” says Tim, and starts tapping at his computer.

“Tim,” says Luke, looking up from the phone. “Can you print out the
Flagstaff Foresight press release draft for me ASAP? Thanks.”

I can’t quite believe what I’m seeing. They’ve practically set up an office,
here in the Morning Coffee green room. An entire office of Brandon
Communications staff complete with computers and modems and phones. .
pitted against me and my crumpled piece of notebook paper.

As I watch Tim’s laptop efficiently spewing out pages, and Alicia handing
sheets of paper to Luke, a resigned feeling starts to creep over me. [ mean, let’s
face it. I’ll never beat this lot, will I? I haven’t got a chance. I should just give
up now. Tell them I’m ill or something. Run home and hide under my duvet.
“OK, everyone?” says Zelda, poking her head round the door. “On in seven
minutes.” “Fine,” says Luke.

“Fine,” I echo in a wobbly voice.

“Oh, and Rebecca, there’s a package for you,” says Zelda. She comes into
the room and hands me a large, square box. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

“Thanks, Zelda,” I say in surprise, and, with a sudden lift of spirits, begin
to rip the box open. I’ve

no idea what it is or who it’s from — but it’s got to be something helpful,
hasn’t it? Special last-minute information from Eric Foreman, maybe. A graph,
or a series of figures that | can produce at the crucial moment. Or some secret
document that Luke doesn’t know about.

Out of the corner of my eye I can see that all the Brandonites have stopped
what they’re doing and are watching, too. Well, that’ll show them. They’re not
the only ones to get packages delivered to the green room. They’re not the only
ones to have resources. Finally | get the sticky tape undone and open the flaps of
the box.

And as everyone watches, a big red helium balloon, with “good luck”
emblazoned across it, floats up to the ceiling. There’s a card attached to the
string, and, without looking anyone in the eye, | rip it open.

Immediately I wish I hadn’t.

“Good luck to you, good luck to you, whatever you’re about to do,” sings a
tinny electronic voice.

| slam the card shut and feel a surge of embarrassment. From the other side
of the room | can hear little sniggers going on, and | look up to see Alicia
smirking. She whispers something into Luke’s ear, and an amused expression
spreads across his face.

He’s laughing at me. They’re all laughing at Rebecca Bloomwood and her
singing balloon. For a few moments I can’t move for mortification. My chest is
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rising and falling swiftly; I’ve never felt less like a leading industry expert in my
life.

Then, on the other side of the room, | hear Alicia murmur some malicious
little comment and give a snort of laughter. Deep inside me, something snaps.
Sod them, I think suddenly. Sod them all. They’re probably only jealous,
anyway. They wish they had balloons, too.

Defiantly | open the card again to read the message.

“No matter if it’s rain or shine, we all know that you’ll be fine,” sings the
card’s tinny voice at once.

“Hold your head up, keep it high — all that matters is you try.”

To Becky, I read. With love and thanks for all your wonderful help. We’re
so proud to know you.

From your friends Janice and Martin.

| stare down at the card, reading the words over and over, and feel my eyes
grow hot with tears. Janice and Martin have been good friends over the years.
They’ve always been kind to me, even when I gave them such disastrous advice.
I owe this to them. And I’'m bloody well not going to let them down.

| blink a few times, take a deep breath, and look up to see Luke Brandon
gazing at me, his eyes dark and expressionless.

“Friends,” I say coolly. “Sending me their good wishes.”

Carefully I place the card on the coffee table, making sure it stays open so
it’ll keep singing, then pull my balloon down from the ceiling and tie it to the
back of my chair.

“OK.,” comes Zelda’s voice from the door. “Luke and Rebecca. Are you
ready?” “Couldn’t be readier,” I say calmly, and walk past Luke to the door.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 20

VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.
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2. whimper a. ycTpauBaTh PE3HIO

3. massacre b. cmakoBaTh, YaBKaTh

4. solemn C. BO3BBIIICHHBIN

5. snigger d. BbI3BIBalOIIIEC

6. smirk. €. XHBIKaTh

7. munch f. omeprBeHHe

8. mortification 0. moraHer

9. sublime h. yxMbuika

10. defiantly I. CMEIIOoK

11. sod J. BeIMYCCTBEHHBIN

2.Make word combinations.

1. in-depth a.  blowtorch | pa3maxuBaTh NasIBHOHN JIAMITON
2. brandish a b.  resources Il HHYTOXKHBIE 3aMETKH.
3. inner c. look. ili HeyBepeHHBIN, IIATKUH TOJIOC.
4. resigned d. discussions iv  yriryOJIeHHas TUCKYCCHS
5. paltry e. voice VBHYTPEHHHI UCTOYHUK
6. snide f. notes Vi  eXUIHBIA B3I
7. wabbly g. feeling vii CMHpEHHOE YyBCTBO

3. Translate into English.

VVVVVVVVVVVYVYY

BuyTtpeHnHuit rosoc

BricTpen cTep yXMBUIKY C €ro Jinia
[Ipekpatu XHBIKATh, TOTAHEI]!
Bri3biBaroie Crioputh

Exunnas pemapka

ExugHbIil cMEIIoK B THUILIMHE 3aJia
BrI3bIBaromiuii ;kecT B CTOpOHY TyOepHaTopa
CmakoBaTh KypUHBIE KPBUIBIIIKH TPOMKO
ExunHbp1ii KOMMEHT

ByHT ¥ pe3Hs B cTeHax ropojaa
Bo3sBeimaronimii ooman

XHBIYYITUH y KaCChl pEOCHOK

4. Give negative forms of the words.
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attract

screw
complete

get smth done
dress

Belief

COMPREHENSION CHECK

5. Answer the questions.

What is Scott Robertson cooking with his blowtorch?
Who doesElisabeth Plover take Luke for? Why?

What makes her think there will be no casual chat.
What makes Luke Brandon well armored enemy?
What have Luke and Alicia set up in the green room?
What arrives in the package for Rebecca?

Why do her eyes grow hot with tears reading the card?
How does the card change her mood?

VVVVVVVY

6. Choose the best heading for the chapter and explain your choice.
Offer your variant.

/

¢ “Hold your head up, keep it high — all that matters is you try.”
% The red balloon.
% Two leading industry experts face-to-face in the green room?

*  Brandon’s staff complete with computers and modems against a
crumpled piece of paper.

8. Give a summary of the chapter on behalf of Luke.
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TRANSLATION WORK

7. Translatetheextract.

14 npusHakoB
TOI'0, UTO BbI
HIOMOT 0JIMK

1. YekaMu, XpaHAITMMUCS HA THE BaIlIUX
CYMOK U B OTJICJICHUSIX KOIII€JIbKa, MOYKHO BMECTO
000€eB OOKJIEUTH CTEHHI B Balllell KoMHaTe. TaMm
MOYHO HalTH 00pa3Ibl U3 CaMbIX Pa3HbBIX
Mara3uHOB U3 BCEX CTPaH, B KOTOPHIX BbI ObIBAJIU.

2. ITpoBepka nocineIHuX HOBOCTEN B
WHTEPHETE BO BCEX 0€3 MCKITFOUCHHUS CITydasix
MJIAaBHO MEPETEeKaeT B OHJIANH-IIIONUHT. A UTO,
BJIPYT TaM MOSIBUJIOCH YTO-TO HOBEHbKOE?

3. Jlaxke mociie HeCKOIbKUX OOKAJIOB BUHA BbI MOXKETE JICTKO HA3BATh
HOMEp CBOEH KPEIUTKHU B MPSIMOM M 00OpaTHOM Topsake. Bam cronbpko pas
MPUXOAWIOCH MTPOJICTBIBATH 3Ty ONEPAIIUI0 B MHTEPHET-Mara3uHax, 4YTo 3a0bITh
KOMOMHAIINIO HEBO3MOYKHO.

4. Barre npejcrapiieHne o0 UIeaJTbHOM Beuepe MATHUIIBI BKITIOYAET B ceOs
OO0JBIIOE 3epKaJIo, BOPOX MOCIEAHUX MOKYIOK U MPUMEPKY BCEX ITHX Belleh
10J] TAHIICBAJIbHBIE TPEKH.

5. Bac mpuriacwiu Ha yuH. B TOT k€ JIeHb B JIIOOMMOM Mara3uHe
CTapTyeT riodanbpHas pacrpoaaxa. BeiOop oueBueH — JIydllle YK Bbl
MPOBEJIETE ATOT BEYEP B KOMITAHUU HOBBIX TY(DEb.

6. Y Bac co31aH OTAeJbHBINA NMOYTOBBIN ANMK A8 HOBOCTHBIX
PACCBUIOK € CaliTOB Mara3uHoOB — TaK Bbl MOXKETE Cpa3y yBUETh COOOIICHUS O
pacnpoja)xax ¥ HOBBIX MOCTYIUICHUSX.

7. Y Bac ecTb YAUBUTEJIbHAS CMIOCOOHOCTb TPATUTh JE€HbIY A0COJTHOTHO
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Be3Jie — JJaXKe OTIPABISASACH 32 HOBBIM ILJIEJIOM JJISI JIFOOMMO# 6a0yIITKH, BBI
BO3BPAIIAETECH IOMOM C MaCCOM HOBBIX M «OUYE€HBb HYKHBIX» BEILIEH.

8. Ci10BoCOYeTaHHE «TOTAJbHAS PACHPOIAKA)» BbI3bIBAET B BallleM
OpraHm3Me BCILIECK aJPEeHAJIMHA — MBIIIIbI HANPsHKaHbI, Bl TOTOBBI K aTakKe.

9. Koraa KT0o-TO rOBOPHUT 0 HACTYNAIOIIUX NMPA3IHUKAX, B MIEPBYIO
ovepe/b, BbI AyMaeTe, YTO NOJAAPUTH ... cede. [[a 4To Tam npa3qHUKHU —
KaIIeMHUPOBBIN mapd CTaHET OTIUIHOW HArpaioi 3a yIapHyro pabodyro
Heneno!

10. Bam rapaepo0 ycJI0OBHO MOKHO Pa3/ieIUTh HA JIBe YACTH — BEIU Ha
KaK]IbIH JIeHb U Bellu Uit 0coObIX citydaeB. [lopoii ciydas HajieTb 60TQOPTHI
Ha BBICOYCHHBIX MIMWIbKAX WM OapXaTHBIN j)KaKeT aCUMMETPUYHOIO KPOs TaK U
He HaxoauTcs. Ho xto 3HaeT!

11. OaHu 13 BamMx OJMKANIINX APYy3eill — KOHCYJIbTAHTHI U3
JIJIOOMMBIX Mara3mHoB. DTO COI03, 3aKJIIOYECHHEIN Ha HeOecax!

12. B BamieM mkagy yxxe GU3MUYECKH He XBAaTaeT MecTa JJIsl XPaHeHUs
oJ1esKIbI, HO TEM HE MEHEe, KaX0€ Ballle yTPO HAUMHACTCS ¢ (Ppas3bl «MHE
HEUYETro HAJICTh.

13. Bol noiigere Ha Bce, YTOOBI ONIPABAATH OYePeAHYI0 TPaTy: «B
CIICIYIONIEM MecsIIe sl He Oyay XOIUTh B KHHO 1 Oyy S)KOHOMHTH Ha 00emax.
JIn6o BooOIIE HE OYTy €CTh!»

14. CxoJ1bK0 OBI pa3 Bbl He 00emaau cede, 4TO €O CIAeAYIIIero Mecsna
OyaeTe CTPOro KOHTPOJIMPOBATH CBOM OKO/I2KET, BCe BCEra BO3BPAIACTCS
HAa KPYI'M CBOS: 3BYK KapTbl, IPOBOJAUMOM Y€pe3 TEPMUHAI U IIEJIIECT MAKETOB C
MOKYIIKaMH, BbI3bIBAET HEBEPOATHOE CIIOKOMCTBHE B BalllCH JYIIIE.

CHAPTER 21

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

AS WE STRIDE ALONG the corridors to the set, neither Luke nor I says a
word. | dart a glance at him as we turn a corner — and his face is even steelier
than it was before.

Well, that’s fine. I can do hard and businesslike, too. Firmly I lift my chin
and begin to take longer strides, pretending to be Alexis Carrington in Dynasty.

“So, do you two already know each other?” says Zelda, who’s walking
along between us.

“We do, as it happens,” says Luke shortly.
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“In a business context,” I say, equally shortly. “Luke’s always trying to
promote some financial product or other. And I’m always trying to avoid his
calls.”

Zelda gives an appreciative laugh and I see Luke’s eyes flash angrily. But |
really don’t care. I don’t care how angry he gets. In fact, the angrier he gets, the
better | feel.

“So — Luke, you must have been quite pissed off at Rebecca’s article in
The Daily World,” says Zelda.

“I wasn’t pleased,” says Luke. “By any of it,” he adds in a lower voice.

What does that mean? I turn my head, and to my astonishment, he’s
looking at me with a sober expression. Almost apologetic. Hmm. This must be
an old PR trick. Soften up your opponent and then go in for the kill. But I’'m not
going to fall for it.

“He phoned me up to complain,” I say airily to Zelda. “Can’t cope with the
truth, eh, Luke? Can’t cope with seeing what’s under the PR gloss?”

There’s silence and I dart another look at him. Now he looks so furious, I
think for a terrifying moment that he’s going to hit me. Then his face changes
and, in an icily calm voice, he says, “Let’s just get on the fucking set and get this
over with, shall we?”

Zelda raises her eyebrows at me and I grin back. This is more like it.

“OK.,” says Zelda as we approach a set of double swing doors. “Here we
are. Keep your voices down when we go in.”

She pushes open the doors and ushers us in, and for a moment my cool act
falters. | feel all shaky and awed, like Laura Dern in Jurassic Park when she sees
the dinosaurs for the first time. Because there it is, in real life. The real live
Morning Coffee set. With the sofa and all the plants and everything, all lit up by
the brightest, most dazzling lights I’ve ever seen in my life.

This is just unreal. How many zillion times have | sat at home, watching
this on the telly? And now I’m actually going to be part of it.

“We’ve got a couple of minutes till the commercial break,” says Zelda,
leading us across the floor, across a load of trailing cables. “Rory and Emma are
still with Elisabeth in the library set.”

She gestures to us to sit down on opposite sides of the coffee table, and,
gingerly, I do so. The sofa’s harder than I was expecting, and kind of. . different.
Everything’s different. The plants seem bigger than they do on the screen, and
the coffee table is smaller. God, this is weird. The lights are so bright on my
face, | can hardly see anything, and I’m not quite sure how to sit. A girl comes
and threads a microphone cable under my shirt and clips it to my lapel.
Awkwardly, I lift my hand to push my hair back, and immediately Zelda comes
hurrying over.

“Try not to move too much, OK, Rebecca?” she says. “We don’t want to
hear a load of rustling.” “Right,” I say. “Sorry.”
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Suddenly my voice doesn’t seem to be working properly. I feel as though a
wad of cotton’s been stuffed into my throat. I glance up at a nearby camera and,
to my horror, see it zooming toward me.

“OK, Rebecca,” says Zelda, hurrying over again, “one more golden rule —
don’t look at the camera,

all right? Just behave naturally!” “Fine,” I say huskily.

Behave naturally. Easy-peasy.

“Thirty seconds till the news bulletin,” she says, looking at her watch.
“Everything OK, Luke?” “Fine,” says Luke calmly. He’s sitting on his sofa as
though he’s been there all his life. Typical.

| shift on my seat, tug nervously at my skirt, and smooth my jacket down.
They always say that television puts ten pounds on you, which means my legs
will look really fat. Maybe | should cross them the other way. Or not cross them
at all? But then maybe they’ll look even fatter.

“Hello!” comes a high-pitched voice from across the set before | can make
up my mind. My head jerks up, and I feel an excited twinge in my stomach. It’s
Emma March in the flesh! She’s wearing a pink suit and hurrying toward the
sofa, closely followed by Rory, who looks even more square-jawed than usual.
God, it’s weird seeing celebrities up close. They don’t look quite real, somehow.

“Hello!” Emma says cheerfully, and sits down on the sofa. “So you’re the
finance people, are you?

Gosh, I'm dying for a wee.” She frowns into the lights. “How long is this
slot, Zelda?”

“Hi there!” says Rory, and shakes my hand. “Roberta.”

“It’s Rebecca!” says Emma, and rolls her eyes at me sympathetically.
“Honestly, he’s hopeless.” She wriggles on the sofa. “Gosh, I really need to go.”
“Too late now,” says Rory.

“But isn’t it really unhealthy not to go when you need to?”” Emma wrinkles
her brow anxiously.

“Didn’t we have a phone-in on it once? That weird girl phoned up who
only went once a day. And Dr.

James said. . what did he say?”

“Search me,” says Rory cheerfully. “These phone-ins always go over my
head. Now I’m warning you, Rebecca,” he adds, turning to me, “I can never
follow any of this finance stuff. Far too brainy for me.” He gives me a wide grin
and | smile weakly back.

“Ten seconds,” calls Zelda from the side of the set, and my stomach gives a
tweak of fear. Over the loudspeakers | can hear the Morning Coffee theme
music, signaling the end of a commercial break.

“Who starts?” says Emma, squinting at the TelePrompTer. “Oh, me.”

So this is it. | feel almost light-headed with fear. I don’t know where I’'m
supposed to be looking; I don’t know when I’m supposed to speak. My legs are
trembling and my hands are clenched tightly in my lap. The lights are dazzling
my eyes; a camera’s zooming in on my left, but I’ve got to try to ignore it.
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“Welcome back!” says Emma suddenly to the camera. “Now, which would
you rather have? A carriage clock or £20,000?

What? I think in shock. But that’s my line. That’s what I was going to say.

“The answer’s obvious, isn’t it?” continues Emma blithely. “We’d all
prefer the £20,000.” “Absolutely!” interjects Rory with a cheerful smile.

“But when some Flagstaff Life investors received a letter inviting them to
move their savings recently,” says Emma, suddenly putting on a sober face,
“they didn’t realize that if they did so, they would lose out on a £20,000
windfall. Rebecca Bloomwood is the journalist who uncovered this story —

Rebecca, do you think this kind of deception is commonplace?”

And suddenly everyone’s looking at me, waiting for me to reply. The
camera’s trained on my face; the studio’s silent.

Two point five million people, all watching at home.

I can’t breathe.

“Do you think investors need to be cautious?”” prompts Emma.

“Yes,” | manage in a strange, woolly voice. “Yes, I think they should.”

“Luke Brandon, you represent Flagstaft Life,” says Emma, turning away.
“Do you think—"

Shit, I think miserably. That was pathetic. Pathetic! What’s happened to my
voice, for God’s sake?

What’s happened to all my prepared answers?

And now I’m not even listening to Luke’s reply. Come on, Rebecca.
Concentrate.

“What you must remember,” Luke’s saying smoothly, “is that nobody’s
entitled to a windfall. This isn’t a case of deception!” He smiles at Emma. “This
is simply a case of a few investors being a little too greedy for their own good.
They believe they’ve missed out — so they’re deliberately stirring up bad
publicity for the company. Meanwhile, there are thousands of people who have
benefited from Flagstaff

Life.”

What? What’s he saying?

“I see,” says Emma, nodding her head. “So, Luke, would you agree that—"

“Wait a minute!” I hear myself interrupting. “Just. . just wait a minute. Mr.
Brandon, did you just call the investors greedy?”

“Not all,” says Luke. “But some, yes.”

| stare at him in disbelief, my skin prickling with outrage. An image of
Janice and Martin comes into my mind — the sweetest, least greedy people in
the world — and for a few moments I’m so angry, I can’t speak.

“The truth is, the majority of investors with Flagstaff Life have seen record
returns over the last five years,” Luke’s continuing to Emma, who’s nodding
intelligently. “And that’s what they should be concerned with. Good-quality
investment. Not flash-in-the-pan windfalls. After all, Flagstaff Life was
originally set up to provide—"
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“Correct me if I’'m wrong, Luke,” I cut in, forcing myself to speak calmly.
“Correct me if I’'m wrong — but | believe Flagstaff Life was originally set up as
a mutual company? For the mutual benefit of all its members. Not to benefit
some at the expense of others.”

“Absolutely,” replies Luke without flickering. “But that doesn’t entitle
every investor to a £20,000 windfall, does it?”

“Maybe not,” I say, my voice rising slightly. “But surely it entitles them to
believe they won’t be misled by a company they’ve put their money with for
fifteen years? Janice and Martin Webster trusted

Flagstaff Life. They trusted the advice they were given. And look where
that trust got them!”

“Investment is a game of luck,” says Luke blandly. “Sometimes you win—

“It wasn’t luck!” I hear myself crying furiously. “Of course it wasn’t luck!
Are you telling me it was compete coincidence that they were advised to switch
their funds two weeks before the windfall announcements?”

“My clients were simply making available an offer that they believed
would add value to their customers’ portfolios,” says Luke, giving me a tight
smile. “They have assured me that they were simply wishing to benefit their
customers. They have assured me that—"

“So you’re saying your clients are incompetent, then?” I retort. “You’re
saying they had all the best intentions — but cocked it up?”

Luke’s eyes flash in anger and I feel a thrill of exhilaration.

“I fail to see—"

“Well, we could go on debating all day!” says Emma, shifting slightly on
her seat. “But moving onto a slightly more—"

“Come on, Luke,” I say, cutting her off. “Come on. You can’t have it both
ways.” I lean forward, ticking points off on my hand. “Either Flagstaff Life were
incompetent, or they were deliberately trying to save money. Whichever it is,
they’re in the wrong. The Websters were loyal customers and they should have
gotten that money. In my opinion, Flagstaff Life deliberately encouraged them
out of the with-profits fund to stop them receiving the windfall. I mean, it’s
obvious, isn’t it?” I look around for support and see Rory gazing blankly at me.

“It all sounds a bit technical for me,” he says with a little laugh. “Bit
complicated.”

“OK, let’s put it another way,” I say quickly. “Let’s. .” I close my eyes,
searching for inspiration. “Let’s. . suppose I’'m in a clothes shop!” I open my
eyes again. “I’m in a clothes shop, and I’ve chosen a wonderful cashmere Nicole
Farhi coat. OK?” “OK,” says Rory cautiously.

“I love Nicole Farhi!” says Emma, perking up. “Beautiful knitwear.”

“Exactly,” I say. “OK, so imagine I’m standing in the checkout queue,
minding my own business, when a sales assistant comes up to me and says,
‘Why not buy this other coat instead? It’s better quality — and I’ll throw in a
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free bottle of perfume.’ I’ve got no reason to distrust the sales assistant, so |
think, Wonderful, and I buy the other coat.”

“Right,” says Rory, nodding. “With you so far.”

“But when I get outside,” I say carefully, “I discover that this other coat
isn’t Nicole Farhi and isn’t real cashmere. I go back in — and the shop won’t
give me a refund.”

“You were ripped off!” exclaims Rory, as though he’s just discovered
gravity.

“Exactly,” I say. “I was ripped off. And the point is, so were thousands of
Flagstaff Life customers. They were persuaded out of their original choice of
investment, into a fund which left them £20,000 worse off.” I pause, marshaling
my thoughts. “Perhaps Flagstaff Life didn’t break the law. Perhaps they didn’t
contravene any regulations. But there’s a natural justice in this world, and they
didn’t just break that, they shattered it. Those customers deserved that windfall.
They were loyal, long-standing customers, and they deserved it. And if you’re
honest, Luke Brandon, you know they deserved it.”

I finish my speech breathlessly and look at Luke. He’s staring at me with
an unreadable expression on his face — and in spite of myself, | feel my
stomach clench with nerves. | swallow, and try to shift my vision away from his
— but somehow I can’t move my head. It’s as though our eyes are glued
together.

“Luke?” says Emma. “Do you have a response to Rebecca’s point?”

Luke doesn’t respond. He’s staring at me, and I’m staring back, feeling my
heart thump like a rabbit. “Luke?” repeats Emma slightly impatiently. “Do you
have—”

“Yes,” says Luke. “Yes I do. Rebecca—" He shakes his head, almost
smiling to himself, then looks up again at me. “Rebecca, you’re right.”

There’s a sudden still silence around the studio.

I open my mouth, but I can’t make a sound.

Out of the corner of my eye, | see Rory and Emma glancing at each other
puzzledly.

“Sorry, Luke,” says Emma. “Do you mean—"

“She’s right,” says Luke, and gives a shrug. “Rebecca’s absolutely right.”
He reaches for his glass of water, leans back on his sofa, and takes a sip. “If you
want my honest opinion, those customers deserved that windfall. | very much
wish they had received it.”

He looks up at me, and he’s wearing that same apologetic expression he
had in the corridor. This can’t be happening. Luke’s agreeing with me. How can
he be agreeing with me?

“I see,” says Emma, sounding a bit affronted. “So, you’ve changed your
position, then?”

There’s a pause, while Luke stares thoughtfully into his glass of water.
Then he looks up and says, “My company is employed by Flagstaff Life to
maintain their public profile. But that doesn’t mean that personally I agree with
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everything they do — or even that I know about it.” He pauses. “To tell you the
truth, 1 had no idea any of this was going on until | read about it in Rebecca’s
article in The Daily World.

Which, by the way, was a fine piece of investigative journalism,” he adds,
nodding to me.

“Congratulations.”

I stare back helplessly, unable even to mutter “Thank you.” I’ve never felt
so wrong-footed in all my life. | want to stop and bury my head in my hands and
think all of this through slowly and carefully — but I can’t, I’'m on live
television. I’'m being watched by 2.5 million people, all around the country. I
hope my legs look OK.

“If I were a Flagstaftf customer and this had happened to me, I’d be very
angry,” Luke continues. “There is such a thing as customer loyalty; there is such
a thing as playing straight. And | would hope that any client of mine, whom |
represent in public, would abide by both of those principles.”

“I see,” says Emma, and turns to the camera. “Well, this is quite a
turnaround! Luke Brandon, here to represent Flagstaff Life, now says that what
they did was wrong. Any further comment, Luke?”

“To be honest,” says Luke, with a wry smile, “I’m not sure I’ll be
representing Flagstaff Life any more after this.”

“Ah,” says Rory, leaning forward intelligently. “And can you tell us why
that 1s?”

“Oh, honestly, Rory!” says Emma impatiently. She rolls her eyes and Luke
gives a little snort of laughter.

And suddenly everyone’s laughing, and I join in too, slightly hysterically. |
catch Luke’s eye and feel something flash in my chest, then quickly look away
again.

“Right, well, anyway,” says Emma abruptly, pulling herself together and
smiling at the camera.

“That’s it from the finance experts — but, coming up after the break, the
return of hot pants to the catwalk.

“. . and cellulite creams — do they really work?”” adds Rory.

“Plus our special guests — Heaven Sent 7—singing live in the studio.”

The theme music blares out of the loudspeakers and both Emma and Rory
leap to their feet.

“Wonderful debate,” says Emma, hurrying off. “Sorry, I’'m dying for a
wee.”

“Excellent stuff,” adds Rory earnestly. “Didn’t understand a word — but
great television.” He slaps Luke on the back, raises his hand to me, and then
hurries off the set.

And all at once it’s over. It’s just me and Luke, sitting opposite each other
on the sofas, with bright lights still shining in our eyes and microphones still
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clipped to our lapels. | feel slightly shell-shocked. Did all that really just
happen?

“So,” I say eventually, and clear my throat.

“So,” echoes Luke with a tiny smile. “Well done.”

“Thanks,” I say, and bite my lip awkwardly in the silence.

I’m wondering if he’s in big trouble now. If attacking one of your clients
on live TV is the PR equivalent of hiding clothes from the customers.

If he really changed his mind because of my article. Because of me.

But I can’t ask that. Can 1?

The silence is growing louder and louder and at last | take a deep breath.

“Did you—"

“I was—"

We both speak at once.

“No,” I say, flushing red. “You go. Mine wasn’t. . You go.”

“OK.,” says Luke, and gives a little shrug. “I was just going to ask if you’d
like to have dinner tonight.”

What does he mean, have dinner? Does he mean—

“To discuss a bit of business,” he continues. “I very much liked your idea
for a unit trust promotion along the lines of the January sales.” My what?

What idea? What’s he. .

Oh God, that. Is he serious? That was just one of my stupid, speak-aloud,
brain-not-engaged moments.

“I think 1t could be a good promotion for a particular client of ours,” he’s
saying, “and I was wondering whether you’d like to consult on the project. On a
freelance basis, of course.”

Consult. Freelance. Project.

He’s serious.

“Oh,” I say, and swallow, inexplicably disappointed. “Oh, I see. Well, 1. . I
suppose I might be free tonight.”

“Good,” says Luke. “Shall we say the Ritz?”

“If you like,” I say offhandedly, as though I go there all the time.

“Good,” says Luke again, and his eyes crinkle into a smile. “I look forward
to it.”

And then — oh God. To my utter horror, before | can stop myself, | hear
myself saying bitchily,

“What about Sacha? Doesn’t she have plans for you tonight?”

Even as the words hit the air, | feel myself redden. Oh shit. Shit! What did |
say that for?

There’s a long silence during which I want to slink off somewhere and die.

“Sacha left two weeks ago,” says Luke finally, and my head pops up.

“Oh,” I say feebly. “Oh dear.”

“No warning — she packed up her calfskin suitcase and went.” Luke looks
up. “Still, it could be worse.” He gives a deadpan shrug. “At least I didn’t buy
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the holdall as well.” Oh God, now I’'m going to giggle. I mustn’t giggle. I
mustn’t.

“I’m really sorry,” I manage at last.

“I’m not,” says Luke, gazing at me seriously, and the laughter inside me
dies away. | stare back at him nervously and feel a tingle spread across my face.

“Rebecca! Luke!”

Our heads jerk round to see Zelda approaching the set, clipboard in hand.

“Fantastic!” she exclaims. “Just what we wanted. Luke, you were great.
And Rebecca. .” She comes and sits next to me on the sofa and pats my
shoulder. “You were so wonderful, we were thinking — how would you like to
stand in as our phone-in expert later in the show?”

“What?” I stare at her. “But. . but I can’t! I’'m not an expert on anything.”

“Ha-ha-ha, very good!” Zelda gives an appreciative laugh. “The great thing
about you, Rebecca, is you’ve got the common touch. We see you as finance
guru meets girl next door. Informative but approachable. Knowledgeable but
down-to-earth. The financial expert people really want to talk to. What do you
think, Luke?”

“I think Rebecca will do the job perfectly,” says Luke. “I can’t think of
anyone better qualified. I also think I’d better get out of your way.” He stands up
and smiles at me. “See you later, Rebecca. Bye,

Zelda.”

| watch in a daze as he picks his way across the cable-strewn floor toward
the exit, half wishing he would look back.

“Right,” says Zelda, and squeezes my hand. “Let’s get you sorted.”

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 21

VOCABULARY WORK

2. Match the words to their meanings.

1. sober a. JTaCKOBO
2. apologetic. b. BO30yXaeHHe
3. USher C. MCIBITHIBATHIIOKAJILIBAHUE
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4. Dblithe d. xpuBO#i, MEPEKONICHHBIH

5. lapel [lei’pel]] €. OCMOTPHUTEIBHO, OCTOPOMKHO

6. marshal f. Tpe3BbIit

7. Wry 0. HEOpPEKHO, OeCIePEMOHHO

8. affront N. M3BUHSFOIIUIICS, MPUMUPHUTEITHHBIH
9. zoom |. Be#nap, MpOBOJIUTH

10. gingerly J. TPHUKOTaKHBIC H3CIINS

11. prickle K. KyX»OKaTh, yBEIMYNBATh N300paKCHUE
12. outrage |. GecneuHbIit

13. blandly M. BOCIIPSAHYTH JyXOM

14. exhilaration N. pacmoJiarathb Mo MOPsAKY

15. offhandedly 0. oOmurar

16. perk up P. HaJIPyrareabCTBO, MPOU3BOJI

17. knitwear.” (. ockopOsATh, OpocaTh BHI30B

3. Find 10 pairs of synonyms.

Marshal, insult. order, reach, affront, blandly, romantic, violate, tenderly,
gingerly, exhilaration, negligently, contravene, puzzled, carefully, offhandedly,

down-to-earth,approach, agitation,bewildered.

4. Match words to make combinations.

1. dazzling a. benefit A. d9yBCTBO JIOKTS, TPOCTOM MOJIXO]T
2. mutual b. journalism B. ocienurenpHBIC OTHU

3. give c. touch C. oueHb IpocTo.

4. investigative | d. returns D. koHTYy3HuA

5. easy e. straight E. B3auMHas BeITO/Ia

6. record f.  lights F. BO3MecCTHTH yOBITOK

7. shell g. shock G. dyBCTB-H TOJIOBOKPY)KEHHUE

8. light h. together H. pexopHbIC TUBUICH B

9. play I. peasy |I.  wurparb B OTKpBITYIO

10. pull oneself | J. arefund J.  B34Tb ceOs B pyKH

11. common k. headed K. wmccnenoBarenbckas )KypHAITMCTHKA

4. Translate into English.

> Becrieunas kak nTuna
> Becrieunoe 1eTcTBO
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Kynutbcsi Ha KOMIUTUMEHTHI

becneynas *u3Hb 32 rOPOIOM

bpocuth BBI30B pE3KOH KPUTHUKOMN
N3Bunsrommiics ToH

B3anmHoe cornacue Ha pa3opyKeHue

Kpusas ycMmenika

OH NpUMHPHUTEIIBHO MOXJIOMNAJI €€ M0 IIJIEYy
Kamepa HEeoKMIaHHO 3aXKyxoKana

KocHyTBCS1 OCTOPOKHO paHbI

[TokanpiBaromas XoJoaHast MacKa JJIsl KOKH JIULA

VVVVVVVVVVVVVY

Tpe3Belii NOAX0N

Tpe3Boe BeIpayKEHHE JINLA
CMATYUTH OMMOHEHTA (PACIONIOKHUTH K cede)
Kynutecs Ha nectpb

5. Make these words negative.

+

Mis,

in, miss, un, dis....

approachable

readable

competent

represent

available

lead

ANRNANANANANAN

belief

ANENANANANANAN

6. Complete with prepositions.

» But I’'m not going to fall ... it.

» “Let’s just get on the fucking set and get this ....
» “What you must remember,” Luke’s saying smoothly, “is that nobody’s

entitled .. a windfall.

» And that’s what the majority of investors should be concerned .....
» Not to benefit some .. the expense of others.
» But surely it entitles them to believe they won’t be misled by a company

they’ve put their money .... for fifteen years?
» “You were ripped ... !”” exclaims Rory, as though he’s just discovered
gravity.

GRAMMAR WORK
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7. Put the words into the correct word order to make sentences

1. Not /going / be/ am /1 /to / part / of /actually/ it.

2. a /load/ of /want/ don’t/ rustling/ we /to hear.

3. | /gets/ in/ the angrier/ feel/ fact/ he/ the better.

4. to be /seem /my /doesn’t / suddenly/ voice/ properly
/working.

COMPREHENSION CHECK
8. Answer the questions.

» How did Luke try to soften up his opponent and then go in
for the kill?

» How does Luke feel in the studio? What about Bex?

» What is she concerned about at the start of the program?

> What was the turning point in the
interview for her?

> What is Luke’s main argument?

> How does Bex beat it? What example
does she provide to illustrate het point?

> How do you understand the statement by

Bex that Flagstaff Life doesn’t contravene any
regulations but they shatter a natural justice in this
world.
> Has Luke really changed his mind
because of the article or interview?.
> Is Mr. Brandon a smart and flexible
businessman? Why? Tell some words about his change

of tactics.
> What thought is like a refrain at the back of her mind?)
> What two principles should every business abide by?
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» What freelance project proposal does Mr. Brandon make to Bex at
the end of the program?

» What is Zelda’s offer? What makes Bex an attractive finance expert
for Morning Coffee? Is Bex ready to accept it?

» Where does Luke invite her afterwards?

Q. Retell the chapter in short of behalf of Rory.

PLAN

J
0’0

Before the debates

Difficulty to get to the point
Impressions of Luke and Bex
Judgement on Bex as a financial expert .

J
’0

L)

J
’0

L)

7
0’0

TRANSLATION WORK
10. Translate the extract using new words and expressions.

7 akTOB 0 MOJIb3€ MOMIMUHTA

3nech cOOpaHbl HE COBCEM
CEPBE3HBIE, HO 3aTO CaMble
yOenuTenbHbIe (PaKThl O MOJIb3E
IIOTITHHTA.
1. HlonnuHr — Jy4niee JIeKapCTBO
OT XaHJPBbI, BEb BCEr/1a MOXKHO
MPUTIACUTh TPOUTUCH IO Mara3uHaM
IpYy3€i, 1 TPOBECTU BPEMS B XOPOIIEH KOMITAHUH.

2. «[HonmuHr kyaa my4uie, yeM rncuxotepanus. Llena ogHa, HO BbI
0CTaeTeCh C MIaTheM», — TOBOPUT OJIUMH U3 MiepcoHakel B kaure Codu
Kuncenna «Taiinplil Mup monoroiguka». To €cTh B KAKOM-TO CMBICJIE HIOMITUHT
€Ill€ ¥ MOKET IOMOYb COKOHOMUTH JCHBIM, HY B Cllydae €CJIU Mepesl BAMU CTOUT
BBIOOP MEXKAY IICUXOJIOTOM U IIaThEM.

3. «Ecau Obl Bce MOTTIM Kax/IbIil 1I€Hb XOAUTh B OOHOBKAX, JEMPECCHS
ycyesna Obl ¢ JIMIA 3eMJI» — CO00IIaeT TOT ke nepcoHax. Camo coboii, HaC B
paayerT ele U JadbHeUIni IpoIecC UCI0Ib30BaHUs (HOLIEHUS, IPUMEHEHMS)
ATUX CaMBbIX MOKYIOK. A KOI/Ia HOBas Bellb JECHCTBUTENBHO K JIUILY, TO
OKpPYKaIoIlKe JeIat0T HaM KOMIUTMMEHTBI — 3TO BBICTYMAET B POJIH
CBOEOOPA3HOI0 JOMUHTA JUIsl ICUXUYECKOTO 310POBbSI.

4. Tak y» Mbl YCTPOEHBI, UTO IPUOOPETAst TOBAP MO CHEUNPEIIOKEHUSIM
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WIH CO CKUAKOW, MBI ITOJIy4aeM OO0JIbIIOE YOBOJIBCTBUE, KOTOPOE JaXKe MOXKHO
CPaBHUTH C CEKCYaJIbHBIM BO30YKJICHHEM (BCIIOMHHUTE TOT CaMblii OJIECK B
rJla3ax MOJAPYTH WU CTPaHHBINA pyMSIHEI] Ha €€ JIUIIE).

5. Taxke MCUXOJIOTH CYUTAIOT KpaHe MOJIe3HBIM (PaKT CIOHTAHHOCTU U
HEMpPEeCKa3yeMOCTH B MPOLIECCE MIONMUHTA, KaK HU CTPAHHO, HAC Topasio
00JIbIIIe PayIOT HE3AIIAHUPOBAHHBIE MTOKYIIKU, Y€M T€, 32 KOTOPHIMHU MBI
CHEIHAIbHO UJIeM B Mara3uH. Eciiu BApyr HaM yJanoch «OTXBaTUThY» UTO-
HUOYb 0COOEHHOE, — TO U CAMUM MPUATHO, U OJIM3KHUE pajbl U OJaroaapHbl
TaKOMY «IOOBITUHKY.

6. B npornecce 6eroTHU Mo Mara3uHaM B MIOUCKE TIOKYTIKU TEJIO
MI0JIBEPraeTcss yMEPEHHOU (PU3HUECKON Harpy3Ke, TO €CTh LIOMIUHT JTaXke
3aMEHSET CIOPT3ajl C MHCTPYKTOPOM U IIPOYUMH pacxojamu. «B mobom ciydae
MIOXOJ1 IO Mara3uHaM MPUHOCHUT CTOJIBKO 7K€ MOJIb3bl, KaK YTPEHHSS
TMMHACTHUKA», — CYUTAIOT SKCIEPTHI.

7. lonnuHr 60blIe TOJIE3€H MY>KYMHAM, YEM JKEHITUHAM !

«HccnenoBanue cliomMalio CTEPEOTHUITBI O MIOTITHHATEY, — OTMEYAIOT aBTOPHI
TOTO K€ UCCIICIOBaHMsI TAHBaHbCKHUX IKCIEPTOB. Tak, ydeHbIe yTBEPKIAIOT,
YTO TOJIOKUTENBHBIN 3D PEKT OT mporecca MOKYMOK ObLT OTMEYEH B OOJIBIICH
CTETICHH y MYK4HH, a He y keHIIHH. [lonoronuku-myxuuHsl ymupatot Ha 28%
«pexey, 4eM Te, KTO XOAMT 3a MOKYMKAMU Tapy pa3 B MECSIL; JAJIs )KCHIIIUH
MoKasaTelsb cocTaBisieT 23%.

Ho cnennanuctsl Takke JOMYyCKalOT BEPOSITHOCTh BIUSHUS Ha
IPOJOJKUTEIBHOCTD )KM3HU HATYPbI U TEMIIEPAMEHTA YEJIOBEKA, €T0
aKTUBHOCTH U SHEPTUYHOCTH, KOTOPBIE U 3aCTaBJISIOT €ro «0erath 1o
MarazuHam.

CHAPTER 22

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

I WAS MADE TO go on television. That’s the truth. I was absolutely made
to go on television.

We’re sitting on the sofas again, Rory and Emma and me, and Anne from
Leeds is admitting over the line that she’s never given retirement planning a
thought.

I glance at Emma and smile, and she twinkles back. I’ve never felt so warm

and happy in all my life.
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What’s really strange is that when it was me being interviewed, | felt all
tongue-tied and nervous — but on the other side of the sofa, I’ve been in my
element right from the start. God, I could do this all day. I don’t even mind the
bright lights anymore. They feel normal. And I’ve practiced the most flattering
way to sit in front of the mirror (knees together, feet crossed at the ankle), and
I’'m sticking to it.

“My mum used to tell me to take out a pension,” says Anne, “and I used to
laugh at her. But now I’ve started to panic I’ve left it too late.”

“Rebecca?” says Emma. “Should Anne be concerned?”

Pensions, I think quickly. Come on, what do | know about pensions?

“Well,” I say. “Of course, the earlier you start saving, the more you’ll
accumulate. But that’s no reason to panic, Anne. The good thing is, you’re
thinking about it now.” “How old are you exactly, Anne?” says Emma. “I’m
thirty,” says Anne. “Thirty last month.” Yes! Thank you, God!

“Ah, well,” I say knowledgeably. “A typical woman of thirty, who invested
£100 a month, would receive an income of £9,000 on retirement at sixty. That’s
assuming 7 percent growth.” Bingo. Rory and Emma look so impressed. OK,
quick, what else?

“But you should also look for flexibility, Anne,” I continue. “Choose a
scheme which allows you to take a ‘holiday’ from payments, because you never
know when you might need it.”

“That’s true,” says Anne thoughtfully. “I’d like to take a year off sometime
and travel a bit.”

“Well, there you are!” I say triumphantly. “If you do that, you’ll want to be
able to pause your pension payments. In fact, what | would do is—”

“Thanks, Rebecca,” chimes in Emma. “Wise advice there! Now we’re
going to go briefly to Davina for news and weather. .”

I’m rather disappointed at being interrupted. There were so many more
things | could have said to Anne. All the points | made in my pensions article
are popping up in my head — and now that there’s a real person involved, they
all suddenly seem a lot more interesting. In fact, the whole subject seems more
interesting today. It’s as though all this stuff has suddenly got a point.

Believe it or not, I’m really enjoying the questions on this phone-in. | know
about mortgages and | know about life insurance and | know about unit trusts. |
know so much more than I ever realized! A few minutes ago, Kenneth from St.
Austell asked what the annual contribution limit for an ISA is — and the figure
£5,000 just jumped right into my head. It’s as if some bit of my mind has been
storing every single bit of information I’ve ever written — and now, when |
need it, it’s all there.

“And after the break,” Emma’s saying, “since so many of you are ringing
in, we’ll be coming back to this phone-in: ‘Managing Your Money.” ”

“Lots of people with money problems out there,” chimes in Rory.

“Absolutely,” says Emma. “And we want to help. So whatever your query,
however big or small, please call in for Rebecca Bloomwood’s advice, on 0333
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4567.” She freezes for a moment, smiling at the camera, then relaxes back in her
chair as the light goes off. “Well, this is going very well!” she says brightly, as a
makeup girl hurries up and touches up her face with powder. “Isn’t it, Zelda?”

“Fantastic!” says Zelda, appearing out of nowhere. “The lines haven’t been
this busy since we did ‘I’d Like to Meet a Spice Girl.” ” She looks curiously at
me. “Have you ever done a course in television presenting, Rebecca?”

“No,” I say honestly. “I haven’t. But. . I’ve watched a lot of telly.”

Zelda roars with laughter. “Good answer! OK, folks, we’re back in thirty.”

Emma smiles at me and consults a piece of paper in front of her, and Rory
leans back and examines his nails.

I’ve never felt so completely and utterly happy. Never. Not even that time |
found a Vivienne Westwood bustier for £60 in the Harvey Nichols sale. (I
wonder where that is, actually. I must get round to wearing it sometime.) This
beats everything. Life is perfect.

| lean back, full of contentment, and am idly looking around the studio
when an oddly familiar figure catches my eye. | peer harder, and my skin starts
to prickle in horror. There’s a man standing in the gloom of the studio — and
honestly, I must be hallucinating or something, because he looks exactly like—

“And. . welcome back,” says Rory, and my attention snaps back to the set.
“This morning’s phone-in is on financial problems, big and small. Our guest
expert is Rebecca Bloomwood and our next caller is Fran from Shrewsbury.
Fran?”

“Yes,” says Fran. “Hi. Hi, Rebecca.”

“Hi there, Fran,” I say, smiling warmly. “And what seems to be the
trouble?” “I’m in a mess,” says Fran. “I. . I don’t know what to do.” “Are you in
debt, Fran?” says Emma gently.

“Yes,” says Fran, and gives a shaky sigh. “I’m overdrawn, [ owe money on
all my credit cards, I’ve borrowed money off my sister. . and I just can’t stop
spending. | just. . love buying things.” “What sort of things?”” says Rory
interestedly.

“I don’t know, really,” says Fran after a pause. “Clothes for me, clothes for
the kids, things for the house, just rubbish, really. Then the bills arrive. . and |
throw them away.”

Emma gives me a significant look, and | raise my eyebrows back. But my
cool act 1s starting to falter a little at Fran’s story.

“It’s like a vicious circle,” Fran’s saying. “The more in debt [ am, the
worse | feel, so I go out and spend more.”

Outstanding bills. Credit card debts. Overdrafts. All the things I’ve been
desperate not to think about are being thrust back into my mind. Desperately |
thrust them back out again.

“Rebecca?” she says. “Fran’s obviously in a bit of a spot. What should she
be doing?”
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For an instant I feel like crying Why ask me? But I can’t crumble, I have to
do this. I have to be Rebecca Bloomwood, top financial expert. Summoning all
my strength, | force myself to smile sympathetically at the camera.

“Well, Fran,” I say. “The first thing you’ve got to do is. . is be brave and
confront the issue. Contact the bank and tell them you’re having trouble
managing.” I swallow hard, trying to keep my voice steady. “I know myself how
hard it can be to tackle this kind of problem — but | can honestly tell you,
running away doesn’t solve anything. The longer you leave it, the worse it’ll
get.”

“Rebecca,” says Emma earnestly. “Would you say this is a common
problem?”’

“I’m afraid it is,” I reply. “It’s all too easy to forget those unpaid bills, to
put them in a dressing table drawer, or. . or throw them in a skip. .”

“A skip?” says Rory, looking puzzled.

“Whatever,” I say hurriedly. “Everybody’s different.”

“I put mine in the dog basket,” interjects Fran. “Then he chews them and I
can’t read them.”

“I can understand that,” [ say, nodding. “But you know what, Fran? Once
you take those letters out of the dog basket and actually read them, you’ll find
they’re not nearly as bad as you think.”

“You really think so?” says Fran tremulously.

“Open each envelope,” I suggest, “and write down all the outstanding
amounts. Then make a plan to pay them off, even if it’s only £5 a week. You can
do it.” There’s a long pause.

“Fran?” says Emma. “Are you still there?”

“Yes!” says Fran. “Yes, I’m still here — and I’'m going to do it! You’ve
convinced me. Thanks,

Becky! I really appreciate your help

| beam back at the camera, my confidence restored.

“It’s a pleasure,” I say. “And you know, Fran, as soon as you turn that
corner and wake up to the real world, your life will be transformed.”

| make a confident sweeping gesture with my arm, and as | do so, my gaze
takes in the whole studio. And. . oh my God, it’s him.

I’m not hallucinating.

It’s really him. Standing at the corner of the set, wearing a security badge
and sipping something in a polystyrene cup as though he belongs here. Derek
Smeath is standing here in the Morning Coffee studios, ten yards away from me.

Derek Smeath of Endwich Bank. It doesn’t make any sense. What’s he
doing here?

Oh God, and now he’s staring straight at me.

My heart begins to pound, and | swallow hard, trying to keep control of
myself.

",
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“Rebecca?” Emma says puzzledly, and I force myself to turn my attention
back to the show. But all my confident words are withering on my lips. “So you
really think, if she tries, Fran will be able to get her life in order?”

“I. . that’s right,” I say, and force a smile. “It’s just a question of facing up
to it.”

I’m trying desperately to stay cool and professional — but all the bits of
my life I’d so carefully buried are starting to worm their way out again. Here
they come, wriggling into my mind, one piece of dreadful reality after another.

“Well,” says Rory. “Let’s all hope Fran takes Rebecca’s very good advice.”
My bank account. Thousands of pounds of debt.

“We’re out of time, I’m afraid,” says Emma, “but before we go, do you
have any last words of advice, Rebecca?”

My VISA card, canceled. My Octagon card, confiscated in front of that
whole crowd. God, that was humiliating.

OK, stop it. Concentrate. Concentrate.

“Yes,” I say, forcing a confident tone. “I would just say. . in the same way
you might have a medical checkup once a year, do the same with your finances.
Don’t ignore them until they become a problem!”

My whole terrible, disorganized life. It’s all there, isn’t it? Waiting for me,
like a great big spider.

Just waiting to pounce, as soon as this phone-in ends.

“Wise words from our financial expert,” says Emma. “Many thanks to
Rebecca Bloomwood, and I’m sure we’ll all be heeding her advice. Coming up
after the break, the results of our makeover in Newcastle and Heaven Sent 7,
live in the studio.”

There’s a frozen pause, then everyone relaxes.

“Right,” says Emma, consulting her piece of paper. “Where are we next?”

“Good work, Rebecca,” says Rory cheerfully. “Excellent stuff.”

“Oh, Zelda!” says Emma, leaping up. “Could I have a quick word? That
was fab, Rebecca,” she adds. “Really fab.”

And suddenly they’re both gone. And I’m left alone on the set, exposed and
vulnerable. Rebecca

Bloomwood, top financial expert, has vanished. All that’s left is me,
Becky. Shrinking on my seat and frantically trying to avoid Derek Smeath’s eye.

I don’t have anything to give him. The money from The Daily World has
got to go straight to Suze. I’'m in as much trouble as I ever was. What am I going
to do?

Maybe I could slip out at the back.

Maybe I could stick it out here on the sofa. Just sit here until he gets bored
and leaves. [ mean, he won’t dare to come onto the actual set, will he? Or maybe
| could pretend to be someone else. God yes. | mean, with all this makeup on, |
practically look like someone else, anyway. I could just walk quickly past, and if
he talks to me, answer in a foreign accent. Or else. .
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And then suddenly I stop, midtrack. It’s as though I’'m hearing my own
thoughts for the first time in my life. And what | hear makes me ashamed of
myself.

Who do I think I’'m kidding? What exactly will I achieve by dodging Derek
Smeath one more time? It’s time to grow up, Becky, I tell myself. It’s time to
stop running away. If Fran from Shrewsbury can do it, then so can Rebecca from
London.

| stand up, take a deep breath, and walk slowly across the set to Derek
Smeath.

“Hello, Mr. Smeath,” I say in polite, calm tones. “What a coincidence to
see you here.” I hold out my hand for a symbolic, peacemaking handshake, but
Derek Smeath doesn’t even seem to see it. He’s staring at me as though he’s
seen a goldfish begin to talk.

“Coincidence?” he echoes at last, and a technician gestures to us to keep
our voices down. Derek Smeath firmly ushers me out of the studio into a foyer
area and turns to face me, and | feel a twinge of fear at his expression.

“Miss Bloomwood,” he says. “Miss Bloomwood—" He rubs his face with
his hand, then looks up. “Do you know quite how long I have been writing
letters to you? Do you know how long I’ve been trying to get you into the bank
for a meeting?” “Ahm. . I’'m not quite—"

“Six months,” says Derek Smeath, and pauses. “Six long months of
excuses and prevarication. Now, I’d just like you to think about what that means
for me. It means endless letters. Numerous phone calls. Hours of time and effort
on my part and that of my assistant, Erica. Resources which, quite frankly, could
be better spent elsewhere.” He gestures sharply with his polystyrene cup and
some coffee slops onto the floor. “Then finally I pin you down to a cast-iron
appointment. Finally I think you’re taking your situation seriously. . And you
don’t turn up. You disappear completely. I telephone your home to find out
where you are, and get accused most unpleasantly of being some kind of
stalker!”

“Oh yes,” I say, and pull an apologetic face. “Sorry about that. It’s just my
dad, you know. He’s a bit weird.”

“I’d all but given up on you,” says Derek Smeath, his voice rising. “I’d all
but given up. And then I’m passing a television shop this morning, and what
should I see, on six different screens, but the missing, vanished Rebecca
Bloomwood, advising the nation. And what are you advising them on?”” He
begins to shake with laughter. (At least, I think it’s laughter.) “Finance! You are
advising the British public. . on finance!”

I stare at him, taken aback. It’s not that funny.

“Look, I'm very sorry I couldn’t make the last meeting,” I say, trying to
sound businesslike. “Things were a bit difficult for me at that time. But if we
could reschedule. .”

“Reschedule!” cries Derek Smeath, as though I’ve just cracked a hysterical

joke. “Reschedule!”
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I gaze at him indignantly. He’s not taking me seriously at all, is he? He
hasn’t shaken my hand, and he’s not even listening to what I’'m saying. I’'m
telling him I want to come in for a meeting — | actually want to — and he’s just
treating me like a joke.

And no wonder, interrupts a tiny voice inside me. Look at the way you’ve
behaved. Look at the way you’ve treated him. Frankly, it’s a wonder he’s being
civil to you at all.

| look up at his face, still crinkled in laughter. . and suddenly feel very
chastened.

Because the truth is, he could have been a lot nastier to me than he has
been. He could have taken my card away a long time ago. Or sent the bailiffs
round. Or had me blacklisted. He’s actually been very nice to me, one way or
another, and all I’ve done is lie and wriggle and run away.

“Listen,” I say quickly. “Please. Give me another chance. I really want to
sort my finances out. | want to repay my overdraft. But | need you to help me.
I’m. .” I swallow. “I’m asking you to help me, Mr.

Smeath.”

There’s a long pause. Derek Smeath looks around for a place to put his
coffee cup, takes a white handkerchief out of his pocket, and rubs his brow with
it. Then he puts it away and gives me a long look. “You’re serious,” he says at
last.

“Yes.”

“You’ll really make an effort?”

“Yes. And—" I bite my lip. “And I’m very grateful for all the allowances
you’ve made for me. I really am.”

Suddenly | feel almost tearful. | want to be good. | want to get my life in
order. I want him to tell me what to do to make things right.

“All right,” says Derek Smeath at last. “Let’s see what we can sort out. You
come into the office tomorrow, nine-thirty sharp, and we’ll have a little chat.”

“Thanks,” I say, my whole body subsiding in relief. “Thank you so much.
I’1l be there. I promise.”

“You’d better be,” he says. “No more excuses.” Then a faint smile passes
over his features. “By the way,” he adds, gesturing to the set. “I thought you did
very well up there, with all your advice.”

“Oh,” I say in surprise. “Well. . thanks. That’s really. .” I clear my throat.
“How did you get into the studio, anyway? I thought they had quite tight
security.”

“They do,” replies Derek Smeath. “But my daughter works in television.”
He smiles fondly. “She used to work on this very show.”

“Really?” I say incredulously.

God, how amazing. Derek Smeath has a daughter. He’s probably got a
whole family, come to that. A wife, and everything. Who would have thought it?

“I"d better go,” he says, and drains his polystyrene cup. “This was a bit of
an unscheduled detour.”
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He gives me a severe look. “And I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“I’1l be there,” I say quickly, as he walks off toward the exit. “And. . and
thanks. Thanks a lot.”

As he disappears, I sink down onto a nearby chair. I can’t quite believe I’ve
just had a pleasant, civilized conversation with Derek Smeath. With Derek
Smeath! And actually, he seems quite a sweetheart. He’s been so nice and kind
to me, and his daughter works in television. . I mean, who knows, maybe I’1l get
to know her, too. Maybe I’ll become friends with the whole family. Wouldn’t
that be great? I'll start going to dinner at their house, and his wife will give me a
warm hug when | arrive, and I’ll help her with the salad and stuff. .

“Rebecca!” comes a voice from behind me, and I turn round to see Zelda
approaching, still clutching her clipboard.

“Hi,” I say happily. “How’s it going?”’

“Great,” she says, and pulls up a chair. “Now, I want to have a little talk.”

“Oh,” I say, suddenly nervous. “OK. What about?”

“We thought you did tremendously well today,” says Zelda, crossing one
jeaned leg over the other.

“Tremendously well. I’ve spoken to Emma and Rory and our senior
producer”—she pauses for effect —“and they’d all like to see you back on the
show.”

I stare at her in disbelief. “You mean—"

“Not every week,” says Zelda. “But fairly regularly. We thought maybe
three times a month. Do you

think your work would allow you to do that?”

“I. . I don’t know,” I say dazedly. “I expect it would.”

“Excellent!” says Zelda. “We could probably plug your magazine as well,
keep them happy.” She scribbles something on a piece of paper and looks up.
“Now, you don’t have an agent, do you? So I’ll have to talk money directly with
you.” She pauses, and looks down at her clipboard. “What we’re offering, per
slot, is.

CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

CHAPTER 22
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VOCABULARY WORK

1. Match the words to their meanings.

2. query a. coOupaTh

3. contentment b. YBEPTHIBAThCS, YBUIMBATh
4. falter C.IOBOJIBCTBO

5.  summon d. 3a1poc

6. subside €. BCTaBIIAThH(3aMCUYaHMsI)

7. interject f. yruxatpb

8. hallucinate J.TPETeTHO

9. tremulously N. yKIOHSTBCS, ETIISATH

10. wither I. CIIOTBIKATHCS,JPOTHYTh

11. pounce J. CyncOHBIN MCIIOTHUTEh

12. crumble K. raJunrolIMHEPOBATh

13. exposed |. HaOpachIBaThCs, AaTAKOBATh

14. shrink M. yBSIAATh

15. dodge N. TMHOHYTh, Pa3BATMBATHCS, PACKPOIIIUTHCSI
16. allowance 0. OTKPBITHIN, YSA3BUMBIN

17. prevaricate P. COKpAmaThcsi, CKUMATHCS

18. bailiff J. aBaHC, pa3penieHue, mociadbieHne

2. Find 10 pairs of synonyms.

Dry, collect, interject, attack, madly, wither, calm down, reduce,
prevaricate, exposed, frantically, astonished, summon, insert,
unprotected, pounce, shrink, dodge, subside, dazed.

3. Match words to make combinations.

1. tongue a. theissue A. MerocMoTp

2. vicious b. checkup B. omenomiieHHBIHI

3. confront c. tied C. [maBaTbh aBaHCHI, ITOCIA0IECHAS
1. medical d. aback D. nummBIIMiicsS napa pedu

2. make e. contribution E. mopounslii Kpyr

3. annual f. circle F. exeromublil BKJIa
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4.

taken g. allowances G. nOpPOTHUBOCTOATH IMPOOIEME

4. Translate into English.

€

VVYVVVVVVEVVVYVYVVVVVVVVVYVVYYVYYYYVY

most unpleasantly ... being some kind of stalker

CPOYHBIN 3apocC

BOIIPOC K MPEICEAATEIIO

YCBIXAIOIINE CTAPUYECKUE UKPBI

€KETOAHBIA METOCMOTpP — UCTOYHUK CTpecca
TaJUTIOLIMHUPOBATH OT HAPKOTHKA

TPENETHOE MEPBOE NPU3HAHUE

YBSIAAIOIINE JIMCThsI U 3aKaT 3a OKHOM

JIOBOJIBCTBO U JIEHb )KM3HU B JIOJIT

00JIe3HEHHbIE TAJUTIOUUHALIMYA U PBOTA

3JTI00HBIN KAPJIMK - LIYT IPH IBOPE KOPOJIS

Oypst CTUXJIa U CTUXJIM TUTAaHTCKHUE BOJIHBI

MUHHMAJIBHBIN €KETOIHBIN BKJIAJ B IIPOEKT

yTHUXarolas aymieBHas 00Jib

YBSIIINE YyBCTBA

TPENETHBIE IPUKOCHOBEHUS

ySI3BUMOE TOJIOKEHUE OTPsi/la MOPIIEXOB Ha MOOEPEkKbE
pa30pBU NOPOYHBIN KPYT OECKOHEUHBIX peMHKapHAIUI
OLLIETIOMJIEHHBIN CyJI€OHBIN UCTIOTHUTENb JTUIIWIICS 1apa peun
HEBO3MOKHO MPOTUBOCTOATH OO0JIbILIE 3TOM MPOOIEME, HO MOYKHO

€ HCOOJITO YBHUIIMBATDH

HEYTOMHUMO HaOpAaChIBATHCS HA ONIIOHEHTA

coOpaTh Bce CUJIbl U HAOPOCUTHCS BHE3AITHO

€ro pelruMoCThb APOrHyJsa

HEBEKJIMBO BCTABIIATH (3aMeuanusi) 6e3 pa3perieHus
OOKCep YKIIOHSUICS OT IPSIMOTO yaapa
pa3BaIMBAIONIASICS CTEHA KOHIOIIHU

TPENETHBIN BOCTOPT TIEPBOM MOOEBI

5. Complete with prepositions.

“I telephone your home to find out where you are, and get accused
>

The more .. debt | am, the worse | feel.

“I peer harder, and my skin starts to prickle .. horror.”

“I’m rather disappointed .. being interrupted”

Zelda roars .... laughter.

“Please. Give me a chance. I really want to sort my finances ....

29
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o I stare .. him, taken ...... It’s not that funny.

GRAMMAR WORK
6. Put the words into the correct word order to make sentences

1. Earlier / start /of course / the / you / saving / the / you /
accumulate/ more / will.

2. Crying/for/like/ an/ 1/ instant / feel.

3. To/she/show /used/on/work/this/ very.

7. Underline the modal verbs and identify their functions.
For example, | have to do this. (obligation)

v' But you should also look for flexibility, Anne.

v If Fran from Shrewsbury can do it, then so can Rebecca from
London.

v You never know when you might need it.

v' There were so many more things | could have said to Anne.

v | must be hallucinating or something, because he looks exactly like
Derek Smeath.

v But I can’t crumble, maybe I could slip out at the back.

v Maybe I could stick it out here on the sofa.. | have to beRebecca
Bloomwood, top financial expert.

v “Would you say this is a common problem?”’

v So you really think, Fran will be able to get her life in order?”

v “I would just say. . in the same way you might have a medical
checkup once a year, do the same with your finances.

v He could have taken my card away a long time ago.

v So I’ll have to talk money directly with you.”

v I just can’t stop spending.
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COMPREHENSION CHECK
10. Answer the questions.

> Do the majority of people give the retirement planning a
thought? Why?

> Why has Bex been in her element right from the start?.

> What does flexibility mean

here in : , the context? Why should people also
look for flexibility?

> How comeshe happens to
know about mortgages and about life
insurance and unit trusts?

> Why does Bex suddenly
recall a Vivienne

Westwood bustier for £60 in the
Harvey Nichols sale?

> What seems to be the

trouble with Fran? What solution to her
problems does Bex offer?

> It was a turning point in her life, was not it? Why?

> What’s her final recommendation for the audience? Did she

try to dodgeDerek Smeath this time? Why?
> Will she finally pay off her debts?

11. Retell the episode in short of behalf of Mr. Dereck.

PLAN

% Reasons for a bit of an unscheduled
detour.

> Opinion on Bex’s interview and
financial advice

X Conclusions and expectations

TRANSLATION WORK
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10. Translate the extract using new words and expressions.

AJX 0ecrmoJIe3HOro HIOMUHIa
Mapmuna, 46 Jet:

Bpsin v Bl 3Ha€TE€ MHOTO JKEHIIUH, Y KOTOPBIX
B MOEM BO3pacTe HET HU MYKa, HU AeTe. Jlaxe co
CBOMMH POAUTEISIMUA U CECTPAMH S IOUTH HE
00II1at0Ch — OHU MPUBBIKIIN, YTO HEMPUIATHOCTH MHE
MIOMOTAET NEPEKUTH HE UX MOJJIEPHKKA, & TOXOJ 110
Mara3uHaMm.

He nomMHI0, mouemy LIOMUHT CTaj AJIsI MEHS
nexkapcTBoM. Ho cBoeMy ncuxoJiory st OObsICHUTIA 3TO
TE€M, YTO MHE HUKOTJIa HE BE3JIO C MYKUNHAMMU.
Kasx1ip1it pa3pblB OTHOIIIEHUH KaK OYJTO /1aBajl MHE MTOHSTh, YTO MOU
M30paHHUKH PEIIIIIN MOUCKATh KOTO-TO Jyulie. Tocka MpuBouiia MEHS B
MarasuHbl, e, Kpy>Xach Mepe]] 3epKajaMu B HOBBIX Hapsax, sl MoJIHUMAaIa
YIaBIIIYIO CAMOOIICHKY.

Co BpeMeHeM s MOHSIIA, YTO €IE JIyYIlle YyBCTBYIO ce0sl, Koraa
BO3BpalIaloCch JOMOM ¢ ropoi nmakeroB. Korga Mue ObUIO 1710X0, 5 MOTJIa
KYIHUTh COBEPIICHHO OECIOJIE3HbIE BEIIIU — TAllOYKHU C TTOJAOTPEBOM,
PE3MHOBYIO YTKY, KPYTJIBIA aKBAPUYM JIJIs1 HECYIIIECTBYIOMEH prIOKH. Bce —
paay Toro, YToOBI C MOKYIMKaMH B pyKax MOYYBCTBOBATH CBOIO
CaMOJOCTaTOYHOCTb.

W, pacTpaunBas OrpoOMHBIE CYMMBbI Ha «U4ONOMEPAnuioy, s He 3aMeTUIa,
YTO B OKPY>KCHHH MHOKECTBA 0€3/1eTyIIeK MOUM OJIM3KUM CTaJIO TECHO. A 1,
BMECTO TOTO YTOOBI yCIIBIIIATh, YTO UX HA CAaMOM JieJie OeCTIOKOUT, Oexana ot
HETPUSATHBIX O€Ce/l B Mara3suHbl, I7I€ CHOBA «HAKpy4YHBalia»y OCCKOHEUHbIE YEKU
10/ CHUCXOJIUTEIIbHBIMU B3TJIsA/IaMH KOHCYJIbTAHTOB. ..

MeHs ocTaHOBUJIA CTaplliasi CecTpa, y KOTOpoi ObLT KIIF0Y OT MO
OoJIMHOKOM KBapTHUphI. [Toka st Obla HA paboTe, OHA 3a Mapy 4YacoOB BHIYUCTHIIA
MOE€ KHUJIUIIE OT IUIOA0B MaryOHON 3aBUCUMOCTH. A KOT/1a sl IepecTynuia
MOpoTr, OHA 3aCTaBUJIa MEHSI C HEMl TIOTOBOPHTh. ..

A noTtparuiia roapl, YTOOBI TPU3HATH, YTO MAHEKEHBI HE 3aMEHAT OJIU3KUX
moaen. U ata ommbka cTonsia ropasio 10poxe, 4eM caMmasi POCKOIIHAS U3 MOMX
MOKYTIOK. . .
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CHAPTER 23

READ THE CHAPTER AND PROCEDE WITH FOLLOW- UP
ACTIVITIES.

| PUT MY KEY in the lock and slowly open the door of the flat. It seems
like about a million years since | was here last, and | feel like a completely
different person. I’ve grown up. Or changed. Or something.

“Hi,” I say cautiously into the silence, and drop my bag onto the floor. “Is
anyone—"

“Bex!” gasps Suze, appearing at the door of the sitting room. She’s wearing
tight black leggings and holding a half-made denim photograph frame in one
hand. “Oh my God! Where’ve you been? What have you been doing? I saw you
on Morning Coffee and I couldn’t believe my eyes! I tried to phone in and speak
to you, but they said | had to have a financial problem. So I said, OK, how
should I invest half a million? but they said that wasn’t really. .” She breaks off.
“Bex, what happened?”

I don’t reply straight away. My attention has been grabbed by the pile of
letters addressed to me on the table. White, official-looking envelopes, brown
window envelopes, envelopes marked menacingly “Final Reminder.” The
scariest pile of letters you’ve ever seen.

Except somehow. . they don’t seem quite so scary anymore.

“I was at my parents’ house,” I say, looking up. “And then I was on
television.”

“But I phoned your parents! They said they didn’t know where you were!”

“I know,” I say, flushing slightly. “They were. . protecting me from a
stalker.” I look up, to see Suze staring at me in utter incomprehension. Which |
suppose is fair enough. “Anyway,” I add defensively, “I left you a message on
the machine, saying not to worry, I was fine.”

“I know,” wails Suze, “but that’s what they always do in films. And it
means the baddies have got you and you’ve got a gun jammed against your
head. Honestly, | thought you were dead! | thought you were, like, cut up into a
million pieces somewhere.”

I look at her face again. She isn’t kidding, she really was worried. I feel
awful. I should never have vanished like that. It was completely thoughtless and
irresponsible and selfish.

“Oh, Suze.” On impulse, I hurry forward and hug her tightly. “I’m really
sorry. I never meant to worry you.”

“It’s OK,” says Suze, hugging me back. “I was worried for a bit — but then
I knew you must be all right when | saw you on the telly. You were fantastic, by
the way.”
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“Really?” I say, a tiny smile flickering round the corners of my mouth.
“Did you really think so?”

“Oh yes!” says Suze. “Much better than whatshisface. Luke Brandon. God,
he’s arrogant.”

“Yes,” | say after a tiny pause. “Yes, I suppose he is. But he was actually
quite nice to me afterward.”

“Really?” says Suze indifferently. “Well, you were brilliant, anyway. Do
you want some coffee?” “Love some,” I say, and she disappears into the kitchen.

| pick up my letters and bills and begin slowly to leaf through them. Once
upon a time, this lot would have sent me into a blind panic. In fact, they would
have gone straight into the bin, unread. But you know what? Today I don’t feel a
flicker of fear. Honestly, how could I have been so silly about my financial
affairs? How could I have been so cowardly? This time I’m just going to face up
to them properly. I’'m going to sit down with my checkbook and my latest bank
statements, and sort methodically through the whole mess.

Staring at the clutch of envelopes in my hand, | feel suddenly very grown-
up and responsible. Farsighted and sensible. I’'m going to sort my life out and
keep my finances in order from now on. I’ve completely and utterly changed my
attitude toward money. Plus. .

OK, I wasn’t actually going to tell you this. But Morning Coffee is paying
me absolute loads. Loads.

You won’t believe it, but for every single phone-in I do, I’'m going to get—
Oh, I’m all embarrassed now. Let’s just say it’s. . it’s quite a lot!

I just can’t stop smiling about it. I’ve been floating along ever since they
told me. So the point is, I’ll easily be able to pay all these bills off now. My
VISA bill, and my Octagon bill, and the money | owe Suze — and everything!
Finally, finally my life is going to be sorted.

“So, why did you just disappear like that?”’ asks Suze, coming back out of
the kitchen and making me jump. “What was wrong?”

“I don’t really know,” I say with a sigh, putting the letters back down on
the hall table. “I just had to get away and think. I was all confused.”

“Because of Tarquin?” says Suze at once, and I feel myself stiffen
apprehensively.

“Partly,” I say after a pause, and swallow. “Why? Has he—"

“I know you’re not that keen on Tarkie,” says Suze wistfully, “but I think
he still really likes you. He came round a couple of nights ago and left you this
letter.”

She gestures to a cream envelope stuck in the mirror. With slightly
trembling hands | take it. Oh God, what’s he going to say? I hesitate, then rip it
open, and a ticket falls onto the floor.

“The opera!” says Suze, picking it up. “Day after tomorrow.” She looks up.
“God, it’s lucky you came back, Bex.” My dear Rebecca, I’'m reading
incredulously. Forgive my reticence in contacting you before. But the more |
think about it, the more I realize how much | enjoyed our evening together and
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how much | would like to repeat it.l enclose a ticket for Die Meistersinger at the
Opera House. | shall be attending in any case and if you were able to join me, |
would be delighted.Yours very sincerely, Tarquin Cleath-Stuart.

“Oh, Bex, you must go!” says Suze, reading over my shoulder. “You’ve
got to go. He’ll be

devastated if you don’t. I really think he likes you.”

| look at the ticket, for two nights’ time. “Gala Performance,” it says, and I
feel a sudden excitement. I’ve never been to an opera gala! I could wear that
divine Ghost dress which I’ve never had a chance to wear, and I could put my
hair up, and meet lots of amazing people. .

And then, abruptly, I stop. However much fun it would be — it wouldn’t be
fair or honest to go. I’ve hurt Tarquin enough.

“I can’t go, Suze,” I say, thrusting the letter down. “I’ve. . I’ve got plans
that night.”

“But what about poor Tarkie?” says Suze, crestfallen. “He’s so keen on
you..”

“I know,” I say, and take a deep breath. “But I’'m not keen on him. I’'m
really sorry, Suze. . but that’s the truth. If [ could change the way I felt. .”
There’s a short silence.

“Oh well,” says Suze at last. “Never mind. You can’t help it.” She
disappears into the kitchen and emerges a minute later with two mugs of coffee.
“So,” she says, handing me one, “what are you up to tonight? Shall we go out
together?”

“Sorry, I can’t,” I say, and clear my throat. “I’ve got a business meeting.”

“Really?” Suze pulls a face. “What a bummer!” She sips at her coffee and
leans against the door frame. “Who on earth has business meetings in the
evening, anyway?”

“It’s. . it’s with Luke Brandon,” I say, trying to sound unconcerned. But it’s
no good, I can feel myself starting to blush.

“Luke Brandon?” says Suze puzzledly. “But what—" She stares at me, and
her expression slowly changes. “Oh no. Bex! Don’t tell me. .”

“It’s just a business meeting,” I say, avoiding her eye. “That’s all. Two
businesspeople meeting up and talking about business. In a. . in a business
situation. That’s all.” And I hurry off to my room.

Business meeting. Clothes for a business meeting. OK, let’s have a look.

| pull all my outfits out of the wardrobe and lay them on the bed. Blue suit,
black suit, pink suit. Hopeless. Pinstriped suit? Hmm. Maybe overdoing it.
Cream suit. . too weddingy. Green suit. . isn’t that bad luck or something?

“So what are you going to wear?” says Suze, looking in through my open
bedroom door. “Are you going to buy something new?”” Her face lights up.
“Hey, shall we go shopping?”

“Shopping?” I say distractedly. “Ahm. . maybe.”

Somehow today. . Oh, I don’t know. I almost feel too tense to go shopping.
Too keyed up. I don’t think I’d be able to give it my full attention.
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“Bex, did you hear me?” says Suze in surprise. “I said, shall we go
shopping?”

“Yes, I know.” I glance up at her, then reach for a black top and look at it
critically. “Actually, I think I’ll take a rain check.”

“You mean. .” Suze pauses. “You mean you don’t want to go shopping?”
“Exactly.”

There’s silence, and I look up, to see Suze staring at me.

“I don’t understand,” she says, and she sounds quite upset. “Why are you
being all weird?”

“I’m not being weird!” I give a little shrug. “I just don’t feel like
shopping.”

“Oh God, there’s something wrong, isn’t there?”” wails Suze. “I knew it.
Maybe you’re really ill.” She hurries into the room and reaches for my head.
“Have you got a temperature? Does anything hurt?”

“No!” I say, laughing. “Of course not!”

“Have you had a bump on the head?”” She wiggles her hand in front of my
face. “How many fingers?”

“Suze, I'm fine,” I say, thrusting her hand aside. “Honestly. ’'m just. . not
in a shopping mood.” I hold a gray suit up against myself. “What do you think
of this?”

“Honestly, Bex, I’'m worried about you,” says Suze, shaking her head. “I
think you should get yourself checked out. You’re so. . different. It’s
frightening.”

“Yes, well.” I reach for a white shirt and smile at her. “Maybe I’ve
changed.”

It takes me all afternoon to decide on an outfit. There’s a lot of trying on,
and mixing and matching, and suddenly remembering things at the back of my
wardrobe. (I must wear those purple jeans sometime.) But eventually | go for
simple and straightforward. My nicest black suit (Jigsaw sale, two years ago), a
white T-shirt (M&S), and knee-high black suede boots (Dolce & Gabbana, but |
told Mum they were from BHS. Which was a mistake, because then she wanted
to get some for herself, and I had to pretend they’d all sold out). I put it all on,
screw my hair up into a knot, and stare at myself in the mirror.

“Very nice,” says Suze admiringly from the door. “Very sexy.”

“Sexy?” I feel a pang of dismay. “I’m not going for sexy! I’'m going for
businesslike.”

“Can’t you be both at once?” suggests Suze. “Businesslike and sexy?”

“I. . no,” I say after a pause, and look away. “No, I don’t want to.”

I don’t want Luke Brandon to think I’ve dressed up for him, is what I really
mean. [ don’t want to give him the slightest chance to think I’ve misconstrued
what this meeting is about. Not like last time.

With no warning, a surge of fresh humiliation goes through my body as |
remember that awful moment in Harvey Nichols. | shake my head hard, trying
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to clear it; trying to calm myself. Why the hell did | agree to this bloody dinner,
anyway?

“I just want to look as serious and businesslike as possible,” I say, and
frown sternly at my reflection.

“I know, then,” says Suze. “You need some accessories. Some
businesswoman-type accessories.” “Like what? A Filofax?”

“Like. .” Suze pauses thoughtfully. “OK. Wait there—"

| arrive at the Ritz that evening five minutes after our agreed time of
seventy-thirty, and as | reach the entrance to the restaurant, | see Luke there
already, sitting back looking relaxed and sipping something that looks like a gin
and tonic. He’s wearing a different suit from the one he was wearing this
morning, [ can’t help noticing, and he’s put on a fresh, dark green shirt. He
actually looks. . Well. Quite nice. Quite goodlooking.

Not that businessy, in fact.

And, come to think of it, this restaurant isn’t very businessy, either. It’s all
chandeliers and gold garlands and soft pink chairs, and the most beautiful
painted ceiling, all clouds and flowers. The whole place is sparkling with light,
and it looks. .

Well, actually, the word that springs to mind is romantic.

Oh God. My heart starts thumping with nerves, and I glance quickly at my
reflection in a gilded mirror. I’'m wearing the black Jigsaw suit and white T-shirt
and black suede boots as originally planned. But now | also have a crisp copy of
the Financial Times under one arm, a pair of tortoiseshell glasses (with clear
glass) perched on my head, my clunky executive briefcase in one hand and —
Suze’s picce de résistance — an AppleMac laptop in the other.

Maybe | overdid it.

I’m about to back away and see if I can quickly deposit the briefcase in the
cloakroom (or, to be honest, just put it down on a chair and walk away), when
Luke looks up, sees me, and smiles. Damn. So I’m forced to go forward over the
plushy carpet, trying to look as relaxed as possible, even though one arm is
clamped tightly to my side, to stop the FT from falling on the floor.

“Hello,” says Luke as I arrive at the table. He stands up to greet me, and |
realize that I can’t shake his hand, because I’m holding the laptop. Flustered, I
plunk my briefcase on the floor, transfer the laptop to the other side — nearly
dropping the FT as | do so — and, with as much poise as possible, hold out my
hand.

A flicker of amusement passes over Luke’s face and he solemnly shakes it.
He gestures to a chair, and watches politely as | put the laptop on the tablecloth,
all ready for use.

“That’s an impressive machine,” he says. “Very. . high tech.”

“Yes,” I reply, and give him a brief, cool smile. “I often use it to take notes
at business meetings.” “Ah,” says Luke, nodding. “Very organized of you.”
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He’s obviously waiting for me to switch it on, so experimentally I press the
return key. This, according to Suze, should make the screen spring to life. But
nothing happens.

Casually I press the key again — and still nothing. I jab at it, pretending my
finger slipped by accident — and still nothing. Shit, this is embarrassing. Why
do I ever listen to Suze?

“Is there a problem?” says Luke.

“No!” I say at once, and snap the lid shut. “No, I’ve just— On second
thought, I won’t use it today.” I reach into my bag for a notebook. “I’ll jot my
notes down in here.”

“Good idea,” says Luke mildly. “Would you like some champagne?”’

“Oh,” I say, slightly thrown. “Well. . OK.”

“Excellent,” says Luke. “I hoped you would.”

He glances up, and a beaming waiter scurries forward with a bottle. Gosh,
Krug.

But I’'m not going to smile, or look pleased or anything. ’'m going to stay
thoroughly cool and professional. In fact, I’'m only going to have one glass,
before moving on to still water. | need to keep a clear head, after all.

While the waiter fills my champagne flute, I write down “Meeting between
Rebecca Bloomwood

and Luke Brandon” in my notebook. I look at it appraisingly, then
underline it twice. There. That looks very efficient.

“So,” I say, looking up, and raise my glass. “To business.”

“To business,” echoes Luke, and gives a wry smile. “Assuming [’m still in
business, that is. .”

“Really?” I say anxiously. “You mean — after what you said on Morning
Coffee? Has it gotten you into trouble?”

He nods and | feel a pang of sympathy for him.

I mean, Suze is right — Luke is pretty arrogant. But I actually thought it
was really good of him to stick out his neck like that and say publicly what he
really thought about Flagstaff Life. And now, if he’s going to be ruined as a
result. . well, it just seems all wrong.

“Have you lost. . everything?” I say quietly, and Luke laughs.

“I wouldn’t go that far. But we’ve had to do an awful lot of explaining to
our other clients this afternoon.” He grimaces. “It has to be said, insulting one of
your major clients on live television isn’t exactly normal PR practice.”

“Well, I think they should respect you!” I retort. “For actually saying what
you think! | mean, so few people do that these days. It could be like. . your
company motto: ‘We tell the truth.” ”

I take a gulp of champagne and look up into silence. Luke’s gazing at me, a
quizzical expression on his face.

“Rebecca, you have the uncanniest knack of hitting the nail right on the
head,” he says at last. “That’s exactly what some of our clients have said. It’s as
though we’ve given ourselves a seal of integrity.”
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“Oh,” I say, feeling rather pleased with myself. “Well, that’s good. So
you’re not ruined.”

“I’m not ruined,” agrees Luke, and gives a little smile. “Just slightly
dented.”

A waiter appears from nowhere and replenishes my glass, and | take a sip.
When I look up, Luke’s staring at me again.

“You know, Rebecca, you’re an extremely perceptive person,” he says.
“You see what other people don’t.”

“Oh well.” I wave my champagne glass airily. “Didn’t you hear Zelda? I'm
‘finance guru meets girl next door.” ” I meet his eye and we both start to laugh.

“You’re informative meets approachable.”

“Knowledgeable meets down-to-earth.”

“You’re intelligent meets charming, meets bright, meets. .” Luke tails off,
staring down into his drink, then looks up.

“Rebecca, I want to apologize,” he says. “I’ve been wanting to apologize
for a while. That lunch in Harvey Nichols. . you were right. I didn’t treat you
with the respect you deserved. The respect you deserve.”

He breaks off into silence and | stare down at the tablecloth, feeling hot
with indignation. It’s all very well for him to say this now, I’m thinking
furiously. It’s all very well for him to book a table at the Ritz and order
champagne and expect me to smile and say “Oh, that’s OK.” But underneath all
the bright banter, 1 still feel wounded by that whole episode.

“My piece in The Daily World had nothing to do with that lunch,” I say
without looking up.

“Nothing. And for you to insinuate that it did. .”

“I know,” says Luke, and sighs. “I should never have said that. It was a. . a
defensive, angry remark on a day when, frankly, you had us all on the hop.”

“Really?” I can’t help a pleased little smile coming to my lips. “I had you
all on the hop?”

“Are you joking?” says Luke. “A whole page in The Daily World on one of
our clients, completely out of the blue?”

Ha. I quite like that idea, actually. The whole of Brandon C thrown into
disarray by Janice and Martin Webster.

“Was Alicia on the hop?” I can’t resist asking.

“She was hopping as fast as her Pradas would let her,” says Luke drily.
“Even faster when I discovered she’d actually spoken to you the day before.”
Ha!

“Good,” I hear myself saying childishly — then wish I hadn’t. Top
businesswomen don’t gloat over their enemies being told off. I should have
simply nodded, or said “Ah” meaningfully.

“So, did I have you on the hop, too?” I say, giving a careless little shrug.

There’s silence, and after a while I look up. Luke’s gazing at me with an
unsmiling expression, which makes me feel suddenly light-headed and
breathless.
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“You’ve had me on the hop for quite a while, Rebecca,” he says quietly. He
holds my eyes for a few seconds while I stare back, unable to move — then
looks down at his menu. “Shall we order?”

The meal seems to go on all night. We talk and talk and eat, and talk, and
eat some more. The food is so delicious I can’t say no to anything, and the wine
Is so delicious | abandon my plan of drinking a businesslike single glass. By the
time I’m toying listlessly with chocolate feulliantine, lavender honey ice cream,
and caramelized pears, it’s about midnight, and my head is starting to droop.

“How’s the chocolate thing?” says Luke, finishing a mouthful of
cheesecake.

“Nice,” I say, and push it toward him. “Not as good as the lemon mousse,
though.”

That’s the other thing — I’m absolutely stuffed to the brim. I couldn’t
decide between all the scrummy-sounding desserts, so Luke said we should
order all the ones we liked the sound of. Which was most of them. So now my
stomach feels as though it’s the size of a Christmas pudding, and just as heavy.

| honestly feel as if I’1l never ever be able to get out of this chair. It’s so
comfortable, and I’m so warm and cozy, and it’s all so pretty, and my head’s
spinning just enough to make me not want to stand up. Plus. . I don’t want it all
to stop. I don’t want the evening to end. I’ve had such a good time. The amazing
thing 1s how much Luke makes me laugh. You’d think he’d be all serious and
boring and intellectual, but really, he’s not. In fact, come to think of it, we
haven’t talked about that unit trust thingy once.

A waiter comes and clears away all our pudding dishes, and brings us each
a cup of coffee. | lean back in my chair, close my eyes, and take a few delicious
sips. Oh God, I could stay here forever. I’'m actually feeling really sleepy by
now — partly because | was so nervous last night about Morning Coffee, |
hardly slept at all.

“I should go,” I say eventually, and force myself to open my eyes. “I
should go back to. .” Where do I live, again? “Fulham. To Fulham.”

“Right,” says Luke after a pause, and takes a sip of coffee. He puts his cup
down and reaches for the milk. And as he does so, his hand brushes against mine
— and stops still. At once I feel my whole body stiffen. I can’t even blink, in
case | break the spell.

OK, I'll admit it — | kind of put my hand in his way.

Just to see what would happen. | mean, he could easily move his hand back
if he wanted to, couldn’t he? Pour his milk, make a joke, say good-night.

But he doesn’t. Very slowly, he closes his hand over mine.

And now I really can’t move. His thumb starts to trace patterns on my
wrist, and | can feel how warm and dry his skin is. | look up and meet his gaze,
and feel a little jolt inside me. I can’t tear my eyes away from his. I can’t move
my hand. I’'m completely transfixed.

“That chap I saw you with in Terrazza,” he says after a while, his thumb
still drawing leisurely pictures on my skin. “Was he anything—"
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“Just. . you know.” I try to give a careless laugh, but I’m feeling so nervous
it comes out as a squeak. “Some multimillionaire or other.”

Luke stares intently at me for a second, then looks away.

“Right,” he says, as though closing the subject. “Well. Perhaps we should
get you a taxi.” I feel a thud of disappointment, and try not to let it show. “Or
maybe. .” He stops.

There’s an endless pause. I can’t quite breathe. Maybe what? What?

“I know them pretty well here,” says Luke at last. “If we wanted to. .” He
meets my eyes. “I expect we could stay.”

| feel an electric shock go through my body.

“Would you like to?”

Unable to speak, | nod my head.

“OK, wait here,” says Luke. “I’ll go and see if I can get rooms.” He gets up
and | stare after him in a daze, my hand all cold and bereft.

Rooms. Rooms, plural. So he didn’t mean—

He doesn’t want to—

Oh God. What’s wrong with me?

We travel up in the lift in silence with a smart porter. | glance a couple of
times at Luke’s face, but he’s staring impassively ahead. In fact, he’s barely said
a word since he went off to ask about staying. | feel a bit chilly inside — in fact,
to be honest, I'm half wishing they hadn’t had any spare rooms for us after all.
But it turns out there was a big cancellation tonight — and it also turns out that
Luke is some bigshot client of the Ritz. When | commented on how nice they
were being to us, he shrugged and said he often puts up business contacts here.

Business contacts. So is that what [ am? Oh, it doesn’t make any sense. |
wish I’d gone home after all.

We walk along an opulent corridor in complete silence — then the porter
swings open a door and ushers us into a spectacularly beautiful room, furnished
with a big double bed and plushy chairs. He places my briefcase and AppleMac
on the luggage rail, then Luke gives him a bill and he disappears. There’s an
awkward pause.

“Well,” says Luke. “Here you are.”

“Yes,” I say in a voice which doesn’t sound like mine. “Thanks. . thank
you. And for dinner.” I clear my throat. “It was delicious.”

We seem to have turned into complete strangers.

“Well,” says Luke again, and glances at his watch. “It’s late. You’ll
probably be wanting to. .” He stops, and there’s a sharp, waiting silence.

My hands are twisted in a nervous knot. I don’t dare look at him.

“I’ll be off, then,” says Luke at last. “I hope you have a—"

“Don’t go,” I hear myself say, and blush furiously. “Don’t go yet. We
could just. .” I swallow. “Talk, or something.”

| look up and meet his eyes, and something fearful starts to pound within
me. Slowly he walks toward me, until he’s standing just in front of me. I can just
smell the scent of his aftershave and hear the crisp cotton rustle of his shirt as he
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moves. My whole body’s prickling with anticipation. Oh God, I want to touch
him. But I daren’t. I daren’t move anything.

“We could just talk, or something,” he echoes, and slowly lifts his hands
until they cup my face.

And then he kisses me.

His mouth is on mine, gently parting my lips, and | feel a white-hot dart of
excitement. His hands are running down my back and cupping my bottom,
fingering under the hem of my skirt. And then he pulls me tightly toward him,
and suddenly I’m finding it hard to breathe.It’s pretty obvious we’re not going to
do much talking at all.

CHAPTER 24

MMM.

Bliss.

Lying in the most comfortable bed in the world, feeling all dreamy and
smiley and happy, letting the morning sunlight play on my closed eyelids.
Stretching my arms above my head, then collapsing contentedly onto an
enormous mound of pillows. Oh, | feel good. | feel. . sated. Last night was
absolutely.

Well, let’s just say it was.Oh, come on. You don’t need to know that.
Anyway, can’t you use your imagination? Of course you can.

| open my eyes, sit up, and reach for my cup of room-service coffee.
Luke’s in the shower, so it’s just me alone with my thoughts. And I don’t want
to sound all pretentious here — but | do feel this is a pretty significant day in my
life.

It’s not just Luke — although the whole thing was. . well, amazing,
actually. God, he really knows how to. .

Anyway. Not the point. The point is, it’s not just Luke, and it’s not just my
new job with Morning Coffee (even though every time | remember it, | feel a
leap of disbelieving joy).

No, it’s more than that. It’s that I feel like a completely new person. I feel
as though I’m moving on to a new stage in life — with a different outlook, and
different priorities. When | look back at the frivolous way | used to think —
well, it makes me want to laugh, really. The new Rebecca is so much more
levelheaded. So much more responsible. It’s as though the tinted glasses have
fallen off — and suddenly I can see what’s really important in the world and
what’s not.

I’ve even been thinking this morning that I might go into politics or
something. Luke and I discussed politics a bit last night, and | have to say, |
came up with lots of interesting views. | could be a young, intellectual member
of parliament, and be interviewed about lots of important issues on television.
I’d probably specialize in health, or education, or something like that. Maybe
foreign affairs.
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Casually | reach for the remote control and switch on the television,
thinking | might watch the news. I flick a few times, trying to find BBC1, but
the TV seems stuck on rubbish cable channels. Eventually | give up, leave it on
something called QVT or something, and lean back down on my pillows.

The truth, I think, taking a sip of coffee, is that I’m quite a serious-minded
person. That’s probably why Luke and I get on so well.

Mmm, Luke. Mmm, that’s a nice thought. I wonder where he is.

| sit up in bed, and am just considering going into the bathroom to surprise
him, when a woman’s voice from the television attracts my attention.

“. . offering genuine NK Malone sunglasses, in tortoiseshell, black, and
white, with that distinctive

NKM logo in brushed chrome.”

That’s interesting, I think idly. NK Malone sunglasses. I’ve always quite
wanted a pair of those.

“Buy all three pairs. .” the woman pauses . . and pay not £400. Not £300.
But £200! A saving of at least 40 percent off the recommended retail price.” I
stare at the screen, riveted.

But this is incredible. Incredible. Do you know how much NK Malone
sunglasses usually cost? At least 140 quid. Each! Which means you’re saving. .

“Send no money now,” the woman is saying. “Simply call this number. .”

Excitedly | scrabble for the notebook on my bedside table and scribble
down the number. This is an absolute dream come true. NK Malone sunglasses.
I can’t quite believe it. And three pairs! I’ll never have to buy sunglasses again.
People will call me the Girl in the NK Malone Shades. (And those Armani ones
| bought last year are all wrong now. Completely out of date.) Oh, this is such an
investment. With shaking hands | reach for the phone and dial the number. And
then | stop.

Wait just a moment. The new Rebecca has more self-control than this. The
new Rebecca isn’t even interested in fashion.

Slowly | put the phone down. | reach for the remote and zap the TV to a
different channel. A nature program. Yes, that’s more like it. There’s a close-up
of a tiny green frog and a sober voice-over talking about the effect of drought on
the ecosystem. | turn up the volume and settle back, pleased with myself. This is
much more me. I’m not going to give those sunglasses a second thought. ’'m
going to learn about this tiny frog and the ecosystem, and global warming.
Maybe Luke and I will talk about all these important issues, over breakfast.

NK Malone.

Stop it. Stop it. Watch the frog, and that tiny red beetle thing. .

I’ve wanted NK Malone sunglasses for so long. And £200 is amazing value
for three pairs.

| could always give one pair away as a present.

And | deserve a little treat, don’t I? After everything I’ve been though? Just
one little final luxury and that’s the end. I promise.
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Grabbing the phone, I redial the number. | give my name and address,
thank the woman very much indeed, then put down the receiver, a content smile
on my face. This day is turning out perfect. And it’s only nine o’clock!

| turn off the nature program, snuggle back down under the covers, and
close my eyes. Maybe Luke and | will spend all day here, in this lovely room.
Maybe we’ll have oysters and champagne sent up. (I hope not, actually, because
I hate oysters.) Maybe we’ll. .

Nine o’clock, interrupts a little voice in my mind. I frown for a second,
shake my head, then turn over to get rid of it. But it’s still there, prodding
annoyingly at my thoughts.

Nine o’clock. Nine. .

And suddenly I sit bolt upright in bed, my eyes wide in dismay. Oh my
God. Nine-thirty.

Derek Smeath.

| promised to be there. | promised. And here | am, with half an hour to go,
all the way over at the Ritz. Oh God. What am | going to do?

| switch off the TV, bury my head in my hands, and try to think calmly and
rationally. OK, if | got going straight away, | might make it. If | got dressed as
quickly as possible, and ran downstairs and jumped in a taxi — | might just
make it. Fulham’s not that far away. And I could be a quarter of an hour late,
couldn’t I? We could still have the meeting. It could still happen.

In theory, it could still happen.

“Hi,” says Luke, putting his head round the bathroom door. He’s got a
white towel wrapped round his body, and a few drops of water are glistening on
his shoulders. | never even noticed his shoulders last night, | think, staring at
them. God, they’re bloody sexy. In fact, all in all, he’s pretty damn. .

“Rebecca? Is everything OK?”

“Oh,” I say, starting slightly. “Yes, everything’s great. Lovely! Oh, and
guess what? I just bought the most wonderful. .”

And then for some reason | stop myself midstream.

I’m not exactly sure why.

“Just. . having breakfast,” I say instead, and gesture to the room-service
tray. “Delicious.”

A faintly puzzled look passes over Luke’s face, and he disappears back into
the bathroom. OK, quick, I tell myself. What am I doing to do? Am | going to
get dressed and go? Am | going to make the meeting?

But my hand’s already reaching for my bag as though it’s got a will of its
own; I’m pulling out a business card and punching a number into the phone.

Because, I mean, we don’t actually need to have a meeting, do we? I’'m
going to send him a nice big check.

And I’d probably never make it in time, anyway.

And he probably won’t even mind. He’s probably got loads of other stuff
he’d prefer to be doing instead.
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“Hello?” I say into the phone, and feel a tingle of pleasure as Luke comes
up behind me and begins to nuzzle my ear. “Hello, yes. I’d. . I’d like to leave a
message for Mr. Smeath.”

FINE FRAMES LTD.

The happy home working family

230A Burnside Road, Leeds L6 4ST

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd.London SW6 8FD

7 April 2000

Dear Rebecca: | write to acknowledge receipt of 136 completed Fine
Frames (“Sherborne” style — blue). Thank you very much for your fine work. A
check for £272 is enclosed, together with an application form for your next
frame-making pack. Our quality control manager, Mrs. Sandra Rowbotham, has
asked me to inform you that she was extremely impressed with the quality of
your first batch. Novices rarely come up to the exacting standards of the Fine
Frames Quality Promise — it is clear you have a natural gift for frame-making.l
would therefore like to invite you to come and demonstrate your technique at
our next Framemakers’ Convention, to be held in Wilmslow on June 21. This is
an occasion when all the members of the Fine Frames homeworking family
gather under one roof, with a chance to exchange frame-making tips and
anecdotes. It’s a lot of fun, believe me! We very much look forward to hearing
from you .Happy frame-making! Malcolm Headley Managing Director

P.S. Are you the same Rebecca Bloomwood who gives advice on Morning
Coffee?

ENDWICH BANK

FULHAM BRANCH 3 Fulham Road

London SW6 9JH

Ms. Rebecca Bloomwood

Flat 24 Burney Rd. London SW6 8FD

10 April 2000

Dear Ms. Bloomwood: Thank you for your recent deposit of
£1,000.Bearing in mind the relatively healthy state of your current account at the
present time, | suggest that we might postpone our meeting for the moment.
However, be assured that I shall be keeping a close eye on the situation and will
be in touch, should matters change in any way. With best wishes. Yours
sincerely, Derek Smeath Manager P.S. | look forward to your next performance
on Morning Coffee.

ENDWICH — BECAUSE WE CARE
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CONFESSIONS OF SHOPAHOLIC EXERCISES

VOCABULARY WORK

CHAPTERS 23 -24

1. Match the words to their meanings.

1. wiggle a. YHBIHHE

2. dismay b. Heyxmro)UI

3. impassively C. KPHMBOH CIIepyKaHHBIH

4. snuggle d. GeccTpacTHO

5. misconstrue e. 0e3y4acTHO

6. clunk f. u3BMBarhCs, MaxaThb

7. dent g. HENPaBUJILHO UCTOJKOBHIBATh
8. crestfallen h. 3amymunBbIi

9. wistful |. IOMIOJIHATH, HAIIOJIHATE

10. gloat J. yApy4YEHHBIH, YIaBIIUH TyXOM
11. quizzical K. HamekaTh

12. wry |. BBIIEpIKKaA, caMOOOIaaHe
13. insinuate M. 3710paJICTBOBATh

14. poise N. BMATHHA, TOBPEXKIAThH

15. listlessly 0. OmacaroIUICs, MOJHBIA TPEBOTH
16. replenish P. CBEPHYTHCS KAJIAYMKOM

17. disarray (. HACMEILIUBBIN

18. apprehensive I. cMsATeHue, 0ecrops oK
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2. Find 8 pairs of antonyms.

indifferent, cowardly, farsighted , sensible, bravely, elegant, stiffen,
deposit, delight, withdraw, loosen, concerned,short-sighted, unreasonable,
dismay, clunk

3. Find 11 pairs of synonyms.

retort, refill, nose, push, curl up, paralyzed ,confusion, banter, quizzical ,
sensitive, object, balanced, comical / playful, replenish, perceptive, joke,
disarray, jolt, transfixed, levelheaded, nuzzle, snuggle

4. Match words to make combinations.

1. utter I. smile L. HeoOBIKHOBEHHAs JIOBKOCTh
2. quizzical m. incomprehension M. omycTuTh B Xaoc, 0ECIOpsIOK
3. uncanniest n. briefcase N. nykaBas, ciaepkaHHas yJIbIOKa
4. bright 0. knack O. HeyKIoXHN TOPTHOIINO
5. throw into p. banter P. mosHOE HEMOHWMAaHHE
6. clunky g. expression Q. Becesoe NoaNTyIrBaHUEC
7. Wry r. disarray R. HacMmenumBOEBBIpaKEHUE
5. FindtheEnglishequivalentsforthe following Russianones.

4 «TOCIICTHECHATIOMHUHAHHUEY

4 [IOIA1aTHTOYHOBSIOJIOUKO

4 BBIHAMBCEMXBOCT MPHILIEMHUIIN

4 KaK TPOM CpPEIH SICHOTO Heba

v s CBITA 10 CAMOE TOPJIO

GRAMMAR WORK

6. Participle I or Participle 11? Underline and identify its function in
the sentence.

o “Bex!” gasps Suze, appearing at the door of the sitting room.
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X My attention has been grabbed by the pile of letters addressed to
me on the table.

X | look up, to see Suze staring at me in utter incomprehension.
X The baddies have got you and you’ve got a gun jammed against
your head.

X With slightly trembling hands | take it.
X Oh God, but it’s no good, I can feel myself starting to blush.
o “Luke Brandon?” says Suze puzzledly. “I think you should get

yourself checked out.”’

COMPREHENSION CHECK

7. True or false?
> There is a pile of congratulation cards
waiting on the table.
> White, official-looking envelopes,
brown window envelopes have gone straight into the
bin.
> Suze has been really worried and felt awful since Bex
vanished.
> She has completely and utterly changed her attitude toward
money.
> She is still very keen on Tarquin. Bex had to get away and
think as she was all confused because of him.
> He sends a letter and encloses a ticket for Gala Performance
at the Opera House.
> Bex can’t go as she has business meeting in the evening.
> She feels too tense to go shopping and won’t be able to give

it her full attention.
> After a lot of trying on, and mixing and matching Bex is
going for sexy look.

12. Answer the questions.

X What was the purpose of the dinner? Is it about the unit trust
or personal issues?
< Could you match suits to their intended impact? What was

the final choice?

1. pink suit a. overdoing
2. pinstriped suit b. too weddingly
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3. cream suit c. bad luck or something
4. Dblack suit d. simple and straightforward
5. green suit. e. hopeless

 What does she add to match the outfit?

** How did partners of Brandon C evaluate Rebekka’s attack on
Flagstafflife?

“* Why does Bex abandon her plan of drinking a businesslike single
glass as dinner goes on?

+» What does she do when his hand brushes against hers and stops
still? Why? What does she do before it happens?

¢+ Do they do much talking that night?)

“* What does Bex feel like the next morning? Why this change?

“ What prospects does her imagination draw for her future? Have the
tinted glasses eventually fallen off?

¢ What do you think is there in a message for Mr. Smeath?

13. Retell the episode in restaurant in short of
behalf of Luke Brandon.

PLAN

The first impression
Lively banter
Bex’uncanniest knacks
Menu and desert
Touching hands

TRANSLATION WORK

10. Translate the extract.

KommenTapuii ciequaJjmncra

- Pa3zubiMu (hopmamu momnorosuzma
ceroJiHs ctpanaet okoiio 70% nroaew, -
cuuTaeT ncuxosior Mapust ['onuaposa. - 1o
MpeBpallaeTcs B MAaHUIO B BYX CIy4asx:
€CJIM YE€JIOBEK MOKYIAET HE TO, B YEM OH
JIEWCTBUTEIBLHO HYK1aeTcs (111eJ1 3a ManKou,
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a KynuJl 1iaBku). M BTopoe: eciy MonoroiuK TPaTUT 4y>KHUe AEHBI'H C PUCKOM
1151 cBOEro nojoxeHus. CkaxeM, OTKIIAAbIBAN Ha OTIYCK, HO BCTPETHJI MSIThIE
HEHYXXHbIE Ty U KYTUIL

Ha camom nerne Takum 00pa3oM 4eJI0BEK PeaTn30BbIBAET CBOIO
NOTPEOHOCTH B JIFOOBU U MPUHATUHU OKpYXaromux. OcCOOEHHO 4acTo 3TO
MPOUCXOIUT Y T€X, YbH POJUTEIH HE HMEJH JOCTATOYHON SMOIIMOHATBLHON
0JIM30CTH ¢ peOCHKOM U BBIpAXKalld CBOIO JIFOOOBH K HEMY MTPH MTOMOIIU
nogapkoB. Torga B mcuxuke GOPMUPYETCS CBS3h: «IIOAAPOK = JTFOOOBBY.
[TocrostHHAs TOKPOPMHUPYETCS CBSI3b: «MOJAPOK = JIF000BBY. [locTOsTHHAS
MOKYITKa HOBBIX BEIIeH BakKHA M JUIS TEX, KTO MOCTOSTHHO CPaBHHUBAET CEO0s C
Apyrumu. st TaKUX IIOTIOTOJIMKOB BaYKHO COOTBETCTBHE MOJIE, TYCOBKE,
APY3bsIM H T. [I.

Yro nenats? TpebyeTrcss KOHCYIbTAIMS [ICUXO0JIOTA, HO JUIS BCTPEYH CO
CTELUATNCTOM HYXXHO CO3pEeTh. A JJIsl Hayalla YCTAaHOBUTE JIUMUT TI0 IOKYIIKaM.
YacTs 3apIuiaThl cpasy OTIPABISHTE HA CUET B OaHKE, C KOTOPOTO HEIb3s CHSTh
HanyHble. Haiinure cebe xo00u - Ist Mara3smHOB MPOCTO HE OCTAHETCS
BPEMEHU.
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