


PART ONE

6:30 P.M. — 8:30 P.M.
(CST)

1
AT HALF-PAST SIX on a Friday

evening in January', Lincoln Interna-
tional Airport, Illinois?, was function-
ing, though with difficulty, because of
the meanest, roughest winter storm?®
in half a dozen years* The storm
had lasted three days°.

A United Air Lines food truck,
loaded with two hundred dinners, was
lost in snow somewhere on the airport
perimeter. A search for the truck in
storm had so far failed®.

Out on the airfield, runway three
zero was out of use. It was blocked
by an Aéreo-Mexican jet—a Boeing
707. Its wheels were deeply mired in
the ground beneath snow.

In the main passenger terminal,
chaos predominated. Terminal waiting
areas were jammed’ with thousands of
passengers from delayed or canceled
flights.

The wonder was, Mel Bakersfeld,
airport general manager, reflected, that
anything was continuing to operate
at all.
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U Iloamecmoeo 6 namuuuy
eeuepom 6 Aneape
ITonpoOHee o mpemaorax
BpEMEHH CM. C. 226,
TaKKe CpaBHUTE: in the
evening, HO on a Friday
evening.

2 wmam Haaunoiic

Ecnu cobbiTus
pa3BoOpauMBaIOTCS B
CILIA, npu ynoMuHaHUU
MeCTa/Topojia Yallle BCero
TYT e YKa3bIBaeTCs
1ITart.

3 u3-3a camoeo cyposoeo,
cuabHelluez2o Gypana
IIpeBocxomHast cTeneHb
TpuIaraTeJIbHBIX mean,
rough, 06 obpa3oBaHUU
CTeTeHel CpaBHEHUS
MpujIaraTeJIbHbIX CM.
c.222.

4 6.em.

CnoBo dozen — dwxcuna
YIOTP. aHAJIOTUYHO
YUCJIUTENbHBIM hundred,
thousand, million

S Oauaca yxce 3 ons.



Aptyp Xeitnu

[eiicTBue peaiecTByeT
OIMCHIBAEMOI CUTYallMU
B IIPOILIJIOM, OAPOOHEE O
Past Perfect cM. c. 268.

® do cux nop ne yeenuaics
ycnexom.

CM. mipenplayImii
KOMMEHTapuii

7 GbLaa 6aoKuposana...

/ ...yéazau... / ...00L1u
3anoanensl

Passive Voice; 00
00pa3oBaHUU U
YIoTpeOIeHU
MaCCUBHOTO 3aJI0Ta CM.
c. 277.

8 ux

PasroBopHas,
CHUXeHHas (hopMma oT
MecT. them. Annoctpod
0003HAaYaeT, YTO MEPBLII
3BYK ONYIIEH.

° noxauaa 204060ii.
VYcToitunBoe BeIpaxkeHUE
JUUISI BEIPaXKEHUS
Hecoraacust

10 Hm mouno
nonadobumcs maxkas 6
3mom 200y.

One — c1oBO-
3aMECTUTEb, TTI03BOJISIET
136eXKaTh [IOBTOPEHMUS
cjoBa night

would need — o Future-in-
the-Past cm. c. 273.

' Bozmoxcno, oa

Might BeIpaxkaeT HU3KYIO
CTEIeHb YBEPEHHOCTH,
CM. c. 241.
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At the airport, maintenance snow
crews were nearing exhaustion. Within
the past few hours several men had
been ordered home over-fatigued.

At the Snow Control Desk near
Mel, Danny Farrow—at other times an
assistant airport manager, now snow
shift supervisor—was calling Mainte-
nance Snow Center by radiophone.

“We're losing the parking lots.
I need six more Payloaders and a
banjo team.”

“Sure, sure. Six more Payloaders.
We'll get ’em® from Santa Claus.” A
pause, then more aggressively, “Any
other stupid notions?”

Glancing at Danny, Mel shook his
head’. He recognized the speakerphone
voice as belonging to a senior foreman
who had probably worked continuously
since the present snowfall started.
Usually, after a snow-fighting winter,
airport maintenance and management
had a party, which they called “kiss-
and-make-up night”. They would
certainly need one this year'°.

Danny said reasonably, “We sent
four Payloaders after that United food
truck. They should be through, or
almost.”

“They might be''—if we could
find the truck.”

“You haven’t located it yet?”

“Listen, do you birds in the pent-
house have any idea what it’s like out
on the field? Maybe you should look
out the windows once in a while.”




AspomiopT

Mentally, Mel Bakersfeld filtered
out most of the exchange, though he
was aware that what had been said
about conditions away from the ter-
minal was true. And removing snow
from the airport’s operating area was
equal to clearing seven hundred miles
of highway.

The maintenance foreman’s voice
came on the radiophone again. “We’re
worried about that truck too, Danny.
The driver could freeze out there.”

Mel said, “That United flight
took off, didn’t it?!? Without food.”

“I hear the captain told the pas-
sengers it’d take an hour to get
another truck, that they had a movie
and liquor aboard, and the sun was
shining in California. Everybody voted
to get the hell out. I would, too.'3”

Mel nodded, resisting a temptation
to direct the search himself. Action
would be a therapy. At the same time,
Danny was already doing the right
thing— intensifying the truck search.
The missing driver must be saved first.

Between calls, Danny warned Mel,
“We’ll hold up all the other food trucks
till we find the guy.”

Mel nodded. There would be a
flood of protests when other airlines
realized'* their food trucks were not
getting through.

With one hand, Danny was using
a red telephone; with the other, leaf-
ing through emergency orders—Mel’s
orders!> for occasions such as this.
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12" 4 3mom camoaém om
«IOnaiimeod Jiipaaitnz»
evLiemen, max?
PaznenutenbHblIin
BOIpOC, CM. c. 291.

13 U 5 661 moxce max
coeaaan.

Kparkwuii oTBer,
3ameraet I would vote to
get the hell out, too.

Would — nepenaér
HepeaJibHOE AeiCTBUEe
(cocnarateyibHOE
HaKJIOHEHHUE), CM. C. 246.
14 [Toavémcs 60ana
npomecmoe, Kozoa
ocmaabHble aGUAIUHUL
0CO3HaAIOM, 4o

There would be — Future-
in-the- Past KOHCTPYKIIUKU
there is/are, T. K. UAET
IOBECTBOBAHUE O
OyayIIeM U3 KOHTEKCTa
TPOIIIEIIIEro, cM. ¢. 286.
u273

When ... realized —

B IIPUIATOUYHBIX
BpEMEHH, 110 aHAIOTUM
C YCIIOBHBIMU



Aptyp Xeitnu

MPUAATOYHBIMU, BMECTO
would + Inf. ynotp. Past
Simple, cM. IogpoOHee
c. 296.

5 npuxazot Meaa
IpuTsKaTeTbHBIIM
nagex, cM. c. 209.

16 20406a /punu

Danny’s —
TPUTSTKATEIbHBIN TIaeX,
cM. ¢. 209.

7" Dunu ne arobua
omeeuams 3a

['naron dislike — ne
A100UMb, He HpAGUMbCS
YIOTP. C TePYHIUEM,
nonpoOHee O IoCIeTHEM
CM. c. 284.

' Omnu ynce napy wacos
pabomarom, nolmasico
cosuHyms ezo.

’ve been working = have
been working — Hayanu
HECKOJIPKO YacOB Hazan
M, He TIpeKpaiias,
paboTaroT 10 CHX TTOp, O
BpeMmeHU Present Perfect
Continuous cM. c. 272.

Y naccaxcupoe évicaduau
dopma Past Simple Passive
ot disembark - monpoOHee
o Passive Voice cm. c. 277.
2 Tpu 200a xax on
npuzslean K

had been urging — dopma
Past Perfect Continuous
OT IJI. urge, 0003HAYaAET
MPOIOJIKEHHOE
NefcTBYE, HaYaBIIIeecs
JI0 OTIPENeIEHHOTO
MOMEHTA B MPOILJIOM

U TIPOJ0JIXKAOIIIEeeCs
BIUTOTh 10 HETO

8
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The red phone was to the airport’s
duty fire chief.

“And when we locate the truck,
let’s get an ambulance out there. But
better not go until we know where
exactly. We don’t want to dig you
guys out, too.”

The sweat was gleaming on Dan-
ny’s balding head!®. Mel was aware
that Danny disliked running!” the
Snow Control Desk and was hap-
pier in his own department of airport
planning, discussing aviation’s future.
Such things were comfortably projected
well ahead, with time to think. Just as
there were people who lived in the past,
Mel thought, for Danny Farrows, the
future was a refuge. But, unhappy or
not, now Danny was coping.

Mel picked up a direct line phone
to Air Traffic Control.

“What’s the story on that Aéreo-
Mexican 7077?”

“Still there, Mr. Bakersfeld.
They’ve been working a couple of
hours trying to move it."® No luck
yet.”

That trouble had begun when an
Aéreo-Mexican captain, taxiing out
for takeoff, mistakenly passed to the
right. Unfortunately, the ground to the
right had a drainage problem. Within
seconds of its wrong-way turn, the
hundred and twenty ton aircraft was
deeply mired in the mud.

When it became obvious that the
aircraft could not get out, loaded,
under its own power, the passengers
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were disembarked!® and helped to
hastily hired buses. Now, more than
two hours later, the big jet was still
stuck, its fuselage and tail blocking
runway three zero.

“Right now we’re holding ten
flights for taxi clearance, another dozen
waiting to start engines.”

It was a demonstration, Mel re-
flected, of how urgently the airport
needed additional runways and taxi-
ways. For three years he had been
urging® construction of a new runway
to parallel three zero, as well as other
operational improvements. But the
Board of Airport Commissioners, un-
der political pressure from downtown,
refused to approve.

“The other thing,” the tower watch
chief said, “is that with three zero out
of use, we're having to route?! take-
offs over Meadowood. The complaints
have started coming in already.”

Mel groaned. Though the airport
had been established long before the
community, Meadowood’s residents
complained bitterly about noise from
aircraft??. Eventually, after long ne-
gotiations involving?® politics and
publicity, the airport had conceded
that jet takeoffs and landings directly
over Meadowood would be made only
when essential in special circumstances.

Moreover, it was also agreed that
aircraft taking off toward Meadowood
would— almost at once after becoming
airborne—follow noise abatement pro-
cedures. This produced protests from
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2 nam npuxooumcs

Hanpaeasamo
’re having to = are
having to — rnaron

have to 0603HauYaeT
Heo0X0AUMOCTh

YTO-TO JeJIaTh, 3.
YIOTP. BO BpEMEHHU
Present Continuous,

00 yroTpeoieHnun

to have to cMm. c. 233,

00 00pa3oBaHUU

U yIIOTpeOIeHU
HACTOSIIIETO
MPOIOJIKEHHOTO
BpeMEHHU cM. c. 258.

2 camoaémos.

®opMmBI €. ¥ MH. YHCTIa
CYILIECTBUTETLHOTO
aircraft COBIanaloT,

00 oOpa3oBaHUU
MHOECTBEHHOTO YHCIIa
CYILIECTBUTENbHBIX CM.
c.207.

3 grarouarouux
IMpuyacTie HaCTOSIIETO
BPEMEHHU OT involve Ha
PYCCKUI SI3bIK MOXHO
TePEBECTH TaK XKe
MpUYACTHEM, TO XKe
caMoe B CJIeyIoIIeM
abaare — taking off toward
Meadowood — 631emas
Had Medoyeyd; cM. c.
230,284.

2% gcé pasno nuiomot
00.19CHbI NPUHUMAMb
Mepbl N0 CHUNCEHUIO
wyma.

31ech KOHCTPYKIIMS
Complex Subject
(croxucroe nodnesxcauee),

9



Aptyp Xeitnu

nepenaéTcst Ipu MOMOIIMU
CTpafaTeIbHOTO

3aJI0Ta, 9acTo
MepeBOINTCS, HAYMHasK
C HeomnpeaeJIeHHO-
JIMYHOTO WY OE3TMIHOTO
TIPEATIOKEHUS

— Cuumaemecs..,;
lToeopsim,... N T. 11.)

2 Ecau 6ol 51 Obia
nuiomom, moxice 6ot
npouzHOpuposaa ux.
YcaoBHOe npenioxeHue
TUIIA 2, T71arou to be
HMMeeT TS BCeX JIMI]
dopMy were, o0 TUIIaX
YCJIOBHBIX NPEAI0XEHU
cM. c. 296.

Neither — anajnor too

B OTPULIATEIbHBIX
TPEATIOKEHUSIX, €CITU
CTOWT B Havajie, BJICUET
3a cO00I UHBEPCUIO
(0OpaTHBI MOPSITOK
CJIOB).

2 Tot 6bt nocaywan
npeoynpexcoenus

you’d have listened — you
would have listened —
cocaraTeibHOe
HaKJIOHEHHUE, TUIT 3
YCJIOBHBIX MPEIJIOKEHUH,
NeHCTBUE OTHOCUTCS

K HECOBITOYHOMY
MPOIILIOMY, CM. C. 296.

77 XKaav, umo s He Mo2y
00.1e24umo €20 HCU3Hb.

I wish o603HauaeT
COXaJeHue WY CUJIbHOE
JKeJTaHue YTO-TO ceaTh
(orcanv, umo He; Kak Ol
Xomenocs), TpedyeT mnocie

10
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pilots, who considered the procedures
dangerous. The airlines, however, had
ordered the pilots to conform. Yet
Meadowood residents were still pro-
testing, organizing, and planning legal
harassment of the airport.

“How many calls have there
been?”

“Fifty at least, we’ve answered;
and there’ve been others we haven’t.”

“I suppose you’ve told the peo-
ple who've called that we've a special
situation—the storm, a runway out
of use.”

“We explain. But nobody’s inter-
ested. Some of ‘em say that problems
or not, pilots are still supposed to
use noise abatement procedures.?*”

“If I were a pilot, neither would
I.ZS”

“I guess it depends on your point
of view. If I lived in Meadowood,
maybe I'd feel the way they do.”

“You wouldn’t live in Meadowood.
You’d have listened to the warnings?®
we gave people, years ago, not to build
houses there.”

“I guess so. By the way, one
of my people told me there’s another
community meeting over there tonight.”

“Whatever they are planning,” Mel
predicted, “we’ll hear about it soon.”
Changing the subject, Mel inquired,
“Is my brother on duty tonight?”

“Affirmative. Keith’s on radar
watch—west arrival.”

West arrival, Mel knew, was
one of the tough, tense positions in
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the tower. It involved supervising all
incoming flights in the west quadrant.
“Is Keith all right?”

There was a slight pause before
the answer. “Yes, he is. I wish I could
let him take things easier.?’” But we're
short-staffed and everybody is under
the gun.” He added, “Including me.”

“I know you are, and I appreciate
your watching out for Keith the way
you have.”

“Well, in this job most of us
have combat fatigue at one time or
another. When it happens we try to
help each other.”

“Thanks.” The conversation had
not eased Mel’s anxiety. “I may drop
in later.28”

“Right, sir.” The tower chief hung
up.

The “sir” was strictly a courtesy.
Mel had no authority? over ATC. But
relationships between controllers and
airport management were good, and
Mel saw to it they stayed that way.

Any airport was an odd complex-
ity of overlapping authority. No single
individual had supreme command, yet
no segment was entirely independent.
As airport general manager, Mel was
closest to an over-all authority, but
there were areas where he knew better
than to intrude.®® Air Traffic Control
was one, airline internal management
another.

Mel remembered about the note
delivered to him3!' fifteen minutes
before.
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ce0s cocnaratresabHoe
HaKJIOHEHMUe, 3. ¢ could,
cMm. c. 240.

let smb do smth — GykB.
no3604UumMb KOMY-Mo
umo-mo coenamo,
obpaTuTe BHUMaHUe Ha
uHGUHUTUB 63 fo (bare
infinitive) iocae let

8 S mowcem, nozxnce
3azasnny.

may — HU3Kasl CTeTNeHb
YBEPEHHOCTH, CM. C. 541;
drop in — 3ackouumo,
3a6excams; ppa3oBLIA
[JIaroJ, T. €. €r0 CMbICT
He CKJIJIbIBaeTCs U3
OTIEJIBHO B3SITBIX
3HAYEHUH 11arojia u
CJIeAYIONIETO 32 HUM
npenjiora, Takue
[JIarOJIBl PEKOMEHIYETCS
3alIOMUHATh

2 Mea ne umen HUKaKoli
eaacmu Hao

No — oTpunareabHOe
MECTOMMEHUE; CM. B
cienylonieM ab3aie No
single individual — Hu
00UH 0MOeAbHO CMOoAUUIL
uen06ek; TMOIpoOHee 00
YIIOTPEOJIEHUU 10 CM.

c. 210.

30 on 3naa, wmo ayuue ne
ememueamocs.

better — cpaBHUTEIbHAS
CTereHb OT Hapeuust well,
BXOJMT B YCTOMYMBOE
BBIpaXXeHMUe fo know better
than

31 o 3anucke,
docmaeaeHHol emy

11
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delivered — npuyacrtue
MPOIIEIIero BpeMeH!
OT riarojia deliver —
docmaensamo; Ha PYCCKUIA
SI3bIK MEPEBOIUTCS
CTpamaTeTbHBIM
puyacTueM, cM. c. 321.
32 [lodymaaa, umo
doaxcra npedynpeounto
mebs

Tansg HamepeHHO
COKpAlIllaeT U UBMEHSIET
CJIOBa, CM. Jajiee B
3anucke: shd = should, u
= you, bro = brother, becos
= because, luv = love.

3 no nacmosnuro
Jumupecma

Demerest’s —
NPUTSKATEIbHBII
nagex; oo oopazoBaHUN
M ynoTpebdieHun
MPUTSKATETEHOTO
nanexa cm. c. 209.

3% Tumupecm u3s 3anucku
OmnpeneIéHHbII
ApPTUKJIb C UMEHEM
COOCTBEHHBIM OOBIYHO
He YIoTpebJsercsi, HO

B TeX CJIy4asix, Koraa
HaJ0 MOMYEPKHYTh,

YTO peub UAET UMEHHO
00 3TOM YeJIOBeKe,
YIoTpeOsieTcs; 31eCh
OIpeneaEHHbIN apTUKITb
yKa3bIBaeT, YTO 3TO
MMEHHO TOT JIuMupecr,
KOTOPBII YITOMSTHYT B
3amnucKe.

3y Meaa c 3amem

ObLau He camble ayHuiue
omHowenus

12

M -

Thought shd warn u® —
airlines snow committee (on
demerest’s urging® ...why
does your bro-in-law dislike
you?) preparing critical report
becos run-ways & taxiways
snow clearance inefficient...
report blames airport (mean-
ing u) for flight delays... also
claims 707 wouldn’t have
stuck if taxiway plowed soon -
er, better and where are
you? ... buy me coffee soon.
luv t

The “t” was for Tanya—Tanya
Livingston, passenger relations agent
for Trans America, and a special friend
of Mel’s. Mel read the note again, as
he usually did messages from Tanya,
which became clearer the second time
around.

The Demerest in the note** was
Captain Vernon Demerest, also of
Trans America. As well as being one
of the airline’s more senior captains,
Demerest was a campaigner for the
Air Line Pilots Association, and, this
season, a member of the Airlines Snow
Committee at Lincoln International.

Vernon Demerest also happened
to be Mel’s brother-in-law, married
to Mel’s older sister, Sarah. However,
there was little cordiality between
Mel and his brother-in-law®>, whom
Mel considered conceited and pomp-
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ous. Others, he knew, had the same
opinion.3°

Mel was not greatly worried about
the report. Whatever shortcomings the
airport might have in other ways, he
knew they were coping with the storm
as well as any organization could.

Mel decided he would make an
inspection of the present snow clear-
ance situation at the same time that
he was out on the airfield checking
on the blocked runway and the mired
Aéreo-Mexican jet.

He had remembered what Tanya
said in her note about having coffee
together. He would stop at his own
office first, then he would drop by
Trans America to see her. The thought
excited him.

2

MEL entered his own interior
office. The only reason he had stayed
through most of this three-day storm!
was to be available for emergencies.
Otherwise, he mused, as he put on
a heavy topcoat and fur-lined boots,
by now he would have been home?
with Cindy and the children.

Or would he?

No matter how objective you tried
to be, it was hard to be sure of your
own real motives. Not going home
seemed lately to have become® the
pattern of his life. His job was a
cause, of course. But—if he was honest
with himself—the airport also offered
an escape from the quarrels between
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little cordiality — OyKB.
Mano cepdeunocmu, 00
ynoTpeoneHuu little cm.
c.213;

between — meaxncdy,
MPENJIoT, YIOTp. TIPU
HaJIMIUU IBYX OOBEKTOB
% JIpyeue ... moxce mak
dymaau.

Others, B oTIIM4ME OT the
others, o3HayvaeT dpyeue
13 HEOTpaHUYEHHOTO
KOJIMYeCTBa OObEKTOB

' amoeo mpéxoneenozo
oypana

a three-day storm =

three days’ storm —
CUHOHUMWYHEIE
KOHCTPYKIIUHA

IJIs1 0003HAYECHUS
BPEMEHHOTO OTpe3Ka

2 ceitwac on yxuce 6ot.1 6bt
doma

would have been —
YCJIOBHOE TPEUIOKEHHNE
THNa 3, HepeaabHOE
YCIIOBHE, CM. C. 296.

3 Kasaaocw, nocaednee
epeMsi He 6038PaULaAmMbCs
domoii cmaao

BHOBB KOHCTPYKILIMS
Complex Subject,

13
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CTOUT MEPEBOAUTD,
HauyuHas ¢ 6e37TMYHOTO
TIPEITIOKEHUS —
Kasanoce...

not going — repyHaui, oo
yIoTpeOIeHUH CM. c. 284
to have become —

Perfect Infinitive,

00 ynoTpebJieHUn
nHGUHUTHABA CM. c. 280.
* ewé ooun u3z
YMoMumevHbvIX
Oaa20meopumenvHbIX
6euepos e20 HceHol.
another — ewmg

O[IH, YTIOTP. C
CYIIECTBUTEILHBIM B €11.
Y., KOTJa BEIOOD MIET U3
HEOoTrpaHUYEHHOTO YKclia
MpeIMETOB;

his wife’s —
TPUTSTKATEIbHBIN TIaIeX,
cM. c. 209.

5 On 6cé emé moz 6vl
ycnemb myoa,

could — cocnararenbHOe
HaKJIOHEHUE — Moe Obi, 00
ynoTtpeodaeHuu could cm.
c. 240.

® nocae ocmompa aémnozo
noas.

ITocne npemiora

after yrotpeoisieTcst
TepYHIMIA, cM. C. 284.

7 e20 cmapwas 0oub

elder — cpaBHUTEIBbHAS
CTETeHb OT old, yroTp.
TOJILKO TIPY OMMCAHUU
POJICTBEHHUKOB

8 Onaywaa.

g0 out — BBIUTU U3 10MaA
HEHA0JITO, YacTo JJIst

14
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himself and Cindy which seemed to
occur nowadays whenever they spent
time together.

“Oh, hell!”

A glance at a typed reminder
from his secretary confirmed what he
had just recalled. Tonight there was
another of his wife’s tedious charity
affairs.? A week ago, reluctantly, Mel
had promised to attend.

Fortunately, the starting time was
late—almost two hours from now. So
he could still make it’, even after
inspecting the airfield.® Mel would
be downtown only a little late. He
had better warn Cindy, though. Mel
dialed his home number. Roberta, his
elder daughter’, answered.

“Hi,” Mel said. “This is your
old man.”

Roberta’s voice came coolly. “I
know.”

“How was school today?”

“Could you be specific, Father?
There were several classes.”

Mel sighed. Did all fathers, he
wondered, abruptly lose communication
with their daughters at age thirteen?
Less than a year ago, the two of
them had seemed as close as father
and daughter could be. Mel loved both
his daughters deeply—Roberta, and
her younger sister, Libby. There were
times when he realized they were the
only reasons his marriage had survived.

“Never mind,” Mel said. “Is your
mother home?”
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“She went out.® She said, if you
phoned, to tell you, you have to be
downtown to meet her, and for once
try not to be late.”

Roberta was undoubtedly repeating
Cindy’s words exactly.

“If your mother calls, tell her I
might have to be a little late, and
that I can’t help it.””

“Libby wants to talk to you.”

“In a minute. I was just going
to tell you—because of the storm I
may not be home tonight. There’s a
lot happening at the airport.”

“Will you speak to Libby now?”

“Yes, I will. Goodnight, Robbie.”

“Goodnight.”

The telephone changed hands.

“Daddy, Daddy! Guess what!!?”
Libby was always breathless as if, to a
seven-year-old, life were excitingly on
the run!'! and she must forever keep
pace. “Well, at school, Miss Curzon
said for homework we have to write
down all the good things we think will
happen next month.”

He could understand Libby’s en-
thusiasm. To her, almost everything
was exciting and good, and the few
things'? which were not were brushed
aside and speedily forgotten.

“That’s nice,” Mel said.

“Daddy! Will you help me? I want
a map of February.”

Mel smiled. Libby had a verbal
shorthand of her own which sometimes
seemed more expressive than conven-
tional words.
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MPOBEIEHMSI 10Cyra
° Ecau mama noszeonum,
cKacu eii, umo,
603MOMCHO, MHE NPUOEMCcs
HeMHO020 3a0epicamocs u
Umo s HuU4e20 He Mo2y ¢
amum nodeaams.
YcioBHOE TipetoXeHue
peaabHOrO YCIOBUS,
II03TOMY B YCJIOBHOM
npugatodHoM Present
Simple; o Tunax
YCJIOBHBIX MPEIIOXKEHUI
cM. c. 296.

MopaabHBI 1aron
might BbIpaXxaer
MPEAIIONOKEHUE,
BEPOSITHOCTh

have to BbIpaxaer
BBIHYKJIEHHOE IeHCTBUE
can’t help doing smth —
ObITh HE B COCTOSIHUU
YTO-TO HE CHeNaTh,

OBITh HE B COCTOSTHUU
yIepXaThbCs, YTOObI HE
caenaTh 9To-J1

10" A snaewn, ymo
cayuuaocs?

Guess what! —

OYKB. yeadail umo,
MOBEJINTEJILHOE
HaKJIOHEHUE,
YCTOMUYMBOE BhIpaXKeHUE;
006 0Opa3oBaHNM

U yIOTpeOdIeHU
MOBEJIUTELHOTO
HAKJIOHEHUS CM. C.

1 caoe6no... wcusno
NOCMOAHHO... Oexcara
enepéo

as if — 6yomo, c106Ho
BJICUET 3a cOOOI
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