C)   Task 1 – read your part of the text, make notes and then join the other people in your class to find out the right order.

 Back at Harvard the next day I called at her dorm. Jenny was talking to someone on the telephone in the hall.
“Yes. Of course! Oh yes, Phil. I love you too. Love and kisses. Goodbye.”

Who was she talking to? I had only been away forty-eight hours, and she had found a new boyfriend!

Jenny did not seem ashamed. She kissed me lightly on the unhurt side of my face.

“Hey – you look terrible!”

“Twelve stitches, Jen.”

“Does the other man look worse than you?”

“Much worse. I always make the other man look worse.”

We walked to my MG sports car. “Who´s Phil?” I asked as carelessly as I could.

E) Task 1 – read your part of the text, make notes and then join the other people in your class to find out the right order.

“My father.”

I could not believe that! “You call your father Phil?”

“That´s his name. What do you call your father?”

“Sir.”

“He must be really proud of you. You´re a big hockey star – and you´re always successful in your exams.”

“You don´t know anything, Jenny. He was good at exams and sport, too. He was in Olympic Games.”
“My God! Did he win?”

“No.” (Actually, Old Stonyface was sixth, which makes me feel a little better.)

“Jenny was silent for a moment. 
“Why do you hate him so much?” she asked at last.

“I´m Oliver Barrett the Fourth,” I answered. “All Barretts have to be successful. And that means I have to be good at everything, all the time. I hate it.”

A) Task 1 – read your part of the text, make notes and then join the other people in your class to find out the right order.

After the summer we found a cheap flat near the university. It was on the top floor. 

“Hey, Preppie,” said Jenny when we arrived there. 

“Are you my husband or aren´t you?”

“Of course I´m your husband.”

“Show me, then. Carry me into our first home!”

I carried her up the five steps to the front door.

“Why did you stop?” she asked. “This isn´t our home. Upstairs, Preppie!”
There were twenty-four stairs up to our flat, and I had stop half-way.

“Why are you so heavy?” I asked her.

“Perhaps I´m expecting a baby.”

“My God! Are you?”

“Ha! I frightened you then, didn´t I?”

“Well, yes, just for a second or two.”

F) Task 1 – read your part of the text, make notes and then join the other people in your class to find out the right order.

We had a name for our child and we wanted him very much. But is´s not always easy to make a baby… Finally I became worried and we went together to see a doctor. A few days later he telephoned me at my office and asked me to visit him on my way home that evening.
“It´s Jenny,” he said. “She will never have children.”

I was ready for the news, but it still shook me. “Well,” I said, “children aren´t everything.”

“Oliver,” said the doctor, “the problem is more serious than that. Jenny is very ill. She has a blood disease. It is destroying her blood, and we can´t stop it. She is dying, Oliver. I am very sorry.”

“That´s impossible, Doctor,” I said. I waited for the doctor to tell me that it was not true.
Kindly and patiently he explained again, and at last I understood the terrible words.
D) Task 1 – read your part of the text, make notes and then join the other people in your class to find out the right order.

He finished writing the cheque, took it out of the cheque book and held it towards me. When I did not reach out my hand to take it, he pulled back his hand and placed the cheque on his desk. He looked at me again. Here it is, son, the look on his face seemed to say. But still he did not speak.

I did not want to leave, either. But I couldn’t think of anything painless to say. And we couldn’t sit there, wanting to talk but unable to look at each other.

I picked up the cheque and put it carefully into my shirt pocket. I got up and went towards the door. I wanted to thank my father for seeing me, when several important people were waiting outside his office. If I want, I thought, he will send his visitors away, just to be with me… I wanted to thank him for that, but the words refused to come. I stood there with the doors half open, and at last I managed to look at him and say: 

‘Thank you, father.’

B) Task 1 – read your part of the text, make notes and then join the other people in your class to find out the right order.

Downstairs, the entrance hall of the hospital  was very calm and quiet. The only noise was the sound of my footsteps on the hard floor.

“Oliver.”

It was my father. Except for the woman at the desk, we were all alone there. I could not speak to him. I went straight towards the door. But in a moment he was out there, standing beside me. 

“Oliver,” he said. “Why didn´t you tell me?”

It was very cold. That was good, because I wanted to feel something. My father continued to speak to me, while I stood still and felt the cold wind on my face. 

“I heard this evening. I jumped into the car at once.”

I was not wearing a coat. The cold was starting to make me ache. Good. Good.

“Oliver,” said my father. “I want to help.”

“Jenny´s dead,” I told him.

“I´m sorry,” he said very softly.

I don´t know why I did it. But I repeated Jenny´s words from long ago.

“Love means you never have to say you´re sorry.”

Then I did something which I had never done in front of him before. My father put his arms round me, and I cried. 

LOVE STORY 2 – handout
I.

Back at Harvard the next day I called at her dorm. Jenny was talking to someone on the telephone in the hall.

“Yes. Of course! Oh yes, Phil. I love you too. Love and kisses. Goodbye.”

Who was she talking to? I had only been away forty-eight hours, and she had found a new boyfriend!

Jenny did not seem ashamed. She kissed me lightly on the unhurt side of my face.

“Hey – you look terrible!”

“Twelve stitches, Jen.”

“Does the other man look worse than you?”

“Much worse. I always make the other man look worse.”

We walked to my MG sports car. “Who´s Phil?” I asked as carelessly as I could.

“My father.”

I could not believe that! “You call your father Phil?”

“That´s his name. What do you call your father?”

“Sir.”

“He must be really proud of you. You´re a big hockey star – and you´re always successful in your exams.”

“You don´t know anything, Jenny. He was good at exams and sport, too. He was in Olympic Games.”

“My God! Did he win?”

“No.” (Actually, Old Stonyface was sixth, which makes me feel a little better.)

“Jenny was silent for a moment. 

“Why do you hate him so much?” she asked at last.

“I´m Oliver Barrett the Fourth,” I answered. “All Barretts have to be successful. And that means I have to be good at everything, all the time. I hate it.”

II.  Later in the story….

After the summer we found a cheap flat near the university. It was on the top floor. 

“Hey, Preppie,” said Jenny when we arrived there. 

“Are you my husband or aren´t you?”

“Of course I´m your husband.”

“Show me, then. Carry me into our first home!”

I carried her up the five steps to the front door.

“Why did you stop?” she asked. “This isn´t our home. Upstairs, Preppie!”

There were twenty-four stairs up to our flat, and I had stop half-way.

“Why are you so heavy?” I asked her.

“Perhaps I´m expecting a baby.”

“My God! Are you?”

“Ha! I frightened you then, didn´t I?”

“Well, yes, just for a second or two.”

III.  Even later in the story…

We had a name for our child and we wanted him very much. But is´s not always easy to make a baby… Finally I became worried and we went together to see a doctor. A few days later he telephoned me at my office and asked me to visit him on my way home that evening.

“It´s Jenny,” he said. “She will never have children.”

I was ready for the news, but it still shook me. “Well,” I said, “children aren´t everything.”

“Oliver,” said the doctor, “the problem is more serious than that. Jenny is very ill. She has a blood disease. It is destroying her blood, and we can´t stop it. She is dying, Oliver. I am very sorry.”

“That´s impossible, Doctor,” I said. I waited for the doctor to tell me that it was not true.

Kindly and patiently he explained again, and at last I understood the terrible words.

IV.  Sometime later ….

He finished writing the cheque, took it out of the cheque book and held it towards me. When I did not reach out my hand to take it, he pulled back his hand and placed the cheque on his desk. He looked at me again. Here it is, son, the look on his face seemed to say. But still he did not speak.

I did not want to leave, either. But I couldn’t think of anything painless to say. And we couldn’t sit there, wanting to talk but unable to look at each other.

I picked up the cheque and put it carefully into my shirt pocket. I got up and went towards the door. I wanted to thank my father for seeing me, when several important people were waiting outside his office. If I want, I thought, he will send his visitors away, just to be with me… I wanted to thank him for that, but the words refused to come. I stood there with the doors half open, and at last I managed to look at him and say: 

‘Thank you, father.’

V. Even later …

Downstairs, the entrance hall of the hospital  was very calm and quiet. The only noise was the sound of my footsteps on the hard floor.

“Oliver.”

It was my father. Except for the woman at the desk, we were all alone there. I could not speak to him. I went straight towards the door. But in a moment he was out there, standing beside me. 

“Oliver,” he said. “Why didn´t you tell me?”

It was very cold. That was good, because I wanted to feel something. My father continued to speak to me, while I stood still and felt the cold wind on my face. 

“I heard this evening. I jumped into the car at once.”

I was not wearing a coat. The cold was starting to make me ache. Good. Good.

“Oliver,” said my father. “I want to help.”

“Jenny´s dead,” I told him.

“I´m sorry,” he said very softly.

I don´t know why I did it. But I repeated Jenny´s words from long ago.

“Love means you never have to say you´re sorry.”

Then I did something which I had never done in front of him before. My father put his arms round me, and I cried. 
