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he Author And Others
Ailas iy J.a)

(By Jerome K. Jerome)
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Q.4.What time of the

year was it?
(Text Q.No.2)

Q.2.How did London
seem to the author in
his dream?

Q.3.At what point o
jouney in his dream
did the Author hear the
th‘robbing sound of
Wings? (Text Q.No.1)

Q.4.What did the

A'uthor hear behind
him?

Text of the Story (Page No.94)

I had a vexing (Jul"g@ dream (/%)
one night, not long ago: it was about a
fortnight (%1,) after Christmas. I dreamt I
flew out of the window in my nightshirt . I
went up and up. I was glad that I was going
up. "They have been noticing me," I
thought to myself. "If anything, I have been
a bit too good. A little less virtue (ug) and I
might have lived longer. But one cannot
have everything." The world grew smaller
and smaller. The last I saw of London was
the long line of electric lamps bordering the
Embankment (z%). Later nothing remained but
a faint ((’») luminosity (d’u) buried (U2)
beneath (&) darkness. It was at this point of

my journey that I heard behind me the slow,
throbbing (&x/% %) sound of wings.

I turned my head. It was the Recording

Angel. He had a weary (£LE5) look; I

judged him to be tired.
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es," he acknowledged (12, tis 2

Q.5.What does the
author like about
Christmas?

(Text Q.No.3)

.6.Write down the
good deeds the author
has admitted are a
great joy on Christ-
mas? (Text Q.No.4)

Q.7.Why noble deeds
are always a great joy
for the author?

(Text Q.No.5)

"
“Yes,”

trying period for me, your Christmas time."

"I am sure it must be", I returned; "the
wonder (J1.2) to me is how you get through
it all. You see at Christmas time," I went on,
"all we men and women become generous
(), quite suddenly. It is really a delightful
(/U#) sensation (UL2)."

"You are to be envied ()", he
agreed. '

"It is the first Christmas number that
starts me off," I told him; "those beautiful
pictures - the sweet child looking so pretty
(=.4#) in her furs, giving Bovril (&%) with her
own dear little hands to the shivering (&Z#2-¥)
street arab; the good old red-faced squire
(—17) shoveling out (/£ /£2:2) plum pudding
(£4Uz-47) to the crowd of grateful (/)
villagers. It makes me yearn to borrow a
collecting box and go round doing good

myself."
"And it is not only me - I should say," I

continued; "I don't want you to run away
with the idea that I am the only good man
in the world. That's what I like about
Christmas, it makes everybody good. The
lovely sentiments (=(l>l=|k) we go about
repeating! The noble deeds we do from a little
before Christmas up to, say, the end of
January! Why noting them down must be a

comfort (d‘p ) to you."
"Yes," he admitted (//<~), "noble deeds
are always a great joy to me."
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could not remember them at"'

entirety (¢19). I seemed to havef ff’f’ a
many. But I did remember the rumma e

G20 How did the) (£l ik Wl Kol to which T sent all my ol
author send his new | - ¥ 3
" [coat to Rummage|  including a mtmmwmwm,

.No.6
pified o) accident (Fé1), and that I bdhn lemli

And also the rafne (d)ll) I had M
motor-car.

The Angel said I really need not b&
(ulzy), that everything had been noted, tox
with other matters (=1b+) I, may t
forgotten.

(The Angel appears to have made a slight
mistake (Judr”')) Qg ® :*”' "
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Vhat is the moral lesson of the story?







