PAPER 2

TEXT ANTHOLOGY: FICTION

‘My name is Lydia,’ said the woman. And they shook hands, Lev’s hand
holding the scrunched-up kerchief, and Lydia’s hand rongh with salt and
smelling of egg, and then Lev asked: ‘What are you planning to do in England?’
and Lydia said: ‘I have some interviews in London for jobs as a translator’

‘That sounds promising.’

‘Thope so. [ was a teacher of English at School 237 in Yarbl, so my language
is very colloquial.

Lev looked at Lydia. It wasn’t difficult to imagine her standing in front of
a class and writing words on a blackboard. He said: ‘I wonder why you’re
leaving our country when you had a good job at School 237 in Yarbl?’

“Well,” said Lydia. ‘I became very tired of the view from my window. Every
day, summer and winter, I looked out at the school yard and the high fence
and the apartment block beyond, and I began to imagine I would die seeing
these things, and I didn’t want this. I expect you understand what I mean?’

Lev took off his leather cap and ran his fingers through his thick grey hair.
He saw Lydia turn to him for a moment and look very seriously into his eyes.

He said: “Yes, I understand.’

Then there was a silence, while Lydia ate her hard-boiled egg. She chewed
very quietly. When she’d finished the egg, Lev said: ‘My English isn’t too
bad. I took some classes in Baryn, but my teacher told me my pronunciation
wasn’t very good. May I say some words and you can tell me if I'm
pronouncing them correctly?’

“Yes, of course,’ said Lydia.

Lev said: ‘Lovely. Sorry. I am legal. How much please. Thank you. May you
help me.’

‘May [ help you,’ corrected Lydia. ‘May I help you,’ repeated Lev.
‘Go on,’ said Lydia.

‘Stork,’ said Lev. ‘Stork’s nest. Rain. I am lost. I wish for an interpreter. Bee-
and-bee.

‘Be-and-be?’ said Lydia. ‘No, no. You mean “to be, or not to be”.
‘No,’ said Lev. ‘Bee-and-bee. Family hotel, quite cheap.’
‘Oh, yes, | know. B & B.

Lev could now see that darkness was falling outside the window and he
thought how, in his village, darkness had always arrived in precisely the same
way, from the same direction, above the same trees, whether early or late,
whether in summer, winter or spring, for the whole of his life. This darkness

- particular to that place, Auror — was how, in Lev’s heart, darkness would
always fall. And so he told Lydia that he came from Auror, had worked in the
Baryn sawmill until it closed two years ago, and since then he’d found no work
at all and his family - his mother, his five-year-old daughter and he — had lived
off the money his mother made selling jewellery manufactured from tin.

‘Oh,’ said Lydia. ‘I think that’s very resourceful, to make jewellery from tin.

‘Sure,’ said Lev. ‘But it isn’t enough.’




