WE READ AND DISCUSS

contemporary American society.

contin-ued to publish much of his work.

|

]

Problems.

John Updike (1932), a well-known American novelist
and short-story writer, whose rich language creates a
vivid picture of the world as he explores the problems of

The son of a high-school mathematics teacher, John

Updike attended Harvard University and graduated in
1954. From 1955 to 1957 he was on the staff of The New

Yorker, which published his first story when he was 22 and

Updike’s successful first novel, The Poorhouse Fair (1959),
tells of elderly people who live in an old folks’ home, fighting
for dignity. Rabbit, Run (1960) has as its hero a man whose
youthful ideas conflict with the realities of the 1950’s. Rabbit’s
{story is continued in Rabbit Is Rich (1981). The Centaur '
1(1963), a National Book Award winner, uses the Greek myth of
Chiron ['kairan] to explore the relationship of a boy and his
father, who, like Updike’s, was a high-school teacher. His other
novels Couples (1968), A Month of Sundays (1972), The Coup
(1978), The Witches of Eastwick comment on many cultural
and personal crises of the modernday world. Updike's short
stories tend to reveal deep human emotions. Collections of his
stories include The Same Door, Pigeon Feathers, A Book and

John Updike also writes essays, poetry and children’s books.

JOHN UPDIKE

Cultural Note:

Empire State Building, also Empire
State (the) — an office building in
New York City which has 102 floors
(over 1,000 feet high), built in the
1930s and was for many years the
tallest in the world.

The Chrysler ['kraizlo] Building — a
sky scraper in New York; (Chrysler —
one of the three largest American car
makers);

The Woolworth ['wulwa6] Building —
a skyscraper in New York (Woolworth's
— one of a group of shops, found in
many British and American towns,
selling many different kinds of goods
at low prices).

Broadway ['bro:dwer] — a street in
Manhatten, in New York City, which is
known for its theatres.

Chicago [fi'’ka:gou] — a city in the US
state of lllinoise [1linor1] located on
Lake Michigan ['mifigan].

52 Read the story The Lucid? Eye in Silver Town and answer the following question:
* Was the boy’s first visit to New York successful or did it turn out to be a disappointment?

The Lucid Eye in Silver Town

The first time I visited New York City, I
was thirteen and went with my father. I went to
meet my Uncle Quin and to buy a book about
Vermeer® The Vermeer book was my idea, and
my mother’s; meeting Uncle Quin was my fa-
ther’s. A generation ago my uncle had
vanished® in the direction of Chicago and
become rich; in the last week he had come east
on business and I had finished the eighth grade
with perfect marks. My father felt that now was
the time for us to meet. New York in those days
was seven dollars away; we measured®
everything, distance and time, in money then.
World War II was almost over but we were still
living in the Depression. My father and I set off
with the return tickets and a five dollar bill® in
his pocket. The five dollars were for a book.

My mother, on the railway platform, sud-
denly exclaimed, "I hate the Augusts’." This
sur-prised me, because we were all Augusts — I
was an August, my father was an August, Uncle
Quincy was an August, and she, I had thought,
was an August.

' Centaur ['sento:] — mugh. Kentasp

*  lucid ['lu:sid] — sicHbIi, cBETABIIH

> Jan Vermeer [jeen vo'mia] — SIH Bepmeep,
3HAMEHMTBIH rOJUIAHACKHH XyROXHHK (1632—1675)

¢ to vanish ['vaenif] — ucyesartn

to measure ['me3a] — u3MepsTh, MEPUTH

¢ bill — amep. 6ankHOTA; a five dollar bill — 6ankHOTA
B AT JOJL1apOB, NsATh 6aKCOB
7 the Augusts — Bce WICHBI ceMbH AyTycTOB

My father said, "You have every reason to.
I wouldn’t blame you if you took a gun and
shot us all. Except for Quin and your son."
Nothing was more unpleasant about my father
than this way of agreeing.

Uncle Quin didn’t meet us at Pennsylvania
Station. If my father was disappointed, he
didn’t reveal it to me. By walking what seemed
to me a very long way on pavements® only a
little broader than those of my home town, and
not so clean, we reached the hotel. After the
clerk had phoned Quincy August that a man
who said he was his brother was at the desk, an
elevator took us to the twentieth floor. Inside
the room sat three men.

"Gentlemen, I’d like you to meet my
brother Marty and his young son," Uncle Quin
said.

"The kid’s name is Jay," my father added,
shaking hands with each of the two men. I imi-
tated my father, and one of the men not
expecting my firm handshake, said, "Why, hello
there, Jay!"

"Marty, would you and the boy like to
freshen up®? The facilities are through the door
and to the left."

"Thank you, Quin. I believe we will.
Excuse me, gentlemen."

"Certainly."

*  pavement — TpoTyap
% to freshen up — ocBeXHTbCS
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"Certainly."

My father and 1 went to the bedroom. The
furniture was new. On the bed was an open
suit-case, also new. The clean expensive smells
of leather' were beautiful to me. [ washed my
face and hands and wanted to make for the
living room, to rejoin Uncle Quin and his
friends.

"Hold it," my father said. "Let’s wait in
here."

"Won’t that look rude?"

"No, it’s what Quin wants."

"Now, Daddy, don’t be ridiculous®. He’ll
think we’ve died in here."

"No, he won’t, not my brother. He’s work-
ing. He does not want to be bothered’ . I know
how my brother works: he got us in here so
we’d stay in here."

I looked around the room for something to
read. There was nothing, not even a newspaper,
except a shiny little pamphlet* about the hotel
itself. I wondered when we would get a chance
to look for the Vermeer book. I wondered what
the men in the next room were talking about. I
wondered why Uncle Quin was so short when
my father was so tall. By leaning out of the
window, I could see taxi-cabs which looked like
toys.

My father came and stood beside me.
"Don’t lean out too far."

"Look at the green cab cut in front of the
yellow," I said. "Should they be making U-
turns® on that street?"

"In New York it’s OK. Survival of the
fittest® is the only law here."

"Isn’t that the Chrysler Building?"

"Yes, isn’t it graceful though? It always re-
minds me of the queen of the chessboard."

"What’s the one beside it?"

"I don’t know. The one deep on back, from
the window, is the Woolworth Building. For
years it was the tallest building in the world.

As, side by side at the window, we talked, I
was surprised that my father could answer so
many of my questions. As a young man, before
1 was born, he had travelled, looking for work;
this was not his first trip to New York. Excited
by my new respect, I wanted to say something
to please him.

"Do you really think he meant for us to
stay out here?" I asked.

' leather ['led2] — KoXa (& npedmemax mebenu,

00excdbl u m.n. uzdeausx)

ridiculous [ri'dikjulas] — cMelHOMi

to bother ['bo0a] — Hagoenatsb, 6eCrTOKOHTH

pamphlet ['pemflit] — Gpowuropa

U-turn [Yjustain] — pa3BopoT (asmomobusbrbiil

mepmun)

¢ survival [sa'vaival] of the fittest — BblxHMBaHHE
Hanbonee NpUCNocobaeHHbIX, CHIbHEHIINX

“ e W

"Quin is a go-getter’," he said. "I admire
him. Anything he wanted, from little on up, he
went after it. Slam. Bang. His thinking is miles
ahead of mine."

"Sure, sure." [ was irritated® that he
consid-ered Uncle Quin so smart® . At that
point in my life I was sure that only stupid
people took an interest in money.

When Uncle Quin entered the bedroom,
he said, "Martin, I hoped you and the boy
would come and join us."

"Hell, I didn’t want to bother you. You and
those men were talking business."

"Now, Marty, it was nothing that my own
brother couldn’t hear. Both these men are fine
men. Very important in their own fields. I'm
dis-appointed that you couldn’t see more of
them. Believe me, I hadn’t meant for you to
hide here."

As I remember it, I asked if we were going
to spend all afternoon in this room. Uncle
Quin didn’t seem to hear, but five minutes later
he suggested that the boy might like to take a
look around the city. My father said that that
would be a once-in-a-lifetime treat for the
kid. He always called me "the kid" when I was
sick or had lost something or was angry —
when he felt sorry for me, in short. The three of
us went down in the elevator and took a taxi
ride from Broadway, or up Broadway — I
wasn’t sure. The trip didn’t seem so much
designed" for sightseeing as for getting Uncle
Quin to a small restaurant. I remember we
stepped down into it and it was dark inside.

A waiter in a red coat came up. "Mr.
August! Back from the West? How are you, Mr.
August?"

"Getting by, Jerome, getting by. Jerome,
I’d like you to meet my kid brother, Martin."

"How do you do, Mr. Martin. Are you
paying New York a visit? Or do you live here?"

"I'm just up for this afternoon, thank you. I
live in a small town in Pennsylvania you never
heard of."

"I see, sir. A quick visit."

"This is the first time in six years that I’ve
had a chance to see my brother."

"Yes, we’ve seen very little of him these
past years. He’s a man we can never see too
much of, isn’t that right?"

Uncle Quin interrupted. "This is my
nephew Jay."

"How do you like the big city, Jay?"

"Fine."

"Why, Jerome," Uncle Quin said. "My

7 go-getter ['gou'geto] — npeanpHHUMYHBDBIN AeneL,
3HCPrUYHBIN H YAAWIMBBIN YeT0BEK

¢ toirritate ['iriteit] —pasapaxatb

®  smart — JOBKUH

0 treat [triit] — 30.: y10BONBCTBHE, HACTAXACHHE

" designed [di'zaind] — 30.: npeaHa3HauYeHHBIH



brother and I would like to have a Scotch'. And
the boy would like ice-cream."

When their Scotch and my ice-cream
came, Uncle Quin asked, "Is there anything
especially you’d like to do?"

"The kid’d like to get into a bookstore," my
father said.

"A bookstore. What sort of book, Jay?"

I said, "I’d like to look for a good book of
Vermeer."

"Vermeer," Uncle Quin pronounced slowly.
"Dutch School.

"He’s Dutch, yes."

"For my own money, Jay, the French are
the people to beat. We have four Degas ballet
dancers’ in our living room in Chicago, and I
could sit and look at one of them for hours. I
think it’s wonderful, the feeling for balance the
man had."

"Yes, but don’t Degas’ paintings always re-
mind you of coloured drawings? For actually
looking at things in terms of paint, for the lucid
eye, I think Vermeer makes Degas look sick."

Uncle Quin said nothing, and my father,
after an anxious look across the table, said,
"That’s the way he and his mother talk all the
time. It’s all beyond me®. I can’t understand a
thing they say."

"Your mother is encouraging you to be a
painter, is she, Jay?"

"Sure, I suppose she is."

"Your mother is a very wonderful woman,
Jay," Uncle Quin said.

When we left, Uncle Quin signed the
check with his name and the name of some
company. It was close to five o’clock.

My uncle didn’t know much about the
location® of book-stores in New-York — his
last fifteen years had been spent in Chicago —
but he thought that we should find something.

"If you stand here," my father said, "you
can see the Empire State Building." I went and
stood beneath my father’s arm and followed
with my eyes the direction of it. Something
sharp and hard fell into my right eye. I bobbed®
my head and blinked’; it was painful.

"What’s the trouble?" Uncle Quin’s voice
asked.

My father said, "The poor kid’s got some-
thing in his eye. He has the worst luck that way
of anybody I ever knew."

' Scotch — pase. WOTNAHACKOE BUCKH

?  Dutch School — ronnanackas wkona (xcusonucu)
> Degas ballet dancers — xapruHa [era,
n3obpaxarowas 6anepHH

It’s all beyond me — 370 BblllIe MOETrO MOHUMAHUS
location [lou'ke1fn] — MecToHaxoXaeHHe

to bob — nenatk pe3koe ABMXKEHHE, 3/1.: BCTPSXHYTh
to blink — Muratb
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The thing seemed to have life. It bit. "Ow,"
I said, angry enough to cry.

"If we can get him off of the wind," my fa-
ther’s voice said, "maybe I can see it."

"No, no, Marty, use your head. Never fool
with the eyes or ears. The hotel is within two
blocks. Can you walk two blocks, Jay?"

"I’m blind, not lame," I said.

"He has a ready wit," Uncle Quin said.

We walked fast to the hotel.

"Poor kid got something in the eye," Uncle
Quin said to the man at the desk when we
came into the hotel, and called, "Send up a
doctor to Twenty-eleven."

"You shouldn’t have done that, Quin," my
father said in the elevator. "I can get it out, now
that he’s out of the wind. This is happening all
the time. The kid’s eyes are too far front."

"Never fool with the eyes, Martin. They
are the most precious tool in life."

Up in the room, Uncle Quin made me lie
down on the bed.

The doctor came soon. He rolled my lower
eyelid® on a thin stick and showed me an
eyelash’®. He dropped three drops of yellow
fluid" into the eye to remove any chance of
infection. [ shut my eye, glad it was over. When
[ opened them, my father was passing a bill
into the doctor’s hand. The doctor thanked
him and left. Uncle Quin came out of the
bathroom.

"Well, young man, how are you feeling
now?" he asked.

"Fine."

"It was just an eyelash," my father said.

"Just an eyelash! Well I know an eyelash
can feel like a razor blade' in there. But, now
that the young invalid is recovered, we can
think of dinner."

"No, I really appreciate your kindness,
Quin, but we must be getting back."

"I'm really sorry to hear that."

"Could you possibly come over one some
day?" my father asked. "It would be a pleasure
to see you again."

Uncle Quin put his arm around his
younger brother’s shoulders. "Martin, I’d like
that better than anything in the world. But I
have a lot of appointments'?, and I have to go
West this Thursday. They don't let me have a
minute’s rest. Nothing would please my heart
better than to share a quiet day with you and
your wife in your home. Please give her my

*  He rolled my lower eyelid — oH 3aBepHy; Moe HUX-
Hee BEeKO

% eyelash — pecHuua

' fluid ['fluzid] — )xuaKoCTH

" razor ['reizo] blade — ne3sue GpUTBLL

2 appointment [o'pointmant] — ycnoBieHHas
BCTpE4a, CBHAAHHC



love, and tell her what a wonderful boy she is
raising. The two of you are raising.”

My father promised, "I’ll do that." And
after a little more fuss , we left.

When we got outside, | wondered if there
were any book stores still open.

"We have no money."

"None at all?"

"The doctor took five dollars. That’s how
much it costs in New York to get something in
your eye."

"I didn’t do it on purpose. Do you think [
pulled out the eyelash and stuck it in there my-
self? I didn’t tell you to call the doctor."

"I know that."

“"Couldn’t we just go into a bookstore and
look for a minute?"

"We haven’t time, Jay."

But when we reached Pennsylvania
Station, it was over thirty minutes until the next
train left. As we sat on a bench, my father
smiled. "Boy, he’s smart, isn’t he? His thinking
is sixty light-years ahead of mine."

"Whose?"

"My brother. Notice the way he hid in the
bathroom until the doctor was gone? That’s
how to make money. The rich man collects
dollar bills like the stamp collector collects

53 Read and translate:

stamps. [ knew he’d do it. | knew it when he
told the clerk to send up a doctor that I've to
pay forit."

"Well, why should he pay for it? You were
the person to pay for it."

"That’s right. Why should he? That’s why
he’s where he is now, and that’s why I am
where [ am."

"Well, why’d you bring along only five dol-
lars? You might have known something would
happen."

"You’re right, Jay. I should have brought
more."

"Look. Right over there is an open
bookstore. Now if you had brought ten dollars

"Is it open? 1 don’t think so. They just left
lights in the window on."

"What if it isn’t? What does it matter to us?
Anyway, what kind of art book can you get for
five dollars? Colour plates' cost money. How
much do you think a good book on Vermeer
costs? It’d be cheap at fifteen dollars, even sec-
ond-hand.”

Only when we were on the homeward
train, my anger ended. Years passed before 1
needed to go to New York again.

1 My father said, "You have every reason to. I wouldn’t blame you if you took a gun and

shot us all."

2 By walking what seemed to me a very long way on pavements only a little broader than
those of my home town, and not so clean, we reached the hotel.

3 "Quin is a go-getter," my father said. "I admire him. Anything he wanted, from little on
up, he went after it. His thinking is miles ahead of mine."

Degas look sick."
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brought more."
54 Answer the questions:

My father said that that would be a once-in-a-lifetime treat for the kid.

The trip didn’t seem so much designed for sightseeing as for getting Uncle Quin to a
small restaurant. I remember we stepped down into it and it was dark inside.

"For my own money, Jay, the French are the people to beat.”

"Actually looking at things in terms of paint, for the lucid eye, I think Vermeer makes

The doctor rolled my lower eyelid on a thin stick and showed me an eyelash. He dropped
three drops of yellow fluid into the eye to remove any chance of infection.
"You might have known something would happen.” — "You’re right, Jay. I should have

1 Did Jay and his father often have an opportunity to visit New York?
What plans did they have once they made up their minds to go there?
What was the first disappointment they met with when they arrived in New York?
How did the two brothers meet? Did they show much affection for each other?
What surprised Jay in his father’s behaviour?
When did Jay suddenly begin to feel a new respect for his father?

How much of New York did Jay see? Could their trip be called a sightseeing trip?
What happening finally spoilt Jay’s visit to New York?

How much did the doctor’s visit cost?

2
3
4
5
6 How did Jay’s father speak about his brother Quin?
7
8
9
1

0 What emotions was Jay experiencing when he was leaving New York?

' colour plate — uBeTHag waNOCTPaLMs
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Discussing the Characters

55 The following sentences describe things that Jay, his father and
his uncle Quin said, felt or did. How does each item characterize
them?

Jay Uncle Quin Jay’s father

¢ ItwasJay’sideatogotoNew | 1@ Uncle Quin did not @ It was Jay’s father’s idea to meet
York to buy a book about meet Jay and his father Uncle Quin in New York.
Vermeer. at the station. & If Jay’s father was disappointed

¢ Jay finished the eighth grade ¢ "Vermeer," Uncle Quin when he saw that Quin August had
with perfect marks. pronounced slowly. not come to meet them at the

4 Jay was surprised that his fa- "Dutch School."” "We station, he did not reveal it to his
ther could answer so many have four Degas ballet son.
questions. Excited by his new dancers in our living ¢ When Jay was going to rejoin Uncle |
respect for his father, he room in Chicago, and I Quin and his friends in the living-
wanted to say something to could sit and look at room, his father stopped him. "Hold
please him. one of them for hours. [ it," he said to his son. "Let’s wait in

@ Jay was irritated that his father think it’s wonderful, here. My brother is working. He
considered Uncle Quin smart. the feeling for balance does not want to be bothered. I
At that point in his life he was the man had.” know how my brother works: he got
sure that only stupid people ¢ Uncle Quin came out us in here so we’d stay in here."
took an interest in money. of the bathroom only | @ Jay was surprised that his father ,

¢ When Uncle Quin mentioned after the doctor had could answer so many of his ’
Degas, the topic immediately left. questions. As a young man Martin
found an appeal in Jay’s heart. | =& [ have a lot of appo-int- August had travelled, looking for
He was impatient to express ments. They don’t let work; this was not his first trip to
his point of view saying, " Yes, me have a minute’s New York.
but don’t Degas’s paintings rest," Uncle Quin said | | Jay’s father admired his brother’s
always remind you of coloured apologising that he ability to make money. Even in the
drawings? For actually looking could not find an episode with the doctor when he
at things in terms of paint, for opportunity to come had to pay his only five dollars for
the lucid eye, I think Vermeer and see his brother’s the visit, he was not hurt by his
makes Degas look sick." family. brother’s disappearance. "Notice

¢ "Couldn’t we just go into a You may find the the way he hid in the bathroom until

bookstore and look for a min-
ute?" said Jay when he alread . o
knew that th); last five dollarsy . d.es.cnbmg Crle
had gone to the doctor. Quin:
You may find the following words;smart energetic
helpful in describing Jay: ’quick-witted careful
money-making indifferent

the doctor was gone?" he asked Jay.
"That’s how to make money. I knew
he’d do it. That’s he’s where he is
now, and that’s why I am where |
am.”

You may find the following words
helpful in describing Martin

Sollowing words helpful

imaginative  intelligent Biehessan el
enthusiastic =~ open-hearted |. :

; interested in art
emotional frank : {] eserved
modest eager to learn onest A
having a lucid eye for things ; ” unsuccessiu
and people understanding sensitive
56 Say how you imagine Jay. What were his interests and attitudes?

‘5 7 How do you think the two August brothers were different?



58

59

60

Express your opinion:

Discussing
the Theme of the Story

1 What do you think Jay knew about his Uncle Quin before that visit to New York?
Do you think he was hurt by the way his uncle received them?

2 Making business was more important for Quin August than having a chance to
spend more time with his brother and his nephew whom he had not seen for
several years. Which episodes in the story characterise him as a man who only

cared for business?

3 What do you think Jay’s father meant when he said that anything his brother

wanted, from little on up, he went after it?

4 Do you think Quin August was sincere when he said that it would be a pleasure
for him to see his brother again and that nothing would please his heart better
than to share a quiet day with his brother’s family in his home?

(9]

What values do you think Quin August considered most important?

6  Quin certainly understood that it was the boy’s first visit to New York and he
might like to take a look around the city. Why do you think he was indifferent to

the boy’s plans?

7 Do you think Jay and his uncle would remain strangers to each other?

8  Was there anything that Jay didn’t like in his father? Did Jay’s attitude towards
his father change in New York? What, in your opinion, was the reason?

9  Could Quin August pay for the doctor’s visit? Was he rich enough for that, the
more so because it was his initiative to call the doctor? Do you think Martin
August wouldn’t have allowed his brother to pay in a similar situation?

10 What do you think were the brothers’ attitudes towards each other?

11 What do you think it was that made Jay’s mother exclaim, "I hate the Augusts"?

12 Jay did not even get to the bookstore though his main aim was to buy a book he
had been for so long dreaming about. Do you think it was the only reason for his

anger and dissatisfaction?

13 What do you think Jay and his father expected from their visit to New York? Why

did their visit turn out to be a failure?

The central episode of the story
concerns Jay’s getting something
in his eye and consequently not
being able to buy the Vermeer
book.

John Updike’s story is concerned
with complex emotional
relationships and with a "lucid eye”,
an eye that sees these relation-
ships clearly.

How does this episode reveal the characters’
personalities? Which character do you
think has the "lucid eye"?

What scenes suggest that Jay feels he sees
things clearly?



