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Two old men sat on a park bench one morning in the sunshine of a Florida resort
town——one trying hard to read a book while the other, Harold K. Bullard, told him the
story of his life as a successful businessman in many fields. At their feet lay Bullard’s
dog, who further tormented the listener by sniffing at his ankles with a large, wet nose.

Bullard enjoyed reviewing his important past. But he faced the problem that
complicates the life of cannibals——namely: that a ( ) victim cannot be used
over and over. Anyone who had passed the time of day with him and his dog refused
to share a bench with them again. So they set out each day in quest of new faces.
They had had good luck this morning, for they had found this stranger right away,
clearly a new arrival in Florida and with nothing better to do than ( ).

“Yes,” said Bullard, rounding out the first hour of his lecture, “made and lost five
fortunes in my time.”

“So you said,” said the stranger, whose name Bullard had neglected to ask. *“Easy,
boy. No, no, no, boy,” he said to the dog, who was growing more aggressive toward
his ankles.

“Oh? Already ( ) you that, did 1?”” said Bullard.
“Twice.”
“Yes, I guess I did. ( ) in real estate, one in scrap iron, and one in oil and one

in trucking. () I wouldn’t take back a day of it.”

“No, | suppose not,” said the stranger. “Pardon me, but do you suppose you could
move your dog somewhere else? He is driving me crazy, sniffing at my ankles.”

“Plastic,” said Bullard, chuckling.

“What?”

“Plastic. Must be something plastic on your garters. Buttons, maybe. That dog
Is crazy about plastic. Don’t know why that is, but he’ll sniff it out and chew it up if
there’s a speck of plastic around. () That’s the business I’d go into now, by god, if
the doctors hadn’t told me to take it easy. Because of my heart, you know.”

“You could tie the dog to that tree over there,” said the stranger.

“l get so sore at all the youngsters these days!” said Bullard. “All of them
complaining about no frontiers any more. () There never have been so many
frontiers as there are today. You know what Horace Greeley would say today?”

“His nose is wet,” said the stranger as he tried to pull his ankles away. “Stop it,
boy!”

“His nose shows he’s healthy,” said Bullard. “’Go plastic, young man!” That’s




what Greeley’d say. *Go atom, go electronics, young man!’”

The dog had definitely () located the plastic buttons on the stranger’s garters and
was trying to bring his teeth to bear on those () delicacies.

“Stop it!” said the stranger.

“Don’t talk to me about no opportunity any more,” said Bullard. “Opportunity’s
knocking at every (10 ) in the country, trying to get in. When | was young——"

“Sorry,” said the stranger, evenly. He slammed his book shut, and jerked his ankle
away from the dog. “I’ve gottobeonmy ( 11 ). So good day, sir.”
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something that shows fine or subtle quality

something with fragile, soft or graceful beauty

something that is considered to be very delicious

something requires tactful or sensitive handling

something done with refinement of feeling or appreciation
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Dear Susan,

Thank you for your letter. 1’m glad you’re well, and it was good to hear all your
news. My big news is that details of my two-week language course in England have at
last been fixed !

1)

(2)

I hope to have the chance to meet you and your family, and I’m very excited about
the whole trip; it will be the first time I’ve traveled outside Japan. Please give my best
wishes to your parents and brother.

See you soon !

Best wishes,

Jun



