
14th Meeting



               [image: C:\Documents and Settings\1\Local Settings\Temporary Internet Files\Content.Word\img001.jpg]

image1.jpeg
3 Reading text : The lunch

20

23

30

35

Julia had decided to have a ‘lie-in’, so it was already after ten when she
came downstairs. There was a note on the kitchen table. She recognized
Miguel’s handwriting. ‘Take it easy,’ the note began. She smiled; Miguel
was very proud of his knowledge of English idioms. She read on. ‘Abouzed
has gone to do the shopping for you. Yasuko has gone to send off your
telegram to Mr Howard about Michelle’s accident. I have lessons this
morning, but I shali be back at twelve to take you out to lunch.’

‘It 1s very kind of them to go to all this trouble for me,” she thought.
‘And how thoughtful of Miguel to invite me to lunch; that is just what I
need to cheer me up.’ Immediately she began to wonder what she should
wear. A suit? No, that would be too formal, and in any case she would look
like his mother. A bright summer dress? No, too girlish, perhaps, for a
mature woman. In the end she settled for a simpie but elegant combination
of skirt and blouse. She put on some makeup and waited for her ‘escort’ to
return. She felt nervous, like a girl on her first date, and she laughed at
herself for being so ridiculous.

Miguel, too, was less confident than his note suggested. He was not used
to taking elegant ladies out to lunch. He felt clumsy and awkward as he
opened the door of the restaurant. Should he go in first, or hold the door
open for Julia? Would she approve of his choice of restaurant? Was it too
smart and expensive, or was it cheap and not smart enough? Would she
like Greek food?

Julia went in ahead of Migue! and looked round the restaurant. It was

crowded. ‘It looks very nice, Miguel. Did you book a table?’
Miguel swore under his breath. He had been so busy that he had simply
forgotten to make a reservation. ‘Never mind,’ said Julia, sensing his
embarrassment. She turned to a waiter and gave him one of her most
charming smiles. “We haven’t booked, but I’m sure you can find a corner
for us.” It worked. The waiter showed them to a t: ble, which he laid for
them specially.

As soon as they had sat down, Julia looked at the menu. ‘You’ll have to
help me. I’ve never eaten Greek food before.’

‘Don’t worry, Kyria Howard, * said Miguel. ‘You are an expert at getting
tables. I am an expert when it comes to choosing Greek food!

After that they got on like a house on fire. Miguel got his confidence back,
and, for a while, Julia could relax and enjoy herself.




