
 

Dear participants, we offer you to remember the most famous 

American writers and their works.  

Do the following tasks, please. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Task 1 

Match the authors to their books.  

Author Book 

Ray Douglas Bradbury The call of the wild 

Mark Twain The Wonderful Wizard of Oz 

Jack London Dandelion Wine  

Ernest Hemingway The Ransom of Red Chief  

Margaret Munnerlyn Mitchell The old man and the sea The 

O. Henry Last of the Mohicans 

Lyman Frank Baum The Prince and the Pauper  

James Fenimore Cooper Gone with the Wind  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Task 2                                                                                                                                

Read the extracts of the books and name the author and the title of the book. 



1. 

He surveyed the fence, and all gladness left him and a deep melancholy 

settled down upon his spirit. Thirty yards of board fence nine feet high. Life to him 

seemed hollow, and existence but a burden. Sighing, he dipped his brush and 

passed it along the topmost plank; repeated the operation; did it again; compared 

the insignificant whitewashed streak with the far-reaching continent of 

unwhitewashed fence, and sat down on a tree-box discouraged. Jim came skipping 

out at the gate with a tin pail, and singing Buffalo Gals. Bringing water from the 

town pump had always been hateful work in Tom's eyes, before, but now it did not 

strike him so. He remembered that there was company at the pump. White, mulatto, 

and Negro boys and girls were always there waiting their turns, resting, trading 

playthings, quarrelling, fighting, skylarking. 

2. 

In her face were too sharply blended the delicate features of her mother, a 

Coast aristocrat of French descent, and the heavy ones of her florid Irish father. But 

it was an arresting face, pointed of chin, square of jaw. Her eyes were pale green 

without a touch of hazel, starred with bristly black lashes and slightly tilted at the 

ends. Above them, her thick black brows slanted upward, cutting a startling oblique 

line in her magnolia-white skin—that skin so prized by Southern women and so 

carefully guarded with bonnets, veils and mittens against hot Georgia suns. Seated 

with Stuart and Brent Tarleton in the cool shade of the porch of Tara, her father’s 

plantation, that bright April afternoon of 1861, she made a pretty picture. Her new 

green flowered-muslin dress spread its twelve yards of billowing material over her 

hoops and exactly matched the flat-heeled green morocco slippers her father had 

recently brought her from Atlanta.  

 

3.  



Heaven help the wolves!" says I, and I went down the mountain to breakfast. 

When I got to the cave I found Bill backed up against the side of it, breathing hard, 

and the boy threatening to smash him with a rock half as big as a cocoanut.​"He put 

a red-hot boiled potato down my back," explained Bill, "and then mashed it with his 

foot; and I boxed his ears.  

Have you got a gun about you, Sam?"​ I took the rock away from the boy and kind 

of patched up the argument.​ "I'll fix you," says the kid to Bill.​ "No man ever yet 

struck the Red Chief but what he got paid for it. 

4.  

Hour after hour passed away, and slowly Dorothy got over her fright; but she 

felt quite lonely, and the wind shrieked so loudly all about her that she nearly 

became deaf. At first she had wondered if she would be dashed to pieces when the 

house fell again; but as the hours passed and nothing terrible happened, she 

stopped worrying and resolved to wait calmly and see what the future would bring. 

At last she crawled over the swaying floor to her bed, and lay down upon it; and 

Toto followed and lay down beside her. In spite of the swaying of the house and the 

wailing of the wind, Dorothy soon closed her eyes and fell fast asleep. 

5.  

The man and woman loved the dog very much; perhaps this was because it 

had been such a task to win his love. It had been no easy matter when he first 

drifted in mysteriously out of nowhere to their little mountain cottage. Footsore and 

famished, he had killed a rabbit under their very noses and under their very 

windows, and then crawled away and slept by the spring at the foot of the 

blackberry bushes. When Walt Irvine went down to inspect the intruder, he was 

snarled at for his pains, and Madge likewise was snarled at when she went down to 

present, as a peace-offering, a large pan of bread and milk. A most unsociable dog 

he proved to be, resenting all their advances, refusing to let them lay hands on him, 

menacing them with bared fangs and bristling hair. Nevertheless he remained, 



sleeping and resting by the spring, and eating the food they gave him after they set 

it down at a safe distance and retreated. His wretched physical condition explained 

why he lingered; and when he had recuperated, after several days' sojourn, he 

disappeared. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


