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Chapter 1

“Marianne,’ you’re no good.2 No good!” said her
father e was very angry.

“Oh. John,3 don’t talk like that,” said Marianne's
mother, Mrs Lee.4 “She is our daughter.”

“I know that she’s our daughter,” Mr Lee replied.
“We've looked after5 her for eighteen years, haven’t
we?”

“Of course,” Mrs Lee said.

“Well, what has she done for us in those eighteen
yvea:s‘l” asked Mr Lee. “Girls usually go out to work,
or help their mothers at home. But not Mariannel6
Hag she cooked one dinner for us in her lifet Does
she wash the clothes for us? Does she clean the house?
Neverl

‘But she's a very clever girl,” said Mrs Lee. “She
paints bgautxful pictures. You mustn’t say that she's
ab ‘gbodt”

M Rat ‘dad we do with pictures?” asked Mr Lee.
“We can 't eat plctures We're not clever people. We
hﬁ‘fént eddugh money. We can’t keep Marianne at

1. Marianne[ ,meori'eena]; WETEMW, 2. You are no good, #K—
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bome any longer, She must go out to work—or find
a husband!”

“There isn’t any work in this place,” Marianne
said quietly.“] don’t want a husband. I only want
to be alone! and to paint pictures.”

“But your father’s right,” her mother said kindly,
“We can't keep you at home any longer, Lots of boys
want to marry you. Why don’t you marry Paul?2 He
loves you.”

Paul was a farmer’s son; he lived near them.

“He’s stupid,” said Marianne. She was angry now.
“Pecople are stupid here. You’re both stupid too. You
always say the same things.”

She got up. She took her b ag and ran out of e
house.

“Marianne!” called her mother. “Come backi You
mustn’t talk to your father like that!”

But Marianne was already running along the beach
by the sea. Her long black hair was flying in the
wind. She was going to paint a picture.

- “What are we going to do with that girl?”3 said
Mr Lee.

1. 1 only want to be alone. RAFE AR, (FRIHEHHNER, )
2. Paul{pail]: 42, 3. What are we going - girl? HMNERI(Z)BF
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“She’s very young,”said Mrs Lee. “She’ll fall in
love with a nice boy one day, Perhaps she’ll marry
a farmer's son, like Paul Then they can look after
our little farm when we’'re old.”

Mr Lee laughed. “Marry a farmer’s son? She can’t
cook, or look after the cows, or clean the house.”

“But she’s beautiful,” said Mrs Lee. “Boys enly
think of that now. They fall in love .with a girl
just because she’s beautiful.”

“Well, I hope she marries a nice boy soon,”t said
Mr-Lee. “We can’t continue like this:2 One day 1
shall throw her out3 of the house.”

John Lee often talked like this. He was a hard
thani4 and he was sad because he hadn’t a son. Their
life:was wvery hard, too. In spring, summer and
autumsn he and CatherineS Lee worked on their little
farm. In winter: John and his friends caught fish in
theirvold boat. It was a very old boat, Every year
they-had ‘to repair the holes in it. Often the engine
dida’t work,6 and they had to repair that, too. They
needed a new boat. But they never had enough money

B B I'hope - soon, B W bk & R —MTF/ MK T4 18, hope/E T B B
RN ERERETIE, 2. We can’t . this, A1 E T sk
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to buy one.

Money-—that was the biggest trouble in their life.
They lived on a small island. called Tascal, a
hundred and fifty kilometres from the mainland.
Tasca was a beautiful island. and they all loved it.
There were hills and green valleys, with trees and
flowers and a lot of wild animals. There were beautiful
beaches with a lot of sand. But there weren’t any big
towns, railways, planes or great factories. The people
on the island were farmers and fishermen, like
Marianne’s father. They sold their food to the people
on the mainland, but they did not get much money
for it. They worked very hard for very little money.

The island had one small town, with a little
harbour for the fishing boats. There was a small
factory by the harbour; it was the only f{actory in
Tasca. Twenty girls worked there; they put fish in
tins. Every week a ship sailed from Tasca to the
mainland. It carried tins of fish,2 and food from the
farms. Sometimes it also carried a few people from
the mainland. They came to Tasca because they
wanted to rest. They swam in the sea and walked in
the hills, Sometimes they caught fish. Life was good
on the island. The people were all friendly. When a

1. Tasea[teesko); B 7 -1z (3 &) 2. tins of fish, @ #E,
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person was in trouble he always found help.!

On the mainland there were big cities, factories,
roads railways and planes. People had money in their
pockets. But they also had a lot of noise and dirt.2
There were people and factories in every part of the
mainfand. There were not enough quiet, bgautifulA
hills and valleys, and the people were nq} véry
friendly. : V

John Lee often thought about money. He needed
money for a pew boat, for more .land, for more
animals for the farm. But they never had enough.
He was always angry with Marianne because she
never worked. She just painted pictures. Her room
was full of pictures. But she could not sell them on
the island. The people there didn’t buy pictures, They
hadn’t enough money.

Marianne often had a dream. In the dream she
went to Malapa,3 the biggest city on the mainland.
. She walked along the main street with her pictures
under her arm. She went into a shop and sold
thehx for a lot of money. Then she went to a differ-
ent shop, a very big ome. She bought a wonderful
dress, some pretty shoes and a beautiful coat. They
did a lot of things to her face and her hair and

1. When a person was - help. — A NEBEAE, KKLEEE B0,
2. noise and dirt: BMEMPIREL AT, 3. Malaps ['meelops]: ##%,
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her hands.! When she came out of the shop she was
very beautiful. People in the streets stopped and
looked at her.

She went back to the first shop and looked at her
pictures in the window. A lot of people were bujing
them. The man in the shop was very pleased.

One man bought three of her paintings, He was
tall, he had dark hair and he was very good
looking.2

“Who painted these pictures?” he asked the shop
man.

“That girl there,” he answered.

The good looking man said to Marianne.

“Your paintings are lovely. I've never seen paintings
like these before. One day you will be famous.3
People will buy your pictures in every country in
the world.”

Marianne was very happy. “But how do you know
this?” she asked.

“Pictures are my business,” he answered.“I buy and
sell them. Will you come and have a drink5 withme?

I want to talk about your paintings.”

1. They did - hands. XESFREHE MM, BT T8 17 700 % 52,
(did a lot of things. fEF%H, ) 2. good-looking. ZE2iny, 3. One
day you will be famous, MF -F{REHEN, 4. Pictures are my
business HRMATAERN), 6. bave a drink. B (&) ,
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They had a drink, and then they had dinner
together. The man took Marianne round the city in
his car.! He said:“Your paintings are beautiful, But
you are lovelier than your paintings.”

They danced together that night, and they fell in
love. Soon the:y were married, and they went round
the world together.2 Marianne painted hundreds of
pictures, She was famous.

That was Marianne’s dream.

But while Marianne was painting pictures and
dreaming, her father and his friends were in bad
trouble.3 When she came home that evening her
father was talking to his two friends Peter Mann4
énd Mark Lind.5 They were very unhappy.
y,“We've just come back from the harbour on the
mainland,” said Peter. “The price of fish has gone
down again!”
~.“There’s too much fish on the mainland,” said
Mark. “People won't pay the proper price any more.”
../I’s these new  big f{ishing boats from the
mainland,” said Peter.“They have special cold storess
for the fish. They can stay at sea for two or three

1. The man took - car AW EDBWMR WS AEAERERRK, 2. and
they went - together: flifi]—i#eE 5. 3. were in bad trouble. & /%
RA4F, 4. Peter Mann['pi:ts meani. #4488, 5. Mark Liod
{ma:k lind}: B35« #f, 6. cold storc:=cold storages; Ak,

o F .



weeks, and the fish doesn’t go bad.

“We have to come back to the harbour every day,”
Mark said. “We have to sell our fish at once, before
it goes bad. So we can't catch very much.”

“We need a new bhig boat with cold stores,” said
John. “But we never have any money.”

At this moment Marianne came in.

“Here’s your clever, beautiful daughter,” said Mark,
“Hullo, Marianne!” '

“Don’t talk to me about my stupid daughter!” said
John. “She’s no good. She never does any work,”

“I was talking to the owner of the fish factory
this morning,” Mark said. “One of the girls is leaving
her job.2 She’s going to marry a farmer’s son.”
#*“Good girl,” said John. “Do you hear that,
Marianne?”

Marianne did not answer,

“So there’s a job for a girl at the factory,” Mark
Lind went on, “It’s not very nice work. They just
put fish into tins all day. But the money is quite
good.3 He promised that Marianne could have the
job.” ‘
“Never!” said Marianne. “I’m not going to put fish

1: gobad: -, 2. One of the girls is- - her job. #-fhTFF
T7. (is leaving R7WHEEMEH, ) 3. But the money is quite good,
BT R D, e

t g 3



into tins all day!”

“Oh, yes, you are!”said her father. “I've told you
before, we can’t look after you any more. I'm going
to see the owner of the factory at once. If you don’t
take the job, you will leave this house tomorrow!”

Marianne shouted and her mother cried, but it was
no good. In the end she took the job. The work
was hard, and she didn’t like it. But her father was
happy.

She still went out and painted pictures, in the

evenings and on Sundays.

Chapter 2

One Sunday Marianne was painting in a quiet
vélley,-near the sea. Suddenly she heard a voice
behind ker:

" “That’s very pretty. I like that,”

- Marianne jumped up and turned round. A young.

man stood behind her, He was tall, and he had black

hair, like Marianne. He was very good-looking. \
. “Who are youtr” she asked. “You frightened me.”!

He laughed. “I'm a visitor here. I'm sorry [
frightened you.”

Marianne laughed too. “It’s all right. [ thought I

1. You frightened me! #iIFF—Bk



was alone here.! We don't see a lot of visitors on
this little island.”

“Don’t you?” said the young man. “I'm surprised.2
It’s a very beautiful little island. May | sit down
here?”

“Yes, of course,” said Marianue. “Where do you
live?”

“In Malapa.”

“Oh, I've never been there,” said Marianne. “What’s
it like?”3

“I’s very big, very dirty and very noisy.”

“But it must be wonderful to live in a big city,”
said Marianne. “There isn't much to do on this
island.4 Every day is the same.”

“It’s not bad in Malapa,” said the young man.
“There are lots of things to do, of course. You can
go to the cinema or take a girl out to dance every
night—if you have enough money! But I like this
island. [t’s quiet and it’s beautiful. You're lucky to
live here.”

He stopped, and looked at Marianne’s picture again,

“That picture is lovely, too. I really do like it.”5

1. 1 thought .- here. HRINZILRE ~PAME, 2. I'm surprised, F
BBFB., 3. What's it like? XM ELF? 4. There isn't much
o island. AR EESOETFHGRTHRA) .05, | really do like it
RAMBERE, (do BBHEHH, X BENRESER, )
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I’'m glad,” said Marianne. “I’ve just finished it."

She wrote her name at the bottom of the picture,
with a paint-brush.?

“Marianne. [s that your name?” asked the young
man.

“Yes.”

“You have a beautiful name, too.”
Marianne’s face was a lltﬂe reﬁ‘f

“Thank you,” she sald. "Wﬁaf s your name?
“David. David Bart.% * ‘ '
Marianne suddenly remembered her dream.

“Do you know much about painting?” she asked.
‘David laughed. “Me? No, I'm afraid4 [ don’t.”
“Oh,” said Marjanne rather sadly.

" She put her paints and brushes back in her bag.
Then 'she asked:

" “Where do you work?”

"] work for a big oil company
; "What do you do?”

Pmin geologist.5 There are a lot of geologists in the

-~

~company. We go to different countries and we look
for6 oil, under the ground,”

1. pajmt:brush. W%, . Marianne’s face was - red. 7 7 G
BLEPle, 3. anid Bart[ deivid ba:t]: AT, @4, 4 I'm
afraid: B, 5. geologist [d3i'olodgist], Hy g 2 #. 6. look for:
F48,
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“That’s very interesting.” said Marianne. “Are
you looking for oil on this island?’

David laughed. “No, I'm on holiday.t T've got a
motor-cycle2 and a tent. I'm free for three monthst3”
' “Three months! That’s « long holiday!”

“Ab, but we work very hard, too. When we're
looking for oil we sometimes work for sixteen hours
a day, seven days a week. Then they give us two
or three months’ holiday. I like that. I always go to
different places. With a tent and a motor-cycle,
you're free.4”

“You’re very lucky,” said Marianne., “I’ve mnever
been outside this island.” Then she asked: “How do
you find the oil?”
~ “We look at the stonmes, the rocks and the earth
undef the ground, in different places. We have special
machines, like radios. They show us the different
kinds of rocks, many kilometres under the earth. We
know that some rocks often have oil in them, but
others don’t. When we think that there is oil in a
pl’ac‘e, the company sends a rig.5”

“A what?”

“An oil rig.6 Look, I’ll show you one.”

1. on holiday: ¢k {#. 2. motor-cycle: JBfE %, 3. I'm free
wonths! WHEZNAME, 4. With a tent - free Hr ik, W ek
BL#EeE, 5. rig il (EARBREBLAREMTA) . 6. oil rig:
i EhA,
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