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A New Country

It was night-time. The moon was big and round. There were thou-
sands of stars. Pernille Karlsberg looked out of the little round win-
dow. She looked down at London. London was beautiful. There
were millions of® lights. Lights from cars, lights from houses, and
lights from big factories. The big SAS® aeroplane® flew lower and
lower. In a few minutes, it would land. @ In a few minutes, Pernille
would see her father again.

“Remember, Pernille,” said Pemnille’s mother. “Now we’re in
England. No more Danish. ® From now on we speak English — do
you understand?”

Pernille looked at her mother. Pernille’s mother was called
Kirsten.

J

“QOK, mother, I'll try to remember.’

The aeroplane landed. Outside Pernille could see snow. England
looked cold. Pernille felt excited. She also felt happy. She had not
seen her father for a long time.

The plane came to a stop. Pernille and Kirsten left the plane.
The airport was enormous. ® It was much, much bigger than Kas-

trup. They walked for a long time. Finally, they arrived at Immigra-

@D milions of # %, %% @ SAS (Scandinavian Airlines System) #i #t & % A& T
s nd @ aeroplane kil @ toland %8 & Danish £ %i& ® enormous
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tion Control. © A man with short grey hair, and a miserable® face,
looked at their passports. @

“How long will you be in the United Kingdom?” he asked.

“My husband works for an English company. We have come to
stay with him,” Kirsten answered.

The man gave them back their passports. He did not smile.

Pernille and Kirsten went to get their baggage. They waited for
a couple of minutes. Then their suitcases arrived. They were very
heavy. They had lots of things in them. Pernille went to get a bag-
gage-trolley. ® Pernille and Kirsten put their luggage® on the trolley.

“That’s better,” Kirsten said. “We could never have carried
those heavy suitcases. ”

They pushed the trolley towards the customs® men. The cus-
toms men watched everyone. They looked bored. They did not look
very friendly. Pernille was glad she wasn’t a smuggler. @ She felt
nervous anyway!

The customs men did not stop them. They walked straight on

through.

Pernille and Kirsten walked into the “ Arrival Hall”. ® It was full of
people. They were all waiting, waiting for people arriving at the air-
port. Suddenly Pemille’s mother shouted:

“There he is. There’s John!”

Kirsten pointed to the right. Pernille looked up. There were so

many people, and so many different faces. Then she saw him.

@ Immigration Control # K. #®4 @ miserable ¥4#y @ passport # ®
@ baggage-trolley Hl & fF 2 FH%E @ luggage 17# @ customs # X
@ smuggler & ## Arrival Hall L3 8 THLE KX A FF
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Pernille’s father was only ten metres away from them.

John Karlsberg was tall. He was thin. His eyes were blue. His
hair was blond. @ He had a long, thin face.

He waved® at Pemnille and smiled. Pernille and Kirsten walked
over to John.

“Welcome to England,” he said. “I've missed® you both. I'm
glad to see you. I hope you like it here. ”

Then he kissed Pernille and Kirsten.

“Let’s go to the car-park. ® I hope I can find it!” John said.

“What do you mean?” Pernille said. “How can you lose a
car-park?!”

John smiled at Pernille. It was good to see her again.

“The airport is very big. There are four terminals. ® There are

at least nine car-parks. It’s difficult to find your way around. ”

John found the correct lift. They went up to the right floor. -

“Here we are,” he said. He pushed the trolley out of the lift.
Pernille and Kirsten followed him.

The car-park was very cold. There were many, many cars.

“What luck!” ® said John. “This is the wrong floor. Our car
isn’t here. It’s on the next floor!”

They all went back to the lift. The lift went up. They all got
out again. The wind started to blow. It felt like it was coming from
Siberia! @ Pernille said to her father,

“Why is it so cold?”

@ blond EREH,£%EH @ towave #F @ tomiss &, B& @ car-
park (A %)# %% O terminal £ &3 © What luck! XEHE! @ Sieria % 18
flE



John smiled at her.

“There are no windows. The wind blows straight through.
These high car-parks are always very cold. ”

Pernille was going to ask another question, but John said:

“Here we are. This is our car.”

John pointed to an enormous blue Jaguar. © He was smiling.

“Wow ! ”said Pernille. “What a big car. It’s fantastic. " @

“It must be very expensive,” Kirsten said.

“I know it’s big,” John said. “It is expensive. I didn’t buy it.
I got it free. It’s called a ‘ Company car’. My firm® owns it. They
let me use it. The car goes with my new job.”

“But it’s so big. Back home everyone would think we were
mad, if we had such a big car. They would think you were A. P.
Moller!”® Kirsten said.

“1 know what people would think in Denmark. & We are in
England. England isn’t Denmark. Remember that, girls. England is
different. The taxes® are lower, and cars are cheaper. 1 get paid
more t00. "

They all got into the big blue Jaguar. John started the motor. It
was very quiet. John drove away from the airport. The car was
great. The ride was very smooth. @ Pernille felt like she was floating

in the air. There was a big motorway® by the airport. It was called
the M4

“London is to the right,” John said. “ We go to the left. It won’t

) Jaguar £ M A% 2 fantastic (o) BFw @ frm 28 @ A P.Moller
BRRAEEHALEAANER ALA G Denmark 4% ® tax £ @ smooth
-8 motorway # & 2 %
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take long. This car is like a rocket on the motorway. "

Pernille could see John liked his new car. He had leather®
driving-gloves on. He didn’t use them in Denmark. The seats were
very comfortable in the Jaguar. They were made of leather. John

drove past all the other cars. The Jaguar was like a rocket!

“Oh hell!” John said.

“What's the matter?” Kirsten asked.

“It’s more road works. They are always digging up@ the motor-
ways. It drives me crazy. These roads are full of cracks. 3 It’s ab-
surd®, ”

Pernille was not interested in motorways, and why they were
full of cracks and holes.

“How far is our house?” she asked.

“1t will take about an hour,” John said.

“What's it like?”

“It’s very nice. I know you'll like it. It’s in the country. It's a
very old house. 1 think it was built 300 years ago. Of course i’s

1]

been modernised® inside. The garden is very beautiful,” said John.
“How’s your new job?” Kirsten asked.
“1 like it a lot. I get paid a lot. I get a free car. Our house is
free. The job’s great. Now you’re here. Nothing could be better. b
“There must be something you don’t like. Everything can’t be
great. Tell us the truth,” Pernille said.
“All right, Pernille. I don’t like wearing a suit® and tie. I

don’t wear my Jacoform shoes to work. Businessmen don’t wear

@ leather % @ digup & @ crack #4# @ absurd FEH R EH
® to modernise A At ©® suit HR



jeans® in England. I have to look smart® and respectable. ® The
English are a bit old-fashioned. ”@®

“Do they know anything about Denmark?” Kirsten asked.

“No, not very much. Danish bacon,® Carlsberg® and pornog-
raphy. @ That’s about it. Oh, wait a minute. They know we play
good football!”

They all laughed. They were all happy. They were together

again. Pernille fell asleep. She dreamt of her new home.

@ jeans # % @ smart X8, %4 (@ respectable ki & RHFH
@ old-fashioned £ X # %k & bacon A A ;B A @ Carisberg (% & &
)%+ @ pornography & 1 &
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Honeybell Cottage®

When Pemille woke up they were not on the motorway. John was
driving along little country roads. They were very dark. They were
very narrow. They twisted® and turned.

“Here we are,” John said.

He stopped the car. He got out. He walked over to a white
gate. There was a sign® on the gate; it said:

HONEYBELL COTTAGE. PRIVATE® ROAD.

John opened the gate. He came back to the car. He drove
through. Then he shut the gate again. He drove along the private
road.

“ *Honeybell Cottage’ , that is a nice name,” Kirsten said.

John stopped the Jaguar in front of the coftage. He kept the
lights on. Pemille could see her new home.

The cottage was painted white. It had little windows. The door
was blue. It looked very nice.

“Let’s go inside,” John said.

The cottage was very modern inside. It was luxurious. ® It made
their old home look like a slum!®
“You two must be tired. I’ll get your things from the car. Then

we can all go to bed,” John said.

@ cottage 1NE;H 4 Qowist ¥F k&L @ signth7M @ pri-
vate BA(R)M B EH O luxurious F4 iy, +HFEHN © sum FR K
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Pernille and Kirsten were tired. Travelling was tiring. They
went upstairs. The bedrooms were warm and cosy. & They soon fell
asleep. “Honeybell Cottage” was not like @sterbro. It was very,
very, quiet. Pernille could not hear a sound. There were no cars.

There were no buses. There were no people. There was only silence!

Pernille liked * Honeybell Cottage”. The garden was enormous.
There were lots of trees and bushes. Pernille put food out for the
birds every day. Many different birds came to the garden. Other ani-
mals came as well; rabbits, hares,? foxes; there were lots of
tracks® in the snow. Pernille loved nature. She loved animals. She

was happy.

@ cosy M @ hare ¥% @ track R # ;K&
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