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The ancient Chinese saying “{EH ¥4, 7/ EH” compares reading to traveling because
reading, as well as traveling, broadens one’s mind. When we read, the most obvious notion that
“we have only one life to live” turns out to be not true because we can live as many more
lives and as many kinds of lives as we wish with our favorite characters in different books.

Now, with carefully chosen articles and stories, we present you a guide to lead you far back
into the history of hundreds or thousands years ago or forward into the future, to different parts
of the world, to the other planets or to the space. During the trip you will find the secret of
successful people like Thomas Edison, Bill Gates and Charles Chaplin and the magic power of
life. You may worry about the future of the human beings with the heroine in The Star Zoo or
the disasters like those in Frankenstein some modern technology would bring to the world if not
handled properly. You may experience the faithful love from the oak tree covered with yellow
handkerchiefs in Going Home, the devoted love of a dog to a sensible man in The Call of the
Wild and the strong love one has towards one’s motherland doing wonders in The Thirty-Nine
Steps. The journey with this guide may lead you toward a better understanding of your lives and
yourselves, what’s more, a better understanding of English, the language on which you have
been working so hard, because you are now using it to communicate with different souls in the
universe and you can now get the meaning of stories and the truth of life from it.

Enjoy yourselves on the journey!
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Unit One

It is said that reading broadens one’s mind and prolongs one’s life because
through reading one can experience different parts of lives in the past,at present and in
future. Besides, stories can do a lot to change one’s outlook on life as well as one’s
character. Here is a wonder done by stories and it is believed to be the beginning of
the famous collection of Arabian stories—The Thousand and One Nights.

The Queen Who Told Stories

There was once a King of Persia(j ) who had a beautiful wife. He loved her very much,
but she was a wicked woman. When the King discovered her wickedness, he killed her. He
decided that all women were wicked and that he would punish them. He gave
orders that he was to be given a new wife every day. After one day’s marriage he would cut off
her head and marry again. This went on for some time and all the people of the country were un-
happy.

Now the King had a Chief Minister whom he loved. The Chief Minister had  two
beautiful daughters. The elder of the two had read many books and knew all the stories of the
world. She decided that she would try to cure the King of his madness.

She went to her father and said, “Father, I want to marry the King. Please go and tell

”

him.

Her father was horrified and tried to persuade her to change her mind, but she would not.
She was determined. “I shall marry him,” she said, “and perhaps I can make him stop this
mad murder. If not, I shall die myself.”

The King was delighted when the Chief Minister told him, and the marriage took place at
once. After the wedding, the new Queen said, “If I'm going to die tomorrow, please let me
have my sister with me for a short time, so that I may say good-bye.” The King agreed and the
sister came. The Queen had told her sister about the plan and she knew what to do. She waited
for nighttime.

The King tried to sleep but he could not. Seeing this, the sister said to the Queen, “The
King cannot sleep. Why don’t you tell us one of your stories?”

The Queen said, “No, the King may not want to listen.” But the King said, “Yes, tell us
a story.”
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So the Queen began. It was a very exciting story, and when she reached the most exciting
part of all she stopped.

“Go on,” said the King.

“It’s time to stop now,” said the Queen. “What a pity that I'm going to be killed
tomorrow. The next part of the story is even more exciting.”

The King thought, “There is no need to kill her tomorrow. I will wait until the day after,
and then I can hear the end of the story.”

But the second night, the Queen finished the story and began another, and she again
stopped at a very exciting place. Again her life was saved. On the third night the same thing
happened.

This went on night after night until they had been married a whole year, and a beautiful
son was born to the Queen. The King now loved his wife and understood that there were good
and bad women just as there were good and bad men. He was ashamed of his actions and he

killed no more women, and he and his wife lived peacefully together.

Exercise 1:

Do you believe that stories have the power to change a wicked king into a sensible one?
Have you even been moved by some stories? Can you tell us one?
Exercise 2:
Decide the following statements are true (T) or false (F).
1) The King killed his first wife because she was wicked. ( )
2) The King killed his wife the next day of their marriage because he believed all women were
wicked. ()
3) The Chief Minister’s daughter wanted to married the King because she loved him. ( )
4) The Queen wanted her sister to stay with her because her sister could tell stories. ()

5) The King didn’t kill the Queen the next day because he was moved by the story. ( )

As we all know, careful observation is very important to a student of science and
technology. How careful are you? Read the following story and see if you are as good
an observer as the Arab(FTHL{AN).

The Arab and the Camel (3%I})

An Arab was walking alone through the desert when he met two merchants (BA).
“Have you lost one of your camels?” he asked them.

“Yes,” they answered.

“Was he blind in the right eye and lame(BfJ) in the left foot?” the Arab asked. “Yes,
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he was.”

“Had he lost a tooth?” asked the Arab. “Yes.”

“Was he carrying a load of honey and of corn?”

“Yes,” said the merchants. “Please tell us where he is.”

“I don’t know where he is,” said the Arab. “l have never seen such a camel, nor have I
talked with anyone about him.”

The merchants looked at each other with surprise. They thought that the man was
deceiving(#X 3%) them. Finally, they came up close to him, took hold of(#[{{¥) him, and said:
“Where is the camel, and what have you done with the jewels(% f1) which were hidden in the
cargo(HK #1)?”

“I have seen neither the camel, nor the cargo, nor the jewels,” insisted the Arab.

The merchants finally forced the man to accompany them to a nearby town and there they
led him before a police officer. The merchants claimed that the man was either a thief or a
magician.

“I am neither a thief nor a magician,” said the Arab. “Nor am I an educated man. But,
on the other hand, I have learned to look carefully at everything I see and to consider its
importance. This morning 1 saw the tracks of a camel which was lost. I knew he was lost
because there were no human tracks near the tracks of the camel. 1 also noted that the camel
must be blind in the right eye, because the grass on that side of the tracks was always left
untouched while the grass on the left side was eaten. The animal was lame because with one
foot he left a track so light that it could barely be seen. 1 also noted that he lacked one tooth
because, wherever he ate grass, there was always a small space left untouched. I also found on
the ground near the tracks of the camel groups of ants(#34Y) which were pulling grains of corn.
I also found groups of flies(# %) which were busily eating drops of honey along the way. From

these signs I was able to know the cargo which the animal was carrying.”

Exercise 3:

Do you think careful observation important? Do you have any examples that can show us
the importance of careful observation in our daily life and study or in scientific research?
Exercise 4:

Translate the following Chinese sentences into English:

1) BTRAAASE: “BN B X — 3k B 3, B BAEMAREL E. 7
2) MR AR, RABRAERERE  CRELRY, RERKE, 7
3) BATERX D ASRA/MIR RN BIEI

4) BIRAH AL : “BRAR/ M, WA RBEEIT, ERRNMEXABA, 7
5) RESTHAMEREIN -IHFEBREES,
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Probably the following story is one of those mysterious bits of folklore ([ [H]f%1}%)
that reappear every few years, to be told anew ( E 7 )in one form or another.
However, I still like to think that it really did happen, somewhere, sometime.

Going Home

They were going to Fort Lauderdale—three boys and three girls—and when they boarded the
bus, they were carrying sandwiches and wine in paper bags, dreaming of golden beaches and sea
tides as the gray, cold spring of New York vanished behind them.

As the bus passed through New Jersey, they began to notice Vingo. He sat in front of
them, dressed in a plain, ill-fitting suit, never moving, his dusty face masking(iff %) his age, He
kept chewing (PHUE) the inside of his lips a lot, frozen into complete silence.

Deep into the night, outside Washington, the bus pulled into Howard Johnson’s, and every
body got off except Vingo. He sat rooted in his seat, and the young people began to wonder
about him, trying to imagine his life: perhaps he was a sea captain, a runaway from his wife, an
old soldier going home. When they went back to the bus, one of the girls sat beside him and
introduced herself.

“We’re going to Florida,” she said brightly. “I hear it’s really beautiful.”

“It is,” he said quietly, as if remembering something he had tried to forget.

“Want some wine? " she said. He smiled and took a swig(— kX M) from the bottle. He
thanked her and retreated(iB %)) again into his silence. After a while, she went back to the oth-
ers, and Vingo nodded in sleep.

In the morning, they awoke outside another Howard Johnson’s, and this time Vingo went in.
The girl insisted that he join them. He seemed very shy, and ordered black coffee and smoked
nervously as the young people chattered(iRi£) about sleeping on beaches. When they returned to
the bus, the girl sat with Vingo again, and after a while, slowly and painfully, he began to tell
his story. He had been in jail in New York for the past four years, and now he was going
home.

“Are you married?”

“I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?” she said.

“Well, when I was in jail I wrote to my wife,” he said. “I told her that I was going to be
away a long time, and that if she couldn’t stand it, if the kids kept asking questions, if it hurt
her too much, well, she could just forget me. I'd understand. Get a new guy, I said—she’s a
wonderful woman, really something—and forget about me. 1 told her she didn’t have to write

me. And she didn’t. Not for three and a half years.”
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“And you’'re going home now, not knowing?”

“Yeah,” he said shyly. “Well, last week, when I was sure the parole ({B#) was coming
through, I wrote her again. We used to live in Brunswich, just before Jacksonvill, and there’s a
big oak (##) tree just as you come into town. I told her that if she didn’t have a new guy
and if she'd take me back, she should put a yellow handkerchief on the tree, and I'd get off
and come home. If she didn’t want me, forget it—no handkerchief, and I'd go on through.”

“Wow,” the girl exclaimed. “Wow.”

She told the others, and soon all of them were in it, caught up in the approach (F&7#%)
of Brunswick, looking at the pictures Vingo showed them of his wife and three children—the
woman handsome in a plain way, the children still unformed in the much handled snapshots
(R R).

Now they were 20 miles from Brunswick, and the young people took over window seats on
the right side, waiting for the approach of the great oak tree. Vingo stopped looking, tightening
his face, as if fortifying (= make strong) himself against still another disappointment.

Then Brunswick was 10 miles, and then five, Then, suddenly, all of the young people were
up out of their seats, screaming and shouting and crying, doing small dances of joy. All except
Vingo.

Vinge sat there stunned (= shocked or surprised), looking at the oak tree. It was covered
with yellow handkerchiefs—20 of them, 30 of them, maybe hundreds, a tree that stood like a
banner of welcome billowing (= wave) in the wind. As the young people shouted, the old prison-

er slowly rose from his seat and made his way to the front of the bus to go home.

Exercise 5:

What a moving story! It is said that love and death are the eternal theme of literature.
People die; time changes;but the beautiful stories will last forever! The same is true to
“Titanic”. Isn’t it an old fashion love story? But why and what does the story strike the hearts
of millions of people today?

" Exercise 6:

Choose a right word from the list to complete the statements. Make changes when

necessary.

1) He thanked her and again into his silence.

2) The young people began to about him, trying to his life.

3) Now they were 20 miles from Brunswick, and the young people over window
seats on the right side, waiting for the of the great oak tree.

4) Vingo stopped looking, tightening his face, as if himself against still
another

5) As the young people shouted, the old prisoner slowly from his seat and made
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. his to the front of the bus to go home.

Love or Money

Chapter 1

The Clarkson family lived in the country near Cambridge, about half a mile from the nearest
village and about a mile ffom the river. They had a big, old house with a beautiful garden, a
lot of flowers and many old trees.

One Thursday morning in July, Jackie came in from the garden. She was a tall, fat woman,
thirty years old. It was the hottest day of the year, but she wore a warm brown skirt and yellow
shirt. She went into the kitchen to get a drink of water. Just then the phone rang.

“Cambridge 1379, Jackie said.

“Hello, this is Diane. I want to talk to Mother.”

“Mother isn’t here,” Jackie said. “She’s at the doctor’s.”

“Why? What’s wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong,” Jackie said. “Why are you telephoning? You are going to come this
weekend? Mother wants everyone to be here.”

“Yes, I want to come,” Diane said. “I'm phoning because I have no money for the train
ticket.”

“No money! Mother is always giving you money!”

“This phone call is very expensive,” Diane said coldly. “Tell Mother please. I need the
money.”

Jackie put the phone down. She took a cigarette from her bag and began to smoke. She felt
angry because her sister always asked for money. Diane was twenty years old, the youngest in
the family. She lived in London, in one room of a big house. She wanted to be a singer. She
sang very well but she could never get work.

Jackie went back into the kitchen and began to make some sandwiches. Just then the back

door opened, and her mother came in.

“It’s very hot!"Molly said. She took off her hat and put it down on the table. She was a
tall, dark woman with beautiful eyes.

Two big, black dogs came into the kitchen after her and ran across to her. She sat down
and put her hands on their heads.

Jackie put the sandwiches on the table. “Mother,” she said, “Diane phoned. She wants
money for her train ticket.”

Molly closed her eyes for a minute. Then she stood up. “This afternoon I want you to get
the house ready for the weekend,” she said. “Oh, and please go to the village later and get my

tablets (2 /).”
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“Yes, Mother,” Jackie said.

Molly went to the door.

“Mother, please wait a minute,” Jackie said. “Peter Hobbs came here this morning. He's
very angry with you about that letter. He lost his job, you know. Why did you write to his
office? He wants to talk to you about it.”

“Well, I don’t want to talk to him,” Molly said. She opened the door.

“But Mother, you don’t understand. He’s seventeen, and it was his first job. He’s very,
very angry. He says--- He says he’s going to kill you!”

Molly did not answer. She went out of the room and closed the door.

Chapter 2

It was seven o’clock on Saturday evening. Jackie stood at the window. A car drove
slowly up to the front door and stooped. A tall man with white hair got out. It was Albert, the
husband of Molly’s sister.

“Here’s Uncle Albert,” Jackie said. “Always late.”

She went out the room and opened the front door. Albert came in and went at once to
Molly.

“Oh, dear. I'm very late. I'm sorry.” Albert said. “Fifty years old today!What a wonderful
dress!”

Molly did not smile. “Thank you, Albert. We’re all getting older.” Tonight she wore a long
black dress, and the two black dogs sat at her feet. “Everyone is here now. Let’s go in to din-
ner,” she said.

Everyone stood up and went to the table.

“The table looks nice, Jackie. What wonderful flowers!” Diane said. She was a beautiful
girl, with long black hair and dark blue eyes. She wore a long red dress.

Albert sat down next to Roger. Roger was Molly’s son, her second child. He lived in Cam-
bridge, in an expensive house. '

“Someone called Peter stopped me down the road,” Albert said. “Who is he? He’s very
angry with you, Molly.”

“That’s Peter Hobbs, from the house across the road,” Jackie said quickly. She looked
across the table at Molly. “He lost his job last week and he’s angry with everyone.”

“It’s Molly he doesn’t like.” Albert said.

Molly said nothing. Everyone began to eat.

“How is Aunt Annie?” Jackie asked.

“She’s much worse now,” Albert said. “She stays in bed all the time. She needs a nurse
twenty-four hours a day.”

“I am sorry,” Molly said.

Albert stopped eating and looked at Molly. “It’s very difficult and very expensive, you know.

Annie feels very unhappy because you don’t visit her, Molly. She loves you very much. You are
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her little sister, you know.”

Molly closed her eyes for a minute. “I know that, Albert. I am fifty years old, but I am al-
ways her ‘little’ sister. Well, we can talk about it later.”

Albert laughed. “Oh yes, we can talk later. It’s always later with you, Molly.Always tomor-
row. Never today.”

Jackie watched her mother. Her mother was angry with Albert. Molly never liked talking
about her sister Annie and she did not like visiting her because she was very ill.

“That’s a beautiful dress, Diane. Is it new?” Jackie asked.

“Thank you, Jackie. Yes, it’s new, and very expensive. I got it on Wednesday.” Diane said.
She smiled at Jackie.

“All your things are expensive,” Jackie said. She remembered the phone call on Thursday
about the train ticket.

“I don’t like cheap things,” Diane said. “And I’m going to need more money soon. I want
to go to America. Can you help me, Roger?”

“Oh, no,” Roger said. “Nobody wants to help you, Diane. You don’t like working, we all
know that, but we all want you to get a job.”

Diane laughed. “It doesn’t matter, Roger. I don’t need your help. Mother always helps.
Mother loves me best.”

She suddenly smiled, a quick, beautiful smile. But her eyes were cold.

Jackie looked at her mother. Molly’s face was white. Jackie did not understand. Was her
mother afraid of Diane? Jackie wanted her mother to be happy today.

“Would you like some more meat, Uncle Albert?” Jackie asked. “Roger, can you give
everyone some more to drink?”

Roger got up and began to give more wine to everyone. “This is good wine,” he said.

Molly smiled for the first time. “Yes, your father loved this wine. He often drank it.”

“Yes,” Albert said, and looked at Molly. “Expensive, too.”

“Would you like to meet Mr. Briggs this weekend, Roger?” Jackie asked quickly. “He’s the
new man at the farm. He wants to meet you.”

“Briggs? Briggs?” Molly said, suddenly angry. “Don’t talk to me about that man. I don’t
like him. He wants half my garden for his farm. He needs more land, he says. 1 don’t want
him in my house. He’s always dirty and he has bad teeth.”

Jackie stood up and got her bag. “Excuse me, 1 want a cigarette.”

“Cigarettes! Always a cigarette in your mouth,” Molly said. “I don’t like it. Cigarettes
aren’t good for you.”

Jackie began to smoke. She felt angry but she said nothing. She wanted her mother to be
happy this evening, but it was very difficult.

Roger drank some more wine. “Well, Mother, perhaps Mr. Briggs is right. The garden is very

big, you know,” he said. “It’s a lot of work for you. The house is big, too. You’'re fifty now.
You need to be more careful.”
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“Roger! [ don’t need a nurse, you know! I work in the garden every day; I feel happy
there.” Molly stood up. “I know you all want my money. You came here for a free dinner; you
don’t want to see me. You don’t love me. You want my house, and my money. Well, you can
all wait. Nobody is getting more money from me, not before I die!”

“Don’t say that, Mother!”]Jackie cried.

Molly walked across the room to the door. “I feel ill now. I’'m going upstairs to bed.”

Molly left the room. Nobody moved.

“One day I’'m going to kill that woman,” Diane said quietly.

Roger looked at Diane but said nothing. Albert moved his head slowly up and down. She’s
angry, that’s all,” he said. “Molly always gets angry about money. Why can’t she be good to
her sister? Annie’s going to die soon. Molly knows that.”

Jackie finished her cigarette and stood up. “Would everyone like some coffee? Come into the
kitchen and let’s drink it there.”

Chapter 3

Early next morning the house was quiet. Suddenly there was a cry from the room next to
Roger’s, his mother’s room. Roger opened his eyes and looked at the clock. It was nearly seven
o’clock. He got out of bed and opened the door quietly. At the same time the door of his
mother’s room opened and Diane came out. Her face was very white.

“Roger! It’s Mother! I brought a cup of coffee for her and I found her dead. She’s dead:-
dead in her bed,” she cried. /

Roger went quickly to the door of his mother’s room and looked in. The window was open
but the room was warm. Molly was on the bed, one hand under her head. Roger went across to
the bed and put his hand on her arm. It was cold. On the little table next to the bed was a
hot cup of coffee and an empty cup.

“I’m going to call the doctor,” Diane said.

“She’s dead,” Roger said slowly. His face, too, was white. “Mother is dead!”

Diane walked across the room to the door. “I’'m going to phone the doctor,” she said
again.

“Wait a minute!"Roger called. “Let’s tell the family first.”

“Family! Nobody loved Mother!” Diane went out and ran downstairs.

Roger slowly went downstairs after her and stood by the telephone.

“Dr. Pratt, this is Diane Clarkson. It’s my mother—she’s dead. Can you come quickly?”

Diane put the phone down. “It isn’t true, Roger! Mother dead! Daddy died last winter, and
now Mother.” Diane began to cry.

“Don’t cry, Diane,” Roger said. “Let’s go upstairs and tell Uncle Albert and Jackie.”

“No! You tell them! Nobody loved Mother. You aren’t sorry. Look at you! You want her

money. That’s all.”

Roger suddenly wanted to hit Diane. “Be quiet!” he said. “What about you? You didn’t love
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Mother. You wanted her money, too. Don’t forget that!”

“It's true,” Diane said. “Oh, 1 can’t stay in this house. I’'m going out. I'm going to the
river with the dogs.”

“No,” Roger said. “The doctor's coming and I want you here.”

Diane said nothing. She went into the kitchen and at once the dogs got up and came to
her. “Beautiful dogs! Daddy loved you and Mother loved you. Now I'm going to loved you.” She
opened the back door and went out with the dogs.

Roger did not move. He stood by the telephone. “It’s true,” he thought. “I am happy
about the money. I needed money, and now I’'m rich. Things are going to be easier for me now.
But Mother+ Why didn’t 1 love her more? And now she’s dead.” Slowly, Roger went back
upstairs. He wanted to dress before Dr. Pratt arrived.

Dr. Pratt was a little fat man without much hair. He was the family doctor and he knew all
the Clarkson family very well. He went upstairs at once and looked at Molly’s body. He looked
carefully at the cup of coffee and the empty cup on the table next to her bed.

“I’m sorry, Roger,” he said. “Where is Diane? She phoned me.”

“She went out with the dogs,” Roger said. “She was angry with me—angry with everyone.”

Dr. Pratt said nothing for a minate. “This is going to be very difficult. I'm going to phone
the police, Roger.”

“Police! Why? What’s wrong?”

“l don’t know. Your mother wasn’t ill. I saw her on Thursday and she was very well. Why
did she die? I don’t understand. I want to find out.”

Roger went across to the window and looked out at the garden. It was a beautiful summer
morning. The sky was blue and the garden was green. It was all very quiet. His mother loved
this garden. But Tom Briggs wanted the garden. And Roger wanted the garden, too. Roger felt

worse and worse.

“Your mother took sleeping tablets,” Dr. Pratt said. “Did you know? On Thursday she had
a new bottle of tablets, but 1 can’t find it here in her room.”

“I didn’t know,” Roger said. “Very well. Let’s go downstairs and you can phone the
police.”

Roger went into the kitchen and made some coffee. Just then Diane came in with the dogs.

“Roger,” she said.“Look, I’'m sorry. I was angry and said some angry things.”

“It doesn’t matter,” Roger said. “Here you are, have some coffee. Dr. Pratt is phoning the
police. Did you know Mother took sleeping tablets? Well, the bottle is not in her room.”

“What? I don’t understand” Diane took the coffee and began to drink. Her eyes looked big and
dark.

Just then Dr. Pratt came into the kitchen. “They’re coming at once,” he said. “Diane—I'm
sorry about your mother.” *

“Dr. Pratt, I want to tell you about last night. Everyone was very angry ---”
“Be quiet!”"Roger said quickly.
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“Diane never thinks before she opens her mouth,” he thought angrily.

Diane did not look at Roger. “Last night Mother went to bed early because everyone ---”

“Don’t tell me,” Dr. Pratt said. “You can tell the police.”

Roger's face went red. Suddenly he felt afraid. “The police are going to talk to
everyone, and ask questions,” he thought. “And they’'re going to want answers. It’s going to
be very difficult.” He finished his coffee and stood up.

“I’m going upstairs,” he said. “I’m going to tell Uncle Albert and Jackie about Mother
and about the police.”

Chapter 4

The police arrived very quickly. There were a lot of them. Some of them with cameras went
upstairs to Molly’s room. Two detectives talked to Dr. Pratt in the kitchen. The family waited in
the sitting room. It was a hot day again and the windows were open. The dogs sat quietly at
Diane’s feet. Nobody talked. Jackie smoked. They waited for a long time. Suddenly the door
opened and the two detectives came in.

“Good morning. I am Detective Inspector Walsh and this is Sergeant Foster.” The Inspector
did not smile. He was a big man in an old black suit and a black hat and coat. He wore a
coat because he always felt cold. “Last night someone put sleeping tablets in Mrs. Clarkson’s
hot milk. We are going to question everybody, and we need a room, please.”

Roger stood up. “I'm Roger Clarkson. You can have my father’s old office. Come with me.
It’s along here.”

The office was not a very big room, but there was a table and three or four chairs. Roger
opened the window.

“l would like to talk first to your uncle, Albert King,” Inspector Walsh said. He took off
his hat and coat and sat down behind the table.

“Of course,” said Roger and left the room.

Sergeant Foster waited by the door. He was a very tall young man with black hair and a
ice smile. He was not very happy this morning because he usually played tennis on Sunday
mornings. He was one of the best players at the Cambridge Tennis Club.

Albert came in and sat down. .

“I'm going to ask some questions, Mr. King,” the inspector said, “and Sergeant
Foster is going to write it all down.”

Albert locked at his feet. “Yes, yes. It’s your job. I know that.”

“Tell me about last night,” Inspector Walsh asked quietly. “You were angry with Mrs.
Clarkson.”

Albert looked at Inspector Walsh for the first time. “Yes, I was. Everyone was angry. Roger
was angry. Diane wanted money to go to America. Then there’s a man called Tom Briggs -

He wants half the garden for his farm. Molly was a rich woman. I need money because my wife
Annie—Molly’s sister—is very ill. 1 told Molly this.”



