


























Audio Script for Chapter 8 of Work/Life English 
Listening/Speaking Book: "Having Fun" 

useful project to get involved in, but you 
wouldn't find one. You'd feel so alone, worth
less, and depressed that you'd start looking 
forward to work on Monday. 

David: (laughs) Oh? Would you like to trade 
places with me? 

Harold: Don't be ridiculous. 

Conversation 3 

Cindy: Pssst ... Lisa, here comes Steve. 
Lisa: Steve? He's the best-looking guy in school. 

He's the most valuable player on the basket
ball team, he dresses better than anyone else 
I know, he's ... 

Cindy: He's looking this way. 
Lisa: Oh, no! Quick, Cindy, pretend we're having a 

fascinating conversation about something 
else .... I can't let him know I think he's the 
greatest. 

Cindy: Phew ... he's gone. 
Lisa: He is? Oh, no! How come he never notices 

me? 

Conversation 4 

Martin: What are you thinking about, Sally? 
Sally: Uh ... um ... what are you thinking about? 
Martin: I asked you first. 
Sally: Well, ... uh ... I guess I was just thinking 

about... um ... about how good it feels to be 
dating a guy as nice as you. You're ... um ... 
well you're better-looking, more interesting, 

' I' and more fun to be with than any guy ve 
gone out with for a long time. I suppose .. ·. 1:m 
feeling lucky to have met you .... So. Now it s 
your turn, Martin. What have you been 
thinking about? 

Martin: The sound of my new stereo is terrific. 

CHAPTER 8 I HAVING FUN 

PART ONE / LEARNING TO LISTEN 

• p. 87, Exercise B 

Sharing Interests 

As a single parent, I'm particularly concerned 
about sharing interests with my three sons-ages 
thirteen, fifteen, and sixteen. Getting them to ap
preciate our rich culture-art, music, literature, 
and theater-and having them share the things 
they like are important to me. But last weekend, 
when I tried introducing them to classical music at 
a young people's concert, I noticed them fidgeting 
in their seats about ten minutes into the perform-
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ance. And today, when I came up with the idea of 
seeing a Shakespearean drama in the park, they 
told me honestly that they're simply not interested 
in attending plays, ballet performances, operas, or 
anything of the sort. 

"Then come on, guys," I finally suggested. 
"How about going to the movies?" 

"All right!" came unanimous agreement. 
"Let's see Heavy Metal Jacket, Robot Cop, The Con
crete Jungle, Stony Three, or Skullbusters." Talk
ing all at once, they were naming only a few of the 
popular adventure and horror films around town. 

"Uh ... sorry, boys," I answered apologetically, 
"but those aren't exactly the kinds of movies I had 
in mind. I guess I'd been thinking about taking you 
to one of the foreign or classic films I remember 
seeing years ago. But I'll tell you what-why don't 
you guys choose? Is there anything else that we 
could all four enjoy together?" 

"There sure is," began the oldest, who had 
already been sitting in front of the T.V. set for 
about an hour. ''We can finish watching the game." 
He added enthusiastically, "Just look at that half
court offense! The Mongols have succeeded in mak
ing sixteen out of twenty-two shot attempts, and 
none of those baskets came on fast breaks!" 

Without understanding what my son was 
talking about, I sat down beside him in front of the 
T.V., only to be interrupted by my second son, who 
had insisted on changing the channel. "Basketball 
is a waste of time," he protested. "I'm sure Mom 
would prefer watching a real sport with us-foot
ball. Wow! Did you see that pass? He just threw a 
thirty-yard outpattem on a frozen rope! Now the 
team can kick a field goal!" 

I wanted to find out what all that meant, but 
we were interrupted by the sound of rock music
at full volume-from my third son's room. On en
tering the living room, he told us excitedly, "You've 
got to listen to this new song by the Carburetors! 
Hear the guitar? The effects of the echo and the 
distortion are unbelievable!" 

Again, as I was about to ask about a whole 
new set of vocabulary, there was an interruption. 
"I'm tired of arguing about changing the channel," 
said my oldest son, "so I'm going across the street 
to watch the basketball game with my friend Don. 
Catch you later." 

"And I can't stand having that music pound
ing in my ears when I'm trying to concentrate on 
football," said the fifteen-year-old. "Anyway, I'd 
prefer seeing the game with my pal Bill next door. 
Bye." 

The youngest was putting his jacket on. 
''When I called up my friend Adrian, he suggested 








