53 URSq et A= et i Ay i

TR BRI EA] R, RREEE L ERRAAR R FZ — #HF, B
IWERSEA B BR, AT, FAEREASELeEDN; 28R, 15K
FRIEE, REERAEFTRM, T2l FaREr, BHFFID, BET
I, WEGLEARAE, ARER, #5TE LA EH, BLAERE,

2 IE 4R
Lo VBT, AR A AT BT SR B S B, (2 M — R s B

The Most Precious Gift

In the sixth grade, our teacher assigned “secret friends” for the coming week. The purpose of this assignment
was to do nice things for your friend without letting them know who was doing it. We could leave encouraging
notes on their desk or mysteriously leave a card in their backpack or book. Our teacher wrote each kid’s name on a
piece of paper and threw them into a bucket, then we each closed our eyes and drew the name of the classmate who
we were to secretly make friends with and support over the next five school days.

However, by the middle of the week, everyone, including me, had turned this assignment into a contest to see
whose secret friend could leave the best gift. Instead of encouraging notes, we left stationery sets (3 H ) on our
friend’s desk. Instead of giving compliments, we were giving snacks, candies and even money. It seemed that
everyone was getting cool presents from their friends, except me.

My friend followed our teacher’s directions without a fault. I received handmade cards, notes with nice
thoughts and countless smiley-face pictures claiming that I was one of the nicest girls in the class. My friend
seemed to think highly of me from the notes that were left, but the lack of gifts made me wonder what was up with
whoever had pulled my name.

On the last morning of our assignment, I walked into my classroom and noticed that there was a package on
my desk. I eagerly unwrapped it and stared down at my desk. There sat a hand-made rabbit, wearing blue dark
clothes with messy ears. Beside it was a note, saying “Your favorite rabbit. Hope you will like it.” The girls sitting
near me made fun of the “odd and ugly” gift I had received and laughed at me. I felt my face turn red, angrily threw
it into the desk and dashed out of the classroom. The moment I was out, someone called my name. She was Mary, a

girl who was shy and always sat at the corner of the classroom.
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“I’m your secret friend,” she wept.



Knowing that she had stayed up late to make the rabbit, [ was ashamed.

2. DB NEARL ARIEE A B MG BOE T IR E B MR e B R

If you are constantly lack of confidence and worried about what other people think about your shortcomings,
you will never get to where you need to go in life. This was what I learned from my own experience.

My name is Peter. Before I was born, the doctors examined my mom and found there was something wrong
with my face, and actually it was worse. With my “weird” face, I knew I was not an ordinary ten-year-old kid. I had
never been to a real school before, not because of the way I looked, but all the surgeries I had. Mom homeschooled
me. I became stronger, though. So maybe it was time for me to go to the real school.

One day, I happened to hear Mom and Dad talking about me quietly. “We can’t keep protecting him.” Mom
whispered to Dad, “We have to help him learn to deal with it. We can’t just keep avoiding situations that... ”, but
she didn’t even finish her sentence because she saw me. “Go back to sleep, Peter,” Mom said softly.

“Everyone will stare at me at school,” I said, suddenly crying.
Mom came over, putting her hand on mine. “Honey, you know if you don’t want to do this, you don’t have to.

But we spoke to the principal (1K) , Mr. Green and told him how funny and smart you are. When I told him about
all your surgeries, and how brave you are, “Wow, I have to meet this kid.” ” Mom smiled at me.

“He is really a nice man. Besides, a real school is really good for you. Peter, you will make lots of friends and
learn things you have never learned with Mom.” Dad added, raising his hand as if to swear.

“But... I don’t want to go. I am aftraid... ” I said in a low voice.

“How about at least meeting Mr. Green before you make up your mind?”” Mom asked.

I nodded, unwilling to accept the arrangement.
a8
1. S5 HE SRR BN 150 Fedq s
2. TEAEE R A N AL E AR

We arrived at the school a few weeks before the start of the school.

After taking a tour of the school and hearing Mr. Green’s words, I realized it was time to make a change.
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When I think of the word perfect, I think of something only a few can achieve, like high beauty standards, the
super-smart girl in my class, or anything that I can compare myself to.

For a few weeks now, I have been noticing this one girl who is in a few of my middle school classes. She has
fabulous long dark brown hair, big eyes, and the most beautiful face. She always wears the prettiest outfits and
seems to be the most popular girl in school, at least in my point of view. It seems like she has a perfect life, lots of
friends, all As (4= A), and everything anyone could ever want.

One day, I was in language arts talking to my teacher about one of the upcoming tests, when I saw the girl
staring at me in this strange way. [ immediately started to get panicked and think, “Why is she looking at me? Did I
do something wrong? Is my hair messed up?”’

When the class was dismissed and everyone was rushing to their next class, she caught up to me and said, “I
just thought you should know, I think you are really pretty.” I replied, “Oh my god, thank you!” I then watched her
as she walked away and thought, “She thinks I am pretty?”

The whole day, I ended up thinking about one thing. That was, “Why does she think that?” After thinking
about that topic in my head through each second of the day, [ met her again in the class.
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When I was considering whether to say hello with her, she

I looked at myself with a big smile.
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For as long as I can remember, my parents raised me with dogs, cats, birds and fish in the house, and I felt the



most comfort with these pets in my surroundings. As an only child, I grew up talking to these animals since I never
had a partner to play with at home.
I created characters for each of the pets and I included them in my imaginary adventures, tying capes onto the

dogs, who were changed into superheroes, and giving headwear to the cats, who became girls. Even after I began






attending pre-school, I’d eagerly await my return from school so that I could relay all the exciting details to
my pets who would listen and pretend to be slightly interested in my wandering. In fact, I probably communicated
with my pets more than I did with my friends, since these animals offered a sense of safety which no individual
could provide. It never felt strange for me to talk with members of different species and I always felt satisfied after
I spoke with them.

Imagine the shock I faced when I realized that certain cruel persons badly treated their pets. Over the spring
break of third grade when I visited Aunt Judy and my cousins in Philadelphia, I met her one-eyed cat, Gordon. A
cold, skinny creature, I firstly avoided directing my attention towards the cat. Aunt Judy must have noticed my
strange behavior, so she took me aside and explained that the Gordon’s owner had deserted him. The cat was
extremely unhealthy and injured when Aunt Judy discovered him.

After she had found medical treatments for the cat, my aunt decided to keep him because Aunt Judy said, “The
unwanted animals are the ones most in need of someone to love them wholeheartedly.” After my aunt’s advice, 1
spent additional time to know Gordon and as days passed, he grew less afraid of me and I became more willing to
love him.
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It broke my heart to see his sad eyes.

No creature loves such a lonely end to their life.
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To act with honesty was a habit with Susan who always follows the Golden Rule: “Do not do to others what
you do not want others to do to you.” But when she thought over her past conduct, a blush of shame appeared on
her cheeks, as many little acts of selfishness and unkindness came back to her memory. She was determined that for
the future, both in great things and small, she would remember and follow the Golden Rule.

It was not long after this that an opportunity occurred, which tried Susan’s principles. One Saturday evening
she went, as usual, to Mr. Thompson’s store, to receive the money of her mother’s washing for him, which
amounted to five dollars. When she arrived, she found Mr. Thompson extremely busy. As Susan made her request
for the money, he simply pressed a bill into her hand.

With the bill in hand, Susan happily went out of the gate. Pausing to put the money safely in her purse, she



discovered that he had given her two bills instead of one. She looked around; nobody was near and her first
reaction was joy at the unexpected prize.

“It is all mine,” said she to herself. “I will buy my mother a new coat with it, and she can give her old one to
my sister Mary, and then Mary can go to school with me next winter. I wonder if I can buy a pair of shoes for my
brother Tom, too.”

At that moment she remembered that he must have given it to her by mistake. But again the voice of the
tempter whispered, ‘‘He gave it, and how do you know that he did not intend to make you a present of it? Keep it!
He will never know it.”
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This conflict was going on in her mind between good and evil.

“Sir, you paid me two bills instead of one,” she handed him the extra note.
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Scout could clearly remember the night she had to leave her home in Poland. It was the beginning of World
War II and her family had to escape as soon as possible. She quickly packed a suitcase with a few pieces of
clothing, her diary, and her most prized treasure, a silk scarf ([l 11). Scout and her best friend, Betty, had persuaded

their parents to buy them matching scarves, which they took as a symbol of their friendship. Scout didn’t know she
was going to America and would not be returning.

Scout kept that special silk scarf for many years. One day she decided to give it to her granddaughter, Eliza, to
wear to her first job interview for good luck. Scout was afraid that Eliza would lose the scarf, but the granddaughter
promised, “Don’t worry, Grandma. Nothing’s going to happen to your scarf. You’ll see that it’s going to bring both
of us luck.” And with that, Eliza kissed her grandmother and left for the interview.

Leaving the interview, Eliza felt confident that she had got the job so she decided to celebrate by going to a
restaurant. Sitting at her table, Eliza felt an elderly woman staring at her for a long time.

“I’'m sorry. Do I know you?” Eliza asked.

“I’m sorry, dear, but you remind me of my best friend,” the old woman replied. “She looked like you and used

to wear a scarf just like yours.” Eliza listened carefully, with her eyes and mouth wide open. She had heard stories



of her grandmother’s best friend and knew the meaning of the scarf. Could this woman be Betty, her

grandmother’s childhood friend?

ERE: LEESEBN N 150 £4;
24 N A R

Then the old woman introduced herself, “My name is

The old woman agreed to go with Scout.
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Alex was a friendly boy, but he had a bad temper and often found it challenging to control his anger.
Whenever something didn’t go his way or if he felt upset, a fiery anger would build up inside him like an angry
monster.

One sunny afternoon, Alex went to the playground with his friends, Sarah and Ben. They were excited to play
on the swings, slide, and monkey bars. As they started playing, Alex’s turn on the swing was interrupted by another
child who cut in line. Alex felt his anger rising inside him, and without thinking, he shouted at the child very
angrily, demanding his turn back. Sarah and Ben looked at Alex with surprise, scare and depression. They didn’t
like it that their friend lost his temper like a monster and yelled. They stopped playing together.

Alex’s anger not only ruined his own mood but also spoiled (#% 34 ) the fun for his friends and the other
children at the playground. Feeling ashamed and realizing the consequences of his actions, Alex slumped (i 44)
down on a nearby bench. He saw his friends playing happily without him, and he felt upset at losing control.

Alex’s memories flooded back when his friends and family were often taken aback by his outbursts. When his
best friend, Emily, wanted to play a game he didn’t like, he would shout and throw a tantrum (/% Jli1"<), refusing to
play with her. His little sister accidentally knocked over his tower of blocks, he would explode in a fit of rage,
yelling and stomping his feet.

He had lost a lot of fiends and hurt his family because of his anger. Now he might lose these friends too. He
realized that his mean words constantly hurt the people he cared about. He didn’t want to be like a monster

anymore, so he decided to find a better way to handle his anger.
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That evening, Alex told Grandma about what had happened.

Alex made up his mind to change.

8. [T HIAE, M A B BRI LI585 — B, A MR 7e BRI R .

During the 25 years we’ve lived in our home, many cats have appeared on my porch ([] /), gazing through
the glass door, silently begging for food. Well, what can I do? Certainly not ignore their lovely faces. Even as my
husband says “Don’t feed these cats, Caren,” I am opening the door, with cat food bag in hand. These cats usually
stay a few days, maybe a couple months before disappearing into the woods.

One evening while feeding the horses, I saw something move. I turned just in time to glimpse a black tail
disappearing under our shed (/Mfli). Later, I saw a skinny young cat sneak around and finish the leftovers. The next
time I saw her, she had a companion, a black male cat. I made sure to put out enough food for the both of them.
Pretty soon, they were appearing at dinnertime with our other cats. I named them Minnie and Freddy. I would give
them food in separate containers, but they would walk up and down until I went back inside. Then, with no human
near, they would devour their meals. This went on for a couple of weeks. One day, Freddy didn’t show up. We
never saw him again.

But Minnie kept sticking around our room, dividing time between the shed and the porch. She was no longer
skinny and looked quite nicely. I congratulated myself on her newfound health. However, she kept gaining weight

—especially around her middle. Yup, she was pregnant (}FZ2[17).

R SEEEENN 150 14

We fixed up a small place in the shed for Minnie.




From that day on, our family grew not only with Minnie but also with her adorable babies, creating a

harmonious and loving environment for all of us to cherish(22 ).
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Not so long ago, most people didn’t know who Shelly Ann Francis Pryce was going to become. She was just
an average high school athlete. There was every indication that she was just another American teenager without
much of a future. However, one person wants to change this. Stephen Francis observed then eighteen-year-old
Shelly Ann at a track meet and was convinced that he had seen the beginning of true greatness. Her times were not
exactly impressive, but even so, he sensed there was something trying to get out. He decided to offer Shelly-Ann a
place in his very strict training seasons. Their cooperation quickly produced results, and a few years later at
Jamaica’s Olympic games in early 2008, Shelly Ann, who at that time only ranked number 70 in the world, beat
Jamaica’s unchallenged queen of the sprint (%5 ).

“Where did she come from?” asked an astonished sprinting world, before concluding that she must be one of
those one-hit wonders that spring up from time to time, only to disappear again without signs. But Shelly-Ann was
to prove that she was anything but a one-hit wonder. At the Beijing Olympic she swept away any doubts about her
ability to perform consistently by becoming the first Jamaican woman ever to win the 100 meters Olympic gold.

Shelly Ann is a little woman with a big smile. Her journey to becoming the fastest woman on earth has been
anything but smooth and effortless. She grew up in one of Jamaica’s toughest inner-city communities known as
Water house, one of the poorest communities in Jamaica. Sometimes her family didn’t have enough to eat. She ran
at the school championships barefooted because she couldn’t afford shoes. Her mother Maxime had been an athlete
herself as a young girl but, like so many other girls in Water house, had to stop after she had her first baby.
Maxime’s early entry into the adult world with its responsibilities gave her the determination to ensure that her kids
would not end up in Water house’s roundabout of poverty. One of the first things Maxime used to do with

Shelly-Ann was taking her to the track, and she was ready to sacrifice (§i#f) everything.
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It didn’t take long for Shelly Ann to meet her mother’s expectations.




But Shelly Ann’s victory was far greater than that.
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In a misty morning, Robert was hiking high in the mountains with Lucky, his tiny but energetic dog. Every
weekend, the two would go together on a hiking to climb nearby mountains. As they got near to the top, the path
was rocky and less-traveled. After an hour, they reached the top, touched by the beautiful view there. Lost in the
breathtaking scenery, Robert felt refreshed. When he looked at the loyal friend beside him, the memory of meeting
Lucky for the first time flooded into his mind.

It had been about two years since Robert got Lucky. She was small and a ball of energy. “The day when my
mother let me choose a dog from the doghouse, she was playfully jumping around and licking (%) me, barking (X:
R) loudly to show how much she wanted to be my family,” thought Robert. “She looked quite small, but from the
moment I threw my eyes on her, I knew she was the perfect dog for me. And, for some reasons, that active energy
was something that I needed in my life,” Robert kept thinking.

Time flew, dark night drawing near. Having got enough rest, Robert decided it was time to go home.
Suddenly, Robert lost his balance, rolled down a rocky hill, hit his head really hard, and finally stopped upside
down.

One of his leg was in between two rocks, so he couldn’t move. But that was the least of his worries. What
Robert was really scared of was that he was going to sleep with a serious head injury. He tried to cry for help, but
he was so weak that he was going to become unconscious ( & 2K [']). “If only there had been someone else,” Robert
thought, sad and hopeless. As darkness fell further, the weather turned cold and windy and he was about to lose
consciousness. What’s worse, Robert noticed something like a snake approaching him before he finally fell

unconscious.

.
1. 85BN N 150 £ 4
2. VEIE RS TR R SR AN BAE

Fortunately, Lucky was there all the time and never stopped barking for help.

After seeing unconscious Robert, the two strangers managed to wake him up.



“I’'m your secret friend,” she wept. “I’m terribly sorry about the gift,” she whispered to me, sobbing with her
face hidden in her hands. Frustrated and somewhat grieved, she explained that she couldn’t afford a fancy present,
so she decided to make one herself. She stayed up all night last night to finish the = hand-made rabbit, so that she
could give it to me on the last day of assignment.

Knowing that she had stayed up late to make the rabbit, I was ashamed. Regretful and kind of embarrassed, I

was sick to my stomach as my actions ran through my mind. I felt my throat was tightened as if a rock were stuck



in it because I ruined everything she specially prepared for me. I regretted my actions and kept apologizing to her.
Along with my apologies, I explained the reason. Actually I didn’t dislike the present that she gave me, I just felt a
bit embarrassed when I received it with many classmates watching me and discussing my gift. Relieved and
delighted, she flashed a smile to me, looking me in the eyes and comforted me that she understood my difficult
situations because she had been trying to fit in, too. “We share something in common, don’t we?” she said, with a
broad smile spreading over her face. Her simple words, spoken from her heart, found their way straight into mine.
Touched immensely, I felt warmth flowing through me. That day, I gained a real “secret friend” and also learned to

cherish real friendship.
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(IPNES

(D53%]: gain/obtain

(@3 receive/accept
3)%IR: ruin/destroy
LEES
(DHFEH): frustrated /depressed/sad
Q@)E&#): moved/touched
[ 4051 [=93 5% 1]Frustrated and somewhat grieved, she explained that she couldn’t afford a fancy present, so
she decided to make one herself.(that 5| 5 ] 5= & A1)
[/ 43 7)1 2] 1 felt my throat was tightened as if a rock were stuck in it because I ruined everything she specially

prepared for me.(iz A because 5| 3 Jif KR 1E M A))
2.

We arrived at the school a few weeks before the start of the school. I admitted that I was so nervous that the
butterflies in my stomach were more like pigeons flying around my insides before I saw Mr. Green, who was
waiting for us at the entrance. After shaking hands with us, he proposed that we take a tour in the school first. Mr.
Green patiently introduced the science lab, the art room, the modern classroom and the lunchroom, which were

really attractive. After that, we went to his office. Mr. Green stared into my eyes as if seeing my inner self locked
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