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Billy was a six-year-old boy. He was very excited but was a little nervous about his first camping trip with his
parents.

“What if the tent falls over and kills us? What if the wind blows the tent away? What if a wolf comes into the
tent and eats us? ... ,”he kept asking his father silly questions.

“Perhaps, you have read too many stories with big bad wolves,” his father replied, laughing. “There aren’t any
wolves in the city or even in the whole country, except in zoos.”

“Well, what if one escaped from a zoo?” Billy insisted.

“Zoos were careful enough not to let their animals escape,” his father comforted Billy.

Billy soon forgot about wolves as they started preparing for the camping trip. Billy helped his father load up
the car. They put in the tent, a big one for the whole family. Then the sleeping bags, blankets and more. When
everything was packed, his father started the car. Soon they were leaving the city behind them.

“Look at the cows!” shouted his mother excitedly when they were arriving at the campsite, which belonged to
a farm and was in a big field. “They are eating the grass!”

Once the tent was set up, Billy went to explore. There were trees to climb and a stream for catching insects
and fish. The day flew by and it was getting dark.

As they got inside the tent and were ready for sleep, strange noises kept coming from the distance.

“What’s that noise? Is it a wolf approaching?” Billy asked his mother and moved closer to her.

“Maybe it’s just the wind,” said his mother, who patted Billy sleepily.

Billy didn’t say anything and made himself into his sleeping bag. After a long day outdoors, his father and

mother were very tired and fell asleep soon.
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But Billy was too nervous to sleep.



Carefully, Billy opened the tent’s door and went outside.

2. BT EME, REBELABTNFEEETLBEERER, HZHR—ReBREX.

When I was a boy, I always wore turtleneck shirts because I was so sensitive and shy. I worked hard to earn
exceptional marks and always tried to behave well. I was younger than everyone else because my good marks had
allowed me to skip second grade, but this added nothing to my already low self-confidence.

When I was 14, my parents divorced (& 4%). I moved in with my dad in a new neighborhood, but he was
always so busy and had little time for me. It seemed the only time he ever spoke to me was to be demanding or
critical. I began to hate coming home from school every day. I sank further into my low self-esteem (5 %i.(») and
was overwhelmed with feeling unappreciated and alone.

One day, my aunt called. This seemed like a miracle (77 72F) to me. Aunt Ginette usually only called once a
year, on my birthday. She said she had just seen some young teenagers participate in a public speaking contest, and
she thought I should try it, too. She told me she firmly believed I could perform on stage like the other kids since
she had seen me do skits (H4%K /N i) for the family at Christmas.

I was a little surprised. Me? Onstage? In a public speaking contest? I was hesitant. But Aunt Ginette was so
confident and seemed really serious. Feeling her strong belief, I went against all odds and agreed to enter the
contest.

All that winter, twice a week after dinner, I took three different buses for the three-hour round-trip to practice
in Ville d’ Anjou, where the competition would take place. Although my dad really did love me and wanted the best
for me, he disapproved of this new dream, fearing it would take away from my homework time and impact my
academic performance. But I remained a top performer in school and never missed a day.
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Four months later, the big night arrived.



When I saw my father’s face, his eyes were shining—he was so proud.

3. FEETHEME, RE\EXABNFTEBEITLESLEPB, EZHR—REBEREX.

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 ([ 111). 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?
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Then the old woman introduced herself, “My name is

The old woman agreed to go with Scout.



4. FETHEME, REHXAFTFEBEITKRESEEHBE, HZHB—RBEREX.

Joey sat at the kitchen table, reading the sports page of the morning paper. He heard his grand-father coming
down the stairs. When his grandfather came into the kitchen, Joey could see he wasn’t his usual happy self.

“Morning, Grandfather,” he said. His grandfather sat across the table and didn’t pick up the paper to read.
Instead, he asked, “Joey, is anything happening in town today?”

“There’s a ball game between Doraville Middle School and my school tonight,” Joey told him. “It’ll be a close
race, but I think we’ll win. Would you like to go?”

Joey felt bad for his grandfather. He knew he couldn’t read. His grandfather had told him of-ten, “I didn’t have
the chance to go to school regularly. Looking after the animals and tending to the crops on the farm were much
more important in those days than learning to read.”

One day, Joey stopped at the library to look through some books. He saw a sign on the library wall. It read:
“Do you know somebody who doesn’t read? We can help. Just call this number.” Joey hurried home and showed
the sign to his grandfather. “Somebody can teach you how to read. It says so right here,” Joey explained. Joey
jotted the number down.

Several days later, Grandfather put on his best suit of clothes for his first day of school. He arrived at the
library an hour early and met with his teacher. During that first class, he was so worried and nervous that he
couldn’t concentrate. He couldn’t remember anything the teacher said. A few weeks later, Grandfather was
studying when he looked up at Joey and said, “I’m too old to learn all of this.” He closed the book in frustration.
“Oh, Grandfather, don’t get discouraged,” Joey said. Grandfather was stubborn. “I can’t do it,” he said.
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“How about letting me help you?”” Joey asked.

Months later, one day his grandfather told Joey that he had something important to share with him.










5. B TEME, RELABNFEEETLBEERER, FZHR—REREX.

Throughout our lives, we have encountered a lot of people that have influenced us in some sense. Their effect
may be for one day or a lifetime. Often, you don’t realize how much influence someone has made on you until a
particular moment. The man who made a big influence on me was my father.

Three months after turning fourteen, my life was great. I was getting settled into a high school; my grades
were already getting better and I was making friends.

One day, when I got back from school, I went to the sitting room and saw my parents having a conversation.
They came up to me and asked me to take a seat, because they wanted to say something very important. I soon
found out that my dad’s liver(fT i) was failing and he needed an immediate transplant(#% & #£4H). I was surprised
and bewildered( A~ %1 FIT 45 []) because my father looked all right. He worked, and he didn’t seem ill. My parents
said I shouldn’t be afraid, because it was going to be all right. Four months had gone by, and my father had yet to
get a new liver. It looked as if his body was steadily worsening, but he kept saying, “Dear, everything will be just
fine.”

It was becoming difficult for me and my family. My father had to give up work, and my mother was the sole
breadwinner(F Z M 1 /1) \). 1 had to bear the responsibilities of cleaning up the house making food, and looking
after my father when my mother was at work. I had to limit my time with my friends, because my father started
coming in and out of the hospital. My concentration on the subject was beginning to slip away. So were my grades.
Two days before my school spring break, my mother got a phone call from the hospital, saying my father had an
accident and was in hospital. What surprised me was that my father wasn’t injured at all. Then the next day, my
mother got a phone call from the doctor saying that there was a liver that matched my dad’s body and that he
needed to get to the hospital immediately.
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My parents and I hurried to the hospital.

I had to take on so many responsibilities at home.

6. FIETHEME, MBEHNFNFEEEITREEERE, HZAR—REBREX.

“Daisy?” Mom stood at the door of my bedroom.



“Yes, mom.”

“Your grandma doesn't feel well. I am taking her to the hospital. It will take long, I'm afraid. Take care of
your twin brothers, will you?”

Still in bed, I gave an “OK” gesture. I got out of bed, washed my face and began to prepare breakfast. Dad
called in the middle, saying he had an important meeting today and couldn’t make it home early. Oh, fine! I thought
I could manage it all by myself.

After all, I kept babysitting them after my twin brothers were born. Now that the summer vacation had just
started, I had a lot of free time. Later, I woke up Tim and Toby, and put fried eggs, sausages, and milk in front of
them. Alas! 7-year-olds,especially boys, could never keep quiet. But I usually didn't shout as long as they finally
emptied their plates. I was learning to be patient as a big sister.

After they finished, I began cleaning the big mess while they ran loose, chasing and shouting. I was sure it was
going to be exhausting today. Well, everything turned out to be okay in the morning. I read them stories and they
played video games for a while. However, in the afternoon when they got bored, they lay on the so fa watching
cartoons. Tim spoke first, “I am hungry and want a burger.” And then Toby followed, “So am L.”

“But I am not supposed to take you out of home. And I never...”

“Please! Please!”

“I will think about it if you behave yourselves in the restaurant.”

“Sure!” “No problem!”

I thought it might be a good idea to take them to MacDonald’s because I didn’t have to cook. Besides, there

were slides, Lego bricks and other kids.
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As soon as we got to the large parking lot outside the restaurant, Tim ran wild and got missing.

When mom went back home in the evening, I was as tired as a dog.

7. FETEE, REFEHETHTRE, EIME— TR,

An 80-year-old man was sitting on the sofa in his house along with his 45-year -old highly educated son.

Suddenly a crow (% %5) perched (i £.) on their window.



The father asked his son, “what is this?”” The son replied, “It is a crow.”

After a few minutes, the father asked his son for the second time, “What is this?”” The son said, “Father , I have just
now told you, it is a crow!”

After a little while, the old father again asked his son for the third time, “What is this?”

At this time some expression of irritation (1% 7%) was felt in the son’s tone when he said to his father with a rebuff
(ZERE[E 28) . “It’s a crow , a crow.” A little while later, the father again asked his son the fourth time, “ What is
this?”

This time, the son shouted at his father, “ Why do you keep asking me the same question again and again,
although I have told you so many times ‘IT IS A CROW’. Are you not able to understand this?’

A little while later the father went to his room and came back with an old tattered (& 4% 1) diary, which he had
maintained since his son was born. On opening a page, he asked his son to read that page. When the son read it, the
following words were written in the diary:

“Today my little son aged three was sitting with me on the sofa, when a crow was sitting on the window. My
son asked me 23 times what it was, and I replied to him all 23 times that it was a crow. I hugged him lovingly each
time he asked me the same question. I did not at all feel annoyed but I rather felt love for my innocent son.
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After reading the diary,

Feeling ashamed , the son got down on his knees before his father.

8. BIETHEME, MEXNFNFEEEITREREHE, EZAR—REBREX.

In 1940, T worked in the checkroom of the railway station. I saw everybody that came up the stairs.
Harry was a young man who came to the station and waited at the head of the stairs for the passengers from the
9:05 train.
I remembered seeing Harry that first evening. He wasn’t much more than a thin, anxious kid then. He was all
dressed up and I knew he was meeting his sister, who he hadn’t seen for many years.

Well, the passengers came up and I had to get busy. I didn’t look toward the stairs again until nearly time for
the 9:18 and I was very surprised to see that the Harry was still there. His sister didn’t come on the 9:18 either, nor
on the 9:40, and when the passengers from the 10:02 had all arrived and left, Harry was looking pretty upset. Pretty



soon he came close to my window so I called out and asked him what his sister looked like.

“She’s small and dark. She is nineteen years old and very neat in the way she walk,” he said. “She has a face
that has lots of spirit. I mean she can get mad but she never stays mad for long, and her eyebrows come to a little
point in the middle. She’s got a brown fur, but maybe she isn’t wearing it.”

“I couldn’t remember seeing anybody like that,” I told him.

He showed me the telegram he’d received: ARRIVE THURSDAY. MEET ME AT THE STATION. MAY. It
was from Omaha, Nebraska. “Well,” I finally said, “why don’t you phone to your home? She’s probably called
there if she got in ahead of you.”

He gave me a sick look. “I’ve only been in the town for two days. We were going to meet and then drive down
to the south of the city where I’ve got a job. She doesn’t have my address.”
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When I came on duty the next day, Harry was still there and I asked more about his sister.

One day, after about two weeks, I thought I could say something encouraging to him.

9. B THEHME, REXABNFEEETLBEEHER, FZHR—REREX.

Professional explorer Leo Houlding is no stranger to climbing. He’s been doing it since he was 10 years old
and has made many expeditions across the globe including to the very top of Mt. Qomolangma, remote Arctic and
Antarctic peaks, Yosemite Valley, and jungles of South America.

In 2020, Leo decided to celebrate his 40th birthday by showing his two children, Jackson and Freya, and wife
Jessica, what he loves most: climbing cool mountains and exploring new lands. The family would spend four days
together climbing the north ridge (111 4") of Piz Badile (it 3£ %), part of the picturesque Alps on the border of
Switzerland and Italy. Their destination was the top of Piz Badile, with nearly 11,000 feet tall.

The family have previously climbed a few other mountains in Europe but the Piz Badile climb was harder than
the ones they climbed. In 2019, Leo and Jessica, together with their kids Freya and Jackson who were only six and
two separately at the time, skied down Les Grandes Platiers in Flaine unassisted and unsupported. Leo reported this
was one of his family life goals.

However, Freya wasn’t that confident as expected this time. So Jessica decided to encourage her by telling



their dad’s story.

Their dad Leo grew up in the Lakes, a mountainous region in North West England, and started rock climbing
at the age of 10. By the time Leo was 16 he had become the British Junior Indoor Climbing Champion. When he
was only 18, Leo landed in Yosemite Valley with the similarly youthful Patch Hammond and made a landmark
ascent (22%). Leo is brave and never gives up in the face of difficulty.
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Freya was moved and inspired by their dad’s story.

It took them three days to get to the top and they’d spend three nights camping there.

10. BYEETFEAE, RBHANBMIERETLEEEMER, F2WER—RTEREL.
Saving the Daisies

Taylor aged 14 opened her sleepy eyes and looked out the window below. “NO!” she cried, now fully awake.
Buttermilk the cow was in Mama’s daisy (4f%4) garden.

“I must have forgotten to close the gate last night,” Taylor thought as she pulled a sweatshirt over her head.
Mama was planning to sell the daisies at the fair next week. But Buttermilk was eating the flowers. Taylor hurried
outside and grabbed a rope.

“Why can’t you stay in the field?” she called to Buttermilk as she headed across the yard to the daisy garden.
Buttermilk stood biting the tender flowers.

“When I grow up, I’ll be an artist and paint pictures all day,” Taylor thought. “I’ll not own a cow. Too much
trouble.” Taylor was fond of painting since the day she had memory. She would like to help with family but she
loved seeing birds and flowers alive under her brush more.

Just as Taylor was about to throw the rope onto Buttermilk’s collar, the family dog barked. Buttermilk
couldn’t stand it and took off, tearing through the daisies. It finally ran through the open gate and into the field
outside. “Thank goodness!” Taylor said as she closed the gate and secured the lock. But as she turned to look at the
flower garden, most of the daisies were either eaten or left in pieces.

Mama and Dad came out of the house. “What’s going on?” Mama asked. She looked sadly at her garden. “I

forgot to close the gate,” Taylor said. “I’m so sorry. ” “I know you are.” Mama sighed and gave Taylor a hug.



Taylor’s heart was heavy as she went back into the house. Mama had prepared much for the fair but now half of her
efforts were in vain. Taylor decided to think of a way to make it up to her mother. The problem tasked Taylor’s
mind. Could she plant other flowers in a week? Not enough time. Could she make use of the daisies in pieces? Not
enough magic. Taylor found no way out.
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Suddenly, Taylor noticed a daisy painting in the house and an idea jumped in.

A week later, when her parents were loading the car, Taylor brought her paintings downstairs.
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But Billy was too nervous to sleep. The strange noises in the distance kept his mind racing with wild
imaginations. He couldn’t shake off the fear of a possible wolf lurking in the darkness. As his parents peacefully

slept, he decided to take matters into his own hands and find out the source of those mysterious sounds.



Billy cautiously stepped outside the tent, listening for the source of the mysterious noises. He discovered a group
of hooting owls perched on nearby trees, realizing they were the harmless creators of the eerie sounds. As he
watched in awe, the beauty of nature calmed his anxious heart. Returning to the tent, Billy felt confident and
peaceful, snuggling back into his sleeping bag. The next day, filled with excitement, he enjoyed a hike with his
family, learning about different animals and plants. This camping trip was a memorable adventure that he

cherished.
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O WEMFEZE: decide to/determine to do/make up one’s mind to do

(@ B1&: cherish/value

EE S

@ Ru4H: fear/fright/panic/terror

@ EH: anxious/worried/nervous/concerned

[ S5 ]) [H4F1% 1] As his parents peacefully slept, he decided to take matters into his own hands and find
out the source of those mysterious sounds. (£ T as 5] S RPRIE N A))

[B54>4)% 2] This camping trip was a memorable adventure that he cherished. (f# 8 T that 5] 528 M 1))

2.

Four months later, the big night arrived. Waiting anxiously alongside the other competitors, I couldn’t keep
from trembling. Taking a deep breath, I tried my best to control my emotions, murmuring to myself, “You can do
it!” Finally, it was my turn. I adjusted my clothes, confidently rose to my feet and strode (K2 #) onto the stage. 1
stood there and firmly began my speech, which I had practiced hundreds of times. Words smoothly flew out of my
mouth like a beautiful melody, and it was then that I spotted my father in the audience.

When [ saw my father’s face, his eyes were shining —he was so proud. Somehow, I gained energy from his

expression and finished the speech smoothly. Sitting by my dad, I waited for the result and the previous tightness
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