LA
LM\ADE

;.:Jz

PELD - N DIDAD




whglan,

BABA - iR

Englis

o 3c ik



MAZEMME (CIP)ME

PR - BB . 8/MW EM . —JLR SO R,
2004

CLERE DESILE S el )
ISBN 7 - 119 - 03846 - X

Leg... L#... I %5-xWEew-0N.%
V. H319.4

o B R A B 4540 CIP 38 B (2004) 55 116567 5

Sh3CH A R
http: / /www. flp. com. cn
SRl R T
info@ flp. com. cn
sales@ flp. com. cn

LR L L L HEE S35 0 '
HiBA - BUiK 08

. ® 8 %

BREMR WEX

HEEH AXMFRHEARAA

HAREST SxHBE

kR EAER# 24 5 MENE 100037
(010)68320579 (B R E)

(010)68329514 /68327211 ()~ RF7#)
JERETER

FEBIE/SXBIE

N * ¥ 150TF
00001— 10000 #t B ¥ 8.375
2005 £E95 1 JESB 1 REDR

SF

ISBN 7 - 119 - 03846 - X

12. 00 5T

AMAMBIHBT B>
SHEXBHEE HE

="
bl
]
»

1. 2T



B =4
CONTENTS

MCLASSICAL ESSAY

Waiting for the Breeze
*ﬁuﬂ. .............-..................................2

EEE} L1¥E AND KNOWLEDGE

Transform Dreams into Success with Per-

sistence EH REF MBI -wemememerrmenns 8
78" 948 AROUND THE WORLD
The Little People

BARDARIEM AR KA 20
m BEAUTIFUL LIFE
Thanks for Everything

WORD AND EXPRESSION
Logroll/ Dark Horse
&*%/’!2] ....................................38/44

m ENGLISH SALOON

Dining English
**ﬁ}ﬂ ‘. .............................................50

FAMOUS QUOTATION
Art Master




TR

o

HUMOUR
Eureka/ Age

RGBT STl opoosprssesssossnssammonsonsanss

QUOTATION AND POEM

Best Business Quotes

ENGLISH SONG

o

L 7 U

Unchained Melody
BUR A et

SHORT STORY

Young Goodman Brouwn

HISTORICAL LEGEND

Sir Isaac Newton and the Apple

BPHEL FRBERER e

ENGLISH THROUGH FILM

The Graduate

R R0 - W ST RS YRR S

LITERATURE WORKS

Journey to the West Chapter 5
BMel Ew Sedeal.piuiadl.
Don Quixote

54/ 56

58

wees0 60

......... 1 14

- 170

e 210



T U PSS S ST S S S S SR
1

Hi &

e S

{# % - Mik) (LANGLANG READERS) £ |
PR T F AR KEEEHEH |
SRR —ERKEBRN RS, RAANHFT R
AWEEHFARR UG ERLLBEY, GAH |
FRYFEPKEFRFRFARB-FBRE |
A XA b E X Rk, *

XEBBHYXERNA, XFEH ]
BoEAXHR, 2B FE, BAREGE —AHK
P

Ny

At

ABHEAHERABRMS &, YHES
P, REE S AEFHBAL(F)R (%),
NP E 0K AEEBERP, £ |
+$&%wm%¢ﬁ¢ HBAMAETRES |
P ARk, RNAKARNATGE |

et antn

B e s e ST e S e e S S e S

A

fﬁaﬁo :
[ ORREAMERRANE RIS —HF, |
PERRRAKENBRL. HLS RBRA— 2R |
i&%ﬁ&M%Iﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁ%Mﬁo

B e e T T e T S S e e e 2l



Waiting for the Breeze

Waiting for the Breeze

Lie in bed, by an open window, and listen.

“No air conditioning? How can you sleep?” a friend asks,
horrified. I've just revealed that my family has decided to shut
the air conditioner off and trim ® our electric hill.

“Nobody opens a window, day or night, ” warns another
friend, whose windows have been painted shut for a
decade. “This is the '90s. It’s not safe. ”

>—- On this first night of our cost-cutting adventure, it’s only
( 85 degrees. we're not going to suffer, but the three kids
_ gummed anyway. They've grown up in 72-degree comfort,

a insulated ® from the world outside.

“How do you open these windows?” my husband
ﬁasks. Jiggling the metal tabs, he finally releases one. A
potpourri of bug decorates ® the sill. As we spring the
windows one by one, the night noises howl outside and
in.

“It's too hot to sleep,” my 13-year-old daughter

moans.

= “I'm about to die from this heat,” her brother howled
= down the hall.

“Just try it tonight, " I tell them.
In truth I’ m too tired to argue for long. I'm exhausted
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Waiting for the Breeze

after attending Grandma’s estate auction. I toted home her
oval in bathtub and the chair I once stood on like a big shot
behind the counter of her store, sacking Tootsie Rolls and
rolling pennies.

My face is sweaty, but I lie quietly listening to the
cricket choirs outside the window remind me of child-
hood. The neighbor’s dog howls. Probably a trespassing ©
squirrel. It's been years since I've taken the time to really
listen to the night.

I think about Grandma, who lived to 92 and still super-
vised ® Mom’s gardening until just a few weeks before she
died.

And then, ’'m back there at the house in the summer heat
of my childhood.

I move my pillow to the foot of Grandma’s bed and angle
my face toward the open window. I flip the pillow, hunting
for the cooler side.

Grandma sees me thrashing. “If you'll just watch for the
breeze ®, "she says, “you'll cool off and fall asleep. ”

She cranks up the Venetian blinds. I stare at the filmy
white curtain, willing it to flutter.

Lying still, waiting, I suddenly notice the life outside
the window. The bug chorus shouts“Ajooga! Ajooga!”
Neighbors, porch @ -sitting late, speak in hazy words with
sanded edges that soothe me.

“Keep watching for the breeze,” Grandma says softly,
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Waiting for the Breeze

and I “uhliuh” in reply. June bugs ping the screen. Three
blocks away the Frisco train rumbles ® across Roosevelt
Avenue.

I catch the scent of fresh grass clippings. Then I hear
something I can't decode— perhaps a tree branch raking
asphalt shingles on the store roof next door.

Sleepy-eye now, I focus on the curtain. It flutters

“MOM, DID YOU HEAR THAT?” my seven-year-old
son. “I think it was an owl family. ”
“Probably” I tell him. "Just keep listening. .. "
>—. Without the droning ® air condition, the house is oddly
peaceful, and the unfiltered ® night noises seem close e-
nough to touch.
I hope I'm awake tonight when the first breeze sneaks
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— Lransform Dreams into Success with Persistence

Transform Dreams into

Success with Persistence
By Tom Morris

My friend Don considered himself a musician. He
played the (ambourine ® in junior high school and, by my
recollection, wasn't very good. He also thought of himself
as a singer, but he couldn’t carry a tune in a bucket.

Years passed, and we lost touch. I went to college and
graduate school, becoming a philosophy professor at the
University of Notre. Don nurtured his dream of becoming a
singer-songwriter and moved to Nashvelle.

Once there, Don made the most of limited resources.
He bought a used car and slept in it. He took a job working
nights, so he could visit record companies during the day.

LEDGE

He learned to play guitar. As the years passed, he kept
writing songs, practicing and knocking on doors.

One day I got a call from a friend who also knew Don.
“Listen to this, "he said , then held the phone close to his

—> speakers. I heard a good song playing. Good singer.
===\ “That’s Don, " my friend said. “Capitol Records. It’s on

& | the country charts. Can you believe it?”
I couldnt believe it. A song Don had written and

recorded. He had made it. Don Schlitz has since had 23
No. 1 songs. As a result of his focused concentration, the
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R
ransform Dreams into Success with Persistence

teen-age dreamer became a success.

What Don did almost intuitively ® is based on principles
I've discovered in reading the world’s great literature on
human excellence and personal success. I've found four
basic conditions we need to satisfy to launch ourselves into
a life of true success.

Define your goals. The quest for success always be-
gins with a target. Too many people wander through life
like sleep-walkers. Each day they follow familiar rou-
tines, never asking, “What am I doing with my life?”
And they don't know what they're doing because they lack
goals.

Goal-setting is a focusing of the will to move in a certain
direction. Begin with a clear conception of what you want,

) K I |
S
[ o )
L& Write down your goals and date them— putting them into
words clarifies them.
It’s important to visualize yourself accomplishing your

goal. While losers visualize the penalties of failure, win-
ners visualize the rewards of success. I've seen it among

athletes, entrepreneurs ® and public speakers.

I've done it myself. I was terrified of air travel. Friends
_quoted statistics contrasting air and highway safety, but it
made no difference. I had read too many articles de-
scribing crash scenes and imagined these scenes vividly. I
had programmed myself, without realizing it, stay off
planes.
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fransform Dreams into Success with Persistence

Then one summer I had the opportunity to fly on a
private plane with friends to a resort ©. I didnt want to
miss out on a great vacation. So I spent two weeks
imagining a smooth flight on a beautiful sunny day and an
easy landing.

When the day arrived, I was eager to go. To every-
one’s surprise, I got on the plane and flew. I loved every
minute of it, and I still use the techniques I employed that
day.

Seek out those who know more than you. My father
was 17 when he left the farm in Cameron, N, C. , and set
S off for Baltimore to apply for a job at the Martin Aircraft
P Company. When asked what he wanted to do, he said,
193 “Everything . "

He explained that his goal was to learn every job in the
factory. He'd like to go to a department and find out what
was done there. When the supervisor ® determined his
work was as good as anyone else’s he’d want to go to a
different department and start over. The personnel people
agreed to this unusual request, and by the time H. T.
Morris was 20, he’d made his way through the huge factory
and was working in experimental design for a fantastic
salary.

Whenever he went to a new department, he looked for
the guys who had been around forever. These were the
people novices @ usually avoided, afraid that next to them
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