,i‘z””@

SR e
: : (o
- A Sk 1 1
: vy
iy .

LANG@AGE
EEARRNING

BT Rl kR




X E ¥ 3

(—JLNTEEITA)

iz ¥ T 7L KR



£ 8 % 3
(1985 &1TH)

4N T oL kMKBER
(LRSI R E¥BR235FEH)

R BERARD R
i 4L BREALFORATIR £ 47
S AL IR B
FFAT8T X 1092 1/32 24.875 EIgk 960 T
1986/E5 FASELR  19864E5 AJLIRE — KA
% 1—15000 #t

H#E. 9215324 Efr: 3.80 T




TR GEDTED D G0 T 5D S FR G G (D Ay A SR D SRR (DG

é
3
5

Tarererwererer®

Real English for Serious Learners

— DUR MOTTO

@@@@@@W

BRI FDERT

:
¢
&
8

(»
¢

b 3= Y& 19854 % 147 %5157

R IRIT e ettt PGS (2 )

i!} Back in TOWD .......oivvievecvecieinen e, Frederick Newvel ( 3 )
%} A Strange Battle .........o.oiioiiienee e (9)

On Eggs and Exams ...........coocvviviiiniennininninanns David Crook (13)
K1FWE LIGHT ... F. W. Bourdillon (15)
YERHIE 23 ﬁfﬁ «1#2% @gm» srienesecenrrestertetastenaens - (16)
TEBRERR e e Ty (17)
....................... Betty Parker (19)

Translation Do’s and Don’ts
4 % The child is father of the man ssieeereereesis eFOk (21)
i MH*WT“E%%LIHFPE’J—@W@ mmas (23)

iﬂg %@Ki&ﬁ'}—*@%ﬂh et BB (25)
e R i 28 . 1;9 1 (26)
— AT iR - cessnessecsstistisni e T EA (29 )
Language and Culture: Problems w1th Idioms ............ ERE (34)
Xiao Wang’s Diary ... ... (36)
ﬂi’éﬁ)\l‘”l T w3 (37)
nx*-_e e ereetereens stetattnite savensennane s asaesons AN (40)
W r"']‘ﬁ’ﬁih’:i?ffﬁ ' satedesey %iﬁﬁ (41)
BE - kY- aH %T‘ The Bubbfe BOJ' B‘Jii# - (43)
Captions Contest '84: A Summing Up .................. Xlong Deni (44)
HERB XiF ‘{:‘Eﬁ'u‘(ﬁtﬁﬂﬁ W%vﬁ& seereesesese o ff g2 (49)
TS S ke “ (50)

e




R IO TPoE Toatt R Bt T2 R T O s':?

o §

TN

R vt
D —  Beauty eoseeesserenens ereresseares reereeesnne verernrssessenseieres { S1)
NEW ZEALAND (1).oiiiiiiiiiiviiiieeeien e e et (51)
-Impossible! Unacceptable! Preposterous! (A Short Piay)‘, ............ ( 54')
_A STORY OF FOUR PEOPLE ..............c.ccovivvnnn, s (57)
"Each One Receiving One Wish ........cooviioiiiiieieriieereearenenens (58)

. %
- The Discovery of Anaesthetics (K IBEAE) oorerveesmncsininnicnenens (59)

AREE  BAREERRTREEIFAT e i 4 (61)
PDTERLEjeeeerrerressnrnrossennnorssinirassansesssresassianressananesee e (64)

R R B S R R D R S R I O R S R AR R SHE SRS TAR P RN ONHIH HQHHXYJHII-DHTI ({28334

AHRBERR ALK HHB AKE DRE WER
BEA MEE BEK ARE
ABREGE HHEK o '



A

o OFE R E

TR E R SE R — LA R AR E S ER — LA LS Z 5, Tef 1l
H—EE0HZEEANSRRENEEZOREE, FBRUT AR,

EFB—ER, RNOXF AL B RTIRE, BAMEE RS, M
BOERIBRT L, FERBHRBTENEE HRESRE, FIRTERY
BRI 1, BB TR H M AXETAS, X ENEHYE
HE—se b, HiZERREACHERERAC B E LM LR
BEYGORE SRBIL, BROFH DFEAMT R, WERGERN BXHE
HEEmiNfEXETG AERS BEGHALEE , HENETRESNE
FIH(s 8, WBhizE Mo b EEmAE, W, RBEEZHRIL, HH
— A BRE “CERFUM M “Language and Culture”FH{AMMEE (K
)., MFiig China Through Foreign Eyes —23#§7|% “SEAFP
B B4REW.

SERHEAHD—-EXABRITAE LEAMTEE &£ H LT,
Hm“iddy” %45k AL 7. ¥TBAEA BIRERRER, KiEE
FEAMRIEKMS BB, AN, KEREDPRER, —ENER-FTBK
BB,

KEEx Pat Adler H4EBE—RHEIL, 48 New Zealand fyihi
5. %EERK Betty Parker ffj Translation Do’s and Don’ts Xig#
REWY, BHET %,

BR2IKIEEROMBEIRBEXLE" 45R8EET. Kiba“E
RERE”. ‘WF¥EMH", Xiao Wang’s Diary H£H,—mRikEkd, &
bk EEdngE, 15 HBREL.

KEHHMAREXR, BRBRT) KIEEMEE X, ROFREFD
—E BRI THERNSE, FARNEERES LR IZRENEE,

VRAENEFRO—EBEIEL, THEHF.

FSEE §

[ I e . SIS > SO




BACK IN TOWN' w

by Frederick Nebel

-
an

Harry Barr’s insides began to tighten® as the bus neared the town, He
knew where it would make its r&fx-l;r stop — in front of Sully’s
Drugstore.® He could see the long green bench under the Elhw
People he had known all his life would be sitting on the bench, and
he’d get off there, his eyelids narrowed, his eyes seeing at once noth-
ing and everything. He’d walk up Main Street past the stores, past
the people hanging out* in front of them. He’d see old MacDonald®
sitting in front of the - haberdashery.® But he wouldn’t loolf at Mac-
Donald, or speak to him. oot

Already knowing the town was se near, beyond the next turn,
Harry’s heart began to pound. He rose and said, “Let me off af the
turn, will you?” = o U o>

He stood in the summer dust of the road’s shoulder” and watched
the bus disappear round the turn. Fifty feet up the road he found
the path and entered the woods. It was the long way — two miles
longer, but he wouldn’t have to run the g@ntlet{-of the town’s people.

When he reached the edge of the woods that bordered his folks™
place, he wished he had ridden into the town, walked up Main Street.
He knew with burning clarity® that something fine and Tresolute had
been almost within his grasp and he had let it go.

His father stood in the chicken-house/ doGrway. Harry stopped and

nodded toward the garden. ot v P 3 i
[ 1, ” ;
Sure looks nice, Pa. A ",} we | .

1. Back In Town: E®& L, ZEREHMIAEKATBEER - ZIUR (1903—1963)
Bi¥, REREEFHREMRLZG—A/DEE, EAANH - B (Harry Barr) HMipfadk
H2HINRE, EZ—-1HERR, AHREMERERLSLARE, 2. insides
began to tighten: BRI AWM BEREE, 3. Sully’s Drugstore: &Mty %R
. 4. hanging out: ({£i8) R, 5. MacDonald {mok'donold). #35 pfik
(A%, 6. haberdashery [thebodaforil: 5B F B35 &R, 7. the roads
shoulder: M35, shoulder RRETRAE, RIkML%K. BN, 8. to fin the -
gauntlet: BIRREX EH—MHETHR, RTIXNBT AR RS, RIGENIT,
X EBENKLANHEX, 9. He knew with burning clarity: {8\
m?]ﬂ
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His father gazed at the garden for almost a minute. Then he
came over to where Harry stcod and they both gazed at the garden.
His father put his hand on Harry’s shoulder.

“Boy,” he said slowly. “Boy.” ;

He kept patting Harry’s shoulder in a fond, almost absent-minded
way. His mouth, under its untidy moustache, was twitching.
Then all at once it was still] and his hand after one long squeeze was
still too.

" “Go see your ma,'® Harry. She is on the front porch.” The old
man peered toward the woods. “She was looking for! you to come
by the street.” ’

As his father turned toward the chicken-house, Harry thought he
saw a shadow of concern™ cross his face. Harry moved along the side
of the house to .the front porch. '

His mother stopped rocking in the old Boston rockor.'* - She got
up with a kind of grave wonder ‘in her face.* She took him by the
arm and led him inside, into the parlor. She sat down on the sofa
and pulled him down beside her. She kept hold of his arm with both
hands and he could feel her smalt, strong fingers digging into his flesh.
The tears began to roll down her cheeks. )

“There,’”™ Ma,” he said. “There, now. Goe,”* look at you, all
dressed up and everything.!” I saw Pa out back. Pa looks fine.”

“You’re back,” his mother saxd holding onto his arm “You're
back, Harry.”

He was back. For the first time in six months he slept in his own
bed and wakened to see white curtains blowing in the morning breeze.
He was back. — but it wasn’t the same. It was the same athome, but
beyond his home in the next street, in the village, was public opinion.

“Mister,” the warden had said, “you have paid your debt to so-
cicty. Believe me, it’s my sincerest hope. that the society to which you
are now returning will realize that. But you, too, will have to do

10. Go see your ma: XEAHEHEE, RIPAAIMLFEEZLEMRGERR
%, 11. look for: x B9 B A H lowd, 12. a shadow of concern: —
BlEmHE, 13. Boston recker: ¥cii#iihs. . -14. shegotup ... in her
face: MhdAES 3, B LB — B b WA HEE, 15. There: §pi (FREe M),
E—fty there kR X, 16. Gee [d3iz] (fRiZ)UERF (EFMHF. HAED).
17. all dressed up and everything: BB EFFM WA E,
4,..\\
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yous: part.” MacDonald, too, had spoken of his: debt to socicty. “Return-
ing the money,” MacDonald had sald “is not enough. The tax money
was in his trust.’® He used that money As a citizen and taxpayer of
this town, I demand that he be tried in a court of law and, if cen-
victed,!® sentenced to repay, in prison, his debt to society.”

There was always, when Harry thought of it, a dreamlike quality
about his taking the money. He had intended only to use the three
hundred dollars over the long Labour Day® weekend. As clerk in the
tax collector’s office, he had had acéess to the safe; and with the
tax collector away at the time, it had been easy. The automobile
salesman had driven the sixty miles from Portland,®* arriving Friday
afternoon. L

Short of cash, Harry asked him if he couldn’t hold the deal off
until Tuesday,** 2 but the salesman said the car had to be tgken that
day and a substantxal down pawent Made Harry had waited so
long for a car that with one at his fingertips,** he was at his wits’
-end.® Then he thought of the money in the safe. He took it, planning
to drive to Portland Tuesday morning, cash some government bonds
he had in a safe-deposit box there, and be back in town with the
money by noon. But on the way to Portland he had: skidded and

. cracked up.¥ Taken to a hosptal, he had beea in a semiconscious

state for almost a week and in’ the meagt_ime the loss of the tax

money.had been discovered. = . s ™ ‘\:!

“Son,” his father had said, “you” did wrong.”

“I know, Pa.” o

“Your credit’s always been good in town, the way a man has
got to be in a small town.” N

“I know, Pa. I did wrong. But George MacDonald...”

18. The tax money was in his trust: &ﬁ§ﬁ{&ﬂe#§(& RRITEERE), 19
if convicted: MBIFXME RMIE. 5L EIE—-EGE, K

AL EMADIT be Tué’ﬁp 20. Labour Day: #ALAMZE—AEH—. 3
Ktk . BANFBEREARITRT, Rk, S#HEANCIE—RYBBLEHRE
A kiR E. 21. Portland: #4522, %E—%i, 22. short of cash,
Harry asked him ... until Tuesday: ®F i3k, BRIA B TIE% BB NE

a 23. make a down payment: X {+##%, 24. at one’s fingertips: £ F 3k, H#
AR B, 25, atone’s wits' end: Fiafi L H, 26,

But on the way ... cracked up: WREXZES LS LBFETTH, & T4,
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“George MacDonald is a hard man but a just one. When you
were making only fifteen dollars a week, George MacDonald was the
first man to run a charge account®” for you. And anyone who has
credit with MacDonald can get credit anywhere else in town. But when
you play free®® with tax-players’ money, then George MacDonald is
your enemy.” .

For the first time in six months, Harry went downstairs to his
mother’s breakfast. Here at any rate, he felt safe, secure. His father
talked desultorily in his laconic way, about housing and how hard it
was to get materials. His father was a carpenter.

. “If you get into town today, Harry, get me some razor blades,
will you?” : N

‘But Harry didn’t gointo town. He worked in the garden, repaired
the fence that surrounded it. When his father asked about the
razor blades next day, Harry said he hadn’t gone in, and his father
gave him a sober sidewise look.* His mother got them that afternoon.

Harry was not lazy. He put a coat of paint on the barn, looked
after the chickens, the pigs, the cow. One day, when he was repairing
a screen on the front porch, he saw the mailman, Mr. Dow, up the
street. He laid down the screen and went indoors until the mailman
had passed by.

“What are you planning, boy?” his father said a couple of weeks
later. “No one.means to push. you ... this is your home ... but ...”

Harry saw it there before him in the Portland paper.

“They re looking for men upcountry, Pa. Cleaning out timber. I
was planning to leave tomotrow.”

Harry boarded the bus at the northern edge of the township next
morning and rode it up into the mountains and through the Canadian
border. He signed on for work and nobody asked him any personal
questions. He went deep in the woods. The sense of freedom he felt
was so wonderful that he suffered the vigor of the work without
complaint. His body toughened up.% His mind, bit by bit, day by
day, cleared. He could\Ec') on forever in his freedom moving from
job to job.

27. charge account: (gﬁlmﬁm)%lﬁ;mo 28. play free: #. B, 29,
and his father ... look: 42 %PM ST —, 30. His body toughened
up: Hb Stk )




But he couldn’t forget his folks. He couldn’t forget the bare gray
tone of resignation in his father’s voice. And always the town was in
the back of his thoughts; and at the center of the town, like a hub
at the center of countless spokes®, was old man MacDonald. By the
end of two months he knew that his new-found freedom was an illu-
sion,

He went back. Hard and brown, quiet, watchful, he rode the bus
down into the center of the town. He knew now that the gauntlet
had to be run. If ever he were to bring any comfort to his folks or
a measure of peace to himself, he would have to face the town. The
bus was held up by a traffic block in front of MacDonald’s haber-
dashery. Harry, with his heart in his throat, got out and walked
straight across the sidewalk. MacDonald was sitting on a chair outside
the store.

“Hello, Mr. MacDonald,” Harry said politely. #* R

MacDonald gave him a cool, contemplative appraisal’*. He rose
unhurriedly and followed Harry into the store.

“I’d like a couple of white shirts,” Harry said.

MacDonald said, “Size fifteen, thirty-four sleeve.”

Harry kept his hand in his pocket, clenched on a roll of bills —
over two hundred dollars.

“Some socks,” he said, “brown, gray.”

“Size eleven.” )

Harry chose six pairs. He picked out two ties and three sets of
underwear, and all the while his hand worked at*® the money in his
pocket He could hardly wait to take it out.

“1 guess that’s all for now,” he said. “How much?”

There was a thump on the counter. Harry saw old MacDonald
open a long thump-index ledger** and turn the pages to B. Fascinated,
he watched MacDonald enter the items in the ledger under the name
Barr, Harry, his own name, in the charge-account ledger.*

31. like a hub at the center of countless spokes: #1E SR &k OW—iE,
32. MacDonald gave him ... appraisal: FEBHD RN BRITRE T,
33. work at: A¥F,HHT. EEXBR“AFEAE", ~ 34, thimb-index ledger:
FAURKRTIGCRBERAMAKAE, 35 charge-account ledger: (% FIRI)
ANk . 4T credit account.




“Comes to twenty-two forty,” MacDonald said.

Harry hadn’t taken the money out of his pocket. Gradually his
fingers relaxcd When: he withdrew his hand, it was empty, the palm

damp with sweat.

MacDonald wrapped everything in one large bundle and slid it
across the counter. “Come in, again, Harry,” he said, and went to

the back of the store to drink a glass of water.

With the bundle under his arm, Harry reached the sidewalk. He
gave a small, nervous laugh. His throat was full. He was back in
town — really back — for the first time. He wasn’t afraid any more.

“Hey!” he called out. “Hey,

Mr. Dow, you going my way?”

Mr.Dow, the mailman, braked his car sharply in the middle of

the street. “Sure thing, Harry. Come on, hop in.”

x iE £ K
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Marry in haste, and repent in leisure:

Early wed, early dead.

Sweep before your own door.

Pry not into other people’s business. .

Sitkworms are diligent spinners all their lives.

A candle lights others and consumes itself.

By reading we enrich the mind.

Beware the man of one book.

He that climbs a ladder must begin at the first step.

Those who intend to walk a- hundred miles often
stop at ninety. :

Truth has a good face, but ill clothes.

Judge not a book by its cover.

Humility often gains more than pride.

Poverty is not a disgrace, but theft is. a disgrace.

Make hay while the sun shines.

Strike wkile the iron is hot.
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A STRANGE BATTLE

One day, as Don Quixote’ and Sancho Panza* were riding along a
country road, they saw in the distance, a great cloud of thick dust
moving towards thom. '

At once Don Quixote turned to his squire® and said, ‘Oh, San-
cho, this is the day in which I shall p/gl:flgrm such deeds that the fame
of them will be remembered in ages to come!” Do you see that cloud
of dust, Sancho? It is raised by 8 great army of many nations, who
are on the march this way.’ F

‘There must be two armies, th/n master,” said Sancho Panza,
logking behind h1m “for on this other side there rises another cloud
of dust.’ —t ‘

Don Quixote turned and, seeing that.it was so, felt highly pleased.
He was quite sure that the two clouds were raised by two armies
which were coming to fight in the middle of the plain, for he thought
of nothing else but battles and gallant deeds.

Now the clouds of dust that he saw were raised by two great
flocks of sheep going along the same road from different parts, and
the dust hid them from sight until they came near.

Yet Don Quixote said so firmly that they were armies that’ San-
cho began to believe him. '

‘Sir,” said the squire, ‘what must we do?’

‘Why,’ replied Don Quixote, “we must go at once to help the
weaker side. You must know that the army which marches towards us
is commanded by the very great King Alifanfaron. This other, which
marches behind us, is that of his enemy, King Pentapslin.’

‘But why do these two princes hate one another so?’ asked San-
cho.

‘Because,” answered Don Quixote, ‘this Alifanfaron 15 a furious
heathen® who wishes to marry the lovely Christian® daughter of King
Pentapolin; but her father will not allow the marriage unless King
Alifanfaron becomes a Christian also.’

‘Upon my word,’” said Sancho, ‘Pentapolin i$ in the nght and sor
I will help him with all my power!’ .

‘In so doing you will do- your duty, Sancho,’ replied his master




He then told his squire to go with him to the top of a huiock2a
short way off, so that they might see the two armies advancing.

From the hillock the two flocks of sheep which Don Quixote
mistook for armies might easily have been seen, if the clouds of dust
which they raised had not blinded the sight.® Don Quixote, however,
saw in his fancy the two great armies and began to describe all the
warriors'® to Sancho. He spoke of each one’s arms, colours and weap-
ons just as if they had really been there.

Sancho Panza stood without speaking a word, only now and
then" he looked from side to side to see whether he could discover
the knights and giants of whom his master spoke. At last he said,
‘Sir, not a single man, or giant or knight of all those you have
named, appears anywhere; at least, I do not see one.’

‘What, Sancho,” replied Don Quixote, ‘do you not hear the neigh-
ing of the steeds,’* the sound of the trumpets and the rattling of the
drums?°1®

‘T hear nothing,” answered Sancho, ‘but the bleating of sheep and
lambs.” And so it was for now the two flocks had come very near
them.

‘You are so much afraid, Sancho,” said his master, ‘that you can
neither see nor hear properly. Yet since you fear so, stand aside and
leave me alone. For I am able, with my single arm, to give the vic-
tory to the side which I shall favour with my help.’

As he spoke he set his lance, drove his spurs into his old horse s
sides and darted down the hillock like lightning.®s

Sancho cried aloud after him, ‘Stop, stop, sit! Oh master, come
back at once, come back! They are nothing but lambs and sheep.
Oh, woe upon us both!'* What madness is this? What is it you are
doing?’

Don Quixote, however, rushed onward without a look behind
him, crying out, ‘Ho, knights! You that fight under the banner of the
brave King Pentapolin, follow me all and you shall see how easily I
will overca™e his enemy,!” Alifanfaron.’

So calling, he rushed into the midst of the sheep and began to

. attack them with his lance as boldly as if he were indeed fighting his
greatest enemies.

The shepherds who were with the flocks called out to him to stop;

10



then, secing that he did not heed them,' they puiled out their slings'ie
and shot a volley of large stones at him.

Don Quixote did not heed the stones but running hither and thith-
€r,*° he cried out, “Where art thou, proud Alifanfaron? Show thyself
to me and I will punish thee.’*! -

At that instant a great stone struck him a blow in the side. It
was followed at once by another which struck him in the face and
k¥nocked out three or four of his teeth. The blows were so heavy that
the poor knight was stunned and fell from his horse to the ground.

The shepherds ran to him and seeing him lying there, believed
that they had killed him. They hastily gathered their flocks together
and marched off without waiting for anything more.

All this time Sancho stood upon the hillock, crying aloud, tearing
his beard and wishing with all his heart that he had never met the
foolish Don.® At last, seeing him lying upon the road and the shep-
herds gone, he ran to him. Don Quixote was much hurt but he had
not quite lost the use of his senses. .

‘Oh, oh, sir!’ cried Sancho. ‘id I not cau to you o come back»
seeing that those you went to attack were a flock of sheep and not
an army of men?’

It is the work of that enchanter,?® my enemy, of whom I have
so often spoken to you,” replied Don Quixote when at last he found
his voice. ‘He can make things secem what they are not and he was
so afraid lest? I should win this battle that he changed the two ar-
mies into flocks of sheep.’ Sancho, however, was not at all ready to
believe such a story.

Presently Don Quixote arose, and tenderly nursing his hurt face,
slowly mounted his horse and-followed his squire from the scene of
that strange battle.

+ %% B Radiant Reading, Book 111, 1% Don Quixote %%, Don Quixote

CEREAS)REEFEACRETENNELAI. MIEAAREET H—ZH
+, AEEREAEAR, LRGBS BRI AT, R T —RRRET, X AN
LEWM, R E-END, SXH,. RBTHESRIE,
1. Don Quixote ['donki'heute]: % %7, 2. Sancho Panza ['sentfs 'penzs]: &
E - (5 AEmbA). 3. squire: HEREMGT), 4. in ages to
come; & FHLAEE, 5. heathen ['hi:don];: S¥ék. 6. Chris}ian
Pkristion): {F%%4 &, E48 &k, 7. upon my word: RFTER ERL L.
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8. hillock [hilsk]: /it 9. From the Lillock ... the sight: Ml/hJ L2 8]
DR R BRI M2 H O B EREE, Rl LA EE RN
i, XAMETRIEBEX, 10. warrior ['worisl: &4,3¥+,- 1T how and
then: Ak i, 12. the neighing ['neiin] of the steeds: IRy, 13,

the rattling of the drums: s ¥k fymem 14. the bleating of sheep and lambs:.

FERUMNEHEREE 15. As he spoke ... like lightning: Vi, ihiEzhkF, B
ook shae U, & N i eb B L2, 16. Oh, woe upon us both! B, XTI
IAEHE T 17. you shall see how ... his enemy: FiL{R{TIBBEHRERR
TR bR A, X B you shall see ) shall FR—BHRMIGEES, MR
HHzin. xR, 18. he did not heed them: B HEL&BIT; BIRBIIHIE
BieHER, 19. sling: R, #3, 20. hither and thither: #2ib; g%
2, 21. thou [3au] (#3EiE)= you(Z¥s), thyself = yourself, thee = you
(%#), 22, wishing ... Don: #T.LIREGHGAR T E2HWHE, (B wEEAR
BRLEEWHERET.) 23 enchanter: Bd; KA, 24. lest: WEIE; &8,
(lest B3%i, E¥E &M RIENPHA should REXHiT.)
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Think it Over

chicken, and a sack of wheat.

“The only trouble is that he cannot at any time leave the
chicken with the wheat, or he’ll eat it,or the fox with the
chicken, or.he’ll cat it/ And he can only take one thing with

#

¥

i

4

% ,

% A man wants to carry three things across a river: a fox, a
%

g

¥ him in his boat at one time. How- does he get them across?

Bl i D Sl O PR S R S P R S P S M,

g (For answer please see p.20.)

g Now, imagine there 13 a large live duck inside a very large

% . bottle. The bottle 15 made of glass, and has a very narrow
How can you get the duck out of the bottle, without

g ‘breaking it, or hurting the duck?

g (For ahswer please see p.53.)
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mX‘* David Crook QM

I've been acting like an egg striking a rock. What is this ey,g"
It’s the campaign against the old-fashioned way of teaching Ig,tggswe
%Reading. And what’s th€ rock? It’s the old-fashioned way of setting
q’/ exams. So long as the old typ: of I.LR. examination remains in force,
j} the campaign against the old method of ‘tSaching L.R. can’t win. It’s

like -an egg striking a rock. L | & T
. Many people agree: Yes, this old-fashioned 1.R. (OFIR) is certain-
q} ly intensive; it calls for most intensive work by the students. But it
doesn’t teach them how to read. The more mtenswely theats

study, the fewer books they read.

And OFIR doeésn’t teach them language well elther Learmng a
language means learning to wuse 1t OFIR dossnt da that. Tt teaches

mainly about the language. \w *“%,Ffo'l
Well, if so many teachers and students agree that doss

teach people how to read, why aren’t they willing to give it up? Be-
3F  cause of that rock — the rock of the old examination - system. If that
rock is not smashed, the egg is smashed. The campaign ‘against OFIR
can’t be won. - " i N
Many I.R. exams, until now, have actually included readmg ma-
‘*"f/ terial studied during the term. Does that examine how well the stu-
dents have learnt to  read? No. It examines how well they have lkearnt
by heart the reading texts and the explanstions the teacher has -‘given
them. A student might get high marks on such a test without having
learnt to read much better than before she took the course. A true
test .wonld consist of unsesn passages. That would show how well a
student could Fead and how much she had learnt. - =y
Is that so importaat? Yes. A college 'student should kaew how to
read and should learn -to read much and fast. She should, og__gradna-
tion, ‘have read hundrcds and hundreds of pages, dozens and dezens
of books. Lo :
" How elsé can eur $tutients .inherit the knowledge that mankmd
nas goincd through the ages? For thet is what China must do in or-
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