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Unit 1 His First Poem

Francis Frost

[ Reading Clue]

John was a farmer. After he got married, he always had poems for his wife and she
enjoyed the poems very much. She said she knew he wrote the poems himself.

Before you read the text, imagine (AH%):

1. How did they get married?

2. Did John write the poems himself or did he just read them from books?

3. How was it discovered that John did not write the poems himself?

4. What did his wife do after that?

Read the text and see if your imagination is similar (11{ll) to the idea of the text.

John’s farm lay in the middle of many hills. The hills rolled (¥&3]) up and down and
away to the far-off mountains. On top the hills stood the farmhouse (4¢45) and the barn (&
1) where the farm animals lived. When John drove the cows to the fields, he liked to look at
the mountains. As he walked high on the hills, he felt as if (4f{%) he were returning from a
long visit. John’s closest neighbor, Clint Hard, lived two miles down the road. When John’s
father died, Clint came to visit John.

“What are you going to do now, John? Live in the house alone?”

il

“There is nothing else I can do. I can work the farm alone.’
“You should get married, John. A young man like you.”

“Well, Tll think about it,” John said. “But first I have to pay the bank so the farm will
be mine. ”

“Oh, dear! You'll be eighty years old before the farm is paid for. Come and visit us on
Saturday night. We have a new record player for Sally. There are some new records you can

listen to. ”
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Clint left, and John began to milk the cow. He thought of Sally. A year later he and
Sally were married.

Sally did not know she had married a poet (= A) as well as a farmer. She found this
out two weeks after they had been married. John came out of the woods with some flowers
for her.

“I cannot give you rich gifts. But I can bring you flowers from the woods if you like
them. ”

She put her hand on his face gently ($252H1). “I like flowers better than gifts, John.”

“I have a poem for you, too,” he said. “Listen.”

“You know how small a thing a man is,

And learn this much from our soul ((>%&) and body.

The heart being dead, no part can be free. ”

“It means,” John explained, “we must keep loving each other and be happy for what we
have, even if it is not much. Because if the heart has no love, we are dead.”

She was completely (5E4%) surprised. “Why, John! That is lovely! Did you write the
poem?”

He smiled, and his face became a little red. “Well...”

“You did. I did not know you wrote poems. Let me hear more, tonight after we eat. ”

He left her and walked to the animals in the barn. Under the dry grass there was an old,
worn book of English poems. He found it in the house one day while he was cleaning. That
was before his marriage. John held the book of old poems close to him. It meant so much
to him.

He thought, what could he give to Sally? Himself? It was not much. His farm? It was a
poor farm. It was not even paid for. But the old poems in this wonderful book—that was
something he could bring to Sally. But she believed the poems were his, that he wrote them.
He knew he was wrong to let her believe this. That was not honest. At first he did not think
this would happen. But now that she believed the poems were his, she loved him even more.
This made him so happy. She will never know the truth about the poems.

He studied another poem, and studied it once more the next day while he worked in the
fields. In the evening, they walked in the moonlight and looked at the mountains. Ile spoke
the words of the poem.

“The earth was green.

The sky was blue.

I saw and heard a skylark (Z=%£)

fly between the two.

A singing spot (BEx{) above the corn.”

These poems made her happy. And her happiness (S£#%) meant more to him than food

or drink. After their son was born, he learned more poems. FEach time he spoke the words of
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Unit 1 His First Poem

a poem she said, “That’s lovely, John.”

The farm did not grow much food when their daughter, Joanna, was born. John and
Sally worked very hard to pay taxes (i) and the money they owed ( X) the bank for the
farm. On winter nights, after the babies were in bed, Sally would sit sewing (4£%)]) near
the stove (KJ7). John sat near her, she would look at him and smiled and say, “John,
tell me another poem. ”

“I haven’t got a new one. ”

“Tell me the one about ‘Love Let’s Be True’.”

And he would say softly, “Ah, love. Let us be true to one another. For the world which
seems to lie before us like a land of dreams, so various (£5F145%E), so beautiful, so new,
has really neither joy, nor love, nor light. ”

The years passed slowly. John and Sally worked together making money to pay for their
farm. When Bart, their son, ended high school he said to his father, “I would like to go to
college, Dad. I want to be an engineer ( T F2Jii).”

Joanna, a year later said, “Dad, I want to teach in school. I will make money to
become a teacher if you will let me. ”
“What do you want to teach?”
“English,” said Joanna. “Poems.”

John smiled. “T think your mother will like that. ”

Later, when the children came home for the week of Christmas, the house was bright with
Christmas colors. The whole family felt warm. The night before Christmas, Joanna said,
“Mother, will you come to my room? I want to tell you something. ” Joanna took a little book
from her school bag to show it to her mother.

“What is that?” Sally asked.

“Mother, the poems you have been listening to all these years...”

“Yes?”

“They are all in this book. ”

“What do you mean, Joanna?”

“I mean, Dad did not write them. They were written a long time ago by English poets.
Mother, don’t you see? He has not been honest. He has been telling you he wrote them. ”

“No,” said Sally. “I told him he wrote them. He never said anything. He just spoke
the words of the poems. Joanna, I shall never let him know I found out the truth. It would
break his heart. ”

The girl looked at her mother for a long time and then said, “You two are the nicest
people I've ever seen. I wish I had not told you. ”

“Now I know how much he loves me. He has made me proud of him all these years. It

must have been difficult for your father not to tell me, Joanna.”

The children ended college. Another spring came. John and Sally were now sixty years
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old. One day, John drove to the village and paid the bank. The farm was at last his.

That week the weather became very cold, and Sally became sick. She grew worse. And
John went to the village for a doctor.

“Pneumonia (i) ,” the doctor said.

Sally had a high fever. John sat near her on the bed. His face was white as he sat
holding her hot hands.

“John,” she said in a weak voice. “Poem. New one.”

John was troubled (1% ). He had told her all the poems again and again.

“All right, dear.” Slowly, with terrible effort (%%7/7), he put some words together.
He made her a poem, his own poem. The only one he had ever made in his life.

“These mountains that are ours forever (FKiE) till we die,

throw the flowers of planets up the sky.

With words of darkness (ZEH%) they speak across the night.

With granite ({£%) wings the mountain tops take flight ( &47).

My love and T shall follow those granite wings in space.

Her head in my arms. My lips (/&) on her dear face.”

“You made the poem, John?”

“Yes,” John answered.

Sally really did not believe John wrote the poem. But he did not know this. How
could he?

He buried (3%E) her where she could see the mountains. The book of English poems
lay with her, and so did the flowers from the woods.

(Total Words: 1325)

Comprehension

Choose the right answer to explain the sentence or the underlined part.
1. You'll be eighty years old before the farm is paid for.

A. If you wait until you have paid for the farm, you will never get married.

B. When you are eighty years old, you are sure to be able to pay for the farm.
2. ...and John began to milk the cow.

A. He began to feed the cow with milk

B. He began to get milk from the cow
3. I saw and heard a skylark fly between the two...

A. John and Sally

B. the earth and the sky
4. It would break his heart.
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A. It would make him sad.
B. It would make him ill.

n Choose the best answer for each question.

1. After John’s father died, John
A. decided to get married first
B. decided to pay for the farm first
C. did not know what to do
D. decided never to get married
2. When Sally said she thought John wrote the poem himself, he
A. said he wrote it himself
B. said he just learned it from a book
C. said nothing
D. knew his wife was laughing at him
3. John could speak the poems because
A. he had learned them before they got married
B. he learned the poems from an old book
C. he wrote them himself
D. his friend told him
4. When Sally heard the poems,
A. she was happy
B. she was sad
C. she did not like John
D. she was angry
5. John spoke the words of poems to Sally
A. to make her happy
B. to show how clever he was
C. to teach her how to write poems
D. to make her love him
6. When Joanna grew up,
A. she wanted to become an engineer
B. she wanted to stay on the farm
C. she wanted to teach English poems
D. she wanted to write poems
7. When Sally learned about the truth,
A. she was very angry
B. she decided to keep it a secret from John
C. she decided to ask John about it
D

. she did not love John any more
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8. From the text, we can see that
A. at last John knew that his wife had learned the truth about his poems
B. his wife was sure that he had written the last poem himself
C. John learned his last poem to his wife from the book
D

. the poem was the first and only poem he had made himself
Vocabulary

Match the words or expressions in Column A with the Chinese meanings in

Column B.

A B

completely KA ki

tax ii’%éﬂ

sew Stahh;

flight DR

soul it
E Write out the Chinese meanings of the following words.
engineer spot various
as well as effort now that
poet bury roll

m Fill in the blanks with the correct forms of the given words.

1. He picked the book up from the ground then put it on the desk.
(gentle)

2. He could see nothing at all and had to feel his way in the . (dark)

3. John’s poems filled her with . (happy)

4. When he heard her words, he felt . (trouble)

Reading Extension

We Never Told Him He Couldn’t Do It
Kathy Lamancusa
My son Joey was born with club feet. The doctors told us that with treatment he would be
able to walk normally—but would never run very well. The first three years of his life were
spent on operations, casts and braces. By the time he was eight, you wouldn’t know he had a
problem when you saw him walk.

The children in our neighborhood ran around as most children do during play, and Joey

oG
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would jump right in and run and play, too. We never told him that he probably wouldn’t be
able to run as well as the other children. So he didn’t know.

In seventh grade he decided to go out for the cross-country team. Every day he trained
with the team. He worked harder and ran more than any of the others—perhaps he sensed that
the abilities that seemed to come naturally to so many others did not come naturally to him.
Although the entire team runs, only the top seven runners have the potential to score points for
the school. We didn’t tell him he probably would never make the team, so he didn’t know.

He continued to run four to five miles a day, every day—even the day he had a high
fever. I was worried, so I went to look for him after school. T found him running all alone. 1
asked him how he felt. “Okay,” he said. He had two more miles to go. The sweat ran down
his face and his eyes were glassy from his fever. Yet he looked straight ahead and kept
running. We never told him he couldn’t run four miles with a 103-degree fever. So he didn’t
know.

Two weeks later, the names of the team runners were called. Joey was number six on the
list. Joey had made the team. He was in seventh grade—the other six team members were all
eighth-graders. We never told him he shouldn’t expect to make the team. We never told him
he couldn’t do it... so he didn’t know. He just did it.



Unit 2 The White Circle

John Bell Clayton

[ Reading Clue]

Toker, a little boy, had an apple tree of his own. One day, he saw a bigger boy sitting
on the tree, eating his apples. He wanted to get the boy down the tree. After a fight, he
lost. Then he thought of a cruel plan to punish the boy.

Before you read the text, imagine:

1. How did the boy get the apple tree?

2. Why was the tree important for him?

3. What plan did he think of to punish the other boy?

4. What happened in the end?

Read the text and see if your imagination is similar to the idea of the text.

As soon as I saw Anvol sitting in the apple tree, 1 knew we would fight. I also knew he
would win. But winning or losing was not important, at least not so important as getting him
down from the tree.

The tree was mine. It was a young tree, and it had 13 beautiful apples on it. Now my
beautiful apples were under Anvol’s shirt. The tree became mine the day I was 12 years old.
Father called me to come to the barn to see the new young horses. When I got there, father lit
a cigarette (74H) and placed one foot on the fence (#}#%). He looked pleased and proud.

“Toker,” he finally (HJ5) said, “this is a big day. There, before you, are five of
the finest horses in all Virginia (#57 JEIL). Now I would give you a gift for your birthday.
Could you make a choice?”

“Yes,” 1 said.

“Which one?” he asked.

“I would like to have the apple tree across the road. ”

Father looked at me for a long time. You would have to know how much he loved horses
to understand the look on his face. But I was 12 years old. How could I explain my choice? It

was something about the apple tree. The color of the red apples as they hung among the green
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leaves. But it was more than this. It had something to do with being proud. I can give one of
the apples to my friend Jenny. “Jenny,” I would say, “I want to give you this apple. It came
from my tree. The tree grows on my father’s land. Before my father had the land, it belonged
(J&TF) to his father. And before that, to his father. Now I owned the tree.”

Father finally answered, “Now, right, son. If you want a tree more than a horse, the
tree is yours. ” I thanked him for the tree and he left.

I picked up a stone and ran across the fields to protect my tree. “All right, Anvol.
Climb down. ”

Anvol looked at me as if T wasn’t there. “Oh...” he said. “You little nothing. Throw
that stone at me and see what happens. ”

“Anvol,” 1 said again, “come down. They are my apples. ”

Anvol stopped eating and smiled at me with evil (4{:%) in his heart.

“You want an apple? T’ll give you one.”

And he threw one with all his strength ( JJ"X\) and hit me in the head. I threw the stone
at him, but missed and hit the tree. Anvol’s face turned red.

“Boy, you are going to get a hit. ”

I began to pull his feet. Down he came along with parts of the tree and young fresh
leaves. He hit me as he fell. We both hit the ground. He jumped on top of me, and placed
his knees on my arms. I could not move.

“Stop kicking,” he said, and then calmly (i) looked at the sky, and began to
eat another one of my beautiful apples.

“You, smelly (1) cow,” I said to him. “I wish you were never born. I'm going to
tell my father,” T said.

“Father,” Anvol said, trying to make his voice sound like mine. “Father, say, old
man. You think your old man is very important, don’t you? You think your old man is a king,
don’t you? Say, old man, go to hell (Hifik). Say, old man, old man, I wish you were
dead. ” He let me get up and stood over me.

“Stop crying,” he said.

“I am not crying,” I was lying on the ground with murder (3¥3%) in my heart. There
were times when I did not hate Anvol. I remembered the day his father came to school. He
told the teacher he was going to hit Anvol to make him a good boy. His father was a very cruel
man. He had a big stick. Anvol saw the stick, and hid under a table. He lay there,
frightened ("F3R T ) until the teacher made his father go away. I had no hate for Anvol
that day.

But another day, Anvol acted cruel like his father. He entered the school when everyone
had gone and threw things all over the floor. Sometimes he was more cruel and hit little boys
and made them cry.

One day he came to me as | was sitting under a tree.

00,
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“They all hate me,” he said. “They hate me because my father is cruel. ”

“They don’t hate you,” T said. “At least I don’t.”

That was true then, I did not hate him. I asked him to come home to eat with me. He
did and threw stones at me all the way home. But today was different. He was stealing my
apples. 1 had no soft feelings for him. He stood over me and kept telling me not to cry.

“I'm not crying. ”

“All right, you are not. But you are still angry.”

“No, I'm not. There was a little. But I'm not any more. ”

“Well, why do you look so funny around your eyes?”

“I don’t know. ”

“Let’s go to the barn to play.”

“Play what?”

Anvol looked at me with surprise. He did not know if he should be a friend or enemy.

“We play anything,” I said. “Come on, T’ll race you to the barn.”

We got to the barn, and the first thing Anvol saw was a white circle that my father had
painted on the floor.

“What is that for?”

“Nothing,” I answered. I was not ready to use my plan yet.

We jumped from the hay (1 5.) to the floor a few times. Later, I felt ready.

“That’s no fun,” I said. “Let’s play prisoner ([AJE) circle.”

“Oh, what’s that?” Anvol asked as if he were too big to play foolish (B ZEFY) games.
I was getting excited. I tried not to look at the circle on the floor. Anvol might learn my plan
if I did. Nor did I look up at the top of the barn just above the circle. 1 knew what was there.
It was a big steel fork to pick up hay grass and place it on the truck. It had two long sharp
(ZRf")) points. A man had come to the barn to build it. He placed the fork up high out of
the way. The fork could be led down by a rope that was tied to a pole (#:F). I remembered
the first day it was tested. My father called all the workers from the field to watch. 1 do not
remember the details (Z77), but something went wrong. The fork fell and buried itself in
the back of one of the horses. Father said little. He simply ({¥{¥) painted a white circle on
the barn floor where the fork fell. He pulled the big steel fork back up to the top and tied the
rope up high so that no one could reach it. Then he said quietly with a white face, “I do not
want anyone to step inside the white circle or to touch the rope that holds the fork. Never!”

“I do not want to play a foolish game,” said Anvol.

“All right,” I said, “but play just one game of prisoner circle with me first. Get in the
circle, shut your eyes and begin to count. ”

“Oh, all right,” Anvol agreed weakly (A JC/1H). “One, two, three...”

“Get right in the middle of the circle,” I told him, “and count slowly so I can hide.”

”

Anvol counted slower, “four... five... six...

<10 -
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I looked at him once again, then climbed up to the floor above where the rope was tied. 1
pulled on the rope with all my strength. The fork dropped with a sharp sound. Anvol must
have felt something was wrong because he jumped away in time. The heavy fork buried its
sharp points deep in the barn floor. For a moment, Anvol stood very still. He turned around
and saw the shining steel fork. His face turned a light green color. The muscles (JJLP) in
his neck moved up and down. After a few quiet moments, he reached into a shirt and pulled
out my apples one by one. He dropped them on the barn floor.

“You can have your smelly old apples,” he said. “You tried to kill me for a few smelly
apples. Your old man owns everything around here. I haven’t got a thing of my own. Go
ahead and keep your old apples. ” He stood up, and slowly walked out of the barn door. T had
not moved or said one word. A moment later, I ran and picked the apples from the floor.

“Anvol! Anvol!”

He continued to walk and crossed the field. I shouted louder, “Anvol, wait! You can
have the apples. ”

Anvol climbed the fence and did not look back. He walked toward the store down the
road.

Three birds flew out of the barn door with loud noises. Now only the great steel fork was
left. There it was, alone, shining, accusing (5{%%) me in the silent and empty barn.

(Total Words: 1536)

Comprehension

_' I | Choose the right answer to explain the sentence or the underlined part.

1. The tree became mine the day I was 12 years old.
A. 1 got the tree on my 12th birthday.
B. 1 had the tree for one day when I was 12 years old.
2. Throw that stone at me and see what happens
A. Please throw the stone at me so that you can see what happens.
B. If you throw the stone at me, you can see what will happen.
3. You think your old man is very important, don’t you?
A. your father
B. your grandfather
4. T had no soft feelings for him.
A. 1 was not kind to him.
B. He felt me and found I was not soft.
5. He placed the fork up high out of the way.
A. He placed it high so that no one could reach it
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B. He placed it high so that everyone could reach it

m Choose the best answer for each question.

1.

When Toker saw the boy in his apple tree,

A. he was very pleased

B. he did not dare to fight with him

C. he wanted to fight him because he was sure he would win
D. he wanted to fight him though he knew he would lose
The main reason why he wanted the apple was that

A. he loved the color of the red apples

B. he loved the taste of the apples

C. the apple tree was very old and he was proud of it
D. he wanted to have as many apples as he liked
When Toker found he could not fight Anvol,

A. he decided to play games with him

B. he ran away to his barn

C. he thought of a plan to kill him

D. he wanted to race the boy to the barn

As soon as Anvol came into the barn, he saw

A. the white circle on the ground

B. the steel fork high up

C. the rope tied to the fork

D. the horse lying dead on the ground

At first, Anvol did not like to play prisoner circle because
A. he thought it was a foolish game

B. he knew that Toker wanted to kill him

C. he wanted to hide first

D. he thought it too hard

Anvol was able to get away in time because

A. he was ready to run away

B. he heard the noise and knew there was danger

C. he wanted to find Toker

D. he saw the fork falling down

When Anvol saw what had happened,

A. he knew he had done wrong

B. he forgave Toker

C. he was angry with Toker

D. he ran away at once

After that, Toker
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