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Hues of lavender . vose and amber begin to pulsate in the
sky. High above, in the soft blue. a lone star still sparkles.
Silver mist rises gently from the lake.
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Sleepily . 1 look around the screened-in porch of
(MIy ':s_ig_t; cabin, where we spend our
summer weeks, T 1 wake in the dock-green
porch swing, the birch-leg table, the twin
bed where my sister sleeps, the smoky
gloss [n, #EMFE] of the kerosene

lantern. @ My face feels the coolness of the

early-morning air.

1 relax and curl deeper beneath the
blankets’ warmth, “Get up!” my mother
whispers again, “The sunrise is glorious
Cadj. JeEEALEEA [0 Careful not to let the
screen door slam. she sets off down to the
lake,

Get up 1o see the sunrise? The last
thing this 14-year-old wants 10 do is leave a
warm bed to see the sun rise. It's {reezing
out there,

My 17-year-old sister pushes back her
covers and sits up. | make a suoreme effort and
struggle out too, We grab my father”s World
War 11 army hlankets and wrap them tightly
around our cotton nighties. Our pace is guick.
One of us misses catching the screen door. It
slarms.

Carefully. we pick our way over slippery
rocks and prickly pine [ili3#if4 ] needles, down
49 dew-covered log steps to the shore. We catch
our breath and look up. Across the lake. a sliver
of brilliant red crests Lw. FEHET] the 1op of
the shadowed forest. Tt outlines [v. {8 80 #&
B our mother on the lakeshore, the first light
catching the soft red of her hair, &

Hues [n il @ 5] of Ii"fanrL"'
W], rose and amber begin to pulsate
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[wi, 4 B8t # BEZ ] in the sky, High
above, in the soft blue, a lone star still
sparkles. Silver mist rises gently from the
lake. Al is suill,

Suddenly, the curve of a hrilliant sun
bursts through the dark foresi. The waorld
begins 1o awaken, A blue heron rises from a
distant shore and gently fans its way over the
water, Two ducks make a rippled landing near
our dock, while a loon skims along the edge of
a nearby island. hunting its morning food.

Hreathing the chill air, the three of us
draw our blankets closer. At last, the soft
hues of dawn turn bright with the new day,
The star fades, My sister and [ tock one
more look and race back 1o bed.

My mother is reluctant to leave the
suntise amphitheater [n, 4L 098 % ¢ (B
F& KB 1. Tt is a while before 1 hear her
reach the top step and gently close the
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1) Sleepily. | look around thiscrsonad-in porch of our family's log
cabin. where we spend our summer weeks. where 3| 7% dEFR 4]

TR

@ | take in the dock-green porch swing. the birch-leg table, the twin
bed where my sister sleeps. the smoky gloss of the kerosene
lantern. where 3| & & fR &) 05 B8] .

@ It outlines our mother on the lakeshore. the first light catching the

the first light catching the soft red of her
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soft red of her hair.
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Exercises

1. The last thing this 14-year-old wants to do is leave a warm bed to see

w

the sun rise. This sentence means that

B this 1d-year-old wants 10 leave a warm bed 10 see the sun

rise

£ this 14-year-old doesn’t want to leave a wartn bed to see the sun rise

€ this 14-year-old wants to do the last thing to leave a warm bed to see the

sUN rise
£ this 14-year-old doesn”t want to do the last thing to leav

see the sun rise

£  one of us misses the screen door
& one of us forgets catching the screen door
£ one of us misses 1o catch the sereen door

& one of us forgets to catch the sereen door

. My mother is reluctant to leave the sunrise amphitheater

means that

& my mother is eager to leave the sunrise amphitheater

& my mother is willing to leave the sunrise amphitheater

< my mother is unwilling 1o leave the sunrise amphitheater

& my mother is going to leave the sunrise amphitheater

¢ a warm bed 10

. One of us misses catching the screen door. This sentence means that

. This sentence
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Teacher: “ My children, remember EL P Gl D PF i Sl of - 4
this motto. *Give others more and leave ‘T ANANES WL HgIHE
for yoursell less, ™" den

Jack: “Tt"s my father’s motto, ™ ZAL CAEESHELEEAL

Teacher: “How noble your father's A
yuality is. What's his occupation?” £ HEEHSRAL S A

Jack: *He is a boxer, ™ i, ek Far”
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Corruption is like a ball of snow . whence ance set a rolling it must increase.
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Iﬁ%z%\! Focus on the Story

Spadoni, puf fing out the tear-marked cheeks .. makes that
mysterious noise, Ihadn’t been able to figure out all vear who
was responsible for it

i EEBAABENEHES BT ARG FF,
B -FELAMEREE iR EGANAGEHR,

Story Stase xS iFis
Last Day at School YNBSS —

Well, bovs, we’ ve spent the past two WL TS TSR AT T
years together, Very soon the bell will ring and PR, TRk B
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it"ll be time to say goodbye,

1" ve handed the reports out. Martinel]l " s
passed. He could hardly believe his eves when
he saw his marks, This morning, his mother
carefully combed his hair, making him wear a
new tie that locks like a  huge white
hutterfly. i

Cripppa has also gone through-—that tall,
13-year-old with hairy legs who is forever falling
asleep and who 1l continue 1o fall asleep next
year at secondary school, @

The only one to have faled is Antonellis a

boy wha has spent the whole year carving | carve

. #7 his surmame on the desk with a
tortoiseshell penknife; but he's =0 slow that he
got anly as far as Anton ' Next year. under a
new teacher, he’ll get round o writing ElL,

Manili used to be a small boy whose new
i‘l‘“‘_:k L. %32 | reached his toes, Now. it harely
covers his knees. Spadoni used to tell tales when
he first came 1nto my class two years ago; now.
he would be ashamed to do so.

When the bell rings, vou’ Il go away.
boys, and we |l never see each other again
hecause 1" m leaving teaching and moving o
another city. 1 open the drawer 1o hand back
everything 1" ve confiscated [we. %] during
this vear: Giordani” s water pistol, Spadeni’s
caps. Manili’ s top and Danieli ' s five very
commonplace Swiss stamps. which he believes
1o be of great value.

The street must be full of relatives,
You can hear the buzz of voices. Spadoni”s

grandmother must be there. an old lady whao
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says “thank you, thank vou” and tries to kiss
my hand each time she sees me.

Giordani’ s father must be there, too. a
strang, little man who greets me even when
he's hundred yards away. At the beginning of
the year, whenever 1 told him that his son
wasn't working, he’d grab the boy by the ear
and drag him home. But this morning,
Giordani is happy because he’s passed and, for
the first time in nine months, his father won’t
pull his ears.

“Be good and carry on working hard.
because your teachers at secondary school will be
far more strict. [l always remember you.
Everything 1" ve taught you has come from the
heart. Thon't forget this. ”

Martinelli. his eves hrimming with
tears, comes towards me. @ All the others
follow, crowding around my desk.

“1 confiscated your top, Manili; your
Swiss stamps, Danieli; Giordanis 1'm sorry
that every day your father pulled your ears
because of me. ”

Giordani’s eyes began to fill up with
tears, too. “It doesn’t matter, sir, 17ve got
a corn there now, " He comes near 1o let me
feel it

“Me, tao,"says Spadoni, drawing close. It
isn’t true, of course; it"s just that he. too,
wants to be patted belore going.

They all press around my desk.

Each one of them has something to
show mean excuse to come close: a hurt

finger, a burn, a scar under his hair.
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“It was me, " sobs Martinelli, “who put
the lizard in your drawer, "

“1." says Spadoni, “used to make that
trumpeting noise at the back of the classroom, ™

“Dao it now. Spadoni. " ask.

And Spadoni, pulfing out the tear-
marked cheeks. makes that mysterious
noise, 1 hadn’t been able to figure out all
yvear who was responsible for it

“Well done, Spadoni,” 1 say, and [
stroke his hair.

“Me, 1o0.} know how to do it, toa.

“Me, too. "

“Go on then, all of you do ir, ™

And so, squeezed tightly against me like
younger brothers, they puff out their cheeks
in all sericusness and make a trumpeting
noise, a noise of farewell,

Just then, the bell rings, its ringing
coming up from the courtyard, spreading
through the corndors Cou. FE W] and going

into all the classes,

Martinelli leaps up. hugs and kisses me on
the cheek, leaving it covered with limriur‘ e BR
W HHE T marks. They hold on to my hands, my
jacket, Danieli puts the Swiss stamps into my

pocket and Spadoni. the caps,

The bell is still ringing and the other
classes are already on their way.

“This is it, boys. We must go.”

1 should make them file out, but it’s
impossible. We &Qﬂ{udt}. JLT] run, all the
boys around me, But as soon as we reach the
street, the boys disappear. as though into thin air.
Their mothers , fathers . grandmoathers and elder
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sisters have all taken them away and 1 am left
standing on the threshold alone, dishevelled and with
a button missing from my jacket, Wha could have
taken it? And my cheek is still dirty with licorice
marks,

Goodhye, school. When after a long time 1
come back., 1’1l find other teachers who won't
know me, What excuse will T find to go back to the
old classroom, to apen that drawer where Martinelli
had put the lizard [n. #7457

But [ have been able 1o h.a'Lg on 1o rs{'mlclhing:
Daniel’ s Swiss stamps and Spadoni” s caps: and
Martinelli has heen able to keep something. too. for
it can only have been he who tore the button off my
jacket, As soon as 1 get home, if there's one thing
1’1l regret doing, it'll be having to wash the licorice
marks off my cheek.
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asleep next year at secondary school.
13-year-old &) 5 & & % .

W B {Lig . who 3] FH R EHM G,

(D This morning. his mother carefully combed his hair, making him
wear a new tie that looks like a huge white butterfly.

@ Cripppa has also gone through—that tall, li-year-ald with hairy
legs who is forever falling asleep and who' Il continue to fall
A who 3] § 67 M & A

(@ The only one to have failed is Antonelli. a boy who has spent the
whole year carving his surname on the desk with a tortoiseshell
penknife. but he's so0 slow that he got only as far as Anton. %8
& The only one to have failed. % a boy who...panknife £ Antonelli

@ Martinelli, his eyes brimming with tears, comes towards me. his
\ eyes brimming with tears £ #& & £ #4 4,
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