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A Mechanical Clo

It was a hot summer afternoon. I was staying home alone and
could hardly find anything to do. Like other six-year-old children, I
was curious about everything. After wandering around the rooms sev-
eral times, my eyes fixed on a mechanical clock on the desk. I had
observed it working day and night for a long time, but why and how
it worked always seemed a mystery to me. Having considering the
situation for some time, I decided to gain insight into it.

The first | wanted to do was to dismantle it and have a closer
look. I had confidence that T could restore it before my parents re-
turned and I thought the job was easy: first I knew the basic princi-
ples of the clock — you tighten the spring, and it works; and sec-
ondly, I could use a screwdriver perfectly.

Before long, the desk was littered with all bits of metal, which
had once formed a clock. I was quite satisfied with myself and had a
sense of self-accomplishment. I had successfully made ( took ) every
piece apart and I finally learned that those little hands on the
clock’s face was (were) driven by the gears attached to it.

But when it came time for my parents to return, my confidence
was suddenly gone. I was finding ( found ) myself faced with the in-

surmountable task of reassembling the clock. After some time of te-
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dious work, I was not surprised to find that the clock firmly refused
to work, with some curiously shaped pieces of metal lying there,
which did not seem to fit anywhere. Just at that time the footsteps of
my father were at the door. I then quickly hid the metal pieces,
wishing and hoping that the dead clock would not be noticed.

However, my hope was scattered after dinner, when my father
called me to the desk.

“Have you done anything to this clock today?”

I dared not to tell my father the truth, as I believed that his
motto was “a good son is taught with a club”. I buried my head
low. “No,” I murmured.

“Raise your head,” father said.

I realized that is was useless trying to hide my nervousness. “I
just wanted to know how it worked, so I dismantled it.”

“And you failed to restore it?” he added.

“I was left with these.” I gave him the rest ( remaining )
pieces of metal. For a moment I did not know what to do, standing
there like a criminal waiting for condemnation.

I felt my father was looking at me. “Are all the pieces here?”
he asked.

“Yes.” .

Father took out a sheet of paper, with which he carefully
wrapped up the bits of metals. Then he took up the paper parcel and
put them into one of the desk drawers. “I won’t punish you this
time,” he said, “I know you can’t restore it today, so I will keep

1

these things. You should restore it one day when you are able to.’

4



BEXSZZLERFREIESOEN)

The clock has stayed in the drawer ever since then. Six years
later, when I was about to go to junior high school, one afternoon, I
happened to find it in the drawer, together with the bits of pieces
wrapped with white paper. I found a screwdriver and finally made it
all right again after an afternoon’s work .

This little mechanical clock still stands on my desk today,
clicking each second. In fact, what my father had preserved after all
these years, were ( was ) not only a clock, but also a child’ s curious

heart.

AXRESNMETUR T — 45, A, 1
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It was August already, but the weather of the grassland was
still very cool. My parents and I, with some other people, walked
(were walking ) along the path in the grass, appreciating the beau-
tiful setting sun, when a huge balloon floating in the air suddenly
came into sight.

Walking nearer, we could see that it was a kind of entertain-
ment. A tourist paid some money and then he can sit in the chair
beneath the balloon, and be lifted up into the sky for some time.
The idea of floating in the air and facing the great green ground took
all my heart. I wanted to have a try, but I must ( had to) wait, for
there were still several people before me.

Wait, wait, the big monster up and down. Suddenly, the
weather changed. There came a ferocious wind and the sky got dark-
er. The man in charge of the balloon said, “That’s all for today.”
What? But I had to go back home the next day! I was so worried,
unwilling to miss this chance, but how... I turned to Father. He
looked at the sky, then looked at me. “You really want to do that,
don’t you?” Father asked me in a very gentle voice. I nodded. He
thought for a few seconds, then said to the man in charge, “Sir, 4

just one more time, OK? We’ll be back home tomorrow.” “But you
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know that’ 1l be very dangerous!” The man shouted. “Yes, I know.
But you see, we can finish it before the wind does any harm.” Fa-
ther said firmly. Then we all looked at the cashier, eyes full of
pleas. “So, OK, come on, but be quick! " The man finally agreed.
I immediately ran over to him.

They had expected ( planned) to raise the balloon little by lit-
tle, but the wind was too hard. The balloon was blown in a certain

direction and rising sharply at the same time. I just heard the air
whistling past my body and the whole grassland came into view. The
world was quiet and magic. [ streiched my anns, enjoying the cool
feeling of air running through my fingers and the golden red gleam of
the setting sun. This was a completely fresh space for me.

Immediately, I looked down to find the people under me were
turbulent. They held the belt which tied the balloon to the ground
and wanted to pull me back. But I seemed out of control. They used
all their strength but the balloon just slid side to side at an altitude
and the people were dragged side to side, too. Some passers-by
joined them. I could hear the noise from under. The strong wind
played me just as played (as if I were) a fallen leaf. . . .

A long time passed. In the end, my feet touched the ground a-
gain. I ran to my parents. Looking at me, Father said, “I’m afraid
now. I should have been afraid before that. You maybe don’t know
just now how nervous we were. We thought that if the rope was not
strong enough we would lose you.” “Yes, that’s it (right). But
Pa, you don’t know what I saw above was so wonderful that 1’1l
never forget it.” “That’s good enough, ”Father smiled, “You had a
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hazardous trip and if you think it’s worth doing that, then it is all
right.”

EWHIBEAR S — A ARRAES 2, TRIOCER
WEUR, HEREEFHEERRE, AAB AN HEZETH
BfEk . AU IE 5@ i — 1 158 XUk s 22 BRI BRIk B
R BB TR TR WA, EAEEMNRE LB P
B BRTE B E 8 Tt it AE BT BT BRARKE %, “1 just heard the
air whistling past my body and the whole grassland came into view,
The world was quiet and magic. I stretched my armms, enjoying the
cool feeling of air running through my fingers and the goiden red
gleam of the setting sun.” , MLAME # %t —S6iE)C Fi4 18 8938 B
AR M, 4 come into sight, ferocious, pleas, out of control %,
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We’ ve been taught to be kind and polite to people since child-
hood. In recent years, our life grew (has grown) better and better
under the opening policy of the government. However, whether you
have noticed it or not, politeness is now getting farther away from us
and relationship ( relationships ) between people are getting more
and more nonchalant. Wherever I went, whenever [ did something
wrong carelessly to strangers in public places and said “sorry” to
them, smiling, it was always silence that responded (met) me and
it always made me disappointed. But one day, things were different.

I had been waiting for the bus for a long time that day, and
when it finally came, it proved to be very crowded. I was trying
hard to push my way through the people on the bus, when I stepped
on someone’ s foot. Turning around, I found it was a benevolent old
man with white hair. As usual, I said “sorry” to him, not expecting
the answer. But to my surprise, he said “Not at all”, word by
word, slosﬂy and seriously. I was deeply moved. I was silent on the
bus at that time, so the response was unusually clear. I even felt
that everybody was moved and looking at us. . .

It was such a small event, but I’ 1l certainly remember it forev-

er. The whole of society calls for kindness and love. Don’t let dis-
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putes and quarrels, which we ofien see now, appear in public places
any more. If we all cared more for each other, we can ( could)

surely construct a beautiful and lovely world.

BEXR-FIPPRKERBM AR LE, EH B IF
HHRRER TR EN AR LRI B S =
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I woke up in the morning when a beam of sunlight went through
the windows and reached my face.

There came a new fine day.

It wasn’t at all fine to me, however. As a matter of fact, I was
a little disappointed at the bright, bright sky, which showed no sign
for (of) rain.

Born and bred in the south, I am so impressed by the rain that
it becomes part of my life. But I didn’t realize that until I came and
lived here.

On the very first day of my arrival in Tsinghua, a friend of
mine, seeing the umbrella in my care, said to me, “You needn’t
have taken that. There is no rain in Beijing.”

“Oh really? That will save a lot of trouble, right?”

He smiled and said, “No, just the opposite, it will make you
upset.”

Afterwards, I found out he was right. A few months passed and
there wasn’t a drop of rain. I came to know something was lost in
my life.

I listened to the weather forecast almost every night, with the

hope to get a promise of rain. But most of the times. I waited in
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