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The Ice Cream Touch

Tommy loved ice cream. He ate ice cream every day. He couldn’t bear to live without ice cream. One day, Tommy met a vanilla ice cream-colored rabbit in the woods. “I have magic power. I can give you one wish,” said the rabbit. “Really? May I?” Tommy was surprised. “Yes,” said the rabbit. “I wish everything I touch would be ice cream,” Tommy said. “Good. This is a magic pill. After you eat it, your wish will come true,” said the rabbit.

The next morning, Tommy took the pill. He wondered what would happen next. He touched his red pillow. It became ice cream. He took a bite and found it was delicious! Tommy was very excited. He touched all the things in his room. Now he had an ice cream bed, an ice cream quilt, and an ice cream desk. “The magic is real!” he shouted. He touched his white pants and red shirts. They became ice cream!

 Now Tommy was a little upset. He couldn’t get dressed. He started to cry. Guess what? They were ice cream tears. Then Tommy heard a sound. It was Mimi, his pure white little cat. Mimi was Tommy’s best friend. Tommy cuddled his cat. “Oh, no!” His best friend also became ice cream. At that moment, the vanilla ice cream-colored rabbit showed up. The rabbit looked at all the ice cream and asked, “What happened? You look so sad,” Tommy cried louder. “Please help me. I don’t want any ice cream! I just want my cat back!” “Well, OK,” said the rabbit, “Now I will give you another wish. Touch things with your right hand and they will return to their original form.” Tommy stopped crying. He touched Mimi with his right hand. Mimi was pure white again and leaned against him. Tommy was so happy! Then he touched all his things. Very soon, there was no more ice cream. Now Tommy still loved ice cream. He still ate ice cream every day, but he made a wish in his heart: “I wish I never see that vanilla ice cream-colored rabbit ever again!”

103年中興國中校內英語文競賽朗讀篇目(第二篇)
  A break from TV

    I like TV. I really, really like it, but I also like chocolate bars, coca-cola, and double-cheese pizza with pepperoni. The fact that I like something, though, doesn't make overindulgence of it all right. Actually, I've learned over the years that the more I like something, the less of it I should have. Sometimes, if I have really had too many Snickers and KitKats, I even take a break altogether and try life without my minor vices.
    That's the idea behind TV-Turnoff Week. The event is organized by the TV-Turnoff Network, and the groups White Dot and AdBusters. You can probably guess what the idea is: turn off your TV for a week. The organizations encourage people to try going a week without sitting in front of the TV set.

The Week is usually the last week of April, and sometimes covers the first few days of May, depending on the way days fall that year. This year it is slotted for April 24 to 30. “I find television very educating. Every time somebody turns on the set, I go into the other room and read a book.” -Groucho Marx

Started in 1994, with the first event happening in 1995, TV-Turnoff Week was begun in the USA, but has spread to Canada, the UK and other countries around the world. More than 24 million people have participated over the last eleven years.

Some people are now starting to take the event to the next level; they are involving other people, whether those people like it or not. This year supporters of TV-Turnoff Week plan to become anti-TV guerillas for seven days.

A new device, called the TV-B-Gone, as small as an MP3 player, lets you shut off any TV within 45 feet of you. It's like a remote control, but with only one button: off. Activists plan to invade airports, pubs, restaurants, offices, or any other public place where a TV set is on. They want to shut down TV's influence on us, and stop the background noise for a few minutes.

In Amsterdam, as part of last year's event, activists passed out phony cable company flyers warning people not to use their televisions because of power surges from system repairs going on all week. Groups from Columbia, Australia, Brazil, Japan, Taiwan, Italy and Mexico participated in the event last year as well. The ultimate goal of this action is to show us avid TV watchers that we can get along without the idiot box. In the end, the organizations hope people will reduce their watching time, and engage in more physical, intellectual and social activities. That's not a bad idea. As long as I can still eat my Snickers.
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  Learning to love oneself

 Ask an American schoolchild what he or she is learning in school these days and you might even get a reply, provided you ask it in Spanish. But don't bother, here's the answer: Americans nowadays are not learning any of the things that we learned in our day, like reading and writing. Apparently these are considered fusty old subjects, invented by white males to oppress women and minorities.

What are they learning? In a Vermont college town I found the answer sitting in a toy store book rack, next to typical kids' books like 'Heather Has Two Mommies and Daddy Is Dysfunctional'. It's a teacher's guide called 'Happy To Be Me', subtitled 'Building Self Esteem'.

Self-esteem, as it turns out, is a big subject in American classrooms. Many American schools see building it as important as teaching reading and writing. They call it "whole language" teaching, borrowing terminology from the granola people to compete in the education marketplace.

No one ever spent a moment building my self-esteem when I was in school. In fact, from the day I first stepped inside a classroom my self-esteem was one big demolition site. All that mattered was "the subject," be it geography, history, or mathematics. I was praised when I remembered that "near", "fit", "friendly", "pleasing", "like" and their opposites took the dative case in Latin. I was reviled when I forgot what a cosine was good for. Generally I lived my school years beneath a torrent of castigation so consistent I eventually ceased to hear it, as people who live near the sea eventually stop hearing the waves.

Schools have changed. Reviling is out, for one thing. More important, subjects have changed. Whereas I learned English, modern kids learn something called "language skills." Whereas I learned writing, modern kids learn something called "communication". Communication, the book tells us, is seven per cent words, 23 percent facial expression, 20 percent tone of voice, and 50 percent body language. So this column, with its carefully chosen words, would earn me at most a grade of seven per cent. That is, if the school even gave out something as oppressive and demanding as grades.

The result is that, in place of English classes, American children are getting a course in How to Win Friends and Influence People. Consider the new attitude toward journal writing: I remember one high school English class when we were required to keep a journal. The idea was to emulate those great writers who confided in diaries, searching their souls and honing their critical thinking on paper.

'Happy To Be Me' states that journals are a great way for students to get in touch with their feelings. Tell students they can write one sentence or a whole page. Reassure them that no one, not even you, will read what they write. After the unit, hopefully all students will be feeling good about themselves and will want to share some of their entries with the class."

There was a time when no self-respecting book for English teachers would use "great" or "hopefully" that way. Moreover, back then the purpose of English courses  was not to help students "feel good about themselves." Which is good, because all that reviling didn't make me feel particularly good about anything.
