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第一节（满分15分）
Dear students,
With the aim of protecting the environment, we have launched an activity on the theme of “Building a green Earth starts from me”.
Ambitious as the mission seems, some simple acts do make a difference. Firstly, remember to save electricity by turning off the electric devices once you stop using them. Secondly, give away your old things such as textbooks that are still in good condition for reuse. Last but not least, you should learn to sort the garbage scientifically so that it can be dealt with more effectively.
In a word, reduce, reuse and recycle. Every bit counts and let’s join hands and take immediate action from now on.
The Student Union
第二节（满分25分）：
Wednesday, I arrived home earlier and was surprised by what I saw— Mother was crying in the corner of the couch. I approached cautiously and touched her shoulder. “Mother?” I said “What's happened?” She took a long breath and managed a weak smile. “I'm going to lose this new job. I can’t type fast enough. I guess we all have to fail sometime,” Mother said quietly. I could sense her pain and the tension of holding back the strong emotions that were interrupted by my arrival. Suddenly, something inside me turned. I reached out and put my arms around her. She broke then. Sitting beside her on the couch, I began very slowly to understand the pressures on her.
	 Mother took another job earning half, but the evening practice sessions on the old green typewriter continued. I had a very different feeling now when I passed her door at night and heard her tapping away. I knew there was something more going on in there than a woman learning to type. And I knew there was something strong growing in my heart. In time we harvested the fruits of labor. I went to college. Years after, I proudly accepted a job as a newspaper reporter, and Mother had already been a journalist with our hometown paper. Now the old green typewriter sits in my office, unrepaired. It is a reminder—not of failure, but of my mother’s courage, the courage to go ahead.
