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ZEDtriE EEQ: EREFALHER
paragraph 1-3 Character(who)

Knock-knock-knock. “Hello? ” I called timidly through I & Anita (m
my cousin Anita’ s bedroom door. No answer. There’s no y
way she forgo&vas moving in today, right? 1 thought.
“Anita? It’s me, Norah! ” I called again.

I had only met my cousin once a couple of years ago
when Anita and Aunt Sonam had flown to California to
visit. Mom had hoped Anita and I would be friends. But all PIOt(What)
Anita wanted to talk about was soccer, which was Anita

ractically a foreign language to me.Secretly, I had felt
| relieved when the visit was over. frowned.
Now, I was standing in my aunt’s tiny apartment in

New York City, and there was still no answer from Anita. I
knocked again, a little louder this time. Finally, Anita

opened the door. She apologized, saying she had been cous i n ? S b e d room.

istening to music. But instead of inviting me in, Anita
tﬁmm.aLmmemwm Was | warmly welcome?

not close to

cousin)

each other

I moved in my




Behind her, I could see a blue beanbag chair crowded next to el Emoﬂon(l) Emotion
bunk bed(_E"§#). In my old room in California, I’d had a double ( Aruta)

bed all to myself, and my original artwork had covered all the walls.

Anita’s walls, on the other hand, were covered with posters of the U.

S. women’s soccer team. |l didn’t see any free space to hang anything I moved to my not close to each
else. . o h
cousin’s. other

“C-can I come in? ” I asked, blushing. Anita nodded, but she

barely moved| I had no choice but to squeeze by her into the room. ]I Anita’s room was

put my stuff against the wall and Anita started bouncing the soccer awkward
crowded.

ball from her foot to her knee and back again. Suddenly, her foot
kicked the ball at an odd angle, and it accidentally flew toward me. ~ A pnita bounced the

“Whoops! ”” Anita called. “Think fast! cold

SocCcer.
But I was still taking in the surroundings, so the ball caught me

I started sketeching

off guard and bounced off my shoulder.|Forcing a smile, | pretended
it didn’t bother me. Unsure of what to do, I took out my while Anita was embarrassed

sketchbook(ZH4) and colored pencils and sat down. Just holding bouncing her ball.

my sketchbook made me feel more at ease I started sketching

How did we connect with each other?

aimlessly while Anita went back to bounce her ball.
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Predict the story with the question chain. (*UFHIEI;“@’{&;

' Para. 1: Suddenly, 1t dawned on me that I could draw
Anita 1n action.

Q 2: What did I
think when
drawing?

Q 1: What did
[ draw?

Q3:How did I
draw?

Q4: How did I

fia) 3|
DSFT;EM: do/ say/ feell think



Predict the story with the question chain. (*UFHI‘EIEE’&B

' Para. 2: Anita studied the drawing carefully.

Q 1: How did
she feel?

Q 2: What
did she say?

e

B3 N
DSFT;EM: do/ say/ feell think

Q3:How did I
feel

o

iE4

Q 4: How did we

mconnect with

each other?

IR JE S
EX b apis
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J e R IR R EAE

B _

> Suddenly, it dawned on me
Anita started |bouncing [the

soccer ball from her foot to

her knee and back again. {§7¥%1: What did I draw?
Suddenly, her foot kicked

the ball at an odd HFFHAMES, SETFHSHHREIURK
angle.(para.1) RS

I started sketching aimlessly I started sketching, focusing on the angles of

while Anita went back t0 per body and the way she bounced the ball.
@unce her ball. (para. 6)

that I could draw Anita in action.




J e R IR R EAE

R Para. 1: Suddenly, it dawned on me

...and my original artwork
had covered all the walls.

(para. 4) 19iE1: What did I think when drawing?
We both had hobbies which should serve as a bridge to connect us.
Anita’s walls, on the other HEAMMERE—[FE, EAXuIgEER

hand, were covered with S5EIRETEEEMNINLS,
postersl of the U. S.
women’d soccer team. I couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement,

\ because this was probably my chance to /
connect with my cousin. MBS

that I could draw Anita in action.




J e R IR R EAE

R Para. 1: Suddenly, it dawned on me

...and my original artwork
had covered all the walls.

(para. 4) 19iE1: What did I think when drawing?

We both had hobbies which should serve as a bridge to connect us.

Anita’s walls, on the Other g, o v o s 1R B M8 — A ENFEAOFEE.

hand, were covered with
posters of the U. S. Ihoped it would capture the essence of her
women’s soccer team.

\ every move. J

that I could draw Anita in action.




J e R IR R EAE

JR: Para. 1: Suddenly, it dawned on me that

...and my original artwork
had covered all the walls.

(para. 4) 1FiE2: How did I draw?

I could draw Anita in action.

I was a good
painter.

HISRiEERIER, EXERMEBIMRE.

My hand moved with a newfound confidence,

the pencil gliding across the paper steadily.
\_ WSS




¥gln)RR

JRLC

I started sketching aimlessly

while Anita wenf back to
bounce her ball.(para. 6)

alf1JR

R iE N [FR S

Para. 1: Suddenly, it dawned on me

that I could draw Anita in action.
57352 : How did I feel?

EREXMTRDNERERVBIBGEEERT

WA ZHE—HMBIFRE. | RRERER T

EIETR

The initial awkwardness I’d felt in this tiny

room vanished, replaced by a sense of

purpose. Soon I finished the drawing.

/




J e R IR R EAE

Para. 2: Anita studied the drawing icarefully.{——__

= =y

{874%3: How did she feel? REaZ(FE?

iziFiREREk, SUBEHARBHBEEECHER.

Astonished, she wrinkled her eyebrows in concentration as

she traced the lines of her own figure with her eyes.

\ RRES IS J




R :
But instead of inviting me
in, Anita frowned at my
massive suitcase. (para. 3)

J e R IR R EAE

“Whoops! ” Anita called.
“Think fast! ”(para. 5)

N

-

Para. 2: Anita studied the drawing

carefully.

13E3: How did I feel?
BRES+EERE

LERERENEZE, ERiFEEREEAR

=W,

Anita was cold.

Anxious and confused, I murmured in heart

that she might not like it.

/




J e R IR R EAE

JR 3L

But instead of inviting me

Para. 2: Anita studied the drawing

carefully.

in, Anita frowned at mv
massive sy Anita was cold,

but she was
ccwhoo S! pOllte SO dld She

“Think ffastl___change”

12iE4: What did she say?
MRanfEns? anfase s iBRk3E(L?

2Am, SKFEFNE, RREREXET.

She apologized, saying she
had been listening to music.

wara. 3)

“(RERIFEHER) 7 FeInERBIRIEEF.
However, to my surprise, Anita said it was

awesome. “You really captured how I look/

when I’m playing.”




J e R IR R EAE

JR X Para. 2: Anita studied the drawing carefully.
(L:::Slr)novmg in today, right”  gkpaye SERTL#E . How did we connect with

each other?
Mom had hoped Anita and I

would be friends.(para. 2) MEEEHBEIRAP—ZIE, Fi)ZE—EHEFENER

- \IRSHUFHAT . RRISRMRBERHE, B

Behind her, I could see a blue
’ T
beanbag chair crowded next to a [AEFBRM—EREE,

bunk bed(_ZT§#). ...I didn’t see [The tension between us ever since I stepped into this
any free space to hang anything

oom seemed to melt away. Anita said a few changes

clse. (para. 4)
& needed to be made around the room if I was movilyn.




J e R IR R EAE

JR 3 Para. 2: Anita studied the drawing carefully.
L:;/:slr)novmg injtoday, right”  gkpaye SERFL#E . How did we connect with

each other?

—K, SRERIEERK, FHRIIFER
—MHRIERIFHIR.

Mom
would [be friends.

ara. 2)

Behind her, I could see
beanbag chair crowded next to a

bunk bed(_E"FHH). ...I didn’t see
any free space to hang anything

broad smile, ed up Anita’s soccer ball

and tossed 1 rd my new roommate. This could be

the new start of a friendship.

\1 . ESRAE, EINEX -/
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-F7J<Xuddenly, it dawned on me that I could draw Anita in action. I started
sketching, focusing on the angles of her body and the way she bounced'the ball.

I couldn’t help but feel a surge of excitement, because this was probably my
chance to connect with my cousin. It was true that I didn’t enjoy playing sports,
but through this drawing I could finally understand her passion. I hoped it
would capture the essence of her every move. My hand moved with a newfound
confidence, the pencil gliding across the paper steadily. The 1nitial awkwardness
I’d felt in this tiny room vanished, replaced by a sense of purpose. Soon I
finished the drawing.

*  Anita studied the drawing carefully. Astonished, she wrinkled her eyebrows
in concentration as she traced the lines of her own figure with her eyes. Anxious
and confused, I murmured 1n heart that she might not like 1t. However, to my
surprise, Anita said it was awesome. “You really captured how I look when I’'m
playing.” Hearing this, I felt a warmth spreading through me like a ray of
sunshine. The tension between us ever since I stepped into this room seemed to
melt away. Anita said a few changes needed to be made around the room 1f I
was moving in. With a broad smile, I picked up Anita’s soccer ball and tossed it

tavxard myv noawr rantmtnate Thic A~a11ld ke the neawrs cfart af a fricendchin




SEBN

Suddenly, it dawned on me that I could draw Anita in action. Quickly turning to a
blank page, I broadly outlined the shape of my cousin bouncing the soccer ball. My
spirits rose with each new line I drew. It was true that I didn’t enjoy playing sports,
but I was really enjoying the challenge of trying to sketch my cousin 1n action!
Although 1t was my first attempt at something like this, I was pleased with the way
I’d captured the energy of Anita’s movements. As I was examining my drawing, I
didn’t notice the soccer ball was no longer bouncing. I glanced up to see Anita
curiously eyeing my drawing. Nervously, I handed the sketchbook to her.

Anita studied the drawing carefully. 1 resisted the urge to grab the sketchbook and
hide. She must think 1t was totally weird. However, Anita said 1t was awesome and
asked 1f she could have 1t. Before I could respond, she had already ripped the drawing
out of the sketchbook. Then Anita rummaged through a drawer for a tape, saying that
she wasn’t really into art, but thought the drawing should definitely be on display in
“our room”. After taping the drawing over one of her posters, Anita said a few
changes needed to be made around the room 1f I was moving in. With a broad smile, I
picked up Anita’s soccer ball and tossed it toward my new roommate. “Think fast!”



sop. RIERE 2024f@im M —1R ZRRFIHFIBE—ID .0

bedroom. For ten years,the small room was full of my toys and books. But now it was transforméd into her
baby room, decorated like a garden with pinks and yellows. My space,my old life, was gone.

“Here we are!”We arrived at the shop,a wave of colour and sweet smell Washing over me.My aunt said I
could pick some flowers for Mum and Dad.l used to love this,but today I was so overcome with
tiredness and envy.Why bother to bring them flowers when they were enjoying Rosa at home without me?

Silently I helped my aunt arrange flowers.“Your mum told me there hasn't been much shut eye recently for
any of you.""Not much,since Rosa the alarm clock was installed (Z2%%).”’I complained with a huge yawn (1§
R).

“I remember having to creep(ERFERflitEzE )around like a worn-out mouse when your mum was a baby.I
spent the first months hating her so much."“But you and Mum seem so close,"I said, guiltily hiding away my
envy of Rosa.

“Now we are.But it took me years to grow into the role of big sister.Few flowers blossom (£&5%)
overnight,you know."She pulled me in for a side hug,glancing up at the clock,and suggested I take a walk
outside.

Behind her shop was a field dotted with spring flowers.Stepping into the field,I began to pick little
flowers.It was like gathering my childhood memories.I remembered how I'd sit with Dad, making
flower chains,crowning(¥%¥)each other with the silliest titles:Queen of Junk Food and King of Mess.My
smile grew wider. The shining yellow flowers reminded me of the color in Rosa's baby room.Was she awake?1
wondered.

Para 1. Suddenly I saw two familiar figures walking towards me.

Para2: Rosa was wide awake in her baby basket beside the picnic blanket.




Suddenly | saw two famihiar higures walking towards me. SM@7—=4% /MUMN andd 4doq,
m%$521’ﬁ with a picnic blanket and the oalorm clock who [ didn't

wont o see, Posa. With embarrassment, I looked at my ount,
bur what greered me wos o poir of knowing eyes. Afrer oll of
us srrring on the blanket by the Shining yellow FHowers, my
dad broel broke +he slience tirst, called me: Rueen of Junk
Food. do you remember?” Seeing his wide smile, I okt could
feel something inside me snapped and my téors Streamed
down. With a lunp m my threat, I murmured +o express /my
envy 1o Rosa. Each one shocked.

Rosa was wide awake in her baby basket beside the picnic blanket. Ag it percetved what
happened, she [ooked into my eyes with her eyes sparkling,
even tried to hug me. My mum stretched our Ass her hand to
fake hold of me and my dad soid they felt obsolurely sorry
and they thatr wosn't they are meat meont ro. feoring this,

we hugguss-hugged tightly and I olso embroced Roso. Amanj
1he .S‘hshhfhy ﬂmrs which contamed m y childhood memores,
I knew it woas time include Rosa in my life. Barhed in the

sunshine, 1 ?hauﬁhr 7 mi‘?hf could be the flower 6/0.5‘5‘:#!:#‘!?
mn the sunlight.




HFEFEIME

W Gilar259)
Suddenly I saw two familiar figures walking towards me. Jt was Dol wafk;'ng

aheoad , with a baby basket in his crook of arms. Following
up was Mom, carrying a picnic blanket.At the sight of me,
Mom waved at me and signaled me to jo/n the pichic.
Giving o back glonce at the yellow flower. 1 dragged myself
towarcds them reluctantly. 1T only Rosa were not here. M om
extenced o hono Lo me anc then took holo of my harnd.
She seemingly read my mind and perceived my unhappiness.
"Horey , sorry for our little focus on you. Hearing these words.
1 felt relievecl . Then my eyes fell on Rosor.

Rosa was wide awake in her baby basket beside the picnic blanket. Loy b;‘g br;‘gh; E'yPS
glued on me, she stretonec her arms as if asking me to
hug her. 1 squated dpwn , scooped the adorable girl up and
embraced her to my chest. Feeling her temperarure, I sensed
a stronger bond with her. Al of a sudden.the shining yeliow
flower flashed my mind . Consequently. 1 carried Rosa to choose
a flower to decorpte her room. Putting hér on the Jreld . 1 also
made 0 flower chain for her , crowning her with the title :
Princess of Love. The flowers arpuc her blossomed sp gorgeous
thot 1 supposed being a big s/ister was rot Eed boral.




Suddenly | saw two familiar figures walking towards me. It was my parents, hand
in hand, strolling through the spring sunshine. A wave of love and tenderness
washed over me as they approached, and | knew that no matter what changes were
taking place in our lives, the love between us would never change.They brought
food and Rosa, suggesting that we had picnic here. We enjoyed our food and the time
while Rosa soon fell asleep. When my parents and aunt returned to the shop, | was
left to care for Rosa. With the flowers chain in my hand , | approached the basket.

Rosa was wide awake in her baby basket beside the picnic blanket.She was
reaching out to me with her little hand, her face lit up with a bright smile. | bent down
to pick her up, feeling the warmth of her body and the love in her heart. She was my
little sister, and | loved her so much.As we strolled back to the shop with my parents,
my aunt and Rosa in tow, | realized that there was no need for jealousy or envy. | had
my own role to play as a big sister, and | would always be there for my little sister,
just like my aunt had been there for me. It was a role | would embrace with love and
joy, knowing that it would bring me closer to my family and create more precious

memories for me to cherish.



