
課題文 A 

‘We will meet again’ - The Queen's Coronavirus broadcast | BBC 

 

https://www.englishclub.com/efl/jo/discussion/the-queens-coronavirus-broadcast-we-will-meet-

again/ 

 

I’m speaking to you at what I know is an increasingly challenging time, a time of disruption in 

the life of our country, a disruption that has brought grief to some, financial difficulties to many, 

and enormous changes to the daily lives of us all. I want to thank everyone on the NHS frontline, 

as well as care workers and those carrying out essential roles who selflessly continue their day-

to-day duties outside the home in support of us all. I’m sure the nation will join me in assuring 

you that what you do is appreciated, and every hour of your hard work brings us closer to a return 

to more normal times. I also want to thank those of you who are staying at home, thereby helping 

to protect the vulnerable, and sparing many families the pain already felt by those who have lost 

loved ones. 

 

Together we are tackling this disease, and I want to reassure you that if we remain united and 

resolute, then we will overcome it. I hope in the years to come everyone will be able to take pride 

in how they responded to this challenge, and those who come after us will say the Britons of this 

generation were as strong as any, that the attributes of self-discipline, of quiet, good-humoured 

resolve, and of fellow feeling still characterise this country. The pride in who we are is not a part 

of our past, it defines our present and our future. 

 

The moments when the United Kingdom has come together to applaud its care and essential 

workers will be remembered as an expression of our national spirit, and its symbol will be the 

rainbows drawn by children. Across the Commonwealth and around the world, we have seen 

heartwarming stories of people coming together to help others, be it through delivering food 

parcels and medicines, checking on neighbours, or converting businesses to help the relief effort. 

And though self-isolating may at times be hard, many people of all faiths and of none are 

discovering that it presents an opportunity to slow down, pause and reflect in prayer or meditation. 

 

It reminds me of the very first broadcast I made in 1940, helped by my sister. We as children 

spoke from here at Windsor to children who had been evacuated from their homes and sent away 

for their own safety. Today, once again, many will feel a painful sense of separation from their 

loved ones, but now as then, we know deep down that it is the right thing to do. While we have 



faced challenges before, this one is different. This time we join with all nations across the globe 

in a common endeavour. Using the great advances of science and our instinctive compassion to 

heal, we will succeed, and that success will belong to every one of us. We should take comfort 

that while we may have more still to endure, better days will return. We will be with our friends 

again. We will be with our families again. We will meet again. But for now, I send my thanks and 

warmest good wishes to you all. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



課題文B 

Write Your Own Life 

Suppose someone gave you a pen ―a sealed, solid-colored pen. 

You couldn’t see how much ink it had.  It might run dry after the first few tentative words or 

last just long enough to create a masterpiece (or several) that would last forever and make a 

difference in the scheme of things.  You don’t know before you begin. 

Under the rules of the game, you really never know.  You have to take a chance! 

Actually, no rule of the game states you must do anything.  Instead of picking up and using the 

pen, you could leave it on a shelf or in a drawer where it will dry up, unused. 

But if you do decide to use it, what would you do with it?  How would you play the game? 

Would you plan and plan before you ever wrote a word?  Would your plans be so extensive 

that you never even got to the writing? 

Or would you take the pen in hand, plunge right in and just do it, struggling to keep up with the 

twists and turns of the torrents of words that take you where they take you? 

Would you write cautiously and carefully, as if the pen might run dry the next moment, or 

would you pretend or believe (or pretend to believe) that the pen will write forever and proceed 

accordingly? 

And of what would you write; Of love?  Hate?  Fun?  Misery?  Life?  Death?  Nothing?  

Everything? 

Would you write to please just yourself?  Or others?  Or yourself by writing for others? 

Would your strokes be tremblingly timid or brilliantly bold?  Fancy with a flourish or plain? 

Would you even write? Once you have the pen, no rule says you have to write.  Would you 

sketch?  Scribble?  Doodle or draw? 

Would you stay in or on the lines, or see no lines at all, even if they were there?  Or are they? 

There’s a lot to think about here, isn’t there? 

Now, suppose someone gave you a life …David A. Berman 

（332 words） 

出典：A 6th Bowl of Chicken Soup for the Soul(pp. 343-345) 

 

 

 

 



課題文 C 

The Old Man and the Sea 

 

He hit it without hope but with resolution and complete malignancy.  

 

The shark swung over and the old man saw his eye was not alive and then he swung over once 

again, wrapping himself in two loops of the rope. The old man knew that he was dead but the 

shark would not accept it. Then, on his back, with his tail lashing and his jaws clicking, the shark 

plowed over the water as a speedboat does. The water was white where his tail beat it and three-

quarters of his body was clear above the water when the rope came taut, shivered, and then 

snapped. The shark lay quietly for a little while on the surface and the old man watched him. Then 

he went down very slowly.  

 

“He took about forty pounds,” the old man said aloud. He took my harpoon too and all the rope, 

he thought, and now my fish bleeds again and there will be others. He did not like to look at the 

fish anymore since he had been mutilated. When the fish had been hit it was as though he himself 

were hit. But I killed the shark that hit my fish, he thought. And he was the biggest dentuso that I 

have ever seen. And God knows that I have seen big ones. It was too good to last, he thought. I 

wish it had been a dream now and that I had never hooked the fish and was alone in bed on the 

newspapers.  

 

“But man is not made for defeat,” he said. “A man can be destroyed but not defeated.” I am sorry 

that I killed the fish though, he thought. Now the bad time is coming and I do not even have the 

harpoon. The dentuso is cruel and able and strong and intelligent. But I was more intelligent than 

he was. Perhaps not, he thought. Perhaps I was only better armed.  

 

“Don’t think, old man,” he said aloud. “Sail on this course and take it when it comes.” 

 

 

http://arvindguptatoys.com/arvindgupta/oldmansea.pdf 

 

 

 

 


