
課題文 A 

Poison 

Roald Dahl 

     He was lying on the bed and I could see he was awake. But he didn't move. He didn't even turn 

his head towards me, but I heard him say, ‘Timber, Timber, come here.' 

     He spoke slowly, whispering each word carefully, separately, and I pushed the door right open 

and started to go quickly across the room. 

     'Stop. Wait a moment, Timber.' I could hardly hear what he was saying. He seemed to be 

straining enormously to get the words out. 

     'What's the matter, Harry?' 

     'Sshhh!' he whispered. 'Sshhh! For God's sake don't make a noise. Take your shoes off before you 

come nearer. Please do as I say, Timber.' 

     The way he was speaking reminded me of George Barling after he got shot in the stomach when 

he stood leaning against a crate containing a spare aeroplane engine, holding both hands on his 

stomach and saying things about the German pilot in just the same hoarse straining half whisper 

Harry was using now. 

     'Quickly, Timber, but take your shoes off first.' 

     I couldn't understand about taking off the shoes but I figured that if he was as ill as he sounded I'd 

better humour him, so I bent down and removed the shoes and left them in the middle of the floor. 

Then I went over to his bed. 

     'Don't touch the bed! For God's sake don't touch the bed!' He was still speaking like he'd been 

shot in the stomach and I could see him lying there on his back with a single sheet covering three-

quarters of his body. He was wearing a pair of pyjamas with blue, brown, and white stripes, and he 

was sweating terribly. It was a hot night and I was sweating a little myself, but not like Harry. His 

whole face was wet and the pillow around his head was sodden with moisture. It looked like a bad 

go of malaria to me. 

     'What is it, Harry?' 

     'A krait,' he said. 
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課題文 B 

2024 Commencement Address 

Roger Federer 

   "Effortless."  People would say my play was effortless.  Most of the time, they meant it as a 

compliment.  But it used to frustrate me when they would say, "He barely broke a sweat!"  Or "Is he 

even trying?"  The truth is, I had to work very hard to make it look easy.  I spent years whining 

swearing throwing my racket before I learned to keep my cool. 

   The wake-up call came early in my career, when an opponent at the Italian Open publicly 

questioned my mental discipline.  He said, "Roger will be the favorite for the first two hours, and 

then I'll be the favorite after that."   

   I was puzzled at first.  But eventually, I realized what he was trying to say.  Everybody can play 

well the first two hours.  You're fit, you're fast, you're clear and after two hours, your legs get 

wobbly, your mind starts wandering, and your discipline starts to fade. 

   It made me understand.  I have so much work ahead of me, and I'm ready to go on this journey 

now. I get it. 

   My parents, my coaches, my fitness coach, everyone had really been calling me out-and now even 

my rivals were doing it.  Players!  Thank you!  I'm eternally grateful for what you did. 

So I started training harder.  A lot harder. 

   But then I realized: winning effortlessly is the ultimate achievement.  I got that reputation because 

my warm-ups at the tournaments were so casual that people didn't think I had been training hard.  

But I had been working hard before the tournament, when nobody was watching. 

   Maybe you've seen a version of this at Dartmouth.  How many times did you feel like your 

classmates were racking up "A" after "A" without even trying while you were pulling all-nighters 

loading up on caffeine crying softly in a corner of Sanborn Library? 

   Hopefully, like me, you learned that "effortless" is a myth.  I didn't get where I got on pure talent 

alone.  I got there by trying to outwork my opponents.  I believed in myself.  But BELIEF in 

yourself has to be earned. 
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課題文 C 

Charlie Chaplin - The Great Dictator (1940) 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=J7GY1Xg6X20 

 

I'm sorry, but I don't want to be an emperor. That's not my business. I don't want to rule or conquer 

anyone. I should like to help everyone - if possible - Jew, Gentile - black man - white. We all want to 

help one another. Human beings are like that. We want to live by each other's happiness - not by 

each other's misery. We don't want to hate and despise one another. In this world there is room for 

everyone. And the good earth is rich and can provide for everyone. The way of life can be free and 

beautiful, but we have lost the way. 

 

Greed has poisoned men's souls, has barricaded the world with hate, has goose-stepped us into 

misery and bloodshed. We have developed speed, but we have shut ourselves in. Machinery that 

gives abundance has left us in want. Our knowledge has made us cynical. Our cleverness, hard and 

unkind. We think too much and feel too little. More than machinery we need humanity. More than 

cleverness we need kindness and gentleness. Without these qualities, life will be violent and all will 

be lost… 

 

The aeroplane and the radio have brought us closer together. The very nature of these inventions 

cries out for the goodness in men - cries out for universal brotherhood - for the unity of us all. Even 

now my voice is reaching millions throughout the world - millions of despairing men, women, and 

little children - victims of a system that makes men torture and imprison innocent people. 

 

To those who can hear me, I say - do not despair. The misery that is now upon us is but the passing 

of greed - the bitterness of men who fear the way of human progress. The hate of men will pass, and 

dictators die, and the power they took from the people will return to the people. And so long as men 

die, liberty will never perish... 
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