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1. APlace I Like in My Hometown

2. How | Help at Home
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1

2

3. My Experience of Failure

4. How Social Media Affect My Interpersonal Relationships
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The Giving Tree

By Shel Silverstein

Once upon a time, there was a tree. She loved a little boy with all her heart.
Every day, the boy would come. He would climb up her tall trunk, swing from her
branches, and eat her sweet red apples. The boy laughed and played, and the tree

swayed with delight. The boy was happy, and the tree was happy too.

As the boy grew older, he no longer wanted to play; he wanted more. He asked
the tree for money. However, the tree had no money. She said, “Take my apples, sell
them, and be happy.” And so the boy did. He gathered her red apples, every single

one, and the tree gradually became paler, yet she still smiled, for the boy was happy.

Years passed, the boy returned, no longer small. He said, “I want a house to
keep me warm. Give me a house.” So this time, he wanted a grand house. The tree
said, “Cut off my branches, build a house, and be happy.” And so he cut away her
arms that once held him close. Now the tree stood thin and bare, but she still

whispered, “I am happy... for you.”

More years passed, the boy’s mind was nearly swallowed by greed. He came
again, saying, “ I want a boat to visit to many places.” Then, the tree said in a tender
tone, “Cut down my trunk, make a boat, and sail away. Follow your dream.” And so

he did. Now the tree had only a broken stump. The tree was happy... but not really.



Finally, many years later, the boy came back again. Now, he was old and tired.
“I have nothing left to give you, my sweet boy,” said the tree sadly, “No apples, no

branches, no trunk...” The boy smiled, “This time, | only need a quiet place to rest.”

The tree lifted her tired voice, “Sit down, my boy. Sit and rest. I’'m here with
you.” Although the tree didn’t give him money, a house, or a boat, she gave him a big

hug, a big warm hug. And the boy was happy. The tree was happy, too.



The Ugly Duckling

By Hans Christian Andersen

It was a warm summer morning, and the ducks were walking happily by the
river. The water shone in the sunlight, and dragonflies flew above the reeds. In the tall
green grass, a mother duck sat carefully on her eggs. She kept them warm under her

soft feathers, waiting day after day.

At last, the eggs began to crack. Out came small, yellow, fluffy ducklings, their
eyes wide with wonder. “Quack, quack,” said the mother proudly. “Come with me,

my little children.” The ducklings followed her to the river happily.

But one egg was much bigger than the others. It did not open right away. The
mother duck waited patiently. Finally, with a loud crack, out came a big, gray bird.
He looked different—nhis neck was longer, his feathers were darker, and his steps
were heavier. The other ducklings whispered, “What an ugly duckling!” They
laughed and pecked at him. Even his mother gave a small sigh. The ugly duckling felt

very sad. He ran away and hid among the tall grass.

Summer passed, and autumn came. The trees turned red, and the air grew cool.
The ugly duckling walked alone, watching the leaves fall. When winter arrived, the
world turned white with snow. The lake froze hard, and the poor duckling had no one

to care for him. He shivered from the cold, wishing for warmth and friends.

At last, spring came back. The sun melted the ice, flowers grew again, and birds
sang in the trees. The duckling felt stronger now. He opened his wings, and they were

wide and strong. With one big leap, he flew into the blue sky and landed on a bright,
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clear pond.

There was a group of beautiful swans, swimming on the water. They moved
softly and looked like floating clouds. The duckling looked into the water and gasped.
He saw not a gray, ugly bird, but a shining, white swan. The swans swam to him and
welcomed him kindly. At last, he was happy. The ugly duckling was ugly no

more—nhe had grown into a beautiful swan.
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The Frogs Desiring a King

By Aesop

The Frogs were living as happily as could be in a marshy swamp that just suited
them. Every day, they went splashing about carelessly, with nobody troubling them.
However, some of them thought that this was not right or enough and that they should
have a king and a proper constitution. Therefore, they determined to send up a

petition to Jove to give them what they wanted, a King.

“Mighty Jove,” they cried, “send us a king that will rule over us and keep us in
order!” Jove laughed at their croaking and threw a huge Log down into the swamp,
which caused a big splash. The Frogs were frightened by the commotion made
between them, and then all rushed to the bank to look at the scary monster. Everyone

held their breath, and nobody dared to move.

But after a while, when they saw that it did not move, two of the boldest Frogs
approached the Log and dared to touch it. Still, it did not move. Then the bravest of
them jumped upon the Log, and soon others followed, dancing up and down on it.

Eventually, all the Frogs did the same. The log was still lying there.

After that, the Frogs went about their business every day without taking the
slightest notice of their new King Log. The Log just lay there beside the swamp,
silent and unmoving. At first, the Frogs were curious and gathered around,
whispering, “Is he going to speak? Will he give us orders?” But as days passed,

nothing happened.

"9

Still, in their hearts, “This is not what we truly wanted!” they croaked with
frustration. “A king should be powerful, someone who rules and guides us!” So they

sent another petition to Jove.
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“Dear Jove, we want a real king! One that will rule over us!” the Frogs cried

sincerely. This time, Jove grew angry and impatient. “Ungrateful creatures!” he

thundered. Suddenly, he sent them a big Stork.

“I hope you love this REAL KING,” said Jove sternly.

Then, there was a loud splash—SPLASH!—as the Stork’s long legs touched the
water. Before the Frogs could hide, its sharp beak darted down. SNAP! One Frog

disappeared. Screams and frantic splashes filled the swamp.
Now, it was too late for repentance. The Stork gobbled them one after another.

And so i1t seemed that “Better no rule than cruel rule.”
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The Selfish Giant
by Oscar Wilde

Many years ago, there was a Giant who owned a magnificent garden, full of
colorful flowers, towering trees, and beautiful birds that sang sweet songs every
morning. He loved his garden, but he was very selfish and never wanted to share it
with anyone. One day, he decided to build a tall, stone wall around the garden and put

up a sign at the gate that read: “No one may enter!”

Without children to play in it, the garden grew quiet and cold. Spring never
came, the birds stopped singing, and the flowers refused to bloom. The Giant
wandered through the lonely garden every day, sitting under the trees and staring at
the empty swings. Slowly, he began to understand that all the beauty and treasures in

the world could not make him happy if he had no one to share them with.

The seasons passed, but the garden stayed the same. Even when the world
outside was full of sunshine, the Giant’s garden remained gray. Sometimes he
climbed the wall and looked at the fields beyond. He saw children playing with
laughter and joy. He wished he could join them, but his pride and selfishness kept

him locked inside his own lonely walls.

One morning, he heard faint laughter near the wall. Out of curiosity, he peeked
over and saw children playing in the far corner of his garden. Something stirred deep
inside him. For the first time, he felt the warmth and joy of company and friendship.

Carefully, he walked to the gate and opened them wide, inviting the children in.

The children rushed in, laughing and running among the trees. Suddenly, the
garden came alive: the sun shone brightly, flowers blossomed in every corner, and the

birds filled the air with their cheerful songs once again. The Giant joined the children,
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helping them climb trees, swing from branches, and play in the ponds.

Day after day, the children came back, and the Giant welcomed them gladly. He
learned their names, listened to their stories, and even built little benches so they
could sit and rest. The children no longer feared him. The Giant’s heart grew softer,

and he realized that giving joy to others was the greatest joy of all.

From that day forward, the Giant never closed his garden again. He learned an
Important lesson: true happiness does not come from wealth or possessions, but from

generosity, kindness, and the shared joy of being with others.
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