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1. Her heart soared.
2. The school carnival was buzzing with noise and music.
3. A small knot of disappointment tightened in her stomach.
4. Zahara's cheeks flamed, and the world seemed to shrink to the sound of that cruel version of
her name.

BAYEX

The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called Zahara!" Mom was
surprised and asked what was wrong. Frustrated, Zahara recounted the whole story. Hearing it
out, mom explained, softly, "Sweetie! Your name means a shining flower! It was the name of a
brave Queen in your father's hometown!"_Stunned, Zahara fell in deep thought. Soon a new
determination sparked within her. "I'm going to let everyone know Zahara is a beautiful name!"
she declared. Then she thought of the plate._An idea struck her. She spent the evening carefully
crafting one, on which each letter of her name was in the form of a flower.

Her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning. As she arrived,
the unique, glittering plate immediately caught her classmates' attention. Her best friends, Lily
and Chloe,_exclaimed, "That's amazing! It's even better than the bought ones!" Zac, who didn't
see the plate at first, came over and shouted, "Hey, Za-HAIR-uh!" "It's Zahara!" Meeting his
gaze squarely/proudly and confidently, she pointed to the plate. "See? It means 'flower that
shines." Before he could reply, she hopped on Comet and rode away, leaving the mean jokes far




behind. As she pedaled, she felt a deep sense of pride, knowing that her name was a blessing,
not a burden.

Version?2 :

The moment she got home , Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called Zaharal!" Her
mother appeared at the doorway, a questioning look in her eyes. As Zahara stumbled through
her explanation, her heart sank, tears welling up again. Just then, her mother gently smoothed
her hair. "Maybe your name is as rare as a comet," she said softly. "So why not make it your
own?" Her words settled something inside Zahara and, at the same time, sparked a new idea.
Almost at once, she grabbed a blank plate and a handful of colored pens. For the next few hours,
she lost herself completely-writing, painting, adding tiny details. Time slipped by unnoticed, and
her frustration quietly gave way to a growing thrill. By the end, a one-of-a-kind nameplate lay
before her.

Her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning. It swayed
slightly as she rode, with bold golden letters spelling "ZAHARA," edged with small, gleaming
comets. The colors were vivid, the design delicate, impossible to ignore. As she wove through
the morning crowd, heads turned one after another. A quiet confidence began to bloom inside
her. "It's amazing!" Lily and Chloe's eyes lit up as they crowded around her. "I made it myself."
Zahara said, her face breaking into a bright smile. After school, Zac approached her, his cheeks
flushed, and mumbled an apology for his sneering the day before. She forgave him, of course,
because she understood now that every name like "Zahara" is as precious as a comet, meant to
shine brightly, without fear.

5 ¥ F The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called
Zahara!"' Tears streamed down her face as she threw herself onto the sofa. Surprised, her
mother asked what had happened. After listening to Zahara recall the story in a choked voice,
Mom knelt beside her and gently stroked her hair. "Sweetie, the name we gave you was chosen
with great love, because your birth is the best gift we could ever receive." Zahara sniftled,
astonished to learn the beautiful blessing behind her name. Then an idea struck her: she would
give her name the recognition it deserved. That evening witnessed Zahara carefully crafting her
own name plate, where each letter of her name twinkled like a star.

With _her_handmade plate attached to her bike, Zahara left for school early the next
morning. As she arrived, the glistening name plate soon caught her classmates' attention.
Hearing the praise and admiration from others, Zahara felt a sense of pride rising within her. She
rode her bike, Comet, straight to Zac and said, "I'm glad you noticed my name plate! My name
isn't something for you to make fun of. It carries my family's love for me." After saying this, she
rode away gracefully on Comet, leaving Zac frozen in place. Bathed in warm sunlight and
feeling the breeze against her face, Zahara smiled like sunlit petals, her glistening name shining
on Comet.

ZE K B The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm_done with being called
Zahara!" Bursting into tears, she threw herself onto the sofa. Her mother hurried over, wrapped
her in her arms, and gently asked what had happened. Zahara retold the heartbreaking story —
the missing name plate, Zac's cruel joke, and others' laughter. Hearing her words, her mother
wiped away Zahara's tears and said firmly, "Zahara isn't a nonexistent name. Instead, it is
beautiful and unique." Zahara nodded, the knot in her stomach loosening. Then an idea sprang
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into her mind: "I'm going to make my own plate, which is as unique as my name!" That night,
she made a sparkling plate with her name "ZAHARA.."

With _her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning. As she
rode Comet through the school gate, she heard a familiar snicker, "Za-HAIR-uh!" It was Zac.
However, this time she didn't flee but eased her bike toward him, looked into his eyes, and
confidently corrected, "It's Zahara," pointing at her shiny license plate. Zac's teasing smile froze
and he stumbled over an apology in embarrassment. At that moment, her friend and some other
kids_gathered around Zahara, admiring her delicately crafted plate. "It's even better than the
store's!" some exclaimed, while others_bent down and spelled out the name on it. The morning
sun_cast its golden light onto her name plate, as if emphasizing that it was_nothing to be
ashamed of, but a unique gift to be proud of.

ik {E5%4 With her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in_the morning.
A gentle breeze kissed her cheeks as she rode Comet with newfound confidence, the golden
letters shining brightly in the sun. At the carnival, Zac and his friends were still there. This time,
Zahara did not run away. Instead,she held her head high, her eyes full of light. Seeing the
beautiful plate, the boys stopped laughing and looked amazed. In that moment, Zahara realized
that her name was like a crown—just as unique and wonderful as her beloved Comet.

The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called Zahara!" After
learning about what had happened,her mother gently wiped away her tears and held her close.
Instead of getting angry, her mother handed her some cardboard and colorful markers, saying
softly, "Your name is special and beautiful. Let's make it shine." Feeling loved and supported,
Zahara turned her sadness into creativity. With care, she painted each letter in bright gold. She
turned her unique name into a shining badge of pride—something no one could ever take away.

FARTT

The moment she got home, Zahara said, "I'm done with being called Zahara!" She threw
herself onto the sofa, tears rolling down her cheeks. Her mother heard the complaint and came
to her, gently patting her back. "What's wrong?" Mom sat beside her. Zahara stammered,
speaking haltingly, "Zac... he laughed at me and said my name wasn't real." "But Zahara, your
name is not just any name. It is so special—it comes from our own language and is full of love."
"Really?" "Of course," Mom smiled. "Cheer up! Why don't you make your own license plate to
let everyone notice your beautiful name?" Zahara nodded, a new idea sparking in her mind. She
ran to her room and carefully made the letters "Z-A-H-A-R-A."

The next morning, with her handmade plate on her bike, Zahara left for school early. The
plate was made of bright yellow paper, with each letter outlined in red. As she rode to school,
she felt a little nervous but also proud. When she arrived, Lily and Chloe ran over. They praised
the unique plate and were eager to make one like Zahara's. Just then, Zac walked by. He looked
at the yellow plate, his face turning red. "I'm sorry," he said. "It is a really good name!" Zahara
nodded with pride. "It is a symbol of my family's love for me, and it is as good as any name—
including Zac's, I think."
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Para 1 GF3K) A&+ E MRAZ/5INERE
#1: I'm glad to share my favorite way of reading with you.
Para2 (FEfk: FN+HEH)
B7750: My favorite way is reading e-books on my phone.
1 (f#$E) : Icanread anytime, anywhere-on the bus or before sleep.
2 (L5478 : It saves money, and I can adjust the font and brightness.
wh—4) (Alig, fAIHow) -
Sometimes I also listen to audio books while doing housework.
Para 3 (ZR+EERIR)
W AIX%FJ7: What's your preferred way to read?
AR5 /455115 Looking forward to your reply.+ Best wishes, Li Hua
R FIaERER R 58 RIME”
B B Dear Chris,How's everything going?
T ) A X 5 B R IA 4> R . What about you? I'd love to hear your favorite way.
15 A H -
1k Chris/2& 32 3 VR0 X A 5] 352 77 2 FCSE 8 52 FIARARARG: ,  [R] IRyt A% 38 [ B A PR
{5 FH 1% J843A] 1 really enjoy.. It makes reading so much easier. I'm amazed by how convenient it is.
3 /N B 2] 15T often listen to audio books while jogging-it's like having a storyteller with me.

=\ B SR

H7 15  e-book/ digital book 4551 Thpaper book/ printed book

F ML 13 reading on a smartphone Wr45 audiobook

%] 15 4% e-reader(e. g., Kindle) {44 convenience/ portability

PHR eye-friendly / protect one's eyes W F-4kadjust font size/ type

PSEREE adjust brightness R [a] A 2inight mode

4 £k cost-effective / save money 4. 3% Tt Y free resources/ public domain books
fit%£1c  take notes/ highlight U1 page-turning experience / tactile feel
=27 smell of ink and paper KR A 1 collection value

4



TEGER ] distracting HEL B 9% 55 eye strain
ZATS A multitask PR AR immersive reading experience
= SR PRRILT AL

#2151 %7 J7improve concentration/ build focus it T-#ishut out distractions

B HbfR B {5 Bretain information better H4 hnA]71- FEincrease vocabulary
b NJBFA P #fra relaxing, calming activity B L0 7) Fthe whisper of a turning page

—ANA] PAE R K3 U7 a place to slow down JRCE [ % B a feast of the senses
P AEF 1) E S the weight of a book in one's hands

JH B8 FN 4R 5K )< M the scent of ink and paper

I & AVINEdiy S

5 v [ HB 58] 2 read anytime, anywhere

T8 B[] A% ¢ [52] 132 B[] turn pockets of time into reading moments

TE e AT 45 2 18] B ] #switch seamlessly from reading to listening
— A4 WA IE B JF Fthe book never really leaves me
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XA EHARHESR ALY a rare gift in our distracted age

ATAR] 2 Y61 bR S #8 Jo 2 E 1] no glowing screen can ever replicate
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Dear Chris,

Knowing you’d like to know my favorite way of reading, I’'m writing to share it with you.

I prefer mobile reading and listening to audio books in my spare time. It is extremely
convenient for me to read anytime and anywhere. Besides, various reading resources are
available online, which helps broaden my horizons greatly. What’s more, listening to books lets
me make full use of my fragmented time and relax myself easily.

What about your reading habit? Looking forward to your reply.

Yours,
Li Hua
B

How is everything going? You recently asked about my preferred reading method given the
rising popularity of digital reading.

Personally, I am still strongly attached to traditional paper books. Primarily, holding a
physical book and flipping through its pages offers an immersive and tactile experience that
screens cannot replicate. Furthermore, unlike mobile phones which constantly interrupt us with
notifications, printed books provide a distraction-free environment. This perfectly enables me to
concentrate fully and engage in deep thinking.

What about your preference? I'd love to hear your thoughts.

EX=

Glad to receive your letter! When it comes to my favorite way of reading, I personally
prefer reading on my mobile phone.

The biggest advantage lies in its great convenience. I can enjoy reading anytime and
anywhere, whether I'm on the bus, having a break between classes, or relaxing in
bed. Besides, it allows me to make full use of my fragmented spare time. There is no need
to carry heavy physical books around, because I can keep thousands of electronic books right in
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my pocket all the time. What’s more, numerous reading apps provide a large number of free
book chapters, which makes online reading really cost-effective.

I’m curious about your reading habits as well. Could you share your favorite reading
method with me?
byl

Great to hear from you! When it comes to reading, my favorite way is listening to
audiobooks.

The biggest advantage is that it relieves strain on my eyes. After staring at screens for long
hours at school, listening to audiobooks is really a wonderful relaxation for my tired
eyes. Besides, I can enjoy audiobooks while walking outdoors, doing housework at home, or
simply lying in bed to rest. It lets me fully free up my hands and make good use of my
fragmented time. What’s more, professional narrators can perfectly interpret the stories with
their vivid voices, bringing every plot and character to life in a way that silent reading
sometimes cannot match.

What about you? I’m really curious about your reading habits, and I’d love to share more
ideas with you!

Yours,
Li Hua
BREE
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3. Her heart soared.

4. The school carnival was buzzing with noise and music.

3. A small knot of disappointment tightened in her stomach.

4. Zahara's cheeks flamed, and the world seemed to shrink to the sound of that cruel version of

her name.
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BAVEX

The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called Zahara!" Mom was
surprised and asked what was wrong. Frustrated, Zahara recounted the whole story. Hearing it
out, mom explained, softly, "Sweetie! Your name means a shining flower! It was the name of a
brave Queen in your father's hometown!"_Stunned, Zahara fell in deep thought. Soon a new
determination sparked within her. "I'm going to let everyone know Zahara is a beautiful name!"
she declared. Then she thought of the plate. An idea struck her. She spent the evening carefully
crafting one, on which each letter of her name was in the form of a flower.

Her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning. As she arrived,
the unique, glittering plate immediately caught her classmates' attention. Her best friends, Lily
and Chloe,_exclaimed, "That's amazing! It's even better than the bought ones!" Zac, who didn't
see the plate at first, came over and shouted, "Hey, Za-HAIR-uh!" "It's Zahara!" Meeting his
gaze squarely/proudly and confidently, she pointed to the plate. "See? It means 'flower that
shines." Before he could reply, she hopped on Comet and rode away, leaving the mean jokes far
behind. As she pedaled, she felt a deep sense of pride, knowing that her name was a blessing,
not a burden.

Version?2 :

The moment she got home , Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called Zaharal!" Her
mother appeared at the doorway, a questioning look in her eyes. As Zahara stumbled through
her explanation, her heart sank, tears welling up again. Just then, her mother gently smoothed
her hair. "Maybe your name is as rare as a comet," she said softly. "So why not make it your
own?" Her words settled something inside Zahara and, at the same time, sparked a new idea.
Almost at once, she grabbed a blank plate and a handful of colored pens. For the next few hours,
she lost herself completely-writing, painting, adding tiny details. Time slipped by unnoticed, and
her frustration quietly gave way to a growing thrill. By the end, a one-of-a-kind nameplate lay
before her.

Her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning. 1t swayed
slightly as she rode, with bold golden letters spelling "ZAHARA," edged with small, gleaming
comets. The colors were vivid, the design delicate, impossible to ignore. As she wove through
the morning crowd, heads turned one after another. A quiet confidence began to bloom inside
her. "It's amazing!" Lily and Chloe's eyes lit up as they crowded around her. "I made it myself,"
Zahara said, her face breaking into a bright smile. After school, Zac approached her, his cheeks
flushed, and mumbled an apology for his sneering the day before. She forgave him, of course,
because she understood now that every name like "Zahara" is as precious as a comet, meant to
shine brightly, without fear.

L ¥ F The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm_done with being called
Zahara!"' Tears streamed down her face as she threw herself onto the sofa. Surprised, her
mother asked what had happened. After listening to Zahara recall the story in a choked voice,
Mom knelt beside her and gently stroked her hair. "Sweetie, the name we gave you was chosen
with great love, because your birth is the best gift we could ever receive." Zahara sniftled,
astonished to learn the beautiful blessing behind her name. Then an idea struck her: she would
give her name the recognition it deserved. That evening witnessed Zahara carefully crafting her
own name plate, where each letter of her name twinkled like a star.
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With her handmade plate attached to her bike, Zahara left for school early the next
morning. As she arrived, the glistening name plate soon caught her classmates' attention.
Hearing the praise and admiration from others, Zahara felt a sense of pride rising within her. She
rode her bike, Comet, straight to Zac and said, "I'm glad you noticed my name plate! My name
isn't something for you to make fun of. It carries my family's love for me." After saying this, she
rode away gracefully on Comet, leaving Zac frozen in place. Bathed in warm sunlight and
feeling the breeze against her face, Zahara smiled like sunlit petals, her glistening name shining
on Comet.

Z= R ¥ The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called
Zahara!" Bursting into tears, she threw herself onto the sofa. Her mother hurried over, wrapped
her in her arms, and gently asked what had happened. Zahara retold the heartbreaking story —
the missing name plate, Zac's cruel joke, and others' laughter. Hearing her words, her mother
wiped away Zahara's tears and said firmly, "Zahara isn't a nonexistent name. Instead, it is
beautiful and unique." Zahara nodded, the knot in her stomach loosening. Then an idea sprang
into her mind: "I'm going to make my own plate, which is as unique as my name!" That night,
she made a sparkling plate with her name "ZAHARA."

With her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning. As she
rode Comet through the school gate, she heard a familiar snicker, "Za-HAIR-uh!" It was Zac.
However, this time she didn't flee but eased her bike toward him, looked into his eyes, and
confidently corrected, "It's Zahara," pointing at her shiny license plate. Zac's teasing smile froze
and he stumbled over an apology in embarrassment. At that moment, her friend and some other
kids_gathered around Zahara, admiring her delicately crafted plate. "It's even better than the
store's!" some exclaimed, while others_bent down and spelled out the name on it. The morning
sun_cast its golden light onto her name plate, as if emphasizing that it was_nothing to be
ashamed of, but a unique gift to be proud of.

SRIB 4, With her handmade plate on the bike, Zahara left for school early in the morning.
A gentle breeze kissed her cheeks as she rode Comet with newfound confidence, the golden
letters shining brightly in the sun. At the carnival, Zac and his friends were still there. This time,
Zahara did not run away. Instead,she held her head high, her eyes full of light. Seeing the
beautiful plate, the boys stopped laughing and looked amazed. In that moment, Zahara realized
that her name was like a crown—just as unique and wonderful as her beloved Comet.

The moment she got home, Zahara shouted, "I'm done with being called Zahara!" After
learning about what had happened,her mother gently wiped away her tears and held her close.
Instead of getting angry, her mother handed her some cardboard and colorful markers, saying
softly, "Your name is special and beautiful. Let's make it shine." Feeling loved and supported,
Zahara turned her sadness into creativity. With care, she painted each letter in bright gold. She
turned her unique name into a shining badge of pride—something no one could ever take away.

FRTT

The moment she got home, Zahara said, "I'm done with being called Zahara!" She threw
herself onto the sofa, tears rolling down her cheeks. Her mother heard the complaint and came
to her, gently patting her back. "What's wrong?" Mom sat beside her. Zahara stammered,
speaking haltingly, "Zac... he laughed at me and said my name wasn't real." "But Zahara, your
name is not just any name. It is so special—it comes from our own language and is full of love."
"Really?" "Of course," Mom smiled. "Cheer up! Why don't you make your own license plate to
let everyone notice your beautiful name?" Zahara nodded, a new idea sparking in her mind. She
ran to her room and carefully made the letters "Z-A-H-A-R-A."

The next morning, with her handmade plate on her bike, Zahara left for school early. The
plate was made of bright yellow paper, with each letter outlined in red. As she rode to school,
she felt a little nervous but also proud. When she arrived, Lily and Chloe ran over. They praised
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the unique plate and were eager to make one like Zahara's. Just then, Zac walked by. He looked
at the yellow plate, his face turning red. "I'm sorry," he said. "It is a really good name!" Zahara
nodded with pride. "It is a symbol of my family's love for me, and it is as good as any name—
including Zac's, I think."
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