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These days, the digital revolution has had an impact on virtually every aspect of the
media that we use for information and entertainment. Everything from pictures and pop
songs to movies and talk shows can be electronically packaged and made available online.
Print media have been similarly affected, with readers increasingly turning to web versions of
their favorite newspapers and magazines, which now have the ability to add video, slideshows,
and computer graphics to written articles. The most recent development in the digital
revolution is the e-reader, a notebook-sized device that allows you to download books as
electronic files and read them in a more reader-friendly manner than sitting at a computer
screen. Now that several different companies have started to sell their own versions of the e-

o
reader, some are predicting that paper-and-ink books will soon be a thing of the past. I'm not

so sure, however. While e-readers will surely become more widespread, I think there are good
2
reasons to believe that traditional books will not disappear any time soon.

The most basic reason is that reading a physical book is simply more comfortable.
Manufacturers of ereaders point out that they are more portable than computers. And, to be
sure, an ereader is much easier than the average laptop to use for reading while lying down,
relaxing in a favorite chair, or even just with feet up on a desk (my own favorite position).

An ereader is also easier than a laptop when reading on the go, for example, on bhuses, in

coffee shops, while waiting for a train, and so forth. Despite its usefulness, however, the fact

remains that an ereader is a delicate electronic instrument, which cannot stand up to the
ways many people like to handle printed text. We cannot, for example, bend it in half i;l/)hile
we read so as to concentrate on part of the text. We cannot mark it up with a pencil (though
I'm told that a notetaking function will soon be standard for most e-readers). Unlike a book,
an e-reader cannot be tossed in a pile of hooks and papers or shoved into a backpack. In other
words, the physical relationship that we have with a traditional book is more intimate and
personal. Books are casual and friendly; e-readers are formal and polite.

More importantly, reading a physical book from cover to cover provides a sense of
achievement, especially for those of us who like to keep the books that we have read displayed
on shelves in our living rooms and offices. With an e-book, we download it, read it, and
though it may remain stored as an electronic file somewhere, it is otherwise forgotten: out of

(5)
sight, out of mind. Physical books, on the other hand, remain with us as reminders of the

places that we have been and the issues that have sparked our interest. They also tell other
people about us. The books that I have on my shelf communicate a great deal about the
things that are important to me to the people who come to visit. And, indeed, when I visit
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other people, one of the first things that I notice is the reading material that they have on
display. Of course, books can not only be saved and collected, they can also he given away,
re-sold, or even thrown away, and this makes the ones that we hang onto all the more
important. It is for these reasons that when I want to read something that matters to me, a
printed text is essential.

All of this is not to suggest that the development of e-readers is a bad thing. By making
it more convenient to read from electronic files rather than printed paper, e-readers save time,
money, labor, and natural resources. I predict, however, that e-readers, at least for the time
being, will not completely replace printed texts as some have suggested. Instead, it seems
more likely that physical books and e-books will each become popular for different kinds of
reading. For daily information and more casual reading, the newspapers, magazines, and
books that we skim through for content, e-readers will no doubt find a ready customer base.
For more serious reading, however, whether it is for work or pleasure, printed books will

remain the medium of choice.
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(@ A novel written by one’s favorite author.

(b) A magazine article with pictures and graphics.

(C) A newspaper.
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In the narrow road behind my father’s childhood home there was an old telephone pole
which, unlike the others, had been built next to a low fence. By climbing the fence, it was just
possible for my father to reach the first few handles on the hase of the pole and climb to the
top, where he would sit on the long wooden bar. This allowed him to escape the craziness of a
small house shared with six brothers and sis(tlérs, and enjoy his favorite hobby of people-
watching. From his point of view from the top of the pole, he could see the road in either
direction for several hundred meters as well as the yards of the other houses. However, the
thing that he used to enjoy telling us about years later was something that happened pretty
much within his own yard.

It was a typical summer day — hot and sticky, noisy cicadas® — the kind of day in which
any sort of movement seems difficult. My father had quickly run out of things to do for fun
inside the house and had been sent outside by our grandmother, who was working in the
kitchen. With nothing else to do, he naturally headed for the hest place to spend an
unexciting morning. Not long after he had seated himself on the wooden bar, his older brother
Tom came walking out the back door, hored and looking for something to occupy his time.
Seeing Tom, my father held his breath. Tom was something of a bully*, and would no doubt

@
prefer to pass the time being mean to someone smaller and weaker than himself. However, to

my father’s relief, Tom did not notice him, but walked down the road, no doubt in search of
trouble.

With Tom out of sight, peace returned to the street. My father looked around and, seeing
nothing out of the ordinary, soon floated off into his own thoughts. The cicadas sang, the sun
burned hot, and time seemed to come to a stop. Then, the peacefulness was broken hy a
small cry. At first my father couldn't tell if it was a person or an animal. However, the voice
was not only human, but belonged to his brother Tom, who was now running back up the road,
his head back in panic and fear. Although it was unusual for my father to see Tom in such a
condition — Tom was usually the cause of the fear, not the victim — the reason soon(g}))ecame
clear: he was being chased by a McMullen.

The McMullens were a family of boys, larger and poorer than my father’s family, and
were the bullies of the neighborhood. Even the toughest kids around would run and hide at
the sight of a McMullen walking down the street. This particular McMullen was about Tom's
age, but a full head taller, with thick arms and a mark under one eye, but more importantly he

4
was carrying a rock which he would have thrown if they both hadn’t been running so fast. My

father never found out what Tom did to the McMullen boy to make him so angry, but he was
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sure it had something to do with that rock.

Several things then happened quickly: Tom reached the gate to his yard and ran through
as our grandmother walked out the back door of the house to see what all the shouting was
about. Just as Tom ran past her towards the safety of the kitchen, the McMullen hoy, who
had reached the gate, threw the rock, which made a brief flight through the air and landed
perfectly on grandmother’s foot.

In my memory, my grandmother was always a big woman with a loud laugh and strong
physical presence. How really frightening she must have been at that time! The McMullen
hoy stopped cold when he saw this large angry woman looking down at him over her
glasses — clearly, this was not a person just to scold. There was a moment of silence in

)
which even the cicadas seemed to have stopped. Then there was another chase; only this time

it was the McMullen boy running from my grandmother, who needed no rock to make her

point.

*cicadas

*bully (# bullies) FFNWEWLDHZET DA
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{1} a. Would you ( ) the door?
b. His house is ( ) to the station.
(2) a. Iwasborn ( ) the morning of April 8, 1992.
b. She has a large ring ( ) her wedding finger.
(3 a. Idon't ( ) much for sports.
b. You must take ( ) of the newborn Kkittens.
4) a. Canyou ( ) me the salt?
b. I needto ( ) this class in order to graduate.
(5) a. He started to ) the number of students in the room.
b. You can ( ) me in for tonight’s party.
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(1) RI=BbDF—LDBFNE, HROEHRELZS D,

The victory of our team will (d Yon his physical condition.

Q) WRENZAICELPDDITHES ZEIZL

He decided to walk (i ) of taking the bus.

(3) HMOMWEEIAITXDE, WAL —RITHE ST

(A ) to what I heard, he won the race.

4) ZTNODEEZRDE, LWOHBELM-SEFEREARAEZBNET,

These pictures always (r ) me of my happy childhood.

O) RIHOEENBEBTE LN o7,
I couldn’t (p ) up with his attitude.
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