初中升高中之英语阅读学案
一 阅读的重要性
1. 阅读的重要性--宏观上
                    2024新课标1卷读后续写
记叙文，作者乘飞机到维也纳，然后要转乘公交车去Prague参加一个会议。但由于暴风雨，飞机被延误，当作者到达维也纳机场时，离最后一班到Prague的公交车仅剩半小时。于是，作者下机后狂奔出机场，跳上出租车，终于赶上末班车。但由于取款机故障无法向出租汽车司机付费。作者承诺四天后返回维也纳时再联系出租汽车司机的故事。 
2023全国乙卷D篇
（第2段）Ideally a history would bring together texts and objects, and some chapters of this book are able to do just that, but in many cases we simply can’t. The clearest example of this between literate and non-literate history is perhaps the first conflict, at Botany Bay, between Captain Cook’s voyage and the Australian Aboriginals. From the English side, we have scientific reports and the captain’s record of that terrible day. From the Australian side, we have only a wooden shield (盾) dropped by a man in flight after his first experience of gunshot. If we want to reconstruct what was actually going on that day, the shield must be questioned and interpreted as deeply and strictly as the written reports.
33. What does the author indicate by mentioning Captain Cook in paragraph 2?
A. His report was scientific.	 B. He represented the local people.
C. He ruled over Botany Bay.	 D. His record was one-sided.
2.阅读的重要性—微观上
（1）词汇
（2）语法
介绍四川成都
The Chengdu Plain, long praised as a land of abundance, nurtured the magnificent ancient Shu civilization, whose splendor showcases sites such as Sanxingdui and Jinsha.
介绍四川成都
成都平原素有“天府之国”的美誉，孕育了灿烂的古蜀文明，三星堆、金沙等地的辉煌尽收眼底。
[bookmark: _GoBack]（3）写作
                    Chapter 3 The Letter from No One
    Three minutes to go. Was that the sea, slapping hard on the rock like that? And (two minutes to go) what was that funny crunching noise? Was the rock crumbling into the sea?
    One minute to go and he'd be eleven. Thirty seconds... twenty ... ten... nine -- maybe he'd wake Dudley up, just to annoy him -- three... two... one...
    BOOM.
    The whole shack shivered and Harry sat bolt upright, staring at the door. Someone was outside, knocking to come in.

P4: He eyed them angrily as he passed.  
他经过他们身边时，狠狠地瞪了他们一眼。
P6: It just gave him a stern look. 
猫只是狠狠地瞪了他一眼。
P12: Professor McGonagall shot a sharp look at Dumbledore…
麦格教授狠狠地瞪了邓布利多一眼…
P304: With one last desperate look back at Ron, Harry and Hermione charged through the door and up the next passageway. 
哈利和赫敏最后绝望地回头看了罗恩一眼，冲过房门，来到下一条通道。
P4: Mr. Dursley stopped dead. Fear flooded him. 
他突然停下脚步，恐惧万分。
P5: Mr. Dursley stood rooted to the spot.
德思礼先生站在原地一动不动，仿佛生了根。
P7: Mr. Dursley sat frozen in his armchair.
德思礼先生坐在扶手椅里惊呆了。
P23: Dudley's mouth fell open in horror...
达力吓得张口结舌…
P2: None of them noticed a large, tawny owl flutter past the window…
猫头鹰扑扇着翅膀从窗前飞过…
P4: He didn't see the owls swooping past in broad daylight, though people down in the street did; they pointed and gazed open-mouthed as owl after owl sped overhead. 
猫头鹰…从天上飞过…猫头鹰一只接一只从头顶上掠过
P300: They watched the birds soaring overhead…    翱翔; 高飞;  
P47: It was freezing in the boat. Icy sea spray and rain crept down their necks and a chilly wind whipped their faces. 
船上寒气逼人。冰冷的海水掀起浪花夹着雨水顺着他们的脖子往下流淌，刺骨的寒风拍打着他们的面孔。
P47: …the wind whistled through the gaps in the wooden walls and... 
寒风透过木墙的缝隙飕飕地往里灌...
P48: The storm raged more and more ferociously as the night went on.
深夜，雨暴风狂，暴风雨越发肆无忌惮。
P8: It was sitting as still as a statue, its eyes fixed unblinkingly on the far corner of Privet Drive.
它卧在墙头上，宛如一座雕像，纹丝不动，目不转睛地盯着女贞路远处的街角。
P270: They walked in silence, their eyes on the ground. 
他们默默地走着，眼睛盯着地面。
P276: He looked carefully at Harry, his eyes lingering on the scar.
他的眼睛在伤疤上徘徊。

二 阅读读什么
（1）课本中的阅读材料
★必修1 U2：Sports and Fitness第31页
①Suddenly, a player and I crashed into each other. ②Pain raced through my body. My knee hurt badly. ③The team gathered around, looking worried. ④The last quarter was about to begin, and my team was behind by 10 points.
★选必4 U10：L3 Anne of Green Gables
During this dialogue the child had remained silent. Suddenly she seemed to grasp the full meaning of what had been said. She sprang forward a step and clasped her hands. “You don’t want me!” the girl cried. “You don’t want me because I’m not a boy! I might have expected it. I might have known it was all too beautiful to last. I might have known nobody really did want me. Oh, what am I going to do? I’m going to burst into tears!”
★选必3 U7：L1 EQ:IQ
      It is generally believed that people with high EQs are open to new ideas and have positive attitudes towards life. They are also less likely to be troubled by internal problems. On the other hand, there is little doubt that people with low EQs often have problems getting on with other people and dealing with difficult situations; hence they have a harder time adjusting in life and in their careers.
（2）权威英文报刊杂志、主流英文网站的原汁原味的文章;
（3）名著
三 如何阅读
时间安排    生词处理     实践表演    实践运用      迁移创新
★名著“悦”读《哈利波特》
Chapter One: The Boy Who Lived
Mr. and Mrs. Dursley, of number four, Privet Drive, were proud to say that they were perfectly normal, thank you very much. They were the last people you'd expect to be involved in anything strange or mysterious, because they just didn't hold with such nonsense.
  Mr. Dursley was the director of a firm called Grunnings, which made drills. He was a big, beefy man with hardly any neck, although he did have a very large mustache. Mrs. Dursley was thin and blonde and had nearly twice the usual amount of neck, which came in very useful as she spent so much of her time craning over garden fences, spying on the neighbors. The Dursleys had a small son called Dudley and in their opinion there was no finer boy anywhere.
The Dursleys had everything they wanted, but they also had a secret, and their greatest fear was that somebody would discover it. They didn't think they could bear it if anyone found out about the Potters. Mrs.Potter was Mrs. Dursley's sister, but they hadn't met for several years; in fact, Mrs. Dursley pretended she didn't have a sister, because her sister and her good-for-nothing husband were as unDursleyish as it was possible to be. The Dursleys shuddered to think what the neighbors would say if the Potters arrived in the street. The Dursleys knew that the Potters had a small son, too, but they had never even seen him. This boy was another good reason for keeping the Potters away; they didn't want Dudley mixing with a child like that.
Mr. Dursley always sat with his back to the window in his office on the ninth floor. If he hadn't, he might have found it harder to concentrate on drills that morning. He didn't see the owls swooping past in broad daylight, though people down in the street did; they pointed and gazed open-mouthed as owl after owl sped overhead. Most of them had never seen an owl even at nighttime.
  "The Potters, that's right, that's what I heard yes, their son, Harry"
  Mr. Dursley stopped dead. Fear flooded him. He looked back at the whisperers as if he wanted to say something to them, but thought better of it.
  He dashed back across the road, hurried up to his office, snapped at his secretary not to disturb him, seized his telephone, and had almost finished dialing his home number when he changed his mind….
Mr. Dursley might have been drifting into an uneasy sleep, but the cat on the wall outside was showing no sign of sleepiness. It was sitting as still as a statue, its eyes fixed unblinkingly on the far corner of Privet Drive. It didn't so much as quiver when a car door slammed on the next street, nor when two owls swooped overhead. In fact, it was nearly midnight before the cat moved at all.
Nothing like this man had ever been seen on Privet Drive. He was tall, thin, and very old, judging by the silver of his hair and beard, which were both long enough to tuck into his belt. He was wearing long robes, a purple cloak that swept the ground, and high-heeled, buckled boots. His blue eyes were light, bright, and sparkling behind half-moon spectacles and his nose was very long and crooked, as though it had been broken at least twice. This man's name was Albus Dumbledore.

(1) Instead he was smiling at a rather severe-looking woman who was wearing ...
(2) She threw a sharp, sideways glance at Dumbledore here…
(3) Professor McGonagall shot a sharp look at Dumbledore and said…
(4) Professor McGonagall's voice trembled as she went on.
(5)Professor McGonagall opened her mouth, changed her mind, swallowed, and then said, "Yes -- yes, you're right, of course. But how is the boy getting here, Dumbledore?"

A low rumbling sound had broken the silence around them. It grew steadily louder as they looked up and down the street for some sign of a headlight; it swelled to a roar as they both looked up at the sky – and a huge motorcycle fell out of the air and landed on the road in front of them.
A breeze ruffled the neat hedges of Privet Drive, which lay silent and tidy under the inky sky, the very last place you would expect astonishing things to happen. Harry Potter …slept on, not knowing he was special, not knowing he was famous, not knowing he would be woken in a few hours' time by Mrs. Dursley's scream as she opened the front door to put out the milk bottles, nor that he would spend the next few weeks being prodded and pinched by his cousin Dudley... people meeting in secret all over the country were holding up their glasses and saying in hushed voices: "To Harry Potter -- the boy who lived!"
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