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window and looked ;
s« er tet i across the street. Her window
thought Deshi, “and she probably h Practising a piece of classical music. “She’s really good,”

Deshi’s mum opened the door. “Hur i rock music!” “Have you finished your homework?”
Iy up, dinner will be ready in half an hour, and please tidy

your room!” Suddenly, Deshi didn’t fee] hungry
i couldn’t sleep that ni ]
tIi)nelihtlo see the bus ?eaveil:lg.l %112 ?1?)(!1 Il-lle got up late the next morning, He ran out of the house in
il She Woul et T ik dod € Was going to be late again. He looked around and there
- fimed o ook at b, b oonlnlt meorstHere o v e o d s B0 i
s betore, Hb it atlt11 n't move. Her eyes were green, He’d never seen anyone with
i< face turni it her but she just stared at him as if he didn’t exist. Deshi could
feel his face turning red. He picked up his bag and ran off

I_tlle htig ;tﬁli.;b}grdsgt aé ool He f_ailed another maths test and the English teacher

shou . oncentrating in class. At lunch time, he couldn’t eat. The food

in the cafett;rla was horrible, it just made him feel sick. And then, finally, he had to stay

late after school for extra English, so he missed the bus again. He decided to walk home.

He was crossing the park near his street, thinking about how he missed his school back

in Shanghal and all hls”frlends- Then he saw her. She was sitting on a bench with her dog.

«Oh no, she’s seen me,” he thought. He didn’t know what to do, so he smiled and waved at

her but she just ignored him again. “Idiot!” he said to himself. “Why did I wave? Now she
really hates me.”

Later that evening, Deshi was in his room, practising his guitar with the headphones on. His
friends in Shanghai thought he was very good. He had started a band with his friend Lang and
they had played a concert at school. But now he didn’t want anyone to hear him playing, espe-
ciaily her. He was thinking about getting a classical guitar when his mum came into the room.
She was holding a letter. “The postman delivered this to the wrong building,” she said. “It’s for
the building opposite. Can you take it across while 'm making dinner? And please, tidy your
room!” “OK, mum!” he said. Deshi felt bad. Mum worked hard all day and then she had to

look after him too. Maybe he should do more to help.

Deshi went down to the street feeling really unhappy. Mum was always working. School
was really difficult and he had no friends in Boston. He was outside the opposite building
when suddenly the door opened. “Oh no, it’s her again,” he thought. The girl was coming
down the steps when she dropped something. It bounced down the steps and stopped at

Deshi’s feet.

Without thinking, he picked it up.
Deshi was confused. “Er, I live across
the guitar?” she said. “Hi, I'm Helen. I wante
my dad complained. He worries about me to0 muc
was a white stick. She was blind.

“Hello?” she said, sounding frightened. “Who’s there?”
the street. Are you OK?” “Oh, are you the boy who plays
d to tell you I really like your music and I'm sorry
h.” Deshi looked at what he was holding. It

6.1, When Deshi opened the window he
A. saw a girl walking on the street.
B. had to leave his room to eat dinnefr.

C. heard somebody playing a piece of rock music.
D. noticed somebody’s presence in the building opposite.
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