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Unit 1

1. THE BEST ADVICE I EVER HAD

We were standing at the top of a church tower. My father had brought me to
this spot in a small Italian town not far from our home in Rome. I wondered why.

“Look down,Elsa,”Father said. I gathered all my courage and looked down. I
saw the square in the center of the village. And 1 saw the crisscross of twisting. -
turning streets leading to the square.

“See,my dear.”Father said gently. “There is more than one way to the square.
Life is like that. If you can’t get to the place where you want to go by one road,try
another. ” .

Now I understood why 1 was there. Earlier that day I had begged my mother to
do something about the awful lunches that were served at school. But she refused
because she could not believe the lunches were as bad as I said.

When I turned to Father for help.he would not interfere. Instead , he brought me
to this high tower to give me a lesson — —the value of an open.searching mind. By
the time we reached home,l had a plan.

At school the next day, I secretly poured my luncheon soup into a bottle and
brought it home. Then I talked the cook into serving it to Mother at dinner. The plan
worked perfectly. She swallowed one spoonful and sputtered, “The cook must have
gone mad! "Quickly I told what 1 had done,and Mother stated firmly that she would
take up the matter of lunches at school the next day!

In the years that followed I often remembered the lesson Father taught me. I
knew where I wanted to go in life, I wanted to be a fashion designer. And on the way
to my first small success I found the road blocked. What could 1 do? Accept the
roadblock and fail. Or use imagination and wits to find another road to my goal.

I had come to Paris.the center of the world of fashion, with my sketches. But
none of the famous fashion designers seemed interested in buying them. Then one day
I met a friend who was wearing a very beautiful sweater. It was plain in color,but it
had a lovely and unusual stitch.

“Did you knit that sweater?”] asked her.



. . ",
“No,” she answered. “It was done by a woman here in Paris.
“What an interesting stitch!” I continued.

her name is Mrs. Vidian—-

My friend had an explanation. “The woman
told me she learned the stitch in Armenia,her native country. ”

Suddenly I pictured a daring design knitted into_such a sweater. Then an even
more daring idea came to me. Why not open my own house of fashion? Why not
design ,make and sell clothes——from the house of Schiaparelli! 1 would do it,and I
would begin with a sweater. ‘

I drew a bold black and white butterfly pattern and took it to Mrs. Vidian. She
knitted it into a sweater. The result,I though't ywas wonderful. Then came the test. I
. wore the sweater to a luncheon which people in the fashion business would attend. To
my great pleasure,the sweater was noticed. In fact,the representative of a large New
York store wanted 40 sweaters to be ready in two weeks. I accepted the order and
walked out on a cloud of happiness. .

My cloud disappeared suddenly,however,when I stood in front of Mrs. Vidian.
“But it took me almost a week to knit that one sweater, ”She said. “Forty sweaters in
two weeks? It is not possible!”

I was crushed—— to be so close to success and then to be blocked! Sadly I
walked away. All at once I stopped short. There must be other Armenian women in
Paris who knew how to do it.

I went back to Mrs. Vidian and explained my plan. She really didn’t think it
would work , but she agreed to help.

We were like detectives,Mrs. Vidian and 1. We put ourselves on the trail of any
Armenians who lived in Paris. One friend led us to another. At last we tracked down
20 women,each of whom could knit the special stitch. Two weeks later the sweaters
were finished. And the first shipment from the new house of Schiaparelli was on its
way to the United States!

From that day a steady stream of clothes and perfumes flowed from the house of
Schiaparelli. I found the world of fashion gay and exciting, full of challenge and
adventure.

I shall never forget one showing which was really a challenge. Once again
Father’s advice helped me. I was busy getting ready to show my winter fashions.
Then——just 13 days before the presentation—— the sewing girls were called out on
strike. I found myself left with one tailor and the woman who was in charge of the
sewing room! I was as gloomy as my models and salesgirls. “We’ll never make it,”

2



one of them cried.

Here, I thought,is the test of all tests for Father’s advice. Where is the way out
this time? I wondered and worried. I was certain we would have to call off the
presentation——or else show the clothes unfinished. Then it dawned on me. Why not
show the clothes unfinished?

We worked at fever pitch. And, exactly 13 days later, right on time, the
Schiaparelli showing took place.

What a showing it was! Some coats had no sleeves;others had only one. Many of
our clothes were still in an early stage. They were only patterns made of heavy cotton
cloth. But on these we pinned sketches and pieces of material. In this way we were
able to show what colors and textures the clothes would have when they were
finished.

All in all, the showing was different. It was so different that it was a great
success. Our unusual showing caught the attention of the public,and orders for the
clothes poured in. |

Father’s wise words had guided me once again. There is more than one way to

the square-———always.
approximately 1030 words
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Notes

1. This text is based on the Best Advice I Ever Had by Elsa Schiaparelli.

2. Then I talked the cook into serving it to Mother at dinner.
SR )a » B 156 AR BT 0T 7€ F B 42 BB E () v 2R 15 10
talk sb. into doing sth. iR F A Z g7

3. She would take up the matter of lunches at school the next day. &5 — K #ih 5k 2+ 3¢
WERTRX MG,
take up FH FLLH [ --- - 2

4. the house of Schisaparelli /skja:pa:'relli:/ Hr 3 W baE FInt 3R IE
Schiaparelli 24 X/EHM M. A B CHEMS T HCHDBITERIE.

5. T accepted the order and walked out on a cloud of happiness. 4% T iT5¢. ik &
HFHEMET H L,
onacloud (EREEMBER LT ZXK

6. All at once I stopped short. Z28R [A1FK Sk 1L, A HWIZER, —BERET
RHI s 58 AR AR — 1 1

Exercises

I. Comprehension Check :Multiple Choice

1. Another way of stating the advice Elsa’s father gave her is
A. beauty is only skin deep
B. there’s more than one way to kill a wolf
C. a stitch in time saves nine
D. accept the roadblock and use imagination
2. Elsa got her mother to do something about the school lunches by
A. persuading the cook to prepare awful soup
B. refusing to go to school until her mother took action
C. getting her father to speak with her mother about it
D. tricking her mother into tasting the luncheon soup
3. Elsa first caught the fashion world’s attention by wearing a sweater
A. from the house of Schiaparelli
4



II.

B. with a butterfly pattern

C. designed by an Armenian woman

D. ordered from a large New York store

Elsa manégéd to fill her first order on time by
A. buying thé ordered items in Armenia

B. asking 20 women to learn the Armenian stitch
C. finding women who could do a certain stitch
D. asking advice from successful designers
Which of the following statements is NOT true?
A. Else’s mother was angry with the cook.

B. Else’s father knew how to face the roadblock.
C. Else was once a detective. '

D. Else once lived in Rome.

The first business Elsa made was sweaters
A." knitted in Armenia .

B. with perfumes from Paris

C. ordered by a New York store

D. made by Mrs. Vidian

Elsa got around the roadblock of the sewing girls’ strike by
A. showing the clothes unfinished

B. calling off the showing

C. turning once more to her father for advice

D. finishing the clothes herself

. The advice that Elsa’s father gave her is good advice for

A. fashion designers
B. children but not adults
C. people in trouble

D. everybody

Vocabulary: Choose the one that best completes the sentence.

. Thepath ~ in and out among the rocks.

A. twists B. goes C. makes D. gets
The dogs followed the of the fox.

A. steps B. path C. track D. trail

There are one or two points that should be before we move on.

[$2]



A. turned out B. taken up C. talked into

4. To build the bridge in three months was really a/an
A. force B. action C. challenge
8. the lights blacked out without warning.
A. Allin all B. All at once C. Once for all
6. His car was to pieces. ‘
A. beaten B. knocked C. pressed
7. She will come on Tuesday afternoon if nothing
A. stops B. occurs C. interferes
8. The bad weather has made her
A. dense B. gloomy - C. damp

III. Translate the following sentences into Chinese:

1. Earlier that day I had begged my mother to do something about the awful lunches

that were served at school. But she refused because she could not believe the

lunches were as bad as I said.

2. We were like detectives.Mrs. Vidian and 1. We put ourselves on the trail of any

Armenians who lived in Paris. One friend led us to another. At last we tracked

. told about

. quarrel

. Once upon a time
. crushed

. involves

. gray

down 20 women,each of whom could knit the special stitch. "



2. LUCKY PENNY

We had come in the spring sunshine to plant hyacinths at my grandfather’s
grave. My grandmother trimmed the grass with clippers to make sure the name on
the stone could be seen,and she spoke softly to him in Hungarian, then whispered a
prayer.

I helped her weed and asked if she minded that I sat on the gravestone. She said ,
1 should make myself comfortable; it was Grandpa’s home. Someday, she said, it
would be her home too. Her name—— Pearl——— was already carved in the granite.
My grandmother was a religious woman,and she was tired ; she was ready,she said,
to meet her Maker.

We lived with my grandmother after my parents divorced ,and on summer nights
she would sit in a rocking chair on the front porch and listen to the crickets. She
would crochet handkerchiefs and entertain my sister and me with stories about what
the crickets were saying. )

Before we went inside to sleep, we would recite the Lord’s Prayer together in
Hungarian,and she would patiently repeat the words I could not pronounce. She was
a sturdy woman,but gentle, with a quick smile and a contagious laugh. She already
had problems walking and used a cane. She moved slowly ,always careful to watch her
step.

I was six years old that spring day we visited the cemetery. We had come after
church,so I was wearing my Sunday clothes—— a polka-dot dress tied in the back
with a bow, white ankle socks with shiny black patent-leather shoes. I deliberately
scuffed the shoes, hitting the heels together as 1 darted between the low, gray
headstones.

“Watch where you walk, ”she would caution me. I needed the warnings because
I was always running ahead,oblivious to the obstacles in my path. Inevitably I would
stumble and fall; the mercurochrome stains on my knees and elbows were evidence of
‘my heedless ways.

She meant her warnings literally, but she said those words so often that they
took on a deeper meaning,as though they were intended to be words to live by. I
interpreted the warnings as attempts by the adult world to rein me in,so I'd ignore

them and run ahead. Usually I returned to her side,as I did that day.



Maybe it was the way she walked that made my grandmother so extraordinary
at spotting pennies.

On this particular Sunday ,the penny was in the freshly mowed grass in front of
one of the graves. It was tarnished and blended in with the earth and the grass. I
would have walked right by it if not for my grandmother. She stopped and tapped it
with her cane. “Look at that,”she said as if we had stumbled upon a pearl. “It’s a
lucky penny. Pick it up. ”

1 was young and I believed in the magic. I picked it up.

That was the day I learned about lucky pennies. They were lucky because you
found them while other people had never noticed. It was as if they were little gifts.
Pennies from heaven, my grandmother called them. When you picked one up. you
were supposed to say a special rhyme: “Penny,penny,bring me luck. Because I’'m the
one who picked you up. ”

As we whispered the words, her voice was soft and melodious-—-- the same
gentle voice that used to sing me to sleep as I lay curled in her arms. Listening to her
simple instructions,I felt as though she were sharing one of the great secrets of the
universe.

“Make a wish, ”she said as I stooped for the penny. And she told me to keep the
wish a secret—— just like the ones you make when you blow out your birthday
candles or wish upon a star. “Put the penny in a safe place,and someday your wish
will come true. ” -

I looked at the magic in my hand as I repeated the incantation. And my mind
raced to all the things I could wish for. I wanted to learn to ride a two-wheel bicycle.
I wanted to tear up the polka-dot dresses that hung in my closet. I wanted to wear
sneakers on Sunday instead of patent-leather shoes. My grandmother smiled ,as if she
could read my mind. “Make sure it’s something you really want, ”she said.

In the spring sunshine.in the middle of a cemetery,]I silently wished that my
grandmother would live forever.

“Keep your lucky penny always,”my grandmother said, “ because some wishes
take a very long time to come true. Even then I knew there was truth in her words.
I slipped the penny into my shoe so I wouldn’t risk losing it. When I got home,I put it
under my pillow. I still have the penny.

My grandmother died that September. The night it happened,there was a lot of
commotion in the house,and I knew something was wrong with her. I crawled out of

the bed to get the penny we had found together. I had kept it in a special hiding
4 _ .



place. T held it tight in my hand. I knew the wish I had made on it would not come
true. I knew that from then on.,when I went to the cemetery on Sundays.it would be
to visit my grandmother too.

On the day of the funeral,I found a second penny. How could I find luck on such
a day? I wondered. I thought about not picking it up. But then I remembered the day
in the cemetery when my grandmother tapped a penny with her cane. I remembered
the sunshine on my face and the smell of the freshly mowed grass and the hyacinths
on a grave that was now my grandmother’s home.

I picked up the penny and slipped it into my black patent-leather shoe. I kept it
there all day. When we got home frofn the burial, I took my grandmother’s teacup
from the kitchen cabinet, placed the penny in the cup and put the cup on my night
table. '

I still have that penny, as well. In fact. I now have thousands of lucky pennies.
I inherited my grandmother’s sixth sense for finding them. They {ill flower pots and
jewelry boxes and plastic bags and pocketbooks. They fill jelly jars and cookie tins and
coffee cans and china cups.

I even go on penny walks— — usually when 1 am troubled or have an important
decision to make. The pennies signal the little miracles I wish for. They make me
believe that the things I feel powerless to achieve may be possible after all.

Pennies from heaven.she called them;pennies from grandma,I call them. It’s as
if she were watching my life unfold.as if she were telling me. “It’s okay.Irenke,”
saying my name in Hungarian. “You can make it through this. ”

Perhaps my very first wish on a lucky penny really did come true——that my
grandmother didn’t die. Every time I pick up a penny,I think of her. I see her leaning
on her cane, walking slowly . watching every step. I hear the voice that sang me to
sleep and whispered Hungarian prayers in the silent night.

“Penny,penny.bring me luck. Because I'm the one who pick you up. ”
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New Words
hyacinth /'haiasing/ n. A5 FGES)
trim /trim/ vt. R3]
clipper /'klipa/ n. : (EE~s)KB1T]



weed /wi:d/ vi.
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Notes

This article is adapted from Newsday by 1. Virage.
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I deliberately scuffed the shoes,hitting the heels together as I darted between the

low gray headstones: H # B BE % &, — N E BN KO EMZ & KFHF, —&

5. --+as though they were intended to be words to live by.
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Exercises

I. Comprehension Check :Multiple Choice

1. From the passage we know that the author’s ancestors were
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