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We AreonaJourney ATERRIR

A AA TR B A AT EN RE 28, X EBRERS
fiA. MRKNEEZELRE EHE, B AFTHEZIEHH
EF, MBMNBENERATERIBAGTERCR. RAEBIMNIH
W, XMKRAFAEARBAFBREEMIIFEENES.

—UIMERN MK, —ETF.

HIE, XUMBAEERE, BRTHRMENEF, BRKEAM
B AR - EEMEF R ENSGR. AT, MRIEH
#ifeih, ERAIDRE—HEHBRRNNEHE.

Vocabulary

1. gridiock ['gridlok] nf&@ B, Mk = LR LB EEX
2.strand [straend] v 3%, 16T B%, 557, %5
3. prescription [pris'kripfon] n. 2 7, %, 1§ #

4.infectious [in'fek[as] adj.tt %64, & fedkvh, 5 % eh
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“REHEX X, BWRE B 8§, tmpl!”

FEERAMTEILR, BAMENZNEEN, CASBIMRR—X.

FEERMEN, BMRTHKE ORAXR!

BEERE, BIIBEHIIUTEFZ—

a) PR, REF

b) BERMKAE

TR AR EE BREL SRS R WA,

L RCD. AR

FBEEAETERAL S, MEETHREREENSE. RERE
MARRAEER S LR EN, MERNZEERS EHEHEREAH.

Vocabulary
L. nutshell ['nat-fel}] viRdE n'E R #9450 %, AR E, PDER

2. spiral ['spaioral] v/ERaMAT#, K34 LA (R TH)
3. frustrate [fras'treit] v @k, FR3E, A F ks
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The Surprising Gifts RS0

feigning helplessness to get me to make him his tea every now and then.

“That second time you came around, luv, it was then I saw how unhappy
you were. Feeling lonely and sad about your dad and all. I thought, well, the
lass could use a bit of an old shoulder to lean on. But I knew you were telling
yourself you were visiting me for my sake and not your own. Didn’t think
you’d come back if you knew I was fit. And I knew you were in sore need of
someone to talk to. Someone older, older than your dad, even. And someone
who knew how to listen.”

“And the stick?”

“Ah. A fine stick, that. I use it when I walk the moors. We must do that
together soon.”

So we did. And Mr. Burns, the man I'd set out to help, helped me. He’d

made a gift of his time, bestowing attention and kindness to a young girl who

needed both.

L3 & £ .
x4

RISHWEHE, HFAREALH BTN KA EREHE =LK A
BRFEPFEGE. BER-EFREUIERENL — B, REH
NEBEFEERERNFHEY. REEZSERMRENRIKEZRE
EHRENER —BRIREZIHE.
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AR, BRETHLEN - RERFHRHGRIVFEEZTEBN
HENEMRBARNNE, RE-INEHALFERE -RER, R
R BMEHHA LSRR, REEx, HOSHEER ANE
R,

“WilR, REN. " BRA-HUBNARBOTRE AR
MERARARRIIRE. “REFT, FHELC. » BRE. bEF
R, TR RS H2IW A RERE.

“REMF—BEG? » RARE, “RARSRKILERAS
T RMERRE. ”
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“HEXREN—MEMN, 44, RE—UE-DREHE - BXT
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Vocabulary

1. divine [di'vain] adj.# %85, 4f L&Y, X5, HIFH
2. ail {eil] vA# %45, FHHS
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The Missed Landscape 23RS

Please Hear What I Am

Not Saying
HITUT R ik A AR ER 53

by Jill Zevallos-Solak

Don’t be fooled by me. Don’t be fooled by the face I wear. For I wear a
mask, I wear a thousand masks, masks that I am afraid to take off, and none
of them are me. Pretending is an art that is second nature with me, but don’t
be fooled, for God’s sake don’t be fooled. I give you the impression that I'm
secure, that all is sunny and unruffled' with me, within me as well as without,
that confidence is my name and coolness my game, that the water’s calm and
I’'m in command, and that I need no one. But don’t believe me, please.

My surface may seem smooth, but my surface is my mask, my ever-
warying ever-concealing mask. Beneath lies no smugness, no complacence.
Beneath dwells’ the real me in confusion, in fear, in aloneness. But I hide
this. I don’t want anybody to know it. I panic at the thought of my weakness
and fear being exposed. That’s why I frantically create a mask to hide behind,
a nonchalant; sophisticated facade, to help me pretend, to shield me from

the glance that knows. But such a glance is precisely my salvation’. My

IS 099
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no mother.

We all grew up alone. No mother around and practically no father. My
father kind of deserted the home. He went to leave with another woman (as
I came to learn later). He would make appearances about once every three
months or so. We were too young that we never really understood what was
going on. It didn’t occur to us that something was wrong. May be it did to
my elder brother and sisters but not me. Most of the time we had no food. We
didn’t know tea with sugar or food with salt or cooking fat. These were great
luxuries and only tasted them when my grandma decided to invite us to eat in
her hut.

Many nights we just drank water and slept. These were the nights when
my elder sister, Consolata had not been to the neighbors to borrow some
maize or beans in the pretext that it was for planting. They never understood
but they gave anyway. They wouldn’t understand because, our farm produced
a lot of food. We had acres and acres of wheat, potatoes, maize, etc. My father
would make sure we didn’t attend school for long periods of time to work
in the farm. We all worked so hard. When I was too young to dig, I would
be the one to cook. I had to fetch firewood and make lunch for others (that
is, if there was anything to cook. Mostly it was boiled maize. My grandma
was kind enough to give us some salt to put in the maize.) When the harvest
time came, my father was home full time. We were not allowed into the farm.

He would hire casual labor to harvest, put the produce in bags and load into
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“RER, REATHEHA.

RIBMERK. RELBEHEME, FLLOUEFEE. KNE
BILFWFTEANR, EARARBI—PLANE R (FaRA
MER) . E=/"AEAR—K@E. BIMANT, REFAES
RRETH A, MTRIMREAABEAH. wiFdTROTHEMH
RUEEHEEMNEZS, BRRAAHL., XEBHOHEERNEER
. BOAMEAL2RTENRIEFRNBEYRE LW, L
EBRAHELSL, REERPIIREZERNERY /DR RZRN A
fEfm=2E,

WERER, RIOAESAKKER. BHEAKKREREXNE
HREEERAEZIERUME B O RME - B EREELR, A
KEHABE, BRMAMNEESEAN. BNAHA, ERIKRING
RGAFHFERY. RIOFFILENIE, SREMERE. RE
BLREURMRBKNAAL LEMERFRTRH. RIOAMRE I
Fifi. BB KPR, RRBEATRR. EABLRREX, A
HMAEEFR (YREEEATTHNERLT. KEBHLTHE
FEXK BOOPEFER, SR LHERETKE. ) BITHER
MET, BNEELXER. FAAFERNERGE. bR - Lign
TEWH, CERBEIRE, RIFEL RIAFNHFRHE.
BMNELWHFRERRE, REIAZYVHEHBE, HBRETH™
Y—Re TG EERABRM/NDRE, NERERRNEEEN
MEREFHNDRE.
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“CHEAHBRPEEGUTIRER? ~ RITMEE]. MEREHEHRAT
HEEER.

“RADLUEIRL, » fiit, “WREEREM!”

“REERERE, ~ B, AFRREERIIHEHNATHF.
MFRRBEENT, HHIRMME - ESEKHORTE— “BREHE
WrXss, /R, MBTHILERBYGEEEEREGFL. KB
me, »

ROVGERRERWE. WRETE, MBUWEFT, ZFE A~
WA, ZhE, REDW/RBERN, ERIEESYNE, HTEED
f—RF. B-KE2A12H.

PG, BEPFHRRITEZIRERF T EERTE. H/RGER
B, WREHE RETELLE. BN, RECEAFERBERM, FE
EEFNAEHT.

ERBGE, WRAABPER. MERKE, 588, BEHEX
REZEELE, T NRER.

“HUFRLIBU, ~ M, BB, MR LROXHRE
HRBHRT. ” ETREERT. “RREMTHRUENE. TRES
REE, TR, KESAEM, BABEIRERELLABBE.
AABGUEEFRYNKEE ! ”

BEANRPER 5 A 2R A RS A, ARLKR EBCE —KIL/RE
HUHMAHARXEEENRKOEAT R, LEEE XGRS
BRET, RERK. ”
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Vocabulary

1. hospice ['hospis] n M R7, #FR (BBHBA) ZHK
2.gurney ['ge:ni] n.( EA 45 5% A6 K

3. confide [kan'faid] vet &, £d¢

4.tremble [trembl] v.& 3, &K %, £&, £ R
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Sit Quietly and Allow the
World to Pass Us by
R T REH ST
S5FNESm

by Author Unknown

“The time you enjoy wasting is not wasted time.” — Bertrand Russell

I was sitting outside my new home yesterday (we just moved last week,
and we love the new place), watching the world go by.

There were people in cars, in a hurry to get to their next appointment.
There were birds flying by, insects just as busy as the people in cars, plants
and weeds thriving‘ in the humid Guam climate.

Inside the house, my children were also busy, as ever, making a mess of
the house (which my wife and I would soon clean up), getting into things,
their natural curiosity overpowering our previous pleas for them not to play
with lotion or take things apart.

The sky was slightly overcast’ and there was a cool breeze, quite strong

and pleasant actually.
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“HERIH A0 ETG?

EREA AL, LML LR “BEEAHMOET? " BAR
FEHOXERR. Eit, WEWE, HATHMXEHED?

—ABANMETEK, [E:  HEREEERMANI0RCE? (RF
X TERMANE. RECEGOEMERSE, TARIMRE
REEMER, REORERMG. REEXNHE. B, ROEEMN
L0E7TNE? » #sLige, “10%—Kk, P, &7 REEHE LA
BT, Ail8&FHIGE:

“me, AL, MERMTLLHERNEARGT. 7

MEAEER: REBEROMEK. GRIEBHERS AR
M, SRMHZHRT, 7

AMTVEBAEHES, ME: “REMEERTRAEE? FEE
EBA TR X AR Z A G Y !

Amie, RMREEK, AHXCHER BF, ERIMUCENE
B MR CRP R AR - | ! XBELRREMAE.

Vocabulary

1. engulf [in'gaii] vk, &%, RERE
2.rip [rip] vE#, W R

3. portrait ['pa:trit] n. ¥4 1%, &1

4. swell {swell v.7#, BAK, AFAK, i
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The Greatest Joy,
the Most Perfect Gift
RERBIREK,
mEWILY

by Denyel Cusimano

Having been down on myself and unhappy in my marriage 1 spent the
week not being very nice to anyone in my family. I felt myself distancing
myself from those people that were not the root of my anger. Those little
people with sweet innocent' eyes, wondering why Mommy was only going
through the motions; wondering why there was no love in her actions. I
pushed my daughter away as she tried to hug me. Though I saw the pain in
her eyes I didn’t know how to change what I was feeling. [ saw more pain in
their little eyes when I served them dinner and tured and walked out of the
room and didn’t join them for their last meal of the day.

For years I had made such a big deal out of having dinner as a family but
during this time of heartache that I was experiencing I just couldn’t bring

myself to be with them. I began to resent’ them. It would be so easy to
g
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