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What Prettier Than
Freckles
EEHHALLIE LR EBIEER)

by Author Unknown

An elderly woman and her little grandson, whose face was sprinkled with
bright freckles', spent the day at the zoo. Lots of children were waiting in
line to get their cheeks painted by a local artist who was decorating them with
tiger paws,

“You’ve got so many freckles, there’s no place to paint!” a girl in the line
said to the little fellow.

Embarrassed, the little boy dropped his head. His grandmother knelt®
down next to him. “I love your freckles. When I was a little girl I always
wanted freckles,” she said, while tracing her finger across the child’s cheek.
“Freckles are beautiful.”

The boy looked up, “Really?”

“Of course,” said the grandmother. “Why, just name me one thing that’s
prettier than freckles.”

The little boy thought for a moment, peered intensely into his grandma’s
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face, and softly whispered, “Wrinkles®,”
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Vocabulary

1. freckle ['frekl] n.5e.%, K31 (B ¥ LK)
2. knelt [nelt] v.3&F (kneel#jit 3 X))
3. wrinkle [rinkl] n.4&4
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A Boy With a Mission
BEZRAES

by Author Unknown

In 1945, a 12-year-old boy saw something in a shop window that set his
heart racing. But the price — five dollars — was far beyond Reuben Earle’s
means.

Reuben couldn’t ask his father for the money. Everything Mark Earle
made through fishing in Bay Roberts, Newfoundland, Canada.

Nevertheless, he opened the shop’s weathered door and went inside. He
told the shopkeeper what he wanted, adding: “But I don’t have the money
right now. Can you please hold it for me for some time?”

“I’1l try.” the shopkeeper smiled.

Reuben respectfully touched his worn cap and walked out into the
sunlight. There was purpose in his loping stride. He would raise the five
dollars and not tell anybody.

Hearing the sound of hammering from a side street, Reuben had an idea.

He ran towards the sound and stopped at a construction site. That day he
found two sacks, which he took to the rambling' wooden factory and sold to

the man in charge of packing nails.

A 005



iCRLRTEL/N
When We Were Young

The boy’s hand tightly clutched the five-cent pieces as he ran the two
kilometers home.

It was dinnertime when Reuben got home. His father sat at the big kitchen
table, working on a fishing net. Dora was at the kitchen stove, ready to serve
dinner as Reuben took his place at the table.

He looked at his mother and smiled. Sunlight from the window gilded
her shoulder-length blonde hair. Slim and beautiful, she was the center of the
home, the glue that held it together.

Every day after chores and school, Reuben scoured the town, collecting
the hessian nail bags. On the day the two-room school closed for the summer,
no student was more delighted than Reuben. Now he would have more time
for his mission.

All summer long, despite chores at home weeding and watering the
garden, cutting wood and fetching water — Reuben kept to his secret task.

Often he was cold, tired and hungry, but the thought of the object in the
shop window sustained him. Sometimes his mother would ask: “Reuben,
where were you? We were waiting for you to have dinner.”

“Playing, Mum. Sorry.”

Dora would look at his face and shake her head.

Finally spring burst into glorious green and Reuben’s spirits erupted. The
time had come! He ran into the barn, climbed to the hayloft’ and uncovered

the tin can. He poured the coins out and began to count.
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Then he counted again. He needed 20 cents more. Could there be any
sacks left anywhere in town? He had to find four and sell them before the day
ended.

Reuben ran down Water Street.

The shadows were lengthening when Reuben arrived at the factory. The
sack buyer was about to lock up.

“Mister! Please don’t close up yet.”

The man turned and saw Reuben, dirty and sweat stained.

“Come back tomorrow, boy.”

“Please, Mister. I have to sell the sacks now — please.” The man heard a
tremor in Reuben’s voice and could tell he was close to tears.

“Why do you need this money so badly?”

“It’s a secret.”

The man took the sacks, reached into his pocket and put four coins in
Reuben’s hand. Reuben murmured a thank you and ran home.

Then, clutching the tin can, he headed for the shop.

The man went to the window and retrieved Reuben’s treasure.

He wiped the dust off and gently wrapped it in brown paper. Then he
placed the parcel in Reuben’s hands.

Racing home, Reuben burst through the front door. His mother was
scrubbing the kitchen stove. “Here, Mum! Here!” Reuben exclaimed as he

ran to her side. He placed a small box in her work roughened hand.
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She unwrapped it carefully, to save the paper. A blue-velvet jewel box
appeared. Dora lifted the lid, tears beginning to blur her vision.

In gold lettering on a small, almond-shaped brooch was the word Mother.

It was Mother’s Day, 1546.

Dora had never received such a gift; she had no finery except her wedding

ring. Speechless, she smiled radiantly and gathered her son into her arms.
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