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(%entle breeze blew through Monica’s hair.

The golden red sun was setting. She was on the
beach, looking up at the fiery ball. She was amazed
by its color, deep red in the middle, softly fading into
yellow. She could hear nothing but the waves and the
seagulls flying up above in the sky.

The atmosphere relaxed her. After all she had
been through, this is what she needed. “It’s getting
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late, ” she thought, “I must go home, my parents will
be wondering where [ am.”

She wondered how her parents would react, when
she got home after the three days she was missing.

She kept on walking, directing herself to bungalow

163, where she spent every summer holiday. The road
was deserted. She walked slowly and silently. Just in
a few hundred meters she would have been safe in her
house.

It was really getting dark now, the sun had set

a few minutes before and it was getting cold too. She

wished she had her favorite jumper on: it ké;;t :he:r



really warm. She imagined having it with her. This
thought dissipated when she finally saw her front door.
It seemed different. Nobody had taken care of the
outside garden for a few days. She was shocked: her
father was usually so strict about keeping everything
clean and tidy, and now... It all seemed deserted. She
.couldn’t understand what was going on.

She entered the house. First, she went into the
kitchen where she saw a note written by her father. It
said: “Dear Helen, there is some coffee ready, I went
looking.” Helen was her mother but—where was she?
On the right side of the hallway was her parents’
room. She went in. Then she saw her. Her mother,
lying on the bed, sleeping. Her face looked so tilred,
as if she hadn’t slept for days. She was really pale.
Monica would have wanted to wake her up but she

looked too tired to force her. So Monica just fell asleep

_beside her. When Monica woke up something was

%’ié;iﬁ'erent... she wasn’t in her mother’s room and she
asn’t wearing the old clothes she ran away in. She
was in her cozy bed in her pajamas.

It felt so good being back home. Suddenly she
a voice. “Are you feeling better now, dear? You

ow you got us very, very scared.”
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Flower in +he Desert
P2

ge_re was a young flower in the desert where all
was dry and sad-looking. It was growing by itself,
enjoying every day and saying to the sun, “When shall
I be grown up?”

And the sun would say, “Be patient—each time
I touch you, you grow a little.” She was so pleased.
Because she would have a chance to bring beauty to
this corner of sand. And this is all she wanted to do—
bring a little bit of beauty to this world.

One day a hunter came by and stepped on her.
She was going to die and she felt so sad. Not because
she was dying, but because she would not have a
chance to bring a little bit of beauty to this corner of
the desert.

The Great Spirit saw her, and was listening.
Indeed he said, “She should be living.” And he reached
down and touched her and gave her life.

And she grew up to be a beautiful flower and this
corner of the desert became so beautiful because of

her.
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Let Us Smile
PRI L

< ;/Ze thing that goes the farthest '

Toward making life worthwhile,

That costs the least and does the most,
Is just a pleasant smile.

The smile that bubbles from the heart
That loves its fellow men,

Will drive away the clouds of gloom

And coax the sun again.

“| B Mo na ™

It’s full of worth and goodness, too,
With manly kindness blent;
It’s worth a million dollars,

And it doesn’t cost a cent.

There is no room for sadness
When we see a cheery smile;

It always has the same good look;
It’s never out of style;

It nerves us on to try again

When failure makes us blue;

The dimples of encouragement



Are good for me and you.

It pays the highest interest—
For it is merely lent;

It’s worth a million dollars,

And it doesn’t cost a cent.

A smile comes very easy—

You can wrinkle up with cheer,
A hundred times before

You can squeeze out a salty tear;
It ripples out, moreover,

To the heartstrings that will tug,

And always leaves an echo

That is very like a hug.

So, smile away! Folks understand
- What by a smile is meant;

~ It’s worth a million dollars,

And it doesn’t cost a cent.
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