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Bitterness fed on the man who had made the world laugh.

(XL EMRAMARBES YA H O HMEZER.)

B3 e i, —REERE R, BB K I, Ab A9 7E 5 ik 2 A%
KBTI AKEE AL it R A SEH RS . A AHITE“ Sk 7 e A

AL At B X AE— A

Happiness and pleasure fed on the man who had made the
world laugh.
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A5, EAHRKHF ! AR X AR one side of the coin(BET A —
D, NAE R R AP RE , AT R 2 —Ffaak? AN, HEMmER. ——
PR Ay S X B 5 A A R Y TR O e BN <F B BB .

IR K LFHER T3, M@k &, M &7 B, BER
IERENWHFLEZHEN CERET / XREF7.

HEH AL RER, EE 52, BEEN—FES, —FME
SoHDRRE AR EMETRESEB. XF AW, AT R 5% 5 B
S EMATERIE— DA, Pt — A,

SR B JER, w R B A e B, EALNT A

Perhaps it is true that everything has a price and we must sacrifice
something precious to gain something else. The poets and philosophers
say adversity, sorrow and pain add a dimension to our lives. Those who
suffer deeply touch life at every point; they drain the cup to the dregs
while others sip only the bubbles on top. Perhaps no one can touch the
stars who hasn’t known the depth of despair.

(RPN BY - R AR A HAN M, AT AU — 2 2 57
MARTEARAFIIR. FFAMTFERY, B A MEHNT R
T A 35 B 7 , D RE R AT 07 vl 32 A T Y — A — T A T A
AREBE KT, M HARRERIKEEOHE, iFRA T it
59 N JE T TGI8 R i R R )

EH BREESGEE EAXENETGHE, FIEE D
RIEREFTERERS, EHEABHANBHFRE, A A ER
JEWY

1. He first put a club in my hand when I was about ten. 1 threw a
lot of tantrums in the upland hills of North Carolina, and clubs too. I
was in such a rush to be good that he would urge me to “relax and enjoy
the round. The game ends far too soon. ” I didn’t have a clue what he
meant. (W, Enjoy the Round{iF 33T —3 @ /R KB Y))

12,1 threw a lot of tantrums in the upland hills of North Caro-

lina, and clubs too. fA] K, EH SER. 3hid threw A E
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JE3R, %5 T 34U syllepsis) X A& 4% , 5118 threw [R5
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W
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2. When the things happen that you do not like, you have two
choices: You get bitter or better. (), The White Picket Fence{ 18,
AR E )

B[R Bf 32 A T P8 A 48 B ——{% 4 (understatement) 5 3k #
(alliteration) , when things happen that you don’t like B
WIRE , LML A, B RIEENERZM HRBH R0 T
AF . Bitter or better, #1 T k¥, Sk A — M RR. RiF.

HRAERNEBEET AN LR . EARERE; B4
R PRAE TR .

CRE” TR XA 87 F . 5 IR A B “bitter” , “better” #
FLFE ) Z R )

3. In some places, hospitals were so crowed that beds, over-

flowing the wards, spilled out into hallways and lined the walls,
each bed bearing the paralyzed form of a child. (W, My Father
Gave Me Life Twice{SLELFPIRAERTY)

AT T overflow — i #9 % X (connotation), overflow, J&
FE7K B8 i 5 B OF L vy B e 0 30 5 L 0 IRAZ B TR B 4h . + 40 8
K. ¥R

— L3 7 B BE B BT TN R AR T AR A S0 R e Bk A
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4. The entire building chirped, whistled, screeched, squeaked
and rustled with life. (I, My Un forgettable “Animal Lady”{XE L
SIRE“Sh A7)

% A) IE 2 SR {4 S 17 45 4 (parallelism) , >384 75 18] (chirped,
whistled, screeched, squeaked and rustled) —FHEFF, & F s ¥ 89
M, U EBER,EERRRRBUER, BEBUMIE, 41k
HEEETHYHA. KiF.

BERT KB, E&M, A0—H.

BT R, B EF IR Z BN T, SHRE RN SHKE,

4

To cure his patients, he relied on a palette of remedies that in-
cluded modern science, folk medicine and plain common sense. (I,
Doc Tenney’s Healing Magic{ 2 B30 Jg B 4535 )

] B A% B8] Hh 9 — N iEI 4 a palette of?

(EWKFEHYF I KA a palette of 53X — i 41 , palette £ 4
], AR “HER"F! MMBR EAERIELES L) B%, X5
RREKEIE]

R RN TSR AR BN I, B
AR R IB 25 4 Fnfal SR .
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The only thing life really promises us is pain. It’s up to us to
create the joy.

(E?Sﬁ‘éﬁﬁé’ﬁ%ﬁﬂ?%%é@ﬂﬁﬁ%7ﬁﬁ‘[?b‘ft%??f.ﬂ'] HE %
B3 )

A4 23 R SCRE AR LRSS T 244 3 [ A9 4 S e HR&,23
MXENNERE —SREERMN. RARMRAZE , NEB XY HTE.
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SR, 22 E A XMLP R R KA A H AR AY . ATIARE : RK
MERG , AFAMERE] <45 When the Telephone Rang ( H 15 £ 75 W A2 B9
A ) — S F] _

There are seasons of the heart. There are seasons in our lives,
just as there are seasons to all of nature. These seasons cannot be
forced any more than one can force the coming of spring by pulling
at tender blades of grass to make them grow.

CAENE, AEOANZE.RNBRARTYRBEFEELKEL —
B TOZEToH A R DA B, 3R — A A Bk IR 8 Bh K Y O ik
BABERMER. RELTH -BFFAEBTX—E)

BUFRETAEL LR EERERRARBIHRA LA
MR,

Hit . EEERAZE, ELMREZH —Ha i, B0 S HE .
2 45 1) B — R 5 W] PUAE B Bk AR A I3 B AR !

WiEeh AT EAECEAIFAEST". UTXH
£ 8 The White Picket Fence (A B EIRMEEEY) ., FEBREHEN
o AW R PRS-

Change is part of life and the making of character, hon. When
things happen that you don’t like, you have two choices: You get
bitter or better.

(AL RAEER — AR5, W E B2 T AR, BB, 41K
AERNHEERET HRABMERE: BAFEAR, BEafkx
PUN)

XATE, PP IRIR AR O E” B R A BB — E 4%, X EHPE
HE & B9 Rosemary #(#2 X 3% A9 paraphrase, {588 8 Fl T “fi38” .

When things happen that you don’ t like, you have two
choices: You get angry and stay that way, or you learn from the

changes.

(HEAEREERET AW FEE REQRBSH, R
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Foi A, B ABBE, ASREBUE D

HBAERNZE . ABEAXBRNNERZ HAREER
Z,—EUWERZ. Rifi, HBHAE — get bitter, B H get angry
and stay that way! TijJ& get better, B /& learn from the changes.
EEHERAE L HFEEZ, F AR XHAFHABA B IR,

AT BE LU AE 2, B35 1 AP “35 LR P e — Fh“ SEE RS
M7, BRT YRATREFEX B — A B BE PR EEAR S s
SR ELREARE RO OBBT . RIMXEET BERN—4
EARER —BRHME.

MEA S EHH LR EZRZHEA .

MEENES, ZETUREI XNE RO REE. KPR
B2 LMERTES I ISR A, 2 3E BEARETF.

G, A HH Sure Is Cold (AR NXHEHBES TR . XA %
R ZAE WA Finding My Way Back ((S-HH78 2 86 ) TRRE 1614 1
MR ANPL AR Z 338 The Love 1711 Never Forget (§ It 3% 7k 3t 3%
D) IXHE SCEE T T A IR AN ¥R B9 8 S, W The White Picket Fence
O 60 9 0 5 50) T £ #0 B B4 B R B9 WSC; B My Father
Gave Me Life Twice { X FEHBRRAEMNXHERBBE “FTE AL
FPEHEME . B A Mother’s Warning ({ — {3 £ 35 19545 ») IR kE FH 1L
TH 5 3 H P B8 4. 3C

ABBRE—BTHEENE D, E¥IHIEN—ABEERY.
REHEKF, BPRYZMEFER. BRI REESFBH.
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When the Telephone Rang
FBE 1 €4 75 M #2 BY B (%

By Melody Beattie
Yot i

» A% S 9 P9 25 (00 AT LA b T 5 /0 A DAABE S . A A B0 T 2
L s E k! 14 % 89 %4 JL Nichole # % 12 % f9 L F
Shane W T, Ak BN T HRMEH 12 F 04 B .90 EWEH L
HBL T XA AR AR A — B

When the two reached the top, Shane shouted, “Let’s face

/{LLI ANETF BSRBRAER ; & NEE, L EHAEE RN,

it!” He dug his poles into the snow and pushed off. While going o-
ver a mogul, he fell, then stood up. Struggling to regain his bal-
ance, he was hit from behind by another skier and fell again. This
time he didn’t move.

=ERZE BB EHILK.

RMWAEIT. ZILEMZHITEHE . AFE—-IPMTRELERN
M, WINERFHNIES BCHR! WE XM, EH T /051
feel so guilty, so bad. I tried to drink it away. I tried to drug it a-
way.

{BJZ , Nichole AY & A BE drug it away, KT A H T “I need
help ! 7 B9 R . 4t 40 itk 475 5 4t % B 19 B8R 0E -

. Somectimes I go blank, and the next day I can’t remember
anything. I’m scared. I need help.

WH,“FR” BV & JLiX A T “F 2> 4 & #F .07 (inpatient
chemical-dependency treatment centre) ,

BXR,CRERRKRETFZE, X REZEL., XoT, RATZBT
LAF B X5 : It was a strange time when Nichole was in treat-

ment. ... | found something I thought 1’ d never find again
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calmness, a sense of peace. It iE L1 Fl “ b I 7 — UL AHIE , SR T »
B R AR BEEAR !

Al &, EIERMBBEE L E AR A . FERREE oML LI mE et , &
L& F —nt 0 P A BB R -

This whole nightmare is all my fault! You told me to be home
by six that night. That’s the last thing you said before we walked
out that door. And if I had listened, if I had come home when you
said, Shane wouldn’t be dead now. I’m so, so sorry, Mom.

“HBEIFPRLZRET,ALILE T XK 4K

Dear Nichole, I love you very much. I always have. I always
will. And if you had called me that night to ask if you could ski lat-
er than 6 p. m. , I would have said yes. You didn’t cause this, ba-
by. And don’t ever again think you did. Love, Mom.

WAEFFRE . AaREE. R, 846 55X — 383 E s
VrH AT, B Shane B FF A5, B MIAE O LR BE IR L5 8
IR, FARH! ERKRER  MAEF L EEEF .

When I got home, the telephone rang. “Thank you so much.
That note means a lot, more than anything. ”

B L8 B TR ST NIA BTG . itk sk LT/ 36 35
HERGHERAE. UTFHXF NEURUINEH T AEREH A, BIfE
X A 318 A AR UL, ST SR R

There are seasons of the heart. There are seasons in our lives,
just as there are seasons to all of nature. These seasons cannot be
forced any more than one can force the coming of spring by pulling
at tender blades of grass to make them grow. It took me awhile to
understand.

— A » % JL Nichole M\ F .00 I3 3k, B & [F K : We vowed to
have the best year a mother and daughter ever had. To celebrate
her homecoming, we had a party with her friends. It was a grand

day. SEH I, R 58 IR RLAY SE g 7

I1.0n January 30, 1991, my son Shane’s 12th birthday, I

took my two children to a restaurant to celebrate. My daughter,
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Nichole, apologized to Shane because she didn’t have a gift. “Want
to come skiing with Joey and me this Saturday?” she asked.

2. Shane’ s eyes lit up. Offers like that from his 14-year-old
sister didn’t come very often.

3. At home that evening Shane sidled up to me while I sat at
my dressing table, brushing my hair. He opened my jewelry draw-
er and took out a small gold cross, one his father had given me at
the time of our divorce. “Can I have this?” he asked.

4. “Sure, honey,” I said, “You can have that.”

5. That Friday, before the birthday ski trip, Shane stopped
me in the kitchen, pulled down the neck of his sweater and pointed
to the cross hanging around his neck. “God is with me now,” he
said quietly.

6.1 had a hard time falling asleep that night. It wasn’t, as the
song says, that I thought we’d get to see forever. But I thought

we’d have more time than we did. I didn’t know the end would

come SO sOoOn that I would face a mother’s worst nightmare,
involving not just one but both'of my children.

7. One last time. “Be home by six o’ clock!” I yelled as the
kids left that Saturday morning for Afton Alps, a ski area south of
our home in Stillwater, Minn. Nichole promised they would be
back on time.

8.1t was a strange day. I left as if I was waiting for some-
thing, but I didn’t know what. At 8 p. m. 1 wondered why the
children weren’t home yet. 1 was puttering around the house after
9 p. m. when the telephone rang.

9. “Mrs. Beattie?” a man asked. “I’m with the Afton Alps
Ski Patrol. Your son has been injured. He’s unconscious, but I’m
sure he’ll be fine. Stay where you are. We’ll call you back. ”

10. The phone rang again in 15 minutes. “Your son’s still not
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conscious,” the man said. “We’re taking him to the hospital. ”

11. Be calm, I thought. Drive to the hospital and see your
son. Be by his side. Everything will be fine.

12. A nurse met me in the emergency room. She looked at me
differently from anyone who had ever looked at me before. She
took my arm and led me to a small room. “Do you have someone
you can call?” she said.

13. Those words broke my heart. 1 knew what they meant.

14. Soon 1 learned what had happened. After skiing the begin-
ner hills all day, Shane decided to finish up by trying an expert
slope called Trudy’s Schuss. He talked one of Nichole’s friends in-
to going with him.

15. When the two reached the top, Shane shouted, “Let’s
face it!” He dug his poles into the snow and pushed off. While go-
ing over a mogul, he fell, then stood up. Struggling to regain his
balance, he was hit from behind by another skier and fell again.
This time he didn’t move.

16. In minutes the first-aid sled arrived. When artificial respi-
ration didn’t work, someone called an ambulance.

17. “Help him! That’s my brother!” Nichole shouted at the
paramedics. As one medic hooked up an L. V, another started to
cut off the chain with the cross that hung around Shane’s neck.
“Leave that on him,” Nichole said. They closed the doors and sped
toward the emergency room.

18. No more options. At the hospital 1 talked to a doctor. He
said something about brain injury. Swelling. More tests. All
weekend I pray for a miracle. Sometimes I couldn’t bear to be in
Shane’s room. 1 felt as if I were going to explode or go insane.
The ventilator whooshed as it pushed air into his lungs. 1 held his

hand, gently squeezing his fingers. He didn’t squeeze back.
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19. 1 remembered when we were sledding together a few weeks
before. Shane slammed into a tree and rolled off the sled. He lay
there on his back in the snow. “Shane, are you all right?” I yelled,
running to him.

20. He sat up quickly, smiled and said, “Psych!”

21.“Don’t tease like that,” I said. “If anything happened to
you, I don’t think I could go on. Do you understand that?”

22. He looked at me, got serious and said yes, he knew that.

23. Now I kept wishing he’d sit up, smile and say, “Psych.”
But he didn’t.

24. On the third day the doctors told me we should turn off the
life-support equipment. Shane’s kidneys had shut down. His body
wasn’t working. He was brain-dead. Medically there were no more
options.

25.1 started screaming, “Damn it! This is my baby you’re
talking about!” I kicked a door across from me as hard as I could.

26. After Shane’ s friends, Nichole’ s friends, and family
members said their goodbyes, I entered his room. I cut off a lock of
his hair and touched his foot. I always loved his little feet. And 1
held him while they shut off the ventilator.

27. %l love you,” 1 said. “I always have. I always will.”

28. When they turned off the machine, a whiff of air escaped
from his lungs, and he didn’t move again. 1 knew then he hadn’t
moved again. I knew then he hadn’t been breathing, hadn’t been
alive for days. The machines had made it look that way, but it
wasn’t so.

29. Walking out of the room and out of the hospital was the
hardest thing I have ever done in my life.

30. Losing Nichole. We had balloons at Shane’ s funeral.

When the children were little, they loved balloons. If they lost one



