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Youth H
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Samuel Ullman

Whether 60 or 16, there 1s in every

human being’s heart the lure of wonder, the
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unfailing childlike appetite of what’s next and

the joy of the game of living.
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Youth is not a time of life; it is a state '»; R T LB R A
mind; it is not a matter of rosy cheeks, red 'j:. ‘ | - ERA R
and supple knees; it is a matter of the wil
quality of the imagination, a vigor of the emoti
it is the freshness of the deep springs of life.

Youth means a tempera—mental predomina
of courage over timidity, of the appetite :
adventure over the love of ease. This often exists
in a man of 60 more than a boy of 20. Nobody i
grows old merely by a number of years. We grow old

i

by deserting our ideals.




Years may wrinkle the skin, but to give up enthusiasm wrinkles the soul. Worry, fear, self-
distrust bows the heart and turns the spring back to dust.

Whether 60 or 16, there is in every human being’s heart the lure of wonder, the unfailing
childlike appetite of what’s next and the joy of the game of living. In the center of your heart
and my heart there is a wireless station: so long as it receives messages of beauty, hope, cheer,

courage and power from men and from the infinite, so long are you young.
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When the aerials are down, and your spirit is covered with snows of cynicism and the ice of
pessimism, then you are grown old, even at 20, but as long as your aerials are up, to catch waves

of optimism, there is hope you may die young at 80.
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Rush A

Zhu Ziqing & H i

You the wise, tell me, why should
our days leave us, never to return?
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Swallows may have gone, but there is a time of return; willow trees may
have died back, but there is a time of regreening; peach blossoms may have
fallen, but they will bloom again. Now, you the wise, tell me, why should our
days leave us, never to return? If they had been stolen by someone, who could
it be? Where could he hide them? If they had made the escape themselves,
then where could they stay at the moment?

I don’t know how many days I have been given to spend, but I do feel
my hands are getting empty. Taking stock silently, I find that more than eight
thousand days have already slid away from me. Like a drop of water from the
point of a needle disappearing into the ocean, my days are dripping into the
stream of time, soundless, traceless. Already sweat is starting on my forehead,

and tears welling up in my eyes.
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Those that have gone have gone for good, those to come
keep coming; yet in between, how swift is the shift, in such a
rush?

When I get up in the morning, the slanting sun marks its
presence in my small room in two or three oblongs. The sun
has feet, look, he is treading on, lightly and furtively; and I am
caught, blankly, in his revolution. Thus the day flows away
through the sink when I wash my hands, wears off in the bowl
when I eat my meal, and passes away before my day—dreaming
gaze as reflect in silence. I can feel his haste now, so I reach
out my hands to hold him back, but he keeps flowing past my
withholding hands. In the evening, as I lie in bed, he strides
over my body, glides past my feet, in his agile way. The
moment [ open my eyes and meet the sun again, one whole
day has gone. I bury my face in my hands and heave a sigh.
But the new day begins to flash past in the sigh.
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What can I do, in this bustling world,
with my days flying in their escape? Nothing
but to hesitate, to rush. What have I been
doing in that eight—thousand—day rush, apart
from hesitating? Those bygone days have
been dispersed as smoke by a light wind, or
evaporated as mist by the morning sun. What
traces have I left behind me? Have I ever left
behind any gossamer traces at all? I have
come to the world, stark naked; am I to go
back, in a blink,
nakedness? It is not fair though: why should I

in the same stark
have made such a trip for nothing!

You the wise, tell me, why should our

days leave us, never to return?
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Moonlight on the Lotus Pond
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Moonlight cascaded like water over the lotus leaves and flowers.

A Fedmi K — i, B — B ot F AL,

12



