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Youth is like gold, with which you
can make whal you wanl lo make.
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T'here were tears in Lila’s eyes again, but her voice was firm as she

stood up. “Let’s go find Andy. We’ll tell him he can go and test his wings.”

To Test Your Wings

“We have to let him try it, Lila,” I urged my wife. “Can’t
you see that?”

“But how will he manage on his own?”’

“He’ll manage.”

“But he’s blind!”

“I know it.”

Of course I knew it. I'm Andy’s father, aren’t I? But
I also knew how much it hurt Lila to say that. It was years
before I heard her admit it. Even though she knew it, had been
told it over and over by all the doctors, we had taken Andy to,
during the early years, when we were still hoping.

“Lila,” I tried again, “he’s nineteen years old. He’s clever.
He’s ambitious ™. He’s confident. He wants to try things on

his own. We’ve given him what we can. We have to let him

”

go.

“But why does he have to choose a college halfway
across the country?”

“Because he wants to test his wings.”

“That’s all very well,” she continued to protest, “but he’s
not whole. How do we know he can fly on his own?”

“I think he can,” I prodded - gently. “And we have to
let him try. He’ll come back sometimes.” We were both silent
for a while. Then, “Remember Gertie?”

“Yes,” Lila nodded. “I remember Gertie.”

“And we let her use her wings, didn’t we?”

Lila nodded again.

“Even though it hurt? Even though you wanted to hold
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onto her. Even though she was disabled, too, in a way, and we
were afraid she might not make it.”

“Yes.”

“And she did come back, didn’t she? Not only that

spring, but for several springs, and a couple of falls, too.”

“But never to sta—"

“No. Never to stay,” I agreed. “And that’s the way it is
with children too, once they’re grown and gone.”

There were tears in Lila’s eyes again, but her voice was
firm as she stood up. “Let’s go find Andy. We’ll tell him he

can go and test his wings.”
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But I also knew how much it hurt Lila to say that. It was years before | heard her admit it.
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Sparkling discourse

© The target of life is to grow.

Ak ey BARETAK,

© Iflife is a grindstone, use it to sharpen your wits.

WRAEER—EL, RELEFHROKTRE,

© Your body is the baggage you must carry through life. The more excess baggage the
shorter the trip.

HRRGAEBTOITE, ITEMAE, Ak,

© Life is a process of accumulation. And you may fall sometimes, but even if you fall, you
should understand how to grasp some sand in your hand.

AER—ABRREAZ, REQHE, Prieds, LERFR—IFTEFL,

© Life’s ups and downs provide windows of opportunity to determine your values and goals.
Think of using all obstacles as stepping-stones to build the life you want.
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Hues of purplish, rose and amber begin to pulsate in the sky. High

above, in the soft blue, a lone star still sparkles. Silver mist rises gently

from the lake. All is still.

Where the Sun Always Rises

“Get up! Get up!” my mother whispers. My eyes
flash open in the predawn gray. Sleepily, I look around the
screened-in porch of our family’s log cabin, where we spend
our summer weeks. I take in the dock-green porch swing, the
birch-leg table, the twin bed where my sister sleeps, the smoky
g'OSS® of the kerosene lantern. My face feels the coolness of
the early-morning air.

I relax and curl deeper beneath the blankets” warmth.
“Get up!” my mother whispers again. “The sunrise is glorious!”
Careful not to let the screen door slam, she sets off down to the
lake.

Get up to see the sunrise? The last thing this 14-year-
old wants to do is leave a warm bed to see the sun rise. It’s
freezing out there.

My 17-year-old sister pushes back her covers and sits
up. I make a supreme effort and struggle out too. We grab my
father’s World War II army blankets and wrap them tightly
around our cotton nighties. Our pace is quick. One of us
misses catching the screen door. It slams.

Carefully, we pick our way over slippery rocks and
prickly pine needles, down 49 dew-covered log steps to the
shore. We catch our breath and look up. Across the lake, a
sliver of brilliant red crests the top of the shadowed forest. It

outlines our mother on the lakeshore, the first light catching
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the soft red of her hair.

Hues of purplish, rose and amber begin to pulsate® i

the sky. High above, in the soft blue, a lone star still sparkles.

n

Silver mist rises gently from the lake. All is still.

Suddenly, the curve of a brilliant sun bursts through the
dark forest. The world begins to awaken. A blue heron rises
from a distant shore and gently fans its way over the water.
Two ducks make a rippled landing near our dock, while a loon
skims along the edge of a nearby island, hunting its morning
food.

Breathing the chill air, the three of us draw our blankets
closer. At last, the soft hues of dawn turn bright with the new
day. The star fades. My sister and I took one more look and
race back to bed.

My mother is reluctant to leave the sunrise amphitheater®.
It is a while before I hear her reach the top step and gently
close the porch door.

“Get up! Get up!” I whisper to my adolescent?® sons
sleeping in the old metal beds on the cabin porch. “Come see
the sunrise! It’s awesome!”

I watch as they snatch the World War IT army blankets
from their beds and stumble out the porch door. It slams.

Gingerly, they maneuver®

over slippery rocks and prickly
pine needles down 49 dew-covered log steps to the lakeshore.

Their grandmother, her red hair now streaked with white,
is already there. She greets us silently with a bright smile,
gathers her blanket closer and turns toward the east.

My sons watch intently as the rich colors of the sunrise
soar into the sky. It isn’t long before the lake awakens at the
flap of a blue heron’s wings and the melodic call of a loon @

“Isn’t it beautiful?” I whisper. The boys nod silently.
Before long, they grab the tails of their fra_\'ed@ blankets and
race back up the steps to the warmth of their beds.

My mother and I stay. Standing close, we watch the

swirls of pearl mist rise and the graceful glide of an eagle high
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overhead. Our faces warm in the early sun.

We turn and begin the slow climb up the old log stairs.
Halfway up, I look back to see how my mother is doing. But
she’s not on the stairs. She has changed her mind. Through the

trees I can see her, still on the shore, lingering in the light.
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© We catch our breath and look up. Across the lake, a sliver of brilliant red crests the top of the
shadowed forest. It outlines our mother on the lakeshore, the first light catching the soft red of her hair.
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© My sons watch intently as the rich colors of the sunrise soar into the sky. It isn’t long
before the lake awakens at the flap of a blue heron’s wings and the melodic call of a loon.
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© Standing close, we watch the swirls of pearl mist rise and the graceful glide of an eagle
high overhead.
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© Time is the soil of all achievements in the world.
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© Please listen to the words of time with attention, for time is the wisest counselor.

RS E S, BAREARERAGHRF,

© Time is the healer of all conflicts.

MR — I R AR



© Time is the soul of the world.

B R R R A,

© Time is the biggest tyrant. In the course of our aging, he imposes taxes on our health.
limbs, endowments, strength and facial features.
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Old age is knocking at the door, lurking behind every corner of life.

It’s there, waiting to get me. A recent incident prompted the realization

that I might be over the hill of 21.

Over the Hill at the Age of 21

Old age is knocking at the door, lurking behind every
corner of life. It’s there, waiting to get me. A recent incident
prompted the realization that I might be over the hill of 21.

I had accepted a job as a substitute teacher in my old
grammar school. It was then that I noticed I had spruuted(D
two gray hairs. I quickly yanked them out, unfazed 2,

I made it to the school at exactly 8:30 a.m., signed in
and took my place on the other side of the desk. Out of the
corner of my eye, I noticed two little kids peeking through the
window. The two were pointing at me, laughing. I checked
my shirt to see if maybe my bra strap was hanging out and
checked my backside for a “kick me” sign. It appeared that all
was normal. The bell finally rang and a pack of kids filled the
room, staring, laughing and plotting their next move.

I think my lack of experience was evident, even to those
little fifth graders.

“How old are you?” one of the little deviants® asked
before I could pick up the chalk to write my name.

“Can we go outside?” another one inquired, raising his
eyebrows devilishly.

“Are you married?” “Do you have a boyfriend?” “What
kind of car do you drive?” “Do you like New Kids on the
Block?” A ba rrage@ of questions hit me in the face, leaving
me stunned and dizzy. Sensing my security, the little demons
proceeded to climb on their desks, run around the room, and

yes, throw paper airplanes at one another.
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