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The Small Gift

Auyhor Unknown

Reverend Chalfant tells of a couple who were celebrating their golden
wedding anniversary. The husband was asked what the secret was to his
successful marriage. As the elderly are wont to do, the old gentleman answered
with a story. .

His wife, Sarah, was the only girl he ever dated. He grew up in an
orphanage and worked hard for everything he had. He never had time to date
until Sarah swept him off his feet. Before he knew it she had managed to get
him to ask her to marry him.

After they had said their vows on their wedding day, Sarah’s father took the
new groom aside and handed him a small gift. He said, “Within this gift is all
you really need to know to have a happy marriage.” The nervous young man
fumbled with the paper and ribbon until he got the package unwrapped. Within
the box lay a large gold watch. With great care he picked it up. Upon close
examination he saw etched across the face of the watch a prudent reminder he
would see whenever he checked the time of day, words that, if heeded, held the

secret to a successful marriage. They were, “Say something nice to Sarah.”
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reverend n. -+, HUH, WELAG adj. N 3% BEA A, POy

orphanage n. JRJLBE, FKJLE

fumble n. #1%, Wik v.BIE, KFEE,; S aE

reminder n. $EMEE, S AMMZAATE, REEY), R 1, WHCIZWICS
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No pleasure without pain.
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My Love is Like to Ice

Edmund Spenser

%% - ¥ E%E (Edmund Spenser, 1552?—1599), #E# A, HEE
MEERSEZ (LEY, 1596 F M EXFIFEFARLEENFHK, XA
EXERFTEAAFABRBUL AN FR, R FNFE (KAAE) ZH
FLigAEFREETRKEKT KH,

MEBABZR, WERAZAE, XAFHNEEXNHRESR, £F
AHEEFERRENREZHIALCRBIANESTNRAEZERS, —H K5 TH
EFRHX, &£ (bE) PREE —FER TRKIFNAEL, ZHRE
WRERBKRA “BEEFT, B, SEHEAIXIMHEELR, &
THHETERAG R, BARZA “FAKFA", THAEEEL, &7
P, WFREAL, SiEEdEHEEFA (BERARH) ARFETH Y
W, HZBRERIMEBELR, LT FVFTELH FREETE£, bt
M TISH L AT MR E E N FAGEHR, REURLIOMLREENFAT
3% fu 5 %

My love is like to ice, and I to fire;
How comes it then that this her cold so great
Is not dissolved through my so hot desire,
But harder grows the more I her entreat!
Or how comes it that my exceeding heat
Is not delayed by her heart-frozen cold;
But that I burn much more in boiling sweat,
And feel my flames argumented manifold!
RiBzm 3



What more miraculous thing may be told,

That fire, which all things melts, should harden ice;
And ice, which is congealed with senseless cold,
Should kindle fire by wonderful device!

Such is the power of love in gentle mind,

That it can alter all the course of kind.
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*% dissolve v. 7+fift; fimhfL; fEwEm, fwtk; 20, f@b
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Where there is no desire, there will be no industry.

John Locke

R Z R, MERRSAYE,




Love Never Come Back
J. K. Jerome

JK.AZ# (JKJerome, 1859——1927), X ERAREF L W B A JF, /b
BE. MXK. REE, (AAE) *2ER, UGRAE (ZARA)
BARAEXE LN, KX T HY (BABMBER), RAESUBRES
K, AHALEERATEHA, FALHRANAE, AEBHRER,
EMER, AHTHENE AT AEEBEHREMRE, 1 RHE
ERMER,

You’ve been in love, of course! If not you've got it to come. Love is like
the measles we all have to go through it. Also like the measles, we take it only
once. One never need be afraid of catching it a second time. The man who has
had it can go into the most dangerous places and play the most foolhardy tricks
with perfect safety. He can picnic in shady woods, ramble through leafy aisles,
and linger on mossy seats to watch the sunset. He fears a quiet country-house no
more than he would his own club. He can join a family party to go down the
Rhine. He can, to see the last of a friend, venture into the very jaws of the
marriage ceremony itself. He can keep his head through the whirl of a ravishing
waltz, and rest afterward in a dark conservatory, catching nothing more lasting
than a cold. He can brave a moonlight walk down sweet-scented lanes or a
twilight pull among the somber rushes. He can get over a stile without danger,
scramble through a tangled hedge without being caught, come down a slippery
path without falling. He can look into sunny eyes and not be dazzled. He listens

to the siren voices, yet sails on with unveered helm. He clasps white hands in
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his, but no electric “Lulu” like force holds him bound in their dainty pressure.

No, we never sicken with love twice. Cupid spends no second arrow in the
same heart. Love’s handmaids are our life-long friends. Respect, and admiration,
and affection, our doors may always be left open for, but their great celestial

master, in his royal progress, pays but one visit and departs. We like, we

cherish, we are very, very fond of but we never love again. A man’s heart is
a firework that once in its time flashes heavenward. Meteor-like, it blazes for a
moment and lights with its glory the whole world beneath. Then the nigh of our
sordid commonplace life closes in around it, and the burned-out case, falling

back to earth, lies useless and uncared for, slowly smoldering into ashes.

*3‘ #1314
foolhardy adj. BE#; A B LIEM
ofe shady adj. BREAR, FARERI, /K

conservatory n. ﬁi; HRFEK
v celestial adj. Ky, RZH, K

heavenward adv. 8] K25 #; ] K & Hb

I —

RiBzmw /



BT i

[E£] JK.AT &

REEHRET MRERE, BRKAN, ZHWARKES, —A—
EEELT—R, ENGERBGRKE—F, Bl —RELAGRE, Kk
AHREEWEL, @FdBRENAN, FARENELERZBHEZLT
Mo MSTEUARERIRIMREEFE , LR ESimEH /B, RIGRTE
KHH BN AL ERRME X HEAL, AimEtnEmRIcAEf, ZE
NERE R ASLEMREIE . 2B IN5RE RS H B A TZ A 3
. SRS, BB AR E R, BEETEHMRRRIEE
REFHETE, MRERREIEESPRERZ, MBINRER—ER —HR&
BARRFA . EEB S E AT ERIRAN/NE, thAIEERIERIE
RSB A, fthRERS L IR o B MBS A, ARSI 4y EL AU B T A 951
to, HEESSEL CHE R E T AR S, ] DLE M2 A AR RIS AR
2 JURTrZ NFRNEFAKKTA; et/ NFEEFF,
{ELHR o kL 8 0 SRR A BB K K

B, BAIASAERERK, B2, ASPRE R -G
e, ZORLREBRIMNEIOEL, WE., ZF. BEZ, BITHKRTHE
AT, TR R R 2, UNSREAT— R EARFEIER, RA1E
B, BB, BIMHERIESER—TAIBITRAEMNEBET . AHWOE
Mk, REETERZZER—K; BRE, BERRZ), FEB#E RN RRK
=, MAERIMEREFRNRFEREEZR, BMINEERE TR, &FH
g, RAER, TREEBHATAL, MAKK

8 The travel of romance



The Rose

Logan Pearsall Smith

BB ERER ¢ FH (Logan Pearsall Smith, 1865-1946), # E ¥
LR, EEESH (EPERHTE), (RRAFEAARIFRE), (#
SHER) £, AR EARER-FFEHALETXERR, EAFALEXEER
o, TERZATHEETNTAE, T “BRE-PMAETEEXHNR
WA, REEMEEREZETELEHRERTH",

The old lady had always been proud of the great rose—tree in her garden,
and was fond of telling how it had grown from a cutting she had brought years
before from Italy, when she was first married. She and her husband had been
traveling back in their carriage from Rome (it was before the time of railways),
and on a bad piece of road south of Siena they had broken down, and had been
forced to pass the night in a little house by the roadside. The accommodation
was wretched of course, she had spent a sleepless night, and rising early had
stood, wrapped up, at her window, with the cool air blowing on her face, to
watch the dawn. She could still, after all these years, remember the blue
mountains with the bright moon above them, and how a far-off town on one of
the peaks had gradually grown whiter and whiter, till the moon faded, the
mountains were touched with the pink of the rising sun, and suddenly the town
was lit as by an illumination, one window after another catching and reflecting
the sun’s beams, till at last the whole little city twinkled and sparkled up in the

sky like a nest of stars.



That morning, finding they would have to wait while their carriage was
being repaired, they had driven in a local conveyance up to the city on the
mountain, where they had been told they would find better quarters;and there
they had stayed two or three days. It was one of the miniature Italian cities with
a high church, a pretentious piazza, a few narrow streets and little palaces,
perched, all compact and complete, on the top of a mountain, within an
enclosure of walls hardly larger than an English kitchen garden. But it was full
of life and noise, echoing all day and all night with the sounds of feet and
voices.

The Caf of the simple inn where they stayed was the meeting—place of the
notabilities of the little city;the Sindaco, the avocado, the doctor, and a few
others;and among them they noticed a beautiful, slim, talkative old man, with
bright black eyes and snow—white hair—tall and straight and still with the figure
of a youth, although the waiter told them with pride that the Conte was molto
vecchio—would in fact be eighty in the following year. He was the last of his
family, the waiter added—they had once been great and rich people—but he had
no descendants, in fact the waiter mentioned with complacency, as if it were a
story on which the locality prided itself, that the Conte had been unfortunate in
love, and had never married.

The old gentleman, however, seemed cheerful enough;and it was plain that
he took an interest in the strangers, and wished to make their acquaintance. This
was soon effected by the friendly waiter;and after a little talk the old man
invited them to visit his villa and garden which were just outside the walls of the
town. So the next afternoon, when the sun began to descend, and they saw in
glimpses through doorways and windows, blue shadows beginning to spread over
the brown mountains, they went to pay their visit. It was not much of a place, a
small, modernized, stucco villa, with a hot pebbly garden, and in it a stone basin
with torpid gold fish, and a statue of Diana and her hounds against the wall. But
what gave a glory to it was a gigantic rose—tree which clambered over the house,

almost smothering the windows, and filling the air with the perfume of its
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