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1. Long Journey Home

by Suzanne Chazin

“A LETTER ARRIVED from your father,” my friend
Tomoko said, the thin air-mail envelope crackling' like rice paper in
her hands. I nodded, but didn’t move. “Perhaps you’ll read it lat-
er, " she offered.

I had arrived in Japan after finishing college. The trip was my
father’s graduation present, and he had talked excitedly about my
returning home, but two months later I wrote that I might remain
to teach English. 1 knew my letter would pain him, and I dreaded
his response.

As I sat in the sparsely? furnished® room, I recalled tales of my
father’s youth, riding the rails during the Great Depression®. He
had been a hobo® then, as full of wanderlust® as I was now. If I had
vagabond’ blood in my veins®, I'd gotten it from him.

I thought about the gift that got my father to quit his wander-
ing. It was my favorite story of his life on the road — and I could
practically recite it by heart. In fact, I could almost hear his

Brooklyn-edged voice telling it now:

HE WAS 20, traveling in a freight car across the western
foothills of the Rocky Mountains. The other men in the car were
scattered along the walls, their dusty faces as empty as their pock-
ets. Their hands callused® from hard work. Each stared silently out
the open doors as if he had some particular destination in mind.
They were heading east, but they were all going nowhere.

My father had left New York a year and a half earlier. It had
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been easy to abandon the concrete stoops'® and corner stores of his
neighborhood. There, young men worked odd jobs in factories,
when they could find work at all. And old men — mostly Russian
immigrants like my grandfather — whiled away their time talking
about the motherland.

In Russia, my grandfather had been an engineer who spoke
four languages. In America, he was a house painter. His friends
were counts'’ who now waited tables, and captains who now opened
doors and hailed cabs. Late at night, they would talk of the armies
they'd led and the banquets'? they’d attended decades before. They
were men who walked in their own shadows.

Their threadbare'® stories filled my father with anger and em-
barrassment'*. How could they keep nursing one another’s empty
dreams. My father had bigger ambitions. He wanted to build
bridges, rope cattle, sail the Pacific. California beckoned!® his city-
boy imagination. There, certainly, people would see him as more
than just a Russian house painter’s son. He would return a success,
he vowed!®, or he wouldn’t return at all.

As the sun set and the train climbed into the Rockies, an icy
chill stole into the car. My father wrapped his tattered'’ peacoat
around him and stared at his shoes.

They were made of rough brown leather and laced above the
ankle. They had seen him through branding'® cattle in Northern
California, cutting lumber in Oregon, hauling'® tuna®® out of San
Pedro. They had hopped” on many a boxcar” from New York to
California, and had paced the deck of a freighter as he sailed through
the Panama Canal. Now the paper-thin soles® flapped®* open — the
leather as worn out as his dreams.

Another hobo approached him. “There’s a man in a town up a-

head who leaves his cellar door open for people like us.” Dad nodded
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and followed the others as they jumped off the train. Plunging into
the spring snow, he felt the icy crunch® under his toes. Soon his
wool socks were soaked and his toes numb.

A full moon lit the ground like white linen as the men trudged?®
down the hillside to a small frame house. Inside the cellar my father
found a corner to curl up in, but his feet were so cold he couldn’t
sleep. He tried massaging’’ his toes; they refused to yield to his
warm hands.

“What’s the matter?” drawled a soft voice beside him. He
turned to see a lanky®® man in his late 20s.

“My toes are frozen,” Dad said gruffly, then pointed to his
shoes. “These leak.”

He was in no mood to talk to this stranger. Too many months
on the road had chipped away his trust in people. Bosses promised to
pay wages that never came. Men fought over spare change or a
warm shirt, and sometimes stole them.

“Name’s Earl,” the stranger said. “I'm from Wichita,
Kansas, " he added, extending a long, bony hand.

“I'm Sol, from New York,” my father mumbled®, cautiously
meeting his grip.

Earl began to tell my father about his life. His family had been
wheat farmers for generations. But small-town living made him rest-
less. Surely, he decided, there was more to life than working the
Jand from sunup to sundown, marrying the girl you’ve known since
grade school, and going to church suppers on weekends. Gradually,
as Earl spoke, my father drifted into a deep sleep.

In the morning, they hopped the next train toward Kansas. By
late that day, they were riding past the mountains and into the
prairies’’. The weather turned even colder, and soon my father was

stamping his feet to keep the blood going.




“Hurting bad, are they?” Earl asked gently.

“I'm okay,” Dad replied tersely’'. This, too, he had learned:
never show fear or discomfort — someone might take advantage
of it. s

“You got family?”

Dad nodded, surprised by the question. “A sister and a father
and a couple of uncles,” he answered. “Not much.”

“Any family’s family, ” Earl said, looking at my father closely.
“You know, " he continued, “I figured if I could just leave the farm
behind I'd leave the farm boy behind. But that boy’s still in here,”
he said, pointing to his heart. “I've had enough of the road. At
least in Wichita I’'m a farm boy with roots.”

“Well, I don’t come from a farm, " said Dad, shrugging®.

“Why don't you come home with me, Sol? My sister’s a great
cook.” It had been a long time since anyone had called Dad by
name. “Thanks,” he replied. “But I can’t go to my own home —
much less to yours.”

“Why not?” Earl asked.

My father looked down at his fraying jacket and worn-out
shoes. How could the boy who swore to his father that he could do
better come home after doing worse? “Because I left New York to be
somebody, and I can’t go back until [ am, ” my father answered. He
stared out the boxcar. It was evening now, and stars glittered like
marcasite> in a brocaded™ sky. Growing up by street light, he’d
never seen such darkness. It made him feel alone. “One of these
days, I’ll go home,” he muttered. “When I get together some mon-
ey and shoes I can walk home in.”

Moments later, he felt a heavy object hit the back of his heel.
He turned to find one of Earl’s thick-soled brown shoes lying on the
floor beside him.
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“Try it on, " said Earl.

“Why?”

“You just said you'd go home if you had decent shoes. Well,
mine aren’t new, but they don’t have holes in them either.”

Earl dismissed his protest. “Just try them on, Sol. They’ll
keep your feet warm for now.”

Dad slipped a cold foot into one shoe. It was a perfect fit. “I
can’t accept this,” Dad said finally.

“Wear them for a little bit,” Earl urged, “I'll let you know
when 1 want them back.” He tossed over the other shoe, then put
on Dad's. My father laced them up and felt his toes tingle®® and
grow warm as circulation returned. He had forgotten how good
warm feet could feel. He drifted off to the rhythmic rumbles® of the
train.

Dad awoke at dawn. There were a couple of other hobos in the
boxcar now, but no Earl. Panic-stricken®, he asked the men if
they'd seen him. “The tall guy?” said one. “He jumped the train at
Wichita.”

“But his shoes,” my father said. “I have his shoes.”

“He told me to say he’s never been to New York, but he hopes
his shoes get there.”

Dad shook his head in disbelief. Among poor men, there is no
greater sacrifice than to give up your shoes so another can walk. He
had never seen anything like it before.

Or had he? My father thought about his old neighborhood.
Mrs. Stoll, the landlady, took care of the sick, and Mrs. Roy, a
neighbor, brought food to families when the breadwinner lost his
job. )

Certainly, they knew about hardship and loss. But they also
knew about generosity — not giving what you have, but giving
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what someone else needs. It was an idea he had completely forgot-
ten.

Now, as my father stared at the Kansas wheat fields clicking
by, he realized that Earl hadn’t just given him a pair of shoes. He
had given him back his faith in people.

That afternoon, Dad hopped a freight car bound for New
York. When he arrived home, my grandfather, though not a
demonstrative man, embraced his son warmly. And that evening, as
he spoke of his days on the road, Dad caught the slightest glimmer
of relief on the old man'’s face. My father sensed he had been wait-
ing, fearful that his child would never return.

I OPENED the airmail envelope and pulled out a short letter.
My father spoke of events, not feelings — he wrote about the sprin-
kler®® system he was building, my mother’s new curtains, the dog’s
visit to the vet.

Then, near the end, he added: “My darling, stay in Japan as
long as your heart desires. I want your happiness, and if that’s
where it lies, I understand. But you should also know that no mat-
ter how far your journey, no matter how rough the road, you can al-
ways come home.”

Dad’s words were a gift, as precious to me as Earl’s shoes had
been to him. They spoke the same language of sacrifice and generos-
| ity.

Things did not quite work out the way I had planned. The job
I expected did not materialize, and my fascination with Japan
waned” .

So I returned home — not as a child obeying the blind tug*® of
a parent’s wishes, but as an adult, drawn by my own heart and the

legacy*! of a gift from a hobo I will never know.



Vocabulary

1. crackle ({5 ) WM 3 M 21. hop Bk

2. sparsely Fhi/H 22. boxcar 1%

3. furnish AL, (I A E 23, sole BIK

4. the Great Depression & ¥ 24. flap 047

Kk 25. crunch & H MG R

5. hobo IR 26. trudge IR XEHE
6. wanderlust & iF ¥ 27. massage 1 FE
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8. vein MM 29. mumble P
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16. vow K& 37. panic-stricken 15 K& #)
17. tattered BXIEHY 38. sprinkler Wi iFi 2%
18. brand FT4&ED 39. wane FER

19. haul # 40. tug SRARMHLS
20. tuna £ & 41. legacy it 1



Exercise 1

Part One Understanding

1. Decide whether the following statements are true or false.

1

. The author thought his wanderlust was somewhat inherited from
his father.

. The author’s father and his Russian fellowmen immigrated to the
United States and lived a more decent life than before.

. They returned from California unsuccessful because they did not
work hard enough.

. Earl and Father often talked at length since they met because
they had the same hope and same experience.

. Earl sent his own shoes to Father so that he could come home de-
cently.

. Earl was the first person Father ever saw to help the people in
need.

. Immediately after receiving Father’s letter, the author returned
to his home in New York.

. Both Earl’s shoes and his Father’s letter made the author under-
stand that intimacy among people was more important than mon-

ey, success or anything.

II. Answer the following questions briefly.

1
2
3

. Why did the author go to Japan?

. Why did the author dare not to open his father’s letter at first?

. Why did the author’s father leave home for California eagerly
when he was young?

. What was the life of the Russian immigrants like when they were
in their own country?

. Why did the author’s father reluctant to go home although he

was on the freighter car bound for the east?
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6. What did Earl’s shoes bring to the author’s father?

I11. Translate the following sentences from English into Chinese.

1. I know my letter would pain him, and I dreaded his response.

2. These Russian immigrants whiled away their time talking about
the motherland; they were men who walked in their own shad-
OWS.

3. Surely, he decided, there was more to life than working the land
from sunup to sundown, marrying the girl you've known since
grade school, and going to church suppers on weekends.

4. I've had enough of the road. At least in Wichita I'm a farm boy
with roots.

5. “Because I left New York to be somebody, and I can’t go back
until I am.”

6. Things did not quite work out the way I had planned. The job I
expected did not materialize, and my fascination with Japan
waned.

7. So I returned home — not as a child obeying the blind tug of a
parent’s wishes, but as an adult, drawn by my own heart and

the legacy of a gift from a hobo I will never know.

Part Two Vocabulary and Structure

I. Fill in the blanks with the following words or phrases in their
proper forms.
plunge trudge callus wanderlust furnish beckon
embarrassment banquet hobo tersely rhythmic legacy

1. Books are the that a great genius leaves to mankind.

2. The story on the voyage across the Pacific aroused the young

man’s

3. He had to for 20 miles to get home.
4. The best way to start a swim is to in.




5. When cornered by the press, he muttered “no comment”

6. At the moment, I can hear the beating of my own

heart.
7. His experience as a wandering from state to state at

last ended as he settled down in West Virginia.

8. When abroad, I hired a room for $ 30 a month.

9. On the first day to Vienna as an ambassador, he was entertained
with as a warm welcome.

10. The romance of the sea the old sailor.

I1. Translate the following sentences from Chinese into English.

1. fFERMNREE E MR RAERFER CEH 2. (as ambitious
as)

2. R mA NS —HEZ, mEMERNT, FREL it
¥, BEHEMOPZETEHIR, (as empty as; go somewhere)

3. REH OHEW IR Z R ECHE, AN S A EREREE T+
A%, A o 2 A E At F 2 REREE <. (have no mood
to; try one’s fortune)

4. RBAEFEHBT RO EE NS T i, (chip away;
weaken)

5. RIRGET —THNE, EF&i&, (try... on; a perfect fit)

6. RNABRLERENAEST S, EEMFEARINAER
M ®4TH . (stand out; leave the hope for)
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2. Sealed in a Safe

by Keith Monroe

The child thought it was a place to play ... not a place to
die .

AS USUAL, the staff at Shepherd of the Hills Church in
Chatsworth, Calif, was busy. It was Monday, March 18, 1991,
and the offering! from the Sunday service had been counted and
bagged in the workroom.

But one thing was different. Bookkeeper Darlene West was at
home, recovering from surgery. So when church elders removed the
cash from the safe for deposit, no one twirled’ the dial®, as she al-

ways did, to lock the empty safe for the week.

THE SAFE WAS OPEN when Kim Fales, the wife of one of
the associate ministers, arrived to paste up the weekly bulletin®, her
two children in tow’. That’s odd®, she thought. Making a mental
note to mention the safe to Gordon Freitas, who managed the
church office, she hurried to finish her afternoon’s work. Her watch
showed that it was 3:15.

“You guys better leave the safe alone,” she told her children
when she saw them playing near it, and headed to the upstairs copi-
er machine. “I’ll get this done in a minute, then we’ll go home.”
She stopped in the glass-walled office to greet her husband,
Richard. “Give me five minutes more,” she said.

Downstairs, Rochelle, 11, and John, 10, scanned the open
safe’s square, silvery interior. “Let’s pretend we're money bags,”
Rochelle said, squeezing into the three-by-two-foot vault’. Tucking
her knees to her chin, she pulled the door shut.
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