Y Ris

KBRS A AR



EJE P P-4

B/R/ R/ D/ R R AB

ﬂ;t??J: 5

BRHBE R

%@«&%i%»ﬁL¥iﬁﬁ

The Moat Cuwreet

: | ove VN
motmﬁ)ﬁorgd

i

RARFSOR L AL



B HBEREGE (CIP) i

S R N B . SRTUCMIR / BREIgEE. —KHE.
KRR A R, 2009.12

ISBN 978-7-5308-4886—9

[ Q- 1. DB W OIEFH—B X s
O r—1ERE—ER V. (DH3194: 1

8 B A [ - CIP BB E (2009) 55237806 %

FAT ik TR
FARER. &

A

KRR A R R

MA . RS

Kl PO R3S Y MEZ 300051

Miif:  (022) 23332300 (4= ) 23332393 ( LATRE)
BUHE: www.tjkjebs.com.en

Brie Tk e

7] TR P ER A R 2 )

A 787 % 1092 1 /16 [k 21.5 FE 378 000
20104F.4 J3 55 LRSS IR BV

SEM: 32.0000







US> R IR B S N

\III%‘)F:GJTD

i =

.
)

. com







<+ PEC-HEIE M < E W



—




© PUES-HuEIE < T







WU - BB B - SHE N

If I had to select a word that best describes the majority of American parents. that
word would be guilt-ridden. How sad it is to see parents become the willing victims
of the“‘give-me game”, only to discover that, no matter what they do, it isn’t enough.
In the end, they are despised for their lack of firmness and blamed when their spoiled
children get into trouble.

With this in mind, I shall first answer the question: “What do parents owe their
children?” And I shall start with what they don’t owe them.

Parents don’t owe their children every minute of their day and every ounce of their
energy. They don’t owe round-the-clock car service, singing lessons, tennis lessons,
expensive bicycles.

I take the firm position that parents do not owe their children a college education. If
they can afford it, fine; they can certainly send them to the best universities. But they must
not feel guilty if they can’t. If the children really want to go, they will find a way. There are
plenty of loans and scholarships for the bright and eager who can’t afford to pay.

After children marry, their parents do not owe them a down payment on a house
or money for the furniture. They do not have an obligation to baby-sit or to take their
grandchildren in their home when the parents are on vacation. If they want to do it, it
must be considered a favor, not an obligation,

In my opinion, parents do not owe their children an inheritance, no matter how
much money they have. One of the surest ways to produce a loafer is to let children

know that their future is assured.



Do parents owe their children anything? Yes, they owe them a great deal.

One of their chief obligations is to give their children a sense of personal worth, for
self-esteem is the basis of a good mental health. Of course, they should be connected
when they do wrong; this is the way children learn.

Parents owe their children fine guidance and consistent discipline. The parent
who says “No” when other parents say “Yes” sends a double message. He is also
saying: “I love you, and I am ready to risk your anger, because I don’t want you to get
mnto trouble.”

Parents owe their children privacy and respect for their personal belongings. If
a mother feels that she must read her daughter’s diary to know what is going on, the
communication between them must be pretty bad.

Parents owe their children a set of solid values around which to build their lives.
This means teaching them to respect the rights and opinions of others: it means being
respecttul to elders, to teachers, and to the law. '

No child asks to be born. If you bring a life into the world, you owe the child
something. And if you give him his due, he will have something of value to pass along

to your grandchildren.
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And I shall start with what they don’t owe them.

If the children really want to go, they will find a way.

If you bring a life into the world, you owe the child something.

Do parents owe their children anything?
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Peter had not really believed that Dad would be doing it—sending Granddad away.
“Away” was what they were calling it. Not until now could he believe it of his father.

But here was the blanket that Dad had bought for Granddad, and in the morning
he’d be going away. This was the last evening they’d be having together. Dad was off
seeing that girl he was to marry. He would not be back till late, so Peter and Granddad
could sit up and talk.

It was a fine September night, with a silver moon riding high. They washed up the
supper dishes and then took their chairs out onto the porch. “T will get my fiddle,” said
the old man, “and play you some of the old tunes.”

But instead of the fiddle he brought out the blanket. It was a big double blanket, red
with black stripes.

“Now, is not that a fine blanket!” said the old man, smoothing it over his knees.
“And is not your father a kind man to be giving the old fellow a blanket like that to go
away with? It cost something, it did—look at the wool of it! There will be few blankets
there the equal of this one!”

It was like Granddad to be saying that. He was trying to make it easier. He
had pretended all along that he wanted to £0 away to the great brick building—the
government place. There he’d be with so many other old fellows, having the best of
everything... But Peter had not believed Dad would really do it, not until this night

when he brought home the blanket.
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“Oh, yes, it’s anket,” said Pet up and went into the house. He

was not the kind to 1y , besides, he w ld for that. He’d just gone in to fetch
Granddad’s fiddle.

The blanket slid to the floor as the old man took the fiddle and stood up. He tuned
up for a minute, and then said: “This is one you will like to remember.”

Peter sat and looked out over the gully. Dad would marry that girl. Yes, that girl
who had kissed Peter and fussed over him, saying she’d try to be a good mother to him,
and all...

The tune stopped suddenly. Granddad said: “It’s a fine girl your father’s going to
marry. He will be feeling young again with a pretty wife like that. And what would an old
fellow like me be doing around their house, getting in the way? An old nuisance, what with
my talks of aches and pains. It’s best that I go away, like I'm doing. One more tune or two,
and then we will be going to sleep. I will pack up my blanket in the morning.”

They did not hear the two people coring down the path. Dad had one arm around the
girl, whose bright face was like a doll’s. But they heard her when she laughed, right close
by the porch. Dad did not say anything, but the girl came forward and spoke to Granddad
prettily, “T won’t be here when you leave in the morning, so I came over to say good-bye.”

)

“It’s kind of you,” said Granddad, with his eyes cast down. Then, seeing the
blanket at his feet, he stooped to pick it up. “And will you look at this,” he said, “The
fine blanket my son has given me to go away with.”

“Yes,” she said, “It’s a fine blanket.” She felt the wool and repeated in surprise, ‘A
fine blanket—I will say it is!” She turned to Dad and said to him coldly, “That blanket

really cost something.”




