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The Importance of Conscience
FE - M. FIaHT4F / Elisha M. Webster

| was faced with a decision. While delivering laundry into
the appropriate bedrooms, | stumbled upon my thirteen—year—
old sister' s diary, a modern—day Pandora' s box, suffused with
temptation. what was | to do? | had always been jealous of
my little sister. Her charming smile, endearing personality and
many talents threatened my place as leading lady. | competed
with her tacitly and grew to resent her natural abilities. | felt
it necessary to shatter her shadow with achievements of my
own. As a result, we seldom spoke. | sought opportunities to
criticize her and relished surpassing her acevements. Her diary
lay at my feet, and | didn' t think of the result of opening it. |
considered not her privacy, the morality of my actions, nor her

consequential pain. | merely savored the possibility of digging



up enough dirt to soil my competitor' s spotless record. |
reasoned my iniquity as sisterly duty. It was my responsibility to
keep a check on her activities. It would be wrong of me not to.

| tentatively plucked the book from the floor and opened it,
fanning through the pages, searching for my name, convinced
that | would discover scheming and slander. As | read, the
blood ran from my face. It was worse than | suspected. | feit
faint and slouched to the floor. There was neither conspiracy
nor defamation. There was a succinct description of herself,
her goals and her dreams followed by a short portrayal of the
person who has inspired her most. | started to cry.

| ' was her hero. She admired me for my personality, my
achievements and ironically, my integrity. She wanted to be
like me. She had been watching me for years, quietly marveling
over my choices and actions. | ceased reading, struck with the
crime | had committed. | had expended so much energy into
pushing her away that | had missed out on her.

| had wasted years resenting someone capable of
magic—and now | had violated her trust. It was | who had lost
something beautiful, and it was | who would never allow myself
to do such a thing again.

Reading the earnest words my sister had written seemed
to melt an icy barrier around my heart, and | longed to know
her again. | was finally able to put aside the petty insecurity that
kept me from her. On that fateful afternoon, as | put aside the
laundry and rose to my feet, | decided to go to her—this time to
experience instead of to judge, to embrace instead of to fight.

After all, she was my sister.
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stumble ['stambal] v. 2Ef); RIe7th
! The child stumbled over every sentence.
XN EZFHGOERELEEE,

responsibility [rispansa'biliti] n. 3T{E; TS#HM,; ERE
' Do you know the responsibilities of the teachers?
REDTE B HYER TG 2

inspire [in'spair] v. BX5%; #Ah; 2@
His songs inspired the audiences.
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barrier ['baris] n. #H; RE; RE; H9H%
Confidence can reduce successful barrier.
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| competed with her tacitly and grew to resent her natural abilities.
compete with: 5------$7%

I was her hero. She admired me for my personality.
admire fOr: @ ...... ﬁﬁﬁ‘(ﬁ ......
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Taste of Love
k44 /Anonymous

After several months of annoying body aches and pains,
a friend suggested | start taking vitamins and some organic,
unrefined oils to aid in my overall health.

| was interested in getting myself back into better shape
and so it didn' t take much to convince me. Then once | began
using them, | liked the results, less headaches, more energy; they
seemed to be working. | faithfully took the five capsules every day
until the time came when | needed to get some refills.

| looked through the mail-order catalog and found the stuff |
wanted to order. Then, | looked further down and discovered the
product any good mother would want to give her children. | found the
children' s version of these oil pills | had been taking. | carefully read
the description and without hesitation placed my order.

Soon the small box arrived at our doorstep just before my



two oldest boys arrived home from school. My freshly baked
brownies were cooling on the kitchen counter and | was excited
to greet them. | looked at the delightful bottle their special product
had arrived in and smiled contentedly to myself. Darling little jungle
animals decorated the bottle.Big, bold lettering emphasized the
scrumptious butterscotch flavor. An eye—catching caption said it
was delicious over desserts! | suddenly had an idea!

My guys bounded up the street and took their usual places
around the kitchen table eagerly awaiting their afternoon snack. |
told them about the yummy brownies and they were practically
salivating with anticipation! Carefully | cut each of my three sons
a warm square of brownie. | diverted their attention and poured a
few thick drops of this oil on top of their brownies. The oil sat there
on the brownies for a moment, almost like it was saying, "Are you
sure you want to do this?" But then it seeped deep into the dark
chocolate. They' d never know | had added some health food in
the middle of this treat. Ah hal

| presented each boy with their own plate and it was
Nathaniel, the oldest and most discerning that asked me,
‘Mom, what' s that on the brownies?"l gingerly walk around
the question and encouraged him to dig in.The bite had barely
entered his mouth when he grimaced and contorted. He held
the moist brownie bits on the curl of his tongue hoping not to
swallow any and cried, "Ugh! Mom, these are sick! What did
you do? They taste terrible!" | tried not to laugh and despite
me encouraging him to try another bite, ( he was almost
gagging from the first one, ) he quickly declined. Seeing their
big brother so grossed out, the other boys suddenly lost their

interest in their snack.They just wanted to leave the table on an



