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Small Dose of Hope
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When I was in my first year of college, I hit a stretch where every area of my life was a
disaster. I felt hopeless and alone, and more depressed than I knew was possible.

On one such day, I was walking from class across campus to catch my bus home, head
down, fighting tears of total dcspair, When an old guy came down the sidewalk toward me,
I had never seen him before. Embarrassed at being seen in such an emotional mess, I turned
my head away and hoped to hurry past, I figured he’d walk on by, but he moved until he
was directly in front of me, waited until I looked up, then smiled.

Looking into my eyes, this stranger spoke in a quiet voice, “Whatever is wrong will
pass. You're going to be OK, just hang on.” He, then, smiled again and walked away.

I can’t explain the impact of that moment, of that man’s unexpected kindness and 11
conditional caring! He gave me one thing I've lost completely: hope. 1 looked for him on
campus, to thank him, but never saw him again.

That was thirty years ago. And I've never forgotten that moment. Over the years, when-
ever | see someone in distress, I think of that old man and try to give a zlimmer of hope in
the dark wherever I can—carrying groceries for people, sitting with cranky babies in airport
lounges while the mother got up and got herself food or restroom, talking to tired couples at
the checkout line, it could be anything.

If you keep your head up, your heart will show you the place that need a small dose of
hope.



£ gxax $

FERFHSRE—E R, ARK BT, AR %A e HEE . R8I
P, JEE) T MBS

A—K, RABE K, Tl Lty b, RME L, RE8F N MM
MITHZK o SXEF—A~ 3 AN (R S BGE Ak, FRIARTA B it ft. HARRAC K2
RS S E e, TRRELMA -k, FEE%YE. REEMENRSNL T,
(BRMMS) T—F, EXHESEREATE T TR, —HFRRHEL, ARMET.

XA E AR B RORESF AR "L HMENRRT LN, RatrRXm.
REFF L REMRTER, ¥HEETT.

WAL VEHE A — 2], A AT BN 098 B0 X A B R,
BT RMRERRENRN . ¥, RAEFAEITRM, RURBM, oJHaEa L.

Rt = HERR S T, HRAEEASECIE 2], XUER, Y REBA ALY
i, #AEIRNEN . (R S LEI A e b, WAL “REE" P A
— WA B AR, EVLAIR ST AT RO A %L, Gk R
AR 25 KAz, A XKBETF 0 BAEHAFHRETKRT, SHEMRAR, F%, A
PURAEAT S,

GSRARE RS, VR 2 URURA BP0 2 R T ) it A S i b

CRGEaSE

disaster [ di'zassto] R ; R ¥

despair [di'spealn. 2% ; A AL PHARTF

sidewalk ['saidwoik | n. A4TiH

unconditional [ ankan'difonal ] adj. & &4 4% ; LR $I 6
glimmer ['glima] n. #&; Wk, Vi
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1. This way, please. My car is outside. XihiF, WAFHENE,

2. You can wait here and | will get the car. RITUAERXEH, WEFF XK,

3. I will bring my car here, so please wait a moment. FIBFEF LK, HHF,

4. There is a car waiting for you, so please follow me. SMNEBFEHEFE, BEREH K,

5. Please wait for me here, 1 am going to the parking lot to drive my car.
BHERXIILER, BEBFEBHHE,

6. | have a car waiting outside to take you to our company. Right this way, please.
ROEEANASERESIRMNAT, BXDE,
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The Angel among Us
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It’s been over eleven years now. It was a winiry afternoon, the snow swirling around
the cedar trees outside, forcing little icicles to form at the tips of the deep green foliage
clinging to the branches.

My older son, Stephen, was at school, and Reed, my husband, at work. My three lit-

tle ones were clustered around the kitchen counter, the 1ublciop piled high with crayons and
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markers. Tom was perfecting a paper airplane, creating his own insignia with stars and
stripes, while Sam worked on a self-portrait, his chubby hands drawing first a head, then
legs and arms sticking out where the body should have been. The children mostly concen-
trated on their work. Tom occasionally tutoring his younger brother on exactly how to make
a plane that would fly the entire length of the room.

But Laura, our only daughter, sat quietly, engrossed in her project. Every once in a
while she would ask how to spell the name of someone in our family, then painstakingly
form the letters one by one. Next, she would add flowers with small green stems, complete
with grass lining the bottom of the page. She finished off each with a sun in the upper
right hand corner, surrounded by an inch or two of blue sky. Holding them at eye level, she
let out a long sigh of satisfaction.

“What are you making, honey?” 1 asked.

She glanced at her brothers before looking back at me.

“It’s a surprise, ” she said, covering up her work with her hands.

Next, she taped the top two edges of each sheet of paper together, trying her best to
create a cylinder. When she had finished, she disappeared up the stairs with her treasure.

It wasn’t until later that evening that I noticed a “mailbox” taped onto the doors to each
of our bedrooms. There was one for Steve. There was one for Tom. She hadn’t forgotten
Sam or baby Paul.

For the next few weeks, we received mail on a regular basis. There were little notes
confessing her love for each of us. There were short letters full of tiny compliments that only
a seven-year-old would notice. I was in charge of retrieving baby Paul’s letters, page after
page of colored scenes including flowers with happy faces.

“He can’t read yet,” she whispered, “But he can look at the pictures.”

Each time I received one of my little girl’s gifts, it brightened my heart.

I was touched at how carefully she observed our moods. When Stephen lost a baseball
game, there was a letter telling him she thought he was the best ballplayer in the whole
world. After I had a particularly hard day, there was a message thanking me for my efforts,
complete with a smile face tucked near the bottom corner of the page.

This same little girl is grown now, driving off every day to the community college but
some things about her have never changed. One afternoon only a week or so ago, 1 found a

love note next to my bedside.
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“Thanks for always being there for me, Mom, " it read, “I'm glad that we’re the best of
friends.”
I couldn’t help but remember the precious child whose smile has brought me countless

hours of joy throughout the years. There are angels among us. I know, I live with one.
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wintry [ wintri] adj. K&, AR, AKX

foliage ['fouliidz ] n. 445 tabletop ['teibltop] n. % @
nsignia [in'signia] n. 25, #r.&; #F; RA

painstakinaly ['peinsteikinli] adv. 2 % ¥ 3, 3% H b

ballplayer ['botlipleia] n. #3k F; A E O A

throughout [Bruz'aut ] prep. ®F  adv. 23, A4 £4
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1. The lift broke down. B#3A T,

2. The elevator is being repaired. B4 [F & H#

3. Sorry, the lift is full. Would you please just wait 3 moment?
MAE, BEEH#HEL, BERE <L, 752

4. When the lift reaches the fourth floor, they go to their respective offices.
BT R4, NERTEANNAE,

5. Elevators must undergo an annual safety inspection.
BRLNBEMR—RLLRE,

6. Please stand clear of the gates of the lift.
BABMB ARSI,
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Put up a Banner for Yourself
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Roger Rolls was the first black governor in the history of New York State, USA. He
was born in one of New York’s notorious slums. The children born here rarely did decent
work after they grew up. However, Roger Rolls was all exception, for he was not only ad-
mitted to the university, but also he became a governor.

At his inaugural press conference, a reporter asked him, “What made you become the
governor?” Faced with more than 300 journalists, Rolls did not mention his struggle but
only spoke of his primary school schoolmaster— Pierre Paul.

In 1961, Pierre Paul was engaged as the director and 'principal of Nobita Primary
School. When he entered this school, he found the children here did not cooperate with the
teachers. Pierre Paul thought up many ways to guide them, but no one was effective. Later,
he found these children were very superstitious, so when he gave lectures, he added a pro-
gram of palm reading as a means of fortune-telling, with which he encouraged the students.

When Rolls jumped from the hath pace and walked to the platform with his small hands
stretched out, Pierre Paul said, “As soon as I see your slender little fingers, I know you will
be the governor of New York State in future.” At that moment, Rolls was shocked because
only his grandmother inspired him once, saying that he could become the captain of a five-
ton ship. This time, Pierre Paul said he could become the governor of New York State, so
he remembered that remark and believed him.

From that day on, the “New York State Governor” was like a banner that constantly in-



