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<C A Promise of Spring 5%

Early in the spring, about a month before my grandpa’ s stroke', |
began walking for an hour every afternoon. Sometimes | would walk four
blocks south to see Grandma and Grandpa. At eighty—six, Grandpa was
still quite a gardener, so | always watched for his earliest blooms and
each new wave of spring flowers.

| was especially interested in flowers that year because | was
planning to landscape my own yard and | was eager to get Grandpa’s
advice. | thought | knew pretty much what | wanted—a yard full of bushes
and plants that would bloom from May till November.

It was right after the first rush of purple violets’ in the lawns® and the
sudden blaze* of forsythia® that spring that Grandpa had a stroke. It left
him without speech and with no movement on his left side. The whole
family ralied to Grandpa. We all spent many hours by his side.
Sometimes his eyes were eloguent — laughing at our reported mishaps,
listening alertly, revealing painful awareness of his inability to care for
himself. There were days, too, when he slept most of the time, .overcome
with the weight of his approaching death.

As the months passed, | watched the growing flowers from the earth
with Grandpa’ s eyes. Each time | was with him, | gave him a garden
report. He listened, gripping my hand with the sure strength and calm he

had always had. But he could not answer my questions. The new flowers
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else was at his bedside. He was glad to have me there, and reached out
his hand to pull me close.

| told Grandpa what | had learned — that few flowers last from April
to November. Some of the most beautiful bloom for only a month at most.
To really enjoy a garden, you have to plant corners and drifts and rows of
flowers that will bloom and grace the garden, each in its own season.

His eyes listened to every word. Then, another discovery, “If | want a
garden like yours, Grandpa, |’ m going to have to work.” His grin laughed
at me, and his eyes teased me.

“Grandpa, in your life right now the chrysanthemums® are in bloom.
Chrysanthemums and roses.” Tears clouded both our eyes. Neither of us
feared this last flower of fall, but the wait for spring seemed too long in
November. We knew how much we would miss each other.

It was the end of August when Grandpa died, the end of summer. As
we were choosing flowers from the florist for Grandpa’ s funeral, | slipped
away to Grandpa’ s garden and walked with my memories of columbine’
and Sweet William. Only the tall lavender and white philox were in bloom
now, and some baby ’ s breath in another corner.

On impulse, | cut the prettiest strands of phlox and baby’ s breath
and made one more arrangement for the funeral. When they saw i,
friends and family all smiled to see Grandpa’ s flowers there. We all felt
how much Grandpa would have liked that.

The October after Grandpa’ s death, | planted tulip and daffodil
bulbs, snowdrops, crocuses, and bluebells. Each bulb was a comfort to

me, a love sent to Grandpa, a promise of spring.
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would blaze, peak, fade, and die before | knew their names.

Grandpa’ s iliness held him through the spring and on, week by
week, through summer. | began spending hours at the local nursery,
studying and choosing seeds and plants. It gave me special joy to buy
plants | had seen in Grandpa’ s garden and give them humble starts in
my own garden. | discovered Sweet William, which | had admired for
years in Grandpa’ s garden without knowing its name. And | planted it in
his honor.

As | waited and watched in the garden or by Grandpa’ s side, some
quiet truths emerged. | realized that Grandpa loved flowers that were al—
ways in bloom; he kept a full bed of roses in his garden. But | noticed that
Grandpa left plenty of room for the brief highlights. Not every nook of his
garden was constantly in bloom. There was always a treasured surprise
tucked somewhere.

| came to see, too, that Grandpa’ s garden mirrored his life. He was a
hard worker who understood the law of the harvest. But along with his
hard work, Grandpa knew how to enjoy each season, each change. We
often teased him about his life history. He had written two paragraphs
summarizing fifty years of work, and a full nine pages about every trip and
vacation he ’ d ever taken.

in July, Grandpa worsened. One hot afternoon arrived when no one
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1. stroke [strauk] n. F &,

2. violet ['vaislit]n. ¥ % 2

3. lawn [lo:in]n. ¥k, 3¢
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4. blaze [bleiz] n. #% , 3L
5. forsythia [fo:'saiBis] n. #£#3
6. chrysanthemum [kri'seenBomam]n. Hit

7. columbine [kolambain]n. X% ¥
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<C  The Importance of Being Honest 5%

In the busy city of New York, such an astonishing thing ever
happened.

On a Friday night, a poor young artist stood at the gate of the subway
station, playing his violin. The music was great, though people were
quickly going home for the weekend, many of them slowed down their
paces and put some money into the hat of the young man.

The next day, the young artist came to the gate of the subway sta-
tion, and put his hat on the ground gracefully. Different from the day be-
fore, he took out a large piece of paper and laid it on the ground and put
some stones on it. Then he adjusted the violin and began playing. It

seemed more pleasant to listen to.

Before long, the young violinist was surrounded with people, who
were all attracted by the words on that paper. It said, “Last night, a gen-
tleman named George Sang put an important thing into my hat by mis-
take. Please come to claim it soon.”

Seeing this, it caused a great excitement and people wondered what
it could be. After about half an hour, a middle-aged man ran there in a
hurry and rushed through the crowd to the violinist and grabbed his
shoulders and said, “Yes, it’ s you. You do come here. | know that you’ re

an honest man and would certainly come here.”
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The young violinist asked calmly, “Are you Mr. George Sang?”

The man nodded. The violinist asked, “Did you lose something?”

“Lottery’. It’ s lottery.” said the man.

The violinist took out a lottery ticket on which George Sang’ s name
was seen. “Is it?" he asked.

George nodded promptly? and seized the lottery ticket and kissed i,
then he danced with the violinist.

The story turned out to be this. George Sang is an office clerk. He
bought a lottery ticket issued® by a bank a few days ago. The awards
opened yesterday and he won a prize of $500,000. So he felt very happy
after work and felt the music was so wonderful that he took out 50 dollars
and put them in the hat. However, the lottery ticket was also thrown in. The
violinist was a student at an Arts College and had planned to attend
advanced studies in Vienna. He had booked the ticket and would fly this
morning. However, when he was cleaning up yesterday, he found the
lottery ticket. Thinking that the owner would return to look for it, he
cancelled the flight and came back to where he was given the lottery
ticket.

Later, someone asked the violinist, “At that time you were in need to
pay the tuition’ fee and you had to play the violin in the subway station
every day to make money. Then why didn’t you take the lottery ticket for
yourself?”

The violinist said, “Although | don’t have much money, | live happily;
but if | lose honesty, | won’t be happy forever.”

Through our lives, we can gain a lot and lose so much. But being
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