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Bill’s Little Girl

B After Zona Gale

Bill was thirty when his wife died. and little Minna was four.
Bill’s carpenter shop was in the yard of his house, so he thought
that he could keep house' for Minna and himself. All day while
he worked in his shop, she played in the yard, and when he had to
be absent for a few hours, the woman next door? looked after’
her. Bill could cook a little®, coffee and bacon and fried potatoes®
and pancakes®. When the woman next door said this was not the
food for four-year olds’, he asked her to teach him to cook oatmeal®
and vegetables, and though he always burned the dishes in which
he cooked these things, he cooked them every day. He swept, all
but the corners® and he dusted every object'?; and he said that
after he had cleaned the windows he could not see through them
as well as he could before. He washed and mended Minna’s little
dresses and mended her doll. He found a cat for her to play with'".

When she was old enough to go to school'?, Bill took her there
every morning and called for her!* in the afternoon. Once he

1.keep house: BB K%, B.oatmeal: &/ XBIEHEAMW.

2.the woman next door: R® B R XA . next door 9.all butthe corners: IR T KR T, X but
REW # woman, % T except,

3.looked after: M. X%, 10.object: ¥k,

4.could cook a little: SR . 11.found a cat for her to play with: 838 7 ™38

5.fried potatoes: MLLF, In to play with X I RiBRcat,

6.pancake: $ith. 12 WEBHMTRLENERLT.

7 four-year olds = four-year-old children, 13.called tor her: B0 (B %),



dressed himself in his best clothes and went to visit the school.
But he could not understand the coloured paper and the designs
and the games'?, and he did not go there again.

Minna was six when Bill fell ill. On a May afternoon he went
to a doctor. When he came home, he sat in his shop for a long
time and did nothing. The sun was shining through the window
in bright squares.'* He was not going to get well,' The doctor
had told him that he would be dead in six months.

He could heard that Minna was singing to her doll which he
had mended for her.

When she came to kiss him that night, he made an excuse, for
he must never kiss her now. He looked in her eyes'” and said:
“Minna’s a big girl now, she doesn’t want father to kiss her.” But
her lip curled'® and she turned away sad", so that next day Bill
went to another doctor to make sure®’, The other doctor made
him sure.

He tried to think what to do. He had a sister in Nebraska?', but
she was a tired woman. His wife had a brother in the city, but he
was a man of many words?:. And little Minna... there were things
known to her which he himself did not know — matters of books
and pictures and the words of songs. He wished that he could
hear of somebody who would understand her. And he had only

14.the coloured paper and the designs and the RILBRSF IR,
games: ¥ BRI MHE HUK, B/ 17. {3 o S0 AR B,
FEFEANEHEN, BXETE=TDIEH 18.her lip curled: W#EE 7K /E.
EME. RALERE LA and, 1 There is 19. R T M § %, X P turned away sad

a book, a pen and an ink-bottle on the table.iX BRRERE. RE T IMEIE 5ERNBEE
PEATHE adREWMEERSHRD. Fo. M. sad #RiB B EiBshe.
| saw placards and flags and balloons and 20.to make sure: R "EFHE—F" XBiFE
models in the May Day parade. fel—fa, WH—APELENSHBELR,
1S XX THMEBAR TR T —RRAXRL 21.Nebraska: £ @M &,
AT, 22.a man of many words: $BTIMA . EX iR a
16 R TRRESFHT. 53X tobe going to do man of few words (TS MA),

something —MB TR LITMEMEEHBS
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six months. Then the neighbour told him that he ought not to
have the child there, and him coughing as he was**. And he knew
that he had to decide.

That day he spent in the shop. It was summer and Minna was
playing in the yard. He could hear the words of her songs. He
cooked their supper and while she ate. he watched. When he had
put her to bed, he stood in the dark. hearing her breathing. “I’'m
a little girl tonight — kiss me.” she had said, but he shook his head.
“A big girl. a big girl.” he told her.

One whole night he thought. Then he advertised in a
newspaper>.

“A man with a few months to live would like nice people
to adopt his littie girl, six, blue eyes, curls. References
required.>* " &

PEE 1960 E 6 B

23.and him coughing as he was = while he was & 18 £ advertisement
coughing so much 25 /MM IR-PFRELH RELEAND
24 .advertised in a newspaper: 3§ 27 —0 References are requited £y 7 HRFHR
& toadvertise: B % k& 5T M FHITL AR RE.
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The Santa Within Me

— A Christmas Story

W& £iE

There is nothing so beautiful as a child’s dream of Santa
Claus.' I know that because as a boy | used to have that dream
myself. But I am Jewish ($ X A) and my parents did not celebrate
Christmas?. In my school days, I was never invited to the big
Christmas party at school. I felt left out and was lonely.* Christmas
was everybody else’s holiday, not mine. It was not the toys that 1
really longed for.* It was Santa Claus and a Christmas tree. So
when I grew up and had kids (+]:3%), | decided to make up for what
I missed in my childhood®.

At Christmas in 1956, my daughter Claire was two years old.
1 got a seven-foot tree® and decked (# #%) it out with lights and
little bells. Claire’s eyes sparkled with joy’ as she smiled at the
tree. It was the first Christmas tree in my house. It gave off warmth
(i 8¢) that filled every corner (f %) of our home and warmed
my heart. Now the Christmas party was held at my house and
everyone was invited.

IREEAFEBLR TR HEANPOERYT. 4 BRFFAHBBBGEA. Nis... that.. B—138
2Christmas: 2% (125250). ZRSEHM LIok:B

WEH. HXAGEXAK (Judaism), HEREKR S IR EEMMITESHEBIDHERA.

XES. 6.a seven-foot tree: — i L¥R & #8,
3 BRBBPIEARAES. RAR., 7.sparkled with joy: (85 % ML EY MK,



But still, there was something missing — Santa Claus that
brought children love and hope.

When the next Christmas was coming, I bought some bright-
red (# 4c #9) cloth and my wife made me a special (44 #] #9) dress.
On Christmas Eve, when my wife and kids were sitting round
the Christmas tree, I tried on® the new dress and put on a Santa
mask with white whiskers and hair®. I could not believe my own
eyes when I looked into the mirror. The Santa of my childhood
stood in front of me. Then I went into the living room where the
rest of the family were sitting and singing. In a deep voice | called,

“Ho, ho, ho! Merry Christmas,'° everyone!”

Claire and Danny, our one-year-old son, stood in amazement
(%), looking at me. I could see in their eyes how surprised and
delighted they felt!!!

For two years I played Santa'? for my children, and I enjoyed
it as much as my daughter and son. Then as the third year came,
the Santa in me became so excited that he wanted to do something
for other children.

One day in late November, I saw a pretty little girl dropping a
letter into a mailbox (¥t # ) and saying “Momimy (4% 48), are you
sure Santa Claus will get my letter?” This gave me an idea. Every
Christmas lots and lots of** children wrote to Santa. What happened
to their letters? I made a phone call to the post office and was told
that all those letters were stored in huge sacks (k #&#) in the
dead-letter office'.

The following Sunday morning I found myself digging into
the huge mailsacks and looking over many of the letters children

8.tried on: 29, 12 played Santa: £#HZHEA.
S WHARARARNEIREAREA. 13.iots and lots of: i if B % .
10.Merry Christmas: Z®RK. 14, MINATEEL N AKEE, dead letter: T kif
MARMNAZREBERNES ABRET S 4t BAES.
3!
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had written to Santa.'® Most of them were give-me give-me

letters'®

. And 1 became quite shocked at the greedy demands of so
many spoiled children.'” Then 1 came upon a letter from a girl
named Suzy. This was the letter.

“Dear Santa, I'm an 11-year-old girl, and I have two little
brothers and a baby sister. My father died last winter and my
mother is sick. I know there are many people who are poorer than
us and I want nothing for myself. But could you send us a blanket
(£.4) because Mommy is cold at night.”

I could not hold back my tears'® as I read the letter. And I dug
deeper into the sacks. I found eight more letters like that. They
were all from children of poor families. I took them with me and
immediately sent each child a telegram (& 48):

“I got your letter and will be at your house on Christmas Day.
Wait for me. Santa.”

I knew 1 could not possibly fill (% 2) all the needs of the
children. But I could bring them joy and happiness on the holiday.

Early on Christmas Day, while my kids were still in bed, my
wife drove me round New York City to see the children whose
letters I had answered. I was in the special dress and the Santa
mask. It was my first round playing Santa and bringing Christmas
presents to other children.'® It had snowed the night before and the
streets were covered with heavy snow.

“Hiya Santa!*® Hiya Santa!” Wherever I appeared, children
greeted me warmly, and wherever 1 was, there was joy and
laughter (sk & #= ¥ #). In one place, I noticed a little girl crying

BEIANARMAMNEF BAXERREBAT S 18. HAMFEACHRA.

BFELRTEEANE 19 XRERF-ARMATEEARIUDDNNOEK
16.give-me give-me letters: (B F) MEFREA F

ErEHE 20.f54F REEA! Hiya (X018 ) = How are you,,
VEMBLBERETHEFRABERNERSE

REIR.
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among a happy crowd of kids. I bent down ({## %) and asked.

“What’s the matter?”

“Oh, Santa,” she sobbed (*#:%), “I’'m so happy!”

Tears ran down from my eyes under the mask.

Another Christmas I went to see a Polish (& £ #9) boy Peter,
who said he felt lonely. Peter and his parents had just moved to this
country and lived in a slum (% K RX) outside the city. With the toy
bag in my hand, I walked up the steps and knocked. As I stepped
into the boy’s house, Peter just stood there and looked.

“You came,” he said. “I wrote and... you came.” It was clear
that he was so surprised to see Santa in his house that he did not
know what to say. I talked with him and gave him an electric train
set (€3 K #) and a basketball. Peter was overjoyed and
thanked me a lot. When I was about to leave, I heard Peter’s
mother say something to her husband in Polish (i& % %). My
parents were Polish and so I speak a little and understand a lot.

“From the North Pole,”?! I answered her question in Polish.

The woman looked at me in astonishment ({7 ¢ #,).

“You speak Polish?” she asked.

“Of course,” I said. ““Santa speaks all languages.” And I left
them in joy and wonder.

I enjoyed playing Santa so much that I did it for twelve years.
Every year when Christmas was drawing near (1531 ), I felt stirred
(##h)and returned to the dead-letter office and to those
heartbreaking (4 A & ¢j) letters. | made my rounds from
Christmas Eve to Christmas Day, and from one side of New York
to the other.

On Christmas Eve in 1967 Claire handed me a little poem.

“I know that Santa is make-believe™,

21 (R MILBKE. “

22 make-believe: fR¥N. LAY,




But 1 still love him so,

Because he is my daddy, ho, ho, ho!”

So she got to know it in the end. When she read the letters 1
gave her, she cried. Later on she became a true Santa’s helper,
shopping and wrapping ( & 4L) the toys for my Christmas rounds.

A few years ago 1 made my lastcall. I knew there were four kids
in the family and came with a toy for each?’. The house was small
and there was hardly any furniture (% £) in it. The kids had been
waiting for me all day.

“Santa will come, Mommy. He is sure to come.” Now and
then they looked at my telegram and repeated this to their mother.

As soon as I touched the door bell, the door opened and they
all came up to me. They reached for my hands and held on** before
[ could step into the house.

“Hiya Santa! Hiya Santa!”

“We just knew you would come.”

The kids could not have been happier!* Their eyes were shining
with happiness and excitement.

1 took each of them on my lap (# _E) and told them Christmas
stories. Then I gave them each a toy.

All the while there was a fifth girl standing in the corner, a girl
with blond (4 £.4%) hair and blue eyes.

I turned to her and asked,

“You are not one of this family, are you?”

She shook her head sadly and answered, “No.”

“What’s your name?” I asked.

“Lisa.”

“How old are you?”

“Seven.”

3. LI/ AR T —4A, 25 BB T .
24 R INMERBIRFETH.



“Come and sit on my lap.”
She hesitated (¥ %) but then she came over.
“Did you get any toys for Christmas?” I asked her in a soft

voice.

“No,” she said.

1 took out a big beautiful doll (F 4444).

“Do you want this doll?”” I asked the little girl.

“No.” Then she turned to hold my head in her little hands and
whispered in my ear, “I’'m Jewish.”

I smiled, and whispered, “I’m Jewish, too.”

Lisa smiled back. Then she took the doll I handed her and ran
out of the house.

I don’t know which of us was happier — Lisa, or the Santa in
me? @

(EE 1981 FH 1)




