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A Child's Angel

Once upon a time there was a child ready to be born.
One day the little child asked God, "They tell me you are
sending me to earth tomorrow, but how am I going to live

there being so small and helpless?"

God answered him, "Among the many angels, I have
chosen one for you. She will be waiting for you and will take care of you."

"But tell me what I am going to do," asked the child, "here in Heaven, I don't
do anything else but sing and smile, which is enough for me to be happy."

"Your angel will sing for you and will also smile for you every day.
And you will feel your angel's love and be happy." God reassured him.

"And how am I going to be able to understand when people talk to me,
if T don't know the language that men talk?"

"Your angel will tell you the most beautiful and sweet words you will ever
hear, and with much patience and care, your angel will teach you how to speak."

"And what am I going to do when I want to talk to you, Lord?"
"Your angel will place your hands together and will teach you how to pray."
"I've heard that on earth there are bad men. Who will protect me?"
"Your angel will defend you even if it means risking its life."

At that moment there was much peace in Heaven, but voices from
earth could already be heard, and the child in a hurry asked softly, "Oh
God, if I am about to leave now, please tell me my angel's name."

"You will call your angel Mother."

| ‘ (Author Unknown)
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The Mother

The most beautiful word on the lips of mankind is the
word "Mother", and the most beautiful call is the call of
"My mother". It is a word full of hope and love, a sweet and
kind word coming from the depths of the heart. The mother

is everything—she is our consolation in sorrow, our hope
in misery, and our strength in weakness. She is the source of love, mercy,
sympathy, and forgiveness. He who loses his mother loses a pure soul who

blesses and guards him constantly.

Everything in nature bespeaks the mother. The sun is the mother
of earth and gives it its nourishment of heat; it never leaves the universe
at night until it has put the earth to sleep to the song of the sea and the
hymn” of birds and brooks’. And this earth is the mother of trees and
flowers. It produces them, nurses them, and weans them. The trees and
flowers become kind mothers of their great fruits and seeds. And the
mother, the prototype’ of all existence, is the eternal spirit, full of beauty

and love.

By Kahlil Gibran”)
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(3% / RAM)
1. bespeak [b1'spi:k] vi. &7
2. hymn [him] n. ¥ SRE73
3. brook [bruk] n. i, /|
4. wean [wiin] vt {E#7Y
5. prototype ['prautataip] n. 72

6. Kahlil Gibran: £ 2 - 221515 (1883~1931), = &9
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A Five-finger Discount”

The Belfast, Maine of my youth was not the coastal
tourist village that it is today. At the time, Belfast was still

a blue-collar town. McDonald's hadn't yet moved into town.

Before the supermarket existed, Cottle's, a food market where
my dad worked, was the only place where my mother could
do her once-a-week shopping. Because we lived a few miles from Belfast,
we'd usually combine the grocery trip with a visit to see my grandmother.

Of course, Grammy always had cookies ready for the grandkids.

On one particular shopping day at Cottle's, I stood behind my mother

as she was unloading the grocery cart and checking her items out’ at the
register’ . The candy displays on either side of me were full of Life Savers,
Clark Bars, Tootsie Rolls, Sugar Hznhics”—yuu name it”!

"Can I get some candy?" I asked.

My mother rarely veered’ from her list so I wasn't surprised with her

response. "No."

This much I knew for certain. "No" always meant "No". There was no

sense in me asking a second time. But I really, really wanted that candy!

I reached for a Sugar Baby package. My mother didn't notice. So I
figured she probably wouldn't notice if I ever so coyly’ put them into my
pocket. We continued checking out and walked with the bag boy to the car

where he loaded the bags into the car's trunk. No one noticed my action—

| 6 |
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A — REFHE/RE ST, 15015 WO & il A4 4 5L 4 HH T SK /0 DT
BRITLEM, Feuh(EMh B 5, EFRPIZFAYDTEE LI T & NS FRRV PSR Life
Saver j#ifa §# . Clark Bar 4% ¥ . Tootsie Roll FELIg ¥E . Sugar Baby 4=y =i ——
&R, MARA!

“RELA TR AILBEND? T Rl 4G40,
HOASEATERE S LN LRSI, Bk El % “A77 AT AT,

MUt EE, AT RERE AT 0 RERE EELE L.
{HZ A AR |

A F il —4 Sugar Baby ¥¥, G0 REZFRR., FbIkH, ik
EERGENEHKRR SR, DORATERAS K. HM4ke:siik, K5
M EAT RS A —EER R, RS RSt EEM, ELEE L%

1. five-finger discount: < [ > FJE1TE, B/EIMFEF
2. check out: < TE > ( MEBELEWAES ) ¥ ( FITEARIE Y ) 1T 92K

3. register ['red3ista(r)] n. Y4

4. Life Savers, Clark Bars, Tootsie Rolls, Sugar Babies FAHXEZAFIEEDE, Life Saver
E—MENKIETE, REMESEEE = #F; Clark Bar
£.¥&, Tootsie Roll 2 —FHEEIFHHE: Sugar Baby Z—F i@ A4 TR

5. youname it: < 0 > FLRIREEH

6. veer [VI3(r)] vi. L F[E), F&le

coyly [ko1li] adv. {235 & H
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not my mother, not the cashier, not the bag boy—no one! I did it! Wow! My
very first shoplifting” experience! A five-finger discount! How exciting! How
easy! How rewarding! Got my candy and didn't need one penny to get it!

I sat in the back seat as my mother drove across the bridge to where
my grandmother lived. Slowly, so as not to make any unnecessary noise, |
opened my prize and carefully slipped  a Sugar Baby into my mouth. No
one piece of candy ever tasted so good! Mom might have said, "No," but I'd
said, "Yes," and look who'd won!

When we pulled into my grandmother's driveway, I knew I was in the
clear'”. Miles and minutes separated me from Cottle's. As I prepared to open
my car door, I confidently slipped a few more Sugar Babies into my mouth.
They would tide me over'’ until I got to Grammy's cookie jar inside.

Big mistake. "Keith, what have you got in your mouth?" I looked up
at the rearview mirror’”’ and could see the reflection of my mother's eyes
staring intently'” back at me. "I asked you a question! What have you got
in your mouth?"

Though I'd recently become skilled in the art of shoplifting, I hadn't
quite mastered the art of giving false testimony'’. "Uhhh ... just some
Sugar Babies."

"Sugar Babies? Where did you get the money to buy them?" Why
was she asking such a foolish question? She knew I hadn't purchased
them. It was no big deal. Nobody even saw me take them. It was one
little package of Sugar Babies. Let's just go into Grammy's! "I ... uh ...
didn't really buy them."

"That's what I thought!" And then, rather than just going into
Grammy's house and giving me a good scolding, she began backing out
of my grandmother's driveway.

As she drove away from my grandmother's house and then back

| 8 |
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WA FF Al — A, RIAMER G, WABEFIEE L. A TERREA
VBERFEE, FABRIITIF A CHRFG, AE/NORIHBIE—Sk Sugar Baby
Vi et T B, PR X AT B AR AT, HE
BAHYE 177, BREREAEREMT!

BERMBASMERFER, RUCATRES T — W8 B E R #
B TP R . ORI ED], —L%R0OM I T JLBk Sugar Baby ¥k
F%EE . ENTHSEAIRIE & — A PRI A SMNE KA B R SR DT 6,

IXFEMOFR R R ] R, IR AR A A RVE? T BAR SR  E AL B,
RIUADISIE MG T B H AT B R . “WFIPRVE! R BAERC A 245787 7

BARTNIRAZRER T AETGA, HIREE AR TRE/IER., g
kA& — L%t Sugar Baby $i, 7

“Sugar Baby #%? {RMPRAVERSCHE? 7 100078 24 & R FX AE— S B R]
7 gl AR KL . B AKRATH, MAREABFRKEET., &~
#EAE — /4% Sugar Baby ¥k, EE SESMERIE] “Foooo VT L RIEE T

CRANHEITE T B, DMBERAEIMER, WA RIRAIER,
e A I T/MNER I EE.

AR DB T SN SRS P R G I R AT OB 0, Fi A b S AT
FRTEMAE. PP REIS! ARKET! Ak /25 Xomlme! o

8. shoplifting ['fopliftin] n. (BEMEEPHTH ) HIEEDID
9. slip [ship] vi. (REANZEMD ) HFEHE

10. in the clear: oS ( SLEHE ) &

11, tide over: ( i ) Bt (EMBEE ), ({#) SR ( BHEZ)

12, rearview mirror: ( =5 1) B

13. intently [1n'tentli] adv. ( B Y£% ) [EE A =hih
14. testimony ['testimani] n. iE15
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across the bridge, I knew exactly where we were headed. To Cottle's! This
was so stupid! We're talking twenty-five cents here! A return trip all the
wav' back there was a ridiculous waste of gas and time, if you asked me.
Why was she turning this into such an emotional drama? What was she

trying to prove?
I didn't have long to find out.

My mother pulled into Cottle's parking lot, cast one more glare my
way, and marched me into the store. She proceeded to hunt down'” Mr.
Proulx, the store manager! Why would she want to bother an important
man like Mr. Proulx about me needing to pay for some candy that any

cashier could more easily just take care of?

Once she located him and got his full attention, she said, in a voice
that could be heard from three aisles away, "Tell Mr. Proulx what you did!"

I knew Mr. Proulx. I liked Mr. Proulx. But on this day Mr. Proulx was
taking all of his cues'” from my mother. There was no room for doubt. I
was on trial and Mr. Proulx was judge and jury! Through tears, I admitted
what I had done and apologized. My mother put a quarter in my hand to
give to him. Mr. Proulx listened and accepted my apology along with the
twenty-five cents. He then issued a stern'” warning, explaining what the
consequences would be if there was ever a repeat performance. Snuffling'”
embarrassed, ashamed, I totally understood the significance of my actions
and what they might lead to if not nipped in the bud™: Sugar Babies today,

grand theft auto tomorrow.

To this day, often while in a checkout lane near a candy rack, I think
back to the lesson I learned from my mother. Thanks, Mom, for keeping me

from a life of crime.

(By Keith Smith)
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15. all the way: — B

16. hunt down: %=

17. cue [kjuz] n. #2
18. stern [st3:n] adj. ™/FHY
19. snuffling ['snaflin] adj.

20. nip in the bud: #8-+--+-JH XK
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Off the Shelf

When I was ten years old, I lived with my family in a
small ranch house in rural South Jersey. I often accompanied
my mother to the A& to buy groceries. We did not have a

car, so we walked, and I would help her carry the bags.

My mother had to shop very carefully, as my father
was on strike. She was a waitress, and her salary and tips barely sustained
us. One day, while she was weighing prices, a promotional”’ display for the
World Book Encyclopedia caught my eye. The volumes were cream-colored,
with forest-green spines’ stamped in gold. Volume I was ninety-nine cents

with a ten-dollar purchase.

All T could think of, as we combed the aisles for creamed corn, dry
milk, cans of Spam, and shredded” wheat, was the book, which I longed
for with all my being. I stood at the register with my mother, holding my
breath as the cashier rang up” the items. It came to over eleven dollars. My
mother produced a five, some singles’, and a handful of change. As she
was counting out the money, I somehow found the courage to ask for the
encyclopedia. "Could we get one?" I said, showing her the display. "It's only

ninety-nine cents."

I did not understand my mother's increasing anxiety; she did not have
enough change and had to sacrifice a large can of peas to pay the amount.
"Not now, Patricia," she said sternly. "Today is not a good day." I packed

the groceries and followed her home, crestfallen”.

| 2 |



