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Old age is knocking at the door, lurking be-
hind every corner of life, It's there, waiting to get
me. A recent incident prompted the realization that
I might be over the hill of 21.
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Old age is knocking at the door, lurking behind every cor-
ner of life. It's there., waiting to get me. A recent incident promp-
ted the realization that | might be over the hill of 21.

| had accepted a job as a substitute teacher in my old gram-
mar school. It was then that | noticed | had sprouted' two gray
hairs. | quickly yanked them out, unfazed?.

| made it to the school at exactly 8:30 a.m. , signed in and
took my place on the other side of the desk. Out of the corner of
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my eye, | noticed two little kids peeking through the window.
The two were pointing at me., laughing. | checked my shirt to see
if my bra strap was hanging out and checked my backside for a
“kick me” sign. It appeared that all was normal. The bell finally
rang and a pack of kids filled the room, staring., laughing and
plotting their next move.

| think my lack of experience was evident, even to those
little fifth graders.

“How old are you?” one of the little deviants® asked before |
could pick up the chalk to write my name.

“Can we go outside?” another one inquired, raising his
eyebrows devilishly.

“Are you married?” “Do you have a boyfriend?” “What
kind of car do you drive?” “Do you like New Kids on the
Block ?” A barrage' of questions hit me in the face, leaving me
stunned and dizzy. Sensing my security, the little demons pro-
ceeded to climb on their desks, run around the room, and yes,
throw paper airplanes at one another.

Then it came, like a voice from heaven: “Sit down in Your
Seat or Get DETENTION® |” The room was silent. All eyes, in-
cluding my own. were riveted on the teacher from next door.
While her name escapes me. her voice still rings in my ears.
Slowly rising from my seat where | had promptly plopped my-
self. | mouthed a meek “thank you” and waved her off.

Throughout the day, | found myself saying things like,
“Boys and girls, if you are not in your seats when the bell rings,
you will not be permitted to leave.” Even worse, when | walked
into the faculty’ room, no one asked me for a pass; no one even
told me to spit out my chewing gum. Teachers introduced them-
selves to me by their first names. | was given the power to give
detention. As the day progressed | began to get a grip. Howev-
er, | let it slip that | refused to give detention. much to the joy of



the young monsters.

When the bell rang at the end of the day. | sighed in relief,
thinking that | was the biggest moron’ and all the kids hated me.
| was startled out of my self-pity by one of the little girls tapping
me on the shoulder and asking, “ Would you be our sub
every day?”

| left the school beaming. On the way to my car, | spied the
slide that | had slid down so many times as a kid. | climbed to the
top and slid down. It was even more fun than | remembered.
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.unfazed /'anfeizd / adj. ERREH
.deviant /'dizvient / n. RIEE B A

.barrage /'baera:z / n. —¥%& $

.detention /di'tenfon / n. 1 ¥4 IR EBR
.faculty /Maekalti / n. £EEF

.moron /'moron / n. B &
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A barrage of questions hit me in the face, leaving me
stunned and dizzy.
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All eyes, including my own, were riveted on the teacher
from next door. While her name escapes me, her voice still
rings in my ears. Slowly rising from my seat where I had
promptly plopped myself, I mouthed a meek “thank you” and
waved her off.
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[ left the school beaming. On the way to my car, I spied the
slide that I had slid down so many times as a kid. I climbed to the
top and slid down. It was even more fun than | remembered.
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We must use time as a tool, not as a couch.
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The value of a man’s life increases with the fact that he
really knows how to make full use of his time.
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Yesterday is an invalid cheque, tomorrow is a term bill,
but today the only cash you own, so you should seize it intel-
ligently.

ERAE—KIHXR  BRE—KBR, S XUERE—
PEMNAE, Fr AN HI5HEE.

Tomorrow, every fault is to be amended, but that to-
MOITOW NEever comes.
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Look at everything as though you were seeing it either
for the first or last time. Then your time on earth will be
filled with glory.
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Time is the coin of your life. It is only coin you have,
and only you can determine how it will be spent. Be careful
lest you let other people spend it for you.
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Song in the Snow
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"Whose woods these are | think 1 know.” Jell

voice sings in my mind, And just as sleep slhips over my
e o
thoughts, I think 1 know too.,
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A hush settles over the house as | tuck in Robert and John in
the cozy bedroom with a fine view of the woods. There are a few
final sleepy questions—where snakes live in the winter and
whether a balloon set adrift will float all the way to outer
space—before their eyelids flutter and their breath comes soft
and deep. | am left with the darkness and the peace.

Then | hear singing from the woodshed and the clunking of
wood on wood. Jeff, my oldest son, home for college recess', is

loading up logs to bring into the house.



