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Reading Sagacious Mottos of Sensation
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The Four- Petaled Flower / Gabriela Mistral
RYPRSH—2R / #HE -0k

A Lesson Learned / Lynn Lombard
ST/ AR A

It Only Takes a Secénd / Hilmy

NLISOWD | % % 7R -4 R4k 4%
Beethoven’s Kiss / Andor Foldes
BAR—SNPR/ 234 FEE

The Making of a Scientist / Richard Feynman
BENE /&4 RAME 3T

The Best Kind of Love / Annette Paxman Bowen
BICSRR | Fa% -8

Forgotten and Forgiven / Robert Miller
BENERZER) /| F 5K

Father’s Hymnbook / Bowler

R FEUNTHG / Hoa- & 4

Father Forgets / Suzanne Short

MERA/ AR AL

The Lovers / Daniel James
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* Enjoying Serenity inside of Your Heart

056 INREYWEP / RBsk K&
Serenity of Mind / Remez Sasson
065 —TESEREVELT] / A - A4
Simple Gesture / Jackie Sagner
070 SELMENE /&%
The Paper Cup / Dana
074 H) @ /% mim- LR
indy / Rheana Pryor
079 BH.BBSRE/ HFEZ- AR
Sunrise, Sunset, Afterglow / Marjorie Baker
084 SHE/ k- E
Believe What You Feel / Mitch Albom
087 SERGED / H XE -
Cure for Sorrow / Brian Cavanaugh
090 RPBLPROIRE /w4
My Soul Gave Me Good Counsel / Kahlil Gibran
094 HFEMNSEEEEN/ SREL-R&E

True and False Simplicity / Francois Fénelon
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5" Learning Secrets of Sociality

100 RA—R/#EH
Lesson from a Rainy / Day Grace

106 BIBETAINE? [ £ L R4
Wanna Borrow a Jack? / J.P. McEvoy
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On Being a Bore / Robert Lynd
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Kindness with Class [ Shirley Warren
120 7OEQ@SK /B F B4 LH M

In Life You Can’t Turn Back / Mohamad Yunus
124 BIVBYT/ Enk-ARE -2 E

Just Listen / Rachel Naomi Remen
128 REIENRE / & & #it

No Time to Brag / Mongolian Folklore
131 HE2E, 0RNG/ AL Rk

After the Applause, Make Time for Words of Praise! / Keith Ready
137 BS2H/ mE - RRM

A Lesson about Courage / Gabriel Daniels
141 WREAZR TR/ EAR-£ER

Humor Can Save Your Life / Michael Angier
144 SEEAWITR/ A &- 24

Matthew Sails / Damon Guy
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7 Pondering the Philosophy of Years

150 P&/ ¥4-k2-RF
Reading / Thoreau
156 RAFW/ ##-#EY
My Precocious and Precious Son / Suzanne Parcero
164 BR/ A%
Health / Authur Schopenhauer
169 SR/ & 2 A7 248
New Year’s Eve / Charles Lamb
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Yesterday / Frank Crane
184 QESFU/ 2 B4R

Of Parents and Children / Francis Bacon
189 BRWER /- MLk

What Goes Around / Dan Strickland
194 BINRELR/ FH#- 28T

Peeling Away Artifice for the Pure Original / Roy H. Bamacle
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The Feminine Mind / Henry Louis Mencken
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A Good Person / Katherine Whellams
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How Could You? / Jim Willis
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The Fout-Petaled Flowef

» kTS RIR / Gabriela Mistral

My soul was once a great tree, on which a million fruits ripened.
Then, the mere sight of me offered a fullness; to hear a hundred birds
sing beneath my branches was a rapture?!

Later my soul was a shrub, a gnarled shrub with few branches,
but it could still produce scented resin.

Now it is only a flower, a little four-petaled® flower. One is called
Beauty, and another Love, and they are close together; another is
called Sorrow, and the last one Mercy. Thus, one by one, the petals
opened, and the flower will have no more.

The petals have a drop of blood at their base, because beauty
was sorrowful to me, because my love was pure tribulation, and my
mercy, too, was born of a wound.

You who knew me when | was a great tree and who come looking
for me so late, at twilight, perhaps you pass by without recognizing me.

From the dust | will watch you in silence, and | will know, by your
face, whether you can be satisfied with a simple flower, as brief as a
tear.If | see ambition in your eyes, | will let you go on toward the oth-
ers, who are great trees reddened with fruit.
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Because the one whom | can accept beside me in the dust today
must be so humble that he can be resigned to this brief radiance,
must be so indifferent to ambition that he can stay for eternity with his

cheek against my dust, forgotten by the world, touching his lips to me!
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1. ripen ['raipan} v. B
His love for her had ripened over the years.

XEEER, T AEEERMT o
2. rapture ['raepta(r)] n. FHX, Hk

In rapture some little boys were listening to an interesting story.

—EEBREEESNHBIT—NEBHNEE,

3. petal ['petal] n. i
The last withered petal dropped.
EENRE—RERBET,

AR

1. My soul was once a great tree, on which a million fruits ripened.

BOHRAER—RAH, LREHEBARANRE,

2. You who knew me when | was a great tree and who come looking for
me so late, at twilight, perhaps you pass by without recognizing me.
ERRB—RARMNER, RBRHEE AR, BRIDMEER, BRI RENRHE
FRER, hiFRRATHIANR, ERRL MR FHES

1. adrop of —,—=JL
— RS KPEAEMERLHEANMLED.

2. look for 3%
BERGHERE TR NEA?
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A Lesson Learned
> BKE-{2{A%E / Lynn Lombard

| stood there listening to the stern' words of my father.

He had gathered us into our enclosed patio and had the look on
his face that told us all that one of us did something wrong.

“Which one of you did this?" he asked with a sharp? voice.

We all stared down at the floor containing the art of a child’s
handwriting in chalk. | suppose that had been a no-no for us, though |
can’t say | quite remember that part when | was committing this horri-
ble crime.

| stood there, trembling on the inside and had hoped that no one
else could see it. Will he know it was me? | secretly wondered. Scared,
the only words that came from my mouth were, “Not me, dad.”

The others denied it as well. Of course, we knew that one of us
must have done it. But |, being the youngest and smallest of the three,
just couldn’t find the courage to tell the truth. It wasn't that | was a
bad kid. Lying was not normal for me. But the look on my dad’s face
that evening sent a chill up and down my spine and somehow |
couldn’t bring myself to tell him.

He had a way about him when | was a child that made me afraid
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of him. But | loved him for it too, because it gave me my limits, my
boundaries of what 1 could and could not do. | wanted to please him,
of course. Maybe that’'s why | held back the truth that day. | was
afraid of displeasing the one man | looked up to.

Without saying a word, he disappeared for only minutes and came
back with a piece of paper and a pencil. He was so determined to find
the culprit®!

“| want each of you to write exactly what you see on the step.” |
was not a stupid kid, though and when my turn came, | deliberately
wrote the words differently. So when my dad compared the handwrit—
ing, he still couldn’t tell which one of us did it.

Frustrated, he stood a step above us and looked down at his
three small kids.

“I’m going to give you one more chance to confess.”

He continued to stand there for a few moments, but to me it only
seemed like a second. Not surprisingly, neither my brother nor my sis—
ter spoke up. Why should they? | was the one who did it. Should | say
something? Is it too late? He'll be mad! So again, frightened, | held
my tongue.

“Well, if someone would have come forward when | asked, there
would have been no punishment.” Ch, no! |'ve lost my chance!
“But now it's too late.” Stupid, stupid, stupid! | shouid have con-
fessed! Now |’'m gonna get itl

He took us all in the house as tears welled up in my eyes.

“Since none of you seemed to have done it, then you ali get a
spanking.” What?! Still, | stood there and said nothing. The last thing
I wanted was a spanking!

“ did it,” someone said and | was pretty sure it wasn’t me.

| looked around to see my sister come forward. Huh? She did it?
No, she didn’t because | did. Why was she was taking the blame for
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something | did? Feeling guilty, yet still scared to fess up, | stood there
knowing my sister was going to get spanked for something | did. And |
let it happen. | didn’t speak up.

We didn’t talk about that day for many years. Not until we were all
older and | knew it was safe to finally tell my dad it was really me. By
that time, | had already figured out why my sister took the rap for it.
She had become my protector, my worry-wort, my best friend. And
because of that, she would have rather taken the pain herself than see
me suffer.

We joke about it now — all of us, including my sister. And as | al—
ways felt guilty because of it, that was the last time | let anyone take
the blame for me.
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1. stern [stoin] adj. PRy, 48 EY
Our teacher does not as stern as theirs.

RANBITRH tANK™F,

2. sharp [faip] adj. =IFH, L%
Don’t be so sharp with the child!
MNIEFRIATF,

3. culprit [ 'kalprit] n. SB32,3BERA9A
Someone broke a cup: who was the culprit?

HAERTFHTRT, RETH?
fERIME

1. He had a way about him when | was a child that made me afraid of
him. But | loved him for it too, because it gave me my limits, my
boundaries of what | could and could not do.

AHNEFHR, LEFHEMEAAICHREEM, ERtBEALKDE
i, B A MANXFTEA RS T BRE, ERAET AR, T ARBER.

2. she would have rather taken the pain herself than see me suffer.
W BE CKERES  MARREIREE.

1. as well EIFEH, 4
Hfttsr KRBT Y, S FFHF,

1

2. hold back Falk,iEE
Xt R ELEA,




