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SAT . REFDNE
Carrot, Egg, Coffee Bean

A daughter complained to her father about her life and how things were so hard
for her. She did not know how she was going to make it and wanted to give up. She
was tired of fighting and struggling. It seemed that as one problem was solved, a new
one arose.

Her father, a chef, took her to the kitchen. He filled three pots with water and
placed each on a high fire. Soon, the pots came to a boil.

In one, he placed carrots, in the second he placed eggs, and in the last, he placed
ground coffee beans. He let them sit and boil, without saying a word.

The daughter sucked her teeth and impatiently waited, wondering what he was
doing. In about twenty minutes, he turned off the burners. He fished the carrots out
and placed them in a bowl. He pulled the eggs out and placed them in a bowl. Then he
ladled the coffee out and placed it in a bowl.

Turning to her he asked, “Darling, what do you see?”

“Carrots, eggs and coffee,” she replied.

He brought her closer and asked her to feel the carrots. She did and noted that
they were soft. He then asked her to take an egg and break it. After pulling off the
shell, she observed the hard-boiled egg. Finally he asked her to sip the coffee. She
smiled as she tasted its rich aroma. She humbly asked, “What does it mean, Father?”

He explained that each of them had faced the same adversity, boiling water, but
each reacted differently. The carrot went in strong, hard and unrelenting, but after being
subjected to the boiling water, it softened and became weak. The egg had been fragile. Its
thin outer shell had protected its liquid interior, but after sitting through the boiling
water, its inside became hardened. But the ground coffee beans were unique. After they
were in the boiling water, they had changed the water. “Which are you?” he asked his
daughter, “When adversity knocks on your door, how do you respond? Are you a carrot,
an egg or a coffee bean?”

How about you? Are you the carrot that seems hard, but with pain and adversity



do you wilt and become soft and lose your strength?

Are you the egg, which starts off with a malleable heart? Were you a fluid spirit,
but after a death, a breakup, a divorce, or a layoff, have you become hardened and stiff?
Your shell looks the same, but are you tough with a stiff spirit and heart?

Or are you like the coffee bean? The bean changed the hot water, the thing that is
bringing the pain, to its peak flavor, reached 100 Celsius degrees better.

If you are like the bean, when things are at their worst, you get better and make

things better around you.

How do you handle adversity? Are you a carrot, an egg, or a coffee bean?
No matter how bad and difficult it is during times of adversity, through endurance
and perseverance we will see the light in the dark. As long as we do not succumb to

pain and hardship, we will always emerge a better person.
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ladle [leidl] v. ( BAF ) &
humbly [hambli] adv. H# b
unrelenting [Anri'lentin] adj.
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interior [in'tieria] . A&E
unique [ju:'nitk] adj. J44FH
malleable [meeliabl] adj.
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endurance [in'djusrens] n. Z\fi 77
perseverance [pa:siviarens] n.
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Life Is like That

That was an overnight journey and I had planned well in advance to schedule all
my appointment and work through the day so that I can catch up with the sleep
during the night.

The train was just packed and probably overbooked. Passengers on the seats across
the aisles sat uncomfortably almost on each other’s lap.

There are times when you thank your stars and the lord for the silliest of all
reasons and one of them was just this to have been blessed with a sleeper berth.

As the train moved a few fellows moved out of the train too and even then there
were quite a few of them perched diagonally opposite. I decided to ignore their ordeal
for the next half-hour for I knew that they would be waiting for the final verdict from
the tt before they resign to their fate for the rest of the journey.

I spread the sheet across the berth and decided to catch up with some reading to
distract myself from the fellow passenger’s discomfort.

Well reading before retiring for the day has in it some opium that puts you to
sleep faster and secretly I was waiting to be transformed into that state for I was too
tired of the day’s routine and had to also refresh for the day next.

I would have just settled to the reading position when a guy tapped me gently on
my back and requested if he could be accommodated to share the berth with me. He
looked quite an extroverted person who would chance his luck at every turn of events
in life. He suggested that we could sleep with the head on the opposite sides! And he

was looking at me quite expectantly that somehow I will agree to his idea.



I was too tired and was just not in a mood to compromise, accommodate and
adjust. More than that, I was a bit taken aback with his boldness to make such a
strange suggestion. I raised my head half way from my berth and said, “Sorry man, I
am too tired and would not like to be disturbed in my sleep with each of us falling
and rolling over the other.”

He turned back to his seat showing me a sign of “no problems” and flopped
awkwardly between the other two passengers on both sides.

The novel almost did the trick, but then only for a few hours. I was up and awake
suddenly to the deadness of the night save the snores here and there and of course the
beat of the train as it crossed each part of the track at good speed.

I saw this guy sleeping in a sitting position blissfully oblivious of the discomfort
that he would have in that position.

As of me, the next few hours and in the process the whole night I somehow could not
manage to catch up with the sleep and even the opium of the novel proved ineffective.

I tossed around left and right and tried all poses known to me to summon the
sleep but to no avail. It went on this way much to my irritation all through the night
and till it was almost the dawn of the next day.

Frustrated I decided to give up and sat up. One look at him and I could not help
relenting and it helped me to open my eyes of understanding (notwithstanding that
my eyes were burning with tiredness).

I had a sleeper but here I could not manage to sleep most of the night, while he
had to sit through and yet was having a sound sleep. Well, as if to have heard me
thinking loud he opened his eyes and in a jiffy sat upright.

He looked so fresh as the morning dew and ready to take the world on; while I
felt dull at dawn feeling sleepy. I realized, a berth hardly mattered for a sound sleep;
it’s all in the mind to command the body to sleep; sitting or sleeping pose? Never
mind.

So what if you have the means to secure those comforts and leisure? It hardly

matters when you cannot experience the pleasure.
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Let the Light Shine

He was driving home one evening, on a two-lane country road. Work, in this
small midwestern community, was almost as slow as his beat-up Pontiac, but he never
quit looking. Ever since the factory closed, he’d been unemployed, and with winter
raging on, the chill had finally hit home.

It was a lonely road. Not very many people had a reason to be on it, unless they
were leaving. Most of his friends had already left. They had families to feed and
dreams to fulfill, but he stayed on. After all, this was where he buried his mother and
father. He was born here and knew the country.

He could go down this road blind, and tell you what was on either side, and with
his headlights not working, that came in handy. It was starting to get dark and light
snow flurries were coming down. He’d better get a move on.

You know, he almost didn’t see the old lady, stranded on the side of the road. But
even in the dim light of day, he could see she needed help. So he pulled up in front of
her Mercedes and got out. His Pontiac was still sputtering when he approached her.

Even with the smile on his face, she was worried. No one had stopped to help for
the last hour or so. Was he going to hurt her? He didn’t look safe; he looked poor and
hungry.

He could see that she was frightened, standing out there in the cold. He knew
how she felt. It was that chill that only fear can put in you. He said, “I'm here to
help you ma’am. Why don’t you wait in the car where it’'s warm? By the way, my
name is Joe.”

Well, all she had was a flat tire, but for an old lady, that was bad enough. Joe
crawled under the car looking for a place to put the jack, skinning his knuckles a time
or two. Soon he was able to change the tire, but he had to get dirty and his hands hurt.
As he was tightening up the lug nuts, she rolled down her window and began to talk to
him. She told him that she was from St. Louis and was only just passing through. She
couldn’t thank him enough for coming to her aid.

Joe just smiled as he closed her trunk. She asked him how much she owed him.



Any amount would have been all right with her. She had already imagined all the
awful things that could have happened had he not stopped.

Joe never thought twice about the money. This was not a job to him. This was
helping someone in need, and God knows there were plenty who had given him a
hand in the past. He had lived his whole life that way, and it never occurred to him to
act any other way. He told her that if she really wanted to pay him back, the next time
she saw someone who needed help, she could give that person the assistance that they
needed, and Joe added “...and think of me”.

He waited until she started her car and drove off. It had been a cold and
depressing day, but he felt good as he headed for home, disappearing into the
twilight. A few miles down the road the lady saw a small café. She went in to grab a
bite to eat, and take the chill off before she made the last leg of her trip home. It
was a dingy looking restaurant. Outside were two old gas pumps. The whole scene
was unfamiliar to her. The cash register was like the telephone of an out of work
actor — it didn’t ring much.

Her waitress came over and brought a clean towel to wipe her wet hair. She had a
sweet smile, one that even being on her feet for the whole day couldn’t erase. The lady
noticed that the waitress was nearly eight months pregnant, but she never let the
strain and aches change her attitude. The old lady wondered how someone who had so
little could be so giving to a stranger. Then she remembered Joe.

After the lady finished her meal, and the waitress went to get her change from a
hundred dollar bill, the lady slipped right out the door. She was gone by the time the
waitress came back. She wondered where the lady could be, then she noticed
something written on a napkin. There were tears in her eyes, when she read what the
lady wrote. It said, “You don’t owe me a thing. I've been there too. Someone once
helped me out, the way I'm helping you. If you really want to pay me back, here’s
what you do...Don’t let the chain of love end with you.”

Well, there were tables to clear, sugar bowls to fill, and people to serve, but the
waitress made it through another day. That night when she got home from work and
climbed into bed, she was thinking about the money and what the lady had written.
How could she have known how much she and her husband needed it? With the baby
due next month, it was going to be hard. She knew how worried her husband was, and
as he lay sleeping next to her, she gave him a soft kiss and whispered soft and low,
“Everything’s gonna be all right; I love you Joe.”
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