A
o
>¢
N
2
=
5

EEEE, ATRRBIERNTAEOAL, ABEFETHT MEEORELSE, 1%
HEREPRIBRTE, YR,

AP O i %

AiREX RIXNE




Eigad 4 ?

THE RHYTHM IN LIFE

MiaEX BN LT T




BEEMME (CIP) T

VR IR DO IR/ PR E . — bt R AL, 2013. 10
ISBN 978 —7 —5164 — 0464 —5

[.O% 1.O4& - . OKE - DG - X HEYOBE - fEmk - It
V. DH319.4: I

wh E A P B 4 CIP B+ (2013) 57 183776 %5

B & AERE

% & /KR

EBMER: B

RIEHREE: WA

H  E.ISBN978-7-5164 —0464 -5

HARZ T Al B 5 R

M Hb: dEETIERERKCEITRCREES 175 R4 100048

P fik: http: //www. emph. com

B iE: B4 (010) 68701719 K4T#B (010) 68701073
T (010) 68456991

BF{E#: emph003@ sina. cn

s =TI E BN 55 A PR ]

§: WL

. 160 22k x230 2% 16 FFA 13 Epgk 160 T

: 20134 10 A% 1 AR 2013 4F 10 A4S 1 WKENR)

: 30.00 J©

A& B N 3
S H® R E

MERE ®E@R - EEFIR HREKR



Contents
Bx

The Gold Box / 1

®&EF /3

The Pearls / 4

Bk /7

Of Parents and Children / 10
WRE /13

Happy Fathers Day, Dad / 15
BE,LFRTRE /18

What is ‘Mother’ mean / 22
BEWNETE /25

Everyday is A Gift / 28
BHES—X /3

| Observe / 34
EXEEMLEIZ / 39

I'm Still Here / 43
HIEFER / 45

The Beautiful Scar / 47

sFEpEg 1



49 / EMHER

51 / We Never Told Him He Couldn’t Do It
53 / At ftl i A~ 2

55 / The Crescent Moon

59 / # A

63 / The Piano Master

65 / ME KD

67 / Your Attention Please

69 / BRI EF

71 / My Mother

73/ REIEF

75 / A Miracle

77 / B BIEE T

80 / Teaching Children Money Habits for Life
82/ WIBEF—EMEHEY

84 / My Father: Leslie Stephen

91 / HHSLEFEHF - T FEF

97 / My Irreplaceable Treasure

99/ NEE M

101 / A Goodbye Kiss

103 / X FEHW 51

105 / The Son

108 / JLF

111 / A Unique Job A father’s job is unique
113/ RFEMBE

116 / Pray for Mother

2 The rhythm in iife



RAEFFEYTH /118

It Takes More Than Blood / 120
B AR FERUNZE A ML / 122
The Day I'm Old / 124
LHEBEHEENRE /126

My father was my hero / 128
B FERREMESE /130
Mother Machree / 132

A /134

Dance with my father / 136
MEERSE / 138

Love: The One Creative Force / 140
Z.EBOESHFTENAE /142
Date Another Woman of My Life / 144
BMEGPB—NLXAAS /147
Tommy’s Writing / 149
ARHIBEE / 151

Motherhood / 153

3% /155

Cost of Love / 157

ZrKE /159

The Tantrum / 161

I RESKBEAER / 164

| “Heard” the Love / 167

BB TENEE /169

A Dance with Dad / 171

sEmBE 3



175 / MIRXFEHF

179 / Letting Go

181/ W ¢

183 / My Irreplaceable Treasure
190 / EEETHA

196 / Grandpa’s Table

198 / FFMIRE

200 / The Hand

201 / F

The rhythm in life



The Gold Box
Author Unknown

We often learn the most from our children.

Some time ago a friend of mine punished his 3-year-old daughter for
wasting a roll of gold wrapping paper. Money was tight, and he became
infuriated when the child tried to decorate a box for no apparent reason.

Nevertheless, the little girl brought the gift to her father the next morning
and said, “This is for you daddy.” He was embarrassed by his earlier over-
reaction, but his anger flared again when he found that the box was empty.

He yelled at her, “Don’t you know that when you give someone a present,
there’s supposed to be something inside of it?” The little girl looked up at him
with tears in her eyes and said, “Oh daddy, it’s not empty. I blew kisses into
the box. All for you, Daddy.”

The father was crushed. He pot his arms around his little girl, and he
begged her forgiveness. My friend told me that he kept that gold box by his bed
for years. Whenever he was discouraged, he would take out an imaginary kiss
and remember the love of the child who had put it there.

In a very real sense, each of us as parents has been given a gold container
filled with unconditional love and kisses from our children.There is no more

precious possession anyone could hold.
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Wrapping n. {1345 2k

infuriate v. F&&

forgiveness n. FE4, e

unconditional adj. TCAMFR, Hxiiy, ORI




é\
i F

1k %

FATREME T H LA FIRZ R,

ARART, FH—DAREN T35 ML )L, BHAMEEMRYE T
—HURESI, UNFEBENLHFRERE, YEIZ 2R BER—
BT, fRET .

ﬁﬁ FoRFELMHREETBAICRNE . B8, XEEHIR
19,7 XiHxS B O R mRETT N REAFE R, (EE2UMANET
H IR SR AR KK T

ot ithmoE . “YRARIEE LS BIAR, BEAZAERED?” &
BREHE, ?EHEE(EH}T‘*%E% CRI: TR, &%, EAR, RAEE
WTIFZEY, BESLIRKN, B&.”

SCRBEAMET, bk E/J irJL TR, AR IRFR AT
B EEFREKRDEZF, SUMMSEN, SBaslbel —MRY
vy, 1Ief8 L JLKE .

MEMELHNEX L, B8 MXEBNEEIT -1 ¢8F, B

H$EZFILFRFNENRY, XERIMFAENRZINARAE T,

The best man stumbles.
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The Pearls

Author Unknown

The cheerful girl with bouncy golden curls was almost five. Waiting with
her mother at the checkout stand, she saw them: A circle of glistening white
pearls in a pink foil box. “Oh please, Mommy. Can I have them? Please,
Mommy, please?” Quickly the mother checked the back of the little box and
then looked back into the pleading blue eyes of her little girl’s upturned face.

“A dollar ninety-five. That’s almost $2. If you really want them, I'll think of
some extra chores for you and in no time you can save enough money to buy
them yourself. Your birthday’s only a week away and you might get another crisp
dollar bill from Grandma.”

As soon as Jenny got home, she emptied her piggy bank and counted out
17 pennies. After dinner, she did more than her share of chores. She went to the
neighbor, Mrs. McJames, and asked if she could pick dandelions for ten cents.
On her birthday, Grandma did give her another new dollar bill and at last she
had enough money to buy the necklace.

Jenny loved her pearls. They made her feel dressed up and grown up. She

wore them everywhere Sunday school, kindergarten, even to bed! The only
time she took them off was when she went swimming or had a bubble bath.
Mother had told her that if they got wet, they might turn her neck green.

Jenny had a very loving daddy, and every night when she was ready for bed
he would stop whatever he was doing and come upstairs to read her a story. One

night when he finished the story, he asked Jenny, “Do you love me?”



“Oh yes Daddy. You know that I love you.”

“Then may I have your pearls?”

“Oh, Daddy, not my pearls... But you can have Princess-the white horse
from my collection. The one with the pink tail, remember, Daddy? The one you
gave me. She’s my favorite.”

“That’s okay, honey. Daddy loves you. Good night.” And he brushed her
cheek with a kiss.

About a week later, after the story time, Jenny’s daddy asked again,

“Do you love me?”

“Daddy, you know I love you.”

“Then will you give me your pearls?”

“Oh Daddy, not my pearls. But you can have my baby doll. The brand new
one I got for my birthday. She is so beautiful and you can have the yellow
blanket that matches her sleeper.”

“That’s okay, honey. Sleep well. God bless you, little one. Daddy loves
you.” And as always, he brushed her cheek with a gentle kiss.

A few nights later when her Daddy came in. Jenny was sitting on her bed
with her legs crossed Indian-style. As he came close, he noticed her chin was
trembling and one silent tear rolled down her cheek.

“What is it Jenny? What’s the matter?”

Jenny didn’t say anything but lifted her little hand up to her daddy. When
she opened it, there was her little pearl necklace. With a little quiver, she
finally said, “Here Daddy. It’s for you.” With tears gathering in his own eyes,
Jenny’s kind daddy reached out with one hand to take the prized necklace. With
the other hand, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a blue velvet case. He
handed the handsome velvet case to Jenny and told her, “Thank you for giving
me your most prized possession that you even saved for all by yourself. Here
Honey, I have this for you also. I wanted to trade you, but I was going to give

these to you tonight either way.”



’s never seen such a beautiful box.

Jenny opened the blue velvet box. Sh

Inside, the glistening white Sheen of genuine pearls struck her teary eyes.
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The Target

My cooking has always been the target of family jokes. One evening, as I prepared
dinner a bit too quickly, the kitchen filled with smoke and the smoke detector went off.
Although both of my children had received fire-safety training at school, they did not
respond to the alarm. Annoyed, I stormed through the house in search of them.

I found them in the bathroom, washing their hands. Over the loud buzzing of the
smoke alarm, I asked them to identify the sound.

“It’s the smoke detector,” they replied in unison.

“Do you know what that sound means?” 1 demanded.

“Sure,” my oldest replied. “Dinner’s ready.”
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Of Parents and Children

Francis Bacon
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The joys of parents are secret; and so are their griefs, and fears: they
cannot utter the one; nor they will not utter the other. Children sweeten labours;
but they make misfortunes more bitter they increase the cares of life; but they

mitigate the remembrance of death. The perpetuity by generation is common to



