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1.My Mother’s Beauty
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According to her height and weight she should be a guard for the rich. She
has ironwilled blood, one shoulder is lower than the other, and she bites her fin-
gernails . But she is the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. She should be. She
has worked on that body and face for more than sixty years. The course for that
kind of beauty can’t be rushed.

The lines in her face have been eamed one at a time. The thick one around
the lips became deeper with every pain and hurt. The thin ones on the forehead
appeared when the first child was born.

The eyes are protected by glasses now, but still full of life. These are eyes
that have shone with pride, filled with tears of bitterness, stared in anger and
burned from lack of sleep. They are now direct and sharp and look at you when
you speak .

The double chin took years to grow.Sometimes you can only see it from the
side but it is there. Modern women don’ t have a double chin.They beat it away or
pat the fat until it becomes firm. But her chin is always there. It supports a nod-
ding head that has slept in a chair all night or bent over pressing clothes.

The bent back developed slowly.She had carried home her babies who were
100 sleepy to walk, heavy bags from the car, rubbish out of the house while ier



husband was wr@.

The legs are stilm mgg@ ,but the step is slow. They ran 1oo often for the
bus . They stood a little too long when she worked in the department store. They got
!??M}?@ while teaching her daughter to ride a tow — wheeler. They are dark red at
the back of the knees.

The hands? They are small but able. They are rough, because they did
washing, cooking, and sewing for the family and cleaning for the department stores
all the year round.

I looked at mother long and hard the other day and said, “Mom, I have never

seen you so beautiful. "1 worked at it, "she replied.
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eg. He was hardly beaten up by a gang of thugs.
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2. At a Railway Station
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Once, a long time ago, [ went to a railway station. I planned to take the night
train to New York and go on a journey with a friend. Many people were on the
platform and they were all pushing onto the long passenger train. It was already
full .1 asked the man at the booking office if I could have two tickets . He answered
sharply, “No!” T felt hurt. It was important for me to have the tickets.

I found a railway official and asked him if 1 could get a place somewhere in
4 sleeping—car, but he said sharply,“No! You can’t. The train is full. Don’t
trouble me any more.”

I felt very hurt indeed. 1 said to my friend: “They talk to me like this be-
cause they don’t know who I am. If they knew...” But my friend said:

“Don’ t be foolish. Do you think it would help you to get a seat on the train?
There are no empty seats.”

I ygmr_ggrlp@ the same official and said very politely that my name was Mark
Twain . But he only replied:

“T told you not to trouble me any more.”

[ said to my friend: “He may not have heard my name.” But my friend said

that the official had heard my name quite clearly, but that he didn’t care, that was
all.



Just then T noticed that a young porter in a sleeping—car was looking at me.

He breathed something in the train conductor’s ear,and the conductor came over®

to me, removed his cap and said very politely.

“Can 1 help you, sir? Do you want a place in a sleeping—car?”

“Yes, 1 certainly do. "I said.

The porter took out cases and we got into the sleeping—car. The porter saw
that we were comfortably settled in our places. Then he said, “Now, is there any-
thing you want, sir?”

When the porter left 1 smiled at my friend and said: “Well,, what do you say
now?”

My friend looked ashamed:

“Well, "he said, “ you were right.1’ m sorry I said all those things to you on
the platform. I was foolish, not you.I’m glad I came here with you.”

Just then the porter came to the door again and said:

“Oh, sir. I recognized you at once when I saw you.And I told the conductor
50. "

“Really, 1 said,and 1 gave him twice as much as I usually gave to a porter.
“Who am 1 then?”

“You’ re Mr. Mcllellan, of course, the Mayor of New York, "he said and dis-
appeared .
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eg. We’ re going up to London next weekend .
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ey Come over here and give me a hand .
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3.My Miserable, Merry Christmas
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Christmas was coming. | wanted a pony . To make sure that my parents under-
stood, I declared that I wanted nothing else.

“Nothing but a pony?” My father asked.

“Nothing, "1 said.

“Not even a pair of high boots?”

That was hard. I did want boots. but I stuck to the pony. “No, not even
boots.”

“Nor candy? There ought to be something to fill your stocking with, and
Santa Claus can’t put a pony into a stocking. "

That was true, and he couldn’t lead a pony down the chimney either. But
no. " All 1 want is a pony.”T said. “If | can’t have a pony, give me nothing, noth-
ing.”

On Christmas Eve 1 hung up my stocking along with my sisters.

The next moming my sisters ane 1 woke up at six. Then we raced downstairs



to the fireplace. And there they were, the gifts, all sorts of wonderful things, mixed
- up piles of presents.Only my stocking was empty; it hung limp; not a thing in
it;and under and around it—nothing. My sisters had knelt down® , each by her
pile of gifts; they were crying with delight, till they looked up and saw me standing
there looking so miserable. They came over to me and felt my stocking: nothing.

I don’t remember whether I cried at that moment, but my sisters did. They
ran with me back to my bed, and there we all cried till I became indignant. That
helped some. 1 got up.dressed, and driving my sisters away, I went out alone into
the stable,and there, all by myself, I wept. My mother came out to me and she
tried to comfort me. But 1 wanted no comfort. She left me and went on into the
house with sharp words for my father.

My sisters came to me,and I was rude.I ran away from them. I went around
to the front of the house, sat down on the steps, and, the crying over, I ached. 1
was wronged, I was hurt. And my father must have been hurt, too, a little. I saw
him looking out of the window. He was watching me or something for an hour or
two, drawing back the curtain so little lest I catch him, but I saw his face, and 1
think 1 can see now the anxiety upon it, the worried impatience.

After an hour or two, I caught sight of® a man riding a pony down the street,
a pony and a brand — new saddle: the most beautiful saddle I ever saw, and it was
a boy’ s saddle. And the pony! As he drew near, I saw that the pony was really a
small horse, with a black mane and tail, and one white foot and a white star on his
forehead . For such a horse as that I would have given anything.

But the man came along, reading the numbers on the houses, and, as my
hopes—my impossible hopes—rose, he looked at our door and passed by, he and

the pony, and the saddle. Too much,I fell upon the steps and broke into®

tears.
Suddenly 1 heard a voice.
“Say., kid, "it said, “do you know a boy named Lennie Steffens?”

1 looked up.It was the man on the pony,back again.



“Yes, "I spluttered through my tears.“That’s me.”

“Well, "he said, “then this is your horse.1’ ve been looking all over for you
and your house. Why don’t you put your number where it can be seen?”

“Get down, "1 said, running out to him. I wanted to ride.

He went on saying something about “ought to have got here at seven o’ clock,
but—"

[ hardly heard, I could scarcely wait.[ was so happy, to thrilled 1 __ro*d&ﬂ(@
up the street. Such a beautiful pony. And mine! After a while I turned and trotted
back to the stable. There was the family, father, mother, sisters, all working for
me, all happy . They had been putting in place the tools of my new business: cur-
rycomb, brush,, pitchfork—everything, and there was hay in the loft.

But that Christmas, which my father had planned so carefully, was it the best
or the worst I ever knew? He often asked me that; I never could answer as a boy.
I think now that it was both.It covered the whole distance from broken — hearted

misery to bursting happiness—too fast. A grown — up could hardly have stood it.
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eg. She knelt down on the grass to examine a flower .
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eg. She caught sight of a car in the distance.
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eg. His house was broken into last week .
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eg. As the President’ s car arrived . the crowd broke into loud applause .
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eg. The man broke into a run when he saw the police.
gooboooooooon

(HO00D0DmMDIOoOOoO0oDoooooon

eg. All this extra work 1’ m doing is breaking into my leisure time .
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eg. [ can’ t pay the 50p [ owe you withowt breaking into a £ 5 note .
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eg. Break into emergency supplies of food .
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eg. He rode off into the distance .
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4.A Small Boy
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I was living in the Smoky Mountains in Carolina. It was autumn. I needed
quiet—to be away from people. My mind was troubled and the mountain air
helped me write better. ] also wanted to see the red autumn leaves, the pumpkins
and 1o feel the excitement of living free and alone. I found them all in a small
house which belonged to the Children’s Home. The house is cut off from the vil-
lage below and from the world by deep mountain snows. The heavy fog that sur-
rounds the smoky Mountains hides the house from the eyes of the people.

When 1 moved into the house, | asked the lady at the Children’ s Home to
send a boy to cut wood for the fireplace. About a week later, I looked up from my
writing, a little surprised. There in front of me was a small boy. My dog, Pat. had
not barked to warn me. The boy wore old torm pants and a shirt worn thin from too
many washings. He wore no shoes on his feet.

“ can cut some wood today , "he said.

“But I have a boy coming from the Children’s Home.”



“{ni the boy. "

“You? But vou’re so small.”

“I can carrv milk to the babics’ house, ma’ am. Some days I carry it two
times. "

“In this bitter wind?”

“Yes. Stiff fingers don’ t feel bad once you get used to them. We get our
faces bitten by the cold wind because we can’t put our hands over them. But I
have gloves. Some of the boys don’1 have any gloves.”

“But cutting wood is a man’s job.”

He smiled at me.

“1 know all kinds of wood ma’ am.1’ ve been cuiting wood at the Children’s
Home for a long time.”

“Very well. There's the axe.Go ahead and try cutting and see what you can
do.”

[ began to work again. The first sounds of the axe cutting through the wood
interfered with my thoughts¥’ . But soon the steady" chop, chop” stopped troubling

me. | settled down and wrote for the rest of the afternoon.

The sun was slowly dropping behind the cold purple mountains when I heard
the boy’ s footsteps coming toward my door.

“I have to go eat now. [ can come again tomorrow afternoon.”

“I’ll pay you for what you’ ve done.”

We went together to see his work . Next to the house was a lot of cleanly — cut
wood.

“But you’ ve cut as much as a man. This is a wonderful pile of wood!”

I gave him some money.

“You may come again tomorrow, and thank you very much.”

He looked at me and then at the money.He seemed as if he wanted to talk,
but he could not. He turmed away but over his thin shoulder, he shouted back to



“'Il cut some small pieces tomorrow. You’ Il need some small thin pieces
and some heavier ones.”

He came again the next day and worked until it was time to leave. His name
was Jerrv. He was 12 years old and had been at the Children’ s Home since he
was only four. I tﬂh_oyg{Lof\D him as he must have looked when he was 4 years old.
The same strong grey eyes with a small ring of blue around them. The same in-
tegrity and courage . Integrity is honesty, but it is more than just being honest. For
example, the handle of the axe broke one day. Jerry said the Children’ s Home
would repair it. ] handed him some money to pay for it. He wouldn’ 1 take the
money .

“I'1l pay for it,ma’ am.1 broke it.1 didn’t hit the wood in the right place.”

“But, Jerry,no one hits the wood in the right place all the time. It was a
weak handle. "Il speak to the man who sold it to me. v

It was only then that he would take the money.

Another thing about Jerry that was special—he would do those little helpful
things that are not necessary , but make life so much easier, things only the heart
can do, things thal cannot be trained or taught for they are done quickly and with-
out thought . He found a hole near the fireplace that I had not seen.

“1’ I place some woed in the hole,ma’ am. Then when a sudden storm comes
up. you can stay warm. v

On the day he found a loose stone in the walking place outside.

“Let me place a bigger stone there. 1’11 dig the hole deeper so it won "1 come
loose again.”

The days passed,and Jerry and my dog Pat became close friends . Perhaps it
was because a boy and a dog have a common spirit—a wisdom that is closer than
« grown person and a dog.

One cold day Jerry sat close by me near the fire. The dog lay close to him.



We watched the fire bumn. Jerry suddenly talked of something he had never talked
of before.

“You look like my mother, especially next to the fire.”

“But you were only four, Jerry, when you came to live at the Children’s
Home . Do you still remember your mother?”

He nodded his head, “Yes. My mother lives near Manville . ”

Learning he had a mother surprised me. 1 also felt anger against her. How
could she abandon such a nice boy? Children’ s Home was nice, people there
were kind and the boys were healthy , but what sort of person was his mother? Jer-
ry must have looked as nice then as he did now—his fine qualities have always
been there. Any person could see them. My heart filled with questions I dared not
ask . 1 was afraid I would cause him pain,so I talk to him carefully.

“Have you seen your mother lately?”

“I see her every summer. She sends for me.”

| wanted to cry aloud, “Why are you here? Why aren’t you with her? How
can she let you go away® again?”

But I said nothing.

Jerry talk with happiness in his heart.

“She comes for me from Manville whenever she can.She isn’t working right
now . She wanted to give me a dog, but they say a boy can’t have a dog at the
home . She sent me a Sunday suit and last Christmas she sent me a bicycle. I let
the other boys play with the bicycle when they promise to be careful with it. 7

My mind was busy trying to understand his mother. She had not completely
forgotten him, but why? what was the reason other than® being poor then?

Jerry still sounding happy talked in a very soft voice.

“I’m going to take the dollar you gave me and buy her a pair of gloves.
White gloves. She likes white gloves.”

I could sav nothing except, “That will be nice,” for I hated her. There was



other food than bread, food for the soul and for the heart that only a mother can
civie. He was going 1o buy sloves for hus mother, while she lived in Manville away
from e i decided 1 would wot leave the mountains until | talked with her io
ieam why she had placed him in a Children’s Home.

But the human mind finds many things to think about. Every wind seems to
blow new and different thoughts into it. I finished my work, but it did not please
me . My thoughts tumed to travel . 1 decided to go to Mexico and then perhaps on to
other places. I did not take the time o see Jerry’s mother. I was busy preparing to
leave, and after that night by the fire,we did not speak about her agam. The fact
that he had a mother, and sort of a mother, made me feel better about him.

When | was ready to leave. 1 said to him, “Jerry, you’ ve been my good
{ricod . 1 still think of you often and miss you very much . Pat will miss you too af-
ter we leave tomorrow.”

He did not answer. I watched him climb the hill in silence .1 expected him to
come the next day.but he did not come.

I placed all my things in the car, closed the house, then drove to the Chil-
dren’ s Home to see him. 1 told the lady there that I was leaving and asked her to
call Jerry so 1 could say good ~ bye. She was troubled .

“T do not know where he is.1’ m afraid he might be sick . He didn’ t eat his
dinner and one of the boys said he had gone for a walk in the woods.”

My heart felt better. 1 hate good - byes, and I knew I would never see him a-
wain . It was better for both of us this way.

“Here” s some morey, 1 said, “Will you use it to buy him things for his
birthday and for Christmas? 1 might buy him the same things his mother buys.
This way he’ 1l get different things and well, not two bicycles for example.”

She looked at me strangely and said , “There isn” t much place to ride a bicy-
¢le in the mountains.”

Her stupidity began to bother me.



“What I mean is,I don’ t want to buy him things his mother might buy him.
I might have bought him a bicycle if I hadn’t leamed she had bought him one.”
She still looked at me . Then she finally said, “1 don’ t understand. He has no

mother. He has no bicycle.”
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eg. Just think of the expense U
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eg. | couldn’ t think of letting you take the blame .
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eg. [ can’ t think of his name at the moment .
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eg. Who first thought of the idea”!
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eg. We’ re going away for o few days.
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eg. The smell hasn’ t gone away .
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eg. He never speaks to me other than to ask for something .
goooboobboobooobgo

(b O0O0mMDO

eg. She seldom appears other than happy .
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eg. You sort of twist the ends together .
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5.Elisabeth Came to England
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Flisabeth was nineteen and she lived in Rio de Janeiro. Her father was an
airline pilot and it was Elisabeth’s ambition tc;) become an air hostess. She was a
bright girl and with one exception her exam marks were good. The exception was
knglish .

“Look, "said her father, “il you want to become an air hostess, you must
learn to speak really good English. 1’ m going to send you to? England next in
February .’

“Oh, you couldn’t be so cruel, Dad, " said Elisabeth. “It snows in England
in February and the pecple are unfriendly and the houses are draughty and...”

“Hold on®,” said her father. “You’ re exaggerating. In the first place, it
doesn’t always snow in England in February.1’ m not sending you to Siberia. Sec-
ondly, English people are usually quite kind to foreign visitors, and thirdly, a lot of
English houses have central heating these days.”

“Why can’t I go and stay with my uncle in Los Angeles?” asked Elisabeth.

“Because your uncle and aunt both speak Portuguese,” replied Elisabeth’ s
father.

*You leamt your English in the United States, "objected Elisabeth.



