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Part One < Perceiving Life
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Pre-reading questions:
)

1. Have you ever received a letter from your parents? In what situation did they write the letter to\
you? And what kind of information and emotion did they intend to express?

2. How much does your father or mother affect your outlook on life? Think out one example if possible.

3. Letter writing is not so popular nowadays, but its non-popularity makes it much more valuable.

Will you write a letter to your parents if you want to say something to them?




(Daniel Patrick Keane was born on 4 February, 1996)

My dear son, it is six o’clock in the morning on the island of Hong Kong. You are asleep
cradled in my left arm and I am learning the art of one-handed typing. Your mother, more tired yet
happier than I’ve ever known her, is sound asleep in the room next door and there is soft quiet in our
apartment.

Since you’ve arrived, days have melted into night and back again and we are learning a new
grammar, a long sentence whose punctuation marks are feeding and winding and nappy (JEAR)
changing and these occasional moments of quiet.

When you’re older we’ll tell you that you were born in Britain’s last Asian colony in the lunar
year of the pig and that when we brought you home, the staff of our apartment block gathered to wish
you well. “It’s a boy, so lucky, so lucky. We Chinese love boys,” they told us. One man said you were
the first baby to be born in the block in the year of the pig. This, he told us, was good Feng Shui, in
other words a positive sign for the building and everyone who lived there. (While-reading thinking:
1. What does the sign — having the first baby born in the year of the pig — mean to Chinese
people?)

Naturally your mother and I were only too happy to believe that. We had wanted you and waited
for you, imagined you and dreamed about you and now that you are here no dream can do justice
to you. Outside the window, below us on the harbor, the ferries are ploughing back and forth to
Kowloon (J1J%). Millions are already up and moving about and the sun is slanting (fi}) through the
tower blocks and out onto the flat silver waters of the South China Sea. I can see the contrail ("{#L
KL B NI EIE) of a jet over Lamma Island (FF%#5F9 Y &) and, somewhere out there, the last stars
flickering towards the other side of the world.

We have called you Daniel Patrick but I’ve been told by my Chinese friends that you should
have a Chinese name as well and this glorious dawn sky makes me think we’ll call you Son of the
Eastern Star. So that later, when you and I are far from Asia, perhaps standing on a beach some
evening, | can point at the sky and tell you of the Orient and the times and the people we knew there
in the last years of the twentieth century.

Your coming has turned me upside down and inside out, so much that seemed essential to me
has, in the past few days, taken on a different color. Like many foreign correspondents I know, I have
lived a life that, on occasion, has veered (¥;[n]) closely to the edge: war zones, natural disasters,
darkness in all its shapes and forms.

In a world of insecurity and ambition and ego, it’s easy to be drawn in, to take chances with our
lives, to believe that what we do and what people say about us is reason enough to gamble with death.
Now, looking at your sleeping face, inches away from me, listening to your occasional sigh and
gurgle (M%), 1 wonder how 1 could have ever thought glory and prizes and praise were sweeter

than life.
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And it’s also true that I am pained, perhaps haunted is a better word, by the memory, suddenly so
vivid now, of each suffering child I have come across on my journeys. To tell you the truth, it’s nearly
too much to bear at this moment to even think of children being hurt and abused and killed. And yet
looking at you, the images come flooding back. Ten-year-old Andi Mikail dying from napalm (it
[&i] 75 JH) burns on a hillside in Eritrea (JESLFF BTV, ZRIEE ), how his voice cried out, growing
ever more faint when the wind blew dust on to his wounds. The two brothers, Domingo and Juste, in
Menongue (% % —JEF X4 4 FF), southern Angola (% FHr). Just two years old and blind, dying
from malnutrition, being carried on seven-year-old Domingo’s back, and there is Domingo’s words to
me, “He was nice before, but now he has the hunger.”

Last October, in Afghanistan, when you were growing inside your mother, I met Sharja, aged
twelve. Motherless, fatherless, guiding me through the grey ruins of her home, everything was gone,
she told me. And I knew that, for all her tender years, she had learned more about loss than I would
likely understand in a lifetime.

There is one last memory of Rwanda (f5H1£), and the churchyard of the parish of Nyarabuye
(JB Wi A HE) where, in a ransacked (#%3E#11)) classroom, I found a mother and her three young
children huddled together where they’d been beaten to death. The children had died holding on to
their mother, that instinct we all learn from birth and in one way or another cling to until we die.

Daniel, these memories explain some of the fierce protectiveness I feel for you, the tenderness
and the occasional moments of blind terror when I imagine anything happening to you. But there is
something more, a story from long ago that I will tell you face to face, father to son, when you are
older. It’s a very personal story but it’s part of the picture. It has to do with the long lines of blood
and family, about our lives and how we can get lost in them and, if we’re lucky, find our way again
into the sunlight. (While-reading thinking: 2. Did your parents ever tell you something that they
think you should know and take seriously? What are the life lessons they have taught you so
far?)

It begins thirty five years ago in a big city on a January morning with snow on the ground and
a woman walking to hospital to have her first baby. She is in her early twenties and the city is still
strange to her, bigger and noisier than the easy streets and gentle hills of her distant home. She’s
walking because there is no money and everything of value has been pawned (#.2444) to pay for the
alcohol to which her husband has become addicted.

On the way, a taxi driver notices her sitting, exhausted and cold, in the doorway of a shop and he
takes her to hospital for free. Later that day, she gives birth to a baby boy and, just as you are to me,
he is the best thing she has ever seen. Her husband comes that night and weeps with joy when he sees
his son. He is truly happy. Hungover (:0» .32 1]), broke, but in his own way happy, for they were
both young and in love with each other and their son.

But, Daniel, time had some bad surprises in store for them. The cancer of alcoholism ate away
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at the man and he lost his family. This was not something he meant to do or wanted to do, it just was.
When you are older, my son, you will learn about how complicated life becomes, how we can lose
our way and how people get hurt inside and out. By the time his son had grown up, the man lived
away from his family, on his own in a one-roomed flat, living and dying for the bottle.

He died on the fifth of January, one day before the anniversary of his son’s birth. But his son was
too far away to hear his last words, his final breath, and all the things they might have wished to say
to one another were left unspoken.

Yet now Daniel, [ must tell you that when you let out your first powerful cry in the delivery room
of the Adventist Hospital and I became a father, I thought of your grandfather and, foolish though it
may seem, hoped that in some way he could hear, across the infinity between the living and the dead,
your proud statement of arrival. For if he could hear, he would recognize the distinct voice of family,
the sound of hope and new beginnings that you and all your innocence and freshness have brought to
the world.

Figg keane'

Language and culture note:
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Post-reading discussions:
)

1. What does “Feng Shui” mean in Chinese tradition? Can you set some examples to illustrate it?
2. What makes the father name his new-born child Son of the Eastern Star?
3. What inspiration does the father obtain from his memories? On what purpose do you think the

father writes this letter to his son?

uQ Med IR




1peay] YsiSug parudLIo-ueWny]

(" 2 The Letter from Clara' to Robert
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Pre-reading questions:

1. Clara, at age 9, met Robert Schumann who was then 18 years old. Her father considered her to\
have a bright future, and later interfered with their budding romance by every means, but in vain.
What do you think binds young couples together whatever the obstacles are?

2. There are a lot of examples in the real world you can tell that demonstrate couples’ strong
faithfulness in true love. Can you name some of love stories that touch you most?

3. If you are about to write a love letter, what would you write down and what would you want your

beloved to know about you in the letter?

My beloved Robert,

Your faithful Clara is sitting down at her desk once again to send you her most heartfelt wishes.
I’'m really afraid that my little package to you in Leipzig ({2 [F [f)3€ b #%) didn’t arrive in time and
that you might be sad and think that I didn’t remember you. Oh, you know how often I think of
you. | have your picture before me; I tremble with joy every time I look at it; I would like to hold it,
embrace it, kiss it, hug it; oh, what I would like to do, if only I could! How beautiful love is, both
beautiful and painful! I’ll celebrate your birthday quietly, happy at the thought of you. I’d love to
spend the day in a garden, in a bower (7t Ab) that is shaded by beautiful leaves. And I'd like to be with
you without being bothered by anyone, talk with you, and gaze at the foliage (FE4]"F-). Think of me
very intently at 8:30; that’s when I was in your little room with you a year ago — do you remember? Do
you love me as much as you did then? Or even more? My love is greater, boundless, my Robert.

I’ve been asking in vain for a letter for four days already; why don’t you write? Are you mad at
me? Oh, tell me, so I can make up for what I did wrong; you aren’t sick, are you? (While-reading
thinking 1: Do you think four days is long enough for waiting for a letter? Why did Clara raise
so many queries? Did she really want to know all the answers?) I hope the Lord won’t let that

happen to me. You no longer write how you are feeling and what mood you are in. You were better
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when you were in Vienna, you bad boy; I always knew how you were doing. When I go to bed at
night, I already wish for the next morning to come, and I am sad when I don’t receive anything from
you. Dearest husband, will you drink to my health on Saturday? I always drink to yours at supper, at
5:30. I imagine you will be going to Liitzschena — did I guess correctly? Be sure to write to me right
away.

Emilie is sending you a note, and Henriette asked me to send you something nice — you know
what that means; she is sending you best wishes; that’s what good hearts like Emilie and Henriette do.

Will you look at my picture sometimes? The fact that it doesn’t quite resemble me isn’t my fault.
I held as still as I could during the sittings; nevertheless, the painter complained bitterly about how
difficult it was to capture me. I thought of you so often during the sittings. If only I had received the
medallion (K¥27%) a week earlier; it would have been in the picture, and the ring, too, but the painter
quite capriciously ({T7&Hh) left out my hands. I’ll consider myself fortunate if you like it a little.
Your picture quite captivated (£1F) me, more than I can say.

Tell me, my Robert, what is the meaning of the title of your composition in the supplement?
I used to know, but simply can’t remember. 1 always play the Fantasy (%)45 1) with real joy, with
perfect delight — and the march is altogether sublime (% N "L 1)), Robert.

Listen, we have to get married even before Easter, don’t you agree? In nine months? Oh, if only
you would come to Paris and surprise me suddenly — what would I do? I wouldn’t know what to do!
You would like it here; I have the most beautiful view and a pleasant room with two windows decorated
with flowers; there is an orange tree in one, and a myrtle tree (F514k) in the other, and lots more
flowers. There is music all over the piano, and you would probably feel like playing. As you go to the
window, you see Montmartre (5% %45, EZ2JLIX) before you — but all of that doesn’t make me long
for Germany any less! (While-reading thinking: 2. How much do you know about Montmartre?
Why is it said that the Montmartre area is the home of the romantic, artsy culture?)

Wherever I walk I am reminded of my dear Leipzig. If only I could walk by your window in the
park and see you standing there! I often found you there in Leipzig, but sometimes you simply didn’t
notice me; I could have died I was so impatient. Do you have a potted plant in your window, too? You
sent me an ivy leaf once; I kept it in a safe place. Why don’t you send me another one sometime?

I’1ll go to the post office now. Remain fond of me, my dear Robert, and let me hear from you
soon; [ am longing for you, and I am dying to hear from you.

Once again, a fervent beloved Robert, from kiss and a squeeze of your hand, my dearly beloved
Robert, from
Your steadfast Clara

who is devoted to you until death
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Language and culture note:
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Post-reading discussions:

-

N

1. This is a love letter written by Clara to Robert. Can you find the specific examples in the letter
that can show her strong affection and missing to Robert?

2. After reading the letter, can you tell how Clara was feeling while she was writing this letter?
Anxious? Disappointed? Or a mixture of different emotions?

3. Clara in Paris sent her letter to her beloved Robert who was in Germany. What is your opinion of

long-distance relationship? If you received a letter from far away, how would you feel?
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Pre-reading questions:
1. How do you interpret the title “Doing Well by Doing Good”? A
2. Do you believe that how we are able to deal with adversity will be influenced, to no small extent,
by how we deal with others along the way?
3. Have you ever helped others in need? What did you do?
\ J

There is a man who I’d like to tell you about. His name is Sandy Greenberg. In his youth, Sandy
was a very good student, but he came from a poor family. And so he went to Columbia University on
a scholarship and there he met his roommate who also was receiving financial aid.

Now while he was a sophomore at Columbia University, Sandy contracted an eye disease that
eventually proved to be glaucoma (5 /:HR). But the trouble was, it wasn’t detected early enough,
and as a result he became legally blind. I ask you all to imagine for a moment having been sighted all
your life and then all of a sudden being faced, in a very competitive school, with losing so much
sight you could no longer read. This is what happened to Sandy Greenberg. (While-reading
thinking: 1. Can you imagine the life of the blind?)

But something else happened to Sandy that may surprise you. Sandy said that when he lost his
sight, his roommate would read his textbooks to him, every night.

So I’m going to put you in that question, in a competitive school like Columbia, or Johns
Hopkins®. If your roommate had a serious disability, would you take the time to read textbooks to him
every night, knowing the more you spend time reading textbooks to your roommate, perhaps the less
well you might do with your other activities? That’s not as easy a question as it first appears.

But luckily for Sandy, his roommate did. And as a result, Sandy went on to graduate with honors.
He got a Fulbright Scholarship®, and he went off to study at Oxford. He was still quite poor, but he
said he had managed to save about five hundred dollars as he went along.

His roommate, meanwhile, also went on to graduate school. One day, Sandy got a call from him
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at Oxford. And his former roommate said, “Sandy, I’m really unhappy. I really don’t like being in
graduate school, and I don’t want to do this.”

So Sandy asked, “Well, what do you want to do?”

And his roommate told him, “Sandy, I really love to sing. I have a high school friend who plays
the guitar. And we would really like to try our hand in the music business. But we need to make a
promo record (‘B ALVE F7), and in order to do that I need $500.”

So Sandy Greenberg told me he took all his life savings and sent it to his roommate. He told me,
“You know, what else I could do? He made my life; I needed to help make his life.”

So, I hope you’ll remember the power of doing well by doing good. Each of you, in your own
lives, will be faced with challenges, with roadblocks, with problem that you didn’t anticipate or
expect. How you are able to deal with adversity will be influenced, to no small extent, by how you
deal with others along the way. What you get will depend a lot on what you give. And that’s the end
of the story of doing well by doing good.

Ah! T almost forgot. You probably want to know who Sandy’s roommate was. I think you’ve
heard of him. Sandy’s roommate was a fellow by the name of Art Garfunkel, and he teamed up with
another musician by the name of Paul Simon. That $500 helped them cut a record (FEME Jy) that
eventually became The Sounds of Silence. Recently, I had the pleasure of going to Sandy’s daughter’s
wedding, ad it was Paul who sang as Sandy walked his daughter down the aisle.

When you get to be my age (which, for some of you, is really old, though it doesn’t seem so old
to me anymore), you will find yourself beginning to ask, did my life make a difference?

That’s the day of personal reckoning. And I think the only way to face it is to consider, every
day of your life: How can I do something for somebody else? How can I give back to others? It may
be teaching; it may be becoming a doctor; you may be successful in business — no matter what your
career path, there will present itself to be giving of your time, giving of your money, but mostly, to
be giving of yourselves, of your own heart and soul. (While-reading thinking: 2. How can we help
others heart and soul?)

My hope today, as you commence to new beginnings, is you will always keep your eyes open

for those opportunities to give and embrace them as your best sure way of doing well.

Language and culture notes:
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Post-reading discussions:

(1. So Sandy Greenberg said “what else could I do? He made my life; I needed to help make his life.”\
Do you agree with him that whoever has done something for us, we are supposed to do something
in return?

2. Do you think as for the old, the older they get, the more kind-hearted they will be? If yes, why are
they kinder than before?

3. When you have finished reading this address, will you keep your eyes open for those opportunities
to give and embrace them as your best sure way of doing well?

\
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( 4 Oprah’s Address at Harvard’s
\_/ Commencement in 2013
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Pre-reading questions:
(l. Do you really think that there is no such thing as failure, and failure is just life trying to move us\
in another direction?
2. Oprah said that what the world needs is people who have come alive. Do you think that you are
the person the world needs? And why are you so certain?

3. What is your understanding of success?

I shall walk decisively. This is what I want to share. It doesn’t matter how far you might rise. At
some point you are bound to stumble (f8]) because if you’re constantly doing what we do, raising
the bar. If you’re constantly pushing yourself higher, higher the law of averages not to mention
the Myth of Icarus' predicts that you will at some point fall. And when you do I want you to know
this, remember this: there is no such thing as failure. Failure is just life trying to move us in another
direction. Now when you’re down there in the hole, it looks like failure. So this past year I had to
spoon feed those words to myself. And when you’re down in the hole, when that moment comes,
it’s really okay to feel bad for a little while. Give yourself time to mourn what you think you may
have lost but then here’s the key, learn from every mistake because every experience, encounter,
and particularly your mistakes are there to teach you and force you into being more who you are.
And then figure out what is the next right move. And the key to life is to develop an internal moral
emotional G.P.S. that can tell you which way to go. Because now and forever more when you Google
yourself your search results will read “Harvard, 2013”. And in a very competitive world that really
is a calling card because I can tell you as one who employs a lot of people when I see “Harvard” I
sit up a little straighter and say “Where is he or she? Bring them in.” It’s an impressive calling card
that can lead to even more impressive bullets in the years ahead: lawyer, senator, C.E.O., scientist,

physicist, winners of Nobel and Pulitzer Prizes’or late night talk show host. But the challenge of life
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I have found is to build a résumé that doesn’t simply tell a story about what you want to be but it’s
a story about who you want to be. It’s a résumé that doesn’t just tell a story about what you want to
accomplish but why. A story that’s not just a collection of titles and positions but a story that’s really
about your purpose. Because when you inevitably stumble and find yourself stuck in a hole (F& Al
1%) that is the story that will get you out. What is your true calling? What is your dharma (4=35 )5 1])?
What is your purpose? For me that discovery came in 1994 when I interviewed a little girl who had
decided to collect pocket change in order to help other people in need. She raised a thousand dollars
all by herself and I thought well if that little 9 year old girl with a bucket and big heart could do that
I wonder what I could do? So I asked for our viewers to take up their own change collection and in
one month just from pennies and nickels and dimes we raised more than three million dollars that we
used to send one student from every state in the United States to college. That was the beginning of
the Angel Network. (While-reading thinking: 1. Do you think that whatever we are, we can do
something for others and for the society? If yes, what can we do without money or with little
money?)

And so what I did was I simply asked our viewers “Do what you can wherever you are, from
wherever you sit in life. Give me your time or your talent or your money if you have it.” And they
did. Extend yourself in kindness to other human beings wherever you can. And together we built 55
schools in 12 different countries and restored nearly 300 homes that were devastated by hurricanes
Rita and Katrina. So the Angel Network I have been on the air for a long time, but it was the Angel
Network that actually focused my internal G.P.S. It helped me to decide that I wasn’t going to just
be on TV every day but that the goal of my shows, my interviews, my business, my philanthropy
(%35 5\k) all of it, whatever ventures I might pursue would be to make clear that what unites us is
ultimately far more redeeming and compelling than anything that separates me. Because what had
become clear to me and I want you to know it isn’t always clear in the beginning because as | said
I had been on television since I was 19 years old. But around ‘94 I got really clear. So don’t expect
the clarity to come all at once to know your purpose right away, but what became clear to me was
that I was here on earth to use television and not be used by it; to use television to illuminate the
transcendent (GEHIRH]) power of our better angels. So this Angel Network, it didn’t just change the
lives of those who were helped, but the lives of those who also did the helping. It reminded us that
no matter who we are or what we look like or what we may believe it is both possible and more
importantly it becomes powerful to come together in common purpose and common effort. | saw
something on the Bill Moore Show recently that so reminded me of this point. It was an interview
with David and Francine Wheeler. They lost their 7 year old son, Ben in the Sandy Hook tragedy.
And even though gun safety legislation to strengthen background checks had just been voted down
in Congress at the time that they were doing this interview they talked about how they refused to be

discouraged. Francine said this, she said “Our hearts are broken but our spirits are not. I’'m going
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to tell them what it’s like to find a conversation about change that is love, and I’'m going to do that
without fighting them.” And then her husband David added this, “You simply cannot demonize (Ik
JEAL) or vilify (E15%) someone who doesn’t agree with you, because the minute you do that, your
discussion is over. And we cannot do that any longer. The problem is too enormous. There has to be
some way that this darkness can be banished with light.” In our political system and in the media
we often see the reflection of a country that is polarized, that is paralyzed and is self-interested. And
yet, I know you know the truth. We all know that we are better than the cynicism and the pessimism
that is regurgitated (HLHHL F &) throughout Washington and the 24-hour cable news cycle. Not
my channel, by the way. We understand that the vast majority of people in this country believe in
stronger background checks because they realize that we can uphold the Second Amendment’ and also
reduce the violence that is robbing us of our children. They don’t have to be incompatible. (While-
reading thinking: 2. Do you think that for the safety of the American people, the sale of firearms
should be subject to the strict legal restrictions so as to keep the guns out of the hands of the

criminals?)

Language and culture notes:
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Post-reading discussions:
1. Please paraphrase the sentence “The key to life is to develop an internal moral, emotional G.P.S.”

2. What are the key words in the sentences “Our hearts are broken but our spirits are not. [’'m going
to tell them what it’s like to find a conversation about change that is love, and I’'m going to do that
without fighting them.”?

3. Can you figure out Oprah Winfrey’s characters? And what do you think makes her a successful
lady?
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Pre-reading questions:
'1. What do fossil fuels refer to? Do you think they are inexhaustible? )

2. Can you predict the further development and application of solar energy, wind energy and thermal
energy?
3. What do you think are the potential reasons for the occurrence of pervasive haze around our

country these days?

v

When we meet Mario Sepiilveda' in the Pacific Coast city of La Serena, Chile (£i#), in
November, it is 1 a.m., and he is running laps around his hotel pool. Like many of the other 32 miners
who were rescued in October after 70 days trapped beneath Chile’s Atacama Desert (fi 5+ B ybiEr),
Sepulveda, 40, still has trouble sleeping. “I only get three or four hours a night,” he says. It might be
because of the memories of waiting 2,300 ft. (700 m) underground for 17 days before officials located
the miners, when the specter of starvation or even cannibalism ([7]254H &) haunted each man, or
it could be that their biological clocks are still set like those of subterranean bats. (While-reading
thinking: 1. Can you fancy the situation that a miner works 700m underground?)

The insomnia is a reminder that 33 miners’ miraculous (%% 1)) survival and rescue this
year inspired a world desperate for a happy ending to something, anything — haven’t yet completely
emerged from their dark abyss (). Yet this is as good as it gets for mining dramas, as recent
tragedies, from the U.S. to New Zealand, where 1,261 miners were killed in just the first half of 2010,
make all too starkly plain.

Why did things turn out so blessedly different in Chile? A mother lode (B}fik) of luck and faith
was involved. But the rescue also showcased a commodity even rarer today than the gold the miners
were quarrying: leadership. “We made sure it was one for all and all for one down there,” foreman
Luis Urziia® tells us. After the San José gold and copper mine collapsed on Aug 5, forcing the men

into an emergency shelter, Urzaa’s avuncular ({H3CfEH)) guidance kept them alive for more than two
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weeks with just two days’ worth of food.

Urzua was most sorely tested when the miners suddenly heard search drills just meters above
their heads and then just as suddenly heard them go silent. “To have that much hope turn into that
much despair — that was worse than dying,” recalls miner Daniel Herrera, 27. Urzla agrees. “I
realized we were a needle in a haystack (T-5.3E),” he says. “It’s then that you have to convince them
not just that they’re going to survive but why they have to survive — their families, their faith.” Luis
Urzua was the foreman of the 33 Chilean miners — trapped 2,300 feet below the Atacama Desert for
70 days before they were finally rescued in October. Urztia’s avuncular leadership helped his men
survive the first 17 awful days after the collapse of the San Jose gold and copper mine in northern
Chile, keeping them united, active and in good spirits while stretching two days’ worth of food
more than two weeks until officials finally located them. Urzta, 54, a mining veteran and self-taught
geology expert, spoke briefly with reporters Tim Padgett and Aaron Nelsen in Santiago (V. 5,
B EHD):

Reporter/R: What did you learn from this drama to be the most important ingredient of successful
leadership?

Urzua/U:  Preparation. All the geology study I did, all the courses I took on mines, including the
San Jose mine, and all the security procedure reviews — you keep asking yourself, Why
are we doing all this? And then one day you see all of this — the hardship we endured
but also all the celebration we’re enjoying now.

R: What moment most sorely tested your leadership skills down there?

U: I’d have to say the moment, strangely enough, when we first felt hope. After quite a few days
we could suddenly hear the drills probing for our whereabouts; we could hear them just meters
above our heads. And then just as suddenly they went silent and disappeared. That was probably
the worst moment of despair for everybody: it was easy to think then that this was it, this was far
as those drills, and we, were going to go.

R: What could you do?

U: Even though I realized that locating us was like finding a needle in a haystack, I never gave up
hope that help would arrive. It’s then that you have to convince the men not only that they’re
going to survive, but why they have to survive — their families, their faith.

R: The miners themselves have applauded you for your democratic approach to rules and
organization below ground.

U: We were 33 people with distinct characters, but we made sure it was one for all and all for one
down there. I feel my best decision as the foreman was to insist that everyone participate in the
decision process — the 16-plus-one majority held sway — about everything from each man’s
tasks to how much we’d eat and drink each day and where. Keeping order and structure was very

important. You have to understand, when the mine collapsed it was chaos — like one of those
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snow avalanches you see in the movies. There was so much dust it took more than a day just to
see in front of ourselves. (While-reading thinking: 2. What qualities can you find in these
miners trapped 2,300 feet below for 70 days?)

When you were found and it was time to plan the rescue, you were the leader below and President
Pifiera was the leader above. You’re from a poor mining family, the President is a billionaire. Was
communication difficult?

It wasn’t as difficult as some might think. In fact, our differences may have made our
communication that much stronger, as we learned about each other. I remember on one phone
call hookup (3%#%) between the miners’ emergency shelter and his office here in Santiago, we
must have talked for half an hour. The important thing was that neither of us ever doubted, even
before 33 were found, that we’d all survive this thing.

You also told him, “Please don’t ever let this happen again.”

I owed it to every miner everywhere to say that. And I’'m glad to see the President is demanding
mining reforms now.

Some of you just returned from China, where people welcomed you as heroes, as they have
everywhere you go. Have you been surprised by the worldwide outpouring for you and the
miners?

Not surprised but a little amazed, especially at the quantity of people around the world who

supported us — and at the faith the whole world had in us. This was about faith in the end.

Language and culture notes:

1. L HEE « FEPEIRYER (Mario Sepulveda) , HLT LFEIM, BHRIW MERISE L IHRKEE .
2. M5 « BIRPET (Luis UrzGa) , 55— &0 MR .

Post-reading discussions:

1.

What are the main sequelae (J5i%tJi) that these rescued miners have?

2. What factors are conducive to their survival according to Luis Urzla, foreman of the miners?

3. How do you understand the statement “but we made sure it was one for all and all for one down

there”?
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(" 6 The Interview with Tom Cruise'

7
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Pre-reading questions:

L.

2.
3.

Do you think that one of the reasons why Tom Cruise is such a well-grounded human being is
because of his difficult upbringing?
If you had money, would you get cosmetic surgery? Why or why not?

What do you usually do to accustom yourself to the life in a new place?

Playboy: You turn 50 on July 3. It’s a time most men are battling a gut, getting colonoscopies (4%

M8 A5 2T, losing their hair and monitoring their blood pressure. How is it you look about
half your age?

Cruise: [ honestly have no idea. (Laughs) I work. I’'m always with family. I train, go without sleep.

Q7T Q7

I just go hard.
You’re not wrinkling up like a lot of your peers. Have you had, or would you get, cosmetic surgery?
I haven’t, and I never would.
What does this dubious (JC £ 1)) milestone mean to you?
When I made Taps (J24]*5), really my first film experience, I remember lying at night in the
hotel room, thinking, I love this so much. I’d wanted it since I was four, and there I was, thinking
that if I did my best on Taps, maybe I could do this for the rest of my life. Turning 50, when I’'m
still doing this, is okay. On July 3 I’ll be in Iceland, filming on my birthday. My family, my wife,
they understand. It’s who I am. I’ve spent many birthdays on a movie set, all great days.

What have you learned that you didn’t know 20 years ago?

C: I’ve always had the same values. Family for me has always been important. When 1 shoot (# }7),

everybody comes. When Kate’s shooting, I'm there with her and the kids. We’re always together.
I’'m always around my mother and sisters. I always wanted to be a father, a husband. And I always
had a work ethic. I’'ve had paying jobs since I was about eight years old — cutting grass, raking

leaves, paper routes, selling Easter cards and Christmas cards.
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. Door-to-door?

C: I'went door-to-door in Canada and Kentucky. I was basically raised by my mom, and my mom at a certain

point was paying for everything. We all had to pitch in (3% /j31# \). So work to me is important.

. Where was your father?

C: He was mostly working, and then they got divorced. We moved a lot, and early on it was because

he moved from job to job.

. How did growing up with an absent father inform who you have become?

C: It wasn’t a big conflict when I was growing up; that’s just the way it was. I don’t look back and

feel bad. I know some people do, but it’s not a burden I carry through life. It’s more like, Okay,
this happened. That’s how he behaved, that’s how he did things. He tried, but it just was who he
was. Traveling has given me a broader understanding of people, and I’ve always been interested
in the similarities we had and why people make certain choices in life. I got an introduction
to that as a young child, but it never felt like a weight I carried on my shoulders. (While-
reading thinking: 1. Do you think that Tom Cruise is considerate and do you believe that
understanding others will make our life much easier?)

- How much of a hardship was it to have your mother supporting the family?

C: We were better off (L% & #4) than a lot and not as well off as others. For me, it was more basic.

Like, if I wanted to go to the movies as many times as I wanted to go, I had to find money to pay
for it. I learned to get things. And we move around a lot.

: That’s got to be tough on a kid.

C: Iliked going to a new place. I’ll never forget, there was a cardboard box they’d put in my room.

You pack your stuff up, everything goes in the car and off we go.

. Was it jarring to leave school and friends and start over?

C: I found it adventurous. Did it bring challenges? Yeah. You’re always the new kid, with the wrong

accent, the wrong shoes. You learn about people and yourself and how to deal with what was not
always a safe environment. You had to figure it out. That is what life’s about, change and solving
problems and living it. My mother worked three jobs, but she’s a woman for whom the cup is
always half full. I wanted to help her and my sisters. (While-reading thinking: 2. Do you know
the difference between the two sentences “the cup is always half full” and “the cup is always
half empty”?)

: What else did you do with your money?

C: From as early as I can remember, I wanted to ride motorcycles and race cars. I wanted to do

jumps and stunts ($74%). Every birthday 1 wanted only a motorcycle. By the time I was 12, I’d
bought my own.

. How rough is the motorcycle learning curve for a 12-year-old?

C: Very. No one taught me. I crashed a lot, because I like to go fast. [ used to do other stuff. We were
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living in Canada and I liked gymnastics. I would do flips (ZF#EE k) off the roof. I’d climb to the
highest part and see how many flips I could do before I hit the snowbank. I’d do one flip, and I"d

wonder, can I get two?

. So you were that guy.

C: I was that guy. I used to like to do stuff to show my sisters. They were always like, Tommy, you’re

going to kill yourself, and then Mom’s going to kill you. I’d be doing flips and the neighborhood
kids would come over and look. Then I tried a double and got through only one and a half before
I missed the snowbank, landed on the sidewalk and broke my ankle. I was like, ghhh! I crawled to

the bedroom. I’ve broken my leg, my nose.

: How’d you break your nose?

C: The first time, I got hit by a fastball. Another time, I got hit with a baseball bat by accident. Then

I rejarred it on a motorcycle. No one thought about helmets or pads back then. When I was 18, on
the set of Taps, I met the stunt guys. I was like, you train for stuff like this? Back in the day there
were no videos of this stuff. I’d create ramps (£3%) to try to jump over garbage cans on my bike,
figuring it out on my own. When I was five years old, I’d climb the tallest tree possible, get to the
top so when the wind was blowing I’d hang on as the branch swayed back and forth. Then, can I

go from this tree and get to that tree?

: Aside from broken bones, what did you get out of all this?

C: I learned that even in times that were challenging, you have a choice whether to let problems

overwhelm you. When you’re going to new schools, you are confronted by different things, but

you always have a choice, and mine was to learn to handle it.

. How does this translate to doing your own stunts in movies?

C: I train pretty hard. For The Last Samurai (5¢)5 3 1:) 1 spent a year training six hours a day,

seven days a week to be able to handle a sword and do it on uneven terrain, because I didn’t want
to blow my knees out. You’ve got to build the body up for impact. I remember trying to put my
shirt on at one point and couldn’t because my forearms had gotten so big. It was the same with

Rock of Ages (F&1R F-4X) — five hours a day learning to sing, three hours a day dancing.

. After a rough couple of years when some questioned your viability as a leading man, Mission

Impossible — Ghost Protocol (THhi%: 4 R #piX) grossed more money than any other film

you’ve ever made. What did that mean to you?

: I’ve always just wanted to make the movies I wanted to make, see studios make money so they’d let me

do it again and see an audience enjoy it. I’ve tried to keep my head down and just do good work.
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Language and culture note:

[1.% s & (Tom Cruise, 1962F7H3H—) eEEHEE R, HEH A N,

Post-reading discussions:

L.
2.
3.

Why does Tom Cruise like going to a new place?

How do you like Tom Cruise’s mother? Do you think that she sets her son a good example?

Do you get to know Tom Cruise’s values from the last sentence “I’ve tried to keep my head down

and just do good work™?
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(" 7 Shall We Choose Death?
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Pre-reading questions:

1. How to solve the world conflicts from your perspectives?
2. Do you think that we ordinary people are against wars and we hope to live happily with our
families? If so, why are there so many terrorists?

3. Should we take our offspring into consideration whatever we do now?

I am speaking not as a Briton, not as a European, not as a member of a western democracy, but
as a human being, a member of the species Man, whose continued existence is in doubt. The world
is full of conflicts: Jews and Arabs; Indians and Pakistanis; white men and Negroes in Africa; and,
overshadowing all minor conflicts, the titanic struggle between communism and anticommunism.

Almost everybody who is politically conscious has strong feelings about one or more of
these issues; but I want you, if you can, to set aside such feelings for the moment and consider
yourself only as a member of a biological species which has had a remarkable history and whose
disappearance none of us can desire. I shall try to say no single word which should appeal to one
group rather than to another. All, equally, are in peril, and, if the peril is understood, there is hope that
they may collectively avert (%) it. We have to learn to think in a new way. We have to learn to ask
ourselves not what steps can be taken to give military victory to whatever group we prefer, for there
no longer are such steps. The question we have to ask ourselves is: What steps can be taken to prevent
a military contest of which the issue must be disastrous to all sides?

The general public, and even many men in positions of authority, have not realized what would
be involved in a war with hydrogen bombs (& ##). The general public still thinks in terms of the
obliteration (8%°K) of cities. It is understood that the new bombs are more powerful than the old and
that, while one atomic bomb could obliterate (1] J&&%451) Hiroshima (H A &), one hydrogen bomb
could obliterate the largest cities such as London, New York, and Moscow. No doubt in a hydrogen-

bomb war great cities would be obliterated. But this is one of the minor disasters that would have to
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be faced. If everybody in London, New York, and Moscow were exterminated, the world might, in
the course of a few centuries, recover from the blow. But we now know, especially since the Bikini
(19464F 3L [H Jii 154456 JE ) test, that hydrogen bombs can gradually spread destruction over a
much wider area than had been supposed. It is stated on very good authority that a bomb can now
be manufactured which will be 25,000 times as powerful as that which destroyed Hiroshima. Such
a bomb, if exploded near the ground or under water, sends radioactive particles into the upper air.
They sink gradually and reach the surface of the earth in the form of a deadly dust or rain. It was this
dust which infected the Japanese fishermen and their catch of fish although they were outside what
American experts believed to be the danger zone. No one knows how widely such lethal (£ H])
radioactive particles might be diffused (§#1), but the best authorities are unanimous (4={K—%H])
in saying that a war with hydrogen bombs is quite likely to put an end to the human race. It is feared
that if many hydrogen bombs are used there will be universal death — sudden only for a fortunate
minority, but for the majority a slow torture of disease and disintegration (FLf%)....

Here, then, is the problem which I present to you, stark and dreadful and inescapable: Shall we
put an end to the human race or shall mankind renounce war? People will not face this alternative
because it is so difficult to abolish war. The abolition of war will demand distasteful limitations of
national sovereignty. But what perhaps impedes understanding of the situation more than anything
else is that the term ‘mankind’ feels vague and abstract. People scarcely realize in imagination
that the danger is to themselves and their children and their grandchildren, and not only to a dimly
apprehended humanity. And so they hope that perhaps war may be allowed to continue provided
modern weapons are prohibited. I am afraid this hope is illusory. Whatever agreements not to use
hydrogen bombs had been reached in time of peace, they would no longer be considered binding in
time of war, and both sides would set to work to manufacture hydrogen bombs as soon as war broke
out, for if one side manufactured the bombs and the other did not, the side that manufactured them
would inevitably be victorious... (While-reading thinking: 1. Do you think that the complete
prohibition and thorough destruction of nuclear weapons is an illusion? And the abolition of
war is impossible?)

As geological time is reckoned (i), Man has so far existed only for a very short period of one
million years at the most. What he has achieved, especially during the last 6,000 years, is something
utterly new in the history of the Cosmos (F-Hf), so far at least as we are acquainted with it. For
countless ages the sun rose and set, the moon waxed and waned ([FF1#k), the stars shone in the
night, but it was only with the coming of Man that these things were understood. In the great world
of astronomy and in the little world of the atom, Man has unveiled secrets which might have been
thought undiscoverable. In art and literature and religion, some men have shown a sublimity (5%5)
of feeling which makes the species worth preserving. Is all this to end in trivial horror because so few

are able to think of Man rather than of this or that group of men? Is our race so destitute (F /% = 1))
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of wisdom, so incapable of impartial love, so blind even to the simplest dictates of self-preservation,
that the last proof of its silly cleverness is to be the extermination of all life on our planet? — for it
will be not only men who will perish, but also the animals, whom no one can accuse of communism
or anticommunism.

I cannot believe that this is to be the end. I would have men forget their quarrels for a moment
and reflect that, if they will allow themselves to survive, there is every reason to expect the triumphs
of the future to exceed immeasurably the triumphs of the past. There lies before us, if we choose,
continual progress in happiness, knowledge, and wisdom. Shall we, instead, choose death, because
we cannot forget our quarrels? I appeal, as a human being to human beings: remember your humanity,
and forget the rest. If you can do so, the way lies open to a new Paradise; if you cannot, nothing lies
before you but universal death. (While-reading thinking: 2. Should we choose the Paradise or the
hell?)

Post-reading discussions:

1. What on earth does the war bring to the human being, the environment and the animals?
2. Do you believe that our race is destitute of wisdom, incapable of impartial love, blind even to the
simplest dictates of self-preservation?

3. Should we choose war or peace, death or life, the hydrogen bomb or negotiations?
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Pre-reading questions:

1. What did you dream of becoming when you were young?
2. How should you handle the relationships between ideals and realities? Are the ideals always sweet
whereas the realities are often bitter?

3. What do you think are the feasible (V] 5Z 7] 1T f#]) ways to learn English proficiently?

The last time the musical Spamalot (% K (KBRS 1) ) came to town, my phone rang. Sir
Bedevere was on the line.

“Is this the Steve Hendrix who grew up in Americus, Georgia (126 E.J1)?” began one of those
delightful reconnections common in the age of Google. The voice from the past was of Christopher
Gurr, an acquaintance from decades ago who was touring with the Broadway show.

We met at Old Ebbitt Grill, and Christopher filled me in on his career: many seasons of regional
theater, brushes with Broadway, and four years of standing ovations in Monty Python’s (7% * IJRF%)
medieval attire. I toasted him with my Guinness (2 J& i 5 15L3).

“You know who I should thank for becoming an actor?” he said. “Your mother.”

My mother?

She had been Christopher’s fourth-grade teacher in 1976. It was the year she was asked to
create a class for exceptional students. It was the year cited as the best ever by Christopher and almost
everyone else I’d ever met from that class.

He ticked off the fates of several classmates, many professionals and artists among them. It was
a remarkably accomplished and sophisticated roster (£ 4 i) for a town where kids weren’t often
encouraged to aim much beyond the shops of the little downtown or the boundaries of the family farm.

“We still talk about her,” said Christopher. “You ask anyone who was in that class. The
experience was huge.”

Ask them? Why not?
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One of the first of the scattered alumni I found was Neill Kipp, who appears in class pictures as
a shaggy-haired (& R ZFAH)) blond with an eager smile. I cold-called him one evening at his home
in Denver, explaining who I was and wondering whether he had any recollections from that distant
cranny (BHYRFSEEAL) of his childhood. (While-reading thinking: 1. Can you recall any one of
your desk-mates or teachers in the primary school?)

The thing they noticed was the woman in the white pantsuit (¥£%%) standing tall amid the
little chairs. She had a blue scarf around her neck and wore a necklace of polished turquoise (¥ %34,
#) and Navajo (YN FLE N) silver. Her auburn (% tE1F7)) hair was swept back from her forehead and
curled over her shoulders in That Girl swoops. As the children filed in, she greeted them in French.
Bonjour! (/% 1f) Bonjour! Bienvenue!

“We had never seen a teacher quite like her,” Christopher said.

She was asked to launch the program for talented and gifted, or TAG, students, and by the fall of
1976, she was greeting her bright, bewildered charges (%2 #}3) in a foreign language.

The French was just a sample. They would be learning electronics and chess and space
exploration. They would keep journals and write plays and make puppets. They would publish a
newspaper and dig for fossils and ...phew (Wi 5 k).

The kids selected for the class were a handful of fifth graders and about a dozen fourth graders,
all testing three or four years above grade level.

“We were all pretty odd by South Georgia standards,” said Frank Lowrey, then a fourth grader.
Suddenly, they found themselves in a room where reading wasn’t mocked, where being creative,
outlandish, and even effete (i %)) didn’t risk a punch at recess ({EAK S [7]).

“It was a sanctuary (2&),” Christopher said. “Before that, I was hiding out.”

One of their first projects, Mrs. Hendrix announced, would be to stage (_-7#) Charles Dickens’s
A Christmas Carol (Z5¥EAHK). Everyone would work on the set (ffi%t). Building scenery would
reveal geometry. Decorating it was art. Decoding the dense English was reading. Dickens’s portrayals
of class and poverty were portals to social studies. (While-reading thinking: 2. You have been
learning English for years. Have you ever staged any English play in class or out of class? Why
or why not?)

“The thing I remember most about that year was the pace,” Neill said. “It was driven. She was a
charismatic (5 i )Lk 7119) leader, and we all responded.”

Brad Ewing, a fourth grader, was the town crier in Scrooge’s London, but what he really got into
was his second job, running the spotlight.

“I loved electronics,” Brad said. Despite his interest, Brad was on obvious prodigy (f# ).
“Based on my test scores, most guidance counselors would have steered me to anything but math or
engineering.”

But Mrs. Hendrix invited him to bring in his home-wired gizmos (/N/J1f). She let Brad and
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Frank rig (354)}) the class bulletin board with working lights. For a lesson in arithmetic, Brad
assembled a kind of abacus out of colored blocks, astonishing his teacher.

She spent hours preparing for class. Except for long division and other mandated curricula (which
the kids blazed through each day before lunch), she kept her students out of textbooks as much as
possible. And out of the classroom.

One morning as the mild winter rain wet the playground outside, Mrs. Hendrix made an
announcement. The play was going big-time. She had persuaded someone at Georgia Public
Television to broadcast it statewide as a holiday special. The class would travel to Atlanta for a
taping.

“I’'m very proud of you, my darlings,” she said over the shouts of glee. At that moment, there
wasn’t a happier classroom in Georgia.

Early in the fall of 1977, my mother got sharp pains in the stomach. Her doctor in Americus sent
her to a doctor in Albany (B/RELJE), who sent her to a doctor in Atlanta. By then, the cancer was all
over her, especially her liver.

She spent two months enduring useless chemo and getting sicker. I remember the tube in that
arm, leading to an ever present, always beeping chemo machine that she had named Mehitabel, after
a satiric cat from a long-gone newspaper feature.

Officially, administrators said only that Mrs. Hendrix wouldn’t be coming back and that TAG
class was canceled for the rest of the year. They didn’t want to upset the students. For most, it was
their first encounter with death. It was mine too. I’d never been to a funeral.

I remember seeing some of her students in the pews (U N FFET K %), sitting in colored
shadows as sunlight poured through stained glass. I remember seeing them cry. That was something I
didn’t do, at least not in public.

I remember wondering, as I tried to ignore the solemn finality coming from the pulpit (W18 &),
just what my mother had meant to them.

Frank Lowrey won a debate scholarship to Emory University and another scholarship to Emory
Law School. He is now one of Atlanta’s top appellate (%% ¥ _F 1)) lawyers.

Neill Kipp is a software architect with his own company.

Brian Hewitt is a high school science teacher. He still has the Mexican llama (3 ¥14¢) puppet he
made in 1976.

Tracy Peabody became a professional glassblower.

Brad Ewing, who now goes by David, did become an electrical engineer; he did work for the
space program and did become an inventor of “many cool things.”

Angel Myers, who loved to race, became a competitive swimmer and won three gold three
bronze medals at the 1992 and 1996 Olympics.

Cynthia Counts is a First Amendment and media lawyer and had her own law firm.
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There are other standouts: artists, engineers, a bank president. My mother would have been so

proud of each of them. She loved them all — a capacity that really great teachers share with really

great mothers.

Post-reading discussions:

P

1.

@ o= 2N

How did Christopher Gurr reach the author decades later?

What were children in the author’s hometown expected at that time?

Who came to teach those TAG students? And what did she ask them to do?
What happened to the author’s mother? And what did her students respond to it?

Do you agree that the destiny of a pupil, to a certain extent, depends on the influence of a teacher?

J
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Pre-reading questions:

"
1. Do you have any friend who is diagnosed with a kind of cancer? How is he/she fighting with the

disease?
2. What is the most important requirement for an actor in a talk show as far as you know?

3. Do you enjoy pantomimes (W[ Jil]) and movies without any sound like The Artist?

After I was diagnosed with invasive (N{ZFF]) throat cancer in 1989, my doctors performed a
sensational operation. But there was a problem. Once they were inside, they had to cut much deeper
than planned. My right vocal cord (75 i7) was reduced to a stump (5% 53 3557).

I was crushed. Sure, I’d beaten cancer, but I could barely whisper. I’d made my living by my
voice, both onstage and on television, and the first friend to visit me in the hospital was my acting
partner for three decades, Tony Randall.

“You’ll be fine,” he reassured me. I gestured to show how angry I was about losing my voice. He
smiled. “Hey, let’s face it, Jack. You never did sound like Richard Burton.”

I smiled, appreciating his humor. Then, getting very serious, he said, “Jack, if you ever feel like
going back to work, I’ll find a venue. I mean it.”

Tony always meant what he said. (While-reading thinking: 1. Can you name some other
virtues besides integrity, reliability, etc shared by people around the globe?)

I had first seen him on the Mr. Peepers TV show in the 1950s and became an instant fan. Years
earlier, he’d had a successful career onstage and on the radio. So when I finally had the chance to
work with him, it was a milestone for me. It was 1955 on an episode of Appointment with Adventure,
a series on CBS (Columbia Broadcasting System). Tony played a professor, and I played a gangster
(% %E). The show was broadcast live and that was exciting; unfortunately, our performances and the
writing were not. Years later, it would become a joke between us. Tony would tell everyone how great
we were on that show together. Then he’d hold his nose and laugh — that big, bawdy (JE# ) laugh
of his.
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I didn’t actually meet him again until the first rehearsal for the first episode of The Odd Couple
television series in 1970. In the office of producer Garry Marshall, we did a read-through of the script.
There was a moment when I chose to have Oscar Madison yell at Felix Unger.

When the reading was over, Tony said he thought Oscar shouldn’t shout at Felix. “Why not?”’ I asked.

“It’s wrong,” he insisted. ““You’re not actually going to do it, are you?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I might holler even louder. I’ll see.”

“No! No! You mustn’t shout. You just can’t!”” Tony said forcefully.

I turned toward Garry. “Look, I just can’t work this way,” I said.

“What way?”” Tony asked.

“With you telling me how to act.”

“Why not?”

“Because | would never tell you how to act,” I returned. Tony shrugged. “Okay, fine,” he said. “I
was just trying to help.” (While-reading thinking: 2. Do you think that Tony is the author’s mentor —
regularly giving advice to another person, especially to someone a lot younger than him/her?)

The mutual respect we established from then on was in many ways the seed of our long and
successful collaboration. Tony often dared me to take risks. The Odd Couple rang true not just
because I was kind of sloppy (55 [ H]) in real life and Tony was a little fussy (Z#k51H]), but because
we were both trained stage actors. Collaborating with a talent like Tony forced me to work at the top
of my craft.

Three years after my operation, I heard that the tabloids (/M) were going to publish a story
saying that [ was dying. It wasn’t true. I didn’t think I would ever work again, but I had beaten
cancer. So I decided to do a TV interview. Gary Catona, a voice builder and singing teacher, saw the
interview and contacted me.

“I think I can help you,” he said. For four months I did these strange, almost violent, exercises.
Gary said that if we could make my left vocal cord strong enough, it might stretch over and touch
what was left of the right cord. It seemed like science fiction to me, but over time I actually started to
hear a tiny sound.

Almost on cue, the phone rang. “Jack, Tony calling! Listen, if you and I could do a one-night
performance of The Odd Couple on Broadway, we could raise a million dollars for the National
Actors Theater.” The theater was his baby. Still barely able to talk, I told Tony not to hold his breath
and hung up.

Later, I mentioned the conversation to Gary Catona. He said to me, “Tell Tony you’ll be able to
do it in six months.”

I’ve always taken pride in being a pragmatist. And I didn’t like being seen as weak and
vulnerable. But life is funny, isn’t it? I wanted my acting career back badly, and I knew Tony was

rooting (3Z#¥) for me. For six months I worked on my voice. I took steam, and exercised my vocal
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cords. Slowly, the whisper became a sound; the sound became a voice.
And then it was opening night.

As I waited backstage, my heart was beating hard. When it came time for my entrance, I said my

first line and heard the audience shift in their seats. I couldn’t hear myself, even with a microphone
on. [ started to panic. My God, I thought. What was I thinking? How am I going to get through the
next two hours?

I tried to keep my legs under me. When Murray the Cop asked me what I had to eat, I replied,
“Brown sandwiches and green sandwiches.”

“What’s the green?” he asked.

“It’s either very new cheese or very old meat.” The audience actually laughed. So they could hear me.

Then, from across the stage, I saw Tony’s eyes lighting up. They were telling me, “Go, baby!
Go! I knew you could do it.” For two hours I did the play and got all the laughs I had gotten when I did it
originally. And there was Tony, my Rock of Gibraltar (HA7 %' FEi). I will always love him for that.

At the end, we received a two-minute standing ovation. After the curtain went down, the stage
manager said, “Do you hear that?”

The audience, still standing and applauding, wanted another curtain call. We started crying. They
started crying. And for seven minutes on Broadway, it was a genuine love feast.

Tony took no credit. He just kept saying, “You did it.”

At the post-theater party, he introduced me as “the gutsiest (¢ 53 B{H]) S.0.B. (Son of a Bitch)
in the world.” That night has remained the most glorious for me ever. Tony gave me my life back.
Post-reading discussions:

r1. What happened to the author after the operation on his throat? )
2. Do you get to know the author’s character? How did the author’s voice come back?
3. Why did Tony take no credit for what he had done for the author?
4. How do you explain the wording “the gutsiest S.O.B. in the world” used by Tony to introduce the
author at a party?
- /
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(" 10 The Pretty Plum Sister
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Pre-reading questions:

1. Do you have any brother or sister? If yes, would you like to share something interesting with\
them in your childhood?

2. Chinese people feel it hard to tell the kids the development of the fetus. What do you think is the
best way to explain it?

3. What did your parents tell you when you asked them where you are from?

& o

Justin was a climber. By one and a half, he had discovered the purple plum tree in the backyard,
and its friendly branches became his favorite hangout.

At first he would climb just a few feet and make himself comfortable in the curve where the
trunk met the branches. Soon he was building himself a small fort (£542) and dragging his toy
tractors and trucks up to their new garage.

One day when he was two, Justin was playing in the tree as usual. I turned my back to prune (1%
8Y) the rosebush, and he disappeared. “Justin, where are you?” I hollered (X Wi). His tiny voice
called back, “Up here, Mommy, picking all the plums for you!” I looked up in horror and disbelief.
There was Justin on the roof of the house, filling his plastic bucket with the ripe juicy plums from his
favorite tree.

When Justin was three, I became pregnant. My husband and I explained to him that we were
going to have another baby as a playmate for him. He was very excited, kissed my tummy (Jit.¥-) and
said, “Hello, baby, I’'m your big brother, Justin.”

From the beginning he was sure he was going to have a little sister, and every day he’d beg to
know if she was ready to play yet. When I explained that the baby wasn’t arriving until the end of
June, he seemed confused. One day he asked, “When is June, Mommy?” I realized I needed a better
explanation; how could a three-year-old know what “June” meant? Just then, as Justin climbed into

the low branches of the plum tree, he gave me the answer I was looking for... his special tree. “Justin,

32



the baby is going to be born when the plums are ripe. You can keep me posted when that will be, okay?” |
wasn’t completely sure if I was on target, but the gardener in me was confident I’d be close enough. (While-
reading thinking: 1. Why did the little boy connect his unborn sister with plums?)

Oh. He was excited! Now Justin had a way to know when his new baby sister would come
to play. From that moment on, he checked the old plum tree several times a day and reported his
findings to me. Of course, he was quite concerned in November when all the leaves fell off the tree.
By January, with the cold and the rains, he was truly worried whether his baby-sister would be cold
and wet like his tree. He whispered to my tummy that the tree was strong and that she (the baby) had
to be strong too. And make it through the winter.

By February a few purple leaves began to shoot forth, and his excitement couldn’t be contained.
“My tree is growing, Mommy! Pretty soon she’ll have baby plums, and then I’ll have my baby sister.”
March brought the plum’s beautiful tiny white flowers, and Justin was overjoyed. “She’s booming,
Mommy!” he chattered, struggling with the word “blooming.” He rushed to kiss my tummy and got
kicked in the mouth. “The baby’s moving, Mommy, she’d blooming, too. I think she wants to come
out and see the flowers.” So it went for the next couple of months, as Justin checked every detail of his
precious plum tree and reported to me about the flowers turning to tiny beads that would become plums.

The rebirth of his tree gave me ample opportunity to explain the development of the fetus (fii
JL) that was growing inside me. Sometimes I think he believed I had actually planted a “baby seed”
inside my tummy, because when I drank water he’d say things like, “You are watering our little
flower, Mommy!” I’d laugh and once again explain in simple terms the story of the birds and the bees
(ZZWiTE, FaXT T RO T I ¢ R 2L A 1R), the plants and the trees.

June finally arrived, and so did the purple plums. At first they were fairly small, but Justin
climbed his tree anyway to pick some plums off the branches where the sun shone warmest. He
brought them to me to let me know the baby wasn’t ripe yet. I felt ripe! I was ready to pop! When
were the plums going to start falling from that darn tree? (While-reading thinking: 2. Why did
Justin pick some plums off and show them to his mother?)

Justin would rub my tummy and talk to his baby sister, telling her she had to wait a little longer
because the fruit was not ready to be picked yet. His forays ({5 ¥4) into the plum tree lasted longer
each day, as if he was coaxing the tree to ripen quickly. He talked to the tree and thanked it for letting
him know about this important event in his life.

Then one day, it happened. Justin came running into the house, his eyes as big as saucers (3¢
#%), with a plastic bucket full to the brim of juicy purple plums. “Hurry, Mommy, hurry!” he shouted.

12

“She is coming, she’s coming! The plums are ripe, the plums are ripe!” I laughed uncontrollably as
Justin stared at my stomach, as if he expected to see his baby sister erupt any moment. That morning
I did feel a bit gueasy (4~ £F i), and it wasn’t because I had a dental appointment.

Before we left the house, Justin went out to hug his plum tree and whisper that today was the
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day his “plum pretty sister” would arrive. He was certain. As I sat in the dental chair, the labor pains
(F=HIF%H) began, just as Justin had predicted. Our “plum” baby was coming! I called my parents,
and my husband rushed me to the hospital. At 6:03 p.m. on June 22, the day that will forever live in
family fame as “Pretty Plum Sister Day,” our daughter was born. We didn’t name her Purple Plum as
Justin suggested, but chose another favorite flower, Heather (411 JEfE47).

At Heather’s homecoming, Justin kissed his new playmate and presented her with his plastic
bucket, full to the brim with sweet, ripe, purple plums. “These are for you,” he said proudly.

Justin and Heather are now teenagers, and the plum tree has become our bonding (35 % ¢ )
symbol. Although we moved from the home that housed Justin’s favorite plum tree, the first tree to
be planted in our new yard was a purple plum, so that Justin and Heather could know when to expect
her special day. Throughout their growing-up years, the children spent countless hours nestled in the
branches, counting down the days through the birth of leaves, flowers, buds and fruit. Our birthday
parties are always festooned with (%%1ffi) plum branches and baskets brimming with freshly picked
purple plums. Because as Mother Nature-and Justin-would have it, for the last fifteen years, the

purple plum has ripened exactly on June 22.

Post-reading discussions:

1. In your opinion, is the plum tree story a better way to tell the kids the development of the fetus?
2. What’s the relationship between the plum trees and his unborn baby sister in Justin’s eyes?

3. In winter, why was Justin very worried?
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Pre-reading questions:

1. What kinds of love do human beings have? What do you think love means?
2. How do you express your love, either verbally or non-verbally, for your parents and your sisters
or brothers?

3. Try to describe one of your unforgettable experiences with your family members.

The quilt was obviously very old. Many of the silk fabrics had almost disintegrated with time,
but still it was beautiful. It was a variation of a Log Cabin, a small square in one corner with logs on
only two of the sides. Yes, the fabrics were worn and fading, but it had evidently been well cared for
over the years.

The quilt teacher held the quilt up for all to see. “This is a type of Log Cabin quilt popular in the
mid-1800s. This particular one must have been made by someone who had access to many fabrics
because of the variety used in the quilt. After I bought it, I noticed it had originally been larger.
Someone had cut it in half.” Everyone in the class moaned. Who could have possibly every cut into
such an exquisite (F§2L)) quilt? (While-reading thinking: 1. Why did the teacher hold the quilt
up for all the students to see? Was it very special?)

A wagon train headed west; it was 1852...

Katherine reflected on the events of the past three years as she pulled the quilt up around herself
and her sister, Lucy. Today had been a happy day; Katherine and Lucy had celebrated their common
birthday. Katherine had just turned 13 and Lucy three. Katherine had been exactly 10 years old when
her sister was born. How happy she had been to finally have a little sister! All her friends had very
large families, and Katherine had wanted a brother or sister for a long time. Finally her wish had
come true: She had a sister, a sister born on her own birthday. The family members were all so happy.

It seemed as if nothing could ever go wrong.
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Tragedy struck, however, when Lucy was a year-and-a-half old. Their mother died. Soon after
that, Father decided that the little family should move west. Everything was sold, given away or
packed into a wagon, and they headed out. In spite of her joy over the birthday celebration earlier in
the day, Katherine shivered and pulled the precious quilt closer around them. The quilt was all she
had to remind her of mother and home.

Lucy broke into Katherine’s reverie (4]48): “Tell me a story,” she begged. “Tell me a story from
the quilt.”

Katherine smiled. Every night was the same. Lucy loved the stories from the quilt, and Katherine
loved telling them. It helped her remember happier days.

“Which one?” she asked.

Lucy moved her hand over the quilt until she came to a soft blue patch (¥+7]") with flowers on
it. “This one, Katy,” she said, looking up at her sister. Somehow Lucy found the soft blue patch quite
often. It was her favorite story.

“Well,” Katherine began, “this one is from a party dress that belonged to a girl with beautiful red
hair. Her name was Nell, and everyone said that she was the prettiest girl in town...”

Before long, Lucy was asleep, but Katherine kept looking at the quilt. Each piece is special,
she thought, and she began to tell herself some of the stories held within the patches of the quilt.
Memories of home, friends, family and happier times came flowing over her. Mother had been a dress
maker, so nearly every piece was different. Many were fancy silks and brocades (%74%) from party
dresses of the girls in town. Some were from dresses that had belonged to Katherine. One came from
baby Lucy’s christening gown. One was from a special dress Katherine wore when she was eight.
Here a bit of a wedding dress, there a piece from Grandma’s apron ([H#). This comforting quilt was
now the only possession that gave joy and continuity to Katherine’s life, and she fell asleep, grateful
for its presence in her life and consoled (‘Z2% 1)) by the comfort it afforded her.

The days moved slowly on, and the little company rolled across the open plains. It was not easy,
but they all tried to be as cheerful as possible and to dream of the new and better life ahead. Each
night there were the stories from the quilt.

They had been traveling for about three weeks when Lucy fell ill with a fever. Katherine did
everything she could to help Lucy feel better. In the day she would sit with Lucy in the wagon as
it lumbered (ZHtiHi#23)) along. She would stroke Lucy’s hair, smooth her pillow and sing. At night
she would tell the quilt stories and hold Lucy as she fell asleep to the sound of the chirping crickets.
Katherine’s heart was wrenched with fear for her precious little sister. She would draw the quilt tightly
around them both, and the tears would flow as she sought solace in the quilt’s comforting warmth.
(While-reading thinking: 2. Can you visualize the scene and imagine Katherine’s feeling?)

One day late in the afternoon, when they had camped for the day, Katherine left Lucy resting

and went to get cool water from a small nearby stream. As she picked up the bucket, a feeling of calm

36



came over her, and she felt that Lucy would be all right very soon.

Katherine walked slowly through the soft grass toward the water. At the stream, she filled her
bucket and sat down. The sound of the water was soothing and refreshing as it bubbled over the rocks.
Katherine lay back, looked up at the blue sky, and remembered a few comforting words: “This is the
day the Lord hath made. Rejoice and be glad in it.” Maybe everything will be all right, she thought.

Some time passed, and Katherine told herself she had better get back. She rose, picked up the
heavy bucket and began her way back to the wagon. As she crested (K F]++++- 151 15 the little knoll (7)N
bl fr) and looked toward the wagon, she froze. Three men were digging not far from her wagon. “A
grave! Lucy!” she screamed. “Lucy! Lucy! Lucy!” Katherine dropped the heavy bucket and began to
run. Tears were streaming down her cheeks, and she felt as if her heart would pound right out of her
chest as she finally reached the wagon and climbed in.

She began to shake uncontrollably. The quilt was neatly (%3 Hh) folded in the place that had
been Lucy’s bed. Katherine stumbled backward, almost falling out of the wagon. In a daze, she made
her way to where her father was sitting near the men. He was holding the now-still body in his arms.
His red, swollen eyes looked up at Katherine, and he said simple, “She’s at peace now.”

Katherine could only nod her head. She turned, numb with grief, and one of the ladies put an
arm around her to lead her back to the wagon. “I’m so sorry, Katherine,” the older woman said. “We
will need something to wrap her in. it doesn’t need to be too big.”

Katherine nodded as she climbed into the wagon. Somehow she found her scissors. She carefully
picked up the quilt, and with a heavy heart, she began to cut it in half. (While-reading thinking: 3. Can
you feel Katherine’s feeling then? Do you understand why the quilt was so special to the family?)

Post-reading discussions:

1. When their mother died, their father decided to move west after having sold almost everything,
why did Katherine keep the quilt?
2. What was the quilt made of by their mother?

3. Do you have anything precious for you? If yes, share your story with your friends.
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12 Mother’s Love
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Pre-reading questions:

1. Do you think that a mother is she who can take the place of all others but whose place no one else
can take?

2. Are you sure that your mother’s love is like a circle and it has no beginning and no ending?

Those Childhood Days
When you were 1 year old, she fed you and bathed you.
You thanked her by crying all night long.
When you were 2 years old, she taught you to walk.
You thanked her by running away when she called.
When you were 3 years old, she made all your meals with love.
You thanked her by tossing your plate on the floor.
When you were 4 years old, she gave you some crayons.
You thanked her by coloring the dining room table.
When you were 5 years old, she dressed you for the holidays.
You thanked her by plopping into the nearest pile of mud.
When you were 6 years old, she walked you to school.
You thanked her by screaming, “I’'m not going!”
When you were 7 years old, she bought you a baseball.
You thanked her by throwing it through the next-door-neighbor’s window.
When you were 8 years old, she handed you an ice cream.
You thanked her by dripping it all over your lap.
When you were 9 years old, she paid for piano lessons.

You thanked her by never even bothering to practice.
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When you were 10 years old, she drove you all day, from soccer to gymnastics to one birthday
party after another.

You thanked her by jumping out of the car and never looking back.

When you were 11 years old, she took you and your friends to the movies.

You thanked her by asking to sit in a different row.

When you were 12 years old, she warned you not to watch certain TV shows.

You thanked her by waiting until she left the house.

Those Teenage Years

When you were 13, she suggested a haircut that was becoming.

You thanked her by telling her she had no taste.

When you were 14, she paid for a month away at summer camp.

You thanked her by forgetting to write a single letter.

When you were 15, she came home from work, looking for a hug.

You thanked her by having your bedroom door locked.

When you were 16, she taught you how to drive her car.

You thanked her by taking it every chance you could.

When you were 17, she was expecting an important call.

You thanked her by being on the phone all night.

When you were 18, she cried at your high school graduation.

You thanked her by staying out partying until dawn.

Growing Old and Gray

When you were 19, she paid your college tuition, drove you to campus, and carried your bags.

You thanked her by saying good-bye outside the dorm so you wouldn’t be embarrassed in front
of your friends.

When you were 20, she asked whether you were seeing anyone.

You thanked her by saying, “It’s none of your business.”

When you were 21, she suggested certain careers for your future.

You thanked her by saying, “I don’t want to be like you.”

When you were 22, she hugged you at your college graduation.

You thanked her by asking whether she could pay for a trip to Europe.

When you were 23, she gave you furniture for your first apartment.

You thanked her by telling your friends it was ugly.

When you were 24, she met your fiancé and asked about your plans for the future.

(While-reading thinking: 1. Are you willing to share your secrets with your mother?)

You thanked her by glaring and growling, “ muuhh-ther, please!”
When you were 25, she helped to pay for your wedding, and she cried and told you how deeply
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she loved you.

You thanked her by moving halfway across the country.

When you were 30, she called with some advice on the baby.

You thanked her by telling her, “Things are different now.”

When you were 40, she called to remind you of a relative’s birthday.

You thanked her by saying you were “really busy right now.”

When you were 50, she fell ill and needed you to take care of her.

You thanked her by reading about the burden parents become to their children.

(While-reading thinking: 2. What is the child’s responsibility when the mother is old? Do

you think it is the government’s responsibility to take care of her?)

And then one day she quietly died.
And everything you never did came crashing down like thunder.
“Rock me baby, rock me all night long.”

“The hand who rocks the cradle...may rock the world”.

Post-reading discussions:

1.
2.
3.

Have you ever doubted whether there is real love between parents and kids? Why or why not?
What happened to you-and-parents relationships when you become teenagers?
How do you interpret “Children choose filial when their parents died”? And what should we do

for our parents when they are alive?

40



