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Dogs Can Teach Us

[ love my dog very much. His name is Sam. I learn many Things from
him and his life. Moybe everyone can learn some’rhing from dogs. What
can we learn? [f dogs were teachers, you would learn that you should
never miss a chance to be hqppy. Sam enJoys a sim|o|e, natural life. He
loves a |on9 walk on a sunny doy. He stops and lies on his back in the
warm grass. He looks very hoppy. This is an imporTonT lesson. Not every
o|c1>/ has a speci0| event, but ordinory doys can be wonderful, too.

There is a second lesson | got from Sam. He Tough’r me not to bite
when a simp|e grovv| is enough. Of course, I don’t bite anyone, ever, but @
I learned to control my anger. Sometimes, a soft, genﬂe worning is
better than a shout.

When [ am hoving a bad o|cl>/, he is silent and Jusf sits very close to
me. He can’t speok, but I can understand him. He doesn’t have the
answer fo my prob|em, but he is my friend and [ am not alone.

Fino”y, dogs teach us to show our hoppiness. Sam Jumps and dances
and shakes his whole boo|>/ when he is hoppy. We don’t have to shake
ourseNes,buTsnﬂhng,|ou9hmg,ond shoﬂngfhoTJoyincreosesfhejoy

we fee|.

My smart dog does these ’rhings. He is per]cec’r and pemcecﬂy hoppy.
|_et’s do these Thin_qs, too. Life is too short to be onyﬂ’nin_q but hqppy.
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™ [ Can Fly
' [ want to go abroad somedoy. [ want to be a bird and ﬂy around the

.’ world.  Can | ge’r Wings fo ﬂy? Most of my friends |ougheo| at me.  You are a
human.  You can’t have wings. But my teacher told me “You can do it if you
s’rudy Eng|ish hard” At first, [ didn’t understand his words. How can I get
wings by s’rudying Eng|is|’1? His answer was that if you speok Eng|is|’1 free|>/, you
can go abroad eosi|>/. Longuoge, especio“y Enghsh is a vving to ﬂy you fo the
world, not a wall to block you.

So, I'm sTudying Enghsh every o|c|>/. Seeing my effort, another teacher told
me. You are Joponese. [ think the Joponese |cm9uc19e is energy tfo fill your
mind.  Don’t incline to one side.  You can’t keep ﬂying if you lose the balance in
your mind.  So, | s’rudy Jopcmese as hard as Enghsh. My father reads
newspaper every morning and knows a lot of Things. He Toughf me that other
subJ'ecTs, such as his’rory, socie’ry, science, mathematics improve my eyes to see
around me.  We can’t see c|eor|>/ if we don’t know about other worlds.  So, |
felt it inTeresTing to s’rudy any subJecTs wide|>/.

Now, my Wings are still weak and small.  I'm too young fo ﬂy to the world by
mysehc. But [ believe in my brigh’r future. 1 imogine [ am ﬂ}/ing to the world

with big Wings. Todoy is the first sTep to grow my little vvings.
[ say again, “l can ﬂy. 7
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My oved Ones
Thank you, Mother. Every morning you are an eor|>/ bird and [’m

o|wo>/s the late one. But [ can get a “warm” breakfast. Of course, it is
not a “worm” breakfast. All your food is delicious! You don’t eat at
all before I finish eo’ring. After | go to school, you are vvoi’ring for the
next one. Yes, my father. You are so wonderful and cheerful that I can
go fo school hopp”y, because [ feel like I have sunshine on my back.
When [ had a ﬂgh’r with one of my best friends, I didn’t want to go to
school. But your shining brighT face pushed me there. Your smi|ing blew
clouds off my mind. ’

Also, you, Father. You work hard every doy until late in the evening.
[ think you are very tired but you o|wo>/s listen to my comp|oinfs. I’'m so
g|oo|. Sometimes [ don’t have any words to say to you when I’m Fee|ing
bad. But you say fo me soﬂ|>/, “When you are in a bad mood, you don’t
have to say onyﬂ‘\ing, because [ know you are a young |oo|>/, not a gir|. I
believe you will be a nice young |oo|>/ tomorrow morning, Though you are
a boby gir| ’ronigh’r. I’m o|wo>/s here for you. ” So I love both of you.

One nighf, under the beautiful moon|igh’r, | said toward the moon,
“Thank God for giving them a chance to meet.” At that moment, behind
my back, [ heard their voices Whispering, “Thank God for giving us such

a good gir|"’
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Poying It Forward m m
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In 1971, when Horry Stewart was 22 years old, he lost his J'ob. For weeks, he looked
for work, but found no’rhing. He had no money for food.

Ear|y one morning, Harry went to a small restaurant. He was sad, but he was
hungry, too, so he went in and ate a big breakfast knowing he had no money. After
eating, Horry said, “Oh, no. | forgo’r my wallet in the car. Just wait while | go get it.”
Of course, he was p|anning fo run away., but the owner s’ropped him and reached down
under his table. When he stood up, there was a 20-dollar bill in his hand. He put the
money in Horry’s hand and said, “I think you dropped this.” Harry on|>/ said “Yes, |
think I did.”

He poid for the breakfast and drove to New York Ci’ry. As he drove, he ’rhough’r
about the restaurant owner. “Did he reo||>/ find that 20 dollars under my table?” Horry
’rhough’r. “No, he didn’t. He gave me his money.”

In New York Ci’ry, Horry found a Job. Later, he started a company and it was a
success. Nine years possed. Horry was a rich man.

One doy, Harry ’rhough’r back to a doy when he had been tired and hungry and a
man had given him 20 dollars. He drove all the way back to that small restaurant in
Boston. The same man still owned it. Horry gave the owner an enve|0|oe with some
money in it. When the man opened it, he tried to 9ive it back, but Horry said, “No, sir.
I'm trying fo pay you back.”

The owner smiled and |ouT the enve|ope and the money back in Horry’s hand. He
said “Please take this money and he|p someone who needs you. He|p others, too. Don’t

J'usT pay it back. Poy it forward!”
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My Seasons

We feel seasons chonging every year. Spring, summer, autumn, and
winter, They are well-known. But [ feel seasons every doy. Eor|>/ in the
morning, [ get up from ‘winter’. Yes, s|eeping time is winter for me. In
winter, [ refill my body with energy for |ivin9. The time when | get up from
my bed until | go fo school is my ‘spring. > While [ eat breakfast and go to
school, I think about the doy. [ feel motivation and curiosi’ry coming up and
’rick|ing me. On my way to school, [ think “What can | see there ’rodoy?”
or “What can [ do there ’rodoy?” or “What can [ learn there ’rodoy?” [ feel
hoppy in spring.

To sTudy in the class is my ‘summer.’ Every subJecT is hot and hard to
me. It’s cho“enging. [t heats me up and trains my brain. Such strong

sunshine, especio“y math or En9|ish makes me very ’rhirsTy. To|king with

my friends is like drinking water. So | want to drink a lot of this after
sTudying. Such water cools and heals me refreshing|y. After the classes,
fruits and snacks like crops are WoiTing for me at home. [t’s my ‘autumn’
harvest. Toking a bath, hdving dinner, and Wo’rching TV make me feel
comfortable.

The nighf comes to everyone. [t’s my ‘winter’ time. [t is neither scary

nor boring. [t is J'uer time to go to bed. Everyone needs to take a rest to

sow the seeds of tomorrow. During winter, | prepare for the new doy.
Dreams cultivate my brain field into a rich one. | say fo my dreams, “Good
nighT, I’'m reody to s|ee|o and it’s your turn.”

Thanks to these seasons, | ge’r another flower in my mind every doy. I
feel interested in spring, inspired in summer, cozy in autumn, and calm in

winter. All seasons make me grow every cloy little by little. [ feel hoppy

every doy, so | like this very much.
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ROC |(S a hCl SO nd

A teacher stood in front of his class and picked up a very |orge and emp’ry
Jam jar. He started to fill it with rocks, about as big as a 9o|1c ball.

He then asked the students if the Jar was full. They said that it was.

So the teacher then picked up @ box of pebb|es and put them into the Jar.
He shook the Jar |igh’r|y. The pebb|es, of course, rolled into the open areas
between the rocks.

He then asked the students again if the Jar was full. They said it was.

The teacher picked up some sand and poured it into the Jar. Of course, the
sand filled up the remaining open areas of the Jar.

He then asked once more if the jar was full. The students shouted “Yes!”

“Now,” said the teacher, “I want you tfo understand that this Jar is like
your life. The rocks are the important Things— your {omi|>/, your health, your
friends- ’rhings that if everyfhing else was lost and on|>/ They remained, your
life would still be full. The pebb|es are other ’rhings that matter- like your Job,
your house. The sand is every’rhing else, moybe unimportant events, or
worries, or Jeo|ousies.”

“If you put the sand into the Jor first,” he continued, “there is no room for
the pebb|es or the rocks. The same goes for your life. If you spend all your
time and energy on the small stuff, you will never have room for the Things
that are impor’ron’r to you. Poy attention to the Things that are necessary for
your hoppiness. P|o>/ with your friends. There will o|wo>/s be time to go fo
work, clean your room, wash the dishes, or bake a cake.”

“Take care of the rocks first- the things that really matter. Remember the

impor’ron’r Things. The rest is Jusf sand.”
-Author Unknown
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Just the V\/oy You Are

There was a man whose J'ob it was to bring water from the stream to his
master's house. He had two |ar9e J'ugs. He put each Jug on the end of a po|e and
he carried this po|e across his neck. One of the Jugs had a crack in it, and the
other J'ug was perfec’r. The perfec’r one was o|wo>/s full at the end of the |ong
walk but the cracked Jug o|wo>/s had on|>/ about half a Jug of water.

Of course, the perfec’r Jug was proud of its work. But the poor cracked Jug was
sad because it was able to do on|>/ half. It felt sorry for the man, too. The man
worked hard, but he couldn't bring a lot of water.

After two years of this, the cracked Jug spoke to the man one doy by the
stream. [ feel so bad and I want to o|oo|09ize fo you.” "\/\/hy?” asked the man.
"What are you sad about?” "Because of my crack, you have to do all of this
work, and you don't 9e’r the full results of your efforts,” the Jug said.

The man felt sorry for the old cracked J'ug, and as They went up the hill, he
said, "Look at the beautiful flowers o|ong the po’rh." The old cracked Jug took
notice of the beautiful wild flowers on the side of the quh, and this made it

O appier. But at the end of the walk, it still felt bad because it had again lost half
its water. So, ogoin the Jug said he was sorry and he looked very sad.

The man said to the Jug. "'Did you notice that there were flowers on|>/ on your
side of your pa’rh, but not on the other \jugls side? That's because [ have o|w0>/s
known about your crack. I |o|onTeo| flower seeds on your side of the pofh, and
every cloy while we walk back from the stream, you've watered them. For two
years [ have been able to pick these beautiful flowers to decorate my master's
table. Without you being Just the way you are, he would not have this bequ’ry in

his house.”

-Author Unknown




BODFEFIC
JNABEADRANKEESDZETSBELTLVEBANELEZ. RIFBICBULZFEDE
BWKICAKSZKEZE 1 DT DI TCLELEZ. 1DDKBICEOUHDADTNT . ED 1
DIFOUHAADITVNVENEDTLZ. DUDADTLVELVKIBE LDELIELDK
BRCENTERLEA . OUD Ao RIEEDILHBAZEATLE.

E530 EINTULVEVWKBIEZDESESDZESLBoTL\ELEZ. LAL. RN
VD UBINEEKBIEHEDLDEBNGENCEZELBoTUVELEZ. FEBICHWL TEBL
REIBoTLELEZ. BE—ERBBBAZDIC. Z<SADKEESCEDN TEXEN
TLJZ.

COLTENBEZH28. OUEINLZKBINIDZETEICFELHFERLE.
[FAFALICEBLRBLI BREICHIZVDTT.] [EEEN?IEBLETRELE.
[BEZFTLBELLDEN? ] TCOOUDENT.HERER>FCHDIESELTE.EHD
HRETDCESNEZLDTINS. |EK@HAENELE.

SBEZOENOUVENEZXKEZIRBICBIN EZDEDEADDOENELEZ. B
DRBICENVNETEDENTNDCEER TS BLOUBINEZKEBEZICE
LULVEA XN TLBDICR DEELZ. CNZEBTKBIELGDELE. LALESE
RNBBICIFKDHED2<BEOTNDEZBLRBIBL . BICHD. ETERELZDRE
KIBEZZIHNELEZ.

BIKBICENELE. MBREOED.BEZOBICEFEROTV T ENTLVAEL
KBORICIEENTLVEWCELRDVNEAN?  BEZODOUVENZEZDHAD>TLZD
T REFEDI—IEBLEEDE. LEBTZDOBRIDBICTEDYRZFECAE. FRD
PHHNTROTIDED. REZBHEICKZDO>TUENEKR. BHLTT.CD2E
BB CEAZRDT —TILEMBZHIC. COENNBRIEEZDDCEN TEEDE,
RERICSHELOBEOUENDBHAOEBDIE D EARESRKDPTZDENLVETE
HRBD_EFTEENDED DR,




(REX 8 3FH)

True Treosu e

There were two noughTy boys, Tom and Fred. They p|oyed Toge’rher every o|o>/.
They didn’t like to sTudy. Going to school, ’rhey repeo’red “s|ee|o and |e<:1|o” every o|o>/.
So, teachers worried about their future.

“V\/hy don’t we go for a treasure hunt?” said Tom.

“V\/hy?” answered Fred.

“We, kids, don’t need ‘Why’ for fun.” re|o|ied Tom.

They talked and talked.

“ want to go fo the river.”

“I'd like the field better.”

“While you go fo the river, Ill go fo the field. The next o|o>/, we’ll meet here
and show the findings.”

Tom went to the river.  What he saw there were on|>/ fish and stones.  There
was no beautiful treasure.  Then he tried to catch the fish by hand, but he couldn’t.
He ThoughT ’rhey live on|>/ in the water, but They keep swimmin9 all their life. It isn’t
fun to live in such a small world, but sure|>/ ’rhey like the cho”enge.

Fred went to the field. There was no’rhing specio|, on|>/ some trees and grass.
He fell down on his back and looked up to the sky. He saw some birds ﬂying free|>/.
Birds ﬂy and catch worms to look after their babies. It’s very hard, but sure|>/ ’rhey
like to see their babies smi|in9.

The next o|o>/, They came to school ’rhinking of what ’rhey had experienced.

“What did you find in the field?”

“Did you get some’rhing wonderful in the river?”

“I saw fish sTrugghng in the stream.  Dve never ’rhough’r about moking any effort.
But the fish do.  [see itis important to do my best.” said Tom.

“Birds were ﬂying over the sky. They could go onywhere if ’rhey wanted, but ’rhey
don’t. They ﬂy to feed their babies. | ThoughT it is imporTonT to live for someone,
not for mysehc.” said Fred.

Tru|>/, They noticed imporTonT Things about life.  And one more ’rhing ’rhey found,

more impor’ron’r, more precious and price|ess. They realized ‘a friend is a true

treasure. Fqcing each other, the boys said, “While you’re here, I'm here.  Next time

we'll go Toge’rher.”
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A Father’s Lesson

Once upon a time, there was a little boy who was smart, but he also had a very bad
’remper. When he go’r angry. he usuc1||>/ said, and often did, some very hurtful ’rhings.
As he grew, his parents became worried about this. Fino“y, the father had an idea.
He gave him a bag of nails. and a BIG hammer. “Whenever you feel angry.” he
told the boy, “I want you fo take a nail and hammer it into that old fence out back.
Hit that nail as hard as you can!”

By the end of the first o|o>/, the boy put 37 nails into the fence. Groduo”y, over a
period of weeks, the cloi|>/ number became lower. Ho|ding his temper was getting
easier so he was driving fewer nails into the fence! Fino”y, the doy came when the
boy didn't lose his ’remper at all. He felt very |orouo| as he told his poren’rs about that.

“As a sign of your success,” his father said, “you get fo |ou|| out one nail on each
doy that you don't lose your Temper even once.” Well, many weeks possed. Fino”y,
one day the young boy was able to repor’r |orouo||>/ that all the nails were gone.

At that poinT, the father and son took one more look at the fence. “You have done
well, my son,” he said. “But [ want you to see the holes that are left. No matter
what hoppens from now on, this fence will never be the same. Scying or doing hurtful
Things in anger produces the same kind of result. It won't matter how many times you
say you're sorry, or how many years pass, the scar will still be there. And a verbal
wound is as bad as a physiccﬂ one. Peop|e are much more valuable than an old fence.
They make us smile. Some will become friends who share our Joys, and support us
Through bad times. And, if ’rhey trust us, ’rhey will also open their hearts to us. That
means we need to freat everyone with love and respect. We need to prevent as many

”
of those scars as we can.

-Author Unknown
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