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I like all kinds of chocolate, particularly bitter baking chocolate. My mother had bought a bar of it, and somehow I couldn’t stop thinking about it.
I was helping my father on the farm. It was right then that I got an idea. I could cut a chunk (厚块) of the chocolate. My mother would be sure to notice it, but before she found out who had done it, I could admit I’d taken it. Probably I would not even get a spanking (打屁股).
I waited until my mother was out feeding the chickens. Then I told my father I’d go in for some water. I got the bar down and was ready to cut it when I heard my mother coming back. I reacted quickly, slipping the chocolate into my pocket and sliding out. Before I went back to help my father, I went to the barn and hid the chocolate there.
On the way out, I calmed down a little and could think better. I told myself that I hadn’t really stolen the whole bar of chocolate, because I meant to take only a little piece. If I put back the whole bar, I wouldn’t have done anything wrong.
I nearly decided to put it all back. But just thinking about that chocolate made my tongue almost taste the smooth bitterness of it. I got thinking that if I sliced about half an inch off the end with a sharp knife, my mother might never notice it.
Suddenly, I remembered what my father had said once—some of the family money was mine because I had helped to earn it. Why wouldn’t it be all right to think the bar of chocolate had been bought with my own money? That seemed to fix everything.

Paragraph 1：That night I couldn’t sleep.


Paragraph 2：By moonlight, just as I was about to cut it, my father said, “Son!” 
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