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Introduction

Soft-spoken people are reserved & quiet, but they could
have loud moments depending on a situation or become loud if
needed. Shy people could still get the confidence to put
themselves out there. Some people who work with other people
may be more naturally soft-spoken, but if they had to get control of
asituation, they could be loud if needed.

A soft spoken person is someone who speaks quietly, speaking
with a soft or gentle voice

Questions
1. s being soft-spoken a sign of weakness?

2. What do you think of soft-spoken individual, if they do not have
acommanding, dominanttone to their voice?

1. The Crook And The Machine

Once upon a time there was a very evil crook whose only
thought was about how to get money. Seeing anyone happy
bothered the crook enormously. What he hated most was when
people were polite and courteous to each other, saying things like
please and thank you. It annoyed him even more if they were
smiling.

The crook thought all those kinds of words were a useless
waste, and were not good for anything. So what he did was spend a
lot of time inventing a machine which could steal words. With this
machine, he planned to steal 'please’, 'thank you', 'don't mention
it', and similar words people use when being polite. He was
convinced that no one would notice if those words were to
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suddenly disappear. When he had stolen these words, he intended
totake themapartandsellthe letters to book publishers.

After he started up his machine, people would open their
mouths, intending to say kind and polite things, but nothing came
out. All those words ended up inside the big machine. Just as the
crook had hoped, in the beginning nothing happened. It looked
like people really did not need to be polite after all. However, after
awhile, people started to feel like they were always in a bad mood,
doing everything reluctantly, and feeling like everyone else was
being forever demanding of them. So, within a few days, everyone
was angry and arguing over the slightest little thing.

The crook was terribly happy with his success, but he did not
count on a couple of very special little girls. Those girls were deaf,
and had to communicate using sign language. Now, because the
machine could not steal gestures, these girls continued being kind
and polite. Soon they realized what had been happening to
everyone else, and they found out about the crook and his wicked
plan. The girls followed him to his hideout on the top of a hill next
to the sea. There they found the enormous machine busy
separating all the words into letters. The crook had gone to take a
nap, so the girls crept up to the machine and started being polite
and courteous to each other.

Try as it might, the contraption could not steal those words,
and it started to suffer a power overload, which got more and
more serious as the girls went on communicating. Finally, it
exploded, sending all the letters it had gathered flying into the sky.
These letters started coming down, like rain, and most ended up in
the sea. After that, everyone could be polite and thoughtful again.
The anger and the arguments stopped, proving that good manners
arevery useful for keeping people togetherin a spirit of happiness.

Seeing all those letters fall into the sea gave those two little
girls an idea. A little while later they opened a factory. Making
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alphabetti spaghetti soup!

2. The Smile

Saint Exupery was a fighter pilot who fought against the
Nazis and was killed in action. Before World War I, he fought in the
Spanish Civil War against the fascists. He wrote a fascinating story
based on that experience entitled The Smile (Le Sourire).

He said that he was captured by the enemy and thrown into
a jail cell. He was sure that from the contemptuous looks and
rough treatment he received from his jailers he would be executed
the next day.

“I was sure that | was to be killed. | became terribly nervous
and distraught. | fumbled in my pockets to see if there were any
cigarettes which had escaped their search. | found one and
because of my shaking hands, | could barely get it to my lips. But |
had no matches, they had taken those.”

“I looked through the bars at my jailer. He did not make eye
contact with me. After all, one does not make eye contact with a
thing, a corpse. | called out to him 'Have you got a light, por favor?'
He looked at me, shrugged and came over to light my cigarette.”

As he came close and lit the match, his eyes inadvertently
locked with mine. At that moment, | smiled. | don't know why | did
that. Perhaps it was nervousness, perhaps it was because, when
you get very close, one to another, it is very hard not to smile. In
any case, | smiled.

In that instant, it was as though a spark jumped across the
gap between our two hearts, our two human souls. | know he
didn't want to, but my smile leaped through the bars and
generated a smile on his lips, too. He lit my cigarette but stayed
near, looking at me directly in the eyes and continuing to smile. “I
kept smiling at him, now aware of him as a person and not just a
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jailer. And his looking at me seemed to have a new dimension, too.
'Doyou have kids?' he asked.

'Yes, here, here.'| took out my wallet and nervously fumbled
for the pictures of my family. He, too, took out the pictures of his
ninos and began to talk about his plans and hopes for them. My
eyes filled with tears. | said that | feared that I'd never see my
family again, never have the chance to see them grow up. Tears
cameto his eyes, too.

Suddenly, without another word, he unlocked my cell and
silently led me out. Out of the jail, quietly and by back routes, out
of the town. There, at the edge of town, he released me. And
without another word, he turned back toward the town.

“My life was saved by a smile.” Yes, the smile — the
unaffected, unplanned natural connection between people.

| tell this story in my work because I'd like people to consider
that underneath all the layers we construct to protect ourselves,
our dignity, our titles, our degrees, our status and our need to be
seen in certain ways — underneath all that, remains the authentic,
essential self. I'm not afraid to call it the soul.

| really believe that if that part of you and that part of me
could recognize each other, we wouldn't be enemies. We couldn't
have hate or envy or fear. | sadly conclude that all those other
layers, which we so carefully construct through our lives, distance
andinsulate us from truly contacting others.

Saint Exupery's story speaks of that magic moment when
two souls recognize each other. I've had just a few moments like
that. Fallingin love is one example.

And looking at a baby.
Why do we smile when we see a baby?

Perhaps it's because we see someone without all the defensive
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layers, someone whose smile for us we know to be fully genuine
and without guile. And that baby-soul in side us smiles wistfully in
recognition.
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Quotes

Raise your words, not your voice. Itis rainthat grows flowers,
notthunder.

-Rumi

3% People whoare soft spoken and truthful are loved by all
-Rig Veda

Resolution

Let us resolve not to underestimate individuals who are
soft spoken.

Let us resolve to be soft spoken unless the situation
demands otherwise.

alO O
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