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Once 1 thought love meamffowcrs. gifts

and sweet Kisses. But fmm this experience, 1
understand that love is just a thread in the
quilt (f our (ife. Love is inside, maEing life

strong and warm.
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Sometimes I really doubt whether there is love between my parents. Every
day they are very busy trying to earn money in order to pay the high tuition for
my brother and me. They don’t act in the romantic ways that I read in books
or I see on TV. In their opinion, “I love you” is too luxurious® for them to
say. Sending flowers to each other on Valentine’s Day is even more out of the
question. Finally my father has a bad temper. When he’s very tired from the hard
work, it is easy for him to lose his temper.

One day, my mother was sewing a quilt®. [ silently sat down beside her and
looked at her.

“Mom, I have a question to ask you,” I said after a while.

“What?” she replied, still doing her work.

“Is there love between you and Dad?” I asked her in a very low voice.

My mother stopped her work and raised her head with surprise in her eyes.
She didn’t answer immediately. Then she bowed her head and continued to sew
the quilt.

I was very worried because I thought I had hurt her. I was in a great

@D  luxurious (Ing'surias] adj. 4445, 4FiE#y
@  quilt [kwilt) n. #-F, #HAHE



Happiness is to look for a warm person for a lifetime.
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embarrassment and I didn’t know what I should do. But at last I heard my mother
say the following words:

“Susan,” she said thoughtfully, “Look at this thread. Sometimes it appears,
but most of it disappears in the quilt. The thread really makes the quilt strong
and durable. If life is a quilt, then love should be a thread. It can hardly be seen
anywhere or anytime, but it’s really there. Love is inside.”

I listened carefully but I couldn’t understand her until the next spring. At
that time, my father suddenly got sick seriously. My mother had to stay with
him in the hospital for a month. When they returned from the hospital, they both
looked very pale. It seemed both of them had had a serious illness.

After they were back, every day in the morning and dusk, my mother helped
my father walk slowly on the country road. My father had never been so gentle.
It seemed they were the most harmonious couple. Along the country road, there
were many beautiful flowers, green grass and trees. The sun gently glistened”
through the leaves. All of these made up the most beautiful picture in the world.

The doctor had said my father would recover in two months. But after two
months he still couldn’t walk by himself. All of us were worried about him.

“Dad, how are you feeling now?” I asked him one day.

“Susan, don’t worry about me.” he said gently. “To tell you the truth, I just
like walking with your mom. I like this kind of life.” Reading his eyes, I know he
loves my mother deeply.

Once I thought love meant flowers, gifts and sweet kisses. But from this
experience, I understand that love is just a thread in the quilt of our life. Love is

inside, making life strong and warm...

@ glisten [glisn] v. I, %%
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When my husband and I celebrated our 38th wedding anniversary® at our
favorite restaurant, Lenny, the piano player, asked, “How did you do it?”

I knew there was no simple answer, but as the weekend approached, I
wondered if one reason might be our ritual of breakfast in bed every Saturday
and Sunday.

It all started with the breakfast tray my mother gave us as a wedding gift.
It had a glass top and slatted wooden side pockets for the morning paper the
kind you used to see in the movies. Mother loved her movies, and although she
rarely had breakfast in bed, she held high hopes for her daughter. My adoring®
bridegroom took the message to heart.

Feeling guilty, I suggested we take turns. Despite grumblings—*‘hate
crumbs in my bed”—Sunday morning found my spouse eagerly awaiting his tray.

Soon these weekend breakfasts became such a part of our lives that I never even

(D anniversary [@niveseril n. Al 24 B ; 46858
@ adoring [ad>rin] adj. 2 5489 ; £ £



Love is when you take away the feelings, the passion, the romance,
you find out you still care for that person.
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thought about them. I only knew we treasured this separate, blissful time read,
relax, forget the things we should remember.

Sifting through the years, I recalled how our weekends changed, but that
we still preserved the ritual. We started our family (as new parents, we slept after
breakfast more than we read), but we always found our way back to where we
started, just two for breakfast, one on Saturday and one on Sunday.

When we had more time, my tray became more festive. First it was fruit
slices placed in geometric® pattern; then came flowers from our garden,
sometimes just one blossom sprouting from a grapefruit half. This arranger of
mine had developed a flair for decorating, using everything from amaryllis to the
buds of a maple tree. My husband said my cooking inspired him. Mother would
have approved. Perhaps it was the Saturday when the big strawberry wore a daisy
hat that I began to think, how can I top this? One dark winter night I woke with
a vision of a snowman on a tray. That Sunday I scooped a handful of snow and
in no time had my man made. With a flourish I put a miniature pinecone on his
head.

As I delivered the tray, complete with a nicely frozen snowman, I waited
for a reaction. There was none but as I headed down the stairs I heard a whoop of

laughter and then, “You’ve won! Yes, sir, you’ve won the prize!”

@  geometric [d3ia'metrik] adj. JUIT B 84 ; A JUATA LI fmdy



