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Early one morning, I witnessed romance at one of the least-
expected places in the world—a long-term care facility. At the time,
my father shared a room with three other gentlemen. While it wasn’t
an ideal situation, it was the best the administrator could do at the
time.

A few days before this particular visit, an elderly couple was
admitted to the facility. Since there wasn’t a double room available,
they were forced to separate the couple. The gentleman, Mr. West
(name has been changed) was placed in the bed beside Daddy. His
wife, Mrs. West, shared a room with several other ladies down the
hall.

When I went to see Daddy that morning, I met Mr. West.
Three employees were working with him. He hadn’t eaten a bite

of food since he was admitted several days earlier. I could tell by



the expression on the nurses’ faces that they were worried about
him. While one nurse was trying to get him to open his mouth with
spoonfuls of gelatin, another nurse was trying to coax him to drink a
health shake from a straw. The third nurse was standing nearby with a
cup of water. Mr. West refused to open his mouth for any of them.

“Let’s try this,” one of the nurses said. She pulled out a lollipop,
tore off the paper and offered it to Mr. West. His lips were clamped
together tightly. He refused to listen to reason. Finally, he uttered
something about his sweetheart, who was resting down the hall.

“Go get Mrs. West,” the nurse instructed her helper, while
handing her the lollipop. “Maybe Mr. West will eat for her.”

In a few minutes a kind-looking lady was wheeled into the room.
She held the lollipop in her hand. Her smile was contagious and Mr.
West smiled brightly. I felt as though I was intruding on a private
moment, but I couldn’t take my eyes off the couple. The love between
them was obvious, as Mrs. West patted Mr. West's hand and then
caressed his forehead.

With a soft voice, Mrs. West convinced Mr. West to eat. To
everyone’s surprise Mr. West opened his mouth and began to enjoy the
lollipop and his wife’s company. While the nurses fed him, he stared
at his sweetheart with a smile on his face. Mrs. West began humming
a tune to him. The expression on his once solemn face became even
brighter.

Tears filled my eyes. The nurse then pulled the curtain around the
couple to give them some quality time alone to visit. I discovered that
romance doesn’t only exist when we’re young and in love. Romance
lasts a lifetime and grows stronger with age. Before long I heard
snores of contentment coming from the bed beside me.

Today, Mr. and Mrs. West reside together in a place where



there are no limitations, nursing homes or wheelchairs. There are no
tears in their eyes or rooms dividing them. I am convinced that the
West marriage went well beyond “till death us do part” and will last
throughout eternity. Not only did I witness a memorable romance that
day, I saw a glimpse of forever in a loving couple’s tired and worn-out

eyes.
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witness ['witnis] v. ZBEEN; B
"l | witnessed the accident.
HFREEE T XFHER.

refuse [ri'fju:z] v. $E648; G4
! We asked him to come, but he refused.
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nurse [na:s] n. P 1; RER; FiB

The nurse wore a pleated cap on her head.
Pk EREFTREE/E.

reside [rizaid] v. BfE; EF

| They reside abroad.
B EERS.
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The third nurse was standing nearby with a cup of water
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| felt as though | was intruding on a private moment, but | couldn’ t
take my eyes off the couple.
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Can it really be sixty-two years ago that I first saw you?

It is truly a lifetime, I know. But as I gaze into your eyes now,
it seems like only yesterday that I first saw you, in that small cafe in
Hanover Square.

From the moment I saw you smile, as you opened the door for
that young mother and her newborn baby, I knew that I wanted to
share the rest of my life with you.

I still think of how foolish I must have looked, as 1 gazed at you,
that first time I remember watching you intently, as you took off your
hat and loosely shook your short dark hair with your fingers I felt
myself becoming immersed in your every detail, as you placed your
hat on the table and cupped your hands around the hot cup of tea,
gently blowing the steam away with your pouted lips.

From that moment, everything seemed to make perfect sense to



me. The people in the cafe and the busy street outside all disappeared
into a hazy blur.All I could see was you.

All through my life I have relived that very first day. Many,
many times I have sat and thought about that the first day, and how for
a few fleeting moments I am there, feeling again what is like to know
true love for the very first time. It pleases me that I can still have those
feelings now after all those years, and I know I will always have them
to comfort me.

Not even as I shook and trembled uncontrollably in the trenches,
did I forget your face. I would sit huddled into the wet mud, terrified,
as the hails of bullets and mortars crashed down around me. I would
clutch my rifle tightly to my heart, and think again of that very first
day we met. I would cry out in fear, as the noise of war beat down
around me. But, as I thought of you and saw you smiling back at
me, everything around me would be become silent, and I would be
with you again for a few precious moments, far from the death and
destruction.It would not be until I opened my eyes once again, that I
would see and hear the carnage of the war around me.

I cannot tell you how strong my love for you was back then,
when I returned to you on leave in the September, feeling battered,
bruised and fragile. We held each other so tight I thought we would
burst. I asked you to marry me the very same day and I whooped with
joy when you looked deep into my eyes and said “yes” to being my
bride.

I’'m looking at our wedding photo now, the one on our dressing
table, next to your jewellery box. I think of how young and innocent
we were back then. I remember being on the church steps grinning like
a Cheshire cat, when you said how dashing and handsome I looked in

my uniform. The photo is old and faded now, but when I look at it, I



