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1. Red Rose and White Rose

My mother and father were about to celebrate their 50th
anniversary. Mother called, all excited. “He got me a dozen
white roses!” She sounded like a teenager who’ d been asked
to the prom (F L1 ; X% B EH R fEL) O

This anniversary brought out a side of my parents that I
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never knew. For instance, that their wedding rings are each
inscribed (A#; Z) with a line of poetry: “I send you a
cream-white rosebud (E{BE7E#) .” My father told me this
in the kitchen one day. My mother said, “Oh, John,” as if
to stop him. My father said, “Oh, Claire.”

That’ s the way my parents have always been about
their relationship: private. There was never any mushy
(ERERN); Bt ZEH9) stuff going on that we kids
could see . What we did see was buddies (K F; 5#%) , a
team.

“Do you remember the poem?” I asked my dad that
day in the kitchen. He looked at me, took a breath and
started reciting “A White Rose” by the Irish-American poet
John Boyle O’ Reilly.

“The red rose whispers of passion, /And the white rose
breathes of love,” he began.

My mother said, “Oh, John!”

“0, the red rose is a falcon (J5 /&) , /And the white
rose is a dove.”

“Oh, John!” my mother said. Then she left the room.

“But I send you a cream-white rosebud, /With a flush
on its petal (7Z#) tips,” he went on, standing there by the
sink. “For the love that is purest and sweevest /Has a kiss
of desire on the lips.” My father stopped. “Isn’t that beau-
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tiful?” he said, smiling. We went to find my mother, who
was in the den, her head in her hands. “It’s beautiful!” |
said to her.

“It’ s embamassing,” she said.

This is a woman who in her youth had never seen a
happy marriage and wondered why anyone would bother. ®
Instead, she imagined a future as a Chaucer scholar. In uni-
versity she found dating only milding amusing. But then she
met my father.

He was the most fundamentally (FRA1EH ; EEHE)
decent man she had ever met. It was the man, not the instir
tution (/& ; 1% ) of marriage, that drew her. She went to
the altar, she would tell us, feeling as if she were jumping
off a cliff.

In their first year, my father went off to war. My moth-
er was five months pregnant (##%2£9) , and temified. She
had the baby and waited. She ate chocolate-nut sundaes (F
1CHKRHE) 10 soothe (&) her heart.

My father retumed, said hello to his seven-month-old
son and, with my mother, soon bought a house. Then they
had a daughter, then another daughter and then me.

Even as a kid, I could tell my parents were different.
Dad preferred being with Mom. And when he wasn’t
around, she didn’t roll her eyes and make jokes at her hus-
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band’ s expense as other wives did. Instead, she’d say,
“You know, he’s never disappointed me.”

To celebrate their 50th anniversary, my parents re-
newed their wedding vows in church. Some 75 friends were
watching. When my father repeated his vows, he choked up
and had to pause My mother said hers with more passion.
Stanng into his eyes, she proclaimed (B #&; &) . “
all the days of my life I love you'--till etermty.”

Then she added, “This 1s the happiest day of my life.”
She said that a lot. Then she’d add, “This is better than
my wedding day! Because now I know how it all works

»

out.

Notes

(D She sounded like a teenager who’ d been asked to
the prom. who 51§ K EZIEMNA], B teenager,

@ There was never any mushy stuff going on that we
kids could see.  gomng on F that we kids could see ¥4
stuff KIfa BE TR

@ This 1s a woman who in her youth had never seen a
happy marriage and wondered why anyone would bother .
who in her youth:*-would bother & woman )5 & E1&, HK
" why 5% #I A& wondered H)5EiHE
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Comprehension
1. At their 50th anniversary, Mother received

__from Father.

ried.

A. a ring with a line of poetry
B. a red rosebud

C. a white rose

D. a dozen white roses

2.1t was that drew Mother when she got mar-

A . the ring that Father gave her

B. the institution of marrage

C. either the institution of marriage or Father
D. Father

3. , Father went off to war.

A. After he fell in love with Mother

B. When Mother was pregnant for five months
C. After Mother had a baby

D.In the second year of their marriage

4. Father had children.

A _seven

B. five

C.four

D . three



5. Which one is True according to the passage?

A.When Father wasn’ t around, Mother would say,
“He’ s never disappointed me."”

B. Parents renewed their wedding vows in home while
some 75 friends were watching.

C.Father was not the most fundamentally decent man
Mother had ever met then.

D. Mother had not a son.



2. The Lovers with a Wicked Boy

Lapkin and Anna went down the steep bank and sat
down on a small bench. The bench stood right by the water

among some thick young osier (ZFHH0; 72 87) bushes. v
What a wonderful little place! Once you'd sat down, you

were hidden from the world only the fish saw you, and
the water-tigers, running like lightning over the water. The
young people were armed with rods, nets, cans of worms,
and other fishing equipment. Having sat down, they started

fishing right away.



“I’m glad we’ re alone at last,” Lapkin began, looking
around. “I have to tell you a lot of things, Anna---an awful
lot** when I saw you the first time'** You’ ve got a bite+**
then I understood what I’ m living for, understood where my

ol (1818 ) was

active life--- that must be a big one that’s biting:-- Seeing

to whom I must devete my honest,

you, 1 feel in love for the first time, feel passionately in
love! Wait before you give 1t a jerk (272 #) -+ let it bite
harder--* Tell me, my darling, 1 adjure (37K ; 85K ) you,
not on reciprocity ( TELIKAF ; T FE
H) , no! I'm not worthy of that, I dare not even think of
that

may I count on

may I count on---Pull!”

Anna raised her hand with the rod in it, yanked (4%
#iFZH,) , and cried out. A litlle silvery-green fish
shimmered in the air.

“My God, a perch (#9# )1 Ah, gh-Qickly! It’ s
getting free!”

The perch got free of the hook, flopped (X tH i
/) through the grass toward its native element:**and plopped
(#/8 —F5% F ) nto the water!

In purswt of the fish, Lapkin somehow inadvertently
(18 #5300 # ) grabbed Anna’ s hand instead of the fish,
inadvertently pressed it to his lips'-* She quickly drew it
back, but it was already too late; their mouths inadvertently
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