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Mystery of the White Gardenia
PR Y HE T 4K 2

She wanted her children to feel loved and lova-
ble, creative and imaginative, imbued with a
sense that there was magic in the world and

beauty in the face of adversity.

Prayer for My Mother
BRI 14

| pray that | will look as good in the eyes of my
children as my mother looks in mine.

A True Gift of Love
% ) EL i 22

Who gave me the ears? Who gave me so much?

| could never do enough for him or her.
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ool You Will Never Regret It
BEoR oA e i 32

| offer a prayer for her and me and all of the

mere mortal women who stumble their way into

this holiest of callings.

5 Mamma
4 i i 44
3 #
. Nothing in life is more important than your fami-

ly. Give them the time they deserve, because
these things cannot be put off till ‘6ome other

time”.

._'_.% . The Angel of Child
- SE R AR 56

Your angel will defend you even if it means ris-

King her life!
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Love Your Mother More than
Yourself
ZINMERLTZHC 64

There’s no substitute for her. Cherish every sin-

gle moment.

Mother's Hands
S JOPYER 82

That night, | fell asleep with a new appreciation

for my gentle mother and her caring hands.

My Irreplaceable Treasure
NHEE 90
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That little porcelain boat keeps me in touch

with mother's life, her joy and her love.
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Mother and Child
KR 5EF 116

It is so beautiful. Your mother would have loved it.



Mom with Me Always
0y 4 ) e AE — i 130

| feel Mom with me always. She had the heart
to face anything. And she taught me | could,
too.
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She wanted her children to feel
loved and lovable, creative and imagi-
native , imbued with a sense that there
was magic in the world and beauty in

the face of adversity.

Mystery of the White Gardenia

Marsh Arons

Every year on my birthday. from the time | turned 12, a
white gardenia was delivered to my house in Bethesda, Md. No
card or note came with it. Calls to the florist were always in
vain—it was a cash purchase”. After a whole | stopped trying
to discover the senders iden-tity and just delighted in the beauty
and heady® perfume of that one magical, perfect white flower

nestled in soft pink paper.

@ cash purchase n. I& ¥ F*
@ heady adj. &3ReY, AE G, EHe, HEE, EAY
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But | never stopped imagining who the anonymous®
giver might be. Some of my happiest moments were
spent daydreaming about wonderful and exciting but shy
or eccentric to make known his or her identity®.

My mother contributed® to these imaginings. She'd
ask me if there was someone for whom | had done a spe-
cial kindness who might be showing appreciation. Per-
haps the neighbor I'd help when she was unloading a car
full of groceries®. Or maybe it was the old man across
the street whose mail | retrieved® during the winter so he
wouldn't have to venture® down his icy steps. As a teen-
ager, though, | had more fun speculating that it might be
a boy | had a crush on or one had noticed me even though

| didn’'t know him.

anonymous adj. B & &
identity n. ]g] "‘]‘i? %4&7\’ '—ﬁ ’ #%‘}i’ 'TQ%E\A
contribute vt. 5 #k , 38 Bh ; & A5

grocery n. ;2
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When | was 17, a boy broke my heart. The night he
called for me the last time, | cried myself to sleep.

When | awoke in the morning, there was a mes-
sage? scribbled® on my mirror in red lipstick® “Heartily
know, when half gods go., the gods arrive.” | thought a-
bout that quotation® from Emerson for a long time. | left it
where my mother had written it.

When | finally went to get the glass cleaner®, my
mother knew everything was all right again.

| don't remember ever slamming® my door in anger
at her and shouting. “You just don’t understand!” Be-

cause she did understand.

message n. § & ;12 &

scribble #F¥E $ 5

lipstick n. &%, 24

quotation n. 3| A&, M4&, WM E, ITH LR
cleaner n. F#F L

slam vt. 1 2) % , FF R AT
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One month before my high-school graduation, my fa-
ther died of a heart attack. My feelings ranged from grief
to abandonment®, fear and over-whelming anger that my
dad was missing some of the most important events in my
life. | became completely uninterested in my upcoming
graduation, the senior-class play and the prom. But my
mother, in the midst of her own grief, would not hear of
my skipping any of those things.

The day before my father died, my mother and | had
gone shopping for a prom dress. We'd found a spectacu-
lar one, with yards of dotted swiss in red, white and
blue. It made me feel like Scarlett O'Hara, but it was the
wrong size. When my father died, | forgot the dress.

My mother didn't. The day before the prom, | found
that dress in the right size draped majestically over the
living-room sofa. It was presented to me—beautifully,

artistically®, lovingly.

@ abandonment n. 78 #
@ artistically adv. A Z K, £Z KL



