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Er... the loveliest house that I've ever lived in was one that I lived in with my grandpar-
ents when I was a child. And the name of the house was Crosslands. And I have some very
happy memories of Crosslands.

It was, it seemed so huge to me as a child. And it had a lovely living room with a piano
in it and a lovely sort of hall with lots of carpets and chests and antiques and so on. And
there was a mysterious room, it was the drawing room, and we only used it on Sundays, or
when the vicar came for tea, or Christmas Day or Easter Day, and I was used to be amazed
about this room because it had the best furniture in it but it was covered up with sheets —it
was as if all the furniture was wearing clothes—and it seemed to me ridiculous that we
couldn’t enjoy this beautiful furniture all the week through really.

And probably my favorite room was the kitchen. It had a lovely red flagstone floor,
which was always highly polished, and an Aga, you know one of those big cookers that
heats the whole room so it was always warm there, and there was a kind of clothes-horse
above it that we used to hang all our clothes on, and it was just—it was lovely. It was a very
warm room with baked bread and my grandmother used to make ice cream and we’d eat it in
there and... there was a vegetable garden leading from there so I spent a lot of time in the
vegetable garden picking peas and eating them —my grandmother used to gct really cross
with me because I used to pick all the vegetables and the fruit for our meals and then I'd eat
half of them, because they tasted so delicious coming fresh from the garden.

Now, I went back to it a few years ago and it was a big mistake. They’ve modernized it
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inside, they’ve got rid of those lovely old fire-places... have just gone. And they’ve knocked
a wall down so the drawing room and the living room have become one big modern room.
But I think what upset me most about it was the feeling that the house had shrunk, it
had become smaller and that my memory of this lovely large warm comfortable house had
turned into an old house with modernized rooms inside it. And it taught me a lesson really,

that you can’t go back on the past and recapture it. But there’s a beautiful memory there.
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antique [en'titk] n. +F, ¥4

mysterious [ mi'stiorios ] adj. #F#:49, R 7T &4y
vicar ['vika(r) ] n. 3 R 4%

ridiculous [ri'dikju:los ] adj. 3-89, T ¥ &

get really cross with R £ &, &R 5%

recapture [rir'keptfo(r)] v. £ HA, g
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1. What kind of job are you looking for? #RZE#HH AN T2
2.1 need to get myselfajob! BHBEHKH Tk !
3. Noway, | don’t want to work there! 47, BRAB XL L%,
4. How much does it pay? T#HRZD?
5. How much do you make working there? {RZEBBJL TVERESS & D4k
6. Do you know anyone who’s hiting? RE1E B ARG ?

A Promise of Spring
5 A DS
By Kathy England
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As the months passed, I watched the growing earth with Grandpa’s eyes. Each time I
was with him, I gave him a garden report. He listened, gripping my hand with the sure
strength and calm he had always had. But he could not answer my questions. The new flow-
ers would blaze, peak, fade, and die before I knew their names.

Grandpa’s illness held him through the spring and on, week by week, through summer.
I began spending hours at the local nursery, studying and choosing seeds and plants. It gave
me special joy to buy plants I had seen in Grandpa’s garden and give them humble starts in
my own garden. I discovered Sweet William, which I had admired for.years in Grandpa’s
garden without knowing its name. And I planted it in his honor.

As I waited and watched in the garden and by Grandpa’s side, some quiet truths
emerged. I realized that Grandpa loved flowers that were always bloom; he kept a full bed
of roses in his garden. But I noticed that Grandpa left plenty of room for the brief highlights.
Not every nook of his garden was constantly in bloom. There was always a treasured sur-
prise tucked somewhere.

I came to see, too, that Grandpa’s garden mirrored his life. He was a hard worker who
understood the law of the harvest. But along with his hard work, Grandpa knew how to en-
joy each season, each change. We often teased him about his life history. He had written
two paragraphs summarizing fifty years of work, and a full nine pages about every trip and
vacation he’d ever taken.

In July, Grandpa worsened. One hot afternoon arrived when no one else was at his
bedside. He was glad to have me there, and reached out his hand to pull me close.

I told Grandpa what I had learned — that few flowers last from April to November.
Some of the most beautiful bloom for only a month at most. To really enjoy a garden, you
have to plant corners and drifts and rows of flowers that will bloom and grace the garden,
each in its own season.

His eyes listened to every word. Then, another discovery: “If I want a garden like
yours, Grandpa, I'm going to have to work.” His grin laughed at me, and his eyes teased
me.

“Grandpa, in your life right now the chrysanthemums are in bloom. Chrysanthemums

and roses.” Tears clouded both our eyes. Neither of us feared this last flower of fall, but the



wait for spring seems longest in November. We knew how much we would miss each other.

Sitting there, I suddenly felt that the best gift I could give Grandpa would be to give
voice to the testimony inside both of us. He had never spoken of his testimony to me, but it
was such a part of his life that I had never questioned if Grandpa knew. I knew he knew.

“Grandpa,” I began — and his grip tightened as if he knew what I was going to
say — “I want you to know that I have a testimony. I know the Savior lives. I bear witness to
you that Joseph Smith is a prophet. I love the Restoration and joy in it.” The steadiness in
Grandpa’s eyes told how much he felt it too. “I bear witness that President Kimball is a
prophet. I know the Book of Mormon is true, Grandpa. Every part of me bears this witness.”

“Grandpa,” I added quietly, “I know our Father in Heaven loves you.” Unbidden, un-
expected, the Spirit bore comforting, poignant testimony to me of our Father’s love for my
humble, quiet Grandpa.

A tangible sense of Heavenly Father’s compassionate awareness of Grandpa’s suffering
surrounded us and held us. It was so personal and powerful that no words were left to me —
only tears of gratitude and humility, tears of comfort.

Grandpa and I wept together.

It was the end of August when Grandpa died, the end of summer. As we were choosing
flowers from the florist for Grandpa’s funeral, I slipped away to Grandpa’s garden and
walked with my memories of columbine and Sweet William. Only the tall lavender and
white phlox were in bloom now, and some baby’s breath in another corner.

On impulse, I cut the prettiest strands of phlox and baby’s breath and made one more
arrangement for the funeral. When they saw it, friends and family all smiled to see Grand-
pa’s flowers there. We all felt how much Grandpa would have liked that.

The October after Grandpa’s death, I planted tulip and daffodil bulbs, snowdrops, cro-
cuses, and bluebells. Each bulb was a comfort to me, a love sent to Grandpa, a promise of

spring.
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1. Do you have the vacancies for full-time job? #R11B LM T =GB
2. Hello, could I speak to the manager on duty? #R%F, BEBRARATEYER I K% G?
3. What are some of your life goals? #RES A4 BAiRRH 4?2
4. As far as work ethic goes, where do you stand? HEIER VB, REH LB E?
5. What is your past job experience? #REH 4 THEZ%K?
6. Could you tell me about some jobs you’ve had in the past?
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Grandpa’'s Bee
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A long time before I was born, my grandma and grandpa moved into the house on
Beechwood Avenue. They had a young family of 4 little girls. The little girls slept in the attic
in a big feather bed. It was cold there on winter night. Grandma put hot bricks under the cov-
ers at the foot of the bed to keep the little girls warm.

During the Great Depression, work was hard to find, so grandpa did whatever jobs he
could. He dug ditches during the week and on weekend he and grandma dug a garden to

grow some of their own food.

Grandchildren grow up, and grandparents grow older. It became harder for grandma
and grandpa to keep up the garden. So they made it a little smaller. There was still plenty to
eat from the garden and lovely flowers to enjoy.

Then one summer when grandpa was eighty-mine years old, all he could do was watch
from his lawn chair as the vegetables grew and the roses bloomed. Summer slowly faded,
and grandpa died before it was time to bring in the harvest.

It was a lonely winter for grandma. She sat near the window, looking out at the yard
and wondering if she could plant the garden in the spring. It would be hard to care for it by
herself. When spring came, she planted only a little garden.

One sunny day in the early summer, grandma heard a commotion in the front yard and
looked out the window to see a frightening sight a gigantic swarm of bees filled the air be-

tween two tall trees. There were thousands of bees in the air, so many that the swarm



