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o : With
the development of. .. ; : Every coin has two sides,... To
cut the long story short,. .. ; : As far as I am concerned,
... Last but not least, ..., : In my humble opin-

ion, though I do not claim to be an expert on this complicated sub-

ject, fast driving, in most cases, would seem to be rather dangerous

in many respects, or at least so it would seem to me. 40
, 6 : I think fast driving is danger-
ous. ) )
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Memories of My Mother

: 0070124

“Long, long ago, there was an island in the distant sea,
where lived a fairy who was said be able to make a child lovely
and bright. One day, ...” As the story went on, Mum’s voice
grew fainter and fainter, when she gently looked down at me.
Then a melodious song came into my ear as if music made by the
angels flying in the faraway sky. Gradually, Mom’s smile
dimmed, and her glittering eyes were just like the brightest stars
on the dark blue curtain of night. ..

Countless nights had passed—in this way during my infan-
cy. In my naive heart, Mother’ s voice was deeper and softer
than the nightingale. Even now I still remember quite clearly
that cradlesong she used to sing before I fell asleep. Those old
melodies still sound so good to me, as they melt the years away.
To me, Mother’s companionship was the most important thing
in my childhood.

Mother is an incurable romantic, passionately in love with
life and with the mystery of the universe. She taught me to open
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up all the channels of my senses to touch and feel what lies all a-
round me, and discovered with me the beauty of nature, the joy,
excitement and mystery of the new and the unknown. She is
quite at home in literature because of her active and imaginative
mind. Every new experience, every new discovery concerning
the world could delight her.

I went off to college, but Mum is still always in my memo-
ry. I could hear her voice every time I fell short in anything.
From breast to cradle to reassuring hug, Mum has shared all the
happiness and depression of mine. However, she never ex-
pressed herself. Upon my entry into university, when she and
Father were going back home, she hurriedly turned back to run
along, even without a look at me. I knew she dared not, for fear
that tears should fall down in my presence. This separation
would last nearly five months during which she could not see
me. She was just trying to stop me from seeing her crying. I was
refraining myself, too, because the long-time living with her had
made me an exact person like her. Later, Father told me she
kept wiping her eyes on the bus to the railway station. I knew

that, because I love you, Mum, and you already knew that too.
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, “the right word at the right time”.,
,“Those old melodies still sound so good to
me, as they melt the years away.” The Carpen-

ters “Yesterday Once More”, .
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My Father

My father always stands in the center of my life, from past
till now and possibly in the future.

My family was rather poor when I was in my childhood. We
didn’t have our own house and had to live in a shabby, small
room rented from my father’s factory. The room was so small
that there was little space for people to walk. I didn’t have my
own bed and had to sleep with my parents. This is terrible both
for my parents and me.

But father made this all different! Since the room was on the
third floor, namely, the top floor in that old-style building, the
roof was quite high above the floor. So father got an idea. He
bought two thick ropes and a flat wood that later was planed
smooth, painted and drilled two holes on both ends.

Then he hung the ends of ropes up to the roof. During the
daytime, these two ropes would be tied up so that people down
could walk freely! When night came, father would loose the
ropes and tied them to the two holes of that flat wood. The
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length of these ropes was just long enough for me to sit or sleep
on the board without other’s help.

So in this way my lovely, removable bed was born.

When winter came, this special bed obviously wouldn’t be
able to make me feel warm enough. But father always had his so-
lution! He built a garret using some flat wood and iron sticks
right above the bed. With some used iron tubes, he made an iron
ladder for us to climb up to the garret. Besides, he made a wood-
en desk for me to do my homework, and some simple furniture
for my clothes, books and something else—he had in fact made a
small bedroom for me.

At first, my mother and I dared not climb for fear that it
might collapse. But father climbed it everyday to prove its safe-
ty. The garret looked simple even shabby and the ladder seemed
to decline soon. But later when I got used to it, I found it as sol-
id as those made by professional carpenters.

I carried all my personal things onto that garret. My father
and I pasted red papers on the wall and painted the ugly furniture
red. So the garret became the first “room” that belonged to me.
When 1 was about to move to my new house, I just didn’t want
to leave. That garret was created with my father’s love and
sweat and intelligence, beautified with my hand and filled with
so many sweet memories of my family! That hard but sweet life
time would live in my memory forever with father stands in the

center of it.
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My Girlfriend

1 hesitate for a moment after writing down the title of this
article, because I’ve no idea where to start this story. My girl-
friend definitely can not be described by only a few words. Some-
times she turns to me and asks “Why do you love me?” I am al-
ways stuck at that moment and then after a minute or two utter a
few words “Because you’re so good.” 1 know my vague answer
never satisfies her. But how can I reply otherwise?

Yes, she’s so good. There’re numerous examples I can cite
to illustrate her tenderness, delicacy, warmth and her genuine
love for me. A call on the cold winter night, a surprising birth-
day gift, a pair of gloves that warm up not only my hands, so
many times has my heart melted into a sentiment called “being
moved”.

I’m not a good-tempered guy. However, my girlfriend nev-
er loses her temper whenever 1 am not in a good mood or even
say sharp words to her. At that time, she’d look at me with
great care and touch my hands with hers to calm me down.
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That’s her graceful manner to show her deepest concern.

I have never written a love letter to her though I’ ve received
many from my dearest girlfriend. It’s not that I’m unwilling to
compose one, but that I find it impossible to convey my feelings
to her with written words. We’ve been in love for more than one
year. But if once more asked to give reasons why I love her, 1
guess 1’d still say because she’s so good.

I can’t further this generalized answer into details because it

takes me lifetime to do so.
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My Mother

When I sat at the desk, trying to write the essay, I found it
hard to set pen to paper. Staring at the topic I deliberately chose
for myself—“my mother”, T felt the memory of 20 years with my
mother suddenly turned into a haze, blurring my eyes to discern
the past, with nothing towering, nothing flaring, nothing im-
pressive or special enough as a landmark. The haze gradually
cleared away, revealing the image of an amicable woman. I re-
called a line from the famous movie “Sleepless in Seattle”. The
radio column hostess asked Sam, “What’s so special about your
wife?” He answered, “That’s millions of small things. ” Right,
trivial and commonplace, like obscure beans, yet woven into the
most spectacular necklace by the power of love. My mother is
ordinary, but in my eyes she is special.

My mother gave birth to me with exceptionally difficult la-
bor. Father received an emergency notice and was faced with a
choice between the adult and the infant. Of course,the adult. So
my coming into this world was an unexpected fortune at the price
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of Mother’ s painful insistence. Thus my 20 years began like
this—my mother exerted every effort to give me love, but I re-
turned her with a deep scar that was to stay with her all through
my growth,

My mother is a senior high school English teacher. Under-
standably, she wanted her daughter to pick up English early to
give her an edge to later study, which I did not understand at the
age of eight. I was so obsessed with fun and games that I hated
to stay peacefully with all those strange phonetic symbols and
odd words. 1 wondered what pleasure Mother seemed to have
found in teaching me A,B,C. Wasn’t teaching at school tire-
some enough for her? I went on strike, refusing to spell a single
word no matter how tender or severe Mother tried to be with
me. For the first time in my life, Mother beat me, imprinting on
my mind. The physical pain was gone long, long ago. But I have
finally come to understand how it pained my mother to beat me
for my obstinacy and disobedience, and I ache at her pain.

Mother never gave up evoking in me an interest in knowl-
edge. She placed the most emphasis on my education and took
the most pleasure in my gradual formation of self-discipline in
preparing mysell for future development. Thanks to her effort
and influence, I have been doing well, not only in English, but
also in my positive attitudes and conviction towards life.

Now I am so grateful to my mother for everything she has
taught me, but at that time it was far beyond my comprehen-
sion. As a little girl, 1T thought of my mother as meticulous and
my father as a best playmate. I still remember I wrote in my ele-
mentary school a composition dedicated to my father about how
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