
memory number 5

Blossom & bill
 
Meet Blossom & Bill, they are in love. They adore listening to the crackle of  logs by the campfire 
and the sound of  rain falling. There is nothing better than to watch snowflakes falling silently outside 
on a late winter’s night. Their journey has only just started; their story is yet to unfold…
The campfire's embers pushed back the chill-lick of  the late evening's air as Blossom & Bill first 
kissed. The gaping vastness fell over them and the only sounds were the sound of  the mild wind, the 
snow falling on the lake and the press of  a kiss.
 Blossom & Bill walked knee deep in snow until they found the tree to take home and 
decorate. At home the tree filled the apartment with the fresh fragrance of  the forests and they 
decorated it simply and joyfully. When they were finished, they opened the champagne, turned off  
the lights and looked forward to the celebrations with friends and family to come... Blossom stirred 
the sauce and sugared the potatoes whilst Bill laid the table. The candlelight flickered and outside 
the slowly falling snow kept on falling. I hope we will get snowed in,they both secretly thought.
 The next morning Blossom awoke to a cinnamon dashed coffee and a saffron flavored bun 
sitting on a small tray on the bed side table. There was a note from Bill reading: Had to dash! I’ll be 
home to cook you lunch - don’t move!.


