
Since this is Lee University (the cam-
pus of love), I assume many of you have 
taken the “Love Languages” test. If you 
haven’t, I highly recommend that you 
do-- it’s a cool look into yourself and 
the people you love. My top two ways 
of receiving love, according to the test, 
are quality time and physical touch. 
I believe, however, that they missed 
one: books. Literature has always been 
a part of my life-- my parents realized 
I was reading books without pictures 
when I was about four and I don’t think 
I’ve stopped reading since. Even after 
discovering that I could read on my 
own, my parents always made it a point 
to read out loud to me. 
 My dad typically tackled the 
novels and series, reading through 
The Lord of the Rings, The Chronicles 
of Narnia, and even the Mary Poppins 
books. (Yes, there’s books! Three of 
them!) My mom went for things like 
history books that contributed to my 
schooling or the shorter books. Her 
favorite one, a book she often quotes to 
me even now, is I’ll Love You Forever by 
Robert Munsch. The book is written as 
though from a mother to her son, fol-
lowing his various escapades through-
out his life. In some parts, he’s a kind 
of terrible child-- the cover features 
him as a toddler, flushing his mother’s 
watch down the toilet. No matter what 
he’s doing, though, his mother’s words 
are always the same: I’ll love you for-
ever. I’ll like you for always. As long as 
I’m living, my baby you’ll be. 
 

That’s the part my mom always says to 
me. We haven’t always been very close-- 
I have more in common with my dad 
and I’m a total “daddy’s girl,” so I often 
neglect my mom. She’s always there, 
though. Through fights over now-trivial 
things, through my many heartbreaks, 
and even my various accomplish-
ments, her constant reminder is this: 
she’ll love me forever. She’ll like me 
for always. As long as she’s living, her 
baby I’ll be. My mom has shown that 
she loves me in a lot of ways, but these 
words are something that have always 
stuck out to me because they combine 
words from her heart with words from 
a book. I see the book itself everywhere, 
from Pinterest to bookstores, and it’s 
always a sweet reminder of my mom 
reading to me.
I look forward to reading I’ll Love You 
Forever to my own kids one day (far, 
far in the future). They may not be 
anything like me, and they may never 
fall in love with books the way I have. I 
pray, though, that hearing those words 
from their mother means as much to 
them as hearing them from mine has 
to me. After you get your version of the 
bell tower proposal, your chapel wed-
ding, and your happily-ever-after, read 
to your kids. Find words of love and 
repeat them, reading one page over and 
over if you have to. There are few bond-
ing experiences more precious, in my 
opinion. Thank you for reading to me, 
mom, and thanks for loving me forev-
er… and liking me for always. 
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