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guooooigl

Each of us has a big beautiful garden in our heart. If we are willing to allow others to grow happiness here, and
to keep this happiness to ourselves, then the garden of our hearts will never be deserted. Don't let your heart
be taken prisoner of wealth, and forget kindness, wealth is not what you possess, if you want to be happy and
happy, you have to have a loving heart. Share your wealth properly with others, love can make hell a
paradise, love can keep the garden beautiful forever. Kindness is the law that makes you happy. Only love can
open your mind, be warm and friendly, and be helpful. Teach roses to your hands. Sow love, reap happiness.

Oooooo2

Love,

When you come with the burning lamp of pain in your hands,

| can see your face,

And know you as bliss.

The first time when | heard these verses, | was 17 years old, in full blossom as everyone assumed. Not
knowing much about love, I instinctively regarded love as something seemingly beautiful but hard to chew in
essence.

IC] m correct, to some extent. All the years | spent alone prove both disheartening and fruitless, disheartening

because the ideal one never came down to the earth to cease my endless waiting; fruitless because | ended up
in dating with a wrong person,leaving all the verses nonsense. To make matters worse, as they criticized me, |
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broke up with the guy in only 15 days, which conversely seemed to me a nice thing. Thank God | am free
again.

| wrote poems myself as a way to approach love and the unknown world. No tiny little dust in the air will
escape my eyes,no voice of the blooming will slip away from my ears, and love is all pervading, all pervading
except in my world.

| can[ t resist the temptations of enjoy my life alone in reading, mind wandering, walking on the fallen leaves
deep in thought, listening to music by some unknown artists, and of course, writing. | can[J t help trembling
at the thought of being deprived of the freedom by someone outside my world. I hate to find myself wearing
the coat from some strange guys with the angel wings still in the gesture to fly. | want to fly, not with the
borrowed wings, but mine.

He will arrive at last, with his wings above my sky.

In 8 days I will have my 20th birthday, smiling shiningly in my autumn, murmuring the verses | changed
myself,

Love,

When you come with the burning lamp of pain in your hands,
I can see your face

oooooos

I get love from parents, teachers and classmates. but the best one is parents’  love. my parents look after me
as well as they can. they often wash cloths for me and have a talk with me.

they also help me with my lessons. but there are lots of rules at my home. my parents ask me to listen carefully
in class and not to waste time. they all care about me.

I love my parents, i love my family!

goodo o4

Who gives me birth? Who brings me up? Who dedicates his/her whole life to me? My parents.
ooooooowoooooxooo/onobodoooooooooa
Who gives me food? Who gives me clothes? Who gives me care? My parents.
doooooooxmuooooodooxyoooaon

My parents, they don't want to get any reward from me. Not only my parents, all the parents in the world
don't charge anything from their children. They give us everything they can.
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goboobobobbuogogogobn

They spend their whole life loving me, so I love my parents, too. Since | was given birth, | have started to love
them even if | didn't realize it.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobbobobbugoogobobboooogd

It will be the time for my birthday soon. | want to say to my parents: I love you Mom and Dad.
OO000000000O0DOO0oDOOooDOoooooooooooa!
OO0000os

The greatest and noblest love in the world is maternal love. I've been bathing in the sunshine of my mother's
love since | was born. However, my mother's love for me seems different.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gooon

I remember when | was a child, my family went out for a walk, and they saw other children of the same age
withdraw from their mother's arms. They were very envious, because my mother always encouraged me to
walk with my own feet. At that time, | thought my mother was too unreasonable, and even asked my father,
"did I come from my mother?". However, now | find that when there are many girls in my class who are
bothered by the 800 meter endurance run, | can easily reach the standard. Because of my mother's unique
education, | am better at self-care and self-reliance than girls of my age. This also made me understand the
profound meaning of Lu Xun's saying that "the road is the way people come out".

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gooboobobobooooooobobobobtbodooooobbobbbooooooobboobo* g
goboboobobouogdg” guobboobbobuooggoboooosobbgooogoooon
gooboobobbooooooobbobobtbodooooobbobbbooooooobboob* og
goooo” buogogogobo

A little older, 1 like to pester my mother to tell stories. But my mother asked me to tell her a story or retell her
story in exchange for every story | heard. Now it seems that my oral expression ability is strong and my
composition is easy to write, which is related to coax!

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gooboobobbooooooobbobbbooooouobboobobbboooooobo

But mother’s love has something in common with others. When | am ill, my mother will accompany me and
take care of me until I recover. When | encountered setbacks in my study and life, my mother encouraged
me, gave me courage and confidence. "Fall down and get up!" This is what my mother often said to me, and
this sentence accompanied me through more than ten spring, summer, autumn and winter. It gives me
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strength and promotes my progress. For this reason, I sincerely thank my mother for her love.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobbobobbuoggoooobobboooooogr bboboor ooogooboooodg
guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gon

Time passed by us without mercy, unconsciously | have passed 16 years. In every inch of time, | know my
mother didn't worry about me. Her silver thread and fishtail pattern proved all this. Everyone can get a great
maternal love. Although I don't know how great it is, | dare to say that what | mean by maternal love is what |
think is the greatest maternal love - the maternal love that gives me care, encouragement, confidence and
strength!

gobbobobbuoggoogobobobbtdlebdgogoobobbouoooooboon
gooboobbooooooobobobbtbdooooobbobbbooooooobobobobog
goboboobbbuodgogubbbobbl—au0gobbbbougoooobo

goboboe

i have a friend who is falling in love. she honestly claims the sky is bluer. mozart moves her to tears. she has
lost 15 pounds and looks like a cover girl.

"I’ myoungagain!” she shouts euberantly.

as my friend raves on about her new love, i” ve taken a good look at my old one. my husband of almost 20
years, scott, has gained 15 pounds. once a marathon runner, he now runs only down hospital halls. his
hairline is receding and his body shows the signs of long working hours and too many candy bars. yet he can
still give me a certain look across a restaurant table and i want to ask for the check and head home.

when my friend asked me “ what will make this love last?” i ran through all the obvious reasons:
commitment, shared interests, unselfishness, physical attraction, communication. yet there’ s more. we still
have fun. spontaneous good times. yesterday, after slipping the rubber band off the rolled up newspaper,
scott flipped it playfully at me: this led to an all-out war. last saturday at the grocery, we split the list and raced
each other to see who could make it to the checkout first. even washing dishes can be a blast. we enjoy simply
being together.and there are surprises. one time i came home to find a note on the front door that led me to
another note, then another, until i reached the walk-in closet. i opened the door to find scott holdinga“ pot
of gold” (my cooking kettle) and the “ treasure” of a gift package. sometimes i leave him notes on the
mirror and little presents under his pillow.there is understanding. i understand why he must play basketball
with the guys. and he understands why, once a year, i must get away from the house, the kids -and even him
-to meet my sisters for a few days of nonstop talking and laughing.

there is sharing. not only do we share household worries and parental burdens - we also share ideas. scott
came home from a convention last month and presented me with a thick historical novel. though he prefers
thrillers and science fiction, he had read the novel on the plane. he touched my heart when he eplained it was
because he wanted to be able to echange ideas about the book after i’ d read it.
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there is forgiveness. when i’ ' m embarrasssingly loud and crazy at parties, scott forgives me. when he
confessed losing some of our savings in the stock market, i gave him a hug and said, “ it" sokay. it" sonly
money.” there is sensitivity. last week he walked through the door with that look that tells me it’ s been a
tough day. after he spent some time with the kids, i asked him what happened. he told me about a 60-year-
old woman who’ d had a stroke. he wept as he recalled the woman’ s husband standing beside her bed,
caressing her hand. how was he going to tell this husband of 40 years that his wife would probably never
recover? i shed a few tears myself. because of the medical crisis. because there were still people who have been
married 40 years. because my husband is still moved and concerned after years of hospital rooms and dying
patients.

there is faith. last tuesday a friend came over and confessed her fear that her husband is losing his courageous
battle with cancer. on wednesday i went to lunch with a friend who is struggling to reshape her life after
divorce. on thursday a neighbor called to talk about the frightening effects of alzheimer’ s disease on her
father-in-law’ s personality. on friday a childhood friend called long-distance to tell me her father had died.
I hung up the phone and thought, this is too much heartache for one week. through my tears, as i went out to
run some errands, i noticed the boisterous orange blossoms of the gladiolus outside my window. i heard the
delighted laughter of my son and his friend as they played. i caught sight of a wedding party emerging from a
neighbor’ s house. the bride, dressed in satin and lace, tossed her bouquet to her cheering friends. that night,
I told my husband about these events. we helped each other acknowledge the cycles of life and that the joys
counter the sorrows. it was enough to keep us going.finally, there is knowing. i know scott will throw his
laundry just shy of the hamper every night; he’ |l be late to most appointments and eat the last chocolate in
the bo. he knows that i sleep with a pillow over my head; i’ Il lock us out of the house at a regular basis, and i
will also eat the last chocolate.i guess our love lasts because it is comfortable. no, the sky is not bluer: it s just
a familiar hue. we don’ t feel particularly young: we’ ve eperienced too much that has contributed to our
growth and wisdom, taking its toll on our bodies, and created our memories.

I hope we’ ve got what it takes to make our love last. as a bride, i had scott’” s wedding band engraved with
robert browning’ sline® grow old along with me!” we’ re following those instructions.

if anything is real, the heart will make it plain.”
oooooov
0 00D00ODO Be Grateful to Our Parents

Last week our music teacher taught us a song, named Indebted Heart. Through it I know that we should live
with a thankful heart. At that time, | think of my parents. | think they are the first people I should thank. It" s
them who give me life. It" sthem who give me home. It" sthem who bring me up. It'" s them who look
after me. It" s them who teach me knowledge and live happily. I should thank my parents giving me so
much. Maybe | should think how to pay back the love my parents give me. But now | think the best way to be
appreciated of my parents is to study well and then being a useful person to the society when I grow up.

gooboobbooooooobobobbtbdooooobbobbbooooooobobobobog
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gooboobbooooooobobobbtbdooooobbobbbooooooobobobobog
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
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The Best Kind of Love

I’ myoungagain!” she shouts euberantly.as my friend raves on about her new love, i’ ve taken a good
look at my old one. my husband of almost 20 years, scott, has gained 15 pounds. once a marathon runner, he
now runs only down hospital halls. his hairline is receding and his body shows the signs of long working
hours and too many candy bars. yet he can still give me a certain look across a restaurant table and i want to
ask for the check and head home.

when my friend asked me “ what will make this love last?” iran through all the obvious reasons:
commitment, shared interests, unselfishness, physical attraction, communication. yet there’ s more. we still
have fun. spontaneous good times. yesterday, after slipping the rubber band off the rolled up newspaper,
scott flipped it playfully at me: this led to an all-out war. last saturday at the grocery, we split the list and raced
each other to see who could make it to the checkout first. even washing dishes can be a blast. we enjoy simply
being together.and there are surprises. one time i came home to find a note on the front door that led me to
another note, then another, until i reached the walk-in closet. i opened the door to find scott holdinga“ pot
of gold” (my cooking kettle) and the “ treasure” of a gift package. sometimes i leave him notes on the
mirror and little presents under his pillow.there is understanding. i understand why he must play basketball
with the guys. and he understands why, once a year, i must get away from the house, the kids -and even him
-to meet my sisters for a few days of nonstop talking and laughing.

there is sharing. not only do we share household worries and parental burdens - we also share ideas. scott
came home from a convention last month and presented me with a thick historical novel. though he prefers
thrillers and science fiction, he had read the novel on the plane. he touched my heart when he eplained it was
because he wanted to be able to echange ideas about the book after i’ d read it.

there is forgiveness. when i’ ' m embarrasssingly loud and crazy at parties, scott forgives me. when he
confessed losing some of our savings in the stock market, i gave him a hug and said, “ it" sokay. it sonly
money.” there is sensitivity. last week he walked through the door with that look that tells me it" s been a
tough day. after he spent some time with the kids, i asked him what happened. he told me about a 60-year-
old woman who’ d had a stroke. he wept as he recalled the woman’ s husband standing beside her bed,
caressing her hand. how was he going to tell this husband of 40 years that his wife would probably never
recover? i shed a few tears myself. because of the medical crisis. because there were still people who have been
married 40 years. because my husband is still moved and concerned after years of hospital rooms and dying
patients.

there is faith. last tuesday a friend came over and confessed her fear that her husband is losing his courageous
battle with cancer. on wednesday i went to lunch with a friend who is struggling to reshape her life after
divorce. on thursday a neighbor called to talk about the frightening effects of alzheimer’ s disease on her
father-in-law’ s personality. on friday a childhood friend called long-distance to tell me her father had died.
i hung up the phone and thought, this is too much heartache for one week. through my tears, as i went out to
run some errands, i noticed the boisterous orange blossoms of the gladiolus outside my window. i heard the
delighted laughter of my son and his friend as they played. i caught sight of a wedding party emerging from a
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neighbor’ s house. the bride, dressed in satin and lace, tossed her bouquet to her cheering friends. that night,
i told my husband about these events. we helped each other acknowledge the cycles of life and that the joys
counter the sorrows. it was enough to keep us going.finally, there is knowing. i know scott will throw his
laundry just shy of the hamper every night; he’ |l be late to most appointments and eat the last chocolate in
the bo. he knows that i sleep with a pillow over my head; i’ Il lock us out of the house at a regular basis, and i
will also eat the last chocolate.

i guess our love lasts because it is comfortable. no, the sky is not bluer: it" s just a familiar hue. we don’ t feel
particularly young: we’ ve eperienced too much that has contributed to our growth and wisdom, taking its
toll on our bodies, and created our memories.i hope we’ ve got what it takes to make our love last. as a
bride, i had scott’ swedding band engraved with robert browning’ sline“ grow old along with me!”

we’ re following those instructions.

if anything is real, the heart will make it plain.”
OOoooooo9

Occasionally, without warning, the drunken wreckage of my father would wash up on our doorstep, late at
night, stammering, laughing, reeking of booze. Bang! Bang! Bang! Beating on the door, pleading to my
mother to open it.

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gopobobbboooooobbobbboooooobbobbboooog

He was on his way home from drinking, gambling, or some combination thereof, squandering money that
we could have used and wasting time that we desperately needed.

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
goobobobbodoooobb—>0Ot0oouooobo

It was the late-1970s. My parents were separated. My mother was now raising a gaggle of boys on her own.
She was a newly minted schoolteacher. He was a juke-joint musician-turned-construction worker.

goz0ooubobbbdgoogobbbbodogooobobbuouooooooon
gobobobobbooooooobobbobboooooobbobbooood

He spouted off about what he planned to do for us, buy for us. In fact, he had no intention of doing
anything. The one man who was supposed to be genetically programmed to love us, in fact, lacked the
understanding of what it truly meant to love a child—or to hurt one.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
g

To him, this was a harmless game that kept us excited and begging. In fact, it was a cruel, corrosive deception
that subtly and unfairly shifted the onus of his lack of emotional and financial investment from him to us. |
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lost faith in his words and in him. | wanted to stop caring, but I couldn’ t.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
guoobbbtubogoobobobuooooobobbooooooon

Maybe it was his own complicated relationship to his father and his father’ s family that rendered him cold.
Maybe it was the pain and guilt associated with a life of misfortune. Who knows. Whatever it was, it stole him
from us, and particularly from me.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobboobbuodgoooobbobbbugogguboboobbbooooooobo

While my brothers talked ad nauseam about breaking and fixing things, I spent many of my evenings reading
and wondering. My favorite books were a set of encyclopedias given by my uncle. They allowed me to
explore the world beyond my world, to travel without leaving, to dream dreams greater than my life would
otherwise have supported.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
guooobbbbogoooooobobouogoooon

But losing myself in my own mind also meant that | was completely lost to my father.
guotdgougougobooboobooboooooood

He could relate to my brothers’ tactile approaches to the world but not to my cerebral one. Not
understanding me, he simply ignored me—not just emotionally, but physically as well. Never once did he
hug me, never once a pat on the back or a hand on the shoulder or a tousling of the hair.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gubbbb——2ugogoobbbbbdoogogobobbbouooogoboooog
guoooobboooooobobbuooaad

My best memories of him were from his episodic attempts at engagement.
gododooooooboooouododoon

During the longest of these episodes, once every month or two, he would come pick us up and drive us down
the interstate to Trucker’ s Paradise, a seedy, smoke-filled, truck stop with gas pumps, a convenience store,
a small dining area and a game room through a door in the back.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
guoooobbtoboooobbboooooooon
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My dad gave each of us a handful of quarters, and we played until they were gone. He sat up front in the
dining area, drinking coffee and being particular about the restaurant’ s measly offerings.

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gobobobboooooooboobog

I loved these days. To me, Trucker’ s Paradise was paradise. The quarters and the games were fun but easily
forgotten. It was the presence of my father that was most treasured. But, of course, these trips were short-
lived. And so it was. Every so often he would make some sort of effort, but every time it wouldn’ t last.

guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
guoooobobbogoogooon

Itwasn’ tuntil I was much older that | would find something that I would be able to cling to as evidence of
my father’ s love.

gobobobobbboogogoobboobbooogd

When the Commodore 64 personal computer debuted, | convinced myself that | had to have it even though
its price was out of my mother’ s range. So | decided to earn the money myself. | mowed every yard | could
find that summer for a few dollars each, yet it still wasn’ t enough. So my dad agreed to help me raise the rest
of the money by driving me to one of the watermelon farms south of town, loading up his truck with
wholesale melons and driving me around to sell them.

OCommodore640 D 00000 0ODO0ODOODOODOODODODOODOODOOOOODOODODODO
gooboobbooooooobobobbtbdooooobbobbbooooooobobobobog
gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gobobobbbooodoobbbbooooooobo

He came for me before daybreak. We made small talk, but it didn’ t matter. The fact that he was talking to
me was all that mattered. | was a teenager by then, but this was the first time that | had ever spent time alone
with him. He laughed and repeatedly introduced me as“ my boy,” a phrase he relayed with a palpable
sense of pride. It was one of the best days of my life.

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gooooboboooooobboobbodooooobobobboboo s boooooo» bo
gobbobbbuooogobbobbbuooooobobbooood

Although he had never told me that he loved me, I would cling to that day as the greatest evidence of that
fact. He had never intended me any wrong. He just didn’ t know how to love me right. He wasn’ tamean
man.

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
gooboobobooooooobobobobbtooooooobbobboooog
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So | took these random episodes and clung to them like a thing most precious, squirreling them away for the
long stretches of coldness when a warm memory would prove most useful.

gobbobbbugoogbobobbbodgooobbobbuoooooouboobobougg
gopobobobboooooooboobo

It just goes to show that no matter how estranged the father, no matter how deep the damage, no matter how
shattered the bond, there is still time, still space, still a need for even the smallest bit of evidence of a father’ s
love.

guooubobbgoooobbobogogoobbbbooooobbbboooooboobn

gobbobbbugoogbobobbbodgooobbobbuoooooouboobobougg
0

“ My boy.”

goog* ooooao”

A Parable of a Child

gooooon

by Steve Goodier

oooo* ooodooooo/oooooooooar
gooo* ooooooouodoooooooa”

guooubobbgoooobbobogogoobbbbooooobbbboooooboobn
gobbooobbugoogoboobooog ggoboooooooooooo» o

oooooooboboboboboooboooo booobobobo/—mbooooooog
gobobobobboooooobbobbbodoodoobbobobboooooobbobbbuoo
goboooobobuooogogooe

gobbobbbugoogbobobbbodgooobbobbuoooooouboobobougg
gobobobobboooooobbobbbodoodoobbobobboooooobbobbbuoo
gobooboo* ggggbobobbbodgogoboboobbuooogobooboouga
" obbobbooooooooboooboo

guooubobbgoooobbobogogoobbbbooooobbbboooooboobn
gobboobbbuoogogobob'uoogobboobboooogubbobbooogg
guooubobbgoooobbobogogoobbbbooooobbbboooooboobn
goboobbbugoogobobbodugo

gobbobbbugoogbobobbbodgooobbobbuoooooouboobobougg
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guoobobbtobooooobbuooobobbbboooooobbboooooobon
HEN

guoboboobood* ggobobobbibdooggooboobbouooogoboooog
" ogoodooooooboboobotodoooobbo bbbl —>obhbbboooog
gobbobbbudoddl—>00bbugoogoboooog

“goobobobgo/booboooUoboUoo0” bboboboboboobooo+sboooor
goo* ooboo” ggoooo* boboboog” o oooo» b boooooooooor
g ooobboogg” goo* bbooogogo® o

gobboobbbuodgoooobobbbdoooooboobbouooogoboooog
ooooo/o0oo0oboobobobobooboboobooboooobooboooobOon
gobooooooggd

A young school teacher had a dream that an angel appeared to him and said, “ You will be given a child who
will grow up to become a world leader. How will you prepare her so that she will realize her intelligence, grow
in confidence, develop both her assertiveness and sensitivity, be open-minded, yet strong in character] ”

The young teacher awoke in a cold sweat. It had never occurred to him before——any ONE of his present
or future students could be the person described in his dream. Was he preparing them to rise to ANY
POSITION to which they may aspirel] He thought, “ How might my teaching change if | KNEW that one
of my students were this person] ” He gradually began to formulate a plan in his mind.

This student would need experience as well as instruction. His teaching changed. Every young person who
walked through his classroom became, for him, a future world leader. He saw each one, not as they were, but
as they could be. He expected the best from his students, yet tempered it with compassion. He taught each
one as if the future of the world depended on his instruction.

After many years, awoman he knew rose to a position of world prominence. He realized that she must surely
have been the girl described in his dream. Only she was not one of his students, but rather his daughter. For
of all the various teachers in her life, her father was the best.

I’ veheard itsaid that“ Children are living messages we send to a time and place we will never see.” But
thisisn’ tsimply a parable about an unnamed school teacher. It is a parable about you and me——whether
or not we are parents or even teachers. And the story, OUR story, actually begins like this:

“ You will be given a child who will grow up to becomeld ”  You finish the sentence. If not a world leader,
then a superb father] An excellent teacher(] A gifted healerd] An innovative problem solver] An
inspiring artistC] A generous philanthropist[]

Where and how you will encounter this child is a mystery. But believe that one child’ s future may depend
upon influence only you can provide, and something remarkable will happen. For no young person will ever
be ordinary to you again. And you will never be the same.

gobonb 10
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A little boy invited his mother to attend his elementaryschool’ sfirst teacher-parent conference. To the little
boy sdismay, shesaid she would go. This would be the first time that hisclassmatesand teacher met his mother
and he was embarrassed byherappearance. Although she was a beautiful woman, there was aseverescar that
covered nearly the entire center side of her face. The boynever wanted to talk about why or how she got the
scar.

At the conference, the people were impressed by the kindnessandnatural beauty of his mother despite the
scar, but the littleboywas still embarrassed and hid himself from everyone. Hedid,however, get within earshot
of a conversation between hismotherand his teacher, and heard them speaking.

How did you get the scar on your face? the teacher asked. The mother replied, When my son was a baby, he
was in a roomthatcaught on fire . Everyone was too afraid to go in because thefirewas out of control, so |
went in. As | was running toward hiscrib ,I saw a beam coming down and | placed myself over him
tryingtoprotect him. | was knocked unconscious but fortunately, afiremancame in and saved both of us. She
touched the burned sideof herface. This scar will be permanent 8, but to this day, Ihave neverregretted doing
what | did.

At this point, the little boy came out running towards hismotherwith tears in his eyes. He hugged her and felt
anoverwhelmingsense of the sacrifice that his mother had made forhim. He heldher hand tightly for the rest
of the day.
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