One morning, as they sat -.a_:_ud.Wat_éhg,i‘_tﬁ_ﬁ-;ﬁ_u_n__xi_é_-:..toge ther, she asked
about the leaves that cover,ed.}iﬁs: branch&s—aﬂ _hgart—;éhﬁped, fresh and green.

“These are memories of the life I've led,” he told her.

“I've tried to let go of all the bad ones and hold on

to all the good ones that have grown.”

She asked if she would ever have any le

He took her hand.

“Cotne with'ine and [ 21 &hGWEu =

it’s time for you to see and learn.”
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- Soonshehadleaves too, all heart-shaped, i

But, above all, don’t forget to

sometimes let t]:lj_ngs bei

to STOP and enjoy the view.”
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