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—R - WU EBHERA ?
My father, with a hoarse voice, pulled my hands and said, “How can | go?”

But I said, “Dad, if you don’t go, I will be scared. If you are there, | will not

be nervous.”

Father said, “Yin-Tze, do not be scared. No matter how hard the difficulty is,

as long as you do it head on, you will overcome it.”

“Then, Dad, can you force yourself to get up from the bed and go with me to

school?”’

Father looked at me and shook his head. He did not reply to my question,
turned his face to the wall, and raised his hands to look at his fingernails.
Then he turned and exhorted me, “Tomorrow, you must get up early, pack
yourself and go to school. It will be your last day to be in elementary school.

Don’t be late.”
“I know that, Dad.”

“Without me, you must manage yourself and take care of your younger

brothers and sisters. You have grown up already. Am I right, Yin-Tze?”

“Yes.” Although I promised, I felt uncomfortable when I heard what my

father said. Since that time six years ago, have | ever been late again?



