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I Want to Be Small Again!
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Sarah’s mother had a new baby named Maria. Naturally, the whole family began to focus on the baby, watching her every move and listening to her tiny sounds. Sarah started to feel a little bit jealous.

"Mom doesn't care about me like before," Sarah whispered to herself. "She loves Maria more than me. I want to be small like my sister; Mom carries her all the time!"
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One day, Sarah went to her mother and said, "Mom, I want to be a baby like Maria again. You take care of her much more than me."

"Your sister is just very small and needs more help," her mother explained gently. "I love you just as much as I love her. A mother’s love is the same for all her children. When you were her age, I took care of you exactly like this."

But Sarah was upset. "No! I want to be a baby so you can look after me just like Maria. I want you to treat us exactly the same!"

Her mother thought for a moment and said, "But Sarah, you are older now. It’s impossible to treat a five-year-old like a five-month-old."

"I don't care!" Sarah insisted. "I want to be five months old, not five years old!"

"Very well," her mother agreed with a smile.

The next morning, the mother placed Sarah next to Maria. She brought two baby bottles filled with milk.

"Mom, I don't want this!" Sarah cried. "I want my regular breakfast."

"But you said you are five months old now," her mother replied calmly. "Babies can’t eat solid food yet."

Later, as they sat together, Sarah started to feel very bored. "I want to go out and play in the garden!"
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"Oh no," her mother said. "You are a baby, just like your sister. You must stay in the room. The garden isn't safe for a tiny baby; you might hurt yourself."

Sarah sighed and whispered, "What a boring life..."

Then, Sarah saw her mother eating a piece of candy. "I want a piece of candy too!" Sarah begged.

"No, dear," her mother said. "Candy isn't good for babies."
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Sarah went to look for her favorite toy, but she couldn't find it. "Mom, where is my toy?"

"You can't play with that anymore," her mother answered. "It’s not suitable for a little baby."

Finally, Sarah couldn't take it anymore. "Mom! I don't want to be a baby like Maria. Her life is so boring! I just want to be ME again."

Sarah ran to her mother and gave her a big hug. "Now I understand what you meant. You love me just as much as Maria, but she just needs more of your time and care because she is small. I’m so glad I’m a big girl! I love you, Mom, and I love my sister too
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The Ladder of Art
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Isabella’s mother walked into her daughter’s room to find it cluttered with torn papers and unfinished sketches. Isabella sat there, the frustration evident on her face as she tried to draw.

"What are all these torn papers?" her mother asked.

"I’m just not good at drawing," Isabella replied sadly.
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"Let me see what you’ve done," her mother said gently.

"Here, look... it’s not beautiful at all," Isabella sighed, handing over a sketch.

Her mother took the drawing, looking at it with genuine surprise. "But this is wonderful! Especially for a girl your age."

"I’m not happy with it," Isabella insisted. "I’m going to tear it up."

"No, don't! I’m going to keep it. It’s lovely," her mother replied.

"But I want my drawings to look more realistic, and I just can't do it," Isabella said firmly. "I’ve decided to quit drawing altogether."

Her mother thought for a moment and then said, "Fine. You can quit. But on one condition."

"What is it?" Isabella asked.

"Before you stop, you must finish a final series of drawings. Tape every single one to your bedroom wall until the entire wall is covered. Number them as you go, starting from number one."

Isabella agreed. Deep down, she loved drawing and found joy in it, but her perfectionism was holding her back from her dream of becoming a professional artist.

Day after day, Isabella drew. She numbered each piece and taped them to the wall
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