
[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ]

[image: ][image: ]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

🌿 FOREWORD

[image: ]


Foreword

Saiyai–Songwai, Part Two: A Bond That Grows**

Family bonds never truly stop growing.

Even when time urges one person forward,

slows another down,

or gently guides a child toward becoming who they will be—

their hearts somehow keep drifting closer.

In this volume, the author welcomes you into the quiet world of one family—

where a father and mother stand as steady guardians,

offering support like soft shade on a warm afternoon;

where a young boy begins to discover the shape of his future;

and where a grandmother, whose hands now tremble

and whose memories sometimes blur,

still gives a love to her grandchild

that shines clearer than ever.

These ten chapters are woven with

new discoveries in technology,

the familiar fragrance of home-cooked meals,

a school project that becomes a bridge between generations,

and gentle moments when a young boy learns

what it means to care for someone else.

Every scene is a reminder that shared time

between two generations is far too precious

to fade quietly into the background.

The author has placed honesty in every chapter—

the small triumphs of a child finding his way,

the quiet and natural changes that come with aging—

so that readers may see:

even as the body slows,

the human heart can remain kind, steady, and beautiful

when someone walks beside it.

Saiyai–Songwai, Part Two

is more than another warmhearted tale.

It is a keepsake of love, understanding,

and two generations learning to grow together

no matter how wide the world around them becomes.

May your heart feel a little warmer

when you reach the final page,

and may you look toward the people in your home

with gentler eyes than before.

With warmth from the heart,

Fah Prakaidao
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Introduction

Saiyai–Songwai, Part Two: A Bond That Grows Together**

Morning arrives softly in a small home

filled with the warmth of family meals,

easy laughter,

and the gentle footsteps of three—or sometimes four—loved ones.

These simple moments slowly form a new world:

a world where a young boy grows day by day,

where a mother and father steady every rhythm of the household,

and where a grandmother, though slower now,

still carries a heart warmer than any sun.

As the boy grows, so does his world—

a new school, new friends, new dreams—

each one making his heart beat a little faster.

Grandmother, too, has a “new world”:

digital tools, new technology,

and tiny tasks she must learn again and again.

But she never gives up—her grandson is beside her,

and the mother of the house gently gathers

both generations into the same loving embrace.

Roles shift as time moves on.

The little boy who once pouted now becomes a small helper—

steadying Grandmother when she feels dizzy,

taking her temperature with the same concentration

he gives to his science lessons.

Grandmother, once the constant giver,

slowly becomes the one receiving help.

In return, she offers simple wisdom from her own life—

wisdom her grandson translates

into the language of modern science.

Each day brings something new:

quiet conversations, playful moments,

and scenes so sweet one must hide a smile.

The truths of childhood,

the realities of aging,

and the gentle patterns of family life blend together,

teaching them that—

Growing up does not mean growing apart.

It means learning to walk forward together,

even when their steps no longer match.

This is where every story in this book begins—

with love that deepens,

gentleness that blossoms,

and a bond that refuses to fade

no matter how much time passes.

If you are ready, let us begin this journey—

into the world of the grandson and the grandmother,

the old and the new,

woven softly into one beautiful bond.

With love and tenderness,

Fah Prakaidao
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Blurb

When a child’s world begins to widen,

and an elder’s world gently slows...

their bond only grows stronger.

From the thrill of a first school year,

to afternoons when Grandmother learns the tablet

right beside her grandson;

from homework solved with heart,

to small seaside trips that soften the soul—

every step this family takes

becomes a quiet lesson in love.

A love that never rushes,

never stops,

but moves forward together, little by little.

The boy grows taller, his dreams clearer.

Grandmother may forget small things,

but never her grandson—her brightest star.

Mother and father stand as a bridge between two worlds,

keeping every hand warm in theirs.

This story reminds us:

Growing up does not create distance.

It deepens love, softens hearts,

and makes life more beautiful—

at the pace of the heart.

Saiyai–Songwai, Part Two: A Bond That Grows Together

A simple, heartfelt tale that lingers—

and may help you believe again

that family love never fades.

It grows with us.
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Short Blurb

A boy growing up.

A grandmother slowing down.

And a tender bond

that guides their two worlds forward together.

From her first tablet

to homework solved with heart,

from the boy’s blooming dreams

to Grandmother’s gentle hopes—

this story reminds us:

Some kinds of love

always grow together.
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Morning in the small house at the heart of the city was filled with the gentle scent of scrambled eggs and the soft aroma of toast rising from the electric toaster.

The faint clinking of plates and spoons blended into a familiar melody of warmth that greeted the family every day.

But today was different.

It was the first day of school for the family’s only son—

an eleven-year-old boy stepping into the wider world of upper elementary school,

a world full of changes in his body, his thoughts,

and his tender, growing heart.

“Are you awake, sweetheart? Today is an important day,”

Mother called softly as she placed a warm breakfast plate on the round wooden table.

The bedroom door opened slowly.

The boy stepped out wearing the T-shirt he had proudly chosen the night before.

The colors did not match his pants very well,

but his parents exchanged a quiet smile.

They knew it was a meaningful milestone—

children between ten and thirteen begin forming their own identity,

wanting to choose, wanting to decide,

wanting to show they have grown just a little more.

“Mom, I picked my own shirt today. I’m wearing this one,”

he said with a shy glow of pride.

Mother brushed his hair gently.

“Of course, sweetheart. I think it looks just right on you.”

Behind them, morning sunlight streamed through the kitchen doorway,

resting softly on Grandmother’s warm smile.

She sat in her favorite old wooden chair,

a sky-blue shawl draped gently over her shoulders.

Though time had etched delicate lines across her face,

her eyes remained bright and full of life.

“Come here, dear. Grandma will tie your shoelaces,”

she said, patting her lap in invitation.

The boy walked over but knelt down politely.

“I can tie them myself, Grandma. I’m big now.”

Grandmother chuckled softly.

“Big, yes... but today is special.

Let me be part of it—just for today.”

Her fingers worked the laces together.

Though her hands trembled slightly—

a natural sign of age as the nerves slowed with time—

the boy watched her with concern, not fear.

“Grandma... your hands are shaking again?”

“Mm, just a little. Don’t worry, dear.

It’s normal for old folks.”

She smiled and tightened the bow neatly.

“See? I can still tie them.”

The boy beamed.

“It’s the nicest bow I’ve ever had.”

Just then, Father stepped in with the car keys in one hand

and the boy’s carefully packed backpack in the other.

He was a quiet man, yet attentive to every detail—

especially on days when his son faced something new.

“Ready to go? We should leave a bit early.

Traffic will be heavy today,” he said gently.

Mother set a plate in front of the boy.

“Eat a little, dear. You need energy for school.

Excited or not, your stomach still needs fuel.”

As he ate, the boy imagined the new school—

new friends, new teachers, new classrooms.

Excitement swirled with nerves,

and he pressed his lips together

as if trying to summon courage.

Mother noticed.

“Nervous, sweetheart?” she asked softly.

He nodded.

“A little... Do you think my new friends will be nice, Mom?”

“I think they will,” she replied with a warm smile.

“You’re kind and polite. That’s more than enough.”

Father added in his steady, reassuring voice,

“If you fall, stand back up.

If some kids don’t like you, find new friends.

Don’t be afraid to learn from life, son.”

His words were quiet, yet they warmed the space around the breakfast table.

After the meal, the boy slung his backpack over his shoulder

and walked to Grandmother.

She stroked his head tenderly,

as if gathering every small moment into her heart.

“You grow every day...

but to me, you’ll always be the child I love to tie shoelaces for,”

she whispered.

The boy paused, then wrapped his arms around her.

He was still smaller than she was,

yet the warmth he gave was immense.

Father started the car.

The family of four walked out together—

a simple moment, yet full of quiet happiness.

Before getting in, the boy looked back at Grandmother,

as if making sure she wouldn’t feel lonely while he was gone.

Mother reassured him,

“Grandma will be with me all day. Don’t worry, sweetheart.”

The car rolled slowly away from the house.

Grandmother waved from the doorway,

her soft blessing drifting after them—

“May today be a
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