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The Wealth of the Heart

I’ve been thinking a lot lately about where I come from. When people look at me now, they

see the person I’ve become, but they don't always see the foundation that was built in a house

where money was scarce, but hope was everywhere.

I grew up in a family that the world would call "poor." There were days when the cupboards

were more an idea than a reality, and nights when the wind felt like it was sitting right there in

the room with us. But looking back, I realize that "poor" is such a thin word for such a thick

experience.

I remember my parents’ hands—always working, always tired, but always reaching out to pull

us closer. My mother had this incredible gift for making a single pot of soup feel like a

celebratory banquet. My father had a way of fixing things that should have been broken

beyond repair, teaching us that just because something is worn out doesn't mean it’s lost its

value.

We didn't have the newest toys or the finest clothes, but we had a table where everyone was

welcome and a home where the walls were held together by stories. We learned the value of a

dollar, yes, but more importantly, we learned the value of a promise. We learned that you don't

need a lot to give a lot.

That upbringing is my secret strength. It gave me a perspective that I wouldn't trade for any

amount of comfort. It taught me that resilience isn't just about surviving the storm—it's about

how you take care of each other while it's raining.

So, when I talk about my "poor" family, I say it with a quiet pride. Because they gave me an



inheritance that can never be taxed or taken away: a heart that knows how to find light in the

dark and a soul that knows exactly what it’s worth.

With love and reflection, 

[Your Name] 
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