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A True Story of Courage and Love

David. Kuzminsk

Walking down a path through some woods in Georgia, I saw a water puddle a-
head on the path. I angled my direction to go around it on the part of the path that
wasn’t covered by water and mud. As I reached the puddle, I was suddenly attacked!
Yet I did nothing for the attack was so unpredictable and from a source so totally un-
expected. I was startled as well as unhurt, despite having been struck four or five
times already. I backed up a foot and my attacker stopped attacking me. Instead of
attacking more, he hovered in the air on graceful but terfly wings in front of me. Had
I been hurt I wouldn’t have found it amusing, but I was unhurt, it was funny, and I
was laughing. After all, I was being attacked by a butterfly!

Having stopped laughing, I took a step forward. My attacker rushed me again.
He rammed me in the chest with his head and body, striking me over and over again
with all his might, still to no avail. For a second time, I retreated a step while my at-
tacker relented in his attack. Yet again, I tried moving forward. My attacker charged
me again. I was rammed in the chest over and over again. I wasn’t sure what to do,
other than to re treat a third time. After all, it’s just not every day that one is attacked
by a butterfly. This time, though, I stepped back several paces to look the situation
over. My attacker moved back as well to land on the ground. That’s when I discov-

ered why my attacker was charging me only moments earlier. He had a mate and she
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was dying. She was beside the puddle where he landed.

Sitting close beside her, he opened and closed his wings as if to fan her. I could
only admire the love and courage of that butterfly in his concern for his mate. He
had taken it upon himself to attack me for his mate’s sake, even though she was
clearly dying and I was so large. He did so just to give her those extra few precious
moments of life, should I have been careless enough to step on her. Now I knew why
and what he was fighting for. There was really only one option left for me. 1 care-
fully made my way around the puddle to the other side of the path, though it was on-
ly inches wide and extremely muddy. His courage in attacking something thousands
of times larger and heavier than himself just for his mate’s safety justified it. I
couldn’t do anything other than reward him by walking on the more difficult side of
the puddle. He had truly earned those moments to be with her, undisturbed.

I left them in peace for those last few moments, cleaning the mud from my
boots when I later reached my Car.

Since then, I’ve always tried to remember the courage of that butterfly whenev-
er | see huge obstacles facing me. I use that butterfly’s courage as an inspiration and

to remind myself that good things are worth fighting for.
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The Fence

There was a little boy with a bad temper. His father gave him a bag of nails and
told him, every time he lost his temper, to hammer a nail in the back fence. The first
day the boy had driven 37 nails into the fence. Then it gradually dwindled down. He
discovered it was easier to hold his temper than to drive those nails into the fence.

Finally the day came when the boy didn’t lose his temper at all. He told his fa-
ther about it and the father suggested that the boy now pull out one nail for each day
when he was able to hold his temper. The days passed and the young boy was finally
able to tell his father that all the nails were gone.

The father took his son by the hand and led him to the fence. He said, “You
have done well, my son, but look at the holes in the fence. The fence will never be
the same. When you say things in anger, they leave a scar just like this one. You can
put a knife in a man and draw it out. It won’t matter how many times you say I'm

sorry, the wound is still there. A verbal wound is as bad as a physical one.”
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Mikey’s Goal

Last night was the last game for my eight—year—old son’s soccer team. It was
the final quarter. The score was two to one, my son’s team in the lead. Parents encir-
cled the field, offering encouragement.

With less than ten seconds remaining, the ball rolled in front of my son’s
teammate, one Mikey O’Donnel. With shouts of “Kick it! ” echoing across the field,
Mikey reared back and gave it everything he had. All round me the crowd: erupted.
O’ Donnel had scored!

Then there was silence. Mikey had scored all right, but in the wrong goal, end-
ing the game in a tie. For a moment there was total hush. You see, Mikey has
Down’s syndrome and for him there is no such thing as a wrong goal. All goals were
celebrated by a joyous hug from Mikey. He had even been known to hug the oppos-
ing players when they scored.

The silence was finally broken when Mikey, his face filled with joy, grabbed my
son, hugged him and yelled, “I scored! Iscored! Everybody won! Everybody won! ”
For a moment I held my breath, not sure how my son would react. I need not have wor-
ried. I watched, through tears, as my son threw up his hand in the classic high—five
salute and started chanting, “Way to go Mikey! Way to go Mikey! ” Within moments
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both teams surrounded Mikey, joining in the chant and congratulating him on his goal.
Later that night, when my daughter asked who had won, I smiled as I replied,

“It was a tie. Everybody won.”
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