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But Mom never came back after that, so I knew she had to be dead. The
only thing that comforted me was knowing that there were nuns taking care
of her as she died.

And me? I felt so lonesome. About the only thing I ever had a chance to
say was “My father is dead. My mother is dead. Have pity on me!” Every
night, I would buy a ball of rice to eat, but even the rice seller never
bothered to talk to me.
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