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7 ) BT ENKXOFHESEY), 8XRITE, AXKBRRAE, HiFait
im]:  “dad, why peach blossom source? Why not other fruit?” </
p><p>Dad smiled and said, &#34;You see, my little buddy. Peach
Blossom Spring is not just a place with peaches. 1t&#39;s like a
metaphor for a paradise where everything is perfect and peacef
ul.&#34; He paused for a moment before continuing, &#34;And y
ou know what? Your mom has her own version of that paradise.
&#34;</p><p><img src=""/static-img/IBLu4-ruOtpBzIfRqjLNOMM
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j8Upglf.jpg"></p><p>That night after dinner, we all sat in the livi
ng room together. Dad pulled out an old photo album from his tr
unk and began to flip through it slowly.</p><p>&#34;Look at thi
s,&#34; he said as he stopped on a page with pictures of your mo
m when she was younger. She was smiling brightly in front of lus
h greenery and colorful flowers.</p><p><img src="/static-img/f
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_WX20YgGqQIl6svhWuijlfjO1j8Upglf.jpg"></p><p>&#34;This is M
om&#39;s Peach Blossom Spring?&#34; | asked curiously.</p><p
>&#34;Yes,&#34; dad replied with a chuckle. &#34;Your mom ha
s always been fond of nature and beautiful landscapes. And now
that she&#39;s retired from work, she spends most of her time t
ending to our garden.&#34;</p><p><img src="/static-img/BWdW
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20YgGqQI6svhWuijlfj01j8Upglf.jpg'></p><p>As we continued to
look through the photos together, | realized that my dad had sh
ared his wife&#39;s secret garden with me without even realizin
g it himself! The idea struck me like lightning: What if we could t
urn our backyard into Mom&#39;s Peach Blossom Spring?</p><
p>The next day after school, | gathered up some tools from the g
arage along with my friends who were eager for adventure too!
We set off to transform our yard into something new!</p><p><i
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</p><p>With sweat dripping down their faces but grins on their
cheeks (and mine), they worked tirelessly throughout the aftern
oon under the sunbeams filtering through leaves above us while
sharing stories about how amazing life can be when people com
e together united by one common dream—creating memories!</
p><p>After weeks&#39; hard work turned our ordinary lawn int
o an extraordinary haven filled full blooms - roses red; daffodils
bright yellow; lilacs purple &amp; pink; lavender blue &amp; wh



ite...it felt magical indeed!</p><p><a href = "/pdf/710919-8B &+
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