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that have shaped you into who you are
today. In doing so, we hope to shed
light onto the diversity of people and
stories that make up our community.
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The Best of You is a space for you to

appreciate the people and experiences

I want my children to say that proudly. I see it in their eyes. I see it in But the children of Chow Kit are different. They are not afraid of
their eagerness to learn more. I know they can be future leaders. I know strangers at all. When you teach them simple things like counting, or
they can change things in this country. how to play a game, their faces light up with eagerness. It shows in the

way they call me 'Cikgu Ayu’. It shows when mothers bring their children
down while it’s raining. To me, charity is about being with people, and
acknowledging their existence. Memanusiakan manusia.

I co-founded Buku Jalanan Chow Kit for these children. I want them to

think about a life beyond Chow Kit. When people think about Chow Kit,

they have a negative image of it. Because of this, I was really nervous

on my first visit! I really didn't know what to expect. I always tell my kids, “"Let’s learn and grow together. Let’s change
things.” I believe in them.



June Ngooi

I was fifteen when my parents first broke the news to me
that I was adopted. They had not planned to tell me this
early but it was laid bare to me all the same. It took a few
days for me to process it (for I was naught but a child
growing into maturity then) but deep down, I knew that
this truth would not change any existing dynamic
between my parents. They are still the people who have
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raised me and they are still my parents.

(my roots are stemmed deep in my veins;
I am from blood and dust)

As I advanced and matured on with life, acceptance
came naturally to me for I was not of a character to
dwell on the hesitance of inevitability. The questions
that once plagued me of “"why did she give me up?”
or “where is she now?” have long abated and
replaced by contentment. I understood — without
resentment — that beating dead horses will get me
nowhere.

(the first step into wisdom is acknowledging that
not all questions can be answered)

I get by every passing day grateful to my parents
and for everything they have provided me with, but
on par with that, I am especially grateful to my
biological mother for bringing me into this world.
To be a conscious being from what was previously
a mere bunch of cells; to be able to touch what
grass feels like and to appreciate the things I love;
to be merely existing on this blue planet in the vast
endlessness of the Universe, that is what I am
grateful for.

(it is the littlest things with the greatest magnitude
that hold the most significance)

The best of me flows from the pumping of my heart,
coalesced by nature and nurture — a most miraculous
combination I can never assume to fathom. Without
my biological mother, there would be no me;
without a me, my parents would cease to be who
they are now. This is the correlation that makes the
beauty of existence. It is what makes the best of me
and I am thankful for it.

(there is no destruction without chaos
there is no chaos without frenzy

there is no frenzy without passion

there is no passion without beauty.

so tell me again that beauty does not
coexist with destruction,

that flowers cannot bloom after a storm.)

Nurul Alia Al-hassan

Let me begin with a confession.

I never had a good relationship with my father. If
someone asks, ‘How's your father?’ I lie and say
‘He's good’. There were so many things wrong with
our relationship, my father and I, and it's painful to
talk about it.

When I met my husband, he asked me '"Why do you
have so much self doubt?’ Being a very observant
person he noticed that I was always asking for his
approval... 'Is the food ok?’, 'Did I do this right?’,
‘Are you happy with me?’. I told him that once upon
a time when I was younger and cuter, my father
would tell me that I would never amount to anything.
He also told me that without his money I was a
nobody. I could go on, but again, it’s too painful.

Effa Zalifah

AYAH. It is just a simple word but brings a thousand
meaning to everybody. I lost him when I was 15. It
happened in a blink of an eye. A night before he
collapsed, we went through a few conversations and
he went out to warung with my mother. While
waiting for my mother, I asked him where did he
want to go and he replied me by saying, “"Going to
kubur to find a place” and then he laughed. I joked
with him, “Okay, do tell me where do you want us to
bury you and I will make it.” He said "Make sure you
place me near the abah’s kubur, and I had already
reserved the place.” We laughed together and he
kissed me on my forehead and reminded me about
many things. I started to feel weird because he
rarely do these things. I kissed his hand & said,
"Adik sayang ayah” and watched them go. He waved
to me and smiled broadly. Around 9 pm, I got a call
from my father’s assistant saying that my father
fainted while doing his job and they will pick me up.
I felt like the time had stopped. My world has
reached to the end. I quickly called my siblings and
told them what has happened. So when I reached
the place, I can see the ambulance and lots of people
there. I pushed all of them and sat by my father’s
side. I can see how hard it was for my father to
breathe but he still smiled to me and put his hand
on my face and tried to wipe away the tears. At the
hospital, the doctors tried their best to save my dad,
but Allah loves him the most. The doctors said that
is no chance or possibility that my father can live



My story is not about pain, is about the amazing
power ‘love’ has above all trials and tribulations, so
stick with me will ya? When we got married my
husband and I, we got pregnant, and miscarried...
we cried and hug each other every night. Today we
have a 2-year-old daughter (who drives me insane
mind you). I watched my husband love her, support
her, and tell her ‘You can do it sayang!’. I watch
them laugh and kiss and fight and kiss again. I might
have never had that chance with my father, but I am
thankful that my daughter does and that is all that
matters. I learned that to break the cycle of pain is to
invest in more love, no matter what the past has
done to you. Your children are a reflection of yourself,
love them even when it seems impossible (I'm not
saying spoil them rotten), kiss them (after you've
given them a lecture) when they spill a big bowl of
mac and cheese on the floor, tell them you love them
at night before bed, hold their hand and tell them
mommy and daddy is here for you.

Words do hurt a lifetime, I am a living proof, but
please don't feel sorry for me, smile because I am
certain that this too shall pass. Smile, because there’s
nothing more beautiful to know that everything heals.
LIFE IS WHAT WE MAKE IT TO BE. Spare your
children the constant self-doubt I had all my life.
Especially if you have a daughter, teach her the sky is
the limit, she is free to dance in the rain and she can
play professional football if she wants to!

I am on the road of recovery, my therapy is to love my
child every day, every night for the rest of my life,
and watching my dear husband (who I still don’t
understand why he married me) give my daughter the
best fatherly love. Thank you, my husband, for loving
our daughter.

KNS

longer. Around the ICU, the crowd are my dad’s
friends. All of them look sad and some of them were
crying. I went to the ward and told my dad "Ayah,
semua kawanZ2 ayah ada kat luar, mereka tunggu ayah
bangun.” Sadly, only the machine’s sound answered
me. We prayed all the night, didn’t sleep just to see
our only hero. Being a hero in the family, he is truly
a hero because he survived his life for another
night. At last, the time had come. When the doctor
took off the oxygen mask, I heard a long beep sound.
And I know, from that moment I had lost my only
hero. I managed to put him near his abah. Dear ayah,
I didn’t have any chances to repay all your kindness.
I would like to say thank you for everything you had
sacrified for us. Your love, advice, your words would
always in my heart. No words can express my love
towards you, En Fadir Abd Aziz. Adik sayang ayah
dan adik sentiasa rindu ayah. Guys, please appreciate
your parents. There is no replacement. They are our
paradise ;)
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Share your story and

inspire others today!
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I was so angry. I lost control.
Patrick

I remember running after this guy with a stick. I couldn’t stop whacking him, even

when a teacher saw me. I had a bad temper then.

Because of this, I was called to the school office. By then, all my friends had been
expelled. I was the only one left. Mrs. Steve, my school’s discipline mistress, wanted
to speak with me. So I did. And what she said lives with me till today.

"I see a spark in you — don’t throw that away. I love you like a son.”

I was 14 then and her words really hit me. Here was someone who cared about me,
telling me not to throw my life away. She thought I was worth saving — something I
had never considered before. I told myself I needed to change. I stayed in school,
and started doing well. I battled the darkness in me and soon after, I found my faith
in Christianity. Throughout the entire time, it was Mrs. Steve’s words that kept me
going.

I'm now 45, married, with two kids of my own. Life could have easily gone a different
way. But I've had many angels in my life - angels like Mrs. Steve. And now, her
legacy lives on with me.

WHO IS THE
BEST OF YOU? >hare

Seems like a simple question, but for most of us, we will need YO u r
a while to think about it. And that is what this social movement

1s about — finding a quiet moment in our busy lives and S t O rY
appreciating the people or experiences who have moulded us

into who we are today. and lnsplre
Since 2014, we have received thousands of stories from people O t h e r S t O d aY'

like you and me. It was humbling to realise that amazing stories ‘

Think about who or what brings

unfold around us all the time, while we are busy minding our
out the best of you

own lives.

Your shared stories can go on to encourage and even empower ‘ Select a photo or video to
others. It might even be a life-changing experience for yourself accompany your story
and many others. So, tell us about The Best of You.

‘ Send us your story at
www.the-best-of-you.com
HAPPENINGS

This year, we will be holding a series of events and exhibitions at various shopping malls. To round
off our activities for 2016, we will be holding a Finale Exhibition this November. Come join us at
these exhibitions and experience more of these stories.
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