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“If you could have been here to get one thing out of your room, what would it have been?” asked my mom.

I stood in silence, looking from my backyard into the remains of what had been my home for the first 16 years of my life.  Her question echoed inside my head.

Would I have grabbed my computer?  This thought came to me as I watched the twisted, blackened metal of what used to be my computer chair drop down to the ground.  My computer did have all of the writing I had done over the previous few years, as well as my entire music collection.  All of the stories and essays I had written would be missed, and my assemblage of music would surely take years to rebuild.  Maybe I would have retrieved the football autographed by my favorite football player, Terrell Owens; a ball worth hundreds of dollars.  The signed ball was given to me as a birthday present by my uncle, and due to Owens’s recent successes, the stock of the ball would be rising.  Then a bureau came hurtling down, the bureau that had served as my trophy case since my first soccer tournament as an eight-year-old.  All of the medals, plaques and trophies I had won over the years, my source of pride, my showcase of accomplishments. It was all reduced to nothing more than ashes.

As I watched the firemen drop the charred belongings out of the second-story hole that had been my window just that morning, it struck me.  The things that I treasure most 
could not come flying from that window.  They were within me, and I was waiting to see them emerge. 


What I learned at that instant is that the things I treasure most in this world are my memories.  No fire can take away the thoughts that have replayed in my mind countless times.  I will always remember waking up on birthdays, and seeing my bedroom adorned with balloons.  Wrestling with my brother in the living room.  Playing chess with Dad in front of the fire.   Painting with Mom at the kitchen table.  My home has been much more than a place for me to keep my belongings; it has been the site of my fondest childhood recollections.  I will never outgrow my memories, and I will never stop cherishing them.  
My family was safe, the dog was on a leash in the backyard, and the cat was on the prowl through the woods.  All of my loved ones were out of the house, and what had been left inside was now gone.  In the bigger scheme of things, the replaceable possessions in life, no matter their monetary value or collector’s worth, are nothing more than replaceable.


“There was nothing I needed.” I replied.   
