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�D�� Hope and Courage 
 
  Buddy Marsh, a truck driver for 40 years, steered his gasoline tanker down 
the busy road leading to New Zealand�s biggest shopping mall, in South Auckland. The 
39-ton truck and trailer held more than 8,700 gallons of gasoline. It was Thursday 
evening, August 9, 1990. 
  As the rig neared the mall, a taxi left the parking lot and pulled out, partially 
blocking Marsh�s lane. He swung away, and a glance in his mirrors showed his trailer 
just clearing the taxi. Looking ahead again, he gasped in horror. A stopped car lay 
directly in his path.  
  Marsh spun the steering wheel and hit the air brakes. Too late. The truck 
slammed into the rear of the car, spinning it around and rupturing its fuel tank. Gasoline 
sprayed both vehicles and instantly ignited. The trailer jackknifed and toppled onto the 
car. 
  Marsh radioed his shift mate. 0Brian, I�ve had an accident! I�m on fire. Call 
the emergency services!3 He jumped from his cab and ran toward the car, which lay 
beneath the overturned trailer, flames licking upward. Worse, fuel was spewing out of a 
hole in the trailer. The whole rig could blow!  
  3Let�s go mum!3 Shirley Young begged her mother, Gaylene. It was Thursday 
- the late shopping night at Manukau City Centre mall. For the 12-year-old, this was a 
highlight of the week. So her mother grabbed her car keys, and they were on their way. 
  As they approached the mall, Gaylene pulled over to the curb and dropped 
Shirley off.  0Wait, Mum,3 she said. 0My money83 Opening the passenger door, Shirley 
leaned in to tell her mother that she had forgotten her purse and would have to go back 
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home to get it. 
  One second Gaylene Young was talking with her daughter; the next, she was 
whirling around in a vortex of crumpling metal. Flames poured into the car. Where is 
Shirley? Gaylene thought frantically. A sudden, excruciating pain shot up her legs - her 
clothes were burning. She tried to open the buckled doors. 0No!3 she screamed.  
3I won�t die like this!3  
  Marsh got to the car just as a bystander, David Petera, hauled Gaylene out 
and used his body to smother the flames on her. Above the roar of the fire, Marsh heard 
a voice calling, 0Mum, Mum!3 He searched beneath the toppled trailer and saw a dark-
haired girl trapped in a tiny space between a rear wheel and the chassis. 
  Marsh took Shirley beneath the arms, but he couldn�t budge her. The wheel 
assembly had pinned her lower body to the ground. Petera crawled in alongside. 
Through a gap in the chassis Marsh could see a stream of fuel spilling from the trailer 
into the gutter. 0We�ve got to get her out now!3 he shouted to Petera. 
  Marsh dashed back to the burning cab and twisted the ignition key. The 
engine roared to life. He inched the rig forward, but Shirley shrieked in pain. 0It�s no 
good,3 Petera called. 0She�s still trapped.3 
  A wall of fire ran the entire length of the tanker, threatening to sweep under 
the trailer where Shirley lay. Marsh grabbed an extinguisher from the truck�s cab and 
sprayed around the girl, hoping to buy precious seconds. 
  Then came a thunderous boom as an explosion blew a hole in one of the 
trailer�s four fuel compartments. Marsh and Petera, shielded from the full force of the 
blast by the trailer�s chassis, staggered out into the open. A policeman ordered them 
away. Truck, trailer and car were now lost behind flames shooting 100 yards into the air. 
  3That poor girl.3 Marsh said. 0She didn�t have a chance.3 
  Sirens blaring, two fire engines from Manukau Station arrived. The heat was 
so intense that one of the first firefighters on the scene, Royd Kennedy, saw his boots, 
fireproof trousers and the rubber on his breathing apparatus begin to singe. When he 
and his partner, Mike Keys, turned a hose on the fire, the water just turned to steam. 
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  Uppermost in the firefighters� minds was the knowledge that tankers can 
blow up in a giant fuel and air-vapor conflagration reaching outward for hundreds of 
yards. About 20,000 shoppers were packed into the mall that night, just 100 yards from 
the burning truck. 
  More fire crews arrived and concentrated on using the streams of water from 
their hoses to try to push the flames away from the tanker. But more explosions from the 
trailer forced Kennedy and the others back. 
  As they prepared for another assault on the fire, a high-pitched wail cut 
through the night. One firefighter dismissed it as expanding metal. When the eerie 
sound came again, it raised the hair on Kennedy�s neck. It�s coming from the tanker! he 
thought. Shielding his eyes, he peered into the wall of flames. For a split second they 
parted. Beneath the trailer he saw something waving - a child�s hand. 
  3Cover me!3 Kennedy shouted and ran straight into the inferno. 
  For ten minutes Shirley had been roasting in a sea of fire, crying for help. 
She was giddy with pain and gasoline fumes, and her mind began to drift. She had a 
sudden, vivid image of her grandfather, Edward Young, and her great-uncle, Vincent 
Bidios. Both had died years before, but she clearly recognized them. They�re guardian 
angels now. They�ll watch over me. The thought gave her new strength. Straining to see 
through the flames, Shirley glimpsed moving figures. Then, with every ounce of force 
she had, she screamed. 
  As Kennedy neared the blaze, the heat hit him like a physical blow, stinging 
his face through his visor. Under the trailer, he found Shirley clutching an overhead 
brake cable. Her hips and thighs were under the wheel assembly, and her legs were 
twisted up like a grasshopper�s next to her chest. 
  3I�m scared!3 Shirley wailed. 0Please don�t leave me!3 
  3I promise you I won�t,3 Kennedy said, looking into her trusting eyes. 0We�re 
in this together now, so we have to help each other.3 He cradled her body in his arms. 
The trailer was still shielding them from the main blaze, but the air was so thick with 
gasoline fumes that the two could barely breathe. 
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  Whoosh! The vapor suddenly ignited, and the air exploded around them. 
This is it, Kennedy thought. We�re goners. He felt sick with helplessness as flames 
washed over the girl. For a moment the fire drew back. Unstrapping his helmet, he said 
to Shirley, 0Put this on.3 He tightened the strap under her chin and flipped down the 
visor. 
  A second wave of fire washed over them. This time the helmet gave Shirley�s 
head some protection. But more explosions rocked the trailer. Kennedy looked down at 
the girl�s tortured body. I won�t leave you. I promise. He wrapped his arms tightly 
around her and waited for the final surge of flame that would surely immolate them both. 
  Instead there came a sudden ice-cold waterfall. 0My mates are here!3 
Kennedy yelled. 
  Four hoses were directed onto Kennedy and Shirley, and 1,200 gallons of 
freezing water were now cascading over them each minute. Ironically, the two began to 
shiver violently. They were in the first stages of hypothermia. 
  3We�ll get someone to relieve you,3 a fireman yelled to Kennedy. 
  3No,3 he said firmly. 0I must stay with her. I promised.3 
  Grant Pennycook, a paramedic from a waiting ambulance crew, donned a 
bunker coat and helmet and, biting back his fear, headed into the flames. As he crawled 
to where Shirley and Kennedy lay, he saw there was no room to get an I.V. drip going. 
Coming back out, he radioed the trauma team assembling at Middlemore Hospital. 
0Prepare for a patient with critical burns, fractures and crushing to her lower body.3 
Trauma victims need to get to a hospital within an hour of injury - the so-called golden 
hour - to have a decent chance of survival. Shirley had been under the tanker for over 30 
minutes. 
  Kennedy kept talking to keep her conscious. 0What do you watch on TV?3 he 
asked. They spoke about her favorite shows. This man�s so brave, Shirley told herself. 
He could get out of here any time he wants. She thought again of her guardian angels. 
Granddad and Uncle Vincent must have sent him. 
  Occasionally she would let out stifled moans. 0It�s okay - yell all you want,3 
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Kennedy encouraged. The pain was becoming unbearable. She cried out, pulling hard 
on his thick hair in her agony. But she never shed tears. 
  The flow of water faltered for an instant, and flames rolled in. When the water 
came pouring back, Kennedy was horrified to see several layers of skin on Shirley�s 
arms slide down around her wrists. She was also growing visibly weaker. 
  0Do you like horses?3 he asked, desperate to keep her talking. 
  3I�ve never been on a horse.3 
  3When we get out of here, I promise you a ride on my daughter�s horses.3 
  As Kennedy talked, he kept checking Shirley�s pulse. She�d been trapped for 
nearly 40 minutes. 
  Suddenly he felt Shirley�s pulse flutter, and she closed her eyes. 0Shirey, talk 
to me!3 he pleaded. She rallied briefly, lifted her head and looked into his eyes. 0If I don�t 
make it, tell Mum I love her,3 she whispered. Her head lolled back in his arms. 
  3We�re losing her!3 he yelled. 0Throw me an Air Viva!3 He put the mask of the 
portable resuscitator over her face and forced air into her lungs. She opened her eyes. 
  3You tell your mum yourself that you love her,3 he scolded. 0I promise I 
wouldn�t leave you. Now don�t you leave me!3 
  The desperate rescue team had brought in air bags to elevate the trailer. 
Made of rubber reinforced with steel, the bags could lift a railroad boxcar two feet - 
more than enough to slip the girl out. They slid one under each set of rear wheels and 
pumped in air. But the ground was sodden from all the water, and one of the air bags 
was sinking into the mud. Praying for the inches they needed, the rescue team shoved a 
small hydraulic ram under the chassis. The trailer rose slightly. It would have to be 
enough. 
  Kennedy gently untangled Shirley�s legs from under the wheel. They were 
crushed so badly that they were like jelly in his hands. Soon her crumpled body was 
loose from its prison. 
  We�re free! As Kennedy carried her to a stretcher, she smiled weakly at him, 
and he kissed her on the cheek. 0You�ve done it, Shirley,3 he said. Then, overcome by 
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fumes, shock and cold, he pitched forward into the arms of another firefighter. 
  Firemen were at last pouring foam onto the tanker. Any earlier, and it would 
have endangered Kennedy and the girl. The flames were quenched in minutes. 
  When Kennedy�s station officer, John Hyland, returned to the scene the next 
morning, he saw something that will haunt him for the rest of his life. For 70 yards, the 
top layer of asphalt had been melted away in the inferno, in one section down six inches 
to bare gravel - except for a patch about as big as a kitchen table, so lightly scorched 
by fire that a painted line was still visible. It was where Shirley had been lying. 0It was as 
if the devil was determined to take that girl,3 one firefighter said, 0and when she was 
snatched away, he just gave up.3 
  Middlemore orthopedic surgeons set Shirley�s fractures and implanted a pin 
in her crushed right leg. Burn specialists saved what they could of the charred flesh on 
her legs. But the shock to her young body had been massive. 0She may not pull 
through,3 the family was told. 
  For two weeks Shirley lay in intensive care, sometimes heavily sedated. 
Hooked to a respirator, she couldn�t talk. On the fourth morning, as she drifted in and out 
of sleep, she scrawled a note: 0I love you Mummy.3 The next day they wheeled Gaylene 
into Shirley�s ward, and mother and daughter wept with happiness. 
  Shirley�s calf muscle was so severely damaged that her right leg had to be 
amputated below the knee. She took the news bravely. 
  Despite an unwritten rule that firefighters should never visit victims - to guard 
against becoming too emotional on the job - Kennedy visited Shirley often, eating her 
chocolates and clowning with her. 0This kid is far too noisy,3 he scribbled on her chart. 
  3She�s a miracle child,3 Kennedy says. 0No one knows how she survived in 
there.3 
  But Shirley knows: 0I had a guardian angel watching over me.3 
   
  GHIIJ KLMNO PQRSTHGMUGMMVWกKLYLY 40 Z[GHS\HGMUGMMVWกY]^LKHY_GYP`YaZbLKUYYMU
\HG\HRSVJRVcIaZdefgeYhNกLM\iLjY_PLVNkclกmnYIN cHY_ZoYgeYhNกLM\iLjpqfVJRdWITcSỲrPJmnYIN 
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MUGMMVWกกHGMUtfrSpYHกMrKกHY 39 bHY KJY]^LKHYchefKLกกrfL 8,700 mกnncY TuvYH]Y_ZoY_rnL_hwY
rHYtxpHdGIJVJR 9 d`SpL\K 1990 
  TuvVJRMUGMMVWกกHGMUtfrS_TiLjกnigeYhNกLM\iL MUmVwกPJR\HYpYQRSmnfYccกyLกnLYycI
MU_TiLKLVJRUYYTrLSOfcSmnfYMUTcSKLMNOaZdfrYpYQRS _TLyQSpKWYtrSKLnHhpHกpnG mnv_KzRcKcSIe
กMvyกdfcSpnHSกw_pwYrfLMUtfrSpnGMUmVwกPJR\HYYH]YaIiprWIpr̀I mbf_KzRcKcSaZTiLSpYiLcJก _TLกw{Sv
Iirh\rLKbกjydWITJI MUhYbN\HYpYQRSycITrLSVLSchefTiLSpYiLtcIJ 
  KLMNOpKWYtrSKLnHhchfLSMrI_MwrmnvกMvVzG_GMกnK mbfdLhaZ_dJhmnir MUGMMVWก
OYViLhMUhYbNchfLSmMSyYMUpKWY\riLSmnvUHSY]^LKHYmbก Y]^LKHY_GYP`YกMvyLh_ZMcvMUVH]SdcS
\HYmnvb̀Ia|nWกapKiVHYVJ MUtfrS_prJRhSbHrTrLSn^Lmnirbvm\SVHGMUhYbN\HYYH]Y  
  KLMNOr̀VhWUQS_tzRcYMfrKกvTcS_TL 0aGMcHY {K_yccWGHb̀_pbW a|ก̂LnHSapKi Ofrh_MJhก
pYfrh}Wก_}`YIirh3 _TLกMvkyYccกyLกpicS\YTHGr̀RSaZVJRMUhYbNPQRSchefjbiMUtfrSVJR\rR^Lchef _Znra|
ก̂LnHSnWกktnSTQ]Y VJRMiLhกrfLYH]Yกw\zc Y]^LKHY_Oz]c_tn`SapnccกKLyLกMejYMUtfrS #$%##&'กก)%#$*+,-
./0#12%34546 
  3aZกHYYv\vmKf3 _OcMNnJ hHScicYrcY_กhNnJYmKfTcS_~c rHYYH]Y_ZoYrHYtxpHd� PQRS
geYhNกLM\iL_KzcSKLYe\c_Z�ITLhyYIQก yQS_ZoYrHYbzRY_biYVJRdWITcSdHZILpNd^LpMHG_Iwกpq`SrHh 12 
\YYJ] mKfTcS_~cyQSph̀GกWqmyMUKL mnirVH]SdcSกwccก_ÌYVLS 
  Tuv_TiLjกnigeYhNกLM\iL _กhNnJYycIMUO`ITcGUYYZnfch_OcMNnJnS 0_IJ�hr\fvmKf3 _~c
Gcก 0_S`YTcSpYe3 _OcMNnJ_Z�IZMvbeIiLY\YYHRS mnir_cYbHraZGcกmKfrfL_~cnzK_cLกMv_Z�L_S`YKL
mnvyvbicSกnHGaZ_cLกMv_Z�LVJRGiLY 
  jYr̀YLVJpYQRS _กhNnJY hHSก̂LnHSteIchefกHGneกdLr mbfr̀YLVJbfcKL bHr_~cกw_\riS\riLSchef
jYknpvVJRGWGGeiGJ]pKWYb̀]rmnv_Znra|nWกnLK_TiLKLTiLSjYMU _OcMNnJchefapY _กhNnJY\̀IchfLS
bMvpYก \rLK_ywGZrIchfLSMWYmMSmnfYTQ]YKLbLKTLVH]SdcSTiLS _dz]c{iLTcS_~cก̂LnHSapKia| _~c
thLhLKyv_Z�IZMvbeVJRZ�ImYfY 0aKf_cL3 _~cกMJIMicS 0}HYaKfhcKbLhmGGYJ]3 
  KLMNOKLUQSMUhYbN\HYYH]YTuvVJR{ei_pwY_pbWกLMuN\YpYQRS\zc_Ir̀I _t_VMLnLก_กhNnJYc
cกKLyLกMUmnvjOibHr_TLIHG_Znra|VJRapKibHr_~cchef KLMNOaIih̀Y_dJhSMicSrfL 0mKf\v mKf3 IHS��L
_dJhSa|VJRkpKchef _TL\iYpLjbiMUtfrSVJRbvm\Schef mnv_pwY_Iwก{eipq`S{KdJ_TiKb̀IchefjYVJR_nwก�
MvprfLSnicpnHSกHGOfrSnfLSTcSMU 
  KLMNOyHGjbimTY_OcMNnJ mbf_TLThHGbHr_~caKfaIi_nh dfrYnicbMQSVfcYnfLSTcS_~cariกHG
tz]Y _t_VML\nLY_TiLaZchefTiLS� yLกOfcSjYk\MSOfrSnfLS KLMNOKcS_pwYY]^LKHY_Oz]c_tn`SVJRMHRrccกKL
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yLกMUtfrSapn_ZoYVLSnSaZjYVfcY]^LV̀]S 0_MLbicS_cLbHr_~cccกKL24789,:7;3 _TLbvkกYGcก_t_VML 
  KLMNOr̀RSกnHGaZhHSVJRYHRS\YTHGMUGMMVWกPQRSก̂LnHSapKia|mnvG̀IกWqmyb̀I_\MzRcS 
_\MzRcShYbNb̀IdfS_dJhSIHS _TL_nzRcYMUaZTiLSpYiL_nwกYich mbf_OcMNnJdfS_dJhSกMJIMicSchfLS_ywGZrI 
0aKfKJZMvkhOYN3 _t_VMLbvkกYGcก 0_~chHSb̀Ichef3  
  a|_ZoYm{SnLKKLbLKTiLS\HYMUGMMVWกV̂LVfLrfLyvThLhnSaZjbiMUtfrSbMSyWIVJR 
_OcMNnJYcYchef KLMNO\riL_\MzRcSIHG_tn`SyLกVJRYHRS\YTHGMUGMMVWกmnvtfYaZMcG�bHr_Iwก Iirh
\rLKprHSrfLyvZMvr̀S_rnLVJRKJ\fLcJกdHกỲI 
  mnirกwKJ_dJhSIHSdYHRYTuvVJRmMSMv_G̀IV̂LjpiOfcSGMMyWY]^LKHYpYQRSjYdJROfcSTcSMUtfrS
_ZoYMe KLMNOกHG_t_VMLYHRSchefpnHSOfrSnfLSTcSMUtfrSyQSaKfaIiMHGmMSMv_G̀I_bwKVJR mnirVH]SdcSกw_ÌY
kP_PccกKLjYVJRknfS b̂LMryYLhpYQRSdHRSjpiVH]SdcSccกaZyLกVJRYHRY VH]SMUGMMVWก MUtfrS mnv
MUhYbNUeก_Znra|VJRtWfSdeSTQ]YaZjYcLกLgUQS 100 pnLGHSyLกdLhbL 
  3pYeYichVJRYfLdSdLM3 KLMNO_cfh 0_~caKfKJVLSMcI_nh3  
  _dJhSaP_MYIHSnHRY TuvVJRMUIHG_tn`SdcS\HYyLกdULYJKLYe\cKLUQS \rLKMicYdeSKLก
yYกMvVHRSMchIN _\Y_YIJ YHกIHG_tn`S\YmMก�VJRKLUQSKcS_pwYMcS_ViLGeb กLS_กSกHYa| mnvhLSVJR
_\MzRcSpLhjyTcS_TL_M̀RKapKi_กMJhK _KzRc_TLกHGaKกN \JhN PQRSV̂LSLYMfrKกHYpHYpHrdeGaZVJRa| Y]^LVJRtWfS
ccกKLกwMv_ph_ZoYacaZpKI  
  d`RSmMกdWIVJRYHกIHG_tn`SbMvpYHกjYjy\zc MUY]^LKHYcLyMv_G̀IaIi mnirY]^LKHY_Oz]c_tn`S
{dKกHGaccLกLgกwyvnWก_ZoYกcSa|TYLIjpqfKLกm{fกriLSpnLhMichpnL \zYYH]YKJ\YKLyHGyfLh
Pz]cTcSZMvKLu 20,000 \Y hHI_hJhIchefjYgeYhNกLM\iLVJRchefpfLSMUGMMVWกก̂LnHSnWกapKiccกaZ
_tJhS 100 pnL  
  KJtYHกSLYIHG_tn`SKL_t`RKmnvbfLSbH]SpYiLbH]SbLjOiกMvmdY]^LyLกpHr}JITcSbY
thLhLKanf_Znra|ccกaZyLกMUY]^LKHY mbfกLMMv_G̀IVJR_ก̀ITQ]Y\MH]Smnir\MH]S_nfLyLกMUtfrSV̂Ljpi
_\Y_YIJmnv\YczRY�bicSUchccกKL 
  TuvVJRtrก_TL_bMJhKyvGWก_TiLaZ{yq_tn`ScJก\MH]S _dJhSmpnK\Mrq\MLSกwIHS��L
_rnLกnLS\zYYH]YKL YHกIHG_tn`S\YpYQRSaKfdYjy_tMLv\̀IrfL_ZoY_dJhSknpvThLhbHr mbf_KzRc_dJhS
kphprYIHSTQ]YcJก _\Y_YIJกwTYnWกOHY _dJhSYH]YIHSKLyLกMUY]^LKHY _TL\̀I _TLhกKzcTQ]YZ�cSbLKcS
��Lm{S_Znra|_TiLaZ _Znra|YH]YmhกccกOHRrr̀YLVJ _TLKcS_pwYcvaMGLSchfLSkGกapr�chefjbi 
MUtfrS YHRY\zcKzcTcS_Iwก 
  3OfrhกHYjpi{KpYfch3 _\Y_YIJbvkกYmnirr̀RSbMS_TiLaZjYกcS_tn`S 
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  _ZoY_rnLd`GYLVJmnirVJR_OcMNnJUeกhfLSchefjYVv_n_tn`SmnvMicSTc\rLKOfrh_pnzc _~c
_rJhYgJM�vyLก\rLK_ywGZrImnv\rHYyLกY]^LKHY_GYP`Ymnvdb̀กwก̂LnHSyvpnWInch _~c_pwY�LtZe�  
_cIrLMNI hHS กHGbLYich r̀Y_PYbN G̀ÌccdrLGTQ]YKLchfLSOHI_yY VH]SdcS_dJhOJr̀baZpnLhZ[mnir 
mbf_~cy^LVfLYaIiIJ <=>ก)%?/:6.92<@:2&*A=6*3&)กBCDE101<ก<Fก#)กB/G): \rLK\̀IYJ]V̂Ljpi_~c_ก̀I
tnHSTQ]YKLjpKf Tuv_tfSKcS{fLY_Znra|aZ _OcMNnJKcS_pwYMfLSVJR_\nzRcYaprpnLhMfLS mnir_~cกw
MrGMrKmMSVH]SpKIVJRKJchefกMJIMicSccกaZ 
  TuvVJR_\Y_YIJ_TiLaZaกniกcSa| _TLUeก\rLKMicYZvVvchfLSmMS_pKzcYUeกOกmnv
jGpYiLjYpKrก\McGZrImdGZrIMicY _TLtG_OcMNnJchefjbiMUtfrS yHGdLh_GMกVJRchef_pYzcgJM�vari
mYfY dvktกmnvTLVfcYGYchefjbidfrYnic mnvTL_~cG̀ITQ]YKLjกnipYiLcก_pKzcYTLbH�กmbY 
  3pYeกnHr3 _OcMNnJMicSkphprY 0kZMIchfLV̀]SpYeaZ3 
  3}HYjpidHqqLrfLyvaKfV̀]SpYe3 _\Y_YIJGcกmnvKcSYHhYNbLTcS_~cVJRmdIS\rLK 
_OzRcjy 0_MLchefjYdULYกLMuNYJ]IirhกHY IHSYH]Y _MLbicSOfrhกHY3 _TLkcGMfLS_~carijYrSmTY MUtfrS
hHSกH]Y_TLariyLกกcSa|jpqf mbfcLกLgKJ\rHYyLกY]^LKHYpYLmYfYyYVH]SdcS_กzcGpLhjyaKfccก 
  ,'% VHYjIacY]^LKHYกwb̀Ia| mnircLกLgMcG�bHr_TLกwMv_G̀I KLmnir _\Y_YIJ\̀I 2#/
?/9D:+DE6, VicSadiZ��YZ�rYIirh\rLKMeidQกrfLaKfdLKLMUV̂LcvaMaIiTuvVJR_Znra|rLG{fLY
_Iwกpq`SaZmnirกwPLnSdHก\Mef _TLUcIdLhMHIpKrกỲM�HhccกmnvGcก_OcMNnJrfL 0pYejdfpKrกYv3 
_TLMHIdLh\LIarijbi\LS_~cmnirZ�IpYiLกLกnS  
  a|MvncกVJRdcSrLG{fLY_TLกHG_IwกaZ \MLrYJ]pKrกỲM�HhOfrhZ�cSกHYgJM�vTcS_OcMNnJ
aIiGiLS mbf_dJhSMv_G̀IcJกpnLh\MH]SV̂LjpiMUtfrSk\nS _\Y_YIJกiKnSKcSMfLSVJRUeกVMKLYTcS
_Iwกpq`S G):015H+&3;-I:=5< G):J)KK/ _TL_cLmTYMHIMfLS_IwกarimYfYmnv\ch_Znra|reGdWIViLhVJR
yvKL_{L{nLqOJr̀bTcS_TLVH]SdcS 
  mbfmVYVJRyv_ZoY_Znra|กHGKJกMvmdY]^L_hwY_pKzcYY]^LmTwStWfS_TiLKLmVY 0_tzRcYTcS
}HYKLmnir3 _\Y_YIJbvkกY 
  pHrdeGdJRpHrpHYKLVLS_\Y_YIJกHG_OcMNnJ mnirY]^L_hwY_}JhG 1,200 mกnncYกwdLIchfLS
mMSKLVfrKbHr_TLVWกYLVJ VJRmZnกกw\zc VH]SdcS_M̀RKbHrdHRYchfLSpYHก _TLก̂LnHSchefjYTH]YmMก�TcS
d�LrvcWup�eK`MfLSกLhnIbR^LกrfLZกb̀ 
  3_MLyvjpi\YKL_ZnJRhYกHG\Wu3 YHกIHG_tn`S\YpYQRSbvkกYGcก_\Y_YIJ 
  3aKfbicS3 _TLGcกchfLS_IwI_IJRhr 0{KbicSchefกHG_Iwก {KdHqqLmnir3 
  mกMYbN _tYYJ\Wก tYHกSLYZMvy^LMUthLGLnVJRก̂LnHSycI\chchefph̀G_dz]cZ�cSกHYbHr
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mnvpKrกỲM�HhKLdrK mnirr̀RS_TiLaZjY_Znr_tn`StnLSกHIM̀K�[ZLกanf\rLKกnHr Tuv\nLY_TiL
aZjYyWIVJR_OcMNnJกHG_\Y_YIJYcYchef _TL_pwYrfLaKfKJVJRyv_cL_\MzRcSjpiY]^L_กnzc_TiLaZrLSaIi _KzRcกnHG
ccกKL _TLyQSr̀VhWGcกVJKVJRIemn_MzRcSGLI_ywGPQRSก̂LnHSMrKbHrกHYchefVJRkMSthLGLnK`I_ÌnKcMN 
0_bMJhKtMicKd^LpMHG\YaTiUeกa|nrกdLpHd กMvIeกpHกmnvmbกVJRVfcYnfLSTcSn^LbHr3 {ei_ywGpYHก
yvbicSaZUQSkMSthLGLn�LhjYpYQRSOHRrkKSpnHSaIiMHGGLI_ywGPQRS_MJhกrfLOHRrkKSVcS _tzRcjpiKJkcกLd
McIOJr̀baIi\fcYTiLSKLก mbf_OcMNnJchefjbiMUY]^LKHYYJ]KLYLYกrfL 30 YLVJmnir 
  _\Y_YIJteI\WhกHG_~c_MzRch�_tzRcjpi_~c\SKJdb̀chef 0pYeIekVMVHgYN_MzRcScvaMGiLS3 _TL
ULK VH]SdcSteIกHYUQS_MzRcSMLhกLMVJR_~cOcGKLก A=6L/9M::7;กE6/2IEN.2ก3: _OcMNnJGcกbHr_cS 2O/
01..ก5<0/ก&7P:7P2HNP.5#กQ546&7P?6.-ก/# mnir_~cกwYQกUQS_VrIL{eit`VHก�NTcS_~ccJก <=>ก)%?/,3:2R:?C
M-J+-2O/H/D:+S 
  GLS\MH]SGLS\MLr _~cyvdfS_dJhS\MLS\fch� 0aKf_ZoYaM MicSIHS�chfLSVJRpYechLกMicS
_nh3 _\Y_YIJhW \rLK_ywGZrIMWYmMSTQ]YyY_~c_กzcGVYaKfaIi _~cMicSccกKLmnvIQS{KpYLTcS_TL
ariIirh\rLK_ywGZrI mbf_~caKfhcKMicSapi 
  dLhY]^LVJR}JI_TiLKLOvSHกaZOHRr\Mef mnir_Znra|กwrLG_TiLKLcJก _KzRcY]^L}JI_TiLKLcJก 
_\Y_YIJกwbกjyVJR_pwYpYHSpnLhOH]YGYmTYTcS_OcMNnJMeInSKLchefMcGTicKzc mnv_~cกwก̂LnHScfcYmMS
chfLS_pwYaIiOHI 
  3pYeOcGKiLapK3 _TLULK_tzRcthLhLKV̂Ljpi_~cteI_MzRch� 
  3pYeaKf_\hTJRKiL_nh3 
  3_KzRc_MLccกaZyLกVJRYJR }HYdHqqLrfLyvjpipYeTJRKiLTcSneกdLr}HY3 
  TuvVJR_\Y_YIJ\Wh _TLกwbMryOJtyMTcS_OcMNnJbncI_rnL _~cb̀IchefjbiMUtfrS_กzcG 40 
YLVJmnir 
  VHYjIYH]Y _TLMeidQกrfLOJtyMTcS_OcMNnJ_biYaKfdKR^L_dKcmnv_~cกwpnHGbLnS 0_OcMNnJ\Wh
กHG}HYP`3 _TLcicYrcY _~cMrGMrKก̂LnHSchef\MefpYQRS hกgJM�vTQ]YmnvKcSYHhYNbL_TL 0UiLpYeaKfMcI 
GcกmKfIirhrfLpYeMHกmKf3 _~cกMvP`G mnirgJM�vกwbกnSjYcicKmTY_TL 
  3_MLก̂LnHSyv_dJh_~caZmnir3 _TLbvkกY 0khYmcMNrJrfL_TiLKLjpiVJ3 _TL_cLpYiLกLกTcS
_\MzRcSOfrhpLhjymGGtกtL\McGnSGYpYiL_~cmnvGJGcLกLg_TiLZcI _~cnzKbLTQ]Y 
  3pYeGcกmKfpYe_cSIJกrfLYvrfLMHกmKf3 _TLIW 0}HYdHqqLrfLyvaKfV̀]SpYeaZ mnirpYeกwbicS
aKfV̀]S}HYaZ3 
  pYfrhกei�HhVJRก̂LnHSMicYjyŶL_cLUWSnKd^LpMHGhกMUtfrSKLIirh UWStrกYJ]V̂LIirhhLS
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_dM̀K_pnwกกniL dLKLMUhกbeiMUa|jpiTQ]YdeSaIidcS|Wb PQRSKLก_ก̀Ytcyv_nzRcYbHr_Iwกpq`SccกKL 
trก_TL_dzcกUWS_TiLjbinicpnHSTiLSnvUWSmnirdeGnK_TiLaZ mbftz]YÌYbMSYH]Y_Z[hกOWfKyLกY]^LVJR}JI_TiL
KL mnvUWSnKjGpYQRSก̂LnHSyKnSjYk\nY trกpYfrhกei�HhbfLS�LrYLTcjpihกaIideSbLKbicSกLM 
mnirIHY_\MzRcSdeGY]^La�IMcn`ก_TiLaZjbik\MSMU MUtfrS_nzRcYdeSTQ]Y_nwกYichPQRS\SyvdeStc 
  _\Y_YIJ\fch� mกvTLTcS_OcMNnJccกKLyLกjbinicMU TLVH]SdcSTiLSmbกnv_cJhIyY
_pKzcYกHG_ZoYrWiYchefjYKzc_TL aKfOiLMfLSVJRcfcYZrก_Z[hกTcS_~cกwpnWIccกyLกVJRycSy^L 
  2#/IE'4..กH/DE6, Tuv_\Y_YIJcWiK_~caZVJR_ZnpLK _~ch̀]Kjpi_TLchfLScfcYMvkph 
mnv_TLกwyeGmกiK_~c 0pYeV̂Ld^L_Mwymnir _OcMNnJ3 _TLGcก mnirVH]S\rHY cLกLMOwcก mnv\rLKpYLr
กwV̂Ljpi_TLUnLaZTiLSpYiLniKnSjYcicKmTYTcSYHกIHG_tn`ScJก\Y 
  jYVJRdWI GMMILYHกIHG_tn`Sกw}JIk|KaZVJRMUY]^LKHY UiL}JI_MwrกrfLYJ]กw\S_ZoYcHYbMLhกHG
_\Y_YIJmnv_Iwก aKfกJRYLVJa|กwIHGnS 
  _KzRcycpNY a�mnYIN YLhdULYJIHG_tn`STcS_\Y_YIJกnHGKLhHSVJR_ก̀I_pbW_OiLrHYMWfSTQ]Y 
_TLกw_pwYGLSd`RSGLSchfLSVJRyvpncY_TLaZOHRrOJr̀b hLSKvbchVJRnLIUYYUeกa|_{LnvnLhaZpKI
_ZoYMvhvUQS 70 pnL GLSmpfSapKinQกnSaZpกỲ]ryYUQSกMrI YcกyLกGM̀_rupYQRSTYLI_VfLkblvjY
\MHrVJRapKia|_tJhS_nwกYichyY_diYVJRZ�LhdJarihHStcKcS_pwYaIi bMSYH]Y\zcVJRPQRS_OcMNnJYcYchef 
0_pKzcYกHG�eb{JZ[gLybH]Sjyyv_cL_Iwก\YYJ]aZjpiaIi3 YHกIHG_tn`S\YpYQRSteI 0mnv_KzRc_~cUeก_cLbHr
ccกaZ KHYกwhcKmti3 
  gHnhmtVhNm{Yก_IwกjYkMSthLGLnK`I_ÌnKcMNyHIกLMกHGกMvIeกVJRpHกTcS_OcMNnJmnv
jdfpKWIarijYTLTrLVJRกMvIeกmbก {ei_OJRhrOLqIiLYm{na|apKiMHก�L_Yz]cVJRapKia|VJRTLTcS_~c_cLari
_VfLVJRyvV̂LaIi mbf_~cKJcLกLMOwcกVLSMfLSกLhchfLSpYHก 0_~ccLyyvaKfMcI3 mtVhNGcก\McG\MHr
TcS_~c 
  _ZoY_rnLUQSdcSdHZILpNVJR_OcMNnJYcYchefjYm{Yก{eiZ�rhpYHก GLS\MH]SbicSjpihLMvSHG
ZMvdLVchfLSmMS _~cteIaKfaIi_tMLvb̀I_\MzRcSOfrhpLhjy _OiLrHYVJRdJR TuvpnHG�bzRY� _~c_TJhY
kYibrfL 0pYeMHกmKf3 _OiLrHYMWfSTQ]Y tYHกSLY_TwY_กhNnJY_TiLaZjYpicS{eiZ�rhVJR_OcMNnJYcYchef mnirdcS
mKfneกกwMicSapiIirh\rLKIJjy 
  กniLK_Yz]cVJRYfcSTcS_OcMNnJ_dJhpLhchfLSpYHกyYpKcbicSbHITLTrLccกVJRjbipHr_TfL 
_~cMHG|�STfLrchfLSกniLpLq 
  VH]SVJRKJก�PQRSK`aIi_TJhY_cLarirfL YHกIHG_tn`SaKf\rMaZ_hJRhK{eiUeกa|apKi_tzRcZ�cSกHYaKfjpi
KJcLMKuNcfcYaprKLก_ก̀YaZTuvZ�`GHb̀pYiLVJR mbf_\Y_YIJกwaZ_hJRhK_OcMNnJGfch� ก̀YOwcกkกmnb
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TcS_~c mnvV̂LVfLVLSbnกกHG_~c 0_Iwก\YYJ]_cvcvyHS3 _TL_TJhYGYm{fYGHYVQกcLกLMTcS_~c 
  3_~c_ZoY_IwกKpHgyMMhN3 _\Y_YIJGcก 0aKfKJj\MMeirfLbcYYH]Y_~cMcIOJr̀bchefaIichfLSaMVJR
bMSYH]Y3 
  mbf_OcMNnJMei 0pYeKJ_Vt{eit`VHก�N_��LIemnchef3 
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C�ก;�
�D�� Love and Share 
 
  Rhonda Gill froze as she heard her four-year-old daughter, Desiree, sobbing 
quietly in the family room that morning in October 1993. Rhonda tiptoed through the 
doorway. The tiny dark-haired child was hugging a photograph of her father, who had 
died nine months earlier. Rhonda, 24, watched as Desiree gently ran her fingers around 
her father�s face. 0Daddy,3 she said softly, 0why won�t you come back?3 
  The petite college student felt a surge of despair. It had been hard enough 
coping with her husband Ken�s death, but her daughter�s grief was more than she could 
bear. If only I could tear the pain out of her, Rhonda thought. 
  Ken Gill and Rhonda Hill of Yuba City, Calif., had met when Rhonda was 18, 
and had married after a whirlwind courtship. Their daughter, Desiree, was born on 
January 9, 1989.  
  Although a muscular six feet, three inches tall, Ken was a gentle man whom 
everyone loved. His big passion was his daughter. 0She�s a real daddy�s girl,3 Rhonda 
would often say as Ken�s eyes twinkled with pride. Father and daughter went 
everywhere together: hiking, dune-buggy riding and fishing for bass and salmon on the 
river. 
  Instead of gradually adjusting to her father�s death, Desiree had refused to 
accept it. 0Daddy will be home soon,3 she would tell her mother.  
  Immediately after Ken�s death, Rhonda moved from her apartment in Yuba 
City to her mother�s home in nearby Live Oak. Seven weeks after the funeral, Desiree 
was still inconsolable. 0I just don�t know what to do,3 Rhonda told her mother, Trish 
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Moore, a 47-year-old medical assistant.  
  One evening the three of them sat outside, gazing at the stars. 0See that one, 
Desiree?3 Her grandmother pointed at a bright speck near the horizon. 0That�s your 
daddy shining down from heaven.3 Several nights later Rhonda woke to find Desiree on 
the doorstep in her pajamas, weeping as she sought her daddy�s star. Twice they took 
her to a child therapist, but nothing seemed to help.  
  As a last resort, Trish took Desiree to Ken�s grave, hoping that it would help 
her come to terms with his death. The child laid her head against his gravestone and 
said, 0Maybe if I listen hard enough I can hear Daddy talk to me.3  
  November 8, 1993 would have been Ken�s 29th birthday. 0How will I send 
him a card?3 Desiree asked her grandmother.  
  3How about if we tie a letter to a balloon,3 Trish said, 0and send it up to 
heaven?3 Desiree�s eyes immediately lit up.  
  On their way to the cemetery, the back seat of the car full of flowers for their 
planned gravesite visit, the three stopped at a store. 0Help Mom pick out a balloon,3 
Trish instructed. At a rack where dozens of helium-filled silver balloons bobbed, Desiree 
made an instant decision: 0That one!3 Happy Birthday was emblazoned above a 
drawing of the Little Mermaid from the Disney film. Desiree and her father had often 
watched the video together. 
  The child�s eyes shone as they arranged flowers on Ken�s grave. It was a 
beautiful day, with a slight breeze rippling the eucalyptus trees. Then Desiree dictated a 
letter to her dad. 0Tell him �Happy Birthday. I love you and miss you,� 0 she rattled off. 0 �I 
hope you get this and can write me on my birthday in January.� 3 
  Trish wrote the message and their address on a small piece of paper, which 
was then wrapped in plastic and tied to the end of the string on the balloon. Finally 
Desiree released the balloon.  
  For almost an hour they watched the shining spot of silver grow ever smaller. 
0Okay,3 Trish said at last. 0Time to go home.3 Rhonda and Trish were beginning to walk 
slowly from the grave when they heard Desiree shout excitedly, 0Did you see that? I saw 
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Daddy reach down and take it!3 The balloon, visible just moments earlier, had 
disappeared. 0Now Dad�s going to write me back,3 Desiree declared as she walked 
past them toward the car. 
  On a cold, rainy November morning on Prince Edward Island in eastern 
Canada, 32-year-old Wade MacKinnon pulled on his waterproof duck-hunting gear. 
MacKinnon, a forest ranger, lived with his wife and three children in Mermaid, a rural 
community a few miles east of Charlottetown. 
  But instead of driving to the estuary where he usually hunted, he suddenly 
decided to go to Mermaid Lake, two miles away. Leaving his pickup, he hiked past 
dripping spruce and pine and soon entered a cranberry bog surrounding the 23-acre 
lake. In the bushes on the shoreline, something fluttered and caught his eye. Curious, he 
approached to find a silver balloon snagged in the branches of a thigh-high bayberry 
bush. Printed on one side was a picture of a mermaid. When he untangled the string, he 
found a soggy piece of paper at the end of it, wrapped in plastic.  
  At home, MacKinnon carefully removed the wet note, allowing it to dry. When 
his wife, Donna, came home later, he said, 0Look at this,3 and showed her the balloon 
and note. Intrigued, she read: 0November 8, 1993. Happy Birthday, Daddy83 It finished 
with a mailing address in Live Oak, Calif. 
  0It�s only November 12,3 Wade exclaimed. 0This balloon traveled 3000 miles 
in four days!3 
  0And look,3 said Donna, turning the balloon over. 0This is a Little Mermaid 
balloon, and it landed at Mermaid Lake.3 
  0We have to write to Desiree,3 Wade said. 0Maybe we were chosen to help 
this little girl.3 But he could see that his wife didn�t feel the same way. With tears in her 
eyes, Donna stepped away from the balloon. 0Such a young girl having to deal with 
death � it�s awful,3 she said. 
  Wade let the matter rest. He placed the note in a drawer and tied the 
balloon, still buoyant, to the railing of the balcony overlooking their living room. But the 
sight of the balloon made Donna uncomfortable. A few days later, she stuffed it in a 
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closet. 
  As the weeks went by, however, Donna found herself thinking more and 
more about the balloon. It had flown over the Rocky Mountains and the Great Lakes. 
Just a few more miles and it would have landed in the ocean. Instead it had stopped 
there, in Mermaid. 
  The next morning, Donna said to Wade: 0You�re right. We have this balloon 
for a reason. We have to try to help Desiree.3 
  In a Charlottetown bookstore Donna MacKinnon bought an adaptation of The 
Little Mermaid. A few days later, just after Christmas, Wade brought home a birthday 
card that read 0For a Dear Daughter, Loving Birthday Wishes.3 
  Donna sat down one morning to write a letter to Desiree. When she finished, 
she tucked it into the birthday card, wrapped it up with the book and mailed the 
package on January 3, 1994. 
  Every day since they�d released the balloon, Desiree had asked Rhonda, 
0Do you think Daddy has my balloon yet?3  
  Late on the afternoon of January 19, the MacKinnons� package arrived. Trish 
looked at the unfamiliar return address and assumed it was a birthday gift for her 
granddaughter from someone in Ken�s family. Rhonda and Desiree had moved back to 
Yuba City, so Trish decided to deliver it to Rhonda the next day. 
  As Trish watched television that evening, a thought nagged at her. Why 
would someone send a parcel for Desiree to this address? Tearing the package open, 
she found the card. 0For a Dear Daughter3 Her heart raced. Dear God! she thought, and 
reached for the telephone. It was after midnight but she had to call Rhonda. 
  When Trish, eyes red from weeping, pulled into Rhonda�s driveway the next 
morning at 6:45, her daughter and granddaughter were already up. Rhonda and Trish 
sat Desiree between them on the couch. Trish said, 0Desiree, this is for you,3 and 
handed her the parcel. 0It�s from your daddy.3 
  0I know,3 said Desiree matter-of-factly. 0Here, Grandma, read it to me.3 
  0Happy birthday from your daddy,3 Trish began. 0I guess you must be 
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wondering who we are. Well, it all started in November when my husband, Wade, went 
duck hunting. Guess what he found? A mermaid balloon that you sent your daddy83 
Trish paused. A single tear began to trickle down Desiree�s cheek. 0There are no stores 
in heaven, so your daddy wanted someone to do his shopping for him. I think he picked 
us because we live in a town called Mermaid.3 
  Trish continued reading: 0I know your daddy would want you to be happy 
and not sad. I know he loves you very much and will always be watching over you. Lots 
of love, the MacKinnons.3 
  When Trish finished reading, she looked at Desiree. 0I knew Daddy would 
find a way not to forget me,3 the child said.  
  Wiping the tears from her eyes, Trish put her arm around Desiree and began 
to read The Little Mermaid that the MacKinnons had sent. The story was different from 
the one Ken had so often read to the child. In that version, the Little Mermaid lives 
happily ever after with the handsome prince. But in the new one, she dies because a 
wicked witch has taken her tail. Three angels carry her away. 
  As Trish finished reading, she worried that the ending would upset her 
granddaughter. But Desiree put her hands on her cheeks with delight. 0She goes to 
heaven!3 she cried. 0That�s why Daddy sent me this book. Because the mermaid goes to 
heaven just like him!3 
  In mid-February the MacKinnons received a letter from Rhonda: 0On January 
19 my little girl�s dream came true when your parcel arrived.3  
  During the next few weeks, the MacKinnons and the Gills often telephoned 
each other. Then, in March, Rhonda, Trish and Desiree flew to Prince Edward Island to 
meet the MacKinnons. As the two families walked through the forest on snowshoes to 
see the spot beside the lake where Wade had found the balloon, Rhonda and Desiree 
fell silent. It seemed as though Ken was there with them. 
  Today whenever Desiree wants to talk about her dad, she still calls the 
MacKinnons. A few minutes on the telephone soothes her as nothing else can.  
  0People tell me, �What a coincidence that your mermaid balloon landed so 
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far away at a place called Mermaid Lake,� 3 says Rhonda. 0But we know Ken picked the 
MacKinnons as a way to send his love to Desiree. She understands now that her father 
is with her always.3 
 
  _OiLrHYYH]YjY_IzcYbWnL\K 1993 McYIL ก̀nnNbHrmTwS_KzRcaIih̀Y_dJhS_IP`MJ neกdLrrHh 
dJRTrGdvcQกdvcz]Y_GL�chefjYpicSYHRS_nfY _KzRchfcSaZIebMSZMvbeกw_pwYpYeYich{KÎLYHRSกcIMeZtfcPQRS
_dJhOJr̀baZ_KzRc_กiL_IzcYกfcY McYIL rHh 24 KcSIeneกdLr\fch�_cLỲ]rneGanijGpYiLtfcjYMeZUfLh 
0tfcTL3 pYeYichteI_dJhSYWfK 0V̂LaKtfcaKfกnHGKLPvVJ3 
  YHกgQก�LdLrMfLS_nwกMeidQกdvVicYjyreG กLMVJR_\YdLKJTcS_~cbicSKL_dJhOJr̀bnSกwmhf
tcchefmnir mbf\rLK_gMiLkgกTcSneกdLrกnHGpYHกpYL_ก̀YกrfL_~cyvMHGapr I/กG):01L+,9<E4
2<EN;.-M,/H&'กOC0/กE=ก546 McYIL\̀I 
  _\Y ก̀nnNกHGMcYIL �`nnNKLyLก_KzcSheGL MH�m\n`|cMN_YJh VH]SdcStGกHY_KzRcMcYIL
cLhW 18 Z[ mnvmbfSSLYpnHS\GpLกHYmGGdLh|�LmnG neกdLrTcSVH]S\efUzcก̂L_ỲI_KzRcrHYVJR 9 
KกML\K 1989 
  mKi_\YyvMfLSdeSjpqfUQSpก|WbdLKỲ]r mbfกw_ZoY\YdW�LtcfcYkhYyY_ZoYVJRMHกTcSVWก
\Y _TLVWfK_V\rLKMHกjpineกdLr\YYJ]chfLSdWIpHrjy 0mก_ZoYneกMHกTcStfcyM̀S�3 McYILกMv_PiL
Gfch�_KzRc_pwY_\YdfSdLhbL�L\�eK`jy tfcneกaZapYKLapYIirhกHY_dKc aKfrfLyvaZ_ÌYZ�L THGMU
r̀GLก pMzcaZbกZnLกvtSกHGZnLmPnKcYกHYjYmKfY]^L 
  mVYVJRyv\fch�ZMHGbHrpnHStfc_dJhOJr̀b _IP`MJกnHGaKfhcKV̂LjyrfLtfcyLกaZmnir 0_IJ�hr
tfcกwกnHGGiLY3 pYeYichyvGcกmKfchfLSYH]Y  
  pnHS_\Y_dJhOJr̀b McYILaKfMcOiL hiLhccกyLกctLMNb_KYbNjY_KzcSheGLaZchefGiLYmKf
VJR_KzcSan|�kclกjกni�กHY SLYgt{fLYaZ_ywIdHZILpNmnir _IP`MJกwhHSaKfKJVJVfLIJTQ]Y 0pYeaKfMeiyvV̂LhHSaS
IJ3 McYILGcกVM̀O KHrMN mKfrHh 47 TcS_~cPQRSV̂LSLY_ZoY{eiOfrhmtVhN  
  \R^LrHYpYQRS VH]SdLKccกKLYHRSIeILrกHYYcกGiLY 0_pwYILrIrSYH]YapK_IP`MJ3 hLhOJ]Kzc
aZVJRyWIdrfLSjกniTcG|�L 0YHRY_ZoYmdSTcStfcpYeVJRdfcSKLyLกdrMM\NYv3 pnLh\zYbfcKL McYIL
bzRYTQ]YKL_yc_IP`MJjYOWIYcYchefVJRGHYaIpYiLZMvbeGiLY ก̂LnHSMicSapi_dJhjyVJRpLILrtfcTcS_~caKf
tG McYILกHGmKftL_IP`MJaZZMQก�Ly`bmtVhN{ei_OJRhrOLq_MzRcS_IwกKLmnirdcSpYmbfกwIeyvOfrhcvaM
aKfaIi 
  _KzRcyYZ�qqL_TiL VM̀OyQStL_IP`MJaZVJRpnWKgt_\YIirhprHSyvjpipnLYhcKMHGrfLtfc
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bLhmnir mbfpYeYichกnHGmYGpeกHGZ�Lhp̀YdnHกOzRc_\YmnirteIrfL 0UiLpYe|�SIJ�cLyaIih̀Y_dJhStfc
teIกHGpYeกwaIiYv3  
  rHYVJR 8 txgy`กLhY 1993 _ZoYrHY\niLhrHY_ก̀IZ[VJR 29 TcS_\Y 0pYeyvdfSGHbMcrhtM
jpitfcaIihHSaS\v3 _IP`MJULKhLh  
  0_ML{eกyIpKLh_TiLกHGneกkZ�S3 VM̀OGcก 0mnirZnfchjpinchTQ]YaZpL\WutfcGY
drMM\NIJKH]hylv3 IrSbLTcS_IP`MJ_ZoYZMvกLhTQ]YKLVHYVJ 
  McYILกHGmKfmnvneกdLraZ_hJRhKpnWKgt_\YbLKVJRrLSm{Yari _GLvYHRSIiLYpnHSKJ
IcกaKi_bwKaZpKI VH]SdLKmrvVJRMiLYTLhTcSMvprfLSVLSaZdWdLY 0pYeaZOfrhmKf_nzcกneกkZ�Sd`ylv3 
VM̀OmYv bMSOH]YTLhTcSKJneกkZ�ScHIกlLP�J_nJhKdJ_S`YrLS_MJhSMLhchefKLกKLh _IP`MJ_nzcกaIiVHYVJ 
0_cLneกYH]Y3 neกkZ�SKJ\̂LrfLdWTdHYbNrHY_ก̀Ichef_pYzcMeZrLI_SzcกYichyLก�LthYbMNTcSrcnbN ÌdYJhN  
_IP`MJ_\hIer̀IJkc_MzRcSYJ]กHGtfcGfch� 
  IrSbL_IwกYichVcZMvกLhTuvOfrh{eijpqfZMvIHGIcกaKi_pYzcpnWKgt_\Y rHYYH]Y
VicS|�LdIjd dLhnKcfcYanibiYhe\Ln`ZbHdyYdfLhapr mnir_IP`MJกwGcกTic\rLK_TJhYnSyI
pKLhUQStfc 0GcกtfcYv\vrfL �dWTdHYbNrHY_ก̀I\fvtfc pYeMHกtfcmnv\̀IUQStfcKLก� 3 _IP`MJteIMHr  
0 �prHSrfLtfc\SaIiMHGyIpKLh}GHGYJ] mnv_TJhYUQSpYebcYrHY_ก̀IjY_IzcYKกML\KYv\v� 3  
  VM̀O_TJhYTic\rLKIHSกnfLrกHGVJRchefnSjYกMvIL�m{fY_nwก�mnirpWiKIirhtnLdb̀ก mnv
{eก_TiLกHGZnLh_OzcกneกkZ�S _IP`MJZnfchneกkZ�STQ]Y|�LjYVJRdWI 
  VWก\Y_��LKcSyWIdJ_S`YrLrrHGYH]Y\fch�_nwกnSchefYLY_กzcGOHRrkKS yLกYH]YVM̀OyQSteI
TQ]YrfL 0_cLnv aIi_rnLกnHGGiLYmnir3 McYILกHGVM̀Oก̂LnHSyv\fch�_ÌYccกyLกdWdLY_KzRcaIih̀Y_I
P`MJbvkกYTQ]YchfLSbzRY_biY 0_pwYapK\v pYe_pwYtfc_cz]cKKzcKLph̀GneกkZ�SaZ3 neกkZ�SVJR_KzRc\MefhHS
KcS_pwYnHGdLhbLaZmnir 0\MLrYJ]tfcyvbicS_TJhYbcGpYe3 _IP`MJZMvกLgtnLS_ÌYmPSmKfmnv
hLhaZVJRMU 
  _OiLrHY�YbกcLกLgpYLr_pYwGjY_IzcYtxgy`กLhY _rI mKwก\̀YYcY _yiLpYiLVJR
MHก�LZ�L rHh 32 ph̀GOWIกHY�YKLjdf_tzRcccกaZnfL_ZoIGY_กLvtM̀YPN_cwI_r̀MNIVLSbvrHYccกTcS
m\YLIL _rIกHG�MMhLmnvneก� dLK\YcLgHhchefjY_KzcSOYGVOzRc_KcMN_KI pfLSyLกOLMNncb
VLrYNaZVLSbvrHYccกaKfกJRaKnN 
  rHYYJ]mVYVJRyvTHGMUaZnfL_ZoIVJRZLกY]^LchfLS_\h _rIกnHGbHId`YjyaZVv_ndLG 
_KcMN_KIpMzcVv_ndLGYLS_Szcก PQRSchefpfLSyLกGiLYaZMLrdcSaKnN tcกiLrnSyLกMUกMvGv _TLกw
_ÌY{fLYbiYdYVJRkZMhphLI�YnSKLaZVvnWccกVJRGQSbiYm\MY_GcMJPQRSnicKMcGVv_ndLGTYLI  
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23 _c_\cMN _rIdvIWIbLกHGcvaMGLSchfLSPQRSdfcSmdSmrrrLrKLyLกtWfKaKiVJRmYrOLh���SyQS_ÌY_TiL
aZIeIirh\rLKchLกMei mnvtGrfL_ZoYneกkZ�SdJ_S`YtHYb̀IกHGก̀RSTcStWfK_GhN_GcMJdeSMLrbiYTL IiLY
pYQRSt`KtN_ZoYMeZYLS_Szcก _KzRcmกi_OzcกVJRtHYhWfS_ph̀SccกกwtGกMvIL�KJtnLdb̀กpfc{eกb̀IariVJR
ZnLh_Ozcก 
  _KzRcกnHGUQSGiLY _rI\fch�ŶLกMvIL�VJR_Z[hกOz]YccกKL{QRSjpimpiS tcIcYYL�MMhL
TcS_TLกnHGKL _TLyQS_cLneกkZ�SกHGกMvIL�jpi_~cIe 0IeYJRd`3 IcYYLcfLYIirh\rLK}SY  
�8 txgy`กLhY 1993 dWTdHYbNrHY_ก̀I\fvtfc...�3 nSViLhIirhVJRchefjY_KzcSan|�kclก MH�m\n`|cMN_YJh 
  0YJR_t`RSyv 12 txgy`กLhY3 _rIcWVLY 0neกkZ�SYJRnchKLaกnbH]S 3,000 aKnNjYdJRrHYm\f
YH]Y3 3mnirIed`3 IcYYLteITQ]YtnLSpKWYneกkZ�SaZMcG� 0neกkZ�S_SzcกYichnchKLbกVJRVv_ndLG
YLS_Szcก_dJhIirh3 
  0_MLyvbicS_TJhYaZpL_IP`MJmnirnfv3 _rIteI 0_MLcLyaIiMHG_nzcกjpi_ZoY\YOfrh_IwกYich
\YYJ]กwaIi3 mbf_TLMeirfLIcYYLaKfaIi\̀ImGG_IJhrกHY _~cUchpfLSyLกneกkZ�SIirhY]^LbL\ncpYfrh 
0hHS_IwกhHS_nwกกwbicSKLMHGKzcกHG\rLKbLh_dJhmnir OfLSkpIMiLhyM̀S�3 _~cteI 
  _rIaKfteIcvaMbfc _TLjdfกMvIL�YH]YarijYn`]YOHกmnir{eกneกkZ�SVJRhHStcnchaIiariVJRMLr
Mv_GJhSPQRSKcSccกaZ_pwYpicSYHRS_nfY mbf�LtTcSneกkZ�SV̂LjpiIcYYLaKfdGLhjy dcSdLKrHY
bfcKL _~cyQSŶLaZ_กwGarijYbei 
  chfLSaMกwbLK mKi_rnLyv{fLYaZpnLhdHZILpN IcYYLกwhHSaKfKJrJRmrrrfLyvnzKneกkZ�S
jGYH]YaIi KHYnchTiLK_Vzcก_TLMwcกกJmnvVv_ndLGjpqfVH]SpiL cJกaKfกJRaKnNกwyvaZbกjYKpLdKWVM 
mbfกnHGnchKLbกVJR_KcMN_KIYJR 
  _OiLrHYbfcKL IcYYLteIกHG_rIrfL 0\WuteIUeก neกkZ�SYJ]aKfaIiKLpL_MLkIhGHS_c̀q _ML
yvbicSpLVLSOfrh_IP`MJ3 
  IcYYL mKwก\̀YYcYaZPz]cpYHSdzcVJRIHImZnSyLก_MzRcS2-N.ก:6.9 KL_nfKpYQRSyLกMiLY
pYHSdzcjYOLMNncbVLrYN dcSdLKrHYbfcKL _rIกwŶLGHbMcrhtMrHY_ก̀IกnHGKLGiLYjGpYQRSKJ
Tic\rLKrfL 0mIfneกdLrVJRMHก dWTdHYbNrHY_ก̀I3  
  IcYYLYHRSnS_TJhYyIpKLhUQS_IP`MJbcY_OiLrHYpYQRS tc_TJhY_dMwyกwdcIyIpKLharijY
GHbMcrhtMrHY_ก̀ImnirpfcMrKกHGpYHSdzc _~cdfSpfcTcSYJ]aZVLSaZM�uJhNjYrHYVJR 3 KกML\K 1994  
  YHGbH]SmbfZnfchneกkZ�SaZ _IP`MJULKMcYILVWกrHYrfL 0mKf\̀IrfLtfcaIiMHGneกkZ�STcSpYe
pMzchHS\v3  
  GfLhmกf�TcSrHYVJR 19 KกML\K aZM�uJh�Hu�NTcS\McG\MHrmKwก\̀YYcYKLUQS VM̀O
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ก̂LnHSSfrYV̂LcLpLMKz]c_hwY _KzRc_pwYVJRchefTcS{eidfSPQRSaKf\fch\WiY_\h _~cyQS\̀I_cL_cSrfLqLb̀TcS_\Y
\SdfSTcSTrHqKLjpi_IP`MJ mbfMcYILกHG_IP`MJhiLhกnHGaZGiLY_ÌKVJR_KzcSheGLmnir VM̀OyQSbH]Sjyyv
_cLTcSaZjpijYrHYMWfSTQ]Y  
  \zYYH]YTuvVJRIekVMVHgYNchef _~cกw_}nJhrjyrfLV̂LaKKJj\MdfSTcSKLjpi_IP`MJbLKVJRchefYJ] 
_KzRc}JกpfcTcSccกIe _~cกwtGGHbMcrhtM 0mIfneกdLrdWIVJRMHก3 pHrjy_~c_biYmMS .15#ก)::7P _~c\̀I 
mnir_cz]cKKzcaZ\riLkVMgHtVN UQSyv_ZoYpnHS_VJRhS\zYmnir_~cกwbicSteIกHGMcYILjpiaIi 
  _OiLrHYMWfSTQ]Y _KzRcVM̀OPQRSMicSapiyYbLmISO]^LTHGMUaZUQSpYiLGiLYMcYILbH]Smbf 6.45 Y. 
dcSmKfneกbzRYKLMcchefmnir McYILกHGVM̀OYHRSTYLG_IP`MJGY_กiLcJ]hLr VM̀OteITQ]YrfL 0_IP`MJ YJRTcS
pnLYyiv3 tMicKกHGdfSpfcTcSjpi 0yLก\Wutfc3 0pYerfLmnir3 _IP`MJteI_dJhSyM̀SyHS 0\WuhLhcfLYjpi
pYe|�Sd`\v3 
  0dWTdHYbNrHY_ก̀IyLกtfcTcSpYe3 VM̀O_M̀RK 0}HYrfL_~c\SbicSdSdHhmYfrfL_ML_ZoYj\M 
_MzRcSVH]SpKI_M̀RKTQ]YjY_IzcYtxgy`กLhY bcYVJR_rIdLKJTcS}HYccกaZnfL_ZoI _ILd`rfL_TLtGcvaM 
กwneกkZ�S_SzcกYichVJRpYedfSjpi\WutfcTcSpYeaSylv3 VM̀OphWIKcS mnir_pwYY]^LbL_M̀RKapnnSKLbLK
mกiK_IP`MJ 0aKfKJMiLYTLhTcSGYdrMM\Nyiv tfcTcSpYe_nhbicSpL\YKLPz]cTcSjpi }HYrfL_TL_nzcก_ML
_tMLv_MLchefjY_KzcSVJROzRcYLS_Szcก3 
  VM̀OcfLYbfcaZ 0}HYMeirfLtfcTcSpYebicSchLกjpipYeKJ\rLKdWTmnvaKfkgก_gMiL }HYMeiYv
ylvrfLtfcMHกpYeKLกmnvyv\chIemnpYebncIaZ MHกKLก \McG\MHrmKwก\̀YYcY3 
  VM̀OcfLYyGmniryQSpHYaZKcS_IP`MJ 0pYeMeirfLtfcbicSpLr̀~JVJRyvaKfnzKpYe3 _IwกYichteI 
  VM̀OZLIY]^LbLmnirkcGpnLYari  yLกYH]YyQS_M̀RKcfLYpYHSdzc_MzRcS _SzcกYich VJR
\McG\MHrmKwก\̀YYcYdfSKLjpi _MzRcS_SzcกYichjY_nfKYJ]bfLSyLกVJR_\Y_\hcfLYjpineกdLr|�SGfch� 
jY_nfKYH]Y _SzcกYichmbfSSLYmnirKJ\rLKdWTchefกHG_yiLOLhMeZSLKbncIaZ mbf_nfKYJ]_SzcกYichbicS
bLh_tMLvmKfKIjyMiLh_cLpLSTcS_~caZ YLS|�LdLKcS\NyQSKLcWiKMfLS_~caZyLกVJRYH]Y 
  _KzRccfLYyG VM̀O_ZoYpfrSrfLbcYyGyvV̂LjpipnLYdv_VzcYjy mbf_IP`MJกnHGIQSKzchLh
KLVLGmกiKIirh\rLKh̀YIJ 0_~caIiaZdrMM\N3 _IP`MJMicSTQ]Y 0tfc_nhdfSpYHSdzc_nfKYJ]KLjpipYe _Szcก
YichaZdrMM\N_pKzcYtfc_nh3 
  กnLS_IzcYกWK�LtHY~N \McG\MHrmKwก\̀YYcYaIiMHGyIpKLhyLกMcYIL 0\rLK��Y
TcSneกdLrÌ}HY_ZoYyM̀SjYrHYVJR 19 KกML\K _KzRcaZM�uJh�Hu�NTcStrก\WuaZUQS_ML3 
  OfrSdcSdLKdHZILpNpnHSyLกYH]Y dKLO`กVH]SdcS\McG\MHrkVMgHtVN\WhกHYGfch� mnir
jY_IzcYKJYL\K McYIL VM̀O mnv_IP`MJกwG̀YaZtG\McG\MHrmKwก\̀YYcYVJR_กLvtM̀YPN_cwI_r̀MNI 
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TuvVJRVH]SdcS\McG\MHr_ÌYhR^Lp̀Kv{fLYZ�LaZIeyWIVJR_rItGneกkZ�S McYILกHG_IP`MJIe_SJhGaZUYHI 
dcSmKfneกMeidQก\niLhกHGrfL_\YKLchefVJRYHRYIirh 
  VWกrHYYJ] _KzRcjIVJR_IP`MJYQกchLกteIUQStfc _~cyvkVM�aZpL\McG\MHrmKwก\̀YYcY 
_rnLdcSdLKYLVJVJRaIiteIkVMgHtVNOfrhZncGjy_~caIichfLSaKfKJcvaM_dKc_pKzcY 
  0j\M�กwGcก}HYrfL OfLSGHS_c̀qcvaMchfLSYH]YVJRneกkZ�S_SzcกYichnchaZbกjYVv_ndLG
YLS_SzcกPQRSchefpfLSccกaZaกnmdYaกn0McYILกnfLr 0mbftrก_MLMeirfL _\Y_nzcก\McG\MHr 
mKwก\̀YYcY_ZoYpYVLSdfS\rLKMHกUQSneกdLr bcYYJ]_IP`MJ_TiLjymnirrfLtfcyvchef_\JhSTiLS_~c
bncIaZ3  
 
 


