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	When I was 13 years old and found out my mom was expecting a new, baby, I was elated! I have always loved children and couldn’t wait for this little boy or girl to become a part of my life. Charles Lee was born on February 26, 2006, at 11:08a.m., and at that moment my life changed forever—in more ways than I could have anticipated at the time. Charles was a seemingly healthy, happy baby for his first few months of life. When he was 13 months old, my world crashed around me. Charles was diagnosed with Tay-Sachs disease. I remember my mother sitting me down and explaining the disease to me, and I specifically remember her telling me that he wouldn’t live very long. At the time I was 14 years old. Charles taught me more about life than most people could imagine. He never spoke a word, but he taught me some of life’s most important lessons in the 28 months he was with me here on earth. He taught me that everything happens for a reason and to tell the people you love how you feel now…don’t put it off because no one is guaranteed tomorrow. I eventually realized that rather than being mad about something I couldn’t help, I could put my energy into something productive and help to raise money to find a cure for Tay-Sachs.
	After Charles was diagnosed, I was mad. I didn’t understand why this was happening to my baby brother. While attending my first National Tay-Sachs and Allied Diseases conference in Boston in 2007, I decided to funnel my anger and energy into helping find a cure for the disease that would eventually take my brother’s life. I planned several fundraisers and began to experience the wonders of helping others. I spent much more time with my family. Charles’ illness made me realize what was really important. It wasn’t going out with my friends all weekend; it was spending time with my brother and the rest of my family. 
	While I understand that everything happens for a reason, I still do not know exactly why my brother was chosen to have this disease. I do know that through Charles’ suffering, my entire family learned valuable lessons. I learned that helping others is often more important than helping myself. Even though Charles passed away in July 2008 at 28 months old, he is still my biggest motivator. 
	Although I have always known I wanted to have a career in the medical field, Charles solidified my decision in a way that no one else could. I plan to become a Neonatal Nurse Practitioner and work with sick babies and their families. Because I have experienced the loss of someone so close to me, I hope that I can be of some comfort to the parents and families of the sick babies in my care. Not everyone can say they have experience with losing a child, but I can. Charles taught me compassion—compassion to do great things with my abilities. When I think I cannot do something, I think of Charles and how strong he was. I truly believe that if my baby brother were still here, he would be proud of me. I would never have tapped into my compassionate side that allowed me to volunteer and fundraise if not for him.
	As I said, Charles is my biggest motivation. He taught me more in 28 months than anyone will ever teach me. He didn’t teach me English, Math, or Science, but he taught me about life, and that will mean more in the future than anything I learn in school.
