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Cung ban doc

Sau khi thuc hién céc tap Hat Gidng TAm Hon va nhimmg
cudn sach chia sé vé cudc song, First News da nhan duoc su
don nhan va dong cam sau sic cua dong dao ban doc khap noi.
Ching t6i da nhan ra rang sy chia sé vé tAm hon 1a mét dicu
quy gia va c6 ¥ nghia nhét trong cudc séng hién nay, giap
chdng ta vuot qua nhimg ndi buon, nhing that vong dé huéng
dén mot ngay mai tuoi dep hon véi nhimg uée mo, hoai bao
ctia minh va cam nhan cudc séng tron ven hon.

Trén tinh than d6, First News tiép tuc gisi thiéu dén cac
ban nhirng cau chuyén hay duoc chon loc tir b sach Chicken
Soup for the Soul néi tiéng cua hai tac gia Jack Canfield va
Mark Victor Hansen.

Day 1a 1an dau tién bo sach Chicken Soup for the Soul duogc
trinh bay dudi dang song ngit dé ban doc c6 thé cam nhan duge
¥ nghia cAu chuyén bang ca hai ngdn ngit . Viéc chuyén tai tron
ven va chinh x4c ¥ nghia siu sic cia nhirng cau chuyén theo
nguyén ban tiéng Anh 1a mét ¢6 gang 16n cia chiing toi. Rat
mong nhin duoc nhimg ¥ kién doéng gop caa ban doc dé nhimng
tap sach tiép theo cua ching t6i hoan thién hon.

Mong rang cudn sach nay sé 1a nguoi ban dong hanh véi
ban trong cudc song.

- First News



very woman is a daughter and every woman had a mother. The

bond of the mother and daughter relationship is so profound, so

deep and long-lasting, that women often miss their mothers fifty
years after they are gone. Once birthed, a mother/daughter
relationship is perhaps immortal. It is in honor of that eternal
relationship that we offer this book, not only to every woman who is a
daughter or a mother of daughters, but to every person who knows and
loves a woman, because their heart will be touched by the stories of
love, courage, loss, reunion, sacrifice, redemption and everyday caring
that make up this book.

Being a mother is more than a role or an outcome of biology.
Mothers are not just those women who give birth to the daughters they
raise. To be truly mothered teaches us how to love, how to think, how
to grow into our own potential, into our womanhood. At its best, being
mothered teaches us to be whole. To mother is to give of oneself in
service of another, to truly see and honor another and to care for her.
Thankfully, in a world that brings hardship as well as joy, mothers
show up in all sorts of wonderful and magical ways.

And daughters, what about them? You will read again and again
how daughters come into their mothers’ lives as a gift from heaven.
Daughters allow their mothers to see themselves through a new life, to
see how they are carried in their daughters and how their daughters
are unique and absolutely new. Daughters allow (sometimes push)
their mothers into seeing a larger world the new world that their
daughters inhabit. Daughters offer their mothers an opportunity to
become whole just as mothers offer the same to their daughters.

In celebration of love and wholeness, we invite you to join us in the
never-ending story of mothers and daughters.

“%‘*’*@ /LM\JWMW@
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Lo1 gidi thiéu

an than mdi phy nir déu 12 mot ngudi con, va mdi nguoi déu co
B mot nguoi me. Su gin két cia tinh mau tir that sy sau sic va bén

chit, dén ndi nhimg nguoi con thuong van con cam thiay nhé me
ca ndm muoi nim sau khi nguoi me khuat bong. Ké tir lac dua tré duoc
sinh ra, tinh mAu tir da tré nén bat diét. Cling chinh vi tinh cam dang
tran trong do, ching t6i da cho ra doi quyén sach nay. Pay khong chi 1a
quyén sach danh riéng cho nhimg nguoi phu nir -nhirng nguoi vira 1a
nguoi con, vira 1a nguodi me - ma con danh cho tat ca nhimg ai hiéu va
yéu thuong phu nir, béi trai tim cta ho sé cam nhan duoc nhirng cau
chuyén vé tinh yéu thuong, su dong vién, néi mat mat, sy sum hop, hy
sinh, thuy chung, nhung quan tam binh di hang ngay - tat ca nhiing
diéu da gop phan tao nén quyén sach nay.

Lam me khong don thuan 1a mét vai tro hay 1a két qua tat yéu vé mit
sinh hoc. M¢ khong chi la nguoi da sinh ra va dudng duc nhirng dira con
ma lam me sé& day ching ta biét cach yéu thuong, suy nghi, 1am sao dé
quen vdi vai tro ciaa minh, vai tro cia mot nguoi phu nit. N6i ding hon,
1am me sé& day cho chiing ta biét tat ca moi thur. LAm me c6 nghia 1a s&
phuc vu nguoi khac, sé cam thong tran trong va quan tAm dén cic con
ciia minh. Xin dugc by t6 1ong biét on ddi v6i sy xuat hién rat ddi tuyét
voi va mau nhiém cua nhitng nguoi me trong mot thé gisi day gian kho
cling nhu tran tré niém vui suéng nay.

Con nhing c6 con gai, ho s& nhu thé nao? Ban sé& doc duoc nhiéu cau
chuyén cho thiy nhiitng dwra con da di vao cudc doi cia nguoi me nhu
mot mon qua quy gia ma tao héa da ban tang. Nhirng daa con cho
ngudi me thay duge chinh ho véi mot cude doi mai, dé cam thay duoc
tinh yéu thuong cia c4c con, va thdy dugc nhirng dua con la quy gia va
méi mé nhu thé ndo. Con céi con cho nhimng nguoi me thay mot thé gioi
rong 16n hon, d6 1a thé giéi riéng cia chting. Con cai cling danh cho me
cia minh tat ca tinh yéu thuong, tya nhu nhimng gi ho da nhan duoc tir
me.

Pé ton vinh tinh thuong yéu tron ven ay, chiing t6i moi c4c ban hay
thuong thire nhitng cau chuyén khong bao gio ké hét cia me va con.
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y kids knew something was up the minute I took a
phone call during dinner and failed to return for
three hours. After twenty-five years of wondering
and praying, that longawaited call finally came. To be
frank, I can barely even remember what we said. How do
. you fit twenty-five years of unanswered questions into one
conversation? Having learned that she lived less than twenty-five
minutes from my home, we made immediate plans to reunite, the
sooner the better. I emerged from the phone call with a very heady
feeling and a date to meet her the next evening.

-

My husband knew about Nicole from our first date. I had a very
well-developed sense of what I wanted in a life-mate. I knew I would
spend the rest of my life with him and felt the need to share with him
the story of Nicole. I told him with the hope that she would eventually
rejoin my life. I wanted him to know that she would also be joining his.

I had gotten pregnant at the age of sixteen, after having been the
victim of what is now called date rape. Nicole’s father was nineteen at
the time, and I broke up with him immediately after he forced himself
on me. My family fortuitously moved shortly thereafter. Having had
sporadic menstrual cycles, I wasn’t concerned with the missed periods.
I must have attributed the baby’s kicking to gas. Being a healthy
teenager, I carried her entirely inside, never showing until a month
and a half before her birth.

It was Christmas Eve, after an argument with my mom, when she
looked at me in a very serious manner and asked if I was pregnant. I
was indignant and vehemently denied the possibility. It did give me
plenty of food for thought, and a week later, I asked her to take me to
the doctor. I'll never forget her face as I casually asked the question. It
was one of the hardest things I've ever had to do, mustering up enough
courage to stop the denial and face the facts.

Upon learning that I was indeed pregnant and due within thirty to
forty-five days, my parents rallied around me and assured me that they
would support whatever decision I made. It wasn’t a hard decision to
make, since I really had no bond yet with the baby. I chose to place the
baby for adoption.



In those days, if the baby was to be placed for adoption, the mother
was not allowed to see the child after delivery. Neither was any other
family member, but the hospital staff didn’t know my mom. She
managed to sneak into the nursery every day of my stay and get as
many looks at Nicole as she could steal. As we were leaving the
hospital, my mom reminded my dad that this would be his last
opportunity to take a look at Nicole. He had not joined my mom on any
of her stealthy trips to the nursery. The social workers were scheduled
to pick Nicole up from the nursery that day.

Dad unlocked the doors of the car, got us all settled, was about to
drive off, then said, “Wait, I'll be right back.” We waited, and on his
return he simply said, “Kathy, she’s beautiful.”

I believe it was the hand of God ensuring I never had the
opportunity to emotionally bond with the baby growing inside of me.
When Nicole was two weeks old, we met at the Social Services office,
where I was to spend time with her in a contrived living room setting.
This meeting was to ensure that I still wanted to give her up for
adoption. They brought her to me and left me there, alone with her, for
fifteen minutes. That was a long fifteen minutes. I was a very young
woman and terribly frightened I might drop her. I do remember
thinking she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, but I knew I
couldn’t keep her.

We finalized the paperwork, the adoption process was initiated, and
as far as we knew, she went to a family in Richmond, Virginia. I
returned to school, finished out the year, and we moved at the end of
the year. I went on to graduate from college and gained a commission
as a naval officer. It was there that I met my husband. We married
three months after meeting each other, nineteen years ago.

We went on to have two children of our own. Throughout the years,
not a single day went by that I didn’t think about Nicole, and pray that
she had a good, happy and healthy life. On her eighteenth birthday, I
put a letter in her adoption file which detailed how to contact me in the
event she ever came looking. My husband and parents were very
supportive of this.

When Nicole decided to search for me, my letter made it very easy.
The longawaited phone call had finally come, and my husband shared
with me the excitement of the prospect of finally meeting my daughter.
The day of the reunion, we sat our boys down and explained the
situation. They were wonderfully supportive about it, and asked some
frank questions, which we answered very honestly. Excited at the



prospect of actually having a sister, they wished me well, gave me big
kisses and sent me on my way to my reunion.

Nicole and I met outside the church after my choir rehearsal. I will
never forget watching her climb out of her Mazda RX7 and just keep
going up, up, up. She was tall, she was blond and she was gorgeous. We
very slowly hugged each other with the gentleness afforded only the
most precious, fragile treasures in your life. The rest of the evening was
spent in a cozy restaurant down the street. The waitress was observant
enough to realize that something very special was going on, and she
prudently left us alone.

That night, Nicole told me that if she were to be limited to saying
only one thing, she would thank me from the bottom of her heart.
“Thank you for having me, for giving me up, and for welcoming me
back into your life so warmly and openly.”

After twenty-five years, I felt as though a tremendous weight had
been lifted, and I remember feeling as though there was simply
nothing that could beat the joy I felt at finally knowing she was safe,
healthy and had grown up with a very loving family. We went on to
spend time together each week. She got to know her new brothers, and
she very bravely accompanied me to many outings with our friends,
getting to know all the people who are special in my life, as I met all
those who were special in hers.

My husband took particular pleasure in our reunion since Nicole is
almost a mirror image of what I looked like at her age. He loves to go
out with us, feeling as though he has the best of both worlds, me at my
current age, and me at the age we got married. Even now, more than
two years after the reunion, he marvels at the fact that we have the
same mouth, smile and laugh.

I don’t know if I can ever adequately express the gratitude I owe to
her parents for having given her such a wonderful upbringing. They
are really two very special people, and I am deeply indebted to them.
They welcomed me and my family into their lives with the same open
arms that welcomed Nicole. The card her mom gave me for Mother’s
Day that year said it all: “I truly believe children are gifts from God, on
loan, for us to raise to become independent and assets to society. Ever
since we adopted Nicole, you have been in my thoughts - each
February 17, but especially on every Mother’s Day. So, Happy Mother’s
Day, not only have you found a daughter, but a best friend.” And to
her, I also say thank you.



Kathy N. Jublou

Gratitude is not only the greatest of virtues,

but the parent of all the others.

- Cicero




Tré lal bén nhau

4c con t6i biét cd chuyén gi @6 da xay ra khi toi di
‘ nghe dién thoai giira bira com chiéu va phai ba tiéng
dong hd sau méi quay tro lai. Sau hai mwoi 1Am ndm
s thap thom nguyén cau, cudc dién thoai ma bay lau téi cho
\ .+ doi da dén. Thanh that ma noi, t6i khé c6 thé nhé rod
. ¢ ching t6i da noi véi nhau nhitng gi. Chi mot cude tro
chuyen nhu vay lam sao c6 thé glal quyet hét tat ca nhimng van dé chua
c6 101 giai @ap trong sudt hai muoi Iim ndm qua? Khi biét con bé chi
séng cach nha t6i khong téi hai muoi 1dm phit di xe, chiing t6i lién 1én
ngay ké hoach dé gap lai nhau cang sém cang tét. Toi két thiic cudc dién
thoai trong trang thai hét strc phan khich, cting véi cudc hen sé gap con
bé vao toi hom sau.

\
o

Ngay tir ngay dau hen ho, t6i da ke cho chong t6i nghe vé Nicole. Téi
biét rat ro minh mudn gl 6 nguoi ban doi. To61 biét rang minh sé& song véi
anh ca doi va toi cam thay can phal chia sé v4i anh cau chuyen \(S
Nicole. T6i ké cho anh nghe véi hy vong sau nay Nicole cling s& trd lai
v6i ti, va t6i mudn anh biét rang diéu @6 c6 nghia 1a con bé cling sé
tham gia vao cudc doi anh.

T6i mang thai vio nim muoi sau tudi, sau khi bi cudng hiép bai
chinh ban trai cia minh. Vao thoi diém d6, cha cua Nicole méi muoi
chin tudi, va toi chia tay anh ta ngay sau khi anh ta lam cai viéc ay véi
t6i. Khong lau sau do, gia dinh t6i chuyén nha di noi khac. Vén c6 kinh
nguyét khong déu, nén t6i khong quan tAm lam khi khéng thay chu ky
cua cac thang sau. T6i ctr dinh ninh nhimg ctr dong cua dua bé trong
bung 14 chuyén binh thuong cua co thé. Vén 1a mét thiéu nir khée manh,
t6i cir mang dira con trong bung ma khong ai biét, mai cho dén mot
thang rudi trude khi sinh.

Vao dém Giang Sinh, sau khi toi tranh cai v6i me t6i, ba da nhin t6i
that ki va hoi rang c6 phai téi c6 mang hay khong. T6i vo cting phan no
va kich liét pha nhan. Nhung diéu me t6i néi khién t6i phai suy nghi, va
mot tudn sau t6i nho me dua di bac si. Téi sé khong bao gio quén nét
mat cua me khi t6i dat lai vin dé. P6 1a mot trong nhiing viéc khoé khin
nhat ma t6i timg 1am: liy hét can dam dé thoi khong chdi cii nira ma s&
d6i dién voi sy that.

Khi biét t6i ding 13 3 c6 mang va chi con mot thang hoic mot
thang rudi 1a dén ngdy sinh, cha me t6i da ban v6i nhau tim céach gitp



t6i va khang dinh s& ung ho bat ky sy lya chon nao cua téi. Vi lic dy t6i
that sy chua cam thay rang budc gi véi dira tré nén t6i da quyet dinh kha
dé dang; t6i quyét dinh cho daa bé dé nguoi ta nhan lam con nuoi.

Thoi d6, néu @i cho mot dua tré 1am con nudi thi nguoi me khong
duogc dén tham con nira, ké ca cac thanh vién khac trong gia dinh cling
khong duoc phép. Nhung nhan vién bénh vién khong biét mat me toi, vi
vay mdi ngay ba déu tim cach 1én vao phong nudi tré caa bénh vién
trong thoi gian t6i con luu lai d6 dé duge ngam nhin Nicole. Ngay
chting t6i roi bénh vién, me t6i nhic cha toi rang do6 1a co hoi cubi cling
néu 6ng muén nhin ngam Nicole. Cha da khong di cling me trong
nhiing lan ba 1én vao phong nubi tré so sinh dé thim Nicole. Ciing vao
ngay hom 4y, cAc nhan vién 1am cong tac xa hoi sé dua Nicole di noi
khéc.

Cha mo cira dé chiing t6i vao ngoi 6n dinh trong xe. Cha dinh 14i xe
di, nhung bong nhién 6ng noéi: “Doi chit, cha s& quay lai ngay”. Chiing
toi ngoi trong xe doi cha. Khi quay lai, 6ng chi néi: “Kathy, con bé xinh
lim”.

T6i tin rang chinh ban tay cua Chtia da sip dit dé t6i khong co6 co hoi
c6 duge méi day rang budc tinh cam nao véi sinh linh da tuong hinh
trong chinh co thé minh. Khi Nicole dugc hai tuan tudi, téi duoc gap lai
con bé tai Van phong Dich vu Xa hoi, noi t6i ¢6 mot khoang thoi gian 4
bén canh con trong mot cdn phong khach. Lan gap gor ay nham xac dinh
lai xem t6i ¢6 con mudn dem cho con bé 1am con nudi hay khong.
Nguoi ta mang con bé dén va dé mot minh t6i & d6 véi nd trong muoi
1am phat. Muoi 1im phtt d6 that dai. Khi dy t6i con qué tré va toi rat so
minh s& danh roi con bé. T6i vin nh¢ ro 14 khi 4y t6i da nghi rang con
bé 14 vat thé xinh dep nhit ma t6i timg nhin thiy, nhung t6i biét minh
khong thé gir n6 lai dugc.

Ching t6i hoan tat cic thu tuc gidy to, viéc nhan con nudi duge tién
hanh, va theo ching t6i dugc biét thi con bé d vé séng voi mot gia dinh
& Richmond, Virginia. T6i tr¢ lai truong dé hoan tat nim hoc, va gia
dinh t6i chuyén nha vao cudi nim @6. T6i tiép tuc hoc dén khi tét
nghiep dai hoc va sau d6 nhan dugc nhiém so véi tu cach 1a si quan hai
quan Ciing tai do, toi da gap chong t6i. Sau ba thang gap go, chung toi
cudi nhau. Ngay 4y cach nay da muoi chin ndm roi.

Chting t6i c6 voi nhau hai daa con. Trong ting iy nim, khong ngiy
nao ma t6i khong nghi dén Nicole va ciu nguyén cho con bé c6 dugc
mot cudce song tot dep, hanh phiic va khée manh. Vao sinh nhat lan tha
mudi tAm cua Nicole, t6i bo mot 14 thu vao trong hd so con nudi cua con
bé, chi ro 1am thé nao dé lién lac vé6i tdi néu nhu nd c¢d dén xem hd so.



Chong va cha me cua toi hét sire ing ho viéc nay.

Khi Nicole quyét dinh di tim me thi 14 thu d6 cua t6i da gitp moi
viéc tro nén hét stre dé dang. Sau cuing, t6i cling nhan duoc cudc dién
thoai ma t6i 3 mong cho bay lau, va chong t6i da chia sé cam giac phan
chan 4y cua toi trude vién canh t6i s& dugc gap lai con gai cia minh. Vao
ngay hen doan vién, ching t6i bao hai dwa con trai ngoi lai va giai thich
cho ching hiéu tan tuong moi viéc. Bon tré da nhiét tinh ung ho ching
t6i. Chling con dat ra mot vai cau hoi rat thang than va chiing tdi ciing
da tra 101 mot cach trung thue. Phan khoi truée vién canh sé cé duoc
mot nguoi chi gai, chiing chic t6i manh khoe, hon t6i téi tap va con tién
to6i dén chd hen.

Nicole va t6i gip nhau bén ngoai nha tho, sau budi tap duot cua toi
v6i dan dong ca. Té6i s& khong bao gio quén dugce cam gidc khi thiy con
bé buée ra khoi chiée xe Mazda RX7 va cu thé di 1én, di 1én va tién vé
phia t6i. Con gai tbi cao, toc hoe vang va dep 1ong 1ay. Hai me con toi tir
tir 6m léy nhau véi mot sy nhe nhang ma ban chi ¢6 thé danh riéng cho
nhimg gi quy gia, mong manh nhét doi minh. Thoi gian con lai cia buoi
t6i hom 4y, ching t6i dén mot nha hang Am cung & dudi phéd. C6 phuc
vu nha hang d3 tinh ¥ nhan thay c6 mot diéu gi d6 hét suc dic biét dang
dién ra, vi thé c6 da té nhi dé chdng t6i duoc ngdi mot minh.

bém hom ay, Nicole noéi véi téi rang néu con bé chi duge n6éi mot
diéu duy nhat thi n6 chi muon cam on t6i bang tat ca tinh cam tir tan
déy long né. “Cam on me da sinh ra con, da cho con di, va dd mo rong

M

vong tay 4m ap dé don con tro vé”.

Sau hai muoi 1dm nim, t6i cam thidy mét ganh niang khong 16 da
duoc cat di, va téi con nhé rd cam gidce 1a khong gi hon duoc niém vui
cia toi ltc 4y khi thay Nicole duoc binh yén, manh khoe va da truong
thanh trong mot gia dinh day tinh yéu thuong. Hai me con t6i tiép tuc
gap gd nhau mdi tuan. Nicole bit diu 1am quen véi c4c em trai méi cua
minh. Con bé cfing manh dan di cling t6i dén cac budi gap mat vui choi
c6 cac ban be cua gia dinh ching t6i, lam quen v6i nhitng nguoi than va
quan trong trong cudc song cia toi, va toi cling da duoc gap tat ca nhimg
ngudi co ¥ nghia dic biét d6i voi con bé.

Chong t6i rat vui vi sy doan tu caa me con t6i, vi Nicole gan nhu 1a
mot tAm guong phan chiéu hinh anh cua t6i khi t6i con & do tudi cia con
bé. Anh 4y rat thich di choi véi chting t6i, nhu thé anh 4y c6 duoc nhiing
diéu t6t dep nhat cua ca hai thé gisi - voi ban than t6i ¢ do tudi hién tai
va toi khi vira mai l1ap gia dinh. Ngay ca bay gio, khi me con t6i da doan
tu dugc hai nim, anh iy van con ngac nhién thich thd vi chting t6i c6
cai miéng, ny cudi va tiéng cudi gidng nhau dén thé.



Khong biét bao gid toi méi c6 thé bay toé hét long biét on cua minh
ddi véi cha me nuoi cua Nicole vi ho da dudng duc con bé hét sic chu
d4o. Ho that sy 1 nhirg con nguoi rat dic biét, va toi chiu on ho sau
sac. Ho chao don t6i va gia dinh t6i v6i vong tay rong mé hét nhu khi ho
don nhan Nicole vay. Tam thiép ma nim 4y me cua Nicole ting t6i nhan
Ngay Cua Me da noi 1én tat ca: “T6i that sy tin rang tré con 1a mén qua
cua Chua, la méon qua ma ching ta vay muon, va chiing ta c6 nghia vu
phai nudi day ching @é ching tro thanh nhitng con nguoi doc lap, 1a tai
san quy gia cua xa hoi. Ké tir ngdy ching t6i nhan Nicole 1am con, t6i da
ludén nghi dén chi, vao mdi ngdy 17 thang 2, va dic biét 1a trong Ngay
Cua Me. Chinh vi vy, chiic ming chi nhan Ngay Cua Me, khong chi vi
chi da tim thay con gai, ma thém vao d6 con 1a mét nguoi ban tét”. Va
déi voi ba, lae nao téi cling mudn néi 1oi cAm on.

Kathy N. Jublou

Long biét on khong chi 1a dire tinh cao quy
nhat, ma conlanNguon goc cia nhing dirc tinh

khac.

- Cicero




o watch her worry and fret as she waited for
_ news of how her little girl came through brain
v O A surgery was almost more than I could bear.

Through her tears she recounted stories of her little
girl and voiced her longing to be right there with her.

As she continually checked her watch, counting down the time that the

doctor said surgery should take, I tried to think of comforting things to

say. My words did not seem appropriate, for she was in a place I had

never been. How could I understand her vigil, the agony that waiting

was causing her?

Finally, the telephone rang. Marie had come through surgery fine
and would recover with time. The look of relief flooded her face. At
last, this eighty-sixyear-old mother could relax, knowing her seventy-
year-old “little girl” was going to be fine.

- Elizabeth Sharp Vinson



Van luon 1a Me

" hing kién sy lo lang méi mon cia mot nguoi

' ‘ me dang mong ngoéng tin tie vé ca phiu thuat

ndo cua dira con géi nho la diéu ma t6i hau nhu

khong thé chiu dung noi. Qua lan nudc mat, ba ké lai
cau chuyén vé con gai cua minh va bay t6 niém mong
moi duoc ¢ ngay bén canh con. Trong lic ba lién tuc nhin déng ho dé
dém lui khoang thoi gian ma bac s da wdce tinh cho ca phau thuat, t6i cd
gang nghi ra diéu gi d6 dé an i ba. Nhimg ngoén tir cia toi lic d6 duong
nhu chang phit hop, vi ba dang ¢ vio mét vi tri ma t6i chua ting trai
qua bao gio. Lam thé ndo téi cé thé hiéu dugce nhirng dém thare tring
ctia nguodi me ay cling nhu ndi budn dau khic khoai ma canh doi cho da
gay ra cho ba?

Sau ciing, dién thoai reo vang. Ca phau thuat da thanh cong tét dep
va Marie s€ binh phuc theo thoi gian. Guong mat nguoi me ngap tran
nét nhe nhom. Cudi cung thi ba me tam muoi sau tudi gio day ciing ¢
thé nghi ngoi khi biét rang “dua con gai nho” bay muoi tudi cia minh s&
dan dan binh phuc.

- Elizabeth Sharp Vinson



fter mothering me for thirty years, my mom
_ stood in the kitchen of my home and
' @ 2% announced these words, “I was the world’s

worst mother, and I am so sorry.” She then
proceeded to apologize for all the things that she did

wrong in raising me. I realized that she was filled with guilt about the

strict rules of her child-raising years, causing me to miss many school

dances. She was mortified that she and my father were too poor to

afford my high school ring. She was ashamed of herself for

punishments that lasted for weeks. She was sad that she tried to

choose my friends. My mother went on and on about her mistakes and

regrets as tears of pain streamed down her face.

Right at that moment my mom looked so beautiful. I wondered why
my entire family, including me, took her for granted. How do you tell
your mother all that she is to you? I wanted to tell her that the
punishments and strict rules of my childhood have a small spot in my
memory in comparison to my recollections of the nights she let me stay
up late and bake cookies with her. I kept silent instead of telling her
how much it meant that she scraped together the money for my
wedding shoes and matching purse. I couldn’t swallow the lump in my
throat so I could explain all of the millions of ways she makes me feel
so special. I should have told my mother, on that day, that of all the
people in my life, no one has ever loved me in the unconditional way
that she does.

Four years have gone by since the day I didn’t tell my mother that
her mistakes were tiny molehills, and her love and understanding were
big beautiful mountains in my life. But I'm telling her now. Thank you,
Mom, and thank you, God, for the world’s worst mother.

- Polly Anne Wise



Nguoi me kém coi nhat thé gian

. au khi da nud6i dudng t6i dugc ba muoi ndm

' S troi, ¢ lan me t6i da dung trong nha bép va noéi

vong ra: “Me 1a nguoi me kém coi nhét thé gian,

va me hét sire hdi tiée vé diéu d6.” Me tiép tuc nhan
161 vé tat ca nhimg gi ma ba da 1am sai trong sudt qua
trinh nudi nang t6i. T6i nhan thay me dang tu két t6i minh vé nhimng
nguyén tic khit khe trong viéc nuéi day con cai vi me da lam cho t6i 1&
mat nhiéu budi khiéu vii ¢ truong. Me cam thay xau hé vi cha me qua
nghéo khong du sirec mua cho tdi chiée nhan khi téi tt nghiép trung
hoc. Me xau ho vi nhitng hinh phat kéo dai ca tudn ma ba da danh cho
t6i. Me budn rau vi da c6 chon ban bé cho t6i. Me t6i tiép tuc ké vé
nhiing sai 1am va nhimg diéu hdi tiéc caa ba trong khi nhirng giot nudc
mat dau kho ctr chay dai trén khuén mat.

Ngay lc 4y, trong me that xinh dep. T6i ty hoi tai sao ca gia dinh téi,
trong do c6 t6i, luén luodn tin tuéng & me. Lam thé ndo ban c6 thé néi
cho me biét ring me 12 tat ca d6i voi ban? T6i mudn néi véi me rang
nhimg hinh phat va nhiing nguyén tic khat khe thug bé chi 1a mot chdm
den nho trong tri nhé cua t6i so v6i nhitng ky e vé nhitng dém me cho
phép t6i thie khuya nudéng banh cung véi me. T6i da im lang thay vi néi
v6i me rang that y nghia biét bao khi me ¢ vét tién dé sam cho toi doi
gidy cuéi va chiée vi sao cho hop vé6i déi gidy. Toi khong thé nuét noi
cuc nghen dang chin ngang ¢6 hong cua minh dé c6 thé giai thich voi
me rang me da 1am cho t6i cam thiy minh that dac biét bang hang tri¢u
cach khac nhau. Ngay hom do, 1€ ra t6i nén noi véi me rang trong sb tat
ca nhirng nguoi xuat hién trong cudc doi t6i, khong ai c6 thé yéu thuong
toi vo diéu kién nhu me.

D3 bon nim troi qua ké tir ngay t6i khong noéi voi me rang nhiing sai
lam cta me chi nho bé nhu dam dat chuot dun, trong khi tinh thuong
yéu va sy thong cam cta me lai la nhirng ngon nui to 1én va dep dé cua
cudc doi t6i. Nhung, ngay bay gio, t6i sé noi voi me. Cam on Mg, va cam
on Chtia da ban cho t6i “nguoi me kém coi nhat thé gian”.

- Polly Anne Wise



s I contemplate the arrival of the holidays, I think

about all the warm and wonderful Christmases as a

child, and I feel a smile cross my face. They were
= truly a time to remember. As I grew older, the Christmas
memories become less vivid and more of a sad and
depressing time for me... until last year. It was then that I
believe I learned how to recapture that childhood wonder and joy I felt

as a child.

Every year I flounder, never knowing what to buy my mother for
Christmas. Another robe and slippers, perfume, sweaters? All nice
gifts, but they just don’t say I love you like they should. I wanted
something different, something she would love for the rest of her life.
Something that would put that beautiful smile back on her face and the
quickness in her step. She lives alone, and much as I may want to
spend time with her, I can only manage an occasional visit with the
schedule I keep. So I made the decision to become her Secret Santa.
Little did I know that this would be just what the doctor ordered.

I went out and bought all sorts of small gifts and then headed to the
more expensive areas of the mall. I picked up little nothings, things
that I knew only my mother would love. I took them home and
wrapped each one differently. Then I went to my computer and made a
card for each one. It went according to the song “The Twelve Days of
Christmas.” Then I began my adventure. The first day was so exciting, I
dropped it off and put it in the screen door. Then I hurried home and
called her, pretending to inquire about her health. She was bubbling
over. Someone had left a gift for her and signed it “Secret Santa.”

The next day, the same scenario played out. After four or five days, I
went to her house, and my heart just broke. She had laid out all the
gifts on her kitchen table and was showing them to everyone at the
apartment complex. Wrappings and all were spread out and each one
had the note attached. She never stopped talking about this secret
admirer the entire duration of my visit. Her eyes sparkled, and her
voice was lilting. She was in seventh heaven. Every day, she would call
me with news of the new gift she found when she woke up. Then she
decided to try to catch the person responsible and slept on the couch
with the door cracked open. So I left it later that day, and she worried



that the gifts weren’t coming anymore. She had me just as excited as
she was. On the last day, the card told her to be dressed on that
Saturday, and she was to go to Applebee’s for dinner. There she would
meet her Secret Santa. She went wild. The card also told her to ask her
daughter Susan to bring her (that’s me). It said she would know her
Secret Santa by the red ribbon she would be wearing. So I picked her
up and off we went.

When we arrived the hostess seated us at a table, and my mom
looked around. She lost the smile and ask when she was going to meet
her Secret Santa. I slowly took off my coat, and there was the red
ribbon. She began to cry and fuss over how much I spent and how did I
do this. She was happier than I have ever seen her.

When it was all said and done, I thought about how good I felt, and
just as quickly, I remembered something very important. When I was a
child, it was my mother who taught me that it is better to give than to
receive. All these years when I had been sad during the holidays was
most likely because I was looking at the “getting” instead of the
“giving.” I was humbled by this realization, and now I am certain, Mom
does know best....

- Susan Spence

Asingle fantasy can transform a million

realities.

- Maya Angelou



biéu bi mat danh cho Me

% hi nghi vé nhirng ngay 18 sap dén, t6i lai nhé vé tit ca
B nhiing 18 Giang Sinh am 4p tuyét voi lic toi con bé, va

mot nu cuoi thoang qua khuén mat toi. Do that su la

x%ﬁ;‘ nhirng thang ngay déng nhg. Khi t6i l6n hon mot chﬁt,’

. nhirng ky trc trong t6i vé ngay Giéng Sinh khéng con song

dong nhu xua, tham chi chung con la nhiing ngay buon

chan... mai cho dén dip Giang Sinh ndm ngoal Ké tir do, toi tin rang

minh da hoc dugc cach lay lai niém vui va nhirng diéu ky diéu cua thoi

tho au.

Mbi ndm t6i déu lting ting khong biét mua gi cho me t6i vao dip 18
Giang Sinh. Mot cai 40 dAm moi, mot ddi dép, lo nudce hoa, hay mot
chiéc 40 len? Tat ca déu 1a nhimg mén qua dé thuong, nhung ching
khong thé thay t6i bay t6 tinh yéu thuong ddi véi me nhu t6i mong
muon. T61i muon mot mon gi that khac biét ma me t6i s€ yéu thich trong
suét phan doi con lai cua ba. Mot mén qua c6 kha ning mang ny cudi
tuoi tan tro lai trén khuén mit me va 1am cho dang di caa me tro nén
nhanh nhen nhu xwa. Me t6i séng mot minh, va mic du t6i rat muén
danh nhiéu thoi gian cho me, nhung t6i chi c6 thé thinh thoang dén
tham ba theo lich trinh coéng viéc cua tdi. Vi vay t6i quyét dinh tro thanh
Ong Gia Noel Bi Mat dén v6i me vao dém Giang Sinh. T6i da khong biét
rang d6 ciing chinh 13 diéu ma bac si khuyén t6i nén lam cho me.

Tbi di mua du loai qua nho nho, réi tiép tuc sang mot gian hang ban
nhimg tha dit tién hon. O @6 t6i mua nhiing vat linh tinh ma t6i biét 1a
chi c6 me t6i méi thich. T6i mang ching vé roi goéi mdi moén mot kiéu
kh4c nhau. Réi t6i diing mAy vi tinh dé thiét ké timg tam thiép cho méi
mon qua. Moi thir dién ra theo bai hat “Muai hai ngay cua 18 Giang
Sinh”. VA t6i bat dau cudc phiéu luu coa minh. Ngay dau tién qua that
rat Iy tha. Téi mang mot mén qua dén nha me va dat né ¢ cira ludi. Roi
t61 voi tro vé nha va goi dién thoai cho me, gia vo hoi tham stce khoe cua
ba. Lic d6 me t6i dang mung réi rit. C6 ai d6 d3 ting cho ba mot mén
qua va ky tén “Ong Gia Noel Bi Mat”.

Ngay hom sau, moi chuyén lai dién ra y nhu vay. Sau d6 bon hoic
nim ngdy, t6i dén nha me, va tim t6i suyt nira thi ngimg dap. Me t6i dat
tit ca qua 1én chiée ban trong nha bép va chi cho moi nguoi trong khu
cu x4 cung xem. Gidy boc va tit ca moi thir duge bay ra, kém theo mdi
moén qua 1a mot tim thiép. Trong sudt thoi gian tdi c6 mat, me toi cir



lu6én miéng nédi vé nguoi hAm mo bi 4n d ting qua cho ba. P6i mit me
sang lap lanh, va giong noi thi hét ste du duong. Me vui suéng cuc do.
MJi ngay, me t6i lai goi cho t6i dé ké vé mén qua ma me nhan dugc vao
mdi sang thuc gide. Me quyét dinh phai gip cho duoc nguoi da goi
nhimg mén qua bang cach ngu trén di ving va dé cra nha hé mé. Vi vay
ma hom 4y t6i da 1én mang qua dén tré hon, va thé 1a me t6i d lo ling
rang khong c6 ai ting que‘l cho ba nita. Me t6i lam cho t6i cling tré nén
hao hirmg khéng kém gi ba. Vao ngay cudi cfmg, to1 ghi trong tam thiép
1a me hay dn mac that dep vao ngay thir Bay vi ba sé dén an tdi ¢
Applebee’s. O d6 ba s& duoc gip Ong Gia Noel Bi Mat. Me t6i mung
quynh. Tam thiép con ghi thém 1a ba hay bdo Susan - con gai ba (4y
chinh 14 t6i) dua ba dén day. Trong do6 con viét rang me t01 s€ nhén ra
Ong Gia Noel Bi Mat théng qua soi ruy-bing d6 ma nguoi 4y s& mang.
Thé 12 t6i dén d6n me va chdng t6i 1én duong.

Khi chiing t6i dén noi, ba chu quan xép chd ngoi cho chting t6i, va
me t6i ctr a0 mat nhin xung quanh. Ba th6i mim cuoi va hoi xem khi
nao ba sé& gap duge Ong Gia Noel Bi Mat. T6i tir tir coi 4o khoac dé 16 soi
ruy-bing do. Me t6i bat dau khoc va hoi xem t6i da tiéu bao nhiéu tién
cling nhu da 1am diéu d6 nhu thé ndo. Lan dau tién t6i thiy me hanh
phuac nhu vay.

Khi moi vi¢c da rd rang, toi nghi dén cam gidc hanh phuc cia minh
va bét chot t6i nhg ra mot diéu rat quan trong. Khi t6i con bé, chinh me
12 nguoi da day t6i rang cam giac khi cho di mot tha gi sé hanh phic
hon ca viéc ddn nhan. Suét nhiéu nim nay t6i da budn rau vao céc dip
18, c6 1& vi t6i ctr quan tAm dén viéc nhan qua hon 1a cho di. Khi nhan ra
diéu 4y, t6i cam thay minh that nho bé. Va bay gio thi t6i biét chic mot
diéu: Me chinh 12 nguoi hiéu r6 diéu d6 hon ai hét...

- Susan Spence

Moty twomg Ky la co thé 1am thay d61i hang trieu

didu trong thure te .

- Maya Angelou




4 ou stand daredevil high on metal monkey bars
A i in the park, oblivious to danger. “Don’t,” I
e O warn, “It’s not safe.” And you grudgingly
oblige me and hang down closer to the earth. I stand
guard anyway, but glance away for a moment,
distracted by twilight.

I turnback toward you, only to helplessly watch you fall to the
ground.

You get up gasping, your nose and mouth already bleeding.
Horrified, I hold you tightly and try to absorb the hurt. You cry loudly
from your pain, and I cry for all the ways I cannot protect you.

But in a few moments, you collect yourself. With a long, quivering
sniffle and a brave breath, you brush away the remaining bark mulch
that I have missed and give me a slightly teary-eyed, crooked smile.

“Mommy, I really want to get back on. And this time, I want to do a
back flip.” You say this even though your lip is still bleeding.

And in this minute my surprise co-mingles with awe, respect and
pride, and I see more than my tear-stained three-year-old daughter
standing before me. I see the raw material of courage. I see the
makings of perseverance and determination. I see a girl with
something that I didn’t put inside her, a girl who has something that
nobody can take away. I see you, my daughter, a child who falls down
but gets up and keeps dancing. And I see once again that I am the
student, and you are the inspiration.

As T hoist your small body up to the bar my thought is a prayer, for
you and for me, Don’t ever let go of this.

- Karen C. Driscoll

All things are possible until they are proved
impossible - and €ven the impossible may

only be so as of now.

- Pearl S. Buck




Long can dam cua con

o on lic¢u linh dimg trén nhimg thanh kim loai
P oty danh cho tre con leo tréo trong cong vién ma
e O 8 b khong mang den nguy hi€ém. Me nhéc nhé:
= “bung, con. Nguy hiém d4y”. Con mién cudng nghe
16i me va tyut xuéng thap hon. Me dung bén canh
tréng chung con, nhung c6 mot phat me nhin di noi khac, hoi xao lang
vi &nh hoang hon.

Khi me quay lai vé phia con, me thdy con nga xuéng dat ma me
khong lam gi duoc.

Con thé hon hén va dung day, miéng va miii bi chay mau. Hoang
ho6t, me 6m lay con that chat nhu dé san sé bét sy dau don cua con. Con
khéc to vi dau, con me khoc vi khong thé bao vé dugce con.

Nhung chi vai phut sau, con da tran tinh lai. Véi tiéng xi miii run
run kéo dai va mot hoi tho thé hién sy can dam, con gifi di nhimg manh
vo6 cdy ma me chua phui hét va cudi vi me mot cach kho khin, mat hay
con ngan 1é.

“Me oi, con muon leo 1én lai. Va lan nay, con muon danh du nguoc”.
Con noi nhu thé mac du moéi con hay con ri mau.

Khi 4y, sy ngac nhién cua me hoa tron véi cam giae so hii, sy cam
phuc pha lan ty hdo. Me cam thay ding truée mit minh khong chi la
dira con g4i ba tudi nhoe nhoet nuéc mat ma chinh 13 chat liéu cua 1ong
can dam. Me nhin thiy su gan da va kién quyét. Me nhin thay mot bé
gai véi nhimg duc tinh khong phai do me ban cho, va cting khong ai ¢6
thé 14y di duoc. Me nhin thay con, con gai ciia me, nga xuéng nhung biét
dimg day va tiép tuc nhay mtia. VA mét 1an nita me nhén ra rang me hay
con phai hoc hoi, con con chinh 14 nguon cam himg cia me.

Khi me nhac than hinh bé nho cua con 1én gian du mot 1an nira, me
da nghi dén moét 1oi nguyén cau, cho con va cho ca me: Pung bao gio tur
bo diéu nay.

- Karen C. Driscoll

Tat ca diu co the, tr truong hop duoc ching minh 1a

khong thé - va thadm chi nhimg diéu Kkhong thé




ciing c6 thé tré thanh cé theé.

- Pearl S. Buck




t took me a while to realize what day it was. I awoke to

gray skies and the chance of snow in the forecast for

Wednesday, January twenty-eighth. My birthday. I was
S thirtyfive. I turned away from the clock radio and wished
A I'd taken the day off from work. I wanted to stay in bed

. and snuggle up to my self-pity about being alone - yet

again - on this significant day. My most recent attempt at romance had
crashed and burned two weeks earlier, and the wounds were still fresh.
It hadn’t been a long relationship, and it wasn’t even that much of a
relationship, but it had refueled my hopes and dreams about having
someone to come home to. As I lay in bed, I remembered blowing out
last year’s candles and wishing for the man of my dreams - sure that
my luck would change this year. “What the hell is it gonna take?” I
asked my walls, angry and terrified at the same time. When the phone
rang, I expected to hear warm wishes from my parents or brothers.
Instead, it was a man that I once was in contact with, calling to say hi
and completely forgetting my birthday. My sister-in-law called next,
updating me on her happy life with my brother, and putting my two-
year-old niece on the phone to sing to me. I hung up, fed my cat, and
tried to remember what I loved about the single life when I was twenty.

Adding to the gloom was the fact that I no longer liked my job as a
news reporter. I was dragging myself into the radio station every day,
trying to figure out where else I could go and what else I should be
doing. Today would be bearable, I thought, because they’d probably
have a party for me at work, or maybe my recent ex would do the
unexpected and send flowers. I was also looking forward to
interviewing a favorite jazz musician whose saxophone and sense of
humor were typically delightful. Little did I know that he’d be cranky
and so uncooperative that I wanted to shout, “Screw you and your
attitude - I shouldn’t even be here today!” To add insult to injury, my
co-workers forgot my birthday, and I went home in a snit, empty-

handed, slipping in the snow and cursing myself for wearing boots
with high heels.

A dinner party with a great circle of women was the bright spot in
my day, as my friends made me laugh and look on the bright side of my
romantic disaster. But after they left, the sadness returned. I didn’t
want to be alone at the end of the day, I didn’t want to be alone at age



thirty-five, and I didn’t know where my life was going. My parents had
left me a birthday message, and I was glad that I had missed the call,
because I didn’t want to talk to them when I felt like such a miserable
failure as a daughter and as a woman. I questioned my choices in life,
and wondered just what I had passed up marriage and motherhood
for. What was so great about my independent life?

I poured myself a glass of wine and sat down to seek comfort from
birthday cards that I'd grabbed from the mailbox after work. One
envelope reached out to me with the familiar, feminine script of my
mother. I pulled out a pink card that read, “The only thing better than
having a delightful daughter is watching her become a beautiful
woman.” Inside, were these unexpected words:

“As I write, it’s snowing outside - just like the day you were born,
thirty-five years ago. I'll never forget the moment they placed you in
my arms. I was so thrilled to have a baby girl - it was a dream come
true! Through the years, you continue to be a delight to me - so sweet
and thoughtful, and smart and talented. I am so grateful for our
friendship, and I admire your courage and adventurous spirit. You are
a warm and beautiful woman, Kim Childs, and you are my best friend.
Know that I wish you a wonderful year ahead - filled with everything
you desire and deserve! I love you, XXOO Mom.”

My teardrops hit the card as I read those powerful words of love. I
cried for the deep connection I had to this woman who considered me
a gift, a success and an inspiration. Her message stirred my soul and
breathed new life into me. I knew, as I lay down to sleep that night,
that I was treasured, and that my life made a difference and brought
joy to someone I cherished. It was my mother’s second -greatest
birthday gift to me - thirty-five years after the first.

- Kim Childs

People tend o become what you tell

them they are.

- Dorothy Delay



Chtc mirng sinh nhat, con yéu!

hai mat mot lac t6i méi nhé duge hom 4y 13 ngay gi.
PT6i thtre giac va thay bau troi that am dam. Theo du
béo thoi tiét thi hom ay c6 thé c6 tuyét. Tha Tu, ngay
L o 28 thang Giéng - sinh nhat cua t6i. Nam do t6i dugc ba
A ~ muoi lam tudi. T6i ngoanh mit quay di dé khoi nhin thay
. chiéc radio c6 kém dong ho bao thic va wéc gi hdom iy
minh dugc nghi lam. T6i mudn nam trén givong dé gam nham ndi x6t
thuong cho phan minh vi lai phai don doc trong ngay trong dai nay. Moi
tinh gan nhat cua t6i da tan v& hai tuan trude dd, va vét thuong long hay
con rat méi. b6 khong phai 12 mot méi quan hé dai lau, tham chi cling
chua dén mirc 1a mot méi quan hé, nhung né @i khoi lai trong t6i niém
hy vong va mo uéc c6 duoc mot ngudi dé ciing sém tdi di vé. Nam trén
giuvong, t6i nhé dén canh minh @i thoéi nén sinh nhat hdi ndm ngoai va
thdm nguyén véc vé mot nguodi dan 6ng trong mong, tin tudng rang van
may sé dén véi minh trong nam. “Chuyén quai gi xay ra day?” Toi vira
gian dir vira hoang so hoi may buc tuong xung quanh. Khi nghe tiéng
chuong dién thoai, t6i cir nghi minh sé nhan duoc nhirng 161 chic than
thuong cua cha me hodc cac em trai. Tuy nhién, d6 lai 1a mét nguoi dan
ong ma toi c6 lan giao thiép. Ong iy goi dén chi dé hoi thim va hoan
toan quén do 12 ngay sinh nhat cua t6i. Sau d6 chi dau téi goi dién ké
cho t6i nghe vé cudc séng hanh phtc cua chi va anh trai toi, rdi chi
chuyén may dé dtra chau gai hai tudi hat cho t6i nghe. Sau khi gac may,
t6i di cho méo #n, va tdi ciing cd nhé lai xem vao d6 tudi d6i muoi,
minh da yéu thich nhimng gi vé mot cude séng doc than nhu vay.

Té hon 14 t6i cam thay minh khong con yéu thich nghé phéng vién
dua tin bay 1au nira. Mdi ngdy t6i lai viii dau vao dai phat thanh, c6 nghi
xem minh c6 thé dén mot noi ndo khéic va 1am mot viée gi khac hay
khong. Toi tham nghi: “Chic hom nay sé khong dén ndi ndo”, vi c6 thé
dong nghiép sé to chue tiéc cho tdi ¢ chd 1am, hoic ngudi yéu cii cua toi
c6 thé sé tang hoa dé tao sy bat ngo. T6i cling dang chd dé phong van
mot nghé sinhac jazz c6 tiéng, gioi choi kén saxophone va c6 6c hai
huée. Nhung t6i khong ngo 6ng ta lai 1ap di va kénh kiéu dén do toi
muén thét 1én: “Mic x4c 6ng va cai thai do coa 6ng' L& ra hdm nay to6i
chang nén dén day lam gi!”. Chua chat hon nita, cac dong nghlep lai
quén ludn ngay sinh nhat cua t6i. Thé 1 toi trang tay ra Ve, mi¢ng
khong ngét cau nhau. ba thé, t6i con bi truot nga trong dong tuyet va
tham nguyén ria sao hém nay minh lai mang ung cao got 1am gi.



Diém noi bat trong ngay 1a mot bira tiéec do déng dao nhirng nguoi
ban gai cua toi t6 chire. Ho da 1am cho t6i bat cuoi thich thi vi ho chi
nhin vao khia canh sang sua trong sy d6 v tinh cam caa t6i. Nhung khi
ho vira ra vé thi téi lai cam thay buon rau. T6i khéng mudn don doc khi
dém xudng, t6i khong mudn c6 don khi bude vao tudi ba muoi 1dm, va
toi cing khong biét cude doi minh sé di vé dau. Cha me t6i 6 goi tin
nhin chdc ming sinh nhat t6i. Téi ming 13 da nhé ct dién thoai cua
cha me t6i vi t6i khong muén tro chuyén khi mang niang ¥ nghi minh 1a
hién than cta mot sy that bai tham hai, voi tu cAch mét dta con géi cling
nhu mot nguoi phu nit. Téi nghi ngo nhirng chon lya cia minh trong
cudc séng. To6i ty hoi minh da hy sinh co hoi két hon va duge 1am me 1a
vi diéu gi. Cudc séng doc lap nhu téi thi cé gi hay ho kia cha?

T6i rét cho minh mét ly rugu vang va ngdi xuéng tim sy an ui trong
nhiing tim thiép ming sinh nhat t6i vira 1ay trong hom thu sau khi di
1am vé. Mot phong bi roi ra véi nét chit mém mai quen thudc ctia me toi.
T6i doc nhitng dong chit bén ngoai tim thiép mau hong: “Chi c6 mot
diéu tuyét voi hon viée c6 mot dta con gai dé thuong, d6 1a trong thay
no 16n 1én va tré thanh mét phu nir xinh dep”. Bén trong tim thiép 1a
nhing 101 1& day bat ngo:

“Khi me dang viét nhitng dong nay, ngoai kia tuyét dang roi, giong
nhu ngay con ra doi cach day ba muoi 1am nam vay. Me sé khong bao
gio quén dugc gidy phat khi cac bac si dat con vao tay me. Me rat xtc
dong vi c6 duoc mot dira con gai — gide mo ciia me da thanh hién thuc.
Suét nhiéu nim qua, con van ludn 12 nguén vui caa me. Con diu dang
va sau sic, con thong minh khéo 1éo va tai ning. Me vo ciing hanh phic
vi tinh cam gitta me con minh, va me cfing rat ngudng mo 1ong can dam
va tinh than phiéu luu mao hiém cua con. Kim Childs, con 12 mét phu
nit xinh dep va ndng 4m, va con ciing 12 ngudi ban tét nhat cia me. Me
chiic con mot tudi moi that tuyét voi, véi tat ca nhitng gi con mong udc
va con xtrng dang c6 dugc! Me yéu con. H6n con. Me cia con.”

Nudc mit t6i roi xuéng tim thiép khi t6i doc nhimg 1oi 1 manh mé
day yéu thuong dé6. T6i bat khéc vi mébi quan hé sau sic gitra t6i va me,
ngudi phu nir 43 coi t6i 1a mot hong phiic, mot thanh qua va 1a niém
cam hing trong cudc song. Bire thu ciia me da lay dong tim hon t6i va
mang dén cho t6i mot stre song méi. Pém d6, khi dat lung 1én givong
ngu, toi biét rang to1 ludn duoc yeu thuong, va cudc song cua toi mang
lai sy khéc biét ciing nhu niém vui suéng cho mot ngudi ma toi hing yéu
quy. b6 la mén qua sinh nhat tuyét voi thir hai, sau moéon qua tuyét voi
nhit ma me d3 trao ting t6i ba muoi 1dm niam truée.

- Kim Childs



Ban NEZh1 vé Mot N@uwoi nhu thé nao thi ho s& co
Khuynh hwéng tré thanh nguoi nhw

vay.
- Dorothy Delay




fter eating breakfast, my little girl says, “Mommy,
will you watch this show with me?”

_ I look at the breakfast dishes in the sink and then
— at her big brown eyes.

“Okay,” I say, and we snuggle together on the couch and
watch her favorite show.

After the show, we put together a puzzle and I head for the kitchen
to wash those dirty dishes when the phone rings. “Hi,” my friend says,
“What have you been doing?”

“Well,” I say, “watching my little one’s favorite show with her and
putting together a puzzle.”

“Oh,” she says, “so you’re not busy today.” No, I think to myself, just
busy making memories.

After lunch, Erica says, “Mommy, please play a game with me.”
Now I am looking at not only the breakfast dishes but also the lunch
dishes piled in the sink. But again, I look at those big brown eyes and I
remember how special it felt when my mom played games with me
when I was a little girl.

“Sounds like fun,” I answer, “but just one game.” We play her
favorite game, and I can tell she is delighting in every moment.

When the game ends, she says, “Please read me a story.”
“Okay,” I say, “but just one.”

After reading her favorite story, I head for the kitchen to tackle
those dishes. With the dishes now done, I start to fix supper. My
willing little helper comes eagerly to the kitchen to help me with my
task. I'm running behind and thinking about how much faster I could
do this if my sweet little one would just go play or watch a video, but
her willingness to help and her eagerness to learn how to do what her
mommy is doing melts my heart, and I say, “Okay, you can help,”
knowing it will probably take twice as long.

As supper is about ready, my husband comes home from work and
asks, “What did you do today?”



I answer, “Let’s see, we watched her favorite show and we played a
game and read a book. I did the dishes and vacuumed; then with my
little helper, I fixed supper.”

“Great,” he says, “I'm glad you didn’t have a busy day today.”
But I was busy, I think to myself, busy making memories.
After supper, Erica says, “Let’s bake cookies.”

“Okay,” I say, “let’s bake cookies.”

After baking cookies, once again I am staring at a mountain of
dishes from supper and cookie baking, but with the smell of warm
cookies consuming the house, I pour us a glass of cold milk and fill a
plate with warm cookies and take them to the table. We gather around
the table eating cookies, drinking milk, talking and making memories.

No sooner have I tackled those dishes than my little sweetie comes
tugging at my shirt, saying, “Could we take a walk?”

“Okay,” I say, “let’s take a walk.”

The second time around the block I'm thinking about the mountain
of laundry that I need to get started on and the dust encompassing our
home; but I feel the warmth of her hand in mine and the sweetness of
our conversation as she enjoys my undivided attention, and I decide at
least once more around the block sounds like a good idea.

When we get home, my husband asks, “Where have you been?”
“We’ve been making memories,” I say.

Aload in the wash and, my little girl all bathed and in her gown, the
tiredness begins to creep in as she says, “Let’s fix each other’s hair.”

I'm so tired! my mind is saying, but I hear my mouth saying, “Okay,
let’s brush each other’s hair.” With that task complete, she jumps up
excitedly, “Let’s paint each other’s nails! Please!” So she paints my
toenails, and I paint her fingernails, and we read a book while waiting
for our nails to dry. I have to turn the pages, of course, because her
fingernails are still drying.

Then we put away the book and say our prayers. My husband peeks
his head in the door, “What are my girls doing?” he asks.

“Making memories,” I answer.
“Mommy,” she says, “will you lay with me until I fall asleep?”

“Yes,” I say, but inside I'm thinking, I hope she falls asleep quickly



so I can get up; I have so much to do.

About that time, two precious little arms encircle my neck as she
whispers, “Mommy, nobody loves you as much as I do.” I feel the tears
roll down my cheeks as I thank God for the day we spent making
memories.

- Tonna Canfield



Tao ra ky niém

au khi an sang, dira con gai nho noéi voi t6i: “Me o1, me
xem chuong trinh nay véi con nhé ?”.

B Tbi nhin vao dong bat dia do va sau d6 nhin vao cip
. mat niu to tron cua con bé.

“Duoc thoi”, toi tra 1oi. Thé 1a hai me con ngoi sat vao
nhau trén di viing dé cling xem chuong trinh yéu thich caa con t6i. Sau
khi xem xong, ching t6i con cling nhau giai mo t cau d6 khé. Khi téi
dinh di rira chén bat thi dién thoai reo. Pau day bén kia 1a mot nguoi
ban cta t6i: “Chao cau. Cau lam gi tir sang dén gio day?”.

Toi tra loi: “A, minh xem chuong trinh yéu thich cua con gai va giai
cau do cung voéino ”

Co ay lai noi: “A, thé 1a hom nay cau khong ban viéc nhi”. Toi ty nhu:
Khong ban viéc, chi ban tao ra ky niém ma thoi.

Sau btta com trua, Erica lai n6i: “Me o1, me choi tro choi véi con di

’. Liic nay thi t6i nhin vao dong chén dia ban trong chéu rua bét,
khong chi cta bira sdng ma con cua ca bira trua. Mot lan nira, t6i lai nhin
vao cap mat to nau cia con bé, va tdi chot nhé lai minh d3 cam thay
hanh phic nhu thé nao khi dugc choi tro choi cting me lac t6i con nho.

Tb6i tra 16i con: “Vui ddy. Nhung chi choi mot tro théi con nhé”.
Chung t6i da choi tro choi ma con gai toi rat thich, va con bé that su
thich tha .

Khi tro choi két thic, con bé lai néi: “Me oi, me doc truyén cho con
nghe di me”

“U, nhung chi mot truyén thoi day nhé.”

Sau khi doc cho con gai nghe cAu chuyén ma con bé rat thich, t6i ra
nha bép dé xu 1y dong chén dia. Rira chén xong, t6i chuan bi bira &n téi.
Nguoi tro Iy nho bé va nhiét tinh him ho chay vao nha bép deé gitp toi.
Tbi phai theo sat né va tu nhu minh sé 1am nhanh hon biét bao néu nhu
con bé hiy ct choi hoic xem video. Nhung sy nhiét tinh muén giap do
va niém hdo hte cia con bé khi muén hoc héi nhitng gi ma me né dang
1am d3 khién t6i mém long, vi thé t6i néi: “Pugce rdi, con cb thé gitp
me”, mic du t6i biét rang nhu thé thi t6i sé tén thoi gian gap hai lan @é
hoan thanh cong viéc.



Khi bira #n t6i sap dugce chuan bi xong, chong t6i di 1am vé va hoi toi:
“HOom nay ¢ nha em lam gi?”.

T6i tra 1oi: “Dé xem nao... Em va con da ciing xem chuong trinh yéu
thich cua con, choi tro choi va doc truyén. Sau d6 em rira chén va hat
bui. Roi ¢6 trg Iy bé nho nay da gitip em chuan bi bira t6i”.

Chf)ng toi noi: “Tuyét. Anh mirng 1a h6m nay em khong phai ban ron
gi nhiéu”.

Toi tuw nha : Em ban chir, ban tao ra ky niém.

Sau bira an tdi, Erica noéi: “Ching ta nuéng banh di me”.

T6i dap: “Pugce roi. Chiing ta hdy nuéng banh quy nao”.

Nudng banh xong, t6i lai nhin cham chiam vao déng chén bat ban
cua bira t6i va tir viéc nuéng banh. Nhung mui banh nudéng lan toa khap
nha khién toi quyét dinh rét mot ly sira lanh va lay mot dia banh néng
mang dén ban. Chung t6i ngo6i quanh ban, an banh, uong stra, tro
chuyén va tao ra nhiéu ky niém.

Khi t6i vira rira xong déng chén dia thi con gai t6i kéo 4o toi va noi:
“Minh di dao c6 duge khong me?”.

T6i tra 16i: “Puoc con a. Thé thi minh di dao nao”.

Khi di vong quanh khu nha lan thi hai, t6i nghi dén déng quan 4o
do phai giat va ddm bui bam trong nha . Nhung t6i cam nhan dugc hoi
am ban tay cua con géi trong tay minh va sy ngot ngao dé chiu trong
cudc chuyén tro gitta hai me con, va thé 1a t6i quyét dinh di thém it nhat
142 mot vong nita quanh khu nha. Khi ching t6i vé dén nha, chong toi
hoi: “Hai me con di dau vé thé?”. T6i dap: “Em va con di tao ra ky niém,
anh a”.

Khi quan 4o da dugc cho vao may giat, con gai t6i cling da duogc tam
rira va thay 4o ngu, sy mét moi bat dau len vao nguoi t6i. Lic nay con
gai t60i lai n6i: "Me oi, minh hay budc téc cho nhau nhé ”.

Tb6i tham nghi trong 1ong: Me mét qua rdi, nhung t6i lai néi véi con
gai: “U’, hai me con minh chai dau cho nhau nao.” Khi chai dau xong,
con gai toi phan khoi nhay cing 1én: “Bay gio minh son méng tay cho
nhau nha me!”. Thé 14 con g4i t6i son méng chan cho tdi, con t6i son
mong tay cho con bé . Rdi chiing t6i doc sach trong lic cho nuédce son
kho. L& di nhién la toi phai lat sach, vi méng tay cia con bé hay con
chua kip kho.

Sau d6, chiing t6i cat sach di va cau nguyén. Chong t6i 16 dau vao
ctra phong va hoi: “Cac c6 bé cua to6i dang 1am gi day?”.



Toi tra loi: “Me con em dang tao nén ky niém day”.

Con géi t6i ndi: “Me oi, me nam véi con cho deén khi con ngi me
nhé?”. “U ”, toi @ap nhu:ng trong long tham nghi: Hy vong la con bé ngu
nhanh lén de minh con day. Minh c6 qué nhiéu viéc phai 1am.

Cung ldc ay, mot déi tay nho bé day yéu thuong quang lay co toi, va
con g4i toi thi tham: “Me oi, chang c6 ai thuong me biang con dau”.
Nudc mit t6i chay dai xuéng m4, va t6i cam on Chda da ban cho ching
t6i mot ngdy dé ciing nhau tao ra ky niém.

- Tonna Canfield



wouldn’t be your daughter if you paid me!” I
vehemently declared to my new stepmother, in
response to her introducing me as her daughter to
a man fixing our windows. That was one of the many
conflicts we had throughout my high school years. In my
. rebellious youth, my insecurity compelled me to lash out,
to hurt people before they hurt me.

v f.-"'

Imagine a divorced woman, living in Colorado with two small
children, ages three and five, who meets, falls in love with, and decides
to marry a man who lives in New Mexico. To do so, she must sell her
home, give up the teaching job that she loves, and go to court against
her exhusband, in order to be allowed to move her children out of the
state. After all this, she is confronted with two unruly teenagers, my
brother and me, who are convinced she is the enemy and the source of
all their problems. When she secures a job as a history teacher at their
high school, they inform friends that she is a “witch.” They pick on her
children with a relentless cruelty. They embarrass her, insult her and
ignore her. How does she respond?

With pure, unconditional love. She laid down the rules. Dinner was
at 6:30 P.M. I had to call by 6:00 if I wouldn’t be there. In addition to
family dinners, there would be family nights and family vacations.

I was used to being independent, basically coming and going as I
pleased. Mary Jo wanted to know what my schedule was and who my
friends were. The minimal rule was to say “Hello” when I came home
and “Good-bye” before going anywhere. I tried to avoid even this,
sneaking in the house, up to my room with friends. She would appear
instantly, “Hi, 'm Mary Jo, Alice’s stepmother. What’s your name?”

When she tried to talk to me, I yelled and walked away. When she
tried to hug me, I pushed her away. She said, “I know you don’t like it,
but I'm going to hug you anyway.” She wrote me letters and signed
them, “I love you!” I tore them up and threw them in the garbage
where she could see them. The next letters said, “I know you’re going
to tear this up. I love you, anyway! Mary Jo.”

On my sixteenth birthday Mary Jo and I got into an argument
because I was picking on her daughter. I was sent to my room. I called



my friends to meet me on the corner and climbed out the window. I got
home around 6:00 that evening, afraid to go in the house. As I pushed
the door open and stepped in, I heard, “Surprise!” Six of my girlfriends
were sitting around the table, which was full of food and presents.
Mary Jo had planned the party and cooked for me. She treated me like
a princess in front of my friends. I felt so special, yet so guilty. When
the party was over, Mary Jo said, “Happy birthday. I love you.”

One day I was walking past my dad and Mary Jo’s bedroom. I heard
her crying. I don’t remember what she was saying, but it was about me
and how she never knew how tough it all would be. To say I stopped
acting out or that we never fought again would be an exaggeration, but
listening to her pain invited me one step closer to her.

Most of my anger and hurt was about my father, his past actions
and the walls we had built between us over the years. Mary Jo was
often caught in the middle. Over time, I came to love and respect her.
Since the day my father had introduced her, I thought she was
beautiful. I used to sincerely question, “What do you see in him?” She
would tell me all the good things about my father I was desperately
trying to forget in an effort to hate him. I asked that question and
heard the answer so much that I began to see the good that she saw in
him. After a while, there was a bridge where there used to be a wall.

When I was in trouble, Mary Jo dealt with my behaviour directly.
She told me what I had done wrong and what the punishment was. She
didn’t make a big production. She made it clear what she would and
would not tolerate. In the midst of it all, she built my self-esteem by
saying things like, “You’re better than that” and “I expect more from
someone like you.” After hearing, “You're always doing things like this”
and “Are you going to be a permanent problem?” for years, I walked
away from Mary Jo’s lectures feeling two inches taller.

More important than how she dealt with my unruly behavior was
that she taught me positive alternatives and introduced me to things I
could feel good about. To an outsider, playing cards, cooking and
family dinners may be casual events, but these events were like shots of
joy and self-worth to me. They were medicine for a sickness that I
could have lasted a lifetime.

One of the strongest medicines I have ever tasted is running. That,
too, was a gift from Mary Jo. I had never run before, but I figured if she
could do it so could I. I have run, and won, many races since that day.
Mary Jo and I have run through mountains and neighborhoods
together. In high school, I ran track and crosscountry. I acted as if I



didn’t care if Mary Jo came to my races or not, as well as ignoring her
when she did. Sometimes I wouldn’t even tell her if I had one, but
she’d find out through the school. Before I'd start, I'd scan the crowd.
When I saw her face, though I told no one, comfort surged through my
body.

To say Mary Jo made a positive difference in my life is an
understatement. She made a pivotal difference in my life. She served as
a role model, a mother and a friend. She taught me what it means to be
a family and created events that make up some of my most cherished
memories. She made every holiday a happy celebration. She passed
down the gift of running, which has given me strength, peace, privacy,
a place to cry, to pray, to evolve. She taught me the manners that have
allowed me to excel in business and in life.

Above it all, Mary Jo taught me about love. She showed me that
love cures; love softens; love sees beneath the tough exterior; love
changes people; love is the creator of metamorphosis.

Today, I am proud for Mary Jo to call me her daughter, and I am
privileged to call her my friend.

- Alice Lundy Blum

First keep the peace within yourself

then you can also bring peace to others.

- Thomas aa Kempis




Thién than cai trang

ho dui di c6 tra tién cho tdi thi t6i cling khong
66( jr e o L O GULS 0T
am con gai cua di!” To6i kich liét tuyén b6 véi me
ké cua toi khi ba gi6i thiéu véi nguoi tho stra cira
L b réng toi la con gai ba. b6 1a mot trong nhimg mAu thuan
X «« giira chung t6i trong suét nhung nam toi hoc trung hoc.
. ¢ Trong nhimg nam tudi tré noi loan caa minh, sy thiéu ty
tin cua to6i da khién t6i phai bat ngo tin cong nguoi khéc, phal 1am tén
thuwong ho truée khi ho kip 1am téi ton thuong.

Ban hay hinh dung mét phu ntr da ly di chong, Song ¢ Colorado véi
hai dra con nhé, mot dira ba tudi va mot dta nim tu01 roi ba gip g4,
yéu va quyét dinh két hon véi mot nguoi dan 6ng song tai bang New
Mexico. Pé 1am duoc diéu do, ba phai ban nha, tir bo cong viéc day hoc
ma ba yéu thich va phai ra trudc toa tranh dau véi chong cii dé duogc
phép dua hai dira con roi khoi ticu bang. Sau tat ca nhimg diéu do, ba
con phai d6i mit v6i hai thiéu nién ngo nghich, d6 1a anh t6i va toi,
nhirng ké ludn tin rang ba 14 ké thu va 1a ngudn gbe ciia moi van dé. Khi
ba tim dugc cong viéc giang day lich su ¢ truong trung hoc ma chang t6i
dang theo hoc, ching t6i @3 bao véi ban bé rang ba 1a mot “mu phu
thuy”. Ching toi d6i xir doc 4c voi cic con cua ba. Chiing t6i gy ra
nhiéu ric roi cho ba, xtic pham va phét 16 ba. Thé ba da phan tmg ra
sao?

Ba da @4p lai tat ca nhitng diéu d6 bang mot tinh yéu thuong vo6 diéu
kién va thuan khiét. Ba da dé ra mot sé6 quy dinh cho chting t6i. Chang
han nhu bita #n t6i dién ra vao ltc sau gio rudi, thé nén téi phai goi dién
thoai b4o trudc sau gio néu nhu t6i khong vé in t6i. Ngoai nhiing bira
com tbi gia dinh, con c6 cic budi thi gia dinh va cac ky nghi gia dinh.

T6i da quen séng tu do, van thuong di vé bat ci khi nao t6i thich.
Thé nhung Mary Jo lai mudn biét thoi gian biéu cua t6i cling nhu muén
biét t6i dang két giao voi nhimng ai. Mot nguyén tic toi thiéu 12 t6i phai
n6i “Xin chao” khi vé nha va “Tam biét” trude khi di dau do. To6i thuong
c6 tranh dé khoi phai thyuc hién nhimg diéu d6. Mbi lan tdi vira 1én vao
nha va kéo dam ban 1én phong minh thi ngay lap ttrc ba lai xuat hién:
“Chao chau. C6 1a Mary Jo, me ké cua Alice. Con chau tén 13 gi?”.

MJi khi ba ¢é néi chuyén véi toi, t6i déu la hét va bo di noi khéc. Khi
ba dinh 6m t6i thi t6i lai hat ba ra. Ba n6i: “Di biét 1a con khong thich,
nhung du sao di cling s& 6m con”. Mdi lan viét thu cho t6i, ba déu két



thu nhu thé nay: “Di yéu con!”. Nhiing ltic 4y t6i lai xé thu cua ba va
quing vao sot rac sao cho ba c6 thé nhin thay chiing. Nhung trong
nhiing burc thu ké tiép, ba lai viét: “Di biét rang con s& xé birc thu nay.
Nhung du sao thi di van yéu con. Mary Jo”.

Vo ngay sinh nhat lan tha muoi siu cia to6i, Mary Jo va t6i lai xung
dot vi toi da xir té véi con gai cua ba. T6i bi budc phai 1én phong. Toi goi
dién thoai hen ddm ban cho ¢ gbc duong, con minh thi leo qua cira s6 @é
thoat ra ngoai. Téi tro vé vao khoang sau gio tdi, lo ling chéng dam vao
nha. Khi t6i day cira bude vao, toi nghe moi nguoi la to: “Ngac nhién
nhé!”. Sau dtra ban gai cua t6i dang ngoi quanh ban. Trén ban day thirc
dn va qua tang. Mary Jo da nau nu:cmg va t6 chue bira tiée sinh nhat cho
toi. Ba d6i xu véi téi nhu véi mot nang cong chtia trude mit cac ban toi.
T6i cam thay that tuyét voi, va cling cam thay minh that c6 16i. Khi tiéc
tan, ba noi: “Chiic mung sinh nhéat con. Di yéu con”.

Mot ngay no, khi di ngang qua phong caa cha t6i va Mary Jo, t6i
nghe tiéng ba dang khoc. Toi khong nho ré ba da néi gi, nhung lac dé
ba dang noéi vé t6i. Ba ndi rang ba khong ngo moi viée lai khoé khin dén
thé. Néu noéi rang t6i thoi khong cu xtr ngang nganh nira, hoic chiing toi
chang bao gio va cham nita... thi hoi qua. Nhung viéc hiéu duoc ndi dau
budn cia ba da khién t6i tré nén gan giii v6i ba hon.

Hau hét sy gian dir va ton thuong cua t6i 1a do cha tdi, do buc tuong
ma 6ng da dyng 1én giita ching toi trong suét nhiéu nim. Mary Jo
thuong bi mic ket ¢ gitra. Thoi gian tréi qua, toi tré nén yéu thuong va
quy trong ba. Ngay tir khi cha t6i gi6i thiéu ba, t6i da thay ba that xinh
dep. T6i timg chan thanh hoi ba: “Khéng biét di tim thiy diéu gi ¢ cha
con?”. Ba lién noi voi toi vé tat ca nhimg diéu tét dep o cha t6i, nhimng
diéu ma t6i da c6 quén di dé c6 co ghét bo 6ng. T6i da hoi cau hoi dy
nhiéu lan va cfing nghe cu tra 10i 4y cua ba nhiéu lan dén do toi bat dau
nhin thiy duoc nhimng diéu tét dep o cha tdi nhu ba timg noéi. Sau mot
thoi gian, chiing t6i da c6 duoc mot chiée ciu ndi & noi ma trude do 1a
birc tuong ngan cach.

Khi tdi c6 van dé gi @6 , Mary Jo thang thin dé cap dén nhimng hanh
vi ciia t6i. Ba ndi r6 t6i da 1am gi sai va hinh phat s& nhu thé ndo. Ba
khong 1am to chuyén. Ba chi néi rd nhimng gi ba c6 thé chap nhan va
khong chip nhan dugc. Trong tt ca nhung diéu d6, ba xdy dung long tu
trong cho téi bang nhung cu n6i nhu: “Ban chat cua con tét hon thé ”
hoic “Di tin 14 con c6 thé cu xur tét hon thé ”. Sau nhiéu ndm phai nghe
nhing cau dai loai nhu: “May luén lam nhtng tha nhu vay” hoac “May
dinh gay ré6i mai nhu vay sao?”, t6i da cam thay minh truong thanh hon
v6i nhirng 10i trach mang theo kiéu cua Mary Jo. C6 mét diéu con quan



trong hon cach ma Mary Jo da xt tri véi nhitng hanh vi ngd nguoc cua
toi, d6 1a viéc ba da day t6i biét cach giai quyét van dé mét cach tich cuc
va chi cho t6i nhitng diéu c6 thé khién t6i cam thay hai long vé cudc
song ctia minh. P6i voi mot ngudi ngoai cude, viée choi bai, nau nuéng
hay an tdi cting gia dinh c6 thé 1a viéc hét ste binh thuong, nhung
nhiing diéu ay lai chinh 1a thoi diém vui twoi va rat ¥ nghia d6i véi toi.
Chung 1a liéu thubc cho cin bénh ma t6i suyt phai chiu dung sudt doi.

Mot trong nhirng phuong thudce hiéu qua nhat 13 viéc chay bo. P6
ciing la m6t mon qua ma Mary Jo mang lai cho t6i. To6i chua ting chay
b6 bao gid, nhung téi cho ring néu ba chay duoc thi toi ciing chay duoc.
Ké tir ngdy 4y, t6i da bat dau chay bo va gianh duogc nhiéu giai thuong.
Mary Jo va t6i da cung nhau chay qua nhiéu déi nii va c4c ving lan
can. O truong, t6i thi chay trén duong dua va chay biang dong. T6i hanh
dong ca nhu thé t6i khong thém quan tAm dén viéc Mary Jo ¢ dén xem
toi thi hay khong, va néu ba cé dén thi téi cling gia vo phot 1o. Nhiéu lte
t6i khong thém bao cho ba biét 1 t6i c6 thi chay, nhung ba van biét
dugc thong qua nha truong. Trude khi xuat phat, téi thuong nhin rao
qua ddm dong. Khi nhin thay ba, du khong néi véi ai, nhung t6i cam
nhan dugc mot ngudn dong vién an ui dang 1én trong long.

Néu néi rang Mary Jo da khién t6i c6 nhitng thay dbi tich cuc thi d6
chi la cach noi giam, vi that ra thi chinh ba da tao ra mot budc ngoat vo
cling ¥ nghia trong cudc doi cua to6i. Ba dong vai tro 1a mot kiéu mau,
mot ngudi me va mot nguoi ban cua toi. Ba da day cho toi biét thé nao 1a
mot gia dinh va @ tao nén nhirmng khoanh khic ma sau d6 tro thanh
nhimg ky niém than thuong nhét déi véi toi. Ba bién nhiing ky nghi tré
thanh céc budi 18 ky niém vui tuoi. Ba truyén cho tdi niém vui khi duoc
chay bo, moén thé thao @ mang lai cho tdi sitc manh, sy binh yén, riéng
tu, mot khong gian dé khoc, dé cau nguyén va dé truong thanh. Ba con
day t6i nhimng 1¢ théi ding muc, gitp t6i vuon 1én va thanh cong trong
cong viéc cling nhu trong cudc song.

Va hon tit ca, Mary Jo da day cho t6i hiéu vé tinh yéu thuong. Ba da
cho t6i thay tinh yéu c6 thé chira lanh vét thuong, c6 thé 1am diu long
mot nguoi ndo do, c6 thé nhin xuyén thau qua nhing 16p vo boc kho
cing, c6 thé thay doi duge mot con nguoi va rang tinh yéu c6 thé tao ra
su 16t xac hoan toan.

Ngay nay, toi tu hdo vi Mary Jo goi t6i 1 con géi va toi c6 dic quyén
duoc goi ba 1a ban cua t6i.

- Alice Lundy Blum



Truwdéc tién, hay giir sy binh yén cho chinh tam
hon ban, va roi ban s¢ c6 th mang binh yén

d¢én cho nguwoi khac.

- Thomas a Kempis




A or my daughter, Sarah, on her thirteenth
"I birthday.

I hereby recognize that you are no longer a child.
g - To this end, I promise:
. To have faith in your good sense, intelligence, ability
to make good decisions and your good heart, no matter what you do. I
will interfere sometimes because I also trust my own good sense, and I
know that you are not yet grown, but I will never doubt that you are

doing the best you can. Deep down, I trust you.

I will respect and love whoever you are at any given time, knowing
that you are doing what you need to do. You can count on me to
support your growing, learning and discovering who you are in any
way that I can. I know that you will be changing many times before you
can discover who you are, that it may be painful for both of us, and that
there will be joy in it, too.

I will not rely on you for friendship, for sharing my life with, or for
being a child when I need one around, although I will always be glad to
spend time with you. Thank you for being a wonderful buddy for the
last twelve years. I look forward to being buddies again sometime in
the future. In the meantime I will not burden you with my needing you
- you have enough to worry about on your own.

You do not need to take care of me, feel guilty about how you feel
about me or lie to me to make me feel better. I don’t want to add to
your pain or confusion. Any doubts I have about if I was a good mother
of a child, I will keep to myself. I can’t make up for the past, but I can
try to do the right thing in the present.

When you were a child, I tried hard to help you become self-reliant
and resourceful, and it may have seemed to you that I refused to help,
to give rides, make arrangements, etc., when I could have. Now I think
you have become a self-reliant, resourceful person, and I will help you
whenever I can.

I will require that you be as honest as you can be, that you will ask



for help when you need it, that you tell me what is going on with you as
much as you can, that you take responsibilities that you are ready for
and that you not take the ones that you are not ready for, and that we
never lose sight of the fact that we are just two human beings trying to
play this game as well as we can. I'll be the mother, you be the
daughter, and we’ll do our best.

As you travel through these next six years, you can count on me to
be here, to love you, respect you, to guide you whenever you need it. I
will be available to talk about anything, any time, without condemning
you. I will not act like your therapist or your teacher. I will try to talk
more about things that should be talked about in case you don’t quite
dare ask. If I do something stupid, or break any of these promises, you
can tell me. Good luck!

I am looking forward to knowing the beautiful, intelligent, capable,
loving woman that you are becoming.

- Rebecca Reid

Let us be grateful to the people who make us
happy;they are the gardeners who make our

souls blossom.

- Marcel Proust




Bang tot nghiép tudi tho

\A ho con gai cua toi, Sarah, nhan sinh nhdt thir muoi
,“ ! ba cua con.

Nhan dip nay me méi nhan ra rang con khong
\f- " con la mét daa tré nira. Vi vay, tir nay me hra véi con:

Mg s€ ludn tin tuéng ¢ y thic, tri thong minh, kha
ning dua ra nhitng quyét dinh sang sudt cia con ciing nhu tin tuéng
vao trai tim nhan hiu cua con trong tit ca moi viéc con 1am. Thinh
thoang me cling sé can thiép, vi me cling tin vao tri giac cia me, va boi
vi me biét con van chua that sy truong thanh, nhung me s& khéng bao
gio nghi ngd mot diéu, d6 1a con sé luén 1am moi viée tot nhét trong kha
nang cua con. Trong tham tam, me luén tin ¢ con.

Me sé& luén yéu thuong va ton trong con trong moi tinh hudng, vi me
biét rang con dang 1am nhirng gi ma con cho 14 cin thiét. Con c6 thé tin
tuong rang me sé 1a nguoi ludn hd tro con trong qua trinh con 16n 1én,
hoc hoi va kham ph4 xem minh 1 ai, véi tat ca kha ning cua me. Me
biét con s& thay d6i nhiéu lan trude khi kham phé ra duoc ban nga coa
minh, va nhimg thay d6i d6 sé khién ca hai me con ta vat va, nhung
cling sé rat vui day con a.

Mic dit me sé& rat vui khi dugce danh thoi gian ¢ bén con, nhung me
sé khong qua mong chd ¢ con mét tinh ban, su chia sé hodc doi héi con
phai & canh me mdi khi me can. Cam on con d3 1 nguoi ban than tuyét
voi ctia me trong sudt muoi hai ndm qua. Me mong rang hai me con ta
s& lai 12 ban than cua nhau trong tuong lai. O thoi diém hién tai, me s&
khong dé viéc me can con tré thanh ganh niang cho con — ty ban than
con ciing da c6 qué nhiéu diéu can phai lo lang.

Con khong can phai quan tAm chim séc me, ciing khong can phai
cam théy ¢ 16i trong nhimg cam nhéan vé me hoic néi dbi cho me vui
long. Me khong muén 1am ting thém nhiing kho khin, béi réi cua con.
T4t ca nhimng trin tro liéu minh c6 phai 1a mot nguodi me tét cua con hay
khong, me ciing sé giit riéng cho minh. Me khong thé stra d6i nhimng gi
da qua, nhung me c6 thé c6 gang 1am dugc nhing diéu dting dan trong
thoi diém hién tai.

Lic con con bé, me d3 co gil’lp con tré thanh mét nguoi tu 1ap, c6 kha
nang tng pho, chinh vi the ma me da khong gitip do con, khong glup
con tap xe, khong thu xép gitp con trong nhirng tinh huéng ma me cé6



thé lam dugc. Gio ddy, me nghi rang con da tré thanh mét con nguoi tu
tin thao vat, vi thé me san sang giup con bat cir ldc nao me c6 theé.

Me s& yéu cau con phai hét stre thanh that, hay dé nghi me gitp d5
mdi khi con can, hay néi cho me biét nhitng gi dang xay ra voi con, hiy
nhan liy nhirmng trdch nhiém ma con c6 thé ganh vic duogc va hay tir chéi
nhiing trong trach ma con chua sin sang dé dén nhan, va hay luén y
thirc rang me va con chi 13 hai con nguoi dang tham gia vao cting mot
tro choi voi tat ca kha ning caa minh. Me sé& 1a me, con 14 con géi, va ca
hai chiing ta s& ciing c6 gang hét minh cho moi diéu tt dep.

Trong ching duong sadu nim sap tdi cua con, con hiy tin rang me s&
ludén bén con, yéu thuong con, ton trong con va chi din cho con bat cir
ltic ndo con can dén me. Me sé sin sang thao luan véi con vé bat ctr didu
gi, vao bat ctr Iic ndo ma khong hé chi trich con. Me s& khong cu xtr nhu
mot 6ng thay hay mot bac si trj liéu. Me sé ¢6 n6i nhiéu hon vé nhiing
di¢u ma me cho 1a can dugc n6i nhung con lai khéng ddm hoi. Va néu
me c6 lam diéu gi ngoc nghech hodc nguoc lai nhirng 161 hira nay cua
me, thi con hay néi cho me biét nhé. Chiic con may man!

Me dang mong doi mot phy nit xinh dep, thong minh, gioi giang va
giau tinh yéu thuong noi con vao mét ngay gan day.

- Rebecca Reid

Hay biét on nhing ngwoi dalam chiing ta
hanh phuc; ho nhu nhing ngwoi lam vuon

dalam cho tam hon ta né hoa.

- Marcel Proust




A y daughter’s tears started as we drove out of our

"I familiar driveway and toward the highways that
would take us over nine hundred miles to
- Colorado and her first year of college. These were the

'ﬁ' streets she and I had traveled hundreds of happy times,
going here or there, many times sharing thoughts and
laughter. How perceptive she is, I have often thought, at reading
people and situations, getting to the core of any matter, and putting
into words the clarity of her thoughts. She is so much more capable of
this than I was at her age.

Now she could not find the words to say why she was crying on an
occasion that should have been mostly happy. I thought she should be
feeling the excitement of beginning a life for herself away from home -
that she would be exhilarated at the prospect of being on her own and
free from her parents’ constant scrutiny. What went wrong?

Was she crying because she would be away for an extended period
for the first time, because she would be leaving her friends, familiar
places and faces, and her family or because she was leaving her best
friend and first love, a young man she met months ago? This was the
loss that seemed to have the greatest impact on her at this time.

I hoped the long trip would be another happy time for the two of us
when we could talk freely and deeply for the two days we would be on
the road. Her sorrow made it difficult to converse about the good times
of the past and the new experiences she could look forward to. Though
the tears eventually subsided, there would be no bonding on this day,
and my chance to impress her with my best worldly advice had passed.
Mostly we shared silence.

The next day when the mountains came into view and loomed
larger so, too, did the reality of her future in this beautiful city. As the
mountains grew, so did her spirits. We exchanged superficial talk.

Finally, we were on campus, and she was moving into her room,
unpacking and settling in. She and her room-mate seemed to hit it off
right away. Both liked thick coffee and country music; both were messy
and had to set the alarm clock far away the bed to get out of bed in the
morning. I never thought I’d see these habits as positive traits.



The orientation schedule was informative but gruelling. There were
meetings for parents only, for students only, and for both parents and
students together. I learned that this university is one of the top-ten
party schools in the nation, that sexually transmitted diseases are
epidemic and that two-thirds of the freshman class is on academic
probation after the first midterms. Why did we agree to let her go to
school here?

It was difficult for us to find our way around a six-hundred-acre
campus where most of the buildings looked the same and where I
needed my glasses to read the building names. Our differing methods
of finding our way caused more friction between the two of us than
anything else. I was into map reading, and she was into following her
nose on the random chance that it would take her to the right building.

On the final day of orientation, registration was thoroughly
frustrating, even maddening. It seemed as though none of the classes
she wanted to take were open, and there were long lines for every step
of the registration process. There was one advisor for approximately
fifteen students. Only through her perseverance to wait for hours the
next day to meet alone with an advisor did she get the classes she
wanted.

With a gentle nudge she made it clear that it was time for me to
leave her on her own. Now the excitement was hers, and a lump settled
in my throat and tears came to my eyes. If I was going to impart any
great new wisdom, it would have to be done in the few minutes of our
short leave-taking. What could I say that hadn’t already been
expressed?

I told her of a time when she was very young. She and I went
shopping at a large department store, and I was trying on clothing. She
walked out of the dressing room leaving me in a state of undress and
unable to go after her. By the time I got my clothes back on, she was
gone. After frantically searching for what seemed like an eternity, I
found her sitting quietly in the mall security office. It was a nightmare
that seemed to describe this moment aptly. When she leaves me today,
I will want to run after her. I still want her to stay with me, safe and
secure. Now I am emotionally undressed; I cannot chase after her. As I
gave her a final hug, I could not hold back the tears.

“I'love you,” I said softly.

Out of nowhere she said, “Will you water my tear-drops?” This is
our name for the plants she has sitting in the windows of her bedroom.



The delicate vines cascade to the floor nearly covering one wall; the
small, circular leaves and the fragile, lavender flowers resemble
teardrops. We both knew what she was asking. Would her room be
there when she returned, the same as she left it? Would her family be
there for her as we always had been in the past? Would we drive and
laugh and confide on the same familiar streets that surround the only
home she has ever known?

Yes, we’ll water your teardrops.

She turned toward her new life, and I turned toward home. As the
mountains diminished in my rearview mirror, so, too, did her
presence. I became lonelier and emptier until the plains flattened my
emotions. I managed to hold myself together for nearly twenty-six
hours until the familiar sights of home brought cascades of tears.

Without her our streets are silent; our house is empty; my stomach
is hollow.

Who'll water my teardrops?
- Win Herberg



Al s€ tudi cho nhimg cay nudc mat cua
t01?

A on géi t6i bat dau khoc khi chiing t6i roi khoi con
"I ‘ duong quen thu¢c dan vao nha dé huéng ve phia

' duong cao toc, con duong sé dwa ching toi di chin
'q tram dam deén Colorado, noi con t6i s& vao dai hoc nam
\‘ thir nhat. D6 1a nhitng con duong ma hai me con t6i da

hang trim lan di qua, ciing vui vé hanh phic, ciing chia sé
tam tu va nhimg tiéng cuoi sang khodi. Toi van ludn nghi con gii minh
that sau sac. Con bé ¢ thé hiéu duoc con nguoi cling nhu cac tinh
hudng, c6 thé di thang vao trong tAm cua moi vin dé va dién dat suy
nghi cia minh mot cach ré rang. Vé miat nay, né hon han t6i khi téi
biang tudi no.

Gio thi n6 khong tim duoc 10 18 ndo dé giai thich tai sao no lai khoc
trong mot dip ma 1& ra né phai cam thay hanh phuc. T6i ctr nghi né sé
cam thay hao hung khi bit dau mot cudc séng méi xa nha, rang né sé ho
hai trude vién canh duge séng mot cude séng doc 1ap, thoat khoi sy kiém
soat thuong xuyén cua cha me. Nhung c6 gi khong 6n thé nay?

Phai chiing con bé khoc vi 1an dau tién phai di xa trong mot thoi gian
dai, vi phai xa ban bé, nhirng khudn mit va noi chdn than quen, xa gia
dinh, hoic vi phai xa nguoi ban than nhat va ciing 1 nguoi yéu dau tién,
mot chang trai ma né quen vai thang truéce? C6 vé nhu ddy 1a mat mat
16n nhét tac dong dén no vao lac nay.

T61 hy vong cudc hanh trinh dai hai ngay sé 1a khoang thoi gian
tuyét voi dé hai me con tdi tro chuyén mét cach thoai mai va chan
thanh. Nhung ndi budn kho cua con bé da khién ching t6i khé c6 thé
chuyén tro dugc vé nhirng ky niém tét dep da qua ciing nhu nhirng diéu
mai mé dang cho don né phia truée. Du sau cung thi con bé cling bot
khoc, nhung trong ngay hom d6 t6i khong thé bat chuyén nhiéu véi con
duoc, va thé 1a co hoi tho 16 ciing con nhimg 1oi khuyén khon ngoan
nhat cua t6i da vut mat. Hom 4y, chiing t6i chu yéu chia sé sy im ling.

Ngay hom sau, khi nhimg ngon nii hién ra truéc mit ching toi méi
ltc mot to 16n rd rang hon thi tuong lai ciia con gai t6i & thanh phé xinh
dep nay duong nhu cling da dugc xac dinh. Va khi nhitng ngon nui sirng
sing hién ra trudc mit thi nhimg xdc cam manh mé cua con tdi ciing
16n dan. Hai me con t6i bat dau trao d6i mot vai cau.



Cuéi cling, chiing t6i cing dén dugc truong hoc cia con bé. Con toi
don vao phong, mo hanh 1y ra va sap xép doé dac. N6 va c6 ban ciing
phong c6 vé hop ¥ ngay tir dau. Ca hai déu thich thuong thirc ca phé
dam dic va nghe nhac déng qué. Ca hai déu bira bon va déu phai dé
dong ho bio thire that xa givong nga thi moi day noi vao budi sang. Toi
nghi d6 chang phai 12 nhitng thoéi quen tot dep gi.

Buoi sinh hoat dinh huéng cung cip nhiéu thong tin nhung lai 1am
chung t6i kha mét moi. C6 nhitng cudce hop danh riéng cho phu huynh,
c6 nhimg cudc hop chi danh cho sinh vién va mét s thi danh cho ca
sinh vién 1an phu huynh. T6i biét truong cua con t6i 1a mét trong muoi
truong dan dau vé tiée tiing dinh d4m trong ca nuéde, rang cac bénh lan
truyén qua duong tinh duc lay lan rat nhanh, va hai phan ba sinh vién
nim nhat phai trai qua thoi gian bi quan ché sau khi hoc ky dau tién két
thiic. Thé thi tai sao vo chong téi lai dong ¥ cho con bé hoc ¢ ngdi
truong nay nhi?

That kho tim duong di trong mot khuon vién rong dén sau trim
mau, noi ma c4c tda nha trong rat giong nhau, va t6i phai deo kinh méi
c6 thé doc dugce tén cua nhimg toa nha iy. Cach tim duong khac nhau
da gy ra nhiéu mAau thuin giira hai me con t6i hon bat ky diéu gi khac.
T6i thi cham chd doc ban dd, con con bé thi tin rang nhitng co may
ngau nhién sé dua n6 dén dtng toa nha can dén.

Vao ngay cudi ciing cia dot sinh hoat dinh huéng, thu tuc ding ky
khién chiing t6i buc doc hét strc, néu khong mudn noéi 1a c6 thé phat
dién 1én. Duong nhu moén hoc ndo con gai tdi mudn hoc ciing déu
khong mo 16p, va cir mdi khau ding ky thi ching t6i déu phai dimg doi
sau mot day dai. Chi c6 mot thay ¢6 van cho khoang muoi lam sinh vién.
Ngay hom sau, phai kién tri cho doi hang gio lién dé duogc gap riéng
thay cd van thi con bé méi diing ky duoc nhimg mén né muén hoc.

V6i mét et huych nhe bang khuyu tay, con bé cho t6i biét da dén lac
t6i nén dé noé lai mot minh. Gio né dang him ho, con t6i cam thay cai gi
do6 dang nghen ngang c6 va nuéc mat da lung trong. Néu mudn dua ra
bat ky 161 khuyén khon ngoan méi mé nao dé thi téi nén néi ngay trong
nhimg phit chia tay ngan ngii nay. C6 diéu gi muén dién dat ma t6i van
chua néi khong nhi?

Tb6i nhic lai chuyén hai me con cting di mua sim ¢ cira hang bach
hoa lic con bé con rat nho. Trong ldc téi dang thir quan 4o thi no ra
khoi phong thay do va dé toi lai d6. Vi khong kip mic quan 4o nén toi
khong thé chay theo con bé. Pén khi t6i mic quan 4o xong thi n6 da di
dau mét. Sau mot hoi hét hai tim kiém tuong nhu vo vong, toi tim thay
n6 lang yén ngdi trong phong bao vé cira hang. P6 14 con 4c mong kha



thich hop dé mo ta thoi khac nay Hom nay, khi con gai toi roi xa toi, toi
cling muodn chay dudi theo no. Toi van muon noé ¢ bén t6i, an toan va
bao dam. Nhung gio day, vé mat tinh cam, t6i khong co gi che chian, va
khong thé chay theo n6 duge. Khi 6m né lan cuéi, téi khong thé cam
duoc nudce mit.

Toi khé khang: “Me yéu con”.

Bong nhién no6 noéi: “Me sé tuéi cho nhimng ciy nudc mat ciia con
chu?” D6 la tén chiung t6i dit cho nhirng cay nho ma con bé dé ¢ ctra s6
phong ngu. Nhitng nhanh day leo manh mai ria xuong san, gan nhu bao
phu ca mét buc twong; nhirng chiéc 14 tron nho, va nhirng bong hoa oai
huong mong manh trong giong nhu nhirng giot nude mat. Ca hai me con
déu hiéu y nghia cau hoi d6: Pén ngay con bé tré vé, can phong cua n6
sé van con do6, van giong nhu khi n6 di? Gia dinh sé van ¢ d6 doi n6é nhu
trude day? Va ching toi sé cung nhau vira l1ai xe vira tro chuyén tam
tinh trén nhirng con duong quen thuoc quanh ngdi nha duy nhat ma né
biét?

U, me sé tuéi nhitng cAy nudc mat cua con.

Con gai t61 huéng dén cudc song mai, con toi quay vé nha. Khi
nhirng ngon ni mo dan trong kinh chiéu hau, hinh anh con géi toi cling
dan xa khuat. T6i tré nén c6 don va trong rong, cho dén khi dong bang
hién ra truéc mat va xoa diu nhirng cam giac do. Toi ¢6 kim nén trong
su6t hai muoi sau tiéng dong ho trude khi vé dén nha, va roi khung canh
than thudc cua ngbi nha da khién t6i roi nudc mat.

Khong c6 con gai t6i, nhitng con duong tré nén lang 1€, ngdi nha
bong vang v¢é va long da toi thi trong rong.

Al s€ tudi nhitng cay nude mat caa toi day?

- Win Herberg



N A heated up a cup of coffee today in the microwave. I
; ! wasn’t sure if I should laugh or cry as I stood there
holding the steaming cup for the second time this
_ morning. My son woke up crying, and it took nearly an
'f,l_ﬁ hour of singing, consoling and rocking to get him back to
sleep. In the meantime, my coffee got cold. So, I heated it
up in the microwave.

I grew up vowing never to be like my mother. She is a wonderful,
strong woman, and anyone would be proud to be like her. But I wasn’t
going to be. No one in town seemed to know her name. To the teachers
and students at the various schools her children attended, she was
simply known as ....’s mom (fill in the blank with any one of her five
children’s names). At the grocery stores and around the auto parts
stores and hardware places, they affectionately called her “Mrs. Dale”
after my father’s first name; and the folks at the bank, utility
companies and other such important places addressed her with Dad’s
last name, as Mrs. Keffer. Mom answered to all of these with a smile
and kind words.

I, on the other hand, was never as gracious about it. Often, I would
tell the bagger at the grocery store, “Her name is Joyce, by the way,” as
he handed her the bag and told her to have a nice day using one of the
aforementioned names. Mom would always smile and say, “You have a
good day, too,” as she shot me the look of blaming. When we would
then get to the car, I would bicker at her for not standing up for herself.
“You are your own person,” I would retort. “You’re not an extension of
Dad.”

“I could be called a lot worse,” she would always reply. “Besides,
everyone knows your dad.”

Everyone in this small town did know my dad. He was a friendly,
hard-working man who gave car advice to anyone who needed it. He
could charm his way out of a speeding ticket and talk his way into a
better deal with ease. He would not think twice about fixing a broken
bike of the neighbor kid. Or leaving in the middle of a cold winter night
to change a frightened teen’s flat tire.

But everyone knew my mom, too. While Dad was a great man in the



community, Mom was equally special. She had her own way of talking
herself into a good deal, and she loved to give friendly advice to people
she met. If anyone was in need, my mom was right in the thick of the
fight to help. She would collect items for a family who lost all in a
house fire, canned goods for the church pantry, and clothes for a teen
mother’s baby when no one else would help.

As a teen, I never understood my mom. How could someone with so
much to offer the world be content to stay home and be known as an
adjunct to her husband or as someone’s mother? Why wasn’t she
proud of who she was? Once upon a time, she wanted to be a nurse and
join the Peace Corps. How could she give up her dreams for washing
out dirty diapers and packing my father’s sandwiches?

All T knew was that this was not going to happen to me. I had big
dreams of making a difference in the world - but with a bang, not a
whimper. People would know me. I planned on working my way up
through the ranks of the YMCA with a busy writing career on the side.
My husband, if there was one, would be right behind me and, as for
children, they would be cute and at their nanny’s side. I would not be
like my mother - I would be me. And people would know me as
someone important.

Now here I was heating up my cup of coffee in the microwave for
the second time. Just as I had watched her do a million times after
setting it down to pack a lunch, feed the cats, tie a shoe, retrieve a
towel from the dryer, find a paper that needed returning to school,
answer the phone and a million other possible interruptions. I
dreamed of downing a good cafe latte for breakfast before another busy
day at the office, and here I was drinking instant mocha from a “Happy
Birthday” mug with colored balloons all over it.

I understand now. I understood eight months ago as I held my son
for the first time. I understood when his tiny little hand wrapped
around my finger and his big blue eyes looked into mine as he drifted
off to sleep. I understood when the love I have for my husband tripled
as I first saw the little body cuddled in his big, strong arms and saw the
tears streak down his face. I understood it all instantly.

I look forward to the day that I will be known as Andrew’s mom to
the people in town and the children at school. Every day, as my
husband returns home from work and his face lights up as his son
holds out his hands, I am proud to be Mrs. Frank Huff. Just like my
mom is proud to be called Mrs. Dale Keffer. Just like my mom. Those
are four words that I thought I would never say proudly.



By the way, if you see her, her name is Joyce. And now I need to
heat up my coffee again.

- Barb Huff

You cannot plan the future by the past.

- Edmund Burke




Tach ca phe

\ 6i dun nong mot tach ca phé trong 16 vi séng. Lan
Tthl’r hai chi trong mot budi sang, t6i dung d6 véi
tach ca phé boc khdi trong tay, chang biét nén cuoi
'q hay nén khoc. Con trai t6i thirc giac va kéu khoc, vi thé t6i
: f,l_f phai mat hang gio dé hat ru, do danh va du dva cho n6
ngu tro lai. Trong thoi gian do6, ca phé cua t6i da ngudi
ngat. Thé 14 t6i phai mang n6 vao 10 @& hAm néng lai.

,‘ !

T6i 1on 1én véi 1oi thé 1a s& khong bao gio gidng nhu me t6i. Ba la
mot phu nit tuyét voi, manh mé, va bat ky ai ciing sé hanh dién néu dugc
giéng nhu ba. Nhung t6i thi sé khong chiu nhu thé. Duong nhu khong
c6 ai trong thi tran biét tén ba. Pdi voi thiy c6 gido va hoc sinh & cac
truong ma chdng téi hoc, nguoi ta chi biét ba 1a me cua... (chd tréng 1a
tén cua mot trong nam dira con cia ba). Tai tiém tap hoa, tiém ban phu
ting 6 t0 va do ngll kim, ngudi ta triu mén goi ba 1a “ba Dale” — goi theo
ho cua cha t6i. Con ¢ ngan hang, cac cong ty dich vu cong cong hoac
mot sé noi quan trong khéc thi nguoi ta goi ba 1a ba Keffer — goi theo
tén cua cha tdi. Me t6i luén d4p lai tat ca nhitng danh xung @6 bang mot
nu cuoi va nhimg 101 18 tir té.

Nguoc lai, t6i khong dugce dé tinh nhu thé. T6i sin sang néi voi nguoi
gbi hang ¢ tiém tap hoa: “A ma nay, me t6i tén 12 Joyce” néu nhu 6ng ta
dua go6i hang cho me t6i, chiic ba mot ngay tét 1anh va goi ba bang mot
trong nhirng cai tén ma t6i da ké o trén. Me t6i sé luén mim cudi dap
lai: “T6i ciing chiic 6ng mot ngdy tét lanh” va nhin t6i bang c4i nhin
khién trach. Trong khi tré ra xe hoi, t6i s& cin nhan tai sao me khong
chiu bao vé chinh minh. T6i sé van veo: “Me la chinh me. Me dau phai
1a mot thanh phan phu cua cha”.
