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Than ting tit ca nhimg nguoi dang tran trg, dang vuot
qua nhiing khé khin, thir thach tinh than va ludn giir
virng niém tin dé tim dugc hanh phic cudc séng, dé dat
duvoc udc mo cua minh.”

- First News



Cung ban doc

Sau khi thuc hién céc tap Hat Gidng TAm Hoén va nhimg cuén sach chia
sé vé cudc song, First News da nhan duogc sy ddn nhan va dong cam sau
sac ciia déng dao ban doc khap noi. Chiing t6i d& nhan ra rang su chia sé
vé tam hon 1a mot didu quy gid va co § y nghia nhat trong cudc song hién
nay, giap chung ta vuot qua nhu:ng noi buén, nhirng that vong dé huéng
dén mot ngay mai tuoi dep hon véi nhitng uéc mo, hoai bao cua minh
va cam nhan cudc sdng tron ven hon.

Trén tinh than @6, First News tiép tuc gisi thiéu dén c4c ban nhimg ciu
chuyén hay duoc chon loc tir bd sach Chicken Soup for the Soul noi
tiéng cua hai tac gia Jack Canfield va Mark Victor Hansen.

Day 1a lan dau tién bo sach Chicken Soup for the Soul duoc trinh bay
dudi dang song ngit dé ban doc c6 thé cam nhan duoc ¥ nghia cau
chuyén béng ca hai ngon ngu: Viéc chuyén tai tron ven va chinh xacy
nghia sau sac cua nhitng cau chuyén theo nguyén ban tleng Anh la mot
cd gang 16n cua ching t6i. Rat mong nhén dugc nhing y kién dong gop
ctia ban doc dé nhiing tap sach tiép theo cua chting t6i hoan thién hon.

Mong rang cudn sach nay sé la nguoi ban dong hanh véi ban trong cuée
song.

- First News



Dear Teens,

Six years ago we had the idea to write a Chicken Soup for the
Teenage Soul book for teenagers. As you know, it was very well
received and millions of teens have found comfort and support in the
stories that were written by their fellow teens. We received thousands
of letters requesting that we compile more books for teens. These
requests, combined with the deluge of stories that were being sent,
gave us the needed motivation and resources to continue the series.

Every week we continue to receive hundreds of letters and stories
from teenagers around the world via the Internet and through the
mail. As we read the mountain of mail, we began to notice that the
chapter on tough stuff was the most popular chapter in the books.
After a while, we began to get requests for an entire book on tough
stuff. Our response to these requests is the book you now hold in your
hands.

Although the content of these stories is often disturbing and
sometimes even tragic, the potential for insight, learning and “growing
up” is enormous. We believe this is the reason for the overwhelming
response to these types of stories. For example, we have had stories in
previous books that dealt with the death of a parent. This is one of
every child’s worst fears and one might question the benefit of
including such stories. However, we have repeatedly heard comments
such as these from our readers: “After reading that story, I
immediately sat down and wrote my parents a letter apologizing for
giving them such a hard time.” And, “Though my mom and I still have
our little arguments, it is different now. I appreciate her so much more
and I KNOW that everything she does is because she loves me. I didn’t
really understand that before reading that story.” We rarely print a
story unless the person writing it has learned or realized something
profound from their experience. Hopefully, this lesson gets passed on
to you, the reader, and will spare you similar pain. At the very least, it
will let you know that you are not alone in the world with your
challenges.

One of our most important criteria for including a story is that it
leaves the reader a better person for having read it. An example of this



is the much-loved poem “Somebody Should Have Taught Him”. In this
poem a young girl is killed by a drunk driver on her way home from a
party. It is an extremely emotional poem that still makes us cry when
we read it. The response this simple but powerful poem has evoked
from thousands of teenagers is a commitment to never drink and drive.
Many teens have written letters promising this to their parents; while
in other cases some teens simply made a promise to themselves. The
most gratifying part of all of this is that years later we have received
follow-up letters informing us that they have kept their commitment.

There are no words to describe what we feel when we hear this kind
of story. We are grateful and we are humbled, but more than anything,
we are certain that as long as these stories are changing lives, we will
continue to compile these books.
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Lo1 gid1 thiéu
(Céc ban tré thAn mén,

Sau nidm trude chiing t6i da thuc hién cuén Chicken Soup for the
Teenage Soul. Nhu cac ban da biét, cudn sach ay da duge don nhan
nong nhiét, va hang triéu doc gia tré da tim thay ngudén an ui ciing nhu
sy dong vién trong nhirng cau chuyén duogc viét bsi chinh nhitng nguoi
ban dong trang lra v6i minh. Chung t6i dd nhan dugc hang ngan 14 thu
yéu cau bién soan thém nhitng quyén sach danh cho lta tudi thanh
thiéu nién. Nhimg 161 yéu cau nay, cung véi rat nhiéu cau chuyén duoc
gtri d@én da mang lai cho chdng téi sy dong vién cfing nhu ngudn tu liéu
can thiét dé tiép tuc thyc hién céc tap sach.

MJi tuan, chting t6i lai tiép tuc nhan duoc hang trim 14 thu cing
nhitng cau chuyén cua céc ban tré tir khap noi trén thé gisi goi dén qua
Internet va qua duong buu dién. Khi doc ca nti thu nhan duogce, chiing
toi dé y thay chuong viét vé nhirng kho khin 1a chwong dugc va chudéng
nhét trong nhimng tap sach. It 1au sau, ching t6i nhan duoc nhitng 1oi
yéu cau thuc hién mot quyén sach viét riéng vé van dé nay. Chting t6i da
dap lai nhimg yéu cau ay bang quyén sach ma cic ban dang cam trén
tay.

Mic dil noi dung cua nhitng ciu chuyén nay cé thé khién nguoi doc
cam thay lo lang, va tham chi né con kha bi tham, nhung anh huéng cua
no6 dén kha ning nhan thuc, hoc hoi va truong thanh cua cace ban tré 1a
rat to 16n. Ching t6i tin rang d6 chinh 13 Iy do ma nhiing ciu chuyén
thuoc thé loai nay da dugc d6n nhan rat néong nhiét. Chang han nhu
trong cac quyén sach trude, chiing t6i da c6 mot s6 cau chuyén ké vé cai
chét cua mot nguoi cha hodc mot nguoi me nao do. Déy la mot trong
nhung noi khlep so ghé gom nhat d6i voi mdi dua tre, va c6 thé sé co
nguforl thic mac viéc ching toi dua nhimg cau chuyén do6 vao liéu c6 ich
gi. Tuy nhién, chiing t6i da nhiéu lan nhan dugc nhitng tAm sy nhu thé
nay cia ban doc: “Sau khi doc xong cAu chuyén 4y, t6i da ngoi ngay
xudng viét cho bé me mét 14 thu xin 16i vi t6i da khién bé me phai kho so
nhu thé” va “Mic du t6i va me van con nhirng bat dong nho, nhung bay
gid moi chuyén da khac. T6i yéu quy me nhiéu hon va t6i BIET tat ca
nhitng gi me 1am 13 vi me yéu téi. Trude khi doc duoce cAu chuyén 4y, t6i
da khong hiéu duoc diéu nay”. It khi ching t6i cho in mét cau chuyén
nao ma nguoi viét khong hoc duoc hay nhan ra mot diéu gi d6 sau sic tur
chinh trai nghiém cua ho. Chang t6i hy vong bai hoc nay ciing sé duoc



chuyén tai dén ban, gitip ban xoa diu nhing néi dau twong ty nhu the. it
nhat n6 cting gitip ban hiéu rang ban khong ¢6 don khi d6i mat véi thu
thach.

Tiéu chi quan trong nhat cua chting t6i khi chon in mét truyén 13 cau
chuyén @6 phai gitp doc gia tré thanh nguoi tot hon sau khi doc. Vi du
minh ching cho diéu nay 14 bai tho rat dugc yéu thich “Lé ra phai c6 ai
day cho anh 4y biét”. Bai tho ké vé mot c6 bé sau khi di du tiéc vé da bi
mot tai xé say xin tong chét. 6 1a mot bai tho rat cam dong ma modi khi
doc lai, chting t6i van roi nudc mat. Hing ngan ban tré da huong ung
bai tho don gian nhung c6 ste anh hwéng manh mé d6 bang 1oi cam két
s& khong bao gio 14i xe khi da udng say. Rat nhiéu ban tré da viét thu
cho bé me va htra nhu thé; trong khi mot sé ban chi don gian 1 ty htra
v6i chinh minh. Diéu ddng mimg nhat 13 sau nhiéu nim, chiing t6i con
nhan duogc nhimg 14 thu thong bao rang cic ban van thuc hién dting cam
két do.

Khong mét ngdn tir ndo c6 thé dién ta duoc cam xic cia ching toi
khi nghe nhiing cAu chuyén nhu thé. Chiing t6i cam thay biét on ho va
chdng t6i thay minh that nho bé, nhung hon bét ctr diéu gi, ching t6i
chéc chin rang khi nhitng cAu chuyén 4y c6 thé thay déi duoc cudc séng
thi chting t6i s& con tiép tuc bién soan nhing tap sach nhu thé nay.
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n January of 1998, I got the kind of call

all actresses hope for: I had won the role

of Julie Emrick on a new TV drama
called Felicity. It should have been one of
the most exciting moments of my life, but
three months earlier something had
happened that would disorder all. In
October 1997, my mom, Christine Johnson,
was diagnosed with cancer. Ten months
later, she died at age fifty-three, and my life
would never be the same.

My mom was my best friend. She taught me to appreciate every
day. I think that is the key to life. I try to keep remembering that, and
to make it a habit. And when I meet with difficulties, I just think about
her.

I was like her sidekick growing up in Cape Cod, Massachusetts. My
brother, Greig Jr., now thirty-three, and my sister, Julie, now thirty-
two, were both older than me (I'm twenty-nine), so when they started
school, it was just me and my mom together all day, running errands
or just hanging out.

We even remained close through my rebellious period. In high
school, I was staying out too late, doing the normal teenage stuff, so
my parents sent me to a private school in New Hampshire. I got kicked
out after eight months for getting caught in the boys’ dorm. Oops! My
punishment was having to go to a small local church school. When I
did something wrong, if I tried to deny it or hide it, my mom would get
angry. But if [ admitted and apologized, she’d be totally cool. She was
really fair.

She was also super-supportive. Ever since I was a kid, I knew I
wanted to perform. She was always my biggest fan.

When I decided to move to New York City at nineteen to pursue an
acting career, my mom and my dad, Greig Johnson, a car salesman,
never said, “That’s risky,” or, “Don’t do that.” Two years later, in 1993,
I moved to Los Angeles and got my first TV role as Kimberly.

Everything was going smoothly until the fall of 1997. My mom’s



doctors thought she had cysts on her uterus that had grown and
needed to be removed. But what should have been a simple
hysterectomy turned into something far worse. Mom already kind of
suspected. A couple of days before her surgery, she called me up really
frightened and said, “Amy Jo, what if I have cancer?” and I was like,
“Mom, you can’t say that. No. No. No.” So she went in for the
operation. They didn’t expect to find cancer, but it was everywhere. A
rare type of cancer, it had started in her appendix, and by the time the
doctors found it, it had spread all over her body.

I'll never forget the moment when my dad called and told me the
news. It was Halloween. In shock, I flew back to be with my family. I
remember sitting up one night with my dad, probably two days after
we found out. He told me he knew she was going to die. I was like, “No,
we’ve got to have hope.”

My mom handled the news - and her terminal prognosis - with
incredible bravery. That Christmas, which she knew would probably be
her last, she bought us all tickets to see The Lion King on Broadway in
New York. It was really emotional because the story is about the circle
of life and dying and coming back again. I looked over at my mom
during the scene where Simba sees his father’s ghost. She had tears in
her eyes. But she never broke down in front of any of us kids or her
friends. I think my dad’s the only one who saw how frightened she
must have been.

My mom tried different therapies. She also went to a hospital in
Washington, D.C., for a surgery the doctors hoped might give her more
time. My sister and I slept on little cots in her hospital room.

But the surgery was a letdown. They opened her up again and said
there was nothing they could do. The cancer had spread too much.
Everyone was trying to help, recommending holistic medicines and
special diets. We searched on the Internet for anything that might cure
cancer. There are just a million things out there that people are trying
to sell and tell you. Finally, my mom said, “Stop! I don’t want to try
anything else. Don’t bring me any more crazy teas!”

That winter and spring, I traveled back and forth constantly
between L.A. and Cape Cod. The people at Felicity were incredible. A
couple of times, they stopped production or rearranged the schedule so
I could go home. And the producers would send my mom hats and T-
shirts and letters saying, “We love your daughter.” I think it was a
comfort for her to know that I would be taken care of when she was
gone.



My mom didn’t want to die in a hospital, so hospice workers came
to our home in July of 1998. They were great because they helped my
mom accept the fact that she was going to die. That allowed her to say
good-bye to everybody. One day, she gathered her favorite jewelry and
possessions and had each person she loved come upstairs, and she
gave everything away. She gave some people back gifts that she
remembered they had given to her, like, twenty years ago.

She kept her sense of humor until she died. Four days after the
doctors had predicted she’d pass away, she was sitting in bed and
started singing! She looked at my sister and me and jokingly said,
“What am I going to do? A woman can’t live without her jewels.”

She wanted me to go back to work, where they were rearranging
production for me, but I told her I was staying with her. Finally, she
insisted: “This could go on for a month. You have to go.” I said goodbye
so many times. I'd hug her, kiss her, run downstairs, get in the car and
then run back up. I did that, like, seven times. Finally, she said, “Amy
Jo, this is getting ridiculous. Just go.” It was the hardest goodbye I've
said or will ever have to. Three days after that, on August 19, 1998, she
died.

My sister called and told me the news. I was motionless for some
time. Then, I went to my living room and just sat there, and suddenly, I
got the most incredible feeling I've ever had. It was like my mom was
in the room with me. It was like she came over and gave me peace, and
it made me feel ready to go home for the funeral and be with my dad
and the rest of the family.

- Amy Jo Johnson

“I still miss those I loved who are no longer with me but I
find I am grateful for having loved them. The gratitude
has finally conquered the loss.”

- Rita Mae Brown
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Ho1 ae vé me

hang Giéng nam 1998, t6i nhan duoc
Tmc}t cudc dién thoai ma bat ky mot nir

dién vién nao ciing mong doi: toi duoc
thu vai Julie Emrick trong vé kich truyén
hinh Hgnh phiic. L& ra d6 1a mét trong
nhitng khoanh khic han hoan nhat trong
cuoc doi cua t6i, nhung ba thang truéc do,
mot viée da xay dén khién cho moi tha déu bi
dao 16n. Thang Mudi nam 1997, me toi,
Christine Johnson, duoc chan doan bi méc
% bénh ung thu. Muoi thang sau, me mat ¢
tudi ndm muoi ba, va cudc song cua téi khong bao gio tré lai nhu xua
duoc nira.

Me 14 nguoi ban tot nhét cua toi. Me day toi biét tran trong ting
ngay. Toi nghi @6 chinh 1a chia khoa dé buéc vao cude song. Toi cd ging
ghi nhg diéu d6, roi chuyén né thanh mét théi quen. Va méi khi gap
phai moét vuéng mac gi, t6i lai nghi dén me.

Tbi giéng nhu nguoi ban tri ky 16n 1én ciing me ¢ Miii Cod,
Massachusetts. Vi ca anh Greig Jr. - hién da ba muoi ba tuéi, va chi
Julie cua tdi - gio ciing ba muoi hai tudi, déu 16n tudi hon téi (hién nay
to6i hai muoi chin tudi), nén lic anh chi bat dau di hoc thi chi con t6i véi
me ¢ nha voi nhau sudt ngdy. Nhimg lac dy, hai me con cting 1am cac
cong viéc lat vat hoac chi di loanh quanh.

Tbi v6i me van ludén gan bd véi nhau ngay ca khi t6i phai trai qua giai
doan noi loan cua tuéi day thi. Lac hoc trung hoc, t6i thuong vé nha tré
do mai lo may chuyén vé van cua tudi mai lon, thé 12 bé me gui t6i vao
mot truong dan lap 6 New Hampshire. Chi sau tAm thang, t6i bi duoi
khoi truong do bi bit gip trong phong ngu tap thé cia bon con trai. Oi!
Hinh phat cho t6i 1a t6i phai téi hoc tai mot ng6i truong nhoé trong mét
nha tho ¢ dia phuong. M&i khi 1am sai diéu gi ma t6i lai ra stc chdi hoic
che gidu thi me sé& ndi gian. Nhung néu t6i biét nhan 15i va xin 15i me thi
me sé& diu lai. Me thuc su rat cong bang.

Me con 1a mot c6 dong vién tuyét voi. Ngay tir khi con bé, toi da biét
minh rat thich biéu dién, va me ludn 14 c6 dong vién nhiét tinh nhat cua
toi.



N#m muoi chin tudi, khi t6i quyét dinh dén thanh phé New York dé
theo duoi nghé dién vién thi me va ca bb t6i - Greig Johnson, ltc d6 1a
mot ngudi ban xe hoi, da khong hé néi: “That mao hiém” hay “Dung
1am thé”. Hai ndm sau, nim 1993, t6i lai chuyén dén Los Angeles va
nhan vai dién dau tién 1a nhan vat Kimberly.

Moi chuyén dién ra sudén sé cho dén muia Thu nim 1997. B4c si nghi
rang trong tr cung cia me c6 mot u nang da phat trién 16n va can phai
dugc cit bo. Nhung chuyén gl s€ xdy ra neu thu thuat cit bo tir cung don
gidn do lai tro thanh mot diéu gl do té hai hon? Me c6 vé nghi ngo vé
diéu nay. Trudce ca phau thuat vai ngdy, me goi cho t6i trong mot tAm
trang lo so: “Amy Jo nay, diéu gi s& xay ra néu me bj ung thu nhi?”, va
toi cling c6 tim trang nhu me: “Me, me dimg néi the. Puing ma”. Roi
cling dén lac phal phau thuat. Moi nguoi déu khong nghl rang me bi ung
thu, nhung cic té bao ung thu lai xuat hién ¢ khap noi trong co thé me.
Mot dang ung thu hiém thiy, n6 bat dau tir ruot thira, cho dén lac bac si
phat hién ra thi né da lan rong ra khip co thé cia me.

T6i s& khong bao gio quén dugc gidy phat khi bd goi dién dé bao tin
ay cho t6i biét. D6 1a ngay 18 Halloween. T6i dap may bay ngay vé cling
gia dinh trong tAm trang choang vang. T6i nhé cai dém t6i da ngdi cling
bé, hinh nhu 14 hai ngdy sau khi biét tin. B néi 1a bé biét me s& chét.
Tdi ciing thé, nhung t6i n6i: “Khong dau bé a, chiing ta phai ludn hy
vong”.

Me d6n nhan tin nay ctng cai chét dugce bao trude bang mot sy can
dam la thuong. Giang sinh nim d6, me ciing biét day c6 1& 12 mua Giang
sinh cudi ciing ciia me, nén me da mua vé va dua tat ca chiing t6i di xem
v6 kich duoc chuyén thé tir bd phim Vua sw ti tai rap Broadway ¢ New
York. Vo kich that xtc dong vi d6 14 cAu chuyén ndi vé vong luan hoi
sinh tir v6 tan. Khi téi canh Simba trong thay hon cua su tir cha, t6i quay
sang nhin me¢. Me khéc. Nhung chua bao gio me t6 ra suy sup trudc mat
cac con hay truéc ban bé. T6i nghi chi c6 bé mai biét duoc me dang so
hai dén duong nao.

Me da thtr nhiéu bién phap trj liéu khac nhau. Me con téi mot bénh
vién & Washington, D.C. dé thuc hién mot ca phiu thuat ma céc bac si
hy vong 1 s& kéo dai thém thoi gian sdng cho me. Nhitng ngay 4y, chi
toi va toi da ngu trén nhirng cai givong nho ké trong phong bénh cua
me.

Nhung ca phau thuat khong thay doi duoc gi. Ho @3 mé cho me
nhung bao rang ho khong thé 1am duoc gi hon. Céc té bao ung thu da
lan qua rong. Moi nguoi ai cfing ¢b gitp me, khuyén me nén ding
nhitng liéu thude dic tri va c6 ché d6 an kiéng dic biét. Chiing t6i thi



tim trén Internet tat ca nhung thong tin ¢6 thé gitp chira dugc bénh ung
thu. O d6 co6 hang triéu thir ma nguoi ta co chao moi dé ban cho ban.
Cuébi cling, me no6i: “Thoéi! Me khong mudn thir thém thi gi nira. Pung
bat me udéng nhirng tht thude vé van @6 nira!”.

Su6t mia déng va muia xuan nim do, toi cu di di vé vé gitra L.A. va
Miii Cod. Moi ngudi trong doan kich Hgnh phiie that tét bung. Da doi
lan ho phai dirng v kich hoic sap xép lai lich dién dé téi c6 thé vé nha.
Pao dién con giri cho me t6i miy cai ndn va may céi 4o thun ciing mot
14 thu: “Chang chéu rat quy con gai cua bac”. T6i nghi diéu dé da gitp
me cam thay yén 1ong vi biét rang t6i sé duoc chim séc khi me ra di.

Me khong muédn ra di ¢ bénh vién, nén c4c nhan vién ¢ bénh vién da
dén nha t6i vao thang Bay nim 1998. Ho that gioi vi da gitp dugc me
toi chap nhan sy that raing me sé chét. Diéu d6 gitip me c6 thé noi 1o
tam biét v6i tit ca moi nguoi. Mot ngdy no, me gom tat ca nhimg moén
nir trang va tai san yéu thich cta minh lai va bao ting nguoi ma me yéu
quy lén phong, roi me phan phat heét tat ca moi thir. Me trao ting lai
nhimg moén qua ay cho nhu:ng nguoi ma theo me nhé 1a ho da tang
ching cho me gan hai muoi nam vé trude.

Me van giit dugc tinh hai hudc cho dén tan gidy phut cudi cung Bén
ngay sau khi bac si dy doan la me sap phal ra di, me ngoi trén givong va
bat dau hat! Me nhin hai chi em t6i va néi dua: “Me sé& lam gi nhi? Mot
nguoi phu nir khong thé séng thiéu do trang sie dau”.

Me mudn t6i quay tro lai cong viée, vi doan kich da phai sap Xep lai
ké hoach dan dyng tac pham vi toi, nhu:ng t61 bao t61 muon ¢ lai voi me.
Cudi ciing, me phai nin ni: Chuye;n nay c6 thé kéo dai ca thang 4y chy.
Con phai di thoi”. Téi da chao tam biét me rat nhiéu lan. T6i 6m me,
hon me, di xudng lau, ngdi vao trong xe va sau do lai chay 1én, c nhu
thé @én bay lan. Sau cting, me ndi: “Amy Jo, chuyén nay bat dau buén
cudi roi d6. Pi di con”. P6 14 161 chao tam biét kho khian nhat ma toi
phai ndi. Ba ngdy sau, ngay 19 thang TAm nim 1998, me mat.

Chi t6i goi dién va bao cho t6i biét tin dir. T6i bat dong mot hdi 1au.
Sau d6 t6i di vao phong khach va ngdi d6, bat chot t6i c6 mot cam giac
ki la ma t6i chua timg cam nhan bao gio. Cam giac 4y giéng nhu me
dang & trong phong cung t6i vay. Nhu thé me tré lai & mang dén sy yén
binh cho t6i. Piéu d6 gitp t6i c6 da nghi luc dé tro vé nha dy tang 1€ cua
me va tiép tuc cude song cia minh véi bd va nhimg thanh vién khac
trong gia dinh.

- Amy Jo Johnson



“Ti vin ludn nhé thuong nhimg ngudi toi yéu quy —
nhitng nguoi khong con bén téi nira, nhung t6i thiy minh that
thanh than vi da rat yéu thuong ho. LLONE biét on cuéi
cing ciing chién thang néi dau mat mat.”

- Rita Mae Brown



have a friend named Trey, who is exactly

ten years older than I am, yet he lives the

childlike life of one who is many years
younger. When I was six, he was part of my
Sunday school class. He seemed huge and
intimidating at first, sitting crammed into a
small wooden chair, but we became best
friends on that first day after he broke a
cookie in two and with a large grin handed
me the smaller half. I thought of him as a

“% protector, a special friend. It didn’t matter

that he was mentally handicapped, for I saw him as a grown-up who
understood me. As years went by, however, I began to outgrow Trey. I
grew up and Trey just grew. Sometimes I would watch him and
wonder: did he notice that I was no longer in his Sunday school class?
Did he realize I had moved on with my life as he treaded water?

A year before I began college - where I planned to participate in
many sports as I had in high school - Trey’s mom asked me if I would
like to earn some extra money by being his ”special Saturday friend.” I
wish I could say I accepted for altruistic reasons, but the truth was, I
accepted because I needed money for tuition. Trey and I went to the
library, to the pet store or for walks in the park. I mainly worked with
him on socialization.

To my embarrassment, I quickly learned that this 200-pound man-
boy liked to shake people’s hands. In spite of his ear-to-ear grin, he
could be daunting because of being denied when he galloped up to
strangers and stuck out his large hand in a hearty greeting. It was hard
to teach him this behavior was inappropriate.

“Stand next to me and do not go up to people,” I spoke tersely. “No
one likes it.”

“Okay,” he obediently replied, as if he hadn’t a care in the world,
and nothing was important.

When Trey learned to ride his bike, I watched as he ran off curbs
and toppled over about a dozen times. Sighing deeply, I would
impatiently tap my foot on the sidewalk and tell him, “Dust off and try



again!” I assumed I was the smart one, the one with all the answers.
That was about to change.

That summer, while playing in the city’s softball tournament, I was
sliding into third base when my cleat caught in the ground, pulling my
foot to the right and backwards as my body fell forward. My parents,
sitting in the bleachers, heard two loud cracks. I was rushed to the
hospital by ambulance. X rays revealed a broken leg and a foot that
was totally twisted off my ankle and hanging in my skin. Emergency
surgery lasted into the wee hours. A pin was put in place to hold my
foot to my ankle and screws were inserted in the broken leg.

In the early morning, groggy from anesthesia, I awoke to see my
father, my mother and Trey at my bedside. He waited for me to jump
up and do something with him.

“Hi!” he grinned as he shoved his hand in my face.

“Hi Trey,” I weakly shook his hand. My leg hurt and my mind was
dense from pain medication.

“Dust off ... try again,” he said, repeating what he had heard me say
so often.

“Ican’t.”

”Okay,” he sweetly nodded and galloped out of my room in search
of a hand to shake.

“Trey, don’t shake hands,” I whispered. “No one likes it.”

Before leaving the hospital, my orthopedic surgeon said I might
never regain the same mobility in my ankle - mobility essential for a
champion sprinter and jumper like me. Not allowed to put weight on
my leg for eight weeks, I wobbled about on steel crutches. Now Trey
was the impatient one. He wanted to go places that I couldn’t manage.
He sat with his arms crisscrossed over his large belly and stared at me
with a pouty face.

We read many children’s books and drew pictures, but it was plain
to see he was bored. He wanted to go to the pet store to see the white
mice and motley birds. He wanted to go to the library and count all the
books on the shelves. He wanted to go to the park and have me push
him on the swing. I couldn’t do any of this for a while.

Meanwhile I was plagued with questions and self-doubt. Would I be
finished with physical therapy in time to hurdle race? Would I ever run
at my capacity again? Would I do well in the 300-meter hurdles, the



race I had lettered in the previous season? Would it still be my event?
Or would the doctor’s prediction be correct?

I worked hard at my physical therapy. At times, Trey came along to
watch me work out and he laughed and laughed when he discovered
that I could’t move. “No dusting off!” he’d say. How simple life was for
him. How complicated it had become for me. I tried not to cry in front
of him.

Finally off my crutches, I pushed myself hard to regain my former
mobility. Trey ran laps with me around the black tar track at my high
school, running slightly askew. Sometimes he tripped over his own feet
and fell down hard.

“Dust off!” he would tell himself with confidence as he rubbed dirt
from his legs and knees. I watched him greet each defeat with
determination. He never gave up.

After many months, I somehow managed to qualify for the 300-
meter hurdles. Mom, Dad and Trey sat in the stands to cheer me.

The starting gunshot split the air. Running, I could feel the tautness
in my legs. My legs hit the hard track one after the other, in a quick
rhythm. My breathing was even. I could feel some of the other runners
around me, next to me, passing me, ahead of me. I ignored the rising
pain in my foot and ankle as I prayed away the thumping fear taking
hold inside my chest. On the other side of the track, I ran into a wall of
cheers. No time to react or think - just time to run and run hard.

More runners passed me, then another and another. Over the
hurdles they flew easily like birds stepping over stones.

“Look at that new girl move. Go Tiffany,” I heard someone shout to
the other runner. Last year it was my name they called.

Once I had sailed over the hurdles. Now I felt as if I were pulling
myself up and over. Then something shifted inside me - I thought of
Trey and what he had had to deal with. Suddenly my problems seemed
minor. With a new sense of determination, I sprang forth. I wish I
could say that through a superhuman effort I passed the other runners.
But I didn’t. In fact, I limped across the finish line, dead last in an
event in which I had once set a record. Then I looked up into the
stands. Trey and my folks stood cheering for me harder than any time I
had ever won.

As the season progressed I did improve, but I never placed first,
second or third. I never set another school record. My hopes for a track



college scholarship were dashed. Yet I learned a lesson more valuable
than any medal. And it was this: “Dust off and try again.” I also learned
that courage comes not in the easy times, but when it’s hard to go on -
when others pass you, regardless of how hard you work. Now I finally
understand Trey’s courage, as he shakes the hands of complete
strangers, risking laughter or rejection.

Today, I no longer grieve for the athlete I might have been, or the
races I might have won, or the records I had hoped to break. I see a
world filled with possibilities as I walk down new paths to explore.

Now, on Saturdays, when someone stares at us, I pull on Trey’s
sleeve. “Go shake his hand, Trey.” My crutches gather dust in a musty
corner of the garage. In contrast, Trey’s handicap remains fresh as the
day he was born. And every day he is braver than I could ever be.

- Kimberly Ann Shope



“Phui bui di!”

0i c6 mot nguoi ban tén Trey. Tuy hon
Ttéi nhitng muoi tudi nhung Trey van

tho ngay nhu mot daa tré. Nam t6i sau
tudi, anh 4y 1 ban hoc ciing 16p gi4o 1y véi
t6i. Thoat nhin, anh 4y c6 vé to 16n va dang
so. Ngay dau tién di hoc, t6i thay anh ngoi
bd minh chat ém trong chiéc ghé gb bé xiu.
Nhung cfing chinh vao ngdy dau tién 4y, anh
va toi da tro thanh hai nguoi ban than thiét
khi anh bé d6i phan banh cta minh va chia

% cho t6i mot nira v6i nu cuodi xéch d@én tan

mang tai. Anh ay giéng nhu mot nguoi luén che ché cho téi, mot nguoi
ban that dic biét. Pting 1a anh 4y bi kém phat trién tri tu¢, nhung diéu
ay cling chang hé gi vi t6i lu6n xem anh nhu mét nguoi ban da truong
thanh, mot nguoi ban rat hiéu t6i. Tuy nhién, thoi gian tréi qua va toi
bat dau cao 16n hon Trey. T6i 1én nhanh nhu théi trong khi Trey thi chi
cao thém duoc m@t chat. Thinh thoang t6i van nhin anh va thim nghi
khong biét Trey c6 d¢ y rang t6i da khong con hoe chung véi anh ¢ l6p
glao Iy hay khong nhi? Liéu anh iy c6 nhan ra rang toi da truong thanh
va c6 cudc song riéng ctia minh trong khi anh van mai giam chan tai

chd?

Mot nam trude khi toi bude vao giang duong dai hoc — noi toi du
dinh sé& tham gia choi nhiéu mén thé thao nhu thoi minh con hoc trung
hoc — me Trey da hoi téi c6 muédn cing Trey di choi vao mdi thir Bay va
xem d6 nhu mot cong viéc 1am thém khong. Gia nhu t6i da déng ¥ vi
tinh cam ctua minh d6i véi Trey, nhung thuc chét t6i @3 chap nhan 1oi dé
nghi cia me Trey chi vi t6i can tién dé trang trai hoc phi. Thuong thi hai
ching t6i dén thu vién, ctra hiéu ban nhimg cht ché con hoic don gian
chi 1a di dao quanh cong vién vi thyc ra “cong viéc” chua yéu cua toi 1a
giap Trey hoa nhap véi xa hoi va bat 6 don.

Diéu khién t6i ngai nhat d6 1a anh chang nang hon 9o ky nay rt
thich bét tay vi moi nguoi. Dit Trey lu6n toét miéng cudi, nhung anh ay
cung rat dé bi ton thuong vi bi tir chdi khi ctr chop lay nhimg nguoi xa la
roi ho hai chia ban tay to 16n ‘cua minh ra véi mong mué6n dugc bat tay
ho. That khé dé néi cho anh 4y biét rang hanh dong d6 1a hoan toan
khong nén.



“Diing canh t6i ddy nay, va ding c6 vo lay nguoi khac nhu thé. Ching
ai thich vay dau.” — Toi hoi gat gong véi Trey.

“Biét r6i!” — Trey tra loi mot cach ngoan ngoan, nhu thé anh khong
hé quan tam gi dén thé gisi nay va cting chang co6 diéu gi la quan trong
ca.

Khi Trey tap di xe dap, toi thay Trey rat chat vat khi giir thing bang
va nga lién tuc hang chyc lan. Ct mdi lan thay anh nhu thé, t6i lai tho
dai ngao ngan. Tbi giam giam chian minh xudng dat, c6 kién nhin noi
v6i anh: “Phui sach quan 4o di, ta thir lai ndo”. T6i ty cho minh 14 mot
nguoi thong minh, ngudi ludn cb sin nhimg cau tra 10 cho tat ca cac
cau hoi cua Trey. Nhung diéu do ciing da dan thay doi.

Mua hé ndm @9, trong tran thi ddu mén bong chay cho dsi tuyén
thanh phd, t6i da bi nga song soai trén san dau do miéng chém giay cua
toi bi vudng vao nén nha. Chan téi bi kéo nguoc ra sau, trat vé phia bén
phai trong khi nguoi t6i van dang nhoai vé phia trude. Cha me toi ltc dy
dang ngdi ¢ hang ghé dau, da nghe ro hai tiéng “rac” 16n phat ra tir chan
toi. Ngay sau do, t6i dugc dua dén bénh vién bang xe ciru thuong. Két
qua phim chup X quang cho thay chén cua t6i bi giy, con ban chan thi
bi trat ¢ phan mat c4 chan. Ca phau thuat cap ciu da kéo dai dén vai
gio. CAc béac si da dat mot chiée dinh kep dé ndi ban chan véi phan mat
c4 chan va ding mot chiée dinh éc ¢6 dinh phan xwong chan bj gay.

Sang hom sau t6i thie ddy sém, ngudi van con cam giac lao dao vi
tac dung cua thuoc mé van chua dut han. Toi thay cha, me va ca Trey
dang ¢ canh bén minh. Han la Trey dang doi t6i cung nhay nhot vui dua
voi anh.

“Chao ciau.” Van véi nu cudi xéch dén tan mang tai, Trey chao t6i
dong thoi dua tay vuot ma toi.

“Chao Trey.” Toi bat tay Trey mot cach yéu 6t. Lic niy chan cua toi
dang rat dau con than tri t6i cling kha nang né sau ca phau thuat.

“Gifi bo moi thtr di, ching ta thir lai 1an nira ndo.” Trey lip lai nhimg
gl ma toi da thuong noéi vai anh.

“T6i nghi minh khéng lam dugc dau.”

“Dugc rdi.” Anh iy nhe nhang gat dau va lao ra khoi phong nhu thé
muon tim nhirng nguoi khac dé bat tay vay.

“Trey, dung bét tay nguoi khac nita. Khong ai thich vay dau Trey.”
T6i théu thao.

Truée khi ra vién, cic bac si chinh hinh néi rang c6 thé t6i sé khong



thé ndo dat duoc d6 uyén chuyén noi mat ca chan nhu trude day duoc.
biéu d6 qua 1a mot thir thach 16n déi véi mot nha vo dich chay nude rat
va nhay cao nhu t6i. Sudt tdm tuan lién tyc t6i phai di lai bang nang dé
stre ning cua co thé khong 1lam anh huong dén vét thuong ¢ mat ca chan.
Gio thi chinh Trey lai 1a nguoi thiéu kién nhan. Anh 4y muén duoc di
dau @6 choi nhung t6i khong thé. Trey ngoi bat chéo tay ngang chiéce
bung qua kho ciia minh, anh nhin t6i t6 vé hon dbi.

Chung t6i doc nhiéu sach danh cho thiéu nhi, vé tranh... nhung r6
rang 1 Trey cam thay chan ngan véi nhitng trd choi nhu thé. Trey muén
dén cira hiéu ban vat kiéng dé ngim nhirng chti chuét bach va nhimng
cht chim sic s&. Anh 4y cling mudn dén thu vién dé tha hé dém tat ca
nhiing quyén sach trén ké. Anh iy con mudn ra coéng vién choi, noi @6
toi s& day anh bay cao trén chiéc xich du. Nhung gio day, t6i khong thé
lam dugce nhitng viéc nhu vay.

Trong thoi gian d6, t6i luén hoai nghi va 4m anh bai v6 sé cau hoi,
dai loai nhu: Liéu t6i cé kip phuc héi dé tham dy cudc chay dua vuot
chuéng ngai vat? Chang 1& t6i sé khong bao gio dat duoc phong d6 nhu
trude day? Toi c¢6 vuot qua duge cudc dua 300m vuot rao — cudc dua ma
to6i da dé lai nhiéu an tuong tai mua giai truée hay khong? To6i c6 con co
hoi nao dé tiép tuc theo dudi muyc tiéu cia minh? Khong biét nhiing gi
béc si chan doan c6 chinh xac khong nhi?

T6i da cd gang thuc hién nhitng bai tap vat Iy tri liéu mot cach chim
chi. Thinh thoang Trey di loanh quanh t6i dé xem t6i lam t6i dau va
anh 4y cuoi nac né méi khi thay t6i khén kho vi khong tai nao di chuyén
duoc. “Cé 1én nao!”- Trey bao t6i. P6i véi Trey, cudc séng moi don gian
1am sao. Con véi toi by gio, cude séng qua that qua phuc tap va bé tac.
Toi da phai rat c¢6 gang dé khong bat khoc trude mit Trey.

Cudi cung, sau khi dé cip nang sang mot bén, t6i nd lyc hét sirc minh
dé dat duoc nhitng gi nhu trude kia. Trey da ctng chay dua voi toi trén
con duong nhya phu day hic in, con duong 4y dan dén ngdi truong
trung hoc thuo xua cua tdi. Trey chay cham cham quanh t6i, thinh
thoang anh 4y con ty vuéng chan minh va té ngi trén nén duong.

“Phui bui ndo!” Anh t6 ra v6 cting ty tin khi néi véi chinh minh diéu
d6, roi anh phui nhimg vét do bAm ¢ chan va dau géi ciia minh. Tbi thay
Trey luén d6n nhan nhiing that bai v6i mot quyét tAm cao do. Trey
chang bao gio bo cudc.

Sau nhiéu thang rén luyén, cubi cliing t6i ciing c6 thé tham du cude
thi 300 mét vuot rao. Cha me t6i va Trey da dén khan dai dé cé vii cho
tol.



Khi tiéng sting lénh xuat phét vang 1én, t6i lao vé phia trude va cé
thé cam thay chan minh nhu cing ra theo méi budc chay. Chan t6i lién
tuc cham phai nhirng thanh chan trén duong dua. Toi van tho déu. Toi
nhan thiay mot sé van dong vién khic ¢ xung quanh t6i, & ké bén t6i, ho
vuot 1én t6i va s6 khac da bo t6i lai mot quang kha xa. Mic ké con dau
ting dan ¢ mat c4 chan va ndi so hii dang cho4ng hét 1ong nguc t6i, toi
cd chay that nhanh. Chi can chay dén phia bén kia duong dua 1a t6i c6
thé nga vao vong tay cua nhimg nguoi dang ho reo c6 vii. Khong con
thoi gian dé nghi ngoi gi thém, tdi chi con biét cim dau chay hét suc
minh.

Kh4 nhiéu van dong vién khéac da vuot 1én t6i, ting nguoi, ting
nguoi mot da qua mit t6i. Moi khi dén rao chan, ho nhe nhang nhay
qua cir nhu nhirng cht chim bay qua nhirng hon séi nho vay.

“Nhin c6 gai khoe khoan kia kia. Chay di Tiffany!”. T6i nghe c6
giong ai @6 dang cb ho hét co vii cho mot van dong vién trén duong dua.
Nam ngoai khi tham gia cudc thi nay, tén toi luon dugc moi nguoi gao
thét dong vién nhu vay.

Lic truée t6i hoan toan cé thé vuot qua nhimg hang rao chan trén
duong dua mot cach nhe nhang va dé dang. Vay ma gio day toi cam thay
nhu thé minh dang c6 kéo 1é than ngudi mot cach vo vong. Bdng nhién
t6i cam thiy c6 mot ci gi d6 bien doi bén trong con nguoi minh. T6i
chot nghi dén Trey va nhu:ng gl anh a ay da 1am dé d6i mat vai nhu:ng kho
khin cua minh. Bat gidc, moi bat 6n trong toi duong nhu chang co gila
ghé gom. Véi ludng sinh khi méi cua long quyét tam, t6i c6 tién 1én phia
truge. Toi ude gi minh c6 duoe mot stce manh phi thu’émg dé c6 thé vuot
qua nhitng nguoi dang dan dau va cham dich dau tién, nhung t6i da
khong 1am dugc diéu d6. Thyc té 12 t6i da vé chot mot cach rat kho
khin, vé choét trong cudc thi ma nim ngoéi to6i da 1ap ky luc. Nhin 1én
phia khan dai, cha me va Trey dang c6 vii cho t6i nhiét tinh hon tit ca
nhimng lan t6i da gianh chién thang.

T6i da nd luyc rat nhiéu nhung van khong thé gianh dwoc vi tri nhat,
nhi hay ba trong cugc thi. Téi cfing khong thé lap duoc ky luc ndo trong
cac giai dau o truong. Hy vong gianh mot suat hoc bong o truong cling
khong con, nhung t6i da duoc hoec mot bai hoc gia tri hon bat ki mot
tam huy chuong nao ma t6i da dat dugc trude day. D6 1a “Dung bo cude
va hay thu lan nira”. Téi ciing biét duoc rang diing khi khong xuét hién
trong nhimng truong hop dé dang, né chi phat huy tac dung trong nhimg
hoan canh khé khin nhét, khi ban da cb hét src nhung van bi moi nguoi
bo lai phia sau. Gio thi t6i 4 hiéu duoc long can dam cia Trey khi anh
cir muén bat tay nhitng con nguoi hoan toan xa la ddu ¢ bi cuoi nhao



hay chéi tur.

Hién gio t6i khong con dau budn hay nubi tiée vé hinh anh mot van
dong vién ma I& ra toi c6 thé duoce nhu vay. T6i cling khong con dan vat
vé nhimg cudc thi ma 18 ra t6i da thang hay nhiing ky luc ma t6i da hy
vong sé lap dugc. Khi quyét dinh tim cho minh mét con duong khac dé
di, t6i nhan thay thé gisi nay chta day nhirng trién vong.

Vao nhiing ngdy thir Bay ¢ cong vién, néu c6 ai cir liéc nhin chting t6i
thi t6i s& kéo tay 40 cia Trey va bao: “Dén bat tay ho di Trey”. Cap nang
cua toi gio day bam day bui va dugc dé 6 mot goc am moc trong ga-ra.
Trong khi d6, nhirmng han ché vé mit tri tué cua Trey van khong c6 gi
thay doi, anh vidn hén nhién nhu mot dira tré. Moi ngay qua di, toi lai
thay Trey can dam hon nhiéu, diéu ma t6i chang thé nao 1am duoc.

- Kimberly Ann Shope



tic d6 t6i méi nam tudi va toi cling

khong hiéu chuyén gi da xay ra voi

minh. Diéu duy nhat t6i c6 thé nhé 1a
hinh anh me 6m chat to6i vao long va hét 1én
_ kéu ctru tham thiét khi ca bau troi hung hyuc
mot mau cam tir ngon lira da phut cao 1én
dén tan nhirng ngon cay.

Trude khi trai qua bén gio di duong dé
dén dugc bénh vién nhi & Los Angeles thi
guong mit nam den cua t6i da phong 1én
nhu mot qua dua. Sau hai ngay diéu tri, bac
s méi bao rang t6i da qua con nguy kich. Sau vai tuan duoc chim séc
dac biét, téi tinh lai, nhung lic d6 t6i phai tho nho vao chiée 6ng néi
thong v6i khi quan. Lic 4y, t6i nghi minh da bi mu cho dén khi phat
hién mot dai bang budc ngang mat.

DPén ngay thao biang, moi chuyén ching giéng nhu trong phim anh
chtt nao. Trong phim, thuong thi nhitng nhan vat bi thuong sau khi
tinh day sé nhin thay nguoi yéu caa minh hay mét phu nir tuyét dep
truge tién. Thé nhung hinh anh dau tién t6i thay lai 1a mot co y ta véi
guong mit day nhimg nép nhin — mot guong mit da khién cho t6i
hoang so. Sau nay nght lai, toi ngac nhién v6 cung khi ¢6 da khong
hoang so vi guong mit cua t6i lic ay. Thoi gian tréi qua, t6i nhanh
chéng nhan ra rang c6 4y 1a mot y t4 chim séc bénh nhén tan tuy nhat
ma toi tung gap.

Trai qua nhiéu dot phau thuat trong vai tuan sau @9, sau ctng thi toi
cling lai strc va dé nghi dugc ty minh di dén phong tam ma khong can sy
gitp do. Sau khi vé sinh xong, t6i nhin thay khudn mit minh phan
chiéu qua chiéc gia moéc khin bang indc treo trén tuong. Toi khap
khiéng quay tré ra va nam vat trén givong.

Moi nguoi déu im lang, riéng me thi hiéu toi vira nhin thay gi.
“Té qué, phai khong me?”
“U, nhung con da khong sao, Mike a.”

No6i r6i me nhe nhang 6m t6i vao 1ong, me hon 1én tran téi va lap lai:
“Moi thir s€ 6n thoi con a!”.



Nhirng nam sau do, chuyén hoc hanh cua toi tré nén vé cung kho
khin. Khi t6i da sin sang tam 1y dé tro lai truong hoc thi b me t6i lai
phai tranh dau vi chinh sach ciia nha truong d6i voi nhimg hoc sinh
“khéc biét” nhu toi. Sau ciing, b6 me danh phai gui téi ¢ mot truong
danh cho tré khiém khuyét vé tinh than va thé chat.

Tuy nhién, mot ndm sau, bdé me t6i da thang khi tranh dau gianh
quyén hoc tap binh thuong cho t6i, va thé 1a téi duoe nhan vao hoc tai
mot truong cong. Toi dd khong thé luong trude nhitng diéu t6i té sap xay
ra v6i minh. Du trude khi vao hoc, nha truong da c6 thong bao yéu cau
hoc sinh phai déi xir t6t va khong duoc soi méi t6i, nhung hau hét moi
ngudi déu lam nguoc lai. Phai mat ca nidm thi cAch ma 1ii ban goi tdi “E,
Frankenstein®” méi tam ling xudng va t6i méi duoc chap nhan trong
ngoi truong ay.

Suét 12 nim sau do, toi trai qua tong cong 24 cudc phiu thuat dé
chinh hinh khuén mat va ban tay da bi bién dang ctia minh.

Nim t6i 19 tudi, nhing trai nghlem trong cude séng da glup toi co
duoc nhing ky ning xuit sic trong giao tiép, ung Xtr véi moi ngum xung
quanh. Téi ciing da gat hai duoc nhiéu thanh cong trong hoc tap cling
nhu trong hoat dong thé thao. Nhung buéc vao do tudi 20, t6i chot nhan
ra c6 diéu gi d6 vo cung bat o6n. Toi chang thé hiéu dugc vi sao mot
thanh nién tai trf nhu t6i lai khong thé tim cho minh mét nguoi phu nir
xtng dang ciing nhu mot cong viéc tét dé on dinh cude séng. Sau nhiéu
thang nghién ngdm nhirng cuén sach vé nghé thuat séng, t6i hau nhu da
nhén ra rang van dé 1a do t6i cht chang phai do moi nguoi xung quanh.

Ngay sau khi hoc xong trung hoc, t6i quyét dinh dén mét thi tran
viing nai thudce California, noi day c6 rat it nguoi va tdi c6 thé song
trong canh thanh binh. Mot dip cudi tuan no, me dén thim t6i. Hom ay
ngoai troi dang mua, vi vay hai me con t6i ¢ nha choi bai va xem phim
cing nhau, giéng nhu khoang thoi gian t6i con ¢ trong bénh vién.

Me hoi t6i dinh sé& 1am gi. “Sao con khoéng tiép tuc di hoc ha Mike?
Con lam me that vong qua. C6 rat nhiéu nguoi da danh biét bao thoi
gian, stre lyc va ca cudce sdng cua ho cho con, vay ma con da 1am gi véi
cudc séng cua chinh minh thé kia? Me nghi con da cham dut gide mo tro
thanh bac si cia minh hay nhimng gi dai loai nhu thé...”

Tbi chang biét phai néi gi véi me.

Sau d6 hai me con tdi ghé vao mot quan An gan nha dé in téi. Co
phuc vu tuoi cudi chao chiang toi. Cach day khong lau, con trai c6 bi mot
tai nan giao thong nghiém trong, va c6 da tAm sy vé ndi s hii cling nhu
nhitng dau khé cta minh véi t6i. Khi dén ban chdng t6i, 6 ndi: “Ngay



mai con trai t6i sé vé nha. T6i muén cAm on cau da danh thoi gian lang
nghe t6i, Mike. T6i that sy khong biét sé 1am gi néu khong c6 cau”. Roi
¢ ay quay sang me ti: “Con bac qua 1a mot chang trai tét bung. Chau
nghi hin bac sé rat ty hdo vé cau ay”.

Cb ay di lay thtre 4n, con me con t6i ngdi im ling bén nhau mét lac.
Dot nhién t6i budt miéng noéi véi me nhirng diéu ma tham chi t6i con
chua kip nghi dén: “Diéu ma con hoc dugce do 1a con sé tan dung co hoi
dé tao anh huong tich cuc ddi véi nhirmg nguoi ma con gip. Con cb hét
stre dé gitip ho. Con muén 1am mét diéu gi @6 that khac biét. Con cling
giéng nhu con chim phuong hoang viy me a. Loai chim d6 chang phai
s& tu bay 1én tir dong tro tan caa chinh minh hay sao? Con muén chi
cho moi nguoi thay rang cho du cudc séng c6 khic nghiét dén thé nao di
nira thi chiing ta cling c6 thé xoay chuyén dé bién né thanh diéu tét dep
nhat cho chinh minh”.

Me t6i mim cuoi, va téi nghi moi viéc chic da 6n. Thé ma sau khi me
ra vé, toi bat dau tu hoi rang liéu nhu thé da du chwa va khi nao thi toi
moi c6 thé 1lam duogc diéu gi d6 cho chinh cudc séng cia minh? Nhiéu
tuan 1 sau do, t6i ludn cd tAm trang bon chon va bat man nhu thé téi
dang dung bén bo vue tham. Sau vy hoa hoan nim xua, khong gi c6 thé
khién t6i so hai duoc nita, nhung ldc 4y thi t6i lai cam thay rat so mot
diéu gi d6. T6i nhac dién thoai va goi cho cha: “Cha con nhé nhimng gi
cha néi véi con ltc truée chi? Con chuan bi vé nha day cha a”.

Tbi thu don d6 dac va 1én duong tro vé nha. Chang may chéc, ngon
nai dang yéu - noi trd 4n an toan cua t6i - da hat lai dang sau, va phia
trudce 12 con duong dai ma tdi ciing chang biét n6 sé ddn dén dau. Lic
dimg lai nghi mét, t6i da leo 1én mot tang d4 16n; & d6, toi phong tam
mit ra xa dé quan sat mat ho phang lang va rimg thong bat ngan. Dot
nhién t6i bat khoc.

Ngay dau tién di 1am, toi da lam vigc that hang say. To1 duge gap
nhiéu dong nghiép mai va tiép can v6i nhitng cong ngh¢ tién tién. Va
mot diéu kha thu vi 1a khi t6i quén mat nhimng vét seo trén khuoén mit
minh thi moi ngudi dudng nhu cling chang dé ¥ gi dén ching nira. Thoi
gian tr6i qua, khi t6i dat dugc nhitng thanh c6ng nhét dinh trong cong
viéc va tré thanh mot nha quan 1y thi cling la lac toi gap Debbie - vo t0i.

Lic dau, moi thu ci nhu trong truyen ‘Giai nhan va quai vat” vay.
Toi van ty nhén minh 1a giai nhén va thu’orng dua voi vo rang cd ay
khong giéng qual vat lam, ma nguoc lai con kha xinh dep ay chu. Co ai
ngo rang mot ga dan 6 ong v6i bo mat nhu t6i lai yéu va duge yéu boi mot
ngudi phu nir tuyét voi thé nay? Sau khi cuéi, ching t6i chuyén dén
Austin, Texas sinh séng dén tan bay gio.



Dip cuéi tuan vira roi, me da dén tham chdng téi. Me noéi: “Mike,
cong viéc kinh doanh cua con c6 vé nhu dang tién trién rat tt. Me rat tu
hao vé con”. Rdi me khoc khi héi t6i: “Con ¢ nhé cii ngdy me con ta ¢
Tahoe khong? Lic d6 me da néi...”.

“Vang, thua me, con nhé a.”

Me con t6i ngdi ling yén bén nhau mot lte va nhé lai moi chuyén.
Sau ciing, toi da néi voi me didu ma t6i da giir kin trong 1ong bay lau
nay do khong biét phai bay to thé ndo: “Me biét khong, viéc con bi
phong trong tran hoa hoan 4y khong phai 1a mot bi kich me a, ma né
chinh la mé6t moén qua”.

Me khong gidu dugc vé ngac nhién: “Con néi vay 1a sao?”.

“Con da hoc duoc mot diéu 1a chiing ta khong chi nhin mot nguoi ma
con phai quan sat ho, quan sat dé thay duoc ca bén ngoai 1an bén trong
con nguoi ho. Con cam thdy minh may man biét bao khi nhiing vét seo
cia con chi nim ¢ bén ngoai da thit.”

Me mim cuoi hanh phiie: “Ta di an toi nao, con trai. Me biét ¢c6 mot
quan an nho rat tuyét!”.

- Mike Gold



A gift of spirit

was born with a “lazy eye”. Actually, it
Iwas never really lazy; it just floated

around my socket, looking this way and
that, until it finally settled down in the
wrong place. I've been plagued with double
vision ever since.

As soon as I learned to crawl, I would
smack headfirst into walls, tables and
chairs. As a toddler I walked like a drunken
sailor. I probably ran into more walls and
doorways than before.

At the age of five, I began piano lessons. Learning to read all those
little black dots posed special challenges. But I persevered, closing one
eye at a time. In this way I joyfully learned to play such classics as
“Chopsticks,” “Polka Dot Polka” and the “Sewing Machine Song.”
Meanwhile, I ignored the headaches that plagued my practice time.

The first time I ever saw a bass guitar, it was hanging on the wall in
the local music store, all shiny and supremely cool, as if waiting there
for me. I sat on the chair to thump out a few notes - and my whole
body rumbled with its power. It sounded to me like the voice of spirit. I
was in love with music at the tender age of thirteen. I studied guitar
like a mad scientist searching for the answer to life. The headaches
continued to bother me off and on, but I decided not to give up because
I loved the instrument. I knew that I was born to play the bass, though
at the time I wasn’t sure why.

In my freshman year of high school, I began working with someone
who knew the band leader at a local polka hall and who sat in with the
band. He arranged the same privileges for me, and these sessions
became a regular part of my musical training.

But that all changed on a breezy Sunday afternoon in the fall of
1973. A neighborhood friend had talked me into joining an impromptu
afternoon football game to even up the sides. I did little for most of the
game until a teammate tipped the ball as the opposing quarterback
attempted to pass. To my surprise, and everyone else’s, the ball floated
into my outstretched arms. I had never in my life handled the ball in a



game and I ran for the sheer joy of it. I grinned with delight while
everyone stood staring, their mouths agape.

The opposing captain was livid. His team was behind and he wasn’t
about to stand for a little goofy-eyed kid running an interception back
for a touch-down — with a weird way. I glanced behind me to see him
pounding the turf at full speed, gaining fast on me. I ran for my life. If
he caught me, I'd end up bleeding in the mud.

Aiming to dance in the end zone, I ran madly, wildly, until I hit a
patch of slick mud and fell face first to the ground. I rolled over, just as
his careening hulk reached me. Seem me down, he tried to jump over
me but the corner of his left heel met the corner of my left eye. I
remember the pain, then blackness.

When I came to, I noticed something weird - no ghost image, no
double vision. My sight was blurred and the world was filled with fuzzy
shapes. But there was only one of each shape, not two. Carefully, I
closed my right eye to see what my left eye’s sight was like and the
world went dark. That’s when I got scared and started yelling.

My friends drove me to the emergency room where a doctor pried
my swollen eye open and pronounced it fine. The eyeball itself was
intact - only the socket area was destroyed. He squirted some
antiseptic goop on me, taped a huge bandage over half of the left side
of my face and sent me home with a stern note to my parents about the
dangers of football (especially, I supposed, for a goofy-eyed boy).

I tried to stay home, embarrassed by the bandage, but a friend
urged me to play that night. He figured I was sure to get major
sympathy points.

At first I thought I’d actually have an easier time with one eye
bandaged. I wouldn’t have to alternate eyes to see the music clearly.
Then I realized that I couldn’t see my bass at all. Without my left eye, I
had to turn my head far enough that my right eye could see where my
left hand was. But in that position, I couldn’t see the music. This
terrified me.

The bassist for the band was kind to me. Watching me from the
buffet line, he saw that something was clearly wrong. Setting his plate
on the table, he came to the stage. I said, “I can’t see what I'm doing.
Without my left eye, I can’t keep track of the notes and my bass at the
same time. What am I going to do?”

“Just play,” he replied.



“You don’t understand,” I pleaded. “I can’t see!”

He climbed on the bandstand and sat beside me. “Lane, you don’t
need to see,” he promised. “You know these tunes - you’ve played them
a dozen times.” Pointing a wrinkled finger at my chest, he continued,
“You have the music inside you. It’s always been there. You know it
and I know it. Tonight, let these people know it, too.”

For a moment I just sat there. Then something - I don’t know what
it was, maybe a mixture of fear and the realization of truth - began to
swell inside me. He must have sensed this, because he smiled and went
on: “God gave you a gift, Lane. He’s given you the ability to make
beautiful music that makes people happy. Stop worrying. Accept that
gift and share it with them,” he said, gesturing to the audience.

“But I can’t see,” I stammered tearfully.

“Close your eyes, Lane. Trust yourself. Do you really think God
would give you such a wonderful gift then take it back? I promise you -
the music is there.”

He left me to ponder his words while he ate his dinner. As the other
musicians completed their final preparations, I looked up and said a
short prayer. In that moment, it seemed that a warm, loving feeling
bathed me, as if a light were shining down, as if God were smiling on
me. Taking a deep breath, I brought my gaze back into the room as the
bandleader counted us off.

Hesitant at first, I felt my strength start to grow. By the time we hit
the second chorus, I was really digging in. The second song was better
than the first, and the third continued the upward trend. By that time
my eyes were closed but I could see the music all the same. Just as
promised, it was inside my heart and I realized that the old musician
was right.

That night I learned a new way of playing on faith. All I had to do
was open my heart and let spirit guide me. It took years of practice to
do this whenever I chose. I continued to study and constantly strove to
build a bridge of faith between spirit, myself and the music.

In this, I've experienced a measure of success. Some people tell me
that I seem lost in the music when I play; that’s the greatest kind of
compliment I can receive. And they’re half right: I am definitely inside
the music, but I'm not lost at all. I've never felt so found. I don’t have
the words to describe how it feels to be nestled in the arms of spirit,
wrapped in the blanket of the song, completely removed from the



physical world.

After one particularly Spiritconnected performance not long ago, a
friend said to me, “Welcome back, Lane. For a minute there, I thought
we’d lost you for good. I've never seen someone so consumed by
music.”

I had to smile. “I guess I was born with the music inside me - with
this gift of spirit.”

- Lane Baldwin



6i duoc sinh ra véi mot bén mit bi 1o

do. Sy that thi khong han 13 né 1o do,

nd van chuyén déng qua lai trong héc
mat, c6 diéu mdi khi t6i nhin vé mot huéng
nao d6 thi trong mat s& dung lai & mot vi tri
khac khong nhu t6i mong muédn. T6i ludn
nhin thay hai hinh anh tach roi nhau coa
cung mot vat.

Ngay tir lic méi biét bo, téi da ludn va
dau vao tuong, vao canh ban, chan ghé. Khi
13m cham tap di, toi ¢t loang choang nhu
nguoi say, tham chi t6i con va dau vao tudong va cira nhiéu hon trude.

Lén niam tudi, téi bat dau hoc dan duong cam. Viée chim chti nhin
va nhan ra tirng nét nhac déi véi téi 1a mot thir thach vo cting khé khin.
Nhung t6i van cb ging kién tri, mdi 1an nhu vy t6i déu nham mot bén
mat lai. Bing cach ndy, t6i c6 thé tha ho choi nhirng ban nhac kinh dién
nhu “Chopsticks”, “Polka Dot Polka” hodc nhu ban “Sewing Machine
Song”. Trong thoi gian tap, t6i da ¢ tinh 1o di nhimg con dau dau ctr
am i mai khoéng thoi.

Mot ngay no, khi di ngang gian hang nhac cu dia phuong, t6i tinh c&
phat hién mét cay ghita bass dugc treo trén tuong, sdng bong, dep dé
nhu thé dang cho doi t6i. Toi ngdi xudng va thir gay vai diéu, bat chot ca
co thé t6i ciing rung 1én theo ma luc cua tiéng dan. Am thanh 4y vang
1én ci nhu tiéng vong tir trong su tham tAm hon. Muoi ba tuéi, t6i da
say mé am nhac. T6i lao vao hoc ghi-ta hét nhu mét nha khoa hoc miét
mai tim kiém 1oi giai dap cho nhiing diéu con chua biét cua cudc song.
Nhimng con dau dau khung khiép van tiép tuc hanh ha t6i, nhung t6i
quyét khong tir nan boi téi da qua say mé nhimg nhac cu ay. Toi cam
thay hinh nhu minh duoc sinh ra 12 dé choi ghi-ta bass mic du ltc 4y t6i
van khong hiéu tai sao lai nhu vay.

N#m dau tién hoc trung hoc, t6i da tiép xtc véi mot ngudi - anh nay
1a thanh vién trong ban nhac chuyén trinh dién cac giai diéu Polka va
ciing biét rat rd vé nhom truong cua ban nhac. Anh rat chiéu cb dén téi,
va nhirng buéi gip mat 4y tro thanh mot phan chinh thuec trén con
duong dén v6i Am nhac cua toi.



Nhung moi thir gan nhu thay d6i hoan toan vao mot chiéu Chu nhat
muila Thu ndm 1973. H6m 4y, mot nguoi ban hang x6m da ru téi cing
tham gia choi d4 bong dé cin bang luc luong hai doi. T6i hau nhu chang
1am gi suét tran dau, cho dén khi mot déng doi cua toi cat ngang pha di
béng cua tién vé doi ban. Téi cling nhu tat ca moi nguoi vo ciing kinh
ngac khi thay qua bong bay thang vao hai tay dang dang rong cua toi.
Lan dau tién t6i duoc xtr I bong trong mot tran dau, thé 1a t6i vui suéng
dua tay dd lay. Trong khi t6i toét miéng cudi phan khoi thi tit ca moi
nguoi lai h4 hoc mom nhin toi.

Thu quan do6i ban dang dién tiét nhin t6i. Poi bong cua anh iy dang
bi dan diém, vi vy c6 vé nhu anh 4y khéng thé nao chiu dung dugc khi
mot thang ngoc nhu t6i ngang nhién can tro dong doi cua anh ay ghi
ban quén binh ti s6 — bang mot cach khong giong ai. To61 liéc nhin vé
phia sau va thay anh 4y dang thinh thich lao nhanh vé phia t6i dé tdm
lay toi. T6i chi con biét chay trdi séng trdi chét. Néu @é anh y tém duoc,
cudc doi toi coi nhu s& cham dut véi cai mat day mau.

Pé thoat than, t6i chi con biét cam dau chay nhu dién, mai dén khi
toi truot chan trén mot viing bun tron truot, nhay nhua va nga sip
xuéng dat. Trong khi t6i nga 14n kénh thi anh 4y 3 kip dung tam than
to 16n ciia minh chop lay t6i. Thay c6 vé nhu t6i da guc han trén nén dat,
anh 4y lién chom qua nguoi t6i, khong ngo got gidy trai cua anh da cao
mot duong dai noi khoe mat trai cua toi. T6i cam nhan ro sy dau don tot
cing, r6i moi thir bong tbi sam lai.

Khi tinh day, t6i nhan thay c6 diéu gi @6 bat 6n dang xay ra voi minh.
T6i khong con thay hinh anh kiéu “bong ma” hay thay hai hinh anh tach
roi nhau cua cung mét vat nhu truée nira ma thi luc cta t6i da bi thuong
ton, thé gioi xung quanh t6i bdng chdc toan nhimg hinh 4nh mo nhat,
t6i tdm. Mbi vat thé toi nhin e nay déu c6 dtng mot hinh anh ch
khong phai hai nhu trude gio t6i van thay. Téi can trong nham miét phai
cta minh lai @ xem thi luc cua mat trai nhu thé nao - tit ca chila mot
mau den u 4&m. T6i that sy hoang loan va hét 1én thang thét.

Ngay sau d9, toi dugc dua dén phong cap ciru. Tai ddy, sau khi xem
xét con mat dang sung hip cua tdi, bac si khang dinh né vin binh
thuong. Nhan cau hoan toan khong c6 van dé gi, chi c6 hdc mat 1a bi
thuong ton nghiém trong. Bac si nho mot it thude khir triing vao mit t6i
va diing mot miéng bing cot chat nira phan dau bén trai cua toi lai. Sau
do6 6ng cho t6i vé nha, khong quén canh bao cha me téi vé nhimg hiém
nguy cia moén bong da (dic biét 1a ddi véi mot nguoi co thi luc rat té nhu
toi1).

T6i da ¢6 nam nghi ¢ nha véi mot dai bang budc ngang dau. Nhung



mot nguoi ban da ra t6i tham dy budi biéu dién Am nhac vao t6i hom
do6. Anh ay bao rang chac chan toi sé duge moi nguoi thong cam.

Lic dau, t6i thye sy nghi rang minh s& thoai mai hon khi bi bing
mot bén mit vi t6i sé khong can phai luan phién nham mot bén mat deé
nhin may nét nhac nita. Thé ma sau d6 t6i nhan ra rang minh tham chi
khong thé thiy cay dan ghi-ta bass dau ca. Mat trai khong nhin duoc,
toi phai quay dau dé mat phai thay duoc tay trai. Nhung trong tu thé d6
thi t6i s& khong nhin thiy duge khudng nhac. Diéu d6 khién t6i thuc sy
hoang loan.

Mot thanh vién choi bass trong ban nhac rat quan tdm dén téi. Quan
sat toi tu quay thire #n trong phong tap, ong nhén ra ngay c6 diéu gi do6
bat 6n. Dit dia thire An 1én ban, dng tién vé phia sin khau. T6i ndi:

“Chau khong thé nhin thay duoc nhimg gi chau dang lam. Khong cb
mat trai, chau khong thé vira nhin nét nhac vira nhin dan ciing mot ltc
duoc. Chau phai lam gi bay gio?”.

“Ch4u ctr choi di.” — Ong ay tra 10i.
“Ong khong hiéu dugce dau!” - Téi cu lai. “Chau khong thiy gi ca.”

Ong leo hin 1én san khau va ngdi canh t6i. “Nay Lane, chau chiang
can phai nhin gi ca!” — Ong khang dinh. “Chau qua quen véi nhiing giai
diéu nay ma. Ch4u da tap ca chyc lan réi.” Chi ngén tay nhin nheo cua
minh 1én ngyc t6i, 6ng no6i tiép: “Am nhac ton tai bén trong con ngudi
ch4u. N6 luon ¢ day. Chau biét diéu do, va ta ciing biét diéu d6. Pém
nay, hay dé moi nguoi cling biét diéu do”.

T6i ngdi im mot ltc. Dot nhién c6 mot diéu gi d6 — toi khong chac do
14 diéu gi, c6 1& 1a cam giac hdn don gitra ndi so hai va sy nhan thuce duoc
diéu dtng dan — v ra trong t6i. Han dng ciing cam nhan duoc nhimg
doi thay trong t6i, nén 6ng cudi hién tir: “Lane &, Thuong dé da trao
tang chau mot mon qua. Ngai da ban cho chau kha nang choi nhac, va
nhimg giai diéu tuyét voi 4y sé mang lai niém vui cho ngudi nghe. Pung
lo lang nita. Hay d6n nhan moén qua 4y va chia sé véi tat ca moi nguoi”.
Ong vira n6i vira chi tay vé phia khan gia.

“Nhung chau khong thay gi ca...” — T6i lip bap tra 101, giong gan nhu
sap khoc.

“Nham mat lai di Lane. Hay tin vao linh cam caa chinh chau. Thé
ch4u nghi Thuong @é da lay lai mén qua tuyét diéu d6 sau khi Ngai da
quyét dinh ting n6 cho chau sao? Ong néi that ddy, Am nhac ludn ton
tai noi day nay.”

Dé t6i ¢ lai nghién ngam vé&i nhitng diéu dd, 6ng quay tré vé ban tiép



tuc bira dn. Khi nhimng thanh vién khac cia ban nhac @i chuan bi xong,
to6i ngude 1én va khé cau nguyén. Ngay trong khoanh khac d6, duong
nhu c6 mot cam giac 4m ap day yéu thuong dang vo vé t6i, duong nhu
c6 mot tia sang dang chiéu vao t6i va Thuong @é cling dang nhin toi
mim cuoi thi phai. Hit tho that siu, t6i dua mat nhin lai cin phong
trong ldc nhom truong diém danh.

Sau mot thoang do du, t6i bong cam thdy minh manh mé hon. Ngay
khi chiing t6i vira choi t6i doan diép khtc thi hai, t6i da c6 thé chd tAm
vao nhirng gi minh dang lam. Chting t6i biéu dién ban nhac thi hai hay
hon ban dau tién, va ban th ba con xuat than hon nita. Liac d6, mat toi
nhim nghién, nhung t6i van cé thé thay va cam nhan duoc tit ca. Png
nhu nhitng gi ngudi nhac si16n tudi kia da ndi, Am nhac that sy ton tai
bén trong con tim to6i.

Buoi t6i hom 4y, t6i da hoc duge cach choi nhac bang chinh niém tin
cta minh. Tt ca nhirng gi t6i phai 1am 14 mé rong con tim va dé cho strc
manh ndi tai diu dit t6i nhimg bude tiép theo. Phai mat nhiéu nim rong
luyén tap, t6i moi 6 thé thuan thuc dan ki ning 4y. Téi tiép tuc luyén
tap, dong thoi ludn cd tao nén méi lién hé mat thiét gitta ban thAn minh
v6i yéu t6 tinh than va Am nhac.

Bang cach ndy, t6i dan thanh céng trén con duong minh da chon.
Nhiéu nguoi con bao rang méi khi tdi biéu dién, ho thiy duong nhu t6i
hoan toan tan bién vao thé giéi Am nhac di¢u ky. Véi toi, con gi tuyét
voi bang nhiing 161 ngoi khen nhu thé. Nhung ho chi dting mét nira thoi:
t6i thuc su lac vao thé giéi Am nhac, nhung nao t6i c¢6 tan bién di? Toi
chua bao gio c6 cam giac minh bj tan ra ca. Khong mot tir ngir nao co
thé dién ta duoc cam giac cua t6i mdi khi t6i duoc 6m 4p trong vong tay
cia chinh tdm hén minh, duoc bao boc béi mot chiée chin 4m chinh 1a
nhimg bai hat va hoan toan duoc thoat ly khoi thé gisi vat chat xung
quanh.

Sau mot budi biéu dién “Nbi két tAm hon” cach day khong 1au, mot
nguoi ban da noi véi toi: “Chao mung da quay tré lai, Lane. Vai phut
trude thoi, ching toi cr ngd da mét anh mal mai roi chu’ T6i chua tung
thay ai bi Am nhac nuét chimg nhu thé ca”.

T6i mim cuoi: “Toi nghi t6i duoc sinh ra véi 4&m nhac ludn ton tai noi
tAm hon minh, d6 chinh 13 mén qua tinh than ky diéu”

- Lane Baldwin



The man my father was

y parents divorced when I was
Mseven years old. This came as no
\ surprise to everyone around them.
o Y i My father had been an alcoholic for many
s @7 years, and it was only a matter of time
A before it took its toll on their marriage. After
=dh v the divorce, my mom remarried and my dad
moved to a town about thirty minutes away.
,. By the time I was twelve, I felt stable and
\ even happy. I liked having two families.

It was around szthis time that my dad
was fired from his job of nearly ten years. We all knew that it was
because of the drinking. We also knew that it would be hard for a
nearly fifty-year-old man to find a new job. For a year and a half he
remained unemployed, and his situation seemed more and more
desperate. He continued to be a big part of my life, though. No longer
stuck at work, he attended all of my basketball games and kept our
relationship as strong as it ever was.

Finally, he got a job in the next state. In a few months, my father
was settled in his new home and job, while I was left to try and adjust
to life without him. He managed to turn his financial situation around,
but I was worried about him. He didn’t make any new friends and,
when he wasn’t with me, he was in his apartment alone. He seemed
lonely.

When it was my dad’s weekend to pick me up, he would drive three
hours to get me and we would stay in a hotel. I loved those weekends
together, but as time went on my dad seemed to cancel his time with
me more and more frequently. He seemed to get a “stomach flu,” and
when we did spend the weekend together, he was often in the
bathroom vomiting. We all noticed how emaciated he had become; his
legs were even thinner than mine. But although he was physically
deteriorating, my dad was determined to maintain his relationship
with his family. He called his daughter every day.

One night my dad didn’t call. I was worried, but my mom calmed
me down. We reasoned that he was probably out too late to call and
didn’t want to wake me. But when he didn’t call the next night either, I



was really worried.

The next morning, my mom and I decided that we should look into
the situation. She told me she would call his office and tried to reassure
me on the way to school. I felt strange that day laughing with my
friends, like I shouldn’t be so happy. I had this weird feeling that
something bad had happened.

When I got home, I immediately asked her what his office had told
her. As it turned out, they, too, had not heard from him. They got
suspicious and went to his apartment to see what was going on. My
father never answered the door, so they got someone to break in. They
found my dad lying on the bathroom floor in a pool of blood. The
police later said that he had died two days before he was found.

After hearing the news, I was in bad shape. I felt like there was no
point to life. I took a few days off school and spent them looking at
photo albums and going through my dad’s old stuff. My father was not
a perfect man - sometimes he was insensitive, sometimes unfair,
sometimes unforgiving or hurtful or unreliable. My father
disappointed me a lot. But when I look back at the man my father was,
I am not disappointed. My father was only human. He did teach me
how to throw a ball, to wash a car, to appreciate music, to play golf, to
love to read, to argue intelligently, to do crossword puzzles, to play the
guitar and to be proud of myself. Some children never even get to meet
their fathers; I was fortunate enough to know mine for fourteen years.

My father’s death is now a part of me, embedded deep within me. I
am growing stronger every day. My mother has taught me, rather than
forget about my father’s problems and struggles, to learn from them.
My mother is there whenever I need her; her support has been the
anchor that has kept me from drifting away.

As I place the flowers next to my father’s grave, I say a silent prayer
and wait there for just a moment. I recall everything about my dad -
the good and the bad alike - and I remember the man my father was.

- Kristine Flaherty



ha me ly hon nam toi 1én bay. Day
chang phai 14 diéu ngac nhién @i véi
(@) ) moi nguoi xung quanh. Cha toi tung la
: nguoi nghién ruou trong nhiéu nim, nén
W viéc ly hon giira cha me t6i chi 1a van dé thoi
y gian. Sau khi ly hon, me t6i di thém buédc
nira con cha thi chuyén dén mot thi trin nho
cach nha 30 phtt di xe. M3i dén nim muoi
hai tudi, t6i van cam thay cudc séng cua
minh kha 6n dinh va tham chi con hanh
phuc nira. Téi thich c6 cung moét lac hai gia
dinh.

Vao khoang thoi gian nay, cha to6i bi sa thai khoi cong viéc ma ong
da gan b6 gan muoi nam. Ai cling biét Iy do 1a vi tt nghién ruou ciia
cha. Chung toi cling biét rang tim dugc mot cong viée méi déi véi mot
ngudi dan 6ng gan nim muoi tudi qua that 1a rat kho. Cha that nghlep
trong khodng thoi gian mot nam rudi, va tinh hinh a ay xem ra ngay cang
bé tic. Tuy vay, cha van 1a mot phan khong thé thiéu trong cuc song
cia toi. Khong con vuéng ban cong viéc, cha c6 thoi gian dén xem tét ca
nhimng tran béng ré6 ma téi thi ddu va khién cho méi quan hé cia hai cha
con than thiét hon bao gio hét.

Sau cung thi cha cling tim dugc viéc lam & bang lan can. Chi trong
vai thang, cha da on dinh cudc séng véi cong viée va ngdi nha mai cia
minh, trong khi t6i phai cd gang thich nghi voi cufe song khong co cha.
Thoi gian 4y, cha cb x0ay X0 dé cai thién diéu kién kinh té, con tdi thi rat
lo lang cho cha. Cha ching c6 thém nguoi ban méi nao. Kh1 khong co
t6i bén canh thi cha chi séng c6 doc trong cin ho cia minh. Duong nhu
cha rat c6 don.

Nhing dip cubi tuan dugc dén tham téi, cha chay xe suét ba tiéng
dong ho dén d6n t6i va hai cha con nghi lai tai mot khach san. T6i rat
thich nhimg cudi tuan dugc ¢ bén cha. Nhung thoi gian tréi qua, duong
nhu cha ngay cang danh it thoi gian cho t6i hon. Hinh nhu cha dang bi
dau bao tir. Vi the moi khi duoc ¢ bén cha, t6i van thuorng thay & ong non
mira trong nha tam. Moi ngudi déu nhan thay cha ngay cang tiéu tuy,
tham chi chan cta cha con nho hon chan cua t6i. Nhung du cho sue
khée c6 giam st, cha van ludn giir lién lac véi gia dinh. Cha goi dién



cho con gai ciia cha méi ngdy.

Mot dém no, cha da khong goi cho t6i. Téi rat lo nhung me bao toi
hay binh tinh. Hai me con t6i cho rang c6 18 cha di dau do6 vé tré nén
khong goi vi khong mudn d4nh thuc tdi day. Nhung khi d8m hom sau
cha ciing khong goi thi téi thuc su lo ling.

Sang hom sau, me va t6i quyét dinh phai tim hiéu nguyén nhan.
Trén duong dwa t6i dén truong, me da ¢ tran an t6i va bao rang me sé
goi dén noi 1am viéc cua cha. Ngay hom d6, méi khi vui cuoi cing ching
ban, toi c6 cam giac that khac la, c nhu thé 13 t6i khong nén vui nhu
thé. T6i c6 linh cam ky la rang mot diéu gi d6 chiang lanh da xay ra.

Vira vé dén nha, t6i da hoi me ngay xem nhitng nguoi ¢ chd lam cua
cha da néi gi véi me. Hoa ra ban dau ho ciing chang biét tin gi vé cha ca.
Moi nguoi cam thay rat kho hiéu nén da toi cin ho cua cha xem chuyén
gi xay ra. Thay cha khong tra 1oi nén ho cho nguoi phé cira dé vao nha.
Ho phét hién thay cha t6i nam trén san trong phong tam, gitta mot viing
méau. Sau dd, canh sat cho biét cha da chét hai ngay trude khi duoc phat
hién.

Sau khi nghe tin bdo, t6i roi vao trang thai vo ciing tdi té. Toi cam
thay cudc doi khong con gi dang séng nira. T6i nghi hoc vai ngay dé
danh thoi gian xem lai nhimg tim hinh va nhiing vat dung cfi kj ma cha
dé lai. Cha t6i khong phai 1a nguoi hoan hao - d6i khi 6ng con 1a nguoi
v0 tinh, c6 khi khong cong bang, cling c6 khi khong bao dung, c6 thé
1am ton thuong nguoi khic hoic khong dang tin cay. Cha lam t6i that
vong nhiéu lam. Nhung khi nhé dén con nguoi that cua cha, t6i khong
con cam thay that vong nita. Cha toi cfing chi 1a mét nguoi binh thuong.
Ong d3 day t6i cach ném banh, ria xe, thuong thire Am nhac, danh gon,
day t6i phai dam mé doc sach, cach tranh luan thong minh, choi 6 chi,
choi ghi-ta va 1am thé nao dé ty hao vé ban than minh. C6 rat nhiéu dua
tré tham chi chua bao gio biét mit cha cua chiing; con t6i d3 may man
khi c6 cha trong suét muoi bén nim qua.

Gio day, cai chét cia cha da 1a mot phan trong cudc séng cua toi, nd
da han sau vao tAm tri t6i. Mdi ngdy troi qua, t6i cang tro nén manh mé
hon. Me d3 day t6i rang thay vi ¢6 quén di nhimng sai l1am cua cha thi t6i
hay coi d6 1a bai hoc cho minh. Me ludn c6 mat mdi khi téi can; sy ing
ho cua me 14 cai neo gitr t6i khoi bi cude doi cudn troi.

Khi dit nhitng bong hoa canh mo cha, t6i thim cau nguyén va dimg
do trong gidy lat. T6i hoi tuong lai moi diéu vé cha minh, ca diéu tt 14n
diéu chua tot, va toi thdy nhé 6ng vo cling!

- Kristine Flaherty



Losing myself

g was like any other average ninth-grader.
'S II was active in sports, had my circle of
friends and got good grades. Until the
.. (™ day I was introduced to him. There was
' | % something in his eyes that attracted me.
‘ n ’ Somehow I thought that he needed me, just
¥ ﬂ?‘ p as much as I needed to be loved. After
b A ¥ ~ flirting for months, we finally became a
couple. We were together every single
moment from that day on. Slowly, day-by-

day, my family and friends saw me
changing. I was in love.

After about two months, however, he started to try to control me
and even raise his voice to me. I told myself it was okay because he
really did love me. The first time he ever hurt me, we were skiing with
friends and had lost each other. When he found me, he said it was my
fault. He proceeded to push me and call me nasty names, while people
just stared at us. I ran into the bathroom with my best friend and cried
my eyes out. The next thing I knew, he was in the bathroom hugging
me, overflowing with kisses and saying how sorry he was. So I forgave
him and put that day in the back of my mind.

Things did not go back to normal, though. He became possessive
and jealous. He made rules stating I could no longer wear my hair
down, wear shorts in the summer-time or have any sign of another boy
in my room. If another boy even glanced at me in school, he would yell
at me. My grades dropped, I lost my ambition for sports, I started
losing my friends, and my family became my worst enemy. I didn’t
want to listen to what they thought about my relationship or how much
I had changed. I cried every single night. He would yell at me or blame
me for everything. A couple of times, I tried hurting myself because I
felt I wasn’t good enough for him and that there wasn’t any other
reason to be alive. I tried to justify his rude actions by believing they
showed how much he cared about me. As a ninth-grader, it made me
feel important to be in love and have a boyfriend.

My parents tried taking me to psychologist and talked to all my
teachers about my relationship. I started skipping school. The violence



escalated. He tried to choke me on - several occasions, and once he
tried to break my arm because his brother looked at me in my
swimsuit. I felt hopeless and depressed. He had so much control over
my mind that I could not accept anyone else’s opinion of him. I told
myself that they just didn’t understand how much he loved me. He
only did what he did because he cared.

The physical abuse continued to get worse. He forced me to do
sexual things with him. He also hit, choked and pushed me down. He
tried drowning me once. Fortunately, I escaped from him before he
had the chance to get me under the water. He also cut my wrists
because his life was in the dumps. This went on for nine months.

Finally, my parents took me on a trip for a week. While I was on
vacation, he cheated on me, and I built up enough courage to break up
with him. One night I lay in bed and thought of everything he had done
to me. It was clear what I had to do.

I spent the last two weeks of summer break trying to get my old
friends back before returning to school. When I went back to school, he
was in my gym class. I was nice to him because I still feared him. When
I got up the nerve to tell him that it was over for good, he went psycho,
pushed me to the ground and kicked me several times. Nobody came to
help me. The next day, I discovered an eight-inch bruise on my leg.

It took me three days to show the bruise to my parents. To my
surprise, after everything I had put them through, they helped me.
They took me straight to the police station to file charges. I wanted to
just let it go, but I was also determined that this should not and could
not happen to anyone he “loved” in the future. At home, I continued to
receive threatening phone calls from him saying that he was going to
kill me. He told my parents that he would do it if he got the chance.

My court experience took over a year and was horribly painful. I
found out that he had a violent past and that it wasn’t the first time
that he had abuse charges brought against him. I was never notified
about the final court hearing, so it happened without me and, to my
knowledge, nothing severe happened to him. The justice system let me
down, but I chose to go on with my life.

I am very lucky to be where I am today. I am nineteen years old,
and I have grown and healed a lot. It took me over three years to tell
my parents everything that he did to me. My parents and I are very
close now. The healing process may continue for years to come, but I
decide to share my story with other young teens, hoping to help



prevent this from happening to anybody else. I do not wake up every
day hating him. I feel bad for him, and I know he needs help, wherever
he is. I have learned to live my life to the fullest and to cherish the
people I truly love.

- Jenny Deyo



0i cfing giéng nhu moi hoc sinh 16p

chin binh thuong khac. T6i mé theé

thao, c6 kha nhiéu ban bé va két qua
hoc tap ciing tot. Cho dén ngay toi duoc gisi
thiéu véi anh 4y. C6 diéu gi d6 trong 4nh mat
anh da cudn hut t6i. Chang hiéu sao t6i lai
nghi rang anh rat can t6i, cling nhu toi rat
can duogc anh yéu thuong. Qua vay, chi sau
mot thang hen ho, ching t6i da tré thanh
mot cap. Ké tir d6, hai duea chiing t6i ludn
quan quyt bén nhau. Dan dan, gia dinh va
ban bé bit dau nhan thay t6i thay doi. T6i dang yéu.

Thé nhung chi sau hai thang, anh 4y bit dau cé diéu khién suy nghi
cing nhu hanh dong caa t6i, tham chi con thuong xuyén 16n tiéng véi
toi nira. Toi tu trin an rang tat ca nhimg diéu dé 1a binh thuong vi c6 18
do anh qué yéu t6i. Lan dau tién anh ta danh t6i 1a khi ching t6i di
truot tuyét cling véi ban bé. Téi va anh ta lac nhau. Khi tim théy t6i thi
anh ta da do 16i cho ti. Anh ta con tién dén x6 t6i nga va goi t6i bang
nhing cai tén rat tuc tiu trudc c4i nhin chong choc ciia may dua ban. Toi
chi con biét chay ngay vao phong tam, guc mat khoc nic né véi daa ban
than. Sau d6 anh ta lai vio phong tam 6m chit lay t6i, hon t6i thim
thiét va ndi rang anh ta cam thay rat héi 16i. Chi bay nhiéu théi da khién
t6i tha thir ngay cho anh ta va quén hét moi chuyén.

Tuy vy, moi thi khong thé tro lai binh thu:orng nhu trude dugc nira.
Anh ta bat ddu mudn chiém hiru tdi va ngdy cang ghen tuong v6 cd. Anh
ta cam toi khong dugc xda toc, khong duge méc quan sooc trong nhing
ngay heé oi buc va khong duoc dé bat ky nguoi con trai ndo khac buée
vao phong t6i. Tham chi néu c6 mot anh chang nao dé trong truong liée
mit nhin téi thi anh ta cling sé mang ngay vao mit toi. Két qua hoc tap
cia toi sa sat han, toi cling khong con dam mé thé thao nira, toi mat dan
ban bé va t6i ty xem gia dinh 1a ké thu tdi té nhat cia minh. Téi chang
muén nghe nhiing suy nghi cua ho vé mdi quan hé caa toi va anh ta,
cling chang muén biét ho nghi thé nao khi thay t6i thay doi qua nhiéu.
Dém xubng, t6i lai khoc. Anh ta la mang va d6 18i cho t6i vé tat ca moi
thu. DA hai lan t6i dinh ty ta vi nghl rang minh khong xumg voi anh ta,
va nhu thé thi khong con 1y do gi dé song trén doi nay nira. To1 con co
gang bién ho cho nhimg hanh dong thoé 16 d6 bang cach tin rang chang



qua d6 1a do anh ta quan tAm dén t6i ma théi. Chi méi 1a mot hoc sinh
16p chin, nén viéc c6 duge mot tinh yéu va mot nguoi ban trai khién to6i
cam thay minh 1a nguoi dic biét.

Cha me da tht dua toi t6i bac si tAm 1y, @dng thoi ndi chuyén véi cac
thay c6 vé mbi quan hé cua t6i. Toi bat dau trén hoc. Nhimg hanh dong
bao lyc cua anh ta ngdy cang qua dang. Nhiéu lan anh ta da bop co toi
va b 1an con suyt bé gay tay t6i khi em trai anh ta nhin thay toi trong
b6 do tam. T6i chim trong tuyét vong va chan nan. Thé nhung anh ta
chi phéi suy nghi cia t6i nhiéu dén ndi t6i khong thé chap nhan bat cu
nhan xét ndo cua nguoi khac vé anh ta. Téi van ty nhu rang c6 1& moi
ngudi khong hiéu duge anh ta yéu téi nhiéu nhu thé ndo, rang moi viée
anh ta 1am déu do anh ta quan tAm dén t6i ma théi.

Nhung anh ta déi xir v6i t6i ngdy cang thd bao. Anh ta ép t6i phai
quan h¢ véi anh ta. Anh ta con dénh, bop 6 va x0 nga t6i. Co lan anh ta
con ¢b tran nudc toi. Cling may 1a t6i co vung thoat trudce khi anh ta dim
duoc toi Xuong nuée. Anh ta con cat ¢ tay cua t6i mdi khi cudce song cua
anh ta tro nén budn chan. Nhitng chuyén nhu vay kéo dai suét chin
thang troi.

Cho dén mét hom, khi cha me dua t6i di nghi hé mot tuan 18 thi ¢
nha anh ta da phan boi t6i. Lan dy t6i da c6 di can dam d@é chim dut voi
anh ta. Mot dém no, t6i nam trén givong va ngdm nghi vé tit ca nhimg
gi anh ta d3 1am véi toi. VA t6i biét rd minh phai 1am gi.

T6i @3 danh hai tuan con lai cia ky nghi hé @é gap g& nhimg nguoi
ban cii trude khi di hoc tro lai. Khi tré lai treong, toi gap anh ta trong
16p thé duc. T6i van to ra nhe nhang vi tht that tdi van con so anh ta.
Khi t6i thu hét can dam dé noéi rang tét hon 1a ching t6i nén két thtic
moi chuyén thi anh ta noi dién 1én, x6 t6i nga séng sodi va con d4 toi thi
bui. Thé ma chang ai gitip t6i ca. Ngay hom sau, t6i méi phat hién trén
chan cua t6i c6 mot vét bam dai hon 20 cm.

Phai ba ngdy sau t6i méi ddm cho cha me tdi thay vét bam. Tdi that
su ngac nhién khi sau tit ca nhimng gi t6i da gy ra, cha me van giap do
to6i. Cha me dua t6i toi canh sat dé trinh bao sy viée. Thuc su t6i chi
muén bo qua moi chuyén, nhung t6i nhan thay rang khéng nén va
khong thé dé chuyén nay xay ra véi bat ky ai ma anh ta sé “yéu” trong
tuong lai. T6i lién tiép nhan dugc nhimg ct dién thoai de doa rang anh
ta s& giét t6i. Anh ta con noéi véi cha me t6i 14 anh ta s& 1am thé ngay khi
c6 thé.

Vu kién kéo dai hon mot nam va doé la khoang thoi gian t6i vo cung
dau khé. T6i phat hién anh ta c6 mét qua khtr day nhirng vu bao luc va



day khong phai 12 1an dau tién anh ta bi kién vi nhitng hanh dong xam
pham than thé nguoi khac. T6i da khong dugc thong bao vé ngay tuyén
an, nén hom d6 t6i khong di dy. Nhung theo t6i biét thi anh ta da
khong bi trimg phat thich dang. Phan quyét d6 da khién toi rat that
vong, nhung t6i quyét dinh sé& tiép tuc cudc séng cia minh.

T6i cam thay that may man khi duoc song ¢ noi méi. Ndm nay téi 19
tuodi. Toi da truong thanh va ndi dau nim xua cling da duoc xoa diu rat
nhiéu. Phai mat hon ba nim t6i méi c6 thé ké hét cho cha me nhimng gi
anh ta da gay ra cho t6i. Nho @6 ma toi va cha me tro nén gan giii hon.
Vét thuong réi sé 1anh theo thoi gian, nhung t6i van quyét dinh chia sé
cau chuyén cua minh véi nhimng ban tré khic, véi mong mudn nhiing
chuyén nhu vay s& khong xay ra voi bat ky ai nira. Gio day, mdi sang
thirc day, t6i khong con cam thay cim ghét anh ta nita. Toi cam thay
thuong hai cho anh ta. Va cho du anh ta dang ¢ dau thi t6i biét anh ta
can duoc gitp dé. T6i da hoc duge cach séng sao cho that ¥ nghia va hét
long yéu thurong nhitng nguoi than yéu cia minh.

- Jenny Deyo



Reaching Mom

t wasn’t always just my mom and me. There
Iwas a time when my dad was in the picture,
but that was such a long time ago. I don’t
| remember much about him. When I try to form
a picture of him in my mind, all I get is a hazy
image of a tall man with dark hair. And though
it’s hard to tell, I think he’s smiling. We don’t
talk about him, though. Anything about my dad
is taboo. I don’t know how I know that. I just
know it. It’s this unspoken rule that my mother
made and I've just always obeyed. But I have a
feeling he was a good man. Just conjuring up that picture of him
makes me feel a bit safer. She never spoke of him. Not since it
happened. I think she blames herself.

The details are difficult. I remember all the wrong parts. I was so
young. Was I about four when it happened? That sounds right for some
reason. I had just turned four, and my birthday was a few days before it
happened. I think that’s why my mom always seems sad around the
time of my birthday. But she hides it. Says she’s sometimes like that;
says that her eyes are watery because of all the dust in the air. That’s
what she always said. But I can hear her sometimes in the middle of
the night. Tiny, suppressed sobs coming from her room.

It was springtime. A cool day, I remember, because my mom
struggled to get me to zip up my jacket. I hated how the zipper cut into
my neck. It was morning. I remember the smell of the dew as we
walked from the house to the car. I remember the gulps of fresh air I
took, as if to drink it in. To this day, I find myself holding my breath
sometimes, on spring mornings, waiting for the bus at the end of my
driveway.

I don’t remember where we were going, but I knew that wherever it
was, we were going to meet daddy there. And that made me happy. A
light drizzle started as we got on the road. I would watch the little
droplets of rain as they landed at the top of the window and follow
them as they became tinier and tinier and finally disappeared as they
reached the bottom. It was a game I used to play, and still find myself
playing when my mind wanders off on long car rides.



The droplets got bigger and bigger until it became a full-fledged
storm, cascading down on the road. That’s when my mother started
getting strange look on her face. A determined look, eyes squinting into
the fog. And her knuckles were white as she gripped the steering wheel.
I remember balling up my own little fists to see if they would do the
same thing. Just as I was studying the way little mountains of bone
formed and disappeared as I clenched and unclenched my fists, there
was a shrieking sound. The car braked and I was pushed forward, just
about hitting my head on the dash. My mom threw open the car door
and ran outside screaming.

The next thing I remember was sitting on the sofa at my Aunt
Rosa’s house. Aunt Rosa was by my side explaining something to me,
but I couldn’t understand the words. They didn’t mean anything. They
were just a jumble of sounds put together, and I started laughing at
how funny she sounded. She held her head in her hands and her whole
body shook. I tried to explain to her what was so funny. But she just
cried. So I shut my mouth.

And once more it becomes hazy.

It’s funny how I can remember the events leading up to the accident
with such amazing clarity, but I don’t remember much about the time
after it happened at all. I mean, I can remember pieces: feelings,
colors, images. But nothing that tells a story.

There was a lot of black. I remember seeing people crying and my
mother sitting on the couch surrounded by people I knew to be her
friends. The woman sitting next to her was her best friend Carmen. She
sat holding Mom’s hand. I remember wanting more than anything to
see my dad, but I kept telling myself that he was away on business and
would come back soon, like he always did.

Soon the colors started getting brighter. People weren’t always
crying. And we started doing the things we normally did. But it wasn’t
like before. Mom always looked like she was far away. I’d sing to her,
dance for her, play with her hair - anything to try and get her to smile
at me the way she used to. Anything to get more than just a pat on the
head and that faraway smile. I just couldn’t reach her.

Since then I've gleaned bits of conversations and can sort of piece
together what happened. I mean, I knew my dad died in a car accident.
But I also knew that there was more to it than that. We had been on
our way to pick him up at the airport. He went away on business a lot, I
remember. But we were running late because of the rain traffic. We got



there just in time to see the accident.

My dad leaning out into the street, waving for a taxi. And as the taxi
tried to stop for him, it skidded and ran up onto the sidewalk. Hitting
him. And my mom saw the whole thing happen.

He must have thought we forgot about him, since we were pretty
late. And so he would have to find his own way home.

Just then we pulled up.

It was raining too hard. The street was too wet. The taxi’s brakes
were in need of a tune-up. So many factors figured into his death. But
my mom blamed only herself.

So really my whole life has been tinged with this unspoken sadness.

My mom’s still distant. Years and years have passed. I'm about to
go off to college. And still, she’s in her own prison to which only she
holds the key. It’s been just her and me for so long, you’d have thought
that maybe we’d have formed some sort of bond. Just the two of us.
Facing the world together. But no. She’s in her corner and I'm in mine.
There have been times when I've tried to reach out, like I did when I
was little. Times when I’d try and get her to open up to me by opening
up to her. But there’s just no doing.

That’s not to say she’s been a bad mother. She’s always provided me
with what I needed, working long hours just so I could have the
luxuries a kid with two parents has. She’s been a good mom.

And now it’s time for me to go.

We’re on our way to school. Most of my belongings are packed in
the back of our van. Mom’s driving and I'm listening to Counting
Crows album. It’s raining, and I'm watching the droplets of water race
to the bottom of the window. I feel like it’s my last chance. It’s now or
never. And so I say it.

“Dad would have been proud of me, don’t you think? Going off to
college? All grown up?”

School’s pretty far away. Driving along what seems like an endless
stretch of deserted road, so when the car jerks to a stop, we’re in no
danger of an accident.

My mother turns to me slowly, with tears running down her face.
But she’s smiling. At first she just stares into my eyes and I'm amazed.
She takes my hand in hers and says, “Yes, honey. Daddy would’ve been
so proud.” And suddenly I realized that I'd never had time to grieve



over the loss of my father. I'd spent my whole life grieving over the loss
of my mom. Somehow losing her was worse than losing my father,
because she was still with me. But an empty shell of a person. She’s
here now. She’s with me. That’s what matters. And she exudes this
warmth. This warmth that I've felt before, but not for a very long time.
And suddenly I'm crying, too. Not because I miss my dad and wish he
were here with me, but because, finally, after all this time, she’s ready
to come back to life.

- Analise Anton



hong phai ltc nao cling chi c6 mdi me véi
t6i. DA co lac bé cling c6 mit trong cude
song cua hai me con, nhung lac dy da lau
.' lam r6i. T6i khong nhé nhiéu vé bb cho lam. Khi
c6 hinh dung vé hinh anh cua b trong tam tri thi
nhiing gi t6i c6 duoc chila mot hinh anh 1o mo vé
mot nguoi dan 6ng cao 16n vi mai toc den. Mac
dit that kho dién ta, nhung t6i nghi 1a b6 dang
cudi. Tuy vdy, me con t6i khong hé néi chuyén vé
bé. Nhirng gi lién quan dén bé déu 1a diéu cAm
ky. T6i khong biét 1am thé nao tdi lai biét duoc
diéu d6, nhung t6i biét nhu thé. D6 1a mot luat 1¢ bat thanh vin ma me
da dat ra, va toi chi biét chap hanh. Nhung t6i c6 cam giac bd 1a mot
ngudi tét. Chi can nghi toi hinh anh caa b 12 t6i da cam thay an toan
hon. Con me thi khong bao gio néi gi vé bd ké tir khi chuyén @6 xay ra.
T6i nghi me dang tu trach minh.

Ké chi tiét thi rat kho. T6i chi toan nhé nhimg tinh tiét khong xac
thue cua su kién dé ma théi. Lic d6 toi con qua bé. Chuyén ay xay ra khi
t6i chi mai bon tudi thi phai. Piéu nay nghe cfing c6 vé hop ly. Lic d6
t6i mai vira 1én bon, va chuyén do6 xay ra sau sinh nhat coa t6i vai ngay.
Tdi nghi d6 chinh 14 Iy do vi sao me lai c6 vé budn trong khoang thoi
gian sinh nhat t6i. Nhung me gidu t6i. Me noi rang thinh thoang me van
nhu vay, néi mat me u6t 1a do nhimg hat bui trong khong khi. Me luén
n6i nhu vay. Nhung thinh thoang t6i lai nghe thiy tiéng me vao giira
dém. Nhing tiéng ntrc no kiém nén phat ra rat khé tir phong me.

Lic d6 1a muia xuan. Va hom ay 1a mét ngay hoi lanh. T6i nhé 1 vi
me da bat t6i phai mic 4o khoéc vao. T6i ghét cam giac bi cai khoa 40
cham vao c6. Lic dé 1a budi sang vi t6i nhé da ngui thdy mui cia nhing
giot swong mai lac ching t6i di tir nha ra xe. T6i cling nhé minh da don
lay timg ngum khong khi trong lanh nhu thé uéng chting vao co theé.
Cho dén tan bay gio, vao nhiing buéi sang mila xuan, thinh thoang toi
van thay minh nin tho trong liic dung doi xe buyt ¢ cudi con duong vao
nha.

T6i khong nhé hai me con t6i tinh di dau, nhung ldc ay t6i biét rang
du d6 14 noi nado di nita thi minh ciing s& duoc gip b ¢ ddy. Piéu d6
khién t6i cam thay that hanh phiic. Liac hai me con di trén duong, mot



con mua phun nhe bat dau roi. Téi ngam nhin nhimng giot mua bé xiu tur
khi chiing vira roi trén ctra xe réi nhin chting cang lac cang bé lai, cho
dén khi chting cham vao thanh dudi cira xe va tan bién han. D6 1a mot
tro choi ma t6i van tung choi, va t6i van thuong choi troé nay moi khi
dau 6c to6i nghi van vo trong nhimg chuyén di dai.

Nhitng giot mua cang ltc cang niang hat, cho dén khi ching chuyén
thanh con mua dong trat do ao xudéng duong phé. Pé ciing 14 e guong
mit me bit dau c6 nét gi d6 rat la. Mot cai nhin dat khoat, mat nheo
nheo nhin vao man byi mo. Nhitng d6t ngén tay cia me chuyén sang
mau trang béch khi me nim chit tay 14i. T6i nho 14 t6i da thir nam chit
ban tay bé nhé ciia minh lai dé xem né c6 bi nhu thé hay khong. Trong
ltc dang tim hiéu tai sao nhirng mom xuwong trén tay c nho ra, thu vao
mdi khi t6i ndm chat réi buéng nam tay ra thi téi nghe c6 mot tiéng rit
inh tai. Chiéc xe thing gap va t6i nga chui nguoi vé phia trude, suyt nita
thi dau bi va dap manh. Me mé toang cira xe, lao ra ngoai rdi hét 1én
that thanh.

Diéu tiép theo t6i c6 thé nhd 1a ltc téi ngdi trén chiée ghé sofa ¢ nha
di Rosa. Di Rosa ngdi bén canh t6i, giai thich diéu gi d6 véi t6i, nhung
to6i khong thé hiéu nhirng diéu di noéi. Ching ching c6 ¥ nghia gi ca.
Chuang chi 1d mét mé Am thanh hdn don tron 1an vao nhau, va t6i bat
dau ph4 Ién cuoi vi nhimg Am thanh ngd ngo dé. Di gue mit vao hai tay,
toan than di rung 1én. T6i c6 giai thich véi di tai sao t6i cam thay buén
cudi. Nhung di chi khoc. Thé 14 t6i khong néi nira.

Va mot lan nira, no lai tré nén mo ao.

That ky la 12 t6i @2 nho rat rdé nhimmg su kién dan dén tai nan nhu vay,
thé ma tdi lai khong nhé duoce gi nhiéu sau khi no6 xay ra. C6 nghia 1a t6i
nhé timg phan roi rac: cam giac, mau sic, hinh anh. Nhung khong diéu
gi c6 thé goi lai toan bo cau chuyén.

Lic 4y moi thir rat u &m. T6i nhé da thay moi nguoi khoc 16¢, con me
t6i thi ngdi trén giuong, xung quanh 12 nhimg nguoi ban cia me. Nguoi
phu nit ngdi canh me 13 nguoi ban than nhat cua me, c6 Carmen. Co iy
ngdi d6 va nim lay tay me. Toi nho 13 ltc 4y t6i d@ mong duogc gap bd
hon bat cu diéu gi, nhung t6i ludn tu nhu 12 bé dang di cong tac va sé
sém quay veé thdi, gidng nhu trude gio bo van thuong nhu vay.

Mot thoi gian sau, moi thir da kha hon. Moi nguoi khéng con ldc nao
cling khoc nira. Chiing t6i bat dau tro lai voi nhimg céng viée thuong
ngay. Nhung moi tht khong con giéng nhu trude kia. Me lac nao cling
trong c6 vé nhu dang ¢ moét noi nao d6 rat xa. T6i 4 hat cho me nghe,
nhay cho me xem, dtia nghich véi mai téc caa me — bat ky diéu gi dé me



c6 thé cudi véi toi nhu trude kia. Tat ca nhing gi t6i nhan dugc chi la
mot cai xoa dau nhe nhang cuing mét nu cuoi xa xam. Toi khong thé
cham duoc vao me.

Ké tir lac d9, t6i da luom lat thong tin trong tirg mau déi thoai cua
moi nguoi va sap xép ching lai véi nhau dé biét duoc chuyén gi da xay
ra. Y t6i 1a t6i da biét b6 mat trong mét vu tai nan xe hoi. Nhung t6i
ciing biét rang moi chuyén khong chi c6 thé. Hom 4y hai me con toi
dang trén duong di dén bo ¢ san bay. T6i nhé dao ay bo thuong di cong
tac xa. Nhung hai me con t6i tré vi troi mua. Chdng toi téi noi dang lac
tai nan xay ra.

Lic 4y, b dang nghiéng nguoi ra duong vay mot chiée taxi. Khi
chiéc taxi chuén bi dung lai d€ don bo thi né bi truot banh va lao vao via
he, tong thang vao bo. Me da ching kién toan b nhitng gi da xay ra.

Vi ching t6i dén hoi tré nén chac han bo nghi rang hai me con t6i da
quén don bo. Va vi thé ma bo phai tuy tim cach dé vé nha.

Ngay luc chung to6i vira t6i noi.

Troi mua rat to. Mat duong w6t sting. Thang cua chiéc taxi khong an.
Co rat nhiéu yéu t6 lién quan dén cai chét cia b6. Nhung me lai chi do
16i cho minh.

Vi thé ma ca cuoc doi t6i da phai chiu 4nh huéng cua ndi buon tham
kin ay.

Me van song khép kin. Thoi gian cir thé tr6i qua. Nay da dén ltc toi
phai xa nha dé vao dai hoc. Con me thi van vay, van ty giam minh trong
cai nha ti ma chinh me la nguoi gitr chia khoa. Suot moét thoi gian dai,
chi ¢6 hai me con t6i song bén nhau. Han moi ngudi nghi rang co6 18
chting t6i da thoa thuan véi nhau diéu gi do6. Chi c6 hai me con. Cung
nhau doi dau véi moi kho khan. Nhung khong phai vay. Me cir ¢ trong
goc riéng cia me, con t6i ¢ trong goc riéng cua téi. Ba nhiéu lan tbi co
v6i ra, giong nhu toi da lam hoi bé. D6 1a nhirng lan t6i c6 gitp me coi
mo vai t6i bang cach coi mé voi me. Nhung khong c6 két qua gi ca.

biéu d6 khong c6 nghia me 1a mét nguoi me khong tot. Me luén
mang lai cho t6i nhitng gi t6i can, va me phai lam viéc thém gio dé toi o
duoc cudc song day do nhu nhirng dira tré con du cha me. Me la mot
nguoi me tot.

Va gio 12 ltic t6i phai di.
Hai me con dang trén dudong dén truong hoc cua t6i. Tat ca do dung
cua toi da duge dong vao thung dé phia sau xe tai. Me lai xe, con t6i thi



dang nghe album coa nhém Counting Crows. Troi mua, va téi lai ngam
nhin nhiing giot nuéc dang dua nhau chay xuéng thanh dudi cua cia xe.
T6i cam thay day 1a co héi cudi ciing cia minh. Bay gio hoic sé khong
bao gio. Va thé 14 t6i néi.

“Han 12 b6 sé& rat hanh dién vé con, me nhi? Vao dai hoc nay? Truéng
thanh nay?”

Truong con ¢ kha xa. Lac nay, duong nhu ching t6i dang di trén
mot con duong dai vo tan khong mot bong nguoi. Vi the, khi chiée xe
dot ngot ding lai, ching t6i khong hé s¢ sé gay ra tai nan.

Véi nhirng giot nuée mat chay dai trén khu6n mit, me nhe nhang
quay sang t6i. Nhung me dang cuoi. Ban dau me chi nhin thing vao mat
t6i, va toi cam thay ngac nhién qua ddi. Me nam tay t6i va noi: “Ptng
vy, con yéu a. Bb con it han sé& rat ty hdo vé con”. Va téi chot nhan ra
rang toi chua bao gio danh thoi gian dé dau budén vi mat bb, ma téi da
danh ca khoang thoi gian qua dé dau budn vi mat me. Chang hiéu sao
toi lai thay raing mat me kinh khing hon mat bd, vi thuc sy me van ¢ bén
canh t6i, nhung chi 1a mét cai vo tréng rong. Con gio thi me dang & day.
Me dang ¢ bén t6i. 6 méi 1a diéu quan trong. Me lai téa ra hoi am. Hoi
am ma trude day toi timg cam nhan duge, nhung chi cam nhan duoc
trong mot thoi gian ngan. Bat chot toi ciing bat khéc. Khong phai vi toi
nhé b va udc sao b6 dang o déy véi toi, ma boi vi, sau cung, sau mot
thoi gian dai nhu thé, me da sén sang tro lai véi cudce song.

- Analise Antone



I am Loni

hy do I even try? If there’s one
\ }s / thing I should have learned, it’s, try
or not, I'll probably “screw up”.

Mom says, “Loni, a lady shouldn’t say things
like ‘screw up’”. That just proves my point.

I know, I have so much going for me.
Dad brags about my grades, and Mom’s
proud of the person I am and all my
activities. Grandma goes on and on about
my pretty face. Yeah, too bad about the rest
of me, I think to myself.

I'm not, like, big enough to be featured as a man in The Guinness
Book of World Records, but I am big enough not to like shopping with
my friends. “How cu-u-u-u-ute!” they squeal over every rack of clothes.
They know they’ll fit into any clothes, but I can’t choose anything until
I find the largest size.

I pretend that clothes don’t matter to me. That explains why
everyone stares at my chosen style. To me, no outfit is complete
without a sweater, flannel shirt or sweat-shirt tied around my waist to
cover up... oh...everything.

So, when we go to the mall, I'm the designated shopper. You know,
like the designated driver who goes to a party but doesn’t partake I
stand outside the changing rooms to ooh and aah when they emerge
for the mirror check. Only after a careful inspection do I reassure them
that their thighs, legs, waist or bottom do not look too big in that
outfit; otherwise, it would be taken as insincere.

They make me feel ashamed when they hand me a piece of clothing
and plead, “Can you see if this comes in a smaller size?” Give me a
break. Where should I look? The children’s department?

I really did screw up, though. Being a self-appointed good sport, I
tried out for the volleyball team with my friends. Here’s the bad part: I
made it.

It seems I have a killer serve. We keep winning. This is the first
winning season of any girl’s sport in our school’s history. Volleyball
fever took over, and attendance soared. Just my luck. Jumping around



high-fiving while my name echoes over the PA system.

In our small town, making it to State Finals is news-worthy. Our
team was pictured sitting in the bleachers in a “V for Victory”
formation. I was the connecting bottom of the “V,” front and center in
all my glory.

“Loni Leads the Charge to State!” read the headline. Not bad. I
didn’t even pretend to protest when Mom bought copies for the
relatives. I was pleased when the team framed the picture and hung it
in the tunnel between our locker room and the arena. It soon became
our team gesture to blow kisses at our picture every time we passed it.

It was the night of the final game, and we had home-court
advantage. The series was tied two games to two. I led the team’s run
for our triumphant entrance. Cheers stormed down the tunnel to meet
us. We glanced at the banners posted along the walls, taking energy
from the words.

YOU GO, GIRLS! YES YOU CAN! WE'RE #1!

We were ready to blow kisses at our picture when shock froze me.
Two words were written in red on the glass. Two words that totally
changed the headline.

“Loni THE BULL leads the charge to State!”
The horns drawn on my head completed the insult.

I felt myself emptying until I wasn’t me anymore. I was nobody. The
team bunched behind me.

“Who did this?”
“Who would be so mean?”

Their questions had no answers. They thought they were as upset as
I was, but they were wrong. I wasn’t upset at all. I was in shock.

“So this is the truth”, I thought. “This is who I am.”

And all the words around me didn’t heal the hurt because nobody
said the three words I needed to hear most: “That’s not true.”

There was no time to sort myself. The real seemed like a dream, and
I couldn’t shake myself awake. The chants of “Loni! Loni!” sounded
hollow. I let the cheers of the many be muted by the jeers of the few.

We won the coin toss for my first serve. Around me the team was
pumped and ready to go. I rolled the volleyball in my palms and



mechanically went into my serving stance. All I could see were the
words ... THE BULL. THE BULL. THE BULL.

I tossed the ball up, but before my fist made contact the shout
“OLE!” hit me. I stutter-stepped and missed the ball.

I told myself not to look, but my eyes were drawn anyway. I couldn’t
pick out who it was. The team tried to buck me up with back slaps and
“that’s okays.” But it didn’t help.

I went through the rotations until I was at the net. My
concentration scurried between the game and the bleachers. When the
ball skimmed the air above my head, a loud snorting sound came from
the front row.

“That’s taking the bull by the horns!” someone yelled. The player
behind me made the save and set up the ball for me to spike. But I
wasn’t looking at the ball. I was staring into the faces of the five guys
who were mocking me. My humiliation only fueled their taunts.

“Give me a B, give me a U, give me a double L, too. What’s that
smell? LONI! LONI! LONI!”

Why didn’t someone shut them up?

The coach called a time-out. “Loni, can you get your head in the
game?”

I shrugged.

“Why are you letting a few people who don’t even know you decide
for you who you are?”

I shrugged again.

“Loni, you're valuable to your team. Unkind words don’t change
who you are unless you decide they change you,” she said.

Sounds good in theory, I thought, but this is the real world.

“I'm keeping you in, but if you can’t work through this I'll pull you.”
I nodded.

I walked past the boys to take my place in the game.

With each step I took, they stomped their feet to shake the floor. I
got the point. Very funny.

I also had to walk past my teammates, and in spite of my weak
showing, they were still rooting for me. “You can do it.” “You’re the



best.”

Something in me gave way. The quote on my grandma’s refrigerator
popped into my thoughts: “God don’t make no junk.”

I knew what I knew, and I knew myself - I wasn’t junk. I felt my
value from the very depths of my soul. Who was I anyway? What did
some immature boys know about me? There were so many people who
loved and supported me, and it was time to do my best for them and
for myself.

And just like that, I was free of them. Oh, they continued to stomp
their feet with each of my steps. I didn’t like it, but it didn’t matter.
They were powerless over my life.

The game was close, and we played hard. The winning serve fell to
me. It was my moment, and I took it. The ball went up, my fist came
forward and hit it right on. It was a perfect power serve unreturnable
by the other team. The crowd went wild. The pep band started beating
out our school song. The team huddled around me.

Shouts of “Loni! Loni!” vibrated the arena. The funny thing is, the
cheers didn’t feed me like they used to. They were great, but the joy I
felt, the freedom I felt, the sense of myself I had filled me more than
any cheers.

There was more than one victory that day, and the game was not
the most important one.

- Loni Taylor



ai sao t6i lai phai c6 gang? Néu c6 mot

diéu gi @6 ma 18 ra t6i can phai hoc thi

toi nghi, du c6 c¢b hay khong, toi cling
“déch” c6 1am dugc. Me t6i nodi: “Loni 4, con
gai khong nén no6i nhing tir nhu thé!”. b6
chi 14 cach dé thé hién quan diém cua toi
tho6i ma!

Tbi biét, t6i cling c6 nhiéu di¢u dang ké
14m cht. Cha rat hanh dién vi thanh tich hoc
tap cua toi, con me ludn tu hao vé t6i va vé
tit ca nhirng hoat dong ma téi tham gia. Con
ba ngoai thi ctr n6i mai vé guong mit xinh dep cua toi. Nhung téi vin
tham nghi: “Phdi réi, nhitng thir con lai thi qua té!”.

T6i khong dén ndi to béo nhu nguoi da duoc ghi tén vao sach Ky luc
thé gidi, nhung né cling du 1am t6i cam thay chan ngan mdi khi di mua
sam v&i bon ban. Khi di qua timg day quan 4o, bon ban tdi thudong reo
1én: “Oi, dep quaaa!” Ching biét chting c6 thé mic vira bat ky bo nao,
con t6i thi khéng thé chon duoc gi néu van chua tim dwgce bo c6 kich co
16n nhat.

T6i ctr vo rang quan 4o ching quan trong d6i voi minh. Piéu d6 giai
thich tai sao moi nguoi van hay nhin cham cham vao nhiing b6 quan 4o
t6i mac. Véi téi, mot bo canh hoan chinh khong thé thiéu mot chiée 4o
khoAc len dai tay, mét chiée 40 so mi bang vai flanen hay mét chiée 40
lanh quin quanh eo dé che... du tha.

Vi vay khi di mua sam véi dam ban thi t6i tro thanh nguoi 180 déo
theo sau. Gidng nhu mot nguoi tai xé chi c6 nhiém vu dua cha dén budi
tiéc ch hoan toan khong tham gia vao budi tiéc ay, toi chi dimg bén
ngoai phong thu chi dé “O” hoic “A” trong khi bon ban say sua ngim
nghia trudc guong. Chi sau khi nhin ngam that can than, t6i méi cam
doan véi bon ban rang dui, chan, eo, mdng cia ching chic sé khong to
1am khi mic bo cAnh d6; néu khong néi vay thi chic bon ching chi mién
cudng mua ma thoi.

Chiing con khién t6i nguong chin mat khi dua cho t6i mot cai 40 nho
xiu roi hoi giong nhu nai ni: “Cau thy cai ndo nho hon cai nay nira
khong?”. Xem nao! T6i nén tim né ¢ dau nhi? O quay hang danh cho



tré em chic?

Thé nhung t6i that sy rat hau dau. Ty thay minh 14 nguoi c6 ning
khicu choi thé thao, nén t6i da thir dang ky vao doi bong chuyen cung
v6i bon ban. Pay mai 1a diéu té hai: t6i trang tuyén!

C6 vé nhu t6i o6 ct giao bong cuc ky hiém héc. Chiing t6i lién tuc
gianh chién thang. Pay 1a ky chién thang dau tién trong lich st thé thao
nir cia truong toi. Con sot boéng chuyén lan rong, khan gia ho reo vang
doi. Chi 1a may man caa toi ma thoéi. Ca d6i nhay mda xung quanh dai
chién thing va tén cua t6i vang 1én trén hé théng phat thanh.

Trong thi tran nho ndy, duoc tham gia Vong chung két toan bang 1a
mot tin tire dang cht ¥. Moi nguoi chup hinh d6i tuyén chting t6i dang
ngoi trén khan dai theo hinh chix V - biéu tuong cua chién thing. T6i
ngoi ding ngay day cua chir “V”, phia trude, chinh giira, véi tat ca niém
tu hao.

Cac bao thay nhau giat tit: “Loni dan dit doi tuyén dén giai toan
bang!”. Ciing khong té 1am! Tham chi téi cling khéng thém gia vo phan
déi viéc me mua vai to bo réi phat cho ho hang than thiét. T6i rat vui
khi birc anh dugce déng khung va treo trong duong ham dan tir phong
thay @6 dén san thi ddu. Chang bao 1au sau do, ca doi ching t6i déu lam
dong tac hon 1én birc anh mdi khi di ngang qua né.

Hom d6 1a @ém chung két, va ching t6i c6 duoc loi thé sin nha. Sau
hai vong dau, ti s6 hai doi van dang déu nhau. T6i da dua doi bong cua
minh dén gan hon véi chién thang. Nhitng 1oi reo ho ¢6 vii vang doi
xuong ca duong ham nhu thé chao don chiing t6i. Ching t6i dua mat
nhin nhirng tam bang rén duoc treo doc theo may buc tuong, cam thay
manh mé& hon béi nhirng ngon tir dugc ghi trén do.

CO LEN CAC CO GAI! CAC BAN SE LAM DUQC! CHUNG TA LA
SO 1!

Chung t6i dang dinh 1am dong tac hon buc anh cia d6i minh thi
bong nhién t6i cam thay bi soc dir déi. Trén tam kinh boc bén ngoai buc
anh xuat hién thém hai chir viét bang muc do. Hai chir ay da thay doi
hoan toan tiéu dé bai béo.

“CON BO Loni dan dit doi tuyén dén giai toan bang!”

Trén dau t6i con dugc vé thém mot cap simg dé bo sung thém cho 1oi
si nhuc.

T6i cam théay tréng réng cho dén khi t6i khong con 1a chinh minh
ntra. Toi khong la gi ca. Cac thanh vién trong déi xim lai phia sau toi.



“Aj viét thé nhi?”
“Ai lai choi 4c thé kia?”

Nhimg cu hoi khong 6 loi dap. Cac ban trong d6i nghi rang ho
cling buon nhu t6i, nhung ho da sai. T6i hoan toan khong buon. Nhung
cam thay rat soc.

“Vay ra diéu nay 1a su that.” T6i nghi. “Day mdai chinh 13 t6i”.
Tét ca nhirng 161 dong vién an ui ctia moi nguoi xung quanh déu

khong thé 1am lanh nhing ton thuong trong long t6i vi khong mot ai
noi lén ba chir ma toi can nghe nhat: “N6 khong dang”.

Khong con thoi gian dé toi dinh than. Su that sao gibng nhu mot giac
mo, va t6i khong thé ty minh thie tinh duge. Nhimng tiéng ho vang
“Loni, Loni” nghe that gia déi. Toi da dé nhig 1oi giu cot cia mot sé it
nguoi at di nhirng tiéng c6 vii cia phan déng khan gia!

Khi tung déng xu, doi chting t6i da gianh dwoc quyén wu tién dé toi
thuc hién pha phat béng. Xung quanh t6i, ca d6i déu dang hung huc
trong tu thé sin sang. T61 xoay xoay qua bong trong long ban tay va

buée dén diém phat béng nhu mot cai may. Tat ca nhing gi ma t6i co
thé thiy duoc ltic nay la... CON BO... CON BO... CON BO!

Toi tung cao qua bong, nhung trude khi toi kip phat bong di thi bong
mot tiéng hét “Ole” nhu dap vao t6i. Toi hut chan va danh trat.

T6i tu nhit minh khong dugc nhin ra noi khac, thé nhung mat t6i van
dao quanh. T6i khong thé tim ra nguoi do la ai. Dong doi vo lung dong
vién t6i: “Khéng sao dau!”. Nhung diéu do6 chang giap ich duoc gi ca.

T6i di chuyén luin phién timg vi tri cho dén khi choi ¢ vi tri gan luéi.
Sy tap trung cua toi ludn bi chi phdi gitra san d4u va hang ghé khan gia.
Khi béng luét ngang trén dau t6i, mot tiéng la 16n vang 1én tir hang ghé
phia truée.

“Hay nam lay simg cua con bo 4y di!” - Mot ké nao d6 la 1én. Pong
doi ¢ phia sau t6i da do va tung bong 1én dé toi thuc hién mot qua dap.
Thé nhung t6i @ khong nhin vao qua béng, ma chi nhin cham cham
vao mat nam ké dang xtic pham t6i. Sy bé mat cia t6i cang nhu khich
bon chiing buéng thém nhimg 1oi ché nhao.

“Chir B, c6 mot chir B. Chir U, ¢6 mot chir U. Va thém hai chir L. N6
la cai gi nhi? LONI, LONI, LONI.”

Tai sao khong moét ai bao chang cam di nhi?

Huén luyén vién xin dugc héi . “Loni, em cé thé tap trung thi dau



chur?”

Toi chi nhan vai.

“Tai sao em lai d&& mot so it ngudi, tham chi ho khong hé biét em,
quyét dinh em la ai?”

T6i lai nhtn vai.

Cb tiép tuc: “Loni, em 1a mot nguoi quan trong doi voi doi tuyen.
Nhing tir ngit cham choc ay khéng thé thay doi duoc con nguoi cia em
trir khi chinh em muon ching chi ph6i minh”.

“D6 chi 1a trén ly thuyét thoi. Con day 1a thé gioi thue.” Toi tham
nghi.

“T6i van dé em thi ddu, nhung néu em vin khong vuot qua duge
nhitng diéu nay, toi sé phai thay em.”

T6i gat dau.
T6i di ngang qua bon con trai dé dén vi tri thi dau.

Ctr mdi budce di cua toi, ching lai gidm chin that manh 1am rung ca
san nha. T6i da hiéu ra. That nuc cuoi.

Lic di ngang qua dong doéi, mac du trude do t6i da choi khong tot,
nhung ho van dong vién t6i: “Cau c6 thé lam duoc ma”, “Cau ludn 1a so6
mot cia doi tuyén!”.

Mot diéu gi d6 vd ra trong tdi. CAu trich dan dan ¢ cira tu lanh cia ba
ngoai t6i bong hién ra ré nhu in trong toi: “Tao hoa khong sinh ra cai gi
dang bo di ca”.

Tbi biét nhitng gi toi biét, va t6i hiéu ban than minh - t6i khong phai
14 d6 bo di. Tr sAu tham trong tAm hon, t6i cam nhan dwoc gia tri cua
ban than minh. T6i 13 ai? L{i con trai non choet 4y thi biét gi vé toi chu?
C6 rat nhiéu nguoi yéu thuong va ung ho toi, va ltc nay 1 lac t6i phai cb
gang hét minh vi ho va vi chinh ban than t6i nira.

Nghi nhu vay, va toi chang con thay vuéng ban gi vé chiing nia. Oi,
ching van tlep tuc giam chan theo méi budc di cua t6i. Toi chang thich
thé, nhung n6 da khong con anh huong gi dén t6i nita. Bon chiing chang
c6 chit nghia Iy gi d6i voi cudce séng cia toi ca.

Tran dau gan két thic, va ching t6i da choi hét ste chat vat. Dén luot
t6i giao i bong quyét dinh. D6 13 thoi khic cua toi, va toi dd nam lay.
Khi béng tung 1én, t6i dua nam tay dap manh. Ct phat bong hoan hao
dén ndi d6i ban khong thé nao dd dugce. Ca khan dai nhu né tung. Doi cd
vii bat dau ca vang bai hat caa truong. Ca doi vay lay toi.



Nhiing tiéng la hét “Loni! Loni!” 1am rung chuyén ca nha thi dau. C6
mot diéu hoi khéc 14 nhirng tiéng reo ho co vii @6 khong khién toi cam
thay thich tht nhiéu nhu truée. Nhirng tiéng reo ho 4y qua 1a rat tuyét,
nhung chinh sy han hoan, cam giac thoai mai ma t6i cam nhan duoc va
nhiing nhan thire vé chinh ban than minh 1am cho t6i cam thay hanh
phtic hon bat ky 1oi ¢6 vii ndo.

Hoém do, téi khong chi gianh duge mot chién thing, va véi toi, tran
dau khong con 1a diéu quan trong nhat.

- Loni Taylor



Hitting bottom

t began when I was eleven. My family
Iand I had just moved to a new town.
Making new friends was never difficult
o y ¥ for me before, but I was going through an
S 7 awkward stage, and I was feeling self-
‘ conscious about my appearance. I was
~ having a hard time reaching out to meet
new people. So when I saw some kids
smoking, I figured if I could join them for a
l'fif,aj cigarette I could meet some poten-tial
“friends.” We hung out and smoked every
day. Before long I was introduced to other kids, and eventually I
started drinking. Soon, drugs and alcohol became my friends, too. A
few years later, I was using cocaine and running away from home.

The first time I ran away I was thirteen. I had come home late one
evening, and my mom was still up. She saw me sitting in a friend’s car
in front of our house. She was pretty strict about me being in my
friends’ cars. I was so stoned, and I knew at that point I couldn’t go
into my house, so I left with my friend.

After that night, over the next year and a half, I ran away twenty-
three times. I managed to come back every time, but within twentyfour
hours I'd leave again. I was so hooked on drugs that I was afraid if I
stayed at home, I wouldn’t be able to get the drugs I wanted and
needed so much.

I would stay at friends’ houses until their parents figured out what
was going on. Instead of returning home, I chose to live on the streets
with friends or by myself. In colder weather, basements of apartment
complexes became my source for shelter.

My mom didn’t know why I was running away. I didn’t
communicate with her. She obviously knew something was wrong, but
she just couldn’t figure out what it was that was causing me to leave
home. She tried putting me in some treatment centers. During the first
treatment center visit, I told her what was going on.

When I returned home from treatment I was off drugs, but after a
few weeks I started using again. I continued this pattern for a while,



having relapse after relapse. Finally, my mom quit her job to dedicate
all of her time to helping me.

I went through three more short-term treatment programs, each
one lasting only eleven to fourteen days. Each time, I was sincere about
wanting to quit drugs, but I didn’t know how. I felt like I didn’t have
enough time in those brief programs to learn how to live my life
without drugs. By then, I was battling an eating disorder as well.

When I turned fourteen, my mom decided I needed long-term
treatment. In my state, at fourteen you're allowed to legally deny
medical treatment. So when my mom wanted to put me into a six-to-
nine-month treatment program, I refused. I was at the lowest of lows
in my life at that point. I had already overdosed on peyote and, not
knowing how to turn my life around, I looked at suicide as my only way
out. I just didn’t know how another treatment centers were going to
help me.

Finally, my mom and I took our battle to court. She told the judge
about my past, my drug use and that I was an addict. The next day he
placed me in a treatment center. I haven’t been stoned since that day,
five and a half years ago.

The treatment center was like a big family. We would go to school
for half the day and then receive intensive counseling. Prior to my
admittance to the center, I had been using cocaine heavily, so I went
through withdrawals.

The real turning point in my recovery happened when I met
someone my own age who really wanted to quit. She kept telling me,
“Help me, and I'll help you.” That moved me so much, and it still
moves me when I think about it. Having a peer say, “Hey, you can do
it,” made me want to do it this time.

I also met a woman in a Narcotics Anonymous meeting who had a
major impact on me. She stood up and started talking about what was
going on in her life. I remember watching her and thinking that she
glowed. It’s hard to describe, but for some reason she just glowed.
Everything about her life was okay now, even the parts she was not
happy with. I remember looking at her and thinking, I just want to be a
little bit shiny. I don’t need to glow, but just shine a little. That day I
decided I was going to do everything in my power to live a healthy life.

Wanting something and following through with it were two
completely different things for me then. After I finished treatment, we
moved again. I was turning fifteen, and I knew that before long



everyone at my school would find out about my past. I was going to be
in the same position I was in when I was eleven, with no friends, only
this time I couldn’t use drugs to help me make them.

I was so determined not to make the same mistake that I sought
help from my guidance counselor right away. I told her that I didn’t
trust myself not to slip back into my old lifestyle. She surprised me by
asking me to tell my story to fifth and sixth graders. I told her I had
never spoken in front of people before, but she assured me that I would
do just fine.

I was really scared about sharing my past with a bunch of strangers,
so I asked my mom if she would join me. We sat down that evening
and planned the presentation. We had our first heart-to-heart since I
was ten years old.

We did two presentations at an elementary school, and they made
the front page of all the local newspapers. Suddenly, schools were
calling us. I was surprised. I couldn’t believe people wanted me to
come to their schools and talk, that they considered me to be
somebody who could help other kids.

I realized that doing these presentations helped boost my self-
esteem and confirmed for me that I never wanted to do drugs again.
The thought that I might be helping to save someone’s life or
preventing other kids from getting involved with drugs made me feel
stronger.

My mom and I still speak at schools and treatment centers together.
Kids call me at home sometimes after our talks. Some thank me. Some
share their own stories. Some even tell me that I shine - and that is the
best part of all.

- Jenny Hungerford



Au chuyén bat dau khi t6i muoi mot
tudi. Nam 4y, gia dinh t6i vira chuyén
(@) dén noi 6 méi. Trude day, viéc 1am
) quen véi ban méi khong phai 1a diéu kho
¥ khan d6i voi t61, nhung lan ay t6i lai dang
v trai qua giai doan bat 6n va cam thay hoi tu ti
vé ngoai hinh cua minh. T6i da gip nhiéu
khé khin khi két ban véi nhimg con nguoi
mdi. Do @6, khi thay dam tré con trac tudi
t61 hat thudce, t6i nghi rang néu téi nhap hoi
véi chung thi sau nay t6i cling sé ¢6 duogc vai
“chién hiru”. Thé 1a ngdy nao bon t6i ciing tu tap véi nhau dé hat thude.
Sau do, khi dugc gioi thiéu véi nhitg dtra tré khéc, t6i lai bat dau uéng
ruou. Chang bao 1au sau, ma tiy va ruou cling tré thanh ban cua téi. Vai
nim sau, t6i chuyén sang ding cocain va con bo nha di.

X

Lan dau tién t6i bo nha di 1a nim t6i muoi ba tudi. Téi d6, t6i di choi
vé tré va me van con thire. Me nhin thay t6i ngdi trong xe hoi cia dira
ban dé ngay trude nha. Ma me lai kha nghiém khic vé chuyén nay. Lic
do to6i dang say thudc, va t6i nghi rang minh khong thé vao nha duoc,
thé 1a t6i di luén véi dtira ban.

Trong khoang mot nim rudi ké tir sau dém hom d6, toi @ bo nha di
hai muoi ba lan. Mé&i lan nhu vay, toi déu c¢b gang quay vé, nhung réi chi
trong vong hai muoi bén tiéng, toi lai tiép tuc bo di. Toi da qua 1é thude
vao ma ty dén ndi t6i so khi ¢ nha, t6i s&¢ khong thé thoa man con
ghién caa minh.

T6i ¢ & nho nha cua tyi ban cho dén khi cha me ching phat hién
chuyén gi dang xay ra. Va thay vi quay vé nha, t6i lai chon cAch séng
lang thang v4i dam ban hoac chi lang thang mét minh. Nhang khi troi
tr¢ lanh thi tang him trong nhitng khu lién hop tré thanh noi trd an coa
toi.

Me khong biét tai sao toi lai bo nha di nhu vay, vi t6i khong tAm su
v6i me. Me cfing biét chic c6 diéu gi d6 khong on dang dién ra nhung
khong thé hiéu duoc nguyén nhan nao da khién t6i bé nha ra di. Me thir
dua t6i t6i mot sb trung tAm diéu tri. Va trong lan diéu trj dau tién, toi
da noi hét véi me.



Tro vé sau dot diéu tri, t6i da bo duoc ma tiy. Nhung chi sau vai
tuan, toi bat dau dung thudc tro lai. T6i ctr tiép tuc séng nhu vay trong
mot khoang thoi gian, cir hét nghién roi tai nghién. Cudi cling, me phai
nghi viéc dé danh hét thoi gian gitp t6i cai nghién.

T6i da trai qua ba dot diéu tri ngan han, mdi dot chi kéo dai khoang
tir muoi mot dén muoi bon ngay. Mdi lan nhu vay, t6i déu thye sy muon
thoat khoi ma tay nhung chang biét phai lam thé nao. T6i c6 cam giac
v6i nhitng dot diéu tri ngan nhu vy, toi s€ khong co du thoi gian dé hoc
cach séng ma khong c6 ma tdy. Thoi gian do, toi con phai déi mat véi
chung réi loan tiéu hoéa.

N#m t6i 1én muoi bon tudi, me quyét dinh cho téi duoc diéu tri dai
ngay. O dat nudc cua toi, luat phap cho phep tré em khi den mudi bon
tudi co quyen tir chdi cac dot diéu tri. Do @4, khi me muén cho t6i theo
mot dot diéu tri kéo dai tir sdu dén chin thang, t6i da phan déi ngay. Do
1 thoi ky den t6i nhét trong cudc doi toi. Toéi da nghién rat nang cai chat
thudc gay 4o gidc 4y va chang biét 1am thé nao dé lam lai cudc doi, va toi
coi tu sat 14 cach giai thoat duy nhét. T6i chang biét may cai trung tAm
cai nghién khéc sé tiép tuc gitp t6i cai nghién nhu thé nao nira.

Sau ciing, me t6i da phai nho toa 4n can thiép. Me néi véi 6ng tham
phan vé qua kht caa tdi, vé viéc toi sir dung ma tiy va rang t6i 1a mot
con nghién. Ngay ngay hom sau, 6ng ay dua t6i vao trung tAm diéu tri.
Tur ngay d6 dén nay da duoc nim nim rudi, va toi da khong say thudc
thém mot 1an no nita.

Trung tAm diéu tri gidéng nhu mot dai gia dinh. Chting t6i hoc viin
hoéa nira budi, va sau do6 thi nghe tu van. Nhung trude khi vao truong, toi
da nghién rat nang nén toi phai trai qua qua trinh cai nghién.

Buéce ngogt thuc sy trong qué trinh cai nghién chinh 1a lac t6i gap
mot nguoi ban bang tuoi toi cling dang tha thiét muén tir bo ma tty. Co
ay thuong no6i voi toi: “Giap té voi, roi to cung sé giap cau!”. Nhung loi
no6i d6 da tic dong dén toi rat nhleu, va moi khi nghi lai t6i van con cam
gidc dy. Khi mot nguoi ban néi rang: “Nay, cau c6 thé 1am duoc ma”, thi
tu nhién t6i mudn phai thue hién cho bang dugc.

T6i con gip mot ngudi phu nit tai budi gap mit cua Hoi Cai Ma Ty
An Danh, nguoi ndy @3 c6 anh huong dang ké déi véi toi. Co 4y dung
trude moi nguoi va ké lai nhitng gi da xay dén véi cudc doi minh. Toi
con nhé minh da nhin ¢6 chdm cht va con nghi rang c6 4y dang phat ra
nhimg 4nh hao quang. That kho dién ta, nhung vi mot Iy do nao do, toi
nghi c6 ay that sy téa sang. Cudc séng cua cb ltc iy da 6n dinh, ké ca
nhimg chuyén khong may vui vé ciing da kh4 hon. T6i nhé 14 toi da



nhin ¢6 4y va uéc: gid ma minh duogc téa sdng mot chat nhi. Minh
khong mong mudn phat ra 4nh hio quang, ma chi téa sing mot chat
thoi! Tir hom @9, t6i quyét tAm 1am moi viée bang tat ca sirc manh cua
minh dé cé thé song mot cudc séng lanh manh.

Sau do, t6i mai biét mudn mot dicu va thyue hién duoce diéu do6 1a hai
viéc hoan toan khac nhau. Sau dot diéu tri, gia dinh t6i lai chuyén nha.
T6i bude vao tudi muoi 1im, va toi biét rang chang bao 1au moi nguoi
trong truong sé biét dugce qua khir cia minh. T6i lai roi vao hoan canh
ma minh d3 gip phai nim muoi mot tudi, d6 1a khong c6 ban bé. Chi cb
diéu lan nay t6i khong thé dung thubc dé két ban nira.

Toi quyét tam s& khong 1ap lai 161 1am ngay xua nén da tim ngay dén
co gi4o c6 van cua minh. T6i noéi véi c6 rang téi khong tu tin 1a minh sé&
khong tro lai con duong cii. Co da khién t6i rat ngac nhién khi bao t6i
hay chia sé cau chuyén cia minh véi cac ban hoc sinh 16p nam va l6p
sau. T6i noi voi ¢ toi chua tirng noéi chuyén trude dam dong bao gio,
nhung c6 qua quyét 12 toi s& 1am duoc.

T6i thue sy cam thay so khi phai chia s¢ qua khir cia minh véi nhitng
nguoi chua hé quen biét, do @6 t6i nho me cing tham gia voi ti. Chiéu
hém 4y, hai me con da ngdi véi nhau dé 1én ké hoach cho buéi noi
chuyén cua t6i. D6 14 1an dau tién ké tir nim t6i 1én muoi, hai me con toi
moai ¢6 co hoi noi chuyén coi mé v6i nhau.

Me con t6i da c6 hai budi néi chuyén tai mot truong tiéu hoc, va tin
nay da xuat hién trén trang nhét cia tat ca cic to bao dia phuong. That
bat ngo, cic truong hoc lién tuc goi cho chiing t6i. Toi rat ngac nhién.
T6i khong thé tin ho lai muén t6i dén truong cia ho dé ndi chuyén, va
cang khong thé tin khi ho cho rang t6i 12 nguoi 6 thé gitp nhiing dua
tré khac.

T6i nhan ra rang nhing bai phat biéu truéc ddm dong gitip t6i nang
cao long tu trong, dong thoi ching cling gitp toi chic chin rang minh
khong bao glor muon dung ma tiy nita. Y nghi 1a minh c6 thé ctru cude
doi cia mot ai d6 hoac ngan chan nhiing daa tré khac sa vao con duong
nghién ngap ma tay khién t6i cam thiay minh manh mé hon.

Me va toi van cling nhau ndi chuyén & cac truong hoc va nhitng
trung tam cai nghién. Thinh thoang, mot sé ban lai goi dién cho t6i sau
khi budi no6i chuyén két thtic. C6 ban cAm on t6i, c6 ban thi ké cho toi
nghe cau chuyén caa chinh ho. Tham chi c6 ban con néi ring toi da toa
sang, va d6 chinh 1a diéu tuyét voi nhat.

- Jenny Hungerford



Table for three

‘'m awakened by the sound of voices arguing
Iin the garage. Rolling over, I squint my eyes
at the alarm clock, realizing it’s only five in
| the morning. I recognize the two voices as my
mom and dad’s. I hear my father’s voice rising as
my mom’s darts around in hysteria. I'm familiar
with this sickening duet, only just not at this
early hour.

I recall a conversation I had with my dad and

realize its implications are just now taking

effect. Last week at McDonald’s, he shared a
secret with me that would forever change my life. He began by asking if
I was happy with the way things were at home. I knew he was referring
to the tension that existed between him and my mom. It’s not that I
was happy with the way things were, but I was frightened by the
thought of divorce.

Divorce is rampant among my friends’ parents, and although I
knew that it was inevitable that we three would soon join the group,
this was one club I did not want to be a member of.

He was sharing this loaded secret with me - a secret I never wanted
to hear. He was telling me that he’d be leaving my mother, all the while
assuring me that he’d always be there for me. I found myself nodding
my head as if I understood, when all along I really didn’t. He told me
they hadn’t been happy for a very long time, and I'm thinking, If you're
both not happy, why the big secret? Why isn’t Mom here sharing this
awful moment?

He hugged me in an awkward kind of bear hug, and I got all stiff to
his touch. Scratching his nose, he informed me that he wasn’t ready to
tell my mom he was leaving just yet. I asked him when he was going to
tell her, and he closed his eyes while sighing, “When the moment’s
right.”

So for two weeks now, I have stared into my mom’s eyes, while
never revealing the secret. I am betraying her just like my dad is. I try
to convince myself that the conversation at McDonald’s never really
happened at all.



Now, as I lie in bed listening to my mom’s muffled cries, I realize
that the moment has arrived. Although my mom and I have not always
confided to each other about a lot of things, such as dating, school,
friends, life... right now my stomach is aching for her. Each of her sobs
shoots through me like a dart piercing my chest. The agony is so great
that I finally understand what a broken heart must feel like.

I shuffle out of bed and quietly make my way down the long hallway
towards the garage from where the voices seem to be coming. I open
the door slightly enough to see but not be seen.

The scene being played out by my parents makes me want to burst
out crying. My mom is holding on to the bottom of my dad’s leather
jacket. She is straining to hold him back, so that he won’t leave her.
This is not the proud woman who once refused to accept my
grandmother’s financial help back when my dad first lost his job. Her
face is red, awash in tears, and her nose runs while she howls in pain.
She has no pride; he is taking it with him.

He grabs his coat from her and pushes her back with one hand. He
tells her it’s over...” It’s been over for a very long time, and we both
know it.”

She howls again, and through her wailing I hear her moaning, “No,
no, no, no.” And then suddenly her tone changes to one of anger as she
screams, “You are just going to sneak out in the night... aren’t you?...
You're a child... You have no backbone, you coward... I hate you, you
pig!” She’s still not letting go of her grip on his jacket.

He pulls away from her, and she’s left holding only his jacket in her
hands. He tossed his valise into the open door of our family van. Then
he gets behind the wheel and, without another word, he backs up out
of the road and out of our lives forever.

Now all that’s left is the echo of her tortured cries. I'm not worried
about the neighbors hearing what went on. They’re used to the sound
of my parents’ wars. We don’t know what shame feels like anymore.

As my mom leans against the wall wailing in spasms of anguish, all
I can think of is what I did to cause this. Was it because I talked back to
my mother that time, when we were out having a nice family dinner?
She got so angry with me, and I remember my dad told her not to lose
her cool and that I was right. Her frozen glance suggested that she did
not at all like this friendly alliance my dad and I had formed. There was
screaming and yelling and people were staring, but my parents didn’t
seem to care. Next thing I knew, my dad stormed out of the restaurant



for the refuge of the car.

That was always the pattern: an argument followed by my dad
retreating to some remote corner. My mother turned to me that night
as we sat alone at our table for three and said, “Please don’t destroy my
marriage. I don’t think I can live without him.”

I felt sorry for her now and wondered whether I was the driving
wedge between my parents. I was always Daddy’s little girl, and in
order to please him, I always faced to my mother. My mom described
our relationship as black and white. If she said yes, I said no; if she
said fat, I said thin.

I closed the garage’s door and headed back to my room. Once
inside, I pressed my forehead against the window-pane, hoping his car
would be coming back. Maybe it was all a bad dream and soon I'd wake
up.

Then I felt her hand touch my shoulder. My rival, my sparring
partner, took my head in her hands and turned it towards her. She
wasn’t crying anymore, yet I could still feel the wetness of her tears.
There were no words spoken between us that morning. For once, we
both felt the same thing. We were in agreement in our grief. And now
we were left with one chair empty at our table for three.

- Isabel Philley



oi giat minh thire gide boi tiéng cai va trong
nha xe. Tro nguoi, t6i nheo mat nhin dong
ho6. Méi nam gio sang. To6i nhan ra day 1a
.f giong cta b6 va me. T6i nghe b 1én giong, con
giong me thi day kich dong. Toi @ quen véi
nhitng cudc dau khau chan ngay nhu véy, chi co
diéu khong phai vao lic sang sém nhu thé nay.
T6i nhé lai mot 1an minh néi chuyén véi b va
nhan ra rang nhimng an y trong cudc néi chuyén
lan @6 gio day da thanh sy that. Tuan truée,
trong ldc hai b con dang ¢ tiém McDonald’s, bd
da chia sé véi t6i mot bi mat s& 1am thay d6i cudce doi toi mai mai. B6
hoi toi c6 hai 1ong véi nhimng gi dang dién ra trong nha khong. To6i biét
b6 muén 4m chi tinh trang cing thang lu6n hién hiru giita b6 va me. Di
nhién t6i chang hai 1ong voi chuyén nay, nhung t6i cam thay so hai khi
nghi toi canh bé me ly hon.

Ban bé t6i rat nhiéu ngudi c6 bé me ly hon. Va mac du toi biét ba
nguoi ching t6i khong thé tranh khoi viée sé sém tham gia vao nhém
nay, nhung d6 1a mot nhém ma t6i khong hé mudn tro thanh thanh
vién chut nao.

B da chia sé véi t6i bi mat nang né do6 cua bd — mot bi mat ma
khong bao gio toi mudn nghe. B6 nodi rang b sé roi xa me, dong thoi bd
tran an t6i rang bé sé ludn ¢ bén t6i. Toi gat dau ra vé nhu minh @3 hiéu
chuyén, nhung thyc ra ngay tir dau toi chang hiéu gi hét. B6 n6i bo va
me da khong hé hanh phic trong mot thoi gian rat dai. T6i lai nghi, néu
b6 me khong hanh phic, thi tai sao d6 lai 1a mét bi mat quan trong nhu
vay? Tai sao me khong c6 mit & day dé ciing chia sé gidy pht tdi té
nay?

4

B6 6m chat t6i vao long mét cach nguong nghiu, con toi thi to vé khé
chiu v6i bd. Vira gi gai miii, b vira n6i rang b6 van chua san sang dé
ndi voi me viée bd sé& ra di. Toi hoi khi nao bé méi néi, béd nhim mait lai
thd dai: “Khi nao thich hgp”.

Va trong subt hai tuan tir &6 dén nay, t6i van thuong nhin théng vao
mat me ma khong hé tiét 16 bi mat do. To1 dang phan boi me, cling
giéng nhu bb da phan boi me. To6i ¢6 tu thuyét phuc minh rang cudc noi



chuyén cta bé va t6i ¢ cira hang McDonald’s 14 chwa bao gio xay ra.

Gio day, khi nam trén givong va nghe tiéng khoc nghen ngao ciua
me, toi biét rang gidy phut ay da téi. Mic du c6 rat nhiéu diéu me va t6i
ft khi tAm sy ciing nhau, chang han nhu chuyén hen ho yéu duong,
chuyén hoc hanh, ban be, cudc song nhung ngay lac nay day t6i thay
long quan lai vi thuong me. Mdi tleng nac cuia me glong nhu mot mai
tén xuyén qua nguc toi. Noi dau dén ay khung khiép dén ndi sau cung
t6i cfing hiéu dugc khi con tim tan v thi nguoi ta s& cam thiy dau kho
nhu thé nao.

T6i 1& bude khoi givong, nhe nhang di doc theo hanh lang huong vé
phia nha xe - tiéng cai va duong nhu dang phat ra tir d6. Toi chi mo hé
ctra du dé nhin vao bén trong ma van khong bi phat hién.

Canh tuong dang dién ra giira b6 me khién t6i chi muén bat khoc. Me
dang nim chat lay cai mép 4o khoac da cua bd. Me dang cb stre gitr b lai
dé b6 khong bo roi me. Pay khong con 1a nguoi phu nir day tu trong da
ting tir chéi sy gitp do tai chinh cua ba ngoai lac bé t6i 1an dau mat
viéc. Mit me do bung, chan hoa nuée mat, nude miii i chay ra méi khi
me gao lén dau dén. Me khong con chat kiéu hanh nao, bé @3 mang
niém kiéu hanh 4y ra di ciing bé.

B6 giat manh cai 4o khoac va dung mét tay day me ra. B6 néi véi me
rang tat ca da ket thac... “Moi chuyén da két thac tir 1au lam roi, ca hai
chting ta déu biét thé ma”.

Me lai gdo 1én, va trong tiéng khéc than cua me, t6i nghe thay me
than van rén 1i: “Pung, dimg, dimg ma”. Nhung bat chot giong me
chuyén sang gian dir khi me hét 1én: “Ong dinh 1én ra di trong dém tbi
thé nay ding khong? Dting 14 d5 tré con. Ong khong c6 nghi lyc, dng
ding 1a ké hén nhét... T6i cim thu 6ng, d6 ban thiu!”. Me van nhat
quyét khong budng 4o khoAc ciia bé ra.

B6 van ct di, va me chi con naim moi céi 40 khoac cua b trong tay.
B quang vali vao chiéc xe tai d3 mo sin cira. Rbi b ngdi vao sau tay 14i,
khong néi thém 1oi ndo, bé de xe vé phia con duong va l4i di, di khoi
cuoc doi hai me con toi mai mai.

Gio chi con tiéng khoc than dau kho ciia me. Tdi chang lo hang x6m
s& nghe thay nhimg gi da dién ra. Ho da quen véi nhu’ng tleng dong tur
nhimg cudc chlen cia bo me t6i. Ching t6i khong con biét cam gidc xau
hé 14 gi nira réi.

Nhin me twa nguoi vao tuong khoc than ting con trong néi thong
kho, nhirng gi t6i ¢6 thé nghi dén la minh da lam gi dé gay ra chuyén



nay. Phai ching do lan @6 t6i da cai lai me trong ltic ca gia dinh ra ngoai
ding bira téi rat vui vé? Lic @6 me da noi nong véi toi, va to6i nhé bd da
bao me hay binh tinh vi theo bé thi t6i lam ding. Anh mit lanh ling caa
me cho thiy me khong hé hai 1ong vé méi lién két mat thiét giira bb va
toi. Thé 12 bd me t6i la hét, to tiéng véi nhau; va mic cho moi nguoi
nhin chiing t6i cham chim, dudng nhu bé me t6i van khong hé quan
tam. Sau d6 b lao ra khoi nha hang va trén vao trong xe.

Lic nao ciing mot kich ban nhu vay: sau méi tran cai nhau, b6 déu
rat lui vao mot goc khuat ndo do6. Buoi téi hom ay, khi chi con lai hai me
con bén chiéc ban danh cho ba ngudi, me quay sang t6i: “Xin con dung
pha v& cuéc hon nhan nay. Me nghi 1a me khong thé séng thiéu bo”.

Gio t6i cam thay thuong me qua, va toi ty hoi chang biét minh c6
phai 1a nhan t6 gy chia ré bé me hay khong. Toi ludn 14 dtra con gai bé
bong cua bo, va dé lam bo hai long, t6i et luén doi dau voi me. Me noi
moi quan hé glua to1 va me giong nhu mau trang véi ‘mau den. Néu me
noi co, toi sé noéi khong, néu me noéi map, toi lai néi dm.

T6i khép canh cira nha xe lai va tro vé phong. Khi d3 vao phong, to1
di sat tran vao 6 ctra kinh, hy vong chiéc xe cua bé sé& quay tro ve. Co 18
tat ca chi 1a mot gidc mo t6i té va rdi toi sé sém tinh giac.

R&i t6i cam nhan duoc ban tay me dit 1én vai t6i. Nguoi t6i ludn déi
dau, nguoi thuong xuyén tranh luan véi toi — da xoay dau t6i vé phia
minh. Me khong con khéc nita, nhung t6i van cam nhan duogc hoi 4m
cia nhiing giot nudc mat caa me. SAng hom do, hai me con da khong
n6i véi nhau 101 ndo. Vi lan nay ca hai me con déu c6 cam giac giéng
nhau. Me va t6i da c6 duoc su thong cam do cung himg chiu mot ndi
dau. Va dén bay gio, cling chi c6 hai me con t6i bén chiéc ban danh cho
ba nguoi nhung c6 mét chiéc ghé tréng.

- Isabel Philley



A house 1s not a home

"~ y first year of high school felt
s M awkward. After leaving primary
: school at the head of my class, it felt
strange starting over as a freshman. The

¢  RNB
, ! & ’ school was twice as big as my old school,
AN ‘N BB and to make matters worse, my closest
‘b _ ‘ﬁ*' & friends were sent to a different high school.
Y 4 ‘ e

I felt very isolated.

I missed my old teachers so much that I
would go back and visit them. They would
encourage me to get involved in school

activities so that I could meet new people. They told me that in time I
would adjust and probably end up loving my new school more than I
had my old one. They made me promise that when that happened I
would still come by and visit them from time to time. I understand why
they said that, but I took some comfort in it nonetheless.

One Sunday afternoon not long after I had started high school, I
was sitting at home at our dining-room table doing homework. It was a
cold and windy fall day, and we had a fire going in our fireplace. As
usual, my tabby cat was lying on top of all my papers, purring loudly
and occasionally swatting at my pen for entertainment’s sake.

She was never far from me. I had rescued her when she was a
kitten, and somehow she knew that I was the one responsible for
giving her “the good life.”

My mother kept stoking the fire to keep the house nice and warm.
Suddenly, I smelled something strange, and then I noticed smoke
pouring in through the seams of the ceiling. The smoke began to fill the
room so quickly that we could barely see. Groping our way to the front
door, we all ran out into the front yard. By the time we made our way
outside, the whole roof was engulfed in flames and it was spreading
quickly. I ran to the neighbors to call the fire department, while I
watched my mother run back into the house.

My mother then ran out of the house carrying a small metal box full
of important documents. She dropped the case on the lawn and, in a
crazed state, ran back into the house. I knew what she was after. My



father had died when I was young, and I was certain that she was not
going to let his pictures and letters go up in flames. They were the only
things that she had to remember him by. Still I screamed at her,
“Mom! No!”

I was about to run in after her when I felt a large hand hold me
back. It was a fireman. I hadn’t even noticed that the street had already
filled with fire trucks. I was trying to free myself from his grasp,
yelling, “You don’t understand, my mother’s in there!”

He held on to me while other firefighters ran into the house. He
knew that I wasn’t acting very coherently and that if he were to let go,
I’d run. He was right.

“It’s all right, they’ll get her,” he said.

He wrapped a blanket around me and sat me down in our car. Soon
after that, a fireman emerged from our house with my mom in tow. He
quickly took her over to the truck and put an oxygen mask on her. I ran
over and hugged her.

“She’s going to be okay,” said the fireman. “She just inhaled a little
smoke.” And then he ran back to fight the fire while my mother and I
sat there dazed. I remember watching my house burn down and
thinking that there was nothing I could do about it.

Five hours later, the fire was finally out. Our house was almost
completely burned down. But then it struck me... I hadn’t seen my cat.
Where was my cat? Much to my horror, I realized that she was
nowhere to be found. Then all at once it hit me - the new school, the
fire, my cat - I broke down in tears and cried and cried. I was suffering
loss.

The firemen wouldn’t let us go back into the house that night. It was
still too dangerous. Dead or alive, I couldn’t imagine leaving without
knowing about my cat. Regardless, I had to go. We piled into the car
with just the clothes on our backs and a few of the firemen’s blankets,
and made our way to my grandparents’ house to spend the night.

The next day, Monday, I went to school. When the fire broke out, I
was still wearing the dress I had worn to church that morning, but I
had no shoes! I had kicked them off when I was doing my homework.
They became yet another casualty of the fire. So I had to borrow some
tennis shoes from my aunt. Why couldn’t I just stay home from school?
I was totally embarrassed by everything. The clothes I was wearing
looked weird, I had no books, and my backpack was gone. I had my life



in that backpack! The more I tried to fit in, the worse it got. Was I
destined to be an outcast and a geek all my life? I didn’t want to grow
up, change or have to handle life if it was going to be this way. I just
wanted to curl up and die.

I walked around school like a zombie. Everything felt surreal, and I
wasn’t sure what was going to happen. All the security I had known,
from my old school, my friends, my house and my cat had all been
ripped away.

When I walked through what used to be my house after school that
day, I was shocked to see how much damage there was - whatever
hadn’t burned was destroyed by the water and chemicals they had used
to put out the fire. The only material things not destroyed were the
photo albums, documents and some other personal items that my

mother had managed to rescue. But my cat was gone and my heart
ached for her.

There was no time to grieve. My mother rushed me out of the
house. We would have to find a place to live, and I would have to go
buy some clothes for school. We had to borrow money from my
grandparents because there were no credit cards, cash or even any
identification to be able to withdraw money from the bank. Everything
had gone up in smoke.

That week the rubble that used to be our house was being cleared
off. Even though we had rented an apartment nearby, I would go over
to watch them clear away debris, hoping that my cat was somewhere to
be found. She was gone. I remember every mornings when I would
disturb her and get out of bed, she would tag along after me, climb up
my robe and crawl into my pocket to fall asleep. I was missing her
terribly.

It always seems that bad news spreads quickly, and in my case it
was no different. Everyone in high school, including the teachers, was
aware of my plight. I was embarrassed as if somehow I were
responsible. What a way to start off at a new school! This was not the
kind of attention I was looking for.

The next day at school, people were acting even more strange than
usual. When I was getting ready for gym class, people were milling
around me, asking me to hurry up. I thought it strange, but after the
past few weeks, nothing would surprise me. It almost seemed that they
were trying to shove me into the gym - then I saw why. There was a big
table set up with all kinds of “stuff” on it, just for me. They had taken



up a collection and bought me school supplies, notebooks, all kinds of
different clothes. It was like Christmas. I was overcome by emotion.
People who had never spoken to me before were coming up to me to
introduce themselves. I got all kinds of invitations to their houses.
Their genuine outpouring of concern really touched me. In that
instant, I breathed a sigh of relief and thought that things were going
to be okay. I made friends that day.

A month later, I was at my house watching them rebuild it. But this
time it was different - I wasn’t alone. I was with two of my new friends
from school. It took a fire for me to stop focusing on my feelings of
insecurity and open up to all the wonderful people around me. Now I
was sitting there watching my house being rebuilt when I realized my
life was doing the same thing.

While we sat there planning my new bedroom, I heard someone
walk up to me from behind and say, “Does this belong to you?” When I
turned around to see who it was, I couldn’t believe my eyes. A woman
was standing there holding my cat! I leapt up and grabbed her out of
the woman’s arms. I held her close to me and cried. She purred
happily. My friends were hugging me, hugging the cat and jumping
around.

Apparently, my cat had been so freaked by the fire that she ran over
a mile away. Her collar had our phone number on it, but our phones
had been destroyed and disconnected. This wonderful woman took her
in and worked hard to find out whose cat it was. Somehow, she knew
this cat was loved and sorely missed.

As I sat there with my friends and my cat curled up in my lap, all
the overwhelming feelings of loss and tragedy seemed to diminish. I
felt gratitude for my life, my new friends, the kindness of a stranger
and the purr of my beloved cat. My cat was back and so was I.

- Zan Gaudioso



am dau tién khi t6i vao hoc cap hai

qua that rat kho khin. Tuy két thic

chuong trinh tiéu hoc ¢ vi tri nhat 16p,
nhung t6i van c6 cam giac la 1am khi phai bat
dau lai vai vai tro 1a mot hoc sinh nam dau.
Truong méi caa t6i 16n gap doi truong cil.
Moi chuyén con t6i té hon nira khi nhimng
nguoi ban than nhat cua t6i lai hoc ¢ mot
ngoi truong khac. Toi cam thay that c6 don.

T6i rat nhé cac thay co cii caa minh nén
da tro vé tham. Thay c6 da dong vién t6i nén
tham gia vao cac hoat déng cua truong dé gap g& thém ban méi. Thay c6
con bao sém muon thi t6i cling sé thich nghi va cé thé toi sé yéu ngoi
truong méi hon ca ngdi truong cii. Thay c¢6 con muédn t6i hira 1a néu diéu
do co6 xay ra thi thinh thoang t6i hay ghé vé thim ho. T6i hiéu tai sao
thay c6 lai néi nhu vay, nhung du sao t6i cling cam thay dugc an i phan
nao.

Vao mot chiéu cha nhat khong 1au sau khi nhap hoc, t6i ngdi lam bai
tap bén chiéc ban 4n trong nha bép. D6 1a mot ngay mua thu lanh I¢o
day glo nén lac a ay chting t6i da dot lira trong 10 suéi. Cling nhu moi khi,
con méo mudp nam trén chong glay, ru rr rd to, thinh thodng con dua
gion bang cAch vo 1y may cAy viét cia t6i. Con meéo iy chua bao gio roi
t6i nra bude. Toi da ciru séng noé khi né hay con 1a mot con méo con, va
chang hiéu sao no lai biét duoc tdi chinh 14 ngudi ¢6 trach nhiém mang
lai cho n6 “méot cudce song no du”.

Me t6i van tiép tuc cho than vao 10 suai dé giir cho ciin nha dugce 4m
4p va dé chiu. Bong nhién, t6i ngui thay c6 mui gi 12 la, va toi thay khoi
dang bay ra tir nhitng khe hé trén tran nha. Khéi nhanh chéng tran
ngap khap cin phong khién chiing t6i hau nhu khoéng nhin thay gi nira.
Lan mo tim duoc dudng ra téi cira chinh, ching t6i chay that nhanh ra
khoang san trudc nha. Ngay khi chiing t6i vira thoat ra dugce bén ngoai
thi toan bo phan m4i nha da ngap chim trong bién lira. Lira lan ra xung
quanh rat nhanh. Téi chay sang nha hang x6m dé goi cho déi ciru hoa
va chot thdy me dang chay vao nha.

Sau d6 me chay ra, mang theo mot hop nho bang kim loai chua
nhitng giay to quan trong. Me bo chiéc hop xuong bai cé va trong trang



thai hoang loan, me lai chay tré vao trong nha. Té6i biét tiép theo me
dinh lay gi. B6 mat ldc t6i con rat nho, va toi chic chan 1a me sé khong
dé nhirg tim hinh cfing nhu nhitng 14 thu cta b bi lira thiéu rui. P6 1a
nhimng th duy nhat me c6 dé tuéng nhé dén bé. Tuy vay toi van thét
lén: “Me oi, dung!”.

T6i dinh chay theo me vao nha thi chot cam nhan thdy mot ban tay
to 16n kéo minh trg lai. D6 1a moét nguoi linh ctru hoa. Tham chi t6i con
khong dé ¥ rang nhiing chiéc xe ciru hoa da xuat hién day ca con duong.
T6i ¢ viing minh thoat khoi vong tay ctia nguoi linh va la 1én: “Chua
khong biét gi hét, me chau dang & trong do!”.

Cht ay van 6m ly t6i trong khi nhing nguoi linh khac chay vao
trong nha. Chu ay bict rang t6i dang hanh dong khong dugc tinh tao, va
néu cha ay bo toi ra, toi sé chay ngay vao nha. Chu ay da dang.

“Moi chuyén sé 6n ca thoi, ho sé ciru duwoc me chau”, chi ay noi.

Cht quang tim chin quanh nguoi t6i roi dat toi ngdi vao trong xe. It
1au sau d6, mot nguoi linh ctru hoa diu me téi chay ra khoi nha. Cht ay
nhanh chong dua me vao trong xe ciru hoa va chup mat na 6-xy cho me.
Tb6i chay t6i va 6m cham lay me.

“Me ch4u sé khong sao dau”, nguoi linh ctru hoa néi. “Ba y chi hit
phai mot it khoi thoi”. Néi rdi chi ay chay tro vao nha dé dap dam lua,
trong khi hai me con t6i bang hoang ngoéi 6. T6i nhé 1a da trong thay
ca ngdi nha cua minh bi thiéu rui, va lac d6 t6i da nghi rang han minh
s& khong thé 1am gi duoc nira.

Sau nim tiéng dong hd, cudi cing dam chay ciing duoc dap tit. Ngoi
nha cia ching t6i hau nhu bi chay rui hoan toan. Sau db t6i giat minh
nhé ra... To6i chang thdy con méo ciia minh d4u ca. Con méo muép cua
t6i dAu roi? To6i kinh hoang nhan ra né da bién mét. Tt ca déu ap dén
cung mét lac — truong mai, héa hoan, con meo cia t6i — toi suy sup tinh
than va ctr thé 6a khoc nuc né. Toi phai chiu dung mot mat mat qué lon.

bém hom do, nhimg nguoi linh ciru hoa khong cho chting t6i quay
vao nha. Trong 4y van con rat nguy hiém. T6i nghi minh khong thé bo
di néu van chua biét duoc con méo con séng hay @3 chét. Nhung du vay,
t6i van phai di. Chung t6i 1én xe dén nha ong ba dé ngi qua dém chi véi
doc mot bo quan 4o trén ngudi ciing miy tam chiin cia linh ciu hoa. Roi
chtng t6i 1ai xe.

Ngay hom sau 1a thi hai, t6i di hoc. Lic xdy ra héa hoan, tdi van con
khodc trén nguoi by vay ma t61 da méc di nha tho vao sang hom do,
nhung t6i lai khong c6 giay! To6i da da bat ching ra ldac dang ngoi lam



bai tap. Ching da tro thanh mot nan nhan nita cia ddm chay. Vi thé toi
phai muon tam doéi giay danh tennis cia c6 toi. Tai sao t6i khong nghi
hoc ¢ nha nhi? Téi cam thay that nguong vi tat ca moi tha. Bo quan 4o
toi dang mac trong that di hom, toi khong c6 sach v, con cai cap cling
mat roi. Ca cudc doi toi trong chiée cap d6! Cang cé ste thich nghi, toi
cam thay moi chuyén cang toi té. Chéng 18 56 t6i phai tre thanh mot ke
v0 gia cu va gan dé u? To1 chang con muodn truong thanh, thay doi hay
phai xoay x¢ véi cudc song néu no cu dién ra theo cach nay. Téi chi
mudn thu minh lai va chét di cho xong.

Tbi di lai trong truong nhu mot cai xac khong hon. Moi thir déu tro
nén ky di, va t6i khong biét sé con chuyén gi xay ra nita. Moi yén vui ma
toi biét, tir truong cii, ban bé, réi ngdi nha, va ca con meéo cua toi déu
khong con nira.

Hoém 4y, sau budi hoc, t6i di ngang qua chd trude day timg 1a nha
ctia minh va simg so khi thay muc do thiét hai do tran hoa hoan gy ra —
nhitng thir khong bi thiéu chdy thi ciing bi nudc hogc hoa chat ding dé
dap lira pha huy hét. Thtr duy nhat khong bi thiéu huy la nhiing tim
hinh, mot sé gidy to va mot it vat dung cA nhan ma me da rat vat va méi
gitr 1a1 duoc. Nhung con meo cua toi thi da biét tam, va toi that sy dau
don vi diéu nay.

Khong c6 thoi gian dé dau budn. Me day toi ra ngoai. Me con toi
phai tim chd dé ¢, va toi cling phai mua quan 4o dé mic di hoc. Chting
t6i da phai muon tién cua 6ng ba vi khong con thé tin dung, tién mait,
hay tham chi 12 mét manh gidy ching nhan dé c6 thé riat tién tir ngan
hang. Moi tha da bi @6t thanh tro bui.

Tuan do6, ddng gach vun timg 12 nha cua t6i duoc nguoi ta thu don
sach s&. Mic di me con t6i da thué mot cin ho ¢ gan do, nhu:ng toi van
hay ghe ngang qua xem nguoi ta don dong gach vun, hi vong c6 thé tim
thay con meéo cua minh. N6 da di that roi. Con nho moi sang khi toi
danh thire n6 day roi bude ra khoi givong, né cu 18o déo theo sau, tréo
1én 40 choang va bo vao trong ti 4o t6i dé ngu tiép. Toi nhé né kinh
khung.

Duong nhu tin xau thuong lan di rat nhanh, va truong hop cua toi
cling vay. Moi ngudi ¢ truong cap hai, ké ca cic thay c6, déu biét dén
hoan canh cua t6i. Toi cam thay béi réi nhu thé minh 1a nguoi chiu trach
nhiém trong chuyén nay. That 1a mot khoi dau chang hay ho gi ¢ ngdi
truong méi! T6i khong mudn tao sy chid ¥ bang cach nay chut nao.

Vio buoéi hoc [{é tiép, moi nguoi c6 hanh dong ky la hon binh thuong.
Khi t6i dang chuan bi cho tiét hoc thé duc thi cac ban dén vay quanh toi,



bao t6i hay nhanh lIén. T6i nghi chuyén nay that ky la, nhung sau khi
trai qua may tuan trudc dé thi khong thi gi 6 thé 1am toi ngac nhién
duogc nita. Duong nhu moi ngudi dang cb day toi vao phong tap thé duc
— va sau cung toi da hiéu tai sao ho lai lam nhu vay. O @6 c6 mot cai ban
16n, va trén ban 1a du thi “d6” danh riéng cho t6i. Moi ngudi da to chic
mot cudc quyén gop va mua cho t6i d6 ding hoc tap, sach Vo va quan ao
du kiéu. Hét nhu ngay Giang sinh vay. Long t6i ngap tran niém xdc
dong. Nhung ngu:m truge day chua ting néi chuyén voi toi da tlen dén
gan toi va ty gioi thi¢u vé minh. T6i nhan dugc nhiéu 161 moi vé nha ho

song. Su quan tam chan thanh cua moi ngudi khién t6i vo cliing cam
dong Va trong chinh khodnh khic dé, to1 da tho phao nhe nhom véi
niém tin va suy nghi rang moi chuyén roi s& 6n. Hom d6 toi da két ban
vGi moi nguoi.

Mot thang sau, t6i dung ngay trong can nha cia minh, nhin nguoi ta
x4y lai n6. Nhung lan nay @i khéc roi - t6i khong phai dimg mot minh
ma cung véi hai nguoi ban mai caa toi. Phai ¢6 mot tran héa hoan méi
khién t6i thoi khong cht tdm dén cam gic thicu ty tin, tro nén coi mo
Vi tat ca nhung con nguoi tuyét voi xung quanh minh. Lic ay to1 ngoi
do, quan sat ng01 nha cua minh dang dugc xay lai va nhén ra rang cudc
doi cua téi cling dang c6 mot chuyén bién tuong tu.

Lic ching t6i dang ngdi phac hoa cin phong ngu thi téi nghe c6
tiéng ai d6 tir phia sau: “Pay c6 phai cua chau khong?”. Téi quay dau lai
dé xem 12 ai, va t6i khong thé tin duoc vao mat minh. Mot ngudi phu nir
dang dimg d6 6m con méo cia t6i! To6i nhao ngay toi va bé lay con méo
tr tay nguoi phy nt. T6i 6m né that chit vao long va bat khoc. Meo ta
cling rir rir hanh phtc. Céc ban cia t6i 6m lay t6i, 6m liy con méo cua
toi va nhay vong quanh.

Chic 1a meéo ta qua hoang so vi ddm ch4y nén da chay di xa ca dam.
Trén vong cb ctia nd cd sd dién thoai cua nha t6i, nhung dién thoai da bi
ch4y mat va khong con lién lac dugc nita. Nguoi phu nit tot bung iy da
mang con meéo vé nha va véat va tim cho ra chi caa né. Hinh nhu ba
cling biét rang c6 mot ngudi ndo d6 rat yéu quy con meo va dang
thuong nhd noé vo cung.

Khi t6i ngdi d6 ciing cac ban, véi con méo nam cudn tron trong 1ong,
nhimg cam giac vé sy mat mat va dau kho trong t6i duong nhu tan bién.
T6i cam thay biét on cudc doi, biét on cac ban, biét on 1ong tét cua mot
ngudi xa la va biét on ca tiéng kéu cia c6 méo dang yéu. Con méo cia
t6i da quay tro vé, va téi ciing thé.

- Zan Gaudioso



Vé tic gia va su ra doi cua Chicken
Soup for the Soul

ack Canfield 1a mot dién thuyét gia noi tiéng nguoi My, tot nghiép
JDai hoc Harvard, nhan bang cao hoc cua Pai hoc Massachusetts va

hoc vi tién si caa Dai hoc Santa Monica. Véi kién thic sau rong, cach
no6i chuyén thuyét phuc va 16i cudn, 6ng da gitp rat nhiéu ngudi kham
pha sirc manh ban than dé theo dudi va thyuce hién vde mo cua minh.
Trong sudt 25 nim qua, 6ng da thuc hién nhiéu budi ndi chuyén véi
nhirng tdp doan 16n nhu: Virgin Records, Sony Pictures, Merrill Lynch,
Federal Express, Sonic Burger, Income Builders International...

Ong da thuc hién hon 4 ngan buéi néi chuyén cho hon 2 triéu

thinh gia ¢ 32 quéc gia vé nhimg dé tai lién quan dén cudc séng,
tim kiém strc manh tinh than va phat trién néi tAm, chién luoc kinh
doanh va hiéu qua trong cong viéc. Ong nhiéu lan duwoc moi noéi chuyén
trén cac dai truyén hinh va phat thanh néi tiéng nhu: ABC, CBS, PBS,
CNN... va hién dang la mot trong nhirng nhan vat dugc khan thinh gia
yéu thich nhat.

Mark Victor Hansen ciing 12 mét dién thuyét gia rat tAm huyét.

SU RA DPOI CUA “CHICKEN SOUP FOR THE
SOUL”:

Trong nhimng budi dién thuyét cia minh, Jack Canfield va Mark
Victor Hansen thuong tiép can véi thinh gia bang nhimg ciu chuyén c6
that, xtic dong va ¥ nghia, c6 tac dung dong vién tinh than, gitp moi
ngudi cb thé cam nhan siu sic dugc nhitng ¥ tuong va tinh than cia budi
noi chuyén.

Sau nhimmg lan nhu vay, thinh gia ¢ khap moi noi mong muén dugc
doc va luu giit nhing cAu chuyén thi vi ay. Mot s6 nguoi dé nghi Jack va
Mark tap hop nhiing ciu chuyén thanh mét quyén sach. Pén nim 1990,
ho méi bat tay vao thuc hién y tuong nay. Nhung viéc chuyén nhimng ciu
chuyén ké thanh mot quyén sach khong don gian nhu ho ting nghi. Hai
ngudi gap rat nhiéu kho khin, nhit 13 trong qué trinh bién tap cac bai
viét. Sau 3 nim lam viéc miét mai, ca hai chi méi tong hop duoc 68 cau
chuyén, con qua it so v6i con sé 101 cAu chuyén - con s6 ma ho tin 1 s&



tao nén dau 4n cho sy thanh cong cia mot quyén sach.

Jack va Mark quyét dinh tim dén cAc nha dién thuyét khac dé thu
thap thém cau chuyén bo sung vao quyén sach. Cach nay gitp ca hai da
c6 duoc nhiéu ciu chuyén hay va cam dong tir nhirng con nguoi binh
thuong nhung cé thé vuot 1én 1am duogc diéu phi thuong.

Mot lan nira, Jack va Mark tiép tuc nho 40 nha dién thuyét chuyén
nghiép khac doc va thaim dinh ting ciu chuyén, va cho thang diém tur 1
dén 10 vé tinh chan thuc, giy xtic dong va c gia tri dong vién tinh than.
Sau ciing, 101 ciu chuyén c6 diém cao nhat da duoc tuyén chon.

Thé nhung quyén sach nay van chua c6 tén. Ca hai sém nhan thay
rang chinh tén quyén sach gép phan rat 16n vao sy thu huat ban doc.
Jack nh lai nhirng 1an bi 6m, 6ng thuong duogc #n xtp ga do me nau.
Me Jack noéi loai xtip nay cé thé gitip phuc hdi strc khoe cho nhitng
ngudi dang dau yéu. Mot ¥ tuong bung sang trong Jack. Quyén sach nay
cling c6 tac dung chira lanh nhimng bénh, khong phai cho co thé nhu xap
ga don thuan ma cho tAm hoén con ngudi. Tén sach “Chicken Soup for
the Soul” ra doi tir d6 va nhanh chéng tro nén néi tiéng khap thé gisi.

KHONG TU BO UOC MO

Dé quyén sach dén dugc voi moi nguoi, viée dau tién 1a phai thuyét
phuc mét Nha Xuat Ban dong y in.

Nha xuét ban dau tién doc xong va ghi nan nét trén ban thao: “Gui
tra. Khong hop tac! Pe tai qua binh thuong’.

Nha xuét ban tht hai tra 1oi “Khong c6 ¥ tuong gi la ca, nhimg
chuyén nay ai ma chang biét, ai ma chang trai qua nhirng chuyén tuong
tu nhu vay”.

Nha xuét ban tha ba nhan xét: “Sizc bdn han ché - sach nay chi danh
cho nhitng nguwoi than kinh c6 van de.”

Nha xuét ban tht ba muoi ciing vay. Két qua té hai nay nam ngoai du
kién va stc tuong tuong cua hai nguoi. Jack va Mark da phai chiu dung
dén 33 1an tir chdi trong 3 nam di khap noi gui ban thao chi khong phai
chi trong vai ba thang nhu du kién. C6 nhiing lic tuéng chimg nhu da
bo cudc nhung ho van ¢b gang vuot qua va quyét tam kién tri dén cung.

Nam 1992, Jack va Mark tham du Hoi thao Nghiép doan Ban sach

Hoa Ky (American Booksellrers’ Association Convention). Tai day, hai
nguoi di tir gian hang nay dén gian hang khac, tro chuyén vai cac bién



tap vién, va chia s¢ quan diém cua ho vé nhu:ng gia tri tinh than siu sic
ma quyén sach nay s€ mang lai. Hai ngum nhan manh rang nhing cau
chuyén trong quyen sach sé glup moi ngudi rong mao trai tim, nhan thuac
duoc nhimmg gia tri tinh than va duy tri 1ong can dam dé theo dudi ude
mo, khat vong ciia minh. Sau @4, ban thao da duoc giri dén Peter Vegso,
Chu tich Tap doan Xuat ban Health Communications. May man thay
Peter Vegso sém nhan ra gia tri tiém an cua quyén sach va dong y xuat
ban ngay.

Trai qua ching duong gian nan, dén ngay 28/6/1993, quyén
“Chicken Soup for the Soul” dau tién da ra doi va tré thanh moén qua
ming Giang sinh va ndm méi dugc yéu thich nhat lic by gio. Nhimg ai
mua mot quyen sach déu quay lai mua thém nhiéu quyen nira dé 1am
qua tang ngu’m than va ban be. Khap noi ai cung noi vé quyén sach cua

“moét loai xtip ky diéu cho tam hon Moi ngum ke lai cho nhau nghe
nhitng cau chuyén trong sach m01 khi ai @6 c6 van dé tuong tu. Quyen
sach da that sy tao nén mét con sét va hién tuong trong nganh xuat ban.

CHINH PHUC THE GIOI

Dén thang 9 nim 1994, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” @3 nam trong
danh sach sach ban chay nhat theo binh chon cua thoi bdo New York
Times, The Washington Post, Publishers Weekly, USA Today va thém
5 to bao ¢6 uy tin cia Canada.

Dau nim 1995, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” dat giai thuéng ABBY
(American Bestseller’s Book of the Year) - mét giai thuong c6 danh
tiéng, duoc binh chon bai khach hang cua cic hé théng phat hanh sach
toan nudc My.

Cudi ndm 1995, “Chicken Soup for the Soul”tiép tuc nhén giai
thuong “Quyén sach trong nam - Book of the Year” do tap chi Body,
Mind & Soul binh chon.

Nam 1996, bo sach “Chicken Soup for the Soul” da dugc American
Family Institute trao giai thuong “Non-Fiction Literacy Award”. Riéng
quyén “Condensed Chicken Soup for the Soul” va “A Cup of Chicken
Soup for the Soul” dugc trao giai “Story Teller World Award” cho b
tuyén chon nhitng cAu chuyén hay nhét duoc doc gia binh chon.

Trong hai nam 1997 va 1998, Jack Canfield va Mgrk Victor Hansen
da lién tuc git vi tri “Tac Gia C6 Sach Ban Chay Nhat Trong Nam - The
Best-Selling Authors of the Year”.



Va vao ngay 24/5/1998, Jack va Mark da duoc ghi tén vao bd sach
ky luc thé gidi Guinness 1a tac gia duoc yéu thich nhat cé ctung lic 7 tya
sach trong bo “Chicken Soup for the Soul” dugc thoi bao New York
Times binh chon 1a nhirng sach ban chay nhat.

Ngay nay, bat cr ai cling biét dén cai tén “Chicken Soup for the
Soul”. Moi nguoi chuyén tay nhau, giri e-mail, ké cho nhau va binh luan
nhitng cau chuyén trich tir b6 sach nay. Va “Chicken Soup for the Soul”
da tro thanh mot thuong hiéu 16n c6 gia tri khong chi vé mat thuong
mai ma con & tinh nhan vin cao dep. O My, nguoi ta goi né 1a “A
Billion Dollar Brand” (Thuong hiéu tri gia hang ti do la). Thong qua
nhimng cau chuyén trong bo sach nay, ban c6 thé tim lai chinh minh, c6
thém niém tin, nghj luc dé thyc hién nhitg véc mo, khat vong, biét chia
sé va dong cam v4i ndi dau cua nhitng nguodi xung quanh, tim lai dugc
nhing gia trj dich thuc cia cudc soéng. D6 chinh 1a diéu gitp bo sach
“Chicken Soup for the Soul” ton tai mai voi thoi gian va trong long moi
nguoi.



Frankenstein: tén mot nhan vat trong bo phim kinh di dwgc chuyén thé ttr tiéu
thuyét cung tén cua tiéu thuyét gia Mary Wollstonecraft Shelley (Anh).
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