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Cung ban doc

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

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

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

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

- First News



hen we mourn the loss of someone we love, it feels like no one

in the world can understand what we are going through - the

pain, the agony, the overwhelming loss. Chicken Soup for
the Grieving Soul is our gift to those who are brokenhearted. Some
of the greatest rewards for us in producing Chicken Soup books are the
letters we receive from our readers telling us how our stories have
impacted their lives. Literally thousands of people have reported
finding comfort and healing during their toughest times. It was in
response to these readers and their requests that Chicken Soup for
the Grieving Soul was created.

A miracle occurs when people bravely write their stories to share
with the world. In the process of writing them, they are reconnected
with that which they have lost. In the reading of their stories, others
are connected to them. And in that connection, everyone feels less
alone. Each gains a little more strength for living their life and
navigating their way through the challenges and over the hurdles of
this journey called grieving.

We offer this collection of true, short stories - a place where those
suffering a loss can find solace in reading how those in similar, or
completely different, situations have handled their grief. These storie
are so powerful, so poignant, that you may want to read just one at a
sitting and then take time to absorb its message. You will discover that
in each story, the thread of hope is woven. Hope for tomorrow. Hope
for healing. Hope for once more embracing life and moving on.

Please accept this gift from us and know that we are with you in
spirit on this painful yet powerful part of your journey through life.
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Lo1 gidi thiéu
hi chting ta khoc thuong cho su ra di cia mot nguoi than yéu, han
B chiing ta s& cam théy rang chang ai trén the gian nay c6 thé hicu

duoc nhu:ng gl ma chung ta dang phai trai qua — do6 1a ndi dau,
long tiéc thuong vo han va cam gidc mat mat tot cung. Chicken Soup
for the Grieving Soul 1a m6n qua ma ching toi tran trong giri ting
den tat ca nhiing trai tim dang dau kho. Phan thuong lon nhat danh cho
chung t6i trong qué trinh bién soan quyen sach nay la nhiing 14 thu
chung t61 nhan duoc tur doc gid, tdm sy ve anh huéng tich cyc cua nhimg
cau chuyen trong quyen sach dbi véi cudce doi ho. Qua that da c6 hang
ngan doc gid noi rang ho da tim thay dugc ngudn an ui va kha ning han
gan vét thuong trong khoang thoi gian khoé khin nhat ma ho phai trai
qua. Dé dap lai su ting ho nhiét tinh cfing nhu nhu cau cua quy ban doc,
chting t6i da cho ra doi quyén sach Chicken Soup for the Grieving
Soul.

Phép mau sé& xuat hién khi ¢6 nhiéu nguoi sé chia nhitng ciu chuyén
ctia minh voi moi nguoi trén thé giéi. Khi viét lai nhitng cu chuyén iy,
ho sé lai duoc két ndi voi nhimng gi da mat. Khi nhitng nguoi khac doc
truyén, moi ngudi cling sé ndi két voi ho. Va trong méi lién két ay,
ching ta s& cam thay b6t c6 doc hon. Mdi nguoi s& ty tiép thém cht stc
manh cho cudc séng cua chinh minh va tim ra con duong vugt qua
nhirng thi thach cing nhu nhirng rao can cua chiang hanh trinh dau

kho.

Chting t6i cho ra doi tuyén tap nhiitng cAu chuyén ngin c6 that nay
dé nhimg ai dang dau kho s& tim thay niém an ui khi biét dugc nhimmg
hoan canh tuong tu, hay cling c6 thé 1a hoan toan khéc biét véi minh -
da vuot qua dau kho nhu thé ndo. Nhimg cAu chuyén nay that su rat sau
sac va c6 mot sire truyén cam manh mé, dén murc ban chi muén doc mot
mach khong roi quyén sach, va sau d6 1a danh thoi gian dé suy ngém.
Ban sé kham phéa ra réng moi cAu chuyén 1a mét soi chi hy vong va tit ca
chung déu duoc dan két lai voi nhau. Hy vong vao ngay mai. Hy vong
vao kha nang han gan vét thu’orng Hy vong vao tinh yéu cufc song mot
lan nira s& hoi sinh va ngdy cang tréi day.

Xin hiy dén nhan mén qua cua chiing t6i va hay nhé rang ching toi
luén bén ban trong cudc hanh trinh dau kho nhung cting that sy manh
mé ay cua cudc doi.
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ometimes, when sorrow is deep and the healing
balm of time moves too slowly, a grieving heart may
look for consolation in something more tangible.
When I lost my mother, the comfort I sought depended
on the survival of a single rose.

My husband and I are avid rose growers. When we joined a local
rose society, we became involved in rose competitions where hundreds
of blooms of every color and variety are judged for trophies. Growing
show roses takes a great deal of time and energy, but the garden was
our safe haven where we gladly retreated into a world of sunshine and

beauty.

My mother also loved our yard, and each time she came to our
home, she would soon disappear into the garden. I often teased her
about wanting to visit with the roses more than with us. She had been
struggling with progressive kidney failure, and the garden was where
she went to recover after her exhausting dialysis treatments. When she
was strong enough, she would roam through the pathways inspecting
and clipping her way around the bushes, since it was her self-
appointed mission to fill the house with beautiful bouquets.
Eventually, when she became too ill to walk through the garden, she
was content to sit in the shade surrounded by the flowers and birds. By
the end of summer she had grown very frail, and with a heavy heart I
knew this would be her last summer in the garden.

An unpredictable complication sent her into a coma, and she
suddenly passed away two days before Christmas. After the funeral, I
went into the garden hoping to find some comfort in the place she had
loved so much. I was searching for a sense of her spirit among the
roses, but the garden was in its dormant stage and the barrenness
matched the emptiness I felt in my heart.

The following day, some friends from church brought us a new
rose-bush in her memory. They had selected one called Dainty Bess, a
beautiful five-petal rose in cotton-candy pink with dark red stamens
and a soft, sweet smell. It would be a lovely reminder of mother. We
planted the rose-bush near the place where she had spent so many
peaceful hours, and for me the bush became a symbol of her ongoing
spirit. I spent the winter months pampering the little plant, urging it to



survive and grow strong.

The cold rains finally stopped, and an early spring transformed our
yard into a riot of fragrant color. Mother would have loved it, and I
missed sharing her joy and enthusiasm for the garden.

Dainty Bess was thriving, covered with bright green leaves and, to
our surprise, five long-stemmed buds. When the first delicate bloom
opened, my spirits soared for the first time in months.

Our first rose show was five days away, and I became determined to
enter a Dainty Bess bloom in memory of my mother’s life, believing
this would finally put an end to my grieving. Unusually warm weather
had quickly opened three of the five buds, so I cut the last two and
placed them in the refrigerator to slow the blooming process. The day
before the show, I tried to force them open by putting them in warm
water. The first bud refused to open and simply bowed its head, but the
last one was perfect I placed it back in the refrigerator and prayed it
would survive. Later that day, a nagging fear of losing the last rose sent
me out to the garden hoping to find another Dainty Bess hiding among
the leaves, but there was no sign of a bud anywhere.

The next morning I opened up the refrigerator to find a bare stem
in the vase and five pink petals lying on the shelf! I burst into tears.
Losing the rose suddenly brought back all the memories of losing my
mother. My husband gave me a comforting hug. “We’ll enter a Dainty
Bess at the next show,” he said soothingly. But I could hear the
disappointment in his voice.

With heavy hearts, we went into the garden to check the rest of the
rose-bushes for last-minute blooms before leaving for the show. Barely
glancing at the Dainty Bess bush as I walked by, a small splash of color
caught my eye. My gasp of surprise brought Rich rushing over to see
what was wrong, and together we stared in disbelief at a single long-
stemmed, tightly folded bud in the center of the bush. Faith had taught
me to believe in miracles but this was beyond all understanding.
Almost afraid to touch it, I finally cut the stem. In stunned silence, we
drove to the show.

When we arrived at the exhibit hall, the bud had barely begun to
unfurl. I polished the leaves, then cupped my hands over the bloom
and gave it several warm puffs of my breath to encourage it to open. I
knew the rose would be disqualified if the petals weren’t fully opened
by the time it was judged.

After I had done all I could, I stood back and looked at the little



rose. Its beauty was breathtaking. Its half-opened petals reaching
upward reminded me that I had been blessed with an extraordinary act
of compassion. Then I realized that my competitive spirit had
momentarily blinded me to the real reason for showing this rose - not
for the prize or the glory of winning, but to honor my mother’s life. The
rose was perfect just the way it was, and the judge’s opinion was no
longer relevant. With a grateful heart and a sense of reverence, I placed
the rose on the display table and walked away, free at last from
SOrrow’s grip.

When the judging was completed, we rushed over to retrieve our
special rose. It had disappeared from the table! Seeing our confusion, a
friend came over and asked if we had looked on the trophy table. There
it was - opened to perfection, draped with a blue ribbon and standing
next to a large silver trophy that said “Best Single-Petal Rose in Show.”
It was a beautiful and unex-pected tribute to my mother.

A few days later, I pressed the rose, hoping to keep it forever as
proof that miracles do happen. But when I checked it just one week
later, it had disintegrated into a fine powder that scattered into the air
as I unfolded the paper around it. The rose had come into my life to
console my aching heart, then vanished as mysteriously as it had
appeared once its work was done.

- Maria E. Sears

With garden resurrection severy year, Life after

death is not so quUeEer.
- Agnes Ryan




Bong hong ting Me

01 khi c6 nhimg ndi dau qua 16n, trong khi kha
D ning han gin vét thuong cia thoi gian lai dién ra
qua cham chap, khién nhimg tam hon dau kho phai
tim cho minh niém an i & mot diéu gi do cu thé hon. Khi
me mat, t6i da phai dya vao mot dda hong dé xoa diu ndi dau cua chinh
minh.

Vo chong toi rat thich trong hoa hong. Khi tham gia vao hoi hoa
hong ¢ dia phuong, ching t6i duoc biét nhiéu hon vé cic cudc thi hoa,
noi hang tram doa hong voi du mau séc va ching loai dugc dua ra binh
chon. Trong hoa hong dé trién lam mat rat nhiéu thoi gian va cong suc;
tuy vdy, khu vuon vin 14 noi trd an an toan cua chung to1 — noi ay,
chting t6i c6 thé sung sudng rat vao mot thé gisi diy ning véi nhimg vé
dep kiéu sa.

Me t6i cfing rat yéu khu vuon nay. Méi lan @én choi, me thuong vao
tham ngay khu vuon. T6i thuong tréu me rang c6 18 me mudn tham khu
vuon hon 13 thdm chting t6i. Thoi diém ay, me t6i phai vat 16n véi chung
suy than dang phat trién ngay cang ning, va khu vuon chinh 1a noi me
thu gian sau mdi ca chay than. Lic con khoe, me thuong di doc theo
may 16i nho trong vuon dé kiém tra va cit tia ting bui cay, vi me thich ty
minh hai nhimg bong hoa xinh dep dé chung trong nha. Khi stc khoe
me yéu dan, dén ndi khong thé di dao trong vuon duoc nira thi me van
rat hai long khi duoc ngdi dudi nhirng tan cdy trong vuon, chung quanh
12 hoa c6 va tiéng chim hét liu lo. Cudi hé nim 4y, strc khoe ciia me rat
yéu; 10ng t6i triu nang vi biét rang d6 s& 1a mua heé cudi cling cua me.

Sau d6, mot con dau bat ngo 4p dén khién me roi vao trang thai hon
mé sau, va réi me da dot ngot ra di hai ngdy trudce 18 Giang Sinh. Sau
dam tang cua me, tdi budc vao khu vuon véi hy vong sé tim duoc niém
an ui tai noi ma me da v6 cing yéu thich. T6i muén tim kiém linh hon
ciia me giita nhimg boéng hoa, thé nhung khu vuon van im lim va sy can
cdi ciia n6 cang khién 1ong t6i thém trong trai.

Ngay hom sau, may nguoi ban ¢ nha tho da mang ting t6i mot khom
hong dé tuong nhé dén me. Ho chon hong Dainty Bess — loai hong ¢
nim canh min nhu vai bong, dugce diém xuyét boi nhi hoa mau d6 thim
v6i huong thom diju ngot. Khom hoa 4y sé 1a vat dang yéu dé tuong nhé
dén me. Chiing t6i trong khém hong gan noi trude day me timg c6
nhitng gio phit thanh than nhét, va dbi véi toi, khém hong ay chinh 1a



hién thén cho linh hon cua me. T6i da danh thei gian d¢ chim séc cho
bui cy bé nhd ay trong suot mua dong, mong sao no6 ngay cang lén
nhanh va xanh tot.

Nhitng con mua budt gi4 cudi ciing rdi ciing qua di; va khi mua xuén
dén, khu vuon cua chiing t6i chot tré nén ruc rd véi muoén van mau sic.
Hin me sé& rat thich. Toi bdng nhé vo ciing cai cam gidc duoc ciing me
tan huong niém say mé moéi khi ¢ trong khu vuon.

Dainty Bess 14 loai hoa tran day sirc séng, mon mon nhimng chiée 14
xanh tuoi. Chiing t6i that ngac nhién khi thay c6 ndm nuy hoa dai vira
nht ra khoi nhanh cdy. Lic nu hoa nhé nhan dau tién hé né cling 1a lac
tinh than t6i tro nén kha hon ké tir sau ngdy me mat.

Chi con ndm ngay nira 12 dén budi trién 1am hoa hong. Pé tusng nhé
dén cuoc doi cua me, o1 quyet dinh dem nhirmg déa Dalnty Bess di du
thi, mong rang diéu ndy sé gitip ndi dau caa tdi ngudi ngoal Thoi tiét
am ap khac thuong da nhanh chéng 1am cho ba trong s6 nidm nu hoa hé
no, vi vay toi cat hai nu con lai cho vao ti lanh dé chiing né cham hon.
Trude ngay trién 1am, t6i da kich cho hoa no bang cach ngam ching vao
nuGce nong Ny dau tién khong nhu:ng khong chiu né ma cuong cia no
con bi rii xuéng héo ta, nhung nu con lai thi no thanh bong hoa tuyét
dep. Thé 14 t6i lai dit nd vao trong ta lanh va mong sao né sé van con
tuoi cho dén ngdy trién 1am. Chiéu hom d6, vi s¢ s&é mat luén bong hoa
con lai nén t6i quyét dinh vao khu vuon, hy vong sé tim duoc mot bong
hoa Dainty Bess khac con 4n nip d4u @6 duéi nhimg chiéc 14. Thé
nhung t6i chang tim duoc bat ky mot bong nao ca.

Sang hom sau, khi m¢ tu lanh, t6i thay trong lo chi con tro cuéng
hoa, con ndm canh hoa mau hong nhat thi da rung trén ké to. Toi bat
khoc. Mat di bong hoa ay khién t6i bat ngo nhé dén viéc toi timg mat
me. Chong t6i da 6m tdi vao 1ong an ui: “Ching ta sé tham gia budi
trién 1am hoa Dainty Bess vao ky sau”. Anh néi that nhe nhang, nhung
t6i c6 thé cam nhan dugc su that vong trong giong néi cia anh.

Long ning triu, ching tdi bude vao khu vuon dé nhin nhimg khém
hong con lai mot 1an nira trude khi dén buéi trién 1am, mong sao s& tim
duoc mot bong hoa nao day vira hé no. Khi dua mat dén byi Dainty
Bess, bat chot mot ddm mau hong nhat dap vao mit t6i. T6i ha hdc
mom vi kinh ngac réi nhanh chéng giuc Rich tién vé phia bui hong dé
xem chuyén gi dang xay ra. Ca hai chting t6i déu khong thé tin dugc khi
thay trude mit minh 14 mot nu hoa duy nhét, cuéng dai, nam khép minh
ngay gitta bui cay. Niém tin tirng mach bao t6i phal biét tin vao phép
mau, nhung dleu nay qua that khong thé ndo giai thich noi. T6i nhe
nhang cat lay cuéng hoa, gan nhu khong dAm cham vao bong hoa ay.



Trong sy yén ling dén bang hoang, ching t6i 14i xe dén cudc trién 1am.

Khi chiing t6i dén phong trung bay, nu hoa gan nhu da hé no. Téi
phui sach bui trén nhiing chiéc 14, khum tay bao boc lay nu hoa réi ha
hoi 4m ctia minh dé gitp cac canh hoa né to hon. Téi biét rang mot
béng hoa hong sé khong dat yéu cau néu dén ltic cham diém, nhimg
canh hoa van chua né ra hoan toan.

Sau khi 1am moi thir ¢6 thé, toi dung lui lai phia sau va ngam nhin
béng hoa bé nho . Vé dep cuia n6 qua that rat quyén rii. Nhimg canh hoa
vira chém no khién t6i ¥ thire rang han minh da duoc ban phic boi mot
tinh yéu thuong dzc biét nao dé. Roi t6i chot nhan thay sw héo thang da
khién minh mi quang ma quen dily do chinh khi mang bong hoa ay
dén day - khong phai vi giai thuong hay hao quang cua chién thang ma
chinh 1a @ t6n vinh cudc doi cua me t6i. Bong hoa 4y c6 vé dep riéng
cua no, va nhitng danh gia cia ban giam khao khong con la diéu quan
trong nira. V4i cam glac khoan khoai de chiu, t6i kinh can dat bong hoa
1én ban trung bay rdi buée di. Nhimg ndi dau budn sau cing rdi ciing
qua di.

Khi viéc danh gia caa ban giam khao da hoan tat, ching t6i chen dén
chiéc ban @é lay lai bong hoa quy gia cua minh. Béng hoa cua to6i da
khong con ¢ day nira! Nhan thay su lo lang cua chting t6i, mot nguoi ban
da hoi xem liéu ching t6i @3 tim thir 6 chiéc ban danh cho nhiing hoa
da doat giai hay chwa. N6 kia rdi - nhimg canh hoa d3 no to mot cach
hoan hao. Cudng hoa duogc gin mot soi ruy-bing mau xanh, bén canh 1a
chiéc huy chuong kha 16n bang bac c6 khic dong chii: “Hoa hong canh
don dep nhat cudc trién 1am”. D6 chinh 14 16i tri n tuyét voi va bat ngo
danh cho me cua toi.

Vai ngdy sau, toi mang bong hong ay ép lai, véi hy vong sé giit duoc
n6 mai mai nhu mét minh ching cho diéu ky diéu da xay ra. Nhung chi
sau d6 mot tuan, khi toi kiem tra lai thi né da tan thanh bot va bay vao
khong khi khi t6i mo 16p glay goi. Bong hong ay da xuat hién nhu thé dé
xoa dju trai tim dang dau buon cia toi va rdi né lai bién mat mot cAch bi
an - hét nhu cach n6 ting xuat hién - sau khi da 1am tron st ménh cuoa
minh.

- Maria E. Sears.

Ca mdi nim mot d6 , khu vuon lai bung 1én SWC Sﬁllg moi.
Sau céi chét, sy hol sinh dau phai 14 diéu qua déi la

lung.




- Agnes Ryana



few years ago, we had a Lab puppy named Blue
: whom we loved very much. But because everyone
\ / in the family spent so much time at work or at
school, it soon became obvious Blue wasn’t getting the
attention and training she needed. It was a difficult decision, but we
decided to see if we could find her a better home than we could provide
at that time.

I asked around at our church and at work, looking for a special
home for Blue. A coworker told me that she had a friend whose old dog
had recently died. The family was looking for a puppy. I knew of the
family: the husband was named Frank and his wife, Donna, was doctor
who worked at a local hospital. Their children, my friend told me, were
crazy about dogs and missed their old dog tremendously. It sounded
like the perfect place.

I spoke to Donna on the phone, and she was thrilled about taking
Blue. I arranged for my husband to deliver the puppy the following
day, which was a Friday. Frank gave my husband their address, 412
Adams, and told him that he would be home all day, doing work on the
house, so my husband should look for ladders in the front yard.

The next morning, my husband took Blue and set off in the car. Our
sad goodbyes were lightened by the knowledge that she was going to a
wonderful home.

Donna and Frank lived an hour away, on the other side of a big
town. My husband found the house; the number 412 was clearly
displayed and there was a ladder in the front yard. Taking the puppy in
his arms, he went up to the house and knocked on the door. There was
no answer. He waited a moment and knocked again.

A man in the next yard called over to him, “Who are you looking
for?”

My husband said, “Frank.”

“Oh, Frank went to the hospital,” he said. “I don’t know when he’s
coming back.”

My husband was irked. Frank had said he’d be home all day. Maybe
he’d had to give Donna a ride to work at the hospital. But my husband



couldn’t wait around. He had made appointments for the rest of the
day and had to get going. Something of this must have shown on his
face, for the man in the next yard said, “What’s the problem, young
fella?”

My husband explained his predicament and the neighbor offered to
keep the puppy at his house until Frank returned. The neighbor had a
fenced yard and said it’d be no trouble at all. He was a nice man with
dogs of his own, and my husband decided it would be all right. He gave
the puppy to the neighbor and left for his appointments.

The following Monday when I returned to work, my co-worker said
to me, “Did you change your mind about giving away Blue?”

Surprised, I answered, “No. Why?”

“Well, Donna told me you never delivered her on Friday. They
figured you’d had a change of heart when it came time to really say
goodbye.”

I told her we certainly had delivered Blue. I called Donna and told
her about the neighbor taking care of Blue until Frank returned.

“But Frank was home all day!” she insisted. “And we haven’t heard
from any of our neighbors.”

What on earth was going on? We finally figured out that my
husband had made a wrong turn and had gone to 412 on the next street
over. There had been a storm not long before and many people had
ladders out to do roof and gutter repairs. Could it possibly be that the
man in that house was also named Frank?

My husband and I got into the car and drove over to see what had
become of Blue. We saw immediately that that he’d gone one street too
far and we knocked on the door of the house where he’d left Blue.

A red-faced man in his sixties answered our knock. When we
explained that we were looking for a puppy that had been delivered
here last week, the man answered, “Oh, you mean the one that Frank
ordered?”

Realizing that the man at 412 on this street was also named Frank,
we explained the mix-up. The man’s face grew somber.

“What’s wrong?” I asked. “Is the puppy all right?”

“Oh, the puppy is fine. In fact, I'm sure the puppy is great. But well,
I hope you don’t want it back,” he said seriously. Seeing the question in
our eyes, he continued, “When you came with the puppy on Friday, my



neighbor Frank was at the hospital. He’d been out in the yard working
and had started having chest pains, so his wife took him to the
hospital. Frank never did come home. He died of a massive coronary
Friday afternoon. It was a terrible shock for his family, and I decided
not to bother them until things had settled down a bit. Yesterday, I
brought the puppy over and knocked on their door. Frank’s eldest
daughter came out. I told her that her father had ordered a puppy and
since he hadn’t been home, that I'd taken delivery on it for him. I said I
didn’t know what to do with the little dog now that ‘things had
changed’ at their house.

“The daughter just couldn’t believe it. She said, ‘My father ordered a
puppy? This is Dad’s puppy?’ Then she reached out and I gave her the
pup. She hugged that little dog real tight, stuck her face in its fur and
just began to cry.

“I wasn’t sure what to say, so I just stood there. After a while, she
looked up at me and thanked me. She said, ‘You don’t know what this
means to me. I'm so glad to have my father’s dog.” The puppy was
wiggling around, trying to kiss the daughter any way it could and her
face was just lit up with love.”

Amazed at the story I turned to my husband, “We can’t take Blue
back now.”

The man nodded in agreement. “Folks, some things are just meant
to be. I'd say that puppy is in exactly the right place.”

- Cindy Midgette



X, ~
bieu y nghia
ach day vai nam, ching t6i c6 nuéi mot chi cho
= ‘ con thudc giéng Lab, n6 tén Blue va duoc chiing
| toi hét ste yéu quy . Tuy nhién, vi moi nguoi trong
gia dinh t6i déu qua ban rén véi cong viée cling nhu

chuyén hoc hanh nén diéu hién nhién 1a Blue khong nhan duoc sy quan
tam va chim soc dt ng muc. Thé 1a ching t6i quyét dinh s& tim va goi
Blue cho moét gia dinh nao day c6 thé chim soc n6 tét hon, dau rang d6
12 mot quyét dinh khong hé dé dang.

T6i hoi thim nhirng nguoi quen ¢ nha tho va ca ¢ noi lam viée dé tim
mot gia dinh thich hop cho Blue. Mot dong nghiép cho téi biét ¢d co
mot nguoi ban va con ché cung cia nguodi ndy vir a méi chét. Gia dinh ¢
ay cling dang tim nu6i mot con chd con khac. Toi c6 biét gia dinh nay.
Nguoi chong tén 1a Frank con nguoi vo tén 1a Donna — mét bac silam
viéc tai bénh vién dia phuong. Theo nhu 16i ddng nghiép cua toi thi may
dira tré o gia dinh 4y rat thich nuéi ché va chiing rat nhé chti ché cung
vira mat cia minh. Cé vé nhu day 14 noi thich hop nhat cho Blue.

Tbi goi dién no6i chuyén vi Donna, va ba ay rat vui mimng vé viéc
nhan Blue vé nu6i. Toi thu xép dé ngay hom sau — thir S4u — chong t6i
sé mang Blue dén cho ba y. Frank cho chong t6i dia chi nha cua ho —
s6 412 phé Adams. Frank ciing cho biét 6ng sé  nha ca ngay deé sua lai
mai nha, do d6 ch ng t6i nén luu ¥ dén nhing chiéc thang dung trong
san dé tim nha dé hon.

S4ng hom sau, chong t6i bé con Blue dit vao trong xe. Buoi chia tay
cua ching t6i duogc an i phan nao vi ching t6i biét rang Blue s€ duoc
dén song v6i mot gia dinh tuyét voi.

Donna va Frank song cAch ching t6i khoang mot gio di xe, déi dién
v6i mot thi tran 16n. Chong t6i tim thay mot ng6i nha véi con s6 412
hién lén kha ro va con ¢6 mot chiéc thang dung & san trude. Bé con cho
con trong tay, chong t6i buée 1én thém nha va go cira. Khong c tiéng
tra loi. Anh ay cho thém mot chit nira roi lai tiép tuc go cua.

Mot nguoi dan 6ng ¢ khu vuon bén canh hoéi vong sang chong toi:
“Anh dang tim ai the ?”.

“Frank”, chong t6i tra 1oi.

“O, 6ng ay da dén bénh vién roi”, nguoi dan 6ng noéi. “T6i khong biét



khi ndo 6ng ay méi vé ”

Chong t6i hoi byc minh. Frank da néi 14 6ng sé ¢ nha ca ngdy ma .
C6 18 6ng ay phai dwa Donna dén bénh vién 1am vié c. Thé nhung chéng
to6i khong thé cho duoc. Vi sau d6 c6 mot cude hen nén anh phai di. Han
12 nét mit chong t6i c6 chut gi @6 thay d6i nén nguoi dan 6ng ¢ khu
vuon bén canh lai hoi: “Co chuyén gi vay chang trai?”.

Chong t6i giai thich moi chuyén, thé 12 nguoi hang x6m noéi rang 6ng
s& gitip chong t6i giir con Blue cho dén khi Frank vé nha . Khu vuon cua
nguoi hang x6m c6 hang rao bao quanh, nén dng 4y néi rang con Blue
s& khong sao ca . Ong 4y 1a mot nguoi ddi xu tét véi may con choé cua
minh, vi vay chong t6i nghi rang moi viéc réi sé on thoi. Thé 1 anh goi
con ch lai cho nguoi hang xém dé di dén budi hen.

Tha Hai tuan sau khi t6i d@én cong ty 1am viéc nhu thuong 1é , ¢6 ban
dong nghiép hoi t6i: “Thé chi da doi y vé viéc cho con Blueroia ?”.

Toi ngac nhién tra 1oi: “Khéng, sao chi lai héi nhu va y?”.

“A, Donna néi véi t6i 1a hém tha S4u vira roi chi da khong mang con
Blue dén. Ho nghi rang khi that su phai chia tay n6, chi da nghi lai va
khong danh long dé n6 di.”

Tbi nodi véi ¢d ban dong nghiép rang chac chin chting t6i da mang
con Blue dén nha ho réi. Sau d6 t6i goi cho Donna va ké lai viée c6 mot
ngudi hang x6m cia ba nhan tréng coi con Blue gitip cho dén khi Frank
tro vé .

“Nhung Frank ¢ nha ca ngdy ma !”, ba iy khang dinh. “Va t6i khong
hé nghe nhirng nguodi hang x6m noi gi ca .”

Chuyén ky la gi dang xay ra thé nay'P Sau cung, chung to1 cling phat
hién ra rang hom 4y chong tdi ré sai duong va da dén cin nha sé 412 &
con duong ké do . Trude d6 khong 1au @3 c6 mot con bao quét qua, vi
thé nhiéu nguoi phai mang thang ra ngoai sin dé stra mai nha va mang
x6i. Khong 1y ndo nguoi dan 6ng trong ngdi nha dé cling tén 1a Frank?

Thé 12 vo chong t6i 1én xe va lao di dé xem chuyén gi da xay dén véi
con Blue cia minh. Chting t6i nhan ra ngay 1a lan trude chong t6i da
vuot qua xa con duong can dén. Pén dugc ngdi nha ma lan trude anh da
dé con Blue lai, chting t6i g6 cira.

Mot nguoi dan 6ng chimg sau muoi tudi c6 khuén mit d6 tng ra mo
ctra cho chiing t6i. Khi nghe chting t6i giai thich ring ching t6i dang
tim lai con ché con da duoc goi ¢ day hoi tuan roi, ngud i da n 6ng tra lo
i: “O, y anh 12 con ché ma Frank da dat mua day a ?”.



Khi hiéu ra nguoi dan d6ng ¢ cin nha sb 412 trén duong nay cling tén
Frank, chung toi lién giai thich vé sy nham lan ctia minh. Nghe xong,
guong mat cia nguoi dan 6ng chot t6i sam lai.

T6i hoi: “Co chuyén gi roi a ? Con ché ¢6 bi 1am sao khong?”.

“O, con cho vin khong sao. Thuc ra thi né rat tuyét. Nhung....a , toi
hy vong khong phai anh muédn ldy lai n6 .” Ong ta néi mot cAch nghiém
tdc. Nhu hiéu duge thic mic caa chiing t6i, nguoi dan éng ndi tiép:
“Hém tht Sau khi anh mang con ché dén day, 6ng ban hang x6m cua
t6i 12 Frank dang nam bénh vién. Trudc d6 , khi dang 1am vuon thi 6ng
ay bi 1én con dau that nguc, nén vo 6ng ay phai dua 6ng iy vao bénh
vién. Nhung Frank khong bao giod tré vé nha dugc nit a. Ong iy da mat
vi ching nhdi méu co tim vao chiéu thir Sdu. D6 1a mot ¢t soc kinh
khung cho gia dinh 6ng ay, vi thé t6i quyet dinh khong lam phién gia
dinh ho cho dén khi moi chuyén tam ling Xuong mot chut. Hom qua, t6i
da mang con ché con qua nha ho . Khi t6i go cira, ¢6 con gai 16n nhat
cia Frank ra mé ctra. T6i noi véi c6 bé rang cha cua ¢d ¢6 dit mua mot
con ché con, nhung vi hdm 4y cha c6 khéng c6 ¢ nha nén t6i da nhan
gitt gitip con cho . T6i noi toi khong biét phai lam gi véi con cho con dy
khi ma gio day moi chuyén trong nha ho da c6 chut xao tron.

Cb6 con gai khong thé ndo tin noéi. C6 4y ndi: ‘Cha chau da dit mua
mot con cho con u? Pay 1a con ché cua cha chau sao?’. Roi ¢ bé dua
hai tay don lay con ché . T6i trao con ché cho ¢6, c6 6m con ché that
chit vao 1ong, dui ca mat minh vao 16ng caa con choé réi ba t khoc.

T6i khong biét phai néi gi nira, do @6 t6i chi dung yén d6 . Sau mot
ltc, ¢6 bé ngude 1én nhin t6i va cAm on t6i. Co iy noi: ‘Bac khong biét
né cé ¥ nghia v6i chau nhu thé nao dau. Ch4u rat hanh phtc vi minh
con cb duge con ché cua bd . Con ché con bat dau ngo ngudy, cb liém
mit cd bé bang moi cach. Guong mit c6 bé tran ngap tinh yéu thuong.

»

Ngac nhién vé cau chuyén nguoi dan 6ng vira ké, t6i quay sang
chong va néi: “Gio thi ching ta khéng thé nao lay con Blue lai dugc roi
anha”

Nguoi dan 6ng ciing gat dau déng tinh. “Nguoi anh em, ¢6 mot sb
diéu c¢6 y nghia nhu thé day. T6i cho rang con ché ay da dugc dwa dén
dang cho roi day.”

- Cindy Midgette



ooking back, I've often thought the doctors should
2 have written a death certificate for me as well as my
son, for when he died, a part of me died, too.

i Andy was almost twelve. For over three years he had

been battling cancer. He’d gone through radiation and
chemotherapy; he’d gone into remission and come out again, not once
but several times. I was amazed at his resiliency; he just kept getting
up each time the cancer knocked him flat. Perhaps it was his
pluckiness and grit that shaped my own attitude about Andy’s future,
or maybe I was simply afraid to face the possibility of his death.
Whatever the cause, I always thought Andy would make it. He would
be the kid who beat the odds.

For three summers, Andy had gone to a camp for kids with cancer.
He loved it and seemed to relish the week he could forget about
hospitals and sickness and just be a kid again. The day after he
returned from his third camp adventure, we went to the clinic for a
routine checkup. The news was bad. The doctor scheduled a
bonemarrow transplant two days later in a hospital three hundred
miles from our home. The next day we threw our things in a suitcase

and left.

One of the things I tossed into my suitcase was the present Andy
had brought me from camp - a plastic sun catcher shaped like a
rainbow with a suction cup to attach it to a window. Like most
mothers, I considered any present from my child a treasure and
wanted it with me.

We arrived at the hospital and began the gruelling ordeal the
doctors said was my son’s only chance. We spent seven weeks there.
They turned out to be the last seven weeks of Andy’s life.

We never talked about dying -except once. Andy was worn out and
must have known he was losing ground. He tried to clue me in.
Nauseous and weak after one of the many difficult procedures he
regularly endured, he turned to me and asked, “Does it hurt to die?”

I was shocked, but answered truthfully, “I don’t know. But I don’t
want to talk about death, because you are not going to die, Andy.”



He took my hand and said, “But I'm getting very tired.”

I knew what he was telling me, but I tried hard to ignore it and keep
the awful thought from entering my mind.

I spent a lot of my days watching Andy sleep. Sometimes I went to
the gift shop to buy cards and notepaper. I had very little money,
barely enough to survive. The nurses knew our situation and turned a
blind eye when I slept in Andy’s room and ate the extra food we
ordered off of Andy’s tray. But I always managed to scrape a bit
together for the paper and cards because Andy loved getting mail so
much.

The bone-marrow transplant was a terrible ordeal. Andy couldn’t
have any visitors because his immune system was so compromised. I
could tell that he felt more isolated than ever. Determined to do
something to make it easier for him, I began approaching total
strangers in the waiting rooms and asking them, “Would you write my
son a card?” I’d explain his situation and offer them a card or some
paper to write on. With surprised expressions on their faces, they did
it. No one refused me. They took one look at me and saw a mother in
pain.

It amazed me that these kind people, who were dealing with their
own worries, made the time to write Andy. Some would just sign a card
with a little get-well message. Others wrote real letters: “Hi I'm from
Idaho visiting my grandmother here in the hospital...” and they’d fill a
page or two with their story, sometimes inviting Andy to visit their
homes when he was better. Once a woman flagged me down and said,
“You asked me to write your son a couple of weeks ago. Can I write him
again?” I mailed all these letters to Andy and watched happily as he

read them. Andy had a steady stream of mail right up until the day he
died.

One day, I went to the gift store to buy more cards and saw a
rainbow prism for sale. Remembering the rainbow sun catcher Andy
had given me, I felt I had to buy it for him. It was a lot of money to
spend, but I handed over the cash and hurried back to Andy’s room to
show him.

He was lying in his bed, too weak to even raise his head. The blinds
were almost shut, but a crack of sunlight slanted across the bed. I put
the prism in his hand and said, “Andy, make me a rainbow.” But Andy
couldn’t. He tried to hold his arm up, but it was too much for him.

He turned his face to me and said, “Mom, as soon as I'm better, I'll



make you a rainbow you’ll never forget.”

That was one of the last things Andy said to me. Just a few hours
later, he went to sleep and during the night, slipped into a coma. I
stayed with him in the intensive care unit, massaging him, talking to
him and reading him his mail, but he never stirred. The only sound
was the constant drone and beepings of the life-support machines
surrounding his bed. I was looking death straight in the face, but still I
thought there’d be a last-minute save, a miracle that would bring my
son back to me.

After five days, the doctors told me his brain had stopped
functioning, and it was time to disconnect him from the machines
keeping his body alive.

I asked if I could hold him. Just after dawn, they brought a rocking-
chair into the room, and after I settled myself in the chair, they turned
off the machines and lifted him from the bed to place him in my arms.
As they raised him from the bed, his leg made an involuntary
movement, and he knocked a clear plastic pitcher from his bedside
table onto the bed.

“Open the blinds,” I cried. “I want this room to be full of sunlight!”
The nurse hurried to the window to pull the cord.

As she did so, I noticed a sun catcher in the shape of the rainbow
attached to the window. I caught my breath in wonder. Then, as the
light filled the room, it hit the pitcher lying on its side on the bed, and
everyone stopped what they were doing. They were too surprised.

The room was filled with flashes of color, dozens and dozens of
rainbows on the walls, the floors, the ceiling, on the blanket wrapped
around Andy as he lay in my arms - the room was alive with rainbows.

No one could speak. I looked down at my son, and he had stopped
breathing. Andy was gone, but even in the shock of that grief, I felt
comforted. Andy had made the rainbows that he promised me - the
ones I would never forget.

- Linda Bremner



Con sé€ lam cho me mot chiée cau vong

8 h¢ lai nhung gi da qua, t6i van nghi rang cac bac si
+t ‘ \ ‘ nén viét gidy chung tt cho t6i, cling glong nhu ho da

1am diéu d6 voi con trai toi vay; boi vi khi con trai toi
i mat di, mot phan cudc doi toi coi nhu cling chét theo thing
bé.

Andy con t6i khoang 12 tudi. N6 da phai chéng choi véi cin bénh
ung thu trong hon ba nim. Ctr sau mdi lan trai qua nhirng dot xa tri thi
bénh tinh cua con trai to6i c6 thuyén giam duoc moét thoi gian, nhung
sau do lai tiép tuc ning hon; va né da phai trai qua vai lan nhu thé. T6i
rat ngac nhién vi sy kién cuong cua con trai. Méi lan bi cin bénh ung
thu hanh ha, né déu ging guong dé vuot qua. C6 1& chinh sy diing cam
va long can dam cua Andy da khién t6i c6 mét cach nhin riéng @i véi
tuong lai cia noé; hay néi mot cach don gian hon 14 t6i so phai di mat
v6i cai chét dang cho doi con trai t6i phia trude. Nhung du cho c6
chuyén gi xay ra di nira thi t6i vin luén nghi 1a Andy déu c6 thé vuot
qua duoc, vi von di con trai toi 1a mot dua tré biét vuot qua nghich canh.

Lién tyc trong suét ba mua he, Andy da tham gia vio mét hoi trai
danh riéng cho tré em bi ung thu. Thang bé rat yéu noi nay va duong
nhu rat thich khoang thoi gian dugc ¢ lai ddy, d6 1a khoang thoi gian ma
n6 c6 thé quén di ndi 4m anh khi phai nam vién va ca cin bénh dang
hanh ha d@é vui diia nhu mot dta tré. Sau ngay tro vé tir hoi trai lan thu
ba, chiing t6i dén bénh vién dé kham dinh ky. Lan ay, ching t6i da nhan
duoc tin x4u. B4c si hen ching t6i hai ngdy sau dén mot bénh vién cach
nha khoang hai trim dim dé tién hanh cay ghép tuy cho con trai téi.
Ngay hom sau, chting t6i bo tit ca nhimng thir can thiét vao va-li va 1én
duong.

Mot trong nhirng thir t6i cho vao va-li la mon qua ma Andy da mang
vé cho t6i tir hoi trai — d6 1a mot vat bang nhya c6 thé thu duge anh séng
mit troi. N6 ¢6 hinh dang glong nhu mot chlec cau vong, voi mot nim
nho hinh chén dé gan vao cta so. Cling giéng nhu bao ba me khac, toi
lu6n xem nhitng tht ma con trai minh ting 1 bau vat va lué6n mudn
mang theo chiing bén minh.

Chiing t6i dén bénh vién va bat dau giai doan thu thach vo cling mét
moi ma theo nhu cac bac si noéi thi day chinh 14 co hoi cubi ciing cua con
trai t6i. Ching ti & d6 bay tuan, va khong ngo do lai 1a bay tuan cudi
cung trong cudc doi cia Andy.



Tu trude dén nay, ching toi chua bao gio dé cap dén cai chét, ngoai
trir 1an 4y. Andy rat moi mét va han thang bé ciing biét rang minh dang
dan kiét sire. Vi thé ma noé ctr ¢6 hoi t6i cho bang dugc. Vi phal trai qua
nhiéu dot diéu tri hét sirc khé khin nén thang bé lién tuc n6n mira roi
dudi strc dan. Mot 1an no, sau mét lan nhu thé, Andy quay sang hoi toi:
“Con c6 dau dén chét luén khong ha me?”.

T6i cam thay bi sdc, nhung van tra 1oi con mét cach chan thanh: “Me
khéng biét nira con trai a. Nhung me khong muon néi veé cai chét, boi
con sé khong chét dau Andy”.

Thiang bé nam lay tay t6i va néi: “Nhung con cam thay rat mét me a”.

T6i hicu nhimg gi thang bé noi, nhung t6i da phai ¢6 gang phot 1o
chuyén do di, dong thoi c6 ngan khong cho nhirng ¥ nghi khung khiép
ay xam chiém tam tri minh.

T6i @3 danh nhiéu ngay chi dé nhin Andy nga. Thinh thoang t6i ghé
dén cAc ctra hiéu ban hang luu niém dé mua thiép va giay ghi chd. Lic
do t6i con rat it tién, kho ma du séng qua ngay. Cac y ta ¢ diy déu hiéu
hoan canh cia me con tdi nén ho ciing vo nhu khong hay biét gi khi thay
to6i ngu lai trong phong bénh cia Andy va #n phan thtec an thira trong
khau phan cua thang bé. Thé nhung t6i ludn cb cop nhit dé danh tién
mua giy va thiép cho Andy vi thang bé rat thich dugc nhan thu.

Viéc ghép tuy xuong la mot thir thach vo cung kinh khing. Khong ai
duoc vao thim Andy vi hé mién dich caa thang bé hoat dong rat yéu. Toi
biét chac rang ltic 4y Andy sé& cam thay c6 don hon bao gio hét. Vi thé toi
quyét dinh phai 1am diéu gi d6 dé gitip Andy bét 6 don. Thé 12 toi bat
dau 1am quen véi tat ca nhimg nguoi la trong phong doi va nho ho :
“Ong c6 thé viét cho con trai t6i mot tim thiép duoc khong?”. T6i giai
thich hoan canh cta con trai t6i rdi dua cho ho mot tim thiép hoac vai
to gidy dé ho viét thu cho thing bé . Guong mit caa ho biéu 16 s ngac
nhién, nhung rdi ho ciing viét. Khong mot ai tir chdi ca. Ho nhin t6i va
cam nhan duoc rang t6i 1a mot nguoi me dang dau kho.

Piéu lam t6i ngac nhién 1a nhitng con nguoi nay ciing dang ¢ nhiéu
ndi lo lang muon phién cia riéng minh, thé nhung ho van danh thoi
gian dé viét thiép cho Andy. Mot vai nguoi chi ky tén dudi mdi tim thiép
kém 1oi chiic thang bé chéng binh phuc. M6t s6 ngudi khac thi viét han
mot buc thu: “Xin chio, t6i tir Idaho dén day thdm ba ngoai t6i cling
dang diéu tri & bénh vién nay...”; va rdi ho con ké lai nhimg ciu chuyén
cia minh trén mot hoic hai trang gidy, thinh thoang con c6 nguoi moi
Andy dén thim nha khi ndo cau bé khoe hon. C6 1an mét nguoi phy nix
goi toi lai va noi: “Cach day vai tuan, chi da nho téi viét thu cho con trai



chi. Gio t6i c6 thé viét nita duoc khong?”. Téi gui tat ca nhimng 14 thu nay
cho Andy qua duong buu dién va hanh phtic nhin con say sua doc. Andy
ctir déu déu nhan duoc nhirng dong thu iy cho dén ngay thang bé trut
hoi thé cubi cliing.

Mot ngay no, t6i dén ctra hang luu niém dé mua thém mot vai tim
thiép va thay ¢ day c6 ban mot ling kinh cau vong. Nhé dén vat thu anh
sang ma Andy da ting t6i, toi cam thiy minh cian phai mua cho thang
bé chiéc ling kinh ndy. N6 rat dat, nhung t6i van quyét dinh mua va
nhanh chéng quay tré vé phong dé cho Andy xem mén qua.

Thang bé dang nam trén givong, kiét sue dén ndi khong thé ngang
dau lén dugc. May tim rem che cira s6 gan nhu da duoc kéo hét xudng,
thé nhung van c6 mot tia nang mit troi chiéu xién dén tan givong. Toi
dat ling kinh vao tay Andy va néi: “Andy, hay 1am cho me mot chiéc
cau vong nhé”. Nhung Andy khong thé. N6 ¢6 gang nam chit lay ling
kinh, nhung diéu dé qua that qua ste cua thiang bé.

Thang bé quay vé phia tdi va noi: “Me, ngay khi con khoe hon, con
s& 1am cho me mot chiée cau vong ma me s& khong bao gio quén duoc
dau”.

D6 13 mot trong nhirmng diéu sau cling ma Andy noéi véi t6i. Chi vai
gio sau, thang bé da chim siu vao giic ngo; va trong dém do6, Andy lac
vao trang thai hon mé. Toi ¢ lai bénh vién véi Andy, chim sbc con can
than, xoa bop cho con, néi chuyén vdi con va doc thu cho con nghe;
nhung thang bé chéng hé dong day. Am thanh duy nhit ma t6i nghe
duogcla tiéng ro ro va tiéng bip bip caa nhing chiéc may hoi sirc chung
quanh givong bénh cia Andy. T6i da thay ro bong dang than chét hién
trén guong mat cua con trai t0i, nhu’ng toi Van cau mong vao phut cu01
phép mau s& xuét hién va dua thang bé tro vé vai toi.

Sau nim ngay, bac si noéi rang nio cia Andy da ngimg hoat dong, va
da dén lac ho phai thao may héi sirc ra khoi co thé Andy.

T6i hoi cac bac si 1a liéu t6i cd thé 6m con trai téi mot lac duoc
khong. Thé 14 vao lic rang dong, ho mang moét chiée xich du vao phong,
va khi t6i da ngdi yén trén ghé thi ho tat may, bé Andy ra khoi givong
bénh va dit thang bé vao 1ong t6i. Khi ho vira bé Andy 1én, mot chan caa
thang bé vo tinh cham vao chiéc binh nudc bang nhya trong ¢ chiée ban
bén canh, 1am chiéc binh ngi lin trén givong.

“Mo rém ra di”. T6i hét 1én ntrc néd. “Toi mudn cin phong nay tran
day 4anh sang!” Thé 12 c6 y t4 nhanh chdong chay dén cira s6 va kéo day
rém.



Ngay khi c6 4y kéo day rém, t6i chot cht y dén vat thu anh sang mit
troi hinh chiée cau vong dang duoc gan trén cira so. Toi tho gap trong su
kinh ngac. Va roi khi 4nh sang tran vao phong, tung tia nang da roi vao
chiéc binh dang ngi lin trén glu’O’ng T4t ca moi ngudi déu dimg cong
viée dang l1am. Ho siing so qué doi.

Can phong tran ngap sic mau. Hang chuc, hang chuc cau vong hién
1én trén tuong, san nha, tran nha, trén ca tam chan dang bao boc lay
Andy khi thang bé nam yén trong vong tay toi - cdn phong nhu tran
ngap strc song véi vo sé nhimg chiée cau vong.

Khong ai n6i duoc 16i ndo. Téi nhin xudng con trai minh, thang bé
da nging tho. Andy da ra di. Dau rat séc vi dau kho, t6i vAn cam thay
thanh than. Andy da tao nén nhimng chiéc cau vong ma thang bé da hira
v6i toi — nhitng chiée cau vong ma toi sé khong bao gio quén duoc.

- Linda Bremner



ith loving tenderness I unpacked my son Joseph’s
¢ Little League trophy, his stack of X-Man comics
and the framed pictures of elephants that had
i decorated his bedroom walls back in our old apartment.
Just two weeks before, Joseph had so looked forward to
moving into his own room in the new house. Now, making his bed, I
couldn’t hold back the tears. My little boy will never sleep here, I
grieved. I'll never glimpse his smile again or feel his loving hug.

Wondering how I could possibly manage to go on, I began
unpacking the dozens of plush animals Joseph loved to collect - bears
and monkeys, chipmunks and giraffes.

Sitting on his bed, I hugged the Chris Columbus bear he used to
nuzzle when he was little and I read Love You Forever or another of his
favorite stories. Joseph loved books, and to him they were especially
precious because he had a learning disability that made it all but
impossible for him to read them himself.

But Joseph was a determined little boy who refused to let his
disability stop him from learning. He listened to his schoolbooks and
tests on tape, and every night we sat together at the kitchen table so I
could read his math problems to him and help him with his spelling.
Joseph worked so hard; he always made honor roll at school. He also
earned a green belt in karate and was pitcher for his Little League
baseball team.

In many ways Joseph was just a regular little boy who loved playing
video games with his brother, David, or going to the movies with his
sister, Shalom. But Joseph also knew what it was like to feel different
and need a helping hand.

I can’t remember how many times I spotted Joseph carrying
groceries for our elderly neighbors or refusing money after shoveling
their cars out from the snow. He loved putting on puppet shows for the
little girl down the street with Down’s syndrome, and once, when
doctors thought his friend Micah might need a kidney transplant, my
son came to me and said, “I sure wish I could give him one of mine.”

Joseph, my little mensch, always made me proud, even on the last
day of his life.



I was folding clothes in the den that Saturday afternoon when out of
nowhere my husband, Lou, shouted for me to call 911. He and Joseph
had been discussing a movie they planned to see when suddenly
Joseph collapsed onto his bed complaining of a terrific headache. His
breathing grew ragged, and then it stopped. Lou, who is a physician,
performed artificial respiration until the paramedics arrived. Then he
called ahead to the ER while I rode in the ambulance with Joseph and
prayed he wouldn’t die.

Joseph, always the picture of health, had suffered a massive brain
aneurysm. “Is he going to die?” I asked my husband. Holding me
tightly he answered, “Yes.”

It seemed impossible. Only an hour ago my son was home watching
TV -and now he was on life support with no hope of ever regaining
consciousness. I wanted to cry out in shock and grief.

But there wasn’t time. There was something important I had to do -
and I had to do it right away.

“We have to donate his organs,” I told Lou, recalling the time
Joseph wanted to give a kidney to Micah. “It’s what he would have
wanted us to do.”

A transplant co-ordinator made all the arrangements, and a few
hours later our family gathered at Joseph’s bedside to offer a prayer
and say our last goodbyes.

Then we went home, and throughout that night while surgeons
recovered my son’s organs I lay curled on his bed, clutching his
favorite blanket and telling him how much I would always love him.

I don’t know how I survived those next two weeks - the funeral and
moving into the house we’d already contracted to buy. I cried every
time I went near Joseph’s new bedroom - the one he would have loved,
if only he’d lived. There was a gaping hole in my heart.

Then one day when I felt I could bear my grief no longer, a letter
came from the transplant co-ordinator. “I am writing to share the

outcome of your generosity,” I read with tears spilling down my
cheeks.

Two Kentucky women, one of them the mother of a boy Joseph’s
age, were now off dialysis because they had each received one of my
son’s kidneys. Meanwhile, in Missouri, cells from Joseph’s liver were
helping to keep a critically ill transplant candidate alive. In California
two young children would soon be able to run and play with the



healthy new heart valves my son had bequeathed them. And two
teenagers, one from Kentucky and the other from New York, had
regained their eyesight thanks to Joseph’s corneas.

Seven people’s lives had been changed dramatically because of my
son. I carried the letter with me for days, reading and rereading it and
marveling especially at the teens who’d received Joseph’s corneas.
Joseph’s learning disability had prevented him from reading. But
because of his very special gift there were now two more children in the
world who could. Somehow, this helped me understand that my son
had not lost his life in vain.

I wanted each and every one of Joseph’s recipients to know who he
was. So one night I wrote them each a letter and told them all about
the little boy who had given them the ultimate gift. I asked the
transplant agency to forward the letters to all seven recipients. With
each I sent along one of his beloved stuffed animals and a copy of a
school essay that he’d once written describing how to take care of
them.

Knowing the good my son had brought into the world made it easier
to walk past his room without bursting into tears. It helped the rest of
the family, too, and eventually we became able to share happy
memories of Joseph around the dinner table and at other family
gatherings.

Lou and I also honored Joseph’s memory by speaking to
community groups and high-school students about the importance of
organ donation. After a TV interview, the mother who had received one
of Joseph’s kidneys contacted us.

“I don’t know how to thank you,” she sobbed the day we first met.
“Seeing a part of my son living on is thanks enough for me,” I said.

Because of her new kidney, the woman had been able to attend her
own son’s eighth-grade graduation. Joseph never reached the eighth
grade, but instead of begrudging the woman her happiness, I kvelled in
it - because it was my son who had made this miracle possible.

My son is gone, but in a very real way he still lives on, doing what he
always did best - offering a helping hand to others in need. Some say
Joseph’s life was brief. I say it was full.

I once heard that if you save a life, you save the world. Well, my son
saved five lives and gave the gift of sight to two others. What mother
could possibly ask any more of her child? What mother could possibly



be any prouder?
- Kathie Kroot

In helping others, we shall help ourselves, for whatever
gOOd we give out completes the circle and comes back

to us.
- Flora Edwards




Di san song cua Joseph

o 6i nhe nhang lay chiéc ctp giai Little League cua con
Ttrai t6i 12 Joseph, chong phim X-man va khung anh
c6 hinh con voi timg duing dé trang tri bire tuong
i trong phong ngu cua thing bé dé mang tro vé cin ho cil cua
chtng t6i. Chi mai cach day hai tuan thoi, Joseph con rat
h4o htre khi duge don vé phong riéng cia minh ¢ cin ho méi. Thé ma
gio day, trong khi don giuong cho con trai, t6i khong thé nao ngin duogc
nhimg dong nude mat cit chyc tudn. Pira con trai bé bong cua toi s&
khong bao gio con duoc nga trén chiée givong nay nira. Toi dau don
nghen ngdo. T6i s& khong con duoce trong thiy nu cuoi cling nhu cam
nhan duogc vong tay yéu thuong cua thang bé nira.

T6i ty hoi lam sao minh ¢ thé tiép tuc song trén coi doi nay va bét
dau mé boc tht nhéi bong ma Joseph da suu tap - nhing cha gau, khi,
séc chudt va ca huou cao co.

Ngdi trén chiée givdng cua con trai, t6i 6m chit ch gau nhoéi bong
duoc dit tén 1a Chris Colombus ma lace nho Joseph rat hay rtc dau vao
no. To6i lai doc quyén Mai Mai Yéu Con va mot vai cAu chuyén khac ma
con trai toi rat thich. Joseph rét thich doc sach, va d6i véi thang bé,
nhing quyén sach con dac biét quy gia viJ oseph mic chung kém phat
trién tri tué nén thang bé khong thé ty doc sich mot minh duoc.

Tuy vay, Joseph 12 mot cau bé giau nghi lyc vi thang bé khong bao
gio dé khiém khuyét d6 ngin can minh tiép thu nhiing kién thie méi.
Thang bé thuong mo bing dé nghe lai nhitng bai giang trong sach gido
khoa va ca nhimg bai kiém tra. Khi hai me con ngdi quanh ban #n méi
tdi, toi lai doc cho con nghe céc dé toan va gitip thang bé hoc danh van.
Joseph hoc hanh rat chim chi va thang bé ludén c6 tén trong bang danh
du cua truong. Con trai ti con c6 ca dai xanh karate va 1a mot cau thu
trong d6i bong chay Little League.

Dt thé ndo di nira thi Joseph ciing chi 1a mét cau bé binh thuong
nhu bao cau bé khic. Thiang bé rat thich choi game véi anh trai David
hoic di xem phim véi chi gai Shalom. Tuy vay, Joseph cfing biét thé nao
12 cam gi4c bi xa 1anh va cling hiéu cam gidc cua mot nguoi khi can duoc
giup da.

T6i khong nhd da bao 1an t6i nhin thiy Joseph mang hang hoa gitp
nhimg nguoi hang xém 16n tudi hoic tir chéi nhan tién sau khi co lép



tuyét dé xe cua ho cé thé tiép tuc dich chuyén vé phia trude. Thang bé
con thich bay tro mua réi cho mét bé gai mac hoi chimg Down ¢ dudi
thi trin xem. Va mot lan no, khi bac si cho biét cau ban Micah cua con
trai t6i can phai thay than thi thang bé lién dén bén t6i va néi rang:
“Con that sy mong mudn c6 thé cho ban 4y mot qua than cia con me a”.

Joseph - dira con trai bé nho cua t6i - ludn 1am t6i cam thay tu hao,
ngay ca vao ngay cudi doi cua thang bé.

D6 1a mot budi chiéu thi Bay, khi t6i dang gip quan 4o trong phong
riéng thi bong tir ddu chong téi, Lou, thét 1én bdo toi hay goi ngay cho
911. Trude do, anh va Joseph dang ban luan vé mot bo ph1m ma hai cha
con sap xem thi Joseph bdng nga guc Xuong givong véi mot con dau dau
dir doi. Hoi tho ciia Joseph dit quang va sau @6 thi nging han. Chong
to1 ciing la mot bac sinén anh da ho hép nhén tao cho con cho dén khi
cac nhan vién y té dén. Sau do6 anh 4 ay goi cho phong cap ctru, con t6i thi
di cung xe ciru thuong véi Joseph va luon miéng cau nguyén cho con
trai minh dung ménh hé gi.

Joseph, ludn 1 hién than cua sy khoe manh, lai mic chimg phinh
mach mau nao. To6i hoi chong t6i: “Liéu con chung ta c6 chét khong
anh?”. Om chat t6i vao long, Lou tra loi: “U...”.

Khong thé nao nhu vay duge. Chi méi cach didy mét gio ddng ho thoi,
con trai t6i con dang & nha xem tivi - viy ma gio ddy thang bé lai mé
man véi cAc thiét bi hdi stre cdp ciru va hau nhu chang c6 hy vong tinh
lai. Hut hing va dau don, t6i chi mudn gao khoc thit to...

Nhung khong con nhiéu thoi gian nira réi. Con nhiéu diéu quan
trong toi can phai lam — va to6i phai lam ngay lap taec.

Nhé lai c¢6 1an Joseph bao muén cho Micah mét qua than, t6i lién néi
voi chong toi: “Ching ta hdy hién cac bo phén trén co the cua con anh a.
D6 14 didu con mudn ching ta lam day”

Diéu phéi vién ciy ghép sip xép moi Viéc va chi vai gio sau, gia dinh
t6i tap trung quanh givong bénh cia Joseph dé cau nguyén cho con va
noéi 1oi vinh biét v6i thang bé.

Sau d6 chting t6i quay tré vé nha. Suét @&m hom iy, trong khi cac
béc si tién hanh phau thuat dé tach lay c4c b phan trong co thé cia con
trai t6i thi t6i nim cudn nguoi trén givong cua thang bé, 6m chat tim
chin ma no6 rat thich va néi rang t6i sé mai thuong nhé né.

T6i khong biét minh da 1am thé nao dé cé thé vuot qua duoc hai tuan
sau d6 - d6 12 thoi gian ching toi t6 chire d4m tang cho thang bé va
chuyén dén ngdi nha méi ma ching t6i da ky hop dong. Toi ludn bat



khéc nitc ng mdi khi dén gan phong ngu méi cua Joseph — cdn phong
ma han 13 thang bé rat thich néu noé con séng. C6 mot ndi tréng trai qua
16n trong tim t6i

Roi mot ngdy no, khi toi cam thay minh khong thé nao chiu dung
dau kho thém duoc nira thi t6i nhan duge mét 14 thu cia nhan vién diéu
phdi cay ghép. “Tdi viét 14 thu nay dé bao cho 6ng ba biét mét tin vui,
cling 12 két qua cua tim 1ong nhan hau caa 6ng ba...” Téi doc 14 thu véi
nhiing giot nuéc mat 14n dai trén ma.

Buic thu cho biét ¢6 hai phu nit nguoi Tho Nhi Ky, mot trong hai
ngudi 1a me cua mot cau bé ciing trac tudi Joseph, mdi nguodi déu nhan
dugc mot qud thén cua con trai toi va sau do da duge ghép thén. Trong
khi d6, & Missouri, cac té bao gan cua J oseph da gitp ctru séng mot
bénh nhan can dugc thay gan dang trong giai doan ngat nghéo. Tai
California, ¢6 hai dira bé sé sém dugc chay nhay, vui dua khi duoc nhan
van tim méi, khoe manh tir con trai t6i. Ngoai ra con c6 hai thiéu nién,
mot ¢ Tho Nhi Ky, mot & New York, da phuc hdi thi luc nho vao giac
mac cua con trai toi.

Nho con trai t6i ma cudce song cua bay con nguoi da duoc déi thay.
T6i mang theo burc thu @6 bén minh suét nhiéu ngay lién va cu doc di
doc lai mai. Téi dic biét 1ay 1am la cho dira bé ndo da nhan duoc gidc
mac tir con trai toi. Khiém khuyét cua Joseph 1a khong thé tu doc sach
duge, nhung nho mén qua dac biét nay cia thiang bé ma gio day trén thé
gi61 nay s€ 6 thém hai dua tre c6 thé doc sach. Piéu nay gitp t6i hiéu
rang con trai toi khong ra di mot cach vo nghia.

T6i mudn moi mét nguoi nhan duoc cie bo phan cua con trai toi déu
biét thang bé 13 ai. Vi viy mot dém no, tdi da viét cho mdi nguoi mot 14
thu va ké vé cau con trai bé bong, nguoi da dé lai cho ho mén qua vo
cing quy gi4. Toi nho vién cdy ghép gui tat ca cac 14 thu iy t6i bay nguoi
d6. Kém theo thu, t6i con goi taing mdi nguoi mot con thd nhéi bong
yéu thich cua Joseph va mot ban photo bai 1am viin ma c6 lan con trai
t6i da viét vé cach chim séc ching.

Nhan thte duge nhirng diéu tét dep ma Joseph da mang lai cho cuoc
sébng ndy, t6i mdi giir duge minh khong bat khoc méi khi di ngang
phong cua con. Piéu @6 ciing gitip rat nhiéu cho nhiing thanh vién khac
trong gia dinh t6i. Vi sau ciing thi chiing t6i cling c6 thé chia sé nhimmg
ky niém tuyét dep vé Joseph khi ca gia dinh quiy quan bén ban &n va ca
trong nhiing buéi hop mit gia dinh.

Tb6i va Lou ciing tuong nhé con trai minh bang nhiing budi néi
chuyén trudce nhiéu nguoi va truédce cac hoce sinh trung hoc vé y nghia cua



viéc hién cac bo phan trén co thé. Sau mot cudc phong van trén ti-vi,
nguoi me trude day da nhan duoc mét qua than tir Joseph da lién lac voi
chung t6i.

“To61 khong biét phai cam on 6ng ba thé nao ntra.” Co6 ay nirc nd ngay
lan dau tién chang t6i gap nhau.

T6i tra loi: “Véi t6i, thay duoc mot phan co thé caa con trai minh vin
con song la du roi”.

Nho ¢6 qua than méi ma nguoi me dé méi c6 thé tham du dwoe budi
18 t6t nghiép 16p tAm cua con trai minh. Joseph chua hoc dén 16p tam,
nhung thay vi ghen ty véi niém hanh phtc caa ngudi me do, toi lai cam
thay tu hao boi chinh con trai t6i da 1am cho diéu ky diéu ay tré thanh
hién thue.

Con trai toi da ra di, nhung thyc sy t6i cam thay nhu thang bé van
con va dang 1am nhimg diéu tot ma truée kia thang bé van timg 1am - d6
14 sdn sang dua tay ra véi nhimng ai can dugc gitp dg. Mot vai nguoi cho
rang cudc doi cia Joseph that ngin ngui, thé nhung t6i lai nghi rang
thiang bé da sdng mot cude song that tron ven.

Tdi timg nghe n6i rang néu ban ciu duoce cudce séng cia mot ai do thi
cling c6 nghia 1a ban da ciu duoc ca thé giéi. Thé ma con trai t6i da ciu
duoc cudc séng caa nim con nguoi va con trao ting 4nh sang cho hai
ngudi khac. Thé thi mot ngudi me con c6 thé doi hoi gi hon ¢ con trai
ciia minh? VA nguoi me ay con c6 diéu gi dang dé ty hao hon thé?

- Kathie Kroot

Giap do6 nguoi khac ciing 14 gitip d chinh minh, béi

nhimg diéu t0t dep ma ching ta mang lai cho cudc séng sé

tao nén mot vong tuan hoan va s quay tre vé véi
chinh ba n thAn méi ngudi.

- Flora Edwards




was deep in thought at my office preparing a lecture
to be given that evening at a college across town
when the phone rang. A woman I had never met said
she was the mother of a seven-year-old boy and that she
was dying. She said her therapist had advised her that discussing her
pending death with her little boy would be too traumatic for him, but
somehow that didn’t feel right to her.

Knowing that I worked with grieving children, she asked for my
advice. I told her that our heart is often smarter than our brain, and
that I thought she knew what would be best for her son. I also invited
her to attend the lecture that night since I was speaking about how
children cope with death. She said she would be there.

I wondered later if I would recognize her at the lecture, but my
question was answered when I saw a frail woman being half-carried
into the room by two adults. I talked about the fact that children
usually sense the truth long before they are told, and they often wait
until they feel adults are ready to talk about it before sharing their
concerns and questions. I said that children usually can handle truth
better than denial, even though the denial is intended to protect them
from pain. I said that respecting children meant including them in the
family sadness, not shutting them out.

At the break, she hobbled to me and said through her tears, “I knew
it in my heart. I just knew I should tell him.” She said that she would
that night.

The next morning I received another phone call from her. I
managed to hear the story through her choked voice. She said she
awakened him when they got home the night before and quietly said,
“Derek, I have something to tell you.”

He quickly interrupted her, saying, “Oh, Mommy, is it now that you
are going to tell me that you are dying?”

She held him close, and they both sobbed while she said, “Yes.”

After a few minutes the little boy wanted down. He said he had
something for her that he had been saving. In the back of one of his
drawers was a dirty pencil box. Inside the box was a letter written in



simple scrawl. It said, “Goodbye, Mom. I will always love you.”

How long he had been waiting to hear the truth, I don’t know. I do
know that two days later Mom died. In her casket was placed a dirty
pencil box and a letter.

- Doris Sanford



4 A ’ \
Chiéc hop but chi
0i dang ngoi trong vin phong va chim trong viéce
Tchuén bi cho bai giang ¢ truong t6i hom d6 thi
bdng tiéng chudng dién thoai vang 1én. D6 1a mot
phu nit t6i chwa timg quen biét, ¢6 cho biét minh 1 me
ctia mot bé trai bay tudi va co sap chét. Nguoi phu nit 4y noi bac si
khuyén c6 khong nén cho con trai biét vé cai chét dang cho doi minh, vi
do 1a diéu qua stre chiu dung cua cau bé, nhung du sao di nira, ¢d van
cam thay bat an khi gidu con trai chuyén nay.

Biét cong viéc cua toi c6 lién quan dén nhimg dtra tré bat hanh, nén
¢ goi dén dé hoi xem c6 nén 1am gi. T6i noi véi ¢6 ay rang con tim cua
ching ta thong minh hon 1y tri, va toi nghi rang c6 sé biét dicu gi 1a t6t
nhat cho con trai cia minh. Réi t6i moi ba me ay dén tham du budi
thuyét trinh cua t6i toi hom d6 vi toi s& noi vé van dé tré em sé phai déi
mait voi cai chét nhu thé ndo. Nguoi phu nit néi ring c6 s& toi tham du .

Tai budi thuyét trinh, t6i ty hoi liéu minh c6 thé nhan ra ngudi me d6
hay khong. Cau hoi 4y lap tuc c6 1oi giai dap khi toi trong thiy mot
ngudi phu nit yéu 6t duoc hai nguoi khac diu vao phong. Trong budi néi
chuyén cua minh t6i hom d9, t6i da ndi rang trén thuc té, tré em thuong
c6 linh cam vé su that tir rat 1au trude khi moi viée duge cong khai; va
bon tré van thuong doi cho dén khi ching cam thay nguoi 16n da sin
sang noéi ra nhirng diéu 4y thi ching mai chia s¢é méi quan tAm ciing
nhu thic mac cia minh. T6i néi rang tré em c6 thé dén nhan su that tt
hon so véi viée bi ngudi 16n néi déi, ngay ca khi diéu néi déi ay chi la dé
tranh cho chting khong dau khé. Téi con noéi rang tén trong con cai
dong nghia véi viéc hiy dé cho ching sé chia nhitng néi buon dau voi
gia dinh chir khéng phai coi chiing 1a nguoi ngoai cudc.

Gio giai lao, ngudi phu nir khap khiéng di vé phia t6i va néi trong
nude mat: “Trong thAm tam, t6i @4 nghi dén diéu nay. T6i biét rang
phai ndi cho con trai minh biét”. Nguoi me 4y con néi rang t6i hom @6
co s& cho con biét su that.

Sang hom sau, t6i lai nhan duogc dién thoai cua c6. Téi da ling nghe
ngudi me 4y nghen ngao ké lai moi chuyén. C6 ké rang vao dém hom
trude, co da danh thuce con trai day va noi khé: “Derek, me ¢6 chuyén
nay mudn ndi véi con”.

Cau bé lién ngat 161 me va noéi: “Oi, me, c6 phai me dinh n6i véi con



1a me sap chét khong?”.

Nguoi me 6m chit con trai vao 1ong, c6 tra 1oi trong tiéng khoc nire
né cua ca hai me con: “U”.

It phut sau, cau bé tust xuéng khoi tay me. Cau bé néi rang minh co
mot thi danh cho me ma cau da cat giit tir 1au. Trong tdi quan sau cia
Derek 1a mot hop bt chi ldm ban. Bén trong chiéc hop 1a mot bue thu
dugc viét bang nhimg dong chir nguéch ngoac: “Tam biét me than yéu
cua con. Con sé€ luén yéu me”.

T6i khong biét cau bé da phai cho doi bao 1au roi mai biét duoc sy
that, nhung t6i chi biét rang hai ngay sau d6 thi me ciu qua doi. Trong

quan tai cua nguoi me ay, nguoi ta dit vao d6 chiée hop but chi 1am ban
va ca bue thu cua ciu con trai.

- Doris Sanford



won’t say “I know how you feel” -because I don’t.

I've lost parents, grandparents, aunts, uncles and

friends, but I've never lost a child. So how can I say I
know how you feel?

I won’t say “You’ll get over it” -because you won’t. Life will have to
go on. The washing, cooking, cleaning, the common routine. These
chores will take your mind off your loved one, but the hurt will still be
there.

I won’t say “Your other children will be a comfort to you” - because
they may not be. Many mothers I've talked to say that after they have
lost a child, they easily lose their temper with their remaining children.
Some even feel resentful that they’re alive and healthy when the other
child is not.

I won’t say “Never mind, you’re young enough to have another
baby” -because that won’t help. A new baby will fill your hours, keep
you busy and give you sleepless nights. But it will not replace the one
you’ve lost.

You may hear all these platitudes from your friends and relatives.
They think they are helping. They don’t know what else to say. Many
will avoid you because they can’t face you. Others will talk about the
weather, the holidays and the school concert but never about how
you’re coping.

So what will I say?

I will say “I'm here. I care. Anytime. Anywhere.” I will talk about
your loved one. We’ll laugh about the good memories. I won’t mind
how long you grieve. I won’t tell you to pull yourself together.

No, I don’t know how you feel - but with sharing, perhaps I will
learn a little of what you are going through. And perhaps you’ll feel
comfortable with me and find your burden has eased.

- Written by a Pediatric Nurse to Ann Landers



Khi khong thé dién ta bang 1oi

0i s& khong noéi: “T6i biét ban cam thay nhu thé
Tnéo!” — bai t6i khong biét diéu do. Téi timg mat bd

me, 6ng ba, di cau va ban bé, nhung t6i chua mat
di dta con thin yéu cia minh. Vay 1am sao t6i c6 thé
noi rang toi biét duwoc cam giac cua ban?

T6i s& khong noi: “Ban sé vuot qua duoc ndi dau d6” — bai toi biét
ban khong thé. Cude séng van phai tiép dién. Nhimng viée nhu giat gi,
nau nuéng, lau chui hay nhu:ng cong viéc thuong ngay Khac s& glup ban
bét nghi vé diaa con than yéu cia minh, nhung néi dau van sé con do.

T6i s& khong noi: “Nhirng dta con khac cua ban s& 13 niém an ui” —
boi 6 thé s& khong phai nhu vay. Rat nhiéu nguoi me ma toi ting tiép
xtic cho biét sau khi mét con, ho thuong rat dé néi néng véi nhimng dtra
con con lai cia minh. M6t vai ngudi con cam thay bue béi khi nhiig
dira con ay con song va van khoe manh, trong khi dira kia thi da vinh
vién ra di.

Tbi s& khong noi: “Khong sao dau, ban con tré nén cé thé sinh dua
kh4c ma” — béi diéu d6 ciing chang ich gi. Pia bé méi sinh d6 sé chiém
hét thoi gian cua ban, s& khién ban ban rén va c6 nhitng dém thuec trang,
nhung n6 khong thé thay thé cho dura con da mét cua ban.

C6 thé ban s& nghe nhiing 16i an i vd nghia 4y tir ban bé va nguoi
than. Ho nghi rang 1am nhu vay 12 dang gitip ban. Ho khong biét phai
n6i gi hon. Nhiéu nguoi sé tranh mit ban vi ho khong biét phai dbi dién
v6i ban nhu thé ndo. Nhitng ngudi khac thi sé néi vé thoi tiét, vé nhiing
ky nghi hoic vé nhimg budi hoa nhac chir khong bao gio @é cap dén
chuyén ban phai duong dau véi ndi dau 4y nhu thé nao.

Vay thi toi s¢ noi gi day?

Tbi s& noi: “Toi ddy. Toi s& quan tAm dén chuyén cia ban. Bat cir lac
nao va bat cr & dau”. T6i s& ndi vé dra con than yéu iy cua ban. Chiing
ta s& cung cudi v6i nhau khi nhé vé nhimg ky ni¢ém dep da qua. Toi s&

khong dé ¥ dén viéc ban dau kho trong bao lau. Téi ciing s& khong bao
ban phai ty 1y lai thiing bang trong cudc séng.

Khong, t6i khong biét cam giac cia ban nhu thé ndo - nhung véi tim
long ludén muon sé chia, co6 1€ toi s€ hiéu duge mot chiat vé nhirng gi ban
dang phai trai qua. Va c6 thé ban cling s& cam thay thoai mai khi 6 bén



t6i, va chot nhan ra rang nhitng ndi niém triu ning ay sé dan voi di.
- Mét y td khoa nhi viét cho Ann Landers



ever had life been so difficult. As a veteran police

officer, exposed to the constant stress and

pressures inherent in the profession, but the death

of my life partner struck a hammer blow that pitched me

into the depths of depression. At twenty-eight years of age, my beloved
Liz had suffered a perforated colon as a complication of Crohn’s
disease and died tragically after several operations and six agonizing
weeks in the intensive care unit. Our firstborn son, Seth, celebrated his
fourth birthday the day following his mother’s death, and Morgan, our
youngest boy, would reach his third exactly three weeks later.

Liz, who had been a stay-at-home mother, excelled at cooking,
housecleaning and all the other domestic chores that embellished our
lives. In true machocop, chauvinistic fashion, I had taken her
generosity for granted, never having time to take on any of these
responsibilities myself. As a result I found myself suddenly, in the
midst of my grief, thrust ranting and screaming into the role of maid,
shopper, driver, launderer, childcare professional, cook and
dishwasher. We had moved into a heavily mortgaged new home only
weeks before Liz’s death, and our financial situation was already
precarious. I soon realized that police work, with its rotating shifts,
would necessitate a live-in nanny. To my great dismay, the constant
demands for attention from two preschoolers left me exhausted and
irritated, until I began to resent their very existence.

In the following days, loneliness and pain gave way to anger and,
eventually, self-pity. I spiraled deeper and deeper into despair, and it
wasn’t long before my body began to display its inner turmoil. Despite
my efforts to veil my grief from the children, my eyes became dark and
baggy, my weight plummeted, and on one occasion, the boys watched
me spill milk all over the table as a quivering hand thwarted my efforts
to fill a glass.

Although I dreaded the moment, I knew at some point I would have
to delve into the task of sorting through Liz’s personal effects, cleaning
out the closets and boxing up her clothes and other belongings. One
evening, the boys tucked away for the night, I began. Each dress, that
scarf, this pair of shoes, one by one, evoked its treasured, if not painful,
memory and feelings of overwhelming guilt. It was in a small fold,



deep within her purse, that I found almost by accident a neatly folded,
tiny slip of yellowed paper, its creases, tight and crisp with age,
protecting a carefully printed message.

“Dear Kevin,” it began, “these are all the reasons that I love you...”
And as I read on, her words obscured by tears, my heart ached and my
body shook with convulsive, painful sobs of loneliness. I had hit
bottom.

In that hopeless fog of despair, I became aware of two small arms
wrapped around my legs as I sat at the edge of the bed. A small voice
asked in all the innocence of his three years, “What’s the matter,
Daddy?”

“I feel sad, Morgan, that Mommy’s gone to heaven, and we won’t
see her for a very long time,” I said, struggling vainly for composure.

“Don’t worry, Daddy, we’ll help you. When Seth and I get up in the
morning, we’ll put the cereal on the table and all you’ll have to do is
make the toast.”

With those few, simple, loving words, my three-year-old child
taught me a greater lesson than any other. His thoughts were sunlight
filtering into the my dreary, winter soul, and I knew at that instant that
life would be okay.

- Kevin D. Catton



Su sang suot cua con

uodc song cua téi chua bao gio khon dén nhu lac ay.

Timg la mot nhan vién canh sit luon phai doi dau

voi cang thang va 4p luc von c6 cia nghé, thé ma 601

v6i t6i, cai chét cua vo da nhu mot don bua ta giang xuong,

hoan toan nhéin chim t6i dén tan cling cua bé sau tuyét vong. O tudi hai
muoi tdm, Liz yéu quy cua téi bi chung thung rudt két do bién chimg cua
cin bénh Crohn. Sau nhiéu lan phau thuat cling véi sau tuan chiu nhiéu
dau dén ¢ phong cham soéc dac biét, nang da ra di. Seth, dira con trai
dau 1ong cua chiing t6i, da t6 chuc sinh nhat lan thi tu ngay sau ngay
me n(? mat; con Morgan, dra con trai Gt thi ba tuan sau d6 maéi vira tron
ba tuoi.

Liz vo t6i & nha dam duong viéc noi tro. Nang rat gioi chuyén bép
nic, don dep nha ctra va tat ca cac cong viée gia dinh khéc - nhirng viéc
da gitp diém t6 thém cho cudc séng cua gia dinh ching t6i. Véi tu
tuong kha hep hoi, bao thu, t6i 3 mic nhién dén nhan tim long rong
luong cua nang ma khong bao gio danh thoi gian dé nhan 1anh nhimng
trach nhiém do6 vé minh. Va thé 1a trong ndi dau don tot ciing, t6i bong
thdy minh nhu muén dién 1én khi vira phai dam nhan vai tro cia mot
bao mau, vira phai di cho, 14i xe, giat gifi, chiim séc con c4i, nau 4n va
ria chén. Chi vai tuan trude khi Liz mét, ching t6i da don dén cin nha
vira dugc mua bang hinh thtrc tra gop, luc do tinh hinh tai chinh cua gia
dinh t6i da rat bap bénh. T6i sém nhan ra rang cong viéc cia mot canh
sat v4i cac ca truc luan phién doi hoi phai ¢6 mét ngudi gitp t6i 6 nha
trong nom bon tré. Cling voi sy mat mat vé tinh than qua 16n, nhiing
doi hoi cap thoi khi phai chim séc cho hai dira tré chua toi tudi dén
truong da vat kiét suc luc va khién t6i lic ndo cling chue cdu kinh, dén
ndi to6i bat dau cam thay buc boi vi chinh sy hién dién coa cic con minh.

Vao nhimg ngdy sau do, ndi c¢6 don va sy dau dén da dan t6i vao con
duong ciia sy ndng gidn va sau cung la sy than van oan trach. Cang
ngdy t6i cang bi xody sau vao tuyét vong, va chang lau sau, co thé toi bat
dau c6 nhimg biéu hién caa tinh trang réi loan tinh than. Mic du t6i da
cb gang che gidu khong dé bon tré biét minh dang dau kho, nhung mat
t6i ctr thAm quéang va sung hip, con trong luong co thé thi syt giam thay
rd; roi mot 1an no, bon tré thay téi do sira tran ca ra ban vi tay téi ct run
run khong cich nio @6 day ly ma khong dé tran.

T6i biét rang minh s& phai soan lai d6 diing c4 nhan cua Liz, lau chui



cin phong riéng cua hai vo chéng va gap quan 4o ciing nhu nhiing vat
dung khac cia nang bo vao thiing, dau rang d6 sé 1a nhing gidy phut
khién t6i cam thay vo ciing dau kho. Mot budi téi no, khi bon tré da vao
giudng ngy, to bat dau cong viéc. Timg chiéc 4o dam, khin quang co
hay doi giay cla nang déu goi 1én nhu:ng ky wre quy gid va ca nhu:ng ky
niém khién t6i cam thiy dau dén va c6 mgc cam t0i 16i. Trong gbc chlec
vi cua nang, t6i vo tinh thay mot manh giay nho da nga vang dugc gap
lai gon gang. Bén trong nhiing nép gap chat va kha cung béi thoi gian ay
1a nhirng dong nhin giri duge ddnh may rat can than.

Manh glay viét: “Kevin yéu quy, tat ca nhung diéu nay ly giai vi sao
em yéu anh...”. Khi doc tlep bue thu cia nang, nude mat toi tudn trao
khién nhitng dong chir 4y bi nhoe di, con tim t6i nhéi dau va co thé t6i
run 1én ban bat trong tiéng nirc né dau dén cua su c6 don. To6i da & tan
ciing cua dau kho.

Ngoi trén thanh givong trong ndi hoang mang vo vong, t6i bong cam
nhan rd mot vong tay bé nho dang 6m lay chan minh. Mot giong noi
khé cit tiéng hoi, an chira tat ca sy ngdy tho cua mot dia tré 1én ba: “Cé
chuyén gi vay ha b§?”.

“B6 cam thay rat buén Morgan 4. Budn vi Me da 1én thién duong rdi
va chung ta sé khong thé nao gap dugc me trong moét thoi gian rat dai”,
to1 ndi, co gitt binh tinh nhung ¢6 vé nhu chang ich gi.

“Dung lo bo a. Ching con s& gitp bo. Méi sang, khi anh Seth va con
thirc day, ching con sé dé san ngii coc trén ban va bo chi can nudéng
banh mi thoi.”

Chi v6i moét vai 1oi n6i don gian nhung chan chira tinh yéu thuong,
cau con trai ba tudi cua t6i da gitp t6i nhan ra mot bai hoc vo cung y
nghia. Nhirng suy nghi d6 ciua thang bé nhu anh mit troi chiéu sang vao
tam hon buon tham va gia lanh cua t6i; va ngay lac do, t6i biét rang
cudc song roi sé 6n thoi.

- Kevin D.Catton



ama died just days before my eleventh
birthday, and my destiny careened
dramatically from snuggly to loose-ended.
Overnight, my childhood vanished. In the coming
months, Dad met Dot at work and began seeing her
regularly. A year later, they married.

So quickly. Another woman moving into our house stirred anew my
still-fresh memories of Mama. At the same time, Dot inherited a brood
of three children, ages five, eight and twelve.

When alone, I listened to an old recording of “You’ll Never Walk
Alone,” and I was convinced my mama sang those words to me from
the other side. Yet in moments of grief I wondered, How can she walk
with me now? My child’s heart yearned for a mother’s touch.

“Do you want the kids to call you Mama?” Dad asked Dot one day.
Something in me wanted her to say “yes.”

Dot looked troubled for long moments, then said, “No. That
wouldn’t be right.”

The no felt like a physical blow. Blood’s thicker'n water, came my
grandma’s favorite litany. I'd not, until that very moment, grasp its
meaning. My stepmother’s answer seemed proof that blood was
thicker, that I was merely Daddy’s “baggage” - proof that, to her -
despite the fact that she introduced me as “my daughter” - I was
biologically not.

I was of the water. So I distanced myself.

My sulky aloofness hid a deep, deep need for acceptance. Yet no
matter how churlish I became, Dot never hurt me with harsh words.
We were, in those trying days, quiet and bewildered for harmony.

After all, we were stuck with each other. She had no more choice
than I.

I visited Mama’s grave every chance I got to talk things over with
her. I never carried flowers because fresh arrangements always nestled
lovingly against the headstone, put there, no doubt, by Daddy.

Then, in my fourteenth year, I came in from school one day and saw



my new member — my newborn baby brother, Michael. I hovered over
the bassinet, gently stroking the velvety skin as tiny fingers grasped
mine and drew them to the little mouth. I dissolved into pure,
maternal mush. Dot, still in her hospital housecoat, stood beside me.

“Can I hold him?” I asked hesitantly.

She lifted and placed him in my arms.

In a heartbeat, that tiny bundle snapped us together.
In a few short months, Dot had become my best friend.

At Grandma’s house one Sunday, I overheard Dot tell my Aunt
Annie Mary, “I told James I didn’t think it was right to force the kids to
call me Mama. Irene will always be Mama to them. That’s only right.”
So that’s why she’d said “no.”

Or was it? Blood’s thicker’n water. Was Grandma right? Was that
always true in matters pertaining to familial loyalty? I shrugged
uneasily, telling myself that it didn’t matter anyway.

The following years, Dot embraced my husband Lee as “son,” she
soothed me through three childbirths, and afterward spent full weeks
with me, caring and seeing to my family’s needs. Intermittent with
these events, she birthed three of her own, giving me two brothers and
a sister. How special our children felt, growing up together, sharing
unforgettable holidays like siblings.

In 1974, Lee and I lived two hundred miles away from home when a
tragic accident claimed our eleven-year-old Angie. By nightfall, Dot
was there, holding me. She was utterly heartbroken.

I moved bleakly through the funeral’s aftermath, secretly wanting to
die. Every Friday evening, I dully watched Dot’s little VW pull into my
driveway. “Daddy can’t come. He has to work,” she said. After leaving
work, she drove four hours nonstop to be with me each weekend, a trek
that continued for three long months.

During those visits, she walked with me to the cemetery, held my
hand and wept with me. If I didn’t feel like talking, she was quiet. If I
talked, she listened. She was so there that, when I despaired, she
single-handedly shouldered my anguish.

Soon, I waited at the door on Fridays. Slowly, life seeped into me
again.

In 1992, Dad’s sudden auto accident death yanked the earth from
beneath me, and I lapsed into shock, inconsolable. My first reaction



was that I needed Dot.

And then, I felt a vague fear in my mind. I'd grown so secure with
the Daddy and Dot alliance through the years that I'd simply taken
family solidarity for granted. Now with Dad’s abrupt departure, the
chasm he left loomed murky and frightening.

Had Dad, I wondered, been the glue?

Terrifying thoughts spiraled through my mind as Lee drove me to
join relatives. Will I lose my family? The peril of that jolted me to the
core.

Blood’s thicker’n water. If Grandma felt that way, couldn’t Dot feel
that way, too, just a little bit? It was in this frame of mind that I
entered Dot’s house after the accident.

Dot’s house. Not Dad’s and Dot’s house anymore.

Will Daddy’s void change her? She loved me, yes, but suddenly I
felt keenly DNA-stripped, the stepchild of folklore. A sea of familiar
faces filled the house. Yet, standing in the midst of them all, I felt
utterly alone.

“Susie!” Dot’s voice rang out. “I'm so sorry about Daddy, honey,”
she murmured and gathered me into her arms.

Terror scattered like startled ravens.

What she said next took my breath. She looked me in the eye and
said gently, “He’s with your Mama now.”

I snuffled and gazed into her kind face. “He always put flowers on
Mama’s grav...”

She looked puzzled, then smiled sadly. “No, honey, he didn’t put the
flowers on her grave.”

“Then who...”

She looked uncomfortable for long moments. Then she leveled her
gaze with mine. “I did.”

“You?” I asked, astonished. “All those years?” She nodded, then
wrapped me in her arms again.

That truth was so unpredictable. Blood is part water. Grandma just
didn’t get it.

I asked Dot recently, “Isn’t it time I started calling you Mom?”



She smiled and blushed. Then I thought I saw tears spring into her
eyes.

“Know what I think?” I said, putting my arms around her. “I think
Mama’s looking down at us from heaven, rejoicing that you’ve taken
such good care of us, doing all the things she’d have done if she’d been
here. I think she’s saying, ‘Go ahead, Susie, call her Mom.””

I hesitated, suddenly uncertain. “Is that okay?”
In a choked voice, she replied, “I would consider it an honor.”
Mama’s song to me was true: I do not walk alone.

Mom walks with me.
Emily Sue Harvey



Tinh yéu va nudc la

¢ mat chi vai ngdy trude sinh nhat lan tha muoi
Mm@t cua toi; va ké tir do, cude doi toi thay doi
han; tir chd duoc nang niu, chim bam, t6i gan
nhu bi bo roi khong ai chdm séc. Chi trong nhay mait,
tudi tho t6i bdng tan bién. Vai thang sau do, bé téi gip
di Dot tai noi 1am viéc va bat dau thuong xuyén tiép xtc véi di. Mot ndm
sau, ho t6 chire 18 cuéi.

Qu4 nhanh. Sy xuét hién ctia mot nguoi phu nit khic trong nha da
lam x40 tron tat ca nhimg ky niém vé Me vén van chua phai mo trong
tam tri t6i. Liic cuéi b t6i, di Dot con “thira huong” thém mét 1 tre,
mot dia 1én nam, dira 1én tAm va dira muoi hai tudi.

Nhing khi ngdi mot minh, t6i thuong nghe mot ban nhac xua c6 tén
“Con sé& khong bao gio budce di don doc”, va toi da doan chic rang 6 noi
thién duong kia, me dang hat nhiing 1oi 4y cho t6i nghe. Thé nhung
trong nhitng khoanh khic dau khé, t6i van ty hoi: Lam sao me cé thé
cting buée di bén con duwoc nira? Nhitng lac y, trai tim mot dta tré nhu
t6i lai khat khao vong tay yéu thuong cua me. Mot ngdy no, bé hoi di
Dot: “Em c6 muén bon tré goi em 1a me khong?”. C6 diéu gi do6 trong
t6i cir mong sao di hay tra 161 12 “C6”. Sau vai phat béi réi, di Dot tra 1oi:
“Khoéng, diéu @6 khong 6n dau”. Cau tra 1oi khéng cia di nhu mét ngon
gi6 vo tinh. Cau néi “Mot giot mau dao hon ao nuée 1a” trong quyén
kinh thanh ma ba t6i vin thuong doc chot hién vé. Trude kia téi khong
hiéu ¥ nghia cia ciu ndi 4y, nhung dén lac nghe cau tra 16i cua di thi toi
da hiéu. Cau tra 16i 4y nhu mot bang chimg ching minh rang moét giot
mau dao chic chan phai hon ao nuéc 13, rang tdi chi 1a mot dra “ranh
con” ciia cha t6i; né con chimg minh rang mic du di van gisi thiéu véi
moi ngudi t6i 12 con gai cua di, nhung thuc chat thi khong phai thé.

Déi vai di, t6i chi 1a nwde la. Vi thé, toi tu minh giit khoang cach véi
di.

Nhung an sau thai do bat can cua tdi 1a mot niém khao khat manh
liét dugc goi di 12 me. Cho du t6i c6 cau kinh véi di thé nao di nira,
nhung di van khong bao gid 1am t6i dau 1ong béi nhimng 161 néi kho
nghe. Trong nhimng thang ngay khong may dé chiu do, gitta chting t6i 1a
khong khi im lang va bdi réi cbt chi dé cho yén chuyén.

R&t cudce thi ca hai ching t6i déu phai chiu dung nhau, vi ca hai



chang c6 chon lya nao khac.

Ctr mdi 1an c6 chuyén muén keé 12 t6i lai t6i thim mo cua me. Toi
chang bao gio mang theo hoa vi luon c6 nhirng bong hoa tuoi tham nép
minh dang yéu bén bia mo cua me. Chac chan dé la nhirng bong hoa do
b6 mang dén.

R6i dén nim t6i 1én muoi bon tudi, mot hom vira di hoc vé téi thay
nha minh c6 thém mot thanh vién méi, do 1a dira em trai méi sinh cua
toi — Michael. Toi cir quan quanh bén chiéc n6i may va nhe nhang vuot
ve lan da mém min nhu nhung cia em, con nhitng ngoén tay bé xiu cua
cu cau thi cir nam chat lay tay t6i va kéo dua vao cai miéng nho xinh cua
minh. T6i bong cam thay moét dicu gi do6 that thuan khiét va nhu thé ¢6
moi day lién hé mat thiét gitra toi va dira bé. Di Dot dirng bén canh t6i,
nguoi van con khoac bd quan 4o cia bénh vién.

T6i ngap ngung hoi di: “Con c6 thé bé em bé duoc khong?”.

Di bé bé Michael 1én va dit vao tay toi.

_ Ngay chinh trong khoanh khic d6, dira bé dy da kéo t6i va di xich lai
gan nhau hon.

Chi trong vai thang ngan ngui, di Dot da tro thanh nguoi ban than
thiét nhat cua toi.

Vao mot ngay Chu nhat no khi ching t6i quiy quan ¢ nha ngoai, t6i
tinh co nghe di Dot néi chuyén véi di Annie Mary: “Chi da néi vaoi
James rang viéc bat may dta nho goi chi bang me qua 1a khong dang.
Irene s&é mai 1a me cua bon tré. Chi diéu d6 méi dtng”. Thira d61aly do
vi sao di da tra 101 “khong” véi bb toi.

Vay con mét giot mdau dao hon ao nuoc la thi sao? Liéu ba ngoai ciua
t6i noi c6 dang khong? C6 phai quan niém d6 luén ludén ding déi voi
nhimg van dé lién quan dén su gan két trong gia dinh? T6i nhin vai véi
vé bin khoin, ty nhu rang diéu d6 chic sé khong sao.

Nhirng nim sau d6, di Dot con quan tAm dén Lee, chong t6i, nhu déi
v6i mot cau con trai cia minh. Di da gitp t6i bét di ganh nang trong ca
ba lan sinh né, va sau @6 di con ¢ suét tuan vai toi, dé ¥ quan tam dén
nhu cau cia gia dinh t6i. Trong khoang thoi gian nay, di Dot ciing sinh
thém ba ngudi con, va nhu thé t6i c6 thém hai em trai va mot em gai.
Nhimng dta con caa toi va con cia di han da cam thay tuyét voi biét bao
khi duoc 16n 1én cliing nhau va cting chia s¢ nhitng ky nghi khong thé
nao quén nhu anh chi em ruot.

N#m 1974, Lee va t6i séng cach nha dén 200 dim. Nam 4y, mot tai



nan thuong tam da xay ra, cudp di dea con méi mudi mot tudi cua
chiing t6i 1a Angie. Mo6i ngay trudc khi troi sap t6i, di Dot lai c6 mat bén
toi, Om chat toi vao long. Di cling dau long nhur toi.

Sau d4m tang cta con, t6i nhu nguoi vo hon va da bi mat nghi dén
cai chét. Ctir moi tbi thir Sau, t6i lai thir nguoi ngdi nhin chiée xe VW cua
di Dot r& vao 16i nha t6i. “B6 con khéng thé dén duoc. Ong dy phai di
1am r6i”, di néi. Sau khi hét gio 1am, di da phai 14i xe lién tuc trong sudt
bén tiéng dong ho dé dén vai t6i vao mdi cudi tuan. Viée do cu tiép dién
trong suét ba thang troi.

Nhing khi dén thim t6i, di thuong di ciing t6i dén nghia trang, nam
chit tay t6i va khoc ciing t6i. Néu t6i cam thiay khong mudn néi chuyén,
di sé gitr im ling. Con néu t6i ndi, di sé lang nghe. Di da ludén ¢ bén t6i
dé moi khi t6i cam thay tuyét vong, di lai san sé bot ndi dau coa toi.

Chang bao 1au sau, t6i da chiu dimg & cira doi di vao mdi ngay tha
Sau. Dan dan, cudc séng nhu lai trdi day trong toi.

Nhung vao nim 1992, cai chét dot ngot cua bd trong mot tai nan giao
thong mot 1an nira lai 1am x40 déng cudc séng cua toi. Toi lai roi vao
tinh trang khung hoang tinh than khong thé nao ngudi dugc. Phan ung
dau tién cua toi lac d6 1a nghi ngay dén di Dot.

Va roi toi cam nhan dugc ndi so hai mo hé dang len 16i trong tAm tri
minh. T6i da 16n 1én véi su bao boc va yéu thuong cia bé va di Dot
trong sudt nhiéu nim lién, vi thé ma t6i xem sy gan két vig chic cua
mot gia dinh 14 diéu hién nhién. Gio day, sy ra di dot ngot cua bé da @é
lai mot hé sau u &m va dang so de doa dén su gan két ay.

Phdi ching bo chinh la chdt keo két dinh? Téi ty hoi.

Khi Lee 14i xe dua t6i dén tham nhirmng nguoi ho hang than thudc,
nhirng suy nghi dang s¢ cir xoay sau vao tam tri toi. Lé nao minh sé
danh mat gia dinh? Moi lo d6 da choan hét tam tri toi.

MGt giot mdu dao hon ao nuwée la. Néu ba ngoai caa téi cam thay
dic¢u do thi 1€ nao di Dot lai khong cé cam giac ay, du chi la mét chat?
Sau tai nan cia bo, tam trang ay cir deo bam t6i moi khi t6i vé nha di
Dot.

Nha cua di Dot, chit khong phai 1a nha caa b va di Dot nira.

Liéu viéc bé ra di c6 1am di 4y thay doi khong? Phai cong nhan 1a di
ay cting yéu thuong t6i, nhung t6i bong cam thay du sao di nira minh
van la dira con riéng khong ¢6 quan hé mau mu gi véi di ca. Trong nha
di 1a mét bién ngudi véi nhirng guong mit twong ty nhau. Song, dung



gitta ho, t6i lai cam thay minh c6 don qua dai.

“Susie!” Giong cua di Dot vang 1én. “Di rat tiéc vé chuyén cua bé con,
con yéu a”. Di khé néi roi dang tay 6m toi vao long.

N&i so hai trong t6i lai lan téa nhu mot dan chim vé to.

Nhiing 161 di néi tiép theo d6 1am t6i gan nhu nghet tho. Di nhin vao
mat t6i va nhe nhang noi: “Gio thi b6 dang ¢ canh me con”.

T6i sut sit va nhin thang vao guong mit phtic hau caa di. “B6 ludén
mang nhimg bong hoa tuoi tham dat 1én mé caa me.”

Trong di c6 vé bdi rdi va sau d6 di cuoi budn ba: “Khong, con yéu a,
b6 khéng phai la nguoi dat hoa 1én mé cia me con dau”.

“Vay thi ai?”

Di c6 vé khong thoai mai mot hdi 1au. Sau d6 di nhin t6i va néi: “Di
day”.

“Di?”, t6i ngac nhién héi lai. “Trong subt nhirng nim ay sao?” Di gat
dau, va roi di lai tiép tuc 6m t6i vao long.

Sy that qua ddi bat ngo. Mdu ciing c6 mét phan la nuerée. Ba ngoai da
khong hiéu dieu do.

Moi day, t6i co6 hoi di Dot: “Gio con goi di 1a me c6 duge khong a?”.

Di mim cudi va guong mat ang do. Réi nhitng giot nude mit 13n dai
trén ma cua di.

“Di c6 biét con nghi gi khong?” Téi hoi, hai tay 6m lay di. “Con nghi
& noi thién duong, me con dang nhin chiing ta. Me con ciing rat hanh
phtc khi biét rang di da cham séc ching con rat chu d4o va di da lam
tat ca nhirng viéc ma 1¢ ra me con sé ganh vac néu me con song. Con
nghi me dang noi: ‘Susie a, hay cir thé nhé, hay goi di 1a Me”

Bdng nhién t6i cam thay ngan ngai: “Diéu d6 c6 dugc khong ha di?”.
Di nghen ngao tra loi: “Di s€ coi d6 nhu mét vinh hanh doi véi di”.

Vi t6i, bai hat cua me t6i da tré thanh sy that: t6i khong hé budce di
mot minh.
Me s& budce di cung t6i.

- Emily Sue Harvey



ommy, would you be sad if I died?”
.. : Disturbing words quickly tumbled from the
\ / mouth of four-year-old Ashley, taking her
mother, Kathleen Treanor, by surprise.

“Of course, I would, Ashley. I’d miss you terribly.”
“But don’t be sad, Mommy. I'd be an angel watching over you.”

With a playful wink and a promise to stay close by my side, childish
giggles soon filled the air. Yes, everything was back on key, with no
more talk of fouryear-olds going to heaven before their time.

A few days later, Kathleen brought Ashley to Grandma LaRue’s
house. Grandma was a wonderful sitter, whose home overflowed with
love, comfort and joy. Without a doubt, homemade cookies would soon
be on their way.

After tenderly kissing Ashley goodbye, Kathleen jumped in her car
and hurried off to work. She’d hardly arrived and settled comfortably
in her chair, with a steaming cup of freshly brewed coffee, when she
heard it. A huge blast rocked Oklahoma City, and just as quickly
destroyed her world.

Confused and unsure of what happened, a co-worker flipped on the
television. Everyone in the office stood in reverent shock as the news
began to unfold. There’d been an enormous explosion at the Murrah
Federal Building. Kathleen could hardly believe her eyes. Not here! She
thought. Soon, young mothers were running back and forth in a frantic
search for their children. Kathleen was horrified to discover there’d
been a daycare in the building. My God, the children, she thought, as
she began to pray for the desperate families.

Within moments, her sister called with unimaginable news. Luther
and LaRue Treanor had taken Ashley to their social security
conversation, which was inside the Murrah building. Suddenly, the
room began to spin. Surreal humming filled Kathleen’s ears. Ashley
was in that devastated structure - the one she was watching on the
news!

Her mother-in-law and father-in-law, along with Ashley, were
found among the dead. Kathleen immediately slipped into a deep, dark



depression.

But months later, Kathleen recalled a prayer she’d uttered just days
before the bombing, pleading with God for a message of hope to share
with a hurting world. Then her mind raced to Ashley’s words just
before the explosion, “Don’t be sad if I die. I'll be an angel watching
over you.” Suddenly, Kathleen realized she was being prepared for a
mission far beyond her understanding.

Kathleen decided to plant a memorial for her daughter. Today,
Ashley’s Garden is adorned with a graceful weeping willow, a fountain
and an abundance of lively, brilliant flowers. For all who see it, the
message is clear. Life goes on. Joy follows sorrow. Light rises from
darkness.

When Kathleen awoke on the morning of September 11, 2001, along
with the rest of the world, she froze in disbelief. America had, once
again, been struck by the evil of terrorism. In that moment, she knew,
her words of hope and healing would reach far beyond the borders of
Oklahoma. They would now take her to New York City.

So, along with survivors and victims’ families, she boarded a plane
and flew toward her destiny. By meeting the Oklahomans, the people
of New York were able to see firsthand that time and faith heal all
wounds.

No one knows what the future holds, but for now, Kathleen’s on a
mission, reaching out to the hurting, the wounded and to all who
grieve with an inspiring message of hope.

And back in Oklahoma, Ashley’s Garden still blooms.
- Candy Chand



Khu vuon cia Ashley
(4 Me oi, néu con chét thi me c6 budn khong?”

Nhiing 101 1& 4n chira su lo ling 4 ay bat ngo
duoc thét ra tir mét dira tré méi bén tudi,
Ashley, khién me cua c6 bé, Kathleen Treanor, vo cling

\
kinh ngac.
“Di nhién me s& buén lim Ashley a. Me s& nhé con vo ciing.”
“Nhung me ding budn. Con sé 1 thién than luén doi theo me.”
V6i mot cai nhay mat tinh nghich va 1oi hta sé luén ¢ bén me, tiéng
cuoi khiic khich hon nhién caa ¢6 bé lai nhanh chong hoa vao khong
gian. Thé r6i moi thi lai tré vé binh thuong. Hai me con khong ai nhac

dén chuyén lén thién duong cua co bé bon tudi nira, mai cho dén thoi
khic dinh ménh ay.

Vai ngay sau, Kathleen dua bé Ashley dén nha ba noi LaRue choi. Ba
noi 1a mot nhii mau tuyét voi. Cin nha cua ba ngap tran tinh yéu
thuong, niém hanh phtc va sy thoai mai. O @9, chac chan moi nguoi sé
duoc thuong thirc nhitng bira #n tuyét voi do chinh tay ba ché bién.

Sau khi nhe nhang hon tam biét con gai, Kathleen nhay véi 1én xe va
phéng dén noi lam viéc. Vira méi dén vin phong va khoan khoai ngoi
vao ghé cling véi tach ca phé con dang béc khoi trén tay, bong Kathleen
nghe thay mot tiéng dong. Mot tiéng no 16n 1am rung chuyén ca thanh
phb Oklahoma, va n6 nhu chyc ph4 hity ca thé gisi nay vay.

Hot hoang chang hiéu chuyén gi da xdy ra, mot df)ng nghiép cia
Kathleen lién bat ti vi 1én. T4t ca moi ngu:orl trong van phong déu dung
lang nguoi choang vang khi phat thanh vién bat dau dua tin. Mot vu no
khung khiép da Xay ra tai toa nha Lién bang Murrah. Kathleen khong
thé ndo tin n6i vao mat minh. Khong thé xay ra ¢ day dwee! Co thaim
nghi. Ngay sau do6 la canh nhirng nguoi me tré hét hai chay toi chay lui
tim con ciia minh. Kathleen chot kinh hoang khi biét rang trong toa
nha iy con c6 mot nha tré. Oi Chita o, Kathleen nghi ngay dén bon tré
va bit diu cau nguyén cho nhiing gia dinh dang tuyét vong.

Chi vai ph1’1t sau do, chi cua Kathleen goi dién bao cho ¢o6 mot tin
khong thé nao tuong tugng noi. Ong ba Luther va LaRue Treanor da
dua Ashley dén tham du budi néi chuyén vé van dé phtic loi xa hoi ngay
trong tda nha Murrah. Kathleen bdng cam thay cin phong quay cuong,



con hai tai c6 thi ong ong nhitng am thanh ky quai. Vay la Ashley dang
¢ trong toa nha da bi do sap do, toa nha ma c6 vira xem trén ban tin!

Trong s6 nhiing thi thé dugc tim thay, c6 cha me chong cua Kathleen
va ca Ashley. Kathleen roi vao trang thai tuyét vong cung cuc.

Nhung vai thang sau, Kathleen nho lai 161 ciu nguyén ma co6 da
nguyén cau trude vy danh bom vai ngdy - c6 da cau xin Chtia hay cho c6
mot niém tin dé c6 cd thé sé chia vé6i thé gigi dau budn nay. Roi
Kathleen lai nh¢ dén nhitng 101 n6i cua Ashley truée khi vu né xay ra:
“Néu con chét, me ciing ding budn. Con sé 1a thién than luén doi theo
me”. Bong nhién, Kathleen nhén ra rang minh duogc giao mot st ménh
ma ngay ldc d6 chinh ban thén c6 ciing khong thé hiéu.

Kathleen quyét dinh xay mot dai tuong niém cho con gai. Gio day,
khu vuon cua Ashley dugc t6 diém boi mot cay lidu ra thanh tao, mot
sudi nude va v0 s0 bong hoa ryc 16, tuoi tham. Thong diép a ay laquard
rang ddi voi tat ca nhung ai dén tham khu vuon nay. Cudc song van tiép
tuc. Pau khd qua di, niém vui s& lai dén. Anh sang van chiéu roi tir trong
béng tdi.

Khi thire day vao sang ngay 11 thang 9, Kathleen va ca thé giéi lai bat
dong trong ndi hoai nghi. Mét l1an nira, nude My lai bi ddnh bom khung
bé. Ngay khoanh khic iy, Kathleen biét rang nhimg ngon tir an chira
niém hy vong han gan thé gigi sé con phai vuot xa khoi pham vi cia
Oklahoma. Chinh suy nghi 4y @4 dua c6 dén thanh phé New York.

C6 cing nhimg nguoi sdng sot va gia dinh caa nhimg nan nhan
trong vu nod ngdy trudc dap may bay dén noi ma ho nghi 1a can phai dén.
Gap duoc nhimg con ngudi dén tir Oklahoma, nguoi dan New York méi
c6 thé tin rang thoi gian va 1ong tin s& han gan moi ndi dau.

Khong ai biét dugc tuong lai s& nhu thé ndo, nhung gio day,
Kathleen dang thyc hién st ménh cua minh. C6 dén véi nhimng con
nguoi dang dau kho, dang bi ton thuong dé chuyén tai cho ho thong
diép cua niém hy vong.

Con ¢ Oklahoma, khu vuon cia Ashley van né hoa tuoi dep.
- Candy Chand



f a loved one has departed,
v And left an empty space,
Seek the inner stillness,
Set a slower pace.
Take time to remember,
Allow yourself to cry,
Acknowledge your emotions,
Let sadness pass on by.
Then center in the oneness,
Remember... God is here,
Death is but a change in form,
Your loved one is still near.
Treat yourself with kindness,
Allow yourself to feel,
God will do the mending,
And time will help you heal.

- Barbara Bergen



Thoi gian dau kho, thoi gian dé yéu
thuong

- éu mot nguoi yéu dau di xa,
1}% Va dé lai trong ta cam giac trong trai,

i Thi hay tim sy tinh ling trong tAm hon,
Va hay budc nhitng buée chan cham rai.

Hay danh thoi gian dé nhé lai,

Va hay dé cho nuéc mit duoc tudn roi,

Hay cam nhan nhitng xtc cam cua chinh minh,

Va hay dé ndi dau 4y tréi qua.

Va sau d6 tap trung dén chinh ta,

Hay nhé diéu nay... Chaa dang ngy tri,

Cai chét chi 1a sy thay d6i hinh thtrc ton tai,

Vi thé, nguoi yéu dau van ludn ¢ canh bén.

Hay déi xtr tét voi ban thén,

Hay dé cho minh duoc cam nhan,

Chua sé& xoa diu ndi dau,

Va thoi gian sé gitp chira lanh tat ca.

- Barbara Bergen



t had been another long week of conducting training
sessions throughout the country. I generally like to
relax on the flight home, do some easy reading, maybe
even close my eyes for a few minutes. I try to be open to
whatever does happen, though.

On this particular day, I boarded the plane and noticed a young
boy, around eight years old, sitting next to me. I love kids. However, I
was tired. My first instinct was, Oh boy, I'm not sure about this. Trying
my best to be friendly, I said “Hello” and introduced myself. He told
me his name was Bradley. We struck up a conversation and, within
minutes, he took me into his confidence, saying, “This is the first time I
have ever been on a plane. I'm a little bit nervous.”

He told me that he and his family had driven to see his cousins, and
that he got to stay longer after his family had returned home. Now he
was flying home, all by himself.

“Flying is a piece of cake,” I tried to reassure him. “It is one of the
easiest things you’ll ever do.” I paused, thinking for a moment, and
then asked him, “Have you ever been on a roller coaster?”

“I love roller coasters.”
“Do you ride them without hands?”
“Oh, yeah, I love to.” He giggled. I acted as if I were horrified.

“Do you ever ride in the front?” I asked with a pretense of fear on
my face.

“Yeah, I try to get in the front seat every time!”
“And you're not afraid of that?”

He shook his head no, clearly sensing that he was now one up on
me.

“Well, this flight will be nothing compared to that. I won’t even ride
roller coasters, and I'm not the least bit afraid to fly.”

A lovely smile edged its way onto his face, “Is that right?” - I could
see that he was starting to think that maybe he was brave after all.

The plane began to taxi down the runway. As we ascended, he



looked out the window and began describing with great excitement
everything he was experiencing. He commented on the cloud
formations, and the pictures they seemed to paint in the sky. “This
cloud looks like a butterfly, and that one looks like a horse!”

Suddenly, I saw this flight through the eyes of an eight-year-old
boy. It was as if it were the first time that I had ever flown. Later
Bradley asked me what I did for a living. I told him about the training
that I conduct and mentioned that I also do radio and television
commercials.

His eyes lit up. “My sister and I did a television commercial once.”
“You did? What was that like for you?”

He said that it was very exciting for them. Then he told me that he
needed to go to the bathroom.

I stood up to let him out into the aisle. It was then that I noticed the
braces on his legs. Bradley slowly made his way down to the bathroom
and back. When he sat back down, he explained, “I have muscular
dystrophy. My sister has it too - she’s in a wheelchair now. That’s why
we did that commercial. We were poster children for muscular
dystrophy.”

As we began our descent, he looked over, smiled, and spoke in a
hushed, almost embarrassed voice, “You know, I was really worried
about who would sit next to me on the plane. I was afraid it would be
someone crabby who didn’t want to talk with me. I'm so glad I sat next
to you.”

Thinking about the whole experience later that night, I was
reminded of the value of being open to the moment. A week that began
with me being the trainer ended with me being the student. Now when
times get rough - and they inevitably do - I look out the window and try
to see what images the clouds are painting in the sky. And I remember
Bradley, the beautiful child who taught me that lesson.

-Joyce A. Harvey



Bai hoc tir nhirng dam may

612 tuan 18 dai 1é thé toi phai di khap nudc dé huong
D dan cho céc khoa tap huan. Thong thuong trén
chuyén bay tro vé nha, t6i chi muén dugce thu gian,
doc vai mau chuyén hoic don gian 1a chop mit trong vai
phut. Tuy vay, toi van cd gang quan tAm dén bat ky chuyén gi xay ra
xung quanh minh.

Ngay hom d9, trén cting chuyén bay cua minh, t6i dé y dén mot cau
bé khoang tam tudi ngdi canh bén t6i. Vén rat yéu tré con, nhung qua
that lac ay to6i dang rat mét. Mot suy nghi thoang qua trong dau toi: “Oi
cau nhéc, ¢6 khong chic 12 minh c6 thé vui dua véi chau duge khong”.
Cb to ra than thién, t6i mo 161 chao voi cau bé va gisi thiéu mot chat vé
minh. Cau bé cling cho t6i biét tén cau 1a Bradley. Chting t6i vui vé tro
chuyén cling nhau, va chi vai phut sau dd, cau bé bat dau tAm su cting
toi: “Pay 1a 1an dau tién chau di may bay. Chau s¢ di may bay 1am c6 a”.

Cau bé con cho t6i biét 1a cau va gia dinh di tham vai ngudi ba con,
sau khi b4 me quay tré vé nha, cau van tiép tuc ¢ lai choi thém vai ngay.
Va gio day cau phai mot minh di may bay dé vé nha. “Pi may bay dé
nhu #n banh th6i ma.” Téi tran an cau bé. “Dé 1a mot trong nhimng viée
dé dang nhat.” Dung lai suy nghi trong chéc 14t, toi hoi cau bé: “Chau da
bao gio di tau lugn chua, Bradley?”.

“Chau mé lam.”
“Vay chau c6 dam buong tay ra khong?”

“Da c6, chau thich nhu thé 1am.” Bradley cuoi khiic khich, con t6i vo
to ra khiép s¢ khi nghi dén chuyén do.

“Thé chau c6 bao gio dugc ngoi phia trude chua?”. Toi hoi, mat lam
ra vé so hai.

“Co chu, lan nao chau ciling c6 ngoi trén hang ghé dau cho bang
dugc!”

“Chau khong sg a?”
Bradley lic dau day vé ty hao.

“Vay thi bay nhu thé nay dau thim gi so véi di tau luon. C6 chang
dam di tau luon nhu chau, viy ma ¢6 c6 s¢ di may bay chiat nao dau.”

Bradley no mot nu cuoi that dé thuong:



“That khong c6?”

T6i thay guong mit cau bé dan ra, c6 vé nhu cau da chiu nghi riang
minh cling 1a nguoi rat can dam.

MAy bay roi khoi duong bing va bat dau cat canh. Bradley thich tha
nhin ra ctra s6 va bat dau miéu ta nhirng gi cau nhin thay bén ngoai. Cau
bé say mé nhan xét vé hinh thil caa nhitng ddm may va vé nhimng birc
tranh nhu dang dugc vé trén nén troi. “PAm may ndy trong nhu mot
nang buém xinh xin, con ddm may kia giéng nhu mét chd ngya vay.”

Dot nhién téi thiy ring minh cling dang cam nhéan chuyén bay nay
biang cach nhin ctia mot cau bé ¢ tudi 1én tdm. Téi ciing cb cam gide nhu
thé day 1a chuyén bay dau tién trong doi minh. Mot 14t sau, Bradley hoi
to6i 1am nghé gi. T6i tra 101 cau bé rang minh 13 mot huan luyén vién,
dong thoi cling tham gia quang cdo trén truyén hinh va dai phat thanh.

Mit cau bé ngoi sang: “Chi caa chau va chau timg déng quang cdo
trén tivi mot 1an diy co6 a”.

“Vay sao? Chau thay thé nao?”

Bradley cho biét cau bé that su rat thich viéc dé. Noi rdi, cau xin
phép di vé sinh. T6i dimg day dé cau bé budce ra 16i di. Lac d6 t6i méi
nhan thiy d6i chan bi tat cua cau bé. Bradley cham chap di chuyén dén
nha vé sinh va khi quay tr¢ lai, cau giai thich:

“Chau bi loan dudng thé. Chi chau cling vay. By gio chi 4y phai ngdi
xe lan... D6 la 1y do vi sao hai chi em chau tung dugce quang céo trén tivi
day. Chung chiu thyuc hién cac ap phich tuyén truyén vé bénh teo co.”

Khi may bay bat diu ha canh, Bradley nhin t6i triu mén, thoang
chut bdi rdi, cau bé tho thé: “Co biét khong, chau thuce sy da rat lo ling
khong biét ai s& ngdi canh ch4u. Chau sg nguoi ay sé cau git va khong
muén noéi chuyén véi chau. Chau rat thich khi dugc ngdi canh ¢6”.

Tbi hoém do, khi ngdm nghi vé nhiing trai nghiém ciia minh, t6i méi
nhan thuc rd gia tri coa viée coi mo 1ong minh voi thé gidi ndy. Vao tuan
1€ d6, t6i da nhan ra minh khong phdi 1a mét huén luyén vién ma chi la
mot sinh vién dang can duoc hoc thém nhiéu diéu. Gio day, moi khi gip
song gid trong cudc song, toi cung nhin ra ngoal cua so, co tuong tuong
vé nhiing burc tranh duoc vé bang nhitng ddm may trén nén troi. Nhimg
lac nhu véy t6i lai nhé dén Bradley, cau bé dé thuong iy da mang lai cho
toi bai hoc quy gia doé.

- Joyce A. Harvey



he year 1993 was a turning-point in my life. I was
into my eighth year as a single parent, had three
kids in school, my unmarried daughter had just
given birth to my first grandchild and I was about to
break up with a very nice man I'd dated for over two
years. Faced with all this, I was spending lots of time feeling sorry for
myself.

That April, I was asked to interview and write about a woman who
lived in a small town in Minnesota. So during Easter vacation, Andrew,
my thirteenyear-old, and I drove across two states to meet Jan Turner.

Andrew dozed most of the way during the long drive, but every once
in a while I’d start a conversation.

“She’s handicapped, you know.”
“So what’s wrong with her? Does she have a disease?”

“T am not sure. But for some reason, she had to have both arms and
legs amputated.”

“Wow. How does she get around?”
“I don’t know. We'll see when we get there.”
“Does she have any kids?”

“Two boys - Tyler and Cody - both adopted. She’s a single parent,
too. Only she’s never been married.”

“So what happened to her?”

“Four years ago Jan was just like me, a busy single mother. She was
a full-time music teacher at a grade school and taught all sorts of
musical instruments. She was also the music director at her church.”

Andrew fell asleep again before I could finish telling him what little
I did know about what had happened to Jan. As I drove across
Minnesota, I began to wonder how the woman I was about to meet
could cope with such devastating news that all four limbs had to be
amputated. How did she learn to survive? Did she have live-in help?

When we arrived in Willmar, Minnesota, I called Jan from our hotel
to tell her that I could come to her house and pick her and the boys up,



so they could swim at our hotel while we talked.

“That’s okay, Pat, I can drive. The boys and I will be there in ten
minutes. Would you like to go out to eat first? There’s a Ponderosa
close to your hotel.”

“Sure, that’ll be fine,” I said haltingly, wondering what it would be
like to eat in a public restaurant with a woman who had no arms or
legs. And how on earth does she drive? I wondered.

Ten minutes later, Jan pulled up in front of the hotel. She got out of
the car, walked over to me with perfect posture on legs and feet that
looked every bit as real as mine, and extended her right arm with its
shiny hook on the end to shake my hand. “Hello, Pat, I'm sure glad to
meet you. And this must be Andrew.”

I grabbed her hook, pumped it a bit and smiled sheepishly.

“Uh, yes, this is Andrew.” I looked in the back seat of her car and
smiled at the two boys who grinned back. Cody, the younger one, was
practically effervescent at the thought of going swimming in the hotel
pool after dinner.

Jan bubbled as she slid back behind the driver’s seat, “So hop in.
Cody, move over and make room for Andrew.”

We arrived at the restaurant, went through the line, paid for our
food, and ate and talked amidst the chattering of our three sons. The
only thing I had to do for Jan Turner that entire evening was unscrew
the top on the ketchup bottle.

Later that night, as our three sons splashed in the pool, Jan and I
sat on the side and she told me about life before her illness.

“We were a typical single-parent family. You know, busy all the
time. Life was so good, in fact, that I was seriously thinking about
adopting a third child.”

My conscience stung. I had to face it - the woman next to me was
better at single parenting than I ever thought about being.

Jan continued. “One Sunday in November of 1989, I was playing
my trumpet at the front of my church when I suddenly felt weak, dizzy
and nauseous. I struggled down the aisle, motioned for the boys to
follow me and drove home. I crawled into bed, but by evening I knew I
had to get help.”

Jan then explained that by the time she arrived at the hospital, she
was comatose. Her blood pressure had dropped so much that her body



was already shutting down. She had pneumococcal pneumonia, the
same bacterial infection that took the life of Muppets creator Jim
Henson. One of its disastrous side effects is an activation of the body’s
clotting system, which causes the blood vessels to plug up. Because
there was suddenly no blood flow to her hands or feet, she quickly
developed gangrene in all four extremities. Two weeks after being
admitted to the hospital, Jan’s arms had to be amputated at mid-
forearm and her legs at mid-shin.

Just before the surgery, she said she cried out, “Oh God, no! How
can I live without arms and legs, feet or hands? Never walk again?
Never play the trumpet, guitar, piano or any of the instruments I
teach? I'll never be able to hug my sons or take care of them. Oh God,
don’t let me depend on others for the rest of my life!”

Six weeks after the amputations as her dangling limbs healed, a
doctor talked to Jan about prosthetics. She said Jan could learn to
walk, drive a car, go back to school, even go back to teaching.

Jan found that hard to believe so she picked up her Bible. It fell
open to Romans, chapter twelve, verse two:

“Don’t copy the behaviour and customs of this world, but be a new
and different person with a fresh newness in all you do and think. Then
you will learn from your own experience how his ways will really
satisfy you.”

Jan thought about that - about being a new and differrent person -
and she decided to give the prosthetics a try. With a walker strapped
onto her forearms near the elbow and a therapist on either side, she
could only wobble on her new legs for two to three minutes before she
collapsed in exhaustion and pain.

“Take it slowly,” Jan said to herself. “Be a new person in all that you
do and think, but take it one step at a time.”

The next day she tried on the prosthetic arms, a crude system of
cables, rubber bands and hooks operated by a harness across the
shoulders. By moving her shoulder muscles she was soon able to open
and close the hooks to pick up and hold objects, and dress and feed
herself.

Within a few months, Jan learned she could do almost everything
she used to do - only in a new and different way.

“Still, when I finally got to go home after four months of physical
and occupational therapy, I was so nervous about what life would be



like with my boys and me alone in the house. But when I got there, I
got out of the car, walked up the steps to our house, hugged my boys
with all my might, and I haven’t looked back since.”

As Jan and I continued to talk, Cody, who’d climbed out of the hotel
pool, stood close to his mom with his arm around her shoulders. As
she told me about her newly improved cooking skills, Cody grinned.
“Yup,” he said, “She’s a better mom now than before she got sick,
because now she can even flip pancakes!” Jan laughed like a woman
who is blessed with tremendous happiness, contentment and
unswerving faith in God.

Since our visit, Jan has completed a second college degree, this one
in communications, and she is now an announcer for the local radio
station. She also studied theology and has been ordained as the
children’s pastor at her church, the Triumphant Life Church in
Willmar. Simply put, Jan says, “I'm a new and different person,
triumphant because of God’s unending love and wisdom.”

After meeting Jan, I was a new and different person as well. I
learned to praise God for everything in my life that makes me new and
different.

Jan may not have real flesh-andblood arms, legs, hands or feet, but
that woman has more heart and soul than anyone I've ever met before.
She taught me to grab on to every “new and different” thing that comes
into my life with all the gusto I can muster ... to live my life
triumphantly.

- Patricia Lorenz

If I could wish for my life to be perfect, it would be
tempting, but I would have to decline, for life would

no longer teach me anything.

- Allyson Jones




A r ? \ / °* A
Pé méi mé va khac biét
am 1993 la mot budce ngoat trong cudc doi toi. Lic
o ‘ \ ‘ ay, t6i da 1a mot ba me don than nudi con dugc
il tam niam. Ba dua con cua t6i déu dang & tudi dén
truong, va dira con gai tuy chua lap gia dinh nhung da voi
sinh cho t6i mot dua chau. DA thé, téi lai vira chia tay mot nguoi dan
ong lich thiép sau hon hai ndm hen ho. Khi déi mit véi tat ca nhitng
diéu nay, t6i ludn tu o4n trach cho than phan cua minh.

Thang Tu nim do, toi duoc giao nhiém vu dén gip mot nguoi phu nir
song ¢ mot thi tran nho thude bang Minnesota dé phong van va viét bai.
Vi vay trong suét ky nghi 1 Phuc sinh, t6i vd Andrew — cdu con trai 13
tudi cua toi — ciing vuot qua hai tiéu bang dé dén gip Jan Turner.

Andrew ctr ngu ga gat trong sudt quang duong di, nhung thinh
thoang nhan ltc con thuec giac, tdi cling goi chuyén voi thing bé.

'”

“Con biét khong, ¢ Jan 1a nguoi khuyét tat day!
“Thé c6 4y bi 1am sao vay me? C6 4y bi bénh 4?”

“Me khong 16 nita. Nhung vi mot Iy do ndo ddy ma c6 ay phai phau
thuat cat bo ca chan va tay.”

“Oi, vay 1am sao c6 4y di duoc ha me?”

“Me ciing khong biét nita. Dén noi chiing ta s& biét, con nhé.”

“Cb 4y c6 con khong me?”

“Hai dura con trai — Tyler va Cody — ca hai déu 1a con nuéi. C6 ay
cling la mot ba me doc than va chua ting lap gia dinh con a!”

“Vay chuyén gi da xay ra véi co ay thé me?”

“Bén nim trudce, cd Jan cling nhu me, 1a mot nguoi me doc than ban
ron voi con cai. Co ay con la mot gido vién day nhac 6 mot truong tiéu
hoc, c0 ay day tat ca cac loai nhac cu. C6 ay con la nguoi chi huy dan
dong ca ¢ nha tho ntra.”

Andrew lai thiép di trude khi tdi c6 thé ké nét cho cau bé nghe nhiing
thong tin it 6i ma t6i nam dugce vé Jan Turner. Khi di ngang qua
Minnesota, t6i cling bat dau tu hoi lam sao ngudi phu nit ma toi sap gap
day co thé doi dau véi cai tin khing khiép rang ca tr chi cia minh sé bi
cat cut hét? Co ay da hoc cach dé ton tai thé nao nhi? Han phai c6 nguoi



nao doé gitp ds co ay chi?

Khi chiing t6i dén Willmar, bang Minnesota, t6i goi cho Jan va n6i
véi Jan rang toi sé dén tan nha c6 ay dé don me con ho dén cho t6i, roi
bon tré co6 thé boi 16i thoa thich tai khach san noi t6i dang ¢ trong lac
chung t6i tro chuyén.

“Khong can dau, chi Pat. Téi c6 thé 14i xe dén d6 dugc ma. Me con
toi s& dén chd chi trong vong mudi phit nita. Chi cé thich ra ngoai dn
mot chit gi d6 khong? Cé mot quan Ponderosa gan khach san chi dang
& day!”

“Hay day toi ngap ngu:ng tra 101 trong khi tAm tri tu hoi rang liéu s&
nhu thé ndo khi minh ng01 an cung mot phu nir mat ca tir chi trong mot
nha hang? Va lam thé ndo c6 4y c6 thé 14i xe dén day duoc kia chu.

Muoi phut sau, Jan dd xe truée khach san. Co dy bude ra khoi xe va
di vé phia t6i v6i nhirmg budc chian hoan hao nhu thé dang di trén chinh
do6i chan that, réi ¢ ay dua canh tay phai véi cai ban 1 nho ¢ khuyu tay
ra dé bat tay toi: “Chao chi. Réat vui khi duoc gap chi. Con day chic 1a
Andrew?”.

T6i bat tay co ay, miéng no mot nu cuoi hoi nguong ngling xen 1an
béi rdi.

“Vang, day 1a Andrew, con trai t6i.” T6i nhin vao bing ghé phia sau
xe, mim cuoi voi hai cdu bé cling dang toe toét miéng. Cau nhoc bé hon
14 Cody, c6 vé rat ham ho khi nghi dén viéc s& dugc tung ting boi 16i
trong ho boi ciia kh4ch san sau bira in téi.

Jan nhanh nhen ngf)i vao sau tay lai: “Chi va chau vao di. Cody, con
xich qua mot chat dé nhuong chd cho Andrew nao!”.

Chiing t6i dén nha hang, bing qua vai day ban, chon thurc in roi
thanh to4n tién. Sau d6, ching tdi vira ding bira vira tro chuyén trong
khi ba cau nhéc ciing dang tiu tit két than v6i nhau. Diéu duy nhat ma
t6i 1am gitip cho Jan Turner trong bira An 13 thao nip chai tuong 6t.

Pém hom do, trong ltic may dua tré diia nghich té nude dudi hd boi,
Jan va t6i ngdi canh nhau, va cb iy bat dau ké cho ti nghe vé cudc doi
minh trude khi ¢6 bi bénh.

“Ching ta déu 1a nhitng ba me don than dién hinh. Chi biét d6, t6i
ltc nao ciing ban ron. Tuy vay, cude sdng véi toi van rat tuyét voi, su
that 13 t6i dang nghi mot cich hét stc nghiém tdc vé viée nhan nuoi dua
con tha ba.”

Tbi thay 1ong minh hoi day dat. T6i phai nhin nhan sy that rang



nguoi phy nir ké bén t6i 1a mot ba me doc than tuyét voi con hon nhimg
g1 t61 da muong tuong vé dieu do.

Jan tiép tuc ké: “Mot ngay Chu nhat thang 11 ndm 1989, khi téi dang
choi kén trumpet trong nha tho thi @6t nhién cam thay nguoi choang
vang, dau 6c quay cudng va rat budn non. Tdi cb sirc bude vao bén trong
canh ga cua gido duong, ra hiéu cho vai cau bé gan do cing di theo va
nho ho dwa minh vé nha. Téi 1é vao givong nam nghi, nhung ngay chiéu
hom do, t6i biét minh can phai nhap vién”.

Jan ké tlep rang ngay khi duoc dua vao b¢nh vién, c6 da hon meé.
Huyét ap cO tut xuong qua thap dén do co thé gan nhu da ngung hoat
dong. C6 mac chu:ng viém phoi ning, giong nhu chung nhiém khuan
timg dan dén cai chét cia Jim Henson — nguoi sang lap hang Muppet.
Mot trong nhirng tac dung phu hét suc tai hai caa cin bénh chinh 1 tinh
trang mau von cuc trong co thé s& khién cadc mach m4u bi nghén hoan
toan. Vi mau dot ngot khong luu thong duoc dén chan va tay, nén Jan
nhanh chéng bi hoai tir ¢ ca tr chi. Hai tuan sau khi nhap vién, hai canh
tay cua Jan phai bi cit dén gan khuyu va chan bj cat gan dén dau gbi.

Jan néi rang trude phiu thuat, c6 da thét 1én: “Chda oi! Lam sao con
c6 thé séng ma khong c6 tay chan? L& nio con khong bao gio con bude
di dugc nira? Khong bao gio con choi dugce kén trumpet, guitar, duong
cam hay bat ky loai nhac cu ndo ma con ting day? Con ciing sé khong
bao gio con duge 6m hon cac con ciia con hay cham séc ching nira hay
sao? Con xin Nguoi dung dé con phai song phu thudc vao nguoi khac
trong sudt quang doi con lai caa minh!”.

S4u tuan sau khi bj cit bo tu chi, khi cac vét thuong caa cd bat dau
1anh lin thi mot vi bac si da goi y véi Jan vé viéc lap tay chan gia. Ba ay
no6i Jan cé thé hoc di, 14i xe, tro lai truong hoc, tham chi tiép tuc di day.

Lic 4y, Jan cam thay hoi kho tin vé diéu ndy, vi thé c¢6 cAm quyén
kinh thanh cia minh 1én - 83 mé san ¢ bai Romans, chuong mudi hai,
tiét hai:

“Ding bat chude hanh vi va théi quen cua thé gidi ndy ma hay 1a mot
con nguoi hodn toan mdi la véi nhimg d6i thay trong hanh dong va suy
nghi. T nhirng trai nghiém cua ban than, ban s& hiéu dugc huéng di ma
Chta Troi da chon sé that sy khién ban hai 1ong nhu thé nao.”

Jan nghi rat nhiéu vé diéu d6 — vé viéc tro thanh mot con ngudi méi
la — vi thé ¢ quyet dinh thu dung cac bo phén gia. Vi chiéce khung tap
di dugc cot vao hai cang tay gan ve phia khuyu tay, va c6 ca nhan vién
tri liéu di bén canh, ¢6 ciing chi c6 thé lic lu trén do6i chan gia cua minh
trong vong hai hay ba phut truéc khi nga sup trong mét moi va dén



dau.

“Cham cham th6i!”, Jan ty nhu. “Hay 1a mot con ngudi méi trong tat
ca hanh dong va suy nghi, nhung tirng budc mot thoi.”

Ngay hom sau, Jan cd gang tap dung tay gla Nguyén mot dong day
cap, day nhua, moéc duoce c6 diéu khién boi bo 4o vit qua vai. Bang viéc
cu dong cac co vai, 6 nhanh chong hoc dugc cach dong, mo cac lusi
moc dé nhéc va gitr do vat, thay quan 4o va ty minh #n uéng.

Chi trong vai thang, Jan da hoc dugc cach 1am hét moi viée ma co
van thuong lam — chi bang mot cach khac va la hon trude ma thoi!

“Nhung dén ltic tro vé nha sau bén thang tap vat 1y tri liéu, t6i cling
da lo lang rat nhiéu vé cudc song ciia me con t6i khi chiing t6i chang c6
lay mét nguoi than ndo bén canh. Nhung khi vé dén noi, ra khoi xe di
ting bude vao nha, va khi 6m cic con bang tat ca sire lyc caa minh, toi
da quyét dinh s& khong bao gio hoai niém vé qua kht nira.”

Khi t6i va Jan dang noi chuyén, cau bé Cody leo 1én khoi bé boi va
chay dén 6m lay Jan. Nghe me ké vé nhiing tién bo gan day trong ky
ning nau nudng, Cody cuoi toe toét: “Vang, me chau con tai gioi hon ca
trude khi nga bénh c6 a, vi bay gio me con biét lam mén banh kép ma
chiu rat thich nira day!”. Jan ph4 1én cuoi thich thd hét nhu mot phu nir
da dugc ban cho cudc séng véi niém hanh phtic v6 bién va luén ving
dtrc tin vao Chua Troi.

Sau chuyén viéng thim cua ching t6i, Jan d4 hoan tit tim bang cu
nhan thir hai cia c6, va day 1a tim bang thudc linh vyc thong tin lién
lac. Hién nay c6 dang la phat thanh vién cta dai phat thanh dia
phuong. C6 con nghién ciru vé than hoc va 1 chuyén gia tu van tAm Iy
tré em ¢ nha tho Triumphant Life tai Willmar. Jan néi vé minh mot
cach rat don gian: “T6i 1a mot con ngudi hoan toan méi la, luén hoan hi
Vi cudce séng nay nho vao tinh yéu bao la va sy ctru gitp caa Thuong
de”.

Sau lan gip Jan, t6i cling tro thanh mot con nguoi méi la. Toi da hoc
cach biét on Thuong dé vi moi thit minh c6 trong cudc song - nhiing
diéu da khién t6i tro nén mot con ngudi hoan toan médi la.

Jan c6 thé khong c6 tay chan that d4y, nhung nguoi phy nir Ay c6 trai
tim va tAm hon that hon rat nhiéu nguoi ma toi da gap. Co iy da day toi
cach nam bat nhimg diéu mdi la trong cudc song dé co thé séng mot
cudc séng vui vé va hanh phic.

- Patricia Lorenz



Mot cude séng toAN MY c6 thé 1a diéu vo cing qUY gia
Nhung mot cude séng hoan hao nhu thé ss chang the

di.ly cho ta dugc bai hoc gi.
- Allyson Jones




y father died a few months before his thirty-

eighth birthday. I was fifty-three at the time.

How could I be fifteen years older than my own
father? Because the most important birth date our
family celebrated was Alcoholics Anonymous birthday.

I have thought a lot about what it means to me to have grown up in
a family that simply didn’t work long before the term “dysfunctional
family” was coined. When I was little, I learned lessons that helped me
survive at the time. I am still unlearning some of those early lessons.

Last summer, while working in the garden, I shifted a large
stepping stone over onto a patch of grass and forgot to return it to its
place. When at last I remembered to move it, the grass underneath was
sickly pale and stunted. The grass still lived, and with time, water and
the sunlight it needed to survive, it grew healthy. Had I left the stone
there, the grass would have died and been replaced by grubs, snails
and bare earth.

Parts of me are like a lawn where stones have been scattered at
random. Some patches didn’t get what they needed to grow strong and
healthy. While finding and moving those stones, I have often been
resentful and I angry. There are spots where grass will never grow. It
hurts to admit there were things I just didn’t get when I was a little kid.

But in the course of all that work, I have come to appreciate how
much sunshine did fall on me, and even how to grow plants more
exotic than grass in the bare spots. And for the first time in my life, I
wish I could remember more.

I've tried to remember how I felt in 1958 when Daddy stopped
drinking. Instead, I wasn’t even aware of what was going on. And when
I did begin to realize something unusual was happening, I was
skeptical, even cynical. No expectations for me! I had been sadly
disappointed too many times before. Even in the beginning, my family
was I wise enough to realize that stopping one particularly destructive
behavior doesn’t mean instant cures, only freedom to work on the
deeper issues that inevitably underlie “The Problem.” So nobody ever

promised anything that I remember. I wouldn’t have believed them if
they had.



As months went by, I slowly suspected change was possible. Then
one night, as my mother and I were driving home, we saw my father’s
beat-up old blue panel truck parked at the neighborhood bar. I knew it
was all over. Mother said, “I have to go see.” She parked the car and
left me sitting outside while she went inside. Through a window I could
see Daddy, leaning against the bar, a tall, ambercolored glass in his
hand. Everything inside me went into a protective crouch -deep, dark
and hidden away.

Mother came out of the bar with a strange new expression on her
face. She climbed into the car and said, “He’s drinking iced tea. He
needed to check up on some of his old friends. He’ll be home in a little
while.” Something inside me was able to relax a little.

After Daddy’s best birthday, by God’s grace, and thanks to Daddy’s
hard work, he never did “fall off the wagon.” Following the Alcoholics
Anonymous slogan “one day at a time,” he and mother truly lived one
day at a time, working on their problems and helping other people
through A.A. Daddy never became financially successful, and
sometimes he said how sorry he was that he had no inheritance to
leave his children. But he didn’t brood over lost opportunities. When
he turned eighty, he joined a fitness club and worked out on the weight
machines to improve his golf swing.

Then at an A.A. retreat, he fell and broke his hip. He and Mother
fought his deteriorating condition for three years. A big man, and
always physically fit, Daddy hated the indignities of not being able to
walk or care for himself. Slowly, slowly his body shut down, and with
Mother and a few other family members by his bed, he died. Later,
Mother said, “He can walk again. And I know he walked into heaven
clean and sober.”

At my parents’ fiftieth wedding anniversary some years before his
death, the reception hall was filled with children, grandchildren, great-
grandchildren, nieces, nephews, cousins and hundreds of friends from
A.A. and church. How clear that memory is. How different it would
have been if he had not been brave enough in 1958 to ask for help.

Daddy was wrong to think he had nothing to leave his children. He
gave us over thirty-seven years and nine months of sobriety - almost
fourteen thousand days -one day at a time. His courage is his legacy,
our inheritance.

- Nita Sue Kent



Sinh nhat dep nhat cia bo

6 t6i da mat vai thang trude sinh nhat lan tha 38
B cia 6ng. Lic d6 toi 53 tudi. LAm sao t6i c6 thé 16n

hon chinh b6 minh 15 tu6i? Béi vi ngdy sinh quan
trong nhat ma gia dinh t6i t6 chire 12 ngay thanh lap t6
chirc H6i Cai Ruou An Danbh.

T6i 16n 1én trong mot gia dinh khong hé 1am viée suét mot thoi gian
dai trudce khi thuat ngit “gia dinh phi lao dong” duoc dit ra, va t6i da suy
nghi nhicu vé dicu do, ve tac dong cia n6 déi voi ban than t6i. Khi con
nho, t61 da hoc duge nhimg bai hoc gitp 61 song qua thoi gian d6. Va
gio day, t6i van con nhé nhirng bai hoc dau doi ay.

Mua hé nim ngoai, trong lic 1am vuon, t6i da doi mot phién da 16n
dat 1én trén mot dAm co6 va quén khong dua no tré vé chd cii. Cudi cling
khi t6i nho ra va di chuyen tang da di thi co bén dudi da tai nhot va can
c01 bam c6 do van song, va cung véi thoi gian, nuée va dnh sdng ma no
can c6 dé ton tai, no6 lai moc 1én khoe khoan. Néu téi van ctr dé phién da
& d6 thi co da chét, va thay vao d6 1a gioi bo, éc sén va dat tro trui.

Nhirng phan caa con ngudi téi cling giéng nhu mot bai c6 c6 nhimg
vién d4 duoc dit rai rac mot cach ngau nhién. Vai dam cé khong co
duoc nhimg thit chiing can dé c6 thé moc khoe va tuoi tét. Trong khi tim
ra nhirng hon da do6 va doi chung di, toi thuong ¢6 cam giac khong hai
long va tirc gian. C6 nhimg noi ma cé khong bao gio moc. That dau long
ma thira nhan rang c6 nhimg tha t6i chang hé dat dugc khi t6i con bé.

Nhung trong qua trinh thuc hién tit ca nhimg viéc do, toi dan hiéu
ro gi4 tri cia bao nhiéu tia ning da chiéu sang vao t6i va cua ca viée 1am
thé nao dé trong duoc nhiéu giong ciy la hon co ¢ nhimg noi tro trui dé.
Va lan dau tién trong doi, t6i uéc sao minh c6 thé nhé nhiéu hon nira.

Tbdi ¢ nhé xem minh @ c6 cam giac nhu thé nao khi bé ngung uéng
ruou vao nam 1958. Nhung tham chi t6i con khéng y thirc duoc nhing
gl da x4y ra. Va khi bat dau nhan thay co diéu gi d6 bat thuong dang
dién ra, t6i lai ngo vye, tham chi con nghi xau cho ngudi khéc. Chang c6
trién vong gi ca! Trude day toi da tung that vong qua nhiéu lan. Ngay tir
lac dau, gia dinh t6i cling du sang sudt nhan ra rang ngin chan mot
hanh vi dac bi¢t t¢ hai khong c6 nghia 1a ding nhimg cach chira trij tace
thoi, ma chi la st dung quyeén tu quyet dé tiép tuc tac dong dén nhimg
van dé siu xa hon, tiém an bat di bat dich dudi dang “bai toan khé”. Vi



vy t6i nhé rang chang ai hra hen gi ca. Ma du ho ¢6 hira t6i cling khong
tin.

N#m thang troi qua, t6i dan dan ngo ngo rang su doi thay 14 c6 thé
x4y ra. Roi mot dém no, khi me va t6i dang 14i xe vé nha thi chting toi
nhin thay chiéc xe tai ¢ cai bang mau xanh mép méo cii ki cua bd toi
dau trude mot quan ruou gan nha. To6i biét tat ca thé 1a xong. Me toi noi:
“Me phai di xem sao”. Ba @ xe lai va di vao quén, dé t6i ngdi lai bén
ngoai. Qua mot khung cira so, t6i nhin thay b6 dang ding tua vao quay
bar, trong tay 6ng 1a mot cai ly cao mau ho phach. Moi tha trong t6i roi
vao trang thai co lai nhu dé tu vé - co lai noi sau, toi tim va cé thé lan
tron.

Me budce ra khoi quay bar véi mot nét méi la trén khudn mit. Ba leo
1én xe va noi: “Bé con dang udng tra da. B6 can kiém tra vai nguoi ban
cli dé chic rang ho ciing bo rugu. Lat nira bé s& vé nha ”. Mot diéu gi db
trong t6i da c6 thé thu gian.

Sau ngdy sinh nhat tuyét nhét cua bé t6i, nho Troi, va nho vao sy nd
lyc cia minh, bé da khong bao gio “di theo vét xe d6 ” nita. Thuc hién
theo khau hiéu “tirng ngay mot” cia Hoi Cai Rugu An Danh, bb va me
toi da thue sy séng ting ngdy mot, vira giai quyét nhimg van dé cua
minh vira gitp d& nhimng ngudi khic thong qua Hoi Cai Rugu An Danh.
B da chang bao gio thanh céng vé mit tai chinh, va d6i khi 6ng noi 1a
da cam thay rat budn vi chang c6 gia tai gi dé lai cho con cai. Nhung b
da khong hé byén rau vé nhiing co hoi da qua. Khi bude vao tudi tam
muoi, b6 gia nhap vao mot cau lac bo stre khoe va tap luyén véi may tap
ta dé cai thién dong tac xoay nguoi danh golf cia minh.

Roi mot 1an tai noi an dudmg cua Hoi Cai Rugu A n Danh, b6 bi ngd
va bi géy xuong hong. Bo va me t6i da d6i mat véi tinh trang ngdy cang
xau di cua bb trong sudt ba nim troi. Vén la ngu’ol vam v§ lai luon khoe
manh, nén bé t6i da cim ghét vo cling cai cam giac tai ho vi khong thé
tu bude di cling nhu khong thé ty chim séc cho ban thin minh. Dan
dan, co thé b suy yéu han, va mot hom c6 me ciing mot vai thanh vién
khéc trong gia dinh bén givong bénh, bé da ra di. Sau nay, me da noéi:
“Bd cac con co thé buéde di tro lai. Va me biét bd da twom tat va tinh tdo
buéc chan t6i thién dang”.

Tai bubi 1& ky niém ngay cudi lan thir 50 cia bd me t6i vai ndm trude
khi bé mat, phong tiéc chat kin con cai, ch4u chit, chau gai, ch4u trai,
anh chi em ho va ha ng trim ban bé ¢ nha tho va Héi Cai Ruou An
Danh. Ky niém 4y méi tron ven 1am sao! Moi thar da khéc di néu nhu
nim 1958 bd khong du can dam dé dé nghi moi nguoi gitp do minh.



B6 da nham khi nghi rang bo khong c6 gi dé lai cho céc con. B6 da
cho ching con hon ba muoi bay ndm va chin thang tinh rugu — gan 14
ngan ngay — tinh ting ngay mot. Long can dam la di san bo d¢ lai, 1a gia
tai chung toi thira ké .

- Nita Sue Kent



little boy smiled although he was within an
octopus of tubes and electrodes that measured
his every breath and all his vital signs. He looked
up and said, “My IV is out,” sending a student scurrying
down the hall to the nurse’s station. A little girl at the
corner of the room lay quiet in her bed. Her tiny bald head peered
through the hospital rails at the visiting students. “I have cancer,” she
whispered.

In addition to their illnesses, the children in this hospital had one
more thing in common: the need for medical supplies and services that
their insurance companies would not cover. That afternoon, a routine
tour of the hospital for thirteen college students became a project as we
realized these kids needed more than our visits.

We called ourselves the “Dream Team.” We spent the next year
planning a thirtytwo-hour dance marathon that would raise the
money. In the face of the courage and energy shown by these kids, no
one could see thirty-two hours of nonstop dancing as too much of a
task. We had no problem collecting over three hundred student
volunteers to plan the event. Our goal was five thousand dollars, and
we were sure we would meet it.

Each sorority, fraternity, residence hall and student organization
“adopted” the family of a sick child. The families were embraced on
almost monthly visits to football games, and dinners in the cafeteria.
The students followed their child’s health and made frequent trips to
the hospital. The children were given love and the hope that they might
be able to go to college themselves one day. Students stood at
intersections in wind chill, collecting spare change. Faculty and staff
donated a dollar every Friday for the kids and other donations poured
in.

A week before the dance began, an urgent plea came from one of
the families. Their twin boys had leukemia, and one needed a bone-
marrow transplant. A donor had to be found, but the process for
finding a match was painful and costly. Students by the hundreds
stood in line to have their blood sampled. No donors were found.

The dance began at 10:00 A.M. on a cold Saturday morning. Over a



hundred dancers filed in the recreation center, now transformed into a
playground of music and food. Little kids were everywhere in the
room, some in wheelchairs, some wheeling IVs around, some with only
a tiny layer of fuzzy hair on their heads.

At the thirty-first hour, the families assembled on stage to tell their
stories. Some had children who were too sick to attend, some had lost
children only days before. A four-year-old clutched the microphone

and stood on tip-toe to say, “Thank you for raising money to save my
life.”

Then the parents of the twin boys took the stage. The room fell
silent. Exhausted dancers stood up straight. Into the hushed room the
parents said, “Tonight we are here alone because our son is getting
ready to go into surgery tomorrow morning. Earlier today a bone-
marrow donor was found.” Then they could no longer speak. With
tears streaming down their cheeks, they said: “Thank you.”

Then a group of students assembled on stage holding pieces of
poster, each with a number painted on it. Slowly they held them up to
reveal the total amount that the Dream Team had raised: \$45,476.17.
The crowd went wild, dancers started running around the floor and
families were crying. Everyone knew it had been thirty-two hours of
miracles.

- Diana Breclaw



Vi cac em than yéu

au bé van mim cudi di dang 6 trong vong vay cua
‘ bao nhiéu diy 6ng va mach dién ding dé theo doi
ting hoi tho va nhirmng biéu hién séng cia em. Em
nhin 1én va noéi: “Hét thude tiém tinh mach r6i”, lam
mot sinh vién phai chay gap dén phong truc cua y ta.
Mot bé gai nam ling 1& trén givong ¢ trong goc phong. Cai dau bé xju da
nhin téc cia bé cit chiim chti nhin ra ngoai lan can dé thay duoc cic anh
chi sinh vién dang dén thim. Bé n6i khé: “Em bi ung thu”.

Ngoai viéc cung bi bénh, nhitng dira tré trong bénh vién nay con co
thém mot diém chung: d6 1a nhu cau vé thuée men va nhirng dich vu
ma cac cong ty bao hiém khong chi tra. Chiéu hém do, cudc viéng thim
thuong 1é cia muoi ba sinh vién ching t6i da bién thanh mot dy 4n khi
chting t6i nhan thay rang cac bénh nhi nay can nhiéu thi hon 1a nhitng
cudc thim viéng don thuan.

Chung t6i tu dit cho minh cai tén “Nhom Gide Mo”. Ching t6i danh
han mdt nam sau d6 dé chuan bi cho mot budi khiéu vii kéo dai ba muoi
hai tiéng dong h6 nham giy quy. Nhin nhiing guong mit can dam va
day suc séng cia bon tré , han sé khong ai cho rang ba muoi hai tiéng
khiéu vii khong nging la mot viéc lam qué dang. Chung to1 khong gap
kho khéan gi trong viéc tap hop trén ba tram sinh vién tinh nguyen dé
chuan bi cho sy kién nay. Muc tiéu cia chting t6i 1 quyén gép dugc
nim ngan d6-la, va chiing téi tin chic 1a minh sé& dat dugc con sb nay.

MJi hoi nir sinh, héi nam sinh, méi khu ky tc x4 va méi t6 chuc
sinh vién déu nhan chim soc gia dinh cia mot bénh nhi. Nhimng gia
dinh nay duoc di xem béng d4, dugc &n téi tai quan An ty phuc vu mdi
thang mot 1an. Céc sinh vién sé theo d6i bénh tinh cua cic bé va dén
bénh vién tham cac bé thuong xuyén. Bon tré dugce yéu thuong va nuoi
hy vong rang moét ngay nao dé ching cﬁng s€ dugc vao dai hoc. Cac sinh
vién con dung ¢ nhung nga duong trong glo rét dé quyen tién. Cac glang
vién va doi ngli nhan vién nha truong moi nguoi gop mot do-la vao moi
ngay thir Sau de ung ho cho bon tré, va con nhiéu khoan déng gop khac
ciing d6 don vé

Mot tuan truée khi budi khiéu vii bit dau, mot trong s cac gia dinh
ay da dua ra mot 10i cau xin khan thiét. Hai dra con trai sinh @i cia ho
mic bénh bach cau, va mot dta can phai duoc ghép tay. Phai tim dugc
ngudi cho tiy, nhung qua trinh tim ra nguoi thich hop thi rat vt va va



tén kém. Pa c6 hang trim sinh vién xép hang dé duoc thir mau, nhung
chang tim duoc ai ca.

Buoi khiéu vii bat dau lac 10 gio sdng mot ngdy thi Bay gia rét. Hon
mot trim vii cong ndi buée nhau di vao cin phong giai tri - gio day da
bién thanh mot san choi day tiéng nhac va thire &n. Tré con di lai khap
noi trong phong, mot s6 ngdi trén xe 14n, mot sé6 day xe 1ong vong cing
v6i nhimg chai thudc tiém tinh mach, mot sé chi con lo tho 16p toc
mong trén dau.

Vao gio tht ba muoi mét, cac gia dinh tap trung trén san khau dé ké
chuyén vé gia dinh minh. M6t vai gia dinh c6 con bénh qua ning nén
chting khong thé tham du duoc, mot s6 gia dinh khéac thi con cua ho vira
mat chi vai ngdy trude d6. Mot dira bé bén tudi nam chit micrd va nhén
chan 1én noéi: “CAm on céc anh chi da quyén gop tién dé ciru séng em”.

Sau dd, bd me cua hai dta bé trai sinh d6i budc 1én san khau. Ca
phong lang im. Nhitng vil cong mét nhoai ciing dung thing nguoi.
Trong khong khi yén ang cia cin phong, ho da phat biéu: “Pém nay,
chi c6 chting t6i dén day vi con trai chiing t6i dang chuan bi cho cudc
phau thuat vao sang mai. Sang nay, chiing t6i da tim duoc nguoi cho
tuy”. Pén day, ho khong thé noi tiép duoc nita. Nudc mit chay dai trén
khu6n mit, ho ndi tiép: “Xin doi on tat ca”.

Roi mot nhom sinh vién tap hop lai trén san khau, mdi sinh vién cam
theo mot mau 4p phich 6 viét s6 trén mdi tim. Ho tir tir ghép nhimng
tam ap phich lai dé thong bao téng s6 tién ma nhom Gide Mo da quyén
gbp duoc: 45.476, 17 do-la. Moi nguoi ho hét vang doi, cac vii c6ng chay
nhay khap phong va céc gia dinh thi khoc nte no. Tat ca moi nguoi déu
hiéu rang day qua la ba muoi hai gio> @dng hé cua diéu ky diéu.

-Diana Breclaw



here are advantages and disadvantages to coming
: from a large family. Make that a large family with a
\ / single parent, and they double. The disadvantages
are very apparent when someone wants to go to college.
Parents have cashed in life insurance policies to cover the cost of one
year.

My mother knew that she could not send me to school and pay for
it. She worked in a retail store and made just enough to pay the bills
and take care of us. If I wanted to go to college, it was up to me to find
out how to get there.

I found that I qualified for some grants because of the size of our
family, my mom’s income and my scores. There was enough to cover
school and books, but not enough for room and board. I accepted a job
as part of a work-study program. While not glamorous, it was one I
could do. I washed dishes in the school cafeteria.

To help myself study, I made flash cards that fit perfectly on the
large metal dishwasher. After I loaded the racks, I stood there and
flipped cards, learning the makeup of atoms while water and steam
broke them down all around me. I learned how to make y equal to z
while placing dishes in stacks. My wrinkled fingers flipped many a
card, and many times my tired brain drifted off, and a glass would
crash to the floor. My grades went up and down. It was the hardest
work I had ever done.

Just when I thought the bottom was going to drop out of my
college, an angel appeared. Well, one of those that are on earth,
without wings. I just knew that his name was Jack.

“I heard that you need some help,” he said.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“ Financially, to stay in school.”

“Well I make it okay. But I just have trouble working all these hours
and finding time to study.”

“Well, I think I have a way to help you.”

He went on to explain that his grandparents needed help on the



weekends. All that was required of me was cooking meals and helping
them get in and out of bed in the morning and evening. The job paid
four hundred dollars a month, twice the money I was making washing
dishes. Now I would have time to study. I went to meet his
grandparents and accepted the job.

My first discovery was his grandmother’s great love of music. She
spent hours playing on the piano though it was old and off-key. One
day, she told me that she would teach me the art. My campus had
several practice rooms with pianos where music majors could practice.
I found myself going into those rooms more and more often.

Grandma was impressed with my ability and encouraged me to
continue. Weekends in their house became more than just books and
cooking; they were filled with the wonderful sounds of the out-of-tune
piano and two very out-of-tune singers.

When Christmas break came, Grandma got chest pains, and I was
afraid of leaving her. I hadn’t been home since Labor Day, and my
family was anxious to see me. I agreed to come home, but for two
weeks instead of four, so I could return to Grandma and Grandpa. I
said my goodbyes and returned home.

As I was loading my car to go back to school, the phone rang.
“Daneen, don’t rush back,” Jack said.
“Why? What’s wrong?” I asked, panic rising.

“Grandma died last night, and we have decided to put Grandpa in a
retirement home.”

I hung up the phone feeling like my world had ended. I had lost my
friend, and that was far worse than knowing I would have to return to
dishwashing.

I went back at the end of four weeks, asking to begin the work-study
program again. The financial aid advisor looked at me as if I had lost
my mind. I explained my position, then he smiled and slid me an
envelope. “This is for you,” he said.

It was from Grandma. She had known how sick she was. In the
envelope was enough money to pay for the rest of my school year and a
request that I take piano lessons.

Now, years later, when I walk by a piano, I smile and think of
Grandma. She is playing the ivories in heaven, I am sure.

- Daneen Kaufman Wedekind



Hoc duvong cam

uat than tir mot gia dinh dong con vira ¢6 loi ma
"= % cling vira ¢ hai. Loi, hai ndy sé ting gap do6i khi
] gia dinh dong con ma chi c6 cha hoic me. Piéu bat
loi 14 v6 ciing 16 rang khi trong gia dinh c6 ngudi muén
vao dai hoc. Cha me thuong chi déng bao hiém dé con c¢é thé theo hoc
duoc mot nam dai hoc mi thuat.

Me t6i biét r6 1a ba khong thé nudi toi hoc dai hoc duge. Ba 1am viée
tai mot cira hang ban 1¢ va chi kiém du tién @é thanh téan cac hoéa don
va nudi An chiing t6i ma thoi. Vi thé, néu t6i mudn vao hoc dai hoc thi
tu toi phai lo liéu lay.

T6i xét thay minh hoi du nhimg diéu kién dé c6 thé dugce nhan trg
cap vi gia dinh dong anh em, vi thu nhap cia me t6i thap va vi diém sé
hoc tap cua t6i cao. Nhu vay khoan trg cip do s& du dé t6i dong hoc phi
va mua sach vo, nhung van khong du trang trai cho chi phi &n 6. Vi thé,
toi nhan lam mot cong viéc theo chuong trinh vira hoc vira lam. Du
khong may hap dan, nhung d6 1a viée toi c6 thé 1am duoc - t6i nhan rua
bat dia trong quan an cua truong.

Dé c6 thé vira hoc vira 1am, t6i 1am nhitng tim thé c6 kich thuéc vira
khit v6i chiéc may rira chén 1on bang kim loai réi viét sin noi dung bai
hoc 1én d6. Sau khi bo chén bat vao may, toi tranh thu 14t may tim the
ra hoc cau tao cua cic nguyén tir trong lic may co rira bat dia. Trong ltc
dat bat dia lén ké, t6i lai hoc cach giai phuong trinh y = z. Nhirng ngén
tay nhin nheo cua t6i lat timg tam thé, nhiéu ltc dau dc cua tdi et moi
mét r6i thir ra, nhiing ltc d6 han sé c6 mot chiée ly roi xoang xudng san
nha. Piém sé cua toi cir ting roi lai giam. D4y qua 1a cong viéc kho nhoc
nhat ma t6i timg lam.

Ngay khi t6i nghi minh s& phai bo dé viéc hoc dai hoc thi mot thién
than xuat hién. Day 1a mot thién than séng trén mat dat, va thién than
nay khong hé c6 canh. Tbi chi bié t anh 4y tén 1 Jack.

Anh 4y néi: “Nghe dau cau can duoc gitp do?”.
“Y anh 14 sao a?”, t6i héi lai.
“Tién, @é c6 thé tiép tuc hoc dai hoc.”

“Vang, chuyén d6 thi on roi. Nhung em gap chit khé khin khi phai
lam viéc suot nén khong cé thoi gian dé hoc.”



“A, t6i nghi t6i c6 thé giap duoc cau day.”

Anh giai thich rang hién 6ng ba cua anh dang can nguoi gitip d vao
mdi cudi tuan. To6i chi can nau An va gitp 6ng ba sang thire diy bude ra
khoi givong con téi thi vao givong nga. Thi lao 13 bén trim do-la mot
thang, gap do6i so tién toi nhan duoc khi 1am coéng viéc rira bat dia. Va
v6i cong viec moi nay téi sé co6 thoi gio dé hoc. Toi dén gip 6ng ba cua
anh va nhan viéc.

Phat hién dau tién cuoa t6i 1a ba cua anh rdt dam mé Am nhac. Ba
danh hang gio lién dé choi dan duong cam du d6 chi 13 cAy dan cii ky va
da lac diéu. Mot hom, ba bao rang ba s& day t6i choi dan. Truong toi ¢
vai phong tap duong cam, noi cAc sinh vién chuyén nganh nhac c6 thé
vao day tap luyén. Toi chot phat hién ra rang minh ngdy cang thuong
xuyeén lui téi nhirng can phong do.

Ba rat 4n tuong vé kha ning Am nhac caa t6i va khuyén khich téi cu
tiép tuc. Cang vé sau thi nhimg ngay cudi tuan ¢ nha éng ba khong chi
c6 sach vo hay ndu nuéng ma con 1a nhitng ngay day ap 4m thanh tuyét
voi cia chiée dan duong cam lac diéu va caa hai ca si lac giong.

Dip Gi4ang Sinh nim 4y, ba 1én con dau that nguc, va t6i sg 1a minh
sap phai xa ba. Toi da khong vé tham nha tir ngay 1€ Lao Dong, va vi thé
ma ca nha rat mong toi vé. Thé 1a toi quyét dinh vé tham nha hai tuan
thay vi bon tuan nhu da dinh dé sém tré lai véi 6ng ba. Toi tir gia 6ng ba
va tré vé nha minh.

Hom t6i chuan bi 1én xe dé tro lai truong thi dién thoai reng.

“Daneen, dung di v6i”, Jack noi.

T6i hoang hot hoi don: “Sao vay? Co chuyén gi u?”.

“Ba vira mat t6i hém qua, va chting t6i da quyét dinh s& dwa 6ng vao
vién dudng lao.”

Tbi gAc may va tuong ching nhu ca thé gigi da sup do. To6i da mat di
mot nguoi ban, va diéu do con t6i té hon nhiéu so vai viée toi biét minh
sé phai quay tro lai cong viéc rira bat dia.

Két thdc bon tuan nghi 18 t6i méi quay trd lai truong va tiép tuc xin
tham gia vao chuong trinh vira hoc vira lam. Thay c6 van tai chinh nhin
toi nhu thé t6i la ké mat tri. Sau khi nghe t6i giai thich hoan canh cua
minh, thay mim cuoi roi dua cho t6i mét phong bi: “Cia em day”, thay
noi.

Phong bi 4y 14 cia ba goi cho t6i. Ba da biét trude 1a minh bénh rat
nang. Trong bi thu 1a so6 tién du cho toi hoc hét mot nam dai hoc kem



mot 101 yéu cau rang toi phai tiép tuc hoc dan duong cam.

D3 ma y nidm tréi qua, gio ddy, md i khi dé n bén cay @i n duong ca
m, t0i la i mim cu¢ i va nhd dé n ba . Toi cha ¢ ra ng ba cti ng dang go
nhir ng phim duong ca m ¢ noi thién duo ng kia.

- Daneen Kaufman Wedekind



ack Canfield 1a mot dién thuyét gia noi tiéng nguoi My, tot

nghiép Pai hoc Harvard, nhan bang cao hoc ciia Pai hoc

Massachusetts va hoc vi tién si cia Pai hoc Santa Monica.
Véi kién thire sau rong, cach ndi chuyén thuyét phuc va 16i
cudn, 6ng da gitp rat nhiéu nguoi kham pha stcc manh ban
than dé theo dudi va thyc hién wéc mo ctia minh. Trong sudt
25 nim qua, ong da thyc hién nhiéu buéi noéi chuyén véi
nhirng tap doan l6n nhu: Virgin Records, Sony Pictures,
Merrill Lynch, Federal Express, Sonic Burger, Income
Builders International...

ark Victor Hansen ciing 12 mot dién thuyét gia rat tAm

huyét. Ong da thyc hién hon 4 ngan buéi néi chuyén

cho hon 2 tri¢u thinh gia ¢ 32 quoc gia vé nhu:ng dé tai
lién quan dén cudc séng, tim kiém stirc manh tinh than va phat
trién noi tam, chién luge kinh doanh va hi¢u qua trong cong
viéc. Ong nhiéu lan dugc moi noi chuyén trén cac dai truyen
hinh va phat thanh néi tiéng nhu: ABC, CBS, PBS, CNN... va
hién dang la mét trong nhirng nhan vat dugc khan thinh gia
yéu thich nhat.

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

Trong nhimng budi dién thuyét cua minh, Jack Canfield va
Mark Victor Hansen thuong tiép can vé6i thinh gia bang nhiing
cau chuyén c6 that, xtic dong va y nghia, c6 tac dung dong vién
tinh than, gitip moi ngudi c6 thé cam nhan sau sic duge nhimng
¥y tuong va tinh than cua budi noéi chuyén.

Sau nhirng 1an nhu vay, thinh gia ¢ khip moi noi mong
muén duoc doc va luu giit nhitng cau chuyén tha vi dy. Mot sé
ngudi dé nghi Jack va Mark tap hop nhimng ciu chuyén thanh
mot quyén sach. Pén nim 1990, ho méi bat tay vao thuc hién y
tuong ndy. Nhung viée chuyén nhimg cau chuyén ké thanh
mot quyén sach khong don gian nhu ho timg nghi. Hai nguoi
gap rat nhiéu kho khin, nhat 1a trong qua trinh bién tap cac
bai viét. Sau 3 ndm lam viéc miét mai, ca hai chi méi tong hop
duoc 68 cau chuyén, con qu it so véi con s6 101 cAu chuyén -
con s6 ma ho tin 13 s& tao nén dau an cho sy thanh cong cua




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 cAu chuyén hay va cam dong
tir nhitng con nguoi binh thuong nhung c6 thé vuot 1én 1am
duoc diéu phi thuong.

Mot lan nira, Jack va Mark tiép tuc nho 40 nha dién thuyét
chuyén nghiép khac doc va tham dinh ting cAu chuyén, va cho
thang diém tur 1 dén 10 vé tinh chan thyc, giy xtc dong va co
gi4 tri dong vién tinh than. Sau cling, 101 ciu chuyén c6 diém
cao nhat da dugc tuyén chon.

Thé nhung quyén s4ch nay van chua c6 tén. Ca hai som
nhan thay rang chinh tén quyén sach gép phan rat 16n vao su
thu hat ban doc. Jack nhé la i nhirmg lan bi 6m, 6ng thuong
duogc &n xap ga do me nau. Me Jack noi loai xtp nay c6 thé
gitp phuc héi stc khoe cho nhitng nguoi dang dau yéu. Mot ¥
tuong bung sang trong Jack. Quyén sach nay ciing cd tac dung
chira 1anh nhimg bénh, khong phai cho co thé nhu xtp ga don
thuan ma cho tAm hon con nguoi. Tén sach “Chicken Soup for
the Soul” ra doi tir 6 va nhanh chéng tré nén néi tiéng khap
thé gisi.

KHONG TU BO UOC MO

Pé quyén sach dén duoc véi moi ngudi, viée dau tién 1a phai
thuyét phuc mot Nha Xuat Ban dong ¥ in.

Nha xuat ban dau tién doc xong va ghi nan nét trén ban
thao: “Guri tra. Khong hop tac! Dé tai qud binh thurong”.

Nha xuat ban th hai tra 101 “Khéng 6 § tuong gi la cd,
nhimg chuyén nay ai ma chang biét, ai ma chang trai qua
nhimg chuyén tuwong tu nhu vay”.

Nha xuét ban tht ba nhan xét: “Sizc bdn han ché -sach nay
chi danh cho nhimg nguoi 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 tugng cua hai nguoi. Jack va Mark
da phai chju dyng dén 33 lan tir chdi trong 3 ndm di khap noi
gui ban thao chtr khong phai chi trong vai ba thang nhu du
kién. C6 nhiing ldc tuong chimg nhu da bo cude nhung ho van
¢ gang vuot qua va quyét tam kién tri dén cung.




Nam 1992, Jack va Mark tham du Héi thao Nghiép doan
Ban sach Hoa Ky (American Booksellers’ Association
Convention). Tai ddy, hai ngusi di tir gian hang nay dén gian
hang khac, tro chuyén véi cac bién tap vién, va chia s¢ quan
diém cua ho vé nhimng gi4 tri tinh than sau sac ma quyen sach
nay s€ mang lai. Hai ngum nhan manh rang nhimg cau chuyén
trong quyén sach sé giap moi ngu:m rong mao trai tim, nhan
thtre dugc nhirng gia tri tinh than va duy tri 1ong can dam dé
theo duéi uéc mo, khat vong cia minh. Sau @4, ban thao da
dugc giri dén Peter Vegso, Chu tich Tap doan Xuat ban Health
Communications. May man thay Peter Vegso sém nhén 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, quyé
n “Chicken Soup for the Soul” da u tién da ra doi va tré thanh
mon qua mung Giang sinh va ndm moi dug yéu thich nhit lac
bay 810 . Nhimng ai mua mot quyén sach déu quay lai mua thém
nhiéu quyen nira de lam qua tang ngusol than va ban bé . Khip
noi ai cang noi vé quyen sach cua “mét loai xtp ky diéu cho
tam hon”. Moi nguoi ké lai cho nhau nghe nhimng cau chuyén
trong sach mdi khi ai dé c6 van dé tuong tu . Quyén sach da
that su tao nén mot con sét va hién tuong trong nganh xuat
ban.

CHINH PHUC THE GIOI

Pén thang 9 nidm 1994, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” da
nam trong danh sach sach ban chay nhét theo binh chon cua
thoi bao New York Times, The Washington Post, Publishers
Weekly, USA Today va thém 5 t6 bao c6 uy tin cua Canada.

Pau ndm 1995, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” dat giai thuong
ABBY (American Bestseller’s Book of the Year) - mét giai
thuong c6 danh tiéng, duoc binh chon bai khach hang cua céc
hé thong phat hanh sich toan nudc My.

Cubi nam 1995, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” tiép tyc nhan
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 thuéng “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 bo tuyén chon nhimng ciu




chuyén hay nhat dugc doc gia binh chon.

Trong hai nam 1997 va 1998, Jack Canfield va Mark Victor
Hansen da lién tuc gitr vi tri “Tdc 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
bo sach ky luc thé gigi Guinness 1a tic gia dugc yéu thich nhat
c6 cung ldc 7 tua sach trong bo “Chicken Soup for the Soul”
duogc thoi bao New York Timesbinh chon la nhitng sach ban
chay nhat.

Ngay nay, bat c ai cling biét dén cai tén “Chicken Soup for
the Soul”. Moi nguoi chuyén tay nhau, guiri e-mail, ké cho nhau
va binh luan nhing cau chuyén trich tir bo sach nay. Va
“Chicken Soup for the Soul” da tré thanh mot thuong hiéu lon
c6 gi4 tri khong chi vé mat thuong mai ma con 6 tinh nhan vin
cao dep. O My, nguoi ta goi n6 1a “A Billion Dollar Brand”
(Thuong hiéu tri gia hang ti d6 la). Thong qua nhirng cau
chuyén trong bo sach nay, ban c6 thé tim lai chinh minh, ¢
thém niém tin, nghj luc dé thyc hién nhitng véc mo, khat vong,
biét chia sé va dong cam véi ndi dau cua nhirng nguoi xung
quanh, tim lai duoc nhirng gia tri dich thuc cua cudc séng. Po6
chinh 1a diéu gitip bo sach “Chicken Soup for the Soul” ton tai
mai vai thoi gian va trong 1ong moi nguoi.

“CHICKEN SOUP FOR THE SOUL”

CAI TEN THAN QUEN VOI TAT CA MOI
NGUOI

- MOT THUONG HIEU TRI GIA HANG
TIDO LA
So lwong sach da ban:
85 triéu ban
Duoc dich sang:
37 ngon ngir

(Viét Nam la ngon ngir thir 38)

So tién ung h¢ tir thién:




hon 8.5 ti do la
So twa sach ban chay nhat theo binh chon
cua New York Times:
11 tra sach
Thot gian lién tuc giir vi tri sach ban chay nhat theo
thong ké ciia New York Times:
10 nam
So twa sach dich sang tieng Tay Ban Nha
trén thi truong Bdc My:
16 twa sach
Sach danh cho thanh thiéu nién:

12 twa sach

So lirong déc gia dwoc truyén cam himg tir bg sach:
KHONG THE PEM PUQC
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