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“Than ting tat ca nhimg ngudi dang trin tro, dang vuot
qua nhitng khé khin, thir thach tinh than va luén gii
vitng niém tin dé tim duoc hanh phic cudc séng, dé dat
duoc uéc mo cua minh.”

- First News




Cung ban doc

Sau khi thuc hién céc tap Hat Giéng TAm Hon va nhirng cudn sach
chia sé vé cudc song, First News da nhan dugc sy @6n nhan va dong cam
sau sic cua dong dao ban doc khap noi. Ching t6i @ nhan ra rang su
chia sé¢ vé tAm hon 1a mot diéu quy gia va c6 ¥ nghia nhét trong cudc
song hién nay, gitip chdng ta vuot qua nhimg ndi buén, nhirng that vong
dé huéng dén mot ngay mai tuoi dep hon véi nhirng ude mo, hoai bao
ctia minh va cam nhan cudc séng tron ven hon.

Trén tinh than do6, First News tiép tuc gioi thiéu dén cac ban nhimg
cau chuyén hay duoc chon loc tir bd sach Chicken Soup for the Soul no6i
tiéng cua hai tac gia Jack Canfield va Mark Victor Hansen.

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

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

- First News



ove is the most powerful, magical force

in the universe, and there is nowhere

it displays its beauty and wonder more
than in the intimate relationships between
two people. We wrote Chicken Soup for the
Couple’s Soul hoping to capture that
mystery and wonder in words, words that
will deeply touch and open your heart if you
have ever been in love, or hope to be in love.
This is a book for husbands and wives and
lovers and anyone who dreams of finding

their soul’s true mate.

Some loves between two people endure a lifetime. Others are
destined to only last for a while; then, the two lovers are separated,
either by choice or by fate. But one thing is true: No matter what the
outcome of a relationship, when love enters our lives, it never leaves
without transforming us at the very depth of our being.

Each story in this book was written by someone who has been
transformed by love. We were transformed when we read these stories,
and our wish is that you will be, too. Perhaps some of the stories will
help you renew the bond of trust and intimacy in your relationship, or
better understand your partner; perhaps others will help you
appreciate all of the ways love has enabled you to grow into a better
human being; and still other stories will remind and reassure you that
although love challenges and blesses each of us in unique ways, you are
never alone in what you go through.

What defines our intimate relationships? What signs should we
look for to discover how love is revealing itself? The stories you will
read answer these questions with insight: Sometimes love reveals itself
in the unmatched level of understanding and friendship we share with
our mate and no one else. Sometimes it is in what is said, and
sometimes, what is not said but deeply felt. Sometimes it is in the
obstacles we must face together. Sometimes it is in how the joy we feel
with our partner spills over to our children and family members. And
sometimes it is in where the relationship takes us inside ourselves —
places we would never go willingly; but for love, we will do anything.



Intimate relationships are also powerful teachers. They teach us to
be compassionate, caring and forgiving. They teach us when to hold on
more tightly, and when to let go. They give us the opportunity to
develop great virtues such as courage, patience, loyalty and trust. Our
relationships will show us all the ways we need to grow as a person. In
this way, love will never enter our lives without changing us for the
better.

There are moments when love can be experienced as quite ordinary,
expressed in a simple smile of acceptance from your beloved. And in
other moments, love seems utterly sublime, inviting you into new
worlds of passion and oneness you’ve never known before. Like love
itself, the stories in this book reflect every season and mood, and every
color of emotion: sweet beginnings, challenging and deepening
intimacy; moments of grief when we are forced to say good-bye to our
soul mate; moments of astonishment when we rediscover a love we
thought we’d lost.

Some stories will make you laugh. Some will make you cry. But
above all, the stories in Chicken Soup for the Couple’s Soul pay tribute
to love’s ability to endure, beyond years, beyond difficulty, beyond
distance, beyond even death.

There is no miracle greater than love. We offer this book as our gift
to you. May it open your heart, uplift your mind, inspire your spirit,
and be a sweet companion on your own heart’s journey. And may your
life always be blessed with love.

JACK CANFIELD & MARK VICTOR HANSE
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Lo1 gid1 thiéu
inh yéu c6 mot sirc manh l6n lao va la
Tdiéu diéu ky nhat cua cuoc song. Khong
noi nao tinh yéu thé hién hét vé dep va
su ky diéu cia né bang trong méi quan hé
gan bo giita hai con nguoi. Chiing t6i viét
quyén Qua tang tam hon danh cho tinh yéu
v6i hy vong dwa dugc diéu ky diéu va bi an ay
vao trong ngdn tir, nhirng ngodn tur sé lay
dong va go cira trai tim caa bat ky ai da yéu
hoic mong doi tinh yéu. Pay 1a quyén sach
danh tang cac cip vo chéng, nhimg déi tinh
nhan va bat ky ai dang mo uéc tim thiy nguoi ban tam giao dich thuc
cua minh.

Mot sb chuyén tinh kéo dai dén hét cudc doi. S6 khac lai duoc an bai
trong khoang thoi gian ngan ngui va roi déi lra yéu nhau phai chia lia,
hoic do lya chon ctia ban than hoic do dinh ménh. Nhung c6 mot diéu
lu6n dting: Cho du két cuc nhu thé ndo, thi mot khi tinh yéu da xuat
hién trong cudc doi chang ta, n6 sé khong bao gio ra di ma khong anh
hudéng sau dam dén tAm hon cua ching ta.

MJi cAu chuyén trong quyén sach nay déu duoc viét ra tir nhirmng
nguoi da trai qua nhing tinh cam siu sac. Chiing t6i da c6 nhiing bién
doi manh mé trong tam hon khi doc nhing ciu chuyén nay, va chung
t61 mong rang ban doc cung s& nhu thé. Co thé mot s6 truyén sé glup
ban lay lai su tin twéong va gan bo trong méi quan hé hoac hiéu rd hon
ngudi ban cia minh; va c6 thé nhiing truyén khic sé gitp ban tran trong
hon nira nhirng cach thire ma tinh yéu da gitp minh tré thanh mot con
ngudi tét dep hon; con nhimng truyén khéc thi nhic nho va khang dinh
rang mic du tinh yéu thir thach va ban ting hanh phtic cho chiting ta
theo nhimng cach khéc la, nhung chiing ta khong hé don doc trong
nhirng gi ma minh da trai qua.

Diéu gi néi 1én méi quan hé gan bé cua chiing ta? Ching ta nén tim
kiém nhimg d4u hiéu nao dé biét duoc cach thuc tinh yéu dang 4m tham
thé hién? Nhing cAu chuyén ban sip doc sé& tra 10i cAc cAu hoi nay mot
cach sau sic: Co khi tinh yéu duoc thé hién qua tinh ban va sy cam
thong giita hai nguoi, c6 khi thé hién qua 10i néi, va c6 khi tinh yéu
khong dugce noi ra nhung duge cam nhan moét cach sau xa. Co khi tinh



yéu nam trong nhirng tric tré ma doéi laea phai ciing nhau chéng choi. Co
khi tinh yéu nam ¢ niém vui chan hoa duoc sé chia véi con cai va moi
nguoi trong gia dinh. VA cfing cé khi tinh yéu nam ¢ noi ma chinh méi
quan hé¢ dan dit ching ta dén day, tin siu trong tAim hon minh — nhiing
noi ma chiing ta khong bao gio san 1ong di dén, nhung vi tinh yéu,
chiing ta s& 1am tat ca.

Nhitng mébi quan hé gan bo ciing 12 nhitng nguoi thay day uy luc.
Chung chi cho ta biét dong cam, quan tAm lo ling va tha tha. Chiting chi
cho ta biét khi ndo phai nam giir chat hon nita va khi nao thi hay bu6ng
tay. Chling trao cho chiing ta co héi dé phat huy nhimg duc tinh tuyét
voi nhu 10ng diing cam, tinh kién nhan, 10ng thuy chung va su tin tuong.
Cac mdi quan hé sé& cho chiing ta thay tat ca nhirng phuong cach cian
thiét dé phat trién nhan cach cia minh. Nhu thé, tinh yéu sé khong bao
gio xuat hién trong doi ta ma lai khong 1am cho ching ta t6t hon 1én.

C6 nhitng khoanh khic ta cam nhén tinh yéu rat ddi gian di, thé hién
qua mot nu cudi déng tinh cua nguoi ma ta yéu thuong. Nhung cling ¢
nhiing khoanh khic tinh yéu duong nhu thing hoa va dan dit ta vao thé
gi6i moi la coa sy dam mé va hoa hop ma ta chua timg biét dén bao gio.
Glong voi tinh yéu, quyén sach nay cling thé hién tu:ng giai doan, trang
thai va ting sac thai cam xtc: sy khoi dau ngot ngdo, sy gan gul dam
sau va day thir thach, nhimg lic dau kho khi chiing ta phai néi 1oi chia
tay va thoi khac siing so khi chiing ta tim lai dugc mot tinh yéu tuong
chimg da danh maét.

Mot vai cau chuyén sé khién ban bat cuoi. S6 khac s& khién ban phai
khéc. Nhung trén hét, nhimg ciu chuyén trong quyén Qua ting tam
hén danh cho tinh yéu ngot ca kha ning ton tai cua tinh yéu qua nhiéu
nam thang, vuot qua khé khan, vugt qua khoang cach va vuot qua ca cai
chét.

Khong c6 phép mau nao diéu ky bang tinh yéu. Chiing t6i trao cho
cac ban quyén sach ndy nhu mét mén qua. Mong rang né sé danh dong
con tim ban, gitip tAm hon thing hoa, goi cam hing cho tAm tri va tro
thanh mot nguoi ban dong hanh dé thuong trong cudc hanh trinh cua
trai tim ban.

Cau chic tinh yéu s& lué6n mang hanh phic dén cho cudc doi cia
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JACK CANFIELD & MARK VICTOR HANSE



tis cold, so bitter cold, on this dark, winter
_ : day in 1942. But it is no different from any
CUADZAE) other day in this Nazi concentration camp. I
B | { stand shivering in my thin rags, still in disbelief
YR that this nightmare is happening. I am just a
N OB & young boy. I should be playing with friends; I
| should be going to school; I should be looking
forward to a future, to growing up and
marrying, and having a family of my own. But
. - those dreams are for the living, and I am no
longer one of them. Instead, I am almost dead,
surviving from day to day, from hour to hour, ever since I was taken
from my home and brought here with tens of thousands of other Jews.
Will I still be alive tomorrow? Will I be taken to the gas chamber
tonight?

Back and forth I walk next to the barbed wire fence, trying to keep
my emaciated body warm. I am hungry. I am always hungry. Edible
food seems like a dream. Each day, as more of us disappear, the happy
past seems like a mere dream, and I sink deeper and deeper into
despair.

Suddenly, I notice a young girl walking past on the other side of the
barbed wire. She stops and looks at me with sad eyes, eyes that seem to
say that she understands, that she, too, cannot fathom why I am here. I
want to look away, oddly ashamed for this stranger to see me like this,
but I cannot tear my eyes from hers.

Then she reaches into her pocket, and pulls out a red apple. A
beautiful, shiny red apple. Oh, how long has it been since I have seen
one! She looks cautiously to the left and to the right, and then with a
smile of triumph, quickly throws the apple over the fence. I run to pick
it up, holding it in my trembling, frozen fingers. In my world of death,
this apple is an expression of life, of love. I glance up in time to see the
girl disappearing into the distance.

The next day, I cannot help myself — I am drawn at the same time
to that spot near the fence. Am I crazy for hoping she will come
again? Of course. But in here, I cling to any tiny scrap of hope. She has
given me hope and I must hold tightly to it.



And again, she comes. And again, she brings me an apple, flinging it
over the fence with that same sweet smile.

This time I catch it, and hold it up for her to see. Her eyes twinkle.
Does she pity me? Perhaps. I do not care, though. I am just so happy to
gaze at her. And for the first time in so long, I feel my heart move with
emotion.

For seven months, we meet like this. Sometimes we exchange a few
words. Sometimes, just an apple. But she is feeding more than my
belly, this angel from heaven. She is feeding my soul. And somehow, I
know I am feeding hers as well.

One day, I hear frightening news: we are being shipped to another
camp. This could mean the end for me. And it definitely means the end
for me and my friend.

The next day when I greet her, my heart is breaking, and I can
barely speak as I say what must be said: “Do not bring me an apple
tomorrow,” I tell her. “I am being sent to another camp. We will never
see each other again.” Turning before I lose all control, I run away
from the fence. I cannot bear to look back. If I did, I know she would
see my tears streaming down my face.

Months pass and the nightmare continues. But the memory of this
girl sustains me through the terror, the pain, the hopelessness. Over
and over in my mind, I see her face, her kind eyes, I hear her gentle
words, I taste those apples.

And then one day, just like that, the nightmare is over. The war has
ended. Those of us who are still alive are freed. I have lost everything
that was precious to me, including my family. But I still have the
memory of this girl, a memory I carry in my heart and gives me the will
to go on as I move to America to start a new life.

Years pass. It is 1957. I am living in New York City. A friend
convinces me to go on a blind date with a lady friend of his.
Reluctantly, I agree. But she is nice, this woman named Roma. And
like me, she is an immigrant, so we have at least that in common.

“Where were you during the war?” Roma asks me gently, in that
delicate way immigrants ask one another questions about those years.

“I was in a concentration camp in Germany,” I reply.

Roma gets a far away look in her eyes, as if she is remembering
something painful yet sweet.



“What is it?” I ask.

“T am just thinking about something from my past, Herman,” Roma
explains in a voice suddenly very soft. “You see, when I was a young
girl, I lived near a concentration camp. There was a boy there, a
prisoner, and for a long while, I used to visit him every day. I
remember I used to bring him apples. I would throw the apple over the
fence, and he would be so happy.”

Roma sighs heavily and continues. “It is hard to describe how we
felt about each other — after all, we were young, and we only exchanged
a few words when we could — but I can tell you, there was much love
there. I assume he was killed like so many others. But I cannot bear to
think that, and so I try to remember him as he was for those months
we were given together.”

With my heart pounding so loudly I think it will explode, I look
directly at Roma and ask, “And did that boy say to you one day, ‘Do not
bring me an apple tomorrow. I am being sent to another camp’?”

“Why, yes,” Roma responds, her voice trembling. “But, Herman,
how on earth could you possibly know that?”

I take her hands in mine and answer, “Because I was that young
boy, Roma.”

For many moments, there is only silence. We cannot take our eyes
from each other, and as the veils of time lift, we recognize the dear
friend we once loved so much, whom we have never stopped loving,
whom we have never stopped remembering.

Finally, I speak: “Roma, I was separated from you once, and I don’t
ever want to be separated from you again. Now, I am free, and I want
to be together with you forever. Dear, will you marry me?”

I see that same twinkle in her eye as Roma says, “Yes, I will marry
you,” and we embrace, the embrace we longed to share for so many
months, but barbed wire came between us. Now, nothing ever will
again.

Almost forty years have passed since that day when I found my
Roma again. Destiny brought us together the first time during the war
to show me a promise of hope, and now it had reunited us to fulfill that
promise.

Valentine’s Day, 1996. I bring Roma to the Oprah Winfrey Show to
honor her on national television. I want to tell her in front of millions



of people what I feel in my heart every day:

“Darling, you fed me in the concentration camp when I was hungry.
And I am still hungry, for something I will never get enough of: I am
only hungry for your love.”

- Herman and Roma Rosenblat As told to Barbara De Angelis, Ph.D.



Khao khat tinh em

6 la mét ngay mua dong u Am rét mudt
D nam 1942. Nhung ¢ trong trai tap trung
(® ciia Bure Quoc xa thi ngay nao ciing nhu
[ EAB e / ngay nao. Téi dimg run lay bay trong bo quan 40
| TSy mong rach buom, van khong thé ndo tin néi con
AW S ac mong ay lai dang xay ra. T6i chi 1a mot cau bé.
L& ra toi dang choi dua cung cac ban, Ié ra t6i
dang di hoc, I¢ ra toi dang hu’ong dén tuong lai,

s& 1on khon rdi 1ap gia dinh va c¢6 mot mai am

. - cua riéng minh. Nhung nhiimg mo uéce ay chi

danh cho nhu:ng nguoi dang song, con t6i da
khong con 1a nguoi dang séng nita roi. Trai lai, ké tir khi toi bi dua ra
khoi nha va mang dén day ctng v6i hang chuc ngan ngudi Do Thai
khéc, t6i gan nhu da chét, chi dang séng sot timg ngdy, timg gid. Liéu
ngay mai toi c6 con song hay khéng? Téi cé bi dira dén phong hot ngat
vao dém nay khong?

Tbi di t6i di lui ngay ké bén hang rao kém gai, c6 giir cho than thé
héc hac caa minh duoc am. T6i d6i. Toi luén ludn ddi. Nhimg thir dn
duoc cb vé nhu chi c6 trong mo. Mbi ngdy, khi cang ¢ nhiéu nguoi
trong ching t6i bién mat thi qua kha hanh phiic duong nhu ciing chi 13
mot gide mo, va toi ngdy cang lin sau vao ndi tuyét vong.

Bat chot, t6i thy mot 6 bé di ngang qua & phia bén kia hang rao
kém gai. C6 a ay du:ng lai va nhin t6i vé1 doi mit duom budn, doi mit nhu
muén noéi rang cd hleu toi, va rang co cling chang the ly giai noi tai sao
t6i lai 0 ddy. T6i mudn quay di chd khac, cam thay xau ho @én la ky khi
cd gai xa la ndy nhin t6i nhu thé, nhung t6i lai khong thé roi mat khoi
co.

Roi ¢6 ay cho tay vao ti va liy ra mot trai tdo 6. Mot qua tdo do,
cing mong. Oi, da bao lau réi toi khong trong thay mét qua tdo nhu
the?

C6 than trong nhin bén trai réi bén phéi sau do6 voi nu cuoi hoan hi,
c6 nhanh chong ném trai tio qua hang rao kém gai. Toi chay té1 nhat
trai tao lén, git chat 1ay no trong nhirng ngon tay té cong va run ray cua
minh. Trong thé gi¢i chét choc cua toi, qua tdo nay tuong trung cho
cudc séng, cho tinh yéu. Téi liéc nhin 1én, vira kip trong thay cd gai mat
hit phia dang xa.



Ngay hom sau, t6i khong thé kim minh lai dugc — ciing vao gio ay,
trong t6i c6 mot sy thoi thiic phai di dén chd hang rao. Téi dién hay sao
ma lai mong ¢é dy sé quay lai nhi? Phai réi. Nhung ¢ trong nay thi t6i
bam vao bat ky niém hy vong nio du 1a mong manh nhat. Cé da cho t6i
hy vong va t6i phai bam chit 1ay niém hy vong ay.

Va roi o lai @én. C6 lai mang cho t6i mot qua tdo va ciing ném nd
qua hang rao véi nu cuoi xinh xan ay.

Lan nay toi bat 14y qua tdo va gio 1én cao dé 6 nhin thay. P6i mat c6
long lanh. Phdi chéng c6 thiong hai t6i? C6 thé lam. Nhung t6i khong
quan tAm. Téi chi sung suéng nhin dim dim vao c6. Va da tir 1au lam
rdi, 1an dau tién trai tim t6i lai ron 1én véi nhiéu xtce cam.

Chung t6i gip nhau nhu thé trong bay thang troi. P6i khi chdng téi
no6i véi nhau vai 1oi. P6i khi, ¢6 dén chi dé dwa tdo cho téi. Nhung c6 bé
thién than nay khong chi lam cho t6i no bung. C6 da nu6i dudng tim
hon t6i. Va chang biét vi cé gi, toi biét rang toi cling dang nudi dudng
tam hén co.

Mot ngay no, t6i nghe duoc mét tin kinh hoang: chiing t6i s€ bi
chuyén t6i mét trai khac. Piéu nay c6 thé 1a ddu cham hét cho t6i. Va
day ro rang 1a ddu cham hét cho t6i va ban toi.

Ngay hom sau, khi gap co, trai tim toi tan nat, va t6i chi kip noi
nhimg diéu cin phal noi. To6i bao co6: “Ngay mai du:ng mang tdo dén cho
minh nita. Minh sap bi dua dén mot trai khac. Chting ta sé khong bao
gio gap lai nhau duoc nita”. Téi voi quay di trude khi mat ty cha va chay
xa khoi hang rao. Téi khong thé ndo quay lai nhin. Néu t6i quay lai,
chic chan c6 sé nhin thay t6i véi nhimg giot nude mat lung trong.

Nhiéu thang tréi qua va con 4c mong van ct tiép dién. Nhung ky tc
vé c6 ban gai da gitip t6i vuot qua ndi kinh hoang, sy dau dén cliing ndi
tuyét vong. Trong tAm tri, t6i ct lién tyc nhin thay khudn mit c6, 4anh
mit hién tir cia c6, t6i nghe thay nhimg 16i n6i diu dang cua ¢, va toi
cam nhan lai hvong vi cia nhirng qua tao do.

Va dén mot ngay kia, con 4c mong dot nhién chdm dut. Chién tranh
két thic. Chiing t6i, nhimg ke séng sot, duoc tra ty do. T6i da mat tat ca
nhung gl quy gla trong do c6 gia dinh minh. Nhung t6i van con nhimg
ky niém vé co gai, ky niém ma t6i cat gilt trong tim va chinh nhitng ky
trc d6 da mang lai cho t6i nghi lyc séng khi t6i di cu sang My dé bat dau
mot cude sdng moi.

Thoi gian tréi qua. Vao nam 1957, lic d6 t6i dang séng ¢ thanh pho
New York, mot nguoi ban thuyét phuc t6i di gap g& mét o6 gai la ban cua



anh ta. T61 mién cudng nhan 10i. C6 géi ay that dé thuong, c6 tén la
Roma. Va cling nhu t6i, ¢6 la dan nhap cu. It ra thi chung t6i ciing c6
diém chung.

“Trong thoi ky no ra chién tranh, anh da ¢ dau?” - Roma nhe nhang
hoi t61, bang cach noi that te nhi ma nhitng nguoi nhap cu thuong dung
dé hoi nhau vé nhirng nam thang do.

T6i dap: “Anh séng trong mot trai tap trung ¢ Pac”.

Trong mit Roma hién 1én mét cai nhin xa xim, nhu thé c¢6 dang nho
vé mot diéu gi vira dau dén vira ngot ngao.

“Gi thé em?” — T6i hoi.

“Em dang nghi vé mot viée xay ra trong qua khtr, Herman a.” —
Roma giai thich, giong nho han di — “Anh biét khong, khi em con nho,
em séng gan mot trai tap trung. Co mot cau bé 1a ti nhén bi nhét ¢ day,
va trong mot khoang thoi gian dai, em da dén thim cau iy hang ngay.
Em con nhé em d3 mang tdo dén cho cau ay. Em ném tdo qua hang ro,
va cau ay rat vui.”

Roma thé dai va néi tiép: “That khé dién ta nhitng cam xic ching
em da danh cho nhau — du sao di nira, lac 4y ching em ciing con qua
nho, va chting em chi néi véi nhau vai ba tiéng khi c¢6 thé — nhung em
c6 thé khang dinh voi anh 13 chiing em da rat yéu thuong nhau. Em
nghi ciu 4y da bi giét nhu nhiéu nguoi khac. Nhung em khong chiu néi
¥ nghi dy, va em cb nh¢ vé cau iy nhu trong nhiing thang ngay ma
chung em da gap nhau”.

Tim t6i dap manh tuong sap v& dén noi. Toi nhin thang vio Roma va
hoi: “Va cé phai mét ngay kia cau bé da néi voi em: ‘Ngay mai dung
mang t4o dén cho minh nita. Minh sap bi dwa dén mot trai khac’, ding
khong nao?”.

“0, @tng thé.” — Roma d4p, giong run run — “Nhung Herman, 1am
thé nao ma anh biét dugce?”
T6i nam ldy tay nang va ndi: “Boi vi anh chinh 13 cau bé d6, Roma

N\

Chiing t6i im ling mot e 14u, chang thé nao roi mat khoi nhau. Va
khi birc man thoi gian dugce vén 1én, chiing t6i nhan ra nhau, nhéan ra
ngudi ma ching t6i da hét myc yéu thuong va luén yéu thuong, luén
lu6n nhung nhé.

Sau cling, t6i néi: “Roma, anh da phai lia xa em mot 1an rdi, va anh
* 1 5
khong bao gio muon xa em nira. Gi¢ thi anh ty do, va anh muon ¢ bén



canh em mai mai. Em c6 dong y lay anh khong?”.

Tbi lai nhin thiy 4nh mat long lanh cua Roma khi nang néi: “Vang,
em dong y”. Ro6i ching t6i 6m lay nhau, cai 6m ma ching t6i khao khat
chia sé trong nhiéu thang troi, nhung lic ay hang rao kém gai 4 ngin
cach ching téi. Gio ddy, khong con gi cd thé chia cich hai chdng téi
duoc nira.

D3 gan bén muoi ndm trdi qua ké tir ngdy t6i tim lai duwoc Roma.
Dinh ménh d3 mang ching t6i dén bén nhau mét lan trong cudc chién
tranh, dé cho t6i mot 101 hira hen vé niém hy vong. Va roi dinh ménh da
tai hop chiing t6i dé 161 hea @6 duoc ven tron.

Ngay 1& Tinh nhan ndm 1996, t6i duva Roma dén v&i Chirong trinh
cia Oprah Winfrey dé ngoi ca nang trén kénh truyén hinh quéc gia.
Trudce hang triéu khan gia, t6i mudn ndi véi nang diéu ma hang ngay to6i
cam thay trong trai tim minh:

“Em yéu, em da mang thirc an cho anh khi anh bi déi trong trai tap
trung. Bay gio anh van dang khao khat, mot tht ma khong bao gid anh
cho la da: anh khao khat tinh em”.

- Tién si Barbara De Angelis ghi theo 1ot ké ciia Herman va Roma
Rosenblat



Real joy comes not from ease of riches or from the praise
of men, but from doing something worthwhile.

- W. T. Grenfell

et’s call him Ian. That’s not his real
name — but in Northern Ireland these
days you have to be careful about

| \_k‘f*;___,_ revealing names. There have been more
}"ffpﬁ‘“’ _ = than twenty-four hundred sectarian
f - = murders since the recent flare-up of ancient

- troubles between Catholics and Protestants.
/ So there’s no sense taking risks.

And Ian has had misery enough for his
twenty-four years of life.

He came from good Protestant stock, the sort that goes to church
twice every Sunday as regular as clock. His father, a welder in the
Belfast shipyards, was very steady. Mother kept a clean and tidy house,
baked the best bread in the neighborhood and ruled the family with the
sharp edge of her tongue. Two elder brothers, both unemployed
laborers.

Ian did well at school and was now earning good money as a
craftsman in a production plant. Quiet, serious, fond of walking
through the countryside, he liked few things better than a book by the
roaring fire during the long loneliness of winter. Never had much to do
with girlfriends — though men tend to marry late in Ireland.

Two years ago, on his twenty-second birthday, he was walking
home from work when a terrorist hurled a bomb from a speeding car...
and left Ian in the nightmare of sudden blindness.

He was rushed to a hospital, operated on immediately for internal
injuries and broken bones. But both eyes were destroyed.

The other wounds healed in their own time, though their scars
would disfigure his flesh the rest of his days. But the scars on his mind,
though invisible, were even more obvious.

He hardly spoke a word, hardly ate or drank, hardly slept. He
simply lay in bed, brooding and sighing. Nearly four months.



There was one nurse who seemed to be able to draw some small
spark of human response from him. Let’s call her Bridget — a fine Irish
name. Good Catholic stock, the sort that goes to Mass first thing every
Sunday morning.

Her father, a carpenter, mostly worked away from home over in
England. A decent man — loved his family, spent weekends with them
whenever he could afford the fare.

Mother kept a clean but untidy house, cooked the best stew in the
neighborhood and ruled the family with a quick hand and a soft heart.

Six brothers, four sisters - with the youngest of them all, Mary,
eleven, her father’s darling.

Bridget did well at school, had trained as a nurse at a famous
London hospital, and now, at the age of twenty-one, was a staff nurse
in Belfast’s biggest hospital.

Lively, though fundamentally serious, a singer with a sweet and
gentle voice and a way of her own with folk songs. Never had much to
do with boyfriends - though it wasn’t from any lack of young men
who’d set their caps at her.

But now her heart was moved by Ian, for there was something
about him that brought tears to her eyes. True, he couldn’t see the
tears, yet she was afraid that her voice would betray her emotions.

But in a way she was right about her voice, because it was the lilt
and the laughter of it that dragged him back from the depths of
depression and self-pity.

And so, as the long dark of his days turned to weeks and months, he
would listen for her footsteps and turn his sightless face toward her
coming like a flower bending for the sun.

At the end of his four months in the hospital he was pronounced
incurably blind, but what he now knew as their love gave him the
courage to accept his affliction. Because, despite everything against
them - religion, politics, the opposition of their families - they were in
love and wandering in that young and singing landscape.

He was discharged and began the weary months: how to wash and
shave and dress without help, how to move around the house without
cracking his shins on every chair, how to walk through the streets with
a white stick, how to read Braille, how to survive the pity he could
sense in the very air he breathed. Their love gave him the hope to go on



living and trying.

Not that they were able to spend much of their lives together: an
occasional evening, perhaps an afternoon when her duties allowed. But
they lived for those brief encounters and knew the beginnings of deep
peace and joys.

Knowing their story, the families were appalled. Thinking of getting
married? The very law of God forbade it, surely.

“What fellowship hath the children of light with the children of
darkness?” thundered his father. “You’ll not be marrying her whilst I'm
drawing breath!”

“The Roman Catholic Church,” stated her priest, “discourages
mixed marriages, so you can be putting the idea from you!”

So, by all manner of pressures — constant arguments, threats,
promises and even downright lies — they were driven apart. And,
eventually, they quarreled, said hurtful things in their black misery,
and one evening, with the rain drizzling, she walked away from him on
the weeping street.

He withdrew into his perpetual night. Days and weeks of bitterness.
“You’ll not be regretting it in the long run,” he was told. “You’d have
been inviting trouble by yoking with an unbeliever!”

She withdrew into her work, too sick at heart to remember. Weeks
and months of numbed agony. “You'll live to praise the Almighty,” she
was told. “You’d have been asking for hell on earth marrying a
Protestant!”

The months drained into a year. And the bombings continued, to
the grief of Ireland.

Then one evening, as Ian sat alone in the house, there came a
frantic hammering at the door. “Ian, come you quick!”

By the voice, hysterical, choked, with tears, he recognized young
Mary, Bridget’s sister. “A bombing! She’s trapped and half-dead, so she
is! Screaming your name. Come you, Ian! In the name of God, please
come!”

Without even shutting the door behind him, he took her hand. And
she led and stumbled and cried with him through the merciless streets.

The bomb had devastated a little restaurant where Bridget had been
eating supper with three other nurses. The others had managed to
scramble out from under the shifting rubble. But she was trapped by



the legs. And the fire was spreading, licking towards her.

They could hear her screaming, but couldn’t yet reach the pit where
she lay. Firemen, soldiers, lights and special equipment were on the
way.

Ian moved into the chaos. “You can’t go in there!” shouted the
officer.

“She’s my girl,” said Ian.

“Don’t be a raving lunatic!” shouted the officer again. “You’ll not be
seeing your hand in front of your face in the darkness!”

“What difference does darkness make to a blind man?” asked Ian.

And he turned toward the sound of her voice, and moved through
that black inferno with all the skills and instincts of the blind, all the
urgency of love. “I’'m coming, Bridget! I'm coming!”

And he found her and cradled her head in his yearning arms, and
kissed her.

“Ian,” she whispered, “Ian...” and lapsed into unconsciousness like
a tired child.

And with her blood soaking into his clothes, the fire reaching them,
he held her until their rescuers chopped a way through. What he didn’t
see, being blind, was that the side of her lovely face had been seared by
fire.

In time, a long time, she recovered. Despite cosmetic surgery,
though, her face would always be scarred. “But,” she said, “the only
man I love will never have the seeing of it, so what difference does it
make to me?” And they took up their love from where they had never
really left it.

True, both families fought it every step of the way. One dramatic
confrontation almost led to a fistfight: shouted abuse, insults,
desperate threats. But, in the middle of it, Bridget took Ian’s hand, and
together they walked out of that place of hatred.

- George Target



Chuyén tinh & Ai-len

Niém vui dich thue khéong dén tir sy thodi mai cia cujc
song giau sang hodc nhimg loi ca tung ciua nguoi khac, ma
dén tir viée lam duwoc diéu gi dé ximg dang.

- W. T. Grenfell

hing ta hay goi anh 4y 1a Ian. P4
‘ khong phii la tén that cia anh —
nhung ¢ Bac Ai-len thoi nay ban phai

L Py \ that can than khi tiét 16 tén tudi. Pa c6 hon
}"f 4% " | @, Thainganbén trim vy 4m sat do xung dot
f - = tOn gido ké tir khi nhitng bat dong c6 hiru
= gitta nhirng nguoi theo dao Thién Chuaa va
Tin Lanh no ra gan day. Vi vay chang ai dai

gl ma mao hiém.

Hai muoi bon tudi, cude séng cua Ian
ciing du kho so 1dm roi.

Anbh sinh ra trong mot gia dinh Tin Lanh sung dao, mau gia dinh di
nha tho hai 1an mdi ngay Chu nhat, déu dan nhu mét c4i dong hd. Cha
anh - mot tho han trong xuéng dong tau ¢ Belfast — 1a nguoi rat kién
dinh. M¢ anh lu6n gitt gin nha ctra sach sé va gon gang, la nguoi nuéng
banh mi ngon nhat xém va quan 1y gia dinh bang nhimg 1oi 1& siu sac.
Hai nguoi anh trai cia anh déu 1a lao dong chan tay hién dang thét
nghiép.

Ian hoc gioi va hién cfing kiém duoc kha kh4 bang nghé thi cong tai
mot xuong san xuat. Tram tinh, nghiém nghi, thich di dao ¢ mién dong
qué; anh ay chang thich gi hon viéc doc mot quyén sach bén ngon lia
bap bung sudt mua dong dai quanh qué. Anh khong giao thiép gi nhiéu
v6i cac co ban gai — cho du dan dng ¢ Ai-len c6 khuynh huéng két hon
muon.

Hai nam trude, vao ngay sinh nhat thir hai muoi hai cia minh, khi
Ian dang di bo vé nha sau gio 1am viéc thi mot ke khung bé tir trong mot
chiéc xe hoi dang phong nhanh d3 ném mét trai bom khién Ian bong
nhién roi vao canh mu loa.

Moi ngudi voi dua anh dén bénh vién va cic bac si da xu 1y ngay
nhimg vét noi thuong ciing nhu nhitng chd xwong gay. Nhung ca hai mat
anh thi bi huy hoai hoan toan.



Nhiing vét thuong khac da lanh dan theo nim thang, du céc vét seo
s& van con han mai trén da thit Ian cho dén hét phan doi con lai cua
anh. Con nhitng vét seo trong tAm hon, tuy khong nhin thay duoc
nhung ro rang né van luén hién hién.

Anh hau nhu khéng néi 16i nao, khong &n, khong uong, cling khong
ngu. Anh chi nam trén givong u € suy nghi va tho dai. Gan bon thang
nhu vay.

Chi c6 mot 6 y ta duong nhu c6 thé khién anh phan ung doi chit.
Tén co 14 Bridget — mot cai tén Ai-len dé thuong. C6 sinh ra trong gia
dinh Thién Chua gido sting dao — viéc 1am dau tién vao mdi sang Chu
nhat 14 di 1é.

Cha c6 12 mét tho moc va hau nhu 6ng thuong vang nha vi phai sang
Anh 1am viéc. Ong 1a mét nguoi dan 6ng mau muc, yéu thuong gia dinh,
lu6n ciing huong ngay nghi cudi tuan véi ca nha bét cit khi ndo 6ng co
du tién mua vé may bay.

Me c6 chdm nom mét ng6i nha sach sé nhung bé bon, ba niu mén
thit ham ngon nhat x6m va quan ly gia dinh bang d6i ban tay nhanh
nhen va trai tim nhan tu.

Trong sau anh em trai, bon chi em gai thi Mary bé nhat; ¢c6 bé muoi
mot tuoi va la con gai cung cia 6ng bo.

Bridget hoc gioi, duoc ddo tao thanh y t4 trong mot bénh vién néi
tiéng ¢ Luan Do6n, va hién gio ¢ tudi hai muoi mot, cd6 dang la mot nir y
ta gioi tai mot bénh vién 16n nhat ¢ Belfast.

Mic du ban tinh nghiém nghi, nhung ¢6 van 12 mot ¢6 gai vui v¢, 13
mot nguoi wa ca hat vaoi giong ca ém diu, ngot ngao va 16i hat nhac dan
ca rat rieng. Co khong giao thiép nhiéu véi cac ban trai — mac du diéu
do6 khong phai la do khong ¢6 nhitng chang trai tré nga mi trude mat
co.

Nhung gio ddy trai tim 6 lai rung dong truée Ian; c6 diéu gi d6 o
anh khién c6 phai khoc. D1 nhién, anh khong thé nhin thay nhirmg giot
nudc mat cua cd, nhung ¢o van lo rang chinh giong noéi sé t6 cdo nhirng
cam xdc cua minh.

Xét vé phuong dién ndo do thi c6 da nghi dting vé giong néi cia
minh, vi chinh 4m diéu du duong va tiéng cudi cua c6 da kéo anh ra
khoi vuc tham cua tam trang chan chuong va sy giay vo cua ban than.

Va thé 12 khi nhitng ngay dai tdm ti cia anh kéo dai thém nhiéu
tuan, nhiéu thang, anh bat dau lang nghe tiéng budc chan cua c6 va



huéng khudn miat khong nhin thay 4nh sang cia minh vé phia c6 nhu
mot bong hoa hudng vé phia mat troi.

Sau bén thang nam vién, anh dugc bao 14 minh sé& bj mu vinh vién.
Nhung ltc ay, anh chi biét rang chinh tinh yéu @i cho anh can dam dé
chap nhan sy that dau dén d6. Boi vi mic du moi thir déu chéng lai ho —
tir ton gido, chinh tri dén sy phan dbi cua hai gia dinh — nhung ho van
yéu nhau va dang cung dao choi trong viing dat tré trung va day tiéng
hat cua tinh yéu.

Anh duoc cho xuit vién va bit dau nhimg thang ngay vat va: 1am sao
dé tu minh tim rua, cao rau va mic quan 4o, 1am sao dé di lai trong nha
ma khong va cang chin vao ghé, 1am sao dé biang qua duong véi mot
chiéc gay trang, lam sao dé doc duoc hé thong chit néi va 1am sao dé
vuot qua sy thuong hai ma anh c¢6 thé cam nhan duoc ngay trong khong
khi ma minh dang thé. Nhung chinh tinh yéu da cho anh hy vong dé
tiép tuc séng va cb gang.

Ho khong c6 nhiéu thoi gian dé ¢ bén nhau, ho chi cé thé gip nhau
vao mot budi toi ndo d6 hoic vao budi chiéu khi c6 da xong viéc. Nhung
ho van vui séng cho nhitng gio phut gip nhau ngin ngui d6 va trai qua
giai doan dau vui vé, tran ngap hanh phuc.

Khi biét chuyén, gia dinh cua ho that sy hoang hét. Nghi dén chuyén
hén nhan u? Di nhién la gidi ran caa Chaa troi khong cho phép dieu do.
Cha cua anh quat théo: “Con cai cua anh sang va con céi cia bong
toi ma ban be cai gi? May sé khong duogc cudi n6 chung nao ma tao con
A 9
song”.

Con linh myc cua c¢6 thi bao rang: “Gido hoi Cong gido La Ma ngan
can nhirng cugc hon nhan khéac tén gido, nén con hay tir bo y nghi ay
di”.

Do d6, duéi strc ép cua tat ca cac kiéu 4p luc — tir nhimg cudc cdi va
lién mién, nhiing 16i doa ddm, nhimng 161 hira hen dén ca nhimg 1oi n6i
déi trang tron — ho da bi chia ré. Sau ciing, ho cii nhau, n6i nhiing 1oi
1am t6n thuong nhau trong ndi dau dén tuyét vong. Va vao mot dém
mua phun no, c6 da roi bo anh ra di trén mot con duong uét at.

Anh thu minh vao bong dém vo6 cung. Ngay qua ngay anh mai giay
vo trong dén dau. Cé nguoi noéi voi anh: “Sau ndy cau sé khong phai héi
tiéc d4u. Do cip ke v6i mot ké khong cb 1ong tin ma cau da tu rude hoa
vao than roi day”.

Con cb thi vii dau vao cong viée, qua ton thuong dé nhé lai nhing gi
da xay ra. Ngay qua ngdy gim nhim ndi dau don dén té dai. Nguoi ta



noi véi co: “Co song 1a dé cau nguyén voi Pie Chta. Co da tu tao dia
nguc cho minh khi mudn két hon vai mot ké theo dao Tin Lanh!”.

Tham thoéat cling da mot ndm tréi qua. Nhimg vy ném bom van tiép
dién trong noi thong kho ctia nguoi dan Ai-len.

~ Mot buoi toi no, khi Ian dang ngoi mot minh trong nha, béng c6
tieng dap ctra dit doi: “Ian, anh ra day nhanh 1én!”.

Qua giong noi ban loan, nghen ngdo nude mit, anh nhan ra @6 1a ¢
bé Mary, em gai cia Bridget. “Bon chiing ném bom. Chi iy bi mic ket
va dang rat nguy kich. Chi 4y gao thét tén anh. Pén ngay di, Ian. Vi
Chta, hay dén ngay”.

Khong kip déng cira nha, anh nam lay tay Mary. C6 bé vira chi duong
cho anh di, vira khoc va bude loang choang qua nhirng con duong tro
trui. Vu ném bom da tan pha mét tiém An nho, noi Bridget dang an tdi
ciing ba dong nghiép.

Nhitng nguoi khac déu bo ra duoc khoi déng gach vun, chi c6 ¢6 con
bi ket lai. Trong khi do6, ngon lira dang lan rong va tién dan vé phia co.

Nguoi ta nghe tiéng c6 gao thét, nhung khong dén duge chd c6 dang
nam. Linh ctru héa, binh linh, den va cac thiét bi duoc huy dong dén.

Ian lach vao dam dong hén loan. Vién si quan hét 1én: “Anh khéng
duoc vao day!”.

Ian tra loi: “Nhung do la nguoi yéu cua t6i”.

Vién si quan lai quat 1én: “Dung c6 si mé dén mat tri nhu thé. Trong
do6 toi dén mae anh khong thé nhin thay dugce chinh ban tay cia minh
day”.

Ian hoi lai: “Péi v6i mot ké mu thi bong t6i c6 anh hudng gi kia
chu?”.

Roi anh tién vé phia c6 tiéng kéu cia c6 va di qua cai dia nguc tim
toi ay vai tat ca kha nang va ban nang cuia mét nguoi mu, bang tat ca su
thuc giuc cua tinh yéu. “Bridget, anh dén day! Anh dang dén day!”.

Anh tim ra c¢6 va ning dau c6 trong vong tay yéu thuong ciia minh
r6i hon co.

“Ian...” — C6 thi thao — “Ian...” rdi ngat di nhu mot dta tré moi mét.
Trong khi mau cua c6 tham vao quan 4o anh, con ngon lira cling
dang lan dan vé phia ho thi anh van 6m c6 cho dén khi doi ctru nan phé
duoc mot 16i ra. Do mu 10a, anh khéng nhin thay mot bén khu6én mat

dang yéu cua c6 da bi ngon lira lam chay sém.



Sau mot thoi gian dai, ¢6 da binh phuc. Du da dugc giai phau tham
my, nhung khu6én mit ¢6 van bj dé lai seo. C6 ndi: “Nhung nguoi dan
ong duy nhat t6i yéu s& khong bao gio nhin thay né. Thé thi ddi véi toi,
diéu 4y c6 anh hudong gi dau?”. R6i ho néi lai tinh yéu tir noi ma ho chua
bao gio that su tir bo no.

Tét nhién, ca hai gia dinh lién tuc phan déi. Su phan déi kich liét
chit nira din dén danh nhau: tir nhiing 1oi 1ing ma quat th4o, nhiing loi
si nhuc dén ca 1oi de doa kinh khung. Nhung bat chap nhimg diéu do,
Bridget van nam ldy tay Ian va ho ciing nhau di khoi viing dat day thi
han ay.

- George Target



What love we’ve given, we’ll have forever.
What love we fail to give, will be lost for all eternity.
- Leo Buscaglia

shall call him Dr. Case. He was a country

doctor, and a close friend of mine twenty

years ago. In the years that followed, I
often stopped in his little Colorado town to
see him when I went west, and sometimes
he would tell me stories about people we
both had known. He told me about John
and Louise.

John was a ranchman, big, quiet,
unlettered and strong as a horse. He had
begun with fifty head of sheep. Ambitious
and frugal, in ten years he owned two thousand ewes and ample
pasture for them. Next, he bought an alfalfa farm at the edge of town
and fattened his lambs. By the time he was forty-five he was a
prosperous man.

Then he married. Louise was a local girl who had finished high
school and gone to work as a waitress in the restaurant in town. John
met her there the summer she was twenty. Soon he began driving in
from his alfalfa farm every day for a ten o’clock cup of coffee.

Louise chattered to him about the weather, the crops and harmless
local gossip. John merely watched her and smiled and nodded his
head.

This went on for three months. Then one morning — Doc Case had
stopped in for coffee and heard it — John said, “Louise, I want you to
marry me.” Louise caught her breath and almost spilled the coffee. Doc
said it was as though the two of them, John and Louise, were all alone.
Louise said, “John, maybe I will. But I want a day or two to think about
it.” John nodded and drank his coffee and said, “Got to get to work. So
long.”

They were married two weeks later. After a honeymoon in Colorado
Springs they settled down on the alfalfa farm, and Louise had the



house painted and papered and refurnished with things from Denver.
All that first year John had workmen out there, putting in a new
kitchen, building a screened porch.

But Doc Case knew things weren’t going right. Twice John called
him out to see Louise, and he discovered that Louise wasn’t happy. She
wasn’t well, either; she said she had frightful headaches, but there was
nothing that Doc could put his finger on. The second time he went out
to see her he asked her if John was treating her right. Louise answered
that John was the best husband any woman could ask for, only he
didn’t say much, and a woman wants to be talked to. After that things
seemed to straighten out. When Doc saw her in town a few weeks later,
Louise said, “I guess I was just imagining a lot of aches and pains. I've
decided to be big and strong, like John!”

It was not until eighteen months later that Doc heard from them
again. At 3:30 one morning, a banging on his door wakened him. John
was there, his car out front with the motor running. “Doc,” he said,
“Louise is awful sick. You got to do something quick!” Louise was in
the car, almost fainting with pain. They had been out at John’s sheep
ranch for a few days and the pain had struck her late that evening. She
tried to shrug it off, but it got so bad she couldn’t stand it. She fainted
on the thirty-mile drive to town.

The doctor took her over to his four-bed hospital and operated. Her
appendix had burst, but she rallied by dawn and Doc Case thought he
had won. He told John they wouldn’t know for twenty-four hours, but
it looked as if the worst was over. John cried like a baby. “She’s got to
get well, Doc,” he said. “She’s got to!”

By evening her condition was worse. Doc gave her two plasma
transfusions during the night, yet she weakened steadily. “I'm just not
strong enough,” she whispered to the doctor.

“What do you mean?” Doc demanded. “I thought you were going to
be big and strong like John.”

Louise smiled wanly. “John is so strong that he doesn’t need me. If
he did he’d say so, wouldn’t he?”

“Louise,” Doc told her, “John does need you, whether he says so or
not.”

She shook her head and closed her eyes.

In the office, Doc said to John, “She doesn’t want to get well.”
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“She’s got to get well!” John exclaimed. “Look, Doc, how about a

transfusion?”
The doctor explained that he had given her plasma.
“I mean my blood, Doc. I'm strong enough for both of us!”

The doctor led him down the hall. “Do you love that girl, John?” he
asked.

“Wouldn’t have married her if I didn’t,” John said.
“Have you ever told her so?”

John’s eyes were baffled. “Haven’t I given her everything I could?
What more can a man do?”

“Talk to her,” Doc said.

“I’'m not a talking man, Doc. Hell, she knows that!” He gripped
Doc’s shoulders. “Give her some of my blood!”

The doctor thought a moment. Then he led John to the little
laboratory, took a blood sample and typed it. At last he said, “All right,
John. In ten minutes.”

The doctor went to Louise’s room and told her that John wanted to
give her a transfusion. He took her pulse. It was weak and fluttering
slightly. He knew there was only a slim chance. Calling the nurse into
the hall, he told her what he was going to do.

In a few moments he led John into Louise’s room. The operating
table had been placed beside her bed, and a curtain rigged up between
bed and table. The nurse held the curtain aside as John lay down on
the table. He put out a big, awkward hand and took Louise’s hand and
said, “Now I'm going to make you well, Louise.”

Without looking at him, she whispered, “Why?”
“Why do you suppose?” John exclaimed.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“You're my wife, ain’t you?”

There was no answer. The nurse lowered the curtain, swabbed
John’s arm and inserted a needle. John flexed the muscle proudly.
“Here it comes,” he said to Louise. A moment later he asked, “How’s
she taking it, Doc?”

Beyond the curtain, Doc Case had inserted a needle in Louise’s



wrist and relaxed the clamp on the tube. His fingers were on the pulse
in her other wrist.

“Okay, John,” he said.

“How does it feel, Louise?” John asked.

“All right,” she whispered.

“Get this blood in you,” John said, “and you’ll talk as loud as I do.”
Her pulse seemed to strengthen slightly.

“John,” she whispered.

“Yes?”

“I'love you, John.”

There was a moment of silence. Then John said, “Louise! You got to
get well!”

“Why?” she whispered.

“You’ve got to do it for me. I need you.” John hesitated, and his
voice choked. “I love you.”

Her pulse almost surged.

“You never told me,” she said.

He said, “I never thought I had to.”
The pulse was steady now.

“John,” she said, “tell me again.”

He hesitated, then repeated the words: “I love you, Louise. More
than anything in the world. I love you and I need you, and by God, I'm
going to make you well!”

The doctor removed the needle from her wrist and took the plasma
bottle from the rack and set them aside. He checked her pulse again. It
was impossible, but there it was - steady and strong.

“How are you doing over there?” John asked, his voice under
control again. But Louise couldn’t answer. She was weeping.

“She’s coming along fine,” Doc Case said. “You’ve done it, John!”
He signaled to the nurse, who pulled the needle from John’s arm,
removed the jar from beside the operating table and drew the curtain
aside. Then she and the doctor went out.

When the doctor returned several minutes later, John was sitting



with both of Louise’s hands in his, talking to her.

“She was still a mighty sick girl,” Doc said to me, “but I knew she
was going to get well. And she did.”

Doc shook his head. “It was enough that the miracle happened.
John’s blood was the wrong type for her, probably would have killed
her. What did it matter if she got another pint of plasma while his
blood went into a glass jar? What that girl needed was John. And she
got him.”

- Hal Borland



Hay noi1 véi ¢o ay rang anh yéu co
ay

Tinh yéu cho di la tinh yéu con mai. Tinh yéu giii lai la
tinh yéu sé mit di vinh vién.
- Leo Buscaglia
a 0i s& goi Ong 4y 1a bac si Case. Ong 4y
o~ Tla mot bac si ¢ vung nong thon, 1a ban
than cua t6i hai muoi nim vé truée.
Dao do, toi thuong ghé tham 6ng tai mot thi
tran nho bang Colorado moi khi téi c6 dip vé
mién Tay, va thinh thoang éng 4y ké cho t6i
nghe chuyén vé nhiitng ngudi ma ca hai
ching t6i ciing biét. Ong 4y da ké cho to6i
nghe vé John va Louise.

John la chu mot trang trai. Anh cao 16n,
tram tinh, khong biét chir va khoe nhu voi.
Anh khéi nghiép véi nam muoi con ciru. La nguoi tham vong va chi tiéu
tiét kiém, muoi nim sau anh da so hiru hai ngan con ciru cai va mot
dong co ménh moéng. Sau dd, anh mua mot néng trai trong co linh ling
& ria thi tran dé v béo cho dan ciru non cua minh. O tudi bén muoi 1im,
anh la mot nguoi dan 6ng giau co6.

Roi anh lay vo. Louise 1a mot ¢ gai cting séng trong viing. Co tot
nghiép trung hoc va 1am phuc vu cho mét quan #n trong thi tran. John
gip cd & d6 vao mua hé nim c6 hai muoi tudéi. Ké tir d6 anh bat dau 14i
xe hang ngdy tur trai co dén quén chi dé uéng mot tach ca phé vao lac
muoi gio.

Louise tro chuyén véi anh vé thoi tiét, mtia mang va nhiing cau
chuyén phiém v hai xay ra trong viing. Con John chi nhin ¢6, mim cudi
va gat dau.

Viée nay dién ra trong ba théng. Roi mot buoi séng kia, bac si Case
ghé qua quan dé udng ca phé va nghe John noi véi Louise: “Louise, anh
muon em lay anh”. Louise cam giac nhu minh nghen thé va suyt lam do
ca phé. Béc si bao rang ho néi chuyén cir nhu thé chi c6 hai nguoi trén
coi doi nay. Louise tra 1oi: “John, ¢6 1& em sé& ldy anh. Nhung em can
mot hai ngdy dé suy nghi vé viéc d6”. John gat dau, anh udng tach ca



phé rbi no6i: “Anh phai di 1am roi. Tam biét em”.

Hai tuan sau dd, ho cudi nhau. Sau tuan tring mat ¢ Colorado
Springs, ho on dinh cudc song tai néng trai trong co linh ling, va Louise
da cho son lai ciin nha, d4n tuong va trang tri noi that véi do dac mua tur
Denver. Trong nim dau chung séng, John thué tho dén xay mot gian
bép mai va mot hang hién c6 mai che.

Nhung bAc si Case biét c6 diéu gi d6 khong 6n. P3 hai lan John goi
ong dén kham cho Louise, va 6ng nhan thiy Louise khong duoc vui. Co
ay cling khong duoc khoe. C6 bao rang minh bi nhtre dau kinh khung,
nhung béc si Case khong tim ra dugc nguyén nhan dé chira tri. Lan thu
hai dén kham bénh cho Louise, 6ng da héi Louise rang John déi xur véi
co c6 tét khong. Louise cho biét John 14 ngudi chong tét nhat ma bat ky
phu nit ndo ciing ao ude, chi ¢d diéu anh ay hoi it n6i, ma phu nir lai
thich duoc tro chuyén. Sau d6 moi viée ¢d vé 6n. Vai tuan sau, khi bac si
gip Louise trong thi tran, c6 ndi véi 6ng: “T6i nghi chic 14 do t6i da
tuong tuong ra ching nhie dau cing nhitng con dau. Téi quyét dinh
phai khoe va manh mé& nhu John vay!”.

Chua day muoi tAm thang sau, béc si lai nghe tin vé ho. Lic ba gio ba
muoi phit mot bubi sang no, cé tiéng dap cira 4m am bén ngoai khién
béc si giat minh tinh giac. John dimg do, chiéc xe hoi d6 bén ngoai vin
con dang ndé may. Anh néi: “Béc si, Louise & om nang lam. Ong hay
nhanh nhanh 1am gi d6 di”. Louise dang nam trong xe, cO gan nhu mé
man bat tinh vi dau. Ho d3 ¢ tai trai chin nuéi ctru caa John trong vai
ngdy, va con dau dot ngot tan cong cd vao chap téi hom dé. Co da gang
guong dé quén noé di, nhung con dau dir doi dén mae 6 khong thé chiu
dung noi. Trén doan duong dai ba muoi dim vao thi tran, c6 da ngit.

BAc si dua Louise vao bénh x4 chi c6 bon giwdng bénh ciia minh va
tién hanh phau thuat cho c6. Ruot thira cia 6 bi v&, nhung ltc sang
som thi ¢ hoi tinh nén béc si Case nghi 14 ca m6 da thanh cong. Ong
noi véi John rang ho phai doi thém hai muoi bén tiéng nita mai biét
duoc két qua thé ndo, nhung c6 vé nhu con nguy kich da qua. John khoc
nhu mot dira tré. Anh néi: “Co ay phai binh phuc, bac si . C6 4y phai
binh phuc!”.

Pén tdi, tinh trang cua Louise lai xau di. Pém d6 bac si da truyén
huyét thanh cho c6 hai lan, nhung c6 van yéu dan di. Co théu thao voi
bac si: “Toi khong con du sirc nira dau”.

BAc si hoi: “Co noi thé 12 sao? T6i i nghi c6 s& khoe va manh mé
nhu John chit”

Louise mim cuoi yéu 6t: “John manh mé dén ndi anh ay khong can



dén t6i. Néu anh 4y can, anh 4y da noéi thé, phai khong bac si?”.

BAc sindi: “Louise, John that sy can ¢d, cho dul anh 4y c6 noéi ra hay
khéng”.

C6 lic dau va nham mat lai.

Vao phong 1am viée, bac si néi véi John: “Cé iy khong mudn binh
phuc”.

John kéu 1én: “C6 ay phdi binh phuc. Xem nao, béc si, sao khong
truyén mau cho co ay?”.

BAc si giai thich 14 6ng da truyén huyét thanh cho c¢6 roi.

“BAc si, ¥ t6i mudn noi 1a mau cia toi kia. Stre téi khoe du cho ca hai
ching t6i”.

BAc si din anh xudng phia hanh lang. Ong hoi: “John, anh yéu c6
gai ay chu?”.

John dap: “Khong yéu thi t6i da khong cudi co ay”.

“Thé anh da bao gid néi véi co iy nhu vay chua?”.

Mit John nhu mo di. “Chang phai t6i da cho c6 4y tat ca nhimng gi toi
c6 sao? Mot nguoi dan 6ng co6 thé lam gi hon dugc day?”.

“Trd chuyén voéi c6 dy.” — Bac si tra 1oi.

“BAc si, t6i dau c6 khiéu &n noéi. Quy tha ma bat, c6 4y biét ma!”. Roi
anh nam chat vai 6ng: “Hay truyén mau cua toi cho co ay”.

BAc si suy nghi mot 14t, r6i 6ng dan John vao trong phong thi
nghiém nho, lay mau mau cua anh va xét nghiém. Sau cung, 6ng noi:
“DPuogc roi, John. Trong vong muoi phit nira”.

BAc si vao phong Louise va néi véi ¢6 rang John muén truyén mau
cho c¢6. Ong kiém tra mach cua c6. Mach dap rat yéu. Ong biét rang co
hoi rat mong manh. Ong goi ¢6 y ta vao phong va noéi cho ¢o biét 6ng
sap lam nhing gi.

Mot lat sau, 6ng dan John vao phong Louise. Ban phau thuat duoc
dat ngay canh givong bénh cua c6, va mot tam man duoc cang ra gitra
givong va ban. Khi John nam xuéng ban, c6 y ta kéo tam man sang mot
bén. Anh dwa ban tay to va tho rap cua minh ra nam lay tay Louise va
noi voi co: “Bay gio anh sé lam cho em khoe lai, Louise a”.

Khong nhin anh, c6 thi thao: “Vi sao?”.

John kéu 1én: “Thé em cho 14 vi sao nao?”.



Cb tra 10i: “Em khong biét”.
“Em la vg anh, ding khong nao?”

Khong c6 tiéng tra 16i. C6 y t4 ha rém xudng, sat triing canh tay cho
John va ghim kim tiém vao. John co co bap 1én mot cach tu hdo. Anh
néi véi Louise: “Puoc roi em a”. Mot 1at sau, anh lai hoi bac si: “Béc si,
c6 ay tiép nhan n6 nhu thé nao?”.

Bén kia tAm man, bac si da ghim mot chiéc kim vao co tay Louise va
nai long cai kep trén 6ng dan. Ngbn tay ong dat trén ¢6 tay kia cua c6 dé
theo doi mach.

Ong bao: “On rdi, John”.

John hoi: “Em thay thé ndo, Louise?”.

C6 théu thao: “Em 6n”.

John néi: “Truyén mau xong, em sé& noéi to nhu anh vay”.

Mach cua c6 c6 vé dap manh lén moét chit.

Co khé goi: “John!”.

“Sao em?”

“John, em yéu anh.”

Ca hai im ling trong chéc 14t. Rbi John ndi: “Louise! Em phai binh
phuc!”.

C6 khé hoi lai: “Sao thé anh?”.

“Em phai binh phuyc vi anh. Anh can c6 em”. John ngap nging, roi
giong noi cia anh nghen di: “Anh yéu em”.

Mach cua c6 dot nhién dap manh.

C6 ndi: “Vay ma anh chang bao gio néi voi em ca”.

Anh tra 16i: “Truéc day anh khong nghi anh phai néi véi em diéu
do”.

Lic nay mach coa c6 da 6n dinh.

Co néi: “John, anh noi lai cho em nghe di”.

Anh ngap ngimg, rdi lap lai: “Anh yéu em, Louise. Yéu hon bat cir
thur gi trén doi. Anh yéu em va anh can em, va thé c6 Chua, anh sé lam
cho em khoe lai!”.

BAc si rt kim ra khoi co tay Louise, liy chai huyét thanh trén ké roi
dé chang sang mot bén. Ong lai kiém tra mach cia c6. biéu tuéong



ching nhu khong thé, nhung lai 1a sy that — mach & manh va 6n dinh.

“Em cam thay thé ndo r6i?” — John héi, giong ciia anh da binh tinh
tro lai.

Nhung Louise khong tra 161 dugc. C6 dang khoc.

BAc si Case noi: “Co ay dang khoe dan 1én. Nho anh day, John!”.

Ong ra hiéu cho c6 y t4, c6 bén rat kim ra khoi tay John, cit cailo ¢
dudi ban phau thuat di va kéo tam man ra. Roi ¢6 y t4 cung bac si di ra
ngoai.

Vai phit sau, khi bac si quay tré lai thi John dang ngdi bén canh
Louise, nam lay hai tay c6 va tro chuyén cung co.

R6i bac sindi véi toi : “Co ay hay con yéu lim. Nhung toi biét co ay
sé khoe dan 1én. Va c6 ay khoe 1én that”.

Ong béc si lic dau. “Biy nhiéu do6 du thay 1a c6 phép la xdy ra TOi.
Mau cua John khong tuong thich v6i mau cua vo. Neu truyen that thi co
ay da chét roi. Viéc truyén thém huyét thanh cho ¢6 iy, con mau cua
John thi cho chay vao lo thuy tinh cling chang hé gi. Diéu ¢6 gai ay can
la John. Va c6 da c6 anh”.

- Hal Borland



just spent four days with a girlfriend who

is married to a very wealthy man. He gave

her a $35,000 ruby ring as an engagement
present. He gave her a $25,000 emerald
necklace for Mother’s Day. He gave her
$250,000 to redecorate their enormous
home on five acres of land. Her bathroom
cost $120,000 to build. Even her dog eats
from a silver-plated dish engraved with his
name.

Her husband has taken her all over the
world - Tahiti for sun, Paris for clothes, London for the theater,
Australia for adventure. There is nowhere she cannot go, nothing she
cannot buy, nothing she cannot have - except for one thing: He does
not love her the way she wants to be loved.

We sat in her study late last night, my friend and I, talking as only
women who have known each other since they were just girls can talk.
We talked about our bodies, changing with each passing year, hers now
rounded with the new life she was carrying inside. We talked about
what we used to believe in and our search for new meaning. And we
talked about our men - her wealthy, successful financier, my
hardworking, struggling artist.

“Are you happy?” I asked her. She sat quietly for a moment, toying
with the three-carat diamond wedding ring on her finger. Then, slowly,
almost in a whisper, she began to explain. She appreciated all of her
wealth, but she would trade it in a minute for a certain quality of love
she didn’t feel with her husband. She loved him intellectually more
than she felt her love for him. She did not respect many of his values in
life, and this turned her off to him sexually. Although he was fully
committed to her, and took care of her, he did not give her the
experience of being loved from moment to moment - the affection, the
tenderness, the words lovers use, the listening, the sensitivity, the
nurturing, the respect, the willingness to participate with her in
creating the relationship each day.

As I listened to my friend, I came to realize more than ever before
that the love of my true companion makes me rich beyond anything



material a man could ever give to me. This was not the first time I have
deeply felt this, but once again, it was a reminder of my great good
fortune.

And I thought about the drawerful of cards and love notes written
by him, and the three latest delightful additions in my purse. I thought
about him touching me, grasping my hand protectively as we cross the
street, stroking my hair as I lie in his lap. I thought about our trust, and
our respect, and our hunger for life and learning.

And in that moment, I saw that my friend envied me and my
relationship. She, who sat in her luxurious home, wrapped in jewels
and splendor, envied our vitality, our playfulness, our passion, our
commitment - yes, our commitment.

For in that moment, I saw that what we have that is greater than
anything else between us is commitment: to loving one another fully,
completely and deeply.

It is not a commitment that has been declared to others, or perhaps,
even out loud between ourselves.

It is not symbolized by a band of gold or even a diamond.

It is not defined by time, or even the space in which we live apart or
together.

Rather, it is a living commitment, reaffirmed each time we reach
out to one another in pure joy, each time we tell the truth, each time
one of us is there to support or comfort the other, each time we share a
newly uncovered insight or emotion.

Today, when I arrived home, I found a large check waiting for me
on the table, money I hadn’t expected. And I laughed at the
meaningless numbers all lined up in a row.

For last night, after talking with my friend, I learned the difference
between having money and truly being wealthy. And I knew that I was
already the richest woman in the world.

- Barbara De Angelis, Ph.D.
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Nguol phu nir giau nhat thé gio

0i vira ¢ choi bon ngay véi mot nguoi
Tban gai co chong rat gidu. Anh ay tang
| cd mot chiée nhan hong ngoc tri gi4 ba
Q( y \ muoi 1im ngan d6-la dé 1am qua dinh hén.

. Anh ting c6 mot vong c6 bang ngoc luc bao tri

«t )l gia hai muoi 1dm ngan d6-la nhan Ngdy cua
Mge. Anh cho ¢6 hai tram ndm muoi ngan do-
la dé tin trang ngdi nha to 16n cta ho nim
trén khu dat rong nim mau Anh. Phong tam
ctia c6 xay mat mot trim hai muoi ngan do-la.
Ngay ca con ché cua ¢6 cling an trong mot
chiéc dia bac c6 khic tén cua nd.

Chong cua c6 da dua c6 di khap noi trén thé gigi — dén dao Tahiti
taim ning, dén Paris mua quan 4o, d&n London xem kich, @én Uc chu
du. Khong c6 noi ndo ma c6 khong thé dén, khong cé vat gi cd khong
thé mua, khong c6 thu gi ¢6 khong thé cd — chi trir mot diéu: Chong co
khong yéu c6 theo cach ¢6 mong muén duoc yéu.

Khuya hom qua, khi ngi trong phong 1am viéc cua co, toi va c6 da
tro chuyén, cuing nhau that than mat theo cach chi ¢6 gitra nhirng nguoi
ban g4i da quen nhau tir khi con bé. Chiing t6i néi vé voc dang dang
thay doi theo nim thang cua minh, vé nhimg diéu chting t6i hang tin
tuong va cudc tim kiém nhimg ¥ nghia méi mé cua doi minh. Ching toi
con néi vé chong minh — nha kinh doanh thanh cong va giau c6 caa cd
va ngudi nghé si can cu, gian kho cua toi.

Tbi hoi c6: “Cau hanh phtic chu?”. C6 ngbi lang yén mot ldc, tay
nghich chiéc nhan cudi gan hat kim cuong ba cara trén ngoén tay roi tir
tir giai thich bang mot giong rat khé. C6 tran trong sy gidu sang cia
minh, nhung c6 c6 thé danh do6i ngay su giau c6 ay dé c6 duoc tinh yéu
ma c6 da khong cam nhan duoc 6 chong minh. C6 yéu chbng bang ¥
thte nhiéu hon 13 cam giac. Co khong xem trong nhiéu gia tri do anh
tao duoc trong cudc séng, va diéu nay khién c6 tro nén lanh dam véi
anh vé thé xac. Mic du anh da hét 1ong véi ¢6, quan tAm chim séc co,
nhung anh khong thé mang dén cho c6 cam gidc duoc yéu thuong trong
timg khoanh khic — sy nong nan, au yém, nhimg 161 n6i yéu thuong, sy
1ang nghe, sy tinh te, ung ho, ton trong hay san sang cung c6 tao dung
moi quan hé méi ngay.



Trong lc lang nghe ban t6i tAm sy, t6i bong hiéu hon bao gio hét
rang tinh yéu cia nguoi ban doi dich thuc cua toi @4 1am cho t6i giau co
hon bat ky tht cua cai vat chat ndo ma mot nguoi dan 6ng c6 thé mang
lai. DAy khong phai lan dau toi cam nhan sau sic diéu ndy, nhung mot
lan nita, né nhic t6i nhé dén cude doi may man cta minh.

T6i nghi dén ngin kéo day thiép va nhimng buc thu tinh ma anh da
viét cho t6i, ca ba btre thu vui tuoi méi day trong vi caa toi nita. To6i nghi
dén nhing lic anh cham vao t6i, nim lay tay t6i day che chg khi ching
t6i bang qua duong, vudt ve toc toi khi t6i nam gon trong long anh. Toi
nghi dén sy tin twong, sy ton trong giira hai chdng téi cling nhu niém
khat khao cudc séng, khat khao hoc hoi ciia ching toi.

Khi ay, t6i nhan thay ban t6i ghen tj voi toi va voi moi quan h¢ cua
to1. Co ban cua toi - mot nguoi song trong ngoi nha sang trong, dugc
bao boc gitta nhung gam, lua la — da ghen ti voi cude song tha vi cua
chting t6i, tinh khéi hai, niém dam mé va sy toan tAm toan ¥ cia ching
t6i danh cho nhau — vAng, t6i mudn ndi dén sy toan tAm toan ¥ cua
chung t6i.

Lic 4y, t6i nhan thy diéu tuyét voi nhat ma ching téi ¢d duoc chinh
14 sy toan tAm toan ¥: yéu nhau hét muyc, tron ven va siu sac.

b6 khong phai la sy toan tAm toan y phai noéi ra cho nhirng ngudi
khéac biét hay dugc noi to 1én gitra hai ching t6i.

N6 khong dugc biéu trung bang mot chiéc nhin vang hay tham chi 1a
mot vién kim cuong.

~ N0 khong dugc xac dinh béi thoi gian hay khong gian ma chung toi
song xa nhau hoac gan nhau.

Ma dang hon, d6 1a sy toan tAm toan ¥ dugc khang dinh lai qua mdi
lan chting t6i tim dén voi nhau trong mét niém vui thuan khiét, trong
mdi lan chting t6i ndi sy that véi nhau, mdi lan chting t6i ¢ bén nhau dé
an ui hoac hd tro cho nhau, mdi lan chdng t6i chia s¢ véi nhau mot
kham pha méi hoac cam xidc noi tAm nao do.

Ho6m nay, khi vé dén nha, t6i thiy mot tim ngan phiéu c6 gia tri ¢
trén ban, mot mon tién bat ngo. T6i bat cudi truée mot doc nhirng con
s6 vo nghia.

Bai vi dém qua, sau khi tro chuyén véi ban t6i, t6i da thay duoc su
khac nhau gitra viéc c¢6 nhiéu tién va sy giau c6 that su. Va t6i biét rang,
t6i von 1a nguoi phu nir giau ¢6 nhat thé gian.

- Tién si Barbara De Angelis



t was right before Christmas. My
TR husband, Dan, and a buddy of his, Mike,
S 1 had gone to a canyon near our home in

f;f:,";ﬁ%‘i 4 Southern California to see if the vegetation,
scorched by fires a few months earlier, was
growing back. Dan and Mike were both
members of the California Native Plant
Society. They were real “plant hounds,”

— always exploring the nearby canyons and
hills to see what kind of plants they could
find and photograph.

That day, after Mike left, Dan decided to do a little “solo research”
by hiking up into Laguna Canyon, a more remote section of the area
that was not often explored. He had walked into the canyon a few
miles, gotten some pictures and was starting to make his way back to
his truck, when he stepped on a water-soaked patch of ground that
gave way. He fell thirty-five feet down the rough slope, hitting a
number of trees, before he landed on a ledge. He could tell right away
that something was terribly wrong with his left leg. It lied across his
other leg at an “impossible angle.”

Stunned by the fall, it took Dan a little while to realize that he was
too crippled to walk. Then Dan knew he was in serious trouble. Night
would fall soon and not a soul knew where he was. He had to getto a
main trail or he might die out there before anyone could find him. He
braced the broken leg against the other leg and, resting his weight on
his hands, began inching his way down the canyon.

Making slow and painful progress, Dan stopped often to rest and
call for help. The only response was the eerie sound of his own voice
echoing off the walls of the canyon. As the sun set, the temperature
began to drop. It was cold in the hills at night and Dan knew that if he
stopped for too long, he would probably lose consciousness. It was
increasingly hard, but Dan forced himself after each pause to keep
hauling his sore body forward on his aching hands. He continued this
awful journey for another twelve hours.

Finally, his strength and determination gave out. He was utterly
exhausted and couldn’t move another inch. Although it seemed futile,



he summoned up a last burst of strength and shouted for help.

He was astounded when he heard a voice return his call. A real
voice, not another echo. It was Dan’s stepson — my son, Jeb. He and I
were out with the police and the paramedics who were searching for
Dan.

Earlier, when Dan didn’t come home, I had gotten worried and
called Mike. At first, Mike tried to find Dan himself, driving from
canyon to canyon looking for Dan’s truck. Finally, he called the police
and reported Dan missing.

I'd kept calm and strong until the moment Jeb said he’d heard
Dan’s voice. Then I dissolved into tears, finally feeling the fear and
dread I’d been pushing aside for hours. It took over two hours for the
rescue team to bring Daniel down the ravine. Then the paramedics
trundled him away on a stretcher and when I got to see him at the
hospital, my tears started anew. The thought of how close I came to
losing this wonderful man undid me. It was only when I felt Dan’s
arms around me that I finally stopped sobbing.

As I sat next to his hospital bed, my eyes fastened to the face I had
been so afraid I would never see again, Dan told me his story.
Immediately after his slide down the canyon, when he realized the
seriousness of his predicament, Dan said that he thought of me and
how much he would miss me if he didn’t make it back. As he lay at the
bottom of the rough cliff, he groped around until he found a suitable
rock. Using the rock, which was sharply pointed, he managed to carve
a message to me in a large rock near where he lay. If the worst should
happen, he hoped I would eventually see the rock and know that I had
been with him always, held close in his heart.

I started weeping all over again. I knew how deeply I loved my
husband, but I was unprepared for this, the depth of his love for me.

For somewhere deep in the wooded hills of Laguna Canyon, there is
a large rock with a heart carved on its side. And in this heart are carved
the words: Elizabeth, I love you.

- Elizabeth Songster



Ghi khic trong tim

6m ay 1a hom trude 1€ Giang sinh.
HChET)ng toi — Dan — va mét nguoi ban
SIS ) cua anh la Mike di vao mét hém nai
1”@“ ' gin nha ching t6i 6 Nam California dé xem
tham thuc vat da bi chay xém vai thang truée
c6 moc lai hay chua. Dan va Mike déu 1a
thanh vién cua Hoi Thuc vat Ty nhién
California. Ho that su la nhirng “ké san cay”,
— luén lung suc cac hém nai va nhirng ngon
doi quanh viing dé tim cac loai cAy va chup
anh chuing.

Hoém 4y, sau khi Mike ra vé, Dan quyét dinh thuc hién cudc “nghién
ctru mot minh” nho nho bang cich di bo 1én Hém nti Laguna, mot khu
vue héo 1anh hon va it dugc thdm hiém. Anh di vao hém nai duoc may
dam, chup duoc mot vai tim anh va dang quay tro ra chd xe tai, thi dot
nhién anh gidm phai mot khoang dat 16 ngap nudce. Anh bi trugt nga
xuéng con doc g6 ghé cao gan muoi mot mét, va vao nhiéu than cay
trudce khi roi xuéng mot ria d4. Ngay lap tire, anh biét c¢6 chuyén xay ra
v6i chan trai cia minh. N6 vat qua chan kia theo “mot goc khong thé
tuong tuong” duoc.

Do con siing so trude ¢ ngd, nén phai mat mot 1at sau Dan méi
nhan thac 14 chan minh khong thé di dugc nita. R6i Dan biét minh dang
gap rac roi to. Man dém sé buoéng xuéng, va khong mot ai biét anh dang
¢ dau. Anh phai ra dén duoc 16i di chinh, néu khong anh sé chét 6 do
trudce khi co ngu’orl tim ra anh. Anh kep chan bi géy vao chéan bén kia va
don hét stre luc vao d6i ban tay 1é timg chiit xuéng hém ndi.

Di chuyén tung buéc cham chap va dau don, Dan thuong phai dung
lai dé nghi mét va kéu ciru. Khong c6 gi dap lai ngoai trir tiéng vong ky
quai cua chinh giong néi anh vang trén vach da. Khi mat troi lan, nhiét
do bat dau xudng thap. Trong viing doi ndi, tiét troi rat lanh khi dém
xudng, va Dan biét néu dimg lai qua 1au, c6 thé anh sé& bat tinh. Cang lac
cang cam thay kho khin, nhung sau mdi 1an nghi, Dan budc minh phai
tiép tuc kéo 18 co thé dang dau dén vé phia trude bang déi ban tay da
sung tay ciia minh. Anh tiép tyc cudc di chuyén kinh khung nay duoc
thém muoi hai gio nira.

Nhung sau cung, sicc manh va su quyét tam cia anh cting khong con.



Anh kiét sirc hoan toan va khéng the di chuyén thém mét chit nao nira.
Mac du biet 1a chang ich gi, nhung anh van lay het stc tan thét 1én kéu
ctru mot lan nita.

Bong anh kinh ngac khi nghe thay mot giong noi dap lai. M6t giong
noi that sy, chi khong phai mot tiéng vang, Glong no6i do la caa Jeb —
con trai riéng cua t6i. T6i va thang bé ciing véi canh sat va nhan vién y
té dang di tim Dan.

Trude @6, vi khong thiy Dan vé nén t6i rat lo ling va goi dién thoai
cho Mike. Liac dau, Mike ¢6 gang tu minh di tim Dan. Anh 14i xe qua
nhiéu hém nti dé tim chiéc xe tai cia Dan. Sau cling, anh goi dién cho
canh sat va b4o rang Dan da mét tich.

T6i van giir duoc binh tinh va manh mé& cho dén khi nghe Jeb noéi l1a
da nghe théy tiéng cta Dan. Lic dy t6i mai 6a khoc va cam nhan hét ndi
lo so va kinh hai ma t6i da ¢6 tranh khong nghi dén trong nhiéu gio
dong hd. Phai mat hon hai tiéng dong hé doi ctru hé méi mang duoc
Daniel xudng hém nti. Sau d6 cic nhan vién y té dua anh di trén mot
bing ca. Khi dén thim anh tai bénh vién, nude mat téi lai tudn trao. Y
nghi minh suyt mat nguoi dan 6ng tuyét voi nay khién téi suy sup. Chi
dén khi cam nhan duoc vong tay cia Dan bén minh, t6i méi nin khéc
duoc.

Khi ngdi bén giuong bénh cia anh, tdi ¢ ngam nhin mai khudn mat
ma t6i da lo so 14 s& khong bao gio con duoc gap lai. Khi @6, Dan @3 ké
cho t6i nghe ciu chuyén nay. Dan néi rang ngay khi bi truot xuong hém
ndi va nhan ra tinh hudng nguy kich ctia minh, Dan da nghi dén t6i va
nghi rang anh ay s& nhé tdi biét bao néu nhu anh khong thé tro vé. Khi
nam ¢ dudi chan vach d4 gb ghé, anh da mo mim mai xung quanh mai
tim dugc mot hon d4 thich hop. Anh da rang hét sirc dung canh sic cua
hon da d6 dé khac vao tang d4 lon gan d6 mot thong diép dé lai cho toi.
Néu diéu xau nhat xay ra, anh ay hy vong cudi ciing toi s& thay tang da
d6 va hiéu rang t6i da 1uon ¢ gan anh ay, mai trong trai tim anh.

Tbi lai khoc nire né. Toi biét minh yéu chong sau sic dén do nao,
nhung t6i khong ngo duoc diéu ndy, d6 1a tinh yéu sau sic anh danh
cho toi.

O mot noi ndo do6 siu trong cac ngon doi ram rap cua Hém ndi
Laguna, c6 mot tang d4 16n khac hinh moét trai tim. Va trong trai tim
khic hang chii: Elizabeth, anh yéu em.

- Elizabeth Songster



n wedding portraits on the walls of their Las
Vegas, New Mexico, living room, Kim and
Krickitt Carpenter look like any young

oy : newlyweds — deeply in love and filled with hope
- for their new life together. But Krickitt admits it
I causes her some pain now to look at the pictures

!

or to see herself in the wedding video in her lacy
white gown. “I would almost rather not watch
it,” she says. “It makes me miss the girl in the
picture more and more.”

In a sense, that Krickitt is gone, lost forever.
Less than ten weeks after the September 1993 ceremony, the
Carpenters were in a nightmarish auto accident that badly injured
them both and left Krickitt comatose. Though doctors initially doubted
she would survive, she rallied, regaining consciousness and,
eventually, most of her physical abilities. But the trauma to her brain
caused amnesia, erasing virtually her entire memory of the previous
eighteen months - including any recollection of the man she had fallen
in love with and married. “The last two years have been based on a
story I'm told,” says Krickitt, “because I don’t remember any of it.”

Krickitt Pappas was a sales representative for an Anaheim,
California, sportswear company when Kim, then baseball coach and
assistant athletic director at New Mexico Highlands University in Las
Vegas, phoned in September 1992 to order some team jackets. While
chatting, they discovered mutual interests — both were devout
Christians, and Krickitt’s father had also coached baseball. One call led
to another, and by January, Kim, now thirty, recalls, “we were
probably talking five hours a week.” The following April, he invited her
to visit New Mexico for a weekend. “She got off the plane — I'll never
forget,” he says. “It was like I'd always known her.” Over the next few
months, they spent nearly every weekend together. In June, he showed
up unannounced at her apartment with flowers and a ring. “I asked if
she’d become my lifetime buddy,” he says.

They seemed a good fit. Kim, who had played college baseball and
golf at Highlands, was one of three sons of Danny Carpenter, a retired
printing firm owner, and his wife Maureen. Krickitt (born Kristian)



was a two-time Academic All American gymnast at Cal State,
Fullerton. She grew up in Phoenix, the daughter of Gus and Mary
Pappas, former school-teachers and coaches who also have a son,
Jamey. Krickitt and Kim married that fall and moved into an
apartment in Las Vegas (128 miles northeast of Albuquerque), where
Krickitt found work as a hospital fitness instructor.

They were just settling into married life when, on November 24,
they set out to visit her parents in Phoenix. Krickitt - with Kim lying in
the backseat and a friend in the passenger seat - was driving west on
Interstate 40 and had to swerve to avoid hitting a slowmoving truck. A
pickup following them smashed into the Carpenters’ car. Their Ford
Escort flipped over on its roof and went into a sickening skid. “I can
remember every split second of that wreck,” says Kim. “I screamed and
screamed and screamed for Krickitt and got no answer.” Kim suffered
a punctured lung, a bruise on his heart, a concussion and a broken
hand. Milan Rasic, the friend, had a separated shoulder. But worst off
was Krickitt, who had suffered a terrible skull fracture when the roof of
the car caved in around her head. Unconscious and fastened by a seat
belt, she hung upside down for thirty minutes before rescuers arrived,
then forty more minutes before they could free her. Emergency medic
D. J. Combs recalls that her pupils were fixed in a rightward gaze: “She
had what we call ‘doll’s eyes.””

“It was pretty bleak initially,” says emergency-room doctor Alan
Beamsley, who was at the Gallup, New Mexico, hospital where Krickitt
arrived nearly ninety minutes after the accident. “We were scared for
her.” A doctor brought Kim an envelope containing Krickitt’s rings and
watch. “He said, ‘I’'m very sorry, Mr. Carpenter,” Kim recalls. “I
thought she’d died.” Despite doctors’ advice, he refused treatment for
himself to stay by his wife’s side. “I didn’t recognize her, she was so
messed up,” he says. “I grabbed her hand and said, ‘We’re gonna get
through this.”

When a helicopter arrived to take Krickitt the 140 miles to the
University of New Mexico hospital in Albuquerque, there was no room
for Kim. Emergency medic Combs remembers his plea: “If my wife’s
going to die, I want to be there.” By the time Kim reached Albuquerque
five hours later, Krickitt was in a coma. The next morning,
Thanksgiving, her parents flew in from Phoenix. Though doctors held
out little hope, Kim recalls, “we went to the chapel and started
praying.” That day, the swelling started to subside and her dangerously
low blood pressure slowly began to rise. In five days, she went off life



support and ten days after the accident, emerging from her coma, she
was transferred to Phoenix’s Barrow Neurological Institute.

Three weeks after the accident, when a nurse asked her what year it
was, Krickitt responded: “1969.” She was able to name her parents. But
when the nurse asked, “Who’s your husband?” she replied, “I'm not
married.” Tests soon showed that she had maintained most of her
long-term memory. As for her husband, he was a complete stranger -
she felt nothing for him. “I don’t have a visual memory in my head, and
I have no memory in my heart,” she says now.

Kim remembers comforting himself by saying, “This isn’t my wife;
my wife is in this body, trapped and trying to get out.” He worked to
encourage her rehabilitation. But Krickitt found his presence and pep
talks annoying. “I think she resented his pushing because at that point
she wasn’t Krickitt,” says her mother, Mary, adding that the process of
reteaching her daughter the most basic tasks “was like raising her
again.” Facing medical bills in excess of two hundred thousand dollars
and relentless bill collectors, Kim returned to his Las Vegas job with
serious doubts about the future. “I honestly didn’t think our marriage
would work,” says Kim, but he wouldn’t give up. “I made a vow before
God,” he explains, “until death do you part.”

Then Krickitt began to travel with her mother to visit Kim, then
returned on her own to see him again. “I figured, if I fell in love with
this guy before, I guess I just need to meet him again,” says Krickitt.
Almost five months after the crash, she moved back in with him, but
their life together was difficult. Her injuries had caused deep emotional
swings and left her quicktempered. And she was baffled by her reentry
into marriage. “I remember asking, ‘How did I do the wife thing? Did I
cook for you? Did I bring you lunch?’” Her neurological problems
posed other difficulties. She was unable to drive and couldn’t
remember directions. She tired easily, and her emotions were jumbled
- she would laugh when she meant to cry and cry when she meant to
laugh. Says Kim: “I was thinking, ‘Man, I'm living with someone with
two different personalities.”

She has slowly regained control of her life, returning to work in
August 1994, but a new personality emerged - a blend of her old self
with new, more outgoing traits. (She is likely to have chronic lingering
effects, including shortterm memory lapses and occasional
clumsiness.) And it was difficult to make the marriage work again.
Mike Hill, a therapist the couple started seeing in fall 1994, pinpointed
the problem, saying, “There wasn’t that emotional attachment that



comes through the early part of the relationship. You need to establish
some memories of your own.” So Kim and Krickitt began dating again -
chatting over pizza, shopping, jet skiing at a nearby lake. “I got to know
my husband again,” says Krickitt. “There was a point when I really
started to enjoy this companion. I would miss him if he wasn’t
around.”

This year on Valentine’s Day, Kim proposed again. Krickitt
accepted. “I could’ve not fallen in love with him again, but the Lord
didn’t allow that,” she says. On May 25, the two again exchanged rings
- new ones - and read newly written vows. “Only one thing can surpass
forever the painful events we have felt,” Kim told her. “That is the love
I have for you.”

- Thomas Fields-Meyer and Michael Haederle
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Két hon véi nguoi la

rong nhiing tam anh cuéi trén tuong phong
Tkhéch cua Kim va Krickitt Carpenter tai

Las Vegas, New Mexico, ho trong cting
giéng nhu bao nhiéu cip vo chong méi cudi khac
— yéu nhau say dam va tran tré hy vong cho mot
cudc song moi bén nhau. Nhung Krickitt tha
nhan rang lac nay day c6 cam thiy dau don khi
nhin nhirng tim anh d6 hoic khi xem lai hinh
anh minh mic chiéc vay cuéi ding-ten mau
trang trong cuén bing video dam cudi. Co noi:
“T6i khong muén xem né. N6 1am tdi cang ltc
cang nhé tiée nguoi con gai trong tim anh do”.

Theo mot cach hiéu ndo d6 thi ¢d Krickitt 4y da ra di, vinh vién
khong con nita. Chua day muoi tuan sau 18 cuéi vao thang Chin nim
1993, vo chong nha Carpenter gip phai mot tai nan xe hoi kinh hoang
khién ca hai déu bi thuong ning, riéng Krickitt thi hon mé. Mic du ban
dau céc bac si khong biét cd c6 qua khoi hay khong, nhung sau dé6 co da
binh phuc, héi tinh va phuc héi hau hét cac kha ning van dong cia co
thé. Nhung chin thuong ¢ dau da khién c6 bi chimg mat tri nho, x6a bo
gan nhu toan bo ky uc cua ¢6 vé mudi tAm thang trude d6 — ké ca nhing
ky trc vé nguoi dan 6ng ma cd da yéu va két hon. Krickitt cho biét: “Ky
trc vé hai nim gan day nhat chi dya trén ciu chuyén ma t6i duoc ké, vi
t6i khong nhé gi vé no ca”.

Krickitt Pappas 1a mét nhan vién b4an hang cia cong ty quan 4o thé
thao & Anaheim, California, con Kim 13 huan luyén vién bong chay
kiém tro 1y giam déc thé thao tai Pai hoc New Mexico Highlands & Las
Vegas. Vao thang Chin nim 1992, anh dién thoai gap Krickitt dé dat
mua mot sé 4o khoac cho ca doi. Trong khi tro chuyén, ho da phat hién
12 ho c6 nhiéu diém chung — ca hai déu 1a nhimg tin @6 Thién Chta gido
suing dao, va cha cia Krickitt cling timg 12 huan luyén vién mén béng
chdy. Sau nhiéu cudc chuyén troé qua dién thoai, mai dén thiang Giéng,
Kim, ltic 4y da ba muoi tudi, nho lai: “Hang tuan, ching t6i tro chuyén
v6i nhau khoang nim gio”. Thang Tu nim @6, anh moi c6 dén thim
New Mexico vao dip nghi cudi tuan. Anh ké: “T6i sé& khong bao gio quén
duoc khoanh khic e ¢6 4y xudng may bay. T6i c¢6 cam gidc duong nhu
minh d3 quen biét b ay ty bao gio”. Trong nhimng thang sau d6, hau
nhu dip cudi tudn ndo ho ciing ¢ bén nhau. Thang Sau, anh dén nha



tham 6, khong bao truée, mang theo hoa va nhan. Anh ké: “T6i da hoi
co ay ¢6 dong y tro thanh nguoi ban doi cua t6i hay khong”.

Trong ho rat dep déi. Kim tirng choi bong chay va choi gon cho
truong dai hoc & Highlands, 1a mét trong ba nguoi con trai cua 6ng
Danny Carpenter — mot chu xuong in da vé huu — va ba Maureen. Con
Krickitt (tén khai sinh 1a Kristian) d3 hai lan duoc trao danh hiéu huén
luyén vién thé duc Academic All American khéi cac truong dai hoc tai
Cal State, Fullerton. C6 16n 1én tai Phoenix, la con gai cua ong ba Gus
va Mary Pappas, von 1a gido vién va huan luyén vién. C6 con c6 mot dira
em trai tén 1a Jamey. Krickitt va Kim két hon vao mua thu nim @6 va
chuyén dén mot cin ho ¢ Las Vegas cach thanh phé Albuquerque 128
dam vé phia Péng Bic, noi Krickitt tim duoc cong viéc hudéng dan tap
thé duc tai mét bénh vién.

Hai nguoi dang dan on dinh cudce song mai thi ngay 24 thang 11, ho
lén du’ong vé Phoenix dé thim cha me cua Krickitt. Kim nam o bang ghé
sau, con mot nguoi ban khéc thi ngoi canh Krickitt — lac nay dang cam
14i. Krickitt dang chay vé phia tay trén Puong lién bang sb 40 thi phai
lach ra ngoai dé tranh mot chiée xe tai dang chay vai toc do kha cham.
Mot chiéc xe tai nho tir phia sau va manh vao xe caa vo chong nha
Carpenter. Chiéc Ford Escort cia ho bi 14t tip va truot mot doan dai.
Kim néi: “T6i nho khoanh khic cia vy dung xe d6. Téi kéu to lién tyc dé
goi Krickitt nhung khong nghe tiéng tra 16i”. Kim bi thung phoi, tu mau
& tim, bi chin dong va gy mot canh tay. Ngudi ban Milan Rasic thi bi
gdy xuong vai. Nhung nguy kich nhat 1a Krickitt. C6 bi mot vét nut rat
nghiém trong ¢ so khi mui xe sap tring dau c6. Do bat tinh va bi diy an
toan cot chit, ¢d bi treo nguge ba muoi phtt trude khi doi ciru ho dén
noi, va phai mat thém bén muoi phit nita ho méi c6 thé dua co ra
ngoai. B4c si cap ctru D. J. Combs ké rang trong mit c6 hoan toan bat
dong. Ong néi: “Co 4y co6 cip mat ma chiing t6i van goi 1a mét btip bé”.

“Lic dau tinh hinh c6 vé xau. Chiing t6i that sy lo so cho ¢6 dy.” —
Béc si cip ctiru Alan Beamsley ké lai. Ong 12 nguoi truc & phong cip ciru
tai Gallup, New Mexico, noi Krickitt dugc dwa téi chin muoi phit sau
khi tai nan xay ra. Mot vi bac si mang dén cho Kim mét chiéc phong bi
dyng nhan va déng ho cua Krickitt. Kim nhé lai: “Ong 4y da noéi véi toi:
‘Ching toi rat tiéc, ong Carpenter’. VA toi tuong dau co ay da chét”. Mic
cho 161 khuyén cia bac si, anh tir chéi chira chay cho minh dé c6 thé ¢
bén canh vo. Anh néi: “T6i khong nhan ra dugc 6 ay nita. Co ay bi
thuong niang qua. T6i nim lay tay o iy va ndi: ‘Ching ta s& vuot qua
chuyén nay.”

Khi tryc thing dén dua Krickitt téi bénh vién Pai hoc New Mexico &



thanh phé Albuquerque cach d6 140 dim, thi trén méy bay khong con
chd cho Kim. Béc si cap ciru Combs van con nhé 1oi nai xin ctia Kim:
“Vo t6i sap qua doi, t6i mudn duge 6 bén c6 4y”. Ndm tiéng dong ho sau
d6 khi Kim dén duoc Albuquerque thi Krickitt van trong tinh trang hon
mé. Sang hom sau, nham ngay 1& Ta on, bé me cua cd bay tir Phoenix
dén bénh vién thim c6. Kim nhé lai: “Mic du c4c béc si bao rang cé rat
it hy vong, nhung chiing t6i da dén nha nguyén va cau nguyén”. Hom
ay, chd sung bit dau xep dan va huyét ap thap dén muc nguy hiém trude
do cua c6 bat dau ting 1én tir tir. Ndm ngay sau, c¢6 khong can dung may
tro tho nita va muoi ngdy sau tai nan, c6 da tinh lai va dugce chuyén dén
Vién Théan kinh hoc Barrow & Phoenix.

Ba tuan sau tai nan, khi mét y t4 hoi Krickitt nim dé 1a nim nao, thi
c6 tra 10i: “Nim 1969”. C6 nhé duoc tén bé me caa minh, nhung khi y ta
hoi: “Chéng c6 14 ai?” thi ¢6 da tra 1oi: “T6i chua c6 chong”. Cac két qua
xét nghiém sau do6 cho thay c6 vin nhé duoc hau hét cac ky e da co tur
truge. Vé phan chong co thi dbi véi co, anh 14 mét nguodi hoan toan xa la
— ¢6 khong c6 mot cam giace ndo déi voi anh. Liic ndy c6 noi: “Toi khong
c6 mot hinh anh nao trong dau, va cling chang c6 mot ky niém nao
trong tim”.

Kim nhé lai anh da ty an ¢i minh bang cAch nhu thim: “Pay khong
phai 12 vo minh, vo minh dang bi ket trong con nguoi ndy va dang cd
thoat ra”. Anh c6 moi cach dé gitip tri nhé cua c6 phuc héi. Nhung
Krickitt lai cam thay khé chiu truée sy hién dién va nhing 16i dong vién
ciia anh. Me cua c6 12 ba Mary néi: “T'6i nghi con bé to ra byc boi déi voi
nhiing cé gang cua Kim vi lac 4y né khong phai 1a Krickitt nira”. Ba con
n6i thém rang viée day lai cho Krickitt nhimg céng viéc co ban cfing
giéng nhu 12 “nudi day c6 1an tht hai” vay. Vi phai tnmg phé véi nhiig
héa don tién thudc hon hai trim nghin d6-la va nhiing nguoi thu tién
khong khoan nhuong, Kim tro lai Las Vegas 1am viéc voi nhimg méi lo
ngai chit chong vé tuong lai. Kim noéi: “N6i that 12 t6i 3 nghi rang cudc
hoén nhén cua chiing t6i khong thé dién tién tot dep duoc nita”. Nhung
anh khong dau hang. Anh giai thich: “T6i d3 thé trudce Chia, chi co cai
chét méi chia cat duoc ching t6i”.

Thoi gian sau @6, Krickitt bat dau ctiing me dén thim Kim, rdi dan
dan c6 dén thim anh mot minh. C6 néi: “T6i cho rang néu trudc kia toi
da timg yéu nguoi dan dng nay, thi c6 18 téi nén gip lai anh ay”. Khoang
nim thang sau vu dung xe, c6 lai don vé séng chung véi Kim, nhung
cudc séng cua ho gap nhiéu khé khin. Nhiing vét thuong c6 dang mang
trong nguoi da giy ra sy bién d6i lon vé cam xtic trong c6 va khién c6
tré nén noéng tinh. Va c6 gip kho khin trong viéc néi lai cuoc hon nhan



ciia minh. “T6i nhé t6i da héi anh ay: ‘Em da 1am vo nhu thé ndo? Em
c6 nau an cho anh khong? Em c6 mang bita trua dén cho anh khong?””.
Nhiing van dé vé than kinh ciing giy ra nhi¢u khé6 khin. C6 khong 14i xe
dugc va khong nhé néi duong di. Co6 dé mét moi, va cam xic cia cb bi
dao 16n — co6 cuodi to khi mudn khéc va khoc khi dinh cudi. Kim noi:
“Lic ay, toi nghi: ‘Troi oi, minh dang séng véi mot con ngudi 6 hai tinh
cach™.

C6 dan lay lai su tu chu dbi véi cude séng ciia minh va tré lai lam viéce
vao thang TaAm nam 1994, nhung mot tinh cach khac da hinh thanh
trong c6 — mot su két hop gitta tinh cach cfi va méi — ¢6 tro nén boc truc
hon. (C6 van bj tai lai mot vai triéu chimg nhu thinh thoang bi mat tri
nh¢ tam thoi, hodc d6i khi tré nén vung vé.) That khé dé cude hon nhan
tro lai t6t dep nhu trudge. Mike Hill — bac si tri liéu ma hai nguoi bat dau
tham van tr mua Thu nidm 1994, @3 giai thich ré van dé. Ong néi:
“Khong thé cé tinh cam gin bd nhu giai doan méi quen. Hai ngudi can
tu tao nén nhimg ky niém mai”. Thé 13 Kim va Krickitt bat dau hen ho
tro lai — di &n pizza va tan giu, di mua sam, di truot nude 6 mot hd nuée
gan do6. Krickitt néi: “T6i 4 hiéu chong minh thém mot 1an nira. Pén
mot lac, toi thue sy thdy vui vi ¢6 anh bén canh. T6i thay nhé khi khong
c6 anh gan bén”.

Vao ngay 1& Tinh nhan ndm nay, Kim lai ciu hon c6. Krickitt nhan
16i. C6 néi: “Toi cling c6 thé khong dem 1ong yéu anh 4y mot lan nira,
nhung Chta khong cho chuyén do6 xay ra”. Vao ngay 25 thang Nam, ho
lai trao nhin cho nhau, nhimg chiéc nhan méi, va lai doc nhiing loi
nguyén udc vira moi viét ra. Kim néi vai c¢6: “Chi ¢6 mot diéu co thé
danh bai nhitng dau kh6 ma ching ta da trai qua. P6 chinh 14 tinh yéu
anh danh cho em”.

- Thomas Fields-Meyer va Michael Haederle



The most difficult year of marriage is the one you’re in.
- Franklin P. Jones

t’s raining. Of course. Why would it
do anything else on the worst day of
my life?

Eighteen-year-old Libby Dalton stared out
> the window, her elbows propped on the table,
her chin buried in her fists. Stacks of boxes
cast sporadic ghostly patterns on the wall as
&) the lighting flickered through the rain beating
f incessantly on the windowpanes.

e Within the hour, they’d be leaving home
and family to live in some godforsaken place called Levittown, New
York.

Was it only a month ago that Johnny burst into the apartment with
his great news... the job offer, the chance to get out of Milford and into
something he really wanted? How could she tell him she could not
leave her family — her home — her life?

They - the blond, blue-eyed cheerleader and the handsome football
player, had been sweethearts all through high school: elected
homecoming royalty their senior year and labeled in the yearbook as
Milford High School’s Cutest Couple.

It was the fifties, and life was sweet in small-town America. Elvis
Presley was king, and his hit, “Love Me Tender,” had just hit the
airwaves. At the senior prom, Milford’s cutest couple slow danced, lost
in each other’s arms as the band played “their song.” Johnny’s soft
voice crooned the lyrics in her ear, and Libby’s heart melted.

“Be careful,” her mother warned. “You know what happens to girls
who don’t behave themselves.”

Libby had no intention of being one of the girls talked about in the
locker rooms. They would wait.

But on graduation night, without a word to anyone, they ran across
the state line and stood before a justice of the peace. They could wait



no longer.

On the arm of her new husband, Libby proudly displayed her
wedding ring to dismayed parents who saw their dreams - the football
scholarship, the college diploma, the long, white dress and veil, vanish
like bubbles in the air.

“Are you pregnant?” her mother asked when she got Libby off to
one side.

“No,” Libby assured her, hurt at the suggestion.

It was fun at first, playing house in the tiny apartment where they
never seemed to get enough of each other. Johnny worked full-time as
a mechanic at Buckner’s garage and attended vo-tech at night, training
to be an electrician. Libby waited tables at the local diner. The newness
soon wore off, and as they stumbled over each other in the close
confines of two rooms, they dreamed and saved for a house of their
own.

Now, a year later, Libby was five months pregnant, sick every day
and had to give up her job. High school friends quit calling the couple,
who no longer had money for dancing and movies. Frequent
arguments replaced words of love, as hopes and plans for the future
dissolved into the empty frustration of barely getting by. Libby spent
her days, and lately her nights, alone in the tiny apartment, suspecting
that Johnny might be “fooling around.” Nobody works every night.

As she returned from another bout of morning sickness, Libby
glanced in the mirror at the swollen body and unkempt hair.

Who could blame Johnny for looking around? What is
there for him here? A baby coming, a fat, ugly wife and
never any money.

Her mother fussed about the pale face and circles under her eyes.
“You must take care of yourself, Libby,” her mother told her. “Think of
your husband, think of the baby.”

That’s all Libby did think about - the baby... that impersonal lump
inside, ruining her figure and making her constantly sick.

Then came the day Johnny told her about the new job in Levittown.

“We’ll be moving into a company house,” he said, his eyes shining.
“It’s small, but it’s better than this dump.”

She nodded and blinked rapidly so he wouldn’t see the tears. She
couldn’t leave Milford.



No one would be coming to say good-bye today.... It had been done
last night at the farewell party. As Johnny hauled out the last box, she
took a final walk through their first home, her footsteps echoing on
bare wooden floors. The odor of furniture polish and wax still hung in
the air. Faint voices filled the rooms as she remembered the night they
waxed those floors, giggling and pushing each other, pausing in the
middle to love each other. Two cluttered rooms, now cold and empty.
Funny how quickly they became impersonal cubes as though no one
had ever lived, or loved, there. She closed the door behind her for the
last time and hurried out to the truck.

The weather worsened as they drove, along with her mood.

“It’s a big company,” Johnny said. “Levitton Manufacturing...
electronic parts...a chance to get ahead....”

She nodded briefly, then returned to staring out the window. He
finally gave up his attempts at small talk, and they drove on in silence,
broken only by the squeaky thumps of windshield wipers.

As they reached the outskirts of Levittown, the rain stopped and the
sun shone the warm light.

“A good sign,” Johnny said, looking up at the sky.
She nodded silently.

After a few wrong turns, they found their new home, and Libby
stared solemnly at the tiny box in the middle of identical boxes, like
Monopoly houses lined up on Oriental Avenue.

“Are you ever going to smile again, Lib?”

She climbed out of the cab and scolded herself. Grow up, Libby.
Do you think this is any easier for him?

She wanted to say she was sorry, but the ever ready tears welled up
and she turned away. Without a word, they carried boxes into the
house, setting them down wherever they could find room.

“Sit down and rest, Lib,” Johnny said. “I’ll finish unloading.” She
sat on a box and stared out the window. At least it stopped
raining.

A knock interrupted her thoughts, and she opened the door to a girl
about her own age, obviously pregnant, holding a small plate of
cookies. “Welcome to the neighborhood,” she said. “I’'m Susan, but
everybody calls me Souie.”



They sat on boxes, eating cookies and comparing pregnancies,
morning sickness and backaches. Souie was due in two months. Libby
in four.

“I can come over tomorrow and help you settle in if you like,” Souie
said. “It’s so good to have someone to talk to.”

Amen, thought Libby.

After Souie left, Libby glanced around the room with a new eye. I
may need some blue curtains in the kitchen...

The door suddenly sprang open and Johnny ran in, hurriedly
digging through the boxes. He pulled out a small radio, plugged it into
the wall socket, and suddenly “their song” and the voice of Elvis
singing drifted into the kitchen.

They heard the disc jockey’s voice over the music, “...and this
request comes from a pair of newcomers in town. Congratulations to
John and Libby Dalton on their wedding anniversary.”

Johnny had remembered their anniversary. She had forgotten.
Tears streamed down her face, and the wall of silence and self-pity she
had built around herself crumbled.

He pulled her up to him, and she heard his voice singing soft and
sweet in her ear.

Together they danced in between the packing cartons, clinging to
each other as if discovering love for the first time. Sunlight filtered
through the window in the new house, and as she felt the first kicks of
the new life inside her, Libby Dalton learned the meaning of love.

- Jacklyn Lee Lindstrom



Ca khiie “Love me tender”

Nam khé khdan nhit ciia hén nhan chinh la naém ma ban
dang trdi qua.

- Franklin P. Jones

tiét lgi c6 thé khac di vao cai ngay

Tr()’i dang mwa. Di nhién. Sao thoi
toi t¢ nhdt trong doi toi kia chir?

Thiéu nit muoi tAm tudi Libby Dalton nhin
» chim chidm ra ngoai cira so, khuyu tay tya
xudng ban, hai tay chéng cam. Nhiing chong
thuing phan chiéu nhimg hinh anh roi rac ma

) quai trén tuong nha moi khi 4nh chép 16e 1én,
f xuyén qua man mua khong nging dap vao
w=____ “ws  Khung cira so.

Trong vong mot tiéng nira, ho sé don khoi nha va roi xa gia dinh dé
dén song ¢ mot noi hoang vang la Levittown, New York.

Phii ching méi chi mot thang trude day, Johnny da lao vao nha dé
b4o mat tin tuyét voi... vé mot chd 1am, mot co hoi dé thoat khoi Milford
va c6 dugc diéu anh that sy mong mudén? Sao c6 c6 thé néi véi anh rang
c6 khong thé roi xa gia dinh — m4i nha — cudc séng cua minh?

Ho — mot 6 gai toc vang mat xanh, doi truong doi c6 dong va mot
chang cau thu bong bau duc dién trai — 12 mot doi yéu nhau trong suét
nhitng ndm trung hoc. Ho duoc bau chon danh hiéu Vua va Ni hoang
trong 1& hop mat sinh vién vao nidm cudi trung hoc, dugc xuét hién trén
cuén ky yéu véi danh hiéu Cap d6i Pang yéu nhat cia Truong Trung hoc
Milford.

P64 1a nhimg nim nim muoi, cudc sdng tai cac thi trin nho cua nuée
My rat dé chiu. Lac d6 Elvis Presley 12 6ng hoang thé loai nhac Rock
&amp; Roll, va ca khic thanh cong “Love Me Tender” cia anh vira dugce
phat séng. Tai budi khiéu vii cia hoc sinh nim cubi, cip doi dep nhat
truong Milford dam minh trong vong tay ciia nhau va dap diu khiéu vii
trong ltc ban nhac choi bai tu cia ho. Giong ca tram am cua Johnny
ngan nga loi bai hat bén tai Libby, va trai tim ¢6 nhu tan chay.

Me¢ c6 da dan: “Hay can than, con biét diéu gi sé€ xay ra v4i nhirng co6
gai khong biét giir gin roi day”.



Libby khéng hé muon tro thanh mét trong s6 nhirng c6 gai bi mang
ra ban tan trong phong thay quan 4o. Ho sé doi.

Nhung trong dém t6t nghiép, ho khong néi voi ai mot tiéng ndo ca
ma ct thé chay qua ranh gisi bang va dén trudc mot cha xa. Ho khéng
thé doi lau hon nira.

Trong vong tay ciia nguoi chong méi cudi, Libby hanh dién khoe
chiéc nhan cudi cho cha me xem. Ho simg sét nhin dtra con gai ruou cua
minh — hoc bong béng bau duc, tam bang dai hoc, chiéc vay cudi dai
trang tinh khoi va khin che mit — tan bién nhu bong béng xa phong.

“Con c6 mang a?” — Me c6 kéo con gai ra mot bén hoi khé.

_“Khong c6 dau me!” — Libby qua quyét, cam thay b xtic pham vi
diéu phong doan do.

Thoi gian dau qua that rat thd vi du ho cling séng trong cin ho bé t,
noi ho luén cam thdy mudén ¢ bén nhau nhiéu hon nita. Johnny lam tho
may tai tram sira xe Buckner ca ngay, ban dém anh con hoc mét 16p ky
thuat dé sau nay tré thanh tho dién. Libby phuc vu ban tai mot quan in
noi ho séng. Cam gidc maéi mé ban dau nhanh chéng phai nhat, va khi
hai nguoi cir va phai nhau trong can ho nho bé chi ¢6 hai phong, thi ho
mo dén viéc danh dum @ mua dugc mot cin nha cho riéng minh.

Lic nay, mot ndm sau ngay cuéi, Libby dang c6 thai ndm thang.
Ngay nao co ciing théy kho ¢ va budc phai nghi lam. CAc ban thoi pho
thong théi khéng con goi cho vo chong ho nita khi biét hai anh chi
khong con tién dé khiéu vii va xem phim. Khi nhirng hy vong va du dinh
cho tuong lai chi con 14 sy that vong trong trai trong cudc song qua ngay
thi nhimg tran cai va thuong xuyén giira ho thay thé cho nhimg 1oi néi
yéu thuong truée kia. Libby song mdi ngdy, va gan day 1a mdi dém, tro
troi trong can nha bé nho. C6 con nghi ngo John dang “quan hé lang
nhing bén ngoai”. Co ai lai di 1am vao méi dém nhu vay chu.

Sau mot 1an méi mét vi 5m nghén, leby liéc nhin minh trong
guong. C6 thiy than hinh minh sao ma s6 sé con tdc tai thi rdi bu.

Thé nay thi ai c6 thé trach sao Johnny lgi tim kiém nhimg
moi quan hé bén ngoai? O day anh dy cé cai gi? Mgt dira bé
sip chao doi, mét c6 vo béo 1, xiu xi va khéng c6 mét xu nao
cd.

Me ¢6 lo cuéng 1én vi khudn mait xanh xao va nhimg quang thAm
dudi mat caa con gai. Me ¢6 bao: “Con phai chdm séc cho ban than,
Libby a. Hay nghi dén chong cua con, nghi dén dta bé”.



D6 ciling chinh 1a nhimng gi Libby lu6én nghi dén — dra bé... hinh hai
chua ro rét bén trong co thé c6, dang lam hong voc dang cua ¢6 va khién
co dau yéu lién mién.

R6i d@én mot ngay no, Johnny bao voi ¢d vé cong viéc méi cua anh &
Levittown.

Anh néi, cap mat sang ngoi: “Ching ta s& chuyén dén song trong
mot can nha ciaa cong ty. Nha nho théi, nhung van t6t hon cai 6 chuét
nay”.

Co gat dau va chép mat that nhanh @é Johnny khong thé nhin thay
co dang khoc. Co khong thé nao roi khoi Milford dugc.

Trong ngay hom nay sé khong c6 ai dén néi loi tam biét... Viéc d6 da
dién ra vao bira tiéc chia tay t61 hom trude roi. Trong khi Johnny kéo
cai thung cudi cung ra ngoai thi ¢6 di dao quanh ngoi nha dau tién coa
minh mét lan cuoi, tleng chan cua co Vong lai trén nén go tro trui. Mui
dau danh bong do d’ac va mui sap van con phang phat dau do6. Cin
phong bdng nhién tran ngap tiéng cuoi néi khe khé khi c6 nho lai dém
dau tién ho danh bong san nha, cuoi khice khich, x6 day nhau va thinh
thoang dumng lai gitra chimg dé bay to tinh yéu. Hai cin phong 16n xon,
gio @y tro nén lanh 180 va trong trai. That nyc cuoi 1 chting bi bién
thanh nhirng hinh khéi v6 cam nhanh dén thé, ca nhu thé chua ting c6
ai séng va yéu nhau ¢ d6 vay. C6 déng sap canh cira mét lan cudi va voi
va di ra chd xe tai.

Lic ho 14i xe di, thoi tiét moi lic mét x4u - cfing giéng nhu tAm trang
cua cO vay.

Johnny noi: “P6 la mot cong ty 16n, cong ty Levitton chuyén san
xuat cic linh kién dién tir ... mot co hoi dé thing tién...”.

C6 gat dau cho qua chuyén rdi lai dim chiéu nhin ra ngoai cta so.
Sau cting, anh th6i khong ¢ gang chuyén tro véi c6 nira. Ho 14i xe di
trong yén ling, su yén ling chi bi gian doan bai tiéng cot két cua cai can
gat nudec.

Khi ho dén ngoai 6 Levittown, troi hét mua va mat troi bat dau chiéu
nhimg tia ning 4m ap.

Nguéce nhin bau troi, Johnny néi: “Dau hiéu tét day”.
Co6 khé gat dau.

Sau khi di nham may chd ré&, ho cling tim dén dugc cdn nha méi cua
minh. leby nhin chdm chdm vao cai thung bé ti nam ngon ngang giira
may c4i thiing giéng hét nhau, nhu nhimg ngdi nha Monopoly xép



thanh hang dai trén dai 16 Oriental trong tro choi co Ty pha.
“Bao gio em méi chiu cuoi tro lai ha Lib?”.
Cb leo xudng khoi cabin xe va ty trich minh. Hay truwéng thanh

lén, Libby. Nguoi c6 nghi rang myi vi¢c dang dé dang hon doi
voi anh ay khong?

C6 muén noéi 161 xin 16i, nhung nhimg giot nudc mat chue sin da
tudn ra va ¢6 voi quay di. Chang n6i thém véi nhau 161 nao, ho ctr the
mang céc thiing do vao trong nha va dit ching xubéng bat ¢t noi ndo
con trong

J ohnny noi: “Em hay ngoi Xuong va ngh1 ngoi di Lib. Anh s& lay do
dac xuong”. Co ng01 lén mot cai thung va nhin dam dam ra ngoai ctra
sb. Chi it thi troi cting da hét mua.

Co tleng go ctra 1am gian doan suy nghl cua co. Co m¢ ctra va trong
thdy mot o gai trac tudi minh, co ay cung dang c6 mang. C6 y mang
theo mot dia nho banh quy. C6 iy néi: “Chao mung ban dén khu nay.
Minh tén la Susan, nhung moi ngudi thuong goi minh la Souie”.

Ho ngdi trén may thung dd, &n banh quy va chuyén tro vé tinh trang
thai nghén, ching 6m nghén va nhirng con dau lung. Souie s¢€ sinh sau
hai thang ntra. Con Libby thi s¢ sinh sau bon thang ntra.

Souie noi: “Ngay mai néu chi muon, toi c6 thé dén giap chi sap xép
do dac. That vui vi c6 nguoi cung tro chuyén”.

Libby nghi: “Cam on Chuaa”.

Sau khi Souie vé, Libby nhin quanh phong véi cii nhin méi. Cé Ié
can vai cai rem ciwa mau xanh trong nha bép...

Bdng c4anh ctra mo toang. Johnny chay vao. Anh voi va lyc loi dong
do dac va 16i ra mot cai may thu thanh nho nho, caim né vao 6 dién trén
tuong. “Bai hat ky niém cua ho” véi giong ca cua Elvis bong vang 1én
trong nha bép.

Ho nghe thay giong DJ xen lan trong tiéng nhac: “... va 10i yéu cau
nay la cia mot doi ban mai dén thanh pho. Chiic mung John va Libby
Dalton nhan ky niém ngay thanh hon cua hai ban”.

Johnny nhé ngay cudi cia ho. Nhung c6 thi quén. Nuéc mit ¢d gian
giva. Buc turong cua sy im lang va than than trach phan ma c6 dung nén
trude day gio da gay vun.

Anh kéo c6 vé phia anh; va c6 nghe tiéng hat ém diu, ngot ngao cua
anh bén tai.



Ho cung nhau khiéu vii ¢ khoang giira cac thung cic-t6ng con chua
thdo ra. Ho 6m chit 1ay nhau nhu lan dau tién vira tim thay tinh yéu.
Anh ning xuyén qua 6 ctra s cia ngdi nha méi. Va khi cam nhéan duoc
niém vui tha dau tién cia cudc séng mdi, Libby Dalton méi hiéu dugce §
nghia cua tinh yéu.

- Jacklyn Lee Lindstrom



lot of girls grow up thinking that a Prince
Charming roams the skies and the plains
just waiting for that special moment to
zoom into their lives, snatch them up and carry

them away from a world of shrouded gloom to one
of white, wedded bliss.

\ / When girls flower into womanhood, they are
always a bit shocked to discover they are
, Cinderella or Snow White, and the man they
thought was Prince Charming really turned out to
be Prince Clod.

Marianne had lived a life like Cinderella, sweeping parking lots for a
dollar a day at age eight, trying to provide for herself and her baby
brothers as her mother lived daily tackling a mental illness. When she
had just passed her teen years, she met the man she thought was her
Prince Charming.

\

She met him where she was a waitress, and he enthralled her. He is
a musician with a successful band. He seemed to have the widest, most
endearing eyes when he spotted her. And why not? She looked as sweet
as Cinderella, blonde-brown curls, emerald green eyes and a face that
echoed of innocence and love, which was really the look of an
awestruck teenager.

All Marianne could think was: He loves me. He loves me. He
loves me.

And this was true at the time. With the speed of a stallion, the man
grabbed her up in his arms and carried her off to marriage. Everything
was perfect as far as Marianne was concerned. She had a nice home
and enjoyed watching her husband play in his band. She felt loved and
adored for the first time in her life. And she was about to have a baby.

She didn’t know about the other women.

The two were also ill-fated in another way. They had not only
wedded each other, but they wedded their recessive genes. When her
first son, Loren, arrived, Marianne knew something was wrong. He
didn’t respond to sound. For a year, Marianne consulted with doctors
who told her nothing was wrong.



But finally a specialist announced that Loren was deaf and that
there was nothing she could do. She sobbed for the first two years of
Loren’s life while her husband kept saying that their son was just fine.

Doctors assured them that another child wouldn’t suffer such
misfortune. But when Lance was born, they soon learned the newborn
was deaf, too.

The walls of their already strained marriage, which stood on a
young girl’s fairy-tale dreams, cracked, but they caved in when
Marianne grew angry that her husband didn’t want to learn to
communicate with his two sons.

He left that to her. She learned sign language as quickly as possible.
Her husband wasn’t interested. When he talked to the boys, he treated
them like they were dogs, patting them on the head, barking out a
word or two.

She took her sons to her husband’s parents’ house. His parents
ignored the kids.

She took her sons shopping. Clerks gasped when her sons made
grunting sounds. And now, she knew about the other women.
Sometimes her husband didn’t bother to come home. Her friends quit
calling her and Marianne felt a biting loneliness.

The stress and the loneliness began to destroy Marianne. She
sucked down alcohol like it was water. She fed and clothed her sons,
put them to bed, but refused to leave her home. She thought about
slashing her wrists.

“Imagine, when your friends and your own family don’t bother to
want to learn to communicate with your sons,” she explained. “You
don’t have to know sign language. Kindness is a language. We all
understand it. When you see a child like this, don’t act shocked. Don’t
gasp and walk away. The message you send to a child is: ‘My God, you
are a freak.” Reach out your hand and smile.”

Smiles, hugs and kisses are what saved Marianne’s life. Lance and
Loren’s eyes were pools of adoration and love — a true love. The type
Marianne had never experienced in her life.

It became apparent to Marianne that she could squander her own
life away with alcohol and panic attacks, but she couldn’t waste her
sons’ lives like this. She buckled down and went back to school to earn
a high school degree. She got a job with an insurance firm and saved
her pennies.



The better she felt about herself, the prouder she grew of Loren and
Lance. She started bringing them to visit with her coworkers, who
showered them with kindness. It was time for her and her boys to leave
their house, cut ties with the father and move on with their lives.

One day, her sons came with her to work, and when she walked into
the office of the insurance manager, a man named Eric, she found
Loren sitting on his lap. Eric looked up at her. He said these simple
words: “I feel like an idiot. I’d love to talk with your son. Do you know
where I could go learn sign language?”

Marianne thought she would faint. Not a soul had ever asked her
before if they could learn to communicate with her sons. She was
shaking inside as she explained to Eric that if he was really interested,
she knew where he could learn. Eric showed quickly he wasn’t kidding
when he enrolled in the class and began to sign words of hello to her in
a few days.

When the kids came in, he took them for walks along the pier near
their office. Often she went along and watched Eric, who was becoming
a master of sign language, talk and laugh with her boys as no one else
had before.

And each time her sons saw Eric they brightened like the sun and
stars in the sky. She had never seen them so happy. Her heart twitched
as though it were being strummed. She began to fall in love.

She didn’t know if Eric felt the same until they left work together
one evening and took a stroll out on a pier above the Pacific Ocean. He
signed to her that he was in love and wanted to marry. Marianne’s
heart danced with joy.

The couple moved into a small town and opened up a thriving
insurance business. They had two more children, Casey and Katie,
neither of whom were born deaf, but both learned sign language before
the age of five.

And at the happiest moments of her life, Marianne would wake up
in the middle of the night, her ear burning in pain, and begin to sob.
Her behavior was inexplicable because she couldn’t think of a time
when she felt more loved or happy.

Eric would run his hands across her hair, hold her chin and ask her
what was wrong. All she could say was: “I don’t know. I don’t know.”
He held her for a long while. Weeks went by and Marianne continued
to wake up sobbing.



Then, like a lightning bolt, she woke up knowing the answer.

She cried to Eric that she wasn’t doing enough to help deaf children
in the world. She was supposed to help them find their place in society.
She was supposed to teach the world how to communicate with these
children.

Eric wrapped his arms around her and said: “Let’s do it.”

Together they formed Hands Across America - “It Starts with You” -
an organization that encourages the public to learn sign language and
has started making educational videos that use both deaf and hearing
children together.

So if you ever have a chance to talk with Marianne and ask her if
there is any truth to fairy tales like Cinderella and Snow White, she’ll
probably say she’s learned a lot about such stories in her lifetime.

She’s likely to say: “There sure are a lot of Prince Clods out there.
But there sure are some Prince Charmings, and there are really a lot of
Cinderellas, too.”

- Diana Chapman



Bach ma hoang tir c6 that khong?

hiéu thiéu nir 1én 1én véi ¥ nghi rang c6 mot
‘ \ ‘ chang bach ma hoang tir dang ngao du trén
bau troi hay trén nhirng binh nguyén rong
16n dé cho dén mot khoanh khic dic biét va bude
vao doi ho, @n lay va mang ho ra khoi thé gisi toi
tim, duva ho dén mot thé gidi tuoi dep cua hanh

; phuc lra doi.
\ Khi nhirng c6 gai tré thanh nhitng nguoi phu

1 nir, ho ludn gap phai mot chat b ngd khi nhéan ra
1 ho 14 C6 Bé Lo Lem hoic nang Bach Tuyét, con
nguoi ma ho nghi la Bach ma hoang tir héa ra lai 1a
hoang tur rom.

Marianne da song mot cudc doi giéng nhu C6 Bé Lo Lem. Tir nim
1én tAm c6 da phai quét don bai dau xe hoi dé c6 duge mot do-la moi
ngdy dé ging nudi song ban than va nhimg dtra em nho, vi me ¢6 phai
ddi pho véi chung bénh tAm than mdi ngay. Khi vira bude qua tudi thiéu
nién, c6 da gap mot nguoi ma c6 cho la Bach ma hoang tir cia minh.

Co6 gap anh tai noi c6 lam phuc vu bém, va anh da mé hoac c6. Anh la
mot nghe s1 trong mot ban nhac thanh c6ng. Duong nhu anh ludn nhin
c0 voi doi mat mo to va triu mén nhat. Tai sao lai khong cht? Trong c6
xinh xan nhu C6 Bé Lo Lem véi nhiing lon toc mau Vang nau, cap mat
xanh biéc vd mot khuoén mit toat 1én vé thanh thién va day t1nh yéu
thuong, ma that ra lai 1a dang vé cia mot thiéu nit gip nhiéu bat hanh.

Tét cd nhing gi Marianne c6 the nghi dén 1a: Anh dy yéu minh.
Anh dy yéu minh. Anh ay yéu minh.

Vao lac do6 thi dang vay. Véi toc do caa mot cha ngya noi, anh ta da
6m cham lay c6 trong vong tay va ciing tién dén hon nhan. Theo nhu
Marianne nhan thay thi moi th déu hoan hao. C6 c6 mét mai 4m xinh
xan va cd hanh phic ngém chong minh biéu dién cting ban nhac. Lan
dau tién trong doi, c6 cam thiay minh duoc yéu va ngudng mo. Va cd con
sap c6 em bé.

C6 khong biét gi vé nhimg nguoi phu nit khéc.

Thé nhung hai nguoi lai gap bat hanh trén mot phuong dién khéc.
Ho khong chi cuéi nhau ma con két hop nhirng gien lan lai véi nhau.
Khi dira con trai dau long cua ho la Loren chao doi, Marianne da cam



thay diéu gi @6 khong 6n. Cau bé khong c6 phan tng véi Am thanh.
Trong suot mot nam, Marianne lién tuc tham khao y kién cac bac si —
nhing ngudi luon bao c6 rang con trai ¢o6 chang c6 van deé gi ca.

Nhung cubi cling, mot bac si chuyén khoa cho biét Loren bi diéc va
co cling khong thé gitup dugc gi. Co khoc rong trong suot hai nam dau
doi cua Loren trong khi chong ¢6 luén moét mue noéi rang con trai cua ho
van on.

Cac bac sian ui ho rang dira con sau sé khong gap phai sé6 phan kém
may man nhu thé. Nhung khi Lance ra doi, ho nhanh chéng phat hién
ra dira tré so sinh nay cting bi diéc.

Nhirng diém twa cia cudc hon nhan von da cing thang — dugc hinh
thanh nén tir nhimg gidc mo than tién coa nguoi thiéu nir — gio day bat
dau nat v; va ching hoan toan sup d6 khi Marianne tré nén gian di vi
chong c6 khong muédn hoc cach giao tiép véi hai cau con trai.

Anh ta pho6 mic viée d6 cho c6. Co gang hoc ngdn ngit ddu hiéu cang
nhanh cang t6t. Chong co chiang hé quan tAm. Nhimng khi néi chuyén
v6i cac con, anh ta ddi xtr voi ching nhu thé chting 1a ché, vd vb 1én dau
chung va sua lén vai ba tur.

C6 dua cac con dén nha b6 me chong, 6ng ba ndi caa ching t6 ra tho
o trude hai daa tré.

C6 dua bon tré di mua sam. Nhan vién ban hang h4 héc mom khi
cac con cua cd phat ra nhitng tiéng gam gir khe khé. Va gio day thi c6 da
biét vé nhitng phu nit khac. P6i khi chong ¢6 con chang budn vé nha.
Ban bé khong lién lac véi ¢6 nira, va Marianne cam nhan ndi c6 don
dang cay.

Su cing thang va c6 don bat dau hiry hoai Marianne. C6 néc rugu
nhu nudc 1a. C6 cho cic con an, thay do cho ching, dua ching di ngg,
nhung c¢6 khong chiu ra khoi nha. Cé da nghi dén chuyén rach co tay.

Co giai thich: “Hay tuong tuong ma xem, khi ban be va ngay ca
chinh gia dinh ban khong hé muén hoc cach giao tiép voi cic con coa
ban. Khong nhét thiét phai biét ngoén ngir dau hiéu. Sy an can 1a mot
ngon ngir. Tat ca ching ta déu hiéu né. Khi gap mot dira tré nhu vay,
dumng to ra kinh ngac. Pung h4 héc mém va bé di. Théng diép ma ban
gui dén dua tré s& 1a: “Troi oi, may dtng 1a d6 quai di’. Hay dang rong
vong tay va mim cuoi vai chang”.

Nhitng nu cuoi, nhitng vong tay va nhirng nu hon da cau vét cudce doi
Marianne. P6i mit cia Lance va Loren chta chan sy ngudng mo va tinh
yéu thuong — tinh yéu thuong chan thanh. D6 la tinh cam ma ¢6 chua



tirng c6 duoc trong doi.

Marianne nhan ra rang c6 c6 thé phi pham cudc doi minh vao ruou
ché va nhimg con ban loan, nhung c6 khéng thé phi pham cudc doi cac
con minh nhu thé. C6 bat tay 1am lai tir @au va tré lai truong dé lay bang
trung hoc. C6 xin vao 1am tai mot cong ty bao hiém va tich cép timg xu
mot.

Cang cam thay hai 1ong v4i ban than, c¢6 cang thay tu hao hon vé
Loren va Lance. C6 bat dau dua ching dén choi voi cac dong nghiép cua
minh, ho d6i xir véi bon tre hét sirc tir té. Pa dén ltc ¢b va cac con roi bo
ngoi nha c, cat dut nhitng méi quan hé rang buoc véi cha ching va
song cudc sébng cua ba me con.

Mot ngay no, bon tré theo ¢6 dén s 1am va khi c6 bude vao phong
Eric — giam d6c cong ty — c6 thay Loren dang ngoi trong 1ong anh. Eric
ngude nhin ¢6. Anh néi nhing 16i moc mac: “T6i thiy minh nhu mot g
kho. T6i thich néi chuyén véi con trai ciia c6. Co c6 biét chd nao gitip toi
hoc ngén ngir dau hiéu khong?”.

Marianne tuéng nhu minh sip ngat. Chua c6 ai tirng hoi ¢6 xem ho
c6 thé hoc cach giao tiép véi cac con cua cd hay khong. Co thay tAm hon
minh xao dong khi tra 16i Eric rang néu anh that sy quan tam, c6 biét c6
chd day. Eric nhanh chéng cho c6 thay rang anh khong hé néi dua khi
anh ding ky vao 16p hoc; va chi vai ngdy sau, anh bat dau chao héi cd
bang ngdn ngir cu chi.

Khi bon tré dén, anh dua chting di dao & bén tau gan vin phong. Co
thuong di ciing va quan sat Eric — gio dAy anh da tro thanh bac thay
trong viéc sir dung ngon ngir ky hiéu. Anh tro chuyén, cuoi dua vai hai
dira tré — diéu ma trude d6 chua ai ting lam.

MBJi khi hai dta con c¢6 trong thay Eric, guong mit ching lai rang
ngoi nhu mit troi hay nhitng vi sao trén troi cao. Co chua ting thay
ching hanh phtc dén thé. Trai tim c6 bdi hoi xao xuyén. C6 bat dau
yéu.

C6 khong biét rang Eric cling cam thay nhu ¢d, cho dén mét chiéu
hai nguoi cliing tan so va di dao noi chiée cau tau trén Thai Binh Duong.
Anh ra ddu dé néi véi c6 rang anh yéu c6 va mudn két hon cing co. Trai
tim Marianne ron rang vui suéng.

Poi vo chong chuyén dén mét thi tran nho va thanh 1ap mot cong ty
bao hiém lam &n phat dat. Ho c6 thém hai dwra con la Casey va Katie.
Tuy ca Casey va Katie déu khong bi dlec nhung ching déu hoc ngbn
ngir diu hiéu tir lac chwa tron nim tudi.



Trong nhiing gidy phut hanh phic nhat, Marianne lai thuc giac vao
gitta dém, cam thay dau buét ddi tai va bat dau khoc nac no. Hanh dong
cua c6 khong thé giai thich dugc, vi c6 khong thé nghi rang mét ldc nao
do6 minh lai cam thay hanh phic va dugc yéu thuong nhiéu nhu lac nay.

Eric ludn tay vao toc cd, nang cam co6 1én va hoi xem c6 chuyén gi.
Cb chi c6 thé tra 1oi Eric: “Em khong biét. Em khong biét”. Anh 6m cd
mot hoi lau. Nhiéu tuan tréi qua, Marianne vén tiép tuc thuc gidc giita
khuya va khoc.

Bong nhién, nhu mot 4nh chép 16e 1én, ¢d thie diy va tim ra ciu tra
loi.

C6 ké voi Eric rang c6 chua that sw 1am gi dé giap do nhimg tré em
khiém thinh trén thé glcn Co phal giap chung tim duoc vi tri cia minh

trong xa hoi. Co phai gitp thé giéi xung quanh biét cach giao tiép véi
ching.

Eric choang tay 6m c6 va noi: “Chung ta hay cung lam nhé”.

Ho cting nhau thanh 1ap t6 chire Nhitng Ban tay cua nuéc My — “Bit
dau tir Ban” — mot t6 chue khuyén khich cong dong hoc ngon ngir dau
hiéu va bat dau thuc hién nhirng cudn bing video gido duc c6 sy tham
gia cta ca tré em khiém thinh 1in nhimg em binh thuong.

Vay nén néu ban c6 mét dip tro chuyén véi Marianne va hoi ¢6 xem
nhimg cau chuyé¢n co tich nhu C6 bé Lo Lem va Cong chitia Bach Tuyét
c6 that khong, c6 1€ ¢6 s€ nodi rang cd da biét duoc nhiéu vé nhiing
chuyén nhu vay trong cudc séng.

Rét c6 thé c6 s& ndi nhu thé nay: “Chiac chan s& ¢6 rat nhiéu hoang tu
rom trén doi. Nhung cting c6 mot sé6 Bach ma hoang tir, va thuc su cling
c6 nhiéu Co Bé Lo Lem nira”.

- Diana Chapman



The great doing of little things makes the great life.
- Eugenia Price

he is my wife, my lover, my best friend.
For over fourteen years, our marriage
has endured and grown. I can honestly
X state that after all this time together, my
\r. e / love for Patricia has not diminished in the
‘ slightest way. In fact, through each passing
day, I find myself more and more
s | |/ enraptured by her beauty. The best times of
(@ my life are the times we spend together,
whether sitting quietly watching television
or enjoying an afternoon at a San Diego
Chargers game.

There is no secret to why our marriage has lasted while so many
others have failed. There is no formula for success that I can offer,
other than to express that the most important feature of our
relationship is that it has never lost the sense of romance that bloomed
when we first met. Too often marriage kills the romance that was born
in the courtship of a relationship. To me, I have always felt that I am
still courting Patricia, and therefore the romance has never died.

Romance is not something that can be taught or copied. One can
only be romantic through another. Patricia, my wife of fourteen years,
has instilled the romance in me. I am romantic because of her. Patricia
has always brought out the best in me. The many aspects of our
romance are too numerous to mention. However, there is one special
romantic interlude that I began over fifteen years ago.

Before we were married, Patricia and I could not see each other as
much as we would have liked during the week. The weekends always
went too fast, and the days in between dragged on forever. I decided
that I needed to do something to make the weekdays go faster, or at
least to give us something to look forward to during the week.

And so it began one Wednesday some fifteen years ago: I bought a
card and gave it to Patricia. There was no special occasion. The card
was just an expression of how much I loved her and how much I was



thinking about her. I picked Wednesday for no special reason other
than it was the middle of the week.

Since that day, I have never missed a Wednesday - Patricia has
received a card from me every Wednesday, every week, every month,
every year.

The purchase of the card each week is not done out of habit. It is my
romantic mission each week to find the right card. At times, my search
takes me to many different card stores to find that perfect offering. I
have been known to spend a considerable amount of time in front of
the card displays, reading up to a dozen different cards before I choose
the right one. The picture and the words in the card must have specific
meaning to me and must remind me in some way of Patricia and our
life together. The card needs to evoke an emotion in me. I know that if
a card brings a tear of happiness to my eyes, I have found the right one.

Patricia awakens each Wednesday morning to find her card, and
even though she knows it will be there, she still lights up with
excitement when she tears open the envelope and reads what is inside.
And I still get just as excited giving each card to her.

At the foot of our bed is a brass chest that is filled with all of the
greeting cards Patricia has received from me over the past fifteen
years, hundreds and hundreds of cards, each one full of just as much
love as the next. I can only hope that our life together will last long
enough for me to fill ten brass chests with my weekly messages of love,

affection and most of all thanks for the joy Patricia has brought to my
life.

- David A. Manzi



Cac ngay tha Tu

Lam that tét nhimg diéu nhé bé sé tao nén mét cujc song
tuyét voi.

- Eugenia Price

nhan cua ching t6i da kéo dai va phat trién trong sudt hon muoi

bén nim. Téi cb thé ndi mot cach chan thanh ring trai qua
khoang thoi gian bén nhau, tinh yéu cua t6i danh cho Patricia khong hé
suy giam mot chtit ndo. Ma thue ra, mdi ngay trdi qua, t6i lai cang thay
minh mé man vi vé dep ciia nang hon. Nhimg khoanh khic twoi dep
nhét trong doi t6i 1a khi chiing t6i ¢ bén nhau, du chi ngbi yén ling xem
truyén hinh hay ctng thuong thie mot tran bong bau duc cua doi San
Diego Chargers.

Néng 14 vo, 1a nguoi yéu va 12 nguoi ban tét nhat caa t6i. Cude hon

Khong hé c6 mot bi mat ndo gitip cudée hon nhan cua chiing t6i bén
virng trong khi nhiéu cudc hon nhan khac lai d6 v&. Toi khong thé dua
ra mot cong thie thanh cong ndo ngoai trir mot diéu t6i mudn chia sé:
diéu quan trong nhét trong méi quan hé giita chiing t6i 1a chting t6i
khong dé mat di sy 1ang man thing hoa cua ngay dau gap g&. Thuong
thi hon nhan giét chét sy 1ang man duoc nay né trong thoi gian dau tim
hiéu. Déi véi t6i, t6i luén cam thay nhu minh van dang chinh phuc
Patricia, va chinh vi thé sy 1ang man chua bao gio mét di.

Lang man khong phai 1a diéu c6 thé hoc hay bat chude duge. Mot
nguoi chi ¢ thé tré nén 1ang man thong qua mot nguoi khéc. Patricia,
ngudi vo trong suét muoi bén nim qua cua t6i, @4 ludn khoi day su lang
man trong t6i. To6i lang man 1a nho nang. Patricia luén khoi ggi dugce
nhimg diéu tot dep nhat trong t6i. Nhiing viéc 1am lang man cia ching
t6i nhiéu dén ndi khong thé ké hét. Tuy nhién, c6 mot khic dao dau dic
biét 1ang man ma t6i da bat dau thyc hién tir hon muoi Iim nim vé
truoec.

Trugce khi két hon, t6i va Patricia khong thé gap nhau vao nhing
ngay trong tuan mot cach thufO’ng xuyén nhu ching t6i mudn. Nhiing
ngdy cudi tuan ludn troi qua qua nhanh, con nhung ngay trong tuan lai
dai 1 thé bat tan. T6i quyét dinh phai lam diéu gi d6 dé nhimg ngay
trong tuan tréi qua nhanh hon, hay it ra cfing 1am cho chting t6i c6 mot
cai gi do6 dé trong doi trong tuan.

Va thé 12 bat dau tir mot ngay thi Tu muoi 1Am nim vé trude, toi



mua mot tam thiép ting Patricia. Khong vi mét dip dic biét ndo ca. Tam
thiép chi 1a mot cAch thé hién t6i yéu Patricia manh liét biét bao va ludn
nghi toi nang nhiéu nhu thé ndo. Téi chon ngay thir Tu khong vi mot Iy
do dic biét nao khac ma chi vi d6 1 ngay giira tuan.

Tu hom 4y, toi chua timg bo s6t mot thi Tu ndo. Patricia luén nhan
dugc mot tim thiép vao mdi thir Tu, mdi tuan, mdi thang, mdi nam.

Hanh déng mua thiép mdi tuan khong phai mot viéc 1am theo théi
quen. Mdi tuan tdi lai c6 mot st ménh 1ang man 13 tim ra mot tam thiép
thich hop. P6i khi t6i phai di tim kiém khap cac tiém ban thiép méi tim
dugc mot tim thiép that vira ¥. Moi nguoi thuong thay toi dtng kha 1au
trude cac hang thiép, doc hang chuc tam thiép khac nhau trude khi tim
duoc tam thiép ung ¥. Hinh anh va 10i chtc trong thiép phai c6 mot y
nghia riéng biét d6i véi t6i va bang cach nao d6, né phai goi nhé dén
Patricia, @én cudc séng ma ching t6i chia s¢ ciing nhau. Tam thiép phai
danh thire cam xdc trong t6i. T6i biét néu tam thiép nao cé thé khién toi
rung rung hanh phic thi @6 chinh 13 tim thiép t6i can tim.

MJi sang thir Tu, Patricia lai thuc gidc va tim kiém tAm thiép cua
minh. Du biét chic rang minh s& nhan duoc thiép, nhung nang van hoi
hop khi xé phong bi dé doc noi dung bén trong. Con t6i van cam thay
hoi hop mdi khi tang thiép cho nang.

Duéi chin givong cia ching tdi c6 mot chiée ruong bang dong chira
day nhirmg tim thiép ma Patricia nhan dugc trong suét hon muoi 1am
nim qua, hang trim tim thiép, tAm nao cling day ap thuong yéu. Toi
chi mong sao cudc song lira d6i cua chiing t6i s& kéo dai dé toi co thé
1am @iy muoi c4i ruong bang d@éng v6i nhing thong diép hang tuan vé
tinh yéu, su yéu thuong va trén tat ca d6 1a sy cam kich vé niém vui ma
Patricia d3 mang dén cho cudc doi toi.

- David A. Manzi



Memory is the gift from God which death cannot destroy.
- Kahlil Gibran

learned a lot from Michael Landon. Today I
believe that my strength comes from him.
Weeks before he died, he wrote his parting
' \ advice to me. It’s very special to me and I read it
%- often. In it he said, “Be strong. Be solid. Live life,
__ loveit and be happy.” Michael once told me,
N, ,F‘. “Don’t grieve too long.” I'm trying, but losing
. '©  someone like Michael is something that stays with
% ' you forever.

6~ t;!{‘..'*" When you lose someone you love, you struggle

: — with it every day. At first, our fiveyear- old, Sean,
had a tough time talking about his father. Just recently he began
watching Michael on television again and admitting how much he
misses him. Still, this morning he told me he missed his daddy so
much his stomach hurt. Jennifer is eight and it’s been rough for her,
too. All three of us are in therapy. We just take life day by day.

The children and I visit the cemetery often. We bring Michael
letters, usually just to tell him about what we’re feeling and what is
happening in our lives. But I really don’t feel as close to him there as I
do at home, where there are pictures of him in every room and his
clothes are still in his closet, just as he left them. This is where Michael
most loved to be. Sometimes, especially when I go up to bed at night, I
wish he was waiting upstairs and we could just sit down and discuss
the day’s events.

I first met Michael when I was nineteen and hired as a stand-in on
Little House on the Prairie. Seeing the way he treated everybody, I
developed a terrible crush. One night, two years after I'd joined the
show, he came to my apartment after a party on the set. From that
moment on, we were wildly in love.

Michael and I were married on Valentine’s Day, 1983. As a
husband, he was the best - strong, caring, supportive and very witty.
Michael was also a homebody. Every day before he left the studio, he’d
call and ask what we needed from the market. He’d show up with a bag



of goodies in his arms. Michael loved to cook, and on many nights he’d
take over the kitchen. His specialties were Italian dishes like spaghetti
with sausage and chicken cacciatore.

He was as good a father as he was a husband. I used to love to
watch him with the children, especially on vacations. In Hawaii, he
taught them to skip stones across the water and got as excited as the
children did when they dis-covered a beautiful shell or a tiny hermit
crab. He would spend hours, literally hours, playing in the ocean with
Sean and Jennifer. Everything was just perfect. Michael loved our life
and his work. He’d always been incredibly healthy. We were looking
forward to growing old together.

Then in February 1991, he began having abdominal pains. It was
always tough to get Michael to see a doctor. Finally I made an
appointment, and he was examined for an ulcer. Nothing was found,
but they put him on some medicine that helped for a while.

In early April, the pain resurfaced. Four days later - April 5 - we had
the results of the biopsy: pancreatic cancer that had metastasized to
the liver.

Looking back, I now believe Michael knew even then that he wasn’t
going to make it. Pancreatic cancer is swift and lethal, with a five-year
survival rate of only 3 percent. I was angry, stunned. Why was this
happening? Michael looked at it more pragmatically, as he did
everything in his life. From the moment he was diagnosed until the day
he died, he was never angry. Once he told me, “It’s not God who does
it. It’s the disease. God doesn’t give you cancer.” For Michael, death
wasn’t something to fear, but he didn’t want to die. He didn’t want to
leave everyone he loved.

We leveled with the kids from the beginning. Michael and I called
our older children to tell them what was going on, and then we sat
down with our two little ones. We told them that Daddy had a very
serious type of cancer and that Daddy was going to do the best he could
to fight it, but there were no guarantees. Sean was very calm. I'm not
sure he really understood. Jennifer, too, seemed to take it well, but
later there were indications she was suffering inside - stomachaches,
headaches and anxiety attacks.

These first moments were before the storm, the hurricane of media
that surrounded us as soon as news of Michael’s disease hit the press.
Photographers staked out our home and the hospital. They climbed
over our walls and peeked in our windows. The tabloids came out with



bizarre stories. Almost every week, they printed a new fabrication.
Once they said Michael had only four weeks to live. Another time, they
claimed the cancer had spread to his colon. Neither was true. At the
same time, the public responded with compassion and love. We
received a flood of letters - twelve thousand a week. Michael was
deeply moved, and he told me, “This is the first time I've realized how
many lives I've touched.”

In less than a month, the cancer doubled in size. For the first time, I
think both of us realized Michael was probably going to die. That
afternoon, we held each other. I lay my head on his lap and cried.
Michael stroked my hair and whispered, “I know, I know.”

Although he had resisted at first, Michael finally agreed to undergo
experimental chemotherapy. He hated the idea, and I don’t think he
would have done it if it wasn’t for the children and me. He was making
a final effort to survive.

Michael’s health continued to deteriorate, however, and by Father’s
Day, June 16, it was obvious to all of us that we wouldn’t have him with
us much longer. In past years, we bought Michael gifts like tennis
rackets. This year there were pajamas and beautiful homemade cards.
The whole family showed up to see him.

Shortly after Father’s Day, Michael told me that he only had a week
to live. That last week, Michael’s health continued to fail. Then, on
Sunday morning, June 30, the nurse told me they believed the end was
near, so I called the children and Michael’s best friends to the house.
Since the doctors had increased his morphine and Percocet, Michael
was drowsy and drifted in and out of consciousness. Throughout the
last day, each of us said our private good-byes and let Michael know
that it was okay. If he was ready to die, it was all right to let go.

The next morning, Michael was in a dreamlike state, and we were
all in the bedroom again when he suddenly sat up in bed and said, “Hi.
I love you guys.” Then a little while later, Michael asked the others to
leave so we could be alone. Looking back, I believe he was ready to die,
and he really didn’t want it to happen in front of the whole family.

I stayed with Michael, waiting for the inevitable. Sometimes he
drifted off into almost a trance. At one point I asked him, “Do you
know who I am?” He looked at me and answered, “Yeah.” I said, “I love
you.” He answered, “I love you, too.” Those were his last words. A
moment later, he stopped breathing.

I felt stunned and stayed with Michael for a little while before I



went downstairs to tell the others that he had died. There was,
however, little time for contemplation. As if they somehow knew, we
heard the swirl of helicopters overhead as the press circled in.
Suddenly we heard screaming outside. Jennifer had climbed to the top
of the swing set and was shouting, “Not my daddy. Not my daddy. I
don’t want my daddy to die.” I told the others to let her be, because I
wanted her to be able to get it out. Soon she climbed down and was
sobbing in my arms.

A while later, the undertaker arrived. When they carried Michael’s
body out, I knew he was never coming back. That was the finality of it -
Michael was gone.

That night, both children slept with me. Jennifer and I wore two of
Michael’s shirts to bed with us. I felt like I didn’t belong anywhere, like
I just didn’t fit in anymore.

I was completely lost, lonely.

The best thing I could do was leave, so I took the kids away for four
weeks in Hawaii. We went to a place Michael and I loved. It was hard,
because he wasn’t there. But it was even tougher coming home,
knowing that Michael wouldn’t be waiting for us.

We're getting better, but it all takes time. The children still sleep
with me sometimes, though not as often as in the beginning. They just
seem to need to be hugged more often. And I continue to have some
very difficult moments. A few days ago, I was on the expressway and
got off at the wrong exit. I ended up at the studio. That was where the
children and I would go visit Daddy. It was such a part of our lives. But
Michael is gone, and all of our lives are changing.

It’s odd, but before Michael died, I was frightened of death. I used
to worry about illness or sometimes just getting on an airplane. Now
I'm no longer afraid. Life is too short. You never know, so you’d better
make the best of every moment.

When I think about Michael, what I remember most is how he
relished life and how fiercely he loved his family. Ours was a good
marriage: Michael was always there for me, and I was always there for
him. He told me once, after he’d been diagnosed, that win or lose he
could handle whatever happened. He said, “I've had an incredible life,
great happiness.” I miss Michael every day, but I know wherever he is,
he’s happy and well - and that someday I'll see him again.

- Cindy Landon with Kathryn Casey



Cudc song thiéu Michael
K3 ire la mén qua ciia Chita ma cai chét khéng thé nao hiy
hoaqi duoc.
- Kahlil Gibran

Téi hoc dugc rat nhiéu diéu tir Michael Landon™. Giy day t6i tin
rang sttc manh t6i c6 dugc 12 nho anh. Vai tuan trude khi mat, anh viét
cho t6i nhirng 161 khuyén bao ta tir. Di voi téi né rat dic biét va toi doc
noé thuong xuyén. Trong d6 anh viét: “Em hay manh mé 1én. Cimg ran
1én. Hay tan huong cudc séng, yéu doi va sdng vui em nhé”. Michael
timg noéi voi toi: “Pung dau buon qua 1au em nhé”. T6i dang rat cb gang,
nhung mat di mot nguoi nhu Michael 13 diéu sé mai dau d6n trong long
toi.

Khi mat mot nguoi ma ta yéu thuong, noi dau do sé glang xé trong
long ta m01 ngay. Thoi gian dau, Sean, cau con trai nim tu01 cua chung
t6i, gap rat nhiéu khé khin khi nhic dén cha n6. Mai dén gan day no6
méi bat ddu xem Michael trén ti vi tré lai va thi nhan 1a né rat nhé bé.
S4ang nay ciing vay, n6 bao t6i rang n6 nhé cha dén nao long. Con
Jennifer dugc tAm tudi, va c6 bé cling trai qua mot giai doan that kho
khin. Ca ba me con tdi déu phai di diéu tri tAm ly. Chung t6i chi song
cho qua ngay thang.

Tdi va bon tré di viéng nghia trang thuong xuyén. Ching tdi mang
thu dén cho Michael chi dé ké cho anh nghe vé nhiing cam gidc va
nhitng diéu xay ra trong cudc séng cua chiing tdi. Nhung ¢ d6 t6i khong
cam thay duoc gan giii véi anh nhu khi ¢ nha, noi ma méi cin phong
déu c6 rat nhiéu anh cia anh va quan 4o cia anh van con ¢ trong ti, nhu
thé anh chi vira di khoi. Michael thich nhét 14 duoc & trong ng6i nha
nay. Thinh thoang, nhat 14 truéc khi di ngi, t6i lai wdc gi anh dang doi
t6i trén lau dé ching toi c6 thé ngdi bén nhau va ké cho nhau nghe vé
nhirng viéc xay ra trong ngay.

Lan dau tién t6i gap Michael 1 nim t6i muoi chin tudi, nim Ay toi
dugc chon dong mét vai phu trong bo phim Ngéi Nha Nhe Trén
Thdo Nguyén. Nhin cach anh @i xir voi moi nguoi, toi bong phai long
anh say dim. Hai nim sau khi t6i tham gia vio doan 1dm phim, vao
mot dém no, anh dén nha t6i sau mot bira tiéc o truong quay. Ké tir d6,
chdng t6i yéu nhau cuéng nhiét.

Chiing t6i két hon vao ngay 18 Tinh nh4n nim 1983. Anh 4y 1a mot



nguoi chong tuyét voi — manh mé, chu d4o, biét cam théng va rat hom
hinh. Michael con 1a nguoi luén huéng vé gia dinh. Mdi ngy, truéce khi
roi truong quay, anh déu goi dién thoai hoi xem chiing t6i ¢6 can mua gi
& chg hay khong. Khi vé nha, anh s& xuat hién véi mot tai day banh keo
trén tay. Michael thich nau nuong, va nhiéu dém, anh con glanh lay nha
bép. So truorng cia anh 4y 1a cAc mén an kiéu Y, nhu mén mi xtic xich
hay mo6n mi ga.

Anh khong chi 1a mét nguoi chong t6t ma con 13 mot nguoi cha tuyét
voi. Téi rat thich ngam anh mdi khi anh vui dua ctiing bon tré, nhat 1a
vao nhirng ky nghi. Lic & Hawaii, anh ay da chi cho c4c con choi ném
d4 trén mat nude va phan khich khong kém gi bon tré mdi khi tim duoc
mot vo dc dep hay mot con 6¢ muon hon nho xfu. Anh c¢é thé bo ra hang
gio, nhiéu gio lién, dé vui choi véi Sean va Jennifer ngoai bién. Moi thu
that tuyét voi. Michael yéu cudc séng cua chting tdi va cong viéc anh
1am. St khoe cua anh cyc ky tét. Va ching t6i luén mong ring minh s&
cting nhau chung séng dén bac dau.

Thé réi vao thang Hai ndm 1991, anh bat dau bi dau bung. Dé
Michael chiu di khAm bénh qua 1a mot viéc rat khé khin. Cuéi cling toi
cling hen duogc véi bac si, va anh duogc dua di kiém tra vét loét. Cac bac
si khong phat hién dugc gi ca, nhung ho cting cho anh mét vai loai
thudc ho tro trong mot thoi gian.

Pau thang Tu, con dau lai tai phat. Bbn ngay sau do, ngay 5 thang
Tu, anh nhan dugc két qua sinh thiét: ung thu tuyén tuy va da di cin
den gan.

Gio day nghi lai, toi tin rang ngay tir dao 4y Michael da biét 1a anh
khong thé qua khoi. Ung thu tuyén tyy phét trién rat nhanh va 1a cin
bénh chét nguoi véi ti 1¢ sdng sot sau 5 nim chi c6 ba phan tram. Toi
gian diéng nguoi. Tai sao diéu nay lai xay ra? Michael nhin van dé mot
cach thyc té hon, cfing nhu cAch anh luén thé hién trong cudc séng.
Ngay tir gidy phut biét duoc két qua xét nghiém cho dén khi qua doi,
anh chang bao gio tire gian. C6 1an anh noéi véi t6i: “Chtia khong mang
lai diéu ndy. P6 12 mot cin bénh. Chtia khong mang dén bénh ung thu”.
Déi voi Michael, cai chét khong phai diéu gi dang so, nhung anh cfing
khong mudn chét. Anh khéng muédn roi xa nhitng ngudi anh yéu
thuong.

Chiing t6i noi rd viée ndy véi bon tré ngay tir dau. T6i va Michael goi
may dua con 16n lai va cho ching biét chuyén gi dang xay ra, réi chiing
t6i ngdi lai chuyén tro véi hai daa nho hon. Ching tdi ndi véi ching
ring Cha da mac phai mét cin bénh ung thu rat nguy hiém, va Cha sé& cb
hét sire dé chdng choi véi cin bénh, nhung khong c6 gi bao dam. Sean



rat binh tinh. T6i khong chic 1a thang bé c6 that sy hiéu dugc gi hay
khong. Ca Jennifer ciing c6 vé binh tinh khi biét tin, nhung sau do6 c6
nhimng d4u hiéu cho thay con bé bj ton thuong tinh than — chung dau
bao tir, dau dau va nhimg con hoang loan cr 4p dén.

D6 1a nhimg khoanh khac dau tién trude khi con bao truyén thong
vay lay chiing t6i, ngay sau khi tin tuc vé cin bénh cua Michael duoc
dua lén bao. Phéng vién anh vay quanh nha ching t6i va ca & bénh vién.
Ho leo 1én twong va nhom vao ctra s6. CAc to bao 14 cai cho ding nhiing
cau chuyén ky quic. Hau nhu mdi tuan ho lai bia dit ra mét chuyén méi.
C6 lan, ho noéi rang Michael chi con séng duoc bén tuan. Lan khéc, ho
khéng dinh rang cic té bao ung thu da di cin dén ruot két. Chang c6 tin
nao dang. Trong khi dé, c6ng chung da dap lai cau chuyén cua ching
t6i bang tinh yeu thu’crng va su cam thong Chung t6i nhan dugc hang
nai thu - muoi hai ngan bire thu mdi tuan. Michael cam dong sau sic,
anh no6i vai t6i: “DAay 14 1an dau tién anh nhan ra minh da tac dong dén
biét bao nhiéu nguoi”.

Trong vong chua day mot thang, khéi ung thu da ting kich thudc
gap d6i. Do cling 14 1an dau tién t6i nghi rang ca hai chiing t6i déu nhan
ra 1a Michael sip chét. Chiéu hom 4y, chdng t6i 6m lay nhau. T6i nga
dau vao 1ong anh va khéc. Michael vudt toc toi va khé noi: “Anh biét,
anh biét”.

Du lic dau ra sie phan doi nhung sau cung, Michael ciing dong y
thu phuong phap héa tri. Anh a ay ghet viéc do, va t6i nghi rang anh sé
khong dong y néu khong phai vi tdi va cac con. Anh dang thuce hién nod
lyc cubi ciing dé séng sot.

Tuy nhién, stc khoe caa Michael van ngay cang xau di, va dén Ngay
cia Cha, 16 thang Sau, tat ca chting t6i déu biét r6 rang ching toi sé
chang con duoc ¢ bén anh bao 1au nita. Nhimg nim trudc, ching toi
mua tang Michael nhirng mo6n qua nhu vot tennis. Nam nay ching t6i
mua ting anh nhiing bo pijama va nhiing tim thiép thi céng xinh xin.
Ca gia dinh quay quan bén anh.

Khong 1au sau Ngay cia Cha, Michael ndi véi ti rang anh chi con
séng dugc mot tuan nira. Trong tuan 1& cudi ciing d6, stc khoe cia
Michael tiép tuc suy giam. Va roi dén sang Chu nhat, ngay 30 thang
S4u, c6 y ta cho t6i biét ho nghi rang thoi diém két thtic da can ké. Vi
vay, t0i cho goi cAc con va nhitng ban bé than nhét cia Michael dén nha
minh. Do b4c si d3 ting liéu morphine va chat Percocet nén trong
Michael rat tho thin va roi vio trang thai nira tinh nta mé. Vao ngay
cudi cung d6, mdi nguoi chiing t6i 1an luot noi 101 tir biét véi anh, @é anh
biét rang moi viéc s& 6n. Néu anh da sin sang ra di, thi anh c6 thé ra di.



Sang hom sau, khi Michael dang chim trong trang thai mo mang,
cOn tat ca chiing t6i déu dang tap trung ¢ phong ngu, thi dét nhién anh
4y ngdi day va noéi: “Xin chao. Oi, t6i yéu moi nguodi qua”. Mot lac sau,
Michael bao moi ngudi ra ngoai dé ching t6i ¢ lai mot minh. Gio day
nghi lai, t6i tin rang khi d6 anh 4y d3 sin sang ra di, va anh that su
khong muén diéu dé xay ra trude mat moi nguoi trong gia dinh.

T6i ngdi lai bén Michael, cho doi diéu khong thé tranh khoi. Thinh
thoang anh ay lai roi vao trang thai do ddn hon mé. C6 lac toi hoi anh:
“Anh c6 nhan ra em la ai khong?” Anh nhin t6i va tra loi: “C6”. T6i noi:
“Em yéu anh”. Anh tra 10i: “Anh cling yéu em”. D6 1a nhiing 1oi cudi
cung cua anh. Mot ldc sau, anh ngirng thé.

Toi bang hoang. Toi nan lai véi Michael thém mét Iac nira trude khi
xuéng lau bao cho moi nguoi biét anh da ra di. Tuy nhién, ching t6i
khong c6 nhiéu thoi gian dé dau buén. Chiing t6i nghe tiéng dong co
truc thing xo4y trén dau khi bao gioi d6 x6 dén, chang hiéu lam thé nao
ho lai biét tin Michael mat. Bdng chiing t6i nghe tiéng kéu thét bén
ngoai. Jennifer da leo 1én dinh cua cai du quay va gao lén: “Khong phai
cha. Khong phai cha. Con khong muén cha qua doi”. T6i néi nhitng
nguoi khéc cir dé yén cho con bé nhu thé, vi t6i muén né duoc giai toa
tam ly. Chang may chdc, n6 leo xudng va khoc nie né trong vong tay
toi.

Mot ltic sau, nhan vién tang 1 dén. Khi ho mang thi hai caa Michael
di, toi biét anh s& chang bao gio quay tro lai nita. Thé 1a hét — Michael
da ra di.

Dém 4y, ca hai dira nho vao nga véi toi. T6i va Jennifer mic hai chiée
40 so mi cia Michael di ngii. T6i cam thay minh tré nén bo vo, lac 16ng,
nhu thé t6i khong thé hoa hop véi bat cir diéu gi dugc nira. T6i hoan
toan c6 don va lac 16i.

Diéu tét nhat t6i c6 thé 1am 14 ra di, vi thé t6i dua bon tré di nghi mat
bén tuan & Hawaii. Chiing t6i dén mot noi Michael va t6i rat yéu thich.
That kho khin, béi Michael khong c6 ¢ day cting chting t6i. Nhung dau
don hon nira 1a khi tré vé nha, me con t6i biét rang Michael ciing khong
c6 & do6 dé chao d6n ching toi.

Ching t6i dang dan dan vuot qua chuyén nay, nhung tit ca déu can
c6 thoi gian. Thinh thoang bon tré van vao ngu véi t6i, dit khong thuong
xuyén nhu ldc truge. Chi ¢ diéu duong nhu chiing can duge 6m ap, vo
vé nhiéu hon. Va t6i vin con gip phai nhimng thoi diém cyc ky kho khin.
May hoém trudc, t6i dang di trén xa 16 va ré nham duong. Cudi ciing t6i
dung lai trude phim truong. D6 chinh 1a noi ma t6i va bon tré thuong



den tham cha cia chiing. Dicu d6 da tro thanh mot phan cudc song cua
chung t6i. Nhung Michael da di roi, va cudc song cua ching t6i déu bi
thay doi.

That ky la, nhung trude khi Michael mat, téi rat so cai chét. Toi
thuong lo ling vé bénh tat hoac d6i khi sg ca viéc 1én may bay. Bay gio
to6i khong con so nita. Cudc séng qua ngan ngui. Ching ta khong thé
biét chic duoc tuong lai nhu thé ndo, vay nén chiing ta phai song hét
minh trong timg khoanh khic.

Khi nghi vé Michael, diéu t6i nho nhat 1a cAch anh ay tan hudong cude
song nhu thé nao va yéu thuong gia dinh minh manh liét ra sao. Cudc
hén nhan cuaa ching t6i that hanh phac: Michael luén ¢ bén t6i, va t6i
ciing lu6n & canh anh. Sau khi phat hién bénh, c6 1an anh ay néi voi toi
rang du thing hay thua, anh ciing c6 thé lo liéu dugc nhitng diéu sé& xay
ra. Anh 4y néi: “Anh da c6 mot cudc séng that tuyét diéu va niém hanh
phtc that 1on lao”. Ting ngdy troi qua toi déu tiéc nhé Michael, nhung
toi biét cho du anh 4y dang ¢ dau, anh ciing dang manh khoe va hanh
phic — va mot ngay nao do téi s€ lai gap anh.

- Cindy Landon va Kathryn Casey



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

Pai hoc Harvard, nhan bang cao hoc cua Pai hoc Massachusetts va

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

ark Victor Hansen ciing 12 mot dién thuyét gia rat tAm huyét.

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

xuat ban dau tién doc xong va ghi nian nét trén ban thao: “Guri tra.
Khong hop tac! Pe tai qua binh thuong”.

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

Ngay nay, bat cr ai cling biét dén cai tén “Chicken Soup for the
Soul”. Moi nguoi chuyén tay nhau, giri e-mail, ké cho nhau va binh luan
nhitng cau chuyén trich tir b6 sach nay. Va “Chicken Soup for the Soul”
da tré thanh mot thuong hiéu 16n cé gia tri khéng chi vé mit thuong
mai ma con ¢ tinh nhan vén cao dep. O My, ngudi ta goi n6 1 “A Billion
Dollar Brand” (Thuong hiéu tri gla hang ti d6 la). Thong qua nhu:ng cau
chuyén trong bo sach nay, ban c6 thé tim lai chinh minh, cé thém niém
tin, nghi lyc @é thuc hién nhirng wdc mo, khat vong, biét chia sé va déng
cam véi noéi dau cia nhirng ngudi xung quanh, tim lai duoc nhitng gia tri
dich thuc ctua cudc sdng. D6 chinh 1a diéu gitp bo sach “Chicken Soup
for the Soul” ton tai mai voi thoi gian va trong long moi nguoi.

S6 lwong sach da ban:
85 triéu ban
Duoc dich sang:

37 ngon ngir
(Viét Nam la ngon ngir thir 38)

So tién vung hg tir thién:
hon 8.5 ti do la
S6 twa sach ban chay nhdt theo binh chon ciia New York Times:
11 tya sach

Thoi gian lién tuc giik vi tri sach ban chay nhdt theo thong ké cia
New York Times:

10 nam
S6 tua sach dich sang tiéng Tay Ban Nha trén thi truong Bic My:
16 tua sach



Sach danh cho thanh thiéu nién:
12 tya sach
Sé lwong déc gia dwoc truyén cam hirng tir bé sach:
KHONG THE PEM BUQC



Michael Landon (1936 - 1991): Dién vién, tac gia, nha san xuat va dao dién
truyén hinh ngudi M. Ong rat néi tiéng v6i vai ngudi cha (nhan vat Charles
Ingalls) trong bd phim truyén hinh Ngbi nha nhé trén thdo nguyén. Ong ciing
la nha san xuat va dao dién mot so tap cia bo phim nay.
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