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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



ou are about to become acquainted with one of the greatest

communities in the world. Not one consisting of houses,

buildings, streets, shopping malls and schools, but one that
resides in the very hearts and souls of people who share a common
bond.

Each member of the “recovering community” has successfully
overcome tremendous obstacles in their lives and in doing so find
themselves in a better place physically, emotionally and spiritually.

Chicken Soup for the Recovering Soul will move, inspire and
entertain you with the stories from only a few of the millions of people
who have become part of the recovering community. You will quickly
discover that these stories are not about pain and despair, but rather
about hope and resiliency. They are not stories about strategies for
change, but stories about the human spirit that will not be denied.
These are the stories of people who are willing to share parts of their
lives in order to help others.

Most people whose lives are touched by addiction and other
problems feel completely alone. They believe that no one else would
understand or appreciate their situation, and, although they begin
their journey in solitude, they soon find many others who share similar
experiences and are willing to help them.

Often facing daunting circumstances and ever-present self-doubt,
they confront their fears of the future in order to change and find a
better way to live. As you read, you’ll understand how an individual
cannot do it alone, how mentors appear at the right time and place.
And you’ll meet people who believed they needed no one’s help but
began to reach out to others and be touched in return.

Restore your faith as our writers describe the birth, growth and
nurturing of spirituality that enriches the lives of people in recovery.
And for so many who struggled, feeling they had no choices, new
“families” are found on every page as the authors share their discovery
that families, friends and even our support groups can surround us
with healthy behaviors.

You'll be filled with awe, wonder and appreciation at the resilience
of people in the face of great odds to not only overcome but thrive and



grow from difficult, seemingly insurmountable circumstances. Their
stories are a mixture of hope, inner strength and serenity.

And, although most of the stories in Chicken Soup for the
Recovering Soul focus on overcoming addiction to alcohol and other
drugs, we've shared a selection of pieces that illustrate how the process
of recovery is now applied to other quality of life issues from
depression to chronic illnesses. The concepts of recovery and the use of
Twelve-Step programs are applicable to many different issues with
equally successful results. Supporting each other is an effective tool
and consequently the recovering community is constantly growing. We
should not be surprised. When something works so well, it will become
part of people’s lives.

Finally, one of the most cherished virtues in the life of a recovering
individual is the resurrection of joy and one of the greatest indicators
of recovery is a desire to share what you have found. The authors
represented in Chicken Soup for the Recovering Soul want to share the
hope, resilience, joy and spirituality that have touched their souls.

JACK CANFIELD & MARK VICTOR HANSEN



Lo1 gid1 thiéu
ac ban sap duoc lam quen v6i mot trong nhing cong dong dong
dao nhat trén thé giéi. P6 chang phai 1a cong dong gom nha cua,
cao ¢, duong s4, trung tAm mua ban va truong hoc, ma la mot

cong dong ngy tri ngay trong chinh trai tim va tAm hén cua nhimng con
nguoi co6 cung moét moi rang bude.

Tung thanh vién cua “cong dong nhiing con nguoi tim lai chinh
minh nay” déu da vuot qua dugce cac tré ngai to lon trong cudc séng cia
ho va qua d6 da tim lai dugc chinh minh trong mot vi thé tét dep hon,
ca vé mit thé chat, tAm tu tinh cam 1an tinh than.

Tim lgi gla tri cugc song sé lam lay dong, truyén cam himg va mang
lai niém vui cho ban qua nhitng cau chuyén caa mot sé trong hang triéu
nguoi trong cong dong dang trén duong tim lai ban than. Ban s€ nhanh
chong nhan ra rang nhu:ng cau chuyén nay khong hé néi dén ndi dau
don va tuyét vong, ma ké Ve niém hy vong va sy kién cuong bay khong
phai 1a nhimng cAu chuyén vé chién luoc dé thay doi, ma 1a nhimng cau
chuyén vé tAm hon con nguoi -diéu sé chang thé nao chéi bo duoc. D6
cting 1a chuyén cia nhitng con ngudi sin sang giup dd nguoi khac thong
qua viéc chia sé vé nhimg giai doan khé khin trong cudc doi minh.

Hau hét nhimg nguoi dinh liu t6i nghién ngap va nhiing van dé khac
déu cam thay rat c6 doc. Ho tin rang khong ai c6 thé hiéu hoic cam
thong cho hoan canh cua ho, va mic di khoi dau cude hanh trinh cua
minh trong don ddc, nhung rdi ho sém nhan thay nhiéu nguoi khac
cling ting trai qua nhimg kinh nghiém tuong tu va sian sang gidp ho.

Dé c6 thé thay ddi va tim ra mot 16i séng tét dep hon, nhiéu 1an ho da
déi mat v6i nhirng tinh hudng gy nan chi va thuong xuyén hoai nghi
chinh minh, ho ciing phai duong dau voéi nhimng ndi so hai vé tuong lai.
Khi doc truyén, c4c ban sé& hiéu dugec mot c4 nhan khong thé 1am diéu
d6 mot minh va nhimg nguoi cé van da xuat hién dang lic, ding noi
nhu thé ndo. Ban s& gap nhimg con nguoi da ting tin rang ho khong can
ai gitip @3, nhung dén mot lac nao d6 ho da dua tay ra va dugce nhimg
ngudi khac gitr lay.

Hiy lay lai niém tin cia ban khi tac gia cua cAc bai viét mo ta vé coi
nguon, sy phat trién va nuéi duong tAm hén — nhimg diéu lam phong
pht thém cudc séng cia nhitng ngudi dang trong qua trinh tim lai
chinh minh. Va déi véi nhitng ai phai vat 1on gian nan trong cam giac



minh ching con c4ch ndo khéc, thi qua ting trang viét, ho c6 thé tim
thay “gia dinh” moi cua minh khi nghe c4c tic gia chia s¢ nhiing kham
pha cho thiy gia dinh, ban bé va ngay ca cAc nhém hd tro van luén &
bén chung ta vdi nhitng cach cu xir lanh manh.

Ban sé& cam thay long minh tran ngap ndi s hai, bin khon 14n niém
cam phuc truée sy kién cuong cua nhitng con nguoi da dbi dién vai biét
bao xung dot 16n lao dé khong nhimng vuot qua macon vuon 1én va
truong thanh tir nhimg tinh huéng khoé khin tuong chimg nhu khong
thé ndo vuot qua duoc. Nhimg ciu chuyén cua ho 13 sy tong hoa cua
niém hy vong, sttc manh noi tAm va sy thanh than.

Dau rang da s6 cac cau chuyén trong quyén Tim lai gid tri cudc song
tap trung vao viéc cai rugu va cac chat gay nghién khac, nhung ching
toi ciing chia sé cac cau chuyén cho thay qua trinh héi phuc dugc ung
dung nhu thé ndo vao nhitng van dé khéc lién quan dén chat luong cudc
séng, tir sw chan nan cho dén cac cian bénh kéo dai. Y niém vé su phuc
héi va loi ich cua chuwong trinh Muoi Hai Bude ¢6 thé duoc 4p dung cho
nhiéu van d& khic nhau véi mire @6 thanh cong khong ddi. Sy giap do
14n nhau c6 tac dung rat hiru hiéu, 1lam cho sb nguoi di tim lai chinh
minh dang ngay moét tang thém. Chang ta khong nén ngac nhién. Khi
viéc gl mang lai loi ich, thi viéc 4y sé tré thanh mot phan trong cudc
sdng cua con nguoi.

Cudi ciing, mot trong nhitng diém d4ang tran trong nhat cia mot con
ngudi da phuc hoi @6 14 viéc 14y lai niém vui, va mot trong nhiing biéu
hién cao quy nhat cua sy phuc héi 1a niém khao khat sé chia nhimng diéu
minh tim thay. Céc tac gia duoc gidi thiéu trong Tim lai gid tri cudc
séng mudn chia sé niém hy vong, sy kién cuong, niém vui va gia tri tinh
than da 1am lay dong tAm hén ho.

@%m Mode Ykl

JACK CANFIELD & MARK VICTOR HANSEN



You cannot run away from

a weakness; you must sometimes
fight it out or perish. And

if that be so, why not now,

and where you stand?

Robert Louis Stevenson

P idden in an attic, or buried at the back of a

[ storehouse, or tucked away in a cluttered corner of
%#ﬁ a garage... somewhere, we all have a box of

mementos - pieces of memories saved to preserve time
gone by. Mine is a small varnished pine box with brass hinges that I
made in my seventh-grade wood shop class. I have a lifetime of
childhood memories carefully stored there: my first-aid merit badge
from Scouts, a brightly colored miniature abacus that was a stocking
stuffer from my ninth Christmas, a ticket to a Giants game, and the two
photos.

I've had many friends so far in my busy life. Calvin and Allen were
two good friends from long ago, but they play an important part in my
life now, even more than in those distant times. Every few years, I drag
the step stool to the highest shelf in the garage and rummage for the
pine box. There, between my secondgrade report card and a poem
written by a high school girlfriend, are the two photos of Calvin and
Allen.

They both had so much in common, even though they lived on
opposite sides of town. Both came from loving families, with parents
proud of their accomplishments. Their every day was filled with the
challenges of school, but both were excellent students. They each
shared a love for sports, too. In the photo of Allen, he’s standing
barefoot on the sidewalk in front of my house, with bat poised, waiting
for my sister to pitch the ball. It’s easy to see his total concentration,
even though his face is contorted in attempts to see into the bright July
sun. Calvin’s game was tennis. Although we were both on the school’s
junior varsity team, he was a much better player than I could ever hope
to be. They were both friends, and (in a way) they were my heroes.



The last similarity between the two had the greatest impact on their
lives and the lives of their families: both became entangled in drug
addiction. They must have shared a common fear, a common pain, a
common feeling of hopelessness and helplessness - not just them, but
their families, because the families shared the pain of their sons’
deaths. My friend Allen died of a heroin overdose at twelve years old.
Calvin never saw his twentieth birthday.

Neither would ever experience the satisfaction of looking into the
eyes of their bride... or the nervousness of holding the first baby in the
delivery room... or their son’s game-winning double, their daughter’s
practiced role in the dance recital.

So periodically I bring out the box, dust off the two photos and
hope. I hope that somehow I've learned the magic formula needed to
prevent history from repeating itself with the two children that mean
everything to me. I know it takes more than love, but I'm not sure I
know the answer. But then, Calvin and Allen’s parents have asked the
same question many times. For those of us left, we can only hope that
we can make a difference.

David R. Wilkins



Ky e vé hai nguoi ban
Ban khong thé tron chay khét sy yéu dudi;
doi liic ban phdi chién dau véi né hodc
phdi tiéu diét né. Va néu phai lam thé,
thi tai sao khong lam bay gio, va
ngay tai not ban dang diing?

Robert Louis Stevenson

"‘if:u\- , N r ,
: hoic nhét vao dong 16n xon trong goc gara... & mot

1 duoc giau trén gic mai, hay dang sau nha kho

%4’5’3‘- D noi ndo do, tt ca ching ta déu co mot hop dung

nhitng ky vat - nhirng manh ky wrc duoc cat gitr dé luu lai
khoang thoi gian da qua. Hop dung ky vat cua t6i la mot cai hop nho
1am biang gb thong dugc danh vec-ni véi nhitng khép ndi bang dong
thau ma t6i da 1am vao niam 16p bay, khi hoc mén lam d6 gb. Téi c6 ca
mot khoang thoi gian ke tudi tho duge dit can than trong dé: chiée
huy hiéu nhirng nguoi huéng dao sinh ting t6i vi thanh tich so ctru, mét
chiéc ban tinh nho sic s& - 1a mén qua duoc nhét trong bit tat vio mua
Giang sinh thu chin cia t6i, mot tim vé d@é choi tro choi Nhimg Nguoi
Khéng Lo va hai tim anh.

Cho dén gio t6i da co6 rat nhiéu ban bé trong cudc séng ban ron cua
minh. Calvin va Allen 13 hai ngudi ban t6t tir 1au 1am r6i, nhung dén gio
ho van 12 mot phan quan trong trong cudc song cua t6i, tham chi con
quan trong hon ca khoang thoi gian trude. Cir ching mét vai nam la t6i
lai @3t chan 1én chiéc ghé dau dé véi 1én cai ké cao nhét trong gara va luc
tim chiéc hop bang gb thong. DAy r6i, gitra quyén s6 lién lac nim hoc 1op
hai cua t6i va mét bai tho cia c6 ban gai thoi trung hoc 1a hai tdm anh
cua Calvin va Allen.

Hai nguoi cé rat nhiéu diém chung, du ho séng ¢ hai dau thi tran. Ca
hai déu duoc sinh ra trong gia dinh ngap tran tinh thuong yéu, véi
nhimg 6ng b ba me ludn tu hao vé thanh qua cia con minh. Mdi ngay
cta hotr6i qua véi diy nhimng thach thuc tir chuyén hoc hanh, nhung ca
hai déu 14 nhirng hoc sinh xuat sic. Ho cling chia sé¢ niém dam mé thé
thao ciing nhau. Trong birc 4nh cua Allen, cau ay dang dimg chin tran
trén via hé phia trude nha tdi, véi cAy gay trong tu thé sin sang, dang
doi em gai t6i ném banh. Dau khudn mit cua cau nheo nheo dé c6 nhin



dudi cai nang chdi chang cua thang Bay, nhung ta vin dé dang nhan ra
su tap trung cao do cia cau 4y. Con mon théthao Calvin thuong choi 1a
tennis. Mac du chung t6i cung la thanh vién trong doi bong cua truong
vao nim nhat, nhung cau 4y van 1a nguoi choi giéi hon ma t6i khong
d4m mong s& sanh kip. Ca hai déu 14 ban, va (trén mot phuong dién nao
do6) ho 1a nhirng nguoi hting déi voi toi.

Diém giéng nhau cudi ciing gitta hai nguoi @6 c6 tic dong manh mé
nhat dén cudc song cua ho va cua gia dinh ho: ca hai déu vuong vao con
duong nghlep ngap ma ty. Han 1a ho da cung trai qua mot noi so hai,
cung mot noi dau, cung mot cam glac vo vong va bat luc - khong chi hai
nguoi ho, ma 1a ca gia dinh ho, vi gia dinh ho da phai ganh chiu ndi dau
vé cai chét cua cac con minh. Allen ban t6i chét do sir dung ma ttiy qua
liéu ndm mudi hai tudi. Calvin thi chang bao gio thay dugc sinh nhat lan
thir hai muoi cia minh.

Ca hai cling sé khong cam nhin dugc sy man nguyén khi nhin vao
do6i mat c¢6 dau cia minh... hay cam giac héi hop khi 6m dta con dau
long trong phong hosinh... hay khi con trai cua ho thang tran hai lan
lién tlep trong mot mon thé thao nio dd, hoic con gai cua ho tap luyén
vai dién cho mét budi biéu dién mua.

Thé 14 ctr theo dinh ky t6i lai 1ay chiéc hop ra, phui bui ca hai tim anh
va hy vong. T6i hy vong bang cich nao d6 t6i hoc duoc phép than thong
can thiét dé ngin khong cho chuyén nay lap lai véi hai dira con cua t6i,
ching 12 tat ca d6i voi toi. Toi biét didu d6 khong chi co tinh yéu thuong
14 du, nhung t6i khong chac 14 toi biét dugc cAu tra 1oi. Chinh bé me cua
Calvin va Allen cling da hoi cAu héi 4y rat nhiéu lan. Déi voi nhimg
ngudi  lai nhu chiing ta, thi ta chi c6 thé hy vong minh c6 thé 1am cho
moi chuyén khac di.

David R. Wilkins



The longer you carry a grudge the heavier it gets.
Anonymous

y memories while still in my play-pen are the
clink of ice in a highball glass and the taste of
- green olives. My mother was a beautiful,
vivacious woman but by the time I was a toddler, a dozen
years into their marriage, my father left, and she was
defeated and dispirited.

When I was old enough to use the phone, I would call him for
reassurance, frightened by my mother’s drinking. We experimented
with spending a couple of weeks together each summer. And on one
memorable trip he spent so much money trying to win me a giant
stuffed panda bear. The carneys felt sorry for him and gave it to us.

By the time I turned ten, we had given up our feeble attempts at
trying to have a relationship. No matter how hard I tried, I was never
able to say good-bye without a flood of tears, leaving both of us feeling
emotionally raw. I blamed myself for chasing him away.

As I entered my teens, my mother married a violent alcoholic who
used his fists freely and often. There were no child welfare agencies or
domestic abuse hotlines in those days. What went on between a
husband and wife was no one’s business and the kids were collateral
damage. My mother was beaten often, once badly enough to be
hospitalized. I came home from school to discover the aftermath. I
cleaned up the blood, threw away the broken pieces, did my homework
and went to bed.

My stepfather spent a few days in jail and went through the motions
in rehab after which they reunited and we moved. I suppose we were
all so desperate to feel something, pain was acceptable. Consequently
nothing changed.

One late summer evening, another argument ensued. I listened
from my room for the signs that would tell me where on the Richter
scale this one would fall. The sound of crashing glass and a blood-
curdling scream brought me into the living room where my stepfather
began coming toward me. Something had snapped and when our eyes
made contact I knew I was next. I turned, opened the front door and



ran. A police car was heading toward the apartment; lights flashing
and sirens wailing. I went the other way.

I would be fourteen in a couple of months, we had just moved to
another state and I had no idea where I was. I wasn’t enrolled in school
yet, had no friends, no money, only the clothes I was wearing. But I
knew one thing with every fiber of my body: that I wasn’t going to live
like that any longer. If my mother had chosen that for her life, it was
her life and she could live it.

I stopped running as I came to the busy main highway. I started
walking. Within a few yards I came to a phone booth and it occurred to
me I should let someone know what had happened. I stepped inside
and placed a collect call to a number I hadn’t dialed in a long time. As I
heard my father’s voice say “Hello,” it was all I could do not to hang up.
Already in a hyper state of anxiety, hearing his voice overwhelmed me.

In a matter of seconds I was fighting back feelings I had suppressed
for years. Why couldn’t he have saved me from all this?

My dad was hard of hearing so I had to shout. “Dad, it’s me. I need
your help, I don’t know what to do.” I began to explain what had just
taken place and rushed to finish before I completely lost it. I would not
cry; that had driven him away once and I would never do it again. I
could feel my heart pounding. My hands were shaking and clammy
and my knees were barely holding me up. I was hyperventilating and
felt nauseous.

All T wanted to hear was, “Okay it’ll be all right,” but from the other
end of the phone, what he said was, “Theresa, I can’t help you...” and
that was all I heard. I hung up the phone with so much force I thought
I broke it, slammed the phone booth door open and started walking. I
don’t know how far I went before I spent all the emotion - miles and
years, it turned out.

When I was finally numb I knew I had to think. It was then I
remembered we had ended up moving to that area because a close
friend of my mother’s lived nearby. She was listed in the phone book
and I placed another collect call.

A few days and phone calls later my father knew I had found a place
to stay and the friend interceded on my behalf to convince my mother I
was better off not living with her any longer. There turned out to be a
few strings attached with the new living arrangement but nothing I
wasn’t prepared to live with. I started my sophomore year of high
school a week before Thanksgiving, found a job and stayed out of



trouble.

For almost thirty years I put that part of my life behind me, having
virtually no contact with anyone in my family until one day, the phone
rang. Someone had tracked me down through an old friend who knew
where I worked. My dad was dying.

From then on I tried to spend much time with my father. One
afternoon as we sat quietly in the small living room of the rowhouse
where he was born and raised, I told him that I was sorry for all the
time we had lost. I explained that there was very little in my life I
would change, even the worst parts that broke my spirit and my heart.

I could tell from the look in his eyes there were many regrets, more
than we had time to make up for, and that he didn’t have the energy to
do this now. We sat silently and let the moment pass.

After a rest he reached for my hands, holding them in both of his,
and closed his eyes. “You were my little girl and I didn’t help you,” he
began softly. “I knew things were bad for you, but in those days kids
stayed with their mothers.” He opened his eyes and breathed deeply
before continuing.

“But look how you turned out. You took care of yourself. You have
people in your life who love you and protect you.” Tears traced their
way down his cheeks to be lost in the stubble of his chin.

“That night you called, I felt so helpless. I was hours away and I
couldn’t help you. I was going to try to calm you down and figure out
what to do until I could get there, but ...”

I don’t know what more he said. I was suddenly a terrified little girl
again, trying to be brave in a phone booth hearing him say, “... I can’t
help you ...”

An overwhelming sense of grief washed over me as I realized that
my rashness in hanging up that phone had sentenced my father and
me to a lifetime of estrangement.

I buried my face in his lap and cried like the baby he had left so
many years ago. He stroked my hair and patted my back. He became
my father that day, and I, his little girl. I can’t say how long we stayed
that way, but it felt like a lifetime - at the very least, a childhood.

He died a few weeks later, but during the time we had been together
it was never difficult to say the few words that could have made such a
difference so many years ago, “I love you.” “I forgive you.” “It’ll be all



right.”

Theresa Peluso



DPicu chua noi
Ban giir lay sw hdn thu cang lau,
thi né cang tré nén nang né hon.
Khuyét danh

himng ky @e thuo t6i con ngdi trong xe day em bé 1a
‘ \ ‘ tiéng leng keng cua nudc d4 trong ly uyt-ky pha
soda va mui vi ctia nhirng trai 6-liu xanh. Me t6i la
mot ngudi phu nir xinh dep va hoat bat, nhung truéc khi
toi biét di chap chimg, cling 1a khoang mudi hai ndm sau
ngay cudi, cha toi da bo di, me tré nén suy sup va chan nan.

Lic du 16n dé biét sir dung dién thoai, c6 1an t6i da goi dién thoai cho
cha dé 14y lai tinh than bai qua so hai do chung kién canh me uéng ruou.
Cha con t6i thir nghiém voéi viée ciing nhau choi dua trong mot vai tuan
vao mdi mua hé. Trong chuyén di choi dang nhé no, cha ti da bo ra rat
nhiéu tién c thang cudc trong mot tro choi dé gianh lay phan thuong 1a
mot con gau tric nhdi bong that to cho t6i. Cudi cling ngudi quan tro
thay dong long va da cho chiting t6i con gau do.

Khi tdi 1én muoi, chiing t6i da tir bo nhimg nd lyc mong manh dé tao
dyng mot mébi quan hé. Cho du c6 cb gang dén dau, toi ciing khong thé
nao no6i 101 tam biét ma khong khoce sudt muét, dé lai cho ca hai chting
toi sy xtic dong nghen ngdo. T6i ty trach minh da xua duéi cha.

Khi t6i bude vao do tudi thiéu nién, me t6i két hon véi mot nguoi dan
ong nghién ruou ning - ngudi thudng xuyén sir dung nam dam mét cach
tiy tién. Ngay dy chua c6 to chire bao vé tré em hay duong diy néng
chéng nan bao lyc trong gia dinh. Chuyén xay ra giira hai vo chong thi
chang c6 ai can thiép, va vi vay con cai cling bi anh huong 1ay. Me t6i
thuong xuyén bi danh dap, c6 lan nghiém trong dén ndi phai vao bénh
vién. Téi di hoc vé va nhin thdy mot bai chién truong. Téi lau chiii may
vét mau, vit di nhirng manh v, roi 1am bai tap va di ngu.

Cha duong t6i bi giam may ngay va phai di cai ruou, sau d6 hai
nguoi da vé lai véi nhau, va ching t6i chuyén nha. Téi cho rang ching
t6i déu qua tuyét vong dé c6 thé cam nhan duoc mot diédu gi d6. Noi dau
don dugc chap nhan. Va két qua 1a chang c6 gi thay doi.

Mot dém cudi hé no, mot tran cai va khac lai nora. Tirphong minh,
toi lang nghe nhirg dau hiéu dé biét “tran” nay khoang bao nhiéu do



Richter. Tiéng ly tich vo loang xoang va tiéng la hét that thanh khién toi
phai chay xuéng phong khéach, ltc d6 cha dugng toi bat dau tién vé phia
toi. Co cai gi d6 danh xoang moét cai, va khi t6i va cha dugng nhin nhau,
toi biét toi s& 1a muc tiéu ké tiép. Toi quay nguoi, mé cia trude va chay
di. Mot chiée xe canh sat dang chay vé phia nha t6i, dén pha dang chiéu
sang va coi bao dong ht am 1. Téi chay vé huéng khac.

Lic do, chi con vai thang nita 13 toi duoe muoi bén tudi, ching toi
vira chuyén dén mét bang khéac va téi cling chang biét minh dang & dau.
T6i chua ding ky di hoc, khong ban bé, khong tién bac, chi c6 doc bo
quan 4o dang mic trén nguoi. Nhung toi biét chac mot diéu, d6 1a: toi s&
khong tiép tuc séng nhu thé nay nira. Néu nhu me t6i da chon cudc séng
ay thi d6 1a cudc doi ciia ba va ba c6 thé ciisdng nhu thé.

Khi @én mét con duong cao toc déng dic, toi thoi khong chay nira.
T6i bat dau di bo. Pi duoc vai mét, toi dén mot budng dién thoai cong
cong va trong dau toi nay ra y nghi 1a t6i nén cho ai d6 biét nhimg
chuyén da xay ra. Toi bude vao va thuc hién mot cudc goi do nguoi nghe
tra tién cho mét s6 may da 1au t6i khong goi. Khi vira nghe tiéng cha toi
“Al6”, t6i phai cd gang lim mai khong gac may. Pang trong mot tinh
trang cuc ky lo ling nén viéc nghe thay giong néi cua cha khién cho toi
xuc dong manh.

Trong may gidy, toi phal c6 chdng choi véi nhitng cam xtic ma t6i da
c6 kim nén trong nhiéu nim. Tai sao cha lai chua ciru minh ra khéi tat
ca nhirng chuyén nay?

Cha t6i hoi lang tai, nén toi phai hét 1én: “Cha, con day. Con can cha
gitip d, con khong biét phai lam gi ca”. TOi bat dau giai thich nhiing
diéu vira méi xay ra va noéi cho nhanh trude khi téi hoan toan mat binh
tinh. T6i s& khong khéc; diéu d6 da 1am cha t6i bo di mot 1an roi va toi
s& khong bao gio 1am nhu vay nira. T6i c6 thé nghe thiy tiéng tim minh
dap manh. Md&i nhip dap nhu vong vao dau toi. Hai ban tay t6i run ray
va dim mo hoi, con hai dau gbi cua t6i gan nhu sap khuyu xubng. Toi
tho gap va cam thiy budn non.

Tét ca nhitng gi t6i mudn nghe 1a: “Pugc réi, moi viée s& 6n thoi con
a”. Nhung tir ddu day bén kia, cha t6i no6i: “Theresa, cha khong thé gitp
con...” va @6 14 tit ca nhimg gi ma t6i da nghe thiy. T6i gic may manh
dén muc t6i nghi 14 n6 sé& bj v&, toi giat manh cira ra va bo di. T6i khong
biét minh d3 di bao xa dé c6 thé giai toa dugc tat ca cac cam xtc - hoa ra
12 phai qua nhiéu dim, va trong nhiéu nim.

Sau cting, khi da té cong, t6i biét minh can phai suy nghi. Khi ay t6i
maoi nhé ra s¢ di chang t6i quyét dinh don dén noi ay 1a vi mét nguoi



ban than ctia me t6i séng gan d6. Tén ba 4y c6 trong danh ba dién thoai
va t6i lai thue hién mot cudc dién thoai nguoi nghe tra tién khac cho ba
ay.

Sau vai ngdy va sau vai cudc dién thoai, cha toi biét t6i da tim ra
dugc mot chd ¢ va nguoi ban cua me toi thay t6i dén thuyét phuc me toi
rang t6t hon hét 13 t6i khong nén tiép tuc séng voi me t6i nira. Hoéa ra 1a
cling c6 vai diéu rang buoc lién quan dén viéce thu xép chd ¢ méi, nhung
toi cfing da dugc chuan bi dé séng trong moi hoan canh roi. Téi bat dau
nam hoc thir hai caa tru:ong trung hoc mot tuan truée 18 Ta on, t6i tim
dugc mot viée 1am va tranh xa moi rac réi.

Trong gan ba muoi nim, t6i bo lai phan doi d6 sau lung minh va hau
nhu khong lién lac véi ai trong gia dinh. Cho dén mot hom no, dién
thoai reo. C6 nguoi da lan ra t6i thong qua mot nguoi ban cil cua toi —
nguoi ban nay biét noi toi lam viéc. Cha to6i dang hap héi.

Tu do, toi c¢b gang danh nhiéu thoi gian hon dé ¢ bén canh cha minh.
Mot budi chiéu no, chiing t6i ngoi lang yén trong cin phong khach nho
cia ngdi nha lién ké, noi cha téi da sinh ra va 16n 1én, t6i néi véi cha
rang toi rat héi tiéc vi quing thoi gian ma chting t6i da danh mat. Téi
cling noéi rang trong cudc doi toi, co rat it viéc tdi mudn thay doi, ngay
ca nhimg diéu té hai nhat da 1am tan nat tAm hon va trai tim toi.

Nhin vao d6i mit cha, t6i c6 thé thiy dugc rat nhiéu ndi niém héi
tiéc, nhiéu hon nhimg gi chiing t6i c6 du thoi gian dé bu dap lai, va nay
cha t6i cling khong c6 ste dé 1am diéu d6. Chting t6i ngéi lang im va dé
cho khoanh khic 4y trdi qua.

Nam nghi duoc moét lic, cha dua tay nam lay tay toi, dung ca hai ban
tay giit liy tay t6i, r6i 6ng nhim mat lai. Ong bat dau néi khé: “Con 1a
dwra con gai bé bong cua cha, va cha da khéng gitup dugc gi cho con. Cha
biét 12 khi 4y moi viéc dang dién ra rat t6i té véi con, nhung ma vao ngay
ay thi tré con phai séng véi me ”. Ong mo mit ra va tho that sau trude
khi noéi tiép.

“Nhung hay xem con da lam dugc nhirng gi nay. Con da ty cham séc
ban than minh. Con da c6 duoc trong doi minh nhiing con nguoi yéu
thuong con va diim boc cho con.” Nuéc mit chay xudéng ma cia cha toi
va 1an vao d4m rau cim lom chém cua 6ng.

“Dém hom ay khi con goi dién cho cha, cha cam thay vo ciing bét luc.
Mudn dén véi con khi 4y phai bay hang may gio déng hd, va cha da
khéng gitp dugc cho con. Cha dang dinh ¢6 gitip con giit binh tinh va
nghi xem con phai 1am gi cho dén khi cha kip dén d9, thé nhung...”



T6i khong biét cha toi con n6i thém nhitng gi. Dot nhién t6i tro lai 1a
mot ¢6 gai bé nho dang so hai, c6 to ra that can dam trong mot buong
dién thoai cong cong va nghe cha to6i noéi: “... Cha khéng thé giap con...”.

NG&i dau budn tran ngap tAm hon t6i khi t6i nhan ra rang hanh dong
voi vang gac may cua toi khi xwa da day cha t6i va toi vao su xa cach ca
mot doi.

Toi vii mat vao long cha va khoc nhu dira bé con ma cha da roi bo
nhiéu nim vé truée. Cha vudt téc toi va vo nhe 1én lung toi. Cha to6i tro
lai la cha cua ngay xua, va t6i lai la dira con gai bé bong ngay nao cua
cha. T6i khong thé noéi dugc 14 hai cha con chiing t6i @3 ¢ bén nhau nhu
thé trong bao l1au, nhung t6i ¢4 cam gidc nhu khoang thoi gian 4y dai
bang ca cudc doi — hay chi it cling bang ca mot thoi tho 4u d3 qua cua
toi.

Vai tuan sau d6, cha t6i mat. Nhung trong khoang thoi gian hai cha
con chiing t6i & bén nhau, chting t6i chang bao gid cam thay khé khin
khi néi v4i nhau nhirng 161 ma 1€ ra da lam cho cudc doi chung toi khac
di tir nhiéu nam vé trude: “Con yéu cha”, “Con tha 18i cho cha” hay nhu
“Moi viéc rdi s& 6n thoi ma”.

Theresa Peluso



Most of the shadows of life
are caused by standing in our own sunshine.
Ralph Waldo Emerson

sat down at my computer dreading this first
?, assignment and not yet knowing it was a critical
%.1. = step in my recovery. “My recovery.” This was still a
- new concept to me with just over a week in treatment
for drug and alcohol addiction. My assignment was to
write a letter to someone important in my life about my addiction and
to commit myself to recovery.

I knew instantly that I had to write the letter to my parents. For
years I watched their confusion at the chaos in my life. Somehow I had
been able to hide my drug habit so all they saw were the consequences.
But now, the cat was out of the bag. They were at a loss to understand
why, of their seven children, only I had invited drugs and alcohol into
my life. The other members of my family led normal, happy, successful
lives - lives I envied but could not seem to emulate. At the many family
gatherings I felt like an outsider, living a lie, dreading the day anyone
discovered my awful secret. I was the last to arrive and the first to
leave, anxious to be alone with my pipe.

In this assignment I would meet my worst fear head-on. Finally my
parents would know the awful truth about their worthless daughter.
Before I could begin I actually prayed. For years I believed God would
have nothing to do with me. Now in my deepest heartbreak I asked for
his strength and love. Then I wrote the letter. Of course after writing it
I had to give it to them.

Little did I know that on the day I chose to share my letter, my
mother had prayed for me again. She gave me up to God, told God I
was in his hands. Her concerns for me and for my little boy were killing
her. She just could not worry about me another day.

I drove up to their lovely home. I walked in the front door and
found my parents in the cozy family room with my sister Deidre. I
asked them all to sit down. Then I took out my letter and read it to
them.



June 1997
Dear Mom and Dad,

Hi, it’s me your long-lost daughter. God, I have missed you these
past fifteen years - you and Wendy, Deidre, Shari, Dean, Randy and
Daren.

I suppose the best way to break this to you would be to sit quietly
while I let you read the contents of this first assignmentand then
watch your hearts break while mine disintegrates with more guilt
and shame.

You did everything right. You have six wonderful kids to prove it
and yet I am such a loser. I have often wished you would discover
that I was not your child after all. That would at least explain my
worthlessness.

It is 3:21 in the morning and I am sober - for eight days now. And
I am determined to finish this letter as part of my first assignment
and part of a series of steps toward my recovery. I dread telling you
about me but I know it will answer so many questions for you. You
always say how much you miss me. I could not figure out just what,
exactly, you missed. Of your seven children, I let you down the most.
“You have so much potential.” Mom, you have said that more times
than I can remember. I hope you are right.

I am so tired of being alienated from you all. I miss you so-so-so
much. I feel as though my happiness stopped in 1977when Dad held
me so tight in my little dormitory room at my university. I'll never
forget the look of love and regret in your eyes, Dad, the day you left
me there. And I'll never forget my own grief, how I cried at watching
you leave.

I am sorry for the pain my choices have caused you. I am sorry for
the agony my revelations will cause you now. You have always been
there for me, when I asked and even when I couldn’t. You have loved
me unconditionally and that is what makes hurting you now so hard.
My only prayer is that in this hurt, true healing will finally begin.

I do so want to please you again. I so much want to be part of my
family again. I do not want to be an addict - on drugs -anymore, ever
again. But I am so afraid of failing. You know I never tried much
anymore because that way I could not fail. But this is my greatest
challenge. And if I fail the only answer for me is death. So I have to
succeed. I will always be an



addict in recovery and I wonder, can you live with that label? Is
this just too much?

I need to know you still love me. But I am so afraid. I suppose I am
afraid of losing you. But I lost you long ago in my addiction. So
maybe, I really have nothing left to lose by sharing this with you. I
will do this, Mom and Dad, for my son. Yes, a drug addict has raised
him - until now. And I will do this for you, and I will do this for me, in
the hope that indeed I am worth it.

I love you more than life, far more than life. I even love you more
than death. And, that is something because I have longed for death
for so long. Yes. I love you more than death and I want “My
Recovery” more than death. And it means I have a chance. If I can
just know you are there my recovery is only a matter of time, work,
God and me.

Pray for me. And pray for all that potential. I am gonna need it.
I'll keep you posted.

All my love,
Tracey

My parents moved closer and closer to me. Deidre got up and held
me. At the end we were all holding each other, crying and hurting. But
through the tears we all tasted hope and I knew without a doubt that I
would have all the love and support from my parents and my brothers
and sisters. I had been so afraid of their judgment and rejection.

Imagine my surprise the following Saturday when my entire family
- my parents, brothers, sisters, their spouses and children and my son -
showed up at my treatment center in a massive show of support and
love.

That was nearly seven years ago. The love and encouragement has
never wavered. Today I am fully enmeshed in my family. I belong. I
have a wonderful job working for Health and Social Services. I am the
Chair of RAFT (Recovering Advocates for Treatment), an organization
that speaks out about the importance of treatment for drug and alcohol
addiction. I am active in my church and community.

My relationship with my fourteen-year-old son is incredible. He is a
4.0 student, wise, centered and compassionate. I am there to guide
him, to love him and to be a light in his world.

So, once again my mom was right... I do have potential. And every



day in my recovery, I live with it.

Tracey W. Lee-Coen



Bure thu

Hau hét béng téi cua cude song
déu xuat phat tiranh hao quang
cua chinh chiing ta.

Ralph Waldo Emerson

0i ngo6i xudng trude may vi tinh, cam thay lo so vé

?Y Tnhiém vu dau tién ctia minh va van chua biét ring
n6 la mot bude ngoat trong qua trinh héi phuc stec

- khoe cua toi. Qua trinh hoi phuc sirc khoe cua ban

than”. Chi méi sau hon mot tuan chira tri chimg nghién

ruou va ma tiy thi véi téi day van con 1a mot khai niém méi meé. Nhiém

vu cua toi 1a viét mot buc thu cho ai dé quan trong trong cudc doi minh
dé ké vé su nghién ngap cua ban than, dong thoi ty cam két s& binh phuc

tro lai.

Ngay lap tuc t6i biét minh phai viét thu cho b6 me. Nhiéu nim qua,
t6i da nhin thay su hoang mang cia b6 me truée nhitng x4o tron trong
cudc sdng cua t6i. Chang hiéu bang ciach ndo ma toi da che gidu duoc
théi quen hut x4ch cia minh, nén tat ca nhiing gi bé me t6i biét dugc
chi 12 nhimg hau qua tir thdi quen d6 cua t6i. Nhung gio thi chuyén ay
da 16. B6 me t6i khong hiéu tai sao trong tat ca bay daa con thi lai c6 toi
bi vuéng vao rugu va ma tay. Nhirng thanh vién khac trong gia dinh t6i
déu c6 cudc séng binh thuong, hanh phtic va thanh céng - mot cude
séng ma t6i khat khao nhung c6 vé nhu t6i khong thé phan dau dé dat
dugc. Trong nhiéu cudc hop mit gia dinh, t6i cam gidc nhu minh 14
ngudi ngoai cude, tu lira ddi chinh minh va cir lo so cai ngdy sé c6 ai d6
kham pha ra bi mét kinh tém cua t6i. Nhitng lan do, t6i ludn 12 nguoi
xuat hién sau cung va la nguoi dung day dau tién, long n6n néng duoc &
mot minh véi cai 6ng diéu.

Thuc hién nhiém vu ndy, t6i sé phai déi mat véi ndi so hii 16n nhat
ctia minh. Sau cung thi b6 me t6i sé biét dugc sy that kinh hoang vé dua
con gai v dung cua ho. Trude khi c6 thé bat dau viét thu, to6i da cau
nguyén that sy. Suét nhiéu nam, t6i da tin rang Chia chang thé gitp
dugc gi cho t61. Con béy gio, ¢ noi sdu tham nhét trong con tim tan nat
cua toi, toi cau xin sitc manh va tinh yéu thuong cua Ngu’m Sau do6 t6i
bat dau viét thu. Di nhién sau khi viét, t6i phai giri n6 cho b6 me.

T6i khong biét rang vao cai ngay toi chon dé chia sé buc thu cua



minh, me t6i da cau nguyén cho t6i thém mot lan nira. Ba tuyét vong
pho thac s6 phan cua t6i cho Chiia, ba con cau nguyén voi Chida rang toi
dang ¢ trong tay Nguoi. Nhitng ndi lo lang ma me danh cho téi va dua
con trai bé bong cua t6i dang giét dan ba. Ba khong thé chiu néi sy lo
lang vé t6i thém mot gidy phat ndo nira.

Tbi 14i xe dén ngdi nha than thuong cua bé me. Toi bude dén trude
cira va thay b6 me ciing chi Deidre dang ¢ trong cin phong sinh hoat gia
dinh. T6i néi moi ngudi hay ngoi xudng. Sau do t6i lay bire thu cia minh
ra va doc cho moi nguoi cung nghe.

Thang 6 nam 1997
Bé me than yéu,

Chdo bé me, con day a - dira con gai lam lac tir lGu cia bé me day a.
Lay Chtia, con da danh mat moi nguoi trong gia dinh minh suot muoti
l[am nam qua - bo me, Wendy, Deidre, Shari, Dean, Randy va Daren.

Con cho rang cach tét nhat dé tiét 1o dieu nay véi bé me la con hay
cir ngot yén lang dé bé me doc néi dung bai tap dau tién nay cua con,
va roi sau dé con sé phdi chimg kién néi dau khé ciia bé me, trong khi
trdi tim con ciing tan ndt vi mdc cam téi léi va hé then.

Moi viée bo me lam déu diing cd. SGu dira con tuyét voi ciia bé me
da néi lén diéu dé, dy vday ma con lai la mét ké téi do thé nay day. Con
van thuong mong sao mét ngay nao dé bé me sé phat hién ra rang con
chdang phadi la con cia bé me. It ra thi diéu dé cting ly gidi cho sir vO
dung cua con.

Bay giola 3 gw' 21 phut sang va liic nay con dang hoan toan tinh
tao — suot tdm ngay nay roi day a. Con quyet tam hoan thanh biic thu
nay, xem nhu dé la mét phan nhiém vu dau tién cia con va la mét
phan cia chudi dai cdc burée cho qua trinh héi phuc sire khée cua con.
Con s¢ phdi né6i vé ban than minh, nhung con biét diéu dé sé gidi dap
dwoc rat nhieu thdac mdc ciia bé me. Bé me luén néi bé me nhé con biét
chirng nao. Con khong thé hinh dung ra diwgc chinh xac la bo me da
nhé dén mét dira con nhur thé nao niza. Trong bay anh chi em con thi
con la dira lam bé me thdt vong nhdt. “Con c¢é rdt nhiéu trién vong”.
Me, me da néi diéu dé nhiéu lan dén murc con khongthé nhé hét duoc.
Con hy vong me noéi ding.

Con qud mét méi vi phdi séng xa cach véi moi ngueoi trong gia dinh
ta. Con nhé bé me rat — rat — rat nhiéu. Con cam thdy nhw niém hanh
phiic cia minh déa ngirng han vao ndm 1977 khi bé 6m con thdt chdt
trong can phong ky tic xa nho bé cua con tai truong dai hoc. Con sé



khong bao gw’ quen cat nhin yéu thuong nhung sau muén trong doi
mat ciia bo vao cdi ngay bé dé con ¢ lai d6. Va con cling sé khong bao
gio quén néi dau khé cia chinh minh, con dakhéc nhiéu biét chirng nao
khi nhin bé quay lung buée di.

Con xin 161 vi nhitng chon lwa cia con da gay dau buén cho bo me.
Con xin 161 vi nhitng diéu con vira tiét I6 sé khién bé me khé dau. Bé me
dd luén ¢ bén con, khi con yéu cau va ngay cd khi con khong thé thot
lén dieu d6. Bé me da yéu thuong con vé diéu kién va gio day chinh
diéu do da khién bo me dau long biét bao. Lot nguyén cau duy nhat
cua con la ngay trong chinh néi dau nay, sw cizu chita thuc sw rot cude
cting sé bat dau.

Con rdt muon lai lam vui long bé me. Con rdt muén lai la mét phan
cua gia dinh ta. Con khéng muon la mét ké nghién ma tiy nita, khéng
bao gio. Nhung con lai so: minh khéng lam dwoc. Bome biét khong, con
chira bao gio thuce sir co gang cd, vi néu nhu thé thi con da khéng thdt
bai. Nhung lan nay lai la thach thire I6n nhdt déi véi con. Va néu con
thdt bai thi két cuc duy nhdat danh cho con chinh la cai chét. Vi thé con
phdi thanh céng. Con sé luén mang tiéng la mét ké nghién, va con tw
héi gia dinh ta cé thé séng véi tén goi d6 khéng? Piéu nay cé qud sirc
chiu dung khong?

Con muoén biét rang bé me van yéu thuwong con. Nhung con rdt so.
Con so rang con da mdt bé me. Nhung con nghi lic con bat dau nghién
thi con da mdt bo me réi. Vi thé, c6 lé con thdt sy khéng con gi dé mat
khi chia sé diéu nay véi bo me. Con sé lam diéu nay, bé me a, vi con
trai ciia con. Vang, mét ké nghién ma tily da nuéi nang thang bé cho
dén tgn hom nay. Va con sé lam diéu nay vi bo me, va con sé lam diéu
nay vi ban than con, véi hy vong rang con thuce sw xing dang véi diéu
do.

Con yéu bé me hon cd cugc song nay, hon rdt nhiéu. Tham chi con
yéu bo me hon cd cdi chét. Con néi vdy la vi tir lau, con da rat mong
muon diwgc chét. Vang, con yéu bé me hon cd cdi chét va con muén
duwoc hot phuc hon la dén véi cdi chét. Piéu do ciing c6 nghia la con con
c6 mét co héi. Néu con biét rang bé me luén ¢ bén con thi qud trinh
héiphuc cua con chi con la vdn dé cua thot gian, né lwc cua con, Chila
va ban than con ma thoi.

Hay cau nguyén cho con. Va hay cau nguyén cho tdt cd nhwng diéu
cé thé xay ra. Con sé phdi can dén né. Con sé lién lac déu dan véi bo
me.

Con yéu bo me,



Tracey

B6 me tién dén that gan t6i. Chi Deidre dung day va 6m cham lay toi.
Sau ciing tat ca ching t6i déu 6m lay nhau va khoc nac trong dau dén.
Nhung trong nhiing giot nudc mat ay, chiing tdi déu cam nhan duoc
niém hy vong trao dang, va toi biét chic rang t6i s¢ nhan duogc tinh yéu
thuong va sy dong vién tir bé me ciing nhu tir anh chi em cua minh. Vay
ma toi da rat so gia dinh chi trich va khuée tir minh.

Hay tuong tuong xem toi da ngac nhién biét chimg nao vao ngay thu
Bay sau d06, khi tat ca gia dinh t6i — b me, anh chi em cua t6i, vo chong
va c4c con cia ho cliing con trai toi — d3 dén trung tAm noi t6i diéu tri dé
bay t6 suung ho va tinh thuong yéu cua ho danh cho t6i.

Chuyén d6 xay ra da gan bay nim vé truée. Tinh yéu thuong ciing
nhu sy khich 1¢ khong bao gio chin buée. Gid day t6i hoan toan gin b
v6i gia dinh minh. T6i thudc vé gia dinh. T6i c6 mot cong viée tuyét voi
-1am viéc cho Té6 chic Cac Dich vu Y té va Xa hoi. T6i con 1a chu tich
ciia To chirc RAFT (Recovering Advocates for Treatment: T6 chic Ung
ho Cai nghién) - mét to chire dé cao tam quan trong cua viée diéu tri cho
nhiing truong hop nghién ruou va ma tty. Toi cling rat ning no trong
cac hoat dong ¢ nha tho ciing nhu tai noi t6i sinh séng.

Tinh cam giita t6i va dra con trai muoi bon tudi cua t6i tot dep dén
khong ngo. Thang bé 14 mot hoc sinh xuét sac, thong minh, diém tinh
va séng rat tinh cam. Tdi lu6n ¢ bén canh dé hu:orng dan thang bé, dé yéu
thuong né va 1aanh sang trong thé gisi cua né.

Thé 1a mot 1an nira me t6i lai n6i dang... T6i thuc su rat c6 tiém ning.
Va mdi ngay trong sy hdi phuc caa tdi, t6i séng véi tiém ning cia minh.

Tracey W. Lee-Coen



More people would learn from
their mistakes if they weren’t
so busy denying them.
Anonymous

t was an ordinary Saturday at Fenway Park in Boston.

The streets were exploding with hoots and hollers. A

closer look, however, revealed that no one was
, engaged in conversation. Men and women alike kept

m their eyes either on the ground before them, or focused
' straight ahead. Then I saw him. An elderly man was

sitting alone on a stoop. Curious, I wandered over for a better look. A
shiver traveled the length of my spine. Unfortunately, the temperature
was not the cause of the horrible sensation.

Amidst a flowing river of Nikes and Timberland boots, the nameless
man wore shoes that had worn through long ago. Dressed in
threadbare rags, he held a silver coffee can in one trembling hand and
his sign in the other. It read: Hungry Korean War Vet. As if already
dead, the man’s yellowed eyes, sunken deep in his head, belied years of
alcoholism and a gray tinge painted his somber face. I was reminded of
my own sacrifices made for my country in Operation Desert Storm. At
that time, I thought that my stomach might actually kick up the two
hot dogs I’d just devoured.

People circumvented the man as if he were a leper. Not one person
stopped to help. Obviously, it was easier to assume the man was a con
artist than to find the truth in his tormented eyes. I somewhat
understood. There were still many truths people did not want to know.
In this case, that truth only defined a cold and uncaring society.

Other passers-by went above and beyond apathy. They were mean
enough to leave behind an insult, or a laugh to stab the poor man’s
heart. The vet was too old and weary to strike back at the masses. Each
time a harsh word was offered him, his eyes closed briefly and then
opened again as if he’d completely absorbed the cruelty.

Fifteen endless minutes elapsed and although the coffee can
remained empty, I witnessed a fellow human being suffer too much



embarrassment and humiliation. Whatever dignity remained was
greedily and brutally stripped away by those who, somewhere along
the line, were hardened and left blind.

Suddenly, another unfortunate soul captured my attention. It was
another elderly gentleman; this one, confined to a wheelchair. The
man slowly approached a curbstone, and then worked his chair back
and forth in an attempt to clear the lip. It was no use. Determination
and effort were quickly replaced by frustration and mumbled curses.
Through it all, hundreds of patriotic baseball fans herded around him
and proceeded on to their different ways. I stood paralyzed with shock.

As the numbness wore off, I took two steps to assist, but was one
step too late. The homeless man placed his sign and empty cup on his
stoop and went to help another who needed help more. My eyes filled.
There was still some good left in the world. Strangely enough, it always
seemed to come from those who were in desperate need of what they
themselves gave so selflessly. The two shared a genuine smile, which
apparently only those in need could understand. The pauper returned
to his stoop between the judgmental gaze of a million cruel eyes. I
stood amazed. The same chill returned down my spine.

After placing a crisp twenty-dollar bill in the beggar’s can, I received
a nod for my generosity, and then a tap on the shoulder. My brother
Randy’s raised eyelids told me that he didn’t approve.

During the lengthy ride home, I explained the tragic scene and the
topic led to some unusually deep discussion.

We traveled a good distance in silence. I decided that as long as my
own intentions of helping were pure, then I didn’t see any risk of injury
to anyone. The odds seemed better. Besides, it was one of society’s
problems that more people should be taking personally. With
thousands being swallowed up by substance abuse, alcoholism,
unemployment and homelessness each day, it could have easily been
anyone sitting on that same lonely stoop. Then, placing myself in that
man’s shoes, 1 only hoped that someone would be kind enough to take
a chance on me rather than the state’s lottery.

Reaching Fall River, Randy broke the silence with a very innocent
question. Though he expected no answer, Randy asked, “Steve, don’t
you ever wonder why God has given so much to so few, and so little to
so many?”

Surprised that my brother’s thoughts mirrored my own, I smiled.
The answer seemed so easy, so obvious. To Randy’s surprise, 1



responded sincerely, “I think that God has given enough. The problem
is that people have forgotten how to share his generous gifts!”

Needless to say, the rest of the journey was driven in silence, the
Boston Red Sox continued to lose and somewhere on a very cold stoop
a needy man sat alone.

Steven Manchester



Nguol ngol mot minh
Nhiéu nguot sé hoc héi duoc
tir nhimg sai lam cua ho néu
ho khong phu nhdn chiing.
Khuyét danh

6 la mot ngay tha Bay binh thuong tai cong vién
D Fenway ¢ Boston. Cac con duong nhu dang vo

tung 1én véi nhitng tiéng coi xe va tiéng la hét. Tuy
vdy, néu nhin gan hon, chting ta sé& thy rang chang ai tro
chuyén véi ai. Pan 6ng ciing nhu phu nit déu dan mit
Xuéng duong hoac nhin thang phia trudc. Thé roi t6i thay
ong ay Mot nguoi dan ong l6n tudi dang ngoi mot minh trén bac thém.
To mo, t61 tién dén gan @é nhin rd hon. Mot cam giac rung minh chay
doc séng lung t6i. Rui thay, nhiét d6 khong phai 1a nguyén nhan cua cai
cam giac kinh khung ay.

Gitra bat ngan cac loai giay hiéu nhu Nikes va Timberland, nguoi
dan 6ng xau xi @6 van mang ddi giay da cfi son tir rat 1au. Trong bo @6
cli ky xo ca vai, mot tay dng run run cam chiée hop dung ca phé mau
trang bac, tay kia cAam mot tim bang. Trén tim bang ghi dong chir: Cuyu
Chién Binh Chién Tranh Han Quéc P6i Kho. Tréng canhu nguoi chét
roi, d6i mat vang khé sdu hoim cua 6ng iy khién nguoi ta dé 1am tuong
ong 1a mot ké nghién ruou 14u ndm, va trén khuén mat u sau coa éng la
mot mau xam nhat. T6i nhd lai sy hy sinh cia ban than minh cho dét
nuée trong Chién dich Bio Sa mac. Ngay lic d6, t6i @4 nghi cai bao tu
cua minh thyc sy da soi sung suc 1én vi hai cai baAnh mi kep xtc xich ma
t6i vira #n ngau nghién.

Nguoi ta di vong qua 6ng ay cir nhu thé 6ng 1a mot nguoi bi bénh
phong cui. Khong mot ai dirng lai dé gitip d6. Hién nhién, nguoi ta dé
cho rang nguoi dan 6ng do 1a mot ke lira b1p cha khong can tim hiéu sy
that trong do6i mat kho s cia 6ng. T6i cling hiéu dugce phan nao diéu
d6. Van con nhiéu sy that ma nguoi ta chang muén biét. Trong truong
hop nay, su that d6 chi cho thay rd mot xa hoi lanh lung va dung dung.

Nhing ngudi qua dudng khac cu xir con té hon ca sy tho o. Ho xau
tinh dén muc da ném lai dang sau mot 11 xtce pham, hodc mot tiéng
cuoi ché nhao dé 1am dau nhoéi trai tim nguoi dan 6ng to6i nghiép. Nguoi
cyu chién binh d3a qua gia va mét moéi dé phan tng lai nhimg diéu do.



Mbi khi nguoi ta noi vai ong mot tir khé nghe, thi mat cia 6ng 4y nham
lai trong choc 14t roi lai mé ra, nhu thé 6ng @3 hoan toan tiép nhan sy
tan nhan ay.

Mudi 1am phut dai vo tan troi qua, va mic du cai hop ca phé van
tréng rong nhung t6i da phai chimg kién canh nguoi anh em ctia minh
dang phai chiu dung qua nhiéu ndi ho then va tii nhuc. Bat cir pham gia
nao con sot lai cling bi tude di mot cach tham lam va tan nhan boi
nhiing con nguoi ma vao mot thoi diém nio dé trén duong doi, ho da bi
lam cho nhan tAm va mu loa.

Bdng nhién mot con ngudi bat hanh khac thu hut sy chd ¥ caa toi.
P4 1a mot nguoi dan dng 16n tudi khic; ngudi ndy phai ngdi xe lin. Ong
ay cham cham tién dén chd tang d4 1at 1é duong va sau d6 day xe lui lui
toi t6i nham cb gang 1am vanh banh xe quay déu. Nhung chang ich gi.
Su quyét tAm ciing nhu nhitng nd lyc nhanh choéng bi thay thé boi su
tuyét vong va nhitng cau chui rua 1am bam. Trong khi d6, hang trim
ngudi hAm mo béng chay ai qudc dang tda ra xung quanh dng 4y, va ho
tiép tuc di vé nhitng huéng khac nhau. Téi dimg do nguoi ra vi bang
hoang.

Khi da het sttng so, toi budce téi hai budc tinh gitp 6ng ay, nhung toi
da cham mat mot bude. Nguoi dan dng vo gla cu no da dat tim bang va
chlec hop rong cia minh 1én bac thém dé di gitip mot nguoi khac dang
can su gitp d& hon. Tdi rung rung nuéc mat. Van con mot didu gido tot
dep trén thé gioi nay. La lung thay, diéu @6 duong nhu ludén xuat phat tur
nhu:ng nguoi dang rat can nhu:ng thir ma ban than ho lai sin long cho di
va khong hé tinh to4n. Hai ngu:cn cling né mot nu cudi chan thanh, diéu
ma ro rang chi nhitng ngu’orl dang gap hoan nan méi c6 thé hiéu duoc
Ké ngheo tang lai tré ve voi bac thém ctua minh gitra cai nhin day xét
do4n cua hang triéu cap mat tan nhin. Téi dung d6 trong sy kinh ngac.
Cam gic 6n lanh lac ndy lai chay doc séng lung toi.

Sau khi dat mot to hai muoi @6 méi cing vao trong chiée hop cua
nguoi dn xin, t6i nhan dugce mot cai gat dau dap lai sy hao phéng cua
minh, va sau d6 1a mot cai vd nhe 1én vai. Thiang em trai Randy cua toi
nhuéng mi mat toy khong dong tinh.

Sudt quang duong dai 14i xe vé nha, t6i da giai thich canh bi dat ay
va chu dé nay dan dén mot cudc thao luan siu sic khac thuong.

Ching t6i da di mot quing duong kh4 dai trong im ling. T6i quyét
dinh rang mién y dinh gitp d& nguoi khac cua t6i 1 chan thanh, thé thi
t6i da chang 1am ton thuong dén ai ca. Nhu thé xem ra con tét hon.
Ngoai ra, d6 con la mét thuc trang cta xa héi ma nguoi ta nén quan tam



nhiéu hon tir goc @6 c4 nhan. Mdi ngay, héng ngan nguoi dang tro
thanh nan nhan cuaa viéc sir dung chat gay nghién, chimg nghién ruou,
nan that nghlep va vo gia cu, nén bat ct ai cling c6 thé dé dang tro
thanh ké ngoi trén cai bac thém hiu quanh d6. Néu t6i 0 hoan canh cua
ngum dan ong do, toi chi hy vong nguoi ta s€ du tu té dé dat cugc niém
tin vao t6i, hon la vao to vé so6 ciia nha nudc.

Khi @én song Fall, Randy ph4 tan sy im ling bang mét cau hoi rat
ngiy ngd. Dukhong trong doi cu tra 161, nhung Randy van ct hoi:
“Steve, anh c6 bao gio ty hoi rang tai sao Chtia lai ban ting cho rat it
ngudi qua nhiéu tht, va lai ban cho rat nhiéu nguoi qué it thir khong?”.

Bat ngo khi thay suy nghi cua dra em trai phan 4nh ding suy nghi
ciia minh, t6i mim cuoi. Cau tra 16i duong nhu rat dé va rat ro rang.
Trude sy ngac nhién cua Randy, t6i tra 161 mot cach chan thanh: “Anh
nghi Chiia da ban cho con ngudi day du. Van dé 13 con nguoi da quén
mat cach nao dé chia sé¢ véi nhau nhitng mén qua hao phéng cua
Chua!”.

Ching can phai noi, ching dudng con lai cia chuyén di dién ra trong
im ling. Poi bong chay Boston Red Sox tiép tuc thua; vas dau do, trén
bac thém lanh 180, mot nguoi dan 6ng khén kho van dang ngdi mot
minh.

Steven Manchester



If I live my life according
to my own script there are no surprises.
Theresa Peluso

f there was anyone less likely to become my mentor,
?X it was Smilin’ Jack. He was a janitor who had left
%.1. i decades of drunken turmoil in his wake. Yet, by the
- time we met, Smilin’ Jack had transformed his life and
radiated with the joy of living.

Raised in the mountains of North Carolina, there was little evidence
that anything but a difficult future lay in Jack’s path. His formal
education ended in the third grade. His father and most of his relatives
worked in the local sawmill and it was assumed that he would do the
same. The only other option was working with the moon-shiners. By
the time he was a young teen, Jack had discovered the easy money of
running corn liquor. Unfortunately, he also developed a taste for that
liquid and became his own best customer. One fall evening, in a car
filled with corn squeezings, unable to escape the pursuing revenuers,
he was arrested. Sentenced to prison, he spent several years shackled
at the ankles, working on a chain gang. Not surprisingly, the days and
months of humiliation served only to increase his anger and bitterness
at the world.

On his release, determined to escape the boredom of his hometown,
he joined the merchant marines. Working aboard cargo ships, he
traveled the world. Yet, lost in a haze of whiskey, each port was much
the same as the one he’d just left -barrooms and trouble. Eventually
the alcohol abuse took its toll and, no longer fit to work, he returned to
the familiar mountains of North Carolina. He worked when and where
he could, but only long enough to buy another jug of the clear liquid
that controlled his life.

A travelling circus hired him as a maintenance mechanic and thus
began a drunken tour of small-town America. Weeks, months and
years passed in a blur and increasingly he awoke in jail cells with cuts
and bruises that he couldn’t explain. Eventually fired from the circus,
he found himself in an unfamiliar small town in Pennsylvania. Odd
jobs kept him in liquor for a time but as his health deteriorated, he



became incapable of even the simplest labor.

In the last, deadly stages of alcoholism he collected welfare and had
whiskey delivered to his shabby rented room. One evening Jack was
found unconscious in an alcohol-induced coma, and rushed to the
emergency room.

While in the hospital, doctors convinced him to seek treatment.
Having nowhere else to turn he accepted. That became the turning
point in his life. By the time I met Jack, it had been several years since
he had “taken any liquor.”

I had screwed up a good career in New York City. In the process, I'd
alienated everyone I knew. Overwhelmed by self-pity and depression,
for several years I hid in the bottom of a gin bottle, afraid to live but
even more terrified to die. For reasons I still don’t understand,
Providence stepped in and, after receiving much needed help, I started
the difficult task of putting my life back together. I moved to a small
town to start over. And more than a year later, my career prospects
were improving steadily. But emotionally, I was not doing well. Then I
met Jack.

I had been staring at a lobby office directory for several minutes
when a little round man in blue work clothes waddled toward me.
Grinning at my confusion, he pointed me in the right direction.

I hadn’t taken more than a few steps when, in a friendly Southern
drawl, he called after me, “and by the way, son, I can’t recall when I've
last seen a feller look as down in the mouth as you.”

Surprised at this personal observation, I turned towards him. With
an almost sad, yet sincere expression, this stranger looked me in the
eye and said softly, “Son, if nobody’s told you they loved you today... I
do.” With keys jingling, he turned and disappeared through a door into
the stairwell.

This warm, smiling janitor touched my heart and I would find
excuses to visit “his” office building. Sitting in his cluttered basement
office we made small talk. Gradually I came to recognize the priceless
experience and wisdom he was imparting to me. When we walked
along Main Street, passing cars honked greetings and shop owners
stepped out to say hello. I marveled at the magical effect this once
hopeless man had on people. “Every day is a blessing,” he would tell
me. “I should have been dead a long time ago, but for some reason the

good Lord seen fit to give me a second chance and I am to use it to help
folks.”



His philosophy for living was simple: “Live a day at a time and do
the best you can. Ask the good Lord to look after you when you wake
up; and thank him before you go to sleep.” I saw him lend money to
people, knowing he would probably not be repaid. If someone admired
something he owned, more than likely, he would make them a gift of it.

My career came together and 1 was again working on Madison
Avenue. With Jack’s support and friendship, my personal life turned
around. I met and fell in love with a remarkable woman and, a year
after we met, this beautiful lady agreed to become my wife.

On a breezy, summer afternoon I stood at the altar of a church
wearing an ill-fitting tux and a comfortable grin. Accompanied by
organ music, the love of my life, resplendent in her lace wedding gown,
slowly made her way down the center aisle.

The priest posed the question, “Who gives this woman away?” For a
fleeting moment, the altar glowed as if enveloped by a mist of pastels,
and the clean, fresh scent of approaching rain drifted through the
church. As I took my bride’s hand, we looked into the misty blue eyes
of the one whose love and guidance had made this day possible.

And my best friend, Jack, smiled at us and responded proudly, “I
do.”

George Roth
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Jack, nguoil ban tot nhat cua toi
Néu song mét cuée doi theo diung kich ban cua chinh
minh, thi sé chang cé diéu bat ngo nao hét.

Theresa Peluso

éu 6 ai d6 c6 thé tro thanh ngudi ¢ van cia toi,
Q, ‘ \ ‘ thi do s€ 1a Smilin’ Jack (Jack Vui Tuot). Ong ay
'- 12 mot nguoi gac cong da bo lai dang sau may
- chyc ndm say xin rugu che. Tuy nhién, khi ching t6i

gap nhau thi Smilin’ Jack da thay doi cudce sdng cua
minh va thé hién niém vui séng.

Lon 1én ¢ viing nti cua Bic Carolina, c6 vé nhu chang c6 gi ngoai
mot tuong lai kho khan dang cho doi Jack phia truée. Jack chi mai hoc
xong 16p ba. Cha va hau hét nhimg nguoi ho hang cua Jack 1am viée
trong mot xuong cua ¢ dia phuong, va moi nguoi déu cho rang cau sé
néi nghiép. Mot chon lya khace duy nhat do6 1a 1am viée cho nhimg nguoi
nau ruou lau. Truée khi dén tudi thiéu nién, Jack da phat hién ra cach
kiém tién dé dang bang viéc di ban ruou bap. Khong may, cau cling da
ngay cang yéu thich dbi véi tha chat 16ng ay va tré thanh khach hang
“sop” nhét cia chinh minh. M6t bubi téi mua thu, trén chiéc xe chat day
rugu bap, khong thé chay thoat khoi cdc nhan vién thué vy dang dudi
theo, Jack da bi bat. Bi két 4n tu1, dng da phai trai qua vai nam bi cim
chan, cung lam viéc v4i mot nhom tu nhan bi xich chan lai véi nhau.
Chang c6 gi ngac nhién khi nhitng ngay thang nhuc nhi dé chi lam ting
thém su tire gidn va cay ct cua Jack dbi véi cude doi.

Khi duoc phong thich, quyét tAm tir bo su té nhat noi qué nha, Jack
tham gia vao doi thuong thuyén. LAm viéc trén nhiing chuyén tau cho
hang hoéa ra nudc ngoai, Jack da cé co hoi di vong quanh thé gisi. Tuy
nhién, do dam chim trong lan swong mu cia ruou uyt-ky nén déi véi
Jack, tat ca cAc bén cang déu giéng nhau — chi c6 cAc quan ruou va céc
vu 16n x6n. Cuéi cting thi chimg nghién ruou cling bat Jack phai tra gia.
Khong con du sirc dé 1am viéce, ong phai tré vé Bac Carolina, viing doi
nii quen thude cuia minh. Ong 1am viée bét ct khi ndo va bat kyo dau,
nhung chi lam du dé mua mot binh rugu, loai chat long da khéng ché
cudc doi 6ng.

Mot doan xiée luu dong da thué 6ng 1am nhan vién bao tri co khi, va
thé 1a 6ng bat dau mot chuyén di say xin qua cac thanh phé va thi trin



nho cua nuée My. Nam thang troi qua trong nhat nhoa, roéi s6 1an 6ng
tinh day trong nha giam véi nhirng vét cat va vét bam tim ma 6ng khong
thé giai thich duoc do dau ngay cang nhiéu. Sau cing, bi sa thai khoi
doan xiéc, dng dén ¢ tai mot thi tran nho xa la cia Pennsylvania. Lam
mot s6 cong viée Lt vat cling gitp 6ng c6 tieén dé uéng ruou trong mot
thoi glan Nhung dan dan suc khoe cua ong suy giam dén murc ngay ca
nhiing viéc don gian nhat cling tré nén qua sie doi véi 6ng.

Cuébi cling, ¢ giai doan nghiém trong cta chung nghién ruou, Jack
song bang tién tro cip xa hoi va con bao ngudi ta giao ruou uyt-ky dén
tan cin phong tro t6i tan cua minh. M6t budi téi no, nguoi ta phat hién
Jack nam bat tinh trong tinh trang hén mé do ruou va da dua 6ng vao
phong cap curu.

Trong thoi gian Jack nam vién, cic béc si da thuyét phuc 6ng hay di
diéu tri. Khong con biét di vé dau, 6ng danh phai dong y. Piéu d6 da tro
thanh budce ngoit trong cude doi 6ng. Lac toi gap Jack thi 6ng da khong
hé “dung vao ruou” tir vai nim trude do.

Vé phan t6i, t6i da 1am hong mot su nghiép tét dep tai thanh phé
New York. Trong giai doan do, t6i da xa lanh tat ca nhitng nguoi toi
quen blet Long tran ngap su phlen mudn va oan trach ban than, nén
trong suot may nam troi, toi cu glau minh duoi day chai ruou gin, so hai
cudc song, nhung lai cam thay con so chét hon. Vi nhiing 1y do dén nay
t6i van chua hiéu noi, Chia da can thiép, va sau khi nhan dugc nhiéu sy
gitip dd can thiét, toi bat dau nhiém vy khé khin 13 chinh dén lai cudc
doi minh. Téi chuyén dén mot thanh phé nho dé 1am lai tir dau. Va hon
mot nim sau, trién vong nghé nghiép cua t6i da duoc cai thién vimg
vang. Nhung vé mit cam xtc, t6i khong dugc 6n cho lam.

Thé rbi toi gap Jack.

T6i da cing mat doc quyén sach chi dan tai phong khach cia mot toa
vin phong trong may phit trude khi c6 mot nguoi dan dng thap bé tron
tria mic bo d6 cong nhan di lach ba lach bach vé phia t6i. Sau khi toét
miéng cuoi vi thay sy béi réi cia toi, 6ng ta chi hudng cho ti di.

Tbi di chua duoc méay budce thi dng 4y goi voi theo bang mot giong
mién Nam kéo dai va than thién: “Ma ndy, chang trai, t6i khong nhé
ndi lan cudi cfmg t6i nhin thay nguoi c6 khuén miat budn rau nhu cau la
khi nao day”

Ngac nhién trudc sy quan sat mang tinh c4 nhan nhu thé, tdi quay
lai phia 6ng. Véi mét vé mit hoi budén ba nhung chan thanh, nguoi dan
ong to6i chua mot 1an quen biét 4y nhin vao mat t6i va nhe nhang noéi:
“Chang trai 4, néu hom nay khong c6 ai néi voi cau 1 ho yéu cau, thi toi



noéi day”. Ciing véi tiéng leng keng cua xau chia khoa, 6ng iy quay di va
mat dang sau mot canh cira din vao khu vyc cau thang.

Nguoi bao vé luon tuoi cuoi than thién nay da lam t6i xtic dong va toi
tim nhiéu ly do dé dén thim toa nha viin phong “cia ong dy”. Ngoi
trong cin phong truc 6n do cia Jack dudi tang ham, chiing toi da c6
nhiing gidy phat ngan ngui troé chuyén ciing nhau. Dan dan, t6i nhan ra
nhing trai nghiém vé gia va nhimg hiéu biét sdu sic ma Jack da truyén
cho t6i. Khi ching t6i di bo doc theo phé Main, nhiéu chiéc xe hoi da
nhan coi dé chao chiing t6i va cac chu cira hiéu ciing bude ra chao hoi.
Toi ngac nhién trude stc dnh huong ky diéu ma ngum dan 6ng mot thoi
hét hy vong nay dang tao duoc d6i véi moi ngudi xung quanh. Ong ay
bao t6i: “Mdi ngdy qua 1a mot hong an. Lé ra toi da chét tir 1au roi,
nhung vi mét Iy do ndo do, Chda nhan tir da quyét dinh cho t6i mot co
hoi tht hai, va t6i mong méi dung n6 dé gitp dd moi nguoi”.

Triét 1y song cua 6ng ay rat don gian: “Hay sng tron ven mdi ngay
va 1am moi viéc that tét trong kha ning cua minh. Khi thire gide, hay xin
Chua nhan tir d6i theo ban, va trude khi ngu, hay cAm on Nguoi”. Toi
con thay dng cho nguoi khac muon tién, du biét rang c6 thé ho sé khong
tra. Néu ai d6 yéu thich mét moén db cua 6ng, thi hau nhu ldc ndo ciing
thé, 6ng 4y sé tang n6 cho ho.

Cong viéc cua t6i tro nén thuan loi, va to6i trd lai lam viéc trén Dai 16
Madison. Véi tinh bang hiru va sy hd tro cia Jack, doi sdng c4 nhan cua
t6i cling c6 mot bude chuyén tét dep. Toi gap va yéu mot nguoi phy nir
tuyét voi, va mot nam sau ngay ching toi gap gd, nguoi phu nit xinh dep
ay da dong y tré thanh vo cua toi.

Vao mot budi chiéu hé gi6 hiu hiu thoéi, t6i dung trudc bé tho trong
nha tho, mic trén ngudi mot bo 1€ phuc bo sat va miéng no nu cuoi that
thoa nguyén. Giira diéu nhac cua tiéng dan organ, tinh yéu cua doi toi -
16ng 13y trong bo vay cuéi ding-ten, tir tir bude xudng 16i di chinh.

Vi linh muc hoi to: “Ai s& trao tay c6 dau cho chi ré?”. Trong tich
tac, bé tho bung sang nhu dugce bao phu trong mét man swong mau
phan nhat, va mui huong trong lanh, méat diju cta con mua dang dén
gan bay thoang qua nha tho. Khi toi cam lay ban tay ¢6 dau, ching toi
nhin vao doi mat xanh won uét cia mét ngudi ma chinh tinh yéu thuong
va su dan dat cua 6ng da giup chung t6i c6 duoc ngay nay.

Va thé 1a nguoi ban tét nhat cua t6i, Jack, @3 mim cuoi voi ching toi
va tuy hao 1én tiéng: “T6i day”.

George Roth



Do not look where you fell, but where you

slipped.
African proverb
= da was the cleaning lady at the medical center. I was
s, the new admission that morning - all 88 pounds of me
%ﬂ-sy - trying to crawl out of an alcohol-fueled breakdown.

I got tons of visitors as soon as I arrived. Apparently,
my impending crash was obvious to everyone but me.

I had lots of food to encourage me to eat and build up my strength. I
had my diary to chronicle my journey back from hell. I had my ever-
present cigarettes and lighter.

The only thing I didn’t have was my wedding band. The crises piled
up from my out-of-control drinking, and my weight crashed down
from my too-well-controlled lack of eating. Somehow the wedding
band that my husband put on my finger just six months earlier had slid
off. I remembered putting it on in the morning, but not taking it off
that night. I assumed I took the ring off to wash dishes. I checked the
kitchen and my clothes, tore the bedroom apart, then the bathroom,
the kitchen again, and even the cat’s litter box. Nothing.

With my husband on a business trip, it was the loneliest night of my
life as I sat next to the kitty litter box crying my eyes out over the loss
of my wedding band. Then I went outside and sifted through two
weeks of trash while the cold rain pelted me. It was no use.

I went back inside, dried myself off and tried to get rip-roaring
drunk on applejack. I hated applejack, which is probably why it was the
only thing left in the house to drink. I failed to even get drunk - a first!
So I kept at it for five more days, until I ended up in the medical center
where I met Ida, the cleaning lady.

“The sick ones don’t like to talk,” she told me that first morning.
“Me, I enjoy talking to people. It makes the work more interesting.”
She liked neatness in a patient. “You're neat, and you’re not so sick you
can’t talk,” she said.

As she cleaned the toilet, emptied the trash and dealt with my



overflowing ashtray, she asked why I was admitted.

“I needed rest,” I said. “And I got very upset about losing my
wedding band. I'm trying to calm down.”

“You need to talk to St. Anthony,” Ida said. “He finds things when
you ask.”

Oh, how cute,I thought, and carefully wrote our conversation into
my diary after she left, feeling very artistic for doing so.

The next day, Ida came back and said, “So did you find your ring?”
“No, Ida. It’s still lost.”
“Did you ask St. Anthony?”

Oh dear, was she serious about this Anthony stuff? “No,” I
admitted. She looked disappointed, so I explained as nicely as I could.
“I don’t know him, Ida. I can’t start out by asking someone I don’t
know for favors.”

Ida stopped wet mopping the bathroom floor to consider the issue.
“I see your point,” she said slowly. Then she brightened up. “Tell him I
sent you. St. Anthony knows me very well. And if I'm not on shift, leave
a note at the service room to tell me how it turns out. Just a little note,
‘Ida, St. Anthony helped.’ That’s so I can tell him thanks for you.”

Ida left, and the place got quiet, just me, my cigarettes and my
diary. Do I or don’t I? I couldn’t. I just couldn’t. It was hokey, it was
sentimental and it was hypocritical. I didn’t believe in that stuff.

But Ida did, and Ida was giving me advice on the only thing that
mattered to me at that moment. I had doctors giving me advice on
weight gain and Twelve Steppers giving advice on AA meetings. I
wanted none of it. I just wanted my ring back.

I didn’t know how to pray and had never heard of praying to a saint,
and didn’t know if Anthony was the one in the ads of the newspapers
or not. I was desperate. But I wasn’t going to be a hypocrite. I hated
hypocrites.

“I'll write a poem,” I decided. Technically it wasn’t a prayer, so I
wouldn’t be a hypocrite. It would still cover the bases, and it would
keep me in Ida’s good graces.

NOT a Prayer to Saint Anthony

Ida sent me to talk to you.



She knows you pretty well, she says.
It’s about my wedding ring.

Can you help me find it?

It got lost with my sanity last week.
I'm beginning to get that back.

The ring would be nice too...

The skies did not open over the medical center. The heavens did not
come down, and I heard no heavenly hosts singing. I closed my diary
and went to bed.

The next day I was released, and my husband came to collect me
and start life together anew.

While I stretched out on the living room couch, he decided to jump-
start the new life by removing the six weeks’ worth of empty beer
bottles taking up half of our two-car garage. Ten minutes later, he
walked inside with shaking hands - and my wedding ring.

“It fell out of an empty six-pack container,” he said. “I was grabbing
them four at a time and throwing them into the trunk of the car. I must
have tipped one just right because the ring landed at my feet.”

Unaccustomed as I was to small miracles, prayers, saints or dumb
luck, I knew it was going to be a different world for me from now on. I
don’t know if St. Anthony was impressed with my poetry. All I knew
was that Ida believed and lent me both her belief and her favorite saint.

I went to the phone and dialed the medical center. “Service room? I
need to leave a message for Ida. It’s important...” I didn’t know how to
pray or say thank you to God either, but I had the feeling that Ida
wouldn’t mind pitching in to help me out again.

Carol J. Bonomo



Chiéc nhan vang nho nho
Pirng nhin noi ban ngd xuéng, ma hay nhin not ban
bat dau truot.
- Ngan ngir chau Phi

a Ida la nhan vién v¢é sinh lam viéc tai trung tam y
i B té. Con t6i 1a bénh nhan vira nhap vién sang hom ay
%#ﬁ — mot co thé ning gan 40 kg dang c6 chéng choi véi
con vat va do ruou gay ra
Ngay tir khi méi nhap vién, t6i da duoc rat nhiéu nguoi dén tham.
Déi v6i moi ngudi, nguy co suy sup cua téi 1a qua ro rang, nhung duong
nhu t6i lai khong nhan thay diéu do.

Lic do, toi c6 rat nhiéu thue An gitp nhanh chéong phuc hdi sire
khoe. T6i con c6 mot quyén nhat ky ghi lai trung thuc chuyén tro vé tur
dia nguc ciia minh. Ngoai ra, trong nguoi téi ltic ndo ciing c6 thude 14 va
cai bat lra.

Vat duy nhat t6i khong c6 khi ay 1a chiéc nhan cudi cia minh. Nhimg
con khung hoang lién tiép xay dén do to6i khong thé klem soat duoc thoi
quen uong rugu. Trong luong cua toi cung glam di rat nhanh do t6i
thuong xuyén bo bira. Chang biét thé ndo ma chiéc nhan cuéi chong toi
da 16ng vao tay t6i sau thang trude da bi tuot ddu mat. T6i nho sang
hém d6 minh da deo chiéc nhin vao, va @m hom 4y t6i ciing khong ¢
thao no ra. T6i nghi la minh da thao nhan ra ldc rira bat. Toi kiém tra
nha bep, kiém tra trong quan 4o, luc tung cd phong ngt, roi nha tam,

nha bép mot 1an nira, va luc ca c4i 6 cia con meéo. Nhung chang thay dau
hét.

Vi chong t6i dang di cong tac, nén do6 1a budi tdi c6 don nhét trong
doi toi khi t6i ngdi canh cai 6 meéo va khoc suét mudt vi da danh mat
chiéc nhan cudi. Sau do, t6i chay ra ngoai trong con mua lanh dé boi
tung mé rac cua hai tuan qua ra tim. Van chang ich gi.

Tbi quay vao nha, lau kho ngudi va ¢ chude cho minh say mém
bang mot chau rugu tdo. Toi rat ghét ruou tio, ¢ 18 d6 1 Iy do tai sao
n6 12 mén rugu duy nhat con lai trong nha. Vay ma lan dau tién, t6i thay
minh khong say duoc! Thé 14 t6i ctr uéng trong nim ngay lién tuc cho
dén khi t6i dugc dua vao trung tAm y té, noi toi gip ba Ida — mot nhan
vién vé sinh.



Vao budi sang dau tién gap nhau, ba ndi véi téi: “Nhimg nguoi bénh
khong thich tro chuyén dau. Con t6i, téi lai rat thich tro chuyén véi moi
nguoi. N6 khién cong viée tré nén thid vi hon”. Ba thich sy ngin nap gon
gang ¢ bénh nhan. Ba bao: “Chau that ngin nip, va chau ciing khong
6m dén mirc khong thé tro chuyén dugc”.

Trong khi lau chiii nha v¢ sinh, don dep sot réc va do gat tan thude
da day ap cua t6i, ba hoi tai sao t6i lai phai nhap vién.
'Tbi tra 1oi: “Chau can duge nghi ngoi. Chau da rat dau kho vi danh
mat chiéc nhan cudi cia minh. Chau dang c6 tran tinh lai”.

Ba Ida néi: “Chau can phai cau nguyén voi Thanh Anthony. Ngai sé
tim thay cac do vat khi chau hoi ngai”.

O, hay that day, t6i tham nghi. Va sau khi ba 4y di khoi, t6i can than
viet lai mau doi thoai vira roi cua ching t6i vao nhat ky, va cam thay
minh rat nghé si khi lam nhu vay.

Ngay hom sau, ba Ida quay tré lai va hoi: “Thé chau da tim thay
chiéc nhan cudi chua?”.

“Da chua, ba Ida a. Van khong tim ra no.”
“Thé chau da néi v6i Thanh Anthony chua?”

Troi o, vay 1a bady nghi nghiém tic vé vu Thanh Anthony u? Toi
thua that: “Da chua”. Ba c6 vé that vong. Vi thé t6i tim c4ch giai thich
that khéo: “Nhung chau chua quen biét voi Ngai, ba Ida a. Chau khong
thé yéu cau mot ai d6 chua quen biét gitip @& minh nhu vay dugc baa”.

Ba Ida dimg lau san nha tam va suy nghi vé diéu t6i vira ndi. Roi ba
cham rai: “Ta hiéu r6i”. N6i doan ba vui vé han 1én. “Hay néi véi Ngai
rang ta gui chau dén voi Ngai. Thanh Anthony biét r6 ta ma. Va néu
khong phai ca tryc cia ta thi chau cir dé lai trong phong dich vu mot
manh gidy nho dé ta biét dién bién ciia chuyén nay nhé. Chi mot manh
gidy nho thoi, ghi 1a: ‘Ba Ida, Thanh Anthony d3 gitp chau rdi a’8. Thé
thi ta c6 thé gitip ch4u ta on Ngai”.

Ba Ida di khoi, ciin phong tro lai yén tinh, chi con tdi v6i nhiing diéu
thudc 14 cting quyén nhat ky. Lam hay khong lam day? Khong, toi
khong thé. Viée 4y that v6 van, cam tinh va dao duc gia nira. Toi dau cod
tin vao nhimg diéu nhu thé.

Nhung ba Ida thi lai tin vao nhimg diéu nhu vay, va ba da cho t6i loi
khuyén vé van dé duy nhéat quan trong déi véi toi lte d6. Céc bac si cho
t6i nhirng 1oi khuyén vé ké hoach ting can, con Hoi nhitng nguoi cai
rugu thi khuyén t6i nén du cic budi hop mit caa hoi. Téi khong thich



nhiing thir 4. Toi chi muén tim lai chiéc nhan cia minh.

T6i khong biét phai cau nguyén thé ndo, cling chwa bao gio nghe noi
dén chuyén cau nguyén véi mot vi thanh. Va t6i cling khong biét
Anthony c6 phai 12 ci tén xuat hién trong cidc muc quang c4o trén bao
khong. Toi da tuyét vong that diy, nhung t6i s¢ khong 1am mot ké dao
dire gia dau. Toi ghét nhimg ké dao dtce gia lam.

“Minh sé& viét mot bai tho”, toi quyét dinh nhu thé. Vé mat ngir nghia
thi bai tho khong phai 1 161 ciu nguyén, cho nén téi cfing sé khong phai
1a ké dao dtre gia. Nhu thé t6i sé van giir duge nhitng suy nghi ban dau
cia minh ma vin c6 thé dap lai thinh tinh caa ba Ida.

KHONG phdi la loi cau nguyén véi Thanh Anthony
Ida bao con hay thuwa chuyén voi Ngai

Ba dy néi ba biét Ngai rdt ro

Chuyén la vé chiéc nhdn cudi cia con

Ngai giup con tim ra né chir?

Tuan réi con da danh mat né

Cung vot sy tinh tao cia minh

Con dang dan gianh lai sy sGng suét

Va néu tim lai dwoc ca chiéc nhdn thi thdt tuyét voi...

Bau troi khong mo ra trén néc trung tAm y té, thién duong ciing
chang ha xuong gan toi, toi ciing khong nghe thay tiéng thién than ca
hat, thé 1a toi gap quyén nhat ky lai va di ngu.

Ngay hom sau, t6i dugc ra vién. Chong t6i dén don t6i va ching toi
cung bat dau lai mét lan nira cudc song chung.

Khi t6i nam dai trén chiéc truong ky trong phong khach thi chong
t6i quyét dinh khai dau cudce sdng méi bang cach don dep nhimng vo chai
bia duoc don tir sdu tuan trude — dong vo chai chiém mat mot nira dién
tich c4i ga-ra chira dugc hai chiéce xe hoi cua chiing t6i. Muoi phit sau,
anh 4y tré lai, d6i ban tay run run véi chiée nhin cuéi cua toi.

Chong t6i bao: “N6 roi ra tir mot thiing dyng sau chai bia. Anh dang
xach mét lan bon cai dé bo vao thung sau cua xe hoi. Chac han la anh da
1at Gp mot cai xudng, boi vi cai nhan roi ra ngay trude chan anh”.

Mic di khong quen voi nhimg diéu ky diéu nho nhé, nhimg loi cau

nguyén, thanh than hoic nhimg may man tur trén troi roi xuong, nhu’ng
t6i biét rang vai toi, tir nay thé gisi nay s& khac han. T6i khong biét co



phai Thanh Anthony c64n tuong voi bai tho cua toi hay khéng. Tat ca
nhing gi toi bict 1a ba Ida da tin tuéng vao nhimg dicu d6 va da mang
toi dén v4i niém tin cling nhu vi thanh yéu mén cua ba.

Tbi tién dén bén chiée dién thoai va goi cho trung tAm y té. “Phong
dich vu phai khong a? T6i mudn giri mot tin nhan cho ba Ida. Tin nhan
quan trong...”. T6i khong biét phai cau nguyén nhu thé nao hay phai
cam on Chtia ra sao, nhung t6i c6 cam giac ba Ida sé& sét sang gitip toi
mot lan nita.

Carol J. Bonomo



an Francisco, 1978. I had lost one of my shoes

somewhere in the city, a lens from my only pair of

glasses had been missing, and my wallet had been
stolen a long time ago.

Compared with my fears of the coming day, these discomforts were
minor. The few functioning cells in my brain struggled to focus on a
solution to my immediate dilemma, the magnitude of which I dared
not contemplate. There seemed to be none; those with whom I had
once been friendly no longer recognized me. No more rescuers! I had
been abandoned.

From my vantage point under the Harrison Street on-ramp to
Highway 101 South, I watched the cars speeding toward me, their
headlights long gleaming streaks on the wet street. Stopping briefly at
the traffic lights as though to tempt me from my lair, they then headed
southward up the ramp and over my head: crmp-crmpermp-crmp, like
a disembodied heartbeat as their tires contacted the tarred joints in the
concrete pavement.

I had lived north of the Golden Gate Bridge for the past ten years,
slowly being engulfed in the quagmire of alcoholism. My professional
life eventually became pantomimic; I was the laughing-stock of the
water-front. Disinclined to attend meetings of Alcoholics Anonymous
because I still thought I was not one of them, I reluctantly took in one
or two meetings when I realized that my drinking was out of control.

In March 1978, avoiding arrest by the county sheriff for failure to
appear in court, I fled to San Francisco where I knew I would find
friends to rescue me and perhaps help me start a new life. Refusing to
give me any alcohol, they cruelly took me to a detox on Howard Street
and asked the counselor to kindly take care of me.

I left the detox after a couple of hours and wandered the alleys off
Market Street searching for a drink. Befriended by a couple of San
Francisco’s professional homeless, I eagerly swallowed some of their
Thunderbird and followed them “home” - a collection of cardboard
boxes under the freeway.

Pulling my jacket closer about me I watched the darkest, coldest
hour of the morning arrive, and heard the rumble of traffic as the city



began to awake. A motorcycle cop shifted the focus of my nightmare.
Using his baton on the soles of my feet, he reminded me that I had no
right to any space in any part of the city.

The same counselor who had tried to persuade me to stay allowed
me back into the detox. Mickey told me that everything would be okay.
“Stick it out,” she said, “and things will get better.”

Her words of encouragement fell on deaf ears as she found me a
bed and thoughtfully removed my only valuable, a wrist watch.

Curled up as though in my mother’s womb, I came to on the second
day after numerous fitful awakenings. The atmosphere reminded me of
the familiar confines of the Marin County Jail - the hideous din of men
trying to reconcile their todays with their tomorrows. Dare I ask
someone what would happen to me now? What was required of me? Or
would I simply let authority direct me where it would?

Mickey told me that I could stay five days. “Then what?” I asked,
anticipating a response that would force me back under the Harrison
Street on-ramp. Embarrassed and shamed, but forced into a rare
moment of honesty, I told her about my homelessness and the sheriff’s
arrest warrant. My counselor wrote something on a piece of paper and
then looked up, smiling as though I had paid her a compliment.
“You'’re in the right place, Peter. Welcome! Let me see what I can do.”
In a space of five heartbeats my spirits soared. I had been granted a
reprieve, from what I knew not, but the seed of hope had been planted.
A week later Mickey placed me in a twenty-eight day program in
Redwood City, a mandatory requirement before admittance to a
halfway house. Before I left the detox, she allowed me one telephone
call to let my wife know where I was and to talk to my children.

“Hi, Dad, where are you?” A simple question, but one I didn’t know
how to answer.

“I'm in the city, sweetheart. I've a lot of things to do. I won’t be able
to see you for some time.”

“How long will that be, Dad?” I could hear her talking to her four-
year-old sister.

“It’s Dad; he’s in San Francisco. No, you can’t see him - not for
some time.”

I pictured them at home waiting for me, just as they had always
waited for me - and had always been disappointed. I started to cry. I
could hear her quick breathing as she waited for me to say something.



“Okay Dad, maybe you could write or something,” she said. I
thought I heard a flatness in her voice.

“Okay, Lovey,” I managed to say, choking back the sobs, “I'll write
soon.”

She hung up leaving me fraught with anxiety and worthless with
shame.

John and Kitty McD. managed the twenty-eight day program. I
liked them immediately, and put my entire trust in them. “Apart from
not appearing in court, what else are you hiding from us, Peter?”
John’s question caught me off guard and rekindled my fear of the law.
I thought that if I kept quiet about it, the sheriff would eventually drop
the charges.

“Nothing,” I said in a humbled voice. “Do I have to do something
about it?”

John looked pityingly at me just as the captain of my first ship had
done when I stepped on board.

“Yep!” he said with finality. “You can’t start a sober life with a
record. I'll make arrangements with the court, and we’ll go and take
care of it.”

The following week, I stood in the courtroom with a defender and
twenty or so prisoners in orange jumpsuits. I became aware of a feeling
of composure - of doing something right at last, and I knew that I was
in good hands.

“Three years’ probation, confinement to a halfway house for two
years, and weekly attendances at meetings of Alcoholics Anonymous.’

H

With those words I began a fractious honeymoon with my
newfound, sober life.

As I settled into my new life at the halfway house, my days became
more peaceful, my chronic anxiety less intrusive. The children fitted
into a part of my soul I had made especially for them. Not perfect, but
still part of me. I still yearned to be free again, but patience had
become one of the rewards of sobriety. The urge to drink no longer
plagued me. The seed had been deeply sown and it was now up to me
to keep it nourished. Could I do it or would I fail again like I had so
many times before?

It is twenty-six years ago almost to the day that I tottered into that
San Francisco detox helpless and hopeless - but all at once, no longer



homeless. It was there that I came to know the real meaning of true
love - one drunk looking after another drunk. It was there that I
learned that if I took certain simple steps, my life would improve in
ways that I could not then envisage. I visit my family in England
regularly and a loving understanding is our bond, laughter is our
antidote to past sadness. My two American daughters live close by and
we are once again a family.

These promises have become my reality.

I take note of a curious characteristic about the manner in which
sobriety makes itself manifest in my spirit. It is as though I have been
given the chance to relive part of my life again. Only in retrospect does
each year become gentler than the year before and the change is as
inconspicuous as the beating of my heart.

Peter Wright



Khoanh khic cta su tinh tao

an Francisco, nim 1978. Téi da danh mat mot
S chiéc gidy cia minh ¢ dau d6 trong thanh phd, mot
bén trong kinh cua cip kinh duy nhat cfing mat, va
chiéc vi cua téi thi bj 14y trom tir 1au.

So véi ndi lo s cua toi vé - nhilmg ngay sap tdi thi nhu:ng diéu buc doc
ké trén cling chi 1a chuyén rat nho. Mot vai té bao ndo it 6i con hoat
dong trong t6i dang tap trung giai quyét van dé tién thoai ludng nan
trude mat - @6 1a mot van dé nghiém trong ma t61 khong dam nghi dén.
Duong nhu chang con ai ca, nhimg nguoi truée day tung than thiét véi
t0i, gio khong con nhén ra t6i nira. Khong c6 ai ciru gitp! T6i da bi bo
roi.

T mot diém quan sat thuan loi bén dudi con déc dudng Harrison
cho @én dudng cao téc 101 phia Nam, t6i nhin nhiing chiéc xe dang lao
nhanh vé phia minh. Pén pha cua chiing chiéu thanh nhiing vét sang
dai trén con duong 4m uét. Dung lai mot 14t tai chét dén giao thong nhu
dé du t6i ra khoi chdan nau cia minh, nhimg chiéc xe 4y lai chay 1én déc
huéng Vé phia Nam, ngay trén dau t6i, Am thanh brumbrum-brum-
brum glong nhu tiéng nhip tim dap ky quéi mdi khi 16p xe tiép xtic véi
nhimg mdi néi nhya trén con duong bé tong.

Mudi nim qua, t6i séng ¢ phia bac cau Golden Gate va tir tir bi nhan
chim trong viing lay ctua chiung nghién ruou. Cudc song vén dang hoang
ca toi rot cudc lai tro thanh mot vé kich cAm, con téi 1a tro cuoi cua
khu cang nay. To6i khong thich tham ducac cude hop cia Hoi nhiing
ngudi cai ruou, vi téi van nghi minh khong thudc vao sé d6. T6i chi
mién cudng du mot hay hai budi hop liic t6i nhan ra rang chimg nghién
rugu caa minh da vuot khoi tim kiém soat.

Vao thang ba ndm 1978, dé trén tranh sy truy bét cua vién canh sat
truong cua hat vi t6i Vang mit trong mot phién toa, toi tron dén San
Francisco, noi t6i biét minh s& tim duoc nhiing nguoi ban cothéetru
nguy cho t6i vacol€hose glup t6i bat dau mot cudc song moi. Khong dé
cho t6i tiép tuc udng ruou va cling khong chut mém 1ong, ho dua t6i dén
mot khu cai nghién nam trén duong Howard va dian nguoi quan gido
hay cham soc toi ky ludng.

Nhung chi vai gio sau do, toi roi khoi trai cai nghién va di lang thang
qua nhitng ngd hém ra duong Market dé tim ruou udng. Pugc su gitp



dd cua hai ké v6 gia cu nghéo kiét xac & San Francisco, t6i hdm héouc
mot it rugu trong chai Thunderbird cia ho va theo ho vé “nha” — mot
dong hop giay cac-tong phia dudi duong cao toc.

Kéo chit 4o khoac vao nguoi, t6i doi theo thoi khic gia lanh nhat,
den t6i nhat khi budi sang dang dan dén, va nghe Am thanh i am cia xe
¢ qua lai khi thanh phé dan chuyén minh thic gide. Mot chiée mo-td
canh sat 1am thay déi tAm diém quan sat trong con 4c mong cua toi.
Cham dui cui vao 1ong ban chan cua t6i, vién canh sat nhic nhé rang toi
khong duoc quyén luu tri tai bat cir chd nao trong thanh phé nay.

Chinh nguoi quan gido trude kia timg thuyét phuc toi ¢ lai, nay da
dong ¥ cho t6i quay tro lai trai cai nghién. Mickey noi véi toi rang moi
chuyén s&on thoi. Co néi: “Hay tiép tuc ¢b ging, roi moi thu sé tot dep
hon”.

Déi tai diée caa t6i duogc rot day nhirmg 1oi dong vién cua cd trong lac
cO ay tim cho t0i moét cai givong va than trong thao thir duy nhat c6 gia
tri trén nguoi toi ra, do la chiéc dong ho deo tay.

Sau hai ngay lién trong trang thai nhiéu lan chap chon thuec giac, toi
da tinh day trong tu thé cudn tron nhu thé dang nam trong bung me.
Bau khong khi xung quanh 1am t6i nhé dén sy giam cam quen thudc tai
nha ti hat Marin — nhirng Am thanh én o khang khiép cia nhimg con
nguoi dang cd hoa hop hién tai v6i tuong lai cia minh. Gio day, liéu toi
c6 dam hoi ai d6 rang chuyén gi sé xay ra voi téi khong? Ho mudn gi ¢
t6i? Hoac chi don gian 12 t6i cir dé toi dau hay téi d6?

Mickey bao t6i c6 thé ¢ lai nim ngdy. “Sau d6thi sao?”, toi hoi, luong
trude cau traloi séla toi phai tro lai dudi dde con duong Harrison. Ling
ting va tui then, nhung bi dén vao mot phat thanh that hiém hoi, toi
noi voi cd 4y vé tinh trang vo gia cu caa minh va vé 1énh truy bét cua
vién canh sat truong. Nguoi quan gi4o cua toi viét dicu gi @6 1én mot
manh gidy va sau d6 nguéc 1én, mim cudi nhu thé t6i da tang c6 dy mot
16i ngoi khen. “Anh dadén ddng noi rdi day, Peter. Chao mung anh! Pé
xem t6i c¢6 thé 1am duoc gi cho anh ndo.” TAm hén t6i nhu bay vt 1én
trong khodng thoi gian ndm nhip tim dap. To6i da dugc ctu giup, tir cai
gi thi t6i khong biét, nhung hat gidng cia niém hy vong da duoc wom
mam. Mot tuan sau, Mickey dua t6i vao tap mot chufong trinh kéo dai
hai muoi tAm ngay tai thanh phé Redwood, mét yéu cau bat budc trude
khi t6i duoc nhan vao trung tAm phuc hdi. Trude khi roi khoi khu cai
nghién, c6 ay cho phép t6i goi dién thoai dé bao cho vo t6i biét toi dang
& d4u va dé néi chuyén vai cac con cua toi.

“Chao bd, bd dang & dau vay?”. Mot cau hoi don gian, nhung 14 cu



hoi toi khong biét phai tra 1oi nhu thé nao.
“B0 dang ¢ thanh pho, con yéu a. B6 ¢6 nhiéu viée phai lam. B6 s&
khong thé gap con dugc trong moét thoi gian day.”

“B6 ban cong viéc bao 1au ho b?”
Roi t6i nghe thay tiéng con bé néi véi dira em gai bon tudi cia no.
~ “Labé day, bo dang ¢ San Francisco. Khéng, em khong thégip
boduge dau — khong thé gip trong mot thoi gian day.”

T6i hinh dung canh chiung dang ¢ nha doi t6i, nhu da ludn cho doi
t61 — va roi ludn that vong. T61 bat dau khoc. Roi t61 nghe tieng con bé
tho gap trong lac dang doi t6i n6i mot dieu gi do.

“Thoi bd a, c6 1& bd co6 thé viét thu hoic 1am diéu gi d6”, con bé néi.
Toi nghe thay giong con bé rat dut khoat.

Co kim nén tiéng nac, toi noi: “Puoc roi, cung a, bo s€ viét thu cho
con sém thoi”.

Con bé gic may, dé lai t6i v6i ngén ngang lo au, cam gidc vo dung va
that ho then.

John va Kitty McD. phu trach chuong trinh hai mwoi tAim ngay. To6i
cocam tinh véi hongay va dat toan bo niém tin ctia minh vao ho. “Ngoai
chuyén khong c6 mat tai phién toa, anh con giau chiing toi diéu gi khac
khong, Peter?” Cau hoi cia John khién t6i hoi dé phong dong thoi khoi
lai trong t6i cam giac so hai doi voi luat phap. Toi nghi néu minh ctr gitr
im lang thi cuoi cung canh sat trudng cting s€ bo qua nhirng loi budc toi.

“Khong”, toi noi véi giong de dat. “Toi ¢6 phai lam gi khong?”

John nhin t6i véi vé thuong hai, hét nhu vi thuyén truéng trén
chuyén tau dau tién cua t6i da nhin lac t6i bude 1én boong tau.

“Dugc rdi!”, anh ay noéi diut khoat. “Anh khong thé bat dau cuoc song
ding myc véi mot ly lich nhu thé nay. Téi sé sap xép véi toa an, va
chung ta s€ di giai quyét chuyén nay.”

Mot tuan sau d9, toi dung trong phong xir 4n cling véi mot luat su
bao chita va khoang hai muoi ti nhan trong bdao lién quan mau cam.
T6i tré nén dieém tinh hon khi sau cing minh cting lam dwoc diéu do
ding dan. To6i biét minh dang dugc nhirng nguoi t6t cham lo.

“Két 4n ba nim tu treo, hai nim quan thic tai trung tAm phuc héi va
tham dy hang tuan cudc hop cua Hoi nhitng nguoi cai rugu.”

V6i nhirng 1oi tuyén an do, t6i da bat dau mot giai doan hung khai



kh4 cam go véi cudc sdéng ding muc méi tim lai dugc cua toi.

Khi @3 6n dinh tai trung tAm phuc héi, cudc song méi cua téi tro nén
thanh than hon, va néi lo ling timg &n siu trong t6i da giam di. Bon tré
van chiém mot phan trong tAm hon t6i, noi t6i van dic biét danh cho
ching. Dau khong hoan hao, nhung van 1a mét phan trong to6i. Toi vin
luén mong méi duoc tu do tré lai, nhung tinh kién nhan da tré thanh
mot trong nhitng phan thuong t6i nhan duoc tir qué trinh tir bo ruou cua
minh. Cam gidc ham mudn duoc uéng rugu khéng con quay nhiéu toi
nira. Hat gidng da duoc gieo sau vao long dat, va bay gio nhiém vu cua
t61 12 chim s6c nd. Liéu tdi c6 1am duoc diéu d6 khong, hay t6i sé lai
that bai nhu bao lan trudc?

D3 hai muoi sdu nam ké tir ngdy téi lao dao buée vao khu cai nghién
& San Francisco, bat lyc va v6 vong — nhung cfing 1a ngay bdng nhién
toi thoi khong con v6 gia cu nita. Chinh tai noi do6 t6i da hoc dugc y
nghia cua tinh yéu thuong that sy — khi nguoi nghién ruou nay cham
s6c cho nguoi nghién ruou khac. Ciing chinh tai noi d6 to6i da hoc duogc
rang néu toi thyc hién timg bude don gian, thi cudc séng cua toi s& tot
1én theo chiéu huéng t6i khong thé ngo. Nay toi thuong xuyén dén thim
gia dinh minh & Anh, v sy dong cam yéu thuong 1a méi day lién két
gitta chiing t6i, con tiéng cuoi 14 lidu thude giai doc dbi vai ndi budn
trong qua khtr. Hai dra con gai nguoi My cua t6i sdng gan t6i va ching
toi lai la mot gia dinh.

Nhing 161 hra 4y da tré thanh hién thye.

T6i chot chty dén dic diém ky la vé mot cam giac trong d6 trang thai
khong ruou hién hién rat r trong tAm hoén t6i. Ctir nhu thé 13 t6i 6 duogc
co hoi hoi tuong lai mot phan cua cude doi minh. Chinh nho sy héi
tuong ma moi ndm cudc song lai tronén nhenhang hon nim trudc,
vasythay déi thi kin d4o nhu nhip dap cua trai tim téi vay.

Peter Wright



We don't see things as they are,
we see them as we are.
Anais Nin

oud, pulsating music filled the high school gym for
our last senior dance just days before graduation.
— The smell of perfume and hairspray mixed with
sweat and cologne as my girlfriends and I waited with
nervous anticipation for the cute boys from the soccer
team to ask us to dance.

We had practiced the latest dance steps for so many hours that we
paired off onto the dance floor like one body. As my partner spun me
around I laughed, feeling silly and losing myself in the moment. It felt
wonderful but uncomfortable at the same time.

Suddenly, above the noise of the band, my best friend’s voice
brought me back to reality. “Your father’s here!” she said urgently,
pointing to a large figure in the doorway silhouetted by the bright
lights of the corridor. The head turned back and forth, searching.

I quickly ducked down into the crowd and made my way to a dark
corner behind the stage next to the powerful speakers. My heart was
pounding from anxiety and fear, not from the beat of the drummer. If
he comes in everyone will see him - they’ll know.

I frantically rubbed my lipstick off with the back of my hand and
rushed toward the doorway where the imposing figure scanning the
crowd still stood. As I made my way through flailing arms and
stomping feet I said good-bye, not stopping to answer the questions
such as: “Why is he here so early?” “Do you have to leave now?”
“Where are you going? The dance isn’t over ’til eleven.”

“Hi, Daddy! I'm ready to go,” I said, trying to sound nonchalant and
happy to see him. I gently guided him away from the doorway and
down the corridor to avoid the inevitable humiliation I would have felt
if he had set foot on the dance floor or spoken to someone. The smell of
his breath, his slurred words and the confusion in his eyes would be a
dead giveaway - they'd know.

In September I spent the ride to college remembering the



friendships that had grown over the last four years. I always tried to
focus on the good and forget the bad. I recalled the time spent at
friends’ homes, watching mothers and fathers, sisters and brothers
laughing and eating together as a family. They could never understand
how lucky they were to have their father sitting at the dinner table
passing the potatoes, not beers to his buddies at the bar. When their
dads went to the store at eleven o’clock in the morning, they didn’t
stagger in hours later carrying sour milk.

Moving into the dorm went smoothly - no arguments, no accidents.
My mother, father and sister set up my room to be comfortable, my
new home. After an exhausting day of emptying suitcases and boxes,
my family left and I lay on the dumpy dorm mattress and looked
around the room. Roommate asleep, nice view of the moon from our
window -just like my room at home. It even had that special touch -
loud snoring accompanied by the smell of stale beer and cigarettes.

This was my fresh start, a new life.

My classes went well until I found myself sitting in a lecture hall
hearing about the latest clinical techniques for dealing with alcoholics.
I already knew how to deal with them and didn’t want to spend
another day, let alone the rest of a lifetime, dealing with those people.

There’s always an excuse, always a fight, always a scene. Pouring
their booze down the sink doesn’t help. Forget that family vacation at
the beach because promises are made to be broken. And there’s no
point in saying a word as your mother wakes you up in the middle of
the night. You don’t complain while standing on the dark street corner
in your pajamas and winter coat watching and waiting for your uncle’s
blue Chevy to come into sight. But you pray with all your heart that no
one you know will drive by and see you. You're on the run again, hiding
your secret like you hide your face from the headlights of the
approaching Chevy.

The other college freshmen talked about their reasons for enrolling
in the class. They wanted to understand the causes, the prevention, the
treatment plans for alcoholic clients. They strived to be professionals
in the substance abuse field. They wanted to learn more about AA.

Daddy, maybe you should go.

“Hey, I'd go to AA if I was an alcoholic, but you see, I'm not an
alcoholic.”

Okay, Daddy - whatever you say.



As the discussion continued, someone mentions “AlAnon” and it
caught my attention. That was a new one on me, a program for spouses
and families of alcoholics. No harm in checking it out. No one will
have to know what I left behind.

Not one face at the meeting looked familiar, but they all looked
hopeful. As I looked for a seat way in the back I began having second
thoughts. Maybe this wasn’t such a good idea; I can leave now with
my secret still intact.

Someone touched my arm. “Please join us.”

As this woman swept her arm across the room, the faces blended
into one another, looked at me and smiled. I didn’t know what to do. I
didn’t know if I belonged there. I felt their eyes searching my face,
looking for clues as to what was in my head, trying to read my mind,
uncover my secrets, my memory, the essence of who I am.

In a single moment, one of true clarity, as I tried desperately to
come up with an excuse for leaving, the woman simply said, “It’s okay -
we know.”

Patricia Holdsworth



o A ~ y ® °
Khiéu vi1 véi voi
Chuing ta khong nhin su vt
theo ban chdt cua né, chiing ta

nhin sw vt theo bdan chdt cua chiing ta.

Anais Nin

1eng nhac 16n va dén dap tran ngap khap phong tap
I the duc cua tru:ong trung hoc trong bu01 khiéu vii

cudi ciing chi vai ngdy trude budi 18 tét nghiép. Mui
dau thom va keo xit téc pha 1An mti mé hoi va nuée hoa
diu nhe trong lic t6i va cac ban nit khac phap phong cho
doi nhimg chang trai khoi ngd cua doi bong dén moi chting t6i nhay.

Ching t6i da tap luyén nhitng diéu nhay mai nhat trong nhiéu gio
dong hd, dén mirc mdi cap chdng téi ¢ trén san nhay ci khép véi nhau
nhu mét. Khi ban nhay cua t6i xoay tron nguoi t6i, to6i pha lén cuoi, cam
gidc minh that ngdc nghéch nhung dong thoi t6i cling chim dam trong
khoanh khic dy. Cting moét ldc, t6i c6 cam giac vira tuyét voi vira khong
duoc thoai mai.

Bat chot, giong néi dira ban than cua toi vang 1én 4t ca tiéng cua ban
nhac mang t6i trg vé voi thuc tai. “Bb cau kia!” C6 4y noéi véi giong khan
truong, tay chi vé phia mét than hinh cao 16n dang dimg ¢ 16i ra vao
duoc 4nh dén sang 6 ngoai hanh lang roi béng. Bé t6i quay téi quay lui
tim kiém.

T6i nhanh chéng cti dau xuéng an minh vao ddm dong va len 16i
dén goc t6i phia sau san khau, bén canh dan loa. Tim t6i dap thinh
thich vi lo ling va s¢ sét, chir khong phai vi tiéng trong. Néu bé vao thi
moi nguoi sé thay bé — ho sé biét hét.

Tbi voi vang dung tay chiii son méi va chay do dén 16i ra vao noi
than hinh cao 16n 4y vin dang ding quan sat dam dong. Lic len 16i qua
nhimg canh tay dang vung vay va nhing d6i ban chan dang dam theo
tiéng nhac, t6i chao tam biét moi ngudi ma khong hé ding lai dé tra 1o
nhitng cau hoi dai loai nhu: “Sao bé cau dén sém thé?”, “Cau phai di
ngay bay gic‘ré?”, “Cau di dau thé? Muoi mot gio buoi khiéu vii moi két
thic ma”

“Chao bé! Con sin sang dé di rdi”, téi ndi, b to ra binh than va vui
vé khi gap 6ng. To6i nhe nhang dan ong roi khoi 16i di dé xudng hanh



lang nham tranh viéc chic chan bi bé mat néu bé téi buée chan vao san

nhay hay noéi chuyén véi mot nguoi nao do6. Mui hoi thé cia 6ng, nhirng
cau ndi 1& nheé va vé 1o o trong mat 6ng sé& 1a mot tiét 16 chét nguoi — ho
sé biét.

Vao thang Chin, t6i danh khoang thoi gian mdi lan 14i xe dén truong
dé nhé lai nhirng tinh ban @i nay no trong hon bon ndm qua. Té6i lu6én
cd tap trung vao diéu tét va quén di nhing céi xau. T6i nho lai khoang
thoi gian dén choi nha chiing ban, nhin bé me anh chi em cta ban cuoi
vui va dn udng cing nhau ding nhu mot gia dinh. C6 thé ho s& khong
bao gio biét minh may min nhu thé nao khi duoc bé ngéi vao ban #n téi
va phan phat mon khoai tay cho moi nguoi trong gia dinh, chir khong
phai 14 rét bia cho nhitng ngudi ban & quan ruou. Khi b6 caa ho vao
tiém tap héa ltic muoi mot gio sdng, cac 6ng ay cling sé khong loang
choang ra vé hang gio sau d6 voi binh sita da bj chua trong tay.

Viéc don vao ky tiic x4 da dién ra tron tru — khong hé cé cii co hay
su ¢d. Me, b6 va em géi toi gitip t6i bé tri cin phong sao cho that thoai
mai, do 1a ngdi nha mai cua téi. Sau mot ngay mét nhoai vi don dep vali
va may cai hop gidy, gia dinh ra vé, con t6i nam trén tim dém va nhin
quanh can phong. Nguoi ban cung phong da ngu, va canh anh trang
xuyén qua cira so that dep — gidng hét nhu ciin phong caa t6i ¢ nha. Cin
phong & nha t6i tham chi con c6 chi tiét dic biét nay — tiéng ngay lon
kém v6i mui bia bi chua va mui thuée 14 méc.

Pay 1a khoi ddu méi cua t6i, mot cude séng mai.

Nhirng budi hoc cia t6i van dién ra tét dep cho dén mot hom, toi
ngdi trong giang duong, nghe giang vé ky thuat diéu tri méi nhat danh
cho nhitng ngudi nghién ruou. T6i da biét cach tng xir véi ho roi, va
khong mudn bé ra thém ngay ndo nira, chidirng néi chi labocakhoang
doi con lai dé tiép xtic voi nhirng nguoi do.

Luon c6 mot 1o bién ho nao @4, luén 1a mét cude chién va ludn cod
cai va. Po ruou ciia ho vao bon rira mit cling chang ich loi gi. Hay quén
chuyén gia dinh di nghi ¢ bai bién di nhé, boi vi ho sé that hta. Va
chang c6 16i ndo c6y nghia khi me ciia ban danh thtc ban day vao nia
dém. Ban ciing khong con phan nan khi dimg ¢ mot goc duong tbi thui
trong bo dd pyjama va chiéc 40 khodc mua ddng, nhin va cho doi chiée
Chevy xanh cua chi ban xuat hién. Nhung ban cau nguyén véi tt ca tim
long cua minh, rang khong c6 mét ai quen biét chay xe ngang va nhin
thay ban. Ban lai ¢6 trén chay mot lan nira, che gidu bi mat cia minh
nhu 13 gidu khuén mit cia minh khoi 4nh dén pha cua chiéc Chevy
dang dén gan.



CAc sinh vién nim nhat khac da noéi vé nhiing 1y do khién ho ding ky
vao 16p hoc nay. Ho muén tim hiéu vé nguyén nhan, bién ph4p ngin
ngtra va diéu tri cho nhiing d6i trong nghién rugu. Ho mong muén hiéu
can ké van dé lam dung chat gy nghién nay. Ho con muén biét thém
nhiéu diéu vé AA (Alcoholics Anonymous: Hoi nhimg ngudi cai ruou).

Bé o1, c6 1 bé nén di di bé a.
“Nay, bd s& dén Hoi nhirmng nguoi cai ruou néu bé 12 nguoi nghién
ruou, nhung con thay day, bo khéng phai la nguoi nghién ruou.”

Théi duoc rdi bd a - bd ndi sao ciing duge.

Buoi thao luan tiép tuc, mot ai d6 dé cap dén Al - Anon va diéu d6
1am t6i chd ¥. D6 1a mot diéu maéi meé déi vai t6i, moét chuong trinh cho
nhimg nguoi chong hoic vo va nhirng gia dinh c6 nguoi nghién ruou.
Chang thiét gi khi ding ky vao d6. Sé khéng ai phdi biét téi da bé lai gi
phia sau.

Chang c6 khuén mait nao trong phong hoc tréng quen ca, nhung
trong ho déu ngép tran hy vong. Luc t6i tim mot chd ngoi & hang ghé
sau thi t6i bat dau suy nghi lai. Cé lé day chang phdi lay kién hay;
minh cé thé di ngay bay gio dé giir nguyén bi mdt ciia minh.

Ai d6 da cham vao tay to6i. “Hay tham gia cung ching t6i.”

Khi nguoi phu nit @6 dua tay qua lai khip cin phong, nhiig khuén
mit nhu hoa 14n vao nhau, nhin téi va cuoi. T6i khong biét phai lam gi.
T6i khong biét minh c6 thudc vé noi nay hay khong. Toi cam gidc nhu
nhitng d6i mat cua ho dang do xét khuén mat t6i, tim kiém manh méi
vé nhimg gi dang ¢ trong dau t6i, ¢ ging dé doc suy nghi cua t6i, vach
tran nhimg bi mat cua tdi, kyuc cua toi, ban chat con nguoi toi.

Trong mot khoanh khic, khoanh khic trong sang thue sy, khi t6i ¢b
tim trong vo vong moét 1y do dé bo di, thi ngudi phu nit d6 chi noi: “S€ 6n
thoi — ching t6i hiéu ma”.

Patricia Holdsworth



Some people come into our lives and quickly go. Some
stay for a while and leave footprints on our heart and
we are never, ever the same.

Anonymous

ne of the biggest challenges against the war on
alcohol and drug abuse is always fought on the
field of prevention. Do all of the efforts to reduce
, addiction and the pain for many families really help?
m Year after year we continue with prevention efforts, but
' there is always more to do.

Sometimes you don’t know if your efforts make a difference.
Sometimes you wonder if anyone is listening. However, once in a while
you get a sign that someone was listening and that your efforts are
appreciated.

Many years ago as a director of an alcohol and drug abuse
treatment program for the U.S. Army, I remembered all of our efforts
at prevention as well as treatment. As part of our prevention efforts we
spoke to many groups of people and especially to students in the local
schools. Teachers would call us and ask if we had anyone who could
come to the school and present information about alcohol and drug
abuse as well as interact with the students. Rather than sending just
one person to present I would usually send a team of three or four
people to not only talk about alcohol and drug information, but also to
share their stories when appropriate.

One particular request came from a local junior high school. For
some reason I decided to go with the team that morning and to help
with the presentation. We had a group of students who were seventh-
and eighth-graders for about an hour and a half. When the
presentations were over, I asked the teachers to help us to evaluate
what the students got from the time we shared together. However, my
request was a little different from the typical feedback. I wanted the
teachers to wait for two weeks and then ask the students who attended
to write on one side of a piece of paper what they liked about that
morning’s presentation and on the other side of the paper what they
didn’t like.



For a while I forgot about the students’ evaluations. I was getting
out of the military at the time and I was busy with out-processing,
preparing the program for a new director and getting ready to move.
Like many others at the time, I was also soul searching over the
Vietnam War.

The day before I was discharged a package arrived from the junior
high school. The students sent me their evaluations complete with a
designed cover and a letter. All of their comments were on sheets of
white paper except one. Their comments were overwhelmingly positive
as they expressed their appreciation for answering their questions and
how honest the presenters were about their lives. Most of the papers
had very similar themes. However, in the middle of all of these white
papers there was one blue sheet of paper. It attracted my attention not
only for the color, but also because of what the student wrote and how
the student wrote it. Some of it was written in print, some of it in
script, and the further down the page you read the larger the size of the
writing as if the author was trying to find a way to show his enthusiasm
beyond using mere words.
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This paper was sent to me in 19776. The original paper is in my office
today. I do not know who sent me this paper. I do not know where this
seventh- or eighth-grader is today, but I do know that I was in the right
place at the right time. I know that I made the difference in the lives of
two people that morning and that the healing moment was created for
both of them. I know that the healing process began that morning for
that student and that the healing process also began for me.

For those of you who often wonder if your efforts make a difference,
I hope that you too get an old blue sheet of paper.

Robert J. Ackerman, Ph.D.



Tim thay nhirng khoanh khac ciru
chira
Mot s6 nguot xudt hién trong doi ta va ra di nhanh
chéng. Mét sé nguot luu lai mét thot gian roi dé lai
cdc ddu an trong tim chiing ta, va lam chung ta
thay déi han.
Khuyét danh

chién chéng lai chimg nghién ruou va ma tay
chinh 13 cudc dau tranh trong vin dé phong
, ngira. Liéu tat ca nhimg nd lyc nham 1am giam nan
h : nghién ngap va ndi dau cho nhiéu gia dinh c6 thuc su
— mang lai hiéu qua? Lién tuc nhiéu ndm, chiing ta déu
khong ngung no luc trong cong tac phong chéng, nhung cang ngay cang
c6 nhiéu van dé can giai quyét hon.

M@t trong nhitng thir thach 16n nhat trong cudc

D6i khi ban khong biét dugc nhiing cd gang cia minh c6 tao nén su
khéc biét nao khong. Poi khi ban ty hoi lidu c6 ai dang ling nghe hay
khong. Tuy nhién, thinh thoang ban nhan duoc mot tin hiéu cho biét c6
nguoi dang lang nghe, va rang nhimg nd lyc cua ban dugc tran trong.

Nhiéu nim vé trude, khi con 1a nguoi gidm sat cua mét chuong trinh
diéu tri nghién ruou va ma tay trong luc luong quan doi My, toi da ghi
nh¢ tat ca nhitng nd lyc trong phong chdng ciing nhu cach chira tri. Mot
phan trong nd lyc phong chdng cia ching t6i 1a néi chuyén véi rat
nhiéu cong dong, dic biét 1a hoc sinh sinh vién ¢ cac truong dia phuong.
Cac giao vién s€ goi dién thoai cho chang t6i va hoi xem ching t6i c
thé cir nguoi dén truong cia ho dé trinh bay nhiing théng tin lién quan
dén tinh trang nghién ruou va ma tdy cfing nhu giao luu véi cac em hoc
sinh hay khéng. Thay vi chi cir mét nguoi di trinh bay, t6i thuong cu
mot nhém tir ba dén bén ngudi, dé ho khong chi cung cap thong tin vé
ruou va ma tiy, ma con chia sé nhirng cau chuyén caa ho khi thich hop.

C6 lan t6i nhan duoc mot yéu cau dic biét tir mot truong trung hoc co
s6¢ dia phuong. Vi mét vai ly do, sang hom 4y t6i quyét dinh di ciing véi
nhém dé hd tro cho budi thuyét trinh. Chiing t6i thuyét trinh cho nhém
hoc sinh ¢ khéi 16p bay va 16p tAm trong mot tiéng rudi. Khi budi thuyét



trinh két thic, t6i da nho cac giéo vién giup danh gié xem cac em hoc
sinh da tlep thu dugc nhitng gi trong khoang thoi gian chiing toi tro
chuyén véi nhau. Tuy nhién, yéu cau cua toi c6 chut khac bi¢t so voi
nhiing thoéng tin phan héi thong thuong. Téi mudn cic gido vién hay doi
sau hai tuan rdi yéu cau nhirng hoc sinh da du budi néi chuyén viét vao
mot mit gidy nhiing gi chiing thich ¢ budi thuyét trinh sang hom do,
con miat bén kia viét nhimg gi ching khong thich.

Trong mot quang thoi gian, t6i d3 quén bing vé ban danh gia cua cac
em hoc sinh kia. Thoi gian do, t6i roi khoi quan ngii va ban rén véi viéc
ra quin, ban giao chuong trinh cho nguoi chi dao méi va chuan bi dé
chuyén di. Nhu nhiéu nguoi khéc vao thoi diém d6, téi ciing tu van
minh vé cuédc chién ¢ Viét Nam.

Mot ngay trude hom t6i giai ngi, toi nhan duge mot buu kién dugce
gtri dén tir mot truong trung hoc. Cac em hoc sinh da giri cho t6i nhimg
ban d4nh gia day du cua ching cung chiée phong bi tu thiét ké kém mot
bire thu. Tat ca nhitng 1oi nhan xét cia cac em déu dugc viét trén nhing
to gidy trang, chi trir mot bire. Tat ca 161 nhan xét cua cic em déu rat tich
cuc khi chiing dién ta sy cam kich vé viée duoge tra 101 nhitng cAu hoi cua
minh va vé sy chan thanh cua nhiing nguoi thuyét trinh khi ké vé cudc
doi cua ho. Hau hét nhimng bire thu déu c6 noi dung twong ty nhau. Tuy
nhién, gitra nhiig to gidy trang d6 ¢6 mot to giay mau xanh. N6 thu hut
su chuy cua t6i khong chi béi mau sac, ma con boi nhimg gi em hoc sinh
nay da viét va cach em ay viét. Mot vai tir dugc Vlet theo nét chit in, mot
vai tir theo kiéu chir viét tay, va cang gan cu01 to gidy, nhimg dong chu
cang to hon, nhu thé ngu:m viét dang c gang tim c4ch thé hién sy nhiét
tam cua mlnh bén canh viéc sir dung nhimmg tir ngit don thuan d6.

GHI CHU
Con da néi véi me vé nhirng 161 noi cta cac cha
Con da noi véi me tat ca

Me con 1a mét ngudi nghién rugu. Con da thuyét phuc me di dén
bénh vién cia bang

Me con da di

CON CAM ON CAC CHU RAT NHIEU VI PA PEN TRUONG
CHUNG CON.

To gidy nay da duoc gui cho t6i vao nim 1976. T gidy gbc hién van
con trong phong 1am viéce cua t6i. Toi khong biét ai da gui t6i bue thu
nay. T6i khong biét em hoc sinh 16p bay hay 16p tdm 4y bay gioo dau,
nhung t6i biét minh da c6 mit dting noi va vao dtng thoi diém. T6i biét



minh d3 tao dugc sy thay doi trong cudc séng cua hai con nguoi vao
sang hom do, va khoanh khic ctru chita duge tao ra cho ca hai me con.
T6i biét qua trinh chita lanh cho hoc sinh 4y da bat dau tir sing hom d6
va toi cfing biét rang qua trinh ay ciing bat dau déi véi ban than toi.

Déi v6i bat ctr ai trong cac ban, nhitng nguoi thuong tu hoi liéu
nhiing c6 gang cua minh c6 tao nén hiéu qua gi khong, thi t6i hy vong
ban ciing s& nhan dugc mot to gidy ¢l mau xanh.

Tién si Robert J. Ackerman



If you give what you do not need, it is no giving.
Mother Teresa

t had been almost six months since our daughter
P Kendall died, at the age of nine, after a five-month
: battle with a brain stem tumor.

-

It was a devastating loss, but with two other children to love and
nurture there wasn’t always the time to slip away and let the tears flow.
Still, not being made of stone, it wasn’t easy to hide when the grief
rushed in and made its presence known.

It was around this time that I became aware that my youngest child,
Celeste, was modeling herself after a jester to urge my husband, Paul,
and me out of our intermittent times of sadness.

It was not her job to keep us smiling, and I didn’t want her to take
on the role of “caregiver and keeper of her parents’ hearts.” She knew,
however, that there was a particular smile that she could flash at us,

that pushed our emotions to the side and caused us to explode in an
unbridled laugh.

Now, this was a welcome change at most times, but there also needs
to be a time of tears to cleanse.

Rest assured, Paul and I were doing our best to keep up a good
front when the family was together. Yet moments of sadness might
overtake us. These times were relatively sporadic, but to a six-year-old
child it must be painful to see your parents grieving.

Celeste came over to me as I sat pondering a memory. Sadness of
loss must’ve been obvious across my face. “‘Mommy?” She said. As I
looked up to answer her, she flashed that cheesy grin that usually
precedes a spontaneous “crack-up.”

Because I wanted her to know that it wasn’t her job to keep us
smiling, I asked her to sit on my lap.

I wanted to protect her heart so I guarded my words carefully.
“Celeste, Mommy likes it when you make her laugh, and you have a
special way of doing that, too.” Celeste smiled with approval.

“You know that we all miss Kendall,” I continued, “and sometimes



when we think of her... we will be happy, and sometimes when we
think of her... it will make us sad that she isn’t here with us.”

I paused to read her expression. “Sometimes when we’re sad we
might cry.”

Celeste was gazing at me steadily and mirroring my facial gestures
in an effort to empathize.

“The thing is, Celeste, that I know it makes you feel sad to see
Mommy or Daddy sad, and you want to make us smile, but there is a
reason for the tears.” She was nodding her head to show her dislike for
our tears.

“You know when you fall down you will scrape your knee?”
“Yes...” Celeste’s eyes were large and intense.

“What do we have to do before we put the Band-Aid on?”
“Wash it.” She was confident in her answer.

“That’s right. When Mommy and Daddy cry, it is like God washing
our hearts so that he can put his bandage on us and help us to heal.”

Was this really me talking? I felt as if I was receiving an example
from God.

Celeste was thinking this over.

“So even though you may not like to see us crying,” Celeste was
shaking her head from side to side as I spoke, “sometimes we need to.

Because the tears are actually helping us to heal.” I held her face in my
hands.

“And even though I love to see your beautiful smile, please don’t be
upset when you see us having a short moment of tears. Just know that
God is helping us to wash our hearts, so that he can heal them.”

We concluded our talk with a tight hug and tickle and Celeste
bounded down the stairs to resume her play.

“Thank you, God,” I prayed, “for not only helping me to explain to
Celeste, but for explaining it to me.”

Loretta McCann Bjorvik



Nhimg giot nudc mat chira lanh
Néu cho di nhitng gi ta khéng can dén,
thi d6 khong phai la cho.

Me Teresa
A hoi diém 4y 14 gan sau thang keé tir khi dta con gai
o> I nhé Kandall cia chiing t6i qua doi lde méi chin tudi,
‘ sau cudc chién chong choi véi can bénh u nao kéo

dai trong nam thang.

D6 1a mot mat mat 1on lao, nhung chiing t6i con phai yéu thuong va
chiam séc hai dra con khéc nén ciing khong c6 nhiéu thoi gian d@é trén
tranh va roi nude mat. Tuy nhién, chting t6i dau phai 1a gb d4, nén that
chang dé dang dé che gidu khi ndi dau ta dén va thé hién ra bén ngoai.

Khoang thoi gian d6 14 Itc t6i bat dau nhan thay dtra con 1t Celeste
cua toi bat chude mot chti hé @é kéo chong t6i - Paul - va toi ra khoi
nhitng con dau buén.

Lam cho ching t6i vui cuoi khong phai 1a viéc cua con bé, va t6i
cing khong mudn con gai minh phai nhan 1anh trach nhiém cia mot
“nguoi quan tam va trong giir trai tim cua cha me n6”. Tuy nhién, con
bé biét c6 mot nu cudi dic biét ma noé c6 thé mang lai cho ching t6i, nu
cudi Ay gat cac xic cam dau budn cia ching t6i qua mot bén va khién
ching t6i pha lén cuoi mai thoi.

No6i chung, d6 12 mét su thay doi luén dang duoc hoan nghénh,
nhung van can c6 nhimg thoi diém cho nuée mat chay xudng dé thanh
tay tam hon.

Chic chan 12 Paul va t6i da 1am nhimng gi t6t nhat dé giit mot hinh
anh t6t dep moéi khi gia dinh quay quan bén nhau. Nhung nhiing
khoanh khic dau budn thinh thoang van ap dén. Piéu do6 thinh thoang
méi xay ra, nhung d6i voi mot dira trésau tudi thi han nérat budn khi
thay cha me minh rau ri.

Celeste tién dén gan t6i khi t6i dang ngdi suy ngadm vé mot ky niém.
Hin 1a vé dau khé do méat mat da thé hién rat ro trén khuén mit toi.
“Me 0i?”, con bé goi. Khi t6i ngude 1én @é tra 10i con géi, né nhe ring
cudi, nu cudi van thuong khién toi bat cuoi khong thé ndo ghim nén
dugc.



Vi mudn néi cho con géi biét viéc 1am cho chiing t6i vui cuoi khong
phai la trach nhiém cua no, t6i da bao con ngoi 1én dui minh.

T6i khong muon 1am ton thuong trai tim con bé, nén t6i noéi hét st
can than. “Celeste nay, methich con lam cho mecuoi, vacon cling c6 mét
cach that dac biét dé lam diéu do6.” Celeste mim cuoi hai long.

T6i tiép tuc: “Con biét diy, tat ca chting ta déu nho chi Kendall; va
doi lac, khi chdng ta nghi vé chi con... ching ta s& cam thay hanh phtc,
nhung c6 d6i khi, chiing ta nghi dén chi 4y... ching ta s& buoén vi chi
khoéng con ¢ day voi ching ta nira”.

T6i dung lai déquan sat nét mit cua con bé. “Péi ltc, khi chiing ta
budn, ching ta c6 thé khoc.”

Celeste ctr nhin cham cham vao toi va bat chude nét mat cua toi, co
bay té su dong cam.

“Véan dé 13, Celeste oi, me biét con cam thay budn khi nhin thay cha
me buon, va con muon lam cha me cuoi, nhung nhirng giot nuéc mat
cua cha me déu co Iy do ca con a.” Con bé gat dau, biéu 16 viéc n6 khong
thich nhin thay nhirng giot nuéc mat cua chang toi.

“Con biét khi con té nga con sé bj tray dau gbéi chu?”.

“Vang...”, d6i mat cua Celeste mo to va chim ch.

“Thé chiing ta phai lam gi truéc khi chiing ta dan bing c4 nhan 1én?”

“Rara n6 a”. Con bé tu tin vé ciu tra 161 cia minh.

“Pting r6i. Khi cha va me khoc, viéc d6 cling giéng nhu Chtia dang
got sach trai tim cua cha me dé Nguoi ¢6 thé dat miéng bang 1én va giap
chung ta chira lanh vét thuong.”

C6 phai thyc sy 14 t6i dang néi khong nhi? Toi cam thay nhu thé
Chta da giap t6i dua ra vi du do vay.

Celeste suy nghi ki diéu toi vira noi.

“Vi vay, di c¢6 thé con khong thich nhin thdy cha me khoc” - dau
Celeste lac lu qua lai khi n6 nghe t6i n6i - “nhung doéi lac chang ta can
phai nhu vay. Vi nhirng giot nudc mat that ra dang gitp chiung ta chira
lanh vét thuong”. T6i gitr yén khudén mat cua con bé trong doéi ban tay
cta minh.

“Va mic du me rat thich nhin thay nu cuoi tuyét dep cua con, nhung
con ciing dirng buoén khi ¢6 lac con thay b6 me khoc con nhé. Con chi
can biét rang Chia dang rira sach trai tim cua chung ta, dé tir d6 Nguoi
c6 thé chiwra lanh vét thuong cho ching ta.”



Sau khi ket thiic cuoc néi chuyén cia chiing t6i bang mot céi 6m that
chat va mot ca choc léc, Celeste chay xuong cau thang dé choi tiép.

“Cam on Chuaa vi Nguoi khong chi glup con giai thich cho be Celeste,
ma con giai thich diéu d6 cho chinh con.” — t6i caiu nguyén.

Loretta McCann Bjorvik



experienced an overwhelming passion to become an
v American Sign Language interpreter long before laws
' were passed to assure communication access to deaf
people. In other words, I volunteered my interpreting services often.
Sometimes, I'd work for a hug or a home-cooked dinner.

It took me nearly ten years to develop fluency and skills as an
interpreter. The work was mentally and physically challenging. It was
also incredibly rewarding when the thoughts and feelings of a hearing
person went through my hands and actually registered under standing
in the eyes of a deaf consumer. It was equally exciting to be the channel
through which hearing people discovered the intelligence, talents,
humor and value of individuals within the deaf community. It was
truly fulfilling work.

Then it happened.

It started out like any normal Saturday morning. We were driving
to a downtown restaurant to treat ourselves to brunch. My husband,
Loui, was driving and I was window-shopping from the back seat.
“Mountain of Love” was playing loudly on the radio and I was dancing
in my seat as I celebrated the meaning of this song as it applied to our
wonderful relationship.

Then BAM! I felt a force that thrust my head away from my body. I
thought in that second, something really terrible is happening to us. I
wasn’t sure what. I fought the force to reclaim my head and turn to see
Loui, perhaps for the last time. He did the same. As our car continued
to spin in what seemed like slow motion, we locked eyes and without a
word said it all - including good-bye.

When the car finally came to a stop, a crowd of people peered into
our car window. We ignored them and embraced each other in a hug
that I was determined to last forever. When we finally got out of the
car, I realized what had happened. A young man had been on his cell
phone and had forgotten he was driving. He sped through a red light
and smashed right into our lives.

I felt pain in my neck and back immediately, but felt sure I was fine.
When I was not able to fill out the police report, I just assumed it was a
result of the shock from the accident. However, as time went on, I



realized I had difficulty remembering things. I was scheduled to
interpret a very simple assignment at a television station and found I
could not get the ideas from my head to my hands. I could not find the
signs.

The doctor said my brain had been bruised in the accident. This
could be temporary, but may be permanent. Only time would tell. I
stopped interpreting and waited for time to give me the answer.

I was a person who was defined by what I did. My work was my
reason for being. I was faced with the question - If you take away what
I do... who am I? It was a long and trying time searching for the
answer, looking for a sign.

Every day, I would secretly attempt to interpret to see if the spell
was broken. I'd listen to the radio, or watch a few minutes of television
and try to find my hard-earned skills - the meaning of my existence.
Each time, I was unable to retrieve the ideas from my brain, to express
through the signs that now seemed forever lost to me.

I was also struggling with simple life tasks. I would begin to express
an idea only to come to mid-sentence and lose the end of the thought. I
would enter a room and not remember why I was there.

While it was one of the most difficult times in my life, it was the
impetus for me to discover I am much more than what I do. I began
attending a church for spiritual support. I went to a church that
provided an interpreter. There were several deaf friends who attended
so I enjoyed the social contact as well as the spiritual inspiration.

One Sunday, there were about eight deaf people in attendance. The
church service began with an upbeat song. However, the chair where
the interpreter usually sat on stage was empty. My legs kept urging me
to run up there and fill the space. My heart argued with my “bruised
brain.” Would I be able to do it? As I saw the deaf people’s
disappointment, I knew I had to try. I walked up the stairs to the stage
following the rhythm, not of the music, but of my rapidly beating of my
heart.

On stage, the music flooded into my ears. The words came at me
like a challenge. I looked out into the large congregation and drew a
terrifying and now familiar blank. I was beginning to panic. But as I
looked into the receptive eyes of the deaf congregants, I raised my
arms and, to my amazement, my hands took flight. It was as if they had
a life, or perhaps a voice of their own.



As the sermon began, the words and their beautiful meaning came
to and through me. Articulately expressed with the voice in my hands,
it all landed lovingly in the hearts and minds of my deaf friends
through expectant eyes. In the service of others, I had found and
reclaimed my self.

After church, a large burly man approached me. “I'm not overly
religious,” he said shyly, “but I need to tell you... I saw something
around you when you were signing. Others saw it too. We don’t know
what it was, but it was something to behold.”

I don’t know if a miracle happened that day. I only know that it is
through reaching out in service to others that we most often discover
the path to our own healing.

Jenna Cassell
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Tim kiéem mot tin hiéu
Téi c6 mot niém dam mé manh liét 1a duoc tro thanh

%
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o phién dich vién Ngon ngir Ky hiéu cua My tir rat 1au

‘ trudce khi cac dao luat duoc ban hanh dé bao hé viée
giao tiép vdi cong déng nguoi khiém thinh. N6i cach khéc, t6i thuong
xung phong lam cac céng viéc phién dich. D6i ldc, t6i lam viéc chi
dénhan duoc mot cai 6m hodc mot bira dn tdi tai nha.

T6i @3 phai mat gan muoi nim moi ¢6 thé nhuan nhuyén cling nhu
phat trién cac ki ning can c6 cia mot phién dich vién. Cong viéc ndy
qua that 1a mot tha thach ca vé tinh than 14n thé chat. Nhung d6 lai 1a
mot viée rat dang 1am khi nhirmg cam xtc va suy nghi cia nhimg nguoi
c6 thinh giac binh thuong duoc truyén dat qua ban tay to6i va thuc sy
duogc thau hiéu qua d6i mat cua nhimg nguoi khiém thinh. VA ciing that
Iy thi khi tré thanh kénh théng tin gitp cho nhirng nguoi c6 thinh giac
binh thuong kham pha duoc sy thong minh, tai nang, tinh hai huée va
cac gi4 tri khac cia nhimg con ngudi thude cong dong ngudi khiém
thinh. D6 that sy 1a mot cong viéc mang lai cam giac hai long.

Thé réi diéu d6 da xay ra.

Budi sang hém ay bat dau nhu bao buoi sang thit Bay binh thuong
khéc. Chiing t6i 14i xe xuong moét nha hang dudi pho dé dung bira sang
muon. Loui - chong t6i, dang 14i xe con toi thi ng01 & ghé sau va ngam
nghia cac ctra hang. Ban nhac “Ngon ni tinh yéu” dugc choi kha to trén
radio va t6i dang nhiin nhay theo tiéng nhac dé thé hién sy vui sudéng
cia minh, vi néi dung bai hat rat gibng v6i méi quan hé tuyét voi cua vo
chong chiing toi.

Thé roi “Ram”! T6i c6 cam gidc mot lye manh day dau toi ra khoi
than minh. Trong khoanh khac 4y, t6i da nghi c6 diéu gi d6 that khung
khiép dang xay dén voi chiing t6i. T6i khong biét chiac d6 1a gi. Téi cd
chéng lai luc 4y dé binh 6n c4i dau cia minh va quay sang nhin Loui, c6
thé s& 12 1an sau ciing. Anh 4y ciing lam nhu thé. Trong ltic xe cua ching
t6i van dang 16n vong trong mét chuyén dong cham chap, chting t6i
khong roi khoi méit nhau va ndi véi nhau tat ca — ké ca 101 vinh biét —
bang ngdn ngir khong 10i.

Sau cung chiéc xe ciing dung lai, mot dam dong nhin vio trong cta
kinh cua xe chtng t6i. Ching toi chang chay téi ho va ca 6m chit lay
nhau trong mot cai 6m ma tdi dinh dé kéo dai vinh vién. Cudi cting, khi



chiting t6i ra khoi xe, t6i moi biét dugce chuyén gi da xay ra. Mot thanh
nién da vira 1ai xe vira noéi chuyén dién thoai va quén mat la minh dang
lai xe. Anh ta vuot den do va dam sam vao ching t6i.

Ngay lap tuc t6i thay dau o c6 va lung, nhung t6i tin 1a minh van 6n.
Khi khong thé dién vao bién ban canh sat, t6i chi nghi d6 1a hau qua cua
ct sdc trong tai nan vira qua ma théi. Thé nhung, dan da to6i nhan ra
minh gip kho khin khi ghi nhé moi thi. Téi dugce sap lich phién dich
cho mot chuong trinh rat dé dang ¢ dai truyén hinh nhung toi phat hién
ra 1a minh khong thé chuyén nhiing suy nghi trong dau thanh nhimg ky
hiéu ¢ ban tay duoc nira. Téi khong thé nam bat cac dau hiéu.

BAc sindi rang ndo cua toéi da bi tu mau sau vy tai nan. Tinh trang
nay c6 thé chi la tam thoi, nhung cling c6 thé kéo dai. Chi thoi gian méi
c6 thé tra 1oi. Thé 1a t6i ngimg cong viéc phién dich va cho doi thoi gian
cho t0i cau tra loi.

T6i thuoc loai nguoi ma nhimng gi téi 1am thé hién con ngudi cia toi.
Cong viéc 1a 1y do dé téi ton tai. Toi phai d6i mat véi cAu hoi — Néu bi
tudc mat nhimg gi ma t6i lam... thi t6i 1 ai? D6 12 mot giai doan dai toi
nd lyc dé tim kiém cau tra 1o, tim kiém mét tin hiéu.

Mbi ngay, toi Am tham cd gang phién dich dé xem 10i nguyén da
duoc héa giai hay chua. T6i nghe dai hodc xem ti vi trong vai phit vac
tim lai nhimg k§ ning ma minh da khé luyén méi c6 duoc — cling chinh
14y nghia cho su ton tai cta t6i. Mdi 1an nhu thé, t6i lai khong thé tim
duoc nhiing ¥ nghi trong dau, khong thé dién dat duoc bang dau hiéu -
nhitng dau hiéu duong nhu da mat di vinh vién dbi voi toi.

Tbi cling phai d4u tranh véi ca nhimg viée gian don trong cudc séng.
C6 khi t6i bat dau dién dat mot y gi d6 nhung chi dén duoc giita cAu thi
quén mat minh dinh néi gi. Ciing c6 khi tdi buée vao mét ciin phong va
roi chang nhé tai sao minh lai di vao d6.

Mic du d6 1a khoang thoi gian kho6 khin nhét trong doi t6i, nhung
n6 lai 1a mot lyc day khién t6i kham ph4 ra rang toi c6y nghia nhiéu hon
nhimg gi t6i 1am dugc. T6i bat dau di nha tho dé duoc nang dd vé mit
tinh than. T6i dén mo6t nha tho noi c6 moét ngudi phién dich bang tay.
Noi d6 con c6 mot vai nguoi ban khiém thinh nén t6i da tao dugc méi
quan hé xa hoi bén canh su khich 1¢ tinh than.

Mot ngay Cha nhat no, c6 khoang tAm nguoi khiém thinh dén tham
dy budi 1&. Buéi 18 duoc bat dau voi mot bai hat nhe nhang. Thé nhung
chiéc ghé trén sin khau noi nguoi phién dich van thuong ngbi thi lai bo
trong. P6i chan t6i cir thoi thic tdi chay 1én va ngdi vao chday, con tim
toi thi lai tranh d4u véi “bo ndo bi tu mau” caa minh. Minh cé thé lam



duoc diéu d6 hay khong? Khi nhin thay vé that vong cua nhiing nguoi
ban khiém thinh, t6i biét minh phai c6 giang. Téi budc chan 1én cic bac
thang dan dén san khau theo timg nhip, khong phai nhip diéu cia bai
hat, ma 12 nhip dap don dap cua trai tim toi.

Trén san khau, tiéng nhac t1a vao tai t6i. Nhimg ngdn tir 4p vao toi
nhu thach thie. Toi nhin vao dam déng va cam nhan mét cam giac
trong rong dang so ma gio day da tro nén quen thudc. Toi bat dau
hoang so. Nhung khi nhin vao d6i mat hoé hoi cua nhitng nguoi khiém
thinh, t6i bat dau nang hai canh tay caa minh 1én; va trudce su simg sbt
cua toi, hai ban tay téi bat dau vung vay. Ctr nhu thé ching c6 su song
hoic 1a tiéng noi riéng caa chting vay.

Khi bai giang dao bat dau, nhirng ngoén tir va ¥ nghia dep d& cua
chting da dén voi t6i va di qua tAm hon t6i. Puoc dién dat ranh mach
bing ngdn ngir cua doi tay toi, ching nhe nhang di vao tim, vao tam
hén cua nhimg nguoi ban khiém thinh théng qua &nh mat mong cho cua
ho. Vay 1a trong khi gitip d& nhitng nguoi khac, t6i da tim thiy va gianh
lai duoc chinh minh.

Sau budi 18, mot nguoi dan 6ng ¢ than hinh vam vé tién vé phia téi.
Ong ta nguong nging noéi: “Toi khong phai 12 nguoi sting dao thai qua.
Nhung t6i phai néi véi co rang... téi da thay diéu gi d6 bao quanh c6 khi
cd dang dién dat bang ky hiéu. Nhirng nguoi khéc ciing thay thé. Ching
t6i khong biét d6 1a gi, nhung né 13 thir gi @6 @é chting ta chiém
ngudng’.

Toi khong biét c6 phai phép la da xay ra vao ngay hom 4y hay khong.
Tbi chi biét qua viéc dang tay gitip @ nhiitng ngudi xung quanh, ching
ta thuong tim thiy con duong détychira lanh cho ban than minh.

Jenna Cassell



A friend is one who walks in
when others walk out.
Walter Winchell

single note rises, then falls like a raindrop at my

feet, shattering into a thousand tiny rainbows. I

think there must be an angel caged in the cell
next to mine. If I could play the instrument of my voice as
miraculously, would I be closer to God? It seems my destiny is to be an
ordinary raven, even here, where birds are forbidden to fly.

The jangling of keys and slamming of gates break my reverie. A
prison guard bellows, “Get out here, crack head!”

I rise, as do the over forty other women who have shared this cell
with me over the past three days. None of us is certain to whom she
refers. It is not me, not this time.

I sink back to the floor that has become so cold I could ice skate on
it. I seek out the largest woman (the fat ones give off the most body
heat), and huddle close to her. In here we have no prejudice or pride.
Out there we took each other’s money and drugs, in here we give each
other warmth and comfort.

A harsh voice shouts, “Barr!” It is my turn. I enter the shower room
and strip quickly. I immediately squat and cough. I want to please the
guards. I have been here before and I know the rules well. I am shoved
into an icy shower and sprayed with horrid smelling lotion to “de-
louse” me. I wonder why they bother when they don’t wash our clothes.
I am pushed soaking wet into another freezing cell. I dry off as best as I
can with my filthy pants.

Just as sleep comes to steal me from this misery, another voice
intrudes, this one much kinder than I am used to.

“Ladies, my name is Mr. Smith. A few years ago I was in a worse
position than you, and look at me now. I have a fine job, fine clothes
and I'm fine lookin’ too. If you want what I've got, you’ve got to do
what I did to get it. I pledge my support to anyone willing to make a
change.”



I step out of my cell not even flinching when the gate clangs shut
behind me. As we are walking to the dormitory where I will be housed I
hear shouting and stomping. I am amazed when we arrive and I see
that it is military marching.

“My God, Mr. Smith,” I exclaim, “you didn’t tell me I was joining
the army!”

“There’s a lot more to it than this, Mary,” he says.

A woman detaches herself from a marching group and comes
towards me. “Hi, I'm Lori, the unit captain. In this program it’s
mandatory that we attend school. We have five minutes to line up so
let’s go.”

We march down the bleak hallways to school shouting an army
cadence. I suppress an urge to giggle, especially since other women are
watching us with interest. Unlike the adolescent population housed in
jail, adults do not get to go to school. Most of the women in general
population spend their days bored and frustrated, sometimes fighting,
and getting high. Yes, there are drugs in jail.

After two hours we march back to our dorm where a social worker
greets us. She is the only social worker for over two thousand women
so we are fortunate to have her tonight. She suggests that we go into
residential treatment when we leave, but I can’t see myself doing that
after being locked up for a year. We meet with her in a group to discuss
our issues, which run the gamut from being abused, to being illiterate.
This is one time when I am glad there are only one hundred beds
available for treatment; so I may get a chance to ask her a question.

Alady I don’t know starts the group. “I’'m lucky they let me back in
here,” she says through tears. “They told me not to go home, but I
missed my kids so much. When I got there they just wanted to go out
with friends, and my daughter hid her purse from me when she
thought I wasn’t looking. I didn’t want her to see me crying so I went to
a friend’s house. Just like when I got busted, she was gettin’ high. I was
upset so I got high right along with her. This time I am going to take
the cotton out of my ears and stick it in my mouth.”

God works in mysterious ways. Though our stories are not the same
I feel the same way. I have not seen my children or their father for two
years. I do not want to make the same mistakes as this woman. I was
no longer afraid to die, I was afraid of living my life the way I was. I
decided to go to residential treatment when I was released and tried to
convince my peers to do the same.



The day of my release has come and I am sent off with hugs. I await
the volunteer who will drive me from jail to the program and I laugh
aloud when I see that it is Mr. Smith. There is a certain symmetry to
arriving at yet another program with Mr. Smith, and I pray I will be as
successful in this one.

A single note rises then falls like a raindrop at my feet, shattering
into a thousand tiny rainbows. I step up to the cell and say, “Honey,
you sing like an angel. A few years ago I was in a worse position than
you, and look at me now. Would you like to hear more?” The angel
looks at me and smiles.

Mary Barr



T6i 14 ai, diéu ay do toi tu quyét
dinh

Ban la nguot dén véi ta khi nhirng nguwot khac bo di.
Walter Winchell
Mét né6t nhac 1¢ loi ngan 1én réi ha xuéng nhu mot

giot mua roi vao ban chan téi, réi tan ra thanh

hang ngan chiéc cau vong nho bé li ti. Toi nghi
han phai c6 mot thién than dang bi giam giir trong phong giam ké bén
phong t6i. Néu tdi cé thé sir dung chat giong cua minh mot cach ky diéu
nhu thé, thi téi c6 duoc dén gan Chtia hon khéong nhi? Duong nhu
sophan cua t6i daduoc an bay lam mot con qua tam thuong, ngay cao
noi ndy, noi ma chim chéc ciing bi cAm khong duoc bay.

Tiéng chia khoa kéu loang xoang va tiéng sap ctra phé tan con mong
cua toi. Vién quan nguc quat thao: “Ra khoi day, dau bo!”.

T6i nhom day, ciing véi hon bén muoi ngudi phu nir khac, nhiing
nguoi dad chung vai t6i trong cdn phong giam nay trong hon ba ngay
tré lai ddy. Khong nguoi nao trong chiing t6i biét chic ba ta dang noi ai.
Khong phai t6i, khéng phai lac nay.

T6i nga lung tro lai xudng nén nha, né tham lanh dén muc téi c6 thé
truot biang trén d6. T6i tim nguoi phu nit to 16n nhéat (nguoi béo toa ra
nhiét luong co thé nhiéu nhat ma) va nam rdc vao gan chi ta. O day,
ching t6i khong c6 dinh kién phan biét hay tinh tyai gi hét. O ngoai kia
ching tdi 14y tién va thudc caa nhau, nhung & trong nay chting t6i chia
sé cho nhau hoi 4m va ngudn dong vién an ui.

Mot giong chéi tai hét 1én: “Barr!”. Thé 1a dén luot t6i. T6i nhanh
chong vao phong tim va céi quan 4o. Ngay lap tirc t6i ngoi xom xudng
va ho lién tyc. T6i muén 1am hai 160ng nhitng nguoi coi ti. Téi da timg
vao day va toi biét rd cac luat 6. T6i bi day vao voi hoa sen lanh ngit va
bi xit mot loai thude c6 mui khing khiép dé ngira chay ran. T6i ty hoi tai
sao ho lai quan tAm dén diéu d6 khi ma ho chang giit quan 4o cua
ching t6i. Rdi t6i duoc day vao mot phong giam lanh ngit khac trong
tinh trang uét sting. Toi cd lau nguoi that kho bang chiée quan ban coa
minh.

Ngay khi gidc ngu dén dé tam kéo t6i ra khoi ndi kho so d6 thi mot



giong no6i khéc cat 1én, giong noi ay tatéhon nhirng gi téi ddquen nghe.

“Xin chao cac chi, t6i tén la Smith. Vai nam truéc day t6i otrong mot
tinh hudng con téhon cac chi, nhung céc chi hay nhin téi ltc nay xem.
T6i c6 mot viée 1am tét, quan 4o dep va trong to6i ciing khaon day chu.
Néu céc chi cling mudn duoc nhu t6i, cac chi phai 1am nhimg gi ma toi
da lam @é duoc nhu thé. Téi cam két sé hd tro cho nhitng ai sin sang tao
su thay doi.”

T61 budc ra khoi phong giam khong chit do du khi canh cta sép lai
phia sau. Khi ching t6i dang di vé phia nha tap thé noi toi s&0, t6i nghe
thay c6 tleng hét to va ca tiéng giam chan. Lic ching téi dén noi, toi
that simg s6t khi nhan ra d6 12 mot cudce duyét binh.

Toi kéu 1én: “Troi o1, 6ng Smith, 6ng da khong bao la t6i dang gia
nhép vao quan doi!”.

Ong ta néi: “Con nhiéu thi hon nhu thé nay, Mary a”.

Mot nguoi phu nir tAch ra khoi mot nhéom duyét binh va di vé phia
toi. “Xin chao, toi la Lori, truéng don vi. Trong chuong trinh nay, bat
budc chiing ta phai di hoc. Chung ta c6 nam phut dé xép hang, di nao.”

Chung t6i bude déu qua mot hanh lang ving vé dé dén 16p hoc,
miéng hat to mot khic quin hanh. Téi ¢6 nén tiéng cuoi khice khich,
nhét 13 khi nhirng nguoi phu nir khac dang nhin ching t6i voi 4nh mat
thich thd. Khéong nhu ddm thanh nién bi di tu, nhirg nguoi truong
thanh khong phai dén 16p. Pa phan nhimg phu nit khic déu trai qua
nhimg ngay buén chan va nan long, déi lic ho con danh nhau va “phé”
thuéc. Vang, cb ca thudc phién trong nha tu.

Sau hai gio> @dng hd, ching t6i di theo hang ngii tré vé phong ngu
tap thé, noi mot nhan vién lam cong tac xa hoi chao don chl'mg toi. Co
ay la nhan vién 1am cong téc xa hoi duy nhat cho hon hai ngan phu niro
day, nén ching toi rat may min méi gap duoc cb ay toi nay. Coay goiy
ching t6i hiy tham gia diéu tri tai noi cu trt sau khi roi khoi day,
nhung t6i khong thé hinh dung minh sé& 1am duogc diéu iy sau khi bi
giam gitd ddy mot nim. Ching t6i gap c6 ay theo mot nhom dé thao
luan vé nhitng van dé caa minh, tir chuyén bi lam dung cho dén viéc
khong biét doc biét viét. T6i cling mimg 14 chi c6 mot trim givong cho
viéc chira tri; vi vay t6i c6 co hoi dé hoi ¢ 4y mét cau hoi.

Mot nguoi phu nir t6i khong quen biét bat dau ké chuyén caa minh.
“T6i rat may man vi ngudi ta da cho t6i tro lai day.” C6 ay ndi trong
nude mat. “Ngudi ta bao toi ding vé nha, nhung t6i nhé cac con t6i lam.
Khi t6i vé dén nha chting né chi muén di choi véi c4c ban, con con gai



t6i da gidu cai vi cua n6 di khi né nghi toi khong trong thay. Toi khong
mudn nod tréong thay minh khoéc nén t6i da dén nha mot nguoi ban. Khi
toi bi bat, ¢ ay dang “phé” thude. To6i dang buon, va ltce d6 toi cling
“phé” theo ¢6 dy. Lan nay thi toi sé noéi it hon va nghe nhiéu hon.”

Chua diéu khién moi thtr theo nhiing cach huyén bi caa Nguoi. Mic
dil cAu chuyén cua chting t6i khong giéng nhau nhung t6i lai ¢6 cam
nhén tuong tu. Hai nam qua, t6i da khéng gap cac con toi va cha cua
ching. T6i khong muén pham sai lam nhu nguoi phu nit kia. Toi khong
con so chét nita, ma t6i so phai séng mét cude sdng nhu trude kia. Toi
quyét dinh sé& di diéu tri tai noi cu tra khi duge man han ti, va toi cling
cd thuyét phuc nhitng nguoi ban cling canh ngo cua t6i lam nhu thé.

Ngay t6i duoc phong thich ciing da dén, va toi duoc moi nguoi dua
tién v6i nhimg cai 6m hon tham thiét. To6i cho dé duoc mot nhéan vién
tinh nguyén 14i xe dua téi tir nha ti dén véi chuong trinh, va téi bat cuoi
that to khi thdy nguoi d6 chinh 1 6ng Smith. C6 mét sy twong ximg nao
do khi t6i lai duoc dwa dén mot chuwong trinh khéc cting véi 6ng Smith,
va toi ciu nguyén trong chuong trinh ndy t6i ciing s& thanh coéng.

Mot nét nhac 1¢ loi ngan 1én rdi ha xudng nhu mot giot mua roi vao
chan t6i, rdi tan ra thanh hang ngan chiéc cau vong bé nho. Téi buée
vao phong giam va néi: “Em than mén, em hat nhu mét thién than. Mot
vai nim trude to6i ¢ trong mot tinh hudng con té hon em bay gio, nhung
hay xem t6i bay gio thé ndo. Em c6 mudn nghe tdi ndi tiép khong?”.
Thién than nhin t6i vd mim cuoi.

Mary Barr



A true friend never gets in your way - unless you
happen to be going down.
Anonymous

hoices people make and circumstances in their life
- sometimes conspire to teach lessons in the most

difficult ways. Finding myself in prison was both
the worst and the best thing that ever happened to me. Following the
path of my addiction put me there, and a court-ordered drug program
set me free.

&=

For two hours every day over a period of nine months we would
meet. Weekly we broke up into small groups of six to ten women and
went through a process of intense intervention facilitated by one of the
five counselors.

Each of us received individual treatment plans based on our entry
interview. We wrote papers, read books, watched videos, did our
homework and passed our tests, but what counted the most toward
completing the program was class participation.

The significance and depth of each woman’s story differed vastly.
We came from all walks of life, spanned every racial, religious and age
boundary. The one thing we all had in common was we were addicts.
Whether it was alcohol or drugs addiction, addiction had become an
overwhelming, destructive force in our lives.

I had always thought my life experiences were unique but after
listening to the other women’s stories, I knew I wasn’t alone. Realizing
that was powerful for me. We shared things about ourselves that no
one, no matter how close they were to us, would ever have known.
Some of our experiences had never been said aloud.

My primary was a black woman who carried herself proudly, head
high and poised. When Carla Davis spoke, her words were strong and
direct. She moved around the classroom with the gracefulness of a rose
swaying to a summer breeze. I was grateful in so many ways that she
was my primary. I admired her; I wanted to emulate her and devote

myself to helping people. Unfortunately I was sitting on the wrong side
of the desk.



I was nothing but a number to the prison system, but Ms. Davis
always treated me with respect and spoke with words that allowed me
to maintain my dignity. Her advice was given with the wisdom of a
thousand scholars and she could identify and sympathize with my
internal turmoil over my biracial son. Her kind, caring eyes never left
my face when I would go on and on about my problems. Sometimes I'd
look up and see tears brimming over her bottom lids, ready to slide
down over her high cheekbones the next time she blinked. Tissues
were always a part of her desktop decor.

Nine months later it was graduation day. A person from each small
group was selected for having improved the most. I glanced around the
room, silently tallying who had opened up the most, had shared their
deepest darkest feelings and worked the hardest.

Before I completed my mental score sheet everyone was clapping
and looking at me. My name had been called. I stood up and moved
slowly to the front of the room in disbelief. When I raised my head and
looked into Carla’s eyes tears were once again brimming over her
bottom lids. She stretched out her arms and wrapped them around me.
Her hug was as loving as if she were my own mother. She whispered in
my ear, “I am so proud of you, you've earned this.”

When the day finally came to walk out of prison I was convinced
once I was on the other side of that fence I would never look back. I
would put that part of my life completely out of my mind. It hasn’t
quite worked out that way. In my day-to-day living I still hear Carla
giving me advice, and when I become a little shaky in my recovery I
just think of that day and the warmth of that hug and it gets me
through “one day at a time.”

Christine Learmonth



Mau den la mot mau co ban

Mot nguot ban thdt sw sé khong bao gio can thiép vao

cugc song cua ban — ngoqi trir trwong hop ban dang

tuot doc.
Khuyét danh
R ya chon cua con nguoi va nhitng tinh huong trong
o> I cudc séng cua ho doi lac két hop véi nhau dé mang
‘ lai nhirg bai hoc bang cac phuong thire khoé khin

nhét. O tU, d6 1a diéu té nhat ma cfing 13 tét nhat da tung xay dén cho
toi. Viéc vudng vao con duong nghién ngap da dua t6i vao day, va mot
chuong trinh cai nghién theo phan quyét cua toa da tra cho toi su tu do.

Trong hon chin thang, ching t6i hop mat cfmg nhau mdi ngay hai
gio déng ho. Hang tuan, ching t6i chia thanh cdc nhém nhé, mdi nhém
tir su dén muoi nguoi phu nit va trai qua mét qua trinh tap luyen sau
sic dugce dan dat bai mot trong ndm cb van.

MJi nguoi chiing t6i nhan duoc phéac do chira tri riéng, dua trén buoi
noi chuyén trude khi ching t6i duge nhan vao chuong trinh. Ching toi
viét bai, doc sach, xem video, 1am bai tap vé nha va vuot qua cac ky
kiém tra, nhung diéu quan trong nhat dé hoan tit chuwong trinh 1a tham
gia vao 16p hoc.

Chiéu sau va ¥ nghia timg ciu chuyén ciia mdi ngudi phu nir rat khac
nhau. Ching t6i xuat than tir nhiéu ting 16p khac nhau, gom nhiéu
chung toc, ton gido va lta tudi khac nhau. Diéu duy nhét giéng nhau d6
14 ching t6i déu 1a nhiing ké nghién ngap Cho du d0 1a nghién rugu hay
nghién ma tiy, thi nghién ngap déu c6 strc phé hiy ghé gom dén cuoc
song cua chung toi.

Tb6i da luén nghi rang nhimng trai nghiém coa minh 12 doc nhat vo
nhi. Nhung sau khi nghe chuyén cia nhitng ngudi phu nir khéc, t6i biét
minh khong phai 14 truong hop duy nhat. Viéc nhan ra diéu do co sic
manh to 16n ddi véi t6i. Chiing t6i chia s¢ v6i nhau nhiéu diéu vé ban
than, nhitng diéu ma khong mot ai, cho di gan gfii véi chiing t6i dén
thé ndo, c6 thé biét dugc. Mot sé trai nghiém cua chiing t6i 1 nhimg
diéu chua timg duogc néi ra.

Nguoi huéng dan cua t6i 14 mot phu nir da den c6 phong cach tu tin
va dinh dac, dau luon ngang cao. Khi Carla Davis néi chuyén, 161 1€ cua



ba ludén manh mé va thang than. Ba di vong quanh 16p hoc véi vé duyén
dang caa mot bong hoa hong rung rinh trong lan gié nhe mua hé. Vi
nhiéu Iy do, t6i rat biét on s6 phan da cho ba tr¢ thanh nguoi huéng dan
cua toi. T6i ngudng mo ba, va téi mudn duoc gibng nhu ba - tan tAm
gitup do nguoi khac. Khong may, t6i la ké da di sai duong.

Tb6i chang 14 gi ngoai viéc 1a mot con sb trong hé thong nha tu,
nhung ba Davis ludn déi xir véi toi bang sy ton trong va néi vai toi bang
nhing 101 18 c6 thé gitp t6i gitr dwoc nhan cach cua minh. Nhirng 1oi
khuyén cua ba duge dua ra cung véi nhirng cau noéi thong thai cia hang
ngan hoc gia, va ba c¢6 thé nhan ra cling nhu déng cam duoc véi sy x40
tron noi tAm cua t6i vé da con trai mang hai dong mau cia minh. Péi
mat 4n can cua ba khong bao gio roi khuoén mait téi khi to6i boc bach
nhimg kho khin cia minh. P6i khi t6i ngude nhin 1én va thiy nuée mat
ba da lung trong chi chuce trao xuéng d6i g0 ma cao cao ngay khi
bachép mat. Trén mit ban cia ba ludn ¢6 san nhimg bich khin gidy.

Chin théng sau do la ngay két thic khda hoc. Mdi nhém nhoé chon ra
mot ngudi cothanh tich tién bo nhat. T6i nhin luét qua cin phong, lang
im suy nghl xem ai 14 nguoi coi mé nhat, chia sé nhitng cam xtic thaim
kin va sau sic nhat va da lam viéc cham ch1 nhét.

Trudce khi toi hoan tat bai thi tinh diém mén tAm 1§ cua minh, moi
nguoi da vo tay va nhin vao toi. Tén toi duoc xudéng 1én. Toi duing day va
di chuyén cham cham 1én phia trudc cin phong véi méi nghi hoic trong
long. Khi t6i ngang dau 1én va nhin vao déi mat cua Carla, thi mot lan
nira nudc mat cia ba lai dang lung trong. Ba dang tay ra va om lay toi.
Vong tay cua ba day tinh thuong yéu nhu thé ba 1a me ruét cua toi. Ba
no6i nho vao tai toi: “Téi that sy ty hdo vé em, em xung dang véi diéu
nay”.

Cudi ciing khi ngdy man han ti dén, t6i tin mot khi t6i da budc sang
phia bén kia bure tuong rao thi téi sé¢ khong bao gio nhin lai phia sau.
Tbi s& gat bo hoan toan phan doi 4y ra khoi tAm tri cia minh. Nhung
dén nay sy viéc da dién ra khong han nhu vay. Trong cudc song hang
ngay toi van duoc Carla khuyén nhu, va khi toi hoi dao dong trong sy
hoi phuc stc khoe cua minh, t6i nghi vé ngay hom ay véi Vong tay 4m 4p
cta ba, va diéu d6 gitp téi vuot qua duoc chinh minh d@é “séng tron ven
cho mdi ngay”.

Christine Learmonth



Part of recovery we can’t do alone
and part no one else can do for us.
Earnie Larsen

he first time I walked into “the rooms” over

seventeen years ago, I saw a group of older people

sitting around laughing and drinking coffee. As I
shyly looked around the room, I spied the coffee and
cookies sitting on the table. A lady with a friendly
enough face walked over to me and asked me if I would
like to have a seat. I told her, yes, but asked her if I could buy a cup of
coffee first. She told me that the coffee is always free and that it would
always be brewing, five days a week, especially holidays.

Five years later, after interrupted attempts at staying clean and
sober, despite the fact that I was singing in the choir and working, I
remembered that ten o’clock meeting.

When I walked in the room, the same group of people seemed to be
sitting in the exact same seats. A friendly woman walked up to me and
said, “Good seeing you! We’ve missed you! Would you like to have a
seat?” Just as if she had not noticed the “slight” weight loss I had
undergone. This time, I took a seat, and then rushed to the coffee pot!

A little over seven years ago, with sunken cheeks, no teeth, and a
few more scars on my face, I thought about that little meeting, and
thought I would drop in on them again. The same people were sitting
in the same seats! I walked over to the most approachable-looking
older gentleman there and said, “How can I get a seat here? You have
been sitting in the same seat for years.”

The young lady sitting next to him said to me, “Honey, take this
seat. It is now yours. I have been sitting in this seat now for almost ten
years between these two gentlemen, and I have not used. They tell me
that this is a good recovery seat.” She then got out of her seat and
offered it to me. Mr. Avery (the elderly gentleman) whispered in my
ear, “Now there’s another thing about maintaining your seat; you have
to be the first ass in it each day!”

So, for the next two years, every day, Monday through Friday and



especially holidays, I was the first person in my seat! I discovered the
joys of “the meeting before the meeting” and learned the pleasure of
“the meeting after the meeting!”

Soon, as the responsibilities on my job increased, I was not able to
make the meeting every day, but would come whenever I had a day off
or could take an early lunch and especially holidays. Whenever I came,
I came early enough to make sure that my seat was indeed, my seat!

A few weeks after my seventh year of uninterrupted recovery, a
young lady walked into “the rooms” and came straight to me at the
meeting and said, “I've been noticing you for a few years sitting in the
same seat. How do I get a seat?” I looked in her eyes and said to her,
“My sister! Welcome! You can have mine. This is a good recovery seat.
The lady who sat in it before me gave it to me. It is yours now!” I
smiled as I watched Mr. Avery lean over and whisper something in her
ear. I knew what he was telling her!

The precious gift of recovery that they had given me had blossomed
into the realization that wherever I sit within “the rooms,” is a “good”
recovery seat.

As long as I bring my ass and put it there!
Andrea W., aka Sala Dayo Nowelile



Chiéc ghé

Trong qua trinh hoti phuc, c6
nhing diéu chiing ta khéng thé
lam m¢t minh, nhung ciing c6
nhing diéu thi khoéng ai cé thé lam
cho chiing ta.

Earnie Larsen

vao “nhirng can phong” do, t6i da nhin thay mot

nhém nguoi 16n tudi ngdi quay quan bén nhau
cuoi noi vui vé bén nhirng tach ca phé. Toi bén 1én nhin
quanh cin phong vachot nhan thay c6 nhiing cbc ca phé
cting nhimg chiéc banh quy duogc dat trén mét chiée ban.
Mot nguoi phu nit véi khuoén mat than thién tién vé phia t6i va hoi téi co
muén ngdi khong. Toi tra 1oi 14 6, nhung t6i néi t6i mudn mua mot coc
ca phé trude. Ba iy noi vai toi rang ca phé ¢ day mién phi va ludn dugc
pha sin, ctr nim ngdy mot tuan, dic biét 1a vao nhilng ngay nghi.

Hon mudi bay nam vé trude, lan dau tién t6i budc

N#m nim sau d6, sau nhiing nd luc bi ngat quang cua tdi 12 séng
trong sach va khong dung dén mot giot ruou, va dau cho t6i 1a thanh
vién trong doi hop xudng ciia nha tho cling nhu ¢6 1am viée binh
thuong, thi t6i vAn nhé dén cude gap go ltie muoi gio hom do.

Khi t6i buée vao phong, duong nhu ciing nhém ngudi d6 dang ngdi
ding trén nhimg chiéc ghé ma ho da ngbi trude do6. Mot ngudi phu nix
than thién tién lai gan t6i va néi: “Rat vui khi gap lai cau! Ching t6i rat
nh¢ cdu! Cau c6 muon ng01 khong" Du?orng nhu baay da khong déy 1a
toi da gay di mot chut. Lan ndy, t6i ngdi xuéng va sau d6 di nhanh dén
chd binh ca phé.

Hon bay nim vé truée, véi doi gd ma hop, ring khong con cai nao,
thém vai vét seo trén mat, t6i da nghi dén budi gap mit ngin ngui do, va
t6i nghi minh s& ghé qua d6 tham ho 1an nita. Van 1a nhitng nguoi do,
ngdi trén dting nhing chiéc ghé ho da ngoi ltc trude! Tai tién dén gan
mot nguoi dan dng 16n tudi trong 6 vé dé tiép xiic nhat va noéi: “Lam
sa0 i co thé ngdi ddy? Ong da ngdi trén cing mot céi ghé sudt ngan ay
nam roi’.



C6 géi ngéi canh ngudi dan 6ng ay néi véi toi: “Nay anh oi, anh hay
ng01 vao cai ghé nay di. Giondlacua anh. To6i dangm trén chiéc ghé nay
gan muoi ndm, giira hai quy ong nay, va t6i van chua tan dung duoc no.
Ho no6i véi toi day la chiéc ghé gitip hoi stre rat tét”. Noi roi co ay ding
day nhu:ong ghé cho toi. Ong Avery (quy 6ng lon tudi) no6i nho vao tai

“Thém mot diéu nira dé cau gitr duoc ghé cua minh, cau phai 1a
ngu(‘yi dau tién ngoi 1én chiéc ghéay mdi ngay!”.

Vi véy, trong hai ndm tiép theo, lién tuc mbi ngay tir thr Hai den tha
Sau, dac biét la vao nhing ngay nghi, t6i lu6n la nguoi dau tién ngoi Ién
ghé cua minh! T6i d4 nhan ra niém vui cua “lan gap g& trude cude hop
mat” va sy thi vi cua “lan gip g& sau cudc hop mit!”.

Ching 1au sau, vi trich nhiém trong cong viéc ting l1én, t6i khong
thé dén cudc hop mit d6 thuong xuyén, nhung bat cir khi ndo duoc nghi
hoic c6 thé an trua sém va dic biét vao nhirng ngay nghi 18, t6i déu ghé
qua. Mdi khi dén, t6i déu dén som dé chic chan chiée ghé d6 thuc sy 1a
ghé cua toi.

Vai tuan 1& sau ndm th bay cua qua trinh héi phuc lién tuc cua t6i,
mot c6 gai bude vao “nhimg cin phong” d6 va tién thang dén chd to6i
trong mot cudc hop mait roi ndi: “Toi déy thay trong nhiéu nim qua 6ng
ngdi trén ciing mot chiée ghé. Toi phai 1am thé nao dé c6 mot chd
ngdi?”. T6i nhin vao mit c6 ay va ndi: “Em gai a! Chao mung em! Em c6
thé ngdi vao ghé cua toi. Pay 1a chiée ghé rat tot cho qua trinh héi phuc.
Nguoi phuniingdi trén chiée ghénély ltc trude @3 nhuong noé cho t6i. Bay
gi(‘)’ n6 1a cia em!”. T6i mim cuoi khi thay 6 ong Avery nghiéng ngu’orl qua
va thi thim diéu gi day vao tai co gai. T6i biét diéu 6ng iy dang noéi véi
co!

Moén qua quy gi4 vé qua trinh hdi phuc ma ho trao cho t6i da nay no
thanh mét nhan thuace, rang du t6i c6 ngoi vao cho nao trong “nhirng can
phong” do, thi d6 déu la chiéc ghé rat tot cho qua trinh hoéi phuc.

Mién 12 t6i dén va ngdi vao do!
Andrea W., aka Sala Dayo Nowelile



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.

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

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

Sau nhing lan nhu vay, thinh gia ¢ khap moi noi mong muén dugc
doc va luu giit nhing cAu chuyén tha 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 nhirng ciu
chuyén ké thanh mot quyén sach khong don gian nhu ho ting nghi. Hai
ngudi gap rat nhiéu kho khin, nhat 1 trong qué trinh bién tap cac bai
viét. Sau 3 nim lam viéc miét mai, ca hai chi méi tong hop duoc 68 ciu
chuyén, con qua it so v6i con sé 101 cAu chuyén - con s6 ma ho tin 14 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 d¢ thu
thap thém cau chuyén bo sung vao quyén sach. Cach nay giap ca hai da



c6 dugce nhiéu cau c}}uyén hay va cam déng tir nhirng con nguoi binh
thuong nhung c6 thé vuot 1€n lam dwoc diéu phi thuong.

Mot lan nira, Jack va Mark tiép tuc nho 40 nha dién thuyét chuyén
nghiép khac doc va thim dinh tirng ciu chuyén, va cho thang diém tur 1
dén 10 vé tinh chan thuc, giy xtc dong va cd 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 gop phan rat 16n vao sy thu huat ban doc.
Jack nhd lai nhirng 1an bi 6m, 6ng thuong duogc #n xtp ga do me nau.
Me Jack noéi loai xtip nay cé thé gitip phuc héi strc khoe cho nhitng
nguoi dang dau yéu. Mot ¥ tuong biung sang trong Jack. Quyén sach nay
cling c6 tac dung chira lanh nhimng bénh, khong phai cho co thé nhu xtp
ga don thuan ma cho tAm hoén con ngudi. Tén sach “Chicken Soup for
the Soulra doi tir @ va nhanh chdng tré nén noi tiéng khap thé gioi.

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
mimg Giang Sinh va nim méi duoc yéu thich nhét lac bay gio. Nhitng ai
mua mot quyén sach déu quay lai mua thém nhiéu quyén nita d¢ lam
qua tang ngu’ol than va ban be. Khap noi ai cung noi vé quyén sach cua

“mot loai xtp ky diéu cho tAm hon”. Moi nguoi chuyen tay nhau, giri
email, ké lai cho nhau nghe va binh luan vé nhimng ciu chuyén trong
sach. Quyén sach da that su tao nén mot con sbt va hién tuong trong
nganh xuat ban.

Ngay nay, bat ct ai cfing biét @én cai tén “Chicken Soup for the
Soul”. Va “Chicken Soup for the Soul” da tré thanh mot thuong hié¢u lén
c6 gia tri khong chi vé mit thuong mai ma con ¢ tinh nhan vin cao dep.
O My, nguoi ta goi n6 1a “A Billion Dollar Brand” (Thuong hiéu tri
gia hang ty d6-la). Thong qua nhiing cau chuyén trong b sach nay, ban
c6 thé tim lai chinh minh, c6 thém niém tin, nghi luc dé thyc hién
nhimg udc mo, khat vong, biét chia s¢ va dong cam véi ndi dau cia
nhirng nguoi xung quanh, tim lai dugc nhirng gia tri dich thuc cua cude
séng. D6 chinh 1a diéu gitp bo sach “Chicken Soup for the Soul” ton tai
mai vai thoi gian va trong long moi nguoi.
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