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Introduction

“To everything there 1s a season, and a time
to every purpose under the heaven.”
- Ecclesiastes 3:1

these timeless words have emboldened countless individuals during the ups and downs of life.
Stories passed from person to person and from generation to generation have offered consolation
and inspiration for all seasons of life.

Wise storytellers through the ages inspired their listeners and helped them find direction and
purpose in life. Those storytellers reawakened people to their own spirituality, afforded them the
courage to dream wonderful possibilities and embraced making a heart connection.

For Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, we selected stories that encircle the heart and those
stories themselves captivate the readers. Some stories tell about enjoying satisfying relationships
across generational lines, refocusing interests and energy, relishing the milestones of change and
leaving behind what has been outgrown. Many stories deal with grand-parenting and mentoring, while
others focus on the realities of growing older. Our hope is that all the stories stimulate thinking on
how to spend our days for maximum meaning and enjoyment.

As we sorted through the literal mountains of stories received for consideration in Chicken Soup
for the Golden Soul, we were reminded of the importance of passing along to future generations the
wisdom gleaned in life. We realized anew the importance of savoring each moment in our lives. We
became mindful of how some of our greatest growth occurred during our darkest hours. We have
found a serendipity that enables us to face the future with openness and trust, ready to receive
whatever our Creator has in store for us.

We invite you to cherish all of life’s seasons, the warm and the cold, the dark and the bright - for
they are the best preparation for making the “growing older” years even more rewarding than you
ever thought possible. It is never too late to discover richness and tranquillity in life.

“Tell me a story.” These sweet words of children around the world and across the ages echo the
heart of all of us. We hope Golden Soul inspires you to tell your own stories to the younger people in
your life - and to the people who are “young at heart.”

Through Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, we celebrate life with you. Read the stories one at a
time. Let them soothe your soul, tickle your funny bone and rekindle your spirit. Pass them on to
others.
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“Van vat déu c6 mot khoang tho1 gian nhéit dinh, va mdi khoanh khic trén tran gian déu c6 mdt muc
dich riéng cta no.”

- Ecclesiastes 3:1

Nhing ngodn tur bat hi1 nay da khich 1¢ rat nhiéu nguoi trong nhitng giai doan thang tram ctia cudc song.
Cac cau chuyén dugc truyén tlr nguo1 nay sang nguoi khac, tir thé hé ndy sang thé hé khac da goi
gam su dong vién ciing nhu nguon cam hirng cho moi thdi khic trong cudc doi.

Trai qua nhiéu thoi ky, nhitng nguoi ké chuyén giau kinh nghiém da truyén cam hirg dén nguoi
nghe, gitip ho xac dinh dugc phuong hudng va muyc tiéu trong cudce song. Nhitng nguoi ké chuyén ay
da danh thirc ngud1 nghe tro' vé voi gia tri tinh than ctia chinh minh, trao cho ho ding khi dé udc mo
vé nhitng diéu tuyét di€u co thé xay dén va tao nén sy ndi két cua con tim.

Trong tap Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, ching t61 da chon in nhing cau chuyén xoay quanh
nhirng tim long cao thugng va chinh nhirng cau chuyén do da chinh phyc con tim doc gia. Mot s6 cau
chuyén ké vé hanh phac duoc tin hudng moi quan h¢ hoa thuan gitra cac thé hé, niém vui khi duoc
song voi cac tha vui tao nhi ciing nhur tao ra ngudn sinh luc mdi, duge thudng thirc nhitng cot moc
danh dau sy thay doi va dé lai phia sau nhitng diéu da gia cdi. Nhiéu cau chuyén lién quan dén viéc
nudi nang va day dS con chau, trong khi mot s6 chuyén khac thi tip trung vao su that cua tudi tac.
Chung t61 hi vong rang tat ca nhitng cau chuyén nay s€ goi nén nhiing suy nghi vé viéc lam thé nao dé
song that y nghia va tin hudng dugce nhiéu niém vui nhat.

Khi phan loai tir mot lugng 16n nhitng cau chuyén ma ching t61 nhan dugc tir doc gia dé thuc hién
cudn Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, ching toi luon luu tim dén tAm quan trong ctia viéc chuyén
tai dén thé hé twong lai nhirng ba i hoc di duoc gop nhit tir cudc song. Chung t61 cling nhén ra tAm
quan trong ctia viéc tn hudng tirng khoanh khic trong cudc song ctia mdi nguoi va hiéu tai sao ¢6
nhirng sy truong thanh virng vang nhat lai xay den trong nhiing gio phat den tdi nhat. Qua do thay rang
chung ta c6 thé huéng dén trong lai bang mot niém tin va thai d6 cdi md, sin sang don nhan bt ctr
diéu gi Pang tao hoa dd danh riéng cho minh.

Chung t61 mong cac ban hay yéu mén tat ca nhitng khoanh khac trong cudc song, luc channanci
ng nhu khi 4 am long, luc tam i ciing nhu khi turoi sang - bdi vi tat ca nhitng diéu do chinh l1a su chuan
bi t6t nhat cho nhitng ndm thang “truéng thanh”, thim chi chiing con hitu ich hon tat ca nhirng gi ma
ban da tirng nghi dén. Chang bao gid 1 qué tré dé kham phé su phong phi va thanh binh trong cudc
sOng nay.

“Ké chuyén cho chau nghe di.” Nhitng 101 ngot ngao d6 cua nhitng dira tré trén khap thé gigi va
trong moi thoi dai s& mai vang vong trong trai tim ctia mdi chiing ta. Chiing t6i hi vong Golden Soul s&
truyén cam himg dé ban c6 thé ké nhitng cau chuyén ctia chinh minh cho nhitng ngudi tré tuéi hon ma
ban gip trong cudc song — va cho ca nhirng ngudi cd “tdm hon twoi tré.”

Thong qua quyén sach Chicken Soup for the Golden Soul, chiing t6i mudn cing cac ban ton vinh



cudc song. Hay doc tirng truyén mot. Hay dé nhitng cau chuyén xoa diu tim hon ban, mang dén cho ban
nu cuo1 that thoai mai va nhom 1€én ngon Itra trong tdm hon ban. Va mong rang ban sé truyén nhirng cau

chuyén nay dén nhitng ngudi khac nita.

JACK CANFIELD & MARK VICTOR HANSEN




Overnight guest

greenbriar Valley lay almost hidden by the lowhanging clouds that spilled
intermittent showers. As I plodded through the muddy barnyard preparing to do
my chores, I glanced at the road that led past our place and wound on through the
valley. A car was parked at the side of the road a little way beyond the pasture
=Ty corner.

The car was obviously in distress. Otherwise, no man so well-dressed would
have been tinkering with it out in the rain. I watched him as [ went about my
chores. Clearly, the man was no mechanic. He desperately plodded from the raised hood back to the
car seat to try the starter, then back to the hood again.

When I finished my chores and closed the barn, it was almost dark. The car was still there. So I
took a flashlight and walked down the road. The man was sort of startled and disturbed when I came
up to him, but he seemed anxious enough for my help. It was a small car, the same make as my own
but somewhat newer. It took only a few minutes for me to spot the trouble.

“It’s your coil,” I told him.

“But it couldn’t be that!” he blurted. “I just installed a new one, only about a month ago.” He was
a young fel low. I would have guessed twenty-one, at most. He sounded almost in tears.

“You see, mister,” he almost sobbed, “I’m a long ways from home. It’s raining. And I’ve just got
to get it started. I just got to!”

“Well, it’s like this,” I said. “Coils are pretty touchy. Sometimes they’ll last for years. Then again
sometimes they’ll go out in a matter of hours. Suppose I get a horse and pull the car up into the barn.
Then we’ll see what we can do for it. We’ll try the coil from my car. If that works, I know a fellow
down at the corner who’ll sell you one.”

I was right. With the coil from my car in place, the motor started right off, and it purred like a new
one. “Nothing to it,” I grinned. “We’ll just go see Bill David down the road. He’ll sell you a new
coil, and you can be on your way. Just wait a minute while I tell my wife where I’'m going.”

I thought he acted odd when we got down to David’s store. He parked in the dark behind the store
and would not get out. “I’'m wet and cold,” he excused himself. “Here’s ten dollars. Would you mind
very much going in and getting it for me?”’

We had just finished changing the coil when my little daughter, Linda, came out to the barn.
“Mother says supper’s ready,” she announced. Then, turning to the strange young man, she said, “She
says you’re to come in and eat, too.”

“Oh, but I couldn’t,” he protested. “I couldn’t let you folks feed me. I’ve got to get going anyway.



No, no, I just can’t stay.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I said. “After all, how long will it take you to eat? Besides, no one comes
to our house at mealtime and leaves without eating. You wouldn’t want my wife to lie down in the
mud in front of your car, would you?”

Still protesting, he allowed himself to be led off to the house. But it seemed to me as if there was
something more in his protests than just mere politeness.

He sat quietly enough while I said the blessing. But during the meal he seemed very fidgety. He
barely picked at his food, which was almost an insult to my wife, who is one of the best cooks in the
state and proud of it.

Once the meal was over, he got quickly to his feet, announcing that he must be on his way. But he
had reck oned without my wife.

“Now, look here,” she said, and she glanced at me for support. “It’s still pouring out there. Your
clothes are all wet, and you can’t help being cold. I’ll bet you’re tired too; you must have driven far
today. Stay with us tonight. Tomorrow you can start out warm and dry and all rested.”

[ nodded slightly at her. It isn’t always advisable to take in strangers that way. Unfortunately, many
people cannot be trusted. But I liked this young man. I felt sure he would be all right.

He reluctantly agreed to stay the night. My wife sent him to bed and hung his clothes to dry by the
fire. Next morn ing she pressed them and gave him a nice breakfast. This meal he ate with relish. It

seemed he was more settled that morning, not so restless as he had been. He thanked us profusely
before he left.

But when he started away, an odd thing happened. He had been headed down the valley toward
the city the night before. But when he left, he headed back north, toward Roseville, the county seat.
We wondered a great deal about that, but decided he had just been confused and made a wrong turn.

Time went by, and we never heard from the young man. We had not expected to, really. The days
flowed into months, and the months into years. The Depression ended and drifted into war. In time,
the war ended, too. Linda grew up and established a home of her own. Things on the farm were quite
different from those early days of struggle. My wife and I lived comfortably and quietly, sur rounded
by lovely Greenbriar Valley.

Just the other day, I got a letter from Chicago. A personal letter, it was, on nice expensive
stationery. Now who in the world, I wondered, can be writing me from Chicago? I opened it and
read:

Dear Mr. McDonald:

I don't suppose you remember the young man you helped, years ago, when his car broke down.
It has been a long time, and I imagine youve helped many others. But I doubt if you have helped
anyone else quite the way you helped me.



You see, I was running away that night. I had in my car a very large sum of money, which I had
stolen from my employer. I want you to know, sir, that I had good Christian parents. But I had
forgotten their teaching and had gotten in with the wrong crowd. I knew I had made a terrible
mistake.

But you and your wife were so nice to me. That night in your home, I began to see what [ was
wrong. Before morning, I made a decision. Next day, I turned back. I went back to my employer
and made a clean breast of it. I gave back all the money and threw myself on his mercy.

He could have prosecuted me and sent me to prison for many years. But he is a good man. He
took me back in my old job, and I have never strayed again. I'm mar ried now, with a lovely wife
and two fine children. I have worked my way to a very good position with my com pany. I am not
wealthy, but I am comfortably well off.

I could reward you handsomely for what you did for me that night. But I don't believe that is
what you’d want. So I have established a fund to help others who have made the same mistake I
did. In this way, I hope I may pay for what I have done.

God bless you, sir, and your good wife, who helped me more than you knew.

I walked into the house and handed the letter to my wife. As she read it, I saw the tears begin to
fill her eyes. With the most serene look on her face, she laid the letter aside.

“For [ was a Stranger, and ye took Me 1n,” she quoted. “I was hungered, and ye fed Me; [ was in
prison, and ye vis ited Me.”

- Hartley F Dailey




Nguo1 khach qua dém

thung ling Greenbriar gan nhu khuat minh sau nhitng dam may thap, v61 nhitng
con mua rao trat xuéng lién tuc. Trong luc 16i qua manh sdn sinh 13y dé lam
nhirng viéc 1at vat nhu thuong 1€, t61 nhin thoang qua con duong chay ngang nha
minh rdi udn khic vé phia thung liing. T6i chot thdy mot chiée xe hoi dd lai bén
=T duong, cach bai ¢ nha to61 khong xa.

R rang 1a chiée xe dang gip su c¢b. Néu khong, ching co ai lai di stra xe dudi
trdi mura, nhét 1a khi dang dn mic banh bao nhu thé. Toi lam viéc ctia minh nhung
van quan sat nguoi thanh nién no. RS rang 13 cdu ta chang ranh may moc gi ca. Cau vat va 1é budc tir
chiéc capd con dang duoc dung 18n t6i chd vo lang dé thir khdi dong, roi lai quay ra chd capd.

Khi t6i xong viéc va dong cira nha kho, tri gan nhu da t6i han. Chiéc xe van con & d6. Thé 1a toi
lay dén pin va di ra duong. Ngudi thanh nién hoi giat minh va boi rdi khi t6i budc dén, nhung hinh
nhu cdu ta cling dang mong tdi s& gitip. P6 chi 1a mot chiée xe nho, cung hiéu véi chiée xe cua toi
nhung m6i hon mot chat. Chi mét vai phut 13 t6i d3 nhan ra nd bi hong chd ndo.

“La do cudn day day”, t61 no1 vdi cau ta.

“Khong thé nhu thé dugc!”, cau ay budt miéng thot 1€n. “Chau vira gan cudon mdi ma, mo1 dung
dugc mot thang thdi.” Cau ta con tré, t61 dodn nhiéu lam 1a hai muo1 mét tudi. Giong cau ta nodi1 nghe
nhu sap khoc.

“Bac thay day, nha chau cach day xa lam. Troi lai dang mua. Chau phai khoi dong duoc xe. Chau

phai 1am cho dugc!”. Cau ta gan nhu nirc no.

T6i ndi: “Thé nay nhé, miy cudn day nay kha 14 nhay. C6 lic no cling bén ca miy nim, nhung khi
chi méi vai gio 1a hu roi. Bé bac di 1y con ngwa cho né kéo xe vao nha kho. Roi xem chiing ta c6 sira
duoc gi hay khong nhé. Ta sé& thir ding cudn day trong xe ctia bac. Néu may nd, bac biét & goc dudng
c6 nguoi ban day day”.

T6i da doan dung. Khi lp cudn déy cua xe t61 vao thi dong co 1ap tirc khoi dong ngay, tiéng may
nd gion déu nhu mot chiée xe moi vay. “Khong con van dé gi nira”, t6i cudi sang khoai. “Bay gio bac
chau ta téi chd Bill David & cudi duong. Ong 4y s& ban cho chau cudn day mai, roi chau c6 thé 1én
duong. Nhung doi bac mot chit dé bac noi véi vo bac biét minh di dau da.”

To61 thay cau thanh nién nay hanh dong that ky la khi chung t61 dén ctra tiém cua David. Cau ta do
xe ¢ cho t61 phia sau ctra hang va khong chiu xudng xe. “Ngudi chdu udt va lanh 1am”, cau ay vién cé.
“Day 1a muoi do la. Bac 1am on vao mua gium chau di.”

Chiing t61 vira thay xong cuon day thi c6 con gai bé bong cua t6i, bé Linda, ra chd nha kho. “Me
noi 1a da don bira tdi xong réi”, con bé théng bao. Roi con bé quay sang anh thanh nién la mit va noi:
“Me no1 anh cling vao an vdi ca nha luon”.



“O1i, khong duoc dau!”, anh ta cwong quyét tir chéi. “Chau khong thé nao in com nha bac dugc.
Chau phai di ngay. Khong, chau khong thé ¢ lai dugc.”

“Purng n61 v& van nita”, t61 bao. “An c6 bira com mat bao nhi€u thoi gian ma khong thé duoc? Véi
lai, xua nay chua c6 ai t61 nha bac vao gio com ma khi ra vé lai khong an ca. Hay la chdu muon vo
bac ndm lan xudng sinh trudc xe chau dé mo1 ha?”

VAan con phan khang, nhung ngudi thanh nién danh chiu dé b con t6i kéo vao nha. Nhung t6i cam
thay cau ta tir cho1 an com duong nhu vi diéu gi khac chir khong don thuan chi vi phép lich su.

Céu ta lang 18 ngdi xudng ban trong luc t6i doc kinh Ta On. Nhung subt bita an, dudong nhu cau ay
rat s6t rudt. Hau nhu cau ta chang cham diia vao mén gi ca, diéu nay gan nhu la mot sy xtc pham dbi
v6i vo t61 vi ba dy von tyr hao 1a mot trong nhitng ngudi niu an gidi nhat trong tiéu bang,

Bira an vira xong thi cau thanh nién nhanh chong dimg bat day, noi rang minh phai 1én duong ngay.
Cau da khong dé y dén vo toi.

“Ch4u nhin di, troi van con mua xdi xa. Quén 40 chau w6t hét ca roi, va chau khong chiu lanh noi
dau. Bac biét chau cling ¢3 mét; ca ngay chac chau da phai di ca mot quang duong dai. Dém nay chélu
o lai nha bac nhe. Mai chau s€ 1én duong, nguoi kho rao, am ap va lai dugc nghi ngoi day du nira.’
Vo tdi n6i, va ba ay liéc nhin t6i nhur dé tim sy tng ho.

T61 khe gat dau dong ¥ véi vo. Thuc ra khong phai lic ndo ta cling nén cho nguoi la vao nha. Dang
tiéc 1a co rat nhiéu nguoi khong dang tin chit ndo, nhung t6i thiy mén chang thanh nién nay. Téi tin ciu
ta 14 nguoi tot.

Anh chang mién cudng dong y & lai qua dém. Vo t6i dan cau dén chd ngi 16i treo bd quan 4o clia
cau canh 10 sudi dé hong cho kho. Sang hom sau, ba éy con ui lai quﬁn ao cho cau ta va don cho cau
mot bira diém tAm ngon lanh. Cau ta ¢6 vé rat thich tha v&i bita dn nay. Budi sang hom d6, anh chang
duong nhu diém tinh hon, khong con ding ngdi khong yén nhu t6i hom trudce nita. Trude khi di, cau ay
d3 hét strc cam on gia dinh chang t6i.

La mot diéu 12 tbi hom qua, chang trai 4y tir thung liing nhim hudng vé thanh phd nhung khi ra di,
cau ta lai quay dau xe vé phia bac hudng to1 Roseville, trung tAm cta hat ndy. Ca nha ching to1 rat
thac mac v€ chuyén do, nhung roé1 chiing té1 nghi rang c6 1€ cau ta boi ro1 nén di nham duodng,

Thoi gian troi qua, gia dinh t6i khong he biét thém tin tirc gi ve chang thanh nién ay. Thyc sy thi
ching t61 cting khong mong cho diéu gi ca. Nam thang cur thé troi qua. Cude khing hoang kinh t& vira
két thac da dan dén sy bung nd cua mot cudc chién tranh. Cudi cing chién tranh cling chim dut. Linda
truong thanh va da co gia dinh riéng. Bay gio moi thir & nong trai da khac trudc rat nhiéu, khac véi
thuo ma gia dinh ching t61 con phai chat vat vi cudc soéng. Vo chong t6i hién séng kha sung tic va yén
6n gitra thung liing Greenbriar xinh dep.

Chi m&i hom kia, t61 nhan dugc mot 14 thu goi tir Chicago. D6 1a thu riéng, duoc viét trén mot loai
gidy dat tién. Toi tu hoi: Ai co thé viet thu cho minh ttr Chicago vao 10c nay nhi? T61 mé buc thu ra
doc:



Bdc McDonald kinh mén,

Chdc la bdc khéng nhé cdu thanh nién minh da givp cach day nhiéu nam, khi xe cdu ta bi hw
doc dwong dau. Chuyén xay ra cing da ldu r6i, va chdu nghi han bdc con giip nhiéu ngwoi khéc
nita. Nhung chdu khéng biét liéu bac c6 gitip ai nhir cach bdc da givp chdu hay khéng.

Bdc biét khéng, dém d6 chau dang trén dwong chay tron. Trong xe chdu c6 mét sé tién rdt lom
ma chéau da danh cdp ciia éng chii minh. Chdu muén bdc biét thém rang cha me chdu la nguoi rat
ngoan dao. Nhung chdau dd quén 10i day ciia bé me va giao du véi dam ban xdu. Chau biét minh da
pham phai mot sai lam téi té.

Nhung bdc va bdc gai lai rat tot véi chau. Bém dé ¢ nha bac, chdu moi bat dau hiéu ra minh
da lam sai diéu gi. Va thé la trudc khi troi sang, chau da co mot quyét dinh ding ddn. Ngay hom
sau, chau da quay lai. Chau tro Vé va thii nhdn véi éng chii tat ca. Chdu trd lai toan bg so tién va
phé mdc d@é éng dy muon lam gi chdu ciing dwoc.

Lé ra ong chu da co thé khoi kién va bé tir chau vai ndm. Nhung éng dy la ngueoi tot. Ong lai
nhdn chau vé lam, va chau khong bao gio lam lac nita. Hien gio chau da ldp gia dinh, co mot
nguwoi vo hién diu va hai dira con xinh xan. Chéau da no 5 e lam viée dé co dwege mét vi tri tot trong
cong ty ciia minh. Chdu khéng giau c¢d, nhwng chdau song kha thodi mdi.

Chdu cé thé dén on bdc thdt hdu hinh vi nhitng diéu bdc dd lam cho chdu vao téi hém dy.
Nhuwng chau cho rang dé khéng phdi la diéu bac muon. Vi thé chau da thanh 1dgp mét quy tir thién
dé givip nhitng nguoi ciing lam 16 nhw chau. Bang cdch nay, chdau hy vong minh c6 thé chudc lai 16i
lam ngay xuea.

Cau Chiia Iuén phit hé cho bdc va béc gdi, bdc dy da givip chdu nhiéu hon bdc nghi.

T6i vao nha va dua 14 thu cho vo minh. Khi vo tdi doc thu, toi thdy nudc mat ba Ay lung trong,
RO1 vo1 vé mat hét suc thanh than, ba ay dé 14 thu sang mot bén.

Vo t61 doc lai mot doan kinh thanh: “Khi Ta 1a khach 1a, con da don Ta vao nha; Ta doi khat, con
da cho Ta an uong; Ta ¢ tu, con da t&1 tham Ta”.

- Hartley F Dailey




Happy anniversary

often, after she finished her solitary supper, she would just sit at the kitchen
table in no hurry to enter the rest of the house which seemed even emptier at
ﬁ night. She would remember how everyone used to rush off after they had eaten -
. the boys up to their rooms and Peter to his favorite TV news programs.

Always so much to do and it seemed at times the boys would never grow up
so she could have at least a little time to herself. Time for herself. Oh my, she had lots of time now,
big blocks of time which filled so little space in her life. Especially now with Peter gone.

They had planned to travel a little after the boys all left, only Peter had been part of a different
plan. She would give anything to have those frenzied days back again, but of course it was
impossible. There was her volunteer work and the house work and the occasional baking for bake
sales, but she missed the noise and she would have been happy to hear the angry voices in the midst
of a fight. “Ma, he took my shirt without asking” and “Ma, he won’t let me study.” Ma, Ma, Ma.
Sometimes she had wanted to throttle them, and now she wanted only to hug them and hold them
close. She looked at babies on the street and felt sad, remembering when her arms were also full.

She was being especially silly tonight, and she had told Charlotte, one of her neighbors who had
dropped by ear lier, that today would have been her fortieth anniversary and they had talked of a
special celebration this year. Foolish woman. After Charlotte left she had baked the chocolate cake
that had been a favorite of Peter’s, and there it sat in the refrigerator, awaiting its trip to the table.

Last year the boys had all called, and they had laughed and talked about the big forty and how they
would all cel ebrate, only there was nothing to celebrate now. In fact, no one had called, but you
really couldn’t observe a wedding anniversary with half a couple. At least that’s what she had said to
Charlotte, who kind of clicked her tongue at her and looked sad.

Feeling sorry for herself, was she? Come on, she scolded herself, let’s have a big slice of cake
and maybe some treats for Max, who must have read her mind because he began to bark. Poor old
Max. He had been Peter’s dog, waiting for him by the door each night till he came home. Some nights
he still waited at the door which never opened, jumping up and barking at the slightest noise.

Like tonight. What was he barking at? He thought he owned the street, maybe even the world, but
certainly anything on this block was his terrain. Tonight something was setting him off. So she walked
over to the window to see what it was. There was only a car. “For heaven’s sake, Max,” she
admonished, “we’re not the only people on the street.” Maybe Mrs. Boris, another neighbor, was
having company. She had a big family and they came often to visit their parents.

But Max kept right on, and she thought she heard a noise at the door. Never fearful of the dark or
the unknown, she went to the door, flung it open and said, “See, Max - there’s no one - oh my Lord!”
They were standing there, the three of them, and they yelled, “Surprise, surprise” and suddenly there
were hugs and kisses everywhere - her boys had come home.



“I didn’t think you’d remember and besides, with Dad...” Her voice trailed off in a blur of tears.

“Ma,” that was Josh’s voice, “you and Dad were always here for us, always in our hearts and our
memories, and every anniversary will be our special day.” The others nodded, and now the tears
were rolling down her face. “Hey, Ma, where’s the cake?”” That was Chuck’s voice. “We want to
party.” Suddenly she smiled and ran back to the kitchen, thanking the divine force that had directed
her to bake her cake today and had given her three wonderful sons.

- Evelyn Marder Levin




L¢é ky niém hanh phuc

thong thuong, sau khi mot minh dung xong bira com tdi, ba van ngdi yén bén
chiéc ban an ma khong voi vé di vao nhirng khu vye khac ciia ngoi nha khi
chung duong nhu vang lang hon ltic dém vé. Ba nhé lai trude day moi nguoi
ﬁ thudng chay ta vao d6 sau mdi bira n - bon tré thi chay 1én phong, con Peter thi
xem chuong trinh tin tirc yéu thich cua ong trén ti vi.

Ba ludn co ra t nhiéu viéc phai lam, va doi khi bon tré duong nhu chfmg chju khon 16n dé it ra ba
cling c6 chut it thoi gian danh cho riéng minh. Thoi gian cho riéng ba. Oi, gio thi ba ¢6 nhiéu thoi
gian, khoang thoi gian rat 1on chi dé 1ap day khoang tréng rat nho trong cudc song cua ba. Nhat 1a sau
khi Peter ra di.

Hai nguoi da 1én ké hoach s& cung di du lich mdt s6 noi sau khi bon tré trudng thanh, thé nhung
Peter lai thuc hién mot chuyén di khac. Ba c6 thé danh doi bat ki diéu gi dé c6 thé song lai nhitng
thang ngay tuyét voi xua kia, nhung di nhién diéu d6 1a khong thé. Du da lam nhitng cong viéc tinh
nguyén, viéc nha va thinh thoang con lam banh dé ban, nhung ba van luén nhé sy huyén nao ngay nao
va han ba s& rt hanh phac khi duoc nghe lai nhu’ng giong noi am {rc ctia cac con gitta mdi tran au da.
“Me, no lay 4o cua con ma khong xin phép gi ca” hay “Me, anh a ay khong dé cho con hoc.” Me, me,
me. Thinh thoang ba ciing muén cho chiing mét tran, con bay gid ba chi mudn dugc 6m chiing vao long
va gitr chiing that chat. Nhin may dira nhd ngoai phd ba lai thiy long that budn, nhd lam sao nhirng gidy
phtit ma vong tay cta minh ciing day ap tinh yéu thuong,

Pém nay ba cam thdy minh that ngé ngan. Ba di nodi voi Charlotte, ngudi hang x6m vira tat qua
tham ba trudc do, rang hom nay 1a ky niém 1an thir 40 ngay cudi cia ba va ho da ban vé mot budi 18
that dac bi¢t. bung la mot ba gia 1am cam. Sau khi Charlotte vé ba da 1am mot chiéc banh s6-cd-la ma
Peter rat thich va dit n6 trong tu lanh, chi con chd dugc mang 1€n ban an.

Nam ngoai, méy cau con trai déu goi dién thoai Ve, chung cud1 ndi va ban vé mot budi 18 ky niém
40 nam that linh dinh va con tinh xem bon ching sé& t6 chtrc nhur thé ndo, nhung by gid thi chang con
gi dé to chirc. That vay, chéng c6 ai goi dién vé ca. Nguoi ta khong thé mirng 18 ky niém ngay cudi khi
chi con mot trong hai nguoi. [t ra thi d6 1a nhiing gi ba d4 noi véi Charlotte, va Charlotte da chit ludi
cam thong va 0 ra rat budn.

Ba cam thay tui thin 42 Thoi ndo, ba tu trach minh, hiy 4n mot miéng banh that 1on va thét dai cha
ch6é Max mdt it nita. Han 1a doc duoc suy nghi cua ba, nd bat dau sua vang. Con Max gia that to1
nghiép. N6 1a con chd ciia Peter, dém nao ciing chd & cira cho dén luc 6ng vé. Pén tan bay gio, ¢6 vai
dém no6 van cho noi canh ctra khong bao gio md, chom day va stia vang khi nghe bat ky tiéng dong nho
nao.

Téi nay ciing vay. No dang sua cai gi thé nhi? Chic nd ‘nghi 1a n6 so hiru ca con pho nay, va tham
chi 1a ca thé giéi nay nita hay sao 4y. Nhung di nhién 14 bat ky dleu gi trong khu nay déu thudc 1anh dia
clia n6. Pémnay c6 mt cai gi d6 da danh dong nd. Vi vay ba di vé phia cira s6 dé xem c6 chuyén gi.
Chi 12 mot chiéc xe thoi ma. Ba mang nd: “Lam on di Max, ching ta dau phai 1a ngudi duy nhat song &



con pho nay”. C6 thé mdt ngudi hang xdm khac 1a ba Boris c¢6 khach dén choi. Ba ay c6 mdt gia dinh
dong dac, va may dura con rat thuong ghé vé tham bo me.

Nhung Max van tiép tuc sua, va ba nghi 1 ba ciing nghe thdy mot tiéng dong & cira. Ba chang bao
gio thiy so bong dém hay nhitng diéu bi an, vi thé ba ¢t bude lai, md toang canh ctra va néi: “Nhin
di, Max - ¢6 ai dau - 01, tro1 o1!”. Chung dang dirg & do, ca ba dura con trai cua ba. Chang la 1én:
“Ngac nhién chua, ngac nhién chua” va bat ngd' 6m hon ba t6i tap - nhitng dira con cta ba da try vé
nha.

“Me khong nghi la cac con con nhé ngay nay. Hon nita, cha cac con...” Gigng ba lac di trong lan
nudc mat.

“Me”, giong clia Josh vang 1én, “ddi véi chiing con thi me va cha ludn & noi day, luon ¢ trong trai
tim va tAm tri ching con, va budi 1& ky niém ndo ciing 1a mot ngay dic biét d6i voi anh em con”. Hai
dua kia git dau, va bay gio thi nudc mit dang chay dai trén khudn mét ba. “A, me ndy, banh dau roi
me?”, Chuck 1én tiéng hoi. “Bon con mubn an mirng.” Bat chot ba mim cudi va chay ngay vao bép,
tham cam on thé luc siéu nhién ndo ddy da xui khién ba 1am chiéc banh cho ngay hém nay va da ban
cho ba ba dtra con trai tuyét voi.

- Evelyn Marder Levin




Help for the helper

At age eighteen, I left my home in Brooklyn, New York, and went off to study

history at Leeds University in Yorkshire, England. It was an exciting but
stressful time in my life, for while trying to adjust to the novelty of unfa miliar
surroundings, I was still learning to cope with the pain of my father’s recent
death - an event with which I had not yet come to terms.

While at the market one day, trying to decide which bunch of flowers would best brighten up my
comfortable but colorless student digs, I spied an elderly gentleman having difficulty holding onto his
walking stick and his bag of apples. I rushed over and relieved him of the apples, giving him time to
regain his balance.

“Thanks, luv,” he said in that distinctive Yorkshire lilt [ never tire of hearing. “I’m quite all right
now, not to worry,” he said, smiling at me not only with his mouth but with a pair of dancing bright
blue eyes.

“May I walk with you?” I inquired. “Just to make sure those apples don’t become sauce
prematurely.”

He laughed and said, “Now, you are a long way from home, lass? From the States, are you?”
“Yes, I’'m from New York. I’ll tell you all about it as we walk.”

So began my friendship with Mr. Burns, a man whose smile and warmth would very soon come to
mean a great deal to me.

As we walked, Mr. Burns (whom I always addressed as such and never by his first name) leaned
heavily on his stick, a stout, gnarled affair that resembled my notion of a biblical staff. When we
arrived at his house, I helped him set his parcels on the table and insisted on lending a hand with the
preparations for his “tea” - that is, his meal. I interpreted his weak protest as gratitude for the
assistance.

After making his tea, I asked if it would be all right if I came back and visited with him again. I
thought I’d look in on him from time to time, to see if he needed anything. With a wink and a smile he
replied, “I’ve never been one to turn down an offer from a good-hearted lass.”

I came back the next day, at about the same time, so I could help out with his evening meal. For
me, the great walking stick was a silent reminder of his infirmity, and, though he never asked for help,
he didn’t protest when 1t was given. That very evening we had our first “heart to heart.” Mr. Burns
asked about my studies, my plans, and, mostly, about my family. I told him that my father had recently
died, but I didn’t offer much else about the relationship I’d had with him. In response, he gestured
toward the two framed photographs on the end table next to his chair. They were pictures of two
differ ent women, one notably older than the other. But the resemblance between the two was striking.



“That’s Mary,” he said, indicating the photograph of the older woman. “She’s been gone for six
years. And that’s our Alice. She was a very fine nurse. Losing her was too much for my Mary.”

I responded with the tears I hadn’t been able to shed for my own pain. I cried for Mary. I cried for
Alice. I cried for Mr. Burns. And I cried for my father to whom I never had the chance to say good-
bye.

[ visited with Mr. Burns twice a week, always on the same days and at the same time. Whenever |
came, he was seated in his chair, his walking stick propped up against the wall. Mr. Burns owned a
small black-and-white tele vision set, but he evidently preferred his books and phonograph records
for entertainment. He seemed especially glad to see me. Although I told myself I was delighted to be
useful, I was happier still to have met someone to whom I could reveal those thoughts and feelings
that, until then, I’d hardly acknowledged to myself.

While fixing the tea, our chats would begin. I told Mr. Burns how terribly guilty I felt about not
having been on speaking terms with my father the two weeks prior to his death. I’d never had the
chance to ask my father’s forgive ness. And he had never had the chance to ask for mine.

Although Mr. Burns talked, he allowed me the lion’s share. Mostly I recall him listening. But how
he listened! It wasn’t just that he was attentive to what I said. It was as if he were reading me,
absorbing all the information I pro vided, and adding details from his own experience and
imagination to create a truer understanding of my words.

After about a month, I decided to pay my friend a visit on an off day. I didn’t bother to telephone
as that type of formality did not seem requisite in our relationship. Coming up to the house, I saw him
working in his garden, bending with ease and getting up with equal facility. I was dumbfounded.
Could this be the same man who used that massive walking stick?

He suddenly looked in my direction. Evidently sensing my puzzlement over his mobility, he waved
me over, looking more than a bit sheepish. I said nothing, but accepted his invitation to come inside.

“Well, luv. Allow me to make you a ‘cuppa’ this time”.
“How?” I asked. “I thought....”

“I know what you thought, luv. When you first saw me at the market.., well, I’d twisted my ankle a
bit earlier in the day. Tripped on a stone while doing a bit of gardening. Always been a clumsy fool.”

“But... when were you able to... walk normally again?”” Somehow, his eyes managed to look merry
and contrite at the same time. “Ah, well, I guess that’ll be the very next day after our first meeting.”

“But why?”” I asked, truly perplexed. Surely he couldn’t have been feigning helplessness to get me
to make him his tea every now and then.

“That second time you came around, luv, it was then I saw how unhappy you were. Feeling lonely
and sad about your dad and all. I thought, well, the lass could use a bit of an old shoulder to lean on.
But I knew you were telling yourself you were visiting me for my sake and not your own. Did you
think you’d come back if you knew I was fit? And I knew you were in sore need of someone to talk to.



Someone older, older than your dad, even. And someone who knew how to listen.”
“And the stick?”
“Ah. A fine stick, that I use it when I walk the moors. We must do that together soon.”

That Mr. Burns, the man I’d set out to help, helped me. He’d made a gift of his time, bestowing
atten tion and kindness to a young girl who needed both.

- Marlena Thompson



Giup d& 1an nhau

MUO1 tam tudi, t6i roi nha minh & Brooklyn, New York dé dén hoc Sir hoc tai

Dai hoc Leeds ¢ Yorkshire, Anh quoc. Do la khoang thoi gian 1y thi nhung
cling day kho khan trong cudc do1 to1 vi luc a ay toi vira phai c6 gang thich nghi
V01 moi truong song xa la, vira phai hoc cach duong dau v6i ndi dau mat cha -
mot bién cd vira moi xdy ra ma toi van chua thé chap nhin duoc.

Mot ngay no khi di chg, trong lic dang phan van chang biét nén chon mua bo hoa nio dé t6 diém
cho can phong tro tuy tién nghi nhung budn té ctia minh, t6i chot dé y thay mot ong cu dang lung ting
xoay X¢ vi vura phai chong giy vira phai 6m ca mot tdi tao. Toi bén chay voi dén va d& ho tai tao dé
ong co thé 14y lai thing bang.

“Cam on chau yéu”, 6ng noi v4i chat giong ddc trung ctia mién Yorkshire ma toi nghe chéng bao
gio chan. “Ta khong sao dau, chau dung lo”, 6ng vira n61 vira nhin t6i mim cudi, ny cuo1 ay khong chi
thé hién qua khde moi ma con qua doi mat Xanh sang hap hay clia Ong nira.

“Chéu c6 thé di cung ong khong?”, t6i hoi do. “Chau chi mudn chic rang miy qua tao d6 khong bi
bién thanh nudce sot tao sém hon binh thudng thoi.”

Ong cu bat cudi va ndi: “Chau dang song xa nha phai khong c6 bé? Chau tir My dén 4?”. “Da phai,
nha chdu & New York. Trén duong di chau s€ ké cho 6ng nghe vé noi do.”

Thé 1a t6i bat dau trd thanh ban cta dng Burns. Ny cudi ciing nhu sy nhiét tinh ctia 6ng chang bao
lau da tré nén rat co y nghia do1 vai toi.

Khi chiing t6i cting di, hinh anh dng Burns (t6i ludn goi 6ng nhu thé va chwa bao gid toi biét tén
that cua ong) ti ca nguoi vao cay gay to chic, nhiéu mau ctia minh khién t6i lién tudng dén cay gy
quyen trong kinh thanh. Khi vé dén nha 6ng, t6i gitip 6ng bay nhitng thir 6 ong vira mua dugc 1én ban va
nang nic xin duoc gitip ong pha “trd” — c6 nghia 1a bita n ctia ong. T6i tham hiéu su phan dbi yéu 6t
cua ong chinh 1a 161 cam on cho su giup do cua toi.

Sau khi pha tra xong, to1 hoi ong xem li€u t61 c6 thé quay lai thim 6 ong 1an nita khong. Toi nghi
minh thinh thoang nén gh¢ tham dé xem Ong co can gi khong. Ong nhdy mat va mim cudi tra 10i:
“Trude 1o dé nghi cua mot tiéu thu tot bung nhu chau, lam sao ta c6 thé tir chdi duoc”.

Ngay hom sau t6i lai dén, ciing khoang vao gio hom trude dé co the giup ong chuan bi bira an tdi.
Vi t0i, cdy gly to kia chinh 1a 101 nhic nhé tham 1ing rang 6ng da rat yéu, va mic du ching bao gio
md 101 nhd va, song 6ng cling khong tir chdi su gitip d&. Chinh vao t6i hom d6, hai ong chau toi di co
mdt budi tro chuyén than tinh “tir trai tim dén trai tim”. f)ng Burns héi tham viéc hoc cua t61, nhirng du
dinh twong lai va chil yéu 1a 6ng hoi thim vé gia dinh t6i. Toi ké cho 6ng biét 13 bd tdi vira moi qua
doi, song khong noi nhiéu lam vé méi quan hé gitra hai bb con t6i. Khi nghe xong cau chuyén cua t61
ong chi vé phia hai khung anh dat cudi ban canh chiéc ghé noi 6ng ngdi. P6 1a hinh chyp hai nguoi phu
nit khac nhau. Mot ngudi rd rang 13 16n tu6i hon ngudi con lai, nhung hai ngudi lai gidng nhau dén



kinh ngac.

“Do 1a Mary, vo bac”, ong noi va chi tay vao anh cua nguoi phu nit 16n tuéi hon. “Ba ay qua do1
da dugc sdu ndmroi. Va kia 1a Alice. Con bé tirng 1a mot y t& rat giéi. Mat con bé 1a mot ¢t soc qua
suc chiu dung déi véi Mary vo ta.”

Dap lai cau chuyén cua 6ng 1a nhirng giot nudc mat ctia toi, nhirng giot nudc mit ma trude day toi
da khong thé khoc thuwong cho chinh no1 dau cua minh. To61 khéc cho ba Mary. Téi khoc cho Alice. Toi
khoc cho 6ng Burns. Va t61 con khoc thuong cho ngudi bd ma to61 da khong kip ndi 161 vinh biét.

MBOi tudn, t6i dén thaim ong Burns hai 1an, 1udn lubn vao cung mot thoi diém. Mdi 1an toi dén, ong
Burns déu ngdi trén chiéc ghé ctia minh, con ciy gy ctia ong thi duoc dung tua vao tudng. Ong Burns
c6 mot chiée ti vi trang den nho, nhung rd rang éng van thich doc sach va nghe may hat dia dé giai tri
hon. Duong nhu 6ng rat vui moi khi t6i dén choi. Mic du d3 ty nhu réng minh that vui sudng khi duoc
gitip d& nguoi khac, nhung t6i con hanh phiic hon khi gip duoc mdt ngudi ma minh co thé tim su
duoc moi tAm tu, tinh cam, nhitng diéu ma cho t&i lac d6 t6i hau nhu khong dam tht nhan ca véi chinh
minh.

Trong luc t61 pha tra, cau chuyén lai bat dau. Toi ké cho ong Burns biét rang toi cam thay an nan
biét duong nao khi da bat hoa v6i bd minh dén do khong no61 chuyén vo1 ong trong sudt hai tudn trudce
ngdy 6ng mat. Toi s& khong bao gid cd duge co hdi xin bé tha thir. Va b t6i cling ching bao gio con
c6 co hoi dé lam diéu do véi toi.

Maéc du ong Burns ciing c6 tham gia vao cau chuyén, nhung 6ng da nhuong phan 16n thoi gian cho
to1. Chu yeu 1a t61 ndi, con 6ng chi la nguot nghe. Nhung cach 6ng lang nghe that la! Ong khong chi
cham chi 1ang nghe nhiing gi t6i n6i ma dudng nhu ong rat hiéu toi, chil y dén tat ca nhirng gi toi ke,
va 6ng con nodi thém vao nhiing chi tiét dugce duc két tir kinh nghiém ciing nhu tir tri tudng tugng ctia
chinh minh dé hiéu chinh x4c hon nhitng diéu t6i néi.

Sau d6 khoang mot thang, toi quyét dinh dén thim 6ng vao mot ngay nghi. Toi da khong goi dién
béo trude cho dng vi hinh thirc xa giao d6 c6 vé nhu khong can thiét doi voi mbi quan h¢ cua 6ng chau
toi. Tir xa, toi dd nhin thdy bong 6ng dang 1am vuon, ong khom ngudi mot cach d& dang va dung 1én
cling rat thoai mai. Toi ling nguoi vi kinh ngac. Phai ching ddy chinh 13 ngudi dan 6ng phai chong ciy
gy to tudng dé di ma toi biét hom nao?

Bét chot dng nhin vé phia t6i. Vi nhan thiy su ngac nhién cua toi trude chuyén bién la lung cta
ong, nén Ong vay toi lai gan, trong ong rat lung ting. T61 khong no1 gi nhung van dong ¥ vao nha.

“Xem nao, tiéu thu! Lan ndy dé ta pha tra moi chau nhé.”

“Sao thé a?”, t6i hoi. “Chéu da nghi 1a...”

“Ta biét con dang nghi nhirng gi, chau yéu a. Khi 1an dau tién con gip ta & cho..., &, 1a lac ta vira bi
tric co chan trudc d6 may ngay. Do ta vap phai mot hon dé trong lic 1am vuon day ma. Ta lic nao

cling giéng nhu mot ga kho vung vé.’

“Nhung... 6ng di di lai binh thudng... tir bao gid thé?” Khong hiéu sao luc iy, 4nh mit 6ng cung



mdt lac lai 4nh 1én nét vui vé pha 1an an nin. “A, ta nghi ring d6 chinh 1a ngay sau ngay 6ng chau ta
gap nhau lan dau tién.”

“Nhung tai sa0?”, t6i hoi 6ng, long that su hoang mang. T trude dén gio, chic khong phai 1a 6ng
da gia vo 6m y€u dé té1 phai dén gitip 6ng pha tra dau.

“Lan thir hai khi chau dén ddy, ta da thiy chau rat budn. Chau cam thiy rat ¢6 don, budn chan vé
chuyén cha chau va vé moi thtr. Ta da nghi réng, vay thi, ta c6 thé dé cho mot ¢ bé nhu chau tua dau
vao doi vai gia nua ciia ta. Nhung ta ciing biét chau ludn ty néi v6i ban than minh rang chau dén day
tham ta 13 vi ta chir khong phai vi ban thin chau. Liéu chau c6 con quay lai nira khong néu nhur chau
biét réng ta van khoe manh? Va ta con biét réng chau that su rat cin mot ai d6 dé taim sy. Mot nguoi
ndo d6 da 1on tudi, tham chi con 1on tudi hon ca b cta chau. Mot ngudi biét cach 1ing nghe.”

“Thé con cay giy?”

“A, d6 1a mot cay gay dep. Ta ding n6 mdi khi di ra bai dat hoang ngoai kia. Thoi, 6ng chau minh
cung ra ngoai do di.”

Vay day. Ong Burns, ngudi ma toi mudn giup do lai 1a nguoi gitp do toi. Ong da dung thoi gian
cua minh lam qua tang cho t61, ban tang sy quan tdm va tinh yéu thuong cho mdt c6 bé dang can dén tat
ca nhitng diéu do.

- Marlena Thompson



Greater than a super bowl

coached the World Champion Dallas Cowboys from 1960 until I retired in
1988. Except for a stint as a B-17 bomber pilot in World War II, my life has
ﬁ been focused on football. I loved the rush of adrenaline before a game, the
' exhilaration of making a touch-down, the roar of the crowd, the thrill of each
victory, the unique experience of playing in the Super Bowl -and winning a
couple of times.

The deep satisfaction of coaching the players to learn to discipline themselves, to develop their
skills and to work together as a team was a driving force in my life. Encouraging the players to pay
the price for their achieve ments and earning the support of the fans were very important to me. But
there’s a part of my life that most of the mil lions of football fans do not know - my life centers around
God and family - and helping at-risk children.

For many years now I have served on the board of Happy Hill Farm, a children’s home and
special school located in the Texas hills. We simply call it the Farm; it is a five -hundred-acre
working farm complete with horses, cattle and most important, more than one hundred hurting,
troubled children whose families are unable or unwilling to help them.

I’ve seen some great victories on the football field, but far greater are the victories I’ve witnessed
in hundreds of kids since Ed and Gloria Shipman opened their hearts and home about twenty five
years ago. Some kids have survived unimaginable horrors and carry horrendous emotional scars with
them. But more often than not, these battered kids leave the Farm with their life repaired, a high
school diploma in hand, and ready to take on the world again.

Although each kid is special, I remember some more than others. I’ll never forget John, a frail
little boy living with his mother in an abandoned car in a Fort Worth garbage dump before coming to
the Farm. Or Frieda, a young girl who had been sexually abused by her step -father and brother. And
Jack, whose father abandoned his family, leaving a single mom and a young son who always wanted
to die. Jack had tried to take his life many times before coming to live on the Farm. And Amy, whose
parents were in prison. Amy would have been killed had her desperate grandmother not found Happy
Hill Farm.

And then there was Tip, a great kid from a small Texas town not far from Happy Hill Farm. Tip’s
background was plagued with all kinds of problems. And when he slugged a teacher, a judge referred
him to the Farm. Tip was only twelve, but he was large for his age. It was hard to tell that his hair
was red because his father kept it shaved. “It’s easier to see the lice,” Tip quipped.

Tip had been labeled “white trash™. His family’s shack had no indoor plumbing, they got their
drinking water from a well and bathed in a nearby creek. Personal hygiene and social skills were not
high among the family’s priorities. Tip was uncoordinated, unmotivated and volatile. After being sent
to the Farm, he had to be taught how to use a knife and fork. Having spent so much time outdoors, he
had to be coaxed to sleep indoors on a bed. I recall how Tip would ramble through the house,



knocking over vases and lamps as he gestured to make a point. But Tip didn’t really need to gesture
because every other word coming out of his mouth was an expletive.

“I hate all these rules!” Tip screamed more than once. But there was one fate Tip would have
hated worse - being confined in a juvenile jail. Because Tip had heard what it was like and
concluded he wanted to stay out at all costs. So he began trying to follow the Farm’s rules.

Yet persuading Tip to sit in a classroom took days. Encouraging him to study required weeks. Re
placing his profanity with more appropriate language took months and months. Perhaps the biggest
challenge, though, was removing the chip from Tip’s shoulder. Large doses of unconditional love and
consistent discipline were required to instill in Tip trust for authority figures and society.

And I watched Tip slowly change. Over the years as coach of the Cowboys, I saw a lot of
impressive changes, as players became more disciplined, more skilled and more motivated. But the
changes I saw in Tip and other bruised and suffering kids were far more dra -matic than anything I had
seen on the football field.

Tip finally graduated from the Farm’s high school. He was the first person in his large family ever
to stay in school long enough to graduate. Tip was also the first male in his family not to serve time in
a Texas prison. Tip’s accomplishments were among the greatest points I have ever seen scored. But
more championship feats in Tip’s turbulent life were yet to come.

After graduating from high school, Tip went to work in the oil-fields of West Texas. He saved his
money and had plumbing installed in his family’s house. He bought his mother a car. He helped his
sisters go to school. He returned to his small hometown to work as a mechanic. Tip is now married
and has four children.

The dehumanizing cycle of poverty, brutality and imprisonment has been broken by Tip. His
overcoming almost insurmountable obstacles is an incredible victory I feel privileged to have shared
even a small part in. I love football -always have, always will - but mending the lives and hearts of
boys and girls like John, Frieda, Jack, Amy and Tip gives me a sense of satis faction like no other
thrill. Giving them a fair chance at liv ing their dreams is a victory far greater than a Super Bowl.

- Tom Landry




Tuy€t hon ca doat sieu cup

01 da dan dat doi Dallas Cowboys tham du giai V6 dich Thé gi6i tir ndam 1960
cho dén khi t6i vé huu nam 1988. Trir khoang thoi gian lam phi cong 14i may
ﬁ bay oanh tac B-17 trong Thé chién thtr hai thi cudc doi to1 chi xoay quanh qua
. bong tron. To1 yéu cam giac hoi hop trudce mdi tran dau yéu ni€ém hanh phuc moi
khi ghi ban, tiéng ho hét ctia ddm dong, niém vui ngit ngdy sau moi tran thing,
yéu nhitng trai nghiém chi c6 dugc qua nhitng lan tranh tai trong tran siéu clp va
yéu cam giac chién thang dugc vai lan trong nhitng cudc tranh tai ay.

Cam giac hoan toan mén nguyén khi day cho cac cau thu cach tu rén luyén ban than, cach phat trién
nhirng ky nang va cach phoi hop cung dong doi chinh la dong luc ctua cudc doi toi. Viéc khuyen khich
cac cau thuno lyc hét minh dé gianh chién thing ciing nhur gianh duoc sy tng hd ciia cac c6 dong vién
la dleu rat quan trong d6i v01 t01. Nhung con c6 mot phan doi khac trong cudc do1 cua o1 ma khong
may ai trong s6 hang triéu c6 dong vién biét duoc — d6 1a t6i mubn phung su cho Thuong dé, cho gia
dinh minh va gitip d& nhitng tré em dang gip hiém nguy.

Tur nhiéu ndm qua, to1 da lam viéc tai Trang trai DPdi Hanh Phic — d6 13 mot trai tré va cling 1a mot
truong hoc dac biét toa lac trén nhirng ngon ddi & Texas. Chung t61 chi don gian goi n6 1a “Trang
ai”; 46 1a mot khu don dién rong nim traim mau nudi dﬁy du cac loai ngua, gia suc va quan trong nhét
13 ¢6 hang traim dura tré véi nhitng ndi dau va cac van dé khac nhau ma chinh gia dinh cua cic em
khong c6 kha ning hoac khong mudn gitp d& cac em.

T61 da tung ching kién nhitng tran théng vé vang trén san co, nhung toi cling di ting tin mat thay
nhirng chién thing con vé vang hon nhiéu cta hang tram tré em noi day ké tir ngay Ed va Gloria
Shipman md rong tim long cua minh va thanh 1ap mai am nay cach nay khoang 25 nim. C6 mot sd em
da phai trai qua nhitng ndi kinh hoang khong thé nao tudng twong duoc va mang theo minh nhitng vét
thirong tinh thin khing khiép. Nhung thong thudong, nhitng dira tré timg bi nguoc dai nay s& roi khoi
trang trai, mang theo mot cudc séng da duoc chita 1anh, mot tim bang tot nghiép pho thong trong tay va
san sang hoa nhap lai v6i thé gisi.

Mic du mdi dua tré déu ddc biét nhu nhau, song c6 mdt vai dira ma 61 van nhd hon so vi nhirng
dtra con lai. To1 s€ khong bao gio quén dugce John, mot cau be dm yéu séng cung vo1 me trong mot
chiéc xe hoi bi vit bo & bai rac Fort Worth trude khi dén trang trai. Hay nhu Frieda, mdt bé gai bi cha
duong va thr;'mg con riéng cua hin lam dung tinh duc. Va ca Jack nira, cha Jack da bo roi gia dinh cau
bé, dé lai nguo1 me¢ don ddc va dira con trai nhé dai Iic nao cling mudn ty van. Jack da cb ty sat nhiéu
1an trudc khi dén song tai Trang trai ndy. Con Amy thi b6 me dang phai ngdi ti. Néu ngudi ba tuyét
vong ctia ¢6 bé khong tim thdy Trang trai Poi Hanh Phtc thi ¢6 thé Amy da bi giét roi.

Va sau cung 1a Tip, mdt cau bé rat thi vi dén tir mot thi tran nhod & Texas, gﬁn “Trang trai Poi Hanh
Phuc”. Ban 1y lich ctia Tip cho thdy cau gip du thir chuyén ric rdi. Va dén khi cau danh thay gido thi
mot quan toa di dé nghi dwa cdu dén Trang trai. Tip chi m6i mudi hai tudi, nhung tréng cdu 16n hon
nhiéu so voi d6 tudi ctia minh. Kho ma khang dinh duogc toc cdu co phai mau d6 hay khong vi cha cau



ludn cao troc nd. “Vay dé khoi ¢6 chi”, Tip chua cay.

Tip dugc nguoi ta gan cho bi¢t danh “keé can ba trang héu”. . Trong ng01 nha tam bg' cua cau khong
cO hé thong ong nudc nén moi nguoi trong gia dinh cau phai uong nude giéng va tim goi o mot nhanh
song gan d6. Van dé v€ sinh ca nhan cting nhu cac ky nang giao tiép x4 hoi khong phai 1a mbi quan tim
ctia gia dinh nay. Tip song bat can, khong muc dich va khéng kién dinh. Sau khi dugc goi dén Trang
trai, chung toi da phai day cau bé cach dung dao va nia khi an. Vi thing bé di quen & ngoai dudng nén
chung t6i phai dd danh mii né moi chiu vao nha dé ngu trén givong. Toi con nhd ¢o lan Tip da di
ngang di doc trong nha, go vao may cai binh va miy cay den ban dé lamra vé 14 tay anh chi. Nhung
that ra Tip chang can phai lam ra vé nhu vay boi vi mdi 101 n6i phat ra tir miéng cau bé déu da duoc
chém vao nhitng tir tuc tiu.

“Tbi ghét tt ca cac quy dinh nay!”, Tip da nhiéu 1an hét 16n nhu thé. Nhung c6 mot didu ma Tip
ghét nhat - d6 chinh la viéc bi giam vao nha ti danh cho tré vi thanh nién. Tip da dugc nghe ké vé noi
d6, va cau quyét dinh rang minh phai tranh xa cai nha giam d6 bang bt ctr gid ndo. Thé 1 cdu bat dau
tudn theo nhiing quy dinh cua Trang trai.

Thé ma chang t6i van phai ton mat nhiéu ngay dé thuyét phyc Tip chiu ng01 vao 16p hoc. Viéc do
cho céu bé chiu hoc thi lai phai mAt thém nhiéu tuan nita. Con viéc thay d6i nhirng 15i néi tuc tiu cua
c4u bang nhitng ngdn tir dé nghe hon thi phai mat nhiéu thang lién. Nhung c6 18 thir thach 16n nhat 1a
1am sao xda b tinh hiéu chién ctia Tip. Can phai c6 mot tinh yéu thwong bao la va nhttng phuong phap
rén luyén thich hop mdi co thé giup Tip dan dan tin twong vao nhitng nguoi c6 thAm quyén va tin
tuong vao xa hoi.

Va r6i toi da thay Tip tir tir thay doi. Trong sudt nhitng nim 1am huan luyén vién cho doi tuyén
Cowboys, t6i dd dugc ching kién rat nhiéu sy thay doi an tuong, khi ma cac cau tha sdng co ky lut
hon, kinh nghiém hon va tich cuc hon. Nhung nhitng d6i thay ma t6i thdy noi Tip cling nhu noi nhitng
dtra tré ting bi danh dap va hanh ha khac da gay cho t61 mot an tuong sau sic hon tat ca nhiing gi t01
tirg dugc ching kién trén san co.

Cudi cung thi Tip cling tot nghiép pho thong tai truong hoc cua Trang trai. Cau 13 ngudi dau tién
trong dai gia dinh ctia minh theo hoc day du dén ngay tot nghiép. Tip ciing 13 chang trai du tién trong
gia dinh khong phai ngdi ti tai Texas. Nhirng thanh qua ctia Tip 13 mdt trong nhitng ban thang vi dai
nhat ma t6i timg ghi dugc. Nhung cudc doi day bién dong cua Tip con cd nhiéu ky tich khac nita.

Sau khi t6t nghiép pho thong, Tip di 1am tai mot mé dau & mién Tay Texas. Cau danh dum tién va
cho 1ap hé thong nudc may trong nha ctia minh. Cau con mua cho me mot chiéc xe hoi, gitip may dira
em gai dugc dén trudong. Sau do, cau tréd vé qué nha 1am nghé thg may. Hién Tip da lap gia dinh va c6
bon dira con.

Cai vong ludn quan cta sy ban cung, tinh hung bao, canh t day d bi Tip pha bo. Chién thiang cua
cau bé trude nhitng kho khin tudng chirng khong thé vuot qua duge 12 mot chién thang phi thuong ma
toi vinh du dugce gbp mot phan nho. Toi yéu bong da - ludn 1udn va s& mii mii yéu nd - nhung viée
chip va nhitng manh doi va tri tim cua nhitng c¢6 bé, ciu bé nhu John, Frieda, Jack, Amy va Tip cho
t6i cam giac hanh phiic ma ching c6 su cudng nhiét ndo trén sin co c6 thé sanh dugc. Cho cac em mot
co hoi thuan loi dé chung thuc hién nhitng wéc mo ctia minh moé1i chinh 1a théng loi tuyét voi hon ca



viéc doat dugc siéu cup.

- Tom Landry




Uncle L1 and Sarah Wong

[ my work with women worldwide, I hear countless compelling stories of life
- and death - and love. Human emotions are the same the world over. The
heartfelt yearning for understanding, forgiveness, acceptance and continuity of
generations is universal as revealed in this human drama unfolding in
Singapore - it could have been played out in the hearts of anyone anywhere in the world.

FH}

On this particular sundrenched morning, I made my way to my favorite coffee shop. Eating
breakfast in a coffee shop on the way to work is quite the norm in Singapore. I sat at my customary
table enjoying the steaming hot sweet coffee and pau. a popular Chinese bread. Screwing up my eyes
against the glare, I looked out the door where I could see the corner of the sidewalk.

Something was missing - the usual vendor was not there. He was always there - his dilapidated
bicycle propped up against the lime-green Chinese shops, his pile of newspapers stacked neatly by
his side. I’d miss his toothy grin, his cheery “Chou San” (good morning) if he did not arrive in time
for me to buy my morning paper.

Most of us regulars at the coffee shop felt a real affection for him and called him “Uncle,” the
Chinese term of respect. His seeming poverty did not hide his wisdom and graciousness. His wizened
frame and beard made him look like a sage. Uncle Li seemed to lend an air of stability and constancy
to my life. He may have been merely a newspaper vendor, but his cheeriness - like the song of an
earlymorning bird - set the tone for the day. His “Chou San” brought a smile to all who bought a paper
from him. Lighthearted banter constantly floated from his corner into the coffee shop.

Studying Uncle Li and his customers was my favorite morning pastime. A lovely young Chinese
woman was the most interesting of all. Always immaculately dressed, she’d park her black car by the
sidewalk, hop out, daintily run over to Uncle Li, buy a paper, and with a smile and greeting, away
she’d go.

The emotions that crossed Uncle Li’s wrinkled face when she appeared intrigued me. His smiling
face soft ened, and then gaiety gave way to a deeper emotion, one that I was familiar with yet could
not define.

So, each morning, like Uncle Li, I waited for the arrival of the beautiful young woman. Black
glossy hair, bobbed and fringed, encircled a creamy magnolia-colored, heartshaped face. Her dark
eyes gave her a demure look. The most striking detail of her beauty lay in her smile, which lit up her
face. Each day when she left, Uncle Li’s face looked like the sun shadowed by a cloud.

That morning, suddenly brakes shrieked, shattering my reverie and alarming the traffic on the busy
street. Commotion followed. I craned my neck for a better view. What had happened? Who was hit?
A crowd quickly gathered, obscuring my view. The babble of voices told me nothing, and I could not
determine what had happened.



Curiosity urging me, I edged my way into the spectator crowd on the sidewalk. The first thing I
saw was a bicycle tangled like a piece of modern sculpture. Loosened news papers caught by the
wind scattered across the street. Passers-by picked them up; others crushed them under-foot in their
eagerness to get closer to the scene. “God, please don’t let it be Uncle Li,” I prayed. Like a coward, |
retraced my steps into the coffee shop and sat down to view the frenzy through the door.

Police and ambulance sirens soon added to the hubbub. A young woman upheld like a rag doll
between two police-men entered the shop. It was the young woman who drove the black car! |
couldn’t believe it. The policemen gazed around the room imploringly. I gently took the girl’s arm and
guided her to my table. The policemen explained that witnesses said it was not her fault, for the old
man had lost control and swerved into her car. I further gathered that they could not locate his
relatives, but she’d agreed to pay hospital expenses.

The young woman signed a form the policemen put in front of her. They then disappeared into the
crowd, and I was left with the devastated woman. With trembling hands, she grasped the cup of
coffee. Closing her eyes, she drank deeply from its comforting warmth.

Only moments before, I had felt on the fringe of events like any other spectator. But with the
distraught young woman seated before me, I was drawn into the drama. Her face crumpling like a
child’s, she broke the silence, “I can’t understand how the accident happened. The bicycle struck the
car; it seemed to come from nowhere. Why did Uncle Li lose control?” Shaking her head, she
whispered through her tears, “How could this happen?”

Looking at me she implored, “Please, come with me to the hospital.” I agreed and rang the office
on my mobile phone to explain I’d be late. She kept speaking, “I have to see him. I just have to see
him and tell him how sorry I am.” I could understand that for peace of mind she needed to see him
comfortable, out of pain and alive.

She was not in a fit state to drive, so we took a taxi. It wove through the busy office traffic to the
Singapore General Hospital. During most of the ride, we sat locked in our own thoughts. I pondered
the morning’s events and realized I knew very little about the striking young woman, not even her
name! So I introduced myself and asked her name.

“My name’s Sarah Wong.”
“Do you have family, and is there someone I should call?”
“No, I was an orphan and brought up by a wealthy old lady. I call her Aunt.”

I learned her life had been secure with nothing disruptive or hurtful except for the void in her heart
because she’d never known her parents.

“My aunt is quite old, and I would not wish to distress her about the accident.” Sarah fingered the
little diamond cross in front. No doubt a gift from her aunt, a symbol of her love and generosity.

We eventually got to the hospital. Sarah was as nervous as I was - concerned at what had
happened to Uncle Li. We made inquiries and were told he was in the operating theatre. Our hushed



wait began. My heart ached at the sight of Sarah’s pinched, pathetic face. She caught my sympathetic
gaze, a tremulous smile touched her soft, young mouth; I really wanted so very much to allay her fears.

Before long, a blue-robed doctor, his mask drawn down capping his chin, approached the waiting
room. We got up to greet him as he looked expectantly around the room. He must have been informed
about Sarah. The doc tor explained, “Mr. Li’s rib-cage is badly injured, but we have managed to stem
the internal bleeding.” The doctor continued, “The old man is frail, and his life hangs by a thread. If
he lives, he’ll live with pain through his rest of life.”

Sarah softly asked, “Can we see him?” The doctor allowed us to visit Uncle Li in intensive care.

Puzzled with guilt and sorrow, Sarah was blaming her self and wondering how she could have
avoided the acci dent. Her body shuddered. I put an arm across her shoulders as we came to intensive
care.

We were directed to Uncle Li’s bed. Numerous tubes protruding from his body made him look like
a collapsed puppet. His breathing labored and harsh, I expected at any moment to hear the death
rattle-rumble from his throat.

I had wanted so much for Sarah’s sake for Uncle Li to live. But now for his sake, I wanted him to
die. He’d never ride his bike again, never sell newspapers. We’d never hear again the cheery “Chou
San.” I dug into my pocket for a crumpled tissue to wipe away my relentless tears while my young
friend stood motionless, immobilized by sorrow.

Uncle Li struggled to open his eyes. They flickered and gradually opened. I saw a hint of a smile. |
also saw something else - the emotion that had eluded me seemed to come alive as he peered at the
young woman’s face. I felt like an outsider, intruding on an intimate moment. Feebly he lifted a hand.
She reached out and held it, too choked to utter words she’d rehearsed in her mind. The old man’s
face gathered strength, and the emotion I’d witnessed before was now reflected strongly in his face.
He said to Sarah, “Ngo ke chai” (my child). Emotionally she responded, “Ahpah” (father).

The puzzle piece fell into place, and I recognized the elusive emotion. The indefinable had
become definable. It was beautiful, like the brightness of the evening star. In an unfor getable moment,
love passed from a dying old man and filled the void in a young girl’s heart - like the love of a father
for his child. Smiling peacefully, Uncle Li fell into a contented sleep from which he’d never awaken.

Sarah and I became friends, bonded together by that fateful morning. We visited Uncle Li’s sister,
his only remaining relative. In her home, beside his picture, was the photograph of a young woman. I
was startled. The resemblance was striking! I could have been looking at Sarah. Uncle Li’s sister
explained that the woman in the photograph was Uncle Li’s wife. She’d died at childbirth, and their
baby girl was stillborn. He’d loved his young wife dearly. He would have loved and treasured his
daughter. Sarah had brought them both to life again, and in return Uncle Li had given Sarah a legacy of
love.

- Audrey Bowie
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Chu Ly va ¢6 Sarah Vuong

f‘l Khl tiép xtic voi nhirng nguot phu nir trén thé gidi, t6i da dugc nghe ké vo sd
- cau chuyén cam dong vé cudc sbng, cai chét va ca tinh yéu cua ho. Nhirng xtc

cam cua con ngudi du ¢ bat ¢t noi ndo trén thé gigi ciing déu giéng nhau. Trai

tim con nguo1 bao gio cling khao khat dugc cam thong, dugc tha thir, chép nhan
va duy tri noi gidng qua cac thé hé. Piéu d6 da duoc thé hién qua mot cAu chuyén xay ra & Singapore
— cau chuyén 4y c6 thé khién bao trai tim & khip noi trén thé giéi phai rung dong.

Budi sang day nang, toi rao budc dén quan ca phé yéu thich cua minh. Tai Singapore, ding diém
tAm trong quan ca phé trén dudng di 1am 14 diéu binh thudng. T6i ngdi tai chiéc ban quen thudc ciia
minh, thudng thirc tach ca phé nong héi, thom dju va dung mdt cai banh bao - loai banh ua thich cua
ngudi Hoa. Toi nhin qua ctra s6 huéng ra goc phd , mit nheo lai do bi chdi ni ng.

T6i thay thiéu thiéu mot cai gi d6 - ngudi ban bao thudng ngiy khong con & d6 nira. Chu Ay da
ludn & d6 - chiéc xe dap t6i tan cta chu dua vao nhitng cira hiéu mau xanh ctia kiéu bao nguoi Hoa
con nhitng chdng bao thi dugc xép gon gang dit ngay bén canh. Hom nao cha dén tré 1am t6i khong thé
mua bao duoc thi toi s& rit nhé nu cudi dé 16 ca ham rang cua chua, nhé ca 101 chao vui vé “Chou San”
(chao budi sang) ctia ch.

Hau hét khach quen cta quan ca phé déu yéu quy va goi chi béng “Chu”, day la cach xung hé biéu
16 sy kinh trong cua nguoi Hoa. Ve ngoai ngheo kho khong hé che lap di sy thong thai cung nhu 1ong
t6t ctia chii. Khuon mit nhin nheo cung chom rau quai non khién chd trong nhu mot nha hién triét.
Duong nhu cht Ly d3 gép phan 1am cho cudc song cua toi dugc yén binh hon. Chu chi don thuan 1a
mot nguo1 ban bao dao, nhung su vui vé cua chi — hét nhu tiéng chim hot vao budi sém mai — di tao
nén am sic riéng cho mot ngdy mdi. Loi chao “Chou San” ctia cht da khién nhirng ai dén mua bao
cling déu phai nhoén miéng cudi. Nét hai hude ciia chil ludn lan toa tir gée phd noi chi ding vao tan
bén trong quan ca phé.

Quan sat chu Ly va khach hang cua chu 1a niém vui ciia t6i vao mdi budi sang som. Pang chuy
nhat trong sd nhitng khach hang cua cha 1a mot thiéu nit dang yéu nguoi Hoa. Sang ndo ciling xuat hién
trong bo trang phuc twom tat, c6 d6 chiéc xe hoi mau den & bén vé duong, bude ra khoi xe, dén chd
chti Ly mua bao va khi ra vé thi khéng quén nd mot nu cuoi chio chi.

Khuon mit day nép nhan cua cha Ly thoang xac dong khi o gai to ra chu y dén toi. Net mat trot
vui ctia cht din ra, va roi mdt cam xc sdu xa hon xuat hién thé chd. Do 13 mdt cam xac rat quen thudc
nhung t61 khong sao dinh rd dugc.

Vi vay, ciing gidng nhu chu Ly, sang nao to1 cling cho do1 sy xuat hién ctia ngudi thiéu nix duyén
dang do. Mai toc den bong cta c6 duge cat ngin qua vai dé 16 khuon mit trai tim cung 1an da trang
min va doi mit den e 1¢. Nhung nét dep n6i bat nhit noi ¢o chinh 1a nu cudi — chinh nu cuoi ay lam ca
khubén mit cua co sang bung 1én. Mdi khi c6 gai ay di khoi thi khuén mit ctia chu Ly trong giéng nhur
mat tro1 bi mot ang may den che khuét.



Sang hom d6, bat ngd c6 tiéng phanh xe thing kit lai, cat ngang dong suy nghi cua t6i va khién cho
dong ngudi dang luu théng trén dudng phai hoang s¢. Sau d6 14 canh nao loan. Toi rudn ¢ dé nhin rd
hon. Chuyén gi da xay ra? Ai bi tai nan? Mgt dam ngudi l1ap tirc xm lai, che khuét tim nhin cta toi.
Tiéng 10 xao ban tan 1am t6i chang hiéu gi, va i cling khong thé dinh rd dugc chuyén gi di xay ra.

To mo, t6i chen ngudi vao dam dong tu tap & bén dudng. Canh trgng dau tién ma tdi thdy 1a mot
chiéc xe dap bi cong queo hét nhu mdt tac phém diéu khdc hién dai. Nhirng to bao bi gid cudn tung va
roi rai khip mat duong. Nhiéu nguot qua dudng da nhdt chung 1én, nhung s6 khac lai dAm chan 1én
chiing vi muén chen chan vao gan hién truong hon. To1 cau nguyén: “Lay troi! Xin cho nguo1 bi nan
khong phai la cha Ly!”. Nhung roi t61 lai quay budce tro vé quan ca phé va ngdi quan sat canh nhon
nhio d6 qua khung ctra s6 nhu mot ké hen nhat.

Xe canh sat va xe ctiru thwong hu coi1 inh 61 cang lam tang thém canh huyén ndo. Hai vién canh sat
d& mot thiéu nit 18n va diu véao quan, trong c6 to1 ta nhu mot con bup bé bﬁng vai. Bo 1a co gai van
thuong 14i chiéc xe hoi mau den! That khong thé tin duoc. Canh sat ngd quanh quan nhu mong nhan
duoc su gitip d&. Toi nhe nhang d& 14y tay c6 gai roi dua vé ban minh. Canh sat ndi ring cac nhan
chitng cho biét d6 khong phai 1 13i cua c¢d gai ma 1a do xe cuia 6ng 130 bi mat thing bang va chéch
hudng dam vao xe cb. Toi con biét thém rang ho da khong thé tim duoc than nhan ctia 6ng cy, nhung
0 gai da dong ¥ chiu moi phi ton cho viéc diéu tri.

Co gai ky vao to bién ban ma canh sat dat ngay trude mat c6. Sau do ho mat hat vao dam dong, de
lai t61 voi ¢ gai dang trong tinh trang ban loan. C6 nim chat lay tach ca phé bang d6i ban tay run ray.
C6 nhdm nghién mét va hép that siu mot ngum ca phé néng 4m dé chiu.

Vai phut trude do, té1 cam giac minh chi 1a ngudi ngoai cude trude moi vig¢e cling nhu bao nguoi
khac. Nhung chinh ngudi thiéu nit dang hoang loan ngéi trudge mit d3 khién t6i bi 16i kéo vao bi kich
nay. Khuon médt c6 gai nhan lai nhu mot dura tre, roi ¢O noi: “Khong hiéu sao tai nan lai xay ra. Chiéc
xe dap tir dau lao ra, r6i ddm sam vao chiéc xe hoi. Sao chu Ly lai khong kiém soat dugc nd chir?”.
Vira lic dau, ¢6 vira 1am bam noi trong nude mat: “Lam sao chuyén nay lai c6 thé xay ra chi 2.

Co gai nhin to1 kh'fm khoan: “Anh lam on di cung t61 dén bénh vién nhe”. To1 dong y va dung dién
thoai di dong goi Ve van phong de bao rang t6i s& dén tré. Co noi tlep “To1 phai gap chi a ay. Toi phai
gip dé xin 16i cha 4y”. T6i hiéu rang de long dugc thanh than, ¢6 can phai tan mit thiy 6ng 130 dugc
chim séc day du, khong dau d6n va van con song.

Cb 4y chang con tAm tri dé 14i xe, vi vay ching toi di ba ng taxi. Chiéc xe len 10i trong dong ngudi
nguoc xudi dé dén Bénh vién da khoa Singapore. Sudt thoi gian ngdi trén xe, chung toi chi chim dam
trong dong suy nghi cua riéng minh. Toi nghi v€ tai nan lic sang va chot nhian ra minh chang biét gi

nhiéu vé co gai rat 4n tuong nay ca, thim chi toi con khong biét tén ctia c¢o Ay 1a gi nita! Vi thé toi da
tu gid 1 thiéu vé minh, va hoi xem ¢6 tén gi.

“T61 tén la Sarah Vuong.”
“ Thé c6 c6 gia dinh khong, hay c6 ai dé t6i goi dién bao tin khong?”

“Khong, t61 mo co1 tir nho va dugc mot phu nir 16n tudi giau c6 nhan vé nudi. Toi1 goi di ay 1a Di.”



Tbi con duoc biét cude song cia cd da troi qua trong ém dém, khong c6 diéu gi dau budn, ngoai
trr mot khoang trong trong 1ong do c6 van chua dugc biét mat cha me rudt cua minh.

“Di t6i da kha 16n tudi, vi thé t6i khong mudn di phai lo 1ang vi tai nan nay.” Sarah cham tay vao
cay thanh gia nam kim cuong trude nguce. Chac chan dé 1a mén qua ma di cta co tang, cling 1a biéu
tuong cua tinh yéu thuong va su hao phong cua ba.

Sau cting chiing t6i ciing dén dugc bénh vién. Ca Sarah va t61 déu hét sirc lo ldng khong biét tinh
hinh ctia chti Ly ra sao. Chiing t6i hoi tham va dugc biét ong cu dang ndm trong phong phau thuat.
Chung t61 1ang im cho doi. Tim t61 nho1 dau khi nhin théy khuon mit dan vit, dau khd cua Sarah. Khi
bat gip anh nhin thong cam cua toi, mot nu cudi ngdp nging thoang nd trén lan moi mém mai, twoi tan
ctia ¢d. Toi that sy rat mudn duoc xoa diu ndi so hai trong cO.

Chang bao 1au sau, mdt vi bac si mic 4o choang dai mau xanh, che khau trang kin mdt budc vao
phong cho . Chung t61 ding day chao ong khi ong dao mit nhin khap phong nhu dang muén gap ai.
Chéc han ai d6 d4 néi cho 6ng biét vé Sarah. Bac si giai th1ch “Ong Ly bi thuong nang & long nguec,
nhung chung t61 da ngan chdan dugc tinh trang xuat huyét noi” Ong néi tiép: “Ong cu hién rat yéu, va
mang song cua ong mong manh nhu dang treo trén so1 chi manh. Dau c6 vuot qua duogc thi dng cu ciing
s& song trong dau don sudt quing doi con lai”.

Sarah hoi nho: “Ching t61 vao thdm 6ng cu dugce chir?”. Bac si cho phép chung to61 vao phong
cham soc dac biét dé tham chu Ly.

Hoang mang vi dau kh6 va mac camtdi 101, Sarah ctr tu trach minh va ltc nao cling dan vat khong
biét lam thé nao ma c6 lai ¢6 thé tranh dugc tai nan d6. Toan than c6 run 1€n. T61 choang tay qua vai
cO va diu vao phong cham séc dac biét.

Chang t6i dugc hudng dan dén giudng bénh cta chi Ly. V6 sé ddy nho duoc ndi vao ngudi khién
chi Ly trong giong nhu mdt con rd1 da bi ngd. Chu thd rat nang nhoc va khé khén, t61 tudng nhu sap
nghe thay nhirng tiéng nac hap hoi phat ra tir c6 hong cua chu.

Vi Sarah, t6i d4 rat mong chi Ly duoc song; nhung gio day thi vi chu, i lai mong sao chi hiy
thanh than ra di. Chua s€ khong bao gid con dap xe dugc nira, s€ khong bao gio con dugc ban bao nira.
Con ching toi s& khong bao gid duge nghe 101 chao “Chou San” vui vé ctia chii nita. Toi ldy chiéc
khin tay nhau nat trong ti ra lau nhitng giot nuéc mit khong nging roi trong khi ¢d ban tré ciia t6i van
dung bat dong, chét 1ing vi dau budn.

Cht Ly dang c6 mo mat. Doi mét chia chép chdp ri tir tir md ra. Toi thiy dudng nhw chu dang
mim cudi. Toi con thdy mot diéu gi d6 khac nita — mot cam xtic ma trude day toi da khong thé hiéu
dugc — gio day duong nhu dang séng lai khi cht hé mat nhin khudn mét cta ngudi thiéu nit. Toi co
cam giac minh la mot ngud1 ngoai cugc dang chen vao gidy phut than tinh cua hai nguoi. Chi nhac
canh tay ctia minh 1én mot cach yéu ot. Co gai dua tay ra d& 14y, co nghen ngao dén ndi khong thé thot
1én duoc nhitng 101 ma ¢6 dinh s€ ndéi véi cha. Toan bd stre luc tap trung trén khuén mat cua cha, va
xtc cam ma t0i dugc ching kién lac niy gio day cling dang hién rd trén khuén mit cta cha. Chd néi
v6i Sarah: “Ngo ke chai” (con cua ta). Co gai dap lai day xtc dong: “Ahpah” (bd oi).

Moi thir tré nén dé hiéu, va t6i da nhan ra duogc tinh cam kho 1y giai ay. Piéu mo ho trude day gid



da c6 thé duoc dinh rd. Tinh cam d6 that dep d&, gidng nhu vé dep ruc 1d cia 4nh sao hom. Trong
khoanh khic dang nhé 4y, tinh yéu da truyén tir mot ong 130 dang hip hdi dé 1ap di khoang tréng trong
trai tim ctia cO gai tré — hét nhu tinh yéu ctia nguoi cha dbi vdi con cia minh. Mim cudi mot cach
thanh than, chi Ly min nguyén chim dan vao gidc ngl vinh hang.

Sarah va t6i trd thanh ban, budi sang dinh ménh ay da gan két chung t6i v6i nhau. Chiing toi dén
thdm em gai ctia cha Ly, cling 12 ngudi than con lai duy nhét cua cha. Tai nha ba, ching t6i thdy bén
canh birc anh cua chu 1a hinh cia mot phu nit tré. Toi giat minh khi thdy c6 sy gidng nhau dang kinh
ngac dén thé! Ctr nhu thé t6i dang nhin Sarah vay. Em gai cha Ly cho biét ngudi phu nit trong hinh
chinh 1a vo cua chu Ly. Ba da mat lac sinh con, va dira con gai be bong cua ho cing mat ngay khi vira
chao doi. Cha Ly rat yéu nguoi vo tré, va hin la chu cling s& rat yéu quy ¢ con gai cia minh. Sarah
d4 khién hinh anh cta ca hai me con nhu dugc song lai, va chi Ly cling da dé lai mot gia san cho
Sarah, d6 chinh 1a tinh yéu thuong.

- Audrey Bowie



Time out

flive high in the hills and my body is getting old. One day I was out in my
garden fussing with weeds and grew tired. I decided to lie back on the grass
and rest like I used to when I was a small boy.

I woke up some minutes later with a neighbor I had never met leaning over me, all out of breath,
asking me if [ were okay. He had looked out his window two blocks up the hill and saw me lying on
my back on the grass, look ing, I am sure, like the victim of a stroke or heart attack, and had run all the
way down the hill to check on me.

It was embarrassing, but it was also so wonderfully touching. After we had it all sorted out, he let
out a deep breath and lay down on the grass beside me. We both stayed there very quietly for a while
and then he said, “Thank you for deciding to take your nap out on the lawn where I could see you and
come here. The sky is such a beautiful thing, and I cannot remember the last time I really looked at it.”

- Random Acts of Kindness




Dong doi tat bat

101 song trén nhitng ngon ddi cao, va thé xac toi dang ngay mot gia di. Mot
ngay no, toi ra vuon nhd cd va cam thay ngudi rat mét. Toi bén nga lung
xudng thim co nghi ngoi nhu t6i van thudng lam khi con bé.

Vai phut sau khi tinh day, t61 thdy mot nguoi hang xom ma t6i chua tig duoc gip mit dang cii
xubng nhin tdi, 6ng Ay vira thd hon hén vira hoi t6i c6 khoe khong. Qua khung cira s6 cach ngon doi noi
t6i dang & hai ddy nha, 6ng nhin thay toi dang nam trén bii cd, va t6i chic 14 canh twong d6 trong toi
gidng nhu d3 bi d6t quy hodc 1én con dau tim. Thé nén dng chay mdt mach 18n doi doc dé xem toi co
bi lam sao khong.

That 12 nguong hét strc, nhung cling cam dong biét bao. Sau khi nghe t6i giai thich moi chuyén, ong
ay da tho phao nhe nhom va nam xudng tham co, bén canh t61. Chung t6i cur nam lang yén nhu thé mot
hoi 1au, roi ong Ay noéi: “Cam on ong ban da quyet dinh ndm nghi trén tham c6 nay, noi t61i co thé trong
thay 6ng ban ma chay dén day Bau troi dep biét bao, va t6i khong thé nhé dugc 1an cudi cing minh
ngam nhin no 1a khi nao nira”.

- Random Acts of Kindness




The secret benefactor

AS @ chauffeur for several years in the early 1910s, my father saw his affluent
employer anonymously meet the needs of numerous people, aware they would
ﬁ never be able to repay him.

One instance stands out in my memory of the many stories my father shared
with me. One day, my father drove his employer to another city for a business
meeting. On the outskirts of town, they stopped for a sandwich lunch.

While they ate, several boys rolling hoops passed by their “Tin Lizzie.” One of the boys limped.
Looking more closely, my father’s boss observed that the boy had a club -foot. He stepped out of the
car and caught up with the boy.

“Does that foot give you a lot of trouble?”” the man asked the youngster.

“It slows down my running some,” the boy replied. “And I have to cut up my shoe to make it
comfortable. But I get along. Why’re you asking me these questions?”’

“Well, I may be able to help get that foot fixed. Would you like that?”
“Sure,” he said. The youngster was happy but a little confused by the question.

The businessman wrote down the boy’s name and returned to the car. Meanwhile, the boys picked
up their hoops and continued down the street.

As my father’s employer got back in the car, he said, “Woody, the boy who limps... his name is
Jimmy. He’s eight years old. Find out where he lives and get his par ents’ names and address.” He
handed my father the boy’s name on a piece of paper. “Go visit his parents this after noon and do your
best to get their permission to let Jimmy have his foot operated on. We can do the paper work later.
I’11 take care of all the costs.”

They finished their sandwiches, and my father drove his employer on to the business appointment.

It didn’t take long to get Jimmy’s home address from a nearby drugstore. Most everyone there
knew the boy with the clubfoot.

The small house Jimmy and his family called home needed paint and repair. Looking around, my
father noticed tattered shirts and patched dresses hanging on the clothes-line attached to the side of the
house. A dis carded tire hanging from an old piece of rope on an oak tree served as a swing.

A woman in her mid-thirties responded to the knock on the rusty door. She looked tired, and her
furrowed features betrayed a life of hardship.

“Good afternoon,” my father greeted her. “Are you Jimmy’s mother?”



She frowned slightly before responding. ““Yeah. Is he in trouble?” Her eyes scanned my father’s
starched collar and pressed suit.

“No, ma’am. I represent a wealthy man who wants to get his foot fixed so he can play like all his
friends.”

“What’s the catch, mister? Ain’t nothing free in this life.”

“This 1s no tease. If you’ll let me explain it to you - and your husband, if he’s around - I think I can
make it clear. I know this is sudden. I don’t blame you for being suspicious.”

She looked at my father once again, and, still hesitant, invited him inside. “Henry,” she called out
in the direction of the kitchen, “come in here and talk to this man. He says he wants to help get
Jimmy’s foot fixed.”

For almost an hour, my father explained the plan and answered their questions. “If you’re willing
to let Jimmy have these operations,” he concluded, “I’ll send you some permission papers to sign.
Again, we pay all costs.”

Perplexed, Jimmy’s parents looked at each other. They still weren’t sure about all this.

“Here’s my card. I’ll write you a letter when I send the permission papers. The things we have
discussed, I’1l put in the letter. If you have any more questions, call or write me at this address.” This
seemed to give them a little more assurance. My father left. His mission was accomplished.

Later, my father’s employer got in touch with the mayor with a request to send someone to
Jimmy’s home to reas sure the family that this was a legitimate offer. Of course, the name of the
benefactor was not mentioned.

Soon, with permission papers signed and in hand, my father took Jimmy to an excellent hospital in
another state for the first of five operations on his club-foot.

The operations were a success. Jimmy became a favorite of the nurses on the orthopedic ward at
the hos pital. Tears and hugs were shared all around when Jimmy left for the last time. They gave him
a gift as a final gesture of their care... a new pair of shoes, specially made for his “new” feet.

Jimmy and my father got to be great friends as they traveled back and forth from the hospital. On
the final trip home, they sang songs, talked about what Jimmy could do now with his fixed foot and
shared silent times as they approached his house.

A smile flooded Jimmy’s face when they arrived at his house and he stepped out of the car. His
parents and two brothers stood clustered on the weathered front porch.

“Stay there,” Jimmy yelled to them. They stared in amazement as Jimmy walked toward them. His
limp had vanished.

Hugs, kisses and smiles surrounded the returned youngster with the “fixed foot.” His parents
shook their heads and grinned as they watched. They still could not believe that a man they had never



seen would pay a large sum of money to have a foot corrected for a boy he did not know.

The wealthy benefactor removed his glasses and wiped tears from his eyes when the homecoming
was described to him. “Do one more thing,” he said. “Near Christmas time, contact a good shoe store.
Have them invite every member of Jimmy’s family to their store to be fitted for a new pair of shoes of
their choice. I’'ll pay for them all. Let them know I will do this only once. I don’t want them to become
depen dent on me.”

Jimmy became a successful businessman. To my knowledge, Jimmy never knew who paid for his
foot surgery. His benefactor, Mr. Henry Ford, always said it’s more fun to do something for people
when they don’t know who did it.

- Woody McKay Jr.




Nha hao tam an mat

Trong nhitng ndm dau cta thap nién 1910, bb toi 1a tai xé riéng cho mot éng chi
giau c6 va dé ching kién 6  Ong ay bi mat giup do rat nhiéu nguoi dang gip kho
ﬁ khin du biét rang ho sé& ching bao gio c¢6 thé dén dap duoc.

Trong s6 nhirng cau chuyén bd ké cho toi nghe, c6 mot viéc ma tdi van nhé
mai. Ngay hom do, bo to1 141 xe chd ong chit dén mot thanh pho khac dé du buoi
hop kinh doanh. Ra t&1 ving ngoai 6, ho dung lai dé an bira trua la banh xang-uych.

Trong lic ho dang 4n thi ¢6 vai cau bé choi lin vong ngang qua chd “chiéc xe hoi ré tién” cta ho.
Trong s6 d6 c6 mdt dira bé chan di khap khiéng. Nhin k¥ lai, 6ng chu cua bo t61 moi thay dura bé ay bi
tat bam sinh & chan. Ong budc ra khoi xe va ti€n t&i cho cau bé.

“Chén chau nhu thé c6 gip kho khin gi khong?”, dng hoi ciu bé.

“No lam chau chay cham chut xiu thoi ma”, cau bé dap. “Vaoi lai chau phai 1am cho giay nho bot
lai dé cam thay thodi mai hon. Nhung chau quen r6i. Sao ong lai hdi nhu thé a?”

“A, 6ng c6 thé giup chau chita lanh cai chin 4y day. Chau c6 thich khong?”

Cau déap: “Chac chan la thich ro1 a”. Cau bé t6 ra vui sudng nhung van con chut boi roi trude cau
hoi ay.

Vi thuong gia ghi lai tén cdu bé rdi quay tré vé xe. Trong ltc ay, bon tré nhit miy cai vong 1én rdi
ti€p tuc xuong pho.

Khi quay vao xe, ong chu cta b t6i bao: “Anh Woody nay, dua be di khap khleng ay... tén 1a
Jimmy, tdm tu6i. Anh tim xem nha no ¢ dau rdi cho toi biét tén va dia chi cia bd me n nhé”. Noi roi
ong dua cho bd 61 to gidy c6 ghi tén cau bé. “Chiéu nay anh dén thim bd me cau bé di va hiy cb xin
phép ho d6ng ¥ cho Jimmy dugc giai phdu chan. Con gidy t bénh vién ta s& lam sau. Toi sé& lo hét
moi chi phi phau thuat.”

An banh xdng-uych xong, b t6i dwa ong chu téi chd hen.

B t61 vao hiéu thuéc gin d6 va ong chang mat nhiéu thoi gian dé biét duoc dia chi nha ctia Jimmy.
Hau nhu ai & do cling biét cau bé bi khap khieng mdt chan.

Chd & chat hep ma Jimmy va gia dinh céu bé goi 1a nha do can phai dugc son phét va sira chira
lai. Nhin quanh, b t6i thiy miy chiéc 40 so mi rach ta toi va vai cai 40 dam va loang 16 dang phoi
trén day quan 4o c¢dt tam bo vao vach nha. Mot chiéc vo xe ma nguoi ta da bo di dugce treo vao mot
doan day thirng cii k§ vt qua canh sbi dé 1am xich du.

Mot phu nit ngoai ba muoi tudi dap 161 khi nghe tiéng bo to61 g6 vao canh cura hoen gi. Trong chi co
vé mét moi, va nhitng nép nhan han sau trén guong mat cho thay cudc song co cuc cua chi.



“Chao chi”, bd t6i chao chi ay. “Chi c6 phai 1a me chau Jimmy khong?”

Chi khé& nhiu may trude khi tra 161 bo to1. “Vang, nd lai gap chuyén gi nita sao?” Anh mat chi nhin
vo1 chiéc ¢ 4o con clirng ho va bd do vét duge ui phang phiu ctia bo toi.

“Khong phai. To6i dé:n day la thay mat cho mot nguoi dan ong giau c6 véoi ¥ dinh gitip chau chira
lanh chan dé chau c6 thé choi dua binh thudong nhu cac ban cua chau.”

“Thé diéu kién 1a gi, thwa ong? Chir & doi ndy chang ¢ gi cho khong ca.”

“Chang phai chuyén dua dau chi. Néu chi dé t6i giai thich v6i chi va ca v6i anh nha nita, néu co
anh ay ¢ day, to1 nghi chi s€ hiéu thoi. T61 bi€t viéc nay kha bat ngo nén to1 cling khong trach dugc
nhirng nghi ngo cua chi.”

Chi d ay lai nhin bd t6i 14n nita, va moi 6ng vao nha du vin chua hét do du. “Anh Henry”, chi quay
xudng bép goi to, “ra ndi chuyén voi 6ng ndy né. Ngudi ta n6i mudn giup thang Jimmy chita chan”.

Subt gan mot tleng dong ho, bd t61 da phai giai thich ké hoach chita tri va tra 15i moi cau hoi cua
hai vo chong ay. Roi ong két thiic budi noi chuyén ciia minh: “Néu anh chj bang long cho Jimmy tién
hanh ca phau thuat niy thi t6i s& gdi dén mot sd gidy to dé anh chi ky tén vao. Xin néi lai 13 ching toi
s€ chiu moi chi phi”.

Thoang chut bdi r6i, bd me Jimmy dwa mét nhin nhau. Ho van khong tin 1am vé tit ca nhitng chuyén
nay.

“Pay 1a danh thiép ctia t6i. Toi s& viét thu cho anh chi khi goi cac gidy to dén. Trong thu toi s& ndi
lai nhitng viéc ching ta vira ban véi nhau. Néu can hoi thém gi nita, anh chi cir goi dién hay viét thu
cho toi theo dja chi & day.” Duong nhu cam két nay 1am ho an tim hon. Roi bd t6i dimg day ra veé.
Ong da hoan thanh nhiém vu cua minh.

Sau d6, 6ng chu cua bd 1ién hé voi ngai thi trudng va nhd 6ng Ay cho nguoi téi nha bé Jimmy dé
tran an b0 me cau rang day la mot 161 dé nghi gitp d& hoan toan hgp phap. Di nhién, danh tanh cua nha
hao tam khong hé dugc dé cap dén.

Chang bao 1au sau, khi moi glay to' da dugc ky nhén, b to1 dua Jimmy t6i bénh vién tot nhat & mot
tiéu bang khac dé tién hanh ca phiu thuit chan dau tién trong tong s6 nim ca phiu thut chita tri cho
cau bé.

T4t c4 cac ca giai phiu déu thanh cong tot dep. Jimmy duoc cac ¢o y ta khoa chinh hinh trong bénh
vién rat yéu mén. Khi Jimmy xuat vién, tit ca déu khoc va 6m hon cau bé khi chia tay cau 1an cudi.
Céc c6 con ting ciu bé mét mon qua ciing 1a hanh dong cudi ciing néi 1én su quan tim cua ho danh cho
cau. bo 1a mét doi giay moi, duoc thiét ké dic biét danh cho ban chin “méi” cla ciu.

Jimmy va b t6i da tro thanh nhirng nguoi ban than thiét qua nhirng lan cung ra vao bénh vién.
Trong lan cubi ciing tré vé nha, hai bac chau di ca hat, tro chuyén v€ nhiing diéu Jimmy c6 thé lam
duoc v6i ban chan da dugc chinh hinh binh thuong, va khi vé gan dén nha, hai bac chau di lang im
bén nhau hoi 1au.



Khi vé dén nha va budc ra khéi xe, mot nu cudi rang rd nd trén guong mit cia Jimmy. B4 me cung
hai em trai cta cau bé dang tim tum chd don trude hién nha rach nat.

“Cur dimg d6”, Jimmy la 1én. Cé nha tron mét kinh ngac khi thay Jimmy di vé phia minh. Dang di
khap khiéng ctia cau bé ngay trudc da bién mat.

Nhirng vong tay 6m hon va ca nhirng tiéng cudi vay quanh ciu bé vira trd vé nha voi cai chan lanh
lan. B6 me cau bé ctr vira lac dau vira cudi sung sudng khi nhin con minh. Ho van chua thé nio tin
rang ngudi dan ong ma ho chua bao gid biét mit lai tra mot s6 tién 16n nhu thé dé chinh hinh chan cho
mot dira bé ong khong hé quen biét.

Khi nghe bd toi ké lai canh doan vién ¢ nha cdu bé, nha hdo tAm gidu c6 4y di thao kinh ra dé lau
di nhirng giot nudc mat cuia minh. Ong néi véi bd toi: “Gio anh lam thém chuyén nay nira nhe. Gan t6i
1& Giang sinh, anh hdy lién h¢ vo1 mot hiéu giay that t6t. Noi voi cha ctra hi¢u la hay moi ca nha
Jimmy dén dé ho chon mot doi giay moi vira vdn cho minh. T61 s€ tra tién hét. Nhung hiy noi cho ho
biét 12 61 chi 1am diéu ndy mot 1an thoi ddy nhé. Toi khong mudn ho phu thude vao t6i”.

Vé sau, cdu bé Jimmy 4y d3 tré thanh mot nha kinh doanh thanh dat. Theo toi biét thi Jimmy chang
bao gid biet dugce ai 1a nguoi da chi tra cho ca phau thuat chan ctia minh. Con an nhan cua cau, ong
Henry Ford, van luén n6i rang 6ng s€ vui hon rat nhiéu khi dugc gitp dd nhirng ngudi ma ho khong hé
biét 6ng 14 ai.

- Woody McKay Jr.




The rich family

- I’ll never forget Easter 1946. I was fourteen, my little sister, Ocy, was twelve
and my older sister, Darlene, was sixteen. We lived at home with our mother,
. and the four of us knew what it was to do without. My dad had died five years
before, leaving Mom with no money and seven school-aged kids to raise.

By 1946, my older sisters were married and my brothers had left home. A month before Easter, the
pastor of our church announced that a special holiday offering would be taken to help a poor family.
He asked everyone to save and give sacrificially.

When we got home, we talked about what we could do. We decided to buy fifty pounds of
potatoes and live on them for a month. This would allow us to save twenty dollars of our grocery
money for the offering. Then we thought that if we kept our electric lights turned out as much as
possible and didn’t listen to the radio, we’d save money on that month’s electric bill. Darlene got
many houseand yard-cleaning jobs, and both of us babysat for everyone we could. For fifteen cents
we could buy enough cotton to make three potholders to sell for a dollar. We made twenty dollars on
potholders. That month was one of the best of our lives.

Every day we counted the money to see how much we had saved. At night we’d sit in the dark and
talk about how the poor family was going to enjoy having the money the church would give them. We
had about eighty people in church, so we figured that whatever amount of money we had to give, the
offering would surely be twenty times that much. Every Sunday, the pastor had reminded everyone to
save for the sacrificial offering.

The night before Easter, we were so excited that we could hardly sleep. We didn’t care that we
wouldn’t have new clothes for Easter; we had seventy dollars for the sacrifi -cial offering. We
eagerly waited to get to church! On Sunday morning, rain was pouring. We didn’t own an umbrella,
and the church was over a mile from our home, but it didn’t seem to matter how wet we got. Darlene
had cardboard in her shoes to fill the holes. The cardboard came apart, and her feet got wet.

But we sat in church proudly. I heard some teenagers talking about our old dresses. I looked at
them 1n their new clothes, and I felt rich.

When the sacrificial offering was taken, we were sitting in the second row from the front. Mom
put in the ten-dollar bill, and each of us kids put in a twenty-dollar bill.

We sang all the way home from church. At lunch, Mom had a surprise for us. She had bought a
dozen eggs, and we had boiled eggs with our fried potatoes! Late that afternoon, the minister drove up
in his car. Mom went to the door, talked with him for a moment, and then came back with an envelope
in her hand. We asked what it was, but she didn’t say a word. She opened the enve lope and out fell a

bunch of money. There were three crisp twenty-dollar bills, one ten-dollar bill and seventeen one-
dollar bills.



Mom put the money back in the envelope. We didn’t talk, just sat and stared at the floor. We had
gone from feeling like millionaires to feeling poor. We kids had such a happy life that we felt sorry
for anyone who didn’t have our Mom and our late Dad for parents and a house full of brothers and
sisters and other kids visiting constantly. We thought it was fun to share silverware and see whether
we got the spoon or the fork. We had two knives that we passed around to whoever needed them. I
knew we didn’t have a lot of things that other people had, but I'd never thought we were poor.

That Easter day | found out we were. The minister had brought us the money for the poor family,
so we must be poor, I thought. I didn’t like being poor. I looked at my dress and worn-out shoes and
felt so ashamed - I didn’t even want to go back to church. Everyone there probably already knew we
were poor!

I thought about school. I was in the ninth grade and at the top of my class of over one hundred
students. I won dered if the kids at school knew that we were poor. I decided that I could quit school
since | had finished the eighth grade. That was all the law required at that time.

We sat in silence for a long time. Then it got dark, and we went to bed. All that week, we girls
went to school and came home, and no one talked much. Finally, on Saturday, Mom asked us what we
wanted to do with the money. What did poor people do with money? We didn’t know. We’d never
known we were poor. We didn’t want to go to church on Sunday, but Mom said we had to.

Although it was a sunny day, we didn’t talk on the way. Mom started to sing, but no one joined in,
and she sang only one verse.

At church we had a missionary speaker. He talked about how churches in Africa made buildings
out of sun-dried bricks, but they needed money to buy roofs. He said one hundred dollars would put a
roof on a church. The minister added, “Can’t we all sacrifice to help these poor people?”” We looked
at each other and smiled for the first time in a week.

Mom reached into her purse and pulled out the enve lope. She passed it to Darlene. Darlene gave
it to me, and I handed it to Ocy. Ocy put it in the offering.

When the offering was counted, the minister announced that it was a little over one hundred
dollars. The missionary was excited. He hadn’t expected such a large offering from our small church.
He said, “You must have some rich people in this church.” We felt so surprised! We had given eighty-
seven dollars of that “little over one hundred dollars.”

We were the rich family in the church! Hadn’t the mis sionary said so? From that day on, I’ve
never been poor again.

- Eddie Ogan



Gia dinh giau co

af T01 s€ khong bao gio quén dugc 18 Phuc sinh nam 1946. Nam do t61 14 tudi, em

gai Ocy cua to1 12 tu01 con chi Darlene 16 tudi. Chiing t61 & cung vo1 me, va

i bon me con chung to1 rat hiéu canh ty lo liéu 1a nhu thé ndo. B t6i d3 mat nam
nam trude, chang dé lai cho me t6i tai san gi ngoai bay dira con dang do tudi dn
hoc.

Ciing vao khoang nim 1946, cac chi cua toi di 1y chong, va cac anh toi ciing thoat ly khoi gia
dinh. Mot thang trudc ngay 1& Phuc sinh, vi myc su & nha thd chiing t61 van thudng di 18 thong bao
rang nim nay nha tho sé to chirc mot ngay 18 quyén gop dac bict dé giup mot gia dinh dang gap kho
khan. Ong kéu goi moi ngudi nén danh dum it tién va dang tay gitip dd.

Khi vé dén nha, chiing toi ban véi nhau xem minh ¢6 thé 1am duoc gi. Chung tdi quyét dinh mua 25
ky khoai ty dé danh &n cé thang. Nhu the ching t0i s& tiét kiém duoc 20 d6 la tien chy dé lam tién
quyen gop. Sau do, ching t61 thay rang néu han ché t6i da viéc sir dung dén dién va khong nghe dai thi
chiing t6i con tiét kiém dugc thém khoan tién dién cua thang d6 nita. Chi Darlene nhin viéc quét san,
lau nha cho nhiéu ngudi, va ca hai chi em t6i ciing nhin trong tré cho bat ky ai ¢6 nhu cau. Chi véi 15
xu 12 chi em t6i di c6 thé mua du vai bong dé may ba miéng nhac ndi réi dem ban dugc mot do la.
Ching t6i da kiém dugc 20 d6 la nhd vao viée 1am dd nhic ndi. P6 12 mot trong nhitng thang tuyét
nhat trong cudc doi ctia me con ching toi.

Mbi ngay ching t61 déu dém xem minh di danh dum dugc bao nhiéu tién. Ban dém, chung to1 cur
ngdi trong bong t6i va ban tan xem gia dinh nghéo khé kia s& vui sudng thé nao khi nhan dugc s tién
ma nha tho s€ gop tang ho. Gido xir 6 khoang tam muo1 nguoi, vi vay ching 61 tinh toan rang chac
chin s6 tién ca gido xtr quyen gop dugc s€ phai gap hai muroi 1an s tién chang t6i dy tinh trao ting.
Chti nhit ndo muyc su ciing nhiac moi ngudi nhd tiét kiém it tién cho dot quyén gop.

Vio dém trudce 18 Phuc sinh, chiing t6i nén nao dén muirc gan nhu khong thé ngi dugc. Ching toi
khéng hé quan tdm dén chuyén minh khong c6 quin 40 mdi dé mic vao dip 18 Phuc sinh, ma chi quan
tam dén viéc ca nha da danh dum duoc nhitng bay muoi d6 la cho dot quyén gop. Ching toi hao hirc
cho doi dén luc duge dén nha thd! Sang Chu nhat do, tro1 mua nhu trat nude. Tuy khong co du che, lai
0 cach xa nha tho hon mét dam, nhu’ng may me con to1 chang ngai gi chuyen minh s€ b1 uot. Chi
Darlene nhét miéng bia cirg vao giay dé bit miy cai 16 thing. Nudc vao miéng bia bi r, va ban chan
cua chi cling uot sting.

Nhung roi ching t61 cling yén vi trong nha tho, long day tu hao. Tdi nghe cac ban trac tu01 minh
binh pham gi d6 ve may bo vay cii chi em t6i dang mic. Toi ngam nhin ho trong nhitng b quan 4o
mdi, nhung t6i van cam thay minh 14 nguoi giau co.

Khi dot quyén gop dién ra, ching tdi dang ngdi ¢ hang ghé thir hai tir trén dém xudng. Me cho vao
thing quyén gdép mot to muoi dola, con chi em t61 moi ngud1 dong gop mot to hai muoi do la.

Chung t61 ca hat sudt trén doan duong trd vé nha. Vao gi0 com trura, m¢ danh cho chi em t61 mot



su ngac nhién. Me d3 mua san muoi hai qua trimg, va ching t6i da luoc trimg dé an kém véi khoai tay
chién! Chiéu tdi hom éy, vi muc su di xe dén nha chung t61. Mg ra ctra n6i chuyén voi1 6ng mot 1at, va
sau d6 trd vao nha véi mot chiéc phong bi trén tay. Chung tdi hoi d6 1a gi, nhung me chang néi 1oi
nao. Me mo phong bi, mdt xép tién roi ra. Co tat ca ba to hai muoi d6 la méi cung, mot to muo1 do la
va muoi bay to mot do la.

Me cit lai s tién d6 vao phong bi. Ca nha khong ai noi gi ma chi ngdi nhin trn trin xuong dat.
Méi day con thady minh 1a ngud1 giau co, gid chung t6i moi hiéu ra minh 13 ngudi nghéo kho. Ba chi
em t6i dd c6 mdt cudc sdng qua hanh phuc den ndi chung t6i con thiy toi nghiép cho nhitng ai khong
c6 duoc bd me nhu me va nguol bb dd qua cb cuia chiing t6i, khong c6 duoc gia dinh dong anh chi em
nhu ching t61 va khong dugc may dura tre khac ghé tham thu:crng xuyén nhu vay. Chung to1 nghi rang
viéc chi em dung chung cai dia bac roi tim xem minh ¢6 cai mudng hay cai nia nio khong ciing vui lam
chir . Nha chi ¢6 hai con dao nén chiing t6i ctr phai chuyén tay nhau trong bita an. T6i biét nha minh
khong c6 nhiéu thir nhu nhitng nguoi khac, nhung chua bao gio toi nghi 1 gia dinh minh nghéo.

Thé ma vao ngiy 18 Phuc sinh d6, t6i mgi biét 1a nha minh nhu vdy. Vi muc su d¢3 mang dén cho
chiing t6i s6 tién danh ting gia dinh nghéo, nén chic chan 1a nha t6i nghéo, toi thim nghi. Toi khong
thich minh bi coi 13 nghéo. T6i nhin lai chiéc vay dam, nhin lai d6i gidy dd mon ctia minh va cam thay
VO cﬁng xau hd — thAm chi t6i con khong mudn tré lai nha thd nita. Moi nguoi ¢ do han d3 biét nha toi
ngheo roi.

To1 nghi dén truong hoc cua minh. T6i la hoc sinh 1&p chin, 16p t61 c6 trén mot tram hoc sinh va
to1 van luon dung dau 16p. Toi ty hoi khong biét may dira ban ¢ trudong co biét nha té1 ngheéo hay
khong. To1 quyét dinh s& bo hoc vi to1 cling da hoc xong 16p tdm roi. Thot do thi chi can co thé thoi.

Chung t61 ngdi ling im that 1au. Troi tdi, va ca nha ching t61 di ngu. Sudt c4 tudn, miy chi em toi
clr cap sach to1 truong roi Ve nha ma cha ng ai noi gi nhleu Cudi cuing, vao ngay thir Bay, me hoi
chiing toi mudn lam gi v4i so tién dy. Ngudi nghéo dung tién dé lam gi day? Chung t61 khong biét.
Chiing t6i chua bao gior biét 1a minh nghéo. Chiing t6i khong mudn di 18 vao Chi nhat nita, nhung me
bao ching to1 phai di.

Du hom ay tro1 nang dep, nhung trén duong di ching t61 chang ai noi véi ai 101 nao. Me bat dau
hat, nhung ching dira nao hudng ting, va me cling chi hat mai c6 mot cau.

Bubi 1& hom 4y ¢6 mot nha truyen gido den dién thuyét. Ong ké vé nhimg ngdi nha thd' & chau Phi
duoc xay bang gach phoi kho ngoai nang, nhung ho can co tién dé mua vat liéu lop mai nha. Ong bao
s6 tién mot tram d6 la 1a ¢ dé lop méi nha cho mot nha thd. Vi muc su noi thém: “LE nao tit ca ching
ta & day khong thé hy sinh chat it dé giup d& nhitng con ngudi nghéo kho ay sao?”. Me con toi dwa miat
nhin nhau va 1an dau tién trong sudt tuan 18 éy, nu cuo1 lai chdm nd trén moéi chung toi.

Me lan tay trong vi va lay ra chiéc phong bi. Me dwa né cho chi Darlene. Darlene chuyén cho t6i,
to1 lai dua ti€p cho Ocy. Ocy dé phong bi vao thung quyén gop.

Sau khi dém xong s6 tién quyén gop, vi muyc su thong bao rang so tlen ¢ dugc da vuot con so mot
tram d6 la mot chut. Nha truyén gido rat phan khai. Ong d3 khong nghi rang sé quyen dugc so tién 1on
nhu’ thé tir nha thd nhd bé cta ching t6i. Ong bao, “Hén trong nha thd ndy c6 mot s6 nguoi rat giau

”, Chung t6i cam thiy bat ngd qua di! Chinh gia dinh 61 d3 dong gop 87 d6 la trong sb tién “hon



mdt traim do la mot chut” ay.

Ching t0i 12 gia dinh giau c6 trong nha tho'! Ching phai nha truyén gido da n6i nhu thé sao? Tir d6
tro di, t61 khong bao gio cam thay minh 1a ké ngheo kho nira.

- Eddie Ogana



Mr. Kindrick’s pearl of wisdom

if wrinkles signaled lessons learned, then Bennett Kindrick must have known it

all. At eighty-two, Bennett had every reason to consider himself a graduate of
the classroom of life. But on this particular Sunday morning, Bennett’s face
shone with the schoolboy brightness of a new insight.
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And well it should! For I was the preacher that morn ing, and I had worked all week to string
together the most dazzling pearls of wisdom ever displayed before this usu ally passive group of
pewsitters. That morning I preached the splendor of heaven to folks I thought were hopelessly bound
to earth. Surely this inspirational mes sage was the source of the brightness in Bennett’s eyes.

After the service, I greeted him at the door. “So, Mr. Kindrick,” I asked, “what did you learn today
that has you so excited?”” The question zinged from my lips like fishing line from an angler desperate
for the compliment of a bite.

“Is 1t that obvious? I’ve been this excited since last Friday morning.” He continued, “You see, I’ve
been study ing a particular passage of scripture for fifty years, and just this week, it finally made
sense to me.”

Realizing that Bennett’s brightness had nothing to do with my message, I soon understood that it
was he who was offering me a jewel - the truth that learning is a lifelong process. The revelation that
dawned in Bennett’s heart at age eighty-two could not have happened if he had given up learning at
age thirty-two. What if he had stopped trying to understand that verse at age fortytwo, or fifty-two or
even seventy-two? The truth in that scrip ture verse might have escaped him. Only on that great
Friday, after eight decades of experience and preparation, could he have been prepared to grasp that
pearl of wisdom.

Bennett’s revelation encourages me never to tire in my quest for insight. I realize now that to give
up trying to understand new things today is to forfeit lessons that can only be learned tomorrow.

When I got home after talking to Mr. Kindrick that morning, I rushed to look up the scripture verse
he had been studying all those years. The verse made no sense to me.

Well, maybe when I’m eighty-two...

- Dudley Callison







Vién ngoc thong thai cua ong Kindrick
?‘1 Néu nép nhin biéu thi cho nhitng bai hoc ta da hoc thi chic han ong Bennett
i Kindrick d3 hoc dugc rat nhiéu. O tudi thm muoi hai, ong Bennett co du 1y
do dé tu xem minh 12 nguoi di tot nghiép trudng doi. Nhung vao budi sang
Chu nhat dac biét ndy, guong mat ong Bennett lai sdng 1é€n vé rang r& ctia mot
cau hoc tro vira moi kham pha dugc mot bai hoc moi mé.

Ma dang 1a nhu vay that! Boi vi té1 1a muc su gidng dao vao sang hom do, va t61 da 1am viéc sudt
c4 tuan dé xAu chudi nhitng vién ngoc sang nhat cta kién thirc uyén tham ma t6i chua bao gio trinh bay
truéc mot nhom cir toa von thuong rat thu dong ndy. Sang hom Ay t6i da thuyét giang vé canh huy
hoang noi thién duong cho nhirng con nguo1 ma t61 nghi 1a da bi rang bugc mét cach vo vong & chén
tran gian. Chac chan thong diép day cam hirng nay da khoi nguon nén nét rang rd trong 4nh mat ctia ong
Bennett.

Sau budi 18, t6i don gap ong o cong nha tho. T6i hoi: “Ong Kindrick nay, hom nay 6ng da nghe
thiy diéu gi khién 6ng phan khoi nhu vay?”. Cau hoi phat ra tir miéng to1 giong nhu day cau dugc tung
ra tr mOt nguo1 di cau dang nong long cho ca dép moi.

“D& thiy nhur viy sao? Toi vui tir sang thir Sau kia.” R6i 6ng néi tiép: “Cha biét khong, t6i da tim
hiéu mot doan kinh thanh trong su6t ndim muwo1 nam qua, mai dén tuan nay t61 mé1 hi€u ra y nghia cua
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no .

Nhan théy nét phan khai trén guong mit ong Bennett chang lién quan gi dén thong diép ctia minh,
t6i so'm hiéu ra chinh 6ng 1a nguo1 da tang cho t61 mot vién ngoc quy gia — mot chan ly cho thay viée
hoc 1a mot qua trinh dai sudt doi nguol. Sy giac ngd vira soi sang tam hon ong Bennett ¢ tudi tim
muoi hai s& chang thé nao ¢ dugc néu Ong tir bo viée hoc hoi tir ndm ba muo1 hai tu6i. Piéu gi s& xay
ra néu 6ng thoi khong con nd luc tim hiéu doan kinh d6 tir ndm boén muoi hai, ndm muwoi hai hay thim
chi 1a nam Ong bay muoi hai tu6i? Han 6 ong s€ khong bao gio hiéu dugc chan 1y ctia doan kinh thanh
ay Chi vao ngay thtr Sau tuyét voi vira roi, sau tam thap nién trai nghiém va chuan bi, 6ng mdi ¢ thé
san sang nam bat dugc vién ngoc cua su thong thai ay.

Kham phé ciia 6ng Bennett khuyén khich t6i khong bao gio duge phép mét moi trén con duong
kiém tim tr1 thirc. Gid day t61 nhan ra rang viéc tr bé no lyc dé tim hi€u nhitng di€éu méi mé cua hom
nay la tu danh mat nhirng bai hoc ma mai nay ta madi tham thia.

Sang hom 4y, sau khi tro chuyén cung 6ng Kindrick, toi vé nha va lao ngay vao doc doan kinh
thanh ma ong da nghién ngim ngan 4y nim qua. Tdi chang hiéu y nghia cua cau kinh thanh d6 14 gi ca.

Vang, c6 1& phai chd dén khi t6i tdm muoi hai tudi...

- Dudley Callison






An even greater lesson

warm, friendly, attractive, gifted. That described Julie, one of my all-time
o favorite students from human development courses I taught at the
” University of Nebraska. She was a delightful person and an ideal student.

I remember Julie coming to the front of the classroom after class one
autumn day in September 1976. While most of the other students hurriedly
left to enjoy the balmy weather or to relax at the student union, Julie remained to ask questions about
the next week’s exam. She had obviously already done some serious studying. Several other students
overheard Julie’s questions and joined our conversation. Julie’s winsome personality drew people to
her.

But Julie never made it to the exam. The day after our conversation, she was struck by a large
truck as she biked through an intersection near campus. I was stunned to hear that Julie lay
unconscious and motionless in a hospital opposite the campus where only hours before she was
talking with friends, laughing, making plans for the future.

Only minutes before the accident, Julie and her mother had enjoyed one of their customary daily
telephone conversations. Her mother recalls their last conversation. “Julie was so bubbly. At a store
near the campus, she had seen an outfit she wanted to wear on a special date, and I told her to go
ahead and buy it. She didn’t take her car because she would lose her parking place on campus.
Instead, she jumped on her bike to go buy the new outfit. The accident happened just a short distance
from the sorority house where she lived.” My thoughts cried out to Julie - You cannot die, Julie!
You’re every professor’s dream - and every parent’s. You have so much to offer. So much to live for.

Nurses silently came and went from Julie’s room. Her parents stood nearby in quiet desperation.
Then the physician entered the room, cleared his throat, and said to Julie’s parents and two brothers,
“Your Julie has only a few hours to live.” He felt the freedom to ask, “Would you consider donating
some of Julie’s organs?”

At that same hour in a neighboring state, Mary leaned forward, struggling to see better in her
small, cluttered living room. Her eyes followed every movement of her lively two-year-old. This
devoted mother was storing up memories to savor when she could no longer see her child. Mary was
going blind.

Several states away, John had almost finished six hours on the dialysis machine. This young father
was reading to his two sons while his immobilized body was connected to a “artificial kidney.”
Doctors had given him a grim prognosis of only weeks to live. His only hope was a kidney transplant.

At the same time in the Lincoln, Nebraska, hospital, Julie’s grief-stricken parents pondered the
finality of the physician’s question. Their pretty brunette, brown-eyed daughter had once said she
wanted to be an organ donor in the event of her death. The two parents looked at each other briefly,
the anguish in their hearts reflected in their eyes. Then they turned to the physician and responded,



“Yes. Julie always gave to others while she was alive. She would want to give in death.”

Within twenty-four hours, Mary was notified that she would receive Julie’s eyes, and John was
told to start preparing for a kidney transplant. Julie’s other organs would give life to other waiting
recipients.

“Julie died right after her twentieth birthday - twenty-four years ago. She left us with very happy
memories,” says Julie’s mother, now in her seventies. ‘“Nothing -absolutely nothing - could possibly
be as heartbreaking as the death of your child,” she emphasizes, “for your heart breaks again and
again. At each birthday. At each holiday. At each milestone: when she would’ve graduated; when she
might’ve married; when she might’ve been having children.” Taking a slow and deliberate breath,
Julie’s mother says, “But Julie’s life was a gift to us. Knowing that in her death, she gave the gift of
life and sight to others is comforting to us, and remembering that we carried out her wishes has
helped us cope with her death more than anything else.”

Her voice softening, Julie’s mother says, ““You and Julie’s other friends and teachers were an
important part of her life. Your teaching influenced her life tremendously, and you remind us that our
love for Julie and Julie’s love for others are alive today.”

As one of Julie’s professors, I hold the thought that I may have had a small part in teaching Julie
how to live. But she - and her family - are still teaching me an even greater lesson: How to die.

- Barbara Russell Chesser



Mot bal hoc ¥ nghia hon

Nhjét tinh, than thién, 16i cudn, co tai. D6 1a Julie, mot trong nhitng sinh

] vién to1 luén yeu quy trong thoi gian giang day vé chuyén dé “Suy phat

P trién ctia nhan loai” & truong Pai hoc Nebraska. Em 1a mot ngudi rat tha
- vi va 1a mét sinh vién mau muec.

T6i nhd mai mot ngdy thu thang Chin nim 1976, Julie dén gip t6i khi
tiét hoc vira két thic. Trong khi da s nhitng sinh vién khac voi chay ra khoi 16p dé tan huong khi troi
mat diu hodc dén khu nha nghi cua hoi sinh vién dé giao luu v6i nhau thi Julie van nan lai hoi tdi vé ky
thi tuan t&i. R rang 1a o sinh vién ndy hoc hanh rat nghiém tic. Mot vai sinh vién khac tinh co nghe
duoc nhirng cau hoi cua Julie cling dung lai tham gia vao céu chuyén cua ching t61. Chinh tinh cach
cdi mo cua Julie da cudn hat moi ngudi dén véi em.

Nhung Julie dé khong bao gio tham du duoc gio thi do. Mot ngay sau buodi tro chuyén ctia ching
t0i, co bé da bi mdt chiéc xe tai cd 1on dam phai khi dang dap xe bang qua giao 16 gan truong. Toi
stng so' khi nghe tin Julie dang nam hén mé trong bénh vién ddi dién trudng - noi ma chi vai gid trude
d6 em con cuoi dua, tdn gau voi ban be va du tinh cho twong lai ctia minh.

Chi it phat trudc tai nan Ay, Julie va me em con noi chuyén qua dién thoai rat vui vé nhu thuong 18.
Me em nh¢ lai 1an trd chuyén cudi cung gitra hai me¢ con: “Julie nhiét tinh 1am! Con bé thiy cira hiéu
gan trudng cd ban bd quan 4o ma nod rat thich mic vao mot dip dac biét nao do, va té1 bao con bé cu
mua di. Con beé khong di hoc bang xe hoi vi cr hay quén chd dd xe trong truong mai. Thé 1a con bé
nhay 1€n xe dap dé di mua b quan a0 d6. Noi xdy ra tai nan chi cach khu tap thé nit con bé dang &
mot quang ngan ma th61.” Moi suy nghi trong t61 gao thét vi thuong tiéc Julie: “Julie oi, em khong thé
chét duoc! Em 14 sinh vién ma bat ctr gido vién ndo cling mo udc co trong 16p ctia minh, 1a dira con
mo udc clia cac bac cha me. Em con rat nhiéu diéu dé cong hién, con rat nhiéu 1y do dé song”.

Céc ¢ y ta lang I& ra vao phong cua Julie. B6 me c6 bé dung lang yén canh bén em trong sy tuyét
vong. Sau do bac si budc vao phong, ong hang giong va ndi v4i bd me cung hai em trai ctia Julie:
“Julie chi con song duoc vai gio ddng hd nira thoi!”. Roi ong thang thin hoi: “Gia dinh ta c6 dinh hién
tang mot s6 bo phan trén co thé cua Julie khong?”.

Cung luc d6, & tiéu bang 14n cin, Mary dang cai minh vé phia trude, ¢b ging cing mét dé nhin cin
phong khach nho, bé bon ctia minh dugc r6 hon. MEit ¢6 ddi theo moi ctr dong cua dira con dang yéu
vira tron hai tudi ciia minh. Ngudi me rat myc yéu thuong con nay dang luu mo1 ky niém dé mot mai
khi khong con nhin thiy con duoc nita, ¢d c¢6 thé hdi tudng lai ching. Mary sap bi mu.

Cach d6 vai tiu bang, John sip két thﬁc sdu gio dong ho voi chiée may diéu tri tham tach. Tuy co
thé bat dong ctia anh dang dugc ndi voi “qua than nhan tao”, nhung 6ng bd tré nay van doc truyén cho
hai ciu con trai cua minh nghe. Bac sT da dua ra mot chan doan ac nghiét rang anh chi con séng duoc
thém vai tudn nira. Hy vong song duy nhit cua anh gid day 1a dugc ghép than.

Cung thoi diém d6 & bénh vién Lincoln, tiéu bang Nebraska nay day, bd va me cta Julie di kiét



strc vi dau budn, va ho dang can nhic dé tra 16i dut khoat cau hoi clia bac si. Ptra con gai ¢6 nudc da
hoi ngam, ¢6 d6i mat ndu ctia ho ting c6 1an n6i rang néu co bé chét ¢ bé mudn hién ting cac bo
phan trén co thé cta minh. Hai vo chong nhin nhau trong gidy lat, n01 dau don trong long hién 16 trong
d61 mat ctia ho. Roi ho quay sang vi bac si dap: “Vang! Luc con song, Julie ludn biét sé chia voi
ngudi khac. Va chic con bé ciing van mudn chia sé ngay ca khi minh lia xa thé gidi nay”.

Chi trong vong hai muoi bép tiéng dong h(‘A),~ Mary hay tin c¢6 s& nhan duoc doi mat cta Julie; con
John thi dugc bao rang hay chuan bi cho ca phau thuat ghép than. Nhiing bo phan khac cua Julie con
mang lai sy song cho nhiéu bénh nhén nira.

Me cua Julie, gio da budc vao do tudi 70, ké lai: “Julie mat ngay sau sinh nhat lan thtr hai muoi
ctia minh — cach day ciing hai muroi bén nim rdi. Con bé d dé lai cho chiing t6i nhitng ky niém rat
tuyét voi”. Ba con nhdn manh: “Khong gi, chic chin 1a khong gi dau long bang cai chét ctia con minh.
Vi tim ta c¢tr con dau mai. Dau vao mo1 dip sinh nhat cua con, mdi ky nghi h¢, mdi giai doan quan trong
nhu: thdi diém ma 18 ra con minh sé& tot nghiép, thoi diém ma con minh s& 1ap gia dinh, thoi dlem ma
1€ ra n6 s€ sinh con”. Hit thd that cham rai va thong tha, me cta Julie noi tlep “Nhung cudc sdng cua
Julie la mon qua tang cho chung t6i. Ching toi cam thy dugc an i vi biét rang sau khi chét, conbe
Van ting mon qué clia sy séng va anh sang cho ngudi khac. Va hon bat cir diéu gi khac, chi can nhé
rang minh d3 thue hién duoc nhitng mong udc cua Julie cling da giup gia dinh chung toi bot dau kho
rat nhiéu khi d6i mit véi cai chét cua con”

Giong diu lai, me cua Julie noi: “Thay, ban bé va cac thay c0 khac 1a mot phan quan trong trong
cudc song cua Julie. Nhiing diéu thiy day da anh hudng rt siu sic dén con bé , va thay cling giup
ching t61 nho rang tinh yéu minh danh cho Julie va tinh yéu ma con bé danh cho mo1 nguoi van luén
song mai dén tan hom nay!”.

La mdt trong nhirng nguoi thiy ctia Julie, t6i tirng nghi rang minh da dong gop mot phan nho vao
viéc day em cach song ¢ do1. Nhung chinh em — va gia dinh cua em — van dang day cho to1 mot bai
hoc ¢ y nghia con 16n lao hon nita: Ching ta phai chét nhu thé nao.

- Barbara Russell Chesser



One stitch at a time

plectricity was discovered by the ancient Greeks, though it didn’t find its
way to my in-laws’ farm until the summer of 1948. That’s when the truck

from the Orange County Rural Electric Cooperative made its way down

Grimes Lake Road, planting poles and stringing wire. My mother-in-law,

Ruby, sat on her front porch snapping beans while the linemen set the poles.

That night she asked her husband, Howard, what he thought of her get ting an
electric sewing machine. Her treadle sewing machine was broken, the victim of two highspirited boys
who had pumped the treadle to an early death.

They drove to Bedford the next day to the Singer Sewing Center and bought a brand-new electric
Singer with a buttonholer, a cabinet and a chair. It cost \$240, money they’d earned from selling a
truckload of hogs to the meatpacking plant in New Solsberry.

Ruby set into sewing for her boys. After supper, when the table was cleared and dishes washed,
Ruby would bend over the machine, churning out clothes for her chil dren and her neighbors.
Thousands of dresses and shirts and pants. Clothes for dolls. Clothes for the minister’s wife in town.
Prom dresses. Wedding dresses. The Singer raised its needle millions of times. Her family would fall
asleep under Ruby-made quilts, lulled to sleep by the Singer hum.

The kids grew up and moved away. Grandchildren came, eight in all. The Singer stitched
maternity clothes, baby dresses, baptismal gowns and quilts for the cribs. In 1987, Ruby called us on
the phone, discouraged. After thirty-nine years, her Singer was limping. She took it to Mr. Gardner in
the next town. He fixed sewing machines but couldn’t revive hers. He sent it away to Chicago. A
month later, it came back, a paper tag hanging from its cord: Obsolete. Parts not available, the tag
read.

[ went to a sewing machine store the next day to buy a new one. Her old one was metal. The new
machines are plastic and have computers and cost the same as Ruby’s first car. They give classes on
how to use them. In the dis play window was a 1948 metal Singer blackhead.

“Does that one work?” I asked the man.
“I don’t know,” he said. “Let’s plug it in.” He plugged it in. It hummed to life.

“It’s not for sale,” he told me. “It’s a display. There aren’t a lot of these old Singer blackheads
around anymore.”

I told him about Ruby - how she lives by herself and sews to keep busy, how she charges only six
dollars to make a dress because the people she sews for don’t have a lot of money, how a lot of times
she doesn’t charge a dime, how sewing is her ministry.

He sold the machine to me for twenty-five dollars.



The next weekend we hauled it down to Ruby’s. She was sitting on the front porch, watching for
our car to round the corner on the gravel lane. She came outside and stood by the car as we opened
the trunk. As she peered down at the 1948 blackhead, a smile creased her face.

“It’s just like my old one,” she whispered.

We wrestled it inside and installed it in her old cabinet. Perfect fit. Plugged it in. When Ruby
heard the hum, she clapped her hands happily.

It’s still going strong. Ruby still charges six dollars a dress - unless it’s a bride’s dress. Then she
sews it by hand. That’ll cost you fifteen dollars, but only if you can afford it.

She recently traveled north to visit her granddaughter Rachael. Rachael showed Ruby her Barbie
doll, then asked if Ruby could maybe please sew some clothes for Barbie. The first night Ruby was
home, she bent over her 1948 blackhead, stitching matching dresses for Rachael and her Barbie. Way
past midnight she sewed. The next morning she drove to town and mailed a package northward. Three
days later her phone rang. Rachael called to say “Thank you and “I love you” and “When can I see
you again?”’

On two other occasions, my wife and I found 1948 Singer blackheads in antique stores. We bought
them and gave them to Ruby. She’s got a lot of sewing ahead, and we don’t want her to run out of
sewing machines before she runs out of things to sew.

I don’t always applaud every new thing that comes down the road, though I’m grateful that in 1948
electricity made its way down Grimes Lake Road. I’'m grateful, too, for a woman who sews way into
the night, who dispenses love one stitch at a time.

- Philip Gulley




Trong ting dudng may

pién da duoc phat hién boi nhirng nguoi Hy Lap cb dai, thé ma mai dén mua
he ndm 1948 n6 méi tim dugc duong dén trang trai ctia cha me vo t61. Do

13 khi chiéc xe tai ctia Hop tac xa Dién lyc Nong thon Quan Cam dén con_

duong Grimes Lake dé trong cot va kéo day. Me vo t0i, ba Ruby, dang ngdi

trudc hién nha dé boc dau trong luc nhirng nguo1i tho trong tru dién xuong

dat. T6i hom do, ba hoi 6ng Howard -bd vo t6i, xem 6ng nghi sao néu ba
mua mdt cdi may may dién. Chiéc may may dap chan ctia ba d3 bi hong, n6 1a nan nhan ctia hai dtra
con trai “thich kham pha” cua ba vi chiing da “khai tr” cai ban dap may may sém nhu vay.

Ngay hém sau, hai 6ng ba 1ai xe dén Trung tim may may Singer ¢ Bedford va mua mot chiéc may
may dién hi¢u Singer moi toanh, c6 dung cu dung dé thua khuyét 40, c6 vo boc va con ¢o thém mot cai
ghé. Gia cua n6 1a 240 dola, d6 1a s6 tién ho kiém dugc tir viéc ban ca mot xe tai day lon cho mot xi
nghi€p thit hop 0 New Solsberry. Ba bat tay vao viéc may do cho miy cau con trai cua minh. Sau bira
an toi, khi ban an da dugc don sach s€ va cheén dia cling da rua xong, ba lai cam cti bén chiéc may
may, ¢b may that nhiéu quan ao cho cdc con va cho nhirng ngu6i hang x6m. Ba da may hang ngan chiéc
vay dam, 40 somi va quan dui. Ca quan 4o bup bé, quan 4o cho vo ctia vi muc su trong thi trén, nhirng
bd vay khiéu vil, va ca nhirng bd 4o cudi. Mili kim cua chiéc may may hiéu Singer da nhic 1én xubng
ca triéu lan. Ca gia dinh thuong thiép di dudi nhitng chiéc chin bong do chinh tay ba lam, va duogc ru
ng boi tiéng rén rén cua chiéc may Singer.

Bon tré 16n 1én va don ra & riéng. Nhitng dira chau lan luot ra doi, co tam dira tit ca. Chiée may
may Singer lai may nhirng bd do san phu, d6 tré em, 40 dai danh cho 18 rra toi va chin bong cho
nhirng chiéc ndi. Pén nim 1987, ba goi dién cho ching t6i, giong hét sirc chan nan. Sau ba muoi chin
nam, chiéc - may may Singer cua ba dd tro néni ach. Vi thé ba mang n6 dén cho 6 ong Gardner ¢ thi tran
bén canh. Ong ay d3 sira qua nhiéu may may nhung khong thé phuc hdi duoc chiée may cua ba. Ong
giri n6 dén tan Chicago. Mot thang sau, chiéc may duoc gui tra lai véi mot manh gidy gan kém & soi
day. Manh gidy ghi: Dd (i thoi. Khong con bé phdn thay thé.

Ngay hom sau, toi dén mot ctra hang ban miy may dé mua mot chiéc mgi. Chiéc mdy cil ctia ba
duoc lam béng kim loai, con nhirng cai mady méi toan dugc lam béng nhya va c6 ca thiét bi dién tir dé
tinh toan va gia thi chi ngang vdi chiéc xe hoi dau tién ciia ba. Ho phan loai ching theo cach str dung.
Tai noi trung bay con mot chiéc may Singer dau den doi 1948 bang kim loai.

“Céai nay con chay khong vay?”, t61 héi ngudi ban hang.

“To1 khong blet nita”, ong ay tra 101. “Pé t6i thir cim dién xem sao.” Ong Ay cam dién. Chiéc may
rén Ién nhu dugc séng 1a1

“N6 khong phai dé ban dau”, 6ng ta bao t6i. “N6 chi dé trung bay thoi. Quanh day khong con nhiéu
nhitng cai may Singer cli dau den nhu thé nay nira dau.”

Theé 1a t61 ké cho Ong ay nghe vé me vo to1 - vé cach ba da tu kiém song va ban biu may va nhu thé



nao, ve vi¢c ba da lay cong chi c6 sau do la cho mot chiéc vay chi vi nhitng nguo1 nhd ba may déu
khong c6 nhi€u tién, vé vi¢c ba nhi€u 1an khong lay mdt dong cua khach, va rang ba da dam mé cong
viéc may va nhu thé nao.

Sau cung, 6ng ay da ban cho t61 chiéc may véi gia hai muroi 1am do la.

Vio dip cubi tuan sau d6, chung t6i chd chiéc may xudng nha ba. Ba dang ngdi trudc hién, chim
cha doi chiéc xe cua chung toi ré& qua goc duong day soi. Ba budc ra va dung canh chiée xe lic ching
t61 mo thung dung hanh 1y. Khi nhin k¥ thiy chiéc may may dau den doi 1948, ba nd mot nu cudi
khién khuon mit cang 16 ra nhitng nép nhin.

“No6 giong hét cai may cili cua me ”, ba ndi nho.

Chung t61 khiéng cai may vao nha va gan nd vao cai vo cli. Hoan toan vira khit. Chung t61 cam
dién vao. Khi nghe dugc tiéng may kéu, ba da vo tay sung sudng.

Cai may van con chay t6t. Ba van 1ay cong sau d6 la cho mdi chiéc vay dam - trir khi d6 13 mot
chiéc vay co6 dau, vi khi ay ba phai khau n6 bang tay. Ban s€ phai trd mudi 1dm d6 1a cho viéc do,
nhung chi khi ban c¢6 kha nang thoi.

Méi day, ba ra Bac dé tham dtra chau gai Rachael ctia ba. Rachael d& cho ba xem con bup bé
Barbie cua nd, rdi nhd ba may vai bd quan 4o cho Barbie. Ngay dém dau tién trd vé nha, ba da cam
cti bén chiéc may dau den doi 1948 ctia minh dé may nhitng chiéc 40 dim cho Rachael va cho bup bé
ctia con bé. Ba may dén tdn khuya. Sang hom sau, ba 14i xe xudng phd va giri mot goi hang ra Béc. Ba
ngdy sau, chudng dién thoai nha ba reo vang. Rachael goi dién cho ba chi dé néi: “Chau cdm on ba”,
“Chau yéu ba 1am” va “Chirng nio chau moi duoc gip lai ba?”.

Trong hai lan khac, t6i va vo cling tim thiy nhirng chiéc may may Singer dau den doi 1948 ¢ cac
ctra hang d6 co. Chung t61 da mua ching va chuyén dén cho me. Ba con phai may rat nhiéu tha, va
chiing t6i khong mudn ba khong c6 may dé dung trude khi ba khong con do dé may.

Khong phai lac nao 61 cling hoan nghénh moi thir méi me xuat hién trén duong, du vay toi van biét
on vi¢c nguon dién da tim dén con dudng Grimes Lake vao nam 1948. T61 cling biét on nguoi dan ba
d3 ngoi may trong dém khuya, ngudi da giri gam tinh yéu ctia minh trong tirng dudng may.

- Philip Gulley




A birthday remembered

AS a child growing up in the Ozark Mountains of Missouri in the 1930s, I

didn’t know we were poor - in fact, at the age of four, I really didn’t know
what poor was. But I did know I was getting tired of eating oatmeal and
being cold.

One day we heard a sharp, loud knock at the door. I clung to my mother’s
skirt as she opened the door to what appeared to be a giant in overalls. His
face was weather-worn, and his hair was long and poorly cut. His eyes were sharp.

“You’re Leonard Presson’s woman?” It was more a demand for information than a question.
“Yes,” Mother’s voice was shallow and frightened. “But he’s off hunting”.

The giant turned and waved to two boys in a wagon pulled close to the door. “Well we know y’all
didn’t get home from out West soon enough to put in a crop, so we brought you food to tide you over.”

While he talked, the boys unloaded sacks of flour, grain, sugar, canned food of several varieties
and smoked meat. Mother picked me up and stood against the wall. “We can’t pay...” she began.

“You’ve been gone a long time, Mrs. Eva.” His stern face softened. “These are bad times - people
coming home ‘cause they lost everything in the crash.” He waved the boys back to the now-empty
wagon. “Be sure you’re in church come Sunday.” He swung into the wagon and picked up the reins.
“You’ll be helping feed others next winter.” Something resembling a smile split his somber face. “We
help people take care of our own.”

That night we feasted, and on Sunday we were in church. My parents were greeted warmly by
people I was yet to know.

Winter passed, and in the spring the hills and valleys that made up my world came alive with the
promise of new life. Crops were planted and carefully tended. All summer we canned and preserved
fruits and vegetables. The fall harvest was more than abundant.

On a bleak December day that was my fifth birthday, my father and two brothers loaded our
wagon, and we all climbed up and drove to what had been an abandoned house across the valley. I sat
bundled in blankets next to Mother. “This is the most important birthday present you will ever get,”
she whispered. “I pray one day you’ll remember it.”

From my vantage high on the wagon seat, I watched my own father and brothers reenact the same
scenario that [ had seen a year earlier. I wanted to jump down and run to the children I watched
clinging to their own mother’s skirts as I had done. That night in my prayer, I had a feeling of warmth;
for what reason I did not know. But in my heart I could see those children, and I knew they slept well
- and so did L



Time passed slowly for a little girl growing up in the hills of southern Missouri in the early
1930s. As I grew older, I helped prepare the food that was taken by wagon to families who had come
home to escape the paralyzing hardship of the Depression. I even met the “giant” who had come to our
door that cold winter day. He was the father of the girl who was to become “my very best friend.”
Even after we grew up and left the mountains to make our lives in the city, we corresponded and often
met at family reunions in the Ozarks.

My mother was right. On my fifth birthday I received the most important birthday present ever.
I’ve never for gotten the kindness and generosity of the simple but pro found people who believed that
they were indeed their brother’s keeper.

Mother’s prayer has also been answered - many times. For the past six decades, no matter where
or how I cele -brate each December 4, my birthday theme has been that act of kindness I witnessed on
my fifth birthday. It has truly been a birthday remembered.

- Elizabeth Leopard




Sinh nhat dang nhd

1 & mot dra tre sinh truong ¢ vung nii Ozark thuc bang Missouri vao thap

nién 1930, t61 da khong biét rang gia dinh minh ngheo — that vay, méi 4
tudi, toi that su khong biét thé nao 1a nghéo. Nhung t6i biét rd rang rang minh
d3 phat chan vi ctr phai an chao bot yén mach va ctr phai chiu nhitng con
lanh cong nguoi.

Mot ngay ng, chiing t61 nghe thay mot tiéng gd ctra 16n va dit khoat. Toi
bam lay vy me khi me ra mo ctira cho mdt ngud1 trong giong nhu mot ga khong 16 trong bo quan 40
rong thung thinh. Khuon mat ong ay sam den vi ning gi6 con mai toc thi dai va lai dugc cat tia nham
nhd. Anh mat ctia 6ng trong kha sic bén.

“Ba la vo cua Leonard Presson?” Do gén nhu 1a mot 1o dé nghi xac nhan thong tin hon 1a mot cau
hoi.

“Vang”, giong me lac di va day hoang s¢. “Nhung chong t61 di san roi1.”

Ga khong 16 quay lai va Vay hai dura bé trai dang ngdi trong chlec xe ngua d6 ngay sat ctra. “Vang,
chiing t6i biét gia dinh ba tir mién Tay xa x01 tr& vé da khong kip trong vu mua, nén chiing toi mang
thirc 4n dén dé gitip nha ta vuot qua luc nay.”

Trong khi 6ng noi thi hai dura bé trai do Xuéng nhirng bao tai bot mi, ngli cdc, duong, nhiéu loai do
hop va thit hun khéi. Mg bé t61 1€n va dirng dua vao tuong. “Ching t61 khong the tra tién...”, me mo
1o1.

“Ba Eva, ba da ra di trong mot thoi gian dai.” Khuén mat nghiém nghi cta 6ng gianra. “DPay la
thoi ky kho khin — moi ngudi tré vé nha boi vi ho da mét hét moi thir do pha san”’ Ong lai vy tay ra
hi¢u cho hai dtra tre quay tr6 lai chiéc xe ngua gid da trong rong. “Gia dinh nhé hiy dén nha thd vao
Chti nhat t&i nhé.” Noi roi ong nhay 1én xe ngwa va nam iy day cuong. “Mua dong to1, ba s€ giip
mang lai luong thyc cho nhing ngu’crl khac nhe.” Co cai gi d6 giong nhu mot nu cuo1 da xua tan di veé
ngoai u su cua 6ng dy. “Chiing t6i gitip moi ngudi biét tu chim soc ban thin minh.”

T6i hom d6, ching toi d4 mod tiée, va ching t6i cling d dén nha thd vao ngay Chi nhat. Cha me toi
da dugc chao don nong nhi¢t boi nhirng ngudi ma to1 chua hé dugc biét.

Pong qua, va khi xuan dén, nhitng ngon doi va thung ling tao nén thé gidi riéng ciia to1 da sinh
dong tr¢ lai cung voi nhirng hira hen cho mét cuge song moi. Mua mang da duoc gieo tréng va chim
nom can than. Trong su6t mua he, ching t6i dong hop dé bao quan trai cay va rau xanh. Mot vu mia
bo1 thu.

Mot ngiy gia lanh thang 12, ciing 13 sinh nhat 1an thir nam cuia t61, cha va hai anh cua toi chit thirc
an day xe ngua va ca gia dinh ching t6i cing leo 1én r01 danh xe t&1 mot ngdi nha da bi bo hoang &
bén kia thung liing. T6i thu minh vao trong chin va ngdi bén canh me . “Pdy 1a mén qua sinh nhat quan



trong nhat do1 voi con”, me thi tham. “Me mong rang mai kia con s€ nhd no”.

Tir chd ngdi thudn loi trén cao ctia xe ngya, t61 nhin théy cha va cac anh dang lap lai dung canh ma
t6i da timg dugc ching kién mot ndm vé trude. Toi mudn nhay xuong va chay ngay t6i chd nhirng dira
tré nhu to1 trude day, dang niu 1y vay me ctia minh. Pém d6, khi cAu nguyén, t6i dd c6 mot cam giac
that am ap, vi li do gi 01 cting khong biét nita. Nhung tir trong tim minh, t6i c¢6 thé thiy nhitng dira tré
d6, t6i biét rang chiing s& ngli ngon - va toi cling vAy.

Thoi gian ctr chAm cham troi qua d6i voi mot bé gai sinh trudng vao nhitng nam dau thap nién
1930 & ving d6i niii phia nam Missouri. Khi 16n hon, i ciing da giup moi ngudi chuin bi phan luong
thire s& duoc xe ngra chuyén t6i nhitng gia dinh da trd vé nha dé tranh su té 1iét ctia cudc khing hoang
kinh té. T6i con dugc gip lai “ngudi khong 167, ngudi da dén nha ching t6i vao ngay mua dong rét
mudt d6. Ong Ay chinh 1a cha cia mot ¢6 bé ma sau nay di trd thanh “nguodi ban than nhit cua t6i”.
Tham chi khi chung t6i trudng thanh va roi ving nii Ay dé tao dung cudc sdng & chdn thi thanh, chung
t6i van trao d6i thu tir va thudng gip nhau tai nhitng budi hop mit gia dinh & qué nha Ozarks.

Me toi da ndi diing. Vao sinh nhat 1an thir 5 cta minh, toi d4 nhin dugc mot mén qua quan trong
nhat trong doi. To1 khong bao gio quén dugc 1ong tot cling nhu sy hao phong cua nhirng con nguoi
gian di nhung sdu sac, nhirng nguoi da tin rang ho thyc su 1a ngudi phai gitip do nhitng ngud1 anh em
ctia minh.

Nguyén udc ciia me t6i da nhiéu 1an duge dap lai. Trong subt sdu muoi nim qua, du ky niém ngay
4 thang 12 & bat ctr noi1 dau va nhu thé nao di chang nita thi cha dé trong ngay sinh nhat cua to1 van la
hanh dong tir t€ ma t61 da chirng kién trong sinh nhat lan thir 5 cia minh. N6 that sy 1a mot sinh nhat
dang nhd.

- Elizabeth Leopard




Just one wish

pox River gave life to the country town of Colby Point, for the road and the river
ran alongside one another. Colby Point was really the name of a road that crept
between the hills and valleys of McHenry, Illinois. Homes were scattered here
and there - mostly summer homes and retirement homes. At the very end of the
road three houses all faced one another. Three sisters - all single, all seniors -
lived in one of the homes. Across the way their widowed first cousin lived in a yellow house. Next to
her lived their brother, Bill, and his wife, Cleo.

Cleo had multiple sclerosis, so the pair had moved to Colby Point seeking a quiet, relaxed life.
Little did they know when they relocated to this serene area that they would end up rearing their
granddaughter, Margie. Before long, the once-quiet neighborhood became active with the sounds of a
child.

Margie always looked forward to the arrival of Christmas, and this year was no different as
winter began to settle like a warm blanket around Colby Point. Everyone was in a flurry, for at the
church Margie and her family attended, the congregation was preparing to share their Christmas
wishes with each other. Since Cleo couldn’t make it to church, and Bill didn’t like to leave her alone
for too long, he was in the habit of dropping Margie off at church early on Sunday mornings; the aunts
would bring her home.

As Margie sat in church that morning, she rehearsed in her mind over and over what she would
say. She wasn’t afraid, for she knew what an important wish this was. The service seemed to drag on
and on. Finally the pastor uttered the words Margie had been anticipating all morn ing, “This is a
special time of year when everyone around the world celebrates peace toward our fellow man. This
year, here at St. John’s, we want to hear your Christmas wishes. We cannot fill everyone’s wish, but
we would like to try and fill a few. As I call your name, please come forward and tell us about your
Christmas wish.”

One after another, the church members shared their wishes, large and small. Margie was the last
and the youngest to speak. As she looked out at the congregation, she spoke confidently, “I would like
for my grandma to have church. She cannot walk, and she and my grandpa have to stay at home. They
miss coming so much. So that is what [ wish for. And please don’t tell them, for it needs to be a
surprise.”

Riding home with her aunts, Margie could tell they were speaking in low tones about her wish.
She hoped that they would keep her secret. As the next Sunday came around, Margie was getting
ready for church when Grandma asked, “Why are you so fidgety? You haven’t sat still all morning.”

“I just know that something wonderful is going to happen today!”

“Of course it will,” said her grandma with a chuckle. “It’s Christmas, you know.”



Grandpa was getting on his coat when he happened to look out the front window. He saw some
cars coming down the dirt road one after another. Now at this time of year there wasn’t too much
traffic, so this was really amaz ing. Margie pushed her grandma to the window so that she could see
all the cars. Pretty soon the cars were parked all up and down the road as far as a person could see.

Grandpa looked at Grandma, and they both looked at Margie. Grandpa asked, “Just what did you
wish for, Margie?”

“I wished that you and Grandma could have church. And I just knew that it would come true.
Look! There’s the pastor, and everyone from church is coming up the walk.”

The congregation arrived with coffee and cookies and cups and gifts. They sang Christmas carols
and listened to the pastor speak on giving to others the gifts that God gives. Later that night, Margie
slipped out the back door and walked outside to look up at the stars. “Thank you,” she whispered,
“thank you for giving me my wish.”

That was just one of the many wishes granted for Margie. Her childhood overflowed with the love
of her grandparents, four great aunts and many wise, caring neighbors. Margie was truly a blessed
little girl.

I should know - I was that little girl.

- Margaret E. Mack




Chi mot diéu udc

con song Fox da mang lai sinh khi cho vung qué Colby Point, vi con duong va
dong song cung chay song song voi nhau. Colby Point thyc chit 1a tén cua con

duong chay gitta nhitng ngon ddi va thung ling McHenry, bang Illinois. Nha cira

dugc xay rai rac do day - chu yéu 1a nha nghi mat va nha danh cho nguo1 da nghi

huu. O ngay cu01 con duong 13 ba ngdi nha d6i mit vao nhau. Ba chi em - tat ca
déu doc than va da 16n tudi — cung séng & mot trong ba ngdi nha d6. Phia bén kia duong 1a ngdi nha
mau vang cta c6 em ho dd gda chong. Canh nha c¢6 nay 12 nha cta ngudi anh trai ctia ho, ong Bill,
cung vo cua ong 1a ba Cleo.

Ba Cleo mic bénh da xo cung, nén hai vo chéng da chuyén dén Colby Point dé tim kiém mot cudc
song yén tinh, thoai mai. O day, ho hau nhu khong can phai luon dé mat dén dira chau ngoa i Margie
nhu trud ¢ - mo t dié u ma chinh ho ciing khong nghi t6i khi chuyén dén viing qué thanh binh niy.
Chang bao 14u sau, ving qué mot thdi yén tinh nay di trd nén huyén nio boi nhitng thanh Am ctia mot
dura tre.

Margie lu6n hao hirc mong cho dén ngay Giang sinh, va nam ay cling khong phai 1a ngoai 1€ khi
mula dong bt dau diu dan giéng nhu mot tim chin 4m p phu Xuong Colby Point. Mo1 nguo1 dang xon
xa0 vi tai nha thd ma Margie va gia dinh ctia ¢6 bé thuong di 18 , gido doan dang chuin bi cho ho chia
sé nhitng diéu udc Giang sinh v6i nhau. Tir khi ba Cleo khong thé di dén nha tho, va 6ng Bill thi lai
khong mudn dé ba ¢ nha mdt minh qua 1au, ong thuong dua Margie dén nha tho vao sang sém Chi
nhat; my ngudi di s& dua c6 bé vé nha.

Sang hom do, lac ngdi trong nha thd, Margie dd nham di nham lai trong dau xem minh s& noéi gi. Co
bé khong lo so gi ¢4, vi co bé biét didu udc ndy quan trong nhu thé nao. Budi le duong nhu cur keo dai
1& thé. Cudi cung thi vi muyc su ciing néi nhitng 161 ma Margie di mong chd subt ca budi sang: “Pay 1a
gir phat dic biét trong ndm khi ma moi ngudi & khip noi trén thé gidi cing chuc cho hoa binh dén vai
nhirng nguo1 ban cua ching ta. Nam nay, trude mat Thanh John, ching to1 muon nghe nhitng diéu uéc
cho ngay Giang sinh cua cac ban. Ching t01 khong thé dap ung diéu udc cta tat ca moi nguot, nhu’ng
chiing t6i s& ¢b gang va thyc hién mot vai diéu. Khi ti goi tén ctia ai, vui 10ng tién 1én day va ndi cho
chiing t6i nghe diéu udc trong ngay Giang sinh ctia ban.”

Nhirng nguoi trong nha tho lan lugt chia sé nhirng mo' wdc 16n lao cling nhu binh di cua minh.
Margie 13 ngudi cudi cling va ciing 1a ngudi bé nhat duge phat biéu. Nhin vé phia gido doan, co bé
n6i mot cach tyr tin: “Chau udc sao ba chiu dugce dén nha tho. Ba khong di duoc, nén ba va ong phai &
nha. Ong ba mudn di nha thd 1dm. Vi vay, d6 1a diéu chiu ao udc. Va xin dirng ndi cho 6ng ba chiu
biét, vi chau mudn d6 1a mot diéu bat ngo™.

Trén duong vé nha cing cac di, Margie xin cac di khé giong khi noi vé diéu udc cua cd bé. Co bé
hi vong 1 céac di s& giit bi mat nay cho minh. Pén ngay Chii nhat tiép theo, khi Margie chuan bi di nha
tho thi ba hoi: “Sao trong chau co vé bon chon vay? Sudt ca budi sang chau cir dtng ngdi khong yén.”

“Chau chi biét 1a c6 mdt dieu ki di¢u s€ xay ra vao ngay hom nay!”



“Di nhién 1a ¢6 1617, ba tham cudi va noi. “Chau biét day, hom nay 1a Giang sinh ma.”

Ong dang mic 40 khoac thi tinh cd nhin ra ctra s6 trudce nha. Ong thiy may chiée xe hoi dang ndi
dudi nhau chay vao con dudng dat. Moi ndm véo thoi diém nay dau c6 nhiéu xe dén thé, cho nén day
quéa 12 mot diéu ki la. Margie diu ba vé phia cira s6 dé ba c6 thé nhin thay tit ca nhirng chiéc xe. Chi
mot luc sau nhirng chiéc xe éy da dau doc theo con dudng dén xa hat ca thm mat.

Ong quay sang nhin ba, r6i c4 hai ciing nhin Margie. Ong hoi: “Chau di udc diéu gi thé, Margie?”.

“Chau udc 13 6ng va ba co thé di dén nha thd. Va chau biét rang né s& trd thanh su that. Ong nhin
kia! Muyc su va moi nguoi trong nha thd dang di vé phia ching ta”.

Gi4o doan dén con mang theo ca phé, banh keo, tach chén va qua. Ho cung hat vang bai ca Giang
sinh va lang nghe vi muc su giang giai vé ¥ nghia ctia viéc trao ting moi ngudi nhitng mén qua ma
Chua da ban tang. Khuya hom do, Margie lén ra ctra sau va budc ra ngoai ngudc nhin 1€n nhitng vi
sa0. Co bé thi thAm: “Cam on. Cam on ngai da thuc hién diéu udc cua con.”

D6 chi 12 mdt trong rat nhiéu diéu wdc ma Margie da duoc ban ting. Tudi tho cta cd bé ngp tran
tinh yéu thwong cua 6ng ba, ctia bon ngudi di va cua rat nhiéu ngudi hang xém ting trai va chu dao.
Margie thuc su la mot ¢6 bé rat hanh phuc.

Va ban biét khong — t6i chinh 1 c6 bé do.

- Margaret E. Mack




The long ride

getty Olsen was just settling down to enjoy the golden years with her husband.

The last of their five children was about to leave home. So, the couple had
plans to travel. But then after thirtythree years of marriage, he sprung a little
surprise on her. “I’m leaving,” he announced. He had found someone else,
twelve years younger.

The pain rattled her entire soul and body. Life seemed over, at least the life she had known for the
last three decades.

“Starting over at age fifty-five won’t be easy,” Betty said. But she decided it would do her no
good to feel sorry for herself. So she got busy. She joined a speaking program, became a volunteer at
the American Cancer Society and trained as a docent at a local art museum. She played bridge and
tennis, worked at the local blood bank, and got certified as a nurse.

But no matter how busy Betty kept, her heart remained cold and lonely. Nothing really captured
her spirit. Then one day, two friends asked her to go on a bike ride. Not just any bike ride, but a
century ride - a sixty-four-mile journey up and down the hills of Gilroy, California.

The couple didn’t tell Betty, then sixty, the distance of the ride. “Or I would never have gone,” she
laughs. Betty had poked around town on a bike before, but that was about it.

The threesome hit the road together with a pack of other riders. As Betty huffed and puffed up the
hill, she couldn’t believe the breathtaking beauty of the country side - the sage thickets, the velvet
green colors of the brush... Nothing compared to experiencing the wildflowers, the sweet, dank smell
of woods, even people’s front yards. That’s when Betty became enrap tured with biking, She had
determined when her mar riage came crashing down that she was going to find new frontiers, new
worlds to explore, new dreams to dream. She exclaimed, “Life really begins at sixty!”

The enthusiastic novice joined two bike clubs and started to travel everywhere by bicycle. First,
she biked one hundred miles in the Inland Passage of Alaska where she saw bear footprints and
golden eagles in flight, and watched cruise ships from a mountaintop. The next sum mer she traveled
to New Zealand. But these rides weren’t enough for Betty. She wanted to try something more chal -
lenging. Like biking twenty-five hundred miles or so.

Her first long-distance undertaking was a cross-country ride from San Diego to Jacksonville,
Florida. That was an eighty-mile-a-day, five-week trip. Her children were terrified, and her sister
told her, “Don’t do that. It’s too strenuous.”

Betty admits, “I, too, was uncertain I could make it!”

But nothing could stop Betty, and she had no regrets when she found herself amid towering pine
trees and fields of bluebonnet lupines. “I had never seen anything like it in my life!” she observed. In



addition to the awesome sights, Betty loved stretching her limits and discovering new sources of
inner strength. Invigorated, she convinced her forty-three-year-old son to tag along with her on some
of her shorter rides, like the fifty-mile Tierra Bella.

Now seventy-three-years young, Betty has completed a total of three crosscountry trips, biked
through forty-seven states, and visited thirteen national parks. She esti mates she’s done a total of
seventy thousand miles on her bike since she started these great adventures.

Betty has made dozens of biking friends, and has been asked to remarry twice. “I turned both
gentlemen down,” she says, “because they weren’t into biking or hiking.” Betty thinks she needs
someone a bit more on the active side.

Her riding spirit and intense journeys - which include a trip from San Francisco to Washington,
D.C., and from Washington to Maine - have captured the interest of many journalists who have written
her story a half-dozen times. “I find it’s an exhilarating fatigue,” she said. “I feel so healthy. ’'m in
better shape than I’ve ever been. It’s been a cure for loneliness. I have many friends. It’s not too
strenuous. When you travel, you have no work, no shopping, no cooking, no meetings and no
housework. And I’d like to get to know more of the his tory of our country.” Biking obviously is also
helping Betty get to know herself better.

This paragon of health - physical and mental - has seen sights other people never see in their
lifetimes. Once when touring in Yellowstone, with all the bikers riding single file, a herd of buffalo
joined them across the river trotting single file, too. In Costa Rica, she came eyeball to eyeball with a
monkey swinging through the trees right toward her. One summer, she saw swarms of stunning
butterflies in the Ozarks.

These magnificent experiences are why Betty probably didn’t quit bike riding even after she got
shot in the Napa Valley. She was at the very end of a bike line when a teenager shot her with a pellet
gun. She was hospitalized for two nights, but doctors concluded that removing the pellet was too
dangerous and decided to leave it where it was.

Within two weeks, this gallant lady -pellet intact - was back on her bike, cruising the Eastern
Sierras. She had learned not to let a little detour stop her from exploring her newfound world.
“Biking 1s so fulfilling,” she explains. “I just don’t have enough time to do all I’d like to do. I’d like
to get to the garden, for example, but the weeds get there faster. I really love being with my children
and my family, but I think biking adds a new chapter in my life.”

“When I rode the Oregon Trail, the Santa Fe Trail and the Natchez Trail, I felt like the pioneers.”
She enthusias tically adds, “I hope my newfound discoveries will rub off on the rest of my family.”

Who knows? Maybe some of her family members are ready to embark on new journeys to broaden
their horizons. Two of her teenage grandsons are joining her in the Tierra Bella, and her young grand
daughters were at her house the other day when they said excitedly, “Grandma, let’s go for a long bike
ride.”

Betty hoisted her grandchildren, one onto a tricycle and the other onto a twoseat banana bike. She
hopped onto her bicycle, and together they rode an entire five blocks before the kids were exhausted.



They enjoyed the exhilaration of a short jour ney that may well be their first taste of what it is like to
embark on life-expanding expeditions - just like Grandma.

- Diana L. Chapman

Woody McKay Jr.




Chuyén di dai ngay

getty Olsen dang yén 6n tan hudng nhitng ndm thing hanh phuc cung chdng cua

minh. Bra cudi cung trong ndm dira con cua ho chuan bi don ra song riéng, vi
vy vo chong ho dy tinh di du lich. Thé nhung sau 33 nim chung song, chong ba
d3 khién ba kha ngac nhién. Ong bao voi ba: “To1 s€ ra di”, Ong da tim dén mot
phu nir khéc, tré hon ong dén 12 tudi.

Nbi dau Ay xé nat ca tim hon 14n thé xac ba. Vi ba, cude séng dudng nhu da chim dut — it nhat d6
cling 1a cudc song da quen thudc voi ba trong suot ba thap ky qua.

Betty noi: “Bit dau lai moi thir & d6 tudi ndim muoi 1am qué that khong phai 1a chuyén don gian”.
Nhung rdi ba hiéu rang néu clr ngdi tiéc thuong cho ban than thi cling chang ich gi. Vi thé ba bat dau
lao vao cong viéc. Ba tham gia vao chuong trinh dién thuyét, trd thanh tinh nguyén vién ctia Hoi nhirng
bénh nhan ung thu cia My va giang day tai vién bao tang my thuat & dia phuong véi tu cach nhu mét
gido su. Ba choi bai Brit, danh quan vot, [am viéc tai ngdn hang méu ¢ dia phuong va dugc cong nhin
nhu mot y ta.

Nhung cho du Betty c6 ban ron thé nao di ching nita thi 10ng ba van con ngudi lanh va ¢ don.
Khong c6 gi that su thu hit tim tri ba. Thé rdi mot ngay kia, c6 hai ngudi ban dén ri ba cing tham gia
mot chuyén di xe dap. Nhung d6 khong phai 1a mot chuyén di xe dap binh thudng, ma 13 mot chuyén
dap xe tap thé — mdt cudc hanh trinh dai sdu muroi bén dim bang deo Gilroy, bang California.

Hai nguoi ban d6 da khong cho Betty — luc do da 60 tu6i _ biét trude quing dudng ciia chuyén di
1a bao xa. Ba cuoi lon: “Neéu biét trudc thi to1 chang bao gio di theo ho”. Trudc day, Betty da tung
dap xe vong vong trong thi tran, song chi loanh quanh gan doé thoi.

Ba ngudi ban hing hai 16n duong ciing voi nhitng thanh vién khac cua doan. Khi Betty thd hon hén
dap 1én ddi, ba khong thé tin duoc rang phong canh thon qué lai dep dén thé — nao 1a nhitng lum cay
ngai ding, nao 1a vo s bui cay xanh muot nhur nhung... Khong gi ¢6 thé so sanh dugce v6i cam giac khi
duoc ngam nhitng d6a hoa dai bén dudng, duoc ngiri thiy huong thom ngot diu, am udt cta ndi rimng,
ca khoanh sin trude nha cua nguoi dan nita. Do chinh 13 lac Betty cam thiy chuyén di thuc su cudn
hat minh. Khi cuéc hon nhan d6 v, ba quyét tim sé& tim dén nhirng chan troi méi, nhitng thé gidi mai
dé kham phd , va nhirng wé¢c mo mai dé mo uéc. Ba boc bach: “Cudc séng thuc su bat dau khi toi
budc vao do tudi sau muoi!”.

Thanh vién m6i day nhiét tinh nay da gia nhap hai cau lac b xe dap va bat dau rong rudi khip noi
trén yén xe. Luc dau, ba dap xe khoang mot tram ddm ¢ vung Inland Passage -bang Alaska, noi ba
duoc tin mat nhin thiy nhirng ddu chan giu in trén mit dat duoc ngdm nhitng con chim ung vang bay
lugn trén khong trung, va ngdm nhin nhiing chuyen tiu tuan tra tr trén dinh ndi cao chot vot. Mua he ké
tiép thi ba du lich dén New Zealand. Nhung d6i voi Betty thi nhitng chuyén di y van chura du. Ba
mudn thir st trong nhitng chuyén di nhiéu thach thirc hon — chang han nhu dap xe bang doan duong
dai hai ngan nam tram dam hoac hon thé.



Chuyén di duong truong dau tién cua ba 1a chuyén di bang dong tir San Diego den Jacksonville,
bang Florida. D6 1a mét chuyén di kéo dai nam tuan, moi ngay ba phai dap xe tdm muoi1 dam. Cac con
cua ba déu rat lo sg, con ¢6 em gai thi khuyén: “Chi dung tham gia. Nguy hiém lam”

Betty thu that: “Chj ciing khong chac minh c6 thé thuc hién ndi khong”.

Nhung khong gi ¢6 thé ngin can Betty, va ba chang hé hdi tiéc khi thiy minh dang ¢ gitra nhirng
ngon thong cao vit va nhitng canh dong day dau lupin xanh ron. Ba nhan xét: “Toi chua timg dugc
thay diéu gi twong tu nhu vay ca!”. Chang nhirng muén dugc tin hudng nhirng thiang canh cia thién
nhién, Betty con mudn mo rong nhirng gidi han ctia ban than va kham pha nguén strc manh ndi tai chua
duoc biét dén. Cam thay phin khoi nén ba da thuyét phuc cau con trai 43 tudi cia minh ciing tham gia
vao nhitng chuyén di ngian hon, ching han nhu chuyén di dén Tierra Bella dai 50 dam.

Gio day, o do tudi _bay muoi ba nhung van chua phai la gia, Betty da thue hién dugc tong cong ba
chuyen dap xe bang dong, dd qua bén muoi bay tiéu bang, dén thim mudi ba khu cong vién quoc gia.
B4 nham tinh minh d3 di dugc hon bay muoi ngan dim trén yén xe ké tir luc bt dau cac chuyén phiéu
lru mao hiém tuyét voi ndy.

Betty dd 1am quen véi rat nhiéu ngudi ban c6 chung s thich di xe dap, ba ciing da hai 1an nhan
dugc 101 dé nghi tai hon. Ba ndi: “T61 tir choi ca hai ngudt vi ho khong co6 sé thich dap xe hay di bo
nhu t61”. Betty nghi ba thich nguo1 nao nang dong mot chut.

Niém dam mé dap xe cuing nhitng cudc hanh trinh gian kho cta ba — ké ca chuyén di tir San
Francisco dén Washington, D.C va tir Washington dén Maine - dd gdy su cha ¥ cho gigi bao chi -
nhirng nguoi da viét hang chuc bai bao vé ba. Ba néi: “Toi cam thay mét, nhung lai rat phan khoi. Toi
thay khoe khoan han 1én. Véc dang ciia toi cung tré nén thon gon nhat tir trudc dén nay. Do conla
phuong thube tri bénh c¢6 don nita. Toi c6 rat nhidu ban bé. Va viéc dap xe ciing khong qua vat va. Khi
thuc hién nhitng chuyén di nhu thé thi ban khong phai di lam, khong phai di chg, khong ndu nuong,
khong pha1 hoi hop ciing khong ban ron viéc nha. Va t6i con mudn hiéu thém vé lich sir dat nude cia
minh nita”. RS rang tha dap xe con gitip cho Betty hiéu rd ban than minh hon

Ngudi phu nit mau mure ndy — mot ngudi khoe manh ca vé thé xac 13n tinh than — da dugc chimg
kién nhitng canh trong ma c6 thé nhitng ngudi khac chua ting duoc thiy trong doi. Mot 1an no, khi
dap xe thanh mdt hang doc quanh khu Yellowstone cung v6i vai nguoi ban khac thi mot dan trau cling
tham gia xép thanh mot hang doc theo ho bang qua song. Tai Costa Rica, ba d tin mat thdy mot cha
khi du tir cdy ndy sang cdy khac roi hudng thang vé phia minh. R6i vao mot ky hé no, ba duoc ngam ca
mot dan budm ruc rd bay lugn ¢ ving Ozarks.

Nhirng trai nghiém tuyét diéu nay la 1y do khién Betty hau nhu khong thé tir bo viéc tham gia cac
chuyen di bang xe dap, tham chi ngay ca sau khi ba bi trung dan tai thung Iting Napa. Lic ba dang dap
xe & top cudi cung thi mdt ciu bé da ban trang vao ba bang mot cay sung hoi. Ba phai nam vién mat
hai dém, nhung céac bac si két luan rang néu gap vién dan ra thi s& rat nguy hiém nén ho quyét dinh c@r
dé nguyén ¢ do.

Chi hai tuan sau, ngudi phu nit diing cam ndy — dit van con mang vién dan trong ngudi — lai 1én xe
di tham quan vung phia Dong Sierras. Ba da hoc dugc cach khong dé cho khuc quanh nho d6 ngan can
minh tiép tuc tham hiém mot thé gidi méi vira dugc kham pha. Ba giai thich: “Pap xe qua that rat tha



vi. T6i chi khong c6 du thdi gian dé 1am tat ca nhitng gi minh thich. Chang han nhu t6i thich lam vudn,
nhung ¢é dai moc con nhanh hon strc t61. To1 cling that sy rat mudn & bén con cai va gia dinh minh,
nhung t61 nghi viéc dap xe da md ra mot chwong maé1i trong cude doi to1”.

“Khi dap xe qua duong mon Oregon, Santa Fe va Natchez, o1 thay minh that giéng voi nhirng nha
tham hiém.” Ba s6i ndi nodi thém: “Hy vong nhitng kham pha méi cuia toi s& giup x6a bot dinh kién cua
moi nguoi trong gia dinh to1”.

Ai ma biét dugc? C6 thé mot sé thanh vién trong gia dinh ba d3 sin sang tham gia vao nhitng cudc
hanh trinh m&i dé mé rong pham vi hiéu biét ciia minh. Hai cdu chau trai s& cting ba tham gia chuyén
di sép t6i tai Tierra Bella, con miy dira chau gai lac dén thim ba d3 hing hai dé nghi: “Ba oi, ba chau
minh dap xe di choi di ba”.

Betty d& méy dtra chau ctia minh 1én, dat mot dira 1én chiéc xe ba banh, mot dira 18n chiée xe ¢6
hai chd ngdi hinh trai chudi. Con ba thi nhay 1én chiéc dap cua minh, roi ca ba ba chau dap xe qua
khap nim day phd cho dén khi hai dtra nhoc mét nhoai. Chung da rat phan khoi khi thuc hién cude
hanh trinh ngan ngti d6, cugc hanh trinh ma c6 thé 13 trai nghlem dau tién trude khi chung tham gia vao
nhirng cudc thim hiém mé rong bién gidi cua cudc doi minh — gidng nhu ngudi ba cta ching vay.

- Diana L. Chapman

Woody McKay Jr.




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

jack Canfield la mot dién thuyét gia ndi tiéng nguoi MY, t6t nghiép Dai hoc Harvard, nhan bang cao

hoc cua Pai hoc Massachusetts va hoc vi tién si cua Dai hoc Santa Monica. Voi kién thirc sdu rong,
cach noi chuyén thuyét phuc va 16i cudn, ong da giup rat nhiéu nguoi kham pha strc manh ban than dé
theo dudi va thyc hién uéc mo cua minh. Trong sudt 25 nim qua, 6ng da thyc hién nhiéu budi noi
chuyén v61 nhitng tap 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 tim huyét. Ong da thuc hién hon 4 ngan budi noi

chuyén cho hon 2 triéu thinh gia & 32 qudc gia vé nhitng dé tai lién quan dén cudc sdng, tim kiém
sttc manh tinh than va phat trién ndi tAm, chién lugc kinh doanh va hiéu qua trong cong viéc. Ong
nhiéu 1an dugc moi ndi chuyén trén cac dai truyén hinh va phat thanh noi tiéng nhu: ABC, CBS, PBS,
CNN... va hién dang 1a mot trong nhitng nhan vat dugc khan thinh gia yéu thich nhat.

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

Trong nhirng budi dién thuyét cua minh, Jack Canfield va Mark Victor Hansen thuong tiép can voi
thinh gia bang nhirng cau chuyén co tht, xac dong va y nghia, c6 tac dung dong vién tinh than, giup
moi ngudi co thé cam nhan sau sic duge nhitng ¥ twong va tinh than cta budi ndi chuyén.

Sau nhitng 1an nhu vay, thinh gia & khap moi noi mong mubn duoc doc va luu giit nhitng ciu
chuyén thu vi y. Mot s6 nguoi dé nghi Jack va Mark tdp hop nhitng cau chuyén thanh mot quyén séach.
Pén nim 1990, ho mdi bat tay vao thue hién ¥ tudng ndy. Nhung viéc chuyén nhirng cau chuyén ké
thanh mdt quyén sach khong don gian nhu ho timg nghi. Hai ngudi gip rat nhiéu kho khin, nhat 1a trong
qua trinh bién tap cac bai viét. Sau 3 ndm lam viéc miét mai, ca hai chi méi téng hop duogc 68 cau
chuyén, con qua it so v4i con s6 101 cau chuyén - con s6 ma ho tin 1 s& tao nén d4u 4n cho su thanh
cong ctia mot quyén sach.

Jack va Mark quyét dinh tim dén cac nha dién thuyét khac dé thu thap thém cau chuyén bo sung vao
quyén sach. Cach nay giip ca hai da co dugc nhiéu cau chuyén hay va cam dong tir nhirng con nguoi
binh thuong nhung c6 thé vuot 1én lam dugc di¢u phi thuong.

Mot 14n nira, Jack va Mark tiép tuc nho 40 nha dién thuyét chuyén nghi¢p khac doc va thAm dinh
tung cau chuyén, va cho thang diém tir 1 dén 10 vé tinh chan thuc, gy xiuc dong va co6 gia tri dong
vién tinh than. Sau ctuing, 101 cau chuyén c6 di€m cao nhat da dugc tuyén chon.

Thé nhung quyén sach ndy van chua c6 tén. Ca hai sém nhan thay rang chinh tén quyén sach gop
phan rat 16n vao sy thu hut ban doc. Jack nhé lai nhirng 1an bi 6m, 6ng thuong duge in xup ga do me
nau. Me Jack néi loai xtp ndy c6 thé gitp phuc hdi strc khoe cho nhitng nguoi dang dau yéu. Mot ¥
tuong bung sang trong Jack. Quyén sach nay ctng co tac dung chira lanh nhirng bénh, khong phai cho
co thé nhu xap ga don thuan ma cho tam hon con ngudi. Tén sach “Chicken Soup for the Soul” ra doi
tir 46 va nhanh chong trd nén noi tiéng khap thé gidi.

KHONG TU BO UO C MO



DPé quyén sach dén dugc véi moi nguoi, viée dau tién 1a phai thuyét phuc mot Nha Xuat Ban dong
yin.

Nha xuét ban dau tién doc xong va ghi nin nét trén ban thao: "Gii trda. Khéng hop tdc! Pé tdi qud
binh thuong".

Nha xuét ban thtr hai tra 101 "Khéng c6 ¥ twong gi la cd, nhitng chuyén ndy ai ma chang biét, ai
ma chang trai qua nhitng chuyén twong tu nhw vay".

Nha xuét ban thir ba nhan xét: "Sizc bdn han ché -sach nay chi danh cho nhitng nguoi than kinh
c6 van dé.”

Nha xuét ban thir ba muoi ciing vay. Két qua & hai niy ndm ngoai du kién va strc tudng tuong cta
hai ngudi. Jack va Mark da phai chiu dung dén 33 1an tir chdi trong 3 nam di khap noi giri ban thao
chir khong phai chi trong vai ba thang nhu dy kién. C6 nhirng luc twéng chimg nhu da bo cudc nhung
ho van c6 ging vuot qua va quyét tam kién tri dén cung.

Nam 1992, Jack va Mark tham du Hoi thao Nghi€p doan Ban sach Hoa Ky (American
Booksellers' Association Convention). Tai day, hai nguoi di tir gian hang nay dén gian hang khac, tro
chuyén voi cac bién tp vien, va chia s¢ quan diém cua ho vé nhitng gia tri tinh than sdu sac ma quyén
sach nay s& mang lai. Hai ngudi nhan manh rang nhitng cau chuyén trong quyén séch s& giup moi
ngudi rong mo trai tim, nhan thire dugc nhitng gié tri tinh than va duy tri long can dam dé theo dudi
udc mo, khat vong cua minh. Sau do, ban thao da duoc gui dén Peter Vegso Chu tich Tép doan Xuat
ban Health Communications. May méan thay Peter Vegso sdm nhan ra gia tri tiém an cua quyén sach va
d6ng ¥ xuat ban ngay.

Trai qua ching duong gian nan, dén ngay 28/6/1993, quyén “Chicken Soup for the Soul” dau tién
dé ra do1 va tr¢ thanh mon qua mung Giang sinh va ndm mo1 dug yéu thich nhat lic bay gid. Nhiing ai
mua mot quyén sach deu quay lai mua thém nhiéu quyén nita dé lam qua tang nguoi than va ban be.
Khip noi ai cling ndi vé quyén sach ctia "mot loai xtp ky diu cho tam hon". Moi nguoi ké lai cho
nhau nghe nhiing cau chuyén trong sach moi khi a1 do6 co van dé tuong tur. Quyén sach da that su tao
nén mot con sdt va hién twong trong nganh xuat ban.

CHINH PHUC THE GIOI

Pén thang 9 nim 1994, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” da nam trong danh sach sach ban chay nhat
theo binh chon ctia tho1 bao New York Times, The Washington Post, Publishers Weekly, USA Today
va thém 5 to bao cé uy tin cua Canada.

Pau nam 1995, “Chicken Soup for the Soul” dat giai thuong ABBY (4dmerican Bestseller's Book
of the Year) - mQt giai thudng co6 danh tiéng, dugce binh chon boi khach hang cua cac hé thong phat
hanh sach toan nudc My.

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

Nam 1996, bo sach “Chicken Soup for the Soul” da dugc American Family Institute trao giai



thuéng "Non-Fiction Literacy Award". Riéng quyén “Condensed Chicken Soup for the Soul” va "4
Cup of Chicken Soup for the Soul” dugc trao giai "Story Teller World Award" cho bd tuyén chon
nhitng cau chuyén hay nhat dugc ddc gia binh chon.

Trong hai nam 1997,Vél 1998, Jack Canfield va Mark Victor Hansen da lién tuc gitr vi tri “7Tdc Gia
Co Sdch Ban Chay Nhat Trong Nam - The Best-Selling Authors of the Year”.

Va vao ngay 24/5/1998, Jack va Mark da duoc ghi tén vao bg sach ky luc thé giéi Guinness 1a tac
gia dugc yeu thich nhat co cung lic 7 tya sach trong bd “Chicken Soup for the Soul” dugc thoi bao
New York Timesbinh chon la nhitng sach ban chay nhat.

Ngay nay, bat ctr ai ciing biét dén cai tén “Chicken Soup for the Soul”. Moi ngudi chuyén tay
nhau, giri e-mail, ké cho nhau va binh luin nhitng cau chuyén trich tir bd sach nay. Va “Chicken Soup
for the Soul” d3 tr& thanh mot thwong hiéu 16n c6 gia tri khong chi vé mit thwong mai ma con ¢ tinh
nhan van cao dep. O My, nguoi ta goi n6 1a “A Billion Dollar Brand” (Thuong hiéu tri gia hang ti d6
la). Thong qua nhirng cau chuyén trong bo sach nay, ban co thé tim lai chinh minh, c6 thém niém tin,
nghi luc dé thuc hién nhitng wéc mo, khat vong, biét chia sé va dong cam véi ndi dau ctia nhitng ngudi
xung quanh, tim lai dwoc nhitng gi tri dich thuc cta cudc séng. D6 chinh 1a diéu giup bo sach
“Chicken Soup for the Soul” ton tai mii v&i thoi gian va trong 1ong moi ngudi
Chia s€ ebook : http://downloadsachmienphi.com/

Tham gia cong dong chia s& sach : Fanpage : https://www.facebook.com/downloadsachfree
Cong dong Google :http://bit.ly/downloadsach

“CHICKEN SOUP FOR THE SOUL”

CAI TEN THAN QUEN VOI TAT CA MOI NGUOI
- MOT THUONG HIEU TRI GIA HANG Ti DO LA
S6 lwong sdch da ban:

85 tri€u ban
Duoc dich sang:

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

S6 tién ung ho tu thién:
hon 8.5 ti do la
S6 twa sdch ban chay nhdt theo binh chon

cua New York Times:


http://downloadsachmienphi.com/
https://www.facebook.com/downloadsachfree
http://bit.ly/downloadsach

11 twa sach

Thoi gian lién tuc giie vi tri sach ban chay nhdt theo

thong ké ciia New York Times:
10 nam
S6 twa sach dich sang tiéng Tdy Ban Nha
trén thi trieong Bac My:
16 tya sach
Séch danh cho thanh thiéu nién:

12 twa sach

S6 lwong déc gia diegc truyén cam hirng tir bg sach:

KHONG THE PEM PUQC
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