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Y niém v& me thudng khéng theé
tich r&i ¥ niém v& tinh thuong.
Ma tinh throng 13 mét chie liéu
ngot ngao, ¢m dju va c§ nhién 12
ngon linh, Con trée thiéu tinh
thuwong thi khéng 1ém lén dugec.
Ngudi 1ém thidu tinh thwong thi
cing khong «lém» lén dugc.
Cin cdi, héo mon. Ngdy me ¢di
mit, td1 viét trong nhit ky: tai
nan lén nhit 43 x3y ra cho tdi
rd31! Lon dén cich miy ma mit
m¢ thi cling nhu khong 1ém, cing



bdng ndng cér a0

cam thiv bo vo, lac 18ng, ciing
khong hon gi tré md cdi. Nhirng
bai hit nhirng bai tho ca tung
tinh me bai ndo cling dé hay,
cling hay. Ngudi viét, du khéng
cd tai ba, cling ¢d rung cam
chin thanh ; ngudt hdt ca, trir
12 ké khong cé me ngay tir thud
chra c6 y niém, ai cling cam
déng khi nghe nd1 dén tinh me.
Nh&ng bai hit ca nggt tinh me
diu cling co, thot nao ciling cé.
Bii tho mit me¢ mi t6i thich
nhit, tir hdi nhd, 13 mét bai tho
rit gian di. M¢ dang con séng,
nhuwng mdi khi doc bai iy thi s¢
sét, lo du... s¢ sét lo du cho mdt
cdi gi con xa, chwa dén, nhung
chic Cldu phai dén:

ndmt xwed {51 om n‘c’
wme 34 L guu dsi !
. [..m .f.e‘u fid 154 Aii.u
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thin phin teé wd i
Apmn/; 1w cing Lhec
im ling téi sdu thii
di ding mwse mil chiy
la bot khi & «éi...
keing hinm phii frin mg
c‘uo.n, chia u‘_f ter
tés 1‘4‘7 bi mdl e

wdl cd mil bdu leoi.

Mot bdw irdi thromg yéu dju
ngot, 1du qui minh 431 boi 161
trong 496, sung suwdng mi khéng
hay, 42 hdm nay birng tinh thi
thiy 43 w4t di. Ngudi nha queé
Viét nam khéng wa néi cich cao
ky. Néi ring bd me 2.2 13 mot
kho ting cua yéu thuong, cla
hanh phduc thi cing 43 13 cao ky
roi. N6i me gid 13 mdt thir chudi,
mdt tha x6t, mét the duong

tn
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ngot diu, ngudi dan qué di dién
ta dwoc tinh me mdt cich vira
gian dj vira dung muec :

,”; Jid nhie chudi ba chn,
zl%x X1 nc‘): widl, n‘w :(u'i—n,

meia /.m.

Ngon biét bao nhiéu! nhirng
lic miéng vira ding vira nhjt
sau m¢t con sét, nhing lic nhu
thé thi khdng c6 mén in gi ¢d
thé g¢i duge khiu vj cta ta. Chi
khi nio me dén, kéo chin dip
131 ngue cho ta, 43t ban tay (ban
tay ? hay 1a to tron dau la mién?)
trén trin ndng ta va than tho
« khd rhira, con tdt», ta mé
cam thiy diy 44, im 4p, thim
nhudn chit ngot cua tinh me,
ngot thom nhu chudi ba hwong,
diu nhur x41 nép mdt va dim
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di lim cid cd hong nhv duéng
mia lau. Tinh me thi truéng
ctry, bit tuyét; nhing chudi ba
hwong, duwdrng mia lau, x6i nép
mot iy khoéng bao gi& cung tin.
Céng cha nhu nui thdi son, nghia
me¢ nhu « nuwéc trong ngudn chiy
ra ». Nuédc trong ngudn chiy ra
thi bdt tuyét. Tinh me¢ 13 g&
cia mei tinh cim thwong yéu.
Me¢ 13 gido sur d3y v& thuong
yéu, mdt phin khoa quan trong
nhit trong trwdng 431 hoc cudc
d&i. Khong cé me, to1 sZ khéng
biét throng yéu. Nho me ma t6i
biét dwoc th&é ndo 1i tinh nhin
loa, tinh chung sinh; nh& me
mai téi ¢ duge chut ¥y niém vé
dire tir bi. Vi me 12 g&c cua tinh
thuong, nén ¥ niém me lin trim
y ni¢m thuwong yéu clia tdn gido
vén cling day v& tinh thuong.
P30 Phjt cé dirc Quan Thé Am,
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ton sung drvdn hinh thirc me¢. Em
bé virz mé& miéng khdc thi me
d3 chay té1 bén néi. M¢ hién ra
nhu mdt thién thin dju hién Iam
titu tan khd dau lo iu. Pao
Chua cé dirc Mg, thinh n& ddng
trinh Maria. Trong tin nguéng
binh din Viét cé thinh miu
Lidu hgnh, cling duéi hinh thac
me. B vi chi cin nghe dén
danh tir me, ta 43 thdy long trin
ngip yvéu thuong rdi. Mi wr
yéu thuong di tét tin ngudng
vi hinh d4ng thi khong xa chi
miy budrc.

Tay phuong khéng c6 ngly
Vu lan nhung ciing c6 Ngiy Me¢
(Mother's T2y) mdng murdri thing
nim. Toi nha qué khong biét cii
tuc dy. Cé mdt ngly toi di véi
thiy Thién An téi nhd sich &
khu Ginza & Déng Kinh, nira
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duong gip may ngudt sinh vién
Nhit, ban cia thiy Thién An.
Cd mdt c6 sinh vién hdi nhd
thiy Thién An mot ciu, rdi liy
trong sic ra mdt bdng hoa cim
chuéng mau tring cii vio khuy
o trang cua t8i. T4i i3 lung, b&
ngd, khdng biét c6 lam gi, nhung
khong didm hoi, c§ gid vé ty
nhién, nghi ring ¢ mdt tyc @
chi 46. Sau khi h¢ néi chuyén
xong, chung t61 vdo nhi sich,
thiy Thién An méi giing cho
101 biét 46 13 Ngiy Me, theo tyc
Tiy phuwong. N&u anh cdn me,
anh s dugc cii mét bdng hoa
mau hdng trén do, vd anh s& ty
hao dugc cia me. CoOn n€u anh
mit me, anh s& dugc cii trén
io mdt bdng hoa tring. Tai nhin
lai béng hoa tring trén 40 ma
b3ng thiy tii thin, Tai cing md
¢61 nhue bat cd modt dira tre vo
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phuc khon nan ndo; chung td1
khong cé dugc cdi wr hio dugec
cai trén 3o mét bong hoa miy
hdng. Ngudt duge hoa tring sé
thdy xot xa, nhé thurong, khéng
quén mg¢, du ngudt di khuit.
Ngudt dugc hoa hdng sé thiy
sung sudng nhé ring minh con
me, va s c3 ging d4¢ 1am vui long
me, kéo mét mai ngudi khude ndi
c6 khoc than ciing khéng con kip
nra. Tot thiy cdi tyc ci1 hoa 46
dep vi nghiring minh cé the bit
chuéc dp dyng trong ngly bdo
hiéu Vu lan.

Me 12 mdt dong sudi, mét
kho tang vo tin, viy mi lim lic
ta khdng bidt, 48 ling phi mat
cich oaa udng. Me 12 mdt mén
qua I&n nhit mi cudc doi ting
cho ta, nhirng ke 431 va dang cd
me. Pirng cé doi dén khi me
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chét rd1 m& nodi: tron on, td1 s8ng
bén me¢ sudt miy murol nim trot
ma chura ¢ luc ndo »kix &5 dugc
mjt me¢. Lic ndo cling chi nhin
thodng qua. Trao d&d viai ciu
ngin ngii. Xin tidn in qui. Doi
hoi moi chuyén. Om m¢ ma ngl
cho im. Giin d&i. Hon liy. Giy
bao nhiéu chuyén ric réi cho m¢
phai lo ling, §m mdn, thirc khuya
djy sém vi con. Chét sém ciing
vi con. D2 me¢ phai sudt d&i bép
nuc v may, gijt rira, don dep.
Vi 42 minh bjn rdn sust d&i lén
xudng ra vio lgi danh. M¢ khong
¢6 thi gi& nhin k¥ con. Vi con
khdng ¢é thi gi& nhin k§j me¢. D¢
khi me¢ mdit, minh ¢é cam nghi:
thit nhir 13 minh chua bao gi&r
thjt ¢6 y thirc ring minh c¢6 me.

Chiéu nay khi di hoc vé, hodc
khi 4i 1Am viéc & s& vé, em hiy
vio phong me vé1 mét ny cuod
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thit trim ling vi thit bén. Em s&
ngdi xudng bén me. S& bit me
dirng kim chi, mi dirng néi ning
chi. R3i em s€ nhin me thit liy,
thit k¥ d¢ tréng thiy me va 42
biét ring me¢ dang séng vi dang
ngdi bén em. Cim tay me¢, em sé
hoit mét cdu ngin lam me cha .
Em héi: «Me o1, me¢ cé biée
khéng ? ». Me¢ sé hot ngac nhién
vi s& hoi em, vira hoi vira cudi :
« bit gi 2» — Vin nhin vio mit
me, vin gir ny cwdi trim ling
vi bén, em s ndi: «me cd biée
la con thuong me khdng 2, Ciu
héi s& khéng cin dugc trd 14
Cho du nguoi lén ba bdn muoi
tudi nguet clng ¢ thd hdi mat
ciu nhir th¥& hd1 vi nguroi 13 con
cua me. M¢ vi em sé sung sudmg,
sé€ sdng wrong y thic tinh theong
bit diet. Me vd em sé déu tro
thinh bic diét vi ngay mai, me
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mait, em s& khong héi hin, day
long.

Ngiy Vu lan ta nghe giang
va doc sich ndi v& ngdi Myc Lién
va vé sir hi€u dé. Cong cha, nghia
me¢. Bdn phin lim con. Ta lay
Phit ciu cho me¢ séng liu. Hoic
13y mu&i phuong ting chg
nguyén cho me dugc tidu didy
noi cyc lac, néu me 43 mie.
Con mi khong <6 hiéu 13 con bo
di. Nhung hiéu thi cing do tinh
thvong mi c6; khong cé tinh
thuong, hiéu chi 13 gia tzo0, kho
khan, vyng v&, c&§ ging mét nhoc.
Ma cé tinh theong 13 ¢ 44 hée
rdi. Cin chi néi dén bdn phin.
Thuong me, nhu viy 13 du. M)
thuwong me khéng phiai 3 mot
bdn phin. Thuong me la moe cdi
gi rit ty nhién. Nhu khit thi uéng
nudc. Con thi phdi cd me, phai
thuong me. Chir phéi diy khong
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phai 12 luia ly, 12 bdn phin. Phdi
diy 13 ly duwong nhién. Con thi
dvong nhién thuvong me, clng
nhu khit thi duvong nhién tim
nudc udng. M¢ thuong con, nén
con throng me. Con cin me, mne
cin con. Néu me¢ khong cin con,
con khéng cin me, thi 46 khéng
phai 12 me¢ 13 con. D& 13 1am dyng

"danh tir me con. Ngly xua, thiy

gido hdi ring: con mi thuong
me thi phii Aim thé ndo ? Téi
trd 1o : ving 1, c6 ging, gidp
d&, phyng dudng lic me ve gid
vl thé phyng khi me¢ khuidt nii.
Biy gi& thi toi biét ring: con
thwong me thi khdng phai « lim
thé nds . gi hét. Cu thuong mg,
¢hé 1a @1 14m rdi, 44 hét rdi, cin
chi phai hoi « lam thé nlo» nira!

Thuong me¢ khéng phai 13
mdt vin 42 luin ly d30 d}?c. Anh
mi nghi ring toF viét bai nay de



bong hdng cail 4o

me, nhung 61 ¢é ly twong, vi
vay phai xa me. Thi¢t thoi cho
td1, co thé thoi. O wen din, cod
nhiéu khi ta phai chon lya. M3
khong cd sy chon lya nio ld khang
khd dau. Anh khéng thd bit ci
hai tay. Chi khd 13 vi muén im
ngudi nén anh phai khd dau. Téi
khong héi hin vi béo me¢ di
nhung to1 uéc va thuong cho th
vd phic thiét thoi nén khong
dugc hudng thy tit ca kho ting
qui bdu d6. M&i budi chiéu lay
Phjt, t8i ciu nguyén cho me.
Nhung t6i khéng durge an chubi
ba hueong, xéi nép mét v dudng
mia lau.

Anh cilng dirng tuwdmg to1
khiuyén anh: khong nén dudi theo
sy nghiép ma chi nén ¢ nhid von
me¢. T6i 43 ndi 13 td khong
khuyén rin ai hé — t6i khéng
giang luin ly djo déc — rdi ma.
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Tot chi nhic anh: me 13 chudi,
1a xé1, 1a duwérng, 13 mit, 13 ngot
ngao, la tinh thuong. D& anh
dirng quén. D¢ chj dirng quén.
Dé em dirng quén. Quén [3 mat
131 I&n : Cing khdng phai 131 nira,
ma 13 mdt sy thiét thot. Mi tai
khéng mudn anh chi thiét thoi,
vé tinh ma bj thiét thoi, khé dai
ma by thiée thoi. Té1 xin cai vao
tu1 4o anh mét béng hoa héng:
d? anh sung sudng, thé thai.

Néu cd khuyén, thi td1 sé
khuyén anh nhur thé niay. Chiéu
nay, khi di hoc vé, hoic khi di
lam viéc vé, anh hiy vao phong
me véi mdt ny cudi thit trim
ling vi thit bén. Anh sé ngodt
xudng bin me. Sé bit me dimg
kim chi, ma dirng nd1 ndng chu.
R&i anh sé nhin me thit lay, thit
ky, d& trong thiy me va d& biét
ring me dang sdng va dang ngdi
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khuyén anh v& luin ly dac duic 13
anh lim. Thuong me 13 mét vin
dé huong thu. Me nhu susi ngot,
nhu dwdng mia lau, nhu x6t nép
mdt. Anh khdng hudng thy thi
udng cho anh. Chj khéng hudng
thy thi thiét cho chi. Téi chi
cinh cido cho anh chj biét ma
théi. Dé mai ndy anh ch; dimng
c6 than thé ring: doi wa khéng
con gi ca. Mdt mén qui nhir me
ma con khéng vira y thi hoaching
cé 1am ngoc hoang thwong d&
méi vira ¥, méi bing long, msi
sung sudng. Nhirng té1 biét ngoc
hoing khong sung suéng diu,
bdi ngoc hoang 13 ding ty sinh,
khong bao gi&r cé diém phic cé
dwrgc mét ba me.

Tai k& chuyén ndy, anh dirng
ndi 161 kho dai. Ddng 12 chj t6i
khdng nén di liy chdng vi 11,
i khdng nén di tu mdi phai.
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Chung t8i bo me¢ ma di, ngudi
thi theo cudc d& md bén canh
ngudt con trai thuong yéu, ngudi
thi di theo ly twdng dao dic
minh say mé vi tén thé. Ngiy
chy t61 di liy chdng, me to1 lo
ling ling xing, khéng to vé budn
bi chi. Nhung dén khi ching
t&t in com trong phong, 3n qua
loa dé d¢i gir rude diu, thi me
t61 khéng nuét dugc miéng nlo.
Me¢ néi: mudit tim nim tréri nd
ngdi in com vé minh, biy gid
nd in bira cudi ciung rd1 thi nd
s¢ 4i in & mdt nhi khic. Chj tdi
guc diu xudng mim com, khéc.
Chj néi: théi con khéng iy
chdng nira. Nhung 8t cugc thi
chi ¢dng di liy chdng. Con to1
thi b6 me ma di tu. « Cic 41t
s& thin » 12 l&i khen ngon nguin
c6 chi xuat gia. Té1 khdng ty hao
chi vé 1&1 khen 86 ca. Ta1 thuong
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bang hdrg cai 4o

bén anh. Cim tay me, anh sé ho
mot cdu ngin ldm me chd y. Anh
hot: « me o1, me ¢6 biét khéng?,
Me sé ho1 ngac nhién va sé nhin
anh, vira cudi vira hoi: . biée
gi ?» — Vin nhin vio mit me,
van git ny cudl trim ling va
bén, anh sé& hoi tiép : « me ¢ biét
13 con thuong me khong 7. Cau
hot s& khéng cin dugc tra lot.
Cho du anh 1én ba bdn muot
tudi, chj 1én ba bdn muot tudi,
thi anh cling hoi cau iy, chj clng
hot ciu 3y, em cling hot ciu dy.
B&i vi anh, béi vi chy, bdt vi em
déu 12 con clia me. Me va anh
s&€ sung sudng, sé dugc song
trong y thic tinh thuong bat
diét. Vi ngay mai me¢ mit, arh
sé khong hét hin, dau long, tec
ring anh khdng c6 me.

D6 1a diép khuc 101 mudn ca
hit cho anh nghe hém nay. Va



bong hdag cal 4o

anh hiy ca, chj hiy ca, em hiy
ca cho cugc d&1 dirng chim trong
vé tim, quén ling, D62 hoa miu
hdng t6i cii trén do anh rdi dé.
Anh hiy sung suéng di.

_$_



When I think of my mother, I
can not separate her image from my
idea of love. For love was the natural
ingredient in the sweet, soft tones of
her voice. Love is the nourishment
you need to grow; without it you will
be stunted though you may seem
“grown”. On the day [ lost my
mother, 1 wrote in my diary: “The
greatest calamity has just happened!”
Even when you are an adult and
living away from your mother, her
loss leaves you feeling as disconsolate
and abandoned as any small orphan.
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You have all opportunities to
hear songs praising a mother’s devo-
tion. They abound. and almost all
are charming, even if talent is lacking.
For neither the author nor the singer
can lack sincere feelings, and so when
we listen we are moved. Of all those
poems about losing your mother. the
one [ have always liked best since [
was very small is a simple verse. My
“mother was still living then, but every
time she read that poem to me I felt
fear and worry — fear and worry
about some future event, something
far off but inevitable:

Years ago, still small, I
lost my mother:

How [ understood then the

lot of an orphan!

Everyone wept around me

bui [ grieved in silence,

Ignorant that to relieve

sOrrow

A flood of tears must fall.

Dusk envelopes the tomb-

stone,
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The soft bell of the temnple
rolls:

Losing my nother, [ lost

: the wirerse . ..

A universe of love in which you
bathe unknowingly! Only when it has
gone do you awaken with a start.
Our Vietnamese peasants like to
speak simply. It would be much too
ornate for them to describe their
mothers as treasures of sweetness.
Vietnamese folkrhymes compare a
mother’s devotion to a kind of
banana, or sweet rice, or sugar: thus,
in a2 manner both simple and precise,
their feelings find expression:

4 mnother’s love is sweet
like Ba Hitong bananas
Like Nép Mt rice and Lau

sugar . . .

How delicious it is to experience
such a feeling! Especially during those



A FLOWER FOR YOU

moments when your mouth is flat
and bitter following an attack of fever
and nothing has any taste. Suddenly
your mother comes in to pull rhe
blanket up over your chest. She
places her other palm (palm or is it
heavenly silk?) on your forehead and
laments, “My poor child!" Then you
feel full and warm, filled with her
sweetness, a sweetness like “Ba Huong
bananas, Nép Mot rice and Lau
sugar”. Her love for you can never
dry up: the Bd Hudng bananas, Né&p
Mbt rice and Lau sugar flow from an
endless source. “‘As onme’s father is
like Thdi-Son Mountain, 5o your
mother is like water flowing from
a spring”’.* Spring water gushes forth
without end. This love is the source
of all iove. Your mother teuches you
love, und it is the most important
lesson in vour life. Without her you
cannot know how to love. Thanks
to her you will have the capacity to
love humanity, to love all life. Thanks

*Old Vietnamese folkrhymes
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to her you will form an idea of
compassion. Because her love is the
source of all love, our religions make
use of this idea in teaching spiritual
love. Buddhism has Quan-Thé-Am, the
Goddess of Mercy, who is a mother
image. Catholics have a mother saint,
the Holy Virgin Mary. And among
Vietnamese peasants there is faith
in a holy mother, Liéu-Hanh. When
you are small, your mother seems
like a soft, gentle angel who makes
your pains and worries melt away.
For as you barely let out a cry she
is there at your side. Just the word
“mother” fills your heart with love.
It is only a few steps to go from this
love to a spiritual faith and action.
Although the IWest does not
have our Vu-Lan Festival (Day of
Remembrance), it does have Alother's
Day, the second Sunday cf May.

Years ago | was so unfamiliar with
‘Western culture I didn't snow of

this custom. One day as.[ was going
to a bookstore in the Ginza district
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of Tokvo with a fellow monk, we ran
into some Japanese students who
knew him. One of the young women
in the group whispered something to
him. Then she drew from her pocket-
book a beautiful white carnation and
buttoned it in my coat. I was a bit
startled but did not ask the reason for
her action. Instead, thinking that this
must be some foreign custom, I
tried to appear natural. Only lacer,
when we were in the bookstore, did
Master Thién-An explain that it was
Mother’s Day in Japan, a custom they
had adopted from the West. If your
mother was still living you would be
given a red flower to wear: but if she
were dead, you would receive a white
one. Looking down again at the white
flower on my coat, I was suddenly
filled wirh grief; I felt like a small
orphan, as untortunate and wretched
as could Se. Those of us who wore a
white flower could not be happy. But
the whi:t flower did make us remem-
ber tendemess and love. And those
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who happily wore a red flower were
reminded to try to bring their mothers
joy and contentment as long as they
lived. 1 found this custom of flower
giving beautiful and thought that in
Vietnam we might also adopt it for
the IYu-Lan lestival Day, our special
day dedicated to filial piety.

Your mother is the source of
love, an inexhaustible treasure; yet so
often you don't realize this and waste
this treasure foolishly. Your mother
is the greatest gift life gives you. Don’t
wait until she has died to say, “/
lived with her for 10, or 15 years and
never took the time to look carefully
at her face.” Time flies. You exchange
a few brief sentences, perhaps ask for
money to buy some candy. Or you
lose your temper, and make a fuss and
whine restlessly; you always create
complicated troubles for her to worry
about; yet when you are iii she hoids
you till you sleep. She rises early, even
if she is sick and worn-out. She is
forever cooking, washing, cleaning up.

29
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And you, you are constantly running
in and out, doing this and that so that
your mother scarcely has the time to
look closely at you. And when have
you the time to look closely at her?
Then, when she is gone, you are over-
come by a feeling of loss because you
have never fully understood the
meaning of her presence and devotion.

This afternoon when you return
from school or work, go into your
mother’s room with a quiet smile.
Sit beside her. Ask her to stop what-
ever she is doing, and then look at
her really closely, for as long as you
can, to see that she is really there next
to you. Take her hand 3nd ask her a
very short question: “Alother. do you
know what?"’ Taken by surprise she
will ask you with a smile, “No,
what?”" Stil looking into her eyes,
stdl with « quiet smile, reply, “Did
you know thor [ love you?’" The ques-
tion will need no answer. Even
a person of thirty or forty can ask
such a question because for your
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mother you are always a child. After
this both of you will feel peaceful.
Between you will be the conscious
knowledge of your indestructible love
for each other. And later, when she
dies, you will not be overcome by
feelings of regret.

On Vu-Lan Festival Day it is our
custom to listen to sermons on filial
piety, ‘“‘the father’s effort, the
mother’s devotion”, the duties of
children. We pray that the Buddha
will grant our mothers long lives, or
if they have died, we pray for their
peace. Without a sense of filial piety,
what would we be worth? But filial
- piety comes only from love; without
it any effort in that direction is tired,
clumsy, or deceitful. If love is every-
thing, loving your mother is not a
duty. Loving your mother is simply
natural, as natural as drinking water
when you are thirsty. You come from
your mother and so you love her.
Thus the right words here are not
“ethics”” and “‘duty”. The only word
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is ‘narural”. Because your mother
loves you, you love her. Because you
need your mother, your mother needs
you. If a mother does not need
her child then the chid has no
need for its mother. Then we have
neither mother nor child, only an
abuse of che terms ‘‘mother” and
“child”. Long ago a teacher asked me,
“If you love your mother, how do
you show it?” | answered, “‘Obey
and help her, care for her when she
is old and after her death carry out
the proper ceremonies.” Now, how-
ever, | would only say: [ love my
mother and [ don't have to'show’
anything at all. All | have to do is
to go on loving her — that is suffi-
cient; I don’t need to ask myself
anymore "how to show it".

Lovine vour mother, therefore,
is not an ethical or moral problem. If
you think { am writing this to urge
you to be moral and virtuous, you're
quite mistaken. Loving your mother
is a problem in the art of enjoyment.
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A mother is like Nép Mat sweet rice,
like Lau sugar, Ba Huong bananas. If
you are not enjoying all this delicious-
ness then feel sorry for yourself! If |
want you to know about this it’s only
so one day you won't say, “Nothing’s
left in my life!...” You have a
present like a mother, and you're
complaining! You tell me if only
you were the Jade Emperor you
would be happy. But I'll tell you this:
the Jade Emperor is not really happy
at all; he’s a self-created god in heaven
who never had the good fortune to
have a mother like you and me!

Let me tell you about something
else. Sometimes I chink that my sister
shouldn’t have married and |
shouldn’t have become a monk.
Both of us left our mother, one to
lcad a new life with someone she
loved, the other to follow religious
ideals he had. embraced. The day
my older sister got married, my
mother looked harrassed but not

terribly sad. Then it came time for
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our last meal together. My mother
could not swallow anything ac all.
Finally she said to my sister: “tor
18 years you have sat and eaten with
me. This is your last meal lere.
After this youll go away and from
then on eat in another home.” My
sister bent her head down over the
tray, and wept. She said, “/ don't
want to get married anymore. ..’
But, of course, she did, and I, too,
went away to become a monk. We
have a Vietnamese saying which
praises the one who seeks truch and
wisdom by leading a monk’s life. [
don’t feel proud at all whenever I
hear it. [ only know that I loved my
mother dearly, yet because of my
ideal I left her. So much the worse
for me. There are so many times in
life vov have to make a choice and
there s no choice which does not
invelve scme degree of pain. You
can’t catch fish with both hands, as
the saying goes. I do not regret having
lefe my mother to become a monk;
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rather I feel sorry for myself because
[ haven’t been able to enjoy simply
being a son. Every evening after
the worship ceremony to the Lord
Buddha, 1 pray for my mother. But
I can’t eat Bi Hudng bananas, Nép
Mdt sweet rice, or Lau sugar anymore.

But this is not advice — I'm not
telling you that you must not pursue
any goals but instead stay home with
your mother. I'm not preaching. I
only want to repeat: your mother is
sweet banana, sweet rice, a face,
love ... I'm repeating this so you
won't forget it for that would be a
great mistake. Or rather, not a mistake,
but a kind of waste, a loss. [ don't
want you to suffer this loss out of
oversight or naivety. I only want to
remind you of the red flower in your
coat, of your happiness. Nothing
more.

If I had any advice it would be
this: This afternoon, returning from
school or work, go into your mother’s
room with a quiet smile. Sit down at

\N/
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her «ide. Ask her to stop what she is
doing, hut don't say much. After you
have looked at her a long time,
closely, in order to see into her and
to truly realize that this s your
mother, alive, seated beside you, take
her hand and ask this short question
which will get her attention: “Alother,
do you know what?"" A bit surprised,
she'll look at you smiling: Kuow
what?”'. Still looking into her eyes,
still smiling, reply, “Did you know
that [ love you?" This question needs
no answer. Even if you are no longer a
child but thirty or forty you can still
ask it. For her you are always a child.
From then on you and your mother
will be content, filled with your
awareness of an unending love be-
tween you. One day when she is gone,
you will have no regrets, no feeling
of pain and sorrow, as if she had
never been there.

This is the song | wish to sing
for you today. | hope you will sing it
often, to the ends of your lives. Now
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I have already fastened on your coat
ared blossom ... Be happy . ..

NHAT HANH
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BONG HONG CAI AO clia NHAT
HANH vi A FLOWER FOR YOU
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MAI dich thujt. GIA DINH PHAT
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TUYEN, Falh Church, Virginia
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