2
r



TORIES
ABOUT

FATHER'S
s @ [OVE




EBER®mE (CIP) ¥E

VREITRE R BRI AL RO / RiegiE .
—Jt3 : F R HRREE,2011.2
ISBN 978-7-5104-1582-1

L OfR 1L O Il O%iE— L& —*Hikdy
IV. ®H319.4

H IR A B 51 CIP B i (2010) 55 259256 5

RO RER EMRLER

£ &H: K #

BEHE: £ BHRX

HWALENH: =08 {EF

HAREST: FriEF AR

# Hb: deEIEBREXE G Bk 24 5 (100037)
ZITEBHIE: (010) 6899 5968 (010) 6899 8733 (£ E)
BMARERIE: (010) 6899 5424 (010) 6832 6679 ({EE)
Zsat s 3L http://www.nwp.cn

A3t LML hitp://www.newworld-press.com
RRALEBERIE : +8610 6899 6306

RRALEBEE {5 #: frank@nwp.com.cn

Ep Rl dexde R ENEARA T

: FrAEdSE

: 680 X980 1/16

1250 FF B0 H&: 15
s20114E 1 HE 1RR 2011481 A% 1 KENKI

: ISBN 978-7-5104-1582-1

: 25.00 JC

B3t S 4 H B
Soan S5 8 I

KRBT , B85
JUA B S, Ana i OT . 00T B T2 EN 4R, wIBimT B,
Z AR HLIE .(010) 6899 8638



PREFACE

SRR ITEBIBD A SRR S TATRIRER,
SGRE—FBRBRMENE  YRNE LASEFEIN, JOGRER
LMBRHBEE ; HRNETEZIMTRIGREN, JORE—1L#H
FHRUTE . MR, MRE. RE, EBEREME kKR,

NEHRSGRIERITEAER X, "BERKERINE ; KEFIE
ERITBIE LK, ERBEHFWTEXREFRER., SRINBER
Toif, SGRESWIREI—BETGIR  SRMKBETHE, JRESBHER
9B, HFRIIMEERE.

HREGERF—HH, —DNRERTE TRITN—E., AZEH
R, BEGRISHFNE TR, HTHziRIT—
BRFFIC . FIIRIME, EENESD, BLEARBRTEZHRERNN
WL, LEATBEEITIRARE KA, RIICGERBRES L, L
ZIEABRIBERAIZE, TRERIMNEGRENRTEARFEER, B
FEHRE,

K—B=md, FEMIERMs TRITOR—H, ABOER
PREBEERTHE, INBRIVA KR, PHRERTHXEFRRXR
ERIMPLEERRF T, BRUZTERE T —HRERAZERNXE,
XRILZA T LR RRE.

ABMZERERANBERERTILH-EXE, RAHEX
SRR MR, RER B R EF RS E YR B K E R,
EELRRER,

001



CONTENTS

Love in Bloom

ERSE R

No Matter What Happens, I’ 11 Always Be There for You! / 002
TRREMNLE, RESAEIRESE / 004

A Dance with Dad / 006

535S / 009

The Bench Warmer 7 012

BRASCRIIELER / 015

Last Dance... Last Chance... / 018

EEHEERS R SEIL e 7 022

Love in Bloom / 025

ZUBEEERTT / 028

The Pickle Jar / 031

EERIMEIRE / 034

Dad’ s Kiss 7 037

SCREIYY) / 040

My Forever Valentine / 043

BAZEHIENTT / 046

A Letter to A Son: When I” m Getting Old... / 049
$%BILFH—EHE . BRE#EZE--- /051

Silent Father—love / 053

EREREVSCE / 056

002



A Seven-dollar Dream

LETHBE

Reading Father / 060
PRI / 063
Enormous Debt / 066
AR / 068
More Than One Way to the Square / 070
B R AR A —5 / 074
Things My Father Taught Me / 078
SCRE#E / 081
Reaching the Top of the Mountain / 084
BUEUETR / 086
A Seven—dollar Dream / 088
CETTHIEIR / 093
God and Father / 098
RIS 7 100
Christmas Day in the Morning / 102

XUETTHIFR / 107
Father Forgets / 111

BEXICT /114
A Love Letter / 117

BEENE /119

003



Love Is A Two-way Street
ER—FN{THE

Dad / 182

Z% /185

A Dad Says Good—Bye / 188
—ArSCSRAIER] / 190

Happy Father’ s Day, Dad / 192
BE, JOFTTHRE /195

My Dad’ sLove / 198
ZEWNE /201

The Father and the Son / 204
S /7 207

You Can Do Anything / 210
FEILRTARE / 212

Letter to His Son / 214
LTS /217

Love Is A Two—way Street / 220
BR—HFVATHE / 222

I “Heard” the Love / 224
W WTE /226

Dad / 228

5% /230

005



Part 1

Love in Bloom
BRI




.

002
Love in Bloom

No Matter What Happens,
I'll Always Be There for You!

Anonymous

In 1989, an 8.2 earthquake almost flattened America, Killing over
30, 000 people in less than four minutes. In the midst of utter devastation
and chaos, a father left his wife safely at home and rushed to the school
where his son was supposed to be, only to discover that the building was
as flat as a pancake.

After the unforgettably initial shock, he remembered the promise he
had made to his son, “No matter what happens, I’ 11 always be there for
you!” And tears began to fill his eyes. As he looked at the pile of ruins
that once was the school, it looked hopeless, but he kept remembering his
commitment to his son.

He began to direct his attention towards where he walked his son to
class at school each morning. Remembering his son’ s classroom would

be in the back right corner of the building, he rushed there and started
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digging through the ruins.

As he was digging, other helpless parents arrived, clutching their hearts,
saying, “My son!” “My daughter!” Other well meaning parents tried to
pull him off what was left of the school, saying, “It’ s too late! They’ re all
dead! You can’ thelp!” “Go home! Come on, face reality, there’ s nothing
you can do!” To each parent he responded with one line, “Are you going to
help me now?” And then he continued to dig for his son, stone by stone.

The fire chief showed up and tried to pull him off the school’ s ruins
saying, “Fires are breaking out, explosions are happening everywhere.
You’ re in danger. We’ 11 take care of it. Go home.” To which this loving,
caring American father asked, “Are you going to help me now?”

The police came and said, “You’ re angry, anxious and it’ s over.
You’ re endangering others. Go home. We’ 11 handle it!” To which he
replied, “Are you going to help me now?” No one helped. Courageously
he went on alone because he needed to know for himself, “Is my boy
alive or is he dead?”

He dug for 8 hours... 12 hours... 24 hours... 36 hours... then, in the
38th hour, he pulled back a large stone and heard his son’ s voice. He
screamed his son’ s name, “Armand!” He heard back, “Dad? It’ s me,
Dad! I told the other kids not to worry. I told myself that if you were alive,
you’ d save me and when you saved me, they’ d be saved. You promised,
no matter what happens, I’ 11 always be there for you! You did it, Dad!”

“What’ s going on in there? How is it?” the father asked.

“There are 14 of us left out of 33, Dad. We’ re scared, hungry,
thirsty and thankful you are here. When the building collapsed, it made a
triangle, and it saved us.”

“Come out, boy!”

“No, Dad! Let the other kids out first, because I know you’ 1l get

me! No matter what happens, I know you’ 11 always be there for me!”
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A Dance with Dad
Anonymous

I danced with my father at my parents’ 50th—wedding—anniversary
celebration. The band played an old—fashioned waltz as we moved gracefully
across the floor. His hand on my waist was as guiding as it always was,
and he humed the tune to himself in a steady, youthful way. Around and
around we went, laughed and nodded to the other dancers.

We were the best dancers on the floor, they told us. My father squeezed
my hand and smiled at me. All the years that I refused to dance with him
melt away now. And those early times came back.

I remember when I was almost three and my father came home from
work and swooped me into his arms and began to dance me around the
table. My mother laughed at us, told us dinner would get cold. But my
father said, “She’ s just caught the rhythm of the dance! Our dinner can
wait.” Then he sang out, “Roll out the barrel, let’ s have a barrel of fun.”

and I sang back, “Let’ s get those blues on the run.”
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We danced through the years. One night when I was 15, lost in some
painful, adolescent mood. My father put on a stack of records and teased
me to dance with him. “Come on,” he said, “let’ s get those blues on the
run.”

When I turned away from him, my father put his hand on my
shoulder, and I jumped out of the chair screaming, “Don’ t touch me!
I am sick and tired of dancing with you!” I saw the hurt on his face, but
words were out and I could not call them back. I ran to my room sobbing
hysterically.

We did not dance together after that night. I found other partners,
and my father waited up for me after dances, sitting in his favorite chair.
Sometimes he would be asleep when I came in, and I would wake him,
saying, “If you were so tired, you should have gone to bed.”

“No, no,” he’ d say, “I was just waiting for you.”

Then we’ d lock up the house and go to bed.

My father waited up for me through my high school and college
years when I danced my way out of his life. .

Shortly after my first child was born, my mother called to tell me my
father was ill. “A heart problem.” she said, “Now, don’ t come. It’ s
three hundred miles. It would upset your father.”

A proper diet restored him to good health. My mother wrote that
they had joined a dance club, “The doctor says it’ s a good exercise. You
remember how your father loves to dance.”

Yes, I remembered. My eyes filled up with remembering.

When my father retired, we mended our way back together again;
hugs and kisses were common when we visited each other. He danced
with the grandchildren, but he did not ask me to dance. I knew he was

waiting for an apology from me. I could never find the right words.
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As my parents’ 50th anniversary approached, my brothers and I met
to plan the party. My older brother said, “Do you remember that night
you wouldn’ t dance with him? Boy, was he mad? 1 couldn’ t believe
he’ d get so mad about a thing like that. I’ 1l bet you haven’ t danced
with him since.”

1 did not tell him he was right.

My younger brother promised to get the band. “Make sure they can
play waltzes and polkas.” I told him.

I did not tell him that all I wanted to do was dance once more with
my father.

When the band began to play after dinner, my parents took the floor.
They glided around the room, inviting the others to join them. The guests
rose to their feet, applauding the golden couple. My father danced with
his granddaughters, and then the band began to play the “Beer Barrel
Polka” .

“Roll out the barrel.” I heard my father singing. Then I knew it was
time. I wound my way through a few couples and tapped my daughter on
the shoulder.

“Excuse me,” I said, looking directly into my father’ s eyes and
almost choking on my words, “but I believe this is my dance.”

My father stood rooted to the spot. Our eyes met and traveled back to
that night when I was 15. In a trembling voice, I sang, “Let’ s get those
blues on the run.”

My father bowed and said, “Oh, yes. I’ ve been waiting for you.”

Then he started to laugh, and we moved into each other’ s arms.
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