o Poew for Motirer
o my 12Hr Burtiviay

(Tran Nghi Au Co)

Dear Mother,

I want to tell You

my three little secrects

I know You will care

I know You will share

my sorrow and tears

I know You will listen

by all your pure soul

You are more special

than my life

and my heart

More special than my friends
and some happiness I can get
because You are that happiness
You are more precious

than money, gold, or silver

I want to thank You

because it was You

who gave me life

who was the wife of my Father
But it was not Him

who raised me up

It was not Him

who stayed with me when I cried
It was You by my side
whenever I'm sick

I'love You so much!

My dearest Mommy!

(Cali, Oct. 9/1999, my 12th birthday).
[]



Bai tho-tang Me
trong ngay S nhat
HWr 12 cla o

(TTBG chuyén Viét ngir)

Me o1,

Con muén thua véi Me

ba diéu bi mdt nhé cia con
Con biét Me sé quan tam
Con biét Me ciing chia xé
néi buon va nude mdt ciia con
Con biét Me sé nghe

bdng tron tdm hon ciia Me
Me dac biét hon

doi cua con

va trdi tim con

Pac biét hon dam ban con
va vui thi nao con co

béi Me la niém vui thii dé
Me quy hon

tién hay vang, bac

Con muén cam on Me

boi vi Me

da cho con cudc doi

Me la nguoi vo cua Bo
Nhung khéng phai Bo
nuoi con lon

Khéng phai Bé

0 voi con khi nao con khoc
Ma chi la Me canh bén
bat cir Wic nao con bénh
Con thirong Me lam!

Me rat yéu dau ciia con!

(Cali. 9 thang 10/1999, ngay sinh nhdt thir 12 cua t6i.)
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