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They Say Time Heals Everything

eMarvin Li

“Time heals everything”. Contrary to popular belief, this
saying never held true for me. Memories slowly fade and you
find your own way to try to patch up the sorrow and emptiness
that was left behind from losing a person close to you. I wouldn’t
call this healing. The agony of losing someone can never be
healed.

It was seven months away from my seventh birthday when
my brother, at the age of nine, passed away from leukemia.

My brother, Robert, played a large impact on my life even
though the time frame I spent with him was relatively brief. 1
even remember the brown stripped T-shirt I wore to his funeral.
There were friends and family coming up to me to try and cheer
me up, but I didn’t even shed a tear at his funeral. I was lost for
words but not clueless. I made my peace with what had happened
at the time.

I even remember Robert on his death bed. I held his hand
and screamed “Appa Appa”, in regards to Christ, hoping he
would hear my prayer to save my brother. My brother could not
respond, he could not talk, but I knew he could hear me. A tear
drop slid from the side of his face and I knew my brother could
hear everything I was saying to him. I whispered in his ear, “I
love you Robert”. I squeezed his hand and I began to start cry-
ing, knowing in the back of my mind that this would be the last
time I would see him.

I can still remember all the times we spent together like it
was yesterday. When he was diagnosed with leukemia he was
prescribed medicine to slow down the spread of the cancer. I
even recall the amount of pills, all eight of them, that he would
have to take on a daily basis to supposedly help fight his cancer.
I even remember the time he came home after a session of che-
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motherapy with a monitor attached to his body and a bully was
picking on him because of the monitor that was attached to him. I
pushed that bully and tried to beat him up on my older brother’s
behalf. Even though my brother knew I was trying to protect him
he stopped me from beating up that kid. My brother was always
the bigger person and he would always take the high road.
Robert was wiser and far more mature than his age. Robert was
an angel sent to this planet to shed light on the few who had the
pleasure to come in contact with him. I even remember the false
hope that we had around the house thinking that my brother
would come home one day. The family being so hopeful; my
mother had the entire house newly carpeted for a warm welcom-
ing for Robert.

It was not meant to be.

A few days after he passed away I had a dream about him.
Robert always had a love for fish. During the dream I remember
he was speaking to me at a very fast pace. It sounded like gibber-
ish to me. The main thing that stood out to me was Robert hand-
ing me a plastic bag filled with goldfish. The entire bag must
have been filled with goldfish swimming around. The next morn-
ing I told my mother about this dream. She started to tear up.
She told me that there was a symbolic meaning in the Catholic
religion for fish. I had no idea at the time and it did not make all
that much sense to me.

As I tear up writing this letter, remember, this is very per-
sonal to me. It takes a lot for a man to write about his feelings.

Some of the memories my brother and I shared still plays a
role in my life now. One small thing that plays a large factor for
me today would be that he taught me to think before I speak. Af-
ter it is said, it can never be taken back since it has already been
spoken. It is the little things in life that really matters. I still
talk to him through my prayers at times of hardship knowing that
he will always be watching over my family as a guardian angel.
Some events that occurred in my life come at such an accurate
and precise incident that it would be labeled improperly as a coin-
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cidence. There has to be a supernatural force, a higher being that
would make such events so precise.

I loved him very much, and I always looked up to him when
I was growing up. Robert was always better than me in every
way. He made straight A’s and was regarded in school as the
smart obedient student by the teachers and his peers. My brother
would always listen to my mother without any back talk and was
always very respectful. I, on the other hand, was always regarded
as the kid who loved to have fun and push the rules to their limits.

Things changed after my brother passed away.

My sister, Rebecca, was then born so I wouldn’t be an only
child. I love her very much and I would do anything for her. We
have a lot of years in between us, but I try my best to try to under-
stand what she is going through on a day to day basis.

My parents divorced when I was ten years old due my fa-
ther’s addiction to gambling. His addiction for gambling became
the reason that tore my mother’s love for him apart. My father
isn’t a bad man; he just wasn’t ever ready to become a father. He
was never there as a mentor, as someone I could talk to whenever
I would have questions that my mother couldn’t answer. Holi-
days, birthdays, and significant occasions were all missed by my
father. There is a time gap that cannot be filled after it is missed.
Once the time is gone, it is gone forever. I do not hate my father.
It comes to a point where I just kind of threw my hands up and
didn’t care anymore. The lessons that were supposed to be from
father to son were learned on my own. The mentoring factor of
life lessons were learned through my own mistakes. In a sense, I
guess these lessons learned on my own stuck to me a lot more
because I had to do it myself. It didn’t make much sense to me
that I was the only man of the household. This was probably why
I was exposed to so many different aspects of life at such a young
age which made me mature a lot faster than my peers. I never
asked for this. Fate led me here and I just took what was given to
me.
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Life would have been easier growing up if I had my brother
around or someone at a closer age to me giving me advice. Life
would be different with an older brother. I was never made to be
the older brother of the family. I was never made to be the man
of the household. I was the younger brother who always got in
trouble who really didn’t care much about the rules. I did it my
way, whichever way I found suitable at the time.

When I was twelve I got into my first fist fight in school.
Needless to say, I got suspended from school for three days. It
didn’t matter whose fault it was or who started the argument, both
parties were suspended. At the age of thirteen I got into multiple
fist fights in school and got suspended multiple times. I was in
seventh grade and I started to hang out with the wrong crowd,
which helped me develop the wrong attitude. At this point of my
life, I had no father figure or older brother to help me walk
through this path. I started to slack academically in school. I
skipped school just because I did not feel like going. I started to
hang out at a pool hall for at least six hours a day every day of the
week to get better in pool and hustle other kids for their money.
At a young age I quickly realized that money couldn’t buy you
happiness, but it could help you support your everyday living
habits. 1 saw that my mother was financially struggling that is
why I was determined at such a young age to make enough
money that I wouldn’t ever have to worry about it. I never liked
to ask for money from my mother because I knew she was having
a hard enough time on her own to support a family as a single
mother. As I grew older, I started to work and I also started to
save up my own money.

School didn’t come hard to me, probably because I didn’t try
and I could still meet the minimum requirements to pass the
course. I didn’t have plans to go to college. A few months before
I was going to graduate high school, the overwhelming chatter
from my peers about which college they were going to attend
made me apply for a higher education. I did not get accepted into
any of the colleges I applied for because of my grade point aver-
age. I knew I was smart, but I just didn’t care and didn’t try in
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high school. One of the universities I applied for stated they
would accept me into their academic program if I got two letters
of recommendations and if I wrote an essay stating why I would
like to attend their university. I got these recruitments filled and
off to college I went!

Nobody forced me to go to college; I did it for my own sake.
I finally came into realization that Robert would want me to suc-
ceed in academics and that is what it took for me to succeed in
life.

I had a different mindset now. College was a higher educa-
tion that you have to pay for with your own money so skipping
school was no longer an option. I also made the correlation that
making good grades will get you recognized and hopefully land
you a good job to jump start your career. It finally made sense to
me why the kids in high school were trying so hard to make good
grades. With my money hunger and finally realizing the reason
for getting outstanding grades, I was motivated to get the highest
grades possible. My first two years in college I maintained a
4.0/4.0 grade point average. I was a straight A student and made
it on the prestigious list of academic students known as the
“President’s List”. I applied to transfer to a different university in
my second year of college, a university with a better academic
program in the field I was studying.

During college I was still in love with making money and I
was still motivated to be self efficient. In a sense I always like to
do things my way. I was no longer as wild and bad as I was
growing up. [ still liked to have fun, but I figured out how to do it
more discretely. You can have as much fun as you want, but just
make sure you have your priorities in order. Responsibilities still
need to be accomplished, but once you blur your priorities, those
are the times when you have to give up having fun. One of my
most proud moments that I had at that age was me giving my
mother $15,000 at the age of 18. I’m sure my brother would have
been proud. She was in shock on how I got so much money
saved up and why I would be giving it to her. My mother is my
flesh and blood. She has always been there for me even when I
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was a mischief. There is nothing I can ever do to repay her back.
The money in the end is just money. It is just there to help sus-
tain our everyday living expenses. Even though I gave her that
money, I knew that she would end up spending it on the family.

At the age of 19 another tragedy took place in my life. A
tragedy that occurred that hit me to the core of my soul. Someone
very close to me passed away. She was my best friend from an
entire year and then we came more than friends. She was my sec-
ond half, a person who could finish my sentences for me and
know my thought process just by my facial expression. Below is
the eulogy I wrote for her. Nobody should ever have to write a
eulogy for someone they care about that passes away at such a
young age. She was twenty years old and her name was Nina Sun
Kim.

Nina Sun Kim....you are my best friend, my love, and every-
thing in between. It is a blessing to have gotten to know you and
better yet to be loved by you. Nina you had so much patience
with everyone even when they didn’t deserve it. You are the most
sincere person that anyone would ever know. I was in rage when [
first heard of the tragedy. I believe we all felt that it was unreal,
that someone was trying to joke on such a sick subject. Then
when [ finally realized that it was true, it finally sunk in. No mat-
ter how many times through the night I wish that I could see you
one last time and speak to you I know it wouldn’t come true. It
just happened so sudden that the best person anyone could en-
counter would be taken away from their love ones. “God has a
plan for all of us”, so all my peers keep trying to persuade me
with, but I call him greedy. It’s self-fish of me to say, but I be-
lieve that God wants the best to himself that is why you were
taken away. I love God and I believe in him, it is just so much
agony in losing my other half. Everyone keeps telling me that
you’re in a better place and I believe them. I only believed be-
cause I got reassurance from you myself. But why do I also keep
dreaming and fantasizing that I would have more time with you.
We had so many long term dreams, so many goals to succeed. We
wanted to be living the good life, to put our families into retire-
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ment and allow them to relax. I literally feel incomplete without
you. You know best that I am self-fish, and I would want to keep
you all to myself. I just keep wishing, but I know my wishes
won’t be fulfilled. All we can do now is pray.

I don’t know why, but the moment we met each other we
became best of friends, nobody could pry us apart. For the past
four years, we spent every possible moment together just because
we felt so comfortable and free with one another. The moments
when we were apart we would crave for each other, we would
feen for one another. You changed me Nina Sun Kim. Without
you I would not be the person that I am today. You have shed so
much light to all of our peers and people who barely have gone in
contact with you. Everyone knows that you are the sweetest apple
of the crop. You are so beautiful. You rarely wore make up, but
when you did, wow.....it really felt like all eyes were on you.

It tears me apart even speaking about your death. It wasn’t
supposed to happen. If there were any way that I could prevent it,
you know that I would commit my life in changing what has hap-
pened. The horrible part is that there is nothing, nothing that any-
one could do. This is why we need not to be in grief but to live
her dreams through our lives. To succeed for her. Nobody in this
entire room dare to let her death be in vein. Celebrate and honor
her life as the angel on earth that we barely got to experience.

Nina died instantly at the scene of the car accident, on a Sun-
day morning. I had just spoken with her twelve hours before she
passed away. Mixture of emotions filled my body. I was angry,
upset, enraged, and very most very hateful. I was screaming at
the top of my lungs asking God, “Why? Why would you let the
most significant thing that happened in my life be taken away?” 1
went on a rampage around my house. Nobody was home. Items
in the house were broken, I started to binge drink. Suicidal
thoughts went through my brain. I knew I had to carry on be-
cause she wouldn’t want me to kill myself. My brother wouldn’t
want me to kill myself.

Once again I felt the very same feeling of being alone and
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empty. Nobody was there to truly listen to all of my emotions at
the time. I didn’t want to be a bother.

The day after her accident I went to my professors to tell
them that I would no longer be present in class for the rest of the
semester. Most professors could tell by my body expression that
something tragic happened, and they did not ask what it was. I
was always present in class. I was the student who was active
and participating in the daily lectures. My professors knew me by
name and knew I was a good student. With the short time period
I gave them, the professors worked with me to schedule all my
examinations to get the grades I needed to receive credit for the
courses.

That same night I was still always walking around with tears
flowing from my eyes. As I lay in bed that night I kept crying;
asking God, “Please just let me know that she’s safe”. I closed
my eyes, and knowing that I was still awake a flash of light filled
one of my eyes and shot across to the other. An image occurred
in my mind. It was picture still. In this image, two gates were
fully opened up. I saw an old man with gray hair holding Nina’s
right hand with his left hand walking toward the gates. Nina had
her head turned around over her right shoulder at me, smiling.
There were little kids in a skipping motion around both of them
all dressed in white robes.

It is a picture in my mind that will always be remembered.

I started to cry even more, lying in my bed alone, but now
the tears were of happiness. I know it sounds very cliché¢ and
ironic, but I know what I saw that night along with the feelings
that engulfed me.

I shut myself out from the rest of the world for a few months
after Nina passed away. Some of my friends would come to the
house to see how I was doing. They would take me out to eat and
do whatever they could to try to get me out of the house. I just
needed time to myself. There would be nights when I went to the
place of her accident and just sit there by myself imagining how it
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all happened. I would begin to pray and to cry.
I still love her. I’m just no longer in love with her.

I had to slowly fade from being the wild kid who was always
in search of a good time. There were standards that I had to fill.
These standards were goals that I have to accomplish on behalf of
my brother and Nina. There were expectations that my best
friend had for me.

I graduated with honors at the age of 21 and am now cur-
rently in the work force saving up more money to get ready to go
back to school. A new goal for me is to finish my master’s de-
gree in finance and land a career in a top financial firm.

My sister, Rebecca, who has eight years of difference be-
tween me, is the baby of the family. She will always be my little
sister to me. She is my blessing in disguise. I want to be the
good role model and teach her everything the correct way, to help
her any way I can.

If my life was always lived in the “what if’s” I would never
have accomplished what I have done. Robert is always looking
over my family. Sometimes it feels like the events that happened
could be just coincidence but it gets to a point where it is so accu-
rate and precise that you have a gut feeling that some other super
natural force is playing its role in my life.

I live every moment of my life with no regrets and I live it to
its fullest. Yesterday is history. Tomorrow is a mystery. And
today? Today is a gift. That is why we call it the present.

Currently, I am 23 and I try very hard to live out the vague
memories | have of my brother and my best friend through my
head over again. It comes to a point where it becomes the high-
lights and significances that they had impacted my life.

I have gone through this emotional rollercoaster called life. I
have been at the very lows, but I know I have to keep carrying on.
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Being successful and a good role model for my sister are the only
options for me. Giving up would be a waste of a life. I know if
Robert or Nina had a choice they would still be here. I have to
fulfill their dreams through me.

In the end, I just have to keep calm and carry on.
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My Brother In Heaven

+Rebecca Li

I was never given the opportunity to have met my brother
Robert Li. I was never able to give him a hug, or even say a word
to him. All I know about him is the stories and memories other
people have told me, but yet I still feel like he is always present,
guarding me like a big brother should. I know that God always
protects over my family and I’'m so glad that He sent Robert to us.
Although I have never heard his voice, never felt his touch, never
seen him, he is someone I talk to all the time. Whenever some-
thing hard comes up and I have no one to talk to he is always
there to listen.

I remember in first grade our school had a raffle, and I really
wanted this backpack that was up there. Nothing else stood out to
me other than that backpack, and at that time it seemed to be the
thing that I wanted the most in the world. I started to pray, and I
asked Robert to ask God to help me get that backpack. One
teacher reached into the raftle box and pulled out a card and it had
my name on it. I was so thankful to God and I was really happy
that I had someone up in heaven that is watching over me. I won
the backpack that day, and ever since I have been talking to
Robert whenever something challenging came up or whenever |
had no one to talk to. Some people have imaginary friends; I have
a brother in Heaven, and he’s real.

I can’t help it but to always ask how my life would be if he
was still here. If I was lucky enough to have another brother to
always watch over me and to love me as much as Marvin does.
All the memories we never made, all the experiences we never
had together gives me a sense of regret about never meeting
Robert. Whenever 1 get into an argument with Marvin, I wish I
could run to Robert and complain. I wish that there was someone
else there to comfort me and to side with me. Its times like those
that make me ask why I only have one other sibling here on earth.
But even so, I'm still so thankful and glad that I at least have
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Marvin to lean on and to love. He may not be the perfect brother,
but at least he is one of my brothers that I have. After all, blood is
thicker than water.

Every time someone tells me how much I look like him or
act like him I miss him even more. I know he is like my family’s
guardian angel, watching over us always. I’'m even thankful to
him and God for my existence. My mom went to church every
day after work to pray for a baby girl, in place of Robert. God
gave my mom me, and I feel like it’s my mission to care for my
mom like Robert did. I was born on 9/16 and Robert passed away
when he was 9 on 1/6. My birthday is a constant reminder to me
to take care of my mom each and every day, and also how much
of a blessing it is for me to be here.

I love my mom so much and I’m so thankful for her. I can’t
even begin to imagine the pain she went through when they dis-
covered that Robert had leukemia. My mom is my best friend and
my hero, she went through so much but she persevered through it
all. Now my mom hides almost everything that reminds her of
Robert. I remember when I was really little and I started flipping
through a bunch of pictures and I came across a photo album full
of pictures of Robert. Excited about what I had discovered I
quickly ran to my mom and showed her. She explained to me
how that was my other brother in heaven and then tears started
running down her face. Being the big crybaby that I am, I started
to cry too, because I didn’t know what I could do to stop my mom
from crying. Even now, when my mom is super stressed I can
peek through the closet and see her holding something of Roberts
and crying her eyes out. I know my mom tries so hard to stay
strong for us, to the point where she won’t even want to really cry
in front of us.

I know that Robert has always stayed strong for my mom, he
never complained even when he had to get so many shots and
take so many pills. To me, Robert is the biggest role model and I
want to stay strong for my mom as he did. He is truly an angel
that our family was blessed to have, so thank you gege for always
watching over me, protecting me, and loving me. I want you to
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know that I love you too, and I will always take care of mom. I
really wish that I could’ve met you. If only I had another big
brother here on earth, but I guess having one in heaven is even
better. I wish that I could’ve been the one telling other people
about our memories together, and about how you were like. I
wish I could’ve seen you just once. I

hope for a lot of things, but I know ﬁ}“
that it’s never going to happen. One \
thing that I know for sure though, is @ . ,
that you are an angel; one that loves "&— AN ;21
me and is always there, even if I can’t
see you.
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+Wendy Garza

SR Rrd SO I PR
%‘ﬁﬁﬁmmﬁ°WT%#rW@ﬁﬁwar5w,&m
HRALN ﬁ%*#m%H??%uEl:ﬂﬁ%jfﬂmwwﬁ@
FISe BT REPIRIFIRPY P R B B o 25 1 2 Jp 0 i
ﬁW&%?yﬁﬁ*@%@WﬁW%W%ﬁﬂoﬂmMWF

BRI S S S ST T R
Eﬂi%iﬁr$%wbﬁ°?:”m%ﬁwaﬁa;mﬁ
P R a2 T BT o (T AR
e IV (RG-S HIPVRER IR ] PASHRIEY rﬁ?g}z}guﬁ s
pV’\Wﬂ%WW%ﬁVW 25 | LS 5 UL

P FEES UL AL IR o PR T IS Uy o T
@%Wﬂﬁﬁﬁ“%w W?#@¢Wwﬁ@%wﬂﬁﬁw
AYRLL Ty [ DR R Ul

(FRL T (BRI 5 o

AW SRR O S
a3 THE ,E\,FIJ ’ilj\iifgﬁﬁgajr['rg{ H‘l— | F&i— "
| P ﬁ&sﬁ¢4£* A
[i[ VRIS (P = =2 - %'E&ijp RN ﬁ*rﬁiy
"?ﬂﬂ[ f Lo w2 é@’ﬁ J IR R - |%Fu5]ﬂ;§gvﬁﬂ,ﬂgﬁ

SISl el e SR SR S

25 35 BRI R R - 7 i

PRI > PFTEr ey po e frGgge) ﬁ@ﬁg’ﬁ@ﬁ
TSR o YRR PR ] PRI o BETRFS VIR P

-29-



?ﬂ ?‘ﬂ 2 F VYL I AL o [EIESAEELT ) ZS M T
il o DY M PVEL I AL W BRSSP T X
.g: > 25 PR ] EF[ AL T By Aem) o ZHEES G

S BRSSO R M TRLIV S ) s
ﬁ]lf’ﬁﬁm R BRI RE P e F - PR T B/ T
’\/Pg‘JKPMP’JP’JEm%U‘q—‘” i‘f@ry é)}ﬁ]szli 0o — {rb EJEJ* Fﬁjiy >
e FUR R R I 2 PR T R 2 R

ol E R HELE o

£ 2
By

)Lm

FULJ1§ﬁJﬁW3%1MW%¢”ﬁ & o WP AEEV ] 2
P EVBRPS - B P 1 PO o PSS T 1 E
[+ 5 K P TOB G AT TERL © SR PSR P
SSEPFFOZS P e 52 o K © P10 S BRI Wﬁ#@@%
P - &

Hll_qff/lirﬁf” — e E Y] Se R S S e A [ Z5 1M
;@wEWﬁm’ Wﬁﬁ%%ﬁWE?%W ﬁmﬁm
TR L ’Zﬁuaiﬁcmﬁ" o PRIFHAE 25 P L HEA 'F’ﬂ
3?%w£$“ﬂ¥Jﬁ“w S PHLEF T 298 iy o
o= S BERRR A S PIAR] IR pAosE
w0J~ ﬁw&ﬂ’wmwmeW%wgﬁzﬁﬁw%
Pt sEE e o F{n [ﬂj#l TP G = R F A PV e
£ Eﬂjf IR RV T qg% F s T‘EEJJ‘LJ R A UL
? [N S 125 Sl 2R S =12 = s
i e S TR ) Sl FH RGP TR o R PR
TR R - PRI S - R R
0 iy%r:tlrgﬁ'jﬁ' pe LIRS |*'11EZfL BEE = PSR
I AT RIS FIPRL I e P o

\”

& ll""fl

i

I
T

PUERFI G v F B P LRLBIY > ARl P g ) 2 R

-30 -



PG » o RO SSRGS
fY— nga BUERL » 50T S SR R
ﬁﬂii&ﬂi—@ﬁf (B Sg P RLWET SO 5 % 8 17 ,r
7 BEYHUET F9) 0 SRR VACHE - ﬁf‘ﬁﬁ“%ai* g 7 i
R+ (ERLESE )~ BT o S Pl 25 £ R
o ZYTR P A SR R o 7 PR U R - 5
F’?%[LE%EW’JD@%'?E?T’ Ay MR E e v B PRSZ o 25 HBEL 9 L pY
~ ?L’T\ﬂ:ﬂé?qﬁ > BT iyuﬁ’%g,ﬁﬁp ﬁ (&7 puEE b
%F” It'il*’j H P L P R e PR R T

° [l Ew S L ’i’l],?‘ﬁ [pige > P HIEEE o Pl
PFIMERLE AR - — oo posg

ﬁam~#wa,w§@J¢A¢Wﬁiw$$ﬁ »
- BERG - PR TUI&EJFF;‘!MEJM‘ZM feqfMlESES > &l
FHE l*'ﬂlf'ﬁﬁﬂie% AR - RN EERRE - et
APy FH RV A5 Hmﬂ#}gq&f& A (0 R UIES
oo R SURLEE A o TFOR > 25T E S P R
s o IR PRBH A > B IS PR /?%Wﬁ’@;lf‘ﬁj
Wﬁﬁwwﬁ@@%WJw%nﬁwm =R

PR ﬁ@w@ %wﬁ%ﬁwJ«@wa@m =
- B R RS QAT RIS S IIERAT o
= f%fui&ﬁbr@ﬁ% PRI o FYREUN TS e ] S 2
S Hll_iﬁ:rf?ﬁ MV

(FRL T (o BERL T 5 o

D | FF'I[ IRl > BEJRPYSIEES T ’“FFJ-F/ : |*'11El AN e py
‘H\[T[ ,‘&:’ﬂ[”jFIJ_F a{f Jﬁi’q ’q [l 251 o E ﬂl}%l—“—\ﬁ:[ﬁl
B EVENEFRS P ? AR S FEES P iff

-31-



AP AL S 2 DS O - 2 )

[ - S PRI R S TS S

fFPHy Equ? . F[:nypﬁw} »”\\j;t“IJE]F\/,F[J%H?‘iE;Jg = 411z
o S FIL B TGRS pOg e e o

FEHRISH] - 25 D= (5 Fle L2y B RO I Y
prsf - LI P T 5 T L
ﬂ/J,AS\/ i) ‘E:;F;‘;EJ_TIA— iym\i:j:ﬁlll%g’:dl[t[ibp) — LEI%I U [ tay IEIJJT

O B RN TR T T

Hﬁdﬁﬁ?’”ﬂ?ﬁﬁﬁﬁ°rﬁ“”“’wﬁﬁﬂ%
_J?(UILH Fle VL fenb 4 - fﬂ If 73 o &) A-Iﬁy?ﬁgﬁui%]aﬁ ;
iy?ﬂ F@F“E—EIE lj F‘H 7EEI , El”iy ﬁJ’ 1@25} F[J?’,Efﬁ“]j’é&

SR S b B SO R
ﬁﬁW’PﬂP”Wﬂ%%&owakﬁwga@w’wm
fp T IR SISO - R
LE',E[LFIJ;\_I”’ 7;[5[7}{ Sﬁﬂj B lit[bbﬂj—‘i\_j iRy b o e
= /EFJIT bl [E'E}\Ei‘ﬂﬂji/ > =g 7;15[7164 2 ] 1358 i
A= %i,ﬂguiﬁ

ﬁ*“‘ﬁ*Jﬁb'ﬁf*fﬁa (VB R O - (2R
EffavE e RS ERRIHT > [Ef e IF[Ji'[ JF = [ Ifﬂpfjﬂ['p
R 'L’i“di%‘ﬁ’*ﬁu o EEETE RV ® 0 32 E1P
L e S et Flﬁ‘r?“ » 7 Mateo 03I []E@i&rﬁ%
B PN PR R RO S @I - SR S
F[Jﬂgﬂ*sgﬂ* ) ,?I%—jxiylg Jé\ ujj ]‘E;/[A TUI"E £ N (s R
SRR «9*+Jf[*‘ﬂ%ixﬁlﬁ ARG &
l’*’ﬂ’fiéfll:‘:’;g»??g?ﬁﬁi  piEr s = l'ﬁ o

-32-



i L R [ R S AT
xﬂ’ﬁ SN gp e 7% & Tl s ,iylﬁ[ IfiYE)
- A~ T‘IEJ]}I%T;LHW L e % RS [
;ﬁ » WA EE R P RUE ATV Y G s oL
ﬂj‘&:’ﬂjﬂﬂ[ﬂj[ﬁ [ o I > o A+ 3 lHj 1T ot Eﬂqu‘_[img I—PK, e
rm% ETEH LT R A
iy «&%’”EE' ’ I*H%f TR ? P 2SS 2 P
Fw@ﬁﬁﬁavjﬁﬁﬂﬁww PR T AR o TR
BRI = g o > 25 @ 47 B AR A 28 C0 P
B {15 e X PSR
T 257 -

—m

—m

My Little Cousin

+Wendy Garza

I didn’t want to attend the final service that meant admitting
that Robert was really gone. I didn’t want to go say goodbye to
the baby I used to carry in my arms, who was almost half the size
that I was. I didn’t want to say goodbye to the toddler I used to
play peek-a-boo with to stop him from crying. I didn’t want to
say goodbye to our fellow magician in our family magic shows. I
refused to admit to myself he was gone in hopes of blocking out
the pain. I was definitely in a state of denial. I tried so hard to fill
my mind with meandering thoughts strong enough to push my
emotions into obscurity, but no matter what thoughts I tried re-
placing the agony with, the sadness would quickly engulf the fee-
ble ideas and put me back into a state of sorrow. I hoped that I
would soon awake from this nightmare and see that my little
cousin was just fine. He would be sitting on the floor at our
house, playfully destroying the Legos we spent hours construct-
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ing or seated at the corner desk, drawing rainbows and bunnies.
But it was not to be.

Every once-in-a-while I'll grab the phone and call my
younger brother and start a conversation with “Hey Mark, re-
member that time when Robert...” did this or “what about when
Robert...” did that. Then we would smile silently on the phone
and reminisce about the beautiful angel that we had the honor of
growing up with. He was always so kind and gentle, even before
the diagnosis. He was always wiser than his young earthy age. I
loved him so much; we all loved him so much.

The first time I was to babysit my little cousin; I could
hardly believe that I would be entrusted with the care of someone
so little, so cute and so wonderful. I thought he was the most pre-
cious thing in the entire world. Though my friends at school all
had little brothers or cousins his age, I remember always being so
proud of our little Xiong Xiong. I really felt he was the most per-
fect little person in the world and soon all I would talk about to
my friends was my little cousin. I guess I spoke about him a little
too much and after humoring me a while, they eventually got
tired of hearing about him. One day after a long story about baby-
sitting during lunchtime, one of my friends asked if I ever did
anything that didn’t involve my little cousin. Well...ok maybe I
didn’t.

Robert instantly became a permanent fixture in our house-
hold. Even before he could walk, we would babysit and play with
him and watch as he grew. When he did learn to stroll around on
his own, he would request that his mom take the short journey
across the street to visit us as a daily after dinner ritual. While the
adults sat around talking, we would play games and giggle.

Robert always had a new trinket or little toy to show us; He
also had a habit of leaving them in some crevasse of our home
and then forgetting about it. So there were always little unsus-
pecting reminders of our little cousin spread around the house that
would make us smile when we discovered them. Of course being
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older cousins we couldn’t let him get away with it. One year for
his birthday we wrapped up all of the old toys that he had left be-
hind. When he tore the big box open and saw his old toys, a mix-
ture of happiness and disappointment emanated from his cute lit-
tle face. Poor kid, we only teased him because we love him. Af-
ter the initial shock wore off, we gave him his real gift. It was so
great to celebrate birthdays with him. He was always so thankful
for all of his gifts. I also remember that he was really cleaver;
somehow he always managed to trick his mother into revealing
his present.

Prior to Robert starting kindergarten, he attended pre-k in the
summer so that he could learn English, since he spoke primarily
Mandarin at home. One of my most fond memories of him was
my summer job of picking him up from the half-day class and
taking him home. It was a big responsibility, I was again honored
that my family had the confidence in me to take care of my little
cousin. I wasn’t old enough to drive yet, but I had a bike and he
would ride on the bar each afternoon on the short two-block ride
home. It was fun for the both of us. I tried to paddle as quickly
so we could feel the wind in our hair. I’'m sure the seat was a bit
uncomfortable for him, and I tried to avoid bumps and cracks in
the sidewalk, but he never complained about pain or whined
about being tired, always keeping a smile on his face. He had a
ride home from school, he didn’t have to walk, he was grateful.
That’s how he was, a good kid.

Later that same year, I remember sitting in Auntie Fan-di’s
living room, and looking up to hear a flurry of commotion as my
aunts and uncle crashed through the front door with Robert in
tow. Their faces were painted with fear, anger and sadness. In-
stantly my heart dropped, instinctively knowing that something
was gravely wrong, | was scared down to the core of my being. It
was unthinkable. For our family, that moment changed all of our
lives forever. From then on I started attending Sunday mass with
my grandmother and aunts who were already a part of a congre-
gation. [ began a constant dialogue with God, praying and bar-
gaining, asking to keep our little angel here with us on earth.
Some nights I would stay up to pray the rosary as many times as
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possible hoping that God would hear me and save Robert, as if I
could hit a target number of prayers, he would somehow be
spared.

But it was not to be.

Odd to think but even though he has been gone for so long,
remnants of him remain and his goodness still surrounds us.
What better place than heaven for an angel that loved Jesus so
much? How great it is to know that he is praying for us and
watching over us? Whenever I feel pain I think of him. When-
ever I want to complain, I would think of the trials he had to go
through on a daily basis without complaint. I think of him when I
face what seem to be insurmountable odds, and as a new mother,
I then also think of my Auntie Fan-di.

Before becoming a mother, I could only see Robert’s plight
from my vantage point. Now when I reflect on the years of his
life, I cannot imagine the heartache my Auntie Fan-di had to en-
dure. I can’t imagine the pain that must have torn through her
heart when she first heard the words “your child has cancer” or
the sorrow in those final moments when she had to let him go. It
hurts me so much just to put myself in her shoes for just that one
moment, that whenever I do, I have to distract myself from that
thought or become flooded with anguish.

With all the paths she could have chosen, she could have
easily decided to let her grief swallow her up, and live a life of
bitterness. No one would even blame her. She had to live though
a trauma that no parent should have to bear. She instead followed
the path of goodness. She poured all of her love into her son
Marvin, and eventually was rewarded with the birth of another
beautiful child, Rebecca. She did not let Robert’s life be mean-
ingless.

Becoming a mom you have a selfless love for your child that
cannot be understood until the moment you become a parent, and
give birth to life from your own flesh and blood. It’s a love and
bond so strong that nothing in the world can compare to it. I’ll
admit there have been occasions since the birth of Mateo, that I

-36 -



pondered how I would respond if something were to happen to
him. I look at my beautiful baby and pray that I can protect him
from harm and guide him on the right path. When he is old
enough, I will tell him about his cousin so he too can derive
strength, courage and faith from his story.

They say time heals all wounds, and back then I couldn’t see
an end to the pain. Robert had touched so many people that eve-
rywhere I turned, another family member was in the throes of liv-
ing with a hole in their heart. But eventually life does go on, and
the tears are sluggishly replaced with nostalgic memories of
Robert’s generous heart and peaceful nature. Now, more than 16
years has passed since that solemn goodbye. Sometimes while
out and about at the mall or on the street, I see a kid that might
resemble Robert if he was still alive today. I wonder what he
would be doing now, which college would he have attended, what
he would look like. There are still moments when I’'m reminded
of his presence and the tears start to well up in my eyes and a
lump chokes up my throat. When that happens, I open my night-
stand and pull out a little trinket he had once left at our house, and
just smile, knowing that he is watching over us in heaven.
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“You're not alone”

+Homer Hsieh

When you hear those words in the middle of the night, when
you’re pretty sure no one else is supposed to be in the house,
there are a number of ways you can react. The most logical reac-
tion would most likely be that of terror and alarm, for obvious
reasons. Fortunately, I didn’t actually Aear it, at least not in the
traditional sense. The words seemed to appear in my head, but I
didn’t actually think them either. Believe me, it was the last thing
I would have been thinking at the time. It just came to me, as if
someone had bypassed all of my senses and spoke directly to my
heart. I recognized who it was. We’ll get back to that later. For
now, let’s provide some context.

Rewind back to 1995. Digital hadn’t taken off yet, so if any-
thing was recorded, it was probably done on analog, which means
it most likely would have deteriorated by now to the point where
you pretty much wouldn’t be able to retrieve anything coherent
from it. My memory hasn’t faired much better. However, while
most of it is still little more than a blur, some specific moments
are quite vivid and clear. Robert Li, or Ro-bear, as we would call
him, was in the hospital with leukemia, and my mother and I,
along with some other people from church, were visiting there to
pray for him and be there for his family. I remember Ro-bear’s
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mother coming back after talking to the doctors, breaking down
in tears as she relayed to all of us what she was told — that he
wouldn’t make it passed the night. It hadn’t dawned on me at the
time; I was nine years old. People got sick, and they went to the
hospital to get better. I understood that cancer was a terrible dis-
ease, and that people died from it, but that was other people. This
was our Ro-bear. We had been praying for him. Surely there was
no way that God would take him away from us. So as Ro-bear’s
mother wept in the arms of all of the people that were gathered
there at the hospital for them that night, I was sitting in the cor-
ner, unable to share in that moment.

We went home. The next morning, I remember being ready
to go back to the hospital, but my mother told me that we didn’t
have to; Ro-bear had left. I was overjoyed. That meant he was
all better now, right? Our prayers had worked. It was one of
those crucial 50:50 moments, like in the movies, and he had
pulled through just like it was always bound to happen. Then my
mother clarified: Ro-bear had left the hospital to go to Heaven.

They released a pamphlet shortly afterwards, and in it was a
brief interview where Ro-bear had talked about some of the
memorable moments and people in his life. He had listed me as
his best friend. At that age, there were certain things we looked
for in friends. We liked kids with the most toys and video games
that we could play with when we hung out with them. We liked
to rough house a lot, so we liked other kids who wouldn't get hurt
and put a halt to all the fun. We liked other kids who could run
fast, play defense, catch Hail Mary passes, and shoot three-
pointers with a high percentage. We weren’t as appreciative of
people who were kind, gentle, sentimental, and caring; the type of
qualities we should truly be looking for. Ro-bear was a very
close friend, but I was really surprised to find out that he consid-
ered me to be his best friend.

I didn’t deserve it then, and I most certainly didn’t help my
case much after that. I’d forgotten about him, as we tend to forget
about things that take place a long time ago. I’d moved several
times to new places, met new people, said goodbye to them, and
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forgotten about many of them as well. Life went on, as the say-
ing goes.

So there 1 was a few years ago, going through a tough
stretch. The details aren’t important, because in hindsight, it
really wasn’t much. But at the time, as I’'m sure we can all re-
lated to, it felt like the weight of the world was on my shoulders,
and that no one could help me. Nothing’s working out. Noth-
ing’s ever going to work out. I have my friends and family, but
they wouldn’t understand. I’'m alone in this. Yeah, we’ve all
been there; feel free to fill in the blanks. That’s not the important
part. What’s important is that I was there, lying up all by myself
in the middle of one of the toughest nights of my life, my faith in
God stretched as thin as it had ever been before.

“You’re not alone”.

All of a sudden, out of no where, I heard this voice. I saw
this face. And I knew who it was. It wasn’t the nine year old boy
that I had last seen and heard. It wasn’t so much an audible pitch
or visible facial structure. It was more of a feeling. And yet, it
was unmistakable. In that moment, I remembered. I remembered
what | had read off that pamphlet in 1995. I realized just how
trivial my problems were compared to what my friend, my best
friend, Robert Li, had to go through while fighting for his life.
And strangely, in a way I still can’t quite explain, I suddenly
knew that I wasn’t alone anymore. Maybe it was all just a coinci-
dence. Maybe it was just a random thought that popped into my
head. Maybe I was just telling myself something that I wanted to
hear. It certainly felt like a lot more than that.

Now, sometimes I like to imagine him just hanging around
like any other good friend would. Not physically, of course, I’'m
not schizophrenic or anything, but just that sense of being around,
beyond the constraints of time and space. I imagine him there
cheering me on when I do something right, and face palming
whenever I do something dumb. Mostly the latter. I know it may
sound silly and melodramatic, even borderline insane, and again,
maybe it was all just a figment of my imagination... but the effect
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that all of this has had on me is real. It’s changed my outlook on
life, made me want to become a better person, and helped me find
my way back towards God. Maybe Ro-bear was really there for
me that night. Or maybe, and as the rational side of my brain
would tell me, most likely, it was all just a subconscious chain of
thoughts triggered by a memory. But at the end of the day, real or
not, one way or the other, it was all because of Ro-bear. What
more could you ask for from a best friend?
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The Journey

+George Chang

Greetings from Copenhagen, Denmark. 1It’s July 3", and I
have just completed a 3-week business trip that also enabled me
to take several side trips to locales that I otherwise would not
have visited. Life is good. Life has always been good. For this I
am very thankful, and may the good times continue.

Being in Europe this time brings back memories of my very
first trip here. Otherwise without any similarities, these two trips
are connected by the same ending date, July 3. The coincidence
presents an inviting opportunity to reflect on all that has tran-
spired since that first trip.

That pilgrimage was a wonderful experience, and in the
years since, the youths of that trip have reached various mile-
stones in life such as getting a driver’s license, college gradua-
tion, getting the first job, marriage, and parenthood. Jay is a hot-
shot CFO, Christina is married, and Teresa has eased into the role
of parent.

As for Robert, however, he never got the chance to reach any
more milestones.

Such a gentle and pleasant little guy, Robert would have
been the kind of person who really made a positive difference in
others. The world is a better place with him, so why wasn’t he
permitted to stay with us longer? It just doesn’t seem right.

It is at this moment that I caught myself putting on my CCD
teacher hat and answering my own question with the textbook
answer. But somehow, knowing the textbook answer wasn’t
good enough this time. Moreover, I realized that having textbook
knowledge of the faith, which is a good thing, has actually made
me complacent. That, coupled with my pursuits of secular suc-
cess, has meant that my spiritual growth has been unintentionally
neglected.

As a result, I realize that I have somehow become way too
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cerebral and philosophical when it comes to the faith and not
enough hands-on, compassionate, and sympathetic. This is not
the direction in which I wish to continue.

On my first flight to Europe, Robert and I sat next to each
other. He admitted to being nervous about flying. Being 10 years
his senior, I assured him that it would be alright. With lots of
weird humor on my part and mutual encouragement throughout
the flight, I made the long flight a little smoother for Robert.

Fast forward to today, perhaps it is not sheer coincidence
that my memories of Robert triggered this important realization
about a major blind spot within myself. Even with our final en-
counter being in the distant past, my recollection of Robert’s
situation ends up triggering a reassessment of where I am spiritu-
ally, which is sure to make my journey in life a little smoother as
well.
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Angels are in all of us

s Teresa Chang Bumpas

16 years have flown by so quickly. It’s hard to believe from
the time that I wrote my first reflection about Ro-bear that some-
one was born into this world, is attending high school and prepar-
ing for college. In the past 16 years, a lot has changed for me as
well. I graduated from college and achieved success in my ca-
reer. | have also added the title of “wife” and “mother” to my
name.

When Uncle Nien-Tsu approached me about this project, all
the memories I had of Robert came back. There were happy
memories particularly of our travels together but also bittersweet
ones. As a new mom, I felt such heartache and sadness because it
also made me think about my own son. Dehua is only 9 months
old but he is the joy of my life. He is my love, my light, and my
strength. I have so many hopes and dreams for him. And it was
thinking about Robert, that I truly experienced another mother’s
pain.

A friend once told me that your children will be your great-
est source of joy and also your greatest source of sorrow. Now I
understand exactly what she meant. I used to look at the world
through a “child and self centered” point of view but now it is
without a doubt from a parent’s view point. I never want to see
him in pain, whether physical or emotional. This new perspective
has taught me to have more patience and compassion towards
others, because each person we meet is also someone else’s child.
I used to think that we should treat others as we would want to be
treated. Now I think about treating others as I want my child to
be treated. So it is my renewed inspiration to treat each individ-
ual with just a little more gentleness, kindness, respect, dignity
and love than before.

About a month before I was to deliver my baby, I got a little
anxious. Plus, God did say child birth was His punishment to
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women for what Eve had done so I knew it was going to be
HARD. But I found the greatest comfort from an email that I re-
ceived from a friend. It was something that still touches me
deeply and I would like to share it with all of you:

A Newborn's Conversation with God

A baby asked God, "They tell me you are sending me to
earth tomorrow, but how am I going to live there being so small
and helpless?"

God said, "Your angel will be waiting for you and will take
care of you."

The child further inquired, "But tell me, here in heaven I
don't have to do anything but sing and smile to be happy."
God said, "Your angel will sing for you and will also smile for
you. And you will feel your angel's love and be very happy."

Again the small child asked, "And how am I going to be able
to understand when people talk to me if I don't know the lan-
guage?"

God said, "Your angel will tell you the most beautiful and
sweet words you will ever hear, and with much patience and care,
your angel will teach you how to speak."

"And what am I going to do when I want to talk to you?"
God said, "Your angel will place your hands together and will
teach you how to pray."
"Who will protect me?"

God said, "Your angel will defend you even if it means risk-
ing its life."

"But I will always be sad because I will not see you any-
more."

God said, "Your angel will always talk to you about me and
will teach you the way to come back to me, even though I will
always be next to you."

At that moment there was much peace in Heaven, but
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voices from Earth could be heard and the child hurriedly asked,
"God, if I am to leave now, please tell me my angel's name."
God said, You will simply call her, "Mom."

Thinking about it now, perhaps this was a message sent from
heaven by Robert to me, reminding me of a conversation that we
once had in the old church cafeteria. He said, “you are like an
angel to me.” That was one of the greatest compliments I have
ever received in my life. For an angel such as Ro-bear to say
those words to me, has such a humbling and lasting impact. 1
will never forget those words from him. And it is a reminder that
we can all serve as angels for each other. Angels don’t have to be
invisible. They are in all of us.

Thank you Ro-bear. You are missed but will never be for-
gotten.
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"Where, O death, is your victory?
Where is your sting?”

+Dcn. Reuben Chen

The year before I entered the seminary in 2005, I was visit-
ing my grandmother at the cemetery. Usually, when I visit my
grandmother I also visit all the members of our church — the ones
that I had helped to bury as an altar boy growing up. Most espe-
cially, I make it a point to visit Robert. He would have been
eighteen when I visited him back then. I imagine he would have
been a very upstanding and holy young man with a great future.

Two years ago, I spent the summer working as a chaplain at
Children’s Medical Center, the hospital where Robert passed
away. I thought it would be fitting that I try to do what I could
not do when Robert passed away: to be a voice of consolation and
comfort as families and friends try to make sense out of their pain
and suffering. Children are not supposed to die — they are sup-
posed to be the future. When Robert passed away, death was a
new experience for me and I really did not know what to do. As a
chaplain I met with young patients who were slowly dying and
yet living every day of their lives to the fullest; taking comfort in
that they were loved by God. Their courage and their maturity
gave me strength and showed me the power of God’s grace in
people’s lives. Though they may have been young, their faith and
perseverance was far beyond any average Christian. In their suf-
fering, 1 saw something beautiful and I saw children united to
Christ in a very intimate way.

To die in God’s grace is truly a gift from our Lord and His
grace was truly present in Robert. I now understand that his cour-
age, his faith, and his witness of uniting his suffering with Jesus
Christ is the model by which we are all called to follow. Robert’s
weakness was his strength just as St. Paul speaks of his own
weaknesses. Robert did not rely on himself but totally and com-
pletely on God to see him through to the very end. We as Chris-
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tians can only pray for peaceful and graceful death; however,
Robert actually achieved it.

When Robert passed away, I asked myself “What hap-
pened?” I know now that it was God’s grace that happened and
that His will was truly working in Robert and the rest of our com-
munity. Never have I seen the parish come together in prayer and
unity of love and charity as when Robert was in his final days.
As I have grown in maturity and faith, I have come to understand
that death is a part of life and that we are all passing away. Ulti-
mately, I know and believe that Christ has conquered death and
that death no longer has power over us. We take our consolation
in the Lord and we no longer have to be afraid of what lies ahead.
As St. Paul writes to the Corinthians, “Where, O death, is your
victory? Where, O death is your sting?” Whereas before I strug-
gled with God for taking away such a precious life, I am now
comforted by what lies beyond — our heavenly reward. May we
all take Robert’s courage and faith as a model for our own lives —
as living examples of Christ’s love for everyone around us.
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Guidelines for Publication in Grapevine

Mission: The mission of The Grapevine is to evangelize, to
promote personal spiritual growth, and to share life ex-
perience among the parishioners.

Topics: Everyone is welcome to submit articles to Grape-
vine, and the topics may include (1) reflections on one’s
spiritual life (2) thoughts and learning from a particular
article or book, (3) testimonies on family or personal life,
(4) prayers, (5) introduction to biographies of saints, (6)
introduction to the meanings and origins of religious or
cultural holidays, and (7) laughter or cartoons.

Word Limit: Please keep each of your articles within 3,000
words. If you do not wish to have your article(s) published
in other publications, please note it at the end of your arti-
cle(s).

How to Submit? You may submit the article(s) directly to
any of the editors, or e-mail Cindy Chu who is in charge
of our databank, at: cindyfachu@netscape.net . You may
use an alias. But you will have to provide your real name
and telephone number to the editors so that we can con-
tact you if necessary.

Editors' Note:The Grapevine is a publication of the Sacred
Heart of Jesus Chinese Parish, Dallas Diocese, Texas
and it is free. Donations to support publication of Grape-
vine are welcomed and appreciated. Please mail your
donation check to the parish, and write "For Grapevine"
in the memo section.

In order to reduce cost, please notify us if your address
has been changed.

The Grapevine is also published on the parish website:
http://www.chinese-catholic.org. You are more than wel-
come to take advantage of our website. Peace and Joy
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