THE REUNION

                                                                      Short story

                                                                                    By LE, NGOC HO


It was a beautiful morning. The sunlight was brilliant on big leaves, turning silver. Mrs. An, the owner of this fruit tree garden was forty years old. She was a thin lady, only about on hundred pounds. She was a dynamic woman with good health. She worked hard. How much she loved her garden. There were a lot of trees, which supplied numbers of precious tropical fruits. The golden tangerines made beautiful design points on the background of green leaves. The red purple grenade fruits became heavy on the thin and small branches. The fresh lemons perfumed the light smell in the morning air. There were numbers of ivory “bon bon” (a kind of tropical fruit) bunches that attracted and invited people to taste. Papaya fruit trees with big green leaves and green and yellow fruits bordered her garden, tropical mango fruits made the morning sunlight became more yellow and sweet smelling. 

In the middle of her garden, there were ten big grapefruit trees. She loved these sweet grapefruits. She softly touches some grapefruits and let her cheek kiss the smooth and shining grapefruits skin. She visited her garden every weekday. She watered the trees, she cut the branches, she supplied the root fertilizer, and she added soil for them. She named every tree. For example, she called the tangerine trees “ my Kim quat one” or “my Kim quat two”. Her pleasures were to take care of them, to visit them, and to contemplate them, however, today she came here to say goodbye to them because she left them to reunite with her husband in America.

The small orange birds sang songs to salute her, she smiled, a said thanksgiving and goodbye. She always said that it is the good earth, the good land, the good places, and the gook friends. The Dong Nai Rever ran peacefully near her garden, she came to the river to wash her hands, and face. Suddenly she remembered a poem to describe the county life, and she murmured:

I love to go out

And enjoy the county life 

The birds sang on the high.

It was peaceful. 

Ducks were swimming on a river, 

I contemplate butterflies 

Went up and down o n the water.

It was beautiful. 

The top of trees took a bath

Under the golden sunlight.

It was wonderful

The county life is nice.

Mrs. An saw the big rock near the riverside, and she came to sit on it 

She remembered the first time she and her husband had come here, sat here, and a decision to buy this garden. When they signed to buy her hands to tremble because her dream became true. 

After six years, the big event of April 30, 1975 happened, and there was the collapse of the South Vietnam, and her husband escaped form Vietnam. There were many troubles for her family. She had to take care of a five-person family by herself, she prayed and she worked hard, so her family could survive. 

How hopeful she was, when she received her husband’s letter from America after waiting one year. Her husband tried to work hard to support her.  After seven waiting years, she reunited with her husband in America. She came here to visit the garden for the last time before she left Vietnam. 

She opened her eyes, and recognized it was late afternoon. She stood up and came home to prepare the farewell dinner. She had invited her relatives and her family’s friends about fifty people. Some of these people helped her to prepare and to cool. People enjoyed this dinner so much. The were lots of best wishes for her and for her children. There were numbers of gifts too. For example: There was a large photograph, which was a picture of her garden, and embroidery, which had a Vietnamese lady in old fashion clothes. Every person offered something, such as wishes, or a song or story telling. She had a lot of emotions about their kindness. People saw her tears sometimes. After enjoying this wonderful dinner, they helped her to clean the house, to wash the dishes. They said goodbye, and they hugged her and her children.

Before her departure she received a letter from her brother in law. He wrote her husband wasn’t healthy enough, her husband visited doctor. 

It was and early morning of the departure day. Twenty people went to the Saigon Airport with her, she told her best friend:  

“Please take care of my garden, which seems like my daughter, every year, please send me my garden’s picture. Don’t cut, or destroy anything without my decision. I wil never sell my garden, I will supply you everything for my garden without any charge. Pick up fruits and enjoy them.”

“Don’t worry, believe me, I will do that.” Her friend answered. 

The departure time came, she hugged all people, and she held tightly their hands. There ware tears from her eyes and some of the visitations eyes. People could hear some voices saying “ Forget me not-I miss you’. She didn’t say anything, she couldn’t move while her eyes became red by tears. 

The flight to Bangkok took off. The Boeing 727 rose up, she and her children flew to Bangkok, she was looking back at Saigon for the last time. She tried to look carefully at Saigon, she recognized the Saigon Cathedral with two red brick and high towers seemed to look at her and say goodbye to her. The sunshine in the Grey blue Saigon River smiled with her. She thought that the branches of green trees and green coconut trees on the riversides hands waving. She said to herself: 

“Oh, my motherland I don’t know when I can come back to see you, my dear”.  Now she could remember the long poem Saigon, and she recited:

Saigon! My beloved city!

In my childhood, my golden years. 

She counted my steps 

When I went to school 

In the beautiful Holidays, 

I lay down on her long arms

In Tao Dan park.

Her birds sang wonderful song 

To heal my soul


…………….

Saigon embraced me always 

With her warm sunny body.



……………..

She shared with me 

A number of souvenirs. 



………………

Saigon! I had called and call her name 

Many timed in my dreams. 

Saigon! My lover.” 

The airplane flew to Vietnam Sea, so she couldn’t see Saigon. She turned to her oldest son and asked him: 

“ Last week, there was only your uncle’s letter?” 

“ Yes, mom, maybe dad was very busy preparing for us.” Her son answered. 

She didn’t say anything, but she worried. She knew her husband well. Why didn’t her husband writer some lines? He wrote normally to her every month. Was he busy or working overtime to get more money for their family? Or has something happened? 

Suddenly there was a voice. “We are arriving Bangkok Airport.” She and her children were waiting for someone coming to help them. When they went out of the plane, they saw two people who raised her name on a board. She and her children recognized men from the United States Embassy. Two people were caseworkers to help Mrs. An and her children in the time they stayed in Thailand before coming to America. These caseworkers helped them a lot. They guided them with everything such as food, clothes, medicines and interpretation. After three days in Bangkok, she and her children flew to Los Angeles Airport. 

This was the first time she flew along time in a big plane, which flew across the ocean. She looked out the window; the west wind blew she recognized some white clouds flew the same direction with the airplane. There were some red and yellow cloudy turbans over the blue sky. After contemplating the sky, she told her oddest son: 

“When coming to America, I should like to work too. Your dad worked hard seven years, and he worked on weekends too. He needs to rest on weekend.” 

“Mom,” her son answered, “ you need to study English first, then you need to have a driver’s license.” 

“Yes, but I think as a worker in a factory, I don’t need as much English as a secretary, and your dad can drive for me.”

At nighttime all her children slept, but she didn’t sleep well. She thought about the new life for her and her children in a big country, moreover in a civilized country. She worried about how to assimilate with the new life, new land and new way, she expected her husband, her relatives and her friends to help her and her children, she thought that she should take care of her husband more and more; her husband had spent a lot of time and energy to supply their family seven years long. She remembered after their wedding, her husband gad loved her, had helped her, and had understood her. If she liked something, he tried to satisfy her all. She had loved him too, and moreover she had admired him because of her knowledge and his kindness. He had helped her to have a plan, an organization and a budget for their beloved garden too. In twenty hours she could see him. Maybe he was bigger than before, whiter than before and more handsome than before. Finally she slept softly and she saw her husband who wore a whit jacket, he smiled at her and told her:

“My boss will help you to work in the factory.”

“I would like to work in your factory with you.” She responded. 

He smiled but didn’t say any more. Suddenly, her oldest son’s shoulder touched against her, and she awoke from her dream.

The Boeing 747 arrived at Los Angeles International airport. There were a number of her family’s relatives and her friends to welcome her and her children, she didn’t see her husband; her husband’s brother Mr. Ba came to hold her hands and said: 

“ Your husband can’t come the airport to welcome you and the children because he is not healthy. Let me to guide you and the children coming home.”

“What happened? My husband is sick?” she asked? 

“Yes, sister,” her brother in law answered, “There are many doctors taking care of him” 

At the airport he introduced to her some strange people such as a doctor and some new friends of her husband. They hugged her and tried to let her know they loved her and liked to satisfy her. She thanked them but she didn’t like to say more, only thinking to go home to see her husband, she asked Mr.Ba, her brother-in-law:

“How long time going home?”

“It’s a half of hour, I hope there isn’t a traffic jam.” Mr. Ba answered. 

She entered into the car, and worried about her husband. Her brother-in-law and his wife let her know her husband, who hot sick six months ago. There were many doctors to take care of him, her husband tried to take medicines and hoped he was better to welcome his wife and their children. Last week her husband requested to ho home, so doctors and nurses took care of him at home days and nights.  

When they got home, Mr. Ba and his wife guided her to enter in back door; doctor, nurse and some special friends followed them. Mr. Ba said: 

“ Please, sister, sit down on the sofa take a drink and rest little bit before to see you husband, sister, please take this pill which is good for you.”

“ Is there incense’s smelling?” She asked. 

“ Yes sister,” Mr. Ba answered, “ Please calm down, sister, my brother went to Heaven.” She felt the collapse of the sky and the last, her hands trembled, and she said: 

“ Let me see my husband right now!” 

When she sow her husband’s corpse laid down on a bed between followers, incense, and candles she cried terrible: 

She cried “ O, My God!” Then she lost consciousness. 

The doctor and a nurse, and ambulance too, all were ready, after counting her heart’s beats and checking her blood pressure, the doctor said: 

“ No big problem, she will be better.” 

Always there was someone who took care of her and stayed near her day and night. Then she woke up, but she froze up. She didn’t cry, she didn’t say, and she didn’t like to eat something. She opened her eyes but she didn’t focus on anything. People came to encourage her, to console her, and to hold her hands. 

As in a dream, she went to the church, there was a funeral ceremony for her husband, there were all her family’s relatives, her friends, her husband’s neighbors and friends in his factory and church community, Although a lot of Vietnamese people in this area weren’t relatives or friends, they came to her husband’s funeral ceremony. Then she and her children, her relatives and her friends went to a cemetery. Her husband’s tomb was full of flowers, candles and incense. 

There was a prayer hour on three evenings. Many people came to pray for her husband, Mr. Ba and his wife took care of her such as cooking, cleaning, preparing everything. Many relatives and friends came to visit and encourage her every day; Little by little she could return the normal life. Her children let her know day by day they loved her more and more, her children held her hand and said:  

“Mom, please live with us: our dad passed away, we have only you. 

Love us! Mom! Pity us!” 

She nodded. The oldest son said: 

“Mom! Don’t worry, not be sad, Dad prays for us.”

She recognized her situation – she hugged all her children and told them:

“ I love al of you.”

Her faith, her responsibility, her love, and her brave saved her. Her country’s soul, her garden’s image, her children’s future, her relatives and her friends’ kindness all supported her after a complete shock, She could survive, her husband’s boss was sympathetic about her situation, and offered her same job as her husband, an assembler job. Her husband’s friends in the factory let her know they would help her everything to do this job, her brother in law and his wife, some friends, and some volunteers in the church drove for her. 

For honoring and in remembrance of her husband, there was and empty place for him at her family dinner table, with his bowl and a pair of sticks.  She and her children remembered his spirit and his sacrifice. She always told her children about their father’s stories, and she always said: 

“Work hard as your father; study hard as your dad expected; don’t do that, your dad didn’t like that, etc.” 

According to this spirit her family became more understanding, more loving and more sharing. Moreover she easily educated her children. 

Her brother in law and his wife organized One Hundred Days’ memory for her husband. It was the Vietnamese custom. She was better. This day she cried a lot but she hid it from her children.

She continued her husband responsibility and her position, this time she lived in his house, she slept in his bed, she did his job in the factory, she took care of their children, she guided them and educated them. Although her husband passed away, she really reunited with him in the spirit. Her oldest son softly entered the room. He recognized his mom, who looked at his father’s altar, her eyes ware full of tears, but she smiled. He didn’t say anything, and he hugged his mom. This was the first time when they came America, his mom smiled. Both mother and child saw her husband’s picture which was full of morning sunshine. They were smiling and their eyes ware full of tears. They felt their beloved man was smiling with them, too. These smiles were shining under the early morning sunlight were fragrant by the flower, incense and candle.
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