
My dear son Perry, 

 
This morning Henry found his gifts on the main staircase banister. He was so 
happy because Santa was listening to him even though he was not good enough 
last year. Hope he will get better next year. 

 
Perry, accept the gifts from Mom and Dad. It is in your account. Take and spend it 
anyway you want with your friends. We love and miss you so much. How many 
Christmas, you have not been home with us? Deployment, school, training, work still 
keep you from coming home? Your last year‘s Christmas gifts are still in your 
rooms. And from the years before! Still on your bed they are along with a zoo of 
stuffed animals. Your Squirtle cuties must miss you too. Last summer Uncle Hung 
stayed in your room because he could not stand the loud music Henry played 
every night. He escaped the room which was Henry’s before. He pushed all of your 
beloved children aside and some of them fell and cried on the wooden floor. Mom 
picked them up after the guests left. Haha, I called Uncle Hung and scolded him for 
his inhumanity and cruelty to your stuffed animals.   

 

I love the view from that back room to the wild woods, beautifully and magnificent 
ly dotted with lost deers on top of the hills and naughty squirrels hopping, chasing, 
and fighting each other  for nuts. They really talked and argued in their language. 
From the patio door Mom witnessed them fighting for something in Mom’s garden 
flower beds!  And more I remembered the times watching you cross the woods to 
have a daily walk. The woods, by this time of the year, are bare and seen through. 



In the morning you can see the hill covered with brown leaves and sunlights behind 
the dormant trees. Where are the squirrels this Christmas morning? Maybe they 
came home late after attending the last Mass. 

Perry, your teachers asked about you. Your grandparents and cousins have 
thought of you this season. They all thought you are back home for the holidays 
after the finals. It is very emotional for me when everyone asked and said best 

wishes to you. Even my students who knew you stopped me in the hallway of GNC 
and OBHS and wanted to know how you have been. It cracked my heart into 

pieces! Mom held back tears. Our Christmas has not been the same since you left 
us for your adventure, life experience, and the love of serving the country that has 

welcomed your parents and the likes. Mom cried again. Son, we are so proud of 
you for the way you are. Explore more to find what you want to be. We are still 

waiting for you, my dear son. Talk and email you later. Stay well and healthy. Call 
home often! Our very best wishes to you and your friends this Christmas  morning 

and New Year! 
Love and miss you always, 

 
Dad, Mom, and Henry 

 
PS. This Christmas Mom found my friends who attended the School Of Pharmacy, 

Saigon, Vietnam. I would like you to visit us and read Vietnamese. Just sound it out.  
Visit this link and see how happy we are after more than 30 years, losing touch of 

each other and reconnecting. Mom’s blog is still private. This blog is created by 
our friend, Thuan. Chao Bac Thuan nha con trai. 
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