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My Repentance

Thinking back the past 30 years, lots of things pop out. The most outstanding ones always
involve with my dearest daughter, Ruihan. You are truely a precious gift given to me from above,
to help me learn and grow. I thank you, my dear, and I love you always!

You are now becoming a responsible little young lady, working as a counselor at a summer
camp during the day, and as a sale’s associate at American Apparel at night. I am proud of you!
But I do suggest that you quit the job at American Apparel so that you can have some time of your
own. After the summer job, you will be leaving for college to pursue your dream. My little girl has
been growing up!

Recall the 18 years I have been so lucky to be with you, I have plenty of joy, and also regrets. I
wish I could do it better. Please forgive me, my dearest daughter, for all the things that I hurt you.
There is no excuse from my side if anything I have done hurt you.

I could have done differently when you were so upset when I moved out from your Dad’s
apartment and begged me to go back, so upset that you jumped on the floor. I could have given you
a big hug instead of sending you back to your father that day. I am sorry. The memory hurts me,
too.

I will never forget that snowy afternoon in 2004, when we got off the subway, you were so
excited, it was snowing! White everywhere. You grabbed a ball of snow and threw on me! That
was one of my gloomy days and I was not in good mood. I got mad and was very angry at you. I
saw smile froze on you face. You were deeply hurt. You did not understand why your Mom would
do that to you! You just wanted to play.l am so very very sorry. If I could live that day again, I
would be joining you and playing with you. Can you forgive me?

I saved almost all your scratch paper addressed to me. I have a big box of the pieces you wrote
to me, or you made for me, or your little art work. One day I will reread them again and organize
them. Unfortunately, most of them I do not know when you made them.

All you elementary school years and middle school years, I had been busy. I regret that I did
not take you out playing more often and I know that you were an outdoor girl, enjoying any activity
outdoors. In those years, very often I took you to my lab, gave you scissors, colored pencils, etc.,
and you just did your thing. You made a lot of stuff for me then, and I will ever be thankful. You
made a lot of practical things for me, for example, one of the things is a scratch book for me, you
called it My Personal Diary Book. I dutifully used that book until I used it up.

In 2005, 1 felt hurt whenever I picked you up from school. You looked unhappy. I knew that
you were missing you Dad and because of my foolishness, I was even mad at you in my heart.
Then one day in April, you came home with a sheet of paper, full of names. The sheet was not long
enough, so there was a short piece glued onto the paper. I looked at the paper, tears in my eyes. It
was your gift to me for my birthday! You asked every single kid in you class, including teachers, to
sign on the paper, wishing me a happy birthday! Today, when I am typing these words, I couldn’t
help but crying......My dear girl just had her 9th birthday 8 days ago.

I should have learned a lesson, but I did not. During most of your high school years, I still
harbored the idea that you loved your Dad more that me. How stupid I was! And most of the
conflicts between us were because of this issue. It is a shame for me to admit the many times of my
nerves breakdown and the pain caused on you and your stepfather. You learned to avoid conflicts
and handle things between your Dad and me cautiously. Fortunately, I grew up eventually, and I
deeply appreciate your efforts to make peace among everyone.
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You are a sensitive, loving girl. I definitely wish that you had a different early childhood. I am
sorry for not being able to give you a stable home when you needed the most. I will never forget
your nightmare. One day you dreamed that you were sitting on the steps in front of the house, both
your stepfather and I were gone. We had gone to Jerusalem, leaving you behind, alone. I realized
how deeply I had hurt you when you told me your dream. I knew that one day in my life I would go
to Jerusalem, but how could I say to you, that I was going to Jerusalem, and I did not know when.
This was absolutely abandoning! How could I treat a 10-year old like this!

But you are also a very strong girl. I have learned a lot from you.

One night in 2005 or 2006, when we were living in Brooklyn, I guess that you felt unbearable
pain in your heart for the trouble that your parents were going through. You started to draw on a
piece of paper. It started from the dark side things, like spider webs, etc., using black color. When
you almost used up the whole width of the paper, you drew a slim of light colored line coming out
from the dark side, and the color became brighter, and wider, eventually there was sunshine at a
corner. [ understood then. I could not use any word to describe your feeling or my feeling, but I
understood. Once you finished, you looked much happier and went to bed. 1 posted that paper on
the refrigerator. Unfortunately, I think that I had lost the paper during moving. Hopefully one day
I will find it buried somewhere in the box.

I found a piece of paper you gave me, probably when you were in elementary school. When I
read it today, I have to say that you are so wise! It reads like this:

I miss you when we’re not together
I’m growing up so fast

See how big I’ve gotten

Since you saw me last?

As I grow, I’ll change a lot,

The years will fly right by.

You’ll wonder how I grew so quick
When and where and why?

So save this card in a safe place,
And take it out each year.

The memories will come back of me,
When I was small and dear.

My girl, thank you all these years teaching me to become a better person, and I sincerely ask
your forgiveness. I know that there are more things that I hurt you and even do not realize that I
have hurt you. Please forgive me.

Love,

Mom
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