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EPILOGUE
The French have a saying : « A Quelque Chose Malheur Est Bon » or something similar to " Misfortune May Be a Blessing in Disguise " in English.

These popular sayings very much summarize my fate and destiny throughout the past eighty years of my existence. It has been a long journey from the time when I grew up in a peaceful colony of the French Empire called Cochinchine. The name Viet Nam was not yet on any map of the world, but only as little "Cochinchinois" as we were then designated. I was fortunate enough to have a comfortable and joyful childhood in the fertile Mekong Delta of South Viet Nam and l could not have thought by the wildest stretch of the imagination that I would one day through "misfortune" be retiring in the New World, San Francisco Bay Area, the Land of the Free, as I am doing now!

Life always has its ups and downs for everybody, but in the preceding 24 chapters I have tried to describe what that word "misfortune" meant to me when I had to deal with the devastating Vietnam War, one of the greatest human tragedies of the 20th century that dragged on during three decades and caused the death of some three million people.  It was followed by an unprecedented mass exodus in the 4,000 years of Viet Nam's history, with hundreds of thousand of men and women, old and young, who chose to throw themselves to the mercy of the vast deadly ocean rather than submit themselves to the communist regime which was imposed on Viet Nam by the force of arms. It was also my hope beyond all hopes that my wife and I were among those who were able to escape in extremis out of Saigon before it fell into the hands of the invading North Vietnamese troops. I was then in my 40s, and that was the first episode of my unpredictable life. Little did I know then that after the dramatic fall of Saigon in the year of 1975, I was destined to face equally heartbreaking challenges during the next four decades of my new life in my country of adoption, the United States of America! 

To this day, it is still difficult for me to believe that I was able to survive such dramatic and continuous changes year in and year out for so long a time.  I am now in my 80s and must gather my courage and wavering memory to reminisce the bad as well as the good things in my life. In fact, after having gone into retirement some years ago, I did try many times to sit down by myself to remember the past with the most meaningful events, decisive moments and especially the very beloved people in the course of my existence on this earth. I do not know how others manage to recall their deeply moving souvenirs,  but for me, only after a few minutes of this difficult mental exercise, I just managed to choke convulsively in my tears. That is the reason why it has now become high time for me to really have a go at it and come to the decision to put down on paper the story of my life.  As always a very practical man, with thanks to MIT, I have carried out this project with concrete parameters requiring exact planning in time as well as in mental, intellectual and physical efforts. This ambitious endeavor will surely be my last big challenge,  and I have done it, first of all, as my filial duty in memory of my parents for whom I have profound respect and love. To remember the past has also been for me an expression of the lasting friendship and deep affection for my siblings, relatives and friends in Viet Nam, in America, in Europe and elsewhere in the world, who have filled my life with so much affection, sharing and togetherness. And to tell the story of my life is, above all, for me to say how lucky a husband I have been, because it is at the same time very much the story of Marie, my kind and beloved wife, who has remained by my side for better or for worse during the past 52 years. I often wondered in times of great difficulties how did she do it to bear the unbelievable hardship resulting from the adverse circumstances. Furthermore, her love and devotion for me must have supernatural powers to cope with the hopeless situations. I must admit as well that I did not always make things easy for Marie because in many ways I have a complicated mind and at times a rather difficult temperament.  I have discovered that there is a very great happiness to have been forgiven by your wife even though you have some impossible character traits.  It is quite possible that I have inherited it in my genes, which is further aggravated by the process of East Meets West! More than anyone else, Marie has been aware of such a mixture in me and has always accepted it.

To compose the story of my life has helped me to take a closer look at my own inner-self in a more serene and realistic way.  I began with a happy life in a traditional Confucian middle class family in South Vietnam.  I considered myself a hybrid product between the “chopstick culture” of old Asia and the “Cow Boy” culture of the New World.  Half of my life was in South Vietnam and the other half in the United States.  My gene is a hybrid of Vietnamese and Chinese. My family’s religious beliefs are a co-existence of Catholicism and Confucianism. My education is a hybrid of the Vietnamese, French and American systems. With such diversity in nature and nurture, I was able to look at the world through my own, one of a kind, hybrid lens.

I crossed the Pacific Ocean the first time in 1952 for my education. I had the opportunity to collect the best of the West to apply to my own life activities in my homeland. It was a very unique experiment to implement a blend of high tech to traditional old culture.

In April 1975, the “Bolshevik-like” revolution in Vietnam forced me to restart my life bare handed as a refugee in Marine Camp Pendleton, California. Little did I know then that the saying "Every Cloud has a Silver Lining" would be working for me ... True enough, I was reborn in the Land of the Free, the Land of Opportunity.  Since birth, I never thought of migrating anywhere.  It is shocking to now realize and to accept the sad fact that I will unlikely never see my ancestral home again. Probably only my ashes will rejoin my parents RIP place in the Mekong Delta.

In the 24 Chapters of this book, I followed a long up and down, zigzagging journey from East to West with so many obstacles and rewards. It has been a very challenging journey, but with patience and hard work, America continues to be a wonderful promised land for me.

What do I miss most in my life?

I wish I could have shared with my parents the results of the fruits of their sweat and labor in bringing me up to the stage of full manhood. Then, with my effort to repay their sacrifices, I would have wanted them to see the result of their good work.  For me, it would have been the zenith of my life if I could have seen my parents cheerful and happy in my own home.  
I thank God for giving me such exceptional and unique opportunities to prove to myself that LIFE IS WORTH LIVING!
San Francisco Jan. 1, 2013
----------------
Về tác giả Khương Hữu Điểu 
Than goi anh Hội trưởng Huỳnh Hường, 

Toi Khuong Huu Dieu, 83 tuoi, la hoc sinh Le Myre de Vilers, Mytho nam 1944-48 va co tro ve Mytho day mot nam 1951-52 truoc khi duoc hoc bong sang My 1952. Toi co goi vai bai cho Đặc San hoi nha theo địa chỉ cũ.

Xin goi lai theo dia chi moi va nho anh cho biet y kien xem hội co y ddinh ddang hay khong?

Cam on anh,

Khuong Huu Dieu
(Phần sau cùng nầy là ghi chú của Hội Ái Hữu Cựu Học Sinh Giáo Sư và nhân viên Trung Học Nguyễn Đình Chiểu, Trung Học Lê Ngọc Hân và Đồng Hương Mỹ Tho )
(27-Jan-2013)
