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My Mother, the Heart of &
Our Home A

Mother's Day is bittersweet for me. It brings
warmth because I remember my mother, her
name was Yin Hla Mu, and I feel pain because

she was no longer here. She meant everything

to me. She was beautiful—brown, warm skin;
long black hair; big dark eyes that made me
feel safe. A small mole between her left eye and
her nose made her face special. We were a family
of five: my father, my mother, me, and my two
younger brothers. Our house was always busy, but my

mother kept it calm. She cooked, cleaned, helped with

homework, and kissed us goodnight.

One of my clearest memories is our Mother's Day. We never bought gifts; instead, we cooked together—
rice and curry in big pots—and walked the streets looking for people in need. We gave meals to hungry
children and lonely elders. My mother always smiled while sharing. She believed giving was better
than receiving, and she taught us to do the same.

When I was fifteen, my mother fell ill with a gynecological problem. She grew weak despite our
prayers. She passed away, and our family felt broken. I cried for a long time. Life without her was hard.
Later, my father passed away too. I hope they are together now, at peace.

My brothers and I live together and work hard. We remember our parents every day—their faces,
voices and love. On Mother's Day we honor her memory by continuing the tradition she began:
cooking, packing meals, and sharing them with those who need. When I do this, I feel close to her, as
if she is still here guiding us. She was a good woman who taught us kindness and love. We will carry
her lessons in our hearts forever.
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She Is more than
a Mother

Mother's Day feels softer to me than any other day,
drawing my thoughts to my mother through life's
smallest, most real moments. It reminds me of a
woman who has given everything, including the
sacrifices she never speaks about.

Turning fifty-five this May, my mother possesses

a beauty that has only deepened with time. She is
calm, patient, and finds peace in the simple joys of a
housewife's life; preparing delicious meals, keeping a
spotless home, and spending time in prayer. To me, she is
the absolute center of our family and a nurturing sanctuary I

can always return to.

Behind her gentle life lies a sacrifice far greater than I once understood. Years ago, she gave up her own house
without hesitation so that my brother and I could finish university. She traded her own walls to give us our wings.
At the time, Iwas too young to grasp the weight of that choice, but as an adult, I feel its gravity in every heartbeat.
My deepest regret remains the year she underwent major surgery. It was my busiest, most demanding year at
university. While she faced pain and fear, I was miles away, tethered to my desk and gripped by helplessness. Even
now, I wish I could go back and sit beside her, even if it means holding her hand in silence. True to her nature, she
never once blamed me but that absence has stayed with me until now.

On this Mother's Day, I want to thank her for being exactly who she is. To me, she is more than a mother, she is my
support and my home. T'will always carry her in my heart with gratitude that words can barely express.
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To Whom I Learned
Strength and Kindness
From

As T grow older, I realize that growing up is not
measured by how far we travel, but by how deeply we

learn to cherish the simplest things. There was a time

when I believed I had to struggle in the crowded city,
pushing myself to prove my worth. Yet the more I
experienced, the more I understood that nothing can
replace the warmth of my mom's cooking or the joy in

her eyes when she sees me eat with delight. Even when

I became chubby, she still called me pretty. To a mother, a
child's appearance is never a matter of comparison, but a sign
of health and fullness. That unconditional love assures me that I

will always be beautiful in her eyes.

My mother never had the chance to pursue higher education. She desired to study, but poverty forced her dreams
to fade. Therefore, she devoted herself to ensuring her children could study properly, so that we could hold pens
instead of plows and work in offices rather than fields. On my graduation day, I placed my bachelor's gown upon
her shoulders. That gesture was a silent vow: "I carry my mother's silent dreams, and let my life speak the words
she never could." Her eyes reflected years of sacrifice, and her smile was filled with pride.

Sophia Loren once said: "When you are a mother, you are never really alone in your thoughts. A mother always has
to think twice, once for herself and once for her child." Indeed, my mom has always carried me in her thoughts.
Even as I grow and follow my own path, she continues to guard me with her heart. It is these small acts of love that
guide me through life.

BRA1T HBERMER

Me - Nguoi day t6i bai hoc vé su’kién cuong va lbng tirté
Co 16, trudng thanh khong phai la di xa, ma la biét trn trong diéu gian di nhat. DA cd ldc toi
nghi minh phdi bon chen noi pho thi a8 khang dinh ban than. Nhung cang trai nghlem toi
cang nhan ra rang khong g1 cdthé thay thé blta com me nau, hay nu cuoi hanh phuc cuame
khi thay t6i an ngon. DU t6i ¢ tron tria hon, me van khen t01 xinh xan. Véi me, vé ngoai clia
con cdi khong phai dé so sanh, ma 14 ddu hleu cho thay ching lu6n khoe manh Chinh tinh
thuong v6 dieu kién khién t6i lubn cim thay minh xinh dep trong mét me.
Me t61 khong c6 co hoi dugc hoc hanh dén noi dén chon. Khi con nho, me rét ham hoc
nhu‘ng hoan canh kh khin budc me pha1 gac lai uéc mo. Vi vay, me Jubn 6 gang hy sinh
dé cac con dugc hoc tap day dd, c6 cong viée on dinh, khong phai lam Il nhume ngay trudc.
Ngay t6i nhan bang tot nghlep, khodc chiéc 40 ctt nhan 1én vai me, gii gim 161 nhan nhu:
"Con mang theo u6c mo dang d3 ctia me, dé viét tiép béng chinh cudc doi minh."
Sophia Loren tiing néi: "When you are a mother you are never really alone in your thoughts.
A mother always has to think twice, once for herself and once for her child". Du ti da 16,
me van luén doi theo tu’ng budc di cua t6i. Chinh nhiing yeu thuong lang 1é 4y da tro thanh
diém tya vitng chic, gitip toi bubc tiép trén hanh trinh cude doi.
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The First Number in My
Phone Contacts

In my phone contacts, my mother's number has always been
the first. For more than a decade, it hasn't changed. T don't
dial it often, but I carry it with me—like a quiet reassurance

I can access at any moment. I still remember the night
before my college entrance exam, when anxiety kept me
awake. I called her, and she picked up after a single ring. "T
knew you would call," she said, as if she had been waiting
the whole time. Years later, during my first business trip,
lost in a city I had never been to, I instinctively dialed her
number again. She couldn't read maps, but she guided me
with simple logic: "Find a well-lit place, sit down, and ask

someone nearby." Her advice was practical, steady—exactly ’h’h
what I needed. Even now, every call begins the same way: "Have

you eaten?" Three words that sound ordinary, yet hold every shade

of her concern. During a video call last week, she was airing quilts on

the balcony. At sixty-three, she stood on tiptoe, patting each quilt until it was full and soft. The camera caught
her hands—knuckles slightly swollen, skin roughened by years of work. These were the same hands that once
tightened my scarf on winter mornings and tucked me in at night. They continue, in their own quiet rhythm,
preparing for my return. She said, "When you come back, these quilts will be warm." She never say "I love you,"
yet her care appears in every small detail—stitched into loose buttons, simmered in porridge, folded into bedding,

and preserved in that unchanged number saved at the top of my list. The warmest call, I've learned, is not the one
you make. It's the certainty that someone will always answer. Happy Mother's Day, Mom.
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Wholehearted Love

My greatest blessing Mother's Day has become more meaningful
to me as I grow older, I finally begin to understand how many
quiet sacrifices sit behind your gentle smile. You are not just

my mother, you are my first teacher, my safe place, and the
steady light that guides me forward, no matter how dark the

road feels. When I was small, your love looked like early
mornings and late nights: preparing breakfast, checking my
schoolbag, waiting up until you heard the key turn in the

door. Back then, I thought these were just "things mothers

do." Now I see them as choices you made every single day —
putting my needs before your own, to carry worries you never
voiced. As I stepped into adulthood, our relationship slowly
changed. We started to talk not only as mother and daughter, but
also as two best friends sharing our dreams, fears, and secrets. You
listened when I doubted myself, reminding me that failure is not the end but

anew beginning. You celebrated my small achievements as if they were grand victories. Now that I am grown, one
of my greatest joys is exploring the world with you. Whether we are trying new food in a city we have never visited,
getting lost in small streets, or simply walking along the seaside near home, every journey feels special because
we are together. "Home" is not only a place, but also a person — the one who laughs with me in new countries and
holds my hand when things do not go as planned. What moves me most is how naturally you give. You offer your
time, your energy, and your warmth to family and friends, never asking for anything in return. This Mother's Day,
watching you has shaped how I want to live—I'want to show it by becoming kinder, braver, and more patient, just
as you have always been with me. Your lessons, strength, and ability to love wholeheartedly live in me every single
day. Mom, you are my home, my courage, and my greatest blessing. Happy Mother's Day.
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A Mother's Sacrifice Is
beyond Measured

My mother lived a life of radical generosity toward
others, while remaining stingy only to herself!

Life wasn't easy back then; even during her
pregnancy, my mother had to face many sleepless
nights to build the life she wanted for her children.

Five children and a lifetime of bills never dimmed

her vision: she wanted to see us walk across a
stage she was never allowed to step upon. Her own
education was a casualty of hard times, leaving her with
regrets for the languages, she never learned and the books
she never finished.

To honor her, I turned my education into a tribute, hand-delivering

the 3.8 GPA my mother once dreamed of achieving herself. These are not just academic records; they are the
harvest of the seeds she planted years ago. Every grade I earned and every success I have is a gift I return to you.
Thank you for being 'stingy’ to yourself so that you could be everything to me. Of all the gifts life has given me, the
greatest is being your son. If I am born again a thousand times, I hope I am lucky enough to be your son every
single time. Happy Mother's Day, Mom!
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The Path My Mother Chose

One winter morning, snow covered the roads and the sky was
still dark when my mother started the car to drive us to school.
The streets were quiet and slippery. Sitting in the back seat, I
watched her grip the steering wheel tightly as she carefully
guided the car through the snow. At the time, it was simply
another ride to school for me. Only years later did I realize how
much courage that moment required. When I was in grade six,
my mother made a decision that changed our lives. She brought
my brother, my sister; and me to Canada so that we could pursue
a better education. To us, it was an exciting new beginning. To her,
it meant stepping into a world completely unknown. Canada was
a place she had never lived before. The language was unfamiliar, the
culture was new, and even the simplest daily routines felt different. Driving
had always scared her. In Taiwan, she avoided driving, but in Canada it became
necessary for everything. She had to take us to school, buy groceries, and manage daily life in a place where
everything was far apart. I still remember how she studied maps before leaving the house, memorizing every turn
as if preparing for an exam. By bringing us to Canada, she had to live far away from my father for long periods of
time. While we were adjusting to a new school and making new friends, she was learning how to navigate a new
country while raising three children on her own. She rarely spoke about the difficulties. Instead, she focused on
making sure we felt safe and supported, as if everything was under control. Looking back now, I realize those
unfamiliar roads were not just places she drove through. They were the path she created for our future. Mom,
thank you for your courage, your sacrifices, and for choosing a difficult road that gave us the future we have today.
BRBAT GERES

Who is Mom?

Mom is the one who always hopes you will have the best

life. No matter how old you are or how far you go, she

is always thinking of you. Our home may change, but

Mom's home will always be a place where I feel safe and

loved. Mom is also the one who quietly waits and longs

for you to come home. Her love does not change with

time or distance it only grows deeper. Now, I understand

her more than I did in my twenties, more than in my teenage
years, and far more than when I was a child. I have come to see
that a mother's love changes its shape at every stage of life. When I

was a child, her love was the hands that held me, a voice that called my

name, a warmth [ always felt. When I was a teenager, her love was still there I could see it and feel it. T always knew
her love, but only later did I realize how deeply it shaped me. In my twenties, her love became quieter not because
it was less, but because I was learning to stand on my own, while she stayed behind me, steady and strong. Now,
her love feels even stronger not new, but something I have always known, seen more clearly than before. Her love
has never changed, only its shape. And I, your daughter, treasure your love more than anything. Every day, I wish
you're healthy and happy with us. Thank you for being my home, my guide, and my heart.
Happy Mother's Day, #5bf: !
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The Light of Dawn

I am certain that if anyone in this world ever met my
mother, they would agree that she is an incredibly

happy woman. She carries within her a boundless

source of joy and positive energy, and she lives her

life with deep gratitude for everything she has been

given. My mother says that her life has always been
radiant, filled with the light of dawn. To her, it is a life
gently arranged by the universe, one that has blessed

her with many good things.

She had me when she was twenty. When she was seven
months pregnant, she suddenly fell. In that moment, my father

was forced to face a heartbreaking choice: to save my mother or to

save the baby. She once told me it remained their most painful decision. Yet, perhaps because she prayed with all
her heart, the tiny baby taken from her womb at just over six months old survived. I lived, and I grew up healthily.
It truly felt like a miracle.

Because I was born too early, my mother worried about me constantly. She cared for me with endless tenderness.
Whenever I got sick or seemed weaker than other children are my age, she quietly blamed herself for not carrying
me to full term. She told me that from the moment I came into her life, her world was filled with light—her first
touch, my first cry, my first glance, and the first time she held me close.

My mother taught me how precious I am, and because of that, I want to live with kindness, gratitude, and quiet
happiness, like hers. I will carry her light forward in everything I do, cherishing life deeply and sharing warmth
with others so her love continues to shine through me every single day ahead.

BERD1T HEBES

Toi tin rang néu bt ky ai trén thé gidi nay tung gap me t6i, ho sé déu dong y rang me 1a mot
nguoi phu ntt vo cung hanh phuc. Trong me luén tran day nguon nang lugng tich cuc va
niém vui bat tin, va me song cudc doi minh véi long biét on sdu sic d6i vdi tat ca nhing gi
minh cd.

Me thuoing néi rang cudc doi me ludn ryc 18, nhu anh sang ctia binh minh. D6 la mét cude
doi duge sap dat diu dang bdi vii try, cudc doi da an bai that nhiéu dieu tot dep.

Me sinh t6i khi mdi hai muoi tu6i. Khi mang thai dugc bay thang, me bat ngd bi nga. Trong
khoanh khac 4y, bo t6i budc phai d6i mat voi lya chon: ctiiu me hay ctiu dia bé. PO la quyét
dinh dau dén nhét trong cudc doi ho. Nhung c6 1é vi me da cau nguyén bang tat ca trai tim,
dua bé nho xfu dugc dua ra khoi bung me khi méi hon sau thédng tudi - t6i - dd sng sét. Toi
16n 1én khoe manh, va d6 that sy'la mot dieu ky diéu.

Vi toi sinh khong du thang, me chdm séc t6i bang tat ca sy diu dang. Me sé ludn 4m tham tu
trach moi khi t61 6m yéu hay trong ngoc nghéch hon nhiing da tré khac. Me néi lan dau me
om t6i vao long, lan dau nghe tiéng toi khoc - tat ca déu la nhiing lan dau tién quy gia trong
doi me.

Me cho t6i biét rang toi quy gid dén nhudng nao, va chinh vi thé, t6i mudn song mot cude doi
day long tot, biét on va hanh phuc, giong nhu'me.
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The Warmest Light

In the quiet of morning, a gentle current moves
through everyday actions. It does not shine loudly
but settles like warm light into corners where
worries hide, making hard edges softer and paths
less frightening. This calm presence smooths

rough days into a room where footsteps slow and a

single breath can steady the heart. Think of a small
lamp that never asks for attention. Its light is steady
and clear: it shows the shape of a room, makes fragile
things visible, and warms cold surfaces. Under that light,
fear becomes smaller and a tired person can rest, fix what
needs fixing, and stand again. The lamp gives without keeping
score; it only makes the space safe to move in. There is also a quiet garden hidden in daily life, where
patience is the rain and silence is the soil. Seeds push up through the dark and, with unseen care, grow
deeper roots. Flowers come without fanfare, their color a quiet reply to steady care. Even when frost touches
the edges of a season, the garden believes green will return. On long roads, a simple compass points not to
fame but to steadiness. It gently corrects steps when maps become unclear, teaching that small, repeated
choices find the true way. It leaves soft traces others can follow later. None of these things asks for praise.
She builds the unseen shape of a home: rooms meant welcome, a table kept ready, a coat folded on a chair.
Inside these quiet structures, people learn how to stand—and later how to give the same shelter to others.
Thank you for your endless love and support, Mum.

BEDTT REREREE
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Let My Love Be Your Light

Mom, you are the mountain I leaned on before I
knew the word for strength, quiet stone, steady
shadow, a place that doesn't move even when the
weather argues. You walked ahead on narrow
trails, making steep days look simply, turning
back just enough for me to catch your courage
like a strap I could hold. At evening, the sunset
would arrive, soft fire poured across the windows
and you would turn ordinary minutes into something
golden, as if love could warm a room without ever
asking to be seen. I think of the practical love, too: the
bank lines, the counted coins, the careful "later" you chose so
my "someday" could live. I think of insurance, a promise written
in forms and signatures, your way of saying, "If storms come, I want you covered." And inheritance,
people speak of it like numbers, but I hear it as your voice: be kind, be brave, be truthful, and come
home to what matters. That is what you have left in my hands again and again, without fanfare, without
noise. So here is my small bouquet of words: Happy Mother's Day, Mom. If life is a long road between
mountains and sunsets, let my love be the light beside you, steady, grateful, and always returning.
BENT EREERER
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Behind the Mother,
Just a Girl

You see, more often than not, I've forgotten that my
mom s justa girl,

a girl who couldn't walk until she turned two,

a girl who cherished every memory she had with
her parents, for she didn't have the privilege to see
them every day as a child,

a girl who aced all her high school exams, yet
compromised her learning ambitions to provide for her
family,

a girl who, god knows how many times, endured multiple
cycles of grief from losing her parents and siblings, yet never

complained of her pain,

and yet, at the end of her days, behind being a mother; she's just a girl who wants nothing more than a dinner table
filled with all the family, her hushand, her sons, and her only older sister left.

Though there's no established protocol, policy, or guidelines for parenting, she did her best to be a great mother,
and for that it is my life greatest gift for being my mother's son.

Happy Mother's Day to all the mothers who are just gitls living and navigating their lives for the first time, yet
masters their children's love like no one else.

RIHFEUCBFAT Koy Virakboth (SRIFZEFEST)
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Realization o '
Unconditional, Unending

. 1
In a time, inconsequential and space naught of love: My Mom's Love

meaning, a rock floats aimlessly through the void,
and on it stands you. Everything you've ever done,
loved, or hated—it's all there, on a minuscule rock,

as if your existence were merely a fever dream of
some unknown entity—yet you exist nonetheless.
Throughout this meaningless journey called life, one
constant remains from the moment we see the light
until it finally takes us: Mom.

My mom's love has showed me sacrifice and care.
From earliest memories, she's been my safe place.
Her love is unconditional, guiding me through
v every stage of life. As I grew older, I started
to understand the depth of her devotion. She
carried my burdens when they were too heavy and
reminded me of my worth when I doubted myself.
That's the reason I became a person I am today.

Dear Mom, stubbornness. For that, Now, as I watch her with my daughter, I see that same
Thavebeenill-fatedtobeborninto  Iam thankful. love from her again. She holds my daughter with the
this world, yet your eyes see me Dear Mom, same love she once showed me. It amazes me how her heart
as the brightest blessing. I cannot I got married today. It should be remember- you are gone, yet I has only grown larger, making room for another generation as the
comprehend this, yet here T am. my happiest day, yet the joyinyour ~ remember everything, love she gives me. There's something incredibly powerful about seeing your child loved by woman who first
Dear Mom, eyes far surpassed my own. Thatis  They say all things are forgotten. loved you. My mom's love stretches across time from my childhood to my daughter.
I have graduated. The lessons you a sight Iwill never forget. But one truth remains: Her love is a gift that can't be measured. It's in her gentle advice, and the way she shows up no matter
taught me—from simple math Dear Mom, I love you, Mom. what. For me and for my daughter, her love is not just felt, it is lived every single day. Thank you, mom, for
to alanguage foreign to you— I do not know where I am—dark enduring the pain to bring me into this world.
you kept teaching through my yet bright, eerie yet comforting. I SR1HFEUCBTF 4T Son Somphors (SRIHEFEET)
SRIHFEUCBFT Ek Elite GRIBFEFERT)
AqAitna

nhLmEﬁﬁsm Sughdnitugsiuan wsgywhinrinnaghdsimaipsdunt uishidgyus Ausy UgAYT.

34

a ' a a | a al ' ' °
fodusaiangnRos poped mogs nsidio: mﬁﬁjmxmﬁﬁnﬁmnawxs xLUjUﬁﬁmEfnmﬁmnms famaBgfiolyn tmmmqpmfﬁmmsmgaw S ﬁ]S?UmUﬁtﬁiﬁijﬁiﬁmmlﬁﬁjﬁ]wg‘
mmm{pﬂxﬁmysmmxnm munmmsqnnnmmsfnmsmsts s isfionida ﬁswmmlmuﬂmﬁf o Ansignsywiny i8]
mumgwidapoaanisan-itundadondna§iyh maiiigiuefinenwandnein: w:Ahh fsndunguinsupmedwibiini: uh Samiwadagamad aoaaAslafuatAlaniamaighagimauaiz

isRpendiivasugeauimansinsideghmapiiamameulsiiag s Egin smmrsawmﬁnm@hsm
gsim:n . . .. , . :URIRAAT MaguNEugglaatiugns nntﬁmsLmuznmmumxsimmmmzasm’]mmmasahﬂ i1
%msﬁﬁmﬁmmﬁmmms davnglinmis:figgignivairagiduigomngifiohciniiaddsmownnsistnom YUV O SWNgSAARgTgIS:
mmtﬁgtsisss 4
e o s T . Agis: isinugiBumamywasiSiung Sdminofspdiomn:giigdat dnmsuadmwiwspdiohivmint
gmsupomidnpidius awsiininrosuig]sgiad i sleprreiuaRcimanituiidsapdiaisiinapunsuigss R annmmmﬁmxsﬂnmmanmj]rhEniﬁmmnms Wi bpaIEISimu Jomiadifpenaitumageii
i:Gfanptihtomfinw appods: Srmoniay ﬁmm;mxﬁmmSnsnmunhmhmmmmmmm?mnsmwnLnfmsmemtmmL mmﬁmwsymﬁnﬁﬁmmanmmmmm
.y . dndmsanangaghmamuion Apnmausigiiinnsbiung inowgpnuihnfninmwywiingsnch i
gis:&ijumidiu hdamgitugimgraypulpiimsigriys: fisioupuisigiinigabifnsidugunagishiead 89 haisighiygsiama Snuitumasisimywididson siifagiuimwy nnod §h gsyivnd woRwend
U . : :

i
jumnis: $Esiomsigi

o

Ehmzmmmzs nafia Gisfnamotishnsmnnt gsoiiviw. Sansoacmishitiudigsisioidosiuniing

iAg uﬂwméjLﬁﬁdhhéhmfﬂtgmsﬁg amyy Gigmsmifingwitnisiadig gspuepdin

wamadsipuiammngantigm:s Gishisthygondaganasigs

35



EREE

Redefining Motherhood:
Beyond the Boundaries of
Biology

Mother, biologically and generally, refers to woman

who gives birth to a child. Yet to me, motherly love

is far beyond biology. I am grateful to my mother

who brought me into this world, but when I think

about the person who raised me, and stood beside

me my whole life, the word Mother gently leads my
heart to another remarkable woman in my life, my
grandmother.

Growing up far away from my mother, my grandmother
steps in to take the role as my Mother. In the quiet rhythm of
daily life, she filled my childhood with warmth and comfort. Her

love was never loud, instead, it lived in the small routines that make sure I

grow up with utmost care and safety.

Reflecting, I realize how much her sacrifice went unnoticed. While I can just focus on growing, learning, and
dreaming about my future, she was quietly giving her time, energy, and strength to make sure that future
possibility for me. She did not give me Life but she gives me A Life.

Every Mother's Day, I celebrate every form of Motherhood, my grandmother may not be my mother by birth, but
she embodies everything a mother represents.

HIHFEUCBF1T Teng Solyka (GEIHEFEST)
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