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Abstract and Introduction

All through history, translation has played a significant role in bridging the
linguistic, cultural, and religious gaps that have long been found between nations.
It is a vast and varied world; it includes several techniques, diverse theories, and
many types. It was seen in the past as a branch of applied linguistics. However,
nowadays, it is recognized as an independent field that carries problems and
challenges treated by theoreticians and scholars interested in translation. According
to Newmark (1988, 5), “translation process is the rendering the meaning of a text
into another language in the way that the author intended the text”. According to
Katherina Reiss (1971), there are four text types informative, expressive, operative,

and audio-medial text type, as cited in Munday, (2016, p. 115)

I have chosen an expressive book for the graduation project: a
biography/autobiography entitled Finding Chika, written by Mitch Albom. It is a
memoir about a young Haitian orphan diagnosed with a brain tumor and how she
had changed the author and his wife's lives. I have chosen this book because it
contains valuable themes and lessons such as making a difference, protection, time
investment, resilience, and other thoughtful themes. It took me two months to
finish the project. I translated 1000 words per day. The book's language is easy and
straightforward, which helped me finish the project in a short period. During the
translation process, I had encountered different stylistic, lexical, phonological, and
grammatical issues. As suggested by Reiss (1971), I tried to adopt the writer's
perspective; therefore, I adopted different techniques to deal with those challenges

and to convey the text's aesthetic nature.
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Finding Chika
One

Us
“Why aren’t you writing, Mister Mitch?”
Chika is lying on the carpet in my office. She flips onto her
back. She plays with her fingers.
She comes here in the early morning, when the light is still thin

at the window. Sometimes she has a doll or a set of Magic Markers. Other times,

it’s just her. She wears her blue pajamas, with the My Little Pony cartoon on the

top and pastel stars on the bottoms. In the past, Chika loved to choose her clothes
each morning after brushing her teeth, matching the colors of the socks and the

shirts.
But she doesn’t do that anymore.

Chika died last spring, when the trees in our yard were beginning to bud, as they
are budding now, as it is spring again. Her absence left us without breath, or sleep,
or appetite, and my wife and I stared straight ahead for long stretches until

someone spoke to snap us out of it.

Then one morning, Chika reappeared.

“Why aren’t you writing?” she says again.

My arms are crossed. I stare at the empty screen. About what?

“About me.”
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I will.

“When?”

Soon.

She makes a grrr sound, like a cartoon tiger. Don’t be mad.
Hmph”.

Don’t be mad, Chika.

“Hmph”.

Don’t go, OK?

She taps her little fingers on the desk, as if she has to think
about it.

Chika never stays for long. She first appeared eight months

after she died, the morning of my father’s funeral. I walked outside to look at the

sky. And suddenly, there she was, standing beside me, holding the porch railing. I
said her name in disbelief —*“Chika?”—and she turned, so I knew she could hear
me. I spoke quickly, believing this was a dream and she would vanish at any

moment.

That was then. Lately, when she appears, [ am calm. I say, “Good morning,
beautiful girl,” and she says, “Good morning, Mister Mitch,” and she sits on the
floor or in her little chair, which I never removed from my office. You can get used

to everything in life, I suppose. Even this.
“Why aren’t you writing?” Chika repeats. People say I should wait.

“Who”?
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Friends. Colleagues.

“Why”?

I don’t know.

That’s a lie. I do know. You need more time. It’s too raw.

You’re too emotional. Maybe they’re right. Maybe when you put your loved ones
down on paper, you forever accept that reality of them, and maybe I don’t want to

accept this reality, that Chika is gone, that words on paper are all I get.
“Watch me, Mister Mitch”!

She rolls on her back, left and right.

“The isby-bisby spider, went up a water spout™. . .

Itsy-bitsy, I correct. The words are itsy-bitsy.

“Nuh-uhhh,” she says.

Her cheeks are full and her hair is tightly braided and her little

lips pucker, as if she’s going to whistle. She is the size she was when we brought
her here from Haiti, as a five-year-old, and told her she was going to live with us

while the doctors made her better.
“When . ..

“Will . . .

“You. ..

“Start . . .

“WRITING?”
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Why does this bother you so much? I ask. “That,” she says, pointing.

I follow her finger across my desk, past souvenirs of her time with us: photos, a

plastic sippy cup, her little red dragon from Mulan, a calendar—
“That.”

The calendar? I read the date: April 6, 2018.

Tomorrow, April 7, will be one year.

One year since she left us.

Is that why you’re being this way? I ask.

She looks at her feet.

“I don’t want you to forget me,” she mumbles.

Oh, sweetheart, I say, that’s impossible. You can’t forget
someone you love.

She tilts her head, as if I don’t know something obvious. “Yes, you can,” she says.
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There was a night, during her first few months with us, when I read Chika The
House at Pooh Corner. Chika loved to be read to. She would snuggle into the crook
of my midsection, rest the book cover against her legs, and grab the page to turn it

before I finished.

Near the end of that particular story, a departing Christopher Robin says to Pooh,
“Promise you won’t forget about me, ever. Not even when I’m a hundred.” But the
bear doesn’t promise. Not at first. Instead he asks, “How old shall I be then?”—as

if he wants to know what he’s getting into.

It reminded me of our orphanage in Haiti and how, the moment a visitor arrives,
our children ask, “How long are you staying?” as if measuring the affection they
should dole out. All of them have been left behind at some point, staring at the
gate, tears in their eyes, waiting for someone to return and take them home. It
happened to Chika. The person who brought her departed the same day. So perhaps
this is what she means. You can forget your loved ones. Or at least not come back

for them.

I glance again at the calendar. Can it really be a year since she’s gone? It feels like

yesterday. It feels like forever.

All right, Chika, I say. I’'ll start writing. “Yay!” she squeals, shaking her fists. One

condition.
She stops shaking.

You have to stay here while I do. You have to stay with me, OK?
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I know she cannot do what I’m asking. Still, I bargain. It’s all we really want, my
wife and I, since Chika has been gone; to be in the same place with her, all the

time.

“Tell me my story,” Chika says.

And you’ll stay?

“T’ll try.”

All right, I say. I will tell you the story of you and me. “Us,” she says.

Us, I say.
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You

Once upon a time, Chika, I came to your country. [ wasn’t there the day you were
born. I arrived a few weeks later, because a really bad thing happened. It was

called an earthquake. An earthquake is when—
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Us

—“Mister Mitch. Stop.” What’s the matter? “Don’t talk like that.” Like what?
“Like I’'m a baby”.

But you’re only seven.

“Nuh-uh”.

You’re not seven anymore?

She shakes her head.

How old are you?

She shrugs.

What should I do?

“Talk like a grown-up. Like you talk to Miss Janine”.
You’re sure?

She takes my wrists and guides them back to the keys. I feel

the warmth of her little hands and I revel in it. I have learned I cannot touch Chika,
but she can touch me. I am not sure why this is. I don’t get the rules. But I am

grateful for her visits and hungry for every little contact.

I start again.
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You

I wasn’t there the day you were born, Chika. I arrived in Haiti a few weeks later, to
help after a terrible earthquake, and since you tell me I should talk like a grown-up,
then I can say it was seismic enough in thirty seconds to wipe out nearly three
percent of your country’s population. Buildings crumbled. Offices collapsed.
Houses that held families were intact one moment and puffs of smoke the next.
People died and were buried in the rubble, many of them not found until weeks
later, their skin covered in gray dust. They never did get an accurate count of those
lost, not to this day, but it was in the hundreds of thousands. That’s more people
killed in less than a minute than in all the days of the American Revolution and the

Gulf War combined.

It was a tragedy on an island where tragedy is no stranger. Haiti, your homeland, is
the second poorest nation in the world, with a history of hardship and many deaths,

the kind that come too soon.

But it is also a place of great happiness, Chika. A place of beauty and laughter and
unshakable faith, and children—children who, in a rainstorm, will hook arms and
dance spontaneously, then throw themselves to the ground in hysterics, as if they
don’t know what to do with all their joy. You were happy there in that way once,

even very poor.
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kekk

The story of your birth was told to me as follows: on January 9, 2010, you entered
this world inside a two-room cinder block house by a breadfruit tree. There was no
doctor present. A midwife named Albert delivered you from your mother’s womb.
From all accounts, yours was a healthy birth, you cried when you were supposed

to, you slept when you were supposed to.

And on your third day of life, January 12, a hot afternoon, you were sleeping on
your mother’s chest when the world shook as if the dirt held thunder. Your cinder
block house wobbled and the roof fell off and the structure split open like a walnut,

leaving the two of you exposed to the heavens.

Perhaps God got a good look at you, Chika, because He didn’t take you that day,
and He didn’t take your mother, even though He took so many others. Your home
was destroyed, but you were both left intact—naked to the sky, but intact. All
around, people were running and falling and praying and crying. Trees lay on their

sides. Animals hid.

You slept that night in the sugarcane fields, on a bed of leaves, under the stars, and
you slept there for many days that followed. So you were birthed into the soil of
your homeland, Chika, all its roiling rage and beauty, and maybe that is why you

sometimes roiled and raged yourself, and were so beautiful.

You are Haitian. Although you lived in America and died in America, you were

always of another place, as you are now, even as you sit here with me.
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Us

“That’s better,” Chika says, lying on her back. Good, I say.
“Mister Mitch?”

Yes?

“I know about the tranbleman te.”

The earthquake.

“It was bad.”

Yes, it was.

“Mister Mitch?”

Yes?

“I have to tell you something.”

What?

“I can’t stay.”

Her big eyes look up at me, and I swear, even if [ were a mile

away, I could still see them. They say a child’s eyes are fully formed around
age three, and that is why they appear so large on the face. Or maybe those

years are just so full of wonder, the child can’t help it.
Can I keep going? I ask. For now?

She purses her lips and shakes her head back and forth, as if she just tasted a
bitter lemon. She did this all the time when she was alive, as if every thought

needed a tumble through her brain.



“Keep going,” she decides.

79
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You

Once, late at night, Miss Janine and I were crouched next to your bed and you said

to us, quietly, “How did you find me”?

I thought it such a sad question that I could only repeat it. “How did we find you?”
And you said, “Yes.” And we said, “You mean how did you come to us?” and you
said yes, again. But I think you meant it the way you said it, because life before the
orphanage was foggy in your memory, like being in a misty forest, so “How did

you find me?”” makes sense, because to you, I suppose, it felt as if you were found.

But you were never lost, Chika. I want you to know that. There were people who
loved you before we loved you. Your mother, Resilia, from what I have been told,
was a tall, strong woman with a broad face and a stern expression, like you have
sometimes when you do not get your way. The daughter of a yam farmer in the
seaport of Aux Cayes, she came to Port-au-Prince when she was seventeen. She
liked to read and eat fish and she sold little things on the street to earn money. She
had a friend named Herzulia, and they would take walks together and laugh about
men and eventually your mother got involved with a man of her own, an older man
with sad eyes whose first name was Fedner and whose last name was Jeune, which

is your last name, too. Jeune, in French, means “young,” so it suits you.

Y our mother and Fedner had two girls who preceded you, your older sisters, and
when your mother got pregnant with you, she told Herzulia that you would be her
last child. Together they chose an elegant name for you, Medjerda, although very
soon everyone was calling you Chika. Someone said it was because you were a
stocky baby. Someone else said Chika is a term of endearment. It doesn’t really

matter. We have names we are given and names that just attach to us, and Chika
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was yours. And had your mother been right, had you been her last child, she might

be alive and I might never have met you.
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But she and Fedner had one more baby after you, two years later, a boy. He
arrived in the hottest month of the year, August, in the early hours before the
sun came up. Albert, the midwife, was again present, but this time

something went wrong.

Your new brother lived.

Y our mother died.

I know it makes no sense to have birth and death in the same

bed, Chika, but that is what happened, and that was the last you saw of your
birth family for a long time. Herzulia carried you off after the funeral. She
said your mother had chosen her as your godmother and had insisted, “If [
ever die, you must take Chika.” So she did. Your father did not object. He
did not keep any of his children. Maybe he was too stunned by your
mother’s death, and he literally did not know what to do.

Whatever the case, your oldest sister, Muriel, went with an aunt, your
second oldest, Mirlanda, went with a family friend, your new baby brother,
Moise—whose namesake in the Bible was raised by an Egyptian princess—
went with your mother’s brother, to a cramped apartment he shared with his

wife.

And you went with Herzulia, a short, strong woman with a high, thready
voice who loved your mother very much and who cried the whole day of her
funeral. She took you and two sets of your clothes that afternoon and

together you rode off in the back of a Haitian tap-tap bus.

Those clothes were all you got to keep from your first home, Chika. It is not

a lot, I know. I can only say that God was merciful by not letting you
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remember those days. Your mother was buried in a large grave with other
people, and there is no marker for her anywhere, nothing with her name that
you can visit or pray over, although you can always pray wherever you are,

you know this from your teachings.

Your next home did not last long. Less than a year. It was a single-room
apartment in a cinder block structure that you shared with Herzulia’s family.
There was no bathroom inside. At night, when the electricity went off, it was
total darkness, and in the mornings, you would carry dirty bedsheets up the
stairs to the rooftop, a dangerous undertaking for a child not yet three years
old. A woman saw you doing this and grew concerned for your safety. She
suggested to Herzulia that you might be better off in an orphanage. She

knew of one not far away, in the section of the city known as Delmas 33.

That is the orphanage I have operated since 2010, the year of the earthquake,
the place you called misyon an, “the mission,” specifically, the Have Faith
Haiti Mission, a rectangular piece of land behind a high gray gate on Rue
Anne Laramie, a terribly potholed street that gathers water like a small lake

when it rains.

And that, Chika, was the beginning of providence moving our lives together,
or the continuance of it, I should say, since the Lord doesn’t get ideas

partway through a life.

Do you remember meeting me? You said sometimes you did, but other times
I wondered, because you were still so young, only three. You had clips and

ribbons in your hair, and you were wearing a pink dress that Herzulia picked
out, because the Haitian adults who come to us often feel if their young ones

are well attired, we will be more inclined to take them. This is not true, of
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course. At times it seems incongruous, dressing up children who are being
brought to us in poverty. Perhaps it is about pride, which is something you
must respect, especially in a foreign country, because you won’t always

understand it, and there were many times in Haiti I did not.

To be honest, Chika, for my first few years, I didn’t understand a great deal
about Haiti, or the orphanage, or how I was supposed to make the place
work. The power would go off every day, the water would run out,
deliveries of rice and bulgur would start and stop, and we never had enough
medicine. Repair people would say they were on their way, then never show
up. Paperwork—from receipts to government documents—was done by
hand. I was a writer by trade, living in Detroit, and while I had overseen
some charitable operations in America, in Haiti, I often felt like a man trying

to read assembly instructions in another language.

On top of that, Miss Janine and I had no children of our own. So despite my
enthusiasm, [ was inexperienced with parental things. I fumbled with tiny zippers
and buttons. I overreacted when a child threw up. I stumbled through explaining

puberty to our boys.

But I knew this: when children were brought to our gate, I had to look past their
appearances, because there were so many, and so much need, and for every child
we could say yes to, even now, there are ten to whom we cannot. The majority of
Haitians live on less than two dollars a day, and many have no power, no clean
water, and must rely on charcoal for cooking. For every thousand babies born,

eighty will die before their fifth birthday.

Keeping children safe and fed is a desperate priority for many Haitians, Chika. A

place like ours can offer that hope. Perhaps that’s why so many come. And when
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they do I must ask questions. Such as, how are the children living? How are they

eating? What dire conditions have brought them to us?

You should know that when I ask such things, the adult will sometimes burst into
tears. One mother in her early twenties came to us so pregnant I thought she might
give birth in the office. She had a son, maybe four years old, standing beside her,
and an infant in her arms. She begged us to take them both, because she had no
money, no job, no home, no food to feed them. When I asked how she would
provide for the baby she was carrying, she cried out, “Ou mét pran li tou,” you can

have it as well.

She was not being heartless. I believe that she loved her children—so much so that
she wanted a safer life for them, even if it meant she could no longer see them
every day. It takes a special strength to take care of a child, Chika, and a whole

different strength to admit you cannot.

Perhaps Herzulia felt this when she brought you to us. She said she had three
children of her own and no money. As we talked you watched in silence, Herzulia

occasionally straightening your dress.

Here is what I remember the most. After a while, you crossed your arms, as if you
were getting impatient, and I looked at you and you looked back, and I stuck out

my tongue and you stuck out yours, and I laughed and you laughed in return.

Most new children, when brought to our mission, are shy and nervous and look

away if I catch their glance. But you went eye- to-eye with me, right from the start.

And even though I knew so little about you, Chika, I could tell that you were

brave, and I knew that being brave would help you in this life.

I did not know how much.
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Us
“Wait, Mister Mitch ”.
Yes?
“I have a question”.
All right.
She puts her hands on my desk and pushes against it. “When
I came to the mission, did I cry?” No.
“Was [ mad”?
I don’t think so. Why would you be mad?
“Because I was so little!” she intones, as if it’s obvious. “And I
had to go away”!
Are you mad about that now?
“No.” She looks off. “I don’t get mad anymore”.

This actually saddens me, because Chika’s temper was one of

her most endearing traits. She would cross her arms and turn away from us,

dropping her chin deep into her chest. If I came up on her right, she’d spin left, on

her left, she’d spin right. When I squatted in front of her and held her by the

shoulders, I’d have to suppress a grin. Such a scowl! Although she was just a child,

Chika had perfected the look of a middle-aged man on a long bank line.

Are you happier now, I ask, not getting mad?

“Sometimes [ miss it”.
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When?

“Like, remember if I yelled, and you and Miss Janine would tell

me, ‘Chika, we don’t yell at each other”?’

That’s when you miss being mad?

“I don’t miss being maaaad,” she drawls. “I miss you telling me not to be”.

I pause and swallow, the way I often did during her life, when her inadvertent wisdom

caught me off guard.

“Mister Mitch”?

Yes?

“Was I your favorite kid in Haiti”?

The question makes me smile. The fact is, from the day we took her in, Chika was a
bossy ball of fire who was soon directing the other kids like a drill sergeant, even the
older ones, telling them who should go first in relay races, which doll they should play
with, where to stand on line for the bathroom. She had a strong voice and a stubborn
streak, and I believe some of the shyer kids were terrified of her. I wish I knew where her
bravado came from, what happened before us that made her so bold. All I know is when I
look at photos from those early days, she is often posed with one hand on a jutting hip,

wagging a finger, and you can almost hear her saying, “No, no, no”.
You are all my favorites, I tell her now.

“You always say that”.

Well, you are.

She rolls on her stomach and suddenly has a doll. I don’t
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know where it came from. It’s a princess of some kind, with a blue dress, black hair, and

a tiara. She pushes both arms up, so the doll is reaching for the heavens.
“Mister Mitch”?

Umm?

“Why didn’t you have babies™?

I pause.

What do you mean?

“You said people brought you their babies, but you and Miss

Janine didn’t have babies”.

I’m writing your story, Chika. What does that have to do with

your story?

Her eyelids lift like a clamshell opening. She knows it had everything to do with her
story.
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Me

Well. All right. The true answer is selfishness. I have always warned you about being
selfish, Chika, but that does not mean I was not selfish myself. I was, often, especially
when [ was younger, and especially with my time. I thought there was so much left. I
thought starting a family was like a new carpet I could store in a closet and unroll when I

was ready.

So during my dating years, if a woman spoke too much about children, I ended things.
Work was my focus, covering sports, and I took on every assignment I could get. My one
long relationship, before Miss Janine, went as far as an engagement ring, but the woman
changed her mind and abruptly left—to marry another man—and after a few months of

hurt and confusion, I told myself maybe it was for the best.

I passed through my twenties, chasing success, and was in my early thirties when I met
Miss Janine. And even though I fell deeply in love with her, I hesitated. She was
beautiful and patient and saw the best in me, even when I did not deserve it. But when it
came to marrying, a part of me remembered what had happened before and made me
wonder: How can you be sure? Maybe something else is destined for you? I see now that
was just a way to maintain Miss Janine’s company without committing to a future. It was
selfish, Chika, and when I finally realized how lucky I was to be with her, a lot of time

had passed.

We married seven years after we met, when we were both in our late thirties. Yet even
after the wedding, I delayed us starting a family, saying we should enjoy being married
for a while, not rush into it. And soon, all that was left for us was to rush, and meet with
doctors, and try extra things to have babies. But those things did not work, and the years

passed, and soon it was impractical and even unsafe.

Eventually, we settled into different roles: aunt and uncle. Between us we had seven

brothers and sisters, who between them had fifteen children. We babysat. We played. We
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attended our nieces’ and nephews’ school assemblies, took them for dinners and on

vacations. On Christmas Eve, when the families gathered, we gave them all presents.

But on Christmas morning, we woke up to a silent house, and I sometimes found Miss
Janine crying in our bedroom. It is all right not to have children if you don’t want them,
Chika, but if you do, their absence can be aching. It was my fault. To this day, it pains
me. There are many kinds of selfishness in this world, but the most selfish is hoarding
time, because none of us know how much we have, and it is an affront to God to assume

there will be more.
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Us

“Mister Mitch?” Yes?

“Did you say you were sorry?” To Miss Janine? Many times. “Did she say, ‘It’s OK”?’
Kind of.

“Because you learned your lesson’?

What do you mean?

“That’s what Miss Janine would say to me. ‘Did you learn your

lesson, Chika?” And if I said yes, she would say, ‘Then it’s OK. As long as you learned
your lesson.”” She mimics my wife’s voice. “‘It’s OK, Chika. I love you, Chika.”” Chika

likes saying the word Chika.

I guess I learned my lesson, I say. I’'m still learning new ones. “But you are not in

school”!
Not school lessons, Chika. Lessons about the world and how
to live in it. You taught me some. “Me”?

She seems genuinely surprised. She places her hands on the sides of my face. The
warmth of her fingers loosens something inside me, and despite knowing better, I blurt

out the question: How are you here?

For a moment, she appears very serious. Then she wags her tongue and makes a b-duh-b-

duh-b-duh noise. She laughs and releases me. The warmth departs.
“Can I have a piece of paper?” she says .

I hand her a yellow pad.

“Can I have something to draw with”?

I hand her a marker.
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“Mister Mitch? Did I really teached you something”?
Teach me. Yes. You taught me many things.
“Then here”!

She slaps the pad and marker on my desk. Her voice rises.

“Now I am the teacher! You have to write what I teached you! And don’t stop”—she

wags a parental finger—“until you are finished”!
Why?
“Because then I can stay.” Wait, I say. Forever?

But she is gone
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Two

It is August of 2013. I have been operating the orphanage for three years. We have
functional water, healthy food, and many new children. And while much of Haiti
remains a mystery to me, coming here every month has made certain things

routine.

I land at the Port-au-Prince airport, go through passport control, shuffle past a
small Haitian band playing welcome music. I descend the escalator, which, per

usual, is not working.

Alain Charles, our Haitian director, stands at the bottom, having talked his way
inside. (By now he knows nearly everyone who works here.) We retrieve the bags
and push out the doors, which is like entering a tunnel of burning air. Sweating
men in button-down shirts grab at my luggage and yell, “Hello, sir! . . . I help you,
sir!” We fight the crowd to reach the car.

As we weave through heavy traffic, we pass piles of earthquake rubble, still visible
after three years, and mounds of trash, some of it on fire. A stray goat. A skinny
dog. Potholes that could swallow a vehicle whole. Finally, with a horn honk, a

security guard opens the gate of our orphanage. We pass through and honk again.
I open my door and the whole world changes.

I hear the most wonderful sound—squealing children—running my way. They are
led by our newest arrival, Chika Jeune, who has only been here a few weeks. The
others yell, “Mister Mitch!” but she doesn’t really know me yet. Still, she seems
determined to be first. The kids grab my legs and jump on my waist and she raises
her arms, so I lift her up. I am often amazed by how little a child needs to know

you to want your embrace.
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“And how are you, Chika Jeune?”
She doesn’t answer. She speaks no English.

“Sak pase?” I try, a Creole expression akin to “What’s up?” She grins and grabs

my neck and buries her head.

“It’s OK,” I say, “you’ll talk later.”
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Us

It is May before Chika visits me again. The anniversary of her passing comes and goes,
and while we receive calls and sympathy cards and emails from loved ones, there is no
appearance from Chika herself. Each morning I go down to my office and linger by the

computer, watching old videos of her, waiting. But she does not come.

Sometimes, | take the marker she left me and slide the pad beneath it, tapping on it with
the closed tip. What she taught me. Where would I even start? I keep thinking about what
she said, that she would stay forever if I completed this task. And while I know that is
impossible, I can’t ignore the temptation. If I'm really going to write about her, and me,

and us, maybe that’s the way to do it.

So, eventually, because Chika loved numbers, I put a number down for each big lesson

learned. I could list hundreds. I stop at seven.

She died on the seventh.

She was seven years old.

I wait for her return.

Finally, on a rainy Monday morning, Chika reappears. She is

sitting on the edge of my desk, her little legs dangling. I am relieved to see her, but I say

only, “Good morning, beautiful girl,” as I did every morning when she was alive.

“Good morning, Mister Mitch.” Her voice is froggy, as if she just woke up. She lowers

herself to the floor and begins poking around for the list.
I missed you, Chika.

She doesn’t answer, but I can see she is pleased. Often we’d tell Chika “I missed

you” or “I love you,” and rather than responding, she would merely tilt her head, as
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if watching the words float toward her, absorbing the sentence like sunshine on her

face.

“Did you write something, Mister Mitch?”

Yes.

I point to the yellow pad, and she leans over for a better look.
The first line reads: “I Am Your Protection.”

“What does thaaat mean?” she says.

It means to take care of someone, Chika. To protect against
danger. You know that word. Protection.

“Like Aslan the lion?” she says.

She’s referring to The Chronicles of Narnia. Aslan is supposed
to be Jesus. So I may have gotten in too deep here.

Sort of, I reply. I’'m making a list of what you taught me. That’s
the first big thing. Protection. She crosses her arms.

“I don’t get it,” she says.
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Lesson One

I Am Your Protection

Well, let’s see. Do you remember once flying so high on the mission swing set that you
nearly came out of the seat, and I grabbed you and slowed your trajectory? Or when we

went in the ocean, and I held you beneath your arms so your head didn’t go underwater?

That’s one kind of protection, Chika. It probably seemed natural to you, a grown-up
stepping in to stop bad things from happening. But it was new to me. Until I got to Haiti,
my protecting was directed mostly to Miss Janine, my career, and myself. I protected our
health. I protected our money. I protected my books and my professional reputation. I
said I had been selfish, but this was not about that. Nobody needed me. Not in that crying
newborn way, when a mother and father realize it is just them, and all other interests must

be pushed aside.

Miss Janine and I never went through that, not with you, and not with the other kids at the
orphanage, as much as we love them. We never got to hold you when you were wet and
fresh to the world, nor did we root for your first steps, or pack diaper bags and animal

crackers when we traveled.

In truth, we did not meet most of you until you could already walk and talk, and in many
cases had been through incredible hardships: being abandoned in the woods as an infant,
which happened to one of your mission brothers, or losing parents in an earthquake or a
hurricane, which brought us your four little mission sisters from the town of Jérémie—

some of whom had been living beneath the muddied remains of their homes for months.

I could not protect them from those things. But I was determined to protect them
from anything else, just as I was determined to protect you. I had to consider things

I never thought about before, like how slippery the floors were, or how potholed
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the concrete was where the kids played soccer, or how to intercept tiny toys that
could be swallowed, or containers of diesel fuel for the generator that might get

into the wrong young hands.

In the early months, I thought if I only focused more, I could guard against
anything. But like walking into a swarm of bees, the more you swat at dangers, the
more of them seem to appear. As we admitted more children I worried about our
building (still not earthquake-proof), our upper level (what if someone fell?), our
water tanks (what if something poisonous got in them?). It was overwhelming.
Gradually, I had to face the fact that I could not control everything, no matter how
fast my eyes darted from spot to spot. This was hard. I am not good at being
vulnerable, Chika, or relying on the Lord to handle it all, even though many around
me in Haiti were at peace under His watch. Protecting our kids became the biggest

and most anxious priority in my life.

But because you were all so young, I thought more about accidents and mishaps,

not long-term health.

Then, one day, when I was back in Michigan, I got a phone call from Mr. Alain.
“Sir, there is something wrong with Chika.”

“What’s wrong?” I said.

“Her face. It is drooped. And she is walking funny.”

“Did you take her to the doctor?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What did he do?”

“He gave her eyedrops.”
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“Alain, it’s not her eyes. Can you find a neurologist?”

“Sir?”

“A nerve doctor.”

“I will find one.”

I remember hanging up and feeling unsettled, as if something

ominous was coming, like the rolling thunder on Haitian afternoons before the
heavy rains fall. We never needed a neurologist before, Chika. A skin doctor, yes.
A dentist, sure. Cough medicine, diarrhea medicine, children’s Tylenol. But a

neurologist?

How serious is this? I wondered.
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ko k

When we finally found that neurologist, he noted the droop of your mouth and
your left eye, and how your gait was slightly off. He ordered an MRI. At the time,
there was only one MRI machine in Haiti, and it cost $750 cash for an

appointment.

Mr. Alain took you there. You left before sunrise. Six hours later, a nurse finally
called your name. She made you drink a syrup that put you to sleep. You were
placed inside a large cylinder, where radio waves and a magnetic field were
generated around your head. The results were images that showed you from the

inside.

And while I would have told people that on the inside, Chika, you were warm and

curious and confident and funny, the MRI analysis was more clinical:

“The child has a mass on her brain. We don’t know what it is. But whatever it is,

there is no one in Haiti who can help her”.
I read that.

And everything I knew about protection changed.
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You

All right. Here is what I recall. You were the first child we ever brought to this
country, and the day of your departure, the other kids at the mission lined up to hug
you. They waved goodbye as the car left the gates. I imagine some thought they

would never see you again.

Accompanied by Mr. Alain, you flew to Miami and on to Detroit, wearing a white
sweater, even though it was June. In your first American bathroom, you turned the
faucet and jerked your hands back, because you had never felt hot water from a
sink before. So before you even slept a night here, this country was a wonder to

you.

Miss Janine and I were waiting at the house, and Miss Janine had arranged some
colorful blankets and dolls to make you feel welcome. At the time, we hoped the
doctors would diagnose the problem and treat it quickly, and you would heal under
our watch. Then you could return to Haiti. We thought this would take a few

months. Looking back now, we really knew so little.

I should say you did not seem scared when you got here, Chika, but you did not
speak much, either. Or show much emotion. Mostly you looked around. Who
could blame you? Virtually everything you saw was new: traffic lights, highways,
houses with yards, mailboxes, televisions in different rooms. The input had to be
overwhelming. I often wondered, when you went to sleep that first night, how far

you imagined yourself from the mission.

The day after your arrival, we went for tests at Mott Children’s Hospital in Ann
Arbor, part of the University of Michigan, a great school that I’d dreamed you and
the other children might one day attend. It was the tallest building you had ever



103

seen, and you gazed up as we walked inside. We approached the front desk. A man

said hello. He gave you a wristband, which you admired like a bracelet.
Then the man turned to me and asked, “What is your relationship to the patient”?

For a moment, I hesitated. All around were mothers and fathers, many looking
similar to their children, same hair, same skin color, same facial features. I felt as if
I’d been caught trying to fool someone. I answered by saying “legal guardian,”
because those are technically the correct words, and the man wrote something

down and asked me to stand before a camera.

“Mister Mitch!” you suddenly yelled. “Look!” You pointed to a large Superman
figure in the lobby. I released your hand and you ran to it, just as the man handed

me a sticker with a grainy photo of my face.
Above the photo was one word: Parent. I stuck it to my shirt.

It is the fall of 2013, and Chika Jeune has been at our orphanage for a few months. As the
smallest and youngest, she goes first in line for the bathrooms, or for school. She seems
to enjoy the other kids marching behind her. Still, I often see her playing by herself,
preferring to take a toy to a private corner. New children are frequently quiet, finding a
coloring book or a doll to cling to, perhaps because there’s nothing to cling to from their

past. I wonder how long it will take Chika to move from outsider to insider.

One evening, we are doing our nightly devotions, a tradition of prayers and effusive
gospel singing, punctuated by bongo drums and energized by the sheer volume of high-
pitched voices. The kids will yell out a song and launch into it, some in Creole, some in
English, from “Shout to the Lord” and “I Give Myself Away” to “Jeriko Miray-La
Kraze” and “Mwen se Solda Jezi.” Sometimes, it sounds like screaming in a sports rally.
But it remains a sight to behold, young ones with so little, singing their thanks to the

Lord.
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On this night I am sitting by a wall, with several kids leaning against me. In the middle of

an upbeat song, Janine catches my attention.
“Look,” she says, pointing.

There, a few feet away, is Chika Jeune, in a white nightshirt, clapping and swaying her
head to the beat. Her eyes are closed, and she is punching the air and laughing between
the lyrics. When the song ends, she throws an arm over her braided hair and gives the

sweetest openmouthed smile, as if to say, “That was fun. Can we do it again™?

I make a mental note. The praying did it. She’s in.
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Me

I guess I should explain, Chika, what I was doing in Haiti when you came to us, and how

I wound up in charge of an orphanage seventeen hundred miles from home.
It began, as many good things do, with a coincidence.

A few days after the earthquake, a local pastor named John Hearn Jr. came on a radio
show I host in Detroit. He was worried that a Port-au-Prince mission he was associated
with had been destroyed, and that the children there might have died. He could not get a
phone call through (few people could at the time) and he was seeking help.

His story moved me greatly. I’'m not sure why. In my role as a journalist, I have
interviewed many people after natural disasters. And while I have always encouraged

assistance, I’ve rarely provided it personally.

This was different. Something about not knowing the fate of children seemed terrifying. I
tried to organize a trip for the pastor, but there were still, at that time, no commercial
flights going into Haiti. I was finally able to charter a small plane and found two pilots
willing to fly it. The plane held six passengers, so Hearn brought along his father, John,
who had helped start the mission, and an elderly woman named Florence “Mommy”
Moftett, a quiet, lovely missionary who had lived and worked at the orphanage for years.

I recruited two colleagues who filled the other seats.

And with the help of a U.S. senator named Carl Levin, we were granted—by the
American military, which was controlling air traffic into Haiti after the earthquake—a

ten-minute window to land. We took off from the snow in Pontiac, Michigan.

Nearly five hours later, we descended into the heat-baked runways of the Port-au-

Prince airport, or what was left of it.

When the engines shut off, I left my winter coat on the seat and stepped outside.

The sun was intense. The air was still. In the distance were mountains and more
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mountains (“land of high mountains™ is the aboriginal meaning of the word Haiti).
Mostly it was quiet. Eerily quiet, as if the country were mired in a stunned
aftershock. I studied the facade of the sand-colored terminal. It read: AEROPORT
INTERNATIONAL TOUSSAINT LOUVERTURE, named for the leader of the

Haitian revolution more than two centuries ago.
Thanks to the earthquake, there was now a large crack over the word Toussaint.

We unloaded the cargo with no officials, and no security. The only nod to a
functioning airport was in a terminal hallway, where a fold-up table had several

women sitting behind it, beneath a piece of white paper taped to the wall. It read:
“STOP!!! HAITT IMMIGRATION.

We passed through in a minute.

The ride to the orphanage, in a wobbly blue van missing its

door panel, was only twenty minutes, but it will be etched in my mind forever:
street after street of what used to be buildings, now flattened, their insides spilled
out in mountains of gray rubble, as if fed through a blender. The chunky piles were
spiked by the occasional leg of a desk, or a mattress. Crushed cars were abandoned
under debris. People wandered the streets like zombies. Grim-faced street vendors
squatted near piles of clothing, and women hovered over rotted fruits and

vegetables. Kids stood in line to gather water from street puddles.

Everyone appeared to be outside. I saw nobody in a window or coming out a door.
I would later learn that many Haitians refused to enter buildings for months, fearful
that the remaining structures would collapse on top of them. The choked air
smelled of diesel and burning trash, and my eyes were stinging before we even

reached our destination.
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The orphanage itself was, thankfully, spared. But it was overrun with outsiders, who
mixed with children in makeshift tents. In Haiti, after natural disasters, people often flock
to orphanages and hospitals, believing relief agencies will bring food there first. But I
saw little in the way of relief or food, outside of some rice and beans cooked over

charcoal by women I presumed to be orphanage staff.

It was impossible to tell who belonged there and who had wandered in. Laundry lines
crisscrossed the yard, old foam mattresses were scattered on the dirt. There were many
weary- looking people, leaning against the walls, squinting into the sun. They asked for
food. When we opened the boxes that we’d crammed on the plane—bottled water, Sani-

Cloth Wipes, jars of aspirin, cans of Coke—we were mobbed.

At one point, [ became dazed by all that [ was seeing. It was steamy hot and my shirt was
soaked and I was foolishly wearing black jeans, which imprisoned the heat against my

legs. I exhaled hard.

And suddenly, with my arms by my side, I felt two little hands slip into my fingers. |
glanced down to see a little boy and girl, one on each side. I can’t tell you who they were,
Chika, or even if they belonged at the orphanage. But they smiled and led me forward,

and I realize now they were walking me into their world and, in time, into yours.

But all right. I haven’t explained how a trip turned into a commitment. Upon returning to
Detroit, I wrote about what I’d seen and asked for help. We quickly organized a team of
volunteers: roofers, plumbers, electricians, contractors. There were twenty-three of them
in all, and they dubbed themselves The Detroit Muscle Crew. With airplanes donated by
Roger Penske, the former race car driver turned successful businessman, and Art Van
Elslander, owner of the Art Van furniture chain, we packed up with supplies, tools, and

small machinery and headed back to Port-au-Prince

Then we went again.
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And again.
And again.
Over nine separate trips, alongside Haitian laborers, we built

toilets, a kitchen, a dining room, and a laundry area. We laid tile. We assembled bunk
beds. We painted filthy walls with bright sherbet colors. We eventually constructed a

three-room school.

We also built the orphanage’s first showers, jerry-rigged with white PVC pipe that ran
down from a rooftop water tank. To that point, the kids’ bathing had been limited to

soapy water dumped from a large red bucket.

When time came to test those showers, the youngest children crowded inside. Wearing
shorts or underwear, they stared curiously at the knobs and the faucet. We counted “one,
two, three” and opened the pressure. The water sprayed down and they howled in delight,
as if experiencing the Lord’s first rainstorm. They splashed and laughed and sang and did
a dance. They were so joyous, doing something I all but sleepwalked through every
morning of my life, that my heart shifted. I could physically feel it, an epiphany maybe,
because that word means the manifestation of something divine, and that is how it felt,
and how the following days there felt. [ was exhausted yet elevated in an almost
unearthly way. I found myself laughing more freely than I did in the States, and sleeping
better. Each day I felt less encumbered, despite a workload that began at sunrise and

ended in mosquito-swarmed darkness.

“I think we can make a difference here,” I told Miss Janine. “Then we should keep

going,” she said.
And we did. I flew down every month. In America, my daily life

was a good deal about thinking—creating stories, making decisions, adjusting my
schedule, juggling phone calls. In Haiti, there were just things to do, and what we did

allowed children to eat, to sleep, to have shelter; things so primary, there was no debating
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their importance. With each visit my connection to the kids grew stronger. I learned their
names and personalities. I was greeted by their leaping embraces. It was adults who

brought me to Haiti, Chika, but it was children that brought me back.

In Detroit, I met again with the senior John Hearn, who was in his mid-eighties. He
explained his history with the place. Over time, he said, the burden had increased. He
thanked me for all the physical improvements our Muscle Crew was making. But he
admitted he didn’t have the money to operate the orphanage, and hadn’t in some time. He

himself was only able to go down there periodically.

Which is when, in a rush of something I cannot to this day explain, I referenced other
charities I had created in Detroit and blurted out, “If you want, I could take over running

the orphanage. I can find the money. And the people. I think™.
He clasped his hands together and grinned. We signed papers.

And I have been there ever s—
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Us
“—OK, OK, OK,” Chika interrupts, sighing. OK what?
She lifts one of my coffee cups. “Too much talking about you!” She plops the cup down.
“I wanna hear about ME”!

My instinct is to remind her about manners, but I don’t. I have always found something
forgivable about children seeking attention and the lengths they will go to get it. Chika
liked center court. If Janine and I would speak too long, she’d yell, “Hey, what are you
guys talking about?” If we sat to play a board game, she’d grab the pieces and instruct,

“You are the green. I am the red. Red is the boss™!

Of course, when she first arrived, her English was more limited, so we navigated through
sentences like “Help, I not can open” when she was holding a banana, or, “There is him!”

if she spotted a lost toy. Pronouns took a long time.

But as the weeks passed, and Chika added sentence after sentence, we witnessed an

exceptional development, and a boundless curiosity about her past and future.
“When will I fall in love?” she asked us one night.

Janine and I just looked at each other.

“Well, when you’re older,” Janine finally said. “And you meet

the right person”.

“But when will that be?” “We don’t know”.

“Why do you want to fall in love, Chika?” I asked.

She made a face. “Because you fell in love”—she crossed her arms—*“and I wanna fall in

love!”
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She said it so emphatically, I half expected the Lord to produce someone for her right
then and there.

“And who do you want to fall in love with?”’ I asked.
“I don’t know,” she replied. “I want to fall in love with someone I never met before!”
‘thy?ﬂ’

“Because that’s how you did it. You fell in love with Miss Janine. And you haven’t met

',,

her before

I was left speechless at how her mind worked. But my heart was full. In a way, she was

saying she wanted a love like ours. It made us feel like we were doing something right.
“Mister Mitch?”” Chika says now. Hmm?

She puts back the coffee cup and pushes two hands against my knee. Then she looks me

in the eye. And the one thing she’s never asked me before, she finally asks.

“How did I get sick?”
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You

Well.
How do I explain this?
The Creole word for “head” 1s tét. You know that, of course.

Haitians use it in many expressions. Like tét vire (a spinning head), which means
“dizzy,” or tét ansanm (heads together), which means “unity,” or tét frét (cold head),

which means “calm”.
Or tet chaje (loaded head), which means “trouble”.

You might never have learned that last one, Chika, but it fits your story, because most
every part of you was perfect when you came to us, your lungs, your tummy, your heart,
but just above your neck, in the part of the brain they call the pons, you were tét chaje, a

head loaded with something. And that something would indeed prove troubling.

That first day in Ann Arbor, they took another MRI. This time there was no syrup or long
wait time. We rode an elevator down to a brightly lit, antiseptic room, and they slid you
inside a giant cylinder and played music through speakers. We were home in time for

supper.

But when the results came back, the doctors saw the same thing as the Haitian
neurologist: an invader had squatted in your brain, a spot on the scan that was sizeable, if
diffused. It was something that was not supposed to be there, on that they agreed, and the

idea was to take it out. But they debated as to whether it was worth the risk.

Days passed. Finally, the doctors on a “tumor board” met and took a vote, because, much
like our decision making at the orphanage, they have to be realistic with the people who
come to them. Five of the eight voted yes, which meant proceed with your surgery. I tried

not to think about the three who voted no.
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We wanted to prepare you for what was going to happen. But your English back then
wasn’t what it became, and my Creole was just so-so, and anyhow Miss Janine and |
decided that this was not going to be a crash course for you in brain surgery, the way it
had to be for us. Maybe we made the right decision, maybe we did not. I think we did.
You were five years old, and we wanted you to enjoy being five years old, so we weren’t

showing you drawings of lobes and ventricles.

When we woke you early on the day of the operation, we hugged and kissed you as we
always did, and we sang a good morning song as you dressed in the predawn darkness.
We told you we were going to the building with the Superman, where the doctors were
going to help you feel better. You yawned. You chose a doll for the ride. I lifted you into

the car seat.

And exactly five years, five months, and six days after you entered this world in that
cinder block house by the breadftruit tree, you entered the towering Mott Children’s
Hospital, where they assigned us a room and brought you a gown, light blue, with

dancing bears all over it. Miss Janine helped you change.

At one point, I was asked to sign consent papers in the hallway. There were diagrams,
explanations. I mostly remember the part about “risk.” Risk of blood clotting. Risk of
transfusions. Risk of possible side effects, including “death.” I tried to move through
these briskly, telling myself they were required but highly unlikely warnings, the

omnipresent slight chance of rain on a sunny day.

Two hours later, you were in an operating room, under anesthesia. Instruments were
prepped. Doctors and nurses surrounded you. Finally, a neurosurgeon named Hugh
Garton, a thin, fit man who likes to climb mountains in his spare time, opened your

precious little head and witnessed the invader firsthand.

He spent a long time attacking it and trying to remove it, hours, really, a little here, a little

more there, but it was entangled with so many important parts of your brain that he could
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not take out much; it was like that game Operation that the kids play at the mission,

where if you touch the edge, you set off the buzzer.

Dr. Garton removed about ten percent of the mass and then, choosing caution, stopped

there. They stitched you back up and wheeled you to the recovery area.

All this time, Miss Janine and I waited in the massive lobby, with a beeper that lit with

periodic updates. Every new message sprung us forward.

Finally, in the late afternoon, it flashed SURGERY COMPLETE. An hour later, we got
our first look at you. You were sleeping on your side, so small, you only took up half the
gurney, with tubes and wires attached to your body, and a large white bandage with a tiny

bow wrapped around your head.
My heart sank.

Of all the hospital moments we would go through together, Chika, that one was perhaps
the hardest, because until that point, despite the MRIs, the consultations, even signing
those consent papers, I still had not faced the full gravity of your situation. You were
playful in your first days with us, chasing me around the house, and I let myself get lost

in that.

Now here you were, so tiny on that gurney, knocked out by the anesthesia, surrounded by
monitors. They had cut you open and worked for hours, yet nobody was saying “We got
it all.” There was no relief, just more questions, and days to wait before the pathology
came back. They said you would be in pain for some time, and even with the drugs, we

should expect some challenges.

I stared straight ahead. I had let them do this. I had given my OK. The thought that my

decisions had in any way hurt you turned my stomach into knots.
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It also left me humbled, Chika. This might be hard to understand. But to that point, I still
felt, foolishly, that I was in control of things—with you, with our kids—Ilike I was
Superman in that lobby. I had strength, I had resources. If I didn’t know something, I
could learn it and still lead. Our kids were small. I was the grown-up. I could take care of

whatever came our way.

Standing over you that day, facing the first serious medical issue in the five years I’d
been operating the orphanage, that sense of control was obliterated. A sense of
foreboding took its place. You were smaller than me, yes. But what if this challenge was

bigger than both of us ?
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“Happy New Year! ”
We are on the cusp of 2014, and the kids jump around and

sing “Auld Lang Syne,” which I taught them, minus the words, because I don’t know the

words. So we all just holler, “Da-daaa, da-da-da, da, da-daaaa”. . ..

It’s been our tradition since my first winter at the mission. Each December 31, we have a
special dinner of pizzas from a Port-au- Prince hotel, and cups of apple juice, and a large
sheet cake with chocolate icing. This is followed by the lighting of sparklers, one per
child. We put them in the dirt along our wall and make a wish. When the last of the
sparklers burns out, it is officially “our” New Year, even though it is barely eight-thirty.

“Happy New Year, Chika,” I say, kneeling beside Chika Jeune, who has been with us for

about six months. “Can you say ‘Happy New Year”?’

She has a solid row of baby teeth, her two front ones touching. “’appy new year,” she

says.

“You know what? Tomorrow is January, which means your

birthday is coming up. And you’ll get to wear the birthday crown.” Her eyes widen.
“When my birt’day?” she asks.

“Nine more days”.

“How old I be?

“Four”.

She considers this, and I count on my fingers to show her.

When I reach four, I tap her soft cheeks and say, “Boink.” She rushes forward in a happy

hug, although I don’t know if it’s for me or for the news that she will soon be older.
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Us

“Mister Mitch?” Hmm?

“Then what happened”?

Hmm?

“At the hospital”?

I realize I have drifted off and am staring out the window at a

dawn redwood tree, whose yellow needles are thick in these summer months. It’s the only
yellow tree in our backyard, and I was trying to remember if we planted it, or if it was

here when we bought the house twenty-five years ago.

“Never miiiind,” Chika says, waving a hand.

No, it’s OK, I say. You asked. I should tell you. I just don’t like this part.
“How come™?

Because it was bad news. “Nuh-uh”.

It wasn’t bad news?

She shakes her head no.
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How could she determine that? I never told her this story, the moment Janine and I

entered a small consultation room a few days after Chika’s surgery.

Anyone who has sat through that slice of time, when you don’t know something awful
and then you do, will confirm that it is literally a bend in your life, and what is critical is
what you choose next; because you can view a diagnosis many ways—as a curse, a

challenge, a resignation, a test from God.

Janine and | had been hopeful that morning, based on doctors’ earlier analysis, that the
mass in Chika’s brain could be manageable. It was fuzzy on the scans. And the frozen
samples they removed during surgery were not overly alarming .The hope was for a
grade one tumor, most easily dealt with, but we were braced for a grade two, which they

warned could involve some radiation and long-term surveillance.

Instead, Dr. Garton came into that consultation room, sat down, and, in a soft but direct
voice, said the news was not good, worse than they’d thought, that Chika had something
called diffuse intrinsic pontine glioma, or DIPG. When I asked if that was a grade one or

two, he said it was “a four.”
A four?

He began to lay out options, which included radiation therapy and experimental
medications, but all I heard was “four.” Four? I felt like I was stumbling, even as I was
sitting down. Four? I kept listening for the part where the surgeons go back and take the
whole monster out, but it never came. Apparently, if they did that, there would be nothing

left of Chika’s brain to function.
Four?

“I’'m really sorry to be bringing you this news,” Dr. Garton said. He shared some
ominous truths about DIPG: There were only around three hundred cases in the United

States every year; it usually struck children Chika’s age, between five and nine; it quickly
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debilitated them—their walking, their mobility, their swallowing. And the kicker: its

long-term survival rate was, basically, zero.

We were stunned. As Dr. Garton ran through the options, I remember deliberately closing
my mouth, because it was hanging open, and realizing there was even more to this
moment than the feeling of a piano crashing on your head; we were supposed to make a

decision. That’s why he was telling us all this horrible information.

A decision? On Chika's life? She had just gotten to America, what, a few weeks
ago? We were buying her shoes. Asking if she liked scrambled eggs. She was
supposed to stay a couple of months, then return to the orphanage, cured by our

amazing American medicine. A decision on her life?
Janine and I exchanged glances.

"What if she were your child?" I mumbled, falling back on that shell game of

putting the onus on the doctor.

"Well," Dr. Garton said, exhaling, "I would probably take her back to Haiti, let her

enjoy the summer, be with her friends, until . . ."
It's in the "until" that everything awful lies.

I could see Janine tearing up. I felt my insides welling. I blurted out the question

before I lost the courage to ask it.
"How long does she have?"

"Maybe four months," he said, softly, then added, "maybe five," although I think
he just said five to ease the blow of four. Four. Again, a four. He said radiation
could extend that time frame, maybe double it, although her "quality of life" might
be affected, and he personally wouldn't choose it, because she'd have to stay here

instead of returning home, and, in the end, it would not make a difference.
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Now, generally, I am inclined to heed doctors' advice. I respect their knowledge
and expertise. But when he said "quality of life," something turned in me like a
crank. Here we were, sitting in America, in an extraordinary hospital in a very
affluent city. "Quality of life," as we knew it, had little connection to the land in
which Chika was born, and whose toughness she carried in her veins.
Remembering that she'd survived an earthquake in her first days on Earth, and
slept in the sugarcane fields, and endured the death of a mother she barely knew,
and had already bounced between four different homes, the idea of sending her
back to wait for her demise seemed cruel. I found myself growing defensive, like a

manager whose boxer was being underestimated.

"She’s a fighter,” I finally said, looking over at Janine, who nodded. “And if she
fights, we’re gonna fight.”

Dr. Garton leaned back. “All right,” he said.

And then, for a few moments, we all just sat there, staring at an invisible battle

plan.
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“Yay”!
Chika claps her hands.
What? I say.
I realize I have been talking out loud, telling her the tale I didn’t
want to tell her.
“Yay!” she says again.
Why are you clapping? Because I told you the story?
No answer.
Because we chose to fight?
No answer.
Why, Chika?
She stands and takes my hands. She mashes them together. “Clap for us, Mister Mitch™!
I flip my palms, confused.

And she is gone again.
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Three

Me

Twenty years before Chika came to live with us, I embarked on the journey of my life. It
wasn’t a great distance, less than seven hundred miles on an airplane from Detroit to
Boston, and a thirty- minute rental car ride to the suburb of West Newton. I had come to

visit an old college professor.
His name was Morrie Schwartz.

Morrie was dying. He’d been hit with amyotrophic lateral sclerosis, ALS, the progressive
neurodegenerative disorder also known as Lou Gehrig’s disease, named for the famous
1930s baseball player who, forced to retire due to this illness, still announced in his
farewell at Yankee Stadium, “Today . . . I consider myself . . . the luckiest man . . . on the

face of the earth”.
“Yeah. Well,” Morrie would tell me, “I didn’t say that”.

At the time, I was thirty-seven and working five jobs, newspapers, TV, radio, books,
freelance. I never said no to anything for fear I wouldn’t be asked again. I only learned of
Morrie’s illness from television, an interview he did on ABC’s Nightline program. Ted
Koppel, the show’s anchor, had flown up from Washington, D.C., to meet the elfish,
dying professor, who was teaching visitors, often with a smile, what imminent death
revealed about life. Koppel was so impressed with Morrie’s attitude, despite no longer
being able to walk, dress, or bathe on his own, that Nightline did an entire show on him,

and would do two more.

I saw the first of these, and my jaw dropped. Morrie—a healthier version—had been my
favorite college professor at Brandeis University. He taught sociology. I took every class
he offered. He felt more like an uncle than a teacher. We’d walk around campus together,

eat lunches together. Morrie was so ablaze with ideas, even with his mouth full, that
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when he spoke, little pieces of egg salad would come flying my way. (I once wrote that I

had two urges the whole time I knew him: to hug him, and to hand him a napkin.)

On graduation day, I gave Morrie a present, a briefcase with his initials on it. He teared
up and hugged me and said, “Mitch, you’re one of the good ones. Promise me you’ll stay

in touch”.

I promised that I would.

Then I broke that promise.

For sixteen years.

Sixteen years without a visit, a letter, even a phone call. I had

no excuse except the one we all use. [ was “busy”—in every pathetic way we employ that
word—an in-demand sports journalist, climbing ladders, stacking successes, ever so

importantly engaged, I thought.

So when I saw Morrie on Nightline all those years later, my shock was followed by
something gnawing. Guilt. Or maybe shame. The sense that I was no longer “one of the

good ones”.
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I called him up. I made plans to see him. It was supposed to be a single visit. But Morrie
broke through something during that first encounter. Even though weak and confined to a
wheelchair, he so deftly dissected me—saying, “Dying is only one thing to be sad about,
Mitch. Living unhappily is something else”—that I found myself coming back, another
Tuesday and another Tuesday and all the Tuesdays he had left in his life. We took one
last “class” together about what truly matters in life once you know you are dying, and he

pulled out of me a better, previous version of myself.

Our visits were eventually chronicled in a manuscript [ wrote to pay his medical bills,
Tuesdays with Morrie, which was supposed to be a small book yet somehow became a
big book. And I became, as the years passed, an eternal graduate assistant for Morrie’s

final course.

It changed me. It couldn’t help but change me. My conversations with strangers
went from who was going to win the Super Bowl to “My mother just died and the
last thing we did was read your book together. Can I talk to you about her?”

Perhaps my old professor knew that my hard head would require daily knocks to
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reach a softer, wiser center. Tuesdays with Morrie provided the pounding. It was a
constant riptide back into Morrie’s waters, quoting him, recalling him, answering

questions about him, until the actions once steered by him felt natural to me.

I was asked to speak at hospice events, medical conventions, universities. I began

to visit and even counsel newly diagnosed ALS patients.

With the terminally ill, I shared Morrie’s observation that his last months proved

his most vibrant; he likened them to the vivid colors of a dying leaf.

With the healthy, I repeated Morrie’s mantra of pretending each day to have a bird
on your shoulder, a bird that you ask, “Is today the day I die?”—and to live each

day as if the answer were “Yes”.

So you might think the journey of my life, twenty years earlier, was part of the
Lord’s brilliant plan for handling Chika’s prognosis, arming me with a sturdy

philosophy, and a heart steeled for the grimmest of news.

Except an old man looking back on his years is not a little girl looking forward to

hers.

And, as it turns out, you can have more than one journey of your life.
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Us

Chika? I say.

I don’t see her. But I hear muffled laughter.

I get out of my chair. I walk around the room. It is early
September, more than a month since her last visit.
Where is Chika? I say.

This was a frequent game we played. Finding Chika. She

would hide when she heard the front door open, under a blanket or beneath the kitchen
table, and you’d have to yell, “Where is Chika? We lost her! Where is she?”” until your
voice displayed enough panic that she would burst forth and shout in her budding
English, “Here is me!” Then she’d crack up laughing and throw her shoulders forward in

hysterics. I have never witnessed a child happier to be discovered.

Now, apparently, we are playing the game again.

Where is Chika? I intone. Where did she go?

I see a blanket spread over a futon, which I sleep on

sometimes when [ write into the night. I grab the blanket. I make my voice playful.
Is she under . . . here? I say, yanking it up.

“N00000,” she answers, from across the room.

I turn. She is standing by my desk, reading the yellow pad. So

I guess the game is over.

“What does it mean?” she asks. “‘Time Changes”?’

It’s the second thing you taught me, I say. The second lesson
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on the list you wanted me to make. She pulls out my chair.

Write it”.

Then she plops in the seat and laughs.

I have to sit there to write, you know.

“I know,” she says and laughs again.

She spins the chair back and forth on its swivel. “Wrrrrr!

Wrrrrr!” Suddenly, the blanket from the futon is in her hands. She pulls it over her head.

“Where is Chika?” she yells. I sigh.
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Lesson Two

Time Changes

Do you remember the first morning you woke up at our house? I was already down in my
office, because mornings are when I write. Suddenly, my phone rang; it was Miss Janine,
calling from the bedroom. In a raspy, just-woke-up voice, she said, “Mister Mitch, Chika

is hungry for breakfast. Can you help her?”

I came upstairs and led you to the kitchen, and we found eggs and butter and some cheese
and tomatoes. I showed you the frying pan, the burner, and you stood on your tiptoes and

helped move the spatula around. I poured juice. We said our prayers.
And I watched you eat.

And I watched you eat some more.

To call it “leisurely” doesn’t come close. You chewed. You

looked out the window. You put down your fork, yawned, and picked up your fork again.
You swayed back and forth to some internal rhythm. It took nearly an hour. I would

compare this to the pace that I eat breakfast, except I don’t eat breakfast.

But the next morning, when I heard your feet thumping down the steps at 7:00 a.m., I
rose from my desk, met you at the door, lifted you as you said, “Mister Mitch, I am

hungry!” and carried you up to the kitchen.
A child is both an anchor and a set of wings. My old way of doing things was gone.

Time changes. With a little one, it is no longer your own. All parents will tell you this.
But perhaps because it happened to Miss Janine and me so late in life—after twenty-

seven years of it being just the two of us—the difference was jolting.

When we decided you were not going back to Haiti, Chika, not until we found a

way to beat this awful thing, we brought you home from the hospital with two
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stuffed animals, a bandage on your neck, and a suitcase full of hopeful naivete. We
didn’t realize the scope of this undertaking, that we were ushering in not only a
child but a challenge—a full-time search for a cure to an aggressive disease that,

two weeks earlier, we had barely heard of.

You had a pace. The disease had a pace. And from that point forward, all we knew
about time would change, from the way we used to spend it, to the way we

cherished it.
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Do you know how old I am, Chika? You used to guess “Thirty!” and when I said no, you
tried “A hundred!” Relative age must be so mysterious to children, who count their time
in half years. (“I’m five and a half!”’) But we were in our late fifties when you came to
live with us, young enough to maintain our routines, old enough to bristle at changing

them.

Not surprisingly, Miss Janine was faster at adapting than me. I think she was always, in

some manner, preparing for this day.

On the other hand, when I was younger, | was afraid of becoming a father. I saw how it
ate up the hours. [ worried that [ wouldn’t give it the proper time and would wind up
being a bad dad. Also, to be totally honest, I thought it would hinder my career. I was
advancing fast and wanted to keep up that pace. Ambition is not something I ever warned
you about, Chika, but I have learned it can overtake you gradually, like clouds moving

across the sun, until, consumed by pursuing it, you get used to a dimmer existence.

When Miss Janine and I married, she knew all this. But she believed in a better version of
me, a more generous one, and in our early years together, [ wanted to live up to that. Still,
hoarding time becomes a habit. I remember once, when we were trying to have children, I
raised the idea of hiring an au pair to help take care of them. Miss Janine rejected it. She
got angry, actually ,which she rarely did. I wondered why she wouldn’t welcome the
help, blind to the hurt that her husband was already planning time away from a baby we
didn’t have.

And then you, with your unhurried ways. You were five years old, but such a curious
five-year-old, as if the pages of your life had been stacked but not yet turned. If you saw
squirrels darting up a tree, you shouted “Squirrels!” then asked where they were going,

then asked if they could see you. You had questions about books. Questions about food.
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Questions about clouds and angels. You examined your entire inventory of clothes before

getting dressed. “Those red socks are good,” I’d suggest, growing impatient.
“I think I want the green ones”.

“The green ones are good”.

“No, wait, wait. The blue”.

With little choice, we slowed to your rhythm. We kneeled to

your sight line. I often found you sitting on the floor by our back window, just studying
the yard. I remember Morrie, my old professor, pointing to a window once and saying he
appreciated it more than I did, because, due to his sickness, that window was his view of

the world, while to me it was a pane of glass.

You appreciated a window more than I did, too, Chika, and all the amazing things on the
other side of it. I had to decelerate to match your awe, to hit the brakes in my life, to beg
out of dinners because of your bedtime, to be late for work because of places I needed to
take you, to constantly apologize to bosses and editors for my suddenly slower

production.

But I did. Miss Janine did, too. And we found ourselves studying you in a growing
fascination. We’d nudge each other as you clapped for a movie, or danced around the
table without knowing we were watching. If you nodded off in my arms, I’d hold you for
a long time while Miss Janine stroked your hair. I don’t know how many hours we spent

just looking at you, Chika, but there were many, and they were treasured.

Before you came to us, we would watch TV in bed, and often fall asleep with the TV still
playing. Once you arrived, we shut the lights and tiptoed around you in the darkness.

Often, in the dead of night, you would wake us up.
“Mister Miiiitch”?

“...Hmm”?
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“I have to go potty”.
I would guide you to the bathroom, then wait, yawning, outside

the doorframe. I’d hear you flush, help you wash your hands, then guide you to your bed,

which was nice and low so you could tumble into it.
“Is she OK?”” Miss Janine would whisper as I crawled back in beside her.
“She’s fine,” I’d mumble, closing my eyes. “She’s good”.

The most precious thing you can give someone is your time, Chika, because you can

never get it back. When you don’t think about getting it back, you’ve given it in love.

I learned that from you
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By the way. About your bed. It may sound funny, but when you first arrived, we didn’t
know where to put you. It wasn’t like we’d had months to plan. Our house, which we had
lived in for nearly twenty-five years, was as set in its form as we were. The guest
bedrooms were downstairs. We couldn’t have you that far from us. But you were too big

to put in a crib.

In the end, we got a full-sized air mattress, draped it in Frozen sheets and colorful
blankets, and set it at the foot of our bed. The first night you spent with us, I forgot it was

there. I got up to use the bathroom, tripped, and went stumbling to the floor.

Eventually I got used to it. I’d remind myself in the darkness to take four extra steps
before turning left, and reverse my field on the journey back. I also made a habit of
leaning over you in each direction, checking on your small form, splayed between

pillows, your soft breathing so different from mine.

Do you remember the day I came home to find you and Miss Janine laughing
mischievously? And Miss Janine said, “Chika, how does Mister Mitch sound when
he sleeps?” And you made a loud snoring noise that suggested a lion coughing up a
hairball? And I grinned stupidly and said, “Great, now there’s a second set of ears

on me.”

Well, of course, that was true. A second set of ears, a second set of eyes and arms
and legs, a second bed that we had to walk around. This is what changes hand in

hand with time:

Space.
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Before you, Chika, we were a pair. Now, we were a trio. Our car went from a
married couple in the front seat to you and Miss Janine in the back, and me behind
the wheel like a chauffeur. Tables for two became a four-top and a decision: Which
of us sat next to you and helped cut your food? We expanded in every way —and it

quickly became the norm.

Suddenly, three. Three seats for a movie. Three seats in a shoe store, or a waiting

room, or a dentist’s office.

And three seats at the Beaumont Hospital radiation clinic in Royal Oak, Michigan,
on a Monday morning, where a nurse came out and asked if you were ready to get
a “special helmet,” and you shrugged and said “OK.” We stood and walked

together, all of us holding hands, one, two, three, down a long hallway and into the

fray.
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It is July of 2015 and sweltering hot, my first trip back to the mission since Chika left.
She is the only one of our children to ever go to America, and I am not inside the gates

thirty seconds before the other kids surround me and the questions start.
“Does Chika live with you”?

“Does Chika sleep in your house™?

“Does Chika have her own room”?

“Does Chika have a dog™?

They ask when Chika is coming back. They tell me they are

saving her bed and no one else is sleeping in it.

The next day, | hang a drawing Chika made in the school

office. It says, “Hi, everybody. I am playing and having fun. Love, Chika. P.S. I miss

2

you”.

The kids stare at it. She is different to them now, outside the gates, under my care. One of

our girls asks if she can go to America, too, and I say no, not right now.

“But why?” she says. “I don’t have a mother, either”.
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Mister Mitch?” Hmm?
“Why did you keep this”?

Chika reaches between a stapler, coffee cups, rubber bands, and a tissue box (my desk
looks like the sale bin at Office Depot) and holds up a picture frame: inside is a school
questionnaire from Haiti that she filled out just two weeks before coming to the United

States.

By “Name” she wrote “5.” By “Age” she wrote “Chika.” At the bottom, she was asked to

finish this sentence: “When I grow up I want to be”.
She wrote a single word.

BIG.

“Why did you keep it?”” Chika repeats.

How do I answer? Because it once made us laugh? Because later it made us cry? Because
I stare at it now and argue with God over why such a simple request could not have been

granted?

When I grow up I want to be . . . BIG.

I don’t know, Chika. Some things you just keep. “I got big,” she says.

When?

She drops her eyes.

“Don’t you re-MEM-ber?” She fills her cheeks with air, like she’s blowing up a balloon.
I push back in my chair.

I remember, I say.
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Dexamethasone is a corticosteroid meant to reduce inflammation. Chika started taking it
in advance of the radiation treatment, little pills she would swallow with applesauce. As a
sports journalist, | had covered athletes who used steroids to bulk up, and when I first
heard the doctors talk about this drug as “Dec,” for its brand name, Decadron (“How
much Dec is she on?” “We could increase her Dec”), it sounded almost sports-like.
Ballplayers using steroids would call it “getting big.” And indeed, in a short time, Chika
got big, but not the way they did.

The steroids shrunk the tissue near the tumor but inflated her everywhere else. Her
appetite grew ravenous. Her breakfast went from one banana to three eggs, cereal, grapes,
and two pieces of toast with almond butter. At dinner, she could eat as much as I could.
We were careful not to indulge these heightened cravings with junk food, but Chika’s
hunger was not discerning. She’d eat two helpings of salmon. Brussels sprouts. Caesar
salad. If she saw me eating anything, her voice would skip up high. “Mister Mitch,
what’s thaaaaat?” I’d say, “It’s a turkey sandwich.” And she’d look away and mumble, “I

wish I had a turkey sandwich”.

In less than two months on steroids, Chika looked like someone else. She had a double
chin, and her cheeks were so full, you’d have thought she was storing walnuts. I learned
there is a medical term for this, moon facies, or moon face, something a mean kid might
holler, and I worried about what other kids would say to Chika. Her arms and legs had
dimpled, and her tummy protruded noticeably. She went from forty-eight pounds to

seventy-three.

None of this diminished her joy. Her smile was just as bright, but instead of spreading
across her face, it was puckered between her cheeks. Her mouth and eye still drooped
down on the left, and she still walked with a hitch in her left leg, but the doctors said this

might change if the radiation was effective.
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I learned that despite the great complexity of the human brain, all an invader like DIPG
had to do was to press against a certain spot on a certain lobe and boom—your eye
drooped, your legs buckled, your speech drawled. Diminish the pressure, and the
symptoms disappeared. It was almost too mechanistic, as if you could yell “Back off!” to

the tumor and everything would return to the way it was.

The radiation was to serve that purpose, a beamline of subatomic particles, narrowly
aimed and as destructive as a bomb. Every morning, five days a week, Chika would slide
into a massive machine, her head locked down by a helmet, her eyes with little choice but
to look up into the cylinder. The nurses who prepped her were endlessly upbeat—
“You’re amazing, Chika! You’re a rock star!” Still, I wonder what the rock star thought

when those nurses had to leave the room before the machine turned on.

All told, she did six weeks of this. We introduced routines to make it more fun—she
signed herself in when she arrived, she picked out music to listen to during the session.
But Chika’s body paid a price. The hair behind her right ear disappeared, because
radiation will destroy healthy cells along with cancerous ones, particularly fast-growing
ones like hair cells. At night, sometimes, she would sweat and flop around the bed,

yelling, in Creole, “Dokte! Dokte!”

Still, over time, there was significant shrinkage of the tumor, beyond what they had
hoped. Her radiation oncologist, Dr. Peter Chen, showed us images on large computer
screens and MRI scans. You see this? That’s when she first got here. Now look. By early
autumn, when I took her to a cider mill to feed the ducks and taste some apple pie,

Chika’s tumor had retracted by twenty-five percent.
Twenty-five percent?
“Maybe even thirty,” Dr. Chen said.

We were filled with a sense of strength. With her initial at bat, Chika had smacked a solid

triple. “She is going to beat this,” Janine told me. “Why can’t she be the first?”
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As time passes, Chika acquires clothes, some that we buy her, some that our friends bring
her. She likes to dress up, the frillier the better. She marches around in Janine’s high

heels. She drapes herself in multiple necklaces. She wears two hats at the same time.
“She likes to gild the lily,” Janine jokes.

One day Chika and I are heading out.

“Hold on,” I say. “You have something on your face”.

“What?” she says.

I grab a napkin. I pat the area around her lips.

“You’re kind of wet here. How did you get all wet”?

“Mister Mitch!” She throws up her hands. “That’s my lip gloss”!
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Summer is over before Chika appears again. I switch from shorts to long pants, and turn
off the ceiling fans in the office. Chika always liked this office. When she came through
the door she would lift her eyes to the tall bookshelves. She knew this was where I wrote,

and that I needed quiet when I did. Perhaps getting to enter made her feel special.

This time, when she arrives, she taps me from behind and I nearly jump out of the chair.

She laughs hysterically.

“What are you doing?” she asks. Writing.

“About me”?

Like you wanted me to. “Hmmph”.

She spins to the piano behind us.

“Let’s play something”.

I have always had a piano in my office, owing to my earlier

days as a musician. Even now, when I get lost in the woods of writing, I turn to playing to
guide me out. Chika starts whacking the keys, making the same cacophony she made

when she was alive.

“Don’t bang,” I used to scold. Then one day, I brought her to visit a friend, a jazz
musician, who listened calmly as she pounded, then stood over her and created a bass line
with his left hand and some chords with his right, a tuneful bed to envelop her

wanderings. That was the last time I told Chika what to play.
Everything in this world is music if you can hear it. Make a joyful noise, the psalm says.

We sit and tap out “Jingle Bells.” Christmas songs were always welcome, even in

summer. I sing, Dashing through the snow, in a one-horse open sleigh, over fields we

go—
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“Through the fields,” she corrects. Through the fields?
“Yeah”.
Not “over” fields?

“No. See.” She sings, “Dashing through the snow, in a one- horse open sleigh, through

the fields we go”. . .

I start to sing with her, but she puts her hand over my mouth, then finishes with,

“laughing all the way, ha-ha-HA”!
You have to do that? I ask, smiling.

She grins. Most times we sang, Chika cupped her palm over my mouth, a clear sign that

her act was solo. It made me laugh then. It makes me laugh now.
“Mister Mitch? Why did you write those words”?

Which words?

She slides off the bench and moves to the desk. She points at

the yellow pad, and number three on the list. “Them,” she says.
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Lesson Three

A Sense of Wonder

We took you to Disneyland once, Chika. Do you remember? It was after the radiation
treatments. You had been wondering about Sleeping Beauty’s Castle, which they show at
the start of every Disney movie. “Is that real?” you’d ask, and we’d say that it was, and
someday we would take you to see it. One night, after putting you to bed, Miss Janine
and I looked at the missing patch of hair above the back of your neck. Your forehead was

perspiring. And we said to each other, “What are we waiting for”?

We made the reservations. We flew to California. I bought tickets for a weekday, hoping

for smaller crowds, and we arrived before the park even opened.

What I remember most is what you did first. We entered through Main Street, passing
souvenir shops. The rides were up ahead, and I wondered which would make you scream,

“Can we do that one”?

Instead we passed a small pond, and a gray duck wandered out of the water. And with
Astro Orbitor to your right, Thunder Mountain to your left, and Sleeping Beauty’s Castle
straight ahead, you pointed down and yelled, “Look! A duck!” And you chased after it
and giggled wildly, “Duck! Duck™!

I glanced at Miss Janine, who was smiling, too. With all those amusement park

attractions calling, you got low to marvel at another living creature
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If the first words from a child’s mouth are “Mommy” or “Daddy,” the next word must be
“Look!” That’s how it felt to me, anyhow. As an uncle, I watched countless times as
nieces and nephews held up scribblings— “Mommy, look!”—or prepared to pool dive —
“Daddy, look!”—or grabbed a toy off a store shelf—"“Uncle Mitch, look!” As dutiful

family, we would nod and say, “Very nice” or “Wow.”
But I confess a sense of disconnect. It was never as fascinating to me as it was to them.

Then you came along, Chika. And maybe because I’m older now, or maybe because your
eyes were so much wider than mine, or maybe because it’s simply different when the
child is in your care, something stirred. I began to lean over, to see tiny miracles the way
you saw them. Baby ducks running. Frogs hiding in the weeds. The wind lifting a leaf
you were about to grab. One of the best things a child can do for an adult is to draw them

down, closer to the ground, for clearer reception to the voices of the earth.

You did that for me, Chika. We buried in leaves. We studied ants in the driveway. We
rolled in snow—which astonished you the first time you saw it—and made your very first
snowman. You put me on the other end of a magnifying glass or a toy telescope, and
through those lenses, I could marvel at the world the way you did. You were an unfailing

antidote to adult preoccupation.
All you had to say was, “Look!”

Look. It’s one of the shortest sentences in the English language. But we don’t really look,

Chika. Not as adults. We look over. We glance. We move on.

You looked. Your eyes flickered with curiosity. You caught fireflies and asked if they
had batteries. You unearthed a penny and asked if it was “treasure.” And without

prompting, you knew discovery should be shared.
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“You smell it,” you would say, holding out a fragrant flower. “You eat it,” you would

say, holding out a chocolate candy.
So I did. I followed your lead. I ran after you sledding. I rode

behind your carousel horse. I splashed after you in the swimming pool, remember? You
invented a game where one pool edge was America and one was Haiti and you paddled
between them, bringing rice and beans back and forth, saying, “Here you go! Eat them!
Yum!” I don’t know where you came up with that, Chika, or why it made you cackle
with laughter. But I swam beside you from country to country, and your imagination was

a thing to behold.

Children wonder at the world. Parents wonder at their children’s wonder. In so doing, we

are all together young.

So you taught me that, Chika. Or rekindled it, if that sense of wonder remains a pilot light
inside us all. There was such a timeless quality to your enterprises—crawling under
tables on a secret mission, setting up tiny cups for an imaginary tea party— that it almost

erased the urgency that hung over you.
But my receptors, being the grown-up kind, could not ignore that urgency.

The relative success of the radiation treatments had boosted our hopes, and even boosted
your lips and left eye, closer to a normal symmetry. Your walking improved. You ran and

danced. The summer passed and you were better than before. So, progress, right?

Still, I had been warned by doctors that this could be a “honeymoon” period, that the

invader in your brain stem was “dormant” but not gone, a volcano regathering.
Be vigilant, I told myself. Be wary.

This was brought home to me during, of all things, a college football game in mid-
September, at the massive University of Michigan stadium, which is affectionately called

The Big House.
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There were more than a hundred thousand people there that Saturday, and from my perch
in the press box, where I had come to write my sports column, I glanced down just before
the game began to see a family walking onto the field. The public-address announcer
bellowed, “Joining the captains for the coin toss is Chad Carr. Our thoughts and prayers

are with the Carr family”.

I swallowed hard. The Carr family meant Lloyd Carr, the former Michigan football
coach, whom I knew well, his son Jason, Jason’s wife, Tammi, and their three children,
including their youngest, Chad, who was four years old, and whom the announcer had

individually recognized.
Because Chad Carr—Ilike you, Chika—was suffering from DIPG.

I watched him carried out, listless in his father’s arms, a beautiful child with a mop of
blond hair. His battle had become a well-known story in Michigan, the subject of TV
news reports and articles. I had spoken with Tammi several times. She told me all she
knew about the disease, and introduced me to a community of families, all climbers on a
worldwide DIPG mountain, sharing what ledge to grab, what slips to avoid, and

sometimes, painfully, the news of those who had fallen.
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COMMENTARY

Translating requires a deep understanding of both the source and target languages'
grammatical, lexical, and cultural aspects. Just as in any field, Translators
experienced different types of errors and problems during their work; therefore,
they have to adopt different theories to tackle these problems. During translating
the graduation project, I encountered different issues and adopted different

solutions to solve them.
First, lexical problems:

I have opted for transliteration in translating names of cities, countries, hospitals,
shows, and cartoons because it is the process used in rendering those elements.
Sometimes, [ have provided the English name next to the Arabic one if the Arabic

transliteration alone will cause ambiguity. For instance;

JUb & se sidiwaMott Children’s Hospital (Line 487)

g L2l i se 50 330e Beaumont Hospital radiation clinic (line 938)
Y Gl =4l Nightline (line 790)

There was another problem at the lexical level; Creolic words, phrases, and songs'
titles which I opted for literal translation in transferring them. Such as; " Jeriko
Miray-La Kraze" and "Mwen se Solda Jezi", "tranbleman te " and many others.
The author sometimes provided an English equivalent, and sometimes not. When
there was an English equivalent, I kept the Cerolic words and phrases in the target
text as they were in the source text and translated the English equivalent. And

when there was not an English equivalent, I added a footnote with their meanings.
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I encountered a problem at the level of meaning, particularly word choice. The
writer used the term "nerve doctor" to simplify the term "neurologist", and to
maintain this simplification; I used <=b<aidland b, (lines 432 and 434).

Second, Grammatical Problems.

Grammatical rules vary from one language to another, and this may pose some
challenges for translators.

One grammatical error that posed some difficulty was the use of the word
"teached" by the child. The verb was supposed to be "teach," but the child, I
presume, was not aware of using the infinitive form after "did." And whereas there

was no possible way in Arabic to transfer and maintain this error, I added an ! in
the middle of the Arabic word <lile,

There was also the use of passive voice. Passive voice is not preferable in Arabic if
the subject of the sentence is known. I encountered sentences where I shifted the
passive into active. One example is "Chika loved to be read to" I transferred it into
an active sentence which reads "\l 1 & Ol 1S5 Cual oS" A in line 71.

Third, phonological problems:

During translating, I faced phonological problems; most of them are child's speech
errors, and for transferring them, I opted for literal translation. I transferred those
errors to similar errors in Arabic. For example; The isby-bisby spider, went up a

water spout. . . " I transferred it into "sball  siia s 103 il & 5Sall " (line 47)
and "appy new year," "3325 sn0a 45" (line 649)

Finally, stylistic problems:

Those problems require the translator to render the sense and reshape the author's
words in another language. Mostly I opted for communicative translation for such
issues. One example is, "Gradually, I had to face the fact that I could not control
everything, no matter how fast my eyes darted from spot to spot." I translated it as
B e da Y 4l E€ il luda Bad g (line 421)

Another is; "Ambition is not something I ever warned you about, Chika, but I have

learned it can overtake you gradually, like clouds moving across the sun, until,
consumed by pursuing it, you get used to a dimmer existence." Which I
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transferred into ¥ ol z sakall o i a8 e Cualad S0 1050 4 Logy 7 sadall (e @ y0a] A
Lidhae (5558 o) Ji el Uy gl g 48 5 aakais (lines 880-881)
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Conclusion

Translation i1s the process of transferring the meaning, grammatical
structures, and style of a text from one language to another.
Translation’s importance comes from the fact that it bridges the cultural,
linguistic, and religious gaps between nations. Due to its importance,
translation is being taught in many universities around the world.

To acquire a Master's Degree from King Khalid University, Students
have to translate 12,500 words. I have translated an expressive book,
biography/autobiography written by Mitch Albom to fulfill graduation
requirements.
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