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Ñoâng giaät mình, choaøng tænh:
aùnh traêng trong vaét chieáu xuyeân
qua maøn kính, traûi thaønh moät veät
saùng huyeàn dòu döôùi chaân. Ñeâm
nay raèm, �Ñeâm nay raèm yeán tieäc
saùng treân trôøi!� Ñoâng laåm nhaåm
ñoïc moät caâu thô cuõ; traêng ñeïp
quaù, traêng treo lô löûng treân moät
baàu trôøi tuyeät vôøi, trôøi thaät ñeïp
sau nhöõng giôø gioù möa raàm ró!

Môû cöûa phoøng böôùc ra ngoaøi.
Ñoâng nghe nhö coù moät gioøng
ñieän laïnh leõo chaïy doïc xöông
soáng: hình nhö coù tieáng döông
caàm phaûng phaát trong caùc haønh
lang toái taêm vaéng laïnh! Ai maø
daïo ñaøn vaøo luùc nöûa ñeâm vaéng
veû nhö theá naøy?! Ñaõ hai giôø saùng
coù hôn! Hay laø...ma? Nghó tôùi
chöõ �ma� noù vuït ruøng mình.
Ñoâng raát ít khi �sôï ma�, nhöng
maø trong ñeâm toái, vôùi moät vaàng
traêng lieâu trai treo treân ñaàu caây

coå thuï beân ngoaøi, vôùi nhöõng
haønh lang heïp, toái taêm, quaïnh
queõ nhö daãn vaøo voâ taän cuûa toøa
laâu ñaøi naøy, vôùi caâu chuyeän vöøa
ñoïc hoài chieàu...taát caû cuõng laøm
Ñoâng...hôi ngaùn.

Laø �director� cuûa moät cô
quan thieän nguyeän, Ñoâng ñöôïc
môøi ñeám tham döï khoaù hoäi thaûo
veà an ninh xaõ hoäi do chính quyeàn
lieân bang toå chöùc. Treân döôùi ba
möôi ngöôøi ñeán töø khaép nôi trong
nöôùc Myõ ñöôïc saép xeáp cho ôû
chung trong moät toøa laâu ñaøi coå.
Toøa nhaø ñaõ cuõ kyõ, maø ngöôøi ta
laïi caøng laøm cho noù coù veû cuõ kyõ
hôn ñeå söû duïng nhö moät hotel!
� loaïi hotel daønh cho nhöõng keû
coù tieàn, muoán chaïy troán caùi phoàn
hoa ñoâ hoäi ñoâi ngaøy, ñoâi tuaàn.
Ngöôøi ñeán taïm truù maëc quaàn
�jean�, aùo thun, ñöôïc moät nhoùm
nhaân vieân maëc quaàn ñen, aùo ñuoâi

toâm ñen, nô coå ñen tuyeàn, raát leã
ñoä haàu haï.

Toøa nhaø xaây naêm 1738, chôi
vôi treân moät ngoïn ñoài, chung
quanh nhaø laø röøng, röøng thaät söï
röøng vôùi nhöõng ñaøn nai daïo
quanh, caûnh ñeïp nhö trong tranh
veõ. Maáy hoâm qua hoïc haønh, hoäi
thaûo, nghieân cöùu,... chaúng coù ai
coù giôø nghæ ngôi; cho ñeán hoâm
nay môùi coù moät buoåi �xaû hôi�.
Coù chuùt thaûnh thôi, Ñoâng ñi daïo
voøng quanh nhaø, ñi theo moät loái
moøn heïp ra röøng, roài ñi laïc tôùi
moät ñoài coû daïi; nhöõng thaân coû
oáng cao tôùi ngang thaét löng,
nhöõng ñaùm coû maø noù chöa thaáy
bao giôø treân ñaát Myõ, coû che moät
taám baûng ñaù... Ñoâng loø moø ñoïc,
roài hôi ngôõ ngaøng khi nhaän ra ñoù
laø moät moä bia, roài ngôõ ngaøng hôn
khi nhaän ra noù ñang ñöùng treân
moät nghóa trang cuõ kyõ. Nhöõng
taám baûng baèng ñaù xanh ghi teân
tuoåi cuøng coâng nghieäp ngöôøi ñaõ
maát, nhöõng daáu tích cuûa caùc theá
heä chuû nhaân oâng caùi toøa laâu ñaøi
maø boïn Ñoâng ñang taïm truù ngoaøi
kia!

Taùnh hieáu kyø noåi daäy, Ñoâng
laàn moø trôû veà, tìm vaøo thö vieän
cuûa toaø nhaø. Treân chieác baøn laøm
vieäc cuõ kyõ cuûa ngöôøi chuû nguyeân
thuûy, coù moät baøi vieát ngaén, noùi
veà lai lòch ngoâi nhaø: naêm 1738,
moät nhaø quí toäc ñi saên choàn, côõi
ngöïa chaïy laïc tôùi ngoïn ñoài naøy;
trong aùnh naéng chaäp choaïng cuûa
ngaøy, oâng gaëp moät thieáu nöõ trong
moät ngoâi nhaø ñôn sô, oâng xin moät
cheùn canh noùng, xin moät maåu
baùnh mì khoâ, ñeå roài sau ñoù
chieám luoân traùi tim cuûa coâ chuû.
OÂng cöôùi coâ, vaø xaây cho coâ, ngay
chính treân caùi neàn nhaø cuõ, moät

° Taân Xuyeân

Moät Vaàng Traêng
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toaø laâu ñaøi ñeïp. Ñoù laø caùi laâu
ñaøi maø boïn Ñoâng ñang ôû. Sang
theá heä thöù hai, gioøng hoï chuû nhaân
ngoâi nhaø töø töø sa suùt; sang theá
heä thöù ba, nhöõng caùi cheát bí maät
cuûa ngöôøi trong gioøng hoï töø töø
xaûy ra. Khi coù aùn maïng xaûy ra
trong nhaø, laø khi tieàn cuûa nhö baát
taän cuûa gioøng hoï chôït töø töø khoâ
haïn. Moät ngöôøi con cuûa theá heä
thöù tö khoâng coøn giöõ ñöôïc nhaø,
phaûi baùn ñaáu giaù nhaø, baùn luoân
caû röøng caây bao la chung quanh;
caùi gioøng hoï quyeàn quí trong theá
heä ñaàu tieân cuûa nhöõng ngöôøi Anh
ñeán khai phaù xöù sôû naøy cuõng tieâu
tan.

Ngoâi nhaø thay chuû nhieàu laàn,
cuoái cuøng khoâng ai daùm ôû, khoâng
ai baûo quaûn noåi neân ngöôøi chuû
cuoái, laø moät hoùa hoïc gia, cho
luoân caùi hoäi cuûa mình, �The
American Chemical Society�,
baûo quaûn.

Khi ñoïc tôùi haøng chöõ �Hoäi
Hoùa Hoïc Gia Myõ�, Ñoâng chôït
ruøng mình. Haøng chöõ gôïi nhôù
moät caâu chuyeän cuõ, caâu chuyeän
veà moät ngoâi nhaø ma ôû mieàn
Ñoâng nöôùc Myõ. Trong lôùp vaên
chöông ôû San Diego State Uni-
versity, Ñoâng ñaõ nghe moät coâ
giaùo keå veà ngoâi nhaø naøy; ngoâi
nhaø coù...ma! Caùi toøa laâu ñaøi
meânh moâng toïa laïc treân moät
ñænh ñoài naøy khaù noåi danh
veà...ma. Nhöõng ngöôøi chuû khoâng
bao giôø ôû ñöôïc neân môùi taëng
khoâng cho thieân haï laøm...hotel!

Vaäy maø ñeâm nay, trong caùi
khung caûnh hoang vaéng laï luøng
naøy, traêng hieän veà nhö töø moät
huyeàn thoaïi... Ñeâm vôùi caùi caûm
giaùc noân nao kyø laï vì aùnh traêng
xao xaùc ngoaøi song, ñeâm thaät

lieâu trai vôùi tieáng ñaøn khi aån khi
hieän... Ñoâng töïa ngöôøi vaøo cöûa
phoøng, laéng nghe: nhaïc nhö
tieáng ñeäm nheï nhaøng nhôù ngöôøi
ñi, ngöôøi ñi ngoaøi söông gioù xa;
nhaïc cuoän troøn nhö thöông tieác,
nhaïc leân cao nhö voù ngöïa qua
ñoài trong aùnh traêng ngaø ngoïc;
nhaïc � moät gioøng giao höôûng
cuûa Mozart!

Khi tieáng ñaøn chuyeån sang
reùo raéc cung saàu, khoùc moät
chuyeän tình � baøi Love Story
� maùu hieáu kyø cuûa Ñoâng chôït
noåi daäy. Neáu ñaây laø tieáng ñaøn
ma... Neáu coù ma thaät, thì chaéc
ñaây laø moät con ma...ñaày tình
caûm, Ñoâng cuõng muoán gaëp cho
bieát. Noù laàn nheï böôùc chaân theo
haønh lang ñi xuoáng döôùi nhaø.

Phoøng sinh hoaït cuûa toøa laâu
ñaøi roäng theânh thang, nhöng
khoâng khí trong phoøng raát aám:
baây giôø laø muøa heø, muøa heø ôû
Baltimore noùng vaø aåm vôùi nhöõng
traän möa raøo laøm xanh caây coû.
Trong phoøng: ñeøn saùng dìu dòu,
khung caûnh trang trí raát xöa cuõ,
maø raát deã thöông. ÔÛ trong moät
goùc phoøng, caây döông caàm vaãn
dìu daët phaùt ra töøng aâm thanh

kyø laï; ñaøng sau caây ñaøn thaáp
thoaùng moät gioøng toùc, toùc xoûa
daøi che ngang khuoân maët traéng
treûo cuûa moät thieáu nöõ treû ñeïp.
Ñoâng caén raêng, böôùc maïnh tôùi,...
roài vuït phì cöôøi: ngöôøi ngoài ñaøn
kia laø Ngoïc-Anh.

� Boä heát chuyeän chôi roài
sao maø ra ñaây ñaøn giôø naøy?
Khoâng bieát nhaø coù...

Ñoâng hoûi, roài vuït im baët.
Chaéc chaén laø Ngoïc-Anh khoâng
bieát nhöõng caâu chuyeän ma ôû
trong ngoâi nhaø coå-loã-xó naøy.

� AØ, anh Ñoâng! Anh cuõng
khoâng nguû ñöôïc haû?

� Nguû heát moät giaác roài ñoù...
Traêng saùng quaù neân anh daäy
ñeå... laøm thô...

� Bao giôø laøm xong cho em
xin nghe? Nhôù ñeà taëng Ngoïc-
Anh...

� OK, anh seõ ñeà taëng Ngoïc-
Anh, ngöôøi tình vöøa môùi quen...

� Xí!
Moät tieáng �xí� khoâ khan.

Ñoâng cöôøi hì hì.
� Khoâng nguû ñöôïc haû?...
� Nguû gì ñöôïc, maáy giôø roài?

Hai giôø saùng? Töùc laø chæ môùi coù
möôøi moät giôø ôû California... Em
vaãn nguû theo giôø California...

� Maø thöùc theo giôø Balti-
more haû?

Ngoïc Anh cöôøi hi hi. Queân
heát maáy con ma trong chuyeän
keå, Ñoâng ruû reâ:

� Ñi ra ngoaøi chôi ñi, trôøi
ñeïp laém.

� OK, ñi.
* * *

Ngoâi nhaø naèm treân ñænh ñoài,
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xa xa döôùi chaân ñoài thaáp thoaùng
moät maët nöôùc, hình nhö laãn
khuaát ñaøng sau maáy haøng caây
kia laø moät hoà nhoû; Ñoâng keùo tay
Ngoïc-Anh:

� Ñeán caùi hoá ñoù chôi... ÔÛ
choã ñoù... lyù töôûng laém.

� Lyù töôûng?
� Lyù töôûng cho nhöõng ngöôøi

yeâu nhau...
� �Why?�
� Ngoài beân bôø hoà noùi

chuyeän tình laém, laïi thuaän tieän
nöõa...

Ngoïc-Anh ngöôùc maét nhö doø
hoûi, Ñoâng tænh bô:

� Thuaän tieän cho nhöõng keû
yeâu nhau...hoûi nhau nhöõng caâu
quan troïng...

� Caâu gì maø quan troïng döõ
vaäy?

� Thì chuyeän tình naøo roài
cuõng tôùi caâu hoûi ñoù: �Em coù chòu
laøm vôï anh khoâng?� Naøy nheù,
ngöôøi con trai hoûi, neáu ngöôøi con
gaùi noùi �yes� thì caû hai daét nhau
veà lo laøm ñaùm cöôùi...

� Coøn neáu noùi �no�?
� Thì ñoù, caùi hoà. Neáu coâ aáy

noùi �no� thì xoâ coâ xuoáng hoà moät
caùi �uøm� laø xong...

Ñoâng baät cöôøi hoâ hoá, trong
khi Ngoïc-Anh caèn nhaèn:

� Maéc dòch anh, ñaàu oùc luùc
naøo cuõng nghó tôùi chuyeän xoâ
ngöôøi ta xuoáng... heát xuoáng vöïc
thaúm, baây giôø laïi tôùi hoà nöôùc...

Ñeâm ñeïp tuyeät vôøi, traêng
ñeïp tuyeät vôøi, Ngoïc-Anh... tuyeät
vôøi. Nhìn göông maët traéng treûo,
thanh lòch raïng ngôøi döôùi traêng,
Ñoâng thaáy loøng cuõng daâng ít
nhieàu xao xuyeán.

Moät laøn gioù aám keùo qua, gioù
löôùt thöôùt treân röøng caây. Gioù
muøa haï Baéc Myõ thaät aám, thaät
gioáng gioù Saøi-Goøn nhöõng khi trôøi
môùi döùt möa... Ñi trong baàu
khoâng khí thoaûi maùi, aåm öôùt naøy
Ñoâng chôït boài hoài nhôù Vieät Nam,
nhöõng muøa traêng thôøi thô daïi ôû
Vieät Nam. Baây giôø laø thaùng Chín
döông lòch, ñoái vôùi aâm lòch thì
ñaõ laø muøa Trung Thu roài ñoù!

� EÂ, �you�!
� �What?�
� Coù nhôù baøi haùt Trung

Thu, coù bieát baøi haùt Trung Thu

naøo khoâng?
Chaúng traû lôøi, Ngoïc Anh caát

gioïng haùt: �Aùnh traêng traéng ngaø,
coù caây ña to, coù thaèng cuoäi giaø,
oâm moät moái mô...�

Ñoâng hoøa tieáng haùt theo:
�Cuoäi ôi! Ta noùi cho cuoäi
nghe...�

Lôøi haùt vang vang, tieáng cöôøi
vang vang, trong aùnh traêng
huyeàn dieäu, chöøng nhö Ñoâng vaø
Ngoïc-Anh ñang soáng laïi thôøi thô
aáu ôû Vieät Nam... ÔÛ Vieät Nam...
nhöõng ñeâm traêêng muøa thu bình
yeân... Xa Vieät Nam vaäy maø ñaõ

Bôûi em toâi maõi ngaäm nguøi
Bôûi tình yeâu laém ngoït buøi ñaéng cay

Bôûi toâi chöa tænh côn say
Bôûi ñeâm voâ taän bôûi ngaøy bao la

Bôûi em duyeân daùng kieâu sa
Bôûi toâi thô thaån ta baø theá gian
Bôûi nhìn theo daùng em ngoan

Tim toâi em giöõ chaúng hoaøn laïi toâi
Bôûi ñaâu cuoäc soáng noåi troâi

Toâi ñang ñaùnh maát cuoäc ñôøi ñoù em
Bôûi em coâ beù loï lem

Coøn toâi hoaøng töû maûi xem so giaày
Bôûi em hoang phí thaùng ngaøy

Neân toâi baïch dieän daùng gaày thö sinh
Bôûi em chaúng traû thö tình

Neân toâi maõi maõi moät mình ñôn coâi

° Traàn Ñình Ngoïc

Ñôn Coâi
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gaàn hai möôi naêm!
� Ngoïc-Anh naøy...
� �What?�
� Coù nhôù Vieät Nam khoâng?
� ÖØ! nhôù...
� Maø Ngoïc-Anh ñaâu coù kyû

nieäm gì nhieàu ôû Vieät Nam? Khi
rôøi ñaát nöôùc, em gioûi laém laø naêm
saùu tuoåi...

� Möôøi tuoåi! Möôøi tuoåi!
Nhôù Saøi Goøn chöù, nhôù laém chöù!
naøy nheù, khu chôï Nguyeãn Tri
Phöông maø ba thöôøng hay chôû
em ñi aên mì toái neø, khu vöïc
ñöôøng Pasteur vôùi nhöõng gaùnh
quaø rong thôm löøng neø, anh coù
aên baùnh bao Baø Caû Caàn khoâng?

� Baùnh bao �OÂng� Caû Caàn
chöù?

� �OÂng� Caû Caàn? Hay
�Baø� Caû Caàn? �Anyway�,
nhöõng ngaøy gaàn Teát, Saøi Goøn coù
caùi khoâng khí gaây gaây laïnh, buoåi
saùng trôøi laïnh maø meï mua cho
moät caùi baùnh bao Baø Caû Caàn laø
�heát xaåy�...

Coâ nuoát nöôùc boït, ñoâi maù
phuùng phính nhö ñoâi maù cuûa moät
coâ beù leân chín, leân taùm ñang
theøm aên. Nhìn göông maët coâ
naøng döôùi aùnh traêng vaèng vaëc,
Ñoâng chôït cöôøi.

� Cöôøi caùi gì ñoù?
� Anh cuõng ñang theøm

baùnh bao... maët em gioáng caùi
baùnh bao Baø Caû Caàn laém, cho
anh caén moät caùi nghe...

Ngoïc-Anh veùo Ñoâng moät caùi
ñau ñieáng.

Qua moät khoaûng röøng, ñeâm
nhö chôït môû roäng ra, choùi loøa
aùnh saùng. Maët hoà phaûn chieáu
aùnh traêng, trong vaét nhö moät taám

göông. Hai ngöôøi ngoài xuoáng
treân moät bôø coû.

� Anh naøy...
Ñoâng quay laïi.
� Vaäy laø xong, mình khoâng

coøn laøm gì ñöôïc nöõa haû anh?
� Caùi gì xong?
� Tî naïn, veà naêm möôi saùu

ngaøn ngöôøi tî naïn ôû Ñoâng Nam
AÙ...

� Ô! ÖØ! Anh nghó vaäy laø
xong! Cuoäc vaän ñoäng cuûa mình
khoâng mang laïi keát quaû gì ñaâu...
Hoï seõ bò baét buoäc phaûi trôû veà
Vieät Nam...

� Roài hoï laøm sao soáng anh?
� Anh khoâng bieát. Trong

buoåi noùi chuyeän ngaøy hoâm kia
vôùi ñaïi dieän boä Ngoaïi Giao, chaéc
em cuõng nhaän ra laø chính phuû
ñaõ coù quyeát ñònh töø tröôùc. Hoï
tieáp mình chæ vì hoï lòch söï maø
thoâi...

� ÖØ! Maø cuõng vì hoï �ngaùn�
oâng daân bieåu cuøng ñi vôùi mình.

� �It�s all politics�, Ngoïc-
Anh! Mình chæ phí thôøi giôø voâ
ích. Thaân phaän cuûa naêm möôi
saùu ngaøn ngöôøi trong caùc traïi tî
naïn Ñoâng Nam AÙ ñaõ ñöôïc quyeát
ñònh: hoï seõ phaûi trôû veà ñòa nguïc!

� Anh aø! Sao anh laïi noùi
Vieät Nam laø ñòa nguïc?

Ngoïc-Anh nheï nhaøng traùch.
� Anh...ô...
Caû hai chôït laëng im. Khoâng!

Khoâng! Vieät Nam vaãn soáng
tuyeät vôøi trong taâm hoàn Ñoâng!
Ñoâng khoâng heà coù yù mieät thò nôi
noù ñaõ sinh ra vaø khoân lôùn. Vieät
Nam vaãn laø queâ höông, queâ
höông vôùi ngoïn Mía, vôùi höông
Saàu Rieâng, vôùi caây Kheá ngoït,...

Trong ñoù ta ñaõ thôû höông luùa
chín, ñaõ uoáng nöôùc nöôùc döøa
thôm, trong ñoù...nhöõng muøa
traêng nhö ñeâm nay traêng naøy
mình chaïy nhaûy tung taêng vôùi
aùnh ñeøn maøu...

Nhöõng ngaøy coøn nhoû, Ñoâng
hay bò kích thích bôûi aùnh ñeøn caày
xuyeân qua lôùp giaáy kieáng cuûa
chieác ñeøn Trung Thu. Aùnh saùng
kyø dieäu cuûa traêng coøn mang theo
höông thôm tuyeät vôøi cuûa baùnh
möùt. Baùnh Trung Thu... Bao
nhieâu naêm roài khoâng aên moät
mieáng baùnh Trung Thu ñuùng
nghóa laø �Trung Thu�!

� Xin loãi nghe?
� ÖØ! Ñöøng bao giôø noùi xaáu

veà Vieät Nam, anh!
� ÖØ! Ñaát nöôùc mình bao giôø

cuõng ñeïp; chæ coù nhöõng ngöôøi
ñang caàm quyeàn hoâm nay laøm
cho nöôùc mình ngheøo, daân mình
ñoùi keùm laø khoâng ñeïp!... Traêng
ñeïp quaù hôû Ngoïc-Anh? Öôùc gì
mình coù moät caùi loàng ñeøn... Anh
thích loaïi loàng ñeøn daùn giaáy kính
maàu xanh döông... trong ñeâm
traêng, aùnh saùng töø caây ñeøn caày
xuyeân qua maøn giaáy xanh bao
giôø cuõng gôïi leân trong anh nhöõng
xao ñoäng kyø laï...

� Veà Los Angeles kyø naøy
em seõ laøm cho anh moät caùi, ñöøng
lo...

� �Promised?�
� �Promised!�
� Coù caû baùnh Trung Thu?
� Coù caû baùnh Trung Thu!
� �Free?�
� �No, you will have to

pay.�
� Bao nhieâu?
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� Heát caùi �pay check�.
� OK, cho Ngoïc-Anh giöõ

heát maáy caùi �pay check�, maø
�pay check� cuûa nhöõng ngöôøi aên
côm nhaø ñi laøm chuyeän ñôøi nheï
laém,... thoâi, giöõ heát caû cuoäc ñôøi
coøn laïi naøy luoân ñi...

� Nöõa, laïi �thaû deâ�! Deïp...
Ñoâng cöôøi, quay nhìn ra xa

xa. Xa xa treân ñoài coû bình yeân,
gioù löôùt thöôùt qua mang theo
nhöõng laøn hôi nöôùc aám. Laâu thaät
laø laâu roài môùi coù dòp ra ngoài chôi
ngoaøi trôøi, ñoùn höông gioù aám,
ñoùn aùnh traêng trong! Traêng vaãn
nghieâng nghieâng treo treân ñaàu
caây... Trong aùnh traêng ngoït ngaøo
nhö maät cuûa ñaát trôøi töï do, Ñoâng
chôït thaáy buoàn khi töôûng töôïng
ñeán aùnh traêng teû nhaït soi ñaàu
�traïi caám� � caùc traïi giam
ngöôøi tî naïn Vieät Nam ôû Ñoâng
Nam AÙ. Caâu chuyeän vôùi nhöõng
ngöôøi daân bieåu cuûa California,
cuoäc vaän ñoäng trong boä Ngoaïi
Giao,... taát caû ñaõ laø moät thaát baïi.
Moät trang söû ñaõ laät qua, vaán ñeà
tî naïn Vieät Nam ñaõ thuoäc veà dó
vaõng! Baây giôø theá giôùi coù nhöõng
vuøng bieán ñoäng döõ doäi hôn, baây
giôø ngöôøi tî naïn ñeán töø caùc nöôùc
khaùc môùi laø quan troïng hôn, baây
giôø... trong cuoäc tranh ñaáu dai
daúng ñeå trieät tieâu lyù töôûng �tî
naïn� cuûa ngöôøi Quoác Gia...
Ngöôøi Coäng Saûn ñaõ thaéng!

Treân ñoài coû hoang vu, Ñoâng
thaáy coâ ñôn, moät noãi coâ ñôn vaèng
vaëc nhö vaàng traêng kia... Trong
tieáng gioù löôùt thöôùt qua röøng cao,
hình nhö coù tieáng ngöôøi keâu...
tieáng Vieät Nam, ngöôøi Vieät Nam
theùt gaøo treân nhöõng chuyeán taøu
ñi khoâng bao giôø ñeán... Treân moät

traän chieán ñaõ taøn, noù thaáy mình
nhö meät moûi, meät moûi maõi vôùi
caùc aùm aûnh cuõ!

Ngoïc-Anh vaãn ngoài yeân.
Cuõng laø �director� cuûa moät
chöông trình an sinh xaõ hoäi, cuõng
xoâng xaùo ñi beânh vöïc cho ñoàng
baøo trong caùc �traïi caám�, coâ
caûm thoâng ñöôïc vôùi nhöõng ñieàu
öu tö ñang ñeø naëng taâm hoàn
Ñoâng. Tuy nhieân, ñoái vôùi con
ngöôøi ñoù, coøn coù quaù nhieàu ñieàu
maø coâ chöa hieåu ñöôïc. Hai möôi
naêm ngang doïc trong ñôøi, Ñoâng
coù moät dó vaõng quaù lôùn ñeå cho
moät ngöôøi môùi lôùn nhö coâ coù theå

caûm thoâng hoaøn toaøn!
Gioù baét ñaàu thaáy laïnh hôn,

söông ñaõ xuoáng nhieàu hôn, aùnh
traêng töø töø môø ñi trong maøn
söông buoåi sôùm. Thaû ngöôøi naèm
daøi treân coû, voøng tay sau gaùy,
nhìn trôøi cao Ñoâng thì thaàm...
�Caùm ôn em, Ngoïc-Anh. Laâu
thaät laø laâu roài anh môùi coù ñöôïc
moät ñeâm traêng bình yeân. Caùm
ôn em! Bao nhieâu naêm roài noåi
troâi, anh khoâng heà coù ñöôïc moät
muøa Trung Thu nhö öôùc muoán!�

� Thoâi mình veà, anh!
� ÖØ! thì veà... Maø em nhôù

C
ô
n

M
eâ

Ngöôøi ñaõ ra ñi coù trôû veà
Coù nhìn traêng uùa traûi leâ theâ
Coù coøn töôøng tôùi caâu hoø heïn
Coù nhôù ngaøy xöa ñaõ öôùc theà?

Vì sao ngöôøi ñaõ boû toâi ñi
Coù phaûi ñôøi toâi chæ bieät ly
AÂn tình naêm thaùng ngöôøi khoâng nhôù
Thì chuùt tô duyeân coù nghóa chi!

Ngöôøi chaúng cuøng toâi troïn cuoäc ñôøi
Cuoäc ñôøi ñen baïc quaù ñi thoâi
Naêm xöa ngöôøi noùi lôøi tha thieát
Toâi ñeå thuyeàn loøng theo nöôùc troâi!

Ngöôøi bieát hoàn toâi ñau taùi teâ?
Ñeâm ñeâm toâi tænh giöõa côn meâ
Chuùc ngöôøi haïnh phuùc vaø may maén
Duø ñaõ cuøng toâi loãi öôùc theà!

� Traàn Ñình Ngoïc
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nghe! Nhôù mua baùnh Trung Thu,
nhôù laøm loàng ñeøn cho anh nghe.

Ngoïc-Anh cöôøi. Nhìn göông
maët traéng laáp laùnh trong maøn
söông huyeàn aûo, Ñoâng kheû ruøng
mình, chôït nhôù chuyeän �AÅn-
Lan�: Ngoïc-Anh coù theå laø moät
hoàn ma treân trang saùch cuõ, veà
chôi treân traàn theá ñoâi giôø, roài laïi
seõ bieán ñi khi vaàng döông ñeán...

� Ngoïc-Anh...
� �What?�
� Ngaøy saép leân, sao em coøn

chöa bieán ñi?
Ngoïc-Anh cöôøi hi hi:
� Em ñaõ vöôùng maàu tuïc luïy

nhieàu roài, khoâng coøn veà treân kia
ñöôïc nöõa!...

Coâ chæ tay leân vaàng traêng, roài
chaïy leân ñoài. Ñoâng hoái haû ñuoåi
theo: �Ngoïc-Anh! Ngoïc-Anh!
Ñöøng ñeå anh... Ñöøng ñeå anh... xoâ
em xuoáng hoà nghe...�

Ngoïc-Anh vaãn vöøa chaïy vöøa
cöôøi lôùn. Tieáng cöôøi tan trong
maøn söông, tan treân ñoài xanh.
Moät ñeâm traêng ñeïp ñaõ qua...

Ñoâng ñuoåi theo, ñuoåi theo.
Hình nhö noù taïm queân ñöôïc
nhöõng nhoïc nhaèn treân ñöôøng ñôøi,
hình nhö noù taïm maát ñi nhöõng
aùm aûnh veà moät vaàng traêng treân
caùc traïi caám, traêng treân nhöõng
chuyeán taàu tî naïn Vieät Nam,
hình nhö giöõa muøa heø Baltimore
gioù thu Vieät Nam vöøa chôùm...

Treân ñoài xa, Ngoïc-Anh caát
tieáng haùt: �AÙnh traêng traéng ngaø,
coù caây ña to, coù thaèng cuoäi giaø
oâm moät giaác mô... Cuoäi ôi! Ta
noùi cho cuoäi nghe...� Nguyeãn Voõ Sôn

(UCLA, Gioù Ñoâng)

Naéng
Hanh

Raêng maø buoàn röùa?
O nhoû cuûa anh

Chieàu ni möa ñoå
Laøm moâi o xanh.

Chieàu veà vaéng anh
Moät mình reùt möôùt

Neân maét o öôùt
Gioït nöôùc troøng traønh.

Chieàu ni xa anh
Trôøi möa long loanh

O buoàn o laïnh
Treân laøn moâi xanh.

Chieàu moâ naéng hanh?
Chieàu moâ naéng vaøng?

Anh veà vôùi naøng
Loøng vang hôùn hôû.

Chieàu veà beûn leûn
Chaân böôùc roän raøng

Tim raát roän raøng
Tìm naøng naêm tröôùc

Ngaøy xöa möa öôùt
Neân maét o buoàn

Ngaøy xöa möa laïnh
Neân moâi o xanh

Chöø thì naéng hanh
Trôøi khoâng coøn laïnh

Moâi o heát xanh
Loøng o ñaõ taïnh?

O laø côn gioù
Neân ñoåi theo muøa

O laø naéng möa
Neân öa noùng laïnh
Thoâi thì baát haïnh

Anh lôõ daïi khôø
Tìm chi o nôù

Trôøi ñaõ sang muøa?
Chieàu veà beûn leûn

Ta laïi gaëp ta
Choán cuõ, ngöôøi xa

Coøn ta chieác boùng.
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From the watchtower at the tiny
district headquarters, a beating
drum sounded as if to herald the
coming of evening. The western
sky was ablaze, and full of rosy
clouds like dying embers. The bam-
boo groves surrounding the village
across the way darkened and stood
out against the sky.

Evening had come. It was quiet
and soothing. The croaking of frogs
driftedfrom the field in the gentle
breeze. In the darkening shop, mos-
quitoes began to buzz. Lieân sat si-
lently beside a row of black wooden
tobacco boxes. Her eyes grew
shadowy as the darkness increased,
and sadness crept into her innocent
mind. Lieân could not yet understand
why her heart was moved as the
day was dying.

�Shall I light the lamp, sister?�
An asked.

On hearing of her brother�s
query, Lien started up, answering,
�In a while! Why don�t you came
outside and sit with me? There are
a lot of mosquitoes inside!� An put
the matchbox on the table, then fol-
lowed his sister to a bamboo couch
outside, which creaked under their
weight.

�It�s going to fall apart, sister!�
An said.

�Yes, I will ask mother to buy
a new one.�

The two children, brother and
sister, sat silently on the couch and
looked out into the street. Lamps
in the neighboring houses had al-
ready been lit. There was a light in
Uncle My�s house; an American
lantern went on in Mr. Cuu�s; and
in the Chinese shop, a bluish light
streaked out. All these lights
beamed out into the street, so that
the sandy earth shone here and
there, making the unevenness of
the surface of the road stand out

Introduction:

�Hai Chò Em� (Two Children) was
published in a collection of short sto-
ries Naéng Trong Vöôøn (Sunshine in
the Garden), Haø Noäi, 1938. The sto-
ries in this collection were serialized
in magazines during period of 1937-
38.

Thaïch Lam�s real name was
Nguyeãn Töôøng Laân. He was born on
July 7, 1910, at Thaùi Haø Hamlet, Caåm
Giang Village, about 25 miles east of
Haø Noäi. After graduating from Albert
Sarraut Lycee, he began working as
a newspaperman for Phong Hoùa,
Ngaøy Nay, Chuû Nhaät weeklies. He also
taught at some private high schools.
He died on June 28, 1942 in the vil-
lage of Yeân Phuï by Hoà Taây (The West

Two Children

Lake), Haø Noäi of tuberculosis. He was
a member of Töï Löïc Vaên Ñoaøn (Self-
Reliant Literary Group) which was
founded in 1930 with the purpose
of promoting progressive social and
literary reform.

With a clear, simple style, the
majority of Thaïch Lam�s stories deal
with the poor people of the coun-
tryside whom he described with re-
markable insight and sympathy.

The translation of Hai Chò Em
(Two Children) into English is pro-
vided by Leâ Thoï Giaùo, formerly a
faculty member of the University of
Hueá, Vieät Nam.

� Thaïch Lam
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more sharply as light and darkness
shared alternate sides of pebbles.

The daily market usually held
on the street had long closed. All
the people were gone, and so was
all the noise. Only the rubbish re-
mained�grapefruit rinds, logan
leaves, pieces of dried-out sugar
can. A warm odor arose, the fa-
miliar smell of the day�s heat and
the dust, which Lieân and her
brother took for granted to be the
peculiar perfume of their soil, of
their very own native land. A few
merchants, late in getting home,
were gathering up their wares and
loading them into bamboo baskets
which, with the help of a pole and
a pair of rattan slings, they would
soon carry home on their shoulders.
In the meantime, though, these
stragglers tried to bring their be-
lated conversations to a halt.

A few poor children who lived
around the market place were now
bending over the ground, search-
ing for refuse. They quickly picked
up every piece of bamboo, ratan,
or whatever there was left behind
by the merchants and their custom-
ers. Lieân was moved at the sight,
though she herself was too poor to
spare them even a penny.

It was not until twilight dark-
ened into night that Lieân and her
brother saw Mrs. Ty�s youngest son
walking out of a lane, holding an
unlit water-pip in his hands and two
wooden stools on his back. His
mother followed closely after him,
balancing a bamboo bench on her
head, and lots of things in her
hand�all she needed to set up her
tea shop.

�Why are you so late in setting
up your shop tonight?� Lieân asked.
Mrs. Ty dropped the bench in the
ground and set out her tea bowls
on it, before she uttered her an-

swer:
�It wouldn�t make any differ-

ence, early or late, would it?� To
earn her living, during the day, she
fished for small crabs and shrimp,
at night, she set up her tea shop
under the badamia tree, beside the
brick steps. But to whom could she
sell anything? Perhaps a few
rickshawmen or rice porters or,
now and then, a few district guards
or a handful of servants of the dis-
trict officials�such were her usual
customers. They would stop by,
whenever they happened to, for a
puff on the water-pipe or for a bowl
of hot tea, while fetching players
for their masters� card games. Even
though her business did not yield
much money, still Mrs. Ty would
never miss setting up her tea shop
every night, from dusk till very late.

As soon as she had arranged
the bench and displayed her wares,
she reached out for an American
oil lamp; and under its light, she
spread lime on pieces of betel, to
be ready for the first customer who
might stop by. Her son was busy
making a fire, heating a pot of
green tea. It was only then that she
looked up and started a conversa-
tion with Lieân.

�Why haven�t you closed your
shop?� she asked. Lieân started at
the question, whispering: �Oh, oh,�
urging her brother. �Go close the
shop, or else mother will scold us,
An!�

�Will mother come out tonight,
sister?� Am asked. �She�s still busy
husking her rice.�

Lieân�s mother would make a
daily visit as daylight waned, and
had ordered her daughter to close
up at the sound of the drum. And
yet, Lieân had forgotten all about it,
fixing her thoughts on the quiet
street in front of her. Then Lieân

hastily walked into the dark shop,
lit the lamp, and closed the black
tobacco boxes as her brother was
looking for the bolt to shut the door.
The sundry shop they were look-
ing after was indeed a small one,
which their parents had set up as
soon as the family moved from Haø
Noäi. It was a small stall, on lease
from an old woman, partitioned off
by a thin bamboo wall pasted over
with newspapers. Lieân�s mother
left it up to Lieân�s to take care of
the shop, since she herself was
busy polishing and selling rice. To
safeguard the shop, Lieân and An
had to sleep there at night.

Lieân counted the packs of to-
bacco and carefully out away the
cakes of soap, silently calculating
her sales. She hadn�t sold much
even though it had been a market
day.

�Did you sell two cakes of soap
to Mrs. Luïc this afternoon?� Lieân
asked her brother.

An thought for a moment, then
replied: �Yes, in fact. She bought
two cakes, and Mrs. Chi half a cake
on credit.�

Lieân reached for an abacus to
add up her sales. But it was warm
inside and full of mosquitoes, so
that she seemed reluctant to begin;
an d finally, she put all the money
away in a box, without counting it.

�I will do it tomorrow, comb-
ing two days� sales together.� Lieân
said.

An was waiting just for that
moment. Both children were eager
to close the shop, so they could sit
out in the open air and watch the
activities in the town. Lieân hur-
riedly locked the money box with a
key attached to a silver chain fas-
tened to her belt. She really like
the silver chain and the key, even
felt proud of them, as they testi-
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fied to her cleverness and maturity.
�What are you doing, little

girl?�
Hearing this question followed

by a laughter, Lieân and her brother
could already tell who was there,
without having to turn around. It
was old madam Thi, a slightly crazy
woman who usually bought her rice
liquor at Lieân�s shop.

Thoroughly familiar with the
woman�s habit, Lieân silently
poured a glass of liquor and handed
it to her. She didn�t dare look into
her face, and wishes that she would
go quickly away. The old woman,
holding up the tiny glass of alco-
hol, burst out laughing.

�Oh, you are good girl! You�ve
really given me a full glass today!�

She tilted her head back-
wards to gulp down the contents,
then started mumbling as she felt
for money in her belt. She placed
three pennies into Lieân�s hands,
patted her on the forehead, and
then stumbled outside. Lieân and
her brother stood in awe, watch-
ing her silhouette gradually dis-
appear into the darkness as her
sharp laughter died out as she
walked towards the village.

Night had fallen. It was truly
a summer night, freshened with
a gentle breeze and soft as vel-
vet. Darkness shrouded all the
streets and narrow paths. The sur-
rounding houses were tightly
shut�except for a few shops still
open�their doors slightly shut so
that straight lines of light streaked
out of the cracks. Children group
themselves on the verandahs. Their
laughing voices tempted An to join
in. However, he would not risk dis-
obeying mother�s instructions to
look after the shop. So in disap-
pointment, he remained seated
where he was on the couch with his

sister, as they both let their eyes
follow the late comers who plod-
ded home in the darkness.

In the inverted bowl of the sky
overhead, thousands of sparkling
stars competed, mixing their light
with the duller light of fireflies hov-
ering low and glow worms mingling
among the leafy branches. An and
Lieân looked up at the sky in silence,
searching for the Milky Way or the
duck-shaped constellation that fol-
lows the one of God of Agriculture.
The universe seemed boundless,
mysterious, and strange; looking up
wearied their gentle minds, so af-
ter a short while, they both looked
down again to the earth, to a fa-
miliar, dimly lighted spot on the
earth�Mrs. Ty�s tea shop bench.

Towards the district office, a
small, glowing yellow light hovered
in the darkness, now appearing,
now disappearing.

�Here comes Uncle Sieâu�s
soup cart.� An informed his sister,
pointing towards the light.

The creaking pole of his shoul-
der yoke became gradually more
and more audible and the smell of
smoke in the breeze reached the
children where they were sitting as
Uncle Sieâu approached the shop

and finally set down his soup cad-
die. He bent down to rekindle the
fire, blowing into the tiny stove. His
form cast an immense shadow
reaching far out to the hedges bor-
dering lane. An and Lieân could
smell the aroma of the delicious
soup, yet, in this small village, what
Uncle Sieâu had to offer was some-
thing too expensive, too luxurious
for them to afford. Lieân recall the
days when she was living in Haø
Noäi; there she had tasted all kinds
of delicious things to eat and drink,
since her family still well off at that
time. More than that, she often had
time to join her parents for a stroll
along the banks of the Lake of the
Restored Sword (Hoà Hoaøn Kieám),
sipping tasty and colorful ice-cold
soda drinks. Except for those

memories, everything else re-
mained vague in her mind. All
she could remember vividly was
that Haø Noäi was full of sparking
light. What a bright place it was,
Lieân thought. Since the family
moved back to their native vil-
lage, set up this small shop, Lieân
and her brother would spend the
night on the bamboo bed placed
at the foot of a badamia tree on
a street that was wrapped in
darkness. Somehow Lieân had
become quite accustomed to the
darkness already. She no longer

felt scared at night as she had be-
fore. Everything was in darkness:
the path leading to river bank, the
small road that ran home from mar-
ket, the village gates, all were en-
veloped in the obscurity of night.
There was only the one small lamp
on Mrs. Ty�s bench, and the fire in
Uncle Sieâu�s soup cart. And these
tiny lamps could light but the nar-
row patch of sandy oil; and inside
of Lieân�s shop, the lamp trimmed
low sent but thin streaks of light
through the bamboo wall. The dis-
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trict town now seemed to collect
around Mrs. Ty�s shop. Nearby,
there was also the family of a blind
man, huddling on a small mat. In
front of them, there was an alumi-
num pan. But the blind man had not
begin to sing yet, as he did every
night for money, for there were too
few people there.

Mrs. Ty waved a dried banana
branch to chase away a few flies
hovering over her wares. Then she
said, slowly: �It�s got too late, but
where are all my customers?� She
meant the district guards, servants
of district officials, who had been
her faithful customers.

Uncle Sieâu replied disinterest-
edly: �There is a card game going
on at the teacher�s house, so they
don�t have to go out to look for
players.�

Blind Uncle Saâm and his wife
joined the conversation with a few
sharp strokes on his oval-shaped
guitar. Their son crawled on the
ground, off the mat, playfully
picked up trash that had been half-
buried under a thin layer of sand
along the roadside. All these
people, gathered in the darkness,
seemed to be waiting for something
brighter to happen that might im-
prove their poverty-stricken lives.

An and Lieân became sleepy as
their eyes grew heavier and
heavier. Yet both brother and sis-
ter tried to stay awake, even for a
little while longer, before they
would finally move into the shop,
ready to turn in. But their mother
had frequently instructed them to
wait until the train that ran along
the street had arrived, on the
chance that they might be able to
sell something to the late travelers.
But recently, just like many other
nights, Lieân no longer expected to
have any late customers. Even if

there were some, the most she
could sell was merely a box of
matches, or a pack or two of ciga-
rettes. Tonight there was another
reason, though, that kept Lieân and
An awake. They just wanted to
watch the train come in, since it
brought with it the town�s last ac-
tivities of the day.

An lay down, his head rested
on hid sister�s legs. Just before fall-
ing asleep, he did not forget to re-
mind her:

�You�ll wake me up when the

train comes, won�t you!�
�All right, just go to sleep.�
Lieân gently waved a fan and

straightened out the soft hair on
An�s forehead. The child�s head
gradually grew heavy on Lieân�s
thigh but she did not move, afraid
that any abrupt movement would
wake An up. Through the leafy
branches of the trees, thousands of
stars were still twinkling. A glow
worm crawling on the under side
of a leaf, gave forth a weak and
bluish light. A fresh breeze silently

A candid love song

I think of you
In midst of Gross Primary Productivity
I think of starless nights
and moonlit sky ...
While memorizing zoo plaktons, phytoplanktons,
and planktivores
Shuffled in my heart
is when we�re holding hands in the dark
and how the sharks can survive at
the apotic zone.
Dancing in my mind
Is your quiet smile
with humus incorporation zone, litter, and
bedrock revolving around and round
If I can wish,
Star light star bright
If I may dream,
You�ll be here tonight.
But tomorrow, when the sun shows
And I grasp hurriedly the pens, pencils,
and calculators to school
Please exit quietly
out of my memory
so I can have
my A�s ... in biology.
� Rose Nguyen (Gioù Ñoâng, UCLA)
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dropped a few petals on Lieân�s
shoulders. Her mood had grown se-
rene, and vague emotions invaded
her heart.

The curfew drum struck a
harsh, prolonged yet echoless note
that sank immediately into the dark-
ness. The street had become de-
serted. There were but two or three
rickshawmen pausing for a smoke
or a bowl of tea at Mrs. Ty�s shop.
A moment later, from the direction
of the district headquarters, two or
three persons emerged into view,
moving through the night, holding
lamps in their hands. They were
workers at the Chinese shop, who
went to the station to meet the lady
owner, on her way home from the
province. Uncle Sieâu craned his
neck towards the station, and in-
form his friends: �The track light
is on.�

Lieân herself had also noticed
the ghostly green light, low to the
ground. Then came the train whistle
from God-knows-how-far-away,
along with a rustling of the wind in
the dead of light. Lieân woke her
brother up: �Come on, An. The
train is arriving.�

An sprang up, rubbed his eyes
to wake himself up. The two chil-
dren, brother and sister, listened to
the quickening pace and the creak-
ing of approaching train wheels
riding on the steel tracks. A cloud
of white smoke glowed from afar,
followed by a roar of the cars and
the commotion of the travelers. In
recent years, as business began to
slack of, travelers also dropped off.
There came a time when they met
no one getting off at the station at
night. Behind the station, some time
ago, there used to be a few restau-
rants that stayed open till late into
the night. Their lights kept burning
till midnight. But now, they were

all closed and the area had again
joined the darkness of the rest of
the district.

The children did not have to
wait long. The whistle resounded
sharply and the train came grunt-
ing into town. Lieân took hold of her
brother�s hand, and both of them
stood up to watch the train passing
by to the station. The cars were
brightly lit, lighting up a wide mov-
ing area alongside the tracks. Lieân
could see that only the first-class
coaches were crowded with people,
their chrome-plated trim and glass
windows reflected the glaring light.
Then the train moved on by into the
night, leaving behind bits of burn-
ing coals scattered on the tracks.
The brother and sister, both kept
on watching the tiny dot of
greenlight on the caboose, which
gradually faded into the night, fi-
nally disappearing behind the edge
of the bamboo groves.

�The train isn�t crowded to-
night, sister,� said An. Lieân took
hold of her brother�s hand ignor-
ing his observation. To be sure, the
train was not as crowded as usual,
probably less crowded and fashion-
able. Yet these people were on
their way home from Haø Noäi! Lieân
became silent, lost in thought. Her
mind turn to Haø Noäi, a far-off, yet
brightly lit, and animated place. It
seem as if the train had brought
with it another world, a world com-
pletely different from the one illu-
minated by Mrs. Ty�s lamp and the
glow in Uncle Sieâu�s stove. The
dark night continued to surround
Lieân�s world, and the immense and
silent rice fields of her village.

�Let�s go to sleep, sister!�
Lieân fondly patted her brother

on the shoulder, then sat down on
the couch. Her brother�s body again
weighed heavy on her dress, then

his head dropped on to her shoul-
der. The noise of the train contin-
ued to diminish, growing com-
pletely inaudible in the dark night.
Stars were still sparkling in the sky.
It was not until then that the dis-
trict became completely quiet.
Then there was nothing but the dark
of the night, the sounds of the drum,
and the barking of dogs. From the
station, a shadow with a lantern
was moving home. Mrs. Ty was
preparing to put away her wares;
Uncle Sieâu had carries his soup off
towards the village; and Uncle
Saâm�the blind man�and his
family, on their mat, had dozed off
some time ago.

Lieân turned aside and looked
at her brother, who was sleeping
soundly. His hands held fast to the
sister�s shirt, his head on her shoul-
der. Lieân looked around at the dark
night. A cool breeze flowed by, and
she felt a little cold. All the glow
worms had gone out. She bent over
to pick up her brother and carried
him into the shop. Her own eyes
began to grow heavy. She carefully
bolted the door and trimmed the
wick on the oil lamp sitting on its
black tobacco box. Then she lay
down next to her brother, resting
her head on her arms, and closed
her eyes.

All that she had felt during the
day, all her vague thoughts, had
now at last filtered through her
mind; the world around her had
solidified into an opaque image in
her heart. Lieân knew she was liv-
ing in a world where her mind could
conceive of nothing beyond, noth-
ing larger than the dim circle
around Mrs. Ty�s lamp. But she did
not ponder long, her eyes closed
and she passed into sleep that was
as serene as the dark night itself
throughout a remote district town. ª
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There were times I found me
alone. I closed my eyes slowly. I
saw me. I saw people. I saw a
place, a place in the past, a place
from where most of my memories
of childhood came, a place I was
never alone.

It was a big L-shaped garden
surrounded by four houses. One
was mine. Its ground was black and
soft. I felt like I was massaged
when I walked on bare feet on it. It
was very cool, so cool that some-
times I wanted to roll my body
around to collect every single atom
of fresh air it got.

At a corner of the garden were
two guavas trees. They were tall
and old. I didn�t know when they
came into being. The important
thing was they still gave me good
fruits. they gave me trouble, too.
My neighbors would hear my
mother�s maximum voice and see
me run like Bugs Bunny trying not
be caught when she found me on a
brand of those trees chewing some
sweet guavas. She was afraid of
me falling dawn from the trees like
those old guavas which sometimes
replaced my damaged soccer ball
for a short time. There were also
two breadfruit trees. The nice softly
smell from the ripe breadfruits
made the garden become an attrac-
tive place to spend an afternoon
lying on a hammock reading some
books, then falling asleep after
some wind blowing slightly went
through.

The trees made up the soccer
goals for I, my brother and our
friends. Every time the ball went
through the guavas goal, we hit the
wooden house of a Chinese fam-
ily. The aluminum vases hung all
over the house to prevent thieves
cried painfully like the drums
sounded when some band played a
heavy metal song. Otherwise, ev-
ery time the ball went through the

A hot night in Bristol
On a late-night bus I smile
At an old lady next to me
who tightens her grip on her purse.
A black man examines the window
searching for his cool reflection.
Today is Thursday and the weatherman said
it�s going to be a hot night
in Bristol.
It�s been seven years since I took
my last breath in Vietnam
The laughing of my grandfather
lingers like a note found
in a suicide�s bedroom.
I still see those eyes
of glowing fire and surprises.
The bus is taking its last turn
as the light on my watch
begins to flash.

� Voõ Quoác Ñònh (Gioù Ñoâng, UCLA)

breadfruits goal, it knocked the
back of my house. This time people
saw a lot of Bugs Bunny at the
same time.

Two days a week, electric
power was cut. Those nights we
swept the leaves into a big pile and
burnt them at the center of the gar-
den. We sat around the fire listen-
ing to some ghost stories. Someone
would scream and we all ran. But
them we gather again and the sto-
ries continued.

I felt superior when I was in
the garden. When we went play
soccer in another garden, we al-
ways lost. Other kids joked at us.
Once we invited them to our gar-
den. We beat them. the garden
never saw us win again. The kids
didn�t come back. º

° Ñinh Quoác Vuõ (Houston,TX)

My Garden
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Vaân sat quietly so the calmness could seep through
his body. The half smoked cigarette on the china
plate emitted its blue, delicate smoke which slowly

ascended and surrounded the lamp�s glass bulb.
In front of him, candle and incense smoke permeated

and clouded up the beautifully decorated altar. The gold
lettering on the pair of matching verses stood out against
the black painted background. Through the pink chiffon
screen, Vaân glanced at the black copper incense burner, the
crimson red throne, the antique candle holders, and two vases
holding branches full of peach blossoms as red as young
girls� lips.

Then his eyes fondly looked at a bowl holding the nar-
cissus bulbs with their snow white roots and bright green
leaves covering the tender bulbs. Vaân had carefully peeled
and pruned those narcissus bulbs himself for almost a month.
Today is the day he finally was going to enjoy the result of
his hard work. Those budding flowers seemed to wait for
the hands of an intimate friend to come and open. Vaân longed
for the minutes the flowers blossom, hopefully at the mo-
ment when New Year�s crackers began to crackle.

Vaân loved the narcissus flowers deeply. Every year, at
the end of January, he bought numerous narcissus bulbs and
displayed them all over his bedroom. Then he devoted his
time tending these bulbs. He peeled the large bulbs that had
several sprouts. Each day he woke up early, pruned, and
cleaned these bulbs despite the cold water which sometimes
numbed his fingers.

On New Year�s day, Vaân counted each buds, and when
all of them bloomed into beautiful flowers, he certainly was
the happiest person.

Vaân�s friends often said he loved the narcissus flowers
as much as he loved girls. He simply smiled every time he
thought of this. He fondly glanced at the buds as if he wanted
to tell them, �Please smile at me, my friends.�

He felt in his heart an airy and sweet love. He softly
blew a kiss on one of the buds in the porcelain bowl and felt
an infinite affection for the delicate flowers and an admira-
tion for the pleasant fragrance. The soon-to-bloom flowers,
Vaân thought, once a year came into his life, bringing a
strange, eternal aroma, a lovable, essential beauty in life.

Vaân quietly awaited for time to pass, second by sec-
ond, and thought that the approaching moment, the instance

that would bring the world as well as the flowers a New
Year. However, Vaân still felt his whole soul and spirit as
well as the objects around him, in the quietness of the night,
were all waiting for that wonderful moment, when his nar-
cissus flowers bloomed, and some magical things would
happen and disappear in an instance.

Vaân glanced at the flower bowl and suddenly felt tired.
He sat back on a chair, and immediately a peaceful and
easy feeling came to him.

Suddenly outside the dogs barked. Vaân remembered
that Dung, his friend, had asked him to be the first person to
set foot in her house on New Year�s day. He put on his trench
coat and walked out of the house.

The cold wind made Vaân shudder. He buttoned up his
coat and walked along the empty streets to Dung�s house.
Passing through the unlocked gate, Vaân did not see the two
pots of yellow orchids that he usually stopped to enjoy. Feel-
ing a little strange he took a closer look at the surrounding
and said, �May be I made a mistake. This is not Dung�s
house.�

But studying the cobblestone walk, Vaân realized that
he had been here several times before. Through the small-
leafed rose bushes, he peered at the big white house which
reflected the half moon, turning the normal surrounding into
a surreal setting. Vaân recalled his frequent rose pickings,
the dives into the refreshing pool, to the creaking steps on
the porch. Walking pass the brick verandah, he was about to
knock on the door but it opened by itself. Somehow Vaân
was not surprised, he walked into the room, sat down on a
chair, put down the cigarette case and pulled one out, lit it
and started smoking as if he were used to do this for a long
time. In the room, things arc simply decorated in a blue
shade. There was nobody, only a fresh scent faintly linger-
ing in the air. Vaân felt his mind floating like a trail of smoke.
He tried to recall where he was but could not. He only
vaguely remembered that he had seen this room once. Vaân
looked at a painting on the wall depicting a beautiful girl
who was playing a flute; there were two fawns next to her.
The more he looked at the painting the more it reminded
him that he had seen it before. He could not understand why.
He turned around and suddenly recognized his own bowl of
narcissus buds next to the painting. Just by glancing at the
bowl, Vaân knew on the porcelain there was a painting of a
girl standing next to her lover. The scene came out of a clas-

Narcissus
° Hoaøng Ñaïo
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sical love story. He also knew all the narcissus flowers would
bloom when the clock struck midnight. It was like he was in
a dream, his mind seemed to wander into a different world,
a world he had lived in the past but could not recall any-
more. Suddenly from the quietness of the night a clock struck
twelve times. The curtain gradually rolled up. Vaân tried to
calm his mind, telling himself that this could not happen.
When the chiming stopped, Vaân startled. The curtain was
up, and ... from the door, Vaân was overwhelmed, he stood
up, bewildered,... stared at a beautiful girl who was smiling
at him. Vaân felt he had walked into a fairyland. But the
girl�s oval face, her bright red lips were very familiar to
Vaân. Especially her clear, assured eyes indicated that she
had known him for a long time. Vaân hesitated, wanting to
greet the girl but thinking he was in a dream when the girl
stepped into the room. She wore a light green dress, the
color of young rice plants, showing her alabaster white arms.
Wrapped around her neck was a yellow scarf with its two
ends hanging down from her shoulders. She smiled, �Why
did you come so late? We�ve been waiting for some time.�

The sentence ended, yet Vaân still heard echoing in his
heart a musical melody. He was still amazed when the girl
continued, �Please sit down and have a drink.�

At that time the door opened. A maid in a green dress
stepped in and handed the girl a tea tray. She took a cup and
slowly raised it with both hands toward Vaân. Vaân held the
cup and noticed a pleasant aroma. He took a sip and felt
quite comfortable.

A while later, the girl said, �There are 12 of us, but
some were not quite ready when you came in. If you don�t
mind, we would all like to greet you now.�

She had not yet finished her sentence when the screen
rolled up, a sweet scent filled the room. Vaân saw 11 girls
wearing green dresses with striking yellow scarfs around
their necks. He was thrilled by the beautiful sight. He stayed
and talked for a long time, although he could not recall what
they had conversed but he knew it was a nice and exciting
discourse. Suddenly one of the girls said, �It�s already late!�

Then each of the girls cut out a piece of her yellow
scarf, gave it to Vaân and bade farewell. Vaân said good-bye
but he certainly felt an attachment to the beauties.

A cold wind passed by. Within a blink of an eye, all the
girls disappeared. Vaân realized that he was still at home,
leaning against a window. Only the sweet fragrance re-
mained in the air. He looked at the narcissus bowl; the pic-
ture of the Chinese girl on the porcelain stood out in the
night. Inside the bowl amid the green leaves appeared some
white flowers. As he got closer he found exactly 12 full
bloom flowers with their fresh yellow stamens and a small
bud still in its green sheath. º

Translated and edited by Phaïm Hoaøng Lieân (UCLA) from
the short story �Thuûy Tieân� in the collection Tieáng Ñaøn.

A maple leaf descends
Gently on a breeze
Landing between your rake and my feet.
You say that you follow
The teaching of Chang Tzu:
You are indifferent to death.
I watch how diligent you are
As you reach for the fallen leaf
Without noticing my staring
Throughout its descent.
You tie the neck of the trash bag
Tossing the bundle to my right side:
It is a monument to Tao.
I don�t understand the peace that you say
You feel as you trim the bush
With your worn-out clippers.
I can only see the bundle of leaves
Contained in a black bag
That mocks my disbelief in Tao.
I cannot be indifferent to death
When I am already indifferent of life
I look up at the cloud slowly crawling
Across the skyway in the blue immensity
And stare at the ground which holds up my feet:
It is difficult to admire the beauty of a maple leaf
When we fall endlessly to the ground
Not knowing that the ground rises
To cradle our fall.

Vuõ Ngoïc Laâm (UCI)

In Memoriam R.T.U.
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The red faced, stocky guy from next door, hand
holding a Budweiser can, asked �What are you

doing?�
�Proofreading. Come over, pull up a chair,� I

was sitting in front of our warehouse looking out to
the small parking lot shared by eight or nine shops
in the same business building.

�Go over there to do what, heh heh heh?�
�Well, just come over, sit around.�
The dark man walked over, opened up a metal

folding chair, and sat down next to me. He didn�t
say much.

�Do you know anyone over there?� asked I.
�Yeah, anh Xuaân. We used to station at the same

Marines base, Can Cöù Soùng Thaàn.�
I couldn�t tell through his sunglasses what his

eyes were like when he said those words, whether
he was telling the truth or the lie. However, his dis-
position said he could be a soldier once in the past.

�What�s your name?�
�Giang.�
I was intrigued with Giang. He was in the high

thirties, seemed to have weathered some rough
times, laughing most of the time to soothe the pain
of living in a foreign land. He was a Marine Ser-
geant before 1975, fled Vieät Nam in 1986, currently
working as a dockworker. He read poetry and books
from time to time, but I wasn�t sure whether he en-
joyed them or not. He just didn�t seem like the liter-
ary type. He showed up here almost everyday be-
fore noon in his beat up Tercel, hung around with a
beer can or two, then went to work at around 2:30
in the afternoon.

�So, is there anything new?�
�Nothing new, just sit around, drink beer, then

go to work.�

A teenage girl, cute looking, pulled into a park-
ing space in a shiny white Honda Prelude. I trailed
my eyes after her, �A rich little girl.�

�She�s the daughter of the shop owner,� Giang
provided an insight. �There�s another one.�

�Yes, I�ve noticed. She also has a white car, a
Toyota Celica.�

�Yes, she�s the daughter of the other owner.�
Next to our warehouse were two �sewing� shops

always busy with Vietnamese and Mexican work-
ers. Their main products were clothes, mostly
women�s clothes. They would go to the clothing dis-
tricts of Los Angeles to pick up orders and materi-
als, come back here to sew dresses and blouses, and
deliver them to the garments� outlets. The two shops
seemed to do pretty well.

�A neighbor�s daughter,� the words slipped out
of my mouth. I thought the idea was romantic. If
some kind of relationships were developed between
those girls and the guys from our warehouse, it
would have been made in Heaven. I would say that
fate had brought our warehouse and the shops to-
gether in this building.

What about Giang? Did he have a girlfriend or
a wife? I wondered whether he had a family? Look-
ing at him and knowing that much about him, I didn�t
think he would have a girlfriend, let alone a wife.

I was in my twenties, graduated from college,
got a job, and was comfortably living in Southern
California without much difficulty with the language
or the land. I thought if I wanted a girlfriend, I could
probably get one. But him, what kind of girls would
consider him. His chance was bleak, and I could even
say that most likely he would live alone the rest of
his days. He was a human Just like myself with feel-
ings and wants. I felt a note of sympathy for Giang.

Around The Corner

Phan Vuõ (Harvey Mudd College)
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God had dealt him a bad hand.
�What do you do during the weekends?� asked

I.
�Drink coffee, hang around here. Life�s bor-

ing. I don�t know when it would end, don�t know
when I would die,� he surprised me with that state-
ment about death and all.

�Oh that, you don�t have to worry about that.
It�ll come for sure, sooner or later,� I philosophized
as if death didn�t bother me.

He opened up a book and began reading. I con-
tinued with my proofreading.

Our get-together occurred more often with small
talks about current events around our building, our
little corner of the world.

The other guys had noticed my getting close to
him. Ngoïc even joked that Giang was my life buddy.
In reality, Giang and I hardly talked about anything
serious or deep, just tip-of-the-tongue talks. But our
feeling grew not from conversations, instead from
something invisible, from the silence between talks.
Giang sometime offered me a beer first thing in the
morning. He would go to the trunk of his Tercel and
pull out a can from a Budweiser twelve-pack.

�Beer in the morning? No thanks, anh Giang.�
�Okay, heh heh heh,� anh Giang had an unfor-

gettable laugh.
It was strange that somehow I was glad seeing

anh Giang cheerful with a new set of friends. If he
couldn�t have a girlfriend, having friends was prob-
ably good enough. At least, it was the next best of-
fer from the guy upstairs.

�Do you know anh Haøø? He was also a soldier
before 1975. Is he your friend?� queried I.

�Him, yeah, heh heh heh,� he laughed, his red
face lowered. �I know him.�

That was good. He got somebody who had gone
through the same experience as he had, someone
who could share stories from the past, someone who
could easily sympathize with him because their situ-
ations were alike.

***

Anh Haøø came into our lives later, but a little more
artistically. He knew how to play the guitar,

sing, and talk like a know-all person. He would come
by on his bicycle, guitar on his back, dressed like a

boy scout, sit down to play rock-and-roll for us, both
in English and Vietnamese. It was easy for him to
win our friendships. But sometime, I wasn�t sure
whether he was sane or insane.

�Do you know what this is?� anh Haø lined up a
tube, a plastic tube.

It had holes in it, looking like a flute, a toy flute.
�It looked so funny. How can a flute be made

out of plastic?�
�You don�t know anything. This is the best flute

in the world. Yeah, I made it with my own hands.
That�s why it�s the best. Yeah. You students don�t
know anything.�

He had had a can or two already.
�Play it for us,� I suggested to anh Haøø.
�Okay, but you have to cite a poem,� he de-

manded.
�But I don�t know how to cite.�
�Then why do you ask me to play the flute?�
�So?�
�If I play, you have to cite. You can�t play a

flute without citing poetry.�
I was dumbfounded, �Just a little bit for us.�
�Alright, listen.�
He could actually play that plastic flute. Not bad

for the first few tunes.
�Okay, that�s enough. When you cite, I�ll play

more.�
�Come out here, I�ll show you something,� he

walked outside. It was almost ten o�clock at night.
It was cold and windy. The parking lot was wet

from the afternoon rain with water puddles here and
there.

�What?�
Anh Haøø moved the flute over his head, dropped

down in a martial arts stance with his left leg
stretched forward, right knee bent.

�This is called Dragon Flute,� announced he.
I was amazed. He also knew some kung fu.
He moved left and right, back and forth with the

same stance.
This is a great stance. You can use it against any-

one. If your opponent is taller than you, lower your-
self. If he is smaller than you, stand up.�
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�Why is that? Why do you have to stand up when
the opponent is smaller than you and lower when
he is taller than yourself?� I was confused.

�You don�t know? How could you be so stupid?
Look!�

�You stand up when he is smaller, and lower
when he is bigger,� he continued to move up and
down with that one stance.

�But why?�
�So stupid! How could a student be so dumb?

Why do you keep asking?�
I kept my mouth shut, grinning, thinking to my-

self that he surely had more than one or two beers.
He called himself a �coureur,� French for a bi-

cyclist. I didn�t know any better. A dark and wiry
man, he seemed to have his share of unhappiness
and pain. He didn�t seem to have a family either.
He biked from Pomona to Westminster each day to
work on car bodies. He said he had more than 5,000
miles under his legs. Next year he would enter the
Across America bicycle race and bring back the first
place trophy. We found out that he was a Ranger
Sergeant before 1975, working as an interpreter.
Now he thought of himself as a psychologist, study-
ing under the psychologist master Traàn Bình Long.
He didn�t have any license, but he said there was
no need for a license to practice in this field. He had
cured many people, including famous ones. He was
currently looking for students to pass on his arts.

�Heh, do you know anh Giang?� I asked anh
Haø after the martial arts lesson.

�Yeah, but we fight all the time.�
Fighting all the time? What did he mean? I

thought they were In the same boat. They were sup-
posed to be buddies.

***

They didn�t get along, anh Giang and anh Haø.
One  day after some beers and over some petty

things such as the use of words in poetry, they had a
fight. The break out was probably due to some other
thing that had been taken in over time by both of
them.

�Why don�t you guys try to love each other?�
people asked.

�I�ve tried, but he�s so stubborn,� anh Haø ex-
plained his position.

�One day in the coffee shop,� continued anh
Haø, �he stood up and cursed me in broad daylight,
in front of everyone. How could I take that? Every-
thing has its limit. I�m an artist, and he�s a nobody.
He did that so that everyone would think he�s my
friend, at my level.�

The story was obviously one-sided. We couldn�t
say anything because anh Giang had stopped com-
ing after anh Haø showed up at our place. Probably
he felt out of place and not up to par because anh
Haø was much more talented than he. Anh Giang
couldn�t play the guitar, the flute, or even sing.

�He�s jealous because I am so talented. They�ve
Just got a secretary over there, and she fell in love
with me. Do you understand? Do you know what
I�m talking about? Fell in love,� anh Haø continued
to clarify, waving his flute in the air.

I knew the secretary he was talking about. I
would love to go out with her also.

�Why don�t you show him your love? You�re
much luckier than he. Why don�t you show the stu-
dents you love each other? You can sit down and
talk with each other.�

�Okay, I�ll try because you guys say so,� anh
Haø promised.

I met anh Giang from time to time, asking how
he was.

�Alright, nothing new.�
�How are things with anh Haø?�
�There�s nothing, heh heh heh.�
Although he acted as if there were nothing to

worry about, I could sense he felt left out.
�Anh Giang, could you go over there to help

the guys paint our festival gate?�
�Where?�
�Behind this wall.�
He came back a minute later, �They�re done

already, heh heh heh.�
I knew that but had to ask him anyway to show

him that we needed his help, that he was not left
out. However, I also knew he wanted to help be-
cause he liked us.

***

We finished the chicken curry an hour ago. It
had, stopped raining. I was about to read an
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article on Vietnamese last names Nhaät had given to
me a while back. Suddenly the warehouse door was
lifted up. Cold air blew in, chilling the room.

Anh Haø, with his usual red beret, stepped in,
�So tired, so tired, the car stalled.�

Anh Giang with his baseball cap was right be-
hind anh Haø with a sports bag on his shoulder, laugh-
ing, �The car stalled, heh heh heh. Can one of you
guys give us a jump? That�s all I need, Just a jump,
then the car would start right away.�

The car is in front of Bolsa Mini Mall. We
couldn�t push anymore,� anh Haø pitched in. �We
had to stop there to get some tea.�

I was not surprise to see them together because
the other night, I had seen them driving back here
in the Tercel with anh Haø�s bike in the trunk. They
had been together almost two or three weeks now.
The unbelievable thing was that they could be so
close after such a short time.

I stood up, grabbed my coat, and walked out
with anh Giang.

�Where did you guys go?� asked I.
�Drinking.�
�Is it Sugar�s?�
Anh Giang lowered his head, a broad smile on

his face, �Heh heh heh, yeah.�
�How was it?�
�I told him to go, but he kept silting there, star-

ing, heh heh heh.�
�Haø ha ha,� I laughed with anh Giang. They

were very human, like anyone else.
�There do you see it, on this side of Bolsa?�

anh Giang pointed at a small car next to curb about
three hundred yards in front.

I pulled up next to the yellow Tercel.
�We could only push it to here. Haø was so funny.

He was bellowing �We�re gonna die. We�re gonna
die. We�re gonna get hit.� while pushing the car.
We were so tired after getting it to here, so we went
across the street to drink tea.�

I had to push the Tercel with my bus three times
to get it started and out of the gutter filled with rain
water.

Back on the wet parking lot, we had to jump the
car two more times because during the push, the

Tercel carburetor got messed up. He raised the idle
a little to keep the car from stalling.

�Let me see, I don�t know if Haø�d done any-
thing to the car,� anh Giang questioned. He looked
around the engine compartment for a while, then
got back inside to restart the car.

�Where is Haø?� anh Giang asked, picking up
an orange plastic flute from the dashboard. �I still
have his thing.�

�I think he�s inside,� I answered. �Why don�t
you go in and see if he�s in?�

�Can you go in to look for me?�
I felt a twinge of sadness. Anh Giang didn�t feel

comfortable going in our warehouse himself But he
went in after me looking for anh Haø. Anh Haø was
not there.

�I was supposed to stay overnight with him to-
night. I returned the room this afternoon already.
May be he�s over there.�

�Where?�
�Next to 99 Market.�
�Where can you sleep over there?�
�They�re building some new offices. The doors

are open so we go in to sleep. Nobody minds. I�ve
got my blanket already. He said I couldn�t use their
blankets. They would beat me up.�

�How many people sleep over there?�
�I don�t know. I�ve never slept in the streets

before. I could go back to my place tonight, but be-
cause I want to honor my promise, I couldn�t do
that.�

�So where are you going to sleep tomorrow?�
He didn�t need to. Tomorrow he would be go-

ing back to the east coast. A father, his sponsor, had
got him a job back there.

�I had quit already. They said I was going back
to Vieät Nam. I said no and had to show them my
address back east as proof.�

A Catholic priest had taken care of the paper-
work trying to get anh Giang�s two kids over from
Vieät Nam. I was stunned. Anh Giang had kids. How
could it be while I thought he couldn�t even get a
girlfriend. Obviously I didn�t know how to judge a
person from his look.

�A boy and a girl. When I left, one was one



40

40 NON SÔNG

year old, and the other was still inside her mother.
Now, their mother had remarried and had another
kid already. My kids kept writing me letters saying
they don�t know who their father is.�

He told his story, not following any order at all.
�At first, my family hid it from me. But after my

friends went back to Vieät Nam, they came back to
the State and told me so. She�s got another son about
four or five years old. It�s God�s wish. What can I
do? Life ... heh heh heh.�

�So what are you going to do?�
�The father had a job guaranteed for me. And

my kids will attend Catholic school back east. Ev-
erything will be paid for, room and board.�

�You�re going to drive the car back tomorrow?�
�I�m gonna give the car to my nephew. The fa-

ther told me to get there by bus. My nephew is poor.
He�s hung around with a girl, now they�re married.
I couldn�t believe it.... Life is ... heh heh heh.�

�They only have one car, and his wife has no
permanent job. What can he do, after getting home,
he has to go and pick her up? She has been working
odd jobs now and then. About 40, 50 bucks a week.�

�Haø is probably waiting for me over there. I�ve
got to go now.�

�If you can�t find him and need a place for to-
night, come back and sleep here. Just knock on the
door or tell Dung.

�Alright, if I can�t find Haø, I�ll be back.�
Anh Giang got in the car and backed out of the

parking lot.
I went inside to tell Duõng about anh Giang�s

needing a place tonight. It was three nights before
New Year.

***

I backed the Volkswagen bus into the space next
to  the yellow Toyota Tercel. Anh Haø and anh

Giang were sitting in the Tercel, carrying on a part-
ing conversation probably for an hour or two already.
It was a farewell get-together. Today, two days be-
fore New Year, anh Giang would go to the Grey-
hound station to buy a one-way bus ticket to Hun-
tington, West Virginia.

�Taâm, come here!� anh Haø motioned at me.
I pointed at my watch, �I have an appointment

with Thu at 12 o�clock. I need to talk to her. Can we
talk later?�

�Taâm aø, do you want to paint your bus?� anh
Haø asked me as I opened the door, his face glow-
ing.

�Huh? What did you say?�
�Do you want to paint your bus?� anh Haø re-

peated. �Your bus would look real good with a new
paint coat.�

I grinned at anh Haø, searching for something
diplomatic to say because I neither wish to paint my
bus nor want to hurt his feeling.

�Why don�t you save up some money? I�ll do it
for you.�

�He doesn�t have any money to save up,� anh
Giang interrupted.

�He�s a teacher. How could he not have any
money? A real teacher,� anh Haø turned over to anh
Giang, who had his blue cap and sunglasses on look-
ing a little tired, sitting behind the wheel, laughing.

Anh Haø opened the Tercel door and stepped
out.

�Listen to me. Your bus would look real good.
You can take your girlfriend out. She would like it.
You only need $100. I�ll do it for you. Do you un-
derstand? Only $100.�

I grinned at anh Haø, �I don�t think I want to paint
It. It has dents and scratches everywhere. I just use
it to 8¡ place, here and there. Besides it�s safer if it
looks like this. If it looked nice and pretty, people
might steal it. Then I have to worry about it all the
time. Furthermore, I don�t have any girlfriend to
take out.�

Anh Haø�s face stopped glowing.
�Thanks anyway, anh Haø.�
�Can I borrow your screwdriver, heh heh heh?�

asked anh Giang. �The idle is now too high.� The
broad smile seemed to be a part of his face all the
time.

�It�s too high,� I laughed, padding anh Haø on
the shoulder, staring inside the Tercel�s engine com-
partment.

�Yeah, last night it was low, but this morning
it�s real high, heh heh heh,� anh Giang confirmed.

I came back after talking to Thu about the festi-
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val insurance. We didn�t have the checks with us;
thus we couldn�t meet with the agent. It would have
to be this weekend when the Committee Treasurer
could come by the office and sign a check.

�I put the screwdriver back in the back of your
bus and closed the door already,� anh Haø said.

�You�d better check to make sure it�s back,�
anh Giang stressed.

�That�s alright,� I waved.
�Yeah, you�d better listen to him. Open up your

bus and check to make sure the screwdriver is
there.�

�So Taâm, do you want your bus painted?� anh
Haø asked again.

I shook my head, �No, thanks.�
�Your bus has too many dents. You�d have to

redo the body before it could be repainted. Do you
know I was a master of that kind of cars in the last
decade anh Haø pointed at my bus. �I was the first to
redesign the car to be the best in the world. I didn�t
want to submit my patent to the government because
it would invert the whole economy. They would kill
me.�

I grinned at anh Haø.
�I redesigned it such that if we went back to

Vieät Nam, driving by a pass and falling off the edge,
we could pop out two wings on the side of the bus

and fly away like an airplane. How do you like that?�
anh Haø stuck out his arms and moved from side to
side as if he were a Volkswagen bus flying down
the side of a mountain.

�Give me a break. That�s enough,� I said jok-
ingly, stopping his train of thoughts.

He smirked at me.
�I�ll be back. I have to go and say good-bye to

Giang,� anh Haø got back inside the Tercel.
�Good luck anh Giang. Hope to see you again,�

I bid farewell.
�Heh heh heh, okay.�
It was the best New Year anh Giang had for the

past seven years. He had found an old friend, and
now he had something to look forward to. He would
not be lonesome anymore. Next year he would have
his hands busy with two kids calling him �ba�.

For anh Haø, well, I didn�t know whether or not
he would keep up the renewed friendship by writ-
ing letters to anh Giang. Actually they both didn�t
look like the letterwriting type. How funny it was
the way friendship came and went. But anh Haø
wouldn�t be by himself either, he would probably
stay here, continue to bike to Westminster from
Pomona, getting ready for the Across America bike
race, and play rock-and-roll for us while we pre-
pared for the festival. º
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