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San  trudng ting budi chiéu, toi lang thang kiém d4u chan ngudi. Vi tinh
Sang mua, troi tré  lanh, ai co ro duéi mai thu vién. ROi ting
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co, mot budi  hoc, toi quen em hién truéc thu vién. Hat néng
gio, long trach long, em noi dau, 4o tring thiénthan? Mot t6i
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ngd trén téc ngh say, tron mat huyén lam tim bang khuang.
nao tuyét I4m hang mi, lam mit gay vi mang dau thuong.
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Trong  mat nai, sdu chua van  vuong vuong SOi budn;
boi mat nai, ngudi da dén tdo  den mudn phién;
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trén nét maoi, tinh chua dén mi em mot  1an. Em
trén cdnh mbi, tinh da dén gdy bao tpi  tinh. Em
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qua day, téc bay bay trong gi6 chiéu,hén ngdn ngo say. Em
ra di, de noi day thu

Té4c gia chan thanh cim on sy gép ¥ clia anh Trinh Trong, anh Mai Ngoc va chi Kiéu Hanh. Nhac phdm nay da
dugc anh Mai Ngoc trinh bay 14n diu trong dém Iffa trai clia trai hé V& V&i Non Song V.
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Mot Vang Trdng

® Tan Xuyén

Pong giat minh, choang tinh:
4nh tring trong vit chi€u xuyén
qua man kinh, trdi thanh mot vét
sang huyén diu dusi chan. Pém
nay rim, “Dém nay rim yén tiéc
sang trén trdi!” Pong 14m nhim
doc mot cau thd cii; trang dep
qud, trang treo 16 léng trén mot
bau trdi tuyét voi, trdi that dep
sau nhifng gid gié mua ram 1i!

MG clra phong buGe ra ngoai.
Pong nghe nhu c6 mdt giong
dién lanh 1€o chay doc xuong
song: hinh nhu c6 ti€ng duong
cam phang phit trong cdc hanh
lang t6i tim ving lanh! Ai ma
dao dan vao ldc nita dém ving
vé nhu th€ nay?! P hai gi sang
c6 hon! Hay la..ma? Nghi t61
chr “ma” né vut rung minh.
Pong rat it khi “s¢ ma”, nhung
ma trong dém t3i, véi modt ving
tring lidu trai treo trén dau ciy

c6 thu bén ngoai, véi nhitng
hanh lang hep, t6i tim, quanh
qué nhu din vao vo tin clia tdoa
lau dainay, v4i cau chuyén vira
doc hoi chiéu...tt c4 cling 1am
Pong...hoi ngan.

La “director” ctia mdt cd
quan thi€én nguyén, BPong dugc
md&i d€m tham du kho4 hoi thio
vé€ an ninh xa hoi do chinh quyén
lién bang t3 chic. Trén dudi ba
mudi ngudi dén tir khip noi trong
nuéc My dugc sip x&p cho &
chung trong mot toa 1au dai co.
Toa nha da cti k¥, ma ngudi ta
lai cang lam cho né c6 vé cii ky
hon @€ st dung nhu mot hotel!
— loai hotel danh cho nhitng ké
c6 tién, mudn chay trén cai phon
hoa @6 hdi doi ngay, doi tuan.
Ngudi dén tam tri mic quin
“jean”, 40 thun, dugc mot nhoém
nhén vién mic quan den, 40 dudi

tom den, nd c6 den tuyén, rat1&
d6 hau ha.

Toanha xay nam 1738, choi
voi trén mdt ngon ddi, chung
quanh nha Ia rirng, rirng that su
rrng v6i nhitng dan nai dao
quanh, canh dep nhu trong tranh
v&. Miy hom qua hoc hanh, hdi
tho, nghién citu,... chang c6 ai
c6 gid nghi ngoi; cho dé€n hom
nay méi c6 mot budi “xa hoi”.
Co6 chit thanh thai, Pong di dao
vong quanh nha, di theo mot 16i
mon hep ra rirng, roi di lac t6i
mot d6i cd dai; nhitng than cd
ong cao t6i ngang thit lung,
nhitng dim ¢4 ma né chua thay
bao gid trén dat My, c che mot
tAm bang da... Pong 10 mod doc,
roi hoi ngd ngang khinhanra d6
12 mot mo bia, rdi ngd ngang hon
khi nhan ra n6 dang ding trén
mot nghia trang cii k§y. Nhitng
tdm bang bing di xanh ghi tén
tudi cling cong nghiép ngudi da
mait, nhitng du tich ctia c4c thé
hé chi nhin 6ng cdi tdoa lau dai
ma bon Pong dang tam trii ngoai
kia!

T4nh hi€u ky ndi day, Pong
1an mod trd vé, tim vao thu vién
clia toa nha. Trén chi€c banlam
viéc cii k¥ ciia ngusi chl nguyén
thlly, c6 mot bai viét ngén, néi
vé lai lich ngdi nha: nam 1738,
mot nha qui toc di sin chdn, cdi
ngua chay lac téi ngon ddi nay;
trong 4nh ndng chap choang cia
ngay, dng gip mot thi€u nit trong
mot ngdi nha don sg, Ong xin mot
chén canh néng, xin mot mau
bdnh mi kho, d€ rdi sau dé
chi€m ludn trdi tim ctia c¢d chi.
Ong cudi co, va xay cho ¢d, ngay
chinh trén cdi nén nha cii, mot
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toa lau dai dep. b6 1a cdi lau
dai ma bon BPong dang 3. Sang
th& hé thit hai, giong ho cht nhan
ngdi nha tir tlr sa sit; sang th&
hé thit ba, nhitng c4i ch&t bi mat
clia ngudi trong giong ho tir tir
xay ra. Khi ¢6 4n mang xay ra
trong nha, 12 khi tién clia nhu bat
tin ctia giong ho chot tir tir kho
han. Mot ngudi con cla thé hé
thit tw khong con gilt duge nha,
phai ban ddu gia nha, ban ludn
ca rirng ciy bao la chung quanh;
cai gidong ho quyén qui trong th&
hé dAu tién clia nhitng ngudi Anh
dé&n khai ph4 xif s& nay ciing tiéu
tan.

Ngoi nha thay chi nhiéu lan,
cudi cling khdng ai dam &, khong
ai bdo quin ndi nén ngudi chd
cudi, 12 mot héa hoc gia, cho
ludn cdi hoi cua minh, “The
American Chemical Society”,
bao quan.

Khi doc t61 hang chit “Hoi
Héa Hoc Gia My ”, Bong chgt
rung minh. Hang chitr gogi nh§
mot cau chuyén cii, ciu chuyén
vé mot ngdi nha ma & mién
bong nu6c My. Trong 16p van
chuong G San Diego State Uni-
versity, Pong da nghe mot co
gido ké vé ngodi nha nay; ngdi
nha c6...ma! Cai tdoa lau dai
ménh mong toa lac trén mot
dinh déi nay khd ndi danh
vé...ma. Nhitng ngudi cht khong
bao gid & dugc nén mdi ting
khong cho thién ha lam...hotel!

Vay ma dém nay, trong céi
khung cdnh hoang véng la lung
ndy, tring hién vé nhu tir mot
huyén thoai... Pém véi cdi cAm
gidc non nao ky la vi anh trang
xao xac ngoai song, dém that

liéu trai v&i ti€ng dan khi 4n khi
hién... Pong twra ngudi vao clra
phong, ling nghe: nhac nhu
ti€ng dém nhe nhang nhé ngudi
di, ngudi di ngoai suong gid xa;
nhac cudn tron nhu thuong tiéc,
nhac 1én cao nhu v6 ngua qua
ddi trong 4nh tring nga ngoc;
nhac — mot giong giao hudng
ctia Mozart!

Khi ti€ng dan chuyén sang
réo ridc cung siu, khéc mot
chuyén tinh — bai Love Story
— mau hi€u ky ctia Pong chot
ndi day. N&u day la ti€ng dan
ma... Néu c6 ma that, thi chic
diy 12 mot con ma...day tinh
cam, Pdng cling mudn gip cho
bi&t. N6 1an nhe budc chan theo
hanh lang di xudng dudi nha.

|‘1
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Phong sinh hoat ctia toa lau
dai rong thénh thang, nhung
khong khi trong phong rat &m:
bay gi¢ la mua he, mua he §
Baltimore néng va Am v&i nhitng
trdn mua rao lam xanh ciy co.
Trong phong: den sdng diu diu,
khung canh trang tri rat xua cil,
ma rat d& thuong. O trong mot
géc phong, cdy duong cAm vin
diu dat phat ra trng 4&m thanh

ky la; dang sau cAy dan thdp
thodng mot giong tdc, toc xda
dai che ngang khudn mit tring
tréo clia mot thi€u nir tré dep.
bong cin ring, budc manh tdi,...
rdi vut phi cudi: ngudi ngdi dan
kia Ia Ngoc-Anh.

— BO hét chuyén chdi rdi
sao ma ra ddy dan gid nay?
Khong bi€t nha c6...

Pong héi, rdi vut im bit.
Chéc chidn 1a Ngoc-Anh khong
bi€t nhitng cAu chuyén ma &
trong ngdi nha ¢8-16-xi nay.

— A, anh bong! Anh ciling
khong ngt dugc ha?

— Ngti hét mdt gidc rdi do...
Trang sdng qud nén anh day
dé...1am tho...

— Bao gid lam xong cho em
xin nghe? Nhé dé ting Ngoc-
Anh...

— OK, anh s& dé taing Ngoc-
Anh, ngudi tinh vira mdéi quen...

—Xil

Mot ti€ng “xi” kho khan.
Pong cudi hi hi.

— Khong ngt dugc ha?...

— Ngti gi dudc, may gid rdi?
Hai gid sang? Tdc la chi méi co
mudi mot gid § California... Em
van ngd theo gid California...

— Ma thuc theo gid Balti-
more ha?

Ngoc Anh cu6i hi hi. Quén
hé&t may con ma trong chuyén
k&, Pong ri ré:

— b1 ra ngoai chai di, troi
dep ldm.

— OK, di.

L

Ngdi nha nim trén dinh ddi,
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xa xa dudi chan ddi thap thodng
mdt mit nudc, hinh nhu 14n
khuAt dang sau may hang ciy
kia 12 mdt hd nhd; Pong kéo tay
Ngoc-Anh:

— Pé&n cdi hd d6 choi... G
chd d6... 1y tudng 1dm.

— Ly tudng?

— Ly tuwdng cho nhitng ngudi
yéunhau...

— “Why?”

— Ngéi bén bd hé néi
chuyén tinh 1im, lai thuan tién
nira...

Ngoc-Anh nguéc médt nhu do
héi, Bong tinh ba:

— Thuén tién cho nhitng ké
yéu nhau...hdi nhau nhitng ciu
quan trong...

— Cau gi ma quan trong dit
vay?

— Thi chuyén tinh nao rdi
cling tGi cAu hdi d6: “Em c6 chiu
lam vg anh khong?” Nay nhé,
ngudi con trai hoi, néu ngudicon
g4indi “yes” thi cd hai ditnhau
vé lo 1am dam cué6i...

— Con néu néi “no”?

Thi d6, cdi hd. N&u co Ay
néi “no” thi xd c¢6 xudng hd modt
cdi “im” la xong...

DPong bat cudi hd hd, trong
khi Ngoc-Anh cén nhin:

— Mic dich anh, dau 6c lic
nao cling nghi t6i chuyén x6
ngudi ta xudng... h&t xuéng vic
thim, bay gid lai t6i ho nudc...

bém dep tuyét vdi, trang
dep tuyét voi, Ngoc-Anh... tuyét
vOi. Nhin guong mit tring tréo,
thanh lich rang ngoi du6i trang,
Dong thdy long ciling dang it
nhiéu xao xuyén.

Pon Cobi

B&i em 181 mai ngam ngtii

Bai tinh yau ldm ngot bii ddng cay
Ba&i t6i chua tinh con say

B&i dem vé tan bdi ngay bao la
B&i em duyen dang kieu sa

Bai 161 tho thén ta ba the gian

B&i nhin theo dang em ngoan
Tim 16i em git chdng hoan lai t5i
B&i dau cudce sé’ng nSi trdi

Toi aang dénh mét cudce doi dé em

Con t6i hodng tk mai xem so gidy
B&i em hoang phi thang ngay

Nén téi bach dign déng gdy thu sinh
B&i em chdng tra thu tinh

Neén 161 mai mai mét minh don casi

Ba&iem co bé lo lem

® Tran Pinh Ngoc

Mot lan gié Am kéo qua, gid
ludt thudt trén rirng cay. Gid
mila ha Bic My that &m, that
gidng gi6 Sai-Gon nhitng khi troi
mdi dit mua... Pi trong biu
khong khi thodi m4i, Am w6t nay
DPong chot bdi hdi nhé Viet Nam,
nhitng mua tring thdi thd dai &
Viet Nam. Bay gid 1a thang Chin
duong lich, d6i v6i am lich thi
da 12 mua Trung Thu rdi d6!

—E, “you™!

— “What?”

— C6 nhd bai hat Trung
Thu, c6 biét bai hat Trung Thu

nao khong?

Chiéng tr3 15i, Ngoc Anh cit
giong hat: “Anh tring tring nga,
c6 cay da to, c6 thing cudi gia,
6m mdt mdi mo...”

Po6ng hoa ti€ng hit theo:
“Cudi oi! Ta néi cho cudi
nghe...”

Loi hit vang vang, ti€ng cudi
vang vang, trong dnh tring
huyén diéu, chitng nhu Pong va
Ngoc-Anh dang sdng lai thdi tho
4u & Viet Nam... G Viéet Nam...
nhitng dém trang mua thu binh
yén... Xa Viét Nam vay ma da
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gan hai muoi nim!

— Ngoc-Anhnay...

— “What?”

— C6 nh6 Viet Nam khong?

— U!'nhé...

— Ma Ngoc-Anh dau cé ky
niém gi nhiéu & Viét Nam? Khi
rdi dat nu6e, em gidi lim 12 nim
sdu tudi...

Mudi tudi! Mudi tudi!
Nhé Sai Gon chi, nhé 1dm chi!
nay nhé, khu chg Nguyén Tri
Phuong ma ba thudng hay chd
em di 4n mi t8i ne, khu vuc
dudng Pasteur v6i nhitng ganh
qua rong thom lirng ne, anh c6
in banh bao Ba C4 Can khong?

— Bé4nh bao “Ong” C4 Cin
chu?

— ”Ong” C3 Can? Hay
“Ba” C4 Cin? “Anyway”,
nhitng ngay gan Tét, Sai Gon c6
cdi khong khi giy gy lanh, budi
sang trd1 lanh ma me mua cho
mot cdi banh bao Ba C4 Can 1a
“hé&t xay”...

C6 nudt nudc bot, dd6i ma
phiing phinh nhu d6i ma ctiia mot
c6 bé 1én chin, 1€n tdm dang
them an. Nhin guong mit cd
nang dudi 4nh tring ving vic,
bong chgt cudi.

— Cudi ci gl d6?

— Anh cling dang thém
banh bao... mit em gidng cdi
banh bao Ba Ca Can lim, cho
anh cin mot cdi nghe...

Ngoc-Anh véo Bong mot cai
dau diéng.

Qua mot khoang ritng, dém
nhu chgt m§ rong ra, chéi loa
4nh sing. Mit hd phan chi€u
4nh tring, trong vit nhu mot tAim

guong. Hai ngudi ngdi xudng
trén mot by co.

— Anh nay...

Pong quay lai.

— Vay la xong, minh khong
con lam gi dugc nita ha anh?

— Cai gi xong?

— Ty nan, vé nim muoi sdu
ngan ngudi ty nan G Pong Nam
A..

— O! U! Anh nghi vay 1a
xong! Cudc van dong cia minh
khdng mang lai k&t qua gi dau...
Ho s& bi bit budc phai trg vé
Viét Nam...

— R&i ho lam sao s6ng anh?

— Anh khong biét. Trong
budi néi chuyén ngay hom kia
v6i dai dién bd Ngoai Giao, chic
em cling nhin ra 1a chinh pht
da c6 quyét dinh tir truSc. Ho
ti€p minh chi vi ho lich sy ma
thoi...

— U'' Ma ciing vi ho “ngdn”
ong dan bi€u cling di v6i minh.

— "It’s all politics”, Ngoc-
Anh! Minh chi phi thdi gig vo
ich. Than phan cia nim muci
sdungan ngudi trong cac trai ty
nan Pong Nam A da dugc quyét
dinh: ho s& phai tr§ vé dia nguc!

— Anh a! Sao anh lai noéi
Viét Nam la dia nguc?

Ngoc-Anh nhe nhang trach.

— Anh......

C4 hai chgtlang im. Khong!
Khong! Viét Nam van song
tuyét voi trong tim hdn Pong!
DPong khdng hé c6 ¥ miét thi ndi
né da sinh ra va khon I6n. Viét
Nam van 12 qué huong, qué
huong v6i ngon Mia, v6i huong
Sau Riéng, vdi cay Khé ngot,...

Trong d6 ta da thd huong lia
chin, di uéng nuéc nudc dira
thom, trong d¢6...nhitng mua
traing nhu dém nay trdng nay
minh chay nhdy tung taing véi
anh den mau...

Nhitng ngay con nho, Pong
hay bi kich thich bdi 4nh dén cAy
xuyén qua 16p gidy ki€ng clia
chi€c den Trung Thu. Anh sdng
ky diéu cta trang con mang theo
huong thom tuyét vi cia banh
mut. BaAnh Trung Thu... Bao
nhiéu nim rdi khdng in mot
mi&€ng banh Trung Thu ding
nghia la “Trung Thu”!

— Xin 18i nghe?

— U'! Pirng bao gid néi x4u
vé Viét Nam, anh!

— U'! P4t nuéc minh bao gid
cling dep; chi ¢6 nhitng ngudi
dang cam quyén hom nay lam
cho nuéc minh ngheo, dan minh
do1 kém la khong dep!... Trang
dep qua hd Ngoc-Anh? Uéc gi
minh c6 mot c4ildng den... Anh
thich loai 16ng dén dén gidy kinh
mAau xanh duong... trong dém
tring, 4nh sdng tir cAy dén ciy
xuyén qua man gidy xanh bao
gi0 cling goi 1én trong anh nhitng
xao dong ky la...

— V& Los Angeles ky nay
em s€ lam cho anh mot cai, ding
lo...

— “Promised?”

— “Promised!”

— C6 cé banh Trung Thu?
— C6 cé banh Trung Thu!
— “Free?”

— “No, you will have to

2

pay.
— Bao nhiéu?
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— Heét céi “pay check”.

— OK, cho Ngoc-Anh giir
hé&t may cdi “pay check”, ma
“pay check” clia nhitng ngudi an
com nha di lam chuyén doi nhe
13m,... thdi, giit hét cd cudc dvi
con lai nay ludn di...

— Nira, lai “thd dé”! Dep...

Pbong cudi, quay nhin ra xa
xa. Xa xa trén doi cd binh yén,
gi6 ludt thuét qua mang theo
nhitng lan hoi nuéc Am. Lau that
12 14u rdi méi c6 dip ra ngdi chai
ngoai trdi, dé6n huong gié am,
dén 4nh tring trong! Tring van
nghiéng nghiéng treo trén diu
cay... Trong anh trang ngot ngao
nhu mat clia dat trdi tw do, Pong
chot tha'y budn khi tudng tugng
dé&n 4nh tring t& nhat soi diu
“trai cAm” — cdc trai giam
ngudi ty nan Viét Nam & Pong
Nam A. Ciu chuyén véi nhitng
ngudi dan biéu cda California,
cudc van dong trong bd Ngoai
Giao,... tAt cd da 12 mot that bai.
Mot trang st dd 14t qua, van dé
ty nan Viét Nam da thudc vé di
ving! Bay gid th€ gidi c6 nhitng
viing bi€n dong dit doi hon, bay
gid ngudi ty nan dén tir cac nuSe
khac méi la quan trong hon, bay
gid... trong cudc tranh diu dai
ding d€ triét tieu 1y tudng “ty
nan” clia ngudi Qudc Gia...
Ngudi Cong Sin da thing!

Trén ddi cé hoang vu, Pong
tha'y cd don, mot ndi c¢o don ving
vic nhu vang tring kia... Trong
ti€ng gi6 lut thudt qua rirng cao,
hinh nhu c6 tié€ng ngudi kéu...
tiéng Viet Nam, ngudi Viét Nam
thét gao trén nhitng chuyén tau
di khdong bao gis dén... Trén mot

s QO

M
e

Nguoi dd ra di cé trd vé

Cd nhin trang va trdi lé thé

Co con tuong tdi cdu ho hen

C6 nhd ngay xua da udc thé?

Vi sao nguoi da bo toi di

Cd phdi doi t6i chi biét ly

An tinh ndm thdng nguoi khong nho
Thi chit to duyén co nghia chi!

Nguoi chdng cing t6i tron cudc doi
Cudc doi den bac qud di thoi

Ndm xua nguoi néi loi tha thiét

Toi dé thuyén long theo nudc tréi!
Nguoi biét hon t6i dau tdi té?

Pém dém toi tinh gitta con mé
Chiic nguoi hanh phiic va may mdn
Du da cung t6i 16i udc the!

e Trdn Pinh Ngoc

trAn chi€n da tan, n6 thA'y minh
nhu mét mdi, mét moi mai véi
cac am anh ci!

Ngoc-Anh vidn ngdi yén.
Ciling 1a “director” ctia mdt
chuong trinh an sinh xa hoi, cling
xdng x4o di bénh vuc cho dong
bao trong cdc “trai cAm”, co
cam thong dudc vdi nhitng diéu
vu tu dang d& ning tAm hon
bong. Tuy nhién, d6i vdi con
ngudi dé, con cé qua nhidu dicu
ma cd chua hi€u dudc. Hai muoi
nam ngang doc trong doi, Bong
c6 mot di ving qui 16n d€ cho
mot ngudi mGi 16n nhut ¢o ¢ thé

cdm thong hoan toan!

Gi6 bit dau thiy lanh hon,
suong dd xudng nhi€u hon, 4nh
tring tr t¢ md di trong man
suong budi sém. Tha ngudi nim
dai trén co, vong tay sau gay,
nhin trdi cao Pong thi thAm...
“Cam on em, Ngoc-Anh. Lau
that 1a 1au rdi anh méi c6é dugc
mot dém trang binh yén. Cdm
on em! Bao nhiéu nim rdi ndi
trdi, anh khong hé c6 dugc mot
mua Trung Thu nhu u6c muén!”

— Thoi minh vé&, anh!

— U! thi vé... Ma em nhé
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nghe! Nhé mua banh Trung Thu,
nhd 1am 1ong d&n cho anh nghe.

Ngoc-Anh cudi. Nhin guong
mit tring 14p lanh trong man
suong huyén do, Pong khé riing
minh, chgt nhé chuyén “An-
Lan”: Ngoc-Anh c6 thé 12 mot
hdn ma trén trang sich cii, vé
choi trén trin thé ddi gid, rdi lai
s& bié€n di khi vang duong dén...

— Ngoc-Anh...

— “What?”

— Ngay sidplén, sao em con
chua bi€n di?

Ngoc-Anh cudi hi hi:

— Em da vuéng mau tuc luy
nhiéu rdi, khdong con vé trén kia
dudcniral...

Co chi tay 1&én vang tring, rdi
chay 1én d6i. Pong hoi ha dudi
theo: “Ngoc-Anh! Ngoc-Anh!
Diing @€ anh... Pirng d€ anh... xd
em xudng hd nghe...”

Ngoc-Anh van vira chay vira
cudi 16n. Ti€ng cudi tan trong
man suong, tan trén ddi xanh.
Mot dém trang dep da qua...

Pong dudi theo, dudi theo.
Hinh nhu né tam quén dudc
nhitng nhoc nhan trén dudng ddi,
hinh nhu né tam mat di nhitng
4m 4nh vé mdt vang tring trén
céc trai cAm, tring trén nhitng
chuyé&n tau ty nan Viét Nam,
hinh nhu gitta mua he Baltimore
€16 thu Viét Nam vira chém...

Trén d6i xa, Ngoc-Anh cat
ti€ng hat: “Anh tring tring nga,
c6 ciy da to, c6 thing cudi gid
om mot gidc md... Cudi oi! Ta
néi cho cudi nghe...”

Hant

Nguyén V6 Son
(UCLA, Gi6 Péong)

Ring ma budn rda?
O nhd cia anh
Chiéu ni mua dé
Lam méi o xanh.

Chiéu vé ving anh
Mot minh rét muét
Nén mit o uét

Giot nu6c trong tranh.

Chiéu ni xa anh
Troi mua long loanh
O budn o lanh

Trén lan méi xanh.

Chiéu mé ning hanh?
Chiéu mé ning vang?
Anh vé véi nang
Long vang hén hé.
Chiéu vé bén 1én
Chan buéc ron rang
Tim rat ron rang

Tim nang nam truéc

Ngay xua mua u6t
Nén mit o budn
Ngay xua mua lanh
Nén moi o xanh

Chti thi ning hanh
Troi khong con lanh
MBoi o hét xanh
Long o da tanh?

O 1a con gi6

Neén ddi theo mia
O 12 ning mua
Nén ua néng lanh

Thoi thi bat hanh
Anh 16 dai kho
Tim chi o né

Troi da sang mua?
Chiéu vé bén 1én
Talai gdp ta

Chén ci, ngudi xa
Con ta chiéc béng.
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Two Children

® Thach Lam

Introduction:

“Hai Chi Em” (Two Children) was
published in a collection of short sto-
rics Nang Trong Vusn (Sunshine in
the Garden), Ha Noi, 1938. The sto-
ries in this collection were serialized
in magazines during period of 1937-
38.

Thach Lam’'s real name was
Nguyén Tudng Lan. He was born on
July 7, 1910, at Thai Ha Hamlet, Cdm
Giang Village, about 25 miles east o/’
Ha Noi. After graduating /rom Albert
Sarraut lycee, he began working as
a newspaperman for Phong Hoa,
Nsay Nay, Chii Nadt weeklies. e also
taught at some private high schools.
lle died on June 28, 1942 in the vil-
lage of"Yén Phu by 16 Tay (The West

lake), Ha Noi of tuberculosis. e was
a member o/ Tu lLiic Vin Doan (Sel /-
Reliant Literary Group) which was

Jounded in 1930 with the purpose

o/ promoting progressive social and
literary reform.

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

The translation o/ Hai Chi Em
(Two Children) into English is pro-
vided by I¢ Tho Gido, formerly a

Jaculty member of the University o/

Hué, Viét Nam.

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. Lién 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. Lién 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
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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 Lién 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. Li€n 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 Lién 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?” Lién asked.
Mrs. Ty dropped the bench in the
ground and set out her tea bowls
on it, before she uttered her an-

SWET:

“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 Lién.

“Why haven’t you closed your
shop?” she asked. Lién 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.”

Lién’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, Lién had forgotten all about it,
fixing her thoughts on the quiet
street in front of her. Then Lién

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 Ha
Noi. It was a small stall, on lease
from an old woman, partitioned off
by a thin bamboo wall pasted over
with newspapers. Li€n’s mother
left it up to Lién’s to take care of
the shop, since she herself was
busy polishing and selling rice. To
safeguard the shop, Lién and An
had to sleep there at night.

Lién 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. Luc this afternoon?” Lién
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.”

Lién 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.” Lién
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. Lién 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, Li€én 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 Lién’s shop.

Thoroughly familiar with the
woman’s habit, Lién 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 Li€n’s hands,
patted her on the forehead, and
then stumbled outside. Lién 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
Lién 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 Siéu’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 Siéu 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 Lién could
smell the aroma of the delicious
soup, yet, in this small village, what
Uncle Siéu had to offer was some-
thing too expensive, too luxurious
for them to afford. Lién recall the
days when she was living in Ha
Noi; 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 (H6 Hoan Kiém),
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 Ha Noi was full of sparking
light. What a bright place it was,
Lién thought. Since the family
moved back to their native vil-
lage, set up this small shop, Lién
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 Lién 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 Siéu’s soup cart. And these
tiny lamps could light but the nar-
row patch of sandy oil; and inside
of Lién’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 Siéu 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 Saim 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 Lién 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, Lién no longer expected to
have any late customers. Even if

I think of you

and planktivores

the apotic zone.

If I can wish,

If I may dream,

so I can have

A candid love song

In midst of Gross Primary Productivity

I think of starless nights

and moonlit sky ...

While memorizing zoo plaktons, phytoplanktons,

Shuffled in my heart
is when we’re holding hands in the dark
and how the sharks can survive at

Dancing in my mind

Is your quiet smile

with humus incorporation zone, litter, and
bedrock revolving around and round

Star light star bright

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

my A’s ... in biology.
® Rose Nguyen (Gi6 Pong, UCLA)

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 Lién 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

1

train comes, won’t you
“All right, just go to sleep.”

Lién gently waved a fan and
straightened out the soft hair on
An’s forehead. The child’s head
gradually grew heavy on Lié€n’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
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dropped a few petals on Lién’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 Siéu craned his
neck towards the station, and in-
form his friends: “The track light
ison.”

Lién 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. Lién 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. Lién 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. Lién
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. Lién 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 Ha No6i! Lién
became silent, lost in thought. Her
mind turn to Ha Ni, 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 Siéu’s stove. The
dark night continued to surround
Lién’s world, and the immense and
silent rice fields of her village.

“Let’s go to sleep, sister!”

Lién 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 Siéu had carries his soup off
towards the village; and Uncle
S4dm—the blind man—and his
family, on their mat, had dozed off
some time ago.

Lién 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. Lién 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. Lién 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. ®
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My Garden

® Pinh Quéc Vil (Houston,TX)

There were times I found me
alone. I closed my eyes slowly. 1
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

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

in Bristol.

lingers like a note found
in a suicide’s bedroom.
I still see those eyes

as the light on my watch
begins to flash.

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

It’s been seven years since I took
my last breath in Vietnam
The laughing of my grandfather

of glowing fire and surprises.

The bus is taking its last turn

* V& Quéc Dinh (Gio Déng, UCLA)
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Narcissus

an 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, Van 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. Van 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. Van longed
for the minutes the flowers blossom, hopefully at the mo-
ment when New Year’s crackers began to crackle.

Van 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, Van counted each buds, and when
all of them bloomed into beautiful flowers, he certainly was
the happiest person.

Vian’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,
Vian thought, once a year came into his life, bringing a
strange, eternal aroma, a lovable, essential beauty in life.

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

® Hoang Pao

that would bring the world as well as the flowers a New
Year. However, Vian 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.

Van 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. Van 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 Van shudder. He buttoned up his
coat and walked along the empty streets to Dung’s house.
Passing through the unlocked gate, Van 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, Van 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. Van 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 Van
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. Van 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. Van
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, Van knew on the porcelain there was a painting of a
girl standing next to her lover. The scene came out of a clas-
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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. Van tried to
calm his mind, telling himself that this could not happen.
When the chiming stopped, Van startled. The curtain was
up, and ... from the door, Vin was overwhelmed, he stood
up, bewildered,... stared at a beautiful girl who was smiling
at him. Van felt he had walked into a fairyland. But the
girl’s oval face, her bright red lips were very familiar to
Vian. Especially her clear, assured eyes indicated that she
had known him for a long time. Van 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 Van 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 Van. Van 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. Van 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 Van and bade farewell. Van 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. Van 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 Pham Hoang Lién (UCLA) from
the short story “Thily Tién ” in the collectionTiéng Dan.

D emorncam &R. 7. 2.

A maple leaf descends

Gently on a breeze

Landing between your rake and my fect.
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.

[ 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 [ 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.

Vii Ngoc Lam (UCI)
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Around The Corner

Dhan Vi (Harvey Mudd College)

he 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 1.

“Yeah, anh Xuin. We used to station at the same
Marines base, Can Cit S6ng Than.”

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 Viét 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 athim 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 [ 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.
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God had dealt him a bad hand.
“What do you do during the weekends?” asked

“Drink coffee, hang around here. Life’s bor-
ing. I don’t know when it would end, don’t know
when [ 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. Ngoc 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 Ha? He was also a soldier
before 1975. Is he your friend?” queried 1.

“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.

kokosk

Anh Ha 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 Ha 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 Ha.

“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?”

“So0?”

“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 Ha 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 Tran Binh 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
Ha 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.

kokosk

hey didn’t get along, anh Giang and anh Ha.

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 Ha ex-
plained his position.

“One day in the coffee shop,” continued anh
Ha, “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 Ha showed up at our place. Probably
he felt out of place and not up to par because anh
Ha 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 Ha 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
Ha promised.

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

“Alright, nothing new.”

“How are things with anh Ha?”

“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.
skeksk

e 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 Nhat had given to
me a while back. Suddenly the warehouse door was
lifted up. Cold air blew in, chilling the room.

Anh Ha, 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 Ha 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 Ha 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 Ha’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.”

“Ha 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. Ha 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 Ha’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 Ha?” 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 Ha. Anh Ha 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 Viét 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
Viét 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
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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 Viét 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 |
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.”

“Ha 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 Ha, I’ll be back.”

Anh Giang got in the car and backed out of the
parking lot.

I went inside to tell Diing about anh Giang’s
needing a place tonight. It was three nights before
New Year.
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backed the Volkswagen bus into the space next
to the yellow Toyota Tercel. Anh Ha 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.
“Tam, come here!” anh Ha 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?”

“Tam a, do you want to paint your bus?” anh
Ha asked me as I opened the door, his face glow-
ing.

“Huh? What did you say?”

“Do you want to paint your bus?” anh Ha re-
peated. “Your bus would look real good with a new
paint coat.”

I grinned at anh Ha, 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 Ha turned over to anh
Giang, who had his blue cap and sunglasses on look-
ing a little tired, sitting behind the wheel, laughing.

Anh Ha 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 atanh Ha, “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 Ha’s face stopped glowing.

“Thanks anyway, anh Ha.”

“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 Ha 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 Ha 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 Tam, do you want your bus painted?” anh
Ha 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 Ha 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 Ha.

“I redesigned it such that if we went back to
Viét 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 Ha 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 Ha 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 Ha, 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 Ha
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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