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Florida International University and currently
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essays translated by Tran Thi NgH and co-editor
of A Rainy Night in the City (Hanoi Publishing
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Hannah Hoang is an illustrator and designer
from Saigon, Vietnam. She started drawing when
she was 4. At first it was just doodles to pass the
time, then it became a hobby, and a big part of
her identity (and also a job that feeds her and her
adorable cat Md).

Growing up in the ever-fast changing pace of
Saigon, she’s very grateful to see the illustrator
community here has grown, from an almost
non-existent profession a decade ago, to a
bustling young community with artists all over
the country. To her, drawing and viewing good
arts is not just a pleasure, but also a chance to be
playful and connect with her inner child.

Paul Christiansen 16t nghiép chuong trinh thac
si tai Florida International University va hién dang
sinh song tai Sai Gon, noi anh dam nhdn cong tdc
dinh huéng ndi dung cho Saigoneer. Anh la tdc gia
ctia tua sdch sdp xudt duoc xudt ban, Dudi Tdn Cho
Nau Sai Gon (NXB Phuong Nam), mot tuyén tap tiéu
ludn song ng do Tran Thi NgH bién dich. Anh ciing
la dong chu bién cua Mot Dém Mua Thanh Phé
(NXB Ha N6i), mot tuyén tap truyén ngdn song ngit.

Hannah Hoang la mot nghé st minh hoa va nha

thiét ké dén tiv Sai Gon. Co bdr ddu vé khi mdi 4 tuoi.
Ban ddu, c6 chi vé nguéch ngoac dé tiéu khién, nhung
sau dé, viéc vé da tré thanh mot so thich va mot phan
danh tinh cua c6 (va mét cong viéc ma Hannah ding
dé nudi than va chii méo Mé ddng yéu).

Ldn lén ¢ Sai Gon — mgt thanh phé khong ngiing
phdt trién, c6 rdt hanh phiic khi thdy cong dong hoa
si minh hoa noi ddy ddn lén manh, ti mgt linh vuc
gan nhu khong ton tai cdch day mot thap ky, tro
thanh mot cong dong tré, nang dong vdi cdc tai nang
tir khdp cd nudc. Véi c6, viéc vé va chiém ngudng cdc
tdc phdam nghé thudt khong chi mang lai niém vui,
ma con la co héi dé co két néi véi cdi toi tinh nghich,

hon nhién nhw dita tré trong tam hon.
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Editor’s Note

Doing justice to the full breadth of contem-
porary Vietnamese literature and art would
require volumes and fill galleries. “In My
Ear, Your Voice Still Flickering // Bén tai
ti, giong ngudi van chon von,” attempts

to give the smallest hint of the many styles
and subjects explored by Vietnamese writ-

ers, painters, and illustrators today.

The eleven stories and poems in this zine
reflect just a few of the exemplary writers
born in Vietnam who are currently working
in different genres to explore a wide range
of themes. They come from numerous
generations, regions and backgrounds and
focus on familiar topics as well as those
that may receive less global attention in
translation but are no less profound or

prominent in Vietnam.

In accordance with patterns of migration
and adaptation, some of the writers now
live outside Vietnam and work beyond
their native language. Some translated
their own pieces from or into Vietnamese
and others collaborated with translators.
It was essential to include both languages
in this publication out of respect for what
cannot be translated and to honor original
artistic visions while exploring the virtues

of translation.

The artwork accompanying the writing
was curated by Hannah Hoang and aims to
provide a similar variety of styles and his-
tories. Rather than illustrating the pieces,

the Vietnamese artists were encouraged

Doi loi tiv bién tap vién

That khé dé c6 thé chita dung va phdn dnh
toan dién bé day cia van hoc nghé thudt duong
dai Viét Nam chi qua viéc tong hop va trung
bay don thuan.

Tuy nhién, “In My Ear, Your Voice Still
Flicking // Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon
von” van duoc sinh ra nham khdc hoa phdn
nao nhiing chii dé, chi thé ma cdc nha van,
hoa si va nghé si minh hoa khdm phd qua thuc

hanh nghé thudt cia minh.

Tuyén tdp mudi mot tdc pham truyén ngdn va
tho sau ddy gidi thiéu mot s6 cdy biit xudt sdc
dén tir Viét Nam. Qua su thé nghiém trong
nhiing thé loai riéng biét, ho mang dén nhiing
gdc nhin rdt mdi va da dang vé cdc chi dé. Du
dén ti nhiing thé hé, viing mién va hoan canh
khdc nhau, ho cung hudng ngoi but ciia minh
dén nhing dé tai quen thudc néi chung, ciing
nhu nhiing dé tai néi bat & Viét Nam nhung
chua nhdn dugc su chi y cua nganh xudt ban

thé gidi ndi riéng.

Mot s6 tdc gia hién dang sinh song va lam
viéc ¢ cdc quic gia ngoai Viét Nam, va st
dung nhiing ngén ngir tuong ung cho viéc sang
tde. S6 khdc da tw minh hodc da phoi hop vdi
nhiing dich gia khdc dé cho ra doi ban dich

tiéng Vié cia cdc tdc pham.

Chiing t6i cam thdy cdn phdi cd su hién dién
ctia cd hai ngon ngit trong dn phdam nay, mot
phdn vi ¢é nhiing y nghia khong thé dién gidi
duogc hoan toan bang ngon ngit con lai, mot
phdn vi chiing t6i muon ton trong nhiing hinh

dung nghé thudt cua ban goc, ciing nhw nhing
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to create original pieces “inspired by”

or “in response to” the texts in hopes of
compelling the painters and illustrators to
approach their processes in new and excit-
ing ways while bringing unique insight and

perspectives to the texts.

We sincerely wish that “In My Ear, Your
Voice Still Flickering // Bén tai t6i, giong
ngudi van chon von,” provides readers with
a peek into the creative energies flowing
within and from Vietnam and encourage
further exploration of Vietnamese litera-

ture and art.

Paul Christiansen
Saigon, April 9, 2022

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

gid tri nghé thudt méi cd thé sinh ra tir ban
dich.

Nhiing hinh dnh minh hoa cho tuyén tap, duoc
tuyén chon va sdp ddt béi Hannah Hoang,
cting mang tinh da dang vé phong cdch va dé
tai nhw cdc sdng tdc van va tho. Cdc hoa si va
nghé si minh hoa duoc khuyén khich tao nén
mot tdc pham nguyén ban cua riéng minh —
xem van ban géc nhu “mét nguoén cam hing”
hodc “mot ld thu can hoi ddp” — qua dé mang
dén mot cdch tiép cdn thi vi, mot cdi nhin can
ke, va mot ludng quan diém doc ddo khdc vao

muc luc cua tuyén tap.

Chiing t6i mong rdng “In My Ear, Your Voice
Still Flickering // Bén tai t6i, giong ngudi van
chon von,” sé gitp déc gia phan nao hiéu hon
vé ngudn tai nguyén sdng tao dang cuén chdy
khdp trong va ngoai Viét Nam, qua dd thiic ddy
ho khdm phd nhiéu hon nia vé thé gidi van hoc

va nghé thudt nay. .

Paul Christiansen
Sai Gon,

ngay 9 thdng 4 nam 2022



A Guitarist in Exile

By Phan Nhién Hao
Translated by Hai-Dang Phan
Art by Tri Rom

Nguoi choi dan luu vong

By Phan Nhién Hao
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This guitarist stretches his strings

from one time zone to another,

from the silt beds of the Mekong River

to the fields of the Midwest.

The sky where he now lives is often cloudy,

the cows slaughter-ready.

His songs are about love,

the smell of a road after a tropical storm.
He sings of exile, blizzards,

and empty parking lots.

His past is like a street musician

faking blindness. His present

is like a hot air balloon

aloft and waiting to fall back to the earth.
His future is just a TV

in a nursing home losing its signal.

He has nothing but music

in this hard-of-hearing world.

And this makes him feel as useless

as those times during Sunday blackouts
he would lie in a tiny room

on Nguyen Tri Phuong Street naked
and fanning himself

in Saigon during the 1980s.

10.2011
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Ngubi choi dan nay cang ddy

gitta nhiing mui gio luu vong,

gitia phit sa Cuu Long va cdnh dong Trung Tdy
nudc My.

Bdu troi noi y ¢ nhiéu mady, dan bo sdp vao Lo

mo.

Y ca ngoi tinh yéu, mui con duong sau con mua
nhiét déi. Y ndi vé tha huong, bdo tuyét,

bai ddu xe vang ngubdi.

Qud khit ctia y nhuw ngudi hdt xam

gid mi. Hién tai cua y nhw khinh kh{ cdu,

bay, va doi gio roi xudng.

Tuong lai cua y la mor Tivi

trong nha dudng lao, mdt song.

Y khong co gi ngoai am nhac

trong mot thé' gidi ndng tal.

Diéu nay khién y cam thdy vo tich sw

nhu t6i Chu Nhdt cip dién ndm trong phong
chat

dudng Nguyén Tri Phuong, tran trudng,

va quat,

Sai Gon nhing nam 80.

10.2011



Art by Tri Rom
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Phan Nhién Hao is the author of three
collections of poetry in Vietnamese, Thién Pudng
Chuong Gidy [Paradise of Paper Bells, 1998] Ché’

Tao Tho Ca 99-04 [Manufacturing Poetry 99-04,
2004], and Radio Mua Hé [Summer Radio, 2019]. He
received a B.A. in Vietnamese Literature from the
Teachers’ College in Saigon, a B.A. in American
Literature and a Masters in Library Science from
the University of California, Los Angeles, as well as
a Masters in Anthropology from Northern Illinois
University. A bilingual collection of his poetry,
Night, Fish, and Charlie Parker, translated by Linh
Dinh, was published by Tupelo Press (Vermont) in
2006. His most recent collection of poetry, Paper
Bells, translated by Hai-Dang Phan, was published
by The Song Cave (New York) in 2020. He currently

lives and works as an academic librarian in Illinois.

The poem “A Guitarist in Exile” is from the book
Paper Bells.

Hai-Dang Phan was born in Vietnam

and grew up in Wisconsin. He is the author of
the poetry collection Reenactments (Sarabande,
2019) and the chapbook Small Wars (Convulsive
Editions, 2016). His poems and translations have
appeared in Asymptote, Best American Poetry 2016,
Mekong Review, New England Review, New Yorker,
and Poetry, among other places. He lives in Towa
City, Iowa.

Tri Rom is a self-taught artist born in 1969

in Quy Nhon. His work has been exhibited with
the Mekong Art Club, Nord Art in Germany and
elsewhere.
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Phan Nhién Hao la tdc gid cia ba tdp tho tiéng
Viét, Thién Puong Chuong Gidy [Paradise of Paper
Bells, 1998], Ché Tao Tho Ca 99-04 [Manufacturing
Poetry 99-04, 2004], va Radio Mua He [Summer
Radio, 2019]. Anh ldy bdng ct nhdn Van hoc Viét
Nam tai Truong Cao dang Sw pham Sai Gon, bang
ctrnhdn Van hoc My va thac st Thong tin Thu vién
tai University of California, Los Angeles, va bing
thac si Nhan logi hoc tiv Northern Illinois University.
Tdp tho song ngir cua anh, Night, Fish, anh Charlie
Parker, do Linh Dinh dich, dd duoc nha xudt bdn
Tupelo Press (Vermont) xudt bdn nam 2006. Tdp

tho gan ddy nhdt cia anh, Paper Bells, do Hai-Dang
Phan dich, da duoc xudt ban béi The Song Cave
(New York) vao nam 2020. Anh hién dang la mgt thu

thuva dang sinh song tai Illinois.

Bai tho “Nguoi choi dan luu vong” duoc trich tir tap
tho Paper Bells cta anh.

Hai-Dang Phan dugc sinh ra & Viét Nam va

[dn lén & Wisconsin. Anh la tdc gid cua tdp tho
Reenactments (Sarabande, 2019) va chapbook Small
Wars (Convulsive Editions, 2016). Cdc bai tho va
ban dich cua anh ting xudt hién trén cdc an pham
nhuw Asymptote, Best American Poetry 2016, Mekong
Review, New England Review, New Yorker, Poetry
cling mot so cdi tén khdc. Anh hién dang song ¢ Iowa

City, Iowa.

Tri Rom la mét hoa si tw hoc. Anh sinh ra vao
ndm 1969 tai Quy Nhon. Cdc tdc phdam cta anh ting
duoc trung bay boi hiép hoi Mekong Art Club, dw dn
Nord Art tqi Diic, ciing mot s6 don vi khdc.
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White Pillows

By Da Ngan
Translated by Quan Manh Ha
Art by Brian Hoang

Noi niém goi trang

By Da Ngan
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In this region, kapok is a residential rather
than a commercial tree. Some other popular,
non-commercial trees here include banyan
trees, which are planted near river piers to
prevent erosion; pink shower trees, which
have beautiful blossoms; tamanu trees, which
are used to make chopping boards; and
sakae trees, which are used to make monkey
bridges. Only those who have a sophisticated
taste plant a kapok and then only one in a
corner of their garden. During sunny months,
kapok pods look like bats’ wings dangling in
the wind. They gradually drop off the trees
and land on the ground. People dry them

in the sun and then keep them in bamboo
baskets or sacks. When they are not too busy
with farming, they peel the kapok pods,
remove the seeds, and put the fibers into

a sack again to dry further. The fibers are
used to make pillows and mattresses. In this
rural region, local beds not only have regular

pillows but also bolster pillows.

In fact, this story has nothing to do with
kapoks. I briefly mentioned them so that

you can imagine the scene further. Let’s
imagine that there is a woman who, as a
habit, always refreshes her pillows before Tét,
the Vietnamese Lunar New Year. She lives

in the city, so there is no land for a garden,
and thus no kapok. But that doesn’t stop her
habit. She tells the pillow shops in the market
to save some sacks of the fresh, cotton-like
kapok fibers for her. She doesn’t know how
to drive a motorbike, so she carries the puffy
sacks home on a bicycle. She washes the
pillowcases, opens the pillow protectors,

and throws away the old fibers or dries them

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Nhiing cdy gon ¢ xit nay la cdy tho cu chir
khéng phdi cdy hang hda. Nhu cdy gira dé giit
bén, cdy 6 moi dé ngdm bong, cdy mi u dé lam
thdt, cdy tram bau dé lam cdu khi...Ai dn 6 cdu
ky mdi trong mot cdy gon, mot cay duy nhdt,

& goc vuon. Mua béng vao nhiing thdng ndng,
nhin ¢ xa, trdi gon nhu nhiing cdnh doi treo
minh ling lang trong gid. Trdi lan luot rung
xudng, ngudi ta dem phoi cd trdi, dung trong
bo hay trong cdn xé, trong bao bo. Ngay nong
nhan dua gon ra béc, bo hor di, bong gon lai vo
bao dem phoi cho duom ndng. Sau dé gon lam
g0i, lam ném, nam nao cling tuw tiic gon nén
trén giuong cua dan qué xit nay ngoai gbi ndm

con ¢d ca nhiing chiéc géi ém cang tron.

Thuc ra cdu chuyén khong lién quan dén nhing
cdy gon, phdt (ding ra, phdi viét la phdc) hoa
s0'so' dé cdc ban hinh dung tiép. Hdy hinh

dung mét ngudi phu nir ¢d thdi quen dén Tét
thi tia tdn @ goi nha minh. Bdy gio nha phd
thi, khong khodnh vudn thé cu ndi chi dén cay
gon. Nhung chi ddu thiéu cdch. Chi dan trudc
nhiing vua géi ngoai cho va ho luén danh cho
chi nhiing tiii béng gon tw nhién. Chi cdp rdp
cha vé, chi khong biét di xe mdy, chi chd cdi gdi
ling nhiing dy bang xe dap. Lot do goi ngam
gidt, xé minh goi ra, gon ct bi moi bo hodc la
dem phoi cho phong lén. Va gon mdi sé duoc
thay thé, thi gon thom thom, hét sic tw nhién,
dé chiu. Lii gbi ctia chi nhu ddm tré duoc sim
b6 cdnh Tét, nam la liét trén giuong. Con vi khi
lam, chi giti gdm vao dé biét bao diéu cia tam
twva su chiu dung hang nua thé'ky cua mot
nguoi troi cho dung hanh thi troi cting gdy ra co
sw dé thir thdch dung hanh dy.

“Em nghi col, chi khong 6m goi thi chi 6m cdi
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in the sun to make them soft and fluffy
again. She stuffs new fibers inside, which
smell fresh and natural. Her pillows are like
children who wear new clothing for Tét.
The pillows lie all over her bed. She stuffs
them with a half-a-century of emotions and
suffering. If Heaven blessed her with beauty
and dignity, Heaven also challenged her.

“If I don’t hug a pillow, what will T hug,
then?” she’s cried out many times to me
whenever [ complimented her or when I
glanced at the white pillows that occupy her
tidy bed. She doesn’t punch me in the chest
or do anything violent, but it feels as if I had
been punched in the chest, making it hard to
breathe. What if her husband had been cautious
when crawling in like everyone else ... by sliding
on his back into the bomb shelter ... What if ...?

My dear friends, she used to be very
beautiful, undoubtedly. She was a Phong
Dién countryside woman with ivory skin

and elegant manners. Her face was slightly
angular; not a meek oval face. Her youthful
years carried her down the river’s currents,
like hyacinths floating on the water with
newly-blooming purple flowers. And he was
waiting for her somewhere; people call it
fate. They were compatible. He was a stalwart
and caring gentleman. He was also from the
countryside, the same district but a different
commune. Back then, I was a clumsy rural
Southern adolescent while they were already
a perfect golden couple, although back in
those days nobody would describe them with

such flowery words.

12

gl!” Khéng it lan chi gao khan vdi t6i nhu vay
khi toi cdt loi khen hodc la liéc nhin ddm goi
trang mudt, chdt cd cdi giudng muon thud ngdan
ndp ctia chi. Toi thdy nhu bi mot qud vao nguc,
chi ddu c6 thui, chi ddu c6 lam gi, chi ndi cdi
cdu dy thoi ma toi thdy wic tho. Gid nhu hdi dé
anh ci bo [6m com nhu moi ngudi vo cong su,
gid nhw anh ding qud can than ma ndm xuéng

rol toai ngua qua miéng ham. Gid nhu...

Ban oi, hoi dy chi nhan sdc thdt chi khong
phdi cdi vang béng ctia nhan sdc. Gdi miét
vuon Phong Dién trdng tréo tir nudc da tdi cung
cdch. Mat hoi vudng ciing coi chi ddu cé yéu
dudi trdi xoan. Tudi thanh xudn cuén chi vao
dong chdy nhu luc binh vira di vira tro bong
tim. Anh da cho san ¢ dau d6 trén nhiing néo
duong, nguoi doi goi la duyén phan dy ma. Anh
cting dau c6 thua kém, rdn chdc, an cdn, hao
hoa, cung la trai miét vuon cung huyén khdc
xd. Toi mdi tuoi thiéu nit [ong ngong bung bién,
chiva anh dd la “cdp déi vang” véi y nghia tuoi
dep nhat du hoi dy chua ai biét cdch noi hao

nhodng nay.

“Em nghi coi, tdc chi khong bac phiing mdi la
la!” Khéng it lan chi lai gao khan nhw vdy do.
Chi bac téc sdm mot cdch khdc thuong, chung
nhu ngay sau nam 1975 thi da bat dau bac lem
lube. Khi dy chi mdi ba muoi lam tuéi. Khong
thé can du bang bdt kp loai thudc nhudém nao,
don gidn vi mdt cong ma van khong gidi quyét
duoc can nguyén. Toi lai thdy minh bi thui vao
nguc va tic thd. Gid nhu hoi dé anh ci bo l6m
com vo cong s, & ddy anh dd can trong ndm
ngua ra roi chiii ngudi qua miéng ham. Gid

nhu...
Toi nghe danh chi va anh trudc khi biét mdt
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“You know, it would be weird if my hair
hadn’t turned gray,” she’s cried out many
times. Her hair turned gray remarkably, right
after 1975, when she was only thirty. She
doesn’t dye it because that would be time-
consuming and useless. I feel like someone
just punched me in the chest again and I can’t
breathe. What if he had been cautious when
crawling in like everyone else ... by sliding on his
back into the bomb shelter. What if ...?

I had heard about them before I actually
met them in person. They were in the same
subcommittee, a perfect couple, no other
could be more perfect than them, people
said. But ... What if he had been cautious when
crawling in like everyone else ... by sliding on his
back into the bomb shelter. What if ...?

During the war, she used to go to a farmer’s
house located on a dike embankment where
her twin daughters were being cared for.
That day she was with her daughters. Her
husband’s injury, caused by bomb shrapnel,
was not life-threatening, but it was severe.
She was beautiful and he was a wonderful
husband. I didn’t witness the injury and by
the time I joined the military, she had already
sent her children to her family in Phong
Dién so that she could devote all her time to
taking care of him in the hospital. Then, she
returned to her subcommittee, and he was
transferred to the subcommittee that I had
just become a member of. It was said that
he had requested the transfer because they
needed some time away from each other.
Everybody was concerned about it although
they understood the situation very well: he

could no longer fulfill his role as a husband,

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

hai nguoi. Chi va anh lam ciing mot tiéu ban.
Dep doi nhdt thé gian, nguoi doi tram tro vy,
béi vi nhin tong thé khong doi nao hon ho.
Nhung roi... Gid nhu hom dé anh dung qud
can trong ma nam ngiia réi mdi toai vo miéng
cong su. Gid nhu...Chi hay di dén nha mot
ngudi nong dan trén bo kinh khdng chién, cho
chi gdi hai dita con gdi sinh d6i nho ho cham
sdc. Hom dy chi ¢ chd cdc con nhé. Vét thuong
khéng nguy kich cho anh nhung qud hiém. Mot
mdnh bom oan nghiét. Chi va anh, chi la mot
nhan sdc con anh la méot nguoi chong tuyét voi.
Toi khong chiing kién moi chuyén, khi t6i da
cuing mot hang ngi vdi chi va anh thi chi da
g6i con vé cho gia dinh & Phong Pién dé toan
tam trong Qudn y vién véi anh. Va chi vé tiéu
ban cii, anh duoc diéu dong sang tiéu ban chd
t6i viia ddu qudn, nghe ndi la theo nguyén vong
ctia anh, chi va anh cin mét khoang cdch. Bé
lam gi, ai ciing ban khodn va ai ciing hiéu, anh
khong lam chong duoc niia thi ¢ bén canh vo

lam gi!

Truc dién anh chi mot ngay, toi biét anh thudc
tuyp nguoi ly tuong cho moi phu n muu cdu
hanh phiic. Chdc dam, khuén miéng vui, dnh
nhin diém dam, cdch ndi muc thude, doi tay
siéng ndng... Pd cd thé hinh dung anh va chi
tong dong hoa hop nhu thé nao dé tiéng thom
lan téa nhudng dy. Nhung da anh bdt ddu tdi
sam, bo dang ngdp ngiling va tiéng cudi khong
gion nhu ddng ra phdi rdt gion ¢ mot nguoi
nhiéu pham chdt va tiéng vang. Thém vai hom
ntia thi toi thdy anh hay ngdi vét mot md que
tre ngdn qudn gon mot ddu roi budc thanh ting
ndm nhd. Héi, anh trd 1o khong do du “Anh

bi tdo bon kinh nién, minh can do dn cd chdt
xo nhuw khoai lang, du du ma ¢ ddy lam gi co.

Moi lan di anh phdi tro mdy cdi que ndy”. Ring
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so there was no need for him to be by her

side.

After spending a day with him, [ immediately
recognized that he was the perfectionist

that any woman in search of happiness
would want. He was mature, the shape of

his mouth looked cheerful; his eyes looked
calm,; he talked politely; he was hardworking.
No wonder it was said that they were so
compatible. But his skin started to grow
pallid and dull. He looked reserved, and his
laughter was no longer jovial. This is unusual
for a person possessing such positive traits
as him. A few days later, I saw him whittle a
bunch of short bamboo sticks, wrap cotton
balls around one end, and tie the sticks

in small bundles. I asked, and he replied
without hesitation, “I have constipation; I
need to eat more fiber, like sweet potatoes

or papayas, but I can’t find them here.
Whenever I defecate, I need to use these
sticks.” I shuddered but couldn’t imagine
how the bomb shrapnel must have wounded
his intestines. I saw his wife wrestle with

her plight and misery every night. She was

a beautiful woman, but he became like that.
What if ...

It is impossible for a bolster pillow to replace
a man who joins the revolution. Women

like us rested our heads on diaries and a

few notebooks, and held an ammo box, or a
memento from the war, tightly in our arms.
A strap attached to the ammo box allowed us
to carry it across our bodies while marching.
We coiled it behind us in the mud before
worming our way down a secret trench,

keeping all necessary personal items in that
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minh nhung van khong hinh dung duoc. Khong
sao hinh dung duoc vét phang oan nghiét cua
manh bom dy va vét thuong pham xuéng hdu
mén ra sao. Nhung thdy r6 chi vdt vd, bdt
hanh, hang dém, chi va anh, chi nhan sdc anh

tuyét voi ma gio thi vy dé! Gid nhu...

Mot cdi goi 6m cho nguoi di khdng chién,
khéng thé. Phu nir chiing t6i gbi ddu bing nhadt
ky, vai ba quyén vo linh tinh va 6m thing sdt
chién loi pham nguyén la thing dan dai lién
rdt kin va chdc. Cdi thing ¢d day dai dé mang
chéo ngudi khi hanh quan bg, ¢é thé dn sau

né xuéng bun trudc khi minh chui xuéng ham
bi mdt va bén trong thung la tdt cd nhiing thi
cdn cho mot cd nhan: mung ludi mau nha binh,
vong vdi nilon, vai b¢ qudn do so sai, guong
lugc, kem ddnh rdang, ban chai, chdm hét. Ban
to mo khan khiu dau w, thi khan la tdm vdi du
béng ciing hang chién loi pham bdt ly than trén
lung dé nguy trang, trén c6 la chiéc khan ran dé
tdm, thay thiém va cd gitt dm hodc phii mudi.
Téi 6m chiéc thing sdt ciing lanh méi khi nam
nghiéng va hinh dung nguoi ban vong nién
ddng thuong ctia t6i cting nam va 6m thiing
nhu vdy méi khi thao thiic nhd nguoi dan dng
tuyét voi ctia minh. Khong ai chia cdt ho, chi vi
chinh ho ciing thdy bo thi thuong ma vuong thi
t61, thé thoi.

Anh hay mot minh mot xudng tro lai ché vo.
Chiéu t6i di, khuya quay vé, sém mai da cé
madt, nhu cii. Nhung sau méi lan nhw vdy anh
khong hoan toan nhw ci duge. Nguoi madt tw
tin thém, da dé tdi thém, mat may u é thém.
Cdc chii ding tudi 6 co quan ¥ tit im ldng,
trdnh héi han, ma hdi gt bdy gio, chang Ié hoi
tui bdy gdp nhau c¢é vui khong u? Sau lung anh

cdc chu cung chi ban ludn ngdp ngung “Gap thi
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ammo box, including an olive mosquito net,

a plastic hammock, some clothes, a mirror,

a comb, toothpaste, and a toothbrush. You
might want to know where we kept our
towels or scarves. Well, we carried a large
piece of parachute fabric on our backs, also
seized in battle, for camouflage, and we wore
checkered scarves around our necks, which
functioned as towels, or as something to keep
us warm, or to drive mosquitoes away. I held
the hard, cold ammo box while lying on my
side, imagining how she, my pitiful friend,
was also holding an ammo box whenever

she missed her husband and couldn’t sleep.
Nobody separated them; they had confronted
their dilemma: they couldn’t leave each other,

and they couldn’t be together, either.

He often rowed a boat to visit his wife. He
departed in the early evening so that he
could go to work in the morning. However,
after each trip, he would no longer be

the same person as before. He was losing
confidence, his skin became more pallid,
his face gloomier. The men in his company
were polite and said nothing. They asked
no questions, and what could they have
asked anyway? Of course, they couldn’t ask
something like: “Did you and your wife have a

good time?”

Behind his back, they talked about his
situation hesitantly: “When they meet, they
only hold each other and cry.” I couldn’t
imagine him crying or holding her tightly
against his chest and listening to her sob.

If she cried too much, her tears eventually
would dry up. Every day I looked at him from

different angles and saw that the muscles

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

chi ¢ nuéc 6m nhau ma khéc!” Téi khong hinh
dung anh khdc ra sao, hay anh ghi vo vao nguc
va ldng nghe chi khdc. Ma khéc mdi thi ciing
can nudc mdt chu. Va khong hinh dung anh
khdc thé nao, vi hang ngay, nhin nghiéng nhin
thang gi ciing thdy khuon miéng it khi dong ddy
khién chung quanh anh mét khong khi thuong

truc u udt.

Chi it khi sang vdi anh nhung da sang thi ¢ lai
vai ba ngay. Mot chang trai tén Lién diing ldi
chéo xubng gitip. Chi ngdi ¢ sap miii cdm dam,
non tai béo twmay, song do tw may, mau vdi toi
cang ton nudc da dep, toc dan ba tré chdy tran
chdm eo thon. Anh xam xdn budc ra, tuoi cubdi
cham tay mii xudng, niu ddy budc vo chac cdy
va ngodnh nhin t6i nheo mdt tinh nghich. S6
la anh ¢ y gdn ghép t6i véi chang trai tén Lién
nay, theo anh thi Lién cao to, téc don séng,
Lién cling lida ciing ddng vdi t6i, qud dugc. Toi
lai thdy anh chiéu c6 Lién, chdng qua dé cho
6 chuyén tung hiing moi khi chi xudt hién, thé
thoi. Toi khong xao xuyén duogc ngoai cdi tré va
khoe cua anh ta. Lién thuong ngoi choi thém
mot ldt, luén héi lai chi mot lan niia ngay vé

bén tiéu ban dé chéo xudng sang don.

Nhing ngay phép khong chinh thic, chi bién
t6i thanh em gdi. Chi bay cho mdy mén goi la
bo i trudc khi co chong. Trinh tw'ném ném
canh chua, rau thom cdt ¢d vira va cho vo noi
khi tdt hia dé rau van gitr duoc mau xanh; phdi
¢6 nudc mau ra sao cho nudc sét ma khong bi
ddng; pha nude mdm dn cd chién nho dé duong
vo chén khi gid téi gia dt cho hot dt dimng bdn
[én mdt; bi quyét ndu che ddu trdng nudc cot
dua la ddu ham nhir trudc, 1ot may, rdi ddu
dudi ddy roi khéa nép [én ndu sé khong khét

noi che...Giong chi thanh, gét chan sdng, doi
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around his mouth rarely moved, causing a

depressing atmosphere to surround him.

She didn’t visit him often, and when she did,
she always stayed with him for two or three
days. A young man named Lién helped her
row a small boat to reach him. She sat at the
bow and held a paddle. She made her own
broad-brimmed hat and blouses. The dark
color of her blouse highlighted her beautiful
skin; her long hair flowed down her back,
reaching her tiny waist. Her husband would
hurry toward her, smile genially, touch the
bow of the boat, and anchor it with a rope

to a Y-shaped tree branch. Then he’'d look

at me mischievously. He wanted to be a
matchmaker for me and Lién, who, according
to him, was a tall and robust man, with

wavy hair. Lién was around my age—and so
compatible. I realized that he was fond of
Lién simply because he gave him and his wife
something interesting to talk about whenever
she visited him. I had no special feelings for
Lién, but I admit that I liked his youthfulness
and strength. Lién often stayed and hung out
for a while with them, and he always asked
her before leaving when she wanted to return
to her subcommittee so that he could come
and fetch her.

On unofficial days off, she turned me into her
younger sister. She offered me tips for when

I would be married: how to add spices to a
pot of sweet and sour soup; how to cut herbs
properly and how to throw them into the pot
once the fire was turned off so that the herbs’
color remained green; how to make caramel
sauce when cooking kho dishes; how to make
chili and garlic fish sauce for a fried fish dish,
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mdt cd dudi, cdi miéng duyén duyén va diéu
quan trong nhadt, chi qud vén khéo khién dan
ong khong khéi ao ude mot ngudi vo nhu vdy.
Chi ngoi ¢ dau thi anh ngéi choang phia sau
dé lam gitip va dém xubng, trén nén liép sdy cd
nhiing chiéc mung san sdt nhau, t6i nghe thdy
ho chuyén van ri ram, sut sit, tré minh soi den

bat muoi, r6i lai n ram, sut sit.

Bdng dén tai chiing t6i mot chuyén. Chi va
Lién. Bém hom, sap xuong, nhing lum cdy toi,
nhiing cdi xéo dan tan cu dé lai hoang liéu,
nhiing mét duong gian nan bom dan, nhiing
phut giay tdm tw.. Dan ba va trai tan, gi thi
cting la trai vdi gdi du la chi gdi, chi da cé
chong, chi da hai con, nhung chi trong ving
thang rong nam dai. Chuyén thanh dong troi
véi nhiing ai ua phdn xét. Cdc chii 6 tiéu ban
t61 im lang c¢d chu y hon. Riéng anh thi lai ndi
nhiéu lén, huou vuon du thi, khi ndi thi mdt
miii boi roi xa xam khong biét minh dang ndi
hay dang dién vai gi. Ngu' tri khong khi truc
trac nhw co mot buc tuong di dong gitta anh vdi
chiing t6i, & d cd mét 6ng but luén an ndp dé
bdo nho rdng, dimng ban tdn lam gi kinh dong,

chuyén thuong tinh con nguoi dy ma!

Di nhién tay thanh nién tén Lién phdi bi
thuyén chuyén. Chi phdi trong veo dé moi
nguoi con kinh trong nhu trudc, cd anh ciing
phdi anh hung vdi thit thuong tdt ghé gom ma
van nguyén ven vo chong vdi mot ngudi vita bi
mot vét mo. Tinh chi em vong nién ciia chiing
toi diit gay, don gidn vi chi khong sang ché toi
niia, chi cé anh tw di va tu' vé, trong dém. Doi
ba lan chiing t6i nhin thdy nhau ¢ nhiing cugc
héi nghi lén, hodc toan Ban lién hoan tong
két. Téi ngd ngang sau méi lan diing nhin xa

xa nhw vdy, chi thu minh ché khudt, chi budc
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and how to properly cook white cowpeas with
coconut milk sweet soup. Her voice was clear,
her heels soft, her eyes had nice edges, her
mouth was charming, and most importantly,
she knew how to manage a family budget
efficiently. All men wanted a wife like her.
When visiting her husband, wherever she

sat, he sat behind her and wrapped his arms
around her to help her with whatever she was
doing. At night, on the bamboo bed, beneath
mosquito nets, [ heard them whisper, sniffle,
turn their bodies to kill mosquitoes, and then

whisper again.

Suddenly, we heard a rumor about her

and Lién. Night came. A boat. Clumps of
bushes. A creek. A small, remote riverside
neighborhood abandoned by those fleeing
the war. Bombed roads. Moments of deep
feelings. Lién was a young virgin, and
although she was a married woman with two
daughters, her life had been empty for years.
Their affair became a great scandal ushering
in judgmental opinions. The male superiors
in my subcommittee were tactful and said
nothing. However, her husband started to
talk more, about all kinds of topics. When

he talked, he looked clumsy and didn’t know
what he was talking about or what role he
was trying to fill. There seemed to be a wall
between him and his colleagues, and an
invisible Buddha seemed to be whispering to
us: “Don’t discuss it. Don’t exacerbate things.

It’s a normal human affair.”

Of course, Lién had to transfer elsewhere.
She must remain a dignified woman to
maintain the respect of others, and her

husband must remain a hero, despite his

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

ra ché sdng khi c6 anh kém sdt mot bén, anh
muén chi can dam nhw anh gitia moi nguoi.

Dit c6 gdng thé nao, anh va chi cting xuéng
doc thé tham, téc cing mudi tiéu mot cdch tiic
tu6i, hai khuén miéng khong thé tuoi cuti, ho
t6i sim nhw mot biic tranh bi 6, chi con méi cdi
khung vién vang. Roi chién dich nhiing thdng
miia xudn nam 1975 cudn tdt ca moi nguoi,
chay va the chit khong con di bang xudng nhw

trudc nia.

MOoi ngudi mot géc riéng tu'tity theo thang bdc
gid tri mdi. Sép to nha mdt tién to, sép nho nha
tich bién trong hém nho. Chi va anh ¢ can nha
hinh éng trong khu gia binh cia vo con linh
ché dé cu. Toi tép riu va doc than ldy giudng
xép va bép co quan lam chd tam. Méi khi toan
co quan tiéc tung lién hoan hay cdc sép to

tiép khdch to, chi la tay hdu cdan kiém ddu bép
thuong thang. Thi thodng t6i dén khu gia binh
cti dy, budc qua khoanh san nho nhiéu loai hoa
dy va do xét anh chi trong cudc song chung
khéng thé théi thodt nhu hoi hai ngudi hai tiéu
ban trong Cit. Dén dé thdy anh mét muc dn
cdn vdi vo'ma tde chi van bac phimng Ién, thong
kho.

Mudi ndm ddu sau 1975, hai dia con tuéi dn
hoc, chi va ching nd mot phong cé nhiing khe
tho gidp phong khdch. Anh phong trong, khe
tho théng vdi mui luu ctiu cia bép, anh nhudng
va anh nhin day ma. Muoi nam ké'tiép con
[dn lén, hai diia con gdi cin mot phong doc
lap, anh dua chiéc giudng cam phdn ciia minh
v6 phong cua vo. Giuong cua chi giuong doi,
maot dong goi gon do trang, dy la nhiing liic chi
gao ma nhu thdch thic t6i “Em nghi coi, chi
khong 6m goi thi 6m cdi gi!” Chiéc giuong don

cua anh mot géi nam, mot cdi mén nho, mot
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horrific wound, and play the role of a perfect
husband of a woman whose reputation had
been slightly tarnished. Her friendship with
me ended abruptly, simply because she no
longer came to my subcommittee to visit

her husband. And he only went to visit her

at dusk and came back late at night. I saw
him a few times at correction training events
or at year-end parties that united all the
subcommittees. I was surprised to watch him
from afar as she sat quietly and unnoticeably
in a corner. She only left her seat when he
walked at her side; he wanted her to be brave
like him in front of others. Despite their
efforts, they appeared more desolate—they
both had salt and pepper hair, they couldn’t
even smile; gloomy like a water-damaged
painting in a golden frame. The campaigns in
the Spring of 1975 involved everyone; people
ran and panted heavily, and boat trips ceased,

and no happy life seemed to lie ahead.

After the war ended, each person was given

a personal dwelling based on new criteria.
Important bosses were offered large houses
facing main streets; lower-ranking bosses
were offered confiscated houses in narrow
alleys. The pair moved into a townhouse

in the former ARVN housing quarter for
married couples. [ was nobody and single,

so I temporarily slept on a folding bed in my
company’s kitchen. When my company threw
a party or welcomed a special guest, she acted
as a top-notch chef. Sometimes I visited the
military housing quarter, crossing the small
yard full of various flowers, to see how stuck
they were in their lives together. I saw that he
was still very caring, but his wife’s hair had

turned miserably gray.
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cdy gai lung hang thii cong bang 16 dita, mdy
quyén sdch, long ndo, dau gid..Mot thdp nién
ntia, cdc con di ldy chong, o riéng, phong can
bép thanh noi cdc chdu ngoai cua ho tu tdp,
linh kinh d6 choi con tré. Phong cua anh chi
van vy, giuding to ddy goi trdang, giudng nho cd
thém cdi ké ¢ ddu giuong, trén do lu khu thuéc

men giong nhu bénh vién.

T6i rong rudi, dia chi cia chi va anh la noi toi
[uén but rit nhd va mudén tim vé. Nam muoi
ndm ké tir khi anh chii ngiia ngudi vé miéng
hdm va chiu dung mdnh bom dc nghiét, hoa
trong sn nha anh nhiéu lén, ciic kim cic af
quy ctic dai déa, mau don vang do trang, hong
ti mudi hong c6 hong Phdp, phong lan va dia
lan... Anh binh than nhu mét éng tir, duy do
song thi khéng ndu song chi cd. Tdc chi tring
cudc, mot cdi bui nho lam duyén trén dt, quan
do lua ciing trdng not. Biét téi quan tdm nhdt
cdi phong, chi kéo tdi bén cua roi bat den that
sdng. Chiéc giuong nho thanh kho chia cdc
thi goi, giudng lén hai tdp-nuy ddy du den doc,
nhiing chong sdch va moi thit. Pdp vao madt
toi hai cdi gbi nam va hai chiéc goi 6m theo
nét cua chi, rdt trang va rdt cang. Nhin qua
cling biét anh ndm phia nao trén chiéc giudng
chong vo do, boi tdp-nuy phia dy cé nhiing
chai, nhiing tuyp, nhiing thit thuéc chung than

vdi anh.

Cdm on nhiing chiéc goi da gitp ngudi ban
vong nién cua toi tro thanh phi thuong. Chi cua
t01, chi khong ti vét gi ca ding bdn biu luong
tam, chi nhuw mot trdi gon treo minh trong gié
roi rung xuéng, tdn hién cho doi mot mén qua

trdng phau, ky diéu.
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During the ten years following 1975, her twin
daughters were in grade school. She shared

a room with them next to the living room,
which had ventilation gaps. He occupied a
room in the house’s interior that smelled

of old food stored in the kitchen because

the odor traveled in through his room’s
ventilation gaps. He didn’t mind it at all.
After ten years, their daughters had grown up
and needed to share a room of their own, so
he reluctantly moved his bed into his wife’s

room.

She had a queen-size bed with a bunch of
white pillows. She often cried out, “You see, if
[ don’t hug a pillow, what will I hug, then?” In
his single bed, there was a lone pillow, a small
blanket, a backscratcher made from coconut
wood, a few books, some mothballs, and tiger
balm. In the next ten years, their daughters
married and moved out. The room adjacent

to the kitchen became a playroom for their
grandchildren; toys were everywhere. Their
shared room remained unchanged—the big
bed was full of white pillows; there was a
small shelf at the head of his single bed. On
the shelf sat all the kinds of pills that one

sees in a hospital room.

[ wander through life, but I always miss them
and want to see them again. Fifty years have
passed since he crawled on his back into

the entrance of the shelter and was hit by
bomb shrapnel. There are more flowers in his
garden: mums; pompons; chrysanthemums;
yellow, white, and red peonies; roses; orchids,
etc. He looks as calm as a Buddhist monk
although he doesn’t wear a brown robe. Her

hair is as white as kite strings. She pulls her

Bén tai t6i, giong ngudi van chon von
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hair back into a charming bun and wears
white silk clothes. Knowing that I am curious
about her room, she gently pulls me to the
entrance and turns on the light. The small
bed has become a place to store pillows; the
two nightstands on either side of the big

bed have reading lamps, piles of books, and
various other items. I immediately notice two
pillows and two bolster pillows—white and
fluffy. I know which side of the bed he often
sleeps on because one nightstand has the

bottles, tubes, and pills that he needs.

My thanks to the pillows for helping my
friend become extraordinary. And my dear
sister, you're so pure and shouldn’t be
concerned about morality. You are like a
kapok pod dangling in the wind and then
falling to the ground; you have offered life a

marvelous white gift.

20
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Da Ngan was born in Can Tho. She formerly
worked as the head of the department of prose at
the weekly journal Van Nghé (Vietnam Writers’
Association). She is also the author of prominent
works such as: Quang doi dm dp (1986), Con chd va
vu ly hon (1989). Céi nha (1993), Da Ngan - tdp truyén
ngdn chon loc (1995), Luc binh mdi miét, Nhin tir phia
khdc (2002), Miét vudin xa ldm (2003) Nudc nguon xudi
mai (2007), Chua phdi ngay buon nhdt (2012) and five
collections of short proses. Her novel Gia Pinh B¢
Mon, was translated and published in the U.S in
2009, and in France in 2014.

Her novel Miét Vudin Xa Ldm was recognized by the
2004 Vietnam Writers’ Award. Her novel Gia Binh
Bé Mon was recognized by the 2005 Hanoi Writers’
Association Award. Da Ngén also spent 9 years
working as a journalist covering the Vietnam War.
In her 15 years of living in Hanoi, she worked as
the head of the department of prose at Vin Ngh¢
(Vietnam Writers’ Association).

Quan Manh Ha is a professor of American
Literature at the University of Montana. His
research interests include multiethnic US
literatures, Vietnam War literature, and literary
translation. He is the translator of Other Moons:
Vietnamese Stories of the American War and Its
Aftermath (Columbia UP, 2020), Luminous Nights:
Pioneering Vietnamese Short Stories (La Frémillerie,
2021), and Hanoi at Midnight: Stories by Bao Ninh
(Texas Tech UP, 2022). He believes that literary
translation is a political and an ethical act,

and thus besides publishing several scholarly
articles and essays in journals, he translates
Vietnamese literature to promote cross-
cultural understanding and global discourse on
colonialism, imperialism, and the Vietnam War

from all sides of the conflict.
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Da Ngan sinh ra ¢ Cén Tho, ting la Trucng ban
Vdn xudi cua tudn bdo Van nghé (Hoi Nha van VN),
tdc gid cuia nhiéu tdc pham néi tiéng: Quang doi
am dp (1986), Con chd va vu ly hon (1989), Coi nha
(1993), Da Ngdn - tdp truyén ngdn chon loc (1995),
Luc binh mdi miét, Nhin ¢l phia khdc (2002), Miét
vudn xa lam (2003) Nudc ngudn xudi mdi (2007),
Chua phdi ngay buén nhdt (2012) va 5 tdp tan van.
Va tiéu thuyét Gia Pinh Bé Mon, dich va in 6 My
2009, dich va in ¢ Phdp 2014.

Giai Hoi nha van VN 2004 cho truyén dai Miét Vuon
Xa Ldm. Gidi Hoi nha vin Ha Néi 2005 cho tiéu
thuyét Gia Dinh Bé Mon. Da Ngan cd 9 nam lam
bdo thoi chién tranh vdi My. 15 nam song ¢ Ha Noi
va tiing la Trudng ban Vdn xudi tudn bdo Van Nghé -
Hoéi Nha van VN.

Quan Manh Ha la gido su Van hoc My tai
University of Montana. Cdc dé tai ma anh quan tam
va nghién ciu bao gom: van hoc My da ching toc, van
hoc Chién tranh Viét Nam, va dich thudt van hoc.
Anh dy la dich gid cua tdc pham nhu Other Moons:
Vietnamese Stories of the American War and Its
Aftermath (Columbia UP, 2020), Luminous Nights:
Pioneering Vietnamese Short Stories (La Frémillerie,
2021), va Hanoi at Midnight: Stories by Bao Ninh
(Texas Tech UP, 2022). Anh tin viéc dich thudt cdc tdc
pham vin hoc la mot hanh déng xudt phdr tirnén tang
chinh tri va dao ly. Vi vdy, ngodi viéc xudt ban mot s6
bai bdo va tiéu ludn hoc thudt trén cdc tdp san, anh
con danh thoi gian dé bién dich cdc tdc pham vin hoc
Viér Nam nhdm thiic day né luc déi thoai lién van héa,
ciing nhu'tién trinh dién ngon toan cdu vé chu nghia
thuc dan, chu nghia dé'qudc va Chién tranh Viét Nam

tl cdc gée nhin da chiéu.
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Brian Hoang was born in Sai Gon a few years
after the war ended but him and his parents
relocated to Canada when he was still young.
As a child, his dad often drew pictures for him
and this inspired him to pick up a pencil and
learn to draw as well. He eventually graduated
from the Interpretive Illustration program at
Sheridan College in Oakville, ON. After years
of working a day job while only doing art on the
side, he was able to go full-time into art in 2014.
While his earlier work was inspired by the pop
culture media he consumed, in recent years he’s
dedicated all his energy and time to exploring
the history and the culture of his Vietnamese
heritage through his art.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Brian Hoang sinh ra ¢ Sai Gon vai nam sau

khi chién tranh két thic, nhung anh va gia dinh da
chuyén dén Canada khi anh con bé. Tir nhiing ngay
tho du, anh da thuong duoc xem tranh ba vé cho
minh. Diéu nay dd thoi thiic anh bdt ddu cam bit va
hoc vé. Vé sau, anh t6t nghiép nganh Minh hoa Dién
giai (Interpretive Illustration) tai Sheridan College &
Oakville, ON. Tir nam 2014, sau nhiéu nam chi xem
nghé thudt lam cong viéc phu, anh bdt dau danh
toan thoi gian dé theo dudi nghé thudt. Tuy cdc tdc
phdm trude day ciia anh duoc truyén cam hing tir
cde san pham truyén théng hodc van héa dai chiing
ma anh tiéu thy, trong nhiing nam gan dady, anh

dy da danh tdt ca né luc va thoi gian dé am hiéu

va phdc hoa lich swva van hda Viée Nam qua nghé

thudt cua minh.
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Moon Season

Written and translated by Khai Pon
Art by Linh Duong

Mua trang

By Khai Pon
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I was born in an erosion

sucking milk off my mom’s fingertip

Years later, I watch a temple glide

when it dips a toe in the river

[ scratch the leafroller’s belly

folding the horizon in its fragile vessel

[ beg durian flesh glorious yellow

for mom to soak her teeth in a silky treat

But mom spits out empty rice brans

drowned in the dragonfly’s eyes

The sky loomed in a plague of locusts

white cranes get drunk in a feeding frenzy.

All of these happen when the monk slips

because he walks out to admire the moon

eroding with his temple.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Toi sinh ra loang mua dat lo

moi nhudém stia hong ngén tay me thuong

Thoi gian bong, t6i nhin mdi chua roi

budi triéu lén séng ldp qua ctia pham tran

Con sdu cuén ld cudn tron vét thuong

gdp kin chan troi chim trong than mong

Toi nguyén cdu qua sdu riéng thom vang ngot

me cdn ngdp moi, vi mém hon to

Nhung luti me tia dau trén lung vo trdu tran

ngdm trong dnh mdt chudn chuon run rdy

Bdu troi xdm mua dich chdu chdu bay

dan co trdang say mdu xanh ngdt lim

Anh nudc cham vét chan nha sw
ngudi budc khoi dém trang than tho rung

va roi vao lung mdi chiia ngdp nudc.
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Khai Don is a writer from the Mekong Delta,
Vietnam. She is pursuing an MFA in Creative
Writing and working on a poetry and nonfiction
project about impoverished land in the climate
upheaval and human exploitation. You can
follow her on Twitter @khaidon

Linh Duong is an art practitioner from
Vietnam, currently based in Italy. She usually
shows her concern about the uncertainties, the
in-betweens, or the silent moments between one
second and another. She tries to understand the
relationships between human, time, and space
by examining and deconstructing them through
artistic mediums. Though she has experience
working with many materials, drawing with

ink and paper is still when she gets the most
inspiration and creativity. Understanding that
nothing is static, and change is inevitable,
‘indeterminacy’ is what she is usually going for
while working, the effect of not trying too much

to manipulate one matter.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Khai Don la mét nha van dén tir Dong bang song
Ctiu Long, Viét Nam. C6 dang theo hoc bdng thac st
nganh Viét sdng tao (Creative Writing) va thuc hién
mot dw dn truyén-tho phi hu cdu vé mot vang dat
nghéo khd trudc nhiing dnh huong tir bién doi khi
hdu va can kiéc tai nguyén. Ban cd thé theo doi co

qua tai khodn Twitter @khaidon.

Linh Duong la mét nha thuc hanh nghé thudt
dén el Viét Nam va hién dang sinh song tai Y. Co
hay thé hién néi lo du cia minh vé nhiing diéu vo
dinh, nhing khodng khong lo ling cia cudc song, va
nhiing khodnh khdc im ldng gitia tiing gidy. Co tim
cho minh mot cdi nhin thdu ddo hon vé mdi lién két
gitia con ngudi, thoi gian va khong gian bang cdch
chiém nghiém va giai ma chung qua dng kinh nghé
thudt. Du ¢d kinh nghiém lam viéc vdi nhiéu chdt
liéu, c6 thdy minh giau cam hung va chdt sdng tao
nhdt khi duoc vé bang gidy va muc. Hiéu ring khong
c6 gi la bat bién va su thay déi la khong thé trdanh
khi, c6 thuong chon thé hién “tinh khong xdc dinh”
trong cdc sdng tdc, nhu cdch cé khong cd ging qud

miic dé tdc dong dén quy dao ciia mot vin dé.”
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My Father’s Bang Tree

Written and translated by Nguyén Phan Qué Mai
Art by Minh la P

Cay bang cua cha

By Nguyén Phan Qué Mai

In My Ear, Your Voice Still Flickering



When he built our house
my father spared a patch of earth
on which he planted a sapling

The bang tree occupied my father’s entire
garden

and lifted me into my playful childhood

as it grew into the dome of sky - vast and cool
Flocks of city birds came to sing

for only my father and me

I grew up

Dust and smoke filled our city

The buildings jostled and pushed against
each other

Greed jostled and shoved against itself

Birds with broken wings

left the tree’s limbs empty

My father is small amongst the rising
concrete towers

The bang tree is lonely amongst the rising

concrete towers

The bang tree is my father’s entire garden
His hands, dotted by freckles, sweep its fallen
leaves

He waters it with his songs

The tree turned into his life

[ travel far from home

Between the layers of clouds

I look down to see a dot of green fire
My father’s bang tree is burning itself
through the city

Reaching high up, reaching high up

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Khi xdy can nha nay
Cha t6i danh mét khoang san

Gieo vao dé moét mam xanh

Cay bang la ca khu vuon cua cha

Cdy bang mang tudi tho toi

Vuon vao vom troi rong mdt

Nhiing dan chim thanh phd vé day ca hdt

Cho riéng cha va cho riéng t6i

Téi lon lén

Khdi bui boi boi

Nhiing toa nha hdm hdp chen nhau
Nhiing tham vong ham hap day x6 nhau

Nhiing dan chim gdy cdnh

Khéng bao giv' vé day duoc nita

Cha t6i nho bé gitia nhiing toa nha
Cay bang don déc gitia nhiing toa nha

Cay bang la ca khu vuon cua cha
Ban tay tr6 doi moi cua cha quét ld
Cha tudi cdy bdng tiéng hdt ctia minh

Cay bang hod cuéc doi cha

Téi di xa

Gitia nhing tang mady

Toi nhin xudéng thdy mét dom lia xanh
Cay bang cua cha t6i dang ldch minh qua
thanh phé

Vuon lén vuon lén
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Born into the Red Delta of Northern Viét Nam,
Dr. Nguyén Phan Qué Mai grew up in
the Mekong Delta, Southern Viét Nam. She is a
poet, novelist and translator who has published
twelve books of poetry, fiction and non-fiction
in Vietnamese and English and has translated
seven books. Her debut novel, The Mountains
Sing, is an international bestseller, runner-

up for the 2021 Dayton Literary Peace Prize,
winner of the 2021 PEN Oakland/Josephine
Miles Literary Award, the 2020 Lannan Literary
Award Fellowship, and other prizes. Her poetry
collection, The Secret of Hoa Sen was published by
BOA Editions under the Lannan Translations
Series. Her writing has been translated into
more than 15 languages and has appeared in
major publications including the New York
Times. She has a PhD in Creative Writing from
Lancaster University. Her second novel, Dust
Child, is forthcoming in March 2023. For more

information, visit: www.nguyenphanquemai.com

Minh 1a D6 (Pea) grew up among the
highlands of Lam Dong. She currently lives

and works in Saigon. She creates drawings and
illustrated books for children, as she wishes, and
as portraits of their thoughts and dreams. She is
also a storyboard artist, who yearns to tell more
authentic, bizarre and whimsical stories through
her paintings, films, and most particularly,
animation. She likes to see the world through
her own eyes, as well as the eyes of many others.
She is fascinated by all those different points of
view, and she hopes to be able to recreate them

in her own works.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Sinh ra la mot ngudi con ctia viing dong bang song
Hong, nhung Tién si Nguyén Phan Qué’
Mai l6n lén va trung thanh 6 dong bing song Ciiu
Long. Co6 hién dang ddm nhiém nhiéu vai tro — mot
nha tho, mot tiéu thuyét gia va mot dich gia. Pén
nay, co da xudt bdn 12 tdp tho hu cdu va phi hu cdu
bang tiéng Viét va tiéng Anh va chuyén ngiv 7 tua
sdch. Tiéu thuyét diu tay ctia c6, The Mountains
Sing, dd lot vao danh sdch cdc tdc pham bdn chay
nhat thé gidi, doat gidi nhi Dayton Literary Peace
Prize cua ndam 2021, doat gidi nhat PEN Oakland/
Josephine Miles Literary Award nam 2021, duoc
chon béi Lannan Literary Award Fellowship nam
2020, cung cdc gidi thuong khdc. Tdp tho cua c6, The
Secret of Hoa Sen da duoc BOA Editions xudt ban
théng qua series vin hoc chuyén ngir ciia Lannan.
Bai viét cia co da dugc dich ra hon 15 ngon ngi' va
xudt hién trén cdc dn pham lon, trong d6 c6 the New
York Times. C6 ldy bang Tién si chuyén nganh Viét
sdng tao tir Lancaster University. Tiéu thuyét thu hai
ctia c6, Dust Child, sé ra mdt vao thdng 3 nam 2023.
Dé biét thém thong tin, hdy truy cdp:
www.nguyenphanquemai.com

Minh la D6 (Pea) lon lén tirving vii Lam Dong.
Co hién dang song va lam viéc tai Sai Gon. Co lam
tranh va sdch minh hoa cho thiéu nhi, nhu c6 udc,
dé dugc bay to ndi niém va ude mo cta tui tré. Co
dong thoi cting la mot storyboard artist, mong mudn
duoc ké nhicu hon nhiing cau chuyén chan that hodc
ki cuc hogc mo do, thong qua ca tranh va phim anh,
ddc biét la hoat hinh. C6 thich nhin thé gidi qua doi
mdt cuia cd minh, hay rdt nhiéu nguoi khdc. Cé yéu
tdt cd cam gidc lung linh dem lai qua méi géc nhin
dé va luén muén tdi hién nd trong tdc pham minh

lam.
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