IN MY EAR,

YOUR VOICE
STILL FLICKERING

Edited by Paul Christiansen + Hannah Hoang




Paul Christiansen earned his MFA at
Florida International University and currently
resides in Saigon where he works as content
director for Saigoneer. His is the author of the
forthcoming Beneath Saigon’s Cho Nau (Phuong
Nam Publishing House), a bilingual collection of
essays translated by Tran Thi NgH and co-editor
of A Rainy Night in the City (Hanoi Publishing
House), a bilingual anthology of short stories.

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
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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

In My Ear, Your Voice Still Flickering



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



New Year Postcard

Written and translated by Quyén Nguyén-Hoang
Art by Phuong Thao (The Rabbit Archive)

Buu thiép nam mai

By Quyén Nguyén-Hoang
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Hiya

Enclosed is a present for you
apparently small but so remarkably
capable of shapetwisting

it verges on magic:

a breath!

Just imagine how many
faces it can put on to
scare you sift you scan you

probe you copy you console you

e.g.

Sitting breath

Reclining breath

Somersaulting breath

Crying every Monday on your way to work
then lying “dewdrops fell in my eyes”
breath

Genteel professional breath

Burnout naps under the backyard cedars
breath

Crawling into a cavity in the ground breath
Swaying rustling vanishing into cumulus
clouds breath

Hunting dreaming a mothertongue breath

Lying naked on the night edge of your
balcony breath

Tired of the daily International Art English
platitudes breath

Soundlessly handing in your notice yet
again breath

Yet again whispering plus jamais breath

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Chao T.

Kem theo la mét mén qua

tang T. trong dudong nho

nhung cd khd nang bién diéu

phi thudng tua phép than thong:
mot hoi tho!

Tuong tuong xem co bao nhiéu

guong mdt nd biét khodc lén dé

hu doa T. sang loc T. quet anh T.

tham do T. sao chép T. an ui T.
chang han nhu:

Tho ngoi

Thé ngd lung

Thao lon nhao

Thé rung ric di lam thi Hai moi tudn roi ndi

doi “suong roi vao mdt toi thoi”

Thd chuyén nghiép nhd nhdn

Tho kiét suc ngi trua dudi hang tuyét tung sau
vuon

Tha trudn vao khe sau long ddt

The trong tranh lao xao lan minh vao bdo mady
Tho san lung chiém bao tiéng me

Thd dém nam tro minh mép ban cong

Tho mée lw don diéu ngay ngay Tiéng Anh
Nghé Thudt Quic Té

Thd lang [é xin nghi viéc lan nia

Tha lan nia thi tham plus jamais khéng bao

gio' nita

Tho phai thodt khoi thi tran trung luu té hai
nay A$AP



Gotta move out of this bad bourgeois town
A$AP breath

Us sleeping here together on the shore how
nice breath

Sighing at a new friend’s funeral breath

Rainsinging ... *@@°dw)—%*"*_ breath

Drizzling wild soft mothertongue breaths

Dawn. A burial rite for the rose breath
And over the cold altar quiet flows the

crow breath

Caressing folding another mothertongue
breath

How about an aphasic breath? Amnesiac
breath?

As slow as possible breath? Last breath?
Inside the passing clouds in the midst of
sky, in the midst of skywritten wounds is

no breath?

Releasing rapturous hieroglyphic breaths

More breath! More breath—

See there’s nothing
for us to do
this season of giving

besides taking

just one breath
that turns into two
then five then ten

thousand blue breaths while

Tho dém nay ngti viui ciing nhau trén bdi bién
thdt dé chiu

Thé dai ¢ ddm tang ngudi ban mdi

Tho dung hdr dudi mua ... *aese ) —* " *..

Tha lat phdt tiéng me hoang duong

Thd nghi [é binh minh chén sdu dod hong

Tho o tho ém dém bdng qua
Tho du yém gap lai tiéng me lan nia

Thé quén bang ngon 1oi chang han? Thé quén
sach ky uc?

Tho cham hét ¢6? Tho hoi cudi cung? Tho
duong khong tho trong mdy troi gitia troi, gitia

thuong ton viét-troi?
Thé nha chi tuong hinh hoan khodi ki hiéu
Tho niia! Thé nila—

T. thdy khong khong cd gi
dé minh phai lam miia nay
mua cua cho di

ngoai viéc lay vé

mot hoi thd
dé mét thanh hai thanh
van van hoi tho xanh

mdc cho ngoai kia

ld thong tiép tuc roi rung chdm
lén mdt song dam ldy suong gid
ldn qudt chdy qua

nhiing thanh phé buon.
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outside pine leaves drop
slowly on the icy
mudriver winding through

our cities of sadness.

So here’s a breath
for you to sew
under your soft pillow.

A glass breath can contract

expand dissolve explode into
many breaths many semi-poetic
winds to keep you

amused for a couple

more hours. Happy lunar new year

my sweetfaced little yarrow.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Hoi tho nay la dé T. théu
vao mdt dudi mot chiéc
g6t mém. Hoi tho

thuy tinh biét co gian

tan lodng v tung thanh
bao nhiéu hoi tho bao nhiéu khi troi
phdng phdt thi ca dé mua vui

cho T. thém vai

canh gio' nia. Chic mung dm lich nam mdi

ld c6 cua toi ld co thi xinh.



Art by Phuong Thao (The Rabbit Archive)
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Quyén Nguyén-Hoang is a writer,
translator and curator born in Viét Nam. Her
work has appeared in Poetry, The Margins, Jacket2
and various other journals and anthologies.

Her publications include Masked Force, the
pamphlet-catalogue to the exhibition of V60 An
Khanh’s wartime photographs that she curated
in 2020, and a forthcoming English translation
of the novel Chronicles of a Village by Nguyén
Thanh Hién.

“New Year Postcard” first appeared in the U O
Residency’s online exhibit in March 2022.

Phuong Thao (The Rabbit Archive)

is a designer and illustrator based in Hanoi,
Vietnam. Inspired by her interests in themes
such as lifestyle, psychology, cultural value, and
traditional printmaking, she uses shapes and
flows to present artworks with curves, shading,
layering, texture, and experimentation. She
enjoys creating atmospheres through the use of
colors in every artwork to communicate feelings

and concepts.
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Quyén Nguyén-Hoang la mot nha van, dich
gid va gidm tuyén ngubi Viét. Cdc tdc pham ctia

c6 dd xudt hién trén cdc an pham nhu Poetry, The
Margins, Jacket2 ciing nhiéu tap chi va tuyén tap
khdc. Cdc tdc pham ma c6 da thuc hién bao gom
Masked Force, mgt dn pham gidi thiéu trién lam
nhiép dnh chién tranh ciia Vo An Khdnh ma chinh
c6 gidm tuyén vao nam 2020, va ban dich tiéng Anh
sdp xudt ban cta tiéu thuyét Chronicles of a Village

cua Nguyén Thanh Hién.

Bai tho “Buu thiép nam mdi” duoc cong bé lan dau
tién tai trién lam truc tuyén cua chuong trinh luu tri
nghé thudt cia U O vao thdng 3 nam 2022.

Phuong Thdo (The Rabbit Archive)

la mot nha thiét ké'va nghé si minh hoa tir Ha Noi.
Ldy cdm hung tir cdc dé tai nhu phong cdch song,
tam ly, gid tri van hda va nghé thudt in truyén thong,
¢6 s dung nhiing hinh khéi va dutng nét dé mang
dubdng cong, bong do, phan 16p, két cdu ciing nhu tinh
thir nghiém vao cdc tdc phdm nghé thudt. C6 thich
ding mau sdc dé tao nén cde ting sdc thdi trong tdc
phdm cia minh nhdm truyén tdi nhiing xiic cam va

khdi niém khdc nhau.
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The Shard, The Tissue, An Affair

By Andrew Lam
Art by Tra Nhu

Madnh vé, Khan gidy, Mot chuyén tinh

By Andrew Lam
Translated by Uyén P
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Not that the glass shard had any business
with the sole of his foot; nevertheless, it
made itself familiar. And it was an unending
story of how he teased and squeezed and
how it refuted his negotiations. But finally,
the shard—so small, smaller than the tiniest
teardrop—was retrieved and he, pained still,
examined it for a brief moment against the
halogen lamp before flicking it to hurl like a

comet out my window.

On my bed he sat, a teary-eyed Shiva, his
wounded foot raised in the air, kicking,

kicking.

I should have swept carefully. This was

no way to welcome a poet. I should have
mopped, waxed. Something. Now [ watched
as he wiped the wound with a tissue paper
and felt awkward, like a caught voyeur. But
then he looked up and smiled. Come here, he

said.

We had seduced each other over the phone
and via emails a year before we actually met.
An essay of mine had found its way to his
part of the world and he took the initiative of
sending me an e-mail full of compliments. I
replied, thanking him for his kind words, and

discretely enclosed my number.
He called.
We talked.

Mostly of home, of our tropical Vietnamese

childhood. He named for me seasons half-

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Manh thuy tinh xa la véi long ban chan cua
anh; bang cdch nao dé, da gam minh vao chon
da thit khong than thudc. M6t cude tung hing
tudng chiing chdang cd hoi két, cdi cdch anh
dan va kéo mdnh vo, va cdch né chéi tir moi
thoa hiép tir anh. Nhung cudi cung, manh vo
— v6 cuing nho bé, nhé hon cda mét giot nudce
mdt — da duoc gidi phdng, con anh, ket trong
con dau, nhin né cham chu moét lic dudi dnh
deén halogen, trudc khi biing né bay nhw ngon

sao choi khoi cua s cua toi.

Trén giudng toi, chang Shiva vdi déi mdt ngdn
lé dy dang ngoi, ban chan bi thuong cia chang

lo ling trong khong trung, cua qudy, cua qudy.

Ddng nhé t6i dd phdi quét don can than hon.
T6i khong thé chao dén mot nha tho nhu thé
nay. Ddng nhé t6i nén di lau chui, di ddnh
bong. i lam gi dé. Gio thi t6i nhin anh lau
vét thuong bdng khan gidy, thdt nguong nghiu,
nhu thé nhu t6i la ké rinh rdp bi bdt qua tang.
Nhung r6i anh ngudc lén va mim cudi. Lai ddy

nao, anh nai.

Chiing t61 budng loi quyén ri nhau qua dién
thoai va email mét nam trudc khi gap mat. Mot
bai ludn t6i viét da len 60 dén thé gidi cua anh,
va anh chu dong gui cho t6i mot email day loi
khen ngoi. T6i tra loi, cam on anh vi nhiing [0
tw té, khong quén dinh kem s dién thoai ciia

minh mot cdch kin ddo.
Anh dy da gol.

Chiing t6i da tro chuyén.
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forgotten, our childhood fruits, fruits eaten
in stealth and ecstasy. Remember the green
mango? Sweet and sour and crunchy, eaten
with salt and red chilly pepper or even fish
sauce, hidden under the student desks while
an old geezer of a teacher droned on. And
the durian, loaves of yellow brain eaten with
glee by the entire family after dinner, fingers
digging through a split thorny shell the size
of a skull, family brain surgery, that’s what it
was, a ceremony of shared flesh. And what

a smell! Rotten flesh fragrance, its pungent
aroma remaining for days in your hair, your
nostrils, your breath. And the milk apple,
green and purple outside, milky white inside,
to be eaten after siesta, its cool and smooth
texture sliding against your throat like sweet
ice. Afterwards, washing the milky sap off
your lips, scrubbing real hard, and seeing how
raw they looked in the mirror, as if from too

much kissing.

I, in turn, recounted for him the flame

trees that blossomed in the courtyard of my
elementary school, red and green, glowing to
the point of blindness under an unforgiving
sun, its black fruits, hard shells that fit
perfectly in a child’s palm, turned into swords
for the boys to duel with. I recalled a summer
villa veiled in a cloud of red bougainvillea by
the ocean in Nha-Trang. The way I slept in
the afternoon on the second floor, soundly,
insulated in my parents’ rhapsodic laughter,
which echoed like shattered crystals from
room to room (and how I loved the roaring
sound of waves out the tall French windows
that made me dream of tigers). My favorite
childhood smells: the sea, of course, with

faint suggestions of kelps and dead fish,

14

Hau hét la vé qué huong, vé tudi tho ctia chiing
t6i 6 mién nhiét déi Viét Nam. Anh nhdc toi vé
nhiing ngay mua chi con lung chuing trong ky
tc, nhiing qud ngot thoi tho du, nhiing qud ngot
duoc thuong thic trong vung trom ngat ngdy.
Em ¢6 con nhd xoai xanh khéng? Chua va ngot
va gion, chdm ciing mudi ¢ dé va mdm ruéc,
phdi gidu dudi ngan ban khi cé 6ng ba gido nao
ddy bdt gdp. Va sdu riéng, mot muii mau vang
mém nhu khéi de, duoc cd gia dinh say sua
thuong thiic sau bua t6i, mudn an phai dung
ngon tay tdch vo gai to bang hop so, tua nhw
cd gia dinh dang thuc hién mét cudc dai phdu,
chinh xdc la nhw vdy, mét nghi [ dé sé chia
rudt thit. Va 6i cdi mui! Cdi mui thoi riia, nong
ndc cia sau riéng phdi dm vao tdc, vao xoang
miii, vao hoi thd dén vai ngay. Va vi siia, bén
ngoai xanh tim, bén trong trang stia, dn sau
gidc ngu trua, vi mdt va min truot vao cuong
hong nhu kem ngot. Khi an xong, phdi ria sach
nhua chdt trén moi, cha that manh, dén khi
moi trong thdt thé rdp, nhu thé vira hon ai do

qud nhiéu.

Nguoc lai, t6i ké cho anh nghe vé hang cay
phutong do trong san trudng tiéu hoc, do ruc va
xanh ngdt, rang r& dén chdi [6a dudi dnh ndng
khdc nghiét, ra qud den, vé qud ciing vira van
trong long ban tay dia tré, duoc mdy cdu con
trai dung lam dao kiém khi ddu tay doi. Toi
ké vé ngoi biét thir nghi he ciia gia dinh, phu
lap trong gian hoa gidy do bénh bong bén bo
bién Nha Trang. Vé nhiing hém t6i ngii trua
trén tang hai, ngti that ngon lanh, chang dodi
hoai gi dén tiéng cuti gion gida cua cha me,

am thanh thoat nghe nhu tiéng pha 1é vun vo,
vang vong ti phong nay sang phong khdc (va
161 yéu tiéng song bién ri rao ngoai khung cia

s6 kiéu Phdp, né khién t6i mo vé nhiing chu
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ripened rice field at dusk, my grandmother’s
eucalyptus ointment to ward against evil
winds, the sweetness of sandalwood incense

burnt by my pious mother nightly.

On the phone late one autumn evening, I
whispered, Read me a poem. Out on the
bay the foghorn wailed mournfully. A poem,

please.

[ don’t know, said he. You were supposed to

send a photo, remember?

I'm sorry. I'll send one tomorrow. I swear.

Poem, please.
Hmm...
Read, please.
Leaving

Mother burns pages of albums
wedding day, first child, father’s
funeral, Tet

quick, she says, hurry, pack,
prepare

we'll sail away

down river

to sea ...

Saigon in April

A season of smoke

His poetry went on to speak of a perilous

journey, one full of wonders and griefs.

So I took my chance: Will you come for a

visit?

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

hé). Nhiing miii huong ma téi thich nhdt khi
bé: mii bién, tdt nhién cd lan chit mii tanh
ctia tdo va cd chét troi, mii cdnh dong lia chin
khi troi chang vang, mui dau khuynh diép ba
t6i ding dé ddnh dudi gié déc, mui nhang dan
huong ngot ngao duoc ngutvi me mo dao cua t6i
dot hang dém.

Trong mot cudc goi rdt khuya vao mot dém
miua thu, toi thi thaim, Poc cho em mot bai tho.
Ngoai vinh, tiéng coi bdo hiéu suong mii vang
vong dén thé luong. Poc em nghe mot bai tho,

nhé.

Anh chiu thoi, anh dy néi. Khong phdi em cling
phai gui anh hinh hay sao?

Em xin l6i. Em sé gui né cho anh vao ngay mai.
Em hia ddy. Nao, doc tho cho em di.

Hmm....
Dboc em nghe, nao.
Roi di

Me dot tung trang album

ngay cudi, con cd, tang 1é

cia cha, Tét

nhanh [én, me néi, nhanh én, xép do,
mau chuan bi

me con minh [én di thuyén di

xuoi song

ra khoi ...

Sai Gon thdng 4

Mot mua khéi

Nhiing van tho cua anh theo chan mét hanh

trinh chong gai, mot chdng dudng ddy dp ky
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To your city? He asked.

Of course, I said. By the sea. You can see
sailboats every morning out my window. Hear
the cable cars go rumbling-clanging by. Feel

the sea breeze on your skin, taste its salt ...

To fall in love is to have one’s sense of
geography grafted onto another’s, no matter
how tenuous, so as to form a new country. I
saw Houston in my mind, a city of strip malls,
grand old homes and gleaming glass-and-
steel skyscrapers that coexist cheek by jowl.
He, in turn, imagined San Francisco with

its Transamerica Pyramid poking the blue
sky, windblown hills the color of ember at
twilight, sailboats gliding on the bay like
playful white butterflies; he imagined—and I
could tell this from his voice—that there was

freedom somewhere in the next valley.

Alright, he said, I'll come. In December, at
the beginning of Winter.

Then he stepped on the shard. And had
trouble walking the next day, his new boots,
bought a week before, unyielding, his dye-
stained socks kept sliding downward inside.
He walked the city, my city, with a slightest

limp.

We were otherwise chirpy as songbirds that
first day. At lunch, we held hands under the
table at Cafe Claude while I introduced him
to friends, and afterward walking home,

we broke into an old folk song about rice
harvesting, a song learned so long ago and
so meaningless now that neither one of us

knows its lyric entirely.
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diéu va dau buon.

Téi ndm bat ldy co hoi liic dy: Anh sé dén tham

em chu?
bén thanh phé noi em 62 Anh dy hol.

Diing, t6i ddp lai. O canh bién. Anh c6 thé
ngdm thuyén budm méi sdng ngoai ciia sé ctia
em. Nghe tiéng cdp treo xinh xich trén dinh
dau. Cam nhan lan gid bién nhdy mia trén da,

ném vi muéi hoa lan trong de....

Khi yéu, ta muong tuong vé dia ly chung quanh
bang gidc quan ctia ngubi con lai, dit cé mo
nhat dén thé nao, dé xdy nén mot thé gici mdi.
Trong tdm tri, t6i c6 thé thdy Houston, thanh
phd noi nhiing trung tdm thuong mai ddi,
nhiing ngoi nha co kinh va nhiing toa nha choc
troi bang kinh va thép ldp ldnh ciing ton tai.
Nguoc lai, anh mo vé San Francisco véi Kim tw
thdp Transamerica choc troi xanh, nhimg ngon
doi long gid mau than hong liic chang vang,
nhiing chiéc thuyén buém ludt trén vinh nhw
dan budm trdng n6 dua; va anh mo — toi nghe
dugc tlr giong ctia anh — rang ddu dd trong

thung ling, la mui vi cia sw tw do.

Dugc roi, anh dy ndi, thé thi anh sé dén tham

em. Vao thdng muoi hai, ddu mia Pong.

Nhung roi anh giam lén mdnh vé. Va phdi di
lai mor cdch cuc nhoc vao hom sau, déi ung
ctia anh, vira mua mot tudn trudc, van con
cting cdp, doi tat nhuém mau cia anh cu trugt
sdu bén trong. Anh di dao quanh thanh phé,

thanh phé cua t6i, vdi ban chdn méng manh.
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Day two: To Carmel. I drove, my hand resting
sporadically in his, Cesoria Evora cooing
nostalgic ballads of love. The night before,
under a flapping red awning of a stucco
apartment building somewhere on Russian
Hill, we kissed and I, impulsively, beckoned
him to move in with me. He stared out to the
dark water and contemplated the offer. Then
before I could speak he kissed me again and

shut me up.

He contemplated the sea now, a glittering
sheet of silver lamé that stretches back to the
past. It must be strange for him to see the
Pacific once more, so long hidden from him
in Texas, the ocean a reminder of that terrible
flight on that crowded boat full of refugees
from Saigon. He relives it all once more. He
sees the small of his mother’s back as she
huddles her children in the corner of a dark
and crowded and stinking hull. He wanted

to take her place so that she could rise to the
upper deck and smell the fresh air, even if
only just once. But she never did. The journey
she kept her lioness vigilance over a sickly
brood. It was him who begged for water, who
gathered bad news. It was him who told them

how blue the sky, how vast the sea.

His siblings are grown now, his mother well-
past middle age and half-crazed, and he, like
a benevolent spirit, still needs to watch over
her, over them, lest he would somehow lose
all purposes and meanings, though how he
yearns for freedom, god only knows, a nightly
defeat.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Ngoai tai nan ay ra, ching toi riu rit nhu chim
hét vao ngay ddu tién bén nhau. Trong bia
trua, chiing t6i ndm tay nhau dudi ban & Cafe
Claude, khi t6i gidi thiéu anh vdi ban be, va khi
di b6 vé nha, chiing t61 say sua hdt mot khic
dan ca vé cdy cay, giai diéu dugc hoc tiv mot
thoi xa xua, phai nhat trong ky tic dén miic ca

hai chiing t6i déu chdng thudc hét loi.

Ngay thit hai: Dén Carmel. Tay t6i ndm vo
lang, thinh thodng lai vudt ve nang, Cesoria
Evora dang khé ngam nga nhiing ban ballad
hoai niém vé ainh yéu. Dém qua, dudi mdi hién
mau do cua toa nha chung cu trdt viia dau do
trén phd Russian Hill, chiing t6i da hon nhau
va o1, trong con boc dong, da cdu xin anh dén
song vdi toi. Anh nhin ra mat nudc t6i va ngam
vé 10 dé nghi. Trudc khi t6i cd thé cdt loi, anh

hén t6i mot lan nita dé t6i im ling.

Anh lang ngdm madt bién, lic nay la mot tdm
bac ldp ldnh trdi dai vé qud khii. Han anh cdm
gidc rdt la l[dm khi thdy Thdi Binh Duong mot
lan nia, xa khoi ddt lién cia Texas, dai duong
nhuw mét [6i nhdc nhd vé hanh trinh dau thuong
trén con thuyén dong diic day nguoi ti nan tir
Sai Gon. Anh song lai tdt cd ky uc dy mot lan
nita. Anh nhd rang minh da thdy tdm lung nhd
bé cua me, khi anh dang tay 6m nhiing dia em
vao mot goc trén con tau t6i tam, dong dic va
hoi théi. Anh muén thé ché cia me dé ba cd
thé lén boong trén va hit tho khong khi trong
lanh, div chi mét lan. Nhung ba khéng bao gio
lam vdy. Sudt chuyén hanh trinh, ba cham dan
con vdi sw ding manh cua mot ni sw tir. Con
anh, anh la ngudi di xin nudc, nguoi dua vé
nhiing tin xdu. Chinh anh la ngudi da ké cho
gia dinh vé bau troi troi xanh, vé bién cd bao

la.
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He turns to me then, the wind in his hair, the
sea a blur in the corner of his eye: [ want to.

really do.

Day three: Something has changed. A shadow
has flown across my window, a movement in
the stars. The initial delight of recognition
shifts to the fact of too many details; we fall
into routine. He sleeps on my favorite side of
the bed, my left arm hurts from the weight
of his handsome head. The way he throws
the scarf over his shoulder vaguely bothers
me and [ can’t say why. Sometimes he has
this sad look, a poet’s melancholy, I suppose,
and is unreachable. He wears it too often,
like a geisha, its his powder. I look at him
now insulated in sadness and wonder how
his books could possibly fit in my apartment
when my shelves have no more space for V.S.

Naipaul’s collected works?

Day four: He discovers an unfinished poem
on my desk, an ode to his beauty. He says
nothing but I can tell he doesn’t really like

it. It’s not jealousy, it’s the fact that I have
moved into his “territory,” even if to woo him.
Something in his sigh I recognize too well:

it’s claustrophobia.

Day five: Or rather night. Rain. A chorus
of remembrances. Fifteen years and he is
tonight as he was then, a moist-eyed boy
standing in the refugee camp watching

his mother hugging her sickly brother, her
youngest pup dying of pneumonia before
her eyes. He is drunk, not from the alcohol,
but from trusting, and grief. He stares

out the window and speaks of leaving, of

wanting to leave, leaving his mother, which
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Cdc anh chi em cua anh gio da lon, me anh
ciing dd budc qua tudi trung nién, niia mat tri,
va anh, nhu mét thién sit nhdn tir, van trong
nom ba, va dan em, nhu thé anh sé mdt hét
muc tiéu va muc dich song néu budng bo, du
anh cé khao khdt tw do dén thé nao, chi cd troi

mdi biét, nhiing hy vong tiéu tan hang dém.

Sau do, anh quay sang t6i, gic trén tdc anh,
bién mo trong khée mdt: Anh muén. Anh thuc

swrdt muon dén day cung em.

Ngay thit ba: C6 di¢u gi dé da thay doi. Mot
béng den luét ngang qua khung cia s6, swvan
déng dién ra gitia nhiing vi tinh ti. Niém vui
ngay ddu ¢ khi thdy nhau da dan nga ngi
thanh nhiing tiéu tiét thuc té dén phii phang;
chung t6i roi vao vong ldp cua nhiing théi quen.
Anh ngu trén chiéc giuong yéu thich cua t6i,
cdnh tay trdi cta t6i méi vi stic ndng ctia cdi
ddu dep trai cua anh. Cdch anh quang khan
qua vai khién t6i kho chiu, va t6i khong ro vi
sao lai thé. Doi khi anh mang mot vé tram
mdc, vé sau muodn cua mot nha tho, t6i dodn la
vy, duding nhur chang thé tiép can duoc. Anh
khodc [én minh ddng vé dy qud nhiéu, nhu cdch
mot geisha khodc lén minh [6p phdn day. Toi
nhin anh chim ddm trong ndi buon, va tu héi
lam thé nao cd thé xép vita nhiing cudn sdch
ctia anh trong can ho nay, khi ké sdch cua t6i
con khong dii ché cho kho tdc pham cua V.S
Naipaul?

Ngay thu tu: Anh phdt hién ra mét bai tho
chua hoan thanh trén ban cua t6i, mot [oi tdn
duong vé vé dep ctia anh. Anh chdng ndi gi,
nhung t6i biét anh khong thich né. Khong phdi
vi anh ti nanh, ma la t6i da tién vao “dia phan”

ctia anh, dit la dé kéo anh dén gan toi. Toi
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is impossible, leaving his siblings, who
have already left him, leaving Texas which
he didn’t care for, leaving everything, his

memory, his sadness, what owns him.

We buried Little Binh in Guam. Around the
grave we stood and sang his favorite song
then left his plastic dog on the mound until
the rain washed it away. My sister went back
to look for the grave last year but she couldn’t
find it. Some morning my mother stares

out the window and cries as if it had just

happened last night.

Listening to him I suddenly am also
overwhelmed by a particular memory. It

was in the summer of 1973, a year after the
ARVN and Americans recaptured the city

of Quang-Tri near the DMZ. I had visited

it with my father via helicopter, a rather
strange excursion. The city was destroyed in
the recapturing, reduced to piles of rubble

by B-52 bombs that left deep holes that, after
the monsoon, turned into swimming pools
for the children who survived. I walked about.
Behind a broken window of a house sat an old
woman. She sat as she must have as always,
with an ease of years, but she stared out to
nothing now, the old neighborhood is gone,
and the wall that held her window was the
only thing left standing of the old house. I
remember waving to her. She did not wave
back.

Day six: I want to tell him, the angel sleeping
on my shoulder, that it’s strange how love
between two exiles can be thwarted by the

hunger of memories, that Vietnam remains,

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

nghe duoc diéu gi dé trong tiéng tho dai cua

anh: so hdi vi ngét ngat.

Ngay thi' nam: Hay dung hon la dém thi nam.
Troi do mua. Mot diép khiic cua nhiing hoi
tuong vang lén. Muoi [am nam qua va dém nay
anh van vdy, mot cdu bé ngdn ngan nudc madt
dung trong trai ti nan, nhin me 6m dia em trai
om yéu, dita con tit sdp chét vi bénh viém phoi,
trudc mdt. Anh say, khong phdi vi ruou, ma

vi da trée tin, trét budn dau. Anh nhin cham
chdm ra ngoai ctia s6 va ndi vé viéc roi bé,
chinh xdc la mudén roi bo, me cia minh, mot
diéu khong tuong, bé lai anh chi em, nhiing
ngudi da roi bo anh, roi Texas ma anh von di
chdng dodi hoai, bo lai tdt cd, ky tic ctia anh,
néi buon ctia anh, nhiing thit da chiém doat su

song cua anh.

Cd nha chén bé Binh trén ddo Guam. Mol
nguoi dung quanh mé em, hdt bai né thich
nhdt, dat con chd do choi cua nd trén go ddt
dén khi mua cudn troi di. Nam ngodi, em gdi
anh da di tim lai m¢ nhung khong thdy. Vai
sdm, me anh lai nhin cham chdm ra cua so roi
bat khéc nhu thé chuyén mdi xdy ra ngay hom

qua.

Nghe anh ndi, t6i chot thdy long minh nén nao
trong mot néi nho da diét. Mita hé nam 1973,
mot nam sau khi Quan dgi Viét Nam Cong hoa
va Hoa Ky tdi chiém thanh phé Qudng Tri gan
dubng vi tuyén. Toi da dén tham Qudng Tri
cting cha trén mot chiéc mdy bay truc thang,
mét chuyén du ngoan khd ky la. Thanh phé da
bi phd huy bdi cudc tdi chiém ddng, tré thanh
déng db nde vi bom B-52, dé lai nhiing hé sau
ma sau mua i da bién thanh bé boi cho nhiing

diia tré con song sot. Toi dao budc xung quanh.

19



in many ways, an unfinished country between

us—even now, body to body, lips to lips.

Day seven: She needs me, he says. You're

lucky. You're free.

And, therefore, I thought, utterly alone.

On the way back from the airport it suddenly
occurs to me how the tiny shard came to

be there on my floor. A thin crystal vase

that held a dozen white tulips toppled over
one windy evening last spring. [ remember
holding the flowers upside down, drunk and
out of breath, a lake of sharp crystals lapping
at my feet, water dripping from the grieving

bulbs like melted snow.

A month, and still no news. His phone is
disconnected. This morning I found the
wrinkled tissue dotted with dry blood under
my bed, my own shroud of Turin. He is so
far away now, hidden across time zones,
cocooned in requiems; I walk barefoot in
my apartment, hoping another shard would
pierce me too. But I'm not made for such

a thing, alas, and must resort to keeping
under my cool blue satin pillow the blood-
stained tissue, remnant of an uneasy dream of

communion whose yearning is long.
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Sau khung ctia 56 vé ctia mot ngdi nha la mot
cu ba. Ba van ngoi dé nhu moi khi, vdi nét
thoai thodi cia nam thdng, nhung gio ba nhin
chdm chdm vao hu khéng, khu xém cii nay da
bién mdt, va biic tudng cé khung ctia s6 la thi
duy nhdt con sot lai ciia ngdi nha. Té6i nhd rdng
minh dd vdy tay chao ba. Ba khong vay tay

chao lai toi.

Ngay thi sdu: Toi mudn ndi véi anh, thién than
dang ngt trén vai t6i, rang that ky la khi tinh
yéu gitia hai ngudi tha huong lai bi cdn ngdan
béi ndi gidng xé cia ky tc, rang Viét Nam, theo
nhiéu cdch, van la mét ddt nudc dang do —
ngay ca bdy gio, gitta co thé ctia chiing tdi, gitia

d6i moi cua ching toi.

Ngay thii bday: Me can anh, anh dy néi. Em

that may man. Em duoc tu do.

Va, t6i nghi, cing vi vay, ma t6i hoan toan co
doc.

Trén dudng tro vé tir san bay, toi chot nhd ra
mdnh v& nhé bé dy da xudt hién trén san nha
cua t6i nhu thé nao. Mot chiéc binh pha [é
mong dung hang chuc bong hoa tulip tring da
roi xuéng vao mét budi t6i long gid mua xudn
ndam ngodi. Téi nhd minh dd cam nguoc canh
hoa, say mem trong con thd hong hoc, mét bién
pha [ sdc nhon ém ldy chan t6i, nudc chdy ra

¢t nhiing nu hoa bi ai nhu tuyét tan.

Mot thdng sau, van khong cd tin tiic. Pién
thoai ctia anh da ngdt két noi. Sdng nay, toi
tim thdy mau khdn gidy nhan nhim, lam tam
mdu khé dudi giuong, manh khdan liém Turin
ctia riéng toi. Bdy giv anh dd & rdt xa, an minh

sau nhiéu mui gio, két kén trong noi mdc niém.
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Téi di chan tran trong cdn ho, hy vong mot
madnh v& khdc ciing sé xuyén qua minh. Nhung
than 6i, chuyén dé khong xdy dén vdi toi, nén
to1 danh giw dudi chiéc goi satin xanh ngoc ctia
minh mét to khan gidy dinh mdu, tan du cua
mot gidc mo khong ngudi, khao khdt doan tu

chang thé nao dit.
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Andrew Lam left Vietnam at the age of 11 at
the end of the Vietnam War, is the author of two
books of memoirs, Perfume Dreams: Reflections

on the Vietnamese Diaspora, which won the Pen
America Award, and East Eats West: Writing in

Two Hemispheres, and a book of short stories:

Birds of Paradise Lost, which won the Josephine
Miles Literary Award and was a finalist for the
California Book Award for fiction. In 2004, PBS
sent a film crew to follow Lam back to Vietnam in
a documentary which aired nationwide called “My
Journey Home.”

“The Shard, The Tissue, an Affair,” is part of his
new collection of stories, tentatively titled Stories
from the Edge of the Sea. A long time journalist
based in California who has written for dozens of
newspapers and magazines, and former regular
commentator on NPR’s All Things Considered,
Lam is working on a novel.

Uyén D0 is a writer, editor and translator
based in Saigon, Vietnam. Through her works,
she hopes to highlight stories about art, history,
and food that empowers the culture of the local
community. In her free time, she likes to peruse
the aisles of konbinis for better snack options.

Tra Nhu (@averagetea) is an illustrator based
in Hanoi, Vietnam. As an art coordinator for

the rising media platform Vietcetera, Tra has
illustrated and art directed hundreds of editorial
illustrations (and sometimes podcasts and events
too). She wishes to craft insightful, positive and
inclusive visual narratives; and she is always
dying to work on any piece centered around
mental health, wellbeing or sustainability.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Andrew Lam roi Viét Nam nam anh 11 tudi sau
khi Chién tranh Viét Nam két thiic. Anh la tdc gid
ctia 2 cuon hoi ky, Perfume Dreams: Reflections on
the Vietnamese Diaspora — tung duoc gidi thucng
PEN America vinh danh, va East Eats West: Writing
in Two Hemisphere. Bén canh do, anh cling xudt ban
tdp truyén ngdn Birds of Paradise Lost — tiing doat
Giai thudng Josephine Miles Literary Award, va lot
vao chung két gidi thucng California Book Award &
hang muc sdch hw cau. Nam 2004, anh tiing hop tdc
véi nha dai PBS dé thuc hién b phim tai liéu duoc
song toan quéc mang tén “My Journey Home” vé

hanh trinh qua vé Viét Nam cua anh.

“Mdnh vd, Khan gidy, Mot chuyén tinh” duoc trich
tir tuyén tdp truyén mdi nhdt cia anh, mang tua

dé Stories from the Edge of the Sea. Lam c¢6 nhiéu
nam kinh nghiém lam viéc trong linh vuc bdo chi tai
California, va da tiing gdp biit cho nhiéu bdo tap chi.
Ngoai ra, anh con la mét nha binh ludn cho chuong
trinh All Things Considered ctiia dai NPR. Lam hién
dang trong qud trinh thuc hién tiéu thuyét tiép theo.

Uyén D4 la mor cay biit, bién tap vién va dich

gid hién dang sinh song va lam viéc tai Sai Gon. Co
muodn ding ngoi biit cia minh dé ké thém nhiéu cau
chuyén vé nghé thudt, lich strva am thuc cua vin hda
qué nha. Nhiing lic rdnh rdi, c6 sé di san lung nhiing
loai snack ki qudi trong cdc ngoc ngdch cua cdc cua

hang tién loi.

Tra Nhu (@averagetea) la mot nghé si minh hoa
tw Ha Noi. Trong vai tro chi dao nghé thudt cho nén
tdng truyén thong Vietcetera, Tra da thuc hién va chi
dao nghé thudt cho hang tram tdc pham minh hoa
cho cdc bai viét (va doi khi la cho cd cdc podcast va
s kién). Co mong mudn cd thé viét nén nhing cau
chuyén hinh dnh mang tinh sdu sdc, tich cuc va bao
ham; vi ¢6 vé ciing tam huyét véi cdc tdc pham xoay
quanh nhiing chii dé nhw siic khée tinh than, chdr

luong song va phdt trién bén viing.
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which orientation with sea

By Nha Thuyén
Translated by Kaitlin Rees
Art by Bu

hudng nao véi bién

By Nha Thuyén
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she gives me a sense of place to be back to,
your voice from last night flickering at the
edge of my ear as two strangers together find
their way to the sea, as if just she and no one
else would lead the way, though who she

is i don’t know, a vague pronoun, a distant
presence, a gentle reminder, she’s never yet
here, and more, not here now, just she alone
no one else knowing the way, Google maps’
three hour walk from the hotel just a cheap
trick is all, don’t worry, we'll get to sea before
dawnbreak in time to admire the sun, since
the sky was still its velvety grey, stone paths
still with untouched dew while half-closed
horse’s eyes dream the wooden clomping of
colonial hooves, while three-wheeled motos
cast their gaze on a soundless bell tower,
while death quiet windows hold traces of the
ancient castle and sleepless morning stars,
while gravestones pale the moon, my strange
blind hand opens ready and is clasped in
someone’s grip, as if that stranger were
locating me in a possible place, a possible
bond between me and sea, a possibility of
sea, will be the sea before dawn breaks, will
sun, the reasoning of eager steps, the breath
of sea is rousing, the sea must be somewhere
here, behind this slope, beneath that hill,
left of me, right of me, on me, beneath me,
surfacing me, descending me, facing me, far
back behinding me, out yonder distancing
me, right there alongsiding me, i'm returning
to sea the way a cast-away child hungers for
home, i'm arriving at the sea as a city dweller
thirsts for wild winds, 'm riding on the sea
with the heart of a sailor, 'm coming out to

sea beside the kids who greet fishing boats,

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

nang cho t6i cdm gidc mot chon vé, tiéng ngudi
dém qua chon von bén tai khi hai ké la cung
tim 161 bién, nhu thé chinh nang chit khong ai
khdc sé dan hudng, div nang la ai t6i dau hay,
mot dai tir mo, mot hién dién xa, mot nhdc
khé, nang chua ting noi nay, cang khong giay
khdc nay, chinh nang chit khong ai khdc biét
161, ban d6 Google hon ba giv' cude b9 tiv khdch
san chi la tro nham, dung lo, minh sé tdi bién
trudc rang dong dé kip ngdm mat troi, da tir liic
troi min mit, nhiing l6i s6i nguyén suong mdt
ngua lim dim mo tiéng g6 mong ddp don thudc
dia, nhiing xe dién ba bdnh ngé gdc chuéng
cam, nhiing 6 ctta lang phdc t ddu lau dai co
lot vao nhiing ngéi sao thic mudn, nhing 6 mo
nhot trdang, ban tay t6i mu loa la [dm md san
va lot thom trong ké khdc, nhu thé chinh ké

la dy dang dinh vi t6i mét chon kha thé, mot
kha thé budc rang cua toi vdi bién, mot kha thé
bién, sé bién trudc rang dong, sé ma troi, Iy do
ctia nhiing budc chan ham, hoi bién dang lén,
bién han dau day, dang sau con déc nay, dudi
ngon doi kia, trdi toi, phdi toi, trén toi, dudi
t01, lén t61, xudng toi, trudc mdt toi, sau hiit
t6i, xa tit tdp toi, ké canh toi, t6i vé bién theo
cdch dita con lang them qué nha, toi téi bién
nhu khdch phé khdt gié dai, t6i di bién bing
trdi tim thiy tha, toi ra bién ciing tré con ngéng
thuyén chai, t6i vao bién ké méng du vao tham
thdm, t6i lén bién ciing thity than tir ddy nudc,
t6i xudng bién theo budc son duong, toi tir gdy
roi phuong hudng bang mubding tuong nhiing
kha thé buéc rang t6i voi bién khdc nita, nhiing
kha thé bién khdc nita, di bién han dau day,
ddng sau con déc nay, dudi ngon doi kia, trdi
t01, phdi toi, trén toi, dudi toi, lén toi, xudng

t6i, trudc mdt toi, sau hiit toi, xa tit tdp toi, ké
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i'm entering into the sea as a sleepwalker
enters the abyss, i'm surfacing sea in the
company of deep dwelling mermaids, i'm
descending sea following the steps of
mountain goats, i stir bewilderment into my
navigation by envisioning other possible
bonds with sea, other possibilities of sea,
but the sea must be somewhere here, behind
this slope, beneath that hill, left of me,

right of me, on me, beneath me, surfacing
me, descending me, facing me, far back
behinding me, out yonder distancing me,
right there alongsiding me, the breath of

sea is rousing up a fragrance, now i need to
know if i want to enter in or come out, return
to or arrive at, surface or descend, if i step
with the feet of homecoming or with the
heart of a sailor, carrying dreams or street
dust, as a guest of the sea envisioning home,
who calls for tremendous immensity yet still
dreads the strange water strange people,
which sea is foreign, which people familiar, i
reveal to you dear, in my land no one relishes
in crossing the sea, simple as that, i reveal

to you dear that i am here stricken with
tremendous-immensity-indecision, a rare
disease, scared and more desirous, shy and
more electrifying, you must be somewhere
here, behind this slope, beneath that hill,
left of me, right of me, on me, beneath me,
surfacing me, descending me, facing me, far
back behinding me, out yonder distancing
me, right there alongsiding me, the breath of
you is rousing, now i need to know if i want
to enter in or come out, return to or arrive at,
surface or descend, approach or distance, be
left or right of, be horizontal or vertical to,
my feet still desiring, the horizon’s feet still

there, illusory pedestal of sky, the horizontal
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canh t6i, hoi bién ngdt lén, gio toi can biét toi
muén vao hay ra, vé hay tdi, [én hay xudng, toi
dang budc chan ké hoi huong hay trdi tim thay
thu, t6i mang mong mi hay bui phé phuong,
lam khdch bién ma tudng qué nha, doi ménh
moéng ma van bon chon la nudc la ngudi, bién
nao la, nguoi nao quen, toi gidai bay nguoi oi,
xit t6i khéng ai man ma vuot bién, cuc chdng
da thoi, toi gidi bay nguoi oi toi mdc chiing
ludng lu truéec ménh mong, mot can bénh la,
so' thém ham, e dé thém hdo hiic, nguoi han
ddu day, dang sau con doc nay, dudi ngon doi
kia, trdi toi, phdi toi, trén toi, dudi toi, lén toi,
xudng toi, trudc mdt toi, sau hiit t6i, xa tit tdp
101, ké canh t6i, hoi ngudi dang lén, giv toi cdn
biét t6i muon vao hay ra, vé hay tdi, lén hay
xudng, gan hay xa, trdi hay phai, ngang hay
doc, chan téi van ham, chan troi van do, bé
do ao tuong cua troi, nét ké ngang tao hinh
bién, rao chdn lam diém tua giiia ménh mong,
ddu chi néi ngdy tho phuong hudng, chan troi
van dé, chan troi mo bat tan dich chuyén ma
van viing vang, chan troi nang toi, xé ngang
toi, chan troi rao chdn t6i khoi ngd phia ménh
mong xa hon nia, chan troi nhw chan t6i trén
mdt ddt, chan t6i chong chénh mdt bién, tdm
ném chong chénh séng, mudéi man san da, gio
sdc tdp mdt, chdn troi van dé, da diing hutng,
qua thé, nang cho t6i cam gidc mot chon vé,
nang huyén hodc ky diéu, hay ban do Google
khéng han tro nhdm, sé ra bién, vao bién, tdi
bién, xuéng bién, lén bién, di bién, vé bién, vé
vdi ménh mong, sé bién trudc rang dong dé
kip ngdm madt troi, toi da thdy duong chan troi
rang nhiing tia sdng r6, t6i dap rén chung ludng
[w trude ménh moéng, so thém ham, e dé thém
hdo hiic, ndi so khong chon vé chang ddng ké
gl ndi so'mdt hiit gitia chon vé, lo du khong tdi

dugc ménh mong dau bang & gitta ménh mong,
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line shaping the sea, the intercepting fence
where tremendous immensity pivots, the
innocent indicator of direction, the horizon’s
feet still there, feet with an endless dream of
moving while still fixed, the horizon sustains
me upright, the horizon cuts me crosswise,
the horizon fences me from falling into that
further tremendous immensity, the horizon’s
feet like my feet on earth’s surface, like my
feet teetering on sea’s surface, a mattress
teetering on waves, salt hunting skin, wind
snapping face, the horizon’s feet still there,
proper orientation, sure enough, she gives me
a sense of place to be back to, she’s a magical
illusion, or Google maps’ not just a cheap
trick after all, will come out to sea, enter sea,
arrive at sea, descend sea, surface sea, ride
on sea, return to sea, return to tremendous
immensity, will sea before dawn breaks in
time to admire the sun, i have seen the line
at the bottom of sky crack glimmers of clear
light, i pulse with tremendous-immensity-
indecision, scared and more desirous, shy
and more electrifying, the fear of not having
a place to go back to is nothing compared

to the fear of vanishing in the middle of that
place, the angst of not being able to arrive

at a tremendous immensity doesn’t touch
that of being in the middle of tremendous
immensity, arriving at sea before dawnbreak
causes much less misery than trying to
identify my bond with sea, to ease the heart,
i should fabricate a bed out of sea, build

a house out of tremendous immensity,

even if the sea is just one tremendous
immensity shredded on a map of belligerent
corporations, am i in my land or your land,
foreign waters familiar people, foreign people

familiar waters, i have seen the line at the

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

t6i duoc bién trude rang dong dau lam t6i khon
don bang viéc xdc dinh méi budc rang ctia toi
vdi bién, dé yén long, toi sé phdi nguy tao bién
thanh giuong, ldy ménh méng lam nha, cd khi
bién chi la mét ménh mong bi cdt vun trén

ban db cta cde tap doan hing ho, toi dang &
XU toi hay xu nguoi, nudc la nguoi quen, nudc
quen ngudi la, toi da thdy dudng chan troi rang
nhiing tia sdng rd, toi ngudc [én, tiéng nguoi

v& bén tai, mét ménh mong xé toac bdt than, e
minh dd sai hudng, dd lac hudng bién (i song,
ching ludng lu trude ménh méng cua t6i daing
lén 161 vé todc ra nhe bang, trudc mdt toi dong
song nhé nhu sudi, nudc lap lda rdc rén, ban do
Google mot tro nham khing, hay chinh huyén
do nang lac huong t6i, lam t6i vé hudng, da kip
rang dong, noi ménh mong han van ddu day,
ddng sau con doc nay, dudi ngon doi kia, trdi
t01, phdi toi, trén toi, dudi toi, lén toi, xudng toi,
trudc mdt toi, sau hut toi, xa tit tdp toi, ké canh
t6i, hoi ménh méng ngdt lén, giv' toi chi can
biét t6i muon vao hay ra, vé hay tdi, lén hay
xudng, gan hay xa, trdi hay phai, ngang hay
doc, chan téi van ham, chan troi van do, mat
troi 1én phia nao cting van mat troi, nang la ai
t6i dau hay, mét dai tiv mo, mot hién dién xa,
nang cho toi cam gidc mot chon vé, nang huyén
t6i tuong minh ding hudng, biét dau bién nay
chua tiing cd thuc, hay da chét, da hét, da tung
bdt dau, da ting két thiic, da ting c6 hudng

va da vé hudng, nang da chon vé va nang da
ménh méng, hai ké la dd ra bién, vao bién, tdi
bién, di bién, lén bién, xudng bién, vé bién, hay
van trén chiéc giuong chong chénh vao tham
tham, van chiéc giuong dém qua, nhiing ban
tay mit 1oa la lam md sdn va lot thom trong ké
khdc, chong chénh gidc mo bién dén khi cia s6
rang [én nhiing tia sdng ro' chdi gdt lam vé todc

nbi ménh mong cua dém den, va téi bat cuoi,
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bottom of sky crack glimmers of clear light, i
lift my gaze, your voice breaks across my ear,
all at once a tremendous immensity is slit,

i fear a false orientation, a misorientation
with sea arriving at river, my tremendous-
immensity-indecision rises to a peak then
softly shatters, facing me a river tiny as a
stream, water choked with garbage glistening,
Google maps one huge cheap trick, or it’s
illusory she disorienting me, making me
non-orientational, in time for dawnbreak,
tremendous immensity must be somewhere
here still, behind this slope, beneath that hill,
left of me, right of me, on me, beneath me,
surfacing me, descending me, facing me, far
back behinding me, out yonder distancing
me, right there alongsiding me, the breath
of tremendous immensity is rousing up a
fragrance, now i need to know if i want to
enter in or come out,return to or arrive at,
surface or descend, approach or distance, be
left or right of, be horizontal or vertical to,
my feet still desiring, the horizon’s feet still
there, the sun on whichever side it rises is
still the sun, who she is i don’t know, a vague
pronoun, a distant presence, she gives me a
sense of place to be back to, she deludes me
with the illusion of proper orientation, who
knows if this sea has ever been real, or if it
has died, dried, began, concluded, had an
orientation and is disorientational, she had
been the place to be back to and had been
tremendously immense, two strangers have
come out to sea, entered into sea, arrived at
sea, descended sea, surfaced sea, ridden on
sea, returned to sea, or are still teetering on
the bed entering the abyss, still last night’s
bed, the strange blind hands opened ready

and clasped in someone else’s, teetering
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tuyét vong, chai loa, hoang dai, t6i da kip rang
déng lén bién, t6i dd 16 rang dong lén bién, bén
tai t6i, giong ngudi van chon von, nang cho toi
cdam gidc mot chon vé, va téi tha minh vao vo

hudng, ménh méng, thuc thi, nguoi cé can cam

gidc do chang?
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sea dream comes when the window cracks
glimmers of clear harsh and dazzling light
that ruptures the tremendous immensity

of a black night, and i burst out laughing,
hopeless, radiant, feral, i made it in time to
break dawn surfacing the sea, i missed the
time to break dawn surfacing the sea, in my
ear, your voice still flickering, she gives me
a sense of place to be back to, and i release
myself into disorientation, tremendous
immensity, but in fact, is it necessary for you

to have such a sense?

Bén tai t6i, giong ngudi van chon von
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Nha Thuyén was born in 1986 in Viét Nam
and works as a writer and editor in Ha Noi.

Her most recent books are bdt\ \tuan: nhiing
hién dién [tu-] ving trong tho Viét and its English
edition: un\ \martyred: [self-Jvanishing presences

in Vietnamese poetry (Roofbook, USA, 2019) and
moon fevers (Tilted Axis Press, UK, 2019). Her
main practices are writing between languages,
experimenting with translations, and poetic
exchanges. With Kaitlin Rees, she founded AJAR
in 2014, a micro bilingual literary journal-press,
a precariously online, printed space for poetic
exchange. She otherwise talks to walls and
soliloquies nonsense when having no other
emergencies of life to deal with. Her next book
of poetry vi nudc (taste of waters) is waiting to see

the moon.

*The poem “which orientation with sea” first
appeared in Asian American Writers’ Workshops,
Dec 2017.

Kaitlin Rees is a translator, editor, and teacher
based in New York City with reachings toward
Hanoi whenever it’s possible. She translates from
the Vietnamese of Nha Thuyén, with whom she
co-founded AJAR, the small bilingual journal-
press and occasional poetry festival. Select
translations have appeared or are forthcoming

in Gulf Coast (Issue 34.2 edited by Madu Kaza),
Asymptote, The Margins, SAND, The Lifted Brow,
Tongue, and Words Without Borders. Her full length
translated collections include moon fevers (Tilted
Axis, 2019), words breathe, creatures of elsewhere
(Vagabond Press, 2016), and the forthcoming book
of poetry taste of waters (seeking publisher!).

Bu, often going by the username @hazysoda,

is a freelance illustrator from Vietnam. She
graduated from RMIT University’s Bachelor of
Design Studies in 2021. She enjoys drawing to
tell stories and express feelings that are hard to
convey. In her works, she likes to use bold colors
and experiments with different mediums.

Bén tai toi, giong ngudi van chon von

Nha Thuyén ra doi vao nam 1986 tai Viét Nam.
Co hién dang la mot nha van va bién tdp vién tai Ha
Néi. Cdc tdc pham gan ddy nhdt cua c6 dy la bat) \
tudn: nhiing hién dién [tu-] vang trong tho Viét ,
phién bdn tiéng Anh cua sdch la un\ \martyred: [self-|
vanishing presences in Vietnamese poetry (Roofbook,
USA, 2019) va moon fevers (Tilted Axis Press, UK,
2019). Cong viéc chinh hién tai cua c6 la sdng tdc

da ngén ngti, thi nghiém vdi dich thudt, va giao luu
tho ca. Nam 2014, ¢6 da cung Kaitlin Rees thanh lap
AJAR, mgt tap chi- tdp san van hoc song ngi — doi
khi xudt hién & dinh dang truc tuyén — mot khong
gian danh cho giao luu tho ca. Nhiing khi cudc song
chang c6 bién déng gi, c6 thuong ngoi ndi chuyén vdi
biic tuding hodc doc thogi vé nhiing diéu vo nghia. Tap
tho tiép theo cua c6, vi nudc (taste of waters), dang doi

vang trang lén.

* Bai tho “hudng nao vdi bién” duoc gidi thiéu lin dau
tai Hoi thdo cua Asian American Writers’ (Hiép hji
Nha van Ngudi My Géc A) vao thdng 12 nam 2017.

Kaitlin Rees la mée dich gid, bién tdp vién va gido
vién tir New York, nhung c6 giuong minh vé Ha Noi
bat cit khi nao cd thé. Cé la ngudi chuyén ngit cdc tdc
phdm tiéng Viét cua Nhd Thuyén, ciing la ngudi dd
cuing c6 sdng ldp AJAR, mgt tap chi-tdp san song ngir
va mét [é hoi tho. Cdc bdn cta c6 da ting dd ting

va sdp xudt hién trén cdc an pham nhu Gulf Coast
(s6 34.2 hiéu dinh boi Madu Kaza), Asymptote, The
Margins, SAND, The Lifted Brow, Tongue, Words
Without Borders. Danh sdch cdc ban dich hoan thién
ctia c6 bao gom moon fevers (Tilted Axis, 2019),
words breathe, creatures of elsewhere (Vagabond
Press, 2016) va tdp tho sdp ra mdt taste of waters

(van dang tim nha xudt ban!).

Bu, thuong hay xung la @hazysoda, la mot nghé st
minh hoa tw do dén tir Viét Nam. C6 t6t nghiép Cu
nhdn Thiét ké cua Dai hoc RMIT ndm 2021. Co
thich vé dé ké nhiing cdu chuyén va thé hién nhiing
cdm xiic khd truyén tdi. Trong cdc tdc phdam cua
minh, 6 thich st dung mau sdc ddm va thiy nghiém
vdi cdc phuong tién khdc nhau.
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