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Traàn Nghi AÂu Cô 

A FLICKERING LIGHT 
Dedicated to Baùc Phuøng Kim Ngoïc, Dalat. 

 
(Ñoaûn vaên döôùi ñaây laø khuùc môû ñaàu truyeän daøi The Choking 

Sound -AÂm Thanh Thoáng Khoå- maø AÂu Cô ñaõ khôûi söï vieát töø muøa heø 2000  
trong dòp nghæ heø Dalat, khi em 14 tuoåi, caûm höùng töø taùc phaåm Nhaät Nguyeät 
Buoàn Nhö Nhau I cuûa meï em, keå veà moät moái tình ñau khoå cuõ...) 

 
 
A man and a woman brought together by the same destiny: 

Music. Yet once their two souls meet, a stronger connection begins 
to form: their growing love for each other. This magical and 
enchanting love was like a sunset, so close yet so far away. A great 
love should shine and blind the others with its light. Instead such a 
shimmering love is smothered and killed by jealousy of  the third 
person... 

Now 30 years later, Old Age has worked its dreaded spell 
on the two artists. Their once young hearts have endured all the 
hardships and agonies the world has chosen to penalize them with. 
The days of their youth are now only memories, slowly fading 
away. But that fire burning within, the yearning and the feel of the 
vibrating violin strings and the smooth keys of the piano still vivid to 
them. The spellbinding, mesmeric and captivating tremble of the 
keys still haunts their heart, night by night! His burning fire has 
almost died out, his emotions and pain remains hidden and unseen 
in the depths of his soul. Once a radiant, young musician now 
trapped inside his inner self, unable to get out, only a physical 
existence. The fire, fighting to stay alive. She was stronger. She was 
able to go on, able to survive the blankness of her art. Searching, 
searching for something to fill that bottomless emptiness. Still trying 
to grasp onto that �delicate love.�  
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The woman was my mother. From her, I saw the great loss, 
the true devastation of an artist that can no longer express her art. 
She held her sorrow, caged her tears within her heart, tried to keep 
her flickering light and refused to lose that one part of herself. 
Music was her eternal lover. The first and also the last lover of her 
life.   

(Cali. summer 2000) []    
    

TIA LÖÛA MONG MANH 
 

(Kính taëng Baùc Phuøng Kim Ngoïc, Dalat.) 
 

Moät ngöôøi ñaøn oâng vaø moät ngöôøi ñaøn baø tìm ñeán vôùi nhau 
trong cuøng moät ñònh meänh: AÂm Nhaïc. Ngay luùc khôûi ñaàu, moät tình 
yeâu maïnh meõ ñaõ thaét chaët hai taâm hoàn. Moái tình kyø dieäu naøy gioáng 
nhö moät buoåi chieàu taøn, thaät gaàn guõi maø cuõng thaät laø xa thaúm... Moái 
tình ñeïp leõ ra laøm lu môø nhöõng keû chung quanh baèng aùnh saùng choùi 
loøa cuûa noù thì laïi bò boùp cheát do bôûi loøng ghen cuûa moät keû thöù ba... 

Ba möôi naêm troâi qua, Thôøi Gian ñaõ taøn phaù hai ngöôøi ngheä 
só. Traùi tim treû trung ngaøy naøo phaûi höùng chòu bieát bao thoáng khoå 
cuûa cuoäc ñôøi. Vôùi hoï, tuoåi treû chæ coøn laø kyû nieäm, nhöõng kyû nieäm töø 
töø phai nhaït... Nhöng coøn ngoïn löûa ñoù, noãi khaùt khao theo nhöõng 
tieáng rung cuûa caùc sôïi giaây ñaøn vó caàm vaø söï meàm maïi cuûa nhöõng 
phím döông caàm vaãn soáng trong hoï. Söï run raåy meâ hoaëc cuûa nhöõng 
noát ñaøn vaãn ñeø naëng traùi tim hoï, ñeâm laïi qua ñeâm! Ngoïn löûa cuûa 
chaøng thì ñaõ gaàn lòm taét, nhöõng caûm xuùc vaø ñau khoå ñöôïc choân giaáu 
döôùi ñaùy taâm hoàn. Ngöôøi nhaïc só töøng moät thôøi haøo hoa choùi saùng 
baây giôø bò bao kín laïi trong taâm caûm rieâng, khoâng theå naøo gôõ thoaùt, 
ngoaøi moät xaùc thaân hieän höõu. Nhöng ngoïn löûa trong tim, chaøng vaãn 
coá gaéng khoâng ñeå taét... Naøng maïnh hôn �vaãn tieáp tuïc soáng coøn 
trong söï maát maùt ngheä thuaät baèng caùch kieám tìm vaø kieám tìm hoaøi 
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nhöõng gì coù theå laøm ñaày caùi troáng roãng khoâng cuøng ñoù. �Vaãn coá 
gaéng ñeå chuïp baét laïi �tình yeâu moûng manh� kia. 

Naøng laø meï toâi. Töø naøng, toâi nhìn ra moät söï maát maùt raát lôùn, 
noãi tuyeät voïng thaät söï cuûa moät ngöôøi ngheä só khoâng theå phoâ baøy 
ngheä thuaät cuûa hoï ñöôïc nöõa. Moïi noãi buoàn bò neùn laïi, nhöõng gioït 
nöôùc maét bò caàm giöõ, nhöng coøn tia löûa mong manh, naøng vaãn coá 
gaéng duy trì, khoâng muoán ñeå maát ñi caùi phaàn thaân thieát nhö thaân xaùc 
aáy. AÂm nhaïc laø ngöôøi tình muoân thuôû. Ngöôøi yeâu ñaàu tieân vaø cuõng laø 
cuoái cuøng cuûa ñôøi naøng.  

[]   
 


