Tran Nghi Au Cd

A FLICKERING LIGHT

Dedicated to Bdc Phung Kim Ngoc, Dalat.

(Podn van dudi day la khiic mé ddu truyén dai The Choking
Sound -Am Thanh Théng Khé- ma Au Co da khéi sw viét tir mia he 2000
trong dip nghi he Dalat, khi em 14 tudi, cdm hitng tir tdc phdm Nhdt Nguyét
Buén Nhu Nhau I ciia me em, ké vé mét mdi tinh dau khé cii...)

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.”



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 LUA MONG MANH
(Kinh tdng Bac Phung Kim Ngoc, Dalat.)

Mot nguoi dan éng va mot nguoi dan ba tim dén vdi nhau
trong cung mot dinh ménh: Am Nhac. Ngay liic khéi dau, mét tinh
yéu manh mé da thdt chdt hai tdm hon. Méi tinh ky diéu nay gidng
nhw mot budi chiéu tan, thdt gan giii ma cing that la xa thdm... Mo
tinh dep 1€ ra lam lu mo nhiing ké chung quanh béng dnh sdng chéi
loa ciia né thi lai bi bép chét do bdi long ghen ciia mot ké thit ba...

Ba muoi ndm tréi qua, Thoi Gian da tan phd hai nguoi nghé
si. Trdi tim tré trung ngay nao phdi hitng chiu biét bao thong kho
ciia cudc doi. Véi ho, tudi tré chi con la ky niém, nhitng ky niém tic
tir phai nhat... Nhung con ngon lita dé, ndi khdt khao theo nhitng
tiéng rung ciia cdc soi gidy dan vi cdm va sy mém mai ciia nhitng
phim duong cdm vin séng trong ho. Su run rdy mé hodc ciia nhitng
ndét dan van de ndng trdi tim ho, dém lai qua dém! Ngon lita ciia
chang thi da gdn lim tdt, nhitng cdam xiic va dau khd duoc chon gidu
dudi ddy tam hon. Nguoi nhac sT tieng mot thoi hao hoa chéi sdng
bay gio bi bao kin lai trong tdm cdm riéng, khéng thé nao gé thodt,
ngoai mot xdc thdan hién hitu. Nhung ngon lita trong tim, chang van
c6 gdng khong dé tdt... Nang manh hon —van tiép tuc séng con
trong su mdt mdt nghé thudt bdng cdch kiém tim va kiém tim hoai



nhitng gi c¢é thé lam ddy cdi trong réng khong cing dé. —Van cé
gdng dé chup bdt lai “tinh yéu méng manh” kia.

Nang la me téi. Tit nang, téi nhin ra mot sy mdt mdt rdt lon,
noi tuyét vong thdt sy ciia mot nguoi nghé si khéng thé phé bay
nghé thudt ciia ho dwoc nita. Moi ndi buon bi nén lai, nhitng giot
nudc mdt bi cam giit, nhung con tia lita mong manh, nang van cé
gdng duy tri, khong mudn dé mat di cdi phan thdan thiét nhu than xdc
dy. Am nhac la nguoi tinh mudn thué. Nguoi yéu ddu tién va ciing la
cudi cung ciia doi nang.
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