THE CIGARETTE

. (Short Story)
(Tran Nghi Au Co)

On September 17", at five o’clock in the afternoon, a bus full of tourists
squeaked into the main station of a small city named Dalat, located atop the
Langbiang Mountain. Everyone was mildly nauseous after a turbulent ride up
the Blao Pass, a sinuous road famous for its never-ending unpredictability,
regardless of the number of times one had traveled on it. One by one, groups of
tourists gathered their belongings and wandered off into the city, pushing past
street vendors and taxi drivers, who had swarmed around the new arrivals
hoping to make some money. In the midst of all the pandemonium—frustrated
young parents dragging their boisterous children into taxi cabs, while more
daring travelers ventured down the uneven streets looking for dinner—Allen, a
quiet young man, drifted away from the rest of the crowd, completely absorbed
in his outdated street guide of Dalat. He appeared to be below average in every
way: from his misshapen backpack, to his disheveled brown hair, down to his
wrinkled khakis that sported a single thread trailing from one of the pocket
seams. Even the scuffs on his boots seemed to say, “I am the most forgettable,
most irrelevant lump of matter in this universe.”

He didn’t notice the freezing cold of the mountain air as he wandered
aimlessly around the station, seemingly trapped in the generic descriptions of
the city that his book had to offer. The cold finally penetrated his deep
concentration when a particularly strong burst of wind bellowed over him,
ruffling the pages. He shuddered, tucking the book inside the pocket of his
jacket and lit a cigarette with great difficulty, for the wind was reluctant to
allow him any source of warmth. And for the first time since he arrived, he saw
the city and was awestruck by how dreamlike it was. His guidebook had called
Dalat “the Paris of Vi¢t Nam” and he was beginning to see the reason why. A
fog had descended over the city, giving the light of the streetlamps a mystical
glow against the graying background of the sky. The lake across the street from
the station looked almost like it was floating; blanketed by the mist, the surface
glimmered with the city’s lights—flashes of cell phone screens, headlights of
speeding scooters, burning incense—making it impossible for Allen to
determine where the lake ended and the sky began.

As he watched the remainder of his fellow tourists walk out of the station,
he began to panic, realizing that he didn’t know what to do nor where to go
next. He immediately regretted his impulsive decision to take off on an
uncharacteristically spontaneous trip halfway around the world. When he got
laid off from his data entry job, his mother, the eternal optimist, encouraged
him to take this opportunity to “explore life”” implying that, at twenty-seven, his
years to live recklessly were nearing an end. The problem was that Allen’s
severe phobia of rejection prevented him from experiencing any real adventure.



Allen chose instead to take refuge in his introver- sion, forcefully telling
himself that social skills were unimpor- tant in the grander scheme of things.

Still, he cursed his lack of social skills as he stood under a streetlamp,
frantically scanning his guidebook, trying to figure out where the nearest hotel
was. Unfortunately, his book, a longtime occupant of his mother’s “Future
Vacations” box, was missing its most crucial page: the map of Dalat. His ever
practical mother had convinced him that an updated guidebook would be a
waste of money because the only important thing in these books was the list of
interesting locations to visit. How- ever, she failed to remember that the second
most important thing in a guidebook was the map on which to find the afore-
mentioned “interesting locations,” having torn that page out years ago, in order
to use for a collage, the picture of a Vietnamese girl in a traditional a6 dai on
the other side of the page.

Allen tried not to think about what he could have done and tried to focus on
his present situation, racking his brain for possible solutions. Ignoring the most
obvious option while remaining faithful to his timidity, he pretended not to see
the friendly smiles of the locals who looked at him pityingly, perhaps sensing
his predicament. He was hungry and tired and his backpack seemed to sag
under the weight of his anxiety. And even though the thing he craved for most
in the world was a cup of coffee, his shyness prevented him from asking
anyone for help.

He had just settled down on a bench, resigning himself to a sleepless night
on the street when his stomach protested loudly. Frustrated with his ineptness,
he surveyed the emptying station, promising himself that he would ask
someone for help, even if the notion of being ignored made his heart pulse with
fear. He spotted a couple across the street walking hand in hand along the edge
of the lake. The man, who seemed oblivious to the crisp air in his collared t-
shirt and cargo shorts, had curly blonde hair that made his head look like an
abnormally shaped stump of broccoli. The woman, more appropriately dressed
in her woolen peacoat, was a full head shorter than her companion. In an
instant, Allen decided to forego his previous promise to himself and came up
with an entirely new plan that better suited his personality: he was going to
follow these two to their hotel and book a room for himself, hence avoiding any
social contact whatsoever. He couldn’t help but grin proudly as he swung his
backpack over his shoulder and quickly strode after the couple, keeping an
appropriate distance.

Completely unaware of their role in Allen’s cleverly devised plan, the
couple continued to talk, the man in an American accent, while the woman,
who Allen assumed was Vietnamese, spoke in mildly broken English.

“What’s the name of this lake?” the man asked.

The woman turned towards the water and answered, “It H Xuan Huong.”

“It’s beautiful. ‘Specially at night.”



She nodded. “Do you know one person commit suicide here every year?”
She shuddered. Allen couldn’t tell if it was because of the cold or because of
what she had just said.

The man peered at the lake thoughtfully, almost as if expecting to see
someone standing at the edge, ready to jump. “That’s really creepy. Does
anyone know why?”’

Nudging closer to him, she said, “They say suicide spirit live in lake. When
a person walking near the lake is matching with the spirit—"

“Matching?”

“Matching. You know, like they go with each other. They fit.” She was
getting flustered.

“Compatible?”

Allen doubted the woman understood what that word meant, but she
nodded nonetheless and continued with her story, “Anyway, the spirit tell the
person to commit suicide. And year after that, the ghost of the person who
commit suicide make another person commit suicide to replace their own spirit.
Like a circle.”

It was Allen’s turn to shudder. He sped up, closing the distance between
himself and the couple.

The man laughed and wrapped his arm around the woman’s small
shoulders. “You don’t really believe that, do you?”

She shrugged and replied, “That what they say.”

The mist of the lake slowly fell from view and the two continued to walk in
silence while Allen followed closely, trying to be inconspicuous. After a few
nearly empty blocks, the couple turned onto a bustling street full of young
people cruising along a row of crowded cafes. Allen immediately forgot about
suicide spirits and never-ending cycles of death. Even his fool-proof plan to get
shelter for the night escaped his mind as he got lost in the throng of people
shouting at each other over handfuls of assorted sweets or clumps of sweet rice
wrapped in banana leaves. Coffee. He had wanted coffee. For a moment, Allen
rejoiced in the presence of other people and began to stroll along the strip of
cafés trying to decide which looked the most inviting. He finally settled on a
quaint place named Artista at the very end of the row.

Allen walked up the steps of the café and squeezed past the heavy glass
doors. He stood at the door for a few minutes unnoticed. The waiters and
waitresses, dressed in white buttoned shirts and black slacks, hurried past, only
turning to him to offer an apologetic smile whenever they bumped into him. He
stood there, becoming more and more embarrassed, feeling unwanted. Should
he sit down? Should he leave? After about five minutes, one of the available
waitresses sitting idly by the bar, a teenage girl with a bored expression on her
face, dragged her feet toward him and motioned toward an empty table near the
back. She waited until he had sat down, then handed him a menu, and walked
away. Allen leaned into his cushioned chair feeling ill-at-ease, becoming more
and more homesick. He missed his small room in his mother’s house. He
missed his books and his cat. But most of all, he missed familiarity.

Allen sighed and lit a cigarette. Knowing there wasn’t anything he could do
except endure the rest of the trip, he assessed his surroundings, losing himself



in the haze of cigarette smoke. The café was dimly lit by dull yellow light bulbs
dressed in simple ceramic shades, fixed on various corners of the room. The
café was humming with quiet conversation, friends telling animated stories or
confiding secrets, but the majority appeared to be on dates. In order to forget
that he was alone and without a place to sleep for the night, Allen turned his
attention to a pair of young lovers sequestered in the dark corner at the table
next to his. They were nervously holding hands, exchanging gentle caresses.
The man was softly talking to the girl, inducing bubbly strings of giggles from
her. Allen strained to hear what they were saying, hoping, in vain, to catch
some of the Vietnam- ese he had picked up from his guidebook. He gave up his
eavesdropping when the young waitress returned to take his order. Fumbling
through the pages, he quickly scanned through the menu, helpfully written in
English, French and Vietnamese, and ordered a black coffee and a piece of
cake.

When he resumed his observation, his neighbors had paid for their drinks
and were armoring themselves up against the cold with jackets, scarves, and
gloves. Allen watched while the young man lovingly pulled the hood of the
girl’s jacket over her head. She smiled at him, fitting her arm into the crook of
his elbow and snuggled in close to his side. Prepared for the autumn chill, they
walked out onto the street.

Allen stared at the empty spot where the couple had stood and continued to
stare when his coffee and cake were brought out. Never in his life had he sat in
a dark corner caressing a girl’s hand, never had the crook of his elbow been the
object of affection for a girl, never had he drawn the hood of a jacket over a
girl’s head to protect her from the cold. And, he was ashamed to admit, never in
his twenty-seven years of life had he ever felt the lips of an attractive girl press
against his own. When he was in his teens, he begrudged the other boys his age
who dared hold hands with girls in school hallways, wondering what they knew
that he didn’t. But when he grew older, the jealousy was replaced with sadness,
a sadness that undeniably meant he was to remain alone for the rest of his life.

He was so caught up in his self-depreciation that he forgot about the
cigarette between his fingers until it burnt right down to the end, stinging him.
He rubbed the cigarette out on an ashtray and took a sip of coffee. Determined
to enjoy himself, if even a little, he sat up straight and was about to start on his
piece of cake when a voice interrupted him.

“You smoke, yes?” Allen looked up and found himself face to face with a
slim, fashionably dressed Vietnamese girl of about twenty.

As usual, his body seemed to malfunction in the presence of all attractive
girls and he only managed a nod.

The girl curved the corners of her red lips upward and held out a newly
lighted cigarette to him. “You finish for me, please?”

Allen stared at her, too nervous and surprised to remember any of the
Vietnamese he had taught himself. A pretty girl had never paid him any
attention before, much less talked to him.



“Mister, please?” She held the cigarette higher and turned her head towards
the door impatiently, adjusting the weight of her oversized bag on her shoulder
with her other hand.

Allen blushed, then nodded self-consciously, and raised his hand to take the
cigarette from her fingers. The tip of her nails grazed gently against the back of
his fingers, causing the slightest of trembles to trail down his spine. His tongue
betray- ed him and released a garbled, “cam on,” Vietnamese for thank you.

She let out an amused snort and hurried out the door.

Allen raised her cigarette to his lips and inhaled. The taste of the cigarette
was unfamiliar and different from his usual brand. He knew that if he smoked
it, he would spend all night coughing violently. But, he continued to hold it
between his lips because, at that moment, the strangest feeling was overtak- ing
him. He felt like he was floating. The cigarette on his lips was the closest thing
he had ever gotten to a kiss. Allen’s heart was speeding in a steady crescendo
and he almost stood up in the midst of the café to conduct the symphony of his
first kiss. Somehow, he restrained himself, his brain brushing against the
possibility that she had chosen him at random. But as soon as the thought
entered his mind, it left, leaving him jubilant and hopeful.

He held the cigarette between his fingers, examining it closely, hoping to
find some visible traces of the girl, his girl. Who was she? A student, perhaps?
A college student strug- gling to pay her rent. What was she studying? Maybe
something romantic and impractical like art or literature, he surmised. He
imagined the way the girl would link her arm onto his and snuggle against him
when they took walks together. She would teach him Vietnamese, of course.
And he would teach her English. She would have to know English in order to
live in America.

Suddenly, a thought struck him. And the absurdity of his forgetting the
most obvious factor made him laugh out loud, causing the people in adjacent
tables to glance suspiciously at him. It had just occurred to him that she might
not even want to move to America. Of course! Then he would stay in Viét
Nam. Buy a small house right here in Dalat, open a business, perhaps a small
bookstand, like the ones he’d seen in Saigon.

It was then that Allen realized just how wonderful Artista was, how
wonderful his fellow patrons were, how wonderful the little waitress, who had
come to bring him a complimentary pot of tea, was. He looked at her and
grinned, placing the cigarette in the ashtray gingerly as if he was tucking a baby
into bed.

“Your name?” he asked her.

“I am Xy.” She flashed a sheepish smile.

“Ah, Xy,” He let the name settle on his tongue before continuing, “Hello,
Xy. This is a beautiful city, a bit cold, but beautiful, all the same. I’m thinking
of buying a house here. You know any that’s selling?”

Xy grinned and lowered her head, not understanding.

Allen didn’t seem to notice and ranted on, “And this café, this café is
amazing! I love the dark lights and secretive corners. Maybe I’ll buy the same



lights for my own house. Hmm.” He peered at her, changing his face into what
he hoped was a friendly expression.

She only smiled and said, “Ok. I go work now, mister!” While she turned to
leave, she added, “Be happy!” as if those two words (her favorite English
words) were a response to everything he had just told her, everything she hadn’t
understood.

Her last words resonated in his eardrums and he felt happier than he ever
remembered feeling. Yes, I’ll be happy, he thought, I am happy. And with that,
he scooped a bit of the cake and brought it up to his mouth. His teeth scraped
against the metal prongs and his tongue savored the taste, devouring the slice of
cake in a matter of seconds. He lit another cigarette, leaned into his chair and
looked around the café¢ feeling extremely pleased with himself and his
surroundings. He finally understood what those corny romance movies were all
about. Love was the most amazing, most satisfying thing. Allen felt like he was
in cahoots with the rest of the world and that, for once in his life, everything
was on his side. Unable to contain himself, he laughed out loud again, wishing
he had a friend to share this moment with.

And almost as if someone was reading his mind, a voice interrupted his
musings. “And what makes you so happy?” The voice came from the table
behind his. Allen turned around and saw a smiling young Vietnamese man
wearing an NYU hoodie, stylishly faded jeans and a pair of white slip-on Vans.
The man waited patiently for an answer, pulling his chair closer to Allen’s.

Feeling daring and grateful for the company, Allen began to speak,
abandoning his usual shyness, “Well, I just met this girl...”

And in great detail, forgetting that he’d never met this man before, he
revealed the whole story of the cigarette. The only thing he left out was his
association of the cigarette to a “first kiss”, feeling embarrassed in front of this
cool, handsome stranger. Instead, he elaborated on the pink of her cheeks, the
glisten of her hair, the sweetness of her perfume, all the minute details that he
had stored so carefully in the attic of his mind. After he finished, Allen was
breathless and lightheaded, feeling mildly disappointed that the greatest
adventure of his life had taken so little time to tell.

The stranger leaned back in his chair, nodding contemplatively. Not saying
a word, he tinkered with his café phin, a small coffee filter. Allen grew
impatient but was afraid to speak.

The stranger finally exhaled deeply, looking up. “That’s an interesting
story. Kinda weird, but interesting. Vietnamese girls—ah, I don’t even know.
Maybe your girl was in a rush.” He smirked at Allen patronizingly, then added,
almost as an afterthought, “I’m L9, by the way. You know, like high and low.”
L spoke in quick, staccato sentences that Allen found difficult to understand.

Nevertheless, he said, “I’'m Allen,” secretly reveling in the words “your
girl.”

Lo nodded, stirring his coffee, “Pleasure.” He paused for a moment, then
continued to speak, “Well, something similar happened to me last year on my
annual trip to Viét Nam. I was in this dark club in Saigon. A shady place, you
know, drugs and all that. But it was the only one still opened at 4 AM. So I was



going to get some drinks for, hmm, the ladies.” L§ winked at Allen, who
reddened.

“Anyway, | got lost ‘cause the damn lights kept changing colors and I
couldn’t figure out where I was. So, somehow I ended up in this dark room,
maybe one of those special, reserved rooms, you know.”

Allen wasn’t sure he did, but nodded anyway.

Lo continued, “Half of the drinks had spilled and I was getting mad.
Suddenly two arms hugged my neck. Girl arms, you know, I could just tell.
Anyway, I felt the softest lips kiss mine. I didn’t even know this girl and there
we were, tongues swirling, roaming hands.” He winked again. “And then she
was gone, without a word. And that was it.”

“Did you ever find out who she was?” Allen asked.

“Nah. But I have to say, that was the most erotic kiss I’ve had up till and
since then. A real life romance mystery, eh?” Lo chuckled at his joke, cocky
and self-assured.

Allen sipped his coffee, not knowing how to reply.

Lo gazed out the window and drank the last of his coffee. “Well, I should
get going. It was nice meeting you, Allen. G’luck on that whole cigarette
situation.”

He held out his hand and Allen shook it, smiling awkwardly. “Thanks. Um,
you too.” He regretted what he had said as soon as the words left his mouth,
realizing that they made no sense.

Lo grinned, amused. “Right. See you around!” And he left, letting a rush of
cold wind burst into the café as he opened the door.

Allen looked after LQ’s retreating figure, quietly repriman- ding himself for
not asking Lo about a hotel. He was also slightly disheartened by the lack of
intimacy in his own adven- ture in comparison to L§’s. In spite of that, Allen
was confident that his girl would return to the café that night and decided to
wait for her. He made another promise to himself that when she returned, he
would go up to her, gently take her hand in his and tell her just how much she
meant to him, despite the fact that they knew nothing about each other. He was
confident that she would feel the same way. After all, this was how love was
portrayed in all the movies and books: crazy and illogical, perhaps with a touch
of danger. He wouldn’t let this opportunity pass like L9 did with his mystery
kisser.

Impatient for the moment when he would see her again, Allen reached into
his backpack and pulled out his guidebook, the directionless guidebook, the
only accomplice to his love affair. With one hand, he tightened the collar of his
jacket around his neck, while opening the book with the other. He began to read
the words he’d read so many times before, not absorbing a single one, until his
eyelids grew heavy and his head drooped down onto his chest. He was
dreaming about the girl’s delicate hand caressing his hair when he woke up
with a start to find Xy shaking his shoulder. “Mister! Mister! It midnight. We
close.” Allen rubbed his eyes and stood up, stuffing his book into his backpack.
The café was empty. Xy stood by his side and waited while he zipped up his
jacket. He heaved his backpack onto his shoulder and stumbled out the door,
mumbling a good-bye to her.



His mind was still swirling around the girl with the cigarette. She hadn’t
come back, he realized, a bit hurt. Allen was beginning to doubt if the world
had ever been on his side. He should’ve realized that the girl probably just
didn’t want to waste a cigarette and only chose him because he was sitting
nearest to her. Still, he felt like the butt of a cruel joke put on by the girl and, he
concluded melodramatically, the world. Tomorrow, he thought spitefully,
tomorrow I’ll leave and never come back to this stupid city. With that, he
trailed off into the night, fuming in his disappointment and anger, tempo- rarily
forgetting that he had nowhere to go.

Back in the shadowy café¢, Xy was busy cleaning Allen’s table. She
adjusted the tablecloth and straightened the chairs. Using a wet rag, she swept
off all traces of any cake crumbs. And with one last sweeping motion, she
emptied the ashtray full of dented matches and broken cigarette stubs into the
trashcan. Then she turned off the lights, leaving only a hazy reflection of the
moon on the surface of the table, so bare, it looked like no one had ever sat
there.

(Written in April 2009)
(]

PIEU THUOC LA

(Truyén ngan)
(TTBG chuyén Viét ngit)

Buéi chiéu ngay 17 thang chin, mot chiéc xe buyt ché day khdch du lich i
ach lan vao nha ga chinh cua Dalat, mot thi xd toa lac trén vung nii
Langbiang. Sau khi vieot qua ngon déo Bao Loc ngodn ngoéo uon khiic va dai
nhue vé tdn, ai ndy déu cam thdy nhirc dau Gom gdp hanh trang, timg nhom
riéng ré cing nhau lang thang huwéng vé phé cho, noi c6 nhitng nguwoi tai xé
taxi dang cho khach va nhitng ké ban hang rong lon giong moi chao. Giita
quang canh nao nhlet —co ngtm’l bu’c boi loi keo du"a con cu’ng ddu vao xe taxi,

Allen, mot chang tré tuoi vé xué xoa don gian, ldach khoi dam dong, doi mat
cham chii vao cuén sach hieong dan du lich rdt cii dang cam trén tay. Ba 16 deo
vai bui bam, mdi téc roi b, cdi qucfn kaki nhau ndt ¢é mot dwong chi sut ra noi
mép tii, trong chang khong c6 gi ddc biét. Ngay cd nhitng vét sudt mon trén doi
giay cao ¢6 ciing dwong nhw muédn néi lén givm chang cdu néi "Téi la mot
nguoi rdt vé dung, khéng dang nhé, hoan toan khéng quan trong trén cudc doi
nay."

Pi van vo quanh nha ga ma chang mang heu tam dén khong khi nii doi,
Allen co ho bi cudn hiit vao trong cdc canh quang dwoc mé td trong sach. Mot
con gi6 thoi manh tham nhdp vao nguoi, lam 1t tung nhitng trang gidy. Allen
rung minh, nhét sach vao tui. Kho khan ldm anh mdéi dot 1én dwoc mét diéu
thuéc ld. Xong, lan ddu tién tir khi dén ddy, anh méi thay ngac nhién boi sy mo



mong cua mot thi xa duoc goi tén la "Paris cua Viét Nam" va bat dau hiéu ly
do tai sao. Swong mix giang mdc; nhitng ngon dén dwong téa ra luong dnh sing
than bi dw6i mau troi am dam. Cdi ho réng doi dién nha ga dwong nhw bay
béng; trén mdt nudc phan chiéu éng dnh di cdc logi dnh sang ciia thanh phé -
cdac man hinh cua cdc dién thogi di dong, den pha cua nhitng xe gan may, dom
chdy @6 tir nhitng b6 nhang-- khién Allen khé xdc dinh dwoc phan cudi ho nam
& ddu va tir noi ddu la khéi diém ciia bau troi,

Nhin nhitng nguoi khdch cudi cing roi bo nha ga, Allen bdt dau hodng so
nhén ra rang anh khong biét phai lam gi hodc di ddu tiép dé. Ldp tirc anh dam
héi hin theo cdi quyét dinh boc dong mudn lam mét chuyén di xa qué nha hang
nita vong trdi dia cau. Vica méi ddy, khi bi that nghiép, anh dwgc ngieoi me c6
cd chat lac quan khuyén khich anh nén nam ldy co hoi nay dé "kham phd cudc
song ngu y rang, o cdi tuéi hai muoi bay, nhitng nam song vé vi cua anh da
sdp phdi chiam dut. Co diéu, trong tam hon Allen, noz e ngai bi ké khdac khuoc
tir manh dén néi da ngan can anh khoi moi woc muon trdi qua bat cir cuéc mao
hiém thuc sy ndo; do dé ma anh tim trii dn trong thé gioi ngi tam riéng va ty
bién hé rang nhitng tan tién xa hdi thi khéng phai la diéu quan trong néu dem
so sanh voi nhitng hoai bdo lon lao hon cia con nguoi.

Tuy nhién, khi dimg dudi ngon dén dwong, ham ho trén ting trang sach chi
dan, anh dai tw trach minh vé sy hiéu biét han hep nay, roi co gang tim kiém
nhitng khéch san gan nhat. Khéng may, cuén cam nang tim ra tir cdi hdp dung
nhitng vit dung danh cho nhitng “cudc nghi hé twong lai” ciia me anh lai thiéu
madt trang chii yéu nhat: ban do Dalat. Ba me luén thiét thuc da timg doan xdc
v6i anh rang loai sach chi dan sé chi khién nguwoi ta phi tién do béi diéu quan
trong hon hét trong do chinh la cdi bang liét ké nhitng noi chén thii vi nhdt can
dwoc tham viéng. D vdy, ba da quén rdang trong logi sach do, co mot diéu khdc
cing quan trong khong kém chznh la cdi ban do cé ghi “nhitng noi chon thii vi”
néi trén. Tiéc la trong cudn nay, “cdi trang quan trong”’ kia da bi xé di tir nhleu
nam trude dé siv dung birc dnh mét c6 gdi VN trong chiéc “do dai” truyén
thcfng in & mdt bén kia vao viéc cdt dan mét bikc tranh nghé thudt.

Allen ¢ ging quén di nhitng gi da lam dé tdp trung y nghi vao tinh trang
hién tai cua minh, ndn oc tim cho ra nhitng bién phap co thé dwoc. Bo lo gidi
phdp héi dwong, diéu dé lam nhdt ma van khéng dé mat di cd tinh nhit nhat
ciia minh, anh gid vo nhw khéng nhin thdy nhitng nu cwoi than thién ciia cac cu
dan dia phuwong dang nhin anh mot cdach thwong hai nhw cam nhdan dwoc tinh
trang boi réi cia anh. Anh dang d6i va mét; cdi tii xdch co hé ching xuong
duwdi sirc ndng cia lo nghi. Va cho dii cdi diéu ma anh thém mudn hon hét trong
liic nay la mét coc ca phé thi sw rut ré ciing ngan khong cho anh lén tiéng nho
ké khac giup do.

Anh ngoi ghé trén mot bang ghé, cam danh trdai qua mét dém khong ngii tai
day trong lic bung déi meo. Tam trang lac long, anh quan sat nha ga trong
tron va tw nhii rang sé nho' ai @6 hwéng dan cho di cdi ¥ niém bi choi tir lam
trdi tim anh ddp manh trong so hdi. Anh phat hién mot cap nam nir dang ndam
tay nhau budc doc trén bo ho. Nguoi din ong mdc do thun va quan ngdn nhu



thé cdi lanh se sdt khéong lam 6ng ta luu ¥, mdi téc quan mau hung lam cdi dau
ong ta nhin giong nhw mét cdi bip cdi qudi di. Nguoi phu ni thap hon mét cdi
dau, trang phuc hop thoi véi cdi do khodc ngdn bang laine.

Ngay ldp tire, Allen quyét dinh bo qua ¥ nghi ban ndy dé dan buéc véi mét
ké hoach méi, phit hop voi ban chdt riéng: anh sé theo sau cdp nay toi khach
san cua ho va lay mot phong cho minh, ti do tranh dwoc bat cir giao dich xa
hoi nao. Anh hé moi cuwoi mot cach kiéu hanh khi deo cdi ba 16 lén vai va mau
chong budc theo sau hai nguoi, gitt mot quang cdach vira du.

Hoan toan khéng hay biét vé vai tro ciia ho trong cdi ké hoach khén ngoan
ciia Allen, cdp kia tiép tuc tro chuyén; nguwoi dan éng néi thudan giong My, con
nguweoi phy nit ma Allen nght la nguweoi Viét Nam, néi tiéng Anh boi.

“Pep qud! Nhdt la vao ban dém", nguoi dan ba noi.

"Cdi ho nay tén gi?" nguoi dan ong hoi.

Ngueoi phu nir quay mat ve 5 phia ho, dap: “Ho Xudn Huong."

Guc gt cdi dau, ba ta ké:

“Anh biét khéng, tai ho nay, méi nam déu c6 nguoi tw tir.’

Réi ba chot rung minh.

Allen khéng biét dwoe ba ta ring minh vi lanh hay vi nhitng gi vira mi noi

Nguoi dan ong nhin cham cham mat ho vé tram ngdm nhw thé dang nhin
thdy ai dé dimg bén bo san sang nhay xuong.

"Déng so thdt! Cé ai biét Iy do tai sao khong?"

Pung sat hon vao nguoi dan éng, ngwoi phu nir tra 16i, "Nguoi ta ké rang
c6 con ma ty tir song trong ho. Khi ngwoi b hanh nao di qua dé ma hap véi
con ma dy --"

HHap?u

“Puing. Nhu hai nguoi giong hét nhau.” Ba dam ra béi roi.

Allen dodn rang nguwoi dan ba hiéu ré ¥ nghia tir ngiv dy nhwng ba chi guc
gdt dau va tiép tuc ké cau chuyén ciia minh, “Con ma trong ho sé bdt ké hap
voi minh nhdy xuéng nudc tw tir. Va nam ké tiép, con ma méi nay sé lai bit mot
ké khdc nita tw tir thé vao ché ciia minh. Gidng nhw mét sw xoay vong.”

Bay gio dén luot Allen ring minh. Anh tién lai gan cdp kia.

Nguoi dan ong bdt cuoi to, dwa tay om vong doi vai nho ciia nguoi phu ni:
"Em khong thdt tin nhw vay chu?"

Ba ta nhun vai, tra loi: “Nghe ai ciing ndi vay.”

Lép swong mii roi chdm trén mdt ho va cdp nam nit tiép tuc im ling di bén
nhau trong khi Allen theo sdt phia sau, c6 ging dé khéng bi phdt hién. Sau vai
quang duong vdng, cdp kia quay vé phia pho phwong nhén nhip ddy nhiing
nguoi tré tuoi dang rong rudi doc theo cac quan café dong khach. Lap tic,
Allen quén han cdu chuyén vé nhitng con ma trén hé véi nhitng cdi chét xoay
vong khéng bao gio cham dirt. Ngay ca cdi ké hoach hoan hdo dé tim mét noi
ngii lai ciing roi tudt khoi dau é¢ Allen khi anh bi lac trong ddm dong dang kéu
goi, moi chao nhitng khach di dwong mua cac tui keo hodc cac nam xéi duoc
g6i lai trong cdc manh 1a chudi mau xanh. Café. Anh chot nhé cdi y muon dwoc
6 trong tay mot coc café Trong mot thodng, Allen cam thdy thii vi va thoai
mdi gitta dam dong, bdt dau tan bé doc theo hang dai cdc quan café, co gang
tim xem qudn ndo dang dé vao nhdt. Sau ciing anh chon qudn Artista & cuéi
day.

’



Bugc lén nhitng bdc tam cdp roi lach nguoi qua canh cia kinh nang né,
anh ditng tai cho mgt lat ma khong dwoc ai dé y dén. Cdc tiép vién nam, nit
mdc do so mi trang quan den véi va di ngang qua anh, chi quay vé phia anh dé
dwa ra mét cdi cwoi xin 16i bat cir khi ndo ho va cham vdo nguoi anh. Anh ding
yén, cang luc cang thém lung tung trong cam tuong nhw khong dwoc chao don.
Nén ngoi lai hay bé di, anh tw héi? Sau vai phit, mot trong nhitng cé tiép vién
dang ngoi canh cdi quay, dang ranh réi lwoi biéng, tré va c6 vé mdt mét moi, 1é
déi chdn vé phia anh, ra ddu choanh thdy mét cdi ban trong phia sau. Poi anh
ngoi xuong roi diea cho anh mét cdi bang gid, xong c¢é bé di ngay. Allen nga
nguoi trong cdi ghé 16t ném ciia minh véi cam gidc khéng thodi mdi, va dam ra
cang nho nha hon. Anh nhé can phong riéng trong ngoi cua me anh, nho
nhitng cuén sdach va con méo nhé. Trén tdt cd, anh nhé sw quen thudc hang
ngay.

Anh thé dai va dot mét diéu thudc ld. Biét rang khéng thé lam gi hon ngodi
chuyén phdi cé gdng chiu dung cho dén hét cude du lich, anh dwa mdt quan sat
boi canh chung quanh, dam minh trong khéi thuée mii mit. Anh séang mo nhat
boi nhitng cai bong dén mau vang dwoc che ddy bén dudi nhimg cdi chup bang
do gom don gian, gdn trén nhiéu géc. Khéng gian nhén nhip véi nhitng tiéng
tro chuyén thi tham, ban bé ké cho nhau nghe nhig cdu chuyén day sinh khi
hay nhitng tam sw tham kin, nhung da sé la nhitng cudc hen ho cua céc cdp tinh
nhan.

Pé quén di si ¢6 doc va diéu khong tim ra mgt noi tri an dém nay, Allen
chuyen sw chit y ciia minh vé mot cap tré tuéi dang dn trong mét cdi goc toi
khuat ldp, canh ban anh. Ho nong nan xiét tay nhau, trao cho nhau nhitng cdi
vuot ve diu dang. Nguoi nam noi nho voi nguoi nit cdu gi do khién c6 ta cuoi
ric rich. Allen co vénh tai dé nghe ho néi gi, hy vong, trong vo hiéu, c6 thé bdt
kip vai chir tiéng Viét anh da hoc dwoc tir trong cuon sach chi dan. Anh bo roi
sw nghe lén ciia minh khi co tlep vién tré quay tro lai dé hoi anh muon ding gi.
Anh ddm ra béi réi, nhin suot qua nhitng trang cua cdi bang gia duwoc viét bang
ba thir ngén ngit Anh, Phdp, Viét, roi chon mét coc café va mét cdi banh nho.

Khi anh quay lai phia hai nguoi tinh nhan trong goc thi thay ho dang goi
tinh tién réi khodc Go lanh, qudn khin quang va deo gang tay. Chang tré tuéi
diu dang dwa tay kéo cai mii do khodc ciia ¢é ban trim lén ddau c6. Cé né nu
cuoi, quang canh tay minh vao trong canh tay anh ta va dii dau vdo nguoi anh.
Dd san sang doi dau voi cdi gid budt ciia mia thu, ho di bo xuéng pho.

Allen cit nhin mdi cdi noi trong tron ma cdp tré tuéi kia da dbl'ng khi coc
café va cai banh ngot dwoc mang toi. Chua bao gio trong doi anh ma anh dwoc
ngoi trong mét géc téi man mé ban tay mot ¢é gai, chwa timg c6 cdi cii ché
nao cia anh dwoc ding lam doi tiwong cho cdi quang tay ciia mét ¢6 gdi, chiea
tirng bao gic anh dwoc kéo mii do khodc trivm lén dau mét cé gdi dé giit cho cé
khoi lanh. Va, anh phdi xdu hé ma tw nhédn, chwa bao gio trong 27 ndm song
ma anh dwoc don nhan déi moi cua mot co gdai dang yéu nao do dat lén moi
anh. Khi con la mét thiéu nién, anh tirng cé y nght ganh ti véi nhitng dira ban
dong tudi da dam ndm tay cdc cé gdi trong cdc cdi hanh lang cia trieong, hodc
ngac nhién vé nhig gi ho biét ma anh khéng dwoc biét. Nheng khi lon hon, su



ganh ti duwoc nhuong ché cho noi buon, mot noi buon khong thé choi cai rang
anh sé bi co don cho dén cung cudc doi.

Qud tram ngam trong sw tir ha minh dén néi Allen bé quén diéu thudc ld
dang dwoc kep gitka hai ngon tay cho dén khi né chdy dén tin goc, lam nhéi
dau anh. Anh dui né trong mét cdi gat tan va nhdap mét hép café. Quyét dinh ty
thuong thirc huwong vi ngon ngot cua cdi banh, di chi trong mgt chéc, anh ngoi
thang nguoi chudan bi dn cdi banh ngot thi mét giong néi vang lén lam anh
ngung lai.

“Anh c6 hit thuée phai khéng?” Allen nhin lén va déi mdt véi mot ¢é gdi
VN gay gay, an vin dep dé, khodng 20 tudi.

Nhu I¢ thuong, cdi miéng anh nhw duwong té cung khi co sy hién dién cua
bdt cir ¢é gdi dep nao va anh chi ¢é thé gt dau.

Cé gdi cong géc méi mau dé 1én, dwa cho anh diéu thuoc ld viea méi dwoc
dot. “Xin anh hit givm t6i?”

Allen nhin c6, luéng cudng va ngac nhién dé rang nhé lai bdt cir tiéng Viét
nao da tu hoc. Trudc kia anh chuwa tung dwoc mot co gai dep nao quan tam toi,
néi gi dén tro chuyén!

“Puwgc khong, thua anh?” Nang dwa diéu thudc cao hon va véi vd quay
ddu vé huéng cira, ding ban tay kia chinh lai sirc ndng ciia cdi tii qud kho trén
vai. Allen dé mdt roi gdt dau mot cach khéng tw tin va gio tay cam ldy diéu
thuéc tir nang. Hai dau ngon tay nang ledt nhe trén mu ban tay anh, lam song
lung anh chot nhu on lanh. Cai luoi anh do ra, chi thot dwoc moi hai chit “cdm
on” bang tiéng Viét. Nang bt cueoi roi véi vang di ra cira.

Allen dwa diéu thuoc cua nang lén méi hit mot hoi. Miii vi khéng quen
thugc va khdc biét véi muii thudc anh van hit. Anh biét la néu hiit nd thi sé phai
ho dit déi suot dém. Nhung anh van tiép tuc giit né trén moi, va ngay gidy phuit
dé, mét cam gidc rdt la chzem cir ldy anh. Anh cam twong nhw dang bay bong.
Piéu thudc trén méi la diéu gan véi mot ny hén nhdt ma anh chwa timg bao gio
co. Trai tim Allen ddp nhanh trong mét nhip diéu manh mé va anh gan nhu
muon ditng dung 1én ngay giita quan dé diéu khién ban hoa tdu xiic cam dwoc
tao nén tir cdi hon thir nhat trong doi. Tuy nhién tir mét cdi gi khong biét, anh
tie kém minh lai, trong oc l6e lén y nghi rang nang c6 thé di chon anh mot cach
tinh co dé trao diéu thuoc. Nhung y nghi nay chi moi thoang qua da chot tat di
lién, heu lai trong anh mét néi han hoan hy vong.

Anh giiv diéu thudc gitta hai ngon tay, xem xét né thét ky, hy vong tim ra
vai ddu vét ndo dé ciia ¢é gdi, c6 gdi “ciia anh”. Nang la ai? Mot sinh vién, c6
16?7 Mot nik sinh vién dang cé gdng dé tra tién nha tro. Nang hoc khoa gi? Co
thé mét cdi gi d6 lang man va khong thuwce té nhw héi hoa hay vin chwong, anh
dodn vdy. Anh tuwong twong cdi cach ¢é gdi luon canh tay nang trén tay anh va
riic sat vao nguoi anh khi ho di dao véi nhau. Nang sé day anh tiéng Viét, di
nhién. Va anh sé day nang Anh ngit. Nang can phdi biét tiéng Anh dé song trén
nuoc My.

Bong dung, mot y nghi lam anh nhuw khung lai. Va sw quén bang mot cach
vé Iy mot chi tiét quan trong . nhdt khién anh bét cwoi to lam cho nhitng nguoi
noi nhimg ban gan @6 nhin vé phia anh mét cach ngo vuee. Anh chot nghi ¢6 thé
nang chang muén di My. Di nhién! Vay thi anh sé ¢ lai Viét Nam. Mua mét can



nha nhé ngay tai Dalat ndy, mé ra mét ciea hang, ¢é 1é la mét sap sdch, giong
nhu nhitng cdi anh da nhin thdy & Saigon.

Hot nhién Allen nhdn ra cdi qudn café Artista ndy moi tuyét diéu lam sao,
nhitng nguoi chu, luén ca coé chiéu dai bé nho da mang cho anh mgt binh tra.
Anh nhin ¢é va toét miéng cuoi, nhe nhang dat diéu thuéc la trong cdi gat tan
nhu thé dang dat mét dira bé vdo trong néi ciia no.

“Co tén gi?”" anh hoi co.

“Toi tén Xy.” Co no cdi cuoi nguong nghiu.

“A, Xy,” Anh lam nham tén cé truée khi néi tiép, “Chao c¢é Xy. Thanh pho
nay dep qud, lanh mét chiit, nhwng rdt dep. Toi dang nghi dén diéu mua mot
can nha ¢ day. Cé c6 ¢ biét cin ndo dinh ban khéng?”’

Xy toét miéng cudi, cii thap dau xuong, khong hiéu gi ca.

Allen dwong nhuw khong dé y dén dieu do, cir néi lién hoi, “Va quan café
nay, cai quan nay that tuyét! Toi thich nhitng nhiing anh dén mo 16i va cdc cdi
goc kin dao. CO [e toi s mua logi dén ay dé thdp trong nha t6i. Hmm.” Anh
cham chit nhin nang, khuén mdt bién doi trong cdi nét ma anh hy vong sé la
mét dién ta than thién. C6 gdi chi cwoi roi néi, “OK. Téi phdi di lam viéc bdy
gio ong a!”’

Vira quay di, cé vira thém, “Vui lén!” nhw thé hai chit d6 (hai tir Anh ngit
wa thich nhdt cia co6) la mot cau tra loi cho tat cd nhitng loi anh vira noi ra,
nhitng 16i ma c6 khéng hiéu.

Cdu néi cudi cia cé vang vang trong tai anh va anh cam thdy sung swéng
hon bat cit liic nao trude do. Ving, ta sé dwoc hanh phic, anh nghi, ta “dang”
hanh phuc.

Véi y nghi @6, anh miic mot miéng banh dwa vao miéng. Ham rdng anh cdo
trén nhitng khia kim logi ciia cdi nia va cdi heéi nham nhép maii vi ciia né, ngon
dén dg chi trong mdy gidy, cdi banh da dwoc an hét. Anh dot mét diéu thuoc
khdc, ngd nguoi trong ghé va nhin quanh qudn café ma cam nghe vé cing thodi
mdi voi chinh minh va voi nhitng gi chung quanh.

Cubi ciing anh méi hiéu ra y nghia trong cdc cudn phim tinh cam ré tién.
Tinh yéu la diéu huyén diéu nhat, say swa nhdt. Lan dcfu tien trong doi Allen
cam thdy gzong nhu dang o trong cung mgt phe voi tdt ca moi nguoi va tt ca
déu diing vé phia anh. Khong thé tw kém giir sw sung suong, anh bdt cuoi to lan
nita, ao woc sao co dwoc mot nguoi ban ngay luc nay dé chia xé moi cam nght
voi anh ta.

Va gan nhie thé ¢é ai d6 dang doc trong éc anh, mot giong néi cdt ngang sw
vui thu cua anh. “Cdai gi lam cho ‘ban’ qud vui nhuw viay?”

Tiéng néi dén tir mét cdi ban dang sau anh.

Allen quay lai va thdy mdt ngueoi tré tuéi mdc mot cdi do lanh cé in hang
chit New York University, mét ci quan jean bac mau hop thoi trang va mét doi
giay hiéu Vans mau trang, dang mim cuoi véi anh. Nguoi kia kién nhan doi
mét cdu ddp, kéo ghé lai gan Allen hon.

Cam thd’y bao dan va vui mung hon, Allen bat dau tro chuyén, bo roi sy
nhiit nhat thuong I¢ cua minh, “A, t6i vira gdp mot cé gdi...”

Roi quén han rang anh chwa timg gdp chang thanh nién no, Allen ké ré
rang tung chiit cho chang ta nghe toan thé cdu chuyén diéu thuoc la. Chi mot
diéu anh khong ké la y nghi lién két giita diéu thubc 1 va “nu hon thir nhat
trong doi” anh. Anh tw cam thdy minh qué mia trudc cdi vé ngang tang ciia



con nguoi banh trai xa la nay. Thay vao dé, anh tan tung thém vé déi ma hong
cua co gai, sw ldng muot trén mdi toc co, mui thom ngot cua logi nuwéc hoa co
diing, tat ca moi chi tiét rat nhé ma anh dé can thdn heu giik trong dau. Sau khi
ngieng loi, Allen cam thdy nhw hut hoi, va thdt vong chut it rang cudc phiéu lheu
I6n nhat ciia doi minh lai c6 qud it thi gio dé ke ra.

Ké la kia ngd nguoi ra ghé, gdt dau, vé tram ngam. Khong ndi loi nao, anh
ta nhdc cdi phin loc café lén. Allen nén néng doi nhwng chdang dam néi gi.

Cuéi cing chang kia thé ra, ngdang nhin lén. “D6 la mot cau chuyén thii vi.
Hoi ky cuc nhwng thii vi. Cdc ¢6 gdi VN —a, t6i ciing khéng hiéu. C6 16 ¢é gdi
cua anh dang voi va.”

Anh ta cuoi voi Allen mot cach ha 6, roi néi thém, “O, t6i tén Lo.”, giong
néi nhanh mét cach nhat girng dén néi Allen khé khan lam méi hiéu diéu anh ta
muon bay 1.

Dt vdy, Allen van néi “Con t6i la Allen,” long dm tham thii vi véi tir ngiv
“co gdi cua anh.”

L¢ gt dau, khudy coc café, “Rat vui dwoc gap anh.”

Anh ta ngimg mét lat, réi néi tiép, “Nao, cé cdu chuyén twong tw xdy ra
cho téi nam ngodi trong chuyén di VN thwong ¢ cua toi. Khi do toi dang o
trong mot qudn rugu dén mo ¢ Saigon. Ban biét, mét noi chon khong may dang
hodng, ma tity va cdc logi nhir thé. Nhung do la noi duy nhdt vin con mé cira
hic 4 gio sang. Nén téi ghé vao tim vdi thirc uong cho, hmm, cdc ¢é gdi kia.”

L nhdy mdt véi Allen khi dy dang d6 mdt:

“Dii cdch ndo thi t6i ciing van la ngueoi thua thiét béi vi nhitng ngon dén cie
thay doi mau sdc lam téi khong thé dinh dwoc phwong hirdmg. Vi vdy, khong
biét bang cdch nao ma cudi cing t6i bi day vdao trong mét can phong t6i, logi
ddc bi¢t, do khach dat trudc, ban biét.”

Allen khéng tin rang minh hiéu ré nhitng 161 nguoi kia gidi thich, nhung
ciing gdt dau.

L¢ noi zié;p

“Mot vai coc ruwou t6i dang cam trén tay bi sanh dé lam t6i buc béi. Pt
nhién cé hai canh tay ém ldy cé toi. Canh tay cua mot co gdi, ban biét, t6i chdc
nhw thé. Réi cam nhdn mot déi méi rat mém dat lén méi t6i. Téi chang hé biét
¢0 kia la ai, nhung nhw thé ds, cdi ludi vuot ve lén xué’ng, hai canh tay so mo
t0i lui.”

Anh ta lai nhdy mat véi Allen. “Réi ¢é ta bo di, khéng néi mot 1oi. Thé do.”

“Ban c6 da tim biét xem cé ta la ai chuwa?” Allen héi.

“Nah. Nhiung phdi néi rang dé la cdi hén nong nan nhdt ma tir trude va ca
vé sau, t6i chua tieng dwoc nhan. E, c6 phdi la mét bi mdt lang man va song
dong chang?”

Lo cuwoi khé mot cach tw tin va kiéu hanh.

Allen nhdm nhdp céc café, khéng biét phdi tra 1oi sao.

L nhin ra ngodi cira s6 roi udng hét coc café ciia minh. “Nado, bdy gio' tdi
phai di. That vui khi duwoc gap ban, Allen. Chuic ban may mdn véi toan thé cdu
chuyén ¢é gdi thudc ld cia ban.”

Anh ta dwa tay ra va Allen bdt ldy, mim cuoi nguwong nghiu:

“Cam on. Um, ciing chuc anh nhw thé.”

Anh hoi tiéc ngay nhitng gi dd néi sau khi nhitng 10i vira thodt khoi miéng
anh, nhdn thirc rang chiing thdt vé nghia.



Lo cwoi vé khodi chi:

“Tot. Mong sé gdp lai anh dau do!”

Réi anh ta bé di; mét lan gio lanh tat nhanh vao quan khi canh cira vira
duwoc mo.

Allen nhin theo cdi dang xa dan ciia L, lang yén ty trach minh vi da khong
héi L vé mét khdch san. Anh ciing thodng that vong boi su thiéu sot tinh chat
thén thiét trong cdu chuyén phiéu luu ciia minh néu dem so voi chuyén cia Lo.
Du vay, Allen ciing van tin chdc rang cé gdi ciia anh sé quay lai quan café dém
do nén quyét dinh ngoi lai cho co ta. Anh tw hira rang néu cé ta quay lai, anh sé
tién téi trede ¢6, nhe nhang ndm tay cé va néi cho c¢é nghe sw hién hiru ciia co
da thdt quan trong dwong ndo voi anh, cho du sy thdt la ho chang biét gi vé
nhau. Anh tin tuéng rdang cé ciing cam thirc trong cing cdch nghi nhw anh. Néi
chung, ddy thdt ding la tinh yéu dwge vé ra trén phim danh va trong cdc cuon
sdach: dién cuong va vé Iy, c¢é 1é thém chiit mii nguy hiém. Anh sé khéng dé co
héi nay tréi qua giong nhw Lo da lam véi nang con gdi bi mdt dé hén anh ta.

Non néng gidy phit duoc gap lai nguoi con gdi, Allen thoc tay vdo ba I6 va
rit ra cuon sé chi dan, cuon sach chang cé cdi trang chi dan, cdi vit tong
pham duy nhdt cho cdu chuyén tinh cua anh. Voi mot tay, anh lat cao co do
Jjacket, trong khi tay kia mo cuon s6 ra; roi bdt dau doc nhitng chit ma anh tirng
nhiéu lan doc truoc kia, nhung chang chit ndao tham vao éc, cho dén khi déi
mdt ndng chiu va cdi dau guc xuong trude ngiec.

Dang mo mang theo ban tay diu dang cua cé gai mon tron mai toc thi anh
chot tinh va nhdn ra rc%ng Xy dang ldc vai anh:

“Anh oi! Da khuya roi, ching t6i phai dong cira quan.

Allen dui mdt dimg lén, nhét cudn sé vdo trong tiii xach. Qudn trong khong.
Xy dirng canh anh cho doi trong luc anh cai gidy kéo do khodc, xong vac cai tui
lén vai va loang choang buéc ra khéi civa, miéng lam bam 101 tir gid Xy.

Tam tri Allen van cir bi xoay vong bdi ¢é gdi véi diéu thubc la. Nang da
khéng quay lai, anh nhdn biét trong cam twong dau nhoi mot chiit, roi bdt dau
tw hoi, khong biét moi nguoi cé ting dimg ve phia anh khong. Lé ra anh phai
nhdn thire rang cé thé co gdi khong muon bo phi di mot diéu thuéc ld nén da
chon anh boi vi anh ngoz gan nang nhat, dang ndy, mét cach cuong diéu, anh
lai cam thay minh la doi twong nan nhdn cia sy choc gheo dc déc cua cé gdi,
va ctia moi nguwoi. Ngay mai, anh nghi mét cach day thi hdn, ngdy mai ta sé bo
di va khéng bao gio quay lai thanh phé dang ghét nay nita. Voi y nghi do, anh
di lang thang trong dém, gian dir trong noi that vong va tirc buc, tam thoi quén
di rang anh khéng biét sé di vé dau.

Trong qudn café mo t6i, Xy dang ban don dep cdi ban Allen da ngoi. Nang
sua lai khan trai ban, kéo nhitng cdi ghe cho ngay ngdn. Dung mot cdi gié wot,
nang hat di moi ddu vét ciia nhitng miéng banh vun. Sau cung, voi cir chi nhanh
nhen, Xy trit sach cdi gat tan day nhitng que diém da chdy va cdc mdu thuéc ld
thira vao trong thiing rdc. Xong tat hét dén, chi chira lai mot dnh trang mo trén
mat ban, tran trui, nhw thé chira tueng co ai ngo”‘i o do.

»»

(Viét trong thang Tw 2009)
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