RECONSTRUCTION

(Tran Nghi Au Co)

“He's gone,” my mother says.

I can't believe it, my father has left me. The first things that crosses my
mind was, “Was it something I did? Did he hate me? Why?” That was the most
important one, why? Was it because of the other woman?

Now, nearly 8 years later, I'm almost 16. My father is a forgotton memory
of yesterday. I can remember a thing or two about him, I was 8. What did you
expect me to remember?

Sure, I wonder sometimes, you know, about how things would have ended
up if he hadn’y left. If he stayed, would we have been happier or worse off?
Would my mom still have to suffer the nights of knowing his heart was gone
for another? Oh! What if I hadn’t been born! Was this really all my fault? It
was the question that I’ve thought of. I did. Probably for the first two or three
years | did, but after that, my heart started to toughen. All the things that he’s
done to me, the things he’s put my mother and me through. It was all becoming
a routine.

Eight years was a long time to be wallowing in selfpity, you know. I just
stop, realizing that there are others in worst conditions than I. I wasn’t the only
one with a broken family. I don’t hate my father. He’s just a shadow of
someone I used to love. I understood with a sad realization that that was how it
was going to be. There was nothing I could to do change it. He was gone. He
was always like a mystery to me, my dad. A mystery not like something I want
to know about.

All through my childhood, the one I remember most is my mother. She was
always there, screaming, laughing, yel- ling, caressing, smiling, but I have no
memory of her crying. Never. At times, I could sense her devastation, I could
feel her tears, but I could never see them. I knew they were there, with the
instincts of a child, I knew. She hid her emotions well, yet not so well, for I
could always tell how she was feeling. Maybe it was because I knew her so
well, I knew her every move, everything she did had a reason, and I knew how
to decipher all of them.

She wasn't beautiful. But she had something, just bright-ness in her that
shines out. She was special, unique. She has an artistic look, all around her,
surrounding her that caught everyone's eyes. When she walked down a street,
heads turn, hearts offerred. Everyone loved her.

I admit there were times when I was selfish, wanting to keep her all to
myself, never letting any man come between us. I was, and still am; an ignorant



child, only wanting my mother for myself. I have little memory of my dad, so
in my mind, it was always my mother and I. Sometimes she would get angry
and tell me that she was my prisoner, that I didn't let her have her freedom. If
that's true or not, I don't know. I guess it could be true. But the reason is
because I loved her so much, I don't think any man could deserve to have her
heart. She was too high, higher than any man could ever reach. Is that
selfishness? Or is it love? I didn't think even my father had deserved her.

To me she was like a star, or the moon, too high for anyone to reach. Even
I, her daughter, couldn't reacher her. So I concluded that no man ever could.
She told me she would never leave me like my father did.

She told me that [ would always be her soul, her light. I wanted to believe
her, and I think I did. I lived in 8 years in blissful ignorance, thinking that no
one could ever take her away from me.

Then I met him. A photographer. Unique in his own way. I saw him last
summer for the first time, Dalat, Viet Nam. He was like a kid yet like an old
man at the same time. A grown man with a black long, stringy hair. At first
glimpse, one might think of him to be a hermit. He walks swift and fast, head
bent down. His eyes are shap, ready to notice anything, camera in hand. A true
artist! I don’t think he knows his talent, or if he does, he shows no sigh of
acknowledgement. He has earned the reputation of a lunatic. A man too
absorbed in his work. He talks to no one and notices no one, yet when my mom
walked in to that coffee shop, he saw her.

At first it isn't anything, they were just friends. He was my uncle. I have to
admit I was scared of him at first. His ways of thinking were very eccentric. His
words are full of dreamy and faraway things. What really scrared me was that |
understood what he was saying. His thoughts and ideas. Even from our first
conversation, the things he said, they made perfect sense to me. Before that
moment, the only person who really understood my emotions as well as I do
was my mother.

A year flies by. They grew closer, and we got to go visit him, this summer
and the next summer. I sense the chan- ges. Though I'm almost 16, I still have
the instincts of a child, and I dare to tell that there's something new.

Maybe this is just a story of my mother, a violinist, a writer. My dad was a
poet, you know. They fitted, my mother and dad, but their bond wasn’t strong
enough. Here, in that small cafe one afternoon, she met another, a man holding
the other half of her soul. Two artist meeting at last, just as destiny planned. I
couldn't express how I felt, happy, sad, I don't know. There was shock,
amazement. There was also a desire. A desire to have a dad, a real dad, one that
loves me. One that is compatible with my mother. A man that has that strength
to reach my mother. A man “tall” enough for her. Rare, a man that can satisfy
all those requirements, and if he can pass all my mother's expectations, and



most important, mine, then he is the one. He and my mother were perfect
together.

Sure, he's got faults, but what human doesn't? I think it's finally time for my
mother to start over, and maybe I should, too. What's more important is, he's
“tall” enough for my mother and I. That's all I really need. I love him, and he is
my father.

(Cali, Aug. 17/2003)
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SU TAI TAO

(TTBG chuyén Viét ngir)

"Bé dd di roil” me t6i noi.

T6i khéng thé tin diéu bé t6i da tir bo t6i. Y twong dau tién xet qua éc la
cdu héi, ¢é phdi t6i da lam diéu gi sai? Hay bo ghét t6i? Tai sao? P6 méi la
diéu quan trong nhat, tai sao? Hodc éng bé di vi mot nguwoi dan ba khdc?

Bay gio, 8 ndm tréi qua, t6i dd gan 16 tuéi. Nhing ky niém vé bé dd bi xéa
nhoa trong éc. Téi chi cé thé nhé déi diéu vao lic t6i 8 tudi. Va nao ai c6 thé
cho doi mét dira nhé nhitng gi hon thé chir? Péi khi t6i ciing ngac nhién ti hoi
moi s € ra sao néu toi khéng bo di nhir vay? Néu éng & lai, liéu rang ching
16i ¢6 sung suwong hon khong, hay cang thém dau kho? Va me téi ¢6 van bi day
v hang dém khi ma trdi tim nguoi chong ba da danh cho mét phy nit khac?

Oi! Gid gi t6i ding dwoc sinh ra! Tat cd c¢é phdi do tir t6i? D6 la cdu hoi
16i tirng dat trong 6c. That thé. Nhueng chi mét hai nam dau théi, sau dé trdi tim
16i bat dau cung manh. Moi diéu bé da lam trén me va t6i déu chi la mot su lap
di ldp lai dén khién tam hon t6i thanh chai cing.

Tam nam qud that la dai trong sw dam chim theo néi tw thirong xét ldy
minh. T6i dam nhdn thire rang cé nhiéu dira tré khdc kho hon téi nita. Khéng
phai mot minh toi moi la dwa con cua mét cudc hon nhdn tan vé. Toi khong con
ghét b6 téi. Ong chi la cdi béng mo ciia mét con nguoi téi da timg yéu thuwong.
V&i mét nhén thire buén rau, t6i hiéu moi chuyén déu di an bai. Téi khong thé
lam gi khdc. Ong dd bé di han. Nguoi cha t6i bdy gio da tré nén mét néi bi dan
dé{ Voi t6i. Noi bi an khéng giong véi nhitng diéu bi dn t6i thuong té mo muon
biet.

Trong sudt thoi tho du, diéu 1om nhat chiém hiwu t6i la ngwoi me. Me tdi
luén luon hién hiru, la 16i, cuoi dua, ve vuét, nhung toi khong hé thcfy ba khoc.
Chura bao gio. Thinh thoang t6i ciing cé thé cam ra s tuyét vong ciia me téi, ¢é
thé nhén thirc nhitng giot nwéc mdt me, nhwng chwa hé nhin thdy ching. Di
vdy, voi cdi tryc gidac cua mot dira tré, toi biét nhitng giot I¢ van ¢é thét ¢ doé.
Me t6i gidu moi cam xiic ciia minh mét cdch tai tinh, nhung ciing khéng qua



dwoc mat toi boi téi luén luon co thé hiéu ro ba dang nghi gi. Co lé vi toi biet
ba qua ranh, biét tirng cw dong, tat ca moi cai gi ba hanh xw déu co nguyén
nhdn, va toi biét cach dé xét doan tat ca chung.

Me t6i khong phai la nguoi dan ba dep, nhung ba co cdi gi do nhu thé mot
su sang loa toa chzeu tir con nguweoi me. Ba rat dic biét, khéng giong ai hét. Cdi
vé nghé si da bdt mat moi nguwoi. Khi me di trén pho, ai ciing quay dau nhin va
muén lam quen. Tdt ca déu thich me téi.

T6i phdi thii nhdn, thinh thodang téi ciing ich ky muén giit me cho riéng téi
va khéng bao gio muon cé mét nguoi dan éng nao chen vao giita cude doi hai
chiing t6i hét. Téi van la mét dira tré ngoc nghéch chi muon me cho riéng minh.
T6i c6 rat it ky niém vé bo, vi vdy trong dc téi, bao gio ciing déu la t6i va me.
C6 déi khi me téi ciing néi gidn bdo rang ba la nguwoi tix ciia t6i, rang téi khéng
dé cho me tw do. Téi khéng biét diéu @6 diing hay sai, nhwng dodn rang la tht.
Nhung béi vi téi yéu me rdt nhiéu, téi khong nghi sé cé nguwoi dan éng ndo
xitng ddng dé dwoc ¢é ba. Ba cao qud, cao hon bat cir nguoi dan éng nao cé
thé véi téi. Vay, d6 cé phdi la long ich ky khéng? Hay la tinh thieong? Téi nghi,
ngay ca bé téi ciing khéng ximg dang véi ba. Vi vdy ma ong bo ra di?

Voi toi, ba la vi sao, la anh trang, nhitng thw qud cao cho moi nguoi voi
toi. Ngay cd toi, con gdi ba, ciing khong thé voi. Cho nén t6i két ludn chang bat
cir nguoi dan ong nao co thé lam diéu voi noi trén.

Me t6i bdo rang sé chang bao gio tir bé téi nhw bé téi di bé. Ba néi, t6i
mdi mdi la linh hon ciia ba, la dnh sang doi ba. Téi mudn tin 1oi ba, va t6i nghi
la t6i da tin. 8 nam t6i song trong sw ngdy ngéc mot cach hanh phic rang
khéng bdt cit ai ¢é thé dem me téi di xa khoi t6i.

Thé roi téi gdp chii dy. Mt nhiép anh gia. Péc ddo trén con dwong nghé
thudt riéng. Lan dau téi gdp chii la vao mia hé ndm ngodi tai Dalat, VN. Chii
giong nhw mot dira tré ma ciing nhw mét nguoi dan ong rat gia dan. Mot con
nguweoi ¢é mdi téc dai mau den. Tir cdi nhin dau tién, nguoi ta c6 thé nghi rang
chii la mét nha tu dan dat. Chit buGce di thdt nhanh, dau ciii xuéng. Béi mdt chi,
sdc, san sang dé bdt chop bat cir diéu gi, chiéc mdy anh cam tay.

D6 la mot nghé st that sw. Toi khong nghi chii biét chii la nguwoi ¢é tai, hay
néu cé thi chii ciing chdang hé t6 ra dau hiéu ndo vé diéu biét dy. Chii lai bi
tiéng la mot ngueoi khing nita chir! Mot con nguoi qud say mé céng viée, khong
tro chuyén véi ai, khong leu ¥ dén ai.

Vay ma khi me téi budc vao qudn café dé, chii d nhén biét ra me ngay.

Thoat dau khong co gi ca, ho chi la ban cua nhau. T6i nght vé chii nhw mét
ngueoi chii. Toi phdi néi that, lic dau t6i c6 so chii. Cdi 16i suy nghi cia chii
thdt la ky di. Loi néi chi thi ddy méng mi xa xéi. Diéu lam cho téi s nhdt
chinh 1a vi t6i hiéu rat ré nhing diéu chii néi. Tw twéng va si suy nghi. Ngay tir
lan thir nhdt tro chuyén, nhitng diéu dy téi déu hiéu hoan toan. Trudc kia,
nguoi duy nhat hiéu dwoc moi cam xuc cua toi chi la me toi.



Mot nam sau, ho than nhau hon. Chung 6i tro vé Dalat tham chu, mua hé
ke tiép. T6i cam twéng nhw cé cdi gi thay doi, di rang da gan 16 tuéi ma téi
van con c6 cdi triee gide ciia mot diva tré. Téi dam néi chdc rang giita ho di c6
cdi gl moi xay ra.

Cé thé day chi la cau chuyén cua me t6i, mot nha van, mot nhac st dan vi
cam. Bé téi la mot thi si. Hai nguoi ciing hap véi nhau, nhing khéng dii manh.
O day, tai qudn café nho nay, mot budi chiéu, me t6i gdp mét nguoi khdc,
nguoi da nam gitk that sy nwa manh hon kia ciia ba. Sw gdp go ciia hai nguoi
nghé si, giong nhw mot sdp bay ciia dinh ménh.

Toi khong thé dién ta cam nghi minh ra sao, vui swéng hay buon ba, toi
khéng biét. Nhung da c6 mot sw kinh ngac. Pong thoi ciing la mét néi wéc ao.
Sw ao woc co dwoc mot nguoi cha, mot nguoi cha thdt su, con nguoi sé yéu
thwong 16i, con ngueoi cé thé sanh ngang hang véi me téi, con nguoi c6 di sikc
manh dé véi téi ba, con nguoi cao viea du cho ba.

T6i nght chung toi da tim ra con nguoi do. Chu va me toi that thich hop
cho nhau. Rdt khé dé cé dwege mot ngueoi ¢ thé théa man tdt ca nhitng doi héi
nhw thé. Va néu nhw ¢é ai dé vuot tréi duwoc moi néi mong cho cua me t0i, va
quan trong hon hét, cia toi, thi ngwoi dé chinh la chii.

Han nhién, chii ciing c¢é nhitng khuyét diém, nhwng lam nguwoi ai ma chang
the. T6i nght ddy la lan cuoi cho me toi bat dau lai tat ca moi sw. Va co thé
cting la cho ca toi nita.

Con gi hon chut, chu cao vira du cho ca ba lan téi. Do la tat ca diéu toi
muon. Toi thuwong chu, nguoi bo cua toi.
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