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Truyén ngan

TRUONG CA CANH DONG
HOA VANG

Tém tit cot truyén

Chuyén xe lira chay vong quanh cudc doi va dung lai trén mot
san ga trong budi chiéu 1ong gi6, mau ning vang hanh ¢ mot
ngay trong thu. Chuyén xe lira dimg lai gitra mot khong gian
quanh qué, & mot noi ma lim nguoi khong biét dau la dau.
Mot vai hanh khach am thdm budc xudng va mot vai ngudi
khac ciing lang 1& budc 1én, khong ai nghe tiéng chao hoi ciing
chang ai nghe tiéng gia tir nao. Giita khong gian ving ling do,
mat nguoi trung nién vai mang ba-16 nhu mot chang lang tu,
theo chan moi ngudi bude xudng san ga ma khong hé dinh
trude.

Gitra tranh t0i tranh sang cua budi chiéu vang, mot thicu phu
khong biét tir dau cling vura bude tdi... Véi sudi toc dai den



muot, pht ngap doi bo vai thon nho va d6i mét tinh anh nhung
duom day xa ving. Vé dep ciia nang lung linh nhu nhiing hat
nang chiéu rung xudng san ga, chan budc khoan thai, len lich
gitra dong nguoi. Du vay, trong nang khong c6 vé gi dua don
chd doi ai; thé nhung nang cir dwa chan budce t6i vé hudng
nguoi dan 6ng dang ngo ngac nhin quanh. Bén mét gip nhau
va dung lai trén nhau kha lau. Du trong than thai bat dinh
nhung hanh dong cta hai nguoi nhu ¢é vé da quen biét nhau
tir bao gio. Anh mét quyén luyén cua ho doi di roi trd lai rdi
lai doi di... D& r6i, khi ho dan budc nguoc chiéu nhau, chiéc
khin quang cua thiéu phy vo tinh bi gié tung bay, vudng 1én
vai 40 cua nguoi khach la. B6n mét lai nhin nhau, ca hai cung
mim cudi! Ho trao d6i véi nhau mot didu gi d6 va rdi, khong
c6 ai bao ai, ca hai nguoi cing nhau roi sin ga vé phia canh
ddng hoa vang bao la dang né ruc rd ca troi chiéu bén ngoai
ga ving.

Ho di bén nhau, tham thi thu thi nhu d6i tinh nhan huéng vé
vo dinh trong budi chidu ning nhat. Bdng nhién nguoi dan ong
nam l4y ban tay nho nhan, xinh xin, hoi lanh lanh ciia ngudi
dan ba, ho kéo nhau vut chay vé huéng ngon ddi thp xa xa
khi hoang hén roi dan trén canh ddng hoa vang ménh mong
nhung diy huyén bi...

* sk ok

Sang hom sau khi chang thie day... TAt ca déu quanh véng.
Chang chay quanh nha dé chi nghe tleng goi cua co don cung
v6i tiéng sudi roc rach bén ngoai, tiéng gio thi tham trén canh
cay k& 1a nhu cung nhau hgp xudng ban tinh ca ly biét!

..Nhiéu nam sau, chang lang tir 1ai nhan dugc mot phong thu
tur canh dong hoa vang, trong d6 chi von ven mot bai tho:



TU CANH PONG HOA

Thoi gian troi, troi hoai nhu mong woc
Tue Ly nhin mdy gidng xdm cudi troi dong
Nika doi em thdt roi soi chi hong

Huong ngot dding loi yéu thwong da hira
Giot swong sa lan dai trén khung cua

Vé bong nguoi thwong nhé, ddu yéu oi
Ngueoi van xa, em van cir choi voi

O mét géc ngéng trong vé mot géc

C6 déi liic nhé anh buén mudn khée
Nhueng trdi ngang rung day 16i em di
Biét lam gi véi mét nhanh tinh si

BG6 khong thé ma ém cham... cang khéng thé!

Short Story

A Saga Of The Yellow Flower Field

Plot Summary

A train runs its endless loop through life and comes to a gentle
stop at a quiet station on a breezy afternoon, bathed in the crisp
golden sunlight of deep autumn. It halts in a lonely, nameless
place where many wouldn’t know where they are if they
stepped down. A few passengers silently disembark while a
few others wordlessly board; no greetings are exchanged, no



farewells heard. Amid this stillness, a middle-aged man, a
wanderer with a backpack slung over his shoulder, steps off
the train without having planned it.

In the half-light of the golden dusk, a woman appears as if out
of nowhere. Her long, sleek black hair spills over her slender
shoulders; her bright eyes sparkle yet are tinged with a distant
sorrow. Her beauty shimmers like drops of the setting sun
scattering across the platform, her steps graceful as she
weaves through the dispersing crowd. She does not seem to be
waiting for anyone, yet her feet lead her straight toward the
bewildered man scanning the empty station.

Their eyes meet and hold, longer than either expects. Though
their expressions are hesitant, their actions seem guided by a
long-forgotten bond. Their gazes drift apart, return, drift apart
again... until a sudden breeze lifts the woman’s scarf and it
flutters onto the stranger’s shoulder. Their eyes meet once
more, and they smile at each other. A few quiet words pass
between them, words meant for no one else... And then, they
start leaving the station together, side by side, walking toward
the vast, golden flower field that bursts into full bloom under
the late afternoon sky just beyond the empty platform.

They walk together, murmuring to each other like long-
separated lovers reunited in a tender twilight. Suddenly, the
man takes her delicate, slightly cool hand into his own.
Laughing, they break into a run toward a low, distant hill, as
dusk softly falls over the endless, mystical field of golden
flowers.



The next morning, when he wakes. ..

Everything is quiet and empty once more. He wanders around
the house only to hear the lonely voice of the brook
murmuring outside, and the whispers of the wind through the
trees and leaves, all blending into a farewell ballad for a love
that seems forever just beyond reach.

... Years later, the wanderer once again received a letter from
the golden flower field. Inside, there was nothing but a single
poem:

FROM THE FLOWER FIELD

Time drifts on and on, like dreams yet to be found.

1 brood beneath the winter sky, watching grey clouds crown.
Half my life I've tangled up this fragile red-threaded vow,
Sweet and bitter whispers of a love I still allow.

A drop of dew slides slowly down the window pane,
Sketching your shadow, beloved, through longing’s endless
rain.

You remain so far, and I drift in my lone space,

From my corner, I keep waiting for your hidden trace.

At times, missing you brings tears I can’t contain,

Yet crooked fate scatters thorns along my lane.

What can I do with this foolish branch of desire?

To cast it away, I cannot; to hold it close, I dare not aspire.



1

NHU CHUYEN LIEU TRAI

Khong c¢6 ké hoach, khong hé duy dinh, chi 1 mot khoanh khéc
bat chot, nhung siu
trong long t6i1 lai cam
thdy c6 mot dicu gi do
thoi thuc khong thé goi
tén. Nhat 1a khi doan tau
dung lai & mot san ga xa
la. Noi day, cach qué
huzong to1 ntra vong trai
: > : £ dat, chang mot nguoi
quen, ching chut dmh hudng, nhu’ng khi t6i dwra mét nhin qua
timg khung cira s6 thdy canh dong ménh mong vang dudi anh
nang chiéu nhu mot tim lya mong phii trim 1én cay 6. Bong
dung t6i dimg diy budc xudng san ga giita dong nguoi 1én
xudng. Anh ning chénh chéch nhu tan véo ting phién d4 san
ga da nhudm mau thoi gian.

Trudc mit toi trai rong mot canh dong hoa vang ryc rd, lung
linh nhu dang tw phat sang. T6i nhu bi théi mién, budc chan
bat giac tién vé ph1a nhiing sic hoa lay nhe trong gi6. Giira
dong nguoi 1én xudng, giita tiéng coi tau hu giuc g1a bdng anh
mit toi dau trén nu cudi cua mot c6 nuong tro dén.

Nang dén nhe nhu lan swong cudi chiéu, ta 4o trang lay dong
bén lan toc xda budng. Nu cudi nang nhu bip hoa vira hé nd
gitra nang chi€éu ém nhe; d61 mat nhu ho thu ngung dong ca
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bau troi. Toi khong thé khong budc lai gan, khong thé khong
cat 101 hoi han. Nang nhu khong la 1am, cling chang chut e de,
chi mim cuoi va gat dau chao thay cho 161 xa giao; d6i ma ung
hong, &nh mat nhin thdng vao t6i nhu da quen tu thud nao.
T61 ngude nhin canh dong hoa réi budt miéng noi:

“Canh dong hoa vang nay da giw chan toi o day.”

Nang mim cuodi nhung khong c¢6 vé ngac nhién lam:

“Toi ciing da thot lén loi ay khi toi noi nay cach day hon hai
muoi nam trudc’”’

“The co da biet ranh ré noi nay roi. Co co thé cung toi di dao
trong buoi chiéu hom nay?”

’

“Toi san long neu anh muon.’

Chi c6 thé, chung t6i cung sanh budc di vao canh dong hoa.
Hoa vang ngép 161, trai tham duéi chan. Gié thoang mui huong
nhe nhang, thom nhu lya méi, quyén trong méi toc nang, khién
to1 nhu trong con mong. Nang budc song song bén tdi cho toi
cam tuong nhu mot doi tinh nhan da biét nhau tir kiép nao. Tur
nu cudi, anh mat, mui huong cua nang, mdi mdi déu cho toi
cam giac than thiét, gan giii. Chung toi clr budc di, hudng vé
ngon doi thip thoang xa xa, xanh md dudi ning chidu nhu di
giita mot chén than tién nao do.

Bdng nhién trong tAm tri t6i thirc diy mot udc mo, “Udc gi ta
c6 thé nam gifra canh dong hoa va ngu dudi trang dém nay.”
T61 quay qua nhin nang khong no6i. Nang lai mim cuoi khé
bdo:



“Nha em ciing ¢ gan day thoi, bén chan doi noi co con suoi
chay roc rach bon mua.”

To61 khong chit nghi ngd nao nhung ciing giat minh, dudng
nhu nang doc duoc ¥ tudng siu kin cta t6i. Tu nhién t6i nim
lay tay nang:

“Em oi! Chung ta dang o trong mong hay thuc?”

V6i nu cudi toa sang, nang dam tham nim chit tay toi cling
budc di. Dén bén chan doi, noi c6 dong sudi nude trong veo
chay ri rao qua miy khe d4. Bét giac t6i 6m choang lay nang
cung luc nang ciing quin chit 14y toi, ngudc 1én, nhim mat.
T6i mé man hon vao d6i moi mong do doi cho, huong vi ngot
ngio ctia 1an moi lam té dai dau ludi.

Hoang hon xudng dan, nhuém anh chiéu 1én guong mit nang.
Béu troi cham cham chuyén sang sic tim, rdi anh tring dau
thang hién 1én noi chan doi. Chung t6i ngdi bén nhau trén mot
g0 dét thap, gi6 nhe thdi qua 1am rung rinh ta 4o va lam long
t6i rung 1én nhitng nhip diu dang. Nang ngdi tya vao vai toi
trong khi t61 hat nho nho, nhu 161 ru, mdt ban tinh ca xua cii.
D6i mit nang lim dim nhu dang di vao ¢5i mong; toi lai xoay
nguoi, hai tay ap hai bén ma nang, 1an da méat rugi cho téi cam
xuc dang trao. Va roi, ching toi ddm dudi hén nhau. ny hon
ngot diu nhu vira nhap phai chén rugu hong dao.

Dém 4y, tring sang ngap troi. Nang dua t6i vé mot ngdi nha
nho bén sudn doi, mai tranh don so, nhung anh trang roi dy
ngd trude vudn sau. Toi cam tudng minh khong con thude vé
thé gidi cii nita. Canh tay nang 1 khung troi, hoi tho nang la
huwong dém, va cian phong ay 1a thién duong toi chua timg nghi
dén. Nang gbi dau 1én vai toi, thi tham, “Trdi tim anh ddp rat



that nhung em lai c6 cam giac nhw minh dang mo”. Chung t6i
clr quan quit v6i nhau nhu khong ai mudn roi. Tiéng gio bén
ngoai xuyén qua canh cay ke 14 tao thanh nhirng &m thanh ma
quai nhu tiéng hat ru trong khi anh tring van soi huyén hoic.

Nhung binh minh dén nhu mot 16i canh tinh. Téi tinh giéc,
dua tay tim nang, chi thdy khoang khong lanh 18o. Ngoai
khung ctra, chim hot rdm ran, gi6 lay dong nhu thi tham diéu
gi t61 khong hiéu rd. Toi di tim khip noi va chi thdy mot birc
thu con wét muc, nhu thé nang vira méi roi di. Trong thu, nang
viét, “Néu con duyén, ta lai sé gdp ta. Chi can nhé canh dong
hoa vang sé van luén con dé.”

Toi quay vé san ga v6i long triu ning. Canh dong hoa vang
van ruc 1, van gi6 lay timg canh nho. Nhung nang thi khong
con. Chuyén tau moéi lai dén, ngudi dén ngudi di, khong ai hay
biét toi vira roi khoi mot ¢di mong dep dén nhuong nao. Toi
tu hoi liéu tat ca chi 1a mot giéc mo? Hay 1a mot sy thue mdng
manh gitra hai bo thyc 40? Dau thé nao, toi van sé quay lai noi
nﬁy, noi c6 hoa vang bét tan, c6 ngon ddi tho mong, co tiéng
sudi reo bdn mua; noi tung c6 mot anh mat, mot nu cudi, mot
dém trang huyén hodc khé quén. Néu con duyén, co 13... ta s&
lai gap nhau.

Vang em thuong, “Neu con co duyén, ta lai sé gap ta. Chi can
nho canh dong hoa vang sé van luén con do.”

Tau da roi san ga, toi cd tho du ra dé ngé vé phuong troi cil,
noi gidc mong dém qua van rat rao trong timg hoi tho, timg
thé thit. Vang, xa that rdi! Toi hit vao mot hoi dai, tw nhu,
“Poi khi, nhitng mdi tinh dep nhat... 1a nhimng diéu khong thé
nam giit.” Chi c6 thé tin, c¢6 thé nhd. Va chi c6 thé doi cho.



1
AS IF FROM FAIRY TALES

There was no plan, no intention, just a sudden moment, a
flicker of impulse. Yet somewhere deep inside, 1 felt an
unnamed urging. Especially when the train halted at a station
I had never seen before. This was a place halfway around the
world from my homeland, without acquaintances or
directions. But when I looked out through the train window, I
saw a golden field stretching endlessly beneath the afternoon
sun, like a silk veil draped over the earth. Almost without
thinking, I rose from my seat and stepped off the train amid
the stream of travelers. The slanted sunlight seemed to melt
into the timeworn stones of the station platform.

Before me lay a golden field, radiant and glistening as though
it generated its own light. I was spellbound. My feet moved
on their own toward the flowers that gently swayed in the
breeze. Amid the bustle and the shrill call of the departing
train, my eyes caught the smile of a young woman who
appeared as if conjured from the wind.

She came lightly, like the last mist of day. Her white dress
fluttered beside her flowing black hair. Her smile bloomed
like a flower under the gentle sunlight; her eyes were like
autumn lakes reflecting the whole sky. I couldn’t help but
approach her. I had to say something. She didn’t seem
surprised, nor even shy. She smiled and nodded, no small talk,



no hesitation, just a gaze that looked straight into mine, as if
we had known each other from a past life.

I glanced toward the flower field and found myself saying:
“This golden field... it held me here.”
She smiled again, unfazed:

“I also said those very words when I first came here, more
than twenty years ago.”

“Then you must know this place well. Would you walk with
me this evening?”

“I"d be happy to, if you wish.”

And just like that, we walked side by side into the flower field.
Yellow blooms blanketed the path beneath our feet. A soft
scent drifted through the breeze, like fresh silk, entangling
itself in her hair. I felt as though I were dreaming. She walked
beside me like a lover long-lost to time. Her smile, her eyes,
her fragrance... everything about her stirred a deep,
inexplicable intimacy.

We kept walking toward a far-off hill, hazy in the fading light,
like something from a heavenly realm. And suddenly, in my
heart, bloomed a quiet wish, “If only I could lie here in the
flowers and sleep beneath the moon tonight.”

I looked at her but said nothing. She turned and softly said:

“My home is nearby, just at the foot of that hill, where a
stream flows all year round.”

I wasn’t the least suspicious, but startled nonetheless, how had
she read my secret thought? Instinctively, I took her hand.



“Are we dreaming, my love? Or is this real?”

With a radiant smile, she gently clasped my hand and walked
on with me. At the foot of the hill, beside a crystal-clear stream
murmuring through stone, I embraced her, and she wrapped
herself around me, eyes closed, lips parted. I kissed her
fervently, her sweet mouth like wine numbing my tongue.

Twilight fell, bathing her face in golden hues. The sky shifted
from rose to indigo, and the first silver moon rose over the
hills. We sat together on a grassy knoll. The breeze stirred her
dress and stirred my heart. She rested her head on my shoulder
as I sang an old love song under my breath. Her eyes closed
slowly, as though drifting into dreams. I cupped her cool
cheeks in my palms, overcome with emotion. Then we kissed
again, deeply, helplessly, a kiss soft and warm as rose wine.

That night, the moon bathed the world in silver. She led me to
a modest home nestled into the hillside, thatched and humble,
but glowing under the moonlight. I no longer felt part of the
world I knew. Her arms were the sky, her breath the perfume
of night. That room, that moment, it was heaven itself.

She rested her head on my shoulder and whispered:

“Your heart beats so real... yet I feel as though ['m
dreaming.”

We clung to each other, not wanting to part. Outside, the wind
whispered through the trees like a lullaby sung by unseen
spirits, and the moonlight danced across the walls.

But dawn came like a warning bell.



I woke with a chill on my shoulder. I reached for her, but there
was nothing but air. Birds chirped beyond the window. The
wind rustled something I couldn’t name. 1 searched
everywhere, but all I found was a single note, ink still damp,
as though she had just left.

“If fate allows, we will meet again. Just remember—the
golden field will always be there.”

I returned to the station feeling a bit heavy-hearted. The flower
field still blazed bright, petals trembling in the breeze. But she
was gone. A new train arrived. People came and went, no one
knowing I had just stepped out of a dream more beautiful than
any I’d ever known.

I asked myself, “Was it truly a dream? Or some fragile truth
that flickers between two realms?

No matter. [ will return to the field of endless gold, the dreamy
hill, the singing stream. To that smile, that gaze, that moonlit
night, I will never forget.

Yes, my love.

“If fate allows, we will meet again. Just remember, the golden
field will always be there.”

As the train pulled away from the station, I leaned out,
searching for the sky where the dream still breathed in every
cell of my being. So far now... but still so near. I took a deep
breath and whispered to myself, “Sometimes, the most
beautiful love stories... are the ones we cannot hold. We can
only believe. We can only remember. And... we can only
wait.”



2
BONG NHIEN TUONG NGO

Sau dém trang huyén hoac noi canh déng hoa vang, t6i trd lai
vO1 cudc séng thuong nhat nhu mot ké di lac trong chinh doi
minh. Cong viéc vac nga voi, viét lach, nhitng chuyén di day
d6, nhitng budi hoi hop. .. tit ca déu ling dang nhu nhing ang
may chiéu bay trén bau troi cao qua khu rimg thong bat ngan,
cung voi tiéng gi6 rat rao nhu ru hon t6i chim sau vao nhiing
con mdng mi.

Thinh thoang, trong nhiing gidc ngl ngin chap chon, toi lai
thdy minh dtng noi san ga 4y, tau van lan banh, hoa van vang
ménh mong, nhung hinh anh nang da tan vao gid. To6i thuong
choang tinh bat chot trong gidc nga khong yén binh hang dém,
1ong bdi hdi luyén tiéc.

Ngay qua ngay, t6i van giit
14 thu nang dé lai. Mau
muc van thom huong gidy
moi, nét chit nghiéng mém
nhu chinh gigong nodi
nang. “Néu con duyén, ta
sé lai gdp ta. Chi can nhé
canh dong hoa vang sé luén con dé.”

’

Cau viét 4y nhu mot soi chi mong manh giir toi khong dut lia
khoi ky trc diéu voi kia. Toi cat thu trong ngan ban ngi, noi
chi minh t6i biét. Bat ctr khi ndo méi mét, toi lai md ra nhin
dé tiép tuc mong mo, dé bdi hoi tiéc nho. ..
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R6i mot budi chiéu gén cudi ha, khi toi dang ngéi mot minh
trong cin gac ving noi ring thong, bén khung cira sd nhin ra
san co con lap lanh nuéc sau con mua gidng, chudng cira reo
1€n, 6ng buu dién trao cho t61 mdt thu bao dam. Bén trong thu
chi vén ven vai chit, “Em sé ghé tham anh khi thu chom sang,
trong dip di cong tac nuoc ngoai.”

Tim t61 dap loan nhip. T6i doc di doc lai nét chir than quen,
long v6 cung phan kich. “Chém thu sang” ciing khong con
bao lau nira... T6i voi va hoi am,

“Em o1 chin doi muwoi trong,

Twong nhw chiéc 1 giita dong doi tréi.

Con gi vui hon em oi!

Chung minh sanh buéc chung doi... ron rang.”

Ca budi toi hom Ay, t6i khong con nghi duge gi khac. Trude
khi ngu, ban tay t6i run run mé ngan kéo ban ngu ldy thu cii
ra doc, “Néu con duyén, ta sé lai gdp ta...” Toi Ap hai 1a thu
trén nguc, nam bang khuang suy nghi vé dém tring vang, canh
dong hoa, suon ddi, cin nha nho giita canh dong bén canh
dong sudi nho... va tai nhu ving nghe tiéng sudi reo roc rach
dua t6i chim vao gidc ngii bénh bong.

Thang Tam, 14 bit dau rét vang sém hon moi nam, nhu thé
mua thu dugc bao trude. Téi bo qua nhiing ban biu khong
dang, bét di nhiing cudc hdi hop, chi dé dan long san sang don
nang. T6i nhu ké dang cho doi mot sy mau nhiém rét xuéng
bat ctr luc ndo ma chang thé chia sé véi ai.

Cubi cing rdi nang ciing dén nhu con mua gidng bat chot mua
he. Téi ra san ga don nang. Nang budc ra bén doi, vai khoac
40 khoac dai, khin quang vit ho trén bd vai manh mai. Nhin



thiy t6i, nang nd nu cudi cii... nu cudi khién toi quén hét moi
thir chung quanh. Roi nhimg nu hon ndng nan, ddm dudi.
Vong tay 6m ca hai that chat nhu 6m giit mot thir quy gia nhat
trén doi. Hoi 4m cua nang tan vao da thit t6i, that nhu dém
trang xua, that nhu mui téc, mui da thit ma to6i chua tung
quén. .. cho t&i khi ¢o tiéng coi xe dimg doi phia sau.

T6i tinh dua nang vé goc rimg théng noi t6i &, nhung chot dbi
¥, dua nang dén thing quan ruou bd song, noi dém dém co tau
thuyén cap bén, timg doi timg cip diu nhau trén khoang duong
gd dan vao bo, hodc nga nghiéng diu nhau tré lai nhitng con
tau dimg doi giita dém khuya. D6 12 mot budi chiéu xam lanh,
suong giang lang dang bén song.

Chung t6i cing nhau di bo doc bd séng, diu nhau trén chiée
cau gb xinh xan, dimg ngam dong song ling 1o nhu dang di
vao gidc ngi. Hoi swong mang chut lanh lanh, nang di sat vao
t6i, ban tay nam ldy ban tay, di timg budc nho, khong ai néi
vo1 ai mot 101.

DPugc mdt luc thi ching t6i budc vao mdt quan rugu. Buodi
chidu ém dén la. Suong gidng giang cho khung canh mo 4o
thém. Tiéng nhac 14 loi cia quan rugu, nhiing chiéc dau cui
sat vao nhau thi thim thi thim... Nang ciing ngdi sat vao toi,
ban tay ludn dudi 16p 4o khoac, khé dit 1én ngyc toi.

“Tim anh van dap manh nhu dem ay.”

“Vi chwa bao gio anh nging nho em.”

Nang khong tra 101, chi tya dau 1én vai t61, mat lim dim, nhu
chon cii, nhu ny hon cii, nhu mot cdi mdng toi ting di lac.
Khi quan rugu [én den, t6i diu nang ra khoi khong gian am ap
ay di vé cho dau xe. Bén ngoai, suong dém roi trang bo vai



nang. T6i kh€ hdi nang c6 lanh khong; nang tra 161 khong lanh
nhung muodn t6i 6m nang trong vong tay hudng ve bén dau.

T6i dua nang vé cin nha nho bén dong sudi can & mot goc
rung thong. T6i dat vali nang canh givong, thao khan quang
cd, thao ca ndi budn cii ra khoi bd vai nang.

Dém 4y, chiing t6i lai yéu nhau nhu chua hé ¢6 chia ly. Tiéng
tho, tiéng rén, tiéng goi tén nhau hoa cung tiéng 14 co vao
khung cira sd, tiéng gi6 xuyén qua khe ctra. T6i nim sat bén
canh nang, tay trong tay, nham mét... Chéc chdc toi lai hé mat
nhin nang, nang ciing nhim mat nhung khong ai di vao giac
ngil. Duong nhu ching toi cing s cai hién thuc s& bién méat
khi tinh gi4c, so hoi 4m nay chi 1a a0 anh phu du.

Nang vong tay 6m t6i, thi tham:

“Em khéng muén di dau nita, dém nay...”

T6i yén tim chop mat sau nhitng cudng loan 4i tinh.
Nhung. .. thoi gian khong chidu long ngui.

Binh minh rén rén tr¢ minh. Nhitng tia sing dau ngay soi roi
xuyén qua rung thong, tiéng chim kéu riu rit sau vuon. Téi md
mat, thady nang da ngo6i bén mép givong, mac lai chiéc vay
trang mong, d61i mat xa xam nhu dang nhin xuyén qua 16p kinh
dong hoi suong.

“Em lai di sao?”

Nang gat nhe, khong quay lai. T6i ngdi ddy, 6m nang tur phia
sau, siét chit dén ndi tudng minh cé thé giam niang & day,
trong budi sdng lanh nay, mai mai.



Nhung hoi 4m nang dan truot khoi tay toi nhu nude chay qua
ghénh da.

“Em phai di. Pung hoi vi sao. Dung giit em.”

“Nhung lan ndy... em hita quay lai chir?”’

Nang khong tra 161. Chi kh& cham moi 1én moi t61, roi chi mat,
budc ra khoi can phong, nhe nhu bong chim sap khuat bong
troi xa. DU biét cai gi dén s& dén, nhung t6i van thang thot
ding lang mat lac roi theo nang ra xe, dua nang trd lai san ga.

Con dudng t6i san ga hom nay nhu ngin hon thudng 18. Toi
¢d cham lai cho thoi gian cham lai, nhung chép mat d3 dén
noi. T6i bude theo nang ra khoi xe. Triu mén 6m hén nhau
thém mot luc roi nang vudt khoi vong om, lang lang xach hanh
ly budc di, khong thém mot 101 gia tur, cling khong mot anh
nhin ngodi lai, méc cho to6i cd Véy tay bin rin gia tur.

Khi tro vé phong, toi lai tim thdy mot manh gidy nang dé dudi
gbi, “Néu con duyén, ta lai sé gip ta. Canh dong hoa ving
van luén con d@é.” Gibng hét cau chit nim nao. Gidng hét giic
mo cii. Chi c6 t6i 1a khac, mdi ngay qua 1a gia thém mot chut,
moi thém mot kiép doi cho véi hy vong con gip lai nhau.
Khi miia déng go cira, t6i van gitt &m cho minh bang niém tin
mong manh dy. Téi bat dau viét lai tit ca vé canh dong hoa
vang, vé 4nh trang tan, vé nu hon bén dong subi, bén bo song,
trong quan rugu, can nha nho cta hai nira dia cau; vé huong
thom mui toc, hoi thd trong dém qua hai lan gip gd.

Va tdi tin, chi can con mot ngudi giir mong, thi mong s& khong
bao gio tan.

Va néu con duyén, em oi... ta lgi sé gap ta.



2
AN UNEXPECTED REUNION

After that enchanting moonlit night in the golden flower field,
I drifted back to my everyday life like a wanderer lost in his
own existence. Work weighed heavily on my shoulders,
writing, traveling here and there, endless meetings... all of it
felt as fleeting as afternoon clouds drifting high above the vast
pine forest, mingling with the whispering winds that lulled my
soul deeper into its daydreams.

Sometimes, in restless short naps, I would find myself
standing again at that same train station. The train still
rumbling on, the flowers still stretching endlessly and golden,
but her image had dissolved into the wind. I would often wake
up abruptly in the dead of night, my heart aching with a wistful
longing.

Day after day, I kept the letter she had left behind. The ink still
carried the faint scent of fresh paper, the slanted strokes as
gentle as her voice. “If fate allows, we shall meet again. Just
remember, the golden flower field will always be there.”

Those words were like a fragile thread keeping me tethered to
that distant, miraculous memory. I hid the letter in my
nightstand drawer, known only to me. Whenever exhaustion
weighed me down, I would open it, read it again, and allow
myself to dream, to feel the ache of longing all over again...

Then, one late summer afternoon, while I sat alone in my quiet
attic in the pine forest, staring out the window at the grass yard



still glistening after a sudden thunderstorm, the doorbell rang.
The postman handed me a registered letter. Inside were just a
few words, “I will visit you when early autumn comes, during
my overseas business trip.”

My heart raced wildly. I read her familiar handwriting over
and over, my soul brimming with excitement. “Early
autumn” would come soon enough... I hurried to reply:

“My love, I have waited so long,

drifting like a lone leaf down life’s river.

What could be more joyful, my love!

We shall walk side by side again... full of bliss.”

That entire evening, I could think of nothing else. Before I fell
asleep, my trembling hands opened my nightstand and took
out her old letter, “If fate allows, we shall meet again...” 1
pressed the two letters to my chest, lying awake, lost in
thoughts of that golden moonlit night, the flower field, the
hillside, the little house by the murmuring stream... and my
ears seemed to catch the gentle gurgling of the water, lulling
me into a drifting sleep.

By August, the leaves began to turn yellow and fall earlier
than usual, as if autumn were sending an early sign. I brushed
aside trivial tasks, skipped needless meetings, and told myself
to be ready to welcome her. I felt like a man waiting for a
miracle to fall into his hands at any moment, unable to confide
this secret hope to anyone.

At last, she came like a sudden summer storm. I went to the
station to meet her. She stepped out of the glass door, a long
coat draped over her shoulders, a scarf loosely resting on her



delicate frame. When she saw me, she gave me that old
familiar smile, the smile that made me forget everything else.
Oh, those fervent, consuming kisses! Our embrace tightened
as if we were holding the most precious thing in the world.
Her warmth melted into my skin, as real as that moonlit night,
as real as the scent of her hair and skin that I had never
forgotten... until the honk of the waiting car behind us pulled
us back to reality.

I had thought to take her back to my cabin hidden in the pine
forest, but on an impulse, I brought her straight to the riverside
wine bar, where boats dock every night and couples sway
hand in hand along the wooden pier, or stagger back to their
boats waiting silently under the night sky. It was a grey, chilly
afternoon, mist drifting lazily along the river.

We walked together along the riverside, leaning into each
other on the quaint wooden bridge, watching the sleepy river
flow by. The mist carried a hint of chill. She pressed close to
me, her hand nestled in mine, step by step, neither of us
speaking a word.

After a while, we walked into a wine bar. The evening was
strangely serene. The mist wrapped the scenery in a dreamlike
haze. The soft, playful music in the bar, the whispers of
couples leaning into each other... She pressed close to me, her
hand slipping under my coat, resting gently on my chest.

“Your heart still beats so strongly, just like that night,” she
murmured.

“Because I never stopped thinking of you,” I answered.



She didn’t reply. She just rested her head on my shoulder, eyes
half-closed, like the old place, the old kiss, like a dream where
I once lost myself.

When the wine bar lit up for the night, I guided her out of that
warm haven and back toward the car. Outside, the night mist
drifts white upon her shoulders. I asked softly if she was cold;
she shook her head but pressed closer, wanting my arms
wrapped around her as we headed back to the parked car.

I brought her to my small house by the dry stream at the edge
of the pine forest. I set her suitcase down by the bed,
unwrapped her scarf, and lifted away the old sorrow from her
slender shoulders.

That night, we made love to each other again as if there had
never been a parting. Our breaths, our moans, our cries of each
other’s name blended with the rustling leaves brushing the
windowpane, with the wind seeping through the gaps in the
door. I lay beside her, hand in hand, eyes closed... Now and
then, I peeked at her; she too kept her eyes closed, but neither
of us slept. It was as if we both feared that reality would vanish
at dawn, that this warmth was only a fleeting illusion.

She wrapped her arms around me, whispering:
“I don’t want to go anywhere tonight...”

I drifted off, at peace, after our storm of passion.
But... time is never merciful.

Dawn tiptoed in. The first light of day broke through the pine
trees, and birds chirped in the outside garden. I opened my
eyes and found her sitting at the edge of the bed, already



dressed in her thin white dress, her eyes far away as if staring
through the misted glass.

“Are you leaving again?” 1 asked.

She nodded slightly without turning back. I sat up, wrapped
my arms around her from behind, holding her so tight I
thought I could keep her here, forever, in this cold morning
light.

But her warmth slowly slipped through my arms like water
flowing over stones.

“I must go. Don’t ask why. Don’t hold me back.”
“But this time... promise you’ll come back again?”

She didn’t answer. She just brushed her lips against mine, then
lowered her eyes, stepped out of the room, silently as a bird
about to vanish into the faraway sky. Though I knew this
moment would come, I still stood frozen for a while before
following her to the car and driving her back to the station.

The road to the station seemed shorter than ever that day. I
tried to slow down, to drag time itself, but in a blink, we were
there. I stepped out of the car after her. We embraced and
kissed once more, tenderly, then she slipped from my arms,
quietly lifted her suitcase, and walked away without another
word of farewell, without a backward glance, leaving me
waving after her fading figure.

When I returned to my room, I found a slip of paper she had
left beneath my pillow, “If fate allows, we shall meet again.
The golden flower field will always be there.” The exact same
words from long ago. The exact same dream. Only I have



changed, each day I grow a little older, a little wearier with a
lifetime’s worth of waiting, hoping to meet again.

When winter knocks at my door, I keep myself warm with that
fragile hope. I begin to write it all down, about the golden
flower field, the melting moonlight, the kiss by the stream, by
the riverside, in the wine bar, the two little houses that bridges
two halves of the world; about the scent of her hair, the breath
of our nights through those two fleeting reunions.

And I believe, as long as one heart keeps the dream alive, the
dream shall never die.

And if fate allows, my love... we shall meet again.




3
THEM MOT LAN DUA TIEN

Sau khi bong nang mat hiit sau canh ctra phi truong, t6i budn
ba bude cham vé chd dau xe. Gioé som phi truong se lanh lua
vao ngudi khién ndi tréng trai bén trong cang loang rong hon.
C6 cude chia ly ndo khong budn. Budc chan bdng nghe ning.
T6i ngdi vao xe, tan ngan ngd qua chiéc ghé nang mai roi di,
dua tay wom vao chd ngdi di lanh. Mui nudc hoa vuong trén
¢d 4o len t6i mic voi lac sang som. To61 dong hét cira xe nhu
so mui huong than quen bay mat, ngdi lang mot lac, duwa mat
nhin khoang tréng ving ciia bii dau xe nhu thé cir chd thém
ddi chut, biét dau nang s€ dot ngdt quay lai, chay vé phia tdi,
6m cham lay, roi n6i, “Em khong di nira dau.”

Nhung tat ca chi 13 4o twong. To6i khe khé hat bai “Khic Nhac
Chia Ly” t6i viét ndm nao, “Chia tay hém nay bao gio ta gip
nita, anh van mo mang nghi dén cudc doan vién...” Moi thi
im lim, nhin d4u dau ciing phang phat mui ly biét.

T6i nd may xe quay vé. Hai bén duong, nhimg vat co cudi
mua d bat dau nga vang, mua Thu khong con bao xa. Toi tyr
hoi, khong biét trong cai ddu nho d6 dang nghi gi, c6 nhd dén
t6i nhu t6i dang nhé dén nang, c6 luyén tiéc nhu t6i dang luyén
tiéc?

Cin nha nho bén goc rimg thong lang 1& don toi trd vé. Téi mo
ctra, anh sang nhot nhat budi sang tran vao can phong day ap
ky niém. Mui huong cta nang nhu con phang phit chung
quanh. Budc vao phong ngti, moi thir van nguyén ven nhu lic
sang. Toi nam vét xudng giwdng, dap tim chian nang dip dém
qua nhu ¢6 tim hoi 4m ctia nang con sot lai. Pua tay mé ngin
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kéo ban ngu, 1iy hai to thu ctia nang. Hai to thu nhu mét, ciing
dong chir mém mai do, nét chit than quen do... ciing ndi dung
d6 ma toi da doc di doc lai ca tram 1an. .. roi ty hoi, biét duyén
¢6 con du dé gap lai nang khéng! Mo mo mang mang mét lic
rdi chim vao gidc ngu lic nao khong biét.

Khi bing tinh gidc, t6i ué oai dimg 1én mo ho hai canh cira s6
phong ngu. Anh ning nghiéng nghiéng cho t6i biét troi da vé
chiéu. Tdi budc ra phong khach, r6t cho minh mot ly ruou,
loai rugu nang timg nhip moi dém qua. Lai nhé nang, nhé
giong cudi khic khich khi t6i noi nhiing cau téu tao vo thuong
vO phat. T6i dua ly ruou 1én moi, ngira dau ung can. Men
rugu nong ran, chay xudng cd hong, sudi 4m phan ky trc dang
bét dau hoa da trong toi.

Tu nhién t6i muén viét mot bai tho. Pén bén chiéc ban gd
quen thudc, dat ly rugu sang bén, bat dén ban, léy giéy but ra
ngdi xudng bét dau viét. “Néu con duyén, ta lai sé gap ta.”
Cau chit dy, toi timg cudi ma doc, timg run tay ma ém sat vao
nguec, ting thudc 1ong nhu mot ciu kinh nhé dé xoa diu minh
nhirng dém c6 don. Vay ma gio day, nd nhu ludi dao cun ctra
dan niém hy vong von di mong manh.

T6i cham thém diéu thude, khoi thude quyén voi mui gd cil,
mui 14 thong ngoai cira s6 va huong toc nang chua kip tan. Toi
giui diéu thudc vao gat tan, roi cAm but 1én... Tl noi siu nhat
trong tiém thirc t6i nghe bdi hoi rung 1én.

Tien em di nghe noi buon vé ngang rat voi.

M0t cau bat ra, nhu tiéng thd dai téi ¢d ghim suot doc duong
ve. Tur d6, nhitng chir tiép theo clr tudn ra, ranh rot, dam mui
khoi thude va ndi tiéc nudi:



Mot loi tinh sao néi mdi van chuwa suon...

T6i nhin ra khung ctra s6. Bong hoang hon cudi ha da nhuom
vang 0i phuong troi tdy; nhitng chdi 14 thong run ry trudc
gi6. May trén troi nhu nhimg canh chim lac, bay vé phia troi
xanh xa vang. Moi thir nhu dong 16a véi ndi budn dang ning
triu trong 10ng nguc. Toi vung but viét tiép:

Trén troi xanh, mdy trang ciing van vieong
Troi lang dang qua vwon sau vang la

Vira moi gap, bay gio da hai nga

Va chiéu nay lai cach biét mudn tring.
Nhip tim yéu trong long ngue hdy con rung
Ma béng ddng em dé diam ngan xa khudt.

Nhé anh mét diu dang, nhé nu cudi mim, nhé vong tay 6m &
thém ga phi trudng. .. t6i nang ly ruou udng tréi niém nhung
nhé 16i lai cdm ci viét:

Tién em di nghe mach sau u udt

Muédn vé oa cing giot ndng rung ring.

Trén dwong vé hoa ld ciing bang khudng

Ping ngo ngdc trong sdc thu vang vot.

Ai ciing biét c6i nhén sinh béo bot

Tinh chiing minh lam sao biét vé ddu

Ai khéng mong tinh tham dam bén lau
Du cach biét hai phuwong troi thuong nho.

Tién em di bong long anh tran tré

C6 khi ndo la lan cudi khong em

Minh sé lam gi voi nhitng nho cung quén
Khi cay trui la dung bén bo suong gio



Biét la sé hai phwong troi vo vé

Ciing chan don goi chiéc nghi vé nhau
Hy vong chiing minh con ¢é lan sau
Nhue troi ddt hét dong xudn vé toi.

M3di cau tho 1a mot vét xudce cta ky we. Toéi nhé khoanh khéc
nang siét tay toi trén bac thém ga lanh, doi mit chua kip can
budn di voi quay di. Téi nhé hoi thd nang pha vao ¢ t6i dém
qua, nhd bd vai nang run nhe trong gidc ngi chap chon. Toi
so chinh minh s& quén mét nhiing thir ¢, nhu timg quén bao
gidc mong khac khi tudi tré rdi bo toi voi vang.

Minh gidy trudc mat da 1ap day. Toi udng can ly ruou va long
t6i ciing di dju bot phan nao. Toi biét minh sé lai chd, s& lai
hy vong, s€ lai tu dd minh béng cAu “Néu con duyén...” trong
nhitng dém nghe gié vi vu trén dau cay ngon co. Va toi ciing
biét, ngay ca khi nang khong bao gid tré lai, t6i van s& con du
can dam d¢é viét tiép nhing cau tho nay, dé giit nang song mai
trong t61 thdng hoa cho nhiing con chitr khong qua vo tinh.

Toi dat but xubng, dua lung vao chiéc ghé, d6i mét khép ho.
Khoi thube cudi cing lo limg trong phong, quan quanh nhu
bong nang, nhu tiéng cuoi thoang qua. Toi doc lai bai tho
minh vira viét, chdm réi, nhu doc mot 16i nguyén cau:

“Tién em di nghe mach sau u uat,
Muon vo oa cung giot nang rung rung...”

Bén ngoai ctra s6, man dém da cham cham budng xudng rimg
thong. Nhitng giot swong dau tién dong trén 6 kinh. Trong cin
phong nay, chi con t6i va bai tho, nhu mot chung tich mong
manh ctia cudc tinh vira voi va ngang qua, dé lai toi ngdi day
gam nham ndi budn thém mot 1an dua tién./-



3

ONE MORE FAREWELL

After her silhouette vanished behind the airport gate, I walked
slowly back to the parking lot, heavy with sorrow. The early
airport breeze, cool and sharp, seeped through my coat,
making the emptiness inside me spread even wider. What
parting is ever without sorrow? Every step felt like it carried
the weight of a thousand regrets.

I sat in the car, lingering for a moment, eyes drifting to the
passenger seat she had just left behind. I reached out, gently
pressing my palm against the spot that was already cold. The
faint scent of her perfume still clung to the collar of the wool
sweater | had thrown on in a rush that morning. I shut all the
doors tightly, as if trying to trap that familiar scent inside. I sat
still, eyes fixed on the barren expanse of the parking lot,
foolishly hoping that if I waited just a little longer, maybe she
would suddenly come running back, throw herself into my
arms, and whisper, “I won’t leave after all.”

But that was nothing more than wishful thinking. I hummed
softly to myself the “Farewell Song” 1 wrote years
ago, “Today we part, when will we meet again? I still dream
of that reunion...” Everything was silent, every corner soaked
in the melancholy of separation.

I started the engine and drove off. On either side of the road,
the end-of-season grass had already begun to yellow; autumn
was not far away now. I wondered what was going through
her small, busy mind. Did she think of me the way I thought
of her? Did she feel this pang of longing the way I did now?



The small wooden house by the pine grove silently welcomed
me home. I opened the door, letting the pale morning light
spill into a room brimming with memories. Her fragrance still
lingered faintly in the corners.

Stepping into the bedroom, everything was just as it had been
that morning. I collapsed onto the bed, pulling up the blanket
she had used the night before, as if trying to catch the last
warmth she’d left behind. I reached for the nightstand drawer,
pulling out the two letters she had written me. Two letters, yet
they felt like one, the same gentle lines, the same familiar
handwriting, the same words I had read and reread a hundred
times over. And yet I asked myself again: would fate be kind
enough for us to meet once more? Half dreaming, half awake,
I drifted into sleep without knowing exactly when.

When I woke, the sluggish light spilling through the half-open
window told me it was already late afternoon. I wandered into
the living room and poured myself a glass of the same wine
she had tasted the night before. Her laughter echoed faintly
when I remembered her giggling at my silly jokes. I lifted the
glass to my lips, tilting my head back to drink it all in one go.
The warmth of the wine burned down my throat, thawing parts
of my memory that were beginning to fossilize inside me.

A sudden urge struck me to write a poem. I moved to the
familiar wooden desk, set the glass aside, switched on the desk
lamp, took out my pen and paper, and sat down to begin. “If’
fate allows, we shall meet again.” 1 had once laughed while
reading that line, once held it tight to my chest with trembling
hands, and memorized it like a silent prayer for lonely nights.



But now, it felt like a dull knife slowly carving away what
little hope remained.

I lit another cigarette; the smoke mingled with the old wood,
the pine scent drifting through the window, and the faint trace
of her hair’s fragrance that refused to vanish. I stubbed out the
cigarette, took up my pen, and from deep within, words began
to tremble their way out.

Seeing you off; I hear sorrow rush back in haste...

One line slipped out, like a sigh I had been suppressing all the
way home. After that, each word flowed freely, crisp yet
saturated with smoke and regret:

One word of love, yet spoken endlessly, still feels so shy...

I glanced out the window. The late summer dusk dyed the
western sky a deep gold; the pine shoots quivered gently in
the breeze. Clouds overhead drifted like wandering birds,
floating off toward some distant blue. Everything conspired to
deepen the sadness pressing against my ribs. I dipped my pen
again and continued:

In the blue sky, white clouds also seem to linger

Drifting lazily above the autumn garden of falling leaves...
We had just met, and now already two paths apart,

And this afternoon again drags us worlds away.

The heartbeat of love still echoes inside my chest,

Yet your shadow has vanished into the distance of a
thousand miles ...

I remembered her gentle gaze, her shy smile, her arms
wrapped around me at the airport gate. I lifted my glass, drank
away my longing, then bent down and wrote on:



Seeing you off; 1 feel veins of grief swell heavy

I wish to burst open along with the sun’s tearful ray

On the road home, even flowers and leaves seem lost
They stand bewildered in the pale, withering hue of late
autumn.

All know this human life is fleeting and fragile

How could our love ever know where it shall rest

Who does not wish for a love deep-rooted and enduring
Though separated by two distant skies of longing?

Seeing you off, suddenly my heart aches and wonders
Could this be the last time, my love, tell me so

What shall we do with all these memories and forgetting
When trees stand bare by the edge of mist and wind?

I know we shall keep to two lonely skies apart

Each with a single pillow and blanket, dreaming of each
other

Still, I hope we shall yet have another chance

As winter ends, spring will return once more to this earth.

Each line was a fresh scratch across old scars. I remembered
the moment she squeezed my hand on the cold airport step,
her eyes not yet empty of sadness, before turning away too
soon. I remembered her breath warming my neck the night
before, her slender shoulder trembling lightly in restless sleep.
I dreaded that someday I would forget these things, just as I
had forgotten so many fleeting dreams when youth slipped
away in a hurry.

The sheet of paper before me was now full. I drained the last
of my wine and felt the storm inside me calm, if only a little.



I knew I would wait again, hope again, soothe myself once
more with that line, “If fate allows...,” on nights when the
wind whispers through the trees and grass above my roof. And
I knew that even if she never returned, I would still have
enough courage to write on, keeping her alive within me,
blooming again and again through words that refuse to die.

I'laid down my pen, leaned back in my chair, eyes half-closed.
The final curl of cigarette smoke hovered in the room, circling
like her shadow, like the echo of her laughter fading down the
hallway. I read the poem again to myself, slowly, as if reciting
a prayer:

Seeing you off, sorrow veins pulse heavily,
I want to burst along with the sun’s tearful ray...”

Outside the window, night had begun to softly drape itself
over the pine woods. The first beads of dew clung to the glass
pane. In this room now, there was only me and the poem,
fragile proof of a love that had hurried past, leaving me here
to cradle my longing in one more farewell.

4
CANH DPONG HOA VANG

To61 khong nhé ro da
bao nhiéu lan toi thi
tham mot cau hoi nho
g@e. . gilta dém; hoi chinh
toi, hoi em, hay hoi
mdt canh ddng vo tri
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vO gidc & mot phuong troi xa la ma toi dat tén cho né 1a Canh
DPong Hoa Vang, “Khi nao minh s& gap lai nhau?”

Ctr mdi lan Thu dén, cir mbi khi gié chuéng thay mua, dat troi
trd minh se lanh, t6i lai nghe long xao xuyén, muén véi tay
cham vao mét ky niém tuong di xwa cii nhimg van con song
mdi trong toi. C6 1am khi t6i tuw mau thuan ldy minh giira thyc
va mong. Thuc vi nang da ¢ bén t6i khong nhiing mot ma téi
hai 1an roi. Méng 1a ctr chiéu vé ne‘lng dén, sang ra nang di
cling da hai lan roi. Toi di toi canh ddng hoa vang trong mot
dém Thu, nang ciing d3 dén véi toi & rimg thong vira qua, cudi
Ha; da tay trong tay, ma tua vai ké & quan rugu bén bd song
huyén 4o, d3 4n 4i man ndng cliing véi tring sao. ..

DPém nay Thu da vé ngang, bdng nhién 1ong quay quét nho.

To1 ngéi mot minh noi chiéc ban con dit bén cira sd, ngon den
vang hit bong t6i rung rinh trén vach. Nhin ra bén ngoai, tring
sao voi voi, rimg thong van i rao nhu tiéng ai tho nhe. Mot
tay cam bit, tay kia vudt 1én trang gidy truéc mat ma cam nhur
dang vudt toc nang, mai toc 16a xda hdm nao gip gd; méi toc
tung quét vao mat to1 khi chung budc bén nang, tung vudng
lai mui hwong ctia hai dém 4n ai... Nhing a0 tudong nay lam
toi thao thuc tirng dém.

Pém nay, bong nhién 1ong rat nhé.

Nbi nhé hién thuc, ¢6 hinh, c6 tén, len 16i lang dang theo tirng
soi khoi thude rdi cudn quanh tam tri, bop nghet lé)ng nguc, co
gian theo ting nhip thé. Mach tho dang trio, t6i dat but viét:
Béng nhién long rat nhé

Muén lién lac héi em

Cdnh dong hoa vang nam xua



Co phai dang o trong mua gio chuong
Ngam trang thu cho toi nhiéu lién tuong
Mot bong le loi dang ngudc mat nhin

Em oi, em c6 dang ddi mat nhin tring, c6 dang nhd nghi dén
anh nhu anh dang tham thi goi tén em, goi tén ky ni€m, “Em
oi, canh dong hoa vang nam xwa cé dang ruc ré va em cé
dang le loi nguoc mat nhin trang?”

Canh déng hoa da dét mot cuoc tinh

Khi t6i tir mot chuyén xe bat ngo bude xuong

Giita mua gio chuong

Giita mot mua trang

T6i thirong néi véi em néu khéng phdi tién can

Sao khéng dén ai ma dimg doi giita ga chiéu Iong gié

Nhé lan gip g& dau tién. Toi xudng xe & mot noi khong dinh
dén. Canh dong hoa vang bat ngat moi goi hay mot dinh ménh
budc rang?

T6i budc xuong va em dirng do

Téc tung bay, ta do phdt phdi bay

Toi giat minh nghi toi chuyén liéu trai

Khi bon mdt qudn quyt nhin nhau khéng néi

Khéng tw chii dén bén em vor hoi

“Toi khong ranh dwong nho co chi ho huong di”

Nghi ciing budn cudi that ha em? Cho t6i gid nay t6i van tu
hoi, tai sao em khong don dua ai ma c6 mat noi do, tai sao em
gap t0i, tai sao minh c6 thé 1am than dé dang, d& dang dén ndi
toi da 1én ciu vao da thit minh dé biét d6 14 hién thyc.

M@t bdt dau nhu thé nhung that diéu ky

Em cuwoi mim gdt dau vui vé



Roi khoi san ga troi chiéu béng xé

Toi theo em nhuw dinh ménh an bai

Qua canh dong hoa ving

Chan buoc khoan thai

Gié long long va khéng gian yén tinh

Bude bén nhau nhue di vé vé dinh

DuGi vang trang ruc sang budi thu vé

T6i thé véi em, gidy phut Ay ti tuong minh di di lac vao mot
chuyén liéu trai. Téc em tung bay, trong gié mang mui huong
lam ngay ngét long t6i. Roi ching minh cing budc bén nhau
ro1 khdi san ga di vé vo dinh. Pugc mot luc thi khong ai co
thé nghi ra:

Cd hai dira bong quay nhin nhau
Nhu dé ling nghe

Tiéng tim ddp giita doi long lanh gid
Trong vong tay toi, than em réu ra
Moéi no hoa don nhdin nu néng nan

Em khong néi 1i nao va toi thi cir ¢dam chim nhu trong con
mong, boi toi nghi cd noi gi cling trd nén thira thai:

Giita canh dong hoa ving

DuGi tring thu long Iong

Minh dén véi nhau nhw trong gidc mong

Chuyén twong lai ai biét dwoc, ai nguoi

Vang, khoanh khic d6, khong gian d6... moi thir nhur ngung
dong lai. Hién tai con khong ro thi néi chi dén tuong lai! Van
nhé chung t6i di bén nhau budi chiéu hom 4y rat cham, khong
ai n6i v6i ai mot 161 nao; nang phai dan trén canh déng hoa
ménh mong. Tung dot gié Iua lam canh dong hoa luon song



nhu dong rudng la non trong qua khtr khién long toi choi voi.
T61i muon néi mot diéu gi d6 nhung lai 1ang yén, s¢ lam vo
mot khong gian ém dém va moi thir s€ tan nhu khoi suong. ..

Chot mot con gi6é manh tat canh cay vao khung cura s6 1am toi
giat minh budc ra khoi con méng mi. Cham thém diéu thudc,
t6i viét tiép:

Van chi la chuyén doi

Hét biét ly sé c6 ngay sum hop

Nhung gitta toi va em nhuw co gi khong an khop

Nén néi cho mong cir thé lém dan

Thu dd ve

Lada rung ddy sén

Van déi mdt hai phmmg troi thuong nho

Cdnh dong hoa vang moi mua long gio

Anh trang thu van vang vic trén cao

Nghi toi em

Long qudn thdt nao nao

Giita cung béc cia “hai dau ndi nhé” (*)

Bai tho di viét xong ma long cir mai bang khuéng. T6i xép
but, budc ra hién ngoai. Anh trang thu ldp lanh trén cao, dom
lira trén moi van timg hdi d6 ruc. Nhimng tiéng chudng gié bén
thém thinh thoang ngan 1én nhiéu tong diéu khac nhau mdi khi
c6 chu gi6 ngang qua. C6 vai ngoi ban thinh thodng gip nhin
t6i c6 vé la 1am, “Po nay thdy may c6 vé dién dién!” Doi khi
t6i thir soi guong ciing thdy minh 1a la. U, dién thi da sao! Khi
nh¢ thuong du 16n, dién ciing 13 cach dé biét minh con hién
hiru trén doi. Di nhién 1a toi khong thé chia sé nhiing tim tur
sau kin trong 1ong; vi dil ¢6 néi ra chic ciing khong ai tin. Ma



lam sao doi thuong co thé tin duoc mot cau chuyén tinh hét
suc hoang duong nhu thé.

T6i tré vao phong nga, nim vit xudng givong, tay om gdi
mong, ¢b d gidc ngu. Trong gidc mo chap chon, toi thdy em
quay lai, van ta 4o tring, van toc budng dai. Em di ngang qua
to1, nhiing sgi toc cham nhe vao ma toi, roi khuét bong gitia
canh dong hoa vang nghiéng nghiéng trong gio.

T6i chay theo, goi tén... chi nghe tiéng gié khé cuoi. Va toi
thirc gidc thdy tay minh dang viy vao khoang khong.

Mai nﬁy, néu ai d6 chot héi, “Anh c6 tin s& gdp lai nang
khong?” C6 18, toi s& mim cudi, “Chi can con mdt nguwoi giik
méng thi mong sé khong tan.” Va du chi 1a mong, t6i van
nguyén budc xudng chuyén xe dy thém nghin 1an nita. Vi chi
khi toi gdp lai nang, dimg cting nang giita canh dong hoa vang,
t61 m&i thuc su cam nhan duoc hét manh luc cta tinh yéu.

4
THE FIELD OF YELLOW FLOWERS

I cannot quite recall how many times I have whispered a
single, small question into the quiet of the night, asking
myself, asking you, or asking an insentient, faraway field to
which I once gave a name the Field of Yellow Flowers, “When
we will able to see each other again?”

Each time autumn returns, each time the monsoon winds shift,
the earth turns crisp, the air tastes of change, my heart stirs
restlessly, reaching out to touch a memory I believed to have
grown old, yet which still breathes within me. So often I



contradict myself, lost between dream and reality. Reality,
because she was with me not once but two times already.
Dream, because she had arrived at dusk and had gone at dawn.
I have wandered through the Field of Yellow Flowers on an
autumn night; she has found me in the pine woods at
summer’s end; we have walked hand in hand, cheek to cheek,
shoulder to shoulder at a riverside tavern veiled in moonlight,
have had passionate love under the stars and moon witness...

Tonight, as autumn leans halfway through, my heart twists in
sudden longing.

I sit alone at this small table by the window. The yellow lamp
spills my wavering shadow across the wall. Looking out, the
sky with bright moon and stars; the pine forest murmurs like
someone’s soft breath at my ear. One hand holds a pen, the
other drifts over this sheet as though brushing her hair, that
wild hair from the day we met, hair that brushed my face as
we walked side by side; hair that still clings to the scent of two
nights of love... Such illusions return, keeping me awake each
night.

Tonight, my heart aches unbearably.

This longing is no phantom, it has form, it has name. It curls
through drifting smoke, coils around my mind, presses tight
against my ribs case, swelling and contracting with each
breath. Poetic pulse rises up, and I start write them down:

Suddenly, my heart aches unbearably

I wish I could reach out and ask you

The Field of Yellow Flowers of years ago
is it now beneath the monsoon winds



Watching the autumn moon, my thoughts unfur!
a lone shadow lifting its gaze to the sky

Darling, are you too lifting your eyes to the moon tonight? Are
you missing and thinking of me, as I quietly whisper your
name, summon the past,” Darling, is the Field of Yellow
Flowers still shining bright, are you lonely watching the moon
above?”

The flower field has woven a love story

When I suddenly stepped down from a train unexpectedly
In the middle of the monsoon season

In the middle of a moon season

1 often told her, if it wasn’t a predestined relationship
Waiting for no one, but stood there at the station in the
middle of the windy afternoon

I remember our first meeting. I stepped down from the train
unexpectedly in a place I never meant to visit. Did the

endless yellow flowers call me in, or did fate draw the
thread?

1 stepped down — and there you were
Hair lifted by the wind, ao dai fluttering
Startled, I thought of ghostly tales

Four eyes caught, locked in silence

Without knowing why, I came closer and pretended to ask
“I don’t know the way here. Could you show me where to
gO? »

It makes me smile now, doesn’t it? Even now, I still wonder,
why were you there, waiting for no one? Why did you meet



me? How could we grow so close, so easily, so quickly that I
secretly pinched my own skin to believe it was real?

1t began like that, strangely beautiful

You smiled shyly, nodded kindly

We left the station together, dusk falling

1 followed you, as though fate had quietly arranged it
across the Field of Yellow Flowers

walking unhurriedly

wind roaming free, silence gentle all around

we walked side by side yet wandering nowhere
beneath the full blaze of the harvest moon

I swear to you, in that moment I felt I had strayed into some
ghostly tale. Your hair danced in the wind, carrying a scent
that dazed my senses. We walked together from the empty
station toward no clear end. Then, in a hush neither could
break:

We both turned to each other suddenly

as if to listen

for the heartbeat warming two lonely chests
In my arms, your body sank

your lips bloomed to taste my fervent kiss

You said nothing; I drifted deeper into that dream, knowing
words would ruin the hush:

Beneath the autumn moon,

in the middle of the Yellow Flowers field,
we came to each other as in a dream.
Nobody think of anything in the future



Yes, that moment, that place... everything froze in time.
When the present was so unclear, who could speak of
tomorrow? I still remember how we walked side by side that
twilight, so slowly, no words passing between us; the sunlight
quickly faded over the boundless field, while waves of wind
rippled through the flowers like green rice paddies of the past,
leaving my heart drifting far away. I wanted to speak, yet fell
silent, afraid that a single word would break the fragile calm
and scatter all things like morning mist...

A sudden gust lashes a branch against the window, pulling me
from my wandering thoughts. I light another cigarette and
write on:

Such is life

Once parted, there may yet be a reunion

But between you and me, something remains misaligned
So waiting only deepens

Autumn has returned

leaves carpet the yard

Still, we watch from distant edges of longing

The Field of Yellow Flowers breathes again with restless
winds

The autumn moon is still shining high in the sky

1 think of you

My chest tightens, a dull ache swells

Within this fragile chord of “two ends of longing.” (*)

The poem finishes, but my heart does not settle. I set down my
pen and stepped out to the porch. Overhead, the autumn moon
glitters; the tip of my cigarette flares and dims. The hanging
wind chimes hum a different tune each time the breeze sighs



past. Some friends glance at me lately, puzzled, “You look a
bit weird these days!” Sometimes I tried looking in the mirror
and recognized what their thoughts were. Well, so what if |
was crazy! When the longing was big enough, being crazy was
also a way to know that I still existed in this world. Of course,
I couldn’t share my innermost thoughts because even if I said
it, no one would believe it. And how could ordinary people
believe such a wild love story?

I go back to my room, fall onto the bed, clutch my pillow of
dreams, trying to cradle sleep. In drifting half-sleep, I see her
return, still in her white 4o dai, hair streaming down. She
passes beside me, strands of hair brushing my cheek lightly,
then her figure slips away into a tilting Field of Yellow
Flowers dancing in the wind. I run after her, call her name,
only to hear the wind chuckle softly. And I wake to find my
hand waving at empty air.

Anytime later, if someone should ask me, “Do you believe you
will see her again?”’ Perhaps, [ will smile and answer, “So long
as one heart keeps the dream alive, the dream can never die.”
And even if it is only a dream, I would step off that train again
a thousand times more, because only when I see her again,
standing amidst the Field of Yellow Flowers, I will truly feel
the boundless force of love.

(*) “Two ends of longing” — in the song of Phan Huynh Diéu.



5
HOA TUONG TU NO MUON

DPém xudng rat nhanh. Téi lai ngdi nin 6¢ viét xudng nhiing
huyén mong trong long, nhitng thwong nhd vé khung troi xa
nhung khong la; t6i van ngdi noi chiéc ban nhé noi cira so,
dan mét nhin troi dém. Gi6 Thu se sit nhu mot ban tay vo hinh
khua nhe hang chudng gio, timg tiéng rdi rac roi lac vao dém.
Ngon dén vang hit bong t6i d6 dai trén vach loang 16 nhiing
vét nirt cii k. Toi ngdi bé gbi trén chiée ghé quen thudc, ling
1& nhin nhing chiéc 14 vang cudi mua roi ngoai khung cira,
timg chiéc timg chiéc mot; va bau troi 16ng 1ong trén cao gieo
timg tiéng dém xudng khoang khong gian tinh ling.

C6 vai lan t6i tu hoi, lam nguoi nhu téi, mang trong tim mot
ndi hoai mong d3 moi mon theo ndm thang, 1a diéu may man
hay bat hanh? Néu tdi 12 mot canh chim, nhu toi van 4o mong
giita nhitng dém khé ngu, chic hin bay gio toi da xoai canh
ma bay vé phuong troi noi canh dong hoa, noi ¢ anh triang
treo nghiéng mdi dém nhu chd tdi gd cira, noi cin nha nhé bén
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chan ddi véi tiéng sudi réc rach ngay dém, noi c6 mot ngudi
con gai da lam tam hon 14n thé x4c cua toi doai doan.

Ngoi bé goi nhin ld vang rung rét

Long bang khudng, tim go nhip xon xao

Néu la chim chdc hanh phiic biét bao

Sé xodi canh bay vé phwong troi méng

Nhung t6i van chi 1a mdt con ngudi, ning triu trong long
nhitng méi to vo khong sao g ndi. Thé nén dém nay t6i lai
ngdi day, hai tay bo gbi, mét doi theo 14 roi, nghe con tim gd
timg nhip thon thirc. T6i van con nguyén hinh hai y, cai hinh
hai da timg ding canh nang bén chan ddi vang nhitng & mot
chidu Thu mudn, budc ting budc trén con dudng tring trai dai
nhu dai lya bac. Khi dy, t6i van con tin rang chi can tay nim
tay thi moi xa cach déu nhuong chd. Nhung ban tay em vén
mong manh nhu canh hoa phu dung, vira chém n¢ da som lui
tan.

Phurong troi em bién troi xanh long 1ong
Cé trang soi chénh chéch ché em ngoi

Co dwong trang minh tung budc bén nhau
Trén bién ving ¢ nhitng chiéu thu mugn

T6i so ca chinh minh khi 15 dé 1ong triu ning cho mét méi tinh
khong tuong. Boi clir mdi khi bong dém phu kin, toi lai nghe
16 nhing cau hoi t6i chua timg c6 11 dap. Roi t6i hinh dung
mot bong hinh ¢6 doc cung voi nhitng dém dai hun hit, em
cua nhiing sgi toc budng loi, em cua bo moi mong do dudi
vang trang lung linh ma t6i da timg cham, timg hon, timg ngd
s gitt dugc chan em.



Ngoi bé goi nhin bong dém chup xuong

Long phan van nhw phim 10 ddy chung

Cugc song mong manh twa dod phit dung

Sém no 161 tan; cugc doi dau bé

Co nhitng luc nhin trang ta bo’ng xé

Tim x6n xao, tim g6 nhip boi hoz

Con dwgc bao lan tron ven niém vui

Ma canh canh dau dday mam ly biét

Gio day, to1 chi con lai ndi phan van, nhu mét day dan da
chung, du gay cach nao cling chi phat ra mot thir am thanh kho
khéc, tat lim gitta dém sau. Toi ty nhu, cudc doi mong manh
nhu doa phu dung sém né tdi tan. Thé thi ¢ gi bat ngd khi
mdt cudc tinh, di ndng nan dén dau, ciing budc phai khép lai
trong lang im? Nhung ké luy tinh ¢ bao gio chip nhan mot
su that phii phang nhu thé. Boi hai 14 thu, mot dong chir viét
gidng hét nhu nhau, “Néu con duyén ta s& lai gap ta...” Va toi
cling nghi ¢ 1& canh dong hoa vang van con d6. Néu canh
dong con d6, anh trang con do thi chic nang van con nhd dén
161 hen udc.

Nhimg dém trang sip tan thé nay, toi lai ngdi dém bao nhiéu
1an t6i d3 tu hira s& queén, roi bao nhiéu lan toi 1én md long dé
nhé. Bao nhiéu mua tring troi qua, t6i van ling 1& noi véi
trang, voi gio, voi bong dém, “Xin hay cho t6i thém mot 1an
gip lai nang. Chi mot lan nita thoi, dé biét rang tit ca khong
chi 1a méng mi.”

T6i di sébng mot doi day tiée nubi. Toi da gom nhit timg manh
vun ky trc gidu trong timg dong tho, timg céu chir dé hy vong
c6 mdt ngay nao d6 nang doc thdy dé co thé quay lai bén toi.



Théi thi ¢ mot minh t6i gitr, mot minh t01 lat glor moi dém,
dé thy tim minh van con dép, dé biét toi van con song.

T6i dd song véi mot doi tuong tiéc

Thi em oi dirng cong nita nha em

Mong voi mo cho thuwong nho dai thém

Cang xa cdch tinh téi cang khé khoc

Van biét ngay mai mdt troi lai moc
Trdi ddt nay... dau cé chdm, van quay
C6 hat hoai ban tinh nhe nhw may
Nghe déi lai hon minh riéng mét phia

Em o0i, c6 nghe dugc tiéng long t6i dang thon thirc? Néu nghe
dugc, xin ding chat thém giic mo nao cho toi. Nhiing giac
mo ngot ngao rdi ciing thanh ludi dao cin cira vao vét thuong
cli. Cang mong mi, t6i cang héo kho. Cang hy vong, t6i cang
tan Gia. Nhung 1am sao dé ngung hy vong khi téi con nhé rd
cai dém trang dau tién Ay, khi moi em hé mo dudi con duong
trang dai hun hit, khi tiéng gi6 reo vi vu qua ngan cay nhu 10
hat ru nhe nhang, ém 4i.

Bo moi mong trén dwong trang ngay do
Nhitng luyén leu khi tir biét ra vé

Roéi cdch chia cho ngay thdng 16 thé
Cang mong ngong cang thay tinh vé vong

Téi van biét, mai nay mat troi van moc, trai dt van quay déu
nhu vong quay dinh ménh da cudn ching ta vao nhau. T6i ¢d
giang hat mai ban tinh ca nhe nhu may, dé trdn an 1ong minh
rang moi thi rdi ciing sé qua. Nhung tiéng hat ay chi doi
nguoc trd lai, cham vao vach hon t61i, lac 106ng, tro troi.



Bd bao lan gdm ndi buon tham thia
Lai cho mong ¢é mét phép nhiém mau
Cho chung minh co dip gap lai nhau
Khi thirong nhé tré minh trong dém toi
Biét bao lan tim vdt vo boi réi

Ubc dwoc quén nhung dau dé gi quén
Ctr nho hoai dém trang sang long lanh
Nhitng rung déng ciia lan dau gip go

D3 bao 1an t6i ling 1& gam nhdm ndi budn riéng. D3 bao lan
t6i ngira mat hoi trdi cao lidu c6 phép mau nao, dé t6i dugce
mdt 1an nita 5m em vao 10ng, nghe em thi thim giira dém tring
t6. Nhung phép mau chi danh cho nhiing trai tim con tin tuyét
d6i. Toi thi khong con du niém tin, chi con théi quen cho
mong, nhu mdt déa hoa twong tu nd mudn, mudn dén muc khi
n6 bung canh, thi mua di sang dong mat roi.

Biét bao l1an t6i tu htra, thu dén t6i s& trd lai canh déng hoa.
Thé nhung, chua kip thyc hién thi mua da vo tinh vudt khoi
tam tay. Roi thi tiép tuc din long mua sau dimng quén nhé. Dém
nay, toi ngdi day, bo gbi nhin anh trang 16ng 1ong trén cao,
nhin theo khoi thudc bay cting véi nhing 10i rut ré nhin gii,
“Minh sé€ lai gap nhau em nhé!”

Mot con dé kéu kh& bén khom tuong vi. Tiéng kéu rén 1i Ay
cang lam long t6i co thit. Toi rit mot hoi thude dai, nha khoi
1én troi. Mui thude 14 hoa trong hoi dém, 14n vao mui dat 4m,
mui co non sau vudn. Mui nay, toi timg dat em di qua, tay nim
tay, chan giam 1én c6 mém udt swong. Tiéng cudi em van ving
vang trong toi, tiéng cudi lam t6i khat khao mot phép nhiém
mau.



Em oi, néu mot ngay nao d6 gidc mo t6i v, néu toi lac trong
bong téi khong con nhin thiy con duong tring, xin hiy 13 4nh
sang cudi cung, 14 bong tring treo chénh chéch trén phuong
troi mong. Dé t6i con biét minh chua quén em. Dé toi con can
dam hat tiép bai tinh ca nhe nhu méy, cho dén hoi thd cudi
cung.

Dém nay, hoa tuong tu trong t6i vira ng. Mot dod mudn mang,
mot doa don doc, dau né cham nhu:ng huong no sé khéng bao
gidr tan, nhu tinh t6i, ddu kho khéc van am i chay vé phu’O’ng
trorl em, noi ¢6 bau trdi cao 16ng 16ng anh tring, noi co tiéng
sudi reo roc rach bén suon doi canh can nha nhé. Can nha chira
mot troi ky niém.

5

THE LATE-BLOOMING FLOWER OF
LONGING

Night descends swiftly. Once more, I find myself here,
hunched at the little desk by the window, coaxing fleeting
dreams out from the shadows within. The distant sky is far,
yet never strange; a familiar expanse where my longing
wanders like a restless ghost. The first breath of autumn chills
the air; an invisible hand brushes the wind chimes above the
porch, scattering their faint notes into the sleeping garden. A
yellow lamp drips my shadow across the cracked old wall,
making my solitude seem longer than this narrow room
allows.

I sit with my knees pulled to my chest, a silent witness to each
yellow leaf that slips free beyond the window frame. One by



one, they drift down, gentle and final, while the wide, star-
sown sky rains secret whispers into the hush that wraps this
place.

Sometimes, in the loneliness of this hour, I ask myself, “Is it
mercy or a quiet torment to carry such a burden of yearning
that no season ever quite erases? If I were a bird, as I often
dream on these restless nights, by now I would have unfurled
my wings and soared back across all distance to the flower
field beneath its slanting moon, to that little house tucked at
the foot of the hill where the stream sings day and night, to
where a girl once made both my heart and my flesh ache with
her nearness.

Knees hugged close, I watch each drifting leaf
A hush inside me stirs my heart’s brief grief
Were I a bird, I'd find my sky of dreams

Unfurl these wings and glide on memory’s gleam

Yet I am only a man; flesh-bound, thought-bound, with
tangled threads I cannot unweave. And so tonight, as before, |
hold my knees to my chest and follow with my eyes on each
falling leaf, while my pulse pounds softly and hidden beneath
the hush. Still this same frame, this same pulse, the same man
who once stood by her side on a quiet hillside in an autumn
dusk so long ago, walking beneath a road of moonlight that
gleamed like a silk ribbon laid at our feet. Back then, I
believed that if I held her hand, no distance could defeat us.
But her hand was always as fragile as a hibiscus bloom, open
at dawn, gone by dusk.

Where you dwell, wide sea and sky remain
A slanted moon keeps vigil by your lane



The moonlit path we walked, just we two
That quiet shore in autumn’s fading hue

I fear myself most in these hours when I dare let this
impossible love weigh so heavily inside me. For when night
closes in, unanswered questions flicker at the edges of my
mind. I see you again, a lone figure, hair unbound, lips
blooming under trembling moonlight, the lips I once touched,
once kissed, once foolishly believed I could keep forever.

Hugging my knees as the night pulls tight
My thoughts unravel, a loose string’s flight
Life is brief as a hibiscus flower’s grace
Born at dawn, by dusk leaves no trace

Sometimes beneath the moon’s soft drift
My heart stirs in its secret shift

How many whole joys remain in my chest
When parting whispers haunt each breath

All that remains is doubt, a slack string that no longer sings,
no matter how my fingers pluck. I remind myself, life is no
sturdier than that fleeting blossom. Should I then be surprised
that even the fiercest love must eventually bow its head in
silence? Yet what fool in love ever accepts such truth
willingly? There were those letters, after all, each line a quiet
vow, “If fate allows, we shall meet again...” So, I still believe
the flower field waits. If the field stands, if the moon hangs
above it, perhaps you too, keep our promise hidden in your
chest.

When the waning moon peeks behind drifting clouds, I count
how many times I’ve sworn to forget you, and how many



times I have secretly broken that vow. So many moons have
slid past, yet here I am still whispering to the moon, to the
wind, to the sleeping garden, “Grant me one more chance to
see her. Just once more, so I may know none of this was only
a dream.”

I have lived a life stitched with small regrets. I have tucked
every shard of us into lines of verse no one but I shall read,
hoping someday your eyes might find them, and lead you back
here. So let these memories remain mine alone to open each
night, to remind me my heart still beats, to prove to myself
that I am, in some secret corner, still alive.

I have carried regret my whole life’s thread

Beloved, please do not weave new dread

Dreams and yearning stretch my ache so thin

The farther you drift, the drier my skin

Tomorrow'’s sun will surely rise and climb

The earth spins on in its patient rhyme

I hum our love song, light as the air

Yet hear it echo back in the empty lair

Tell me, my love! Do you hear my hidden voice trembling in
the dark? If you do, do not heap more dreams upon my
shoulders. Sweet illusions dull into knives that reopen old
wounds. The more I dream, the more [ wilt. The more I hope,
the more I grow brittle. Yet how could I cut out this hope,
when [ still taste that first moonlit night on my tongue, your
parted lips, the moonlit path endless ahead of us, the wind’s
lullaby threading through the trees?

Your lips beneath the moon that night
Our final parting blurred from sight



Days drag long in a cold embrace
Longing grows, yet hope finds no place

I know, I know! Tomorrow the sun will rise, the world will
spin, dragging us along. I try to hush my heart with that love
song, soft as a drifting cloud. But each note only circles back,
knocking against the bare walls of my soul, unanswered.

How many times [ ’ve tasted sorrow’s bite
Still praying for some miracle’s light

To bind us once more, heart to heart
When longing trembles through the dark
How often my heart wavers and sways
Wishing to forget — yet memory stays

I recall the moon’s first silver gleam

The tremble of our first, soft dream

So many nights I’ve chewed this sorrow in silence. So many
times, I’ve lifted my eyes to the vast heavens, begging for
some spell to bring you back to me, to hear you whisper again
beneath a moon too bright to bear. But miracles favor only
hearts still unbroken by doubt. Mine has no such purity left,
only this stubborn habit of waiting, like a flower of longing
blooming too late, unfolding petals when winter already lays
its claim.

How many times I’ve promised myself, “When autumn
comes, I will return to the flower field.” But every year, the
season slips through my grasp like a ghost in mist. And then I
whisper again, “Next year, do not forget.” Tonight, I sit
hugging my knees under the great vault of moonlight,
watching my smoke drift to the sky, carrying shy promises,
“We will meet again, won'’t we?”



A lone cricket stirs the silence near the rose bush. Its plaintive
sounds tighten my chest. I breathe deep the tobacco, watch the
smoke merge with night, the scent tangled with damp earth
and young grass behind the house. That fragrance, I once led
you through it, hand in hand, feet brushing wet blades. Your
laughter echoes still within me, feeding my unending wish for
a miracle.

Darling, if someday my dream breaks, if I wander lost in a
darkness where no moon lights my path, then be my final
gleam, the slanted moon hanging in our dream sky. Let me
know if I have forgotten. Let me keep humming our gentle
song until my very last breath.

Tonight, deep within, the flower of longing blooms at last. A
single blossom, late and solitary, yet though it blooms so
slowly, its fragrance shall never die. Like my love, dry but
ever flowing back to the place where you wait, where the
moon tilts, where the brook hums beside our little hillside
house, that little house still cradling an entire heaven of our
memories.

6.
NHO CUOC TINH HUYEN THOAI

Troi da thuc sy sang thu.

Budi sang dong ho bao thue reo vang. Nhu moi budi sang, doi
madt con ndng triu vi nhitng mong mi dém qua. Van giac mo
cii, van bong hinh cfi, vin mui téc xua thoang thodng trong
mo.
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To61 bat day, ra mat voi, pha tach
ca phé nong roi khoic 4o 4m
phong xe ra khoi cong nha. Hoi
suong giang mong trén nhiing
hang thong con im nga. Tiéng
may xe vang lén lam vai con
chim ngai ngt hét hoang bay vut
khéi nhiing tdn cdy ven duodng.
Van con dudng quen thudc dan
vé phia thanh phd vira bimg séng.

Giita cai se lanh dau thu, toi bat giac lai nhd vé Canh DPong
Hoa Vang, nh6 vé cudc tinh huyén thoai. Téi vin ngd ngo
gifta hu va thyc. Cling mua nay hai nam trudc toi o c¢6 nang
trong vong tay 6m. Thé ri khi dét trdi trd minh budi sang hém
sau, nang da quay mat budc di khong c6 thém mot 1an nhin
lai. Nang d4 nhat dinh ngan khong cho t6i dwa tién dii chi mot
doan duong ngan. Roi tir Ay dén nay... gibng nhu tir gip gd
lan ddu may nam vé trude. .. hoan toan mat déu.

Toi cling da hai 14n c6 tinh tré lai san ga Véng, déu & mua thu,
khi gié thay chudng thay mua. Mot lan sau gip g& lan dau,
mdt lan thu nam trudc cach 1an nang dén Kingwood ci nim
hon... cling chi vi tin vao 1061 hen udc cua nang, “...Canh
Pong Hoa Vang s& luén con do!”

Van thém ga cil, van ké 1én nguoi xudng, van canh dong hoa
trong tam nhin, van 1 hy vong mo ho s& gip lai nang nhu budi
dau. C6 lan, troi chang vang, gio lia a0 qua mai ga cii ky, va
t6i da dimg yén that lau, chi dé nghe gi6 thi tham. Téi da nghi,
chi cin minh kién nhan chd doi, mot bong 4o tring quen thude
s& xuét hién giita muoén van swong khoi. Nhung t6i da tran tré



that vong, 1am i dén xe quay vé. Tdi c6 hoi gian nang vi 10
htra kia, dong chit no chi la nhitng 4o anh, swong khoi. “...Chi
can nhé canh dong hoa vang sé& luén con do.” U, canh dong
hoa vang d luén con d6 nhung ddu c6 nghia gi néu khong cé
su hién hitu ciia nang!

C6 mot dém nam mo, toi théy minh da tr¢ lai san ga nam do,
van khung canh cii, gi6 chudng vin dap don, tring van treo
cao lo ling. Nang ciing xuit hién dén t6i nhu chua timg chia
xa. Khong ai néi véi ai mot 101, chi cung nhau sai budce, lang
1& di vé phia canh dong rop hoa. Anh tring trai dai trén con
dudong mon, nhud¢m bac doéi bong d6 sat bén nhau, mui huong
toc van thoang thoang trong gid. Toi nghe tiéng cudi nang khé
tan trong gio, tay trong tay tién budc vé hudng chan doi xa.
Roi dudi chan ddi, noi ¢6 con sudi nhd gay nhom giira hai bo
c6 mém, chung to1 ngéi bén nhau, ma ké vai tua, moi tim moi.
Gitta tiéng réc rach ciia nudc va tiéng gié la qua tan 14, hai
than thé quyén vao nhau nhu thé di tan chay hét moi ranh giGi
ctia thoi gian va 1y tri. Dé roi dén sang, khi t6i tinh giic ciing
chi con tiéng 14 xao xac va mat gdi lanh ngit. Khong c6 nang.
Khoéng c6 déu tich nao ciia mot dém 4i an, chi con mot khoang
tréng trong tim toi rong ra timg khoanh khic. Toi da lang 18
dua tay 1én nguc, nhu thé mudn giir 14y chit du am cubi cliing
con sot lai tir gide mong.

Du 12 mét gide mo, nhimg nu hon dy t6i van tuong nhu con
vuong vi ngot trong timg hoi tho dén tan bay gio. Va cur thé,
to1 cr mai séng gitta hu va thyc, gitta nhitng ky niém hién rd
nhu méi hém qua, va mot hién tai tréng rdng chi con bong toi
d6 dai trén bac hién mdi dém tring sang.



To6i d3 thir bao lan tu hoi, “Tai sao phai ly bi¢t? Tai sao da
ting hira hen ma van ling 1& ra di? Hay béi vi dinh ménh chi
du cho d6i ta cham vao nhau trong khoanh khic dep nhat roi
lai dy xa nhau nhu hai duong thiang song song khong hen
ngay gap lai?”

To61 va nang khong phai nhiing dtra tré voi vang lao vao yéu
duong roi chéng vanh quén nhau. Chung t6i khong phan boi
nhau, khong hon gian, khong mot 16i cay nghiét. Tt ca déu
rat that, rat ém dém, chi co diéu thoi gian luon du nhan tam dé
bao mon niém tin mong manh nhat.

Nang tirng hoi t6i, bang giong thi thim, “Anh c6 tin dinh ménh
khong?” Toi cuoi, bop nhe ban tay nang, “Anh chi tin vao
nhitng gi mét anh thiy, tim anh cham.” Nang cudi, quay mat
nhin xa, “Nhung dinh m¢nh khong ai théy dugce, ma nod van
budc ngudi ta gdp nhau, roi chia tay...”

T6i lang ngudi. Phai ri. Chung toi gdp nhau khong hen trudc,
yéu nhau khong dinh ky, rdi xa nhau khong mot 10i trach cur.
MJi lan nang di, déu la di trong im lang, chi dé lai du am tiéng
budc chan khuét dan, tiéng 4o dai phat pho hoa vao hoi swong
am udt budi som mai.

T6i ciing timg hoi nang, trong mot budi chiéu mudn noi canh
rung thong bat ngan viung Kingwood, khi ca hai nép minh duéi
géc thong, nhin mat troi roi dan sau trién doi, “Sao em khong
& lai bén anh?” Nang chi cudi, van nu cuoi nhu swong khoi,
“Anh dimng hoi. Hay ctr giit em ¢ noi dep nhét trong long anh.
Thé 1a du.”

Lan do, toi siét chat tay nang, long tu nhu s€ khong dé nang di
thém mot 1an nao nita. Nhung sang hom sau, van chi con toi,



co van xanh, trdi van cao, giéo van thom mui hoa vang, chi
thicu duy nhat bong ngudi da tron vao giac mo.

Chiéu nay, dimg giita bai dau xe cia s lam, t6i ngang dau
nhin troi cao. Mot chiée 14 vang roi nhe 1én vai t6i, nhu mot
tin hi¢u la lung tir di vang. T6i mim cuoi, ty nha long, “Du
cho thuc tai co tréng rong dén dau, chi can nhim mit lai, toi
van c6 thé tr& vé Canh Pong Hoa Vang, trd vé bén nang, dau
chi trong mot khoanh khic mong manh.

Ngay thang v tinh tri di sau hai 1an gap g&, ma mdi lan gip
déu nhu mot doan phim quay cham... Nang dén lac hoang
hon, von va yéu nhau, roi lai ra di khi binh minh thirc giac.
R&i biét tam biét tich!

Nhung du thé nao di nitta, cudc tinh huyén thoai éy, vO1 101, sé
ching bao gid chét. N6 vin sbng, van ling 18 tho cung gio,
cting mui hoa vang trén nhiing con duong toi di qua, du 6 thé
t6i chang bao gio gap lai nang thém mot lan nao nita. ..

C6 ngudi bao t6i dién. Phai rdi, khi ngudi ta nhé mot didu gi
do qua lau, khi nguoi ta yéu mot bong hinh da khong con thuc,
dién chinh 1a chén tri an duy nhat dé linh hon con biét minh
ton tai.

C6 ngudi ndi t6i lang phi doi minh dé nhd mot ngudi khong
chic da con nghi t6i t6i. Nhung lam sao ho hiéu dugc? C6
nhirng mébi tinh khong can goi tén, khong can xac nhan, chi
can séng mét 1an tron ven trong tim da du dé ctru rdi phén doi
con lai. Toi va nang, co thé chua tung thude vé nhau theo
nghia thuong tinh, nhung di cham dén nhau bang phan sau
nhit cua khao khat va thuong yéu.



Nhirng budi téi mot minh, toi hay ngdi trudc cira s6, nhin tréng
treo gilta khoang troi, tuong tugng nang ciing dang dodi mét
nhin cting mdt vang tring ay, cach toi Val ngan ciy sb hay vai
ngan nam anh sang, toi khong biét nita, rdi lam tho, viét lai ky
uc dan trai tam sy mit mu. Chi mong réng, 0 noi xa xam do,
Canh Béng Hoa Vang van tdn tai, van ruc r& mdi do thu sang,
va hy vong nang khong bi thoi gian chi phdi, van tré trung
diém kiéu, chiéu chiéu ngdi bén dong sudi noi trién ddi thap,
hat khiic Nghé Thuong va doi cho mdi luong duyén chin mudi
s€ quay lai vdi toi. ..

C6 18 canh ddng ay gid chic van con do, néu t6i di can dam
quay lai. T6i néi can dam béi vi hu thuc da lan 16n trong toi,
nhiéu khi t6i ca tin nhitng gi xay ra chi 1a nhitng gidc mo ciia
mong tudng. Toi c6 thé 1ap lai hanh trinh cia t6i ndm d6 — du
da 2 1an khong gip — budce 1én chuyén xe lira di mot vong cho
t6i khi nhin thay canh dong hoa vang, va con tau dung lai ¢
mot sin ga vang ling day gi6 chudng. Nhung biét canh dong
ay bay gio van con d6 hay khong, ¢ gip lai nang hay lai nhu
hai lan trude?! Ma du c6 gip, biét dau 1ong ngudi da khac,
thoi gian da chin mudi, vang vot; va toi, van 1a mot 1ir khach
cd doc trén mdt hanh trinh khong vé duge bén doi.

O tudi nay, ngudi ta thuong sg cd don. Con t6i, ti coi cd don
12 mot ban dong hanh déng tin. Néu mot ngay nao d6 t6i khong
con nhé nang, khong con thiy nang trong nhiing gidc mo chép
chon, 4y méi 1a diéu dang so nhit.

Néu ai hoi toi bay gio hanh phuc 1a gi, c6 18 t6i s& mim cuoi,
“Hanh phiic 1a con giit dugc trong tim mdt cudc tinh huyén
thoai, mot bong hinh khong bao gid chét, mot canh dong hoa
vang lubn né rd, bat chap moi doi thay.”



Va neu ai hoi t61 co s¢ khong‘? To1 s& tra 101, cung bang ny
ClIO’l ay, “Khong. Vi chi cin mot nguorl con giir gide mo, gidc
mo 4y s& khong bao gio lyi tan. Néu nang khong trd lai, khong
biét t6i con du stre, di can dam dé mot 1an nira tré lai Canh
DPong Hoa Vang, du chi dé nghe gi6 trén canh dong hoa hat
khtc tinh ca bat diét...”

6
REMEMBERING A LEGENDARY LOVE

Autumn had truly arrived.

Early in the morning, I woke up to the sound of my alarm
clock. Like every morning, my eyes were still heavy with
sleep, weighed down by the fragments of the dream from the
night before, the same dream over and over again, the same
familiar figure, the faint trace of her scent lingering in the air.

I got up abruptly, washed my face, brewed a hot cup of coffee,
put on a warm coat, and rode out of the gate. Thin mist hung
low over the sleeping pine trees. The sound of my engine
startled a few drowsy birds into flight from the branches along
the road. It was the same path I always took, leading into a
city that was just beginning to wake up.

In the crispness of early autumn, I suddenly found myself
thinking again about the Field of Golden Blossoms and the
legendary love that once lived there. I still waver between
wondering if it all had been real or just a figment of my
longing. It was this very season, two years ago, when she had
been in my arms. But when the world stirred the next morning,



she turned her back and walked away, without even a single
glance.

She insisted I not walk her, not even a short way. And since
that morning... just like after our very first encounter years
before... she disappeared without a trace.

I had gone back to that quiet train station twice since. Both
times in autumn, when the wind changes and the season turns.
Once after our first meeting, and once again last fall, over a
year after she came to Kingwood. I returned because I
believed in the promise she left me, “The Field of Golden
Blossoms will always be there.”

The old platform was unchanged. People still came and went.
The field remained visible from the station, blooming quietly
in its world. And I still carried the faint hope of seeing her
again, the way we first met.

There was a moment once, at twilight, when a gust of wind
swept through the old station roof. I stood there for a long
time, unmoving, just to hear it whisper. I thought that if I
waited long enough, she might appear again with her white
dress emerging gently from the mist. But nobody came.
Disappointment filled me as I quietly boarded the train back.

I felt a tinge of bitterness toward her. Her words, that promise,
that note, turned out to be nothing more than illusions. Mist.
“Just remember, the Field of Golden Blossoms will always be
there,” she had said. Yes, the field was still there. But what
did it matter if you weren’t?

One night, I dreamed that I had returned to that same station.
Everything was just as it had been. The wind was still heavy



with seasonal change, and the moon still hung high and
distant. She appeared as if we’d never parted. Without saying
a word, we walked side by side, quietly heading toward the
field awash in golden bloom. Moonlight stretched down the
dirt path, casting our shadows side by side. Her scent still
drifted in the breeze. I heard her laughter dissolve into the
night wind. We held hands, walking toward the foot of the hill.

There, by the slope where a narrow stream ran between two
banks of grass, we sat close together, her cheek resting gently
against my shoulder, our lips seeking each other’s.
Surrounded by the trickling of water and the rustling of wind
in the leaves, our bodies became one, as if the boundaries of
time and reason had vanished. But when morning came, I
woke up to the sound of dry leaves and the cold of my pillow.
She was gone. There was no sign of the night before, no trace
of her, no scent of her hair. Only an emptiness in my chest that
seemed to grow with each breath. I reached up, pressed a hand
to my heart, as if to hold on to the last lingering warmth from
that dream.

Even though it was only a dream, I could still taste those kisses
in my breath, sweet, lingering. And so I lived on, suspended
between reality and memory. Between vivid moments that felt
as fresh as yesterday, and a hollow present where only my
shadow kept me company, stretching long across the front step
on moonlit nights.

I’ve often asked myself, why the separation? Why did she
leave after making those promises? Or was it simply fate? Fate
that allowed us to find each other in our most beautiful



moment, only to pull us apart, like two lines destined never to
meet again?

We weren’t just fleeting lovers. We weren’t reckless youths
who fell in love too quickly and forgot each other even faster.
We had no betrayals, no fights, no bitter words. Everything
between us was gentle, honest. But time... time has a cruel
way of wearing down even the most delicate kind of faith.

She once asked me, in a whisper, “Do you believe in fate?” |
smiled and gently squeezed her hand. “I believe only in what
I see, what I feel.”

She laughed softly, turning her gaze to the distance. “But no
one ever sees fate—and yet, it still brings people together.
Then separate them.”

I fell silent. It was true. We met without warning. Loved
without rules. Then parted without a single word of blame.
Every time she left, it was quiet, leaving only the soft sound
of her 4o dai brushing through the misty morning air.

Once, in the late afternoon under the vast pine trees of
Kingwood, I asked her, “Why won’t you stay with me?” We
were tucked under a tree, watching the sun dip behind the hill.
She smiled, that same smile, light as mist, and replied, “Don’t
ask. Just hold me in the most beautiful part of your heart.
That’s enough.”

That day, I held her hand tighter than ever, silently promising
myself I wouldn’t let her go again.

But the next morning, she was gone. The grass was still green,
the sky still high, the breeze still thick with the scent of golden



flowers. But she was no longer there, as if she had stepped
back into a dream.

That afternoon, I stood in the parking lot outside work,
looking up at the sky. A yellow leaf drifted gently onto my
shoulder like a strange sign from the past. I smiled and said to
myself: even if reality is hollow and empty, all I need to do is
close my eyes, and I’ll be back in the Field of Golden
Blossoms. Back with her, if only for the span of a heartbeat.

The days have passed silently since those two encounters. And
both times felt like slow-motion film... she arrived at twilight,
loved passionately, then disappeared with the morning light.
And then no news, no nothing. Vanished.

But no matter what, that legendary love has never died. It still
lives. Quietly, softly breathing in the wind, in the golden
blossoms that line the roads I pass, even if I never see her
again.

Some have said I’'m mad. Maybe they’re right. When you’ve
longed for someone too long, when you love a memory that
may never have been real, madness becomes the only place
your soul can still feel alive.

Others say I’ve wasted my life loving someone who may not
even remember me. But how could they understand?

Some loves don’t need to be named. It doesn’t need to be
explained. They just need to be lived deeply once, and that’s
enough to save an entire lifetime. She and I may never have
belonged to each other in the ordinary sense. But we touched
each other in the deepest reaches of longing and love.



On quiet nights, I sit by the window, staring at the moon
hanging still and pale in the sky. I imagine she’s somewhere
out there too, watching the same moon, whether it’s a few
thousand miles or a few thousand light-years away, I no longer
know. I write poems. I write memories. I scatter my thoughts
into the mist.

And I hope that somewhere out there, the Field of Golden
Blossoms still exists, blooming bright with every fall. I hope
she’s still young, still radiant, sitting by the stream at the foot
of the hill, singing old songs, waiting for our destiny to ripen
once more.

Maybe that field is still there. If I had enough courage, I could
return. I say courage, because in me, dreams and reality have
long since become blurred. Maybe I could ride the train again,
retrace my path, wait until I see that sea of golden flowers, and

the train stops once more at that wind-swept station. But who
knows if that field is still there? Will she be?

Maybe it’ll be like the last two times. Perhaps even if I see
her, her heart will have changed. Maybe time has turned
everything pale and distant. And I will still be just a lonely
traveler, walking a path with no return.

At this age, most people fear loneliness. But I’ve learned to
trust loneliness as my only true companion. If one day I stop
dreaming of her, if she no longer visits my half-sleep, that
would be the most terrifying thing of all.

If someone asked me now what happiness is, I think I would
smile and say, “Happiness is holding in your heart a love that



never dies. A silhouette that lingers forever. A field of golden
blossoms that blooms no matter how the world may change.”

And if someone asks, “Are you afraid?” I will smile again and
reply, “No. As long as one person holds on to the dream, that
dream will never fade. Even if she never returns, maybe one
day I’1l still find the strength, the guts to return to the Field of
Golden Blossoms, even only to hear the wind sing that eternal
love song again...”

7
HOA NO CHANG HEN KY

Khi tuyét vong dd nay mam, khi nhitng hoai vong, mo wéc da
lui tan theo nam thang.
Toi vii diu vao cong
viée, ¢b tro lai trang thai
binh thuong, doi sdng
thuc, tach lia nhiing
mong tudng, do anh. Toi
da bét dau tim vui véi be
ban, tré lai dan nhiing
dan dam trudc kia. Toi
¢b chdi bo nhimg o
vong di lam ning né
tam tri nhiéu nim qua.

Giita khi x4 hoi doi thuong chao don t6i tro lai thi bat ngo
nhan duoc “tin nhin,” dén vao mot chiéu cudi thu khi troi da
nga mau vang nhat va gié bat dau liia nhe qua nhiing hang cay
trui la.
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“Poén em ¢ phi trudng vao ngay gio nay...”

Oh no! Oi troi! ... chi hang chit ngin ngii, khong thém 10i
giai thich. Toi chét lang trude man hinh dién thoai, tim t6i dap
loan xa nhu tréng thic quan ngoai chién trudng nim xua, tay
run quet t6i quet lui nhu khong tin nhitng gi minh doc théy.
T6i dya lung vao thanh ghé, hit tho that sau dé diéu hoa nhip
dap. T6i bong nhu mot gi thiéu nién mai biét yéu 1an dau. Co
thé nao 1 nang khong? C6 thé nao gidc mo bao nam troi hoai
niém nay lai thanh hién thyc?

T6i nhin ra cira s6, ning cudi ngay van con vuong nhe trén
tham c6 Gla mau, nhu mot vét ky trc con st lai tir nhitng mua
hoa cii. Trong tim t6i, diéu gi d6 bdng nd bing nhu mot doa
hoa vira chdém ny, mong manh ma ryc rd. To1 khong biét nén
tin hay nghi ngd, khong biét minh dang tinh hay dang trong
con mong. Nhung t6i van khoac 4o, 1én xe va lao ra duong
nhu mdt ké mong du.

Chuyén xe ra phi truong nhu kéo dai ca thé ky. Puong phd
tAp nap ma toi thi cr ngd minh dang ludt gitra hu khong. Mdi
bang tén duong, mdi hang ciy luét qua cira kinh nhu nhitng
dong ky trc chay nguoc.

Khi dén cong chd don, hoang hon di bao phil bau trdi. Rang
chidu nhudm ca mot goc trdi vang cam trdi, va hang trim
nguoi ding chd nguoi than, tiéng coi diéu dong cong cho ciia
an ninh phi trudng vong 1én tung chdp cung véi tung 1op nguoi
v6i hanh 1y ning né, déng nghet. Toi dao mit tim kiém. Trong
v6 van guong mat, li€u c6 mot gwong mat than quen, mot anh
mit da ting nhin t6i sudt doi?



Va 1di t6i thiy nang. Nang dimg d6, that sy dung do, trong
chiéc 4o khodc dai mau kem, sudi toc van den tuyén nhu thud
nao, va nu cuoi... nguyén ven nhu ngay nang roi di. Toi bude
voi xudng xe, ludt toi 6m cham lay nang. Nang ciing thé, dat
voi va-ly xach tay xudng dat va ciing 6m cham lay t6i. Ca hai
trao nhau mot nu hon dy thwong nhé. Trong gidy phut ay,
moi khoang cach, moi ndm thang, moi ngd vuc b5ng tan bién
nhu chua timg ton tai. Toi khong thé tin vao hién thuc trude
mét minh. Dy khong phai 1a mong. La that! La that!

T6i phong xe dua nang dén quan ruou bén bo séng, dong song
San Jacinto hién hoa, noi timg ém a dén nang nam xwa. Chung
t6i ngdi canh nhau, nhur hai ké chua bao gid xa cach. Nang tua
nhe vao vai t0i, van anh mat trAm tu do, van giong cuoi khé
nhu suong tan. Toi ngdm nang dudi anh dén vang, va nhan ra,
nam thang chang thé nao cham téi nang. Dudi d6i moi nd hoa,
t6i nghe lai bao 161 chua néi. Ly ruou can dan. Tring thu ling
1€ 1én cao. Trong hoi rugu va mui toéc nang, to6i say mot lan
nira; say nhu 1an dau tién.

Khi bong dém phu tran trén mit séng, ching t6i dwa nhau vé
can phong ma da bao ndm chua tr¢ thanh xa la. BDém do, 101
n6i 1a thr thira thai nhat. Moi diéu can hiéu déu da nim trong
anh mat, trong hoi tho, trong vong tay quéan quyt. Nang ngi
yén trén vai t6i nhu mdt chi méo nho, yén binh va diu dang.
T6i nam yén, hai tay 6m ghi than thé mém 4m ctia nang chi so
néu minh cya qudy, gidc mo dep nay s& tan bién lan nira.
Nhung nang khong tan bién. Nang van binh yén nam ngii nhu
chi méo ngoan sau mdt bita an no day.

Khi anh binh minh len 1én xuyén qua khung cira s phong ngu,
t6i m& bing mat, hoang hot 6m chat nang hon, nghiéng dau



tham thi bén tai nang, “Em tr¢ lai that roi, em khong roi di nira
chu?” Nang nhe gat déu, nu cudi c6 vé ngdm ngui, “Em da di
qua xa, tuong s€ khong bao gio quay lai. Nhung khong noi
nao em thdy minh thudc vé, ngoai canh dong hoa vang va
anh.”

Toi that sy xtac dong, siét nhe ban tay nho, 6m chat nang hon
nhu mudn hoa tan than thé nang vao than thé toi, cam nghe
hai qua tim dang cting chung nhip dap. Téi thim thi, 1i nhe
nhu may, “Em khong can giai thich gi thém. Chi can anh lu6n
c¢6 em, anh c6 thé danh ddi tat ca.” Nang ngudc 1én hon toi,
“Anh noi that anh nhé? Cung di voi em, vé sdng giita canh
ddng hoa vang. Vang, anh yéu, canh dong hoa con dé va em
nhét dinh s& & mai bén anh.

Sau vai ngay ngén ngtii cho t6i thu xép doi minh. Ching t6i
quyet dinh cung vé lai noi xua trén chuyén xe lira nim nao,
dén san ga cii, canh dong hoa vang. Khong phai dé tim kiém
nita, ma 1a d¢ luu lai an hudng nhitng ngay hanh phuc bén
nhau. Khong phai dé chd doi nita, ma 1a dé bat dau lai tir dau.
Trén chuyén tau quay lai mién ky e, chung t6i ngdi bén nhau,
nhin canh vat i dan sau 6 ctra. Lan nay, ching t6i khong con
co don, khong c6 ai tiéc nudi, khong mot ai phai trong doi mot
phép mau.

Khi tau dimg ¢ san ga 16ng gio, t6i liy vali va nim tay nang
budc xudng. Canh ddng van ¢ d6, vang ruc dudi troi thu. Toi
quay sang nhin nang. Nang dang mim cuoi, anh mét long lanh.
Chung t6i di bén nhau giita nhiing luéng hoa, tay trong tay,
khong voi va. Doi ndy, tinh yéu khong phai luc nao ciing dén
dung luc, nhung néu con duyén, hoa van co thé nd, du ching
hen ky.



Pém 4y, dudi anh tring vang nghiéng nghiéng trén trién doi,
bén dong sudi nho, nang thi thim bén t6i, “Co 1& chung ta da
trai qua mot kiép, chi dé gap lai nhau va cing nhau 6m cham
14y hanh phuc.” Chiing t6i ndm lan ra c6, nang van thich gbi
dau 1én vai t6i, t6i xoay qua va nang ho nham mit... Ca dat
troi bSng nhién yén éng dén la. Sau nu hon dai bat tan, toi rot
vao tai nang, “Lan nay, anh s& khong dé em di dau nita. Du la
trong mo.”

Gi6 thu ri rao qua nhiing tan cdy, canh 14 nhu mot ban tinh ca
vira troi 1én, diu dang, thang hoa va tron ven.

— HET —

7
BLOSSOMS WITHOUT A PROMISED SEASON

When despair had already taken root, when hopes and dreams
had withered with the passing years, I buried myself in work,
trying to return to normalcy, to real life, to separate myself
from illusions and reveries. I started finding joy again in
friends, slowly returning to old gatherings. I tried to reject the
illusions that had weighed on my mind for so many years.

Just when the ordinary world was welcoming me back, a
message suddenly arrived on a late autumn afternoon, when
the sky had turned a pale yellow and the wind began to rustle
gently through rows of bare trees.

“Pick me up at the airport on this date and time...”



Oh no! My God! Just that single line, with no explanation. I
froze in front of the phone screen, my heart pounding like the
war drums on an ancient battlefield, my hands trembling as I
swiped back and forth in disbelief at what I was seeing. |
leaned against the back of the chair and took deep breaths to
steady my heartbeat. I suddenly felt like a teenager falling in
love for the first time. Could it really be her? Could the dream
I had yearned for all these years truly be coming true?

I looked out the window. The late afternoon sun still lingered
faintly on the withered grass, like a trace of memory left from
past flower seasons. Inside my heart, something bloomed—
fragile yet brilliant, like a newly budded blossom. I didn’t
know whether to believe or doubt, whether I was awake or
dreaming. But I still put on my coat, got in the car, and drove
off like a sleepwalker.

The drive to the airport felt like it lasted a century. The streets
were bustling, yet I felt like I was gliding through emptiness.
Every street sign, every passing tree outside the car window
seemed like lines of reversed memories.

When I arrived at the arrival gate, dusk had enveloped the sky.
The amber twilight drifted across one corner of the horizon,
and hundreds of people stood waiting for loved ones. Security
announcements echoed repeatedly, and layers of people and
heavy luggage crowded the hall. I looked around anxiously.
Among the countless faces, could there be one familiar face,
a gaze that had once looked into me for a lifetime?

And then I saw her. She was standing there, truly standing
there, in a long cream-colored coat, her hair still jet-black like
before, and her smile... unchanged from the day she left. I



rushed out of the car and walked straight to her, embracing her
tightly. She did the same, hastily setting down her carry-on
and wrapping her arms around me. We shared a kiss full of
longing. In that moment, every distance, every year, every
doubt melted away as if they had never existed. I couldn’t
believe the reality before my eyes. This wasn’t a dream. It was
real. She was real!

I drove her to the riverside wine bar, beside the gentle San
Jacinto River, the place that had once quietly welcomed her.
We sat next to each other, like two people who had never been
apart. She leaned softly against my shoulder, with that same
contemplative gaze, that soft laugh like melting dew. I looked
at her under the yellow light and realized time had never
touched her. Beneath her blossoming lips, I heard again all the
words that had remained unsaid. The wine slowly emptied.
The autumn moon silently rose. In the fragrance of her hair
and the warmth of the wine, I found myself intoxicated once
more, just like the first time.

As night fell over the river, we returned to the room that hadn’t
become unfamiliar despite the years. That night, words were
the most unnecessary thing. Everything that needed to be
understood had already passed, in our eyes, our breath, our
entwined arms. She slept peacefully on my shoulder like a
small cat, calm and tender. I lay still, arms wrapped tightly
around her warm body, afraid that any movement would make
the beautiful dream vanish again. But she didn’t disappear.
She still lay there, peacefully sleeping like a satisfied kitten
after a full meal.



When dawn quietly crept through the bedroom window, I
opened my eyes, startled, and held her tighter, leaning over to
whisper in her ear, “You’re really back? You won’t leave
again, will you not?” She gently nodded; her smile was tinged
with melancholy. “I went too far, thinking I’d never return.
But nowhere else felt like home, only the Field of Golden
Blossoms, and you.”

I was truly moved. I squeezed her small hand, held her closer
as if I wanted to blend her body into mine, feeling our hearts
beating as one. I whispered, my voice as light as a cloud, “You
don’t need to explain anything more. As long as I have you, I
can trade everything else.” She looked up and kissed me. “You
really mean it, don’t you? Come with me, let’s live together
in the Field of Golden Blossoms. Yes, my love, the blossoms
are still there, and I will stay with you forever.”

After a few short days for me to sort out my life, we decided
to return to the old place on the same train from years past,
back to the old station and the Field of Golden Blossoms. Not
to search anymore, but to settle in and enjoy the days of
happiness together. Not to wait, but to begin again. On the
train bound for memories, we sat side by side, watching the
scenery recede through the window. This time, we were not
alone, there were no regrets, and no one was waiting for a
miracle.

When the train stopped at the breezy station, I grabbed our
suitcase and held her hand as we stepped off. The field was
still there, glowing golden under the autumn sky. I turned to
look at her. She was smiling, her eyes sparkling. We walked
together through the flower beds, hand in hand, unrushed. In



this life, love doesn’t always arrive at the right time but if the
bond remains, the flowers can still bloom, even without a
promised season.

That night, under the golden moon slanting over the hillside,
beside a small stream, she whispered beside me, “Perhaps
we’ve lived a whole lifetime, just to meet again and hold
happiness in our arms.”

We lay on the grass. She still liked to rest her head on my
shoulder. I turned toward her, and she softly closed her eyes...
The world suddenly grew strangely quiet. After a long,
endless kiss, I whispered into her ear, “This time, I won’t let
you go. Not even in a dream.”

The autumn wind rustled through the branches, and the falling
leaves rose like a love song finally played, gentle, soaring, and
whole.

— THE END —
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