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TIEU SU

Sinh nam 1939 tai Ha Noi, qué lang
bong Ngac, Ha Dong, dong doi cu Pham
Quang Trach, bang nhan triéu Lé.

Theo gia dinh di khdng chién ti cuoi
nam 1946 va hoi cu thang 7 nam 1950.

Hoc ti€u hoc va trung hoc tai ba
Nang, Hué va Sai Gon, dau thu khoa ta
tai ban todn nam 1958 (chuong trinh
Phap).

Hoc toan tai Pai hoc Khoa hoc Sai
Gon, va hoan tit bang Cl nhan gido
khoa Todn trong 3 ndm, nam 1961 va
dugc hoc bong du hoc Phap, hoan tit
bang Ky su Him mo nam 1964.

Ve nudc, cong tac tai Mo Than Nong
Son. Quang Nam, va Tong Nha Ké
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Hoach, Sai Gon, véi tu cach chuyén vién
ddc trach phat trién cong ky nghé.

Tham du khéa hoi thao quéc té€ vé
phat trién nhan luc tai Wasington, My
nam 1967.

Theo hoc khda 24 Si quan tri bi
Thua Duc (ndm 1967) va phuc vu tai Cuc
Cong Binh.

Pugc biét phai vé Tong Nha Ké
Hoach nam 1973 va Téng Cuc Gia Cu,
Sai Gon nam 1974. Theo hoc cac 16p vé
kinh t€ vi mo tai Pai hoc Syracuse, New
York, M.

Thang 6 nam 1975, di hoc tap cai tao
tap trung tai Long Thanh, thang 1-1976
thi dugc dua vé phuc vu tai Vién Quy
Hoach Thanh pho Sai Gon.
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Trong 6 lan vugt bién, c6 3 lan bi
bat cam ti. Mot 1an bi nhot trong mot
connex dé ngoai troi, may dugc ong Bi
thu Thanh Uy V6 Vin Kiét can thiép tha
tu do va dua vé phuc vu tai mdt cong ty
ky thuat tric thudc Thanh Uy.

Lan vugt bién thu 7 thanh cong va
dén Indonesia xin ty nan, thang 11 nam
1982.

Tai trai ty nan Galang, Indonesia,
dugc Cha Dominici trao nhiém vu chu
but ban nguyét san Ty Do, cho dén khi
di dinh cu tai My, thang 9 ndm 1983.

Tai My, lam ky su xay cat cao Oc
(trong do6 c6 toa nha AT&T cao 40 tang)
trong 8 nam & Kansas City, Missouri va
ky su xay cat xa 10 va ky su giao thong
& Los Angeles, California trong 17 ndm,
cho dén nam 2008 thi nghi huu.
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La thanh vién hoat dong ciia Hoi Ai
Hitu Ky Su Cong Chdnh Viét Nam tai
Hoa Ky tii ndm 1992, nhiéu ndam tham
gia Ban Bién tdp bdo Ld Thu Ai Hiiu
Cong Chanh.

La thanh vién hoat dong ctia Hoi
Cuu hoc sinh Thién Hiiu Jeanne d’Arc
(hai truong trung hoc Cong gido tai
Hué) tii nam 1999, va lam cht but Pac
San Thién Huyu Jeanne d’Arc nam 2011.
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The old master

Sean O’Faolain

Bac Thay Gia

When Iwas younger, and so, I suppose,
in the nature of things, a little more cruel,
I once tried to express John Aloysius
Gonzaga O’Sullivan geometrically: a
parabola of pomposity in a rectangle of
gaslight. The quip pleased everybody who
knew the reference - it was to his favourite
stand, under the portico of the courthouse,
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his huge bulk wedged into the very tall
and slender doorway.

Khi t6i con tré, va vi thé, toi cho rang,
theo 1€ ty nhién, hoi doc ac mot chut,
toi da tiing tht dién ta John Aloysius
Gonzaga O’Sullivan mdt cach hinh hoc:
mot dudng parabol ctia sy hgm hinh
trong mdt hinh ch nhat ctia anh den
gas. Cau no6i dua lam hai long tat ca
nhting ai bi€t dén dm chi do6 - n6 am chi
vi tri ua thich ctia 6ng ta, dudi mai vom
clia toa an, than hinh to 16n cua 6ng ta bi
ket trong 6 ctia rat cao va manh khanh.

I said gaslight because John Aloysius
rarely came to work before the afternoon,
when they lit the gas in the dim entrance
hall, and its greenish, wateryish light
began to hiss high up in the dome. There
he would stand, ten times in the afternoon,
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smoking, or watching the traffic, or
gossiping with some idling clerk. He had
a sinecure in the fusty-musty little law
library, a room no bigger than a box. He
used to say, in his facetious way, that he
left it often because he exhausted the air
every half hour.

Toi no6i anh den gas boi vi John
Aloysius hiém khi di lam truéc budi
chiéu, khi khi dét dugc thap 1én trong
sanh 16 m¢ t6i, va anh sang xanh luc,
l4p lanh nhu nudc ctia n6 bat dau roi
Ién trén cao trong méi vom. O d6 ong
ta sé ding, mudi lan trong budi chiéu,
hut thudc, hodc xem xe ¢ qua lai, hoac
tdn giu v6i mot vai thu ky nhan rdi. Ong
ta c6 mot chiic vu hinh thitic trong thu
vién luat nho xiu day bui bam moc meo,
mot can phong khong 16n hon mot cai
hop. Ong ta thudng néi, mot cach khoi

Bdc thady gia



16 | Sedn O Faoldin

hai, rang 6ng ta roi nd thudng xuyén vi
cii moi ntia gio 6ng ta lai lam can kiét
khong khi & trong do.

As the assizes came to us only four
times each year, and the library was rarely
used between the sessions, he was not
hard worked. He was always at liberty to
practise at the bar, but he never did - he
was a bachelor without attachments and
he had a small private income.

Vi cac phién tda chi dén véi ching
toi bén lan moi nam, va thu vién hiém
khi dugc st dung gitia cac ky hop, nén
ong ta khong phai lam viéc vat va. Ong
ta ludon dugc ty do hanh nghé tai toa,
nhung 6ng ta chua bao gio lam thé - 6ng
ta la mot ngudi doc than khong bi rang
budc va c6 mdt khoan thu nhap ca nhan
nho.
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The last time he took up his stand
in the doorway was the Tuesday of the
week the Russian Ballet came to town.
That day he became a next-to-permanent
feature of the portico. He wanted to talk

to everybody about it, until we were sick
of the sight of him.

Lan cudi cung 6ng ta diing 6 6 ctia la
vao thii Ba ctia tuan 1é ma doan mua ba-
1€ Nga dén thi tran. Ngay hom dé ong ta
trd thanh mot ddc diém gan nhu vinh
vién ctia mdi vom. Ong ta mudn néi
chuyén véi tat ca moi ngudi vé no, cho
dén khi ching t6i phat ngan vi hinh anh
clia Ong ta.

Higgins, the doorkeeper, got the
brunt of it, he also got a relay of John A’s
best Egyptian cigarettes. Peter Cooney,
Secretary of the Poor Law Guardians, got
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the remnants - invited specially to drink
coffee with John Aloysius in the library,
and look, for the thousandth time, at
his naughty prints of Ingress La Source
(the naked girl with the pitcher), or
Fragonards The Swing (the shepherdess-
lady being swung much too high above
the gentleman in silk knee breeches and
ribboned shirt). They were good listeners,
the one because he had nothing else to do,
the other because he liked the coffee - it
was good coffee, ground in a special little
French hand mill, and flavoured with a
fine liqueur brandy and because, too, he
loved the romantic flavour of the tiny
library with its books stacked to the ceiling,
and he really admired John Aloysius, and
thought him a most cultivated man, and
a most refined man even if he did tell
smutty stories and had a bad name with
the women.

Hiéu dinh : Pham Nguyén Hanh



The old master | 19

Higgins, ngudi giac ctia, phai chiu
dung nhiéu nhit, han ciing dugc phép
ném thd thuoc 1a Ai Cap loai tot nhat
cta John A. Peter Cooney, Thu ky cua
Hoi dong Bao trg Nguoi ngheo, nhan
dugc phan con lai - dugc méi dac biét
udng ca phé vé6i John Aloysius trong thu
vién, va nhin dén lan thi mét nghin, vao
nhiing ban in khiéu ggi ctia ong ta vé
btic hoa “La Source” (C6 gai khoa than
v6i binh nudc) cua Ingres, hodc biic
hoa “The Swing” (Co gai chan ctiu dugc
dua lén qua cao so v6i mot dng vé quy
phai mac quan lya dén dau gobi va ao so-
mi c6 ruy-bang) ctia Fragonard. Ho la
nhiing nguoi biét lang nghe, ngudi nay
vi khong c6 viéc gi khac d€ lam, nguoi
kia vi thich ca phé - dé la ca phé ngon,
dugc xay trong mdt coi xay tay nho ddc
biét cua Phap, va dugc tam huong rugu
brandy my ttiu ngon, va cing vi han yéu
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thich khong khi lang man cua thu vién
nho v6i nhiing cuon sach chat cao dén
tran nha, va han thuc sy nguéng mo
John Aloysius, va cho rang 6ng ta la mot
nguoi co hoc thic nhat, va mot ngudi
tinh t€ nhat ngay ca khi ong ta c6 ké
nhting chuyén tuc tiu va cé ti€éng xau véi
phu ni.

To Higgins, the doorkeeper, John
Aloysius would say - with the cigarette
poised before his mouth, and the fat little
finger cocked in the air ‘Higgins, I am
outshone. Up to last night, Higgins, I was
thesole particle of colour in this diminutive
jakes of a town. I alone brought colour
and culture into this kraal that goes by
the name of Cork. But I am honourably
outshone. Russia has eclipsed me.

V6i Higgins, ngudi gac cua, John
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Aloysius sé noéi - véi di€u thudc dat
trudc miéng, va ngédn tay ut béo mup
giuong lén khong trung - ‘Higgins, ta bi
lu ma&. Cho dén t6i qua, Higgins, ta la hat
bui mau sac duy nhat trong cai thi tran
toi tan nho bé nay. Mot minh ta mang
lai mau sdc va van héa cho cai x6 xinh
mang tén Cork nay. Nhung nay ta bi lu
mo trong danh dy. Nuéc Nga da lam lu
mo ta.

That was his regular way of talk. And
if nobody took it seriously, nobody took
it comically, either. For he always talked
with a slightly cynical air, an ambiguous
kind of self-mockery, and he never smiled.
God alone knows if ever he said to himself,
in the silence of the night, John Aloysius
Gonzaga O’Sullivan, you're a sham!” Such
men have no life but their own drama,
and if you had dared say that to him he
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would probably have replied, ‘Is it not as
good a life as another?’

Do la cach noéi chuyén thudng xuyén
ctia dng ta. Va néu khong ai coi trong no,
thi ciing khong ai coi n6 1a khoi hai ca.
Béi vi O0ng ta ludn ndi chuyén véi mot
vé hoi hoai nghi, mot kiéu ty ché giéu
mo ho, va ong ta khong bao gié mim
cudi. Chi c6 Chua mdi biét liéu ong ta
cd bao gid tu ndi v6i chinh minh, trong
su im lang ctia man dém, John Aloysius
Gonzaga O>Sullivan, nguoi la mot ké gia
do6il> Nhiing ngudi nhu vay khong cé
cudc song nao ngoai vo kich caa chinh
ho, va néu ban dam néi diéu dé véi dng
ta, c6 thé ong ta sé tra 15i, ‘Chang phai
dé cing 1a mot cudc song tot nhu bao
cudc song khac u?’

‘Look at this courthouse, Higgins!’
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John Aloysius would go on. ‘Look at it!
I have seen the Lord Chief Justice enter
this building between files of curassiers
with shining breastplates, uplifted sabres,
snowy plumes. A vision of scarlet and
ermine, Higgins But that was in the
good old days, before these yahoos from
the heath, these bog trotters of Gaelic
Leaguers, these bagmen, these Attacotti,
these tin-pot patriots with the smell of
dung on their boots, set the grass growing
on the streets. But now, Higgins, what do
we see? We see Justice arrive in a bowler
hat and flannel bags My God, Higgins!
Its a symbol. And I am left | I am left! 1
am left, Higgins, like an old master, lying
forgotten in a deserted mansion’

‘Hay nhin toa an nay, Higgins!” John
Aloysius tiép tuc ndi. ‘Hay nhin né! Ta da

thay ong Chanh an Toa an Toi cao budc
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vao toa nha nay gitta hang ky binh mac
ao giap nguc sang loang, ki€m tudt tran,
16ng chim tuyét trang. Mot canh tugng
ctia mau doé tuoi va long chon ermine,
Higgins. Nhung doé la vao théi xua tot
dep, trudc khi nhiing ké man rg nay tu
vung hoang da, nhiing ké 16i bun cta
Gaelic Leaguers, nhiing tay buon rong,
nhiing tén Attacotti, nhiing ké yéu nudc
ré tién v6i mui phan bo trén giay, dé€ co
moc trén dudng pho. Nhung bay gig,
Higgins, chuing ta thay gi? Chung ta thay
Cong ly dén trong moét chiéc mii qua dua
va quan flannel. Chua oi, Higgins! D6 la
mot biéu tugng. Va ta bi bé lai! Ta bi bo
lai! Ta bi bé lai, Higgins, nhu mot bac
thay gia, bi nam lang quén trong mot
dinh thy bo hoang’

Aye, aye, sir!” Higgins would respond,
like the old Navy man he was.
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‘Vang, vang, thua ngai!’ Higgins sé
dap lai, nhu mot linh gia hai quan ma
han tling la trudc day.

And John Aloysius would pat his third
and hairless chin, and tip his deep-bayed
collar, with the tips of his pink fingers,
and, in disgust at the changed world,
fling his cigarette on the mossy steps of
the courthouse, lingering for a second to
watch some raggedpants pick it up - his
jewel flung in largesse. Then he would
stalk away, his great torso swaying like
a young elephant from side to side, and
he would bid Peter Cooney come to the
library, and, lolling in his armchair, take
up the tale again.

Va John Aloysius sé vo nhe cam tht

ba va khong cé rau cua minh, va chinh
lai c6 4o khoét sau, v6i dau nhiing ngén
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tay hong hao ctia minh, va, trong su ghé
tom trudc thé giGi da thay doi, ném diéu
thudc ctia minh trén bac thém réu phong
cla toa an, nan lai mot giay d€ xem ké ao
quan rach ruéi nao do nhit né Ién - vién
ngoc cua ong ta dugc ban tang rong rai.
Roi Ong ta sé budc di oai vé, than hinh
to 16n ctia 6ng ta lac lu nhu mot cha voi
con tii bén nay sang bén kia, va ong ta
sé bao Peter Cooney dén thu vién, va,
nga nguoi trén ghé banh, ti€p tuc cau
chuyén.

‘Cooney, that fellow Higgins is a boor,
a gun-room lout, a deck swabber. Why
must John Aloysius Gonzaga O’Sullivan
associate with such offal? Can you tell
me that, Cooney? You, at least, however
ignorant, have been to the ballet once
you have made your obeisance to that
loveliness of which these, and these’ -
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indicating the naughty prints, at which
Cooney would be trying hard to look
objectively - ‘are but the whispering
echoes. Think of it, Cooney! Russia is at
our doors - the greatest civilization in the
world, crushed under the elephant feet of
these yahoos of Bolsheviks, these hairy
moujiks from Siberia, these Circassian
Huns who never knew what beauty was
- that Russia is come to our city. And
what happens, Cooney? Pwah! The swine
do not even smell the pearls. Last night
- a first night - the theatre — you saw it
yourself - was empty!’

‘Cooney, ga Higgins do la mot ké
tho 16, mot thang vo hoc & phong sung,
mot tay lau chui boong tau. Tai sao John
Aloysius Gonzaga O’Sullivan lai phai
giao du véi thi cdn ba nhu vay? Anh c6
thé noéi cho ta biét khong, Cooney? Anh,
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it nhat, du dot nat, da tling di xem mua
ba 1é mot lan; anh da t6 long ton kinh
v6i vé dep ma nhiing thi nay, va nhiing
tht nay - chi vao nhiing ban in khiéu
goi, ma Cooney sé c6 gang nhin mot
cach khach quan - chi la nhiing tiéng
vong thi tham. Hay nghi v€ no, Cooney!
Nud6c Nga dang & trudc cua nha chung
ta - nén van minh vi dai nhat thé gidi, bi
nghién nat dudi ban chan voi ctia nhiing
ké man rg Bolshevik nay, nhiing ga nong
dan 16ng 14 tu Siberia, nhiing tén Hung
N6 Circassian chua bao gio biét cai dep
la gi - nuéc Nga do da dén thanh pho ctia
chung ta. Va chuyén gi xdy ra, Cooney?
D6 man rg! L heo tham chi con khong
ngti thay nhiing vién ngoc. T6i qua -
dém dau tién - nha hat - chinh anh da
thay do6 - n6 trong rong!
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‘Oh, bejaney, John A., Peter would
mumble, ‘tis a bloody shame.

‘Oi, chét tiét, John A., Peter sé 14m
bam, ‘that la mot sy xau hd chét tiét!

‘My dear boy, we are shamed before
the civilized world. How can I lift my head
again in London? Or in Paris? The name
of this city will stink in the nostrils of every
artist in Europe. St Petersburg comes to
Cork - for so, in my dreams, I sometimes
call that lovely city, and think to see again
her lovely streets. And Cork ignores her.
The Nevsky Prospect, Cooney; the sleighs
on the Voznesensky, the Gorokhoyava
Ulitsa, lit from end to end by the rising
sun! (It runs due southeast, Cooney.) The
Neva frozen and glittering! All that! And
Cork ignores it!’
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(That was typical John Aloysius -
he devoured travel books to the point of
believing himself that he had travelled the
world)

‘Anh ban than mén cta t6i, ching ta
bilam nhuc truéc thégigi van minh. Lam
sao t0i c6 thé ngang dau lén & London
ntia? Hay & Paris? Tén ctia thanh pho
nay sé boc mui trong mii cua moi nghé
si & chau Au. St Petersburg dén Cork - vi
nhu thé, trong gidc mo cta tdi, tdi thinh
thoang goi thanh pho dang yéu do, va
nghi sé lai thay nhiing con pho dang yéu
ctano. VaCork ph6tloné. Daild Nevsky,
Cooney; nhiing chiéc xe trugt tuyét trén
Voznesensky, pho Gorokhoyava Ulitsa,
dugc thap sang tu ddu dén cudi bdi mat
tr6i moc! (N6 chay theo huéng dong
nam, Cooney.) Song Neva dong bing va
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14p lanh! Tat ca nhiing thi dé! Va Cork
phét 16 nol

(b6 1a John Aloysius dién hinh - 6ng
ta nghién ngadm nhiéu sach du lich dén
muc tudng rang minh da di du lich khap
thé gii)

‘Cooney! Will you tell me why do
I live here? Why does John Aloysius
Gonzaga O’Sullivan live in a sewer? You
say nothing? I know why. You are saying
to yourself, “But what an error  you
are saying. “Surely,” you are saying, “the
sewers of Paris, as compared with this
chamber pot of a town, are as translucent
Pierian spring?” And you are quite right
My boy, you show great intelligence.

‘Cooney! Anh sé noi cho toi biét tai
sao toi song & day? Tai sao John Aloysius
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Gonzaga O’Sullivan sdng trong mot
cong ranh? Anh khong néi gi? Toi biét
tai sao. Anh dang néi tham véi chinh
minh, “Nhung that 1a moét sai lam” anh
dang noéi. “Chac chan,” anh dang noi,
“nhiing cOng ranh cta Paris, so v6i cai
bo vé sinh ctia mot thi tran nay, cling
trong suot nhu sudi Pierian?” Va anh
hoan toan dung. Anh ban cua t6i, anh
thé hién dugc sy thong minh tuyét voi!

And so, having smoked Peter, and
eased his own heart, off with him again
to Higgins, and back again to his office,
as restless as a hen with an egg, all that
Tuesday afternoon, waiting until he
should be seated again in the stalls, in his
starched shirt and his tails - the only man,
he was certain, who would dress for the
event.
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Va nhu vay, sau khi da lam Peter
ngat khoi, va lam nhe long minh, 6ng lai
di dén cho Higgins, va trd lai van phong
ctia minh, bon chon nhu mot con ga mai
dé tring, suot chiéu thu Ba do, chd dgi
cho dén khi o6ng ta lai dugc ngoi trong
hang ghé khan gia, trong chiéc 40 so mi
con cung va dudi tom ctia minh - ngudi
dan 6ng duy nhat, 6ng ta chac chan, sé
an mac chinh té cho su kién.

He knew he would be rubbing his
paunch around and around, in an ecstasy,
watching the limbs twine and untwine,
the waves of Les Sylphides advance and
retire, the heads nod, the knees rise, the
arms upflinging... In his library he blew
little secret kisses at his vision. As he
dressed he promised himself, ‘fore God,
that he would go around after the show
to the stage door and congratulate them
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in person. He might even take one of the
ladies to supper.... He trembled at the
thought. And he knew that he was the
only man in all Ireland who had the wit
and grace to do it - the only man left in all
Ireland with a sense of beauty... the old
master deserted in the abandoned house.

Ong ta biét minh sé xoa bung theo
hinh tron, trong con ngay ngat, nhin
nhiing canh tay cu¢n va mé ra, nhiing
lan song ctia man “Les Sylphides” tién
lén va lui xudng, nhiing cai gat dau,
nhting dau goi nhac lén, nhiing canh tay
vung lén... Trong thu vién, ong ta thoi
nhting nu hon bi mat nho vao tam nhin
ctia minh. Khi mdc quan do, ong ta ty
htia v6i ban than, truéc Chua, rang dng
ta sé di vong ra sau ctia hau sau budi biéu
dién va chinh minh chiic miing ho. Ong
ta tham chi cé thé méi mot trong nhiing
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quy c6 di dn téi... Ong ta run 1én vi y nghi
dé. Va ong ta biét rang minh la nguoi
dan ong duy nhit trén khap Ireland c6
du tri thong minh va duyén dang dé lam
diéu do - ngudi dan 6ng duy nhat con lai
trén khap Ireland véi y thiic vé cai dep...
bac thay gia bi bd roi trong ngo6i nha bé
hoang.

What a phrase! “IThe old master on
the walls - silent and dignified - while the
bailiffs belowstairs drank their gin. .... As
he walked to the theatre he polished the
phrase, and he swayed on his hips like a
young elephant.

That la mot cum tu! «Bac thay gia
trén nhiing buc tudng - im lang va oai
phong - trong khi nhiing vién chap phap
duéi nha udng rugu gin cua chung...»
Khi di dén nha hat, 6ng ta trau chuot
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cum tli, va 6ng ta lac lu bén hong nhu
mot chu voi con.

Nobody knows if he said all that, but
we can well infer it from what happened.
For at the door of the theatre John
Aloysius got a shock. He heard his name
pronounced in full at his elbow - John
Aloysius Gonzaga O’Sullivan, spoken in a
cold, malicious voice. Turning, he saw two
men looking at him, one with a scornful
frown, the other sheepishly. The frowner
held a notebook in his hand and he was
writing down the name. The other, of all
people, was his satellite, Peter Cooney.

Khong ai biét liéu 6ng ta cé noi tat ca
nhiing diéu dé khong, nhung chung ta

c6 thé suy ludn ra tt nhiing gi da xay ra.
Vi & cua nha hat, John Aloysius bi mot
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ct s6c. Ong ta nghe thay tén minh dugc
phat am day da & ngay bén canh - John
Aloysius Gonzaga O’Sullivan, dugc noi
bing mdt giong lanh lung, ac y. Quay
lai, 6ng ta thay hai ngudi dan 6ng dang
nhin minh, mdt ngudi véi cdi nhiu may
khinh bi, ngudi kia ngai nguing. Ngudi
nhiu may cdm mdt cudn so tay trong tay
va dang viét tén xudng. Ngudi kia, trong
tat cd moi ngudi, lai chinh la vé tinh cta
ong ta, Peter Cooney.

‘What may this be?’ stormed John
Aloysius.

‘Day cb thé la cai gi?’ John Aloysius
gian da.

Cooney blushed and fidgeted, but the
other spoke up.
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Cooney do mat va to ra bon chon ap
ung, nhung ngudi kia 1én tiéng.

‘We're taking down the name of every
man who enters the theatre tonight’

‘Chung t6i dang ghi lai tén ctia moi
nguoi vao nha hat toi nay’

He was a fine, healthy young man,
with red, high cheekbones, blue eyes, a soft
mouth. John Aloysius recognized him; he
was a doctor named Quill.

Anh ta la mét ngudi dan Ong tré
khoe manh, véi gdo ma cao do, mat xanh,
miéng mém mai. John Aloysius nhén ra
anh ta; anh ta 1a mot bac si tén Quill.

And for what purpose, in the name of
heaven?’ asked John A., with a sick feeling
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beginning to crawl around his stomach.
‘Va v6i muc dich gi, nhan danh

Chua?’ John A. hoi, v6i mdt cam giac
budn ndn bat dau bo quanh da day.

‘Wethinkitsanindecent performance,
said Quill.

‘Chung t6i nghi dé 1a mot budi biéu
dién khiém nha, Quill néi.

John Aloysius looked where he pointed
and saw a little proces-sion of young men
marching around the square; among them

were, also, some young women and boys.
One man carried a placard which said:

MEN OF SAINT MARK
We Have Them Marked!
DOWN WITH IMMORAL PLAYS!
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John Aloysius nhin theo huéng anh
ta chi va thdy mot doan nho gom nhiing
nguoi tré tudi dang diéu hanh xung
quanh quang trudng; trong so6 ho ciing
c6 vai thi€u ni va thi€u nién. Mot ngudi
dan 6ng cam mot tdm bién ghi:

NGUOI CUA THANH MARK
Chung Té6i ba banh Dau Ho!

PA PAO NHUNG VO KICH VO
DAO DUC!

He thought quickly of his job. It was a
nice job. But it had to be renewed by the
county council every year, and that was
sometimes a delicate business.

Ong ta nhanh chéng nghi dén cong
viéc ctia minh. D6 la mot cong viéc tot.
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Nhung né phai dugc hoi dong quan gia
han moi nam, va do6i khi d6 1a mot viéc
lam té nhi.

‘Dear me, he said, and for Cooney’s
benefit he tried to say it as facetiously
as possible. And is it as bad as all that?
Have you, I mean to say, have you seen
the performance?”’

‘Oi trdi, 6ng ta ndi, va vi lgi ich ctia
Cooney, 6ng ta c0 néi n6 mot cach khoi
hai nhat cé thé. “Va né té dén thé sao? Y
toi 14, anh da, anh da xem budi biéu dién
chua?’

I wouldn’t be seen supporting it, said
Quill. Cooney was restive. He drew John

A. aside.

“Toi sé khong dé nguoi ta thay toi
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ung ho no, Quill ndi. Cooney thi bon
chon. Anh ta kéo John A. sang mot bén.

To tell you the gospel truth, John A, he
said, wrinkling up his nose apologetically,
‘Dr Quill can say anything he likes, but it’s
the way I couldn’t be seen supporting it.
I'm in this all on account of Canon Paul.
As you know, what he says goes. But take
my advice now, John A., and let it alone.
“Twill be better for you.

‘Noi v6i 6ng su that nhu trong Phuc
Am, John A, anh ta néi, nhin mii mot
cach xin 161, ‘Bac si Quill c6 thé noi bat
ct diéu gi anh ay thich, nhung chi la vi
toi khong thé bi ngudi ta thay la ung ho
no. Toi tham gia vao chuyén nay hoan
toan la vi Linh muc Paul. Nhu 6ng biét,
ong ay ndi gi la dugc nay. Nhung gic day
hay nghe 16i khuyén cua t6i, John A., va
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hay boé no6 di. “Nhu vay sé t6t hon cho

ong.

And do you mean to stand there,
stormed John Aloysius, and admit to me
that you are such a craven wretch...

‘Vay anh la dting d6, John Aloysius
gian dd, ‘va thtia nhan véi ta rang anh la
mot tén hen nhéat dang khinh...

‘None of that, threatened Quill,
turning on them like a flash.

‘Khong dugc noéi thé; Quill de doa,
quay sang ho ngay lap tuc.

‘Mr Cooney has made up his own
mind and you can make up yours, too, and
as a matter of fact, I'm sure Mr Cooney
doesn’t really approve of this performance
at all’.
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‘Ong Cooney di ldy quyét dinh va
ong cting c6 thé lay quyét dinh, va thuc
té, tdi chac chan 6ng Cooney khong thuc
su tan thanh buoi bi€u dién nay chut

>

nao.

It was on the tip of John A’s tongue to
abuse them both. As he caught the flaring
lights of the foyer, the gold paint, the smell
of the theatre’s musk, like burned toast, he
wanted to ask them if they realized that all
the loveliness of Russia was behind those
doors, to talk of the Gorokhoyava Ulitsa
lit from end to end by the rising sun. He
even thought of arguing that the ballet is,
by nature, anticommunistic. Rage swelled
his neck. He thought of ten bad words to

call Cooney - a moujik, a pimp, a blister,
a PILE...

John A. suyt nita da thot ra nhiing 16i
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ling ma ca hai ngudi. Khi 6ng ta bat gap
anh dén sang ruc cua 10 sudi, mau son
vang, mui xa huong cua nha hat, nhu
banh mi nuéng chdy, 6ng ta muon hdi ho
liéu ho c6 nhan ra rang tat ca vé dep ctia
nudc Nga dang & sau nhiing canh ctia
do, dé noi vé phod Gorokhoyava Ulitsa
dugc thap sang tu dau dén cudi bsi mat
troi moc. Ong ta tham chi con nghi dén
viéc tranh luan rang diéu maa ba-1é, vé
ban chat, la chéng cong. Con thinh no
lam c6 6ng ta sung to 1én. Ong ta nghi
dén mudi tii x4u xa dé€ goi Cooney - mot
thang nha qué, mét thang ma c6, mot cai
bong béng nuéc, mot PONG...

I see,’ he said ‘Dear me. I must think
it over.

“Toi hi€u, 6ng ta noi. ‘Oi troi. Toi
phai suy nghi lai.
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As he walked away from the door he
heard the wretched Cooney say, ‘Cross out
that name. Mr O’Sullivan is with us.

Khi budc ra khoi ctia, 6ng ta nghe
thay tén Cooney khdn nan néi, ‘Gach bo
tén d6. Ong O’Sullivan theo ching ta’

He felt he would choke, or cry. He
went around the corner, and to a small
newsboy who tried to sell him a paper he
said all the ten bad words in a rush. Then
he bethought himself and walked quickly
to the stage door, casting many glances
behind him as he entered. He presented
his card and a florin to the doorkeeper,
and was finally shown into the dressing
room of the dancer who did the part of the
Rose in Le Spectre de la Rose. The room
was full of excited men and women, all
talking in loud voices at the same time.
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Ong ta cdm thdy minh gan bi nghet
thd, hodc khéc. Ong ta di vong qua géc
pho, va gdp mot cau bé ban bao c6 ban
cho 6ng ta mdt t& bdo, Ong ta ndi tat ca
mudi ti xau trong mot hoi. Roi ong ta
nghi lai va nhanh chong di dén ctia vao
san khau, li€éc nhin nhiéu lan phia sau
khi buéc vao. Ong dua danh thiép va
mot dong florin cho ngudi gac ctia, va
cudi cung dugc dan vao phong thay do
cta vii cong dong vai Bong Hong trong
man *Le Spectre de la Rose*. Can phong
day nhiing dan 6ng va phu nti, vé mat
phan khich, tat ca déu ndi cao giong
cung mot luc.

I have come, sir; said John Aloysius
to the dancer, ‘to congratulate you, and to
protest on behalf of my city against these
disgraceful scenes outside. I do not wish
you, sit, to form the idea that this city is
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an ignorant city, or a boorish city. It is a
most cultivated centre of the arts. It always
was. I am but one of thousands who feel
that your ballet is a glorious thing, and, if
I may say so, an uplifting thing’

“Toi dén day, thuangai, John Aloysius
noéi véi vl cong, ‘d€ chic miing ngai, va
dé phan doi thay mat thanh phd cta toi
chong lai nhiing canh tugng dang xau ho
bén ngoai. Toi khong muon ngai, thua
ngai, cd y nghi rang thanh pho nay la
mot thanh pho dét nat, hoac mot thanh
ph6 tho 16. N6 1a mdt trung tdm vin
héa nghé thuat cao nhat. N6 luén nhu
vay. Toi chi la mot trong s6 hang nghin
nguoi cam thay rang diéu mua ba lé cua
cac ban la mot diéu tuyét voi, va, néu toi
c6 thé noi, mot diéu ning cao tAm hon’
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The dancer was a small, lithe
Lithuanian named Rachmanoff. He was
no Nijinsky. Where Nijinsky would have
hurled himself through the window, ten
feet through the air, onto a mattress held
by four scene shifters, poor Rachmanoff
jumped like any man. He was thirty-eight
- near the end of his race as a dancer,
and he was touring the small cities of
the world, trying to lay up a little store
of money against the time when he would
dance no more. Eagerly he interpreted to
the others, as they crowded around them
to know what it all meant. John Aloysius
saw the glowing lips and coloured cheeks
of the girls, their bare arms, their white
backs, and smelled the scent of the powder.
He felt the air in the musty dressing room
grow quick, as when lightning is about to
explode the sky.
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Vi cong la mot ngudi Lithuania nho
nhan, nhanh nhen tén Rachmanoff. Anh
ta khong phai 1a Nijinsky. Néu Nijinsky
sé lao minh qua ctia s0, roi xuong muoi
bo qua khong trung, vao mdt tam ném
dugc gitt bsi bon ngudi kéo canh, thi
chang Rachmanoff t6i nghiép chi nhay
nhu bat ky ngudi dan 6ng nao. Anh ta
da ba muoi tdm tudi - gan cuoi sy nghiép
khiéu vii ctia minh, va anh ta dang luu
dién tai cac thanh pho nho cua thé gidi,
c6 gang danh dum dugc mot it tién cho
thoi diém khi anh ta sé khong con nhay
ntia. Anh ta nhiét tinh gidi thich cho
nhting nguoi khac, khi ho tu tdp xung
quanh dé biét tat ca c6 y nghia gi. John
Aloysius nhin thay déi moi ruc r6 va ma
ting hong cua cac cb gai, canh tay tran,
lung trang ctia ho, va ngti thdy mui
huong ctia phan. Ong cdm thdy khong
khi trong phong thay do bui bdm tré
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nén day dac nhanh choéng, nhu thé sim
chép sap lam né tung bau troi.

‘It means so much to us’, pleaded
Rachmanoff. ‘It will ruin us. Last week in
Sheffield we did not do well. And Cardiff
- you remember Cardiff?” He turned to
them all, and they all groaned the word
Cardiff! ‘Who are these young men?’
implored Rachmanoff.

‘Diéu nay co y nghia rat 16n voéi
chung t6i, Rachmanoff néi nhu cau xin.
‘N6 sé huy hoai ching t6i. Tuan trudc
& Sheffield chung t6i da khong lam tét.
Va Cardiff - cac anh nhé Cardiff chu?’
Anh quay sang tat ca, va tat ca ho déu
rén ri cdi tén Cardiff! ‘Nhiing ngudi dan
ong tré do la ai?” Rachmanoft hdi nhu
cau khan.
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“They are young fools, said John
Aloysius. ‘In fact, they are mere scum! In
fact, they are the lowest of the low! As a
matter of fact, theyre really... what you
might call, revolutionaries. Thats what
they are!’

‘Ho la nhiing ké ngu ngoc tré tudi,
John Aloysius néi. “Thuc té, ho chi la
can ba! Thuc té, ho la thu thap kém nhat
cua cai thap kém! Trén thuc té, ho thuc
su la... nhiing gi anh c6 thé€ goi, nhiing
ngudi cach mang. Ho la bon do!’

‘Not Communists?’ begged
Rachmanoff.

‘Khong phai Cong sin cha?
Rachmanoff ciu xin.
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‘Worse than Communists! Perhaps
you might call them Fascists. Or
Nationalists. It’s very complicated.

“Té hon ca Cong san! Co 1é anh c6
thé goi ho la Phat xit. Hodc nhiing ngudi
theo Qudc gia chu nghia. N6 rat phiic

>

tap.

‘What can you do for us?’ pleaded the
little dancer, and the girls put their white
arms around John Al shoulders and
peered at him beseechingly, as if he were
their saviour.

‘Ong c6 thé 1am gi cho ching t6i?’
ngudi vii cong nho ciu xin, va cac co6 gai
ddt canh tay trang cua ho 1én vai John A.
va nhin cham cham vao 6ng ta nhu van
nai, nhu thé ong ta la vi ctiu tinh cta ho.

Bdc thady gia



54 | Sedn O Faoldin

Pay no heed to them, said John
Aloysius, feeling the scent fume through
his brain. T am a lawyer. There are ways
and means. Tomorrow night, I, John
O’Sullivan, guarantee it, they will be
swept off the streets. I can only apologize
for them now. As an old master, as one of
the very few old masters, left on the walls
of modern times, from the great areas,
my friends, as you are of those great eras,
I speak, so to speak, and I apologize for
them. They will be swept from the streets
like the dust before the wind.

‘Dting dé€ y dén ho, John Aloysius
noi, cam thay mui huong x0ng lén nao.
“Toi 1a mo6t luat su. Co nhiéu cach va
nhiéu phuong tién. T6i mai, t6i, John
O’Sullivan, cam doan, ho sé bi quét sach
khéi duong phd. Bay gio thi toi chi cé
thé xin 16i cho ho. La mot béc thay gia,
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nhu mot trong so6 rat it nhiing bac thay
gia, con sot lai trén nhiing buc tudng
cta thaoi hién dai, ti nhiing thoi dai vi
dai, cac ban ctia t6i 61, vi cac ban la cta
nhiing thoi dai vi dai dé, toi 1én tiéng,
cO thé noi, va t6i xin 16i cho ho. Ho sé bi
quét khéi dudng pho nhu bui trudc gio’

Then, hearing the singing of hymns
outside the windows, and fearing the
young men might come in and find him,
he dragged himself away, followed by their
beseeching eyes, their pleading smiles,
their looks of fear and doubt. His heart
was thumping as he left them. But he felt
justified. He had given these yahoos their
answer. The old master, so to speak, had
leaned down from the walls, reproved
their ignorance...
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ROi, nghe thdy tiéng hat thanh ca
bén ngoai ctia s, va s¢ nhiing nguoci
tré cd thé vao va tim thdy minh, 6ng ta
1é budc di, theo sau 1a nhiing anh mat
van nai cta doan mua, nhiing nu cuoi
cau xin, nhiing cai nhin s¢ hai va nghi
ngo. Tim Ong ta dap thinh thich khi réi
ho. Nhung 6ng ta cam thay dugc bién
minh. Ong ta da cho nhiing ké man rg
dé cau tra 10i. Bac thay gia, cé thé noi,
da nghiéng ngudi tii nhiing bic tudng,
khién trach sy ngu dot cta ho...

So thinking he found himself at the
front of the theatre again. The procession
had swollen to twice its size Crowds of
people were watching it circle round and
round. Seeing them all, John Aloysius felt
his resolution ebbing away. Suddenly he
heard his name spoken again; this time it
was Canon Paul, a lean, hollow-browed
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man with spectacles. With distaste John
Aloysius noticed that the glass of the
spectacles was dusted with little grains,
and browned in the crevices of the frame.

Pang nghinhu vay, 6ng ta thay minh
trd lai ding trudc nha hat. Doan diéu
hanh da phinh to gap doéi kich thudc.
bam dong ngudi dang xem no di vong
quanh. Nhin thay tat ca, John Aloysius
cam thay quyét tam ctia minh dang bi
soi mon di. Dot nhién dng ta nghe thay
tén minh dugc nhac lai lan niia; 1an nay
la Linh muc Paul, mét ngudi dan 6ng
gay g0, tran hom véi cdp kinh. Véi su
kho chiu, John Aloysius nhan thay kinh
cta cdp kinh pha day nhiing hat nho, va
mau nau & cac khe cua khung kinh.

‘Mr O’Sullivan, said the canon, ‘Dr
Quill has told me how you refused to
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support this wretched business when you
heard of our protest Thats the spirit. I'm
so glad you are with us. Only three men
have gone into the theatre - and, believe
me, Mr O’Sullivan, we’ll teach them a
lesson.

‘Ong O’Sullivan; vi linh muc néi,
‘Bac si Quill da ndi véi toi cach ong tu
ch6i tng ho chuyén ding thuong nay
khi nghe dugc su phan doi ctia chung
toi. D6 la tinh than. Toi rat vui vi 6ng &
cung chung t6i. Chi c6 ba ngudi vao nha
hat - va, tin t6i di, 6ng O’Sullivan, chung
toi sé day ho mot bai hoc!

‘Why, muttered John Aloysius, ‘I
mean to say, its... I was thinking... after
all, it’s all right for ... adults, don’t you
think, Canon?”
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“Tai sao, John Aloysius ldm bam, ‘y
toi 1a, no... toi dang nghi... cudi cung, né
c6 6n cho... nguoi l6n khong, ngai khong
nghi nhu thé sao, thua Linh muc?”

Ah, but its the bad example, Mr
O’Sullivan. That's what counts. The young
people must be given good example.

‘A, nhung d6 l1a guong xdu, Ong
O’Sullivan. B6 la diéu quan trong.
Nhiing nguoi tré tudi phai dugc cho
guong tot.

‘Quite so, said John Aloysius.

‘Dung vay, John Aloysius noi.

And now, Mr O’Sullivan, we're going

to start. We'll march through the city.
Come with me.
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‘Va bay gid, ong O’Sullivan, chung ta
sé bat dau. Chung ta sé diéu hanh qua
thanh phd. Hay di véi toi.

Gently but firmly he took John
Aloysius by the arm, saying something
about the value of educated men, and
about ending this sort of thing, and before
he could get out of it, John Aloysius found
himself beside Cooney in the procession
with a hymnbook 1n his hand.

Nhe nhang nhung kién quyét, 6ng ta
nam lay canh tay John Aloysius, néi diéu
gi d6 vé gia tri ciia nhiing ngudi co hoc,
va ve viéc cham dut loai chuyén nay, va
trudce khi c6 thé thoat ra khoi dam dong,
John Aloysius thdy minh di bén canh
Cooney trong doan diéu hanh véi mot
cudn sach hat trong tay.
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‘Now, men!’ shouted the canon.
‘Nao, cac anh!” vi linh muc ho to.

At once John A. imagined himself
standing out and denouncing them all.
What a great story it would be! And while
he thought of it, the procession shuffled
off and he had to march with it. He saw
the crowds fall in behind, marshalled by
stewards. They were singing. Cooney was
bawling in his ear like a trumpeter. In his
white paunch, he himself was the most
conspicuous of them all, he was so big and
fat, and his tall hat stuck up in the air.

Ngay lap tdc John A. tudng tuong
minh ding ra ngoai va 1én an tat ca ho.
That 1a mot cau chuyén tuyét voi! Va
trong khi ong ta nghi vé nd, doan diéu
hanh 1é budc va ong ta phai budc di
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cting né. Ong ta thiy dam dong di theo
sau, dugc sap x€p bdi cac nguoi git trét
tu. Ho hat. Cooney dang hét vao tai 6ng
ta nhu mdt ngusi thoi ken. Véi cai bung
trang ctia minh, chinh Ong ta la ngudi
16 liéu nhat trong dam dong, 6ng qua
to 16n va béo, v6i chi€c mii cao chia lén
khong trung.

The canon fell in by his side and
smilingly urged him to sing. Then as the
procession circled around towards the
drawn doors of the theatre, he saw the
dancers clustered inside, overcoats over
their shoulders, peering out, and they
were gesticulating madly and pointing
directly at him. He tried to hunch down
his shoulders and bend his knees. He took
off his hat. But that looked as if he were
trying to put more gusto into his singing,
so he put it on again.
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Vi linh muc di bén canh 6ng ta va
mim cudi thuc giuc ong ta hat. Roi khi
doan diéu hanh di vong quanh vé phia
nhiing canh ctia dong kin ctia nha hat,
ong ta thiy cac vii cong tu tap bén trong,
ao khodc trén vai, nhin ra ngoai, va ho
dang ra hiéu dién cudng va chi thing vao
ong ta. Ong ta c6 khom vai va ha thap
d4u g6i xudng. Ong ta bé mii ra. Nhung
trong nhu thé 6ng ta dang c6 gang hat
v6i nhiéu hing tha hon, nén 6ng ta lai
doi ma lai.

Sing up, Mr O’Sullivan,’ urged the
canon, singing away himself right into his
ear (as Cooney did on the other side), and
banging his breviary to mark the time.
Viciously John Aloysius sang.

‘Hat to lén, 6ng O’Sullivan, vi linh
muc thuc giuc, hat ngay vao tai 6ng ta
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(nhu Cooney lam & bén kia), va dap
cuén sach nghi 1€ ctia minh dé danh
nhip. John Aloysius hat mét cach hung
bao.

‘Hark, he piped.

‘Nghe day’ ong ta thot 1én.

‘Out with it, from the canon.

‘Hat to ra, tu vi linh muc.

‘Hark, hear the sound

‘Nghe day, nghe am thanh

Those blessed strains are telling...

Nhiing giai di¢u thanh thién dé dang

noi lén diéu gi do...
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‘Fine, said the canon. ‘Louder!’

“Dugc roi,” vi gido si noéi. “To hon
nda di!”

‘Of that new life, sang John Aloysius,

V€ cudc song mai do, John Aloysius
hat,

When sin shall be no more...
Khi t6i 16i khong con niia...

They debouched out of the square into
the principal street.

Ho di ra khéi quang trudng va di vao
con pho chinh.

Crowds gathered on the curbs. Old
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shawled women bobbed to the canon, and
said what a grand man he had with him.

bam dong tu tap trén cac 1€ duong.
Nhiing ngudi phu nii gia choang khan
cdi chao vi linh muc, va néi 6ng c6 mot

ngudi dan Ong tuyét vai bén canh.

‘Somebody is waving to you, cried the
canon.

‘Ai d6 dang vay tay véi ong, vi linh
muc kéu lén.

It was Higgins, the doorkeeper, waving
cheerfully from the curb.

bo la Higgins, ngudi gac cua, dang
vui vé vay tay tu 1€ dudng.

John Aloysius looked sideways out
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of his pince-nez and bawled away at the
hymn, pretending not to see him at all.
Presently the canon said:

‘We're going to hold a protest meeting
in the grand parade. You’ll say a few
words, of course?’

John Aloysius nhin ra ngoai tii cap
kinh kep mii ctia minh va hét vang bai
thanh ca, gia vé nhu khong nhin thay
han chut nao. Mot luc sau vi linh muc
noi:

‘Chung ta sé€ t6 chtic mot cudc hop
phan d6i & dai 16 grand parade. Ong sé
nai vai 161, chac chan roi?

John Aloysius groaned. Sweat clamped
his dress shirt to his back. He felt he was
going to assassinate the canon, pull out
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his lean neck the way you pull the neck of
a hen. He saw, down a side street, a little
green iron building. Pointing shyly to it,
he excused himself to the canon, dived
from the ranks, and, with his tails in the
air, raced down the street and took refuge
inside the privy.

John Aloysius rén ri. Mo hoéi dan
chiéc 4o so mi da hi ctia 6ng ta vao lung.
Ong ta cdm thdy minh sip 4m sat vi linh
muc, kéo cdi c¢§ gay cua Ong ta ra nhu
cdch anh kéo c6 ga. Ong ta nhin thiy,
trén mot con pho nho, mot toa nha nho
v6i hang rao sat mau xanh 14 cay. Chi
tay mot cach e then vao nd, 6ng ta xin
16i vi linh muc, lao ra khéi hang ngi, va
vGi dudi tom bay phat phéi trén khong,
chay xudng con dudng nho va tron vao
trong nha v¢ sinh.
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As he turned into it he saw Cooney
racing after him.

Khi ré vao do, ong ta thady Cooney
dang dudi theo minh.

‘You vomit!” cried John Aloysius,

mopping his brow inside the building.

‘D6 ndén mua!” John Aloysius kéu
1én, lau tran bén trong toa nha.

“The canon wants you to speak!’
protested Cooney.

“Linh muc mudn 6ng ndi chuyén!’
Cooney phan doéi.

I have a colic,’ said John Aloysius. ‘A
bad colic I get them often,’ and he began to
unfasten his vest. ‘Go away, you scoundrel,
you..

Bdc thady gia



70 | Sedn O Faoldin

“To6i bi dau bung, John Aloysius ndi.
‘Mot con dau bung di doi. Toi thuong
bi, va ong bat diu céi do. ‘Di khoi noi
day, tén v0 lai, do...

‘But the canon!’ cried Cooney.

‘Nhung vi linh muc!” Cooney kéu
lén.

Tll follow after you, said John
Aloysius. ‘Go now, please go. Its so
embarrassing. I'll join you in five minutes
I swear itl’

“Toi sé di theo sau cac anh, John
Aloysius noéi. ‘Di di, 1am on di di. That
la phtc tap. Toi sé trd vé cung cac anh

trong nam phut ntia. Toi thé!’

Unwillingly Cooney went. There was
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an old man there, too. He had a belt across
his knees. John Aloysius peered out.

Mot cach mién cudng, Cooney di
khoi. C6 mot ong gia & d6 nita. Ong ta
c6 mot cai that lung ngang dau goi. John
Aloysius nhin ra ngoai.

‘Whas all the singin’ about?” grunted
the old man.

‘Ho hat vé cai gi d6?” ong lao 1dm
bam hoi.

‘Some damn yahoos!” said John
Aloysius ‘Clodhoppers! Protesting about
something or other! Saying something is
immoral’

‘Mot 10 man rg chét tiét!’ John
Aloysius néi. ‘Nhiing ké vung vé! Phan
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doéi vé cai nay hodc cai khac! Néi cai gi
dé 1a vo dao duc!’

The old man grunted. John Aloysius
decided it would be safer to join him. They

were now sitting side by side.

Ongldoldm bam. John Aloysius thdy
sé dugc an toan hon néu & cing Ong ta.
Bay gio ho dang ngdi canh nhau.

All nonsense, of course, said John
Aloysius. ‘As one of the old world - an old
master - left by the tide - as you might
say... He peered out carefully and saw the
procession pass the end of the street “They
know nothing. The beauty of the world.
The grace of the human body. All lost on
them.

“Tat ca la vo nghia, di nhién, John

Hiéu dinh : Pham Nguyén Hanh



The old master | 73

Aloysius noéi. ‘La mot ngudi cua thé gisi
cli - mdt bac thay gia - bi bo lai béi thay
triéu - nhu anh c6 thé néi... Ong ta cén
than nhin ra ngoai va thay doan diéu
hanh di qua khoi cuoi pho. ‘Ho khong
biét gi. Vé dep cta thé gidi. Su duyén
dang cta co thé con ngudi. Ho déu mat
tat ca.

The old man grunted. John Aloysius
looked at him in disgust. He lit an Egyptian
cigarette and thought of the white arms of
the dancers.

Ong lao cau nhau. John Aloysius
nhin 6ng ta v6i vé ghé tdm. Ong ta cham
mot di€u thudc Ai Cap va nghi dén doi
canh tay trang muo6t cia nhiing vii cong.

“The rhythm of the human form,
he murmured. ‘Lost to them.. Its life. Its
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colour. Know nothing. Never will.

‘Nhip diéu ctia hinh dang con nguéi,
ong ta lam bam. ‘Mat hét doi véi ho...
Cudc séng ctia n6. Mau sac caa n6. Ho
khong biét gi. Sé khong bao gio!

The sun streamed down diagonally
into them. It was September and it had
the softness of spring in it. Far away they
heard the singing, the clear voices of boys
and young women rising through the air,
and they were - though John Aloysius
hardly thought so - also springlike and
clear, sweet as a shower through sunlight.

Mit tr6i chi€u xudng chéo vao ho.
Bay gio la thang Chin va c6 su diu dang
ctia mua xuan trong dé. Xa xa, ho nghe
thay tiéng hat, giong trong tréo cua
thanh nién va thi€u ni vang 1én trong
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khong gian, va chung - mdc du John
Aloysius hau nhu khong nghi nhu vay -
cling giéng nhu mua xudn va trong tréo,
ngot ngao nhu mot con mua rao qua
anh nang.

“The Gorokhoyava Ulitsa, murmured
John Aloysius.

‘Ph6 Gorokhoyava Ulitsa, John
Aloysius lam bam.

The voices sang:

“Though our hearts be wrapped in

sorrow,
From the hope of dawn we borrow

Promise of a glad tomorrow,
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All through the night.
Nhiing giong hat cat 1én:
“Du long ta chim trong budn dau,

Tl niém hy vong ctia binh minbh, ta
muon

Loi hia vé mot ngay mai tuoi sang,
Suot dém dai’

John Aloysius was left alone. The
sun faded, but he was afraid to stir. He
heard the sound of cheering. He formed
the phrases he would use tomorrow to
denounce Cooney. A man of no courage. I,
at least, made my protest. Spoke my mind.
To the dancers. Defended beauty’. It grew
darker, and the soft voices rose again in
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another hymn. He stole away, wandering
down devious side streets, polishing his
invective, swaying as he went.

John Aloysius bi bé lai m¢t minh.
Mat troi tat, nhung 6ng ta sg khong dam
nhuc nhich. Ong ta nghe thdy tiéng reo
ho. Ong ta hinh thanh nhiing cum ti 6ng
ta sé dung ngay mai dé€ 1én an Cooney.
‘Mot ngudi khong cé can dam. It ra, toi
da phan doi. Pa ndi lén suy nghi cta
minh. Véi cac vii cong. Bao vé cai dep.
Troi toi dan, va nhiing giong diu dang
lai cat 1én trong mot bai thanh ca khac.
Ong ta 1én di, lang thang xuéng nhiing
con pho nho quanh co, vta di viia trau
chuot 16i 1€ chii raa ctia minh, va via
lac lu than minh.

In the end he never said a word to
Peter Cooney. He got his death of cold out
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of it, and within two weeks pneumonia
had him whipped. But the strange thing
is that, somehow or other... John Aloysius
had a good time... amused everyone..
enjoyed life... but nobody ever thought of
him as anything but a free, public show
while he was alive, and we only began to
think of him as a human being when he
was gone.

Cuoi cung, ong ta khong bao gio
no6i mot 16i v6i Peter Cooney. Ong ta bi
nhiém cam lanh dén chét vi chuyén di
nay, va chi trong hai tuan 1é, bénh viém
phdi da cudn Ong ta di. Nhung diéu ky la
la, bang cach nay hay cach khac... John
Aloysius da c6 mot khoang thoi gian
vui vé... ]am vui moi ngudi ... tan huéng
cudc song... nhung khong ai tling nghi
vé 6ng ta nhu bat cti diéu gi ngoai mot
budi trinh dién cong cong mién phi khi
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Ong ta con séng, va chung toi chi bat dau
nghi vé ong ta nhu mdt con ngudi khi
ong ta da ra di.

I wonder is there any wrong or right
in that? Or is it, as John would have said,
that one kind of life is just the same as
another in the end?

Toi ty hoi liéu co6 diéu gi sai hay dung
trong d6? Hay la, nhu John da ndi, cudc
song nao roi sé cling giong nhau?
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