Peter van thuong lui téi nha Lam, hoi thim
stuc khoé cia Lam. Co bira thi lai xe dua Lam
di ra ngoai n. C6 bita thi mua d6 an vé nau cho
hai nguoi an.

Mot ngay kia Lam dé nghi Peter lai xe 1én
San Francisco General Hospital. Tang lau trén
hét danh cho nhing nguoi bj AIDS. Bénh nhan
gay Om chi con da boc xwong, mit 1o do khong
hén. Lam noi:

-”C6 may lan tao bi nhap vién ¢ day va tao
tudng tao ra di vinh vién. Tao c6 quen mot
thang Asian nam canh giudng tao, no ciing dep
trai nhung n6 xanh xao hon tao. Téi day tao
gidi thidu cho may biét no.”

Sau khi Viéng tham bénh vién Peter vé lai nha
Lam, ngéi lai mot chut cho chi hai ciia Lam
dem com chiéu dén. Co tiéng xdo xat ngoai
clra. Lam ding day, di cham chap, mot cach
yéu 6t va mé clra cti xudng bung hai tay cai ga
men com.

Thang 9, nam 1997.

Peter ban di cong tac xa. Trd vé lai studio cia
Lam méi biét cht nha da cho nguoi khac mudn.
Peter chay lén San Francisco General Hospital.
Co y ta ndi Lam da trat hoi thd cudi cung cach
day mot tuan.

Viét dé tang nhitng cha me cé con cdi la gay/
lesbian.
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Nhan dip ngay Lé ciia Me.
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To my friend Nguyén Vin Vinh

There was a time when the phone rang

My soul responded but my hand delayed

the moment you started greeting

As the fear mounted

1 did not know what horizon we would search

What depth we would go to find the beginning of
a question.

1 did not know how much soul searching would be
involved

whether I had the strength that particular day to
follow your drift.

So many questions we asked.

So few answers we found!

Yet each call you made filled my day with fear and
savage joy.

Now you are gone and my line went dead

Who will talk to me about God, and Hell, and Hell
on earth

Who will talk to me about sin and redemption?

1 reread the books we read together

turning the yellowed pages.

I walk alone among the live oaks

Thinking about so much exploration

So much pain we shared.

All I can do is to look at the people you loved

Who feel the same way the emptiness around us.

All I can do is to listen to their excited litanies of
the joys in time past.

But there will be an end to all this

When the stars shine around us

When the suns and the moons revolve under our
feet

Among the fleecy flocks of white clouds.

And then we will renew our discussions

Momentarily interrupted.

Then there will be fewer questions

and many more answers.

There will be more light than darkness,

There will be more shine than rain.

I will stand and contemplate a beautiful soul
chiseled by our Maker;,

And those who loved you and missed you

Will sing in unison. To the music of angels.

André Nguyén Van Chau
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