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FIRE : Cai Lira Trai, 1ai con bat Lira ti€p
M¢i Di Du Lich, Vinh Ha Long
/chd ¢ ai nita ngoai trit nhém minh 2005
& bii bién. — Voc Cét la phin nho xiéu .
Ho6i Xwa thi Ddo chinh chwra c6 j hét
ching minh tao ra mot Ifra mirng, chic dang 1& tao nén goi né la LU’A D6t rac
Du sao, budi t8i d6 1a bira tiéc 16 * tiéc ngoai tror
Pham vi hoat d0ng

CAT BA — FIRE, before the flood.

Téam khodng 2005 thi Vinh Ha Long van con nhiéu khu virc ma con ngwdi nhan loai
chwra dwgre hoan toan khai thac. Coi nhw hoi d6 cac loai sw 191 dung v&i lai dau tw tlr nwde ngoai
t&i nwdc minh n6 . Lan dau tién t6i thim cho d6

Su tinh khiét
N6i chung nhitngc cac cai ddo nho xiéu hay to 16m, bai bién dai rdng dep dé ké ca miy vinh nhd
bi€én mat

C6 thé néi rang ngoai trir mdy ngwdi Hoa va it chiéc tau thuyén di véi khach hang Han

Quobc

39 Nguoi, A Truck Gone Wrong (2019)

Only a few days ago in early November the tragic news was confirmed: What to call the event? A
tragedy? A finding? A global catastrophe?

In Essex, England, 39 bodies were found in the back of a refrigerated truck on October 23,
2019. As the international news disseminated, it was reported that many of the victims were from
Vietnam. At that instant, I think most everyone—Vietnamese citizens and foreign nationals,
immigrants and refugees, migrant workers and other family and friends long displaced from the
motherland—premonitorily knew that most, if not all, of the 39 deceased surely had come from
Vietnam.
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It was shortly thereafter confirmed that indeed all of the fatalities were Vietnamese, the
victims ranging in age from 15 to 44; a disproportionate number coming from Ha Tinh and Nghe
An provinces, two border states in the northern central region of the country.

A young girl named Pham Thi Tra My from Ha Tinh was one of these many forgotten
people. Her photograph, a portraited reproduced in the NY Times, is now one of the final
remaining traces of this young woman’s life.

This picture shows a scene all Viethamese know too well. A picture of a young person
placed on an altar—this spiritual tableau festooned with flowers and candles, teacups and
offerings—as her parents reverently stand afront to mourn their young daughter. It doesn’t make
any logical sense. Politics and power, economics and money opportunities aside, this young person
deserved a chance to experience the world.

Perhaps even more harrowing, her short life came to a jarring end with a muted
announcement: an apologetic text message to her mother, her voice but a memory unheard, a quiet
plea from the other side. “I’'m sorry mom, my path abroad didn’t succeed.” Trapped in this ice van
and surely near the end of her harrowing journey and unimaginable asphyxiation, she wrote these
wotds to her mother, her ba, her ma.

To recite her words in Vietnamese is too much. This final note, a short sentence replete with
both solemnity and failure, in some way seems to condense the pathos of this entire collective
tragedy into a few simple words.

Pham Thi Tra My, one of the 39 people found dead in a truck in Britain last month, wrote: “I'm sorry, Mom,

my path abroad didn't succeed”
Some people in this country, America, know this; or remember this. They read the news.
Trusted the media. Frozen attention staid to the monstrous catastrophe that is /ving—struggle and
sorrow and sweat—for so much of the developing world. As mere passive onlookers, and belated
witnesses; distant observers of social calamity and collective global tragedy, the sorrow is
unimaginable.

Death of epic proportion. The visual horror alone is enough to make one quake, jarred out
of the malaise that is the 24/7 news-cycle. The 39 persons—now bodies found—certify asphyxiated
and frozen Vietnamese, were uncovered somewhere up north in a tiny area of England; people
trapped. Now painfully asleep in some mobile vehicle of terror.

39 bodies strewn horizontal, languid. Box people. First boat people. Their deaths imagistic,
corpses now preserved in some oversized shipping container. A cemetery of splendor in a



refrigerated truck. The coterie of bodies. An announcement? What kind of pronouncement follows
the wake?

There are other Vietnamese places around the world, Viet Khieu in European city hubs,
refugees in Malaysian camps, laborers working ceaseless in Japan and others living in middle blank
spaces throughout the globe. Continental Vietnam and Pacific theatre that also, too, do and will
remember this tragic event. More than a lost mist and faded memorty, a cloud removed into the
future with fog remains.

*NOTES continued:
Pham Manh Quynh, a young, good-looking and affable musician and popstar from Vietnam
Likeable, kind (trong hien),
About seven years ago Qunyh said he wrote the song for all Vietnamese family and workers,
All over the world

Three weeks ago, his friend performed the song.
The MC introduced the performer and number
The sound starts, and the song follows. It’s a haunting melody, a set of notes and minor chords
reminiscent of Phantom Thread or some other contemporary, somber classically attune and minimalist
orchestral arrangement.

Think struggle: the American actos Daniel Day Lewis pathos, a thin
wire shriek of a cello crying from the other side of silence. The sound is remote and Celtic-ally
romantic, at once both melancholic and attune to a pentatonic mysticism. “Nguos toc bac, tien ke dau
xanh”

39 nguoi

Chot ra

ai ma nghe duoc cai tin do
thi bi xuc dong qua nhieu

chac can thong tin do gan nhu la nhung s
mot cau chuyen ma toi tung nghe noi.
Doc

Pham Manh Qunyh co viet mot tac pham
Toi hay nghi rang

Khong the phu hop hon

De tat ca Chung ta chia se

cau nguyen binh anh

cho nhung giac mo doi doj, tre tuoi

2. FIRE : Cai Lira Trai, 1ai con bat Lira ti€p
Méi Bi Du Lich, Vinh Ha Long
/chd c6 ai nita ngoai trlr nhém minh 2005

& bii bién. — Voc Cat 1a phin nho xiéu .

HOi Xwa thi Do chinh chwa c6 j hét



ching minh tao ra mot Ilra mirng, chic dang 18 tao nén goi né 1a LU'A D4t ric
Du sao, bubi t8i d6 1a bira tiéc 16m * tiéc ngoai tror
Pham vi hoat d0ng

CAT BA — FIRE, before the flood.
ROi tinh dAu tdi, bubi t6i dau tién
Em thom va ngdy nhw 12 mu0i sdu riéng

Tam khodng 2005 thi Vinh Ha Long van con nhiéu khu virc ma con ngwdi nhan loai
chwra dwgre hoan toan khai thac. Coi nhw hoi d6 cac loai sw 101 dung v&i lai ddu tw tlr nwde ngoai
t&i nrdc minh né . Lan diu tién t6i tham cho do6

Sw tinh khiét
N6i chung nhitngc cac cai ddo nho xiéu hay to 16m, bai bién dai rdng dep dé ké ca miy vinh nhd
bi€én mat

C6 thé néi rang ngoai trlt may ngwdi Hoa va it chi€c tau thuyén di v6i khach hang Han

Quodc

3. The National Orchestra

Sunday, October 10, 2011. It was the first time the Vietnamese National Orchestra had
played in America. There was something special looming: the autumn skies were balmy, Carnegie
Hall was seemingly filled to capacity, and a calm effervescence hummed in the theatre’s insulated
barogue chamber.

Strings plucked and tweaked and tuned; violins, cellos and viola’s each finding their own
inner ear — a rightful pitch. Then there were sighs, a sign from the willows and the reeds; the oboe’s
stillness, gliding buoyantly beside a cloud as it so magically does in Mozart’s

The Vietnamese National Orchestra (VNSO): national anthem, Vietnamese ,

Then, Samuel Barber.

Vietnamese sensibilities, decisions, humility.

Even now, as I sit here typing with Samuel Barber’s 1936 musical masterpiece, “Adagio for
Strings,” playing in the blank space that always lingers in the atmosphere of the writer’s den, I can feel
so vividly the presence-ing of that October afternoon.

Barber’s lugubrious orchestral arrangement howls overwhelmingly today; the VNSO sublime
performance of the piece... This master work of art subsumes; standing alone Adagio for Strings
moves, strings ebb and flow through valleys with no end,

The palpability of Barber’s composition, finished in 1936 but first performed 1938 — live in a
New Yotk City studio, conducted by Arturo Toscanini and broadcast live radio, haunting my
memory and subsuming the chatter of my computer’s keyboard.

Alexander ]. Morin writes: Adagio for Strings is "full of pathos and cathartic passion"
Barber’s piece has a timeless melancholia; the piece waves gently: never ceasing to hold, refusing to
cither climax, crescendo or droop, ‘Adagio for Strings’

*NOTES continued:



http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pathos
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Catharsis
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Passion_%28emotion%29

Two monumental moments in American history were commemorated with Broadcast over
the radio at the funeral of President Franklin D. Roosevelt
Broadcast over the television at the funeral of President John F. Kennedy
Jacqueline O. Kennedy prepared a concert of “Adagio for Strings,” performed by the National
Symphony Orchestra to an empty hall the Monday following the President’s assassination.
Numerous funerals, television shows, movies.
Most salient here may be the presence of Barber’s music in Oliver Stone’s film, Platoon.

4. Street Cleaning, Hanoi Brooms

Noi means in. Or sometimes it does. The word often gestures towards something internal or
inside (as in (#oi dia ot noi that, noi tam or noi nhap), but in this photograph the romantically arabesque
Noi script is on the out, hanging blank at the edge of the frame. As if to crisply outline a final border
wall beyond some unknown faded veil, this iridescent Noz barely outside buzzes still, a neon white
sign drapes on the pictures effervescent edge land: a murky whited brightness in the dark hangs just
below and askance a pink plastic lotus bulb.

5. Hue Castles and Dragon Waterparks

I visited Hue again sometime in 2015 and one night along the Perfume River I had a
dream of a colossal waterpark. Or, as it turned out, it was a story of a memory that was more
specifically about a dragon and a lake—a truly pitiful adventure-day-camp kind of folklore.
Nevertheless, as it turns out, the fantasy must have originated in a conversation or an
eavesdropping: the abandoned waterworks was only a few kilometers outside the center city.

So after a slow summer night’s end, I decided that tomorrow I would set out to find
this forgotten water park. In hindsight, I guess some sliver of the wind nudged me far
enough along and I just sort of gave in.

The whole story is too long to retell in full, but in brief: after about three hours on
my motorbike and having traversed no more than a five-kilometer radius I found a huge,



ominous, rusted gate. A number of older local men were sleeping the late afternoon away,
two were playing cards with beers and cigarettes.

“Park is closed,” they told me. Too dangerous. No security. And off-limits mostly
due to the troves of reckless tourists trying to light a bonfire there, or find an alligator or
swim in some toxic, human-made resinous water. That made sense to me. So I sat down and
chopped it up for a while. Chem gio is what they call it in Vietnam: “to cut wind,” or in other
words to play with language, and toss around words, unabandoned and carefree. It’s fun.
And engaging. Soon enough, however, I took out a few books from my bag and explained to
an older gentleman (who seemed to occupy some sort of authority position) that I was doing
research about Thich Quang Duc. And Buddhism. And Hue. And 1963.

That’s a lot to process and a lot to say to a stranger in the woods who isn’t overly
keen on one’s desire to cross a gated threshold. Duc and Buddhism and 1963, sung in any
kind of unison, often elicit suspicious looks and mistrustful gazes from the entire gamut of
Vietnamese nationals (northern or southern, urban or rural, central or overseas). Religion,
immolation, and protest are each in their own right sensitive topics around here, and when
voiced together it can feel like simple dialogue is laced with rocket fuel.

But conversations around Hue, for whatever reason, can at times feel different, and
the more I have dialogued about Duc and Buddhism over the last years, the more I've come
to decide that precarious “national” histories often have a different tenor for people around
the city and province. Comrades here seem as likely, indeed, to remember the Americans
(and South Vietnamese moment of influence in the 1960s) with a greater kindness and time
to pause than one may expect.

Personally, I’'m sure also in some way older Vietnamese men like to talk with a
foreigner—an American at that, and one from a younger generation—about a 1963 moment
that remains so resonant and deep.

Either way, to my fortune, after some further banter, a bit more finagling, and
probably too much fibbing, we worked something out: I could go in the park.

Quickly.

And only to see the dragon.

As if I knew what that even meant. As if seeing a dragon was a goal of mine.
Regardless, I was in, thanks to this kind-enough group of older guys.

“Come back, don’t take too long,” they each said with an incantational tremor. That
was the tune.

I smiled and started my walk into the park. It must have taken ten minutes before I
even saw any semblance of built structure, or remnants of material culture. Figure c.2 is what
I eventually first came face-to-face with. Pun intended, given how uncanny the whole park
soon became. I thought it was strange: an atlas mirror of sorts, or an out-of-place Aztec
shrine situated at the base of a staircase that led nowhere except the massive bronze
sculptural arrow-leaf visible in the background.

I was disappointed. It appeared as if old man Bac (a term of reverence, denoting age)
at the portico entrance had been right about things. Nothing was here. Nothing left behind.
Ah well. I kept walking.

And soon enough again, there was a jolt. Some strange, aggravated noises faintly
began to echo, and I realized a large troupe of global-trekkers (numbering nearly a dozen,
many riding souped-up military-grade motorcycles) were harassing a lone security guard at a
totally different entrance area. Feeling for the overwhelmed resident park ranger (since I
myself was both terrified and put off by the motley bunch), I decided to put my head down
and tiptoe away. It was sudden, and impromptu.



I was onto something, I thought. Or it felt as if I might be stumbling onto
something. And when I finally dipped my head behind a small mound of grass to evade the
group’s eyeline, I was riveted. That much is true. For some reason, the tiny little gesture felt
monumental, as if escaping from the visual terrain of these baboon travelers might slip me
into an otherworld of time, where an elision of sorts could occut.

It couldn’t have been more than half a minute later that I saw an abandoned
colosseum-amphitheater in the distance. It spooked me to the core. I realized this “dragon”
I’d been hearing about must be buried on the far side of the lake, submerged possibly,
perhaps in a marsh somewhere along the farthest-back edges of foliage along the horizon.
This was getting complicated, compounded by the roar of motorcycle engines I noticed
behind me. The posse of foreigners had eluded the sole security agent and were racing like
Hells Angels along that same border frontier to the park.

My adventure was over, I figured. I didn’t want to get caught up with the prickish
tribe of looters trampling along their Lonely Planet universe, or disrespect Bac back at the
main entrance by taking too long. I walked the other way. But then.

Lost, and thinking I had made the correct U-turn about ten minutes on, I was out-
of-nowhere hit with a bolt of lightning. A dragon. In shock, I held its vortex stare, but was
doubly jarred from my senses. Before I could catch my breath, brace my knees, or squeeze
my nose, a second blue countenance emerged. I had a front-row seat, and it was petrifying.
It really did feel like a dream, even if at first it arrived as more of a nightmare.

B Y 7

I’m sure there is a reason—in fact, 'm certain—why a facsimile light-blue ceramic iteration
of Duc’s 1957 Austin Westminster Sedan is situated in the back corner of an abandoned
water park somewhere outside the city limits of Hue. Uncovering those details will be a
different project. For now, suffice to say I was humbled, harrowingly. It was as if some
inverted version of American sublime was permeating my skin, albeit a fright ensconced in
the verdant ecology of Hue’s tropical canopy, an anxiety swarming with the fractures and
fragments of lost dragon palisades and forgotten Buddhist shrines.

For a moment, a sky-blue car kissed the nose of a pink-quartz dragon. A few days
later I left Hue.



6. Con Bio Katrina, Mua He 2005
Tam khodng gitta thing tim nim 2005 t6i m&i dén xudt hién tai Ha Noi.

Khi t6i xem 1ai cudc chuyén nay thi coi nhw sw
phiéu lwu nay di thay d6i han

Cii duong di

Phid hwéng clia doi sng minh

Vi lai nhitng chubi 8y ma theo déi

Con gio 16c dep va hdp dan ciing

D6 khong chi 14 lac dau tién minh sang VN ma 1ai con hon 1a [an dau minh thim A Chau
ra Pong Nam A
Day cting la sy bat diu Khai gidng clia *kh&i dong

C6 vé nhw chi may ngay sau
Du t6i vira m61i ra nwdrce thi minh nghe n6i

Con Gidng TO nay bao trum cd thanh phd NO 1an mdy thi trdn nhd

N6 16n hon manh hon ngay cd 4c hon nhitng gi ma ngwi ta c6 thé twdng twgng dwge.
Va lai

Coi nhu ngay lap titc toan nglrdi din bén My da c6 sw hi€u biét 16 rang vé cac cai tic dong

Du sao chic chwra ¢6 ai duwge dw doan > tinh doan nhitng pham vi anh huwdng

n6

tham hoa thién tai nay cé t0i c&
Kéo dai qua liu r0i ching

Tuy nhién trong vii ngay sau con mura da két thic
Diéng 1€ cac cai nhiém vu va cdp clru
Xem ra nha nwéc My
Tap doan Quan, Quan Doan
N luc clru tro thién tai (disaster relief)
Chung n6 déu dwgc cdu thanh > constitue, compose
Bo
Cac Don vi
KV sw Quan Sy

NEW ORLEANS--Dit ciu hdi v& m8i?? quan hé con ngwdi — chang han, liéu c6 phai
toan din Hoa Ky phan biét d6i xtt // phan biét chiing tdc
giong t0 gio manh, muwa



Cai tAng nhén thitc... n6 nhw thé ndo...
N6 khong anh hwdng dén

Hinh nhw n6 chwa tlrng dén...

Tham chiéu

Cé mdt phép dn du Téi tam dic...

Xin Quy vi khan gia, Pirng tru trilr

hon ai hét thi chdc n6 hiéu rdng

Dirng xem nh

HOi d6—cach day sdp gan hai chuc nim rdi ma thanh ra trong vong thoi gian d6
kh4 12 1au r0i, thwc chdt—cic cii qua trinh
néu ai cAn phai lién lac v&i nha minh & nwérc ngoai thi

Tém lai si viée di trén mang rdt 1a khac th@i hién gid hién nay.
Thi& nhit

nhitng ¢i lién quan t&i cai mang xa hoi hodc cong nghé dit liéu

huOng chi

chang c6 ai lo lng vé nhitng dit liéu

su riéng tu

nhw mot cong ty 1&n crc manh nhwr Google sé 1y dugc

Nhoém Chit tit ‘anh hung ban phim’ né chwa tltng xudt hién
Thay vi d6 hoi d6 c6 1€ cai cum tir

‘Anh Hung xa 10’ né lai

14 ti€ng 16ng con kha 1a phd bién

Sau khi con bio lut nay tréi lai thi coi nhwr mOt vai ngay dau tién sw thau hi€u hi€u biét
cud ai cling qtia 12 nhAm... Ching I8
thi y nhw

in mi€ng trd mi€ng
c6 qua c6 lai

7. Ky Tuc Xa A2, 25... Bach Khoa: Cai Cﬁng Chinh *(ma co6 phfii NA TA XA)
A2 25... Bich Khoa
Ding 18 tao van phali khai bio

Xin Quy vi khan gia
Luc T6i m0i ra



~ - A <
xudt hién / sang / ra mat
& tai HN thi minh cha biét j hét

Thé nén

leo CAY,.... Thi du
ma luc do

Cbng Chinh

Chic, cai tinh hudng nay kh4 la bat ng® chl
Thé thi
Leo COng Chinh CUng coi nhw la
Phwong ké cubi ciung
Ai ma déan dugre di rang—n6 bi dong ctlra tlr 10h
Ti c6 phdi dw tru moi tinh huGng

Du t61 thé’y kha 12 xau ho ... dén t¢i hoi hoi bi mac c& chir
Ho6i do...
Toi danh phai lam thé

Dao nay anh thwong thwong tw nhl:

Lam sao ma anh 1ai bi mac c&

Mic ¢& trueéc mdt may chi lam noi bdo vé nhw vay.., né tsdp x€p ma chiéc xe
mdy va lai trong xe may tlrng moi qua dém dén ndi khuay luén

CAu hoi nay thi nhiéu khi anh khong thé /khong dworc trd 104 t0t hay day du
Ho4 ra cai d6 do tinh cach minh; 1a tinh cdm nOng 4m—
**Phdi ching mai t6i cdm thiy vira ngay ng6 vira ngdy tho nhw vy hay sao? Chang 18

Nzo.. du sao//gier d6—-minh tw quyét dinh rang--mién 14 t6i tim cich nhe nhang 46 m&
ra Cai COng Chinh d6 hodc leo 1én leo xudng nhw 12 con khi chdng han cai bitc twdng nay thi
tried'ng hop khé chiu nay sé chim dit,
va két thuc ch

Chirng nao t6i ¢6 hai chdn minh k€ ca hai ban tay

To6i nh¢ tirng gidy ma minh m&i dwge dirng 1én va tirng bwdrce ra trén bire twong ...

Liéu c6 phai 12 Quyén wu tién privellegs/priorities ra vao cOng chinh

Chi twa vao mOt vai ng chlr

Chang 18 lai cac cai hoat ddng bira bii da man vi ti. Kh?.? was that actually my fault.?

Tht bAc—Anh chi em; C6 Bac Chu; éng Ba Gia cha c6 nghi j hét ch
Condition of sorts
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Noi Tat
Khi t&i day thi lic nio minh ciing thdy bdi r0i, = dat nhiéu ciu hoi rat 1a
V& va vé van

Cho du tinh c& hay c0 ¥
Chuong trinh ndm d6 c6 qua la it ngwoi
Céc ban bé ¢8 nh¢ rdng thoi lic do.
Cac ban dong chi ctt hinh dung twdng twong la tinh hinh

Ciing dwgc xem ra b6i canh trén dwong

Ciéc lénh phap m&i nhw Ma Bao hiém /

cic cai d6 soi chi€u 4nh sang clia vin minh chi

Vin Minh Vin miéc j.. .A vin héa vin hiéc MeeeeE LOL
Du sao,

Nhiu khi Chwong trinh nay rt la dong chr--chdng han 20/30 sinh vién ma..
Al cling bi bat budc can phdi tuin theo ngr01i ta, ngay cd tham gia cic cii
hoit ddng chin nadn
Bat chap
C6 gi ma lai khong thich nao

8. Billboards — nhitng cac cai bang quang c4o /né md&i xudt hién tir vii tru ndo (2014)
Bang hiéu

Nhiéu khi chiing ghi ra

Ra mat

quang cdo /
-~ Téi lai ‘nham mat va hoi twdng—cha c6 dau ma dai ...
bién hiéu

Du sao di nita chic tui minh phai nhin ra
va doi dién voi sw that né: rOt cudc., Céi j cling phai thay dbi chit...86 thoi bio cip, doi
m&i—khoi ngon Itra tir

Tuy nhién, gid st cudc khling hodng nay chi dién ra trong dAu minh — cudc khing hodng
c6 phai nghiém tic nhw chién tranh gitta Nga va Uk—

ma thay vi 1a qua trinh clia cac tAm bang quang c4o vira to 1 vira mau sic. né di song
song v&i dwong quic 10

t6i cho rdng Trén thure t& chiing n6 m&i xudt do cac cii bién phap mdi thue hién va

nhitng chwong trinh chinh phu ddt 1én ttr 2nghin khodng tdm 10..
Du gi // D0iv6iban than minh.
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Chéc da s8 ngwoi din—cho du né 1a Ba Con C6 Bic ...
néu cic ban minh hay dé y—
thi ai cling nhan thdy dworc ting trang nay kha 12 dn twong .. minh tw nhd bung bao da ...

Ua cac tdm bang quang cio dén tlr ddu...va né cb ¥ nghid j
Néi ki€u khac nhw nay...

Hién j. ... // sing ndy hodc mdt budi tdi nao d6... Hiy nhin thdy xunh quanh minh va cd
hinh dung ra nhitng khu virc cong cdng tlr hdi xtra--chang han, thdi bao cép,
hay thoi ma cd quéc tich v minh

b nwéc My cdm van .

Hodc clt twdng twong 1a khong khi véi lai phong cdnh dwong bd khi ma dat nwéc minh
mdi phat trién lén...Ho néi cho rang VN chwa t&i han trinh d0 ... , k€ cd bao nhiéu ngwdi c6 day
y€u t0 vin minh ma lién quan t&i sy hanh xW

thwre ra, nhdm trd 101 cho cac cai chi thi nay kha 1a phitc tap do ai ma hiéu dwgc r6 Phong
canh duwong bo nhu sao.

Nguoi lac quan ¢é nghila...
Thé con ng bi quan thi né lai mang mt quan diém riéng
Du sao

Trdi 01, BO thang Tay ma biét .. va mdc dAu t6i c6 khuon mit kha la dep trai con vi lan da
kha 1a my trang nhw ngoc .. Tao c6 phai la Ng Tay gian di dau ma

Xong r0i, phai ching toi b mdt ng dién duy nhat // thé thoéi... Li€u nio minh gdp nhiéu
thlr thach hay sao.

Thi coi nhw cic gbc nhin va sw bay td cud Ty cwe ky chan va ... sén

Ma xin, quy vi, ddu tién., trird’c minh dwa ra nhn xét xau xi xau xa nhw vy va phé binh
ndng né, thi chung ta hay nghi cho ky da

Dank lam thing cdnk
##Ta phdi n6i thoi, né khong phdi danh lam thing cdnh nhw ta mong dgri (expecting)

Va ngay
COVID—Tuy Nhién, trirérc hét
thi hién gi® thi chiing minh can phai dé cao canh giic.

9. Purple Glasses and Black Backpacks in the Philippines

She was tiny and singing a familiar tune through the security line at the airport in the fall of
2016.

Hopping with such nonchalant luxury and grace just did not square with the wiry frame of
her seven-year-old self. It was more than child’s play. It was some kind of secureness and placeness
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in the larger world of adults. That kind of disjuncture was surely the most immediate impression;
witnessing the flight of fancy and playful fashion of this youthful child of wisdom.

To be more precise—measured and accurate, casual and proper—each of her bouncily
skipped steps, with little heels and shoulder at times only barely gracing the revolving rubber edge
alongside the airport escalator, were infused with such a whimsical integtity, as so that one would
have never assumed the petite diurnal creature with purple glasses and an oversized ‘Elsa’ back-pack
to be a zealous Chicago Cubs fan, the song “Go Cubs Go Cubs.”

Across the strangling airport gateways she carried herself with an almost haunting sense of
confidence, security and interiority, as if the worrisome hum of adults and police buzzing metal
detectors was but a distant galaxy.

It was November: days before the Cubs had just won the world series and Donald Trump
was still only a bum candidate.

This was part of the scene in the Seoul Airport, all framed through the wiring swagger of an
earnest young buck heading home to the Philippines.

So, it seems the story was already about a buoyant global spirit; some playful sensibility that
lives on the heels of borders, underneath cement plastic and tiny metal seats. Skipping rope and
hollering one in the same breadth:

10. Trinh Cong Son, historian as a somnambulating priest

To walk through the valley of sorrows, or to see and hold some perfume river of forgotten
dreams, hilly landscapes scratched to dust in one puff-the-magic dragon orange stained cloud of
hissing steam:

11. On Earth We Are Briefly Gorgeous (2019-2020winter)
On Earth We Are Briefly Gorgeons, Ocean Vuong’s first novel is a poetic work of fiction, an
interstitial cosmos of literary grace and fluid prose.
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The romantically melancholic title of Vuong’s novel

12. Two Sisters

It was somewhere near the Opera House. In a time before the rampant deconstruction of
tiny communal living quarters, tenement houses and vibrant street life. The construction of faux-
crystal palaces fronts surrounding the edges of the lake was still nascent.

The sisters together help to run a small mobile store on the street; working daily both early
morning hours and late-night shifts. The oldest sister Ba Huong was roughly 65, her job to park
motorbikes and make sure things are straight, secure and stable. She sits and watches. The younger
sister U Tuyet, is in her late 50s and sells various products. Tuyet has a mesmerizing voice, and
constantly sings national songs, folk tunes, and ethnic lullabies.

— . ; —
One night I stopped by the shop. It was late and I was tired. She asked if I wanted to bathe my feet
in the bucket. I agreed.

*NOTES continued:

Remnants of huge vats of tea and ginger candy she makes seasonally for the community. She
told me she bathes her own feet in these kinds of liquids weekly. I felt very grateful to experience
something so intoxicating and intimate.

The gingery water remains were like a soft cloud of surrounding my feet.

Anyways, their space on the sidewalk is stable enough, the cabinet housing their goods,
connected crates, pots, kettles eacl mobile. This moveable cart of tiny plastic is a stationary cabinet
that contains their array of local products: tea, cigarettes, instant noodles, watermelon seeds, loose
tobacco, toothpicks, lighters, Red Bull, beer and chewing gums. Basically, groups of people show up
with hopes of decompressing and sitting down for a while.

People of all ages, 18-60s, sit and chat, typically spending anywhere between 30 minutes to a
few hours just passing time. Because of this, the two sisters are in constant dialogue with the
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community and are privy to witness a unique calm within the frenzied urban pace of life. It is a great
spot for anyone to learn and observe.

Though the sisters are some of the most 'Hanoi-Man' people I've ever met, they are originally from a
country province near the sea called Nghe An; a place where Ho Chi Minh is from, as well as many
other nationalist and revolutionary Viet figures. They both take great pride in this. That said, they've
been in Hanoi for over four decades. I've been fortunate to go on a few local excursions with them,
spend the long TET lunar new year in their home, get to know U Tuyet's son.

On different occasions they have both shared with me a feeling of deep sorrow that
continues to run through culture Viet Nam. This is not only the remnants of war, the sadness and
turmoil of deceitful national narratives or contrived mythical glory days of a deep past; it is also the
pathos of quotidian life--labor/suffering/responsibilities--that everyone must follow and acceptin a
communal culture like the Vietnamese. Social expectations are intense and a continual high-octane
kind of living makes the system run smooth. They each on many separate occasions have often
talked about the complicated meanings of this melancholy as something embedded in the pace of
life.

Almost everyone is engaged in doing something--especially the folks who work and live on
the streets: soup sellers, cobblers, motor bike drivers, sandwich makers, tofu stalls, rice crates, tea
makers, coffee stands. This burden especially heavy for women. Even more precisely, the huge
demographic of women who survived through the war years (1954-1979 basically) and remained
relatively unbroken, today often have little formal education. Nonetheless, their struggles and work
are a glue to the community. Ba Huong and U Tuyet epitomize this.

Perhaps most interesting however, is how any descriptions of pain or strenuous daily life is
always also noted by the love they both have for Viet Nam. The deep affection and
meaning #/is idea--Vietnamese people, culture, solidarity, peace and safety--resounds in the deepest
reservoirs of their hearts. Vietnam is everything. Whatever Vietnam even can mean or signify; which is
to say that Vietnam is always an idea, is always multifaceted, and is precariously near the fluidity of
perspective--similar to something like Myth.

It is the strangeness and profundity in this above-noted kind of paradigm that is often almost
incommunicable for anyone visiting the country. This is even the case most who foreigners have
spent decades living in Viet Nam. It is under these kinds of terms that I have been humbled by the
families

9. Charlie Chaplin

Charlie Chaplin continues to have a curiously robust influence on contemporary Vietnamese
culture, the art world most specifically. Consider Vi Dan Tan’s body of work and myriad
representations of the great comic actor.
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Why is the great comic actor Charlie Chaplin a figure of such allure and respect in Vietnam? What
kind of artistic sensibilities and political values are revealed in his brilliant body of cinematic work?
How did Chaplin’s radical politics, solidarity with socialist values, and commitment to his art
resonate with a Vietnamese body politic in the early 20" century?

This all reminds me of a further

In fact, a recent trip to Cuba confirmed a premonition I have long held: There seems to be
something about Chaplin’s sensitive worldview and profound humor that resonate with the Socialist
politics in the tropics, Vietnam and Cuba alike. Perhaps this gravitas has to do with the acumen and
subversive nature of his silent comedy, think Modern Times; but it also seems as much to do with a
levity that only humor can evoke when addressing tragedy, a warmness and nearness that the daily-
life of particular cultural groups—Cubans and Vietnamese—

10. White Tombstones in Nha Trang
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T chirng nao ma may ngwoi Nga ¢6 anh hwdng cwe ky 16mn tai tinh TP Nha Trang.?
Toi tw nhl / tw héi minh . Chang 18 phan 1én ngwdi Nga xudt hién qua bién ngay hay sao?

Xong 1061 t61 cling hoi bao nhiéu ngwdi dia phwong dia ban khac. Suy cho cing ai cling nhat
dinh

Sw ra mat clia né

11. Dung Doors and Bikes

12. November 2016 Hanoi, Mr Trump phan mot

Obama so hai, Bun cha j

13. 3rd Wife

Ash Mayfair’s first feature length film The Third Wife is a visually captivating and narratively
portrayal of

A refracted version into the past
Gender struggle and Confucian hierarchy
Poetic lens into
A vision of maternal fracture in 19" century Vietnam. In fact, while the story is
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14. Hoa Chét, Chit Péc.

Vietnamese artist Dinh Q. Le’s 2019 installation Pure Land is a multi-media artwork comprised of
both sculpture and photographs. Shinning porcelain icons are carefully positioned across the floor,
and large-scale silver plate UV-photographs hang on the red walls of the exhibition space. This essay
suggests that through both sustained looking and an absorptive bodily engagement, Le’s Pure Land
offers a gothic reconceptualization of landscape, trauma and memory in contemporary Vietnam' In
brief, Pure Land reveals the indelible stains of environmental degradation, scars of social abjection,
and recursively suspended narrative of an imaginary (unknowable, collective and ghostly)
Vietnamese past.

How is this the case? What exactly do the myriad plastic aesthetic forms in Le’s Pure Land
exhibition reveal? Where do the ecological scars of history, hauntings from the Southern Vietnamese
delta, and future ellipsis of time coalesce in Le’s artwork? Here I show how a new liminal shape of
historical longing, liquid materiality and phenomenological experience emerges in the poetics of
Dinh Q. Le’s aesthetic vernacular.

At first glance, it may appear as if Dinh Q. Le’s spatially conjoined aesthetic objects portray some
fantastical otherworld of sublime beauty and religious ecstasy. Indeed, from a certain vantage, the
historical valences for Le’s sculptures do summon forth both a lexicon of Buddhist iconography and
western religious sculpture (perhaps Gian Lorenzo Bernini 1647 Ecstasy of Saint Theresa the most
potent analog). Concurrently, the initial gossamer reflections of Pure ILand also, too, conjure a
vernacular of postmodern shimmer and gloss, glisten and polish. However, as one continues to look,
it becomes clear that these types of visual impressions are a mere surface layer (base, ornamental
facade), a varnish concealing the pathos of Le’s larger artistic project.
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Rather quickly, viewers begin to sense a kind of apparitional affect, and the evocative aesthetic
forms of his work begin to unveil their spectral materiality: Le’s Pure Land is a visual elegy—a tactile
graveyard of twin bodies, a phantasmatic landscape of imaginary lotuses—intended to ‘justly
remember’ (think Viet Thanh Nguyen and Nozhing Ever Dies ) the victims of agent orange: children
and mothers, environment and atmosphere alike. A more appropriate set of terms for Le’s Pure Land
would thus reconfigure the language of disfiguration and loss, rebirth and longing, deformity and
suffering. Just inside the veil of Le’s photography and sculpture resides this cosmogony of uncanny
lotus reeds and fractured liquescent buds: visceral grotesqueries, necromantic iconography, and post-
human aquatic forms create the textured surfaces of Le’s plastic pictures and sinewy sculptural

bodies.

In order to approximate both the narrative pith of Le’s work and aesthetic intensity of Pure Land,
the essay first outlines in brief the historical background of this 2019 major installation piece. How
can we understand the myriad confluences of image and history, materiality and memory floating
just below the surface? Why is the idea of doubling such an insistent theme in the work)—for
example, consider how layered photographs depicting a matrix of sunken uteral images are seen
adjacent to blossoming clusters of twinned embryonic effigies? And what kind of fragmented,
narrative histories of trauma are embedded in Le’s reappropriated photographic images? My work
examines closely the themes of traumatic ecology, lost memory, and trans-human redemption
(spiritual and imagined, embodied and historical alike) that continue to linger and mutate in Le’s
larger artistic project.

As a fundamental theoretical mode of entry into the work, I posit Le’s art is perhaps at first most
luminously revealed as a set of materialized ‘contact zones.” Thinking of the potential imbued in
matrix thresholds and postcolonial conception of encounter, we can begin to understand how a
confluence of dialectical terms—memory and forgetting, body and spirit, fictive and real, death and
rebirth—saliently emerge in Le’s 2019 Pure Land: a revisualization of history and remaking of
imagery are the lurking phantoms forces that construct this essay.

15. XXX Formosa, Dupont

Grey, hazy and thickly suffocating—the omnipresent haunting voice of alchemic Monsanto
poison trapped in the skin of the torch sky touches still even the worn roots of an infinitely
wounded arbor vitae tree planted once in eons past-gone infused with that Buddha giving eternal-
life-elixir fog that stamp marked a phantasm howling ashy echo of a heated and dripping sluiced
gash effusively rushing out seductive pamphlets for any of those most willing and able to catch the
paper thin liquid vapor tears of sulfur percolating in the space between the murder of crows crying
lightly in the sky and the translucent-burning solar-bubbling white-chemical-cream-dragon of
liquidated screams where magnetic scaly tails and imagined sinuously gripping coils scare and scar
rings-around-the-rosaries with those long-ago ghost-marked reptilian talons warmly worn-out and
scrubbed clean dry to hang freshly tethered rubber hives of fleshy larvae boiling inside a red and
yellow-puss-filled human cheek of bliss.

16. Vii Dan T4n Phé C6, Pan Piano—mau Sdc Tim tim tim
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24 BOT MAU
cUa
vU DAN TAN

Hoi Van Nghe Ha Noi 89

17. B8c Bat Ho, Nguyén Hirw Huan

Biét diéu ton trong ngudi 16n déy la kinh lao dic tho
Danh 83 ma n6 ra 38 thi ddy 1a s6 may max nho unlucky

Nhung ma thoi khong sao !

tién thi di mat r6i khong viéc gi phai nhin nhé
Néu ma cdm thdy cudc sdng bé tdc hiy bdc cho minh 1 bt ho

Chiang thé ma trong thoi ‘Béc Bat HQ’
Sau khi cai chinh siach ‘CAm VAn’ m&i bi xoa b
Nhiéu khi

Ngoai nhitng thong tin khai quat va lai m8i quan hé gitta My va Vn ra thi

18. Nha Trang, Jungle Beach Storms
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19. Strandbeest Drifting Alive: Otherworldly Sculptures of Theo Jansen

Contemporary Danish artist Theo Jansen first began constructing his massive kinesthetic
sculptures, Strandbeest, in 1991 (Figure 1). Something about these ingenious marvels seems to make
particular otherworldly sense in a place like Vietnam. ‘I wanted to construct new forms of life,’ is
how Jansen himself describes the initial origins of his project. Along with this ambitious goal of
innovating new life-forms, the artist also intended to restrict his use of materials. To create his first
Strandbeest, Jansen would build only using electric cable tubes—a rudimentary tool for home building
in Holland. This was more than intellectual or artistic goading. Jansen wanted to uninhibitedly
explore the most naked mind creation. To begin the tableaux was blank.

Since the Strandbeest first iterations, these brilliantly engineered art objects have continuously
evolved: shifting materiality, alterations in scale, innovative final appearances (Figure 2). In both
form and content, the poetic sculptures explore a new frontier of both making and living—an
ulterior domain where man and beast, stasis and mobility are complicatedly interwoven. The tender
existence of Jansen’s levitating beasts reveals in their sincere humility and celestial spirithood a
sublime ethos of otherworldliness. Most compelling, however, are the myriad ways Jansen’s
creatures operate within a variegated landscape of interstices. This paper will explore these liminal
spaces inscribed in the wanderlust ethos of his art forms. Specifically, I am most interested in three
particular threshold that are part and parcel with Jansen’s dynamic sculptures. It is underscored by a
question of what constitutes life.
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Drifting along the beach, each of Jansen’s S#andbeest autonomously glides with only the help of the
wind: the creatures breathe in the natural landscape. His work evokes question of the Anthropocene,
an ethics pulsating beyond the human, and the blurry edges of life outside the social.

Next, think of the geographic places central to Jansen’s art. The fluidity of the environment is an
essential aspect to the entire oeuvre of his work. Strandbeest move on the beach, playing in sand and
the salty coasts of powdery rock. They walk in that fluid boundary space separating earth and sea.
Last, I uncover an unspoken dialogic element to the work. This final aspect is twofold.

First, the materiality of Jansen’s work is paramount. His sculptures are built from reused and
recyclable materials; in many ways, S#randbeest are literally an apotheosis of waste. In a sense, his life-
forms question the ontology of being even at the basest level of their production. In turn, they are
creatures that can proliferate ad infinitum, living forever outside the imposed human constraints of
need and use, excess and lack. It is also because of this ability to birth out of detritus that Jansen’s
ideal hope is for anyone, anywhere, and everyone, everywhere, to eventually construct their own
Strandbeest. Self-generating kits are available for purchase.

20. George Michael 2016 Christmas
I was sitting in coffee shop in the Quarter when I overheard a few locals talking of
Christmas 2016.

21. Street Culture and Slang, Vin Hoéa Via hé / Chém Gio
Ba 01, 18y cho chau cOc tra néng.”
Gi nao, khong mOm nim miéng mudi nita
Phai Ching ...? chiéc xe may
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22. Kobe 2020, Rat Year Day: Dai Dich m61i bung phit... Thién ha/cong chiung con bi mu mu
cdm cdm

To6i khong thé quén dwoce sang hém ng. H&i &y Conor méi sang lai chuyén ra lai HN miy tudn.

V& bitc anh tranh, phac hga cho 12 nhanh chéng thi
xem ra ddu nim dy di tlrng bat dau khai gidng qua 1a,

Hinh nhuw toan ngrdi din & day thi boi roi, 10n x0n
Dau tién
Du sao vi 1€ 8y cic cii budrc ra trén

Thue sw tit Dém Giao Thira * L& An T&t Nim
Céi gbc nao y nhu rdng bi wét

cling c¢6 tim trang kha 12 budn rdu va khé chiu; s am dam t&i trinh d6 ma n6 khién ra mot
khong khi/méi trirdng/b0i canh chira sw s¢ hii ma

1ai bao tram k& cd ma cdng dOng tai thi do6 HN.

Nhin ra
Minh gdp bao nhiéu truedng hop khé khin
D § twdng nay hoi hoi bi kiu An du,
trén thyre thé thi Bat ky noi chd nio 14n lan tda ra dén dia diém gi
Ngoai cudc hanh trinh sy thich nghi d8i v&i vin héa via he ra k€ cd khi hu lanh 1dm trong

mua dong
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Thong thwdng toi thi lai thich ngll nidng mdt chdc lat

Du sao di nita hdm d6 minh nghe ti€ng chudng bio thitc cao cao to to ndng ndng—hoda ra 101

n6i/tlr chlt chuin hon minh nghe lién tuc tiéng am thanh ‘nhdc’ clia mAy cac cii tin nhan, chi
khong phai 1a chudng bio thirc thuwong 1€...
Chot ra toi thdy
rung minh 92y tca ¢6 cam gidc
dy vAy ma minh nhan thdy rdng
Chang mdy chdc
That ra cho dén gi0—hon ba nim sau—Con 4c mdng nay

Trén khap nuwéce trén thé gioi

Nhiéu khi minh c0 hét strc nhé 1ai thoi doan d6 ma suy cho cung thi trf twdng twong bi han
ché, hay noéi ra ki€u khac dé

Duworc gidi thich nhw nao: liéu c¢6 phai s nhay cdm tam 1y
C& gi ma 1ai tr6i budc dau 6c t6i nhanh mdy cho

Mdc du Ong la ngu¢i noi tiéng
Sw dau khd cla cai chét d6 dén mirc

toi cling chita trai nghiém do trong long minh do
t0i cOi ndo

S& di nhu vy vi nho Kobe trao giao st chung thuty /
Ong cim trong long mOt khi chit, phong thii

Ngay ra doi, n6 cing dwoc goi la ngay gid,

Chic vi thé
Cai gi va nhirng nguyén naokhac c6 thé ly giai

Trén mat
Kobe khong chi mdt Ong siéu cau thi ma lai
12 mdt thin twgng bong 10 ... gi® ¢ vé cai thong tin ndy ai cling biét

ma cho t&i tan givr
du 12 ta hay tiy—trong t& bio NY Times hodc may nha tri€t hoc hodc
Maii dén sau nay thi
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Ong &y khong chi mot van ddng vién n6i ti€ng va lai mdt ** sw bidu twgng gidi nhat
Ching 18 1ai ngoai sy nhin dang né ra thi Kobe ciing lai m0t ngudi truyén cdm hing kha
Trlt nhitng ngwdi him md thé thdo, thi coi nhw bao nhiéu hang triéu ngurdi trén thé giof
hay néi cho rdng toan ciu

Ngwoi doc gia hiy ctt ¢6 y

Noéi Co ban Kobe rit ra nhiu kinh nghiém tlr tudi th

Chiac nh hwdng va cic pham vi tic dong d6

N6 lién quan t&i sy Tw duy clia

Chag thé
Xirng dang
Toi danh gfa

Sw cBng hién

C6 khi d0i sOng n6 thiy nhw thién ha chang qua la mdt thdm hoa 1&n...va lai
hinh nhw néu ta d€ ¥ thi

y nhw rdng

23. Bui Xuan Phai, Phantoms on the Wall

Bui Xuan Phai, 7inh Vat ngay Tet 1983
The great Bui Xuan Phai
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Dao nay tai Ha Noi y nhw bat cu ai co the nhan ra ngay nhung buc tranh danh
hoa cua Dai nghe si Bui Xuan Phai.
Tuy nhien, it ai biet rang ngoai ra cac buc noi tieng nhat cua Ong thi con co may tranh khach

Mac du thuong nhung canh do thi—may nha pho co, van van—thuc su von ca bo suu tap Ong
hoa si dich thuc cung bao gom tung tac pham chan dung khoa than, phong ke ca nhung buc tranh
kieu dan gian day voi do vat do viec lien quan den mot le hoi nao do nhu chiec tren day.

24. Hoi Hoa, Nghe Si Duong Dai Ly Tran Quynh Giang

This essay explores the work of contemporary Vietnamese artist Ly Tran Quynh Giang through
a lens of ecocriticism and queer identity politics. I uncover the pathos of Giang’s pictures—their
often thinly veiled mythical content and psychosomatic localized vernacular—through an art
historical method of intertextuality and careful close-looking. I would call the intervention a kind of
ecologically minded analysis attuned to both visual juxtaposition and post-human factors.

What do we encounter in Giang’s poetic visual world? How do the stakes of representation
and narration function across time and space in her work? Why is her unusual aesthetic
vocabulary a helpful interface to the matrix of images bombarding mass-media and popular
culture in contemporary Vietnam? Perhaps even Southeast Asia more broadly? These questions
and other undergird the project.

In order to reveal the full stakes of Giang’s project I perform a kind of feminist queering, and
in turn suggest that her visual constellation of post-human motifs—a vertiginous world of bleak
creaturely life, fractured human social identification, and scattered remnants of environmental
decay—ought be read as an necromantically animate, and subversive set of cultural icons. Giang’s
best paintings have a lifeforce; their refugee spirits create an atmospheric world of their own. As
emotively absorptive objects, her paintings subterfuge both the leveling discourse of mass-media
politics, and also, too, the farcical legibility of images disseminated throughout popular culture.
New research in art history is helpful here, as much scholarship has begun to privilege both an
ecological turn and also the role of trans-human aesthetic actors. In conjunction with the visual
import of environmental studies and critical media analysis, I situate Giang’s oeuvre within a
wider sphere of Anthropocene politics and liminal semiotics. Consider here a few examples from
her aesthetic dialect.

Ho di dan 1 [Where did they go 17] was painted in 2013. The uncanny picture shows a
languidly posed, phantasmatic creature—a quixotic amalgam of human and animal—standing in
the frontmost register of a forest landscape. In this transhuman portrait of otherness, a rabbit’s
face, owl’s eyes and woman’s body converge to form some otherworldly beast. Nude and
disheveled (with hands furtively disappeared), the mythic apparition emerges within a fraught
ecological non-site. In this anonymous gothic environment composed of muted clay-yellow tones
and organic mud-colors, a mordantly green-hued sky melts into a sharply ciphered thicket of
orthogonal grass shards.
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Ly Tran Quynh Giang, Ho di dau 1, 2013

Completed three years after her first solo exhibition ‘Nay, Om a? [Oh, Sickness?]’ (2010), a show
consisting of twenty-five oil paintings at VietArt Gallery in Hanoi, Ho di dau 1 represents an
archetypal picture from Giang’s larger oeuvre. After viewing the scope of Giang’s work one
slowly perceives that a grotesque milieu of environmental degradation, transhuman
experientiality, and fleeting self-expression are reoccurring embodiments that populate her work.

As a final example, consider the recently completed 2018 series of paintings I see in the Garden
In this picture, two #rans-actors reside in some uncanny interior space; twinning human-like spines
are topped off by kaleidoscopic owls’ turning-heads. Freud’s Sandpman and Apichatpong
Weerasethakul Cemetery of Splendor are the kinds of interpolating forces subliminally at work. Here,
at last, Giang’s melancholic personal visions and complex anthropomorphic subject matter meet;
horizonless post-human landscapes reexamine both the foundational ground of narrative
teleology, as well as human-animal-spirit relations to the natural world.

25. The Birds of Alexander Rhodes

They say he loved to listen to people talk;

I guess it must have sounded something soft,
a swerved noise

buoyant and seamless

skirting along a sky wave of silk.

Words and phrases, soulful barbs and wired
single syllables that tinge

Curled mouthy orbs



in grace airful pipes

effervescent undulations in the wind.
Towards a novel torque, a new twist.
It was and always will be

language that is

a colorful vernacular of local dialect
some soft chirping chatter,

sinuous signs

smooth helictical dove couples
rhyming in lyrical romance,

a romantinc bird language of its own.

Phong thai
Khi chat

26. Lai Xe Dap — di di lai lai trong vong ca nam dau tién thi minh

27. An phé tai Khu Bach Khoa — Sang
Gio th6i mat mat

28. Lén Nui Sapa—ban nho ; em no vira khon vira cham chi vira OK My

29. Bon minh Kham pha TOILET
Mua Thu nam 2005
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30. Cha c4 — M3m Toém —

31. Nha Nghi coi nhw 1a sao... Zoi Ofii — pham vi hi€u biét clia anh kha 12 b han ché

32. CAu c6 biét 1a § nghia clia AN com ...?? xong R0i An phd tiép chir

33. J - Gila Gi - lic anh m@i hi€u dwgrc chiv d6 2006 WORLD CUP
Hom no minh m&i bay tit My ra
Chuyén Qua Nhét ban ...
ROt cudc Budi t0i, gdn gan 0000 gi®r -- gdn gan 1a dém khuya

34. An Tét — vé& Qué , qué hwong ban thian minh

35. Nh&’ may c6 thay gido
Thi sau it gi®, ngay cd@ mOt vai 1&p hoc ddu tién

To6i mGi dwoe bat diu gioa lww giao tiép vdi toan bd nhan dan tai HN

36. Budn dwa 1é ban dwa chudt; chém gio
Hang Trong—PUKU, cai quan no

BABBIe, locquacious garbage !
MOm miéng d& chan tay
Duong Chan Troi

Xanh Da Tro1i

Mat c4 chan

37. Vincom mua he¢, mua ha d6 — Xem phim lién tuc //
Lén trén gaic Choi Game Luc tré thi t6i cling tlrng thich bdc dau

38. Vao mién trung —
Dac biét 1a Hué / Hoi An / bién treéc nhitng cac cai Cong Ty Hoa *c6 phdi ng Hoa Ky/M§
Tréng nhw Anh dau /ma Trung Qudc chit / Han Qudc // c6 diéu Bac Triéu Tién
Pham vi anh huédng
Trdi qua kinh nghiém

39. Quan an Bun Bo Nam B0 -- ngon da man that chir 2006
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Mua He nim d6, V

40. Nha Hang Quan An Ngon . qda tuyét vOi

41. Ct¥ coi nhw t6i la—gia v& gia vit— ndy no
Lam sao ma chung n6 ‘sinh s6i ndy nd” nhanh chong nhw vay. C& gi ma kich dong n6
Ban ning

42. Bi phé nang — mot bira trwra tai cho’
Gan nha minh — A2 hoi xua

HOi d6 hinh nhw khu viee Bich Khoa van con mot dong chdy nho nhd siéu siéu chay qua
trirorng DH. Du nu@c n6 kha ban thiu va h6i ham
Sw dlng cam clia miy ngwoi dan Ong ciu ca

43, Cafe Sira D4 — Nau D4 chit -
Ong Hoa ST — n6 m&i gidi thiéu minh v&i cau clra miéng d6, no 1a mot s miy...

Sw Phan Tim, ChOng lai
Danh lac huédng

44. 2007 Ha Giang, nghé¢o ctrc ma; bi say xe
Ngoai ra, anh cing quén bzcing, quén khudy céc loai thudc,
vién thubc taim Iy — thudc lam d& dau bung, dau bu0n... van vin nhw vy

45. “Khiém T8n bao nhiéu cling chira du, tw kiu mot chut cling la thira.

46. Vo An Khanh—Mdt Nhiép Anh Gia V6 Cang V6 Bién

Swimming in air
Afloat on the edge
The sensuous province of boyhood
A playful cohort of yogic warriors
Agile bodies a morning break
Their patterned synchronicity totters

A balancing act afar
Outside any mechanics of labor
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Monotonous work stepped aside

Bare feet dot the grass terrain
Wisps of earthen soil
Shrubbery spewing atop
The glassy cauldron bubbling below

This slowly cast dream of the calm
A lush panorama of romance
Comradery 1n flight

47. Bun ddu mam tém
Dia Diém trén dwong. ..
Lic minh m&i nhén ra cac loai cai d6 4n d6 ubng 1a ngon nhat — thi du
Sang dn Banh my tritng *thém j clng dworc; trira dn com bui sinh vién hodc Bun Cha *

*dwong nhién gilta cic cii giai doan gio dong h0 minh uéng nwdc chanh, nwde cam, sinh t6 bo
mang cau ** t0i thi in Chad C4, coi nhw bun, rau thom...

Tuc Ngit va Thanh Ngit nhur sao — tic ddng nhu 12 thé nao
48. Chiéc xe may — choi linh tinh; nhw ching minh Danh béng mat duwong
Xin Quy vi khan gia, thi
Duw¢i goc nhin téi thi nhitng
Lic d6 thi miy ngwoi thanh nién (nhw cic bon choai choai)
An néi cwe ky chat cha chdt chwéng

N6 khiing dinh lai
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49. U 01, Hai Chan minh déu b bén thili -- Ok... “Ngdm cd hai chin vao nw¢c mubi gling
minh cho 12 sach sé nhé.”

50. Gidt Quan Ao véi miy ban dong chi d&n tlt CAM Pu Chia — ma that sw ching né cha biét
miy v€ “su chia s&” ki€u Hiihihihiihi

51. Ki€éu THOA Hiép la gi ...
Bién phép thod hiép // bién phap circ doan

52. “Nguwdi i ngwdvi & dirng veé...” Chia budn

53. Nha Hang Bac Triéu tién // Han Qudc

54. Cafe Lam

55. Mai Hic Dé

56. EMMMM WOWY // Bén Vau

NOTES
May s& khong bi€t may da tirng may méan t¢i cd nao
Cho t&i khi may hiéu dwgc sy nhe nhém clia mt cii thd phao
Ta chi mudn dwgc yén, dltng n& nao

Buii Xuan Phai, TAm Tw Nghé Thu4t

200. For a long time now we artists have become craftsman, machines to painting of a sort. In order
to make money and sell pictures we coyly paint. Skillfulness and mastery as paramount. Ngwori ta
Folks seem to boast when a reputation has been built or are making money; what’s more and truly
ridiculous it is these same people who disrespect us artists yet to reach notoriety or breakthrough
to the economic market. Truth be told many it seems that many of these ‘successful’ folks lack
talent, their own artistc vision in fact surpassed by those other artists.
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201. A great artist isn’t necessarily great forever, especially if unable to at once both maintain and
develop one’s art. One’s skills can run out, dissipate even becoming crude.

202. In truth there is a wide variety of attractive and engaging mediums of art making. For example,
consider music. I have a good friend, a painter colleague, who is passionately smitten for music.
Even more than his love of painting. This guy just loves music, really only loves listening to music.
I truly commensurate (feel for) with my old friend. In fact, because this is the case there is indeed
no recourse for him to develop his painting. Oh, don’t think to yourself in the future when I have
zest again, passion in painting will reappear? When? How?

203. There are a lot of painters who give up painting, or delay infinitely, and seem to be okay with
this. These kinds of artists are in decline, slowly fledgling. Often for these types even the act of
viewing pictures is no longer inspired or inspiring.

204. Maintain your creative energy and output. An artist can’t be sick or weak or misaligned to make
work, if so they just can’t do engage. Trying to complete even just the smallest take is a drain,
resulting in a desire for nothing more than to take a break, rest and lay down.

This kind of sadness is heavier than weakness in old age. One’s zeal for paint and painting lost. For
god’s sake, is this death or the coming of it? This is a impendent sign of departure, an acute
symptom of the end. And not a kind of motivated expiration or farewell impetus at the behest of
novelty in painting.

205. Picasso once said that the power of art is stronger than he, perhaps even all mankind. It (Art
and Painting) is a force that motivates us to follow. Actively follow to engage its will,in order to
trace its path (the painter).

206. Embrace the contingent. Don’t deceive yourself that there the process of painting is a single
volitional act. Unbeknownst encounters or unsolicited Ideas may enter the scene of work. It also
may be that indeed nothing intervenes with the work, and one remains completely in control of the
paint; in this case, it is just as likely one’s picture is finally, alas, basic and uniteresting.

189. (p. 96) Why is there no longer interest in painting? Is there no anecdote? Is this not curable and
we artists are bluntd, destined to dullness. With our talent languishing and skill idle are we unable to
act—stir up any gusto or zest? Just bored with the making and tired of life? Because of life in
poverty we have to merely scheme, scrape away to make ends meat? Even if indeed these excuses
are reasonable, one still has to seize accountability: You don’t paint because in fact you have nothing
to say; you’re lost those faithful ideals and self-confidence is weening.

190. People are generally fallible and quite weak-minded. Because of this human flaw there is a
tendency to not speak truth. Whereas the masses drift mercurial lusting for fame, wealth and power,
artists seem to have a notable integrity. They hold some some intangible force within. Don’t assume
artists seck a reputation or praise: this truly depends on the individual. There is no such thing as a
universal, everyone is singular. Artists indeed have many abrasive traits—rude characteristics in fact
often even more exacerbated than anyone. However, there isn’t much to complain about regarding
an artists dispositon; although governed by the same societal rules and systems, they don’t ruse
others or deceptive scam. That said, why don’t we choose to the see the excellence artists’ embody?
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The benevolent ideals and true beauty they strive to follow? Their nature is surely as complex as a
swirl of angels and demons.

191. Philosophy is empty. It’s one thing to talk about it and something else to enact, or to .

Ba Lio An Xin

Ngoi day cho do ng6i day cho d&

Khoan di da

Bon Chau Bon Chau

Khoan hay di khoan hay di

Ai lai thé - who is like that/no way/why would i;

25.6.24. El Cerrito
Gitp cing twong dwdng chat cho co thé

Now. 11. 7.2024 Jeff’s birthday

ESPY, Willie Mays
The Melodrama;
Collective,
Social Ritual
An agreed upon

Gatorade Paige
Candace Cooper Flag ...

‘Louisiana’
a. Lil Wayne, gymnastics, Lamar Jackson=>
B. now Drew Brees (September 2006); New Orleans
Nick Saban (LSU; Alabama)

Bill Walton, Jerry West with Kobe Bryant;
preaching

Gleason, Steve; ALS; family; (his painting; eclipse teel landscape)
*Strange ritual for the collective; to grieve collectively; mourning from a distance
ee.__... ‘Unconditional love’
Open-heart; ‘uniting humanity’
To be courageous—one must face loneliness
‘Courageously
Show our vulnerabilities,’
Help,

The Question of contrived pageant
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