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LOT TUA

Cé Ié day la cdu chuyén la ling nhdt trong
nhitng cdu chuyén téi da viét. Tdc phdm nay
ddc biét danh riéng cho Ferrdinand Léger dé
phdng theo mét loat bén muwoi birc hoa vé
nhitng anh hé va cdc gdnh xiéc.

Sau khi nhdn loi moi cia Léger bdo tor bién
soan, t6i phdi mdt mdy thdng méi bt ddu. Mdc
ddu dirgc hoan toan tir do, t6i vdn cdm thdy cé
tré ngai. Trudc ddy téi chira hé viét truyén
theo 101 yéu cdu nhw tdc phdm nay.

Hdau nhw nhitng tén tudi sau ddy Iuén luén
ldng vdng trong ddu téi: Rouault, Miro, Cha-
gall, Max Jacob, Seurat. Téi gan nhw ao wéc
dirgc yéu cdu vé tranh hon la soan Ii. Trong
qud khir t6i da timg sdng tao mét sé it hinh mau
vé nhitng anh hé, trong dé cd birc tranh twa dé
la «Gdnh xiéc Medrano». It ra mét trong nhitng
chii hé kia giong hét Marc Chagall nhir thién



ha vdn néi mdc ddu téi chwa hé gip Chagall
ciing nhir chira bao gio thdy hinh dnh nha hoa
si trir danh dy. Pang lic cd gdng bdt tay vao
viéc, toi bdt chot tim thdy mét cudn sdch mong
do Wallace Fowlie viét, trong dé cé mét bai
tiéu lugn chua chdt vé nhitng anh hé ciia Ro-
uault. Suy gdm vé cudc doi va sw nghiép ciia
Rouault, mét cufc doi c6 dnh hudng quan
trong dén toi, téi bdt ddu nghi vé minh, nghi
dén chinh bdn than hé ciia minh, tir lau téi van
la mot thang hé giita cudc doi. Téi nghi dén
dam mé ciia téi vé nghé hdt xiéc, nhdt la tdt cd
nhitng kinh nghiém ciia toi trong tw thé khdn
gid va vai tro ciia ngudt nhdp cubc thdm ling
dd phdi ldng sdu trong ¥ thitc ctia toi nhiwr thé
ndo. Téi hoi twéng khi bwéc chdn ra khéi
nguwong cira Trung hoc, ho héi téi mudn lam
gi sau nay va téi da trd loi: «Mubn lam hé».

T6i nhé lai nhiéu ban bé xwa kia giong hét
nhw hé qua tinh tinh cta ho. Va ho la nhing
nguoi téi yéu mén nhdt. Réi sau ndy téi ngac
nhién khdm phd nhitng ban thdn nhdt cia téi
ciing da xem téi nhir mot anh hé.

Va béng nhién téi thdy dé twa cubn sdch ciia
Wallace Fowlie (cuén sdch ddu tién ctia éng ma
toi cé dip doc) dd ddp manh vao cdn ndo toi:
HE VA THIEN THAN. Balzac da néi véi téi vé
thién thdn tai Louis Lambert va xuyén qua v



$6 nhitng dé tai that dai ciia Fowlie vé anh hé,
téi da tim thdy mdt quan niém mdi vé vai tro
anh hé. Hé va thién than thich hop véi nhau
mot cdch tuyét diéu.

Hon nita, chinh téi hd chdng tirng viét ddu
dé trong tdc phdm ciia téi vé August Angst va
Guy le Créveceeur sao? Ho la ai, la hai linh
hon dau kho, diéu ditng, tuyét vong néu khong
phdi la chinh t6i?

Ré6i mét chuyén khdc... birc hoa thanh céng
nhdt ma téi chwr abao gio ¢ la cdi ddu ctia mot
anh hé diroc téi vé hai miéng, mot miéng danh
cho niém vui va mét miéng cho chuyén buon.
Miéng vui son dé, do la miéng cuoi (khi nho
lai diéu nay téi swc y thirc rdng minh khong
con cwoi nita).

Thinh thodng téi c¢é nhdn vai mdu hoa do
Léger géi dén. Mot trong nhitng birc tranh dy
6 ddu con ngwa vé néi lén. Téi gat nhitng birc
hoa kia vao mot géc & hoc ban, b6 quén chiing
réi bat ddu viét. Téi khong bao gior nghi ra téi
da tim dwoc ngira & ddu cho dén khi chdm dirt
cdu chuyén. Di nhién cdi thang la mén qua do
Miro tdng, mdt trdng ciing thé, gan nhwr thé.
Ché stia trang la birc hoa ddu tién ciia Miro ma
toi co dip xem.

Thé'la téi bat tay vao viéc, véi long tin sdt dd
rdng téi c6 tdt cd nhitng gi cdn biét vé nhitng



anh hé va cdc gdnh xiéc. Téi viét tieng hang
chit mét, viét mét cdch mi mit, khong can biét
chuyén sé dan di téi ddu. Hanh trang ciia téi
chinh la bdn than cta téi, téi vé tinh ddnh cdp
hinh dnh cdi thang va con ngwa. Nhitng ban
dong hanh ciia toi la nhitng thi si va hoa si ma
toi di mg: Rouault, Miro, Chagall, Max Jacob,
Seurat. La thay, tdt cd nhitng nghé si ndy déu
la thi si kiém hoa si. Tot c6 nhitng lién hé mdt
thiét véi méi nguoi trong ddm vdn nhdn ndy.

MGoi chang hé la mét thi si trong hanh dong.
Dot anh la cau chuyén anh dang dong. Doi doi
cdu chuyén &y van mdi mai: sung bdi, nguwéng
mg, dong dinh vao thdnh gid. Di nhién voi cay
thdnh gid nhuém mdu hong.

Phdn duy nhdt ctia cdu chuyén gdy khé khdn
cho téi la mot s6 it trang cubi ma téi phdi viét
di viét lai nhiéu ldn. «Cé mot thir dnh sdng giét
nguoi». Toi nghe vdng vdng tiéng néi ciia Balzac
ddu ddy. Téi mudn vai chdnh ctia truyén téi
viét, Auguste, phdi lia doi nhir mét luong dnh
sdng. Nhung khong phdi lia doi trong sw chét.
Téi muén cdi chét ciia y soi sdng duong doi.
Téi cho ddy khéng phdi la s chdm dirt ma cudi
ciing la sy bat dau. Khi Auguste tré thanh chinh
minh thi sw song bdt ddu— Va khong phdi chi
riéng cho Auguste ma cho toan thé nhan logi.

Dirng ai bdo rang téi da cdn nhdc cdu chuyén.



T6i ké ra diing hét nhir téi dd rung cdm, nhw
cdu chuyén dén véi téi tirng doan mét. Ddy vira
la cdu chuyén ctia toi, vira khong phdi la cia
riéng toi. Di nhién ddy la cdu chuyén la lung
nhdt ma téi chia hé viét. Ddy khéng phdi la
mot tai ligu siéu thwe, hoan toan khéng phdi.
Phurong phdp viét truyén cé thé la siéu thuc,
nhung téi chi mudn ndi rdng cdc nghé si ciia
phdi siéu thuc da bdt lai cdi phirong phdp sdng
tao dich thuc. Khéng, cdu chuyén ndy diing véi
sw thdt hon tdt cd nhitng cdu truyén ma téi da
cdn ciz vao sw kién va kinh nghiém dé viét lén.
TGt cd muc dich cia téi khi viét truyén la
néi lén sw thdt. Tat cd nhdn vt cia truyén
toi déu cé thdt, ldy ra tir cubc séng, cudc
séng ciia chinh téi. Auguste la ngwoi déc nhdt,
anh dén tir mau xanh. Nhung thit mau xanh
vdy quanh va bao phii chiing ta la gi néu khong
phdi chinh la thuc tai? Qud thdt chiung ta
chdng tao ra gi cd. Chiing ta chi vay miron va
tdi tgo. Chiing ta che gidu roi khdm phd. Chiing
ta c6 tdt cd cdc dir kién nhir nhifng nha thudt
si thwong bdo. Chiing ta chi cdn mé mdt va tim
d¢ tré thanh nhdt thé véi hién thé dé.

T6i x6t xa nhiéu cho anh hé, mdc ddu téi
van khéng hay biét, chinh vi anh ngdn cdch véi
thé gidi qua tiéng cuoi. Tiéng cudi ciia anh hé
khéng bao gior la tiéng cwoi theo 161 Homére.
DG la tiéng cuoi cta cdm ldng, tiéng cuoi budn



nhw ching ta thirong néi. Anh hé day chiing
ta biét cdch cwoi cot chinh bdn thdn minh.
Va tiéng cwdi ciia chinh ching ta dwoc thai
nghén trong nhitng giot nwdc mdt.

Niém vui rang ré nhir mét dong séng: dong
séng chdy mdi, Véi téi, ¢ lé day la loi nhdn
giri ma anh hé c6 chuyén dat dén chiing ta, bdo
chiing ta phdi nhdp cudc xuyén qua dong ludn
lru bdt tdn, chiing ta khéng duwoc dirng lai dé
suy nghi, dé¢ so sdnh, d¢ phan tich, dé chiém
hitu, ma phdi tiép tuc chdy xuyén qua moi vdt,
chdy khéong ngirng nhw diéu nhac. Ddy la mon
qua ctia si buéng xd, va anh hé chi dién td mot
cdch twrgng trung. Bon phdn chiing ta la phdi
lam cho cdi twong trung dy thanh sw thuc.

Chuwra bao gior lich stz nhdn loai ddy rdy
nhitng dau thwong va théng khé nhw hién nay.
Thé ma chiing ta van gdp diroc dé ddy nhitng
con ngwoi riéng 16 ma ndi dau khé chung khéng
thé nao dong dén ho duwoc. Ho ddu phdi la
nhitng con nguoi khong tim, hon thé nita! Thé
gidi khéng hign ra véi ho nhuw hién ra vol
chiing ta. Ho c6 161 nhin ciia riéng ho. Chiing ta
cho rdng ho da chét véi thé gidi nay, thuc ra ho
da séng trong khodnh khdc, séng tran ddy va
nhitng tia sdng tir con nguoi ho chiéu ra cd mot
bai ca vui bdt tén.

Gdnh xiéc la mét kich trirong ti hon khép kin
ctia sw quén ling. Trong khéng gian dy chiing



ta c6 thé quén chinh minh, chiing ta tan trong
sw nhiém mdu va lac phiic, ching ta diroc ché
di trong Ié nhiém mdu, budc tir trrong xiéc tré
vé thuc tai, ching ta tré nén bang hoang, kinh
ngac, budén rdu va hét hodng vi bg mdt hdng
ngay ctia doi song qud té nhat. Nhung chinh cdi
thé gidi hang ngay té nhat kia, cdi thé gidi ma
ta cit ngé rang da qud quen thudc véi chiing ta,
lai la thé gidi doc nhdt, va d6 la thé gidi cia
huyén do, bdt tdn. Nhw anh hé, ching ta di
xuyén qua nhitng chuyén dong, luén luén gid
v0, lubn Iuén hodn trién lai cdi bién cd trong
dai nhdt ciia doi minh. Chiing ta chét khi chién
ddu dé dwoc sinh ra. Chiing ta dd khong hién
hitu, ching ta khong bao gio hién hitu, ching
ta lubn luén trén dwong tré thanh, luén luén
ngdan cdch va cé ldp. Ludn ludn ditng ngoai.
Daéy la tdm hinh ctia August Angst, tw Guy
le Créveceeur hay la by mdt hang ngay ciia thé
gian nay, voi hai cdi miéng khdc nhau. Auguste
thudc dong mdu khdc. Co [é toi vé hinh anh ta
khong duoc 16 rang. Nhung anh da hién hitu,
du chi hién hitu vi Iy do la toi dd tuwong twong
nén sw hién hitu ciia anh. Anh dén tir mau xanh
va tré vé véi mau xanh. Anh khéng tan rd, anh
khéng mdt di. Anh ciing sé khong bi quén lang.
Ciing chi ngay ng nho néi chuyén véi mot hoa
si ma téi méi biét dwrgc nhitng birc tranh do
Seurat dé lai. Téi cho rdng chiing bi cdm xuéng



nhir ré cdy & noi ma Seurat dd cho chiing hién
hitu mét cdch vinh vién. Téi mang on Seurat
rdt nhiéu vi toi diwoc séng bén nhitng birc tranh
dy — & ving Grand Jatte, ¢ Medrano hay bdt ci
noi ndo trong tam tri. Khéng cé gi la hdo huyén
trong nhitng sdng tao ctia Seurat. Thirc thé ctia
chiing bdt diét. Chiing cu ngu trong dnh sdng
mdt troi cing hoa ldn trong hinh thé va ém diéu
ctia bdn nhac du dwong dich thuc. Nhitng anh
hé ctia Rouault ciing thé, nhitng thién thdn ciia
Chagall ciing thé, chiéc thang va mdt trdng ciia
Miro ciing thé, qud thurc tdt cd thii vdt ctia gdnh
xiéc ciing thé. Véi Max Jacob ciing thé, anh la
chii hé bdt diét ngay cd lic da tré thanh
Thirong dé. Trong loi néi, trong hinh dnh,
trong hanh dong, tdt cd nhitng tdm hon cé ddy
diém phiic nay da ciing téi biéu 1§ do mong ctia
ho cho cdi thuc té vinh cizu nay. Thé giéi hdng
ngay ctia ho mai kia sé la thé gidi ciia chinh
chiing ta. Qud thdt gio day né la thé giéi cia
ching ta, chi vi chiing ta qud nhu nhwgc nén
mdi dot hét né cho minh.

HENRY MILLER



KHONG gi ¢ thé Am gidm vé sing ca ny
cudi la thudng duoe khic vao gwong mit u budn
ctia Auguste. Trén sin khiu, ny cudi kia mang
mdt sic thai riéng biét, vd tw, vi dai, dién ti
nhitng gi khén ta.

Duéi chin thang chay [én tdn ving tring,
Auguste s& ngbi chiém ngudng, ny cudi cda anh
bat bién, y nghi ctia anh nhuw & xa x6i. Léi bit
chuéc vé ngdy ngdt md anh d3 dat dén véi ky
thuit tuyét dinh ludn ludn tic déng manh vao
khan gid nhu tdng két cta nhing difu phi ly.
Nhirng do thuit gia dai tai [Am nhi€u trd trén
cdnh tay do nhung trd hé niy thi khéng ai bit
chuwée duwge. Mot anh hé khéng bao gid nghi
dén viéc dién ti phép la thing thién.

Subt d¢m anh maii ngdi trong tuw thé 3y, doi
con ngwa ¢6 bom dai phét dit nhe nhitng dong
nuédc vang dén xé xac anh ra. Mém 4m 4p clia
con ngya cdi cham vao gy anh nhuw cdi hén gid
biét cla ngudi yéu. N6 nhe nhang danh thirc
anh, nhe nhang nhw swong mai kich thich tirng

ngon cd.
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Bén trong duwong ban kinh cda thér 4nh sing
[6m d6m kia 13 thé giéi trong d6 anh dwoc tai
sinh mbi bubi chitu vang. N6 chi gébm 6 nhirng
vit 4y, van vit va con ngudi chuyén vin trong
vong say ddm. Mot cdi ban, mdt cai ghe, mot
tAm thim; mdt con ngwa, mot cdi chudng, mdt
vong diy; cai thang bat diét, ving tring dinh vao
mai nhd, cdi ddu héi bing da dé. Véi nhirng
dyng cy ndy, Auguste va cic ban déng nghiép
hing dém phii xoay x& d¢ tao nén tin kich nhip
dao va tir dao.

Tam trong nhitng vong béng to6i doéng tim, &
d6 tirng 16p khudn mit nim chéng [én nhau, c6
noi bi xéa mit vi nhitrng khodng tréng ma thir
anh sdng 16m d6m kia thém thuéng liém [én nhw
cai luwdi cd tim mdt chiéc ring d3 giy. Lin hup
trong byi bim va nhirng tia ma-nhé-di, cic nhac
si lirng lo trén phim dan nhw 40 inh, thin hinh
ho lic I nhuw nhitng béng lau nhe dura theo 4nh
sdng va béng t6i, Ngudi lam trd ubn éo ludn
[udn di chuyén theo tiéng tréng mo h8, anh ky si
minh trAn xuit hi¢n véi tieng ken. Véi Auguste
¢6 khi 13 Am thanh riu rit ca dan vi cAm, c6 khi
la di¢u nhac ché gi€u cda ken Clarinette d¢m theo

khi anh nhdy nhét sudt man hé. Nhung dén lic
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phdi vio nhitng phit xuit thin, cdc nhac si béng
hiérng [én nhe mudn dudi theo Auguste tir lac
phic ndy sang lac phdc khic nhu nhitng con
ngya déng cérng vio san ngua gd bd hoang.
Dém dém, trong gid hda trang, Auguste phii
tranh ludn véi chinh minh. Dau [am cdch nio di
nita thi hdi cdu bao gid cting 12 hai ciu. Con
ngwra van [3 con ngua, cii ban vin 3 cii ban.
Trong lac 4y, ddu vin 13 con ngudi, Auguste
con phdi tré thanh mét cdi gi khic nta: anh
phdi tdn dung tit cd ning lyc cha mét con
nguwdi rit dic biét véi mét mén qua dic biét.
Anh phii [am thién ha cudi. Lam thién ha khéc
khéng khé, mi lam thién ha cudi cling khéng
khé; anh di thiy rd vin d€ tir liu, trwéce khi
chwra ¢6 y dinh theo nghé hat xiéc. Tuy nhién,
Auguste ¢6 nhirng wéc mo 16n hon, anh muén
ban cho khin gid ca minh mét niém vui bit
di¢t. Chinh sy 4m anh ndy 13 nguyén nhin thdc
diy anh ngdi duéi chin thang dé déng trd xult
thin ngiy ngit. Qui thit do ngiu nhién ma anh
di roi vio con xult thin gid tao. Anh di quén
nhirng gi anh phii lam ké d6. Bao gid anh xuit
than, ling ting va lo ling tot d, anh méi thiy

minh dugc thién ha v8 tay tin thudng cubng
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nhi¢t. Dém hém sau, anh dién lai thi nghi¢m
iy, nhung 14n ndy véi sy tinh todn cin nhic,
cdu mong ring tiéng cudi rd vd nghia kia s&
nhudng ch cho niém vui v6 bién ma anh mubdn
chuyén dat d¢n moi ngudi. Nhung dém dém,
mic du di & ging hét minh, nhing titng v
tay mé sing iy vin doi chd anh.

Man hai huéc duwédi chin thang cang thanh
cdng bao nhiéu thi Auguste cing wéc mo nhifu
hon. M&i d¢m tiéng cudi cang chéi tai anh hon.
Cubi cting anh khéng chiu ndi tiéng cudi. Mot
dém no, tiéng cuwdi bdng tr& thanh nhao bing
va tiéng meéo kéu, tiép theo 12 nhirng chiéc md,
nhitng 46 do va cd nhitng vit cing khac.
Auguste khong thé «tr& lai» sin khiu dwoc nita.
Khin gid doi subt ba muoi phat; r6i ho thiy
khé chiu, rd8i nghi ngd, véi mdt trang thai cudi
ciing nd bimng thanh tiéng la 6 ché nhao. Khi tinh
lai trong phong thay ddi y trang, Auguste kinh
ngac thdy mdt bac si cti xudng trén anh. Mit
va ddu anh diy nhing vét bim, nhirng vét triy.
Miéu dong lai & nhitng vét throng 1am méo mé
khudn mit d¢n ndi khong con nhin ra dwoc nita.
Anh gidéng nhir miéng thit vyn bd roi trén thét

ciy cta ngudi ban thit.
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Giao kéo ciia anh dot nhién chdm dirt, Auguste
chay thoat khéi thé giéi ma anh d3i biet. Heét
mudn tr& lai cudc doi lam hé, Auguste ben di
lang thang. Anh di bo vo xa la gifta hang triéu
ngwdi ma anh d3 tirng day ho cudi. Trong thim
tAm, anh ching phén hén ti ndo, ma chi niu nung
moét ndi budn da diét. Dy 13 cudc phin dau
khéng ngirng d¢ cAm lai nhitng dong nuwéc mit.
Thoat diu, anh chip nhin tinh trang méi mé nay
cda tAm hén minh. D6 ching qua chi la sy khé
chiu do viéc chAm dirt d6t ngdt mdt théi quen
kéo dai subt cd kiép ngudi, anh ty nhé. Nhung
véi ngdy thing trbi qua, anh bit ddu thay tiéc
nudi mdt cdi gi dd mat—khéng phii manh lyc
dé choc thién ha cudi, khéng! anh ddu con luu
y dén né nita—mdt cdi gi khic, mét cdi gi sdu
xa hon, mot cdi gi cda riéng anh, R6i mét ngay
no anh bdng thiy ring thoi gian d3 tr6i quéd mau
ké tir khi anh bitt duoc lac phic tuyét voi. Sy
khim phd nay khién anh run [én d&n ndi khéng
thé ché dén lac v& phong. The nén, thay vi tr&
vé khich san, anh goi taxi bdo tai x¢ chay ra
ngoai 6. Nhung di diu biy gid? Anh tai x¢
mubn biet. Auguste vdi vang dip: «Dén noi nio

c6 cdy. Nhanh [én— Gip ldm>.
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Bén ngoai mét cdi sin chira than, ho gip mét
thin ciy tro troi. Auguste ra [énh tai x¢ dirng
lai. Anh tai x¢ ngy tho héi: «Phai d4y khong?»

— Ding 16i, &t yén téi & day.

Hinh nhw trong ¢ mét théi gian v han,
Auguste cb strc tao ra tim trang ma anh thudng
dung d¢n mdi lan mé& dau budi trinh dién vé dém
diréi chin thang. Tiéc thay, dnh sing qud chéi
chang, nhitng tia nidng gay git d6t chdy nhan
cdu. Anh tu nhd: «Minh s& ngdi diy cho dén toi.
Khi tring Ién moi vat s€ lai ddu vao diy cd.»
Ching bao [4u anh thiu thiu ngd. Trong gilc ngd
ning né kia anh mo thiy minh tr& lai sdn khiu.
Bay gitr moi vit vAn nhu bao git, ngoai trir diy
khéng con phdi 13 gdnh xiéc trong d6 moi viéc
vin ctr tiép dién. M4i ngéi di bién d&i, twdong
v6i di d6 xubng. Trén diu anh 13 vAng tring cb
that, trén biu trdi cao, mdt vang tring tudng
chitng nhue chay dua xuyén qua nhitng ddm
may chét dong. Thay vi nhitng hang ghé dai sip
vong tron, thi chénh chéch [én thfmg tin trod, [
nhitng birc twdng ngudi. Khéng mét tiéng cudi,
khéng mdt tiéng thé than nao thoit ra. Hing ha
sa s6 yéu ma treo lirng 1& & d6, trong khéng gian

vd tin, con nao ciing bi déng dinh [én ciy thianh
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gid. T¢ céng vi khiép s¢, Auguste quén mit anh
phdi lam gi. Sau mét théi gian hdi hdp nghet
thé, trong sudt théi gian kia, anh x6t xa thiy
minh ¢ don va bi bd roi hit hdi hon chinh
Ding Ciru The, Auguste nhiy vot ra & tron
chay khéi dién trirong. Nhung chay dén dau anh
cing thdy moi 16i thodt ra déu déng kin. Anh
thit vong chay dén chiéc thang, v6i vi leo Ién,
anh cir leo va leo mii d¢n ngat hoi. Sau khi nghi
ngoi, anh ddnh bao mé& to d6i mit, nhin quanh
bén bé bit ngit. Truéc hét anh nhin xubng.
H3iu nhu khéng thiy duwgc chin thang, & duéi
xa mé& kia 13 dit. Ré6i anh nhin Ién, tirng nac
thang trdi trén d4du anh, én cao v6 tin, choc
thing nhitng ddm mdiy, choc thing ludn biu
tréi xanh duwoc 16t bing nhitng vi sao sidng.
Chiéc thang chay thing lén cung tring. D¢ 1a
mét ving tring ndm tit bén kia nhirng ngdi sao,
mét ving tring xa b4t tin, dinh cirng vao vom
trdi nhu chiée dia gid bing. Auguste oa Ién khdc,
khéc nirc nd. Nhir mét vong 4m, ban ddu con
yéu &t, din nén, nhung din dan trdi 1én nhirng
1&i rén siét va nhitng tiéng kéu thoéng thiét cda
hing ngan thir d6ng da [én nic n& bén tai anh nhw

tiéng than odn cda dai dwong. Auguste nhi thim
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«Khiép quid! Ching khic gi sinh t& dang giao
héi. Minh nhue mét tt nhin & hda nguc chude
tdi.» R6i anh ngit di, ngd ra sau khéng con
biét gi nira. Anh tinh lai ding lac thiy ring
mit dit vun vyt ding [én dén nhin anh. Anh
thira biét day 13 doan két lidu cia Auguste, doan
két li€u that sy, cdi chét clla nhitng cdi chét.
The r6i nhe mét 4nh dao, mét tia ky trc 16e 1én.
Anh khéng con mdt gidy nio khic, cé 1€ chi nira
gidy thdi va anh khéng con 13 gi nita. Cé gi tin
day shu bin thé anh dwgc kich dong, 16e 1én nhur
anh dao, chi thodng gidy truwéc khi anh bi roi vio
quén ling? Anh vut nghi rdng trong tich tic con
lai kia, anh c6 thé téng két cA mot cudc doi trinh
dién ctia minh. Nhung khoing thoi gian quan
trong nhit d&i anh, thé trdn bio tda rang y
nghia cho tit cd bién 6 trong qua khir kia, anh
khéng thé 1am né sbng lai. D6 chinh 13 sy khii
ngd dang sup d6 theo anh. B&i vi, gio ddy anh
hiéu rang c6 lac ndo d6 tat cd s€ hién ra véi anh
mét cich rd rang. VA gid diy khi anh sip chét,
cdc mén qua vo gia kia bdng nhién bién mit. Nhe
ngudi bién 14n, véi 16i tinh toin dbi trd va ngly
ngd, Auguste 1am dwgc viéc khong thé lam: v
chyp lay khodnh khic r6i chia khodnh khic 3y
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thanh v6 s6 nhitng khoinh khic vi t&. Khéng
moét di€u gi anh thé nghiém duwoc sudt bon
muoi nim trong cudc doi, ngay tit cd nhing
gio phat vui twoi téng két lai, cling khong thé
dem so véi niém vui say swa ma anh dang thé
nghiém bing cich két hop tit cd nhirng manh
vun ctia mdt tich tic v& tan ra. Nhung ldc phin
chia khodng thoi gian cudi cung, thinh vd s6
nhitng minh vun dé chiing ¢ thé tda lan quanh
anh nhr mét man luéi réng cda thdi gian, anh
hii hung thdy minh ddnh mat khi ning héi niém.
Anh d3 ty loai b chinh minh.

Hbém sau, bi xtic dong manh liét va kiét strc vi
s tan phd cda con mé, Auguste nhit dinh & li
mii trong phong. Chi gin t6i anh méi tré minh.
Anh ndm subt ngly trén giwdng, long thd o dua
gidn v&i mé ky ¢rc ma vi mdt Iy do khong thé
gidi thich di ta chyp xubng anh nhu tai hoa
chiu chiu. Cubi ciing, mét méi vi bi x5 déy trong
cai ndi ky Gc khéng 16, Auguste mic 40 quin
ra di tho thin & vii minh trong dim déng.
Phii khé khin 1&m Auguste méi nhé lai duogc
tén thanh phd qua nhitng con dwong anh di
tho thin.

5 = :
O ving ngoai 8, anh gip mdt doan xiéc
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rong, mdt trong nhitng doin nghé¢ si soéng doi
du muc trén cdc banh xe lang tér. Tim Auguste
bit didu d4p man dai. Khéng chiat do dy, anh
chay d&n canh mét trong nhitng toa xe sip
thanh vong tron r6i dé¢ dit budc [én nhirng nic
thang tir sau xe thid xudng. Anh toan g3 ctra,
bdng dirng tay vi c6 tiéng ngwa dirng ké bén
anh. Ré&i con ngya 1Ay mdm liém lung anh. Mat
niém vui siu xa thim ddm vao tirng thé thit cda
Auguste. Choang tay qua b ngwa, anh néi vai
&1 ngot ngdo ém 4i nhu chio mirng ngudi ban
cli bién biét tir lAu.

Bdng canh cira sau ling anh mé& toang ra, mdt
giong dan ba nhe thét ra mdt 1&i kinh ngac. Anh
gidt minh I3y lai binh tinh, 1Am bdm: «T6i day,
Auguste day.»

Nguoi dan ba héi lai lién sau dé:

«Auguste 2?2 Téi dau biét y.»

Anh 1Am bim ta t6i: «Xin 15i ba, t6i phai di.»

Anh di chua dugc it buéc di nghe ngudi dan
ba la lén:

— Nao Auguste, lai diy, anh chay di kiém
gi?

Auguste dirng lai, chét sétng, anh quay lung,

do dy mét lat rdi hd miéng cudi toe toét.
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Ngudi dan ba chay dén bén anh, dang tay mirng
d6n. Mot ndi lo so méng lung xadm chiém long
anh. Trong mét khodnh khic anh muén xoay
ngudi chay trdn. Nhung d3 qua tré. Déi tay
ngudi dan ba cham vao anh, siét chit.

Nguoi dan ba ot ludn miéng: «Auguste,
Auguste! The ma t6i twdng khéng biét anh.»

Auguste tai mit. Lan diu tién trong chuyén di
lang thang c6 ngudi di chép dugc anh. Ngudi
dan ba vin 6m chit anh nhu gong kém. Biy
gi> ba hén anh, truéc hét & mai, rdi mid bén
kia, rdi trén trdn, r6i trén méi. Auguste run [én.
Anh nai van khi vira viing khdi tay ba:

— Ba cho t6i mét cyc duong! Pwoc khong?

— Duong?

Auguste trd 1oi:

— Ving, cho con ngya.

Trong khi nguwdi dan ba luc loi khip xe,
Auguste ngdi thodi mdi trén nhitng nic thang
nhé. Véi cdi mdm mém mai, run run, con ngya
litm gdy anh. Ngay lac iy, dtng 13 do ngiu
nhién ky la, ving tring chot hi¢n 18 rang trén
nhirng ngon ciy xa. Mot cinh yén tinh tuyét voi
pht 1én Auguste. Chi trong vai gidy 4y —c6 thé

13 1du hon—Auguste thich tht chiém ngudng
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canh chi¢u ti. Theé rdi ngudi dan b vdi vd ra
xe, chiéc vdy rdng cda ba cham luét vai anh
khi bd nhdy xubng dit.

Nhitng cdu ddu méi cda ba 1a: «Moi ngudi
trong ching t6i d€u twdng anh d3 chét.» Ba vira
ndi vira ngdi xudng bén chin anh trén bii cd.
«C3 thé giéi dang tim anh,» ba néi thit le rbi
trao cho anh hét cyc dudng niy sang cuc dudng
khic. Auguste im ling nghe b thao thao bat
tuyét. Y nghia ctia nhitng 1&i néi kia hién ra
trong ddu anh mét cich chdm chap, rit chim
chap nhur du hanh &n tai anh tir noi xa xam
nio d6. Di€u 1dm anh say swa nhat 13 cAm gidc
¢m diu chay khip than thé anh khi con ngua
liém long ban tay anh véi cdi mém Am wét va
4m 4p. Anh hoan toin séng lai minh liét cdi giai
doan trung gian mi anh d4 quen thé nghiém méi
dém duéi chin thang, cdi khodng thoi gian gitra
lac lac phic tan di va tiéng vO tay man dai ctr
vang dén tai anh nhu tiéng sim tir xa.

Auguste ciing khéng nghi d¢n chuyén tr& vé
khach san d¢ gom gép s6 vat dung tiy than it i
ctia minh. Anh trdi mén [én nén dit canh bép lira
va bén trong vong tron thin diéu cda cic toa xe

va banh xe, anh nim dai dwa mit nhin theo
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huéng di tring nhot cda ving tring. Cubi cing,
khi nhim mat lai, anh quyét dinh gia nhip ginh
xiéc, Anh tin chic ho s€ gir bi mit cho minh.
Anh gitp ho dung [8u, trdi ném, doi nhitng
ciy coc, tim ngya hay git ngya, lam mdt nghin
[é mét cdng viéc hing ngdy ma ho cin anh, tit
cd viéc 1dm ndy 13 cd mét nifm vui vd6 bién
d6i véi Auguste. Anh quén chinh bidn ngd minh
vi mii lo nhitng cbng viéc hén mon ngay ngay.
Thinh thodng anh ciing ty chi€u y minh & séng
xa hoa bing cich déng vai khan gid dé nhin xem
nhitng trd hé. Anh c6 16i nhin méi mé khi nhin
xét tai ning va long kién nhin cda nhing ban
d6ong hanh. Nhit 14 cich [am hé cAm d3 danh
thiérc tinh hitu ky cda anh. D3y 1a 16i trinh dién
cAm, mi ngdn ngfr cda né ddi véi anh gi> diy
con htung hén hon 1 khi anh con [dm hé nhw
ho. Anh thdy duoc y nghia cda ty do ma anh d3
danh mit khi lam dién vien. O! Qui 13 tuyét
di¢u khi bd roi vai trd ctia minh, hdoa minh vio
cudc sdng té nhat hing ngdy, tr& thinh cit bui
ma vin biét ring minh con 13 mét phan clia tha
nhin, minh con ¢6 ich, c¢6 € con cé ich hon &
tw the d6. Khéng gi ich ky hon khi nghi ring

minh ban on Ién cho khin gid vi minh c6 khi
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ning lam cho ho cwdi va khéc! Tt diy anh
khéng con dén nhin nhitng trang phdo tay,
nhitng tridn cudi ngira nghiéng nhu gidé théi,
nhitng loi ting bbc. Anh dang d6n nhidn mét
cii gi dep &€ hon, d& chiu hon—nhing cdi
mim cuwoi. Nhirng cdi mim cudi cda sy biét on?
Khéng. Mim cudi cda sy thira nhian. Anh lai
dugc thira nhdn nhu con ngudi, thira nhin d6i
véi chinh minh, thira nhan d6i véi bat cir gi d3
ngin cich anh va déng thoi két hop anh véi
cac ban d6ng nghiép. Ching khic nio dén nhin
mét sy thay dbi nhé c6 thé gitp cho ta, khi c4n,
& dbi méi dong miu con tim theo mdt 1€ 16i
ma cic tAm chi phiéu ching hé lam duoc.

Véi nhitng ny cudi 4m 4p mi anh ton trir
nhw nhitng hat chin gom gép mdi ngay, Auguste
dang viron 1én va ndy n& nhu ciy trd hoa. Sin
mang long tir 4i bao la, Auguste khao khat lam
quéd bén phin ngudi trong doan doi héi noi
anh. Khéng c6 gi ho nhd anh mi anh thiy qui
dang —gid diy anh nghi thé. C6 mdt ciu ngin
ma anh mai IAm bim cho riéng minh khi thi hanh
phan sy: «Sén sing tudn ménh quy vi.» Ngay véi
thé vit anh ciing mudn ngd 1&i véi ching, anh

khéng muén ching khéng dwgc huwéng nhitng
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1&i don gidn 4y. Anh bio c6 ngira cdi: «S&n sing
tuAn ménh em.» khi kéo bao thyc phdm luét
qua diu ngwa. Dbi véi miy chd hdi cAu ciing
thé, anh vubt ve nhitng cdi lung béng loing khi
néi chuyén véi ching. Ciing ¢b lac di 130 ddo
ra khdi 1€u trong dém diy sao, anh ngéng nhin
[én cao nhw mubén choc thing tAim man che
khuit mit con ngudi véi cdnh huy hoang cla
tao héa, Auguste kinh cAn thi thdm: «Xin sin
sang tuidn ménh Ngudi, Thueong Del»

Khéng bao gi> Auguste ¢ dugc binh an,
hanh phéc vA ni€m vui sdu ddm v6 bd nhw the.
Nhitng ngay linh lwong, anh thudng ra phéd véi
s6 tién it 6i di lang thang qua nhitrng gian hang
tim mua nhitng mén qua cho biy tré nhé va cho
cd miy con tht. Anh chi mua cho minh vén ven
mot géi thudc 14 ngoai ra khéng mua gi nira ca.

B&ng mdt ngay kia, anh hé Antoine 14m bénh.
Auguste dwoc tin 4y khi anh dang ngdi truéc
mot chiéc xe va lai quin 4o c@i. Anh 1Am bim
vai 161 bay té cdm tinh r6i tiép tuc khiu va. Di
nhién anh thiy ngay ring bién c6 bit ngd niy s&
anh huwéng dén anh. Ho s&€ m&i anh thé Antoine
chic chin viy rdi. Auguste c6 ging kém che su

kich d6ng dang ao ding lén. Anh b gir binh
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tinh v3 tir tdn tim cAu trd 1&i khi cAn dén.

Anh dg¢i, anh doi mii mt ngudi ndo tré lai,
nhung khéng ¢6 ai dén véi anh. Khéng nguoi
nio déng dwoc vai trd ctia Antoine, anh chic
chin nhw vdy. Ho dang bin gi? Cubi ciing anh
dtrng diy buéc di lang thang quanh d6, cot y
cho ho biét anh con & day & ho dit cAu héi véi
anh khi ho mubn. Pén gi> phdt nay vin chua
ai thiér goi chuyén véi anh ca.

Cubi cting anh quyét dinh phad v& sy yén ling
nhur gid bing. Tai sao khong? Tai sao anh khéng
ty nguyén [Am bdn phan? Anh cdm thdy déi dao
sinh lirc va d4y nhiét huyét d6i véi moi ngudi.
Lai tr& thanh hé, ching c6 gi, ching c6 gi ca.
Neéu cin anh ciing c6 thé 13 c4i ban, cai ghe, céi
thang. Anh khéng mudn ¢ quyén wu tién dic
bi¢t, anh 12 mdt ngudi trong doan, sin sing chia
s¢ nhitng ndi vu tw va dau khd véi ho.

Cubi cting anh nim 3y 6ng biu ginh xiéc:
«T6i di chudn bi kj cing & nhin vai cla
Antoine d¢m nay.» Réi anh do dir trong chéc lat:
«Cé nghia 12 dén khi ndo éng nghi ra mdt ngudi
khéc.»

— Khéng, Auguste, anh d3 biét, khéng c6 ai
khac. Anh c6 long t6t gidp...
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Auguste vbi ngit 1oi:

— Nhung sao? Cé & 6ng so t6i khéng con
khi ning?

— Khéng, khéng phii thé, khéong phii thé.
Khéng, qui thyc ¢6 anh 13 lgi cho tdi...

Auguste gdn nhu run [én vi lo ling, gi> day
anh y thic ring anh dang d6i phé véi mét viée
can té nhi va khén khéo, anh héi:

— Viy thi sao?

C)ng biu ganh xiéc bit d4u ndi, chim rii va
chitng chac:

— Anh biét khéng, ching t6i d3 ban kj vin
d¢ ndy trong ndi by. Ching tdi biét anh dang
nghi gi. Biy gid néu anh phidi déng vai ctia
Antoine... Trdi oi, t6i phdi néi sao diy? Dén
d4y anh, dirng nhin t6i véi d6i mit dy... Ching
t6i khéng mubn khoi lai vét thuvong long. Anh
hiéu chua?

Auguste thiy nwéc mit trdo ra. Anh nim liy
hai tay to 16n ctia éng biu, dé nhe vao tay minh
va cdm on 1bi rit ddu khéng hé mé miéng. Anh
van lon:

— Xin 6ng cho t6i the anh iy d¢m nay. T6i [a
ngudi cta 6ng bao liu dng cin dén, mot tudn,

mot thing, sdu thing. Coéng tic s&€ gy hirng
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tha cho t6i, thit thé. Dirng tir chdi nghe 6ng?

Vai gi& sau, Auguste ngdi trudc tim guong,
nghién ctru bd mit cda minh, D6 13 théi quen
cta anh, mdi dém truédc khi trang diém, anh
ngdi va nhin minh hing gi> nhue thé, D3y 13 ky
thuit cda riéng anh khi trinh dién. Anh s& ngdi
nhin b6 mit u budn cha minh rdi bat chot xda
ngay hinh dnh 3y va tao ra mét bd mit méi, bd
mit mid moi ngudi d€u biét va ciing 13 bd mit
mi d4u diu thién ha ciing cho 14 cta Auguste.
Nao ai biét dwoc bd mit thit cda anh, ngay ci
ban be¢ than thiét, b&i vi anh d3 tr& nén 6 don
do ting tim lirng 1y.

Ngdi nhu the, nhirng ky niém cda hang ngan
dém truwéc tAm guong xAm chiém anh, Auguste
bat diu thiy ring cufc séng bén 1€, cudc sdng
ma anh d3 ich ky gitt riéng cho chinh minh.
Cubdc séng Am thim ma anh cho ring anh ¢4 thé
gitt kin cho riéng anh, hoan toin khéng phii I3
mdt cudc song, khong [a gi ci, ciing ching phii la
hinh béng ctia cufc séng. Anh chi bit dau séng
ké tir ngiy di theo ginh xiéc lwu dong, tir khi
anh bit dau phyc vy ho theo khi ning ciia mdt
ké t6i doi. Cudc sébng kin ddo kia hiu nhw

d3 bién mit ma anh khéng hay biét: gio ddy anh
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lai thinh ngudi nhue nhiétng ngudi khic, anh
lam tit cd nhitng chuyén dién cudng, khoéng
quan hg, nhung cin thiét mad mei ngudi déu [am
— va nhe the anh cdm th3y c6 hanh phic, va
nhirng chudi ngay ctia anh dwoc séng tron ven.
Dém nay anh s& khéng xuit hién trong vai
Auguste, anh hé ndi tiéng trén hoan ciu, nhung
trong tu thé cta Antoine ma khéng ai hay
biet. Vi khéng danh hiéu va tén tudi, khan
gid chip nhin Antoine nhur mét chuyén thudong
tinh, Khéng c6 nhirng tring phdo tay man r¢g
khi Antoine xuit hién trén sin khiu, thién ha
chi mim cudi tha thér, ching khen tai nghé cia
anh nhue d3 bidu dién trong nhitng man hii ciu
la m3t ¢ 16i cubn khan gid.

Ngay ltc 4y mdt y nghi khé chiu bdng phd
héng gidic mo cta Auguste. Truéc kia 13 cue
song riéng tu, trdng rdng ma anh di tranh d4u
chéng lai d& trbn tranh nhing cdi nhin céa thién
ha. Nhung gior ddy s€ c6 gi xdy ra néu dém nay
¢6 nguwdi nhidn dién anh, nhin dién chd hé
Auguste? Qua thit s€ 12 dai hoa! R6i diy anh
s¢ khéng bao gio tim lai dwgc sy binh an, anh
s€ bi truy lung hét tinh ndy sang tinh khic, bi ép
budc gidi thich thdi 46 la lung cda minh, bi
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thic déy tré lai vi tri hé cda minh trong thé
giéi nghé si. Anh 6 cdm gidc mo hd ring he
s€¢ budc téi anh di giet chét Auguste. Auguste
d3 tré nén thin twong, Auguste 13 cda the gidi
— chwa k& viéc thitn ha sé cdng kich anh dén
mirc nao...

Cé tieng gd cira. Mot ngudi bwédc vio quan
sat tdng quéat cic cdng viéc. Sau khi néi it 14,
Auguste bén hdi thim sirc khée Antoine:

— Khi hon khéng? Téi mong anh 4y chéng
lanh.

Ngudi kia nghiém nghi trd 1&i:

— Khéng, binh tinh nguy ngip hon —
Khéng ai biét anh ta mic bénh gi. Cé 1€ anh 6
thé néi chuyén véi anh 4y truéc khi tiép tuc,
dwroc khong?

Auguste trd 15i: «Di nhién, t6i s€ dén véi
cdc anh vai phat nira.» Réi anh trang diém voi
cho xong.

Khi Auguste buéc vio, Antoine dang lin 16n
trén giwdng, Cdi sit xudng bénh nhin, Auguste
nim liy ban tay nhon nhet cda Antoine. Anh
thi thAm: «Kh8 than anh. Téi c6 thé 1am gi gitp
anh biy gio?»

Antoine nhin anh chong choc va ngo ngic
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mét hdi [Au. Antoine nhin véi ding diéu cda ké
nhin chinh minh trong tAm gwong soi. Auguste
hiéu ngay y nghi thodng qua d4u Antoine. Anh
khe bio:

— T6i 13 Auguste day.

Antoine néi:

— Tai biet. La anh... nhung ciing ¢ thé 1a
t6i. Khéng ai thiy dwoc sy khac bi¢t. Nhung
anh 13 ngudi ndi tiéng con t6i [a ké v6 danh.»

Véi ny cuwdi wéc mo trong tuyét vong,
Auguste bio:

«Téi vira nghi d&n thin phin t6i cich diy
vai phat. Budn cudi thit! Mat it phin déi mit,
mot cdi ddu héi, mdt bo d6 ky di, chi [am mdt
viéc so sai d¢ bién minh thanh con sb khéng.
Ching ta khéng la ai cd. Nhung d6ng thoi la
tdt cd moi nguoi. Thién ha khéng v8 tay lkhen
ching ta, ho khen chinh ho. Nay anh, lit nita
t6i phdi di, nhung truéc hét hiy dé i ké cho
anh nghe mét diéu ma tbi vira méi hoc dugc...
Tré& thanh chinh minh, chinh minh théi, méi [a
di€u vi dai. Nhung mubn thé ta phdi lam cich
nao? Ta phidi tao ra bing cich nio? é, ds 1a
trd hé khé nhit dbi véi ching ta. N6 khé vi né

khéng cin sy c6 gdng. Anh khéng cin 6 ging
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tr& thanh 13 vit niy hay vt no, vi dai hay tAm
thirdng, théng minh hay din dén... anh hiéu kip
y t6i khéng? Anh c&r 1am b4t cr gi trong tim
tay ca minh. Di nhién, anh phdi lam véi tic
long hoan hi. Béi vi khéng ¢6 gi 12 khéng quan
h¢. Khéng c6 gi. Thay vi tiéng cudi va trang
phdo tay, anh dén nhin nhirng cdi mim cuoi.
Nhirng ny cwdi min nguyén, thé théi. Nhung
d6 13 tit ci... hon nhirng gi anh c6 thé doi héi
dwrgc. Anh di khip noi d¢ lam nhitng chuyén hén
mon, trat bét ginh ning cho con ngudi. Viée ay
lam ho sung swéng, nhung né con [Am anh sung
swéng hon ho, anh thiy khéng? Di nhién
anh phdi hanh déng that kin ddo. Dirng bao
gid cho ho thiy cbng viéc kia dem lai cho
anh niém vui gi. Mét khi ho hidu r5 anh va
mdt khi ho biét dirgc bi mat clia anh, thi coi nhir
anh that bai. Ho bdo anh ich ky, ddu anh d3 hét
long vi ho. Anh lam tit ci cho ho, néi tring ra
13 ty giét chinh minh vi lao lyc—chirng nio he
khéng ngd ring chinh ho di 1dm cho anh thanh
gidu ¢, tao cho anh mét ni€m vui ma ngay anh
cting khéng tao duwoc cho chinh minh... Duoc
t6i, anh hay tha 18i cho t6i, t6i khéng hé mubdn

dién thuyt dai dong. DAu sao ¢m nay chinh anh



40 NU CUOT DUOT CHAN THANG

dang ting t6i mdt mén qua. Dem nay tbi cb thé
tr& thanh chinh minh khi t6i d6i 16t anh. Nhuw
th? con t6t hon t6i dbi 16t ctia minh, anh hidu
khéng?

Dén diy, Auguste tu kiém soat anh, b&i vi khi
dién ti tw twdng vira r8i anh bdng hé thiy mot
¥ nghi thin tinh. Tuy nhién, diy ching phaii la
y nghi ma anh phdi chia sé téc thi cho Antoine
ngay biy gid. Trong d6 c6 mét sy mao hiém,
¢6 thé 13 mot yéu to hiém ngh¢o. Nhung anh s&
khéng nghi dén né. Anh phii hanh ddng nhanh,
cang nhanh cang t6t... c6 [& vio ngay dém nay.
Anh bio bing giong gidn nhuw cau 6, lic sira
soan buéc ra:

— Nay Antoine, tdi s& thé anh dém nay, ciing
¢6 thé dém mai, nhung sau d6 anh s€ binh phuc
va nén tiép tuc. T6i khéng ham lam hé nita, anh
hifu khong? Séng mai téi s& ghé thim anh. T6i
con vai chuyén mudn néi véi anh, vai chuyén c6
thé khich 1¢ anh!» Auguste ngirng lai, 13y giong.
«Anh luén ludn mubn ndi tiéng phdi khéng?
Hay nhé ky di€u d6! Téi dang nubdi mét y
nghi; anh phdi biét lgi dung né. Chic anh ngd
ngon, ching ta s& gip lail»

Auguste v6 manh viao nguwdi Antoine nhur
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mudn 1am cho anh ta khde lai. Khi ra cira, anh
bat chot thdy ny cudi gurong gao trén d6i méi
Antoine. Anh kh& déng cira va rén rén budc ra
ngoai trong dém tdi.

Khi rdo buéc vé tap [€u 16n, anh khe hit cho
riéng minh nghe, ¥ nghi xéy ra véi anh miy
phit truée diy bat ddu xuit hién rd rang hon.
Anh c6 thé che doi vai tubng hiém hoi 4y, anh
qué lio luyén trong nghé nén th¢ nido chwong
trinh cing s& dat dén két qud mong mudn, anh
vin néng long cho doi, anh tu nhé: «Dém nay
ta s&€ dién mot suit hdt than tinh chwa ai tirng
thudng thirc. Antoine o1, chi cAn doi lic Auguste
dién tro.»

Anh dip vio ngudi vi cubng cudng nén néng
dén d6i khi xuit hi¢n dwéi nhitng ving dnh
sdng trong tiéng vi cAm phu hoa riu rit, anh d3
nhdy vot nhir mét con dé dién. Ttr ldc chin anh
cham phii san sin khiu, thi dién xuit cda anh
hoan toan 13 d6t xuit bit ngd. Anh chua tirng
bao gir nghi dén chér dirng néi 12 tirng dién thir
nhirng cdi nhdy nhét man r¢g vid vé nghia nhw
thé. Anh di ty tay minh l4y ra mét tAm d4 tinh
khiét va trén d6 anh dang viét tén Antoine bing

nhirng nét chir khéng thé x6a m&. Néu Antoine
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c6 mit & diy, Antoine di c6 thé chirng kién viéc
minh khé&i ddu xuit hién nhur mét nhin vit tiéng
tim lirng 13y !

Chi trong vong vai phit, Auguste biét rd ring
anh d3 nim duoc khdn gid trong long ban tay.
Vi anh ciing d3 chudn bi rat chu ddo. Anh vin
tiép tuc mda may va 1Am bim: «Cic ban hay
rdng doi, ring doi. Chuwa c6 gi cd. Antoine méi
chio doi, anh hdy con chwa biét dap.»

Man trinh dién mé& ddu vira chim dot, lap
tirc mdt ddm ddng kich ddng viy cirng 1y anh.
Trong d6 c6 6ng bdu. Nhitng 1&i ddu tién cda
ong biu la:

— Anh dién r6i. B6 anh mu6n hai Antoine 22

Auguste rang r& hin lén: «Ding lo! Téi
dang tao dyng ra Antoine... Ong ctr kién nhin
di. Tbi cam doan moi viéc s& két thac tdt dep.»

— Nhuw the 13 qué tuyét rdi. T6i byc minh vi
anh dién qud hay. Sau sult hit nay sy nghiép
Antoine ké nhu chim dit.

Khéng con thi gio & néi thém nhifu l&i.
San khiu phii dwoc don tréng nhudng chd cho
cac lyc sT du bay. Vi diy 13 ganh hit nhé nén
moi ngudi déu cing bit tay vao viée.

Dén gid> cac cht hé tdi xuit hién thi cd tiéng
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v8 tay vang diy. Auguste chi cin 16 diu ra la
khdn gid d3 la Ién ¢ vii. Ho hd to: Antoine,
Antoine. Ho gidm chin, huyt sdo miéng, vd tay
n6ng nhiét: «Antoine! Ra dil»

DBém trinh dién nio, vao ltc niay Antoine
cling dién tro 4y moét minh, mét 16i dién xult
ngin 16i thoi ma tia sing tao d4u tién di tan
bién tir nhi€u ndm trudc diy. Vi d€m nio Auguste
cling quan sit 16i trinh dién theo théi quen niy,
anh di thwdong nghi cich stra ddi tirng kj thuit
ma anh bit budc phii lam. Hién gi> anh dang
thyc hanh nhitng 16i néi dtia mid anh d3 tirng
thudng tdp tht mdt d6i lAn cd trong lic ngd.
Anh vi minh nhu mdt hoa st bac thdy dang phét
nhitng nét chAm phé cubi ciing [én trén mot birc
chin dung ma mét dira hoc trd xao ling di bd
d&. Ngoai ¢ tai, khéng c6 diy tich gi cia ban
chinh con Iwu lai. Mot nguwdi di vao &€ véi vai
nét va ngudi kia hoan tit birc tranh bing cich
sdng tao ra mdt cai gi hoan toan méi la.

Auguste nhip cudc nhu ngudi khing ndi
hirng. Khéng 6 gi d¢ thua mit. Ngwoc lai, 6
tat ci dé thing dat. M6t cii vin minh hay mot
nép da nhin méi tao ra ¢6 nghia nhu sy cho

mugn sy song ddy méi mé, cho Antoine. Khi
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lam cho vai tudng thém hoan hio tir doan niy
sang doan khic, Auguste ghi nhé trong tri nhirng
diéu cAn gidi thich cho Antoine d¢ sau nay anh ta
¢6 thé tao nhitng két qud ma Auguste di thanh
teu duge, Anh nhdy tung ting nhuw cid ba nguoi
khac biét d6ng mot lac: Auguste nhu mdt bac
thiy lio luyén, Auguste trong vai trd Antoine
va Auguste trong tu thé Auguste. O ten va
& ngodi cic yéu td nay con lAin quén mot thuec
thé thé tv nhe k&t tinh lai dé xuit hién 15 rang
hon theo thoi gian: Antoine nhu 14 Antoine. Mt
Antoine so sinh, d6 13 Antoine trén cdc ting troi.
Cang nghi d¢n con ngudi Antoine i méi ndy,
(qua that 13 di€u ky di v6 cung khi anh vira dién
trd ma lai suy te nhi€u dwgc dén nhue the)
anh cang cht y dén nhirng giéi han va tinh cdm
ctia nhin vat anh dang tai tao. Anh mai nghi dén
Antoine, khéng hé tuwéng dén Auguste. Auguste
d3 chét. Anh khéng mdy may mubn Auguste tii
sinh trong vai anh hé Antoine ndi tieng khip
hoan ciu. T4t cd wéc mo clia anh 13 tao mot
Antoine thit 18y lirng & khong con ai nhic d&n
Auguste nira.

Séng hém sau, trén mit bio ddy nhitng 1&i ca

ngoi Antoine. D7 nhién Auguste d3 gidi thich y
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dinh cda anh cho 6ng biu trudc khi rat lui dém
dy. Moi ngudi d6ng y tim gidi phdp ngin ngira
dé giit bi mat cho k& hoach. Vi khéng ai ngoai
nhitng nhin vién ctia doan xiéc biét Antoine [Am
bénh, hon nira chinh Antoine ciing ching hay
biét gi v€ vinh quang tuong lai ma ngudi ta da
chudn bi sin cho anh, nén moi sw ¢ vé twong
d6i tot dep.

Di nhién Auguste néng long chd doi viéng
thim Antoine nhw d3 hira. Anh quyét dinh khéng
cho Antoine xem ngay nhirng t& bdo ma chi cho
Antoine biét nhitng gi anh ao wéc thanh tuu
dwroc trong vong vai ngdy ngidn ngdi, mét difu
ma Antoine khong d& khi ning thyc hién. Anh
phdi ché ngy Antoine trirdc khi cho anh ta thiy
sw thanh céng m§j min cda anh, néu khéng
Antoine s€ hodng s¢ vi nhirng két quid ma Antoine
s¢ phdi chip nhin sin. Auguste di tip duot
tirng giai doan mét trwdc khi rdo budc di vé
huéng [€u cia Antoine. D3 hon mét 14n kinh
nghiém, nhitng gi Auguste d¢ nghi déu vuot qua
khi ning chip nhin cia Antoine.

Anh kién nhidn doi dén gin trwa, hy vong
trong thi gian kia Antoine ¢6 thé & tu thé c&i

mé& dé d6n tiép anh. Lic ra di, Auguste rdt hén
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hé&. Anh chic chin c6 thé thuyét phuc Antoine
ring cii gia tai do anh & lai 13 mdt gia tai chinh
ddng. Anh ty nhi: «Ching qua minh chi gitp anh
iy mot ti théi! Doi séng tran diy nhitng meo
vit ma minh phai biét lgi dung. Khéng ai 6 thé
thanh c6ng trong 6 don va thi€u ngudi gitp
strc.» Sau khi gidi tda ndi long, anh cim diu chay.
Anh nght tiép: «Minh ¢6 phinh phd va luwdng
gat anh 4y diu. Lic nio anh 3y cling mudn ndi
tieng. Gid ddy anh dang ndi tiéng! Hay anh s&
ndi ti¢ng trong vong mdt tudn nira: Antoine sé
132 Antoine... Chi khic 13 hon thé nita. Thé théi.
Trong 4nh dén sin khiu va & moi noi, mudn
nbi tiéng, c6 khi chi cAn mdt bién c6 nhd, mdt
dip may, mét su giap d& tir bén ngoai, rdi quy
vi s& ndi tiéng.

Dén diy anh nhé lai sy nbi tieng dot ngdt
ctia minh. Anh, Auguste, anh d3 lam gi véi tiéng
tim lirng 13y 4y? Nhitng gi chi 13 mét nglu
nhién thuln tiy lai dwoc hoan hd tirng d¢m nhw
diu hidu cdia thién tai. Sao thién ha hifu néng can
quéa! Khi ¢6 ban tay ctia s6 ménh thi moi ngudi
déu hidu néng can. Lam hé 13 1am v4t thay the
cho s8 ménh. Cudc séng & dién trirdong 13 mot vé

tudng cAm gdm nhirng pha té nhao, nhitng ct
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d4m, nhitng ¢t d4—mot sy kéo 1& va vat 16n
khéng ngirng. Vi ciing nhd nhitng phuong tién
kém thim my niy ma ta [y long khan gid. Anh
hé ddng yéu oi! Quyén wu tién dic biét cda anh
la tii dién nhing 16i 14m, nhing chuyén dién
rd, nhirng di€u ngu xuldn, tit cA nhirng su hidu
[Am gieo tai hoa cho nhin loai. Bién thanh
chinh sy dién rd phi ly, diy chinh 13 mét di€u
mi ngay cd 1&i nguyén rda déc dia nhit ciing
khé thé nghi téi duwge. La khéng hidu gi cj,
khi mei viéc déu r3 nhu ban ngdy; khéng
thanh cdng mic diu co muu di tii dién truwéc
mit quy vi cd ngan l4n. Di s& soang nhu ngudi
mu khi tit cd nhétrng diu hiéu d3 chi dang
huéng, cir 6 stc m& cira mic di trén d6 b
ghi sin chit «Hiém nghéo!» Cé& dim diu vao
tAm kiéng thay vi di vong tron; nhin vao hong
stng mic dit stng cd dan! Con ngudi khdng
bao gi> mét mdi véi nhitng di€u phi ly ay vi
bao the ky qua moi ngudi d3 14m dudng, vi bao
the ky qua moi sy tim toi vad tim hifu con
ngudi d3 dén ho vio chd khong 16i thoit. Vi suw
phy ctia di€u phi ly c6 rdng thi gid vi thoi gio
{3 lanh dia ctia 6ng. Ong chi ddu hang khi dbi

mit véi vinh clru...
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Giira nhitng ndi bin khoin la lung niy,
Auguste bdng nhin ra chiéc xe ciia Antoine. Anh
khéng biét vi sao minh lo ling khi thiy éng biu
tir hwéng trai Antoine di téi. Anh cang lo ling
hon lac dng biu gio tay bio anh dirng lai. Nét
mit cda nguwdi dan ong to Ién kia 18 rang
mudn dinh mot ting chudéng bio ddng. Anh
ngoan ngodn dirng doi ngudi kia mé 1o,

Lic cich Auguste vai buéc, 6ng bAu mip gio
hai tay én, di¢u bd chin nin td vé ddu hing.
Khéng cin nghe, Auguste ciing d3 hiéu hét moi
swr, anh biét trudc viéc gi s€ den véi anh. Sau
khi di thém vai buéc, Auguste héi:

— Nhung viée xdy ra bao 1au 16i?

— Méi vai phat. Nhu the nay, trong tay tdi.

Auguste Am bim:

— Tbi khéng hiéu gi ca? Phii ching Antoine
¢6 thé chét vi viéc d62 Dém qua khi néi chuyén
véi toi, anh ta diu c6 dau qui viy.

Ong biu bido:

— Ddng the.

Cé gi trong tiéng «dGng thé» khitn Auguste
nhdy chém [én.

— Phii ching 6ng mudn néi...? Anh dirng

lai, sy viéc qua khing khiép nén anh khéng
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ddm gift y nghi 4y trong ddu. Nhung sau dé
anh lai thét ra cing mét 161 4y, «Phdi ching
6ng mudn ndi,» rdi anh ngidp ngirng «phdi ching
6ng mudn ndi 13 anh iy d3 nghe...?»

— Chinh the.

Auguste lai nhdy chém [én. C)ng biu vAn tiép
tyc véi giong khan khan:

— N&u c6 ai héi y kién ngly ngd cda tbi, toi
s€ trd 1&i 14 anh 3y chét vi bé mach miu tim.

Néi xong ci hai béng nhién ngirng lai.

éng biu bio:

— Nao, dau phii 16i anh. Dirng ban tim lo
nghi. T6i biét, moi ngudi trong ching t6i déu
biét, 13 anh vd t6i. D4u sao viéc ndy ciing chirng
td ring Antoine khdng bao gi&r 1a anh hé vi dai.
Antoine d3i diu hiang tir ldu.» Ong IAm bim
trong hoi thé r6i ti€p tyc bing mét tieng thé
dai: «Van d€ hién tai 13 phdi gidi thich cudc trinh
dién d¢m qua nhu the nao? Bay gi¢ that khé gidu
st thit, anh c6 déng y viy khong? Chang minh
dau ngd anh ta chét d6t ngdt nhu thé?»

Mot phat im ling, 16i Auguste binh tinh néi:

— T6i nghi t6i cAn phdi & mdt minh trong
mot thdi gian, dng khéng phién chir?

— Déng y.» éng bau trd 1&i. «D& anh ty suy
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nghi. Vin con thi gid..»

Dién cubng, thit vong, Auguste bd di lang
thang v€ huéng thanh ph6. Anh di mii mét lac
[y, ddu 6c khéng mot y nghi, chi cé cii dau
dén u bubn va t& céng thAm vio long anh. Cubi
cing anh dn ngdi & mét géc hang hién kéu
nuwéc udbng. Khéng, 18 ring anh khéng bao gid
tinh truwéc bién 6 bat ngd niy. Lai mot trd
tr& tréu cda dinh ménh. Chi 6 mdt diéu 15
rang— Hodc 13 anh lai tr& thanh Auguste hay
Antoine. Anh khéng thé 4n danh duwoc nita. Anh
bén nghi téi Antoine, Antoine ma anh di d6i 16t
dém qua. D&m nay anh con khd ning tiép tuc
[dm nhu theé khéng? Lam véi sy hing say va
thich tht nhw truéc khéng? Anh quén cinh
Antoine nim chét lanh trong toa xe. V& tinh
Auguste di héa thinh Antoine lidc nio khoéng
hay. Anh dién lai vai trd mot cich chu dio, phin
tich, md x¢, rdi rdp ndi, tao mdt vai doan hay
hon... anh ct tiép tuc dién, hét sult nay dén
sudt khédc, hét ddm khdn gid nady dén ddm khin
gid khac, hét d¢m nay dén dém khéc, hét tinh
nay sang tinh khic. Va bdng dirng anh héi tinh.
Béng dung anh diérng 1én, bit ddu néi chuyén

v6i chinh minh mét cich nghiém trang: «Nhuw
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vay anh lai phdi [am hé, ding kh6ng? Chua di
sao hid! Anh d3 giét mat Auguste, anh di 4m
sit Antoine... con gi nra? Chi cich diy hai
ngly anh 13 ngudi hanh phic, ngudi te do. Va
biy gid anh bi mic by, anh 13 ké git nguoi
phii tdng b di. Réi anh nghi ring véi cdi lrong
tAm toi 161 kia anh s& choc khin gid cudi? )
khéng, anh di qué trén rdi!» Auguste ndm chit
ban tay dit trén chiéc ban cAm thach nhe mubn
ty x4c nhan tim quan trong ciia nhirng 1o [& vira
t6i. «Cudc trinh dién d&m qua thit vi dai. Vi
sao? Vi khéng ai ngd ring ké [am cho né vi dai
14 anh hé Auguste ndi tiéng. Budi trinh din ctia
nhin tai, cta thién tai. Thién ha vb tay. Chi ai
biét 18 ci. Tuyét di¢u. Thanh céng m§j min. Vi
— Can chirtng minh.» Mbt 14n nita anh ding
diy, nhu con ngwa. «Sao d4y—Cin chéng
minh «? A ra th¢! Chinh vi vily ma Auguste
mong méi thay the Antoine. Auguste ¢4 hé nghi
dén sw ndi tiéng cia Antoine khéng? Cé hay
Khéng? Auguste chi chic chin c6 mdt diéu, 13
tiéng tim ma anh d3 tao nén thyc ra chi danh
riéng cho anh. Auguste d3 nhdy dén dép méi nhu
mét con ci. Me kiép!» Anh nhd nwéc bot, ght

tém.
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Miéng béng khd vi tim hén ray rirt nén anh
v tay goi b6i dem thém nuéc. Khi d3 thim giong
xong anh lai tiép tuc nghi ngoi: «Troi Phat
oi! Cir ring con ngudi cb thé tu giing by cho
chinh minh! Mt ngay hanh phéc r8i mdt ngay
dau khd. D8 dién! Ta 13 thing dién!» Lic nay
anh suy nghi rit chin chin: «Dugrc, biy giv ta
hiéu 18 mot ditu— Hanh phic cda ta c6 that,
nhung ta khéng tim ra. Ta phdi truy lung né,
nhung 14n ndy phdi ngay thing. Ta phdi nim
né véi hai tay nhi vién ngoc quy. Ta phii hoc
séng hanh phic trong tw theé Auguste, trong tu
thé thing hé cda minh.»

Anh ubng thém hép ruwou r8i ngoe ngudy
nhu con ché. «Cé 1€ ddy 12 dip may cudi cing,
mét [4n nita ta s€ bit ddu tir duwédi ddy di lénl»
Nghi nhw viy réi anh méi suy tinh vé mét tén
tudi mé&i cho riéng minh. Trd nay khién anh di
qua xa. Sau khi quén mit tén tudi ma anh d3
quyét dinh mang, Auguste nghi: «O, ta s& tao
nén mdt cdi gi méi, hodn todn méi. Neéu néd
khoéng cho ta hanh phidc thi it ra né ciing gitr ta
trong tinh trang cinh gidc. Cé 1@ Nam My...»

Quyét dinh 1am lai cudc d&i manh dén d6

Auguste phéng nhanh nhw ngya phi vé€ ganh
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xiéc. Anh kiém ngay &ng biu.

Anh hén hén: «Tbsi di dit khoat r8i. Tbi di
ngay. Di xa, rit xa, & d6 khéng con ai nhin ra
tdi nira. T8i ra di d& bit dau lam lai moi sw.»

Ong bau héi:

— Nhung tai sao? Tai sao anh phdi bit diu
[am lai moi st trong khi anh d3 tao dwoc tiéng
tim lirng 13y nhue thé nay?

— C)ng s& khong hidu nhung tdi ciing chi ¢6
biy nhiéu 1&i &€ néi véi dng: Béi vi giv ddy téi
mudn hanh phic.»

— Hanh phdac 22 Téi khéng hiéu. Tai sao 12
hanh phtc?

— Béi vi thuong thudng ngudi hé chi hanh
phtc khi anh ta 13 con ngudi khic. T6i khéng
mudn tré nén médt ké ndo khic ngoai chinh minh.

— Tbi ching hidu gi cd... Nghe niy, Auguste.

Auguste si¢t manh tay 6ng:

— Nao, cdi gi d3 lam thién ha cudi va khéc
khi ho nhin ching ta?

— Nay anh, tit ci nhirng chuyén nay diu c6
quan hé gi dén ching ta. D6 14 nhirng thic mic
vd nghia. Minh hdy néi chuyén nghiém chinh.
Ching ta hiy tr& vé thuc tai.

Auguste nghiém giong:



56 NU CUOT DUOI CHAN THANG

— D¢ 13 nhitng gi t6i vira khim phd duoc.
«Thyec tai.» Chinh hai chit iy. Biy git t6i biét
t6i 13 ai, t6i 1 gi va tbi phdi lam gi. D6 la thuc
tai. C4i ma dng goi 12 thyc tai 14 mat crra; né mdn
ra, nd lot vao nhirng khe hé gifra cdc ngén tay.

Nguoi dan 6ng kia ¢6 vé nhu bit ddu thuyét
phuc mét cich yéu &t:

— Nay Auguste, anh nghi ngoi qud nhiéu.
Neéu 13 anh t8i s& tré v€ phd d¢ thé mot hoi cho
nhe ngudi. Dirng quyét dinh bay giv. Hay dén...

Auguste crrong quyet:

— Khéng. Téi khéng cidn dwoc an i, ciing
khong cAn dwoc khuyén rin. T6i da dirt khoat.»
R6i anh dwa tay chio tir gid.

C)ng ban khéng 16 kia nhidn vai néi:

— Tiy anh. Viy ching minh chia tay phai
khéng?

Auguste trd 1oi:

— Ddng— Chia tay... vinh biét.

Mot 1an nira anh bit d4u di vao di the, nhung
I4n niy anh vio tin tim gan phéo phdi ca thé
giéi. Dén gin thanh phd, anh méi syc nhé trong
tdi quin chi con ¢6 hai cic bac. Lat nira anh
s€¢ d6i. Réi tréi s& tré lanh va lae d6 nhe

nhirng thd vit trén cdnh d6ng bao la, anh s
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nim co ro d¢ doi nhitng tia ning sém.

Tai sao anh quyét dinh di qua thanh phd, qua
tirng con duong, anh ching biét. L& ra anh phii
gitt lai mdt chat it stre lye.

«R6i mai kia néu minh &n Nam Myj...»
(Anh b3t d4u néi 1én véi chinh minh) «Cé [&
phdi mit nhi€u nim. R&i minh s& st dung ngdn
ngir gi? Va tai sao h¢ coi minh 13 ngudi xa a?
Bitt d4u & diy lai ching 6 mét ganh xite. Néu
6, ho s& c6 nhitng anh hé cta ho vi ngbn ngir
riéng ctia ho.»

Dén mét cdng vién nhd, anh quing minh [én
mét chiéc ghe dai. Anh ty cdnh gidc: «Viée
nay cin dwogc suy nghi kj hon. Khéng ai chay
dén Nam My nhu vdy. VA lai minh diu phai
chim hdi Au! Minh 12 Auguste mdt con ngudi
véi d6i chdn yéu mém va cdi bao ti cin 6
thirc dn.» Anh hinh dung tirng dic tinh cda con
ngudi, tit cd nhitng dic tinh tdch rdi con ngudi
v6i chim trén tréi va cd dwédi nuwée. Nhirng
suy tu cda anh cubi cing hdéa thanh sy khio sit
vé hai tinh chat, hay hai khi ning ngin cich
the giéi lodi ngudi véi theé gidi lodi vat —
tiéng cudi va nuwéc mit. La that, anh thiy ring

anh, ké 3o luyén trong linh vuc ndy lai suy
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gim vin d¢ nhue mét chd hoc sinh.

«Nhung minh ddu phdi chim hdi du» Chic
chin diy khéng phdi mdt tu tudng tuyét voi;
nhung né cir Ion von trong diu anh dwong lic
anh phin vin gitra hai ngd dudng. Diu tu
twdng ndy khoéng d6c dio hay tuyét voi gi,
nhung it ra né cling trAn an duwgc Auguste:
dau 6c tudng twgng phong pht dén diu ching
nita anh ciing khéng thé vi minh nhu mdt con
chim hai Au.

Nam Mjp—Vé nghia qua! Vin d¢ khéng
phdi 13 di diu hay di bing cich nio ma vin d¢
[a... Anh c6 ging dit vin d€ cho don gidn, that
don gidn. Phdi ching chi c6 thg, c6 thé anh s&
an toan trong tw thé hién tai—dirng ting ciing
dtrng gidm con ngudi thit cda anh. Lbi I4m anh
mic phii [3 ¢ mubn vwot qui nhirng gidi han
riéng biét ctia minh. Anh khéng hai long khi choc
thién ha cudi, annh con 6 ging [am ho vui. Niém
vui [2 on stng cta Thurong Dé. Anh ha d3 ching
khim phi ra dugc di€u ndy khi anh ty b roi
quén ling chinh minh—béing cich lam tit cd
nhirng gi trong tAm tay, nhu ¢ l4n anh di tirng
[Am?

Auguste cdm thdy minh dang tim ra duong di.
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Anh b3t ddu y théc dugce tAn bi kich cda minh,
d6 14 sy kién anh khong dd khd ning chuyén dat
hiéu bist cda anh v& sy hién dién cda mot thé
gi¢i khic, mot the gidi nim bén kia sy dot nat
va bac nhuwoc, bén kia tiéng cuwdi va nwdc mit.
Chinh ranh giéi nay d3 gitr anh trong vai hé, anh
hé cda rieng minh Thuong D¢, béi vi thit ra
khéng ai trén doi nay 13 k& ma anh c6 thd gidi
thich cho ho 18 dwoc ndi phin vin clia minh
gitta hai the giéi.

The 16i y nghia kia vyt hién dén véi anh —
sao né gidn di quia! Nghia 13 tr& thanh khéng
gibng ai, hodc bat ctr ai, hoic tit cA moi ngudi,
thi di€u 4y ciing ching ngin cin dugc anh
tr& thanh chinh minh., Néu thit 13 hé thi anh
phdi lam hé trén moi phuwong dién, tir sing tinh
swong dén khi nhim mait. Anh phii [Am hé subt
mua, d¢ cho thué cho muén hodc chi vi mudn
minh 13 the. Gié ddy anh qud vitng tin vio minh
triet cda y twdng trén nén anh néng ldong mudn
bt tay ngay vio viéc—khéng son phin, khéng
xiém y, khéng cin cd 4m thanh phu hoa riu rit
ctia chiéc vi cAm cit kj. Anh hoan toan tr& thanh
chinh minh &n ndi sy that, sy thit gio diy

dang nung ndu long anh nhu ngon Ifra, su thit
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iy phii dwoc thira nhin.

Mot 1an néra anh nhim mit lai ¢¢ Iin sdu vio
tdn chén thAm u cda dém t6i. Anh gitr mai tuw
thé iy mdt héi liu, thé binh thin va an lanh
trén chiéc givdng do bin thé anh tao ra. Cubi
cing khi m& mait, anh chiém ngudng mdot the
giéi huy hoang ma tAm man che di bay mit.
D¢ 1a cai the gii ludn ludn hién dién trong long
anh, luén ludn sin sang xuit hién nhung né chi
bit ddu mdy dip khi qui tim con ngudi clng
hoa nhip véi né.

Auguste cim dong d&n ndi khéng con tin &
nhin quan minh. Anh liy lung ban tay dui mit
chi c6t khim phd ring mi anh con wét dim vi
nhitng giot 1¢ hin hoan mai anh di v6 tinh gé
roi xubng. Anh ngdi [én, d6i mit dim dim
huéng v€ trude, b6 ging d cho mit lam quen
véi anh sing. Tir ddy long anh, tiéng thi thim
ta on ving ving dua lén.

Anh 1&i chiéc ght dai khi 4nh duong tda
lan trén mit dit véi nhitng tia ning vang ruc
cudi ngdy. Strc manh vd khit vong nhw séng
tri€éu ding trong mach mau anh. La ké méi chiao
ddi, anh tip ténh buéc di vai bwéc vao trong

cai the giéi anh sidng huyén di¢u. Do ban ning,
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nhu chim moc cidnh, anh mé réng d6i tay nhu
mudn tir 4i chodng 6m tit cid vao long.

Gid day the giéi dang chét xiu trong miu tim
sim chan hoa céia nhitng tia ning chiéu. Auguste
quay cudng trong sy xudt thin ngiy ngat. 0, 8!»
anh la [&n, hay twdng minh la [én b&i vi trong
thyc t€ tiéng la cda anh chi 13 4m vang yéu 6t
clia niém vui tran tré dang mon trén ru anh.

M6t ngudi di v& huwdng anh. Mot ngudi mic
quin phyc deo bén héng mét dodn con. Véi
Auguste, ké d6 xuit hién nhu mét thién thin dén
gidi thodt. Auguste vira mudn nhiy xb vio vong
tay 4n nhin gidi thodt thi mét ving miy den
nghit bt thin gidng xudng anh nhw nhit bada.
Anh nim d& duwéi chin vién si quan, khéng mét
tiéng dong.

Hai nguoi di dudng ching kién cdnh 3y voi
chay lai. Ho quy xubng r6i [it ngira Auguste
lén. Ho kinh ngac thiy anh dang mim cuwdi. Ny
cuwdi thién thin téa rdng hdn nhién, tir 46 tirng
giot mau trdo bot ri ra. D6i mit m& to, ngiy
tho khén tuwdng, nhin én vAng tring mong manh

vira 16 dang trén nén troi.
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ban hon cho quy
BI KICH FAUST VA HAU FAUST

Mot tdic phadm khong tién tuyét hau trong lich
str viin hoc thé giéi vi tac gid cla noé di thai nghén,
viét di viét lai va bd tuc trong mot nlra thé ky maoi
hoan thanh.

Tac phim ké&t tinh cd mot doi clia dai vin hao
dwoc coi 1a Hién Than cla Vin Héa Ptirc ma tén tudi
duwge ghi trong Vin hoe Str, Triét hoe Sk, ciing
nhw Khoa hoc Str.

Theo nha chuyén khao Henri Clouard thi khi m&i
xuft hién, nhan vat Faust di mé hodc dam sinh vién
Ditc va kéo theo ci dan toc Dirc.

Nhung tir mét thé ky nay, né chuyén déng cd Au
Chau roi khip thé gisd, lam xudt phat cho bao nhiéu
cong trinh nghé thuat: nhac kich, dién anh, hoi
hoa...

B&i FAUST PA TUONG TRUNG CHO CA NHAN
LOAI CHUNG TA VA THE GIOI PUONG DIEN BI
KICH FAUST PUQC MOT NUA. CONG TAC PHAM
NAY ROI MOT LUONG ANH SANG CHOI LOA VAO
NGUON GOC CUA HIEN SINH CHU NGHIA.

Thach Trung Gid dich
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FOREWORD

Of all the stories I've written this is perhaps the
most singular. It was expressly written for Fernand
Léger, to accompany a series of forty illustrations
on clowns and circuses.!

It took me months, after I had accepted Léger’s
invitation to do the text, to even begin. Though I
was given complete liberty, [ felt inhibited. Never
before had I written a story to order, as it were.

Almost obsessively my mind kept revolving
about these names: Rouault, Miro, Chagall, Max
Jacob, Seurat. I almost wished I had been asked to
do the illustrations instead of the text. In the past I
had made a few watercolors of clowns, one of
them called “Cirque Medrano.” At least one of
these clowns resembles strongly Marc Chagall, I
am told, though I have never met Chagall nor had
I even seen a photograph of him.

While struggling to get started, there fell into
my hands a little book by Wallace Fowlie? in which
there is a poignant essay on the clowns of Rouault.
Meditating on Rouault’s life and work, which in-
fluenced me strongly, I got to thinking of the clown
which I am, which I have always been. I thought
of my passion for the circus, especially the cirque
intime,> and how all these experiences as spectator
and silent participator must lie buried deep in my
consciousness. I remembered how, when I was
graduating from High School, they had asked me
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what I intended to be and I had said—“a clown!”
[ recalled how many of my old friends were like
clowns in their behavior—and they were the ones
I loved most. And later on I discovered to my sur-
prise that my most intimate friends looked upon
me as a clown.

And then suddenly I realized what an impact the
title of Wallace Fowlie’s book (the first of his I
read) had made upon me: Clowns and Angels. Bal-
zac had spoken to me of the angels (in Louis Lam-
bert) and, through Fowlie’s numerous divagations
on the clown, I had gained new insight into the
role of the clown. Clowns and angels are so divine-
ly suited to one another.

Moreover, had I not myself written somewhere
about August Angst and Guy le Crévecceur? Who
were they, these two anguished, frustrated, des-
perate souls, if not myself?

And then another thing... the most successful
painting [ ever did was the head of a clown to
whom I had given two mouths, one for joy and one
for sorrow. The joyous mouth was in high ver-
milion—it was a singing mouth. (Recalling this, I
realized that I no longer sang!)

Between times [ received a few magquettes* from
Léger. One of them featured the head of a horse. I
put these away in a drawer, forgot about them, and
began to write. [ never realized until I had finished
the story where I got the horse. The ladder, of course,
was a gift from Miro, and the moon too, most
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likely. (Dog Barking at the Moon was the first
Miro I ever saw.)

I began then with myself, with the firm convic-
tion that I had in me all there was to know about
clowns and circuses. I wrote from line to line,
blindly, not knowing what would come next. I had
myself; the ladder and the horse I had unconscious-
ly filched. Keeping me company were the poets and
painters I adored—Rouault, Miro, Chagall, Max
Jacob, Seurat. Curiously, all these artists are poet
and painter both. With each one of them I had
deep associations.

A clown is a poet in action. He is the story which
he enacts. It is the same story over and over—
adoration, devotion, crucifixion. “A Rosy Cruci-
fixion,” bien entendu.’

The only part of my narrative which gave me
difficulty were the last few pages, which I rewrote
several times. “There is a light which kills,” T be-
lieve Balzac said somewhere. I wanted my protag-
onist, Auguste, to go out like a light. But not in
death! I wanted his death to illumine the way. I
saw it not as an end but as a beginning. When
Auguste becomes himself life begins—and not
just for Auguste but for all mankind.

Let no one think that I thought the story out! I
have told it only as I felt it, only as it revealed
itself to me piece by piece. It is mine and it is not
mine. Undoubtedly it is the strangest story I have
yet written. It is not a surrealistic document, not



the least. The process of writing it may have been
surrealistic, but that is only to say that the sur-
realists recaptured the true method of creation. No,
more even than all the stories which I based on
fact and experience is this one truth. My whole aim
in writing has been to tell the truth, as I know it.
Heretofore all my characters have been real, taken
from life, my own life. Auguste is unique in that
he came from the blue. But what is this blue which
surrounds and envelopes us if not reality itself?
We invent nothing, truly. We borrow and recreate.
We uncover and discover. All has been given, as
the mystics say. We have only to open our eyes
and hearts, to become one with that which is.

The clown appeals to me deeply, though I did
not always know it, precisely because he is sepa-
rated from the world by laughter. His is never a
Homeric laughter. It is a silent, what we call a
mirthless, laughter. The clown teaches us to laugh
at ourselves. And this laughter of ours is born of
tears.

Joy is like a river: it flows ceaselessly. It seems
to me that this is the message which the clown is
trying to convey to us, that we should participate
through ceaseless flow and movement, that we
should not stop to reflect, compare, analyze, pos-
sess, but flow on and through, endlessly, like
music. This is the gift of surrender, and the clown
makes it symbolically. It is for us to make it real.



At no time in the history of man has the world
been so full of pain and anguish. Here and there,
however, we meet with individuals who are un-
touched, unsullied, by the common grief. They are
not heartless individuals, far from it! They are
emancipated beings. For them the world is not
what it seems to us. They see with other eyes. We
say of them that they have died to the world. They
live in the moment, fully, and the radiance which
emanates from them is a perpetual song of joy.

The circus is a tiny closed-off arena of forgetful-
ness. For a space it enables us to lose ourselves, to
dissolve in wonder and bliss, to be transported by
mystery. We come out of it in a daze, saddened
and horrified by the everyday face of the world.
But the old everyday world, the world with which
we imagine ourselves to be only too familiar, is the
only world, and it is a world of magic, of magic
inexhaustible. Like the clown, we go through the
motions, forever simulating, forever postponing
the grand event. We die struggling to get born. We
never were, never are. We are always in process of
becoming, always separate and detached. Forever
outside.

This is the picture of August Angst, alias Guy le
Crévecceur—or the everyday face of the world,
with two mouths. Auguste is of another breed. Per-
haps I have not limned his portrait too clearly. But
he exists, if only for the reason that I imagined
him to be. He came from the blue and he returns



to the blue. He has not perished, he is not lost.
Neither will he be forgotten. Only the other day I
was speaking to a painter I know about the figures
left us by Seurat. I said that they were rooted there
where he gave them being—eternally. How grate-
ful T am to have lived with these figures of Seurat
—on the Grande Jatte, at the Medrano, and else-
where in the mind! There is nothing in the least
illusory about these creations of his. Their reality
is imperishable. They dwell in sunlight, in a har-
mony of form and rhythm which is sheer melody.
And so with the clowns of Rouault, the angels of
Chagall, the ladder and the moon of Miro, his
whole menagerie, in fact. So with Max Jacob, who
never ceased to be a clown, even after he had
found God. In word, in image, in act, all these
blessed souls who kept me company have testified
to the eternal reality of their vision. Their every-
day world will one day become ours. It is ours
now, in fact, only we are too impoverished to claim
it for our own.

Henry Miller

1 Léger was obliged to reject my text as unsuitable and
subsequently wrote one himself for his handsome book
called Le Cirque.

2 Jacob’s Night, by Wallace Fowlie: Sheed & Ward, N.Y. 1947.
3 a small and intimate traveling circus popular in Europe
* mock-ups

5 of course
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Nothing could diminish the lustre of that
extraordinary smile which was engraved
on Auguste’s sad countenance. In the ring
this smile took on a quality of its own, de-
tached, magnified, expressing the ineffable.

At the foot of a ladder reaching to the
moon, Auguste would sit in contemplation,
his smile fixed, his thoughts far away. This
simulation of ecstasy, which he had brought
to perfection, always impressed the audi-
ence as the summation of the incongruous.
The great favorite had many tricks up his
sleeve but this one was inimitable. Never
had a buffoon thought to depict the miracle
of ascension.

Night in and night out he would sit thus,
waiting to be nubbed by the white horse
whose mane fell to the ground in rivulets of
gold. The touch of the mare’s warm muz-
zle on his neck was like the departing kiss
of a loved one; it awakened him gently, as
gently as the dew enlivening each blade of
grass.

Within the radius of the spotlight lay the
world in which he was born anew each eve-
ning. It comprised only those objects, crea-
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tures and beings which move in the circle
of enchantment. A table, a chair, a rug; a
horse, a bell, a paper hoop; the eternal lad-
der, the moon nailed to the roof, the bladder
of a goat. With these Auguste and his com-
panions managed each night to reproduce
the drama of initiation and martyrdom.
Bathed in concentric circles of shadow,
there rose tier upon tier of faces, broken
here and there by empty spaces which the
spotlight licked with the avidity of a tongue
in search of a missing tooth. The musicians,
swimming in dust and magnesium rays,
clung to their instruments as if hallucinated,
their bodies swaying like reeds in the flick-
ering play of light and shadow. The contor-
tionist always moved to the muffled roll of
the drum, the bareback rider was always in-
troduced with a fanfare of trumpets. As for
Auguste, sometimes it was the thin squeak
of a violin, sometimes the mocking notes of
the clarinet, which followed him about as he
capered through his antics. But when the
moment came to enter the trance, the musi-
cians, suddenly inspired, would pursue Au-
guste from one spiral of bliss to the next,

13



like chargers nailed to the platform of a
carousel which has run wild.

Each evening, as he applied the maquil-
lage* Auguste would hold a debate with
himself. The seals, no matter what they
were obliged to do, always remained seals.
The horse remained a horse, the table a
table. Whereas Auguste, while remaining a
man, had to become something more: he
had to assume the powers of a very special
being with a very special gift. He had to
make people laugh. It was not difficult to
make people weep, nor even to make them
laugh; he had found this out long ago, be-
fore he had ever dreamed of joining the cir-
cus. Auguste, however, had greater aspira-
tions—he wanted to endow his spectators
with a joy which would prove imperishable.
It was this obsession which had originally
prompted him to sit at the foot of the ladder
and feign ecstasy. It was by sheer accident
that he had fallen into the semblance of a
trance—he had forgotten what it was he
was supposed to do next. When he came to,
somewhat bewildered and extremely appre-
hensive, he found himself being applauded

14 *greasepaint



wildly. The following evening he repeated
the experiment, deliberately this time, pray-
ing that the senseless, raucous laughter
which he so easily evoked would give way
to that joy supreme which he longed to
communicate. But each night, despite his
almost devout efforts, the same delirious
applause awaited him.

The more successful it was, this little skit
at the foot of the ladder, the more wistful
Auguste became. Each night the laughter
become more jarring to his ears. Finally it
became unbearable. One night the laughter
suddenly changed to jeers and cat-calls, fol-
lowed by hats, refuse and more solid objects
too. Auguste had failed to “come back.”
For thirty minutes the audience had waited;
then it had grown uneasy, then suspicious,
with the tension finally snapping in an ex-
plosive outburst of derision. When Auguste
came to in his dressing room, he was as-
tounded to find a physician bending over
him. His face and head were a mass of cuts
and bruises. The blood had coagulated over
the paint, distorting his image beyond rec-
ognition. He looked like something which
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had been abandoned on the butcher’s block.

His contract abruptly terminated, Au-
guste fled from the world he knew. Having
no desire to resume his life as a clown, he
took to wandering. He drifted unknown,
unrecognized, among the millions whom
he had taught to laugh. There was no re-
sentment in his heart, only a deep sadness.
It was a constant fight to keep back the
tears. At first he accepted this new condi-
tion of the heart. It was nothing more, he
told himself, than a malaise created by the
sudden interruption of a life-long routine.
But when months had gone by he gradually
came to realize that he was mourning the
loss of something which had been taken
from him—not the power to make people
laugh, all no! that he no longer cared about
—something else, something deeper than
that, something which was uniquely his
own. Then one day it dawned on him that
it was long, long ago since he had known
the state of bliss. He trembled so upon dis-
covering this that he could not wait to get to
his room. Instead of rushing to his hotel,
however, he hailed a taxi and ordered the
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driver to take him to the outskirts of the
town. But where to exactly? the driver
wanted to know. “Wherever there are
trees,” said Auguste impatiently. “But
make haste, [ beg—it's urgent.”

Outside a coal yard they came upon a
lone tree. Auguste ordered the driver to
stop. “Is this the place?” asked the driver
innocently.

“Yes, leave me in peace,” responded Auguste.

For an endless time, it seemed, Auguste
struggled to recreate a semblance of the
mood which usually served as a prelude to
the nightly performance at the foot of the
ladder. Unfortunately the light was harsh:
a scorching sun seared his eyeballs. “I shall
just sit here,” he thought to himself, “until
night falls. When the moon comes out
everything will fall into place” In a few
moments he dozed off. It was a heavy sleep
in which he dreamed that he was back again
in the ring. Everything was as it had always
been, except that it was no longer a circus in
which things were going on. The roof had
disappeared, the walls had fallen away.
Above him was the real moon high in the
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heavens, a moon that seemed to race
through stationary clouds. Instead of the
usual circular tiers of benches there rose at
a gentle incline, and straight to the sky,
literally walls of people. Not a laugh could
be heard, not a murmur. They hung there,
these vast multitudes of spectres, suspended
in fathomless space, each and every one of
them crucified. Paralyzed with fear, Au-
guste forgot what it was he was supposed
to do. After an intolerable period of sus-
pense, during which it seemed to him that
he was more cruelly deserted and aban-
doned than the Saviour himself had ever
been, Auguste made a frantic dash to escape
the arena. But in whichever direction he ran
the exits were blocked. In desperation he
took to the ladder, started climbing fever-
ishly, and climbed and climbed until his
breath gave out. After due pause he ven-
tured to open his eyes wide and look about
him. First he looked downward. The foot
of the ladder was almost invisible, so far
below lay the earth. Then he looked up-
ward; rung after rung stretched above him,
endlessly, piercing the clouds, piercing the
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very blue in which the stars were cushioned.
Straight to the moon rose the ladder. It was
a moon which lay beyond the stars, a moon
infinitely remote, glued like a frozen disk
to the vault above. Auguste began to weep
and then to sob. Like an echo, faint, re-
strained at first, but gradually swelling into
an oceanic wail, there came to his ears the
groans and sobs of the countless multitude
which walled him about. “Horrible,” mut-
tered Auguste. “It is like birth and death at
once. [ am a prisoner in Purgatory.” With
this he swooned, falling backwards into
nothingness. He regained consciousness
just as he realized that the earth was press-
ing forward to receive him. That, he knew,
would be the end of Auguste, the real end,
the death of deaths. And then, like a knife
gleam, there came a flash of memory. Not
another second was left him; a half second,
perhaps, and he would be no more. What
was it that had stirred in the depths of his
being, flashed like a blade, only to precede
him into oblivion? He thought with such
rapidity that in the fleeting fraction of a
second which was left him he was able to
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summon up the whole pageant of his life.
But the most important moment in his life,
the jewel about which all the meaningful
events of the past clustered, he could not re-
vive. It was revelation itself which was
foundering with him. For he knew now that
at some moment in time all had been made
clear to him. And now that he was about to
die, this, the supreme gift, was being
snatched from him. Like a miser, with a
cunning and an ingenuity beyond all reck-
oning, Auguste succeeded in doing the im-
possible: seizing this last fraction of a sec-
ond which had been allotted him, he began
dividing it into infinitesimal moments of
duration. Nothing he had experienced dur-
ing the forty years of his life, not all the
moments of joy put together, could begin
to compare with the sensual delight he now
experienced in husbanding these splintered
fragments of an exploded fraction of a sec-
ond. But when he had chopped this last mo-
ment of time into infinitesimal bits, so that
it spread about him like a vast web of dura-
tion, he made the alarming discovery that
he had lost the power to remember. He had
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blanked himself out.

The following day, emotionally exhausted
by the ravages of this dream, Auguste de-
cided to remain in his room. It was only
towards evening that he bestirred himself.
He had spent the whole day in bed, listless-
ly toying with the throngs of memory
which for some inexplicable reason had de-
scended upon him like a plague of locusts.
Finally, weary of being buffeted about in
this vast cauldron of reminiscence, he
dressed himself and sauntered out to lose
himself in the crowd. It was with some dif-
ficulty that he managed to recall the name
of the town through whose streets he was
strolling.

At the outskirts of the town he came upon
a group of circus folk, one of those fugitive
bands of players who live on wheels. Au-
guste’s heart began to beat wildly. Impul-
sively he rushed to one of the roulottes™—
they had been drawn up in the form of a
circle—and timidly mounted the little steps
which had been dropped from the rear of
the vehicle. He was about to knock when
the neighing of a horse close beside him
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arrested him. The next instant the muzzle of
the horse was grazing his back. A deep joy
pervaded Auguste’s whole being. Putting
his arms about the animal’s neck, he spoke
in gentle, soothing words, as if greeting a
long lost friend.

The door behind him opened suddenly
and a woman’s voice smothered an excla-
mation of surprise. Startled almost out of
his wits, he mumbled: “It's only me, Au-
guste.”

“Auguste?” she repeated after him. “Don’t
know him.”

“Excuse me,” he mumbled apologetically,
“I must be going.”

He had gone only a few steps when he
heard the woman shouting: “Hey there,
Auguste, come back here! What are you
running away for?”

He stopped dead, turned around, hesi-
tated a moment, then broke into a broad
grin. The woman flew towards him, arms
outstretched. A mild panic seized Auguste.
For a brief moment he had a notion to turn
and flee. But it was too late. The woman’s
arms were now about him, clasping him tight.
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“Auguste, Auguste!” she exclaimed over
and over. “To think I didn’t recognize you!”

At this Auguste paled. It was the first
time in all his wandering that any one had
caught up with him. The woman was still
holding him like a vise. Now she was kiss-
ing him, first on one check, then the other,
then the brow, then the lips. Auguste was
quaking.

“Could T have a lump of sugar?” he
begged, as soon as he could disengage
himself.

“Sugar?”

“Yes, for the horse,” said Auguste.

While the woman rummaged about in-
side the van Auguste made himself com-
fortable on the little steps. With soft, trem-
ulous muzzle the horse was licking the back
of his neck. It was just at this moment,
strange coincidence, that the moon shook
itself clear of the distant tree tops. A won-
derful calm fell upon Auguste. For just a
few seconds—it could have been hardly
more than that—he enjoyed a sort of twi-
light sleep. Then the woman came bounc-
ing out, her loose skirt brushing his shoul-
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der as she leapt to the ground.

“We all thought you were dead,” were
her first words, as she seated herself on the
grass by his feet. “The whole world has
been looking for you,” she added rapidly,
passing him one lump of sugar after an-
other.

Auguste listened mutely as the woman
rattled on. The sense of her words came to
him slowly, very slowly, as if traveling to
his ears from some far distance. What en-
thralled him was the delicious sensation
which spread through his body whenever
the warm wet muzzle of the horse licked the
palm of his hand. He was reliving intensely
that intermediate stage which he used to ex-
perience nightly at the foot of the ladder,
the period between the falling away of bliss
and the wild burst of applause which always
came to his ears like the roll of distant
thunder.

Auguste never even thought of return-
ing to the hotel to gather his few belong-
ings. He spread a blanket on the ground
beside a fire and, locked within the magic
circle of wheels and wagons, he lay awake
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following the lurid course of the moon.
When he at last closed his eyes it was with
the decision to follow the troupe. He knew
that he could trust them to keep his identity
secret.

To help set up the tent, to roll the big rugs
out, to move the props about, to water the
horses and groom them, to do the thousand
and one chores which were required of him,
all this was sheer joy to Auguste. He lost
himself with abandon in the pursuance of
the menial tasks which filled his days. Now
and then he indulged himself in the luxury
of observing the performance as a spectator.
It was with new eyes he noted the skill and
the fortitude of his companions in travel.
The miming of the clowns particularly
intrigued him; it was a dumb show whose
language was more eloquent to him now
than when he was one of them. He had a
sense of freedom which he had forfeited as
a performer. Oh, but it was good to throw
off one’s role, to immerse oneself in the
humdrum of life, to become as dust and yet
... well, to know that one was still part of it
all, still useful, perhaps even more useful
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thus. What egotism it was to imagine that
because he could make men laugh and cry
he was rendering them a great boon! He no
longer received applause, nor gales of
laughter, nor adulation. He was receiving
something far better, far more sustaining—
smiles. Smiles of gratitude? No. Smiles of
recognition. He was accepted again as a hu-
man being, accepted for himself, for what-
ever it was that distinguished him from,
and at the same time united him with, his
fellow man. It was like receiving small
change which, when one is in need, regen-
erates the heart’s flow in a way that bank
notes never do.

With these warm smiles which he gar-
nered like ripe grain each day Auguste ex-
panded, blossomed anew. Endowed with a
feeling of inexhaustible bounty, he was al-
ways eager to do more than was demanded
of him. Nothing one could ask of him was
too much—that was how he felt. There was
a little phrase he mumbled to himself con-
tinually as he went about his tasks: “a votre
service.”* With the animals he would raise
his voice, there being no need to withhold
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such simple words from them. “A votre
service,” he would say to the mare, as he
slipped the feed bag over her head. To the
seals likewise, as he patted their gleaming
backs. Sometimes, too, stumbling out of the
big tent into the starlit night, he would look
above as if trying to pierce the veil which
protects our eyes from the glory of creation,
and he would murmur softly and reverent-
ly: “A votre service, Grand Seigneur!”*

Never had Auguste known such peace,
such contentment, such deep, lasting joy.
Pay days he would go to town with his
meagre earnings and wander through the
shops, searching for gifts to bring the chil-
dren—and the animals too. For himself a bit
of tobacco, nothing more.

Then one day Antoine, the clown, fell ill.
Auguste was sitting in front of one of the
roulottes, mending an old pair of trousers,
when the news was brought him. He
mumbled a few words of sympathy and
continued with his mending. He realized
immediately, of course, that this unexpected
event involved him. He would he asked to
substitute for Antoine, no doubt about it.
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Auguste endeavored to quell the excitement
which was rapidly mounting in him. He
tried to think quietly and soberly what an-
swer he would give when the moment came.

He waited and waited for someone to
return, but no one came. No one else could
take Antoine’s place, he was certain of that.
What was holding them back then? Finally
he got up and wandered about, just to let
them know he was there, that they could
put the question to him whenever they
wished. Still no one made effort to engage
him in conversation.

At last he decided to break the ice him-
self. Why not, after all? Why shouldn’t he
volunteer his services? He felt so fortified,
so full of good will towards every one. To
be a clown again, it was nothing, nothing at
all. He could just as well be a table, a chair,
a ladder, if need he. He wanted no special
privileges; he was one of them, ready to
share their sorrows and misfortunes.

“Look,” he said to the boss whom he had
finally collared, “I'm thoroughly prepared
to take Antoine’s place tonight. That is”
and he hesitated a moment, “unless you
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have someone else in mind.”

“No, Auguste, there is no one else, as
you know. It's good of you to offer...”

“But what?” snapped Auguste. “Are you
afraid perhaps that I can no longer per-
form?”

“No, not that, not that. No, it would be
a privilege to have you...”

“But what then?” demanded Auguste,
almost trembling with apprehension, for he
realized now that it was delicacy and tact
with which he had to deal.

“Well, it’s like this” the boss began in
his slow, lumbering way. “You see, we've
been talking it over among ourselves. We
know how things are with you. Now then,
if you were to take Antoine’s place... damn
it, what am T saying? Come, don’t stand
there looking at me like that! Look, Au-
guste, what I'm trying to say is... well, just
this... we don’t want to open old wounds.
You understand?”

Auguste felt the tears rushing to his eyes.
He grasped the other’s two big hands, held
them gently in his own and, without open-
ing his mouth, poured out his thanks.
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“Do let me take over tonight,” he begged.
“I'm yours as long as it’s necessary—for a
week, a month, six months. It will give me
pleasure, that's the truth. You won't say no,
hein?”

Some hours later Auguste was seated
before the mirror, studying his face. It had
been his habit, before applying the paint
each night, to sit and stare at himself for
long intervals. It was his way of preparing
himself for the performance. He would sit
looking at his own sad face and then sud-
denly he would begin erasing this image
and impose a new one, one which everyone
knew and which was accepted everywhere
as Auguste. The real Auguste no one knew,
not even his friends, for with fame he had
become a solitary.

Seated thus, invaded by memories of
thousands of other nights before the mirror,
Auguste began to realize that this life apart,
this life which he had jealously guarded as
his own, this secret existence which sup-
posedly preserved his identity, was not a
life at all, was nothing in fact, not even a
shadow life. He had only begun to live from
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the day he had taken up with the troupe,
from the moment he had begun to serve in
the capacity of the humblest. That secret
life had vanished almost without his know-
ing it; he was a man again like other men,
doing all the foolish, trifling, necessary
things which others did—and he had been
happy thus, his days had been full. Tonight
he would appear not as Auguste, the world-
celebrated clown, but as Antoine, whom no-
body had heard of. Because he had neither
name nor fame, Antoine was accepted each
night as a matter of course. No wild ap-
plause followed his exit from the ring; peo-
ple simply smiled indulgently, showing no
more appreciation of his art than they did
of the amazing stunts of the seals.

At this point a disturbing thought sud-
denly shattered his reverie. Heretofore it
was that private, empty life which he had
struggled to shield from the public eye. But
what if this evening someone should rec-
ognize him, recognize the clown Auguste?
That would indeed be a calamity! Never
again would he have any peace; he would
be pursued from town to town, pressed to

34



explain his strange behavior, importuned to
resume his proper place in the world of
vedettes.* In some vague way he sensed that
they might even accuse him of murdering
Auguste. Auguste had become an idol; he
belonged to the world. No telling to what
lengths they would go to harass him...

There was a knock at the door. Someone
had popped in just to see if everything was
going all right. After a few words Auguste
inquired how Antoine was doing. “Improv-
ing, I hope?”

“No,” said the other gravely, “he seems
to be getting worse. No one knows just
what's wrong with him. Perhaps you would
say a word to him before you go on, yes?”

“Certainly,” said Auguste, “Ill be with
you in a few minutes,” and he proceeded
with his make-up.

Antoine was tossing about feverishly
when Auguste entered. Bending over the
sick man. Auguste took Antoine’s moist
hand in his. “Poor fellow,” he murmured,
“what can I do for you?”

Antoine stared up at him blankly for sev-
eral long minutes. He was staring with the
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expression of one looking at himself in a
mirror. Auguste slowly understood what
was passing through Antoine’s mind. “It's
me, Auguste,” he said softly.

“I know,” said Antoine. “It's you... but it
could also be me. Nobody will know the
difference. And you are great and I have
never been anybody.”

“I was thinking that very thing myself
just a few moments ago,” said Auguste with
a wistful smile. “It's droll, what! A little
grease paint, a bladder, a funny costume—
how little it takes to make oneself into a
nobody! That's what we are—nobodies. And
everybody at the same time. It's not us they
applaud, it's themselves. My dear fellow, I
must be going in a moment, but first let me
tell you a little thing I learned recently...
To be yourself, just yourself, is a great
thing. And how does one do it, how does
one bring it about? Ah, that’s the most dif-
ficult trick of all. It's difficult just because it
involves no effort. You try neither to be one
thing nor another, neither great nor small,
neither clever nor maladroit... you follow
me? You do whatever comes to hand. You

37



do it with good grace, bien entendu.* Be-
cause nothing is unimportant. Nothing. In-
stead of laughter and applause you receive
smiles. Contented little smiles—that’s all.
But it's everything... more than one could
ask for. You go about doing the dirty work,
relieving people of their burdens. It makes
them happy, but it makes you much hap-
pier, do you see? Of course you must do it
inconspicuously, so to say. You must never
let them know what pleasure it gives you.
Once they catch on to you, once they learn
your secret, you are lost to them. They will
call you selfish, no matter how much you do
for them. You can do everything for them—
literally kill yourself in harness—so long as
they do not suspect that they are enriching
you, giving you a joy you could never give
yourself... Well, excuse me, Antoine, I
didn’t mean to make a long speech. Any-
way, tonight it is you who are making me a
gift. Tonight I can be myself in being you.
That is even better than being yourself,
compris!”**

Here Auguste checked himself, for in
giving expression to this last thought he had

38 *that is understood **understand?



suddenly hit upon a genial idea. It was not
one to be imparted to Antoine then and
there, however. There was a certain risk
involved, an element of danger possibly. But
he wouldn’t think of that. He must hurry
now, work it out as quickly as possible...
this very night perhaps.

“Look, Antoine,” he said almost gruffly,
making ready to leave, “I will go on to-
night, and maybe tomorrow night too, but
after that you had better be up and about.
I'm not eager to become a clown again, you
understand? I'll drop in on you in the morn-
ing. There’s something more I want to tell
you, something that will buck you up!” He
paused a moment, cleared his throat. “You
always wanted to be a big shot, didn’t you?
Just remember that! I'm nursing an idea:
it's for you to take advantage of. So long
now, sleep well!” He patted Antoine rough-
ly, as if to push him into well-being. Moving
towards the door he caught the faint sug-
gestion of a smile stealing over Antoine’s
lips. He closed the door softly and tiptoed
out into the darkness.

As he strode towards the big tent,
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humming to himself, the idea which had
seized him a few moments ago began to
formulate itself more distinctly. He could
scarcely wait for his cue, so keen was he to
bring his plan to fruition. “Tonight” he
said to himself, as he stood champing at the
bit, “I shall give a performance such as no
one has ever seen. Just wait, my buckos,
just wait till Auguste takes over.”

He whipped himself into such a frenzy
of impatience that when he emerged into
the spotlight, accompanied by a few thin
squeaks from the violin, he was cavorting
like a crazy goat. From the moment his feet
touched the sawdust it was sheer improvisa-
tion. Not one of these wild, senseless capers
had he ever thought of before, much less re-
hearsed. He had given himself a clean slate
and on it he was writing Antoine’s name in
indelible letters. If only Antoine were there,
could witness his own début as a world
figure!

In the space of a few minutes Auguste
was aware that he held the audience in the
palm of his hand. And he had hardly

unlimbered, so to speak. “Wait, wait, my
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lads!” he kept mumbling as he flung him-
self about, “this is nothing yet. Antoine is
only just being born, he hasn't even begun
to kick his legs.”

The preliminary skit over, he immediate-
ly found himself surrounded by an excited
group. Among them was the boss. “But you
must be mad!” were the latter’s first words.
“Are you trying to ruin Antoine?”

“Have no fear,” said Auguste, flushing
with joy. “ am making Antoine. Be patient.
[ assure you all will end well.”

“But it’s too good already, that's what
I'm growling about. After this performance
Antoine will be finished.”

There was no time for more words. The
ring had to be cleared for the trapeze artists.
As the troupe was a small one, everyone
had to pitch in.

When it came time for the clowns to
appear again there was a prolonged burst of
applause. Auguste had scarcely shown his
head when the audience burst into cheers.
“Antoine! Antoine!” they shouted, stamping
their feet, whistling, clapping their hands
with joy. “Give us Antoine!”
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It was at this point in the evening's
entertainment that Antoine usually gave a
solo performance, a rather worn little act
from which the last breath of invention had
evaporated years ago. Observing this rou-
tine night after night, Auguste had often
thought to himself just how he would alter
each little turn, were he obliged to do it
himself. He now found himself executing
the gags which he had so often rehearsed,
sometimes in his sleep. He felt very much
like a master putting the finishing touches
to a portrait which a negligent pupil had
abandoned. Except for the subject, there
would be nothing left of the original. One
began by touching it up here and there, and
one ended by creating something wholly
new.

Auguste went to it like an inspired
maniac. There was nothing to lose. On the
contrary, there was everything to gain. Each
new twist or wrinkle meant a fresh lease on
life, for Antoine. As he proceeded to perfect
the turn from one phase to the next, Au-
guste made mental notes to explain to An-
toine exactly how to reproduce the effects
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he was achieving. He was hopping about
like three different beings at once: Auguste
the master, Auguste as Antoine, and An-
toine as Auguste. And above and beyond
these there hovered a fourth entity which
would crystallize and become more mani-
fest with time: Antoine as Antoine. A new-
born Antoine, to be sure, an Antoine in ex-
celsis. The more he thought of this Antoine
(it was amazing how much speculation he
could indulge in while holding forth) the
more considerate he was of the limits and
susceptibilities of the figure he was recreat-
ing. It was Antoine he kept thinking of, not
Auguste. Auguste was dead. He had not the
slightest desire to see him reincarnated as
the world-renowned Antoine. His whole
concern was to make Antoine so famous
that there would nevermore be mention of
Auguste.

Next morning the papers were full of
Antoine’s praises. Auguste had, of course,
explained his project to the boss before
retiring that night. It was agreed that every
precaution would be taken to keep the plan
a secret. Since none but the members of the
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troupe knew of Antoine’s illness, and since
Antoine himself was still in ignorance of
the glorious future which had been pre-
pared for him, the outlook seemed relative-
ly cheerful.

Auguste, of course, could scarcely wait to
pay the promised visit to Antoine. He had
decided not to show him the newspapers
immediately but to simply let him know
what he hoped to accomplish during the
few brief days in which Antoine would be
incapacitated. He had to win Antoine over
before revealing to him the full extent of his
accomplishment, otherwise Antoine might
be intimidated by a success which he had
acquired ready-made. All this Auguste re-
hearsed step by step before heading for An-
toine’s quarters. Not once did it occur to
him that what he was about to propose was
beyond Antoine’s power of acceptance.

He held himself back until almost noon,
hoping that by that time Antoine would be
in the proper mood to receive him. When
he set forth he was jubilant. He was certain
he could convince Antoine that the heritage
he was leaving him was a legitimate one.
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“After all,” he said to himself, “it's just a
little push I'm giving him. Life is full of
little dodges which we must avail ourselves
of. No man gets there alone, unaided.” With
this off his chest, he almost began to trot.
“I'm not cheating or robbing him,” he con-
tinued. “He always wanted to be famous,
now he is famous! or he will be a week from
now. Antoine will be Antoine... only more
so. That's all there is to it. All it needs some-
times is just a little accident, a trick of for-
tune, a push from the beyond, and there
you are—out in the limelight and on all
fours.”

Here he recalled his own sudden rise to
fame. What had he, Auguste, to do with it?
What had been a mere accident was ac-
claimed overnight as a stroke of genius.
How little the public understood! How little
any one understood, where fate was con-
cerned. To be a clown was to be fate’s pawn.
The life in the arena was a dumb show
consisting of falls, slaps, kicks—an endless
shuffling and booting about. And it was by
means of this disgraceful rigolade that one
found favor with the public. The beloved
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clown! It was his special privilege to reen-
act the errors, the follies, the stupidities, all
the misunderstandings which plague hu-
man kind. To be ineptitude itself, that was
something even the dullest oaf could grasp.
Not to understand, when all is clear as day-
light; not to catch on, though the trick be
repeated a thousand times for you; to grope
about like a blind man, when all signs point
the right direction; to insist on opening the
wrong door, though it is marked Danger/;
to walk head on into the mirror, instead of
going around it; to look through the wrong
end of a rifle, a loaded riflel—people never
tired of these absurdities because for mil-
lennia humans have traversed all the wrong
roads, because for millennia all their seek-
ing and questioning have landed them in a
cul-de-sac. The master of ineptitude has all
time as his domain. He surrenders only in
the face of eternity...

It was in the midst of such strange pre-
occupations that he caught sight of An-
toine’s roulotte. It startled him somewhat,
though he knew not why, to observe the
boss coming towards him, obviously from
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Antoine’s bedside. He was even more star-
tled when the boss raised his hand, motion-
ing him to stop where he was. The expres-
sion on the man’s face awakened in August
a distinct feeling of alarm. He stood where
he was, obediently, waiting for the other to
open his mouth.

When within a few feet of August, the
man suddenly threw up both arms in a
gesture of despair and resignation. August
had no need to hear a word, he knew then
what to expect.

“But when did it happen?” asked August,
after they had walked a few yards.

“Only a few minutes ago. Like that, it
happened. Right in my arms.”

“I don’t understand,” mumbled Auguste.
“What was it that could have killed him? He
was not so ill as all that last night when I
spoke to him.”

“Exactly,” said the other.

There was something about this “exactly”
which made Auguste jump.

“You don’t mean...?” He broke off; it
was too fantastic, he refused to harbor the
thought. But the next instant he broke out
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with it just the same. “You don’t mean,”
and here he faltered again, “you don’t mean
that he heard...?”

“Precisely.”

Again Auguste jumped.

“If 1 were asked my candid opinion,”
continued the boss in the same rasping tone,
“I would say that he died of a broken heart.”

With this they both halted abruptly.

“Look,” said the boss, “it is not your
fault. Don't take it too much to heart. I
know, we all know, that you are innocent.
In any case it’s a fact that Antoine would
never have made a great clown. Antoine
had given up long ago.” He mumbled some-
thing under his breath, then continued with
a sigh: “The question is, how will we explain
last night's performance? It will be hard
to conceal the truth now, you agree, do
you not? We never counted on his dying
suddenly, did we?”

There was an interval of silence, then
Auguste said quietly: “I think T would like
to be alone for a while, do you mind?”

“Righto!” said the boss. “Think it out by
yourself. There is still time...” He did not
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add for what.

Distraught, dejected, Auguste wandered
off in the direction of the town. He walked
for quite a long time with not a thought in
his head, just a sort of dull, numb pain per-
meating his whole body. Finally he took a
seat on the edge of a terrasse and ordered a
drink. No, decidedly he had never reckoned
with this eventuality. Another trick of fate.
One thing was very clear—either he would
have to become Auguste again or Antoine.
He could no longer remain anonymous. He
fell to thinking of Antoine, of the Antoine
whom he had impersonated the night be-
fore. Would he be able to go through it
again, this evening, with anything like the
same verve and gusto? He forgot all about
Antoine lying cold and dead in the wagon.
Without realizing it, he had stepped into
Antoine’s shoes. He rehearsed the part with
exactitude, analyzing it, picking it to pieces,
patching it up, improving it here and there
... he went on and on, from one turn to an-
other, one audience to another, night after
night, town after town. And then suddenly
he came to. Suddenly he sat up in his seat,
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began talking to himself in earnest. “So
you're going to become a clown again, is
that it? Haven't had enough yet, eh? You
killed off Auguste, you murdered Antoine
.. what next? Only two days ago you were
a happy man, a free man. Now you're
trapped, and a murderer to boot. And you
suppose, do you, that with a guilty con-
science you can make people laugh? Ah no,
that’s carrying it a little too far!” Auguste
brought his fist down on the marble-topped
table, as if to convince himself of the seri-
ousness of his words. “A great performance
last night. And why? Because no one sus-
pected that the man who made it great was
the famous Auguste. It was talent, genius,
they were applauding. Not a soul could
have known. Perfect. Full triumph. And—
Q.ED.” Once again he pulled himself up,
like a horse. “How’s that—Q.E.D.? Ah, so
that's it! That's why Auguste was so eager
to substitute for Antoine. Auguste never
cared a button whether Antoine would be-
come great or not, did he? Yes or No? Au-
guste cared only to make certain that the
reputation he had created really belonged
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to him. Auguste jumped to the bait like a
fish. Bah!” He spat out a bit of saliva dis-
gustedly.

His throat had become so parched from
excitement that he clapped his hands and
ordered another drink. “My God,” he re-
sumed, after he had wet his palate, “to think
that a man can lay such traps for himself!
Happy one day, miserable the next. What a
fool! What a fool I am!” Here he reflected a
moment very soberly. “Well, there’s one
thing [ understand now—my happiness
was real but unfounded. I have to recapture
it, but honestly this time. I have to hold on
to it with two hands, as though it were a
precious jewel. I must learn to be happy as
Auguste, as the clown that [ am.”

He took another sip of wine, then shook
himself like a dog. “Maybe this is my last
chance, I shall start from the bottom once
more.” With this he fell to speculating on a
new name for himself. This game took him
far afield. “Yes,” he resumed, having for-
gotten already the name he had decided on,
“I'll work out something new, something
totally new. If it doesn’t make me happy it
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will at least keep me on the alert. Perhaps
South America...”

The resolution to begin afresh was so
strong that he almost galloped back to the
fair grounds. He went at once in search of
the boss.

“It's decided,” he said breathlessly, “I'm
leaving right now. I'm going away, far
away, where nobody will possibly know
me. I'm going to begin all over again.”

“But why?” exclaimed the big one. “Why
do you have to start afresh when you've
already established a great reputation?”

“You won't understand but I'll tell you
just the same. Because I want to be happy
this time.”

“Happy? 1 don’t understand. Why hap-
py?”

“Because usually a clown is happy only
when he is somebody else. I don't want to
be anybody but myself.”

“Don’t understand a word of it... Listen,
Auguste...”

“Look,” said Auguste, wringing his hands,
“what makes people laugh and cry when
they watch us?”
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“My dear fellow, what has all that to do
with it? Those are academic questions. Let’s
talk sense. Let's get down to reality.”

“That's what I've just discovered,” said
Auguste gravely. “Reality! that's the very
word for it. Now I know who I am, what I
am, and what [ must do. That'’s reality.
What you call reality is sawdust; it crum-
bles away, slips through the fingers.”

“My dear Auguste,” the other began, as
if pleading with a lost one, “you’ve been
thinking too much. If I were you I'd go back
to town and have a good snort. Don't try
to make a decision now. Come...”

“No,” said Auguste firmly, “I want no
consolation, nor advice. My mind is made
up.” And he held out his hand in parting.

“As you like,” said the big fellow, hump-
ing his shoulders. “So it's good-bye, is it?”

“Yes,” said Auguste, “it's good-bye...
forever.”

Once again he started out into the world,
into its very bowels this time. Approaching
the town, it came over him that he had not
more than a few sous in his pocket. In a few
hours he would be hungry. Then it would
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grow cold and then, like the beasts in the
field, he would fold up and lie waiting for
the first rays of the sun.

Why he had chosen to walk through the
town, pursuing every street to the end, he
knew not. He might just as well have con-
served his strength.

“And if T do get to South America one
day...?” (He had begun talking aloud to
himself.) “It may take years. And what lan-
guage will I speak? And why will they take
me, a stranger and unknown? Who knows
if they even have a circus in such places. If
they do, they will have their own clowns
and their own language.”

Coming to a little park, he flung himself
on a bench. “This has to be thought out
more carefully,” he cautioned himself.
“One doesn’t rush off to South America
just like that. I'm not an albatross, by God!
I'm Auguste, a man with tender feet and a
stomach that needs to be filled.” One by one
he began to specify all the very human at-
tributes which distinguished him, Auguste,
from the birds of the air and the creatures of
the deep. His ruminations finally tailed off
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in a prolonged consideration of those two
qualities, or faculties, which most markedly
separate the world of humans from the ani-
mal kingdom—laughter and tears. Queer,
he thought to himself, that he who was at
home in this realm should be speculating on
the subject like a schoolboy.

“But I'm not an albatross!” This thought,
certainly not a brilliant one, kept repeating
itself as he revolved his dilemma backwards
and forwards. If not original or brilliant, it
was nevertheless very comforting, very re-
assuring to Auguste, this idea that not by
any possible stretch of the imagination
could he regard himself as an albatross.

South America—what nonsense! The
problem was not where to go or how to get
there, the problem was... He tried to put
it to himself very very simply. Wasn't it
just this, that perhaps he was all right just
as he was—without diminishing or aug-
menting himself? The mistake he had made
was to go beyond his proper bounds. He had
not been content to make people laugh, he
had tried to make them joyous. Joy is God-
given. Had he not discovered this in aban-
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doning himself—by doing whatever came
to hand, as he once put it?

Auguste felt that he was getting some-
where. His real tragedy, he began to per-
ceive, lay in the fact that he was unable to
communicate his knowledge of the exis-
tence of another world, a world beyond
ignorance and frailty, beyond laughter and
tears. It was this barrier which kept him a
clown, God's very own clown, for truly
there was no one to whom he could make
clear his dilemma.

And then and there it came to him—how
simple it was!—that to be nobody or any-
body or everybody did not prevent him
from being himself. If he were really a
clown, then he should be one through and
through, from the time he got up in the
morning until he closed his eyes. He should
be a clown in season and out, for hire or for
the sheer sake of being. So unalterably con-
vinced was he of the wisdom of this that he
hungered to begin at once—without make-
up, without costume, without even the ac-
companiment of that squeaky old violin. He
would be so absolutely himself that only
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the truth, which now burned in him like a
fire, would be recognizable.

Once again he closed his eyes, to descend
into darkness. He remained thus a long
time, breathing quietly and peacefully on
the bed of his own being. When he finally
opened his eyes he beheld a world from
which the veil had been removed. It was the
world which had always existed in his heart,
ever ready to manifest itself, but which only
begins to beat the moment one beats in
unison with it.

Auguste was so utterly moved that he
could not believe his eyes. He rubbed the
back of his hand across them, only to dis-
cover that they were still wet with the tears
of joy which he had shed unknowingly.
Bolt upright he sat, with eyes staring
straight ahead, struggling to accustom sight
to vision. From the depths of his being there
issued an incessant murmur of thanks.

He rose from the bench just as the sun
was suffusing the earth with a last flush of
gold. Strength and longing surged through
his veins. New-born, he took a few steps
forward into the magical world of light.
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Instinctively, just as a bird takes wing, he
threw out his arms in an all-encompassing
embrace.

The earth was swooning now in that deep
violet which ushers in the twilight. Auguste
reeled in ecstasy. “At last, at last!” he
shouted, or thought he shouted, for in real-
ity his cry was but a faint reverberation of
the immense joy which rocked him.

A man was coming towards him. A man
in uniform and armed with a club. To Au-
guste he appeared as the angel of deliver-
ance. Auguste was about to throw himself
into the arms of his deliverer when a cloud
of darkness felled him like a hammer blow.
He crumpled at the officer’s feet without a
sound.

Two bystanders who had witnessed the
scene came running up. They knelt down
and turned Auguste over on his back. To
their amazement he was smiling. It was a
broad, seraphic smile from which the blood
bubbled and trickled. The eyes were wide
open, gazing with a candor unbelievable at
the thin sliver of a moon which had just
become visible in the heavens.
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