PHAM PHAN LANG: Th[Jy Tw. Tac
Ph[Jjm Viét Ngir va Anh Ngir

Thly Tw

Vao dém Giao Thita Tt Am Lich nadm 1952, khi téi vira tron hai
tuji, téi suyt chdt nira thi khdéng qua khgi. Di nhién, toi
khong nhé rd 10m v[] chuyén dé, nhung Me da k[ di k[J lai nhi[Ju
10n dn m&¢c t6i cb6 c[Jm gidc nhu minh da chdng ki[Jn t[t c[].

Ldc d6, t6i bi bénh s[Ji r[Jt nang. Cac th[y thu[Jc Trung Hoa ké
dd loai thuJc, nhung tinh trang c[Ja téi ch[ng c[Ji thién chat
nao, cang ngay cang té hon. Tuyét vong, ba me téi danh dua toéi
di gap cac bac si Tay y. Vi bdc si cu[]Ji cung, vao duang ngay
truéc TOt Nguyén Dban, khuyén ba me t6i duwa tdéi v[] nha vi
“khdng con hy vong gi nita.” Y c[Ja 6ng ré rang la téi s[jp ch[t.

HOi d6, cac nha tang 1 chua ph[ bifjn, nén tuc 1é la gilt thi
hai O nha d0 ngutoi than, ban be va hang x6m dn vi[Jng. Nhung
TOt la dip moi hoat dbéng phJi ngirng lai trong sdau ngay, nén Ba
ph(Ji v6i va lo s[Jm m0t cai hom cho téi trudc khi cac c[Ja hang
déng c[Ja. Té hon nita, cé 1é khong cé gi xui xJo hon la c6 mot
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nguoi ch[Jt trong nha ngay dip T[t.

T6i hJQu nhu bt tOnh va qua nh[J dJ hiJQu duoc chuyén gi dang
x(y ra, nhung rd rang la ba me tdéi dang d[Ji dién véi moét tinh
hu(Jng kinh kh{ng, khi vira ph[Ji lo cho t6i, vira phJi lo tranh
dai hoa xui x[Jo trong dip nam méi.

Va r[Ji, mét phép mau da bt d[ju..

M6t ngudi ban c[Ja gia dinh d[n tham. Ngudi nay néi véi Ma rang
cé mdét 6ng thQy phdp tén ThQy Tu s[ng [ mét lang qué cach nha
kho(Jng muwoi dam. C6 th[J 6ng [Jy sé clu duwoc to6i, vi ti[Jng tam
c[Ja 6ng da vang xa. Khéng ch[Jn chw, Me boc téi lai va ngay lap
tlc dua téi d[n ch[] 6ng. Ba ph[Ji [J] nha 1o cho hai anh trai téi
va lam 1[] moi t[] tién v[] an T[Jt trén ban tho.

Khi chdng té6i d[n, da kho[Jng 6 gi¢ t[Ji dém Giao Thira. Sau khi
khdm cho t6i, Th[Qy Tu bt dJu “tri 1iéu” ngay. Ong vi[t vai
chir Han trén mét to gifly tr[ng dac biét, dat 1én nguoi toi,
rgi bt dQu doc kinh c[Ju nguyén d[J truv ta ma dang am to6i. Sau
dé, o6ng dOt to gifly, b[J tro vao nuwéc mua ma 6ng da hkng s[in va
cho t6i u[jng. NQu téi con t[nh tao, ch[jc ch[Jn t6i sé& khéc thét
1én vi so!

Ti[0p theo, 6ng sai nguoi gidp viéc hai mdét nhanh cay dau trong
vuon. V&i nhanh cay nh[J d6, 6ng gé nhe 1én toan b0 co th[ toéi,
nhu th[] danh du[Ji con ma qu[] dang bam 1[Jy t6i. Sau cung, 0ng
dung mét cay bat nhon dac biét, ch[m vao muc xam va xam mot
dJu chir thap ngay gilta tran toi.

Ong con lam cho tdi mdt cdi vong c[], day lam bang nhitng soi
ch] mau duoc xo[Jn chat, va mat vong la mét mi[Jng v[Ji vudng
kho[Jng hai inch. Mi[jng v[Ji thuc ra la mét chi[Jc tdi nh[J chia
“vat thiéng” bén trong dJ trir ta. Toéi khong bao gio bi[jt bén
trong d6 c6 gi vi n[Ju m ra sé& phd h{y né. Th{ly didn Ma rang
t6i ph[Ji deo vong nay su[Jt, tri khi t[Om, ldc dé ph[i d[J nd []
noi sach sé&. Ong cling khuyén khéng nén cho téi di duwéi day
phoi qu[n ao, vi theo 6ng, d6é la th do b[n c6 th[J chra khan
vé sinh c[Ja phu nit. Th{y cdn c[nh bdo rang d[Ju thap trén tran



t6i phJi dugc gilr mai mai, khéng duoc xdba, vi lam vay c6 th[]
nguy hi[Jm dn tinh mang.

Sau t[Jt c[], ThQy b[Jo Me dua téi v[]. Vi khdng th[y c6 d[Ju hiéu
thay d[Ji nao nén Me do dw, nhung Th{y tr[n an: “bPing lo, cd bé
sé [Jn thoi.” Me v[n khong tin, nai n[J duwoc [J lai dn khi téi
t(nh day, nhung ThQy ndéi: “Toéi ch[Jjc ch[Qn c6 bé sé kh[Ji. N[Ju
khong, n[Ju c6 bé ch[Jt, ba c& viéc mang xac d[n quang gilra nha
t6i vao dung ngay T{t.” Nghe d[n th[], Me ch[ng con lam gi duoc
ngoai viéc mang toi v[] va cho doi.

Va vao ddng n[Ja dém Giao Thwa, to6i t[nh day, ngi day, ding
lén, cuoi twoi nhu th[] chwa turng bi bénh. Ba me tbéi, c[] gia
dinh va hang xém dJu kinh ngac va vui mwng. Sang sém hoém sau,
Me quy[Jt dinh dwa t6i tr[] lai nha ThQy d[ cm on. Me k[ rang
t6i lLdc d6 ndéi kha rd rang du méi hai tu[Ji, va du ch[lng bifjt
Thy da lam gi, khi vira th[Jy 6ng, t6i chay dn va néi: “Thy
c[Ja con!”

T d6 tr[J di, nam nao Me cling duwa t6i dn gap ThQy Tu vao dip
TOt d0 gy vong c[J thay th[J. DPi[Ju nay kéo dai cho d[n khi to6i
kgt hén, chin nam sau khi nhan chi[Jc vong cu[Ji cung. Sau khi
t6i khdng con deo vong ch[] mau, Me tang t6i soi day chuy[ln
vang c6 mdt Quan Am bang ngoc, ma tdi deo trong nhi[Ju nam cho
din khi bi mgJt khi tr[n kh[Ji qué huong vao ngay 29/4/1975 sau
khi mi[Jn Nam roi vao tay Cong S[n.

Nhirng chuy[Jn di tham ThQy Tu ludn dJy [Op ti[dng cuoi va ni[m
vui. TO6i duoc tha h[] chay nhQQy trong khu vuon rong 1én, leo
treo cay xoai, cay [i, choi dua véi 10 trQ khac, ma nhiJu d&a
ciing trng duwoc ThJy clu s[ing. Nha ThQy ldc nao ciing c6 dQy d[
an ngon, qua bifJu tr nhirng nguoi me bi[Jt on nhu Me.

Di nhién, t6i ghét cdi vong c[J va hinh xam trén tran ma Th(y
da lam cho t6i. Chdng x[Qu xi va khi[Jn t6i khac biét, d[n mlc
ban be thuong tréu choc. DP[n gid¢, t6i v[n con gilt hinh xam
dé—dJu [n ca sw s[ng. HOi nh[J, téi thuong d] mai che di, con
gio thi dung ph{n che lai, nhung dJu d6 v[n sé luén [J dé.



That khong may, Me khdéng hoan toan tu b[] cdc th[y thu[Jc B[c.
Ho c6 th[] ch[] ra nhitng loai thu[Jc nuéc khdé u[jng nh[t trén doi.
MOi khi t6i c6 triéu ching bénh, Me lai vO6i va dun s[n nhirng
tht thuJc B[Jc kinh kh[Jng dé. Du téi co6 ch{jng cu th[] nao, Ba va
cac anh trai thuong phJi gilr tay chan téi dJ Me dJ thu[Jc vao
miéng. P[Ji lai, t6i thudng duoc d[] danh bang keo hodc chu[]i d[]
ngung khoc.

Gio day, t6i hi[Ju tai sao Me lai lo 1[ng cho sic kh[Je c[Ja toi
dn vay, mac du tw ldc hai tu[ji, téi it khi bi bénh. Tuy
nhién, n[Ji am [Jnh v[] thu[Jc v[Jn deo bam toéi d[n tan bay gio,
dac biét la thu[jc nuéc. Toi tha chiu dau dJu c[] dém con hon la
u(jng thujc, vi ch[] c[Jn nh& dn huong vi la d[ khi[Jn téi lanh
s(ing lung.

Me da qua doi hon 17 nam, va n[Ji nhé Me trong t6i v[jn khoéng
ngudi ngoai.

Pham Phan Lang
23/11/2020

Ti[lng Anh
ENGLISH VESION
The Shaman

On Lunar New Year’'s Eve 1in 1952, at the tender age of two, I
almost didn’t make it. Of course, I don’t remember much of the
ordeal, but Me retold the story so many times that it feels
like I was there for every moment.

I had a severe case of the measles. The Chinese doctors
prescribed medicines, but nothing worked. In fact, I just got
worse and worse. My desperate parents then turned to Western
doctors. The last one, on the day before Lunar New Year,
advised my parents to take me home because there was nothing
more that could be done. To him, it was clear-I was going to



die.

In those days, funeral parlors weren’t common, and the
tradition was to keep the body at home so family, friends, and
neighbors could come and pay their respects. But there was a
catch: Lunar New Year celebrations shut everything down for
six days. Ba had to rush to get a coffin for me before
everything closed, as the mere thought of having a dead body
in the house during the New Year was seen as the worst omen
imaginable.

I was mostly comatose and blissfully unaware of all the chaos
swirling around me. But my parents? They were facing the
prospect of not only losing a child but also bringing
catastrophic bad luck to the family during the most important
holiday of the year.

Then, just as hope seemed to be fading, a miracle knocked at
our door.

A family friend paid us a visit. This friend told Me about a
shaman, called ThQy Tw, who lived about ten miles away in a
small country village. The Shaman had a reputation for healing
people, and maybe, just maybe, he could help me. Without a
second thought, Me bundled me up and off we went, leaving Ba
behind to tend to my two older brothers and perform the ritual
to invite our ancestors to the family altar for the New Year.

When we arrived at the Shaman’s home, it was about 6 PM on
Lunar New Year’s Eve. The moment he saw me, he sprang into
action. He scribbled Chinese characters on a piece of special
white paper, laid it over my body, and began chanting prayers
to drive away the bad spirit that had possessed me. Then, as
if things couldn’t get any stranger, he burned the paper,
mixed the ashes into a cup of rainwater, and made me drink the
concoction. If I’'d been conscious, I probably would have
protested!

Next, he fetched a small branch from a berry tree in his yard



and gently “beat” my body with it, as if driving out whatever
evil was clinging to me. He capped off the session by
tattooing a cross in the middle of my forehead using a sharp,
pen-like tool dipped in ink. And then, as a parting gift, he
made me a necklace. It was a colorful, twisted thread necklace
with a two-inch square pouch attached. The pouch contained
“mystical” ingredients I wasn’t allowed to peek at, but it was
designed to ward off evil spirits.

Me was instructed that I had to wear the necklace at all
times—except during baths—until I turned ten. Oh, and I wasn’t
allowed to walk under clotheslines because, according to the
Shaman, they were considered impure. The cross tattoo, he
warned, must never be removed; doing so would risk my life.

Despite all this, there was no immediate change in my
condition. Me was understandably skeptical and wanted to stay
until something—anything—happened. But the Shaman, calm as
ever, reassured her: “Don’t worry, she will be alright.”
Seeing Me's lingering doubt, he added, “If she isn’t cured and
dies, feel free to bring her dead body back and throw it into
the middle of my home on New Year'’s Day.”

With no other option, Me brought me home and waited.

And just as the clock struck midnight, I woke up. Not only
that-I sat up, stood up, smiled, and acted as if I hadn’t been
sick a day in my life. It was a miracle! My parents, family,
and neighbors were all amazed. The next morning, Me rushed me
back to the Shaman, not out of fear this time, but to thank
him. Me told me that even though I was only two years old, I
ran up to him, hugged his legs, and declared, “You are my dear
Master!”

For years after that, Me would take me to visit Th{Qy Tu every
Lunar New Year to receive a replacement necklace. This
continued until the year I got married, nine years after I had
worn the last necklace. By then, I had outgrown the thread



necklaces, and Me gave me a beautiful gold necklace with a
jade Quan Yin pendant. Sadly, I lost that necklace when I fled
my homeland on April 29, 1975, during the fall of South
Vietnam.

I still remember those yearly visits fondly. While Me would
chat with the Shaman, I’'d run wild on his enormous property,
climbing mango and guava trees, splashing in the stream, and
playing with the other children—-many of whom had also been
“saved” by this mystical man. His house was always filled with
delicious food, gifts from grateful mothers like Me.

Of course, I despised that ugly thread necklace and the cross
tattoo on my forehead. They made me stand out in all the wrong
ways, and my friends never missed an opportunity to tease me.
Even today, the tattoo remains—-my little life mark. The
survivor'’s badge. As a child, I'd try to hide it under my
bangs. Now, I cover it with makeup, but it’s always there.

Sadly, Me never completely abandoned her faith in Chinese
medicine. From that point on, at the first sign of illness,
she would rush to prepare those awful, bitter concoctions. No
matter how much I resisted, my father and brothers would hold
me down while Me poured the revolting liquid down my throat.
Usually, I got candies or bananas afterward to stop me from
crying too much, but the trauma stuck.

I now understand why Me was so protective of my health, though
fortunately, I rarely got sick again after that. However, her
overzealousness gave me a lifelong phobia of taking liquid
medicine. To this day, I'd rather endure a headache all night
than take anything for it, simply because the taste brings
back too many memories.

Me has been gone for over seventeen years now, and I miss her
more than words can say.

Pham Phan Lang
11/23/2020



