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Novel without a Name

6 : http //www.fva.org/1098/story06.htm

(Quan)

30

72


http://www.fva.org/1098/story06.htm

3

4211

18

“Homecoming : the retum to the native village. Showers of
tenderness. The same dream haunted our days as soldiers. native soil
These two words expressed everything we had lived for, cherished,
adored."7

7Duong Thu Huong, Novel without a Name, trans. Nina McPherson (Great Britain : Picador, 1995), p.110.



Ten years had passed. None of us spoke about this any more.
But none of us had forgotten. The deeper we plunged into the war, the
more the memory of that first day haunted us. The more we were tortured
by the conciousness of our appalling indifference, the more searing the
memory of our mother's tears. We had renounced everything for glory. It
was this guilt that bound us to one another as tightly as the memory of
our days tending water buffalo together.8

“Oh, but yes, you and the men from the front, here among us in
flesh and blood, speaking to us about your experience...Thanks to you,
our propaganda compaign was a real success. Why, after that meeting,
twenty-eight young men volunteered for service. At Ha hamlet, they were
only able to recruit seven, even though they have twice our population.”9

Duong Thu Huong, Novel without a Name 1p.31.
91bid, p.151.
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4212

Novel without a Name

' 1

We fell line and stared straight ahead. Behind us our mothers
wept, muffing sobs  their handkerchiefs. Their eyes were red and
puffy, but they forced themselves to laugh gaily for the local
dignitaries. 1L

Hue - Tam Ho Tai, “Face of Remembrance and Forgetting”,in The Country of Memory : Remarking the
Past in Late Socialist Vietnam (U.S.A : University of California Press, 2001), p.171.
1 Duong Thu Huong, Novel without a Name, trans. Nina McPherson (Great Britain : Picador, 1995), p.30.



(Quang)

It's over. It's all too late. My letter must have been abandoned
somewhere along a road cut off my flood. Or perhaps it was rotting in the
comner of some guard post, or been lost after the death of a liaison
agent. Too late for the dream | had of rebuilding our family, our lineage.
My little brother had been intelligent. There would have been a place for
him in a society at peace. His fate had beed sealed the second my
father raised his had at that Party cell meeting: “I promise to convince
my hoys to enlist.” The whole family thrown into the game of war! So that
is how it had happened. From the depths of his ignorance, my father's
ambition had overcome him: He too had wanted to reserve his place at
the victory banquet..-2

2Duong Thu Huong, Novel without a Name 1p.124.
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1

“Ithought of my youth, how it had ticked by
in long merciless years of pain. Why this fate,
why had it been reserved for me?'B

The Sorrow of War

“Whether pleasant or ugly memories,
they are there to stay for ten, twenty
years, perhaps forever... [ve lived al
these lose years. No one to blame for
that. Not me, not anyone else.”%

Duong Thu Huong, Novel without a Name 1p.72.
Bao Ninh, The sorrow of War, trans. Frank Palmos (London: Seeker and Warburg), p.39-40.



(Bien)

8



“You fool. You should have listened to me. | remembered the
morning that Bien saw me off; if only he had listened to me, if only he
had gone back to the village, gone back to breathe life into the young
man who had once carried a hundred loads of paddy a day!

Ifonly..."b

(Luong)

“We've sent Hue two companies as reinforcement. He just been
promoted to captain.

“New quotas? How many ? Ten thousand coffins? A hundred
thousand?” | asked. Luong did't move. | watched his rigid head set on
his rigid neck. | realized he wasn't going to say anything more, that he
would never tell me anything ever again. Men came and went in my

79

5 Duong Thu Huong, Novel without @ Name _trans. Nina McPherson (Great Britain : Picador, 1995), p.263.



brain; | saw the Van Kieu carrying the coffins on their backs, their
shadows against the mountain in the dazzling greenness of the dawn. |
saw the convoys of trucks covered with canvas, tightly sealed, jolting
through the forest with their funereal cargo. Coffins, empty sacks. This
was what awaited me.

Luong kept silent, motionless.

Suddenly Ifeared him. “Luong, don't you have anything to say to
me ? “ He didn't answer. 1shouted at him: “Luong”

“I'mvery sad, Quan. But war is war. The historic mission that has
fallen to our people...” %

We used t dive together into the same river, splashing the
into @ million shards on the surface of the water. Once we had measured
our penises with blades of glasses to see who had the longest. Luong,
Bien, and |- we all had penises the size of chili peppers. Childhood.
Time of friendship, time of equality.7

Novel without a Name

1 (Hoa)

Duong Thu Huong, Novel without a Name 1p.261-262.
17 1bid., p.262.
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“Never. We never forget anything, never lose anything, never
exchange anything, never undo what has been. There is no way back to
the source, to the place where the pure, clear water once gushed forth.
The river had cut across the countryside, the towns, dragging refuse and
mud in its wake.

What would | do the following day? Would | come back hers,
furtively, at nightfall! | could avoid everyone, but | couldnt escape my
own conscience. Tomorrow [ wouldn't love her as I did now. This swollen
belly reminded me of another man. The beautiful dream that once hound
us to each other had died."8

“...on everything that reminded me of this life, of every thing |
had lost, of all the invisible forces that had ramsacked and trampled my
existence"®

Blbid., p.148-149.
9lbid.,.p.152.
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(Phien) 2

“Only the two of  know about this. Nobody meant this to
happen. No one could have seen it coming. Now it's happened and we
can't do anything about it. What good would it do to shoot you or throw
you in prison for life? And then there's your mother.

Luy heaved a sob. His mother was a window who lived and
breathed for him. If he were to die in combat, she would waste away. If
he were convicted, she would hang herself or jump in a river."2

(Hue)

Dbic-, p.23.
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“She frowned, irritated,"I'm not going to bargain for a few grains
of rice with you. My barn used to be brimming with paddy. With my
baskets of shrimp, we weren't exactly poor. Now it's war. How are we
going to beat the invaders if everyone doesn't bear a share of the
burden?”

| shook my head. “No.”

Her voice was soft, supplicating. “Please. You're not being
reasonable. You need to eat to fight. It's your duty.”

“Listen, elder sister, let's drop the logical discussion. If you don',
I'm leaving. Immediately.” | got up. | pretended to go down into the
bunker to look for my knapsack. The woman gave in. She grabbed my
shirt. “Okay. It's okay. Whatever you want."2L

Novel without a

Z'Ibid.,p.198—199.



Name

(Vieng)

“This woman was bom of the war. She belonged to it, had been
forged by it. It wasn'tjust because she was ugly that | had rejected her. |
had been afraid to face myself, scared of the truth. |was a coward. Ten
years of war had gone by. I'had known both glory and humiliation, lived
through all its sordid games. | had been defeated from the beginning.
The eighteen-year-old boy who throw himself into army life was still just a
boy, wandering, lost out there, somewhere just beyond the horizon. | had
never really committed myself to war'2

2|hid, p.49.
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p.24-25.

44.1

Paradise of the Blind
8

(exploiters)

“My mother never understood the tragedy that had befallen her.
Like so many others at this time, she began to live in constant teror.
Uncle Chinh struck hard and fast. My grandmother and my aunt were
forced to prostrate themselves, heads howed, arms crossed behind their
backs, in the communal village courtyard. Facing them, behind a blaze
of torches, sat the peaple of our village. They obeyed orders: “Listen to
our denunciation of their crimes. Then, shout a slogan: ‘Down with the
landowning classes!" Raise your fist like this and scream: ‘Down, down!™

They were told that the louder they screamed, the greater their
fervor and the firmer the proof of their revolutionary spirit, of the hatred
they felt for the “exploiters,” the landowning classes. Among these so-
called “exploiters” were many well-to-do villagers, people who owned
just a bit of land, who cherished their rice paddies like their own flesh.”3!

3Doung Thu Huong, Paradise of the Blind, Trans. Nina McPherson (USA: Penguin Books, 1993),
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During the second denunciation session, my grandmother and
my anunt were forced to squat in a deep pit.  this position, a human
being felt the full weight of helplessness. You were meant to feel
cowardice, baseness, humiliation, exile. It broke even the strongest. My
grandmother fell ill and died. Only my aunt Tam persevered, her nerves

hard as stone.d
(Chinh)
(Ngoc Bich) (Nan) (Pillar of the Land
Reform) (agricultural
proletarian)

Doung Thu Huong, Paradise of the Blind, p.29.



They were both silent for a long time, and then my uncle
continued, “For the last three generation, our family ha lived off the sweat
of their own [abor ... or through the practice of traditional medicine. The
Do family never owned rice paddy, not even the tiniest patch. That is
why, today, | have been promoted to chief of the village Land Reform
Section. If you continue to mix with these landowners, they will denounce
me to my superiors. My authority and my honor will be ruined.%

(Chinh)

$Ibid., p3L.
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*...Forgive me, my aunt : I'm going to sell this home and leave all
this behind. We can honor the wishes of the dead with a few flowers on a
grave somewhere. | can't squander my life tending these faded flowers,
these shadows, the legacy of past crimes."¥

hid® Paradise of the Blind

“It was a thick wad of bills the likes of which no one would ever
give to achild. | was shaking now. How could | take the money of a
woman who had never known moterhood, or a man's love, who had
camped out on tree roats for a whole winter, slept with a knife under her

T, p2ss,
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neck? She had saved this money, note by note. This was her revenge,
her only answer to existence."3

(Thuyen
khong lai nhu gai khong chong)@

Ibid., p. 99.
3 , 2(
,542), M
Q) Daniel Goodkind. “Rising Gender Inequalities in Vietnam Since Reunification”. Pacific Affairs,
Volumn 68, Issue 3 (Autumn, 1995) : 351,
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(Hung)

99

(Leninism) (Maoism)

“re-education camp"
boat people
1976-1977

Memories of a Pure Spring



(Dam)

p.145,

100

(Suong)

Tears blurred his vision. His heart reared in hate and humiliation.
He saw his comrades back in prison, these men linked to him by horrible
images. Human shit in the- roots of the water spinach. The putrid shrimp
sauce, the rusty bowl, the spoons without handles. These weren' just
symbols of their wretched existence; they were like props in a play the
prisoners were forced to act out4

Now that same melody echoed in his head not for the prisoners
of Phu Loi, but for himself, for the boat people who had shared that
wretched soup of water spinach and human shit: Never forget, never

forget, even after a thousand generations.4

4 Duong Thu Huong, Memories of a Pure Spring, trans. Ning McPherson (U.S.A : Penguin Books, 2000),

Ibid. p.146.
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(Da Hai) (Phuoc
Hanh) (state organization)

Memories ofa Pure Spring Beyond Illusion

1987
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Beyond lllusion

(Tran  Phuong)

Jealousy had hitten Tran Phuong's heart Years later, when he
had attained an important position, the party hierachy put him in charge
of the repression of a protest movement, Nhan Van Giai Pham 1that was
led by artists like his friends. Once Tran Phuong had accomplished this
mission, he went even further by lauching a campaign against
sympathizers, even those who had vacillated, who risked hbeing
converted hy the so-called reactionaries. Tran Phuong had personally
classified his former composer friend- this frightened, incoherent wino-as
a suspect “element.” Tran Phuong knew the man was innocent, but he
couldn't pass up the chance to crush this rival talent. Jealousy had
grown roots, sprouted spines, burrowed into his heart. Envy had poured
into his blood like poison, killing the memories of their days of struggle
whin they wore grass hats and are manioc roots injungle huts.

After the campaign, Tran Phuong had climbed to the pinnacle of
his profession, while this man sank into a bottomless pit of despair,
drowning his talent in alcohol. 83

Memories of a Pure Spring

Duong Thu Huong, Beyond Illusion, trans. Nina McPherson (New York: Hyperion East,2002),
0.233-234.



p.9%5.
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Now | have everything, but | have nothing to write about. All my
efforts would be a waste. Life under “the new lights” will bring profits to
the others, and losses to me.4

Beyond lllusion

4 Duong Thu Huong, Memories of a Pure Spring, trans. Nina McPherson ( .S.A : Penguin Books, 2000),
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(paranoid)
' Memories of a Pure Spring
(deviousness) Paradise of the Blind Beyond lllusion
(humiliation)
Paradise of the Blind

(partriarchy)



	บทที่ 4 ทัศนะของ เซือง ทู เฮืองที่มีต่อสงครามและการเมือง
	4.1 ภาพรวมของสงครามเวียดนาม
	4.2 ทัศนะด้านสงคราม
	4.3 ภาพรวมของการปฏิรูปที่ดินและการปฏิรูปเศรษฐกิจ
	4.4 ทัศนะด้านการเมืองและการปกครอง


