Short Short story by Le ngoc Ho


The Nam Xuong Lady


In the 15th Century, in Viet Nam there was a lady with her son. They lived in the village Nam Xuong. Her husband was a soldier. He was in the battle field, which was very far. He couldn’t go home for many years. Day after day, year after year, the child grew up…One day he asked his mother:

 
“Mommy, where is my dad?”

The lady was embarrassed, her son was a little boy, and he couldn’t understand the war. It was easy for her; she showed her shadow on the wall:


“It is your dad.”


The war was gone, the husband came back home. He was very glad to reunite the family. The wife was very happy to meet her husband for she had been waiting for a long time. The husband called his son:


“Come here my child.”


“No…”


“Why not? My dear!”


“Because you aren’t my dad who only returns in the evening”


The husband thought maybe something happened. He left home. The wife couldn’t explain anything. Her eyes were full of tears. She thought it’s my mistake. I seem like an artist. I become the victim of my creation. Without hope, I can’t survive. Only my death would make my husband understand, and protect my virtue. Her mother took care of her son. She killed herself by jumping into the river.  The husband found out his wife passed away, he came back home. When evening time was coming, his son showed his shadow and said:


“This is my dad”


The husband was trembling. He became pale. He understood. It was too late.  

