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BAI THO CUOI CUNG

gut THANH-THANH

Lring buon nhwe mot chr‘.{:u mra
Run run viét mgt bai tho ... cuoi cung...

Khang hiéu vi sao 16i ciing v1et
Nhimg giong tho lanh giira clueu nay.
Long co don qua, sau khong hét;
Ning loang chiéu tang phu got giay ..

Poc mai van tho tr xir Trung,
Nhimg vén tho gia budt nhu déng:
Chao 6i! sdu kin la rung dong

Im lang trong hon, ai biét khong?

Muén viét bao nhiéu, mudn néi nhiéu;
H&i oi! tinh-cam da hoang-li¢u!

Cudc din hon mét Ian di vﬁng,
Lang-1& trong tim may van chiéu ..

Téi thay long toi: 6i! xuyén-xao
Timg niém rung-rirc, ¥ nao nao ...
Timg con gidng-t0, timg nhung-nhd,
Chéit mai trong tim tyr kiép nao ...

Nhung viét 1am sao ? tan-nhin lam!
Mong vang la mong bay nhiéu thoi!
Ma viét lam chi ? dau-kho 1am!

Hai ké hai phuong tron kiép rdi!

Toi mudn lan nao trong gidc mo
Cam tay khé doc mét bai tho ...

Hoa mai rii nhe trén doi toc,
Luu-luyén bimg trong anh mat cho...
Nao phai vi-tinh qua trude cira,

Lang-lo nhu mét ke qua duomg!
Pi c6 nhiéu dém nghe thic-mic...

Nhung danh... danh vay! phui mii huong.

Thanh a! long t5i la thé day,

Tinh t6i nhé qua! biét lam sao ?
Nguoi xa hun-hut, xa-x6i qua!l

Mudn ndi dudmg tim, ching chiu vao!

MY LAST POEM

to THANH-THANH

While my soul is sad as in a rainy eve,
Writing this last poem, 1 tremble to conceive ...

It seems to be unknown why [ also write
These wintry rhymes in this evening so trite.
My heart is too lonely, endlessly in blues:
The mourning setting sun shadows my shoes.

| have read and read from the Central Clime
The verses so chilling as in the chilly time.
Alas! How deep is your feelings’ command!
Silence in the soul, whoever would understand?

Although I want to write, to say so much,

Oh! My emotion has tumed uncouth to touch.
More than once life seems to be deserted:
Quiet in the mind myriad evenings introverted.

How my innermost flutters as I can sense,
Each sentiment stings, feeling upsets, so tense.
Storm slashing, remembrance racking, manifold
Have cumulated in my breast since lives of old...

But how to write? it is so ruthless, how to fit?
Golden dreams remain dreams, such a tiny bit!
And why to write? What a forlomn fate!

The two are to go their way all life separate!

I wished, in my dreams, there is a certain time
We hold our hands, gently reading arhyme...
Apricot flowers softly hang down on our hair;
Attachment shines in my eyes with a waiting air.

You're not just impassible like some strange guy.
As inattentive as any kind of vague passer-by!

I have experienced queries many a night...

Well, I am fain... to dispel of fancy that flight.

Yes, Thanh my dear! Thus is my impression;
My affection is too little to answer the question.
You are so far, far-away, at a distance blear!
To link a love, down to the South you don’t near!




