Chum Tho Thanh Thanh

SINH-NHAT EM, MUA NOEL

Troii se lanh va béu trdi tré xam

Tho4ng mua phin nhu mua ctia Hué xua
Trong khong khi c6 chut gi gr.n nhé
Nam gin tan, hay xuén sip vé qua

Mua Noel da bao l4n réi nhi

Néu em con minh chiic s& an mimg
Sinh nhét em chi s& 1am chiéc banh
R4t ngot ngao véi tét ca tinh thuong

Chi s& 1am nhén bing vong tay thén 4i
Sé& tron thém ngan 1&i néi ngot ngao
Sé& v& 1én mét bao 1oi chic tung

S& cuoi vang 1én, hanh phic biét bao

Chij s& khong cén céan do réc réi

Bénh yéu thuong c6 ai chi dugc dau

Chj s& vién quanh bang sgi day ky n1¢m
Go6i ghém theo hat thuong nhé muén méu

Chj s& thip nén, bao nhiéu  cdy em nhi ?
Pém lam chi ndm thang vbn vo clng
Chi chi mong nén lung linh soi séng
Puong em di trong ¢6i mong lung

Sinh nhét em chj lam bai tho nho
Dot cho em vao lac Chaa ra doi
Noi nao d6 em s& cao giong doc
Va s& nham nhi chiéc banh chi moi

Chi s& ngdn khong cho dong 1¢ chay

Pé bén kia khéng luu luyén bén nay
Nhung ma em, sao bong dung ma w6t
Hinh nhu mua nhé xubng chj khéng hay.

PANG LE KHANH

YOUR BIRTHDAY, CHRISTMASTIDE

The sky has turned grey and the weather cold,

It mildly drizzles like the kind of rain in Hue of old.
There is something to cause longings in the air:
The year is going to end or the spring to begin fair.

How many times since the last Christmas féte?
Were you still alive, we would surely celebrate.
For your birthday | would, with special complexion,
Make a cake quite sweet with all my affection.

| would mix the stuffing with my warm feeling,

Dress it with thousand mellifluous words appealing,
Adorn the surface with letters of congratulatory glee
And laugh resoundingly — how happy should we be!

It is needless to weigh or measure in order to bake,
Whoever can instruct how to create a love cake?
| would add an edge line as a thread of souvenir
To encompass the multicolored seeds for my dear.

| would light the candles — how many pieces, well?
But what's counting for, since time is in the sequel!
| only wish that the candles would spark to lighten

Your way in the misty world, salvation to heighten.

On your birthday | would write a small poem

And bum it for you on God's descent as a proem
So that at such a distant place you read it loudly
Gnawing at the cake | prepared for you so proudly.

| would try to prevent my hot tears from falling

So you're not too attached to the earth on recalling,
But, my cheeks suddenly got wet from nowhere:

It seems the rain is dripping, | am not even aware.
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GUI BAN TRUC LANG

T6i v6i anh : than nhau tir thud tre,
Cung Hb Dinh Phuong va céc ban lam tho.
Khi D4t Nudc bap-bénh nhiéu nga ré,
Minh chi ¢6 TAm Long véi miy duong to.

Trai thoi loan: mdi nguoi troi mot hudng,
R6t cude cudi dori: Lich Sir banh xe lan.

Ai ngé ngua? ai trung-duong nan vudng?
Ai ra nuroc ngoai? ai ¢ lai? — chia ngan!

Noi khach-dia, minh thuong veé cé—quén,
Tin-tuéng Tuong Lai ma ty nén long dau.
Tranh triéu nét cung véi tho van van,

Duing thay stiing gwom anh dét dep long nhau.

Tbi phuc anh : mét tim-hon nghé-si,

Du 6m dau nghéo déi, nguén himg khén voi.

Van sang-tac, phung the Chan Thién My,
Vang hay thau ciing van ky-vét cho Dai.

Poc tho anh : nhé nhiéu Han Mic Tir,
Nghe hoi Bich Khé va thiy béng Nguyén Sa;
O! ¢6 nghi-luc thi tha-hé Cudc Lit,

Chin nguoi mudiy, ¥ nao cling Coi Ngudi Ta.

T61 quy anh: trung-thanh cung Nghé Thuat,
(J! ma nhan-sinh con gi cao dep hon, ho?
Trén ngudn doi tranh phong trong véi duc,

Mot minh Tric Lang chém-chge mdt dongtho.

THANH-THANH

TO TRUC LANG, MY FRIEND

You and | became friends of youth in the prime

With Ho Dinh Phuong and others, merry to rhyme.
When our country in peril the enemy fried to immerse,
We only had our Whole Heart with valiant verse.

As wartime young men each had with his own to deal
But finally could not turn back the History’s wheel.
Who got defeated? Who on the ocean met with fate?
Who stayed home? Who fled abroad? A stalemate!

We in exile are homesick, thinking of our old land,
Having faith in a better Future, we pocket our brand.
With paintings million styles, poetry thousand tunes,
Instead of firearms you embellish life with festoons.

| esteem you, an artist with a versatile talent;

Even if ailing or destitute, you are an inspired gallant.
You tirelessly create for the True, Good, Beautiful:
Gold or brass, a certain souvenir to Life is your pull.

Reading your works | remember Han Mac Tu much,
Sense of Bich Khe some tone, of Nguyen Sa a touch.
Wow! since you have energy, travel freely you can:
Though opinions differ, they are in this Place of Man.

| appreciate your loyalty, devotion to Letters and Arts.
Um! in ourexistence whatis noblerthan deep hearts?
In the stream of life still struggling for fair and fine
Truc Lang alone appears imposingly in his own line.

English version by THANH-THA NH



TUY CA

Tha rot cho ta trdm nghin chung ruqu doc

Pimg mét Ioi nao mai mia cho nhau

Hay dura ta di, dua ta vao con loc

Cho mang mang, cho mang mang ta dén tt dinh sau

Nay rét di em tirng chén budn cay dang

Cho ta cudi trong néi x6t xa dua

Rét nira di em, em rot day ly can

Say dim ta, say dim ta nhu thud tu bao gi&r

C(r 1én ngoi di! Em dimg run, dumg s¢

Béi ta say, bai ta say nén than tugng cling lu mo

Pém dirng do, ta ngdi nghe gio hu

Trong &m vang, trong am vang, vang day song sng ho

Rot nira di em, roi mai vé xur la

P& minh ta, minh ta budn cho héo hat tim gan
Ruou hét réi sao? Thoi ta xin tir ta

Cudc doi ndy, cudce tinh ndy rdi cling dén dé dang

Nay uéng di em mot giot sau ly biét

Cho ta vé trong ni nhé budn ténh

Ciing dirng cho ta mét loi nao tha thiét

Béi song dai, sng con dai ta con mai Iénh dénh

TRUONG MINH DUNG

DRUNKEN SINGING

You'd better a thousand cups of toxic wine for me to pour
Than any sarcastic comments to make — It's so sore!
Send me, send me into the whiriwind

For me vaguely, vaguely to reach the summit, chagrined.

Here! Pour for me each cup of bitter damnation

For me to laugh, fo laugh in traumatization.

Pour more, pour more, my dear, this empty cup to fill,

And get intoxicated for me, intoxicated for me, as ever still.

Ascend the throne! Do not tremble, do not fear!

| am so drunken, so drunken, as even the idol to blear.

The night is staying there; | sit here, listen to the wind howl;
Mixed with its repercussion echoes the errant waves growl.

Pour more! Then, tomorrow | will retumn to the strange zone
For me, for me to get so somy, peak and pine to bemoan.
There is no more wine? Well, let me say good-bye!

This life, this love too would eventually run awry.

Hey! Drink with me one drop of sad separation

For me to leave within the vast nostalgic duration.

Do not also say to me any fervent word sentiment-bound,
Because the river is long: It still is long | still drift around.
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