CON LA CON MEO TRANG QUYNH
CJA MA

Con La Con Meo Trang Quynh ([]a
Ma

Ma sinh con dang ldc nha ngheo khé
Mot ph[n com, khoai s[jn don hai ph[n
Thu[] Qu thoi, mOm ca cung mu[ji dau
Con da quen ngon miéng mén nha b[]n.

Ldc mé ram ngoai d[jng dem ram mu[]i
Mua nuéc 1én con b[ng thé kho khod
Nhirng chét nua ma n[Qu cung ti ruf]c
Rau tap tang vi ngot nhirng ngay tho.

Poi rau khoai ngot ngao con tém d[t

Hi tép chua cé nhitng lat mang voi

Banh trang nudéng con thom mui mit tron
Nhitng mén quen con v[Jn nhé tron doi.

Ngay mua bdao, trén mam thuong tring ludc
Trua mua he, nuéc rau mu[jng thay canh
Chat dua, mu(Ji cing vOéi vang xong bita
Sao ma hay — ng[li an cu[lJi m0t minh.

Con la con méo Trang Quynh cu[] ma
Pa phan quen an nhirng mén an nghéo
Trudc nhitng mam dJy son hao h[Ji vi
Con d[ng dung nhu dira tr{] quen chi[u.

Gio con da xa n[Ja vong trai d{t
Bi(lt khi mbé méi tr{] got quay v[]
Trén b[dp lu[] chum rom chi[Ju khéi t[la
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Con ca com ma n[Qu bira canh me.

Cho [Om ap thém cubc doi tr{jng lanh
Hanh phdc nay xoa diu t{Om long con
Khi hoi to[] thom ngat mui gao méi
Trén tay con, mi[Jng com chay thom don.

Con, dtra tr[] lac loai trén xu la
Pang quay cu[Jng theo com do, ngua xe
Ma thuong ma v[ln thuong hay tua c[la
Bén mam com, v[ng béng dita con v[.

Huy Phuong

Mama, I Am Your Self-Contented Cat

You gave birth to me while being destitute:

Potato or cassava doubling rice each meal to suit.
Salted egg-plants and peanuts since childhood,

I had got accustomed to the poor people’s food.
The crabs from the paddy-fields that you fried,
The goby from inundation that you cooked dried,

The chunks of taro you prepared with rousong,

The sundry veg.., that with my youth

along.
The sweet potato buds, with prawns as spices,

The soured shrimps, with bamboo shoot slices,

got



The grilled pancakes smelling jackfruit, thyme,

The familiar dishes.. I remember all my lifetime.

On stormy days, on the salver were boiled eggs;

In summer, water spinach for broth without dregs;
A bit of pickle was enough for a quick repast..

But you Mama always remained alone the last.

Regals are rich, their cats have delicacies to try;
I was Mama’s cat, only meagre dishes did satisfy.
So content with my lot that feasts I did not enjoy,
Indifferent, seeming kittle as a too coshered boy.
Well, now that I have been a hemisphere away,

I do not know when I will come back and stay

There, on the straw fire under smoke you stoop

To cook with anchovies the eve tamarind soup.

So that warmth is added to my empty existence:

Such bliss will appease my heart in this distance,
With the cooking smelling the new harvest rice,

And for me a crisp piece of burned rice as a price.
As a lost young child lonely in a strange land,
Being whirled along means of living’s demand,

I feel so anxious for Mama against the door-case

Or by the food tray always longing to see my face.
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