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MAI TOC
Cho Van-Anh

Nang c¢6 mai toc huyén
Dep nhu tranh thiy-maéc;

Duong nét that dang duyén,

That man-ma mau sac.

To6c nhu maa nghé-thuong;
Song dan nhu toc ludt;

T6c nhur uép tram huong;
Téc nhu nhung min muét.

Khi nang vé vai 101,

Nang thay nhiéu kiéu chai;
Nhu mat, ma, va moi:

Vui tuoi va tré mai.

T6i vudt don téc ém,

Tai hit mui téc thudce.
Nang bién va suong dém:
Téc kiéu hao nhap cudce.

Doi rong canh bang+au;

Thanh-ban nén sudng chan.

Doi Ira tuong con lau
Mai bac dau, hoi tran.

Nhung, chép bé, mua ngudn!

Sf’l! thép kim xuong thit:
Mait nang rat 1€ tudn,
Ludi toi té mat rit!...

Nang 1an-16i tham t0i;
Téc trum khan 1am bui;

HER HAIR

For Van Anh

She had a head of black hair
Fine like water-color painting
The style so graceful to air
Always charming remaining

Her hair seemed to dance
And glide in musical strain
With perfumes to trance
And velvet in a soft vein

When she became mine

She changed in many ways
Eyes, cheeks, and lips shine
Jolly, joyful, and young always

[ stroked her ripple smooth

[ breathed her familiar scent
It proudly enjoyed to soothe
Sea sun and night dew extent

Life was wide like an eagle
Pure and right creates elated
The couple thought of regal
As never to be to abyss fated

But, bliss abruptly became bore
Bones and flesh gripped by steel
Her eyes with tears turned sore
My tongue numb with bile to feel

She hiked miserably to visit me
Her hair covered in dusty wimple



