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TRUONG SA HANH

SPRATLY ISLANDS

TrucmgSa'TmnngSa‘Baochuenhchoang' Spratly! Spratly! The islands are merry around,

Thém thim siu véy tring bon bé.
Linh tha muoi nguoi la song nudc,
Pém ndam con tuong dao troi di.

.. Pao hoang, ving ca hon ma quy.
Thao moc thoi nguyén thuy la tén
M3di ngay mdi dip xanh ron lanh
Lén xdc than nguoi mai ding yén.
Bén trim hai ly nhé khong toi.

Ta khoc cudi nhu ty bao hanh,

Dép gian, vac khom lung nhan nhuc,
Puong than thé 13, ¢b di nhanh.

. Mua gio xoay chiéu, gio_ khdc liét,
Bal Dong l& mat bai Ty boi.
Pam cay bat gbc cho tan xéc,
C6 hdi ra doi chang chon noi?

Trong lan nudc vinh xanh lo mong,
Nhimg cum rong ong a bap bénh
Nhu nhimg tang budn lay déng mai
Duéi hon ta tich mich long lanh.

.. Dét lién, ta goi, nghe ta khong?
Pép hoang Vo Bién, tin hiéu trung.
M@, mo gium ta khoang cach dac.
Con chim dong gidc gao c6 don.

Ngay. Ngay trang choi chang nhur gitia.
Anh sang vang limg diéu mua dién.
Mai toc sau nung ting sgi do

Kéu don nhu tiéng nit hoa nién.

Oi lii ciy gay ven bai sup,

Ré bung con guong cudc ton sinh,
Ging tuoi cho dén ngay troi nga
Hay dén ngay bd tai tao xanh.

San ho moc tua thém canh nhanh.
Nhimg ndi niém kia ciing man khai.
Thoi gian két da méc u tich,

Ta lay lam bia tuong niém Ngudi”,

TO THUY YEN

Encircled by white grief everywhere so profound.
We soldiers about ten, strange to waves and tides,
Lying dormant still feel the islands drift, all slides.

.. The islands are wild, absent even any ghost;
Plants of primitive species, of no name to boast,
Do add day after day the color green of chill
Onto the stony human bodies forever standing still

Four hundred nautical miles! as an unable cruiser,
I cry, I laugh, like a violently physical self-abuser;
I bend my back patiently to swallow the bitter pill,
With no more shield, I try to walk fast in the drill.

.. In the headwind season, severe wind repletion,
The East bank is mudslide, the West one accretion
The unrooted trees are waiting to be pulverized:
Do they repent of being born in a spot ill-devised?

Down there the dreamlike cyan gulf water shows
The clusters of libratory algae that always glows
Like the layers of sadness which continously lines
Under my solitary soul that still lively shines.

.. Oh! Terra firma, do you hear me? calling I am.
To smash the boundlessness, the call-signal jam.
Open for me, well, break open the thick distance!
This bird awoken is lonely crying in persistence.

Daytime. The white daylight dazzles as to file;

It blazes and peals in a dance of such a silly style.
My hair seems, each strand red hot to be burned,
And cracks like the of bloom of youth concerned.

Hey! The skinny plants along the subsided bank,
Uprooted but still striving for existence tho blank,
Do make efforts until even being dragged away
Or the time the edges are green in a Renewal Day.

Corals grow, bristling with many a bonny branch;
Other afflictions also come to an end, so stanch.
Time joins the stones into a secluded milestone:
[ use it as a stela in memory of the One I enthrone.
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