THO SONG NGU - RUQU TI[IN:
HUY[JN CHI - THANH THANH
Chuy[]n ngtr.

Ruou tién Doch-an-doris
Ta khéng 6 rugu ma dua tién, To see you off, I did not have any wine
Nhu van ngay xua, van ké hung! Like myriad heroes, myriad years of yore so fine;
Chang c6 song nao kéu Dich Thuy, Neither a river — “the Rubicon”— as people called,
Khong guom, khong ngwra, khongdaocung! Nor horse, sword, scimitar, archery, thus bald.
Ta tdng cho nguoi gdo nudc 13, Only one dipperful of water I offered you
Uong cho can het tinh long dong! To drain dry and bid our luckless love adieu!
Ao bao chién quoc ta khéng co, I was too poor, I did not have a wartime coat

Nghéo dén khong dua dugce nira dong! To hand you, even a half-dong banknote.

Mit dé nhin nhau ma mudn néi, Looking at one another with red eyes to mean

Xac mua 1a ryng dau ba dong. Each fallen leaf lets pain last three years between.
Tay xiét tay roi, binh bién dén, Hands had already shaken hands, then war arrived;
Poi nhau trong mét budi trong phing! Awaiting each other in future returned is revived.
Hoang hén u tich vé trong mat, Secluded sunset had appeared in your eyes unfit.
Nguoi & dau roi? Nguoi nhé khong? Where are you now? Do you remember it?

Ao néu mét chiéc ma vai rach, One brown shirt, the shoulder tear would extend,
Nguoi phéi di roi, lam sao khau? But you had to leave now, how could I mend?

Mot géi hanh luong nho A small pack of provisions as a balm

Cutia me gia goéi cho. Provided for you by your beloved old mom

Khéng cao luong mi vi, Which was not delicacies with delicious spice

Com d6 nim mét mo. But only spathe-compressed handfuls of brown rice
Dai ban tay bude k¥, That her skinny hands carefully stringed, had done
Rém 1€ cudi trao cho... And with tears in eyes smiling, to hand her son.

Ta khong 1a thi si, Though I am not a bard,

Cb tang mét bai tho, I endeavor to offer you a poem with great regard,
MGt bai tho uy mi, A kind of maudlin verse

Giam mudn ngay vu vo! Just in aimlessness thousands of days to immerse!
M4y mua mua Iyt vé séng nudc, So many seasons rain and flood came to this land,
Vang v ngui say chuyén hai ho! I am still pallidly crazy about a knight-errant grand!
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