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THU CAM TA

Lam mdt tuyén tip tho binh thuong di kho, lam mot tuyén
tap tho song ngft con khé hon. Nhat la d6i véi mét dong tho
mudn dua tho Viét hoa nhip vao thé gisi réng 1én. Tho Viét
tir bao 1au téi gior chua hé duoc nhén biét tir nhitng nén tho
khac, mac du chung ta co mot nén tho cling dac SAC kKhong
kém, chi vi chung ta st dung mét ngdn ngit chi ching ta hiéu
duoc v6i nhau. Thay doi cach sang tac cho phu hop véi su
chuyén dich, con phai cé sang tac hay va nhitng nguoi dich
tal1 nang. Tat ca nhitng yéu to d6 khong dé dang ma cé duoc.
Chung t61 néu 1én nhitng khoé khin nhu vay dé g 101 cam
on dén nhitng dich gia Bién Bic, J. Do Vinh, Phan Khé, Tran
Vii Lién Tam., editor Richard H. Sindt, nha vin Pham Kiéu
Tung, va nhitng nha tho d3 cé tho trong tuyén tap nay. Mong
ban doc don nhan va cam thong néu chung t6i cé diéu gi sai
sot.
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LOI GIOI THIEU

Angela Saunders

Pudng 161 cé tac dung manh mé dé trai nghiém mot nén vin
héa 1a trai nghiém nén vin chuong cta né. “Tho Ké — Tuyen
Tap Tho Tan Hinh Thuc Viet” la mot suu tap that hat,r gom
nhitmg bai tho giau chat vin héa. Tho tuyén trong tuyén tap
nay tao ra mot duong dan dang luu v qua dé nguoi ta cé thé
trai nghiém nhitng suy tu va nhitng cin nhic siu thim nhat
ctia thi sT duoc in siu vdi sic thai phong phu gifta long mot
tra1 nghiem van hoa.

Nhitng bai tho trong tuyén tap vira gian di mot cach quyén
rti vura phure tap mot cach tham sau. Trong day, ban s€ nhan
ra nhitng moi quan hé dwoc giai thich bang nhiing phlrc:rng
trinh toan hoc ma chung khién ban phai tré lui doc lai nhleu
lan dé tram tu vé nhitng diéu huyeén bi cia nhitng moi day
lién két nhitng con ngudi. Nhitng bai tho mé ra cho ngudi
doc mot thé gidi khac & d6 hanh phuc khong phai ludn la can
ké, ma mdi trai nghiém dung tuc co duoc sinh khi thong qua
nhimg chit. Cudc song thuong ngay duoc chup bit trong buc
anh lam bing nhu’ng chit, va do1 khi ta thay cudc song kh{:rng
phai luon la dé chiu. Tuy nhién thi ca khong budc phai nam
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INTRODUCTION

Angela Saunders

A powerful way to experience a culture 1s to experience their
literature. “Poetry Narrates — An Anthology of Vietnamese
New Formalism Poetry” 1s a beautiful collection of cultur-
ally rich poems. The poetry chosen for this anthology cre-
ates a remarkable path through which one can experience the
innermost thoughts and ponderings of the poet embedded
richly within the cultural experience.

The poetry contained within this anthology 1s both captivat-
ingly simplistic and profoundly complex. Herein, you will
find relationships explained in mathematical equations that
will have you going back to re-read them multiple times to
ponder the mysteries of the human bond. The poems open the
reader up to another world 1n which happiness 1s not always
found around the corner, but each common place experience
1s given breath through words. Every day life 1s captured
in a photograph of words and sometimes, that life 1s not al-
ways pleasant. Poetry, however, does not have to capture
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bit diéu dé chiu, dung hon la né nim bat cai yéu tinh va linh
hon cua trai nghiém thuong ngay. Poc tip tho, td1 phat hién
duoc nhitg van dé triét 1i va nhitng giai dap dic biét that
quyén rii. Co mét bai tho khién ching ta kinh ngac vé mbt
ngoai le cua luat vé trong luc cua Newton. Nhitng bai tho
khac néi vé nhitng su vat thuong ngay de tram tu vé ¥ nghia
va cong dung cua su vat va tu hoi lieu su vat co thuc su nhu
n{j van hién ra nhu thé. Toi nhén ra ring to1 da tu dit ra mot
van dé khac: phai chang chung ta nhin xuyen suot thé gu:rl
qua cip kinh vdi su thau hleu mdi mé ring cai trong rong
hoan toan ching phal nhu né van hién ra nhu thé? Tho, trong
tuven tap, thien Ve nhitng ¥ nghia triét 1i va siu xa hon duoc
thay trong cudc song thuong ngay.

Nhitng con nguor duoc sinh ra cung vl nhitng thi hiéu,
nhitg diéu thich va khong thich von la dic biét cta ting
ngudi. Nhitng thi hiéu cé biét nay gitt mot vai tro quan trong
trong su thudng ngoan bat ki hinh thai nghé thuat nao. Thém
vao d6, dé mot thi hiéu duoc trién khai, budc phai cé su phd
dién nhiéu phong cach va nhiéu chon lua khac nhau trong
bat ki phuong tién truyén dat nao. Phong cach Tho Tan Hinh
Thuc Viet da dua tho Viet ra anh sang, tao co ho1 cho nguoi
doc tiép can mot giong tho khac. Co duoc suw pho dién noi
trén, viéc tham dinh va thuong ngoan giong tho Viet [khac
d6] co6 thé bit ddu duoc ndy nd. Khi ban ngdi & noi yén
tinh cta riéng ban va doc nhitng bai tho trong tuyén tap,
hay tu cho phep minh vuot sang to1 mot tho1 gian va khong
gian khac. Lang nghe nhiing giai diéu ctia buoi chiéu ta, cam
nhan cai cam giac ve nhitng dot song, thﬁy duoc su bo tho
clia ciy coi, va bay vuot 1én trén mui trirg ung rita
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the pleasant, but rather the essence and soul of the everyday
experience. In reading this, I found the philosophical ques-
tions and unique answers captivating. One poem surprises
us with an exception to Newton’s law of gravity. Other po-
ems take every day objects to ponder the meaning and use of
the object and whether or not 1t 1s simply what it appears to
be. Another question I found myself asking; are we looking
through the world with glass eyes with a new understanding
that emptiness 1s not all 1t appears to be? The poetry herein
leans toward the philosophical and deeper meanings to be
found 1n every day life.

Human beings are born with unique tastes, likes, and dis-
likes. These personal tastes play an important role 1n the en-
joyment of any art form. Additionally, in order for a taste to
be developed, there must be exposure to multiple styles and
options 1mn any medium. The Vietnamese New Formalism
style brings Vietnamese poetry to light, giving the oppor-
tunity for readers to be exposed to a different poetic voice.
Once exposure occurs, appreciation and enjoyment for the
Vietnamese poetic voice can begin to grow. As you sit 1n
your quiet place and read the poems within this anthology,
allow yourself cross over into another time and space. Hear
the melodies of a sun-setting afternoon, feel the sensation
of waves, see the indifference of the trees, and fly above the
smell of rotten eggs.
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DPé thuc su tham dinh duoc phfim chat va vé dep cua nhitng
bai tho trong tuyén tap, chiing ta phai nhin vao btrc tranh toan
canh. Ban than tho, trong bat ki ngdn ngtt nao, la phuong
phap vin hoc truyén thong dé chuyén giao nhitng mo ta va
nhitng chuyén ké bing 161 tir thé hé nay sang thé hé khac.
Nhip diéu va am thanh ctia mét bai tho cung cap phuong tién
truyén dat va phuong thitc ghi nhé thi ca. Nhitng 4m thanh
tro1 chay trong mot ngdn ngitt ban dia déu cé nét dic thu vé
mit ngdn ngit va khéng dé dang dé dich sang mot ngdn ngit
khac. Mot ba1 tho duoc sﬁp dat theo nhiing gia1 dieu va am
dieu trong mot ngdn ngltr ban dia, khi1 duoc dich sang ngon
ngit khac, sé mat di strc quyeén ril ctia nd vé mit tham mi. Do
vay, nay sinh mot van dé hoc bua. Trong mot xa ho1 ma muec
d6 co déng khong ngimg gia ting, lam thé nao dé thu hep
khoang cach gitra nhitng rao can vé ngon ngtr, van hoa, va
thé hé, trong khi van duy tri duoc di san truyén thong? Véi
nhiing ngu’m Viét xét nhu mot cdng dong ngudi ti nan, nay
sinh nhu cau sang tao nhitng hinh thai thi ca méi nham cat
cao tleng no1 cua nguoi1 Viet trong thé g101 cua van chuong.
Chinh diéu nay di lam nay sinh phong trao Tho Tan Hinh
Thutrc Viét, xét nhw mot dang tho khong van.

Tu do to1 nay, muol nam qua, Tho Tan Hinh Thuc Viet da
khién nguo1 ta phai ton trong no, va tao duoc mot lop doc gia
mdi, nho vao nhitng nd luc cta Khé 1ém va ctia nhitng nha
tho va nhitng nguoi dlEh khac, déu la nhitng ngudi qué quan
¢ Viet Nam. Nhu’ng nd luc dé dich nhlrng baitho tu dang g20cC
clia ching sang tiéng Anh la khoéng thé bé qua. Tiéng Viét
la mdt ngdn ngit hinh thanh béi sau thanh, véi cao dd bong
tram khac nhau. Ngudi nghe s& nghe ra nhiing nhac tinh cua
bai tho hinh thanh béi su bong tram cda cao d6, qua mot
thé loai duoc go1 la ca dao. John Balaban, nguoi1 dich Asian
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To truly appreciate the quality and the beauty of the poems
contamned within this anthology, we must look at the whole
picture. Poetry 1tself, in any language, 1s a traditional liter-
ary method to pass oral accounts and stories from one gen-
eration to another. The rhythm and sounds of a poem pro-
vide the means of delivery and way to remember the verse.
Sounds that flow 1n the native tongue of one language are
linguistically specific and are not easily translated into an-
other language. A poem set to melodies and tunes 1n a na-
tive tongue lose 1ts aesthetic appeal in translation. Thus a
conundrum 1s created. In an increasingly mobile society,
how does one bridge the gaps between linguistic, cultural,
and generational barriers while preserving traditional heri-
tage? With the Vietnamese being a refugee community, there
came a need to create new forms of poetry that bring rise to
the Vietnamese voice 1n the world of literature. This brought
about the Viethamese New Formalism movement, a form of
blank verse poetry.

Now, ten years later, Vietnamese New Formalism 1s earning
respect and new readership through the efforts of Khe Iem
and other poets and translators that are Vietnamese natives.
The efforts that have gone into the translation of the poems
from their original form to English cannot be overlooked.
Vietnamese 1s a language formed by six tones which rise and
fall in pitch. The listener would hear the musical qualities of
the poem created by rise and fall in pitch, a melodious tune
that 1s termed ca dao. John Balaban, translator of Asian Po-
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Poetry va la tac gia cudn sach duoc giai thudng “Locusts at
the Edge of Summer”, kh1i mo ta nhu’ng thach thuc trung diep
trong viec dich Asian Poetry sang tiéng Anh, d3 viét:

. Mot kho tu lieu nhiing hinh anh, nhting khuon
mau giau giai diéu, nhitng khat vong, va nhitng niém
tin, 14 trung tAm vin hoa cia tat ca thi ca Viét. Ngay
ca nhitng nha tho am hiéu vin hoc — du ho lam tho
Puong luat, tho tu do hién dai, hoac tho van luat loai
truyén khau, nhu nha tho ¢6 dién 16n Nguyén Du
— duong nhu bao gior tho cia ho cling it nhiéu lién
quan to1 ca dao.” From Translating Asian Poetry — A
Symposium

Nhu thé, bfing cach nao nhimg nguoi dich xur li nhiing giai
diéu va nhitng pham tinh trit tinh cia bai tho Viét va bién doi
chung trong mot dang khién c6 thé duoc hiéu va duoc cho
la tho, d6i v&i nguoi doc ma tiéng Viét khong phai 1a ban
ngu?

Pé khic phuc van dé héc bua nay, nhitng nguoi dich d3 phai
bd nhiéu cong stre dé gitt duoc giong diéu riéng cla timg bai
tho trong khi van lam nay sinh duoc nhimg cach day sang
tao dé duy tri nét quyén rii vé mit thAm mfi cta tho, danh
cho nhiing ngu’f.::rl doc mo1, thong qua nhiing cach lap lai, tao
hinh anh, va vit gmng Nhitng bai tho trong tuyén tip gom
nhitmg cau tho co s6 luong am tiét dic trung (thuong la cau
odbm 5 td1 8 tir, v6i 6 té1 8 am tiet). Mdi kho tho gom bon
giong. Thém vao viéc s6 lwong am tiét duoc dua vao khudn
kho, viéc vt giong duoc thuc hién nhat quan cho toan bai
dung theo s6 luong Am tiét duoc dém. Piéu nay c6 nghia la
mdt v tho bat dau tir giong nay co the tiép tuc hoic bat chot
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etry and author of the award winning book “Locusts at the
Edge of Summer” in describing the challenges in challenges
in translating Asian Poetry into English states:

“ ... Arepository of images, melodic patterns, aspira-
tions., and beliets 1s the cultural center of all Viet-
namese poetry. Even literary poets — whether they
are working 1n li-shih regulated verse (thoduong luat
in Vietnamese), modern iree verse, or the metrics of
the oral tradition, like the great classical poet Nguyén
Du — seem always to be working in some relation to
ca dao.” From Tranlating Asian Poetry — A Sympo-
STUm

So how do translators take the melodies and lyrical quali-
ties of the Vietnamese poem and change them into a form
that can be understood and deemed poetic to the non-native
reader?

To overcome this conundrum, the translators of each poem
have taken great pains to keep the voice in each poem 1n tact
while coming up with creative ways to keep the aesthetic ap-
peal of poetry for new readers through repetition, imagery,
and enjambments. The poems within contain specific num-
bers of syllables within the verse (often 5-8 words with 6-8
syllables). The stanzas are organized into four lines. In ad-
dition to a patterned number of syllables, enjambments are
used at exact syllable counts that remain consistent through-
out the poem. This means that a thought that begins on one
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dimg lai & giong ké tiép. Theo truyén thong, thi nhitng chd
vat giong, hodc nhitng diém ding, 12 dé lam noi bat nhiing tur
hodc nhitng v dic trung. Con khuon kho nay, vé diém dimg
bat thuong, thuong sé ting cuong tac dong vao thi giac va
vao cam tinh ma bai tho tao dwoc. Moi cach str dung phuong
thtre 1dp lai, vat giong, va tao hinh 4nh déu cho phép chung ta
thuc su thay duoc vé dep cta nhitng ¥ tho ma mdi tac gia da
nd luc dé khic hoa. Vi tri cda ting tir dwoc bd tri dé ta phai
thay ridng timg v tho déu duoc ham v trong viéc dinh vi cac
tir, viéc két thic ciu, va trong viec tao hinh anh gay cam giac
manh. B6i vi moi yéu t6 déu khac hoa mét hinh énh theo
mong uoc cua nha tho; moi tu’ khic hoa tron mot phan cua
bai tho; va moi su liap lai va moi dinh vi deu cat cao giong veé
nhitng v tho cda tac gia va dich gia, va moi bai tho cé duoc
cudc song riéng clia no.

Nao, hay tim mot noi1 thu vi, yen tinh dé thoai mai va thu
g1an va cung to1 vao cuoc hanh trinh nhin trom vao tri twong
clia cac nguoi dong dao véi ching ta va cia cac dich gia cia
ho, khi ho trut can hon ho vao thi tuyen naf,r va tham hiém
nhimg triét li mdi trong dé, mot thi tuyén gom nhitng bai tho

duoc chon loc dac biet vi ve dep cua chung, va tieu biéu cho
Phong Cach Tho Tan Hinh Thuc Viét.

Translated into Vietnamese by Pham Kiéu Ting
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line may continue or suddenly stop on the next. Traditionally,
enjambments, or stops, will occur to highlight specific words
or thoughts. This unnatural stop pattern will often enhance
the visual and emotional impact of the poem. Each use of
repetition, enjambment, and 1imagery allow us to truly see the
beauty of the thoughts each author 1s trying to portray. The
placement of each word 1s such that one must consider each
meaning implied by positioning, line endings, and strong
sensory imagery. For each element paints a desired portrait;
each word an integral part of the poem; and each repetition
and position shouting out the thoughts of the author and the
translator and each poem taking on life of its own.

Now, find a nice, quiet place to kick back and relax and
join with me on this journey to peek into the minds of our
brethren and their translators as they pour out their souls and
explore new philosophies in this collection of poems spe-
cifically chosen for their beauty and representation of the
Vietnamese New Formalism Style.
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GHI CHU CUA NHA XUAT BAN

Neéu tinh tir mua Xuan nim 2000, vdi Tap chi Tho, gio1 thieu
tho tan hinh thirc dé chao dén tan thién nién ky, thi t&i nay da
la muoi ndm (2010). Mudi ndm da dé nhan rd va diéu chinh
la1 mot huong di. Truoc hét, thuat ngtt “Tan Hinh Thuc”
muon tr phong trao tho Tan Hinh Thirc M§ dé goi mot thé
tho mdi, duoc du nhap vao tho Viét, thé tho khong van. Nhu
vay thuat ngit nay chi la mot cai c¢é dé chi mét phong trao
tho Viét. Chting ta biét rang nhitng ngudi chi trwong tho Tan
Hinh Thuc My, Vam nhitng thap nien 1980 — 90 da quay tro
lai phuc hoi tho van luat (meter and rhyme), trong luc tho
My ro1 vao be tic vi mat nguoi doc. “Tan” & day chi cd
nghia “tré vé” (retro). Nhu vay, thuat ngtt “Tan Hinh Thirc”
khﬂng hé mang mot ¥ nghia naﬂ khac hon 1a tré lai truyén
thong cta tho M§. Khi quay ve van luat, mot thoi glan sau
nguol ta mo1 nhan ra, thng can thiét phai c6 mot thuat ngtt
nao khac, tho hay la duoc ro1. Nhung tho Viet khac hin véi
tho M§. Tho Viét cling quay tré lai lay nhitng thé tho truyén
th:’f‘mg nhu luc bat, 5 chit, 7 chit, 8 chit nhung lai1 dung vai
yéu to nhw vat dong va k§ thuét 1ap lai, chuyén tat ca nhig
thé tho truyén thong, tir co van thanh khoéng van. “Tan Hinh
Thtrc” bao gom nhiéu thé tho mdi, khong van
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PUBLISHER’S NOTES

If we begin our clock with the Spring of 2000, then it has
been almost ten years since The Journal of Poetry (Tap chi
Tho) first introduced New Formalism poetry in time for the
new millennium. Ten years 1s enough time to realize and cor-
rect our direction. First, the term “New Formalism”™ was bor-
rowed from America’s New Formalism in order to give name
to a new form of poetry transmitted to Vietnam as blank-
verse poetry. Thus this term 1s simply a cause to start a new
movement 1n Vietnamese poetry. We know that those who
initiated New Formalism poetry in America during the 1980s
and 1990s have gone back and revived poetry with meter and
rhyme; meanwhile, poetry in America reached a dead end
for lack of readership. “New” here means only “retro”. Thus,
the term “New Formalism™ does not have any meaning other
than a return to traditional American poetry. When they re-
turn to metered and rhyming verse, people realize that these
terms were no longer necessary; 1t was sufficient for poetry
to be good. But Vietnamese poetry is entirely different from
American poetry. Vietnamese poetry also returned to its past
traditions of utilizing metered verses (rhyme schemes) in
S5-word, 7-word and 8-word counts, but started employing
new techniques, such as enjambment and repetition, thereby
transforming traditional metered-rhyming verses into blank
verses. “New Formalism”, “Tan hinh thuc”, includes many
forms of un-rhymed (blank-verse) poetry.
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Muc dich cta tho Tan Hinh Thire 1a mudn dwa tho Viét budce
ra ngoai thé gidi, nén mdi chti tim vao dich thuit, dé tim
kiém nguoi doc khac ngdn ngit va vin hoa. Mot trong nhiing
budc dau dé sang tac tho tan hinh thirc la cham dut va thanh
loc ngdn ngtt va phong cach tho tu do va van diéu bén trong
chiing ta. Chi khi nao xo04 han di nhitng dau vét cfi, thi luc
d6 mdi cé thé bat dau mot hanh trinh mdi. Néu qua dam
dac trong pham tru van hoa hay ngdn ngtr, nguo1 doc ngoai
quoc s& khong hiéu, ngay ca voi thé hé nguoi Viét tré bay
i & trong nude. Nhung ai ciing biét 1a tho khong thé dich
vi khéng thé dich 4m thanh (S{:uund) trong ngon ngit, dac biet
d61 v&i nhitg thé tho truyén thong khi két hop nhitng don vi
am thanh d6 dé tao nén nhac tinh trong tho.

Vi thé tho tan hinh thire phai thay doi cach séng tac dé dap
tmg diéu kién dich thuét. Vé chit, khi chuyén sang ngan ng(t
do1 thuong dé sang tac, tho khong con nhitng chit hiém chit
la, va nguo1 doc khong b1 vuong vao chit khi doc tho. Vé
phong cach, tho gan véi vin xudi va st dung k¥ thuit lap
lai dé tao nhip diéu, nén khi chuyén dich van gitt duoc nhip
diéu va lam bién mat diu vét cda vin xudi, thanh tho. Nhu
vay thé tho khong van Viét d3 giai quyét mot cach kha gon
nhe dé tho cé thé dich duoc, cung tmg cho tho Viét va nguoi
doc mét 161 thoat, va cling gitip dua tho ra khoi ranh gidi vin
hoa va ngdn ngtt. Pay 1a mot dic diém cta tho Tan Hinh
Thuc Viet.
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The purpose of New Formalism poetry 1s to propel Vietnam-
ese poetry onto the international stage. That 1s why transla-
tion 1s emphasized to seek readers from different languages
and cultures. One of the first steps 1n creating New Formal-
1Ism poetry 1s to purge language and free-verse styles along
with the rhymes persistent within ourselves. Only when we
have erased the old markings can we begin on a new jour-
ney. If these old markings are too submerged in cultural or
linguistic systems, then the foreign reader would not under-
stand, including the young Vietnamese readers presently in
Vietnam. But everyone knows that poetry cannot be truly or
fully translated because the sounds of a language cannot be
translated. This 1s especially true with traditional poetry, 1n
which the sounds of the language give rise to the musical

quality of poetry.

That 1s why New Formalism poetry must change the way it
1s written, 1n response to the demands of translation. With
respect to words, 1f normal, everyday language 1s used to
make poetry, then poetry becomes absent of rare and archaic
words, and the reader does not get stuck with words when
they read poetry. As for style, poetry moves closer to prose
and utilizes repetition 1n order to create rhythm, so meter 1s
conserved, and traces of prose are removed to form poetry.

T

Thus Vietnamese blank verses have etfectively resolved this
1ssue, permitting translations and providing Vietnamese po-
etry with an avenue of escape, and also helping to launch it
beyond the boundaries of culture and language. This 1s a spe-
cial characteristic of Vietnamese New Formalism poetry.
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Mbt trong nhitng tré ngai la tir ngdén ngtt don dm chuyeén
sang ngdn ngtt da Am, su dém chit gifta cac thé tho khong
chinh xac. Rat kho dém theo diing muoi 4m tiét trong tho
tiéng Anh, nén thinh thoang cé ang tho chin, hay muo1 mot
am tieét. Chic chin, nguoi doc tiéng Anh cling d3 nhén ra,
tirong do6i cé thé chap nhan duoc.

Khi co duoc nhiing bai tho hay va nhitng nguwoi dich tai nang,
tho Tan Hinh Thitc sé& dat hiéu qua nhu ¥ mu6n. Nhitng nguoi
doc MY s€ duoc doc nhitng bai tho khac la, am hiéu thém
vé dat nudce va con ngudi tir mot nén vin hoa khac. Nhitng
nguo1l doc Viet, qua ban dich tiéng Anh, s€ nhan ra cai hay
trong nhitng bai tho tiéng Viét, vi mot Iy do don gian, ngudi
doc khi doc nhiing bai tho song nglr s€ doc cham va chu tam
té1 chinh bai tho nhiéu hon.

M6t diém mau chot trong tho tn hinh thire Viét, 1a tudn doi
song vao trong tho. Tho khong con 1a van dé ctia noi tam.,
va nhitng ray rirt va hoi tudng qua khir, ma la doi song sinh
dong, hién hién ngay truoc mit. Tho van diéu hay tu do, vi
nhitmg han ché trong cach sang tac nén kho cé thé lam duoc
nhu viy. Nhung da s6 nhitng nha tho tham gia sang tac tho
Tan Hinh Thuc ¢ vao nhiing glal doan dau, déu la nhiing
ngudi di thanh danh véi tho van hoic tho tu do nhiéu nim,
nén khong thé thoat ra khéi phong cach sang tac cac loai
tho cfi. Thém vao nita, tho Tan Hinh Thttc cling chua dén
duoc vdi nhitng nguoi sang tac tré, hoic vi nhitng han ché
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One of the problems 1n translating from a monosyllabic lan-
guage to a polysyllabic language 1s that the word count 1n the
different poetic forms becomes inaccurate. It 1s difficult to
count exactly 10-syllable in English poetry, so, occasionally,
there 1s a verse that has nine or eleven syllables. Certainly,
the English reader would recognize this and can accept it
relatively easily.

When there are good poems and skilled translators, New For-
malism poetry achieves the desired etfect. American readers
would be able to read new and interesting poetry, and gain
a better understanding of people from different or far-away
cultures. Vietnamese readers, while reading the English ver-
sions, would recognize the good qualities of Vietnamese
poetry for one simple reason: When readers must read the
same poem 1n two different languages, they must read more
slowly and pay more carefully attention to the poem 1itself.

Another essential point in Vietnamese New Formalism po-
etry 1s that we must pour forth life into this poetry. Poetry 1s
no longer a matter of inner-self and nostalgia but life as it
1s actively unfolding right in front of our eyes. Poetry, both
metered and free versed, 1s limited in how 1t 18 written, and
therefore 1s difficult to achieve. But most of the poets who
participated in writing New Formalism poetry in the early
days were already established poets famous for their rhyme
schemes or free verses. Therefore, they were unable to evolve
past their old style of writing. Furthermore, New Formalism
poetry had not been discovered by young writers, or they
had only limited information about 1t and could not under-
stand the new concepts of this type of poetry. That 1s why we
do not have many poets associated with this new movement,
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vé thong tin hodc vi ho chwra nim r8 quan diém cta dong tho
nay. Vi thé c6 thé giai thich tai sao chung ta chua cé nhiéu
nha tho that su gidn bé véi su chuyén doi, du ring di cd
nhitg sang tac gia tri, tuy khong nhiéu, ding véi tiéu chuan
cua tho Tan Hinh Thuc.

Tré lai véi tuyen tap, dé dé dang trong viée trinh bay, chung
t61 khong sip xép theo danh muc tac gia ma theo nhitg dich
o14. Mdi dich gia dich mot s6 tac gid, va cé nhitng tac gia do
2 nguo1 dich khac nhau.

Cuoi cung, tho la mot van deé kho, nhat la doi véi tho Tan
Hinh Thtre Viét, tir ngdn ngtt dén phong cach hoan toan khac
han. Tho can cé thoi gian dé 16n day. Va tuyén tap nay la
budc chuyén minh ctia mot dong tho maéi.
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even while there are already some valuable works, though
not many conform to the standards (definitions) of New For-
malism poetry.

In this collection of poems, 1n order to have ease of presenta-
tion, we have not organized them by poets but by translators.
Each translator has translated a number of poems, and some
poets’s works were translated by two different translators.

Lastly, poetry 1s a difficult subject, especially Vietnamese
New Formalism poetry, because of language and the very
different styles and forms. Poetry requires time to grow. This
collection 1s the vanguard of transition to a new form of po-

etry.
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Translated by Bién Bic
Bién Bdc dich
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Biéen Bac

ANH NHIN / KHOANG KHONG

Giot nuoc roi tw khoang

khong trén cao xubng mit

(kinh) em ... bong nhién lam
nhoa di hinh anh anh

trong anh nhin cua em

roi sau dé sau khi

lau kho (kinh) em

bong nhién sang hon thém

trong anh nhin ... khoang khong.

(cudi 1, khong 7)
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Biéen Bac

A GAZE / EMPTY SPACE

A drop of water falls

from empty space onto
your eye (glass) ... suddenly
my 1mage blurs in

your gaze then having

dried your eye (glass) you
suddenly becomes clearer
in the gaze ... empty space.

(1, 07)
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Biéen Bac

BUOI SANG / VUON HOA / HAI HOA

Hoa van né trong
vuon sang nay cho
du xuan nam nay

vé hoi mudn vi

mua dong ctr giing
co vo1 mua thu

nen trong vuon sang
nay hoi lanh khi
anh hai doa hoa
xuin dé ting em
nam nay nhu moi
nim ay ma (!) ... khac!

(dau 2, khéng 7)
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Biéen Bac

THIS MORNING / (IN) THE SPRING
GARDEN / PLUCKING FLOWERS

Flowers still bloom 1n the spring
garden this morning though spring

1s a little late as winter

wrangles with autumn a little

longer so 1t’s rather chilly

in the garden this morning when

I pluck a spring flower for you

this year just like every

other year yet ... there’s a difference!

(2,07)
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Biéen Bac

GIONG BAO TRONG LY NUGC

Bén ngoai1 giong
bdo to1 boi

dang x0 nga
nghieéng hang cay
truoc quan bar
trong do co

do1 tinh nhan
dang dam Am
ng6i khuay dong
to1 bo1 con
g10ng bao trong
ly nudc ... day

(gitra 2, khong 7)
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Biéen Bac

STORM IN A GLASS (OF WATER)

Outside the storm
rages on the trees

are swaying in

front of the cafe
where a couple sits
cosily stirring up

a storm 1n a full glass
of water.

(2,07
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Biéen Bac

NOI BEN GA

GA thanh nién van ding bén
kia duwong ray xe lua nhu
mo1 ngay to1 dung ben nay
ga xe ltra cho chuyén xe

to1 dwa chung to1 to1 tram

to1 la muc dich cua hanh
trinh ctia chung t61. C6 diéu
muc dich/tram xe ma hin
mudn téi ndm & tram xe

ding sau lung cta tuyén hanh
trinh cua to1 con tram xe/
muc dich t6i mudn téi lai

& tram xe dang sau lung

trén tuyén hanh trinh ctia hin,

To1 dung bén nay ga bén
kia duong ray sit han dirng

chung to1 nhin nhau ... nghi hoac.

(dau 2, khong 7)
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Biéen Bac

AT THE STATION

The guy often stands on the other side
of the track as I stand on this side
waiting for the train taking us to

the next stop which 1s the destination
of our journey only that his
destination 1s the stop behind

the end of my 1tinerary

and mine 1s the stop behind the end
of his 1tinerary. I am standing

on this side of the platform on
the other side of the track where he 1s

standing we look at each other doubting ..

(2,07
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G AT

Su co xat nao cling lam

ra nhitng tiéng kéu ctia vat
thé va cham vao nhau: ma
nhieu khi, rat c6 the, sé

c6 nhitng miéng bé (tir cai

co xat rot ra) cling tao

nén nhitng tiéng kéu tiép theo
nhau thanh mot gia1 dieu nhip
nhang trong khong gian: dé noi
lén cai co-mat cua su

hién co trong vii tru. Muodn
tiéng kéu kia la nhitng: kdc
koc; keng keng: bop bop, cheo
cheo; van van. Cling nhu ha
ha: hu hu; a a; kho

rd; van van: von la giai

dieu duoc tao nen tu nhitng
va cham cua than xac vo1
than xac; tu twong voi tu
tudng. Cling dé noéi 1én cai
co-mat cua con nguol trong
cuoc séng, khi do1 nguoi co
xat vo1 cuoc doi ... tu do!

(dau 8, 0 sau)
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Biéen Bac

RUBBING

Every rubbing creates some sounds

of objects colliding with each

other; also, sometimes, probably

there are a few broken pieces

(fallen out from the rubbing) which will
create some following sounds, forming
a rhythmical melody 1n space:

to say the present of the existing

in the universe. All those sounds are: tok
tok; clang clang: dong dong; clash clash; etcetera.
Likewise ha ha; hic hic; ah aah; grrr
grrr; etcetera: are actually

the melody, which 1s created from all
clashes of body against body; thoughts
upon thoughts. As to say the present

of human beings 1n living, when human
life constantly comes into contact with
life ... ever since!

(8, 06)
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Biéen Bac

NHUNG CON SO

Nam-ba-bay-bay hay
nam-bay-ba-ba? To1

luon 16n x0n nhitng con

s0 phai nhd: s6 mat

ma the tin dung; SO

nha bing cting so tién

thap thém trong trrong muc
(kh1 phai thanh toan nhiing
mon tra cho an, uﬁng;

ngu, nghi, o, tho, lung

tung. Tom lai la nhiing

thir trang trai cho khi ...
song (1). Con ¢é ca moén
bao hiém hiu su dé

trang trai cho khi ... chét (?))
Muo1 hai khong sau, hay
muo1 sau khong hai? To1
luon 16n x0n nhiing con

s0 khong duoc quén: s6
ngay thang sinh nhat cua
nguoi1 than quen; ngay thang
ky niém cung gi6 ky

(khi phai chuan bi nhiing
thtr cho dung luc; dung
cach; dung gu). Tom lai
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Biéen Bac

NUMBERS

Five- three-seven-seven or
five-seven-three-three? I always
get confused with numbers, which
I ought to remember: pin-

codes of credit cards; bank account
numbers with the uncertain
amount of money (when I

have to clear up payments for
eating, drinking, sleeping, resting,
housing, breathing, everything.
Briefly: needed things to be
spending when ... alive! And also
payment of burial insurance
covering the spending when ...
die?) Twelve o six, or sixteen

o two? I always get confused
with numbers, which I must not
forget: numbers of birthdates

of relatives and friends; dates

of anniversaries and memorials
(when I have to prepare things

in the right time, 1n the right

way; with the right style.) Briefly:
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la nhitng thtr phai dung

cho viec giao thiep, dé

lam vu1 long nhiing ke ...
song (1). Ngoai ra con viéc
cting bai cho ding, dé

an Ui nhitng ké ... chét (?))
T61 van cir ludn 16n

x6n v&i nhitng con so

phai nhd: s6 nha; s6

dién thoai: s6 xe: sO

bfﬁng l4i: s6 .20 ... 80 .-
mdt dong so6. Nhing cai
ma khong thé quén trong
thoi budi con s6 anh huéng
rat lén dén ... doi song

con nguoi (néu khong mudn
néi 1a con so dinh

doat sO phan ... con nguoi!)

(gitra 8, khong 6)



suitable things of socialising

to satisty the ... living!

Also, the worship ceremonies

have to be neat, to comfort

the ... dead?). I always keep getting
confused with numbers, which I
ought to remember: house number,

phone numbers, car numbers, ... numbers, ...

numbers, ... numbers, heap of numbers.
Those cannot be forgotten

nowadays where numbers have

a enormous effect on

human life (1f not to say

numbers determine the destiny

of ... human beings).

(8, 06)
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Translated by D6 Vinh
Pé Vinh dich
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Do Vinh

THE LAST POEM

When love 1s a demon,
Our hearts are on fire,
Satan becomes God,

il
iy

he Truth 1s a Liar,

here’s no end to hurt,

Where there remains desire.
Take refuge 1n our Buddhas,
Find peace 1nstead of 1re.
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Do Vinh

THE LAST LAST POEM

Ask me things that I can never tell,
And you will know that all 1s well.

[’'m not dead, I'm just not alive,

[’ve found heaven 1n the depths of hell.
[’'m at home where I’'m most alone,
['m the hole where a sun once shone.
Seek us 1n the future and find our past,

We will last forever though time moves on.
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VO SAC

co ga1 dung bén
cot dien co oOng
130 ngoi bét phia
dudi ca hai déu

chia veé phia gié
mot ban tay khong
rd c6 mau sic

oi trong chiéu mudn

c6 dong nguoi van
qua lai tap nap
nguoc xudi chang ai
budn dé tim dén

mot hay hai ban
tay cao hay thap
dang chia ra phia
g10 khong 10 co

mau sic gi trong
dém t61 d4 thua

bot nguwo1 qua lai
nguoc Xuo1 co gi
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Gyang Anh Ién

COLORLESS

the girl standing

by the lamp post with
an old man sit down
tflat on the ground

both stretch out, in the
direction of the wind,
a hand the color of
which 1s uncertain

in the afternoon
with a crowd of
people passing busily
about without anyone

paying any attention
to one or two hands
raised high or low,
the color 1s uncertain,

stretch out to the front
in the dark night when

the crowds going hither and
thither have thinned out
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la dau nhig kiéu

Xin an hay lam

tién khong mau khong
sac trong thanh pho

nay!
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when there 1s nothing
strange with this kind of
panhandling without any
color or form 1n this

city!

July 2007
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Gyang Anh Ién

VO THANH

cudc song ngdt ngat nhur
do1 chan em s€ x0

vao doi giay moi sang
dé dén s& lam muoi

sau tieng moi ngay chi
dé nhan mét dong luong
du cho mot cuoc sc’fﬁng
binh yén nhw ban tay

em s€ chi con du

sirc nam he 1ay tay
anh trong dém to1 mit
mo nhitng hi vong va

nhimg co ho1 cho mot
cudc song turoi sang hon
nhw ly nudce sudi khong
kip udng trong budi sang

em quen xo do1 gilay

dé dén ngdi nim lay
tay anh.
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Gyang Anh Ién

SOUNDLESS

life stifled like your
feet stutfed into a pair
of shoes every morning
to go to the factory

to work six hours a day

only to get a dollar of pay
enough for a comfortable
life like your hand will

only have enough
strength to gently hold
my hand 1n the deep
dark night with hope and

opportunity for a brighter
life like a glass of spring
water passed over for lack of
time to drink 1in the morning

you forget about putting on
your shoes so you can come

sit and hold my hand.
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Gyang Anh Ién

VIET CHO NHUNG NOI BUON VIEN CU

T'ang Tu Trinh

ly ca fé cling bat dau hoc

cach thom ngay hon gitta mot mua
Saigon dé kéo chan ndi budn

ngodi Iy noi quan vang cé cd

va ¢d ca gid may lanh thoi

budt thay mua dong ciu chuyén mdi
ngay di vong quanh ndi budn vién
ctl va bat tan khoi thude bat

tin nga dau noi gdc riéng, co

cong tdc nao triét 1y vé su

bac mau ctia goc dau noi sinh

ra nhitng no-ron bac nhuoc dé
thay em thay ta nhian tin cho

ndi budn ngay hdm qua va hen

nbi budn ngay mai & mot quan
vang khac cé ¢ va cé ca

216 may lanh thoi budt thay mua
dong. Cau chuyén ctr thé mdi ngay
di vong quanh ndi budn vién cii

va bat tin nhu su hoc cta

ly ca fé vé cach thom

ngay hon gitta mot mura Saigon.

Tho Ké » 26



Gyang Anh Ién

WRITTEN FOR REMOTE PAST SADNESS

For Tu Trinh

a cup of coffee also begins to learn

how to be even more aromatic in between

a Saigon rain pushing in the feet of sadness
sitting 1dly 1in a vacant shop with grass

and with air conditioning blowing coldly
replaces the winter, and daily stories

circulated like remote past sadness that 1s as
endless as the cigarette smoke from tilted heads
leaning 1n a private corner, which 1s

hair thinking deeply about the white heads
whence weak neurons are born, to substitute
for you and for me to send a message to

the sadness of yesterday to appoint

the sadness of tomorrow at another vacant shop
with grass and with air conditioning blowing coldly
replaces the winter. The same stories
circulated like remote past sadness that are as
endless as a cup of cotfee learning how to be
more aromatic in the middle of a Saigon rain.
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Gyang Anh Ién

LANG KHUC

Co 1€ me khong bao gio

nght cai chét la thiéng liéng nhu mdi
dém to1 ngdi sdu trong boéng

t61 hut hét goéi thude 14 va mién

man nghi vé su song va

cai chét s& bat dau roi ket thuc

ta1 dau khi tam tri cua

me moi ngay chi quan quanh véi bita

in sang in trua in toi

va khong bao gid biét duwoc mdi dém
to1 da o dau trong bDng

toi va mién man nghi vé diéu gi

khac hon la su scnng va

cai chét s& bat dau roi két thuc

ta1 dau khi khong kiém duoc

so tién cho me chita cin bénh thﬁp

khép vi quan quanh véi cdng

viéc nha qua nhiéu va khéng con co
thot gian dé nghi vé su song

va cai chét la thiéng liéng thém nita ...
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Gyang Anh Ién

SILENT SONG

Perhaps mother has never thought
that death 1s something holy like
each night that I sit in the shadows
smoking a whole pack of cigarettes

lost 1n thoughts about life and

death how and when 1t begins and ends
where 1n the mind of my mother

that revolves around daily meals

of breakfast lunch dinner

and never to know that each night

I inger somewhere 1n the shadows
lost 1n thoughts about something other

than life and death how and when

it begins and ends why out of nowhere
[ am able to find for my mother

some money to cure her arthritis

onset because of the burdens of house
chores and not having any time

to think about life and death and
other even more holier things ...
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Khé Iém

BAC THANG

Nhitng bac thang ndi véi nhiéu tang
lau, nhitng bac thang dan téi nhiéu
duong tau, nhitng bac thang va nhitng
buoc chan; nhitng buoc chan trong to:

¢4 ngon giao chi, tir pho phuong
di ra bién dong; nhitng budc chin
trong to1 reuom do1 du muc, du
ring t61 chua bao gio sé‘mg do1

du muc; diéu nay am chi ring
to1 la manh v& t1 t1 cua

qua khu, b1 canh buom dap, vang
ra thanh ké luu cu noi mién

dat la; khong khac nao nhiing bac
thang va nhitng buwoc chan, tai hien
roi tai hién, roi1 trong hon mang;,
bdi chang phai 1a nhitng bac thang

van ndi véi nhiéu tang lau, nhitng
bac thang van dan té1 nhiéu duong
tau, va nhitng budc chan trong toi
van con dang vang lén thanh 4m
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Khé Iém

S TAIRS

Stairs connecting many floors, stairs
leading to many ports, stairs and
footsteps; footsteps within me some
pigeon-toed, from the city to

the open sea; footsteps within
me bleeding a lifetime of no-
madic wandering, though I have
never lived the life of a nomad:

this 1s to allude to the fact that

1 am a fragment of the past,

crushed by butterfly wings, cast away
to become exiled in strange lands;

"B}

no different from the stairs and
the footsteps, appearing and then
reappearing, fallen into

chaos; because 1t 1sn’t the stairs

connecting many floors, stairs
leading to many ports, and footsteps

within me still echoing sounds
drawing me eerily closer
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quyén rti di ky; that ra, to1

khéng muon ndéi hon mét ly nhitng
g1 t01 no1 — nhtng buoc chan va
nhitmg bac thang dén day la hét.
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in fact; 1 do not wish to speak

an 1ota more of what I am

speaking, the footsteps and the stairs
are coming to a close here.
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Khé Iém

TRANG SACH

Chang buoc ra khoi trang
sach nghe thi tham 1oi

ké vé nhitng mdi tinh

tir Thing Gu Nha Tho
Puc Ba to1 Lieu Trai

td1 “hién thuc huyén 4o”
(Tram Nam Co Don) hang
ngan hang van moi tinh

va hinh nhu toan la

nhitng chuyen bia dat bia
dat nhu that va chang

sau khi buoc ra khoi

trang sach chang cling khong
con la chang chang la
chang bia dat chang khong
phai chang bay gio khong
phai chang truoc kia chang
la chang nhung tai1 sao
nguol ta van say mé
nhitmg diéu bia dit va
khong tin nhitng diéu ¢
that nhu chang van tin
chang la chang va khong
tin chang khong phai la
chang c6 diéu la khong
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Khé Iém

PAGES (FROM A BOOK)

He steps out from the pages

of love stories from The
Hunchback of Notre Dame to
The Strange Tales of Liaozhai
to the “magical realism”

(One Hundred Years of Solitude)
thousands and tens of thousands
of love stories and all as fictitious
as reality and after he had
stepped out from the pages

he 1s no longer himseltf and

he 1s a fictitious character

he 1s no longer himself now

no longer the person he was

he 1s himseltf but why 1s 1t

that people are still crazy

about fiction unbelieving

of that which 1s real but he

still believes that he 1s himself
and not believing that he 1s not
himself although neither is real
and thus that which 1s fictitious
1s considered to be real

after all he had stepped out

of the pages but the pages
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c6 diéu nao cé that

la that nén nhitng diéu
bia dat duoc co1 nhu

la that dau gi ching

ntra thi chang da buoc

ra khoi trang sach ma
trang sach lai khong thé
buoc ra khoi1 chang, nhw
vay nhitng cau chuyén ké
bay gio dang ¢ trong
chang hay ngoai chang va
chang ké cau chuyén hay
ciu chuyén ké chang cling
c6 khi chang dang ké
chang va cau chuyen dang
ké ciu chuyen hoac cau
chuyen chi la cau chuyeén
va chang chi la chang

van van va van van

cho dén khi cé cau
chuyén va chang déu chi
la nhitng diéu bia dit

bia dit nhu that.
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had not stepped out of him

so that these stories are now
within him or without him

and he tells about stories or

the stories are telling about him
and then there are times when
he 1s telling about himselt

and the stories are telling about
themselves or the stories are
just stories and he 1s just himselt
fictitious as reality.

Note

1. The Hunchback of Notre Dame 1s

a novel by French writer Victor Hugo (1802-1885).

2. Strange Tales of Liaozhai 1s the stories by Chinese writer

Pu Songling (1640-1715).

3. Magical Realism 1s the techmque that Marbriel

Garcia Marquez (born 1n Aracatara, Colombia,
in March 1928) uses in his novels and short stories.
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Khé Iém

=

CHIEC GHE

Nhiing chiéc ghé khong cting mot mau,
nhitmg chiéc ghé khong dung dé ngoi,
nhitg chit ghé, khong phai la ghé;
nhitg chiéc ghé co thé s& duoc,

nhimg chiéc gh«éi c6 thé goi tén,

nhitg chiéc ghé ding ghé, khéng phai
la ghé; nhitng chiéc ghé khéng bao
iy v& duoc, nhitng chiéc ghé khong

bao gid ndi duoc, nhitng chiéc ghé
khong bao gio co duoc, bd1 nhitng
chiéc ghé khéng bao gio bién dang,
nhitmg chiéc ghé khoéng bao gié mat

di, nhitng chiéc ghé khong hién dién;
nhitg chiéc ghé, 6i chao, chi la

né d6; nhitng chiéc ghé, 6i chao,
khoéng cung mot mau, nhitng chiée ghé,

61 chao, khong dung dé ngdi; nhitng
chiéc ghé khong & dau xa, nhiing
chiéc ghé & ngoai moi diéu; nhiing
chiéc ghé chi la chiéc ghé.

Tho Ké » 38



Khé Iém

CHAIRS

Chairs not of the same colors,
chairs not used for sitting,

the words tor chairs, not chairs:
chairs that can be touched,

chairs that can be called names,
chairs that are indeed chairs, that
are not chairs: chairs that can never
be drawn, chairs that can never

speak, chairs that can never be
had, because they are chairs

that never change their form,
chairs that can never be misplaced

or lost, chairs that are not present;
chairs, alas, that 1s what they

are indeed chairs, alas, not of the
same colors, chairs. alas

not used for sitting; chairs that
are not far away, chairs beyond
all things; chairs that are
just what they are chairs.
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Khé Iém

CAU NOI

“To1 buoc ra cua luc nam g10” nhung
buoc ra cwra la ra cora nao va

lic nam g10 la luc nao cung hang
loat nhiing cau ho1 khong bao gi1o co

cau tra 161 cho rot rdo boi cau
“To61 buoc ra cuira lic nam gio

la cau no1roira tr mot cau

chuyén ké nao dé di tan bién trong

232

m¢& Am thanh hdn d6n ngoai duong phd
gitta cudc doi thuong va khong ai lan
ra duoc dau vét mic du ai cling

c6 the nhét n6 vao bat cir cau

chuyén nao khac va di nhién bat ctr

cau chuyén nao khac khong hin la ciu
chuyen dung thuc cua cau no1 “To1 buoc
ra cura luc nam gi10” vay thi cau

chuyén ding sau cai cau noi tam thuong
nhu bao nhiéu ciu néi tam thuong khac
ay mal mai la dleu bi mat du

rang cau noi van truven fir nguo1 nay
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Khé Iém

A SAYING

“I stepped out my door at five”

but which of the doors and what of

the hour, five, and a bunch ot other
questions that should never be answered

to an end, because “I stepped out
my door at five” 1s a saying that
came from a story that has since
disappeared like so much noise 1n

the city, like so many daily lives,
even though anybody can stuff it
into any other story and any
other story 1s not necessary

the same story from whence the saying
“I stepped out my door at five”; so
what 1s the story behind that

ordinary saying that’s like

every other saying that’s secret

even though a saying 1s still handed down
from person to person and yet unknown
crowd, to spread the untrue story of
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qua nguo1 khac trong dam dong vo danh
mang theo cau chuyen khong bao gio dung
thuc cua cau no1 “To1 buoc ra cua

luc nam g10”. Thoi, to1 d1 nhe! Chao.
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the saying “I stepped out my door
at five”. I go! Bye.
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Khé Iém

KHO BAU
Viet cho nhitng nguoi em

Bé1i sinh ra vao noi khd dau
va d3 qua hét duomg dau kho
nén méi di nhan biét ring ndi
kho dau ctr 16n dan 16n dan

cho dén khi khéng thé tu ting
ma1 trong than xac va than xac
cling qua com c81 khong thé chiu
dung ndi kho dau nén ching bat

dau cudc phan ly nudc mat nude
mait phan ly kho dau gi3 tur

than xac than xac gii tir kho

dau va chung ta cling phai gia

tir nhau du rang di song véi

nhau trong tinh anh em rat lau
khor tu mot duyen co tinh co
nao ... Than xdac tré vé dat me

v1 da1 con kho dau tan bién
vao bau tro1 de ro1 chang con
kho dau chang con than xac trong

buoc doc hanh ve di chon khac.
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Khé Iém

SUFFERING
For my young brothers

Because you were born into suffering
and have traveled all the paths of
suffering and thus are capable of
understanding that suffering grows

and grows until 1t can no longer

be torever imprisoned in bodies and
bodies are too wasted to bear the sutfering
and thus perhaps that 1s why the tears start

falling the tears are the suffering
departing from the body the body
departing from the suffering and we
depart from each other although we have

lived with each other 1n brotherhood for

a long time beginning with some fortunate
chance ... the body returns to the great
motherland while suffering disappears

into the skies and then suffering 1s

no more bodies are no more 1n the lonely
journey elsewhere. Alas, let’s rest,

o my beloved brother of old, rest you
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Thoi, hdy yen nghi, hd1 nguol anh
em than thiét nim nao, hiy yén
nghi, lang nghe dat véi troi dang
tan theo khuc nhac chiéu tan.
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now, listen to the earth and the skies
disappearing with the melodies of
a sunsetting afternoon.

March — 2000
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Ly Doi

-

VA CUNG TIEN
VA PHAM VU NGUYEN

nhac cta hon ta phai khong, hay
cua nhitng dem xa gia dinh, nho

dien cuong mo1 mot bong cay la
tieng thi tham, ban hitu, nhac cua

hoén ta, hay noi diy ctia dém
sao day mat day linh hon, 01

dém tinh day nghe trong khuya yén
lang nén giong lo1 nghe tung tieng,

em nao co biet dau mo1 giong

nhac cua anh hay cua ban anh

déu no1 nhitng ngay mai chua den,
em nao tin su em dem va

dau kho ngay qua nhu chang tin
do1 ta co hai ke doa day

bang 1én tiéng thay cho ngudi khac
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Ly Doi

WITH CUNG TIEN
AND PHAM VU NGUYEN

music of my soul 1s 1t, or of nights
far away from family, crazed with

memories each shadow of trees 1s
the whispers, of friends, music of my soul,

or night of stars filled — spirit filled — eyes, oh

awakened 1n the middle of the silent
night so the voices sound 1n word or 1s 1t

the sound of my music or my friends’

speaking to the days yet to come, would you
believe 1n the calm and the suffering

of past days but do you believe that my
life 1s two tormented people because

I have raised my voice for others.
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Ly Doi

THO VU NGUYEN
CHO HELENA OKAVITCH PHAM

he-le-na chura nghe anh noi
que huong nhiing sang mua dong

mua dam gio thoi, nghe trong da
dau xot tung con, nguwo1 lam sao

da uﬁng tron doi buodn., anh chua
no1 khoang dong co chay, duong kho

can, thang ha tring khuya, nghe tiéng
vOong cua tho1 anh di vang, khoang

dat lam sao tu nhitng manh ve
chai cli, nhtng rac rwo1 ong bo

bii cd, lam thé nao thanh pho
moc lén, lam thé nao khoang dat

ay buoc chan va hon anh mo1
lan anh rudng bo em, lam sao

ma hiéu mot sang kia anh tinh
day tinh co nghe bén ta1 mot
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Ly Doi

A VU NGUYEN POEM
FOR HELENA OKAVITCH PHAM

he-le-na has yet to hear me speak of
a homeland on winter dawns rain-soaked

and wind-blown, listen to the inner
suffering, how can one drink up a life

full of sadness, I have not yet spoken
of burned-out fields. and arid roads, late

summer moon, listen to the hammock of
times past, the grounds are made of broken

bottles, of refuse and other wastes strewn
on the grassy grounds, how can a city

spring up, how can these grounds bind your feet
and my soul each time I abandon you,

how to understand that one morning I
intend to wake up to the sounds of footsteps,
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tiéng chéan di, tiéng xe dién 1én
duong ngoai 10, em khong biet tai

sao anh dau kho nhu thit da

to nhd tiéng dong bao va lam

sao trong nhitng giac chiém bao anh
chi thay nhitng nha hoang, 101 to1,

nhitng mat buon rli ruo1 gia nua,
trong me sang con nghe tieng noi

nhitmg giong nay cham chim vao tim
he-le-na go1 pra-go

khong khoc bo1 vi sao nao biet
bo1 vi sao thanh pho ngu, dém

dai hap hoi, nguc nhoc nhan tir
bo ma di, chung em cho han

su tinh co, long cam dong, nguc
tim ho1 hop, 01 que huwong tw

nghia dia tha ma sao reo goi
hon to1, khong het ngurol con song

day hay d3 khuat, téi nhin mit
nay da gap hay chua, nghe tieng

no1 bong tay von va mat vui
mung mo1 do1 ngac nhien he-le-
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the sounds of tram cars on the streets, and you
will not know why 1t 1s that [ am 1n

pain like my flesh 1s, like the voices of
our countrymen and how 1n my dreams I

see only empty and deserted houses,
dark paths, sad faces aged and tired in their

coma still voicing these things which seep
slowly into my heart * he-le-na called pra-go

do not cry because you cannot know why
it 1s the city sleeps, long nights lying

in wait for death, heaving chest yet unable
to depart, until you bring forth suddenness,

compassion, hearts beating again with
excitement, oh homeland from the cemeteries

and grave lands calling to my soul, not knowing
if people still live or have passed away,

I look upon faces to see if we have
met betore, to listen to voices and

gesturing and winking 1n joy again
and lips waiting to be surprised he-le-na
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na em co biet khong, giong ca
do anh viet khi ra trudce anh

vura nghe a1 hat ben kia, hon rung
dong anh nao no1 duoc.
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do you know your voice I have recognized
when I first appear and hear someone

singing on the other side, my soul 1s
shaken to voicelessness.
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

23 HR 30 MIN

Muo1 mot gio ba mlrm phut dem,
trén chuyen taxi cudi cung cua
minh ve thanh ph{:} ta1 mot khuc
quit day séi da gan cong truong

xay dung, th thoang trong thay va
g10 tay chao pva [, song

p khong nhin thay, khi ay p

dang vira mai nhin mot con meo

mau xam véi hai mat lac lac
la1 sang xanh len nhw hai hon
bi ve chac la vi phan chiéu
den duong hoac den xe 0 to,

vira bude xudng tau dién ngam, vira
thém thuong man mé bao thudc 14
trong tui ao khoac, tu bao gio
chang biét, ngudi ta da cam, khong

cho phép hut thude 14 & céc
bén tau, ben xe, nén khi nao
khong co [ thi p chi thich

di1 taxi, thich chon ca1 xe
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

23 HR 30 MIN

Eleven thirty at night, in the last

taxi returning to the city, at

a turn full of pebbles and stones near a
construction site, th glanced at p and

raised a hand to wave at p and /, but

p did not see, at the time p was staring
at a cat grey with two eyes glaring at
times green like two marbles probably

reflecting the street lights or that of autos,
was stepping out of the station, craving

a cigarette from a pack in the pocket

of an overcoat, from time unknown,

Smoking had become prohibited

at train stations, and ports, so when there 1s

no [ then p likes to take only the
taxi, likes to chose one where the driver
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nao ma nguoi lai cling hut thuoc,
hai nguwo1 vira rong ruo1 vura nha
khoi thi that la thich, va dém

qua, luc muo1 mot gio ba muoi

phut thi p xudng tau dién ngam
v6i I va khong duoc hut thuoc,
p chi mong mau mau vé dén

nha dé con nhin may bong hoa

loa ken cua a xem the nao,
p rat nho q, tat nhien.
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also smokes, the two of us relaxing

and blowing smoke to our liking, and last
night, at eleven and thirty minutes

when p entered the subway with / and

could not smoke, p only wished to get home
quickly in order to see the bell flowers
belonging to a to see how they are,

p remembers a, of course.
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Nguyen Tat Pé

DOAN NGUOI

1.
Mot s6 ngudi di qua nhanh
(Qua nhanh so vm tho1 dai1 cua minh
Nen phai ngm cho d{:sng loal
Trong mot cin phong khéng may tién nghi
Vai nguoi trong s6 d6 vira
Pi vira cti dau lo so khong biét
Bao gi1o thi nguo1 cung thoi
V&1 minh dwa minh 1én gia treo co

2.

Mot s6 ngudi vira di mot
Quang thi dung la1 dao bm ho dao
Bé1 dé tim ngon nguon cla
Su that ma sur that la cai g1
T01 cling chu’a biét, nhung nayf
Ban dtrg c6 soc khi toi bao ring
Lich sur chi la mot bo
Suu tap nhitng su kien khong dang co
Dung co ma dao boi nita
V1 hanh dong dﬂ cé thé 1a tu
Pao ho chon song chinh minh
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Nguyen Tat Pé

A CROWD

1.
Some people walk too fast
Too fast in comparison to their times
So they must sit down and wait for others
Of their kind 1n a room lacking
In facilities. Some of those people
Lower their heads as they walk because
They do not know when the other
People of their same period
Will send them to the gallows to hang

2

Some people who have gone
A distance and then came to a stop to
Dig they dig in order to find
The origin of the truth but what 1s
The truth. I still do not know yet,
but here! Don’t be shocked when I say
History 1s just a collection of
Facts that 1s not worthy of existing
Do not dig any further
Because such action may serve the purpose
Of burying yourself alive
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3.
Mbt s6 khong it dang budc
Tut rat xa rat xa phia sau chinh
Ho chu khong a1 khac la
Nguyén nhan khién cho doan ngudi ctr dai
Lé thé 1ech théch 161 thdi ... dwoc céi
Ho la nhitng nguo1 kién dinh
Rat kién dinh nhung ban biét gi khong ?!
Nhiéu khi ma thuong thi su
Kieén dinh la1 tr¢ thanh qui dit trong
Cai dau han hep (ctia chung) !
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3.

A large number of people are
Falling very far behind themselves. No
One else who 1s a cause that
Keeps growing the crowd until they form
A long disorderly line ... however
It’s a good thing that they are determined
Very determined but you know
what ?! Often times and usually determination
Turns into nefarious demons
In their (own) narrow minds !
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Nguyen Tat Pé

DO IT AGAIN!

Con nguoi di tim nhiéu thi, roi
cling thay trong so nhiing thtr ay
cO cai con nguol go1 la Khong-
phai-cua-minh co cal con nguoi
g01 la Ca-minh trong so nhitng
thtr &y cé cai con ngudi goi

la Khong-phai-minh co cai con
ngudi goi la Minh trong s6 nhitng
cai Khéng-phai-cia-minh cé thé

cé cai Cia-minh trong s6 nhitng

cai Ca-minh cé thé cé cai
Khong-phai-cua-minh trong sO nhitng
cai Khong-phai-minh c¢é thé cé

cai 1a Minh trong $6 nhiing cai

la Minh c¢6 thé cé cai Khong-
phai-minh. Tim di! Tim la1 trong

sO nhitng cai minh d tim thay ...
Nhin di! Nhin lai dé thay lai

nhitng cai minh d3 timg nhin thay ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

DO IT AGAIN!

Humans seek many things, and then they find
in a number of things things that humans

call Not Belonging-to-Us things that humans
call Belong-to-Us among those things that
humans call Not Belong-to-Us there are
things that humans call Us among those
things Not-Belong-to-Us perhaps

there are things Belonging-to-Us among
those things Belonging-to-Us perhaps

there are things Not-Belonging-to-Us

among those things Not-Belonging-to-Us
perhaps there are things that are Us among
the things that are Us perhaps there are things
that are Not-Us. Seek 1it! Seek 1t again 1n

the number of things that we have found ...
Look at 1t! Look at 1t again to look again at
the things that we have once looked upon ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

— NGUOI PAN ONG O TRAM XE BUYT —

C6 mdt nguoi dan 6ng ngdi
0 tram xe buyt co ve nhu da
ngoi tir 1au 1im ma ciling
co ve nhu khong boi1 vi trong ve
mat cua ong nhu cho doi
ma hinh nhu cling chang chd doi mot
cai gi du mdi lan xe
buyt dung lai ong déu ngang mit 1én
nhin mdi lan xe buyt ding
lai thi mot vai nguoi khach xudng xe

va mot va1 nguo1 khach khac
thi chen nhau len xe con ong thi

chi ngang mit 1én nhin roi

khi xe chay 6ng lai tré vé cai

tu thé cti 1a tu the
nhin c6 vé nhu d3 ngoi tir 1au
lim ma cling ¢ vé nhu
khong bo1 vi trong ve mat cua ong
nhu cho do1 ma hinh nhu
cling chang cho doi mot cai gi, nhitng
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Nguyen Tat Pé

— THE MAN AT THE BUS STOP —

There 1s a man sitting at a
bus stop seeming as if he had sat there
for long time yet also as if
not so because his facial expression
1s as 1f he 1s waiting but
perhaps he 1s not waiting for anything
at all even though each time
the bus stops he lifts his face to look each
time the bus stops there are a few

passengers exiting and a few
other passengers crowding each other
to get on board while he sits there
just lifting his face to look and then when
the bus departs he returns to
his former posture that 1s the posture
of looking as if he had sat
there for long time yet also as 1f not
so because his facial expression
1s as 1f he 1s waiting but perhaps
he 1s not waiting for anything
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nguoi ngdi chd noi tram xe

buyt nay cling chang ban tim veé su

co mat cua c:mg bo1 ho
néu khong cho chuyén xe buyt nay thi
cling dang cho chuyén xe buyt
khac nén néu khong chu y thi c6
the sé& 1& chu‘i,fen va phai
ngdi chd chuyén tiép theo cach khoang mudi

hoac muo1 lam phut sau nen

ho ching can thiét phai bin tim dén

sur co mat cua ong lao
vol ve mat nhu cho do1 ma hinh
nhu cling chiang chd doi mot
cai gi kia dé t61 ndi cho ban
nghe néu ban la nguo1 dang
dung canh 130 hoac co di1 ngang con
duodng nay thay 130 ngdi noi
nay thi cling dung ban tam chi cho
mét vi 130 chi ngdi d6
thdi khéng dé lam gi ca nha 130
sat ngay bén tram ay ma.
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the other people waiting at
this bus stop don’t pay any attention
to his presence because if they
are not waiting for this bus then they are
waiting for another bus
therefore if they are inattentive
they might miss a bus and then will
have to sit and wait for the next bus that
comes between ten and fifteen minutes
apart and therefore they have no need to

pay any attention to the old
man’s presence his facial expression as
if to wait and also as 1f
not to wait for anything at all so
let me tell you if you are standing
by the old man or perchance to come by
this way and see an old man sitting
here then do not pay him any attention
that will only make you tired
because the old man 1s only sitting
there not to do anything at all
his home 1s nearby the bus stop.
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Nguyen Tat Pé

CA PHE SANG

Hay ubng can ly ca phé sang nay
cua anh di! Trong ly ca phe cua
t61 co giot nudc mat. Trong ly cda
anh c6 giot mau hong va cho toi

néi nhé diéu nay. Hay cho toi di
bang déi chan ctia anh vi chén toi
khong con nita. Cho to1 so cuoc doi
bing déi tay ctia anh vi tay toi

khong con nira. Cho to1 nhin cuoc doi
bang d6i mat cta anh vi mat to1

khong con nita. Cho to1 noi tiéng ngudi
bang thanh quan anh vi ¢6 hong to1

khong con nita ... Hiy uong not nhitng giot
ca phe con lai cua anh, nhiing giot

ca phe vui suwong, nhitng giot ca phe

mudn phién, nhitng giot ca phé trung tinh,

to1 no1 nho dieu nay: Hay cho to1 ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

MORNING COFFEE

Drink up your morning cotfee right
away! In my cup of coffee

there 1s a drop of tears. In your
cup of coffee there 1s a drop

of blood and let me whisper to you.

Let me walk with your legs because

I no longer have my legs. Let me

touch life with your hands because my hands

are no more. Let me look at life

with your eyes because my eyes are

no more. Let me speak with your vocal
chords because my throat 1s no more ...

Drink up your last drops of cotfee,
such happy drops of cottfee, such
hurtful drops of cotfee, such neutral

drops of cotfee, let me whisper

toyon: Letme ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

BAT CHOT

Bat chot t61 bat gip doi mit em
trén guwong mat cua nguo1 con gai khac.
G1ot nroc mat lan da1 ngdn ngang mien

ki rc. (Ngay xua khi lang dirng nhin
em xa khuat, to1 linh cam khong may
cho cudc tinh) ... Khong ngo, do1 mat to1

mong moi tim thang nim dai bién biét
la1 hien lén trén guwong mat cua nguoi
con gai khac. To1 mong lung theo giot

nudc mat budn. Bat chot toi bat gip
to1 qua khtr dang con cao trong to1
bay gi10. Dau hien thuc dau no1 nho ?!

Bat chot to1 bat gip hinh béng minh

trong anh mat nhu cia em ngay do.
Bat chot lang thinh ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

SUDDENLY

Suddenly I found your eyes on the face
of another woman. A long drop of
tears rolling down memory lane. (Once upon

a time I stood silently watching you
go until you were far away, I felt
unlucky in love) ... Unexpectedly,

those eyes which I had longed for in the long
months and years of separation suddenly
appeared on the face of another woman.

I dreamuly watched the sad tear. Suddenly
I found my past self tormented within
me now. What i1s real and what 1s memory?!

Suddenly I found my own shadow 1n

the gleam of eyes like yours back then.
Suddenly gone silent ...
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Thién Pdng

MUA THANG 5

bay g10 mua dang roi

mdt ngudi chim dan trong
mua hay trong lang quen
trong su lanh wot hay

trong khoanh khic chdp 1ée
dé kip thay con ngudi

dang treo dé ling lang

va thé gidi ding dung

(va hang cay dung dung)
kh1 mot nguor gia tu.
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Thién Pdng

MAY RAIN

now 1t 1s raining a
person sinking 1n rain
or 1n forgetfulness

in the cold and wet or
in a shimmering moment
just 1n time to see a
person hang there and
the world 1s indifferent
(and a row of trees 1s
indifferent) when

a person departs.
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Thién Pdng

QUANG LANG

khong con tiéng nhac nao & noi nay

khi tAm trf thi€u mot d6i tai de

nghe thay tiéng nude chay trong ré cay,
mau chay trong dong mach ctia than thé

sap déng ctmg nhu thanh pho tré nai

chua gidng 1én hoi chudng tinh thirc nhitng
con nguoi dang cin cdi chét mét trong

gidc ngu khd cin trong nhiig 6 hep.
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Thién Pdng

SILENT INTERVAL

there 1s no music left 1n this place when
the mind 1s absent of a pair of ears

to hear the sound of water running in
the tree roots blood running in arteries

of the body about to coagulate

like a city running late the bells of
awareness not yet rung ossified people
dying of tiredness 1n their desolate
sleep in crowded compartments.
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Tram Phuc Khdc

CO BE TEN MUA

Subt nim mua chuyén dong
biang cach mua nhip nhang
chung quanh khu vuon tu
vuon trude ra dén vuon

sau dé goi 1ii ong

buém quay vé miia mua
mua fu vuron trong mua
ra vueon ngoai dé chia

tay cung mua vo1 g10
tur viron trang mua sang
vuon may dé goi tré

vé day 1ii con trai

da n& bo mua di

chiang thém xem mua mua
mua mai1 mai chi la

cO be co hai1 chan

hai tay mot trai tim
xinh va chang co chong.
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Tram Phuc Khdc

THE LITTLE GIRL NAMED SEASON

All year round season moves by ways
of soft dance around the garden

from the front garden to the back
garden to call for the return

of buttertlies and bees that dance,
dance, dance from the inner garden

to the outer garden to part
ways with rain and wind from the moon

garden to the cloud garden to

call for the return of those tellows
who 1gnorantly left season

with no care for season’s dance.

Season 1s just a little girl with
two hands two feet one pretty heart
and no husband, forever.
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Tram Phuc Khdc

MAY BAY

Chiéc ghé dit gan khung
clra sO trong mot cin
phong 1a mot phan ki
niém thudc vé cla rieng

td1 cho du dé van

cé thé 1a mot phan

ki niém cua mot hoac
nhiéu hon mot nguoi nao

do da tung buoc vao
cin phong co chiéc ghé
dit gan khung ctra so
thé nhung 1am sao cfing

chiang 1am sao dau cé
thé nao cling ching lam
chi bai vi 1ot cuc

roi bat ctr ai trong

do co to1 cling danh

P.
I

na1 budc ra khoi cin
na tham chi buoc ra

k

n01 con duong co can

Tho Ké » 80



Tram Phuc Khdc

DRIFTING CLOUDS

The chair placed near the window
Pane 1n aroom 1s a

part of my private

memory even though

it could be a part of
someone else’s memory
or more than one person’s
who had once stepped 1nto

a room with a chair placed near
a window pane like that but
nothing 1s anything although
no matter what I will not do

anything because 1n the end
anyone 1n there including

me will have to step out from
that house indeed step out from
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nha co can ph:::rng CO
chiéc ghe dat gan khung
clra sO va néu cé

may man lam thi chi

con lai thoang may bay.
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the street wherein the house has
a room with a chair placed near
the window pane and 1if by

luck then only a drifting cloud

remains.
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Tram Phuc Khdc

MOT NGAY DAI KHAI

To1 keo da1 s im lang cua

budi sang bang cach u{:}ng that cham
ly ca phe va ¢o gang Kkhong

cu dong manh thé nhung su 1im

ling ctia budi sang la cai gi
va kéo dai ra dé lam gi

thi tm Chu‘a klp biét trong khi
t61 van co ging kéo dai ra

bang cach chuyén tir ca phé qua
nudc tra va ctr thé tiép tuc

cho dén khi khong thé kéo dai
thém duoc nita thi to1 danh phai

dirng day tim cach buoc that nhanh
vao mot ngay dang sura soan chim
ngap trong sur o1 buc cua du

moi thir tieng dong thé nhung su

oi birc cta di moi thir tiéng
dong la ca1 gi va buoc that
nhanh vao dé lam gi thi to1
ching con thi gio dé quan tAm
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Tram Phuc Khdc

A DAY, PRETTY MUCH

I draw out the silence of the morning
by drinking really slowly a cup

of coffee and trying hard not to make
any sudden moves and yet what 1s

the silence of the morning and so why
draw 1t longer that I don’t have time to
know yet when I am still trying to draw
1t out by switching from cotfee to

tea and continuing like that until I
can not draw 1t out any longer and
so I have to stand up to find a way
to step out into a day preparing

itself to be submerged 1n the mugginess

of all sorts of noises and what do I

do to step out into 1t I really

don’t have time to be concerned with when
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trong khi t61 van ¢6 gang erf.::rc
that nhanh that nhanh dé roi cum
cung ro1 tom vao tmng mot glac
ngt day mong mi va dén luc

nay thi dau cho mét giac ngt
day mong mi 1a cai gi va

roi tdm vao dé lam gi di
chang ntta thi rot cuc roi su
im ling ctia budi sang lai quay
ve va tdi xin htra 1a t61

s& kéo dai né ra bang cach

udng that chim ly ca phé va

c6 ging khong ctr dong manh.
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I am still trying to step out and step

out so that in the end I would fall

into a deep sleep full of dreams and then
the time comes when even though a deep

sleep full of dreams 1s whatever and so
why would fall into it then finally

the silence of the morning comes back to
me and [ promise that I will draw 1t

out by drinking really slowly my cup
of coffee and trying hard not to make
any sudden moves.
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Tram Phuc Khdc

BEN LE

Cau chuyén duoc ké lai qua hinh anh
va lo1 no1 cua nguwol nit phong vien

trén man anh truyén hinh thi cling giéﬂg
v nhu cAu chuyén cta ong tuy ring

ciu chuyén ctia 6ng chi duoc ké lai

qua ng-:rn nglt khong loi cua ¢o gal

cam soOng trong ngm nha hoang thé nhung
ca hai cau chuyen ay dau co khac

gl cau chuyen cua chinh to1 du chi

duoc ké lai qua huong thom ctia nhiing
bong hoa dem khi ma huwong thom cua
nhitng bong hoa dém van quyén vao khuon

mat tho ngay cua co gai cam chap

chon theo hinh anh va lo1 no1 cua

ngudi nit phéng vién trén man anh truyén
hinh thi ca ba cau chuyen van duoc

tiép tuc ké di rdi ké lai trong

khi cho do1 mot cau chuyeén thu tu,
va van khong duoc gi khac hon 1a
duoc ké. Ké di roi ke lai.

Tho Ké » 88



Tram Phuc Khdc

ON THE SIDELINES

The story being retold by photographs
and words of the female reporter on
the television screen 1s exactly

like your story, although your story 1s

only retold via a language without
words by a deaf-mute girl living 1n

an abandoned house. Yet both of those
stories are not different than my own

story, although 1t 1s only retold

by the fragrant scents of flowers in

the night. When the fragrances of these
night flowers are still blended 1nto

the innocent face of the deaf-mute girl,
fading 1n and out with photographs
and words of the female reporter on
the television screen, then all the three

stories continue to be retold, while
waiting for a fourth story. And nothing

else will be gained other than to be retold.

Again and again.
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TPKy

NHIN QUANH
Thuwong nho Thai Ngoc San

C6 nhitng ngay nodi dién.

La1 co nhitng ngay dien

nbi. Roi ¢ nhitng ngay

dién khong noi: “Ma cha
cuoc do1 qua vo hau/

Nhin quanh nhin quat khéng
biet thu ai” * Bu Ma!
Nguyen Pinh qua dé thuong!
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TPKy

LOOKING ABOUT
In memory of Thai Ngoc San

There are days when went mad.
And then there are days when
madness came. And then there

are days when madness did

not come: “Damn life so

1ssueless/ Looking all

around but not knowing

Who to hate” * Fuck! Nguyén Dinh
1S SO sweet!

April — 07

(* A poem by Nguyén Pinh Tran Vang Sao)
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TPKy

PEM BIEN CHET

Nhiing nu hon neo vao long dém
trén bién chét. Mim cudi véi ngon
216 chiéu nhat nh&o. Nhitng dot séng
vO hinh nhiing nu hon neo vao

bién chét. Pém con lai gi ngoai

noi nhd tan roi?!
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TPKy

THE NIGHT THE OCEAN DIED

Kisses anchored 1n night’s bosom
on the dead ocean. To crack

a meek smile with the tasteless
afternoon wind. Waves are
invisible kisses anchored 1n

the dead ocean. What remains of
night other than a faded

reminiscence?!

March— 07

93 « Poetry Narrates



TPKy

L.OI DPEM

Lo1 vao déem. Nhitng giot suwong cudi
cua mua bang gia. Con duong da
cung. Khong nhat thiet quay lui. Chang

thay anh sang la. Chi ngay tan
trén dinh nu1 xa. Swong ngo lo1

dém: Mién ly biét. Khong tré ve.
Khong mo cudc di.

March— 07
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TPKy

NIGHT CHATTER

Chatter in the night. The last dew
drops of the cold season. The road
has come to an end. Not necessarily

reversing. Not seeing the strange
light. The day only fades on

the top of the mountain far away.
Dew speaks to night: The place of
separation. Not returning.

Not opening a path to go.
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TPKy

HINH NHU LA

chiang c6 chi muén mang khi giong
nude kia con chay dudi chan cau
bac qua nhitng giﬁc mong: nhitng ang
may co thuc tro1 tro1. & ngay

la1 diu dang dau trén mit em

dé bau troi kia lai duoc diém

t6 bing nhitng ang may vo dinh.

& cuoc do1 vo dinh nay lai

la chiéc cau bac qua nhitng giac
mdng: dé nhitng ang may co thuc
trong nhitng ngay troi troi.
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TPKy

AS IF

nothing 1s too late when the streams

still run under the foot bridge across
dreams: clouds drifting. And day become
softer alighting on your eyes

for the skies to be painted with

the uncertain clouds. And this

uncertain life 1s the foot bridge

across dreams: permitting clouds to
become real in these drifting days.

April — 07
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Translated by Phan Khé
Phan Khé dich
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Phan Tan Hai

THAY EM

Pé anh tim em mot

doi nhiéu doi noi khudn
miit em an hién trong
mua xuan mua ha mua

thu mua déng noi mat
em den lap lanh dudi
tung net chir anh tim
lai duoc kiép nay.

Pé anh thiay em sang
trura chiéu t61 dé anh
nghe noi hé pho tiéng
cuwoi em lan trong phién

cho sém dé anh mot
lan ngtri huong téc em
va roi mai mai sé
khéng con lac nhau. Bé

anh thay em hién 1én

lang 1€ va sang ngo1

trong tung niem trong tung
hoi thé ngan hoi thé
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Phan Tan Hai

SEEING YOU

Let me catch sight of you
in this life and 1n others,
where your face hovers 1n
the spring, summer, autumn

and winter, when your black
eyes twinkle along the curved
words I have found again

in this life. Let me catch

sight of you 1n the morning,
noon, afternoon and evening,
tor I shall hear your laughter
along the sidewalks and
around the morning markets,

feel your hair’s fragrance once,
and never stray away

from you again. Let me

see you appear calmly

and brightly 1n every
thought, 1n every short
breath, in every long
breath, and 1n every



dai1 trong tung nhip tim
anh dap — khong ro1 lang
1€ sang ngo1.

Tho



pulse of my heart — intrinsically,
calmly and brightly.
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Padng Xuan Hiwong

Y TUONG

chot nghi dén mét v

rat tho roi cling chot
quén mat tan mat trong
tam tr1 nhu la chot

dén chot di khéng con
dau vét gi ctr thé

lan mo mii cling ching
tim ra roi bong nhu
thay d6 naim dé ma
khong cach gi dién ta
duoc sau do lai bién
mat trong phut gidy trong
tam tay!
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Padng Xuan Hiwong

A THOUGHT

had suddenly a thought so
poetic, then saw 1t quickly
slip and fade away 1n the
mind, just like something suddenly
coming and going without a
trace; groped for 1t for so

long and saw 1t not, then
suddenly seemed to see it

lie there and could not portray
1t, and then saw 1t vanish
instantly away from

the hand.

105 » Poetry Narrates



Doan Minh Hai

-~

KINH THAN NHIEN

Than nhién ngoi nhin ngon lta tir cay
nén than nhién ngdi nhin ltra tir trim
ciy nén than nhién ngdi nhin ngon lra
boc 1én tir mdt mai nha than nhién

ngoi nhin ngon Itra boc 1én tir mai

chua than nhién ng6i nhin ngon lra chay
tr mot dinh nha tho tr mot xom

dao than nhién ngdi nhin ngon lira lan rong

boc cao tir nhlmg canh rufng ru{:}ng dong
va than nhién ngm nhin ro1 nam lan

ra khoai tri khi thay ltra chay ca

mot giai dat nudec ma nguoi ta thuong
goi la qué huong nhung ai di ngdi

nhin rat than nhién va ai da dot

len ngon Itra ban dau.

300403
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Doan Minh Hai

SCRIPTURE OF CALMNESS

Calmly sitting and watching the flame from

a candle calmly sitting and watching

the flames from a hundred candles calmly sitting
and watching the flames engulfing the root

of a house calmly sitting and watching
the flame engulfing the roof of a temple
calmly sitting and watching the flame en-
gulfing the spire of a church 1n a parish

calmly sitting and watching the flames spreading
and engulfing the forests and paddy fields

and calmly sitting and watching then lying

and rolling joyfully while seeing the

flames engulfing the lands and waters that
they usually call the homeland yet who

sat and watched very calmly and who 1gnited
the first flame.

300403
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Doan Minh Hai

PHAO THANG THIEN

To1 da hoc va to1

P3 thay trai tdo roi
Xudng moi vat khéng cé
Canh déu roi xuodng tai

Chd roi va ding cho
Téi cling d3 thay nguoi
Ta khi bi chit dau

Mau vot bin 1én cao

Nhu vay dinh luat New —
Ton da sa1 du mau

Khong thé nao cé canh ...

Saigon 09 — 02
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Doan Minh Hai

SKYROCKET

I learned and I saw

That all apples fall

Down, that all things without
Wings would fall down

Where they must fall down
I also saw that

A human being
Was beheaded and

His blood stream rocketed
High thus the law of

Newton was wrong because
The blood Could not have

Wings ...

Saigon 09 — 02
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Doan Minh Hai

TREN DAU CO CU

Thing gu va thing cuoi
Hai thing choi véi nhau
T.'lang gu thi cr gu
Thang cudi thi cir cuoi

Cai ghé va cai ban

Cai ban va cai ghé

Hai ca1 cho1 vol nhau

De ra ly ca phe

Thing ngudi va con ngudi
Con nguoi va thing ngudi
Hai dua cho1 vo1 nhau

De ra long thu han

Deracaycocu ...

Saigon 011202
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Doan Minh Hai

ABOVE THE NUTGRASS

A hunchback guy and a smiling

Guy ... Both guys befriend each
Other; the hunchback guy just

Stays with his hunch, and the smiling

Guy just stays smiling. A chair
And a table, a table and

A chair. Both of them play
Together, giving birth to

A cup of coffee. A guy
And a gal. A gal and a guy
Both of them play together
Giving birth to the mind of

Hatred. Giving birth to the nutgrass ...

Saigon 011202
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Doan Minh Hai

TU DAU

Nguoi tir dau dén dén hay vé day

nam chét trén doi troc thoi gian sau
d6i nui non cay thanh rimg xanh

tho1 gian sau nita rung chay xac nguoi

cling chang con nhung van cé ngudi héi
ngudi tir dau dén dén hay vé diy

va chét trén doi troc thoi gian sau

sau ntta doi troc nim xua van la

doi troc v&i nhitng tang da bo vo
bo vo nhu nhitng tam bia troi dung
ngudi tir dau dén dén hay vé diy
nam chét trén doi troc vdi than thé

khong thuwong tich khong b1 dao dam hay
sung bin — thoi gian sau nguoi ta biét
ring trai tim ctia nguoi di nat tan

trai tim nat tan.

05.2005
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Doan Minh Hai

FROM WHERE

From where are you coming, newly coming
or just returning, to lie dead on the bare
hill. Later, the hill will become a mountain,
and the trees will become a deep forest.

Later and later, the mountain will burn,

and your body will be gone; however,
somebody will keep asking that from where
are you coming, newly coming or just

returning, to lie dead on the bare hill.
Later, and still later, the bare hill

of the ancient years will remain a bare
hill with some boulders lonely, so lonely

as the stela erected by gods. From

where are you coming, newly coming or
just returning, to lie dead on the bare

hill with a body having no wounds, neither

a knife thrust nor a gunshot — Later, people
will know that your heart has broken into
pieces, that your heart has broken into

pieces.

05.2005
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Doan Minh Hai

NAM XUA

Pém hiy budng tha dimg xiét co
dém hay buong tha dung de lén
nguc — nguoi dan ba ngdi im nhu
tirong cam thach nguoi dan 6ng ngoi

1m nhu tinh vat nguol dan ba

van ngdi im nhu thé tir cai

nim dudi nude di bang thuyén va
trén bo di xe ngwra nguo1 dan

ba van ngo1 1im nhu the tu

cal nam v1 vua nha Nguyen cuol
cung len ngd1 va nguo1 dan ong
con yéu dau ... dau yéu va nguoi
dan ba van ngo1 1im nhu the

ro1 nguol dan ong liec nhin chi
thay mot twong da cam thach rin
mo hoi1 can phong lanh toat dong
bang ... bang dong ...

Saigon 250503
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Doan Minh Hai

THE ANCIENT YEARS

Oh night, release your hold, don’t strangle

her neck. Oh night, release your hold, don’t press
on her chest — the woman sits quietly

like a marble statue, and the man sits

quietly like a still object. The woman

has sat quietly like that since the year
when people started rowing boats on rivers
and riding horse carriages on roads. The

woman has sat quietly like that since

the year when the last king of the Nguyen dynasty
was enthroned, and when the man was 1n

love... and still beloved. And the woman still

sits quietly like that. Then the man glances
at her and sees only a marble statue oozing
sweat 1in a cold hall which keeps freezing . ..
keeps freezing ...

Saigon 250503
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Doan Minh Hai

NGUOI NHAC SI GIA
T'ang MVP

Bao nhiéu lan roi t&i nhin vao tam

anh 1n trén bao nguwo1 nhac si gia

nua mai téc ri dau hoi cti va

hai tay budng théng ngoi bén chiéc duong

cam con gia hon nguoi nhac si gia

nhin m3i — nhin m3i — chiéu hém qua to6i
lai nhin bdng nhién mudn hét 1én rd
rang nguoi nhac st dang ngdi bén chiéc

quan-tai cua chinh minh nguo1 nhac si

gia chieéc duong cam gia va cai quan
tai cling gia.
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Doan Minh Hai

AN OLD MUSICIAN

Dedicated to MVP

So many times I gazed at a picture

In the newspaper showing an old musician
who bent his head slightly forward, put
his arms down, and sat next to a piano

which was older than the old musician.
Gazing again, and gazing again.
Yesterday afternoon, I gazed at 1t
again, and suddenly wanted to scream

that the musician obviously was
sitting next to his own coffin. An old
musician, an old piano, and also

an old coffin.
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TAPHOP SO THUC

Néu goi y la

doi song, goi z
la tinh yéu. Néu
go1 u la ban

be, goi1vla

ca phe, va goi1

t la ho hen

thiy =z

+ U t+v

+ ¢t hinh nhu
van thiéu. Néu goi
r 1la qua khu,

go1 s la hien

tal, va go1 ¢

la twong la1 thi
Y=g %

U t+v-t

e ol s o

s + t hinh

nhu van chua du.
S€ go1 m la

mua xuan, # la
mua dong, [ la
nhimg giot nudc mit,
o la tay nim,
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ASET OF REAL NUM

If saying that y 1s

life, then just say that z
1s love. If

saying that u 1s
friend, v 1s

coffee, and

f1s a tryst,

theny =z

T U TV

+ t appears to fall
short. If saying
that r 1s the past,

s 1s present,

and ¢ 1s future, then
y=z %+

u+v-+t

VT

§ + [ appears

still not enough.

I will say that m 1s
the spring, n 1s
winter, / 1s

drops of tears,

o 1s hand-holding,

Pai Sur

BERS
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p la day vo,
g la ume.

y =tat ca

Go1x la em

thi y s& bang

x va sé& bang

khong khi em khong
con la sd thue.
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p 1s anxiety,
and g 1s 1gnorance.

y = all

If saying that x 1s you,
then y will be equal
to x and will be equal

to zero when you are
not a real number anymore.
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Pai Sur

TAP HOP SO AO

Khi em khong con
la s6 thuc v

bang x va khong
bang khéng ma dung
ray = ix

em la ao doi

song la 4o vi

no la em va

nhimg gi thudc vé
no z, u, v,

t, qua khtr, hién

tai, twong la1, m,

n, 1, tay nam.,

day vo, ume

cling ao theo dung
luat toan hoc. Nhung
ta vira thay em
chiéu qua trong tay
nam voi ké khac,

va ta le than

X4c ta vé ril

ruol, doi séng ta
that su da la

con s6 khong to
tirdng Ta dang muodn
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Pai Sur

ASET OF IMAGINARY NUMBERS

When you are not

a real number y equal

to x anymore and are not

a zero, then 1t must

bey =ix

because you are imaginary
and life 1s 1imaginary, because
it 1s you and

all things belonging to

it—2z u, v

1, the past, the

present , the future, m,

n, [, hand-holding,

anxiety, 1gnorance —

are also i1maginary, according to
the law of algebra. Yet

1 Just saw you

yesterday atternoon holding
hands with an other guy,

saw me dragging my

body home exhaustedly, and saw my
life really being a

huge zero who now wants

123 » Poetry Narrates



noi diéu gi chinh
ta cling khong hieu.

Ghi chu
D¢ doc duoc bal nay xin doc ba1 “Tap hop so thuc”
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to say something that
1 myself also cannot understand.

Note
Please read the poem “A Set of Real Numbers™ before reading the

above poem
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Pai Sur

KHOANG GIUA

I 2 khong co g1

¢ khoang gitra, x y
khong co g1 ¢ khoang

gilta, ngay dém khong co
g1 0 khoang gitra. Bo

di khoang gitra 12, xy,
ngaydeém. Theém vao khoang gitra

I <2, x =3y, ngayva déem
Khoang gitta chung ta la
g1? Khong co g1, khong

con gi. Nen chung ta
khong hieu duoc nhau
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Pai Sur

IN BETWEEN

I 2 have nothing

in between, x y

have nothing 1n

between, and day night have
nothing in between. Take

away the middle space of 12, xy,
day night. Add a space 1n between

I <2, x =y, day and night.

What 1s the space 1n between
us? Nothing at all, nothing
more at all. Thus we cannot
understand each other.
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Inrasara

SACH HOANG

Khong con ai dé chuyén lai, ban
chép tay ngdn ngang phé tich — sach
lam hoang. Sach khong tim ra nguoi
doc, khong mot lan duoc 14t 1én

nita — sach hoang. Sach bi truy duoi,
day doa, bi chon giau tran di

tan, sach b1 treo mon, bo quén

nim pht bui — sach hoang. Sach khong

con chau con ngo to1, trieu con

chit chét 1i day ciet — sach hoang.
Khong ai chép truyén, nguoi yéu chit
hét himg, d3 tay yéu, mit mo,

da mo1 méet — sach hoang. Cha no1
con chir khong duoc doc to len

treoc luc mat tro1 moc, chung no
bénh — tiéng ndi lam hoang. Vi trang

sach hoang, v&i ca dong ban chép
tay bo hoang.
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Inrasara

WILD BOOKS

Having no more recipients, the handwritten
manuscripts lay strewn in ruins — books
made to be wild. Books find no more
readers, and have no more chances to be

opened — wild books. Books are expelled,

are banished, are buried at the time of
evacuation, are hung to be worn, and are

left to be forgotten 1n dust — wild books. Books

have not been looked at even by children
and their future children; millions of words
lay dead at the bottom of ciet — wild books.

No one handwrites anything anymore;

the word-lovers run out of muse, and feel

tired with their misty eyes and weak hands — wild
books. Dad says that words should not be read loudly
betore the sunrise because they are sick —

voices made to be wild. With book pages now
wild, and with piles of handwritings now wild.

* A ciet 1s a case for carrying books, such as school children might use
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Inrasara

MONG DBOC

Me mong dbc. Thay Kalong thon cudi
dung dua qua lic bao nim nay

da1 han. Mang thai boc khoi budn

t61 chin thang thiéu ngay, me dé

Van chua doc, thay phap néi nim
t61 hét chom song Lu lam lut
tré1 nira play kéo do cin nha
Yo doc toi bon tré ching toi

choi kuk dop ngt lang chét hut
Danh don to1, me khoc. Mong con
doc hon nita, thay phan — thﬁng Klu
s& lam cai gi rat ki quic

khac la tran doi. Me buodn tir
ngay boc thai t6i nhu mang khoi
u doc. Mong doc am me khong
thoi.
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Inrasara

POISONOUS DREAMS

Mom had poisonous dreams. Shaman Kalong
at the edge of the village swung a pendulum,
and foretold a bad drought coming that year.
Pregnant with a sad pouch, Mom gave birth to

me, a stillborn of nine months. Seeing more poisons,
Shaman said that in the year when I cut

the scalp hair tuft, River Lu would flood; it

actually flooded one half of the village,

and broke down the house Yo, where we, the children.,
came nightly to play kuk dop game and sleep

away from home, and almost died. While caning

me, Mom cried. The dreams were more poisonous,

Shaman said — the kid K/u would do something
extremely weird, differently from

others. Mom had become sad since the day

she carried me 1n her tummy as 1t

carrying a poisonous tumor. The poisonous
dreams have haunted Mom endlessly.
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Inrasara

SONG LU

Song Lu sinh ra cung to1 nam dinh

dau. Hai muoi thang han séng Lu ndm
pho1 than tram dong vao long dat Song
Lu chay quyét liét luc té1 v& tiéng

néi dau doi, séng Lu an minh trong
to1 khi to1 bo lang di1 lang bat,

lan nita séng Lu lai ra doi vdi

to1 ngay tré ve. Pung ai hoi sdng

Lu & dau, dat Phan Thiét song Lu

lon day chay ngang tro1 Sa1 Gon bay
Tokyo, sdng Lu tat Baghdad

hat cung Euphrates. Song Lu nga benh

chét khat, nhu tm Sﬂﬂg Lu gian dit
gao thét hay ri ram ké chuyen Song

Lu khd — chay, dimg — déi, day — trao, sdng
Lu nung nong doi cat hay song Lu
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Inrasara

THE RIVER LU

The River Lu and I were born 1n the

same year of the Rooster. In twenty months
of drought, River Lu laid flat to dry its
body and blend into the soil. River

Lu streamed swiftly when I broke out
the first voice of my life, River Lu lay
hidden 1n me when I left the village
for wandering, and again River Lu

came back to life with me the day I returned
home. Nobody should ask where the River
Lu 1s; River Lu has grown up from Phan
Thiet, flowed across the sky of Saigon, flown

over Tokyo, swerved around Baghdad,
and sung with Euphrates River. The River
Lu falls 11l dying of thirst; and like me,
River Lu screams 1ts anger or whispers

the stories. River Lu dries — burned, stands —
hungry, and rises full — spilled; River Lu burns

hot the sand hills, or River Lu breaks its
banks and carries fertile soil to nurture
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tir v& bo chd phu sa boi rudng

dat qué huong. Ca khi song Lu bi

con nguoi bién thanh thir muong thao vo
dung, song Lu van can cu mang phu

sa dO vao bien. Song nhu la mang
phu sa do vao bien.
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the fields and motherland. Even though when
River Lu 1s made by humans to become

a useless gutter, River Lu still carries
patiently the fertile soil and pours into

the ocean. Living as carrying the
fertile soil and pouring into the ocean.
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Inrasara

TRAU KHOC

Nhimg con trau khoc vao doi to1. Chang
Mok hién ngang mdt ¢81 dan dan qua
do6i cop tat phai mong xe cam nhong
ché vé bd ¢6 né khéc tin minh

sap chét, cha dao ho sau lut dau

chon vo1 dam la, me khoc. Dung nam
sau cal Jiong gia dung khoc nhin chau
chit tran dich sau hai dit di trong

chudng c6 don véi mﬁy cu con ngoi
khdc. Cu Pac stmg dai oanh liét moi
mua ca gay hai dau cay, cha qua
ngoai cau Ut ht may chu tréi dé

ra cra mat gan nira simg trai, no

khoc dién dai giay danh dach nhu hom
bi thién, con hon thién trong cha giong
ai, cha vé né khoc. Ban di cap
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Inrasara

THE CRYING BUFFALOES

.l

The crying butfaloes entered my life.
The male buttalo Mok, proudlly 1n his
land, led the herd across the hill; a tiger
slapped on his butt, and a truck carried

him back. He refused to eat grass, cried, and
believed that he was dying. My dad dug

a pit deeper than my height, and buried
him with branches full of leaves; my mom cried.

Exactly a year later, the old female
buftfalo Jiong stood crying, watched her
ograndchildren being led away by the "62
epidemic, and felt the loneliness

in the hollow stable, where her tew offspring
sat crying. The bull Pac with long horns
gloriously rubbed and broke two wings of
the plow yoke every season. When my

dad went out to his mom, my youngest uncle
howled and with my other uncles tied the
bull, then sawed away halt of his left horn;
the bull cried madly, shook as fiercely as
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nang Pateh mii khoc cho dang dep rat
duc cia minh, cha bit kéo xe d&

riét thanh quen, chiing ban quén mat né
cal, ¢6 moi n6 nhd minh ctr trinh

du da qua di sau mua ray, no

khoc khong nwoc mat. Nhitng con trau khoc
wot tud dai tor.
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the day he had been castrated, and as worse

than being castrated for looking like nobody.
When my dad came back home, the bull cried. His
companion, the female Pateh, cried endlessly

for her quasi-masculine beauty. My
dad made her help pull the wagon, and
her peers forgot that she was a female
buffalo; only she remembered that

she was still a virgin and that over

six farming seasons she cried without tears.
The buffaloes cried and wetted my naive years.
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Inrasara

ONG PHOK

Ong khong lam gi ca, di loanh
quanh. Ong khong di dén dau ca,
di o1 vé. Ong khong lam gi

ca, ong suy nghi — khong nghi ra

cai gi ca. Con chau noi thu
an hai, ong cuoi budn. L6i xém
bao do6 luoi biéng, 6ng nin ling.
Khong lo do1, lo ret gi ca —

gifta doi lang bé bdn. Ngoi trén
tang da, ong thng nhin gi ca,
trung trung. Ong lam bam cau than
chti khong ai hiéu gi ca, 6ng

cudi khong ké biét cudi gi ca.

Ong ding dav budc veé phia goc
khuat Xuong rong, va vén vay ngoi
dai. Ong vé, lang nhu thé cta

ong khong la ctia 6ng. Ong vao,
nha cta ong hét la cta ong.
Mot sang thue day, ong bo doi
di mat xwong cot.
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Inrasara

MR. PHOK

He did nothing, just rambled around. He

arrived nowhere, just went out and came back
home. He did nothing, just thought — and nothing
came out from his thoughts. His children and

grandchildren said that he was a parasite;

he smiled sadly. The neighbors said that he was
lazy; he stayed silent. Just not worrying

about getting hungry and cold — amid

the village life full of mess. Sitting on

a rock, he looked at nothing, just gazed at
nowhere. He mumbled some magic words, and
nobody understood; he laughed, and nobody

knew why he laughed. He stood up, walked to the
corner after the cacti, pulled up his

dress a bit, sat down and peed. He returned,

and his village belonged not to him anymore.

He got home, and his home belonged not to
him anymore. In a morning, he woke

up, left his life, walked away, and lost all
bones and ashes.
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Inrasara

MOT NGAY TRONG POI TRAN WU KHANG

Mbt ngay trong doi ciia Tran Wi
Khang mot ngay nhur moi ngay * hin
budc chim rii vé phia chu::}ng bﬂ
dang cao lén khom khom, hin dimg

Lai nan na hoi 1au roi budce

té1. MOt ngay nhu moi ngay budi
sang hin m& chot chudng tur tir
vay thoi, nhin I bo buoc ra

Kho1 chuﬁng chim rii hin dém mot
- hai - ba - bon - nim timg con mot

roi nhin theo dudi con cudi cung

di khuat sau khom xuong rong, han

Quay lai ngdi trén ghé may dudi
gian muop & do co san binh

tra v6i ly den vo hin vira

mang to1. Mot ngay nhuw moi1 ngay

Hin ndi cam on minh dam dang
nuo1 anh ngav ba bita ching lam

ra dmng tién hat gao trin tré
ndi day banh xe thi ca Viét
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Inrasara

ONE DAY IN THE LIFE OF TRAN WU KHANG *

One day 1n the life of Tran Wu Khang,
a day just like every day, he walks
slowly to the cow barn, parades his bent
and large figure, stops a little bit, and

Then walks forward. In a day just like

every day, in the morning he lifts

the barn latch thus slowly, watches the cows
come out of the barn slowly, counts one- two-

Three-four-five every cow, then observes
the tail of the last one vanishing behind
the clump of cactus, and returns to sit

On a cane chair beneath the arbor of
loofa where a teapot and a black cup
are just brought there by his wife. In a day
just like every day, he says thanks to

Her for devotedly bringing three meals
a day for him, who cannot make a cent
or a grain of rice while soberly pushing

the wheel of Vietnamese poetry being
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Pang mic ket duéi lay lin téi

dau khong biét & khéng ai biét
hin thing thing nhim nhi nhin vao
tro1 nang. Mot ngay nhu moi ngay

Buoi chiéu khi céi dudi lo con

bo cudi cung lot thém vao chudng
hin budc di dang lom khom cao
16n vé phia chudng tir tir dong

Chot lai mot ngay trong doi cta
han.

* Tran Wii Khang 1a tay vlet nghlep du, c{:- val bai dang bao
vao khoang 1996. Sau gan 10 nim an, xuat hién tré lai vao

2004
“mot ngay nhu mo1 ngay™: Lo1 trong mot bai hat cua Trinh
Cong Son
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Stuck 1n the sleet to make 1t roll to an

unknown place that nobody knows about;

thus he sips tea slowly and watches the
sunshine. In a day just like every

Day, 1n the afternoon when the spotted
tail of the last cow gets 1n the barn, he
parades his bent and large figure, walks
slowly to the cowbarn, and latches inside

a day of his life.

* Tran Wi Khang was an amateur writer, having some articles pub-
lished 1n newspapers around 1996. After ten years living as a recluse,

he appeared again in 2004.

“A day like every day”: words from a song written by Trinh Cong Son.
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Inrasara

SONG LUI

Té1 song trong céng dong ma moi thir
déu lui. Nhitng dam cay moc lui nhd
dan vao hat mam, tin kiép truoc hat
mam. Con séng chay lui, rat Xiét. Thing

ban to1 dam chau cua to1 anh chi

em cha me to1 di1 lu1 be dai

dan. T6i dirng nhin bat luc, khong thé
chi nfu. Nhitng v tuwéng nghf lui vé

thoi tién s, ban chép tay moc thém
trang 14t [ui nhu thé hét lam that
lac. Ngo1 nha co hang xom thuo be
tho d6 nat duoc dung tro lai. Giong

ndi quen va la néi lui vao chiéu

vao trra vao dém goi day oan hon

tu si tiéng thét dai ngd danh thirc

loai ho mang than thoai truon do mot
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Inrasara

LIVING IN REVERSE

I live 1n a town where all things go 1n
reverse. The bushes grow reversely,

shrink smaller back into seeds. and roll back
into the past-life seeds. The river tlows

reversely, very swiftly. My friends,

my nephews and nieces, my siblings, and
my parents walk reversely, and

steadily become smaller, younger.

Helplessly, I stand, watch and cannot grasp
things back. The brains think reversely
into the prehistory; the handwritten

pages decrease, turning reversely for

never being lost. The ruined house of the
neighbor girl 1s built reversely, becoming
back the house of her young days. The
volces, familiar and unknown, talk

reversely into the atternoons and
noons and nights, calling up the wronged ghost

of a priest whose enlightened shout wakes up
the legendary copperhead, which slithers
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g{:ﬂ: ring. Tran 16¢ thoi lui boc 1ép
trarn tich 16 thién bat ngan thanh pho
cO triéu triéu vién gach vun lanh lan
tro la1 dung menh mong cum thap xum

xué ban tay vay moi cudi mau 4o
lang mac tiéng qua kéu li chim bay
[ti vao vom ning. Minh t61 dimg ¢
doc.
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and crushes a corner of the forest. The
tornado blows reversely, peels away

the layer of sedimentary rocks,

and shows thousands of ancient cities, where

millions of bricks become new again to

build countless clusters of towers, and where

the waving hands, smiling lips, colorful

clothes, villages, crow’s cries, and flocks of birds

fly reversely into the sunshine arc.
I solely stand, lonely.
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Inrasara

TRE DAI

T61 d3 1am kho ¢ lang giéng nién

khéa cubi trung hoc trude khi 1am lang
thang. Ndm nim nang cho, thing Vang noi
may qua té lam noé kho may ngt

ngon an khoe con nhan rang cuoi1 nhu
khi. Oi em con hay d3 thanh ma,*
hém nay troi tring nao biét? To6i da
chiri t& ba nha qué dang tudi me

khong mot o1 ba quay lu‘ng di1 dang
lom khom mubn d6. Bén muoi nim ba
quen, to1 thi cr nho. To1 da choi

bdp co6 cht ché con nha hang xém

cho tdi chét. To61 da bé trom ca

dong ming tre bac nguoi Raglai ban
n6i kho cla cha. Tdi dd dénh bé

hé1 dong thang chin trau lang bén in
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Inrasara

A NAIVE YOUTH

[ made a neighbor girl suffer in my

last year of high school betore I became
a wanderer. She waited five years for me;
my buddy Vang told me that I behaved

et

badly because I made her suffer while

I slept tightly, ate well and laughed with teeth
showing like a monkey. Oh, is she still

in this life or gone to become a ghost —

can the sky or moon know the answer now?
I swore badly at a rural woman

who looked the same age as my mother, and
then saw her quietly turning her back,

hobbling away and almost falling down.
Forty years later, she now forgets and

[ still remember. I played with the neighbor’s
dog and choked it to death. I, like a thief,

plucked bunches of bamboo shoots from a Raglai
who was my father’s childhood friend. I joined

a mob beating on a cowherd from a
neighboring village who came to steal a
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cap ltia bo bac Phok. Téi d3 trinh

trong thir hoc lam thién su rti bo

sau lung su d3 roi d3 roi da roi

nhung khong thé. Khéng su ¢6 nao khién

t61 don ngd khong bai hoc nao lam
to1 tiem ngo. To1 da khong the quén
khong bao gi10. Bao gio.

* Tho Nguyén Duc Son
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bundle of rice stalks from uncle Phok. 1
solemnly tried to learn how to be a

zen master, dropped behind all things of the
past, and could not do that. No incident

could make it.
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Nguyéen Pat

MOT LAN GIUA NHIEU LAN

Mot lan gilta nhleu lan di ngang
chiéc cau nhin xudng dong sdng thay
do1 den mau tren he duong duoi
chiéc cau mua x0i xa cir doi

M3i mdt ngudi chang téi suot dém
thau mot lan 61 mot 1an qua

nhiéu lan ctr dimg sudt dém thau
tir nhtt minh khong thé tré vé

Bat cir dau bat ké tu nhu
minh lan nay day chic 1a lan
minh tu t& mot lan gilra nhiéu
lan la lan nay day trén mot

Bé ctra sO trén cao trén nha

ph6 mbt b@ng hoa dé thim mua
tir nhé mot 1an ngd thay mot
lan théi cling di xong vé noi
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Nguyéen Pat

ONCE AMONG MANY TIMES

Once among many times I walked across

the bridge, looked down at the river, and saw
life turn black on sidewalks under the bridge
while the rain fell hard and waited for

someone who could not come all night long. once,
oh, once and so many times, I stood all night
long, and told myself that I could not return
anywhere, despite that I told myself

that this one time could be the time I would
kill myself once among many times, and
that this time at the base of a window

high up from a townhouse there appeared

under the rain a deep red flower which
I saw this one time and told myself that
just this one time was enough for me to
return.
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Nguyéen Pat

NGHIA TRANG DA THO

To1 co mot cO em

J doi Da Tho nhan
Rang to1 hay mau tro
Veé doi di quy s€

Dan to1 tdi mo sé

Biéu noi nay dich thuc
La qué cua toi day

Du khong phai que to1
Nhung co em da ¢

Do do1 do1 da quy

Da bay nhieu nam ngay
Dai bay nhiéu ning hanh
Gi6 hat hiu doi doi

Da quy canh bén hoa
Vang bia md khic tén
Em trén doi Pa Tho
Trén vach nu1 da tren
Than thong gia budc to1
Queén kho hon la nho
Mua vé toi cling vé

Théi qué toi day hién
Nhién tring lung ddi bui
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Nguyéen Pat

DA THO CEMETERY

I have a younger sister from

Da Tho Hill who sends word that I
should rush back to the hill of
suntlowers, where she will take
me to the graveyard and will

say that her hometown 1s truly
there despite that 1t 1sn’t truly
hers; however, my sister lives
there among everlasting sunflowers,
and her years of innocence

have become years of crispy
sunshine and forever breezing

wind. Stems of sunflowers slant
their yellow blossoms over

a tombstone with her name engraved
which stands on Da Tho Hill and
next to a wall of rock mountain
where an old cypress tree makes

me became part of the memorial

and where I visit every

season. Thus my hometown 1s

tull of white dust on the middle

ot the hill, where stems of sunflowers
slant their yellow blossoms
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Da quy ca1 hoa vang
Tren mo Pa Tho trao
Em, em gui lai1 to1.
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over Da Tho’s tombstone to
her — and she passes the flowers
on to me.
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

DI PHUCOT EM OI

Tam biét thanh pho6 néng nhu 16
Itra nhitng ngay nang mua that thuong
nghet tho to1 ba 10 len vai

hanh trang khong phai khau sung tieu
lién vo1 hai co sO dan giet
nguol cua mot ngay ba mwo1 nam

trudc van con bdéng rop trong tri
nho hom nay to1 ham ho lén
duong di phuot vol woc mo da

b1 vo nat nhau to1 di tim
ba me Man Cao [Lan an nam
x01 thom trong cau tho di vang

dém ve nhay Itra vui hat gitra
rung ngu quen ben dong suoi trong
xanh to1 di tim nam to1 muon

tam tuo1l nam to1 har muoi tuol

nam to1 ba muoi1 tuolr nam to1
bon muo1 tuoi khi to1 chua he
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

PLEASE GO PHUOI1, OH MY DARLING

Saying goodbye to the city which burns
like 1n a fiery furnace and has erratic
days of rain and sun, I wheezily shoulder

a backpack of belongings — not the machine
gun and two bullet-magazines for
killing of thirty years ago that are

still burning 1n my memory today.
Eagerly to go phuot with a dream that
has been crumpled, I go to search for

the Man Cao Lan mother who eats a handful
of fragrant sweet rice in ancient poems, dances
nightly around a bonfire, sings to

the forest and falls asleep near a clean
blue creek. I go to search for the year when
I was eighteen years old, when I was twenty

years old, when I was thirty years old, when

I was forty years old, when I had earlier
neither made love with you nor learned to
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lam tinh v&1 em cling khong biét
tro quay tinh duc em. To1
dat em ngo1 lén ban va noi

vo1 em mot dieu don gian Xin
em dung tin nhitng dicu la1 nhai
quanh em hay cui xuong tin vao

do1 ban chan em dang buoc di
hdy ngang lén tin vao tieng dap
tral tim nguc em va neéu co

thé xin em hiy tin vao tinh
yeu cua to1 danh tang cho em
hom nay khi tam hon to1 cling

da khoac ba 10 lén duong di
phuot bo lai phia sau nhitng thang
ngay don hen chat hep doi to1.

* d1 phwot nghia la ba 10 trén vai va di xe
mo to va khong ngu trong khach san.
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sexually harrass you. I make you sit on
the desk and tell you a simple thing that
you should not believe the words parroting

around you, and please lower your head and
trust your feet while you are walking, and
please raise your head and trust the heartbeats from

your chest, and 1f possible please trust
the love I have for you today when my
soul already carries a backpack to

g0 phuot and leaves behind my months and days
of a shametful life.

Note
phirot means to go travelling with a motorcycle

and a backpack, and not staying at any hotel/motel.
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

GUONG MAT THAT TINH YEU

P3 nhiéu lan anh mubn hai ting
em nhitng bong hoa ngoai bai song
nhitng bong hoa khong co tén, nhiing

bong hoa co mui cua dat bun
cO mui cua anh nang, co mui
cua nhitng con gi10 khong he biet

do du, nhu‘ng bﬂng hoa co mot
cuoc do1 ngan ngan ngui ngul quyét
liet, chung chi song co mot ngay

chung no tung canh vao luc binh
minh khi dat tro1 rang sang va
chung rung canh ta to1 tan lu

khi1 mat tro1 lan xudong. Da nhieu
lan anh la1 muon choang lén vai
em chiéc ba 10 bui va kéo

em d1 lang thang bat can cting

tI'G'l cudi dat. Bem mua he ta
nim bén nhau gidng nhw hai con
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

TRUE FACE OF LOVE

So many times I want to give you
the flowers plucked from river banks,
the flowers that have no names, the flowers

that have the smell of dirt and mud, the smell
of sunshine, the smell of unwavering
winds, and the flowers that have a short life

of powerfulness — they live only one
day blooming in the sunrise when light shines
through the sky and earth and scattering

the falling petals when the sun goes down.
So many times I want to strap on your
shoulders a “dirt backpack™ and drag you

to wander carelessly to the border
of sky and earth. In summer nights we will
lie down beside each other like two small
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dé nhé cung udng nhitng giot swong
dém dang lang I€ ro xuong tu
bau troi1 cao b1 an, chung ta

s& bat chot nhin thay rat 1o
guwrong mat that cua tinh yéu ma

bao nhiéu nam thang qua anh va

em van me mai tuyet vong di tim.
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crickets drinking the dewdrops of night
calmly falling from the mysterious
sky and we will suddenly see very

clearly the true face of love that for so
many years and months you and [ have
searched for desperately.
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Nguyen Dinh Chinh

POI MAT EM BUON BIET MAY

no1 it tho1 xin a1 dung no1
ntra nhitng bud1 som mua thu nhiing
bud1 som mua dong va ca nhitng

bud1 som mua he, mua Xuﬁn em
biét khong anh buﬂn dﬂﬂ noi ngam
mieng lai va tron ra ngm trén

nhip cau giy doi & cudi thi
xa. Cay cau nay hoi chién tranh
da b1 bom xe nat tan tanh

bay gi1o khong hi€u sao no lai
b1 bo quen. Va cling khong hieu
sao khi cui nhin dong nwoc duoi

chin cau dang cudn cudn troi di
anh lai thay d61 mit ctia em

mo to dau don dam dam. Do1

mit buon dén ndi anh nhin thﬁy
nhu’ng nam thang chlen tranh chia
ly, chét chéc dang gam thét hién

ve ... hien ve ... hien ve ... hién ve.
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

YOUR EYES ARE SO SAD

talk less, please talk no more 1n the autumn
mornings, 1n the winter mornings, and also
in the summer and spring mornings, when you

would know that I am so sad that I shut
my mouth and go into hiding to sit
on the broken span of the bridge at

the end of town, which had been bombed and
had collapsed 1in the war and now 1s
forgotten for some unknown reasons

and now I don’t know why when I watch
the flowing river past the old bridge I

also see your eyes wide opened and deeply
saddened. Your eyes are so sad that I now
see the years and months of the deadly war

roar again and come back ... come back ... come back ...

come back.

169 » Poetry Narrates



Nguyen Pinh Chinh

SANG NAYMI PI ...

Sang nay mi di xem phim vé mot
cO ga1 b1 giet chet trong chien tranh
cach day hon ba muwo1 nam, mac

du 6ng dao dién di khoc ho nguoi
xem rat nhieu nhung khi den bat lén
mi van khong thé dém duoc nhitng doi

mit dang khéc, trén duong vé mi tu
ho1 con nhin thay bao nhieu giot nuwroc
mat nhu vay trong mat nhitng nguoi that

nghiép ngoi 1€ la & ngoai cho dua
nguoi, trong mat nhitng ba me duoc vinh
danh anh hung vi co con chét cung

thoi véi nhan vat trong phim, trong mit
nhitng nha tho bang bo nhung deé mau
nuwoc mat, trong mat nhirng ba me My

co con mat tich tren chién truong bén

ngoal nwoc My va trong mat ca lu
nguo1 nhang nhao khong r6 tén tuo: dang
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

THIS MORNING YOU WENT ...

This morning you went to watch a film about
a young woman getting killed in the war
more than thirty years ago. Even though

the director had cried for the movie-
goers so much, when the lights were turned on you
could not count how many pairs of eyes were

crying, and on the way home you asked yourselt
how many such tears were 1n the eyes of
the jobless who sat around 1n the markets

trying to sell their muscles, 1n the eyes
of the mothers who were honored as heroines
for their sons getting killed 1n the same war

with the film character, in the eyes of
the poets who were blasphemous but quick
to shed tears, 1in the eyes of the American

mothers whose sons had gone missing in the

battles outside America, and 1n
the eyes of the nameless unashamed who
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hi ha ngdi kia noi phong may lanh
nhang nhdo dém nhitng 16 dat va hang
dong bao tai tién vira ctrop duoc qua

nhimg du an mo am, bon nay co
khoc khong nhi, co day, chung con khoc
tham thi€t hon tat ca nguoi lwong thién,

nhitng giot nwoc mat cua chung that dang
so vi1 nhitng giot nwrocmat nay ro

xuong khong chia se tinh ye€u thuong

ma chi moc lén su vo on do1

tra tom lom khien mi buon non nhw

phai di ngang qua bai tha ma cua

nhimg tam hon thoi rita thoi rira
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were joytully sitting in air-conditioned
rooms and 1nsolently counting the land
areas and money bags they’d just robbed

via shady projects. Do these last people
ever cry? Yes, they do. They’ve cried noisily
more tears than all the honest would, and their

tears are so fearful that these tears have fallen
not to share love but to phonily grow
the ungratefulness, and that makes you want

to vomit just like when you walk through a

cemetery of the smelly decomposing,
smelly decomposing souls.
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

BAY LEN
Tang ban K. I.

Mi song hom nay nhu la con
chim nhay nhot ¢ trong mot cai
long dan bang no1 lo so hai

trién mién ngay qua ngay dém qua
dém mi nhin vao tim guong tri

tué cua mi nhu nhin vao mot

qua trung ung khong thé ngti duoc

thé 161 mot budi sang mi di

ra duong di dén mot hiéu cam
do & gitta th:r dm bat Ilhﬁﬂ

mi khong cam c6 4o quan ciing

khﬂng Cam rm hai cai1 lo co
mi cam ¢ noi so hai hen

mon cam tu do1 mi may chuc
nim roi va mi quyét dinh moi

em udng chung mot ly ca phé
hut chung mét diéu man bé rd
mi nim tay em va bay 1én
bay lén xin em dung vo1 hoi
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Nguyen Pinh Chinh

FLYING HIGH

1o my friend K. L

You live today just like a bird dancing

in a cage weaved with fear day after day

and night after night. You look at your mirror
of wisdom just like you look at a

rotten egg that smells terribly and then in
a morning you go out onto the street

and walk to a pawnshop amid a
topsy-turvy market of life where you

pawn neither clothes nor your ancient vases,
but you pawn the shametul fear which has
captured your life for dozens of years and
then you decide to invite your lover

to drink from the same cup of coffee and

to smoke from the same cigarette of Marlboro.
you take her hand and fly high and soar high,
and tell her not to ask where we will fly
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la bay di dau bay di1 dau
ta cu bay lén bay lén em
o1 dung vo1 ho1 vi chung ta

chi ¢4 thé mii mii bay 1én
cao bay mii 1én that cao néu
chiing ta khéng biét ta s& bay
di dau bay vé dau.
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to and where we will soar to, and just to
fly high, just to soar high, my darling, and
not to ask now because we can always

fly high, can always soar high, very very

high 1f we don’t know where we will fly to
and where we will soar to.
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Nguyéen Phan Thinh

KE LA

anh ngay tho va anh song nhu
thang kho dung dua chan trén cau

guc dau nhin dong song tro1 va
ngang dau nhin lan may tro1 va

ngudi thay anh lo mo nghe gid
uutrong taiuuu

trong dau u u u dem ngay
ray rut u u lien mién hoai

anh 1u mu ngdi anh 1o mo
bay va anh lo ngo khoc tham

trroc mo1 no1 dau thurong tam to:
co cong b1 tham biét bao doi

tat ca dién ro tat ca diéu
linh tat ca boc mui anh bay

duol nhitng vi sao va anh bay
mot minh nat long khong a1 hay
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Nguyéen Phan Thinh

ASTRANGER

1 am naive, live like an 1diot, sway
my legs off the bridge, lower my head to

watch the tlowing river, and raise my head
to watch the tloating clouds. and they see me

listen vaguely to the wind — hum and
hum 1n the ears, hum and hum 1n the head,

hum and hum night and day, hum and hum
frettully, unendingly. 1 hazily

sit, 1 fuzzily fly and 1 clumsily
cry inside while facing all the pained,

the shadowed, the benumbed — so tragic 1s
life. all are mad, all are ruined, and

all are stinky. thus 1 fly beneath the stars,
and 1 fly alone while my heart breaks and
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anh ngoi dung dwa chan kh:::rng trén
cau ngudi hing nguoc xudi tat bat

ngay ngay la bay ong tho trong
mot t0 ong nhan tao cam doi

anh bay theo may tro1 theo song
tro1 ra bien tro1 mot minh va

anh dau don khong a1 chia se
mot tinh yéu cung mot niem tin

anh co don lang 1m bay qua
no1 chet truu twong va sieu hinh

kho khao hay khat khung mai nhu
ten la mat o chinh qué minh

lam sao anh co the song dung
dung gitra do1 vo1 nguo1 vo nghia

v0 tinh dén cay cling moc nguoc
va sau bo cling hoa than linh.
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nobody knows. 1 sit and swing my bare legs
oit the bridge, while people go back and

forth busily, acting as worker bees
daily 1n an artificial beehive

of life. 1 fly with the clouds, flow with the
river, and float alone into the vast

ocean, and 1 suffer that nobody
shares a love and a beliet. 1 am

lonely, fly calmly over
abstract and metaphysical death, and

always feel naive or insane just like
a stranger 1n my hometown. how could 1

live indifferently in life with those
who are so unrighteous and so

uncompassionate that trees are growing
upside down and that worms and bugs are

becoming gods.
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Nguyéen Phan Thinh

THANH DIA MAYA

chung ta d1 trén nhiing con duong
thénh thang xwa la nhiing duwong mon
to tién chung ta di khéng dén

dau trén nhiing con duong thenh thang

khong ctra khong nha. nhitng con duong
khong nga ba nga tu khong san

ga khong bén do khong gip ai

quen va cling khong ban khoan ai

la. duong thenh thang mot mau co
pht dén chén troi gitra hai hang
loa vang do1 lo1 ca. chung ta

di budc déu. ching ta di va di

chung ta di va di. ngay va
dem. Taliban, Al-Qaeda,

Holocaust, quan La Ma, bon
SS, sat thu hang loat, bom
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Nguyéen Phan Thinh

THE HOLY LAND OF MAYA

we are walking on the paths which
are so vast, which are the ancient
trails where our ancestors walked and
arrived nowhere, which are the vast

paths that have no doors and houses,
which are the paths that have no three-
way 1ntersections, no four-way
intersections, no train stations.

and no wharts, meeting no acquaintances
and fretting no strangers. the vast

paths are covered by a color flag
stretching to the horizon between

two lines of speaker poles that
are echoing the songs. we march. we

march and march. we march and march. days
and nights. Taliban, Al-Qaeda,

Holocaust, the Roman soldiers,
the SS thugs, the mass kallers,

the suicide bombers, the ground-to-
ground missiles, the nuclear bombs,
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tw sat, hoa tién dat doi dat,

bom nguyén tit, bom thoi, bom vi
sinh.... chung ta di1 trén nhitng con
duong thénh thang dau cti miéng cAm

ngay va dém. chung ta di va
di khong dén dau. va trong tAm
tri nhoa nhat chung ta nhin thay
thanh dia kim tu thap Maya.
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the dirty bombs, the biological

bombs... we walk on the vast paths, lower
our heads, and shut our mouths, days and
nights. we walk and arrive nowhere.

and 1n our foggy minds, we see
the holy land of the Pyramid Maya.
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Nguyéen Phan Thinh

NANG RUC RO NHU CHIM CONG

nang ruc r& nhu chim cong
huyén bi nhu chim hong hoc
than thoai nhu chim lac tur
tréng dong va co tich xua.

nang mua luon that my le
nang veo von that du duong
nang héa thanh than tién va
hép hon ngudi trong mo wdce

khat khao déem nung Iira dien.
nang ru nguo1 di nhu ma

tro1 nhur am binh luc suc

nhu cho nhu ga nhu rac bul.

tat ca cho hanh phuc lira

my vé tinh yéu mot gdc

dong phuong truyén doi an tre.
va duo1 khi moc daira
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Nguyéen Phan Thinh

SHE IS RADIANT LIKE A PEAFOWL

she 1s radiant like a peatowl,
mystical like a hong-hoc bird, and
legendary like a Lac bird

emerging from the bronze drums and

ancient stories. she dances and curves
gracefully, she sings 1n high notes
melodiously, she transforms into

gods and immortals, and she swallows

people’s souls in dreams that she’s craved
for in the burning night of crazy

fire. she calls for her people to go

like wandering ghosts, like soldiers

of the afterlife, like the six kinds

of animals, like dogs, like chickens.
like trash and dust. she does all just for
a decewving happiness, and for

a love hidden 1n an oriental
corner that has been passed along

for generations resentfully.
and the tail of the monkey grows
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16ng m¥§ miéu roi rung hét
tréen ngai vang khai hoan nang
gilta bay heo mic do jeans
g1o dit do cuon khot khet ...
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longer and the beautiful hair

vanishes while she sits on the
triumphal throne among the pigs

in jeans, shows her red butt and laughs

screechingly ...
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Thién Pdng

ME
r

Me kéu bing tiéng kéu xua bén
dong gi6 lanh. Me oi me kéu

bang tiéng kéu xua trén d6i nui
lanh. Tiéng kéu khéng con nao nao

nhu xura nhung yeu thuong con vang
am xwa nhu me keu ba bo

canh dong xwa lén nu1 do1 xwra
d1 tim dat la. Nhu me keu

ba tir nui do1 xua vé dun

cat xua nam nghe séng bién. Nhu
dun cat xua vong tiéng kéu xua
tiéng me kéu ba tir thiia ngay

xura bén dong gid lanh.

Phu Dién 08.2008
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Thién Pdng

MOM

Mom calls out with an ancient yell nearby

a field amid the cold wind. Dear mom., mom
calls out with an ancient yell on a cold
mountain. The yell 1s not emotional

like the old one, but the love within still
echoes the old sound called out by mom to
urge dad to leave the old field, to go up
the old mountain, and to look for a strange

land. Just like when mom called dad out to leave
the old mountain, to come back to the old

sand dune, to lie down and to listen to

the ocean waves. Just like the old sand dune

1s echoing the ancient yell called out
by mom to dad since the old days nearby
a field amid the cold wind.

Phu Diéen 08.2008
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Thién Pdng

CAPMAT CUA GA CANTH]I

To1 dé quen cap mat
0 trén ban va bay

g10 trong khi to1 quo
quang tim no thi no

tro nén mu loa truoc
the gio1.
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Thién Pdng

THE EYES OF AMYOPIC GUY

I forgot my eyes
on the desk and right

now while 1 clumsily
grope for them, they

become blind 1n front of
the world.
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Thién Pdng

DPOAN CHUONG NAM NGOAI

thé ky nay ai con ngdi voi

burc trong vo1 ca1 bong voi tan
canh gi6 lanh bén khu vuon roi
sém mai ngoi ém tro than ai

con di1 di nhu ma khong non

va toi va nhan anh va dén

ngoi va doc ba chuwong truyén dudi
ngon dén trudce léu dém dong ai

con ngo1 nghe mua ke doi sen
tan va ho nuoc day va tieng
210 va ho1 chuong va mot lan

suc tinh trong doi buodn.

04.2007
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Thién Pdng

A BRIEF CHAPIER LAST YEAR

in this century who still sits aside

a wall, casting a shadow and waiting

the night fading despite the cold wind
invading from the garden; then who 1n an

early morning hugs the ashes and charcoals

who still walks and walks like a ghost without

a hat and a straw coat and a human

image, and comes and sits and reads three story -

chapters under a lamp 1n front of the
tent in a winter night who still sits and hears
the rain tell the stories of a lotus

withering and a lake swelling and a

wind whistling and a bell tolling and finds
oneself suddenly awakening in a sad life.

04.2007
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Translated by Tran Vii Lién TAm
Tran Vii Lién Tam dich
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Bim

VAI MON BI PO PI

em lam mon trung va
canh b1 anh chi nho
1o mo vay khi sang
nay em day rat sém

vira lam vira ngdm anh
ngu anh nghi vay anh

cb cing mit ra dé

kho1 dong mot ngay moi

thay em dang chim chut
lam va chim cht ngam
anh ngt thé ma chiing ta
d3 d6 di mon trimg

canh bi va vai mon

khac chi ta1 anh no1

khong muon an g1 khi
anh cO cang mat ra
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Bim

SOME DISCARDED DISHES

you made the egg dish and
pumpkin soup, 1 vaguely
remember, when this
morning you woke up

very early (you're)
cooking while admiring
me sleep, 1 thought so,
1try to strain my

eyes open to start

a new day, (1) saw
you were carefully
cooking and carefully

admiring me sleep,

such that we threw the
egg dish away the
pumpkin soup and some

other dishes just
because 1 said (1)
don’t want to

eat anything, when
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dé khéi dong mot ngay
mao1 bén canh em va
mon trung va canh bi
va val mon khac em

cham chu cham chu ngam

anh khi anh ngu luc

sang nay.
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1 try to strain my
eyes open to start

a new day, by your
side and the egg dish

and pumpkin soup and
some other dishes,

you carefully admire
me when [ was sleeping

this morning.



Bim

LAM NHAM

ldm luc dai loai
nhu t61 nay nd
hoic vai thr gibng
né ching theé tu
1t minh day la

ltic té bd xudng

ban mo sach len

an | dan duong con
gian van nim ngtra
vO vong trén khoang
hanh lang can phong
s6 bay ai ma

biét [ ] 1y do né

dau ddi dat chan
dap tro1 mac ke
tiéng nudc x0i trong
phong tam hay tiéng
thé may anh cong
nhén dai loai thé

to phai lam g1

giup con gian lat
nguoc | |
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Bim

BLABBER

many times randomly

like tonight, 1t or some

thing like 1t, cannot up-

turn on 1ts own, that 1s

when I drop on the desk

a bunch of books condemning|
leading the way, the roach

still lays upward hopeless

on the hall’s tloor of room
number seven, who knows

| | the reason, its head

holding the earth feet
stomping the sky, despite
running water in the

bathroom or breathing noise
of the blue workers,
something like that, what shall
I do to help the roach

turn over [ |.
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Bim

TUN MUN

¢ goc do em o1

nhitng con meo dang nghich
va leo treo trén cay

chung khong tro chuyen, khong
c6 mdt béng Quynh trang
ngay tho nao hét anh

udng nudc ca rot ép

va hut thuoce 14 &

cal quan cafe chung

minh d3 ngdi quan ca-

fe minh anh ngdi con

mua ngoai tro1 khong du
wot nhitng con meo lang

1& im lim gifta bon

bé tuong dung em oi

khong mot bong Quynh nao
no ben anh va ly

nude ca rot ép nhitng

chiéc ghé lanh nhiing con
meo khong tro chuyén chung
leo cay va nghich nhiing
chiéc 14 khd.

Saigon chieu 11/08

Tho Ké » 204



Bim

TRIFLES

at that corner, dear babe,

there are cats playing and

climbing on trees, they don’t talk,
there’s no naive white night-blooming
cereus™®, 1 drink the pressed

carrot juice and smoke cigarettes

at the coffee shop we had

sat, the coffee shop I sat

alone, the rain outside 1s

not enough to wet, the cats

quietly stay silent 1n

the middle of four standing

walls, dear babe, not one

Orchid Cactus blooms by me

and the glass of pressed carrot,

the cold chair, the cats do not

talk, they climb trees and play with
the leaves.

* Epiphyllum Oxypetalum, Vietnamese word 1s Quynh,
which 1s also known as Orchid Cactus. It 1s a tropical
flower which has been known as the “Queen of the Night.”
Quynh 1s also a name for girls.
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TINH VAT

Ly ruou duoc day qua
day lai trén ban, ban
tay cam ly ruou thay
d6i toc d6 di chuyen
ban dau cua ly ruou,
nhanh dén chong mat, ban
tay cam ly ruou ty

& thuan vdi toc do

cua no, lo1 no1 ty

le nghich vo1 no, theo
thoi gian toc d6 cua

ly ruou cham dan va
roi nhitng ban tay ho
hitng V61 nd va roi
nhitng 101 no1 chua chat
V01 no, ly ruou di
chuyén véi van toc say
cho dén khi né khéng
con dung vimng, ly ruou

Pai Sur

ro1 vao khoang khong cham

dat v& toang,
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Pai Sur

o Ll LIEE

The wine glass 1s being pushed back
and forth on the table, the hand

holding the wine glass changes

the beginning speed of the wine

glass, fast to the point of feeling

dizzy, the hand holding the wine

glass 1s proportional with its

speed, the spoken words disproportional
against 1t, with time the speed of

the wine glass slows down and then the
hands become inditferent with

it and then the spoken words are

harsh with 1t, the wine glass moves

with such speed that 1t’s drunk to

the point 1t cannot stand firmly,

the wine glass drops into space touching
the earth |and| shatters.
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CACH LAM MUA THU

Vat lieu: mot bao la

kho. mot chut nﬁng som
(hay ning cudi ngay), mbt
chut lanh, mot vai cay

tro trui. Cach lam: rai

“14 khd” vao noi can

o1 nhat trong ban, tha
“chut lanh™ vao no1 lanh
nhat trong ban, dé nhiing
“cay tro tru1” vao noi

tro trén nhat trong ban,
va cudi cung tha ho

“mdt chut nang sém” hay
“nang cudi ngay” vao noi
bit dau, hay no1 tan

cliing nhat trong ban (4
nhu vay vai ngay). Ban

da co duoc mot
Mua Thu?
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Pai Sur

RECIPE FOR AN AUTUMN SEASON

Ingredients: One bag of dry

leaves, one bit of morning sun

(or sun of the ending day,)

one bit of cold, a few bare

trees. Instructions: spread “dry leaves”

into the utmost unfertilized
place within you, drop “a bit
of cold” into the coldest

place within you, place “the bare
trees” to the most impudent
place 1in you, and finally drops
lightly “a bit of morning

sun” or “sun of the ending
day” to the beginning, or

the utmost ending place within
you (cover like that for a few

days). Friend, do you have one
Autumn season yet?
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Pai Sur

KET QUA

dém day nhitng giac
mo ra phia ngoai

noi khong can d6i
mit noi khong can

do1 mo1 no1 khong

can cam giac (suy
ngh?) gip nhimg diéu
ky dieu (khong tuong)
va bai tho la

két qua ctia viée

ngoal tinh trong nhiing
gidc mo.
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Pai Sur

CONCLUSION

The night pushes dreams to the outside
where there’s no need for the pair

of eyes, where there’s no need for

the pair of lips, where there’s no

need for feelings (to think) to

meet the magical (not imagine)

and the poem 1s the conclusion

of the adultery in the dreams.
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Pai Sur

BONG

tho1 gian vo1 va khi

dira con nit dira

khoi1 cua khi nhitng hang
ciy tran trudng vao cudi
nam song song dam cuoi
va dam ma nhitng bong
ci trung lap thanh béng
mol.
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Pai Sur

SHADOW

Time rushes when the baby
walks out doors when the rows
of trees are naked at the

end of the year along

with weddings and funerals
the shadows of the old
collapses into new

shadows.
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D6 Quyén

BOLSA CO GI LA KHONG EM?

cau hoi khong co cau dap, tai
vi 1a em khong thudc vé anh
ntta, cho du bolsa van thudc
vé em, cho du anh van thudc

vé bolsa, cho du anh van
thudc vé em, thé thi £10 cau
ho1 la em co gi la khong
bolsa.

Vancouver, 19-8-2009

Ghi chu
Bolsa duoc coi la thu phu cua nguoi Viet t1 nan.
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D6 Quyén

DOES BOLSA HAVE ANYTHING NEW, HONEY?

The question without answer,
because you‘re no longer mine,
even so Bolsa still belongs

to you, though I still belong

to Bolsa, though I still belong
to you, so now the question

1s do you have any news,
Bolsa.

Note
Bolsa 1s a main street in Westminster, California, and 1s the center of
the greatest concentration of Vietnamese outside of Vietham. Hense,

Bolsa 1s known as the capital of the Vietnamese refugees.
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D6 Quyén

CHUYEN VAN CHUYEN CHUOT CHUYEN ME

(Téng M. A. & K. P)

nghe no1 Margaret
Atwood co trai tim
thep duoc boc trong ao
len mong, to1 vO1 cud1

chudt té1 ngam ba trén
tienve.org, qua ba
truyén ngan la nhitmg két
thtic cé hau, tup léu

va banh mi ma khong
thay tim, chi thay thép
ching thay len, lai thay
mong, du ban dich chic

la ok salem,

tinh cung con chuot o
day cho dip ngam lai
ba qua hai tiéu thuyét,
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D6 Quyén

LITERATURE STORY, MOUSE STORY, CAl STORY

DedicatedtoM. A. & K. P

|I] heard that Margaret
Atwood has a heart of
steel which 1s covered 1n
a thin sweater; I quickly

ride the mouse to view her
at tienve.org; through three
short stories are some good
endings, hut and bread but

|I] see no heart, see only

steel no wool, yet feel the
thinness, although the translation
may be “OK salem”,

|I] plan to stay here with

the mouse to wait for a
chance to view her again
through two novels [I]| heard
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nghe no1 la chuyen nguoi
ty nit va tay sat

thu mu, twong chuyen van
thé 1a xong ngo dau

con chudt dong thang veé
sau khi vura dung hang

chit “ba cung chong song
¢ thanh toronto

vO1 ba con ga1 va
mot chu meo”

Vancouver, 18-8-2009
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that one 1s a story of a
maid and a blind assassin,
suppose that 1s the end
but never thought that

the mouse would rush home at
once after [1t| bumped to

the sentence “with her husband
she lives in the city

of Toronto with three
daughters and one cat”
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D6 Quyén

TAY TRAI THO, TAY PHAI NUI

nha tho co viec vo1 phai

di chuyén tau nhanh, tay trai
cam theo bai tho vira lam
xong, chua kip doc, tau nhanh

chay len qua nhiing trai nui
nhw moi ngay, may van danh
da1 quanh swon nui nhu moi
lan, nha tho cdm thay mét

tra1 nui tach ra, nha tho
ro1 chuyén tau nhanh, tay phai
mot trai nui, tay trai con

nguyen bai tho chua kip doc.

Vancouver, 8§-2009
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D6 Quyén

LEFT HAND POETRY, RIGHT HAND MOUNTAIN

the poet has business, rushes

to take the fast train, left hand

holds the just finished poem.

which |he| has not read, the fast train

runs through mountains

as 1t has every day, clouds

still swing around the mountain
slopes as they have every

time, the poet feels one

mountain splitting apart, the poet

leaves the fast train, the right hand

one mountain, the left hand still

the whole poem which has not been read.
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Gyang Anh Ién

NHATKY

ngay hom nay dang dan
tro1 qua noi1 dau trong
dém t6i chi con mui
khoi thude bay 16n vén
trong bo 6c trong rong
va khong con nghi ngoi
duoc g1 nhu lam sao

dé nhé hoi ban sang
d3 dn mon gi dé

budi trura lai ¢on cao
con do1 khong ta1 nao
gi1al thich duoc vi da
khong hé di lai téi

lu1 cting nhu nghi ngo1
bat ctr diéu g1 trong
mdt budi chiéu troi ctr
chuc mua g1ong ma khong
ta1 nao di ra khoi

can phong may lanh

dé hit mui khéi thube
bay lon von trong bo
oc trong rong va khong
con nghi ngo1 duoc g1
nhu lam sao dé ngt
qua mot dém sau mot
ngay dai nhu moi1 ngay
dén the ...
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Gyang Anh Ién

DAILY JOURNAL

Today 1s passing somewhere, 1n
the dark night has only the smell
of cigarette smoke scattering

in the hollow brain and unable

to ponder anything, such as

how to remember what [I| have
eaten this morning so that

midday |I'm| starving, an unexplained
hunger, because |I] did not walk
back and forth to ponder anything,
during an afternoon [when|

the weather still aims to become

a thunderstorm, but [I] cannot
leave this air-conditioned room to
inhale the smell of cigarette
smoke scattering in the hollow
brain and unable to ponder
anything, such as how to sleep
through one night, after a long day
like everyday

like that .. ..

July 2007
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Gyang Anh Ién

B LIHIC

Ethic khoc go1 me

khi ngoai kia khung cira
la ho1 mua da lau

ro1 me khong con hiéu
mua la gi trong mo
kha1 niem bap bung cua
Ethic trong khi no

van dang khoc goi me
vingay trén khung cura
van la hoi mua boc

lén tir nam mo d3

lAu ro1 me van nim

va khéng con hiéu mua
la gi trong tiéng khoc
md cbi cia Ethic.
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Gyang Anh Ién

B LIHIC

Ethic cries for mother

when out there the door frame
1s the mist of rain, it

has been a while that mother
can comprehend what

rain 1s 1n the bundle

of flickering notions

of Ethic, while 1t’s still
crying for mother

because exactly on the door
frame 1s the mist of rain
raising up from the tomb,

it has been a while that
mother 1s still lying and

no longer comprehending
what 1s rain 1n the crying
sound of the orphan Ethic.

225 » Poetry Narrates



Gyang Anh Ién

L)

BUN RIEU

Lam sao hin c6 thé

hiéu bang cach nao chiéc
xe dap cua muol nam
trueoc lal soc vao tri

nhé cta hin khi hin

dang ngoi in bat bun

riéu bén 1é duong ma
cach day cling dung muo1

nim han di dap xe
dén treomg ma khi dé
ba ban bun ri€u con
chua lay chong va béo

nang nang nhu bay gio
dang don da chao khach
dé mau chong ban hét
ganh bun rieu khi con

giéng buodi chiéu dang Iir
dir kéo dén trong tri

nhé ctia han véi chiéc

40 so mi trang udt
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Gyang Anh Ién

CRAB-MEAT NOODLE SOUP

How can he understand, how
the bicycle of ten years ago
again rushes into his memory,
when he sits and eats a bowl

of crab-meat noodle soup on
the sidewalk, which exactly
ten years betfore he rode his
bicycle to school, at the

time the lady selling crab-

meat noodle soup was yet to

get married and fat like now

and, was welcoming guesses with

alacrity so that (she)

could quickly sell the load of
crab-meat noodles, while the after-
noon tornado was dragging
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sting muwa ma chiéc xe
dap khong con biét lin
banh vé diu ngang qua
con duong hin dang ngoi

an bat bun rieu cua
muo1 nam sau va khong
hiéu bing cach nao hin
da dn hét ca tri nhé.
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into his memory, with

the white shirt dripping wet, but
he no longer knew where to
stroll, crossed the road where he’s

sitting and eating the crab-
meat noodle soup of ten years
later, and doesn’t know how
he had eaten all the memories.
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Gyang Anh Ién

TO KHUC THU 5

Khong can mét chii nhat
buodn thi troi vAn u

am va am dam nhu

bai ca cua Thai Thinh
dang ving vang trong chiéc
loa may tinh cii ki

cua mot ngay thir nam
tro1 van nhiéu may nhu
thé di khong thé danh
thtrc hin sém hon cho
bat cir mot niém vui

nio dé hin thoi am

dam nhu bai ca gio

cling khong biét 1a cia
ai, dang ving vang trong
tiéng phong linh treo bén
clra vang.
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Gyang Anh Ién

SUITE NUMBER 5

Doesn’t need the “Gloomy
Sunday”, but the sky 1s still
morose and overcast like

the song of Thai Thinh echoing
from the old computer’s
speakers of a Thursday,

the sky still has many clouds
as 1f 1t couldn’t wake him

up any earlier, for any

jov, so that he’s no longer
gloomy like this song now
unknown of 1its writer,
echoing in the sound

of the wind chime hanging
besides the empty door.
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Gyang Anh Ién

BAI THO DIEU

Em a co khi to1

rat ngai phai bat dau
mbt bai tho bing cai
chét ctia mot ai do
dang khién ca em va
to1 khong kim la1 duoc
dong nudc mat tu nhién
trao ra nhu mot cach,
chiing ta hoi tuéng lai
nhimg kv niém gin bo
gifta em va to1 va
nguo1 do gio day chi
con la nhitng thu tuc
cam xuc mang y nghia,
tién dua cai chét clia
mot a1 do gio day

van khién c4 em va

to1 khong kim la1 duoc
dong nudc mat tu nhién
trao ra nhur mot cach
ma co khi chung ta
khong con ngai dé
phai két thuc mot bai
tho vé cai chét cia
mot ai d6 nhu the

nay.
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Gyang Anh Ién

THE BELEGY

my dear, sometimes I
hesitate much, to start

a poem, using a death

of that somebody which
causes both you and I

to not be able to

hold the stream of tears.
naturally overtlows,

as 1f 1t 1s a method

that we again recall

the memories, ties between
you and I and

that somebody, that now,
only left are formal
routines of emotions

that carry meanings, saying
goodbye to the death of
that somebody, that now,
still makes both you and I
to not be able to

hold the stream of natural
tears overflows as if

it 18 a method, which
sometimes we no longer
hesitate to end a

poem, about a death of
that somebody as if

Nnow.
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Huy Hung

MAY TRANG

Bo song co xanh da tan suwong
ma dong séng van dang mo ngu
bén ta 4o dai tring va chiéc

m{i nhur mau may tring cta em,
ngdi mot minh, chd dong sdng thirc
day goi ten, khi long em da

tan swong nhu co xanh da tan
sirong nhu ta ao dai em cho

001 may tring oi ding tan di,
nhu tiéng em goi mAy tring mai
cung em bay trong cuoc doi ...
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Huy Hung

WHITE CLOUDS

|By | the river bank [and| the green
grasses the dew has faded but

the river 1s still dreamingly

asleep beside your white long dress

and the hat like the color of

white clouds, sit alone, wait for the river
to wake up calling out names, when
your heart 1s already faded

|with | the dew like the dew of green
grasses already faded like

your white long dress waiting to call
white clouds please don’t fade away, like
your voice calling white clouds to

be forever with you, fly in life ...
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Huy Hung

AN APPLE

Hin #n sang xong lién rira

tay, cam con dao con got

VO qua tao xoay tron xoay

tron vong quanh vong quanh ma
hin cam giac nhu dang got

timg 1dp vo trai dat xoay

tron, vong quanh, xoay tron, vong
quanh thi dot nhien ¢ bén

ngoai noi 1én con gié 16¢

dap toang canh ctra s ... trong
khi hin dang got dé, vdi

mot lop vo that dai ...
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Huy Hung

AN APPLE

He finishes his breakfast and
immediately washes his hands,

holds the small knite peeling the apple’s
skin 1n circling rotation, circling
rotation around around which

he feels like peeling each skin of

the earth in circular rotation,

around, circular rotation,

around, then suddenly from

outside emerges a wind storm

|which| beats the whole window ... while
he’s still 1n the progress of peeling

a long skin ...

237 » Poetry Narrates



Nguyen Tat Pé

TRONG RONG

Vao luc khong-khi-nao, to1 dang dirng
gan chd khong-noi-nao, téi d3 gip

va lam quen vo1 mot nguoi ten la
Khong-Ai1-Ca. Hai chung to1 chao hoi
nhau bing khéng-cau- gi roi bat dau
chuyen tro vo1 nhau nhleu thur, da1 loal
nhu vé viéc khéng-van-dé-gi. Roi

to1 phai di, nguoi do cling phai di.
Chia tay, dong la1 trong to1 khong-mot
-y-nghi. T61i vé viet mot bai tho

trong do khong-co-mot-ky-tu-nao,

dé chia sé vdi khong-mdt-ngudi-nao
mot cau chuyen khong-co-noi1-dung-gi¥*.

(*) han-khéng-
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Nguyen Tat Pé

EMPTINESS

In the moment of not-ever, I'm standing
Near the point of no-place, where I had met
and befriended a person named No-body.
Both of us greeted each other by no-
sentences, then started to talk with each
other about many things, on the whole
about the matters of no-problem. Then

I had to go, that person also had

to go. Good-bye, 1nstilled in me not-one-
thought. I returned home and wrote a poem,
in 1t no-one-character to share with
no-body-whatever, one story

surely has no-storyline-whatsoever. *

* not (no-storyline)
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Nguyen Tat Pé

..LA CAIGITHI CON TUY ...

No la Ca1 Ban. Nhin tu

dudi 1én cling thay no 1a Cai Ban.

Nhin tu trén xuéng cling thay

no la Cai Ban. Nhin tu huong Dong,

hay Nam, hay Tay, hay Bic

déu thay né la Cai Ban. Khong cé

Cai Ban nao trong bat ctr

g6c nhin nao 1a giong nhau, nhung khong
co Ca1 Ban nao trong nhitng

goc nhin do khong phai la Cai1 Ban

nay ... Cai1 Ban thi khong phai

chi c6 duy nhat mot Cai Ban nay,

dé dang tim thay Cai Ban

¢ & bat ky noi dau nhung khong
bao gio that su tim duoc

hai Cai Ban giong nhau nhu duc, béi
Vi cO muon ngan nguyen do

lam cho chung khéng hoan toan giong nhau. ..

Khi duoc goi la Ca1 Ban

thi chung mang thuoc tinh cua Cai1 Ban
trong tw nhu nhtng cai duoc

go1 la Ca1 Ban khac, nhung co1 chung!
C6 nhitng cai xét ra déu
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Nguyen Tat Pé

... WHAT IT IS STILL DEPENDS ...

It 1s a Table. Seen from

the bottom up one sees that it

1s a Table. Seen from above

down one also sees that 1t 1s

a Table. Seen from East or

South, or West, or North all see that
1t 1s a Table. No Table

in any perspective 1s the same,

but no Table whatsoever

within that perspective 1s not

this Table ... There’s not just this one
Table, one can easily find

a Table anywhere but never

truly find two Tables 1dentical,
because there are thousands of reasons
for them to not be totally

the same ... To be called a Table
without doubt. They do have attributes
of a Table just like other

things that are called Tables, but beware!

There are things that seem to have
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co nhirng thuoc tinh cua Cai1 Ban nhung
no lai1 khong phai Cai1 Ban ...

Hay can than! Noi nhd ne,

Néu thay téi dang ndi vé Cai Ban

thi ctr cho la to1 dang

néi vé Cai Ban. Néu thay khoéng phai
chi don gian la dang no1

vé Cai Ban, thi c6 nghia la toi

dang noi Mot Piéu-Gi-Pay,

ma cai Diéu-Gi-Pay kia la cai

gi thi con tiy moi nguot.
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the same attributes of a table
but they are not Tables. Beware!

Let me tell you, 1f you think that
[’'m talking about a Table

Then just think that I'm talking
about a Table. If you think

that I'm not simply taking

about a Table, then that means

[’'m talking about one-particular-
thing, but what that one-particular-
thing still depends on each person.
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Nguyen Tat Pé

VET MUC VA TO GIAY

To1 quet mot vet den len tor giay.

Mot vét den tren to glav trang

T01 mang di1 ho1 nguol. Co nguot noi:
"Mot vet den". To1 thi no1: "Mot to
gidy tring cé vét den". Lai nita, toi

quét mot vét den 1én to giay den.
To1 mang di ho1 nguoil. Al cling bao:
"MOt toy gidy den”. C6 thé vi khong
ai thﬁy vet den. Mot vet den tren

tr gidy den thi lam sao ma thay!
Duy chi minh t61 biét 18, trén to
giﬁy den co vet den. LLa1 nixa, to1 ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

THE BLACK MARK AND A PIECE OF PAPER

I make a black mark on a piece

of paper. A black mark on a

white sheet. I bring it to ask people.
Some say a black mark. Some say one
sheet of white paper. I would say,
“One sheet of white paper has a

black mark.” Again, I make a black

mark on a piece of black paper.

I bring 1t to ask people. Everyone

says a black paper. Perhaps

because no one sees the black mark.

A black mark on a black piece of paper
1s hard to see! But only I

know for sure on the sheet of black

paper that there’s a black mark. Again, I ...
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Nguyen Tat Pé

HAI CAU

To1 nhat duvoc mot cau tho ben
vé duong trén gdi x61i néng hoi
ma ba lao ban x01 vura cho

ngudi dn may, bén hong xe day
ctia ba 130 t61 thay mot tam

bién nho ghi chit "1 ngan / goéi" *.

To1 nhat duoc mot cau tho trong
mot nha hang trén mon Cua Hoang
Pé ma mot dai gla vira gol

dé lam vira long co gai in

mic nhu mot con diém, menu

dé gia "1 triéu 5 trim ngan".

T6i ghép hai cau ay lai thanh
bai Tan Hinh Thirc va toi viét
phia sau nhitng con chit dang hién
hién nay, a1 doc duoc thi doc!

Chu thich
* Tien Viet Nam: Ingan bang khoang 15 cent My
1 trieu 500 ngan bang khoang 100 do la M¥
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Nguyen Tat Pé

TWO SENTENCES

I picked up a poetry line on

the sidewalk. on the hot sweet-rice
bundle, which the old woman

just gave away to the beggar.

On the pushing cart she owns I

see a small sign that says,
“1 thousand / bundle”

I picked up a poetry line 1n

a restaurant, on the Crab King

dish, which a wealthy man just ordered
to please the young woman dressed
like a hooker, the menu has

the price, 1 million 5 hundred thousand

I put together those two sentences
to make a New Formalism poem
and I write behind the words that
are visible here, whoever can
read shall read!

Note
* Vietnamese monetary transaction: 1 thousand VN dong 1s roughly
equivalent to USS$ 0.15. 1 million and 500 thousand VN dong 1s

roughly equivalent to US$ 100.00.
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Nguyen Tat Pé

o~

DIEN

Hin thich chay vong vong va

vira chay vira quay, vy ma han khong
chong mat tham chi hin con

cudi khoai chi, hin cr chay vong vong

ngay nay qua ngay khac va

vura chay vua quay, luc tinh cling nhu
luc say, ban ngay cling nhu

ban dém, hin khong ngti, ngudi ta bao

han dien va khang khang bao
han dien han van chay vong vong, va
vura chay vura quay cho giong

sut chuyén dong cua cai hanh tinh ma

han va loai nguol dang song
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Nguyen Tat Pé

(SOME) INSANE PEOPLE

He likes to run 1n circles
and spins while running, but he 1s
not dizzy he even
laughs joyously, he keeps running

in circles day after
day and spins while running, conscious
times as drunk times, days as
nights, he’s not asleep, everyone

says he 1s crazy and
persists 1n saying he is crazy
and he still runs 1n circles,
and spins while running so that,

the movements of the planet
which he and the human are living.
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

PHIEN CHO

Nhimg con nguoi cli va nhiing mat
hang ct, nhiitng ngwo1 ban hang cl
ban nhitng mat hang cti cho nhiing
nguol mua cli, nhitng ngwro1 mua ct

mua lai nhitng mat hang cli cua
nhiing nguwo1 ban ct, ca phien cho
rong ménh méng toan nhitng do cii
duoc trao qua doi lai gitta nhitng

con nguoi cfi, ching cé cai gi
mdi, vi tat ca nhitng cai tudng
chirmg rat méi déu la nhitng cai
rat cd, tat ca nhitng ca1 tuong

chimg rat méi ay déu la nhiing

cai rat cli, tir nhitng cai rat

cli, thudc vé nhiing cai rat ct
duoc san xuat lai, bang nhitng day

chuyeén cii, cong nghé cfi, con nguoi
cll, trong cu nhu la mo1, that

ra la mo1 nhung that ra lai

van rat cfi, nhitng mit hang cii
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

MARKET DAY

Old people and old goods, old
sellers sell old goods to old
buyers, old buyers buy old

goods from old sellers, the whole

market 1s wide and spacious

with used goods that have been ex-
changed between the old people,
there 1s nothing new, because

all the items thought to be

brand new are really aged things,
all those imagined new items
are the very old things, from

the real old things, belongs to
the really out-dated things
that were reproduced, using
the old production process,

old technology, old labor,
seems like new, 1s really new

but then 1s still really old,
the old goods from the old places
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tir nhitng no1 cli duoc ban qua
ban lai, mua qua mua la1 gitra
nhitg con ngudi ci, roi lai tré
vé nhitng noi ¢, ching cé cai

ol m&i, tir phién cho nay dén

phién cho khéc, tir tuan nay dén

tuan khac, thang nay dén thang khac,
nim nay dén nim khac, nhitng mit

hang cii d3 ban roi van ban

la1, nhttng mat hang ct da mua
roi van mua lai, chfing a1 ban
duoc cai gi méi, cling chang ai
mua dugc cal g1 mol, va cling

ching c6 ai mdi, ai cling rat

cli, vO tinh cfi, ¢d tinh cdi.

bi bit ép phai cii, tinh nguyén

cli, ¢i dén nham chéan, dén chﬁng
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are being sold over and over
again, bought over and over
again among certain old
people, and then being returned

to the old places, there’s nothing
new, from this market day to
another market day, from

this week to another week.

this month to another month,
from year to year, the old goods
that were sold already are

still being sold again, the

old goods that were bought are being
bought again, nobody can

sell any new goods, and nobody

can buy any new goods, and

so nobody 1s new, everyone
1s very old, unintentionally
old, purposely old, forced to
be old, volunteer to be

old, old to boring, to the
point that they cannot be any
older, the older 1t gets, the
more we think 1t’s novel, the
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thé cfi hon dll’D'E dén cang cll

lai cang twong rang rat mo1, cang
di VE phia ci thi la1 tlrcmg cang
di vé phia mdi va ctr thé ngay

la1 ngay cac phién cho dién ra
so1 no1, hao hte ...

Tho Ké » 254



further back to the old way,
the more we 1magine, we
are going toward the new
direction, and like that, day

after day, the market day
takes place with excitement and
enthusiasm.
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

BAI THCO VE NHUNG QUE DIEM

I
M6t budi chiéu, va vi thé ma rat

cé thé 1a mot budi chiéu cia ngay
thir nam nao do, nhitng que die€m tu
nhién cam thay su chat chdi trong cai

vo diem cua chung cang luc cang tro
nen cung cuc dén khong thé chiu duoc
ntta, bén, luc dau la cuc cua, X0ay

s& va sau do la 14y hét can

dam c6 thoat ra ngoai, dé roi ngay
sau do ro1 vao mot cai1 vo diem

khac dai hon va rong hon nhu hau
hét nhitg que diém khac cung canh ngd. ..

L

Nhiing que diém, sau do lai hét strc
them mot lan nita va nhitng lan nita,
co gang thﬂat kho1 nhitng cai1 vo diém
cli dé roi cudi cung lai chui vao
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

THE POEM ABOUT THE MATCHES

One afternoon, and thus perhaps it can

be an afternoon of any Thursdays,

the matches suddenly feel cramped in their match
box [1t] becomes more extreme to the point

of being unable to withstand 1t
anymore, then, 1n the beginning [it’s|
twist and turn, contrive and then get all
the courage to escape to the outside,

then instantly to fall into another

match box longer and wider then the rest
of the other matches in the same plight. ..
The matches, after that [they| again use

11

all the strength once more and more again,
try to escape from the old match boxes
and at the end to creep again into

the new match boxes, and just like that,
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nhitg cai vé diém mai, va ctr thé,

ctr thé, khi ching di tudng khong thé
thoat khéi s6 phan d3 dinh 1a &

trong nhitng hop diem thi nhitng que diém
tw nhien lai nﬁy ra duwgc mot y

tudng cuc ky gian di la ding nao

cling chay thoi1 thi cu chay bung len,

chay luon ca nhiing ca1 vo vo dung

tur trroc van khang khang tu nhan bao
ho chung ve mo1 mat.

10/ 09
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like that, when they thought 1t’s impossible
to be released from the given fate which

1s to live 1n the match boxes, the matches
suddenly have an extremely simple

thought which 1s regardless they’ll burn so,
just burn intensely, even burn the useless
match boxes [which| have always insisted
on protecting them 1n all aspects.

239 » Poetry Narrates



Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

XVAY

Mot hom, chot x va y khong

mudn van 1a x va y nita.

Chung mudn héa than thanh nhing x1,
y1, thanh nhiing x va nhitng y

nao d6. e ro1 mét luc nao

d6, nhitng x, v nay chot thay trai
dat chung dang song thit bé nhd.
Va cang be nho hon la nhitng

kho tang, nhitng ngo1 nha, nhirng khu
phd, nhitng thanh pho véi nhitng bang
chit cai, nhitng mau cau ct, nhiing
phép tic chat chdi ma nguoi ta

van goi la ngit phap, hinh thure,

thé thitc, thé no thé kia hay

nhimg gi twong tu nhu thé. Buc
minh, chung ben bam cang nhting tia

sang, bay dén mot hanh tinh khac,
¢ day khong co ngon ngit, nguoi
ta chang tuw duy bang ngon ngtt

nhung ngwoi ta cling van ton tai.

3—10—09
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Nguyéen Hoai Phirong

XAND Y

One day, randomly x and y no
longer want to be x and y. They
want to incarnate to be the x1/,

v1, be the xs and ys of somewhere.

Then there 1s that time, these xs, ys
suddenly see the earth where they’re
living 1s very small. And smaller

are the treasures, houses, neighborhoods,

cities with upper case letters, sample
sentences’ syntaxes, the tight rules
that people still call grammar, forms,

modalities, this state, that state, or
things that are similiar to that
Annoyed, they then cling to the rays
of light, fly to another planet,

there’s no language there, people

people don’t think 1in languages
but people still exist.
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Nguyen Thi Khanh Minh

NOI DANG VO

Dudi budi sang dang v ra nhitng
binh yén cfi, t6i chi biét nhin

vao noi tron trinh rat nhé cia

hat swong con tré nai trén la,

trén say sua xanh bo co. Chung
nim do twa trén mit dat, nhu
nhitg tdm hon nhé bé. Co 18

chi ¢4 chting con chura hot hoang

vé su mong manh cda vong tron
vitng chai chung dang nuong tua, noi
buodi sang ching tuéng chi mai co
anh nang mit troi. Noi ai dé

vira uong ly ca phé cudi cung,

vura so1 guong chwa kip hoan chinh
nu cuoi, a1 do cling vira nga

xudng véi hinh anh khiép dam cua
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Nguyen Thi Khanh Minh

THE BREAKING PLACE

Under the breaking-of-the-
old-peace morning, I only

know to look into the small

beads of dew drops which are still

on leaves, which are still in
ecstasy on green grasses.

They lie there leaning on earth,
like small souls. Perhaps only

they have yet to be trightened

of the fragility of

the rock-hard circles that they’re
depending on, where 1in the morning

they thought only to have
the forever sunshine. Where

somebody just drank the last
cup of coiffee, just looked yet

to perfect the smile in mirror,
somebody had just fallen

down with the awful image
of fire, somebody just jumped
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Itra, a1 do vura nhay ra kho1
ctra trong chdp mat vo tin cia
cai ro1. Cu hinh dung ra ngan
ngan cai cudi cung nhu thé, toi

th6t nhién chi mudn thu minh hét
strc ¢6 thé, dé cang nhd cang

tot. Khong gian to1 dé mat dé
chimg, khoang cach tdi dé dang tu

vé, nhung noi so nay né khong
dén tur phia trude, né khong rinh
¢ phia sau, phia bén canh, no

v& ra tir bén trong than thé

11/2001
Cam xuc ve ngay 11 thang 9 nam 2001, khi hai1 chieéc phi co
khung bo pha huy hai toa thap do1 ¢ New York.
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out the door within

the eternal blink of the fall.
Just imagine thousands and
thousands of endings like that,

[ abruptly only want

to keep to myself as best

as [ can, so the more 1solated
the better. My sphere keeps

guarding eyes, distance

I can easily detend

but this fear does not come
from the front, 1t does not

stalk from behind, from the sides,
it breaks from within the body.

The emotions of the 9.11.200, when the two terrorists’ airplanes de-
stroyed the Twin Towers 1n New York.
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Nguyen Thi Khanh Minh

CAM GIAC SONG

Trén diém tua diu dang
t61 thay minh bay 1én

v&i d61 canh mau xanh,
bung minh, cam gi4c biéc.

Con song to1 dang len
dao dat, huong bién xanh
dang lén, dang len va

no hoa, dang len, dang
len va vG tran, dang

len, dang lén va xoa

hét — séng men bia sui,

bo cat ngot — dau vét

t61 — thanh tuu gidc mo.
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Nguyen Thi Khanh Minh

THE SENSATION OF WAVES

On gentle key point

I see I'm flying high

with the green wings wide
open, feeling bluish *

I, the waves, rise up
overflowing, the blue

sea scents rise up, rise

up and bloom flowers, rise up, rise
up and break open, rise

up, rise up and expunge

all — standing waves’ ferments,
sweet seashore — my trails —
achieving dreams.

* Blue 1n Vietnamese 1s a symbol of hope.
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Nguyen Thi Khanh Minh

NGO LEN TROI

C6 phai to1 d3 4o tudng

khi ndi di néi lai vé

cal ménh méng ctia mau xanh
khong bién gidi: mot bau tron?

Sang nay buon buon trong 1én,
cai nhin tdi nhu khéng thé

di xa hon duoc ntta. Noi

SO, SO giﬁc mao cua toi,

Cua anh, ctia canh dieu chim
trong nhitng phan chia ranh gio1.
C6 18 161 chi con may

di1 qua duoc, nhitng bang cam.

Co I€ ro1 chi con nhiing

mang xanh vot vat duoc not
anh nhin cua nguo1 mo mong.
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Nguyen Thi Khanh Minh

LOOKING UP THE SK'Y

Was I imagining when

I talk and talk about

the immensity of color

blue without frontiers: the blue

sky? This morning, all saddened
I look up, my view seems
unable to go any further.

The fear — I fear the dreams of

mine, of yours, of the kite wings
that disappear into

the divisions of border

lines. Perhaps then only clouds
travel through the forbidden

signs. Perhaps then only pieces
of blue can be saved trom the
view of the dreamers.
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