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DPoc Tho, Tai Sao?
Timothy Beal

Gido su Florence Harkness, khoa trudng khoa nghién
citu tdm linh & dai hoc Case Western Reserve.

Hay bt du véi nhiiing ly do:

1- Tai sao ngdn ngif tha phai mat nhiéu thai gio dé giai
ma? Tai sao nha tha khong néi dan gian nhitng y nghia
do trong van xubi?

2- Tha (khd) 1am nan lang. Lam sao biét doc tha thé
nao la ddng? Ai cé tham quyén ndi ¥ nghia clia bai tha
gi?

3- Tho thudng bi gidn doan, rdi xa thuc té. Ai cd thoi
gid cho nhiing thir khdng hifu dung mét cach cu thé
trong thé gidi hom nay?

4~ Tha thuting thé hién nhiing gi thudc vé ndi tam, toi
khong thich day dua vao tinh cam cla ngudi khac.

5- Tho thudng phiém dién. Khong phli hop véi kinh
nghiém thong thuong xay ra hang ngay.

6- Tho doc dé thay chan. Toi thich doc thit gi tich cuc
va tuong tac hon.

Day (a vai ly do tai sao ngudi ta tranh né tha, lich su
phdt 16, hodc tham chi hat hdi nd. Ban doc cd thém vao
danh sach mét so Ly do riéng. Néu ban (3 ngudi yéu
thich tha, doc nhiéu tha va sang tac, trong trudng hop



nay, ban da dan day kinh nghiém dé gidi quyét nhing
ly do rat pho thong ve sur tur choi tha.

T6i day mon thuc tap sang tac tha (workshop) & CWRU
trong mudi hai ndm qua va hoc lam tha trong ba mugi
nam. Theo kinh nghiém, t6i thay nhiing phan dai thi ca
sé khong bao gig bién mét va cang khong nén cham
ddt. Tat c3 nhiing ly do khong thich doc tho deu co co
s virng chac da am anh cac thi si qua nhiéu thé ky,
v01 nguyen nhan chinh dang Glong nhu moi thir dang
tlep tuc song, thica phat trién dé ton tai. Nghich ly thay,
chinh nhitng phan doi, nhu’ng thach thic dai dang doi
vdi tha, mot loai van hoa xing dang, da thuc day slrc
sang tao, va bao vé né trong suét thai gian dai.

Phai thira nhan, tho cé thé kho hiéu. Cach dien ta Loi
tho co thé khong quen thudc, ngay ca khi su dien ta
don gian, thi cd phap, va thir tu cta tir nglr trong cau
cling cd thé kho giai ma. Hau hét cac bai tho, trir khi la
nhirng bai tho (van) xudi, déu cé dong “bién hoa”. Cau
nay xuat phat tir ngon nglr latin, verterte (bién doi),
. . Y ’ A ~ ’ ~
thay doi, thanh hinh luc ban dau qua mot phep an du
vé viéc nong nghlep Cau thotheo du’o’ng 16 cay rudng,
cay mot chiéu, roi quay dau cay, cay chiéu khac. Cac
dong tho vura lién tuc vira khong lién tuc: Ching gay ap
luc vé hinh thirc va tinh Llién tuc cta van xubi. (¥ nghi cia
6ng Beal & quan diém vé ‘hinh thirc va tinh lién tuc’ cda tha va van xui
dutng nhu khdng chinh xac: Tha ¢ trudc van xudi, tir khi chua cé chit
viét. Tho xuat hién khi con ngu®i con sd khai, ngdn ngilf con tap tenh, nhu
con nit mai ldn, chua dd chir, chua biét'dét qéu té chinh, nhung cé kha
nang ndi lén nhiing gi, vuot qua su thiéu thon tir nglr va cl phap chua
thanh Luat. Chinh van xudi tao ra &p lyc cho tha. S hoan chinh vén pham
va s0 lugng tlr ngif khd day dd @& hoan tat cau van, trong khi, tha phai
van dung tam tri d& dién ta theo hinh dang va né nép thiéu thon, phai cau
vién sy thém sifc cla vo thic. N6i mdt cach khac, sy thiéu va sy trong
trong tho a tinh d3c thu clia loai nghé thuat nay, cd tir thdi tién cd, va
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nhd vay tho biéq hda hon van xudi, néi dudc nhitng th(r trong vai l6i ma
van xudi phai viét vai trang.)

Ban cd thé hdi, tai sao lai cd nhitng kho khan va muu
tinh nay” Trong van xudi, dirc hanh cla V|et la ro rang
va ngan gon. Tai sao nha tho lai dugc mién nhlem dugc
chap nhan vuot ra nhitng hudng dan cua viét lach?

So vdi cac hinh thirc ngon ngir trong van xudi, ngon
nglr tho tu giao phd ban than hoan toan vao surc ép
khép theo ky luat cta im lang. (ky lat cta im l3ng 1 mét cach
n6i vé kha nang clia im l3ng c6 thé dién ta hodc ndy sinh nhiing y nghiia
ma L&i néi khong thé lam)  Boc nhu’ng bai tha hay, chung ta
cam nhan su thic mic vé nhirng g| khong the noi va
nhitng gi khong ndi. Ching ta cam thay nhiéu kinh
nghiém khéc nhau dudc |én tiéng trudc nhimg don nén
kha'c nhau cGa im lang - sy x6a bo, lang quyén, kiém

nhac tha doc dao. (Xem lLai tho Bli Glang, vi nhiing glcﬁ han ca luat
tho Luc Bat, tao ra nhiing ép luc khi dung chir, dat ciu, nhd vay tac gia
phai dung cdng s(r dung ngon ngll mét cach tai tinh hon:  Xin chao nhau
gitia ban tay / C6 nam ngon nhd phai bay bong con / Thua rang nhung

ngon thon thon / Chao nhau mét bén sé con nhd nhau ... Trong cac
bai tho, chung ta bt gap nhitng hinh dang phat ngon
vua khang dinh vira pht nhan kha nang ton tai bén
vu’ng. (Nha tho Mark Strand cho rang, trong tha luén l\uon c6 su tuong
tranh gilfa cai chét va su hién sinh, gilta mat mét va ton tai. Ching thé
hién trong tha du hién dién hay vang méat.)

M3c du tho thuting dugc xem la mét hinh thirc tu dién
ta, no thu’Erng chira dung mét mdi lién hé rat la lung
dén ca nhan. Nha tho Phap, Arthur Rimbaub, da ch| ra
sutu chuyen doi trong tha bang cach phat biéu, c6 tinh
sfa doi cac quy tic nglr phap: Je est un Autre (T oi la
mot ngudi khac). Nhu nha tho Mark Strand da viét, “Mot
bai tho'la noi ma tinh canh bén ngoai va bén trong duoc



tao ra dé cd thé cam thdy duvc ... N6 cho phép ching
ta cd lai nhiing phan doi d5 bi tur chél vi ban rén sinh
ké' Hon nifsa, nghich ly thay, mét bai tho cho phép
chung ta séng trong chinh ban than nhu thé chung ta

dang & ngoai tam vdi cia chinh minh.” Néu ban c6 thé

nhd lai bai “Song of Myself' (Ca Khuc cla Chinh T6i),

nha tha Walt Whitman da no luc xac dinh ranh gidi cta

nan nga hon la ban chat: “ 767 khdi hanh nhu khéng khi,

l3c 6 khoa frang trudc maz‘ trof trén chay, / Toi z‘rao aa
thit vao léc xaay va cudn z‘heo nhing d’u’ahg vién Vay
ren y/4 7'0/ nop than cho dit dé moc lén tu’ co 1‘01 yéu, /
néu muén téi lan nira, em hi Y tim dudi e giay.”

Nha tho cong huan hién tai, Tracy K Smith, gan day da
gay tranh cai vdi y tu’dng, khlen nerng nha tha phai
cham chu vao bai dién thuyet ma co da trinh bay & thu
vién Quéc hoi vao thang Tu nam ngoai: “ 76/ dang lam
viéc trén quan diém, tho cd thé cu t6i khdi bi lac mét
trong phién ban han hep cua chinh minh. Téi cd thé bi
[6i cudn khi (Uo7 linh hosc thét bai, hodc khi cai t6i tham
lam chiém ngur... Mt trong s6 tac dung ky diéu cua tho,
qua tam quan trong cda cam gidc, 13 su’ két ha’p am
nhac, va hinh anh - nhiing gi chung ta nhan rava phan
ung, m/a’c khi hiéu tal sao - sé hu’ahg dan chung tavao
mot phan bén ngd da vui chén vao sau z‘ha/n phén chia
ranh gidi vdi tap thé”

Su'mb ta ctia Smith vé nhiém vu ddng din, tu vuet qua
cua tho goi nhd dong tho cta Antonio Machado (Anh
ngir do Robert Bly dich.)

No es el yo fundamental

eso que busca el poeta,



sino el tu esencial

Biéu nha tho' tim kiém

khéng phai chd yéu thay cai téi
nhung 3 cai trong anh séu tham

Khi mét nha tha cho t6i mét noi hé'p dan, mét cong viéc
lam thlch thu trong mo6t bai tho, cdm giac lién hé trong
ti bat du néi léng va m@ rong Khong phai moi thu‘
phai quay lai vdi toi dé toi thay dugc y nghia. Toi co thé
tu néi: “76/ khéng lién quan dén diéu ndy, trude déy, toi
chua tung trai qua hoac quan niém diéu na Y nhu va! Y,
nhung toi khang thé quay lung. Ba/ tho day co thé “dién
ta mot vung song ma 16i chua hé biét, tham chi’ con Xa
l3, nhuhg mang dén nhiing cong viéc ma téi cam thay 14
bi bat budc phai thue hién.”

Nhiéu nguai trong chiing ta da hoc dugc rang, candién
gidi nhirng gi mét bai tho ‘thuc su dang co gang nai lén.’
Toi khuyén ban nén ngung tinh than khai thac d6 khi
doc tho. Héy thir doc mot bai thd trudc khi cd strc voi
va dao X6i nhing dieu gi trong do Nha tho T.S. Eliot da
nam bat su that quan trong vé tha, kh| ong noi: “tho
chén chinh co thé théng tri giao t/ep trude khi duoc
hiéu.” La mét hinh thifc thong tri co xua. tha da dén
V@i ching ta qua nhitng dinh hudng sdm nhat trong
viéc dién dat: hat nghi (&, nhay mUa, thanh ca, doc than
chu.

Ngén ngir tha 1am mdi cam gidc vé cach sir dung ngdn
ngilf chinh xac va cé st 16i cudn ky la. Lam chiing ta
cham lai (quan tam), vi cach Qhé'n manh ngdn ngir cu thé
va triru tugng phu thudc 13n nhau, ap luc bién hda su
hién hién giira lai n6i kich dong ngay &p t(rc nhan thirc
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cua cac gidc quan, va L6i ndi hudng dan chung ta hu’o’ng
dén cac lanh vuc khai nlem (tru‘u tuong) cUia y tu’o’ng Bang
cach thantrong chay dén cac giao diémco y nghia clia
nhan thic va quan niém, dugc vay ban d3 trai qua hau
hét nhitng gi mot bai tho ddi héi. Thay toi, Patricia

Goedicke, thuding goi diéu nay la ‘cdm gidc cd suy nghi,

va suy nghi c6 cdm giac’

Viéc nhan thic tha tach rdi thuc té hitu dung 13 mét uu
diém tot hay nguac Lai? Bay La diéu t6i hay héi cac sinh
vién trong nhitng budi hdi thao tha. Trong bai thuyét
trinh vé William Butler Yeats, WH. Auden viet “ .. tho
lam cho ’khéng co gi’ thanh ‘cd gi* nd séng sot / trong
thung ldng cua tu sang tao nof nhiing ngt/di diéu hanh
khoéng bao g/a’muan xen vao”. Quang cao cung la mot
dang ngon ngir co kha nang ‘lam cho diéu gi do xay ra,

cting nhu kha nang tuyén truyén chinh tri. Khdng giong
nhu ngdn ngif trong giao keo, luat phap, hodc chién
dich c6 dong, ngdn ngi tha ‘lam cai khong cé gi thanh
x3y ra’ -phai chang la mdt that bai? Phai chang tat ca
ngdn ngir déu phai hitu dung, phai cé strc thuyét phuc,
hodc ching ta duy tri chlng trong vung ngon ngir ‘vo
dung’ chi vi chliing mang tinh suy doan hon la cuGng
bach? (phai nhu vay theo y nghiia cda tir ngir)

Nhiéu nha tha sé tranh c3i (& quan @iém) tha lam cho diéu
gi d6 x3y ra, du tir ton. Nha tha Percy Shelley goi thi si
“Nhiing nha [3p phap chua duoc thé gidi cong nhan,”
Con nha tho Wallace Stevens noi: “/a cdc linh muc vé
hinh.” Tho lam cho ‘khong co gi hodc diéu ma hau
hét moi ngudi xem la khong co g| dudc xay ra theo
mo6t cach thirc ma ching ta bt dau nhan ra la mét th&r
gi do. Trong cung mét bai tho, Auden nai: “tho lam cho
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khéng co gi’ xay ra,”ong ndi tha “séng sdt /trong thung
ling tu sang tao.”

Tai sao ban nghi, tha s& ton tai? Cé diéu gi con ngudi
can tir tho ma ho khong thé tim ra & bat ky noi nao
khac? Co thé héi mdt s ngudi chung quanh ddi song
cta ban, thir ho cé doc tho khong? Héi ho bai tho ho
thich nhat & bai tha ndo? Hodc ho c6 thudc long mot
bai tho nao khong? Hay th{r tu hoc thudc long mét bai
tho, bang mot bai ngan, Small Song clia AR. Ammons:

Lau s3y nhuong duong

cho gid qua

réi dé

gio ddo téu

Néu ban nghi, tho khong dd kh3 ndng tudng tac, tur
vung Stanza c6 thé gilp ban, Stanza, mdt nhém cau
thd) cd nghia la “can phong” trong tiéng Y. Hay tudng
tuang ban di qua mot day phong nhu khi ban doc dan
tung phan mét bai tho. Ve co ban, thi ca la nghé thuat
taora - dong tu cla tleng Hy lap, poiein, nghla la tao
ra, hoac sang tao. Néu ban co thé ghi nhé y nghia ro

rang ctia ngon ngu‘ nay, ban sé cd kinh nghiém dam da
han khi doc suot bai tho va dé tha thdm nhap qua ban.

Néu ban thay tho khé hiéu, hdy nhé'y tudng cda Robert
Frost, nhiém vu cla tha khong phai dé giai quyét sy
lam lan - nhung lam cho nd thay rg, hiéu ro hon.

Néu ban thay tha nham chan, hay g lai vo'| su' nham
chan d6, xem no (dua ban di dén dau. Rat dé dang x0a

bo su buon nan bang cach danh lac hudng cla cac thiét
bi dién t(r. Hay tit chung di trong mét Ldc. Nha tho ban
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t6i, G.C. Waldrep, gan day, cd viét: “Doi véi i, mot vé
dep cla tho la khi nd xuat hién trong ddi toi, téi chua
bao gi' cdm thay nham chan. Lam tha nghia 13 khong
bao gid chan nan. Gilra nhiing thir khac.”

Sau cuing, néu ban nghi, tho qua phd truong, qua xa roi
thutc t& hang ngay, toi hy vong ban s& thich thd bai tho
Hai Ca tir thé ky 18 cla thi si Nhat, Yosa Buson, do
Robert Hass dich:

Canh hoa mén do roi -
nhu dang chay
trén déng phan ngua.

Trich:

https.//case.edu/firstyear/sites/case.edu.firstyear/file
s/2018-08/Why%20Read%20Poetry_818.pdf
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Thi Si va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Tho
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Thd
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tha Tuyén. Thi Si
va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si va Tho
Tuyén. Thi Si va Tho Tuyén. Thi Si
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2/
Derek Walcot (1930 - 2017)

Nobel Van Chuang 1992
Thi si dao Saint Lucia

76i nghi;

Ong Walcot [am tho nhu'mét nguei di cdu, nhung khéng
SU dung can, déy, phao, mai, binh thutng nhu moi
nguol khac. Chang cd gi kho hiéy, dung phuong tién
khac thuong vi muén cau loai cd khac thuong, nhing
loai cd chua théng dung hodc hoan toan mdi [a.

W du: Trong thoi dai nay, khéng con nha tho nao lam
tho theo su hitu ly, nhu “anh yéu em va ddm chét vi
em’, céu ndy binh thuong, thuéc vé tho qué khu; hodc
khéng con 13 tho hdm nay. Néu nhu “anh hét yéu em
nhung dsm chét vi em?, cdu nay manh nha mot diéu gi
phi ly. Roi su’ phi ly duote dién t3 mét cach biéu tuong
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nhu “Khi - dim {huyéh/ em boi sang lgé’ kia, anh bof
sang bo'nay,/'roi anh quay lai,/l3n xudng thuyén / tim
linh hén em dang chét tréi.” Su phi ly thanh tho. Su’ phi
ly thuong xuyén hién dién trong tho Walcot.

“Kinh dj nhiing vach tutng sting siing trén dutng pho
nhu nhitng ké doi tra;

Long 8ng tiéng chim ndo dong bau troi, va tat cd may
la nhimg kién hang rach,

Bj xé ra cudp trém, tring sach, bt chap ngon Lira.”
(Trich: Thanh Phd Chét Bdi Héa Hoan.)

VE mét hoc thudt, quan diém nhén 3 cach su dung v
nghia” khi so sanh. Khi ndi dén so sanh 13 ndi dén sur
tuong duohg gidia hai vé hai tir vung, hai y nghia. Su
50 sanh cua éng vuot ra can ban do. Vi du:

Vi viy, moi mua xuan, cac canh cy xép hang trén kg,
nhu thu vién véi cac 14 mdi xuat ban,

ch& dé tai ché - gidy thanh tuyét-

nhung, tai s khong ctia khd dau,

mot tam tri song au nhu cay soi con vai 14 Lo ldo
(Trich: Rimg Chau Au,)

“Sich nhu (3 mdi xuét ban,”

“Gidy nhu tuyét”

“Vdch tuong sing siing nhu ké doi trd.”

Boc tho dng, t6i cam nhén duoc kha nang van dung ly
tri dé tao ra hinh anh, tu tho, hau dien dat y nghia, ds
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duoc ong chon lua. Nwiéu hinh 3nh duocmo ta j rét khdc
thuong, i) ay a3y y trong su’ ngh/ep thi ca cua éng, {ao i tr
nhing dol tu’ahg quen thuéc, bong a’uhg, tronénla lam:
“kinh gach néu’, “hoi nghi ruér’, “enh uong doi bo
phiéw’, “tiéng cuol mén cua da’, ... N vay, nhiing hinh
anh va tu tho la thuohg khéng phai do ky thudt cua
truong phai Siéu Thute, cing khéng phai ky thuét cua
phong trao Hoa Ao, ta/ ngh/ thuén tuy (3 su sang tao
cua tri thic. Toi it bat gap su xudt hién cua vo thuc
trong tho cua Walcot. Co l& vi vdy, tho 6ng vua kho
phén tich, vua khé khan, roi rac nhu cat nong. Cudi
cung, 6ng chung minh duoc su’ khac biét gida tho cua
ong vdi tho nguoi khdc.

[.]

nhung khong phai lich st

chi la niém tin.

roi moi tang da v ra thanh moi quéc gia;

roi dén héi nghi clia rudi
roi dén chim diéc thu ky
roi dén énh uong gam thét doi bé phiéu,

dom dom vdi y tudng thong minh

dan doi nhu cac dai st phan luc

bo ngua nhu cong an 4o vang,

nhitng sau budm l6ng L& clia tham phan
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khao sat tirng toi an ky cang

roi trong doi tai den clia cay ducng xi

va tiéng cudi man cla da
trong ho bai nudc bién
nghe am thanh nhur tin @on

khong co tiéng vang

clia lich str: thuc su bit dau.
(Trich: Bién La Lich Str)

B0 vdi nguori nghé si; su’ khac biét von bam sinky;
truong thanh trong ca tinh (khdng phai lam dang hoac
cé'tinh [3p di) va ndy nd theo chiéu huding nghé thuat
Lén mét cao db nao do, su khdc biét trd thanh binh
thuohg, vi duoc su’ céng nhan cua dam dong. (Bam
déng chi cong nhén su’ ldp di, hodc khac la cua mot
nguoi, khi nguor do chung minh duoc tai nang thuc su
CO thé bdo dam pham chét cho surkhac biét do,)
Bin s3c cla tho' 13 khac biét Néu di céu nhiing tho d5
co, di duoc dam dong ca tung na nd nhu tho cua
nhifng ngudi néi tiéng, thi nén di ciu & bo ao, séng hé,
dig do tudng céu cd vé danh dé hitu danh, chi cd nof
bién séu hodc nhu Walcot di céu trong sa mac.
Vai mét nguor binh thuong, co lé cdu hoi sé la: Liéu sa
mac co cd hay khong?

o00o
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Sir Derek Alton Walcot la nha tho & dao Saint Lucia.
Ong day hoc tai University of Alberta, thanh vién gido
sur Thi ca cua University of Essex (2010 - 2013.)

Ngoai trir Giai Nobel Van chuang ndm 1992, ong da
nhan nhiéu gidi thudng nhu: Obie Award, 1971;
MacArthur Foundation “genius” Award; Royal Society
of Literature Awrad; Queen's Medal for Poetry; T.S.
Eliot; Griffin Trust For Excellence in Poetry Lifetime
Reccognition Award (2015).

Tho xuat ban:

o 948: 25 Poems

o 1949: Epitaph for the Young: Xl Cantos

e 1951: Poems

o 1962: In a Green Night: Poems 1948—60

o 1964: Selected Poems

o 1965: The Castaway and Other Poems

o 1969: The Gulf and Other Poems

o 1973: Another Life

o 1976: Sea Grapes

o 1979: The Star-Apple Kingdom

o 1981: Selected Poetry

o 1981: 7he Fortunate Traveller

o 1983: The Caribbean Poetry of Derek
Walcott and the Art of Romare Bearden

o 1984: Midsummer

o 1986 Collected Poems, 19481984,

o 1987: The Arkansas Testament

e 1990: Omeros

o 1997: The Bounty
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Omeros

2000: 7/epolo’s Hound, includes Walcott's
watercolors

2004: 7he Prodigal

2010: White Egrets

2014: The Poetry of Derek Walcott 1948-
2013

2016: Morning, Paramin (illustrated by
Peter Doig)

Kich xuat ban:

1950: Henri Christophe: A Chronicle in
Seven Scenes

1952: Harry Dernier: A Play for Radio
Production

1953: Wine of the Country

1954: The Sea at Dauphin: A Play in One
Act

1957: lone
1958: Drums and Colours: An Epic Drama
1966: Malcochon: or; Six in the Rain

1967. Dream on Monkey Mountain
1970: /n a Fine Castle

1974: The Joker of Seville

1976: O Babylon/

1977: Remembrance

1978: Pantomime

1980: 7he Joker of Seville and O Babylon!:
Two Plays

1982: 7he Isle Is Full of Noises

1984: The Haitian Earth
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henri_Christophe:_A_Chronicle_in_Seven_Scenes
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Henri_Christophe:_A_Chronicle_in_Seven_Scenes
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harry_Dernier:_A_Play_for_Radio_Production
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Harry_Dernier:_A_Play_for_Radio_Production
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Dream_on_Monkey_Mountain

o 1986: Three Plays: 7he Last Carnival, Beef,
No Chicken, and A Branch of the Blue Nile

o 1991: Steel

o 1993 Odyssey: A Stage Version

o 1997: The Capeman (book and lyrics, both
in collaboration with Paul Simon)

o 2002: Walker and The Ghost Dance

o 2011: Moon-Child

o 2014 O Starry Starry Night

Tho Tuyén:
Thanh Phd Chét Bgi Héa Hoan

Sau khi ngu@i giang Phic dm san bang tat ca ngoai trir
bau trai thanh e,

Téi viét cau chuyén bing m& bd vé céi chét thanh phé
bi l(ra chay;

Dudi con mét cdy nén, boc khéi dong L&, t6i mudn ké,
Khong chi la sap, vé dirc tin nd nhu cham day dién.

Sudt ngay toi lanh quanh ra ngoai qué'c gitra dfing
chuyén vat vanh,

Kinh di nhifng vach tuting sing siing trén dudng phd
nhu nhitng ké doi tra;

Long 16ng tién chim nao dong bau trai, va tat ca may 1a
nhitng kién hang rach,
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https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?title=The_Last_Carnival&action=edit&redlink=1
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beef,_No_Chicken
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beef,_No_Chicken
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Capeman
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Paul_Simon

Bj xé ra cudp trém, tring sach, bt chap ngon lira.

Bén b bién khdi, ndi Chua di qua, t0| hai, tai sao mot
ngudi khoc ra sap khi thé gidi bang go sup do?

Trpng thanh pho, la cay bang giay, ma day doi la mot
dong drc tin;

P6i vdi ciu bé di bd sudt ngay, mai chiéc L4 13 hai thé
xanh

Xay dung lai tinh thuang, toi tudng da chét nhu dinh
dong cot,

Ban on su' chét va rira téi bang L(ra.

A City's Death By Fire

After that hot gospeller has levelled all but the churched sky,

| wrote the tale by tallow of a city's death by fire;

Under a candle's eye, that smoked in tears, |

Wanted to tell, in more than wax, of faiths that were snapped like wire.
All day | walked abroad among the rubbled tales,

Shocked at each wall that stood on the street like a liar;

Loud was the bird-rocked sky, and all the clouds were bales
Torn open by looting, and white, in spite of the fire.

By the smoking sea, where Christ walked, | asked, why
Should a man wax tears, when his wooden world fails?

In town, leaves were paper, but the hills were a flock of faiths;
To a boy who walked all day, each leaf was a green breath
Rebuilding a love | thought was dead as nails,

Blessing the death and the baptism by fire

L& Ngti Tuan

MGt khu rirng trong dau
tot hon 1a bé-tong khong ré.
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Tha ding hoang mang
bén duang quanh co dom dom bay;,

den mla dong soi khong thay
noi nao via he bién mat,
nhifng ludi tuyét ciing khong
néi vé dic Thanh Link;

im lang tu im lang hon

cuia chir nghia roi tr mai nha

triit xudng doc theo lan can sit,
phuong huéng, khng phai bing ching.

nhung ky diéu nhat 13 ludt song dém nay
vdi nhitng doan kinh thanh cham rai trén cat,
gui di, chua han A tdng Lanh thién than,

nhung mét con chim coc mudn mang,

tiéng ai kéu dang tit dan

vong qua bai nudc can bay lan quang

thif nay trong sach Phiic Am thdi t6i thd tré
ting goi la linh hon.
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Pentecost

Better a jungle in the head
than rootless concrete.

Better to stand bewildered

by the fireflies' crooked street;

winter lamps do not show
where the sidewalk is lost,

nor can these tongues of snow
speak for the Holy Ghost;

the self-increasing silence
of words dropped from a roof
points along iron railings,
direction, in not proof.

But best is this night surf

with slow scriptures of sand,
that sends, not quite a seraph,
but a late cormorant,

whose fading cry propels
through phosphorescent shoal

what, in my childhood gospels,
used to be called the Soul.

Bién La Lich S

Hgi Liét si, tuong dai, tran chién cla cac ngudi ndi nao?
Thua ngai, ky (rc giong noi & dau trong ham ndo xam?

Bién. Bién da giam gilr chiing. Bién la lich sr.

Trudc hét, dau trao ra

dir ddi nhu hon loan;
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roi, giong anh sang cudi dudng ham,

den long tir thuyén nan,
d6 1a Sang Thé Ky.
RGi tiéng khéc don dap,

@6 rac rudi, tiéng rén la:

Cuoc di cu.

Xuong han vao san hd,

tranh kham

bao pht bdi an lanh tir bong den ca map,

D0 la Hom Giao Udc.
R6i dén tir nhifng day nang mét trdi
dudi day bién

Nhac dan Hac tham thiét cho Babylon né 1§,
nhu dam da trang chdn bo tap trung
giong nhifng chiéc cong xich bay phu nit chét dudi

D6 13 nhig chiéc vong nga voi

tir bai ca Solomon,

nhung bién tiép tuc Lt nhiéu trang tre“'mg tr?ing
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tim kiém lich str.
R6i nhitng ngudi dén di mét bi tham nhu mé neo

chim xuong khéng mo ma3,

Ké cudp nudng thit gia suc,
b lai xuang sudn chay den nhur A dira trén bai bién,

roi bot song, da day con thd

dang sdng thiy triéu nudt cang Port Royal
do la thanh Gia N,
nhung thai ky Phuc Hung & dau?

Thua ngai, bi nhot trong cat bién
ngoai xa qua khéi thém d@a ngam san ho,

nai chién ham cheo tréi xuong;

Mang kinh bao v& mét, t6i s& huéng dan anh.
Tat ca huyén do dudi long bién

Xuyén qua cac c6t san hg,

qua ctfa sb Go-Tich ctia ngudi ham md bién
dén noi ca m vay cing, méat ma n3o,
chdp nhay, ning né béi do trang strc,

nhu nir hoang dau troc;
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nhitng hang dong vom nhon nhin qua kinh
thay ro nhu da
la nha tha cua ching ta,

nhifng Lo sudi trudc bao to;
thanh ph6 Gomorrah. Ci X0ay gio xay xuong vun

tron vao phan bén Macno va bt bép,

Do la lai than van,
chi la lai than van,
khong phai la lich str;

roi, nhur can ba trén moi song kho,
dén lang lau sdy nau
bao pht va dng bang thanh phd,

vao budi ti, cd ca doan ngudi Ln,
@ trén ho, nhiing thap nhon

dam vao canh nuang long ctia Chia
nhu con trai clia Chia rao giang, do la Tan Udc.

Sau d6, chi em da tring vé tay

theo tién trinh song dap,
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do la su gidi phong -

han hoan, 6i han hoan -
nhanh chdng bién méat

nhu ren bién kho trong néng trai,

nhung khong phai lich s,
chi la niém tin.

roi moi tang da vd ra thanh moi quoc gia;

roi dén héi nghi clia rudi
roi dén chim diéc thu ky
roi dén énh uong gam thét doi bé phiéu,

dom dom vdi y tudng thong minh
dan doi nhu cac dai st phan luc

bo ngua nhu cong an 4o vang,

nhitng sau budm l6ng L& clia tham phan
khao sat ting t6i an ky cang

roi trong doi tai den clia cay dudng xi

va tiéng cuti mén cla da
trong ho bai nudc bién
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nghe am thanh nhu tin @on

khdng co tiéng vang
clia lich sir: thuc su bt dau.

The Sea Is History

Where are your monuments, your battles, martyrs?
Where is your tribal memory? Sirs,

in that gray vault. The sea. The sea

has locked them up. The sea is History.

First, there was the heaving oil,
heavy as chaos;
then, likea light at the end of a tunnel,

the lantern of a caravel,

and that was Genesis.

Then there were the packed cries,
the shit, the moaning:

Exodus.

Bone soldered by coral to bone,

mosaics

mantled by the benediction of the shark's shadow,

that was the Ark of the Covenant.
Then came from the plucked wires
of sunlight on the sea floor

the plangent harp of the Babylonian bondage,
as the white cowries clustered like manacles
on the drowned women,

and those were the ivory bracelets

of the Song of Solomon,

but the ocean kept turning blank pages

looking for History.
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Then came the men with eyes heavy as anchors
who sank without tombs,

brigands who barbecued cattle,
leaving their charred ribs like palm leaves on the shore,
then the foaming, rabid maw

of the tidal wave swallowing Port Royal,
and that was Jonah,
but where is your Renaissance?

Sir, it is locked in them sea sands
out there past the reef's moiling shelf,
where the men-o'-war floated down;

strop on these goggles, I'll guide you there myself.
It's all subtle and submarine,
through colonnades of coral,

past the gothic windows of sea fans
to where the crusty grouper, onyx-eyed,
blinks, weighted by its jewels, like a bald queen;

and these groined caves with barnacles
pitted like stone
are our cathedrals,

and the furnace before the hurricanes:
Gomorrah. Bones ground by windmills
into marl and cornmeal,

and that was Lamentations -
that was just Lamentations,
it was not History;

then came, like scum on the river's drying lip,
the brown reeds of villages
mantling and congealing into towns,

and at evening, the midges' choirs,

and above them, the spires
lancing the side of God
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as His son set, and that was the New Testament.

Then came the white sisters clapping
to the waves' progress,
and that was Emancipation -

jubilation, O jubilation -
vanishing swiftly
as the sea's lace dries in the sun,

but that was not History,
that was only faith,
and then each rock broke into its own nation;

then came the synod of flies,
then came the secretarial heron,
then came the bullfrog bellowing for a vote,

fireflies with bright ideas
and bats like jetting ambassadors
and the mantis, like khaki police,

and the furred caterpillars of judges
examining each case closely,

and then in the dark ears of ferns

and in the salt chuckle of rocks

with their sea pools, there was the sound
like a rumour without any echo

of History, really beginning.

Sau Con Bao

C rat nhiéu hon daol
Nhiéu nhu sao trdi dém
trén canh cay rung rinh nhiéu thién thach

nhu trai rung chung quanh thuyén buom bay.
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Nhung ludn ludn s& nhu vay, moi thr déu roi xudng,
mot méat la sao Kim, mat kia la sao Hoa;

rai xuong, trd thanh mat,

nhu trai dat, mot dao nhé trong quan dao ngan ha.
Ngudi ban dau tién cla tdi La bién.

Gig day, la ngudi ban cudi cling.

Bay gid, t6i khong ndi nira. Lam viéc, doc sach.
Dudi 4nh dén Long treo trén cot buom.

C6 quén di hanh phc (a gi,

khong co hiéu qua, t6i hoc thién van.

BGi khi chi 2 t6i va bot mém ¢ thé ct

nhu san tau tré thanh tréng va tring mé ra

canh clra nhu may, anh sang bao trum toi

la con duting day tring dep dua téi vé nha.

Dan Sabine d3 hat nhu thé tir day sau bién ca.

After The Storm

There are so many islands!

As many islands as the stars at night

on that branched tree from which meteors are shaken
like falling fruit around the schooner Fight.
But things must fall, and so it always was,
on one hand Venus, on the other Mars;

fall, and are one, just as this earth is one
island in archipelagoes of stars.

My first friend was the sea. Now,is my last.

| stop talking now.l work, then | read,
catching under a lantern hooked to the mast.
| try to forget what happiness was,
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and when that doesn't work,l study the stars.
Sometimes is just me, and the soft-scissored foam
as the deck turns white and the moon opens

a cloud-like door, and the light over me

is a road in white moonlight taking me home.
Sabine sang to you from the depths of the sea.

Cai Nam Tay

Ban tay bop chat trai tim toi

hai ndi 1éng, t6i nac én thd khoan khodi;
nhung ban tay bop chit mét lan nira.

C6 bao gid ti khong yéu noi dau that tinh?
Nhung chuyén nay vuot qua yéu duang
trd thanh cuong dai.

Chuyén nay co ké dién bop chat

Chuyén nay niu [y bd ria phi ly,

trudc khi gao thét lao minh xudng vuc sau.

Nay trai tim, h3y c6 chiu dung.

Bi cach nay, it nhat van con song

The Fist

The fist clenched round my heart
loosens a little, and | gasp
brightness; but it tightens

again. When have | ever not loved
the pain of love? But this has moved
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past love to mania. This has the strong
clench of the madman, this is

gripping the ledge of unreason, before
plunging howling into the abyss.

Hold hard then, heart. This way at least you live.
Rung Chau Au

Nhiing chiéc (& cudi cling rai xudng nhu nhig nét
nhac dudng cam

de lai hinh dang bau duc vang vong trong tai;
vdi gia nhac long ngdng,
khu ritg muia déng ging dan hop tau vang ngudi,

dong nhac viét nhap rai rac trén bong tuyét.

Vong nguyét qué bang go sdi dat ddng

tda sang qua tam kinh gach nau trén dau em sang nhu
whiskey,

trong khi hai lanh L&o tur cau tha Mandelstam,
Anh d3 trinh dién thudc long,

téa ra rd rang nhu khéi thudc bay.

Tiéng sot soat méy to tién rup bén trai chanh Neva'
Tu luGi anh luu day,
gion tan dudi got chan,

amyeét hau ran n(t nhu la muc,
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cau tha trong quy dao Mandelstam
vai anh sang trong can phong mau nau,
& Oklahoma can cdi.

Co bo sach Gulag Archipelago (1)

dudi Ldp béng, nai sudi khoang mudi,

dudng mon dai cla nude mét

chay qua déng béng khd khac, tran trui

nhu guang mat ngudi chan gia stc

Nt né béi ndng, rau L6m chém dinh tuyét chua cao.

[ Nhitng vong tron tuyét gidng nhiing vong tron
quan chung quanh xac ngudi Choctaw kiét strc,
L6 dan trong tiéng thi tham tir dai hi nha van,

cho d@én khi thanh tran bio tuyét cic hiép udc va gidy
trang

khi chiing ta mat ddu mét ngudi duy nhat théng qua
nguyén nhan. ]

Vi vay, mdi muia xuan, cac canh cay xép hang trén ké,
nhu thu vién véi cac 14 mdi xuat ban,

chd tai ché - gidy thanh tuyét-

nhung, khéng cd gi dau buon,

mat tam tri song lau nhur cay soi con vai chiéc a Lo lo.
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Khi doan tau bang qua khu rifg tra tan cic than tugng,
nhifng tang bing ndi cham nhau kéu nhu bai van hang,
rdi nudc mét dong lanh nhidu thanh nhiing chép nhon,
nhirng nha ga phun hai nudc rit lén,

anh ta hut chling vao mét hai thd mua dong

c6 nhitng phu 3m déng béng bién thanh da.

Anh nhin thay thd trong cac nha ga & loi
dudi nhitng @m may ménh méng nhu Chau A,

qua nhifng mién cd thé nudt chimg Oklahoma nhu mét
trai nho,

khong phai nhiing canh dong rop bdng cay nay dirng
Lai

nhung khéng gian tiéu diéu ché nhao cic nai dén.

D(ra tré da den trén lan can Chau Au 3 ai,

ngam dong sdng bac ha budi t6i

nhitng chli quyén ddng dau béi chinh quyeén,
khdng phai béi thi s,

song Thames va song Neva st soat nhu gidy bac,

roi, den trén vang thé, bdng hinh song Hudson?
PG tir sdng Neva bang gia dén Hudson,
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dudi mai vom san bay, cac tram vang vong,
nhanh song dan di cu

luu vong trd thanh khong giai cap

nhu cdm lanh théng thudng,

cong dan thudc ngon ngilr clia em,

moi thang Hai, mdi ‘mUa thu ndm trudc.

anh viét khac xa ngudi gat dap la

gap lda mi nhu cd gai bim toc minh,

xa nhiing kénh d3o Nga chao d3o vi say ning,
ngudi dan dng song & Anh trong mét can phong.

Céc quan d3o du lich phia nam La nhiing nha tU, thoi
nat,

du khdng nha tu hic blia ndo khd hon viét cau tha,
tha 13 gi, néu né dang gia nhu mudi,

nhung ngudi ta cé thé nao dua ciu tha tir tay lén
miéng?

Tir tay lén miéng, qua nhiéu thé ky,

banh mi van ton tai trong khi cic hé thdng muc nét,
trong khu rung La canh thép gai,

khi tU nhan ngoi vong tron, nhai mdt cau

ma am nhac ton tai lau han chiéc 3,
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ma ngung dong la mod héi da cam thach

trén tran cac thién than, sé khdng bao gio khd

cho dén khi Borealist tit anh sang dudi cong (2)
ctia ngudi ham md tir LA. dén Tong nh thién than,

va tri nh& khéng can Lap lai.

S hdi va chét ddi, véi con sdt than linh Osip
Mandelstam run r§y,

moi phép an du lam dng ta dn lanh riing minh,

moi nguyén am ning hon vién da xay bién gidi,

’

‘Cho tiéng sét soat mdy to'tién rup bén trai chanh Neva

nhung gid day con sot trd thanh ngon ((ra ruc rd
sudi am ban tay,

Joseph, khi chiing ta can nhdn nhu ddng vét linh
trudng

chuyén trd bang giong khi trong hang lanh nay
trong ngdi nha nhd mau nau,
trong khi bén ngoai dan voi Ma-mdt lang bat

day than minh xuyén qua tuyét.

(1) The Gulag Archipelago: An Experient in Literary
Investigation. B6 sach gom ba cuon, viét gilra 1958 -
1968, clia nha van Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn. Xuat ban
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ndm 1973, ban Anh ngi ndm 1975. Viét vé ddi song &
Gulag, hé thong tu lao dong.

(2) Borealist la anh sang tur vung bic cuc chiéu lén do
bang tuyét phan anh. Anh sang cé hinh nan quat giong
dudi con cong xoe ra.

(**) T6i danh gia bai tha nay hay, cao ky, nhung lai co
nhiéu doan khdng du kha ning dich, nhung lai tiéc bai
tha. Cudi cling, dich va dich dai khéi. [..] Nhiing dong
tha trong khung, dich dai khai vi t6i khong hiéu y clia
tac gia, danh phai gac lai, cho tri khon mé mang thém

Forest Of Europe

The last leaves fell like notes from a piano
and left their ovals echoing in the ear;

with gawky music stands, the winter forest
looks like an empty orchestra, its lines

ruled on these scattered manuscripts of snow.

The inlaid copper laurel of an oak

shines though the brown-bricked glass above your head
as bright as whisky, while the wintry breath

of lines from Mandelstam, which you recite,

uncoils as visibly as cigarette smoke.

‘The rustling of ruble notes by the lemon Neva.'
Under your exile's tongue, crisp under heel,
the gutturals crackle like decaying leaves,

the phrase from Mandelstam circles with light
in a brown room, in barren Oklahoma.

There is a Gulag Archipelago

under this ice, where the salt, mineral spring
of the long Trail of Tears runnels these plains
as hard and open as a herdsman's face
sun-cracked and stubbled with unshaven snow.
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Growing in whispers from the Writers' Congress,
the snow circles like cossacks round the corpse
of a tired Choctaw till it is a blizzard

of treaties and white papers as we lose

sight of the single human through the cause.

So every spring these branches load their shelves,
like libraries with newly published leaves,

till waste recycles them—paper to snow—

but, at zero of suffering, one mind

lasts like this oak with a few brazen leaves.

As the train passed the forest's tortured icons,

ths floes clanging like freight yards, then the spires
of frozen tears, the stations screeching steam,

he drew them in a single winters' breath

whose freezing consonants turned into stone.

He saw the poetry in forlorn stations

under clouds vast as Asia, through districts
that could gulp Oklahoma like a grape,

not these tree-shaded prairie halts but space
so desolate it mocked destinations.

Who is that dark child on the parapets

of Europe, watching the evening river mint

its sovereigns stamped with power, not with poets,
the Thames and the Neva rustling like banknotes,
then, black on gold, the Hudson's silhouettes?

From frozen Neva to the Hudson pours,

under the airport domes, the echoing stations,
the tributary of emigrants whom exile

has made as classless as the common cold,
citizens of a language that is now yours,

and every February, every ‘last autumn’,

you write far from the threshing harvesters
folding wheat like a girl plaiting her hair,

far from Russia's canals quivering with sunstroke,
a man living with English in one room.

The tourist archipelagoes of my South
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are prisons too, corruptible, and though

there is no harder prison than writing verse,
what's poetry, if it is worth its salt,

but a phrase men can pass from hand to mouth?

From hand to mouth, across the centuries,

the bread that lasts when systems have decayed,
when, in his forest of barbed-wire branches,

a prisoner circles, chewing the one phrase
whose music will last longer than the leaves,

whose condensation is the marble sweat
of angels' foreheads, which will never dry
till Borealis shuts the peacock lights

of its slow fan from LA to Archangel,

and memory needs nothing to repeat.

Frightened and starved, with divine fever

Osip Mandelstam shook, and every

metaphor shuddered him with ague,

each vowel heavier than a boundary stone,

‘to the rustling of ruble notes by the lemon Neva,'

but now that fever is a fire whose glow
warms our hands, Joseph, as we grunt like primates
exchanging gutturals in this wintry cave

of a brown cottage, while in drifts outside
mastodons force their systems through the snow.

Ngay Xaba, W..

Nhiing ngdi lang d6 himg chiu ngay Chi Nhat u sau,

trén tat ca cac con duting dat dd, chi mét con ché ngl

nhifng ngon ndi lra nhu hoa hong tan,
hodc vét thuong vi nghéo chifa khong khdi,

40



chung quanh nhifng cau bé gay go, ma hdp
dang ban da luu huynh mau vang

14 chudi chdy trudc kia @3 timg nhay miia

long con song L6t day manh vé chai

rifng ca cao ndi con chim hét tiéng xanh [an vang
trong ning dudi tang L& ¢6 ngon Lira mau cam

da queén roi tiéng sao

Cay gommier béc vé vi chdy ning van tranh dau d@é
thoat ra bién khoai

con than [&n chét biéh thanh mau xanh nhu d3

nhitng dong song nay, nhiing bot nudc, da quén ban
nhac xua,

l3n dao chai ngin ngtii dudi ring hanh nhan bién can

noi cac ngudi gia khod khoc ngdi nhin chiéc thuyén
buom trang

mic ket trén canh ciy
va chai cd dam vdi dan chim Chién bay trén suth doi
nhu nhithg manh binh v&

nhirng cay Duong Xi in bé xuong lén da

nhiing con dudng bt dau doc tén minh lén sao Hom
nhic nhé chiing, chiing s& ngirng lai

nhifng con cua san sang dé ky nguyén vuct qua
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nhithg con Diéc nhu géa phu nghi ngd su' phan anh
chinh minh dang hoi han,

héi ddy cay Tam Ma dang chd doi
nhitng ngay Cha Nhat do, nhitng ngay Cha Nhat do

nhifng ngay Ch Nhat d6 khi anh dén cudi dudng la ca
duyén

nhiing ngay Ch{i Nhit dé khi me téi ndm ngira

Nhiihg ngay Cha Nhat do khi cac chi em tu tap nhu
budm trang quanh den dudng

va thanh phd bing ngang chung téi trén dudng chan
troi

Sabbaths, W.l.

Those villages stricken with the melancholia of Sunday,
in all of whose ocher streets one dog is sleeping

those volcanoes like ashen roses, or the incurable sore

of poverty, around whose puckered mouth thin boys are

selling yellow sulphur stone

the burnt banana leaves that used to dance

the river whose bed is made of broken bottles

the cocoa grove where a bird whose cry sounds green and
yellow and in the lights under the leaves crested with

orange flame has forgotten its flute

gommiers peeling from sunburn still wrestling to escape the sea

the dead lizard turning blue as stone

those rivers, threads of spittle, that forgot the old music
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that dry, brief esplanade under the drier sea almonds
where the dry old men sat

watching a white schooner stuck in the branches
and playing draughts with the moving frigate birds

those hillsides like broken pots.

those ferns that stamped their skeletons on the skin

and those roads that begin reciting their names at vespers
mention them and they will stop

those crabs that were willing to let an epoch pass

those herons like spinsters that doubted their reflections
inquiring, inquiring

those nettles that waited
those Sundays, those Sundays

those Sundays when the lights at the road's end were an occasion
those Sundays when my mother lay on her back
those Sundays when the sisters gathered like white moths

round their street lantern

and cities passed us by on the horizon
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Wole Soyinka (1934 -)
Nobel Van Chuong 1986
Thi si Nigeria

7o/ nghi:

Tho cua 7'oyinka dat nang suy m’a’hg. Surchon l;/a hinh
anh va tu'tho vaa khac thuong vua nghiém tdc, bay to
long trang trong déi vdi tha Tt 4 nhién suy fu’ahg la mot
hanh trinh don déc cua mbi ca nhan, du’a dén két qua
hoan toan la kinh nghiém riéng, nhét 13 loai kinh
nghiém vé thé gidi tri tuong, duong nhién, sé tao ra
surkhd cam théng, khd hiéu. Sulanh héi tiy thuée vao
moi nguii. Toi tuhdi, khding L€ ndo “kho hiéu” lai 13 mét
hinh thue tri tué cda tho?
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VE hoc thudt, trong tha, éng khéng chd yéu so sanh
truc tiép. Nhiéu tu tha, thay vi so sanh éng chon mé ta
déi tuong, 3p dung nhu mét ‘so sanh dar, gian tiép. W
du thay vi dung diéu gi tuoing duohg hodc tuong xung
dé so sanh vdi su tinh khiét cda noi buén, 6ng mo ta:
G troi phéi mua

Nhiing chém dut ndy trong tam tri

mu quang chung ta

trong thét vong la ky,

gidng day sur tinh khiét cda néi buén

(Trich: | Think it rains,)

Boc tho éng t6i co cam giac, ong d’ang noi vé nhuhg tw
a’uy dam dac da d't/a’c ngh/en ngam, mo hé, khd t/ep
can. Nhing luc tién lai gan y nghia, thi nhiing tu tho
biéu tuong lam cho y nghia chot méng lung. Thém vao,

cach st dung ngl phap va cui phap cang khién cho téi
nghi ngd, minh dang di lac vao tran do tri thue. Khai
niém nay ciing gidi thich nhing loai tho nang né tu
tuong nhu tho Luis Barges Mark Strand, Oda vio Paz,

Mallarme .elc.. can pha/ co nhiing mau chét z‘rong
mai béi tho, dé cho nguor doc nhilng co hdi chia se.

Nhung thue t& nhing nha tho déc ddo thuohg it quan
tém vé viéc déc gid cd hiéu minh hay khéng, ma chi
quan tém vdi dam mé ca nhén vé gid tri va my thuét

Bay 13 uu diém hay khuyét diém cua sang tc?

Dich tho' cda dng la c3 mot thi thach da‘)/ béi réi. Phai
thu nhan rang, t6i chua dich tho cua ai ma phai lo ngh/
16l rém nhu tho' 6 ong nay. Tuy vdy, chung ta khong thé
thiéu 6 ong trong z‘uyen tap tho hay trén thé gidi cua thoi
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duong dai, vi phang cach va a’ung mao 1‘/70’ cua éng vaa
la lai via ha Y, gan g/ong cai déu cua triét gia Socrate'
Chén dung cé quai nhung chua mét bé néo than ky.

o0o

Tac gia tén that : Akinwande Oluwole Babatune
Soyinka, lamtho, V|et van, sang tac kich. Vet tiéu luan
bang Anh ng(r. Sinh quan tai Abeokuta. Tot nghiép dai
hoc University College Ibadan va dai hoc University of
Leeds & Anh. NGi tiéng L3 kich tac gia, tac ph§m dugc
trinh dien tren san khau, trén dai phat thanh & Nigeria
va Anh quoc Hoat dong chlnh tri, doi quyen doc lapra
khéi thudc dia Anh. Bi bét biét giam hai nam dudi thoi
tudng Yakubu Gowon.

Ong day mén van chuong tai cac dai hoc nhu Obafemi
Awolowo University, University of Ife, va dai hoc
Cornell, dai hoc Nevada, dai hoc Loyola Marymount, dai
hoc Oxford, Havard va Yale & My. Ngoai gidi Nobel, ng
da nhan L&h hon hai mudi giai khac

Tac pham
Kich.

o  Keffi's Birthday Treat (1954)

o  The Swamp Dwellers (1958)

o  AQuality of Violence (1959)tes

e The Trials of Brother Jero (1960)
e My Father's Burden (1960)

o Before the Blackout (1964)

o Kongi's Harvest (1964)

o The Road (1965)

¢ Madmen and Specialists (1970)
e Jero's Metamorphosis (1973)

¢ Death and the King's Horseman (1975)
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Wole_Soyinka#cite_note-106
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Kongi%27s_Harvest
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Madmen_and_Specialists
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Death_and_the_King%27s_Horseman

Tiéu thuyét:

Truyén Ngn:

The:

Opera Wonyosi (1977)

Requiem for a Futurologist (1983)
APlay of Giants (1984)

Childe Internationale (1987)uwaon
From Zia with Love (1992)

The Detainee (radio play)

The Beatification of Area Boy (1996)
Document of Identity (radio play, 1999)
King Baabu (2001)

Alapata Apata (2011)

"Thus Spake Orunmila"

The Interpreters (1965)

Season of Anomy (1972)

Chronicles from the Land of the Happiest
People on Earth (Bookcraft, Nigeria;
Bloomsbury, UK; Pantheon, US, 2021)t

ATale of Two (1958)
Egbe's Sworn Enemy (1960)
Madame Etienne's Establishment (1960)

Telephone Conversation (1963) (appeared
in Modern Poetry in Africa)

Idanre and other poems (1967)

A Big Airplane Crashed into The Earth (original
title Poems from Prison) (1969)

A Shuttle in the Crypt (1971)

Ogun Abibiman (1976)

Mandela's Earth and other poems (1988)
Early Poems (1997)

Samarkand and Other Markets | Have
Known (2002)
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Tho Tuyén
bem

Nay dém, ban tay nguai dat trén tran ta nang nhoc.
Ta khong co trai tim sang bac nhu may,

dam lam.

Gay phién ha chom sao Bai Hling huyén 3o cta nguai.
Pan ba nhu con s, hién than trén bién.

Ta thdy mét ngudi ganh ti dap tit anh huynh quang clia
dai duong,

Nhay theo nhip dap trién mién ctia séng.

Ta ding, kiét sirc

dau hang nhu cat, mau, nudc mét, chay vao goc ré.
Nay dém, ngudi mua bdng so le qua canh L4 tdi tam
Cho dén khi t3m trong tran ngap 4m &p cda cic md
phan rai rac

Cam giac lam ta dau ddn, v6 danh, cdm lang nhu tén
trom dém.

Bay gid, hay cat gidu ta, khi con cai dém lai vang dén
dia cau

Ta khéng nghe thay gi!

Nhimg md phan dm u nay chua hdy bé dudc ta;

Tran truong, tu nguyén, sinh ra trong mét dém cam.
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Night

Your hand is heavy, Night, upon my brow.

| bear no heart mercuric like the clouds,

to dare.

Exacerbation from your subtle plow.

Woman as a clam, on the sea's present.

| saw your jealous eye quench the sea's
Flouorescence, dance on the pulse incessant

Of the waves. And | stood, drained

Submitting like the sands, blood, and brine

Coursing to the roots. Night, you rained

Serrated shadows through dank leaves

Till bathed in @ warm suffusion of your dappled cells
Sensations pained me, faceless, silent as night thieves.
Hide me now, when night children haunt the earth

| must hear nonel These misted cells will yet

Undo me; naked, unbidden, at Night's muted birth.

Toi Nghi Trai Mua

T6i nghi troi mua

Nhiing chiéc ludi cé thé gian ra khdi miéng va
Tach roi néc miéng,

Treo ning né kién thirc.

Toi thay nd tirtro tan

Dot ngot nang lén dam may.
Tutap

Tham gia vao mét vong tron xam;
bén trong,

Linh hon xoay cuong.
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0, troi phai mua

Nhig két thic nay trong tam tri
Mu quang chiing ta

Trong that vong la ky,

Day bao su tinh khiét cta noi budn

Va né dap nhu thé nao

Nhiing uéc mudn, nhifng khao khat den tai héo khd
Trong nhitng budi L& rifa ti tan nhan

Lau say uét mua, kinh nghiém
trong thai d6 uén cong,

nhung khéng khuat phuc

Tir xa, mua két hap vdi trai dat,
Gan nhu khdi da trong thé th.

| think it rains

| think it rains

That tongues may loosen from the parch
Uncleave roof-tops of

the mouth, hang

Heavy with knowledge

| saw it raise
The sudden cloud, from ashes.
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Settling

They joined in a ring of
grey; within,

The circling spirit.

Oit must rain

These closures on the mind, blinding us
In strange despairs, teaching

Purity of sadness.

And how it beats

Skeined transperencies on wings

Of our desires, searing dark longings
In cruel baptisms.

Rain-reeds, practised in

The grace of yielding, yet unbending

From afar, this, your conjugation with my earth
Bares crounching rocks.

Dién Hanh 1 - Ngay Treo Co

Ngay treo co.

Trai dat trong khong

Mo ma dién hanh budc chan vang vong
Mt trdi chiéu nhing vach tuting

Do bong xuong budi sang ngan lai.

Phia sau bing che mét cé mau xanh trdi tuoi.
Blrc tuing cau nguyén da [an tron
Trong m6t manh mu, khép Lai.

Sau tham mau xam di truyen.
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Ban loan chan tay.

Dai khi nhin thoang qua
Lién tudng dén cau treo
Kéo [&n khéng bao gid ha xudng
Gilra dam dong va t6i dong dua.

RUt Lui, nhu tat ca su song trén thé gidi

Tin viéc vang mét qua mét nhin cdm nhin

Bi rao can day bi an trong ngdi nha trong khong.
Vi nhifng ctra s6 d3 ddng, toi biét trai tim

Pa di rat xa so vdi hién tai.

Giam lén. Rai xuc“J'ng. Roi xu6ng kinh hoang. Chét.

Toi ¢6 thé ndi gi vdi ban doc? Tiét 16 chuyén gi?
Toi, trudc ho nhin khng thay,
dimg mét chan trén b vuc hoang vu

Ldng e rang s& khdng tré Lai

Procession | - Hanging day

Hanging day.

A hollow earth

Echoes footsteps of the grave procession.
Walls in sunspots

Lean to shadow of the shortening morn.
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Behind an eyepatch lushly blue.
The wall of prayer has taken refuge
In a piece of blindness, closed.

Its grey recessive deeps.

Fretful limbs.

And glances that would sometimes
Conjure up a drawbridge

Raised but never lowered between
Their gathering and my sway.

Withdraw, as all the living world

Belie their absence in a feel of eyes
Barred and secret in the empty home.
Of shuttered windows, | know the heart.
Has journeyed far from present.

Tread. Drop. Dread Drop. Dead.

What may | tell you? What reveal?

| who before them peered unseen

Who stood one-legged on the untrodden
Verge- lest | should not return.

Ngudi Dan Va Ngudi Linh

Toi xuat hién noi lén tir sup d6 cta l3nh dao,
Tuyén bd, “Téi la ngudi dan”.

Chi lam n3ng né thém ndi sg hi.

Vi sao t6i co thé ndi day,

mot sinh vat trong thé gidi nay,

chét v tu trong gic dd!

Toi nght:
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ké ca nhiing tranh chap trong cdi ddi.

Anh ding yén

PGi vdi ngan xua va ngan mai,

Oi, toi @3 nghe bai hoc trong cac budi dao tao anh,
Hay luu ¥ - sau lung anh trai dat dang thiéu dot,
Khong thé bd lai phia sau su trung lap map md.
Su 1ap lai tinh canh khd khan cla ngudi dan,

@30 s3u vao dat tir [& héi 13nh dao clia cic ban anh hdo
hirc

Cang lam anh [4m [an tdi té hon

khi anh duing sting ban vao téi

cai chét giat mét t6i cham cham,

canh ngo cla cac anh trd nén ro rang.

Hy vong ngay nao do

Muc dich t6i song bi kiém soat trong cudc tién Lén

béi s xuat hién clia anh trong chién hao,

Ra hiéu, t6i la nguai linh,

Khéng do du’ nhung téi s& bin anh nhanh chéng va
cong binh

Bang thit, banh mi, v mdt bau rugu

MGt buong nguc tir mét trong hai tay

va cau hdi duy nhat -
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Nay anh, ngay ca dén gid, anh cd biét la chuyén gi
khong?

Civilian And Soldier

My apparition rose from the fall of lead,
Declared, 'l am a civilian.' It only served

To aggravate your fright. For how could |
Have risen, a being of this world, in that hour
Of impartial death! And | thought also: nor is
Your quarrel of this world.

You stood still

For both eternities, and oh | heard the lesson
Of your training sessions, cautioning -

Scorch earth behind you, do not leave

A dubious neutral to the rear. Reiteration

Of my civilian quandary, burrowing earth

From the lead festival of your more eager friends
Worked the worse on your confusion, and when
You brought the gun to bear on me, and death
Twitched me gently in the eye, your plight

And all of you came clear to me.

| hope some day

Intent upon my trade of living, to be checked
In stride by your apparition in a trench,
Signalling, | am a soldier. No hesitation then
But | shall shoot you clean and fair

With meat and bread, a gourd of wine

A bunch of breasts from either arm, and that
Lone question - do you friend, even now, know
What it is all about?
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Herta Miiller (1953 -)
Nobel Van Chuang 2009
Thi si Bic, goc Romania

Nha van, nha tha, nha tiéu luan. Khodng dau thap nién
1990, ba d3 ndi tiéng trén thé gidi. Tac pham dudgc dich
sang hai mudi thr tiéng. Hau hét tac pham cdia ba dudc
néi Lén tlr géc nhin clia nhém thiéu so di dan Birc, goc
Romania va tam nhin vé mét lich str mdi clia Birc quéc.
Ba nhan lanh hon hai muci giadi thudng, ngoai giai
Nobel, cac giai khac nhu Kleist Prize (1994), Aristeion
Prize (1995), International Dublin Literature Award
(1998), Franz Werfel Human Rights Award (2009),
Hannelore Greve Literature Prize (2014), Pour le
Meérite for Sciences and Arts (2014).

Van Xuoi:
- Niederungen, truyén, 1982.

- Driickender Tango, truyén, 1984.
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- Der Mensch ist ein grofB3er Fasan auf der Welt, 1986.
- BarfuBiger Februar, 1987

- Reisende auf einem Bein,1989.

- Der Teufel sitzt im Spiegel, 1991.

- Eine warme Kartoffel ist ein warmes Bett , 1992.
- Der Wachter nimmt seinen,1993.

- Angekommen wie nicht da, 1994

- Herztier, Reinbek bei Hamburg, 1994.

- Hunger und Seide , tiéu luin, 1995.

- In der Falle, 1996

- Heute war ich mir lieber nicht begegnet, 1997.

- Der fremde Blick oder Das Leben ist ein Furz in der
Laterne, 1999

- Heimat ist das, was gesprochen wird, 2001.

- A Good Person Is Worth as Much as a Piece of Bread,
2001.

- Der Konig verneigt sich und totet, 2003.
- Atemschaukel, Munich, 2009. T

- Immer derselbe Schnee und immer derselbe Onkel,
201

Tho va Tho Tim Thay:

- Im Haarknoten wohnt eine Dame, 2000

- Die blassen Herren mit den Mokkatassen, 2005.
- Este sau nu este lon, 2005

- Father’s on the Phone with the Flies: 2018.
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Mau xam

Colour Grey

Ban Anh ngit: Roger Woodhouse

1.

Toi canh tac thai gian, dau, mau xam
Va may lai béng toi trong ngay tan

Ho sinh ra phu nit, ding han la c6 gai
Mat trong dai duong nhur vién ngoc trai
Pan thién nga Coole (*) bay ngang dau
C6 dau xudng bén tdi dimg nghi

C6 18, gic ddy d3 dén phién toi.

Sau trong suong lanh mét nhin khang thay
Con béo s& in dau chan

RGi d6t nhién phdng tdi

Giai thodt tat ca tiéng chudng thi ca
C6 18, gitr ddy da dén phién toi.

Con thu hung bao chua bao gic ra doi
DU d3 sang ché chiéc long cho né

Cé &, gio day da dén phién toi.

Toi c6 chuyén sé ké, s& rung chudng
Khi anh bt d4u tin tuéng

Khi anh b3t dau nghe ngéng

C6 18, gitr day da dén phién toi.
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2.

Nhimg ngay nay, khong nghi dén anh
Nhung sau khi bo héng Lap day trén nguc
Téi bt d3u tu héi

nhifng budi toi d6 & dau, nhifng lan lang thang
Trong b&i & ménh mdng day mé hodc
Khong du dinh,

DU d3 c6 tim ra y nghia

Nhitng chim ndo thifc sém bét dudc sau
T6i nam trong tiéng ddng hd cii khdng ngimng tich tic
Pém ting chit mau dong,

Ling nghe nhifng con sau

trong tat ca ching ta

R6i bit dau b vé tir cung

Noi d3 ném ti ra tir lau 3m

Roi tim béng tdi, 16 den

dé hdt toi vao

3.

Toi tlr té vdi anh Ay

Anh t(r t& vdi toi

Chi

Ctra chinh, clra sb

Pa dong

Sg rgng ching ta ngu théfy nhau.
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(*) Swan at Coole: cum tir trong tua dé “The Wild Swans
at Coole” ctia W.B. Yeats. Coole Swan la biéu tugng cta
dep va tre.

Coulour Grey

1.

| grow time, beans, the colour gray
And stitch the shadows of a dying day
They make a woman, rather a girl

Lost in the ocean like a grain of pearl
The swans of Coole fly over me

Will they rest for a while by me!

Maybe it's my turn now.

Deep in the frost where my eyes shall never go
The leopard will print his paw

And with a sudden leap break free

All the chimes of poetry

Maybe it's my turn now.

The rough beast was never born
Though we devised a cage for his morn
Maybe it's my turn now.

| have a tale to tell | shall also ring the bell
When you start believing

When you start hearing

Maybe it's my turn now.

2

These days | don't think of you

But after the soot covers me

| begin to wonder where those

Evenings have gone, those wanderings
In the spacious lawns of enchantment
That smacked of no design, though

We were bent on making a sense

The early birds get their worms

| lie in the tireless ticking of my old watch
Counting the bits of frozen blood,
Listening to the worms

That are in all of us

Then | begin to crawl towards the womb
That threw me off a long way back
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And look for the dark, the black hole
To suck me up.

3.

| was nice to him

He was nice to me

Only

Our doors, our windows
Kept closed

Lest we smell each other.

Thao Tim Thay (Found Poetry)

Tho Tim Thay su dung cac van kién co san su’a chira,
tu chinh trong tinh than tai dung, tai tao: Sap xep theo
sang tao va dién ta thanh moGt bai tha.

Vi du, su xuat hién clia tho Tim Thay trong van ban clia
bai thd noi tiéng, Cantos clia Ezra Pound. Bao gém cc
bitc thu do cac tdng thong va gido hoang viét, cling véi
cac tai liéu chinh thiec tir chinh phd va ngan hang.

Trong tac pham ldn clia T.S. Eliot: The Waste Land, 6ng
cting sir dung nhiéu vin ban khac nhau, cé ludn ca vé
kich hi vién ctia Wagner, va than thoai Hy Lap. Cic nha
tha khac st dung tho Tim Thay trong tac pham ctia ho
nhu William Carlos Williams, Charle§ Olson, va Louis
Zukofsky. Nha vin Annie Dillard ndi rang, viéc bién mét
van ban thanh mbt bai tho s& nhan déi bi canh clia bai
tho do: “Y nghia ban dau van nguyén ven, nhung bay
gig né dao dong gitra hai cuc.”

Tho Tim Thay ndi bat trong thé ky 20, mang nhu’ng nét
nghé thuat gan glii dai ching, chang han cac lon sup
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ctia Andy Warhol, chiéc xe dap va bon tiéu clia Marcel
Duchamp.

Khi tho Tim Thay phét trién, ngudi nghé si c6 thé str
dung bat ky chir nghia nao vira y, bao gom cac bai tho
khac, cac cudc tro chuyén, chuyén nghe lén, hodc
tudng tudng ... TAt ca chi a vat Lidu, nghé thuat t6 chirc
nhfrng vat liéu, dir kién mdi quan trong. Sur to chirc (3
sang tac tho, tuc la phal hoi du cac diéu klen sang tao,
y nghia, tham my va tham my dién dat. Bang nhu’ng
cach thé cla y thirc va vo thirc, nha tho truyen daty
nghiia mdi, thAm m§ mdi tir nhitng gi @3 cii, d3 thudc ve
ngudi khac.
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Tho Tim Thay ctia Herta Muller
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Trai Cau Boc Chay

Der Mensch ist ein grofier Fasan auf der Welt
Herta Muller

Ban Anh ngi: Martin Chalmers

B3y heo d6m clia nha hang xém dang ndm ngu trong
dam ca rot dai. Nhitng ngudi phu ni da den budc ra
khdi nha tho. Mat trai choi chang. Nang nhitng doi giay
nho mau den cua ho lén via he tay deo trang hat thanh
gid. Anh mét rang ngai vi cau nguyen.

Bén trén mai nha cua nguoi thlc_r thudc da chudng nha
thg d6 gilta ngay. Bén trén tiéng chudng, mat trai la
chiéc dong ho ky diéu. Thanh le da két thdc.Trai oi birc.

Phia sau ngudi dan ba nhd bé, gia nua, V|a he Véng Vé.
Windisch nhin doc theo day nha, dén cu0| duong. Nghl
rang, “Amalie chic dang dén.” Ban ngong di trong co,
trang nhu mau xang-dan ctia Amalie.

Vét ndt trén mat t0. Windisch nghi, “Amalie khong tram
lai. Moi khi tri mua, nang khéng bao gid chiu & nha,
ludn luon di ra pho.”

Via he di chuyen theo anh sang. Ban ngong di theo.
Nhiing buom trang trén canh. Xang-dan trang cla
Amalie khéng bang qua ngéi lang.

Clra tu kéu cot két. Cai chai kéu Ung uc. Windisch ngam
trai cau bong lra u6t trén ludi. Trai cau l3n xuong co
hong. L{ra bap bung hai bén thai duong cia Windisch.
Trai cau tan bién, kéo nhitng duting chi ndng Lén tran,
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@3y nhitng nép nhan quanh co nhu nhitng nga ré xuyén
qua chan toc.

Chiéc mii quan nhan bao tron chung quanh mép clia
chiéc guang. Cau vai o lap lanh. D3y clc do khoic
mau xanh noi bat chinh giita guong soi. Khudn mét
Windisch xuat hién bén trén do khoac.

Thoat dau, khuén mét bén trén 4o khoac xuat hién to
L6n va tu tin. Sau d6, khuon mat nhd Lai, chan nan trén
hai cau vai. Ngudi quan nhan cudi gilta hai ma trén
khudn mat to L6n va tu tin. Bang d6i moi uGt t, anh ta
noi: “Em chang di dau xa vdi bot mi.”

Windisch dam mét cti. Ao khoac quan nhan bi v& nit.
Khuon mat to Lan, tu'tin c6 vét mau. Windisch danh hai
khudn mat nhd tuyét vong trén hai cau vai d3 chét.

Vo anh ta lang L& quét nhitng manh guang va.

The Burning Globe

The neighbour’s spotted pigs are lying in the wild carrots, sleeping. The
black women come out of the church. The sun-shine is bright. It lifts them
over the pavement in their small black shoes. Their hands are worn from
the rosaries. Their gaze is still radiant from praying.

Above the skinner’s roof the church bell strikes the middle of the day.
The sun is a great clock above the midday tolling. Mass is over. The sky
is hot.

Behind the small, old women the pavement is empty. Windisch looks
along the houses. He sees the end of the street. “Amalie should be
coming,” he thinks. There are geese in the grass. They are white like
Amalie’s white sandals.

The tear lies in the cupboard. “Amalie didn't fill it,” thinks Windisch.
“Amalie’s never at home when it rains. She's always in town.”
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The pavement moves in the light. The geese sail along. They have white
sails in their wings. Amalie’s snow-white sandals don’t walk through the
village.

The cupboard door creaks. The bottle gurgles. Windisch holds a wet
burning globe on his tongue. The globe rolls down his throat. A fire
flickers in Windisch's temples. The globe dissolves. It draws hot threads
through Windisch’s forehead. It pushes crooked furrows like partings
through his hair.

The militiaman'’s cap circles round the edge of the mirror. His epaulettes
flash. The buttons of his blue jacket grow larger in the centre of the
mirror. Windisch’s face appears above the militiaman’s jacket.

First Windisch’s face appears large and confident above the jacket. Then
Windisch’'s face is small and dejected above the epaulettes. The
militiaman laughs between the cheeks of Windisch’s large, confident
face. With wet lips he says: “You won't get far with your flour.”

Windisch raises his fists. The militiaman’s jacket shatters. Windisch's
large, confident face has a spot of blood. Windisch strikes the two small,
despondent faces above the epaulettes dead.

Windisch’s wife silently sweeps up the broken mirror.

\ . \ . \
Tho va Bai Nguoi Tu Luu Ha
Herta Muller
Ghi:
Nha tha Nobel Herta Muller vinh danh nha tho tu nhan
Luu Ha @3 bi giam cam Vi chong ba, nha van, nha hoat
dong nhan quyen, Luu Hiéu Ba, giai Nobel nam 2010,

chong lai nha cam quyén Trung Qudc. Ong cling bi tu
day va qua dai thang 12, 2008.

Bai viét nay, Muller gidi thiéu tap tha cla Luu Ha,
“Empty Chairs” (Day Ghé Trong.)
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(Luu Ha va Luu Hiéu Ba)

Empty Chairs dugc dich sang Anh nglr bdi Ming Di va
Jennifer Stern, Herta Muller viét i tua. Mt tap hop
tuyén chon tho cta ba trong 30 nam. Bi cém doan tai
que nha. “Tho cta Luu Ha [a nhiing khoang diéu tra sau
sac, boc VO, phd bay su phurc tap day bay rap trong
mot thé gidi ndi tam.” (Gray Wolf Press.)

Washington Post “Mot minh chu'?gg cho tinh than con
nguor khi tinh than do bi giam cam ... Téo bao va song
d.é‘n g »

Em khéng co co hoi

noi mot loi nao

trudc khi anh trd thanh nhén vét trong tin tuc,
moi nguor nguing mé anh

trong khi em mét moi

diing bén [é dam déng
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chi biét hut thuée

roi nhin méy bay.

Mot huyén thoai mdi, cd thé dang thanh hinh & do
nhung anh néng mét troi rang ngdi
Em nhin khéng théy.

(Luu Ha. Thang 6 nam 1989, viét cho Lut Hiéu Ba,)

Bai viét cta Herta Muller:

“Nhig bai tho cda Luu Ha rat trif tinh, va 13 tu liéu
khong thé chdi cai. Ho Ly di cude song thuc clia cd roi
dua vao ly lich thi ca. Ban &n ap ché va hinh anh clia
ho 13 su kién thuc su va day tuyét vong:

Khi budi trinh dién ha man,

chi con téi trén sdn khdu vdi toi:

mét t6i rof nude mét

tdi con lai bat cud,

Hosc: “Téi bi cutdp boc.”

Hodc: “Tém tri téi dy rom”

Hoac: “Anh yéu vo'va hanh dién khi cé d lai bén anh.”
Chic hin ching ta @éu nhan ra ngudi phu nir nay 1 vo
cla Luu Hiéu Ba, ngudi & Trung Qudc doat giai Nobel,
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Mot X s& ndi tiéng nhat vé tu chinh tri; bay gio la ndm
th(r ndm trong ban an tu mudi mét ndm clda ong. Toi an
cta 6ng (d3 phat hanh): Tuyén ngén Hién chudng 08,
khac xa véi viéc dua ra nhitng yéu cau danh thép, tham
chi, con than trong dé nghi thay doi dang Cong San
Trung quéc, mdt hé thong doc dang trd thanh x3 hoi tu
do va nhan dao. Vi vay, 6ng l&nh ban an 11 ndm tu. Vg
6ng, Luu Ha, phai chiu su giém sat lién tuc, cach ly,
quan thuc tai gia. Ngay qua ngay co bi theo doi tu’ng
budc mét. Va ban chat tan nhan tré thanh diém xuat
phat cho nhiing bai tha.

Trong khi @6, ché d6 Cong san khong hai long khi chi
hanh ha Luu Ha vi nhl"mg 16 tuyén bd trung thuc cta
NQUi chéng, ho con md rong su trirng phat dé'n cac
thanh vién khac trong gla dinh. D& gay them roi loan,
ho bat em trai cua co bang mot t0| danh vo ly. Blng la
ché do chuyén ché rd rang va dé hiéu.

Trong bai tha “Budi Trinh Dién”, tic gid nhic dén ngay
sinh nhat cta ngudi em. Toi chot bi lanh cing khi doc
cau: “Rat [3 khén khé dé lam em trai cua tor.”

Tir ndi dau ndy dén luong tam cin rit, mic cam tdi L5i
xam chiém, dan gian vi khong thé lam gi trudc hinh
phat v6 can cif clia dat nudc to Ldn cho ngudi em nhd,
“dra em trai” dugc smh ra “ngay Dai Tuyét" Tuong
phan gian di tren con doc tha. Ro rang ho bat lurc, hut
hang, nerng van diu dang. Mot tleng kéu van tham lang
cling la tleng on ao ldn. Nhiing bai tho clia Luu Ha la
sur pha tron glu‘a luava sit. Bsi trong ché dod thép chinh
tri chuyén ché thong tri bén ngoai, thi su than tinh vdi
tat ca nhiing khd khan ngu tri bén trong, 1 bi an clia
cam xdc manh mé.
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Ching ta doc di doc lai vé thdi gian, “ndc thang cua thoi
gian’.

Hosc: “Cai chét tir hai muoi ném trudc tré vé - / dén va
di nhu thoi gian.”

0 day, nhirng bai tho nay, thai gian chinh xac la nhu‘ng
gi hién dién trong doi song hang ngay cua tac gia: da bi
nha nudc danh cap.

Kh6ng nhat thiét bao nhiéu chi tiét chlng ta tim thay,
cang xem xét tir ton, ky ludng, ching ta cang khong
thé thoat khéi cam nhan dam dac kinh hoang toan bo
thd i gian bi danh cap khong kém gi cudc song bi danh
cap.

Tho ctia Luu Ha néi ve su'tyu khang dinh ban than trong
cudc doi bi danh cap Nhiing bai tho mang pham g|a
luon Ludn xoay s de dimg lén va trd Lai bat c khi nao
bi vui dap.

Herta Muller.

Tha Tuyén Cua Luu Ha

Bong Pen

MGt budi sang, khi em con ngd,
moGt bong den Lo limg bén trén nhu dang mo.
Béng van che khuat tam nhin d6i mat.

Bon mua thay ddi, thdi gian troi qua,
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nhung budi sing am anh va ddc 4c do
chura cham dt.

MGt chiéc ghé, mbt cai tau

v6 vong dgi cha anh.

Khéng ai thay anh di bd xudng pho.
Trong mét anh, mot canh chim bay,
trai xanh moc trén cay khong la -
ké tir sing hom d6, trai da choi tir

khong chin d6 mua thu.

Nguti dan ba mé ddi mat sang ruc
b&t dAu viét ngay viét dém
vdi nhiing loi uGc Mo vo tan

gitra lic con chim trong guang ngu say

Shadow (for Xiaobo)

One morning as | was sleeping,

a shadow hovered over me like a dream.
This shadow still blocks my vision.

Time goes by, seasons change,

but that long, cruel morning

hasn't ended.

A chair and a pipe

wait for you in vain.

No one sees you walking down the street.

In your eyes, a bird is flying,

green fruit hangs from a tree without leaves—
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since that morning, the fruit refuses
to ripen in the fall.

A woman with burning eyes

starts writing day and night

with endless dream-words while the bird
in the mirror falls into a deep sleep.
4/1997

Khéng Ai Thay Toi

Khéng ai thay toi

bat luc.

T6i khong bi nguyén rua, chi dé dang
bi nhifng thir khdng tudng L6i cudn -
nhifng th( hat hdi toi,

nhirng thir ngoai su that.

T6i tu danh cp ddi toi

Tin cudc song la 3o tudng phi ly
va cling [ thuc té & bén kia

song an sau mét na chét

va béng t6i u md.

Toi khoc cho nhitng y nghi cla toi
dang xoay cuéng

trén san nha.
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Toi thay mot bong den dang di trén tir 16
cham réi, nhip nhang,

binh tinh.

Khong ai ndi nang gi.

Toi vay tay

khong ai nhin thay toi.

Nobody Sees Me

Nobody sees me

helpless.

I'm not being cursed. I'm just easily
attracted to unattainable things—
things that reject me,

that are outside what's real.

My life steals from me.

| believe in a life that is an absurd
fantasy and is also hyperreal,

a life that hides behind death masks
and looming shadows.

| cry out to my own thoughts

that are spinning

on the floor.

| see a shadow walking on death'’s path—
slowly, rhythmically,

calmly. Nobody

speaks a word.

| wave—nobody

sees me.

5/1998
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Lam Cho

Médng manh, chua chuan bi, ho ném toi

vao & kich, khdng cé man tong dot.

Bi phan bdi béi anh sang lung linh
Toi thay toi ding trén san khau
trong tu thé 16 bich; hiéu ra

con ngdc véi ham ring nhon ap lanh.

Nhan vat dong vai

buon va yéu dudi,

mét tinh than: ddi khat tuyét vong

v ra nhirng dot song dang trao.

vi vay, tr& thanh phi thily méit @6 doc ac,
bi theo d6i tinh nghi,

cat rugu trong hop so.

Khong trang phuc, khong trang diém nao

c6 thé nguy trang toi.

Khi budi trinh dién ha man,
chi con t6i trén san khau vdi toi:
mbt t6i roi nudc mét
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toi con lai bat cudi.

Misplaced

Fragile and unprepared, I've been tossed
into a play with no dress rehearsal.

Betrayed by the shimmering lights,
| see myself standing on the stage
in an absurd posture; | see

the fool’s sharp teeth gleaming.

The character, assumed

sad and weak,

loses control: her hungry veins
burst into surging waves.

So | become a red-eyed evil witch,
and, under watchful eyes,

brew wine inside skulls.

No costume or makeup
can disguise me.

When the show is over,

| stay on stage with myself:
one of me is tearful

the other laughing loudly.
7/1998

Khong Noi Nén Lai
Nhiéu Lan toi di tim doi giay
trong ky Urc,

doi giay mang cho nhiing bup bé

nhung con nay qua map va qua nang
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Chu nhan d6i giay quay lai nhin toi
tir tam hinh, im lim.

Toi bién thanh khic gb chdy.

Cho t6i tat ca nudc trén cdi doi

s8 tir chdi khdng troi noi.

Cé thé luc nao trén trdi cao

c6 thé quay ngudc lai dong ho?
Tay ngay ngudi nhin sting, cha dgi
giof phut cudi cling.

Nhiing dira tré Do Thai

d3 lam tha trudc khi chét.

Trong cam lang doc tha,

t6i tu khic cau tho vao xudng cot.

Bén trong doi giay trong
xuong cua toi

bat ra khai da thit,

d6i chan tran

dong lanh.

Speechless

Over and over | hunt for shoes
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inside my memory, shoes
to put on the dolls
but the ones | find are too big and heavy.

The owners of the shoes look back at me
from photographs, silent.

| become a piece of burning wood.

Give me all the water on earth,

and | will still refuse to float.

Is there a force somewhere in the sky
that can turn the clock back?

| stare blankly, wait

for the final moment.

There were Jewish children
who wrote poems before dying.
In silent recitation,

| carve lines on my bones.

Inside empty shoes

my bones

are piercing flesh and skin,
those bare feet

ice-cold.

11999
\ ?
Lua Bao
Ngay sau khi anh lén chuyén tau,
em bt dau ch& dién thoai,

tran ngap lo au.

C6 nhiing chuyén em khdng thé tron tranh.
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Pt nhién, anh bién mat,
dé lai mot bong den
chan cho.

MGi Lan, anh ra di

khién em lo léng.

Trong gi§c ngu, em thgy anh

@ nhiing nai
xa la.
Khéng nhd duting vé

em sg khiing khiép.

Moi dém
em can nghe tiéng anh noi.
Trudc khi chuyén tau xuat hién hai hung,

em nhai va nuét timg L&i anh dan.
Day la mét can bénh.

Entrapped (for Xiaobo)

As soon as you got on the train,

| started waiting by the phone, filled
with anxiety. There are things

| can't escape.

You disappeared suddenly,
leaving behind a shadow that
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lingered.
Each time, your departure
made me nervous.

While sleeping, I'd see you
in places

| couldn't recognize.

You'd lose your way home,
which filled me with dread.

Every night | needed

to hear your voice.

Before the arrival of that terrifying train,

| chewed and swallowed every word you uttered.

This is a disease.
7/29/2000

Tuyeét
(Luu Huy, Sinh nhat 44.)

Em trai, hom nay sinh nhat em,
ngay Bai Tuyét trong am lich.
Chi m@ chai rugu

nghi dén tdng em mén qua

nhu mat vong tay om.

Chi l§y cho em chiéc ly,
hai chiing ta udng can, chuyén tro.
MGt Lan em ting tAm hinh cho sinh nhét chi

van con day
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ngay d ca hai chj em déu cudi.

Khong con em

ngdi nha bién dang.

cang ngay, cha cang lang thinh,

1an 16n con em L& em,

Me khéc can nudc mét.

Bay gig, con trai em & nai xa la.

Anh ching ta ban ron, chan Lo lig trén san.
Anh ré héi thdm em mbi thang,

chi mo thay em hoai.

Trong ma em cdi nhau vdi chi -

phai kh6 khan 3m dé lam em trai téi.

Chi nhd mua he 1976.

Sau Budng Son dong dat

ching ta di Truding Sa bang chuyén tau xanh.
Khi tau khdi hanh,

chi s phai noi

long khiép dam khi roi nha

lan dau tién.

Em, néu co thé,
hay tin chi v6 diéu kién,
nhu lic em con bé tho,

84



chuyén nay sé sém cham dut -

cchuyén tau chd chiing ta dén ga cudi cung.

Snow (for Liu Hui's 44th birthday)

It's your birthday today, little brother,

the Day of Great Snow on the lunar calendar.
| open a bottle of wine

and think about what gift I'd give you

as a form of embrace.

| set a glass out for you.

Let’s drink, the two of us, and chat.

Once you gave me a photograph for my birthday—
it's right here—

a day we were both laughing.

Without you, our home

is distorted.

Daily, father becomes quieter,

mistakes your son for you.

Mother cries her eyes dry.

Now, your son is off in a foreign land.

Our big brother is busy; his feet hover above the floor.
Your brother-in-law asks about you every month,
and | dream of you all the time.

In my dream you quarrel with me—

it must be hard to be my brother.

| remember the summer of 1976.

After the earthquake in Tangshan

we went to Changsha on a green train.
When the train started,

| was afraid to tell you

how frightened | was

to leave home for the first time.

If possible, brother,

trust me now, unconditionally,

like when you were a small child,
that this will be over soon—

our train will reach the final station.
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Charles Simic (1938 - )
Pulitzer Van Chuang 1990
Thi s My, goc Serbia

Toi nght:

Nhu mdt ngudi v& hoat hoa siu sic, bang chif nghia,
Charles Simic da vé lai nhitng hinh anh la lung gay
hoat ndo ma con an (6 nhifng nhan quan tinh té vé nghé
thuat. Nhu mot ngudi bop v trai man cut, moi an
nhiing tép rudt trang ndn na, huang vi; ong bop méo y
tuding, d0i tugng thuc té thanh nhitng gi khang thuc té,
nhung cd y nghia, danh dong, danh thirc, nguai doc ra
khéi cdm nhan, chap nhan binh thudng clia théi quen,
dé c6 nhan thifc mdi, nhay cam vdi gia tri dang an ndp
bén trong su vat hang ngay. Tha vé than thé con ngudi,
ong viét:

Luc dia cuéi cung ndy
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Vén can kham pha.

Tay toi mo mong,

dong tau.

Cho thuy thud hanh trang

mét goi xuong lam thut phém

mét chai bia chia dy méu.

Vén biét hoi thd théi vé hubing béc.
Vit ot tho tir huting t3y
SE dil huding déng méi dém

Mui huong trén than em khi ngu
noi dén chim déu xudng ngém dai duong.

76/ cham én dinh cdt buém

NG khoc liic bén gic' sang

Cho dén béo thap lén

trén vong tron dia cau

(The Body)

Ong ndi vé sur “bop méo” nay : “Téi dang lam cong viéc
gidi thich nhitng gi khong thé giai thich: ban thé va su
im lang ctia nd.” “Ngay ca khi toi tap trung toan b chd
y vao con ruoi trén ban, t6i cling thoang nhin lai ban
than minh.”
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Dusan Simic L3y bit hiéu Charles Simic, nha tha cong
huan Thu vién Qudc hdi nam 2007. Gidi Pulitzer ndm
1990 cho tac ph§m The World Doesn't End. Giai Wallace
Stevens Award nam 2007. Giai Zbigniew Hebert
International Literature Awards ndm 2014. cac gid
khac nhu PEN Translation Prize, 1980; MacArthur
Fellowship, 1984-1989;, Frost Metal, 2011, Golden
Wreath of Struga Poetry Evening, 2017.

Sinh quan tai Belgrade, Yugoslavia. Nam 1954 di cu
sang My, & tudi 16. Ldn lén & Chicago. Nam 1961, vao
quan ddi My. Tot nghiém clr nhan & dai hoc New York.
Tu nam 1973, ong day hoc tai dai hoc New Hampshire
va sinh sdng tai Straffort, NH.

Ong la mét trong nhing nha thdtién phong, anh hudng
l&n dén nhitng nha tha tré ve sau.

Tac pham

1967: What the Grass Says.

1969: Somewhere among Us a Stone is Taking.
1971: Dismantling the Silence.

1972: White.

1974: Return to a Place Lit by a Glass of Milk.
1976: Biography and a Lament.

1977: Charon's Cosmology.

1978: Brooms: Selected Poems.

1978: School for Dark Thoughts.

1980: They Forage at Night.

1980: Classic Ballroom Dances.
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1982: Austerities.

1983: Weather Forecast for Utopia & Vicinity: Poems,
1967-1982.

1985: Selected Poems, 1963-1983, (1986 Pulitzer Prize
finalist).

1986: Unending Blues[15] (1987 Pulitzer Prize finalist).
1989: Pyramids and Sphinxes.
1989: Nine Poems.

1989: The World Doesn't End: Prose Poems, (1990
Pulitzer Prize for Poetry).

1990: The Book of Gods and Devils.
1992: Hotel Insomnia.

1994: A Wedding in Hell: Poems.
1995: Frightening Toys.

1996: Walking the Black Cat: Poems,[15] (National Book
Award in Poetry finalist)

1997. Looking for Trouble: Selected Early and More
Recent Poems. Faber and Faber. 1997.

1999: Jackstraws: Poems, (The New York Times Notable
Book of the Year)

1999: Simic, Charles (1999). Selected Early Poems.
2001: Night Picnic.

2003: The Voice at 3:00 AM.: Selected Late and New
Poems.

2004: Selected Poems: 1963-2003, 2004 (winner of the
2005 International Griffin Poetry Prize)
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2005: Aunt Lettuce, | Want to Peek under Your Skirt.
2005: My Noiseless Entourage: Poems.

2008: 60 Poems.

2008: That Little Something: Poems.

2008: The Monster Loves His Labyrinth: Notebooks.
2008: Army: Memoir. In preparation

2010: Master of Disguises, Poems. Houghton Mifflin
Harcourt. October 6, 2010.

2013: New and Selected Poems: 1962-2012. Houghton
Mifflin Harcourt. March 26, 2013.

2013: Selected Early Poems. George Braziller Inc.
March 20, 2013.

2015: The Lunatic. HarperCollins/Ecco. April 7, 2015.

2017: Scribbled in the Dark. HarperCollins/Ecco. June
13, 2017.

Trich Dan Tu Cac Tac Pham
cua Charles Simic

- “Mat ngu La cong ty du lich sinh hoat sudt dém véi
bich chuang quang cao nhitng nai xa x6i.”

- “Trong cai chai rong, t6i xay ngon hai ding, trong khi
moi ngudi lo dong tau.”

- “Néu t6i tin vao diéu gi, thi dé 1a dém tdi cta linh hon.
Sa hai la ton gido cla t6i va bi an la den tha cta no.”
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- “Toi dé lai nhithg manh than thé & khap ndi, Nhu’
nhu’ng nQUGi lang tri bo gang tay va du mau sic budn
ba vi bi xui xéo pha ché.”

- “Tha: ba ddi giay moi chiéc khac nhau & dau clra vao
hanh lang den toi.”

“ Cho Emily Dickinson, moi y tudng triét hoc deu (a
tiem nang tinh ai. Siéu hinh hoc & Verng quoc cla su
quyen rii vinh cltu cho tinh than bdi cic y tuéng.”

- “Khi ngudi ta héi toi, lam thé nao dé tim thay hanh
phic? T6i tra Loi, trudc tién hay hoc cach nau an.”

- “Tha la d{fa tré mo cdi cda im l&ng.”

- “Chir nghia khong bao gi¢ tuong duong vdi kinh
nghiém & sau chung.”

- “Mo udc bi mat cua tho la thai gian ngiing troi.”
- “Lich sir 13 cudn sich day nau 3n.

Bao chuia la dau bép.

Triét gia viét thuc don.

Linh muc, ngudi hau ban.

Quan nhan, ngudi canh ctra.

Tiéng hat ban ling nghe

tir nha thd rifa chén trong bép.

- “Thé gidi that tuyet dep nhung khong thé dién ta. D6
la ly do ching ta can nghé thuat.”

- “T6i khong phai la ngudi cau né ve su‘that Poi v01 toi,
bia chuyen trong tha vui han nhleu Ve nguyén tac toi
phan doi viéc noi doi trong doi song, trong moi khia
canh khac, ngoai trur tho.”
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Tho Tuyén

Charles Simic

Charles Simic la mét cau.

C6 m& dau va cham dt.

Anh ta la c3u ghép hay cau don?
Tuy khi hau,
Tuy ngdi sao trén trai.

Chu de ctia cau la gi?

Chu dé 13 Charles Simic yéu mén.

Trong cau co bao nhiéu dong tu?

An, ngd, va lam tinh, vai dong tir tiéu biéu.

Poi tugng ctia cau la gi?

P6i tugng, ngudi bé béng cua toi,
chua vao tam mét.

Ai dang viét cau kho nghe nay?
K& tong tién, thiéu nir dang yéu,

nguai nop don xin viéc.
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C3u cham dit bang dau cham hay dau héi?
B:§ng dau cham than va dom muc lem
(Trich: Return to a Place Lit by a Glass of Milk.)

Charles Simic

Charles Simic is a sentence.
A sentence has a beginning and an end.

Is he a simple or compound sentence?
It depends on the weather,
It depends on the stars above.

What is the subject of the sentence?
The subject is your beloved Charles Simic.

How many verbs are there in the sentence?
Eating, sleeping, and fucking are some of its verbs.

What is the object of the sentence?

The object, my little ones,

Is not yet in sight.

And who is writing this awkward sentence?
A blackmailer, a girlin love,

And an applicant for a job.

Will they end with a period or a question mark?
They'll end with an exclamation point and an ink spot.

Tim Nguai Giup Viéc

Ho yéu cau con dao
Toi chay dén

Ho muon cutu non
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Toi tu gidi thiéu minh, clru

MGt ngan lan chan thanh xin G
Hinh nhu ho doi thudc giét chudt
Ho muénh mét ngudi chin chién

cho dan gda phu mic do den

May mén qué, tdi mang theo thu gidi thidu
d3m méu minh

Mang theo gidy t6i khai tir

co ky tén va cong ching

Nhung ho lai di y
Mudn chim San ca hét chit hai xuan
Muén dan ba

T4m rira va phuc vu tinh cho ho
D4 la mét trong tai nang cua toi
(Bao dam vdi ho)

Nhu mét long chim Liu lo, huyt thoi

Cing phap phdng hai bd méng

(Trich Charon’s Cosmology.)
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Help Wanted

They ask for a knife

| come running

They need a lamb

| introduce myself as the lamb

A thousand sincere apologies

It seems they require some rat-poison
They require a shepherd

For their flock of black widows

Luckily I've brought my bloody
Letters of recommendation

I've brought my death certificate
Signed and notarized

But they've changed their minds again

Now they want a song-bird a bit of springtime
They want a woman

To soap and kiss their balls

It's one of my many talents
(I assure them)

Chirping and whistling like an aviary
Spreading the cheeks of my ass.

Khac Kho

Tir mét phan
Clia nlra 6
Banh mi den,

Ho lam cai dau cla dura bé.
Ho nai, nay bé
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Khdng con gi dé lam mét
Khong thira chit nao dé lam tai

Va miii.

Chi con dao
Cit mot ké hé
Lam miéng

Pling cho

Bé 6 thé cudi
Co thé an
Phun nhitng manh vun

Vao mat chung toi.
(Trich: Austerities.)

Austerities

From the heel

Of a half loaf

Of black bread,

They made a child's head.

Child, they said

We've nothing for eyes,
Nothing to spare for ears
And nose.

Just a knife
To make a slit
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Where your mouth
Ought to be

You can grin
You can eat,
Spit the crumbs
Into our faces.

Pia Pang Noi Khach San Binh Dan

Hang triéu ngudi @3 chét, moi ngudi déu vo toi.
T6i & trong phong.

Tong thong tuyén bd chién tranh nhu phuang thudc
ma thuat tinh thuang.

T8i mé mét to kinh ngac.
Soi guong khuon mat toi guang hién ra

GiE)'ng con tem buu dién bi dong dau hai lan.

Toi song thich thii nhung ddi chung quanh toi té.
Ngay do, c6 qua nhiéu linh trang,

Nén ngudi tj nan chen Lan khip dubing.

Tu nhién, tat c3 déu bién mat

Bdi mot cai bing tay.

Lich str liém mép dinh day mau.

Trén dai truyén hinh tra tién, dan 6ng va dan ba
Trao doi méi hon doi khat
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Xé toat 0 quan nhau trong khi i nhin d3m dam
P3 tit 4m thanh, c3n phong ngap béng toi

Trir man anh

Nai qua nhiéu mau @6, 15m mau héng.

Paradise Motel

Millions were dead; everybody was innocent.
| stayed in my room. The President

Spoke of war as of a magic love potion.

My eyes were opened in astonishment.

In @ mirror my face appeared to me

Like a twice-canceled postage stamp.

| lived well, but life was awful.

there were so many soldiers that day,

So many refugees crowding the roads.
Naturally, they all vanished

With a touch of the hand.

History licked the corners of its bloody mouth.

On the pay channel, a man and a woman
Were trading hungry kisses and tearing off
Each other's clothes while | looked on
With the sound off and the room dark

Except for the screen where the color
Had too much red in it, too much pink.

Phai Toi Ching?
(Thang 1, 2022)

Chiéc dong ho béo thirc
khong c6 kim
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kéu tich tic L6n tiéng
gitra bi rac phé phudng

Could This Be Me?

An alarm clock
With no hands
Ticking loudly

On the town dump

Ngay Trai Gio
(Thang 9, 2021)

Hai chiéc quan dt,
Mau tring va mau d6
Bay phé't pho

Trén day phoai do,

Bao cdo vdi ca thé gidi

Chung dién cudng yéu nhau.

Windy Day

Two pairs of underwear,

One white and the other pink,
Flew up and down

On the laundry line,

Telling the whole world

They are madly in love.

Ngoai Kinh Thanh
(Thang 5 nam 2021.)
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Adong néi gi vdi Eva
khi nm trong béng tdi.
Cung di, chuyén gi

Lam chd stia ngoai kia?

Left Out Of The Bible

What Adam said to Eve
As they lay in the dark.
Honey, what's making
That dog out there bark?

Khong Con Gi Yén Tinh Hon
(Thang 2 nam 2021)

Han ca tuyét roi nghe nhang
cudng quit trén tiing canh tuyét
Bao dam

Khong lam ai thirc day

There Is Nothing Quieter

Than softly falling snow
Fussing over every flake
And making sure

It won't wake someone.
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New York

(thang 7 ndm 2020.)

Khéng ai thay tdi trén dudng pho
DU t6i dang & day

Quan quanh roi difg budc
Ng&m céc clra hang trong khéng

Chuyén tro cung bo cau co doc.

New York

No one sees me in your streets
Though I'm still there

Loitering and stopping

To peek into empty stores

And talk to a lone pigeon.

Vo Tan
(Thang 01 nam 2017)

V6 tan ngap lién tuc.

C6 buon ngu khong?

Co con nhé Pythagoras?

Canh budm trén ba con tau Columbus?
Tiéng séng c6 nhic nhé vé tan vé vé tan?

NG c6 ngdi véi ly rugu
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va triét hoc?
NG c6 Lén soi guang gitra dém?
NG c6 va li day dd luu niém
da giau ky nai nao?
C4 thich ndm véng du dua nghe gié
thi tham vao tai khéng cé gi ngot ngao?
Cé di vao nha thd vang vé
th&p cay nén trén ban thanh?
Co xem chiing ta nhu d6i dom dom
chi cit bét trong nghia trang?
C6 tim thay con ngudi [a mén &n thich thi?

The Infinite

The infinite yawns and keeps yawning.

Is it sleepy?

Does it miss Pythagoras?

The sails on Columbus's three ships?

Does the sound of the surf remind it of itself?

Does it ever sit over a glass of wine
and philosophize?

Does it peek into mirrors at night?

Does it have a suitcase full of souvenirs
stashed away somewhere?

Doesi it like to lie in @ hammock with the wind
whispering sweet nothings in its ear?

Does it enter empty churches and light a single
candle on the altar?

Does it see us as a couple of fireflies
playing hide-and-seek in a graveyard?

Does it find us good to eat?
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Tinh Nhan

(Thang 9 nam 2015)

Khi song trong ndng trai, t6i lam tha tinh

cho ga mé trong san,

Hoac ngéi trong nha kho viét cho con nhén
dang va i rach trén dau.

Khi vo toi bd theo nguai phat thu tin.

Ban hang xom ciing di xa.

Heo nai va heo con kéu eng éc

chay sau xe van tai ddi nha,

Ngay ca con bu nhin, phai c6t vao cay that chat
Panh phai lng nghe toi

The Lover

When [ lived on a farm | wrote love letters

To chickens pecking in the yard,

Or I'd sit in the outhouse writing one to a spider
Mending his web over my head.

That's when my wife took off with the mailman.
The neighbors were leaving, too,

Their sow and piglets squealing

As they ran after the moving truck,

And even that scarecrow | once tied to a tree
So it would have to listen to me.
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Ngugi Mat Tich
(Thang 3 ndm 2014)

Bay gid;, that am ap ngoi dudi hién nha ban dém
Co ngudi tinh cg nhd ban hang xom,

DU da hon ba muci nam

K& tir sau bira an toi co di dao mét lic

Khong bao gid trd lai vdi chong con.

Khéng ai hién dién cé thé nhé nhiéu vé cd Ay,
Ngoai trir nu cudi va tinh tram tu

DGt nhién, khong ai ndi gi ca

Khi nghe héi, néu c6 @3 mang theo bi mét,

hodc vi khong co nén sinh dau long.

The One Who Disappeared

Now that it's warm to sit on the porch at night
Someone happened to remember a neighbor,
Though it had been more than thirty years

Since she went for a little walk after dinner

And never came back to her husband and children.

No one present could recall much about her,
Except how she'd smile and grow thoughtful
All of a sudden and would not say what about,
When asked, as if she already carried a secret,
Or was heartbroken that she didn’t have one.
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Trong Thu Vién

C6 mbt cudn sich, tua dé
“Tir Bién Cua Thién Than.”

Nam muai nam qua, chua ai doc,
Tdi biét, vi khi mé ra,

Trang bia kéu cot két,

Trang trong va tan.

T6i khdm pha

Cac thién than da timg dong dao
Nhur Lodi rudi.

Trdi chiéu chang vang

3 tlmg véi rudi than tinh

Chung ta c3 hai tay xua dudi

Chi dé gitr chiing dimg bu.

B4y git mdt trdi chiéu sang

Qua cac clra s6 cao.

Thu vién la nai yén tinh.

Thién st va than thanh tum bay
trong ddy sach toi tam chua mé.
Bi mat di ky
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Nam trén ké nao do cla co Jones

MGi ngay c6 di ngang nhiéu lan.

C6 rat cao, vi vay co nghiéng dau
nhu thé dang léng nghe.

Nhimg cudn sach thi tham.

To6i khdng nghe gi, nhung co nghe ro.

In the Library

There's a book called

A Dictionary of Angels.

No one had opened it in fifty years,
| know, because when | did,

The covers creaked, the pages
Crumbled. There | discovered

The angels were once as plentiful
As species of flies.

The sky at dusk

Used to be thick with them.

You had to wave both arms

Just to keep them away.

Now the sun is shining

Through the tall windows.

The library is a quiet place.
Angels and gods huddled

In dark unopened books.

The great secret lies

On some shelf Miss Jones
Passes every day on her rounds.

She's very tall, so she keeps
Her head tipped as if listening.
The books are whispering.

| hear nothing, but she does.
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Co Pon

Bay gid, nai d6, manh vun dau tién
rét khoi ban

Ban nghi, khong ai nghe thay

khi no cham mat san,

Nhung & nai nao do

Pan kién d3 doi mii tham hiém ()

dang trén duting dén viéng tham

(*) Quaker: Mot nhom nger i ton giao trong lich s My,
thudc thanh phan lap quoc dic ban dau.

Solitude

There now, where the first crumb
Falls from the table

You think no one hears it

As it hits the floor,

But somewhere already

The ants are putting on

Their Quaker hats

And setting out to visit you.

Moi Ngudi Déu Mat Dau Thai Gian

Nha the méd rong ctra

Xe tang dau trang tri ré tién.
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Trén via hé ba ndi ding

Ch6ng gay tay che tai léng nghe.

Ngudi & tro chua ai timg thay
C6 dang tdm trén lau.
Con méo trong clfa so

Theo d6i chuyén xay ra.

Ong gia khiéng chiéc ghé
Va soi day dai & san sau
Nhu thé ong dinh treo co.
Loi ndi trén dau Ludi.

Everybody Had Lost Track of Time

The wide open door of a church.

The parked hearse with bald tyres.

The grandmother on the sidewalk
Leaning on a cane and cupping her ear.

The lodger no one has ever seen
Drawing her bath upstairs.

The cat in the window

That keeps an eye on things.

An old man carrying a chair
And a long rope in the backyard
As if he meant to hang himself.
Words on the tip of the tongue
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Pan Sao Trén Cay Luc Hoang Hon

Khién t6i kinh hai. Ching nghe mét tin @on
Chung ta van chua,

Vatutap

hoang loan bén bd vuc tham.

Vai ngui trong ching ta di qua cong vién
Budc that nhanh,

Pé phong, liéc xéo

nhin nhau.

Cong lung ganh néng bi an nao
Chung ta chay tron,

Bang qua dai lo roi tan loan khép noi
Nhur thé chiing ta ciing c6 canh.

Starlings in a Tree at Dusk

Spooked me. They had heard a rumor
We had not yet,

And were collectively

On the verge of panic.

The few of us passing the park
Quickened our steps,

With a wary, sidelong glance
At each other.

Bent under some obscure burden,
We were fleeing,

Crossing the avenue and dispersing
As if we, too, had wings.
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Harold Pinter (1930 - 2008)
Nobel Van Chuang 2005
Thi i Anh

BS mén nghé thuat chinh ctia dng La kich nghé. Ong viét
kich, dao dien, va dien vién. Ngoai ra tho va van cla
6ng ciing dudc doc gia mén mo.

Sinh quan tai Hackney, mién dong London. Theo hoc
Academy of Dramatic Art, nhung chua tot nghiép. Thuc
tap tai Central School of Speech and Drama va lam
viéc trong hi vién & Anh va Ai Nhi Lan.

San pham kich nghé ctia ong bét dau véi The Room,
1957. The Birthday Party tuy bi cat dut sdm hon du tinh
trinh dién nhung gay nhiéu t|eng vang. No Man Land,
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1975; Betrayal, 1978. Ong dao dién cho kich clia minh va
kich cla cac tac gid khac. Lanh trén 50 gidi thudng,
bao 93m Nobel Prize ndm 2005 va Royal Court Theatre,
2006. Qua dai vi bénh ung thu gan.

Tho Tuyén

God Bless America (Chtia Phu Ho Hoa Ky)
2015

Nay, ho lai bit dau,

Dan mién bic dién hanh trong o gidp
Hat nhitng ca khic han hoan

Khi phi nudc dai qua thé gidi rong n
Ngai ca Chua clia Hoa Ky.

Xac chét tic nghén cac ranh nudc
Xac nhirng ké khong tham gia
Nhiing keé tir choi khéng hat
Nhimg ké mat giong ca

Nhing ké quén giai diéu.

Nhitng nguai cudi ngua co roi gy thuong tich

Pau ban cha én dat
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Pau ban 13 viing bun

Pau ban 13 khdi dd bui bim
Mt ban i ra

MEii chi ngui toan tar khi

Tat ca khong khi chét phuc sinh
Vai mui tir Chia Hoa Ky.

God Bless America

Here they go again,

The Yanks in their armored parade
Chanting their ballads of joy

As they gallop across the big world
Praising America's God.

The gutters are clogged with the dead
The ones who couldn't join in

The others refusing to sing

The ones who are losing their voice
The ones who've forgotten the tune.

The riders have whips that cut.

Your head rolls onto the sand

Your head is a pool in the dirt

Your head is a stain in the dust

Your eyes have gone out and your nose
Sniffs only the pong of the dead

And all the dead air is alive

With the smell of America's God

Tiéng Cuoi
Tiéng cudi tat nhung khdng bao gi&s chét
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Tiéng cudi nam ngoai phia sau dau né

Tiéng cudi cudi nhiing gi chua dudc néi bao gid
NG rung va ré roi co xat trong dau ngudi song

NG rung va ré trong dau ngudi chét

Vi vay moi i déi tra van lan truyén dang tic cudi
Bi hut vao bdi tiéng cudi tir cai dau bi tram

Bi hut vao béi cai miéng ngudi chét dang cudi.

Laughter

Laughter dies out but is never dead

Laughter lies out the back of its head
Laughter laughs at what is never said

It trills and squeals and swills in your head

It trills and squeals in the heads of the dead
And so all the lies remain laughingly spread
Sucked in by the laughter of the severed head
Sucked in by the mouths of the laughing dead.

Sau Bira An Trua

Nhiing sinh vat dién y phuc sang trong
Pén d@anh hdi gitra nhitng ngudi chét
Roi 3n trua

Tt ca sinh vat thdi trang dep dé
BUt nhiing trai bo phong Lén vi bui
R6i khudy stp rau tron pasta bang xuong khd
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Sau bira an trua
Ho ué 0ai, nam dai

Tién tay chit loc rugu vang trong cac so

After Lunch

And afternoon the well-dressed creatures come
To sniff among the dead

And have their lunch

And all the many well-dressed creatures pluck
The swollen avocados from the dust

And stir the minestrone with stray bones

And after lunch

They loll and lounge about
Decanting claret in convenient skulls

Gap GG

DPém tir vong

Ngudi chét lau ngay chd doi
ngudi chét sau

dén gap ho

Co nhip tim diu dang
Khi ngudi chét 6m nhau
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Nhig ngudi chét cii
Va nhitng ngudi chét mdi
dén gap go

Ho khac, ho hon
Nhu khi gap lai
Lan dau tién va lan cudi cung trong coi chét

Meeting
It is the dead of night,

The long dead look out towards
The new dead
Walking towards them

There is a soft heartbeat
As the dead embrace
Those who are long dead
And those of the new dead
Walking towards them

They cry and they kiss
As they meet again
For the first and last time

Bong Ma

C3m gidc nhitng ngén tay mém mai sd 1én c6
Hinh nhu ai d mudn bdp nghet toi
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P6i mi kho khoc nhung ngot ngao
Hinh nhu ai @6 dang hon toi

Xuong cot s3p nit né
Toi ha hoc nhin vao ddi mat kia

Thay khudn mét quen
Nét diu dang nhung hung ton

NG khdng cudi khong phai ca tuan
PGi mét tron trén Lan da tai nhot

Toi khong cudi, khong khoc
Pua tay s6 ma no
NG khéng chiu cudi. Chura dugc mét tuan.

Ghost

| felt soft fingers at my throat
It seemed someone was strangling me

The lips were hard as they were sweet
It seemed someone was kissing me

My vital bones about to crack
| gaped into another’s eyes

| saw it was a face | knew
Aface as sweet as it was grim
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It did not smile it did not week
Its eyes were wide and white its skin

| did not smile | did not weep
| raised my hand touched its cheek

Thuang pe

Thudng D& tu' nhin vao trai tim bi n clia minh
tim mat Loi ndi
P& ban phudc lanh dam dong song dudi kia.

Nhung hay nhin va theo ddi 6ng cd thé lam g
Cau khan hon ma 56ng lai

Nhung khdng nghe tiéng hét trong cin phong
Ong tim thay ndi dau khic nghiét chay bdng
Khéng cé phudc lanh nao ban xudng dudi kia

God

God looked into his secret heart
to find a word
To bless the living throng below.

But look and look as he might do
And begging ghosts to live again
But hearing no song in that room
He found with harshly burning pain
He had no blessing to bestow
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Té Bao Ung Thu

(T€ bao ung thur 1a nhiing té bao d3 quén cich chét. -
Y ta bénh vién Hoang Gia Marsden.)

Ching né d3 quén cach chét

Nén kéo dai cach song giét ngudi.

Toi va khoi u giao chién than thién,

Hy vong khéng c6 cai chét song doi.
T6i can thay khoi u bi tidu diét

Céi khoi u quén cach qua doi

Pang ké hoach am sét t6i.

Nhung t6i nhé chét nhu thé nao

DU tat ca nhan chiing clia t6i d3 tat thé.
Nhung toi nhd ho da ndi gi

Nhifng khéi u @3 khién ho

Mu va cadm nhu trudc khi sinh bénh
D6 (a ly do khai u hién hinh.

T€ bao den sé& khd roi tu diét

Hodc hat vui theo mét cach riéng.
Chidng né am tham sinh san ngay dém,

Chung ta khdng bao gi& biét vi chiing khéng ndi.

Cancer Cells
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‘Cancer cells are those which have forgotten how to die' - nurse, Royal
Marsden hospital

They have forgotten how to die

And so extend their killing life.

| and my tumour dearly fight.

Let's hope a double death is out.

| need to see my tumour dead

A tumour which forgets to die

But plans to murder me instead.

But | remember how to die

Though all my witnesses are dead.
But | remember what they said

Of tumours which would render them
As blind and dumb as they had been
Before the birth of that disease
Which brought the tumour into play.
The black cells will dry up and die
Or sing with joy and have their way.
They breed so quietly night and day,
You never know, they never say.
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Maya Angelou (1928-2 014)

Thi si My

Ngudi phu nif da den dau tién dugc in hinh trén dong
25 xu tién Hoa Ky.

" Tinh vi' nhur vi khuén. €6 thé nhiém bét cuz nguoi néo
bét cur luc nao."
Maya Angelou.

Maya Angelou tén that la Marguerite Annie Johnson.
Ba vura la thi si, van si, vii nir, dien vién va ca si. B3
phat hanh bay tap tu truyén, ba tap tiéu luan, vai tap
tha va lién hé véi nhiéu tudng kich, phim anh va chuang
trinh truyén hinh.
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N3m 1993, tong 'tNthng Hoa Ky Bill Clinton d3 mai ba doc
thd trong budi Lé tuyén thé va nham chifc cta 6ng. Ba
da doc bai: On The Pulse of Mornlng, dudc gidi truyén
thong va gidi bao vé nhan quyen tan thu’o’ng Ba la thi
si thir hai dugc mai doc tho trong budi 1& quan trong
nay. Trudc ba, (a thi si Robert Frost da doc tho trong lé
nham chfc clia tng thong John F. Kennedy, n3m 1961.

Ba qua ddi vao budi sang ngay 28 thang n3m, 2014,
trong llc ba chua kip hoan thanh tac pham tu truyén
vé kinh nghiém d6i vdi cac lanh tutrén thé gidi.

Sau khi ba qua dai, tac pham | Know Why The Caged
Bird Sings dan dau sb ban trong mot tuan & trén
Amazon.

Thang 4 ndm 2015, ty buu dién Hoa Ky da phat hanh
tem vdi chan dung Maya Angelou tur birc tranh son dau
do hoa si Ross Rossin thuc hién nam 2013.

"Chim Khong Phai Hot Vi C6 Bap An mé Hot Vi C6 Loi
C4'. Bai Ca Mo Udc.

Thang Tu ndm 2015, ty buu dién Hoa Ky phat hanh so
tem dac biét, tudng niém thi si Maya Angelou, da qua
doi ddng mot nam. Trén mé_it tem, cau trich ngén cla
ba: Chim khang pha/ hot vi cé dap an ma hot vi co lof
ca. DU cau ndi rat gan glii vdi phong thai va su nghlep
cta Angelou nhung la mét su lam Lan. Cau nédi nay clia
Joan Walsh Anglund, tac gid A Cup of Sun, 1967. TG bao
Washington Post da xac nhan viéc nay ngay hom sau.
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MAYA
ANGELOU

“A bird doesn’t sing
because it has an

answer, it sings because
it has a song.”

PACAVACAVAVAVACAS SV ASAWL T
ll Jorever.usa
FaVAVaVaVAVAVAVAVA VA VAV AV,

Tuy nhién su' lam [an nay trd thanh thu vi.

Ngugi phan khang dau phai vi ho cé glal dap khong
dugc théa mdn ma ho phan khang vi cé tamy can phai
ndi ra.

Ngu’cﬁ phan khang la ke yeu bi dong, khong da sirc dé
chiém doat, chi co su dan vat, th0| thic cta udc ma.
Nguai phang khang bi doi x(r bat cong, bi chen ép, bi
cha dap, bi tu day. ké ca bi giam ham tu tudng.

MGt con chim bj nhét trong long.

Va no hat.

Quan diém d6 13 chd yéu trong bai tha / Know Why the
Caged Bird sings ctia Maya Angelou.

Co con chim hién ngang
d’uhg trong ldng han hep
h/em khi nhin xuyen qua
chén song va Y phan né
doi canh bi cat long

doi chan bi ddy cot

danh mo miéng kéu ca
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" T6i Hiéu Vi Sao Chim Trong Long Lai Hot."

Maya Angelou xay du’ng bai tho bang sU mau thuan
glu’a con chim trong long va con chlm bay ngoal tr01
rong de lién tudng tu do va giam cam, cudng ché, bt
ba, cam doan, luu day.

Chim tu do cét canh

trén lung gio lung lo
bénh béng tha theo gio
cha dén lic gio tan

r6i chim ch/m canh luon
trong tia nang vang cam
dam cung trof thach thuc.

Trong tha hién dai, dung biéu tugng con chim cho su' tu
do, d3 sao mon. Hinh anh nay da qua quen thudc, bi xao
nau qua nhiéu, hau nhu cho ngudi doc cam gidc nham
chan. Chi co cau: dam cung trof thach thue, cau tho
khau khi khién cho ngudi doc cadm nhan cé diéu gi hia
hen tiép theo.

Nhifng thi si tai hoa thudng can trong khi chon hinh
anh, biéu tugng hodc an du d@é tao t( tha. Ho tranh
nhifng Y t& chi cé xac ma khong cé hon; chi ¢ Lap lai
ma khong sang tao.

Chim nhét léng dang hot
s0'Sét tiéng run run

vé nhiing diéu chua hiéu
nhuhg van hoai udc ao
va t/eng hot vong den
nghe trén ngon doi xa
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turcon chim tu hém
dang hot kéu tu do

Ngudi doc phai ching cam thay that vong? M6t bai tha
dugc cac nha phé binh Hoa Ky khen thuéng, lai tam
thudng thé sao? Mt thi si tam voc nhu Angelou lai vap
phai 16i lam L6 liéu vy sao?

Khang phai. Chic chdn 1a khéng.

Nhiihg nguai méi gap nhau hodc quen biét chua than
thiét, sé thdm chao nhau bang nhitng cau néi thong
thuting dé hiéu. trudc khi dua ra nhitng cau héi hdc
bua, nan giai.

Nhitng nguai sanh diéu khi mai khach an chai, thuong
dua ra nhitng mén an khai vi, nhe nhang, trudc khi
mang lén mon chinh déc dao.

Chim tu do nghi vé con gio mdi

gio nhiét ddi diu dang qua rang cdy ri rao
béy trung [dh trong cd cho binh minh sang
va chim goi bau troi mét céi riéng.

Chim l6ng diing trén mé phan mo udc

bang chim thet lén dc méng that thanh

doi canh cat long, doi chan day cot

danh thdi chim ngong cé hot vang.

T hinh anh xoang xinh con chim tung trdi so vdi con
chimtrong léng, ba chuyén sang con chim tu do suy tu
vé con gié mdi d& tu nhién goi bau trdi la cla riéng
minh. Con con chim trong long, thifc hét vi budn, ngt
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la that thanh vi &c mc}ng. Chinh vi né chi cé thé dimng
trong han hep cua mo phén chon gléu udc mo.

Con chimtrong long bat man phan khang da danh. Con
chlm duoc tu do van bat man, phang khang de gianh
lay khodng troi tu do lam cua riéng.

Tu do L& nhu cu can thiét. Quyén dugc hudng tu do La
quyén quan trong nhung quyén tu do clia mét nguai bi
giéi han khi xam pham vao lut & x3 hdi hoac tu do
cua ngu’b’ khac. Do d6, mét coi riéng, tu do trong mot
c0| riéng tro’ thanh ma udc va gia tri dac thu.

R0| ba két cuoc bang lap lai doan tha con chim trong
long.

Chim nhét l6ng dang hot
s0'Sét tiéng run run

vé nhiing diéu chua hiéu
nhuhg van hoai udc ao
va tiéng hot vong dén
nghe trén ngon déi xa
bdi con chim ta ham
dang hot kéu tu do

Nhac nhd con chim mau da den, mau da no lé tu’truyen
thong, mau da khuat phuc, chang nhirng luu vong ma
con vong toc.

Bat cir & dau cé quyén luc 4p ché, & d6 ndy sinh phan
khang. Nguai phan khang y thirc dugc udc ma vuon
lén, hoa dep, dang chdn vui dudi huyét sau. Vi vay, ho
can phai Lén tiéng. Chon lua gilfa cdi dau va ngang mét,
gitra nhuc nh3 va tu hao, giita chét mdt lan hay chét
nhiéu lan.
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Phan khang khéng chi hinh nhi ha nhu vy, tam nhin
phan khang khéng chi L3y lai quyén tu do, von (a cla
con ngudi, ma con [a mét coi riéng, mot bau trdi riéng,
mot thé gidi riéng trong tam tri, cho tdm linh, cho y
thirc song, khong ai co quyen xam pham.

Phan khang luon ludn bat dau bang con gié mdi. Mat
con glo xoay chiéu, th0| sach bui bam, can ba bam ban
ldu ngay. Can gid can thi cang luc cang manh, thuc
day budc chan len du’o‘ng Khong nham stic bao dong,
khong nham ddt pha ma nham tim téi mo6t binh minh
nang sang.

Tu goc nhin cua an du, phan khang & tuong tranh va
xac dinh ranh gidi gitra anh sang va bong toi. Tur blen
gidi nay chia ra hai c6i khac nhau, du muon du ép van
khong thé chung dung. Sé khong bao gio hét anh sang
va bong t6i, s& khong bao gid hét phan khang khi bao
quyén con ton tai. Khi nao thi hét bao quyén?

Nhung diém nhan clia bai tho ndy ndm & noi tua d&: 76/
Hiéu Vi Sao Chim Trong Léng Lai Hot.

Ban vé bai tha, th| si Rasul Gamzatov trong tac pham
My Daghestan, viét rang, tua dé cda bai tha nhu mot
loi chao gilra nhiing NQUdi la mat hoac mi _quen biét
nhau. L&i chao dé thu‘dng, man cam, bt mat thu Vi...
sé lam nguai doc c6 cam tinh noe_\c to mo doc t|ep bai
tha. Bén nay, quan niém nay van con tic dung nhung
tura d@ bai tha lai cd mét y nghiia khac.

Tua d@é cla bai tha chinh 13 mét ciu tho quan trong.
Hosc né cuu mang tat ca tinh tdy cla bai tha, hodc né
giai thich an du clia bai tho, hodc nd la mét bai tho
riéng ré, c6 hodc khong cé Lién quan dén bai tho chinh.
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Tua dé bai tho khdng chi La L6i chao gitra hai ngudi, tac
gia va doc gia, xa la hodc mdi quen; Tya dé bai tho con
13 modt goi hang, UPS dée lai trudc clra. Kich thu’o’c
trong lugng va mau sic go6i hang se khién doc gla hoi
ha md ra xem hodc thd ¢ mang cat vao nha roi quén
mat. Néu géi hang qué té hai, doc gia can gi mang vao,
séra tan theo mua nang.

Chu’a hét, tua dé bai tha nhu mot cau dan do. Khi doc
hét bal tha, bong dung su viéc sang té nha LG nhin do
Cubi cung, tua de bai tha L bai tha. Tha Cu Thé chi can
mo6t chir. Tha Hai Cu chi vai hang chir ngan Tua dé bai
tho khong co gidi han, tu ban than da co thé la bai tho
gia tri.

T6i hiéu
Vi sao chim trong long
ai hét

U cho mét bai tha ngan y nhi.

PG qui vi, vi sao chim trong long lai hét? Tai sao ngudi
nudi chim, khong nghe chim hot ngoai trai, lai thich
nghe chim hot trong ldng’7

Phai chang vi chim trong long hot hay hdn chim ngoai
trgi? - Chi dung mot phan Khong thuyet phuc

Phai chang vi chim trong long 0 tam su nén phai hot?
HGt vi cttu canh. Khdng nhu chim ngoai trdi "ngifa co
hét chai." Chim trong long hét that. Chuyén nay ai ciing
biét can gi phai mat cong, ton sttc lam tha.

vay thi tai sao?

Vi ngudi ta mudn sé hitu tiéng hét va quan tri con chim.
Cho 3n mdi dugc 3n; cho udng mdi dugc udng; khong
dugc phép hét trai gig, luc chd dang ngl. Quan trong
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nhat 1a chi dugc hét trong long. Maya Angelou hiéu
diéu nay rat ro. Bé mit, i tudng nhu ba ndi vé chim
hét. That ra, ba am chi k& nhét chim dé s& hitu tiéng
hot.

Mdi doc tudng nhu ba dung hai sinh hoat: chim ngoai
troi va chim trong long dé so sanh va an du vé tu do va
cudng ché. Nhung tua dé cho thay, chim bay ngoai troi
chi la phong canh phia sau, dugc xay dung d& lam ndi
bat con chim bi nhét trong long, v& nai trung tam bic
hoa. Chim budn, chim bin khoan, chim thao thirc roi
chim hot.

Tu do chi la phong canh sau lung, lam cho noi bat mo
udc trong long: Mdt can gid méi.

On The Pulse Of ‘Morning
Cam Xuc Nhan Quyen Blung Lén
MGt Som Mai

Bai tha do chinh thi si Maya Angelou da doc trong ngay
L& nham chic Tong Théng cda dng William Jefferson
Clinton.

Nghe tai:
https.//www.youtube.com/watch?v=59xGmHzxtZ4.

Bai tho ndi vé su d§u tranh nhan quyén clia mau da
den. Khong phai ngau nhién ma ba Angelou dudc moi
vinh du doc thag trong budi L& nham EhL'rc tE;ng thf)'ng
cta ong Bill Clinton; cling khong ngau nhién ma ba
chon bai tha nay dé doc cho toan thé gidi va ngudi dan
Hoa Ky nghe vé mét diéu quan trong clia tao héa: D6
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quyén dudc lam ngudi. Chinh dudng 6 chinh tri dng
ho nhan quyén 13 con dudng trudng ky tranh dau chong
doc tai, cac ché d6 cuc doan va ché @6 Cong San; chinh
tam tri cda thi si lac long trong mau da, khac khoai vdi
dinh ménh clia da mau, d3 dua dén su chon lua thai @6
dau tranh.

Pau tranh nhan quyén [a dau tranh cho nhan loai.

Pau tranh mau da 13 dau tranh cho dan toc.

Pau tranh thé ché 1a dau tranh cho dat nudc.

Pau tranh tu tudng chinh tri & dau tranh cho dang
phai.

Pau tranh nhan quyen bao trum cac dau tranh khac
nhung m0| dau tranh khac chua hin d3 dai dién cho
nhan quyen. Hodc vi ldm lan hodc vi mugn do qua song
ho3c vi htia gié bé méng, ma dau tranh mat strc thuyét
phuc. C3n ban la mét long cong chinh.

Trén Nhip Diéu Budi Sang, c6 L& nén noi rang, Trong
Cam Xuc S6m Mai Ron R, ba Angelou da bt dau bang
t’r tha bao trum toan bai la su hién dién, sinh ton, phat
trién tu nhién cda vién d4, dong song va cay coi. B3
mugn ba hién thuc nay dé trd thanh biéu tugng dé dé'u
tranh. B4 ndi lén su trudng ton. Song ndi én su dién
bién nhung ban ch§t kh6ng doi thay. Cay noi lén su
tuan hoan ctia su song, cla nhu’ng thé hé sau, cua su
xanh tudi, cta strc chiu dung bon mua mua nang

" Vién ds, dong séng, cdy cor
Chu cac sinh vét qua vang tu xua

BA muon L&i clia d3, cla sdng, clia cdy @& nhic nhé
mau da den vugt qua nhiing giai doan den toi cia nod
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l&. Khdng chi la thdi gian lich str ma quan trong hon
chinh (& mic cdm nd L& van am anh du tri qua nhiéu
thé hé. Su am anh tir tu'ti dan dan bién nhanh thanh tu
ky, nhanh khac thanh tu ton, nhanh khac thanh tu that
vong vé mau da dan toc.

" B4 thet to vdi chung ta, ré rang, thuyét phuc,
Hay dén déy, dung lén lung toi
déi dién vdi dinh ménh xa vor..."

" Tubn qua vach ngén khip thé gici
Dong song hat bai ca tuyét vol
Hay dén bén canh toi ngh/ nga7
ham nay, kéu gO/ cac ban dén ven s6ng,
Néu ban khéng con chd tim chién tranh niia
Hay dén ddy mac do hoa binh, cing téi hét ca.”

" Hiy dén ddy, bén téi moc ré
tdi (3 cdy coi nuéi bar dong song,
sé khdng bi bung géc.”

Da mau bén canh da tring 1 ndi s hai trudc quyén
uc. Sghai nay da tham nhap sau xa vao tiém thirc, cho
du kho thay trong sinh hoat hang ngay; cho du tri tué
chirng minh su binh dang Chong lai su s hai nay, ba
kéu goi long can trudng cua tri tué va tam tu, khong
phai la vii khi giét nguoi. Can dam doi dién vdi dinh
ménh, nhu da mai ton tai, da néi:

"Bimg 3n trén dudi ti trong bong toi

SE khding cd nai nao cho cdc ban an than."

" cac ban sinh ra chi' thap hon thién than mét chut
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530 lai cdi d3u qud l5u

trong bong téi bam ddp,

Tur lra d6i qud l3u

Muéi mét vao ngu dai." )
Kién tri nhur dong sng chay, xudng thac lén ghénh, van
hat ca. Song néi:

" Trudic khi hodi nghi ké co sung mau tanh [én tran
trutdic khi ban chua biét, dén gic van chua biét gi
Dong séng tdi d3 hdt va tiép tuc vén hat."

Ba Angelou dung mau da den nhu mét thutc tai clia dan
téc nhung ba khong dimg & do. Ba kéu goi thé gidi,
nhirng dan toc khac nhau, tir nhitng dan toc da phai mo
nhu’ dan da do dén nhu’ng khoi dong dan chung toan
cau nhu khoi Cong glao khoi Hoi glao tat ca mMoi NGUdi,

hay lang nghe tleng noi cua da, song va cay:

" By (3 nguyén vong can dap tng

cho séng biét hat cho dd khdn ngoan

Vi vdy hdy ndi; nguoi A Chau, nguor TSy Ban Nha, nguor
Do Thaj,

Nguoi Phi Chéu, nguoi Da Bo, nguor Sioux,

Ngudi Thién Chua Gido, ngudi Hoi Gido, nguei Phap,
nguoi Hy Lap,

Nguoi Ai-Len, gido si Do Thai, linh muc, tu truchg,
Nguor dong tinh luyén &j nguoi binh thuong, nguoi
thuyef phap,

Nguor quyen hanh, ngu’a7 7] g/a cu, tha) Y gido.

Ho nghe. Tat ca 3 ho déu nghe.."”
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Pau tranh cho nhan quyén, cho quyén s6ng, nhiéu khi
nghe md ho va to tat. Nhan quyén cu thé han trong
quyen hanh x{r cia mét ngu’o‘l trong xa hoi, trong thé
che chinh tri va trong mot quoc gia.

Pautranh quyen tu do chi la mét phan cta nhan quyén.
Quyén dugc lam ngudi bao trum quyén dudc tu do. DGi
khi can phai y thifc thi tu ciing nhu cdi nguon clia cic
loai quyén khac nhau trong quyén lam ngudi, dé dau
tranh c6 muc tiéu chon lua va chon lua cd nghia la phai
b6 di nhifng gi yéu thich d& chon nhiing gi c6 gia tri
hon.

V3 bat ¢t d3u tranh nao ciing can sy can trudng,

"Ngéng mét lén, cac ban can xong tdi

Bon binh minh trong budi sang tuor nay.

Lich su; bét chap bop méo dau khé

Khéng cén déi thay cach séng phdi doi dién can
truong,

hosc khéng can séng niza."

Bat ct dau tranh nao ciing can long hing say va ma
udc,

"Quic mét nhin lén

Vi ban troi rang sang.

Mot lan nida héy tar sinh

cho mo'udc."

Bat c(r dau tranh nao ciing can su'y thirc. Y thitc chinh

la rudng cdt cla dau tranh khi tri tué va tam tu mau
thuan trudc ké hoach va hanh dong.
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" Cac ba, tré em, cdc ong,

Hay cam né vao long tay.

Néin nd thanh hinh th riéng tu can thiét

Tac no thanh hinh tuong ban than trong quén chung.
Hay nang né con t/m

Moi gio mdi ném (3 /4 nhiéu co hoi

Cho nhiing khoi dau mdi

Ban khéng thé bi rang buéc mudn doi

bdi so' hdl, mang ach ndng méi méi

dé dan don.

Chan trof réng mo phia trudc,
Déng hién khdng gian cho budt ban doi thay.
Bay, vdi nhip diéu cua mét ngay tot dep

Ba Angelou Il(é't bai tha bang cum chir "hon nhién" va
"hy vong". Dau tranh thi hy vong ma song thi hon nhién.

"By vdi nhip diéu cua ngé Y ma7
Cac ban d't/a’c an sung dé’ ngang mat di tim

Trong mét ch,

Trén khuén mat anh, qué huong cua ban
Va ndi hén nhién

Rét hén nhién

Bay hy vong

'Chao buoi sang ' "

Hay doc nhifng bai tho khic cla ba dé thay tho dau
tranh kh6ng cuu mang loi L& tuyén truyén Tho dau
tranh can rung dong that su'tur sang tac dé truyen cam
xUc dén tam tu cam nhan; tha dau tranh can mot trai
tim tho thuang mén va chia xé kho nan clia nan nhan,
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doi tugng cta dau tranh. Tha dau tranh can trinh do
nghé thuat tho dé sang tac khong phai la khau hiéu on
ao cia mot dam chir nghia biéu tinh trén trang giay.

Tho Tuyén

Khi Toi Tu Nghi' Vé Minh

Khi nghir vé ban thén,

76/ cuor gan chét vé minh,

807 téi nhu chuyén tiéu [6m thu vi
Nbu diéu nhay tro thanh di

Nhu khuc hat tro thanh noj,

Toi cudi sac sua gan dut hoi

Khi tu nghi' vé minh.

Sau muei ndm trong kiép nguor

i bé t6i héu goi 16, ¢é gip viéc

T6i tra loi, "Véng, thua ba" vi loi ich lam cong.
Qud tu hao dé cui xudng

Qud nghéo dé thodt thén,

76/ cuor cho dén khi dau bung,

Khi tu nghi’ vé minkh.

Dén téi khién t6i bi phén hda

T6i cui qua troi gan tat hof,
Chuyén ho ké, nghe nhu ndi doj,
Ho trong trdi cdy,

Nhung chi' an vo,

Toi cuoi cho dén khi bét khdc,
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Khi nghi dén dén toi .
When | Think About Myself

When | think about myself,

| almost laugh myself to death,

My life has been one great big joke,
A dance that's walked

A song that's spoke,

| laugh so hard | almost choke
When | think about myself.

Sixty years in these folks' world
The child | works for calls me girl

| say "Yes ma'am" for working's sake.
Too proud to bend

Too poor to break,

| laugh until my stomach ache,
When | think about myself.

My folks can make me split my side,
| laughed so hard | nearly died,

The tales they tell, sound just like lying,
They grow the fruit,

But eat the rind,

| laugh until | start to crying,

When [ think about my folks

76/ Van Tréi Dy

Ban cd thé viét lich st by vé toi
bang khac nghiét, [t long gian do,
Ban cd thé khinh t6i nhu st bun
nhung du 13 bui téi van tréi ddy.

76/ V6 [é ban phién long chéng?

Sa0 ban can ngan vdi vé hac am?
Vi téi hoat déng nhu’ co mo déu
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dang bom tién vao ddy phong khdch.

Cling nhu mat troi, nhu' mét trang
kéo thdy triéu duong nhién déng cudn,
cung nhu'h hy vong vuon lén cao,

16i van troi aay.

co pha/ ban muén thiy ay toi suy sup?
Phai cu1 d'au dnh mét uon hén?

Vai 0dn xuong XUOI rof giot lé.

Hon khdc than cho chi yéu mém

76/ ngao man co xuc pham ban?
Bung cuu mang cho nang ganh long
W t6i cuor nhu mo vang khai thac
dang dao lén tu sau san nha.

Ban co thé ban ta/ bang chi nghia,
hoac chem tor bang anh mat nhin,
hoac g/ez‘ ti boi long ghen ghet,
nhuhg nhu’ gio téi van trov aay.

T6i khiéu goi ban kho chiu chang?
C0 phéi diéu nay khé kinh ngac

T6i nhay mua nhu duoc kim cuong
gida doi chén noi dui gap gé?

I[g nh[ihg can léu trong lich su’'nhuc nhan
Toi troi ddy

Trén qua i ki bt nguon tur khé dau

Toi trof day

T6i (3 bién den, déng cao, md réng
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phun lén cdng phéng chéng dé triéu cu’a‘?zg.
Bo lai nhiing dém kinh hoang khung khiép

Toi tréi ddy
vao gilia rang déng trong sang la thuohg
Toi troi day

mang ban lanh t6'tién di truyén.

T6i (3 gidc ma; 13 hy vong cda dén né [é
Toi tréi dy

Toi tréi dy

Toi tréi day.

Still | Rise

You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,

You may tread me in the very dirt

But still, like dust, I'll rise.

Does my sassiness upset you?

Why are you beset with gloom?
‘Cause | walk like I've got oil wells
Pumping in my living room.

Just like moons and like suns,

With the certainty of tides,

Just like hopes springing high,

Still I'll rise.

Did you want to see me broken?
Bowed head and lowered eyes?
Shoulders falling down like teardrops.
Weakened by my soulful cries.

Does my haughtiness offend you?
Don't you take it awful hard

'Cause | laugh like I've got gold mines
Diggin' in my own back yard.

You may shoot me with your words,
You may cut me with your eyes,

You may kill me with your hatefulness,
But still, like air, I'll rise.

Does my sexiness upset you?

Does it come as a surprise
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That | dance like I've got diamonds

At the meeting of my thighs?

Out of the huts of history's shame

| rise

Up from a past that's rooted in pain

| rise

I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,
Welling and swelling | bear in the tide.
Leaving behind nights of terror and fear

| rise

Into a daybreak that's wondrously clear

| rise

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,
| am the dream and the hope of the slave.
| rise

| rise

| rise

Guif Chién Si' Tur Do

Anh uéng lidu thudc ding. )

76/ nham nhap dong [é cé nén tirmat anh,

Mot chén can, vi Ky Nbam ngém trau

Ngutc anh nong lén,

Con gin di den va lanh léo,

Sudt budi chiéu con lai, anh nam ma;,

76/ nghe tiéng rén, anh chét ca méy ngan lan.
Khi géy danh tdi tp vao thén xdc

nai hiém hdc va mong mankh, anh tham don dau.
T6i nghe ré tu hoi anh tho,

To a Freedom Fighter

You drink a bitter draught.

| sip the tears your eyes fight to hold,

A cup of lees, of henbane steeped in chaff.
Your breast is hot,

Your anger black and cold,
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Through evening's rest, you dream,

| hear the moans, you die a thousand' death.
When cane straps flog the body

dark and lean, you feel the blow.

| hear it in your breath.

Mac Cam Toi Loi

Mac cam toi vé ”X/'éhg xich no l¢ " d& lau l3m
tiéng loang xoang sat rof di nhiéu nam.
Chuyén anh bi ban, chuyén chi mét tich,
hda oan hon cay dang, trang kin trong tai.
Mgc cdm téi viét ra thanh nhac ddy nude mat.

76/ dc toi vi " anh hung, chét va bién mét. "
nhu Vessy, Turner, Gabriel chét

Malcom, Marcus, Martin King chét

Ho tranh déu qua dé, ho yéu thuong qua nhiéu.
Toi t6i (3 s6ng sot dé ké lai

Tdi tinh t6i " treo cé trén cdy,"

Khéng hét la, khién t6i hinh dién.

D6/ dién chét nhu nam t han.

Khéng phai vi gdy én tuong dsm déng.
Toi tinh t6i & noi khdng thét lon.

My Guilt

My guilt is "slavery's chains," too long
the clang of iron falls down the years.
These brothers sold, this sister's gone,
is bitter wax, lining my ears.

My guilt made music with tears.

My crime is "heroes, dead and gone,"
dead Vessy, Turner, Gabriel,

139



dead Malcolm. Marcus, Martin King.
They fought too hard, they love too well.
My crime is I'm alive to tell.

My sin is " hanging from a tree,"

| do not scream, it makes me proud.

| take to dying like a man.

| do it to impress the crowd.

My sin lies in not screaming loud

Trén Nhijp Biéu Buéi Sang

Vién ds, Dong séng, Cay coi

Chu cdc sinh vat qud véng tu xua

Ghi lai diu loai voi tién suz

Dau khdng long truyén tich vét khé

cua mot thoi luu trd

trén hanh tinh nay,

Bt cur bao déng nao loan tin chung sdm diét ching
a5 mét vao tdi tam theo thé ky, bui mo:

Nhung ngay nay, dd thét to vdi chung ta, ré rang,
thuyét phuc,

Hiy dén ddy, ding lén lung téi

déi dién vdi dinh ménh xa vo;

Bmg [3n trén dudi ti trong bong td,
SE khong co nof nao cho cac ban an than.

Céc ban, sinh ra chi’ thap hon thién than mét chut,
sao lai cui Jé‘u qué ldu

trong bang 161 bam a’ap,

1[4 lu’a doi qua j nhiéu

Muéi mat vao ngu dot

Miéng ting chit lém bém
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Vi trang dé tan sat
Gio dy, da thet lon, cac ban co thé dung lén té;)
nhuhg dang che gidgu mat.

Tuén qua vach ngén khap thé gid;
Dong s6ng hat bai ca tuyét v,
Hay dén day bén canh téi nghi ngoi;

Méi ban [3 méi quéc gia bi gidi han

Tinh anh va la thuohg dang tu hao

Tuy thuong xuyén bi ddy vao vay khon.

Vi lof nhudn ban Vi trang déu tranh

B6 xiéng cd thira trén t6i nhubo rdc,

dong dé ndt tran trén ngut toi

Tuy vdy, hém nay, kéu goi cac ban dén ven séng,
Néu ban khdng con chd tam chién tranh nia.

Hay dén ddy, mac do hoa binh, cing téi hét ca
Tao Hoa ban cho toi

khi téi va cdy va da la mﬁz‘.

Trudc khi hoai nghi ké ca sung mau tanh lén lran
trudc khi ban chua biét, d’en gio Van chua biét gl.
Dong song toi d3 hat va t/ep tuc vén hét.

Bay la mét nguyén vong that su’ can dap ung

cho séng biét hat va cho dd khén ngoan.

Vi vdy hdy noi; nguoi A Chéu, nguor TSy Ban Nha, nguoi
Do Thdi,

Nguoi Phi Chéu, nguoi Da B, nguoi Sioux;

Nguoi Thién Chua Gido, nguoi Hoi Gido, nguoi Phap,
ngui Hy Lap,
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Nguor Ai-Len, gido si'Do Thai, linh muc, td trudng,
Ngudi déng tinh luyén &, nguoi binh thudng, nguoi
thuyét phap,

Nguoi quyén hanh, ngudi vé gia cu; thiy gido.

Ho nghe. Tét c3 ho déu nghe

Lot ndi cua céy.

Hom nay, ln déu tién va cudi cung cho méi cdy
noi vdi nhan loai. Hay dén vdi toi, nof déy, ven bo song.
Hay tréng chinh ban bén canh tai, noi day, ven bo song.

Méi ban, héu dué cua lif khdch qua duohg truyén laj
da tra hét no doi.

Cac ban, di dat tén cho toj,

Cac ban Pawnee, Apache va Seneca,

Cdc ban quéc gia Cherokee, d5 cung téi tin tudng,
161 bi cuBing ép phdi di trén chén chdy méu tuo

b6 t6i lai [am céng cho nhitng ké thém hiém khac --
tuyét vong kiém [oi, doi khat tim véng.

Cac ban, nguoi Thé Nii Ky, nguoi Thuy Bién, nguor i,
nguoi E Cot,

Cac ban nguor Ashant;, ngu’a7 Yoruba, ngu’a7 Ary

Mua ban bi cudp g/az‘ d’en bang con ac mong

BE cau xin cho mot g/ac mo.

Hay dén ddy, bén téi moc ré
tdi la cdy nudi boi dong s0ng,

sé khong bi buhg géc.
T6i, vién d3, toi dong séng, toi cdy cd,
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76/ thuéc vé cac ban -- Buoing ban di 63 duve tra xong.
Ngéng mét lén, cac ban can xéng tdi

Bon binh minh trong budi sang tuor nay.

Lich su; bét chap bop méo dau khé

Khéng cén déi thay cach song phdi doi dién can
truong,

hosc khéng can séng niza.

Quéc mét nhin lén

Vi ban troi rang sang.
Mét l3n nifa hdy tai sinh
cho mo utc.

Cac ba, tré em, cac 6ng,

Hay cam nd vio long tay.

Nén nd thanh hinh thu riéng tu can thiét

Tac nd thanh hinh tuong ban thén trong quén chung.
Hay nang no"cgn tim

Mai gio: mdi ndm L3y nhiéu co hdi

Cho nhitng khdi diu mdi.

Ban khéng thé bi rang buéc mudn doi

bdi so hdi, mang ach nang méi méi

dé dan don.

Chén trof réng md phia trudc,

Déng hién khdng gian cho butdc ban déi thay.

B3y, trén nhip diéu cia mét ngay tot dep

Cac ban cau mong duoe long can truthg

DE ngang én tim kiém vdi toi

Vién ds, dong séng, cdy céi, qué huong.

Khoing kém hon so vdi vua Midas va hanh khét (%)
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Khéng kém hon so vdi cac ban bdy gic va voi tién st
ngay xua

B3y trén nhip diéu cua ngay moi

Cdc ban dugc an stng dé ngang mét di tim
Trong mat chi,

Trén khuén mat anh, qué huong cua ban
V& ndi hén nhién

Rét hén nhién

Bay hy vong

"Chao budi sang.”

Ghi:
(") Midas; Mot vi vua trong than thoai Hy Lap, cd khé
nang bién moi thu thanh vang khi 6ng cham tay vao.

On The Pulse Of Morning

A Rock, ARiver, ATree

Hosts to species long since departed,
Mark the mastodon.

The dinosaur, who left dry tokens

Of their sojourn here

On our planet floor,

Any broad alarm of their hastening doom
Is lost in the gloom of dust and ages.

But today, the Rock cries out to us, clearly, forcefully,
Come, you may stand upon my

Back and face your distant destiny,

But seek no haven in my shadow.

| will give you no hiding place down here.
You, created only a little lower than

The angels, have crouched too long in
The bruising darkness,

Have lain too long

Face down in ignorance.

Your mouths spelling words
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Armed for slaughter.

The rock cries out today, you may stand on me,
But do not hide your face.

Across the wall of the world,

Ariver sings a beautiful song,

Come rest here by my side.

Each of you a bordered country,

Delicate and strangely made proud,

Yet thrusting perpetually under siege.

Your armed struggles for profit

Have left collars of waste upon

My shore, currents of debris upon my breast.
Yet, today | call you to my riverside,

If you will study war no more.

Come, clad in peace and | will sing the songs
The Creator gave to me when |

And the tree and stone were one.

Before cynicism was a bloody sear across your brow
And when you yet knew you still knew nothing.
The river sings and sings on.

There is a true yearning to respond to

The singing river and the wise rock.

So say the Asian, the Hispanic, the Jew,

The African and Native American, the Sioux,
The Catholic, the Muslim, the French, the Greek,
The Irish, the Rabbi, the Priest, the Sheikh,

The Gay, the Straight, the Preacher,

The privileged, the homeless, the teacher.

They hear. They all hear

The speaking of the tree.

Today, the first and last of every tree

Speaks to humankind. Come to me, here beside the
river.

Plant yourself beside me, here beside the river.
Each of you, descendant of some passed on
Traveler, has been paid for.

You, who gave me my first name,

You Pawnee, Apache and Seneca,

You Cherokee Nation, who rested with me,
Then forced on bloody feet,

Left me to the employment of other seekers—
Desperate for gain, starving for gold.

You, the Turk, the Swede, the German, the Scot...
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You the Ashanti, the Yoruba, the Kru,
Bought, sold, stolen, arriving on a nightmare
Praying for a dream.

Here, root yourselves beside me.

| am the tree planted by the river,

Which will not be moved.

I, the rock, | the river, | the tree

| am yours—your passages have been paid.
Lift up your faces, you have a piercing need
For this bright morning dawning for you.
History, despite its wrenching pain,

Cannot be unlived, and if faced with courage,
Need not be lived again.

Lift up your eyes upon

The day breaking for you.

Give birth again

To the dream.

Women, children, men,

Take it into the palms of your hands.

Mold it into the shape of your most

Private need. Sculpt it into

The image of your most public self.

Lift up your hearts.

Each new hour holds new chances

For new beginnings.

Do not be wedded forever

To fear, yoked eternally

To brutishness.

The horizon leans forward,

Offering you space to place new steps of change.
Here, on the pulse of this fine day

You may have the courage

To look up and out upon me,

The rock, the river, the tree, your country.
No less to Midas than the mendicant.

No less to you now than the mastodon then.
Here on the pulse of this new day

You may have the grace to look up and out
And into your sister's eyes,

Into your brother's face, your country

And say simply

Very simply

With hope
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Good morning.
T6i Hiéu Vi Sao Chim Trong Long Lai Hot

Chim tu do cét canh

trén lunhg gio lung lo
bénh béng tha theo gio
cho dén luc gid tan

r6f chim chim canh luon
trong tia nang vang cam
dam cung trof thach thuc.

Co con chim hién ngang
ding trong long han hep
hiém khi nhin Xuyén qua
chén song v4 y phan ng
doi canh bi cat long

doi chan bi dy cot

danh mo miéng kéu ca.

Chim nhét l6ng dang hot
S0'sét tiéng run run

vé nhiing diéu chua hiéu
nhuhg van hoai udc ao
va tiéng hot vong dén
nghe trén ngon déi xa
tar con chim tu hém
dang hot kéu tu do

Chim tu do nghi vé con gio mdi
gio nhiét ddi diu dang qua rang cdy ri rao

béy tring ldh trong cd cho binh minh sang
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va chim goi bau trof mét cdi riéng.

Chim éng ding trén mé phén mo udc
bong chim thet lén ac mdng thét thanh
déi canh cat léng, doi chan déy cot
danh théi chim ngong cé hot vang.

Chim nhét l6ng dang hot
s0'sét tiéng run run

vé nhiing diéu chua hiéu
nhuhg van hoai udc ao
va tiéng hot vong dén
nghe trén ngon déi xa
bdi con chim ta ham
dang hot kéu tu do

(1 Know Why The Caged Bird Sings)

| Know Why The Caged Bird Sings

The free bird leaps

on the back of the wind
and floats downstream

till the current ends

and dips his wings

in the orange sun rays
and dares to claim the sky.
But a bird that stalks
down his narrow cage

can seldom see through
his bars of rage

his wings are clipped and
his feet are tied

so he opens his throat to sing.
The caged bird sings

with fearful trill

of the things unknown
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but longed for still

and his tune is heard

on the distant hill

for the caged bird

sings of freedom

The free bird thinks of another breeze

and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn-bright lawn
and he names the sky his own.

But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied

so he opens his throat to sing

The caged bird sings

with a fearful trill

of things unknown

but longed for still

and his tune is heard

on the distant hill

for the caged bird

sings of freedom

Bsi Tho Triéu Ngui i

Dém keéo dai cang lay,
Thuong tich cang thém séu,
H6'hém cang thém td,
Tuong vach cang liéu xiéu,

Dudi béu troi xanh duc trén béi bién xa X6
Nam tdc keo € t6i khdi tm tay ban vdi.
Tay ban bi troi, miéng ban bit cam,

khéng thé kéu tén téi thdm chi mét lan.
Ban bét lu, con téi ciing vy,

Nhung tiéc thay, suét ca dong lich st

Ban trd thanh nhuc nhé dién hinh.
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76/ noij, dém keo dai cang (3,
Thuong tich cang thém sau.
H6'hém cang thém tdi.

Tuong vach cang liéu xiéu.

Nbung ngay na Y, t/eng noi tur ngan xua linh hién
goi chung ta bang lor [é cao SIE'U

Qua bao ném dai, qua bao thé ky,

Wot b/en 3, bang d’a/ auong,

Noi rang, hay dén gan nhay,

Cuu nguy dén téc.

Ban duoc mua lu’ mot noi xa

Nhiing bé ldo nhéc nhd rang X/ch X/eng nolé

d trd tu do cho chung ta nhiéu lan.

Dém kéo dai cang lay,

H6 ham cang thém séu,
Bém cang thém tam o,
Tuong vach cang liéu xiéu.

Bia nguc chung ta trdi qua mé van sinh ton,

dd mai nhon cam quan, [3m bén bi'y chi

Dém da kéo qua dai.

Sang nay nhin thau néi dén dau cua ban

tham tan tuyét linh hén

76/ biét, vdi nhau chung ta tao nén fép thé

Toi xef ban qua a’ang a’ap va cach gia h/nh

thé) y duoc ban yéu gia dinh trong doi mét néu lon.

76i noj, hdy vo 5 ta y va den cung nhau hap mat noi nay,
76i noj, héy vo 5 ta y va déi xu vdi nhau bang tinh thuong,
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T6i ndi, héy vé tay vé dé ching ta bat déu tir nhitng L6/
di hung ho cham chap,

Hay Vi tay, dén vdi nhau dé md réng con tim,
Hay dén vdi nhau dé sua déi tam tinh,

Hay deih vdi nhau dé tay ria linh hon,

Ha) 3y Vo tay, rof bo doi [am a’a'ng

va nguhg gid mao lich sur cua chung ta.

Hay VO tay, gO/ tam linh ve la/ tir ham ma
Hay vo i ta Y, mor niém vui vao loF chuyén tro,
nhé nhan trong phong ngu,

hoa nha nof nha bép,

1 té trong vuon uom cdy.

76 tién nhéc nhd chiing ta, bét chdp lich su dau khé
Hay huong vé nhiing nguoi dang tiép tuc ding lén.

Va nhur thé chung ta troi ddy.

Million Man March Poem

The night has been long,

The wound has been deep,

The pit has been dark,

And the walls have been steep.

Under a dead blue sky on a distant beach,

| was dragged by my braids just beyond your reach.
Your hands were tied, your mouth was bound,
You couldn't even call out my name.

You were helpless and so was |,

But unfortunately throughout history

You've worn a badge of shame.

| say, the night has been long,

The wound has been deep,

The pit has been dark

And the walls have been steep.

But today, voices of old spirit sound

Speak to us in words profound,
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Across the years, across the centuries,

Across the oceans, and across the seas.

They say, draw near to one another,

Save your race.

You have been paid for in a distant place,

The old ones remind us that slavery's chains

Have paid for our freedom again and again.

The night has been long,

The pit has been deep,

The night has been dark,

And the walls have been steep.

The hells we have lived through and live through still,
Have sharpened our senses and toughened our will.
The night has been long.

This morning | look through your anguish

Right down to your soul.

| know that with each other we can make ourselves
whole.

| look through the posture and past your disguise,
And see your love for family in your big brown eyes.
| say, clap hands and let's come together in this
meeting ground,

| say, clap hands and let's deal with each other with
love,

| say, clap hands and let us get from the low road of
indifference,

Clap hands, let us come together and reveal our
hearts,

Let us come together and revise our spirits,

Let us come together and cleanse our souls,

Clap hands, let's leave the preening

And stop impostering our own history.

Clap hands, call the spirits back from the ledge,
Clap hands, let us invite joy into our conversation,
Courtesy into our bedrooms,

Gentleness into our kitchen,

Care into our nursery.

The ancestors remind us, despite the history of pain
We are a going-on people who will rise again.

And still we rise.
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Hb So' Phuc Loi Cua B3 Me

Canh tay ba phai bay mé dong nai khuy cu1  cho,

Ban tay map ngan ngun dat trén héng xep nhiéu lop
nhan _

Noi xuong cot nhan roi bao nhiéu nam chéng chét thit
mdg va dau ngu.

Cam ba run (én bdf 167 t6 cao

noi tdi noi lui nhithg téi rép khuén.

Bam con ba, xa la nhiing dé chor tho ¢ du

chung choi g/0/  nhét sau canh cda téi tam,

chor d'ua/ bat trén méi  nha, _

va biét tai san nguor khac ha,b adan.

Qud mép dé chai bai;

Qua map dé’lém viéc,

Ba tim k/em udc mo

theo déu hiéu may mén
réidita y khong

vao phong quan lai lam viéc
xin phan cua ba.

"Ho khéng cho téi phuc loi;
Toi git 13y, "

Momma Welfare Roll

Her arms semaphore fat triangles,
Pudgy hands bunched on layered hips
Where bones idle under years of fatback
And lima beans.

Her jowls shiver in accusation

Of crimes clichéd by

Repetition. Her children, strangers

To childhood's toys, play
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Best the games of darkened doorways,
Rooftop tag, and know the slick feel of
Other people's property.

Too fat to ***

Too mad to work,

Searches her dreams for the

Lucky sign and walks bare-handed
Into a den of bureaucrats for

Her portion.

‘They don't give me welfare.

| take it.

Mot Minh

Bem qua

Nom dai, suy gam

Lam sao tim nai nuoing tua cho linh hén
Noi nudc khong them khat

noi banh khéng cung nhur dd

T6i nghi dén mot diéu

tu'tin khdng lam lan

Rang khong co mot ai

Sé khong co ai

C0 thé thoat khdi ddy mét minh.

Mot minh, hoan toan moét minh
Khong co ai, sé khong co ai
Thoat khoi ddy mot minh.

Co vai triéu phu

dlr tién khéng ding

Vo ho quay cuang nht/ba than bao tir (1)
Con ho hat buén sdu

Ho dlung bac si cao cap
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dé chifa bénh tim hoa da.

Sé khéng co ai

Khéng, khong co ai

C0 thé thoat khdi ddy mét minh.

Moét minh, hoan toan mét minh
Khéng co ai, sé khéng co ai
Thodt khoi day mot minh.

Gicr ddy, néu ban lng nghe cham chu
T6i s€ ndi hét hiéu biét cda minh

Méy bao dang tu hop

Gid sé tréi lén

Chuing téc con nguor dang dau khé
T6i c6 thé nghe ho than van,

Vi khéng co i,

Sé khong co ai

Thoat khoi ddy mot minh.

Mot minh, hoan toan moét minh
Khong co ai, sé khong co ai
Thoat khoi ddy mot minh.

GHI:
) Bashee: Trong than thoai Ai-len, (3 nguof dan ba nhu
than chét chay bao tin khi co nguor sap qua dof;

Alone

Lying, thinking

Last night

How to find my soul a home
Where water is not thirsty
And bread loaf is not stone
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| came up with one thing
And | don't believe I'm wrong
That nobody,

But nobody

Can make it out here alone.
Alone, all alone

Nobody, but nobody

Can make it out here alone.
There are some millionaires
With money they can't use
Their wives run round like banshees
Their children sing the blues
They've got expensive doctors
To cure their hearts of stone.
But nobody

No, nobody

Can make it out here alone.
Alone, all alone

Nobody, but nobody

Can make it out here alone.
Now if you listen closely

I'll tell you what | know
Storm clouds are gathering
The wind is gonna blow

The race of man is suffering
And | can hear the moan,
‘Cause nobody,

But nobody

Can make it out here alone.
Alone, all alone

Nobody, but nobody

Can make it out here alone

Binh Béng

Ban tuyén b6, thdy téi mu mo

qua mét kinh khéng sang

a’u tor duhg trude ban manh aan,
sap Xép hang va danh a’au thot gian.
Ban thu nhan nghe téi yeu ot
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nhu (67 thi thdm xa khdi tam tai,
khi tiéng trong toi tuon ra thong diép
vai nhip diéu khéng bao gio doi thay.

Binh d'ang, /'0/ toi sé tu do.
Binh d'ang, rJ t6i 58 5 tur do.

Ban théng bao cach téi lam bua béj,
nhanh nhéu l6i nguor ndy kéo nguii kia,
nhung néu ti chi l3 chiéc bong cda ban
c0 bao gic ban hiéu duoc diéu nay?

Chuing ta séng suét lich sur thuong dau,
chung ta biét qua ki x3u hé,

nhung héy tiép tuc tién lén,

va tiép tuc di cho dén cing.

Binh d'ang, m/ toi sé tu do.
Binh d'ang, roJ t6i sé 5 tur do.

Hy thao mét che dé nhin thiy,

Hiy théo tai chan dé duoe nghe,

H5) 3y thu nhan ban nghe t6i dang khac,
va thé) Y nuoc mét téi dang rot.

Hay Iang nghe nh/p don thuc g/uc

nghe mau ron rang trong huyet mach tor
Vang, frong tdi van danh vang dém to
vdi nhip diéu khdng bao gic' déi thay.

Binh d’ang, r0/ toi sé tu do.
Binh d’ang, réi téi sé 5 tur do.
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Equality

You declare you see me dimly
through a glass which will not shine,
though | stand before you boldly,
trimin rank and marking time.

You do own to hear me faintly

as a whisper out of range,

while my drums beat out the message
and the rhythms never change.
Equality, and | will be free.

Equality, and | will be free.

You announce my ways are wanton,
that | fly from man to man,

but if I'm just a shadow to you,
could you ever understand ?

We have lived a painful history,

we know the shameful past,

but | keep on marching forward,
and you keep on coming last.
Equality, and | will be free.

Equality, and | will be free.

Take the blinders from your vision,
take the padding from your ears,
and confess you've heard me crying,
and admit you've seen my tears.
Hear the tempo so compelling,

hear the blood throb in my veins.
Yes, my drums are beating nightly,
and the rhythms never change.
Equality, and | will be free.

Equality, and | will be free.

Cong Viec Phu Nir

76i co tré con phai cham nom
Ao quén can va

San nha can lau

Thue an can di cho'

Roi ga phai chién
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Tré tho phai thay ta

Cong ty phai lo lam

Vuon nha phdi nhé cé

76/ co do phar ui

Cdc tré mac do qu;fn
Thung hdp phai cat

76/ phai don sach can léu
Sau do tham do bénh

va nhét hai béng gon.

Hy chiéu sang t6i, hoi nang mat troi
Hay d6 nude uot t6;, héi mua

Hay roi nhe nhe, héi nhiing giot suong
Lam mat tran téi mét lan nda.

Bio 16 héy théi tung téi tir dy
bang lan gio ac liét

Cho t6i bong bénh qua céi troi

Cho dén khi duot nghi ngof (an nda.

Tuyét o, hdy roi dju dang

phd kin téi mau trang

Nhiing nu hén lanh léo gia bang
cho toi dém nay yén nghi.

Mat trof, mus, bau troi

N bién, I3 va dd

Ngéi sao sang, trang soi

Tt ca cac nguoi la cua riéng ta.
Woman Work

I've got the children to tend
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The clothes to mend

The floor to mop

The food to shop

Then the chicken to fry
The baby to dry

| got company to feed

The garden to weed

I've got shirts to press

The tots to dress

The can to be cut

| gotta clean up this hut
Then see about the sick
And the cotton to pick.
Shine on me, sunshine
Rain on me, rain

Fall softly, dewdrops

And cool my brow again.
Storm, blow me from here
With your fiercest wind

Let me float across the sky
Til | can rest again.

Fall gently, snowflakes
Cover me with white

Cold icy kisses and

Let me rest tonight.

Sun, rain, curving sky
Mountain, oceans, leaf and stone
Star shine, moon glow
You're all that | can call my own

Hoi Tudng

Ban tay anh nhe nhang,

tréu choc dan ong

[3m 16 trong toc em

nu cuoi anh hén trén bo ma.
Nhén dijp ndy, anh nga lén em,
nong rut, san sang phun ra ,
than bi cubing doat em mo'ly trii
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Khi anh ra di

mang theo than xac va ky diéy,
khi chi con mui huong

yéu duong bét tan trén déi vi
roi, chi sau do, em mdi thiét tha
tan huong su’ hién dién cua anh.

Remembrance

Your hands easy

weight, teasing the bees
hived in my hair, your smile at the
slope of my cheek. On the
occasion, you press

above me, glowing, spouting
readiness, mystery rapes

my reason

When you have withdrawn
your self and the magic, when
only the smell of your

love lingers between

my breasts, then, only

then, can | greedily consume
your presence

Bai Hoc

Tdi tiép tuc chéz" nia

Huyét" mach tac nghén, hd ra nhu

nam tay nho cua tre em

dang ngu.

Ky U tr ndm mo xa xua,

Thit da ria ndt va séu tring gam nhém
Khéng thuyét phuc néi téi chong lai
Suthe thach. Nbiéu nam
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V4 thét bai chan nan séng han lén
nhifng vét nhan trén mat,

Lam mo mat, ldc nay

167 tiép tuc chét,

bdi Vi t6i yéu dor séng.

The Lesson

| keep on dying again.
Veins collapse, opening like the
Small fists of sleeping
Children.

Memory of old tombs,
Rotting flesh and worms do
Not convince me against
The challenge. The years
And cold defeat live deep in
Lines along my face.

They dull my eyes, yet

| keep on dying,

Because | love to live.

Bang Qua Thoi Gian

Mau da anh ruc sang binh minh
Con da téi tham mui huong xa

Ai d6 béi lén tur khdi dau
cho cudi cung dinh s6

Nguoc lai, (3 két cude
tur khdi dau xac minh.

Passing Time

Your skin like dawn

162



Mine like musk

One paints the beginning
of a certain end.

The other, the end of a
sure beginning.

Ngui Phu N Phi Thudng

Nhiing phu nif xinh dep tu hdi, bi mét cda téi gidu noi
nao.

76/ khéng dé thuong, khong co than hinh phu hop tho
trang nhu nguoi ma.

Nbung khi ti bat dau ké cho ho nghe,

ho nghi'téi ndi déi.

T6i noj;

B mét nam trong tam tay,

quanh kich thudc bo méng

budc chan dsai kién quyét

trén vanh moi cong.

76i la phu nir

phi thuong.

Nguoi phu ni¥ phi thuong
chinh (a toi.

Bi vao can phong
rét mue binh than,
déi vdi dan éng,
ké dung

nguoi qui,

vay quanh toj,
nhu bu té ong mét.
76/ noj,
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B/ mét (3 lia trong mét téi
trong mau rang an hién,
tryéu diéu lung eo,

trén bude chan hon ho.

76i la phu nir

Phi thuong.

Nguor dan ba phi thuohg
chinh (3 tdi,

Ban ang ho tu hoi

43 théy 14 g/ trong toi,

Ho ra suc co gang

nhuhg khéng thé cham vao
trong t6i niém bi'én.

Khi t6i ¢ trinh bay

ho ndi vén chua théy.

761 noj,

B mat tu lung ong

tr nu cudi ruc nang

tr bo nguc phap phong
tur dang diéu uyen chuyen
T6i la phu nit phi thuohg

Nguoi dan ba phi thuong
chinh a téi,

By gicr chéc ban hiéu

Vi 530 téi khéng cui déu.

Khong kéu than khang nhay dung
hoac pha/ noi lon z‘/eng

Khi théy y toi di qua,
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sé lam ban hanh dién.

761 noj,

B mét tir tiéng gidy gé xudng
trén mdi toc béng bénh
trong long tay can thiét
cham soc toi.

Vi t6i la phu ni7

Phi thuong.

Nguoi dan ba phi thuong
chinh a téi,

Phenomenal Woman

Pretty women wonder where my secret lies.
I'm not cute or built to suit a fashion model’s size
But when | start to tell them,
They think 'mtelling lies.

| say,

It's in the reach of my arms,
The span of my hips,

The stride of my step,

The curl of my lips.

I'm a woman

Phenomenally.

Phenomenal woman,

That's me.

| walk into a room

Just as cool as you please,
And to a man,

The fellows stand or

Fall down on their knees.
Then they swarm around me,
A hive of honey bees.

| say,

It's the fire in my eyes,

And the flash of my teeth,
The swing in my waist,

And the joy in my feet.
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I'm a woman
Phenomenally.
Phenomenal woman

that's me.

Men themselves have wondered
What they see in me.

They try so much

But they can't touch

My inner mystery.

When | try to show them,
They say they still can't see.
| say,

It's in the arch of my back,
The sun of my smile,

The ride of my breasts,

The grace of my style.

I'm a woman
Phenomenally.
Phenomenal woman,
That's me.

Now you understand

Just why my head's not bowed.
| don’t shout or jump about
Or have to talk real loud.
When you see me passing,
It ought to make you proud.
| say,

It's in the click of my heels,
The bend of my hair,

the palm of my hand,

The need for my care.
"Cause I'm a woman
Phenomenally.
Phenomenal woman,
That's me.

Muc Su; Xin Bung Gur Toi

Khi téi chét
xin myc su'ding guf t6i
dén khu da den dong dao
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trén thién dang

nai chuét an thit meo

gidng méo di nhur bao

va Chu Nhat an trua

(ong bo vdi bét mi khudy ddc.

76/ biét loai chuét ndy
thay ching nhu sat thi
con bt mi toi chua
déng déng nhu ngon doi
€0 thé cao nhu' nui

vi vy diéu téi can

moi Chu Nhat ta ong

la mét tin nguing khac.

Muc su; xin dang

hura vdi toi

vang lot ddy duong phé’
si7a tuor uéng vé tu

76/ d3 nguhg uéng siia

1 dé lén bén tudi

mét khi 35 chét roi

167 khéng can vang niza.

7o/ da goi mot nof

dung mute la thién dang
nof gia dinh trung nghia
ke la mat de thuong,
noi nhac Jazz ngu'tri
mua nao ciing mua thu.
Xin hdy hua nhu vy
hoac dimg hua gi hét
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Preacher, Don't Send Me

Preacher, don't send me
when | die

to some big ghetto

in the sky

where rats eat cats

of the leopard type

and Sunday brunch

is grits and tripe.

I've known those rats
I've seen them kill

and grits I've had
would make a hill,

or maybe a mountain,
so what | need

from you on Sunday

is a different creed.
Preacher, please don't
promise me

streets of gold

and milk for free.

| stopped all milk

at four years old

and once I'm dead

| won't need gold.

I'd call a place

pure paradise

where families are loyal
and strangers are nice,
where the music is jazz
and the season is fall.
Promise me that

or nothing at all.

Nguoi O, Vi Sao Ho Hanh Phuc?

L6t da tan chén réng, khon khiép!
nhuc nhich déi tai
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cutr theo ném thang
dua thot gian
han trén khuon mat.

Nhéch ma lén, ciu tré da den,

nhan mdi,

cutr nhe rang khi nhiing ngon chén
dao sau

vao huyét mé.

B30 tron déi mat ldn, cé bé da den,
nhd boc cao su lén déu géi, (%)
cuor khi hang cay

cong xuong

theo dong ho cé.

() 4 na/ cac co da den z‘hu’ahg giup viéc don nha. Boc
dau goi / dE quy Xuang lau san.

Why Are They Happy People?

Skin back your teeth, damn you,
wiggle your ears,

laugh while the years

race

down your face.

Pull up your cheeks, black boy,
wrinkle your nose,

grin as your toes

spade

up your grave.

Roll those big eyes, black gal,
rubber your knees,

smile when the trees

bend

with your kin.
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Ho Trd Vé Nha

Ho tré vé nha, ké cho vo nghe
rang chua bao gio trong doi song,
ho gap mét phu niz nhur to;,
Nhung...ho déu trd vé nha.

Ho ndi nha téi sach sé vo a}ng,
moi 107 t6i n0/ F déu mang y / nghia,
va t6i cd ssc kh/ huyen b
Nhung....Ho déu tro vé nha.

T3t c3 dan éng déu khen ngof t6i
thich téi cuoi, boméng, su’di dom
ho d lai mét, hai, ba ngay.

Nbhung ma.....

They Went Home

They went home and told their wives,
that nver once in all their lives,

had they know a girl like me,
But...They went home.

They said my house was licking clean,
no word i spoke was ever mean,

i had an air of mystery,

But .... They went home.

My praises were on all men's lips,
they like my smile, my wit, my hips,
they'd spend one night, or two or three.
But...

Nudic Mt

NuGe mét
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nhur var vun pha lé
nhu gidy rach tron nhot
tur linh hén moi mon.

Rén ri

nhu bai hat thién nga tham trém
nhu loi gid biét buon bd
tr gidc mo qua dor

Tears

Tears

The crystal rags

Viscous tatters

of a worn-though soul.

Moans

Deep swan song

Blue farewell
of a dying dream

Mot Ngay Trong Sang, Tudn Sau

Vdo mét ngay trong sang, tudn sau
Trudc khi bom tha xuéng

Trudc khi thé gidi tan cing

Trudc khi téi chét

T3¢ ¢ nutic mét tdi trd thanh bot
Ben trong hoang hén nhu bui tro
Den nhu bung Phat Di Lac
Wra den via nong via khé

Sau do, long xot thuong roi rung
Roi xuéng theo thanh than
Rofi trén dsm con tré
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Roi tur trof cao

On a Bright Day, Next Week

On a bright day, next week
Just before the bomb falls
Just before thevworld ends
Just before | die

All my tears will powder
Black in dusk like ashes
Black like Buddha's belly
Black and hot and dry
Then will mercy tumble
Falling down in godheads
Falling on the children
Falling from the sky.

Tuéi Muoi Ba (Da Pen)

Me em qua thao bo nha di,

Cha em nhap ngdi vdo tran chién,
Chi em dung duong.

Em tuéi muor ba, Nhdp Cudc.

Anh ho em nhau nhet,

Chu bac em hut xach,

Ban than em du déng,

Ban vi thich thu.

Em tuéi muor ba, Nhdp Cudc.

Con em, khién téi buén lo
nhap cuoc le loi

T/ mudn gan em diéu bén thiu
Nhung khéng con gi dé noi
Ngoai trar
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Em tuéi muor ba. Nhdp Cudc.

The Thirteens (Black)

Your Momma took to shouting,
Your Poppa's gone to war,
Your sister's in the streets,
The thirteens. Right On.

Your cousin's taking smack,
Your uncle's in the joint,

Your budd's in the gutter,
Shooting for his point,

The thirteens, Right On.

And you, you make me sorry,
You out here by yourself,

I'd call you something dirty,
But there just ain't nothing left,
‘cept

The thirteens. Right On.
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Siddharth Anand (1985-)
Thi <i An D6

Tot nghiép dai hoc Delhi, An Dg. Lam thg va vé tranh.
Thuc hién nhifng video am nhac. Hién a gido su huan
luyén vé am ngir. Ong da tai va da nghé. Tuyén tap 150
bai tho ctia 6ng dudc d6n nhan tir An B sanh Anh qudc
va Hoa Ky.

Tho Tuyén
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An C3 Ng3 Vé Khéng

An c3, nga vé khong
Cudc dua chung két. Quyét dinh cudi cling
Mat tat ca hodc dudc tat ca

Hodc guc nga hodc dimng day vinh quang;

An c3, ng3 vé khdng

Lan nay khong thuang lugng
Khéng dan xép bao dung
Ho3c thua hoic thing;

T6i khong dudang chon lua.

An c3, ng3 vé khdng

Tranh dau lan cudi

S& khing khiép néu thua cudc doi dau ghé ton nay
Khong con thai gid

Khong dirng dudc. Khdng thé nghi nggi.

An c3, ng3 vé khdng
Hodc tr& vé chién thing

Ho&c chién dau dén chét nhu ké bi si nhuc.

Ldc nay & c6 thé
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Bi sdi noi

Xuc dong

Dai kh&s

nhung thanh tam

Hay vinh danh to6i. Buing khoc
Néu chét phai dén, t6i chiu chét
Hay thép ngon bach lap sang lén
Vinh danh t6i. Birng khoc

Néu t6i khong vé dém hom nay....

All or Nothing

All or Nothing

The final race. the final decision
All disgrace or fortune all
Either | fall or | stand tall,

All or Nothing

No compromises this time
No catholic design

Either | win or | lose;

And |, don't get to choose.

All or Nothing

The final fight

All hells lose in this frenzied quest
No time to spare

No breaks. No rest.

All or Nothing
Either | return the victor
Or | die fighting like hector.

This moment & its might
Intensity
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Emotion

Density

Devotion

Honor me. Don't cry

If death arrives and | die

Let the flame of the candle alight
Honor me. Don't cry

If I don’t come back home tonight...

Hy Vong

Ngudi cé tin khong, diéu ngudi thay
Ngu®i cd tin khong, chuyén thuc tai
Ngui cd tin khong, mat trdi sang ruc

Nguai cd tin khdng, sao hién ban dém

Ngui cé tin khéng, chim biét bay
Ngudi cd tin khdng, may trén troi
Ngui cd tin khong, gio di dong
Ngudi cd tin khdng, trang long lanh
Nguai ¢ tin khéng, c6 anh sang

Nguai ¢ tin khong, Loi miéng noi
Ngudi cé tin khdng, diéu tai nghe
Nguai co tin khong, cau dap an

Nguai co tin khong, vii nir mua
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Nguai co tin khong, am thanh va thi luc
Nguai co tin khong, gidy phut mac khai
Nguai c6 tin khdng, cdm suc thuong tam
Nguai c6 tin khong, tu tudng con ngudi

Nguai co tin khong, trén cao co troi
Nguai co tin khong, chuyén tinh i

Nguai co tin khong, thién dang dia nguc
Ngudi cd tin khong, chuyén t(r sinh
Ngudi cé tin khdng, ddi sdng nay

M& mét ra véi hy vong trong khung cira
mG, cho anh sang tran vao

néu ngudi cd long tin, ngudi s& nhu'y.

Hope

Do you believe, in what you see

do you believe in reality

do you believe in the sun that’s bright
do you believe in the stars in the night

Do you believe in the birds that fly
do you believe in clouds and the sky
do you believe in wind that flows

do you believe in moon that glows
do you believe in light

Do you believe the spoken word
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do you believe the things you've heard
do you believe in the final answer
do you believe in the swirling dancer

Do you believe in sound and sight
do you believe in moments bright
do you believe in taste and touch
do you believe that much

Do you believe in the soul inside

do you believe in ecstasy and delight
do you believe in glory and god

do you believe in that thought

Do you believe in the sky above
do you believe in love

Do you believe in the heaven and the earth
do you believe in death and birth
do you believe in life

open your eyes with hope within

open the door, let light reach in
if you believe, then you'll win.

Téi va Toi Nhi Triing
Toi khong co doc
Vi c6 mét Toi khac

Bang theo dai toi
Con tdi khdng thay hén.

T6i va t6i nhi trung
Chua hé gip gd
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S6 ménh an bai
modt cach ngau nhién
Khong dinh

Theé gidi ké nhi triing

xa la doi vdi toi

Quyén nang, huyé't mach, sinh luc
& mot nai mdi chua thay bao gid

Di nhién, toi d3 dén nai nay

di nhién t6i timg thay cho d6
Nhung bang ddi méat nhi triing
nhu nhin tir khung ctra khac.

Thir tudng tuong truong hap cua toi
Hai hon trong mét xac. Lam sao dudgc
Vang, t6i co nghe ma luc hoan than
nhung chi néi khdng bang chimg
chua bao gi&s thay tan mat minh.

Sinh ra moi ngudi moi riéng biét

Két cudc ngudi nay khéi dau ngudi kia
Toi khong thé thay

Nhung linh cam dudc diéu sip xay ra
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VvGi y nghi nay

khién toi boi rdi, lo s, kich dong

TUr béng t6i ra anh sang roi vé lai phia sau bdng toi

nhu tam man kéo ra, dong lai trong tam tudng toi.

HGm nao t6i mudn gap ké nhi trung
trén duting vo hinh cd thé cham mét
Roi s& cling nhau nhap thanh mét ngudi
hém xua chung toi phan biét

hém xua chung t6i chia doi

Tu nay, mot cau chuyén mdi...

mét cudc ddi chan that khéi dau...

Me and my Stranger

| am not alone

There is another me
Which cant see me
And Which | cant see.

Me and My Stranger
Have never met
Destiny in its design
such an Occasion
Never set

The World of this Stranger

is new to me

The power, the pulse, the energy
Of a new place you've never seen
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Of course I've been there

of course I've seen that place before
But through the eyes of a stranger

| see through another door.

Imagination this phenom seems to me
Two souls in one body, How can it be
Yes I've heard of Alchemy

but such a state in another

my eyes have yet to see.

As People these persons are far apart

The end of One Begins from where the other starts
| can't see it coming

But can feel it becoming

and this thought

baffles me, frights me, excites me

From darkness to light and then back to what's behind
as if the curtains are opened then drawn inside my mind.

This stranger | hope will meet me some day
May be on soulstreet I'll cross him on his way
And together we can, become that one man
of whom we were fragments

of whom we were parts

And then, a new story

the true story will start........

Sinh Luc Linh Hon / Bdt Pha

Budng roi qua khur
Tudc bd hanh trang
Tir chéi dau khé. xin dirng lai

BUt phd xiéng xich gong cim
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@3 kém téa nguai va doi song;
Tai tao hai thd; khong ai cuding ép lan nay
Cho giéfc ma trong mét

nhin thay r6 rang;

Xem thuGng sg hai. Xem nhe chudng ngai tudng ngan
Cho du bic dau thai son khang can chan ngudi budc
BUrng Lén kiéu hanh vdi long tu tin.

Xa lanh nhing ai lira d3o linh hon. Blng nan na.

Ghi nhé su thng théi clia ngudi bat dién. Luat dat trdi
dung hop trudc sau.

Hay mo udc nha ding bo d&
Néu khdng thanh
C6 Lam, thir thém Lan nita

Blng théi chi nhut long.

Trong cudc dua sinh tr
Chién théng khong vi nhanh nhat hay manh nhat
Nhung danh cho ai da lam tan strc minh.....

Soulstrong;/ Breakaway

Abandon the past
Throw away the baggage
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Suffer no more. avast(stop now)

Breakaway from the chains and shackles
Which from you, your life, take away;
Breathe again; this time without constraint
And the dreams in your eyes

Realize;

Forget fear. Forget the barriers and the walls
Even the greatest of mountains on your feet will fall
When you with self-trust stand tall.

Walk away from those who try to cheat on your soul. Don't stall.
Remember the wisdom of those wiremen The universal law will square
all.

Dream and don'’t give up
And if they don't shape up
Try. try once more.

Don'’t breakup.

For the race of life

Is won, not, by the fastest or the strongest
But, by the one who can give his all........
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Toi Nghi:
Trong bat ky cuoc dua nao, khong chi cudc dua lén tir

sinh, chién thang danh cho nhu’ng ai d3 [am tan suc
minh, du that bai. Nhat La cudc dua vai chinh ban than.

Lam ngui L tranh dua, du cd ¥ hodc vé tinh, du mudn
hay khong muon. Ngay ca nhiing ai tu luyén dé di vao
c6i khong, ciing phai tranh dua, ngay ca lic da vao
dugc bén trong, cling phai tranh dua dé & lai vi cdi
khong, khong muon chira chap bat ky thir gi co.

Tranh dua khong chi la nd luc dat dén muc dich vdi tat
ca moi dao ly ma mét ngudi cd thé tin hodc sif dung
lam tiéu chuan. Tranh dua, trudc hét 1 thé chap - tiéu
sai thdi gian song va ban than dé thuc hién mét diéu gi,
du y thirc dugc chuyén nay hay khong.

Néu ly ludn trén cin ban thé chap, mét ngudi khong
thé thé chap qua nhiéu vi gidi han cta ndng luc ban
than va thdi gian song. N6i mdt cach khac, khong thé
cung mét Luc tranh dua nhiéu chuyén khac nhau. Ngu®di
hiéu dao ly, s& chon mét vai cudc dua nao quan trong
va can thiét.

Néu ly luan trén hiéu qua tiéu sai, bat ky tranh dua nao
cling gay ra sy hao ton cho ban than Su hao ton nay
dan ngudi dua dén thanh cong, that bai, bénh tat, va su
chét. Ngu®i thong thai sé chon lua cach tranh dua nao
it hao ton nhat vi bat ky su thanh cong Ldn lao nao ciing
trd thanh v nghiia khi hap hoi.

Vi vy, chién thing khéng chi danh cho nhiing ai @3 lam
tan strc minh, ma lam tan mat cach khén ngoan.
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Mourid Barghouti (1944-2021)

Thi si Palestine

MGt cach viét tén khac ctia dng La Mureed Barghouthy.
Sinh quan tai Deir Ghassana, g§n Ramallah, trén Bo
Tay. tot nghiép dai hoc Cairo ndm 1967, bi luu x& sang
Ai cap nam1977.

Nam 1996, ong duoc tré vé Ramallah sau 30 luu vong.
Lanh gidi Naguib Mahfouz Medal for Literature, 1997,
cho tac pham “| Saw Ramallah”

Trong cudc phong van véi tg bao The Guardian, l&i ndi

dugc trich dan: “ 767 hoc duot tir cdy céi, Phai cd nhiéu
traf rung trudc khi chung chin. Khi lam tha, toi doi xi
vdi chung bang su tan nhan lanh manh, xoa bo nhiéu
hinh anh dé quan t3m nhifng hinh anh ding dan.”

Ong dugc ton trong L mdt trong sd nha tha chuyén
hudng ve thai dai va van hoc Tay phuong. Ong dugc
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tuyén véjo Poets of the End of Century (Nhitng thi si cla
cudi thé ky), nhitng tiéng néi mdi clia dong tha ngdn
ngir A rap.

Tho Tuyén

Bo Lac
Cac bo lac chung tdi LAy lai sic quyén r:

Léu va nhiéu léu

léu bang d4 tinh L3ng, coc bang gach va cam thach
trén tran khic chil, tubing boc gidy nhung

hinh gia dinh va tranh Mona Lisa

doi dién tam thé bai co ghi than chu

gii trir &nh mét nhin ma quéi

bén canh bing tdt nghiép clia con trai

déng khung vang day bui.

Léu va clfa s6 guong

la bay rap cho cac cd gai tré, nhin ra, run lén vi sg
em gai, em trai cé thé mach vdi ngudi ldn.

Tra boc huang thom, rugu whiskey pha so-da

“Toi khéng udng rugu” va “xin L6i"

“Anh d3 yén on véi ba va thir tu chua?”
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Léu va nhiéu léu

den chum treo chiéu sang do dat sang trong

rudi va l8i ndi mda chung quanh

ra vao cong bang ddng c6 treo day xich

Cac bd lac chiing tdi van gilr nguyén sic quyén rii
gits day, d3 trd thanh L6 thai.

The Tribes

Our tribes regain their charm:

Tents and more tents

tents of tranquil stone, their pegs are tile and marble
inscriptions on the ceiling, velvet paper covering the walls
the family portraits and "La Gioconda"

facing a tablet with inscriptions

to repel the evil eye

besides the diploma of a son

framed in gold, coated with dust.

Tents, and a glass window

it is the trap for young girls, who look out from it and tremble for fear
their young sister or brother might tell the grown-ups.
Vapor rises from the tea, whiskey, and soda

and "l do not like wine" and "excuse me"

"did you manage with the fourth wife?"

Tents and more tents

the chandeliers illuminate opulent furnishings

flies of speech dance through them

in and out of brass gates draped with chains

Our tribes retain their charm

now that the tribes are out of date!

(Ban dich: Lena Jayyusi va W.S. Mervin.)
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Ve Si

Cac vé si hoang gia, phuc vu vua

mot so dirng trén thap

mot so trén yén ngua

ho diing thang

va cti dau khiém ton & clra vao clra ra
mot s6 canh gilf thuc pham

mot sb canh chirng ngudi hau

mot s diéu khién bao chi

mot sd lam tho

mbt sb vo tay khi vua phat biéu

tat c bon ho déu cé chic phan

hang hai, so vii khi bén canh

ho & mau muc céch di diing va phong thai
tat ca ho déu cé vuang qudc

tat ca 13m liét oai phong

tat ca deu la vua

The Guards

The guards of his royal majesty, the King
some of them stand on the towers

some of them sit on the saddles

they stand straight

and bow humbly at entrance and exit
some of them watch the food
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and some of them watch the servants

some of them guard the others

and some of them dictate newspaper to the newspaper
some of them compose the poem

and some of them direct applause at the King's speech
they all have style

and a buoyancy, touching the weapon ai their side the
they are exemplary in gait and manner

and all of them have kingdoms, and all of them have the majesty
and all of them are kings

(Ban dich: Lena Jayyusi va W.S. Merwin)

Hién Nhién

Cham r4i la ban tay budi tdi d6ng cong nha
cham rai [a ban tay thiéu nir ddng clra so
kéo rém che

dep nhiing gat tan day thudc L4,

Nang ghé mat sat vao gudng soi mot Lic
“ho dén mudn ... qua mudn ..

ddng hé trén tudng van tich tic binh thuting
cham ri la budc chan nang di dén phong ngl
lanh (8o la budi toi

cham vao mén.

Nang kéo tam chan che kin than thé

va dé den sang trong tat ca cac phong.

Certainty
Slow is the hand of the evening as it closes the gate
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slow is the girl's hands as she closes the window
draw the heavy blinds

and gathers the ashtrays overflowing with stubs.
She draws her face close to the mirror for a minute
“they are late ... they are very late .."

the clock on the wall ticks in an ordinary way
slow are her steps to bed

cold is the evening

the touch of the blanket.

She pulls the cover over her body

and leaves the lights on in all the rooms.

(Ban dich: Lena Jayyusi va W.S. Merwin.)

Toi Khong Co van Pe

Nhin lai ban than:

Toi khong c6 van dé.

Toi trong cling tam dudc

doi vdi mdt so thidu ni,

téc bac tham chi thay hap dan;
kinh mét cé pham lugng cao,
nhiét d6 than thé chinh xac 37,

40 Gi thing bang, gidy khéng sg mon.

Toi khong cé van dé.

Tay khong bi cum xich
luGi chua bi cam

cho dén gid;, chua bj an tdi

chua bi sa thai viéc lam;
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dugc phép tham nudi ngudi than trong nguc,

tham viéng md phan ngudi quen & nudc ngoai.

Toi khong cé van dé.

Chi kinh hodng thay anh ban moc sifng trén tran.
thich th anh gidu ci dudi mdt cach khon ngoan
trong 4o quan,

thich ban tay ban chan méng vuot.

c6 thé giét tdi, nhung tdi tha thi vi tinh than;
tinh thoang c6 thé gay cho tdi thuang tich.

Toi khong c6 van dé.

Ngudi dan chuang trinh truyén hinh cudi cot
khong lam t6i kho ua

quen dan mau khaki ngin chan cic mau sic khic
su6t dém ngay.

D6 la ly do tai sao

tdi cat gir gidy t& tly than, ngay ca khi tam hd boi.

Toi khong c6 van dé.

HGm qua, chiém bao di chuyén tau dém
khong biét am thé nao ndi tam biét véi ho.
nghe tin chuyén tau bi tai nan

trong mét thung Liing hoang
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(chi ngudi L4i tau song sot).
C3m on Thuong P&, that La dé dang
chi tdi can ac mong nho

hy vong s& phat trién thanh giac ma Ldn.

Toi khong cé van dé.

Nhin lai b3n than, tir Lic sinh ra cho dén nay.
Trong tuyét vong, nhd lai

co dai sau;

dding, c6 ddi sau va tdi sé khong cd van de.
Nhung cho t6i hoi:

Thuang P& di,

c6 ddi song trudc khi chét khong?

| Have No Problem

| look at myself:

| have no problem.

| look all right

and, to some girls,

my grey hair might even be attractive;

my eyeglasses are well made,

my body temperature is precisely thirty seven,
my shirt is ironed and my shoes do not hurt.

| have no problem.

My hands are not cuffed,

my tongue has not been silenced yet,

| have not, so far, been sentenced

and | have not been fired from my work;

| am allowed to visit my relatives in jail,

I'm allowed to visit some of their graves in some countries.
| have no problem.
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| am not shocked that my friend

has grown a horn on his head.

| like his cleverness in hiding the obvious tail
under his clothes, | like his calm paws.

He might kill me, but | shall forgive him

for he is my friend;

he can hurt me every now and then.

| have no problem.

The smile of the TV anchor

does not make me ill any more

and I've got used to the Khaki stopping my colours
night and day.

That is why

| keep my identification papers on me, even at
the swimming pool.

| have no problem.

Yesterday, my dreams took the night train
and | did not know how to say goodbye to them.
| heard the train had crashed

in a barren valley

(only the driver survived).

| thanked God, and took it easy

for | have small nightmares

that | hope will develop into great dreams.

| have no problem.

| look at myself, from the day | was born till now.
In my despair | remember

that there is life after death;

there is life after death

and | have no problem.

But | ask:

Oh my God,

is there life before death?

(Ban dich: Radwa Ashour.)

Khong Khoan Nhugng

MGt ban nhac trir tinh,
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nhung su’ ngot ngao khong lam an tam.

D6 la nhiing gi ban ngay da day cho ban:
trong moi cudc chién dai

c6 ngudi linh, mdt ngan ngg, rang cé binh thudng,
ngoi ngoai léu

cam chiéc kén harmonica am thanh tudi mat
anh d3 hét minh gin gitr khéi bui va mau
gi6ng nhu con chim

khéng gidi quyét dudc noi long

tu hat cho minh

mat ban tinh ca

nhac khéng néi doi.

Mot Luc,
tu' cdm thay x3u hé nhitng gi &nh tréng c6 thé nghi:
xuong héa nguc harmonica diing lam gi?

MGt bdng den dén gan

tiép theo nhiéu bong khac.

Nhimg ngudi linh, hét ngui nay dén ngudi kia,
cung hat vdi anh.

Ngudi hat din cd mét trung doan

dén ban cong Romeo,

tur do,
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khong suy nghi,

khong khoan nhugng,

khong nghi ngo,

ho quay lai tiép tuc giét ngudil

Without Mercy

There is a sweet music,

but its sweetness fails to console you.

This is what the days have taught you:

in every long war

there is a soldier, with a distracted face and ordinary teeth,
who sits outside his tent

holding his bright-sounding harmonica

which he has carefully protected from the dust and blood,
and like a bird

uninvolved in the conflict,

he sings to himself

a love song

that does not lie.

For a moment,
he feels embarrassed at what the moonlight might think:
what's the use of a harmonica in hell?

A shadow approaches,

then more shadows.

His fellow soldiers, one after the other,
join himin his song.

The singer takes the whole regiment with him
to Romeo's balcony,

and from there,

without thinking,

without mercy,

without doubt,

they will resume the killing!
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Tuoi Gia

C6 mdt s phat minh

khdng ton tai.

Tudi gia (& mét trong nhiing phat minh nay.
Nhimg ai dén ‘dd

mang theo tuoi tha,

nam nhiing ngén nhé so le

trong long tay

ké nghe ciu chuyén ctia ho.

RGi mang theo céc théi quen ngu ngo,
nhifng thd thuat vuet qua cac cam doan,
nhifng cach nhin ranh manh day y do,
cach d6 L6i cho bé ban,

cach than phién,

an tudng clia ho vé héi nghi lan trudc
hosc cubc bau cir sip xay ra.

(T6i chirng kién nhiéu ngudi trong bon ho
trén giudng chd chét.)

Ho mudn chiing ta cling vao chdi,

chién dau chong lai mét loai ké thu,
nghi ngd' y tudng va nhan loai.

Tay ho, khi nghe tén
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ngudi nao dugc qui trong,

mung rd giat dién thoai

hodc, ctr chi kich com, biéng Ludi,

vé lén khoang khong ngu y

“nai, toi dang ngu.”

Ho dua ra nhitng ménh Lénh theo théi quen,
3n c3p diéu thudc tir ngudi khich
giau dudi goi nam,

ban thao vé ké hoach tuang lai,

hiéu lamy ban

tiép tuc tranh cai

cho dén khi ban bj dudi ra khéi phong.
Ho mang theo cach phat am chir “R”,
s khao khat dudc nguGng mo,

cach xen Lan vao cau ban dang ndi.
Ho mang theo dép,

nhitng ngudi than yéu,

dao cao, do trang diém,

va tét ca nhiing gi ho khéng can
trong chuyén hanh trinh sau chét.
Tham chi, chlng ta yéu thuang ho,
chling ta, ké tir lc sinh ra,

c6 nghi ring ho d3 tao ra cudc song
nhu nudc, gi6, Lra, va dat,
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Ching ta, & mét thai diém thutc té nao dd,
mudn dong hanh vdi ho,

nhu c6 Lan di hdi cha,

bi b lai phia sau.

Pbi véi ho, diu dang, khéo Léo,

c6 nhing ly do, chi ho mdi biét,

tir chéi khong mang chiing ta

theo ho.

Old Age

There are some inventions

that do not exist.

Old age is one of them.

Those who go ‘there'

take childhood with them,

hold its dimpled little fingers

in their hands,

tell it their stories.

They take with them their silly little habits,
their tricks to get around restrictions,
their sly, meaningful glances,

the way they blame a friend,

the way they complain,

their impressions of the last conference
or of the coming elections.

(I have seen many of them

on their deathbeds).

They want us to play with them,

they fight against an enemy of a sort,
they doubt ideas and people.

Their hands, when they hear the name
of a cherished person,

joyfully snatch the telephone

or, with lazy, cinematic gestures,

draw their instructions in the air:
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"Say | am asleep."

They issue their familiar orders,

they steal a cigarette from their visitors
and hide it under the pillow,

they discuss with you their future plans,
they misunderstand you,

keep arguing until you

are dismissed from the room

They take with them

the way they pronounce their Rs,

their desire to be admired,

their style of interrupting your sentences.
They take with them their slippers,
their loved ones,

their razors, their make-up,

and all the things they don't need

on their last journey.

Even we who love them,

we, who, since birth

have thought life was made up of them,
just as it is of water, air, fire and earth,
we, who at that particular moment,
want to accompany them,

just as we once did to the funfair,

are left behind.

For they, gently, cleverly,

and for reasons only they know,

refuse to take us

with them

L] A, A’-
Chiec Goi
Chiéc gdi ndi:
vao cudi ngay dai
chi toi biét
su’ hoang mang cua nguai tu tin,
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long khao khéat cla nir tu si,

chut rung nhe long mi ké bao hung,

y tuc tiu cdia nha truyén gido,

su* ma udc cla linh hon

cho than xac am ap

nai tia l(ra bay trg thanh than ruc sang.

Chi tdi biét

su' vi dai clia nhifng diéu nhé bé khong dudc quan
tam;

chi t6i biét nhan pham ké thua cudc,

su c6 dan ngudi thanh cong

st lanh LUng ngu ngdc ma ngudi ta cam thay
khi diéu ao udc @3 dudc thuc hién.

The Pillow

The pillow said:

at the end of the long day

only | know

the confident man’s confusion,

the nun’s desire,

the slight quiver in the tyrant's eyelash,
the preacher’s obscenity,

the soul's longing

for a warm body where flying sparks
become glowing coal.

Only | know

the grandeur of unnoticed little things;
only | know the loser’s dignity,

the winner’s loneliness

and the stupid coldness one feels
when a wish has been granted.
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Cling Bugc Thoi

Chét trén giudng cling dudc
trén goi sach s&

gilra ban be.

Chét ciing dudc, mdt Lan,

hai tay Up trén nguc

trong rong va tai xanh

khong vét xudc, khong day xich, khong biéu ngir
khong kién nghi.

Ciing dudc, néu chét khdng dugc yén lanh,
khdng co 16 rach trén o,

khong Vét tich trén xudng sudn.

Chét ciing dudc

véi g6i trang, khdng phai via hé,

dudi m6i ma chding tai,

tay chiing tdi dt [&n tay nhitng ngudi thugng mén
bac si va y ta budn b3 dirng chung quanh,

khong con gi ngoai Ldi vinh biét,

khong quan tam lich str,

mac ké thé gidi ra sao,
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hy vong, mét ngay nao, ai do

sé thay ddi né.

It's Also Fine

It's also fine to die in our beds
on a clean pillow
and among our friends.

It's fine to die, once,

our hands crossed on our chests

empty and pale

with no scratches, no chains, no banners,
and no petitions.

It's fine to have an undustful death,
no holes in our shirts,
and no evidence in our ribs.

It's fine to die

with a white pillow, not the pavement, under our cheeks,
our hands resting in those of our loved ones

surrounded by desperate doctors and nurses,

with nothing left but a graceful farewell,

paying no attention to history,

leaving this world as it is,

hoping that, someday, someone else

will change it.
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Tho Tuyén

Chiéc Mii cdia Thi Si Neruda

MGt ngay, khi thai tiét cudp hét tat ca gid,
Pablo ndi vdi nang, anh cat nhitng manh tho

giau trong vanh mi.

Anh mé cra s6 ching mét chiit nao
chi thém néng nuc, héi nang di dao bién,
th{r xem than xac ca hai

c6 bién thanh séng.

Khi tré vé, anh dit chiéc m,
ngUa Lén, gilra ban.
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Nang b vao mii day du dd, trai sung,

tim manh tha nhap gidu dudi vai L6t

Pém dén, chiéc mii trong tron

va ban danh may, day trang chir
b&t dAu bang vai diéu vé dai duong,
va vai diéu vé tréi qua.

Ho khong dé y bau trdi, day sao hom sau
hogic con nhan xanh d6m tring

dang gép trang chir bay di.

Ho ngoi bén ngoai cho dén khi trdi sang
trai dai thanh mét dai ndng méi ban mai,

chiéc bong cai mii bién dan trén bai bién.

Neruda's Hat

On a day when weather stole every breeze,
Pablo told her he kept bits of his poems
tucked behind the band in his hat.

He opened the windows to nothing

but more heat, asked her to wander with him
down to the beach, see if their bodies
could become waves.

When they returned he placed his hat,
open to sky, in the center of the table.

She filled it with papaya, figs, searched

for scraps of poems beneath the lining.

By evening, the hat was empty
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and his typewriter, full

with pages that began something about ocean,
something about fruit.

And they didn't notice the sky, full of tomorrow's
stars or the blue and white swallow

carrying paper in its beak.

They sat outside until the edge of daylight
stretched itself across a new band of morning,
the shadow of a hat washing onto the shore.

Trat Chia

Anh: NgLrb’ i pha rugu dang & canh trai cia quay hang,
tay 4o xan lén, dang reu rao vé hanh phuc do la
Fredrich Nietzsche. Vét seo nho tren cam clia anh,
chung ta danh tay chao nhau, gat dau dong y cung nhau
di bé phiéu, cho 6ng Gore, dng Clinton, 6ng Obama.

Toi: Mot vi than bat bao dong Thi 5 Mit Xanh dang noc
rugu bourbon. Ao len trang. Nha dan chd con cho vang
mang giay ong da L6n. Anh hai toi nghi gi vé 4n toi tar
hinh con t6i ndi chuyén dﬁa~v§ tiéu thuyét. L& ra, toi
nén ndi tdi rat thich chiéc nhan trén mdi cda anh, cich
anh lo dang kéu t6i cuc cung. Toi chua bao gio cho anh
so dién thoai. Toi dung ban mdy danh chit. Anh c6
nhitng ngon tay dai.

Missed Connection You: Bartender at the left wing bar, sleeves rolled up,
preaching happiness, Fredrich Nietzsche. Small scar across your chin.
We high-fived, nodded about get-out-the-vote rallies, about Gore,
Clinton, and Obama. Me: A nonviolent god. Blue-eyed poet nursing a
bourbon. White sweater. Yellow dog democrat in suede boots. You asked
how | felt about the death penalty and | made a joke about novels. | should
have told you how much | liked your lip ring, the way you absentmindedly
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called me sweetheart. | never gave you my number. | use a typewriter.
You have long fingers.

Ngu Nhan Héi Thugng Dé

LA thiéu nif, nang ghét bat c(r loai hat gi

dinh tren vay ca Bay glo‘ mot phan nang glong kién lira
va phan kia glong con rét.

Nai con cat kéo dai vao cac L6i di, thay duding cai quan.

Huyét 4p clia nang ting nhiét d6 theo van toc gid.

Nai sling béi 13 bd bién ngan dam dai,
Nang d3 quen vdi khudn tréng, vdi thly triéu [én xudng.
Nang mac bot sdng nhu do choang,

biét song ddi la tudng tudng, khong ding dé cau
nguyen.

Gig day, cau nang hdi lién quan chuyén cd tich

bt @3u trong khu vudin rdi dan dén ban tay va trén tran
nha tho.

Nang muon cam mét dai déy c6, bdng thién than
bang qua ba. Nang danh cap kinh thanh tr quan tro Bai
Bién;

Nang s& tin kinh thanh néu sach ndi khong chim.
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A Mermaid Questions God

As a girl, she hated the grain of anything

on her fins. Now she is part fire ant, part centipede.
Where dunes stretch into pathways, arteries appear.
Her blood pressure is temperature plus wind speed.
Where religion is a thousand miles of coastline,

she is familiar with moon size, with tide changes.
She wears the cream of waves like a vestment,
knows undertow is imaginary, not something to pray
to.

Now her questions involve fairytales, begin

in a garden and lead to hands painted on a chapel's
ceiling.

She wants to hold the ribbon grass, the shadow of
angels

across the shore. She steals a Bible from the
Seashore Inn;

she will trust it only if it floats.

Chup Hinh Buou

T6i tudng tudng trén bai tm nguc tran & Nice,
phu nir hit thudc, doc tidu thuyét dudi ning.
Toi gia do thoai mai cdi 4o quan

trudc dam dan 6ng s& vé nha vdi vo,

trudc dam dan ba

@3 thay hai mudi c3p vi hdm nay,

trudc bay ma ling L&

da bang qua cung canh clra trudc toi,

ho mong bac si s6m kham pha,

dé giai phau, udng thudc, tri liéu, citu bénh nhan.
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HAm nay, ho kham buGu cho t6i

véi vong tron dan nhé, mdt bao vé bang st
long dudi manh nhua trong.

Ho gidip tdi tay sach mui chat khir

quan quanh eo ti tm khan chi,

sifa tu'thé theo y té, diing véi bic vach trang-
modt canh tay dat [én mdy quang tuyén chup hinh,
dang "quyén ri" nhin t8i vao mét,

Lan dau tién tdi chup hinh & tran.

Hdi ¢ y ta, toi sé dugc vao trang gitra

hodc chi la c6 khda than binh thutng?

VU t6i bi ép sat - mot qua ngu LG,

mot kim tu thap, mét tam gidc, mot héa tién trén bé
phong;

diéu ndy ching tét gi cho bt c ai..

Sau cung, y t3, dur hoi

béi vung V&, mim cudi,

nai, " Nin thd, dung ctr dong."

MGt choa sang va vu t6i dudc tu do.
nhung chi trong khoanh khic.
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Trong phong chd;, ngdi gitra dong tap chi,

bai viét vé Venice,

bang x&p stic khde, ngudi méc dé tring.

Gia do thoai mai nhin

nhifng phu nif khic dugc ho tong vao phong bén canh,

ni cho biét két qua kham nghiém vdi L&i chia budn.

Toi tudng tuang rai khoi noi day

Vi két qua tot dep dé trd vé doi song.

Toi tudng tugng chuyén du lich Phap mai sau,
dén cudn tiéu thuyét s& viét,

nhifng ngay nghi hé dudi chiéc du tréng xanh,
s6ng vo vao bd nhu d3 udc hen.

Snapshot of a Lump

| imagine Nice and topless beaches,

women smoking and reading novels in the sun.
| pretend | am comfortable undressing

in front of men who go home to their wives,

in front of women who have seen

twenty pairs of breasts today,

in front of silent ghosts who walked

through these same doors before me,

who hoped doctors would find it soon enough,
that surgery, pills and chemo could save them.
Today, they target my lump

with a small round sticker, a metal capsule
embedded beneath clear plastic.

| am asked to wash off my deodorant,

wrap a lead apron around my waist,
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pose for the nurse, for the white wallsone arm resting on the
mammogram machine,

that "come hither" look in my eyes.

This is my first time being photographed topless.
| tell the nurse, Will | be the centerfold

or just another playmate?

My breast is pressed flat - a torpedo,

a pyramid, a triangle, a rocket on this altar;
this can't be good for anyone.

Finally, the nurse, winded

from fumbling, smiles,

says, "Don't breathe or move."

Aflash and my breast is free,

but only for a moment.

In the waiting room, | sit between magazines,
an article on Venice,

health charts, people in white.

| pretend | am comfortable watching

other women escorted off to a side room,
where results are given with condolences.

| imagine leaving here

with negative results and returned lives.

| imagine future trips to France,

to novels | will write and days spent

beneath a blue and white sun umbrella,

waves washing against the shore like promises

Clia Bién L3ng Quén

P6i khi, toi quén mat mat troi

l3n xudng dai duang.

Sa mac chi 13 ndm cét
trong tay con gai toi.
Trong ban tay bé nhg,
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nhot nhiing sinh vat con,
theo ddi kién Lira, bo chét

bo qua hat cat kha.

Mang chiing dén mét chd

bé nghi rang an toan:

trén dao go do cui troi dat,
nai dot cay cta bui mam xai,

mot luc dia co.

Mang kién bo trén que
cudn gap gidy béo lai
xUic bay bo khoai tay.

Bé 8 gang gidip chiing
trudc dinh Luat thay triéu

dang én cudp mang song.

Bé biét vé gia dinh

nam nhau nhu ban tay

mot chan trdi chién xa tién tdi.
Pay chi 1a ban thao chién tranh.
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R4t dé khong nghi dén diéu nay

khi chiing ta ngdi dudi bau trdi yén tinh
tha minh tan thanh bot,

theo song hiing ha tréi bat ngan.

Of a Forgetful Sea

Sometimes, | forget the sun
sinking into ocean.

Desert is only a handful of sand
held by my daughter.

In her palm,

she holds small creatures,

tracks an ant, a flea

moving over each grain.

She brings them to places

she thinks are safe:

an island of driftwood,

the knot of a blackberry bush,

a continent of grass.

Fire ants carried on sticks,

potato bugs scooped

into the crease of a newspaper.
She tries to help them

before the patterns of tides

reach their lives.

She knows about families

who fold together like hands,

a horizon of tanks moving forward.
Here war is only newsprint.

How easy it is not to think about it
as we sleep beneath our quiet sky,
slip ourselves into foam, neglectful
waves appearing endless.
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Cam Nang Nhiing Truting Hop Khan Cap

Khi doi ta yéu nhau

em doc anh nghe Lam Thé Neo Dé Song Sot
Néu Ban Roi Chim Xuéng Bang B4

Anh nhat dinh khdng chiu nghe.

Anh bit tai khi em doc

Quay mét vé hutdng anh d3 dén.

Anh ndi, yéu cé thé bj lam [an béi chét chim.

Em néi, ating cti chd ndng ngur lén mét (6.

Anh chdng bao gi& muén sdng trong gia bang.
Anh ¢ thé dén gan, udng tra ndng bac ha.

Em doc, Bo ra mét bang cung cang xa cang tot
Anh néi, cd hdi ddi ta rat mong manh,

Chiing ta song trong khi hau 6n ddi.

Néu anh d3 biét thi sao

sau nay ta sé tim ly do khong thich nhau cau ndi,
bao nhiéu an em quay nhin ndi khic

khi anh rat mudn bét g3p nh mit em?

Néu ddi ta biét dugc nhiing hudng dan:

Bap hai chén nhu ldc t3p b o tréi than minh lén,
khi chia tay c6 thé ap dung?

Hodic duing Vvé sau, khi ddi ta c8 ging téi hop
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gi4 nhu hai ta chiu ldng nghe:
Mot khi lén khoi duoc mat bang,
nam sét xuéng,

[3n that xa miéng 16,

From the Handbook for Emergency Situations

When we were in love

| read you How to Survive

If You Fall Through the Ice.

You were determined not to

listen. You plugged your ears when | read,
Face the direction from which you came.
You told me love could be confused

with drowning. | said, Use your elbows

to lift yourself onto the edge of the hole.
You never wanted to live

that coldly. You moved close, drank
peppermint tea. | read, Reach out

onto the solid ice as far as possible.

You said our chances were slim,

we lived in a temperate climate.

What if you knew then

that later we'd find reasons to dislike
each other's sentences, how many times
I'd look away when you wanted most

to meet my glance? What if we knew

the instructions—Kick your feet

as though you were swimming and pull yourself up
—could be useful when we were breaking up?
Or later, when we tried to reunite

how we should have listened—

Once on the icy surface, stay flat,

roll away from the hole.
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Luan Vi Sau Bia Dang

Tham m§ nghiia [a khdng hoan hao va L6n xon.
Thudng D& khéng hoan hao va on xon

nén vudn hoang tran ngap nhiéu trai qua.

E-Va c6 chdt gi sai qudy lic bay gig
Nang bon chén kich dng béi trai tdo mdi moc
A-Dong mua cho nang thudc an than St.John's Wort

khuyén nang di kham bac si, nhé ung thudc.
Tham my La béng tdi do ching ta tao ra.
C6 lan nang ndi diéu ndy, trong cudn sach,

ho3c trong bai tho, hodc cé thé nang nghe tiéng rit
khi thi tiét doi thay.

A-Dong dang c6 6m nang gilr lai trong tay,

nhung nang cang thém dau dan.
Ngay ca E-Va ciing khdng hiéu

nhirng cdm giac vi vay nang tua vao chang.

Pang nao ciing vay, do la sang Chl Nhat
nhifng ké tdi LGi con nam trén giudng,
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mod mam thit da dudi chin dp,

cho tang thém chut gi, khong hoan hao
va l6n xon, khu vuon hoang

@3 tran ngap qua nhiéu.

Sorrowful Waltz in the Garden

Beauty is imperfect and messy. God

is imperfect and messy and the wild
garden overflows with too much

fruit. Eve's a little messed up these days.
She’s a ball of nerves from that frigging
apple. Adam's buying her St. John's Wort,
telling her to see the doctor, take a pill.
Beauty is the darkness we are

made of. She said this once, in a book,
or a poem, or maybe it was a hiss she heard
when the weather changed.

Adamiis trying to hold her up

with his arms, but she’s aching

for more. Even Eve doesn't understand
what she’s feeling so she leans into him.
Either way, it's Sunday morning

and the sinners stay in bed, reach
beneath the bedsheets for skin,

for a little more of anything, imperfect
and messy, this wild

garden overflowing with too much.

Khi Ttr Than Gb Vao Ctra S6 *

Tir than dang dén,

ba ndi t6i ndi gilra Lc vira an banh mi
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vira lan chudi cau nguyén.

Tr than - d6 c6 hai canh dep bay xa !

- Khong phai. Ba khda clra trudc, dong clra so.
Chét c6 nhiéu chia khéa,

nhiéu cich vao nha bing ngén tay xuang khé.
Ba L&y vai den boc hét guang soi.

Chét khi mdi hién hinh nhu anh phan chiéu.
B3 thap d&n sap bén canh thanh kinh.

Lam thé nao ba ngan chét khong dén?

Baké hang gid chuyén ong c6 di lam mai khdng veé.
Chét L4 xe tai, 3n cip dd trong nha.

Ba din t6i dimg lo, nhung t6i thay chét nhu mét khat
vong,

hoan tat nhiém vu nhu thanh tuu 16n Lao.

Ba thi tham, Chét khéng thich chiing ta vui chai &
nghia dia.

rat nhiéu nhiing budi chiéu, ba thay tdi vdi tir than
ma toi khdng biét.

Ba cho ti mdt miéng banh mi phét bo.

An tir tlr, tr than thuding thuting tha chét

nhirng nguai an no.

(*) Robin la loai chirr] mang ban chat than thoai Ai
Cap. Dai dién cho than chét. Nhiing ngay trudc khi
chét xay ra, chim co d6 thutng go lén ctra so bao tin.
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When a Robin Hit Our Window

Death is coming,

my grandmother said between bread
and praying on her rosary. Death—
red and with beautiful wings!

—No. She locked doors,

shut windows. Death

has many keys, many ways to enter
with its thin fingers. She draped
the mirrors in black cloth. Death
first appears as a reflection.

She burned a candle near the Bible.
How could she keep death

away? She talked for hours

about her father leaving for work
and never returning. Death

drove a truck, stole things

from home. She told me

not to worry, but | saw death

as ambitious, a huge success

in completing its tasks. She
whispered, Death

doesn't like you

to play in the cemetery. All those
afternoons she saw me with death
and | hadn't known.

She handed me a piece of bread
with butter, Eat this slowly, death
tends to leave

the ones with full stomachs alone.

Vg Chong Trong Ban Nguyét

Trong khi em nhu hai thir: Tay va mang che mét
Anh hau nhu 13 b com L&.
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Khong hiéu sao, gitra doi ta cd di khon khéo,
nhifng canh 0ai Huong, nhitng miii thuyén.
Quén bgng em dang gap nhiéu phién nhiéu,

4i tinh tran gilr mot sd giuting nao do,
em cau xin cho mét trdi it sang hon,
mot ban nhac dam cudi khong ca si Ldn,

vong tay dai kéo 6m chat anh.

Trang nhot di ta lau ngay trong ban nguyét,
anh s& ta 16i, em sé th( tha,

dém sé khong té nhu khi d6i ta ngd, moi ngudi moi
ntra phong, nira doi song,

néra niém vui chi chiéu sang dudc mét phan trdi.

The Half-Moon Couple
( after the lithograph by Marc Chagall)

While | am two parts: hands

and veil, you are mostly suit.

Somehow, there is enough sage

between us, sticks of lavender, stems

of this canoe. Forget that | am drawn

out of troubles, that love

anchors itself to certain beds. | am praying
for a paler sun, a simple wedding

band without stars, longer arms to pull you
close.

The moon holds us in its boat

again and again; | will forgive,

you will apologize and night
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won't seem as bad as when we both sleep
in our own half-rooms, half-lives,
our half-joys illuminating only part of the sky.

Nam D6 Mua Sao Bing

Em thay dom dém thay vi tinh td,
thay tinh td thay vi sao bang.

Em cho rang tring qua sang

du em rat yéu trang.

Anh ni tring dan dan rdi xa mat dat

va em sdm song cung bong toi.

Pa mudi sau nam

ké tir khi cling ngim tring lén & M@ Tay Ca

theo doi c6 hau ban cam tay em,

n6i chiéc nhan cudi nhu mang trdi day sao Lap
lanh

Emtra &i, rat dé bi lam béi kim cudng,
bdi sao bang.

Trén chuyé'n bay vé, em doc tiéu thuyé't lang man
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khi phi co bi sét danh.

Sao bang va ngudi trang méat toe Lra trén khong phan

va phi cd van tiép tuc bay.

Khi dua vao anh, noi rféng, em sg chét,

anh tra i, hét thay nhan sinh déu gip bi mét
nay.

Hai phu nir ng6i sau lung bt du ciu nguyen,
xin thanh than cho phi cg binh an.

Chung ta sinh ra khong c6 canh nhu dom dom,
chung ta phat minh nhitng gi giup bay cao.

Em ném tay anh hy vong ddp an toan & Seattle

va chap chan Y nghi sé mat nhiing gi ching ta

Co,

hay la chiéc den trén cao, can thay bong.

Ngoai ctfa sb nhiing toa nha choc trdi ruc
sang khi dap xuong

i phi o ha canh [én duting bay trén mat dat
nhiéu diy dén sang ngdi.
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Anh thi thdm (va em gan nhu nhin thay
trong anh nhirng tia sang.)

" Qua nhiéu phd x4, khong dd ngdi sao."

Year of the Meteor Shower

| see fireflies instead of stars, stars

instead of meteors.

| suggest that as much as | adore the moon,
maybe it's too bright.
You tell me the moon is slowly moving away
from earth and I'll have my darkness

soon enough. It's been sixteen years

since we watched the moon rise

in Mexico, watched the waitress reach for my hand
and say my wedding band was a sky

layered in stars. | told her it's easy to be fooled
by diamonds, by falling stars.

On the flight home, | was reading a romance
novel when lightning struck the plane.
Meteors and honeymooners sparked

over a country and the plane continued on.
When | leaned in and said, I'm afraid to die, you told
me the whole world

has this secret. Behind us, two women

began praying, asked saints to keep the plane
in the air. We were not born with wings

like fireflies, we've had to invent what holds
us

up. | reached for your hand hoping to land
safely in Seattle and the thought of losing
what we had found together flickered,

or maybe, an overhead bulb

needed to be replaced. Outside my window,
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skyscrapers brightened our descent
as we headed towards the runway

in a country layered with light.
You whispered (and | could almost see
the glimmer inside you),
Too much city, not enough stars
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Margaret Atwood (1939 -)
Thi si Gia Na Dai

Margaret Eleanor Atwood sinh tai Ottawa, Ontario,
Canada. Lén bay tu§i, don vé Toronto. Tot nghiép dai
hoc Toronto, l§y bang cao hoc & Raddiffe College,
massachusetts, nam 1962.

B3 lam tha, viét truyén ngan, nghién ciu, viét cho phim
anh, viét cho ch u ong tr inh phét thanh va viét cho nhi
dong. Ba lam chd tich hdi Van Bit Canada 1984-1986.
Thanh vién sang lap Griffin Poetry Prize va Writers
Trust of Canada. Ba con a ngudi phat minh 3p trinh
viét tu @ng cach khong LongPen chuyén st dung cho
tai liéu.

Giai thudng:
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Guggenheim fellowship, 1981 / Los Angeles Times
Fiction Award, 1986 / American Humanist Association
Humanist of the Year, 1987 / Nebula Award, 1986 and
Prometheus Award, 1987 / Arthur C. Clarke Award for
best Science Fiction, 1987 / Foreign Honorary Member
of the American Academy of Arts and Sciences, 1988 /
Canadian Booksellers Association Author of the Year,
1989 / Outstanding Canadian Award - Armenian
Community Centre of Toronto, 1989 / Trillium Book
Award, 1991, 1993, 1995 / Government of France's
Chevalier dans ['Ordre des Arts et des Lettres, 1994 /
Helmerich Award, 1999. / Booker Prize, 2000, 2019 /
Kenyon Review Award for Literary Achievement, 2007
/ Prince of Asturias Award for Literature, 2008 / Fellow
Royal Society of Literature, 2010 / Nelly Sachs Prize,
Germany, 2010 / Dan David Prize, Israel, 2010 / Queen
Elizabeth Il Diamond Jubilee Medal, Canada, 2012 / Los
Angeles Times Book Prize "Innovator's Award", 2012 /
Gold medal of the Royal Canadian Geographical
Society, 2015 / Golden Wreath of Struga Poetry
Evenings, Macedonia, 2016 / Franz Kafka Prize, Czech
Republic, 2017 / Peace Prize of the German Book Trade,
Germany, 2017 / Companion of Honour, 2019 /Joint
winner of the Booker Prize, 2019 / Dayton Literary
Peace Prize, 2020 / British Academy President's Medal,
2020 / Emerson-Thoreau Medal (2020).

Tha:

Double Persephone (1961) / The Circle Game (1964) /
Expeditions (1965) / Speeches for Doctor Frankenstein
(1966) / The Animals in That Country (1968) / The
Journals of Susanna Moodie (1970) / Procedures for
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Underground (1970) / Power Politics (1971) / You Are
Happy (1974) / Selected Poems (1976) / Two-Headed
Poems (1978) / True Stories (1981) / Love Songs of a
Terminator (1983) / Snake Poems (1983) / Interlunar
(1984) / Selected Poems 1966-1984 (Canada) / Selected
Poems II: 1976-1986 (US) / Morning in the Burned
House, McClelland & Stewart (1995) / Eating Fire:
Selected Poems, 1965-1995 / "You Begin." (1978) / The
Door (2007) / Dearly (2020)

Tho Tuyén

Bay Bén Trong Cd Thé Ca Minh

Phoi tu dong hit day va nd nang,

@6i canh mau hong, xuang tu lam rong,
trd thanh trong khong.

Khi hit vao, bay lén nhu bong bong,

trai tim nhe ténh & to Ldn,

dap niém vui tinh khiét, nguyén khi helium.
Gi6 tinh nguyén tir mét troi thoi qua ban,
khong co gi G trén,

nhin xudng trai dat bau duc hinh vién ngoc,
phat quang & mau xanh bién &i tinh.

Chi trong ma mdi cé thé nhu vay.
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Thirc day,

tréi tim nhu ndm tay rung dong,

bui li ti lam nghet khong khi hit vao,

stfc ép khoi dong nong mét trdi dé xuéng

trén vo hop so ban mau hong.

Lun ludn, mdt khoanh khic trudc khi nghe tiéng stng.

Ban c8 ging & 8 ging dimg l&n nhung khdng dudt.

Flying Inside Your Own Body

Your lungs fill & spread themselves,

wings of pink blood, and your bones

empty themselves and become hollow.
When you breathe in you'll lift like a balloon
and your heart is light too & huge,

beating with pure joy, pure helium.

The sun'’s white winds blow through you,
there’s nothing above you,

you see the earth now as an oval jewel,
radiant & seablue with love.

It's only in dreams you can do this.

Waking, your heart is a shaken fist,

a fine dust clogs the air you breathe in;

the sun’s a hot copper weight pressing straight
down on the think pink rind of your skull.
It's always the moment just before gunshot.
You try & try to rise but you cannot.

Phai / Khong Phai
Tinh yéu khdng phai nghé nghiép
phong cach sang trong hodc néu khong thi ...
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Tinh duc khong phai nha khoa

khéo léo tram day rang sau dau nhic

Anh khong phai bac si cla toi
khong phai cach chira bénh,

khong ai ¢ quyén
anh chi 13 ngudi ban / khach dong hanh

tlr b mdi quan tam y thut,
cai ndt Lai di, nén luuy,

cho phép ban than anh tlc gian

va cho phép tdi ni dién

khéng can

anh chap thuan hay kinh ngac

khdng can phai hop phap

khdng can chong lai bénh tat

nhung ch6ng lai anh

khong can phai hiéu
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ho3c rira sach hodc dot khir ddc,

can thay thé

dudc ndi va noi.
Cho phép t6i song trong thai hién tai

Is/Not

Love is not a profession
genteel or otherwise

sex is not dentistry
the slick filling of aches and cavities

you are not my doctor
you are not my cure,

nobody has that
power, you are merely a fellow/traveller

Give up this medical concern,
buttoned, attentive,

permit yourself anger
and permit me mine

which needs neither
your approval nor your suprise

which does not need to be made legal
which is not against a disease

but against you,
which does not need to be understood

or washed or cauterized,
which needs instead
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to be said and said.
Permit me the present tense.

Anh va Em tam Pau Y Hop

Poi ta tam dau y hap
nhu @i cu méc vao trong mét
MGt ludi cau ca

M?t trong mit mé

You Fit Into Me

You fit into me

like a hook into an eye
Afish hook

An open eye

Ngay Lic Do

Ngay luc d6, sau bao ndm

lam viéc nhoc nhan, mét hanh trinh dang ké
ban ding gilta phong,

gitra nha, gitra nira mau dat vudng,

trén dao, trong dat nudc,

biét r6 sau cuing thé nao ban ciing dén day,
la Ldn, t6i s& hitu cac thlr nay.
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Giong nhu lic dam cay

tha 1dng canh mém 6m L&y ban,
bay chim nudt lai tiéng hot,

vach @4 nit né va sup xudng,
gi6 thoi ngudc vao mét nhu séng

ban ngop tha.

Khéng, ching nd thi tham, ban khdng s& hitu gi ca.
Ban chi [a khach, tuan tu, leo ngon doi.

cim ngon cd, doc tuyén duong.

Ban khong bao gid s& hitu chung toi.

Khéng bao gi¢ tim thay chiing toi.

Nguigc lai nira la khac.

The Moment

The moment when, after many years

of hard work and a long voyage

you stand in the centre of your room,

house, half-acre, square mile, island, country,
knowing at last how you got there,

and say, | own this,

is the same moment when the trees unloose
their soft arms from around you,

the birds take back their language,

the cliffs fissure and collapse,

the air moves back fromyou like a wave
and you can't breathe.

No, they whisper. You own nothing.
You were a visitor, time after time
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climbing the hill, planting the flag, proclaiming.
We never belonged to you.

You never found us.

It was always the other way round.

Tam Hinh Cua Toi

Tam hinh chup kh cl.

Mdi nhin thy giéng nhu

moGt ban in

md: nét khdng rd, nhiéu Lom dom xam
trai khap hinh;

roi néu banin lai

sé thay nai géc trai

hinh dang nhu nhanh cay: mét phan
cay ( Bong Nudc hodc Van Sam) Lan vao
con bén phai, & lung chung

chic phai L3 cai doc

thoai thoai, thay cin nha tién ché.

Phia sau, c6 hd nudc,

xa han, cd vai ngon doi con.
(Hinh chup
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mot ngay sau khi xém chét dudi.

Téi bai trong hd, gilra
hinh, thap hon mét cht dudi mét nudc.

Khé ndi chinh xac

ndi nao hoac noi

t6i map hay om:

qua lang kinh nudc

anh sang lam bién dang

nhung néu ban nhin au dg,
trudc sau gi

s& tim thay t6i.)

This Is A Photograph Of Me

It was taken some time ago.

At first it seems to be

a smeared

print: blurred lines and grey flecks
blended with the paper;

then, as you scan

it, you see in the left-hand corner

a thing that is like a branch: part of a tree
(balsam or spruce) emerging

and, to the right, halfway up

what ought to be a gentle

slope, a small frame house.
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In the background there is a lake,
and beyond that, some low hills.

(The photograph was taken
the day after | drowned.

| amin the lake, in the center
of the picture, just under the surface.

It is difficult to say where
precisely, or to say

how large or small | am:
the effect of water

on light is a distortion

but if you look long enough,

eventually
you will be able to see me.)

Bai Ca Cta Than Nir Diéu ¢

Bai ca nay, moi nguai
deu muon hoc: bai ca

mé sang nhan tam:
bai ca giuc gia dan 6ng
lén thuyén vuot bién

du thay bai dén day dau lau.

bai ca khong ai biét

vi nhing ai da nghe
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déu ché't,,ké con lai khdng nh.
Co nén ke ban nghe dieu bi an

néu toi ke, ban cé gidp toi thoat than
ra khoi xac chim ky quai?

Téi chang cé gi vui

ngoi xom trén dao nay

ngam canh dep va hoang tuéng
vdi hai chi chim dién,

Toi khong thich hot

chung vdi ho, hdm hai du ca hay.

K& ban nghe diéu bi an
chi mét minh ban thai.

Xin hay dén gan. Bai ca nay

kéu ciru: " Clu toi vdil
chi co ban, chi c6 ban mdi giup,
ban la ngudi duy nhat

khong con ai." Than oi
moGt bai ca xoang xinh

vay ma lan nao ciing thanh cong.
(¥ Sirens la ba vi than nira chim nira dan ba trong than thoai Hy lap. bai
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ca clia ho thu hit @an éng vuot bién vé hoang dao chiu chét. Bai ca kéu
goi long thuang x6t: Clu t6i vdi. Bai tha cda mét trong ba nir didu.

Siren Song

This is the one song everyone
would like to learn: the song
that is irresistible:

the song that forces men
to leap overboard in squadrons
even though they see the beached skulls

the song nobody knows
because anyone who has heard it
is dead, and the others can't remember.

Shall | tell you the secret
and if | do, will you get me
out of this bird suit?

| don'y enjoy it here
squatting on this island
looking picturesque and mythical

with these two faethery maniacs,
| don't enjoy singing
this trio, fatal and valuable.

| will tell the secret to you,
to you, only to you.
Come closer. This song

is a cry for help: Help mel
Only you, only you can,
you are unique

at last. Alas

it is a boring song
but it works every time.
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Em mudn dudc canh chiing anh dang ng,
viéc nay co L& khong xay ra.

Em mudn nhin thay anh,

khi dang ngd. Em mudn ngt

vdi anh, dé lén vao

c6i anh nhu ngon sdng than ky thu vi

luét qua tam tri em

roi ciing nhau bing qua khu rifg

anh sang trén 14 xanh xao dong

béi @3m sudng trong nang véi ba mét tring
di dén hang sau ndi anh phai leo xu6ng

doi dién vdi sg hai khon cling

Em mudn ting anh mét canh bach ngan,

mét dda hoa tréng nhé,

mot L6i than chi b3o vé anh

thoat khéi khd sau khi rai gitra chiém bao,

tlr noi tam diém sau dau

mot [an nifa em theo anh leo cao [én thang cap
roi hda than thanh chiéc thuyén

cheo anh ve lai an toan,
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bung trén tay mot ngon lira
dua dén nai than x4c anh ndm
bén canh em, roi khi anh di vao
dé dang nhu hit mét hoi thé

Em mudn dugc lam duding khi
gilip anh song gidy pht phu du
Em mudn diéu can thiét nay
khong ai biét.

Variation on the Word Sleep

| would like to watch you sleeping,
which may not happen.

| would like to watch you,

sleeping. | would like to sleep

with you, to enter

your sleep as its smooth dark wave
slides over my head

and walk with you through that lucent
wavering forest of bluegreen leaves

with its watery sun & three moons
towards the cave where you must descend,
towards your worst fear

| would like to give you the silver
branch, the small white flower, the one
word that will protect you

from the grief at the center

of your dream, from the grief

at the center | would like to follow

you up the long stairway

again & become

the boat that would row you back
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carefully, a flame

in two cupped hands

to where your body lies
beside me, and as you enter
it as easily as breathing in

| would like to be the air

that inhabits you for a moment

only. | would like to be that unnoticed
& that necessary.
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Thi Si Va Tha Tra Lai
Nhiing C3u Hoi Ve Tho

(Hu cau va C3p nhat nam 2022.)

32 thi si bi tham du:
(s3p tén ho theo thir tu ABC..)

Ellen Wade Beals, Jorge Luis Borges, Charles
Bukowski, Billy Collins, Louisa DeBoo, Robert Duncan,
Karen Swank-Fitch, Ruth Forman, Louis Gluck, Rod E.
Kok, Nikki Giovanni, Ron Koertge, Naoshi Koriyama,
Steve Kowit, Jim Lyle, Archibald MacLeish, Khairi
Mansour, Jerry Martien, Eve Merriam, Pablo Neruda,
Frank O'hara, Linda Pastan, Judith Porton, Tadeusz
Rosewic, Wallace Stevens, Mark Strand, James Tate,
Jaroslav Vrchlicky, Christena Williams, William Carlos
Williams, Al Young, Tom Zart.
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L&i ngudi phdng van:

Gifa thdi L& md, béng tdi bao trim, phd cha thip dén
b3o, g6 quan tai ra muc vai thi i bat tdr, héi thim duting
nao cac cu da di?

Gitra budi tho béi roi khi ca, nhac ngan ngtr khi hét, tim
g3p vai thi si thugng thira, hdi xem ca hét ra sao, cdm
nang nao?

Nhiing thi sT bat tir lam tha bat hi a8 lai thg dém tudi
trém nam. Bi quyét ra sao? Thd bay gid moi tudi moi
chét.

PE 13m tha phai chiu khon nan vay sao?

Hanh trinh lam tho nhu thang bé bé nha phiéu luy, khi
tré vé kh6ng ai nhan ra vi qua gié kh6ng phai vi thoi
glan vi kh ndo lam nhin nheo, vi kho tam lam toc bac.
Pén thdm ban be c, ho van con tré, goi tho bang cu.

Tha gia trudc thai dai hay tu0|'d| cham hqn tho? Tra Lo
sao cling dudc, mien, tha chap nhan phien ha thuang
tich cta tuong lai.

o0o

Hoi: Day la mot cau hoi rat tam thu’o’ng nhu’ng quan
trong. Chua c6 mét thi si nao co cau tra loi day du.
Dudng nhu cau hdi nay thudc vao loai cu hoi ma cau
tra loi cap nhét theo thai gian. Hodc tra loi mot cach
nao do, khong xac dinh. Nhu vay, Tho la gi?

Khairi Mansour: “Kamand Kojouri cé mét dinh nghia rét
hay, cé ta noi: Tho khéng phai la hon dao, no (3 cdy cau.
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Tho khdng phdi 13 con tay, nd [a thuyén cuu thuong.
Tho khéng can bai, vi tho la nudc.’ Theo tdi, tho

La ngén ngir cho da

khi d3 ngdi tran trui dudi tén cda no
bi gid thdi 3t qua déc cao.

La ngdn ngi¥ cho cdy céi

khi bén mua bé roi ching

dé trai cy bi héo tan.

La ngén ngi cho mua lanh

khi hai nguoi 6m nhau che du

hodc vidi va chay ndp hanh lang, thang mdy.
La ngén ngid cho nguor

khi cuoi va khoc

va khi chung chén that.”

Poetry
Khairi Mansour

It's a language for the stone

when it sits naked under its own name
and is hurled by the wind over the slope.
It's a language for the trees

when the seasons forsake them

and their fruits perish.

It's a language for the rain

when two peaple embrace beneath an umbrella
or hurry

to a corridor or an elevator.

It's a language for people

when the cry to laugh

and when they are truthful
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(Dich bdi: May Jayyusi and Jeremy Reed,)

Hoi: Louis, theo b3, tho la gi? Khdng phai mot dinh
nghia. Ching t6i can thay mét tam nhin, nhu nhin cau
vong ma khong can phai biét tai sao nd co bay sac va
ly do gi moc lén?

Louis Gluck:

“Bém vua 6, lic béy gic;

nguor dan éng cui xuéng trén ban viét

Tir tén ngédng mét:

nguor dan ba xudt hién, mang theo hoa héng.

Khuén mat nang phan anh trong guong,

Vi canh hdng in mau xanh trén dung mao.

Hinh canh nay

hinh dung khé daur

Luén luén cé mét trang viét trong sudt
dit lén cua s6

cho dén khi ndi nhiing duong gén

nhu nhiing L6F cudi cing bang mut.

Toi thue su’ muén hiéu

lam sao ho gan bo vdi nhau
hodc vdi ngéi nha xam kién cé gida hoang hon

245



bdi t6i phéi di vao doi séng cua ho:
Tror dang mua xuén,
cdy (8 &n hién sau nhitng béng hoa trang

mong manh.”

Poem
Louis Gluck

In the early evening, a now, as man is bending
over his writing table.

Slowly he lifts his head; a woman

appears, carrying roses.

Her face floats to the surface of the mirror,
marked with the green spokes of rose stems.

It is a form

of suffering: then always the transparent page
raised to the window until its veins emerge

as words finally filled with ink

And | am meant to understand
what binds them together
or to the gray house held firmly in place by dusk

because | must enter their lives:
it is spring, the pear tree
filming with weak, white blossoms.

Wallace Stevens: “T6i nghi, tho khong phai lic nao cling
dep vé cai dep. Nhu Louis vira ndi, cai dep clia y nghia
cla cai dep kho dau la mot dang hinh cta tha, an hién
sau nhiing bong hoa trang mong manh. Nhung & dang
khac, tha la strc manh hiy diét, cd thé giét nguor.

Khé thay,
hu khéng chiém ngu con tim
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nghia (3 cd hodc co cai hu khéng.
806 (3 diéu can phai cd

con su'tu mang con trau trong nguc
dé cam théy hai thd trong da

Trdi tim, con cho diing cam.
tréu non, gau chan banh,

ném mau minh, khéng nhé ra.

NG nhu nguoi
o con thu dii trong than xac
bap thit (3 sic manh riéng ..

St ngu dudi néng
gac mém trén ban chan,
c0 thé giét nguoi.”

Poetry is a Destructive Force
Wallace Stevens

That's what misery is,
Nothing to have at heart.
It is to have or nothing.

It s a thing to have,

A lion, an ox in his breast,
To feel it breathing there.

Corazon, stout dog,
Young ox, bow-legged bear,
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He tastes its blood, not spit.

He is like a man
In the body of a violent beast
/ts muscles are his own...

The lion sleeps in the sun.
Its nose is on its paws.
It can kill a man.

Robert Duncan: “ Tho la gi? Tha c6 thé la tho trong
nhiéu hinh dang. C§ thé La mét khéi cau nhiéu mt, ai
nh|n mat nao, hiéu mat do. Ung Vi su’tlen hoa tao ra
bién hda, khong thé t3m hai l3n trong cung mot a’ang
5ong Nhu’ng cling co dlem tuong dong, van vat d’ang
nhét thé Tha |a mot nhu cau tu nhién.

Khéng phai tinh nét, khdng phdi due hanh
lam cho tho hay.

“Chuing xuédt hién roi tan bién

nhu' méi ném

trén da.”

Bai tho

twr suy nghi; cam xdc, thoi thuc,

tu' sinh san,

mét khan cdp tinh than

tr cdc bac thang den téi nhay lén.

Thém my nay trién mién bén trong

theo nguon phén déu nguot dong séng dang chay,
mét tiéng goi chung ta nghe ri trd loi
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trong luc c6i s6ng tri tré nhét

tiéng gém tr nguyén so

1Ur 00 thé gidi tré cd thé ndy mém

cd héi khéng & trong giéng

nai trdi phi rof xuéng,

nhung J thac nudc, vét 16n, khéng thé dién t3
mo mém sinh ra nd

Bay la but tranh an du tam tu:

Burc thu hai:

Con nai co suhg do Stubbs vé (%)
cac nhanh suhg gac ném ngoai
nam audi dst.

Bai tho' mét may ngo' ngac that vong
mang déi mém sting non,

giéng ném trud,

“hof nang, moét chut sang tac.”

vé dep duy nhét cda nd,

(3 con nai co suhg.”

(*) Co (€ la hoa si George Stubbs.

Poetry, A Natural Thing
Robert Duncan

Neither our vices nor our virtues
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further the poem. "They came up
and died
Just like they do every year
on the rocks."
The poem
feed's uypon thought, feeling, impulse,
to breed itself,
a spiritual urgency at the dark ladders leaping.
This beauty is an inner persistence
toward the source
striving against (within) down-rushet of the river,
a call we heard and answer
in the lateness of the world
primordial bellowings
from which the youngest world might spring,
salmon not in the well where the
hazelnut falls
but at the falls battling, inarticulate,
blindly making it.
This is one picture apt for the mind

A second: a moose painted by Stubbs,
where last year's extravagant antlers
lie on the ground,

The forlorn moosey-faced poem wears
new antler-buds,

the same,

"a little heavy, a ljttle contrived’,

his only beauty, to be
all moose.

Tom Zart: “Bljng, tha la nhu c§u bam sinh. Tho cﬁng la
hiéu qua cua no. Neu llch strnod luc dinh nghla tha bang
ban sac, viéc nay dan dén bai suong mu, thay ma khéng
thay ro. Tha la gi? nhin vao hiéu qua sé biét ngay nhu

cau.

Tho (3 ngon hal dang trong dor
Dan erahg tau be lac bién béo té.
Khong co na, den 161 sé S ngu tri
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giam gi7’ ta khoi nhiing gi udc mo:

Tho' dung gui gém niém dam mé
Tt‘rnh[ihg nha tho via thién vua ac.

co ngu’a7 i ghét bg, co ngu’a7 thuong yeu
Chia sé y tudng nhu' mor an thuc pham

Céu tho dua chung ta dén vinh quang hay tan diét
Khi chung ta cung nguor khac tham gia.

Mo t3 qua khu; hién tai, tuong lai

Vi loi nguor thanh thién hay toi loi.

Con nguoi [am tho vi khéng co lua chon
7r3 Lo tiéng goi cda tai nang.

Mét s6'cd khuynh huting kéo déc gid xuéng
S6'khac sang tac g€ néng déc gia lén.

Hay luén luén nhd suc manh cua tho
Buoc thien d’ang va dia nguc su a’ung
Tuy vao moi ngu’a7 chon niém vui riéng
Du sao tho'van tén tai va sung tuc.

The Power of Poetry
Tom Zart

Poetry is the lighthouse of life

Guiding the lost from a stormy sea.
Without it's presence darkness prevails
Keeping us from all we can be.

Poems are used to convey passion

By poets of both good and evil mood.
Some are hateful others loving

Sharing thoughts to be consumed as food,

Verse can lead us to glory or doom
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As we partake with others within.
Depicting our past, present and future
With words of man’s grace or sin.

People write poetry because they have no choice
Answering to the call of their gift.

Where some tend to pull their readers down
Others compose to give them a lift.

Always remember the power of poetry
Is used by both heaven and hell.

It's uyp to us to choose our pleasure

As poetry remains alive and well.

Hoi: Ngu‘d i ta ndi tha la nghé thudt cta ngon ngt. Ngu’d
khac nai tha la nghé thuat cta tham my. Bén dién dién
dat, tha la nghé thuat vé nghé thuat. Su phirc tap ludn
ludn xay ra khi mét y niém tritu tugng dudgc phan tich,
hung hé chi “nghé thudt” va “thd”, ca hai khai déu triru
tuang. Tuy nhién, nghé thuat cta tha va vé tha, lic ndo
cling quyén ri nguai viét, ngudi doc tim hiéu. Nhu vay,
nghé thuat tho (a gi?

.S, Jorge Luis Borges:

" Nhin séng chay bdi nudc va thoi gian
H3y nhd thoi gian la mét dong séng khdc.
Chung ta lac l6ng nhu dong séng

va mét mii sé béc hoi nhu’ nude

Cam nhan duog, thuc la chiém bao
dang mo'vé khéng phai chiém bao
va su’chét, so'tan clng xuong tdy
(3 chét mdi dém, tén goi chiém bao.
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Théy tung dém timg ném mét ky hiéu

cua thang ngay cda nguor va cua doi

I'6i caf déi nhitng thang ndm thuong tén
thanh diéu nhac, 3m thanh va tuong trung.

Théy trong céi chét mét gidc ma;

trong hoang hén ndi buén rue ré 13 tha,

t3m thuong ma bét hu,

thi ca, ludn chuyén, nhu hoang hén va binh minh.

861 khi buéi chiéu thay khudn mét
nhin chung ta tu ddy guong soi.
Nghé thuat phai la loai guong nhu vy

vach trén mét ta cho ta xem

Ho noi Ulysses, mai mét bdi ky diéu,

khoc yéu thuong khi gap Ithaca,

t4m thuong mé xanh. Ithca [3 nghé thuét,
xanh bét ti; khéng cd gi diéu ky.

Nghé thuat khéng gidi han nhu nudc song chay,
tréi i, van con lai, vén nguyén nhu tim guong
ma bién hoa theo Heraclitus, nhin van giéng véy
nhuhg d3 déi thay, nhu nudc chay theo séng.”
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The Art of Poetry

To gaze at a river made of time and water
and remember Time is another river.

To know we stray like a river

and our faces vanish like water.

To feel that waking is another dream

that dreams of not dreaming and that the death
we fear in our bones is the death

that every night we call a dream

To see in every day and year a symbol
of all the days of man and his years,
and convert the outrage of the years
into music, a sound, and a symbol.

7o see in death a dream, in the sunset
a golden sadness such is poetry,
humble and immortal, poetry,
returning, like dawn and the sunset.

Sometimes at evening there's a face
that sees us from the deeps of a mirror.
Art must be that sort of mirror,
disclosing to each of us his face.

They say Ulysses, wearied of wonders,
wept with love on seeing Ithaca,
humble and green. Art is that [thaca,
a green eternity, not wonders.

Art is endless like a river flowing,

passing, yet remaining, a mirror to the same
inconstant Heraclitus, who is the same

and yet another, like the river flowing.

Hoi: Con Ruth, c6 nghi sao?
Ruth Forman: “Néu ban mét cay but,

chi tim thay but chi géy trén san nha
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khéng cd dé got

dé got con trong tiém

va ban khéng cd tién

tim lai lan nira

chi thay buit nguyén t mue den

ban can mue xanh

Réi néu nd xuét hién dudi ném trén ghé dai
nhung ghé qua do' ban,

dét nhién, ban muén don dep dudi cac géi béng
nhung khéng co mdy hut bui

mady con d trong tiém

va ban khéng cd tién

khéng phdi ban can tim cdy but

can tim cai Ui va nhiing ai ban chuyén tro
ba ngoai, chim bé cdu, va nhén den

lo'ling cac goc cd hong cua ban

do la cai lu6r

néu ban khdng tim ra

dung di tim con meo

sé khéng tim ra no

dang nghich ngom an vung trong bép hang xom
hodc dang nd ngoai sén lam tinh

Néu khéng thé tim cai ludi, dumg tim nia
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khi qué ban ron, ban sé khéng tim ra

chim bé céu trd nén chong mét

ba ngoai dang buc minh

h&y ngdi yén mét chd, dé ching dén tim ban
ching sé dén khi d5 san sang

khi do

chang &n thua gi néu tdi tién tréng réng
viét b5ng but muc den hay muec xanh

hodc mau trngon tay tro

ban sé viét

sé viét

If You Lose Your Pen

and all you find is a broken pencil on the floor

and the pencil has no sharpener

and the sharpener is in the store

and your pocket has no money

and if you look again

and all you find is a black Bic

and the Bic you need is green

and if it appears beneath the mattress of your couch
but the couch is dirty and you suddenly want to clean
beneath the pillows

but you have no vacuum and the vacuum is in the store
and your pocket has no money

it is not your pen you are looking for

it is your tongue and those who speak with it

your grandmothers and doves and ebony spiders
hovering the corners of your throat

it is your tongue

and if you cannot find your tongue

do not go looking for the cat
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you know you will not find her
she is in the neighbor’s kitchen eating Friskies
she is in the neighbor’s yard making love

if you cannot find your tongue do not look for it
for you are so busy looking it cannot find you
the doves are getting dizzy and your grandmothers annoyed
be still and let them find you

they will come when they are ready

and when they are

it will not matter if your pockets are empty

if you write with a green Bic or a black Bic

or the blood of your finger

you will write

you will write

Hoi: La thi si, ong phai di tim tha hodc tha tu dong tim
dén ong? Ong cd thé cho biét sur xuat hién cla tha?

.S Pablo Neruda:

" Roil G tuéi 3y... Tho' d5 dén

tim t6i. Toi khéng biét. Téi khéng ré tho
dén tur noi nao, tir mua déng hay tur dong song.
76/ van khdng hiéu khi ndo, x3y ra lam sao,
khéng, tho khdng phai tiéng ndi, khéng phai
lof [& khong phai im lang,

nhung tu mét con duong da mor goi to;,

tr nhiing canh cdy dém,

bét ngo tur nhitng nguor khac,

gita lua chay dir doi

hodc c6 déc tro vé,

76/ khéng con [a toi
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khi tho cham vao nguo;

T6i nhu & khéu,

miéng khéng thé

goi tén,

mét ti sam,

r'6i €0 gi trong hén khat déng,
lén con st hosc bay ngdy ngét,
bdng mét cach riéng

toi giai md

lua chay,

T6i viét dong tho déu tién mé mugi,
loma, khdng gia tri, hoan toan
vo nghia,

hoan toan kién thie

ctia ké khéng biét gi

R6i dét nhién t6i nhin thay

béu trof bao la

ma'réng

réi mo lon,

tinh tq,

cay coi run ry,

bong den loang (6,

’ A

bi an
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vdi mdi tén, lua, va hoa,

dém xoay tron, Vi tru.

Con t6j, sinh vét bé nhg,

say mé khoang réng

dé}/ sao,

gidng nhu;, hinh tuong

thén b

déi vdi t6i chi' [a mét phan hd s,
Xoay vdi sao trof,

trai tim v@ tha bay theo gic."

Poetry (1)
Pablo Neruda

And it was at that age ... Poetry arrived
in search of me. [ don't know; | don't know where
it came from, from winter or a river.

/ don't know how or when,

no, they were not voices, they were not
words, nor silence,

but from a street | was summoned,
from the branches of night,

abruptly from others,

among violent fires

or returning alone,

there | was without a face

and it touched me.

| did not know what to say, my mouth
had no way

with names,

my eyes were blind
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and something started in my soul,
fever or forgotten wings,

and | made my own way,
deciphering

that fire,

and | wrote the firts faint line,
faint, without substance, pure
nonsense,

pure wisdom

of someone who knows nothing,
and suddenly | saw

the heavens

unfastened

and apen,

planets,

palpitating plantations,

shadow perforated,

riddled

with arrows, fire and flowers
the winding night, the universe.

And |, infinitesimal being,

drunk with the great starry

void,

likeness, image of

mystery,

for myself a pure part of the abyss,
[ wheeled with the stars,

my heart broke loose on the wind.
(Bsn dich cua Alastair Reid)

Héi: Nhu vay, tha dén bat ngd. Cho du thi si c6 géng ti m
kiém chua chac da gap. Thudng khi cd gang qua, dieu
ma thi si gap chua chac da la the. Ong nghi sao?

.S Jame Tate:

" N7 thén hén lén chif nghia trong to;

cam giac nao nuc nhu’ ngan anh sao xao tron.
Mot vai chir tu'y tach rof
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r6f bong bénh trong vé thie, cuts mang
néi ¢é don nhu nhiing quan tai nhé
an vao tri chit

Nang hén lén tu ngd trong toi

canh ciia md toang: dén héc diéu ngd tro

trén dinh ngon xa xa. Ngui to mo hé cua sé nhin
audi tang du theo doi

dsm tang. Nhitng con ngua che mat

gidm chan lién tuc trén da soi.

Nang hon: Nhiing ké cudp tap trung
vao phong khiéu vi lo mo

dé khoe khoang cua cudp duot.
Chuét l3m chiing chéng nhau

trong toa xu thii vét tm ta.

N7 than hén [én tir ngi trong t6;
néng vét chit réi nhai can,

cho anh sdng cudi cung ban loan,

va vi'cdm phat tiéng cudng dién.
NuGc dm tran trén géi

thém khat nhiéu ngum Thach Anh (¥

dé tur bo niém tin vao tri tué."
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(* Chét khoang diing trong ky thudt vé tuyén.)

Poem

James Tate

The angel kissed my alphabet,

it tingled like a cobweb in starlight.
A few letters detached themselves
and drifted in shadows, a loneliness
they carry like infinitesimal coffins
on their heads.

She kisses my alphabet

and a door opens: blackbirds roosting
on far ridges. A window peeper
under an umbrella watches

a funeral service. Blinkered horses
drum the cobblestones.

She kisses: Plunderers gather

in a lackluster ballroom

to display their booty. Mice

testify against one another

in dank rodent courtrooms.

The angel kisses my alphabet,

she squeezes and hites,

and the last lights flutter,

and the violins are demented.
Moisture spreads across my pillow,
a chunk of quartz thirsts

to abandon my brain trust.

(The Norton of Modern and Contemporary Poetry. Vol. 2)

H3i: Nhin thay mét bai tha thi dé nhung dinh danh mét
bai tha theo nghia tha, cd kho khong?

1.5 Archibald MacLeish:
" Mot bai tho phai so duoc va cam lang
N tréi cdy hinh cauy,
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cém

Nbu nhiing huy chuong cd trén ngon tay,
Im lang nhu ndt da hu hao trén tay ao
noi nhiihg dudng vién di moc réu-

M6t bai tho phéi khéng Loi

Nbu canh chim bay.

Mét bai tho phai bét déng trong nhip diéu
Nbu mat trang lén,

Ra di; khi trang thdo go

Tung canh vuong viu canh trén cdy dém,
Ra di, khi trang an sau [3 mua lanh gia.
Timg ky niém hoi tudng trong tam tu-
Mét bai tho phai bét déng trong nhip diéu
Nhw mat trang lén.

Mot bai tho khéng thé déng nghia vdi:

Khéng that.

T3t c3 lich sur cia khé dau

Nhu' 6 cia tréng rong cing chiéc 14 phong.

Cho tinh yéu

Cong cd nga nghiéng va hai dom sang trén bién--
Mot bai tho khéng nén co nghia

Nhung 13 tha”
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Ars Poetica
Archibald MacLeish

A poem should be palpable and mute

As a globed fruit,

Dumb

As old medallions to the thumb,

Silent as the sleeve-worn stone

Of casement ledges where the moss has grown--
A poem should be wordless

As the flight of birds.

A poem should be motionless in time

As the moon climbs,

Leaving, as the moon releases

Twig by twig the night-entangled trees,
Leaving, as the moon behind the winter leaves.
Memory by memory the mind--

A poem should be motionless in time

As the moon climbs.

A poem should be equal to:

Not true.

For all the history of grief

An empty doorway and a maple leaf.

For love

The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea--
A poem should not mean

But be.

Hi: William, 6ng la ngui thich lam tho an du. Cho
chung t6i mot an du ve tho?

1.S. William Carlos Willianm:

“ Nhu’ con méo
treo lén
dau tu
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chira déy dé dac
thoat tién bang chén trudc

bén phai

thén trong
roi bo chén sau

xuong

vao trong lo
tréng

cua chau hoa "

Poem
Wihlliam Carlos Williams

As the cat
climbed over
the top of

the jam closet
first the right
forefoot
carefully
then the hind
stepped down
into the pit of
the empty
flowerpot

Hoi: C4 g, trong Lanh vuc tha, cau héi nay kho tra Loi
nhat. Khong phai vi doi hdi tri tué cao tham, kién van
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sau tham, ma vi nd kho tim dugc su dong tinh. Nhung
roi, khong thé khong hoi. Tom, thé nao la bai tha hay?

.S Tom Zart:

" Mot bai tho hay vé but tranh
CO c3 tam tinh va tri tué
Khéng cén viét lan thu hai

Chung t6 y nghia ré rét.

Bai tho hay nhu hoa

Hoa Hué hay hoa Hong.

Thuoing D€ tréng trong tri thi si
Cho tham my moc lén.

Bai tho hay nhu chim Hong tudc
mang thai voi bai ca

Ban khéng thé khéng nghe tiéng hot
nhu hét ca diéu gi dung sai

Bsi tho hay lam ta nho lai

Nhiing vui sudng trong doi

Khién chung ta muén yéu thuong nguoi
Cho dén luc chét dén g6 cua.”

A Good Poem
Tom Zart
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A good poem paints a picture

For both your heart and brain.

It doesn’t need a second chance

To make its meaning plain.

A good poem is like the flower

The lily or the rose.

God plants it in a poet's brain

And there its beauty grows.

A good poem like a cardinal

/s pregnant with song

You can't help but hear its message
As it sings what's right or wrong.

A good poem helps us remember
What the joys of life are for

/t makes us want to love someone
Till death comes knocking at our door

Hi: Karen, c6 la thi si cUa thai dudng dai, cd nghi gi
vé tha hay?

Karen Glenn:

“Trong ldp luyén tha, sinh vién phén tich

m6i bai tho muén ndi gi, muén xung dét viéc gi,

0; bai tho' ndy (3 ké lang bat, udc mo'nhd bé

chi muén uéng ruou

Bai nay khéng thém ngo ngang van hay ly do.

Chi hat sai giong.

Khding nhip diéu trong mdy linh hén tu' déng ca.

NG ldh én khdng diing biéu tuong.

khéng biét tring m

Cho bai hoc mamba, nd van khdng hoc nhay.

khdng cd mét khé tho stanza theo dong déi trit tinh.
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Gi, muén réj, con muén hon nizs,

bai tho ndy chi muén uéng ruou.

Ci goi 13 u uén va chan chuong.

Thém chi goi 13 sdo rdng.

Bai tho' ndy séng l3u dd € biét chinh xdc muén ndi gi:
Nay em, dung ha tién ruou Whiskey.

... Bing réj, t6/ hém nay

traf qua tan nhan, va bai tho' ndy

co thé ding moét ly ruou.

The Poem Wants a Drink

In the workshop, students analyze
what each poem wants, what each one
strives to be. Well, this poem is

a layabout with limited ambitions. It wants
a drink.

This poem doesn’t give a damn

for rhyme or reason. It only sings
off-key. It has no rhythm

in the jukebox of its soul.

It grew up without symbols.

It doesn'’t know from assonance.

Give it mambo lessons, and it

still won't learn to dance. It has

not one stanza with a lyric pedigree.
It’s late, and getting later, and this poem
wants a adrink.

Call it gray and tired. Even call it

a cliche. This poem’s lived long enough
to know exactly what it means

to say: Don'’t be stingy

with the whiskey, baby.

..... Yes, the night

has been a cruel one, and this poem
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could use a drink

Hoi: Khi nGi d§n lam tha, dudng nhu c6 chiit gi huyén
bi. Ong c6 thé ndi gi ve lam tho khong?

.S Naoshi Koriyama:
" Ban tron

bot

cua kinh nghiém

vdi

men

cua cam huhg

r6i nhao 6n thét ky
vdi long trté

sau do, hdy dap manh
hét sue

roi dé yén

cho dén khi

bot na lon

bang suic phdng bén trong
luc do

nhao trén lan nia

réi

tao hinh

dua vao khuén tron
nuong
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trong lo
gida trai tim " (%)

A Loaf of Poetry
Naoshi Koriyama

you mix

the dough

of experience
with

the yeast

of inspiration
and knead it well
with love

and pound it

with all your might
and then

leave it

until

it puffs out big
with its own inner force
and then

knead it again
and

shape it

into a round form
and bake it

in the oven

of your heart

Hai: Con ba, ba nghi sao?

.S, Judith Pordon:

" Chi nhithg chir khéng sang bong
la chi? md.

Chuing xuét hién chéy bung
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theo con gid dén vii

Chup 3y ching bang cdy but

trong nhiing khoang tréng gilia bute di.
Sang tac luc chuyén tro

cho doi

vdi mue bang méy,

trong nhiing ldc mét mink,

héy tran trui

trudc trang gidy trang.”

Composer Uncomposed
Judith Pordon

The only wordss that matte
are new.

They arrive in flares

on rushing breezes.

Snag them with a pen

at odd intervals in mid-stride.
Composed during conversations
wait

with ink in your blood,

for moments alone,

to be bare

before blank pages

Hoi: Cau, “y tai ngon ngoal phu hdp v6i ban chat tho.
Thothé hién trong chtr, r0| tho’ an ndp ngoai chit, tham
chi, tha ra khéi trang glay. Doi vdi nguai chua quen tha,
day la mot sur roi loan, hodc phi ly. Cac nha tho nén giai
thich nhu thé nao?

TS Karen Swan-Fitch:

271



" Chi tho' la y phuc, ti cdi giiia dém khuya
b6 tir ngubng cua dén chan giuong

dit nhiéu déng tur doc cdu thang

(am viéc nay khi leo 12 béc cap lic 2 gid' séng
b6 lai mét nguyén 3m gén ban chai dsnh réng
167 lu6m thuém vé cau réng va biéu tuong
treo chudi ngoc trai 3n du trén thanh guong soi
gan giéng nhu vy trong bon ria

can ty gidt chum tho khéi héi

trong ruoihg quén 3o diy van & nhip can may vd
cdi giay,

s3p mét chong tap 3m

quén téi vao chiéc mén tho trit tinh dé dém
kep tdc én cao bang tho Hsi Cu

tim chd nghi ngor cho thi s7 trén trudng

trong céi riéng t6i thap lén ngon nén

bai tho sestina (*) sdng ngon la héng."

(*) Sestina: Thé tho' 6 doan, méi doan co 6 cau.
/ Leave Bits of Me Everywhere

Karen Swank-Fitch

poem-words are my clothing, stripped late at night

a trail from the threshold to the foot of bed

along the stairs lay verbs
the actions i need to climb twelve steps at 2 am
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a vowel left adjacent to toothbrush

I get sloppy with tartar and allusions

over the cornice of mirror, hangs a strand of pearly metaphors
a simile in my sink

a limerick needing to be laundered

the clothes hamper is full of rimes & meters in want of mending
kick off the shoes,

make a pile of cacophony

wrap myself in the plum flannel of sonnet

hair up-tied with haiku

find the resting place for naked poet...

in ambiance i light a candle

a sestina goes up in flames

Hai: Trong nhac c6 tha; Trong tha c6 nhac. Khong ai co
thé choi cai nhac diéu la mot phan tr can ban cua tha.
Nhac trong tha [a nhac nhu thé nao, xin 6ng cho biét?

IS Rod E Kok:

" Phia sau nhe nhang
nhac vang lén.

Ca si'cat lof

khién thinh gi3

cam nhén... doi diéu.

73m tinh déng theo
tiéng ca trém bong,
diéu hat am anh,
giai diéu, hoa any

lof nhép vao tham tam
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Hop am tao ra sinh luc

vang tham vao long nguei

Lam sao biét duot, nhiing nét nhac

séhg trong tim, ngu trong long.

Viét LoF theo nhac diéu

(3 diéu sang tac can.

gial diéu ndo gay 3n tuong?
Béu ca hay doan ca,
co cam hoa duoc long thinh gid?

Loi tho hién lén khung nhac
ghi nét nua, nét tron, (1)

nét kep don, nét kep déi. (2)
Trén vach cao, vach thap,
van khéng déi thay

3m sac trong o7 hat

giai diéu van hai hoa.

Lijc ngung. Luic l3y hot. Lic hat.
Manh lén! manh hon!
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Ling nghe, khao khat
néi dam mé 3m thanh

tr tiéng hat riéng minh.

Tinh dbi ta rang budc

qua tam su' loi ca.

Hat cho tinh yéu, hat cho mo udt.
Hat vdi nu cu.
Dién 3 tu ddy tim

Viét bai ca,
noi tu'tam cam

ngoén ngl tu' than la 3m nhac. "

Words Are Music
Rod E Kok

Softly in the background
the music played.

Singers sang the words
that made the people
feel...something.

Emotion brought on by
diifferent voices,

the haunting tunes,
melody and harmony;
words that cut to the quick.
Chords were made alive
resonating through us all.
We didn't know that the notes
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lived in us, through us.

Put your words to music

is what the writer wrote.
What notes need to be struck?
Adirge or ditty,

how will it sound to those who hear?
What you say shows the bar
filled with halfs and wholes,
quarters and eighths.

Lines up, lines down,

it doesn't change the sound
of our words or the tune
that accompanies them.
Rest. Breathe. Sing.

Forte! Double forte!

We long to be heard,

our passion is the sound

of our own voice.

Our love is tied

to what we speak.

Sing of love, of desire.

Sing with a smile.

Speak from the heart.

Wite your song,

speak your heart.

Our words are music.

Hai: NGi nghé thuat 13 phai ndi dén sang tao. Riéng
nghe thuat lam tho doi h0| sang tao phai nhay cam
sac bén, ré rang va nhan manh. Quy vi nghi sao vé
quan diém nay?

IS Louisa DeBoo:
“Trang gidy trang tréng vang
Khiéu khich toi

B6n goc nghinh chién

Nhiéu ving hoang d3 can tham do...
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Céy but cang ddy mut chuc san.

T6i khéng ngumg theo ddi; khéng ngumg tim kiém
nhén vét, nhiing gi

X3y ra trudc mét,

Véi vang chdp bat gitt chit

nhiing nhan xet khéng ly do, bo nhiing thu con lai
Duong nhu, khéng co gi mdi mé

Khéng van diéu bt thutng,

Khong théng thai loe sang

cham vao toi

nhurtéi cham vao chung....
Ngung but. Khéng dung niza...

Trang gidy tréng trang tinh

hét lén trong im l3ng x3u hé,

Bén goc dng khung

Lénh thé bét sJ dung, v thia nhan.”

Unclaimed Territory
Louisa DeBoo

The empty white blank page
Issuing a challenge to me
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Four corners squaring off
Unknown regions to be explored..
My pen is primed and ready.

! watch endlessly, searchingly
the people, the events

passing by

Faces, quick frozen snapshots
ldle comments, left hanging
Nothing seems, nothing feels new
No whimsical rhymes, no flashes of wisdom
Reaching out to me...

nor [ to them..

! retire my pen. Unused,

The empty white blank page
Shouts with shaming silence.
Four corners framing

Untouched, unclaimed territory.

Hai: Ong thuting dung nhiéu An du trong the. Xin cho
vai an du ve sang tao?

.S William Carlos Williams:

"Hay nhur con rén mai phuc

trong co dai

nhu viét lach

rinh cho chif nghia, tir tén ma nhanh nhen,
bét ngo'tan céng, nin l3ng dof chd;
canh thure.

-~ ding an du dé néi két

gir nguol va ds.

Sang tac. (Khéng phdi y tudng
ma vé survét sang tao!

Nhu co Tai Hum no hoa
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nut da "

A Sort of Song
William Carlos Williams

Let the snake wait under

his weed

and the writing

be of words, slow and quick, sharp
to strike, quiet to wait,

sleepless.

-- through metaphor to reconcile

Hai: it khi cd y tudng nao hoan toan méi trong thdi dai
hom nay. Nhu véy, sang tao thi khong thé cii nhung
cling khéng cé mdi. C6 ngudi cho réng sang tao trong
tho la su dong dang nhung khong glong Biéu nay noi
len su’ sang tao nam trong cach dien dat. Ba thay nhu
thé nao?

.S, Judith Pordon:

"Nhiing trang gidy trang dep
hén vao

tri tuong tuong

bang tréi nghiém

doi hdi chi tiét xac that

Nhiing dong chir den bang qua
ddy cang mong manh,

ching xuéng

khong chao dao
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ngang vuec sau, gio théi vé hinh.

Nhiing trang gidy trang dep
hua hen

phan anh hon ta.

Nhiing but phap cao ca nhat

vé bong téi bén trén anh sang. "

Blank Beauty
Judiith Porton

Beautiful blank pages

kiss our

imaginations

with backgrounds

that demand precision.

Our black letters cross

on tightrope lines,

curving

without wavering

across deep, invisible currents.
These beautiful blank pages
are promises of our
reflections.

Our gentlest strokes

of darkness upon light.

Héi: Theo nhu ciu tra Loi cla thi si Neruda, tha dén tinh
cd khong bao trudc va hau nhu thi si khdng cé kha
nang kiém soat tha Nhu vay, sang tac tha, phai ching
la mét nghé thuat tu nhién?

1.S Robert Duncan:
"Khding phéi do tinh tinh tot xau
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dua day lam tho: "Tho hién hinh
v chét
chi nhu hoa né mai ném

trénda.”

Bsi tho
duoc y tudng, t3m tinh nuéi dudng, thoi thuc,
r6i tu phat tu'sinh
tirtam linh khan thiét lic khdng ngo déng lén bi én.

N&i dep nay trong néi tam kién tri
hutng vé nguén cdi
l6i nguoc dong nudc (i trén séng,
mét l7 goi ta nghe réi dap lai
trong mudén mang cua céi song
ban so' gam lén

cho cdi dof hdm nay thdy mua xuén dén,

ca héi khdng séng trong nudc giéng
not trai phi rung roi
nhuhg trai rof xuéng cham, khong tiéng vang,

Vé tinh tao song.

Hinh anh nay phu hap cho tam tinh.
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Thu hai: hoa si’Stubbs vé con nai, (%)
chiéc sung loh dét gid ném rér
rof noi néo trén dét.
Bai tho' mang vé mét con nai mét sihg
vira chéi lén sting mdi

van nhur vay,
" mét chut nang né, mot chut xép dat "

Neét dep cua no
la toan dién con nai."
(%) George Stubbs (1724-1806)

Poetry, a Natural Thing
Robert Duncan

Neither our vices nor our virtues

further the poem. "They came up

and died
Just like they do every year

on the rocks.”

The poem

feeds upon thought, feeling, impulse,

to breed itself,

a spiritual urgency at the dark ladders leaping.
This beauty is an inner persistence

toward the source

striving against (within) down-rusher of the river,
a call we heard and answer

in the lateness of the world

primordial bellowings
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from which the youngest world might spring,
salmon not in the well where the

hazelnut falls

but the falls battling, inarticulate,

blindly making it.

This is one picture apt for the mind,

A second a moose painted by Stubbs,

where last year's extravagant antlers

lie on the ground,

The forlorn moosey-faced poem wears

new antler-buds,

the same,

"a little heavy, a little contrived"

his only beauty to be

all moose.

(The Norton Anthology of Modern and Contemporary Poetry. Vol. 2
Contemporary Poetry,)

Hoi: Ong la ngudi vira lam tha vira bién khao vé tha.
Ong co thé cho biét mdt bai tho thong thuang thanh
hinh ra sao khong?

IS OHara:

"Toi khdng phai hoa si. Toi la thi si.
Tai sao? Toi mudn (3m hoa si hon,
nhung khong duoc.

Thé ndy, chang han, Mike Goldberg
bét d5u vé buc tranh. T6i ghé ngang.
"Ngdi choij uéng mét ly nha" anh noi
T6i uéng; hai dira uéng. Téi nhin én.
" Anh vé ca moi trong tranh."”

" U can cd hinh gi & da." " Him "
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Toi tur gid va thang ngay tréi qua

Ghé ngang lan nifa. Tranh con dang Vé.
T6i dii va thang ngay tréi qua.

Ghé lai. Bife tranh hoan tét

" By ca moi du?" Chi thdy chi

" Nhiu hinh qua” Mike tr3 0i

Con t6i? mét hom nghi’ dén méu sic:

Vang cam Téi viét thi cdu vé méu vang.

Ch:afng may chéc, khéng chi' vai cdu, chir ddy trang
gidy.

Roi thém trang niia. CO thé nhiéu that nhiéu,
khéng vi mau vang, vi chii vi mau vang that dé so
va dor séng. Nhiéu ngdy qua, bai viét trd thanh van
XUO,

T6i qua that [a thi si.

Tho viét xong vén chua nhéc dén méu vang.

Tat cd muoi hai bai, dét tén 13 Vang Cam

Roi mét ngay trong phong trién [5m

T6i thdy but tranh cia Mike, dé tua "Ca Moi" (14)
Why | am Not A Painter

OHara

1 am not a painter, | am a poet.

Why? | think | would rather be
a painter, but | am not. Well,
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for instance, Mike Goldberg

is starting a painting. / drop in.

"Sit down and have a drink" be

says. | drink; we drink. / look

up. "You have SARDINES in it."

"Yes, it needed something there.”
“Oh." | go and the days go by

and | drap in again. The painting

s going on, and | go, and the days
go by. | drop in. The painting is
finished. "Where's SARDINES?"

All that's left is just

letters, "It was too much,” Mike says.
But me? One day | am thinking of

a color: orange. | write a line

about orange. Pretty soon it is a
whole page of words, not lines.

Then another page. There should be
so much more, not of orange, of
words, of how terrible orange is
and life. Days go by. It is even in
prose, | am a real poet. My poem

Is finished and | haven't mentioned
orange yet. It's twelve poems, / call
it ORANCES. And one day in a gallery
| see Mike's painting, called SARDINES

Hai: Cm Xdc cta dng nhu thé nao khi lam tho?
1S Mark Strand:

" Mut chdy ra khoe miéng.
Khéng ai duoc hanh phuc nhu ta.
76/ ngéu nghién thi ca.

Quan thu thur vién nhin thay, khéng tin duot.
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86/ mat tro' nén u buon

ba b6 di du hai tay vao do.

Nhiing bai tho tiéu tan.
£eén mo tor
B3y chd dudi ham chay lén.

Nhiing con mét l3o lién,
nhiing déi chén l6ng vang gap rut luct nhanh.
B quan thu bat déu gidm chan réi khoc.

Khdng thé nao hiéu duoc
Khi téi quy xudng liém ban tay

Barulén.

76i la nguoi mdi
T6/ gém gur roi suia

T6i vui mung dua gidn trong am u kinh sach.”

Eating Poetry
Mark Strand

Ink runs from the corners of my mouth.
There is no happiness like mine.

1 have been eating poetry.

The librarian does not believe what she sees.
Her eyes are sad

and she walks with her hands in her dress.
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The poems are gone.

The light is dim

The dogs are on the basement stairs and coming up.
Their eyeballs roll,

their blond legs bum like brush.

The poor librarian begins to stamp her feet and weep.
She does not understand,

When I get on my knees and lick her hand

she screams.

/am a new man.

1 snarl at her and bark.

1 romp with joy in the bookish dark.

Hai: Lam thé nao dé thudng thirc tho?
.S Eve Merriam:

" Khéng can lich su:

Cén nhai

Bbc tho lén bang tay roi liém

nudc rin chdy xuéng trén cam

Riy gid tho' d3 chin mui, bét cu lie ndo ban muén.

Khong can daa, nia, muong

hodc dia, khan tay, khan ban.

Nhiing thua khéng co rudt
hosc cuéng

hoac vo

hoac séu

hoac hot
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hoac da
héy vat di."

How To Eat a Poem
Eve Merriam

Don't be polite.

Bite in.

Pick it up with your fingers and lick the juice that
may run down your chin.

It is ready and ripe now, whenever you are.
You do not need a knife or fork or spoon

or plate or napkin or tablecloth.

For there is no core

or stem

or rind

or pit

or seed

or skin

to throw away.

Hai: Thudng ngoan ludn Ludn L3 van dé song con clia
tha. Ong nghi gi ve thudng ngoan?

.S Billy Collins:

" Téi yéu cdu ho l3y bai tho
dua cao lén anh sang

nhu 3m bén ssc méu

hosc ké tai nghe sdt té ong

Toi dé nghi tha chudt vao bai tho
theo déi chudt tim duong trén thodt,
hodc di vao phong tho
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mo [én tuong tim ché bat dén sang.

76/ muén ho ludt song
bang ngang mét bai tho

vay chao tén tac gid trén béi cat

Nhung ho chi muén
COt bai tho vido ghé bang déy thing
I'6i tra khdo l3y 07 khai thi nhan.

Ho bat dau danh tho bang ddy ong
dé tim hiéu tho that su' (3 gi
Introduction to Poetry

Billy Collins

| ask them to take a poem

and hold it up to the light

like a color slide

or press an ear against its hive

1 say drop a mouse into a poem
and watch him probe his way out,

or walk inside the poem’s room
and feel the walls for a light switch.

[ want them to waterski

across the surface of a poem
waving at the author’'s name on the shore.
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But all they want to do
is tie the poem to a chair with a rope
and torture a confession out of it.

They begin beating it with a hose
to find out what it really means.

Hoi: Ngay xua, ngudi ta yéu mén tha va qui trong thi si.
Chang han & Nga thai trudc, khi thi si doc tho nai cong
cong, c6 thé qui tu cd ngan ngudi dén nghe. & Au Chau,
co luc nguai ta kinh trong thi si nhu cac nghi si. Co la
mot thi si tré cla thdi dai, cd nghi gi vé vi tri clia tha
trong xa hoi hién nay?

.S Christena Wlilliams:

" Nay anh ban ruou

Hay rot thém

Cho t6i ra vé cua sau, khét khuting

Cho canh sat

Ngui mui cay trong nhip diéu nhac Blue
Bang nhao [6n vdi dién cam tai hoa sang tao
Hay cong tay vi toi chiu dung lang cam
Kiém tra hai thd thi si say o trao nudc bot
Phun phi phéo chi¥ nghia vdi diéu tho

76 ra ché diéu

Hay phat toi toi say sua

noi nang nao loan

Trudc mét quan toa

76i nhan toi
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Hinh phat tam giam phu hop thi ca
Tuohg tréng téi sang tac
V& lén nhiing y tudng tu nhan

Réi son méu bang dién t3 tho méng

Nay anh ban ruou

Hay rot nija

Dén khi ly tran ra ngodi

76/ udng méi chua say

Hay dé ruou ngém vao kinh mach, nhap vao phéi
Trd thanh DNA thue sur cua toi

Hay dé ruou chay trong huyét mach

Tan vao tim oc

Hay dé ruou théi mién gidc mo

76/ uéng tho' va mui vi tuyét vor."

/ Drank Poetry
Christena Williams

Bartender

Pour me some more

Let me stumble through the back door

Let the police

Smell the poignant aroma of rhythm and blues
Collide with my Genius creative expression
Handcuff me for resisting being silent

Check my breath for the bubbles of a drunken poet
Spitting up words and rhymes

Expressively with profanity

Charge me with infoxication
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Verbal sensation

Before the judge

1 plead guilty

Poetic confinement recommended

On the wall | write art

Painting out the graffiti of the prisoner’s thoughts
And colouring with poetic expressions

Bartender

Pour me some more

Until my cup overflows just can't get enough

Let this liguor become embedded in my arteries and lungs
Let it be in my very DNA

Let it flow through my blood and veins

Through my heart and mind

Let it be hypnosis for my dreams

| drank poetry and it tasted delicious.

(Trich The dVerse Anthology. Voices of Contemporary Werld Poetry.
Edited by Frank Watson,)

Hi: Boc tha khd han doc cac loai van chuang khac. Doi
khi con kho hon doc sach triét hoc. Theo ong, nén doc
cach nao?

.S Ellen Wade Beals:

" T6i thi nhén,

thuong ngd vdi sach vd,

gida bia sach md'ra cho doi -

chung vdy tay,

nhurld cdy dao dong

nhur dam ludi thut tho.

Gi, nhiing gay chi¥ néi so khoan khodi.

Nhiing sach hao nhodng chi tét cho mét dém
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Cii nhan, héi thuéc 13

thuohg xuyén muon doc bi nhau nat.
Nhiing sach ndy danh cho bét cir ai,
xin 165, ¢0 € vi khd tinh,

doc xong nén tra lai.

Tui khén nhan loai cho cam nhén hay dep [a thuong,
nhiing sach khac co ngén ngi chung

cua nguoi tung trai

biét ké truyén hay.

Vai sach lam thét vong -

mua heé ranh qua nhanh, doc

roi bg,

cur xem nhu cat

roi tu chan giay.

T6i khéng thé khdng 3u yém cdc sdch,

vuét ve nhiihg cudn dang yéu,

hén hit tung chi:

Sau khi doc sach hay, toi mét nhoai.

Nom phanh ngut,

la"'ng nghe nhip tim

trong khi thu nhan thém nhing gi hay tur sach.”
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Between The Sheets
Ellen Wade Beals

/ confess,

to sleeping with books,

covers spread open and waiting -
they beckon,

a fluttering of leaves

like lapping tongues.

Oh, their smooth embossed spines.

The tawdry ones are good for a night.
Rumpled, smelling of smoke,

usually borrowed and broken.
They're anybody's book,

sorry, sticky maybe,

used and returned,

The worldly wise leave an exotic taste,
others have the common language

of guttersnipes but

provide good tale.

Some disappoint -

summer flings, read

and dismissed,

important as the sand

shaken from my shoe.

/ can't help but embrace them all,
stroking the ones [ love,

smelling their words.

After a good read, I'm bushed.
Lying across my chesit,

the latest listens to my heartbeat
while | taken in what else it says.

Hai: Vi sao ba trd thanh thi si?
1S Eve Merrianm:

" chon chiéc la trén cdy
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Vé lai hinh that ky
dé theo dang bén ngodi
va nhiing gén bén trong

ghi nhd cach (3 moc turcanh
(va cach canh moc cong tu'nhanh)
no ndy chéi thé ndo trong thang Tur

hoan toan rue ré thé ndo vao thang Biy

cudi thang Tam

vo nat ld trong tay

dé ngui mui cudi hé buén b3

nhai cong ld cung

nghe tiéng thu lo xao

thang 11 nhin (3 phdi pha trong gio

roi mua déng dén
khi khéng con chiéc ld nao

héy sang tao mét chiéc.”

Reply to the Question: How Can You Become a Poet?
by Eve Merriam

take the leaf of a tree
trace its exact shape
the outside edges
and inner lines
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memorize the way it is fastened to the twig
(and how the twig arches from the branch)
how it springs forth in April

how it is panaplied in July

by late August

crumple it in your hand

so that you smell its end-of-summer sadness
chew its woody stem

listen to its autumn rattle

watch it as it atomizes in the November air
then in winter

when there is no leaf left

invent one

Hai: Thi i la ngudi nhu thé nao?
.S Tadeusz Rosewicz:

“thi si'la nguoi sang tac tho
cling la nguor khéng sang tac tho

thi si'la nguor thao bo cum xich

cting la nguoi tu dong géng minh

thi si la nguor tu' tin
ciing (3 nguoi mét tu tin

thi si'la nguor noi dor

ciing (3 nguoi nghe ndi doi

thi s la nguor nghiéng minh cho nga
ciing la nguor tuminh ding lén
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thi 5713 nguii cd gang b4 di
ciing 3 nguoi khéng thé roi budc "

Who is a Poet

Tadeusz Rosewicz

(translated from the Polish by Magnus Krynski and Robert
Maguire)

a poet is one who writes verses
and one who does not write verses
a poet is one who throws off fetters
and one who puts fetters on himself
a poet is one who beljeves

and one who cannot bring himself to believe
a poet is one who has told lies

and one who has been told lies

one who has been inclined to fall
and one who raises himself

a poet is one who tries to leave

and one who cannot leave

Hai: Con ong, nghi thé nao khi lam thi si?
.S Jaroslav Vrchlicky:

" B tur l3u sur song day toi

nhac va tho

(3 nhiing gi dep nhét trén doi
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ma ta duot trao tang.

0¥ nhién, ngoai trur tinh yéu,

Trong sach gido khoa ci

Xuét ban bdi Imperial Printing House
ném Virchlicky qua doi

76/ tim phan thi phap

va tho tiéu biéu .

R téi cam canh héng vao binh hoa
thap ngon nén
roi khot dau viét cau tho dau tién.

Bung chdy, chi béc s,
vut lén cao,

cho dén ngan tay cam but ciing bong!

Mot an du kinh ngac mang gia tri cao hon
chiéc nhan trén ngon tay.

Nhung ngay ca tr dién Puchmajers Rhyming
tdi ciing khong su’ dung.

VB ich, toi tom bt y tir

va nham mat soi suc
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l3ng nghe ma luc tir dong tho déu tién.
Nhung trong bong 6, thay vi chit nghia,
T6i thdy nguor phu ni cudi

va toc bay trong gi.

B0 (3 56 ménh cda toi.
Luén luén 3o dao vé phia dan ba,
hut hot suét ca dor. "

7o Be a Poet
Jaroslav Virchicky

Life taught me long time

that music and poetry

are the most beautiful things on earth
that life can give us.

Except for love, of course.

In an old textbook

published by the Imperial Printing House
in the year Vrchlicky death

1 looked up the section on poetics
and poetic ornament.

Then | placed a rose in a tumbler

it a candle

and started to write my first verses.
Flare up, flame of words,

and soar,

even if my fingers get burned!

and startling metaphor is worth more
than a ring on ones finger.

But not even Puchmajers Rhyming Dictionary
was any used to me.

In vain | snatched for ideas

and fiercely closed my eyes

in order to hear that first magic line.
But in the dark instead of words,
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/ saw a woman smiles and

wind-blown hair.

That has been my destiny

And I've been staggering towards it breathlessly
all my life.

Hei: Co (& khap thé gidi, ngay ndo cling cé ngudi bt
dau [dm tho. LAm sao nhan ra mot thi si mdi, dung
nghia?

.S Linda Pastan:

“Tim mot thi si mdi

nhu tim béng hoa la hoang d&
trong ring rém Ban khéng thdy

tén loai hoa trong sach hoa,
khong ai tin lo7 ban ké
vé mau sic khdc thuting hodc dang

la moc diai lan réng thanh hang
xuéng tan cung trang gidy. Thue té

moi trang déu toa mui ruou do

tran lan va mui méc dai duong
trong ngay suong mu - mui cua su that

Vvé gid do

ChiF nghia vén d5 cii quen,
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muén cho mdi la, chif nghia
héu nhu ban phéi tu' ché mo mong

trong chiém bao co but chi,
but muc hoac gia mot cdy co,

dé udc ao nd mét béng hoa."

A New Poet
Linda Pastan

Finding a new poet

is like finding a new wildflower

out in the woods. You don't see

its name in the flower books, and
nobody you tell believes

in its odd color or the way

its leaves grow in splayed rows

down the whole length of the page. In fact
the very page smells of spilled

red wine and the mustiness of the sea
on a foggy day - the odor of truth

and of lying.

And the words are so familiar,

so strangely new, words

you almost wrote yourself, if only

in your dreams there had been a pencil
or a pen or even a paintbrush,

if only there had been a flower.

Hai: C6 rat nhiéu ngudi tré dang budc vao con duding
sang tac, 6ng co Loi khuyén nao cho ho khong?

.S Al Young:
”hﬁyséhg van ve (%)
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nhung dang ngup lan qud ldu
Bung trd thanh chudt chii
hodc giun tran

hosc ré cdy

hodc s6i da

Hay budc ra anh sang mét troi
Hit thd nhu cdy

Cham tran vdi nui

B5m ludn vdi ran

& trd thanh chim déu dan

Bimg quén hat mét ngéng lén
& chdp mét

Tram tu

Chu du

Boi nguot dong nudc

Bung quén phai bay "

(*) Van: Nghia van veé |a lam cho dep thém lén. Thudc
chir Van Chuang.
Y&

For Poets
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Al Young

Stay beautiful (1)

but don't stay down underground too long
Dont turn into a mole

oraworm

or a root

or a stone

Come on out into the sunlight
Breathe in trees

Knock out mountains

Commune with snakes

& be the very hero of birds

Don't forget to poke your head up
& blink

Think

Walk all around

Swim uypstream

Dont forget to fly

Hai: Con ong, nén khuyén ra sao?

.S Ron Koerte:

" Bihg ngdi nghiém chinh trudc ban viét, Hay rof
nha hay chung cu: Ra ngoai doi séng.

Mang theo s6 ghi chép, cling duot, tét nhat
nén ré tién, bén trong gidy mau tra ci

bia trude cd hinh méo con hodc phi thuyén.

Trénh nhiing noi ¢é nhiéu hon
ba nguti méc éo cé lo. Bé phong
nhiig nha gé trong bl tuyét cd déu chan nai

béng ngang sén quan vot phd vai
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Bimg ngac nhién, thu vién (3 noi dé viét lach.
Ché tét nhét trong thu vién & canh 161 &
c0 tré con chumg mét hay hai tudi dua gién

trong khi ba me xem qua hang ngu nguor chét

Bifa bé thuong kéo nhiing sach xép hang dudi cing.
Tua sach, tén tac gia, hinh sdu Sac trén bao bis,

déu khéng cd y nghia.

Sach dé chong sach den,

sdch xam, chdng sach néu,

dua bé xay sdch lén cao.

Cang cao chuhg nao, no cang cuot toe toet.

Ban muén hdi [ khuyén, hay nghe diéu ndy: Khi nha
lau

Sup dé, cur gidng nhur dia bé. Cuor that to, moi nguoi
trén céi doi cau may, ra déu: "Xuyt."

Réi bt déu tré lai”

Do You Have Any Advice For Those of Us Just
Starting Out?
Ron Koertge

Give up sitting dutifully at your desk. Leave

your house or apartment. Go out into the world.
It's all right to carry a notebook but a cheap
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one is best, with pages the color of weak tea

and on the front a kitten or a space ship.

Avoid any enclosed space where more than

three people are wearing turtlenecks. Beware

any snow-covered chalet with deer tracks

across the muffled tennis courts.

Not surprisingly, libraries are a good place to write.
And the perfect place in a library is near an ailse
where a child a year or two is playing as his
mother browses the ranks of the dead.

Often he will pull books from bottom shelf.

The title, the author’'s name, the brooding photo

on the flap means nothing. Red book on black, gray
book on brown, he builds a tower. And the higher
it gets, the wider he grins.

You who asked for advices, listen: When the tower
falls, be like that child. Laugh so loud everybody
inthe world frowns and says, " Shhhh.”

Then start again.

Hai: Vi vai tro chd bit nhiéu kinh nghiém, 6ng c6 tI)é
chia xé vdi nhiing ngudi mdi viét vé nhimg khiém
khuyeét trong bai tho khong?

.S, Jerry Martien:

" C6 bai tho' cén

tu cuu chia.

Tho qud cii

Chit nghia chét khé,

Tirldu

dd ngung su dung.

Ban tu hao

gitrno

d bi phé bo
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bai chinh

su'tan tich va bat lue cda nd,

Nhiing chir o dgy
chét ngan ném ci

Chung hap doan

vdi nhiing sinh vét khac
noi nang

vdi gio

xay ra bén trong

l3 cdy.

Nhiing chi nay
khi ndi dén

(3 mét rimg cé hu.

Vai chi

ho dung

khdng con sinh ton.
Chén ly. Tinh yéu.

Long trc 3n nhén sinh.
E -

goi tong dai
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Hbt ching d6 vao xudng may.

Roi ndi--

Phai chang déy la mét chut
khon ngoan cua nhan loai
gita chif nghia nay?

Va dudi kia phai chang

con chudt dio 16 chén

y nghia

vao xac ria va hoa trang moi
mot van hoa xa xua

nén biét ndi, Bu roi--

dimg (3y nhing gi

ban khéng hé sang tao

va khéng thé tra lai.

Méu dé'd ddy.

Con cu dang an con chudt.
C3 sut séng & déy.

Nhiing chid nay

nup trong cdy lén nia.

Nhiing gi xdy ra
cho chir nghia
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X3y ra cho rung céy.

Nhiing gi xdy ra cho rang cdy
xay ra

cho chung ta.

Lé ra chung ta nén chat bo

déi trd thay vi dén cdy ring.”

Salvage This
Jerry Martien

This poem needs to be
saved from itself.

It is way over the hill.
Words on dead wood.
Long ago it

ceased to be profitable.
You would be

keeping it

from being taken

by its own

dark and useless powers.
There are words in here
over a thousand years old,
They have conspired
with other creatures
and been spoken

with air

that has been inside

the leaves of trees.
These words

when spoken

are an ancient forest.
Some of the words

they say
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are no longer productive.
Truth. Love.

Compassion for all beings.
Hey--

call the operators.

Haul them away to the mill.
But say--

isn't that a trace of

human wisdom

in among those words?
And down there isn’t that a
vole digging for buried
meaning in the

decay and duff of a

culture that long ago

knew how to say, Enough--
don't be taking

what you haven't created
and can't pay back.

There is blood here.

An owl is eating the vole.
There is life here.

These words are

inside the trees again.
What happens

to our words

happens to the forest.
What happens to the forest
happens

tous

We should be cutting

lies instead of trees.

Hai: Bén Lé thi ca ludn ludn cé nhiéu chuyén thd vi.
Nhitng ngu®i lién hé vdi tho luon Lludn cé nhieu chuyén
la ky. Co thé nao ké cho ching t6i nghe?

1.5 Mark Strand:
" 1. NEu cd nguoi am tuohg vé tho

ngudi do sé gap nhiéu phién muén.
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2 Néu cd nguior séng vdi mét bai tho
nguoT dé sé chét cé don.

3 Néu cd nguei séng vdi hai bai tho
nguoi do sé phan boi mot bai.

4. Néu cd nguor thai nghén mét bai tho
nguor do sé co it han mét disa con.

5. Néu cd nguor thai nghén hai bai tho
nguor do sé co it hon hai dua.

6. Néu cd nguei déi vuoing mién khi sang tac
nguoi do sé bi [t tay.

7. Néu c6 nguoi khéng déi vuong mién khi sang tac
nguor dé khdng doi gat ai ngoai trur chinh ban than.
8 Néu cd nguids but tute vi bai tho

nguor do dang bi nguoi khac khinh bi,

9. Néu mét nguei vén tiép tuc buc tue vi bai tho
nguor do dang bi dan ba khinh miét.

10. Néu cd nguor cong khai phan déi thi ca
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gidy cua nguei do déng chia déy nudc tiéu

1. Néu c6 ngudi roi b thi ca vi quyén luc
nguor dé sé duoe quyén lue that lon.

12 Néu cd nguior khoac ldc vé tho cda minh
ngudi do sé duot ngubng mé bdi dam ngu xuan.

13 Néu cd nguior khoac dc vé tho minh va thich thu
ngu muoi

nguor dé dimg bao gic' viét nira.
14, Néu cd nguoi thém mudn duoc chu y vi bai tho' cua

minh
nQuoT dé nhu ké ngéc nghéch dudi anh trang.

15. Néu cd nguor [3m tho' va khen ngoi tho nguei khac
nguoi do dang duoe co tinh nhan tuyét dep.

16. Néu cd nguior [3m tho' va khen ngor thai qua tho
nguoi ban

ngudi do nén xua duéi tinh nhan di xa.

17. Néu cd nguei nhén tho nguei khac lam cda minh
traf tim nguoi do sé ldn gép dbi.
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18. Néu cd nguoi dé tho minh tro' trui
nguor dé sé so hdi sur chét.

19. Néu cd nguei so' héi sur chét
nguei do ding duoc cuiu vt boi tho cia han.

20, Néu c6 ngui khéng so chét
nguei do cd thé duoc hodc khdng duoe tho i vot:

21. Néu c6 ngur [3m xong bai tho

nguii dé sé chién dsu trong ndi trong réng via tinh
thuc dam mé

va duoc hén b trang gidy trang.”

The New Poetry Handbook

Mark Strand

I- If a man understands a poem,

he shall have troubles.

2- If a man lives with a poem,

he shall die lonely.

3- If a man lives with two poems,

he shall be unfaithful to one.

4- If a man conceives of a poem,

he shall have one less child.

5- If a man conceives of two poems,

he shall have two children less.

6- If a man wears a crown on his head as he writes,
he shall be found out.

7- If a man wears no crown on his head as he writes,
he shall deceive no one but himself.
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8- If a man gets angry at a poem

he shall be scorned by men.

9- If a man continues to be angry at a poem,

he shall be scorned by women.

10- If a man publicly denounces poetry,

his shoes will fill with urine.

11- If a man gives up poetry for power,

he shall have lots of power.

12- If a man brags about his poems

he shall be loved by fools.

13- If a man brags about his poems and loves fools,
he shall write no more.

14- If a man craves attention because of his poems,
he shall be like a jackass in moonlight.

15- If a man writes a poem and praises the poem of a fellow,
he shall have a beautiful mistress.

16- If a man writes a poem and praises the poem of a fellow
overly,

he shall drive his mistress away.

17- If a man claims the poem of another,

his heart shall double in size.

18- If a man lets his poems go naked,

he shall fear death.

19- If a man fears death,

he shall be saved by his poems.

20- If a man does not fear death,

e may or may not be saved by his poems.

2I- If a man finishes a poem,

he shall bathe in the blank wake of his passion
and be kissed by white paper.

Hoi: Trudc khi che“jm ddt chuang trinh phdng van, 6ng
co lai gi dé gui den doc gia?

I. 5 James Tate:

" Chao doc gia

T6i dang t6 mo c6 md quan tai quy vi
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bang canh tuyét nong bong.

Toi chiu mét ngd vi quy vi.
Con mua tuyét déng da trién mién rof

76/ nhin théy mu mo:

Néu meo nay thanh céng ta cd thé cha déi tay

vdi nhau, co thé

nhom ngon lua
bang gidy to cin cudc,
T6i khdng biét nhung tiép tuc (am tiép tuc [3m

mot nua oan ghét quy vi

mot nua bi mat trang an mon.”

Dear Reader
James Tate.

Dear Reader

1 am trying to pry open your casket

with this burning snowflake.

11l give yp my sleep for you.

This freezing sleet keeps coming down
and / can barely see.

If this trick works we can rub our hands
together, maybe

start a ljttle fire

with our idenification papers.

/ don't know but | keep working, working

314



half hating you,
half eaten by the moon.

T. S Nikki Giovanni tiép Lo

"Quy Vi c6 bao gicr bi bat coc

bai thi si’

néu toi 13 thi si

6 bat coc quy vi

nhét vao cdu cd va nhip diéu

dua quy vi dén vdi bai bién

hosc cd thé dén dio Coney (¥

hoac cd thé chi' vé nha téi

viét lo7 tho nhdp quy vi vao hoa Tir Binh Huong
nghién tan vao con mua

pha trén vao bién cét

dé thém that phén toi cam nhan

t5u dan Lia cho quy vi nghe

doc tho tinh

(3m moi cach dé thuyét phuc

cudn quy vi vao dé Pen xanh

khoe vdi me

diing ré;, néu téi L3 thi s

6 bt coc quy vi."

(*) B5i bién nghi mét néi tiéng mé Bai Téy Duong vé
phia tdy nam cda Brooklyn, New York.
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Kidnap Poem
Nikki Giovanni

ever been kidnapped

by a poet

ifi were a poet

/'d kidnap you

put you in my phrases and meter
you to jones beach

or maybe coney island

or maybe just to my house

lyric you in lilacs

dash you in the rain

blend into the beach

to complement my see

play the lyre for you

ode you with my love song
anything to win you

wrap you in the red Black green
show you off to mama

yeah if i were a poet i'd kid

nap you

Héi: Cau h{)i cudi cling, néu tdi cling muén lam tho,
phai bat dau tu dau?

.S, Charles Bukowski:

" néu tho khdng tir trong né ra

madc ké moi chuyén khac,

dung lam tho

ngoai trir tho dén, khong duoc mor
bdi trdi tim, tri tué, miéng mom

va gan ruét cua ban,
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dung lam tho:

néu phdi ngéi hang gior

cham cham nhin man anh vi tinh
hodc cong lung

trén may danh chiy

truy lung lof [€

dung lam tha

néu ban sang tac vi muén chinh phuc

phu nit lén giuong,
dung lam tho!

néu ban phai ngéi mét chd
viét dii sia lai nhiéu l3n,
dung lam tho "

you want to be a writer?
Charles Bukowski

if it doesn’t come bursting out of you
In spite of everything,

don't do it

unless it comes unasked out of your
heart and your mind and your mouth
and your gut,

don't do it

if you have to sit for hours

staring at your computer screen
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or hunched over your
typewriter

searching for words,

don't do it

if you're doing it for money or
fame,

don't do it

if you're doing it because you want
women in your bed,

don't do it

if you have to sit there and
rewrite it again and again,
don't do it

L&i Két clia ngudi thuc hién:

Nhimg ngudi lam tho giau cd, chét, dé lai nhiéu tién,
van chuang khong nhd tén.

Nhiing ngudi lam tha c6 vg dep, chét, dé vo cho ngud
khac, van hoc khong ghi tudi.

Nhifng ngudi lam thd giao té rong, chét, ngan ngan
ngudi dua dam, sau d6 md bia khuat cd xanh.

Nhimg ngudi lam thd sg nguai khac lam hay han, chét,
thg d@é danh cing gio.

Cop chét dé da dep; thi si chét khong dé hoa nhua.

Thu vién thé gidi rong Ldn, trong trai. Long vin chudng
thé gidi bao la. Tri van hoc toan cau khdng gidi han.
Thiéu gi cho gilr tha, can gi phai tha thuat chen lan?

Thé nao La bai thg bét hi?
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Khéng biét chiéu cao thap Effeil, lam sao xay thap cao
hon?

Khéng biét ré bam bao sau, lam sao biét cay ndo dimg
virng trong bao to?

Lam sao sang tac tha doc dao?
Khéng hoc gia chanh, lam sao nau com ngon?
Khong tap danh banh, lam sao tranh giai vo dich?

Nhithg ngudi lam tho chuyén nganh quang cao, chi
canh tranh ban tho du khong ban bang tién.

Van hoc nhom cha; van chuong giam gia; mua mot tang
mot.

Thai L& md, béng tdi bao trim, phd chd thip dén bio.

Pha| chang da den Lc di h0| binh minh chiing nao den?
R xuong song tdm ba lan, trudc khi 1én bg, lam (&
phuc sinh thi ca.
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