Trich trong tap tho Nhitng Vin Tho Xuwa
ciia Nghiém Hong Nhdt - bt hiéu Hong Nht

Chiéu Pai L

Cho nhitng nguoi linh do trang kiéu hiing

Chiéu!

Giira long dai lo

Nhitng ta do xanh do tim vang

Thuot tha

Nhitng mai toc quan quan

Nhitng ddng di uyén chuyén

Nhitng tiéng cwoi vang déi gitka khong gian

Giita nhitng chang trai thac loan

Nhitng nang thiéu niv dwong xudn

Mot quan nhan

Pém bude giita long dai 16!

-Vé ddu anh 0i?

H&i nguoi trai bién ca

Hién ngang!

Anh khodc trén minh bo qudn phuc trdng
nguyén trinh

Nhue tam hon nguwoi em gdi nho

Tho ngay!

Gio hay hay

Piia mdi téc bong bénh thom mii ning

Von lan da tam séng nwée dai diwong

Anh oi trén van néo dwong

Nhitng mau do trding goi thiwong nhé nhiéu

Anh oi!

C6 nhitng chang trai do trang

Di giita long dai lo

Mot chiéu nhat ncfng

Mim cuoi!

Ai biét dén nhitng chang trai anh diing

Ba hy sinh cho Té Quéc Qué Huong

Mot niém thicong!

Anh oi trén van néo dwong

Bao ta ao tim con vivong bong nguoi!

Hong Nht (1965)

Translator:
Writer & Poet Tran Viét Hai

Evening on the boulevard

For those who are the proud white-
uniformed soldiers

Evening!

In the middle of the boulevard

The green, red, purple, and yellow dresses
Flowing

The curly hair

The graceful gait

The laughter echoes in the air

Amidst the debauched young men

The young girls

A soldier

Counting steps in the middle of the boulevard!
-Where are you going, my dear?

Oh, my dear sea-dweller

Proud!

You wear a pure white uniform

Like the soul of a little sister

Innocent!

The gentle breeze

Plays with your wavy hair, fragrant with the sun
Plays with your skin bathing in the ocean waves
Oh, my dear, on thousands of roads

The white shirts evoke many memories

Oh, my dear!

There are young men in white

Walking in the middle of the boulevard

A pale afternoon

Smiling!

Who knows about the brave young men

Who sacrificed for the Fatherland

A love!

Oh, my dear, on thousands of roads

So many purple dresses still have their shadow!

Hong Nhdt (1965)



Xday Doi Tu Do

Con mét chiéu nay7

Khéng, ngay néi tiép ngay

Bao nhiéu chang trai thoi loan

Dep tinh riéng gop sirc ddu tranh
Nguoi noi lam chi

Cung dan 16i nhip

Nét-tin-yéu phai tan

Duw am vong mai bo quan ai

Niém tin tran ngdp cd qué hwong
Ngueoi da lén dwong mai kiém thép

Thi déng tdt ca cho non séng

Hay c6 lam cho tron nhiém vu

Pirng nhdc lam chi chuyén md hong
Ngueoi thdy ching

Qué hwong mo cat bui?

Oi lao ti! Oi mdu dé thit roi!

Odn hon réo goi khdp noi

Bao hon tir st muén doi chuwa tan

Hon tir s7 chiea tan

Khi phirong Bdc con diéu tan

Nguoi oi mdu do chiéu hoang

Nguoi oi Bén Hadi con mang hédn thil
Téi tiéc khong la trang tudn kiét

Pé lén dwong cho théa nhitng wéc mo
Pé lén dwong phd hét nhitng lao ti

Oi, méng wéc chi con la hu do!

Du khong guwom sung trén tay

Nhuw nhitng chang trai tré

Khong dam mé trong séng nhac duyén tinh
Trude ban tho Té Quoc nguyen hy Smh
Ganh trach nhiém tren vai vé cudc song
Ngueoi oi bién troi néi song

Tirng dodn trai mdc do chién hoa
Pang di vdo cudc song

Trong khuc hung ca

Héi Hon Thiéng ddt nuée oi

Bao nguoi chung site XAY POI TU DO.

Hoéng Nhdt (1968)

Translator: Writer & Poet Tran Viét Hai

Building a Free Life

Is there still an afternoon?

No, day after day

How many young men in the war time

Putting aside personal feelings to contribute to the fight
What do you say?

The zither is out of tune

The trace of love and trust fades away

The echoes forever echo on the border

Faith fills the entire homeland

You have then set out to sharpen your steel sword
Later you dedicate everything to the country

Try to fulfill your duty

Please don't mention the rosy cheeks

Do you see

The homeland is covered in dust and sand?

Oh prison! Oh blood and flesh are shed!

Resentment calls everywhere

So many souls of the dead have not yet dissipated
Souls of the dead have not yet dissipated

When the North is still devastated

Oh my people, blood is shed in the deserted afternoon
Oh my people, Ben Hai still carries hatred

I regret not being a hero

To set out to fulfill my dreams

To set out to destroy all prisons

Oh, dreams are only illusions!

Even without swords and guns in hand

Like young men

Not passionate in the waves of love music

Before the altar of the Fatherland, willing to sacrifice
Bearing responsibility on their shoulders for life

Oh my people, the sea and sky are in turmoil

Groups of young men are in the camouflage uniforms
Entering life

In the heroic song

Oh my sacred soul of the country

So many people join hands to BUILD A LIFE OF
FREEDOM

Hoéng Nhdt (1968)



