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Thô cuûa tôi  /  My Poetry   (1970) 

Thô cuûa toâi khoâng phaûi laø thô 

Maø laø tieáng cuoäc ñôøi nöùc nôû 

Tieáng cöûa nhaø giam ngoøm ñen kheùp môû 

Tieáng khoø kheø hai laù phoåi hoang sô  

Tieáng ñaát vuøi ñoå xuoáng laáp nieàm mô 

Tieáng khai quaät cuoác ñaøo noãi nhôù 

Tieáng răng laïnh ñaäp vaøo nhau khoå sôû 

Tieáng daï daøy ñoùi laû boùp baâng quô 

Tieáng tim buoàn thoi thoùp ñaäp bô vô 

Tieáng baát löïc tröôùc muoân ngaøn suïp lôû 

Toaøn tieáng cuûa cuoäc ñôøi soáng dôû 

Vaø cheát thôøi cuõng dôû, phaûi ñaâu thô! 

My poetry’s not mere poetry, no  

  it’s the sound of sobbing from a life 

  the din of doors in a dark jail 

  the wheeze of two poor wasted lungs 

  the thud of earth tossed down to bury dreams 

  the clank of hoes that dig up memories 

  the clash of teeth chattering in the cold 

  the cry of hunger from a stomach wrenching wild 

  the throb-throb of a heart that grieves, forlorn 

  the helpless voice before so many wrecks. 

  All sounds of life half-lived 

  of death half-died.  No poetry, no. 

English translation by Huyønh Sanh Thoâng, in Hoa Ñòa Nguïc / Flowers from Hell;  
a bilingual edition of poems.  Lac Vieät Series No. 1  (Yale University Council on 
Southeast Asia Studies, 1985 pp. 62-63).   


