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Tho cda téi / My Poetry (1970)

Tha cla téi khong phai la tho

Ma la ti€éng cudc ddi ntic nd

Ti€ng clia nha giam ngom den khép mé

Tiéng kho khé hai la phdi hoang so

Tiéng d&t vui d6 xudng l&p niém mao

Tiéng khai quat cudc dao ndi nhé

Tiéng rang lanh dap vao nhau khé s&

Tiéng da day déi la bop bang qua

Ti€éng tim budn thoi thép dap ba vo

Tiéng bat luc trudc mudn ngan sup 16

Toan tiéng clia cudc dGi song dd

Va chét thgi cling d&, phai dau tha!
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 Huynh Sanh Théng, in Hoa Dja Nguc / Flowers from Hell;
a bilingual edition of poems. Lac Viét Series No. 1 (Yale University Council on
Southeast Asia Studies, 1985 pp. 62-63).



