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The Song of a Soldier's Wife
-translated by Huynh Sanh Thong

When all through earth and heaven dust storms rise,
how hard and rough, the road a woman walks!

O those who rule in yonder blue above,

who is the cause and maker of this woe?

In our Great Walls' drums beat and moonlight throbs.

On Mount Kan-ch’uan fires burn and clouds glow red.

The Emperor, leaning on his precious sword,
at midnight calls for war and sets the day.

The realm has known three hundred years of peace --
now soldiers don their battle dress once more.

At daybreak, heralds speed them through the mists --
the law outweighs what they may feel inside.

Full armed with bows and arrows, they fare forth,

from wives and children wrenching their numb hearts.

As banners wave and drums resound far off,
grief spreads from chamber door to mountain pass.

Born to a race of heroes, you, my love,

discard your brush and ink for tools of war.
You vow to capture citadels for the throne --
your sword will spare no foe of Heaven's sway.

A man will win a horse skin for his shroud;

his life he’ll drop in battle like goose down.

In war attire, you leave and cross the Wei,
cracking your whip while roars the autumn wind.

Beneath the bridge the brook flows crystal-clear.
Along the nearby path thrives grass, still young.
I see you off and sorrow -- Oh, to be

your horse on land, your vessel on the stream!

The water flows, yet grief won’t wash away.

The grass smells sweet, yet hearts won’t feel assuaged.

We say goodbye, then we hold hands again --
we try to part, keep halting at each step.

My heart pursues you like the moon on high,
Through space leaps your heart, bound for Thousand
Peaks.

The wine once drained, you wave the Lung-ch’uan
sword

and thrust it toward the lair of those wild beasts.

1. Thud troi dat ndi con giod bui,
Khach ma hong nhiéu ndi truan chuyén.
Xanh kia tham tham tang trén,
Vi ai gdy dung cho nén ndi nay ?

5. Tréng Truong Thanh lung lay bong nguyét,
Khoi Cam Tuyén md mit thirc may.
Chin 14n guom bau chdng tay,
Nira dém truyén hich dinh ngay xuét chinh.

Nudc thanh binh ba tram nam ci,
10. Ao nhung trao quan vii tir day.
St troi sém giuc duong may,
Phép cong 1a trong, niém tay sa nao.

Puong giong rudi lung deo cung tién,
Budi tién dwa 1ong ban thé noa.
15. Bong co tiéng tréng xa xa,
Sau 1én ngon ai, oan ra cira phong.

Chang tudi tré von dong hao kiét,
Xép but nghién theo viéc dao cung.
Thanh lién mong hién bé rong,
20. Thudc guom da quyét ching dung gidc troi.

Chi lam trai ddm nghin da ngya,
Gieo Thai Son nhe nira hdng mao.
Gia nha deo brc chién bao,

Thét roi cAu Vi, ao ao gioé thu.

25. Ngoai dau cau nudc trong nhu loc,
Pudng bén ciu c¢6 moc con non.
Pua chang long dang dic budn,
Bo khén bang ngya, thily khon bang thuyén.

Nuéc ¢6 chay ma phién chang ri,
30. C6 ¢6 thom ma da chang khuay.

Din r6i dan lai cAm tay,

Budc di mét bude day day lai dung.

Long thiép tira bong tring theo ddi,
Da chang xa tim ¢6i Thién Son.”
35. Mtia guom tién rugu chua tan,
Chi ngang ngon giao vao ngan hang beo.
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You'll tread in Chieh-tzu’s steps and seize Lou-lan.
You’ll reach Man-hsi, discussing old Fu-po.

Your coat is red like sunglow from the clouds;
your horse is white as if all cloaked in snow.

A jumbled din of drums and horses' bells --

we huddle face to face then have to part.

Here at this bridge we’ll go our separate ways --
forlorn beside the road, I watch flags fly.

Carts® form the van, approaching Willow Camp.
Horsemen bring up the rear at Poplar Field.

In haste, the troops escort you on your way --
do willows and poplars know I ache inside?

Flutes pipe and send faint echoes from afar.
Flags file and stir vague shadows to and fro.
Your tracks pursue the trail of clouds on clouds --
I watch the mountain chain and mourn our home.

Your way leads you to lands of rain and wind --
mine takes me back to our old room, our bed.
We turn and look, but all has come between --
green mountains and blue clouds roll on and on.

You in Han-yang still turn your head and gaze.
Here at Hsiao-hsiang I still stare after you.

Between, the Hsiao-hsiang mists shut off Han-yang.

Between, the Han-yang trees shut off Hsiao-hsiang.

We look to find each other but cannot --

we only see those green mulberry groves.
Mulberry groves all share one shade of green --

of your own grief and mine, which hurts the more?

Since you left for the realm of wind and sand,
where are you resting on this moonlit night?
Of old and now, such as all battle grounds,
those endless wastes the elements assault..

Men's faces shrivel under raw wind blasts,
and horses' knees will buckle fording streams.
For pillows all hug saddles or clasp drums--
they lie asleep on white sand or green moss.

Today Han troops pitch camp inside Pai-teng,
tomorrow Huns will watch from their Blue Sea.
A scene of streams and mountains, near and far --
they roll on and break off, they rise and fall.

San Lau Lan, réng theo Gi6i T,
Té1 Man Khé, ban sy Phuc Ba.
Ao chang d6 tua rang’ pha,
40. Nguwa chang sic tring nhu 1a tuyét in.

Tiéng nhac ngua lan chen tiéng trong,
Giap mat roi phut bong chia tay

Ha luong chia ré€ duong nay,

Bén duong, trong bong co bay ngui ngui.

45. Quan trudc di gan ngoai doanh Lidu,
Ky sau con khuét néo Trang Duong.
Quan dua chang rudi 1én duong,
Liéu duong biét thiép doan truong nay ching ?

Tiéng dich théi nghe chimg ddng vong,
50. Hang co bay trong bong phét pho.

Déu chang theo 16p mdy dua,

Thiép nhin ring niii ngan ngo ndi nha.

Chang thi di c6i xa mua gio,
Thiép thi vé budng cii gbi chin.
55. Poai trong theo da cach ngan,
Tu6n mau may biéc, trai ngan nai xanh.

Chén Ham Duong chang con ngoanh lai,
Bén Tiéu Tuong thiép hiy trong sang.
Khoéi Tiéu Tuong cach Ham Duong,
60. Cay Ham Duong cach Tiéu Tuong may tring.

Cung tréng lai ma cung chang thiy,
Thiy xanh xanh nhimg may ngan dau.
Ngan dau xanh ngit mot mau,

Long chang y thiép ai siu hon ai ?

65. Chang tur di vao noi gio cat,
Pém trang nay nghi mat phuong nao ?
Xua nay chién dia duong bao,
Noi khong mudn dam xiét bao dii dau.

Hoi gi6 lanh, nguoi rau mat dan,

70. Dong nudce sau, ngya nan chan bon.
Om yén gbi trong da chon,
Nam viing cét trang, nga con réu xanh.

Nay Han xu6ng Bach Thanh déng lai,
Mai Ho vao Thanh Hai dom qua.

75. Hinh khe, thé nui gén xa,
Dut thoi lai ndi, thap da lai cao.
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From mountain peaks, dew falls, like rain at dusk,
And down in streams the fords still lie waist-deep.
Pity those who've long worn their coats of mail --
their homesick faces bear a world of gloom.

Inside brocaded curtains, does He know?

A soldier’s portrait who could paint for Him?

I think of you who’ve wandered all these years,
from the Vast Desert to the Lonesome Pass.

You've braved the wilds where snakes and tigers lurk;
you've shivered, dwelling with chill dew and wind.

I climb up high and watch the pall of clouds --

whose heart can stay unstirred by longing pangs?

You left and traveled toward the far Southeast --
who knows where you are fighting at this hour?
All those who for so long have gone to war

have learned to treat their lives like leaves of grass.

With valiant spirit they’ll pay off great debts --

how many, courting peril, will die old?

The moon shines, dangling over hushed Mount Ch’i.
Wind blows on lonesome tombs along the Fei.

Winds howl and howl at ghosts of those war's killed --
on soldiers' faces shines the stalking moon.

O men, alive or dead, has anyone

portrayed your faces or invoked your souls?

The brand of war has marked old streams and hills --
a traveler, passing by, feels sore of heart.

A man must spend his prime on battlegrounds:

his hair all streaked with frost, Pan Ch'ao came home.

I think of you as you bear pains and hurts --

armed with a sword, a saddle, you rush past

the windswept shores, the moonlit woods, as arrows
whiz

past horses’ heads and spears attack the walls.

A hundred dangers strew the path of fame --

you toil and struggle, never taking rest.

To whom can you confide what moves your heart?
I'm here at home, you're there at heaven's edge.

Inside this door, I live my fated life --

but were you born to roam at heaven's edge?
We hoped to join like fish and water once:
instead, we're split apart -- a stream, a cloud.

Suong dau nui budi chiéu nhu gidi,
Nudc long khe néo 161 con sau.
Xot ngudi 4o giap bay lau,

80. Long qué qua d6 mat sau chang khuay.

Trén truéng gam thau hay chiang nhg,
Trang chinh phu ai v& cho nén ?

Tudng chang giong rubi may nién,
Chang noi Han Hai thi mién Tiéu Quan.

85. Pa tric tré doi ngan xa hd,
Lai lanh ling nhitng chd swong phong.
Lén cao trong thirc may 1ong,
Long nao la chang dong long bi thuong !

Chang tr sang BPong Nam khoi néo,
90. Biét nay chang tién thao noi dau ?

Nhitng nguoi chinh chién bay lau,

Nhe xem tinh ménh nhu mau cé cay.

Ntre hoi 4m, on day tur trudc,

Trai chén ngheo, tudi dugc bao nhiéu ?
95. Non Ky quanh qué trang treo,

Bén Phi gi6 théi hiu hiu may go.

Hon tir s gid 0 i thoi,
Mt chinh phu trang doi doi soi.
Chinh phu tir si may nguoi,

100. Nao ai mac mat, nao ai goi hén.

Dau binh Itra, nuéc non nhu ci,

Keé hanh nhén qua d6 chanh thuong.
Phén trai gia rudi chién truong,

Chang Siéu toc dd diém suong méi vé.

105. Tuéng chang trai nhiéu bé ning no,
Ba thuéc guom, mot cd nhung yén.
Xong pha gi6 bai trang ngan,

Tén reo dau ngya, gido lan mat thanh.

Hoi cong danh tram duong nhuc nha,
110. Nhitng nhoc nhan nao di nghi ngoi.
N&i 1ong biét ngo cung ai,
Thiép trong canh cira, chang ngoai chan may.

Trong cira ndy di danh phan thiép,

Ngoai may kia ha kiép chang vay ?
115. Nhimg mong c4 nudc vui vay,

Aingo doi nga nudc may cach voi.
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I never thought I'd be a soldier's wife,

you never aped rich playboys touring far.
why are those streams and hills dividing us
and causing us to sorrow day and night?

Endowed with grace and charm in youthful bloom,
we formed a couple bound by ties of love.

Who has the heart to break young lovers up

and build a mountain wall between the two?

No orioles yet on willows — you set out

and promised you’d come back when cuckoos sang.
Cuckoos have followed orioles grown old --

before the house some swallows chirp and peep.

Plum trees were wind-shy still when you went forth
and promised you’d come back as peaches bloomed.
Peach blossoms now have fled with their east wind —
Beside the river, roses fall to shreds.

You told me once you’d meet me in Lung-hsi --
from dawn I looked for you but saw no trace.

I choked back tears as leaves fell on my hair --
at noon the village woke to birds’ shrill cries.

You pledged to meet me by the Han-yang Bridge --
till nightfall I awaited you in vain.

I choked back tears as winds lashed at my gown --
the evening tide was surging on the shore.

I've sent you word but haven’t seen you back --
the poplar’s catkins, wilted, strew green moss.
Green moss in many patches spreads around --
I pace the courtyard, turmoil in my heart.

Your letters have come home, but you’re not home --
the sun sends tilted beams through my thin blinds.
The sun keeps shining through day after day --

why have you failed nine pledges out of ten?

Let's reckon -- ever since you went away,

the lotus leaves like coins have thrice peeped forth.
Pity those who must man such distant posts,

with shelter far from home, near Mount Huang-hua.

Who has no kin or family to love?

All long for, miss old parents or young wives.
Your mother's hair is covered now with frost --
Your son who’s still at suck needs tender care.

Thiép ching twong ra nguoi chinh phuy,
Chang ha tirng hoc lii vuong ton.
Cé sao cach tré nudc non,

120. Khién nguoi thoi sém thoi hém nhiing sau.

Tudng phong luu dwong chimg nién thiéu,
Sanh nhau cung dan diu chir duyén.

N& nao doi lua thiéu nién,

Quan son dé cach, han huyén sao danh.

125. Thud 1am hanh oanh chua mén liéu,
Hoi ngay vé, udc néo quyén ca.
Nay quyén da giuc, oanh gia,
Y nhi lai gay truée nha liu lo.

Thu¢ dang do, mai chua quen gid,
130. Hoi ngay v&, chi d6 dao bong.

Nay dao da quyén gié Dong,

Phu dung lai né bén séng bo so.

Hen cung ta: Liing TAy nti 4y,

S6m thuong trong, ndo thay hoi tim ?
135. Ngap ngumng, 1a ryng canh tram,

Hoang thon nghe tiéng ngo cim lao xao.

Hen cung ta Han Duong cau no,
Sém lai tim, nao c6 tiéu hao ?
Ngap ngimg gié thdi 14 bao,
140. Bai hdm tudn chay nudc trao ménh mong.

Tin thuong lai, nguoi khong thiy lai,
Gbc hoa tan da trai réu xanh.

Réu xanh may 16p chung quanh,

Lan di mot budce, trim tinh ngin ngo.

145. Thu thudng lai, ngudi khong thay lai,
Birc rém thua lan dai bong duong.
Béng duong miy budi xuyén ngang,
Loi sao muoi hen, chin thuong don sai.

Thir tinh lai dién khoi ngay 4y,
150. Tan sen nay da néy 1a ba.
X6t ngudi lan lira ai xa,
X6t ngudi nwong chén Hoang Hoa dam dai.

Tinh gia that nio ai chang co,

Kia tir than, khué phy nhé thuong.
155. Téc gia pho phéat mai swong,

Con tho mang sira, va duong bu tri.
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Your mother waits, heart-weary, at the door.
Your child in hunger cries for its chewed rice.
I feed your mother, serving as her son,

and like a father teach your child to read.

Alone, I feed the old and teach the young --

I bear all burdens, yearning for my man.

I long for you while stars will whirl away

as spring's passed by and winter's drawing near.

Let’s count those years of parting — three or four.

My heart has grown a thousand more snarled threads.

If only I could nestle by your side,
revealing all the bitterness I've felt!

This hairpin from the Han, your wedding gift,
and that Ch’in looking glass we two looked in --
by whom could I transmit both there to you

and let you know how much I'm missing you?

The ring my finger wears I’ve so admired,

the emerald comb I toyed with as a child --
by whom could I dispatch both there to you
as tender keepsakes from the one you love?

For many springs news traveled back and forth --
this spring's devoid of any sign from you.

In vain I’ve hoped for letters, seeing geese --

in vain I’ve made a quilt at the first frost.

The western thwarts the path of geese in flight.
Alas, out there you’re drenched by snow and rain.
You live with rain as screen, with snow as tent --
I think of you and feel your cold out there.

My message of brocade I seal, unseal.

I toss the coins and dread what they portend.

At dusk I stand beneath the eaves, forlorn --

the midnight moon lights pillowed hair, unkempt.

Have I a mind gone crazy, addled wits?
Dazed, I drift and wander in a void.

With shame I set my hairpin, don my skirt —
my raveled hair’s awry, my waistband’s loose.

In staggering steps I pace the lonesome porch.

I often raise and drop a diaphanous shade.
Outside the shade no magpie brings glad news --
inside, perhaps, the lamp knows how I feel.

Long 130 than budn khi tua cira,
Miéng hai nhi ch¢ bita mém com.
Ngot bui thiép da hiéu nam,
160. Khuyén con dén sach thiép 1am phu than.

Mot minh thiép cung than khoa tir,
N&i quan hoai ngang ngira biét bao !
Nhé chang trai may swong sao,

Xuan timg d6i méi, Péng nao con dur.

165. Ké nim da tu ba nam chin
Méi sdu traim nghin van ngdn ngang.
Udc gi gan giii tAc gang,
Gio niém cay dang dé chang to hay.

Thoa cung Han thud ngay xut gia,
170. Guong lau Tan dau da soi chung.

Cay ai ma gui tdi cung,

Ngo chang thau hét tim long twong tu.

Nhin deo tay moi khi ngdm nghia,
Ngoc cai dau thud bé vui choi.
175. Cay ai ma g t6i noi,
Dé chang tran trong dau ngudi twong than.

Trai méy xuan, tin di tin lai,
Té6i xuan ndy tin hay vang khong.
Théy nhan, luéng tuéng thu phong,
180. Nghe suong, luéng sim 4o bong sén sang.

Gi6 Tay ndi khong dudng hong tién,
X6t ¢di ngoai tuyét quyén mua sa.
Man mua truéng tuyét xong pha,
Nghi thém lanh I€o ké ra cdi ngoai.

185. Bé chir gam, phong théi lai ma,
Gieo boi tién tin ntra con ngd
Troi hom ding lang ngin ngo,
Trang khuya nuwong gdi bo s& gié mai.

Ha nhu ai, hon say bong 1an,

190. Bong tho tho than than hu khong.
Tram cai, luoc giét then thung,
Léch lan téc réi, 10ng vong lung eo.

Dao hién vang dam chiéu timg budc,
Ngbi rém thua ri thac doi phen.

195. Ngoai rém thudc ching mach tin,
Trong rém dudng da c6 dén biét ching?
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The lamp may know, but nothing can it do--
my heart must bear its anguish all alone.
Its sorrow finds no utterance in words --
pity the shadow by the lamp’s bright flame.

Cocks crow the night’s fifth watch as dewdrops fall.
Sophoras flutter, tossing shadows down.

An hour of waiting drags and seems a year--

my grief lies deep and sullen like the sea.

Incense [ burn — my soul, enraptured, roams.
The mirror I look in — my tears stream forth.
I try to pluck the lute, but I so dread

to break its strings or disarray its frets.

If with the easter I could send this heart,
I'd pay pure gold and send it to Mount Yen.

It grieves me that that Mount Yen cannot be reached --

in thought, I search for you through vast, vast skies.

The sky's too vast to search from end to end--

my yearning love for you will never cease.

As nature mourns, a human heart knows grief --
hoarfrost soaks trees, rain mutes grasshoppers’ cries.

Frost hammers willows, wearing them away.

Rain saws plane trees, destroying withered boughs.
On high, birds chill their wings amid dense mists.
Insects on walls lament -- bells toll far off.

A cricket’s chirps, with moonbeams, strew the yard.
Outside the porch, winds blast the plantain leaves.
A sudden gust bursts through — the curtain stirs.
The moon casts shades of flowers on the blind.

In floods of moonlight smooth as silk bask flowers --
the moon enfolds and sets aglow each flower.

A play of moon and flower, of flower and moon --
watching the moon, the flower, I ache within.

How can I tell of all the pain I feel?

A woman's skills [ have neglected since.

I've shunned the sewing needle, spurned the loom --
I've stopped embroidering orioles in pairs.

I loathe to paint my face, I hate to talk,

leaning against the window morn and eve.

Against the window, brooding, I just lean.

You're gone -- whom would my rouge and powder
please?

Dén c6 biét, vi bang ching biét,
Long thiép riéng bi thiét ma thoi.
Budn rau noéi ching nén 10i,
200. Hoa dén kia véi bong nguoi kha thuong!

Ga eo 6c gay suong nim trong,
Liéu phat pho ra bong bdn bén.
Khic gio dang dang nhu nién,
Méi sau dang dic nhu mién bé xa.

205. Huong guong ddt hon da moi miét,
Guong guong soi, 1¢ két chau chan.
Sét cAm guong gay ngodn dan,
Day uyén kinh dtrt, phim loan s¢ chung.

Long nay gui gio dong co tién,
210. Nghin vang xin gti dén non Yén.
Non Yén du chéing téi mién,
Nh¢ chang thim tham duong 1én bang troi.

Troi tham thdm xa voi khon thiu,
N&i nhé chang dau dau nao xong.
215. Canh budn nguoi thiét tha long,
Hinh cay suong duom, tiéng tring mua phun.

Suong nhu bua d&o mon gde liéu,
Mua duong cua xé héo canh ngo.
Giot suong phu bui chim gu,
220. Sau tuong kéu vang, chudng chiia nén khoi.

Vai tiéng dé nguyét lay trude e,

Mot hang tiéu gi6 thdc ngoai hién.

La man lay ngon gi6 xuyén,

Budng hoa theo bong nguyét 1én trude rém.

225. Hoa gidi nguyét, nguyét in mot tim,
Nguyét 10ng hoa, hoa tham timg bong.
Nguyét hoa, hoa nguyét trung trung,

Trudc hoa, dudi nguyét, trong 1ong xiét dau.

Pau xiét ké, mudn siu nghin nao,

230. Tir nit cong, phy xao déu ngudi.
Biéng cam kim, biéng dua thoi,
Oanh do6i then dét, buém doéi ngai thua.

Mit biéng to, miéng cang biéng noi,
S6m lai chiéu, doi doi nuong song.
235. Nuong song luong ngan ngo long,
Ving chang diém phan trang hong véi ai ?
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I groom myself no more -- grief fills my heart.

I grieve for you, who're wandering far from home.
I’'m like Ch’ang O who pines there in the moon,
the Weaver Maid who sobs by Heaven's stream?

Who’d make a pillow, heaping grief on grief?
Who’d cook a dinner boiling gloom with gloom?
I would allay my pain with flowers and wine,
but sorrow sours the wine and wilts the flowers.

I clap jade castanets — they give no sound.
I clasp the zither — frets fall from my hand.
I grieve for you whom duty sent away

to tread long trails with hunger in your bag.

The mocking cuckoo's song makes me shed tears.
The watchman's drumbeats tug at my heartstrings.

My lovely looks have changed, turned drawn and pale.

How bitter parting is! I know the taste.

I taste of bitterness and know my heart.

Who's given it to me, this bitter taste?

Because of you, tears flow in two long streams.
Because of you, I shiver all alone.

I'm not to join you there inside your tent --
my tears are not to wet your battle cap.
I can come near you only in a dream --
at night I prowl all riverbanks for you.

I look for you on the road of Yang Tower.

I find you at the harbor of the Hsiang.

When happy chance brings us together thus,

we share an hour of love, a spring night’s dream.

I curse my lot unequal to my dream,

each time I meet you there in Lung or Han.
How I regret each dream on waking up!
All love amounts to nothing, in a dream.

My heart cannot be torn away from you --

it ever follows you, each day, each hour.

It follows you, yet nowhere are you seen,
when on a height I peer for your cart's wheels.

Southward I look, but duckweeds hide the stream.
Grass jasper blue, mulberry leaves bright green.
Some village huts that totter in the wind.

Below a twilit cliff, a flock of storks.

Biéng trang diém, long nguoi sdu tui,
X6t ndi chang, ngoai cdi Giang Bing.
Khac gi 4 Chirc, chi Héng,

240. Bén Ngan sui sut, cung tring chbc mong.

Sau 6m ning ai chong lam gbi,
Mudn an no ai thoi lam com.

Ruou cing hoa rip ti dam,

Séau lam ruou lat, mudn lam hoa 6i.

245. G& sanh ngoc may hodi khong tiéng,
Om dan tranh may phim roi tay.
X6t ngudi hanh dich bay nay,

Dim dai thém moi hét day lai voi.

Chim quyén kéu 1am roi nudc mat,

250. Trong tiéu go [gd / khua] , nhu trit budng gan.
V5 vang ddi khac dung nhan,
Khué ly méi biét tin toan dudng nay.

Ném chua cay tim 1ong méi to,
Chua cay nay, ha c6 vi ai?

255. Vi chang 1¢ thiép nho doi,
Vi chang than thiép 1¢ loi mot bé.

Than thiép chang gan ké dudi truéng,
L& thiép nao chut vudng bén khan.
Vui con hon méng duoc gan,
260. bém dém thuong to1 Giang Téan tim nguoi.

Tim chang thué Duong Dai 16i ci,

Gap chang noi Tuong phd bén xua.
Sum vay méy luc tinh co,

Chéng qua trén gbi mot gid mong xudn.

265. Gian thiép than lai ching bang méng,
Puoc gan chang bén Liing, thanh Quan.
Khi mo nhiing tiéc khi tan,
Tinh trong gidc mdng, mudn van ciing khong!

Vui c6 mot tam 10ng chang dut,

270. Vén theo chang gid khic nao ngudi.
Long theo song chira thdy ngudi,
Lén cao may lc trong voi banh xe.

Trong bén Nam bai che mit nudc,

Co biéc um dau muét mau xanh.
275. Nha thén gi6 bui chung quanh,

Mot dan au 16 trude ghénh choi hom.

Institute of Vietnamese Studies -7 -



Northward I look — a knot of travelers’ inns.
Clouds, flush with trees, block out the soaring hills.
Wild rice grows scattered at the ramparts’ foot.
Rain sprinkles -- in a chamber sighs a flute.

On eastern hills I see but leaves and leaves.

A pheasant flaps its wings, plum branches dance.
Thick mists like billows surge above the woods --
a wind-blown bird, astray, gives piteous cries.

Westward the river turns and twists its course.
Geese sail on high, waves steer an angler's boat.
Reed swamps lie snugly tucked among the pines --
across the stream, some man is going home.

I look around, exploring earth and sky --

I often go upstairs, come down again.
Cloud rises after cloud to halt my gaze --
where is Jade Pass, the field of men at war?

How could I get the wand and shrink the earth,
and find that magic scarf and bridge far shores?
I'd turn to stone, but then I'd have no tears

to weep for you, awaiting you upstairs.

When I gaze back at willows, how I wish

I'd counseled you to spurn a noble's rank!

I wonder — while you’re traveling your long road,
does your heart also feel what my heart feels?

If only it would feel that way, your heart!

Then I’d not let my mind pursue wild thoughts.

My heart turns toward the sun just like the flower --
as your heart roams, I dread the sun will set.

The sun has spurned his flower and let her wilt.
The flower’s wilted, as the sun won’t shine.
Wilted, she drops her petals by the wall --

I've often watched them drop on dew-cold nights.

The garden's orchids have been plucked off --
now duckweeds near the bank are breathing scent.
Clad in my robe, I stroll before the house,

my languid gaze on heaven’s glorious vault.

The Silver River gleams and dims by fits.
The Strider will appear and disappear.

The clouds now glow quite bright, now turn quite pale.

The Dipper's handle shifts from east to west.

Trong duong Bic, doi chom quéan khach,
Rudm ra cdy xanh ngit ndi non.

Lua thanh thoi thop bén con,

280. Mua théi ngon dich véo von bén lau.

Non Déng thay 14 hdu chit dong,

Tri tap bay, mai ciing bé bai.

Khoéi mu nghi ngtt ngan khoi,

Con chim bat gio6 lac loai kéu thuong.

285. Liing Tay thay nudc duong udn khic,
Nhan bay khong, song giuc thuyén cau.
Ngan thung chen chic chom dau,

Céch ghénh thap thoang nguoi dau di vé.

Trong bon bé chan troi mat dat,

290. Lén xudng lau thim thot doi phen.
L6p may ngai mit trong nhin,
Biét ddu bo ¢di 1a mién Ngoc Quan?

Gay rat dat y khon hoc chudc,

Khin gieo cdu nao dugc thiy tién.
295. Long nay hoéa da ciing nén,

E khéng 1é ngoc ma 1én trong lau.

Luc ngoanh lai trong mau duong lidu,
Tha khuyén chang dimg chiu tu6e phong.
Chang hay mudn dam rudi giong,

300. Long chang ciing ¢c6 nhu 1ong thiép chang?

Long chang vi ciing bang nhu thé,
Long thiép dau dam nghi gan xa.
Huéng duong 10ng thiép duong hoa,
Long chang lan than e ta bong duong.

305. Bong duong dé hoa vang chang doai,
Hoa dé vang vi tai bong duong.
Hoa vang hoa ryng quanh tudng,
Trai xem hoa rung dém swong my lan.

Chdi lan nd trude san da hai,
310. Ngon tan ké bén bai dwa huong.
Sira xiém dao budc tién duodng,
Ngira trong xem vé thién chuong thin tho.

Bong Ngan Han khi mo khi té,

Do Khué Trién budi c6 budi khong.
315. Thirc may doi lic lat nong,

Ngbi sao Bic Pau théi Dong lai Poai.
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My looks and charms keep fading year by year,
and still my man keeps wandering far away.

We were a body and its shadow once --

now we stand worlds apart like Shen and Shang.

Your horse is galloping on cloud-wrapped trails --
my slippers shuffle on moss-covered paths.

Day after day the spring wind’s brought no news --
how many happy seasons we have missed!

They come to mind, those flowers of Yao and Wei,
wedding their gold and crimson on spring winds.
And lo, the Herdboy and his Weaver Maid

who cross the Stream beneath the autumn moon.

I mourn the wife inside an empty room
who lets her finest seasons go to waste.

The days and months like shuttles hurtle by,
and youth is springtide ebbing in a flash.

In spring I brood, in fall I seethe with rage --

I've known more grief of parting than shared joy.
Anger and grief entangle all their threads --

how can a reed, a willow stop spring’s flight?

There was Wen-chun, a beauty in the past:

afraid that age would gray her head, she grieved.
And there was P'an whose face shone like a flower:
as he feared frost would mar his hair, he wept.

I mourn my looks, a flower in full bloom,

and mourn fleet time, which slides and slips away.
I mourn a thankless fate, mourn blossom years --
a fresh young maiden turns a matron soon.

Upon this moonlit tower I see your face.

Inside that flower-decked room scents waft about.
On Heaven I must blame our life gone wrong --

I grieve and grieve for you, for my own self.

Haven’t you seen those mandarin ducks afield?
They go in pairs as mates and won't soon split.
Haven’t you watched those swallows on a roof?
United, they can’t part till hoary age.

Two ch'iung-ch'iung beasts stay close, head touching

head.

Two chien-chien birds fly jointly, wing to wing.
The willow and the lotus are mere plants,

yet each boasts wedded leaves and coupled flowers.

Mot nam mdt lat mui son phén.
Trugng phu con nho nhan mién khoi.
Xura sao hinh anh ching roi,

320. Bay gid nd dé cach voi Sam Thuong.

Chang giong ngua dam trudng may phu,
Thiép dao hai lau cii réu in.

Gi6 Xudn ngay mot vang tin,

Kha thuong 1& hét may phen luong thi.

325. S& nh6 khi canh Diéu déa Nguy,
Trudc gié xuan vang tia sinh nhau.
No nguoi & Chire chang Ngau,
T6i tring thu lai bic cdu qua song.

Thiét mot ké budng khong ludng giit,
330. Thoi tiét lanh 1am 15 xiét bao.

Thoi dua ngay thang rudi mau,

Nguoi doi tham thét qua mau xuan xanh.

Xuan thu dé gian quanh trong da,

Biét ly nay budn qua khi vui.
335. Oé4n sau nhiéu ndi toi boi,

Véc bd liéu dé ép nai chidu xuan.

Kia Vin Quin my miéu thud trudc,
E t6i khi dAu bac ma thuong.
Mat hoa no ga Phan Lang,
340. S¢ khi mai toéc pha suong ciing nguing.

Nghi [ngimg] nhan sic dwong chimng hoa na,
Tiéc quang 4m lan lira gieo qua.

Nghi [ngimg] ménh bac, tiéc nién hoa,

Gai to may chbc xay ra me dong.

345. Gac huong no mo mang vé mat,
Lau hoa kia phang phét hoi suong.
Trach troi sao dé do dang,

Thiép vi thiép lai vi chang thd than.

Chang chang thiy chim uyén ¢ noi,
350. Ciing dap diu, chang voi phan truong.

Lai xem chim yén trén rudng,

Bac d4u khong n& d6i dudng chia nhau.

Kia loai sau d6i dau cing sanh,

No loai chim chép canh cing bay.
355. Tir sen la giéng co cay,

Doi hoa ciing nd, d6i cay cung lién.
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That’s how in nature ties of love will bind --
why keep two humans severed, here and there?
May we in future lives become two birds

that join their wings, two trees that twine their boughs!

No doubt, a thousand lifetimes love shall last,
but life together here and now is best.

To silver may age never turn your hair!

And may I ever keep the looks of youth!

Oh, let me be your shadow, follow you!

Where you’re to go you'll find me by your side.
I wish you will remain out in the sun

as you perform the duties of a man.

Serve well your country with a true-red heart.
Defend your people with an iron will.

The Chun-yu’s blood and Jou-chih heads will sate
your thirst and hunger, as your drink and meat.

Time after time you rush at swords and spears,
but Heaven will protect a loyal man.

You'll win all battles, and from our north pass
to our west hills all arms will be laid down.

Banners and flags will leave the border posts --
bound for the city, men will sing of triumph.

Mount Yen will bear your name in stone-writ odes.

Y our trophies you will offer to the throne.

You'll wash your weapons in the Silver Stream.
They will make music and intone your praise.
In merit you'll compare with Ch'in and Huo --
your fame will grace Mist Tower, Unicorn Hall.

A state grandee, you’ll shine in sash and cap --
on monuments, public joy will be engraved.
Your son will share in bounty from above --
with you, your wife will bask in Heaven's grace.

I'm not a foolish woman like Su's wife,

and you’re as clever as those Lo-yang men.
When you come home and bear that seal of gold,
will I stay at the loom and show disdain?

I'll take from you the soldier's coat of mail.

I'll shake from you the wanderer's dust and dew.
For you I'll fill a golden cup with wine;

for you I'll wear enchanting scent and powder.

Ay loai vat tinh duyén con thé,
Sao klep ngudi nd dé day day?
Thiép xin muén kiép duyén nay,
360. Nhu chim lién canh, nhu cay lién canh.

Panh muén kiép chir tinh thi vy,
Theo kiép nay hon thiy klep sau.
Thlep xin chang ché bac dau,

Thiép thi gitt mai 1dy mau tré trung.

365. Xin lam bong theo cung chang vy,
Chang di dau ciing thay thiép bén.
Chang nuong vang nht phi nguyén,
Moi bé trung hiéu thiép xin ven tron.

Long htta qudc thim son ngdn ngit,
370. Ste ty dan dung sit tro tro.

Méu Thién Vu, quéc Nhuc Chi,

Ay thi bita ung 4y thi bira an.

Miii dong véac doi lan ham ho,
ba long troi gin gilt nguoi trung.

375. HO chang tram tran nén cong,
Budng tén ai Bic, treo cung non Doai.

Bong co xi gid ngoai quan ai,
Tiéng khai ca tro lai Than Kinh.
380. Non Yén khic d4 dé danh,
Triéu thién vao trude cung dinh dang cong.

Nudc duénh Han viét ddng rira sach,
Khiic nhac tir réo rat ngoi khen.

Tai so Tan, Hoéc ven tuyén,

Tén ghi gac Khoi, tugng truyén dai Lan.

385. Nén huén tuéng dai can gidi vé,
Chir ddng huu bia thé nghin déng.
On trén tir am thé phong,
Hién vinh thiép ciing duom chung huong troi.

Thiép ching dai nhu ngudi T6 Phy,
390, Chang han khong nhu lii Lac Duong.

Khi vé deo qua 4n vang,

Trén khung ciri dam day dudng lam cao.

Xin vi chang xép bao coi giap,
Xin vi chang rii 16p phong suong.
395. Vi chang tay chudc chén vang,
Vi chang diém phan deo huwong nio ning.
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You'll view my tear-stained kerchiefs one by one.
You'll read my song of grief line after line.

We'll substitute gay lines for doleful lines --
while sipping wine, we’ll tell each other all.

We'll slowly fill and drain cup after cup;

we'll softly sing one stanza, then the next.

We’ll hum linked verse and face to face we’ll drink,
staying together till a ripe old age.

This parting grief -- we'll make up for it all:
we'll have and hold each other, blessing peace.
I sing and with my love send you this wish:
thus may you act and live, a gallant man!

Gi6 khan 18, chang trong timg tam,
Doc tho sau, ching ngdm timg cau.
Cau vui ddi voi ciu sau,

400. Ruou rdi cung ké trude sau moi 10i.

S& rot voi 1an 1an doi chén,

S& ca dan ren rén timg lién.

Lién ngdm ddi 4m ting phen,

Cung chang lai két mdi duyén dén gia.

405. Cho bd lac su xa , cach nhd,
Gilr gin nhau vui thué thanh ninh.
Ngam nga mong gui chit tinh,
Duong nay au han tai lanh truong phu!
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Notes

Sources of the English text "The Song of a Soldier's Wife":

1) AN ANTHOLOGY OF VIETNAMESE POEMS: From the Eleventh through the Twentieth Centuries (Edited and
Translated by Huynh Sanh Thong, Yale University Press, 1996), pp 401-414.

2) The Lac Viét Series — NO. 3. Council on Southeast Asia Studies, Yale Center for International and Area Studies,
¢1986, pp 3-73.

The Vietnamese text is transcribed from the Ném source published by Tén That Lwong, Edition Tan Viét, Saigon
1950, pp 145-167.

line 5: There are two versions: Ch’ang-an (Truong An) < ' [Huynh Sanh Thong’s text] and Great
Walls (Truong thanh) < 5%, The latter is adopted by IVS.

line 34: |l Thousand Peaks = Thién Son. Nom & original sources: — [ /| Thién Son (in the Western
China) or - [I] Thién Son (in the Eastern China) [HST’s text].

line 39: Nom source has “ 75 suong = dew”. We use a more popular version: “rang = sunglow” translated from

“F‘% ha = sunglow”. Original text by Ping Tran Coén &} [ A E]B 5 Z/[I % (Quan xuyén
trang phuc hong nhu ha) = Your coat is red like sunglow from the clouds

lines 45 & 47: There are two versions: ““ HI xa = carts ” and ﬁ [ quan = troops”.

Institute of Vietnamese Studies -12 -



