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Huong Thanh

WAITING FOR THE RAINY DAY

a piece of the barren

land is in drought, water
comes into the house, dot
dot tiny, tiny dots

dots, a piece of the bar-
ren land, grasses [are] dry,
the roads [and] people
people are arching their

heads, waiting for the rain
to come into the house,
only dot, tiny dot,

you and me, me and you,

only dots tiny dots,

we’re arching our heads
waiting [for] the rain to
return, the piece of land

[to have] grasses green [that
are] and grow even if

there are only dots

tiny dots.

Waiting For The Rainy Day / Cho Ngay Mua

The Changing Heart / Tam Bién Doi

The Very Shallow Sea / Bién Can Cot

The Poor Snow Men / Nhitng Ong Gia Tuyét Toi Nghiép
The Trash Poem / Bai Tho Rac

Gia-lai Kontum Or Returning to One’s Former Residence /
Gia-Lai Kontum Hay V& Mot Chd Pa Séng

Suite Number 5 / T6 Khuc Thtr 5

The Articulate Energy of The Trium /

Sinh Khi Tho Ctia Tam Khoa

Panama Memories / Ky Uc Panama

The Lover’s Body / Than Xac Nguoi Yéu

Too Funny / Qua Budn Cudi
Sheer Magic / Hoan Toan Ma Thuat
Times Square

Shakespear

Ignorance / Su Dbt Nat

Huvong Thanh
CHO NGAY MUA

ménh d4t khé mua
han han nudc dién
vao nha chim cham
nhé chAm chdm nho

manh dét khd co

kho con dudong ngudi
ngudi cong cai dau
chd mua vao nha

chi chdm cham nho
em va anh anh

va em chi chdm
cham nho ching ta

cong cai dau chd
mua vé manh dat
¢ xanh roi moc

di chdm chdm nho.

Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam
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Hanh Ngo
THE CHANGING HEART

Yesterday, there was an in-
cident so sad that [I] wanted

to meet death, [next] morning think-

ing about that dismal in-

cident [I] wanted to go

in the forest deep, not to
face it; just pushing to wash
my hair, going to make a

pot of tea, take one sip in

to the belly, oh the tea

is so good so how can [I]

go find death in the deep for-

est, alone by myself in

the middle of this morning
with leisure wanting to step
forward, only at leisure

can we realize our hearts change
continuously with no

breaks, sadness [and] joy like wa-
ter falling, thanks to a sip

of lotus tea from dad, [who]
purchased it the other day,
it has a bit of endear-

ing love ... right dad?

Vuong Ngoc Minh
THE VERY SHADOW SEA

I asked the kingfisher, did you
see that I was here yesterday,

it responded yesterday there
wasn’t a cloud here at all, oh, just

chasing the sharp peg, I said hmm
perhaps you have forgotten al-
ready, it responded, I al-

most toppled down from that sharp peg,

Hanh Ngo
TAM BIEN BOI

Hoi hom cb mot chuyén
budn mubn di chét budi
sang nghi dén chién siu
bi d6 lai muén vao rimg

sau khong ddi dién voi
no6 thoi rang di goi cai
dau rang di pha 4m

tra udng mot ngum vao

bung ay da tra qua

ngon sao co thé di

chét trong rimg sau mot
minh giira budi sang hom

nay thanh thoi muén budc
t6i thanh thoi méi biét tim
minh bién d6i khong ngimg
nghi budn vui nhu thac

nudc cling nhd ngum tra
sen cua ba mua bira

trude ¢o bo chit tinh

than thiét ... phai khong ba?

11/9/2014
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Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam

Vwong Ngoc Minh
BIEN CAN COT

T61 hoi con chim boi ca
may c6 thiy tao & day
hém qua n6 dap hom qua
cha c6 dam may nao ¢

day hét me ruot cai coc
nhon t61 n6i hirm ¢o6 1€
nao may quén roi u nd
dap suyt nira toi té€ nhao
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I demanded again [and] sharply
prolonged each word, did you see me
here yesterday, the kingfisher,
pausing while thinking, responded,

yesterday you didn’t want it like
that, you must be dreaming, oh, just
chasing the sharp peg, I said
perhaps you have forgotten al-

ready, it responded there was
a crazy man who staked the sharp
peg [and] called me to stand on it,
I almost toppled down on my

neck, I glanced at the kingfisher

[and] demanded sharply [and] prolonged
each word, yesterday did you see

me here, as if it was thinking,

the kingfisher responded, yes-
terday there wasn’t anything

worth remembering, I almost
toppled down from that sharp peg, I

swept my eyes around, oh, just chas-
ing the sharp peg, as if the king-
fisher was tumbling down, I said
you had never paid attention

to anything, life would never
have ending stories, it’s better

if you answer me whether you
saw me have meaning in this life,

yesterday, the kingfisher no
longer acted as if it was think-
ing, it answered with reluctance
I already looked up and saw

clouds countless clouds, yesterday were

you clouds? I almost toppled down
and broke my neck!

Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam

16n ¢d tir cai coc nhon

day t6i hoi lai gan timg
chir may co thay tao &
day hom qua con chim boi

ca ra vé nghi ngoi n6

dap hom qua anh c6 mudn
nhu vay dau anh mo thi
¢6 me ruot cai coc nhon

toi noi o 1€ nao may

quén roi u nd dap co

mdt thang dién cim cai coc
nhon kéu t61 dirng trén do

suyt nita toi té nhao 16n
¢ toi dua mat nhin con
chim boi ca hoi gan timg
chir hém qua may c6 thay

tao ¢ day ra vé nghi

ngoi con chim boi ca dap
hém qua c6 cai gi dang
dé nhé lai chu suyt nita

t6i té nhao 1on co tir

cai coc nhon déy to1 dao
mét nhin quanh meg ruot
cai coc nhon con chim béi

¢4 ctr chue d6 nhao toi
n6éi may chua bao gio chu
y dén diéu gi ca cude

doi 6 bao gid hét chuyén

chtr tot hon may tra 1oi
tao 1a may c6 thiy tao

o day nghia 1a trén doi
nay hom qua con chim boi

ca hét con ra vé nghi
ngoi nd ludng lu dap toi
d3 nhin 1én dau thdy may
nhiéu v6 ké c6 phai hom

qua anh [a may? suyt nira
toi té nhao 1on co day!



Nguyen Van Vu
THE POOR SNOW MAN

Noel comes with the sun like
the beginning of summer,

or like tonight, the be-
ginning of a campfire night,

in the middle of Mid-Au-

tumn full moon night [one] cannot
think of the act of hanging

a warm jacket over an

arm, yet [one] must hold the warm
jacket over the arm, as

[one] treads, [one] sweats

with forehead sweat next to the

flint-dried snowy pine tree covered

in flint-dried snow, it doesn’t

know from where dusty smoke is
drowned from where wildfires burn from

where holes are pierced in the
ozone layer to where this
place the season of Noel
is returning to the wrong

place, such poor snow men are
getting cooked in the outfits

as red as fire and as tight

as the steaming pot ....

Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam

Nguyen Thanh Nga
THE TRASH POEM

The wealthy people litter trash,
the people of poverty toss

trash, the vehicles move trash, the
landfills reek in the middle of

the city’s heart, the children dig
trash, it’s already a life, eve-
ryone alike has trash, because
of trash and trash already had
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Nguyén Van Vi
NHUNG ONG GIA TUYET TOI NGHIEP

N6 en dén cung ning
nhu bat d¢au he hay
nhu t6i nay bét dau
mot dém Iira trai gitra

dém ram trung thu khong
thé nao nghi dén chuyén
phai vt chiéc 40 4m

trén tay thé ma phai

vt chiéc 40 4m trén

tay vura di vura rin

mo héi tran bén nhiing
cdy thong tuyét kho rang

phu tuyét kho rang khong
biét & dau ngap bui

khoi & dau chay rung

& dau tang 6 don

thung 16 ma noi day
mua N6 en vé nhu

16n chd that toi nghiép
cho nhitng Ong gia tuyét

sap chin trong nhirg bd
do do nhu ltra va
kin nhu cai n6i hap ...

Hué, 25.12.2015

Nguyén Thanh Nga
BAI THO RAC

Nhitng nguoi giau xa rac nhirng nguoi
nghéo ném rac nhiing chiéc xe chd
rac nhitng ho rac boc mui giira

1ong thanh phé nhitng dua tré boi

rac d3 1a cudc sdng ai ciing

cd rac vi rac varac da

1am nén cudc sdng va cude séng
phé thai rac d6 1a diéu di
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made life and life wastes trash, of course
that is a fact, certainly and

naturally that every-

body already knows, just like

me crinkling a draft paper, throw-
ing it into the trash basket,

knowing a poem of trash was just
born there [and] thrown away, in that

basket filled with trash a trash poem
never knew that it is trash, it’s

just blatantly disregards it-

self as trash, in the crowded basket

filled with trash, yet it calls itself
the king (of trash) until all catch fire

then all scream out together the
comic song “from ashes return
to ashes” and just like that the
comic song just keeps repeating

and repeating while my trash poem keeps
being the king of trash because the
wealthy people litter trash, and

the street children still dig trash ...

Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam

Thien Dang

GIA-LAI KONTUM OR RETURNING TO

ONE’S FORMER RESIDENCE

If you are recalling an old
memory then memory is

just a story [which is] vague,

a chain that’s now simply words,

(the stone which we had hidden be-
hind, a book which we had read, a
forest which we had forgotten)

the words that we many times had

nhién, hin nhién va ty nhién ma
ai cling biét giéng nhu t6i vo
mat t& gidy nhap vt vao sot
réc toi biét trong d6 mot bai

tho rac vira ra doi vira bi

vit di trong céi sot day rac
mot bai tho rac khong hé biét
minh 1a rdc n6 cr ngang nhién

khong coi minh la rac trong cai
sot chat choi dﬁy rac ma tu
xung minh la vua (cac loai rac)
cho dén khi ngon Itra bén hoi

thi tat ca cing thét 1én ban

hai ca “la tro bui hay tro

v tro bui” va cir thé ban

hai ca cu lap di lap lai

trong khi bai tho rac cta toi

ctr lam vua xur so rac vi

nhiing nguoi giau xa rac va nhirng

dtra tré lang thang van con béi

rac ...

Thién Pang

GIA-LAI KON-TUM HAY VE MOT CHO bA

SONG

Néu nhéc lai mot ky trc thi
ky trc chi 1a mgt cau chuyén
mo hd mét xau chudi bay gid
chi thuan 14 tir ngir (phién da

nao ta tra ndp quyén sach nao
ta da doc canh rung nao ta

da di lac) la nhitng tir ngr
bao 1an ta gdm nhim hay 15



chewed, or accidently had for-
gotten, forgotten a certain

time in the hills [where] we had ar-
rived, arrived and then left, (like an

exile life, a nomadic life,

finding a place of dying or

living) but through them, the words are
now immaculate words, we write

down a remembered thought, a thought
which has been forgotten.

Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam

Gyang Anh len
SUITE NUMBER 5

Doesn’t need the “Gloomy
Sunday”, but the sky is still
morose and overcast like

the song of Thai Thinh echo-
ing from the old computer’s
speakers of a Thursday,

the sky still has many clouds
as if it couldn’t wake him

up any earlier, for any

joy, so that he’s no longer
gloomy like this song now un-
known of its writer, echo-

ing in the sound of the wind
chime hanging besides the empty
door.

Translated into English by Tran Vu Lien Tam
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quén quén mot thoi nao trén vung
doi ta da dén dén roi di

(nhu mot cude day ai 1a cude

du canh du cu di tim chd

song cai chét) nhung xuyén qua ching
nhting tir nglr bay gio nguyén ven

la tir ngir ta ghi lai mot

diéu tuong nhu van nhd, tudng rang

da queén.

Gyang Anh lén
TO KHUC THU 5

Khong can mot cha nhat
budn thi troi van u

am va am dam nhu

bai ca ctia Thai Thinh
dang ving vang trong chiéc
loa may tinh cli ki

cua mdt ngay thir nam
troi van nhiéu may nhu
thé d3 khong thé danh
thirc hin sém hon cho
bat ¢t mot niém vui

nao dé han thoi am

dam nhu bai ca gio

ciing khong biét 1a cua
ai, dang ving vang trong
tiéng phong linh treo bén
clra vang.
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THE ARTICULATE ENERGY OF THE TRIUM

SINH KHI THO CUA TAM KHOA

Frederick Turner

y the Trivium of my title, of course, I mean

things pertaining to the ancient curricu-
lum—the““three ways”—of grammar, logic, and
rhetoric. And the argument I want to make is
that we need to reconsider those disciplines as
the essential foundations of a poetry that people
might actually read and find valuable.

Over the last few years there has been increasing
attention to the loss of meter and form in poetry.
This discussion of poetic form is important, but
it is perhaps even more vital to discuss the issue
of the content, matter, and subjects of poetry.
The bridge between the one and the other was
traditionally the Trivium—how to pack thought
and feeling into words, how to achieve articu-
late energy, an energy of saying something im-
portant and exciting with appropriate force and
memorability. Grammar gets speaker and hear-
er on the same page linguistically, establishing
the code itself in which the message is sent and
received: what things are named. Logic dem-
onstrates the necessity of the relationship be-
tween the axioms and evidence adduced in the
message and the conclusions drawn from them:
how things are known. Rhetoric fleshes out or
bodies forth the logic in terms of the senses and
passions, calling upon our shared memories and
associations as illustrations of the message: how
things are communicated. Rhetoric uses the rich
idiomatic resources of the language to indicate
the most subtle shadings of irony, ambivalence,
doubt, regret, ridicule, etc, as appropriate to the
discourse; and attracts us to continue listening
by its wit, suspense, and charm.

All three elements of the Trivium have been
under ideological attack for several decades.
Grammar has been suspected of being an ar-
bitrary straitjacket, condemning the mind of

i nhién, khi dé chit “Tam Khoa” trong tua

dé, t6i mudn no6i dén nhitng thir lién quan téi
chuong trinh gido duc ¢ dién — “ba phuong phap”
—van pham, 1y luan va tu ttr. Va tranh luan t6i mubn
dua ra ¢ ddy 1a chung ta can xem xét lai nhitng mon
hoc nay nhu 1a nén tang thiét yéu cho tho (1a thir
tho) ma nguoi ta co thé thuc su doc dugc va nhan
thdy c6 gia tri.

Qua vai nim gan day, ngdy cang c6 nhiéu chi y dén
su that thoat cua thé va luat trong ngh¢ thuat tho.
Ban lun vé hinh thirc tho thi quan trong, nhung c6
1& cbt yéu hon nita la ban luan vé nodi dung, thuc
chat, va nhitng chu dé cua tho. Chiéc cau ndi giira
cai ndy vai cai kia theo truyén thong 1a Tam Khoa
— thé nao dé tap hop tu twdng va cam xuc vao trong
chit, thé nao dé dat duoc sinh khi mach lac, mot
sinh lyc no6i ra diéu gi d6 quan trong va Iy tha voi
mot tac dong thich hop va dang nhé. Van pham dat
ngudi ndi va ngudi nghe vao cing mot dang cip
ngdn ngir hoc, tu né thiét 1ap ra ma luat, qua do,
thong di¢p duogc goi di va nhan lai: nhitng thir nao
duoc ké ra. Ly luan biéu 10 tinh can thiét cua quan
hé giita tién dé va bang ching vién dan trong thong
diép va két luan rut ra tir ddy: thé nao ma nhing thir
éy duoc biét dén. Tu tir thém da thém thit hay tao
ra thé hinh cho 1y luan trong diéu kién cam xuc va
dam mé, kéu goi ky tre két hop c6 chung ciia chiing
ta nhu 1a minh hoa cua thong diép: thé nao ma céac
thir 4y truyén thong v6i nhau. Tu tir ding nhiing
ngudn dic ngir phong phti ciia ngdn ngir dé vach
ra sic thai tinh t& cua chdm biém, mau thuin, ngo
vuc, tiéc nudi, nhao bang, v.v..., thich hgp véi dam
luan; va 16i cudn chung ta tiép tuc ling nghe boi sy
khon ngoan, hoi hop, va mé hodc cia né.

Ca ba yéu t6 ctia Tam Khoa déu nim duéi su tin
cong ¥ thirc qua nhiéu thap nién. Van pham ciing bi
nghi ngd 12 mot thi 4o tréi chuyén quyén, budc tim
tri nguoi str dung ngdn ngit phit hop véi tidu chuan



a language user to conformity to the cultural
norms of his or her society, subtly embedded in
the grammatical rules. Semioticians like Sau-
ssure, philosophers like Derrida, linguistic so-
ciologists like McLuhan, anthropologists like
Lévi-Strauss, and comparative linguists like Sa-
pir and Whorf have attempted (with the noblest
of motives) to undermine our trust in the very
codes by which we communicate.

Logic, too, came under attack. To the old Ro-
manticist reproach that logic expressed the real-
ity of the head, not that of the heart, were added
further accusations, that logic was a western
invention, a colonialist tool, a male phallogo-
centric instrument of domination, an excuse
for market exploitation, a reductionist method
of alienation. Foucault went so far as to postu-
late the radical incommensurability of differ-
ent hermeneutic systems, different “regimes of
power and knowledge,” making any notion of a
correspondence between language and a mythi-
cal “real world” a shared illusion. Feyerabend
and Latour went even further,questioning even
the validity of the sciences, trapped in a logical
system that could not amend itself.

The attack on Rhetoric is even older, going
back to Enlightenment questionings of its place
in the expression of pure truths, and Puritan
or Jansenist suspicions of its place in true re-
ligion. The very term “rhetoric” itself, unless
qualified by some such phrase as “the field of
rhetoric,” means in ordinary parlance something
like “spin,” “verbiage,” or “flim-flam.” Eliot
deplored Milton’s rhetoric, Williams demanded
“no ideas but in things,” MacLeish declared “a
poem should not mean but be.”

In recent years there has begun something of a
counter-attack in the world of linguistics and
neuroscience against this trashing of the ancient
ways to articulate energy. Rather devastatingly,
Chomsky showed that under all the grammars of
the human world lay a fundamental deep syntax,
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van hoa xa hoi cua ong hay ba 4y, (bang cach) khéo
1é0 cai dit trong nhing ludt tic van pham. Nhimng
nha ky hiéu hoc nhu Saussure, nhiing triét gia
nhu Derrida, nhitng nha xa hdi ngén nglt hoc nhu
McLuhan, cac nha khao ¢ hoc nhu Lévi-Strauss,
va ngdn ngit ddi chiéu hoc nhu Sapir va Whorf di
thir (voi nhitng 1y do cao nha nhat) dé xoay mon
long tin ctia chung ta vao chinh nhirng ma hi¢u ma
ta dung dé giao tiép voi nhau.

Ly luén cling vy, cling bi tAn cong. Déi voi 16i tiép
can Lang man cii rang 1y luan biéu hién tinh hién
thuc cua 1y tri, khong phai cua con tim, bi budc
thém nhitng t6i xa hon nita, rang 1y luan 1a mot
phéat minh phuong Tay, mdt cong cu thude dia, mot
phuong tién duong tinh cta thong tri, mot bao chita
cho su khai thac khuyén mai, mot phuong phap
giam thiéu su xa la héa. Foucault con di xa dén do
dat ra dinh dé vo uge tinh cép tién cua nhiing hé
thng cha giai ban vin cb dién khac nhau, nhiing
“chinh thé strc manh va kién thie” khac nhau, 1am
cho bét cir khai niém nao vé trao doi giita ngon ngir
va “thé gioi that” huyén thoai, thanh ao tuong. Fey-
erabend va Latour con di xa hon thé, nghi ngd ngay
ca tinh hop I¢ cua cac nganh khoa hoc, ket trong
mot hé théng hop 1y ma ty nd khong thé cai thién.

Sy tin cong vao Tu tir co tir xwa hon nira, ké tir
nhitng nghi van thoi Anh sang, vé chd ding cua
né trong dién ta cac sy thuc nguyén thiy, va su
ngd vuc cua Puritan hay Jansenist vé vi tri ctia no
trong ton giao xac thuc. Chinh ty chir “tu tu”, trir
khi duoc dinh gid boi vai ba thanh ngtt nhu “nganh
tu tir,” c6 nghia, trong 16i ndi binh thuong, 1a “ké
chuyén huyén thuyén,” (spin), “dai dong” (ver-
biage), hay “tao lao” (flim-flam). Eliot phan nan vé
tu tir cia Milton, Williams doi hoi “No ideas but in
thlngs (Moi tu tudng, v nghla tw ching d3 nim
san trong vat thé ma tac gia nhic dén), MacLeish
thi tuyén bd “mot bai tho khong nén c6 nghia ma
chi nén la bai tho.”

Trong nhitng nam gan déy, bat dau c6 mot thir goi
1a phan cong trong thé gidi ngdn ngir hoc va khoa
hoc than kinh chdng lai kiéu vt bo nhimng cach
cb dién nay dé ndi lai sinh khi mach lac (articulate
energy) Gay a an tuong hon nita, Chornsky cho thay
rang trong tat ca moi ngi phap cua thé gidi con
nguoi cd mot cti phap co ban nam sau bén dudi, va
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and Steven Pinker and others connect this syn-
tax with our shared biological evolution. Thus at
one stroke, it seems, two postmodernist shibbo-
leths are demolished. If grammar is a falsifying
code, it is shared by all humans at least, and has
proven its useful applicability to the real world
by the fact that we have survived and thriven by
its use. And if humans are by nature grammar-
using animals, then the essentialist premise rises
eerily from the grave—we do have a nature, and
that nature is partly abstract and syntactical.

Likewise, logic has found ways to repulse its en-
emies, by pointing out through mathematics that
many different logics can happily coexist (clas-
sical logic, Boolean logic, fuzzy logic, quantum
logic, transitive versus intransitive logic, etc)
without ceasing to be logics and without bar-
riers to translation at their mutual boundaries.
Certainly different parts of the universe (which
seems to have got back its privilege of really
existing out there) operate according to differ-
ent logics: but those logics can get along within
the same universe of discourse, as they do in the
same universe of things.

And rhetoric, too, seems to be making a come-
back as something not necessarily pejorative.
Under the phrase “the rhetoric of,” it has be-
come at least a neutral term, denoting something
like “the art of”, “the culture of,” or even “the
charming play of’:as in “the rhetoric of couture/
fiction/French cuisine/Black hair styling/auto
custom design/religion/rap/democracy,” etc. As
advertising (Mad Men), high tech (Jobs, The So-
cial Network) and business (Mr. Selfridge) have
become respectable, we have started to recog-
nize the fairly harmless boost to our economy
that persuasive presentation can provide. Hip
creative writing teachers are even urging their
pupils to “sell” their story concept or character
or point of view to the reader—and selling in
this sense is nothing more or less than rhetoric.

Steven Pinker va nhitng ngudi khac ndi két ¢t phap
nay véi su tién hoa cé chung cia ching ta. Nhu
vay, chi mot cu danh, hinh nhu vay, hai hoc thuyét
hau hién dai 161 thoi nay bi hay diét. Néu ngir phap
1a mot ludt tic gia tao, it ra no cling dugc chia sé
boi tat ca con ngum va da chiing td tinh 4 ap dung co
loi cia n6 trong thé gioi that boi sy kién rang ching
ta da sdng st va thinh vuong nho vao cach sir dung
no. Va néu nhan logi boi dic tinh ty nhién 13 nhimg
con vat dung-ngit-phap, thi tién dé cot yeu noi 1én
tir md ma 6ng cha mot cach on lanh ring - chiing
ta ¢c6 mot dac tinh tu nhién, va rang dac tinh ay co
phan triru tuong va ci phap.

Gidng nhu vy, 1y luan ciing tim duoc nhimng cach
déy lui ké thu, nhu vach ra theo toan hoc rfmg nhiéu
Iy luan khac nhau c6 thé cing hién hiru mot cach
hoa dong (Iy ludn c¢6 dién, Boolean 1y luan, fuzzy
logic, 1y luan luong tir, ngoai 1y luén va noi 1y luén,
v.v...) ma khong hé thoi khong con la 1y luan va
khong c6 chudng ngai chuyén dich ¢ nhitng bién
gidi hd twong cua ching. Vai ba noi nao khac trong
vl try (duong nhu da léy lai duogc dac quyén that
su hién hiru ngoai kia) hoat dong tuy theo nhiing
Iy luan khac nhau: nhung nhiing ly luén nay cé
thé hoa thuan v&i nhau trong cung mdt vii tru dam
ludn, gidng nhu ching da timg lam thé trong cling
mot vii tru cua cac thir.

Va tu tir, cling vy, duong nhu dang tro lai nhu la
mot thu khong can thiét pha1 la xau xa. Dudi cum
tir “tu tir cta,” it ra n6 da bién thanh mot tir trung
tinh, bao ham céc thtr nhu “ngh¢ thuat cua”, “van
hoéa cua”, hay ngay ca “vo kich ly thu cua” nhu
trong cdu “tu tir cua thoi trang y phuc/tiéu thuyét/
nau an kiéu Phap/kiéu toc ngudi da den/thiét ké
xe theo y riéng/ton gido/rap/dan chu,” v.v... Nhu
quang cao (Mad Men), k¥ thuat cao (Jobs, The
Social Network) va kinh doanh (Mr. Selfridge) da
bién thanh déng né, chung ta bt ddu nhan ra nhiing
cu day twong ddi vo hai cho kinh té ma trinh bay
mang tinh thuyét phuc c6 thé mang lai. Nhimng thay
co day viét van cap tién con thuc giuc hoc tro cia
ho “ban” khai ni€m trong truyén hay nhan vat hay
quan diém cia minh cho doc gia — va ban ¢ day
theo cai nghia la khong c6 gi nhiéu hon hay it hon
la tu tur ca.



So if we bring back the Trivium into poetry,
what might we expect to change? I want to be-
gin by illustrating how poetry has perhaps suf-
fered deeply from well-intentioned notions of
“making it new,” by depriving it of the bones
and sinews that make it stand up, move, and
take an active part in the world. Urged partly
by misunderstandings of Ezra Pound’s praise
of the imagistic language of Chinese poetry, the
poetic authorities—creative writing teachers,
workshops, editors—insisted that poets should
take out all that unpoetic grammar, and concen-
trate the meaning in a series of images. Pound’s
success in editing “The Waste Land” became a
poison pill for poetry in general. Consider the
following poem:

death

called

overthrow

die death kill me

rest sleep pictures
pleasure flow

men go

rest bones soul delivery
slave fate chance kings desperate men
poison war sickness dwell
sleep wake

death death die.

Not a bad high school junior poem, naturally
rather full of clichés, expressing teenage angst
and the remnants of religious feeling. Of course
it’s the workshopped version of John Donne’s
“Death be not proud:” that astonishing drama of
the poet, backing away from the silent advance
of his enemy, hurling ineffectual and mutually
contradictory arguments, like crockery, in the
jaws of his nemesis. Donne is doing it all with
grammar:

Death, be not proud, though some
have called thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;
For those whom thou think'st thou
dost overthrow
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou
kill me.
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Cho nén, néu ching ta mang Tam Khoa trg lai
trong tho, diéu gi chung ta mong moi s& xay ra? Toi
mudn bit diu bang cach minh hoa thé nao ma tho
c6 1€ da chiu dung sau xa tu nhitng khai-ni€ém-co-
y-tot ctia “lam cho m&i,” bang cach liy di xuong
va gan la nhitng thur giup n6 dung virng, cu dong,
va c6 mot vai trd tich cuc trong thé gigi. Mot phan
bi thoi thuc boi sy hiéu 1dm vé nhiing 101 khen cua
Ezra Pound vé ngon ngit hinh tugng ciia tho Trung
hoa, cac nha thim quyén vé tho — thay co day sang
tac, cac lop thuc tap, bién tap vién — cho rang cac
nha tho nén ldy ra tit ca moi ngit phap khong thi
vi, va chu trong ¥ nghia vao mot chudi hinh anh.
Thanh cong cua Pound trong viéc bién tdp “The
Waste Land” bién thanh vién thudc doc cho tho néi
chung. Thir khao sat bai tho sau day:

cdi chét
kéu goi
lat do
chét cdi chét giét toi
nghi ngoi gidc ngi hinh anh
lac thu tuon trao
nguoi ta di
nghi ngoi xwong linh hon giao
no le Séphdn may mdn céc vua bon
dan éng liéu mang
thuéc dobc chién tranh bénh hoan tru ngu
glac ngu thirc glac
cdi chét cdi chét chét.

Khong té 1m mot bai tho trung hoc d¢ nhi cép, tu
nhién diy nhiing séo ngi, dién ta ndi lo ling tudi
tré va manh vun cam xtc ton gido. Di nhién d6 la
phién ban thuc tap bai tho “Death be not proud:”
ctia John Donne; kich tinh ddy kinh ngac cua nha
tho, thao lui trude sy tién tGi lang 1€ cua ké thu,
ném ra nhiing tranh luan mau thuin bét luc va hd
twong, nhu ném dd sanh s, trong gong kém bao
oan cua ong. Donne di lam hét moi thir bang ngi
phap:

Cdi chét, ché nén kiéu hanh, cho dit vai
nguweoi di cau nguoi dén
Manh mé va kinh khiép, béi vi ngueoi
khong la the,
Poi véi nhitng nguoi nguwoi nght rang
ngueoi lgt do
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From rest and sleep, which but thy
pictures be,
Much pleasure; then from thee much
more must flow,
And soonest our best men with thee do go,
Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.
Thou art slave to fate, chance, kings,
and desperate men,
And dost with poison, war, and
sickness dwell,
And poppy or charms can make us sleep
as well
And better than thy stroke; why s
well'st thou then?
One short sleep past, we wake eternally
And death shall be no more; Death,
thou shalt die.

The poem’s succession of commands, subor-
dinate clauses, conditionals, relative pronouns,
subjunctives, and temporal markers, ending with
a question and another command, encapsulates
a whole body of spiritual struggle superimposed
upon a long history of theological speculation,
and then layered with a multiple coating of iro-
nies, depending on the situation of the reader,
the narrator, the poet, and the God whom the
poet strives to serve. The complete sequence
of the trivium is present: grammar, as we have
observed; logic, as exemplified by the pathetic
contradictions in the middle of the sonnet (he
proves death to be nice, then nasty, then nice,
then nasty again), and rhetoric in all the multiple
ironies and emotional moves through fear, ratio-
nalization, hope, and defiance. And even if we
allowed the grammar, the poem would be just a
series of preachers’ clichés without the implicit
drama and the psychological depth implicit in
the play of logic and rhetoric. I borrowed Don-
ne’s techniques in my own reply to him:

To Donne in His Coffin

Death is not proud, but patient. He
can wait,
For time, and tact, are always on his side.

Chét khéng, Cdi Chét t6i nghiép, nguoi
ciing chira thé giét téi.
An nghi va ngu chi la nhitng hinh anh
cdi chét cia nguoi,
Nhiéu lac thi; tir anh phdi tuén trdao nhiéu
hon,
Va sém nhdt nhitng nguoi tot nhat ciia
chung ta sé di voi nguor,
Thén xdc an nghi, va linh hon dwoc giao phé.
Ngueoi la né 1é ciia s6 ménh, may rii,
cdc vua va bon liéu mang,
Va véi doc dieoe, chién tranh, va bénh hoan
cu ngu,
Va thuée phién hay biia mé ciing lam
ta ngu vay
Va tot hon ca cii danh cia nguwoi, thé thi
tai sao nguoi vénh vao?
Mot gide ngii ngdn da qua, chiing ta thire
mai mai
Va khéng con cdi chét nao nita. Cdi chét,
nguoi sé chét.

Chudi tiép ndi cta bai tho, cia ménh 1énh, nhiing
ménh dé 1¢ thudc, diéu kién, dai tir quan h¢, 16i cau
khan, va nhimg dau mdc thoi gian, két thiic bang
mot cau hoi va mot ménh 1énh khac, tom lugc toan
thé than bai cia mot phan du tim linh d4 dat chong
1én, sudt ca lich sir dai cua suy doan than hoc, va roi
xép chong 1én véi nhiéu 16p cham biém, tiy theo
truong hop cua doc gia, ngudi ké chuyén, nha tho,
va Thugng Dé ma nha tho ¢6 gang phuc vu. Thir
tu hoan thanh cta tam khoa c6 mat: nglt phap, ma
chung ta da khao sat; 1y luan, nhu da dugc minh
hoa béi nhitng mau thuan dang thuong ¢ gi&a bai
tho (ong chung mlnh cai chét 1a tot dep, roi kinh
tom, roi tot dep, roi lai kinh tom), va tu tir trong
nhiéu trd tréu va tac dong cam xuc di tur s¢ hai, hop
1y hoa, hy vong, va bat chap. Va ngay ca khi chiing
ta cho phép ngir phap cO mat, ba1 tho chi la mdt
chudi 540 ngir cua ‘cac nha truyen giao’ ma khong
c¢6 ham an bi kich va ham an chiéu sau tam ly trong
v& kich 1y luan va tu tir. Toi d@ muon ky thuat cua
Donne trong bai tra 101 ctia riéng t6i cho ong:

G6i Donne trong Quan Tai
Cdi chét khéng tw hao, ma kién nhan. Han

co thé doi,
Vi thoi gian, va xu tri, luén luon vé phe han.



Death's humbleness is famous in debate,
The fated winner has no need for pride.

Let losers ponder what they have in hand,
What still remains of time and energy:

No need of a reminder where they stand!--
They will soon bow to the necessity.

Indeed, why take offence at their distress?
Death pats them on the back when
they come round.
It could be worse—worse would
be witlessness—
At least they knew they could not hold
the ground.

Death lets us keep our swords and minds
his manners,
Doffing his black hat as we strike
our ban-
ners.

(Light: A Quarterly of Light Verse 56-57
(Spring-Summer 2007) p. 61)

Following Donne, I had recourse to exactly
those idioms and catchphrases that are so often
condemned in workshops: “time is on his side,”
“famous in debate,” “no need of a reminder,”
“have in hand,” “why take offence,” “pat on the
back,” “come round,” “it could be worse,” “hold
the ground,” “keep your sword,” “mind your
manners,” “doffing his hat,” “strike his ban-
ners.” I think the whole poem would disappear
altogether in such a workshop. It is the poem’s
grammar, logic, and rhetoric that gives it what
life it has.

Better still, perhaps, is Dana Gioia’s masterly de-
ployment of clichés from advertising and popu-
lar culture in his poem “At the Waterfront Café”,
from his bookInterrogations at Noon(Graywolf
Press, p.37). Here are some lines:

Docked beside the quiet river, yachts
are rocking in the sun
While their skippers stop for cocktails
to replay the race they ve run.
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Si khiém ton ciia cdi chét noi tiéng trong
tranh ludn,
Ké chién thing boi s6 ménh khéng
can dén kiéu hanh.

Hay dé nguwoi thua cdn nhdc cdi gi ho ¢é
trong tay,

Cdi gi con lai cua thoi gian va sinh lyc:

Khéng can nhdc dén ho dimg noi naol—

R6i ho sé nghiéng chao diéu tdt yéu.

That vy, tai sao lgi méch long trudce
khon cing ciia ho?
Cdi chét sé vé vai khi ho dén noi.
C6 thé té hon thé - té hon day la khong
co tri khon —
It ra ho biét khéng thé con chong cu.

Cdi chét cho phép chiing ta giit kiém
cua minh va dé y den thai do cua han,
Nga mii den cua han trong luc chung ta ha co.

Theo Donne, t6i trong cay mot cach dich xac vao
nhimg dic ngit va khau hiéu thudng bi chi trich
trong cac 16p thyc tap: “time is on his side,” “fa-
mous in debate,” “no need of a reminder,” “have
in hand,” “why take offence,” “pat on the back,”
“come round,” “it could be worse,” “hold the
ground,” “keep your sword,” “mind your man-
ners,” “doffing his hat,” “strike his banners.” Toi
nghi rang ca bai tho s& bién mat trong mot thir 16p
thuc tap nhu thé. Chinh 14 ngit phap, 1y ludn va tu
tir ciia bai tho da mang lai thtr doi séng n6 co.

C6 thé, hay hon nira, 1 cach dung tai giéi nhiing
clichés ctia Dana Gioia lay tir van hoa quang cdo va
pho thong trong bai tho “At the Waterfront Café”,
trong cudn Interrogations at Noon (Graywolf Press,
p. 37). Sau day la vai cau:

Cdp bén bo séng ém a, nhitng chiéc
thuyén dong dwa duéi ndng
Trong khi thuyén trieong ghé uéng rwou pha
va ké lai cudc dua ho da tham du.
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Military in their khakhis, they invade
the chic cafe.
Smirnoff tinkles in their tumblers.
No one’s drinking Perrier.

In the parking lot a valet
Sunbathes by a sleek Mercedes
Till he'’s prodded by a matron
For directions to the Ladies’.

Meanwhile at a dockside table, virginal
in tennis whites,
Figuring the least caloric way

to staunch their appetites,

Sit two sweaty Junior Leaguers,
wilting from their one-on-one.
Stoically they choose the fruitcup

and a glass of Haut-

Brion.

Meanwhile like great diplomats
With elegance and statesmanship,
From the ruins of a luncheon
Waiters excavate their tip. ...

This exquisite trochaic confection would be
quite impossible without the full resources of the
Trivium. Gioia knows what things are called,
organizes them together with ruthless logical
precision, and rhetorically distributeswith them
a wealth of subtle and complex feeling and at-
titude. By the way, the ending of the poem to-
tally reverses any expectation that this poem is
the standard politically-correct critique of the

wealthy:

But tonight I hope they prosper,
Are they shallow? I don't care.
Jealousy is all too common,
Style and beauty much too rare.

Just taking some examples almost at random
from poems by contemporary writers who are

aware of the resources of the Trivium:

Now I'm going to define true love.
Don 't worry—I won 't go slack or soft,

itwon't

Binh linh trong quan phuc ka-ki,
chiém dong qudn ca phé thoi thuwong.
Smirnoff (vodka) leng keng trong ly
ciia ho. Khéng ai uong mede suoi Perrier:

Trong bdi, nguoi giup ddu xe

Phoi ndng bén chiéc Mercedes bong lodng
Cho dén khi cé khach thic day

Hoi dwong dén nha vé sinh nit.

Trong khi d6 ¢ ban canh bén tau,
trinh khiét trong gidy tennis trdng,

Suy tinh cach nao it ca 16 ri nhdt dé cam

long them an cua ho,
Hai héi vién Thanh Nién dam mo hoi, mét

rd sau tran dau mét choi mot.

Kién cuong ho chon chén trdi cay va

mot ly Haut-Brion.

Trong khi do, twa nhitng nha ngoai giao lon
Voi thanh lich va nghé thudt quan Iy,

Twr nhitng tan tich cua mot bita an trua

Boi ban béi ldy tién budc boa ciia minh...

Su pha ché am tiét nhan khong nhan (trochaic)
tinh t& nay s& vo kha thi néu khong co day du cac
phuong ké Tam Khoa. Gioia biét cac thur goi 1a gi,
sap xép chiing lai v6i do chinh xac hop Iy mot cach
dau ra d6, va phan phdi cho ching su doi dio cam
xtc va thai do tinh té phtrc tap mot cach tu tir. San
day, két cudc bai tho hoan toan nguoc lai bat cr
mong moi ndo cho rang bai tho nay chi trich bon
nha giau theo dung tiéu chuan chinh tri phai dao
(politically-correct):

Nhung dém nay téi hy vong ho sé phon vinh,
Ho co6 nong can khong? Mac ké.

Ghen tuong thi qua svrc binh thuong,

Phong cach va nét dep qud sirc hiém hoi.

Ta thir 1ay vai thi du ngiu nhién viét béi cac nha tho
duong dai c6 dé y deén cac phuong ké Tam Khoa:

Gio thi toi sé dinh nghia tinh yéu chdn that.
Dung lo — toi sé khong nhu nhuoc hay
mém yéu, day sé khong



Be a load of sentimental crap. I don't
Describe it in terms of the turtle-dove.
Give me a break. It bubbles up the way
That lava does, too hot to touch or know,
For it both burns and makes. Just watch

it go
Across the little roads of what we say
We think we know we are.

(from David Rothman's “What Love Is, "The
New Formalist, April 2011 (<http://thefor-
malist.org/archives/1233>)

The phrase “the little roads of what we say/ We
think we know we are” uses the full stretch of
recursiveness that for Chomsky constitutes the
uniqueness of human grammar, to say some-
thing otherwise unsayable. We are something;
maybe we know what we are; at least we think
we know; or maybe we only say that we think
so, but can’t be sure that we really do have that
belief. And then he runs lava through the whole
construction.

Or take these lines from Jan Schreiber’s “The
Stone Mason:”

And gradually the thing materializes,
assumes the shape he’d say he worked

to build
although the details harbor some surprises
and there are places where he’d say

he failed.

(in The Poem Tree: An Online Poetry An-
thologyhttp://www.poemtree.com/poems/
StoneMason.htm)

Like Rothman, he plays with the difference be-
tween “worked to build that shape” and “say he
worked to build that shape,” and adds the mar-
velous ambiguity of “would” as in the repeated
phrase “he’d say.” Is it that he was always in the
habit of saying(“would say”) that it was inten-
tional, or that of course he “would say” that, or
have to admit that the whole thing came about
more or less by chance and circumstances—or
is it that while building he decides that in his fu-
ture account of his work he was going to explain
(“would say”) it in such and such a way?

(Be continued)
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La mét dong tao lao ity mi. Téi khong
Miéu td né bang biéu twong an binh.
Cho toi mot co hoi. No soi bot lén
Loai dung nham d6, qud néng dé so hay biét,
Bdi vi né vira dot vira tao ra. Chi nén
nhin no di

Qua nhitng con dwong nhé cia diéu

chung ta noi
Chiing ta nghi rang minh biét minh la ddy.

Cum tir “the little roads of what we say/We think
we know we are” dung nguyén ca nghia rong cua
tinh dé quy ddi voi Chomsky chi dinh tinh dac thu
ctia ngit phap nhén loai, dé n6i dén mot the gi do
khong thé noi duge. Chung ta 1a thu gi do; co 18
chung ta biét minh 1a cai gi; it ra chung ta nghi ring
minh biét; hay c6 thé chung ta chi noi réng chung
ta nghi vay, nhung khong the chic duoc rang minh
that sy ¢6 niém tin do. Va roi 6ng dan dung nham
chay qua sudt ca co céu (bai tho).

Hay thir 1ay nhiing cau nay trong “The Stone Ma-
son” cua Jan Schreiber:

Va tir tir thir dy thanh hinh,
nhén ldy thé hinh ma éng néi ong

da lam dé dung ra
mdc du chi tiét an chira vai ngac nhién nao do
va c6 nhitng ché éng néi rang éng da that bai.

Giéng nhu Rothman, 6ng dua véi sy khac biét gitra
“worked to build that shape” va “say he worked to
build that shape,” va thém vao ddy sy mo ho cua
“would” trong nhitng cum tur 1ap lai “he’d say.” Co
phai 6ng ludén ludn co théi quen nodi rang (“would
say’ ) day 1a c6 tinh, hay di nhién day 1a ong* ‘would
say”, hay phai nhin nhan rang toan thé thir do it
nhiéu dugc thanh hinh béi ngau nhién va hoan canh
— hay day 1a trong luc xay dung 6ng quyet dinh
rang ban tudng trinh twong lai cia minh vé cong
viéc ma ong s& giai thich (“would say”) n bang
cach nay va cach nay?

Diém Tho chuyén dich

Con nita)



Poetry Journal in Print * 16

a.d. winans
PANAMA MEMORIES

The young Panamanian girl
sitting alongside her sister
in slip and bare feet
reading a comic book

chewing on bubble gum
at a brothel called The Teenage Club
waiting for the first GI’s to arrive

six girls lined-up like bowling pins
rooted to their chairs

with zombie like stares

doing a woman’s thing inside

a child’s body

a.d. winans has published 65 books and chap-
books of poetry and prose. He edited and pub-
lished Second Coming Press for 17 years. He
appeared in the film, When I Die I Won't Stay
Dead, a documentary on the life of the Beat
poet Bob Kaufman.

Bill Wolak
THE LOVER’S BODY

May your hands
reach beyond dreams
where moonlight
awakens as flesh.

May your kisses
seep deeper than rain
into the body’s

pink crossroads.

May your fingers
touch the unexpected
always with the thrill
of loving.

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe Iem

a.d. winans
KY UC PANAMA

Co gai tré nguoi Panama
ngdi ké bén chi trong

cai 40 choang va chan trin
dang doc cudn sach hai hudc

nhai keo cao su trudc mot nha chira
duoc goi la Cau Lac B9 Tuoi Teen
doi nguoi linh My dau tién cua co toi

sau c¢o gai ngdi dan chat trén

nhing chiéc ghé ngay hang thang 15i
v6i cai nhin lac than dang lam

cong viéc cua nguoi dan ba trong
than xac tudi vi thanh nién

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe Iem

a. d. wnans da xut ban 65 tac pham vé tho va
vin xudi, bién tap va xuat ban Second Coming
Press trong 17 nim. Ong xuat hién trong phim
tai liéu, When I Die I Won t Stay Dead, vé nha
tho Beat, Bob Kaufman.

Bill Wolak
THAN XAC NGUOI YEU

C6 thé tay em voi

qua bén kia nhiing giic
mo noi anh trang dugc
danh thirc nhu da thit

C6 thé nu hon em

tham thau sau hon con
mua bén trong chd giao
diém hong cua co thé.

C6 thé nhiing ngén tay

em cham t6i nhitng gi
khong mong doi luén luén
v&i sy ron rang cua

tinh yéu.

* Tac gia so sanh anh trang ciing nhw da thit
con nguoi dwoc danh thuce tie nhitng gidc mo.



Bill Wolak is a poet who lives in New Jersey
and teaches Creative Writing at William Pater-
son University. He has just published his thir-
teenth collection of poetry entitled Love Opens
the Hands.

Phill Provance
TOO FUNNY

after Jean Follain

Drunk one morning
beneath the sallow night
the teacher fell asleep

on a massage bed at his gym
the warm jets of water
nuzzling his muscles

and prying at his bones
with delicate fingers.

He slept there three hours
with not a soul to wake him
then drove home soberly
fleeing a migraine.

His story now finished

the blonde waitress frowns
at tumblers and jiggers
arrayed like small houses
while huddled adjacent

his painter friend howls

till tears swarm his eyes
like skylarks.

Phill Provance’s work has appeared or is forth-
coming in The Baltimore Sun, Orbis, Vine
Leaves, Cha, Noctua, Arsenic Lobster, The Axe
Factory Review and many others. He is also the
author of MediaTier Ltd. s The Adventures of Ace
Hoyle, and in 2011, Cy Gist Press published his
first poetry chapbook, The Day the Sun Rolled
Out of the Sky.
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Bill Wolak séng o0 New Jersey va day Sang tac
0 dai hoc William Paterson. Love Opens the
Hands 1a tap tho thu 13 cta ong.

Phill Prm{ance
QUA BUON CUOI

sau Jean Follain

Nguoi gido vién say tir hung
dong t6i hét budi sang hin
ngt guc trong bon tim &
phong thé duc nhiing tia nudc
4m ruc vao thd thit va

nhitng ngén tay mém toc mach
vao xuong cdt hin ngi mé
mét sau do say khudt vé

nha con dau nira dau bién
mat. Cau chuyén cia hin dén
day cham duat. C6 hau ban
toc vang cau c6 trudc nhitng
chiéc cdc 16n nho xép don
cuc nhu nhirng ngo6i nha nho
nguoi ban hoa si cua hén

ha cho dén khi nudc mét

dan dua nhu bay chim chién
chién.

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe Iem

Phill Provance: Tho 6ng di va sap xuat hién
trén The Baltimore Sun, Orbis, Vine Leaves,
Cha, Noctua, Arsenic Lobster, The Axe Fac-
tory Review va nhiéu tap chi van hoc khéac. Tac
pham: The Adventures of Ace Hoyle. Tap tho
dau tay cua ong The Day the Sun Rolled Out of
the Sky dugc xuét ban nim 2011,
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Lidia Chiarelli
TIMES SQUARE

Switch on
switch on once more
lights at Times Square.

Switch on for me
in my last night in New York.

The hot air in the streets is a gentle cloak
that wraps me up.

Like windmills moving and moving
don’t stop your dance.

Let my eyes get lost
again
into your
whirl
So sweet
so intoxicating.

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe lem

Lidia Chiarelli (Torino, Italy). Artist and poet,
co-founder, with Aeronwy Thomas, of the art-
literary Movement Immagine & Poesia (2007).
Lidia’s passion for creative writing (started
when she was a school teacher) has motivated
her to write poetry and she has become an award
winning poet since 2011.

Carolyn Mary Kleefeld
SHEER MAGIC

for DC

Aroused by

your tender embrace,

I bloom like sheer magic
orchestrated by the divine.

Like quintessential chords,
we merge, dancing

in the shifting light,
wondrous to behold.

Lidia Chiarelli
TIMES SQUARE

Bat 1én
bat 1én mot lan nira
anh sang ¢ Times Square

Bat 1én vi t01
trong dém cudi cung & New York

Khong khi néng trén dudng phd 1a chiée 4o choang
choang lay toi

Nhu nhitng cbi xay gié chuyén dong va chuyén dong
dung dung lai cugc nhay mua cia anh

Hay dé mat toi that lac
lan nita
trong con
cudng quay cia anh
sao ma ngot ngao
sao ma say sua

Lidia Chiarelli (Torino, Italy), nghé si va nha tho, dong

sang lap, véi Aeronwy Thomas, phong trao van hoc
ngh¢ thuat Immagine & Poesia (2007). Su dam mé sang
tac khi ba day hoc da thuc diy ba lam tho va trd thanh
nha tho daot giai ttr nam 2011.

Carolyn Mary Kleefeld
HOAN TOAN MA THUAT

for DC

banh thac boi

vong tay 0m diu dang cua
anh, t6i bung nd nhu ma
thuat hoa am boi thanh than.

Nhu nhiing hop am tinh tay
chung t6i hoa nhap, nhay muaa
trong 4anh sang thay doi,

nhin ngam dén di thuong.



Our sublime moments unfurl

in an exotic twirl,

as we emit the musk of all lovers
lost beyond time.

This poem is published in “The Divine Kiss:
An Exhibit of Paintings and Poems in honor of
David Campagna” Cross-Cultural Communi-
cations, NY, The Seventh Quarry Press, Wales
2014.

Frederick Feirstein
SHAKESPEARE

If I could live a Muslim cabbie’s day

Driving in traffic, parking at noon to pray

In 96th Street’s Mosque, 1’d stop to chat

With vendors hawking fruit, pashminas, books
Even about my centuries of fame;

If I could be a New York City hack

I’d give up every sonnet, every play,

Not in disgrace with men’s eyes, not in shame

For just one sandwich stuffed with sizzling fat
Plump Falstaft in a greasy apron cooks,

I’d take blank time, not scripted Fortune, back.

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe lem

Frederick Feirstein is a playwright with a doz-
en New York productions. His first play, Simon
and the Shoeshine Boy, was first produced at
the Chelsea Theater Center. He also writes film
and television. Frederick Feirstein has had eight
books of poetry published. His first, Survivors,
was selected as one of the two Outstanding
Books of the year by the American Library As-
sociation. He was co-founder of the Expansive
Poetry movement and originated the Barnes &
Noble reading series.
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Nhiing khoanh khéc thang hoa

trai ra trong vong xoay la ky

duong khi chung t6i toéa ra mui xa huong ctia nhiing
ngudi yéu nhau mat di khong thé tim lai.

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe lem

Bai tho dugc in dang trong “The Divine Kiss: An
Exhibit of Paintings and Poems in honor of David
Campagna” Cross-Cultural Communications, NY,
The Seventh Quarry Press, Wales 2014.

Frederick Feirstein
SHAKESPEARE

Néu t6i ¢6 thé sdng mot ngay cua

Nguoi tai xé taxi dao Hoi 1ai

Trong luc dong xe, ngimg lai budi trua

Cau nguyén tai Thanh dudng Hoi gido duong
96, tan gau v6i nhitng ngudi ban

Trai cay 1¢, khan trum déu, sach, ngay

Ca hang thé ky tam tiéng cia toi;

Néu t6i c6 thé 1a ngudi tai xé

Taxi & thanh phd New York, t6i

S& tir bd moi bai tho, mdi vo

Kich, khong dugc trong vong dudi mét moi
Ngudi, khong xau hd vé6i chi mot chiée
Béanh sandwich nhét diy md nong do
Falstaff béo tron mic chiée tap dé

Dinh ddu m& 1am, t6i chon mot tuong

Lai mo, khong phai thtr twong lai tién
Dinh, nguoc doi.

* Sir John Falstaff la nhan vat trong kich
William Shakerspeare.

Frederick Feirstein 1a kich tac gia, da c6 ca muoi
mudi hai vo duge didn ¢ New York. V& kich dau
tién ctia 6ng, Simon Va Cau Bé Danh Giay. Ong
cling viét kich ban phim va truyén hinh. Frederick
Feirstein di cho xuét ban tam tap tho. Tap tho dau
tay, Nhitng Nguoi Song Sot, duge hiép hoi thu vién
Mi binh chon 1a mét trong hai cudn sach xuét sic
nhit trong nam. Ong 14 ngudi dong sang 1ap phong
trao Tho Mo Rong va la nguoi tao ra chuong trinh
doc sach cua nha Barnes & Noble.
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Tom Riordan
IGNORANCE

We had heard predictions

old wives’ tales

urban legends

and the rants of lunatics
but when it actually came
there was no way
to describe
much less allay our terror

The invasion so massive

and so wholly alien

SO unremitting

cold and frenzy driven
erasing everything
humankind had ever built
known in the past
dreamed as a future

No tools to fight it

idea of its origin

or clue to its intent

beyond entombing us
we gave in to hysteria
we fled until we fell
because we didn’t know
what snow was

Tom Rjordan
SU DOT NAT

Chung ta da nghe nhitng 101 tién
tri chuyén nhitng nguoi vo gia nhitng
truyén thuyét phd thi nhitng 161 huyénh
hoang cua ké mat tri
nhung khi n6 that sy dén khong
6 cach nao dé dién dat
cang khong cé cach nao dé
giam bdt sy kinh hai cuia chung ta
su xam lan qua d at
va hoan toan qua xa la
khong ngung nghi lanh giad va
t61 murc dién cudng
x0a bo moi thir
loai nguoi tung 1ap nén
biét trong qua khir
mo nhu mét twong lai
khong c6 cong cu dé chdng lai nd
khong c6 ¥ tuong vé ngudn cdi nd
khong c6 manh mbi vé ¥ dinh n6
hon 1a chén chung ta xuéng mo
chung ta chiu thua sy cuf)ng loan

chung ta chay tron cho t6i khi ngd xudng

boi vi chung ta khong biét
tuyét 1a gi

* Chiing ta khéng c6 nhitng hiéu biét vé tuyét
nén khong biet diéu gi dad xay ra.

Translated into Vietnamese by Khe lem

Tom Riordan lives in New Jersey in the U.S. Tom Riordan song & tiéu bang New Jersey. Ong
He teaches English, runs the Environment Com- day Anh ngit, dicu hanh Uy Ban M6i Truong
mission in his town, and writes. trong thi xa, va viét.



