The Bridegroom is You [To Pham Quang Hoa of Hung Yen]

You used to be addicted to your liking of travelling
Here and there, you always keep your feet moving
Coming back anytime, no schedule in your goings
Just like autumn clouds, like autumn leaves in falling.

You have just arrived at Ha Noi today

You are gone from Ha Noi the next day
Remembering you, friends would ask around:
- *I wonder, where the heck he is right now?”

Has he gone up to the mountain to hear gibbons singing?

Or, has he gone down the coast to admire the moon rising?

The horse has forgotten the willow stump, the boat, the dock on the river;
Has he ever wondered about his distant beloved mother?

In the morning comes a red wedding card of invitation
Announcing someone’s intention to marry in wintery season
About the bride, nobody knows who is who?

But the groom, what a surprise, is, yes, it is you!

Ah hah! It's over, from now on, from this very day

Leaves no longer leaving the forest, clouds, not on their way

The travelling boat has permanently docked at the marriage river

The Ho'’s horse no longer misses the winds blowing from northern borders.

Your free eyes no longer can roam the high blue sky

Your ambition is condensed in the powder case and lipstick of your wife
If common charcoal and wood can cook up the divine medication

A life with a beautiful wife and smart kids is to your satisfaction



The lakes and rivers now miss your footsteps in roaming

The noble gentleman stays home watching the soup in cooking
You are now busy having a very romantic loving Ode to write
So you forget to tell the story of “Leaving My Family Behind”

You and I are only a trip on the train away

But it feels like thousands of deep rivers far away

Finishing three rounds of drinks, heading north when the party is over
Just to well-wish you, so we have something to remember

The more I remember, the more I feel the overwhelming self-pity
From now on, on the road only remains the shadow of me

- Though the beauty’s hands look so soft and pretty

Little do I suspect that they can bind a great man’s destiny...
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Cht ré€ 1a anh [GUi Pham-Quang-Hda — Hung Yén] Nguyén-Binh

Xua anh la ké nghién song ho
bay, doé, lan dai gét lang-du
Vé chdang co ky, di chang hen
Nhu may mua thu, 1a mua thu.

Anh dén Ha-NGi dém hom trudc
Anh xa Ha-Noi sang hém sau
Ban-bé nhd tdi anh, thung nhac:
- "Khong biét bay gid han & dau?”

Han da lén rirng nghe vuon hot?
Hay vira xudng bién ngdm giang 1én?
Ngua quén gdc liéu, do quén bén
Han nhd thuong chang téi me hién?

Bong sang hdm nay cd thiép hdng
Co ngudi cudi vg gilra mua dong
C6 dau chang biét la ai do?

Cht ré 1a anh — C4 la khdng!

A ha! Thoi nhé, tu hdm nay

La hét lia rirng, may hét bay

S6ng bén luong duyén do cam chat
Ngua HoO thoi hét gié heo may.

Mat xanh khong ngam trdi xanh nita
Chi I16n thu vao hop phan son

Than cui tran-gian ma luyén dugc
MGt ddi vg dep vai con khon



S6ng ho gid bat dau chan anh
Quan-tir vé coi viéc nau canh

Viét cubn trudng-thién an-ai do

Anh quén chép chuyén “Bo gia-dinh”

TGi chi xa anh mot chuyén tau
Nhung la cach-trG van sbng sau
Udng ba ly rugu, quay vé Bac
Goi d& mirng anh, d& nhd nhau

Song nhd bao nhiéu lai ngam-ngui

S6ng ho con soét lai minh toi

- Hai tay ngudi dep trong mém qua
TOi ¢ ngd dau khoa dugc ngudi ...

(Sai-Gon 18-11-1943)



