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The Wild Iris

GIOI THIEU TAP THO

THE WILD IRIS

Tap tho The Wild Iris 4n hanh ndm 1992 da mang lai giai
thwédng Pulitzer cho thi si Louise Gluck.

Truwoc khi lanh giai Nobel van chwong nam 2020, ba dé la mot
thi sT noi tieng, Doat mot so giai thuwdng va twdc hiéu quan
trong, nhw Thi s Céng huén qudc gia nam 2003-2004.

Thi sT Robert Hass nhan xét vé ba: “..mét trong nhing nha
tho trir tinh thuan tay va thanh céng nhat hién nay.”

The Wild Iris, Dién Vi - Béa Hoa Hoang D3, Ia mét tap hop tho
tuyén chon nhirng bai miéu ta khu vwdn cda thi si. Trong 54
bai tho nay, ba dién dat thAm trdm nhirng thao thirc cta linh
hén, nhitng cau hdéi vé siéu nhién, nhirtng hinh anh binh
thwong tré thanh an du, du ngén nhac nhé y nghia trong doi
séng hang ngay.

The Wild Iris khi mé&i doc qua c6 thé c6 cdm nhan né don
gian, khéng cé gi méi la, ké 1& tam tinh. Néu doc déi lan, doc
ky hon, tho Wild Iris tr& nén phic tap va sau sac. Chang
nhirtng doi hdi ngudi doc phai c6 kinh nghiém sbng, ma con
phai cé tw duy vé kinh nghiém da trai qua hodc da tirng quan
sét.

Vi du, viét vé Thwong D& qua mot doan nodi tam doc thoai, ba
dwa ra mot diéu co ban dang suy tw: Thuwong Dé ludn ludn doi
héi con ngwdi phai kinh mén, yéu thwong Thwong Dé dé
dwoc dap tra nhirng &n sung.

[.]

Théng ndm dai den téi,

chung con thay phién canh gilr viron dja dang,
nhing giot 1é d4u tién trao ra khéi mat

nhw mét dat sa mu béi canh hoa,
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vai canh dé sam,

vai canh dé mau thijt twoi.

Chung con khdng bao gio nghi

dang hoc ttr cha cach séng gido diéu.
Pon thuén chang con hiéu,

khéng phai ban tinh nguoi,

chi yéu thuong vi muén dugc yéu thuong.
(Matins.)

V& mét hoc thuat, trong tap tho nay, ba s dung rat nhiéu
phwong phap nhan cach héa, hinh twong hdéa. Nhirng bodng
hoa, thoi tiét, canh tri, tré thanh nhan vat, néi Ién nhirtng nhan
xét tr géc nhin cda chadng, cho du dé 1a y niém, quan diém
cua thi si.

Nhan cach hoa l1a k§ thuat quen thudc vi hau hét moi nguoi
trai qua tudi tho déu da tirng nghe ké truyén, xem hinh, theo
ddi phim v&i nhirng vai chinh nhw con tha, béng hoa, chim
chéc néi tiéng nguoi. Tiém thire d6 dan tr ngu ngdn di vao
hién thyc d&i séng, dé dang nhan dién t& tho va an nghia bén
trong.

Ba st dung ch nghia gian di, dé hiéu; xay dung nhirng tw
tho binh thwong, hau hét la nhirng kinh nghlem xay ra thuwong
ngay; dé goéi ghép nhirtng diéu can gidi ma hodc can kinh
nghiém dé nhan thirc.

Nhw néi vé gio, ngu y vé doi sbng con ngudi:
Doi nguoi séng nhuw canh chim bay

b&t d4u va chadm dt trong tinh ldng

bat ddu va chdm dat, trong dang am vang

bay vong cung tir cdy Bach duong dén cay Téo.
(Retreating Wind.)
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St dung hién twong hoa thuan thuc néi Ién sy tham nhuan
cuta thi s[ vé moét vat thé hoac sinh vat khong Qhéi la ngu’"oi.
Dung pham chat cta nhirng thir khdng-nguwoi dé ngu ¥ pham
chat lam nguoi. Ky thuat nay pha lan gitr tw s va 4n du co
kha nang cwu mang nhiéu I&p hoac nhiéu y nghia. Tuy nhién,
viéc nay doi hdi mét kha nang twéng tweng phong phd, nhung
khong qua do phiéu lwu, tao ra nhirng t& tho co chat lwong
chinh phuc nguwoi doc. Du biét |0i tho la nhirng hw cau tir kinh
nghiém va nhan thirc, nhwng ngwdi doc van cam thay thu vi
va hai long.

Vi du:

DOi khi dan 6ng hay dan ba ap dat tuyét vong

Ién nguoi khac,

goi la boc 16t trai tim,

néi mot cach khac, 16t tran linh hén

[...]
(Love in Moonlight.)

Poc tho trong The Wild Iris, khéng phai doc trwc tiép tir tac
gid, ma doc tlr nhirtng “ban chét, ca tinh” cha cd, hoa, thién
nhién, d6 vat. Vi vay, déi luc, t tho gay b& ngd, ly luan la
l&m, va chir nghia nhw nhirng déu hai.

Trong tap tho nay, ngudi doc tim thdy nhiéu bai tho mang
twa dé gibng nhau, nhw Kinh Sang (Matins), Kinh Chiéu
(Vespers). CO I€, dung y cua ba cho nguwoi doc theo dbi hai
loai kinh dai, chia |am nhiéu doan, nhwng khéng lién tuc, ma
trinh bay theo ky thuat manh r&i trong khuynh hwéng Hau
Hién Dai. Nhirng manh r&i trong cing mét twa dé cho phép
ngudi doc theo dbi tirng chi dé& phu va néi dung khac nhau.
N6i mét cach khac, khéng co tinh nhat quan nhung cé tinh lién
ddi. Tho cé ndi dung va y nghia lién d&i xuét hién trong tho
manh r&i, tho Da dau, tho Mé hinh va nghé thuat quang céo.
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Khac voi doc tho Octavio Paz, Luis Borges, t6i c6 cam giac
nhw dang nghe hai ngwdi thay tan tinh chia xé nhirng tram tw
khé hiéu trong d&i nguwdi. Doc Pablo Neruda, c6 cam giac
dang lam quen vé&i mét chinh tri gia thi si, ttrng trai phong Iwu,
tham thly nghé thuat phu ni. Boc Federico Garcia Lorca, cam
twdng dang tan hwdng tam tinh Iang man cia mot nghé si tai
hoa vwot bac. Gay cho minh an twong chwa biét thé nao |a
yéu. Tiéc thay, anh qua doi qua sém... Doc The Wild Iris, t6i
thdy dwoc ngudi chi hién hau ghé tham, ké nghe nhirng
chuyén ti mi vui budn. C6 chuyén tham tram. C6 chuyén ngd
nghinh. Cé chuyén mai la... Tuy vay, khéng phai chuyén nao
cling dé& hiu. C6 nhiéu lac phai yéu ciu chi ké lai dé cé thé
nédm bat nhiéu hon. Ngbi nghe nhirng chuyén doi quen thudc
v&i y nghia tinh vi, lam &m long nhitng ai khéng vira y cudc
séng. Nhirng ai chan nan vi yén ba tham xu hitu nguw chau. (*)
Louise Gluck phat hanh 17 tac phadm tho trwédc khi 1anh gidi
Nobel. M&i tdc pham cta ba Ia méi bé mat khac nhau cuda kinh
nghiém séng va nghé thuat tho tr phadm chét riéng tw, khéng
tién phong ciing khéng truyén théng. Tho cla ba cé kha nang
xam nhap vao dam déng va lwu lai nhirng soi sang van
chwong.

Ghi:

Nhirng bai tho trong The Wild Iris dwoc dién dat qua hinh thirc
cau vat hang theo nhip diéu va y nghia do tac gia chon lya.
Khi dich sang tiéng Viét, toi xin dbi thé tho, mdt cach nao d6
cho phu hgp v&i van chwong tho Viét. Khéng tuan theo tinh
than va hinh thé cau vat hang.

Tbi cling chon phwong phap dich theo van hoéa Viét, v&i muc
dich, lam sao cho ngudi doc c6 thé cdm giac gan gii vai tho
Tw do tiéng Viét. Di nhién, dich tho la mét céng viéc liéu linh
nhw mot ké ngoan cd, bi canh céo, van lan mo di vao rirng lic
chang vang day dac swong mu.

(*) Ubng Ruou Tiéu Séu. Cao Ba Quat.
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DIEN VI, DPOA HOA HOANG DA.

[Loi twe swre cua doa hoa Dién vi.]

DPén cudi duwong khd dau
thdy mot canh clra.

Toi van nhé, xin nhac lai:
cac nguoi goi day 1a ctra chét.

Bén trén, tiéng dong, canh théng lac Iw.
R6i vang lang. Nang yéu ot
lung linh trén d4t kho can.

That 1a khing khiép dé duoc tén tai
y thirc phéi chén vao long déat tdi tam.

Nhw vay, ké nhw da chét:

diéu ma ching ta lo so,

la linh hén khéng thé 1én tiéng,

tré thanh mot két thac bat ngo,

mat dat cirng van udn cong hinh cau. (*)
Va t6i phai lam gi dé tré thanh dan chim
bay trong bui cay thap.

Cac nguoi khdng con nhé

16i v& tir thé gisi bén kia

N6i cho cac nguoi biét, tdi c6 thé ké:
bat ky chuyén gi nhé lai

khi tré vé tw cdi 1ang quén
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dé tim ra 1o néi:

“d&i toi tr nhuy hoa

tudn mot dong sudi la thweng,

xanh tham

lam dam mau nwédc bién xanh lo.” (**)

(*) Mat d4t ctieng ubn cong mét cht.
(**) “ddi toi tr tam diém
tudn moét dong sudi lon
xanh thdm [chdy vao dai duong]
pha dam mau nwéc bién xanh lo.”

The Wild Iris.

At the end of my suffering
there was a door.

Hear me out: that which you call death
| remember.

Overhead, noises, branches of the pine shifting.
Then nothing. The weak sun

flickered over the dry surface.

It is terrible to survive

as consciousness

buried in the dark earth.

Then it was over: that which you fear, being

10
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a soul and unable

to speak, ending abruptly, the stiff earth
bending a little. And what | took to be
birds darting in low shrubs.

You who do not remember

passage from the other world

I tell you I could speak again: whatever
returns from oblivion returns

to find a voice:

from the center of my life came
a great fountain, deep blue
shadows on azure seawater.

11
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KINH SANG.

Mat tr&i tda sang; bén canh hép thw,
cay Bach dwong than ché hai,
la xép 16p nhw vay ca.
Bén dwdi, nhirtng cong Thay Tién trang,
Ice Wings, Cantatrice (*);
|& tim dam mau man dai.
Ong N6-& (**) néi, ngwdi bi quan thwdng ghét mua xuan,
do mét thang bang gitra ndi tdm va ngoai canh.
T6i ly luan cach khac — vang, tuy chan nan bi quan
nhwng trong trang thai say mé (***)
lién hé véi cay Bach dwong dang séng,
than thé toi thwe sw udn éo theo gbc cay ché hai,
[c&m giac] hdu nhw yén binh,
vao bubi chiéu mua
gan nhw co thé cam thay
nhwa cay sui bot ndi én:
Ong Nb6-é noi,
day 1a 1am 16i ciia ngwoi chan nan,
ddng cadm v&i than cay,
trong khi trai tim hanh phuc
tho than trong vudn nhw mét chiée 14 roi,
ong chi minh hoa ding mét phan,
khong phai toan thé.

(*) Ice Wings la mét loai thd vat nhw réng cé canh bay, thudc
vé huyen thoai; Cantatrice la nir ca si opera; khéng rd nha tho
muon am chi loai hoa loai cay gi.

12
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(**) No-€ (Noah) la nhan vat trong Cwu Uéc dugce Thién Chla
giao nhiém vy dong tau I6n, ché gia dinh va tha vat di tron lut
Pai Hong Thuy.

(***) Nhwng theo y nghia say mé.

Matins.

The sun shines; by the mailbox, leaves

of the divided birch tree folded, pleated like fins.

Underneath, hollow stems of the white daffodils,
Ice Wings, Cantatrice; dark

leaves of the wild violet. Noah says

depressives hate the spring, imbalance

between the inner and the outer world. | make

another case—being depressed, yes, but in a sense
passionately

attached to the living tree, my body

actually curled in the split trunk, almost at peace,
in the evening rain

almost able to feel

sap frothing and rising: Noah says this is

an error of depressives, identifying

with a tree, whereas the happy heart

wanders the garden like a falling leaf, a figure for

the part, not the whole.

13
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KINH SANG.

Lay cha muén do&i biét tich,

lan d4u tién khi chang con bi xua dudi ra khai thién dang,
cha tao ra mét noi y hét nhwng mang y nghia khac,

dé day chiing con mét bai hoc;

ngoai ra, moi thir déu giéng nhau,

hwong sac dep, ca hai noi déu cé,

ph&m hinh dep déu khong thé thay thé,

ngoai trr, chiing con khéng hiéu bai hoc d6 la gi.

Bi bo roi, chung con lam cho nhau kiét strc.

Thang nam dai den tdi,

chung con thay phién canh gilr ve&n dia dang,

nhiing giot & d4u tién trao ra khéi méat

nhw méat d4t sa mu béi canh hoa,

vai canh dé sam,

vai canh dé mau thit twoi.

Chung con khéng bao gi& nght

dang hoc tir cha cach séng gido diéu.

DPon thuan chdng con hiéu, khdng phai ban tinh ngui,
chi yéu thuwong vi muén duoc yéu thwong.

Matins.

Unreachable father, when we were first
exile from heaven, you made

a replica, a place in one sense

different from heaven, being

designed to teach a lesson: otherwise
the same - beauty, on either side, beauty

14
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without alternative - Except

we didn't know what was the lesson. Left alone,
we exhausted each other. Years

of darkness followed; we took turns

working the garden, the first tears

filling our eyes as earth

misted with petals, some

dark red, some flesh-colored -

We never thought of you

whom we were learning to worship.

We merely knew it wasn't human nature to love
only what returns love.

15
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HOA KEN BA CANH. (%

[Loi twr swcia Hoa Ken.]

Khi tdi tinh day, thy dang & gitra rirng.
Am u dwdng nhw ty nhién, nhiéu manh tr&i sang 1ap 16
gua la canh théng day dac.

Toi khong biét gi ca; khong thé 1am gi khac hon nhin ngdm.
Trong khi theo ddi, tt c& anh sang thién dang

m¢& dan chi con mét thir duy nhét,

ngon Ilra chay bung dbt cay Linh Sam ngudi lanh.

Roi khong thé kéo dai

cham chu nhin thién dang ma khéng bi huy diét.

C6 linh hoén nao

can céi chét hién dién, nhu tdi yéu cu dwoc che ché?
Téi nght, néu tiép tuc noi hoai

sé tw tra 1oi lubn cau hai,

t6i sé thay bat ctv thir gi ho thay,

mot cdi thang bat qua cay Linh sam,

diéu gi d6 kéu goi ho danh dbi mang séng —

Ng&m nghi nhirng gi da hiéu.

Tinh day ngo’ ngac gilra rirng;

chi mét Iuc trwée, toi khéng biét giong néi cta minh
néu cho t6i giong &y

sé tran day budn tham

nhirng cau noi tré thanh tiéng khoc quyén vao nhau.
Tham chi, t6i khéng biét minh budn khd

16
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cho dén khi danh tir &y hién ra,
cho dén khi tdi cam thay
mua ttr toi tudn tran.

Ghi:

Trillium: Khéng c6 tén trong}tiéng Viét. Thuéc chi téc hoa Loa
kén, hoa Hué tay véi dac diém hoa chi c6 ba canh.

Nguén: https://mimirbook.com/vi/ec57c1f4386

Trillium

When | woke up | was in a forest. The dark
seemed natural, the sky through the pine trees
thick with many lights.

I knew nothing; | could do nothing but see.
And as | watched, all the lights of heaven
faded to make a single thing, a fire
burning through the cool firs.

Then it wasn’t possible any longer

to stare at heaven and not be destroyed.

Are there souls that need

death’s presence, as | require protection?
I think if | speak long enough

I will answer that question, | will see
whatever they see, a ladder

reaching through the firs, whatever

calls them to exchange their lives—

17
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Think what | understand already.

| woke up ignorant in a forest;

only a moment ago, | didn’t know my voice
if one were given to me

would be so full of grief, my sentences

like cries strung together.

| didn't even know | felt grief

until that word came, until | felt

rain streaming from me.

18
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HOA LAMIUM

[Loi twr swr cda hoa Lamium.]

Day la 16i sbng ctia ngwdi nao co trai tim lanh lung.
Nhw téi: trong béng téi, moc qua tadng da the o,
dwai gbéc cay Phong lén.

N&ng tr&i hdu nhu khéng cham dén.

Déi khi thdy dwoc mia xuan sém, tréi day tir xa xoi.
R&i & moc Ién, che kin tr&i xuan.

Toi cdm thay n6 14p lanh trén 14, that thuwong,

nhw ai d6 dap vao ly thdy tinh bang mudng kim loai.

Khdng phai sinh vat nao

cling doi hoi cwéng dd anh sanh nhw nhau.

M6t sb tw tao ra &nh sang:

chiéc 14 ong anh nhw 16i di chwa ai gidm chan,

mat hé 16ng lanh map mé dwéi hang phong gia tam téi.

CO6 & cac nguoi da biét diéu nay.
Cac ngudi va nhirng ai c6 y nghit
séng vi sy that va tinh thwong, hiéu theo nghia rong
tat ca diéu do bi xem la lanh lung.

Ghi:
(*) Lamium khdng c6 tén Viét, thudc ho hoa Mai.

19
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Lamium.

This is how you live when you have a cold heart.
As | do: in shadows, trailing over cool rock,
under the great maple trees.

The sun hardly touches me.

Sometimes | see it in early spring, rising very far away.
Then leaves grow over it, completely hiding it. | feel it
glinting through the leaves, erratic,

like someone hitting the side of a glass with a metal spoon.

Living things don’t all require

light in the same degree. Some of us

make our own light: a silver leaf

like a path no one can use, a shallow

lake of silver in the darkness under the great maples.

But you know this already.

You and the others who think

you live for truth and, by extension, love
all that is cold.

20
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HAT TUYET.

[Loi twr sw cda hat tuyét.]

Cac ngudi co biét toi la gi, séng ra sao khdng?
Cac nguwdi da biét tuyét vong la nhw thé nao,
mua déng sé mang dén y nghia.

Khéng mong doi sbng sot,

mat dat lan ap toi.

Khéng mong doi thirc day mét 1an niva,
dé xac than hdi &ng trong dat bun

Iy 16i,

Hay nhé rang, sau mot thoi gian dai

lam sao héi phuc trong &nh sang gia lanh
nhirng ngay dau muia xuan.

Vang, du so hai, nhwng trong sé cac nguoi
van khoc niém vui radi ro

gitra con gio rét tir thé gidi maoi.

Snowdrops.
Do you know what | was, how | lived? You know
what despair is; then

winter should have meaning for you.

| did not expect to survive,

21
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earth suppressing me. | didn't expect
to waken again, to feel

in damp earth my body

able to respond again, remembering
after so long how to open again

in the cold light

of earliest spring--

afraid, yes, but among you again
crying yes risk joy

in the raw wind of the new world.

22
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BUOI SANG VA SU RO RANG.

[Loi tw sw cuia budi sang.]

Téi theo ddi cac ngudi tir 1au, dén nay da da
c6 thé noi véi cac ngudi bat ky cach nao theo y riéng -

Toi cam chiu theo s& thich cac nguwdi, kién nhan quan sat
nhirng gi cac nguwdi yéu chudng,

t6i chi c6 thé phat biéu qua cac nhirng dwdng 16i,
ti mi cla dia cau,
theo y cac nguoi,

[néi qua] (1)
nhirng day tua xoan (2)
cua day hoa leo Lao trgng xanh lo (3)

[n6i qua]
anh sang
lic chiéu bat dau -

cac ngudi khdng bao gidr chap thuan

cach néi nhw t6i, khac biét
vé nhirng thir gi cac ngudi ban rén dat tén...

T6i khong thé tiép tuc
gi¢i han ban than vao nhirng y niém

chi vi cac ngwdi ty nghi minh dang

23
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dé chéi bd y nghia cla toi:
Bay gi®, t6i san sang cwdng bach
cac ngudi [chép nhén] sw rd rang.

Ghi:
(1) Chir trong khung [...] do ngwoi dich thém vao cho rd nghia.
(2) Tendril la cong day hinh x0dan, moc trén cac day leo, c6

nhiém vy quan va bam vao gian hoa hoac céc cay Ién.
(3) Clematis la cay hoa leo, nguoi Viét goi la hoa “Ong 130, t6i
goi la “Lao trweng” vi hoa ra trang x6a nhu téc bac.

Clear Morning.

I’'ve watched you long enough,
| can speak to you any way | like—

I’'ve submitted to your preferences, observing patiently
the things you love, speaking

through vehicles only, in
details of earth, as you prefer,

tendrils
of blue clematis, light

of early evening—
you would never accept

a voice like mine, indifferent

24
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to the objects you busily name...

| cannot go on
restricting myself to images

because you think it is your right
to dispute my meaning:

| am prepared now to force
clarity upon you

25
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TUYET MUA XUAN.

[Loi twr sw cda tuyét.]

Nhin bau troi dém:
T6i chia hai sw séng véi hai kha nang.

Toi hién dién véi cac nguwdi, bén cira sb,
nhin cac ngudi phan tng [véi tuyét roi]
H6m qua, trdng moc trén dat &m

duwéi vuon.

Bay gi¢» dat lap lanh nhw tréng,

nhw thr gi chét dap |én mau trédng sang.

Bay gid, cac ngudi c6 thé nham mét.

Toi tirng nghe cac nguwoi khoc,

bao gdm tiéng khoc tir thud xwa, (*)

va nhirng ndi niém an trong tiéng khoc.

T6i da vach tran nhirng gi cac ngwdi mong mudn:
khéng phai niém tin, la s dau hang

trwdc quyén thé st dung bao luc.

(*) Nhirng tiéng khéc trwde khi cac ngudi khic.

Spring Snow.

Look at the night sky:
I have two selves, two kinds of power.

26
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| am here with you, at the window,
watching you react. Yesterday

the moon rose over moist earth in the lower garden.

Now the earth glitters like the moon,
like dead matter crusted with light.

You can close your eyes now.

| have heard your cries , and cries before yours,
and the demand behind them.

I have shown you what you want:

not belief, but capitulation

to authority, which depends on violence.

27
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CuOl MUA BONG.

[Loi tw s cia mua déng.]

Cao trén tran gian tinh lang, mét tiéng chim kéu
danh thire niém cd doc gitka cac nhanh cay den.

Ngwoi mudn chao ddi, ta cho ngwoi sinh ra.
T bao gid ndi ta sau khé
gay phién phirc long ngwoi han hoan?

Lao thdng vé phia truwéc
dam sau vao bong téi va anh sang
cung mét luc véi cam xdac ndbn nao

twdng chirng nhw ngwoi con mai la,
mudn biéu 16 than thé

rat nhanh chéng, réat tai hoa

ngwoi khong bao gi& nght

phai tra gia nhuw thé nao,

drng bao gio twdng twong

am thanh ta n6i gibng bét ky thir gi
ngoai trr la mot phan trong nguoi —

ngwoi sé& khéng nghe ta néi trong thé gidi khac,

khéng nghe lai rd rang,
khong nghe tw tiéng chim kéu hay tiéng ngudi khac,
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khéng nghe rd am thanh,
chi trién mién vang doi
déng vong phat thanh y nghia: tam biét, tam biét —

dong &m vang lién tuc
gan b6 ching ta vao nhau.

End of Winter.

Over the still world, a bird calls
waking solitary among black boughs.

You wanted to be born; I let you be born.
When has my grief ever gotten
in the way of your pleasure?

Plunging ahead
into the dark and light at the same time
eager for sensation

as though you were some new thing, wanting
to express yourselves

all brilliance, all vivacity

never thinking

this would cost you anything,

never imagining the sound of my voice
as anything but part of you—
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you won't hear it in the other world,
not clearly again,
not in birdcall or human cry,

not the clear sound, only
persistent echoing

in all sound that means good-bye, good-bye—

the one continuous line
that binds us to each other.
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KINH SANG.

Xin tha 16i néu con néi yéu cha:

[b&i] quyén Iwc ludn ludn bi nghe néi doi

vi yéu dudi ludn luén bi so' héi sai khién

Con khéng thé yéu diéu con khéng hiéu,

cha hau nhw khéng tiét 16 chuyén gi:

phai chang cha nhw cay Tao gai,

khéng thay déi, ludn ludn moc mét ché,

ho&c cha nhw cay Mao dia hoang, bién dang,

thoat tién moc 1én cum héng trén con déc sau dam Cuc,
rdi ndm t&i, dbi thanh tim moc trong vwdn Héng?

Cha nén hiéu, déi véi ching con chuyén d6 vé dung,
sy im lang cda cha anh hwédng long tin

cha phai la tit ca, vira cay T4o gai vira Mao dia hoang,
vira hoa hdng mong manh, vira hoa Cuc bén bi -
[Swim 1dng khién] Ching con chi con cach nghi réng,
cha khéng thé nao hién hivu.

Phai chang cha muén ching con nghi nhw vay,

phai chang diéu nay giai thich sw im lang cda budi tinh swong,
khi dan dé chwa co déi canh gay,

khi bay méo chwa 4u g6 ngoai san?

Matins.
"Forgive me if | say | love you: the powerful
are always lied to since the weak are always

driven by panic. | cannot love
what | can’t conceive, and you disclose
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virtually nothing: are you like the hawthorn tree,

always the same thing in the same place,

or are you more the foxglove, inconsistent, first springing up
a pink spike on the slope behind the daisies,

and the next year, purple in the rose garden? You must see
it is useless to us, this silence that promotes belief

you must be all things, the foxglove and the hawthorn tree,
the vulnerable rose and tough daisy—we are left to think
you couldn’t possibly exist. Is this

what you mean us to think, does this explain

the silence of the morning,

the crickets not yet rubbing their wings, the cats

not fighting in the yard?"
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Louise Gluck doc tho tai gia cw nha van Norman Mailer
nam 1968.
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KINH SANG.

Con hiéu dwoc & cling cha nhw & cuing cay Bach dwong:
Con khbng néi véi cha

bang tam sy ca nhan.

Chuyén gitra ching ta da lau réi quéa khir.

Hoac trwéc sau chi la chuyén con don phwong?
Con c6 16i, c6 16i,

da yéu cau cha ha minh giébng nhw con ngudi -
Con khéng thiéu thén hon ké khac.

Nhuwng sw vang bong moi tinh cadm [cda chal]
ciing khéng phai & diéu con quan tam nhét -

Vi con c6 thé tiép tuc

chuyén tro v&i hang cay Bach duong,

nhw kiép séng truwéc day:

Dé chung tai dién chuyén ti té,

chon con vai cac nha tho phai Lang man,

rdi nhivng chiéc & vang hinh trai tim nhon

roi xudng lap vui con.

Matins.

| see it is with you as with the birches:
I am not to speak to you

in the personal way. Much

has passed between us. Or

was it always only

on the one side? | am

at fault, at fault, | asked you

to be human - I am no needier
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than other people. But the absence
of all feeling, of the least

concern for me - | might as well go on
addressing the birches,

as in my former life: Let them

do their worst, let them

bury me with the Romantics,

their pointed yellow leaves

falling and covering me.
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HOA HAI SONG. ¢

[Loi tw sw cia hoa Hai song.]

Khéng phai téi, d6 ngdc, khéng phai hoa cuing mau,
|4 chdng t6i, chdng tbi-lan s6ng nhw trdi xanh

nhw 1&1 phé phan tw thién dang:

vi sao cac ngudi quy trong I&i néi cia minh

khi thanh dat dwoc chat gi

sé ké can tiép theo “khoéng c6 gi”?

Vi sao cac ngudi nhin [én?

Dé nghe am vang nhw & Chia phan?

Déi v&i chang t6i, cac ngwdi déu gidng nhau,
c6 don, dung trén cao,

ké hoach doi séng ngé ngan:

giébng nhw van vat

cac nguoi déu di dén noi dinh san,

noi gié sé chon cét,

mot hoac nhirng ai trong cac nguoi

mai mai nhin xuéng dé thay vai hinh anh trong nwéc
va nghe duwoc gi khéng?

Théy séng, chap chiing séng,

nghe tiéng chim hét vang.

Ghi:

(*) Scilla Ia mét loai hoa trong ho Mang tay (Asparagaceae.)
Scilla Peruviana duwgc goi la hoa Hai Song Bo Dao Nha.
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Scilla.

Not I, you idiot, not self, but we, we--waves
of sky blue like

a critique of heaven: why

do you treasure your voice

when to be one thing

is to be next to nothing?

Why do you look up? To hear

an echo like the voice

of god? You are all the same to us,
solitary, standing above us, planning
your silly lives: you go

where you are sent, like all things,
where the wind plants you,

one or another of you forever

looking down and seeing some image
of water, and hearing what? Waves
and over waves, birds singing.
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GIO NGUOC.

[Loi cda nhan vat sang tao ndi véi gid.]

Khi ta tao ra nguoi, yéu thuwong nguoi.
Bay gi¢ thwong hai nguoi.

Ta cho nguoi tt ca nhirng gi can thiét:
mat dat lam giwong, trdi xanh lam chan-

Tw khi xa r&i nguoi

ta nhin thay ré rang hon.

DPang 1& gid nay hén ngwoi da ménh méng,
nhwng khéng phai vay,

chi la th& gi n6éi nang li nhi —

Ta cho ngwoi moi tai nang

xanh lo’ trong budi sang mua xuan,

thi gian nguoi khdng biét st dung-
ngwoi con doi hdi nhiéu hon,

mét tai nang nira dung cho sang tao khac

Diéu gi nguoi hy vong,

sé khong tw minh tim thay trong khu vuén,

gilra nhirng cay cé dang vwon Ién.

D&i ngwoi sdng khéng luan chuyén nhw thuc vat:

Doi ngwoi séng nhw canh chim bay

bat dau va chdm dit trong tinh lang
bat dau va chadm dut, trong dang am vang
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bay vong cung tir cay Bach dwong dén cay Téo.

Retreating Wind.

When | made you, | loved you.
Now | pity you.

| gave you all you needed:
bed of earth, blanket of blue air--

As | get further away from you

| see you more clearly.

Your souls should have been immense by now,
not what they are,

small talking things--

| gave you every gift,

blue of the spring morning,

time you didn't know how to use--
you wanted more, the one gift
reserved for another creation

Whatever you hoped,

you will not find yourselves in the garden,
among the growing plants.

Your lives are not circular like theirs:

your lives are the bird's flight

which begins and ends in stillness--
which begins and ends, in form echoing
this arc from the white birch

to the apple tree.
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KHU VU'ON.

[Loi tw sw cta khu von.]

Toéi khéng cach nao theo ddi mét 1an niva,
kho c6 thé chiu dwng khi nhin thy chuyén nay —

trong khu vweon, dwdi lan mwa lam ram
déi tinh nhan tré dang tréng

mot lubng dau Ha Lan,

twéng chirng nhu tredc day

chuwa ai lam viéc nay,

chwa bao gi® déi dién

gidi quyét nhirng tré ngai lén lao —

Ho khéng nhin thay ho,

trong dat cat twoi mai,

bat dau lam

khéng chiu nhin xa,

day ddi sau lwng mau xanh nhat.
may mu cung véi hoa —

C6 &y mudn ngung viéc,
anh ta muén lam cho xong
tiép tuc ngdi lai tréng —

Hay xem c6 8y, vudt ma nguwoi yéu

té Iong thoéa thuan,

ngon tay wét mat mé mwa xuan,

trén lan cé mdng, n&@ chum hoa Nghé tay tim —
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ngay ca noi day, ngay ca khi tinh yéu bat dau,
ngon tay co r&i khéi mat anh

mot hinh anh ti biét

ho cho rang

c6 thé tay nghi xem nhe

ndi budn nay.

The Garden.

| couldn’t do it again,
| can hardly bear to look at it—

in the garden, in light rain

the young couple planting

a row of peas, as though

no one has ever done this before,

the great difficulties have never as yet
been faced and solved—

They cannot see themselves,

in fresh dirt, starting up

without perspective,

the hills behind them pale green,
clouded with flowers—

She wants to stop;
he wants to get to the end,
to stay with the thing—
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Look at her, touching his cheek

to make a truce, her fingers

cool with spring rain;

in thin grass, bursts of purple crocus—

even here, even at the beginning of love,
her hand leaving his face makes

an image of departure

and they think

they are free to overlook

this sadness.
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CAY TAO GAI.
[Loi tw s cda cay Tao gai.]

Ké bén nhau, khéng ndm tay:

Ta theo ddi hai ngwoi

di dao vueo'n mua he —

nhirng thi gi khdng thé di déng
phai hoc cach nhin riéng;

Ta khong can

theo hai nguwoi di khap vwon,

con nguwdi dé lai

d4u tich tinh cdm khap noi,

canh hoa rai rac trén duwong dét,
hoan toan tréng va vang,

vai canh trong gié chiéu rung nhe;
Ta khong can theo sau

noi hai nguwoi dang dén,

vao sau vung doéc hai,

dé biét ly do tinh yéu bay xa,

Khi dam mé hay cudng nhiét:

dé deo dudi viéc gi khac

c6 thé nao hai ngwdi bd hét tat ca
nhirng gi dang c6?

The Hawthorn Tree.
Side by side, not

hand in hand: | watch you
walking in the summer garden—things
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that can't move

learn to see; | do not need

to chase you through

the garden; human beings leave
signs of feeling

everywhere, flowers

scattered on the dirt path, all
white and gold, some

lifted a little by

the evening wind; | do not need
to follow where you are now,
deep in the poisonous field, to know
the cause of your flight, human
passion or rage: for what else
would you let drop

all you have gathered?
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CAM KHAI DUG'I ANH TRANG.

Doi khi dan 6ng hay dan ba ap dat tuyét vong

lén ngwoi khac,

goi la I6t tran con tim,

n6i mot cach khac, 16t tran linh hon -

c6 nghfa trong thdi diém nay ho c6 dwoc hdn ngudi.-

ngoai troi, dém mua he,

ca thé gidi virt bd trén mat trang:

nhirng nhém hinh dang mau bac

c6 thé 1a nha ctra hodc cay cbi,

mot khu vuén hep noi con méo 4n than,

lan 16n trong dét bui,

hoa hdng, cay phong phong, va trong am u,
mot mai vom nhw ndc tda nha quéc hoi (*)

dwdi anh trang hoa thanh hgp kim mau vang,

chi hinh dang khéng chi tiét,

tréng hoang dwdng, chwa thay bao gid (**)

linh hon tran day Itra that sw 1a anh trang,

du phan chiéu t» moét ngudn khac, (***)

tém lai vn sang nhw trang sang:

du 1a khéi da hodc khéng phai da,

mat trang van trwéc sau

la mot vat gi dang séng .

Ghi:

(*) Capitol & Washington.

(**) Archetype: Nguyén MAu. Hinh anh dung lam khudn méu,
mo hinh.

(**%) Mt troi,
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Love in Moonlight.

Sometimes a man or woman forces his despair

on another person, which is called

baring the heart, alternatively, baring the soul-

meaning for this moment they acquired souls—

outside, a summer evening, a whole world

thrown away on the moon: groups of silver forms

which might be buildings or trees, the narrow garden

where the cat hides, rolling on its back in the dust,

the rose, the coreopsis, and, in the dark, the gold
dome of the capitol

converted to an alloy of moonlight, shape

without detail, the myth, the archetype, the soul

filled with fire that is moonlight really, taken

from another source, and briefly

shining as the moon shines: stone or not,

the moon is still that much of a living thing
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THANG TU.

[Loi tw sw cha thang Tw.]
Khéng ai tuyét vong bang t6i tuyét vong —

Cac ngu¢i khéng dwgre don nhan vao khu vuedn nay

nghi nhw vay,

boc 16 ra mat vé kho chiju:

ngudi dan 6ng dang gidy cd huwéng vé toan thé canh rirng,
ngwoi dan ba di khap khiéng, tir chéi thay quan 4o,

khéng chiu géi dau.

Cé ly do gi t6i phai quan tam

néu cac nguoi cling nhau tro chuyén?
Nhwng t6i mudn néi, cac ngudi nén biét
t6i ky vong tét dep hon

@ hai sinh vat dwoc ban cho tri khon:
néu khong,

cac nguoi thyee sy sé cham séc cho nhau
it ra cac nguwoi phai hiéu

sw dau khé phan chia gira cac nguoi,
cho tat ca nhan loai,

nhé vay, téi nhan biét cac nguoi

nhw mau xanh tham

danh déu cay Hai song hoang dai,

tai nhot mau go tim.
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April.

No one's despair is like my despair--

You have no place in this garden

thinking such things, producing

the tiresome outward signs; the man

pointedly weeding an entire forest,

the woman limping, refusing to change clothes
or wash her hair.

Do you suppose | care

if you speak to one another?

But | mean you to know

| expected better of two creatures

who were given minds: if not

that you would actually care for each other
at least that you would understand

grief is distributed

between you, among all your kind, for me
to know you, as deep blue

marks the wild scilla, white

the wood violet.
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HOA TiM.

[Loi tw swr cda hoa tim]

B&i vi trong thé gidi [loai hoa] ching toi
ludn ludn cét gidu diéu bi mat,

nhé va tréng,

nhé va dwoc goi la tinh khiét,

vi vay, ching t6i khéng budn rau nhw thay,
thwa bac thay ctia dau kho;

thay khdng mat mat nhiéu hon chung téi,
duwéi cay Tao gai,

cay Téao thang bang bung khay ngoc trai:
diéu gi da dwa thay dén day

ai sé day thay

qui xudng khoc

hai ban tay vi dai siét chat nhau

trong tat ca hiéu biét 16n lao thay s& hiru
khéng c6 diéu gi thudc vé stre sbng linh hon,
diéu dé bat ti:

t6i nghiép Thwong Dé budn rau,

vi khéng bao gi& c6

ho&c khoéng bao gie» mét.

Violets.
Because in our world

something is always hidden,
small and white,
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small and what you call

pure, we do not grieve

as you grieve, dear

suffering master; you

are no more lost

than we are, under

the hawthorn tree, the hawthorn holding
balanced trays of pearls: what

has brought you among us

who would teach you, though

you kneel and weep,

clasping your great hands,

in all your greatness knowing
nothing of the soul’s nature,

which is never to die: poor sad god,
either you never have one

or you never lose one.
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CO DAI. ¢
[Loi twr swrcda co dai.]

Nhirng thir gi
khi sinh vao doi khéng dwgc dén nhan
sé xem nhu rdi loan, blra bai —

Néu cac ngudi qué strc ghét b toi
dirng ban tam dat tén lam gi:

cac ngudi c6 can chang

mét vét do' trong ngén ngir,

noi moét cach khac

db tat ca 16i 1am

tr th&i con bo lac -

nhw chang ta déu biét,
néu ton thd mdt Chaa
chi can mét ké thu (*) —

T6i khong phai 1 ké thl.
Chi lam meo vat dé phot 1o

nhirng gi cac ngudi thay

dang xay ra ngay day trong vwrdn nay,
l& mot hinh mau nhd cla théat bai.

Hau nhw mdi ngay

déu c6 mét béng hoa dep tan héo

cac nguwdi khong thé nghi ngoi

cho dén khi tim thay nguyén nhan,
nghia 1a bat c diéu gi con lai,
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béat cw diéu gi xay dén
gitp hoa twoi tét hon
lobng dam mé ca nhan —

Diéu d6 khoéng cé nghia

sé ton tai mai mai trong thé gidi thyce té.
Nhwng tai sao phai thira nhan

khi cac ngudi c6 thé tiép tuc

lam nhirng gi cac ngwdi van lam,

nhw khi gap nhau

thwdng xuyén than khéc va dé 16i.

Toi khdng can cac ngudi khen thudng
dé sbng sét.

Toi dén day dau tién,

trwdc cac ngudi,

trwdc khi co khu vuron.

VA t0i s& & day

cho dén khi chi con lai mét trei mat trang,
bién va ddng hoang réng vang.

Toi sé tao thanh vung dat nay.

(*) Witchgrass la mét loai cé dai moc trong mua hé. C6 hoa né
trén dinh tr canh |14 hep va dai. C6 kha nang moc cao khoang
30 inches.

(**) Néu cac nguoi ton ther mét Chia / céc nguoi chi cdn mét
ké thu. Cau nay dwong nhw ngu y Chia va ké thu 1a mét.
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Witchgrass.

Something
comes into the world unwelcome
calling disorder, disorder—

If you hate me so much
don’t bother to give me

a name: do you need
one more slur

in your language, another
way to blame

one tribe for everything—

as we both know,

if you worship

one god, you only need
One enemy—

I’'m not the enemy.

Only a ruse to ignore

what you see happening

right here in this bed,

a little paradigm

of failure. One of your precious flowers
dies here almost every day
and you can’t rest until

you attack the cause, meaning
whatever is left, whatever
happens to be sturdier
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than your personal passion—

It was not meant

to last forever in the real world.

But why admit that, when you can go on
doing what you always do,

mourning and laying blame,

always the two together.

| don’t need your praise

to survive. | was here first,

before you were here, before

you ever planted a garden.

And I'll be here when only the sun and moon
are left, and the sea, and the wide field.

I will constitute the field.
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CAlI THANG CUA JACOB.

[Loi tr sw cda cai thang.]

Bi mac ket trén mat dat,

phai chang cac nguwdi cling mudn I1én thién dang?
Toi séng trong khu vedn ctia mot phu niv.
Thwa ba, xin ba the 16i;

doi ché lam t6i phai nhat long biét on.

T6i khdng phai nhirng gi ba mong muédn.
Nhwng duwdng nhw dan é6ng va dan ba
khat khao nhau,

t6i cling khat khao kién thire thién thai —
va bay gi¢& sw dau khd,

mot cong cay tran trui

vwon |én ctra sé hién nha.

DPén dinh cay, thay gi?

Mot hoa nhé mau xanh nhw ngbi sao.
Khéng bao gi® roi thé gigil

Day phai chang la y nghia ctia nwéc mat?

The Jacob's Ladder.

Trapped in the earth,

wouldn't you too want to go

to heaven? | live

in a lady's garden. Forgive me, lady;
longing has taken my grace. | am
not what you wanted. But
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as men and women seem

to desire each other, | too desire
knowledge of paradise - and now

your grief, a naked stem

reaching the porch window.

And at the end, what? A small blue flower
like a star. Never

to leave the world! Is this

not what your tears mean?
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Ngu Yén

Xin

mo&i ban doc

don xem

toan bd 54 bai tho
trong tac pham

Dién Vi

Doa Hoa Hoang D&
sé duoc glri ra

nhw tdng phdm 2021.
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