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Canb thu

Thanh thot tau tiéu may hat mura,
Khen ai khéo vé canh tiéu so.

~ N ’
Xanh om ¢6 thu tron xoe tan,

Tring xo4 trang giang phang ling to.

Bau ddc giang son say chdp ruou,
Tui lung phong nguyét nang vi tho.
O hay, canh cing wa nguoi nhi,

Ai thay, ai ma ching ngan ngo.

- HO XUAN HUONG

Autumn Landscape
Drop by drop rain slaps the banana leaves.
Praise whoever sketched this desolate scene:

the lush, dark canopies of the gnarled trees,

the long river, sliding smooth and white.

I lift my wine flask, drunk with rivers and hills.

My backpack, breathing moonlight, sags with poems.

Look, and love everyone.

Whoever sees this landscape is stunned.
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Lay chong chung

Chém cha cdi ki€p 1y chong chung

K¢ dip chin bong ké lanh lung

Nam thi muoi hoa hay ching ché

Mot thang doi lan ¢6 ciing khong

C& bam dn x6i x6i lai héng

Cam bing lam muén mudén khong cong
Than nay vi biét duong nay nhi

Tha trudce thoi danh & vay xong.

34 - HO XUAN HUONG

On Sharing a Husband

Screw the fate that makes you share a man.

One cuddles under cotton blankets; the other’s cold.

Every now and then, well, maybe or maybe not.

Once or twice a month, oh, it’s like nothing.

You try to stick to it like a fly on rice

but the rice is rotten. You slave like the maid,

but without pay. If I had known how it would go

I think I would have lived alone.
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