Nhitng buéi triea thom

Bong trong toi, bui tre ven lang
ndp véi chdn tran, trua cdt bong...
Than tre gia, mat doi ma han

La tre kho, bo ciing é rang!

Béng trong téi, mii ndng thom néng
Duong long lanh, cing minh, mém cat
troi trén cao, ddt dm bén héong

Chan hang rao kém gai ri sét

Béng trong téi, oan sdu cdi nhé
Nhé gi ddu...vong san rdm ri
Muii ddt dm, nang xién khéng mo
Mui co bui, nhot nhat chan to

RO6i trong t6i, giuc gid méng lanh

Thém qud, i cdi miii ndng khét!

Truwa thom qua, mui trua thdt sach...

Toi phdi...dirng! Téi muon...nhung khéng.
Purng néi ‘sé’. Toi nguoi tréng lam.

Chot hu oa. Tim vo reo vui!



Scented noontime

Certainly in me, bamboo clusters around the village
Hurry and hide bare feet in the hot sand

Cool cheeks with the touch of the old bamboo tree
Bamboo leaves are so dry, even cows won'’t eat them

Certainly in me, the strong aroma of the sunshine

The road is sparkling, its body is hard but the sand is soft
Above is the sky, beneath the warm earth

Bared wire fence is rusty

Certainly in me, nostalgia is heavy

| miss the yucca groves, dense in rows

The sun struggling to get through

| miss the smell of damp earth

The sweet scent of grass, tickling underfoot

Then the dream beats in me, forward

| long for it so much, oh, the smell of sunshine!
Noontime smells so good and so clear

I must go. But don’t say [ am coming.

It would be shameful if I would not

Pop up like Jack in a box. Hearts will bust with joy.



