Saigon Melancholy
Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour

The street hawkers silenced in darkness
The shoeshine boys all had vanished

The lottery peddlers, the beggars

Were they curled up some place cold?
The streets, the alleyways stood dead still
This afternoon, I heard you were gone
Saigon melancholy, tears of pain

Where was your resting place?

Binh Hung Hoa or some other crematorium?
No funeral, no mourners.

No loved ones bidding you goodbye

You returned to some lonely purgatory
Saigon melancholy, her gilded beauty lost
Saigon, the curfew hour

Saigon, incense-wafted silence

Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour

The Tao Dan Garden absent of pitter-patter happy feet
The parks longing for past visitors

Your silhouette lingered, unaware of the school exam
season.

The promenade missed greeting travelers from afar
Nguyen Trai* empty in miasma of night

The streets were forlorn, empty

The car horn drew its last breath last night.

Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour

The afternoon rendezvous lacked heat and passion
A breeze brushed over the Bach Dang Pier,
Awaiting some ferry passenger

Where were you?

Stranded somewhere alone?

Saigon, | missed you with passion

Old friends, the familiar old haunts

The afternoons waiting for school’s out at Gia Long
Her beauty conjured up untold misery.

Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour

The cathedral bells no longer holy

Notre Dame the century-old nexus of despair.
No more strolls with you after Mass,

The sun-drenched Sundays subsumed by your velvet eyes.

Street dust, cars, motorbikes, traffic lights.

Le Thanh Ton*, ungodly quiet

Ban Co, Tanh Dinh** gravely acknowledged night
Pham Ngu Lao*** mournful of new visitors

Duy Tan* drowned in desolation at dusk.

Sai Gon Buon
Sai Gon buén, gi¢ gigi nghiém

Tiéng hang rao tit lim trong dém
Nhitng em bé danh giay khong con thay
Ngudi ban vé sd, ké an xin,

Gio co cum noi dau?

Nhirng con duong, ngd hém lang thinh!
Chiéu nay duoc tin em mat!

Sai Gon budn nho 1é thuong dau

Xac em gio ¢ mai noi dau?

Binh Hung Hoa hay 10 thiéu nao d6?
Khong tang 1&, khong ngudi dua tién!
Khdng ho hang bai biét huong linh

Em ¢6 don vé noi vo dinh

Sai Gon budn, danh mat phon hoa

Sai Gon gio gigi nghiém

Sai Gon u tich phang phat trim huong

Sai Gon buén, gi¢ gigi nghiém

Vuon Tao Pan vang han budc chan vui
Cong vién budn nhd béng ai qua

Dang em ngdi ho hirng giita mua thi

Phé di bo chao ‘quén nguoi vién khéach
Nguyen Tréi vé trong vang hoi dém
Phé x4 diu hiu, tréng trai

Tiéng coi xe nhu nging thé dém qua

Sai Gon buén, gi¢ gidi nghlem

Budi chiéu hen khong con ning ruc
Bén Bach Ping gi6 1ong theo sau

Hoai mong chd ngudi qua bén 46

Em dau roi!

Bién biét noi dau?

Nhé Sai Gon, long giang nhiéu cam x(c
Nhitng ban bé, hang quan than quen
Nhiing trua vé dén doi ¢ Gia Long

Bao nhan sic lam cho nguoi khon don

Sai Gon buén, gi¢ gigi nghiém
Chuong gido duong khong con ngan thanh
Pic Ba budn quy tich trim nim

Tan L& vé khong cling em xudng ph
Chu nhat hdng dau nira trong mat nhung
Bui duong, xe ¢, dén xanh/do

L& Théanh T6on yén ing la thuong thay
Ban Co, Tan Dinh hiu hat dém vé

Pham Ngii Lao budn xo nguoi khach la
Duy T4n d6 bong chiéu hoang phé



Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour

Saigon and the afternoon rain

No more crowds of hurried people

The endless seas of traffic stalled

No umbrellas, an occasional raincoat

Raindrops the only sound in the street

| forever remembered when we strolled the boulevards
Hand in hand basking in dawn’s light

Saigon, her streets of memories

The shadow of your arrival evoked such joy

The old schoolyard, your long hair, a white dress
| stood watching, forgetting the class bell

The rows of poinciana trees overwhelmed my vision
My road home scattered with tamarind leaves.
Missing Saigon, my heart bled

Tears falling for those suffering

My Saigon, your Saigon

Like a fallen autumn leaf

The street sweeper looked on with bewilderment
Oh Saigon! Saigon full of memories

Somewhere a corner of paradise remained

Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour
Saigon full of longing.

Saigon wept

Saigon in dreadful silence

Where was my Saigon?

The vestiges of her timeless beauty?
Shriveled by scented memories of past
Saigon, her arrhythmic heart fluttered
The disabled vanished into night

Saigon melancholy, the curfew hour

The caravans of motorbikes returning home
Seeking refuge in the verdant rice fields
Dreaming of Saigon’s renaissance

Silently wishing for a returning date

Saigon in untold sadness

Tormented by bittersweet memories,

Oh Saigon!

Dé Vén Tron
San Jose, July 28, 2021

*Nguyen Trai, Le Thanh Ton and Duy Tan are streets in

Saigon

**Ban Co and Tan Dinh are districts in Saigon
***Pham Ngu Lao is a well-known hangout for
expatriates in Saigon

Sai Gon buén, gi¢ gidi nghiém

Sai Gon nhitng con mua budi chiéu
Khéng con dong ngudi voi va

Pau xe ¢o chen nhau héi ha

Khong du che, mau sic 40 mua thua
Ca mat duong chi mdi tiéng mua roi
Anh nhé mai ngay ta cung sanh budc
Nim tay em trong ning sém ban mai
Sai Gon tha b trén duong phé

Béng em vé 0a v han hoan

Sén trudng cil toc dai bén 4o trang

Anh ding nhin quén ca tiéng chudng vang
Hang phuong vi ngdp day trong 4nh mat
Con dudng vé dan 15i 14 me bay

Nhé Sai Gon nhu long dang chay mau
Nudc mit roi theo timg ngudi 1am bénh
Sai Gon cua toi, Sai Gon cta em

Gio nhu chiéc 14 vang b rii

Ngudi quét duong ngo ngan nhin theo
Sai Gon oi! Sai Gon day ky niém

Goc thién duong con mai dau day

Sai Gon buén, gié gidi nghiém

Sai Gon day thuong nhé!

Sai Gon bat khéc

Sai Gon im lang dang s¢!

Sai Gon cua toi dau?

Bong kiéu hanh giai nhan huyén thoai
U rii 1ong mot thoang nhé huong xua
Sai Gon, nhip séng nhu nging the
Ké tat nguyén mat han trong dém

Sai Gon buén, gio gigi nghiém

Nhiing chiéc xe néi dudi vé qué ct
Tim an binh noi nhiing canh déng xanh
Mo Sai Gon lang 1& hoi sinh

Tham ao udc mot ngay tro lai

Sai Gon budn nhu chua tiing ¢6

Khac khoai 1ong thuong nhd,

Sai Gon oi!

D6 Vén Tron
San Jose, ngay 28 thang Bay nam 2021



