THE END

It is time for me to go,

Mother | am going.

When in the paling darkness

of the lonely dawn

you stretch out your arms for your baby
in the bed,

| shall say, “Baby is not there!” —
Mother, | am going.

| shall become a delicate draught of air and
caress you and | shall be ripples in the water
when you bathe, and kiss you and kiss you
again.

In the gusty night

when the rain patters on the leaves

you will hear my whisper in your bed,

and my laughter will flash with the lightning
through the open window

into your room.

If you lie awake,

thinking of your baby till late into the night,
| shall sing to you from the stars,

“Sleep, mother, sleep.”

On the straying moonbeams
| shall steal over your bed,
and lie upon your bosom
while you sleep.

CHUNG CUOC

T6i gior con phai di roi
Me oi con phai di théi me a.

Khi trong béng tbi nhat nhoa
Binh minh c6 tich hién ra diu hién
Me vuon tay xubng giwong bén
Tim con bé bong. Con ben thura mau:
“Bé nao con & do dau!”

Me oi Con phai di nao con day.

Con thanh lan gi6é hay hay
Vuét ve Me quy té bay long con,
Con thanh séng nwoc nhe tuén
Hén khi me tdm va hén Me hoai.

Trong dém gi6 Iong ngoai troi
Khi mwa vé 14 cay khoi diéu bubn
Me nghe con sé thi thdm
Ngay trong givong Me, kém luén tiéng cudi
Vang theo anh chép bén ngoai
Roi qua ctra sé phong noi Me nam.

Khi ma Me ngu khoé khéan
Nghi vé con méai, mién man dém truong
Con tir sao sang hat vang:
“Ngu yén héi Me! Hay an giéc néng!”

Lac theo trédng sang vao phong
Con len lén toi givong cung Me thoi
N&m vao long Me tuyét voi
Trong khi Me ngu con thoi dau xa.



| shall become a dream,

and through the little opening of your eyelids
| shall slip into the depths of your sleep

and when you wake up and look round
startled, like a twinkling firefly | shall flit out
into the darkness.

When, on the great festival of puja,

the neighbours’ children come and play about
the house, | shall melt into the music of the
flute and throb in your heart all day.

Dear Auntie will come

with puja-presents and will ask,
“Where is our baby, Sister?”
Mother, you will tell her softly,
“He is in the pupils of my eyes,
he is in my body

and

my soul.”
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Con thanh moét gidc mo hoa
Qua mi mat Me hé ra dém nay
Lot vao khi Me ngt say
Va khi thire gide Me déy ngac nhién
Nhin quanh, con chdng ké bén
Con nhw dom dém bay 1én téi troi.

Khi ngay Pai Lé tGi noi
Tré con 16i xém t&i choi quanh nha,
Con hoa tiéng séo vang ra
Thém vao tim Me thiét tha subt ngay.

Pén thdm Me 1& ndm nay
C6 mang qua tang, hdi: “Nay Chi oi
Bé nha minh & dau rbi?”
Diju dang Me hay tra loi C6 di:
“Em &! Bé chang xa chi
O trong mét chi Bé thi con day
Bé trong than thé chij nay
Trong tdm hén chj Bé nay mai con!”
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