LO THUONG On the Road

Hinh ti tuy nhién bi khdn bang,

Man son diéu ngir dir hoa hwrong;
Tw do lam thwdng vé nhan cdm, my arms and legs,
Lai thir, chich do6 gidm tich lwong.

Although they have tightly bound

All over the mountains

DICH NGHIA: I hear the songs of birds,
TRENDUONG DI And the forest is filled
Mic di cdng chan va cdnh tay déu bi tréi chat, : i
nhung cé chim hét, hoa thom khdp ndi rirng. Ta tu with the perfume of Spring flowers.
do thwdng thire, khong ai cAm; nho d6 con dwong dai
bét quanh hiu. Who can prevent me
DICH THO: from freely enjoying these,
TREN PUONG DI Which take from the long journey
Mic dit bi tréi chan tay: a little of 1ts loneliness?
Chim ca ron nui, hwong bay ngat rirmg;
Vui say ai cAm ta dirng,
Puwong xa au cting bét chirng quanh hiu. Ho Chi Minh (18.90—1 969)

Translated from the Vietnamese
Ho6 Chi Minh by Aileen Palmer/Dang The Binh

This poem was written in prison. The author translated his original Chinese into Vietnamese (top version). We have tried hard to trace and obtain permission from the person(s) responsible for the English text.
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