Budi Chiéu Lir Thir Ba Huyén Thanh Quan

Chiéu trgi bang lang bong hoang hon,
Tiéng 6c xa dua lan tréng don.

Gac mai, ngu 6ng Ve vién pho,

GO sung, muc tU lai c6 thon.

Ngan mai gi6 cubn chim bay moi,
Dam lieu suong sa khach budc don.
Ké chén trang dai, nguai I thir,

L&y ai ma k€& noi han 6n?

An Afternoon At A Travelling Inn
by Wife of Head of Thanh Quan District

The evening sky fades in with the dusk that is approaching

The distant horn’s echoes mixed with the guard station’s drum rolling.
Putting away the oar’s blade, the fisherman goes back to distant home,
Knocking at the ox’s horns, the herdsman comes to the village alone.

In sweeping winds, lone birds pass thousands of ochna plants tiringly,
Under falling dew, a traveller strides through miles of willow trees quickly.
One is in the boudoir comfortably, the other, at a travelling inn, lonely,
With whom can one share the conversations after long separation joyfully?
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