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Mot Thoang Bom Qua

(Phong Dich)
Tén Thit Thiéu

Md&i hom qua nhu minh con tré mdi,
Huong thoi gian ngot twa hat mua bay,
Do la chi mét tro choi giong dudi,
Thodng gié chiéu nhe vuot dnh den lay.

Ngan than tuwong huy hoang xdy méng wéc,
Ca ldu dai trén bai cdt hom nay...

Bong den trum ngay dém troi la luot,

Téi bang hoang voi hét thang nam dai.

Md&i hom qua nhu minh con tré mdi,
Biét bao chiéu men ruou doi 10i ca,
Biét bao nhiéu lac thii cuén chdn nga,
Mt ¢é méi ma nhin chua t6i chon.
ROi tuéi tré nhuw thoi gian lan trén,
Pau biét rang doi la ca trang sao,

Oi nhé nhung nhitng loi néi ngot ngao,
Nghe réo rdt trong hon day mong wéc,

Ngay hom qua khi trang con xanh muot,
Thoi gian tréi cir ngo' chuyén thién duong,
Téi giong choi gitra lira tudi dw hwong,
Khong nhin ré twong lai ddy ngang trdi.
Pay tro choi ciia mudn nghin sdc thdi,
Nhom lira hong bimg ddy da phai mau,
Ban bé oi ¢6 hiéu dwoc long nhau,

Xa la hét chi minh t6i con lai.

Bao 167 ca mwon ddy niém oan trdi,
Chura 16 1oi da mén déng 1én méi,

Oi thoi gian tuéi tré da qua roi...

TTT (2012)

YESTERDAY WHEN I WAS
YOUNG

RoyClark

The taste of life was sweet as rain upon my tongue.
I teased at life as if it were a foolish game,

The way the evening breeze may tease a candle
flame.

The thousand dreams I dreamed, the splendid things
I planned

I'd always built to last on weak and shifting sand.

I lived by night and shunned the naked light of the
day

And only now I see how the years ran away.
Yesterday when I was young

So many happy songs were waiting to be sung,

So many wild pleasures lay in store for me

And so much pain my dazzled eyes refused to see.

I ran so fast that time and youth at last ran out,

I never stopped to think what life was all about

And every conversation I can now recall

Concerned itself with me and nothing else at all.

Yesterday the moon was blue

And every crazy day brought something new to do.
I used my magic age as if it were a wand

And never saw the waste and emptiness beyond.
The game of love I played with arrogance and pride
And every flame I lit too quickly, quickly died.

The friends I made all seemed somehow to drift
away

And only I am left on stage to end the play.

There are so many songs in me that won't be sung,
I feel the bitter taste of tears upon my tongue.

The time has come for me to pay for

Yesterday when I was young...





