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S6ng Hang mét ddi trdi mau;

Vdn doi déi ngd bac dau Vieong gia.
Tuyét son phat ngon trang gia,

Béng Ngwoi tham tham virot qua chin tang.
Cho hay Bé tat hdu than,

Chay kinh chwa chuyén tiéng van da xa.
Swon non mét bong Dao gia

Tram tw ndm thang bén bo tir sinh.
Nhin Sao ma ngo si tinh:

Ai nguoi Dai Giac cho minh quy y?
Nam chady da ngii 10ng khe;

Lung troi canh hac di vé hoang hon.

Tring gay nika manh soi them,

U o tiéng tré, ém dém Vicong cung.
Sao troi thuwa nhat mong lung;

Mdy ai thau ré cho cuing nghiép duyén.
Khéi mo quan quyt hirong nguyén,
Hop tan 12 18 wu phién day thoi.

Varon hong khda néo phinh pho,
Cung trong c6i M¢ng chia bo kho dau.

Thoi gian vé cdnh ngang dau;

Sinh, gia, binh, chét, tranh ddu van cung.
Khé dau la khéi tinh chung,

Ai nang cbi thé qua bun ti sinh?

TUE SY

(Mua Phat Pan 2549)

A JOYOUS SONG OF VESAK

The Ganges River flows running fast, as life is impermanent

Dancing between the destinies of life whitened the hair of the Royal Highness *
The snow-topped Himalayan mountain waved to the moon with its summit

As the image of the new-born Boddhisattva passed over the highest heaven,
touching the abode of gods

The truth is that the last existence of the Boddhisattva had not yet been announced,
But the whole world was shaking



The sound was heard afar

Even as the drum had not been struck

Reciting the Sutra has yet to transform, though its essence has echoed through mountains
and rivers

On the side of a mountain,

An old recluse was meditating upon the meaning of existence, on the verge of life-and-
death

Looking deep at the star, He, the old recluse

The Awakened One

Said let us take refuge

Time continued passing, as pebbles were sleeping in the bed of the brook,

and life was coming to its end,

A stork flew to the end of day through the twilight of the sunset

The half slim moon still shone on the royal terrace

The lullaby to the holy-baby was resounding peace to the royal palace

As stars here are sparse and massive in the immense sky,

Who comes to see through the karma among relations?

The smoke of dreams is winding around the incense of prayer

Uniting and separating is but a sense of sorrow.

The rose garden was deceivingly closed to all,
as those in the same dreamy world differentiated the terrain of suffering

The time is passing, flapping its wings overhead

Birth, old age, sickness, death, is inevitably the end of life
Suffering is the common share of affection

Who is to lift the human realm over the muddle of life and death?

Translated by BACH XUAN PHE

* There was a prophecy that the prince would leave home for a holy life and attain the
supreme enlightenment, otherwise he would be a great emperor. Worry about the
prophecy was whitening the hair of the father-king.






