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MAY 1, 1981
"A CRY FROM THE ABYSS"

(an evening of poétry and songs)

PROGRAM

1. INTRODUCTION OF PROGRAM. (VIETNAMESE STUDENT ASSOC., UCB)

2. INTRODUCTION OF AUTHOR BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH (PRISONER-POET
NGUYEN CHI THIEN) AND HIS POETRY COLLECTION.

3. INTRODUCTION OF PANEL MEMBERS.

4. ENGLISH POETRY READING (TRANSLATION) AND TYPICAL VIETNAMESE
STYLE RECITAL WITH ACCOMPANIMENT OF 16—-STRING ZITHER.

S. SONGS FROM THE POETRY COLLECTION, PUT INTO MUSIC BY PHAM DUY,
FAMOUS VIETNAMESE COMPOSER.

6. DISCUSSION : 5 POLITICAL PRISONERS FROM VIETNAM.
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The author's hand-written letter, in French, and its English
translation, in which he asked a diplomat in Hanoi to ‘%ring
his poetry collection out of Vietnam. ~




Pocz o .
Once Li Po raised his hesd to look ac the bright moom,
Then bowed his hesd missing his native land.
Now- L. raise ay head to look ac the dusty cobweb,
Bow my head, kill the lice, collect the scattered rics.
Li Po, drunken, prop his legs on the King of Tang's belly,
I, faint from hunger, dizzily put my legs on the ruscy fetters.
Li Po lived in the dark age of monarchism,
2f cruel feudalism, where FREEDOM had yet to exisc,
Now ['m living in the cosy, vell-fed Communist
Age of Happiness, of Liberty, of Parsdise on earth!
How unfortunate for Li Po! How fortunate for ma.

‘:, I CAN DEVOUR/INVINCISLE

L can d pounds of ked manioc
Deiiciuosly as if they were chocolate!

You admire me for being more talented than s pig?
I'm living in a Viet Cong prison!

In the cold vinter, when the wind is roaring furiously

Soaking myself in the middle of icy stream, fish up the
bamboo crunks. .

Do you think my skin is made of bronzs, my bone of irom?

1'm.living in a Viet Cong prison!

The place vhere I lie is twenty inches vide,

Between tvwo inmates neighbors, one leper, the other
tuberculosis’

Please tall me, friend, vhaceise can I do?

I's living in a Viet COng priscal

WILL BE A DAY

There will be a day when today's man will throw sway his guns,
chains, Party and flag

Reciaiming his mourning band, sticking out his crutches born
of injuscices.

To come homs to ancestral halls and tombs and forefathers whom
for decades he was forced to forget

All the hatred and poisomous fumes born thereof will fade away
in che incense smwoke, into the heaven

Everyone vill be shoeed out of the nightmare

The deceivers as well as the victims of violence will survive
to. come home out of past deeds

On' the reunion day of brotherly love

As they stand together sharing the same losses

Some' deeply repentent, other in respectful excitewment .

As they lay reunion wreaths on the ancestral graves, amsrk the
era of vhite diapers vimning over the red flag!

The soothing flutes of herdboys

And the ringing love of country will replace the Porward Soldier
song and the Intermationale shall be the kite flute song in
the blue sky!

.‘.MAP! TO MAN

From ape to man, milliou of years gome by.

From san to ape, how msny years?

Mankind, please coms to visit

The concencracion casps in the heart of the thickest jungles!
Naked prisoners, ‘taking bachs together in herds

Living in 11l1-sselling darkness with lice and mosquitoes,
Fighting sach ocher for a piece of maninc or sweet potatoe
Chained, shot, dragged, slit up at will by their captors
B8eac up and thrown away for the rats to gnaw at their breach!
This kind of ape is noc fasc but very slow in action, indeed
Quite different from that of the remote prehistory

They are hungry, they are thin as toothpicks

And yet they do produce the nation's resource all year long
Mankind, please coma and visit!

F CHLLOREN WHO SYMBOLIZE THE REGIME
umne of - nls arm {3 tattoved "LIFE OUTCASTS"
The vther "EXCEEDINC HATRED™
Oh world can you believe
This ts an eight-vear old prisoner?
Ow =y long journies from prison to prison,
1 have met -chousands of children prisoners like him

Thw children vho were the symbol of the regioe,

How comely they vere on the first day they were put in prison!
TtaddYing around, they dida‘t need to wesr pants:

The prizoner's shirts already covered them to the toes

Ten. years have passed so rapidly, now they're grown

Their faces ary + ~ 4. their characters cruel

Upen ~+ \{r moN .+ & curse, making exception for none,

em . kill for 4 rc ¢ of manioc, a-potatoe.

DISCOVER THE CULPRIT AT OMCE/THAT OLD WOMAN

That old voman {s sixty years old,

Why can't she peddle potatoes on the roadside?

That old san {s seveuty yearfive :

Why ism't he excused from political meetings?

Freadom! How it is precious to we!

Why is prison my permanent resident?

That young man has been in the army forever

Why did the police arrest him?

Thét untutored boy should go to school

Why did he graduate so soon to the work camp?

My friend, who is extrsordinarily educaced

Why {s he now a tubercular road-mender?

That gentleman, son of & prestigious Confucian teacher

Why did he steal and turm out to be the object of public scorm?

That young lady, fresh and gentle as a rose

Why msust she give herself so quickly, just for a cheap bowl
of soup?

The reason for all of these stories need not be looked too far:

It's easy to discover the answer: in the red bawner and bright
yellow star!

THE PARTY MISTREATED ME

The party banished me to the jungle, intended to transfora me
into the fertilizer for samioec.

I becama a skillful hunter and csme back with snske charws and
rthinoceroe' horms.

The party drowned ms into the sea, hoped that I would be
submerged to the bottom.

I became a good diver, snd rose to the surface vith shimning
pearls and shells.

The party buried mss in the dark ground, hoped that I would turn
into black sud there,

I becasa a successful miner, and digged up tressures and
treasures,

Not diamond mine or gold ore for nice and tiny jeweals,

But uranium ore to make an atomic bomb!
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