The magic poet DALE BURROWS

by Le, Ngoc Ho

Spring wind

dropped the pink

cherry blossom petals

on Mr. Dale Burrows’

platinum hair.

Spring air

covered his body.

Windy

flutes

made a melody,

the special symphony.

Branches reached out

like hands

to welcome him

and his friend.

Mr.Burrows stood by

Mr. Nguyen.

Around them

there was

a cherry blossom ocean.

They seemed like

two special guys:

Luu and Nguyen*

in a paradise

as in the Chinese

myth.

Sunlight

was bright

on his teeth

when he smiled.

The poet

is as tall as

King Tu Hai ***

in the famous tale

of Kieu

by the great

Vietnamese poet,

Nguyen Du.

Dale Burrows

is a critic

of novels and lyrics.

That day

at Mr. And Mrs. NGUYEN ‘s home

people enjoyed

cherry blossoms’

celebration.

Outdoors there were

the soft sunlight,

nice birds

to sing pretty songs

to salute sunshine.

Vibrant cherry blossoms

fill the stage

to denote Spring.

All was interesting.

Cherry blossoms

became lovers

of the visitors

While indoors

there were orchid flowers corners

decorated

welcomed

and

contemplated

the magic

poet

and

visitors.

Mr. Burrows read poems

with

smooth

warm

and

loving

voice

attracted audiences

who kept the silence

to drink

his golden voice.

He liked Haiku,

I told him:

“ I offer you

a little one.”

I murmured

(after the first meeting)

“ I have dreaming

to meet Mr. Dale Burrows

It’s interesting.”

He loved French poems,

and he sang

“ The Autumn song.”

by Paul Verlaine

“ Les sanglots longs

Des violons

De l’automne

Blessent mon coeur

Monotone.”

I told him:

“ This poem used  as a code

for The D Day

The Longest Day.”

He smiled and nodded.

Far from a half of the globe,

I came to America,

after the war.

I met him

in just a few minutes

of conversation,

he understood me.

He

and

“ me”

with two meeting times,

he wrote a precious poem

for me.

It seemed like
Ba Nha and Tu Ky **

in a beautiful Chinese story.

There was one time only

Tu Ky became Ba Nha ‘s friend

for life

and forever.

Moreover

I think

and I hope:

I will have

many times

to meet

the magic poet.

*Luu and Nguyen by lost way they went to a paradise full of peach blossoms and numbers of beautiful ladies.

** Ba Nha was a mandarin , a noble gentleman with a high position in the Chinese dynasty. He took a traveling, and played the oriental guitar in his beautiful boat .He felt his guitar ‘s strings trembled, he thought maybe someone listened his guitar’s sound. In that area, there was only Tu Ky who was a poor labor. After that conversation, although one time only, Tu Ky became Ba Nha ‘s friend forever.

*** Tu Hai was a  hero, a famous general in the tale of KIEU, people honored him and called him the king Tu Hai.
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