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THE LEGEND OF TRUONG CHI 

  





By Le, ngoc Ho

 Once upon a time, there was a princess who lived in a beautiful castle near a pretty riverside. Her name was My Nuong that means the pretty, noble young lady. Her parents had only her as the unique child, so they loved and took care of her. A special scholar taught her about philosophy and literature. She loved nature. She liked to share the wonderful sky, earth, wind, moonlight, and sunlight with all creatures. She told her maidens:

     “Don’t kill any insect, don’t destroy any plant. We need to share this global village with all creatures. They’re our friends.” She followed her mother’s ways. Her mother was a Buddhist believer. She loved literature, poetry, and Vietnamese folk songs. Her father, the prince, taught her to recite folk poems and folk songs when she was only three years old. She loved to enjoy the smell of dawn, the voice of nocturne, the music of the wind, the art painting of autumn mountains, the mystery of winter’s nights, and the philosophy of spring’s rocks. She loved nature, so she caressed petals of flowers, she trimmed carefully pine bonsai by herself, and she enjoyed the sweet smell of lotus. She contemplated the gorgeous garden with multiple flowers for all seasons. Best of all, she liked orchids hanging under the windows of her castle. Spring came, and she enjoyed birds’ songs and contemplated the pink river of peach blossoms flowing around her garden. Then apricot blossoms seemed like a snow sea under her windows. The prince, her father was a famous poet. He encouraged her to practice poetry writing. She showed her father her poem:





APRICOT BLOSSOM



YOU’RE GRACEFUL WITH YOUR WHITE CLOUDY ROBES



WITH YOUR PRETTY, THIN HANDS YOU’RE NOBLE



HOW WONDERFUL YOUR PURITY IS



OUR FRIENDSHIP WILL BECOME BEAUTIFUL, I HOPE.

            She often looked at the weeping green willow at sunset. She loved the beauty as an artist. Her teacher, a scholar, showed her the truth, which was important for human beings. She liked to help her servants’ families.  She visited her servant’s parents; she offered medicine and health care for them. She gave toys to her servants’ children and hugged them. One time, her teacher told her:

     “My daughter, my pupil, I appreciate that you love the truth, the goodness and the beauty. Keep going on!”

     “Yes, sir,” she replied, “I try to follow your counseling.”

     She loved summer coming with the white clouds, the south wind and the green bamboo trees under the new moon. She played old Vietnamese guitar with thirty -six strings in the full moon summer night. 

     One evening, some music entered her circle window: the folk songs. Every day she usually waited to listen to the beautiful music of a fisherman, who played the flute and sang the songs. Day after day, she fell in love with him. She thought how wonderful the songs were. Then she imagined that the singer should be very nice, should be handsome, and should be…  Sometimes she didn’t hear the fisherman’s songs, she missed them, and she waited and waited. One and a half months passed without Truong Chi‘s songs. She looked at the river from dawn to sunset, from evening to midnight without his image. She waited hopelessly and she became sick. The prince and the princess, her parents, were very anxious. All famous doctors of the dynasty were called to take care of her. But she was not better. Her teacher found out she was lovesick. According to his good idea, the fisherman was invited. When she saw him, her lovesickness was gone. She was very surprised; the best singer was not handsome. In fact, he was ugly.

     After the fisherman saw her, he fell in love with her too. He didn’t care about her parents’ gift for him, a lot of money and gold. People couldn’t hear the golden voice, which flew and danced on the river at sunset or moon light nights. His love sickness became severe and he passed away. The princess didn’t know that. Nobody told her. She thought that maybe the fisherman changed his career or moved to another river, so she couldn’t hear the songs. The autumn was coming, and the sky became bluer, the clouds became whiter, the river’s water became clearer, the leaves became more yellow and red, and the moon became more golden when the moon’s dish became perfect. There was the Mid Autumn festival in the yard of the castle with numbers of lanterns. She enjoyed the festival very much with her parents and her friends. When she returned to her circle window, she contemplated the riverside under the wonderful, golden light; she thought that if there were the folk songs and the flute music of Truong Chi, this night would be perfect.

     Three years later, some people found one precious stone, which seemed like a ruby near Truong Chi’s chest when his relatives rebuilt his tomb. People made a cup and offered it to the prince, My Nuong’s father. It was a beautiful cup. Some pink lines were designed in dark red background. The cup was very smooth. The princess liked to touch, to caress it. Even in cold winter, she held the cup, and the cup was felt warm in her hands. When she caressed this cup, it became more red and warmer. So the princess liked this cup very much. The winter was coming, the princess contemplated the landscape and she recognized the beauty of the winter. The mountain’s trees became serious, mountain’s rocks seemed like philosophies, and the river was thinking about the current of life. The winter night was beautiful too. The people’s lamps near the mountain foot seemed like light flowers in the black wall. The sky looked like a huge black carpet with emerald diamond stars. Under the candlelight, she read some famous poems. Near the fireplace, the voice of the firewood murmured to her. She contemplated the Oriental narcissus. She liked to enjoy some tea. She took the ruby cup. When this cup was full of tea, she saw a special image: the fisherman on the boat, and the light tea was looking like the river water at sunset. Suddenly, she understood all…She had heard some rumors about Truong Chi, that he moved to another river, that he died of love sickness …  Now she believed that he passed away because he loved her so much, and she recognized the great love of Truong Chi. His heart became the love crystal, the ruby. Although she couldn’t respond to his love, she respected it. She had a lot of emotion, her visage became pale, and her hands trembled.  Her tears dropped into the cup. Suddenly the cup disappeared and became water.




Truong Chi’s story



His figure is ugly



But his heart is pretty



He loved and passed away 



His voice is still a melody



One heart exchanges one heart

He loved the princess very much

When her tear mixed with his image

The loving returning was enough
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