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Em Lé Chua Nay

The Young Woman Who Prays at This Temple

Pham Duy
Andante meditativo, tranquillo e riflessivo J=172 Arr. W. Hickox, 2025.10.22
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© 2025 W. Hickox. Arrangement of Em L& Chua Nay.
Feel free to share and perform this arrangement for personal or educational use, with credit to the arranger.
If you wish to use it commercially or for profit, please contact the arranger for permission and inclusion.
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Em Lé Chua Nay The Young Woman Who Prays at This Temple

Nhac Pham Duy — Tho Pham Thién Thu

PAau muia xuan ciing em di 18,

Lé chua nay vudn ndng tung bay.
Va ngan lau vang mau khép nép,
Bai séng bay m&t con budm dep.

Mua ha qua cung em di 18,

Trai mo ngon d6i gi6 mon man.
T 16 hudng lan tram nghi ngt,
Khéi huong thom bd téc em von.

R6i mua thu cung em di 18,

C6 con chim dau dudi gac chudng,
Hoa 18i ca vao lan suong s6m,
Gi6 heo may rung hét 14 vang.

Vao mua dong ciing em di 1€,

L& chua nay mot thodng mua bay.
Va ngoai sin vai canh khé gay,
Gi6 lung lay mét canh lan gay.

Tan mua dong vao chuia b ngC,
Tién dua em trong 4o quan nay.
Ting ci hoa tram lédng thuong nhd,
Téc em xua to 6ng nhu may.

Vuln chua day vao ndm trong dat,
Nép bén hoa day nhitng hoa vang.

Vubn dao thom chép chGn canh budm,

Budm quo rau ngo ngac bay ngang.

MO clla em m0 vira mdi 1ap,

C6 con chim nao hét trén cay.

LGi cla chim chim vao ti€ng sudi,
Su6i xanh 16 budn khoéc ai hoai.

RGi tr day vudn chiia thanh véng,
Dén tham em ngay thang qua mau.
M6t nu mai vira nG trong ndng,

HGi em di, may da qua cau.

Music by Pham Duy — Poetry by Pham Thién Thu

At spring’s first dawn, I walk to the temple with you.
Sunlight drifts through the courtyard like fluttering gold.
A thousand reeds bow their shy, yellow heads.

Over the riverbank glides a delicate butterfly.

When summer passes, I walk to the temple with you.
Apricots ripen on the hills; warm breezes wander by.
From the incense brazier rises a swirling, mist-like trail.
Its fragrant smoke circles gently around your hair.

When autumn comes, I walk to the temple with you.

A small bird settles beneath the bell tower.

Its song mingles with the soft haze of morning.

The heo-may breeze shakes loose all the golden leaves.

When winter falls, I walk to the temple with you.
The temple is veiled in a fleeting shower of rain.

In the courtyard lie a few broken, withered branches.
The wind trembles through a lone, fragile orchid.

As winter wanes, I enter the temple, startled and unsure—
To bid farewell to you in this quiet coffin.

Every flowering tree stands in hushed remembrance.

Your hair once shimmered, fine as cloud-woven silk.

Here in the temple garden you rest within the earth,
Nestled beside clusters of small yellow blossoms.

In the peach-blossom grove, butterflies flicker in and out,
Their trembling feelers touching the air in wonder.

Your grave—still fresh with newly turned soil.

A bird above sings from a lonely branch.

Its notes fall into the murmuring stream.

The pale green water weeps for someone without end.

And now the temple garden grows still and empty.

I visit you as the swift months slip away.

A single apricot blossom opens in the sunlight.

Oh my beloved—already the clouds have crossed the bridge.



