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ThieânThieânThieânThieân----AÂn�LöõAÂn�LöõAÂn�LöõAÂn�Löõ----QuaùnQuaùnQuaùnQuaùn����
God’s HotelGod’s HotelGod’s HotelGod’s Hotel    ((((Khuyeát DanhKhuyeát DanhKhuyeát DanhKhuyeát Danh))))    

  

 Con yeâu, 
Ñeâm qua laïi nhaän con vaøo, 

Loøng Ta naëng tróu, buoàn sao laø buoàn ! 
Con sao vaãn cöù luoâng tuoàng !? 

Thaân taøn ma daïi, thaûm thöông daïng hình ! 
Coøn ñaâu daùng veû thö sinh ! 

Chính con chaúng nhaän ra mình trong göông !? 
Noùi naêng, mô tænh, thaát thöôøng, 

Ñöùng ñi naøo khaùc boä xöông chænh-hình !? 
Choán toäi-hình thuoäc con sao ? 

“Thieân“Thieân“Thieân“Thieân----AÂn LöõAÂn LöõAÂn LöõAÂn Löõ----Quaùn”Quaùn”Quaùn”Quaùn” Ta chaøo ñoùn con. 
Caàn chöõa laønh, ñeå soáng coøn, 

Khoâng ai giam giöõ, khaûo ñoøn con ñaâu. 
Taïm ôû ñaây, soáng ít laâu, 

Ñoäc-döôïc di-haïi Ta haàu vöùt ñi. 
Nghæ ngôi, aên uoáng, ñuùng thì, 

Nghe lôøi khích leä, thích nghi nöõa laø. 
Ñöøng cöùng ñaàu nhö con la, 

Ngöôøi tra haøm-thieác ñeå maø daét ñi ! 
Lôøi Ta khuyeân nhôù khaéc ghi, 

Quyeát taâm döùt boû nhöõng gì chaúng hay. 
Ñieàu Ta mong öôùc laém thay, 

Bieát ñaâu laàn cuoái nôi naøy nhaän con. 
Leä möøng thöông caûm laên troøn, 

Ta Ñaáng Taïo-Hoùa khoâng coøn lo aâu. 
Nhôù con sôùm toái nguyeän caàu !!... 

 
                            LinhLinhLinhLinh----AÂn Nguyeãn Thieän NhaânAÂn Nguyeãn Thieän NhaânAÂn Nguyeãn Thieän NhaânAÂn Nguyeãn Thieän Nhaân    
                           (Chuyeån-ngöõ / Luïc Baùt Dieãn-YÙ) 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 
GOD’s Hotel 

 
I checked you in again last night, My child, 

Cuz it hurt me so bad to see you out there running wild. 
 

All tired and “sucked up” you appeared to me, 
But put a mirror in front of you, and you can’t even see. 

 
That you number among the walking dead, 

Sores all over your body, confusion in your head. 
 

Jail is not the place you want to be, 
But it’s my “Hotel” where I can work on thee. 

 
You see you weren’t just arrested, you were rescued from, yourself, 
I had to bring you back here, and put your drug use on the shelf. 

 
Give you some rest, some food, and some talk, 

Encourage you and love you, before I let you walk. 
 

Don’t be like a mule that’s led around by the bit, 
Just listen to my warnings, and I can help you quit. 

 
This could be the last time you have to come to this place, 
Just listen to me the creator of all, with tears upon my face !! 

 
                                                                                                      Unknown 

                                                                                                                           (from Prisontalk.com) 

  
 


