The wonderful years     

There were the wonderful years of his golden childhood

He rambled in his father garden to gather a number of fruits

He picked the red fig fruits or climbed up apple tree to pick them

His mother guided him to climb up three beautiful hills

On the top of the highest hill, he stood on a big rock

And he thought that he could touch the cloud.

And he could see the second hill with the white spring that the water’s current went out.

And he went to the third hill and took the rest in an old pagoda under a big pine shade between numbers of wild flowers.

In summer time, his father taught him swimming

And how glad he was, when he could swim by himself in little moment.

And he enjoyed swimming with duck along a small river.

How wonderful that summer was. His father and friends tried to guide a ten feet kite with three big kite flutes

And he and his friends enjoyed a small kite ten inches long.

He cried to request following his father to enjoy on a boat a full moon night.

And some moment after he slept under the moon light.

How wonderful were Vietnamese new years.

And he had beautiful new cloths

And he got money with a number of lucky red envelopes.

And he enjoyed fireworks in his father’s front yard.

And his mother and his sister cooked a lot of traditional and delicious food.

There were a lot of flowers on the new years times.

And the big chysanthenum showed the fresh yellow color near the pink cherry blossom branches

There were red candles and smelling incense on the ancestor altar.

And he followed his father to visit the old temple with famous dynastic urns

And he and his father met numbers of people wearing new cloths and they said Happy New Year to them.

The streets, the houses, the windows seemed like new through gorgeous decorations by flowers.

Some weekend, his family went to the countryside

And he enjoyed running along the small road to see the golden rice on the immense field

And he was surprise, there were a lot of great buffaloes, cows.

And the blue birds flied with the white clouds on the blue sky.

The bamboo tree horizon harmonizes the muddy field, and the white herons.

Sometimes he and his classmates played the battle.

There were two teams who fought together with sand and mud.  Schoolboys became warriors schoolgirls became nurses. One time a girl ‘s face was full of mud. She cried a lot .All students had offer her all their toys for getting her smile.

These all things became the souvenirs the part of this child and created his wonderful years.

                          Le, ngoc Ho.

