My old photo album
More one quarter of a century

                 I didn’t see

                      These pictures

They were more precious

                      Than money

                      Than culture 

                   Than gold

Even though they’re old

        They’re images

                   Of my family

                                      You see

             This is my father

                 Sat near my mother

                      Behind them

My sister and I

                   Stood and smiled.

The background 

                      Was the apple tree?

How much I love these apples

When I escaped from my country

I was very hurried

I could bring

                                  Nothing

Last month my relative from Viet Nam

         Mailed for me my old album.

The pictures remind me

                             Many things

About the wonderful years

              Of my golden childhood

I listened to my father

         To tell the folk stories

                       Of my countries,

    And Three Kingdoms tale.

He read LI PO 

And TU FU

Poems.

I listened to my mother

                    To sing smoothly

                 The folk songs

                   Then the tale of Kieu,

  Ten beloved thing poem

My oldest sister

Gave me delicious cakes

How sweet they were

Now all disappeared

My father passed away

            More than twenty-five years

 My oldest sister too

And

                                   My mother left us

                                    Three years ago.

                                     My second sister and I

                                     Always remind

                                     And remember them

Oh! The beloved persons

They seem still

Telling

Reading

Singing

                      Their souls

              Flew to other world

But their words

                 Are the symphonies

                         And harmonies

              For their descendants‘ souls.

                                                        Le, ngoc Ho.

