Tran Pinh Song The Stream of our Native Land

Dong sudi qué huwong!
By Tran Dinh Song

Canh dong thang Ba ca ro ca diéc,

Céanh dong thang Mwoi ddy nwdc Thu Bon.
Tudi au tho canh dong wom mach song,
Tudi thi€u nién song nui ti€p linh hon.

Céanh dong d6 tim dé than, dé€ Iira,

Chung minh d&u trong cdp sach twu truong.
Con s6t dit hanh hung than xac Me,

Dan bom nao cay nat qué huong.

Khi tiéng néi nguy trang trong ran luc,
Khi loai sdu nguy trang mau hoa hong.
Ly thuyét nao da nguy trang dat nudc,
Roi han thu vi tuyén quat ngang hong.

Nhitng thang ban bay gio con dwgc may,
Dtra ré bén nay, dira ngodc bén kia,

Dtra ding strng gitta ménh mong hién tai,
Chudi cudi dién tirng manh v chia lia.

Nhitng thang ban bay gio d6i dién,
Dtraludi 18, thang ma tdu guwom nhau.
Oi con dé nao caldi cot nhuc,
Muibun den thom ky niém ngay xua.

Thoi vién dan da 1én nong sap ban,
Hay reo 1én hoi dong sudi qué ngheo.
Ngwoi vdi nguoi thoi noéi chibe ban,
Nha ta xua Itra trang bap bung reo!

1 Original Vietnamese written in 1966, early in the American War.
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Khi mam chét da nam yén trong phoi,
Ct vui 1én cung strc sdng trao ra.

Du chung ta da khac réi chién tuyén,
Thi van con chung dong sudi qué nha.

The Stream of our Native Land?
by Tran Dinh Song

The fields in March are full of sunfish and catfish.

In October they are deep in floodwater from the Thu Bon River.
The seeds of our childhood were sown into these fields.

The mountains and rivers of our native land formed the soul of our youth.
We used to look for crickets singing in these fields.

We hid them in our school bags on the opening day of the term.
The rage-fever tortured the body of our Mother

As much as the bombs and bullets our native land.

When the human voice is disguised in the color of cobras,
When ugly worms are disguised in the color of roses,

Ideology disguises our country,

The 17th Parallel divides our nation like a rod beating our waist.

We keep losing our classmates.
Some of us stay on this side, some turn to the opposite,
And some are driven mad in this immense moment,

Their crazy laughter crackling like shards of glass.

Now we former classmates face each other in the fields,
Some carry AKs, others bayonets.

We all hear the crickets singing the song of bone and blood

2 Newly translated by Edward Tick and Tran Dinh Song.
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And the smell of mud brings back our childhood.

Now bullets are loaded in our rifles.

We scream by the stream banks of our poor land.

In this moment, only man-to-man, no longer friend-to-friend,
Look at our school burning in white flames.

As bullets penetrate our lungs

And life bleeds out of our bodies, please smile.

Although we stand on opposite firing lines

We still share the common streams of our native land.

Close Encounters in War Journal — Stories and Poems of Close Encounters in War
Poetry

3



