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Introduction

“A Lullaby Carried By The Wind” is a bilingual poem written first in
Vietnamese and later translated into English. It reflects on childhood,
memory, and the way nature speaks across distance and time. Rooted
in the landscapes of Vietnam and carried into a new life abroad, this
piece explores how the wind, light, and earth become a language of

their own—one that remains even when everything else changes.



A Lullaby Carried By The Wind
(English Translation of “Giong Gid Goi Vé Tudi Nho”)

The wind on the hill calls me back to childhood,

Where rice fields bent like waves of a gentle sea.

The scent of earth after rain lingered on my mother’s hands,
And sparrows chattered softly above our old roof.

I grew up between two seasons of rain and sun,

Each passing breeze carrying a quiet lesson.

Some days the sky was blue, like a gentle blessing,
Some days gray clouds pressed heavily upon the heart.

Only after leaving home did I understand
That nature was the first language I ever learned
It needed no letters and asked for no possessions

Only the pure trembling of a child's heart.

That child was once held close,

Cradled in the gentle arms of Mother Nature.

A thank-you with no ends to its echo,

For she was the one who carried me into this world.

Some nights I hear the moon fall on the porch roof,

Soft as my mother’s hand resting on my forehead each night.
The wind along the porch becomes a lullaby,

Guiding me back to the peaceful sleep of those early days.

Now standing in a distant city,

I hear the wind brush against glass towers

And mistake it for a cradle-song from home.
Nature speaks to me through everything around,
Rustling leaves, running water, shifting light.

Languages may change, fade, or break,
But nature remains, gentle as a root that never lets go.



Giong Gi6 Goi Vé Tudi Nho
(Vietnamese Original)

Giong gi6 trén doi goi ta vé tudi nho,

Noi cdnh dong lda uén minh nhu séng bién.
Mui dat sau con mua van con dong trén tay me,
Va tiéng chim sé riu rit trén mai nha xua.

Ta 16n 1én gitta hai mlia mua nang

Moi tran gié mang theo mot bai hoc im lang
HoOm troi xanh nhu 16i chic phic,

Hom may xam nang triu long nguoi.

Tha huong r6i ta méi hiéu

Thién nhién la ngén ngit dau tién ta dugc hoc.
Khong can chit cling chang can vat chat,

Chi la rung cam tu trai tim daa tré tho.

bua tré ay tirng dugc bao boc,

Bao boc trong vong tay hién cua me thién nhién.
Mot 101 cam on chang bao gid c¢6 hoi két,

Vi nhd me, ta méi c6 mat trén doi nay.

C6 dém ta nghe tiéng trang roi trén hién

Nhu ban tay me nhe nhang dat 1én tran méi toi.
Gio6 qua hién nha hoa thanh cau hat ru,

Dua t6i vao gidc ngu binh yén budi ay.

Gio ding gitta thanh pho xa la,

T6i nghe tiéng gi6 ludt qua nhitng toa nha kinh
Ma ngé tiéng ru tir qué nha quay lai.

Thién nhién néi véi tdi bang moi thit xung quanh
La rung, nudc chdy, anh sdng thay mau.

Mbi ngdn ngilt roi sé ddi thay,
Chi thién nhién la van ¢ @4, diu dang nhu c6i ré.
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