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     Camping, playing, under the sun
    Truong Son is all about having fun
    At the park, at home, showing pride
    Or all around the campfire, side by side
    So far we’ve seen a full, wholesome 25 years
    But the Magic won’t stop, because we’re still here…
    Around the world, wherever we are,
    We’ll always be united, no matter how far
    By our souls, our lives, our friends,
    Which we’ll treasure forever to our ends…

By Christopher Viet Nguyen

Camping TripCamping TripCamping TripCamping TripCamping Trip
Every camping trip starts in the car
And every car trip feels so long.
The long ride, the boring scenery,
The same songs playing over and over so dreary
Once at the campsite, equipment is unpacked
Tents begin to stack
People begin to joke with one another
And laugh like sea otters.
Between breaks, games start
And competition sparks
After a long game, the hunger begins
And the food is taken out of the bin.
The long day, the long meal, a good night’s sleep is
something everyone’s biz
The next morning starts out the same
But end in a moment of that is hard to tame.
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