Cat Bui

“Cat Bui” literally means “sand and dust,” Dust and Ashes
but “Dust and Ashes” better conveys its EPiano
poetic sense of human impermanence—of

coming from dust and returning to it.

Trinh Céng Son

Arr. W. Hickox, 2025.12.06
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© 2025 W. Hickox. Arrangement of C4t Bui.

Feel free to share and perform this arrangement for personal or educational use, with credit to the arranger.
If you wish to use it commercially or for profit, please contact the arranger for permission and inclusion.
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Cat Bui
Trinh Céng Son

1. Hat bui nao héa ki€p than téi
DE mdt mai vuon hinh hai 16n day
Oi c4t bui tuyét voi

Mat trdi soi mot ki€p rong choi

Hat bui nao héa ki€p than t6i

P& mdt mai t6i vé lam cat bui

Oi c4t bui mét nhoai

Tiéng dOng nao go nhip khéng ngudi

DK: Bao nhiéu nim lam ki€p con ngudi
Chot mot chiéu téc tréng nhu voi

L4 Ga trén cao rung day

Cho trim nam vao chét mot ngay

2. Mat trGi nao soi sang tim toi

Pé tinh yéu xay mon thanh da cudi
Xin Gp mat bui ngui

TUng ngay qua modi ngdéng tin vui

Cum ring nao 14 x4c X0 cay

TU vUc sdu nghe 161 mGi da day
O1i cat bui phan nay

Vét muyc nao x6a bo khong hay

Dust and Ashes
Trinh Cong Son

What speck of dust became the fate of this body—
so that one day it might rise and grow into form?
Oh, wondrous dust and sand,

the sun shines upon a life that drifts and wanders.

What speck of dust became the fate of this body—
so that one day I will return to being dust again?
Oh, weary dust and sand,

what sound is beating its rhythm without end?

Refrain: How many years have we lived the life of a human?
Suddenly, one afternoon, the hair turns white as lime.
Withered leaves fall everywhere from high above,

letting a hundred years slip into death in a single day.

Which sun is shining light into my heart—

so that love is ground down into pebbles?

Let me bow my face in sorrow,

as each day passes, weary from waiting for good news.

What forest has trees with such tattered leaves?
From a deep abyss, I hear a call rising up.

Oh, this dusty fate—

what ink mark can erase it without our knowing?



