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Thay Lé&i Néi Pau

S

Mother

Hundreds of stars in the pretty sky,
Hundreds of shells on the shore together,
Hundreds of birds that go singing by,
Hundreds of birds in the sunny weather,

Hundreds of dewdrops to greet the dawn,
Hundreds of bees in the purple clover,
Hundreds of butterflies on the lawn,

But only one mother the wide world over.

Anonymous




Me

Hang trém sao chiéu sang ngoi
Diém to ruc ré bau troi trén cao,
Hang trdm vé éc dat dao
Cung theo séng bién tréi vao bo xa,
Hang tram chim hot vwron nha
Pua vui tau khic hoan ca dju dang,
Hang trdm chim tdm néng vang
Du6i troi &m &p thénh thang goi tinh,

Hang tram giot ngoc lung linh
Swong mai chao dén binh minh méi ngay,
Hang trdm ong lwon timg bay
Von bén hoa thdm cénh bay nhip nhang,
Va hang tram budm giang hang
Nhén nho trén cd, ron rang trudc hién,
Nhung thé gian, khdp moi mién
Do ta c6 mot Me hién ma thoi.

Tam Minh
chuyén ngiy




Spring Racu

| thought | had forgotten,

But it all came back again

To-night with the first spring thunder
In a rush of rain.

| remembered a darkened doorway
Where we stood while the storm swept by,
Thunder gripping the earth

And lightning scrawled on the sky.

The passing motor busses swayed,
For the street was a river of rain,
Lashed into little golden waves

In the lamp light's stain.

With the wild spring rain and thunder
My heart was wild and gay;

Your eyes said more to me that night
Than your lips would ever say...

| thought | had forgotten,

But it all came back again

To-night with the first spring thunder
In a rush of rain.

Sara Teasdale
(1884-1933)




UWeca Xeéin

Tudng chirng em da quén roi,
Nao ngo ky niém gidng troi vé day
Vang theo tiéng s&m dém nay
Trong con muwa voi mét ngay dau xuén.

Nh& xuwa hién téi dumng chan
Nép nhau trénh bao thét gadm théi ngang,
Dja c4u sém né rén vang
Ngoan ngoéo tia chép xé toang bau troi.

Phé phuong ngép nudc mua roi,
Dong xe qua lai choi voi, chong chanh.
Mat duong song nwoc long lanh,
Den khuya vang vot roi quanh mét vuang.

Muwra xuén reo s&m khong trung
Long em cubng nhiét tung birng Ira yéu;
Méi chang tteng thot da nhiéu
Mét chang dém dé muén diéu néi thém...

Twéng cheeng em da lang quén,
Nao ngo ky niém ém dém vé day
Vang theo tiéng s4m dém nay
Trong con muwa voi mét ngay dau xuén.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.




Veicarcous

When | stand under the willow-tree

Above the river,

In my straw-coloured silken garment
Embroidered with purple chrysanthemums,
It is not at the bright water

That | am gazing,

But at your portrait,

Which | have caused to be painted

On my fan.

Amy Lowell
(1874-1925)




Ve Vivng

Tho thdn minh em dudi liéu xanh

Trén dong séng uén khuc quanh quanh,
Ao vang lua dét duong to min

Cuc tim hoa théu nét chi thanh,

Ho hiing chdng nhin con séng nuwéc
Thiét tha chi ngdm boéng hinh anh,
Béng hinh thuong mén em nho hoa
Trén chiéc quat nay dep tua tranh.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.




Spring Longing

The South wind blows open the folds
of my dress,

My feet leave wet tracks in the earth
of my garden,

The willows along the canal sing
with new leaves turned
upon the wind.

| walk along the tow-path

Gazing at the level water.

Should | see a ribbed edge

Running upon its clearness,

| should know that this was caused

By the prow of the boat

In which you are to return.

Amy Lowell
(1874-1925)




Clis Xudn

Gi6é nébm nhé nhe théi qua
Cubn tung nép 4o lua la em mang,
Vuwon nha em bwéc nhe nhang
Trén nén dat &m mo vurong déu hai,
Doc b kinh liéu buéng dai
G theo canh gi6 mét bai tinh xa
L4 non tréi giong hop ca
Von theo séng liéu thiét tha ngot ngao.
Em di doc mé séng dao
M3t nhin muc nwéc nhe chao déi bo.
Nuwérc trong dang chay Iliing lo
Néu dao déng manh séng dwa dép dinh,
Em biét ngay miii thuyén tinh
Tir xa ré nuée dwa minh vé day.

Tim Wlentk

chuyén ngwv




Tte Peddlen Of Flowens

| came from the country
With flowers,
Larkspur and roses,
Fretted lilies
In their leaves,
And long, cool lavender.

| carried them
From house to house,
And cried them
Down hot streets.
The sun fell
Upon my flowers,
And the dust of the streets
Blew over my basket.
That night
| slept upon the open seats
Of a circus,

Where all day long
People had watched
The antics
Of a painted clown.

Awmy Lowell
(1874-1925)

10



Ngousx Bdn Hoa Das

TOi tir vang qué ra
Mang theo ganh hang hoa,
Hoa héng, hoa phi-yén,
Hoa hué dep thuot tha
Phé muédn canh kiéu sa,
Hoa lan-hwrong méan ma.

T6i ché ganh hoa tuoi
Pén khdp ctra nha nguwi,
Xubi phd phuong néng nuc
Di rao ban moi noi.
Mubn tia séng virng dwong
Roi trén nhitng canh hoa,
Bui dwong bay nhat nhoa
Vwrong trén ganh phong suong.
Dém do téi nga lung
Ngu ngoai troi chap chon
Trén ghé rap xiéc la,

Noi ma suét ngay qua
Thién ha cuoi hé ha
Coi chu hé giéu tro
Mat vé du mau hoa.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Tbe Evemple

Here's an example from

A Butterfly;

That on a rough, hard rock
Happy can lie;

Friendless and all alone

On this unsweetened stone.

Now let my bed be hard,

No care take I;

I'll make my joy like this
Small Butterfly,

Who happy heart has power
To make a stone a flower.

Weillcam Feury Davies
(1871-1940)
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Guvng Sdug

Hay coi gwrong sang
Kia chu burdm vang
Dau trén da tang
Vui vé vé van

Cé don, khéng ban
ba lanh khé khan.

Nay givrong khéng ém
Ta chéng thiét gi

Noi gwong chu buom
Cam thay vui di

Tim vui that la

Bién d4a thanh hoa.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Lecoure
What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to see, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty's glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

Welliam Feurny Davies
(1871-1940)
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Tt Nt

Doi nguoi ngh/a ly gi dau
Khi long ddng moi cam sau chira chan
Ma ta lai vdi lai vang
Chan khong dirng lai bén dang ngém tréng
Ctru bo xa tap trén dong
Tan céy ta dieng ung dung Iong ngueoi.
Khi qua rteng lic dao choi
Chéng nhin, chdng ngdm cénh doi thénh thang
Kia bao chu séc rén rang
Gidu muén hat dé dwdi lan cd xanh.
Gitra ban ngay dudi may thanh
Chéng nhin sudi véng long lanh sao ngan
Twa man dém dep vé van
Mot vom tinh td ménh mang giang troi.
Khéng thoi gian that thanh thoi
Ngém nhin khée mét tuyét voi giai nhan
Got sen xinh x3n bdi phan
Du duwong khiéu vii buéc gan buéc xa.
Khéng cho nang hé miéng hoa
Diém thém doi mat kiéu sa nu cuoi.
Chao oi té ngét cudc doi
Khi long hirng khéi day voi y tinh
Ma ta chao dao than minh
Khéng dtring chan ngédm tuoi xanh dét trovi.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Ttee Evening
Darbens Ouer

The evening darkens over.
After a day so bright
The windcapt waves discover
That wild will be the night.
There's sound of distant thunder.

The latest sea-birds hover
Along the cliff's sheer height;
As in the memory wander
Last flutterings of delight,
White wings lost on the white.

There's not a ship in sight;
And as the sun goes under
Thick clouds conspire to cover
The moon that should rise yonder.
Thou art alone, fond lover.

Rabernt Bridges
(1844-1930)
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Cliceaw Him
Bdng Ling Bing Ta

Chiéu hém béng lang béng ta.
Mot ngay sang sua vira qua
Chap chung séng theo gi6 la

Béao dém vé sé hoang so.
S&m xa véng tiéng o tho:.

Chim bién bay luon muén mang
Doc theo bo vach ndi cao;
Nhw lang thang vao di vang
Niém vui xao xuyen thud nao,
Céanh bac mo khuét séng chao.

Thuyén ai vang phia tring khoi;
Vang dwong Ian cudi chan troi
May cudn cudn giang bo bén
Nhw cho che khuét tréng lén.
Em yéu Ié buwéc duwong doi.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Owut T Ve Garden

Out in the garden

Out in the windy, swinging dark,

Under the trees and over the flower-beds,
Over the grass and under the hedge-border,
Someone is sweeping, sweeping,

Some old gardener.

Out in the windy, swinging dark,

Someone is secretly putting in order.
Someone is creeping, creeping.

Ratthencwe Mansfield
(1888-1923)

18



Ngoac Vesw

Ngoai kia ¢ phia trong vuron
Lao xao tiéng gi6, chép chon béng dém,
Duwi tan cay ri 14 mém
Va trén nhitng lubéng hoa hién nhe chao,
Trén tham cd, dwdi hang rao,

Co nguwoi dang quét xac xao trong suong,
Dudng nhw 6ng 1o lam vuon.
Ngoai troi gio lanh chép chon bong dém,
Co6 nguwoi thu don im lim,

Budéc khuya nhé nhe, déu in thang ngay.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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Ve Lake Tole Of Tuncofrnee

| will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,
And a small cabin build there of clay and
wattles made:
Nine bean-rows will | have there, a hive
for the honey-bee,
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.
And | shall have some peace there, for peace
comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where
the cricket sings;
There midnight's all a glimmer, and noon
a purple glow,
And evening full of the linnet's wings.
And | will arise and go now, for always night and
day
| hear the lake water lapping with low sounds
by the shore;
While | stand on the roadway, or on the pavements
gray,
| hear it in the deep heart's core.

UWeillcam Butlen Yeato
(1865-1939)
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Ddo i Tunisfree

Gio day ta s€ dueng lén di
Ra noi ddo véng Innisfree,
Duwng Ién mét cai choi nho nhd
Lam béng dat sét véi phén tre.

Ta tréng dau ngon du chin hang
Nuéi mét té6 ong mat 6ng vang,
Ta séng mét minh noi véng vé
Nghe ong hoa tau khuc vo ve.

Doi ta sé hwdng chut yén lanh
Tir man swong méng budi binh minh
Nhe nhang nhé giot ém dém qua
Tham t&i tdn hang dé hoan ca.

Nira dém hoang ddo séng mo huyén,
T6i trwa lai d6 riec mot mién,
Chiéu vé rén ra chim héng tuéc
Vui hét, lvon bay, canh néu hién.

Ta dirng 1én di téi hd ngay,
V6 bor nghe tiéng nuwéc dém ngay
Du dwong giira 19 hay hé la,
Hé maéi vong trong déay Iong ta.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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"Dowan By
Ve Salley Garden "

Down by the salley gardens my love and | did meet;
She passed the salley gardens with little
snow-white feet.

She bid me take love easy, as the leaves grow on
the tree;

But |, being young and foolish, with her would not
agree.

In a field by the river my love and | did stand,
And on my leaning shoulder she laid her
snow-white hand

She bid me take life easy, as the grass grows on
the weirs;

But | was young and foolish, and now am full of
tears.

Wellcam Butlen Yeate
(1865-1939)
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“Dedc Vet
Duvng Liéew "

Duwéi vuron lidu nang cung ta gap go;
Nang buéc qua chén ngé tuyét tréng xinh
Nang khuyén ta gitr ém dep cudc tinh
Nhuw Ia moc trén canh cay thoai mai;
Nhung thué dé ta dau xanh kho dai,
Nao c6 nghe Ioi ém ai bén tai.

Ngoai déng vang cuing bén séng ding l&ng,
Ban tay nang 6i tuyét tréng kiéu sa
Twa vai ta nang khuyén nha thiét tha
Séng nhan nha nhw ¢é hoa dap nudéc;
Ta tudi tré, dai khor vao thud truéc,
Pé gior day 1é wot ddm bo mi.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngwv
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UWhen You Are Old

When you are old and gray and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And bending down beside the glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled

And paced upon the mountains overhead
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

Wellcam Butlen Yeate
(1865-1939)
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Rtc Nang Bing Ae

Khi nang tudi xé chiéu, téc bac
Bén lira ngdi véc hac mo mang,
Séch nay lan gié tung trang
Gat gu nhdm doc nhing hang ngay nao,
Mo vé cdp mét nao ddm dam
Tirng soi vao thdm tham tadm can;
Bao nguoi yéu sdc dep nang
Vui twoi dang dap, kiéu sang nu cuoi,
Ké gia déi, ké thoi chan that,
Nhung mét nguoi chét ngét yéu thuong
Yéu nang hén dao hanh huong,
Khuén tréng du déi, du virong nét sau;
Twa song vang cui dédu bubn ba
Nguwoi nhd long tinh da bay xa
Dao theo dbi nui bao la
Thén tho gidu mat ngén ha day sao.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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AU Day 7 Fear
e Nacse Of Watere

All day | hear the noise of waters
Making moan,

Sad as the sea-bird is, when going
Forth alone,

He hears the winds cry to the waters'
Monotone.

The grey winds, the cold winds are blowing
Where | go.

| hear the noise of many waters
Far below.

All day, all night, | hear them flowing
To and fro

Jawmes Joyce

(1882-1941)

26



Swét Ngay Téc Ngte
Vg Nede Rong

T6i nghe vong tiéng nudc rong
Sudt ngay than thé, bénh béng chay xudi,
Budn nhuw chim bién 18 dbi
Bay di don chiéc cudi troi thénh thang
Khi chim nghe gi6 hu vang
Goi con séng nudc nhjp nhang nhe troi.

Gi6 dau xém, lanh ven dbi
Théi tung theo buéc chan téi xac xao.
Téi nghe tiéng nuéce ri rao
Duéi xa thdm thdm vong vao vinh bén.
Subt ngay roi lai thdu dém
T6i nghe nwéc chdy ém dém téi lui.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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The Pasture

I'm going out to clean the pasture spring;
I'll only stop to rake the leaves away

(And wait to watch the water clear, | may):
| shan't be gone long. - You come too.

I'm going out to fetch the little calf

That's standing by the mother. It's so young
It totters when she licks it with her tongue.

| shan't be gone long. - You come too.

Zaobert Froct
(1874-1963)
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Ding (Cd

Con héy cung ta di sudi luén

Ta ra lam sach subi bén déng.
Dirng chén cao la cay vwrong Vai.
D6i mat cho dong nuée ldng trong.
Bo me liém con kéu séng khodi,
Bé con gién me chay long nhong.
Bét bé Vé trai. Ta vé sém.

Con héy cung ta di sudi luén.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Stopping By Weads
Oun A Swowy Evening

Whose woods these are | think | know.
His house is in the village though;

He will not see me stopping here

To watch his woods fill up with snow.

My little horse must think it queer
To stop without a farmhouse near
Between the woods and frozen lake
The darkest evening of the year.

He gives his harness bells a shake
To ask if there is some mistake.
The only other sound's the sweep
Of easy wind and downy flake.

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
But | have promises to keep,

And miles to go before | sleep,

And miles to go before | sleep.

Rabernt Pract
(1874-1963)
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Dang Clidn
Cliceu Tuyét Bénw Rairng

Rurng ai day xem chirng nhu ta biét

Nha chi nhén chéc bién biét lang xa

Nao thdy dau ldng 16 c6 minh ta

Dirng chadn ngdm rirng nhoa trong tuyét trang.

Cht ngwa non vé nhw la la I&m
Nghi ngteng chi noi vang trai dau ké
Gitra rteng déng va hé gia lanh té
Chiéu u &m nhat ndm vé gidng thap.

Ngwa rung khé nhac chuéng nhw mudn nhéc
Nhw héi thadm ta chéc lac dwong chang.
Ngoai ra con vang véng giira thénh thang
Tiéng gi6 ngan von tuyét hoa bay tréng.

Ring déng yéu, &m u va séu tham,
Nhuwng nang Iong ta wéc hen con ghi,
buwong con xa cho don budc ta di,
Di, di nira trwére khi ta ngoi nghi.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Tthe Road MNot Taken

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry | could not travel both

And be one traveler, long | stood

And looked down one as far as | could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim,
Because it was grassy and wanted wear;
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, | kept the first for another day!

Yet knowing how way leads on to way,
| doubted if | should ever come back.

| shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and | -
| took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

Rabernt FPract
(1874-1963)
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Con Dubng Rbiug Theo

Duwong chia déi nga vao ring
Khién ta Ii¥ khach ngép ngirng budc chan
Dirng day ldng ding tan ngan
D6i nhin mét ngé khuét dan lum céy;
Réi ta theo nga bén day
Ciing nhiéu quyén rd, ciing day méng mo
Cé hoang ngép 16i hoang so
Phat pho nhw dén nhw cho chan ai:
Tuy dwong rieng chot chia hai
L6i mon qua lai 14 roi khéc nao.
Binh minh hém dé dep sao
D6i duong la phd mét mau trinh nguyén.
B6i héi ta nhi long riéng
Puong nao ciing dan téi mién xa xam,
Dudng kia danh luc khac tham!
Bubn thay duw tinh thang ndm déi doi.
Mai nay ta ké chuyén doi
Noi mién dat la thé dai luyén thuong:
Rirng kia chia cach doéi duong
Ta theo mét nga it virong déu gidy
Do ta ter d6 déi thay
L& vang theo gi6 cubn bay cudi troi.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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A widow bird sate mourning for her love
Upon a wintry bough;

The frozen wind crept on above,

The freezing stream below.

There was no leaf upon the forest bare,
No flower upon the ground,

And little motion in the air

Except the mill-wheel's sound.

Perncy Bysstie Stelley
(1792-1822)
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Ca RKbde

Don chiéc, nang chim khoéc cudc tinh
Trén canh déng phu cénh buén ténh;
Gi6 lua bubt gia qua dbi vang,

Subi chay lanh béng duéi ngé quanh.
Rurng trui con dau tan 14 thdm,

Dat tro nao thay dang hoa xinh.

Tirng khéng lang ngat nhw ngung dong
Trer tiéng gudng xe nuée thodng nhanh.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Love's Philosoptiy

The fountains mingle with the river
And the rivers with the Ocean,
The winds of Heaven mix for ever
With a sweet emotion;

Nothing in the world is single;
All things by a law divine
In one another's being mingle.
Why not | with thine?

See the mountains kiss high Heaven
And the waves clasp one another;
No sister flower would be forgiven

If it disdained its brother;

And the sunlight clasps the earth

And the moonbeams kiss the sea:

What are all these kissings worth
If thou kiss not me?

Perncy Bysstie Stelley
(1792-1822)
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Tncér Ly Tent Yeéu

Subi nguén chdy nhép vao séng
Séng tréi ém ai hoa cung bién khoi,
Gi6 dang tir bén phuong troi
Du dwong quén quit muén doi cudn bay.

C6 chi & thé gian nay
C6 don ma chang sum vay dai léu
Tuén theo luat téi nhiém mau.
Déi ta sao chdng cung nhau chung long?

Non cao hén nhe tréi trong
Séng xa quan tu chap chung dai dwong;
Hoa nao con duoc mén thuong
Khi ché cé noi, hoa vuron ké bén.

Anh duong 6m &p dét lién
Trang hén bién vang trién mién mo mong:
Thién nhién tinh c6 nhw khéng
Néu nang chdng dat méi néng hén ta?

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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D Planders Feelds

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago

We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe;

To you from failing hands we throw

The torch; be yours to hold it high.

If ye break faith with us who die

We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.

Leeut. - Col. Golin MecCrae

(1872-1918)
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Chén day chién dia Flanders
Hoa anh-tuc né nén tho giang cung
Gitra hang thanh gia chdp chung
Chung ta yén nghi noi vung thanh thoi;
Son ca dan di day troi
Nhén nho lugn hét gitka noi sting gam.

Chuing ta vira moi lia tran
Vira lia cudc chién, xac than vé nguon
Trwéce day ting sbéng vui budn
Ngdm binh minh dep, hoang hén diém kiéu,
Da tung yéu, ting dugc yéu
Bay gi¢’ ndm xubng phiéu diéu chén nay.

Trwoce khi ngé guc, xudi tay
Ta trao chién hivu dubc day hay cam!
Hay dbi dau, chan dich quéan!
Giwong cao dubc séng! Bdo toan quéc gia!

Ban oi néu phu long ta

Niém tin tan v&, x6t xa vé bo,
Du hoa né ruwe Flanders

Chung ta t si bao gio’ nghi yén!

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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Ve Land Of Stony- Baake

At evening when the lamp is lit,
Around the fire my parents sit;
They sit at home and talk and sing,
And do not play at anything.

Now, with my little gun, | crawl
All in the dark along the wall,
And follow round the forest track
Away behind the sofa back.

There, in the night, where none can spy,
All in my hunter's camp | lie,

And play at books that | have read

Till it is time to go to bed.

These are the hills, these are the woods,
These are my starry solitudes;

And there the river by whose brink

The roaring lions come to drink.

| see the others far away

As if in firelit camp they lay,

And |, like an Indian scout,
Around their party prowled about.

So, when my nurse comes in for me,
Home | return across the sea,

And go to bed with backward looks
At my dear Land of Story-books.

Zobert Lowiso Stevenson
(1850-1894)
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Vang Sdct Truyén

Khi troi toi den dém da thap
B me t6i ngbi nhac chuyén qua,
Bén nhau cwoi ndi hat ca
Bép bung anh Itra trong nha thanh thoi.

Bo duwdéi dat téi choi stung gia
Trong man dém béng nga ven twong,
L&n quanh déu vét trong rirng
Vung sau ghé dua tuéng chiing nguy nan.

T6i & d6 téi tam ai thay

Trong léu s&n l4y séch doc choi,
Nga lwng vui tha tuyét voi

T6i gio di ngt maéi roi sach ra.

Nay déi ndi, reeng gia dep dé,

Nay thién nhién quanh qué troi sao;
Duwéi dong cudn cudn séng trao

Dirng chan uéng nuéc hé gao bén séng.

Xa muéng tha ndm trong rirmng dai
Nhuw vay quanh Iira trai hen ho,
T6i tén da doé rinh mo
Quanh béy thu di¥ khé bo Idng im.
Khi chij v vao tim bét nga,
Vwot bién séu t6i G rd vé,
Ngoai nhin long da tai té
Noi Vung Séch Truyén dam mé tubi hong.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Whenw 7 Auwe Dead

When | am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree:

Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,
And if thou wilt, forget.

| shall not see the shadows,
| shall not feel the rain;
I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain:

And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,
Haply | may remember,

And haply may forget.

Clincstina Georgina Rossetti
(1830-1894)
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Rt Fac Lia Dac

Khi téi chét, h&i nguoi thuong,

Xin dirng hat khic sdu virong ndo nung;
Mé t6i héng thdm dtrng tréng,

Chéng cén béng bach, béng tung buéng loi:

Hay gidng cd muwot xanh twoi

Dbon muwa gieo hat, htrng troi mu swong;
Tuy nguwoi hé nu nhé thuong,

Hoé&c theo canh gi6 xudi viron lang quén.

T6i nao thay bong téi den,
Nao con cdm nhan ém dém muwa roi;
Nao nghe chim hot tuyét voi
Hoa mi duong da rbi boi dau thuong:
T6i mo qua anh virng dwong
Péau con moc, Ian cudi duong chan may
Déi khi néi nhé dang day
DOi khi quén lang long day lanh lung.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Remember

Remember me when | am gone away,

Gone far away into the silent land;

When you can no more hold me by the hand,
Nor | half turn to go yet turning stay.
Remember me when no more day by day
You tell me of our future that you planned:
Only remember me; you understand

It will be late to counsel then or pray.

Yet if you should forget me for a while

And afterwards remember, do not grieve:
For if the darkness and corruption leave

A vestige of the thoughts that once | had,
Better by far you should forget and smile
Than that you should remember and be sad.

Clncstina Georgina Rossetti
(1830-1894)
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Tdng Nbd

Hay nho téi khi téi lia duong thé,

Vé chén xa vung qué la &m thadm;
Nguoi dau con tay cam tay tha thi

T6i dung dang chan niva & nira di.

Hay nh¢ téi nhikng ngay xwa diéu voi
Nguwoi cung t6i ban toi chuyén twong lai:
Chi nhé téi; nguoi oi xin thau hiéu

Tinh tré roi, cau nguyén ciing thé thoi.
Tuy nhién néu nguoi quén toi gidy phut
R&i nhé nhau! Xin trat hét mudn séu:

Vi bong dém va tan v& qua mau

Suy tw cii niém dau du han lai

Nhé& l1am chi thém bubén méai ma théi
Hay quén di va né mét nu cwoi!

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Aw Upbraiding
Now | am dead you sing to me
The songs we used to know,

But while | lived you had no wish
Or care for doing so.

Now | am dead you come to me
In the moonlight, comfortless;
Ah, what would | have given alive
To win such tenderness!

When you are dead, and stand to me
Not differenced, as now,
But like again, will you be cold
As when we lived, or how?

Tthomas Fardy
(1840-1928)

46



Trdct Nhaw

Gio day ta da qua doi
Em ca khuc hat quen thoi mong mo,
Khi ta con séng thué xuwa
Em déau hat tang cho vira Iong nhau.

Gio ta an gidc mo séu
Em thdm l&ng 18 u sau dudi tréng;
Chao oi 4u yém chi bang
Piéu ma luc séng ta hdng mong thay!

Khi em ndm xubng sau nay
Bén ta yén nghi nhw ngay hém nay,
Em con lanh nhat khéng day
Nhw héi minh séng nhiing ngay bén nhau?

Tim Wlentk

chuyén ngir.
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Aunabel Lee

It was many and many a year ago,
In a kingdom by the sea,
That a maiden there lived whom you may know
By the name of Annabel Lee;
And this maiden she lived with no other thought
Than to love and be loved by me.

She was a child and I was a child,
In this kingdom by the sea,
But we loved with a love that was more than
love -
| and my Annabel Lee -
With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven
Coveted her and me.

And this was the reason that, long ago,
In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud by night
Chilling my Annabel Lee;

So that her high-born kinsmen came
And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre
In this kingdom by the sea.
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Ly Lanw Fuvng

Xa xura, tir thud xa xuwa,
Trong vurong quéc no bén bé dai duong
C6 nang thiéu ni¥ dé thuong
Poi goi la Ly Lan Huong diém kiéu;
Troi sinh nang chi dé yéu
Pé Iong ta séng tinh reo vé bo.

Nang cung ta tuéi ngay tho,
Péu trong vurong quéc bén bo dai duong,
Nhuwng ta va Ly Lan Huong
Yéu duwong chét ngét, luyén thuong dat dao,
Méi tinh vang véc troi cao
Thién than thuong giéi uéc ao, ghen tham.

Thé nén tai hoa t6i gén,
Mét dém vurong quéc gié gam khép noi
May gidéng van vii day troi
Lanh cadm nang da lia doi tham thé;
Ba con than quyén dé vé
Puwa nang chén cét, chia lia Itra doi,
Mé I&ng khuét 1ap nang roi,
U séu vuwrong quéc, bui ngui dai duong.
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The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,
Went envying her and me: -

Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,
In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud chilling
And killing my Annabel Lee.

But our love it was stronger by far than the love
Of those who were older than we -
Of many far wiser than we -
And neither the angels in Heaven above
Nor the demons down under the sea
Can ever dissever my soul from the soul
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee:-

For the moon never beams
without bringing me dreams
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;
And the stars never rise but | feel the bright eyes
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee:
And so all the night-tide, | lie down by the side
Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride
In her sepulchre there by the sea -
In her tomb by the side of the sea.

Edgar Allan Poe
(1809-1849)
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Thién than bat hanh Thién Puong
Ghen cung ta, gian ca nang! Chao oi!
Thé la dé &p thién tai
Héng nhan bac ménh chuyén doi méi ghi.
May kia tuén gio lam chi
Pé cho bang gié chia ly duong trén.

Tinh d6i ta dep vé ngéan
Vot xa khéi dém thé nhén thuong tinh.
Du thién than chén Thién Dinh,
Du cho quy dir dap dinh bién sau
Ha phéan ly chung ta dau
Hén ta mai mai bén lau bén nang.

Mbéng tinh theo anh trang vang
Pura ta vé Ly Lan Huong thud nao.
Gitra troi vdng béng ngan sao
Rurc 18n &nh mét ngot ngao ngudi xua:
Subt dém ndm canh séng ru
Bén nguoi yéu dau, déng c6 dau hién,
Trung duong tau khdc trién mién
Tinh ca bat tan vang bén mo nang.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.




The Sccl Roce

O Rose, thou art sick.
The invisible worm
That flies in the night,
In the howling storm

Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy,
And his dark secret love
Does thy life destroy.

Wellcam Blake
(1757-1827)

52



Béng héng dep dé cua ta oi

Thoi thé tir ddy nhuém bénh roi!
Dém chdé chang sédu nho nhd téi
Dém lua con bdo phi phang troi.
Sé&u tim hoa thdm trao tinh i

Sau chon nhuy twoi wop mong doi.
Vi méi to duyén thadm kin dé

Do hoa nang sém ua tan théi!

Tim Wlint:

chuyén ngir.
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To Celia

Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And | will pledge with mine;
Or leave a kiss but in the cup
And I'll not look for wine.
The thirst that from the soul doth rise
Doth ask a drink divine;
But might | of Jove's nectar sup,
| would not change for thine.

| sent thee late a rosy wreath,

Not so much honouring thee

As giving it a hope that there
It could not withered be;

But thou thereon did'st only breathe,
And sent'st it back to me;
Since when it grows, and smells, | swear,
Not of itself but thee!

Bew Jonson

(1572-1637)
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G Célia

Mét em can chén di say
Mét ta ciing can ly day mirng em;
Nu hén em that diu mém,
Xin em luu vét méi trén ly nay.
Thé Ia ta dd ngét ngay,
Ruwou tién moi niva hdn day chdng mang:
Ruwou ngon, mat ngot thién dang
Dé gi déi nu hén nang téng ta.

Mot vong hbéng két mudn hoa
T6n vinh vira tdng lam qua em yéu
Mong hoa luén méai my miéu
Canh phé thdm s&c, huong gieo khué phong,
Xin em d&t nu hén néng
Réi em trao lai vong héng cho ta
Hoa kia du ¢6 man ma
Du sau hoa né hwong nha lan xa
Ta thé nao thiét huong hoa
Mot khi em da trao ta hwong tinh.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Au Epctapl

Vpon Fusband And Wefe
UWita Died Aund

Werne Burnced Togettier

To these whom death again did wed
This grave's the second marriage-bed.
For though the hand of Fate could force
"Twixt soul and body a divorce,

It could not sever man and wife,
Because they both lived but one life.
Peace, good reader, do not weep;
Peace, the lovers are asleep.

They, sweet turtles, folded lie

In the last knot that love could tie.

Let them sleep, let them sleep on,

Till this stormy night be gone,

And the eternal morrow dawn;

Then the curtains will be drawn,

And they wake into a light

Whose day shall never die in night.

Rectard Craslacw

(1613-1649)
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Hac Ve Clibdng
2Lua D Va
Duve Clidn Cit Ben Nhaw

Lia dwong tran ho két hén lan niva
Chung mo phén doéi Itra mai bén nhau.
Dinh ménh kia du gieo rac thvong dau
Du chia céch linh hén cung thé xéc,
Tinh chdng vo khéng bao gio phai nhat,
Mot doi chung luén ngat méai hwong tinh.
Ban doc hé&i, binh tam dceng roi Ié;

Kia uyén wong ndm ké dep nhuw tranh.
Ho ru nhau vao giéc ngu an lanh

Va cubn chét gidy tinh thém nit cudi.
Dé ho ngu, dé cho ho yén ngu

T6i khi nao con béo to tréi qua,

Vén man dém, mai anh sang chan hoa
Binh minh dén thdng hoa va bét diét;
Ho tinh gidc bén nhau doi diém tuyét
Mai ngan thu tha thiét chdng lia xa.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Ve Way Tbrnougt e Woods

They shut the road through the woods
Seventy years ago.

Weather and rain have undone it again,
And now you would never know

There was once a road through the woods
Before they planted the trees:

It is underneath the coppice and heath
And the thin anemones.

Only the keeper sees

That, where the ring-dove broods

And the badgers roll at ease,

There was once a road through the woods.
Yet, if you enter the woods

Of a summer evening late,

When the night-air cools on the
trout-ringed pools

Where the otter whistles his mate,
(They fear not men in the woods,
Because they see so few),

You will hear the beat of a horse's feet,
And the swish of a skirt in the dew,
Steadily cantering through

The misty solitudes,

As though they perfectly knew

The old lost road through the woods...
But there is no road through the woods.

Rudyard Ripling
(1865-1936)
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L5 D 2ua Bing

Pa tir bay chuc ndm roi
Nguoi ta bit 16i xuyén noi rieng gia,
Lai thém ngay thang phéi pha
Chép chung gié6 tap, nhat nhoa mua sa,
Gio day ban kh6 nhén ra
Truée kia tung c6 16i qua rirng nay.
Thu6 xwa bui rdm chen cay
Cé hoang, hoa dai moc day khdp noi,
Chim rirng &p trieng thénh thoi
Chén con, tht nhé gién choi hai hoa,
Cai rirng ré chuyén xuwa xa
Trwdce Kia tieng 6 dwong qua rieng nay.
Tuy nhién néu ban vao day
Mot dém hé mudn hay hdy mat troi
Tung tdng ao véng cé boi
Mcrng reo goi ban vui doi ai én
(Cé dau so tiéng budc chan
Béng nguoi it thdy, xa gan vang hoang),
Ban sé nghe ngwa phi ngang
Tiéng chan gé nhip nhe vang déu déu,
Trong swong vang giira tich liéu
Tiéng xiém sot soat budn hiu thué nao
Am thanh théan thiét Ia bao
Duwong nhw quen thuéc néo vao rirng xua...
L6i mon, ¢é dai, swong mor
Nao déu con thdy duong dua qua rimng.

Tim Went

chuyén ngiv
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Weeting
At UNegtiz

The gray sea and the long black land;
And the yellow half-moon large and low;
And the startled little waves that leap

In fiery ringlets from their sleep,

As | gain the cove with pushing prow,
And quench its speed i' the slushy sand.

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach;
Three fields to cross till a farm appears;

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch
And blue spurt of a lighted match,

And a voice less loud, through its joys
and fears,

Than the two hearts beating each to each!

Robent Browning
(1812-1889)
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Ve Déwm

Bién xam va bo déat den trai dai;

Nira vang tréng vang Ién treo thap bén troi;
Nhitng con séng nhé gidt minh tinh giac
Vong loang trén mat nwéc déap dinh,

Khi téi lai mdi tau vao vinh,

Va ham cham lai noi bor cat 1am.

Qua mét ddm duong thom mui bién &m;
Vot ba cénh dbng, trang trai hién ra;

G6 nhe ctra kinh nha, cé tiéng quet véi va
Anh I6e xanh que diém bét séng,

Giong néi nhé mang niém vui

thoang hét hoang,

RAi hai trai tim chung nhip dap ron rang.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Negtez
The sun descending in the west,
The evening star does shine;
The birds are silent in their nest,
And | must seek for mine.
The moon, like a flower,
In heaven's high bower,
With silent delight
Sits and smiles on the night.

Farewell, green fields and happy groves,
Where flocks have took delight.

Where lambs have nibbled, silent moves
The feet of angels bright;

Unseen they pour blessing,

And joy without ceasing,

On each bud and blossom,

And each sleeping bosom.

Wellcam Blake
(1757-1827)
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Déwm

Vang duong lan cudi phuong tay,
Sao hém lap lénh dé day sang ngoi;
B&y chim trong t6 im hoi,

Va ta tim chén nghi ngoi dém nay.
Trén troi cao phu vom céy,

Maét tréng nhw déa hoa day xinh tuoi,
Ngéi ldng yén khé mim cuoi
Ngém nhin béng tbi, tuyét voi suéng vui.

Gia tir déng cé xanh tuoi

Noi béy gia stc rong choi thué nao,
Noi ctru gdm ¢ ngot ngao

Im lim ghi ddu chén bao thién than;

Am thadm ban phudc xubng tréan
Va gieo hoan lac xa gan khén voi,
Cho chéi non nht chao doi,
Canh hoa né thdm, Iong ngudi nga yén.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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Dagffodcls

| wandered lonely as a cloud
That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once | saw a crowd, -
A host, of golden daffodils
Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the Milky Way,
They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I, at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced, but they
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee;
A poet could not but be gay
In such a jocund company;
| gazed - and gazed - but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought.

For oft, when on my couch | lie,

In vacant or in pensive mood,
They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;
And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

Welliam Wordowantt
(1770-1850)
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Hoa iy [ién

Lang thang nhw may troi c6 doc
Bbng bénh qua liing thép dbi xa,
Chot dau ta thdy tham hoa
Thay tién déng ndi thuét tha éng vang
Bén hé véng duéi hang cdy mat
Theo gié ngan pho phat mua chao.
Hoa twoi gidng twa ngan sao
Long lanh chiéu sang duong vao Séng Ngéan,
Hoa tréi thdm xa gan phé sac
Doc theo b xanh ngét vinh bén:
Muén hoa ruc ré mot mién
Pua vui I3 ngon trao duyén, két tinh.
Du bor vinh lung linh song nuéc
Nao dep hon tha thwot dang hoa;
Nha tho thi hirng chan hoa,
Cung hoa tau khuc hoan ca tuyét voi;
Ta mai ngdm I6c troi vui thu
Canh thién nhién luc dé nhw mo.
Sau nay ngbi tua an thu,

Tha hén hoang véng, trdm tw céi long,
DPdng hoa ci vé trong ky trc
Né&i don céi hanh phuc thdng hoa;
Niém vui rén réa bao la,

Thay tién khiéu vi cung ta dap diu.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Tte Racny Day

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;
The vine still clings to the moldering wall,
But at every gust the dead leaves fall,
And the day is dark and dreary.

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary;

It rains, and the wind is never weary;

My thoughts still cling to the moldering Past,
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast
And the days are dark and dreary.

Be still, sad heart! and cease repining;
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining;
Thy fate is the common fate of all,

Into each life some rain must fall,

Some days must be dark and dreary.

Heury Wadswontt Longfellow
(1807-1882)
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Ngay Mua

Ngay gié lanh, téi tdm, budn voi voi:
Man muwa gidng va gié mai bén troi;
Gian nho xwa van leo noi tuong dé,

L& kho vang theo gié nhe budng roi,
Ngay téi tdm, budn day dit Iong nguoi.

Do ta lanh, téi tdm, budn voi voi;
Troi gidng muwa va gio mai muén novi;
Tam tw trao vé Di Vang toi boi,

Bao hy vong thiéu thoi tréi theo gio,
Ngay t6i tdm, budn khéng cé bén bo.

Tim séu héi hdy yén! Pirng than nival

Khuét sau may luén rang r& mét trovi;

Sé phan nguoi cung chung phdn mudn nguwi,
Do ai cling cé déi ngay mua déb,

C6 dbi ngay bubn khé, téi tdm thay!

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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April Race Song

Let the rain kiss you.
Let the rain beat upon your head
with silver liquid drops.
Let the rain sing you a lullaby.

The rain makes still pools on the sidewalk.
The rain makes running pools in the gutter.
The rain plays a little sleep-song
on your roof at night.

And | love the rain.

Langeton Fuglies
(1902-1967)
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Bac Ca
Wea Thdug T

Dé muwa hén nhé em yéu.
Pé mura vb nhe, giot gieo méi dau
Long lanh &nh bac khoe mau.

Dé mura ru diéu ngot ngao yéu thuong.
Muwa thanh viing ldng bén duong.
Muwa tubn roc rach b mwong thj thanh.
Nhac mua tau khic mong lanh
Canh khuya trén mai am thanh tuyét voi.

Ta yéu mua Idm mua oi!

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngw
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Wy Sowy

This song of mine will wind its music around you,
my child, like the fond arms of love.

This song of mine will touch your forehead

like a kiss of blessing.

When you are alone it will sit by your side

and whisper in your ear, when you are in the crowd
it will fence you about with aloofness.

My song will be like a pair of wings to your dreams,
it will transport your heart to the verge

of the unknown.

It will be like a faithful star overhead

when dark night is over your road.

My song will sit in the pupils of your eyes,

and will carry your sight into the heart of things.
And when my voice is silent in death,

my song will speak in your living heart.

Rabindranatt Tagore
(1861-1941)
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Bac Ca Cia Ta

Bai ca cua ta sé tréi ra song nhac,

4p U con nao khéc mét vong tay,

day yéu duong huong téa ngét ngot ngao.

Bai ca sé thi thao trén vang tran,

nhw nu hén chuc van sw an lanh.

Khi doii con ¢bé quanh bai ca luén & canh

va khé ru nhé nhe bén tai, khi con ra noi déng
nguwoi qua lai bai ca ta sé€ mai mai bao che con.
Bai ca cua ta nhw déi canh réng,

chdp thém vao muén gidc méng tudi xanh va
chuyén ché tdm hén con téi bén bor vé dinh.
Bai ca sé nhw mét vi sao trung thanh, theo trén dau
dan duong con khi dém tbi bao quanh.

Bai ca sé dwa &m thanh ngw trong mat,

hwéng con nhin thdu vao long muén sw vét.

Va khi ta im hoi l&ng tiéng qua doi, Ioi ca

van vang vong trong tréi tim séng dong noi con.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Gise

O my love, what gift of mine
Shall | give you this dawn?
A morning song?
But morning does not last long -

The heat of the sun

Wilts it like a flower

And songs that tire

Are done.

O friend, when you come to my gate
At dusk
What is it you ask?
What shall | bring you?
A light?
A lamp from a secret corner of my silent house?
But will you want to take it with you
Down the crowded street?
Alas,
The wind will blow it out.

Whatever gifts are in my power to give you,
Be they flowers,
Be they gems for your neck,
How can they please you
If in time they must surely wither,
Crack,
Lose lustre?

All that my hands can place in yours
Will slip through your fingers
And fall forgotten to the dust

To turn into dust.
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Lua Tdng

Em yéu ta c6 gi day
Tdng em vao bubi séng nay héi em?
Binh minh ca khuc ém dém?
Nhung nao bubi séng c6 bén mai dau
Vang duwong tda nhiét non dau
Binh minh tan lui, ta méu giéng hoa
Va réi ngay khuc hoan ca
Diéu ru nham chan cing qua mdt thoi.

Em yéu néu bubi dep troi
Hoang hén diu buéc em noi céng nha

Em mong chi goi chut qua?

Qua chi ta sé man ma trao em?
Hay tdng em mot ngon dén

Ter trong goc khuét im lim nha ta?
Nhuwng khi em dao choi xa
C6 mang dén xubng phé qua Idm nguoi?
Gi6 vé tinh I3m chao oi
Théi dén ta tat mat théi con gil

Trong tam tay c6 qua chi
Ma ta c6 thé mang vé tdng em
Du hoa ruwc ré bén thém
Ngoc nga 16ng I8y khoe trén c6 nguoi
Qua dau ludén tao nu cwoi
Vi thoi gian sé déap vui canh hoa
Ngoc nga ciing ran nut ra
S&c phé hao nhoéng phéi pha thang ngay.
Qua minh trao tang nhau nay
Tréi qua ndm ngén ban tay em hién
Roi vao tro bui lang quén
Héa thanh tro bui virong mién nhéan gian.
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Rather,
When you have leisure,

Wander idly through my garden in spring
And let an unknown, hidden flower's scent startle
you
Into sudden wondering -

Let that displaced moment
Be my gift.

Or if, as you peer your way down a shady avenue,
Suddenly, spilled
From the thick gathered tresses of evening
A single shivering fleck of sunset-light stops you,
Turns your daydreams to gold,

Let that light be an innocent
Gift.

Truest treasure is fleeting;
It sparkles for a moment, then goes.

It does not tell its name; its tune
Stops us in our tracks, its dance disappears
At the toss of an anklet.
| know no way to it -

No hand, nor word can reach it.
Friend, whatever you take of it,

On your own,

Without asking, without knowing, let that
Be yours.

Anything | can give you is trifling -
Be it a flower, or a song.

Rabindranatt Tagore
(1861-1941)
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Théi! Xin em bubi thanh nhan
Du xuén dao got ngoc sang vuon nha
Chot dau thoang thoang bay xa
Huwong thdm hoa la lan ra bat ngor
Lam em thich thu sikng s¢
Phuat gidy hoan lac do la qua ta.
Hay em dwa mét nhin qua
L&n theo 16i rop 14 hoa bén duong
Chot dau mét dém ta duong
Lung linh in bong ngan dwong em di
Bién mo mang tudi xuén thi
Thanh ra mdngdep khéac chi méng vang
Xin em gitr anh hén hoang
Lam qua trong tréng vé van ta trao.

Kho tang tréi néi biét bao;
Chéi chang gidy phut, tan vao hw vo
V6 dé ca khuc thién thu
Can ngan néo y, chan ru buéc doi
Twa nhw vi diéu budng loi
Tan nhanh theo tiéng vong noi chén nguoi.
Tim dau! Than van dam choi
Xa tam tay véil Xa noi ngén tir!
Nhirng gi em co riéng tw
Khéng hay khéng biét, khéng cho khdng xin
Ban long oi gitr cho bén
Cdla riéng em dé kiém tim dau xa.
Du ta co tang em qua
Tang hoa hay khuc tinh ca dang gi!

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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On Ve Grasstiopppoer
And Tlhe Cricket

The poetry of earth is never dead:

When all the birds are faint with the hot sun,

And hide in cooling trees, a voice will run

From hedge to hedge about the new-mown mead;
That is the Grasshopper's - he takes the lead

In summer luxury - he has never done

With his delights; for when tired out with fun

He rests at ease beneath some pleasant weed.
The poetry of earth is ceasing never:

On a lone winter evening, when the frost

Has wrought a silence, from the stove there shrills
The Cricket's song, in warmth increasing ever,
And seems to one in drowsiness half lost,

The Grasshopper's among some grassy hills.

Jotiw Reate

(1795-1821)
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Clidu Cldn Va Dé Men

Tho tran thé luén ludn bét diét:
Khi chim muéng l4 mét troi néng
An minh cdy mét ménh méng,
Chot d4u vang vang phia déng xanh tuoi:
Bén rao dau cé noi vira cat
Chéau Chéu Ién giong bat nhijp déu
Gitra hé I6ng 18y khoe mau
Du duwong tiéng hét, dat dao niém vui:
Khi da mét sau héi thda chi
Duéi ¢ 8m Chéu nghi thanh thoi.
Trén gian tho vong muén doi
Chtra chan thi hirng, choi voi tiéng long:
Kia mot téi mua déng quanh véng
Khi gié swong pha I&ng bén thém
Chot tir 16 swéi tréi Ién
Dé Meén ca khic, &m ém déng tran,
Tiéng nhac Dé pha tan yén tinh
Khach mo mang nhw tinh, nhw say
Tudng chirng nghe thdy dau day
Piéu ca Chdu Chéau vang day dbi xanh.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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W We Must Die

If we must die, let it not be like hogs

Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,

While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,
Making their mock at our accurséd lot.

If we must die, O let us nobly die,

So that our precious blood may not be shed

In vain; then even the monsters we defy

Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!

O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!
Though far outnumbered let us show us brave,
And for their thousand blows deal one deathblow!
What though before us lies the open grave?

Like men we'll face the murderous, cowardly pack,
Pressed to the wall, dying, but fighting back!

Clawde WecRay
(1890-1948)
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Néw Cliing Ta Phdc Chét

Néu phai chét, ching ta dtrng nhuw loai heo no
Bi dudi vay vao mét xé 6 danh,

Ché cubng dién, déi khét sua vay quanh,
Nhw nhao bang ké hung anh xau sé.

Néu ching ta phéi chét, ¢ chét cho cao c4,
Dé mau dao khéng uéng phi tuén ra,

Va ngay nhw qui dir ké thu ta

Du ta chét van phai té ra long khdm phuc!
Ddng bao héil Ta chung stre dbi dau quan dich!
T6 can trwrong du ta it nguwoi hon,

Chén guom dao du cé bi phan thay,

M6 huyét dy ta day dau khidp sol

Ta dbi mét quan thu man ro, hung hiém,
Chéng dén cung, du chét, van hién ngang!

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Sweet Aud Lo

Sweet and low, sweet and low,

Wind of the western sea,

Low, low, breathe and blow,
Wind of the western seal

Over the rolling waters go,

Come from the dying moon, and blow,
Blow him again to me;
While my little one, while my pretty one sleeps.

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest,
Father will come to thee soon;
Rest, rest, on mother's breast,
Father will come to thee soon;
Father will come to his babe in the nest,
Silver sails all out of the west
Under the silver moon;
Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep.

Alfred, Lornd Tennyson
(1809-1892)
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Diw Dang Va Em Ac

Dju dang, ém ai, dju dang
Phuong Tay gié bién thénh thang théi vé,
Tham thi, ém &i, tham thi
Phuwong Téy gi6 bién théi vé thénh thang!
Gi6 theo séng nwéc nhjp nhang
Theo véng trdng khuét sau lan may bay
Puwa chang vé thiép dém nay
Cung con bé béng dang say giac lanh.

Ngt ngoan con me xinh xinh
Bé vé thdm me con minh sém théi
Ngu yén Iong me, a oi!

B4 vé t6i bén ngoai khoi kia roi

Tham con an giéc trong noi
Kia buém tréng bac 16 troi phuong Tay

Dudi trang bang bac chén may

A oi con ngt cho say, oi a!

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Ask me no more where Jove bestows,
When June is past, the fading rose;

For in your beauty's orient deep

These flowers, as in their causes, sleep.

Ask me no more whither doth stray

The golden atoms of the day;

For in pure love heaven did prepare
Those powders to enrich your hair.

Ask me no more whither doth haste
The nightingale when May is past;

For in your sweet dividing throat

She winters, and keeps warm her note.
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“Viw Ewe
Ding Hic Thém ta”

Xin em dteng hoi thém ta
Khi ma thang Sau tréi qua ngot ngao
Théi Dwong thén &y noi nao
Sao khéng ban phudc cho bao hdng tan?
Thét ra héng ngd binh an
Héa thadn nhan séc kiéu sang em roi.

Dirng hdi ta lic sang troi
Hat vang nguyén tir rang ngoi noi nao?
Xem kia tay déng ti cao
Vi tinh tinh khiét thanh tao con nguoi
Tao ra phéan dep tuyét voi
T6c em nhe rc dong doi mai xanh.

Thang Nam théi da tréi nhanh
Son ca bay khuét may thanh cudi troi
HaGi chim dau kho tra loi!
Vi chim nwong néu cé nguoi dé thuong
Noi em dju ngot la thuong
Mua déng sudi &m giong vang cho chim.
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Ask me no more where those stars light
That downwards fall in dead of night;
For in your eyes they sit, and there
Fixéd become, as in their sphere.

Ask me no more if east or west
The Phoenix builds her spicy nest;
For unto you at last she flies,

And in your fragrant bosom dies.

Thomas Carew
(1595-1640)
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Dém khuya thanh vang im lim
Sao troi sa xubéng khuéat chim noi nao?
Xin em dirng hoi tham sao
Vi sao troi da ngw vao mét em
Lung linh téa séng ém dém
Nhw vom tinh ta dju hién thiét tha.

Xin em dirng héi thém ta
Phuwong Hoang lam té gan xa chén nay?
Du phuwong Béng hay phuong Téy
Chim du hép héi ciing day tinh anh
Chim khén sa xubng tram minh
Chét trén nguc ngéat huong tinh cda em.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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“Ga, Louely Roce "

Go, lovely Rose!

Tell her that wastes her time and me,
That now she knows,

When | resemble her to thee,

How sweet and fair she seems to be.

Tell her that's young,

And shuns to have her graces spied,
That hadst thou sprung

In deserts where no men abide,
Thou must have uncommended died.

Small is the worth

Of beauty from the light retired:
Bid her come forth,

Suffer herself to be desired,
And not blush so to be admired.

Then die! that she

The common fate of all things rare
May read in thee;

How small a part of time they share
That are so wondrous sweet and fair!

Edmund Waller
(1606-1687)
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“De D i Hong Yeu"

T6i néi nang nghe h&i héng thuong
Thoi gian nang phung phi déi duong
Lam ta tan nat Iong thém day

Chéc gio nang da thay duorc ra,

Khi ta teeng sanh nang voi hoa

Diu dang, xinh xan lai hién hoa.

B&o nang tuoi tdn va tré trung,

Chéng dé cho ai ghé mét cung,

Khac chi hoa moc trong sa mac

Gitra chén hoang vu véng bong nguvi,
Mai kia hoa Ua tan huong sdc

Chéng c6 ai thuong Idy mét Ioi.

Diém kiéu voi bot vé kiéu sa

Khi khuét chim trong téi nhat nhoa;

Moi nang doi got ra vang sang

Cho doi duoc chiém ngudng dung nhan,
Doi bay lau nay tumg ao woc

E Ié lam chi h&i my nhén!

Réi héo di hoa truréc mat nguoi!
Phéan chung muén véat hiém trén doi
Dé nang nhan thirc ra chan ly

V6 thuong cube sdng chi vay théi;
Thoi gian thoang phut gidy déi lira
Da&m &m, dep tuwoi that diéu ky.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngwv

87



Old Age

The seas are quiet when the winds give o'er;
So calm are we when passions are no more.
For then we know how vain it was to boast
Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost.
Clouds of affection from our younger eyes
Conceal that emptiness which age descries.

The soul's dark cottage, battered and decayed,
Lets in new light through chinks that

Time has made:

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become

As they draw near to their eternal home.
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view
That stand upon the threshold of the new.

Edmund Waller
(1606-1687)
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Duse Géa

Bién yén khi gi6 qua roi;
Long ta thanh than khi roi dam mé.
Phu du sw véat khoe chi
Mét con thoéng chéc, git gi trong tay.
Tudi xanh tinh cdm gidng may
V& gia méi thdy 1a day hu vo.

Ménh hén suy thoai 4m u,
MG ra chao anh sang lua qua khe
Do thoi gian mé&i roi vé:

Manh hon sau nhing buéc di yéu mém,
Con nguwoi khén I6n thém 1én
Theo dong doi cubn gén bén mo phén.
Lia xa tadm téi duong trén
Bén kia doi méi vui chén budce vao.

Tim Wlint:

chuyén ngir.
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A Nacveless Patient Spider

A noiseless patient spider,

I mark'd where on a little promontory

it stood isolated,

Mark'd how to explore the vacant vast surrounding,
It launch'd forth filament, filament, filament,

out of itself,

Ever unreeling them, ever tirelessly speeding them.

And you O my soul where you stand,
Surrounded, detached,

in measureless oceans of space,
Ceaselessly musing, venturing, throwing,
seeking the spheres to connect them,

Till the bridge you will need be form'd,

till the ductile anchor hold,

Till the gossamer thread you fling catch
somewhere,

O my soul.

Walt Wihitman
(1819-1892)
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Wit Cla Nbén
Awe Thdme
Vo Nbda Nac

M6t chi nhén dm tham va nhéan nai,

M3m dbi cao nam thuw thai mot minh,

Soi méi nhin vung tréng véng xung quanh,
Gidng mang Iuéi to manh lién tiép mai
Nh3a to nhanh dau quén ngai nhoc nhén.

Long ta déy nao co khac gi chéng
Khi quén tu theo dat bang day séng,
Khi céch chia trém ldng gitra bién doi,
Mai suy tw dé tim noi lién lac

Cho t6i khi da bac duroc nhip cau

Va da tha neo sdu vung tdm dac

Day to long gidng mac voi tri &m.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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A Red, Red Race

O my Luve's like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June:

O my Luve's like the melodie
That's sweetly played in tune!

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deepin luve am [;

And | will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a' the seas gang dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;

I will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Luve,
And fare thee weel a while!

And | will come again, my luve,
Though it were ten thousand mile.

Zaobert Bunns
(1759-1796)
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MWt Bing Féng Pi

Nang nhw mét déa héng xinh
NG trong thang Sau ngat tinh, do tuoi,
Nang nhw ca khuc tuyét voi
Du dwong giai diéu, choi voi tiéng long!

Nang dé thuong, dep vo cung
Hén ta chim dam trong vung yéu duong,
Du cho can ca dai dwong
Tinh ta virong van bén Nang mai théi.

Du cho bién can nwéc tréi,
Né&ng thiéu vach dé bén dbi chay ra,
Dong doi cat bui tudn xa
Yéu Nang, con mai tinh ta dwoi troi.
Yéu ai yéu chi mét nguoi!

Gia tir Nang nhé! Tam thoi chia ly!

Mai nay ta sé tré vé
Du cho ngéan cach son khé nghin trung!

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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Yo Althea, Frowm Prison

When Love with unconfinéd wings
Hovers within my gates;

And my divine Althea brings

To whisper at the grates;

When | lie tangled in her hair,
And fettered to her eye;

The Gods that wanton in the air
Know no such liberty.

When flowing cups run swiftly round
With no allaying Thames,

Our careless heads with roses bound
Our hearts with loyal flames;

When thirsty grief in wine we steep,
When healths and draughts go free,
Fishes that tipple in the deep,

Know no such liberty.
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Trowg Ta Gax Aunle- Tlec

Khi Tinh tung canh nhén nho
Lwon bay ctra nguc don cho dang tién
Ruwdéc Anh-Thi dep dju hién
Thi thdm &u yém canh bén song tu;
Van vuong hai méi téc lua
Va ta chim séng hé thu mét nang,
Du Thén vui chén thién dang
Tw do nao sanh dugc ngang than nay.

Khi gay cuébc ruou voi day
Xoay quanh can chén vui vdy bén nhau,

V6 wu héng thdm cai d&u

Tim ta Itra riec mot méau trung trinh;
Men say pha v& sau thanh,

Va ta coi nhe than minh tuwa to,
Thi du cé gién bién xa
Tw do nao sanh bang ta cho cung.
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When, like committed linnets, |
With shriller throat shall sing

The sweetness, mercy, majesty,
And glories of my King;

When | shall voice aloud how good
He is, how great should be,
Enlargéd winds that curl the flood
Know no such liberty.

Stone walls do not a prison make,
Nor iron bars a cage;

Minds innocent and quiet take
That for an hermitage;

If | have freedom in my love,

And in my soul am free;

Angels alone that soar above
Enjoy such liberty.

Zectand Lovelace
(1618-1658)
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Khi ta bat chuéc chim long
Cét cao giong hat hét long ngoi ca
Quén Vwong nhéan ai chan hoa
Triéu dinh oai diing, quéc gia hung cuong;
Nguoi xwng tung, ké tan duong
Quén Vuwong vi dai néu gurong anh hao,
Thi du gio Iong nwoc trao
Tw do ta hudng dé nao séanh thua.

Pé& dau dung ndi vach tu,
Song nao giam canh chim dua lung troi;
Tam trong trang, y thanh thoi
Ta coi nguc that nhw noi n nhan;

Khi tinh dao dat non ngan

Long day tho théi, hén tran thanh tao;

Tw do thién str troi cao
Hoa may sanh duwoc chut nao cung ta.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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Ve Forgotten Grave

After a hundred years
Nobody knows the place,-
Agony, that enacted there,

Motionless as peace.

Weeds triumphant ranged,
Strangers strolled and spelled
At the lone orthography
Of the elder dead.

Winds of summer fields
Recollect the way,-
Instinct picking up the key
Dropped by memory.

Emily Dickinson
(1830-1886)
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W FHoang

Trdm ndm trén thé vén xoay
Ai con biét dén noi nay nira dau
Ngay nao chét ngéat tham séu
Gio tro nhw da, dai dau, tich liéu.

Cé hoang lan phd tiéu diéu
Bao chéan khéch la sém chiéu dao ngang
Mé bia nhdm doc tirng hang
Nhé vé nguoi duéi subi vang may khi.

Gi6 qua dbng vang ngay hé
Lén theo néng tinh xudi vé 16i xwa
Lwom thdu méat khéa mong cho
Ma vung ky trc hitng hor bo vurong.

Tim Wlent

chuyén ngir.
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So We'tt Go No MWlore
A Rouing

So we'll go no more a roving
So late into the night,
Though the heart be still as loving,
And the moon be still as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath,
And the soul wears out the breast,
And the heart must pause to breathe,
And Love itself have rest.

Though the night was made for loving,
And the day returns too soon,
Yet we'll go no more a roving
By the light of the moon.

George Gordon, Lord Byron
(1788-1824)
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Rowng Clhac Clic Nin
ic Ta

Rong choi chi nira déi ta
Du6i troi khuya khudt nhat nhoa béng dém,
Du tinh van rén con tim,
Va tréng con sang ém dém trén cao.

Bai vi kiém da mon bao,
Va tam hén da hanh hao Iong ngudi,
Tim cén déi ltc thanh thoi,
Ngay thuyén tinh ciing c6 thoi tha neo.

Du dém danh de thuwong yéu,
Va ngay voi va ve gieo anh héng,
Daéi ta tuy van man néng
Lang thang chi nita duwéi vang tréng treo.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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Tlhe Horweman

| heard a horseman
Ride over the hill,
The moon shone clear,
The night was still;
His helm was silver,
And pale was he;
And the horse he rode
Was of ivory.

Walter De La Mare
(1873-1956)




(7) Ngesz Coiie Ugan

T6i nghe théy tiéng nguoi
Cudi ngua phi qua doi
Maét tréng chiéu séng ngoi
Dém tinh lang noi noi;
Cuwong ngwa long lanh bac
Boéng ngwoi mo mo nhat;
Va chu ngwa nhin xa
Thép thodng mot méu nga.

(2) Ngwiz Ceiec Ngon

Vang vang toi nghe thay tiéng nguoi
R&n rang cudi nguwa phéng qua doi
Trdng vang ngdi séng soi muén 16i
DPém véng im lim phd khap noi

Cuong nguwa long lanh phé anh bac
Béng nguoi thdp thoang &n suong troi
Rudi rong chu ngua trén déi vang
Thép thoéng than nga van ddm choi.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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“Dhat Time Of Year
Dbow Mayst Tu We Beliatd "

That time of year thou mayst in me behold
When yellow leaves, or none, or few, do hang
Upon those boughs which shake against the cold,
Bare ruined choirs, where late the sweet birds
sang.

In me thou seest the twilight of such day

As after sunset fadeth in the west;

Which by and by black night doth take away,
Death's second self, that seals up all in rest.

In me thou seest the glowing of such fire,

That on the ashes of his youth doth lie,

As the death-bed whereon it must expire,
Consumed with that which it was nourished by.
This thou perceiv'st, which makes thy love more
strong,

To love that well which thou must leave ere long.

Welliawm Stabkespeare

(1564-1616)
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Noawng Thdy Ta”

Gior nay hang ndm nang thay ta
Khi cady xo xac, gio lanh qua
Giao duwong buc ci chim dua hoét
Nay da hoang phé trui tro ra.

Nang thay noi ta béng hoang hén
Ngay doé phuong Tay ngé sdc bubn
Pé dén phai lat cung dém t6i

Yén gi4c doi theo béng tir than.

Nang théy noi ta énh Iira nbng
Hép héi trong tro tubi thanh xuén
Trén giwong ter biét than tan lui
Lira d6 ngay xuwa théi than héng.

Nang thdy chdng nang nhing cénh trén
Khién tinh nang manh liét thém Ién

Yéu ta hon nhé! Yéu say dém!

Kia béng biét ly da ké bén.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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“Wo Lowger Wourw For We
Wtew 7 Ame Dead ”

No longer mourn for me when | am dead

Than you shall hear the surly sullen bell

Give warning to the world, that | am fled

From this vile world, with vilest worms to dwell;
Nay, if you read this line, remember not

The hand that writ it; for | love you so,

That I in your sweet thoughts would be forgot,
If thinking on me then should make you woe.
O if, | say, you look upon this verse

When | perhaps compounded am with clay,
Do not so much as my poor name rehearse,
But let your love even with my life decay;

Lest the wise world should look into your moan,
And mock you with me after | am gone.

Welliawme Stabespeare

(1564-1616)
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“Rbec Ta Crher
Nang Dang Thbasng
Dang Teée "

Khi ta chét nang dirng thuong dimng tiée
Nghe chuéng bubn tién biét buoc ta di
Bao tin cho doi ré cudc chia ly

Lia céi tuc, ta vé cung séu dat.

Dong tho nay néu sau nang ghé mat
Hay quén tay tirng khadc nhiing van tho
Tinh yéu ta rang r& khap tinh céu

Ta dau muén de nang sau nét ngoc.
Van tho nay néu sau nang cé doc
Chéc than ta da muc dwdi dat sdu
Quén tén ta, dirng nhc goi bubn dau
Pé tinh d6 chim mau vao di vang
Nguoi doi biét néu nang con than véan
Nhao nang vi chdng quén lang duoc ta.

Tim Went

chuyén ngir.
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“Stall 7 Compare Thee
Yo A Summer’s Day? "

Shall | compare thee to a summer's day?

Thou art more lovely and more temperate:
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date:
Sometimes too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is his gold complexion dimmed;

And every fair from fair sometimes declines,

By chance,or nature's changing course, untrimmed;
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Nor lose possession of that fair thou ow'st;

Nor shall Death brag thou wand'rest in his shade,
When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st:

So long as men can breathe or eyes can see,

So long lives this, and this gives life to thee.

Welliawm Stabkespeare

(1564-1616)

108



Vi Ene Ngay Ha
Duwe Chidng? "

Vi Em ngay ha dwoc chang?
Khi Em duyén déang, diu dang phan hon:
Thang Nam gio I6ng tirng con
Nu hoa lay déng, ha bubn qua mau
Virng duong gay gét non dau
Néng vang vwrong ang may séu lap che;
Pep kia rbi ciing tan di,
Xoay van con tao cé chi truong ton;
Riéng Em ha ruc ré ludn,
Nét hoa mén phén, tuoi son boi phén,
X4 chi béng déng tr than,
Khi Em nguw tri trong van tho ta;
Con nhin, con thé, con mo,
Tho con vong méi, kh6 mo dang Em.

Tim Wentk

chuyén ngir.
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“Let Me Not

Yo e Warrcage
Of Tnue MWinds "

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love

Which alters when it alteration finds,

Or bends with the remover to remove:

O, no! it is an ever-fixéd mark

That looks on tempests and is never shaken;
It is the star to every wandering bark,

Whose worth's unknown, although his height
be taken.

Love's not Time's fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle's compass come;
Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,
But bears it out even to the edge of doom.

If this be error and upon me proved,

| never writ, nor no man ever loved.

Wellcam Stakespeare

(1564-1616)
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“Ta Rtsng Musn
Yt Dugyén Dic Lia "

Ta khéng muén tinh duyén doi Itra

Lai c6 diéu ngén tré tiéng long

Tinh dau xing dang tinh néng

Khi nguoi thay déi, ta cung doi thay,
Ta khéng muén chia tay déi nga

Dé con tim bubn ba wu phlen

Du giéng bdo chang nga nghiéng

Tinh nhw sao séang dan thuyen ngoai khoi.
Tinh trén quy trén doi tiém an

Théng ndm d4u lam vén thanh cao
Chi riéng méi thdm mé dao

La phai huong séc theo mau thoi gian.
Ngay gio cur ron rang troi mai

Riéng tinh ai tén tai trong hén

Nguwoi 6m mét méi tinh con

Pén ngay tan thé tinh con vuong to.
Néu minh chirng réng ta sai trai

Néu tran gian con mai nghi ngor

Coi nhw ta chdng dét tho

Va nguoi doi chdng bao gior biét yéu.

Tiwme Wentk

chuyén ngw

111



Muc Luc

* THAY LOI NOI BAU
MOTHER (Anonymous) - ME

1. SPRING RAIN (SaraTeasdale)....................... 4
Mwa Xuan.

2. VICARIOUS (Amy Lowell).......cccoeeiiieeiiiinenienns 6
To Vuong.

3. SPRING LONGING (Amy Lowell) .......cccccveeeennns 8
Cho Xuan.

4. THE PEDDLER OF FLOWERS (Amy Lowell)..10
Ngu&i Ban Hoa Dao.

5. THE EXAMPLE (William Henry Davies)........... 12
Guong Sang.

6. LEISURE (William Henry Davies) .................... 14
Thu Nhan.

7. THE EVENING DARKENS OVER
(Robert Bridges) ......ccooveeeeeeiiieie e 16

Chiéu H6m Bang Lang Bong Ta.

8. OUT IN THE GARDEN (Katherine Mansfield)..18
Ngoai Vuwon.

9. THE LAKE ISLE OF INNISFREE
(William Butler Yeats) ......cccoooeviiiiiiiicccs 20
Da&o H6 Innisfree.

10. "DOWN BY THE SALLEY GARDENS"
(William Butler Yeats) ........cccceviiieeeeiiiiiieeee 22
Dwéi Vwdn Dwong Liéu.

11. WHEN YOU ARE OLD
(William Butler Yeats) ........ccccevviiieeeiiiiiiieeee 24
Khi Nang Bong Xé.

12. ALL DAY | HEAR THE NOISE OF WATERS
(James JOYCE) .....uuveeeeiiiiiee e 26
Subt Ngay T6i Nghe Tiéng Nuéc Rong.

112



13. THE PASTURE (Robert Frost) ............cc........ 28
Pdng Cé.
14. STOPPING BY WOODS ON A SNOWY
EVENING (Robert Frost) ........cccoceeiiiiiiinnnnn. 30
Dirng Chan Chiéu Tuyét Bén Rirng.
15. THE ROAD NOT TAKEN (Robert Frost) ....... 32
Con Buwong Khdong Theo.

16. SONG (Percy Bysshe Shelley) .........ccceee..... 34
Ca Khuc.

17. LOVE'S PHILOSOPHY
(Percy Bysshe Shelley) .......cccocvvieeiiieeicciiinee. 36

Triét Ly Tinh Yéu.

18. IN FLANDERS FIELDS
(Lieut.-Col. John McCrae) .......cccceeeevvreereiunnnnnn. 38
Trong Chién Dia Flanders.

19. THE LAND OF STORY-BOOKS
(Robert Louis Stevenson) ..........cccceceneee.....40
Vung Sach Truyén.

20. WHEN | AM DEAD

(Christina Georgina Rossetti) ..........cccccoveeeeene 42
Khi Toi Lia Boi.

21. REMEMBER (Christina Georgina Rossetti)....44
Twdng Nho.

22. AN UPBRAIDING (Thomas Hardy) ................ 46
Trach Nhau.

23. ANNABEL LEE (Edgar Allan Poe,.................. 48
Ly Lan Hwong.

24. THE SICK ROSE (William Blake) .................. 52
Boéng Hong Nhudém Bénh.

25. TO CELIA (Ben Jonson) ........ccceevveeeeeniinnenn. 54
Gtri Celia.

26. AN EPITAPH UPON HUSBAND AND WIFE
WHO DIED AND WERE BURIED
TOGETHER (Richard Crashaw) .................... 56
L&i Khdc Mo Bia Hai Vo Chéng
Qua boi Va Buwoc Chon Cat Bén Nhau.

113



27. THE WAY THROUGH THE WOODS
(Rudyard Kipling).......ccoveeviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiieeieeeeeeee, 58
L6i Di Qua Rirng.

28. MEETING AT NIGHT (Robert Browning)........ 60
Hoi Ngo Vé bém.

29. NIGHT (William BlaKe) ........cccveveeiieeeeiniennnn. 62
Dém.

30. DAFFODILS (William Wordsworth) ................ 64
Hoa Thuy Tién.

31. THE RAINY DAY
(Henry Wadsworth Longfellow)..................... 66
Ngay Mua.

32. APRIL RAIN SONG (Langston Hughes) ........ 68
Bai Ca Mwa Thang Tw.

33. MY SONG (Rabindranath Tagore) ................. 70
Bai Ca Cua Ta.

34. Gift (Rabindranath Tagore) ...........ccccceeeenneee. 72
Qua Tang.

35. ON THE GRASSHOPPER

AND THE CRICKET (John Keats) ................. 76

Chéau Chau Va Dé Men.

36. IF WE MUST DIE (Claude McKay) ................ 78

Néu Ching Ta Phai Chét.

37. SWEET AND LOW (Alfred, Lord Tennyson)...80
Diu Dang Va Em Ai.

38. "ASK ME NO MORE" (Thomas Carew) ......... 82
"Xin Em Birng H6i Thém Ta".

39. "GO, LOVELY ROSE" (Edmund Waller) ........ 86
"Di Di H&i Héng Yéu".

40. OLD AGE (Edmund Waller) .........cccoeeueeennnnen 88
Tudi Gia.

41. A NOISELESS PATIENT SPIDER
(Walt Whitman) ..., 90
Mét Cha Nhén Am Tham Va Nhan Nai.

42. A RED, RED ROSE (Robert Burns) ............... 92

Mot Béong Hong D4.

114



43. TO ALTHEA, FROM PRISON
(Richard Lovelace) ........cuvvvevveviieeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee. 94
TrongTu G&i Anh-Thi.

44. THE FORGOTTEN GRAVE

(Emily Dickinson)........ccciveiiiiiiiiiiei e, 98
M6 Hoang.

45. SO WE'LL GO NO MORE A ROVING
(George Gordon, Lord Byron)..................... 100

Rong Choi Chi Nira Bbéi Ta.
46. THE HORSEMAN
(Walter De La Mare) .........ccccceeeiieeeeiiiiieneenns 102
Ngudi Cwdi Ngwa.
47. "THAT TIME OF YEAR
THOU MAYST IN ME BEHOLD"
(William Shakespeare) ......cccccevveevveevveeeneenenn. 104
"Gi¢er Nay Hang Nam Nang Thay Ta".
48. "NO LONGER MOURN FOR ME
WHEN | AM DEAD"
(William Shakespeare) ......ccccceevvveeveevvevvnennennn. 106
"Khi Ta Chét Nang Birng Thwong Birng Tiéc".
49. "SHALL | COMPARE THEE
TO A SUMMER'’S DAY"
(William Shakespeare) ......cccccevvevvveeeveevneenenn. 108
"Vi Em Ngay Ha Buoc Chang?".
50. "LET ME NOT TO THE MARRIAGE
OF TRUE MINDS"
(William Shakespeare) .......c.cccceeeeeiiiiiennnnen. 110
"Ta Khéng Mudn Tinh Duyén Déi Lira".

MUCLUC. ... 112

115



LIEN LAC AN LOAT:

Mr Diing Nguyén
Focus Digital Publishing (Virginia, USA)
Email: focusdigitalpublishing@gmail.com
703 336 2344 (Cell)
703 642 8861 (Home Office)

An phi: $15

116



“Poetry begins in delight
and ends in wisdom.”
-Robert Frost-
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