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AUTUMN WOODS

| like the woods
In autumn
When dry leaves hide the ground,
When the trees are bare
And the wind sweeps by
With a lonesome rushing sound.

| can rustle the leaves
In autumn

And | can make a bed

In the thick dry leaves

That have fallen

From the bare trees

Overhead.

JAMES S. TIPPETT

RUNG THU

Toi yéu nhirng canh rirng thu
Khi trén mat dat la khé phu day
Khi cay tro trui hao gay

Va cé don tiéng gié bay xac xao

Thu vé vun la khé vao

T6i lam giwdrng &m véi bao la vang

La thu roi rat nhe nhang
Bo cay tro lai vo vang trén cao.

AUTUMN FIRES

In the other gardens
And all up the vale,
From the autumn bonfires
See the smoke trail!

Pleasant summer over

And all the summer flowers
The red fire blazes,

The gray smoke towers.

Sing a song of seasons!
Something bright in all!

Flowers in the summer,
Fires in the fall!

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

(1850-1894)

LU’A THU

Trong vwén khap chén dé day
Va thung liing & muoén noi
Ngon Itra thu bap bung chay
Nhe déang lan khéi choi voi!

Mua hé vui da tréi qua

Ua tan theo nhirng canh hoa
Anh Itra hong Ién chéi loi
Man khéi lam béc nhat nhoa.

Hay hat 1én dén mua sang!
Khuc ca twoi sang rén rang!
Mua hé hoa phé sac tham,
Mua thu Itra dep thénh thang!

TAM MINH NGO TANG GIAO

chuyén ngir.

TAM MINH NGO TANG GIAO

chuyén ngir.



AUTUM SONG

These are the days of falling leaves,
The days of hazy weather,

Smelling of gold chrysanthemums
And gray wood smoke together.

These are the nights of nearby stars,

The nights of closer moons AUTU M N

When the windy darkness echoes

To crickets’ farewell tunes. The morns are meeker than they were,
The nuts are getting brown;
ELIZABETH-ELLEN LONG The berry’s cheek is plumper,

The rose is out of town.

THU CA

The maple wears a gayer scarf,

Nhirng ngay thu da t&i roi The field a scarlet gown.
La roi nhé nhe, tiét tréi mu swong, Lest | should be old-fashioned,
Cuc vang thoang thoang dwa hwong I'll put a trinket on.

Tro tan dang khoéi nhe vwong tirng lan.
EMILY DICKINSON

Nhirng dém gidng thap sao ngan

Nhirng dém treo béng trang ngang hién nha M UA TH U
Man dém gié doi vang xa
Ni non nhac dée hoa ca ta ttr. Binh minh thém vé dju dang
. . H6 dao khoe sac r& rang ao nau
TAM MINH NGO TANG GIAO Chum dau nGng ninh ma bau

chuyén ngivr.

Hong hoa vang béng con dau vwrén ngoai

Hang phong choang manh khan vui
Canh dong khoac ao dé twoi pha vang
S¢ 16i théi lic mua sang
Em deo Ién chat nir trang don chao.

TAM MINH NGO TANG GIAO

chuyén ngir.




AUTUMN WOODS

| like the woods
In autumn
When dry leaves hide the ground,
When the trees are bare
And the wind sweeps by
With a lonesome rushing sound.

| can rustle the leaves
In autumn

And | can make a bed

In the thick dry leaves

That have fallen

From the bare trees

Overhead.

JAMES S. TIPPETT

RUNG THU

Toi yéu nhirng canh rirng thu
Khi trén mat dat la khé phu day
Khi cay tro trui hao gay

Va cé don tiéng gié bay xac xao

Thu vé vun la khé vao

T6i lam giwerng &m vé&i bao la vang
La thu roi rat nhe nhang

Bo cay tro lai v6 vang trén cao.

TAM MINH NGO TANG GIAO

chuyén ngir.

AUTUMN FIRES

In the other gardens
And all up the vale,
From the autumn bonfires
See the smoke trail!

Pleasant summer over

And all the summer flowers
The red fire blazes,

The gray smoke towers.

Sing a song of seasons!
Something bright in all!

Flowers in the summer,
Fires in the fall!

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON
(1850-1894)

LUA THU

Trong vwon khap chén dé day
Va thung liing & muoén noi
Ngon Itra thu bap bung chay
Nhe dang lan khéi cheoi voi!

Mua hé vui da tréi qua

Ua tan theo nhirng canh hoa
Anh Itra hdng Ién chéi loi
Man khéi lam béc nhat nhoa.

Hay hat 1én dén mua sang!
Khuc ca tweoi sang ron rang!
Mua hé hoa phé sac tham,
Mua thu Idra dep thénh thang!

TAM MINH NGO TANG GIAO

chuyén ngivr.






