Song

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.
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Ca Khuc

Don chiéc, nang chim khéc cubce tinh
Trén canh déng pht canh budn ténh;
Gi6 lua bubt giad qua déi véng,

Subi chdy lanh bdng duéi ngd quanh.
Rurng trui con dau tan 1& thdm,

Pat tro nao thay dang hoa xinh.

Tirng khéng ldng ngét nhw ngung dong
Trer tiéng gudng xe nuwée thodng nhanh.
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chuyén ngir.




