My Mother’s garden

Her heart is like her garden,
Old-fashioned, quaint and sweet,
With here a wealth of blossoms,

And there a still retreat.
Sweet violets are hiding,
We know as we pass by,
And lilies, pure as angel thoughts,
Are opening somewhere nigh.

Forget-me-nots there linger,
To full perfection brought,
And there bloom purple pansies
In many a tender thought.
There love’s own roses blossom,
As from enchanted ground,
And lavish perfume exquisite
The whole glad year around.

As in that quiet garden —

The garden of her heart —
Songbirds are always singing
Their songs of cheer apart.
And from it floats forever,
O’ercoming sin and strife,
Sweet as the breath of roses blown,
The fragrance of her life.
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Khu vwén caa Me téi

Céi lIong Me twa khu vuron
La lung, ¢é kinh lai lubn dju dang
Ché nay hoa 4 rén rang
Ché kia yén tinh 4n hang cdy cao
Muén cay hoa tim khuét vao
Chung ta nhan biét khi nao di ngang.
Géan bén hué né huong lan
Hué tinh khiét twa thién than tw duy.

Lwu ly né rd tham thi;
“Dirng quén téi nhé!” rat chi nbng nan
Va hoa buom tim giang hang
Mau hoa-tuédng-nhé goi thuong, goi sau.
Hoa héng tinh &i truére sau
Nhw ving dat hira khoe méu dé mé
Mui thom ngan ngét tran tré
Quanh ndm vui thd, bén bé dang huong.

Tam hén Me twa khu vuon

Noi day yén tinh, tinh thuwong dat dao

Mubn chim dua hot ngot ngao
Bai ca hoan lac vong vao muén phuwong.

Ttr viron déng nhe tadng khéng

Vot diéu t6i 16i, thoat vong dua tranh
Nhw mudn héng téa thom lanh

Huwong thom doi Me ngét quanh bén moa.
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