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)

Cho Xuan

Gi6é nébm nhé nhe théi qua
Cubn tung nép 4o lua la em mang,
Vwron nha em buéec nhe nhang
Trén nén dat &m mo vuong dau hai,
Doc bo kinh liéu bubng dai
Gu¥i theo canh gié mét bai tinh xa
L& non tréi giong hop ca
Von theo séng liéu thiét tha ngot ngao.
Em di doc mé séng dao
Mat nhin mwc nwéc nhe chao déi bo.
Nuéce trong dang chay liing lo
Néu dao déng manh séng dwa dép dinh,
Em biét ngay miii thuyén tinh
Tir xa ré nuée dwa minh vé day.

Tam Minh Ngé Tang Giao
chuyén ngir




