The violet

Down in a green and shady bed,
A modest violet grew,

Its stalk was bent, it hung its head,
As if to hide from view.

And yet it was a lovely flower,

Its colours bright and fair;

It might have graced a rosy bower,
Instead of hiding there,

Yet there it was content to bloom,
In modest tints arrayed;

And there diffused its sweet
perfume,

Within the silent shade.

Then let me to the valley go,
This pretty flower to see;
That | may also learn to grow
In sweet humility.

Jane Taylor

Cay hoa tim

Duéi luéng cé xanh v&i béng rdm

Moc cay hoa tim vé khiém nhuwong
Than nhe uén cong, va la ngon

Nhu trénh tm nhin khach thap phuong.

Da cho hoa dep dé la thuong
Mau thoi twoi sang vé dé thuong
C6 thé t6 vom cdy thdm séc

Véay ma lai 4n khuét bén duong.

Tuy nhién hoa chi muén né ra
V&i sdc mau sdn vé muwot ma
Va hwong ngan ngat luén thom tda
Trong bdng tan cdy lang canh hoa.

Théi dé téi ra thung liing tham

Tim ngdm béng hoa tim dep nay;
T6i mong hoc hdi khi khén Ién

Nép séng khiém cung tuyét voi thay.

Tam Minh Ngé Tang Giao
(chuyén ngtr)



