A Red, Red Rose

O my Luve's like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June:

O my Luve's like the melodie
That's sweetly played in tune!

As fair art thou, my bonnie lass,
So deep in luve am I;

And | will luve thee still, my dear,
Till a' the seas gang dry.

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun;

| will luve thee still, my dear,
While the sands o' life shall run.

And fare thee weel, my only Luve,
And fare thee weel a while!

And | will come again, my luve,
Though it were ten thousand mile.

Robert Burns
(1759-1796)

Mot Béng Hong D6

Nang nhw mét déa héng xinh
No¢ trong thang Sau ngat tinh, do twoi,
Nang nhw ca khuc tuyét voi
Du dwong giai diéu, choi voi tiéng long!

Nang dé thuong, dep vé cing
Hén ta chim ddm trong ving yéu duong,
Da cho can ca dai dwong
Tinh ta vuong vén bén Nang mai théi.

Du cho bién can nuwérc tréi,
N&ng thiéu véach da bén déi chay ra,
Dong doi cat bui tubén xa
Yéu Nang, con mai tinh ta dwdi troi.

Yéu ai yéu chi mot nguori!
Gia ttr Nang nhé! Tam thoi chia ly!
Mai nay ta sé tré vé
Du cho ngan cach son khé nghin trung!
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