SPRING RAIN

| thought | had forgotten,

But it all came back again

To-night with the first spring thunder
In a rush of rain.

| remembered a darkened doorway
Where we stood while the storm swept by,
Thunder gripping the earth

And lightning scrawled on the sky.

The passing motor busses swayed,
For the street was a river of rain,
Lashed into little golden waves

In the lamp light's stain.

With the wild spring rain and thunder
My heart was wild and gay;

Your eyes said more to me that night
Than your lips would ever say...

| thought | had forgotten,

But it all came back again

To-night with the first spring thunder
In a rush of rain.
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MUA XUAN

Twéng cheeng em da quén réi,
Nao ngo ky niém gidng troi vé day
Vang theo tiéng sdm dém nay
Trong con mwa voi mét ngay dau xudn.

Nhé& xwa hién tbi dirng chan
Nép nhau tranh bao thét gam théi ngang,
Dia cdu s&m né rén vang
Ngoén ngoéo tia chop xé toang bau trovi.

Phé phuong ngap nudéc mua roi,
Dong xe qua lai choi voi, chong chanh.
Mat duong séng nwérc long lanh,
Den khuya vang vot roi quanh mét vang.

Muwa xuén reo sdm khéng trung
Long em cubng nhiét tung birng Iiva yéu;
Méi chang teeng thét da nhiéu
Mat chang dém dé muén diéu néi thém...

Twdéng chirng em da lang quén,
Nao ngo ky niém ém dém vé day
Vang theo tiéng sdm dém nay
Trong con mwa vdi mot ngay dau xuan.
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