Your Eyes
MAT EM

M3t em 12 cira s6

M@ vao tim-hon em:
Mbt viron hoa méi trd
Moi don anh vao xem.

Hoa cin ngudi nghé-si
Biét tan hudng huong mau;
Anh cin Chén Thién My:
Chung minh hoa hgp nhau.

Anh tréi vao mgng la
Du6i ning 4m ngay xanh,
Cé chim ca, buém hoa,
Va rao-ruc 1ong anh.

Mot tia nhin da du

Noi lén bao y tinh;
Mot bong hinh 4p 0
Dé thay doi thém xinh.

Anh nay thém sang mat,
Anh nay thém séng long,
Gifra viing troi trong vit
La mét em sang trong.

THANH-THANH

YOUR EYES

Your eyes are, as they say,

The windows to your soul:

A garden of blooming flowers whole
Welcoming to it to enjoy my entrée.

Flowers need artists dutiful

To relish perfumes and colors entire;
While I want True, Good, Beautiful:
We thus meet each other’s desire.

I sense adrift in a strange dream

In the warm sun of green romance,
As birds sing, butterflies dance,
And my heart excited to beam.

Just one look already suffices
To imply, much idea to reveal;
One image to cherish that spices
To see life finer, nicer to feel.

Now, my eyes have added light,
And my mind is rather clear

In this much serene sphere:
There are your eyes so bright.
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