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When You Are Old

When you are old and gray and full of sleep,
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read and dream of the soft look
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;

How many loved your moments of glad grace,
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,

And loved the sorrows of your changing face;

And bending down beside the glowing bars,
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled

And paced upon the mountain overhead,
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.

Khi Em Bac Pau

Khi gia lao gat gu bén anh lua

Tay run run gio tap sach ngay tho

Poc nham nhi vé thud dep nhu mo
Bao hinh bong chén séu vung ky ni¢m.

Bao ké si dang kiéu sa kiéu diém
Va ton tho nhan sac budi vang son
Duy chi anh yéu céi dep cua hon
Nét vun v& khudn mit em sau tui.

R&i cli xudng trén than hong bép suoi
Long bui ngui tuang lai méi tinh qua
ba bay cao trén day nui ta ba

D3 gidu mat gitra ngan ha xa tit.
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