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To Celia

Drink to me only with thine eyes,
And | will pledge with mine;
Or leave a kiss but in the cup
And I'll not look for wine.
The thirst that from the soul doth rise
Doth ask a drink divine;
But might | of Jove's nectar sup,
| would not change for thine.

| sent thee late a rosy wreath,

Not so much honouring thee

As giving it a hope that there
It could not withered be;

But thou thereon did'st only breathe,
And sent'st it back to me;
Since when it grows, and smells, | swear,
Not of itself but thee!

Ben Jonson
(1572-1637)

Guwi Celia
Mat em can chén du say
Maét ta ciing can ly day mirng em;
Nu hén em that diu mém,
Xin em Iwu vét méi trén ly nay.
Thé Ia ta du ngat ngay,
Rwou tién moi niva hdn ddy chang mang;
Rwou ngon, mat ngot thién dang
Dé gi déi nu hén nang ting ta.

Mét vong héng két muén hoa
Tén vinh vira tang lam qua em yéu
Mong hoa luén mai my miéu
Cdnh phé tham sac, hwong gieo khué phong,
Xin em dat nu hén néng
Réi em trao lai vong hong cho ta
Hoa kia du c6 man ma
Du sau hoa né hwong nha lan xa
Ta thé nao thiét hwong hoa
Mét khi em da trao ta hwong tinh.

LS. Ngé Tang Giao

(chuyén ngi¥)



