SUMMER SHOWER

A drop fell on the apple tree
Another on the roof;
A half a dozen kissed the eaves,

And made the gables laugh.

A few went out to help the brook,
That went to help the sea.
Myself conjectured, were they pearls,

What necklaces could be!

The dust replaced in hoisted roads,
The birds jocoser sung;
The sunshine threw his hat away,

The orchards spangles hung.

The breezes brought dejected lutes,
And bathed them in the glee;
The East put out a single flag,

And signed the féte away.
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Mura roi timg giot mua roi
Giot trén cay tao, giot noi mai nha
Giot hén hién vadng thiét tha

Pau héi ngdm cdnh mua sa mim cuoi.

Mua roi gilp sudi ém troi
Sudi tudn gitp song bién khoi bac dau
Giot mua trong twra ngoc chau

Két lién thanh chudi phé méau yéu thuong

Mura tr6i sach sé bui duong
Muén chim dua hét, phé phuong vui tuoi
Anh dwong hé 16 chan troi

Piém t6 16ng lanh budng loi cay vuon

Gi6 rung thodng khac dan budn,
Hoa vao hoan lac dang vuon diéu mung;
Phuwong Doéng givrong ngon co héng

Mua vui 18 héi véi nhuong vang duong.
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