Thu dén roi do em

Em nhd nhé dirng quén
Lam bai thd cho anh
C6 1& chém déi mau
Sac Ung do vang xanh
Xao xac don thu sang.

Em nhd nhé dirng quén
GUi anh lubng gi6 nhe
Mang chut hugng tuci mat
Khung trgi thu noi dé

ROn rang nhu tim em.

Em nh& nhé dirng quén
K& chuyén minh di dao
Cong vién mua thu nao
Em tua dau vai anh

E ap mot nu cudi.

Em con nhé khong em
Giong song nho em yéu
Ven bg bang ghé ci
Anh van ngbi chiéu thu
Viét bai thd cho em.

Em con nhé khong em

Khi minh ngdm sao dém

Sao anh va sao em

Lung linh trén bau trdi

Cung mong udc mong manh.
HGi nang tha yéu kiéu

HGi ngudi tinh xinh xan

Thu dén r6i dé em

Em nhé nhg dirng quén

Lam bai thd cho anh...

Cho anh thoi.
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Autumn Is Here, My Darling

My dear sweetheart, don't you forget

to write me a poem.

A poem that sings of green leaves turning
yellow and red tips on borders fading,
rustling and ushering in gorgeous autumn.

My dear, don't you forget

to send me the cool breeze

filled with your sweet scent and freshness
from your corner of the clear autumn sky,
and the fast rhythm beating in your heart.

My dear, don't you forget

to remind me of the time when we walked
in the park on an autumn day,

your head pressed against my shoulder,
exquisite smile glistening on your face.

Sweetheart, do you still remember

the lovely little river that 's running

along the old bench on the riverside

where I sat in many a fall evening

to spin dear one endless yarns of love verse?

Sweetheart, do you still remember
when we watched the stars in the sky
searching for our stars yours and mine
twinkling in the vast universe,

and sharing the same dream?

O, my dear graceful muse!
O, my sweet little lover!
Darling, here comes autumn.
My love, just don't forget

To write me a poem.

Just for me.
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