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TRAM NAM NUA
Loi : Nam Chi - dich tho (Trong Vion Hong)

ctia John Bennett (In a Rose Garden)
B. N. phd nhac
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I.Em o1 f(rim nAm nita, Ta ching con  lo chi.
2.Em oi trdm nam nita, Ta ké gi  thuong dau.
3. Em o1 trdim nadm nita, Pau budén rdi phdi  pha.
4. Em oi trdm ndam  nita, Biét gi doi ra sao !
E (———
'l? ﬁ q\ % . | L,ql I I
& o . e: # o : i # — # 4
Py [ [ f _g_ e L4 o -
1. Ngot bur  hay tan khd, Réi ra cod nghia gi!
2. Séng doi cudn  cudn do Pé lai  ddu vét nao!
3. Séng bién  sdu hu 40 Ngoai kia  s€ nhat nhoa'!
4. Xa mo  tinh vo vong, Tan  phai néi odn  ciru.
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1. Ngay he ta di song, S& chim trong ldng quén.
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Vuon hf“mg mudén  canh rii, ROi ¢d0 moc réu n.
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2. Bai ca ta cung hat, Gide mong ta cing  mo,
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Hon gi giot  nwéc  mdt Ngay he ftrong con  mua !
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3. Ly rwou can hém nay chung minh chia
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4. Rwou ddy  ta hay trong mua hoa ;
i u
(s Ca 3 .f LV’ 2
pi [ i

7




jiow FES N S I W
CELLT eILT glEl £ <2
Iy .

ffLT

1. A hundred years from now, dear heart,
We shall not care at all,

It will not matter then a whit

The honey or the gall.

The summer days that we have known
Will all forgotten be and flown ;

The garden will be overgrown

Where now the roses fall.

3. A hundred years from now, dear heart,
The grief will all be o'er ;

The sea of care will surge in vain

Upon a careless shore.

The glasses we turn down today
Here at the parting of the way
We shall be wineless then as they,
And shall not mind it now.
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2. A hundred years from now, dear heart,
We shall not mind the pain ;

The throbbing crimson tide of life

Will not have left a stain.

The song we sing together, dear,

The dream we dream together here,
Will mean no more than means a tear
Amid a summer rain.

4. 4 hundred years from now, dear heart,
We'll neither know nor care

What came of all life's biiterness

Or followed love's despair.

Then fill the glasses up again

And kiss me through the rose-leaf rain ;
We'll build one castle more in Spain,
And dreain one more dream there.
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