IN FLANDERS FIELDS

In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly

Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe;
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow

In Flanders fields.

Lieut.-Col. JOHN McCRAE

(1872-1918)

TRONG CHIEN DPIA
FLANDERS

Chén day chién dia Flanders
Hoa anh-tuc né nén tho gidng cung
Gitka hang thanh gia chap chung
Chung ta yén nghi noi ving thanh thoi;
Son ca dan df day troi

Nhén nho lvon hét gitka noi siing gam.

Chung ta vira méi lia tran
Vira lia cude chién, xac than vé ngudn.
Truée day tirng séng vui buén
Ngdm binh minh dep, hoang hén diém kiéu,
Da tirng yéu, teeng duoc yéu

Bay gior néam xubng phiéu diéu chén nay.

Trwée khi nga guc, xudi tay
Ta trao chién hivu dubc ddy hdy cam!
Hay déi déu, chén dich quén!
Giwong cao dubc séng! Béo toan quéc gia!
Ban oi néu phu long ta
Niém tin tan vé, xot xa vo bo,
Du hoa né ruec Flanders

Ching ta tr si bao gio nghi yén!

LS. Ngé Tang Giao

(chuyén ngiv)



