Poémes Choisies, de Edward Perry Gaskell (*47)

Ma Langue Maternelle

La langue francaise est inoure,
Avec mots croisées
Et verbes infinies.

Des pensées intrigantes,
Des sentiments d’amour,
Bien écrit
Par Charles Aznavour.

J’aime spécialement
Les mots avec g et x
Viennent-ils du latin ou grec ?
Plut6t d’une langue sauvage
D’origine d’Adam et Eve.
Quelque fois je réve
En frangais bien sur
Mais sans anglicismes!

Orchidée

March 22, 2017

Today | am 89

And coming home late,

The flags hang limply
No greeting for me there.

The front door is unlocked,
And the guard on patrol.
She keeps us safe in an unkind
world.

I will see the surgeon tomorrow
And find out the date
When | can once again
Eat food

On a table sits an orchid,

With a flower so beautiful

It brings tears to the eyes.
It inspires both painter and poet.
It is a wonder of nature and song,
And brings sadness when it dies.

What brought this beautiful thing
to end?
Was it the sword of the rebel
Or a disease of the unwashed?
No, it was simply an infestation
Of spiders, aphids and slugs,
In other words: just bugs!




