The poets
They can fly by

         Angel wings

They can hear

        The water sings

They create a lot

         Of second natures

They can tell

         A wind murmurs

They are friends 

         With the moon and forest

Their minds stand up

    At high Everett

They want the global village

 To become the loving planet

Their souls fly

         With the clouds

Their words go out 

 To make historic events get up

 And the beautiful ladies

         To become immortal

They love the Peace

They hate the War

They love the poor

Dislike the riches

They are writers

         Without power

       Only great hearts

Are they flowers?

        And spices 

       Of the life?

                                   Le, ngoc. Ho.

