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Tell me O Swony, your ancient tale.
What land do-yow come from?
To-what shove do-yowfly?
Where do-yow rest
And what do-yow seek?

Now iy the moment to-awake © Sworv
And follow mel

There iy avplace
Which is free of doubty and sovrow
Where there is no- move fear of deati.
There the gowdens of Spring
Are ever ?
And the fragrant scent of ‘Here I o/
Iy cowrvied onthe wind.

There the bee of the heaut
Iy immersed invthe Divine Nectow
And desires no-other joy.




