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ONCE more the rain on the mountain,

Once more the wind in the valley,

With the soft odours of springtime

And the lon^ breath of remembrance,

O Lityerscs!

WARM is the sun in the city.

On the street corners with laughter

Traffic the flower-^irls. Beauty

Blossoms once more for thy pleasure

In many places.

GENTLIER now falls the twilight.

With the slim moon in the pear-trees;

And the green frogs in the meadows

Blow on shrill pipes to awaken

Thee, Lityerscs.
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