THE GREEN BOOK OF THE
BARDS.

There is a book not written
By any human hand,
The prophets all have studied,

The priests have always banned.

I read it every morning,
I ponder it by night;
And Death shall overtake me

Trimming my humble light.

He’ll say, as did my father

When I was young and small,

“ My son, no time for reading !

The night awaits us all.”




