T' ewv' n Ayomm!

Tat, xpvoo andove wov, TG aVOLELS KaUoPL,
Q¢ xBec axou' ahainto Kpupfwoovv oto Buuapt,
Ko topo TeTolo apyivnoes tpayoudt Xopnimo;
Tate yAvkoyosto.

TNt TpravtoduAhakt pov, LoyeUTLKO AOVAOUVOL,
I'eAovoeg mpLv oav adOAo TOU KOOUOU ayyeAOULOL,
Ki' wrypo poPariels onuepo pe d0KPLO VWITO;
TNt dev ayamm!

What Love Is!

Why, my golden nightingale, pride of springtime,
were you hiding until yesterday silent amongst the thyme,
and now have started such a cheerful song?
Because I am in love.

Why, my little rose, enchanting flower,
were you smiling earlier like a candid angel of this world,
and yet today appear pale with a fresh tear?
Because I am not in love.



