Podo TA¢ pHoipag, yopeveg va Ppeig va Hag TANYywoeLg
ua €okvPeg oav TO HUOTIKO TIOV Ttdel v AuTpwOel

KL Ty wpaio TO MpooTaypa mod déxTnkeg va doelg
KLTaV TO XapoyéALo aov oav ETolpo omadi.

Tod kbKkAov cov 10 dvéPaocpa {wvTtaveve T xTion
amo T dykabL oov Epevye T0D Spopov O OTOXAOUOG
1) Oppn pag yAvkoxapadle yopviy va o” amoxtrioet

0 kOOpOG Ty €BKkoN0G Evag AmAOG TaApOG.
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O rose of fate, you sought the way to wound us
but yielded like a saint before the glory

and good was the decree you deigned to grant us
your smile above us like an unsheathed sword.

Your old wheel rising brought the world to life
your thorns blocked thinking of the road ahead
desire dawned sweet and naked to possess you
the world was easy then, a simple heartbeat.



