Month after month / Kuust kuusse

Month after month, year after year
My harp has poured a dreary strain -
At length a livelier note shall cheer

And pleasure tune its chords again

What thought the stars and fair moonlight
Are quenched in morning dull and grey
They were but tokens of the night

And this my soul is day

Kuust kuusse, aastast aastasse
mu harf vaid kaebeid vallandas -
ent 16puks elav rodmunoot,

lust teda hdilestamas taas.

Miks arvasin, et tihed, kuu
vOib votta hommiku hall vaev?
06 mirgid olid nemad vaid —

ja minu hing on péev!







