82 Floris Bernard

1. Xeipfiveg adétwoov, ovdEV Hot Uéhel
00 KNpov woiv, GANX coryiov uéya
BOA® TTPOC OTA Kot d1dPaow UEAD.

1. Let the Sirens sing — I do not care!
I will not put wax in my ears, but I will put a large sagion
Over my ears, and [ will flee the songs.

2. 7Q $O€yua KUKAWTIEIOV, Ze'ppov6 TTPOC TETPOC”
€V voolaig gdovotv G andOveG.

2. Oh, Cyclopean voice, away with you to the rocks!
In their nests, however, the nightingales sing.

3. To ¢ Oedon Thg Ekelbev Nuépac,
gv ol AMupeig nAiov TOAD TAEoV
TOV Xp1oTov edpav kai TO Gp&¢ thc Tpiédoc.

3. You will see the light of yonder day,
And in your ears you will shine much more than the sun
Having found Christ and the light of the Triad.

4. Neihov katappdktal Ue Béhotey mAéov
| NikoAdov priTopog perwdial.

4. May the cascades of the Nile hit me more
Than the melodies of Nicholas the rhetor!

5. Ev vooiaic, & Bodua ko TavTwv TAEOV,
0 oTpodBoc 0bTOC, GANN TTOAC ANWADWV.

5. In the nests — what a marvel, surpassing everything! —
Is this creature, a sparrow but also a child of the Aloadae.

6. "ABpIE, amwywv, kai papdydovmor kThmIOL
@de1g GAnOdG oial dépua TUUTAVOU.

6. Bald, beardless, and loud-thundering bangs:
You truly sing like the skin of a kettle-drum.

7.70pn, éTpo, papayyec ob pépovai oe,
devyovat Bfjpec, daipoves Pppiooovoi oe,

01 & &tyyelot uicoBot” ¢ 0iow UOVOC

dwvny Praday Tovtoc ExOpav ToD Biov;

7. Mountains, rocks and gorges cannot bear you,
Animals flee from you, demons shiver at you,

Angels hate you; how can I alone then
Endure your violent voice, hostile to anything that lives?

% So the manuscript, but Sola emends to €pov.



