The £mbrace

£lend

Srom your embrace
theve sleeps an eternal night
Let me emerge
and sing this Llendian plaint.

Sor all the pearls bave vanished
that showon before.

Teach me in pure melodious song tO move with sivenian might
those bearts, those bearts wbo died in joy!

gord, let the soul of music tune my voice!
Sor death and despair bave s0iled the shores of heaven!

AH) Let the soul of music tune my voice!

And cast dovon with sin oppressed,
1,11 be longing for your embrace!



