








THE DEATH OF YOTI.

I get up very early, two hours before day
And I call for water and I wash water to waken me,
And I hear the pines and they thunder and the oaks

and they crack

And I hear the grumbling of the Klephts

At what their captain pays them.

Why do you get up Yoti and are not sound asleep?

The pagans are pressing upon us intending to attack us.

What have

I to say to you, foolish lad, poor silly fellow.

Medicate my wounds, remove the stinging lead

Pull me so that I get up, support me so that I sit.

And bear me sweet wine to drink so that I intoxicate myself.
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