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Rejoice, ye villagers on the hill



mprmms. Il 5

) 1N, ] B 7
5«\' [T LI
== S Fis)

=S
Am/iB/EREFE
LTI ENEE
‘TN ENESS

TR i ..Q‘“.r..i\i\.\., __

Thy fields and homes so tranquil



The tall green trees clap with delight



Celebrating their good fortune each night



When darkness falls and all is still



The bounty of the land serves all needs



The natural beauy, contentment breeds






