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This new Olympic flame behold,

that once burned bright in Greece of old;

with happy hearts receive once more

these Games revived on London’s shore.

Praise rival teams, in sport allied,

as athletes stream from far and wide;
the poet too must take the road
conveying praise to victory owed.

Millions of watchers will embrace
the passion of each close-run race,
the efforts of the rowing teams
and gymnasts balancing on beams.

They will observe with rapt delight
the archer draw his bowstring tight,
the skillful rider guide her horse,
and lightning bolt around the course.

The pipes will play, the drum resound,
as medallists are daily crowned;

the crowd’s hurrah will reach the skies

when victors hoist the golden prize.

Now welcome to this sea-girt land,
with London’s Mayor and co. at hand.
Good luck to all who strive to win:
applaud, and let the Games begin!

de0Be katvov Mo T0d” OAvumTKdY,
0y e&éAaupe meooOe ka®' "‘EAA&DA.
AAA NOéwg déxeoBe TaOA
Aovdwiov motapov nag’ oxOac.

vUVELTE O alyAn Vv avuimaAwv copav,
0TEATOG YA NABev ék mepaTwv xOovoc:
KAl xon Heylotalg wd’ aodov

aud’ agetatot kb’ dop’ EAavvery.

nAN00og Beatwv puvpilov detatl
OQUTV TOEXOVTWYV Kol ALTIAQAV XAQLY,
OTOLONV T’ €QECOOVTWYV ETAQWYV
axpofat@v te doKOLG TATOVVTWV.

Oedoetal 0 xAopATL TOEOTNV
telvovta vevpav, kal modt cwdpedvws
TOV IMMOTNV 0TRédovTa TWAOV
dotepomig te oéAag Beovorg.

mEéPovot d’ avAol kat TUTIAVOV BEOHW
Tung pAeyovone moAAx ka O’ nuéoav:
OxAog O’ avtoel kKaAAlvike

xovoe” aebA’ éodwv Ppépovtac.

devT’ avTe YNV € Ve TteQioQUTOV:
AOXWV YOO &YXt Kat moutavic Bagug.
vikn d'aplotolg atev é0tw:

VOV kQ0T0¢, alpa d¢ TaOA’ ayéobw.



