
Veni Vid Vici Verd

In my salad days I sunned and sang wit Violeta
In deams I sowered her wit fowers. 

As I  fatered a family I knew too 
Rigoleto fears. 
In tose darker deams I saw and sang  wit him
morning when he fond hi dead daughter.

In Cairo, I awoke to trumpets
marched  wit Radame
ten reted by t Nile
Dined wit Cle0patra
And marched again.



In older ag Iago treachery hur
My deadful deam talk dd not reach Otelo
And so I sing wit Verd

te wilow song, t wilow song.


