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Te Uru, tbake me back sz? ,/9

To the land of your birth. ﬁ&{‘ﬂ

Countless miles a century ago,

A few mere hours today.

Te Uru, why are you cast here in hell
Whéh.your sisters grow so far away?

Te Uru

S

i The valleys, they are green
And the mountains, they are tall.

The sea,d a beautiful color.
But still we know that
This place be not your true mother.
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Your form here is slender,
Your leaves do noft shine.
Small fruit your sad arms bear
For that home left far behind.

Te Uru, take me back
To the land of your birth.
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