Song Of The Forest Queen
                              E
I am singing to you this song which your Glance awoke in me.

I am singing to you because your Glance

broke open my heart and set my song free ____ 
                                                                      B7                E
Meher, beloved Meher.

                                                                      B7                E
Meher, beloved Meher.

                         A                                                                                                      B7               E
Flames the ev’ning Splendour, burn the star-lamps of Love’s flame;

                                                 B7                                                                       E
I hang on the tender accents of your Name.

                     A                                                                                                                B7               E
Breathes the night your fragrance, burn the star-lamps of Love’s flame;

                                     B7                                                                                               E
swings my soul in slow dance, rapt in your dear Name.
                                       E                                                    B7                                        A    E
Meher, none can tell your Story, your delightful story.

                                                                                        B7                                            A   E
No one can unfold your Glory, your God-hood’s glory.

                           B7                                             E                      B7                                            E
All that we know is our own dream; you are Truth itself supreme.

                                                                                         B7                                              A    E
Meher, none can tell your Story, none unfold your Glory.

                                      E                                                    B7                                       A      E

Meher, none can tell your Mercy, all-embracing mercy.

                                                                                      B7                                               A         E

Beyond treasure is your Beauty, God Man-hood’s beauty.

                           B7                                            E                       B7                                           E

All that we know is our own dream; you are Truth itself supreme.

                                                                                     B7                                                  A         E

Meher, none can tell your Mercy, none speak of your Beauty.
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