Cranes

Y

CaMes Ha cMepTb naeT, uTob He normb Cemew,
CoGowo meprByeT 3a ao3ub Camepa...
Naponb ux ,,PoOANHA* M nO3yHr ux ,Mobega“!



¥ Sometimes I dream that fallen hero soldiers,
*=  Forever lost in brutal old campaigns,

Were never buried under mournful alders,
But turned to mystic snowy crying cranes



., Since then they wing and wing and cry till

now.

We recognize the hearty darling voice.
We pray in sorrow, souls don’t allow
To take the look away, no other choice.



I see a tiny brake in their line:
Someone should exit noisy human crowds.
I realize: one day it should be mine.



& One day the flock shell raise me to the cloud
- And I will fly with others — don’t cry!.

I will put on the cloud as a shroud

And I will hail you faintly from the sky.
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Cranes

-Sometimes I dream that fallen hero soldiers,
' Forever lost in brutal old campaigns,

Were never buried under mournful alders,
But turned to mystic snowy crying cranes.

Since then they wing
now.
We recognize the hec
We pray in sorrow, so
To take the look away,

wing and cry till




The tired flock soars up toward the clouds.
I see a tiny brake in their line:

Someone should exit noisy human crowds.
uld be mine.

me to the cloud

I realize: one day it sh
One day the flock shg
And I will fly with
I will put on the clou
And I will hail you fa




C KpoOBaBBIX HE HPUILEAIINE ITOAEH,
He B 3eMArO HaIly HOAEIAM KOTAQ-TO,

X JKypPaBA€EH.

X AAABHUX

‘/'._‘g..z

A nIipeBpaTUAUCH B 0€A

OHu A0 ceu IOpsI €

AeTAaT U MOAQAIOT HA

MBI 3aMOAKAEM TAAAA



AetuT B TYMaHE HA UCXOAE AHA.
H B TOM CTPOXO €CTh IIPOMEIKYTOK MAABIM -
b MO>KeET 3TO MEeCTO |



& MHe Ka>KeTCsA IOPOI0, UTO COAAATEI

- C KpOBaBBIX HE MPHUIICAIIIHE TTOACTH,
He B 3eMAFO HaIlly IIOAETAW KOTAQ-TO,
A TIpeBPATHUAUCH B OEABIX JKypPaBA€I.



M c1rioAB30BaHBI MATEPHUAABL:

o www.muzbox.ru

* http://victory-rusare

e www.9maya.ru

www.melomanu.



