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ocpomHol maxol cmpake,
4’5 Ecmo Kpaill odur Ha ceeme,
% {omopwill mak dopoz MHe.

> 3mo moii flazecman!

e ;" Ha smol Gonewol maarHeme,
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Aazecmar, moil kpail podroii! * | =
51 2opacyce ece20a moboil! P N *
Imo 20pHan cMpakHa -

3mo Podura mon !

fopybi - cumenu cmpaksi,

Bcez2da xpabpeie oHu.

Kodewc ¢ yecmeoio ebinonHaiom,
lfocmeli ¢ padocmoio ecmpeyaiom,
U Hapod ceoil ysaxcaiom.
loeopam Ha pa3HbIX A3bIKAX ,

HO Opya Opyaa noHumaiom.
Apyxcroili, 20pAvili MO%WPOQ !
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I sometimes think that warriors brave
Who met their death in body fight
Were never buried in a grave
But rose as cranes with

plumage white.



U

IT’S TIME FOR ME TO GO
It’s time for me to go, my darling.
I shall pack no things.
I leave the song of joy the starling
In the morning sings.
I leave the moonlit night, the breeze,
The flowers in the grass,
The murmuring of distant seas,
The torrent’s mighty bass,
The gorges wind and rain have carved
In rugged mountain peaks,
1Y As dear as my owfll mother’s scarred
| And weather-beaten cheeks.
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