


 





How can I help but love my land, 

Before it bend my knee? 

Among your cranes, my Dagestan, 

Shall I a straggler be? 





 



Танец  «Встреча 

у родника» 







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. 
  
  



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, 
As dear as my own mother’s scarred 

And weather-beaten cheeks. 



Шуточный 

танец                                                        



Национальный 

танец  




