Stars
Mother dear, look, stars shine,
Like a gold and brightness in the sky.
Some people say, those aren't stars
They re holy souls shining up high.

They say, who in the world,
Their age have fairly lived,
Who people loved,
And evil things have never done.

God sent this people to the heaven,
To be a star and even...
They re all souls, mother, right?
Instead of stars are shining bright

So, teach me now, my mother dear,
To live the life in such a way

That | won't know how do the euvil,

And only love will share to them!

3opi
Mamo 111004, IIg9Hb, SIK CSIOTh
ScHo 30pi 30710TiT
KaxxyTp nmroau: To HE 30pi —
Cs110Th JTyIIl TO CBATI.

KaxyTh: XTO y Hac Ha cBivi
Bik cBiii mpaBeIHO MTPOXKUB,
XTO yMiB JItO/IeH JIFOOUTH,
3J51a HIKOJIM HE poOUB, —

bor Toro mocias Ha HEOO
SIcHO 31pKOIO CIiATh. ..
[IpaBma, MamMo, — TO BCe AyIIIi,
A He 30pi TaM TOPSTH?

Tax HaBuM ) MeHe, TOIYOKO,
o6 1 s Tak mpoKua:
[Ilo6 no6po pobuTu BMina
I poOuth He BM1IIa 31a!

1888

[Tepexnan: ®emonenko Banepii

Crynentku 1 kypey
J106-3-15-4.0r



