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Fire flickers in wood burning stove

Drops of tar look like somebody cries

The accordion sings song of love,

It’s about your smile and your eyes.

In the fields under Moscow, the grass

Whispered calling your name in my ear

I would like you to hear for once

How my voice sounds and longs for you here..

You are currently far, far away.

Vast of snow is between you and me

It’s not easy to reach you. No way.

Whereas death is as close as can be.

Sing, accordion, in spite of the storm,

Bring me happiness from up above.

In the chilly dugout it’s warm

From my burning perpetual love.
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Life is so good in our dear land,

We hold disputes in warmth and comfort, and

From haughty joyful and amusing height

Of twenty years of age

When all is seen so plainly.

You claim that you are absolutely right

That many losses have been suffered vainly.

What are all those professors for,

I say,

In tragic people’s volunteer division

Who, dissonantly shouting "Hurrah!",

Attacked forgetting their real mission?

The glasses have been smashed like little moth,

The hoarfrost on the lashes is not over.

In spring one doesn’t know how autumn was,

And very few remember last October

The wood was smashed by armour-piercing shells

A tiny group remained of all division

They had withstood two hours, quite intense,

Solnechnogorsk from frontline was in vision.

Only two hours!..

And within this time,

some way they managed in this district, all on fire,

To gather and dispatch the kids away,

Off to the east. You were there as well.

…In our land, we’re getting on so well!
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The adults tortured little kids.

They did it shrewdly, with intention.

They tortured youngest generation

Doing routine duty, making bids.

And it was every day, off hand,

With curses, swearing, they daunted ...

The children couldn’t understand

Whatever, actually, they wanted.

Why were all those insulting words,

Starvation, beatings, dogs’ growl?

The children thought at first it was

For disobedience and howl.

They couldn’t fancy what was plain

To any one in this connection:

The ancient logic will explain:

From adults children seek protection.

The days went by, as dark as death,

The kids were well behaved and clever.

But they were

beaten

nevertheless

Their guilt was not relieved as ever

They grabbed for people standing by.

They loved, beseeched and asked for favour

But men had some “ideas”, however,

They tortured kids despite the cry.

I breathe, love people. Have all one needs.

But sometimes I do not feel happy,

As I recall: it's true! It happened!

The men did torture little kids!

