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In her burns something heavenly,
And in her eyesthe edges are soft.
She says she is one with me,
Where others avoid at all cost.

When the last friend has left in turn,
Sheisthere with me inside.
And sings like the very first storm
Asif all the flowers have come alive.

B Hel 4T0-TO 4y IOTBOPHOE TOPMUT,
N nHa rnmazax ee Kkpas rpaHsATcs.
OHa o/1Ha CO MHOIO TOBOPHT,
Korna npyrue nompoitu 60sITCs.

Korpa nmocnennui npyr oTBed riasa,
Omna Opl1a coO MHOM OJTHA B MOTHJIE
W nena cinoBHO nepBas rpo3a
Wb OyaTo Bce BETHI 3arOBOPHIIH.



