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WITHOUT LIES

| do not try make deception

But it seems to me now and then

| know about your wishes and senses
And feelings is better

Than you it is kept

Because of the nights

Power your actions

Dressed in the garments

All over the world

| put my arms to your shoulders
| take your hand as if mine

[ throw my arms

Round your tender waist

And | feel the touch

Of your hands

| get confused

It is all the same

Who's make it

As a matter of fact

We were touched now
One another

It would be trust in

That you feel it

We make it without lies
We make it without lies
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BE3 OBMAHA

A He nblTalocb 06MaHbIBaTb

Ho MHe KaxeTcs, cenyac 1 MoToMm
1 3Hato Bawwm xxenaHna v vyyBcTBa
U owywenns nyywe

YeM Tbl 3TO XpaHULLb

Bnaroaapsa Houam

Cuna TBOUX AENCTBUM

Ogaetas B oaexabl

Bcero mupa

A NoNI0XMA pyKW Ha TBOU Mieun

1 6epy TBOI pyKY, Kak byATO CBOIO
1 onyckaro cBOU pyku

Bokpyr TBOEI HEXHOM Taauu

M a yyBcTBYIO KacaHue

Teoux pyk

f 3anyTancs

370 BCE TO XK€

KTo aenaet ato

Ha camom gene

Mbl KOCHYUCb ceryvac
OawvH gpyroro

Bbinio 661 foBepume

YTo Tbl HyBCTBYELIb 3TO
Mbl senaem 310 6€3 Skun
Mbl senaem 310 6€3 1XKn
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GOLDEN SLUMBERS

Golden slumbers kiss your eyes,
Smiles await you when you rise.
Care you know not, therefore sleep,
While over you safe watch | keep.

Sleep, pretty darling, do not cry,
And | will sing you a lullaby.

O sleep my baby, sleep till down.

You can't be Lady while playing about
You see they bright, and majestic.

They were willing enough, and so sleep.

Sleep, pretty darling, do not cry,
And | will sing you a lullaby.

The dusky night rides down the sky, and
ushers in the morn; Good night, Lady!

It seems you are tired...Yes, the Ball

was fairly long and so beautiful...
because you dance so much... Close your
eyes...We will see in your slumbers...

Then sleep my darling under moon.
O baby, your life ahead of you.

| want to see you in the Dream
While over you safe watch | keep.

Sleep, pretty darling, do not cry,
And | will sing you a lullaby.
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30/1I0TUCTBIE CHbI

30/10TUCTbIE CHbI LieNyoT TBOM 1333,
Tbl npocbinaeLbes € yaAbIbKOM Ha anLe.
Tbl He 3HaewWwb 3a60T, NO3TOMY cny,
Moka st HagexHo obeperato Tebs.

Cnn, Most MUAas, He Naayb,
A q cnoto Tebe konbibenbHyto.

O, Tvwe anTsa, cNu A0 yTpa.

Jlean He MOryT He CKPOMHMYaTb Tak -
Beab oHM NpekpacHbl U BEIMYECTBEHHBI.
OHu HuKorga He npusepeaHuyatoT. Cnun.

Cnn, Mos MMAIas, He Niadb,
A s cnoto Tebe KonbibesbHYtO.

TemHas Houb ocTaBssieT Hebo yTpy;

[ obpon Houw, Jleaun! Bbl, kaxeTcs, ycTanu.
Aa, ban 6bln 40AMMM 1 BENIMKOIEMHBIM. ..
Bbl Tak MHOrO TaHLeBaw. ..

3akpownTe rnasa...

Mbl yBUAMUMCS... B BaLLMX CHAX...

Tak cnun Mosi MU1as NoA yHOM.
O, anTa, y Tebs BCe Bnepean.

1 xouy, 4TO6bI Thl MEUTaN3,

MNoka s HagexHo obeperato Tebs.

Cnu, MOsi MMUNas, He Naaudb,
A 5 crioto Tebe KonbibesbHyto.
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LAND OF PLAY

You're and things, at desert home
Well, the light is switched on
Mother will come soon, but that
Deathly hush unbearable...

You are waiting for the bell,
When will come your own man...

While at home alone you sit
And are very tired of it

You have just to shut your eyes
To go sailing through the skies
To go sailing far away

To the pleasant Land of Play...

Face to face. You are and things.
It's dead certain anybody

Inside wardrobe.

Seconds are felt...

You are counting...

What's more,

The taps of your heart

Or that clock on the table?

To the fairy land afar

Where the little People are;
Where the clover-tops are trees,
And the rain-pools are the seas,
And the leaves like little ships
Sail about on tiny trips...
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CTPAHA UT'PbI

Tbl v Bewm, B NyCTOM AoMe
XopoLulo, CBET BK/IOYEH,

Mama ckopo npuaéT, Ho 3Ta
MonHas TUWMHA HEBBIHOCUMA. ..
Tbl XxaewWwb

PoaHoro yenoBeka...

Moka Tbl LOMa O4NH

M Tak ycTan oT og4MHOYeCTBa,
OcTaeTcA ToNbKO 3aKpbIThb F1a3a
N ymuaTbCsa B Hebeca Ha napycax.
YMuyaTbCa Aanieko

B munyto Ctpany Urpei...

OpWH Ha oauH. Tbl 1 Bewwm.
B wkady HaBepHska
KTo-TO CMAUT...

CekyHAbl beryT...

Tbl cumnTaelws...

Y710 rpomue,

Ctyk TBOErO CepaLa

v vacel Ha cTone?

YMUaTbCs B CKa30UHbIN MUP
Tyaa, rae maneHbkue HYenoseyky;

I'Ae BepXyLIKM KNeBepa, Kak JepeBbs,

A aoxgeBble JIYXKHN, KakK MOp#4,

Tam NINCTbA, KakK MaJZleHbKne KOpa6J'IM

OTI'IpaBJ'IFHOTCFI B nyTewecTteua...
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THE MISTAKE

Hey... Look at my eyes,
You see our reflection
Ring on the cheeks by the tear dew

| was the wizard

I'd gather tear dew

Into the cup of love

I'd lock for people view
I'd lock forever

Into my heart of hearts
I had search so long
You'd wait for me apart

We tried...
We had wear out
To the smoldering...

We could just wear out
Burning for all of the live

I'd search so long

You'd wait for me apart

Held out my hand,

And took it in my arms,
Forgotten all of the caution...

| was the wizard,

| was the poison for you.
My charms - it is mistake,
And hearts is victims of do.
| hear just report

When | and Magic a deux
While cup with our tears
Will break we'll save before

We tried...
We had wear out
To the smoldering...

We could just wear out
Burning for all of the live

I'd search so long

You'd wait for me apart

Held out my hand,

And took it in my arms,
Forgotten all of the caution...
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OLINBKA

MNocmoTpu MHe B rnasa.
Buawnwb, oTpaxkeHue Halue 3By4nT
Cne3HoM pocoi Ha LeKax..

A 6611 KONAYHOM,

1 cobpan cnesHyto pocy
B yawy ntob6Bu

W 3akpbia 0TO BCeX
3aKkpbla HaBceraa

B cBoeM cepaue cepaed,.
A TaKk 40Ar0 ncKan.

Tbl Tak A0Ar0 XAana.

Bce koHyeHo...
MbI cropenu
Jotna.

Mbl CMOFAW NNLLL CrOPEeTb,
O6xxm1ras BOKpyr BCe XUBOE...
A Tak 40O UCKan.

Tbl Tak 400 XAaNa.

A npoTaruean pyky

N 6pan,

OCTOpOXHOCTb 3abbIB...

A 6b11 KONZYHOM.

4 6bln a4 ana Tebs.

Mow yapbl - owmnbka,
A)xepTBamu cTanm cepaLa.
HaeauHe c BosiwebcTBOM

1 CablWy MULWb BbICTPE,

A Yala c pocow Halwmx cnes
PasburTa...

Bce KoHueHoO...
MbI cropenu
JoTtna.

Mbl CMOMAW ANLLL CFOPETb,
O63xuras BOKpYr BCe XUBOE...
A TaK f04ro nckan.

Tbl TaK J0Ar0 XAana.

A npoTaruean pyky

W 6pan,

OCTOpPOXHOCTb 3a6bIB...
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THE TRAIN TO MORNINGTOWN

Here is the train to Morning town.

Here is the driver, Mr. Hopeful,

Who drives the train to my point.

The rushing train,
Leaves the all behind.
All hopes of this (Now)
Morning town ride...

Over the mountains,
Over the plains,
Over the rivers

Here come the train.
Carrying passengers,
Carrying mail,
Bringing the hopes,
Oh, without fail...

Somebody at the engine,
Somebody rings the bell,
Somebody swings the lantern
To show that all is well...

Over the mountains,
Over the plains,
Over the rivers

Here come the train.
Carrying passengers,
Carrying mail,
Bringing the hopes,
Oh, without fail

Maybe it is raining

Where our train will ride,
But all the travelers

Are snug and warm inside...

Somewhere there is sunshine.
Somewhere there is day.

Somewhere there is Morning town

Many miles away...
Rocking, rolling, riding,
Out along the bay.

All bound for Morning town
Many miles away...
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MOE3/ HA YTPEHHWI roPo/

BoT 3TOT noe3A Ha YTpeHHWU ropoa.
BoT 3ToT MawwnHucT, M-p. Hagetowmmcs,
KoTopbIl BeAeT Noess 40 MOEN CTaHLUMN.

Muawminca noesa,
OcTaBnseT BCe N03aAMu.

Bce HagexAabl cenyac Ha 3Ty
Moe3aKy B YTPEHHMI ropog...

Yepes ropesl,

Yepes nons,

Yepes pekn

NpeT aTOT Noesy,.
MNepeBo35 Naccaxunpos,
MNepeBo3s nouTy,

OH HeceT HagexApbl,
HasepHska...

KTo-To 3a pynem,

KT0-TO 3BOHWUT B KON10KO,
KTo-To curHanmsmpyeTt doHapewm,
YTo BCe B nopsajke...

Yepes ropesl,

Yepes nons,

Yepes pekn

NaeT aToT noesa.
MNepeBO3s Naccaxmpos,
MNepeBo3s nouty,

OH HeceT HagexAbl,
HaBepHsika

MoxeT bbiTb ByseT A0XAb,
Tam rge nponAeT Halw noesy,
Ho Bcem nyTelwecTBEHHMKAM
YIOTHO 1 TeN/10 BHYTPW...

[Ae-To cnseT conHue.
[Ae-To geHb.

lae-To Tam YTpeHHWU ropog
3a MHOIro MWJIb OTCHOAA. ..
Moe3a MmunTCA

Baonb 3anuBa.

Bce eayT B YTpeHHU ropog,
3a MHOro MWJIb OTCIOAA. ..
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RIGHT FILM

Nothing fade in the land

Of your values -

Their home it's your heart,

There guard it is your recollections.
They watch over that film,

The film like your dreams.

There you was right hero,

There you was right prince...

And all were there like

In one is waking hours...

(It was your flight)

You're owning the sword,
You are the White Knight...

Nothing fade in the land

Of your values -

Their secret is kept

Just opened to intimate soul.
To take care of like child,
That they should have Light.
You hold shield like hero.
Your good has no died...

And all were there like

In one's waking hours...

(It was your flight)

You're owning the sword,
You are the White Knight...
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TOT CAMbIN ®UJIBM

HuyTOo He MepKHeT B cTpaHe
TBOMX LLeHHOCTeM -

Mx aom TBOE cepaLe,

WNx cTpax - TBOA NamsTb.

OHu cTeperyT TOT GUbM,
MOXOXWIN Ha COH,

e Tbl 6b11 TOT CaMbIi repoi.
e Tbl 6bl71 TOT CaMbI MPUHLL...

M Bce 6b1710 Tam

Kak cenuac...

(310 6bIN TBOM NOJSIET)
Tbl BNageewb Meyom

Tol - Benbin Poiyape...

HuuTo He MepkHeT B cTpaHe
TBOUX LLeHHOCTEN -

Mx TalHa cBALLEeHHa

N pocTynHa anwb 6anskon gyue.
Bepeub, Kak geTen

Y106bI 6bIS10, YEM X BOCMINTATD.

JlepXuiLb WKT, KaK TOT CaMblii Frepo.

TBoe £06po He nobexzeHo...

W Bce 61710 Tam

Kak cenyac...

(310 611 TBOM MOIET)
Tbl BNajeellb MeYom

Tol - Benbin Poiyapeb...



