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Hands on my Children’s Heads
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[1Be pyKu, nerko onyLeHHble

Ha mnapeHueckyto ronosy!

Bblnv — no ogHOM Ha Kaxay —
[lBe ronoBKM MHe AapoBaHbl.

Ho o6emmun — 3axatbimm —
ApoCTHbIMM — KaK mornal —
CTapLuyto y TbMbl BbIxBaTbIBaA —
Mnagwen He ybeperna.

[lBe pyKM — nacKaTb-pasrna*k1eatb
HeXHble ronoBKU NblWHbIE.

[Be pyKn — 1 BOT OZHA U3 HUX

3a HOYb OKa3anacb JINLWHAA.

CBeTnasa — Ha LWenKe TOHEHbKON —
OayBaH4YKK Ha cTebne!

MHOWM eLwé cCoBCEM HE NOHATO,

YT10 AMTA MOE B 3emne.

Both my hands gently reach
For the tiny head at my side.

| used to use a hand for each
Of the two that were my pride.

With both hands clutching tight
Using all means no matter the cost,
With the elder one | won the fight,
But the younger one | lost.

My two hands | would use

To caress and fondle their locks of hair.

Then overnight | was left to muse
That | no longer needed a pair.

Her bright hair atop a delicate neck,
Like a bright flower one might save!
| still struggle to accept

That my baby’s forever in a grave.




