Mama

Cnosa u apansicuposka JI. [{obpenko - Muyyx
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C nmepBbIX AHEH CYACTIMBOTO MrHOBE - Hbs, C TOH MOPBHI, KaK CTajia MOHUMATh,—
CkOoJTbKO ThI HOUEH He Jochla - Jla MUpPHBIH COH XpaHsS MOW | TIOKOMH,
CkoybkO Ppa3 B JOpOry IpoBOXa - JIa, 3aTa - UB MOJUTBY Ha YycCTax,
Te MOTUTBBI cHITY MochUTa - JIH N mobGe-ny B )ku3HEHHOUW OO0phOE,
ITomorn, Cnacutenb, B Hamieil )xu3-Hu  Hawm gocrtoiiHO MaTepeil  1IEHWTb,
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IlepBeiM MomM gpyroMm  yreme - Hbs  [nsg MeHs  Obuta, KOHe4HO, Marts!
YacTto HamO MHOW MOJSACh, pbiAa-na, Yrtob Gmaroc-noBuwn Oten bria - roit!
Co cme3a - Mu bory moBepss - na, UYrtob xparmmn Teopernr B CBoux py - Kax!
Kpeuiess Bepsl k bory mnomnuma - nn VY -rtema - 1M HaC cpeau  CKOpOei...
Tex, k1o ¢ nerctBa k bory mpuBoau - iu—  Hay - yunu BepuTe U 1100UTH!
F7 BPm
Ilpunes — 1
— f) [ P q h |
P AN ) 7Y Iy s : -
y 4 B 17 D ] . . . n s
Gor—Fof 4}
ANV | . . . .
~eJ
MU  nycre  mersar roga MeTe - Jbl0 Oe - JjoM, Ma - Mal
EP Ab 7 Fm
j T
Py
= 0]
1
Sl Ttebs 3a BCE Omaro - ma - pio; 3a Bce TOIBI, TIPOXKH - THIC
Bbm7 BPm6 C7 Fm
—f | p— [
g | Ih 1 |
Y A h 17 1 1 . 1 L
e == =SS i= == :
| . = 0 N
—~e) 4 - 4 & 4 ¢ 7 : Z:
cHa - MU, 3a moboBb u 1006 - poTy TBO - 10!
C7 ~ ) Fm
=0 | Coda —— I —= | —
p” A/ ) :l-,‘ 1 1 1 ¥
. . Py
AN3V T ﬁ ui_’ i s
—~e) 5 4 o > * !
3a TI000BB u 106 -  poty TBO - 10!

© Mitsuk.CXmusic.org



Mﬂfﬂﬂ

1. From the early days, first happy moments,
From the time some reasoning had come,

Me best friend and comforter in sorrows
Was for me, of course, my precious Mom.

And may the years fly by like snowy blizzards, Mama!
I am grateful for the years you lived;

For the time we spent with you together,

For the love and goodness we received.

2. O, how many nights for you were sleepless!
Just so you could guard my quiet rest,
Leaning over me with tearful prayers,
Begging God to bless our common nest.

3. And how many times when I was leaving,
You with prayer followed to the gate!
Tearfully intrusting me to Jesus,

Asking for protection of His hand.

4. Help us, Lord, throughout our early journey
Cherish our mothers for their worth

Who from childhood lead us all to Jesus
Teaching us to trust, and love, and hope.
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