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My grandfather, allow to make public
Those feelings that always live in me.
You for me – the hero from the best fairy tale …
And in the past – I was the hero in the war …


Such people there were units.
Already those people went not …
But will be, trust, and great-grandsons to be proud
Victory that we will celebrate just about …


In fifteen years the, without regrets,
For the Homeland under bullets I went …
With such strength of mind, without doubts,
Both to the Homeland, and heart it is good …


You know, I appreciate and I respect
Boys that passed fire of war …
And your gray hair I don't notice.
You – those who to us a victory brought …


Your soul blossoming, the old man! ! !
In it youth and songs at a fire …
And let bullets far back in the past will shudder
From your victorious "Hurrah!"


To all veterans with all the heart I wish:
Diseases let avoid …
You – tough nuts, precisely I know …
And with the Victory Day, the grandfather native!



