Pictures of Home
Somebody's shouting

Up at a mountain

Only my own words return
Nobody's up there

It's a deception

When will I ever learn?

CHORUS:

I'm alone here

With emptiness eagles and snow

Unfriendliness chilling my body

And whispering pictures of home

Wondering blindly

How can they find me

Maybe they don't even know

My body is shaking

Anticipating

The call of the black footed crow...

Chorus

Here in this prison

Of my own making

Year after day I have grown

Into a hero

But there's no worship

Where have they hidden my thrown...

Chorus

Buaenus xoma.

KTo-TO KprumnT

Ha BepIINHE IOPHI,

BO3BpAIIAIOTCs TOJIBKO MOU CJIOBa-
TaM HET HHUKOI'O,

3TO MPOCTO OOMaH.

Korpa ke s, HakoHell, Hay4yCh?

SI oquH 371€CH,

Co MHOIO — TyCTOTa, OPJIbI K CHET.
Wx nenpyxentoOue CTyJUT MHE TeJO,
BOCKPEIIAET B NAMATH BUACHUS JOMA.

Crnenio xo4y 3HaTh:

Kaxk onu cMmor YT OTBICKATb MCHI.
MoxxeT, OHU Ja)Ke U HE 3HaIOT. ..
Teno moe TpsicercH,

MPEeAYyBCTBYS KPUK YEPHOI'O BOPOHA.

371ech B 3TOU TIOPbME,

CO3JIJaHHOM MHOIO XK€,

TOJT 32 TOJIOM s TIPEBPAIIAJICS B T€POst
TOJIBKO HE OT KOI'O XX1aThb HOKJIOHGHI/IH!
Kyna xe onu 3anpstanu Mol TpoH?




