OpuriHan

Whispers of the Wind
The wind spoke soft through ancient trees,
A lullaby upon the breeze.
It told of lands both far and near,
Of hopes once lost, now shining clear.

It danced through fields of golden grain,
It wept beneath the morning rain.

Yet still it sang, so wild and free —

A voice of time, eternity.

Mepeknan

LLlenim s8impy
BiTep wenTas Kpi3b npasic CHis,
Konncky HiXKHUX Yap-cni..
BiH MOBMB Npo gasieki gHi,
MpOo Mpii, LLO 3HOB CTasI B BICHI.

TaHLUI0€E B NMOJIi NOMDK XNTA,

| nnaye B paHHIO MoOpy CBITA.
Ta Bce X crniBa€ HaBMaHHA —
[onoc BikiB i 6e3KOHYaHHS.



