SAINT WAR!!!
Get up the giant country,
Get up for mortal fight,
With German horde uncounted
With forces of the night.
Let noble anger of the soul Get boiled as  a wave  The people’s war, the holy war.We’ll fight until the grave.
«Who said you should stop singing at the war,»
After battle heart requires music even more
These words …..line soldiers, felt during severe years of war.
Songs remain with us even in very hard times!     Mighty power of poetry can be compared with the power of weapons.Only those who were at the front can estimate the great importance of a soldier song.

Once a young tank crew member was asked how, being alone, he managed to defeat a large group of fascists.He said he wasn’t alone-there were three  of them who helped: the tank, the submachine gun and the song.The song could be heard in a front dugout, a hospital, a camp of partisans, even in the sky.

BOMBARDIROWSHIKI!!!
Comin’ in on a wing and a prayer
Comin’ in on a wing and a prayer
Thought there’s one motor gone
We can still carry on
Comin’ in on a wing and a prayer

What a show, what a fight
Yes we really hit our target for tonight
How we sing as we limp through the air
Look below, there’s our field over there
With our full crew aboard
And our trust in the Lord
We’re Comin’ in on a wing and a prayer


IN THE DUGOUT!!!
You are far,far away at this hour.
Snows between us and winter hard breath.
To rejoin you is not in my power,
Though just four steps divide me from death.

Sing accordeon scorning the storm
Call back joy, drive of sorrow and doubt
In the cold of the dugout I’m warm
Of the fire of our love won’t go out.

People put their soul, dreams about peace and common human happiness into the songs. During the war times millions of soldiers found themselves sepereted from their home and families.

And it made love feelings deeper for their dearest and nearest.Natuive home,mother,a beloved woman,and wife-all this was holy for a soldier.It became a part of his motherland that he protected.

WAIT FOR ME!!!
Wait for me and I’ll return
Wait and I will come
Wait when heavy yellow rains
Try to bring you down!

Wait for me when letters stop Strong and tough just be.. Turn away from those who’re stern, From their grief stay free.
Let my son and mother cry
And believe I’m dead
And ignore friends tears around
When weak hope is spent.

Only you and will know Why I’m at home again Why you’ve learned to wait in time Like nobody has.
For those who came through and survived in the war all these songs, as a call sign, are associated with the unforgettable far times. When war veterans hear sounds of the war songs they become straight, wrinkles dissapear from their  faces, their eyes sparkle full of life.
The  Great Patriotic War denied the proverb  “When cannons are roaring the muse is silent”.Music and poetry fought glorifying the power of Soviet Soldiers’ spirit.
