If only you have blessed me with a sign of the cross when I left 

I would have returned home with hair white as snow

Walking through the fields and in a pouring rain

Carrying a thin knapsack, wearing a dusty greatcoat  

With two ribbons for my wound and with eyes of steel 

With an order and a medal on a threadbare shirt

And a branch of willow tree would not cry over me

Daises would not be growing overhead

If only you have blessed me with a sign of the cross when I left

I would have returned back to you from the distant years

Through the echo of summer storms 
Not trying to hide my tears 

I would plunge into the beauty of birch trees.

After splashing my face with ice-cold water 

I would have approached your house with a front painted white

Washed with rain and with streaks of gray

I wouldn’t have been cast in bronze but stood before you alive.

It was there under Brest during a deadly bayonet charge

That I was talking to you not holding back my tears

I was talking to you in a dead of emptiness

When during a battle my TT got jammed.

And when armor was melting in the deadly heat

Through the flames I saw a white angel.

I didn’t ask you to remember, but asked not to forget

As God’s grace touched me with the lead… 

If only you have blessed me with a sign of the cross when I left…
