The Leaves Have Flown Away

The poplar leaves have flown away –

The inevitable situation repeated in the world...

Don’t regret the leaves,

Don’t regret,

But regret my love,

But regret my love

And tenderness...

And tenderness...

Let the tree stay bare,

Don’t curse the noisy snowstorms.

Is it anybody’s guilt

That the leaves have flown from the trees?..

The poplar leaves have flown away...

The leaves have flown away...

