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Some where- my love, there will be songs to sing, al though- the

snow cov ers- the hope of spring, Some where- a hill blos soms- in green and

gold, and there are dreams, all that your heart can hold, some -

day we'll meet a gain- my love; some day when ev- er- the spring
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Somewhere, my love

Theme from Dr. Zhivago
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breaks through. You'll come to me out of the long a go- warm as the wind,

soft as the kiss of snow, till then, my sweet, think of me now and

then, God speed- my love, 'till you are mine a gain.- Du, du, du, du, du,

du, du, du, some day- when ev er- the spring breaks through.
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think of me now and then,

La ra,- my own God speed- my love,

'til you are mine a gain.-

La ra,- my love.
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Arranged by V. Rev. Igor Soroka

Dedicated to my daughter Larissa

August 28, 1971
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