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The master musician

Majster hudobnik
Lift his calloused hand to play

Zdviha svoje mozol’'naté ruky, aby hrali
Upon the strings of the harp of God

na strunach BoZej harfy
A song crafted simply

Piesen vytvorena jednoducho
On an instrument of grace

Na nastroji milosti
Making melody for love

Vytvarajiuc melodiu pre lasku

Chorus

And a symphony rises
A symfonia povstava
Like incense from cathedral choirs of praise

Ako kadidlo z katedralnych chérov chvaly
And a symphony is sounding

A symfonia znie

Like poetry from the pages yellowed in time

Ako poézia zo stran zoZltnutych ¢asom

The master musician

Majster hudobnik

Has studied hours upon end
Studoval hodiny bez konca

Note upon note, page upon page

Notu po note, stranu za stranou
Of the masters come and gone
Majstrov, ktori prisli a odisli
And now their classic masterpiece

A teraz z jeho klasického majstrovského diela
Become his constant friends

Sa stavaju jeho stali priatelia
Making melody for love

Vytvarajic melodiu pre lasku



(Chorus)

We too are like musicians

My sme tieZ ako hudobnici
Lifting calloused hands to pray

Zdvihame mozol’'naté ruky k modlitbe
From cloistered hearts and cathedralled minds

Z0 srdciami ako klaStory a mysl’ami ako katedraly
We must work with human effort

Musime pracovat’ s Pudskou namahou
Responding to God's grace

Odpovedat’ na Boziu milost’
Making melody for love

Vytvarat’ melodiu pre lasku

(Chorus)



