


The poems n this book were wntten by the emment Tatar poet,
Hero of the Soviet Unton and winner of the Lemn Prize, Mussa Jall
In 1944 he fell at the hands of his fascist executoners in Moabit
prison in Berlin

Mussa Jall never kept a drary He wrote poems instead Every
poem was his reaction to an event m his hfe, a life that cannot be
separated from that of his country. His poems are full of love for
his wonderful land, and hatred for us foes They tell of the poet’s
lfe and his character which formed in persistent labour and struggle

Mustar Kanm, a poet of Soviet Bashkina, said of Mussa
Jalil* “He has come to symbolse one of the summuts of the greatness
and pnde of the Soviet people It 15 just such people as he who,
a3 ambassadors plenipotentiary, represent thar country mn the communion
of the nations and peoples of the world It is by them that the people
of the world form their opmion of the character and heart of the pa-
tion that has given them bLirth ™
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POETRY OF TRUTH AND PASSION *

Jalil never kept a diary. “I don’t feel inclined
to and I cannot and will not make myself keep
one,” he once said. But when he left Kazan for the
frontlines early in 1942, he felt an urge to entrust
his feelings and thoughts to paper. The result, as
he described it, was something intermediate be-
tween a diary and a letter. These notes convey his
sorrow at parting from his beloved wife and his
daughter Chulpan.... There is in them a premoni-
tion of his tragic fate. Some of the thoughts might
sound trite, even slightly overstated had they not
been intended for the eyes of the one person closest
to him-his wife Amina:

“..I am not afraid of death. That is not an
empty phrase. When I say I despise death, that is
indeed so... There is a life... after death, in the
awareness, the memory of the nation. If T have done
anything of significance in my lifetime, any-
thing that will remain, then I have deserved this oth-
er life~a life after death.. Therein lies the
objective of our lives: ‘to live so we don’t die after
death.’”

“Disdain of death” to Jalil was not indiffer-
ence. The thought that his dearly loved daughter
would be orphaned caused his heart to turn over.
“My heart is ready to overcome any trials, torture,
and suffering, but it cannot reconcile itself to the

* Translated by Lydta Kmetyuk
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thought that on the cvening of January 8, when
Chulpan saw her father off, she was sceing him for
the last time.” To die in the prime of life and tal-
ent is unnatural. Even the thought of death is un-
bearable for any human who is sound of mind. It
was the more unbearable for a man who loved life
to such a degree as did Mussa.

Yet Jalil was quite honest and did not contra-
dict himself when he said he despised death. He
felt he was an integral part of something much
bigger, much greater than an individual, albeit an
outstanding one. He felt he was a particle of so-
ciety, of the nation, his Homeland. Without them
he could not imagine his own life. He felt he was
responsible for their destiny. Therein lay the source
of his inner preparedness for his heroic feat. Tl'lc
very prepatedness that he was soon to prove In
word and in deed. For a poet, the former, inciden-
tally, is tantamount to action.

% %k

In the Soviet Union Jalil projects the image of
a poet of courage. His name has become the syn-
onym, the symbol of courage, heroism and tn-
bounded service to his country. A passionate admir-
er of Jalil’s poetry, the Azerbaijanian poet Samed
Vurgun paid high tribute to Jalil’s courage and
the grandeur of his exploit which rank him among
the world’s greatest:

“The world and its literature know many poets
who have made their names immortal, but there
are few poets who have won immortality both by
their unfading works and by the gallant sacrifice of
their lives. They are: the great Byron, the renown-
ed poet of the Hungarian people Petofi, the he-
roic Julius Futik and, finally, Mussa Jalil.”

Mussa Jalil is the only poet of the Soviet
Union’s multilingual literature who was simulta-
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neously awarded two of the highest government
decorations: Hero of the Soviet Union for personal
courage and meritorious performance of duty, and
the Lenin Prize for his cycle The Moabit Notebooks
(both awarded posthumously). The fact that the
awards came together testifies to the identity of the
heroic feat of the man and the poet. His life is
a model of selfless service to country and genuine
heroism backed up by poetry. The appeal of his
poetry, I mean first and foremost the Moabit cy-
cle, lies in its truthfulness, Every line has been paid
for with the highest price imaginable —the sacrifice
of blood and life.

This rare identity of word and deed is what ap-
peals to the reader today, especially the young read-
er, in Jalil’s poetry. It ranks among the literary
works that do not lose their lustre with the years.
Quite the contrary, as time passes they glitter with
new brilliance revealing hithertofore unnoticed fac-
ets. That is borne out by annual publications of
the poet’s works in the many languages of the
USSR, the big editions his books come out in (well
over several million copies) and translations into
scores of foreign languages.

When I was in Berlin in 1976 for ceremonies to
mark Mussa Jalil’s 70th birth anniversary and to
prepare the third edition of the Tatar poet’s works
in the German language, the writers of the Ger-
man Democratic Republic, wanted to know in
what editions Jalil’s books came out in his land.
I replied that the most recent Kazan edition of Ja-
1il's poktry came out in an edition of 250 thousand
copies. The German writers were astonished. “You
probably mean 250 copies?” they asked me. “No,
250 thousand, a quarter of a million,” T answered.
I told them that Jalil's books in editions of 100
thousand copies take only a few months, sometimes
weeks, to sell out. To the German writers those fig-
ures sounded fantastic.



.o '

The poet’s great feat was prepared by his entire
life. (Though I am far from thinking he prepared
himself for it consciously. What’s more, would that
have been possible?) It was not a momentary In-
spiration, he was not acting merely on impl'llsc‘

In 1921 the 15-year-old Mussa wrote a passion-
ate poem, a poem that was an act of faith. For an
epigraph he took the motto of the Paris Commu-
nards: “We'll dic but not be slaves.”

We are strong, we will not lose our bearings
There 1s none can bar our omeard iread.

We are many, to the bright goal tracking,

We cannot and will not be misled.

Without fear we'll close head on in batile,
Every raging tempest we will brave.

Even if for some the struggle's fatal
None of us will ever be a slave.

Twenty-odd years later the prisoner of the fas_'
cist prison Moabit Mussa Gumeroff-Jalil (as his
name was marked in the files of the condemned)
wrote lines in his self-made notebook that sound
like the direct continuation of his youthfully uncom-
promising poemn:

Brave in battle you must be, dyigit.

Hope in battle never leaves the brave.
Freedom goes with courage, they are granite.
If you have no courage you're a slave!

It would be very simple to draw a straight line
between those two extreme points and view Jalil's
entire life and creative work as a steady climb to
the summit. But life develops along its own line, it
has a Jogic of its own which will not be forced into
straight-line blueprints. The poet had his ups an
downs, his failures, he sought and was successful or
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bitterly disappomted. [hre Moabil JYoleboors 1S 1he
summit of the poet’s creative output, the summit
to which his heroic spirit rose. But there is more to
Jalil than the Moabit cycle. Jalil wrote lyrical po-
ems, poems that were candidly of a publicistic na-
ture, sometimes poems that were slogans from start
to end, satirical poems and poems for children, li-
brettos, satirical poems on topical subjects and re-
ports in poetic form. Before the war Jalil was
a well-known and widely recognised poet, the chief
of the writers’ organisation of the Tatar Republic,
whose poems were included in school books. That
is why it is difficult to reduce his very original and
beautiful world to just one, albeit principal, line.

* * *

There’s a monument to Jalil at the Spasskaya
Tower of the kremlin in Kazan, one of the highest
points in the city open to the winds blowing freely
from the Volga. The poet is depicted with his feet
entangled in barbed wire, his hands tied behind
his back. With proudly raised head and narrowed
eyes he gazes into the vast distance where he is
destined to “live after death”. The muscles of his
limbs are tensely knotted and his bare chest seems
to breathe with unconquered power,

But there was actually nothing heroic about the
appearance of the real, the earthly Mussa, as peo-
ple who knew him say. Easy to get along with,
high-spirited, sometimes hot-tempered, but always
cooling off swiftly, he was, as they say, one of the
boys. He enjoyed good company, heart-to-heart
talks with friends, he loved a witty phrase and
a good joke. He adored the nature of his land and
was sensitive to the beauty of women.

Mussa Jalil was born in the small Tatar village
Mustafino, in the Orenburg steppes. From child-
hood he knew what poverty and hunger meant
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and the humiliation that his people were open to
in pre-revolutionary years. In 1921, when a scvere
draught hit the steppelands, he left home so the fa-
mily would have onc hungry mouth less to feed
and became a vagrant in the city of Orenburg.

He slept in the strects, ate what he picked up
in the marketplace and cven stole o keep from
starving, as Jalil admitted years later in his auto-
biography. Soviet government enabled him to get
an cducation and made a respectable man of 'hlm~

...“The Mussa we knew was shortish, reticent
and not at all striking in appearance,” wrote the
Tatar poet Sibgat Hakim, a friend of Jalil's. “He
was never still, I was used to that. He had an aston-
ishing wit, and his eyes laughed and sparkled con-
stantly with a quicksilvery cunning...”

That was the portrait of Jalil —student of “:ork-
ers’ university, subsequently the Moscow Univer-
sity, the instructor of the Orsk, and then the Oren-
burg district committees of the Young Communist
League, the editor of the children’s magazines
Eechkene Ipteshlyar (Little Comrades) and Okiyabr
Balasy (The Children of October).

Jalil was never solely a professional man of let-
ters. He was always studying or working, often com-
bining two or three duties simultaneously. Hl}
friends never stopped wondering at his inexhaustt-
ble energy, his erudition and the steel-trap wit of
his logic.

His poetry was like him. Impulsive and passion-
ate, believing implicitly in the just cause of social-
ism, hostile to all the trash surviving from pre-
revolutionary times, it was, at the same time,
kindly responsive, tender and lyrical.

No definite line can be drawn between Jalil the
Jjournalist, the reporter, and the poet. He often con-
tributed articles, essays and reports on how the
Stalingrad Tractor Plant and the Moscow subway
projects were progressing, on the new Bolshevist
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productivity rates and about people who were in
the fore, meeting targets set by the first five-year
plans. He criticised bureaucrats and bribe-takers.
He wrote about the youth movement and atheistic
education, informed the readers of the sowing and
harvesting. To one or another degree all those sub-
jects subsequently found their way into his poems.

To Jalil there were no subjects that were below
his dignity. Everything that concerned his country,
concerned him personally. That is why he has so
many poems that were timed for red-letter days.
But he never treated such poems as shortlived. He
gave them the same attention as he did to all of his
other works.

Whereas his poetry on political subjects was
usually written in the major key, his intimate lyri-
cal poetry was much more low-keyed. It was some-
times sad, full of doubts and suffering: *“It was quite
unusual, our friendship! It was all sincerity and
fire. But two strongwilled people, for each other to
make hell of life we never tired.” (“To Hadiya”).
It is not the fact that matters in this case, but the
veracity of the emotion.

E I

On April 23, 1945, the 79th Infantry Corps of
the Soviet Army that was advancing on the Reich-
stag, took up positions along the Berlin streets of
Ratenowerstrasse and Turmstrasse. A gloomy grey
building encircled by a high brick wall appeared
before the soldiers through the smoke of the burst-
ing shells. That was Moabit prison. When the
troops broke into the prison yard, it was empty.
Only the wind stirred the remaining debris and
scraps of paper, and turned the pages of some
books, most probably those that had been thrown
out of the prison library by a blast. A soldier who
paused there before the next attack noticed several
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lines in Russian on one of the clean pages of
a book that was lying about: “I am the Tatar poct
Mussa Jalil, held in Moabit prison as a prisoncr-of-
war against whom political charges have been pre-
ferred, and will most likely be shot soon. If some
Russian finds this note, convey my regards to my
writer-friends in Moscow and break the news to
my family.” The soldicrs sent the page to Moscow,
to the Union of Writers. That was the first his
country heard of the heroic fate of Mussa Jalil:

In 1946, N. Teregulov, a former prisoncr-of-
war, brought a slim pad to the Union of Writers of
the Tatar Republic. Closely written in it were 60
of Jalil's poems. A year later, the Belgian patriot
André Timmermans, who had shared a cell with
the poet, sent another notchook with Jalil’s poems
to Kazan. The poems in those notcbooks have since
become widely known as The Aoabit Notebooks.
But it took several years to trace step by step the
path traversed by the poct through the death
camps and to lcarn the details of his exploit.

In June 1942, the badly wounded and shell-
shocked Mussa was taken prisoner when his unit
was attempting to break out of a pocket. After
months in concentration camps for Soviet prison-
ers-of-war, Jalil was transferred to Dg¢blin, a fort]-
fied stronghold in Poland. There Mussa met his
fellow countrymen, for the fascists were assembling
prisoners of Eastern nationalities in the camp. He
sought out people he could put his trust in and to-
gether they subsequently formed a resistance
group.

In late 1942, the fascists started forming what
they called “national legions”. Among others, the
Idel-Ural legion was formed in Jedlino, Poland, of
prisoners-of-war belonging to the nations of the
Volga basin. (Since the majority were Tatars, the
Germans usually called it the Volgo-Tatar legion.)
The fascists brainwashed the prisoners in a rabidly

14



chauvinistic and anti-Soviet spirit, to prepare the
legionnaires for action against the Soviet Army. Ja-
1il’s group set out to wreck the fascist plans, to con-
vince the men to use the weapons they would be
supplied with against the fascists themselves. The
members of the resistance group infiltrated the edi-
torial board of the Idel-Ural newspaper the Ger-
man command produced, and printed and circula-
ted anti-fascist leaflets among the legionnaires.
They also organised the legionnaires into esoteric
action groups consisting of 5 men each.

The very first battalion of the Volgo-Tatar le-
gion that was sent to the Eastern front mutinied,
shot all the German officers, and defected to the
guerillas in Byclorussia.

In August 1943, fascist spies managed to track
down the resistance group. Mussa Jalil and most of
his militant comrades were scized. There followed
nightmare days and nights of interrogations, tor-
ture, and more torture. The gestapo broke his left
arm and injured his kidneys. His body was covered
with welts from the beatings he got with an elec-
tric cord and rubber hose. His crushed fingers were
swollen and would not bend. But the poet did
not give up. Behind bars he continued his fight
against fascism. He had only his poetry for
a weapon.

* ok *

Much has been written about the horrors of
fascist prison. New books, plays and pictures on
the subject appear almost every year. But none are
so eloquent as the story told by their inmates—the
witnesses and victims of the horror. Their testimo-
nials are more than just true to fact. They speak of
a truth that has been paid for by the highest price
imaginable—the price of one’s own life.

The Moabit Notebooks of Mussa Jalil are one
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of those inimitable, glaringly truthful historic docu-
ments. They contain few day-to-day details. There
are practically no particulars about the prison ccll,
of the sufferings and humiliation ta which prisoners
were subjected. The poems are conerete in a to-
tally different sense, Their coneretencss lies in their
emotwonal and psychological impact.

The feclings of the poct arc stark to the ex-
treme. He is totally cut off from the world, from his
country, alone with his notehook. The alrsence of
outside impressions brings out the wealth of his in-
ner, emotional world.

Many of the poems of the Moabit cycle reveal
how the poet suffered. Loneliness and despair werc
like a lump rising in his throat. Onc had to know
Mussa's sociable disposition, his love of life, his at-
tachment to friends, to his wife and daughter, and
his love of people in general to understand how h'c
suffercd from his enforced solitude. It was not his
physical suffering, not even the threat of approach-
ing death that tormented Jalil most of all, but his
separation from his homeland, from his near and
dear, and the prospect of dying in a forcign and
hostile land. He was not cven certain that his
country would learn the truth about his heroic ¢nd,
he was not sure his poems would live to see free-
dom. What if the fascists managed to spread un-
truths about him and people at home would think
he was a traitor? What if the “flowers of his soul”,
his songs, to which he had “entrusted his inspira-
tion”, the “warmth of his feelings” and the “purity
of his tears”, were fated to go down to the grave
‘with him?

But the impression on reading even the most
gloomy, desperate lines Jalil wrote is not oppres-
sive. Quite the contrary, the feeling they leave is
pride in the man, the greatness and nobility of his
soul. A man who loves his country, his people to
such an extent, who is interwoven with them with
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thousands upon thousands of threads, cannot dis-
appear without a trace, as he exists not only in
himself, and for himself, but in the hearts, minds
and memories of many, many people. There are
no traces of doom, despair and sacrifice in The
Moabit Nolebooks as there were none in the sane,
life-loving heart of the poet himself.

Despite his exclusive personal fate, the poet’s
thoughts and feelings are typical of many people,
as the mortal duel with fascism required that the
Soviet people apply their entire abilities to the task
before them.

The Moabit Notebooks mirror not only the individ-
ual features of the poet’s character, but the very
best qualities of the Soviet people, manifested
clearly in the tragic, tense and heroic period of the
war. Jalil’s poetry is not limited to the framework
of one destiny, albeit a most exclusive one, but re-
veals the very taproots of our victory.

I want to stress, furthermore, that the poems
written in Moabit prison are not merely a docu-
ment of a‘human destiny, but poetry in the most
exalted sense of the word. This poetry is remarka-
ble for its genuine culture, its style, and profoundly
national character. The concensus of critical opin-
ion is that the Moabit cycle is the summit of Ta-
tar poetry of the World War 1I period and one of
the very peaks of the Soviet Union’s multinational
literature.

The heroic feat performed by the Soviet people
in World War II is gradually receding into the
past. A whole generation has arisen for whom the
past war is a story they have read in books or seen
on the screen. But Jalil is among us to this day.
Streets, Young Pioncer detachments, collective
farms, theatres, community centres and ships proud-

ly bear his name. A new city in the oilbearing
region of the Tatar Republic and a central avenue
in Naberezhniye Chelni, a new street in Berkakit
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township on the Baikal-Amur Railway line and
one of the highest peaks on the Antarctic contineat
have been named after Mussa Jalil, The poet lives
on, he is still fighting, educating people with his
own example, he participates in all our undertak-
ings and talks with the living as onc still alive.

Raphacl Mustafin












CYACTBE

Ecan 6 cabato st namy, ccwn 6 pinyacn ¢ nel,
Kpacuuit ¢porr  aaypugan, emeran,  Goraueli,
Ecait 6 secro mantsock sue n mepenre apyacii,
Ecur 6 cabacii auxoii st pyGins naaascil,

Ecut 6 npar orcrymua mepea cuaoli mocd,
Ecain 6 wiea 5 miepea nee cseacdi 31 oveacil

Ecait 6 rpyan o6orao Mic ropsuiss couitgos,
Ecan nyas ancean 6ut ncepage soes,

Ecait 6 cvepmn, e aasan nousrnea c 3eMAilL,
Tpiaaniaa mens Kyaaxosy,~

A 6w cuactuest cutran a1y rmbean n Goro,
Caany cmepnir repofickoit » 8 nccue noo.
Apyr-pabounii, siuTonKy RO3LMIL—I B noxo,t!
HKusup otaaii, ccan naao, sa noxio cnoio.

Oxmabps 1919
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JOoYy

If a sword I could take and with it I could dash
To defend the Red front and to strike at the rich,
If the tyrants and butchers my weapon would slash,
If onto the lines of my friends I could hitch,
If T forged on ahead ever stronger and brash,
If the foe to my power his defences would ditch,

If my bosom were pierced by searing lead,

If an enemy slug in my heart would embed.

And if death would not let me arise from the
ground,

If it pinned me down with a fist that’s of iron—

1 would deem it great joy in pitched combat to fall.

I the death of the hero in battle extol.

Workers, friends, take a rifle and march to the
front!

For your frecdom, your life, if need be, sacrifice.

October 1919
Translated by Lyda Kmetyuk
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ECAIl HET TEBL...

Iyers senciono aszyior

CONOBLH B ¢ty BreHofi~
Mup sme wamercn yusaug,

cean ner 1e6n oo mnpofi!

Hyem wysar acea u vpany,
Oyitno siGxoun uncrer,
Ecat mer sacit aoGisnvoti—
roper caymil caaaidi ol

[yers aetator 1 peansres
GaGouwn cpean noacii-
Tpycrno, cca ner wpacuwoit,
Aerkoit GaGourit mocii!

Aaxe anreant 1 nepr

A Mens ToAna Teneii—
Ecait siet co amofi npexpacnoii

i eamictsennoil Mocii!

1920
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IF YOU ARE NOT THERE...

Though mad nightingales their joying

to the springtime garden tell—
Will the world for me be joyless,

if you’re not with me as well!

Though the woods and grasses rustle,
though the apple-tree blooms fair,
Still the sweetest fruit is bitter
if my loved one isn’t there!

Though the butterflies are flitting
and disporting on the lea-
Pll be sad unless my pretty,

dainty butterfly’s with me!

Even angels, even peris

are for me a host of shades—
If there’s not with me my lovely,

my incomparable maid!
1920

Translated by Jessie Davies
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AYIIE MOEMU

Yem rtebe, syma, 3eMAS HE NPHTARHYAACH?
Tlouemy Tax crpacTHo X Hefy THl BSMETHYAACH?

Muore Au wysec na mefe BcrpemsiTh MOXHO?
Bee oTpums THI, uYTO FOBEPXHOCTHO 3 AOKHO!

YBugan speszy Ayumcryio, ne Aymai,
Yro u Mecsy Taitmo noAow wHcToH  AyMoOfh

ToApKO UBZAAN CHIOKOHHO COAHUE TOKE—
Ha ueeTox oHO AumB M3ZAAM TOXOKE.

Bee eanno na semne, na nefocsose,—
Tam u Tyr oama marepus B npupoje.

Tax Bepmucs, aywa, crnycrice Ha 3emaio cuosa!
Tae min Gygeums Toi~BceMy OAHA OCHOBA.

B ncBe me msrrafi, seman sepueii sxnamye,
Ha sesae oamofi Tu1 cymjee ovbnyens!

Tet g emeacli~u pee nafizems. Ho npesmae
Yxpenucsh, Ayuia, B JKEAQHLC 15 HRASKJIE.

1921
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TO MY SOUL

How is it, my soul, vou've found the carth
displeasing?
Why’s jt with such passion for the sky you're
yearning?

Do you think the heavens hold so many wonders?
All that's false and shallow from your conscience
sunder!

Do you think on sccing a starry light in heaven
That the moon in sceret’s full of purest wisdom?

It is from afar the sun appears unruflled,
Only from a distance that it looks a flower.

On this earth or in the heaven's superstructure
Matter's like and one, wherc’er you seck in

nature.
So back to earth, my soul, return with the

assurance
That both here and there all things are like in
essence!

From the sky descend, the carth’s a surer
residence,

Only on the carth you'll find what is of
substance.

Seck and you shall find. But your determination
Reinforce, my soul. Then act on your ambition.

1921
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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IEPE/ CMEPTBIO

Aoporoit npaseHoit 60psGHI
S wmea, HO He JomeA 0 geAlL
Topsaueit myaeit unts cyas6sr
ITopBaTs Bpari MOH CyMeAH...

B ixipoe cepaue Oser nraa,
Kposs asixerca crpyeit ycraroit
PyGamka 6eroro Obira,

Casmky a-—crana BaaxHO-anoif.

S ne cropbaro. Mon apyabs,

Kamnycs B cpagennoii apyxbe ¢ sasor!
Pybamka Geaas sos

Iigerer KPOBABBIMII [BETAMIL..

Mpoury, nobeckTe Ha BETAY
Ee, uto0st na BCIO OKpyry
Ouna ancaa HA BETPY
" Ha crpax ppary
It B maMsaTbh Apyry!

1921-1923



BEFORE DEATH

The road of righteous struggle I tred,
To reach my goal I failed.

My foes have severed with a hot
Bullet the thread of fate...

My living heart a needle smites,
Blood runs in a weak jet.

I see my shirt that once was white
In scarlet now and wet.

I do not grieve. To you, my friends,
True friendship do I vow.

My shirt that once was snow-white blooms
With bloody flowers now.

Pray hang it on a willow bough
For everyone to view.

There let it blow to scare the foe
And remember me to you!

1921-1923
Translated by Dmitry Pryatkin
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BCITOMHMHAIO

Benoaato:
Aacxoselii peuwrsiuii genn,
CoAmpie cMOTPUT A HAac, CMEACh C BBLICOTH,
I1 Boctopxenuo

HEXHBIC CTCOAH ABHA,
Kax xyaApssbie BOAOCHI, TAQIUEL THI
Pacranysunics

Ha cBeskeit «rycinoit Tpase»,
Kax rycsra, mesxuancs mut ¢ toboif,
1 sxypua-Gopmoua,

MHMO HAC TOPOMNACH,
Pyueiixit 3abapasancs

3BOHKOIt Hrpoif.
Pyueiikam He BEUHO KHNETh-3BEHETH,
IIpotexyr—y6eryr,

HE BEPHYTCA BCHATH...
CHer HPOTOHIIM,

3EAEHYIO BCTPETHM BECHY,—
He npuBbIKAM Mb! MNOHANPACHY KAaTh!
Pyueiixam,

A 3HAI,

HE BCYHO TCUb,

Ho noxa He mcueaau, 6eryr, IIYMHBL..
Tax 1 I0HOCTH Haa

Gesxnt, Gypant,
Paspeprys 60ps6y Ha NOASX BECHBI.

* * *
Benomunaro:

Hpoxaaamnoii sewwmeit aapeit
M pa Ayr nornaan crago ¢ Tofoii
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REMEMBER

1 remember:
A tender day of spring,
The laughing sun looks down on us
And rapturously you stroke,
Like curly hair,

the slender stems of flax.
Like goslings

we basked in the sun,
Stretched out on the fresh goose-grass.
And the springs rejoiced

loudly playing,
Purling, murmuring,

Hurrying, bubbling past.
But not forever shall they resound,
They will flow by

and never come back again...
We'll chase away the snow,

we’ll greet green spring—
We're not accustomed to wait in vain!
Springs cannot,

I know,

ever flow,

But until they go
they joyfully sing...
So does our youth

seethe and speed,
Unfolding struggle in the fields of spring.

* k¥

I remember:
It was a cool spring dawn,
We drove our flock into the meadow.
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Trr ¢ BocTOprom
TpaBel MOAOZOIT HapBaAa
1 awofnmua-srHenka KOpMuTL Hayaad,
Caexuii Betep,
AacKaBUHil Npagy TBOM,
Craiixy Tyu npuraan,
A uyrts, noroas
BpbianyAa aAnBens,~
u cpasy Ha Auygax y Hac
32/pOKANIT BECEABIE KATAH A0KAML
Iepsoiil 20kap BeceHHIL...
O6branbtit A0 ab,~
Ho xak paast emy u cepaua, u Ayra!
910 pajocTs BeCHH!
HA PECHHUAX APOKHT,
IpebpaTacs B Ayumcree skemuyra,
Ilepeniit A0 a5 —
oH OBIBAET Allub Pa3 B TOAY,
Ho ero nponycriia~see pasno e xaneii:
Amus 681 6ypHO ANATCE,
KaK BECEHHHIT A0HKAb,
Toawr oHocTt Goepoit TBOEIT!..
Benosmnaio:
B sercubrx o6BATBIX BECHL
CoAoBBIS AHKOBAAH
Ha JcHOil 3ape,
OueHb-0ueENh CTAPATEABHO
3CMAIO BCKOMNAB,
Tlocaanaa 1o 26A0HBKY BO anope.
Coanne B nee caesnocs,
CMCANACH 3CMAA,
A cama ememack T Goanme neex,
Tlepea abaonuxoii
PAIOCTHO NIPLIASR Th,
11 snenen, spenen 80IT KppiaaToii oMexX.
«ITycrn pacter moe Jcpenye,
nycrh pacrer,
Miuoro #6a0xK creantx, Kpacuux acr!
Uepea HECKOALKO ACT—
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You plucked fresh grass
with sheer delight
And started feeding your favourite lamb.
A mischicvous wind
that toyed with your locks
Drove a flock of clouds
And a little later
A shower began, merry raindrops
Immediately sprinkled our faces.
The first rain of spring...
an ordinary shower,
But how hearts and meadows rejoice!
Our cyelashes tremble
with springtime joy
That has turned into radiant pearls.
The first rain of spring
comes once in a year,
But to miss it is no cause for regret:
If the years of your militant youth
like spring rain,
you lavishly pour!...
1 remember:
In the green embrace of spring
The nightingales
exulted at dawn.
You planted an apple-tree in the yard
After carefully
digging the ground.
The sun laughed,
the earth laughed,
You laughed even more and jumping there
Round your apple-tree
you joyfully sang,
Your Jaughter rang in the air.
“Let my apple-tree grow,
grow tall
And bear many red apples!

In a few years

3-198



NPHIARIIAI A~
TIpuxoaute aGaoxts prats, Apysunl.n
YroGm siGAoIne prpactiTy,
HyKCH TPYA,
A nocucior aGAOKI AL NTOTOM...
Tot 32 KWKAOC JCAO
¢ naaexaoil Gpanrach,
Tur orues pasropaaach
B Tpyac aofos!
Aepesyav pacmy,
Aepesyan ysect,
A NAOABI~TOABKO OCCHBLIO GYAYyT OHIf...
Tax 1 1onoctit paweii
Garpauptii UBeT
Aact maoan He ceroAns—
B oceunie amn.

¥ ropsuero coamnya

B OOBATLAX CMENCEH,
K nam ceroans cnosa
Tlpumaa secua,
H Ayuammn,

KAK AQCKOBBIM BITASAOM TBOMM,
THarl cT2A0 Mbl HA AYTa BABOEM.
Tlepnoiiit A0k AB—
OH OnBaeT B roAy Amub pas,
TlotoMy 1 TPEBOXHT, M PagyeT Hac,
Tak U JOHOCTB:
6eMUT HEBO3BPATHO OHA,

Bneuaraenuit moana,

COKaAeHMil TOAHA...

* * *
ToApocan HAm AGAGHIM.

3peoT nAoas,
YyTL noxauiBasck Ha TYTOM BETPY,
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You’re welcome, friends,
To come pick the apples!...”
But it takes a great effort
to grow a tree,
And only afterwards ‘will apples ripen.
Hopefully
you set about every task,
And in any task
like fire you blaze!
Saplings will grow,
Trees will bloom
To bear fruit only in autumn...
So it is with the blossom
of our youth
Which only in autumn
Bears fruit.

Laughing
in the warm embrace of the sun,
Spring has come
With its lovely days,
And together we drove the flock

to the meadow

In sunlight as caressing as your gaze.
The first rain-

it comes only once a year—
Disturbs us and gladdens us.
S0 our youth,

like last year’s leaf,
Cannot return

with its joy and grief...
* * *
Our apple-trees have grown.

_ The ‘fruit is ripe,
Swaying a litfle in.the.wind“at dawning.
ying 2 ligle inhe yind wning
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IT ua acpesye~
TOM, UTO CAKAAD Thi,~
Coaosuit, Kak 1 npesAe, NoloT NMOyTpy.
Mocaanaa T aGronnky, Geperaa,
Ho a0 aGaox
TAK 1 HC AOKIAQ,
[Motosmy-To, nascpuo, B Aymie 3t ropius,
CaoBrio sGAOHEBLIt 1[BETOK — CBETAQ.
Byayr aGaomu usecrs,
Gyayr aGAOKI 3pETh,
OsapcHubIe ACTHIIM, TOPRUNM AHCM...
JKuann Most KOpoTKa—
IMpoacrur  Goprbe.
He ysuaetsca nan,
HO cnacuGo Tebe:
Tw1 mens B3pacmiiaa B cagy csoeml..

11 diespann 1928. Mocxsa



And on the tree—
the one you planted -

The nightingales sing, as before, in the morning.
You planted the tree

but you didn’t
Live the apples to see.
And that is why, like apple blossom,
You will shine in me.
The trees will bloom

and apples ripen,
Drinking heat and light from the sun’s cup...
My life is short,
To be spent in struggle.
We'll not meet again

yet I thank you:
It was in your apple-orchard I grew up.

11 February 1928. Moscow
Translated by Dmitry Pripatkin



* * %

Mut cunoan pecuityut nee eige cMeeMcd,
Apyr Apyry rAsan B xapknc spauit,
Apyr apyra aAo6iM, Ho He NpH3HACMCA
B aroGnir enocit. Kaxite uyaaru!

A Bee cige BAIOGACHHBIMIT FAQ3AMI
Tnoii BIrAA AOBAIO, CACKY TBOM MCHTHL
Mens ucnerteaser 10 maaz.

Craxnr mo coneerit: kak Teprunns, T2

Auib rAgHy £, H, BCPNO, 13 KOKETCIBA
Tur penpuMETHO MuC rposibh B OTDET.
Hy 1 waaynes, Hy 1 moaoaectr Tot!

Byaw cuacransa, saumn cro meicau aer!

- Hy xax aeaa tson, Myca?
~Yyaecno!—

OTBB‘IY 1, 1 KOHYEH pasl‘oBOP.

AniL TOBOPAT rAasa, €TO CEPAlY TECHO,

UTo MBI ANUIIANCE PEUH C HEKHX IOp.

TROi1 B3rAfA, KaK AOKAb B 3ACYLIANBOE AETO.
Thoil BarAnA, KaK COAHUE B MACMYPHBIl JEHEK.
Thoit B3rasA ~ BeceAb!ii BewHiit NpasHiK ceera.
AHIUL TASHEWs THI, M A HE OJAHHOK,

Tron pecungsl... Ox, Tou pecHuyrr!~
Tycras Tyua PacKaACHHBIX CTPeA!

TBOII 3payvki MEpPLAIOT, KaK 3apHHUEL.,
A, nonpocTy cKasaTh, NPOMAA, CrOPEA,
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* k%

We laugh still at each other through our lashes,
We gaze still in each other’s burning eyes,

We love each other, yet without unmasking
This love of ours. We are such oddities!

Now still I try, with gaze of loving passion,
To catch your glance, to plumb your secret
thoughts.
And all the time I’'m burning down to ashes.
How long then, tell me, can you still hold out?

I look your way, and you, no doubt flirtatious,
With unobtrusive threats will answer me.

You lovely one, you rogue, o goodness gracious!
May you have length of years and lucky be!

“Now how’re you doing, Mussa?”’—
“I’m quite splendid!”
I answer, for our hearts are both quite numb,
Only our eyes can see why talking ended,
And why we for a while were stricken dumb.

Your gaze is rain in days of desiccation,

You gaze in days of gloom’s a ray of sun,
Your gaze—a cheery springtime celebration,

You gaze at me and I’m no more alone.

And, oh your lashes, oh your lovely lashes!
Are like a cloud of burning, searing darts!
Your eyes are like the summer lightning flashing,
And T am simply lost and quite burnt out.

39



Kax 1 1ockyio no 1e6e! Kak uacro,
Crasan, 410 e npiay, s npuxoa!
A maaymaio yiime-u mynmn! Bacral-
C 1000fi paccratuen ne xmatact cia.

Kax cxajoctiio o1 ¢ kassaoit nerpeteil How
oy o
Fafivor ar06um,, A0Givng Guimn,  Taftkos
Ho Gymenane cepaua Moao0ro

Hajoaro an?.. Yro auacum 11 o mes!

1931 - 1932



How very much I long for you, how often,
I've vowed to stay away, but could not stay!
You would just laugh “Enough!” and I would

soften —
Deprived of all desire to keep away.

How sweet it is—with every moment sweeter,
To love in secret, loved be secretly!

But can this youthful heart so wildly beating
Bear this for long?... of this what can you say?

19311932
Translated by Jessie Davies



HAIIIA AIOBOBBb

IMosmunres, Guiaa pechma 3abannoii
Hama xoxcosmoAnckas A10GOBb.
Yaensr porocTHOrO KOMNTCTA,
Exaan na cnesa Mot

Bty BHOBDL
Kpacuuit Tor paron 11 map  MOpOSHb.
Mur ykpriancs uryGoio oanofi.
YepT BO3bMI, TOTAA-TO MOKA3aAACh
Te1, eit-6ory, Gauskoii mue, poauoil.
Beiro To B KpyTOM oAy —B ABAALATOM.
Kro n3 nac ne mommnt TOit 3nMBI?..
Tyt e Tu xapTowki HabapHAa,
113 oauoii TapeAK eArn MBI
TloMHIO, Kak MBI BECEAO CMEAAIICH,
ChoBHO 3aKkabIuHBIE ADPY3bL.
IleroBaniick 1AL He 11EAOBAANCH—
DTOro HHKAK HE BCIOMHIO 1. ’
Pesxuit BeTep AyA m3 xaxa0il 1gean,
3abupanca 1 3a BOPOTHHK.
Th 0 KoMMyHI3ME TOROPHAZ,
Y10 H3 rOAOBHI, a 9TO M3 KHIHT...
— Tsxero ewe noka xuBeTcs,
TpyAaHOIO AOPOTOIO HAEM.
Ho moGeapt Bce-takn gobbencs,
Bor yBnptus - 3aKuBeM moTOM !
KOMMyHHGM—BCJ\HKaH snoxa,
CuyacTbe YEAOBEYECTBA BCETO.
Mer ¢ 1060t YBILAIIM HEMPEMEHHO
AeHnHCKOIl 11AEH TOPKECTBO.
Tlycts HaM HEAErKO, Thl [OBOPIAQ,
O goaeer Bee pafiownii kaace.
Bromy yuta 1 Mapke xoraa-ro,
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OUR LOVE

1 imagine it was quite amusing

Our puppy YCLer crush.

Members of one regional committee,

To the congress we were being rushed.

I recall

The train in clouds of vapour

And us freezing under one fur coat.

Drat it all, that’s when I got the notion

I loved you. I swear I was that smote,

It was in the bleak year Nineteen Twenty,
When the cold and famine took a toll.

In a thrice you had potatoes cooking,

When we ate, we even shared a bowl.

I remember we were always laughing,

Like old friends who've been around a lot.
Now, I wonder, was there any kissing?

That is something I have clean forgot.

Through each crack the gusts of wind blew icy,
Penetrating into all the nooks.

You were talking about communism,

What you thought and what you'd read in books...
“Our life as yet is fraught with hardships,

So’s the road ahead we all foresee,

But no matter what, I know we’ll conquer,
Then we’re going to live, 'you wait and see!
Communism means happiness and greatness,

For with it the world is born anew.

I am sure that both of us will witness

All of Lenin’s great ideas come true.

Does it matter that today we suffer?

Soon the workers’ class will have its way.

That’s what Marx bequeathed to generations,
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Dromy u Aemun yunr nac.

Il cryuasuusfi » asepn Barona nerep,
IT Metean 3a AcanHbIM OKIlOM
Spaan nac k GopuGe neyroMumoli,
Kax 11 11, teepanan o6 oarom.

B 510 npems mamun gpontoM Guian
Butnu npotns 6ynton kyAaka,
Buiau urraGom Toit Goprbur BeAnkoit
U patikos, 1 rposnoe Yeka.
[Tommo, Tur Ha cuesae BICTYNAAA
C rreplofi peysio MPOTHB KyAAKOB,
3anmara pocTHO KoMBeADl,—~

Tw1 6bira Aymoio GesHAKOB.

A Korga A0MOil Mbl BOIBPAlAANCE,
Tel, ycras, k0 MHe NpIDKaAach BHOBb.
Ao uero x toraa Gpiaa cMeNIHO©O
Haura xoMcoMoabckas AloGops!
Boaocst MoOeil IIexn KaCAAHCh...

Bce Toun-B-TOWL, xax GblAc B nepBhIl pas.
IleAOBaAlCE HAB HE IIEAOBAANCH—
Touno yx ne nommo s ceffuac...
BPBMC}I" NpOMIAO € TEX NOP HEMAAO.
CaeTabie COBIBAIOTCS MEYTHI: .
CrpouM MBI Ty JKH3Hb AASL UCAOBEKA,
O xotopoii ropopuaa Thl.

K neii, Mos xopowas, izem mor,
Tpyanoit sakarennsie 6opnGoii.

B Toit Gopnbe ouncriiai cepaga Mw,
B wmeii 1 ym orTauusaeM cBoit.
Iloposny Tenno 11 xref gennan

Mzt ¢ To6010 B TOPY TOM 3UMEL

1 apyr aApyra u crpady AoGuat
Hacrosigeo A060BbIO MBI

1952



That’s what Lenin teaches us today.”

And the blast outside the carriage window,
And the snowstorm raging at its door,

Kept repeating all that you had spoken,
Urging us in battle o the fore.

At the time we fought our heaviest battles
With the anarchy of the kulaks.

Headquarters for us were our committee

And the awe-inspiring Chcka.

I recall you speaking at the congress.

You condemned the crimes of the kulaks.

How you championed the Poor committees!
You were the support of the have-nots.

Then, again, as home we were rcturning

You leaned closer to me in the hush.

1 imagine it was very funny,

Our youthful YCLer crush!

On my cheek 1 felt your soft hair brushing
Like the first time, to the very dot...

Now, I wondecr, was there any kissing?

That is something that I've plain forgot.

Years have passed since that eventful winter,
We've seen confirmation of our hopes.

For the people we are busy building

That same happy life of which you spoke.

To that life, my dearest, we’re advancing
Weathered both in body and in mind.

We have cleansed our souls in endless struggle,
In it, we are seasoning our minds.

In the days of that severe winter,

Every bit of bread and warmth we shared,
And we loved each other and our country

With a love as fair as it was square!

1932
Trgnslated by, Lydie Kmpyak, ©
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T'oaa, roaa...

ITpuasn ko smue, neeraa

Meita pyRAMIt FARUIAI CROISMIE,

But ¢ MarkHs cicroM man Ko Mue, road
Y106 CTAAN BOAOCH MOI CCABIMIL

Yepmian pit Mopynmtamu €oofi CACA.
Ix cers moli A06 13Goposasiaa BCKOPE,
Yr1o6 51 wHCAOM TCX 3HAKOB 3 NPHMET
Cuntaa stirynuicii MOAOAOCTH S0P

A ne B ofnae.
MonrosocTit msia
A1 oTaan AumM, uTO B OHTBAX 3AKAASAICH.
S coanzan, 11 TPyA MHE CAQAOK OBIA,
J1 3aMBICABI MO OCYHICCTBASIANCE.

Kak BAOXHOBEHHO TPYAMTCS HapoJ,
Coiprasnama po3asnuras szasibe!
Sl 3Halo: KaMHEM JKH3HL MOS BOHAET
M npouHO ASKET B OCHOBANBE,

193¢
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* * *

When you came to me, years,
You stroked my head lightly,
With your snow you came, years,
For my hair to grow white.

You marked your way with furrows,
Their net is on my brow.

In them the day of my youth

1 am counting now.

I'm unhurt.
1 gave my ardour
To my battle-tempered youth.
I created. Sweet was my labour,
And my dreams were coming true.

With industrious inspiration
Socialism we create

And my life of rock will
Its solid basis make.

1934
Translated by Dmitry Priyatkin
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3AITYHE

Ecan nepneumes na Geper e,
Tac Tonoan mieaccrsT na Berpy,
Tixo mpoitan Ayroninofi siakoMoit,—
Tam s neaasno GpoalA 1oyTpy.

Tt B xampiuax y npnGpexnoit TpOIlHHKﬂ
CALIIIIB AN CEPALA BAIOOACHHONO ApOﬁ“’
B BoAy BoOfizemin Tol, cTpoiitce TPOCTHHKI,
Po6Ko OrasHEIILCS I MOIMALIBEMID,

A ne pepuyc na tuxyio Zemy,
MoAoAOCTH BOPOTHTL HE MOTY,

Ho, ycrpemasach meutoii k GsIaomy,
Cepaue roctut Ha TBOeM Gepery.

3aech s yBuAer Tebst BrEpBble,
1 pasropeacs orons B xposm,
3aecs g uspegan AHU TPO3OBBIE—
Cuactee u MyKy neppoii AIOGBIH.

AeMe BBEPAA S MOM MEUAAH.
Kax mye couyBcrBoRara oma!
BOAHB! yHACTAHBO MHE OTBEUAAL,
Cepaue Moe NOHUMAN A0 AHA.

Apyrom sasetubiM cantan 1 Jemy,
YyTkie, CBETABIE BOAHBI €€,

1 nHukoMy, HIIKOMY APYromy

He aosepsroce cepane moe.

TTommo, Kax MHE IIO HOYAaM BECEHHIM
Aeva primana, 3a6eB 10K,
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TO ZAITUNA

Should you go to the banks of the Dyoma,
Where the poplars sigh, wind-torn,
Take the field path we both knew there,
Where we walked one recent morn.

Will you hear, where the rushes quiver,
The throb of a heart full of love?...
Recd-slim, yow’ll then glide in the river,
Gaze timidly round and swim ofl.

The Dyoma 1’ll no more visit,

For my youth will return no more,
But, the dreams of my past re-living,
My heart’s on your quiet shore.

It was here that I first perceived you,
And the hot blood filled my veins,
Here 1 tasted the days of grieving,
Early love with its joys and pains.

To the Dyoma my pains 1 confided,
And it answered so tenderly!

Its waves in concern replying,

Such compassion they felt for me.

It was my beloved friend,

Its waves imbibing light.

To no one else ever did 1

My loving heart’s dreams confide.

I recall how on springtime evenings
The Dyoma gave ear to me,
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Kax poanonarach MOHM BOAICHBCM,
Kax Tockopara mocli Tockoil.

AJema na BoAHax MCHS Kauaaa,
C neo Meytarocs Muc ropsycit.
MonaogocTs, xnamt Mocii Hauano,
A Gesorasano ocranua cit.

Jaxke Teneps s BTaline crpajaio.
Kax mue saaymunsolt Jessr sxans!
Lae-to na Jeme ~A10608b Mor0ARA,
Tae-to na Jeme—nmos nedans!

Aesymxa ¢ Jemnt! Ilyers mmr paccranich
Beps, uro Aro6oBhL MO rAyfoka.

IdomHl 0 Heli, XXuBH, HE IEYaAiCh,

Kak roaybas Jema-pexa.

Caexnii paceser ato6bn Haweff panneit
Wazann uyautcs cHOM Hasmy.
OuapoBaxsem BOCnOMHHANIT
Taitno aw0byscs, Tafino Xupy.

Bcenomun Tpomituky Hapty 6siayro,
K Jeme oana crycrics B THIIHE,
Iserk npn6pexupiii copey, yeays,
C Aackosoii aymoio 060 MHue.
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How it grieved with me in my grieving,
And repined for my misery.

It rooked me upon its billows,
Made my dreams more ardent glow,
And my adolescence callow

I alone on it bestowed.

Even now 1 in secret languish,

And T long for its pensive wave,

For somewhere there lies my anguish
And somewhere there—my young love.

O, maiden from the Dyoma!

Though we parted, my love was true,
Live in peace but still remember

The Dyoma’s azure blue.

Like a waking dream from the distance,
The dawn of our Jove I see.

And recalling each charmed instant,
Live and marvel secretly.

O, remember that pathway of ours;
Go alone to the Dyoma's peace,
Pluck and kiss there a wayside flower,
With a tender thought for me.

1935

Translated by Jessie Davies



CAEJBI ABDK

Betoay asvrnn. Cuer yx Taet
Tocrenenno.

Ilpnaetea 31 ccA Ha TOMOABL
I'pay crencuustil.

Kro n3 nac aponx GesaeAbHHE—
Henspecrno.

Aernn 6erator. Mur cMoTpIn.
Hurepecuo:

Yro 3a ponusie morockar
Yeprar avuxi?

A Becna yxe noaxoant
Bamnke, 6amsxe.

Dror cHer kak 6yATo uHCTHI
Aucr 6ymary.

ABDKH OHILYT, ABLKI YEPTAT
Byxs sursarim.

Ha cuery Papuap suisogur
JoMHK aeTckitit,

A KaMIAb — cTHXOTBOpEHbE
ITo-uemenrar.

TyT 1 KAATBZ NMHOHEPOR,
Crux n nposa.

«/IBRKABL ACBATH ~BOCEMHAAUATEY .~
ITiger Poza.

51 no-ceoemy unrTaro

STy aamick:

Hopuix pagocTHnx coyusetnil
Bixy 3apsas.

Byaer Tpya ars moroaext
Jeaonm uecr,
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SKI TRACKS IN THE SNOwW

Tracks nade by shis Snow all vver
Is melting slowly

A rook has perched upon a popla
Sedate and solemn.

Who of us is the greater dler
Well, I wonder.

Children run about. We goggh
It's a wonder

What precise and even paralich
The skis are drawing.

Gloser, closer, Spring is coming
Spring is coming

The snow is smoothly dean and shing
Like a paper.

The skis are sketching. they are writing
Zigzag letters.

On the snow Ravil is drawing

Pretty houses,

While Kamil is busy scrawling

German verses.

There’s the pioneer's vow and also
Prose and stanzas.

Nine times two will make eighteen,
Reckons Rosa.

I discern a hidden meaning

In those writings:

It holds a promise for the future
That’s exciting.

Work will be a thing of honour
For those youngsters.
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11 tpyasirnes, s Goporses
Byayr nuecre.

Cucp npary, a apyry apymGa!
Bee anakovo.

ST 51 caM BOBEK HC AYMAA
TTo-1soMmy.

Hy, a rpav? On cuorpur soxa
I aunures,

Hisucro ne nomsacr,~

On sear nmuya,

Ipau oGiacaca i kapknya,
Cran ceparmmin.

Hoaerea & ustuucroit ropke
H cnant ram.

Yro ke s cTOIO HA TOPEKC,

O pnoknii?

Her, creaut or Atk pmimy 1
B st crpoku!

1935



In their battles and at labour

They’ll stand united.

Decath to foes, to friends—our f{riendship!
That’s familiar.

I have always thought in terms that

Are quite similar.

What about the rook? He’s quiet
As he ponders.

But he’s just a bird. How can he
Grasp such wonders.

He gets sore and sets to cawing.
Feeling nettled,

Flies off to the scraggy hillock.
There he settles.

Why do 1 stand on this hillock
Feeling lonesome?

Not at all. I'll include those ski tracks
In my poems.

1935
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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YTO:LATIFA”
Nl

We we together still though dawn is nigh,

And with our whispered thoughts cach other ply.

You've set my madly beating heart a-shimmer,

And through night's shade shine like the moon
on high.

The dawn has blossomed and you're no more here.
Your farewell kisses still my hot lips sear.

Like to the moon at morning disappearing.

You went away, my light. 1 know not where.

A sunray straightway through the window darts,
Lonely am 1, and in my soul it’s dark.

Lonely am I, for you alone I'm longing.

And full of expectation is my heart.

Why have you come. o sun? And could you not
Perceive the harshness of my cruel lot?
Why suddenly, o moon, were you extinguished,
Tearing away the veil the dark begot?

Why has this night so quickly sped away?
And why did dawn so soon light up the day?
Where has my own sweet Latifa made off to,
Whose tenderness so radiant was and gay?

O friend of mine, if only you could read

Deep in my heart and learn what lies there hid!
For our last evening gave me the impression
That of my youth the final song I'd heard.

The final evening of that precious day,
The whole fire of my soul brought into play,
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Kak 6yxro moroaocts mos subad
C 1o6oit Hasck DOKIHyAZ Mci.

Ayma ne sepur ropecrnoit cyasbe,
J1 Becw ropro, s manesor B Gopube,
Ipuxoaur pevep—s 106010 1OAOH,
A paccpeter~TocKylo no Tebe.

Her, ne sabbitn Mue, Biano, MuAbIE APYT
TIpuKOCHOBEHBS TEMABIX, HEKHBIX DYK.

V1 1enanTes Bo MHC HEyracimMo

Tocka rayxan—cryTiniga pasayx.

YHOCHT roabl BpEMeHi NOTOK...
TlokamecT U3 He YBAA UBCTOK,

O, ecan 6 mue ysngersen ¢ 106010,
Yro6 aombirath, wT06 AOAIOHTH S MOT !

XotTea 6Bl st MPHABHYTE K YCTaM POAHBIM,
K 1BOmM ry6am, ropsuus H XMEABHBDM,
A rtam-xore cmeprs!., Ilycxait ympy #
¢ mecueit,
HcnencAeHupli AamMeHeM TBOMM.
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It seemed as though my heart there palpitating,
Left me forever as you went away.

The soul deems not misfortune to be right,
I glow with fire, I wearied in the fight,

I'm full of you when evening is approaching,
And longing for you still when dawn’s alight.

No, dear, it seems I never could forget,

How warmly, tenderly our fingers met,

And in me burns and cannot be extinguished
That comrade of all partings—mute regret.

The ages bear the stream of time away...
Before the blooming flower of life shall fade,
O, would I could behold you one more instant,
To burn with passion and to love again!

O, how I long to those dear lips to cling,

Your lips that hot intoxication bring,

Though there 1 died!.. I'd with a song have
ended,

And in your torrid flame have ceased to sing.

1956
Translated by Jessie Davies



OANHOKII KOCTEP

Hounou upociop.
oy wociep.
Boxpyt mysan, kak vope...
S oo.umox
UPOCToil YeAHOK,
Satepaunstii v upociope.
Fopur 6y poan.
B rycroit Tyman
Onr seuer cxost orpscibiii,
IT emyTasii cser,
MISHYTHBI CAeA,
AposnT B nycrune miancroii.,.
To xpachutii Gaeck,
TO spKINi BCIAECK
1Ipopesxer Bapy1 notemkn,
To norpyny,
TO TOCBHILY,
To 3anoio HerpoMxo...

QOrous, CBETMUHIHCH BO MrAc,
3amersT Au, Hafiayr an?
Ha spyx, Aermguit no sesae,
OTBersT Al, NPUAYT Au?
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THE LONE BONFIRE

Around it’s night.

A fire I light.
The fog goes on forever...
Alone as well -

a cockle shell,
I'm lost in misty weather.
The tall weeds blaze.

Amid the haze
Their sparks rise up in showers,
A feeble light

one instant bright,
Above the dark waste towers...
A scarlet flash,

a vivid splash
Go through the darkness zooming.
At first I'm sad,

then whistle loud
And next I just start humming...

This light through darkness shining round,
Will it be seen, discovered?
Will T from sound along the ground
Be signalled and discovered?

1936
Translated by Jessie Davees
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MAYN

Houn nac oaapiaa nepneiv TEMABIM AHBHEY,
On ynice nocacamitli XoA04 € MPaKoM

. UM,
Besi acman nokpuiaack mectpbiMir kospasti,
Bapxatioli 1panoio, ApxsMit UBCTAADL.

Beaas Gepesa pacnaxiyaa noukit:
He crosms xe roaoit B Malickue Aencdit!
BocikoM romuaniscs MBI 1104 BETPOM MAs.
Pacrsnics ma coauge, rpefics, saropasn!

1936
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MAY

In the night there came the season’s first warm

shower
That has swept away the gloom and cold of winter.
With a brilliant carpet all the Earth is covered —
Smoothly velvet grass and multi-coloured flowers.

The sweet birch has put on gossamer green
raiments.
The idea of standing stripped and stark in
Maytime!
Joyously we race the winds of May barefooted,
Then lie stretched and basking in the rays of
sunshine.

9%
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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BOAHBI

(Hs o, leavianu-priboanys)

Boanul, noAnm, crasxuTe,
Kyaa nopumacrect pua?
Busicn, o Geper nuicoxtdi,
Yero aobnsacrect, nur?
Boant, poanst!

AAs ucro sav xyaa-to

Crpesmtrnen, wyMers st Kuners?

Byato B nebo xomre

But cracit rycnsnoii saserer,
Boamt, poansr!

A peab sac nounMal,

A Bepio, Gypanssie, BaM,

Baumr sewnvie crpacm

Toao6ust 1 pamng crpacrm,
Boanst, poaus!!

He criuxaer sawr pokor
Hu aneM, o B NOAHOUHOIT THLUIL,
Bawr nopris-caoBeO maanms
Crpaaatoweii, ropaoit Aymm,
Boamrl, poanst!

Cnmea 11 MOAO MOil HapeHs,

On pgarL cBOIO AOAKY BEAET—

Koarxasce, xauascs,

B o6narusax Batmiix nALIBET,
Boawnsl, Boamst!

C MHALIM ADYTOM DaccTapumies
Tamiy na bypaish t npia



WAVES
(From *“The Fisher-Gul”)

\Vaves,‘o waves of the sea, tell me if
There is something you're striving to gam,
As you beat on the towering dliff,
Tell me what, then, you hope to attain,
Waves, o waves!

zgnd oh why must you, tell me, oh why
fust you hurtle and bubble and sing,
As though you would reach for the sky
Like a skein of wild geese on the wing?
Waves, o waves!

Xet to me jt’s as clear as can be,
F(‘)‘rd ylmgust you, oh turbulent waves,
Ao T passions unending, you see,
same as we humans, too, have.
Waves, 0 waves!

g‘;‘;g :irlldmg your thunderous tones,
ike o ent by day or by night,
As me proud soul in torment you moan
you plunge ever on in your flight.
Waves, o waves!

Ngg’,hmy laddie is brave and he’s youns,
Al he, pilots his vessel afar.
Up anfis buffeted, shaken and flung,
down as he sails in your arms.
Waves, o waves!

As :
Lsce off the friend that I love,
gaze at the rising tide’s might,
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Byay s, 6yy sepiin:
Beprieren on, nac no6e,im,
Boan, noaunt!

On  ayunt socii maass,

On pajgocts 1t cse1 MOUX TAAZ,

Borarupn voit aroGisii,

Moryunti, noxoskii na pac,
Boanw, poaun!

Anpeas 1936



For here shall I wait and believe
He’ll return having conquered you quite,
Waves, o waves!

Yor he is the flame in my breast,
He’s my joy, of my eyes he’s the light,
Of all the brave heroes the best,
And like you in his power and might,
Waves, o waves!

April 1936

Translated by Jessie Davies



POJHUK

Kak no goaune apoyntiics poAHHE,
B aopore mea s mecist To 1 AEAO.
I Bce kasarock cepaiy, 4To OT HIX
3eMASL BOKDYT pBeAa H MOAOAEAR.

He nccymmnaa s anoii mena sxapa,
He sacryannr puoxusie norogpl,

I B necnsx wicrsiii roaoc cepefipa
AeTeA K Apy3baM, OCHAHBAA roAbl.

Kax NyTHIK AOBHT BAZXKHYIO CIPYIO
TyGamu, nepecoxumiMi OT HKaKJbL,
Tak necHio 3aAyweBHyI0 MO

Apysbst AGBHAN cepAlieM HE OAHAK AL

Poanuk 11 HOublo oTpaskaer cBeT,—
Tak s CBETHA BaM, XKHA A C BAMH PAIOM
IT nea apyssmv o pasocrn nobea,

ITea o A06BIL, uTo OBKMraeT BITARAOM.

Kak coaoseit Ha beper poaumnka
TlpuxoanT, 9rof ucrmTe BoABI MpHBETHOM,
Tax T KO MHe, kpacipa H ACrka,

Moii coaoseil, npuxoqimubs B Yac
paccBeTibtii.

He cxporo s, uro Tl B MOeti cyantc
Beeraa Goasnioe mMecTo samsiMana.
I1 campre ncxneitunie tebe

Zapia g necHy —n Aapia HEMAAO.

Koraa npoitacr, kak necmus, SKH3HL MO,
Koraa sanoakiy, GAN3KHN NORILAaf,
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Like to a spring that gushes in the glade,

My songs I've sung, along the roadway going,
And every time, I seemed to think, they made
The land around me blossom, younger growing.

I never shrivelled in the torrid zones,

Nor frozen was by icy blizzards’ blowing,
The songs I sang in clear and dulcet tones,
Flew to my friends, time's ravages subduing.

Just as the Jjourneyer with thirst-parched lips,
Will gladly of a fresh stream be partaking,
So do my friends my soulful lyrics sip,

Not once but many times their spirits slaking.

Just as at night will light come from a spring,
So have I shed my radiance, living near you,
Of conquests’ pleasures to my friends I sing
And of a love whose passion burns and sears you.

As to the spring the nightingale repairs, .
To quaff its welcome waters, thirst there slaking,
So you, my nightingale, so light and fair, )
Come down to me, just as the dawn is breaking.

Tll not conceal the fact that in my fate,

You always held a greater place than any,
To you my best songs I would dedicate,

Not just a few of them, but many, many.

And when my life, just like my song, shall cease,
When Y fall silent, from my dear ones severed,
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Don’t think, my friends, that I am just deceased,
T’ll in the hearts of millions live forever.

Within the earth a spring can’t be entombed,
For it will ever strive to be an ocean’s ripple,
And so, my friends, I’Il always smile on you,
And sing my songs for you, beloved people.

1937
Translated by Jessie Darvies



He aysaiite, w10 yMep s, ApY3bfi,~
B CCPAURX MIUADOLOB 6y,1y AKNHTE BCCLAA

Poam B 3esac noXopowiITs HEAB3,
Yactiyeit craner on Moperoii crixist.
S Gyay yambarnes pan, apyassd,

I ners sast 6y.1y. aoau aoporne!

1937



Don’t think, my friends, that I am just deceased,
I'll in the hearts of millions live forever.

Within the earth a spring can’t be entombed,
For it will ever strive to be an ocean’s ripple,
And so, my friends, I’ll always smile on you,
And sing my songs for you, beloved people.

1937
Translated by Jessie Davies



AMUHE

Ho/\no, YMmiy MOR, nepecray,
H)’meamx WICThIX HYBCTB pig MYTH,
AT 12 nonyryyye, HOK?
nasm ¢ T06of}; HATI g4 1!

T BlHET 3y coboii,
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TO AMINA

That will do, my pretty sage. Please, no more.
With such trifles pure affection don’t mar.
You'd not strike a fellow traveller, would you?
You and I-our road runs far, very far.

I am loyal to you with all my heart,

Pl be true to you till dust turns to dust.
Do you want to make me bitter and sore
When 1 see you look at me with distrust?

Since 1 know that I’ve committed no crime,
Just the thought of trial and sentence seems
unfair:
All your dreadful charges don’t mean a thing,
So my dear, my biased judge, please forebear!

1937
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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AOXKJIb

Temueor 0GAakoB ceAtTHbL.

Aeys Mepruer, i ne Gca npHunHbL
Aoxap 6anaok. Cunesoii Tymana
Ouacatrch AaALHIE BEPILIHHEL

Ilonesn Berep. Tpapet ayra
CKAOHHANCE, GYATO OT HCIIYTa,
I1 osepo nokpsirocs pabhio,
Heaytor kambiunt apyr Apyra.

Bapyr rpos pasaarca. M snavare
ABe kanmAn pa AHQo ynaawm,

3areM A0KAb XABIHYA KaK H3 BeJep,
Sarywesas co6010 zaan.

3eaennlit Z0A B3JOXHYA TAyGOKoO.
Bosunk Ha ckAoHe mIyM nOTOKA.

I mwer 0K IHKH A€H CHaCTANBHIT,
TMoaussmwmii TOAOBY BBICOKO.

Ho BoT npovuascs A0kAL KpbiaaTed,
Braua tyman roaybosatnii.
ToponuTcst K HOASM COCCAHIM —
IIycre 6yaer ypoxaii GoraToiii.

11 coAHye BCMBINHYAD, AHKYS,
Ayuasit 3eMAIQ aTaRysL.

CAMOTPIO BOKPYT € OTKDBITHIM CCPALCM
11 paranaetues ne mory s
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THE RAIN

The sullen sky is dark and clouded,

And daylight seems to shrink and cower...
IN rain. A bluish fog has shrouded

The distance where the summits tower.

A wind springs up. In apprehension
The meadow grasses bow and flutter.
The lake is stirred by undulation,

The rushes clasp and kiss each other.

A clap of thunder. Then two droplets

Splash on my face all of a sudden

The downpour comes in streaming torrents
That blot from view the far horizon.

The rolling valley sighs delighted

While downhill trilling streams come romping.
A field of flax, its head uptilted,

Feels happy soaking up the raindrops.

The winged rain has rushed on further,
It's gone, the cloudbank trailing bluish.
1t's sped to nearby fields and pastures
To see' the harvest will be lavish.

The sun’s lit up with radiant splendour
Assailing the good Earth with ardour.

With heart that brims with love and candour,
1 gaze with never-ending wonder.
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Ramanns, Kak npupoaa:

6 it Tpesots
Hac oupaunr nopoii nevinoro,
Hpoitaer rpoaa 1t nrom gaiecu
Japnr nav enetaas opora.

1937



Life is like nature: consternation
Seeks to waylay you at some juncture,
The storm once over, expectation

Is soon rekindled in the future.

1937
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



OCEHb

O TBOEM BO3BpaLIEHBE NPOCALILIAE,
Ha gopory s Beumea ¢ yrpa,
Ilepssrit nueii GereeT Ha KpbILAX,
I1 sornna noana cepefpa.

A Gepessl, NIpHAA B OropueHse,
CHAIB 3eAeHBI Hapaj C FOAOBBI,
Bce myrtin TBoero posBpalyeHbs
3aMEAU KEATHSHOIO AUCTBEL

Coange cnpararocs 3a oGAaKami,
I He cablmuatca TpeaH mirayr.
Tycn ankue sa Boxkarami
ToTauyancs nevaasto na ior.

Aec Geavioasen. Ha npocekax nycto.
Hyiaue XOAO04 y BeTpa B 4ecTIl.
HCT, HC MOET OH TCIABbIE HyBCTHA,
CAOBHO 3eA€HB AHNCTBBI, YHECTH.

Her, ne moxker cpepraoyiuit e,
CAOBHO Ha MOAC, Ha CEPALIE A€Us,
EcAn cepaue nuiaact noMuine,

Kak 1, ocemn, emy Hir nepeus.

AyeT netep HeaacKopblii, CThIABIL,

Ho mypawkst na Koike HC B CHCT.

Koas B aymic pmioM ¢ o0pasov  Muaoif
11 secennce coanye sRHBCT.

O:x1,1a1bCM  CCPICHHBIM TOMINBHT,
S1 sa arvkoit npoapormynnmex uieii

/8



AUTUMN

When 1 heard of your approaching,

I the roadway at morning sought,

With the first frost the rooftops coating,
And the valley in silver wrought.

Down their verdant headgear throwing,
The birch trees mutely grieve,

And the roadway where you're going
Cover with yellow leaves.

The sun in the clouds is hiding,
The bird trills no more sound,
And skeins of geese go flying
Mournfully southward bound.

Silent the wood, untrodden,

And wind with the cold holds sway,
But it cannot quench my ardour

As it strips the verdure away.

Nor can the hoar-frost’s dazzle

Touch the heart as it does the glade.
If one’s heart is still brightly blazing,

By this autumn it can’t be stayed.

Though a chill, cold wind be blowing,
What harm if you’re shivering?

‘With your loved one’s image glowing
There in your heart it’s spring.

Wearied with heartache’s burning,
Through the chill day’s hazy smoke,
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1 see my love returning,
And the white geese winging back.

Though the storm clouds like grey shades
lower,

And gather above my head,

I see Maytime and lilac flowers

And the valleys in verdure clad.

For my heart stays ever youthful,

Though the spring and the summer end,
Untouched by time, and joyful

We shall always be, my friends.

1937
Translated by Jessie Davies



Biky nuOBb Bo3Bpaniense AroGinvoil
U npuaer Geaoxpriabix ryceii.

1 xors Tyun, xak cepnie Temm,
CobtipatoTca Haj roaosoii,

Binky mait 1 yserense cupen,
Bioky oA, wro noxpriacs Tpasoil.

Aaxe B AHM yBAAAHBS TIPHPOAB
B cepaue uysctsylo moaoocTs A
Her, ne moryr cocraputs Hac roAl,
Hawa pagocts —HaBexu, aApysbs!

1937



I see my love returning,
And the white geese winging back.

Though the storm clouds like grey shades
lower,

And gather above my head,

I see Maytime and lilac flowers

And the valleys in verdure clad.

For my heart stays ever youthful,

Though the spring and the summer end,
Untouched by time, and joyful

We shall always be, my friends.

1937
Translated by Jessie Davies



TIOCBSIIIEHME

O coauge, coanue! Ects an xro-mmbyas,
Koro w1 o6aeanmao sxaproft Aackoii?

Kto 1a mpumcke roasn He AcKaa,
Haaesice Gponsy npessofiti oxpackoii?
Ybe TOAbKO cepAUC TBOEMY TCIAY

Beero ce6n naserpeuy ne packpeiao?

Koro u3 nac no Byiinoii rorose

Oreueckn He TAQAIIAO CBETIAOY

Orsern! Bapawentiuie To6oil UBeTst
Yna rpyas k cefe He DpHKIMara HEAHO?
A cragocth sroa, maamTeix To6of,

Heft KaZubifi POT Me CMAKOBAA TPHACKHO!

3 BeeX BAIOGAEHHBIX B COAHLE C JETCKIX AET
Kro-x10, a 51 ne 6yay ickaioueHseM:
Kaxyio necmio s 6 wu cOMIHMA,

Omna Obiaa TeGe AN HOCBALIEHBEM!
Munysinee — 6eCCOAHEYHO, TEMHO,

C nefec HA 3EMAI0 COAHIUE HE CXOAMAO.
TeM, KTO CTPAZAA It BEYHO TOAOARARA,

Yk HE TakiM Tel ZO6pHIM APYyrom 6bIAO.
Tru1, coanne, HamnM He GBIAO TOTAA,

He cHHCXO0AMAO A0 OKHa NOJABAAA,

I1 cropOAGHHBIX HEMBICAIMEIM TPYAOM

‘Teost AazoHB HII Pa3y He AacKaAa.

O serpeue 1 one Ayman... Crxn
Te6e niicaan podko, Geanalesxo,
NOTh B3rAf/0M NCPEKHHYTLCA CTPEMICH,
Ho Bear 11 970 GHIAO HEBOIMOKHO!
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A DEDICATION

Oh brilliant Sun! Is there anyone

From whom you have withheld your bounteous
ardour?

Who hasn’t lain uncovered in your rays

In hope of rivalling sunny gold in colour?

Whose heart so uninspired it hasn’t thrilled

With warmth to your unparalleled perfection?

Is there a madcap head the shining Orb

Has failed to pat with fatherly affection?

Oh say! Who hasn’t pressed to tender heart
The flowers that your radiance embellished?
The sweetness of the berries you helped grow
Who hasn’t tasted with a grateful relish?

Oh those who love the Sun from childhood on,

I certainly could not be an exception.

No matter what the song I write’s about

To you it always is a dedication.

The past was gloomy and devoid of light

The Sun did not reach down to earth from

heaven.

- Those days you were not such a kindly friend

To homeless' beggars and to starving have-nots.

Those days, oh Sun, you didn’t belong to us.

You'd not stoap down to glance into the cellar,

And never did your glowing beams caress

The wretches bowed by unremitting labour.

Without the barest hope of meeting you,

We wrote our poems in comfortless dejection.
Oh, if a glance we could have once exchanged...
But even that was quite out of the question.

Q3
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I1 pot cefiuac Ti—name nascera.
Mut, atoai, na tefa nsecM npaso.
Mut—BoAbHILIC cOrpaskAane TBOM,

Mu1— coaneunas Moignan Acpxapal

TTo nopyuensio xHTCACH 3eMA
S unine mocsmyam mecHio 9Ty,
O Beuno sicnoaukoc, Tebe

11 moemy memepkHylieMy CBETY.

19351937



But now we, people, have a right to you.
From hereon you belong to us forever.
We are your freeborn fellow citizens,

A mighty sunlit and dynamic Power.

On behalf of all the people of the world,
Oh gracious lifesustaining luminary,

I herewith dedicate this song

To you and your abiding glory.

1935-1937
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



5 IIOMHIO

Kax HexHO mpi mepsoM CBHAAHBE
Tor mue yambuyaacs, 1 nommo.
Il xak Tel, B OTBET Ha NpPH3HAHEE,
CMyTAaCh, OTBEPHYAACh, 5 TIOMHIO.

Mens Te MOKHHYAQ BCKOPE.
OTuasHbe CEPALE NPOXIAO MHE.
Kak uacto s maakar ot rops
B 6Gecconpple HOU —f MOMHIO.

Kax comn, nponecancs e meuaan,
no AAaBHHM an]\lCTal\l, S TIOMHIO
A1060BE —XOAOAHA, TOPAYA AH—
He racner. O6 sroMm st noMHio.

1938
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REMEMBRANCE

How sweetly you smiled at our meeting,
That first time we met, I remember.

And you at my fond words retreating,

So bashful and shy, I remember.

Far away from me quickly you went then,
And despair burnt my heart down

to embers.
How often I wept and lamented,
How sleepless the nights, I remember.

Like a dream has that pain now departed,
But from tokens of old, I remember,
Though frigid it be or warm-hearted,
Love will never be quenched, I remember.

1938
Translated by Jessie Daves
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Ame

Bosac mamero goma nsa
Honoii paayerca secue.

YX0Ky AW 51, TPHXOKY AlL,
Hayunaace kaanarscn mie.

Kak ¢ pa6ots1 npuay, caxycs
B cuuesaroii ee Temn,
Kaxapiit Beuep saech orabxalo,
Fae co mMuow pmeTs! OAML

A nopoio B ee oGBATBAX

A cmuxn mury zonosgua,
M 3axyMuiiBo roaoBy KAOHHT
Haa moeit Tetpaisio oma.

Bor nporecca pecennnii Berep,
Betsu mmer sakoabixan,

W oaun AucTOK, OTOPBaBULICH,
Ha crixotsopense ymaa.

Her, yoar, s3slka y HBBL,~
3HaTh, OHa BeTEPKa JKJAaAA

VI ¢ AMCTOUKOM BTHM YRaBIIIM
Mpue npuser csoii nepeJana.

Aoporas noapyra AaAexo,
I1 rasmKy fi B CTOPOHKY Ty
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THE WILLOW

to Amina

Near our home there’s a willow growing,
She’s so happy the Spring is here.

When I come in, or when I'm going,

She bows her greeting to me.

When I'm back home from my work I settle
In the bluishness of her shade.

Every evening I love to rest here

"Midst the flowers’ sweet cascade.

By her willowy arms encircled

All too often my poems 1 rhyme,
At such times in meditation

To my notes her head she inclines.

When the willow was set in motion

By a gust of the springtime breeze,

One light leaf that had come asunder
Found the lines of my poem with ease.

Willows, alas, have no means of talking,
So she hoped that a wind would blow
And the leaf that she’d semt in greeting
Her affection clearly would show.

PR

I keep glancing into the dim distance,
here at present my love sojourns,
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Besiknii pas, xax no mmaoii-npexpacuoit
Yyio cHoBa TOCKYy 1 Mmeurty.

Ecant 6 ¢ 1oii croponst, ¢ paccsera
Berepox mecennmit nmoaya,

Ecan 6 cepaue moeit aofumoii,
IIpoaeras, on BCKOALIXHYA,

Ecan 6 oH, Kak AHCTOUEK MBBL,
Ypounts npezo MHOK MOr
TTuceMmeno ot mMoeit Ar06uMOR,
Xots 651 mapy AacKOBEIX CTPOK,

Ilonsra 6b1 Aywa, Kak HeXeH
HAcnwiji sop A06HMOf MOEH,
Kak mo apyx6e ee rockyio,
Kak cockyuuacs s no Heif.

* %k

Kak B ob6bamiax oT0it mpst,

B moawasusoit ee Temm,
Kaxastit sBevep cua mabupaiocs,
YT06 CTPEMIITHCA B HOBblE AHI,

Taxk y cepaa Moeit arobimoit
Baoxuoseune uepnaso 1,
Pasropatocs — 11 HanoAuszocs
Beenit cuaanst GuITis,

Yro6, Tpyanch, Gopsack, noGexaad,

Iyt csoii sxusnennslii 0A0ACTD,
Apyxba ¢ neo, kax cnexnii  posayx,
Mnue mysxua i cefivac, u snpean,

Bor o6 stoit AwoGon 51 1pyxbe,
Y10 ncero cuabueli 1 neprci,
Hauncan s crirxorsopenne
3,1¢¢h, 10,1 CCHLIO HBLL MOCHL.
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Every time as in thought and remembrance
For her beauty and sweetness I yearn.

If a breeze from where it is morning
Would come drifting close to those parts,
If on its way as it passed my darling
It would stir the strings of her heart,

Or if en route it would drop before me,
Like the willow trec’s weightless leaf,

From my sweetheart a tiny letter,

Just a line, no matter how brief,

Then my heart would again remember,
How unclouded and tender her gaze,

How 1 yearn for her gentle friendship,

How I've missed her throughout those days.

L S

As in the shade of my own willow,
From the hush of its fond embrace,
Every evening strength I borrow

To forge through the oncoming days,

So from her who is my beloved,
From her love inspiration I draw,
With the joy of living I kindle,
Stamina and vitality draw.

So as to work, to fight and to conquer,
To traverse the life-span that’s mine,
Like fresh air I need her friendship,
Need today and for all time.

*Tis to this, my great love and friendship,
Whose great trust and strength will not fade,
That P’ve ventured to write this poem,
Here, beneath the willow tree’s shade.
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Boaae mamero zoma usa
Hosoii pagyerca Becwue,
Ioaofiaa Mens, HoapysKiAacs,
Hayunaace rrausrpes mHe.

Mapm 1939. Kasams



* ¥k

Near our home there’s a willow growing,
She’s so happy the spring is here,

She has come to love and respect me,

She bows her greeting to me.

March 1939. Kazan
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



XAJUE

Kak-10 crpanmio susmm MOs CAOKIAACH!
Oroneuck TaeA cama-cApa.

IMuiako noatoGia s, Beeit Ayimoio,

A npn serpeue nosaGuia caona.

Kax-to crpanno apyxGa sapaaarack!
Bee B meil Guao: Hckpermocts it CTPACT
Ho apa cuabubix, cTolikix YeAOBEKa,
Mur apyr apyra sicrepsaan BCAACTH.

I1 ma Bcem sanper, pesac onacka,
Monrooe yynctBo 1e pocao.

Ada u 1onocts TIBIAKYIO ¢ rogamit
BetpoM MHMOACTHBIM IIPOHECAO.

I cromus, orasasiBasch ropsko
Ha orpesox npommore nym.
Kto xe mumosar, xaxas cina
Ase ayum aepxana BsaneptH?

19561939
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TO HADIYA

It was quite unusual, my life’s story!

One small ember smouldered pale and weak.
Then for you it flamed into a passion,

But the words I sought I could not speak.

It was quite unusual, our friendship!

It was all sincerity and fire.

But two strongwilled people, for each other
To make hell of Life we never tired.

All around~taboos and interdictions.

From the start our youthful love was crossed
As the years went by our breathless ardour
With the fleeting wind was gone and lost.

There we stand and glance behind with sorrow
At the span that’s passed along with time.
Who's 1o blame, whatever were those forces
That had kept two loving hearts confined?

1936-1959
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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* ok %k

Cuneraasas 03opHiua,
Anorybaa Garounya,

Monrozan paaocts Mo,

Apyr, 1o umenn Xagus.

He xemannmnma, ne GOATYmIKa,
Kak 6amska mue Most moapyxKa!
Bee rasmky 51, He HArADKYCh,
Aaxe craasute ee Goroch.

Kak oxankuy ce, sameuy,

Tax u pserca ko MHe HascIpedy-
Bretca cepaue moe B rpyam,
Mano Mecra emy, moAp...

Ot yABGKH ee M B3TARAA
3abriBaerca rpycrs-A0CaAa.

A no06aro ee Beeit Aywoii,

Aa 1 eti xopowo co Muoii

Eit o apyx6e Bcera TBepKy .
Ho otkporo Bam cBoit cexper:
Aue AI0GOBBIO €€ ABIIIY 5,

Bes nee mme n xusun Her!

1936— 1939
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My blue-eyed mischievous darling,
My red-lipped mischievous darling,
My love, my joy ever young,

My bappiness named Hadiya.

Not a flirting talker is she,

How near my friend is to me!

I keep looking at her and 1
Sometimes fear an evil eye.

And when I hail her or greet her,
See how she longs to meet me.
And my heart beats in my chest
As though it lacks space...

When I see her smiling face,

1 forget my rainy days.

I love her with all my heart,

Of my presence she is glad.

Our vow of friendship is true,

But to tell my secret to you:

Of love alone 1 breathe,

It’s her- love keeps me alive!

1936-1939
Translated by Dmitry Privatkin

7198
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Bumator nioust - cunr yxo,uir npots
IT cepane nenpecranno Grer Tpepory.
Ho auao pajoctio-awoGas nous
Viiaer, ocsoGo,um sape iopory.

Amimmn spems paavoract cnoit rAy6OK,
Pacraer sraa i ciaysTot rops.
[Momaer Benepa sne Ayucit notox,
ITo ucGocsoay pasoasiotes 30pil.

ILaer 3aps, et 3a HOULIO BCACA,
Ilaer, xax sxiaun, n noGeAHOM OPCOAC:

Sl Bepio, uTo mcero cHABHCE CBCT... .l
IT kpenko skusun AIGGAI0 HC OTTOTO AR

19361939
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When I can’t sleep no matter how I try,
My heart is torn unceasingly with sorrow,
I joy to think that every night will fly

Before the sunny daybreak of the morrow.

As soon as time uncoils its daily skemn

The Morning Star will beam her rays upon us,
The gloomy shadows and the grief will wane
As brilliantly the Dawn lights up the heavens.

The sunrise follows on the heels of night.
As life it marches in unvanquished glory.
I know well there is nought to conquer Light...
That may be why 1 love this life so dearly!

1936-1939
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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N3 ANPHYECKHX OTPLIBKOB

1

Ulyss, nposneces aonian.
Coeracer 1e60.
ITcuesro oGrako 3a kpacM rop.
A BCR npHposa o A0KAC npourcAleN
Ewe noana pacckasop 30 citx 1op.
Apyr apyra goronss,
C MOKDBIX ANCTBCE
Cepebptibie kaneabkn crieusar,
I1 scrpe6
B nefo acnoc
B3MBIBACT,
TIpoxaazusine seTpoM PajoCTHO ABINIA.
Pyasut motor-Geryr
o BCeM A0poraM,
I sarycreann Boammr crieaoii pxi,
I cromno cpasy craau seaence
Pacrymnie BAOAL peuKi Kampuins.
Tononroaern, yauibuyancs possi,
AroBysce coamyen,
UHCTON CHHEBOI...
Tycenox xossiaser ToponanEo,
Y706 nckynatees B Ayke A0xA€BOI.

2

WAt wepes pomy i, man paecte, praovt-
Cutesnaces, meaa THI, pessa n BeceAa.

Ho powa xouunaace, 3
I pasomancs A0porit;
Crasana «Byas saoposls 1 pyxy noAard.
Faaz me cooamaa 11 ¢ aoporst yxosuelh,
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The shower has sped away.
The sky is brightening.
The cloud has sunk behind the mountain range.
Yet Nature’s still excited over the rainstorm
And telling storics that are wondrous strange.
The sparkling silver droplets
chase each other
To slip from off the branches and the leaves,
And soaring
high into the sky
delighted
The hawk inhales the cool and bracing breeze.
A streamlet runs and rings
on every pathway,
The swaying rye in fields looks so demur,
Along the riverside the whispering rushes
Have suddenly turned greener as it were.
The lovely roses smile and look the younger
Yor gazing at the clear blue firmament...
A gosling waddles to a rain-made puddle
To swim and romp to his little heart’s content.

2

You were so gay, so joyous, singing, laughing,
As we walked through the copse together,
you and I
The copse came to an end...
and there, our pathways parting,
:{Du said, your hand in mine:
T wish you luck, goodbye”.
Not for a second did your eyes turn from the
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Kax Gyaro noea smann
T0M, 32 XOAMOM KPYyTBN...
Ipowaii, apy:ox, npoyraiil.,
«ITiucars apyr apyry Gyaesw~
IMooGeyann MBI~ HY UTO KC, norananh.

Kax ao6mpmnit coange sipratii 1BeTox,
Tebst 1 maameno 1oAOGHA.

3Hai0, 0AHAKO, YTO A—HC INCpBbiil,
Muorux TBOIT B3O NACHIA.

CoAHLE 04110, 2 CKOABKO IIBCTOB,
Awbs, oxapser Tenaom csoum!..
Ilycts aT0 Bepiio,—1 Bee KC HEBOABHO
Pernyio tebs k Apyrim.

I1 ecan 6 ue craro GoraTcrs HHBIX,
IT ecant 6 coBcem omycreaa 3eMAd,
[Mo-npesxnemy Mbt ocrapanmcs 651 ABOE!
Cusiiine tooe—1 1.

4

Yepua, yrpioma nous 6niaa. Hasydacs,
A maan Tebn na Gepery pyuss.

Tycroit xambim, o6bar raybokoit Aymofi,
Ilea neymoauno mpo Tebs.

Yxe B kycrax samgeGeran mraxi,
Boauysa osepo, mosesn perep,
Ipopesaaacs saps...

5

Bea Beskux comuennit, 6e3 npiaysacil,
Te6Gsa noao6up Beeii cuA0il MeyTsI,

Paase 1e6e 5 ne otaan cepaue,

Koraa ane aofosbio oTBemAa Thi?
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As though a waiting train
beckoned you to go.
“Farewell, dear Friend, farewell,
“Well write cach other, promise!”
We promised. Well, 1 wonder... Only time will
show!...

3

A flower that joys in the rays of the sun,

I've fallen madly in love with you.

Well though 1 know that I'm not the first-
Many your gaze has lured.

How many flowers the Sun, though alone,
Endows with the heat of its ardent rays!...

Be that as it may, yet 1 can’t but own,

I'm jealous of all the rest.

And if the world’s riches should cease to be,
If suddenly all things should perish and die,
As always the two of us still would remain:

The glory that’s you ... and 1.

4

The night was black and sombre. In a torment,
I waited for you by the river bank.

Unceasingly of you the teeming rushes

In reverie kept up a chant.

The birds had started singing in the bushes;
And as the breeze sent ripples o'er the lake
1'saw the dawn come blushing...

5

1 love you without second thoughts or prompting,
With all the compelling force of a dream,

Didn’t I give you my heart without stinting
When love you returned for my love and estcem?
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IT passe ckprisaa st kakylo-vo Taiiny
Ian ut0-10 yrpaa? B ues wmon mima?
ITonep sue, noapyra: pee Mon HyBcma
TeGe oraato Gea ocraTtka, COAHA.

Mycrs wncran apy:x6a 1 nexnocrs 110,3apar
Hawm cuacrie, xotopowy ier rpamiyl..
Iyckait onn » cepauc passcioT COMHEHBS,

OC)’HIZIT, HPOTOMSAT CAC3LI C pCCllHu.’

19361939



Now is there anything I've been concealing?

In what have I sinned? Wherein lies my fault?
Belicve me, to you I've entrusted my feclings,
Without reservations, once and for all.

May fricndship and love that are pure and tender
Reward us with happiness and with good cheer.
And may they dispel in your heart all your trouble
And dry on your lashes the dreary tears!

1936-1939
Translated by Lydia Kmelyuk



TIPOITATL, MOS ¥MEHIA

T wos wanmpa. 3ToT npaseT
S ¢ mripov Tede pocwaan.

S oprue 1eSe mocnam csoe.

Txz maavs pe MepPIHET. MRS

i

8 =mzes tefs. romgias Kasams,
Nrewesciare Oewe CTeHL
Razwes—¢ 02\K0oHA TR Mamremws MAATROM.

i ok 180l rac nocrenesHo.

Ka30\005, T 1000 MHE QvOTpHms B IO
R\eursiint B5BOAHOBAHHEIM BSTALIOM.

I s, vremas Tefa, yeiosaw.

Kax OV.IT0 €O MHOI TH pAIoM.

Poaroll Moil IpyRoK, 5 noxumrya Tebd
C uaaexoii ropaveii oo crpacruoin
Tax Gyay cpusaTsed, 9106 cvexo B rpa3a

Cuorpers Haweil poy™™"  noip. £
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FAREWELL MY SWEET MAIDEN

to Amina

Farewell my sweet maiden. This greeting of mine
1 send on the breeze to you flying,

This heart of mine also to you I consign,

Alight with a passion undying.

I gazed on you then as I went from Kazan,
Where the kremlin’s white walls were a-shimmer,
You stood on the balcony waving your hand,
And then slowly your image grew dimmer.

It scemed that you looked me then straight in
the face,

Through tears your emotion confiding,

And then to console you I gave you a kiss,

As though you were standing beside me.

From you I departed, my darling so dear,

With hopes full of ardour and passion,

To fight the good fight, that I might wit}mut
ear,

Look straight in the eye my bright nation.

What joy it will give me to cuddle you tight,
The day I rejoin you, victorious,

For what could be better? But now I must fight
A war where the worst can befall us.

Farewell my sweet maiden! If ever my death
Should come from a wound that is fatal,

I vow that until 1 have drawn my last breath,
Il gaze on your features unsated.
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NPOIAYL, MOST YMHEHIIA

Avat

Ipowaii, sos ysmuuga. Dot npuser
A ¢ nerpom 1¢6e nocutaao.

A cepaue Tebe nocmaaio cooe,

AC IAAMSL HC MCPKHCT, NHAMSL

A pigea Tchs1, nokiaas Kazans,
Kpesacncrate Geapre cTersl,

Kasarocn —c GaAKkOHA Tht Maieumb TAGTROM,
1 o6k Tnoii rac TIOCTENEHHO,

0
Kazanocs, i AOATO MHE CMOTpIIUb B AL
B/\ecmlmm B3BOAHOBAHHLIM B3TAAAOM,

H 1, yreuran Tebs, neaopan,

Kax 6yato co muoio 161 psaoM.

Poanoii Mot ADYXOK, 1 TIOKHHYA TeB

C nagexaoit ropsdeii 1 cTpacTHOIL.

Tax 6yay Cpakarbcs, urof cMeAo B FAAsd
Cnyotpers, Haweil posune scHoOt.

Kax pagocrno 6yaer, ¢ mobegoii npHAT,
Ao 6oan obustsest ¢ 106010!
T10 momer Gum, ayume? Ho # ma pofine,
Tae moxer CAYUITBECS AIOBOE.

Hpowaii, mog ymmnga! Ecan cyasfa
Iowner ue CMEPTEALHYIO pay,
Ao canoii nocAe et MiyTI cnoeit
Canzerr pa AMIO TBOC CTamy.
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FAREWELL MY SWEET MAIDEN

to Amina

Farewcll my sweet maiden. This greeting of mine
I send on the breeze to you flying,

This heart of mine also to you I consign,

Alight with a passion undying.

I gazed on you then as I went from Kazan,
Where the kremlin’s white walls were a-shimmer,
You stood on the balcony waving your hand,
And then slowly your image grew dimmer.,

It seemed that you looked me then straight in
the face,

Through tears your emotion confiding,

And then o console you 1 gave you a kiss,

As though you were standing beside me.

Fr?m you I departed, my darling so dear,

With hopes full of ardour and passion,

To fight the good fight, that I might wit}]out
ear,

Look straight in the eye my bright nation.

What Joy it will give me to cuddle you tight,

The day 1 rejoin you, victorious,

Tor what could be better? But now T must fight

A war where the worst can befall us.

Farewell my sweet maiden! If ever my death
Should come from a wound that is fatal,

T vow that until 1 have drawn my last breath,
Tl gaze on your features unsated.

107



Mpoyaii, sost ysumya! B cmeprasi wol
9ac,

Koraa paccrasatscs npnaered,

Ayma, nepea TeMm Kag yraciyTh HaBek,

Cunnnes GLAOTO 3RIKCTCA.

B ropnunx ofnarsax yTxnet 03io6,
IT 5, caonno noay KuByio,
Iouyncrnyio 11a nosepTBeAbx rybax
Temro Tnocro nomeays.

V, rAnan Ha 9pesAbl, N0 MIABINM A2
CuepTeanno ToMuThes 51 CTaNY,

I1 perpa Aagoun, Kak pykif TBOM,
Ilpoxaazoo AsryT ma pany.

I B cepaye ocramercs TOALKO Ao0OBb
K 1c6e 11 pomnnomy kparo,

U crpoxu nocacanie Kposbio cpocit
O wueii Hammmy, yMupas.

Yro6 maulero cuacThs BparaM He otAaTh
Te6a st noxunya, poaHas...

A - panenstii —rpyasio Brieped ymnaay,
Aopory Bpary nperpasxAaas.

Croxoen 1 pazocten Gyger moii cOH,
Koab sxmsus moaapio s Orunsne,

A cepage GeccMmeprnoe B CCPAUC BoCY
3abserca, kak GIAOCH NP KIBHH.

TIpogail, Mo ymunpga. 9r1oT npnpeT
A ¢ serpom TeGe nocwraalo,

1 cepaue Te6e nockAalo CBOE,

Iae naams HE MepKHET, nblAas.

1941



Farewell my sweet maid! When the hour comes at
last,

The moment when we two must sever,

My heart will glow bright as it did in the past,

Before it’s extinguished forever.

My fever will calm in your ardent embrace,

I’ll feel, like a crystal stream’s healing,

The warmth on my lips that will come from your
kiss,

My lips in death’s pallor congealing.

And right to the death for your dear eyes I'll
pine,

The stars in the heavens perusing,

And on my hot wounds will the breeze’s palm lie,

As cool as your hand and as soothing.

Just you and my own native land will I then
Keep locked in my heart’s deep recesses,

And, as T le dying, for it will I pen

In my life’s blood the last of my verses.

In order our happiness not to yield up,

I left you, my own, my dear darling...

T’Il never retreat, and if wounded I'll drop,
The way of the enemy barring.

So peacefully, blissfully then will I rest,

If, my life for my native land given,

My heart shall eternally beat in your breast,
Pulsating as when I was living.

Farewell my sweet maiden. This greeting of mine
1 send on the breeze to you flying,

T}}IS heart of mine also to you 1 consign,

Alight with a passion undying.

1941

Translated by Jessie Davies



HA TIAMATH APYTY

T ymea B napag, n cpasy Craro
Kax-to ouemn rpycrio 6es 1e6s.

Hy, a tm parpycriiciun Al TaK O A}?)Tfy
Koan mactynut oucpeap smos?

Mt BCAB CTOABKO HEPEKHAI BMECTE,
Casngannsic apys6oii (ppomosoi'x!

Ao xonya Gpl HaM ne pasAydyarTsed,
Ao xouua npofitit 661 HaMm € Toboii!

A xorza Bepnemcst Mpt ¢ no6esof
B mam poaumslii ropog—s 1 ol
Ckoanko KAET HAC PafoCTH M AQCKH, |
Kak mac ncrperstl. Bx, Mewrsi, MEIT

Boian MEXAY SKII3HBIO MBI H CMEPTMO
Croabko aneitl.. A CKOALKO BHEPEAU!:
CT?IHC]\I A O TIPOLIAOM BCIIOMITHATD MbI!
yni‘lACM AH C IMIYA€I0 B l'pyjul?

Ecan, nocayxun cpoeft OTtunsne,
Beuneiv cuom sacny B moriae s,
3arpycrinub A o noste-gpyre,
IMo kasanckum yanyaa 6poan?

Ham ckperman  apyx6y kposb 11 maaMif
OtToro TAaK I Kpenka onal
Hacseprs  nocronst mur apyr aa  ApyTa.
Ecan HaM pasiyka cyxacna.

sae”
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TO A FRIEND

With your group you went. I noted sadly
How it dreary grew without you here.
Do you think you’ll miss your friend so badly
When it comes my time to disappear”

We have so much undergone together,

To each other bound in front-line strife!
Would that we might nevermore be severed,
Would we might together go through life.

When the victory comes and we arc going,
You and 1, back to our native homes,
Will they care and kindness there be showing?
How shall we be met?... Abh, dreams,

ah dreams!

We were oft within an ace of dying,

Doubtless we'll again be thither called.
Shall we recollect the old days’ flying?
Or with shot-torn breast in battle fall?

If 'm, in the service of my country,

To a soldier’s grave sent by the foe,

Will you grieve about your poet-comrade,
When through old Kazan you wandering go?

Blood and battle tied us to each other,

That is why our bonds waxed from the start!
Let us to the death back one another

If we're doomed one day to be apart.
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Ha cnoux coaaar ramanr Orunana,
Kax oromn kpyuar oms orues...
[orastasien Mit Bonnckoio Kannoil,
YUto asaa ¢ noGeot0 TPIAEM.

1941



To her soldicrs is our country looking,

Sces how fire with fire retwned will be,
And we, too, a warrior’s vow have taken
That we'll home return victoriously.

1941
Translated by Jesste Davees



CAE3A

Tokiaan ropoa » mxmii vac,
AOAro s rAsaea n TBOI rAasa.
oo, KAk H3 DTHX UEPHBIX TAAD
TMoxatitaach coeraast cacaa.

I1 Aofmit 1 wenasietn B weff
Bria meuccskaembii poAHHK.
Ho x exe sapaesueiica ooei
A ry6amin xapriMin IpIHUK.

Sl npuHiK K CBSTOMY POAHWKY,
Yro6u1 rpycts caeapr TBOEHt HEINTE
I 3a Bce xecTokoMy Bpary
IToasioit mepoit THeBa OTOMCTHTS.

H otunine cBeraas caesa
Crana gan spara crpamnee Tpo3,
YroBer HHKOTAA TBOH TAa3a
Boavwe we Tymammauchk oT caes.

Despans 1942. Bonxoscxusi giponm
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YOUR TEARS

In the stillness as we said goodbye,

Long into your dear-loved eyes I gazed.

I remember from those pitch-dark eyes,

Two transparent tears ran down your face.

Those two tears were an unbounded source
Of unspoken love and hatred bleak.

Then it was with burning lips T sought

The sweet comfort of vour blushing cheek.

I drank deeply from that sacred source
While I hoped your fears to quench.

There and then 1 vowed that on our foes
I would wreak a terrible revenge.

From that day your bright transparent tears
For the enemy have been a curse.
So that tears of sorrow and of fear
Never more from your dear eyes would course.

February 1942. The Volkhov Front
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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IIEPEJ ATAKOM

Buinnes, apyr! 3a Gocnoe cuactbe!

3a Gecerpamne onocTit sKHBOii!

Toanko 6 sutn! I xpaGpocmt it crpacm!t
Ha cto susicii xpamuT B Hac ¢ AHKBON

Hanoansii, Apy:ok, maMIanCKiM qapky,
JeByIIKIT HPICAAAIL HAM BIHO.

ITotomy An, uto s paa NOAApKy,
ToaAbko 1OAIOGIAOCE MHE OHO.

Mycrs sputes newoto ummyueii,
ABETCSL B JKHABL BOAHAMH OTHf..
Mosxker GbITE, OT cMepTIH HEMITHYUCH
Tot us Gos puinecems MeHs.

MosxeT 6b1Th, CAyWHTCH UTO NOXYHKE.
Toarko ¢ kem na nac? C toboit? Co M
Yro razars?

Hoit?

KEE
Xae6ueM 113 MeAHBIX KPYAC
Baary mameii pagoctn semHoit!

Ber, semasukn, BBIAYMUIUBI, [PaBO;~
Wau npocro myrtaer Becna®-—

Bam pymsmey csernrTca Aykaso

B xaxJ0il Kamae aroro BHHA.

Mb Haem B aTaky HA pPaccBeTE...
A IOKa B MOAYZHHI HOYHOM,
Munbte 3eMASUKI, KPYKKH ST
M 3a Bame cuacrbe pasombeM.

Hopasur an cepaye nyas aras
IIAn s ocramyck mempeat,
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BEFORE ATTACK

Here’s a toast, friend! To success!
To the courage of our youth alive!
May we live! So brave we are-
Enough to live a hundred lives!

Fill your cup with champagne:
The girls sent us splendid wine.
Maybe I'm charmed with this gift
But to me it tastes fine!

Let it bubble with hissing foam,
Fill our sinews with fiery breath.
Maybe in tomorrow’s attack
You will save me from death.

Or there may happen something worse.
But to whom? To you? To me?
Why be guessing?
Raise your cup,
Filled with fluid of our earthly joy!

You, my girls, are real magicians—

Or is spring leading me astray? - )
Your rosy cheeks—how slily they shine
In a tiny drop of scarlet wine!

Early in the morning we attack...

In the silence of the might,

Dear girls, here we drain our cup,
To our happiness we drink your wine!

Will a bullet pierce my heart? .
Will 1 stay unharmed, safe and alive?
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Bee pasno-o.m0 a8 mepio snao:
Mur » arake stoft noGeasns!

Beeii aywoft & uofeac Myt CTPCMHMCA
Yo rpycrims, Koraa ona B Aymie?
Tleit, sesu! Toaaproy nacaagMea
FIptr konmnae s tecnom GaHBAQKE..

Kpysmxy ocyus 5 0,110 MrHoBCHLC,
Aaniat TokoM oGiras por.

Kax a06mmix ry6 npuoctionetse,
Flyems ouna oroun 8 1eGe 3axuxcr.

JKap arofput mapoanofi, map saseroll
K may Jomea B ToM maameny KHBOM.
I ero p araxy B wac paccoersmsiit

Mzt aoporoit caanpr nonecen!

1942



All the same! One thing I know:
We are sure to win this fight!

Victory, wished-for by all,

When you’re in our souls, why be sad?
Drink, my friend, let’s revel in the gift
In this dugout lit by a wick-lamp.

Drain your cup in one long stretch,

In the scarlet current your mouths dip!
Let it kindle fire in your heart,

Like the ardent touch of loving lips.

And this scarlet wine brought to us
The heat of love, this living flame—
In the morning to the battlefield

We shall bring it by the road of fame!
1942

Translated by Dumityy Pryyathin






THE JOY OF SPRING

The smiling spring will all around be shedding
Its green upon the far-flung meadowlands.
New branches in the grove will be outspreading
And singing nightingales in gardens sound.

Then will you walk, the wood and pathway

taking,
Your tresses in the spring breeze borne abroad,
Your footsteps will the chilly dew be shaking,
But your love’s far away and you'll be sad.

In fields am 1, where barbed wire now is coiling,
And death goes whistling all adown the lea,
Though even here the sky is black with starlings,
They're starlings that have feathers made

of steel

Here bombs explode, and the Sun’s face is sullied,
Here you can smell the blood and not the rose,
Is not the dew that makes the thick grass humid,
But human tears and blood that on it flow.

Athwart the smoke 1 sometimes seek the sunlight,
And with a bitter pang my heart will swell,

hen on my hair the dewdrops will I sprinkle,
Catching a droplet in a flower’s bell.

And then P’ll scent the perfumes of the

springtime,
And all my soul will filled with blossom be.
You in the distance will be standing smiling,
My darling, my beloved, the spring for me!

The enemy came down to thieve and pillage,
nd we were parted, ruin was so near.
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PAAOCTDb BECHBI

Beena npitaer, yau6Groit osapan
[Tpociopit seacueioyx noAcii.
Packinter sermt poiga monoaasn,
B caay paccuimaer tpean coaoncit.

Toraa mnoitacus 11 no  Accnoil A0P
Baonniorca anc Kock Ha BETEPKC-
Xoaoanas poca ofpuiser Hort,
I i parpycrueun, —TBoii MRABL| BAAN

ST Ttam, rac noic B MPOBOAKC KOAIO!
Tac coinger cMepts mo mpoceran AecH
Cxsoptt 1t Tyt na nebe kpyxaT Tf
Ho a1t ¢ onepenmen craabus.

Tyt Gombnt PBYTCA, COAHLE FACTHAAL
Tyr castmen sanax kpops, HO HE [
He ot pocst cuipa tpasa rycran—

Or xpobit geaoBeueckoii I CA€3.

CKBO3b AbIM 33 COAHLEM A CAGKY TOPC
RKpagercs B cepane octpas TOCKa.

A Borocst cefe xpomaro pocow,
HOIUH\HIB pOCHﬂKy B 4allIevKe l;BeTKa-

Toraa s cabry apomar pecenumil,
Toraa AYlIa (IBEeTEHHEM IOAHA.

M Tt crommn ¢ yamGkoit B OTAAAENED
Most Aro6inasn, mos Bechal!

Bparn npuman pas6oiitioro opasoil.
Paccrannes mur, 6eaa Guiaa OGAnska.
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THE JOY OF SPRING

The smiling spring will all around be shedding
Its green wpon the far-flung meadowlands.
New branches in the grove will be outspreading
And singing nightingales in gardens sound.

Then will you walk, the wood and pathway

taking,
Your tresses in the spring breeze borne abroad,
Your footsteps will the chilly dew be shaking,
But your love’s far away and yowll be sad.

In fields am I, where barbed wire now is coiling,
And death goes whistling all adown the lea,
Though even here the sky is black with starlings,
They're starlings that have feathers made

of steel.

Here bombs explode, and the Sun’s face is sullied,
Here you can smell the blood and not the rose,
1¢’s not the dew that makes the thick grass humid,
But human tears and blood that on it flow.

Athwart the smoke I sometimes seek the sunlight,
And with a bitter pang my heart will swell,
Then on my hair the dewdrops will I sprinkle,
Catching a droplet in a flower’s bell.

And then I’I) scent the perfumes of the o

springtime,
And all my soul will filled with blossom be.
You in the distance will be standing smiling,
My darling, my beloved, the spring for mel

The enemy came down to thieve and pillage,
And we were parted, ruin was so near.
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Opyxee cxas, nay s B Gofi kpopasbrii
Passents seuncTs OCTpiEM UITHIKA,

I mer B Aywe sxeaanus clabHee,

I1 Bce Mon meurauns 06 oanOM~
YBugernca 6u1 ¢ MHAOIO MOCIO,

Toxonune ¢ TeMHBIM BPasKECKIM THE3AOM.

Kax a 6 ropanaca, uto or ciaur ppasbei
Cxyor 3amumiTs poaHyIo i BCCHY,—

He 6yaer coanye B rkonmom! u caxe,

I1 Goaswe meapyr me boiiger B CTpaHy.

Tlpoitan uepes cTpemunsy OrHEBYIO,

A 6u1 Bepiyacs, uro6 B POAHOM Kpaio
Te6s ysuaers v BecHy GOABLUYIO,
Cracennyio or neapyra B 6oro.

1942



I took up arms and joined the battle carnage
At bayonet’s point the evil scum to clear.

My heart has one desire above all other,

I'm of the same thing dreaming night and day,
To see once more my dearest one, my loved one,
When we’ve this nest of vipers cleared away.

How proud I'd be, staunchly to have defended
My darling and my spring from alien might,
No foe our land again shall ever enter,

For in the battle’s smoke Sun gives no light.

Through fire and water would 1 go unbidden,
To come once more back to my native home,
And see both you and the grand Spring delivered
In heat of battle from the alien foe.

192
Translated by Jessiec Davies



TBOA AOAS

Mt macrymaem. Baoay rpyasr aoma,
BunroBok, nywex—npnsimkm pasrposa.
Bor kacka, Hekasicras na msug,

C xokapgoit na 60Ky B TpaBe ACKHT.
3ap:kaseaa. Baaaeaey crama... Moriaa
Ha npepexpecrke BBICHTCH yHBIAO.

Chennan  Kpecr, CAOMAB  Kakoi-10  IIECT,
I1 xacky nHaxAoOyunAn Ha Kpecr,
CrepBaATHUKH 11 TOUIHE BOPOHS!

Haz HuM «icum»* 4HTAIOT NOXOPOHHBIL...

Tor, KTO 3apmiT 34€ch, OyAydinr KHBBIM,
BLIA MHOKECTBOM SKEAQHII} OACPIKIM:

Ha 9mux seMAfX BAACTBOBATL XOTEA OH
IToMenuKkoM, CaTPAIIOM OFOATEABIM.

B ero BooGpaskeHun Tynom

Hapog uaw ropapili 6s1a ero pabon.

Yebl, «Geamsma» GBIA  3ACTHTHYT KPAXOM—
O# cam M0 3eMAI0 AET XOAOZHBIM NPAXOM.

Ja, Tak, gaumcr, 3agyMan Tel XHTPO.

Ho ne tebe aeauts crpanst zo6po!
ApumH 3eMAn ga KpecT sy6ospiil B IOAE—
Bor, kak raacuT npHCAOBBE, cepebpo,
Koropoe mprutrock TeGe na goa0**!

Mapm 1942

* «Slcunn—oTX0AH27 MOAISTBA.
** Cepefipo, 9T0 npHUIAOCE HR TEOIO JOAI0 (noc.\oauul)"
Hpoumuechoe ofosnakenie OGMANYTHIX oAl
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YOUR REWARD

We are advancing. All around a jumble

Of mutilated weapons. Signs of debacle.

An iron helmet, humiliated and askew,

Lies by the roadside in the dew.

It’s gonc rusty. Its owner has long mouldered

Within the wayside mound that stands by mourn-
ful.

To make his cross they took two broken sticks,

And then on top his helmet they’d affixed.

There’s none to mourn his soul in doleful prayer

Except some skinny crows and haggard birds of

prey...

He who is buried here, while still alive,

Was swayed by more than one rapacious drive.
Of this vast land he wished to be the master,
A lord who ruled with ruthlessness and rigour.
He was so dull, so hopelessly depraved,

He thought our noble people to enslave.

Alas, the hapless wretch’s plans miscarried,

And he himself has been reduced to carrion.

Yes, Fascist, you had thought your plan just
grand.

But not for you the riches of this land!

Six feet of soil, a cross upon the plain—

Such, as the saying goes, is the reward

That you have earned from Fate for all your
pains!

March 1942

Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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CMEPTH JAEBYIIKH

Cro pamenblx oHa crmacha ogma
I1 BbiHECAA M3 OFHEBOTO IIKBAAQ,
Bogolo nanonaa nx oma

1 panu nx cama safunrosasa.

IToa AMBHEM DPACKAAGHHOTO CBHHUA
Ona noasaa, noaara Bes ocraHopki
W, panenoro noaofpas 6oiiya,
He 3a6uisara o ero sunToOBKE.

Ho sor B cro nepswii pas, B nocaeamuii
pas,
Ee cpasuA OCKOAOK MHHBI AIOTOM...
CKAOHHACH IUEAK 3HAMEH B IEYaABHBII
uac,
W1 kposb ee mmirana B Hux Kak 6yATo.

BOT Ha HOCHAKAX JAEBYIIKR ACKHT.

Urpaer serep npsaxoil 30A0THCTOL

Kak o6rauko, 4T0 COAHUE CKpBITH
CcrieumT,

PecHuysl 3aTEHNAII B3OP AY4HCTHIL

CriokoiiHas yAbIGKka Ha ee

T'y6ax, stsorHyTsl criokoiino Gposit.
Ona xak 6yAT0 Bnana B 3afbIThE,
Beceay ofopsas Ha NOAYCAOBE.

Cro sku3HEIl MOAOAAH >KU3HEL SAKIAZ

11 Bapyr cama noracaa b wac Kposapblif...
Ho cro cepaeu na caasnuie Aera

Ee nocmepTHoil BAOXHOBATCA caasoii.
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DEATH OF A GIRL

A hundred wounded in the field she saved,
Through hails of bullets bore them off and

tended,
Their parched and thirsty lips with water bathed,
And bandaged up their wounds quite single-handed.

Through bursts of white-hot lead without a stop
She’d crawl and crawl, of fear she showed no

trifle,
And when she picked a wounded soldier up
Made sure not to forget about his rifte.

A hundred times she’d gone. The next time

: though,

A splinter killed her from a mine exploding...
The flags, in mourning lowered, seemed all

drenched through—

Her crimson blood upon them brightly glowing.

There on a stretcher lay the lifeless girl,

The fluttering breeze her golden hair-strand
twining,

And like a cloud across the sun unfurled,

Her lashes drooped upon those eyes once shining.

A peaceful smile was playing round her lips,
Her drawn brows, too, serenity displaying,
It was as though she'd to oblivion slipped,
Without completing what she’d started saying.

A hundred other lives her young life stirred
Before it flickered out in battle gory...

And yet the glory of her dying spurred

A hundred other hearts to deeds of glory.
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Iloracaa, He YCICB pacusecTh, BecHa.
Ho, kax saps pPO&ARCT ACHbL, CIOpaf,
Bpary nornfean npmiecs, ona
Becemepruoo octarack, yvupast.

Anpens 1942



Her spring was blighted, bloom would never know.
But just as dawn must burn, the daylight giving,
So, as she dealt destruction to the foe,

She in her hour of death she still was living.

April 1942
Translated by Jessie Davies















IIECHA JEBYIOKU

Muarnii Moft, pajocTs sxusmn Moelf,
3a O1unsHy yXOAMT B IOKOA.
Muaniit MO#, COAHUE xusHH Moeii,
Cepaye apyra c coboii ymecer.

A paccraHycs ¢ AIOOHMBIM MOUM,
Henerxo nposoxats Ha BoiiHy.
Ilycrs Gou om mpofizer HeBpeAUM
1 » poanyo NpUAET CTOPOHY.

Becrs o ToM, uro 1t xay, u Aw0bAw,
S xKUTHTY NOLIAIO CBOEMy.
Bects o ToM, uro s xay # A0DAD,
Bcex noaapxoe A0poxe emy.

Hhows 1942
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THE GIRL’S SONG

My beloved, joy of my life,
To fight for his land departs.
My beloved, joy of my life,
Is taking his friend’s heart.

I am parting from my beloved.
How hard it is to part!

Let him come back to his native land,
Through all battles pass unharmed.

The news I await and love him
I’ll be sending to my djigit.
The news 1 await and love him
Is to him the sweetest gift.

June 1942
Translated by Dmitry Priyathin
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IIAATOYEK

Ipoctitatice Mbl, 1 ¢ BHnITON KafiMo0
IIAaTok poanbic PyKH AaAH Miic.

Tlosapok wacii! O Bceraa co MHOMW0.
Beas um sakpnia s pamy Ha BofiHe.

Oxpacniacst TAQTONCK TEMAOIT KPOBbIO,
TToseaas MuE 0 uem-TO 0 POAHOM.
Karx 6yaTo HaxAoHIAACK K H3rOAOBEIO
Mos rospyra B NOAE 1OA OTHEM.

Ilepes Bparos KOAGH HE INPEKAOHAA A
He orcrynna B cpasmenpax Hi Ha NAAb.
O ToM, Kak Halle CYACTHE OTCIOAA
IIratouex sTOT BrpaBe pacckasaTs.

Hom 1942
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THE SHAWL

We parted—her dear hands
Gave me this embroidered shawl.
1 laid it on my battle wounds.
This gift is the dearest of all.

The shawl is tinged with blood,
It tells of something dear,

As though, bent over my head,
My love’s in the battle here.

I’ve not given an inch of my land,
To the foe I have never knelt,
How I champion our love

This shawl can rightly tell.

July 1942
Translated by Dmutry Pripatfan
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TPOCTH, POMHA!

INpocnt smeun, Poasna, uue coaroe

I1Ma ne pas nosropar s b 6o,

Ipocnt 82 10, w0 ¢ MOCACAMIM B3AOXOM
He otaaa s xnsun po craasy TBOIO.

O mer, 2 1e6n m1 Ha MHr HE NPEARA
Bo nma nbsiammkn —sxasmn moeti.

Boaxon —cairaereas: cpmygennoli nprcare
A pepen 6bIA 40 nocaeasux AHeil.

He 1pycua s, muas, kak pyrca GomG,
Kax comarores myass counyoBeiM 20XKACM,
He aporuya aymioii, koraa Kposb 51 TPYIE!
Toabxo 1 Gs1AM BHAHBI KPYTOM.

XoTs csagm M Crepesy, cAesa I Crnpasa
Otpesan 6BIA IyTh, XOTH MBIAAA TPYAB,
O6AnTas KPOBBIO,~HE AHA f CAE3bI,
Ocaab, Ho aymoit He craben HHUYTE.

Tens cMepTH KOCTAsBOIl, HeOTBPATHMOI

Ko mHue npubamkarach,—u JyMara a:

«Bepn mens, cmeprs! B menasicTHOM
pabetse

IMycxaii He oxoHuuTca xu3Hb Mosul.»

He a Au mucan Moeli cnyTHige KH3II:
«He 6oiics, poaHas, MHE LEAb SCHA,—
Tlycre KpOBH FIOCACAHAA KANAH MPOABETCH,
Ha xasrse moeit ne 6yzer narHa b

He 5 Al naaMeHHBIMH CTHXaMH
B kpopasom Gow postaamar: «KasHycs,
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A PLEA TO MOTHERLAND

Forgive me, Motherland, whose name
Was on my lips in bitter strife,
Forgive me~to your sacred glory

1 failed to sacrifice my life.

1 didn’t betray you for a moment

To save my life, a speck of dust.

The Volkhov Front knows-I to my oath
Was faithful to the very last!

I feared not when I heard the blast
Of bombs and bullets’ buzzing sound.
1 faltered not when blood and corpses
Was all there was to see around.

Although on every side the road

Was cut, although my chest was burnt
With my hot blood, I shed no tear—

My limbs were weak, my soul was strong.

The shade of Death, raw-boned and morbid,
Came close to me, and then I thought:
“Oh, take me, Death! To end in bondage,
A wretched slave, my life refuses!”

Yes, it was I wrote to my darling:
“Be not afraid, clear is my aim:

I may be dead, I may be wounded,
But never will my oath be stained!”

Yes, it was 1 wrote fiery verses
In bloody combat: “I have sworn
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YRRy CMCPTh~C TPEIPCHHCM 31 THCBOM
B ano eli p nocaeamtii aur yamGiyes»

ITucar a: «Awobosy o5, 0 noapyra,
Iomomer B Mykax HPCACMCPTHBIX MHE—
Kax sepen a Gua 1 tefe, 1 Orunane,
A xposbio csocii manuury Ha semach

Thicaa sn: «OTAaM CBOIO HU3HL B CPAKEILE
11 ToAbkO TOrAa CrHOKOMHO yCHY...»
Tlosepr Mie, OTunsna: ropaymsM cepAyeM
Teepana a xasrpy a1y 04HYy!

Ho aro mago muoo cyssba mocMesaacs,
IT cMeprn mena He KOCHYAACh, WET...
Yto MOT % moJeAats, ECAH HEXKJIAHHO
B nocaeamiii Miur OTKA3AA [ACTOAET?

Cebs croprion GecriollajHo XaaHuT,
Ybuaes, 4T0 OH OKPYXEH OTHEM,
Open ymmpaer, ¢ yreca Gpocaacs,
A a paspe me Gua TakiM opaom?

Ja, Poauna, Bepb: GLIA OPAOM st CMEABIM,
11 ut06 He nomacThCs BO BPaXLIO CETP,
XoTeAa s pacnpaBiTh TOPABIE KPHIABA,

C yreca Gpocuteca—u yMepers.

Xotea, HO He cMOT... OT NOCAEAHETO CAOBA
Peumin oTkasatecs APYr-nHCTOAET...

A Bpar MHe ckoBaa ochabeawie pyki,
Tornaa nmo gopore xectokux Gea.

Teneps 7 b Hesoae... Kaxzgoe yTpo
FJ\;va HA BOCTOK, rJc 3apsa B301LIAA,
M naamsa miyenss CTHXaMH ppeTcs
M3 cepaua napaneHHoro opaa.

Boctok—cAoBHO 3Hams B pykax Apyseii—
Ornem 1o yrpam nebeca Garpur...
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That when 1 see my Death approach
In His face I shall smile with scorn!”

I wrote: “Your love, my darling, will help
Me face the pain of death

And, spelled in blood, my dying words
Shall witness to my faith!”

I wrote: “I'll give my life in combat
And then lie peacefully asleep.”
Believe me, Motherland -to a burning
Heart this the oath to keep.

But Fate was cruel, Fate was mocking...
And Death, you’ve not borne me away.
What could I do-at a fateful moment,
Quite suddenly, my pistol failed.

A scorpion is firmly biting
Himself when he’s besieged by fire,
An eagle proudly rushes down
The cliff~and such was my desire.

Believe me: yes, I was an eagle

And, to avoid the hostile nets,

1 wished to spread my wings, go rushing
Down from the cliff to meet my death...

1 wished... but could I?... My companion,
My pistol, would not say a word,

The enemy took hold of me

And tied my hands until it hurt.

Now I'm in bondage... Every morning
1 look to the East, where new days start,
The flame of vengeance bursts in poems
From a captive eagle’s wounded heart...

The East is like a friendly banner,
It paints in red the skies at dawn...
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O ccan 6, apyssa goporie, Bhl SHAAN!
He Goavio npobnroll rpyan, ne newarsio,
A spocteio mAaeHHOE cepaye roput!

Oana Aamme Bagexaa: Gexars IOMOKET
Mue uepnan asrycroBcxas HOUD.
Comyennift thes 1 awfone k  Omusnaue
Paspyunits HEBOAIO ZOAXHBI NOMOYB!

Oana Anu HazexAa, Apy3ss, 4TO CKOPO
Onars a1 npuMKHy K prgaM GOEBEIM
Uapanennend, HO HE CMUPUBUINMCE

B pabcrse,
Hirvess He sanaTHaHHBIM CEPAUEM MOUM.

Hions 1942



1 wish, I wish you knew, my dear,
It’s not with pain, with grief, with fear—
With wrath my captive heart does burn!

There is one hope—a night in August
Will help me flee the dungeon deep.
My sacred wrath, love for my country
Must help me break from slavery!

There is one hope~—that soon, dear comrades,
Of your ranks I’ll form part again,

With mutilated, but unbending,

Unstained, inviolable heart!

July 1942
Translated by Dmitry Priyatkin



BOAA

II B wac, Koraa Mue COH rAa3’a CMBIKAET,
I1 » vac, koraa somet seus BocxoJ,

Mue kaskercs, uero-r1o me XpaTaer,
Yero-to octpo MmHe HEAOCTACT.

Ects pykn, worn-mce kak 6yato UeAD,
Ects y sens 11 Teao u ayma.

M ToAabko mer csoBoapt! Bor B uem aeao!
MHe TSKKO :KITh, HEBOAEIO ABILIA.

Koraa ® Temmmiue peus TBOs HeEMEET,
Her sxusun B teae—otusan ee,
Kaxoe Tam snauerme rneer
He6rimite t0e 1AL GnrTHE?

Yro Mue ¢ toro, uto He Ge3 HOr A BPOAC:
O —uTO ecTh, UTO HETY y MEHA,

Beas He cTymiTs MHe mary Ha CBOOOAY,
Packopaunbivir mechamu 3seHs,

A sripoc Ges poauTeaeii, H BCe KeE
He uysctBOBaA cebn s cupoToil.

Ho 10, 910 6BIAG AASL MeHA AOPOKE,
A notepaa: Ortunamy, xpait poamoit!

B crpane BparoB s pa6 TyT, fi HCBOABHIIK,
Bes poasupl, Ge3 BoAm-cHpoTa,
Ho ars Bparos A Bce paBHO —KDPaMOABHHK;
11 xu3ue Mos B GeToHe sanepra.

Moz cpo6oaa, BOAs s0A0TAA,
Twt mrigeit yaereaa nasceraa.
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FREEDOM

When with the light of dawn I am awaking,
Or when 1 sink into sleep’s dark abyss,

I have a feeling that there’s something wanting,
That there is something very much amiss.

My hands and fect ... they do not seem disabled,
I seem quite sound of body and of soul.

It’s freedom that I lack! Yes, that’s the trouble.
I cannot breathe the air a captive’s doled.

When in captivity your speech is stifled,
Your living body is of life deprived.
And then it doesn’t matter, not a trifle,
Whether you are dead or still alive!

Even if my limbs are whole, what do I profit?
It really makes no difference that they are.
My right to move of my free will is forfeit,
My every step, my every song is barred.

I grew up without parents yet I never
Felt hopelessly bereaved and all alone.
But now I've lost what I held even dearer:
My native land, the land that was my own.

In hostile country I am held a captive,

An orphan without liberty or home.

But to my foes I’m nonetheless destructive,

And so my life has been confined in stone.

Just like a golden bird you've flown forever,
My winged liberty, my freedom fair.
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Basaa 6 meun ¢ coforo, yacras,
3auem s cpady ne morn6 Toraa?

He nepeaats, ne puickasatn necit Goal,
CpoGoaa HcBosspaTHas MO,

Sl paasc anan na noae peny Boac!

Yauaa n uesoae yeuy oas sl

Ho koAb cyanba paspymmt sTi CcBOAB!

11 3aecy mnaliger mMcns elge B JKHBBIX,—
Casroii 6opsbe 3a poalo, 3a cnoboay

J nocssuyy ocratok ameii CBOIX.

Hion 1942



If only you had let me go together...
Oh why did I not perish, then and there?!

There is no way to plumb, no way to fathom
The pain that racks the heart for freedom lost.
When free, I did not know the price of freedom,
In slavery have I learned what freedom costs!

Should destiny one day destroy this prison,

And should it find me here and still alive,
To liberty, the sacred fight for freedom

T'll give each moment that remains in life.

July 1942
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



IITAIIIKA

Bapakop nemt u mecox <buryyiii
Koatoukoii oroposkennt kpyroa.

Kak 6yzro Mbt skykun B nanosnoit xyde:
3aecy wonowmmmea. 3,10¢h MBI 1 KIBEM.

Yymoe COAHIIE BCXOANT 11a,3 XOAMAMH,
Ho nouesy naxaypuaoch ono? -

He rpeer, ne Aackaci i ayuani,—
Beaxuauenuoe, 6aeanoc 1s11o...

3a AarepeMm IIPOCTCPAGCL K ACCY TIOAC,
O16uBKka KOC TaM MO Y IPAM CABIIIHA.
Buepa ¢ safopa, sarcien 1 1cnono,

Ham neaa nramxa goGpas osua.

Ts, nramka, me Ha 910v noii 3abope.
Bem: B Aarepp Hawl Olacno 3AACTATD.
Ter BuacAa caMa-—Tyl KPoBnb 1T lOPC,
TyT CA€3bI 3ACTABAMIOT HAC TAOTATb.

Oii, rocten AETKOKpBIAQs, CKOpCe
Mpue orseuaii: xoraa » Mmoo crpany
Ter cHOBA NOAETHUI, CBOGOAHO pes?
Xouy 5t npockBy BHICKASA1L OALY.

B ayme nenoxopennoii upocsGa ata
JKuangero 6s1aa nemano Aueii.

Moit GureTporpaianii Apyr! Kak necns nosta
Muncn na npocTop MOHX POAHBIX noacii.
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TO A LITTLE BIRD

All 'round us sand. A chain of dreary barracks,
Surrounded on all sides by barbed wire.

We're just like heetles delving in our dunghills.
This is our lodging. This is where we’re mired.

An alien sun wises o'er the hilltops,

1 wonder why it always looks so grim?

It doesn’t warm, its beams do not caress us,
It’s just a blotch of lifeless pale chagrin ..

From off the ficld that stretches to the forest
The sound of mowing cvery morn is heard.
But yesterday there flew into our prison

To sing for us a kindly little bird.

My dear one, you have picked the wrong
enclosure,
It’s dangerous to come to sing in herc.
You’ve seen yowsell -the heartache and the
bloodshed...
This camp’s a vale of hopelessness and tears.

Oh welcome wanderer, do answer quickly:
When will you soar again into the blue

To wing your way unhampered to my country?
I have a favow to request of you.

In my unvanquished soul this last entreaty

Has lived in hope for many, many days.

My fleet-winged firiend! Go, speed you to my
country,

To its vast ficlds the poet’s song convey!
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ITo KpHLIABAM-CTPCAAM 5t MO 3BOHKHM
necH M

Tebs aerko ysuaer mon Hapoa.

1 nycts on ckaxker:—O noste Bects HaM

Bor sta nTamka nszaAn mecer.

Bparn HazeAlr Ha HETO OKOBHI,

Ho me cymean BOAIO B HEM CAOMHTS.
Tlycts B saTouene OH, HOSTA CAOBO
Huxro He B CHAGX 3aKOBATh, YOHT...

Cro6oanoii necweii maenHoro nosrta
Crneum, Mos KpbiaaTtas, ZoMoii.

Koas cam norufuy ma wyxGuHe rae-1o,
To 6yAeT mecust sxuth B cTpane pojwoii!

Aszyem 1942



My people will immediately know you

By your sonorous voice and spear-shaped wings.

And they will say: 'Tis tidings of the poet

From distant parts the feathered songstress
brings.

Our deadly foes have put him into shackles,
But nothing that they did could break his will.
Though in captivity, the poet’s message,

No force can manacle, no force can kill...

The free-born poem of the captive poet,

You, my winged one, hasten to our home.

And though in foreign country I should perish
My song will live undying ’mongst my own!
August 1942

Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



BOABHBIE JYMB!

HoGeurr seus, kagercs, aypa-cyept,
Toaoa, xonoa, numt Menn maseayT,

IT ympy, xax snmofi ma xoaoamofi newst
O,umoko cTapyxs Huie MpyT.

A meuran, uto nornbuy 1o rpajoM myab,
Ho-repoiicxy xorea B boto yyepers,

Ho e puumo! Konruaxoii Tyckaoil uaas,
Cymaeno B ncpoae e Aoropeth.

Bee cTpesAcHL MOM npeBpaTHAICE B 1PAX,

A najzesacs MHoroe s €o3Jath,

Ho nanpacno mucax a: «C yambroit
yMpY?s

Her, axurnrsl, ne xouerca ysmupats!

Pagpe xua 5 AOCTATOWHO Ha SeMAe?
Pagne cmor copepumth Goasume Aera?
Bepio a1, ecann 6 sxusHp NpoJAIAACE MO,
To xyaa 611 noaeance GbiTh MOTAR.

Hukoraa s He uayBcTBOBaA 40 CHX TOP
Croapko GOAN 11 kapa B cBoeil KpOBH—
CTOABKO KaKAbI CBOGOABI, Krydeli TOCKH,
CTOABKO rHEBa, HEHABICTI, AIOGBIT!

Qb Tenepbh NOCTHE  f, KAKUM OTHEM
B uenoBeke CEpAUE MOKET NLIAATE,—~
Boapno smars, wro xkapriii sTOT OTOHB
He cysmea s Orunsue cpoeit oTAarh.
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MY AILING THOUGHTS

I'm afraid that fool death will defeat me soon,
The hunger, lice and cold will do me in,

And T'Il die as in winter an old beggar dies,
All alone, without comfort of friend or kin.

1 had hoped a bullet would strike me down,
In the thick of battle a hero I'd fall,

But alas! An enfeebled, sputtering flame,

In captivity I am fated to pall.

1 have witnessed my hopes all reduced to dust,
All the hopes of achievement that had run so

high.

I should never have written: “I’ll die with a
smile”

For it’s true, my dear friends, I don’t want to
die!

Is it possible I have lived long enough?

Could T do very much in that span on earth?
1 am certain that if my life were prolonged
It could be from hereon of much greater worth.

I had never before to this very day

Felt such pain and such searing fire in my blood,
Such desire for freedom and such distress,

Such consuming anger and hatred and love!

Only now have I fathomed what flaming fire
In a human heart can billow and flame.

I have failed to give of that fire to my land
And that thought is what gives me no end of pain.
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Passc cyepth ofiana 1Al cTpaniHa,
Ecan riGuemss Tt sa  poatofi wapoa?
Ho nosopua, Apyses, aame cavas MBICAb
Y10 yMpy OT roAoaa i HEBIrOA.

Kirms xouy, utoGel cepaua nocacAHi
yaap

3a poAlyIo 3CMAIO OTAATh CBOIO,

Yol mor 5, yke ymupas, CKasarh:

~3a 1¢65, Otunana, xusnn OTAA0!

Cenmabps 1942



If one has to dic for one’s own land,

Such a death would not grieve or terrify.

But, my friends, I start blushing with shame to
think

That of hunger and hardships I may die.

I want to live so that for my native land

I could give my heart to the very last beat.

So that “Motherland, ’tis for your sake I die...”
With my dying breath I could happily breathe!

September 1942
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



PACCTABAHLE

Kax Ttpyano, Tpyamo paccrasatees, 3Has,
Yro mikoraa He BCTpeTumn, APYra BHOBb.
Ay 1e6s Bcero-to 1 Gorarctsa—

Ouana antue 9ta Apy:Ga aa atofoss!
Koraa ayma c Aywoii HacToAbKO CANTH,
Uro pasican Ix-—u OHH yMpYT,

Koraa cymectsopanite semuoe

B pasayke ¢ apyrom-—uenociapuetl TpyA
Bapyr or Tebs naeek ynocur apyra
Cyasbut HeymoAnMas rposa.

B nocaeamuii pas x ryGan npiokantch ryGeh
I1 xKeT AULO MOCAEAHAR CAC3A...

Kax muoro 6s1a0 y McHf Koraa-1o
Tosapmeit atofumpix 1 apyaefi!

Teneps a1 oamnok... Ho nce nx caesst

He prickixaror Ha 1yexe Moeit.

Kaxkue 6ypn kayT mens,—we snalo,
Ilyckail Mue xoxy BhICymlaT roJa,

Ho eaxiit caea caesst nocaeaueii Apyra
Ha weii # 6yay uysctsoBats Bceria.
Hexano rops s yswaa na ceere,

Yike ZaBHO 5 BBIMAQKAA IAasa,

Ho y meus 6 mamnace caesa Ars ApYra:—
CBHAZ\H")'I CHACTANBasfg CAC2a.

He amn, ne mecsaust, a rogut rops

Aexat 10poo Ha Mmoeil Ipyait...

Cyapfa, Tak Maro y 1e61 npoury A:

Mens Tt cuacrhenm Berpeun narpamt!

Oxmabpy 1942
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PARTING

A parting with a friend is past all bearing
When there’s no hope of meeting any more.
Especially if the riches you can boast of
Comprise of love and friendship, nothing more.
When heart with heart are merged in such a
oneness
That they would die once they are torn apart,
And when the trials and labours of existence
Without one’s friend would simply be too hard,
Your friend from you by destiny is severed
Forever, at a stroke right from the clear,
And lips are pressed to lips the last time ever,
Your face is seared by one last bitter tear..

There was a time I had so very many

Good comrades and true friends 1 held so dear.
Now I am all alone .. but now as always
Upon my cheek 1 sense their fervent tears.
Pve no idea what storms and trials await me,
But even when my skin is parched with years,
No matter if the trace they leave is bitter,
I'll always quicken to a friend’s last tear.

In life I've known much sorrow and affliction,
I have no tears left, my eyes are dry.

But I'd have found a tear for one I cherish.
The joy of secing a friend would make me cry.
It is not days, but months and years of sorrow
That press down heavily upon my breast.

Oh, Fate, a meeting with a friend vouchsafe me!
It's really such a trifle 1 request...

Oclober 1942
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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MIOCAEAHAA IMECHA

Kaxkasn paaan seMAs
IIpocropuas, nexarasauas!
Toabko MoOst TIOpPEM2
Tevnasn 11 cypagnas.

B nebe nmitga AeTHT,
Bousmaer a0 obaakon onal
A # ACKY HA TIOAY:

Pyxit Moit 3axopatibL

Pacrer na pBoac LIBCTOK,
On noaon Gaaroyxams,
A R yBRAAIC B TIOPBMC:
Muc ne xpaTacT AnIXAHIL.

S anaio, KAk CALIKO KiTh,
O citaa sxuann noGeaman!
Ho s ysupaio n TiopLMc,

Jra necnsn Mon—
NOCAC R

Asnan 1945
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THE LAST SONG

The Earth is so vast,
Spacious, lovely!
And my prison is
Dark and stinking.

A bird in the sky
Soars to the clouds.
On the floor I lie,
My hands are chained.

A flower grows in freedom,
Sweet it smelis!?

I languish in prison,

My breath fails.

Victorious force of life!
I know life is sweet.
And I die in prison.
This song is

my last.
August 1943

Translated by Dmitry Priyatkin
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KAITPH3HAST AIOBOBHHMIIA

Kpacorka ropopiiaa moroaas

Llapesnuy, npiaanmenmy n AoGwi:

- Yro6s1 noBeputs B CTPacTs 1RO
MorAd A,

Dii, WaxcKuii ChH, TH Gpara ymcpTBiL

Il maxsage, ocaywatecs He over,
TToutea 11 Gpary roaosy orcek.
I1 Bot ou mossuACA nepea Heo
I1 ucpen NMOAOKHA y MilAbLIX HOT.

KpacoTka B uepen nansaer nay,
A106inonmy ero noanocnt: «Ieii!»
Tor 54 yapesy BLIIHA KaK OTPAAY...
.]\IOGOBI: CACIIa I TCM CTOKpﬂT ClU\bHCﬁ-

NO6HA 51 KHSHB BCEM CEPALEM, K
Harpaab!

A, naxonen, A0xAanca, HO Kaxoii?

KosapHnas saer mMue wauy saa,

Ta vama-—uepen ronoctit 6sir0ii!

Aszyem 1943
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A FICKLE MISTRESS

One day a young cnchantress told her suitor,
A prince whose passion nothing could allay:
“If you want me to believe your ardour,
Go, Shah-zadch, your roval brother slay.”

Not daring disobey his mistress’ order,

His brother’s head he struck off with a sweep,
And soon he reappearcd before her

And placed the skull at her beloved fect.

The charmer poured some poison in the death’s
head.

“Drink the cup”,~her lover she enjoined.

He drank as though it were a benediction...

The blinder, love, the surer it destroys.

Pve worshipped life with passion and abandon,

And I'm 1o get what’s my reward at last:

The False One offers me a cup of poison, ,

That cup’s the death’s head of a youth thatj
past!

August 1943
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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OCY>KAEHHBI

TIpurosop ceroans oGBABHAN:

K cveprHoii kasnn oH npHrosopet.
ToAbKO cAcabl, uTO B TIPYyAM KHICAN,
Bee nicearan... 11 ne naauer oH.

Tuxo B kamepe... C nounoro ne6a
IoAnast AyHa TAsANT, TPYCTS.

A Geausra aymaer, uto 6yaeT
Citporoit pacrit ero aAnTi.

Cenmabpy 1943
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THE CONDEMNED MAN

They today the verdict out are spelling:

And his sentence—cxecution is.

Then the tears with which his breast was swelling,
All dried up~no sorry weeping his.

Silent the cell... The whole night sky suffusing,
The full moon gazes in dejectedly,

The luckless devil sitting there and musing

That his little child would orphaned be.

September 1913
Translated by Jessie Davies
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COH B TIOPEME

cie.
* pyuongoit.

3aAQ  MHC,
TGS .
AO 1YPRA MHC NTPHBIACAACH BO ¥ pcGCHKa-

INpuuaa, npuraayaa muc qy6s
- Oft, aoaro Tt xoaual~cka
I A , ‘A B30,

II npmo B aynry rasmy? !‘lnej\o.

Ot pagocTit KpysKHAQCH ro.\oum;m,l,

al
J1 kpowky obunman, i1 cepaie <
1T ayman a2 Tak Bor 1B KakopZ

Ato60oBE, TOCKa, AGCTUrLIARL npe, .
H
" o,
Tloroy mur ¢ neil yserounsie MC
yTOorAa Heor
Iepenaviaan, no Ayram GAy
CBETAC 1t BOABHO PAsANAACE 3aF —
W erazocts sxiam pHOBE MO3NHAA,
TIpociyacs a. Kax npesae, 5 17
M kamepa yrpiomas Bce Ta XK€,
W e e kaHAAABL, 11 B MOAYTEM,
Bee 10 xe rope ixaer, cronr Ha
4

CTpAXe.

3adem f KNBHBIO CHBL CBOM 30BY?
SaueM Tak MHDP ypPOAyeT TEMHILZ
Yro Goar u rope Mywar Hasmy,
A pPaioCTh TOABKO CHHTCH?

Cenmanbps 1943
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A DREAM IN PRISON

I saw my little daughter in a dream...

She came, her little hand caressed my hair.

And then she said to me: “How long you've
been...”

Before her little eyes my soul lay bare.

With joy my head went dizzy. 1 caressed

My daughter and my heart was singing loud.

The thought occurred to me: “That is what
limitless

Love, agony and pain can bring about.”

And then we swam across a flowery sea,

We wandered in the meadows far and wide.
The day was dawning-it was light and free
And once again I knew the joy of life.

Then I awoke—in prison as before, .
The same grim cell, and chains, and window
barred.

In fetid darkness by the gloomy door
My anguish keeps its solitary guard.

And then I thought: “Why call my dream a life?
Why is the world with ugly jails defiled

So that, awake, we suffer pain and grief,

And joy attends us only when we sleep?”

September 1943
Translated by Dmitry Pryatkin
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IEPEA CYAOM

{ Wepvemonnii xan®)

Hac pumean—it gasnus  Hacranuer  CKOpo-
Ha nycrutpe nac swierpona kousofi...
IT w106 uc Guimi conAcTCACM 11030P3,
Buesamo coanpze ckpraoct 3a ropofi.

He o7 poent maamna 1pasa rycras,
To, neprio, cacan cropbusie seMAIL
Pacnpmxm AlOT10{i BILICTEL HC KCAQA,
Acca B Tyman kayGauyuiics yuwiAmd.

Kax xoaoano! Ho oyrymian wors
Apixame aeMAl, uTO CHI3y IIAO;
3eMAs, KAk MaTh, 37 KI3HE MOIO B TPEBOTE
Aapiiaa Mue 3HaKoMOE TEIAO.

3eman, nc Goiics: cepaties s CROROCH,
Crynumul na TBoeM TenAe CToIO.
Poatoe uma nosTopus, KaK BOMH
A sacce yMpy 3a poAMHY CBOIO.

Boxpyr crosr npucayxnnkn Jepuera.
1 xposn wexouer ofounuse m!
Omt ne BepsT, 4TO NX MECHs CHET3,
Yro me onu, a Mser 1x obsiHm!

HyCTb nmaAaaq ¢ KpOBaBBIMIU raasamMn
Cefivac cBOI 3aHOCAT TOTIOPSHI,

Mpr sHaem: npasja BCe paBHO 3a HaMiL
Bparu AIOTYIOT TOABKO 40 NOPBL.

* Yepuercikul XaH—~NEPCONAX 113 FIOPMBI TATAPCROTO 1107
sta A, Hexana, wojammoft s 1940 r. nos peanwie
M. Jxannan B pgeaax romcnupajpns nosT HAIMBAET uepue-
TaMi QanmcTos
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ON TRIAL
( The Khan of Cherchet®)

Our cxecution’s soon—we’ve out been taken,
And lined up in a solitary spot...

In order not to sce a deed so shameful,

The sun behind the hill has promptly dropped.

Those are not dewdrops sprinkled on the verdure,
But tears of sorrow that the ecarth has shed,
And, so as not to sce such ruthless murder,
The woods inside a swirling mist have hid.

How cold it is! Yet round my feet comes stealing
A breath of carth upsurging from below;
Earth, like mother, for my safety feeling,
Her own familiar warmth on me bestows.

Be not afraid, o carth: my heart is peaceful.
My footsoles feel your warmth as here I stand.
And here T'll perish, your dear name repeating,
Like a warrior for my native land.

Around me stand the Cherchet khanate
henchmen,
And with the smell of blood their nostrils itch.
They don’t believe their reign will soon be ended,
That we shall them, and not they us, impeach.

So let the executioners, bloodthirsty,
Their axes brandish for the present time, .
That truth is in our side we know for certain:
The enemy will rage just for a time.

* Khan of Cherchet—a character from the Tatar poet A Iskhak’s

epic, edited by Jafil and published in 1940 For clandestine
reasons the poet refers to the fascists as Cherchets.
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Hpuaer, npraer acia topiseema cnobons,
Meu npanocyann noxapaer nx.
HKeeroxuwm Gyaer npurovop Hapoaa,

B sero noliaer 1 moit nocacAHiii COK.

1913



The day will come for freedom’s domination,
And punished they will be by rightcous swords.
Then harsh will be the people’s condemnation,
And T'll to it add, too, my final word.

1943
Translated by Jessie Davies



AIOBUMOI

Toaamn, soxer Ouits, micova oe OyAcT,
Hir pecrourn, mir cayxa ue Joiaet,
Ceas MBIAL MOI CAEABI 3ACBIIACT,
Tpasoii mos Aopoxka sapacrer.

1 B cuax TBONX, GBITL MOKCT, TIOABAIOCE 4
B oaexae uepnoii, mpaunbii I s1eMoff,
M roawt cmoioT namsats 0 TIPOIIaHbE,
HMasranasT moneayii nocaegmuit Mofi.

S snaw: Geckoneuno TpyaHo byseT,
M 151 B KOHLE KOHIOB yCTAHCWb X,
W cepaye ybeaurs cpoe cymeeu,

Y10 «HET ero», uTO HE JBAIOCH OIATE:

AT

H 10, 4TO AAR MEHA BCEro AOPOKE— .
Ni060Bb TBOSI—B OAMH U3 AaABHHX AHCH
Toxuner nccrpasapieecs Cepaue:
Hasex yiizy u3 mamani TBoeii.

Ioitmu, mogpyra: Aie TOTAR, BrIEPBHIC
Bnepsuie aymy ockopfune BO MHE,

I Aums TOrAa OAEPHKUT CMEPTDH nobeay —
O1pesxker myTs K POAUMOIT CTOPOHE.

S pepow B TebA CHACH II KPEHOK

Boir 40 cux mop cpegbs Oypm ¥ OPHA™
TBos AI060BE BOAIEOHBIM TAAIICMAHOM
Xpaunaa HA KPYTBHIX NMyTax MEIL.

Ceiivac noBepREH 7, HO Hawly KAATBY=
«Met noGeasim» —Xpamio, MOKY.Aa KHB.
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TO MY LOVE

Perhaps the years go by, no letters come,

Or any news of me.

My every footprint covered with blind earth,
My tracks grass-grown and nothing left to see.

Perhaps—in black Pl visit you in dreams,
Walk in abruptly, sorrowfully keep tryst;
Or Time’s impassive billows will erase
That moment long ago, our parting kiss.

So great a burden, waiting, dreadful wait,

So wearing, draining every thought,

So you're convinced at last: “He is no more™
As if it were a sentence, and your lot.

Your love will pass, not mine. But then, it’s all

have: so strong, there’s nothing else perhaps.
Unlooked for, yet the day will come on which
Your memory of me must surely lapse.

And only then, that very moment when )
All thoughts of me are emptied from your mind,
Perhaps that very moment Death will win,

And rob me so that no way back I find.

So long as you still waited, I was strong—
Death missed me on the battle-field:
Your love a truly magic talisman,

In each campaign it acted as my shield.

I, wounded, fell. But still cried: “Victory!”
In batde, on my vows 1 brought no shame.
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Tu u cama we crkamemws mue cnacibo,
Koan posspamycn, nofeast e A06sm.

bopnba tpyana, nytn onacmmr 6yayr, "
Ho TNOMHM, KAU, HAACKABL HC TEpail.
Menn sxnpbint—vcpes orum i poAbI— .
AroGons 8Ost nEprer B poannbii Kpail

Cenmabps 1943



You see, if I came back defeated, you
Might not say “Thank you” to me for the same.

A soldier’s road is tortuous, takes him far;

But do not let your love or hopes fall slack:
Through fire and water I can go, your love
My pledge of safcty that... I shall come back.

September 1943
Translated by Gladys Evans



IIOCAEJHSAA OFNJA

C ofugoit swryueii s yiigy us xusal
Yitay, cyanly Geaaylinylo KAfHA.

3aues THI, MaTh, AACKAAQ Il PACTIAZ

M cBer owell crpynaa na mens?

Hanpacso rpyapio cbina Tei KOPMIAZ,
Mpue necHn neaa B THIDHHE HOUENl,—
B npokasTea TH mecHN NPEBPATHAICH
Teneps B ayme osrobaensoit moeil,

Cra)Xy MHe, JKI3HB, He 1 All BCE CTPAAaHbA
Tepnea, roka XsaTaro cAez H CHAD

Ho caeser xomunauce.,. A Baecte € HEMI
1 1 cBoe Tepnense HCTOLUHA.

Beas aaxe guxuil spepp, Korja 3axoueT,
Kynatscst MOKET, sKamAy yTOAUTS,

A 5 B Kapy nIpesCMEPTHOM 3aAbIXAOCH ™
I newem nepecoxuntit por cMONHTS.

Ammen s apyx6sr... He aazomn Apyra—
OKOBEI TRKIIE MHE PYKIl KMYT.
AHIWEH f COAHUA.. B cMepTHyio MHHYTY
Ayun ero MHe B oun He GAECHYT.

Y10 31, x0powo, ympy... Oauo Anub rpycrio:
Euyle 6 xoTs pa3 na 04Ky nocmorpe’l‘b-'~~
K morsae MaTepu Amyom nprnacth v
Bor tax Gul MHE XOTCAOCH yMmepeTs!
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THE LAST STRAW

With burning indignation life here ending,

I imprecate my cruel destiny.

Why, Mother, did you cherish me and tend me?
Why was your loving eyes’ hght shed on me?

To feed me at your breast was worse than useless,
To croon to me at night —an idle jest,
Those songs are now just maledictions fruitless,
In my embittered and indignant breast.

Now tell me, life, did 1 not all privations,
So long as 1 had strength and tears, endure?
But tears are at an end now, and my paticnce
As well’s exhausted. 1 can bear no more.

Even the beasts that in the field run boisterous,
Can wallow in the stream and drink when_dry,
But 1 have nothing my parched throat to moisten,
From suffocating fever 1 choke and die.

Deprived of friendship am I-a pariah,

And on my wrists the heavy fetters lie,

Deprived of sun am I... and at my dying
O rays of it I feel upon my cyes.

Alright, Py die, but die one thing regretting,
hat 1 my daughter once again shan’t see,
And, on my mother’s grave myself prostrating,
Shall lie no more—Would that these things mlﬁf:}
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Saucs TiopsMa Mocit Mortaoft craaa,
Bauem ofarpena nocreas Mos?

YKEAB 33 10, uTO 3CMAIO TaK AlofRA 4,
Ee tenaa amunen nanexn a?

O suzim, te6a Acinoit cooelt cuntar 5,
Tebs  awbia, MegxiyHom  Goia TROMY,
A i Moe z0Bepuntnoe cepaue

Ha pacrepaaune ncam LUBBIPHYAZ BABDM,

Oropnara or marepu-OTtansmb,
3actanuaa crpagats B uyxoii Jaal,

U naawy s HaB3pPhIA,~HO HM CACIHHKI
He nagaer ua rpyan poanoii semai.

Cwmotpr, Orunsna: roprxim cHpoTOI0,
Manmynacs, rubuy a5 xpato dysmoM.
Iycts stix caes pyueit k Te6e cTpesHIc,
A Kposs B3oiiger maaroymm  ppeTHOM!

Oxmatps 1943



Why has my prison now become my tombstone?
Why is the couch I lie on stained with gore?
Could it then be because the earth I loved so,
That T am grudged its warmth for cvermore?

O Life, T thought you, cver were my Leila,
Lloved you, and a Mejnun was for you,

But my naive, confiding spirit stcaling,

You've thrown it to the curs to be consumed.

You've snatched me from my native soil so dear,
Youw've made me suffer in a foreign land,

I sob and sob, but not a single tear

Will fall upon my native country’s strand.

O land of mine, scc what a bitter orphan
Is dying, tortured in this forcign clime.

O may this stream of tears to you come pouring,
nd may my blood rise as a radiant bloom.

October 1943
Translated by Jessie Davies
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WHEN THE WAR IS OVER

We will gather around the table one Mav,
Our glasses with crimson wine will be filled,
There'll be festively merry songs all the day,
Songs to drown out the glasses” silvery trill

With a riot of flowers ow board will be decked,
And our beautics will crowd around us to say,
As our brows with their lips they fleetingly
. peck:
Welcome home, our heroes, on Victory Day!

f‘icrc and there we will miss a familiar face,
Twasn’t everyone lived to see this great day.
To their memory our very first glass we will

raisce,
To the comrades-in-arms who fell on the way.

SC,' much greater our joy to see those who returned,
“’ho matured in battle, in fire grew strong,
When this joy, not the wine, makes our heads
, spin and turn,
We will, naturally, sing our favourite songs.

T}len we will, one and all, set our glasses aside,
We will rise from the table as one single team.
We will hitch up our slceves, to the plains we

will stride

Where the blood of our friends had but recently
streamed.

Tl}:erc the gutted villages must be revived,
ere the roads are shambles of ruin and decay...
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Tlycrn npocHyTen Tpaktopsi-0orateip,
Touopnt saurpaior y nac B pykax.

Ilyers na secte paspannn gova pactyt
IMycrs sumnt noeanteacit Apys#usti
TPYA.
B opoucnunix ropsuiny noToM noAfx
3oaoTnie KoAOCLH, cMesich, B30iiayT!

Oxmaipe 1943



Let the powerful tractors again come alive,
In our bhands let the hammers merrily play.

Let the ruins be replaced by sunny bright homes
Let the victors display how to work in style,
In the sweat-soaked ficlds that we have sown
Heavy ears of corn will go up in smiles!

Oclober 1943
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



K ABUHE

Apuna! Tae B3a1b Mue ciAbl, uToObl BCUATH
Troe Teuenne nAasuoc MOrHaTh?

Yro6 s, TBOCIT OKyTanHbll BOAHOLL,

BuiA yHecen ma poauity, Aomoii?

Ha rpeGens 6yph Bceraa crpeMiAcs f,
Tlaewom pasasunyre rposopoii npocTop:
3auem ke B pabeTne racHer KisHb MOA?
I1 Buimecy an st 1aroii mosop?

O, ecar 6bl He TOABKO TBOI IIOTOK,
Ho »usibe MO0 HOROPOTHTS $i MOT,~

A 6, ue xoreGAACH, MOBEPHYA €€,

Yro6 cHOBa 1erL OTEUECTBO MOE.

Her! A 6w tam nHe ToABKO mecHH TEA.
Her! 5 Gor tam naoBgom OTBaKHBIM ObIA,
Bee Ttpyasocrn 6p1 s mepetepriea,
OTAH.B prﬂ,y }'Ma n Cepﬂuﬂ IIBIA.

Ha poanme n cmeprs Gmaa 6 aerka:
Crost seMAnt ykpbira 6Bl, Kak Matk.

I nag moeft mornaoii nechs Mos
Ocraracs 661 KAK MAMATHIK CTOATE.

Mos aymwa He MUDITCH € SIPMOM.
Oaua AmIbL AyMa TOAOBY THETCT:
«Boswyir Mena, ueen mens, ZJpuia,
B obnamx GucipoGeryymx BoA

Buitn Moker, yrenteuse a1 Hailay,
Kauasch na ceablX TBOHX BOAHAX.
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TO THE DVINA

Where can 1 find sufficient strength and force
That could reverse the Dvina’s normal course,
And speed me, pillowed on its swirling foam,
Back 1o my native country, to my home?

I always strove to ride the storm’s high crest,
The fiercely raging tempest to outface.

Now I'm"'a slave, my suffering unredressed...
How can I stand such sickening disgrace?

If it weren’t just the river’s mighty flow
But my life could turn and backwards go,
’d make it do so, and then as before,
I'd gladly sing ¢ Homeland T adore.

But I’d do more than just write poetry.

I would again be spirited and bold.

I'd overpower all adversity,

To my life’s work 1'd give my heart and soul.

In my own land I feel I’d die in peace,

The so0il would welcome me in its embrace,
My songs would sound upon the wafted breeze,
A monument above my resting place.

My soul has not submitted to its bonds.
There’s but one single boon for which it craves:
“Oh speed me, great Dvina, far bcyond,’
Upon the rolling current of your waves!

Perhaps my weary soul will find relief .
When by your tossing billows I'm sustained,
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11 moit napoa aoGosn Molo moiinMer,
Veiraes Bosspaylamonyusics fpax...

Asnna, JApunalt
O, ecAn Obl TOABKO BCHATDH
Trooe TeucHne ropaoe MOrHaIL,—
Tor npunecaa 6 Ha poAuHy MO0
Mens 1 nechr cBOGOARYIO MOIO.

Oxmatpy 1943



When my devotion people will believe
On sceing the homccoming of my remams...

Dvina, Dvina! If T could but enforce

The backward movement of your stately course,
1 know you'd ferry me where 1 belong

And take along with me my freedom song.

Qctober 1943
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



AAd*

He oropuaiica, apyr, uto pamno ymsipaem,—
Mur KU3HBIO KYIACHHOII HE COTAACHAHCEL SKHTb.
IIab we mo-ceoeMy MBI HAW AHH  [POKHAN
H nue no-csoemy xotuM ux sasepmmts?

I1 paspe MepuTca AMIHA NPOKUTOLN KIBHI
Ipuxogom crapoct, uncaom ymegumx  Acr?
Burte moker, sTa cmepTs, HaBiClUaA HAA HaMIL,
HMoaaput nam Geccmeptes Beumbiii cpeT?

ITokasiacs 51, uwtO >KU3HB B 6010 HE MOMKAAEIO,
Yro6 sanprrurs Hapoa, uro6 Poauny cnacmy,
11 passe Tor, moii Apyr, mmes cOTHIO JKusHEH,
IIx Bce me oraan 6pl Ha »TOM K€ MyTHD

Kak cepauy pagocrno npit kamaoit HoBoit BECTH,
Yro nmpojonxacM Ml Bparos Ha pomre OHTb,
11 CKOABKO CHABI B TOM, 9TO6 jasxe Ha wyROHHE
O At YYBCTBAMH C POAHBLIM HAPOAOM SKITB!

A ecan &\)’IO CMEPTE A l'lO/leﬂHTL CyMe€Io

I1 auxypy cGepery, HO crany nosaeyoM,
IIporastiiv kaunoM Otunana-marh € MPE3PEHBCM
Ilycts asoBeT MCHA—I IAIOHET MIE B AMLO.

* A.A.-Tatapexnit micareas AG.ayana Aastil, BMECTE € KOTOPUM,
navoaacs # mopuue, Myca Jmautse Gopoea B 110100\
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TO A FRIEND

AA4*

Don’t take it hard, my friend, this too-soon
exit.

Immortal life... who bought, or made a deal?

You sce, the kind of life a fellow chooses

Marks off his years and on them sets its seal.

But time itself, between your birth and death,
Is relative, an aspect of your day.

Our blood, outpouring, might be a beginning
Whose deathless wonder time shall not allay.

I swore an oath: I swore I'd give my life for

My people, country—all that they imply!

For this, though years by hundreds lay before
you,

Now wouldn’t even you this moment die?

Through nights of endless dark, one waits the

dawning:
So I, for news of home, in this grim hell
But if a whisper reach me from my birthland -
And 1 on foreign soil-what strength upwells!

To save my skin at the expense of honour:
No, better let me die! What would remain
Of life indeed, if your dear Motherland

Could spit right in your face—the face of Cain?

* 4 A ~Abdullah Alish, a Tatar wnter, Jahl's comrade-in-
-arms 1n the pnson underground
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He crany mixoraa meaath TaKOro «cuacTes»,
Beem cepauem uyscnyio: cTpammee mer Geavr.
Y10 crour weaopek, orsepruytbiii OTuisHOIT?
Emy na Bceit seMA€ HET M TAOTK2 BOAbI!

Her, ve neuanscs, Apyr, uto rubuyr mamm

JKHBHIL,
Tlpea nsuuio Poguubt Anuibs  1icKOpKil  OHI,
W nycrs noracheM Mbl, OT TOPAOIT CMepTH Haleit
Ee rpagywse ceeTaee craHyT AHIL

AwboBb K poatoil crpame, 1 MyKeCTBO,

It BEPHOCTH
Tepolickoil ribeapio Mbl AOKa3aTh JOAKHBL—
Cxaukit, e STHMH AN UyBCTBaMH CBATBIMIU
Mbt ¢ I0HOCTH CIIABHBI, MBI 4O CHX TOp IOAHBI?

ITycrs o6opeercn >xu3mb, He AyMaif, uTO

6eccae 4HO
YracuyT mamm AHH, AOCTOMHO THGEAL BCIPETH,
Uto6, ycapixas IIpo HAc, CKA3AAH MOAOABIE:
- Tak Hago xuTe, Tak HAZO yMepeTb!

Oxmatps 1943



Such “happiness”™ as that, I have no need of.
Far better, death-no wrong is meant, [ swear.
But in my homecland to become a stranger

So even water is begrudged me there?

Old fellow, see, our life is the mnutest

Of sparks—our undefeated country is so vast.

Like sparks we dic, go out -from death <o
fearless

Will blaze a light transcendent, unsurpassed.

This death will put its mark on loyalty,
And as to courage-all our land will know.
Dear friend, and isn’t it the culmination
Of our young lives? There’ll be no bigger show.

If we're cut down so young, like growing
saplings,
Our roots without our people still will grow.
And youngsters say: As brave as that, that's
something!
Death must be met by everybody-SO!

October 1943
Translated by Gladys Evans



KAMEHHBII1 MEIIOK

IJenn kamenuoro memxa

Ilycrs TROR pasopser pykal

A He cMOXells, TAK CMCPTh
npeacraHer-

Bean ona szecs Bceraa 6anskal

TToroxnan 1e6s B MEWIOK,
3asasaan moa aaoil CMEUIOK.
CransiT B ouepeAp TBOE TCAO,
Yro6 cMOAOTL €ro B TIOPOLIOK.

Menrer MeApHNIA KH3HBL AlOAET—
I'pomosgsres Memsd Kocreli.
Kepuosa ee ns xeaesa,

C kamapIM AHEM OHI BCE AIOTCIL

MeAbHIIK 3AHTCH, OT KPOBH [IbAH:
He myra—xpons Tever na pat.
MagHo mmer ee KAOM MPOKASITHI—
BecnosaTterii, caenofi tipan.

Tlycrs ymoaxneT meabimyst pes!
Hycrb HC BCPTUT CHAA BCTPOB
Kpeiana ueprmte! ITycts ne Anercst
Aoporas Poxure kpoes!

Pagpsukiite rophi Memkon !
Pasaasnre gov nayxos!
PIIGUZL\HTC MCABHHITY HBITOK
Oc¢Tpuasi rHesHLIX HITHIKOD!

Honbpy 1943
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THE PRISON CELL

Fetters with fingers bare

From your small cell down tear,
Else will death you not spare,
Stalking here everywhere

You in a sack they’ve bound,
To their vile jestings’ sound.
Up they’ve your body lined
To be to powder ground.

Grinds the mill people’s lives,
Bags of bones higher rise,

Its millstones iron-wise

Each day more terrorize

No flour the miller grinds,
But blood that drips from wounds,
Greedy the bug imbibes—
Frenzied, vile despot blind.

Let the mill cease its roar!
Its black sails turn no more,
Let there no longer pour,
Dear to our land, the gore.

Unbind those stacks of sacks!
This house of greed attack!
This mill of tortures wrack,
With angry bayonets hack!
November 1943
Translated by Jessie Davees
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CAYYAETCS IIOPOH

Iopoit ayma 6rbaer Tak TBEpPAQ,
Yro nopasnts ec HHUTO HE MOKET.
Ilycrs BeTep cMmepTir xoAoaHEE AbAY,
On aenecrkos ayum e MOTPEBOKHT.

YAbibkolt TOpAOIc ONSTH CUSET BITARA
1, cyery MUpCKyio 3abbias,

A BrOBL xOuy, He Begas mperpag,
Iucats, mucats, micats, we ycrasaf.

Iycrs mou MimyTH couTeHbI,

HYCTB KAET MEHA nMaAay H BbIPHITA
MOTHAZ,

A xo Beemy rotos, Ho mue ejge HymHB!
Bymara 6eran 1 uepumie uepnnral

Hoabps 1943
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IT SOMETIMES HAPPENS

It sometimes happens that the soul stands firm.
Although death’s cruel wind blows everywhere,
The soul’s frail blossom is too proud to tremble:
Even the tiniest petal will not stir.

There is no grief upon his face, no shadow;
EIO worldly cares disturb the poet’s mind o

To write, to write”—there is the only striving
That guides the movement of his failling hand.

Rage on and murder: he has no fear of you
The soul is free, though body be confined.
The poet only needs a scrap of paper

nd any pencil stub that he can find.

November 1943
Translated by Alex Miller

g
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CHAA KUTUTA

Been CCPALICM COKOAMHDIM, Beeli Aywofi
Aas karmy BeprOCTH Hapoay,

OH Ha MA€Yo NoBECHA aBTOMAT,

Cea ma xomHs, roTOB K TOXOAY.

11 tam, rae on mpomwea, 65n BoOpor
CMAT—

Barnaucs mymxn, tankn taean.

O1kyasa s12 ciiaa 11 oroms

B ero kak Gyato caabom Tene?

Kax smamn, sepuocrs Poanme noanss,
ZKUTUT TpoieA Oroms I BOAY,

He a.ETO]ﬂaTO)\J, HE KOHEM CHAEH,

A KAMTBOIO cBOEit HapoAy.

19 nonbpn 1943
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A WARRIOR’S OATH

He gave his oath with all his heart,
With all his soul—and on his horse,
Gun on his shoulder, straight he sat,
Ready to march to free the Earth.

And where he passed the foe was crushed,

The cannon fell, the steel tanks smouldered...
Whence came such strength, so stout a heart
In what appeared so weak a body?

He, like a banner, proudly rose
In loyalty to his Motherland.
Not due to gun or due to horse—
Due to his sacred oath he won!

19 November 1943
Translated by Dmitry Priyatkin
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MEYTA

I13peaa, ucToMiIAD HEBOAS MCHA,
OanHakosst A B HOwWIL,

Bce naaeman, Bce crpactin MOeil Ayui
YMepTBITh 3aTOYEHBLE XOYET.

Kamens cren mo1o PajoCTL B3AA, & B3aMEH
Aan mue xaumean, Geccrinpe, rope.
Tozoligzy k OkHy—B perueTKe OKHO,
Tloaoiiay k Asepmy—mna 3amope.

Yo HU YTpO-—MHe BHCEANLa rPO3HT,

3a MyuyeHbeM HZET MyUEHbC.

JKusHb MO TOABKO B CAQAKIX MEUTAX
Teneps,

Bes orpasa-—Auumms B CHOBHAEHBE.

Bor onsre moaoca pacceeTHBIX Ayueff
MC)K.Z[Y NpYyTLEB CTAABHBIX npo6m\aCb,
U mue uyaurca: KpacHsiii IAATOK

noBA3aB,
Cuacrse xusim MOl ABHAOCE.

Yavtfaercs HEKHO, CKAOHHAOCH KO MHE,
Kak nogpyra B 6blAbIe TOZRI,

1 yeayer, n, nox pyky b3, BeACT
3a coboit—na npasgHuK CBOOOABL.

Mlenuer mue: «Tst HANPacHO MeHA

HE XJAaA—
Kaxapii AeHL HaJ0 KaKAaTh CYACTRA,
A npimwnnaa, a1 cBofosy u CBET NPHHECAZ,
Yr1pom xusnn TBOEfi 3axraacek fl.»
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A DREAM OF JOY

The exhaustion of prison is taking its toll.

All the days and the nights are angush.

Every hope, every passion that stirred my soul
My confinement strives to extinguish.

My vitality by the stone cell has been sapped.
In its place have come sickness and sorrow.
When I try the door I see 1 am trapped,
There are heavy bars on the window.

Torture follows on torture without reprieve,
Every morning I face the gallows.

All the solace I have is in heavy sleep,

I live solely by chasing rainbows.

See, again in the dawn, a brilliant beam
Through the steel of the bars has speared,

And it seems to me she is here, yes it seems
That the joy of my life has appeared.

She smiles tenderly, kisses me as in days past
My true love did in kerchief of crimson,

She inclines towards me and my hand she clasps,
Leading me to a féte of freedom.

And she whispers: “You were wrong not to wait,
You must crave for joy every moment,

I have comc to shed light and to liberate,
To arise as your dawn refulgent!...”
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Oh my dream, you never fail to elate,

You've stayed staunchly by me to this second.
1 could never have managed alone in those straits
If it were not for such a godsend!

I've not long left to live in the world I know,
But my fondest dream will come true.

The bright dawn of victory will rise to bestow
Life and happiness on my country.

November 1943
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk



HOBOI'OJHHNE IIOKEAAHHA

Andpe Tusarepmancy
3aece ner suna. Tax mycrs HanmTROM
Ham caysur nawmx cacs snno!
Hanvem! Y muac ero c ma6urrion.
Cepana HackBOSh NMPONIKCT OHO.

BLITL MOXeET, C TOPEUBIO 11 COABIO

U 6oab cepaeunuix pan npoiiger...
Haasem! Tax nycrs ke c atoii 6oapio
YX0AUT cOpok TpeTHii roJ.

Yxoanus, Gopoaa cesas,
Hasexn semato noknaan?

Tor xpenko samep nac B MOABaA.
Ipowaii! Ha cuactse ymosas,

A nogmmvato moit Goxran.
JoBoApHO kusHmv o6prBaTHCA!
AoroarHo kpopn yTexno!

Ilycre manm mykn yroasTea!
Ilycrs cramer ma gywe cperro!

Aa npusecer rpagyuyii Hopbiit
Croboay caaaryio ars Hac!

Ja cuumer ¢ maunix pyx Okosbl!
/A BeITpeT caeset ¢ HAumx raas!
Corper peaeGHBIMII AydYaMiL,
Tiopemuslit kameas yHecer!

I B uyac nobeapt Iycrs ¢ Apy3bAMH
Coeanunt vac Hoserii roz!

IIycte 6yayT sxaprne oGbaTea

I caeant cuactbs Ha ouax!
Tlyckait B uects HAC HEYET OAAABI
B poanonm zomy poamoii ouar!

Ja Bcrperarca kena 1 Jent
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WISHES FOR THE NEW YEAR

to André Timmermans

. We have no wine here to regale us
So let our tears serve as wine!
Let’s pour. This drink we have in surplus,
Our hearts itll burn right through with brine.
Perhaps its bitterness will succour
The pain in our wounded hearts...
Let’s pour, and with the pain and rancour
Let Nineteen Forty Three depart.

You're going, are you, you old gaffer,
Departing from this earth forever?
Yau've locked us up inside a clink.
Farewell! To hopes of better fortune,
I raise my brimming glass and drink.
It’s time the massacre abated.

It’s time the flow of blood had ceased.
Let our torments be sedated!

May our hearts rejoice in peace!

And may the oncoming New Year
From our shackles set us free.
And may it dry our bitter tears
And bring us joy of liberty!
In its sunshiny healthful radiance
he prison cough will soon die down.
Iell muster friend and old acquaintance
The hour of victory to crown. .
May there be tears of joy at meeting
nd may embraces all be warm.
Let there be happiness and feasting
By every hearth, in every home!
May man and wife be reunited
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C A0Gunbin MysgeM 11 oTyom!

IT uyro6mt B pajocroii Geceae,
Crixat untan o noGeae

I1 sanupas nx BiHHOM,

Herexuntii roa Mol npoBoxKaAn

I1 nacrynalonusii Bcrpeyans

3a MLHUAEINM NPASAMIMHBEIM CTOAOM L.

1943



With loving children at long last,

Let conversation be delightful

As poems of victory reciting

We sip the wine in our glasses,

And toast the year that is fast passing,

And toast the New Year that is approaching,
Round tables groaning with good cheer!

1943
Translated by Lydia Kmetyuk
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