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A FEW WORDS ABOUT MYSELF

Poets write books to tell other people about “themselves
and their time”, about the innermost stirrings of their soul,
to communicate their thoughts and feelings, Poets are prob-
ably the most generous people on earth. They give away
what they treasure and prize most of all. Russian poets—
from Pushkin to Tvardovsky—have given me the history,
destiny and sou! of Russia, Shevchenko and Rylsky—the
guefs and joys of the Ukraine, Rustaveli and Leonidze—the
tenderness and toughness of Georgia. I am grateful to Arme-
nias Isaakian for bequeathing fo me, an Avar, Lake Sevan’s
shimmering blue and the snowy summits of Mount Ararat.
‘When I visited Kabardino-Balkaria, Kaisyn Kuliev told me:
“I give you Elbrus and the Chegem gorge where I was born™
Pocts of different lands and epochs, of different nations and
peoples have brought to my own mountain village the 'sky
and soil of Spain, the tunes and hues of Italy, the prayers
and vows of India, the truth and beauty of France.

I have been fortunate. To me, a man of the mountains,
born in the remote village of Tsada, poets have brought the
whole world of which my forefathers were deprived for cen-
turies Whereas previously 1 could speak of “my Daghestan™,
1 may now speak of “my Russia”, “my Georgia”, “my
Planet”, The poet’s gencrosity—which doet not diminish his
own worth and freedom-—does not impoverish the poet, his
prople, or his homecland. On the contrary, it augments his
strength and pride, his valour and nobleness of spirit. His
talent cmbraces the wealth of his own pation’s culture and
the poet, you might say, becomes a luminary of his mative
tand In the Great Legacy 1 received from my predecessors,
the bard-luminaries of my native land, 1 inherited an im-
riense fortune—my Daghestan,

Makhmud, Batyrai, Irchi Kazak, Etim Emin, Suleiman
Stalsky, my own father Gamzat Tsadasa, my teacher Effendi
Kapicv and many others have bequeathed to me and to my
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credited the rumours Friends consoled me: “If people think
your father wrote your poems for you, it means you're quite
a good poct, so don't be offended, but rejoicel” Other frim.ds
said I imitated my father too much and should write dif-
ferently, “Ope Gamzat is enough in one family,” they said,
“and enough in all Avaria. But you are your father's shadow,
Rasul, an appendix to him,”

These friends were right, of course, though frankly I did
not think so then. In my writing I continued using what Iay
to hand, as my father's “dependent”, being powerless to take
a step forward on my own.

At‘a recent gathering in Minsk I was asked if at 16 I
dreamed of becoming a poet. I said I couldn’t have had any
such dream because I was quite sure I was a poet already.
1t was Jater I began to have doubts, increasing as time went
by. At 16 T was a school-teacher and thought my studying
days were over. 1 regarded completing the Avar teachers®
training course as almost the supreme achievement, Then 1
worked in the theatre, on 2 newspaper and for the radio, and
everywhere 1 had to recite my poems. Some praised my early
poems and criticised later ones, while others criticised early
ones and praised the later poems, I agreéd with those who
praised the early poems and with those who praised the later
ones, and 1 disagreed with both when they eriticised cither.

There was one person, nevertheless, whose notice T dreamed
of winning, frusting that he alone would appreciate me at
my true worth. This was Efendi Kapicev, a wonderful writer
who at that time was also a link between the poctry of the
peoples of Daghestan, of Russia and the world. By nationality
a Lak, a member of a2 small ethnic group, he knew aad loved
the heritage of world culture, yet 211 hisife he never forgot
the cradle songs of his native hills. Maybe for that reason at
mountain festivals he would wear his,Daghestan costume. He
donned a tunic, broad riding-breeches and traditional moun-

tain boots—-and it suited him very well. He was a represen-

tative of Daghestan by birth and by outlook. On ordinary

days he wore European dress. I saw him several times in a

suit and he looked well in it Culturally he was a son of his

age, a champion of Russian and world poctry as well as
prose,

I saw him yet agup wearing top boots and an army great-
coat. This was jo the bitter warbime years. By conviction

13
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later on. Whereas previously 1 had written under the in-
fluence of mountain poets, now I began writing under the
influence of Russian poets.

But imitation is rather like plagiarism I recall one amus-
ing incident. The students in my year were asked to produce
a composition. I did not know Russian well and was sure all
the Russian poets would make no mistakes, So I copied the
entire text from a friend. When the marks were announced,
1 found that my friend's text contained 60 errors Mine con-
tained no fewer, of course. Another incident. An cxamination
in Old Russian literature was approaching. Because I knew
little about the subject, I decided to “miss™ the examination.
1 said 1 had been in the Caucasus and there had been an
avalanche which was why I had arrived late So as an excep-
tion I was allowed to take the examination separately by
arrangement with my professor.

I rang him at home. He was very kind and said he would
examine me over the telephone. He gave me three questions
and asked me to ring when I was ready with the answers
Friends quickly supplied me with cribs and I answered every
question. The professor asked me te pass the receiver to his
secretary and told her to enter a “Good” mark opposite my
name in the register. Emboldened by such indul, and
knowing how kind the professor was, I assumed an air of
injury and plucked up courage to ring him again- “I'm very
upset by the mark you gave me, professor! I think I know
the subject better than that” “You arc probably right, my
dear fellow,” said thc professor and told his sccretary to
give me an “Excellent” mark—remarking to ber that
“this Avar is most indignant and we must show him considera-
tion.”

I recall these incidents when I think of some of the verse
I wrote at that time and also when I read the work of some
of today's pocts of various nationahties. They remind me of
the compositions I copied from someone else, full of mistakes;
lhcy remind me of that examination over the telephone,

i people are indul, in judging the work of
writers in the national republies.

‘Whatever language he writes in, a true poet should regard
any indulgence as humiliating, For, as everyone knows, geol-
ogists sometimes find precious diamonds in small mountains
and it is nowhere decreed that the poets of a small nation

15
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Il-wishers who at first said my father wrote for me, now
said 1 no longer acknowledged my own father and that my
poems read well only in translation. These rerarks upset me
more than the remarks about my early poems, Not because I
was oversensitive and could not take puddles in my stride,
but because these remarks touched on a problem which merits
serious thought. For if you look into the matter, the point
at issue was something very important and vitally necessary
to our poetry. It is the problem of tradition and innovation,
of the national and international elements of art,

R Y

For the poct who is abreast of his age, who lives with the
life of his people and is a champion and spokesman of the
jdeas of his own socialist country, these are not antagonistic
clements and he combines them in his writing.

As for myself, in my credentials I declare myself to be
an Avar national, a Sovict citizen and a member of the Com-~
munist Party of the Soviet Union. My being an Avar does
not prevent me from being a man of Daghestan, of the
Caucasus and, above all, of the Sovict Unjon. Only about a
third of a million people speak my native Avar tongue. But I
have millions of friends throughout the world whom I con-
sider my fellow-countrymen, too, in fecling and outlook.

I heard of someone who proposed printing only two copies.
of a book of love poems on the ground that it interested only
two particular people. Yct for thousands of years lovers have
been writing, publishing and singing songs whick millions
bave eagerly read, heard and sung themselves, because the
sublime fecling of love touches every heart. I wrote once
about the editor whe rejected love poems of mine because
“people won’t read them”, yet did not return my manuseript
and took it home to read to his wife, Something similar hap-
pened to a Daghestan poet who submitted a volume of poems
entitled “My Village”, “How many houscholds are there in
your village?" asked the director of the publishing house.
“Seventy,” said the poct. “Seventy copies? We don't publish
such small cditions,” replied the director. I don't know how
wilty his answer was but it was not a clever one, becanse I'm
sure very many people would like to know about the life of a
mountain village, about the joys and sorrows of the people

17



who live there, about their thoughts and feelings, the music
and colours they like Heren lies genuine mutual enrichment
and influence ...

E

I think that when a true poet succeeds in decply voicing a
personal feeling, in some inscrutable way it becomes a fecling
common to all men But when a poct sets out 2o voice feelings
common to all men, he is crushed bencath the vesy rock he
cannot lift, for without personal feelings there can be no
feclings common to all men Everything depends on the
poct’s standpoint and his attitude toward life,

There are poets who simply reflect facts, and there are

others who straightiway offer general conclusions without
facts True pocts arc those who combine the onc and the
other Yesenin's Ryazan and Tvardovsky's Smolensk coun-
tryside tell me more about Russia than volumes of other poets’
“global poems”. Many of my colleagues’ poems about their
particular villages tell me more about the feclings and
aspiration of our people than do generalities about the whole
nation For today every village is closely Jinked with the
destinies of the Soviet land and of the whole world. To write
about your own nation and to stress that you belong to it
does not mean cndlessly professing your love for it, it does
Dot mean regarding your own crows as nightingales and other
countries” nightingales as crows, Poctry it not a travel-guide.
It is the study of man, It is not geography of the world but
geography of the restless heart of man,

Some say poctry is a mood. They say the more casual the
verse the better. Poetry is not, of course, a planned cconomy.
Yet every poct, in my view, like every citizen, has his own
cleatly expressed set of beliefs. The reader has a right to
ask: “Let me read your poems and I'll tell you what sort
of a person you are”” A writer's life is judged not by his
years but by his books, and there’s no better measure of a
person than his work By his work you judge his flights and
falls, his glory or lack of 1t.

I am now 50 An age, people say, when one is not yet old
but no longer young At this age onc still can and should
write and create new works. Nevertheless, if a person has not
managed to say anything in half a century, it is doubtful

18



whether he will be able to make good the omission in his
second half-century. The poems you hear now are those the
poct has already wntten. The reader does not yet know what
he is going to say. Anxiously I turn over the pages of my
books. In all these ycars have 1 managed to say somcthing?
And if I have, then what, how, when and to whom have I
said it> Have I been frank, honest and truthful in all my
judgements at all turns of life? Diflerent readers see me in
a different light, but what am 1 in reality? What heart beats
in mybreastand what thoughts take shape in my brain, what
arc my convictions and in what poems and books have 1
«ndeavoured to state them?

They are to be found in everything I have written all the
time, for, as they say in the mountains, a man has two
childhoods and one youth....

I turn over the pages of my books Songs of the Mountains,
The Year of My Birth, My Heart is in the Mountains, The
Homeland of a Mountaineer, The Girl of the Mountains, In
these books I wrote about the hentage I received from the
land of my birth—I sang its songs, retold its legends, tried
to describe where I was bomn and to say where I was heading
and why.

These books were my first document, like my birth certif-
icate, to be replaced later by my passport and other docu-
ments recording my beart’s emotions. My wish is that the
reader, turning over the pages of these books, should be able
even without a preface to tell who I am, where I come from,
who my parents were, who are the people I love or do not
Jove, what I affirm and what T reject, what country 1 am a
citizen of....

1 consider the youth of my poetry {if it existed or exists)
to be the books Lofty Stars, And Star Speaks to Star, The
Mulatto Woman, The Boundary.... In these books I was
already writing about what I had myself acquired, not re-
ceived as a legacy. Thw: boaks were the outcome of my
travels and di: , my and
separations. Such are my poems “Cranes” and “Keep Your
Friends”, they are my continents and my stars Here I am
speaking not just of a boundary on the ecarth but of the
boundary of tenderness, eourage, love and truth, of the boun-
dary between day and night, life and death, good and evil

During the stern war years in his prison cell at dawn Julfus

19
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immense responsibility to everyone and to myself for poetry
and for all the beauty it contains. I must be resolute so I
can bear through life the truth of our great land of many
nations. ~

If I have managed to achicve something along my chosen
path, T owe it to my Daghestan, to the great culture of Rus-
sia, to the great brotherhood of peoples in our country. If
1 have failed, nobody is to blame but myself.

For my introduction to Russian and English readers I am
grateful to my friends, my translators.

Some say that a translation is like the underside of a carpet.
But 1 have been fortunate in my franslators. Taking the word-
for-word translations of my poctry—my broken jar of the
mountains—they have put the picces together again so firmly
that if any water leaks from the jar it is not their fault but
mine.

My father named me Rasul, which in Arabic means “re-
presentative”. Happy is the poet whose readers say he is “the
spokesman of our country and of our poctry™. I do not claim
to have already fully justified my name. But to that aim I
have always aspired,

Rasul Gemzalov
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Good morning!

Look out of the window, for there
A white colt is waiting. Go ride, if you dare!
God save you from suffering lifelong remorse
For failing to saddle a mettlesome horse!
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To faraway stars with soaring thrust
Rockets galore we fire.

You, people, are lofty stars, and just
To reach you is my desire!

27
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STARS

Stars of night, stars of night,

At my verses peer,

Like the eyes, like the eyes
Of men no longer here.

In the hour of night repose
I can hear them say:

*“Be the conscience bright of those

The war years took away!"

PR
Vet

I'll be a star sometime?
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* . "nows, perhaps
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Heroic forebears T recall

As bitter battles rage today.
But for my native land and soil
1 feel a stronger love than they.

"I"hix lofty land \g}::rc torrents foam

<
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MOTHER TONGUE

1 grew up in the hills where sped

A mountain stream, and echoes rang.
My mother knecling by my bed

Her lullabies in Avar sang.

No doubt she still recafls the day
‘When first | spoke, for to her side
1 clung a3, with a tearful face,
“Mama!” in Avar speech [ eried.

The lalc\s my father would relate
Of charmine f:,.:.__,‘. N

s AT
1 love those Avar lullabies

And tales that as a child I knew,
Bt for new vistas and new friends
'm totally indebted to

Another tongue.

With this great gift
Throughout the Soviet land I walked.

1t is the mighty tongue in which

Viadimir Lenin wrote and talked,

‘Which 1, who have from hill folk sprung,
Love as 1 love my mothes tongue.

&
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THE KREMLIN

1 did not sleep all night. I came
Straight from the station.

Silent now,

I stand here as before a sage,
Bareheaded and with solemn brow.

I knew, of course, it had to be,

The time was bound to come when I
Your shining ruby stars would see
Suspended almost in the sky.

These stars I thought of with a thrill
‘When into fires of war I drove.
These stars our womenfolk with skill
Into their velvet carpets wove.

These blazing stars our craftsmen wrought
e - e et

‘Wherever 1 havc gone or been,

T Laypa haon e e 2 fan

The setting sun now showers gold

To silhouette the citadel,

And mankind hears the hours told

By Spassky’s tumbling chimes and bell.
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How can I help but love my land,
Before it bend my knee?

Among your cranes, my Daghestan,
Shall I a straggler be?

The gifts that men on me bestow
I share with you, my kin,

And all my medals in a row
Upon your peaks 1 pin.

To you I shall my Muse devote,
Lay verses in your lap.

Just let me don your forest coat
And snowy mountain cap!
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Zest for life, the quest for truth
Are a sign, they say, of youth.
Holy wrath is wont to cool

Shortly after leaving school.

Both the wish and will to fight
Vanish almost overnight.

On life’s road, they say, you'll tire,
Lose all interest, retire

To a friend and to a foe....

If this prophecy be true,

There’s but one escape for you:
Choose a dliff-top, say: “Goodbye!™
Take a running jump—and die!
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FRIENDSHIP

Long have you lived and, still content
To shelter from life’s storms,

You cannot name a single friend

To whom your lone heart warms.

‘When years have passed and you are old,
People will turn and say:

“He lived a century, poor soul,

Who never lived a day.”

'tg;

®
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My elder brother
died twelve years agp
Upon the battlefield of Stalingrad. ...
My aged mother nurses still her woe
And goes about the house in mourning clad.

And there is pain and bitterness for me
In knowing I am older now than he.
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A warrior's heart is like a fire!
So, young girl, take care!

Fire can extinguished be,

Or can scorch, beware!

A warrior's heart is like a knife!
So, young girl, take care!

For a knife can blunted be,

Or can cut, beware!
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THE MOUNTAIN YOUTH
(A Legend)

“Hey, pretty maiden, have no fear,
Unlock the door to me!”

“Upon what errand come you here
By night so jauntily?”

“I vow it is a loving heart
That brings me to your door.”
“Unwelcome visitor, depart!
I've heard such tales before.”

“My witness be the Lord above,
My honour you may test:

‘What must {do to prove my love?
Speak, what is your behest?”

m

Q“;'?'_ffﬁ"g"' why do‘ you dismount?

PP

[

“Should you these wishes three fulfil,
My heart is yours to keep.

But ride you will over many a hill
And high as heaven leap....”

“In what direction must I go?

Speak, set my mind at rest!™

“Where black clouds grow, a dove, like snow,
Has built her Jofty nest.
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“The moon shall rise. With greedy eyes
A fox shall pass that way.

I'll have you bring that foxs skin
Before the break of day!™

The Eastern sky dons red brocade,
The breathiess mount returns

And round the rider's shoulders draped
A pelt of red fox burns.

“Come, charmer, my reward I've earned!”
Wa anllod jommtVamilee
i

“To horse again,” the maiden said,
“Remount your horse and ride!

A cup of pearls from the ocean-bed
Is what you must provide.”

The pearls in his broad palm he cupped,
Onto the porch he stepped

“Come, my beloved, open up!

My promise I have kept.”

“Control your ardour, mountain youth!
How dare you make so free!
For, more than wealth, I honour truth:
My wishes they were three.”

“Then tell me quickly, maid, what more
To bring and whither roam?”

“Now step through this wide open door
Into my maiden home!

“But first, ere ever we embrace,

You, mountain youth, must swear
That you'll forget your mother’s face,
Your father’s greying hair!
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“Make haste, my love, to pledge your word,
Surrender to my charms

And swiftly ay a sheath the sword

I'll take you in my arms.

“Swear, handsome youth! Beneath my roof
In carefree bliss abide!
Whither, my love?”
The thunder of
His horse's hooves replied.

&
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PRAYER

‘When you ascend a sapphire mountain
And heaven in your palm you hold,

Or listen to a torrent pounding

A rhythm that is ages old,

en hawks are hill and crag surveying
Aed b L et T e metian o,

When on the ocean’s fas horizon
The sun’s great orb of fire pales,
PRI RN

The waves envelop half the sun,
You kneel, although you have no notion
How such devotions should be done.

‘When old men’s fingertips are kneading
Grey beards, when mother's arms console
The baby at her bosom feeding—

And such things ever sear your soul,
‘When earth and heaven are provoking
Your will to grasp life’s vital thread,

You feel your throat with prayers choking,
‘Who never heard a prayer said.
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CRANES

I sometimes think that warriors brave
‘Who met their death in bloody fight
Were never buried in a grave

But rose as cranes with plumage white.

Since then unto this very day
They pass high overhead and cry.
Is that not why we often gaze
In silence as the cranes go by?

In far-off foreign lands I see

The cranes in evening’s dying glow
Fly quickly past in company,

As once on horseback they would go.

And as they fly far out of reach

T hear them calling someone’s name.
Is that not why our Avar speech
Recalls the clamour of a crane?

Across the weary sky they race
‘Who friend and kinsman used to be,
And in their ranks I see a space—~
Perhaps they’re keeping it for me?

One day I'll join the flock of cranes,
‘With them I'shall go winging by,
And you who here on earth remain
‘Will listen to my strident cry.
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On land, as in the sea, I swim

On top, or struggle out of depth
‘Where utterances gay or grim
Emerge as so much wasted breath.

When troubles harry us on land
We feel at sea. In sorry plight

We swim without a helping hand,
‘With neither ship nor shore in sight.
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TO MY MOTHER

As aboy
1 was unruly,
Many a rebuke I earned.
With adult-like firmness, coolly,
All remonstrances I spurned.

Rating my own powers highly,
Never have 1 run from fate.
Yet I now approach you shyly,
Like a child, and hesitate.

Now we are alone together

My heart’s anguish I'll confess,

And a head that’s grey and weathered
Into your soft palm I'll press.

1 have been a rash, ungracious
Prisoner of vanity!

Not enough consideration,
Mother, have you had from me!

As I whirl in dizzy circles

I can hear a deep heart's groan:
Can I really be forgetting

My old mother, left alone?

Anxipusly, but without censure,
Mother mine, you glance at me,
Heave a sigh and let a gentle
Tear fall surreptitiously.

-1






As a star on the horizon

'To its final goal has sped,

In your palm your boy contritely
Lays his weary, greying head.
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As a star on the horizon

To its final goal has sped,

In your palm your boy contritely
Lays his weary, greying head.
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Fate has been kind: I'm neither blind
Nor mad ... yet stilt desire

To see the world’s bread lower priced
And human life priced higher.
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The hero never spares a thought for Death,

On which the poet lavishes his breath.

But Death and Immortality stand by

To let them through their portals when they die.
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“Saddle my father's horse!” I said,
“Thank God, I've learned to ride!”
I mounted, but it tossed its head
And I was thrown aside.

I called aloud for silence: “Bring

His lute for me to tryf”

They brought it. V‘;Kcn 1 touched a string,
[t severed with a cry.

00,
a
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KEEP YOUR FRIENDS

Know, my friend, the worth of friendship
And the cost of hate! Beware

Lest you let a fit of anger

Foster malice anywhere!

Possibly your friend was hasty

And, offending you by chance,

When he saw his fault, confessed it—
Do not look at him askance!

As remorseless age advances,
It grows more than ever plain:
Friends are casy to abandon
But more difficult to gain.

1f your trusty horse should stumble
And bebave in manner strange,
Blame the highway for it, grumble
But don't rush your horse to change!

Do not ever be reluctant

Loving kindness to display!
Never are true friends abundant,
Do not Jet them fall away!

Different were the rules I followed
In my youth, and, I might add,
Many were the times a quarrel
Lost me friends that I once had!

Later came all sorts of trouble. ...
en a ridge had to be crossed,
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How I missed, and Jonged to summon
Every friend that I had lost!

With what eagerness I seek you,
Friends of mine, who cared for me,
You who found me unforgiving
And no pardon granted me.
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OLD HILLMEN

Our ancients have great dignity,
Few men more sagely s c:x{,:‘
Their honour they rate higher than
The highest mountain peak,

And nobody can ruffle them:
So piercing is their gaze

They only need a single glance
A stranger to appraise.

For centuries they have foreseen
The outcome of a fight,
Known who would i’xll upon their knees
Or, rock-like, stand upright.

A falsehood they at once detect,
No matter from whose lips,

No matter how the lie be decked,
Gilded or honey-dipped.

‘These white-haired veterans, who wear
‘Warm sheepskin all year round,

Know how to coin a phrase that is

Both pithy and profound.

Hill ancients! Men of high renown
Your reputation swell,
Ambassadors you have advised
And géncrals as well.
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A rider, coming into view,

Has hardly made a sound,

Yet rightaway, and rightly, too,
You know whither he's bound,

You know the purpose of his trip
And whether he intends

To woo a pretty village girl

Or go to visit friends.

‘When Kamalil Bashir of Chokh*
‘Was in his tender years,

An aged neighbour prophesied
He'd be the cause of tears,

For he would steal the womenfolk
Of hillmen and be slain

By his own father’s hand at last
To end the people’s shame.

When proud Shamil** was downy-lipped,
‘When all his guns were toys

And all he had at his command

Was a gang of barefoot boys,

There was an old man said of him:
“One day with powder he’ll
Contrive such thunder as shall make
‘The very mountains reel.”

A veteran who heard Makhmud***
His early verse declaim,

Said he would certainly be shot

For a fair woman's name.

* A person of legendary beauty.
** Shamil (c.1798-1871), leader of the liberation move.

ment of the mountain people of Daghestan and Chechnya
against Russian tsarism.

**% Makhmud, a 19th.century author of Iove lyrics.
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So with embarrassment do I
Await what shall be said

Not by the connoisseurs, but by
The old hillmen instead.

Not from vainglory springs their pride,
For they without a doubt

Are perfectly aware of what

The stars converse about.

Not from vaioglory springs their pride,
Their fame is merited:

1 pause on paths to let them pass

And humbly bow my head.
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POOR LITTLE SHEEP

Of sin you are quite free

As if to sainthood born,
You never bare your teeth
Nor prod us with your horn.

You give us many a sack
Of wool without a bleep
Till one fine day—alack!—
‘We skin your fleecy back,
Poor little sheep,

Poor litile sheep!

‘The day a babe arrives

You crown the birthday feast,
And when an old man dies

It’s you, poor sheep, are fleeced.

‘When we are acting host
And oven fires leap,

A leg of mutton roast
Accompanies each toast,
Poor little sheep,

Poor little sheep!

You go through life in fright,
Not many months elapse
Before without a fight

You give us furry caps.

A wineskin loses weight

‘When men drink long and deep,
Qur thirst for wine is great,
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And this, too, seals your fate,
Poor little sheep,
Poor little sheep!

You're meek and innocent,
So rightly wolves decide
Their criminal intent
Beneath your fleece to hide.

‘We know that, come what may,
True words their lustre keep:

Of some folk every day

Their friends and neighbours say:
Poor little sheep,

Poor little sheep!

S

8t



KIIH)KAJI

Co ¢z W g ¢ Clitsray o pmmuu Kitiskan
c YEe ney
it pay A Noge TeGy c ucn.'l.'m,
¢ (0] uqa-r N Gpa:moe &eno,
31, Grry, uu}kerpnopof B0fi 7pey, Y noxo,
Mgy, €0 cra Tipag x .qcrm ol'
Hro Kpony, 7%, 031t e 14 0 Y70 T0ACKOM,—
Tet gy Mitvse o 3Hay, | u 3ueplmo7

Hoyey, MY x Te6y pery it Geper
» OTgrey, bu': R0Gp sy rnxoraopeu’
Hoqemy?
Mue 6 oraenm KHHKan, ey 6 wor,
«I'lo‘romy TH Bee-ragy rope 15

e



THE DAGGER

1 take from the wall this old dagger of mine,
A weapon I clumsily handle. ...
‘With you, dagger, never my belt I entwined
Nor galloped full tilt into battle.

1 may have disturbed you by taking a rag
And wiping the dust from your surface,

But blood never tainted you, neither of man
Nor of animal, feathered or furry.

You hang like a toy there, and yet I succumb

To small voices, prompting me ever

To test your keen edge on the skin of my thumb
Axnd see if a hair you can sever.

Life gave me a different weapon—for peace,
And different duties I set it
Why then should I draw this blade out from its

sheath
And stroke the edge lightly, and whet it?

Perhaps as a peaceable poet I should

Get rid of this blade at the fountain?

My dagger would say in reply, if it could:
*Oh no, you’re a man of the mountain!”
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Once a bard of ancient glory
‘Wrote and handed down a song,
Saying goats resemble horsemen,
Are as proud and wild and strong.

Ever since that day our hunters,
Skilful mountaineers each one,
Every time they are confronted
By a wild goat, drop their gun.

Another bard, my predecessor,
Once campared his lady love
To a bird with rainbow feathers
Circling high in heaven above.

Thus he sang with zeal untiring
In his lovely lady's praise.

All who heard the song no firearm
At a rainbow-bird would raise.

‘Why has sacred mountain custom
Fallen in disuse of late?

‘Why are words by poets spoken
Powerless ta alter fate?

Now to what should man be likened
So that evil pass him by,

So that death itself be spited

And the innocent not die?
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On the skyline clouds are lowering,
But it seems a poet’s call

Shall save neither bird nor wild goat
And not one among us al
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Brasy 00830y CaKnn pe cHecno,
He TOPDHHCI: 54 RbﬂBOJIOM < HOPUra
He nphirag, Muang, 5 ropexoe cenno,

He Topagycy, KaK pepyy 3asemany,
H ey 33, C 06riuzer g Jaany,
EO RaMeHHOff DKOJI}H.[N BHayane
Begy KOUA Mirxorg 8 nosogy,

Kax HacTo ppyy, KYXa-10 nyry Hanpasis,
Bpar CKakynop He miotuy 08 ysanm
H, WNopayy 60Ka 1y OKpOBagyg,
Jleryy 6ucrpex'x, YeM Hapekye rowuysbr,

¥ nac PYGaxy BHUBe ar cony,

H xana, 7012 n107cn 11a BHCKH.

HuaabeaeM COWNTEC My none,
CTatosyTycy OKOMO perrr.

Hennyy, gy HaYuianes par noneaue

HCOKUX oy
i aanpocro nopon,



TARRY

‘Waking early in the morning,

To this rule, I beg you, keep:

Ask yoursell, your dreams recalling—
Did you laugh or cry in sleep?

From your window scan the heavens—
Are they dim or blue and bright?

Does thick snow hide hill and heather
Or does sparkling rain delight?

1f no avalanche has carried
Cottages on hell-bent course,
1f there's no alarum, tarry,

Do not leap astride your horse!

Leaving home, you should not alter
Rules established long ago:

ith your horse upon a halter,
On foot to the boundary go.

Loth we are to use the bridle
‘When we take to horse and road.
On we race like royal heralds,
‘With red spurs the horse we goad.

From our brow the sweat comes pouring,
On our shirts wet patches show.

On we race, cool streams ignoring,
Passing fields where flowers grow.

How to treat great words is somethin
‘Wehave mastered not at all. €
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HE TOPONHCDH

Tul, na 3ape npocuysuwuch, caeaalt Mua0CTS,
Eute xo1e Mir ¢ cofoft nacanse
TloGyas 5t BeroMuIL BCe, HTO HOYLIO CHINOCH:
Cwmesacs uan naakan to o crel

Y raanb B okuo: kakan TaM norosa,
Tymausia ai oxpyra hap ceetna?
Merer ax crer 2o kpas eSocaoga
Was KATATCR AOMAMHKY BAGAL CTeKaa?

H ecan B 97107 WaAC He Gber Tpemora,
Basan o6paaoM cakay ne checao,
He TOpONHCH 1 ABABONOM C NOPOra
He npuiraf, Muasill, B ropckoe ceano,

He Toponscs, kak geast saneutany,
Y Beakuh pas, ¢ ofsuaes B aany,
Ho xamenioh oxonnusl pHayane
Bean KOHA JIHXOrQ B NOBORY.

Kak wacto mMbl, KyAa-To nyte Hanpasus,
Bpats ckakyHoR te J06HM NOX Y3ALL
H, wnopamu 6oxa nM OKpOBaBHB,
Jletnm Obicrpefi, yeM LapcKue rOHUBL

¥ mac pyGaxn BLEIBENH OT COMM,

¥ wansn nora AplOTCA Ha BUCKH.
TosabuiBaen CHeWNTECA MBI B 110€,
OcranoBuTbLA OKOJO peKu.

LlednTh He HaYYHAHCE MBI HOHLINHE
Burcokux chos
H 3anpocto nopofi,



TARRY

‘Waking early in the morning,

To this rule, I beg you, keep:

Ask yourself, your dreams recalling—
Did you laugh or cry in sleep?

From your window scan the heavens—
Are they dim or blue and bright?

Does thick snow hide hill and heather
Or does sparkling rain delight?

{f no avalanche has carried
Cottages on hell-bent course,
If there's no alarum, tarry,

Do not leap astride your horse!

Leaving home, you should not alter
Rules established long ago:

With your horse upon a halter,

On foot to the boundary go.

Loth we are to use the bridle
‘When we take to horse and road.
On we race like royal heralds,
‘With red spurs the horse we goad.

From our brow the sweat comes ponring,
On our shirts wet patches show.

On we race, ool streams ignoring,
Passing ficlds where flowers grow.

How to treat great words is something
e have mastered not at all.
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Y10 nponanocar tixe na sepuune,
Buxpikisaes rponko non ropolt.

Ham ocaznte xoueli 61 no crapuixe
[Tepen ayaoum,
MyapBIMIE CANBS,
Yrob pasyanats, p yem cpaanba nan
MOMBHKH,

A M preraesm rosoay caCMf.

Tepon oxneseranune nank

He ua aysanx B naww spemena,

Usi n 3anesnanofi, no coaroli mevann
Bockpeutenty SeecTpatyto HMeHa.

He puinocute crewssixix npirosopos,

He npucysaalite nackopo narpag,

Yrob sie KpacHeTs, urod #3GekaTh YKOPOS,
Korna » nyTH oraguetech Hasag.

H My)ecrso noskno saagers cogowo!
Kro Toponanp, Kro perpeneft Moassl,
Tor Ges Xous peprerca ¢ noas GOR
Yan sepxom Gea raynoft rosoBH.

q ne 30BY K NOXOK HAH CORYKE,

51 cam npGmo Auxanue PposH,

Ho Xusus ecTh xndnb, 2 ve Gera, He CKAURH,
Y 8 xu3ny Ko6RaloT He NPHILL

Yust, 03T, CypoBAIe YPOKI

Y re 6epn Ges Goa ropoda,

YTob HacKOPO HANHCAHHLIE CTPOKN
He pRarth NOTOM, cropas OT cTHIAA.

Tl €1 B CeaNO, pecentifi HAB YrpioMuLi,
He Toponuch, YMy He NPEKOCAOBE,

Ha noanyrts ocranopucs, nogymah,

H or. M oyTh Np K3 BHOBLY

S ‘;_'?: ?fr\,



‘Words to whisper on 2 mountain
In the open plain we bawl.

As we ride up to a village

‘We should ask, ere we proceed:

“Are you feasting? Or in mourning?”
And not gallop in at speed!

In this century not in duels
Men, unjustly slandered, fell;
With, alas, belated sorrow
Their true deeds at last we tell.

So pr no hasty sent

And no hasty prize bestow,

Lest repentance overwhelm you,
‘When you glance back at the road.

Boldness must its own self master.
Men, by fickle impulse led,

‘Walk back horseless from the battle
Or ride home without their heads.

I'm not saying: “Be complacent!”

Tam tha bcadill L pinnmn U cecant

Poet, learn a sterner lesson—
‘Take no town without a fight!
Know: the verse that cost no effort
You shall surely burn one night.

Be your spirit gay or solemn,

Let true speech be your firm creed.
On your journey pause to ponder,
TFirst look round, and then proceed!

o



3A BAcy

B BECTOJlb HOR Kounamm A
Or6pocy Kec aenn BT c,
Bsszm arw, xayx

Gyaro yHHN!'I
Sbrung g smecn rem,m:u' 1 por.

icuznol‘t

B new 5 Rap mmorpazxmmoa Apesuyyp,
WHnyyerq Aap,

A Mox €T, K oy o.'ly He y3 Goqex
Haue:xeno O BHyo,

Grng Zo brr H3 CTpoyey,
Meng Onlbstnypy; X Raspo,

Hounmre b Nbete ya Paaoy,
aK 5 era I,
1o xon eH

rapues HeM pagyy
n.nameneu ouoCTy gy,

Cou.rlmcs CO6niogay OGbiyay;,
Hamy rpemn HMe| eHa,
por g

Bo3, ae'rcn GH
Yre Kpacyor, noaoy mm



TO YOU!

Where many are seated at table,

All high-flown rhetoric I scorn

And raise, like the new moon, a bullock's
Capacious and prodigal horn,

Replete with the gift of the vineyard,
A gift that is gay and profuse:

e afternoon glow of a valley
Is stored in this ruby-dark juice.

So, praising the sun they require

And the vaults where the sun never dips,
‘We savour these droplets of fire

As keenly as feminine lips.

Or maybe this wine in our glasses

Comes not from the cask, but instead
Has sgrung from the eloquent verses
“Which long since have gone to my head.

If you, like me, drink with discretion,
Remember this sobering truth:

Good wine has the wisdom of ancients,
The ardour of turbulent youth.

YVc‘gatl.mr tn honour old custom
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Talor aa ey ary,
H »mauu 7 Rany orp 10.,

Honngy, b 3TOT por aaaemalm
H, 410 g a1 B 6Gojo,
K moen OH Nppy,
Ka 2K Mecayg nyuor
PAZOM kpyy be koyy
n I'Dpl bIA uepuumam aergr,

Jlazzoun
© Gpar,

1333 Muu 6yner
CKHX

B Tak yzumu'renbnu moau
Porite, ag py c!




The years vanish over our shoulders.
1 render due homage to life

And solemnly honour the soldiers
Who fell in the thick of the strife.

Look, friends—like the crescent moon's brother,
he horn to my hot palm is pressed.

Beside us the fleet-winged horses

Speed over the high mountain crest.

May the warm, loving eyes of humanity
he glow in my own eyes renew!

To you, friends, I gladly pay homage,

And this toast I offer to youl
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PO3a BOJ"‘APCKAH

Posz ¢, Tapexag xp mro Usera,
epG 'rnoeﬁ pog; 1020
TeGy,
c.v npaa
Bnucan no ¢

Me 7 g 510,
ncr y

6u ¢ Kpacuof
3Be3nc
Po3a Gonrapcxa Kpa cnoro usera,
Co 010 Tif peg 3aT™epaeyyy, tsern,
ecam 6 npagg IMen 7 g 370,
Crenan Onr opneno M Kpacors,
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THE ROSE OF BULGARIA

Red is your hue, pretty rose of Bulgaria.
On its state emblem—

so graceful you are—
Were I invested with powers vicarious,
You I'd emblazon beside the Red Star.

Red is your hue, pretty rose of Bulgaria. ’
No other flower so fair can be named.

Were 1 invested with powers vicarious,
The Order of Beauty I'd have you proclaimed.

&
%
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)KEJlTbIE JIHCTRg

Kanaera am nce xanaer Kanaer,
anaer 1, ab:e Bery;

Nagajor .rmcnm, Bce nap, 1or nazapr,
HCThR yp BeTxax Henrnr gy Penxn,

B ep oceunm‘: COJHUIHbIM XOSH"HOM

Tonyr C Boey gy o X0X0T0p B3dmesr
Cupor, uenpowenux L'y’ lenp:mammux
Mpoyy, €0 nopog Bloan Yanue yamey,

X Poxonay e Tonyyr g 2N01a vy,
Tonyyy f0Rowpay,, 4 FIne i g ypa
Jliony 3abttay, ga e MHoro Xopourerg
Hat sqy NHCTRg Hezzaauo Raprmy,

Hopgre HCTRgy A an, alo — daBaxyyreg
Hoyky, Ha nyl yr Kak p OUITEIE ropyy,
Tak nNoye, My HKe He MHOI‘ ‘O ka)xerc;r
Hecnpanezzmmuu B 3akonay Iphpons»

o



YELLOW LEAVES

Gentle showers drip, drop
From the branches bare.
Yellow Ieaves flip-flop
Here and everywhere.

Lusty, gusty Autum:

Drives them down the street,
Unbeloved orphans

Beating a retreat.

People passing mutely
Trample in the mire
Flimsy leaves whose beauty
Once they did admire.

;Yrces, of course, create
New foliage in Spring.

Still, the law of Nature
Seems a cruel thing.

¥
+
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Beeraa po ciie Heaeno pee M CTPaHo.
[lpucinaacs wue cerogus cueprs MO
B nonauesnuit map b goaune Jarecral
C COMIUOM B IPYAN Jexan NeABHHKIM 1.

3sennr pexa, Gexur lleprOTllMO.
3a0bITHL 1t e HYMHBUL HEKOMY,

$1 pacnnacrancs na aemae poimoll
Tipex TeM, Kax cTarth demneio CaMoMy-

51 ymupalo, no nikro npo 310

He 3HACT H He ABHTCA KO MHE,

Jhnwe B BRIHHE QDL KNEKOUYT FAETO
H cronyr nanu rae-to 8 cropote.

Y uro6u naaxate wax moeft Moruaol
O ToM, w0 7 norn6 vo nsere Aer,

Hu marepu, ur zpyra wer, my muich
Uero yx TaM — i DAAKaABILKUE HET:

Tax s newan i ymupan s Gecenane
Y Bapyr yonsnmas, kax wesnanexe
Lpa uenosexa wau # rosoputic

Ha wmue poanom, asapexon fsbike.

B nonpnesnmn ap g aonuxe Iarecrada
51 ymupan, a mogu peus vesu

O xurpocrH kaxoro-ro 'acana.

O prixoakax kakoro-to An.

Y, emyrno casuma 3By ponumoii peyH,
OXHBad, 1 HACTYONA TOT MHT,



Abullefin my side
A mountain torrent thunders by,
In vain I wait for help.

Upon the dusty earth 1 lie,
Soon to be dust myself,

For no one knows that here 1 die
And nothing comes in view

But cagles wheeling in the sky,
A shy young deer or two.

To mourn my most untimely death

And weep in solemn chorus

Come neither mother, wife, nor friend,
Not even village mourners.

Yet just as I prepare to die
Unnoticed and unsung,
1hear two men go passing by
‘Who speak my native tongue.

In a deep ravine [ lie unseen:

—————

* Lines quoted from Lermontov (1814-1841),



Koraa st nonna, ute meus nanednt
He spav, ne snaxaps, a poxtol a3uE.

Koro-1o neyenser or Gonesueft
Lpyrofi asbix, 10 MHe Ha Hey He 7eTh,
M ecar 3aTpa MOf R3BIK HCHeIHET,
To 2 rotos cerogua yMepers.

51 aa nero scerna aywof Gonelo.
Tlycts rosopar, uro Genen MoR A3HIK,
Tlycrs ne ssyunr ¢ rpuOynst Accambaes,
Ho, Mue pognofi, on nag Meus BenHK.

H 4106 nouste Maxmyna, Moft HacaeRHHf
Ymemn npounraer nepeaon?

YiKenu A nHcatens u3 nocAeRHAX,

Kro no-apapcxy numer i noet?

1 xusub mo6mo, M0GAI A BCIO MIAHETY:
B nelr kamauf, name manu, yronox,

A 6onee scero Crpany Coneros,

O welt 2 mo-aBapeku nes, Kak MOT.

Mne nopor kpaht userywnii 1 caobonu,
Ot Bantuxn no Caxaauna — pech.

# aa uero norn6uy rze yroauo,

Ho nycrs menst aaporor s aemaro anecs!

YTo6 y tnuter Mornashofi 6ana ayaa
ABapuw senoMunann yroraa
Asapciuy cronom 3eMaaxa Pacyna —
Tpeemnuka Famsara ua Llaga.




And as [ hear the Avar speech
My strength comes flowing back—
This is a cure no doctors teach,
Nor any village quack.

May other tongues cure other men
In their particular way,

But if tomorrow Avar die,

T'd rather die today!

No matter if it's hardly used

For high affairs of state,

Itis the language that I choose—
Tome Avar is great!

Shall my successors only read
Translations of Makhmud?

I the last Avar to write
And still be understood?

T love this life, the whole wide world

1 view with loving gaze.

* But best I love the Soviet land
‘Which I—in Avar—praise,

P die far thic foan tan -£assy

h ]

1
"That in my grave I rest,

And let it be in Avar words
at Avars meeting there
Speak of Rasul, an Avar poet,

An Avar poet's heir.

to3



CTHXH O BYMATE

Ha ¢abpuxe Gymaxknof, rae ncKycHs
Maunmbl. THe OrpoMHele KOTHLI, —

Miue BCRIOMHHRNNHCD CTPOKK MHCEM rpycnmx.
KZK CBOJAAT NeC, KaK nanaioT cTBOMbL.

51 ompavenuutit B3rana Gpocan yxpazxkou,
Bonpocw sagasas repnonag,

Ha coxpaunswnit 3anax Xson chagxoft
Yxe ue nec, a nonydabpukar,

TotoBbie X mecTOKHM TpeBPANIEHBAM,
Jlemanu Gpesua — GHBIIHE Jiecd,
Tne oburann Genkn ¥ oneHy

Y sersu ynupanucs B nefeca,

¥ Bor asct GyMakHete Genbt,

A 7 rAmKY # AYMAI0 C TOCKOIO:

UYro6 HM POAMTACR, BETBIl It CTHONE!
Counn Ha ner, noxeprsoeas cofow.

Vxxenn Ha MecTe Jleca NHH TOpYAT
JInuts ANS TOTO, UTOGH GyMary geperso
W3sen p Tynom ycepave GIOPOKpAT
# rpadoMan B noTyrax CTHXOTROpCTSA?

Vxens csepenuulit nec CTONETHS POC

H nan ua semao, Tonopy nocaymnsyf,
ro6 snonetxarenb Hannean ARQHOC,
Aypak npuayMan uMpkyasp HeBYXHH?

U Bee x He 3pa nornGan Aepesa.
B TeTpansix, ne MCNHMCAHHKX BIYCTYIO,



A POEM ABOUT PAPER

Once in a steaming paper-mill
‘Where wheels went spinning round

I thought of thoughtless men who still
Fell forests to the ground.

Furtive and sullen was my gaze,
My questions were inept.

e timbers, on their way to paste,
‘Warm tears of resin wept.

Ready to face a cruel change

Lay logs that once were trees

Beneath whose boughs the deer did range,
‘Whose foliage rode the breeze.

To make these leaves of paper slim
TATHT adeag maqdly Yiead

Must trees be cut 30 burcaucrats
May stuff their dusty file

‘With paper-work, s0 maniacs
May write verse by the mile?

Must trees which grew for centuries
Fall down before an axe

To bear informers’ messages

Aund fools’ enormous tracts?

To trees we're gratefully in debt:
A child on paper draws
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Mansit HauepTHT nepoble ca0Ba,
Mynpeu sakon seanxitft 0GocHyer.

TosT noGrMB HHoun Ranposer

Inaa He COMKHET H 03apHT CTPAHHUM,
W nec croneTHnft B c0Be OXHBET,
3anaxuer xBofl, 3aie6eqyT NTHUL.

U Gyxer sToT Jec u3 Beka B Bex
lﬂyuerb BETBAMH, KPOBb TPEBOXKHTDL
B XHAAX,
W HH ORHH Ha CBeTe APOBOCEK
CBannTb ero cTeoNH He GYfeT B cunax.



The letters of the alphabet
And wise men write good laws.

Trees do not die in vain: one night
A poet toils till dawn,

And on the page by candlelight
The forest is reborn,

And there man, beast and bird relax
In everlasting joy,

For powerless are saw and axe

This forest to destroy.

&
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OcTaBsTe OQHOrO Meus, MOAI,
Yeran g OT LOPOTH W OT IMyMa.
$1 na Tpase, xax Sypky, paceies
CBoio 3aBeTHYIO MEYTY M AYMY.

QO mionu, NORoARRTE Ke KO MHE,
BoasMuTe B nYTH S HWKOLAA He fyMan,
Yo GyneT CTPAmMHO TAK HAELHHE

C moeh Mextol, ¢ Moef 3aBeTHOR AyMOfl.
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To be alone is all T ask.

I wish to quit the weary road

And, like a cloak, upon the grass

My thoughts and precious dreams unfold.

Come, people, carry me along

With you! I did not realise

How wretched I would be alone

‘With all the dreams and thoughts I prize.

0
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Ceroann noubio GO Mie niAeHbE.
Mue con npucnincs: GyATO HaKoHel
Takoe fi CAOKHA CTHXOTBOPEHbE,

Yro neran na rpoGa crapuiit Moft otel.

Moio ol cayman necio, cAoBHO UYAO,
U nocne neciio cad 3anen cpoio.

U Branexe Hax wamu Tens Maxmyaa
Menpkayna papyr y 6eanun Ha Kpaw,

1 cam Maxmya cnex necsio B aT0T BEYED,
Bo nup Guiible cTekuyio c nepa.

H BeTany U3 Morua ero npenrteyy,

Yto6 caymaTh STY HeCHIO 20 YTpa.

Moft 1onuit apyr, Mofi npofonKaTenb .
MHEE,

Korna yMpy s, TBofi semanx Pacyx,
CaoxK CTHRI, YTOG BCTAN fi M3 MOTHIH
U, ycnokoeuilit, OlATh yCHYA.

@
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vision 2

1 drowsed,

He heard my song with eyes aglow
Then sang me one of his,

And lol—Makhmud's own ghost arose
Beside the deep abyss.

Makhmud appeared and sang a song

Young poet who shall follow me
When in dull earth I'm pressed,
Awake me with your poetry

So I may lie at rest!

&
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KPARYT CTHXH

Korza 6ur mor, nochan p R030ps
51 BOABHHX FOPCKHX NacTyxos,
Y106 pacnaoaublunecs BOPL
He noxputamt Gi crixos.

Onn He H3 Moelt I Kuurn
Onuaxabl Heax BOCeMb CTPOK
¥Yruanu, chopHO ABE KBAAPHTH,
YnH KOHH BHESHEHH B CPOKP

Fpycrun nasno s or gocans,
U por onars cpeas Gena aua
Ony, Kak Jn01aap KOHOKPaXH,
Crpoxy yraans y Meus.

W nepmut ronosy se crpofino
Y BHX B naeHy Mos cTpoka,
Y10 3aruana B 9yxoe crojio
¥ nepexpamena cserka,

51 kyuaxy o xpae s7v0it
TONRYwW0, CHRS MEX HOXLMH,
Ho otseqaer on:

— He ceryi,
A noanpasnenns npumul



VERSE STEALERS

1 need a shepherd lad or two
‘Who would not be averse

‘To beating off the brigands who
Are fond of stealing verse.

Once from a book of mine did not
The rogues eight verses wrest

And, like quadrigas, drive them off—
‘Two charlots, four abreast?

'I"hc loss embittered me, of course,
RN AR I L
w1 e

Look, in captivity her stance
Has changed; her sheen has, too.
For she is on a different ranch
‘And dyed a different hue.

One day 1 told the village wits
That I would 1ay a trap.

“Don't waste your time,” they told me. “It's
A feather in your cap!

ns
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T MOxeryy,
3abn, b, 4T0 g NMosickax Yaay
Bee KOHOKD 4 21e 0GX0n11ny
Bnage bleo poge,

80318y Kagy?
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*“You should be proud, for as a rule
Horse thieves are very smart

And never stoop to steal the mule
That hauls a water-cart.”

@
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CabLyy, nx,
z’U( He uiray,
TO o4y
2 a }' MH coyy
memx C 7 o llp}’r pyry pe —
Beakny pas,

p CANOY T My
B ayze iy Yerry,

OT Apyrux,
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Father, I do not read to you

New verse that you might know it,
Because from you I've learned the true
Behaviour of a poet,

To act as spukesman for new verse
Is not his proper labour

And be prefers to hear it ficst
Recited by a neighbour.
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NMPOKJIATHE

Tpoxnatbe 6ypAIOKY AHPABONY,
B xoTopoM He XpaHAT BHHO,
IlpoxnnTHe KHHMKANY PHKADOMY
U pmxapuuM HomHAM 330MHO.

TlpokaatHe cTHXY XOAOXHOMY,
Herperowmemy 6auuinky,
IpoknaTee BepTeny cBOGOAHOMY,
Hexapamemycst waimasikyl

ITpoxasTee TeM, KTO H NOHATHA
HMetb 0 9ecTH He NPHBHK,
IpoknaTtie, Moe npokasATHE
YHHIHBUIAM POAHOA A3MK.

ToMy NpoKJATbE, B KOM TIPO3peHHs
He anana COBECTb Ha BeKy.

Hyers np TOT MOe npesp

Kro aBeps He oTnep KyHaky.

Byab npokanatod B A06GOM OGARIHN
Mue HenaBucTHOE BpaHbe.
3

Top
IMpespense ropckoe moel

Byanb TpokAasT, KTO HA ApeBe 3aMucaa
Bowurcs csera, kak cosa.

H TOT, KTO KNATBEHHHE 3anpoCcTO
Bpocaer Ha BeTep cnosa,

B xaskasua, xax Ob OH HH Kanacs,
TMpoxnatsen pucTpemio B ynop,



A CURSE

A curse on leaky skins

at cannot carry wine!
A curse on knives and pins
That do not keep their shine!

A curse on cloaks which chill,
On verse that's cold and stick,
On spits that undergrill

A succulent shashlyk;

On men who talk to you
onour—but have none,

A curse on authors wha

Debase their mother tongue;

On men who all their lives
A conscience never saw,
On anyone who drives

His kinsman from the door!

A curse on cant and lies,
The source of many ills,

n hillmen who despise
The custom of the hills;

On men who, like the owl,
of da{light are afraid,
‘Who break 2 solemn vow
As soon as it is made!

T'll curse, if even now
The tears run down their cheeks,
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Koraa Gt on Hayanscrsy KAaHALCH,
A ne sepwnuam oTIHX rop.

Byab npokast, kro 3a6L11 0 MaTep
”.’lb B oM oTuUa anHec no3op.
Byab npoxast Tot, KTO HeBHIMATEAEH
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Caucasians who bow
To men instead of peaks!

A curse on all who spurn
Their parents, all who show
No brotherly concern

For their own sister’s woe!

At men of blind conceit
My curses I direct,

At youths who fail to treat
‘Their elders with respect,

Cowards I curse in peace
And doubly curse in war.
Greed, callousness, caprice
1 curse no less, no more.

All nations | esteem,

So here’s a treble curse

On shameless men who deem
Que good, another worse,

A curse on friends who may
Desert me in a squall,

A curse on those who play
‘Whatever tune is called!
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NECHS

Tepuue Myn Xacanopoit

INpoctanca B oTvel cropone
Ortent Moft ¢ Genntut coeTon.
H Mama uounio npn aywe,
Kauan monbxy, nena Mue
Y naakana npu sToM.

Mo apyr 6un napens xoTb KyAs,
Ho uaMenunt Mte JeToM.

Toraa Guna st Monona.

Wenrana mama: <He Gens»,

H naakana upu sTOM.

§1, 6y6en p3ss, NycTHAACH B OAAC
i necraM, MHOIO CETHM,
[Totepsn cuer B ropax y nac

Hx mama caymana He pas.

U nnaxkana npu srom.

He crano mamu y Mens.

B nnartke, uTo uepeH UBETOM,
$1, BH3KO rONOBY KACHSR,

Bcro Houb crpena Ges orus
Y naakana npu stom.



SONG

For the singer Mui Hasan

My father left us all too soon,
One bitter day he died.

My mother by the rising moon
Did rock my cot and softly croon
And, as she sang, she eried.

1 thought my love an honest man
And wished to be his bride.
He broke his vow to me and ran,
“You're well rid of that ruffian!”
My mother said, and cried.

So then I took my tambourine

And on the mountainside

1 danced and sang with merry mien,
My anxious mother watched the scene,
And as she watched she cried.

My mother died not long ago.

A mourning scarf I tied

Around my head and, bent in woe,
Kept watch until the dawn’s first glow
And all the night I cried.
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In an inseparable trio.

But it's absurd—a three-winged bird!
Alone wing trailing, loved by none,
1 hobble by, For how can I,

A cripple, fly with only one!
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Stay, Joy! Whither are you racing?
“To a heart in lovel™

‘Whither, Youth, your steps retracing?
“To a heart in love!”

‘Whither, Strength? And whither, Courage?
T AL N P L

&
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ECJIH B MHPE TbiCSYA MY)X4HH..
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IF IN THIS WORLD
A THOUSAND MEN..

If in this world a thousand men

‘With love for you are smarting,

Know that among those thousand men
Am 1, Rasul Gamzatov.

I to your love
one hundred men
Are being willing martyrs,

Among them see the nountainecr
By name Rasul Gamzatov.

f ten fine fellows

you entrapce,
Amon$ those glad to barter
Their fortune for a laving glance
Am1, Rasul Gamzatov.

Should but one lover seck your hand
‘With fearless, peerless ardour,

Be sure the man’s none other than
The mountaineer, Gamzatov.

Should no ene for your favours plead,
And sit you broken-hearted,

on a graveyard stone go ; rcad
Igcrc Ties Rasul Gamzatov"

gg
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IN AKHVAKH
To my friend Musa Mahomedov

Let us go where girls entrance us—
To Akhvakh return!

Let us see if our advances

They will greet or spurn.

We'll observe the age-old rite

Of setting hearts aglow,

Through a maiden’s window wide
Our fine caps we'll throw.

‘We'll discover straightaway

o the favourite is:
From her window back shall come
Every cap but his.

Palest moonlight I recall

And the streets below

‘Where we argued life and love
All so long ago!

Barely grown to manhood then,
Shy I' would not be

Inthe company of men

Senior to me.

That spring night 1 found myself
Near a house, all set

To display the forwardness

1 do not regret.

Plane-trees murmured like the surf.
In an upstairs room
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Was the girl whose song we heard. ...
Palely shone the moon,

Of the sun and stars she sang
And about her lover,
Urging him to hasten lest
She should find another.

As I felt my knees collapse

And my senses spin,

My companions doffed their caps
And sent them flying in.

This could easily be done,
So my courage grew:
Hard upon a furry one
My dloth cap I threw.

How my pounding heart did leap,

My breathing quicken, when

The caps came hurtling back like sheep
Escaping from a pen!

‘When my cap with broken peak—
A duck with broken wing—

Hit the dust, I could not speak
Nor think of anything.

The girl, however, pitied me:
“You've come too soon, my dear!
But wait awhile” {she gaily smiled)
“Come back another year!”

I departed, broken-hearted,

And in anguish wept

‘While a youth—the favoured one—
Throughher window crept.

Many freezing winters passed,
Many summers burned

Hill and field, before at last
Thither I returned.
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Mountain maids. . .. How would I fare?
‘Would 1 catch their eye?

Of the other suitors there

None was as old as I.

As before, a pale moon beamed
On the rooftops flat

And the selfsame girl, it seemed,
At the window sat.

‘When the men their fur caps threw,
In hope her love to share,

1 sent my own hat sailing through
The open window there.

Some young suitors mourned their Jack
OF luck and stood nonplussed

‘When their caps came sailing back,
Raising clouds of dust.

Like a crow that’s shot first go,

So short-lived its fate,

My broad hat flew out and skimmed
To the very gate.

All else was as before, the sky
And stars the same, except

1t was a younger man than 1
That through her window crept.
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So, all my life I seek the boon
Of love, but cruel Fate
Decrees I either come too scon
Or else arrive too late.
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THREE WOMEN

I kissed three women when I left.
Bencath a spreading yew
One stood and said:

“If you forget,
T'll shed no tear for you!”

The second in the doorway held
A pitcher at her side
And bid me:
“Hurry back! Farewell!”
The third stood still and sighed.

The first I speedily forgot
Beneath the glowing skies.
The second 1 remembered not
Beyond the second rise.

I rode and strode along the road
And sluggish Time I sputred,
For always I was haunted by
Remembrance of the third.

The first, the shrew, was on the roof
To watch me gallop in.

‘The second, suave and smiling, gave
Me water from the spring.
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The third was nowhere to be seen,
Her presence there I missed.

And she’s the one I dream about—
The third and last I kissed.

£y
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My spirit compulsively kindles

Three fiery wishes in me:

To hold in my arms one more woman
And then~—what will be, will bel

To drain one more horn with a flourish—
God shall not hold this against me;

To pen yet another love lyric

And then~-what will be, will be!

I held one more woman but, winning her,
Found fiery hope was a frost,

The wine tasted sharper than vinegar,
My lyrics their brilliance lost.

A scurrilous rumour some villain
Has spread to disparage my pame,
Alleging my passion has wilted,
My horse is off colour and lame.

Please note: I'll have no one deliver
A funeral speech over me

Until I have kissed one more woman,
And then—what will be, will be!

Until one more horn I have emptied
And maling pach featharad wnrd cinm

Lo - .
A .
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When fire and verse 1 have blended

In a manner that none could foresee

And you, my friends, ery: *“O how splendid!”
‘Why, then—what will be, will bel

B
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Three times I fell, on each occasion snapping

A bone. Foul weather was at first the cause,

And then a bumpy road that caught me napping,
And, finally, too mettlesome a horse.

First, there was rain and hail; then roads were icy
Or washed away by floods; the next time, you—
God only knows just what it was precisely—

You never came. I waited—and still do!

To wait in vain would seem my life-long mission
And now, when I to death may soon succumb,

The weather’s fine, the road’s in good condition,
The horse is docile~—but you still don't come!

+§+
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FOOTPRINTS IN THE SNOW

Together through the wintry woodland
All day we wandered without pause.

How come, then, that beside my footprints
I cannot see a print of yours?

Just now was not the woodland ringing
‘With echoes of the song you sang?

Did I not hold your frozen fingers

And warm them in my eager hands?

Did you not run behind a fir-tree

And ¢ry: “Give chasel I'm pot afraid!”?
If you were not the other person,

‘Who was it heard my verse tirade?

Was it not you who laughed, grew angry,
‘Who said that I was in the wrong?

‘Was it not you saw my surrender

‘When your persuasion proved too strong?

Through virgin snow you strode beside me.
‘Where are your tracks? I do not know.

1 walk alone. Thought flutters wildly

But leaves no footprint in the snow.
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To P.U.

Rain upon the sill—dazedly I dream of you,

Snow upon the hill—dazedly I dream of you.

Cloudless skies at dawn—dazedly I dream of you,

Fields of summer corn—dazedly 1 dream of you.

Swallows dip and dart—dazedly I dream of you,

Gather and depart—dazedly I dream of you.

Leaves that blow and whirl, leaves aglow with
honey-dew

Give me no respite—dazedly I dream of you.

Surely you're a girl better than I ever knew

If all day and night dazedly I dream of you.
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Come, say what was the fire
Inflamed your young desire?
“Love of 2 woman!”

Today what is the torch
You blaze with, not unscorched?
“Love of a woman!”

‘With what flame do you yearn,
‘While yet alive, to burn?
“Love of a woman!™

‘What do you treasure more
Than honours by the score?
“Love of a woman!”

‘What nets you in despair
And lets you walk on air?
“Love of a woman!”

Can anything compare
‘With love that is so fair?
“Love of 2 woman!”

‘With what, O reckless man,
Shall you conclude your span?
“Love of a woman!”

&
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Grant me but one glance adoring,
Say one word—I'll go

Headlong into fire or water,

Dash through hail or snow,

Scale a mountain at your bidding,
Plumb a precipice,

Mark the outermost meridian

For one parting kiss!

@
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AT THE WINDOW UP THERE

Where are you, Heart?

“At the window up there!”
How my breast hurts,
Robbed of heart, full of care!

‘Where are you, Dreams?
“At the window up there!”
O how cold the room

To me in despair!

‘Where are you, Eyes?
“At the window up there!”
My empty sockets
Tearfully stare.

‘Where are you, Verse?
‘What rivets you so?
‘Whither so fast?

“To the window I go!”

Where are you, Thoughts?
“At the window up there!”
‘Who are those people?

“A fortunate pair.”
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Why so forlorn?

“Once for me she did care....

I watched the dawn
From the window up there.”
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Sleep, my darling! Darkness flows
So swiftly in July,

Could I rock you as you doze,

T'd sing a lullaby!

‘What to whisper in your ear

As shadows intertwine?

May the last “Good night!” you hear
Always, dear, be mine!

Nothing shall your slumbers mar:
Tl watch the vale below,

Rouse the lark, blow out each star
And set the East aglow.

Skadows flee. New day is dawning,
Golden and divine.

Always may the first “Good morning!™
That you hear be mine!

e
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MHE B HOPOTY NOPA

Hoporas MoR, Mue B ACPOry nOpa,
5 ¢ coGowo nobpa ne Gepy,
Ocrasasio vecennye 5T Berpa,
Ife6eranne ntuy noyrpy.

Ocrasnsio Te6e 1 cusnbe JAyHEL,

¥l uperst B TASPOTHHCKOM Jecy,

U nanekylo necHto KaCARIACKOIN BOANLL,
Y crewamyio k Mopo Koiicy.

W waropsf, rRe MMeTCH X yTeCy yrec,
Co cnepami OT rpo3 U noxped, ~
ﬂDpDﬂlMH, KaK clen Hegocolita i cned
Ha moSuMux wekax Marepefl.

He BosbMy 1 € cOGOI0 CYAAKCKOR CTPYH.
B tex xpanx we cmory s cGepeyb

Hy nyueds, corpenalounx naeau T80H,
Hy tpasy, nocturatoueR naew.

Hugero ne BO3LMY, 870 MO€ HCKOHH,
To, k uemy s Rywowo npupoe, —

TOpHHX TPOTOK, A3KPYULHRLX, CIOBHG PEMHIL
Cnanko naxuymux cenoM B ROKoC. ’



IT°S TIME FOR ME TO GO

It’s time, high time for me to go,
No things I take along.

I leave the winds that lightly blaw,
The thrushes’ earlv song.

1 leave the moonlit night, the trees,
‘The flowers in the grass,

e murmuring of distant seas,
The torrent’s mighty bass,

‘The gorges wind and ram have carved
In rugged mountain peaks,

As dear as my own mother’s scarred
And weather-beaten checks.

I leave with you the river’s lustre

And the lazy glow

Of rays that round your shoulders cluster
‘When the sun is low.

1 leave with you what’s mine from birth
much as flesh and bone:

The winding path, the scent of carth,

Of hay that’s newly mown.,
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§I TeGe ocraBasio Il ROXKAB H XKapy,
JKypasaeit, ne6ocsoa rony6oit...

$1 1 Tak oyers MHOTO ¢ coboto Gepy:
$1 mo6osb 3abupato ¢ coboit.
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1 Ieave the cooling rain, the baking
Sun, the skies above.. ..

Instead, the greatest treasure taking
On my way—your love.
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If every loving thought and look
Became a lyric line,

There'd be no bigger poetry book

On themes of love than mine.

But still the book is small—what’s worse,
P'm writing nothing new:

‘Whatever time I have for verse

T'd rather spend with you.

&
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S BROBJER B CTO AEBYWEK

1 & corio pesywmex anodact,
Ouw peaze, noncway,

Onsnt u ant, oNx ¥ com,

1 nex nx nosuutt Gyay.

§1 nowio KANH00 pecKy:
Maavunuika Gocontorith,

§t ncrperna peacaxy oany

C xyswsuost us gopore.
Kasasocy, aepouxa Ousa
Concest, xax 10T Kysunt, Man2.
Boaa Guaa xoxoauoh o nes —
§l anan nasepurxa, —

Ho ofioxraa smens oruen

Boxs u3 poanuxa,

Tana pacuewy Gucrpul 830P.
Ee aobaw s 10 cux nop.

A f03Ke ~ 8 eTyxy i pecHoh
¥ en3ux poan xacnuiicxnx

1 Gpen aa aesywxoft oauofl,
He noaxoxan « sek 6anako.
Xoaun aa neft 1 xak po cHe,
Ilo yanuam xpysa,

A uTOf ysuneTs Tenb B OKHE
Broporo staxa,

Buaesan s na BHCOKHA KAeH...
51 o cux nop B uee paGARH.

He nozature, noka sy,
Mne xepymxu oanoh,

Yro xax-10 exana 8 Mocksy
B omnom xyne ¢o muod,



A HUNDRED WOMEN I ADORE

A hundred women I adore,
I see them all about.
Awake—-asleep, I swoon—1I soar
But cannot blot them out.
A girl I never can forget
First woke my heart to joy
en, coming to the spring, she met
é‘_ ba‘r'cf?ot country b;°¥'

AP S

To take up from the spring.

Cool? No! For, standing there, I felt
It scald my flesh, and sting.

Her glance, so keen and fancy-free,
Still to this day entrances me.

Later, wandering idly by
The dove-grey Caspian’s shore,
» 1 loved a girl, but was too shy,
' knock upon her door.
So I would roam about her home
A suitor out of mind,
A maple-tree I'd climb to see
Her shadow on the blind.
She lived up on the second floor. . ..
And still that young girl I adore.

And hara’e cnathan scanime ated g
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Cnacnﬁo, A0porop Kaccp,
10 pan MECTa pap, Psnoy,

Ta, Pagoy o neq, BABOEM, Ge3 cpop
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Dpocryy,

Hp Oveny, TPOryio BAtoG ey,

b2 OTBeyag. Her, Moerog,
Moy APYT, pee CTo g Tebe ontof)
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P'm grateful, booking clerk, to you

‘Who set her at my side

So that we viewed the landscape through
One carriage-window wide,

And 21l my life beside this girl

I'd gladly travel through the world.

L T

My manuscnpt to shreds. '
Another girl I still adore
With merry twinkling eyes,

‘Who praised a hundred times or more
My poetry to the skies.

A girl who's spiteful I adore,

A simple gir), too, I adore,

And one who’s prudish I adore,
And one who's touchy I adore,
And one who finds it all a bore.
The girl who's very tractable,
The merry girl, too, I adore

And even the refractory.

There is a girl whom I adore

In every town and village,

And women studeats by the score
Al set my senses thrilling,

1 call them all “my dear”, “my dove'
‘With ardour bold and dashing—
There are a hundred girls I love
Al with an equal passion.

‘Why do you glare at me again
As at an enemy?

“I'm one among a hundred, then?
Thank you for telling me!”

No, wait! The hundred, can’t you see,
Have in your presence grown.
Ahundred girls you are to me

17
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And I am yours alone.

That time when I was wandering
A barefoot country boy,

It's you I met beside the spring,
‘Wko woke my heart to joy.

And in that city by the sea,
‘Where salty breezes blew,

You surely must remember me,
The youth, who followed you?
You surely must recall the sound
Of racing train-wheels, Moscow-bound?
You are a hundred girls in one
And all of them embrace.

In you I find both grief and fun,
Rough winter, summer grace.
Sometimes you are indifferent
And cruel,  confess,

At other times—obedient

And purest gentleness.

‘Wherever you have wished to fly,
I followed in your wake.
‘Whatever took your fancy, I
Acquired for your sake.

‘We've visited the silent hills,
‘Where clouds caress ﬂxi h‘qather,

[P PRR TR

Allwith an qulal passion. ..
It's you I call “my dear”, “my dove”
‘With ardour bold and dashing.

I love a hundred girls, it’s true,
But every one of them is you!

@
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HAZLTHCH HA JBEPSIX
H BOPOTAX

Xotb oM Moit b cTOpOHe,
Ho Bce e cenait KpIOK
U saraany ko MHe,

Mof Heanakomuiii ApYr.

®

Bac 5 s1om ROMe, JIoan rop,
HUYTO nHe Ol‘Dp‘lHT,

3noposut see, a Tex, KTO XBOp,

MNpitxox pam NICHEANT.

%

npoxox(uﬁ, He cTyun, xoasen ne Gya,
Co anom npuues — yiiay, ¢ no6poM
ApHien —- BYOA.
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ON DOORS AND GATES

LR I

Unknown friend,
Come and stay
Though it's out
Of your way!

@

* * »

Come, hill folk, please knock!
Rest here with assurance!
We're well. If we're not,
Your coming will cure us!

%?),

LI Y

Don’t knock, don't rouse the household,
You who pass this way!

If good you bring us, enter!

1If evil, go away!

@

1
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3neck obaeruenne TH tafifeuis
ITeunnsm it neayram,

Tut noGprim roctes B gom Bofiemh =
Yhinews xopounts apyrom.

+ -
O+
o+

S — mxurnT, # ectb DANA ANIUb
TpoesGa y mens:

He sxozn, konb ne noxsamiuh
Moero xons.
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Here you'll find a place to rest,
Your troubles here you'll mend.
Enter as a welcome guest,
Depart a lasting friend!

Note, outsider, I'm a rider
And one rule enforce:

If you enter here, remember—
You must praise my horse!

0 ¢,
e
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HADJ\“CH HA MOI‘HJIbe\X
KAMHﬂX

On MyapeuoM e cABl

n xpaﬁpeuon sie caBt

Ho TokaouHCck eMy:
KOM

Ot uenose

L
Cb HenOJl\'“l‘l ﬂpO)K\U\ peks
o OH anall

H,

oR

T
H qenoBeK.
C’\'OHNL

nazkall, yuupalt =~

@

* * *
G nenpasiow npn KUK p cnop
Berynadt JUKHEHT.
Henpaeid XOANT RO CHX nop,
A oH nexuT
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ON TOMBSTONES

* »
He was no sage,
No superman.
But bow to him:
He was a man.
%
* % %

Life he enjoyed but for the briefest span;
Address and occupation are unknown.

All that we know is that he was a man
‘Who, being born, did cry, and dying, moan.

&

* ® ¥

This horseman drew his sword
To conquer 11,

Which does still walk abroad
While he lies still.

.
9
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i, Tpyc, ne panyfics, uto naf,
Uto conT B 3eMae repoil.
CBO}O BHHTOBKY M KiHXKaJ

On ue 3a6pan ¢ coboit.

&

LI

He co6pan uu kasum, ni cKoTa, HIEErO
Bemustit ropett, sexannii oA 3TAM XOAMOM-
T'Re-1o necy notor — 310 necHH ero-
Tne-to necun nojor — 370 necHyt o HeM.

. % #

Bt y nepects! BGOp He BeMIK:
Mornsunit kamens s MY ~— CTApRK.

@

LY

3aeck cnut xpabpen JOKITNHT,
A xpabpects witTL octanach.



* *

Hey, coward! By this hero’s grave
Forbear to raise a cheer.

He was bereft of life, but left

His gun and dagger here.

&5
v

The billman lying here below this mound

Avnagead pn wald mn ghaan pat aputhine:

She had to choose, young lady of the house,
A gravestone or, poor thing, a grave old spouse.

@

* % %

Here lies a rider brave!
His bravery lives on.
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Tpyc Toxe rae-to cnut,
A TpycocTs MHTH OCTANACH.

&
+

* % ¥

it cyashie,
JKusoft, nycts Bee wepHo B TBOCIH g{f \
Yremnes, 6part, MHe Xyxe, HeM T

Hoporu crpoum Mbl, Ho BoT Gega:
Hoporn see npusonar nac cloaa.

&

L S

IMesen aeman ponnoi,
ST cnao B Morune Tecnoi!
Kro panom conr co muoh?
Miute 370 nenapecritot



And here’s a coward's grave—
And cowardice lives on!

Don't curse your fortune, passer-oyt
You are more fortunate than I.

* % %

A thousand roads you build, but one thing's clear:
Whichever road you take, you end up here!

P

* % %
A bard of earth, I died

And now lic here.
‘Who's lying at my side?

Tve no ideal
®



186

HAONHCH HA KHH)XAJAX

s % *

Mpunss xurxan, danomun aag Hasasd:
Her nyume noxen mMecra A KHIKaN2:

* ¥ %

Xotb conune GyneT Keyb ero OrHeM,
Kposs Hukorza He BbcoXHET Ha HeM.

'I-_I'roﬁ Branets KiHxanoMm, HOMHM, APYT
070Ba Kyna HysxHee pyK.

+
O+
+



ON DAGGERS

* * »

My friend, if ever you bequeath
A dagger, don’t forget the sheath]

oy

LI

However hot the sun on high,
Blood on this blade shall never dry.

@

¥ ¥ #

Of men who bear a knife "tis said:
More than their hand they need their head.
+

+O+
+



+ * *

Kymkan B pyKax raynta =
Hetepnenis.

B pykax ¥ Myapeud =
HeToponais.

» * ¥
onofe
Ecrp Gputea aad YOO a gan Y62 :nb L
scan HaNPacHo T

He srnnmaf KBH

Y xaaxo MHe pcerna Toro
Kro muoft yme ¥ HT.

U nenapixy TeX: Koro
V6urp MHE nipeAcTonT

)
£
S

. * %

‘Knsuack, 33 PyKOsTE RepIKICE
Ho ocTpuemM ero kASUHCh. < v

+ -
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* & »

A fool draws in a trice.
A wiser man thinks twice.

%

* * ®

Trim your whiskers with a razor,
Fell your timber with an axe,
But don't be a trouble-raiser—
Sheathe your dagger, and relax!

@

* * »

After I kill a man,
I mourn his fate.
Before I kill,

1 only hate.

&

- % »

Swear thau wilt

By my hilt!
Keep thy pledge
By my edgel
+
O
+
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H ~TO NPOANTAs KPO
Oanaxasl rae p p S—

Kinnkaast Toyir, 4T06 npoamThC:

W

Tenm ou cTpauen, TeM o XYT0K
UYro He noHumMaeT MIYTOK.

®

Kumkan ropsy, Guisaer,
XoTh X0n0feH Kak Aell.
Hereit on ne poxnaer,
Ho coanaer cipor.
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‘Wherever human blood be shed in feud,
1t whets a knife and bloodshed is renewed.

Lo
(e8]

L

Taunt me not with truth or rumour—
- Daggers have no sense of humour!

@

L Y

Spring-feverish and wild,
Or keen and cold as ice,
A knife begets no child
But orphans—in a trice.

+54
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HAI.].“HCM HA BMHHb\
* * *
a anpasc'rayxo BHONME
Hanupa! te 1 ocymawume.
ajomue B Gepyuie: "
3patontic ™ X B o Heaua\om
&
o
* * *

Y pee ¥ ¥ ci0A3
i p3nT €O 6a Bona
.
*
» ¥ *

iéTo un puo, yWes kro ABET yhgEn
o paase TOT ‘GeccmepTeis K10 ¥ 7
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ON WINE HORNS

% ®

Here’s to the drinkers of wine
Who pour and adore it,
Explore all the lore of the vine
Or blithely ignore it}

Praise water that may gratify
A shepherd's thirsty flocks!
But it was not for water 1
Was wrested fram the ox.

@

EE—

Men drank and died, still drink—and die.
But shall Death pass non-drinkers by?

+§(‘
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Ilasafite nHTD, KOJb NBETCH:
A noson nuTh uafigercs.

XoTb TH 1 caM ceGe Hana
U aanepunics, xneGrys,

A Bce paBHO O TOM, ¥TO s
Vauaer pech ays.

+
+

.

Mopof: ne anaer paxe 6or
Toro, uTo cABIIAN BHRHHA POT-

Kak xowews neit — nomany Hab noMnory
nopory:

Ho TaK, 4106 X Romy ne 3a6HTS

&
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Come drink, procrastinator,
We'll find a reason later!

2
'3

% % &

Though you withdraw and lock the door
To drink your wine alone,

Ere shadows fall, to one and all

The secret fact is known.

Al that is said when good wine flows,
Better than God, the wine born knows.

!&:

EREIE 3

Drink your fill of fragrant foam
But don't forget the way back home!

@
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Tor nser oumo, komy 3anpeuxez:;;,
TOT, KTO 3anpelaer nHTbL By

Or noxanuka — TpaBa,
T BBHINHBKH — cs0Ba.

&

* x4

T, .
Myzpen nopoit rayneer, echT e
Sbmae-r, BIpoYeM, 11 HAOGOPOT.

v

Tut apews, BIHO 1t nbeurs,
4K napp, nosenurens,
OCTOf, euge noitMerus,
TO TH erg CAYMHTEND.

&
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‘A ban on drink won't stop a drinking man,
Nor does it stop the anthors of the ban.

&
‘3

Rain swells the stalk,
And wine, our talk.

®

ERE

A wise man drank, into a fool he grew.
e opposite has often happened, too.

®

LI 3

You pour the wine and drink it Jike a king,
But soon discover you're its undesling!

&
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Tor nber BHHO, KOMY 3anpeueno,
H 1o, KTO 3anpemaer niTh BHHO.

Ot noxnmuka — Tpasa,
OT BHINHBKH ~— 0B,

@

L I

Myapeu nopoil rayneer, ecn nper...
Buisaer, Bnpoues, 1 Ha0GoPOT.

7
ve

T aAbewlb BHIO H Nbesb,
Kax napb 1t nonesuteas,
TMocroi, ewe nofimelb,
Y10 THd €ro cAYXKITeNb.,
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‘A ban on drink won't stop a drinking man,
Nor does it stop the authors of the ban.

%23'

Rain swells the stalk,
And wine, our talk.

®

EIE

A wise man drank, into a fool he grew.
The opposite has often happened, too.

EE

You pour the wine and drink it like a king,
But soon discover you're its underling!
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Hanoanen por — Guicrpee ocyunt,
Por onmycTten — HanoNHHTE nociemy.

+

+OF
+

IluTe MOXHO BeeM,
HeoGxonimMo ToAbKO
3uate, rae H C KeM,
3a YTO, KOrga H CKONbKO.



* % %

Full of wine? Uptilt it!
Empty? Swiftly fill it!

52

L )

‘Wine suits all men, it's such

A pleasure to consume.

But you must know how much,

‘Why, when, where, and ... with whom.

2
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HARMHCH HA YHUYKYJbCKHX
NMAJTKAX

Koraa ¢ sous cofinetns T4, s ona
Oana Tc6e 3amMeunT CKakyna,

[

Xoth #t peceanift Ha Heli yaop,
¥ Tex, KTo C lelo, neyanen B3o.

HY

Xosaun GenHuit Moil,

Trt nouecref nocrodn,
Tul HAb CTapHK cenofl,
My kanexa-Bony.



ON STICKS

ERE S

‘When you can no longer ride,
I'll go jogging at your side.

&W

Fs

Though with inlay bright I'm clad,
Those who walk with me are sad.

@

EE

Honour is due and reverence

To you whose weight I shoulder,
You're either well advanced in years
Or else a wounded soldier.

&



1llymena s ancrsosw,
Buna s monoznof,
Teneps rpymy ¢ 106010
O onocrit Gunofi

&

1 norn pan Gesororo ,
Joxurura-xpadpeus.
Tnasa s pan yGororo
Caenua.

X &
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I share your grief
For days gone by
When limb and leaf
Were young and spry.

@

* % %

For a poor blind man
am an eye.

For alegless one

Alegam],
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HAJLIHCH UA AHHACKHX
LYPRAX

LI

aa xpatpeny ona w uyspeuy.
Mocuorpiy, 6yaer au Tele k anny.

o

. s »

Tackaser o s1eh repoit

11 8 nyTo, 8t B esepnuf Goh.
Ha ueft on nexunoft
Boponitren aomoh.

K

. » »

Tebe 1 b Gypio 1t B MeTens
Ouau Kpuiua i nocreas.

@
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Ona x0te 1 9epHa, UG Ke 22eT TeRAR
Ten aoaru, weg gyu:a sepna, & ne Gena.

Lo
L



* % *

Though black, I don’t impart
Warmth to a blackguard’s heart.




HAONMHCH HA CENJIAX

Chan 8 cefie, mOXyaa He COCTAPHILES
Hab uasemn, nox Hory Koo, ne Coanntubes.

W

Xpa6pen uau CHiHT B ceane,
Wb 7ixo cnnt B cuipofi semae.

&

Jsxurnt, ne npumepsi Menn
K cnuue ne csoero xons.

+
+O+
+
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ON SADDLES

. * »

Sit on your horse until you fumble
Or from a mortal wound you tumble.

Seek a brave man on his horse
Or asleep beneath the gorse.

@

» * »

Before the f§iﬂb you loosen, rider, pause:
I shall not fit a horse that is not yours.

e
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* . »

TeGe pacti p ceane,

B ceane Mymars,
Otio 1e6e noayuka

! KpoBare,

L8,

©
D

2



* % %

Here shall you grow into a man:
Your cushion and your bed I am!

211



HALMHCH HA OYATAX
H KAMHHAX

* * »

Kyna Gut 11t G6ua Gpourent TH cyavGoil,
Ero Tenso TH yHecews ¢ coGof.

w

s % »

Bena TeSe, Kynax,
Ube cepgue ne CTYIHT.
Bena TeGe, ouar,

Tne niaMs He TOpHT.

@

H ecan moft orons norac,
Kaunefite ge Mens,
A Tex, cupeBIUX CTONLKO pas
¥ moero orusi.

-}é‘!



ON HEARTH STONES

* % g

However far abroad You roam,
ou bear with you the warmth of hearth
and home,
L

LI Y

M-fated is a friend

Whose heart s stil}.

ll-fated is a hearth
ose ash is chill.

Don't pity me if here

You find no ame,

But those who to this hearth
For comfort came,

+§f



Koraa noram Tenao,
H na aywe cgerno.

W

* * »

Bam Tak Hirae Tenno ue GyAer, Kpome
Kak anecs, y ouara p OTItODCKOM JAOME.

&

* o #

Henapom nasunarores
C netcrsa, ¢ ouara
CKa3sky, 910 KOHYAKTCH
T'nGenvio Bpara.
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‘Warm hands and knees
Your heart will ease.

2%3'

L]

You'll never feel a warmer glow
Than gives the hearth which saw you
grow!

&

* o+ ¥

Never in vain

Are fireside stories told
About invaders slain
By heroes bold.
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HADMHCH HA KOJILIBEASX

.+ »

omuf cor
Mycts ApeMaiotiieny apecs xop - m;ﬂ
MNyers Gyner CYMACHO NpHCHKBIUEMYCA COHTECE.

@

L I 3

Wymans pedenox TBOF,
Tut we yeuems, HY 970 X —
T ToMe Grn Taxofi,

H Ha Te6na noxow,

o

o
A
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ON CRADLES

* ® &

May happy dreams appear to you
And just as happily come true.

&

* % ¥

The child won’t let you sleep
For tears and mer; laughter?
You, too, did how] and chee;
It's you the child takes after.
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HALNHCH HA CKAJAX

5 ¢ »

B uac rops naaus, repoft,
Hennan wunave,
Henacriolo nopoft

U ckaan naanyt.

&

L

Otaara na cxany padupanach,
Oruannbe ¢ ree 6pocanoch.:

&

2 » »

Jllo/Ganb JEHIHTE, MyKecTEC opad
He‘enpamnsaror, sucoka as ckana.

&



ON ROCKS

» *

‘Weep, stricken hero, weep
And have no fear!

A rock, too, has been seen
To drop a tear.

Courage reached the summit,
Despair leapt from it.

@

I

An eagle or 2 warrior who's in love

Will never ask how high the rock above.

B
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Bocranernune — poceus CTpOK,
Bocems peaex pogmmux naropf.
YTh K 11033111, K MOpI0 Aafek,

S xeaaro pam puAiti K Mopio.

Bochmucrine — pocews crpox,
Bocew 1onomer ropuoro xpas,

Hexonure s cro nopor,
Fopexnx wanox csoux we Tepas.

&
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An octave is cight lines of verse,
Eight strcams of poetry flow.
Many a mile may you traverse
And reach the sca below!

An octave is eight lines of verse,
Eight youths from mountains high.
May you a hundred roads traverse
And ever storm the sky!

G



Hoaro 1 xonitx no Geny coery,
Bunes mioro cosepuellHbX Kifr,
A cama pennxan nnanera —
Pyxonitce, nepree, wepnobux.

Croavko p neft nenpapunsunix sarnasib,
Cronpxo erpovex sakangaor 310!

Bor 6 pee nspaun B nelt wenpanHts,
Bee nepenncars 6n nateno,
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Travelling the world, I've gathered
Splendid books to grace my shelf,
And it scems to me our planet

Is a manuscript itself.

There are chapters wrongly headed,
Others infamy contain.

‘Would the faults could be amended
And fair copies penned again!

&
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Kavwaer ropuuii percp xoauGen,
Ayascxknu manumas xotopuit Bex
Cnaraior konuGensuyio Merean,

H cuer Aazi, 1 BOANN roputix pek.

Tycrs Gyayr namu gerit ynanstasi,
Iycts cnabw parecranuen ne wepuAT.
Opau, NApHBIMIHe HAf HX OTHAMH,
Han maneusxumu ropuanmu napar.
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A mountain breeze his cradle rocks.
A torrent racing by,

And avalanche’s thudding shocks
Provide the Jullaby.

May our grown sons as bravely ride
As mountaineers of yore,

And eagles with an equal pride
Above them wheel and soar!
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Ecan napyr u 1 merannon crany,
He HekannTe Ha Mena asotter.

He xouy Gpenuars 1t b ybix KapMana)
3amurars p Trasax nenoGpwit ceet.

Ecan cymacno mue cram MeTanaoM,
Bukyhte OpyXbe 113 Mmens,

‘lroﬁu Mie KaiikoM an KHHKanoM
B noxuax cnarn i b Gofi setets, 3penst
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Should I ever turn to metal,
Money from it do not mint!
In a purse I'd hate to settle,
Setting greedy eyes a-glint.

If fate wills this transformation,
Forge a dagger out of me:
Sheathed, I'll relish meditation,
Roused, I'll rout the enemy.



Mu npuxonuM, C0BHO moe3fa.

TMonuxTuM H B NyTH YXOAHM AanbHAf.
Ocranoska «)KH3Hb», TH, KaK Bceraa,
Bcex BcTpevaetun cyetofi BoksanbHof.

Bor o 51 npnwen, Ho cKOpo cpoK,
CKOpO BRalb MeHS YMUHT AOPOra.
KpacHHI{i cTanunonytli oroHex,

Mofi OTXOR OTCPOYL XOTH HaHEMHOTO.
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e day, one p;
e nj
Do 0 d’a: fo glide awvay, ight
My 8e o gr,

me d&";}?‘d lighy,
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Tul, BpeMs, beTynaews co MEOM B pyKonatuiyio,
Murraews npospenseM, Kapaeiws npespeHben,
Ceronnsa knefiMuuib 3a OWHEKY BuepalliHue

U xpenoctt pymnws — MOH 3a6AyKACHBSA.

K70 3Han, 4T0 OKaMyTCA HCTHHE! 3HGKHMH?
Yero xe cMeemscs TH, MCTR M Kapan?
Beapb 51 owrnGasica TBOHMH OlURGKaMY,
Bocropxenno caoBo TBoe nosropas!
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“Time, you oppress me and cruelly test me

With sad revelation and scorn.

Today it's with yesterday's faults you invest me,
My forts of illusion you storm.

- e truths would be shakea?
' me?

' 1¢ one you had taken,
Your words I re-echoed in rhyme!

©
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Tpyauo an nofitn Ha nofBur npasuil
OIBHI' ~— 5TO MHT, HO XXH3Hb TDOKHTD
Tak, uro6 GuTb cROET AOCTORHKM cAaBH,

Tamenell, yeM NOZBUT COBEPIUHTH!

Tpyauo ab crars npesarenem wan popon!
Mur nagenss Kparok, Ho NOTOM

Taxeno cTeperb KJefiMO 11030pa

Unu xusus npoxuts ¢ TakuM xaeiimom!
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Great COurage in the b
Is SWift], shoy,
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«UTo 3Ke MOJYHWDL TH, 3a6poLIeHHH A0M,
Hann mens ysnaems TH ¢ TPYAOM?

JHom, Bo3BeNeHHHIT pyKaMH OTIA,

Uro caoero He BeTpedaells NTEHUa?»

Kamun ckasanm: «[Tofimi Baxonen,
Urto HaM 3a pafocTb, HEYMHbI nTeHel,
Ecay nof Kpsuy poaHoro ruessia
ToctenM T8 Ha A€Hb BAETHIND HHOTAA®.

oy
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Old stone house my father built,
Empty now and icy,

I was once your nestling shrill.
Don’t you recagnise me?

1 can see you're back again.
But what pleasure is it

If you come just now and then
On a flying visit?

D
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Moft coces, r1a3za npHUYpHB Kape,
Tosopnn, Mu caymami pacckas. --
Bnpyr ¢ KyBUIHHaMH ropaHka crapas
Tsaxke npOXpoMana MHMO Hac.

U rorna crapux, pacckas cBoft KoMKad,
BarnsgoM Ty crapyxy Ro yraa

Tposoaun ¥ npouientan BAOTOHKY eii:
«[lo yero xe xopoma Guals
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My neighbour in a lively tone
Was telling us a story,

‘When past us came a village crone
With fingers bent and horny.

The story-teller turned his head,
Attentively and mutely

He watched her go, then softly said:
“Ah, she was such a beauty!”
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YTpo u Beuep, coHUE H MpaK —
Beanit pribax, yepHuii prbax.

B Mitpe Kak B MOpe; H KakKeTCsl MHe:
Mbl, C/10BHO PBHIGHL, NABIBEM B IMTyGHH(

B MHpe Kak B Mope; He CIAT pHGaky,
CeTH TroTOBAT 1 JAARAT KPIOUKH.

B ceTn AH HOYH, HAa YAOUKY IHH
CKOopo /i1 BpeMAa NOoHMaeT MeHA?
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Morning and evening, noonday and night,
Fisher of darkness, fisher of light.

The world is an ocean: I fancy that we

Are swimming like fish in the depths of thc sea.

An ocean the world is: the fishermen wait,
Spreading a net and preparing the bait.

ow—and how soon~shall Time bear me away?
In the net of the night? On the hook of the day?
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$1 BHOBD npruwes ciojga A cam He Bepro.
Bor xnace, rae s yyuncs nepswit rox.
Ceifiyac peuryck, cefivac oTxpoio ABepH.
3axsaTHT AyX, H cepaue ymaner.

H GocOHOrHil MAaNbUHK, MHe 3HAKOMBL,
Bcras co ckaMpH, cToABIIeli B TOM TORY
HascTpeuy noGexHur Ko Mue, cenomy.
U 3tofi BcTpeun g Goock It XKAY.
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I pause before the classroom door
Through which I passed, a child.

1 smooth my hair, now grey and rare;
My sober heart runs wild.

From my old desk a boy will rise
And come to welcome me!

That’s why there’s panic in my eyes. ..

And curiosity.

\’\
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51 BIKY ReTCTBO, 4TO fIPONLNO AABHO,

C yaubxoit ¥ cie3HHKO HA pecHuue.

51 cxoabko Gt Hi 3pan ero, OHO

Brosb He npuaer Ko Mue, He BO3BPATHICA.

51 BHKY CTAapOCTh, BHXKY BIepeas,
Moumamyso 8 npeauyscTsHi TpeBorh.

1 ckonbro 6 nu kpuuan efi: «Yxoauly —
Cronr, ceaan, Ha Moeit gopore.



My childhood days are far behind,
n vain I cry and yearn.

No plea and no appeal of mine

Can make those days return.

I see old age ahead of me,
A heavy load he bears.

In vain I cry: “Please let me bel”
He blocks my way and stares.
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Haxe nesametnne necynuxn
Hory no xposu cotpyr B nyrn,
Tonanyr B wapuixi #ab GOTHHKH —
Burpacal, a To Heas3s HATH.

51, Mof apyr, cTixos TBOMX ;O TOUKH
Hounrats He Mor, ckazan: «Ypoab».
Heykmoxne cnosa it crpouxy,

Kax necunnxn, nprannsior 6045,

@
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A tiny grain of sand will bruise
Your feet and make them bleed.
If you do not shake out your shoes
You'll find you can’t proceed.

I tried; dear friend, to read your verse
But had to stop half-way,

For clumsy words and lines hurt more
Than shoesand 2ny day.

U7



Chnasa, ne Hazo, He Tporai xKuBHX,
TO TH O JI0OAAX 3Haews?

Haxe CHABHeNX i AYUUIHX H3 HHX

Tor nnorga YGuBaems,

Caasa, Tt MEDTBLIM HyxMHeil, ueM JHBHM,
UM 181 5e loMewaemup,

Meprauix ropsumy RHXaHBEM CBONM

T nasceraa BOCKpeluaenwss,
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Fame, go away, leave the living alone!
‘What do you know about people?

Even for great men who stand on their own
Laurels are frequently Iethal.

Fame, my advice to you is: help the dead!

They need your prompting paternai.

Your spur won't kill but will give them instead
- A life and a glory eternal.
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«Tol urparms, Pasyunnacs, sypua.

Tae 6unag nesyvects n cunaps

«Her, kak Hecrapy, necus asyuna,
TO ywH TeGe 3anoxunos,

«Tu, aypua, mue Teneps He MuAa,
Tr noeurs PaBuonyinueit, yem nenas.
<51 ocranace TaKoA, Kax Guna,

310 cepane TBoe ovepcraeno!s

@



Lute, where are the clear and clever
Airs you used to strum?

“I play now as well as ever,

Friend, it's your cars hum.”

]q..u(c, why docs !hc muuc faller,
PR




He peynsim mue kaxerca waw #e6ocsoa.
On matkum 1 Berxis 110pol0 MuE KameTcA:
ﬂapoxo Mie Kaxercsa: ne6o BOT-BOT

Taner Mye 1a ronoBy sceit choef TAKECTEN-

Ho puicaren ropw, i s samumen
Bepuinnami ropusiMir, ropusMH KpyRaMs,
Oun noanupaior co6oft neGockuoH,

Kak crapyio kpossio onopu Moryune.

%



The firmament by no means all
The time appears so firm.

I'm terrified lest it should fall
And crush me like a worm.

But, looking at the mountain-tops,
1 realise I'm proof

From accident, for they, like props,
Support the heaven's roof.

@
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«[2e ke 1w, cuactre, rae caeramit a0l ANK
<51 ua pepunnax, KyRa He pexonua TH!»
«<I'ze e TH, cuacthe? Beputan 1 QOCTH.
«B pexax, n KOTOPHX MoKyaa sie nasia TH»

«he T5? S Trcquy pex mepenn».
<B necnsx, KOTOpHE 3aBTPa Tl CAOKHIIL!>
¢e TH? 51 nectio Te6e nocaaTHA.

<51 Bnepenu( Horonn, ecan mosxemsl>
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Where are you, Happiness? Show yoursclf! Speak!
*“Up in the mountains, here on the summit.”
Happiness, where? I've ascended the peak.

“Down in the torrent-~you haven’t yet swum it.”

Where are you now? Many torrents are past.
“I'm in the lines you shall write.” Don't forsake me!
Look, here they are! Show your face now—at last!
“I'm way ahead. You may yet overtake mel”

008’
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— Oh, KolKa, GexHMb TH KyAa-TO OMATE?
— Bery or co6axu, uto roust mens!
— 211, nec, k10 Te6x 3acrapaser Gexars?
— Oxotunynit nocsicr 1 TonoT KOHS.

~— i, KoHb, oT4ero Thoit cTpeMuTencH ber?
~— Banumaercs naets ceftoka Hago MHOR!
~— A TH Reault Bek 9To crewHb, uenopex?
~ Kortut Menn npemn, tpy6s sa cmunoi!

e
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Tlo coety xonepats eayuanocs MHe,
Mens 1pi ana naengna 3arpaupna,
A na qerseprui; ReHb 1, KaK BO CRe,
Bce bunen non ponwok, ponuse Anua.

Mena nnengay nepeHe TpH ARA
Yysan pean 1 crox 4yKOro Mops.
A nocne carmancy mite Xpan KoHs,
H nriang FaM, u peup ponhux Haropuit.



For three whole days I wined and dined
t ease in foreign Pplaces,

But on the fourth day how I pined

For home and homely faces!

For three days foreigners® discourse
Retained its fascination,

But on the fourth sought my horse
And hill folk’s conversation
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B crapuny nucann ne crema

CAN Ha KIKanax i kumskanasi
@ UT0 ¢ noMombio kapangauwa
HWYyCh 51 BHpasuTL croBaMi BAHMM.

ﬂellbl Ha B3NIOXMAYEHHEIX KOHAX

B 6oit CKaKanH, pacnpowasumnes ¢ MIAHMH,
nucaan KpOBbI0 Ha KaMmHAX

O, 4TO TIYCH 7 Hanucats qepHHAAMH.






51 ne omunaio B THIHHE,
He 308y eguncreennoro cnosa,
Iycts ono camo npuger ko e,
Kak cneaa — e oxunas sosa.

Tlyers ono npuner nempanuo, BAPYF
Ynager Ha 6eayio cTpannuy.

Tak ennncTpenfsit Moft GaHakuil APYT
BXORHT B oM M B ABEPH He CTYYHTCH.

2






Eers 1py 3ABETHHIX MecHH y Mofed,

B HHX Jonckoe rope i pecenpe. .
AH2 13 necen poex Apyrux caetaeit —
Ee Ciaaraer Mare Hax Konubensio.

Bropag — roxe
Pyxorn Mazns pe;

€ N0IoT Hag rpo
A Tpetsn necns

TeCHs MaTepeil.
KH JefsHHte,

6OM CHHOBeiN...

~— MeCHH ocTaabHble.






Tot He rangu Tax ropao Ha MeHd,
U s 6uBalo ropaum ¢ ropaeuaMt,
T'opasce, UTO ¢aM MOTy ceanarb KOHf,
ITaxaTte 1 cesTh STHMH pyKaMH-

Urto cepaue Goercsa y MeHA B TPYAH,
W necus, u 110608 K pOAHOMY Kpaio:

Tet Ha MeHs Taxk ropao He rasiH,
CaM ¢ ropaenami ropasiM 7 GHBA:

%
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Don’t stare at me so proudly there!
For 1, too, can be prond,

Proud [ have saddled my own horee
And proud T've sown and ploughed.

My heartbeat never falters,

I'm a patriot avowed.

Don’t stare at me so proudly there!
For 1, too, can be proud.

@



Pas6yxenunit m0608bi0 HA paccBeTe,
IMuwy cruxH o Munofl, HO OHA

K HHM paBHOZYIIHA H B MHHYTH 3TH
Jlexut B 0GBATHAX CAANOCTHOrO CHA.

Bcio HOYB He NBHY 51 FOJIOBOM K MORYLUKE.
Mumy Bo rHese, HeApyra KJsAHA,

A ueipyr BecenuTcs Ha MUpYUIKE,

He BcriomuHas gaxe f1po MeHsl.
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With tender thoughts at dawn I rise
To write a poem for my love,

But she, asleep, ignores my sighs

And breathes as gently as a dove.

I do not steep all night: I write
In rage against my enemy,

But ke makes merry, having quite
Forgotten he offended me.
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FopHoit peuku raynas Bona,
3neck 6e3 Baars TPeCKAOTCA CKANH,
Iouemy xe To crewnms TyR2,
Tne n Ges Te6s Boxb! HEMANO?

Cepaue, cepsue, Mue ¢ To6ofi Gena,
Uro TH A06AWIX MOGHTE HE XoTelws?
Ioyemy TH TaHelubes TYAA,

Tae ¢ To6010 MB HYy#HB! He Ouens?




Mountain stream, it’s lack of rain

Splits a rock asunder,

Vehy bear moisture to the plain
ere it is abundant?

ffumin}; those who love you so,
cart of mine inconstant,
Why are you so keen to go

ere we're both unwanted?

mn
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§1 moapact cBoit 326bLA, 3a4eM e MHE
Trepanws, 470 7 cenofl, a TH MonOME?
K10 3Haer, MOXeT, B 3T0f cefuHe
H mosonocTe TBOR NOBHHHA TOME.

Mens He HaJO CTAPOCTBHIO KOPHTD,

Hanomunats o Bo3apacte GecueabHo.
)KECTOKO PaHEHOMY rOBOPHTH

O ToM, uTO pana y Herc CMepTeabHa.



‘Why drag the fact up every day
That you are younger?

To live with you and net go grey
‘Would be a wonder!

To censure me for being old
Is cruel, futile....

Come, need a wounded man be told
His wound is fatal?

©
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Hanpacuio nnaueitb Tol, MeHst peBHYS,
Hecnpaaenmmo THl MEHfl KOpHUIA.
51, MoXxer 6pTh, H BCIOMEIO TY, APYTYIO,
Koma Tbl MHe 06"}1)’ l'llelHHHLub.

Bepb, ne ona — XOThb TH ee He XBalHilb —
B moeit cyanGe urpaer anyio posb.

Ona 1 noMuuT 060 MHe TOTAa JHIWS,
Korna apyrofi eft npuunsser 6oab.

st



In vain you cry with jealousy
Your char igcs are unjust.

The very fact you rail at me

Awakes my wanderlust.

The woman, at whose name you wept,
Is not a vicious flirt

And never thinks of me—except
‘When she, like me, is hust.

b+
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He Bepio B uyneca u B NpoBHALKNE,
Ho nyeTs BeTynaer cmepTh B CBOM Npana,
ITyckait Bo3bMeT MeH B CBOH BJageHHst
Y, sags, oTAYCTHT TOAA uepes asa.

U106, BO3BPATHBUINCE H3 npeRena Aanbnem,
$] Mor ocransennce OfARACTD,

K Tebe nepnyTbes, eca Th neqa.nbnaﬂ,

A ecau Het, T2k CHOBa yMepeTb.

2%.



I don’t believe jn miracles,

Still—let Death claim its due

Provided, love, it sends me back
ithin a year to you.

A visitor from faraway,

"I knock upon your door,
If you need comforting, ']l stay;
If not, Il die once more.

®



Kpyrom ToBOpAT, 1 B MoGBH TOpOBaT,
pyrom I‘OEOPHT, noryasa s HeMano. |

C omuon, TOROPAT, 1 ¢ apyroi, rosopsr,

Tpewn, FOBOPAT, noGadsior: «Brsanols

He BEpb, He rpemnn A, rpelnTh He yMes.
C 7ex nop xax 4 NOMHI0 cefst, goporas,
Te6st anu, ORHY 5 M06un i wanen,

OTh Tak u He 3HAM, KTO TH TaKas.

'}§+



They say I am Javish with love, and a rake.

A gallant deceiver, and one of the worst,

They say it's this woman, that woman I date,
They talk of a lapse “and by no means the first”.

Don’t heed them! I've always been faithful and true,
ough memory go back no matter how far!

T've loved you alone, dear, [ love only you,

Though still it's a puzzle to me who you are!
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Bes 6YpRH MHe CAYYHTCS BHIATH B MyTh —
B ropax noroga TIOPTHTCA MPHOBEHHO.
Komio eayuiires HOTY NMOABEpHYTH —

H naswayaror CKaYKH HenpeMeHHO.

Korna s B JIEC HIY, He B3fB PyKbA,
CuMeneror NTHUL, HAaZO MHOI0 BBLIOTCH.
Korna yxopsr or MeHSA apysbs,
Bparn HarJer, Hafno MHOIT cMeoTes.
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Walk abroad and WEAr no coat?
own it pours without delay,

My horse is lame again, I note,

[¢) coursel—tomorrow’s racing day!

Leave my gun at home? In glee
Geese above my head will flock,

So, when friends abandon me,
Enemies grow bold and mock,

2y
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B ropax y yge TaK JIORH ropopaT —
Buna mexa Tpanuuero nagenos.

Ho ecant rae.zg BADYr cayyanes rpaf,
Creran pee, pa MeXH He rasgen on.

Paane.neHa rpannuamn 3emaq,
Ho ecay TPAx wab Gyps paspasurcs,
OHH He CnPOCﬂT, YbH 3TO noas,
H ne moeMoTpaT, rae pper rpannua.

5
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Our hill folk, jealous of their own
Small plots, drew lines of demarcation.
But storms ignored the walls of stone
And everywhere wrought devastation.

Our worlg, too, has its boundaries

But when hail strikes or thunder flashes
They never ask whose field it is

Nor worry where the frontier passes.

A
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«Ckaxu MHe, Haula peyka I‘OBOpJIMBEﬂ.
Linutoio B cOTHY BepeT M COTHH JeT:
4ro BHAena TH caMoe Kpacupoe

Ha aTux cotusx sepcr 3a cOTHH JeT??

Otsernnia Mie peuxa xpast ropHOTO:
«He 3nana s xpacuseir Hiero 0
Bechopmennoro xamus — xaMHs uepHor
¥ camoro ucroxa Moeros.

+§+



Tell me, timeless river,
Flowing past my door,
‘What was the most beautiful
Sight you ever saw?

‘With a smile the river
Wistfully replied:

“The black and clumsy boulder
Round which I ran a child!™
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Kax muoro 6uuno tonomelr anxux
B xparo, osesiroM orsem cyposhM.
H nume nnawyr, aymas o mitx,
Eute xunpe matepy n aosH.

Mysaior cunossa Gaummix congar,
M na semne, noananmen feIM paspyst,

Ha ronowet ¢ tpesoroio rasaar
Hesectat ux u MaTtepH-CTapyXH.

- ®

288



So many men were torn away
From us in war’s dread sweep.. .
Remembrance of it to this day
Makes wives and mothers weep.

New grass has grown, and grown are now
The sons of those who died,

And new fears flicker on the brow
Of mother and of bride.

)
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«I'ze, ropanxa, teon HapanH,
Yro T8 xOmMUIL B CTapoM naatke?»
&1 Hapsnam cBOMM He pana,

Bcee nexar onn CYHIYKE>.

<Ias qero um, TOPAHKA, MATbCA,
Hast toro nu ony HYXKHH?P>

«<Tor, npex kem 6u mue HApAXKATHCH,
He Bepuyics ko mue ¢ pofiEnls



‘Woman, wear your gayest dresses,
Put away old scarves and frocks!
“Fine attire my heart distresses
And I keep it in my box.”

‘Would you spoil your fine apparel?
‘Was that what you bought it for?
“No, the man for whom I'd wear it
Never came back from the war.”

@
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H cuosa nactymuo yrpo panes,
Ho connua ner. Tyman noxpsin noas,
H, 32 Houb nocrapen or oxupanns,
Hacynnnacy npomokman semas.

Kocnynace rens JIHIA ee cypOBOro.
3eMan kak mats, KOTOpast CHHKa
JKnana, nana xuporo 1 3HOPOBOFO,
A BOIBpATHNCA KOHb Ge3 cexoKa.




A new dawn breaks in soft grey light
Without the sun, for thick mist drowns
The field where, ageing overnight,
The earth, forlorn and sodden, frowns.

‘The earth with clouded brow recalls
A mother who in fond hope waits
To greet her son, but sees his horse

Come empty-saddled through the gates.
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1 [as qero MHe SOJOTO 1 KaMiu,

: Uro napeyno cnpatautl B ropax?

! U 38e3na na neGe e Hy®Ha Mue,
Konb nie csersr, npagacs B 061axax.

T XOTb MHOrO NPOKHBH, XOTh Mo,
Ho te6e ckaxy g, ne tas:

Ecnu Gonb apyrux TBOEh He crana,
l'lpoxurra HaNpPacHO XH3Hb TBOS.

4
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What™a tLana £ 0 onds

Friend, 1 shall be very brief
Because to me it's plain:

If you spurn another’s grief
You live your life in vain.

g
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Y onoumt 13 Mawery ayna
Buna uepnosonocan xena,

B TOT rofl, KOrAa N0 ABAAUATE HM MHHYAO,
Mpnuna 1 pasnyanna ux vofina.

Wena nsaguarunernero repos
CHAKT cenan OKOAO KpuABLE,
Hx cun, nocauunft nMst poporoe,
Ceronns craplue cBOEro OTHA.
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A young man in the village

Had a wife with raven hair.
When both of them were twenty,
‘War split the happy pair.

A hero’s grey-haired widow,
She has a grown-up son
Now older than his father,
‘Whose name he carries on.
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Haxe te, komy 0CTanoCh, MoXer,
Nats munyr rasgers na Genult cper,
Cyetarcs, JIE3YT BOK H3 Ko,
Chosro xuth ewe py COTHH Jer.

A Branu » momyaupe CTOBEKOBOM
TopH, raana ya WyMAHBHA mox,
3amepan, nevantui CYpPOBH,
Chosito muts peero nu NRTE MHHYT,



Dying men, who know they've only
Five more minutes in the sun,
Often make a fuss unholy,

As if they'd an age to run!

Mountains ponder the persistence
Of these fools. With bated breath

They stand weeping in the distance
As if facing early death.

+§+
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HopnpacraioT ManenskHe aeTH,

Yr0-T0 CTP2LINO MHe, @ YTO 3Rech CTPALIHOrO?
SiGnonn Genw, BecHa B pacusere,

Y10-T0 CTPALIHO MHe, A HTO 3feCh CTPAIHOr0?

3anyckalor B o6naka pakery,

YTo-TO CTPAIIAO MHe, & YTO 3Aech CTPALIHOTO?
HHuuero nnoXoro Bpone Hery,

KpoMe crpaxa Moero scerfgauHero.



Rockets racing into space
Frighten me. But what’s to fear?
Allis in its proper place

Save my ever-present fear.

®
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JlionH, MK YTPOM BCTAaeM M CMEEMCS.
Passe MH 3HaeM, uTO neHb HaM HeceT?
Jenb Hactaer, M KAAHEM H KATHEMCH]
CMOTpHUIB, H Bedep yiKe Y BOPOT.

Hawm coxpoBnia — ciIy M cMeI0CTh —
Henb oTHHMART ¥ HAC, YXOASL...

U ocraerca cnoxofinag apenccts —~
BypKa, nanerar nacne ROKAL.



Never knowing what the day will offer,

We awake to faughter at first glow.

Daylight comes: we curse, new vows we proffer
And observe swift evening shadows grow.

we treasure—
- :'l
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Onatbh nopora, Mu peeraa p nyTi.
§1 annio, CKOABKO npowsaran M NPOXHA.
A cxonbKo npencTouT ette npofit,
He spacws TH, it #1 He 3HAK TOXE.

Onatb nopora, Beyno MH B yTH.

51 sy uean. Ona scero aopoxe.
A cyxneno au no nee gohinir,

He 3uaems TH, 1 8 He IHAK TOXKE.

~
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Back on the road again.... I know

How far I've walked and what befell.

How many miles remain to go?
Neither you nor I can tell.

| DU TN S R v
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Hous nyana, Kax AJHEHAS NOBECTh,
Houb TeMHa, Kax HeuucTas coBecTb.
KaK Hanoe#NHBRA ToCTh 3Ta HOUD —
Mennnt H He YXOAHT NPOYk.

Houb y Bopor, B fOMe cnat rayfoko,
Lpyr moft uaer, ox eme ganeko.

JKay 1, He ¢haI0 7 BCIO HOYL HanpoJer-
YTpo HacTynuT, APYr Moit npuAeT.
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The night is tedious as prose
And black as turpitude,

Dull as a guest who never goes
But forces me to brood.

The house is sleeping as I write:

A friend is dtawing near,

I'm wide awake and wait all night—
Tomorrow he'll be here!
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Joxab WyMHT 32 MOHM OKHOM,
TpoM rpemur 3a MOHM OKHOM.
Bee B ayme y Mens canaoch:

Boae it pagocts, A0608b M 3N0CTH.

Papocts 7 nofapio Apy3say,
Mecue Goab a1 cBOIO OTAAM,
Jlronasm Gyny no6oBs RapHTD.
370cTb OCTaBAW — ce6s KOPHTH.
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Down my window raindrops pour
And I hear the thunder roar.
Passions set my soul alight:
Joy and Anguish, Love and Spite.
Joy I part with to a friend,

guish in 1y verse expend,

Love I lavish—help yourself!
Spite I leave to chide myself.

@
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Ay oxna cumy ROKANHBHIM AHEM.
3a crexnamy TYMaH; Ha cTexaax Kanad.
Hoxnar aver i JILET, OMBITO BCe MOMAEM:
Bnrann XPeGTH, BO/MHIN ABOPH H CAKAN.

Hesuanmo aa cerxoro rycroft

Hu 10, y10 RAanexo, vy TO, 410 61mx(e: R
JIver noxas, u, KpoMe XKH3Hi npomutol,
3akpup PJ1a3a, 1 HHYero He BHXKY.
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All day it pours, I sit indoors

And through the window pane

‘Watch houses, streets and distant peaks
Dissolve in mist and rain.

‘Where can the clear horizon be?
The sky is overcast.

I close my weary eyes, and see
Nothing but the past.

‘l'é'b
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«Pannne rocTi HeoAro rocTAT, —

¥ nac ronopnt » napoae. R
JhoGoss eute yrpoM ssnaacs B Mol €2k
Y pevep — OHA He yXOANT.

<§1 nan te6e, rocton, XAe6 i BHIO,
Cxopeft yxonu, e Mewkanl»

«51 ne roctus TBoOA, X03AMKa AABHOP, —
Otpeuaer ona ¢ yeMmewof.

g



“Farly guests are early gone!”
Runs a well-known saying.

Lave came early. Night draws on.
Love is overstaying.

“Look, you've shared my roof, my wine!
Go now!” Love mid laughter

Says: “This roof is yours and mine
Now and ever after!”

a1
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Jhioan, noveMy B Tax MeRAHTEABHND.:
Yepenaxu ckynut na apumenss,

Hx menanrenpnocts ne yausuressua:
Uepenaxam xuts ser cto, He menee!

Jliogi, novemy BM Tak cTpeMHTEABHO
Cravere, kaK safiun B uictom none?
Toponausocts I1x 1e yaupHTeaLHa:
3afiuaM xutp sceco aet nath, e fonee



People, why are you so slow?

A tortoise doesn’t rush, I know.

But then he is a cautious beast
‘Who lives a hundred years at least.

People, why so fleet and fast,
Like a rabbit dashing past?

Surely it's not everyone
0 has but five more years to run!

@
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§1 nyman, nepesnf B 1BETY GeNOCHEKHOM,
A Ganxe nogvexan — gepeBbst B CHETY.
S ryman, TH noGnuted Gyaems H HEXHOM,
Ionan st BNpocak, a yiATH He Mory.

IMomuancs s TPONaMH rOPHOTO Kpas

H Gypry He Basn, a B yuenbsx JAOKAH.
Mon poporas, Mos nefsHas,

Cxaxit MHe, 9T0 fenatb, corpef, nomanu!




I thought all the trees were in lily-white blossom,

But when I rode nearer I found it was snow.

1 lhuugbt you would love me, be tender and docile—
1 blundered again, but I can’t leave you now.

I race in the mountains, love's mission fulfilling,

I haven't a coat, wet with rain are the screes.

My precious strong-willed one, my icicle-chill one,
Say what I must do, warm-—and pity me, please!
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T nepen namu, BpeMs, He TOPAHCD,
Canran Beex Monefi CBOEIO TENBIO.
Hemano cpens moneft Taxux, ubs KusHb
CaMa HCTOYHHK TBOErO cBEYeHbs.

Byab 6narogapuo ozapseitHM Hac
Muicanreanm, reposM N nosTaMm.
CeeTHaIOCh TH H CBETHLIBCS cefifac

He co6crBennuM, a2 HX BenHKHM CBETOM.
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Time, do not brag! We're not all shades
That glimmer in your light!

Many a man among us lives

‘Whose virtue makes yoy bright.

Qur heroes, bards, philosophers
Illuminate your way.

It's with their splendour~-not your own—
You shine cach glour and day.

@
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Hetut naauyr, a Mt e MOXeEM
Hx cnpocrts it nousatb noveny.
$1 ceronns ropioo ToKe,
Oruero - a1t cam Ie nofimy.

Uro-10 kanobuo aoer sertep,
JoxAUK 4T0-TO He TaK HAET.
B ueGe conuue 4T0-10 le CBETHT,
VY te6n uro-To ronoc ne Tot.



Babes cannot say
What makes them cry.
I'm fretting—

Do not ask me why!
The sun and wind
Feel wrong to me,

The rain’s unkind,
Your voice off-key,
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Dsanuaruii pex cyposo xmyphr 6posit.
Myl — neri Beka, cTHA HaM i no3op;
Bens HHKOrAa TAK MHOrO JXH K KPOBH
He nponnsanocs B Mipe 20 citx nop.

[sapuatit Bex ycrano wypnt BeKH,
My — getn BeKa, YecTb HaM M xpana:

Bute Moxer, niukorsa, Kak p HaueM Bexe,
Mup ne Goponcs nporis axu u 3na.

oy
9
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The twentieth century is grim with rage,

‘We are disgraceful children in her eyes:

Never before in any time or age )
Have men shed so much blood and told such lies.

The twentieth century is tired: she may
Deservedly her children eulogize:

Never so forcefully as in our day
Have men been fighting wickedness and lies.
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Crapuift apyr Moft, ovustuft pofieofl,
Tonoc Toofi s caniuty nce papilo,

A nuolt xupofi uner sa MHol,

Xotb it yMep AAS Meus A3BHO.

Bepuui xpyr moi, otaaATHl BORHOM,
M#te Tenno ot Thoero ornd,

A nnoh xupoft ciant co MHOA
M moposom obnaer mens.

s
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Although the war took you away,
I feel you more alive

‘Than many men I meet today,
‘Who happened to survive,

Dear friend, the war took you away.
Though dead, it's you alone

‘Who £ill my heart with warmth, while they ...
They chill me to the bone,

@
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yl]C"'la"llaH Genowo nanaxoii,
Hopoit Gupaer rosona nycroil.
Topoit Gupaer TPYCOM it OT cTpaxa
Hposxur Baaneney caGas 30107100t

Kro noanuinn Brancer 3aKpoMami,
H y toro Gupaer xuane nycra.
H necun ¢ HeMYApeBIMI croBaMi
Bupaer Hacronweit necnpocra.
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A man with an imposing hat

May prove to be a fool unbounded,
A man with golden sword and strap,
A timorous, ignable coward.

The owners of rich flocks and herds
May live poor lives, devoid of feeling,
But simple songs with simple words

May well convey a wealth of meaning.
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Knenom, cknopey
Tixoft cxanof "

S e Xouy reGe ners KontiGensuof,

Uro6 Ty Cnokoiiro cnasa,

Berar g X04y Hag Tooew nocrensio
NpOCTOnTE nocserna,

Byay 2 nogsio,

ocenuelo, panunof,
014a Xpannry,

TBOfT nokofl. "
THNM Hapg cnawef poaunol,
an pexof.
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For lullabies I feel no inclination.

To help you to sleep sound until the morn

I would much rather come and take my station
By your bed's head, and there await the dawn.

Throughout the autumn night, so long in passing,
T'll guard your peaceful slumbers as you dream,

Just as a maple shields a sleeping valley,
Or silent rock protects a mountain stream.

&
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Heyxeny ROX,

HKanko napua: nowank pee ciablieil,
Homar TaKOil, 4T0 K By e yiimercs.
OKen napeny, ¢ MILIOIO cpoef
Bcrperu'rbcn, A2a, sunuo, ye npunercsa.
XKanp ReBYoK;
er ona, neg
OMANK nber,

Y: Y cBonx BOpoT
HOlKe ne 2o cMmexa,
M MUNKA He uger.
AL eMy nowexa?
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Like a river in full spate,

own it pours. A pity!

or the young man has 5 date,
And she’s very pretty,

Down it pours! She, t
¢ inclement season,
ips grow numb. He doesn’t come,
Is the rain the reason?

00, deplores
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B nesunx nriy, 2 8 cononses Tem Gonet
Kamun ne Gpocafite nnkorad,
Hepywxu, cooum aoGumun Goan

Bu He npyyunafite mixoraal

Tu, Moa moGons, co Muoft cyposa,
Tu, cayualino cnoso obponus,
He aasmernaa, uto sto cnoso,
Toyuo KaMenp, Ppasiiio MeHa.
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At song-birds and at nightingales
Do not cast a stone!

Girls, refrain from slighting males
By your callous tone!

You're too hard on me, my dear.
Many hasty words

Give me pain no less severe
‘Than stones do, striking birds.
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B Xupocuse STOlt cKaske pepar:
Buxupaer i3 Gonbimx mogeit

OT, KT0 Bupexer no Kpaiinelt mepe
Tucsyy GymamnLix XKypapaeit.

Mup Goavtofi, poapmy Gymari Tonkof,
Hysman o GyMaxuux Kopabasnx,
He nornGun, cnosno ta anonka,
Cc npennocnenny XKypapaem B pykax.



l:olk in Hiroshima city

Sick world, come take up g’uur scissors!
This I beg you understand:

Do not die as that poor girl did

With the Jast but one in hand.

&
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Haw mup — xopaGas. On Menbuwe u cnatei
Ero ononepaioiitero mwxkpana.

H B Tpiomax MHOro xeHwuu u gerefl,

A TeX, KTO MOXET nnapaTh, Quenbh Mano.

H ecant BenuxHeT Ha 60PTY BpaxAa,

H ecan npaky matpocns 3areer,
Uto ctaner ¢ kopaGneM, 4To xAaTh TOTAR
Bceem cnabuy, KTO naapath He yMeer?



Qur world’s a ship. The sudden squalls that blow
Upset our frail and tiny vessel’s trim.

But women clutch their children down below
And only very few of them can swim.
L N T

(.).f all the weak and frail who cannot swim?
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Bor Tamx-Maxan. Ha atoit Gamne crapoit
B nanekue cronersa npu ayne

Cnarann necuyt naennnus AkGapa

U nnaxaau no oruefl cropoue,

Te necimy 5 Teneps e 0T3BydanH,
XoTb OT poxzaeliba HX NPOWAH BEKa,
Kak noary 1 ganune nyts neganu!
Kax pamoctit mopora Koporkal

&
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Behold the Taj Mahal. In this old tower,

By moonlight, many centuries ago

The captive women held in Akbar's power

Did weep for home and weave their songs of woe.

The songs still live, their spirit does not languish;
Such melodies the years cannot destroy.

How long and lasting are the roads of anguish!
How brief and fleeting is the path of joy!

g
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V% ApajuaTh ACT, KAK APOE GPATHEB MUAHX
MoruGay B Ne HIBECTHOM MHe KPaIo.

U npaguarte siet o cue Ha X MOrnaax

1 — Tperutt 6paT — cTOR0 W CAE3BI SBIO.

Bech MHp HCKOJIECHS, CyMen NOHATH A:
B nro6oM Kpaio 3emau, B niobols crpaie
Bee suiofst Mipa — Toxe TpeThH GpaTtsd
TMorau6unix it Nponasmux Ha RofiHe.

2



Already twenty years have passed
Since my two brothers died.

And I-—the third—in bitter dreams
Shed tears at their graveside.

I've learned from travelling to far
And unfamiliar shores:

All living men third brothers are
Of those who died in war.

@
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3amep open, pacnpoctepumiics B leGe,
CrnioBHO KpBIIaMH Bech MHD OH o0BemaeT
Pyki nonutpe pacKuHyTh It MHE OHI,
Bcex pac 0GHsATh. HACESIOWHX 3eMI0.

Beex Bac, HBYIUMX Ha 3THX MPOCTOPaXx,
Bcex, KTO CMeercs, FOpioeT i maayer.
Tlecnnt Takue GH CNeThb, OT KOTOPHIX
Kamunr cranoBatcs WepcTbio Arpaubed.

W

HE
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The eagle halted, hovering

Above the world with outspread wing.
I’d like to spread my own arms wide
And clasp all who on earth reside,

FETINY + . " . .
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C Ty4 CBHHUOBHX Genoft craef
Crer nieTHT anpenbckuM nuleM,
Ho, ysunes aemo, Taer,
Tpuneraer k Hefi KOXAEM.

1 K 7e6e kpyTOil TPONOIO
Illen — cepauTHil denoBex,
U pacraan npen toboro,
Kak 8 anpene raer cuer.

%%v



lcn late April driving snow
D AT Tt

Racing down the mountain path
Angrily to you I go,

But your presence melts my wrath
As tie earth does April snow.

Egb'
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Xots 1 navuo 51 camman CKa3Ky 31,
Ona MHe BCNOMHHAETCH ONATH:

Bass 3a pyxy, pogna no Geny coety
CkopGsutnit con ceoto caenyio Mats.

Ou wen u wen u prneunn cTapyxy.

H cBer nnesnof yaugena ona..
3eMan crenas, pait CKopee pYKY,
Molinem co muoro, ot npo3peTs AOMTKHZ



The tale I now recall is one

I heard some years ago.

A blind dame, guided by her son,
Around the world did go.

He led her and restored her sight,

Again she saw the day.

Blind Earth, you too must see the light—
Come, let's be on our way!
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B ropax parecraickux AxurnTi, 6bi8ano,
UTo6 ApyX Gy MymKCKYIO ynpoynTh CHAbHE,
Hapuau apyr apyry kamiku, H KHlKans,
H nyumme Gypxy, it ayumnx xoHefl.

U 5, Kak csuaetenbeTso HCKpeHHelt APYROH,
Baum nechi ¢cBOR mocslnaio, npy3bs,

Ol — 11 Moe AOPOroe Opyxbe,

U xous moft, n hyymas Gypka Mos,
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Our hillmen with a noble gesture

Would seal their friendship at a stroke
By swopping gifts——a blade, a dagger,
A well-loved horse, a well-made cloak.

My friends, the bond of fellow-fecling
Wxth gifts of song I reinforce,

For poetry is my%ncst weapon,
My best-loved riding cloak and horsc.
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REQUEST TO READERS

Progress Publishers would be glad to have
your opinion of this book, its translation and
design and any lugge:hom you may have for
future publications.

Please send your comments fo 21, Zubovsky
Boulevard, Moscow,



PROGRESS PUBLISHERS PUT
OUT RECENTLY

SMELYAKOV Ya. Work and Love.
Selected Poems. With parallel Russian text.
6 sig. (Sovict Poetry Library).

The book is a collection of the best work
by the significant Soviet Russian poet, USSR
State Prize winner, Yaroslav Smelyakov
(1913-1972).

His poctry has been published in transla-
tion in most countries of the world, dozens
of books and hundreds of critical articles
have been written.about Smelyakov. But the
best summing up of his work was supplied
by the poet himself: My work is of no use
whatever for the literary salons and is not
intended for connoisseurs of the elegant
trifle, since I consciously reject false poetic
prettyfication and strive for precision and
siccintness ..

“If as a schoolboy I made up poems, I
certainly do not make them up now: I write
them, 1 work on them. Behind every one of
my poems there is a person, or an event in
which I took part. Life itself is full of major
and minor poctry, and the poct’s task is to
sec that poctry in life and to record it on
paper as skilfully and as faithfully as pos-
sible,”

The collection has been compiled by the
poet’s wife and comrade Tatiana Smelyako-
va.



PROGRESS PUBLISIIERS PUT
OUT RECENTLY

MILZLLAITIS . Candiogram. Selected
Paems With parallel Ressan text. 6 sig. N
lustrated. (Soviet Poetry Library)

The Lithuanian poct Eduzrdas Miekelii-
s (b 1919) belongs to the poetic trend of
the twenticth century which is marked by
the names of Mayakovsky, Fluard, Khikmet.
MicXclaitis is forever secking new means
of poetic expression,  bold images and
tense chythms are typical of his work. The
fist collection of Mie¥elaitis' verse in an
English translation Includes poems from hx:
five books of vers n*, “Cardiogram”,
“*Air Sketches”, “\ltfr) Go<Ruund" and
“Halume".

The forword to the collection has been
written by the author specially for Progress
edition. The illustrations are by the prom:
nent Lithuanian artist S. Krasauskas.




PROGRESS PUBLISHERS WILL
SOON PUBLISIK

TURSUN-ZADEH. My Day and Age.
Selected Poems. With paralle] Russian text. 6
sig. In English (Saviet Poetry Library).

In the small village of Karatag in Tapki-
stan, the birthplace of Mirzo Tursen-Zadch
{b. 1911), local schoolchildren have made an
interesting map. Marked on the map are all
the cities and towns in Europe, Asia and
Africa where their famous co-villager went
on a mission of peace and friendship.

The main message of Mirzo Tursun-
Zadeh's work is friendship between all na-
tions on all contiments, Ths is the theme of
lus pactic cycles “The Indian Ballad”, “The
Voice of Asia®, and “Africa My Sister’” re-
presented in this collection. The designer of
the book is Georg Clodt.
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poetry of the people and at the same time
the work of a contemporary writer who is
highly aware of his civic responsibilities.

In 1968 Rasul Gamzatov was awarded a
Lenin Prize for his book of verse, “Lofiy
Stars".

His public and social activitics are mani-
fold. He is a member of the Presidium of the
USSR Supreme Soviet and chairman of the
board of the Union of Daghestan Writen),
He is active in the work of the Soviet Com-
mittece for Solidarity with the Peoples of
Asia and Africa and does a great deal for
peace and international friendship.




