A. TapkoBcKum

HemeLkuin aBTomMaTymKk NOACTPENUT Ha aopore,

OckonkoM nu goyracku nepeLmndyT MHE HOru,

B xuBoT nn nyso BNennuT acecoBeLl-Maribynilka,

Ho Bce paBHO MHe ByaeT Ha 3TOM OPOHTE KpbILLUKA.

N 6yay s pasyTbii, 6€3 UMEHN 1 cnasbl

3aMep3LLII/IMVI rma3amMum CMOTPETb Ha CHer KpOBaBbIVI.

A. Tarkovsky

One day a German sniper may hit me in my gullet,

Or, from some Nazi rookie I'd get a crazy bullet,

Or else, a mine could shred my legs with shrapnel scatters

This war will do me in; but how? It doesn’t matter.

And then | will be lying there - no name to me, nor glory

My frozen gaze still fixed on trenches, stark and gory.



