I'. IlInanukos G. Shpalikov
Ilo necuacmuro uiu Kk cuacmuio. .. Be It Fortune or Misfortune...

[To HECUACTBIO MIIH K CYACTHIO, Be it fortune or misfortune

Hcruna npocra:
Hwukorna He Bo3Bpamancs
B nipexxnue mecra.

Jlaxxe ecnu menenuine
BreIrnsaaut BooJse,

He naiitu TOrO, 4TO HIIIEM,
Hu Tebe, HU MHE.

[IyremecTBue B 0OpaTHO
41 Obl 3ampeTu,
A npoury Te6s1, Kak Opara,

Hyury HE MyTH.

A HE TO pBaHy IO Clexy —
Kto mens Bepuer? —

N na Banenkax yeny

B copox msThIit ToI.

B copoxk msTom yranaro,
Tawm, rne — 00xe mou! —
byner mama Mmononas

N oten :xuBOi.

Trust the simple truth:
Never go back home in search of
Your departed youth.

Cindered ruins have been cleared
And the place restored.

Yet, we won’t discover there
What we are looking for.

Trips to yesteryear, oh brother,
| would forbid to all.

| am pleading: do not bother,
Don't stir up my soul.

For I will rush away from here -
And who will bring me back?
On my sled, back to that year -
Chasing old snow tracks.

I will find my way to where
In nineteen forty-five

Mom — so young! - is standing near
Father, still alive.






