bopuc Cnayukuii. becnnamnas cuexcnasn oaoa

£ 3acnyxun npusHatensHoCcTb UTanuw.
Ee Hapopa v ee uctopum,

Ee nuTtepaTypbl C 93bIKOM.

A cHery pan. bBecnnaTHo. Lienbin kom.

BaroH nepeBo3unin BOEHHOMSTEHHbIX,
lMneHeHHbIX Ha [JoHy 1 Ha [JoHue,
HekopMneHbIX, HENOEHbIX BOEHHbIX, ,
MeuTarowmx o CKOPOCTHOM KOHLE

'YMaHHOCTb MO 3aKOHY, NO KOHBEHLMK
He npumeHsanach B 3TOM MHTEPBEHLMN
Hwn c Ton, HM gaxxe ¢ 3TON CTOPOHBI,
OHa 6bina He Ansa 60nNbLUIOK BOWHbI.
HeT, npumensanacb. CBonoYb 1 nogned,
HavanbHuK awernoHa, rag nonsyyun,
[aBan 3a napy 30510TbIX KoneL

Beapo Boabl TeNnyLke HeBe3y4ven.

A a 6bIn B hopme, A B noroHax 6bin
W coxpaHun, no-engmMmMomy, TOT Nbif,
Yto obpasoBaH YTeHnem Toncroro
N YexoBa 1 BoBCE He OCTbIN,

A 4 6bIn ¢ dpoHTa 1 3aexarn B TbiN

M B KauecTBe peLlueHns NpocToro

B Tennywwky 6aby CHeXHyo BKaTun.

O, puMInsiH B30pbl YEPHbIe, TOCKY

Boris Slutsky A Free Snowman

| have deserved the gratitude of Italy.

I have contributed to their history,

To people, art and culture, by and large:

| gave them snow. And plenty. Free of charge.

Italians, captured on the River Don,

Were packed and convoyed in a cattle car
All starved and thirsty, barely hanging on
All hoping that their end was not too far.

Those human rights, as stated in conventions,
Did not pertain to either side’s intentions,

In that big war they didn’t have much worth!
The train’s commandant, vile scum of the earth,
That odious bastard, would agree to bring

One pail of water to those hapless fellows

But not for free: a couple of golden rings

That blackguard then demanded for his favors.

I, in my stripes, just in from the front line

Had kept that moral sense of the divine
Formed by the books of Chekhov and Tolstoy
And in the rearguard, my zeal did not decline
Seeing those wretched men in that convoy.

| came up with a very simple plan:

Into that cattle car | rolled a big snowman.

Oh, how they looked! Their gazes pierced my heart;

C NPU3HATEsIbHOCTbIO NMonofiamMm MellaBLine
W ponro 3acbinatb NOTOM MeLUaBLUme!

In their black depths, there was both gratitude and anguish
When this came back to me at night, my sleep would vanish!

A 6a0y - paszobpanu No Kycky. As for the snowman — it was torn apatrt.



