Bopuc Cayykuii
Oka3bieaemcs, 80UHa...
OkKa3sbiBaeTcs, BOMHa

He 3aBepluaeTca nobenoi.

B Houax BAOBbI, CONAATKN BegHoM,

HO4Yb Hanponert MAOET OHa.

NTnwb nobeagntenb nobeaun,
a oBAOBEBLUIAA BAOBEET,
M B HOYb €€ MOPO3HO BEET

O4dHa U3 TbICAYN MOTHU.

A nobexaeHHbIN nobexaeH,
HO OTCTPa/Zan 3a NopaxKeHbs,

BOCCTAaHOBWJ1 OH pa3pyLieHbA,

M BHOBb - HerlOﬁe)K,D,eHHbllz OH.

Tenepb HX BAZIKO U HU LLIATKO
MAyT BNepes ero gena.
ConpatcKkaa BooOBa, coNaaTKa

BToporo my:ka He Hawuna.

Boris Slutsky

When finally the war is won...
When finally the war is won

Its gain is only for the winner.

But for the soldier’s lonely widow

For nights on end, the war goes on.

The winner meets his glory days;
The widow’s dreary days are creeping -
Into her nights the cold is seeping

From one of countless nameless graves.

The loser had faced defeat and pain
But then endured his affliction,
Rebuilt his damaged ammunition,

And now — seems fit to fight again.

He is hanging on, though sometimes harried

And he moves forward when he can.
The soldier’s widow never married -

She never met another man.



