Hasud Camoliinos
K lMepedosoii

3acHyAn A BO BTOPOM 4acy,
Koraa BeyepHtoto pocy
MblOT COBbI HA KyCTax.
CyacTauBbIN A 3aCHYAN B lecy
C yNbIObKOI Ha ycTax.

Al cnan, Kak MosKeT cnaTb conaat —
Mofa ronosoit MeLloK

M Hago mHoto 3Be3aonag,

A NoJi0 MHOW Necok.

TaK TO/1IbKO B MOIOAOCTU CNAT
Nobumupbl Bcex 6oros

TaK TO/IbKO MOXKeT cnaTb CoNAaT:
EcTb gonr, HO HeT AoANToB.

N poma HeT. A ecTb 0ANH
MeLloK nog, ronoBoiA.

N cam cebe A rocnoauH
B62113K nepenosoii.

M B 3TOT 4ac Koraa a cnnto,
OTKpbITbI Hebecam,

Bo cHe Koro-T1o s 10610,
Koro — He 3Hato cam.

M nnucbma s BO CHe nuwy,
YT06bI HEe 3anponacTb,

A 3aBTpa yTpom nocnewuy
M3 nasapeta B YacTb.

Tam CTaplUMHa eLLe K1BOW
OKaKeT MHe noyer.
KWBHET NpMBETHO rON0BOWA
W oTowneT B pacyer.
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David Samoilov
At the Front Line

| fell asleep well after three;

The birds were waking in the tree,
The wood stood dark and deep.
And | was happy, young and free
And smiling in my sleep.

The dew had fallen on the grass
My sleep was tight and sound
All over me —just shooting stars
And under me — the ground.

With sleep like this the young are blessed;

My bag under my head,
| slept like only soldiers rest:
There’s duty, but no debt.

And there is nothing that | own
Except this bag of mine.

And | depend on me alone
When close to the front line.

There’s open sky with stars above
My head, and while alone,

| dreamed of someone whom | loved,

But who - | did not know.

And in that dream | letters sent,
And told that very soon

From hospital | would be let
Go back to my platoon.

And there, my sergeant, still alive,
With his approving nod,

Would honor me as | arrive,

And send me to my squad.



