HaBung CamoynoB COPOKOBEIE

COpPOKOBEIE, POKOBEE,
BoeHHBIE M QPOHTOBEIE,

I'me m3BelleHbS IIOXOPOHHEIE
I mepecTykKM 3lIEJIOHHEE .

I'yoaT HakaTaHHBEE PEJIbLCH.
[lpocTopHO. XOJIOOHO. BEHCOKO.
/I moropesiblbl, [IOT'OPEeJIbLE
KouywoT ¢ 3amama K BOCTOKY...

A B5T0 9 Ha IMOJIyCTaHke,
B croel 3aMyp3aHHOM YyllaHKeE,
I'me sBesmOUKa He yCcTarHAad,
A BrIpe3aHHAA U3 OaHKU.

oa, »TO0 s Ha OeJyioM CBeTe,
Xynoou, BeCeJBlM UM 3aIOPHBI.
N yv MmMeHsa Tabak B KUCeTe,
M y MeHd MYyHOUTYK HaOOPHEIN.

I 9 ¢ meBUYOHKOM Oajarypio,
/I ©oJiblle HYXHOI'O XpoMaw.
Vl namky HaIBoe JioMalo,

VI BCe Ha CBeTe IIOHMMAD.

Kax »T0 6Obio! Kax coBmnajo —-—
Bomua, ©ema, MeuTa UM IOHOCTH!
VI »TO BCe B MeHS allalio

M Jauumbk IOTOM BO MHE OUHYJIOCH!

COpPOKOBEIE, POKOBEHE,
CBMHIIOBHIE, IIOPOXOBEHE! ..
Bomua rysndeTr no Poccuu,

A MBI Taxkme MoJionee !
* X *
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David Samoylov The Forties

Who can forget the fatal forties,

The rampant firing of mortars,

The letters turning faces ashen

Their formal words "was killed in action"?

It's cold. The sky is spreading out
Above the rumbling railroad, tired

Of moving east with endless crowds
Who lost their homes to bombs and fire.

A station stop - and I'm here,

My dingy cap with flapping ears
Its tin can star | cut and painted

(I lost the one from soldier's gear.)

Yes, I'm that soldier, young and lanky
| know it all; I'm full of cheer.

And my tobacco pouch is swanky

And there's a young girl standing near.

| am limping more to let her notice
While we are chatting at this station.
| break without a hesitation

My bread in half, my daily ration.

The youth and war, the dreams and tears
All tied and tangled in one layer,

Were hiding in my soul for years

And then, untold, awoke much later!

Who can forget the frontline forties

The fighting, fate defying forces?

The war all over Russia burning,

And we, so young, for life were yearning!



