A.Tapkoeckutli Cy66oma 21 uroHsi.

nyCTb POIOT WeJn XOTb Mo BOCKpeCEHbE.

B mMoux pykax Hagexaa Ha cnaceHbe.

Kak 51 xoTen BepHyTbCS B J0-BOWHbI,
MpeaynpeanTb, KOro youUTb JOSTKHbI.

MHe BOH TOMyY cka3aTb He06Xo4MMO:
"Wawn cropa, n cMepTb NPOMYUTCS MUMO".

£ 3Hato yac, Korga HayHyT BOWHY,
KTO BbDKMBET, U KTO YMPET B MIEHy,

M KTO U3 Hac okaxxeTcsa repoem,
W kTO pacctpensiH 6yaeT nepen CTpoem,

N cam s Buaen Bpaxeckux conagart,
Yxe 3anonoHuBwnx CtanuHrpag,

W Bnaen s, kak pycckas nexota
LWtypmyeT BpaHaeHOyprckue BopoTa.

YTto fo Bpara, TO BCE N3BECTHO MHe,
Kak H1 ogHOW pa3Begke Ha BOWHE.

A roBOpH — HEe CrywaroT, He ClblwarT,

HecyT uBeTbl, cy660THMM BETPOM AblLLAT,

YXoa4aT, NponyckoB He BblAatoT,
B nomawHuin Bo3BpallatoTcs yioT.

N 5 y>xe He NOMHI0 cam, OTKyaa
Mpuwén croga v 4To CNyYnnock Yyao.

A Bcé 3abbin. B okHe elwé cBeTro,
N HakpecT He 3aKneeHo CTEeKIO.

A. Tarkovsky. Saturday, June 21.
There’s one night left to build fortifications.
It's in my hands, the hope for our salvation.

I’m yearning for the past; then | could warn
Those who were doomed to perish in this war.

A man across the street would hear me cry,
“Come here, now, and death will pass you by.”

I’d know the hour when the war would strike
Who will survive the camps and who will die.

Who will be heroes honored by awards,
And who will die shot by the firing squads.

| see the snow in Stalingrad, all strewn
With corpses of the enemy platoons.

Under the air raids, | see Berlin
The Russian infantry is marching in.

| can foretell the enemy’s every plot
More than intelligence of any sort.

And | keep pleading, but no one will hear.
The passersby are breathing in fresh air,

Enjoying summer flowers in June,
All unaware of the coming doom.

Another moment — and my vision disappears.
| don’t know when or how | ended here.

My mind is blank. I'm looking at bright skies,
My window not yet taped by criss-crossed stripes.



