IlecHH COPOKOBBIX

Knu mens (ctuxu Koncrantuna CumoHOBa)

Knu MeHs1, U s BEpHYCb.
ToNbKO OYEHD XU,

Knu, korja HaBOJAT IPYCTh
JKenteie moxau,

Knu, koraa cHera MeTyT,
Knu, koraa xapa,

Knu, koraa Ipyrux He KIyT,
[To3a0bIB Buepa.

K, korna U3 naabHUX MECT
IIncem He npuzer,

Knu, koraa yx HagoecTt
BceM, KTO BMecCTe XKJIET.

Knu mens1, u 1 BEpHYCb,
He >xenait nobpa

Bcewm, KTO 3HaeT Hau3ycCTh,
UYro 3a0bITh TIOpA.

ITycTb OBEpST ChIH U MaTh
B 10, 4TO HET MeHs,

ITyctb npy3bst yCTaHYT 5KJ1aTh,
Canyt y orss,

BBINBIOT rOpbKOE BUHO

Ha nmomuH aymm...

Knu. 11 ¢ aumu 3a0qH0
Beinuts He criemn.

Knu mens1, 1 1 BEpHYCb,
Bcewm cmeptsm Hasio.

KTto He xnan MeHs, TOT MyCThb
Ckaxer: - [ToBeso.

He moHsTh, HE XIABIIMM KM,
Kax cpenu orus

OXxugaHueM CBOUM

TrwI cnacna MeHs.

Kaxk s BeDKWII, OyZieM 3HATH
Toapko MBI ¢ TOOOH, -
IIpocTo ThI yMena kKaath,
Kax nukto apyroi.

Wait for me and I will return,

Just wait,

Wait when sadness is brought

By the yellow rains,

Wait when the snow blows,

Wait when it’s hot,

Wait when the others aren’t waiting,
Forgetting about yesterday.

Wait when from far places

No letters come,

Wait when everyone waiting with you
Gets tired of waiting.

Wait for me and I will return,
Don’t wish good

To those who know by heart
That it’s time to forget.

Let my son and mother believe
I am no longer

Let my friends tire of waiting
Sit by the fire,

They’ll drink bitter wine

To remember my soul...
Wait. And do not hurry

To drink along with them.

Wait for me and I will return

In spite of all deaths.

Whoever did not wait for me,

Let him say I was lucky.

Those who did not wait cannot understand
How amid the fire

Through your waiting

You saved me.

How I survived you and I

Alone will know —

Just that you were capable of waiting
Like no other.




TemHuast HOYb

TémHas HOUb, TOJBKO IIYyJIU CBUCTAT MO CTEMNH,
ToibKO BeTep TyJUT B IPOBOAAX,
Tyckn0 3BE36I MEPLALOT...

B témHy10 HOYB THI, IIOOMMasi, 3HAI0, HE CIHIIbL

N y nerckoii KpOBaTKU TaKOM ThbI CIE3y YTUPACIIb...
Kaxk st 106110 TiryOMHY TBOMX JIACKOBBIX TJIa3,

Kak s X049y Kk HUM NpIKaThcs TyOaMmu. ..

Témuas HOUB pa3aenseT, Trodumas, Hac,

W TpeBoxxHasg 4€pHasl CTEIb MPOJIErIa MEXAY HaMU. ..
Bepro B T€0s1, ZOpOTYIO IOIPYTY MOIO,

OT0 Bepa OT IMyIu MEHS TEMHOW HOYBIO XpaHHUIIA...

PangocTHO MHE, g CIOKOEH B CMEpPTENbHOM 0010,
3Har0, BCTPETUIIH JTI0OOBBIO MEHH,
UT006 CO MHOH HE CITyYHIIOC...

CMmepTh He cTpallHa, ¢ Hell HM pa3 MBI BCTPEYaIINCh B
cTeny,

Bort u Tenepb Ha0 MHOW OHA KPYXKHUTCA. ..

Tbl MeHsI )KIEIIb U y NIETCKOM KPOBAaTKH HE CIUIIIb,

W no3ToMy 3HaK0: CO MHOW HUYErO HE CIYUHTCS...

The night is dark, only bullets whistle oer the steppe
Only the wind buzzes in the wires,
The stars twinkle dully...

In the dark night, my love, I know you are not asleep
At the child’s bedside you secretly wipe away a tear...
How I love the depth of your charming eyes,

How I want to press my lips to them...

The dark night separates us, my love,

And the anxious black steppe lies between us...

I trust you, my dear love,

This trust has protected me in the dark night from a bullet

I’'m joyful and peaceful in the deathly battle,
I know you will greet me with love,
No matter what happens to me...

Death is not terrible, we have met it often in the steppe,
And right now it circles over me...

You are waiting for me, not sleeping by the child’s bed,
And therefore I know: nothing will happen to me...

Oronéx

Ha no3unun neByiika npoBoxania OouIa,
TeMHOI HOUYBIO POCTUIIACS HA CTYIIEHbKAX
KpbUIbLIA.

WM noka 3a TyMaHaMu BUAETh MOT IIAPEHEK,
Ha okomike Ha AeBUYBEM BCE FOpE OTOHEK.

[Tapus BcTpeTmiia cinaBHast PPOHTOBAS CEMbS,
Bcrony 6bu11 TOBapHIH, BCIOLY OBUIH APY3bs,
Ho 3Hakomyto ynuily mo3a0bITh OH HE MOT:
"I'e x Thl, 1EByILIKAa MUJIAsA, T/I€ K Thl, MOK
oronek?"

N noxpyra nanekas mapHiO BECTOUKY IIUIET;
Uro m000Bb €€ 1eBUYbsl HUKOTIa HE YMPET.
Bce, uto ObUT0 3araiaHo, B CBOM UCIIOTHHUTCS CPOK, -
He noracHet 6e3 BpeMeHH 30J10TOM OTOHEK.

W npocTopHO U pajiocTHO Ha AyIe y Ooiia
OT Takoro Xopouero oT €€ NUChbMela.

U Bpara HEeHaBHCTHOTO Kpemnue ObeT MmapeHek
3a mrobumyto Poauny, 3a poiHOM OTOHEK.

The girl said goodbye to the soldier as he left

In dark of night she said goodbye on the porch steps.
From beyond the fog the boy could see

A light burning in the girl’s window.

The glorious frontline family greeted the boy,

All around were comrades and friends,

But he couldn’t forget the familiar street;

“Where are you, dear girl, where are you my light?”

And his distant girlfriend sends the boy a message;
That her girlish love will never die.

Everything that was foretold will come true in time,
The golden light will not go out before its time.

The soldier’s soul is full of space and joy

From such a good letter from her

And the boy beats the hateful enemy even stronger
For his beloved Motherland, for his own light.




CuHHu# IJ1aTOYeK

CHHEHbKHMI CKpOMHBIHN IIaTOYEK
[Tamain ¢ onmynIEHHBIX TUIEY.

To1 roBopuia, 4to He 3a0y/enIb
JlackoBBIX, paJOCTHBIX BCTPEY.
[Topoit HOuHOM

MBI pacnpoIaiuck ¢ ToOOi. .
Her 6onbie HOuek.

I'me Th1, II1aTOYEK,

Munblii, )KenaHHBIA, pOHON?

[TomHI0, KaKk B maMATHBIN Beyep
ITaganm mnaToyek TBOW C Ijied,

Kak mpoBoskana u obemiana

CuHuii Tutatouek coepeys.

N nycTth co MHOU

Hert ceromns mo0uMoi, poaHOH,
3Haro, ¢ 1H000BBIO THI K U3T0JIOBLIO
[Ipstuenib 1aTOK roay0oH.

IIncema TBOM MoOMyyvas,

Capllny s roj0¢ KUBOH.

N Mexny cTpodeK CUHUH IUIATOYEK
CHoBa BCTaeT MpeIo MHOM.

U yacTto B 0oif

[TpoBoskaeT MeHs 0Opa3 TBOH,
YyBCTBYI0, PAJIOM C JIOOSIIUM B3TIISA0M
TBI IOCTOSTHHO CO MHOM.

CKOJIBKO 3aBETHEIX IJIATOYKOB

Hocum B mmHensx ¢ co0oii!

HesxHbie peun, ICBUYbH TUICUN

[TomuuM B cTpase 00eBOH.

3a HUX, POJIHBIX,

JKemaHHBIX, TIOOUMBIX TAKHX,

CTpOYHT MyJIEMETUNK 32 CHHUN TUIATOYCK,
Yro ObLI Ha TUICYAX JIOPOTHUX!

A modest blue kerchief

Fell from lowered shoulders.
You said you wouldn’t forget
The affectionate, joyful meetings.
At night time

We said goodbye...

There are no more nights

Where are you, kerchief,

Dear one, desired, my own?

I recall how that memorable evening
Your kerchief fell from your shoulders,
As I was saying goodbye and promised
To keep the kerchief for you.

Even if today my beloved, my own

Is not with me

I know you hide the blue kerchief
With love at your headboard.

When I receive your letters

I hear your voice as if alive

And between the lines the blue kerchief
Again rises before me.

Often into battle

Your image accompanies me,

I feel next to me with a loving gaze,
You are always with me.

How many fateful kerchiefs

Do we carry with us in our coats!

Tender speeches, girl’s shoulders

We recall these in the pain of battle.

For them, for the dear,

The desired and loved ones,

The machine gunner shoots for the blue
Kerchief that was on your dear shoulders!




Katwoma

Pacueranu s6:10HU U TpymIy,
[Tonblny TyMaHsl HaJ| PEKOM.
Brixoauia Ha 6eper Karromia,
Ha BeIcOKHii Oeper Ha KpyTOH.

Brixoauna, mecHio 3aBoauIa
IIpo crenHoro, CHU30rO0 OpJIa,
ITpo Toro, koToporo Jirobua,
ITpo Toro, bk nmucrMa Gepera.

Oii TbI, IECHS, ITIECCHKA JICBUYbS,
TEI 1eTH 3a SICHBIM COJIHIIEM BCIICI.
U Goitiy Ha nanbHEM MOTrpaHUYbE
Ot KaTtromu nepenaii mpuBer.

[IycTh OH BCHOMHHUT JI€BYILIKY IIPOCTYIO,
IlycTp ycnplumr, Kak OHa MOET,

[Tycth oH 3eMiTIO OepekeT POaHYIO,

A nr060Bb Kartromia coepexer.

Paciseranu s6;10HU U Tpy1Iy,
[Toniblny TyMaHsl HaJ| PEKOM.
Brixoamia Ha 6eper Karromia,
Ha BeIcOKmii Oeper Ha KpyTOH.

The apple and pear trees are in bloom,
The fog has lifted over the river,
Katyusha came out on the bank,

On the the high, steep bank.

She came out and took up a song
About a gray steppe eagle,

About the one she loved,

About the one whose letters she kept.

Oh you song, you girl’s song,

Fly after the clear sun.

And to the soldier on the far border
Say hello from Katyusha.

May he remember a simple girl,

May he hear her sing

May he protect his native land

And Katyusha will preserve here love.

The apple and pear trees are in bloom,
The fog has lifted over the river,
Katyusha came out on the bank,

On the the high, steep bank.




