I'ennaguii Hnaaukos (1937--1974)

I1o HEcUacThIO MJIH K CUHACTHIO,
HcTtuna npocra:

Hukorna ve Bo3Bpatancs

B npexHue mecra.

Jlaxxe ecliu IeTeIunILe
Beirnsaut BriojiHe,

He naiitu TOro, 4To HIIellb,
Hu tebe, Hu MHe.

[IyTemecTBue B 0O6paTHO
51 Obl 3anpeTun

W npoury Tebs, kak Opara,
Hyury He MyTH.

A He TO pBaHy MO CIExY
Kto MeHs BepHET?

W nHa BaneHkax yeny

B copoxk 1saTeIit roa.

B copok niaToMm yragaro
Tam, T7ie — 00Xke MOH,
bynet mama monoznas

N orerr :xUBOIA.

Gennady Shpalikov (1937--1974)

To our fortune or misfortune,
Simple is the truth:

One shall not revisit porches

Left behind in youth.

Even if we find our mecca
Perfectly alright,

We won't hear the sought-for echo,
Neither you nor I.

I would travels to the former
Certainly forbid.

And, my brother, do not stir me,
Let me rest a bit.

Lest — who'd hinder me? — like lightning
I would take a dive

On a felt-boot into nineteen

Forty four or five.

In that year, I have an inkling,
There, where — man alive!

Will remain my mom unwrinkled,
And my dad alive.”

* The author's father, a military engineer, was killed in action on January 29, 1945.



