APCEHHUM TAPKOBCKHM

Cros HaKpBIT HA MIECTEPHIX,
Po3b1 na xpycrans,

A cpenu rocteit Moux

T'ope na neyans.

H co MHOIO MOH OTerl,
U co mMHOIO Opar.

Yac npoxoaut. Hakonery
VY nBepeit cryyar.

Kak nBenaanars et Hazanu,
XosionHa pyka

W nemonHbie mIymMaT
Cunue menka.

W BHHO 3BEHHUT U3 ThMEI,
U noer crekiio:

“Kak Te0s 1I00MIn MBI,
CkonpKko jet npouuio!”

ViIbIOHETCS MHE OTEll,
Bpar HanbeT BuHa,

JlacT MHe pyKy 0e3 KoJell,
CxaxkeT MHE OHa:

— Kabny4yky MOoM B TIBLIH,
Brinsena xoca,

U norot n3-miox 3eMitu
Hamm romoca.
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Here's our table set for six,
Roses, crystal gloss.

And among the guests, amiss,
There are grief and loss.

Here comes father from the past,
Brother from the war.

Hours pass. We hear, at last,
Knocking at the door. .

And her hand is just as cold
As 'twas twelve years back,
And unfashionable folds
Shine in silky black.

And the clinking glasses chant

In the murky glow:

“Oh, how much we loved you, and —
Oh, how long ago!”

We exchange our smiles with dad,
Brother serves us wine,

And she says, her hand unwed
Gently touching mine:

“Ah, my heels are all in mold,
And my braid got thin.

From the underground cold
All our voices sing.”
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