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So that you can swear you’ve never
Tasted better Army grub:

Leaves you fit to fight forever,

Fit to tackle anything;

Fit as twenty men—

However

Soup is not the only thing.

Without any food inside you,

You can march a day and thrive;
But without your mates beside you,
And no stories to delight you,

It’s a problem to survive;

Without baccy for the smoking
When it’s “All Clear!” for a time;
Without laughing, without joking,
(Hey, pass tﬁis one down the line!);

Without you, Vassili Tyorkin,
Vasya Tyorkin, hero mine.

But you just can’t go on living
Without one thing most of all.
What is that? The truth, arriving
Harsh, relentless, undeceiving,
Soulwards mercilessly driving,
Bitter though it be as gall.

Finally, it needs explaining
Why this soldier’s book was penned—
No beginning and no end.

Wh?l, you’ll ask me, no beginning?
Well, there was no time for spinning
All this yarn from the beginning.

Why is it without an end?
So that we can spare our friend.

From the first days of affliction,
In the homeland’s hour of grief,
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It can smack you on the noddle,
Otherwise known as the bonce.
(Got some baccy, anybody?)
We'd a laddie with us once....”

And they hang on every word,
Scared to lose a minute;

Good to have a wag like him
Serving with the unit.

In the forest dark and grim,
When the cold winds bite you,
Good to have a lad like him
Marching there beside you.

And they ask him, all polite,
“Tell another yarn which

We could end on for the night,
Vassili Ivanych.”

Still the night and damp the ground,
Campfire embers fading....

“No, lads. Time for kipping down.
Organise your bedding.’

Face half-buried in his arm,
Flat out on his stomach,
Tyorkin settles, snug and warm,
On a grassy hummock.

Damp his heavy greatcoat {eels.
Fine rain drizzling lightly; _
Sky for roof and trees for walls,
Tree-roots hurting slightly.

But he never gives a sign
That he’s feeling restless.
You would think him bedded down

On a feather mattress.
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Then he gives his coat a hitch,
Since his back feels colder;
Silently, he starts to bitch,

Just like any soldier.

On the damp(Fround lying prone,
Very tired and weary,

ust as in his bed at home

leeps my gallant hero.

Cold or hungry, he’s adept,
Sleeping to some purpose;
Catching up when underslept,
Storing up a surplus.

But there’s one thing, while he’s resting,
Spoils his sleep some nights at least:
And that’s how he left the Western
Border-line, retreating East.

How he trudged, did Private Tyorkin,
Through his homeland in retreat,
Verst on verst, with tunic soaking,
Aching heart and aching feet.

Vast and boundless is our homeland,
And no matter where you stray,

It is yours, it is your own land,

You belong there anyway.

Tyorkin snores. There’s no more to it.
He just takes things as they come.

“I belong, and well I know it.

Russia needs me. Here I am!”

Sleep. Forget the summer’s sorrow.
Worrying’s no good to you.

Maybe dawn will bring tomorrow
Yet another sabantu.

And the men sleep on the ground
Underneath the pine trees,
While the rain comes drizzling down

On the lonely sentries.
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Pitch-black night. The sentry there
Stands, in some dejection.

Then he grins from ear to ear

At some recollection.

Sleep is banished right away,
Yawning turns to laughter.

“Now that Tyorkin’s come to stay,
Things’ll be much better.”

* * ok

Tyorkin, who might he be, pray?
No need to be chary:

He’s a fellow, you might say,
Rather ordinary. -

Still, he’s really quite a lad,
Got something about him.
There’s no Army company
Or platoon without him.

Is he handsome of aspect?
No need to be chary:

We must answer with regret,
Frankly, no, not very.

Not so tall as soldiers go;
But true hero’s mettle
During the Karelian show
He displayed in battle.

And we really don’t know why
(Not that we would meddle)
Vasya Tyorkin’s bravery
Didn’t -rate a2 medal.

Shall we give this one a miss?
It would be much fairer

Just to say the Honours List
Had a printer’s error.
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Never mind what’s on your chest,
Look ahead and keep abreast!

lene—called up. July—in action.
yorkin’s in the wars again.

“Contrary to expectation,
Still no bullet with my name.

“In the fighting I was wounded
By a fragment—just a nip.

And three times I was surrounded,
And three times I gave the slip.

“And though feeling mildly nervous,
I've come through (and it was dire)
Indirect and cross, as well as
Overhead and triple fire.

“To the long route-march accustomed,
Often on the dusty road

I've been partially dispersed, and

I've been partially destroyed.”

But he’s still

Alive and kicking:
Kitchen—camp-site—battle station.
Gaily eating, drinking, smoking,
Whether waiting or in action.

When you think you can’t be winning,
Don'’t give up, but look ahead.

This is only the beginning,
Now the story starts instead.
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Dusty, ashen-faced, unshaven,
Clutching at the lintel post,

If he called at any cabin,

He was haunted by some craven
Sense of guilt for so much lost.

And obedient to the bitter
Custom of that long retreat,
First he'd beg a glass of water,

Then he’d beg a bite to eat.

Grannie can't refuse him lightly—
Ours, whoever he may be—

Though she may be weeping slightly,
Not another word says she,

Only, “So you have to leave us?

May God send you back at least.”

Sad the story was and grievous
Of our trek towards the east.

Marching barefoot, marching hungry,
Into regions no one knew.

What's ahcad? Where are you, Russiar
How much is there left of you?

On they marched. And 1 did, too.

1 was not the only soldier

Pushing down that road through hell.
There were ten of us together,

And an NCO as well.

From the ranks. A canny fellow.
Knew those parts. I was a kind
Of political adviser

Being seriously inclined.

And the men brought up behind us,
Leaving lands no more our own.

My political advice was

Just,
“Don’t let them get you down.
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On this all too brief occasion
Never did she show more charm,
Leave upon him an impression
More endearing, kind, or warm.

And it grieved him, honest soldier,
Father of a family,

So to leave his wife and children
Doomed to face captivity....

Soon, the evening’s talk was over,
All the soldiers hit the sack.

So did he. She didn’t join him,
Waited, as if holding back.

Washing up the dishes quietly,
Sitting by the fire to sew. '
He lay in the corner, waiting.
Seemed to me

I'd better go.

All my mates were sleeping soundly.
I lay sleepless, open-eyed, ‘
Thought I'd do some sentry duty,
Kip down on the porch outside.

Well, I had no choice of bedding,
And the job was quickly done;
Made my gredtcoat do for pillow,
Sheets and blankets—all in one.

How I'd miss you, Army issue
Military coat,

Governmental, free from rental,
Singed-at-campfire coat.

Governmental, free from rental,
Slightly bullet-holed,

Mended duly by yours truly,
Worth your weight in gold.
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If a bullet finds its billet,
Sends you flying over,

No fine stretcher for to fetch yer,
But your greatcoat, brother!

If you fade out, then it’s laid out,
With the rest you'll be,

Very dead there in your threadbare
Greatcoat. RIP.

Sleep. In your brief lifetime, soldier,
On the march or safe at home,

You have slept but little, either
With your wife or all alone....

From the house our host emerges.
How can I forget that night?

“Something wrong?”
“Just for the missus...
Firewood’s getting kind of light.”

He’s not in the mood for sleeping.
Though he’s home, war still seems near.
And he goes to chop some firewood

In the moonlight, cold and clear.

Chop, chop, chopping until sunrise....
All too soon, it's break of day.

Yes, he loves his wife most dearly,
Wants to help her in some way.

So he hews and hews. For morning’s
Light will find our soldier gone.

When the children, waking early,
Looked, and saw their dad was home,
Saw the unfamiliar soldiers,

Different rifles, different gear,

Then they understood, like grown-ups,
And were filled with sudden fear.
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And the children started crying,
And you saw in your mind’s eye
German soldiers armed with nifles
Bursting in there suddenly....

And that sound of children crying
Calls to me from far away,

From the wrong side of the river
Even to this very day.

In my dreams, awaiting battle,

Not for glory do I strive,

But to make it through the fighting
To that farther shore alive. ;

And I say it quite sincerely,
Should I reach the other shore,
Then, believe me, I would surely
Knock on that good lady’s door.

And I'd beg a glass of water
Not so’s to be wined and dined,
But to take my cap off humbly
To a lady good and kind.

Should she ask about her husband—
“No doubt doing fine,” I'd say;

Take the axe, throw off my greatcoat,
Chop some firewood for the day.

From our genial host and master
None of us heard any more.

He might well be six feet under
In the soil he battled for.

No two ways about it, fellows.
Smash the Germans soon! In short,
That is all Vassili Tyorkin

Has to say in his report.
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Did some soldier prove a hero?
There was surely such a one!

Crossing over! Crossing over!
How long must this cold night last?

On the right bank of the river,
Number One Platoon—clings fast.

And the soldiers on the near side
Don't speak of it any more,

As if guilty for their comrades
Stranded on the other shore.

On and on the hours drag slowly.

Will the cold night never pass?

Ice and mud and snow are churned up
Into one great dark morass.

And the soldiers, footsore, weary,

Duly thankful for their lives,

Try to snatch some shut-eye, shivering,
Hands tucked in their greatcoat sleeves.

Shivering, fitfully they slumber,
And the forest in the night
Faintly smells of frozen pine-twigs,
Boots, makhorka, human sweat.

And the shore lies still, scarce breathing,
Like those who, without a sound,

Over there, praying for daylight,
Flattened prone upon the ground,

Wait for sunrise, wait for rescue,

Will not let their spirits flag.

Night drags on interminably,
No way forward, no way back....

Or, perhaps, the snowflakes drifting,
On the eyelids lightly sifting,
Still lie sparkling there;
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Dusting, powdering cold faces,
With their soft, unmelting traces—
Dead men do not care.

Death for them can hold no terrors,
Frost and wind can scarce be missed,
Though the Quartermaster Sergeant
Keeps them on the rations list;

Keeps them on the list for rations,
And by post, the while,

Neither ?aster nor yet slower
Posthumously goes the mail:
Family letters that the writers,
Borrowing one another’s backs,
Scribbled somewhere in the forests
Out on nightly bivouacs.

Lads from far Siberia, Moscow,
From Kazan and from Ryazan—
Duty done,

They sleep the eternal

Sleep of just and honest men.

And where death came swift upon them
There's a silent, frozen mound....

Or has good luck smiled upon them?
Oh for just one signal from them
That would give us peace of mind!

Long the nights and harsh the dawnings
In November. Winter’s close.

Two men sit on sentry duty,
Watching where the river flows.

Is it fancy? Are they dreaming?
Something’s moving—not 3uite clear....
Is it rime qun their eyelids,

Or is something really there?
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Then they see it—just a pinpoint:
Only driftwood, it might seem,
Or perhaps an empty barrel
Floating gently down the stream.

“That’s no driftwood! That’s no barrel!”
And they strain their weary eyes.
“Could it be somebod?l swimming?”
“What? You're joking! In that ice?!”
“Guess you're right. It’s cold enough to
Freeze the gills off any fish.”

“Maybe one of ours has surfaced,”

Said the first, uneasyish.

And they instantly fell silent,

Till the other sentry said,

“He’d be in his coat and webbing
If he was one of our dead.”

And they got the creeps all over,
Strange to this new face of death.

Came the Sergeant with field glasses,
Levelled them, and caught his breath.
“He’s alive! Without his tunic.”

“Fritz behind our lines, maybe?”

“Or perhaps it’s Vasya Tyorkin!”
Said some joker timidly.

“Hold it, lads! l{l_lﬁt keep away from

That Pontoon! e man can swim!”

“Won't you let us have a go, Sarge?”
“Have a go? What for!”

“It’s him!”

Up he rises from the water,
Crashing through the icy crust,
Large as life, Vassili Tyorkin—
Yes, he’s made it—only just!

Naked, as if from the bath-house .
Only just this moment come.
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Tries to speak, but nothing happens:
Jaw and lips are frozen numb.

So they wrapped him up and gave him
Felt boots from a comrade’s feet;

Threatened, ordered him, “Keep running,
Even if you are dead beat!”

At HQ, a sheltered cabin,
Medics took the lad in charge,
Laid him on a bed to dry him,
Tried an alcohol massage. '

And they rubbed him and they rubbed him,
Till he murmured, sleepy-eye(},,

“Doctor, Doctor, won’t you let me

Have some of that warmth inside?

Please don’t waste it on my body!”

So they poured him out a short,
And it worked. Said he, half rising:
“Beg permission to report:

All is well with our platoon.

Jerry will be sorry soon.

Our Lieutenant says, send over
Fire enough to give us cover.

Following the last few crumps,
We'll get up, we’ll stir our stumps.
Anything tgat’s there, we’ll strafe,
And the crossing will be safe.”

He was strictly formal, as if
Game to swim back there and then.

“Well done, soldier!” said the Colonel.
“Thanks! Well done!” said he again.

With a grin by no means timid,

Tyorkin said, “If that’s the case,
en perhaps another snifter

Won'’t be too much out of place?”
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Soldiers learnt the tedious wartime
Count of endless nights and days.

Yet the cold, however evil,

None of them saw fit to curse,
ust as long as Fritz was finding
hings considerably worse.

For the lads were thinking: please,
Let the German lordling %reeze.
Fritz won'’t find it very pleasant,
Ours can take it—he’s a peasant.

Army mittens loudly slapping,
Tramp of boots on fallow ground—
Every routine day in wartime
Started with those early sounds.

Lazy whisps of smoke upcurling,
Flames fanned up from embers pale....
Into sooty cauldron tumbled

Ice and water from the pail.

Underslept and tired, the soldiers

Crawl from lairs on every hand,

Run for warmth, and wash themselves in
Snow as harsh and dry as sand.

Then they file along the footpath
In strict order, taking turns,
Spoons and mess-tins at the ready,
For the kitchens, by platoons.

Full of soup, with hot tea sweating—
War or no war, men must eat,

Then it’s back to routine duties—
“On your feet!”

* k%

Following his unit, Tyorkin
With a drum of wire is working,
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In accordance with instructions
Laying down communications.

All the Company keep their heads down.

Black the snow with enemy fire.
Tyorkin cranks the handle: “Tula,
Tula, Tula, are you there?”

He winks slyly at his comrades:
“Thought you said it wouldnt go!”
Blows discreetly down the mouthpiece,
Passes it to the CO.

And the CO, practised, calm,
Cups his voice inside his palm,
Like a match, lies low for cover,
Back turned to the icy breeze.
Yes, it’s working!

“Tula, please,

Send a Dit of barrage over!”

There’s no telling, no describing
What it feels like when you hear
Your own guns above the enemy’,
Thundering, booming in the rear.

From the regimental gun lines

Not so very far away,

Shells come whizzing steeply upwards,
Sighing, singing on their way.

From the grand old parent unit.
Out of tune with all the rest.
Comes a , as the Division
Sends one over of the best.

On to glory it goes sailing,

On, to breathe its flames of wrath,
Howling, keening, whining, wailing,
Clearing for the troops a path,

All around it smashing, burning,
Villages to rubble turning,
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Cosy as a country cottage,

Corner stove still warm, what’s more;
Bunks along the wall for sleeping,
Jars and bottles on the floor.

Never seen a dug-out like it;
Smells so warm and lived-in here....
Piles of clothes, tobacco, leather,
Army issue underwear....

Will they sneak back in? All right, then,
I'm the one in charge this time.
Tommy-gun aimed at the doorway,
Two grenades to hand, both primed....

No more shelling. Sudden silence.
Here’s the first ... one more behind....

Tyorkin, steady. Take it easy.
Tyorkin, wait—don’t fire in haste.
Tyorkin, aim. Don’t miss the farget,
Tyorkin. Heart, don’t beat so fast.

I could scarce believe my eyes, lads,
But it happened, true enough:
There I saw a German soldier
Large as life two paces off!

Wearing something white, and charging
Under %ire with lowered head—
Evidently meaning business—

In a word—to shoot me dead.

As from off the stove in winter,
Down he slid on his behind....

Tyorkin, chum, you mustn’t miss him,
Else you're sunk—bear that in mind.

gust before the bang resounded—
howing leadership, that’s clear,
Down into the ditch there bounded,
Sheepskin-clad, an officer.
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Quite unscathed, up leapt the German.
Dodge behind the door and wait!

As the other fired his pistol,

Tyorkin used his bayonet,

And he sank, sank very slowly,
Sitting down somewhat askew,

And he felt his right-hand shoulder.
Wounded. Warm. And sticky, too.

Then he touched the ground beside him.
Blood. But whose blood? Goodness knows!

Then a heavy shell exploded,
And the earth shook. That was close!

Then a second heavy landed.
All went darker than before.

“Our artillery,” thought Tyorkin.
“Now you've had it, mate, for sure!”

Deafened by the racket, Tyorkin

Bows his head in sheer despair.

Tula, Tula, why d’you do it,

When there’s one of yours down here?

On the dug-out floor he huddles,
Arm limp, bleeding steadily.
Tula, Tula, calling Tula,

This is not a way to die.

Shivering in this blighted hell-hole,
What a useless way to go,

With a badly wounded shoulder,

And with both your feet wet through.

Leaving this sweet life so early,
When you'd like a bit more time,
ust to dry out on the stove-shelf,
rape your puttees* on the line.
* Probably the nearest equivalent to the portyanki or
footcloths which the Russian soldiers wound round

their feet and ankles in lieu of socks. They were war-
mer and more practical in Russian winter conditions.— TT.
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TepKHH chhk. TocKa cornyAa.
TyAa, TyAa... Hto jk tm, TyAa?
TyAa, TyAa. 9to h..

TyAa... Po*HHa 0

* * *
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Tyorkin hangs his head, despairing.
Tula, what’s come over you?
Tula, Tula, Tyorkin calling...
Tula.... Hometown, where are you?

Meanwhile, with a distant growling,
Muffled, as if underground,

With a steady, thunderous rolling
From the East the tanks came crawling
Westward bound.

Squat, flat-chested and flat-hbottomed,
Into battle rolls the tank,

Terrible to see—its cannon

Aiming at your soul point-blank.

And, behind the armour plating

And the din, quite snug in there,

You might see them in their places,
You might recognise their faces—
Three or four with close-cropped hair.

Though it’s their first taste of action,
They’re not worried—not-a bit,
Scanning the terrain before them
Through the narrow viewing slit.

And they see the shattered roof-beams
Sticking utp into the air.

Knocked for six. Objective dealt with.
Any signs of life down there?

Is the gun-crew simply shamming,

Lying doggo for a spell?

Don’t swing sideways—they could slam us
With an armour-piercing shell.

Maybe with a sub-machine gun
Fritz is down there, lying low,
Following our movements, waiting
For the moment.... Who's to know?
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Two men follow their commander
With grenades along the wall.
Dark inside. No sound at all.

“Sorry, lads, this flat’s been taken,”
Someone there is heard to call.
That’s no trick or hanky-panky.

But a real live Russian voice.

“I've held out a day and night here.
Come on, lend a hand, you boys!”

In the darkness in the corner
Lies a soldier drenched in blood.
Who is he? He doesn’t answer.
Useless trying—it’s no good.

Ashen-faced, he lies unmoving,
Doesn’t even blink an eye.

In the nick of time they found him,
Hauled him in, drove him away.

Through a mist of snow they travelled,
Not a sign of roads or farms.

One of them, the turret-gunner,
Cradled Tyorkin in his arms.

Draped his sheepskin round him, warmed him
Witl!l) his breath, and felt no pain

At the thought of never setting

Eyes upon this man again....

I could search the wide world over
All my living days, before

I would see a thing more holy
Than the comradeship of war.
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There should be a dance this evening...
No? Well, I don’t mind at all.

One kolkhoz and then another,
Round the countryside I go.
There must be a social evening
Going on somewhere, I know.

And, arriving at the party,

Though not proud, as I've just said,
I would never smoke makhorka,

I'd produce Kazbeks* instead.

And I'd sit myself right down, lads,
There upon t{\e very seat

Under which a little urchin

Used to dangle two bare feet.

And I'd puff away, and offer
Cigarettes to all nearby.

And to all the many questions
With an air I would reply.

“wst how was it?” “Very varied.”
“Was it tough, then?” “Well, so so.”
“Did you charge the Germans often?”
“Yes, we sometimes had a go.”

And the young girls at the party
Would forget the other boys,
Thrilled to hear my straps of leather
Creaking with a gallant noise.

And I'd joke with all and sundry;
But there'd be one in that throng....
And at such a moment, fellers,

I'd be grateful for that gong!

She'd sit fascinated, hanging
On to every word of mine....

* High-quality Russian cigarettes.— Tr.
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And out here the wind’s pernicious,
Close to iron, the frost is vicious.

It can cut your chest in two;

I'd stand back if I were you!

“All this pile-up—nothing doing,
And no spare accordion going.
We’'ll get frozen, waiting here....”

Peels his gloves off and starts blowing.
“We've got one,”
says someone near.

Stamping down the powdery snowdust
In a kind of hopping dance,

By their tank, two shivering crewmen
Warm their feet up in advance.

“Well, who’s got the squeege-box, fellers?”
“Why, we've got it here, inside....”

And the gunner glanced round, shamefaced,
At his driver by his side.

“Shall I play one for the road, then?”
“Play?... No harm in that, I'm sure....”
“What’s the matter, then? Whose is it?”
“He’s not with us any more....”

Then the driver interrupted.
“Our commander,” ventured he,
“He was very fond of playing.
We've just buried him, you see....”

“Oh...” The soldier glanced around him,
Smiled in his embarrassment,

As if guilty of a blunder

Where no real offence was meant.

And, to smooth the matter over,

He explained himself with care:
“Thought it might be better played on,
Than just lying idle there.”
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Bcex, xoro B3saa BoiiHa,

Kaxgoro coazara

IIpoBoaura xoTb 0aHa
€HIJMHA KOrJa-To...

Ho xora u xarko MHe,
CaM 1oMoub He B CHAE,
Yto ocrarcs B ctopone
Tepkxun Moii Bacuruit.

He cAyuuroce Hukoro
[TpoBoguts B gopory.

IToAo6ute BHI ero,
Aesymku, ei-6ory!

A06AT AeTYHKOB ¥ Hac,
Konnuxu B mouere.

O6paruTecs, npocuM Bac,
K matymike-nexore!

ITycTe TOT KOHHUK Ha KOHe,
AEeTYHK B CaMOAeTe,

H, oanako, Ha BOitHe
IlepBhiit psaag— nexore.

ITycrs Tankuct Kpacus coboix
U ropsau B pabore,

A Begemsb MamuHy B 6oit —
ITokAoHUCH TIExOTE,

IIycts gopcuct apruarepucr
B 6oeBoM pacuere,
Orcrpersaca—ne rOpAMCH,
Aera cytb—B nexore.

O6otiaute Bcex moapag,
Ayuire He Haiizere:
O6paTHuTe HeHBIH B3rAfg,
JeBymky, K mexore.
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Yro, MOA, pait ¢ MEPEIHHM KpaeM
9T0 — CMEXHBIE MECTa.

Paii mo mpasye. Jom. Kpuaeuro.
BeHuk — HOrH obMeTai.

ZJabine —ropHHLa H NedYKa.
Bce, uto Hazo. Yem He pait?

BoT H B KHHUI€ TH OTMEYCH,
Pasiesakcs, MPOXOJIH.

W nAcYbMH y TENMAOH MedH
Ha csofoae noseawn.

OcMOTpHCBL BOKPYT 1€Ta\bHO,
BoT B psay TBOA KpOBaTh.

H yaTH, 4TO 9TO —CnaAeHA,
To ecTh MECTO— CTIEL{HAABHO
Jdasa Toro, ¥To6 TOABKO CHaTh.

CraTs, coaJaT, BeCh CPOK HeJCABHBIH,
CamoaraHO, He3pa3jeAbHO

-3aHHMaTh KpOBaTh CBON,

Cniath B CYXOM Tem.\e MOCTEABHOM,
CnaTh B 0IHOM Oe\be HAaTEABHOM,
Kak noroxeHo B pawo.

H no cTporomy npukasy,

Ko\b Tebe 31ech OWTH MPHIIAOCH,
T, moMuMO CHa, 06A3aH

ITumy B AeHb 4eTHpe pasa
[Tpunumats. Ho xak?>— Bonpoc.

Bcex npuBmnuek mepemeHa
[Tonawany TsxRera.

EcTtb B pamo HeAb3f C KOACHA,
MO’KHO TOABKO CO CTOAQ.

H mukTO B pao He Moxer
BeraTs K KyxHe C KOTEAKOM,
N HeAb3s CHAETL B Oj€Xe
H xopexuTb x\eb IWTHKOM.
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Y Takas ycraHoBKa
Crporo-Hactporo AaHa,
Yro y HOT TBOMX BHHTOBKA
HaxoauTeca He AOAXKHA. -

U B ymep6 cBoeii npusnIuke
Tul He MOXemlb 32 CTOAOM
YTepeTbcsi pyKaBUYKOi

HAm —TaKk BOT — pyKaBOM.

U koraa moxoHUHIUB C IMHILEH,
He 3a6yab eme, coagar,

Yro B paio 3a roAeHulye
AOKKY NpATaTh HE BEMIT.

Bce Takue orosopxmu

Pa3obpas, noHaB myTeM,

ITpunsar B cuetr Bacuanit Tepkun
U pemna:

— He nponagem.

Bot obes npomen u yxuH.

— Kak BaM HpaBuTCa y Hac?
— Huuero. HemHoxko 6 xyxe,
To u 6bir0 6 B camblii pas...

IToxypua, B3J0XHYA H Ha 6ok.
Kak-To cTpanHo roaose.
ITpocThina — nyckaiit ogHa 651,
HeTt, Tak Ha, MOA, cpasy Ase.

Yucrora-— 03806 110 KOXe,
M HeAoBKO, 9TO 310pOB,
A A0 kpailHOCTH moxoxe,
ByATo B rocriMTaAe BHOBbD.

bepexer nAedo B KpoBarH,
ToroBoit He moBepHeT.
Bot n aesymxka B xarate
Cosepinaet cpoii 06xo4.

ABoe cnipaBa, Tpoe cAeBa
K Heii passesunkoB ToTHac.
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There’s another regulation

That you'd better not ignore:
Don’t, repeat, don’t park your rifle
Down beside you on the floor.

And, in contrast to the custom
You've observed more than enough,
Be it known that you must never
Wipe your lips clean with your cuff.

And, when you have finished eating,
Note that here in paradise,

You don't stuff your eating irons
Down your boot-top, Army-wise.

Going over these provisos

And the various reasons why,

Vasya Tyorkin weighed them up and
Then decided:

“We'll get by.”

Dinner’s over, then comes supper.
“Well, chum, what d’you make of it?”
“Oh, not bad. It's all right, really.
Known much worse, I must admit.”

So he lights up, sighs, rolls over;
Something strange under his head.
Why, must be a sheet, or something —
No, there’s two sheets on this bed!

They're so clean, you get the shivers.
Funny—{ou’rev as right as rain,

Yet for all the world you might be
Back in hospital again.

And he doesn’t move his shoulder,
And he doesn’t turn his head.
Now the girl in white is coming,
Glancing briefly at each bed.

And the advance patrol gets moving —
Two men here and three men there.
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“Boys, you've got poor me outnumbered,”
Says she with a regal air.

Tyorkin opens half an eye and
Looks. Does she deserve the fuss?
As the Army would express it:

For the front-line zone —she’ll pass.

Lovely in the room’s dim lighting,
Not one rival here has she,

And it’s plain those lads have all been
Resting for two days or three.

On the threshold of oblivion,
With your breathing quiet and calm,
Think: out there upon the highroad
You could hardly call it warm

There, the wind can cut right through you,
And the moon gives little heat.

Army service, winter, warfare —

Life 1s anything but sweet.

How in time of war the soldier

Hankers for a nice warm bed!

What'’s the matter? Can't you sleep, then?
Why not cover up you head?

Half an hour gone, then another...
Toss, turn, lie supine, then prone,
Doesn't help at all. It’s hopeless.
Others snore, you lie and moan.

Now you sweat and now you shiver,
Still no sleep. What’s wrong with you?
“Here, son, why not put your hat on?”
Says a voice out of the blue,

And explains:

“You're not the first one

Or the last to go through that.

Nerves, that’s what it is— won’t let you
Go to sleep without your hat.”
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U easa Bager pojumblii
T'oroBHO# ybop coajar,
Boesoil, nponaxmuii gpiMOoM
W 3emaelt, Kak roBOpAT,—

Tot, o6HOLIeHHbIH HAa CA2BY
IToa aoxaeM u o orsem,
YTo eme KOAIOUKON prKaBoM
Kak-To npopsaH 6mA Ha HeM;

Tot, B KOTOPOM XHU3Hb NPOBOAUIIB,
He cHumas,— Ttak xopom!{—

H xorga xo cuy orxoguus,

U xorga Ha cmMepTh Hiems,—

Buaut: Het, He 3psa mocAyuraa
Tex, 4TO 3HaAH, B 4EM PE3OH:
Kak-To BApPYT corpeAmuch yumry,
Kak-To craro Msarye, rayie—
U Bcero cBepHyAO B COH.

M npocuyaca oH go cpoka

C 4yBCTBOM pe€AKOCTHBIM — TOYb-B-TOYb
CroBHO rge-Hubyap Jarexo

ITo6piBan 3a 3Ty HOUB;

CAOBHO BBIKYMaACA T4€-TO,
[ae — x0Tk BHOBB Tyja BEpPHUCH—
He 3uma 6sira, a AeTO,

He Boiina, a IIPOCTO XM3Hb.

U ¢ oguoli Horoit o6yroit,
Illanky cHATH 326HB CBOIO,
Ha ucxoge nmepBbix cyTok
On 3agymanca B pao.

Xopomu xXapyH K XaTa,
OcyxjaTh He CTaHeM 3pd,
Toabko, 3HaeTe, BOMHA-TO
He 3akonuvena, gpy3bs.

ITocyaute camu, 6partis,
K10 6 uyaneit npuaymars Mor:
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PasaeBaThca, pas3yBaTbCA
Ha Takoi#t KOPOTKHH CpOK.

Tyt 06BBIKHEIb— CPa3y KPHILIKA,
YyTb MOKMHEWb STOT pai.
Ayulne ckaxkeMm: IMepeabilIKa.
BoAbuie BpeMsa He Tepsu.

3akycua, cobpancs, BHIIEA,
Jero 6nA0 Ha Ma3M.
I'py30BHK MAET,— 3aCABILIAA,
Foaocyer:

— IloaBesn.

W, geTnipe nysa rpysy
JobaBadAsA Mo nyTH,

Yepea 60pT BBaAMACH B Ky30B,
IMoctywanr: zaBait, KpyTH.

ExaAn — OAHM3KO AH, AAAEKO —
KoMy Hazo, BhMepsAiA.

Toabko, pait, npouai A0 CpoKa,
W onsatb—nepeAnud Kpaii.

Cocko4HA Yy NOBOPOTa,—
I'Aszb—u Z0Ma, y OrHA,

— Hy, pacckasuBaiite, uTO TYT,
Kak 1yT, XA0onuml, 6e3 Mens?

— Cam pacckasnBait. KoMy xe
HeoxoTa 3Harh TOTHac,
Kak tam, 4to B pawo y Bac...

— Xopomo. Hemuoxko 6 xyxe,
Bepno, 6uir0 6 B cammiit pa3...

Xopowmo nmocmaa, 6oraro,
OcyxAaThb He CTa"eM 3pH.
ToAbko, 3HaeTe, BOMHA-TO
He 3akonueHna, gpy3ns.

Kak goigeM 20 TOH rpaHHLK!
ITo Bapmasckomy mocce,
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Hang your coat up, take your boots off,
For a spell of time so brief.

Blst get used to it and then you're
one for when it’s time to quit!
Better call it just a breather —
There’s no other word for it.

Snatch a hasty bite of something,
Get your gear on. Go outside.
That was great.

A lorry coming....
Stop it. “Hey, give us a ride!”

Add a hundred pounds and forty
To the Army lorry’s freight;
Scramble up the side and over,
Bang the roof. “Get going, mate!”

Is it very far to travel?

Check the distance, if you want.
Farewell, heaven, for the meantime,
Here we are again—the Front.

gump down quickly at a turning.

ee, a campfire. Now you’re home.
“Well, what'’s it béen like without me?
Did you manage on your own?”

“Never mind. How’s paradise, chum?
You could tell us quite 2 bit.
How did you get on with it?”

“Oh, not bad. It’s all right, really.
Known much worse, I must admit.”

Yes, he slept and slept in comfort—
And he had no cause to fret.

But, of course, we must remember
That the war’s not over yet.

When we've made it to the border
On the Warsaw motorway,
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Reading Tyorkin when off duty.
Then the orders came one day....

Orders. No more idle waiting.

And they soon left far behind

Empty uq-outs, plumes of smoke that
Waved forlornly in the wind.

And they took it quite for granted
That a year had whistled by
Like a day, as wartime, doubtless,
And all e{sc must pass away.

And my ageing, grey-haired soldier,
Should he still be safe and sound,
Will recall: “That was a business,
When we fought by Moscow town!...”

Slowly he will tell the story
With a sad but prideful air,
To his grandchildren around him,
If they only wish to hear....

Since we’re often far from patient
With the old, it’s hard to say.
We shall see....

But in the meantime
That’s a long, long way away.

%* * *

Battle raging. Blue pall hanging
Over snow as %rey as lead.
Heavy firing. Tyorkin’s section
Forges doggedly ahead.

And the village they’re approaching
Lies between him and the place

Where his fathers dwelt before him,
Where he spent his childhood days.






LAARA AR









244

T'ze-To TaM, 3a noArem 6paHHbIM,
JAyMmy aymaet cBowo

Tor, no ypMM 9acaM KapMaHHbIM
Bce gace ugyT B 6010.

M 3a Bceit Bokpyr maan6oio,
3a pa3peHIBaMH B AbIM

OH cAeauT, BAaABIKA 601,
U pemaer, 910 K ueMmy.

T'ae-To TaM, B mecuanoit xpyde,

B 6AMHAaKE CyXOM, CHIITydYeM,

TAnaa B KapTy, reHepaa

Te gacul cBOM AOCTaA;

XAOMHYA KPHIIKOH, TOYHO ABEPKOI,
IToansaA manky, BeITEp NHOT...

W aoxaarcs, cAbiIHT TepruH:
— BsBoa! 3a Poauny! Bnepes!..

M xorA croBa OH 3TH—

Kana y cmeptr Ha xpato—
CoTHH pa3 9uTaA B rasere
U ne pa3 canrxan B 6010,—

B gymy BHOBR OHH BCTymaiu
C 04HMHAKOBOIO TOM

BaacTbio mpaBAn u nevaaw,
Craaxoli rope4u CBATOIA;

C TO10 CHAOH HEU3IMEHHOIH,
YTo AlOAEH B OrOHBb BeJeT,
UYTo 3a BCE OTBET CBAIICHHLIHA
Ha cebsa yxe 6eper.

— BaBoga! 3a Poguny! Bnepea!..

AeHTeHaHT 1MeroAeBaTslIit,
KoHHUK, cnemieHHBI B 60X,
ITo-maApuHIDEeYbH ycaTsi,
BeceAbuak, mascyH, kaszak,
[TepsriM BCTAA, CTperss c xoay,
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And, with many things to think of,
Somewhere rearward of the fray,
There is one whose watch all other
Watches on the field obey.

Following the action round him
Through the smoke, and din, and roar,
He’s the man in charge, deciding
Every move, and what it’s for.

In a sheltered cliffside cavern
Hollowed out of trickling sand,
Studying his map, the General
Pulls his pocket watch out, and
Snaps the lid shut like a trapdoor,
Shifts his hat and mops his brow....

Tyorkin, waiting, hears the order:
“For the Homeland! Here we go!”

Death-defying call to action—
Many, many times before,
Tyorkin’s read it in the papers,
Heard it in the field, what’s more;

But it shakes him to the centre

Of his being, nonetheless,

With the force of truth, of anguish,
Of sweet, holy bitterness;

With a force irrevocable,
Urging men against the foe,
Like a sacred vow upholding
All the things men cherish so.

“For the Homeland! Here we go!”

And their dashing, gay lieutenant,
Cossack, joker, dancer, wit,

With the lip-fuzz of a youngster,
Brilliant horseman, now on foot,
Jumped up, firing from the waist,






247

With his unit forward raced
Towards the village, doub]ing round
And his foot-tracks as he sprinted
Outstripped all the rest imprinted
Deep across the snowy ground.

By the cottage at the end,

To his mouth he cupped his hand:

“That’s the stuff, lads! In and smash ’em!”—
Just as brave and just as dashing

As Chapayev used to be.

All at once, he seemed to falter

As he turned to run ahead,

And his neatly printed footmarks

Suddenly stopped dead....

As a boy into a river,

He went plunging headlong down.
“Wounded! The commander’s wounded
Was the word that travelled round.

1

Up they ran. And then what happened,
ey’ll remember, every one.

“Carry on!” he said, half rising.

“I'm not wounded, lads. I'm done.”

Village outskirts, backyards, orchards,

JlElst two steps and we’ll break through....
hat’s when Tyorkin realised that

He must take the lead, and so—

“For the Homeland! Here we go!”

Confidently at his signal,

Tyorkin’s comrades tollowed on,
Cﬁarging straight into the village —
Forty men that moved as one....

When the action’s been successful,
When the day’s been truly won,
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C moxBanoii, BecbMa ropsde,

Jpyr o Apyre roBopAT.

— TaHKH JelicTBOBAaAH CAaBEKO.
— Illau canepar MOAOALIOM.

— ApTHAAepUA NTOAABHO

He Kgapur B IPA3b AHMLIOM.

— A mnexora!

— Kak no Hotawm,

IlIra nexora. Hy aa gyro Tam!
ABuanuA —u Ta...

CroBoM, mpocTo— Kpacora.

H GuiBaer Tak, He CKpoeM,
Yro ycmex raasa CAEMUT:
CTOABKO CHILIIETCA TEpOEB,
Y10 — rAfAMINb — OANH 3a6BIT.

Ho aas TouHOCTH npuMepHOI,
JAA MOpAJKa TeHEpaA,

K10 B ceAro BOpBancs nepBhiM,
3HaTh Ha MeCTe IMMOXKEAaA.

JlOAOKHMAH, KaK OGBIYHO:
MoAa, Takoi-To B3AA CeAO,
Ho He cMOT ABMTBCA AMYHO,
Taxk xak paHeH TAKeAO.

M Toraa w3 Bcex pamuAmii,

Bcex cerogHAIIHUX UMEH —
Tepkun — BripBaroch — Bacuani!
310 GBIA, KOHEYHO, OH.






254

BeAp A€KHIIb, BCErO CBEAO.
S 6 Teba TOTUAC TyAynOM,
Y106 yxe HaBeK TEmAO.

Buxy, Bepums. BoT m caesn,
Bot yx a Tebe Mmaeil.

— Bpems, a naagy oTr MOpoO3a,
He ot RarocTH TBOeEH.

— Y10 OT c9acThA, 9TO OT 6OAH —
Bce paHo. A xor04 AlOT.
3aBHAACE O3eMKa B TOAE.
Her, 1eba yx ne HaMayr...

M 3auem TebGe, mogymMait,

Ecam k1O M moabeper.
[Toxareems, 9TO He yMep
3aecn, Ha MecTe, 6€3 XAOMNOT...

— Illytums, CMepTh, MACTELID TEHETA.—
OTBepHyA C TPYAOM NACHO.—

MHe Kak pa3 NMOKHTb OXOTa,

A ¥ He XHUA-TO elge...

— A H BCTaHeuIb, TOAKY MaAO,—
ITpoaoaxara CmepTs, cMench.—
A W BCTaHeilb— BCE CHA9aAa:
XoAao04, CTpax, yCTaAOCTb, TPA3b...
Hy-ka, craako Am, zpyxuine,
Paccyau-ka B nmpocrore.

— Yro cyauts! C Bo¥HH He B3nENb
Hu B KakoM yike cyze.

— A TOCKa, COAJAT, B NpHAATY:
Kak Tam goma, 9TO C ceMbei?

— Bor yx BrnmoAn0 33729y —
Kouuy Hemua—mu A0Moii.

— Tak. Jonyctum. Ho Te6e-to
M aomoit k 4emy npuitta?
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Jloroaa 3eMAs pasjeTa
U pasrpabaena, yuTu.
Bce B 3abpoce.

— A paboTHuK,

A 651 gJ0Ma B A€AO BHHK.
— [Jom paspymen.

— S ¥ MIAOTHHK...

— Ileuxn uery.

— U neunwuk...

A oT ckyku —Ha Bce pykw,
Byay xuB— moe co MHOH.

— /Jlait eme cka3arp crapyxe:
Bapyr npugems ¢ 04HON pyKoi?

Ab €lJ€ KaKUM KaAeKOoH,—
Cam cefe 1 TO MOCTHIA...

1 co CMepTrio YeroBeky
CnopHuTh CTaAO CBBILIE CHA.
McTekaa yxe OH KpPOBBIO,
Kouenea. Cniyckarach HOUb...

— Tlpmu oaHoM MoeM ycroBbe,
CmepTh, MOCAYLIAl... i HE NPOYb...

W, ToMUM TOCKOI1 KeCTOKO#H,
OanHoK, n cAab, U Man,

On c MoAb6o0it, He TO C ynpekom
YrosapuBarbca CTaA:

— S He xyammnil ¥ He AydIIMiA,

Yro morubHy Ha BoiiHe.

Ho B xoHune ee, mocAyuaii,

Aawb TH Ha J€Hb OTNYCK MHe?

Jauib Thl MHEe B TOT A€Hb MOCAE€AHUMN,
B npasguuk craBE MUDPOBOIA,
Ycanixath caAloT nobeAHEIH,

Uto pasjactcs Hag Mocksoi?

Jlalib Tl MHE B TOT A€HBb HEMHOKKO
Ioryaats cpeau XKuBHIX?
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All the land’s been stripped stark naked,
Ravaged, looted, Plun ered, tou.
Just a shambles....”

“I'm a worker.

I'd pile in and get things done.”
“No house left.”

“I'd build a new one.”

“And no stove....”

“I'd soon make one.
Jack-of-all-trades out of boredom,
Game for anything—that’s me.”

“Let a poor old woman finish:

If you've lost an arm, maybe,

Or in some such way been crippled,
Even you will cease to care.”

For the Man, this argument with
Death was more than he could bear.
Still the blood was flowing freely,
And his limbs were growing stié.

“Listen, Death, I might be willing,
But there’s just one single if.”

Tortured by the cruellest yearning,
Lonely, helpless, weakening,
Half beseecfl)'nin , half reproaching,
Tyorkin started bargaining:

“Better and worse men than I am
May have lost their lives in war,
But, when all the fighting’s over,
Will you grant me one day more?
On that day of celebration,
Festival of world renown,

May I hear the victory salvoes
Thunder over Moscow town?

Will you let me join the living

As they throng the streets outside?
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Tap a certain cottage window

In my native countryside?

When my folks step through the doorway,
Death, O Death, before 1 go,

May I say a word of greeting?

Half a word?”

“The answer’s No.”

Tyorkin shuddered as he froze there
On his ice-encrusted bed.

“Then be gone from me, Kosaya,
I am still alive, not dead.

“I shall weep, shall howl with torment,
Die forgotten in this field,

But of my own will and choosing,
Know that I shall never yield.”

“I'll find you a purer motive,
If you'll give the sign. Fair’s fair.”

“Wait! They’re coming for me. Searching.
From the hospital.”

“Fool! Where?”

“Yonder, down that snowy footpath....”

Death laughed long, as at a joke.
“That’s the burial detail coming.”
“Never mind. They're living folk.”

Soft snow crunching, two approaching,
Clang of crowbar hitting spade.

“Here’s another one. We'll never
Get ’em done by nightfall, mate!”

“And the day’s been heavy going.
Mate, give us a twist of shag.

Let’s sit down here on this dead ’un,
And we'll have a crafty drag.”
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— Kabsl, 3Haems, 40 3aTHKKH —
Ilfer; ropAYNX KOTEAOK.

— Kabnl KanmeAbKy U3 QAAKKH.
— Kabpl Tak — 0AWH TAOTOK.

— Hanm gma...

M 1yT, X0TB CA2bO,
ITogar TepkuH roaoc cBoi:
— Ilporonure sty 6a6y,
S coaaar emje XKuBOM.

CMOTpAT AIOAM: BOT Tak INTyKa!
Bugat: BepHO,— KHB COAJAT.

— Yro TH gymaermus!
— A Hy-Ka,
ITonecem ero B cau6ar.

— Hy u peakoctHoe aero,—
PaccyxaaoT He cnema.—
OaHO AeA0—IIPOCTO TEAO,
A TyT—TeA0 M Aywua.

— Eae-ere gyma B Teae...

— IllyTku, uTo AB, 3233516 coBcem.
A yx MbI TeOA XOTeAH,
[lonumaems, B HApKOM3EM...

— He ToAky#. 3axjarcsa MaAnii,
Bripy6ait mnHeAb BO Abay.
I[oauumaii.

A CMepTh cka3ana:
— J, oanako, Bcaea moiiay.

3eMAsiKu — OHM K pabore

IlpucnocobaeHsl K HHOM.

Bpere, MpicAuT, pacTpsicere —
emle oH 6ygeT Moii.

/ABa peMHA Ja ABe AONATHI,
/IBe MHEAM TIONEpeK.

— bepern, coagart, coasara.
— Tlonecan. Tepmny, APYHOK.
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Hoposst, uto6 Meubine TpACKH,
Yrob pomHee kak-HHOYAD,
beperyrt, HecyT ¢ onackoii:
CMepTh CTOPOHKOH AEPHKHT MyTh.

A gopora—mHe gopora,—
IleAanna, o MOsAC CHeET,

— OrgoxHyAr 6 Bl HEMHOTO,
XAOIMIHL...

— MuAablli yeAOBEK,—
T'oBOpHUT 3eMASK TOAKOBO,—
He TpeBOXbCA, HE XKarei.
IToToMy HeceM XKHBOTO,
MepTBBiil BABOE THNKEACH.

A zpyroit:

— O=Ho u3BecTHO.

A eme u TO y4ecTs,

Yro KUBOH CHEMMT A0 MECTa,—
MepTBHIli J0M3a —TJA€ HH €CTh.

— Jero, cTano 6uITh, B IPUBHIYKE,—
3aKAI0YAIT 3EMAAKUA . —

Yro x THI, ApYr, 6€3 pyKaBHYKH?
Ha-xo Tenaylo, ¢ pyku...

H nogymara BnepBhie
CmepTh, cA€Jst CO CTOPOHBI:
«/l0 4ero oHHM, KHUBbIE,

Mex coboit cBOHM — ApYKHBEI.
TloTomy u ¢ ognHOUKOH
Carazuth Hago6HO CyMeTs,
Hexorsa gaems orcpouky».

U, B3goxHyB, orcrara Cmeprts.
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32 nMuchbMOM, HAJEIOCh, BCAE
Byay cam obpatno...

Y ¥ HOBapy mpuBeET
OT MeHA ABYKpaTHBIMA.

ITycte u Bnpeab rOTOBHUT Tax,
3anpaBAAA XKHPHO,

Y7106 B KOTAE CTOAA Yepnak
Ilo xoMaHAe «CMHpPHO»...

U ozHMM cAOBa cBOM
3aKAIOUHTD X049y A:
Y1o Beaurue 6omu,
Kak noroay, gyio.

Tak 6bIBaeT y KoHs
YyscTBO 6AH3KOM CBaAbOBI...
Jo Toro 60AbIIOrO AHSA
Mue 6e3 maAok BcraTe 6ml!

Cnalo ckopeit 42 Ay BecTeil.
Bce ckaszaA 20 xopkH...
O6uumaio Bac, yepTei.
Bam

Bacunuii Tepxun.
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Il be on that letter’s heels—
Leastways, so I’'m hoping.
Greetings to the cook from me
With a second helping.

Let him make the broth so rich
When he’s in the kitchen

That the ladle stands up straight
At the word “Attention!”

One more thing 1d like to say
d/st by way of ending:

e a sort of hunch that great
Battles are impending.

Horses sense it when the gay
Wedding time approaches....

I’ll be up for that great day

Without sticks or crutches!

Got to snatch a wink or two.
Time to put the cork in.
Send some news, you rascals you,
Love,

: 7&
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— Yo TH, mMpaBJa, KaK TOT HEMEII...
— Hringe HeMel] caM He TOT.

— Hy, 6par, on eme aaer,

Ornyckaer, He CKYNHTCA...

— Bce xe c mpexHUM He CPaBHHUTCHA,—
CHsAA camor ¢ OAHOM HOTH.

— AJexo acHoe,— beru!

— Oxo-xo. Boitna, pebarku.

— A 1 ayman! Bor ayjak.

— Ayudme HeT —valiky B A0CTaTke,
XMeAb—OH IpeeT, ja He TakK.

— 3T0 4bA XK€ yCTaHOBKa

I'pernca waem? Bot u Bpems.

— i1, He CTaBb K OTHIO BHHTOBKY...
— A eme KyAem xopouml...

OnpoKHHYTHIH HCTOMOH,
Tepkun Apemaer Ha cnune,
Ot Geceanl B CTOPOHE.

Tax An, caxk au, Tepxun joma,
To ectb—cHOBa Ha BoiiHE...

BTO paHEHHIM M3BECTHO:
BopoTHce Thl B MOAK poAHON —
Bce ne To: MHOE MecTO

U napog yxe nHoii.

ITpubayTku, MOoroBopku

He Takue AoBHT cayx...

— Tae-tro nam Bacuamit Tepkun? —
3ro cAnmmut Tepxun BApYT.

ITpuscraer, r1ypma coaromoi,
Yro Tam Aarblie — NOACTEpEYS.
Hukomy on Me 3HaKoMslil —

H o uem kak 6ysT0 peus.

Ho cxBo3e mym u ram Beceanti,
YTo KMMeA BOKpYyr OrHA,
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BoT OH CABIIMT HOBBIK rOAOC:
— DTO KTO TaM NpO MEHH?..

— Ilpo Teba?—

Be3s oroBopkn

Tor onsATk:

— Camo coboii.

— Ilouemy?

— Tax s xe Tepkun.

310 cARUT TepkuH MOHA.

YTo-TO CTpaHHOE TBOPHTCH,
Henousaruoe ymy.
IToBepryAMCh TOTHAC AHMLIA
Moaua k Tepkuny. K Tomy.

Aloau Bpoge opobean:
— TepkuH — AnuHO?
— A u ecTh.

— B camoMm gene?

— B camoMm zene.

— Xaonusl, xronus, Tepkun 3zecs!

— He cBepnere An Maxopku?—
KTo-TO BHITAlUA KHCET.
U ue moit, a Tor yx Tepkun

Tosopur:

—_ M};xopxu? Her.

TepknH MON — K OTrHIO NO6AMXKE,
Otru6aer BOPOTHHUK.

ITorasauT, a OH-TO pBIKHN —
TepkuH TOT, €ro ABOHHUK.

Ecau 6 monpocty mMaxopku
TepkuHn BHKypHA BTOpOH,

U He BCTpAA Obl, MOXKeT, Tepkun,
ITpomoAyar 661 MO¥t repoi.

Ho, NOCKOABKY BOAMT HOCOM,
3ajaeTca 4EAOBEK,
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Tg'orkin heard a new voice saying:
“Someone here just mention me?”

“You indeed?”

The other answered
Unabashed:

“Why yes, of course!”
“How’s that so?”
“Because I'm Tyorkin,”

Said the other soldier’s voice.

Something fishy going on here;
Very strange, all said and done.
Silent, all looked round at Tyorkin,
That 1s, at the other one.

And the men seemed almost timid.
“Tyorkin? Honest?”

“Yes, I swear.”

“Him in person?”

“Him in person.”

“Fellers, tellers, Tyorkin’s here!”

Somebody produced makhorka.
“Here, try some of this,” said he.
Then not mine, but t'other Tyorkin
Said:

“Makhorka? Not for me.”

Turning back his greatcoat collar,
Tyorkin moved uﬁ to the fire,
Gazed intently at his double,

Saw this Tyorkin had red hair.

If the other had accepted,
And if he had not demurred,
Then the chances are my hero
Would have hardly interfered.

But, since Number Two was swanking,
Trying to throw his weight about,
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Tepkun caMm yxe X0XO0d4eT,
CepaueM meapbiM HageA€eH.
M ne Tax yxe xAomoder

3a ce6a,—uro Tepxun oH.

YyTte o6ugHO, 4a NPUATHO,
Yro TakoH e pAAOM C HHUM.
HemnousaTHo, Ja 3aHATHO
Bcem pebaTaM ocTaAbHEIM.

Moasut Tepkun:

— CaeAail MHAOCTD,

Byar o1 Tepkun nacosceM.
I/{nycxaﬁ oAHOpaMHUAEL
byay sa...

A ToT:

— 3aueMm?..

— Krto0 xe TCPK"H?

— Hy u Auxol.—

Xoxor, myM, Hepa3bepuxa...

Bcraa Kakoii-to CTapIIMHa
Jla Kak KpukHer:
— Tumwuna!

Yro BB TYT He pa3bepere,
He noiimere mex coboii?

ITo ycrasy kamgo pore
byaer npugan Tepkuu csoii.

Cavtino seem? ITopagok sicen?
Kanrob mery? Hu oanoir?
Pasoitgucs!

M a coraacen
C atum cTporum CTapLINHOM.
A 611, MOXKeT GHTB, H B3BOAAM
Ilpuaar Tepxuna B ApysbA...

BﬂpO'-lCM, BCE€ TYT MUMOXO0AOM
K paaronopy BCTAaBHA A.
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Then my Tyorkin burst out laughing,
Being of a generous mind,

And to prove that he was Tyorkin
Seeming rather less inclined.

Partly rattled, partly tickled

That he had a Number Two,

And the others, though bewildered,
Found the whole thing funny too.

Tyorkin said:

“Do us a favour.

You be Tyorkin, friend, while I
Simply stand down as your namesake.”

Said the other Tyorkin:
(‘Why?’!

“Which is Tyorkin?”
“What a mess-up!”
Uproar. Mirth. Nearly a riot.

Then the Sergeant-Major stood up
In their midst and bellowed:
“Quiet!

“What's thc meaning of this muddle?
What's the point of all this row?
Orders: every company shall

Have a Tyorkin as from now.

“Understood? Got the procedure?
No complaints from all you men?
Right. Dismiss!”

I'm in agreement
With that very strict S.-M.
I'd give each platoon a Tyorkin,
If I only had the say.

This whole episode is merely
Pure digression, by the way.
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— CaoBom, Tepxun, TOT, KOTOpBIH
Ha Boiine Auxoil coajar,

Ha ryasiHKe rocTb He AHLIHHH,

Ha pa6ore — xoTb KyJa...

7Kaab, JaBHO €r0 He CARIIIHO,
MoaxeT, YTO XyA0€ BBIIIAO?
Moxer, ¢ Tepkunum 6esa?

— He morao Toro cAyuntbes.
— He noxoxe.

— Bpaxkn.

— B3zop...

— Kaxk xe, ecan ouesuna
ITogBo3uA oaun modep.

B Tom 6010 Aexkarn pagoM,
Tepxun 6yaro 6u npuBcTanA,
B TOT Xe MMT ero cHapsioM
bponeboiiHbM — HanoBaa.,

— Her, crapaj yaapua mumo.
A CABIXaAHM TaK, 9TO MMHA...

— Ilyas-aypa...
— Ay Hac
Tosopuan, uro $yrac.

— Ilyas, 6om6a urn Mura —
Bce paBHO, He B TOM BOTIpOC.
A cAoBa mepea KOHYHHOIM
On kakue npousnec?

— ToBopua Hacuer nobeasi.
Moa, Bnepes. IlpumepHo Taxk...

— JKaab,—cKa3zar,—ut0 g0 obesa
51 ybureiif, HaTOIaK.

HewuasectHo, MOA, pebara,
OtnpaBAsAACk Ha TOT CBeT,

Kak Tam, uTo: 6e3 arrecTtara
[TpusuaoT Hac HAH HeT?
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— Her, unoe nouemy-to
CAnlmian pasesbiit 6oer.
Moasur Tepkun B Ty MuHYTY:
«MHe — KOHeIl, BOHE — KOHeIl».

Ecan 1ak, Toraa He BepsbTe,
Pa3Be 3TO HeBJOMEK:

He noasepxen Tepkun cmeptH,
KoAb BOiHE HE BBIIEA CPOK...

IlyTkH, CAYXH B 9TOM AyXe
ABTOp CABIIMT HE BrepBoil.
I'Ipalma npaBJoii OCTaeTCA,
A MoaBa cebe — MOABOIA.

Her, ToBapuum, repoo,
CTOABKO ASIMKY IPOTAIIHB,
BHIXOAMTD Tenepb U3 CTpOs? —
H3punnure! — Tepkun xus!

Kus-3g0pos. Bope#t, yeM mpexae.
ITomupars? Haobopor,

A B Taxo# Temepr HajexKJe:

OH MeHA nepeXuBeT.

Bce xyzoe oH n3Beaan,
On TepsaA poaumblil Kpait
H oaHy nmoaurbeceay
IToBTOpsA:

— He yHbiBaii!

C nepBhIX AHel rOAWHBI TOPLKOM
Mup cABIXaA CKBO3b IpO3HBIN rpoM,—
IToBTOpsAA Bacuamit €PKHH:

— Ileperepnum. ITeperpem...

HunoueM Tpyas u Myku,
Topeun GeacTBuit H MOTEps.
A KOMY )K€ KHUTH B PYKH,
Kak ne Tepkuny tenepn?!

Paccyau-xa, gpyr-rosapuu,
ITocMoTpu-Ka, TA€ Thl BHOBB
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“No, one of our wounded heard him,
And he’s quite prepared to swear
T}rorkin said as he lay dying:

‘It I’'m finished, so’s the war.”

“Don’t believe a word of it, then.
Stands to reason. You can bet
Tyorkin’s anything but done for
If the war’s not over yet.”

Rumours, anecdotes ... I've heard them
Time and time again before.

But the facts are still the facts, and
Rumour’s rumour, nothing more.

No, my friends. D’you think my hero,
After going through such hell,
Would give up the ghost? Not likely!
Tyorkin is alive zmdg well.

He’s as full of beans as ever.
Tyorkin cash his chips? Not he.
And, in fact, I'm rather hoping
That he’ll come to outlive me.

For, despite his loss of homeland
And the horrors that he’s known,
His political advice has

Been:

“Don’t let them get you down!”

From the first days of affliction,

As the thunder filled the sky,

All the world heard Tyorkin saying:
“We'll scrape through. Yes, we’ll get by.”
Notwithstanding trials and troubles

And much grief throughout the land,
Who now, if not Vasya Tyorkin,

Holds the final, winning hand?

Just consider, friend and comrade,
As you make the journey back,






Third year’s summer, third year’ winter,
Seeds await the spring once more.

Often we remember absent

Comrades in the midst of war.

Some of them retreated with us,
Fought with us a year, an hour;
Some fell, some were posted missing,
Whom we’d met but once before;
Some took leave of us and later
Reappeared; some gave us water;

Some gave us their heartfelt blessing....
We recall the swirling snowstorms

Up there in the front-line zone,

And the clock that Tyorkin mended
For the two old folks at home.

It would have survived the next war
Needing no repair at all,

But the Germans, uninvited,

Took it down from off the wall,
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Maybe thinking it of value
With its antiquated chimes,
Or because they needed metal
In those metal-hungry times.

Winter passed, then spring, then summer,
Life, death in captivity....

With a muffled rumb{ing somewhere
War continued on its way.

In your native stream, the rearward
German soldier washed his face,
Rested on your porch, bareheaded,
Just as if he owned the place.

Round him, the New Order sprouted.
On the little patch nearby

Vegetables grew, transported

All the way from Germany.

Slinking down your village footpath,
You've just managed to survive,
Scared of talking, scared of breathing,
Lucky that you're still alive.

Our old couple had been living
That way for two years and more,
And the bare patch on the pinewood
Gleamed less brightly than before....

But with passion Grandad argued,
{ljdged, and %uessed, time and again,
ike a general in retirement,
On the course of the campaign.
Close beside his little cottage
Grandpa often used to stand,
Drawing pincers, arrows, wedges
With his stick upon the ground.

“Well, what are they waiting for, Dad?”
Folk would ask. “Time’s passing by.”
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Jea-coaZaT MOpraA HEAOBKO,
Kamasna:

— Ileperpynmuposka...—

U TauHCTBEHHO B3AbIXAA.

Y Aojeit yxe ykpagkoit
Harorose 6bIA ynpek,
CroBHO z06pyIo Joragky
Aea no ckynoctu 6eper.

CAOBHO AyMaA moAopoxe
3anpocuTh € Ay KHUBOIM.

— Aea, xorga xe?

— JAea, uy uro xe?

— Tae x oH, gea, ByaeHHulid TBOW?

N eaBa BOHHBI MOTyAKH
3aBOAMA BAAAH BOCTOK,
Jea, He MeAAA HH MHMHYTKH,
O61BABHA, 4TO IPAHYA CPOK.

Otanvan TOTHAC MO CAYXY
I'poxor mamux Garapen.
Beraa, Tonaa:

— Jait um ayxy!

Aait eme! Jobass! I1porpeii!

Ho cruxaaa xaHonaja,
IToryxaa 3apuun noxap.

— Jea, Hy 4TO Xe?

— Jymarsb Hajo,

3aech He TAaBHBIH GHIA yAap.

U yxe Kasarocw zeay,—
CaM XOTeA TOro MAb HET,—
Ilepes Bcemu 3a mobeay
AM4YHO OH ACPXKAA OTBET.

U, Tas cBoi0 KpyumHy,
JAs BCEro Ha cseTe OH
H yragpiBan HpUYHHY,
W npusyMeiBaA pe3oH.






298

Ho xoraa nopa nacrana,
JOATOXKAaHHBIA BBHIINIEA CPOK,
To BnepBrie BOMH CTaphil
Huuero cka3atep He MOT...

Bce Tpesorn, Bce 3a60TH

Y Aaeit cAuAuCh B 04HY:
Yrob 3a yac g0 Toi cBOOOABI
He nocruraa cMepTh B IIAEHY.

L T

B HOuB, KaK Bce, CTApUK C JKEeHOH
Iloceananceh B same.

A BoitHa —He CTOpOHOI,

Her, nag rorosamu.

ZloBEAOCH TIOA CTAPOCTB A€T:
Hu B nytu, HE goMa,

A y BX0ja Ha TOT CBeT
HKaate wacel npuema.

[Toa vakaroMm M3 xepaeil,

Ha memke kapromxw,

C y3eAKOM, C TOPIIKOM yTAeH,
C kypuueii B AyKOIUKe...

/lBe BOWMHBI MpomIeA COAAAT
LeAviii, HEB peAMMBIiL.
ITomazu ero, cHapsag,
B kononae poaumoii!

IIpocBucTi Hag roaosoi,
Ho B6Au3M ue nmajaii,
Jaxe ecAu TH M CBOH,—
Bce paBHO He Hago!

MeAKO KpecTUTCA XKeHa,

Cam He ckpoems Apoxu:
Beaw xuBas cMepTh cTpauHa
M coagaty Toxe.
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-But, at last, when Zero Hour came
On the long-awaited day,

For the very first time, Grandpa
Couldn’t think of what to say.

All anxieties, all worries
Came to one thing: not to die
On the eve of liberation
While still in captivity.

* k%

Night. Like all, the aged couple
In their pit took cover,

As the heavy stuff this time
Flew directly over.

In old age, not in their home,
Not in comfort, even,
Waiting in-reception hours
At the gates of heaven.

Underneath a roof of poles,
Sack of spuds for seating,
Bundle, chicken in a skip,
Pot of coals for heating....

He’s a veteran of two wars,
Neither maimed nor crippled.
Shell, please try and spare his life
In his native hemp field.

Whistle safely overhead,

But don't land beside, him.
Though you may be Russian-made,
Even so, avoid him,

Hastily she crossed herself,
While he sat there, trembling.
Soldiers fear a living death
Too—no use dissembling.
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Only midnight brought an end
To the heavy firing.

Then, beyond the %ield of hemp,
Someone’s footsteps nearing....

Over the potato patch,

Straight towards the cellar....
“Well, we dug ourselves a tomb,
No mistake, old feller!”

But he stands, spits on his hands,
Like a lusty ploughman;

Takes the axe and bars the way,
Shielding his old woman.

Bitter though the end may be,
He stays firm and steady,

All prepared to meet his doom,
Chopper at the ready.

Footsteps on the edge. They stop.
Down the dirt comes showering
On her tattered winter coat.

She half faints there, cowering.

But she’s still alive somehow.
“We did well to hide here.”
Then they hear a Russian voice:
“Anyone inside there?”

“Why, they’re ours! My dear, dear boys!“ and
Grandpa let his chopper fall.

“Wait and meet the ones behind us.

We're just on advance patrol.”

Handpicked soldiers in this detail.
Each a fighter to the core;

And their senior with the handset...
Seen that face somewhere before.

“Want a smoke? Here, roll one, Grandpa.”
Dad sat down, his knees gone weak.



302

— Hy, pebsara, caactbe Bame—
Toroc mogaau. A 10 6...

U crapmoii eMy KuBaert:
— Hwugero. Ha ToM cTouMm.
Ha soiine, oren, OpiBaeT —
ITomajgaer mo cBouMm.

— Touro Tak.— M 1yT 611 ACAY
B cammiit pa3, 9TO HOKYpHTB,

B cammiii pa3 npoaauts beceay:
Croapko xzan! —IlorosopnTs.

Ho ouu cmeinat He B MyTKYy.
H eme He CHAACH ABIM...

— Iloroam, oren, MUHYTKY,
Jaii cnepsa ocsobogum...

Monroaen emy npu sTOM
IToAMHTHYA AASL KPaCOTHI,
M ero nmo BceM mpumeTaMm
Jea y3man:

— Taxk 310 * Th!

Apyr-asakoMen, MacTep-yxaphb,
C KeM CHAEAH Y CTOAQA.
ITorasam ckopei, crapyxa!
Ysuaems €ro, opaa?

Ta kak I‘)\}IH?’}\aZ
— ChiHouek!

Toay6ogek. Bot yx rocrs.
Mosxer, cara cbewb K¥coqex,
Boesana, ycrar ne6ocn:

CMOTDHUT OH, IIyTHUK TOT CAMBIK:
— 3aKycursb 6B CyeA 32 4ecTs,
Ho Bejp nery, 6a6ka, cara?

— /la 1 HeT, a BCE e €CTh...

— 3HayHT, 1eA, OpeA, HOKyJa.
— Hy, ore1, He TOABKO 1€A®
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He would find himself repeating
Like a lyrical refrain:

Motherland, of all the fairest,

Land of woods and dreaming forest,
Dnieper where I used to roam,

Give your son a welcome home!

Greetings, dappled, quivering aspen;
Autumn’s %ridc and joy you are.
Greetings, Yelnya, greetings, Glinka,*
Greetings, River Luchesa....

Motherland, of all the fairest,
How I felt your magic sway!
How my heart, forever pining,
Yearneg for you from far away!

Devious was the road I followed;
I've come back the long way home.
I have seen such pain and suffering,
And such sorrow %ave I known.

Motherland, of all the fairest,
Dusty road my fathers knew —
No, I'll say no more about it;
I'm not boasting, but it’s true!

From the east am I returning;
I've not changed, I'm just the same.
Gaze upon me, sighing deeply;
Welcome me back home again.

Motherland, of all the fairest,
Think of that most joyful day,

And forgive me —why, I know not,
But forgive me anyway.

Marching, fighting, meeting others,
On fati%ues—time and again
He would find himself repeating
This half-lyrical refrain.
* The Russian composer Glinka (1804-1857) was born in the

village of Novospasskoye near Yelnya, Smolensk Gubernia.—
Tr.
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War itself draws no distinctions.
Every single land is fair,

Whether Caucasus, Ukraine, or
That Smolensk of yours out there.

Crossing streams and crossing rivers,
Fording, bridging, day by day

Your division, pushing onwards,
Never even went your way.

Further south, in early autumn
As the leaves began to fall,
Tyorkin’s village was recaptured
By some other general....

Far and wide the front spread outwards
Like a river in full spate.

Horses trotted to the Dnieper

As if to their farmyard gate.

And up front the men were laughing,
Faces sweat-and-dust-begrimed.
Yes, the infantry make progress
Once the transport falls behind.

And they never minded being
So exhausted by their trek

To the river, they could hardly
Hold their spoons on bivouac.

Strengthened by new hope and purpose,
They pushed on their stubborn way,
Mouths agape with joy and suffering,
And the blistering heat of day.

On the left hand, on the right hand —
Our troops, all. Keep on the move!
“Jerry’s fled some orchard, left the
Porridge cooking on the stove.”

“Chuck him straight into the river!”
“Can’t. He'’s on the bank—dug in.”
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“I've heard he’s consolidating
In some village called Berlin.”

Indian summer’s gold behind them,
Still the troops pushed on their way.
Then the Battle of the Dnieper
Broke before the dawn one day.

At some later time, it may be,
Dredging in the river mud,

Men will once again set eyes on
What was swallowed by the flood;

Dragging from the fishy darkness,
From the drowsy ooze .and slime,
Black gun—barref; like fumed oak-logs;
Finding, after all this time,

Two great tanks in final deadlock

Where they clashed —one ours, one theirs;
Bits of steel and lead and rubber,
Fragments of both hemispheres;

War’s old junk—a pontoon bottom,
Snapped-off hawser in the sand,
An(fthe head of some old chopper
Wielded by a sapper’s hand.

And some poet of the future,
Singing of that very axe

In his epic of the Dnieper,
May give what my story lacks,

Telling of the bloody harvest
Reaped that memorable day.

But there’s one thing he can never
Claim on my behalf, I'd say.

If T haven't done full justice
To my subject, that’s no crime.
My advantage is that I was
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From the Dnieper like a shot!”
“Swimmine, was he?”

“Yes, the aevil —

Found things getting far too hot!”
“Fat!”

“Pure bred. And off to prison
Like it was a health resort....”

But the unit’s favourite, Tyorkin,

Didn't try to join the sport,

Watching witnout condemnation,
Smoking, wholly lost in thought;

For the road that lay behind him

Was much longer now by far.

But his silence meant no rancour

Or resentment that he bore —

No, it meant he’d learned and witnessed,
Lost and salvaged that much more....

Motherland, of all the fairest,

Dear Smolensk, once more | say,
Please forgive me —why, | know not,
But forgive me anyway.

Tyorkin leaves you, not to cruel
Tnraldom near the front somewhere;
No, he leaves you now in safety

Far back in the Russian rear.

It’s all over now. The bitter

Years of strife are at an end.

“What’s this then, Vassili Tyorkin...
Weeping, are you?”
“Sorry, friend....”
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“To the west!” he kept on saying,
While he headed for the east.

By the way, as we retreated,

And as town fell after town,

He was much more in the fashion,
He was. far, far better known.

Strange, but the respect and honour
That we held him in was such
That the generals even didn’t
Seem to count for very much.

Labour always was divided

Since the earliest of wars.

Only troops surrender cities,
Generals capture them, of course!

So in Forty One, encircled,
Bothered a double wound,
Badly knocked about and battered,
He retreated from home ground,

Marching, like the other soldiers,

Into lands that no one knew.

“What’s ahead? Where are you, Russia?
How much is there left of you?”

As he left his folks defenceless,
Hurrying in the train of war,
What he thought, I can’t imagine,
Or what secret grief he bore.

But, however great the muddle,
False is false and true is true.
To a certain point we beat it,
Deep into the rear retreated.
But repeated:

“This won't do!”

Now look west from Moscow city.
It’s our land again—yes, all!
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And to think that it was locked up
Fast behind an iron wall!

All, down to the tiniest hamlet,
Is at long, long last set free,
By no freak of fate delivered
Out of dire captivity,

But by spirit, plain and simple,
Russian spirit, solely ours.

Now just look! Where is she, Russia,
Thundering at what alien doors?

Cured, at last, for once and always
Of the would-be conqueror’s lust,

See the foe—and not the first one!—
Sprawling face-down in the dust.

Over what great city, Russia,
Shall your flag triumphant soar?
Wait until the victory salvoes,
And we'll tell you then for sure.

Times, they change, and so do places.
True, the load’s a heavy one....

In the meantime, we’ll continue

With the story we’ve begun. °

If you have a home, wife, children,
Brother, sister —you're all right.

Then at least you know there’s someone
Waiting for each word you write.

But not so our fellow soldier;
All the world’s his addressee.
Radio excepted, brothers,
No near relatives has he.

Nothing in this world’s more precious
Than to rest safe and secure
Knowing there’s a certain window
You can tap at any hour.
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Far away across the border

All throughout the long campaign,
Oh, how you recall that window,
With what tenderness and pain!

But our luckless fellow soldier,

Near the finish of the war,

Has no window, has no cottage,

Has no housewife, though he’s married,
Has no son, although there was one—
Houses, chimney stacks he’d draw....

Near Smolensk we’d been advancing.
As it happened, things were slack.
So he went to his commander

While we were on bivouac.

“Putting in for leave of absence.
Me, I'm local. Chance to go,

See my folks, visit my place there...
Like to call and say hello.”

Granted. He must not stay long, though....

He knows every bush and tree,
But the road looks somehow different;
Things aren’t what they used to be.

There’s the hill, and there’s the river;
Weeds so tall you could get lost,

And a board nailed up as signpost
To his village: Krasny Most.

Then he chanced on some survivors,
And they told him honestly

Without empty words or phrases
That he’d lost his family.

At the signpost by the junction,
As if mourning at a grave,
Forage cap in hand, he lingered
Till at last he had to leave.
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And we’ve left your mighty rolling
Rivers far behind somewhere.

Following the transport convoys

Trailed your birch-trees, gleaming white,
Deep into this alien country,

Dwindling until lost from sight.

Far away now, with your Volga
And the Kremlin’s ancient towers,
You are separated from us

By three languages not ours.

It’s no Russian day, late dawning
On this land that never smiles.

By the wall, steeped in a puddle
Lie the brittle, shattered tiles.

Warning notices, inscriptions,
Arrows, signposts everywhere;
Chicken netting, prohibitions,
Fences, cages, goors, restrictions —
All conducive to despair.

Motherland, in days of triumph

Or in times of trouble dire,

None’s more bright, more fair than you are,
Nearer.to the heart’s desire.

There’s no telling what the soldier’s
Destiny will lead him to:

Even if a grave fraternal,

Let it be at least with you.

But still better —to arrive
All in one piece and alive,
Saying on his safe return:
“Greetings, land where I was born!”

And your soldier, people’s servant,
May report, conscience at ease,
That he’s had four years’ campaigning,
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Hardly grumbling or complaining,
And he wants to%ive in pgace. 8

To the glory of your colours

He has rendered honour due.

Who, then, has more right than he has
To bestow his love on you?

Days and nights in battle spending,
Hat on head for weeks unending,
Your defender, warrior son,

Has been hurrying to greet you
Down the long road to Berlin....

All along that road fly swirling
Clouds of feathers, dancing, whirling.
And the rubble in each town

Reeks of burning fluff and down.

Eastward, while the big guns boom,
Out of dismal murk and gloom
As from Hell’s gates, people crowd
Streaming down along the road;

Of all races and extractions,
Grimy, driven to distraction,
Bitter, burdened, and on foot,
Heading east — their only route.

Heading east, through soot and smoke-clouds,
From one prison dungeon fled,

Europe is dispersing homewards.

Storm of feathers overhead.

Brother Briton, Brother Frenchman,
Brother Pole, and all the rest

Seem to look towards the Russian
Almost as if with contrition,

But in open friendliness.

Brief encounter at some crossroads —
No one knows exactly where —
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And the girls, though shy of speaking,
Lift their hands to pat their hair.

At each friendly word of greeting,
Our boy blushes like a rose.

This is Europe, but spasibo

Is a word all Europe knows.

There he stands, the liberator,
Hat, with star, somewhat askew:
“Glad to help in times of trouble,
Glad to lend a hand to you.

No reflections on the Allies,

Just the service we lay on....”

“Where d'you think you’re going, then, Ma?”
“That way. Home, of course, my son!”

In the milling throng of people
Deep inside that alien land,

It’s a Russian woman speaking,

Well wrapped up, with staff in hand.

Old, perhaps, but not decrepit;
Harnessed in a shoulder pack;
For the rigours of the journey,
Shawl tied crossways, front and back.

Up she gets with words of greeting,
And our men look on with pride —
Just an ordinary woman

From the Russian countryside.

Full of life, indomitable,

One of all the nameless mums
Tireless in their work, undaunted
By whatever trouble comes.

She who, down the generations,
Has done what she can, and more,
Sacrificing all to rear us,

Losing us in time of war.
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Now let’s have a look at him,
Our stark-naked soldier.

Medium height but chest well out;
Bode"s clean uprightness
By four years in uniform
Tanned to lily-whiteness.

And, although by now he’s shed
All his rang regalia,

Still, with action you can tell
He’s not unfamiliar.

And you'll simply be amazed
That he could survive, it—
On the naked skin, a star
Flaming bright and livid,

Like a medal that he’s won,
And he always wears it,

Only it’s his shoulder-blade,
Not his chest, that bears it.

Quickly, then, from top to toe
Look our athlete over.

Here’s a scar shaped like a pod,
And here’s yet another.

Like a hieroglyph, each scar

Tells a different story.

See them — Yelnya, the Desna
And his home ground, next to far
Alien territory.

What each mile he marched was like,
He needs no reminding.

To the steam room now he goes,
Leaves his clothes behind him.

In he walks, but how he walks,
Watch with due discretion:

As if treading on thin ice,
Seems the right expression. -
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It’s an effort, every step,

As he enters, mincing.
“Ouch!” he yelps at every step,
Rapturously wincing.

Chatter, splashing, cheerful din;
Drips drop from the ceiling...
Not for water, but for steam,
Hands outstretched, he’s feeling.

Billowing steam-clouds butt the roof.
On your shelf, lad —that’s the stuff!

Whether peace or war is reigning,
At whatever frontier line,

Soul and body love the comforts
Of a bath at any time.

What’s it matter, though you may be
Russian to the very core — '
Distant alien river waters

For a bath you'll gladly draw.

They're less healthy for your system

In the winter or the spring—

Baths beside the streams round Moscow
When the war is in full swing.

Now, then, you from Pskov, or Yelnya,
Or wherever it may be,

Fill the scoop with German water,
Mind you splash it liberally!

One more pfennig-worth this way, please,
And to iron the seams out, man,

Use that Russian birch-switch even
Though it’s Lithuanian.

To the thoughtful Quartermaster

Who brought from beyond and through
Kénigsberg, those Russian switches —
Render praise and honour due!



9h, CAaBHHe, hto ¢ KyGaHH,
W %> E> (%%
?aHHMaii bucotu b 6aHe,

? akpenAHHCB He enemal!

6 0 Toro, 6py?bH, otahhho
TaK-To BCAacTh, He Toponach,
llapHTb BeHHKOM npHBbIHHbLIM
? arpaHHHHDbiii noT  rpa~?h.

Flap Ha CAaBy, MOAQO"eijKHH,
LI G BRS¢ 0
Hy-na, re 4pyr eAegKHH,
KHHb rBap”eftcKyio eme!

Khhb eme, $ mu ocbohm
T @ F$% A 3% 4 0
% ( >%$% E bohh,

*J$0 % ( Gohol

*  He HaineH noroTOBKH,
> noAy $ noAOK
" " h $ ( G
$3  TOAbKo % ( 3 oaok.

aioBoh cTapHK AK>6nTeAb,
CyHbCH TOAbKO, KaK HH pbHH,
BoAbine AByx MHHyT He >KHTeAb,
A H JKHTeAb— He pO~HTeAD,
noTOMy He 4acT ccmhh.

E Ky?a, Ky*a, Ky*a TaM,
XOTb KOMy, KOMy, KOMy
BpaTbCH napHTbca ¢ coA”aTOM,—
/Jaace nepTy caMOMy.

nycTh JKHAOBaTiii napeHDb,
/Ja TaKHVH Bp«4 AH OH,
$J> FSESHGI $3(
Mopo3alVH neneH.

riyCTb OH, B 06lljeM, TepTblH MaAblH,
XoTb noHHTHO, gepTa HeT,



355

Hey you, Slavs all, from the Volga,
The Kuban, Don and Irtysh —
Occupy the bath-house heights and
Get dug in. You needn’t rush!

It’s the height of joy and pleasure
When you're free to take your time
Purging with the good old birch-twigs

Foreign sweat and foreign grime.

Clouds of steam in goodly measure,
And the dripping planks are hot.

Now then, f?len of mine from Yelnya,
Send us up another lot!

Give us more, and we can take it
With the lot you sent before!

That’s the ticket! Thank you, soldier.
Have a rest. No need for more.

He who hasn’t had our training
Won't climb easily up here.

Since a rope will hardly help him,
Better get some hoisting gear.

If some connoisseur and expert
Drops in—hardy though he be—
He won't stick it out, or rather

If he does, he’ll be no father,
He’ll be seedless presently!

No, 1t’s useless, useless, useless
For a stranger in this place
Vying with a soldier: even
Satan couldn’t stand the pace!

He won’t have been, like our soldier,
(Though he may be strong as most)
Fried in many a summer heatwave,
Baked in many a winter frost.

There’s no Satan, naturally;
But, although our guest is tough,
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Let him try it here —he’ll find out
Just where Hell is soon enough!

On the bunk, rough-hewn by wartime
goiners with a craftsman’s knack,

ee the birch-twigs fiercely flicking
Up and down the purple back.

And the victim, howling, moaning,
Never ceases to implore:

“Harder! Harder!” Then, unsated:
“More! More! Morel More!”

Not to get a thorough steaming
Till his body’s had enough,

Is like harassing the Germans
Without finishing them off!

No, let’s press him hard, till he
Tumbles back into the sea.
Roast the ones that still survive
In their jerry-pots alive.

It’s the first time that you haven't
Found the Germans in your way.
After Moscow, hear the firewor{s
Thunder out for victory.

Hear the salvo’s many voices

Drowning out the ocean’s roar.

Yes, our wheels and guns have travelled
To the far end of the war. '

Now the columns move off, singing;
One more push before the end:
And the soldier rubs a tear off
With a grimy, dusty hand.

Someone’s whistling, someone’s whooping;
Misery melts like smoke in air.

War’s a very different story

With the celebrations near.
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I'd sin% more, if time permitted;
But at least due notice take:

If 1 fibbed for fun, I never
Merely lied for lying’s sake.

There were moments when I sadly
Heaved a sigh, or two, or three,
Echoing words my hero uttered,
Letting Tyorkin speak for me:

“I would say a lot more, really,
But I'll keep it hid from you.

I would play much better, truly —
It’s the best that I can do.”

Though in times of peace, the poet
May to other themes incline -

More compelling and more trenchant
Than this soldier’s tale of mine —

Him I love above all others:

He's my dearest child, no less,
Like a son reared not in comfort,
But in times of storm and stress.

From the first days of affliction
In the homeland’s hour of grief,
You and I, Vassili Tyorkin,
Bosom friends became for life.

I would never dare forgo you,
There is so much that I owe you,
So much that I'm grateful for
Since we first met 1n the war.

Yes, from Stalingrad, from Moscow,
With me all the way were you—
All my joy, grief, consolation,

And my Xeed of derring-do!

Words, lines, pages in due order
Tell the story, day by day,
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How from that far Western border
Almost up to Moscow city,

Then away from Moscow city

Back towards the Western border
And from that far Western border
To the German capital city —

You were with me all the way.

Spring has washed away the ash of

Fires that warmed us in the past.

Many are those I stayed with, drank with,
For the first time and the last.

Many a soldier I befriended
Round the fire in company.
Many a soul was grateful to me
Without them, where would I be?

And so many read you, poet,

Who aren’t with us any more,

That this book might have been written
Many, many years before.

And, as common sense would claim,
What care I for future fame?

Or the critic, captious one,

He who reads it all unsmiling,
Tries to find some fault or failing,
And is sorry if there’s none.

Not of glory was 1 dreaming

If the honest truth be told,

When, beneath some shattered, leaning
Cabin roof, all gashed and holed,

While the endless transports rolled —

In my groundsheet, downpour streaming,
Or, glove in my teeth, breath steaming,
In the wind, in bitter cold,

There I wrote, and let the teeming
Substance of my tale unfold.
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AFTERWORD

HOW VASSILI TYORKIN WAS WRITTEN"

The first chapters of Vassili Tyorkin were published in 1942, although
the hero’s name had become known through the Army press considerably
earlier. But it was in 1942 that, as the author of “A Book About A Soldier”,
I began receiving readers’ letters which, in addition to general criticisms of
this work, contained comments, requests, and queries. These queries were
many and varied, but can be reduced, in essence, to three:

1. Did Vassili Tyorkin exist in real life, or was he invented?

2. How was the book written?

3. Why has there been no post-war sequel to Tyorkin?

I shall begin at the beginning with the first question, which is the one
most frequently asked about the principal character of any book.

“Does Tyorkin exist in real life?”, “Is he a type, or a person actually
known to you?”, “Is he real?” —these are three random examples of the
way this question was usually formulated. I began receiving such enquiries
from readers aJmost as soon as “A Book About A Soldier” began appearing
in the newspapers and magazines. Some letters evidently expected an ans-
wer in the affirmative, but it was patently clear from others that the reader
was in no doubt whatever about the existence of a “real” Tyorkin and that
it was merely a question of “Is he in our division or some other one?”
Instances of letters being addressed not to me, the author, but to Vassili
Tyorkin in person provide further evidence of the widespread notion that
Tyorkin was a “real person”.

In short, some readers were, and still are, under the impression that
Tyorkin is, so to speak, a private individual, a soldier with that or some
other name, registered under an Army unit and field post office number.
Moreover, missives in prose and verse from readers indicate a wish for
things to be that way, that is, for Tyorkin not to be a fictional character.

However, 1 was, and still am, unable to satisfy these naive but much
appreciated feelings on the part of the readers by stating (like certain other
writers) that my hero is not invented but lives, or used to live, in
such-and-such a place, and that I met him at such-and-such a time in
such-and-such circumstances.

No, Vassili Tyorkin, as he figures in the book, is an invention from start
to finish, a product of the imagination, a creation of fantasy. And although
1 endowed him with characteristics which I had observed in many living
people, not one of these latter can be called a prototype of Tyorkin.

* Published in abridged form.— Ed.
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One stanza in the poem went as follows:

He had genius, some old chap:
Found a way of boiling

Soup with never spill or slop
While the kitchen’s rolling.

As 1 had not had any experience of Army service at that time (apart
from a short spell with the liberation campaign in Western Byelorussia),
and as I had never written anything to do with Army life, this poem was my
first step in tackling new subject matter. I was still very unsure of myself at
this stage, clinging to my habitual rhythms and cadences. In my
introduction to the collective Tyorkin, I returned to these earlier cadences
which, as applied to the new material and the new task, seemed to me the
most suitable.

Here are a few stanzas from the “early” Tyorkin:

Vasya Tyorkin? Who's he, pray?
Not to be contrary,

He's a person, shall we say,
Extraordinary.

Not a prepossessing name,
Doesn’t ring too slickly;
But he won a hero’s tame
Altogether quickly.

And moreover we should add,
If you’re curious, really,

Why his comrades call the lad
Vasya, not Vassilil

Why, because he’s popular,
Friendly as none other.

Folk, no matter who they are,
Love him like a brother.

Over seven feet tall, well-knit,
Of true giant stature,

Well endowed with mother wit
And a buoyant nature;

And in battle, or elsewhere

(It’s quite incidental),

Vasya thinks a right Food square
Meal is most essential,

But he’s not one to hold out
When it comes to prowess,
Pitching foes like sheaves about
In the summer harvest.
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Shcherbakov, a Red Army poet and a long-standing contributor to the
paper, became the principal author of Tyorkin.

Tyorkin was more of a success with the Red Army reader than all the rest
of our articles, verses and sketches, although our attitude at the time to this
success was rather superior and condescending. Quite justifiably, we didn't
regard it as literature. When the war was over in Finland, one of my fellow
writers for the Army press asked me what I was working on now and,
hearing that I was busy with Tyorkin, he wagged his finger admonishingly
at me as if to say: you're working on that now? A likely story!

And yet “Tyorkin” was now all I could think of, work on, or worry
about. “Tyorkin”, I thought, as I tackled the job afresh, should be
promoted from the “Comic Corner”, the “Point Blank” column and so
forth, in which he had hitherto been featured under this or that name, and
should consume not just a small fraction of my energy in narrowly
specialised “humorous” writing, but all my powers to the full. It’s hard to
say precisely on what day and at what hour I made the decision to throw
myself into the task with everything I had, but in the summer and autumn
of 1940 I was already living and breathing this project, which now
overshadowed all my previous intentions and plans. One thing is clear: my
decision resulted from the vivid impressions left by the war which I had just
been through and after which I simply couldn’t go back to my ordinary
literary work.

Tyorkin, as 1 planned it at the time, should combine simplicity and
unpretentiousness of form —the direct functionalism of the skit Tyor-
kin — with seriousness and perhaps even lyricism of content.

The weakness of the old “Tyorkin”, as I now realise, was that he
belonged to the tradition of an earlier time when poetry, as addressed to
the masses, was deliberately simplified for a different cultural and political
level of reader, and when this poetry was not the ultimate form of lyrical
expression for its creators, who put their hopes of true achievement and
“real” art in a temporarily postponed form of “real” creativeness.

Things were different now. There was a new reading public—the
children of those revolutionary fighters for whom Demyan Bedny and
Vladimir Mayakovsky had written songs, chastushkas, and satirical coup-
lets—and each and every one of them was literate, politically mature,
familiar with many benefits of culture, and had grown up in Soviet times.

My first concern was to digest my experiences during the recent war,
which had been not just my first war, but my first truly intimate meeting
with Army personnel. During the fighting, I came to realise profound-
ly — felt to the core of my being, as the expression goes —that our Army
was not a special world standing apart from the rest of our society, but
simply those same Soviet men and women placed in the conditions of life in
the Army and at the front.
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newspaper profiles, the original, living idioms in the speech of smith Pulkin
or airman Trusov, the jokes, the mannerisms, the idiosyncrasies of the
other real-life characters — all had somehow failed to come off and were
real only to me.
1 was already beginning to experiment with the verse, feeling my way

owards beginnings, introductions, opening cadences:

... In the war across that river,

By the banks of the Syestra,

Deep in snowdrifts, many a soldier

Won a hero’s Golden Star.

There, unsung in poem or story,

In the fir glades’ swampy hell,

Many for their country’s glo

Bravely fought and nobly fel?.,...

This metre, four-foot trochaics, seemed more and more suitable for the

poem. «
Generally. speaking, I think that metre should not be born of a wordless
drone, like that of which Mayakovsky speaks, but of words themselves, of
meaningful verbal combinations inherent in the living language. If these
combinations happen 1o fit into the pattern of any of the so-called canonical
metres, then they subordinate it to themselves, not vice versa, and take the
form, not just of iambs or trochees (the count of stressed and unstressed
syllabies is too conventional and abstract a measure), but of something
entirely original —a new rhythm, as it were.

The first line of “Crossing Over”, which became the leitmotif for the
whole chapter, was made up of “crossing over™ repeated in a tone of voice
that seemed to presage everything implied in the words:

Crossing over, crossing over...

I spent so long reflecting on and visualising, in all its reality, the episode
of a crossing which cost many ‘lives and enormous moral and physical
effort, and which has probably impressed itself for all time on the
memories of those who took part in it—1I had so “lived” the experience,
that I suddenly found myself uttering this exclamation which was also a
sigh: . .

Crossing over, crossing over...

And I “believed” in it. I felt that it could not be said in any other way,
containing, as it did, all that it signified: battle, blood, losses, the deadly
night cold, and the great courage of men going to their deaths for the
Motherland.

There is, of course, absolutely nothing original about this, and the
repetition of a word in the opening lines has been, and still is, widely used
in oral and written poetry.

For me, however, it was a revelation. A line had come into being and 1
could no longer do.without it. I did not care whether it was in trochees or
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and ending planned to round off the narrative? Let well alone, strike while
the iron’s hot, and when the time comes, it'll sort itself out. Once I had
made this decision, absolving-myself of all inner sense of obligation to the
conventions of form and summarily dismissing any possible criticism of my
work by the literary world, I felt cheerful and happy. As if making fun of
myself and my own scheme, 1 drafted out the lines telling how “this
soldier’s book was penned —no beginning and no end”. And, indeed,
there was "no time for spinning all this yarn from the beginning”: there
was a war on, and I had no right to put off till tomorrow what must be said
today, at once, without waiting for the time when it could all be treated
consecutively right from the beginning.

Why is it without an end?
So that we can spare our friend.

This explanation seemed understandable in wartime conditions, when
the end of a story about a hero could mean only one thing — his death. But
in letters from comrades who were not just members of the general public
but who were analysing Tyorkin on a scientific basis, so to speak, there was
some bewilderment over these lines: shouldn’t they be taken some other
way? No, they should not!

I won't say, however, that problems of form ceased to trouble me any
more after I had plucked up the courage to write “without form”, “with no
end and no beginning™. I was worried about form, only not the kind of
form which is meant in relation to, say, the genre of a poem, but that which
I needed and inevitably and gradually arrived at by trial and error in the
process of working on that particular book.

I made it my first principle of composition and style to aim at a certain
completeness of each separate part, or chapter, and, within the chapter,
each period and even each stanza. I had to bear in mind the reader who,
although unfamiliar with the previous chapters, could find something
complete and rounded off in the particular issue of the newspaper he had
before him. Moreover, this reader might well be unable to wait until the
next chapter: he was, like the hero, at the front. And it was this
approximate completeness of each chapter with which I was primarily
concerned. I held nothing back, saved nothing for some other occasion,
endeavouring to say all I had to say in the latest—that is, the
current—issue, to express my mood to the full, to convey each fresh
impression, idea, motif, and image as it occurred. True, I did not arrive at
this principle until a later stage, that is, after the first few successive
chapters of Tyorkin had been published in a batch, and the rest were being
printed one at a time as they were finished. I consider that my decision to
publish the first chapters before I had finished the book was the right one
and had much to do with determining the future of Tyorkin. The reader
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“It may be said,” continues Yurasov, “that Vassili Tyorkin, as he lives
and is being created to this day in the depths of the Army and the people, is
a free popular work of creative art.”

Having presented his case in this wise, Yurasov takes upon himself the
right to full “licence” in handling the text of my Vassili Tyorkin.

We open the book at page one:

If the stream bears you along,
Celebrate that stream in song....

From the first days of affliction,
In the homeland’s hour of grief,
You and 1, Vassili Tyorkin,
Bosom friends became for life.

But I never had a notion

Just how famous you'd become,
Or how everyone would like you
And you'd win the hearts of some.

And so on, line after line, all correctly “after Tvardovsky”, except that,
for instance, the line “From the first days of affliction” has been replaced
with the clumsy-sounding “From wartime’s days of affliction”, and “But I
never had a notion” with “But nobody had an inkling” and so on up to
page three where, after my “Did his luck change after all?”, there is
suddenly a stanza invented purely by Yurasov:

Been sent off to prison, maybe;
Tyorkins these days are oppressed.
Yes, in Forty-Five, they say he
Made a bid to reach the West.

This scurrilous attempt by Yurasov to equate, even if hypothetically, a
decent Soviet soldier and hero with his own contemptible history as
defector and traitor to his homeland can naturally evoke nothing but a
revulsion which makes it impossible to dwell on all the tricks used in this
unscrupulous falsification.

It's crude stuff. What might be called the technical aspect of Tyorkin’s
hand-to-hand combat with a German has been taken from the chapter
entitled “The Duel”, and various lines and stanzas have been somehow
transposed to present the incident as a hand-to-hand fight between
Tyorkin and a policeman. Compared to this, the car-thieves’ practice of
respraying a stolen vehicle and changing the number plates seems
positively honourable.

Yurasov “quotes” stanzas, periods and whole pages of mine; but
nowhere does he use inverted commas, assuming that his additions and
substitutions give him the right to make what use he likes, in pursuit of his
anti-Soviet ends, of the well-known and oft reprinted text of the Soviet
book. It is a telling fact that this man, who has gone over to the “service” of
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