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[la pa3Be MOryT JIeTH 10ra,

['ne po3sl mientyT B Aekaope,

I'ne He paspimienis ciosa "Berora"
Hwu B mamsTu, HU B cioBape,

Jla pa3Be Tam, rae HeOO cuHe

W He cnuHsAeT HU Ha 4ac,

I'ne ncnokoH BEKOB ITOHBIHE

Bce 10 ke nero Temur 1ias,

Jla pa3Be UM XOTb TaK, XOTh BKpaTIIE,
XOTb HA MUHYTY, XOTb BO CHE,
XOTh HEHAPOKOM JI0TaJ1aThCH,
Yo 3HaUMT IymaTh O BECHE,

YTO 3HAUUT B MApPTOBCKHUE CTYXKH,
Korga otuasane Oeper,

Bce xknaTtp 1 K1aTh, KaK HEYKITFOXKE
3aleBeNUTCS TPY3HBI JIe.

A MBI TaKu€ 3UMbI 3HAJIH,
Boxwince B Takue xXonoja,

Yro naxke He OBLIO IEYaIH,

Ho tonbko roprocts u 6ena.

U B kpernkoit, neasHOM o0ue,
Cyxo¥l myproii ocjienieHsl,

MeI1 Busienu, yxe He BUIS,

['ma3a 3eseHbIE BECHBI.

Listen on youtube as a song by Sergei Nikitin:

Ilya Erenburg
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Can ever children of the tropics,
Where in December roses bloom,
Where in the minds or books the topic
Of blizzard isn't granted room,

Can there, where the skies are azure
And hardly ever get awry,

Where never summer stops to pleasure
The body and amuse the eye,

Can ever they, let even fleetly,

In sleep, or for an instant blink,

Let inadvertently completely,

Grasp what it means to think of spring,
What means, in March, when almost freezes
The air, and terror holds its grip,

To hope, for almost no reason,

For river ice to start its trip.

And we've such vintage winters known,
Such sorts of cold had to abide,

That there remained nor grief or groan,
But only dire need, and pride.

And bitter little human beings
Blindfolded by the snow stings,

We could foresee, while hardly seeing,
Those greenish-eyed forthcoming springs.

http://www.yvoutube.com/watch?v=ncpLCibWUeg &KNR=1
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