Vladimir Vysotsky

Two Songs
Translated from Russian by Timothy D. Sergay et al.

IlecHsa o gpyre'

Cnv Apyr okasancs Bapyr
W He gpyr, n He Bpar, a — Tak,
Ecnn cpasy He pasbepelub,

Mnox oH unn xopoLl, —

5 TlapHs B ropbl TAHWU — PUCKHK!

He 6pocan ogHoro ero,

[MycTb OH B CBA3KE B OAHOM C TOGON —

Tam normellb, KTO TakoW.

Ecnun napeHb B ropax — He ax,
10 Ecnu cpasy packuc n — BHU3,
LWar cTtynun Ha NeaHnK n — CHUIK,
Octynunca — u B KpUK, —
3HauuT, pssiaom ¢ To6om — Yyxon,
Tl €ero He 6GpaHN — rOHMU:
15 Bepx Takux He BepyT, n TyT
Mpo Takmx He MotoT.

Ecnu X OH He ckynun, He Hbif,
MycTb OH XMyp 6bIN U 301, HO — LWern,
A Korga Tbl ynasn co ckarn,

20 OH cToHan, Ho — gepxarn,
Ecnu wen 3a Tobon, kak B 6on,
Ha BepLunHe cTosin — XMernbHOn, —
3HauunT, Kak Ha cebsi camoro,
MNonoxwucbk Ha Hero.

1 Punctuation here follows the Russian version of the official Vysotsky
Foundation site (kulichki.com/vv/). The Vysotsky scholar and anthologist
Andrei Krylov treats the phrases that create the frequent internal rhymes
as separate continuation lines set in “Mayakovskian” staircase style
(Vladimir Vysotsky: Sochineniia v dvukh tomakh, ed. A. E. Krylov [Moscow:
Khudozhestvennaia literatura, 1991], 139—-40).


http://kulichki.com/vv/
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Song About a Friend

What your best friend is all about,
If you find you’re not sure enough
If he’s got the right stuff,

5 Take the man on a climb next time!
Keep him close by your side—and guide.
When he’s roped fast to you like glue,
You'll find out if he’s true.

I f you ever begin to doubt

If this guy on the slopes just mopes,

10 On the first rugged stretch, he’ll kvetch,
Sets one foot on the ice—no dice!
Stumbles once, and then punts—
Then he’s useless up here, that’s clear.
Don’t go cleaning his clock, just walk:

15 Folks won’t want him along for long,
And he’s not worth a song.

But if he trudged with no fuss or muss,

If he’d grumble but scale the shale,

When you plunged—that piton was gonel—
20 He looked wan but held on,

If he slogged all the way that day,

Stood up drunk on the peak, though weak,

Then you've learned you have one true friend:

Count on him till the end.

Translated by Timothy D. Sergay in collaboration with Vadim
Astrakhan
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Cnacure Hamm gymn!

Yxooum nog soay

B HenTpanbHoOm BOAE.
Mol MOXXeM Mo roay
lMneBaTb Ha norogy,
A ecnu HakporT —
JlokaTopbl B3BOIOT

O Hawen Gepe:

Mpunes:

Cnacume Hawu dywu!

Mbi1 6pedum om yoyuwibsi.

Cnacume Hawu dywu,
Cniewume K Ham!

Ycnbiwbme Hac Ha cyuwe —

Haw SOS ece anywe, anyuwe,

U yxac pexxem Oywiu
Harornonam!

W pByTCA aopThl,

Ho HaBepx — He cmeTb!
Tam cnesa no 6opTy,
Tam cnpasa no 6opry,
Tam npsimo no xogy
MeLwuaeT npoxoay
Poratas cmepThb!

(Mpwunes)

Ho 3pnecb Mbl Ha Borne —
Begpb 310 Haw mup!
CBUWXHYNUCb Mbl, YTO N —
BcnnbiBate B MMHHOM none?!
— A Hy, 6e3 ncrepuk!

Mbl Bpexxemca B 6eper!—
Ckaszan komaHamp.
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Save Our Souls!

We submerge

In neutral waters.

For a year at a time

We can laugh at the weather,
And if the enemy pins us down,
Our locators will cry out

For help:

Refrain:
Save our souls!
Anoxia’s making us delirious.
Save our souls!

Get out here now!
Come in, base, do you read? —
Our SOS is fainter and fainter.
And horror tears our souls

In halfl...

Our aortas are bursting,

But surfacing would be suicide!
Just off our port,

Just off our starboard,

And dead ahead, too:
Wherever we turn,

A deadly horned mine!

(Refrain)

But down here we’re free—
We’ve a world all our own!
Have we lost our minds?
Surface in a mine field?!
“That’s enough: get a grip!
We’re ramming the shore!”
Said the commander.



32 Vladimir Vysotsky
(MpuneB.)

BcnnbiBem Ha paccBeTe —
lMpukas ecTb npukas.
MornbHyTb BO LBETE —

YX nyywe npu ceete!l

Haw nyTb He oTMeuYeH.
Ham He4veM... Ham HeveMm!..
Ho nomHute Hac!

(Mpwunee)

BoT BbILINKM HABEPX Mbil,
Ho Bbixoga HeT!

Xoa nonHbIn Ha Bepdu,
HaTaHyTbl HepBbl.
KoHeL Bcem neyansam,
KoHuam n Hayanam —
Mol pBemMcs K npuyanam
3amecTto Topnea!

(Mpwnnes)
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(Refrain)

We surface at dawn—

Orders are orders.

If we have to die young,

We may as well do it in daylight.
They won'’t give us medals for this.
We’ve got nothing left—nothing!
But remember us!

(Refrain)

We've breached the surface,

But there’s no way out!

Full speed ahead for the dockyard,
Nerves strained to the limit,

That’s it for our cares,

All our ends and beginnings—

We bear down on those berths
Like one great last torpedo!

(Refrain)



