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P 0 ET 0 F S TR U G G L E, FA I T H 

AND V ICTORY 

In his plea before the fascist tribunal in Leipzig, iri 
1933, Georgi Dimitrov briiliantly defended the Bulgarian 
people against the slander flung at it by the fascist 
press in connection with his trial. 

"It is true," said he, "that Bulgarian fascism is savage 
and barbarous. However the Bulgarian workers' class and 
the peasants, the Bulgarian people's intelligentzia are neith­
er savages nor barbarians. The standard of mateiial culture 
on the Balkans is undoubtedly not so high as that of the 
other European countries, but spiritually and politically 
our people's masses stand no lower than those of the 
other European countries. A people that has lived for five 
hundred years under a foreign yoke without giving up its 
language and nationality, our workers' class and peasantry, 
who have struggled and are struggling against Bulgarian 
fascism and for communism, such a people is not savage and 
batbarous. The only savages and barbarians in Bulgaria are 
the fascists. But I ask you, Mr. Chairman, is there any 
country where the fascicts are not barbarians and savages? 

"Already at a time when the German emperor Charles 
the Great used to say that he spoke German only to his 
horses, and the German nobles and men of learning wrote 
only in Latin and were ashamed of the German language, 
in 'barbarous' :3ulgaria the apostles Cyril and Methodius had 
created and were spreading the ancient Bulgarian alphabet." 

Vaptsarov's poetry is a splendid illustration of that 
statement of the founder of our People's Republic. Indeed, 
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only a people with a cultural tradition o f  such long stan­
ding and with so highly developed a national culture is 
capable of c reating poet ry such as Vaptsaro v's. Only a people 
struggling against fascism and for communism is capable 
of creating poetry with so high a social tension as that 
of Vaptsarov. Our his tory, especial ly  since the national 
Renascence of the 19th century, is e xtraordinarily strained 
and highl y dramatic. Socialist, though utopian, notes may 
be disce rned even in the ideas of some of the leading 
figures of our Renascence. But after the libe ration of Bul ­
ga ria from the Tu rkish yo ke socialist ideas re -echoed w i­
dely among the Bulgarian people , and the strugg le aga inst 
the feudalism of the Ottoman empi re, now successfully 
overthrown, developed into a struggle against the rising 
capitali sm , into a struggle fo r socia lis m. If we go into the 
history · of the socialist movement in Bulga ria ,  from its 
very bi rth upo n our liberati on ti ll the victo ry of Septem ­
ber 9th, 1944, we shall be amazed by the unp aralleled 
heroism of this movement, its mass cha racter in the t rue 
sense of the wo rd, and b y  the incredible nu mber of losses 
it has sustained in its victorious ma rch. Particularly sto rmy 
and heroic is the histo ry of the movement after the 
fascist coup d 'etat in 1923. The re are but few com­
munist parties in the world that have gone through such 
a strenuous and heroic period of underground wo rk and 
have retained their mass influence among the people, as 
has ou r Blagoev -Dimitrov Party. From 1923 till our li ­
beration from fascism the Bulgarian p eople registered ove r  
100,000 victims in the fight for a government o f  its own, 
for socialist Bulgaria, and for friendship with the great 
Soviet Union. The pic k of our wor kers ' class and of ou r 
labouring intelligentzia fell in that. fight. Among these vic ­
tims were ove r a score of writers. It is sufficient to men­
tion the names of Geo Milev, H risto Yassenov, Sergei 
Rumiantsev, Ni kola Vaptsarov, Hristo Karpatchev, Vassi l 
Vodenicha rs ki, and Tsvetan Spassov. Most of these young 
writers did not have the time to sing all their inspired 
songs - thei r voices were cut sho rt by the axe of the fascist 
executione rs. Pe rhaps not all of them would have come up 



to the high standard of our revolutionary iiterature, but 
with their pens they opened the way, and with their 
bleed they marked the swerving course of that literature. 

This great revolutionary tradition of our people is vi­
vidly reflected in the realm of culture and particularly in 
the realm of poetry. The works of Botev and Vazov rais­
ed the revolutionary and realistic level of our national 
literature and especially of poetry. Later, after the so­
cialist movement was formed, this tradition was carried on, 
now on a proletarian class basis, enriched by the expe­
rience of the workers' struggles. There stood out a whole 
phalanx of poets and writers of fiction connected with the 
workers' class, active participants in the anti-fascist movement. 
They were the continuators of the work of Polianov and 
Smirnenski, who defended the honour and dignity of our 
national literature during the hardest period of the fascist 
regime. Gradually the group grew and became stronger, 
and all the authors who could not reconcile themselves to 
the fascist dictatorship crushing our national dignity, gra­
vitated towards them. For these writers the workers' class 
was already the main hero in their literary work. For 
them the Party was the leader and the supreme arbiter in 
the realm of art. In their works one could already feel 
the mighty influence of the virile Soviet literature that 
was translated in this country. The problems of socialist 
realism began to come up in our discussions too, and this 
method was successfully applied in the works of many au­
thors. The circle of these writers attracted all the progres­
sive elements in our literature. In spite of police and cen­
sorship, this group stood out against the onslaughts of the 
reactionaries and fascists on the revolutionary trends in 
culture. In this way the Party set the tone in many lite: 
rary questions. 

It was in this literary circle that Nikola Vaptsarov 
found himself as a young poet at the outset of his career, 
when he came to the capital in 1936. Through this circle 
he became acquainted with the most outstanding works of 
Soviet poetry and with the poems of Mayakovski in parti­
cular; in this circle he acquired a profound understanding 

11 



12 

o i  the most impo rta nt prob lems of revolutionary literature ; 
in this ci rcle he matu red and grew up as the most conspi ­
cuous poet of the ant i-fascis t movement, the most talented 
successor of Smirnensk i in ou r p roletar ian poetry. 

In h is poetical works Vap tsarov developed the glorious 
tradit ions of our real ist ic poet ry f rom Botev to Va zov and 
from Yavo rov to Smi rnenski. He ably ass im ilated the rich 
sources of our folk-song and creatively appl ied the experi ­
ence of Sov ie t  poet ry, chiefly of Mayakovski. He was the 
most successfu l in perceiving and ar tis tically re-creating the 
characteristic features of our worke rs' class and its st ruggle ,  
and they impart an everlast ing power to h is poems . These 
features a re :  the p rofound op tim ism of the workers even 
in circumstances of gravest misery, their faith in a b right 
tomorrow, the ir unflinch ing will to secure tha t "tomorrow ", 
hatred of the cap ital ist regime , fervent pat riotism and the 
feel ing of inte rnatio nal solidarity .  

These v irtues of h is poet ry, imb ibed from the  l ife and 
struggles of the wo rkers' class, a re no t to be ascribed to 
the undeniably great inborn gifts of the poet alone. They 
were acquired ma inly f rom the e xperiences of his hard and 
hero ic l ife and f rom his ideological educa tion, pol itical and 
literary. 

The poet's b iography shows that throughout his consci­
ous life he had been in close touch wi th the wo rkers, he 
had sha red the ha rd e xpe rience of the ir l ife, he had under­
stood the ir sp iritual l ife and learned to see the world 
th rough the ir eyes and to speak wi th thei r tongue. Becau ­
se of th is we do not see in h is poems that intellectual 
contempla tive a tt itude towards the workers' class, which we 
often meet in ou r revolu tionary poetry ;  he does not watch 
the s truggles from outside, does no t s ing of them merel y 
as a sympathizer o r  rec ruit. He speaks di rectly in the name 
of the wo rkers, his lyrical hero is the wo rker, the cham­
pion of the new soc ie ty, of the ideas of soc ial ism . He is 
uncomp rom is ing , stra ightforward and conv inced of the v icto ­
rious ou tcome of pis struggle. That is why, when pic tu ­
ring the tragedy of human personal ity in capital is t  soc iety , 



he solves this tragedy optimistically. In one of his poems 
this hero declares : 

"Knowing my life 
has a purpose 
I asK a hi gh price 
for my head, 
and face honest death 
as a worker 
in struggle 
for freedom and bread." 

However the consolat ion in that feeling regarding per ­
sonal death i s  not the honesty of that death alone. It 
is lit up by a profound apprehension that this sacrifice is 
made in the name of general happiness. In another poem 
this hero e xclaims : 

"For a life will arrive that is fairer 
than song 

and more beautiful than a spring day . . ." 

Only the consciousness that one serves great ideas, 
general happiness, only the faith that this ha ppiness will 
be achieved, can give birth to the heroism of self-s acrifice. 
Such is the heroism of Vaptsarov's lyrical hero. He reali ­
zes perfectly well that under the cond_itions in which he 
lives, the struggle is hard, because the foe is cruel and 
r elentless, that victory can be wrung only through sacri­
fices, and that an individual is of no im portance in this 
case. The poet has e xpressed this realization with the 
utmost force and clarity in his very last poem, written 
jus t  before he was shot : 

"The struggle is so cruel and so ruthless I 
It is an epic struggle, as they say. 
I fell ! - another one will take my place, 
the person is of little worth today." 

This realization accompanied him throughout his life as 
a citizen and a poet.  The feeling for the grandeur of sa­
crifice in the name o f  human welfare is one of the funda-
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mental characteristics o f  his poet ry. Earlier , in h is poem 
"A Letter" Vaptsarov writes : 

•But to die, when 

the earth 
is begi n ning 

to shake off 
its slough 

of wrong, 
when millions are being reborn, 
is a song, 

yes, that is a song!" 

In the main part o f  his wo rks , in those o f  his matu re 
poems which stamp him as a great revolu tiona ry and poet , 
one cannot find an y neutral m otifs . Everything, from the 
fi rst ve rse t o  the las t serves the purpose of st ruggle, eve ­
r ything is permeated with anxiet y about the destiny of 
ma n, about the happiness of man. This socialist humanism 
he acqui red in the severe school of life , f rom his friend ­
ship with worke rs ,  f rom the study of Ma rx-Le ninist ph i­
losophy, from the experience of Bulg arian revo lutiona ry 
literature , a nd from Soviet culture. Already as a s choolboy 
he lea rned b y  hea rt poems by Botev, Va zov and Yavo rov. 
Later he became acquainted w ith the poetry of Smirnens ki 
and was fascinated b y  the works of Go rki and then by 
the poems of Ma ya kovs ki. When he was still a little boy 
his grandmother inspi red in him a love of fol k-songs , and 
later these fol k-so ngs exerted a most beneficial infl uence 
upon hi s works. 

In a wo rd ,  Vaptsarov gleans knowledge from ever ything 
create d befo re his time that he has had the cha nce to get 
acquainted with, an d which helps h im to c reate a ve rse of 
his own, a literary style of his own ,  helps him to find his 
own peculiar poetic tone. F rom this complex schoo l e m­
b racing both Soviet cu lture and ou r own he de rives one 
fundamental p rinciple : to s pea k clea rl y, plainl y, in a la n­
guage comp rehensible for the people. I n  his poem "A R.e ­
port " he expresses this p rinc iple of his with the greatest 
darity: 



"The wind stirs the leaves with a ripple : 
listen 

and write it all dowILL 
Write in plain, honest fashion, 
make it as plain 
as it's sung by the people : 
'Sadly . the wood was weeping . . . 
Weeping for lndje voivode . .  .' " 

How ev er Vapts arov n ev er imitates. H e  acquires, h e  le­
arns, h e  assimil at es, and out of ev erything acquired creat es 
som ething of his own. It is only in this s ens e that w e  
must understand the influenc e ex erted upo n him by our 
r evolution ary po etry and the Sovi et p o ets. Som e of our 
critics and writers ascr ib e  to him borrowi ngs from, and 
imit ations of, th e gr eat Sov iet poet, which of cours e ar e 
not to b e  found. Vapts arov is influ enc ed by Gorki's h um a­
nism, by his cult of m an, by h is ruthless r ealism , by his 
soci alist rom anticism. He is influenc ed in a similar w ay by 
M ay akovsk i, who t eaches him to m ak e  poetry out of th e 
rudest, most pros aic and gl ari ng f ac ts of l ife ; from. him 
h e  l earns the co nv ers atio n al intonatio n  of th e v erse. H e  is , 
in g en er al lin es, an artist -agit ator in th e s am e  way as is 
M ay akovski , but it is frivolous to s eek for rton-exis t ent in · 
flu enc es. 

The charm of Vaptsarov's poetry li es i n  i ts nov elty. 
It is th at nov elty that c aught th e r ead er y esterday, when 
the c apit alist r egim e w as b eing destroy ed, and catch es him 
today, i n  th e p eriod of building up the soc ialist soci ety , 
and wi ll soun d in th e sam e  w ay tomorrow , when building 
up communism. 

What do es this nov elty consist in ? 
I t  consists i n  th e psychology of the n ew p eopl e, which 

Vapts arov is the firs t to r eflect so powerfully in his poems, 
it consists, too, i n  th e new phenom ena of lif e, which h e  
s ees and sings of, presenti ng th em i n  th e rou nd as no on e 
b efor e him h ad done. V apts arov's h eroes dream of building 
plants: 

15 



16 

•we shall build a plant, colossal, huge plant 
with strong solid walls of concrete I 
All: woman and man, 
the people, 
we'll build up the plant 
of existence l" 

Precisely, a pl ant of existence I Th at is to s ay - of 
h appiness, of the fu ture I 

His heroes dre am of ru nning the enterprises t aken from 
their m asters, on soci alist li nes. And i t  is not a c astle i n  
the air with them. At the clim ax of the struggle they get 
re ady for their constructive work. This ne w feeli ng of the 
fighters for soci alism is be autiful ly given i rt  the poem 
"A Dre am", one of Vapts arov's finest works : 

"Lorf, but it was such a lovely dream I • . •  " 

'"How did it start? • •  Now, let me think . • .  oh, yes ... 
The war is over . . • We are free 
and plants and everything possess, 
you understand, Lori? 

I am at work. The selfsame plant of old, 
the same machines I always knew, 
but all a-glitter as pure gold, 
and all full of some vigour new. 

You're in the plant, Lori, an overseer 
and say: 'l want three hundred bolts today !' 
•Well, right you are, Lori, that's fine, I'm here l' 
and both of us are pleased and gay." 

At the N ation al Conferences the foremost people of our 
production spoke of love for the m ach ines, of c ar ing for 
state pr operty as o ne 's o wn. These are the new soci alist 
people ,  this is the new type of citize n. It is the traits of 
precisely those ci ti ze ns that Vapts aro v  perceives s till in 
the process of their struggle ag ai nst fascism, eve n  before 
they h ad become o wners of the me ans of pro duct io n. I n  
this way h e  presents us the ph ysiognomy of t he new 
world with its invinc ible mor al purity and power, with its 
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impetus and will to wi n. But this new society met with the 
brutal resistance of the ol d, which gre w more an d_ mo re 
cruel, the ne arer it appro ached its end. During the l ast fe w 
ye ars the fight of the anti -fascist forces against the forces 
of f ascism was at its f iercest and bloodiest. It is this fig ht 
that Vapts arov reflected in his p oems , So he bec ame _the 
b ard of the l ast and highest stage o f  the s truggle ag ains t 
c apitalist sl avery in our c ountry . 

· When Vapts arov was writing his insp ired poems , the 
building up of soci alism h ad already begun in the Soviet 
Union in practice , for all to see and be infect ed . by . I n  
their struggle against_ f ascis m our people did not con tend 
for abstract soci al ide as, but h ad before their eyes the 
teaching of Marx -Engels -Lenin -Stalin applied in pract ice Jn 
the Soviet Union . In spite of the severe censorshi p and 
the persecutions, this pr actice was well kno wn to t he B\11� 
g ari an workers and they were perfectly aware to what e.nd 
they were giving victi ms in the fight. 

At this time comrade Valko Chervenkov was c allin g 
the Bulgari an p atriots over the clandestine bro adc asting 
st ation "Hristo Botev" to armed resi stance against fascism ; 
and the slogans of the F atherl and Front, ogranized some­
what l ater by Dimitrov , were bor ne through the air. One 
could feel, one could see the beginning of the end. Th is 
end became part tcul arly cle ar when Hitler's horde s inv ade d 
the Soviet Union . 

It was only under such circumstances, at such a high 
s oci al temp er ature th at poetry such as Vapts aro v's coul d 
be born. In his poem "A Duel", in which he h as best re � 
fle eted the bloody battle bet ween the t wo worlds and . the 
i nevitable ruin of the old world, we read : 

•But you're draining your strength, 

growing weaker, 
declining. 

That's why you're ferociously 
driving your sting into me, 

in the terror of imminent death 
maybe .. ," 



18 

Ev idently here the poet had  in m ind our expre s s ive sa ying 
that "fl ie s  bite mo st in the autumn''. How amaz ingly apt 
the se ver se s are in their appl ication to those warmonger s 
and lovers of foreign lands, ju st becau se they feel their ap · 
proaching death I 

A part of hi s beautiful poems Vapt sarov dedicated to 
Macedonia, which he loved a s  h is fatherland , for he wa s 
of Macedonian origin. However it i s  sufficient to read the se 
poems attent ively and without b ia s  in order to understand 
Vaptsa rov' s v iew s on Macedonia and the Macedonian que s ­
t ion. H e  h a s  the national consc iou sne s s  of a Bulgarian, 
he is a Bulgar ian patr iot in the f ir st place, he is one of 
the makers of Bulgarian national culture. H is love for Ma ­
cedonia, the land of Gotse and Dahme, a s  he calls it, and 
for the Macedonian people is a f ine expre s s ion of hi s 
Stalin -l ike attitude toward s the na tional p roblem. Bulga ­
rian in origin and form, thank s to its profoundly interna ­
tional character and e specially with it s Macedon ian motifs, 
h is poetry represents that so lid mortar that bind s the 
Bulgarian and Macedon ian worker s and, while safeguar ­
ding the national intere st s of both peoples, unite s them 
in their struggle against imperiali st rapa city. 

However, Vaptsarov doe s  not s ing only of the strug ­
gle s of the Bulgar ian s and Macedonians .  He wr ites with 
the same enthu s ia sm of the hero ic struggle of the Spa ni sh 
patriot s against the imperialist agent Franco, of the wor ­
k ing people of Paris, of the workers of Texa s a nq Algier s ,  
and particularly of the heroism of the Sov iet peoples, who 
are an inexhaust ible source of h is inspiration. That feeling 
of the unity of the worker s fo the whole world, which 
nowaday s i s  the un shakable foundation and fulcrum of the 
champ ions  of peace, i s  beautifully reflected in h is poetry. 
That feeling ha s sprung above all from the poet 's pa­
tr iotism, it gu she s out of the patriotism of the worker s '  
cla s s, who se spoke sman h e  is, out o f  the practice o f  the 
international revolutionary movement. 

One of the most infallible indications of internationa ­
lism in Vapt sarov's poems i s  the reception' they have met 
w ith whe rever they have been tran slated. Everywhere 



w here peopl e struggle ag ainst exp loitation and terror, where 
people struggle for pe ace and soci alism, they h ave recei ­
ved the so ngs of our poet as poetry of their own. This 
is the most eloquent proof of how uniform the workers ' 
interests are in all countries and how strongly the y  are 
bound togethe r in the struggle for peace. It shows how 
deeply rooted in the people's soul the poetry of Vapts arov 
is, how n ational it is. 

Speaking of Vaptsarov's internation alism we must p arti ­
cul arly stress his attitude towards the Soviet Union. In it 
he sees realized the dre ams of the workers f ighting fo r 
soci alism ; for him the Soviet Union is the prop and stay 
of all the p atriots in the world, the bu lwark of progress. 
The Sov iet Union is the inspirer of all that is honest and 
lofty ; in this century, with its concrete ex ample, it gives 
a me aning to the dreams and struggles for a h appier 
future. It is a nev er -ceasing source of cre ative inspiration 
for Vaptsarov. Its culture te aches the poet a new ou tlook 
and a new art, its liter ature, p articularly the wt>rks of 
Gorki and M ayakovski, is the model used by the poet 
in his cre ator 's practice. It would be h ard to imagine our 
revolution ary culture, and especi ally the poetry of Vaptsa­
rov, without the influence of Soviet literature. 

· The works of Nikol a Vapts ar ov are an impress \ve de ­
monstr ation of the art of soci alist re al ism. This art is a 
Jiving incarn ation and triumph of the ideas of M arxism ­
Leninism in the r ealm of poetry. It is a convincing exam ­
ple proving th at only the ide as o f  M arxism -Leninism 
can secure real victories in the cre ative activities of a 
cultural worke r, that only under the guidance of the Com ­
munis t P arty c an the flourishing of the n ation al culture be 
re alized. The poems of Vapts arov are the most convincing 
proof th at the method of soci alist re alism and the P arty 
policy secure to art a cre ative freedom as never before 
for the m anifest ation of individuality.  Th at means the 
secu ring of t he ful lest blossoming of n ation al culture, that 
me ans the s afes td�fence against the cosmopolit an theories of 
the imeri alists, wi th the ir anim al philosophy trying to dis arm 
the peoples cultur al ly ,  to we ake n their power of resist ance 
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in order to b e  abl e  to def eat and ensl av e  th em in mil ita ry, 
politic al and economic r esp ect. 

In 1948, on th e occ asion of 
'the 25th . anniv ers ar y. 

of the death of Smirnenski, . comr ad e
. 

Chervenko v wrot e�' 
"If Nikola Vaptsarov h ad b een snatch ed out of the hands 
of the f as cist vill ains, ho w his l yr e  would h av e  rung o_ut 
now, what a st andard-be ar er .  ou r rising revolution ary poet ry. 
wou ld h av e  h ad l" 

· · ·· · 

On e c ould hardl y giv e  a mor e precis e · char act eri za- · 

tion of Vapts arov's p oetr y. B ecaus e it is a po etry of 
st ruggl e, a p o etry of f aith in the vic tor y, a poet r y  of exu .h 
t ant life. It rings as powerfully and resoundingly today as 
it r ang y esterday, it wi ll ring to mo r row. just as it rings . 
today, b ec aus e it sings of .th e  ris e of life, of th e n ew life, 
and i t  grows more and mor e full-bl ooded, mor e and mor e 
exultant from day to  day. 

· · · · · ' 

lfristo Radevski 



N I K O LA VAP T S A R O V  
(B i ri g r a p h I c a I S k e t c h) 

Nikoia Vaptsa rov was born in 1909 in Bansko , a s mall 
to wn lying, i n  the foothills of the l egendary Pi rin moun ­
tain. Elena Vaptsarova, t he mot her of the poet ,  was a 
wo man ·well-educated fo r t hos e d ays. S he instilled in her 
little boy love fo r wo rk, fo r .his fellow -men and for t rut h. 
She led him into _t he· realm of Bulgarian folklo re and acqu ­
ainted hi m with. the p·o et ry of H risto Bot ev, Ivan Vazov, 
P eyu Yavo ro v, a nd ·  s om e  of t he wo rks of S ha kesp eare, 
Goethe and other classi cs . 
. . 

. 
. A �  a sma ·n · boy he stood out a mong the other c hildren 

by h_is i ntelligence and s ens ib flity . At an earl y age he kn ew 
by hea rt m any of the po ems of Botev and Vazov and a 
g rea,t number of fol k  tal es. When he enter.ed sc hool rea ­
ding b eca me his fa vou rite occupation. H e  sp ent more time 
on it t han on studying his l essons.. His childhood and 
youth pass ed in the t rying yea rs of t wo wars - t he Bal ­
kan Wa r and the Fi rst World Wa r. Thes e  y ea rs l eft an 
i,ndeJible imprint on him. Bulgaria emerged from the wars .  
a devastat ed country. T he mass es were g ripp ed by revo­
Iut _i �nary unrest. In S eptember 1923 t he Bulgarian wo rking 
p eo pl e  ros e  to a rms under the l ead ers hip of G eo rgi Dimit ­
r.a:v. a nd Vassil K.ola rov . Vaptsaro v  was s hoc ked by the 
�ru el suppression of t he up rising. 
, . In 1924 he enroll ed at t he high sc hool in Razl og .  

There he too k an  activ e part in  c ul tural and  educationa l 
w.o rk. Ral lying a round hims elf. a group of p rogressive lads , 
he o rganiz ed and head ed a t em peranc e soci ety and put on 
a number o f  pla ys in whic h he played t he leading rol e. 
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1t was t hen that Vaptsarov got acquainted wit h the Rus •  
sian and Bulga rian classics and t hey became his favou rite 
writers. His first attempts at w riting were poems on social 
t hemes. In 1926 Vaptsarov en te red t he Naval College in 
t he town of Varna. T he pedantic P russian discipline and 
bad conditions at sc hool opp ressed t he young lad. Reading 
in his leisu re was t he only t hing t hat gave meaning to 
his bleak l ife. Wit h  p rofound unde rstandin g he delved into 
t he masters of Russian lite rature and d rew upon t hei r 
wealth. Ma xim Go rky was his favou rite writer. Vaptsarov's 
poems o f  t hat pe riod we re written under t he strong influ ­
ence of Yavo rov. T hey reflected t he longing of t he young 
seaman fo r f reedom and happiness, his searc h  fo r t rut h. 
During his p ractical t raining Vaptsarov came into contact 
wit h  p rogressive sailo rs, w ho sm uggled in Ma rxist l ite ra ·  
ture and t he Soviet newspapers P ravda and Izvestia. Vapt­
sa rov read t hem with eagerness and was gradually wo n 
over to the communist ideology. 

He decided to flee to t he Soviet Union whe re t hese 
great ideas we re being realized. But at t he last moment he 
gave up his intention because he was fully conscious t hat 
"he had no rig ht to desert t he struggle whic h lay a head 
of him." 

In 1931 he sailed to t he Nea r  East on a freighte r. 
T he s hip sto pped at Alexandria, Bey rut, Famagusta. Vap ­
tsa rov was st ruck by t he s harp social contradictions w hic h 
he s aw in t hese countries. 

In 1932 he graduated f rom the Naval College. At 
the fa rewell dinne r he delivered a speech which made a 
deep im pression on his schoolmates. He. talked of unem­
ployment and t he an xiety wit h w hic h his comrades we re 
entering life. . 

T he s ame year ·he became a stocker at t he cardboa rd 
facto ry in K.oc he rinovo village, and later mac hine operato r, 
He was a real hard laboure r. The wo rkers at t he factory 
lived under appalling conditions. Cruelly persecuted, t he 
wo rkers'. movement had a lmost die d out at that time. In 
t hi s  environment V aptsarov ca ine fo rwa rd as a man of 
exceptio nal qualit ies ; -Ra llying t he wo rk ers, he o rganized 



them an d worked persis tently for their cul tural an d ideo ­
logica l advance. He set up a workers' drama tic group, or­
ganize d. li terary and musical evenings, gave lec tures. Vap · 
tsarov had such a hold on the p eop le tha t  even the leas t 
c lass -conscious work ers were ready to fo llow him. · Es tab lishing con tact. wi th the Workers ' Par ty he spread 
among the workers the progressive newspapers and maga ­
zines pub lished a t  tha t  time in Bu lgaria. 

Vap tsarov a lso found time for his ideo logica l and li­
terary educa tion. He read the works of the Marxis t c las­
sics and those of Soviet and Bulgarian progressive wri ters. 

His close contac t w ith the work ing c lass had a bene ­
ficial  ef fec t on his deve lopmen t as a poe t. 

Vap tsarov's ac tivi ty did no t remain a secre t to the 
fac tory 's adminis tra tion. It seriously threa tened the in te ­
res ts and peace of the owners, and for tha t reason h e  was 
sacked in 1936. 

The same year Vap tsarov moved to Sofia. Hard days 
awai ted him there. He long searched for a job and a t  
las t go t one as a fireman in a mil l  where he worked un­
der unbearab le conditions. La ter he beca me a locomo tive 
fireman and af ter tha t a technician in a s ta te s laugh ter ­
house. Everywhere his work was hard and exhaus ting, but 
his c lo se contac t wi th the workers gave him s trength and 
confidence in th e early vic tory of the working c lass. He 
came in to con tac t w ith the ou ts tanding progress ive wri ­
ters. Their he lp was of grea t importan ce for his crea tive 
deve lopment. They acquain ted him wi th Marxis t aes the tics, 
with Soviet  poetry and the works of Vladimir Mayakovski, 
who became his favouri te poe t and teacher. 

A t  tha t  time fasc ism was rampan t everywhere. Feve ­
rish prepara tions were made for the Second Wor ld War . 
Depicting the horrors which threa tened humani ty in a con­
vincing and forceful · way, Vap tsarov gave the warning 
s ignal o f  the menace o f  war in his dynamic poe try. He 
devo ted his who le activi ty as a poe t and a progressive to 
the s truggle aga ins t f a.scism. Vap tsarov fol lowed wi th con ­
cern the dvi l  war in Spain and wro te inspired poems abou t 
the hero ic Spanish people whose fa te he felt as his own. 
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He wo rke d a great dea l · on ·  his v ers es, soug ht 't he cri ti­
c ism of his comrades and tr ied to a chie ve grea ter perfec ­
tion in his work. 

· The Second World War broke ou t. In 1940 the So .. 
vie t  represe rtta rttive A. Sobolev made a rt  official propo ­
sal on  behalf of  the Soviet Governmen t for the conclusion 
of a pact of friendsh ip and mu tual aid between the Sovie t 
Union and Bulgaria. The Bulgarian fascis t government 
r eje cted this proposal and kep t i t  secre t from the people. The 
Bulgarian Workers' Par ty, however, gave a wi de publicity 
to the proposed p act  and launched a campaign for i ts 
realiza tion. Vap tsarov was en trus ted with the organiza tion 
of the campaign in the Piri n region. Suspe cted by the 
police ; however, he was arres ted, tried and la ter in terned. 

The Bulgarian fascist governmen t sold ou t the in teres ts 
of the people, and in 1941 turned the coun try in to a 
Nazi mili tary base. Organized by the Bulgarian W orkers ' 
Par ty ;  the people took to arms, resis ting the N azi o ccu ­
piers and the mercenary gove rnment. Vap tsarov became 
member of the military commission at the Cen tral Commit­
tee of the Bulgarian Workers' Par ty. Entrus ted wi th d an ­
gerous and responsible tasks, he worked wi th devo ti on, 
sparing nei ther his efforts nor his life. At the hei ght of 
his activi ty he was arres ted on March 4, 1942 and brough t 
before a mil itary tribunal. In the Direc tora te of Po li ce he 
was subjected to cruel tor tures ,  bu t he behaved courage ­
ously a nd be trayed no one . O rt July 23, the same year, 
Vap tsarov and his co mrades were sen tenced to dea th. He 
re ceived the news with calm. "I a m  a convi nced  an ti-fas ­
cis t, "  he declared. "As a real son of my homeland, I ha te 
the fasci st. occu _piers. Tha t is why I took par t in the re ­
sis tance." 

T he sen tence was pu t into effe ct on the very same 
day. The condemned me t their dea th wi th pride and 
courage as real anti-fascis t fighters. 

Vap tsarov took par t  in the an ti-fascis t s truggle no t 
only through his revolu tionary ac tivi ty, bu t also through 
his insp ired poe tic work . 



His oniy verse col iection "Mo tor Songs '; was pub lish­
ed in 1940. Workers and intelle ctuals read the poems 
with eagerness and the book was soon out of pr int. Even 
before the ir publ icat ion many of these poems were rec ited 
at Party socials and l iterary c ircles. In the years of fascis t  
oppress ion "Motor Songs " became a favour ite book of 
Bulgar ian patriots. 

T he poetry of N ikola Vaptsarov is a poetry of t he 
struggle for peace, a poetry serv ing t he cause of fr iend­
s hip and co-operat ion among nations. H is songs bear t he 
imprint of t he wisdom and s impl ic ity of folk poetry. H is 
m il itant verse was s haped under t he influence of Sov iet 
poetry , Mayakovsky's in parti cular. 

T he Honorary Pea ce Prize pos thumously conferred on 
Vaptsarov by t he World Peace Council in 1953 is not 
only a world recognit ion of his p oet ic work, but also a 
hig h distinct ion for Bulgaria. 

Close to t he hearts of all peoples of t he world, 
Vaptsar ov's poerty insp ires mill io ns with conf iden ce in the 
tr iump h of just ice, peace and democra cy. 





SONGS OF MAN 



F A I T H 

Here am I - breathing, 
working, 
living 
and writing my poetry 
(my best to it giving). 
Life and I glower 
across at each other 
and with it I struggle 
with a ll my power. 

Life and I quarrel, 
but don 't draw the mora l 
that I despise it. 
No, just the opposite I 
Though I should perish, 
life with its brutal 
claws of steel· 
still would I cherish, 
still would I cherish I 

Suppose ro und my neck they tie fast 
the rope 

· 

and the y ask : 
"Would you like one mo re hour to live ?" 
I would instantly cry : 
•untie I 
Untie ! 
Come, quickly untie 
the rope, you devils I° 



For Life there is nothing 
I · would not dare. 
I would fly 
a prototype plane in the sky, 
c limb into a roaring 
rocket, explori 11g 
alone 
in space 
distant 
planets. 

Still woul d I feel 
a joyous thrill 
gazing 

..
. 

u p  
at th e blue sk y. 
Still would I feel 
a jo yous thr ill 
to be alive, · 

to go on li ving: 

But look , suppose 
you·· took_.:,._ h ow much ? :-­
a si ngle gra in 
from t his my faith, 
then would I rage, 
I would ra ge from pain 
like a panther 
p ierced to the ,heart. 

For what o f  me 
wo ul d •there re'niain ? 
After the theft 
I'd . be dis traught. < 

-· - ro' put � it . p lainly · -
and inore directly -
a fter the theft 
I would _ be nought . 
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Maybe you wish 
you could erase 
my fai th 
in happy days, 
my fai th 
tha t  tomorrow 
life will be finer, 
l ife will be wiser ? 

Pray, how wi ll you smash i t? 
Wi th bulle ts ?  
N o  I Tha t i s  useless I 
S top I I t's no t worth it! 

My fai th has s trong armour 
in my s turdy breas t 
and bulle ts a ble to sha tter 
my fa ith 
do no t exist, 
do not exis t  I 
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S P R I N G  I N  T H E  F A C T O R Y  

She tried to get i n  w ith the morning s hift ,  
the motor grumbled, 

looking stern and grim : 
"You can't do that I 

I must account for it. 
Go ask the porter, 

if he'll let you in I" 

But somehow she was full of wilfulne ss 
and didn' t ask the porter, 

just slipped through ; 
a dormer opened wide behind a press, 
then stuck her tongue out 

at the motor crew. 

And all at once an engine started humming, 
the workers seeme d 

so clumsy and so slow, 
t he moto r, what the matter was, 

soon seeing , 
�, 

crie d  out in anger: 
"She has got to go I" 

" Oh, no I" a ladle of cast -iron cried 
with an ironic sm ile on his kind face . 
"You s illy, b iattering fathead ,  just you try i t  l 
We'll go on strike for her, if that 's the case." 



The motor hushed. The breeze brought 
on its wings 

the teasing sme ll of ea rth 
from far away . 

A d istant hum about the engine rings, 
and steps 

of p lodding feet 
a long the way. 

And all, who once the soil with joy 
had ploughed, 

like horses snorted, with their nostrils spread ;  
the others flung the windows wide and laughed 
and looked up 

at the blue sky 
overhead. 

Behind an engine someone 
rudely swore, 

a girl stuck up a merry tune and hushed. 
A young man shot at her 

a dar t of fire, 
she looked away and blushed. 

The porter opened quietly the door, 
said : "Who's got in ? Will have t o  go, 

he will I" 
But saw, smiled guiltily down at the floor, 
then scratched his head 

and whistled 
and was still. 
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TH E F A C T O R Y  

A fac tory. Clouds of smoke above. 
The people - simple, 
the life - hard, boring. 
Life wi th the mas k  a rtd grease paint off 
is a savage dog snarling. 

You must tirele ssly fight, 
mus t  be tough and persis t, 
to extrac t from the tee th 
of the angry, 

bris tling beast 
a c rus t. 

Slapping be lts in the shed, 
screeching shafts overhe ad ,  
and the air i s  s o  stale 
you can' t easily 
deeply 
inhale. 

No t fa r off the spr ing bree ze 
rocks the fields, the sun calls . .. 
Leaning sky ward 

the tree s 
sha de -
the factory walls. 



Ho w unwan ted, 
forgo tten 

a nd s trange 
are the fields ! 

They 
have thrown in the dus tbin 

the sky and i ts dreams. 

For to stray for a second 
or soften your heart, 
is to Jose to no purpose 
your s trong 

worker's 
arm. 

You m ust sho ut in the c la tter 
and din of machines 
for your words 

to pass o ver 
the spaces be tween. 

I shou ted for years -
an e ternity . . .  
I ga the red the o thers too shouted in chorus -
the fac tory , 

the machinery 
and the man 

in the farthes t 
dar kest corne r. 

This shout forged an a lloy of s teel 
and we armoured o ur life with i ts p ia te. 
Jus t  try pu tting 

a spoke in the wheel -
it 's your o wn hand you 'll break . 
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You, facto ry, 
s till seek to blind us 
wi th smoke and soo t 
layer on layer. 
In vain I For you teach us to s truggle, 
we'll bring 
the sun 
down to us here. 

So many 
toil -blackened 

faces
' 

under your tyranny smar t, 
bu t one hear t wi thin you tirelessl y 
bea ts wi th a thousand hearts. 



R E M E M B R A N CE 

I had a mate, 
a good mate too, 
but . . . he coughed in trouble .  
A stoker by trade, 
he carried the coal in a sack 
and threw out the ash 
on the night shift for twelve hours running. 

I remember the eyes 
of this mate of mine , 
how they thirsti ly dra nk 
every ray 
which chanced 
to pierce through the grime 
and r .each our cage . 

How swift was the birth 
of his feverish thirst 
in Sp ring -
when outs ide 
leaves murmur 
and flocks 

·of birds 
cross the s ky .  

39 



40 

i could tee1 
the a p peal in his eyes 
and the suffering, 
painful suffering. 
So slight w as the grace they  desired -
till Spring, 
till nex t S pring . . . 

S pring came 
in her beauty, 
wi th sun, 
warm ai r 
and roses. 
The clear sky 
bore us 
the odo ur of viole ts. 
Bu t in us was darkness, 
op presive 
and burdensome · prose. 

Bu t the n  
our life was upset. 
The boiler gave troub le, 
suspicious ly rumbled 
and s topped. 
I do no t know why , 
bu t maybe because 
the o ther lad died. 

Perhaps I am wrong. 
Maybe the hungry 
boiler desired 
familiar hands 
to throw coa l o n  the fire . 

Perha ps i t  was so. 
I do not know. 
But i t  seemed to me, he 



in his gabble and gasp in g  
was plain tive ly asking: 
"Where has the o ther lad gone ?" 

He - t he o ther lad  - die d. 
But look, 
Spring is ou tside. 
Far away 
t he birds dart through the sky . 
But he'll see t hem no more. 

Such a ma te had I .. . 

A good mate too . .  . 

But he coughed in trouble . 
A s toker by trade, 
he carried the coal in a sack 
and threw out the ash 
o n  the night shift for twe lve hours ru nn ing. 
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Today 
I would li ke 

t o  write 
a p oem 

breathing 
the spirit 

of modern time s ,  
beating 
a s  proudly 

a s  demon wing s 
that scour the earth 

from pole to pole . 

Why do fol k  grumble ? 
Why do they sigh 
for the old 

outwor n 
romantic jumble ? 

Romance i s  today in the engine s tha t sing 
in the blue upper air, 
and you wh o have not underst ood thei r re frain 
have n o  right to de spair. 

For their s ong brings 
to men 
the enduring strength 
of supple st eel wi ng s .  



these bir ds, before ion g', 
shall cast seed 

on the land . 
Their echo ing song 
hails the freedom of man. 

They shall fly over ocea n 
and tropical belt, 
where corn is in motion, 
where snows never melt. 

I proclaim 
new romance 

being bo rn 
and maturing, 
the aeroplane racing -

a power 
embra cing 

t he who le world today. 
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A D UEL 

We have come to close g rips 
you and I have locked hands, 
from my hear t the blood drips 
and yo u weaken. Wha t then ? 
One will be over thrown , 
one will be bea ten -
and you are the one. 

So you doub t i t ?  You don't feel af raid ? 
But I've planned e very move to be made. 
I'm pu tting my hea rt in the fight, 
and you will be bea ten -
degenera te, venomous li fe. 

It's no t now that we're s tar ting, you know . 
Our duel began long ago . 
Our duel wi th passion we've waged 
for m any long days. 
For days we've locked 
our arms and wris ts. 
I 'll never forget 
your bru tal fist. 

In the mine gas exploded. 
The layers of coal 

buried 
fifteen men below. 



Buried 
fifteen 

human 
corpses. 

One of them 
wa s 

I. 

By the do or of a slum 
lies 

a smoking 
gun, 

whil e the corpse s lowly freezes. 
No shouting, 

no din, 
one bullet 
then - dirt for the bin. 
It's as easy as that. .. 
No fight ing. 
No pass ion for l ife, 
and no fuss. 
Don' t you know 
who it was ? 
It 

was 
I. 

On the rainwashed pavement 
the victim lies 

shot dea d  from an ambush. 
The s ky has been mined 
an d will crash 

on the square. 
But the ma rt 

lying there 
in the pool of blood 
is my brother -
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a fire 
of hatred a t'l.d love 

in his glassy stare. 
The villain, 

the loathsome 
gunman 

Ins tantly 
van ished from s ight. 

You remember the rogue ? 
It 

was 

I. 

Bu t do you remember a child that died 

a child 
that died in battle 

with g ory 
retrogression ? 

in Paris on the barricade 

The warm blood in bis vei rts 
grew slow ly 

cold as steel, 
and then his lips were parted 
in a flee ting smile. 
But though his li ps turrted blue, 
bis eyes 

still burned with zeal 
as if his eyes were si ngin g :  
"Liberte cherie !" 

The child 
lay there 

shot­
in the chi ll gri p of death. 
Do you know 
who it was ? 
It was I I 



D o  you remember 
an engine 

with gay 
optimism 

piercing 
the fog 

where even the birds 
d o  n ot dare 

to  descend 
thr ough the mist-laden air? 

An engine with wings 
that cleave 

the cold curtain 
and change the earth's orbit, 
with gas oline va pour's expl osion 
clear ing the way toward progress. 

The engine whi ch sings high ab ove 
is the work of my hands, 
and the s ong of the engine 
is the blood of my heart . 

The man wh ose shrewd eyes 

the man 

were glued 
to the wavering compass, 

wh o had dared to defy 
t he c old northern fr ost 

and the mist -
d o  y ou know 

who it was ? 
It was 

I. 

I am here 
and there. 

I am everywhere . -
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A worker i n  Texas, 
Alge rian docker, 

or poet . . .  
Eve rywhere am I !  

D o  you think, life, 
you 'll win r 

You evil and scowling, 
d irty thing I 

blaze, 
you blaze, 

and we' re both of us 
bathed in sweat. 

But you 'r e  d rai ni ng you r strength. 
G rowi ng weaker, 

declining. 
Tha t's why you' re fe rociously 

driving your s ti ng in to me , 
in the te rro r of imminent death 

maybe. . .  

For then 
in your place, 

with toil and sweat 
we'll build up 

together in compan y  
a life 

we desire, 
a life we n eed, 

and how fine 
that life will be ! 



4 

A LETTER 

Do you remem ber 
the sea, the machines 
and the dark clammy holds · 

of the coaster ? 
An d how wildly we yearned 

for the Philipines, 
for the thick stars 

above Famagusta ? 
Do y ou reme ber how all the sailors 
w quld eagerly glance afar, 
there - in the fading twilight - feeling 
the b_r eath of tropical air ? 

Do you remember how 
l ittle by little 

our final hopes grew cold, 
an d our inner faith 

in good 
and in man, 

in romance 
and in dreaming 

froze ? 

Do you remem ber how 
quite unawares 

we were caught in the snare of li fe ? 
We grew wise 

too late. 
We were cruelly tied -
like beasts in a cage 
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flashing 
eager eyes, 
artd asking, 

appealirtg for grace. 
We were young, we were thert so young ! . . .  

But. . .  later 
a hatred 

struck root in the soul, 
like gangrene, 
no, leprosy, 
growing 

and rotting the whole. 
It wove cruel nets 

of hollow despair 
And crept in the blood 

with twisting threats. 
It was early, was far too early . . .  

For there -
high a bove 

still the lovely 
seagulls glided past. 
And the sky still shone 

like crystal 
and space 

was blue and vast. 
At evening 

gently, so gently 
still the sails would slip the horizon 
and masts disappear in the distance. 
But we were already blinded. 

For me that is past, unimportant -
but we shared a straw bed, you and I, 
so I feel I must tell you the reason 
for my faith, why I'm cheerful today. 
It's the new life prevents me 



smashil'lg 
- my 

temple, 
artd turns 

to 
my heart's anger 

present 
.struggle. 

It's the new life will bring back the Philipines 
and the thick stars 

a bove Famagusta, 
wlll returl'I us the joy 

growing dull in our breast 
al'ld revive our dead love for machines, 
for the limitless blue of the sea 
and the breath of the tropical breeze. 

It is dark I'low. 
The beat of the engll'le 
impels and 

compels warm belief. 
If you knew how I hate 

vain 
illusion, 

how much I'm in love with life l 
For to me it's as sure as the dawl'l -
with our heads we shall break up the ice. 
From the low dark horizon 

yes, our owl'I 
bright 

sun 

the sun -

will rise. 

And though the strong light 
shrivel up 

my wings, like a small butterfly, 
I never shall curse 

nor complain, 
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for I know all the same 
I shall die. 

But to die, when 
the earth 

is beginni11g 
to shake off 

its slough 
of wrong, 

whe11 millio11s are being re born, 
is a song, 

yes, that is a song I 



A S O N G O F  M AN 

We argued, 
a lady and I 

"The man of our time". 
The lady, • 

on the topic : 

a peevish, excitable lady 
impatiently stamped, 

answered back. 
Overwhelmed me vith torrents 

of muddled complaint 
and a hailstorm of verbal 

attack. 

"Just a moment, - I said. - Just a moment I 
Look here . .  .'' 

But she cut me short, taking offence : 
"I beg you, stop talking. 

I tell you - I hate man I 
He doesn't deserve your defence." 

" I  read of a fellow 
who took up a chopper 

against his own brother 
and killed him. 

Then washed 
and attended a service at church; 

and afterwards said he felt better." 
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1 shuciciered in horror, anci felt none too bright. 
But I'm not 

very strong 
In my theory, 

so I quietly said, 
as an honest man might : 

" Let's make a test case of a story. 

The case took place in a village, Mogila. 
The father had hidden 

some money. 
The son got to know of it, 

took it by force 
and then did away with his father. 

But after a month, or 
was it a week, 

the authorities made an arrest. 
But the court 

doesn't function to give men a treat, 
and sentenced the culprit to death. 

· · · ·  

They duly conducted the villain 
· to prison; 

they gave him a number and can, 
but there In the prison he met honest p¢qple, 
became 

a real man. 

I don't know 
the leaven that stirred him, 

I don't know 
the way it was made. 

But a song 
· 

much more clearly than . talking 
opene d his eyes to his fate. 



And then he would say : 
"0 my God, how I floundered I 

And here am I waiting 
to swing. 

When you're hungry 
and dizzy 

from hardship, 
you've only to make a false step and you sink. 

"You wait like a bull for the slaughter, 
turn about, in your eyes there's 

the knife I 
How unjust, 

how unjust 
is world order I 

But perhaps we could better our life . . . " 

He struck up his song, sang it quietly 
and slowly, 

in front of him 
life 

floated forth like a wonderful vision . . •  

He sang, 
fell asleep 

with a smile . . .  

Outside in the passage 
they talk in a whisper. 

· There follows a moment of calm. 
Then somebody cautiously opens the door. 
A few people. Behind them a guard. 

One of them 
spoke 
in a fearsome flat voice : 
"Get up on your feet, man I" he bawled. 
The others looked on, 

with a vacant expression 
examined the dripping grey walls. 
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,,the man in the bed · 

understood that right now 
life had finished with him, 

and at once 
he leapt up and brushed off the sweat from 'his brow. 
Stared back 

like a wild staring ox. 

But little by little 
the man understood 

that his fear was no use, 
he would die. 

And a curious radiance 
lit up his soul. 

" Shall we go now ?" he asked them. 
"AU righV' 

He started 
and they followed after him, 

feeling 
a curious 

ominous chill. 
The soldier thought : 

" Let's get it over and done with ! 
You're in a tight corner now, pal." 

Outside itl the passage 
they talked in a whisper. 

The corners were hidden in shade. 
At last they came down to the courtyard. 

the sky shone with breaking of day. 

The man saw the dawn 

Above it 

and the brightening sky · 

where a star in its brilliance bathed. 
And fell to. considering deeply his 

grievous, 
ferocious 

and blind, 
human 

fate. 



"My fate is decided, 
I'll hang from the rope. 

But that's far from the end, 
I would say. 

For a life will arrive that is fairer 
thart sortg, 

and more beautiful than a spring day . . .  " 

He remembered the song, 
a thought flashed through his mind, 

(In his eyes a small fire was kindling). 
He smiled a broad smile full of brightness 

and warmth, 
braced his shoulders and then started singing. 

What's your view of it ? Maybe 
you think we've discovered 

a case of a complex, hysterical ? 
You can think just whatever you like of the matter -
today, my dear friend, 

you're in error. 

The man calmly, 
sentence by sentence 

so firmly recited the song, 
that they stared at him 

uncomprehending, 
;ind watched him in fear and alarm. 

And even the prison 
was quaking in terror, 

the darknes too panicked and ran. 
The stars, smiling happily, shouted for joy, 
cried out to him : 

"Bravo, young man I" 
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From here on the story is dear. The rope 

dropped on the shoulders, then 
death. 

But still his contorted 
and bloodless blue lips 

skilfully 

to the words of the song were compressed. 

And now we have come to the final denou.ement. 
Well, what's your opinion, reader ? 
The, lady 

had started to sob, 
the poor woman 

as if in a trance began shrieking : 

"How horrid, how horrid I You tell the whole story 
as if you'd b een there on the spot I . . .  " 
What's horrid about it ? 

The man sang a song -
and that's very fine, is it not ? 



S O N G S  

O F  My C O U N Tl\Y 



M Y  C O U N T R Y  

Above you Pirin 
her granite peaks raises 
hazily seen through the mists and the rain. 
Over poor villages 
eagles soar high, 
and the wind whistles over the plain. 

But there was a time 
when, simple and candid, 
my day-dreams would bear me along . . .  
Life then was so bright 
and free-handed, 
life then was so light, 
and you were a song. 

And now ­
l've coped 
with smoke, 
with grease 
and machines, 
I've suffered 
privation, the yoke -
wherever they struggle 
for bread. 

And something broke 
in my heart. 
I groaned with the smart, 
but found no release. 
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So then I looked back 
and bitterly spat, 
both on you 
and on life itself too. 

Today you are near, 
much nearer by far than my mother, 
but today I am red with the smear 
of the blood that is needlessly shed ; 
I lie choking at night 
with the blood of the fight 
of your heroes 
on foreigners' pay . . .  

It hurts me, my country, 
so terribly, cruelly hurts, 
that blood which so spurts, 
and I want to know : 
did all that 
have to be 
so ? 

All round me 
gloom. 

And in the gloom - toll and prostration. 
Starvation. 

You've lagged for hundreds of years. 
And somewhere the pulse or life throbs, 
and plant 
after plant 
keeps appearing, 
propellers are whizzing . . •  

But my people 
are working 
and dying 
as in the old days 
of the bronze age. 



But I love you again, 
the country of Gotse and Dahme, 
because I was bred 
because I was hardened by you. 
A,nd in my young heart I uphold 
the turbulent banner, 
the strenuous purpose 
of all without shelter and bread. 
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T H I S  L A N D  

This land 
on which I tread and stand, 

this land 
which the spring-winds awaken, 

this land is not my own, my land, 
this land 

is foreign - d'you think I'm mistaken ? 

I start in the morning. 
The factory lane 

is thronged 
with work-jackets 

- an endless array. 
We're blended in one in our feelings 

and brain, 
but. . .  I don't feel it's my land, I must say. 

My land 
the springtime sunrays 

I overflow, 
cascades 

of sunlight 
thunder down �rt my land, 

you feel the earth's heart 
in its bosom below, 

and see the flowers leaping 
as they expand. 
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O'er my land 
Pirin's peaks 

the heavens 
pursue, 

the fir-trees in storms 
sing an Elijah's-day paean., 

o'er Ohrid the azure's 
so spacious and blue, 

and still further south 
lies the bright Aegean. 

The blood floods to my heart 
and I feel it expand 

and melt with affection 
at mere recollections . . .  

My land I 0 my own, my beautiful land I . .  

Steeped in blood 
and rocked 

by insurrections. 
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A S O N G  

Over Pirin 
howling winds 
the forests sway. 
We were seven 
set out to fight 
far away ; 
very soon then 
we lost sight 
both of Pirin 
and its starry night. 

In the thickets 
with wild beasts we slept 
and across the border 
thus we crept. 
On the grass 
we seemed to see the stains 
of our fathers' blood 
washed by the rains. 
And we seemed to hear 
the green leaves say 
where our mothers 
in the ground buried lay. 



We knew 
when we saw earth ruddy-red, 
that our first love 
there lay dead. 

Seven of us 
set out to fight. 
Only three of us 
came ,back . thaU:tight. 
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M Y  C O U N T R Y ' S  M I N E  

My country's mine ; blue and clear 
above lt shines the sky so bright ; 
at dusk gleam starry chandeliers 
quenched at dawn by white daylight. 

Yet when at night I homeward go 
hugging the shadow of the eaves, 
by my father's house I sense the foe, 
lurki�g with their guns like thieves. 

To love all men as I love you, 
Mother, was what you always said. 
I'd love them, Mother, I'd love them too, 
but I need freedom, I need bread. 



H A I D O U K  S O N G  

Winds toss the leaves yellow and withered, 
three long years our homes we haven't seen. 
There our wives believe they're widowed, 
wring their hands and gaze toward Pirin. 

Are not our night-marches dreary, 
don't we for our children pine and mourn ? 
For a stone we look when weary, 
a stone-pillow and a bed of thorns. 

"Chief, at home our roofs are leaking I" 
"Chief, in our wheat the weeds grow tall I" 
- "Shoot up at the stars with hearts a-leaping ! 
Free and honest let us fall." 
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·S O N G S  





A L O V E  S O N G  

Like a concrete slab above us 
the murderous threat grinds down once more. 
Dismay and feverish tumult hold us, 
within our souls we mutter " War !" 

I see that tumult everywhere : 
in every fact'ry stack and flue, 
I see it in the sunset there 
and in the sky so calm and blue. 

When one's encircled and shut in 
as we are now on every side, 
is it really such a sin 
a little spot for love to hide ? 

Is it a sin - I wish you'd say 
that even when the workshops' din 
is rent by angry bullet spray 
I've time to think, "I love her still" ? 

Yes, our tiny world of love 
is very narrow, it is true, 
that's why with eyes fixed straight ahead 
I sing so short a song for you. 
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S P A I N 

What were you to me ? 
Nothing. 
A land forgotten and remote, 
a land of knights and high plateaux. 
What were you to me ? 
The hearth 
where blazed a strange and cruel love, 
a wild intoxicant 
of blood, 
of glinting blades 
and serenades, 
of passion, 
jealousy 
and psalms. 

Now you are my destiny, 
now I live and share your fate. 
In your struggle to be free 
wholly I participate. 

Now I'm stirred, now I rejoice 
at all your victories in the fight. 
In your youth and strength I trust 
and my own strength with yours unite. 



Crouching in machine-gun nests, 
I fight on to victory, 
down among Toledo's streets, 
on the outskirts of Madrid. 

A worker in a cotton shirt 
torn by bullets near me lies. 
Ceaselessly the warm blood streams 
from the cap pulled o'er his eyes. 

It is my blood that I feel humming 
through my veins, as suddenly 
in him . I recognize the friend 
I once knew in a factory 

where we shovelled coal together, 
stoking the same furnace fire, 
and found there was no barrier 
to check our young and bold desire. 

Sleep, my comrade, sleep in peace I 
Though now the blood-red flag be furled, 
your blood into mine will pass 
and stir the peoples of the world. 

The blood you gave, already flows 
through village, factory, town and state, 
arouses, urges and inspires 
all working men to demonstrate. 

That workers never will lose heart, 
but will advance relentlessly, 
determined both to work and fight 
and shed their blood that men be free. 
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Today your · blood builds barricades, 
infuses courage in our hearts, 
and with a reckless joy proclaims : 
" Madrid is ours I 

Madrid is ours I" 

The world is ours I Friend, have no fear I 
The whole expanding universe 
is ours I 
Beneath the southern sky 
sleep 

and have faith, 
have faith in us I 



A D R E A M  

"Lori, aren't you asleep ? 
Lori, d'you hear ?" 
" Quiet, duck your head down ! It would seem 
they're scarce a foot away. You can't talk here." 
"Lori, but it was such a lovely dream l . . .  " 

" How did it start ? . . .  Now, let me think . . .  oh, yes . . . 
The war is over . • .  we are free 
and plants and everything possess, 
you understand, Lori ? 

I am at work. The selfsame plant of old, 
the same machines I always knew, 
but all a-glitter as pure gold, 
and all full of some vigour new. 

You're Jn the plant, Lori, an overseer, 
and say : 'I want three hundred bolts today I' 
'Well, right you are, Lori, that's fine, I'm here I' 
and both of us are pleased and gay. 

And outside the heavens are so bright l . . . 
The air so pure I the space so blue I 
And breathing is so light, so light I 
You can't believe yourself it's you." 
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Lori gazed at the .other's eyes 
(what boyish hope did they express I) 
and, smiling, said in mock surprise : 
" You're such a dreamer, Fernandez I" 

The stars grew dimmer in the east. The night 
in panicky retreat 

disorderly drew back. 
A call to fight ! 
Then started the attack . . .  



T H E  C O M R A D E ' S  S O N G  

You won't come back, Fernandez, -
today machine-guns raked your lines. 
And ceaselessly in the wilderness 
like a tiresome dog the wind still whines. 

A bugle-call. Once more it grows 
so soundless, so strangely quiet . . . 
In the trench a bluish darkness flows 
while in your breast a storm runs riot. 

A scratching sound by fingers made, 
then laughter in hysteric pain . . .  
Someone has grabbed his hand-grenade 
and pulled the pin, then stopped again. 

You were the first to charge ahead. 
Quite close we heard machine-guns crack. 
You staggered . . . then your forehead bled . . .  
No, Fernandez, you'll not come back. 

We took that slope today, yes, we. 
We broke their lines, put them to rout. 
Why, Fernandez, how glad you'd be 
if only you . . .  could look about. 
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T H E  W I F E ' S  S O N G  

Now the quiet full of fear 
lowers in our little shack. 
Over is the fight, my dear, 
but you don't come back. 

And I wept, and did implore ; 
why would you not hear ? 
So you went. Within our door 
close it grew and drear. 

All I heard was the alarm 
of my heart that beat in pain, 
and softly I put out my arm 
hoping to find you there again. 

I am jealous, Fernandez, 
there's a word I hate -
"freedom", - for it did obsess 
all your thoughts of late. 

Maybe you are right, who knows ? 
Maybe you are right, my dear, 
but the pain still tears and gnaws 
and I fear, I fear 
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that dreadful emptiness that hangs 
in our room and - seems to grow. 
There, I hear, the front-gate bangs. 
But you won't come back. I know. 
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L E T T E R 

Address : 
Senora 

Francesca Labore 

Mother, 
Fernandez is killed I 
Fernandez 
is dead and burled. 
Fernandez 
lies in the fields 
on the outskirts 
of Madrid. 

HUESCA. 

He was such a good man, tell me -
why did they cut short his life ? 
Though my Fernandez has perished 
they shall still go out and fight. 

Mother, there ls only you 
to whom I can my grief unfold. 
You know how it is in war, 
and how many tears do flow. 

I look for signs of sympathy 
in other women's eyes, 
but there too I find bitter grief 
and tears, fresh tears arise . . .  



Perhaps a piece of bursting shell 
a loved one killed on duty, 
perhaps a piece of bursting shell 
has ravished youthful beauty. 

Perhaps like me she's vainly hoping 
and some news awaits, 
but the moist earth already holds him 
In her strong embrace . . . 

Mother, you should I'lot reproach him 
that he went away to fight. 

· Now I even think that we 
were sinning. Fernandez was right. 

'· 

He alone of us perceived 
the single truth in life -
that it is best a man should die 

· than live the life of beasts. 

· Bread we had. A single loaf 
was enough for two. 
But for the son who will be born, 

. Mother, will it do ? 

And there's at11.other thing - somehow 
it's hard to understand. 
They go and fight together. Why ? 
Is bread the only bond ? 

Today there was a funeral 
for those trapped in a shelter. 
With my own eyes I saw it all 
but can't find words to tell you. 

How strange a sight it seemed to me, 
how curious it was, 
for on the people burled there 
a wondrous radiance shone. -
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I saw them only for art instant 
in between the coffin planks, 
through the coffin boards I saw them 
stretching out their hands. 

In their death they fuse together, 
as one man they lie, 

· and the flames of happy death 
burrt brightly in their eyes . . .  

All at once I understood 
he had to go to war. 
Fernandez died in the battle 
I'll see him no more. 

Mother, Fernandez has perished I 
Mother, Ferrtartdez has gorte, 
Fernandez is dead artd buried ! 
Weep, because · he died so young. 

But to the old mart say nothing ! -

Sorrow will be his undoing. 
Hide yourself somewhere, cry softly 
and say nothing, : rtothing. 

If somehow he realizes, 
if somehow he should suspect it, 
say that both of us are well, 
artd a baby is expected. 

You may say to him : .Dolores 
is rtow learning fairy tales, . 
she and Fernandez write asking 
would you like a . boy or girl. 

To write you arty more, dear mother, 
would but cause me further sorrow. 
Greetings from your loving daughter, 

Dolores Maria Goya. 



M O R E S O N G S  





S P R I N G  

Spring of mine, () spring of mine so white, 
as yet unli:v:�d,. _as yet_ u_nfeasted, . 
alone in visions vague yet dreamt of, 
how low above the poplars do you skit\1, 
yet without pausing in your flight. 

Spring of mine, 0 spring of mine so white I 
I know you'll come with rain and hurricanes, 
stormy and terrible, fiery, riotous. 

· · 

To bring back J:iopes in thou��nds, wash �out bleeding wounds. 

How loud the birds will · sfog then in the · cornfields, 
how merrily will soar up to the heav'ns, 
how people will enjoy their work, 

· 

how lovingly as brothers will they live. 
Spring of mine . . • 0 spring of mine S() white I 

0 once again · but let me see you soaring 
and giving life to squares so · desolate, 
0 once again but let me see your sunlight, 

·. and let me die then on your barricades I 
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T H E  M O T H E R  

How like one another are mothers all over the earth I 
And their hearts are always the same. 
Go and try in the steppes of the rolling Ukraine, 
then check up on it in Cyrenaica. 

There was a mother 
had a son, 
a fine son, a young son, 
untrammelled and free. 
He grew. 
And above him Pirin's peaks loomed blue, 
with their firs and their rocks and their screes. 

Somewhere the father had fallen. 
The son 
at the time 
was a youngster, 
and in the dark forest a haidouk kept watch, 
dogging the steps of the pacha. 

At the foot of the mountains the villages burned, 
and above, the ridges glowed red. 
And from their hungry, unsatisfied mouths 
the bey tore the villagers bread. 

With anguish and many bitter sighs 
the mother watched over her son, 
with anguish she watched how the boy's bright eyes 
fixed on his father's old gun. 



There was a mother 
had a son, 
a fine son, 
a young son, 
and stalwart. 

But when he grew up 
he took to the woods 
and the dark ravines of Pirin. 
The years rolled by, 
years dark and drear, 
to the bondsmen they brought little cheer. 
And the forest withdrew 
its skirts of green 
from the plains beneath Pirin. 

At times in the night 
the men would return 
with a feeling of fear and of guilt. 
In secret their shirts in the embers they'd burn, 
or bury a cartridge belt. 

A mother again, 
and at night 
when the stars 
above the dark ridges shone bright, 
she 
would take her little son in her lap, 
and sing him a lullaby : 

"Don't listen, 
don't peep now, 
but go to sleep now, 
don't let your bright eyes become bloodshot, 
when you grow in good time 
to be a tall man 
and take up the reins in your hand. 
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Outside how it blows I 
Outside how it snows I 
But here in my lap it is warm. 
Sleep mother's baby, 
sleep mother's darling. 
Never become a fierce haidouk I" 

Gentle 
and loving the son grew up, 
nor took to the woods as a haidouk. 
He married, 
then ran away from his home, 
and became a komita instead. 

Years darkened with blood, 
years darkened with blood and with war. 
Pirin -
And the eagles 
sweep down from their aeries 
to fatten themselves on the carrion. 
Upon every scree, 
beneath every tree, 
with dark glassy eyes 
the dead men look up at the stan as they rise 

No more of the bey. 
Very good, one would say. 
But people began next to curse at the sultan. 
They're people, you see -
Yet some insolent squirt 
thinks 
he can take them and treat them as dirt. 

The people said nothing. 
Said nothing, gave only a sniff, 
nor saw any longer an end to their bondage and 

wrongs. 



Komitas appearea, 
but not in the forests, 
they raced up and down in their Steyers. 

And there in the forest 
pipes grew overnight, 
and chimneys sprang up in the forest ; 
with teeth of forged steel and a rotary wheel 
her flesh was ripped up 

ln a saw-mill. 

A mother again. 
With her baby again. 
At night she would bar fast the door, 
and sing to him : 
"Hushaby, now we're alone. 
Hush, never become a komita." 

No, not a komita. 
He wasn't a mule . . .  
The boy seemed an obedient blighter, 
But somebody brought to the viliage the news 
he had fallen, shot down as a striker. 
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H I S T O R Y  

History, will you mention US' 
in your faded scroll ? 
We worked in factories, offices -­

our names are not well-known. 

We worked in fields, smelled strongly 
of onions and sour bread. 
Through thick moustaches angrily 
we cursed the life we led. 

Will you at least be grateful 
we fattened you with news, 
and slaked your thirst so richly 
with the blood of slaughtered crowds. ? 

You'll view the panorama, 
o'erlook the living centre, 
and no one will remember 
the simple human drama. 

The poets will be distracted 
with pamphlets, progress rates ; 
our unrecorded suffering 
will roam alone in space. 

Was it a life worth noting, 
a life worth digging up ? 
Unearthed, it reeks of poison, 
tastes bitter in the cup. 



We were born along the hedgerows. 
In the shelter of stray thorns 
our mothers lay perspiring, 
their dry lips tightly drawn. 

· We died like flies in the autumn. 
The women mourned the dead, 
turned their lament to singing -
but only the wild grass heard. 

We who survived our brothers, 
sweated from every pore, 
took any job that offered, 
toiled as the oxen do. 

At home our fathers taught us : 
" So shall i t  always be." 
But we scowled back and spat on 
their fool's philosophy. 

We kicRed the table over, 
ran out of doors, and there 
in the open felt the stirring" 
of something bright and fair. 

How anxiously we waited 
in little-known cates, 
and turned in late at night 
with the last communiques ! 

How we were soothed by hoping ! • . . 

But leaden skies pressed lower, 
the scorching wind hissed viciously . . . 
till we could stand no more ! 

But in your endless volumes 
beneath each letter and line 
our pain will leer forbiddingly 
and raise a bitter cry. 
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For life, showing no mercy, 
with heavy brutish paw 
battered our hungry faces. 
That's why our tongue is raw. 

That's why the poems I'm writing 
in hours I steal from sleep, 
have not the grace of perfume 
but brief and scowling beat. 

For the hardships and affliction 
we do not seek rewards, 
nor do we want our pictures 
in the calendar of years. 

But tell our story simply 
to those we shall not see, 
tell those who will replace us -
we fought courageously. 



C I N E M A  

There's a crowd at the door 
where the floodlit posters 
proudly 
announce : 
" A  Human Drama." 
There's a crowd at the door 
and the King's nickel horseman 
sweats 
in the pressure 
of my palm. 

On the square white screen 
in the darkened hall 
the Metro lion 
sleepily yawns. 
Suddenly a road 
and a forest appear, 
and above - the blue sky. 
Expansive, clear. 

Meeting at the bend 
two sleek limousines 
collide. 
It's our hero 
and heroine. 



Promptly . the gentlemart 
leaves his car, 
picks up the woman 
in tough steel arms. 
Slowly she operts 
eyes that smoulder, 
flutters her lashes 
artd skyward stares. 
0 what a beautiful 
thoroughbred mare I 

Nightingales, sure enough, 
sing in the trees 
where the peaceful azure 
filters down through the leaves, 
and yonder 
the soft green meadow 
allures. 

Lustfully greasy 
John kisses Greta. 
Lascivious lips 
start slobbering . . .  
STOP IT ! 
Where is our fate here ? 
Where is the drama ? 
Where am I ?  Tell me ! 
Ready to shoot, the explosive time 
presses a gun against our spine. 

lrt our love, 
in our grief 
can we be so naive 
with our chests full of smoke 
and our lungs T. B. ? 

Do we meet 
those we love 
in a sleek 
limousine ? 
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Our love arises 
at work -
amid smoke, 
amid soot 
and machines. 
Then comes the grey life, 
the struggle for bread, 
the vague dreams -
every night in the cheap narrow bed 
we barely perceptibly weaken and die. 

That's how it is. 
And there is the drama ! 
Everything else -
is a lie l 
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C O U N T R Y  C H R O N I C L E  

A man on the radlp 
hotly debates. 
With whom ? 
I do not know, 
but perhaps - with the people. 
Let the man talk, 
isn't that what he's paid for l 

"The power of the state 
and state authority 
stand by ready 
to guard your interests. 
Down with slogans l 
Drop your banners I 
Everyone's satisfied, 
sated, 
happy." 

A man in the coffee·shop 
spits in. disgust, 
treads the gob firmly 
into the dust, 
looks around, says with a prudent nod : 
" They think they can trick us, 
the sons of bitches I 
But has God written 
in Holy Scripture -
'The voice of the people is the voice of God?' " 



"You're right I" 
said a hungry 
shivering youth. 
"Wasn't that the lie 
they told you then 
in nineteen hundred 
and fifteen ? 

"But today 
if they ask us to die, 
if they force us to face 
bullet fire, 
even fools will agree 
that it's high time 
we 
had our say. 

�And here's my belief, 
for our bread 
is blacker thart grief, 
and the oil jar 
is empty : 
We've only one slogan -
Down with the terror I 
Ally with the U. S. S. R. I 

99 



i OO  

A F A R E W E L L  

To my wife. 

I'll come to see you sometimes in your sleep, 
an unexpected visitor from far ; 
don't keep me waiting in the street, 
don't lock the door I 

I'll walk in softly, sit down close by you 
and in the dark I'll look on you from nigh ; 
when I can take my eyes away from you 
I'll kiss you gently and then say good-bye. 



TH E V E R Y  L A S T  

The struggle is so cruel and so ruthless I 
It is an epic struggle, as they say. 
I fell I - another one will take my place, 
the person is of little worth today. 

A deadly shot - and worms - forever after I 
That's simple, logical, what can we do I 
Yet in the storm again we'll be together, 
because, my people dear, I loved you so I 

2 1'· ·m.,  22nd July, 1942. 
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