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POET OF STRUGGLE, FAITH
AND VICTORY

In his plea before the fascist tribunal in Leipzig, in
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 material culture
on the Balkans is undoubtedly not so high as that of the
other FEuropean 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’ Bulgaria 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 of such long stam
ding and with so highly developed a national culture is
capable of creating poetry such as Vaptsarov’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 history, especially since the national
Renascence of the 19th century, is extraordinarily strained
and highly dramatic. Socialist, though utopian, notes may
be discerned even in the ideas of some of the leading
figures of our Renascence. But after the liberation of Bul-
garia from the Turkish yoke socialist ideas re-echoed wi-
dely among the Bulgarian people, and the struggle against
the feudalism of the Ottoman empire, now successfully
overthrown, developed into a struggle against the rising
capitalism, into a struggle for socialism. If we go into the
history - of the socialist movement in Bulgaria, from its
very birth upon our liberation till the victory of Septem-
ber 9th, 1944, we shall be amazed by the unparalleled
heroism of this movement, its mass character in the true
sense of the word, and by the incredible number of losses
it has sustained in its victorious march. Particulardy stormy
and heroic is the history of the movement after the
fascist coup d’état in 1923. There are but few com-
munist parties in the world that have gone through such
a strenuous and heroic period of underground work and
have retained their mass influence among the people, as
has our Blagoev-Dimitrov Party. From 1923 till our li-
beration from fascism the Bulgarian people registered over
100,000 victims in the fight for a government ofits own,
for socialist Bulgaria, and for friendship with the great
Soviet Union. The pick of our workers’ class and of our
labouring intelligentzia fell in that. fight. Among these vic-
tims were over a score of writers. It is sufficient to men-
tion the names of Geo Milev, Hristo Yassenov, Sergei
Rumiantsev, Nikola Vaptsarov, Hristo Karpatchev, Vassil
Vodenicharski, and Tsvetan Spassov. Most of these young
writers did not have the time to sing all their inspired
songs— their voices were cut short by the axe of the fascist
executioners. Perhaps not all of them would have come up



to the high standard of our revolutionary literature, 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 stoed 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
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of the most important problems of revolutionary literature ;
in this circle he matured and grew up as the most conspi-
cuous poet of the anti-fascist movement, the most talented
successor of Smirnenski in our proletarian poetry.

In his poetical works Vaptsarov developed the glorious
traditions of our realistic poetry from Botev to Vazov and
from Yavorov to Smimenski. He ably assimilated the rich
sources of our folk-song and creatively applied the experi-
ence of Soviet poetry, chiefly of Mayakovski. He was the
most successful in perceiving and artistically re-creating the
characteristic features of our workers’ class and its struggle,
and they impart an everlasting power to his poems. These
features are: the profound optimism of the workers even
in circumstances of gravest misery, their faith in a bright
tomorrow, their unflinching will to secure that “tomorrow”,
hatred of the capitalist regime, fervent patriotism and the
feeling of international solidarity.

These virtues of his poetry, imbibed from the life and
struggles of the workers’ class, are not to be ascribed to
the undeniably great inborn gifts of the poet alone. They
were acquired mainly from the experiences of his hard and
heroic life and from his ideological education, political and
literary.

The poet’s biography shows that throughout his consci-
ous life he had been in close touch with the workers, he
had shared the hard experience of their life, he had under-
stood their spiritual life and learned to see the world
through their eyes and to speak with their tongue. Becau-
se of this we do not see in his poems that intellectual
contemplative attitude towards the workers’ class, which we
often meet in our revolutionary poetry; he does not watch
the struggles from outside, does not sing of them merely
as a sympathizer or recruit. He speaks directly in the name
of the workers, his lyrical hero is the worker, the chamr
pion of the new society, of the ideas of socialism. He is
uncompromising, straightforward and convinced of the victo-
rious outcome of his struggle. That is why, when pictu-
ring the tragedy of human personality in capitalist society,



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

“Knowing my life

has a purpose

1 ask a high price

for my head,

and face honest death
as a worker

in struggle

for freedom and bread.”

However the consolation in that feeling regarding per-
sonal death is 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 exclaims:

“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 happiness will
be achieved, can give birth to the heroism of self-sacrifice.
Such is the heroism of Vaptsarov’s lyrical hero. He reali-
zes perfectly well that under the conditions in which he
lives, the struggle is hard, because the foe is cruel and
relentless, that victory can be wrung only through sacri-
fices, and that an individual is of no importance in this
case. The poet has expressed this realization with the
utmost force and clarity in his very last poem, written
just before he was shot:

“The struggle is so cruel and so ruthless!
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 of human welfare is one of the funda-
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mental characteristics of his poetry. Earlier, in his poem
“A Letter” Vaptsarov writes:

"But to die, when
the earth
is beginning
to shake off
its slough
of wrong,

when millions are being reborn,
is a song,

yes, that is a song!”

In the main part of his works, in those of his mature
poems which stamp him as a great revolutionary and poet,
one cannot find any neutral motifs. Everything, from the
first verse to the last serves the purpose of struggle, eve-
rything is permeated with anxiety about the destiny of
man, about the happiness of man. This socialist humanism
he acquired in the severe school of life, from his friend-
ship with workers, from the study of Marx-Leninist phi-
losophy, from the experience of Bulgarian revolutionary
literature, and from Soviet culture. Already as a schoolboy
he learned by heart poems by Botev, Vazov and Yavorov.
Later he became acquainted with the poetry of Smirnenski
and was fascinated by the works of Gorki and then by
the poems of Mayakovski. When he was still a little boy
his grandmother inspired in him a love of folk-songs, and
later these folk-songs exerted a most beneficial influence
upon his works.

In a word, Vaptsarov gleans knowledge from everything
created before his time that he has had the chance to get
acquainted with, and which helps him to create a verse of
his own, a literary style of his own, helps him to find his
own peculiar poetic tone. From this complex school em-
bracing both Soviet culture and our own he derives one
fundamental principle: to speak clearly, plainly, in a lan-
guage comprehensible for the people. In his poem “A Re-
port” he expresses this principle of his with the greatest

~clarity:



“The wind stirs the leaves with a ripple:

listen
and write it all downl_

Write in plain, honest fashion,
make it as plain

as it’s sung by the people:
‘Sadly the wood was weeping . ..
Weeping for Indje voivode...""”

However Vaptsarov never imitates. He acquires, he le-
arns, he assimilates, and out of everything acquired creates
something of his own. It is only in this sense that we
must understand the influence exerted upon him by our
revolutionary poetry and the Soviet poets. Some of our
critics and writers ascribe to him borrowings from, and
imitations of, the great Soviet poet, which of course are
not to be found. Vaptsarov is influenced by Gorki’s huma-
nism, by his cult of man, by his ruthless realism, by his
socialist romanticism. He is influenced in a similar way by
Mayakovski, who teaches him to make poetry out of the
rudest, most prosaic and glaring facts of life; from him
he learns the conversational intonation of the verse. He is,
in general lines, an artist-agitator in the same way as is
Mayakovski, but it is frivolous to seek for non-existent in-
fluences.

The charm of Vaptsarov’s poetry lies in its novelty.
It is that novelty that caught the reader yesterday, when
the capitalist regime was being destroyed, and catches him
today, in the period of bulding up the socialist society,
and will sound in the same way tomorrow, when building
up communism.

What does this novelty consist in?

It consists in the psychology of the new people, which
Vaptsarov is the first to reflect so powerfully in his poems,
it consists, too, in the new phenomena of life, which he
sees and sings of, presenting them in the round as no one
before him had dome. Vaptsarov’s heroes dream of building
plants:

15
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“We shall build a plant, cslossal, huge plant
with strong solid walls of concrete !

All: woman and man,

the people,

we’ll build up the plant

of existence!”

Precisely, a plant of existence! That Is to say — of
happiness, of the future!

His heroes dream of running the enterprises taken from
their masters, on socialist lines. And it is not a castle in
the air with them. At the climax of the struggle they get
ready for their constructive work. This new feeling of the
fighters for socialism is beautifully given in the poem
“A Dream”, one of Vaptsarov’s finest works:

°Lori, but it was such a lovely dream!...”

*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 1 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: ‘I want three hundred bolts today I’
‘Well, right you are, Lori, that’s fine, I'm here?
and both of us are pleased and gay.”

At the National Conferences the foremost people of our
production spoke of love for the machines, of caring for
state property as one’s own. These are the new socialist
people, this is the new type of citizen. It is the traits of
precisely those citizens that Vaptsarov perceives still in
the process of their struggle against fascism, even before
they had become owners of the means of production. In
this way he presents us the physiognomy of the new
world with its invincible moral purity and power, with its



impetus and will to win. But this new society met with the

brutal resistance of the old, which grew more and. more

cruel, the nearer it approached its end. During the last few

years the fight of the anti-fascist forces against the forces:
of fascism was at its fiercest and bloodiest. It is this fight

that Vaptsarov reflected in his poems, So he became the
bard of the last and highest stage of the struggle agamst
capitalist slavery in our country.

When Vaptsarov was writing his mspxred poems the
building up of socialism had already begun in the Soviet

Union in practice, for all to see and be infected by. In
their struggle against fascism our people did not contend

for abstract social ideas, but had before their eyes the
teaching of Marx-Engels-Lenin-Stalin applied in practice in
the Soviet Union. In spite of the severe censorship. and
the persecutions, this practice was well known to the Bul:
garian workers and they were perfectly aware to What end
they were giving victims in the fight.

At this time comrade Valko Chervenkov was callmg
the Bulgarian patriots over the clandestine broadcasting
station “Hristo Botev” to armed resistance against fascism;
and the slogans of the Fatherland Front, ogranized some:-
what later by Dimitrov, were borne through the air. One
could feel, one could see the beginning of the end. This
end became particularly clear when Hitler’s hordes mvaded
the Soviet Union.

It was only under such circumstances, at such a hlgh
social temperature that poetry such as Vaptsarov’s could
be born. In his poem “A Duel”, in which he has best re-
flected the bloody battle between the two worlds and the
inevitable 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 . . .”
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Evidently here the poet had in mind our expressive saying
that “flies bite most in the autumn”. How amazingly apt
these verses are in théir application to those warmongers
and lovers of foreign lands, just because they feel their ap-
proaching death!

A part of his beautiful poems Vaptsarov dedicated to
Macedonia, which he loved as his fatherland, for he was
of Macedonian origin. However it is sufficient to read these
poems attentively and without bias in order to understand
Vaptsarov’s views on Macedonia and the Macedonian ques-
tion. He has the national consciousness of a Bulgarian,
he is a Bulgarian patriot in the first place, he is one of
the makers of Bulgarian national culture. His love for Ma-
cedonia, the land of Gotsé and Dahmé, as he calls it, and
for the Macedonian people is a fine expression of his
Stalin-like attitude towards the national problem. Bulga-
rian in origin and form, thanks to its profoundly interna-
tional character and especially with its Macedonian motifs,
his poetry represents that solid mortar that binds the
Bulgarian and Macedonian workers and, while safeguar-
ding the national interests of both peoples, unites them
in their struggle against imperialist rapacity.

However, Vaptsarov does not sing only of the strug-
gles of the Bulgarians and Macedonians. He writes with
the same enthusiasm of the heroic struggle of the Spanish
patriots against the imperialist agent Franco, of the wor-
king people of Paris, of the workers of Texas and Algiers,
and particularly of the heroism of the Soviet peoples who
are an inexhaustible source of his inspiration. That feeling
of the unity of the workers in the whole world, which
nowadays is the unshakable foundation and fulcrum of the
champions of peace, is beautifully reflected in his poetry.
That feeling has sprung above all from the poet’s pa-
triotism, it gushes out of the patriotism of the workers’
class, whose spokesman he is, out of the practice of the
international revolutionary movement.

One of the most infallible indications of internationa-
lism in Vaptsarov’s poems is the reception' they have met
with wherever they have been translated. Everywhere



where people struggle against exploitation and terror, where
people struggle for peace and socialism, they have recei-
ved the songs 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 they are
bound together in the struggle for peace. It shows how
deeply rooted in the people’s soul the poetry of Vaptsarov
is, how national it is.

Speaking of Vaptsarov’s internationalism we must parti-
cularly stress his attitude towards the Soviet Union. In it
he sees realized the dreams of the workers fighting for
socialism; for him the Soviet Union is the prop and stay
of all the patriots in the world, the bulwark of progress.
The Soviet Union is the inspirer of all that is honest and
lofty ; in this century, with its concrete example, it gives
a meaning to the dreams and struggles for a happier
future. It is a never-ceasing source of creative inspiration
for Vaptsarov. Its culture teaches the poet a new outlook
and a new art, its literature, particularly the works of
Gorki and Mayakovski, is the model used by the poet
in his creator’s practice. It would be hard to imagine our
revolutionary culture, and especially the poetry of Vaptsa-
rov, without the influence of Soviet literature.

 The works of Nikola Vaptsarov are an impressive de-
monstration of the art of socialist realism. This art is a
living incarnation and triumph of the ideas of Marxism-
Leninism in_ the realm of poetry. It is a convincing exam-
ple proving that only the ideas of Marxism-Leninism
can secure real victories in the creative activities of a
cultural worker, that only under the guidance of the Com-
munist Party can the flourishing of the national culture be
realized. The poems of Vaptsarov are the most convincing
proof that the method of socialist realism and the Party
policy secure to art a creative freedom as never before
for the manifestation of individuality. That means the
securing of the fullest blossoming of national culture, that
means the safest-defence against the cosmopolitan theories of
the imerialists, with their animal philosophy trying to disarm
the peoples culturally, to weaken their power of resistance
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in order to be able to defeat and enslave them in mllltary,
political and economic respect. :

‘In 1948, on’ the occasion of the 25th anmversary.‘
of the death- of Smirnenski, - comrade Chervenkov wrote .
“Ii Nikola Vaptsarov had been snatched out of the hands-:
of the fascist villains, how his lyre would have rung out:
now, what a standard-bearer our rlslng revolutlonary poetry.
would have had!” .

One could- hardly give a more prec:se characterlza-
tion of Vaptsarov’s poetry. Because it is a poetry of.
struggle, a poetry of faithin the victory, a poetry of exul-,
tant life. It rings as powerfully and resoundingly today as.
it rang yesterday, it will ring tomorrow . just as it rings.
today, because it sings ‘of the rise of life, of the new life,
and it grows more and more full-blooded more. and more;
exultant from day to day

Hristo Radevski .



'NIKOLA VAPTSAROV
"(Bio"g'raphical Sketch)

Nikola Vaptsarov was born in 1909 in Bansko, a small
town lying. in the foothills of the legendary Pirin moun-
tain. Elena - Vaptsarova, the mother of the poet, was a
woman ‘well-educated for those: days. She instilled in her
little ‘boy love for work, for his fellow-men and for truth.
She led him into the realm of Bulgarian folklore and acqu-
ainted him with the poetry of Hristo Botev, Ivan Vazov,
Peyu Yavorov, and some of the works of Shakespeare,
Goethe and -other classics.

As a small boy he stood out among the other children

By hlS intelligence and sen51b111ty At an early age he knew

by heart many of the poems of Botev and Vazov and a
great number.of folk tales. When he entered school rea-
ding became his favourite occupation. He spent more time
on it than on studymg his lessons. His childhood and
youth passed in the trying years of two wars — the Bal-
~kan War and-the First World War. These -years left an
mdehble 1mpr1nt on him. Bulgaria emerged from the wars
a devastated country. The ‘masses were gripped by revo-
lutionary unrest. In September 1923 the Bulgarian working
people rose to arms under the leadership of Georgi Dimit-
roy - and. Vassil Kolarov, Vaptsarov was shocked by the
cruel suppression of the uprising.

.In-1924 he enrolled at the high school in Razlog.
There he took an active part in cultural and educational
work. Rallying around himself a group of progressive lads,
he organized and headed a temperance society and put on
a number of plays in which he played the leading role.

21
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It was then that Vaptsarov got acquainted with the Rus-
sian and Bulgarian classics and they became his favourite
writers. His first attempts at writing were poems on social
themes. In 1926 Vaptsarov entered the Naval College in
the town of Varna. The pedantic Prussian discipline and
bad conditions at school oppressed the young lad. Reading
in his leisure was the only thing that gave meaning to
his bleak life. With profound understanding he delved into
the masters of Russian literature and drew upon their
wealth. Maxim Gorky was his favourite writer. Vaptsarov’s
poems of that period were written under the strong influ-
ence of Yavorov. They reflected the longing of the young
seaman for freedom and happiness, his search for truth.
During his practical training Vaptsarov came into contact
with progressive sailors, who smuggled in Marxist litera-
ture and the Soviet newspapers Pravda and Izvestia. Vapt-
sarov read them with eagerness and was gradually won
over to the communist ideology.

He decided to flee to the Soviet Union where these
great ideas were being realized. But at the last moment he
gave up his intention because he was fully conscious that
“he had no right to desert the struggle - which lay ahead
of him.” '

In 1931 he sailed to the Near East on a freighter.
The ship stopped at Alexandria, Beyrut, Famagusta. Vap-
tsarov was struck by the sharp social contradlctlons which
he saw in these countries.

In 1932 he graduated from the Naval College. At
the farewell dinner he delivered a speech which made a
deep impression on his schoolmates. He talked of unem-
ployment and the anx1ety with which his comrades were
entering life.

The same year-he became a stocker at the cardboard
factory in Kocherinovo village, and later machine operator.
He was a real hard labourer. The workers at the -factory
lived under appalling conditions. Cruelly persecuted, the
workers’ movement had - almost died out at that time. In
this environment Vaptsarov came forward as a man of
exceptional qualities. Rallying the workers, he organized



them and worked persistently for their cultural and ideo-
logical advance. He set up a workers’ dramatic group, or-
ganized literary and musical evenings, gave lectures. Vap-
tsarov had such a hold on the people that even the least
class-conscious workers were ready to follow him.

Establishing contact with the Workers’ Party he spread
among the workers the progressive newspapers and maga-
zines published at that time in Bulgaria.

Vaptsarov also found time for his ideological and li-
terary education. He read the works of the Marxist clas-
sics and those of Soviet and Bulgarian progressive writers.

His close contact with the working class had a bene-
ficial effect on his development as a poet.

Vaptsarov’s activity did not remain a secret to the
factory’s administration. It seriously threatened the inte-
rests and peace of the owners, and for that reason he was
sacked in 1936.

The same year Vaptsarov moved to Sofia. Hard days
awaited him there. He long searched for a job and at
last got one as a fireman in a mill where he worked un-
der unbearable conditions. Later he became a locomotive
fireman and after that a technician in a state slaughter-
house. Everywhere his work was hard and exhausting, but
his close contact with the workers gave him strength and
confidence in the early victory of the working class. He
came into contact with the outstanding progressive wri-
ters. Their help was of great importance for his creative
development. They acquainted him with Marxist aesthetics,
with Soviet poetry and the works of Vladimir Mayakovski,
who became his favourite poet and teacher.

At that time fascism was rampant everywhere. Feve-
rish preparations were made for the Second World War,
Depicting the horrors which threatened humanity ina con-
vincing and forceful -way, Vaptsarov gave the warning
signal of the menace of war in his dynamic poetry. He
devoted his whole activity as a poet and a progressive to
the struggle against fascism. Vaptsarov followed with con-
cern the civil war in Spain and wrote inspired poems about
the heroic Spanish people whose fate he felt as his own.
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He worked a great deal on his verses, sought the criti-
cism of his comrades and tried to achieve greater perfec-
tion in his work.

- The Second World War broke out. In 1940 the So-
viet representantive A. Sobolev made an official propo-
sal on behalf of the Soviet Government for the conclusion
of a pact of friendship and mutual aid between the Soviet
Union and Bulgaria. The Bulgarian fascist government
rejected this proposal and kept it secret from the people. The
Bulgarian Workers’ Party, however, gave a wide publicity
to the proposed pact and launched a campaign for its
realization. Vaptsarov was entrusted with the organization
of the campaign in the Pirin region. Suspected by the
police; however, he was arrested, tried and later interned

The ‘Bulgarian fascist government sold out the interests
of the people, and in 1941 turned the country into a
Nazi military base. Organized by the Bulgarian Workers’
Party, the people took to arms, resisting the Nazi occu-
piers and the miercenary government. Vaptsarov became
member of the military commission at the Central Commit-
tee of the Bulgarian Workers’ Party. Entrusted with dan-
gerous -and . responsible tasks, he worked with devotion,
sparing neither his efforts nor his life. At the height of
his activity he was arrested on March 4, 1942 and brought
before a military tribunal. In the Dlrectorate of Police he
was subjected to cruel tortures, but he behaved courage-
ously and betrayed no one. On July 23, the same year,
Vaptsarov and his comrades were sentenced to death. He
received the news with calm. “I am a convinced anti-fas-
cist,” he declared. “As a real son of my homeland, I hate
the fascist.occupiers. That.is why I took part in the re-
sistance.”

The sentence was put into eﬁect on the very same
day. The condemned met their death with pride and
courage as real anti-fascist fighters.

Vaptsarov took part in the anti-fascist struggle not
only through his revolutionary act1v1ty, but also through
his inspired poetic work. v



His only verse collection “Motor Songs” was publish-
ed in 1940. Workers and intellectuals read the poems
with eagerness and the book was soon out of print. Even
before their publication many of these poems were recited
at Party socials and literary circles. In the years of fascist
oppression “Motor Songs” became a favourite book of
Bulgarian patriots.

The poetry of Nikola Vaptsarov is a poetry of the
struggle for peace, a poetry serving the cause of friend-
ship and co-operation among nations. His songs bear the
imprint of the wisdom and simplicity of folk poetry. His
militant verse was shaped under the influence of Soviet
poetry, Mayakovsky’s in particular.

The Honorary Peace Prize posthumously conferred on
Vaptsarov by the World Peace Council in 1953 is not
only a world recognition of his poetic work, but also a
high distinction for Bulgara.

Close to the hearts of all peoples of the world,
Vaptsarov’s poerty inspires millions with confidence in the
triumph of justice, peace and democracy.






SONGS OF MAN



FAITH

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 all my power.

Life and I quarrel,

but don’t draw the moral
that I despise it.

No, just the opposite !
Though I should perish,
life with its brutal

claws of steel

still would I cherish,

still would I cherish!

Suppose round my neck they tie fast

the rope '

and they ask:

“Would you like one more hour to live?”
I would instantly cry:

“Untie|

Untie!

Come, quickly untie

the rope, you devils!”

¥



3%

For Life there is nothing

I would not dare.

I would fly

a prototype plane in the sky,
climb into a roaring

rocket, exploring

alone

in space

distant

planets.

Still would I feel
a joyous thrill '
gazing . . -

up AR

at the blue sky.
Still would I feel

a joyous thrill

to be alive,

to go on living

But look, suppose :
you took — how much? —
a single grain

from this my -faith,

then would I rage,

I would rage from pain
like a panther

pierced to the heart.

. ..For what of-me
* would there remain?

After the theft .. ..

. .Id be distraught. *
“To put”it. plainly’ -

and more directly —
after the theft

I would be nought.



Maybe you wish
you could erase
my faith

in happy days,
my faith

that tomorrow

life will be finer,
life will be wiser ?

Pray, how will you smash it?
With bullets?

No! That is useless!

Stop! It’s not worth it

My faith has strong armour
in my sturdy breast

and bullets able to shatter
my faith '

do not exist,

do not exist!
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SPRING IN THE FACTORY

She tried to get in with the morning shift,
the motor grumbled,
looking stern and grim:
“You carn’t do that!
I must account for it.
Go ask the porter,
if he’ll let you in!”

But somehow she was full of wilfulness
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 seemed
so clumsy and so slow,
the motor, what the matter was,
soon seeing,
cried out in anger: -
“She has got to gol”

“Oh, no!” a ladle of cast-iron cried

with an ironic smile on his kind face.

“You silly, blattering fathead, just you try it!
We’'ll go on strike for her, if that’s the case.”



The motor hushed, The breeze brought
_ on its wings

the teasing smell of earth

from far away.
A distant hum about the engine rings,
and steps

of plodding feet
along 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 dart of fire,
she looked away and blushed.

The porter opened quietly the door,
said: “Who’s got in? Will have to go,
he will/”
But saw, smiled guiltily down at the floor,
then scratched his head
and whistled
and was still,
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THE FACTORY

A factory. -Clouds of smoke above.

The people — simple,

the life — hard, boring.

Life with the mask and greasepaint off
is a savage dog snarling.

You must tirelessly fight,
must be tough and persist,
to extract from the teeth
of the angry,

bristling beast
a crust.

Slapping belts in the shed,
screeching shafts overhead,
and the air is so stale
you can’t easily

deeply

inhale.

Not far off the spring breeze
rocks the fields, the sun calls...
Leaning skyward

the trees
shade —
the factory walls.



How unwanted,
forgotten
and strange
are the fields!

They
have thrown in the dustbin
the sky and its dreams.

For to stray for a second
or soften your heart,
is to lose to no purpose
your strong
worker’s
arm.

You must shout in the clatter
and din of machines
for your words

to pass over
the spaces between.

I shouted for years —
an eternity...
I gathered the others too shouted in chorus —
the factory,

the machinery
and the man

in the farthest

darkest corner.

This shout forged an alloy of steel
and we armoured our life with its piate.
Just try putting

a spoke in the wheel —
it’s your own hand youw’ll break.
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You, factory,

still seek to blind us

with smoke and soot

layer on layer.

In vain! For you teach us to struggle,
we’ll bring

the sun

down to us here.

So many
toil-blackened
faces
under your tyranny smart,
but one heart within you tirelessly
beats with a thousand hearts



REMEMBRANCE

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 thirstily drank
every ray

which chanced

to pierce through the grime
and reach our cage.

How swift was the birth
of his feverish thirst

in Spring —

when outside

leaves murmur

and flocks

‘of birds

cross the sky.
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I could feel

the appeal in his eyes
and the suffering,
painful suffering.

So slight was the grace they desired —
till Spring,

till next Spring ...
Spring came

in her beauty,

with sun,

warm air

and roses.

The clear sky

bore us

the odour of violets.
But in us was darkness,
oppresive

and burdensome prose.

But then

our life was upset.

The boiler gave trouble,
suspiciously rumbled
and stopped.

I do not know why,
but maybe because

the other lad died.

Perhaps I am wrong.
Maybe the hungry

boiler desired

familiar hands

to throw coal on the fire,

Perhaps it was so.
I do not know.
But it seemed to me, he



in his gabble and gasping
was plaintively asking:
“Where has the other lad gone?”

He — the other lad — died.
But look,

Spring is outside.

Far away

the birds dart through the sky.
But he’ll see them no more.

Such a mate had I...

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.
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ROMANCE

Today
I would like

to write

a poem
breathing
the spirit
. of modern times,
beating
as proudly

as demon wings
that scour the earth

from pole to pole.

Why do folk grumble?
Why do they sigh
for the old

outwornl
romantic jumble ?

Romance is today in the engines that sing

in the blue upper air,

and you who have not understood their refrain
have no right to despair. |,

For their song brings
to men

the enduring strength
of supple steel wings.



These birds, before iong,
shall cast seed

on the land.
Their echoing song
hails the freedom of man.

They shall fly over ocean
and tropical belt,

where corn is in motion,

where snows never melt.

I proclaim
new romarnce

being born
and maturing,
the aeroplane racing —
a power

embracing

the whole world today.
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A DUEL

We have come to close grips
you and I have locked hands,
from my heart the blood drips
and you weaken. What then?
One will be overthrown,

one will be beaten —

and you are the one.

So vou doubt it? You don't feel afraid?
But I've planned every move to be made.
I'm putting my heart in the fight,

and you will be beaten —

degenerate, venomous life.

It’s not now that we're starting, you know.
Our duel began long ago.

Our duel with passion we’ve waged

for many long days.

For days we’ve locked

our arms and wrists.

I'll never forget

your brutal fist.

In the mine gas exploded.
The layers of coal

buried
fifteen men below.



Buried
fifteen
human
corpses.
One of them
was

L

By the door of a slum
lies
a smoking
gun,
while the corpse slowly freezes.
No shouting,
o din,
one bullet
then — dirt for the bin.
It’'s as easy as that...
No fighting.
No passion for life,
and no fuss.
Don't you know
who it was?
It
was

L

On the rainwashed pavement
the victim lies

shot dead from an ambush.
The sky has been mined
and will crash

on the square.
But the man

lying there

in the pool of blood
is my brother —
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a fire
of hatred and love
in his glassy stare.
The villain,
the loathsome
gunman
instantly
vanished from sight.
You remember the rogue?
It
was

L

But do you remember a child that died
in Paris on the barricade

a child

that died in battle
with gory

retrogression ?
The warm blood in his veins
grew slowly

cold as steel,

and then his lips were parted
in a fleeting smile.
But though his lips tumed blue,
his eyes

still burned with zeal
as if his eyes were singing:
“Liberté chériel”

The child
Jay there
shot —
in the chill grip of death.
Do you know
who it was?
It was Il



Do you remember
an engine
with gay
optimism
piercing
the fog
where even the birds
do not dare
to descend
through the mist-laden air?
An engine with wings
that cleave
the cold curtain
and change the earth’s orbit,
with gasoline vapour’s explosion
clearing the way toward progress.

The engine which sings high above
is the work of my hands,

and the song of the engine

is the blood of my heart.

The man whose shrewd eyes
were glued
to the wavering compass,
the man
who had dared to defy
the cold northern frost
and the mist —
do you know
who it was?

It was
L
I am here
and there.

I am everywhere. —
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A worker in Texas,
Algerian docker,

or poet...
Everywhere am I

Do you think, life,

you'll win?
You evil and scowling,
dirty thing!

1

blaze,

you blaze,
and we’re both of us

bathed in sweat.
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. ..

For then

inn your place,
with toil and sweat

we’ll build up

together in company
a life

we desire,
a life we need,

and how fine

that life will be!



A LETTER

Do you remember
the sea, the machines
and the dark clammy holds
of the coaster?

And how wildly we yearned _

. for the Philipines,
for the thick stars _
above Famagusta ?
Do ‘you remeber how all the sailors
would eagerly glance afar,
there —in the fading twilight — feeling
the breath of tropical air?

Do you remember how

little by little
our final hopes grew cold,
and our inner faith

in good ]
and in man,
in romance
and in dreaming
froze?

Do you remember how
quite unawares
we were caught in the snare of hfe?
We grew wise
too late.
We were cruelly tied — .
like beasts in a cage
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flashing
eager eyes,
and asking,
appealing for grace.
We were young, we were then so youngl...

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 above
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



smashing
.- my
temple,
and turns
my heart’s anger
to
present
struggle.
It’s the new life will bring back the Philipines
and the thick stars
above Famagusta,
will return us the joy
growing dull in our breast
and revive our dead love for machines,
for the limitless blue of the sea
and the breath of the tropical breeze.

It is dark now.
The beat of the engine
impels and
compels warm belief.
If you knew how I hate
vain

illusion,
how much PIm in love with life!
For to me it’s as sure as the dawn —
with our heads we shall break up the ice.
From the low dark horizon

the sun —
yes, our own

bright
sun
will rise.

And though the strong light
shrivel up
my wings, like a small butterfly,
I never shall curse
nor complain,



for I know all the same
I shall die.
But to die, when o
the earth
is beginning
to shake off
its slough
of wrong,
when millions are being reborn,
is a song, ‘
yes, that is a song!



A SONG OF MAN

We argued,
a lady and I
~on the topic:
“The man of our time”.
The lady, -
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!
Look here...”
But she cut me short, taking offence:
“I beg you, stop talking.
I tell you —T hate manl
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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I shuddered in horror, and 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 prlson,
they gave him a number and can,
but there in the prison he met honest people
became

a real man.

I don’t know
~ the leaven that stirred hlm
I don’t know
the way it was made.
But a song
much more clearly - than talkmg
opened his eyes to his fate.



And then he would say:
“O my God, how I floundered!
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!
How unjust,
how unjust
is world order !
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!” he bawled.

The others looked on,
- with a vacant expression

examined the dripping grey walls.



Fi‘he man in the bed - : '
understood that nght now
life had finished with him,
and at once
he leapt up and brushed off the sweat from 'his brow.
Stared back
like a w1ld staring ox.

But little by little
the man understood
that his fear was no use, :
he would dle.
And a curious radiance
lit up his soul
“Shall we go.now ?” he asked them.
. - “All right.”

He started
and they followed after him,

feelmg

a curious

ominous chill.

The soldier thought: I

“Let’s get it over and done with!

You're in a tight corner now, pal.”

Outside in the passage
they talked in a whisper.
The corners were hidden in shade.
At last they came down to the courtyard.
Above it
the sky shone with breaking of day.

The man saw the dawn

and the brlghtemng sky

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

-~ grievous,
ferocious
and blind,

human
fate.



“My fate is decided, C
1 hang from the rope
But that’s far from the end,
I would say.
For a life will arrive that is fairer
than sotig,
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 youi' 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,
youw're in error.

The man calmly,
sentence by sentence
so firmly recited the song,
that they stared at him
uncomprehending,
and 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!”
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From here on the story is clear. The rope
skilfully
dropped on the shoulders, then
death.
But still his contorted
and bloodless blue lips
to the words of the song were compressed.

And now we have come to the final dénouement.
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! You tell the whole story
as if you’d been there on the spot!...”
What’s horrid about it ?

The man sang a song —
and that’s very fine, is it not?



SONGS
OF MYy COUNTRY



MY COUNTRY

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 —

I'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 — toil 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 Gotsé and Dahmé,
because I was bred

because I was hardened by you.
And in my young heart I uphold
the turbulent banner,

the strenuous purpose

of all without shelter and bread.
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THIS LAND

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
. overflow,
cascades
of sunlight
thunder down on my land,
you feel the earth’s heart )
in its bosom below,
and see the flowers leaping
as they expand.



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! O my own, my beautiful land!..
Steeped in blood
and rocked
by insurrections.
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A SONG

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 that night.
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MY COUNTRYVY’S MINE

My country’s mine; blue and clear
above it 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,
lurking with thelr guns like thieves.

To love all men as I love you,

Mother, was what you always said.

I'd love them, Mother, 'd love them too,
but I need freedom, I need bread.



HAIDOUK SONG

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

Are not our night-marches dreary,
dom’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!”

“Chief, in our wheat the weeds grow talll”

— *“Shoot up at the stars with hearts a-leaping!
Free and honest let us fall.”

69






SONGS






A LOVE SONG

Like a concrete slab above us

the murderous threat grindsdownonce more.

Dismay and feverish tumult hold us,
within our souls we mutter “Warl”

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

Pve 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.

73



74

SPAIN

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!
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!

Madrid is ours !”

The world is ours! Friend, have no fear!
The whole expanding universe
is ours!
Beneath the southern sky
sleep
and have faith,
have faith in us!



A DREAM

“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!...”

“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: ‘I want three hundred bolts today !
‘Well, right you are, Lori, that’s fine, I'm here?
and both of us are pleased and gay.

And outside the heavens are so bright!...
The air so pure! the space so blue!
And breathing is so light, so light!
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!)
and, smiling, said in mock surprise :
“You’re such a dreamer, Fernandéz |”

The stars grew dimmer in the east. The night
in panicky retreat
disorderly drew back.
A call to fight!
Then started the attack...



THE COMRADE’S SONG

You won’t come back, Fernandéz, —
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, Fernandéz, youw’ll not come back.

We took that slope today, yes, we.
We broke their lines, put them to rout.
Why, Fernandéz, how glad you’d be

if only you... could look about.



THE WIFE’S SONG

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 T 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, Fernandéz,

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



that dreadful émptiness 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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LETTER

Address:
Serniora
Francesca Labore
HUESCA.

Mother,

Fernandéz is killed!

Fernandéz

is dead and buried.

Fernandéz

lies in the fields
on the outskirts
of Madrid.

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

Mother, there is 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 not reproach him
that he went away to fight.

" Now I even think that we

were sinning. Fernandéz was right.

He alone of us perceived

the single truth in life —

that it is best a madn 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 anmother 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 buried there

a wondrous radiance shone, —
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I saw them only for an 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

burn brightly in their eyes..

All at once I understood

he had to go to war.
Fernandéz died in the battle —
I’ll see him no more.

Mother, Fernandéz has perished!
Mother, Fernandéz has gone,
Fernandéz is dead and buried !
Weep, because he died so” young.

But to the old man say nothing! —
Sorrow will be his undoing.

Hide yourself somewhere, cry softly
and say nothing, nothing.

If somehow he realizes,

if somehow he should suspect 1t
say that both of us are well,
and a baby is expected.

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

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

Dolores Maria Goya.



MORE SONGS






SPRING

Sprmg of mlne o spnng of mine so white,
as yet unlived, as yet unfeasted,

alone in visions vague yet dreamt .of,
how low above the poplars do you skim,
yet without pausing in your flight.

Spring of mine, O spring of mine so white1

I know you'll come with rain and hurrlcanes

stormy and terrible, fiery, riotous. ‘- :

To bring back hopes in thousands wash out bleedmg wounds.

How loud the birds will sing then in the cornfields,
how merrily will soar up to the heay'ns,

how people will enjoy their "work,

how lovingly as brothers will they live.

Spring of mine... O spring of mine so. white!

O once again but let me see you soaring
and giving life to squares so desolate,

O once again but let me see your sunlight,
-and let me"die then on your barricades! = -
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THE MOTHER

How like one another are mothers all over the earth!
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:

“Dor’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!

Outside how it snows!

But here in my lap it is warm,
Sleep mother’s baby,

sleep mother’s darling.

Never become a fierce haidouk!”

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 stars 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 appeared,
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
in 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 village the news
he had fallen, shot down as a striker.
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“HISTORY

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 it always be.”

But we scowled back and spat on
their fool’s philosophy.

We kicked 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 cafés,

and turned in late at night
with the last communiqués!

How we were soothed by hopingl...
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.



CINEMA

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.
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Promptly the gentleman
leaves his car,

picks up the woman
in tough steel arms.
Slowly she opens

eyes that smoulder,
flutters her lashes

and skyward stares.

O what a beautiful
thoroughbred mare!

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.

In 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 ?



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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COUNTRY CHRONICLE

A man on the radio

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!

“The power of the state
and state authority
stand by ready

to guard your interests.
Down with slogans!
Drop your banners!
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!

But has God written

in Holy Scripture —

‘The voice of the people is the voice of God?’ "



“You're right!”

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 than grief,

and the oil jar

is empty :

We’ve only one slogan —
Down with the terror!
Ally with the U. S. S. R.!
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A FAREWELL
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'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.



THE VERY LAST

The struggle is so cruel and so ruthless!
It is an epic struggle, as they say.

I fell!— another one will take my place,
the person is of little worth today.

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

2 p. m., 22nd July, 1942,
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