Russian Poems 

No nation suffered as much in World War II as the Soviet Union. Of the 52 million dead in the war, over half were Russian. Enormous areas of Ukraine, Byelorussia, and Russia itself were devastated. Millions were subjected to slave labour, starvation, torture, and terror. Civilians and soldiers both endured incredible suffering – the likes of which have seldom been seen. 

Below are three Russian poems written during the war. The first captures the loneliness of soldiers at the front. The second illustrates the anger and hatred the Russian people felt towards their enemy. The third is the lament of a father whose son was killed – just one of the millions who never saw home again.    

There are, of course, poems and songs from the war written by Germans, Americans, Canadians, Japanese and so on. Some are celebratory, others nationalistic. Most speak to the horrors of combat, and mourn the dead – sentiments shared by all people in the midst of war. 
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Wait for me and I’ll return,

Only wait very hard. 

Wait as you’re filled with sorrow as you watch the yellow rain. 

Wait as the wind sweeps the snowdrift. 

Wait in the sweltering heat. 

Wait when others have stopped waiting,

Forgetting their yesteryears. 

Wait even when from afar no letters come to you. 

Wait even when others are tired of waiting. 

Wait even when my mother and son think I am no more,

And when friends sit around the fire drinking to my memory. 

Wait, and do not hurry to drink to my memory too. 

Wait – for I’ll return. 

Defying every death,

And let those who do not wait say that I was lucky. 

They will never understand that in the midst of death,

You, with your waiting, saved me. 

Only you and I will know how I survived – 

Because you waited as no one else would. 

One can bear anything – the plague, hunger, misery, and death. 

But one cannot bear the German.

We cannot bear these fish-eyed oafs, snorting contemptuously at everything Russian. 

We cannot live as long as these grey-green slugs are alive. 

Today there are no books.

Today there are no stars in the sky. 

Today there is only one thought – 

Kill the Germans.

Kill them all and dig them into the earth. 

Then we can go to sleep.

Then we can think again of life, and books, and girls, and happiness. 

We shall kill them all, but we must do it quickly – 

Or they will desecrate the whole of Russia and execute millions more people. 

(Son to the Father…)

Do not call me, father.

Do not seek me.

Do not call me.

Do not wish me back. 

We’re on a route un-chartered – 

Fire and blood erase our track. 

On we fly on wings of thunder - never more to sheath our swords.

All of us in battle fallen – never to be brought back by words. 

Will there be a rendezvous? 

I know not. 

I only know we still must fight.

We are sand grains in infinity – never to meet. 

Never more to see light. 

(Father to son…) 

Farewell then my son – 

Farewell then my conscience. 

Farewell my youth, my solace, my one and only. 

Let this farewell be the end of a story of solitude,

Past which now is more learned.

In which you remained buried – 

Forever from light, from air: with your death pains untold. 

Untold and unsoothed – 

Never to be resurrected. 

Forever and ever an 18 year old. 

Farewell then – 

No trains ever come from those regions,  

Unscheduled and scheduled. 

No aeroplanes fly there. 

Farewell then my son,

For no miracles happen, as in this world

Dreams do not come true. 

Farewell – 

I will dream of you still as a baby – 

Treading the earth with little strong toes. 

The earth where so many already lie buried – 

As this song to my son then has come to its close. 
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“Red Star: The Soviet Union” - The World At War DVD series (volume 2, episode 4), Thames Television (UK), 1973.  

