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Abyev`‡Ki K_v 
 
ivwkqvi RbwcÖq Kwe wb‡KvjvB wgLvB‡jvwfP iæermf 1936 mv‡ji 3 
Rvbyqvwi ivwkqvi DËivÂ‡j (eZ©gv‡b AviLvb‡Mj¯‹ AÂj †hLv‡b 
ivwkqvi me©e„nr KvV ißvwb e›`i Av‡Q) nj‡gv‡Mvwi †Rjvi B‡q‡gr¯‹ 
bvgK MÖv‡g Rb¥MÖnY K‡ib| Zuvi evev wgLvBj A¨vbwWªqv‡bvwfP wQ‡jb 
’̄vbxq d‡iw÷ª G›UªvicÖvB‡Ri cÖavb| cieZ©x‡Z Zv‡`i cwievi fj‡Mv`v 

bvgK MÖv‡g ¯’vbvšÍi K‡i emevm ïiæ K‡i| GB fj‡Mv`v MÖv‡g †K‡U hvq 
Kwei ˆkke Avi ZvB GB fj‡Mv`v AÂ‡j ev‡iev‡i wd‡i G‡m‡Q Zuvi 
KweZvq| 

1941 mv‡ji Rvbyqvwi‡Z wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi evev fj‡Mv`v kn‡ii 
KwgDwb÷ cvwU©‡Z †hvM †`b| fj‡Mv`vq iæermf cwievi‡K hy×Kvjxb 
mg‡q bvbv ỳ‡h©v‡Mi m¤§yLxb n‡Z nq| 

hy× ïiæ n‡ZB iæerm‡fi evev d«‡›U †hvM †`b, Avi gv nVvrB 
g„Zz̈ eiY K‡ib| Gici Qq fvB‡evb‡K wewfbœ GwZgLvbvq cvVv‡bv nq| 
cÖ_‡g Zviv µvm‡Kv‡fv MÖv‡gi GwZgLvbvq wQj, c‡i G‡K G‡K Avjv`v 
kn‡i cvwV‡q †`Iqv nq| Gi d‡j Zviv G‡K Aci‡K wPiZ‡i nvwi‡q 
†d‡j| wb‡KvjvB‡K fj‡Mv`v AÂ‡ji †Zv‡Zg¯‹ †Rjvi wb‡Kvj¯‹ MÖv‡g 
GwZgLvbvq cvVv‡bv nq, †hLv‡b wZwb 1943 mv‡ji A‡±vei †_‡K 
1950 mv‡ji Ryb ch©šÍ wQ‡jb| †mLv‡bB wZwb mßg †kªwY ch©šÍ 
cov‡kvbv †kl K‡ib| wZwb memgq Avkv Ki‡Zb †h Zuvi evev GKw`b 
Zuv‡K evwo‡Z wb‡q hv‡eb| wKš‘ GLv‡bI Zuvi Rb¨ wQj nZvkvÑevev 
bZzb cwievi M‡o †Zv‡jb Ges cÖ_g c‡¶i Qq mšÍvb‡K cy‡ivcywi Z¨vM 
K‡ib| c‡i Kwe ¯§„wZPviY K‡iwQ‡jb †h GwZgLvbv‡ZB wZwb Zuvi cÖ_g 
KweZv wj‡LwQ‡jb| 
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wKš‘ KweZv †jLvi Av‡M wZwb Rxe‡b AviI A‡bK P¨v‡j‡Äi 
gy‡LvgywL n‡q‡Qb| 1950 †_‡K 1952 mvj ch©šÍ wZwb †Zv‡Zg‡¯‹i eb-
cÖhyw³ K‡j‡R cov‡kvbv K‡ib| 1952 †_‡K 1953 mv‡j wZwb AvK©wUK 
Uªjvi wd¬‡U KvR K‡ib| 1953 †_‡K 1955 mvj ch©šÍ wZwb gyigvb¯‹ 
AÂ‡ji wK‡ivf¯‹ kn‡i Lwb-ivmvqwbK cÖhyw³ K‡j‡R cov‡kvbv K‡ib| 
Gici 1955 mv‡j wZwb mvgwiK cix¶vg~jK †K‡› ª̀ GKRb kªwgK 
wn‡m‡e KvR K‡ib| 1955 mv‡ji A‡±vei †_‡K 1959 mv‡ji A‡±vei 
ch©šÍ wZwb †bŠevwnbx‡Z KvR K‡ib| Gici †jwbbMÖv‡` wd‡i G‡m wewfbœ 
†ckvq wbhy³ nbÑKL‡bv wgw ¿̄, Avevi KL‡bv KviLvbvi kªwgK|  

Z‡e Rxe‡bi me cÖwZK‚jZvi gv‡SI KweZvi cÖwZ Zuvi fv‡jvevmv 
AUzU wQj| KweZv Zuvi Rb¨ GKvšÍ Avkªq ’̄j n‡q D‡VwQj| †jwbbMÖv‡` 
wZwb Ôbvif¯‹v Rv Í̄vfvÕ bvgK mvwnZ¨ ms‡N †hvM †`b| ZiæY Kwe‡`i 
m‡½ †gjv‡gkv ïiæ K‡ib Ges 1962 mv‡j Zuvi cÖ_g KweZv msKjb 
ÔZi½ Ges wkjvÕ cÖKvk K‡ib| GKB eQ‡i wZwb g‡¯‹vi g¨vw·g †MvwK© 
mvwnZ¨ Bbw÷wUD‡U fwZ© nb Ges †mLv‡b fjvw`wgi †mv‡Kvjf, ¯Ívwbmøvf 
Kzb¨v‡qf cÖgyL †jL‡Ki m‡½ cwiwPZ nb| Zv‡`i mn‡hvwMZvq 1960-
Gi `k‡K Zuvi cÖ_g eB¸‡jv cÖKvwkZ nq| 

1967 mv‡j cÖKvwkZ nq ÔgvV-R¡jv ZvivÕ Kve¨MÖš’wU| G Kve¨MÖ‡š’i 
gva¨‡g wZwb L¨vwZ AR©b K‡ib| 

1969 mv‡j mvwnZ¨ Bbw÷wUDU †_‡K mœvZK †kl Kivi ci wZwb 
Ôfj‡Mv`v Kg‡mv‡gv‡jUmÕ cwÎKvi Kg©x wn‡m‡e KvR K‡ib| 

Gi gv‡S Zuvi weevn nq| wKš‘ Kwe wb‡KvjvB iæermf g`¨cv‡b 
Avm³ n‡q c‡ob| mvsmvwiK Rxe‡bi UvbvUvwb, KR©Ñ G mewKQy wgwj‡q 
wZwb mvB‡ewiqv‡Z cvwo Rgvb| 

cieZ©x‡Z wZwb DVwZ bvix Kwe jy`wgjv `viwebvi mv‡_ m¤ú‡K© 
Rwo‡q c‡ob Ges Zuv‡K we‡q K‡ib| we‡qi w`‡bB A_©vr 1971 mv‡ji 
19†k Rvbyqvwi wØZxq ¿̄x jỳ wgjv `viwebv `v¤úZ¨ Kj‡ni †R‡i Zuv‡K 
k¦vm‡iva K‡i nZ¨v K‡ib| gviv hvIqvi wKQyw`b Av‡MB wZwb †hb 
fwel¨ØvYx K‡i wj‡L‡Qb,  

"I will die in Epiphany Frosts. I will die when the birches 
crack." 

Zuvi g„Zz̈ i c‡i wekwU Kve¨MÖš’ cÖKvwkZ nq| mvivwe‡k¦ wZwb RbwcÖq 
n‡q I‡Vb g~jZ Zuvi g„Zz¨i c‡i|  
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mgv‡jvPK‡`i g‡Z, wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZv mnR fvlv I 
Mfxi fvebvi mswgkª‡Y Abb¨| Zuvi †jLvi †K›`ªxq welqe¯‘ wQj Zuvi 
wcÖq fj‡Mv`v I iæk DËivÂj| G AÂ‡jB wZwb wb‡R‡K weKwkZ K‡ib 
Avi Abyfe K‡ib gvbeRxe‡bi GK m~² †eva| 

`yB 

ivwkqvi gnvb RvZxq Kwe Av‡j·v›`i cykwK‡bi KweZv¸‡jv GZ Q›`gq 
Avi MxZj †h ax‡i ax‡i iæk RbM‡Yi gy‡L RbwcÖq n‡q I‡V| cykwK‡bi 
cÖfv‡eB iæk Kve¨fvlv RbM‡Yi gy‡Li eywji KvQvKvwQ P‡j G‡m‡Q| 
Avi ZvB iæk KweZvq K_¨fvlvi †P‡q wfbœ ai‡bi evK¨MVb ixwZ 
cÖ‡qvRb nq bv| Avi iæk kãfvÛvi GZ we¯Í…Z †h mn‡RB mgv_©K kã 
Lyu‡R KweZvq Q›` †`Iqv hvq| cykwK‡bi c‡i fjvw`wgi gvqv‡Kvfw¯‹, 
Avbœv AvngvZfv, wgLvBj †ji‡gšÍf, imyj nvgRvZf, ewim cv‡¯ÍibvK, 
†m‡M©B B‡q‡mwbb, Av‡jKRv›`i eøK cÖgyL Kwe iæk KweZvi RMr‡K 
mg„× K‡i‡Qb| 

iæk MxwZKwei g‡a¨ whwb AvR AwaK RbwcÖq, wZwb n‡jb wb‡KvjvB 
iæermf| wZwb †mvwf‡qZ Avg‡j KweZv wj‡L‡Qb Ges AvRI wZwb 
Zzgyj RbwcÖq iæk RbM‡Yi Kv‡Q| Zuvi AmsL¨ KweZv Mv‡b cwiYZ 
n‡q‡Q Ges ˆ`bw›`b Rxe‡bi Ask n‡q `uvwo‡q‡Q| wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi 
KweZv GK`„wó‡Z LyeB mvaviY g‡b nq| GKRb evjK †hgb bZzb wKQy 
†`‡L Pg‡K I‡V, †ZgbB Pg‡K IVv `„wó‡Z mvaviY Abyl½ wb‡q KweZv 
wj‡L‡Qb wZwb| Z‡e †mB Q›`gq KweZv¸‡jv cvV‡Ki Abyf‚wZi Lye 
Kv‡Qi n‡q I‡V| hLb Kwe Nvm wbov‡bvi mgq ey‡bvdzj KvUv co‡j 
Aby‡kvPbvq we× n‡Z _v‡Kb, Zuvi †mB ¯§„wZ †hb KweZvi Pi‡Y Pi‡Y 
†Ku‡` I‡V| Kwe fv‡jvev‡mb b`xi cv‡o _vKv Kzcvfv dzj, fuvUdzj‡K| 
KL‡bv KL‡bv Kwe Rxebvb›` `v‡ki mv‡_ fxlY wgj Lyu‡R cvB wb‡KvjvB 
iæerm‡fi Rxeb`k©b Abyfe K‡i| 

wcZ…-gvZ…nxb ˆkke-ˆK‡kvi cvi K‡iwQ‡jb wZwb| Rxe‡bi NvZ-
cÖwZNvZ †cwi‡q KZ iKg †ckv, hy‡×i bviKxq cwiYwZ `k©b, ivwkqvi 
Aciƒc †kvfv mewKQy wg‡j Zuv‡K ˆZwi K‡i‡Q Avgv‡`i Rxe‡bi Kv‡Qi 
GK wmœ» Kwe‡Z| 



†kÖô KweZv : wb‡KvjvB iæermf  
10 

 

Zzlvicv‡Z c_nviv cw_K‡K c‡_i w`kv †`q KzwU‡ii †h wbfzwbfz 
Av‡jv, Zzlvi cxwoZ GKUv Kv‡Ki Kó Gme m~² m~² Abyf‚wZ aiv c‡o 
Zuvi †Pv‡L| 

Zuvi KweZv Lye mij| GUvB nq‡Zv Zuvi KweZvi gy‡³v`vbv| k‡ãi 
c‡i k‡ãi †Lvj mwi‡q Avgiv †Ui cvB wSby‡Ki gv‡S gy‡³vi Av‡jv| 

wZb 

cÖMwZ cÖKvk‡bi Aax‡b 1977 mv‡j evsjv fvlvq iæk KweZvi Abyev` 
cÖKvwkZ nq ÔcÂvk Rb †mvwf‡qZ KweÕ eB‡q| eB‡qi Abyev`K wQ‡jb 
wKse`wšÍ Abyev`K nvqvr gvgỳ | Gi c‡iI AmsL¨ iæk KweZvi Abyev` 
cÖKvwkZ n‡q‡Q| Z‡e, evsjv fvlvq wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZvi 
Abyev` GB cÖ_g| KweZvi Abyev` Ki‡Z †M‡j ievU© d«‡÷i weL¨vZ 
Dw³ g‡b c‡o, 'Poetry is what gets lost in translation'| ZeyI g~‡ji 
cÖwZ wek¦¯Í †_‡K KweZvi Abyev` †hb Av‡iKwU KweZv n‡q I‡V, KweZv 
†hb bxim, cÖvYnxb bv n‡q hvq, †mB †PóvB K‡iwQ AvcÖvY| KL‡bv 
Av¶wiK, KL‡bv fvevbyev`Ñ GB ỳB aviv GKBmv‡_ †i‡LwQ| evwKUv 
wePv‡ii fvi cvVK I mg‡qi Kv‡Q| 

KweZv msKj‡bi KvR K‡i‡Qb Kwe-Kb¨v G‡jbv iæermfv| KweZv 
†dviv‡gi m¤úv`KØq B‡qf‡Mwb w¯úwib Ges ZvwZqvbv G‡ivwLbv| 

wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZv Abyev‡`i Kv‡R me©všÍKi‡Y mvnvh¨ 
K‡i‡Qb iæk eÜz B‡qf‡Mwb w¯úwib| Zuvi KvQ †_‡KB AbycÖvwYZ nB 
wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZv Abyev` Ki‡Z| KweZvi †cÖ¶vcU, iæk 
HwZn¨ Ges AvenvIqv, KweZvi AšÍM©Z A_© eyS‡Z mvnvh¨ K‡ib 
B‡qf‡Mwb w¯úwib| Zuvi cÖwZ wPiK…ZÁ n‡q iBjvg| 

wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi K‡qKwU KweZv Avgvi Abyev‡` cÖ_g cÖKvwkZ 
nq AbjvBb mvwnZ¨ cwÎKv Ôkªx mvwnZ¨Õ Ges Gic‡i AbjvBb mvwnZ¨ 
cwÎKv Ôm„RbÕ-G| ï‡f”Qv I K…ZÁZv iBj Zv‡`i cÖwZ| 

wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZv Abyev‡`i ïiæ †_‡KB hv‡`i Aby‡cÖiYv 
Avgvq GwM‡q wb‡q‡Q, Zuviv n‡jbÑ AiæY †mvg, RvwKi ZvjyK`vi, 
wcqvm gwR`, wSjg wek¦vm, †gvkZvK Avng`, mÄq †`, nvmbvZ 
†kv‡qe, nviæb Avn‡g`, weavb mvnv, bvwn` aªæe, mvbwR`v wmwÏKv, 
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AwgZvf miKvi, wUUz AvPvh©, Avmv ỳ¾vgvb Ry‡qj, RvbœvZ Bgivb, Rvwn` 
Avãyjøvn ivnvZ, ZvbwRg Dj Kwig †PŠayix, R¨vK Wmb, iweb wgj‡dvW©, 
wicb †mb¸ß, ïfvMZ mvnv Avw`Z¨, †di‡`Šm Zzlvi, †nvmvBb †gvnv¤§` 
ZvBd Avjg, cÖYe AvPvh©, wgRvbyi ingvb, nvwme Lvb, Gg G †nv‡mb 
iæwg, †KŠwkK ingvb, Aw`wZ Avkivd, Avwmd BKevj Zvwgg, ivnvZ 
Avjx, Zvcm P› ª̀| K…ZÁZv cÖKvk KiwQ Zuv‡`i cÖwZ| 

†mvk¨vj †bUIqvK© mvBU †dmey‡Ki 'Soviet Books Translated in 
Bengali' eB‡qi MÖæ‡ci mKj eÜz‡`i cÖwZ iBj fv‡jvevmv| 

wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZvi Abyev` cÖKv‡ki Rb¨ evsjv‡`‡ki 
^̄bvgab¨ cÖKvkbv ms ’̄v ÔHwZn¨Õ Ges cÖKvkbv ms¯’v HwZn¨Õi cÖavb 

wbe©vnx Avwidzi ingvb bvBg fvB‡qi cÖwZ fv‡jvevmv I K…ZÁZv iBj| 
GB eB‡qi Kv‡Ri ïiæ †_‡K †kl ch©šÍ wcÖq Kwe wcqvm gwR` 

fvB‡qi fv‡jvevmvi Kv‡Q FYx| 
evsjv fvlvfvlx cvV‡Kiv hw` wb‡KvjvB iæerm‡fi KweZvq Avb›` 

Lyu‡R cvb, Zvn‡j GB KóUzKz mv_©K n‡e| 
cvVK‡`i Rb¨ iBj wbišÍi fv‡jvevmv| 
 
 

kvgmy‡Ïvnv †ZŠnx` 
ewikvj 
b‡f¤^i, 2024 
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Essential Rubtsov: 
The poet of the Russian north goes to the south. 

 
For many years now, in India, Bangladesh and Nepal, enthusiasts 
have been looking for Soviet books that were published in the 
USSR in Indian languages (there are more than 20 official Indian 
languages.) They have been scanning and restoring books, 
sometimes at the highest level of quality (unsurprising since some 
of these keen volunteer designers and translators etc are actually 
professionals working for printing houses.) My acquaintance with 
such Indian colleagues led me to an interesting discovery. It turned 
out that despite such a powerful influence of our literature on Indian 
minds, the number of book titles published in the USSR for India 
and countries adjacent to India does not exceed a thousand. The 
catalog of my friend from Calcutta contains 700 titles of books, 
which include both children's and adult works. After this discovery, 
I began to look among my acquaintances from the Indian 
subcontinent for people with whom it would be possible to translate 
other Soviet books that had never been translated into Indian 
languages, in order to continue the Soviet tradition of translating 
books and maintaining the interest of the Indian people in our 
culture. The matter turned out to be quite difficult. The Indian 
mentality is extremely complex. If an Indian says yes, he doesn't 
always mean yes! Nevertheless, a start has been made for this work. 
I found colleagues in India who helped me with translations for the 
stories of Mikhail Plyatskovsky, Arkady Gaidar and Nikolai Nosov. 
But my special concern was the search for a possible translator of 
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the poetry of Nikolai Mikhailovich Rubtsov. It was surprising to me 
that he is completely unknown in India. People in India love poetry, 
and Russian and Soviet poets have been translated into Indian 
languages. For example, the Bengali translator Hayat Mamud, a 
genius in poetic translations, has according to my friends superbly 
translated the poems of Yaroslav Smelyakov and Mikhail Svetlov! 
For India our publishing house produced a collection of “50 Soviet 
poets” in several languages, which included almost all famous 
Soviet poets. And today in India there are very good translators who 
translate Soviet and Russian poetry. For example, the oldest was 
75-year-old Hindi translator Varyam Singh, who lived in the USSR 
and knew many Soviet writers, such as Robert Rozhdestvensky, 
who has been translating Russian poetry continuously for decades, 
Tsvetaeva, Bryusov, Mayakovsky, etc. I turned to the respected 
Varyam, trying to interest him in translating Nikolai Rubtsov’s 
poems. Unfortunately, he did not show any particular interest and 
commented that he was too busy since at that moment he was 
working on translating Bryusov’s poems. I wrote to several people 
from India whom I noticed were Russian speakers. To no avail. 

After such failures, I began to wonder why Indian translators 
are not at all interested in the poetry of Nikolai Rubtsov. The 
conclusions I have reached may not be correct, but they seem 
convincing to me. The fact is that N.M. Rubtsov is a truly northern 
poet, a bard of the Russian North. That is why he is so close to the 
Russian heart. When I live in a village and in late autumn my 
friends on the phone ask me how the weather is, how I’m feeling, 
Rubtsov’s lines involuntarily come to mind: “Cold water rustles all 
around, and everything around is blurry and hazy. An invisible 
wind, like a net, pulls in leaves from all sides...” And to my friends 
it is clear without further ado both my mood and the weather 
outside my window. For tropical India, however, this is a 
completely incomprehensible poet who writes about phenomena 
unknown to the Subcontinent. For us a Flood, although a 
formidable phenomenon, carries a meaning of the birth of a new 
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thing, the prospect of a good harvest, freshness, hope. However for 
the Indian the word Flood conjures a natural disaster, with 
potentially various catastrophic effects. Winter, for a thinking 
Russian, even one who has central heating, is a harsh time when 
animals and birds, people passing by and vagabonds, suffer from 
hunger and frost. For Indians, winter is the time when the 
sweltering summer heat subsides and one can work in the garden in 
comfortable conditions. Russian people have dozens of epithets for 
snow or frost in their language. The Indian cannot understand the 
word – Frost. When I show my Indian friend the painting of my 
fellow countryman Surikov “Boyarinya Morozova” and ask him to 
look closely at the snow and say what color the snow is in the 
picture, my Indian friend does not see blue, violet, or ocher shades. 
He says the snow is cloudy white. And yet I did manage to find a 
person who wanted to achieve immortality as the first Bengali 
translator of Nikolai Rubtsov. This is my young friend from 
Bangladesh, an aspiring translator of Russian literature, 
Shamsudduha Tauhid from the Bangladeshi city of Barishal. One of 
the greatest Bengali poets, Jibanananda Das, was born in Barishal. 
He is often called the second Bengali poet after Tagore. My friend 
Shamsudduha loves poetry and when I told him about Nikolai 
Rubtsov, he wanted to translate his poems into his native Bengali 
language. Shamsudduha is just beginning to study Russian and has 
previously translated Russian authors from English. This should not 
surprise us: the majority of Russian literature in India was translated 
into national Indian languages from English. There was a period 
when Soviet publishing houses trained a relatively large staff of 
Indian translators who translated our literature for India directly 
from Russian. But this period was short: from 1960 to 1990. The 
rest of the time, Indian translators mainly translated from English. 
Thus, my friend Shamsudduha Tauhid is not an exception to the 
category of translators, but rather, on the contrary, corresponds to 
the Indian norm. I helped him translate the first poem into English 
(I prepared an English interlinear translation), explained the essence 
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of the poem, and helped clarify unclear places. I also found 
drawings illustrating this poem. After this, Shamsudduha Tauhid 
began translating the poem into Bengali. Thus, we had the 
technology for further work. I helped the translator by preparing an 
English interlinear translation, looked for illustrations, explained the 
essence of the poem and answered his questions about 
incomprehensible parts of the text. I must say that our young 
translator almost immediately became imbued with the poetry of 
Nikolai Rubtsov, literally from the first poem. And he was not upset 
by the discrepancy between the Bengali and Russian languages, 
concepts and features, but was inspired to search. He translated his 
first poem, “In the Upper Room,” in just a couple of days. Although 
in this poem, which at first glance was not difficult to translate, 
there were places that required a search for corresponding concepts 
in the Bengali language. Shamsudduha Tauhid is a beginning 
translator, but already has some fame in Bangladesh and India. His 
translation into Bengali, The Wild Dog Dingo, was published by a 
Bangladeshi publishing house and enjoyed the interest of the 
reading audience. He has almost three thousand subscribers on 
Facebook, he has professional literary friends, and he is a member 
of several literary communities. And immediately, from the first 
translation of Nikolai Rubtsov’s poem, he began to introduce his 
friends and colleagues to his work and, accordingly, to the poetry 
and biography of Nikolai Rubtsov. As of the present moment, 
Shamsudduha Tauhid has already translated several poems by 
Nikolai Rubtsov 

As regards the quality of translations of Shamsudduha Tauhid - 
I myself do not speak Bengali and am not able to evaluate the 
quality of the translation. However my Bengali-speaking friends say 
that the Bengali text of his translations is quite high quality. I can 
assume that the translation is not perfect, but it fulfills the most 
important mission: revealing the great Russian poet to 240 million 
potential Bengali-speaking readers in India and Bangladesh. Surely 
better translations are possible, and I am almost convinced they will 
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definitely be, but still the first person who discovered our beloved 
poet for Bengali-speaking people from India and Bangladesh was a 
modest young man born in 1992, an aspiring doctor, Shamsudduha 
Tauhid.The translation of Nikolai Rubtsov’s first poem by 
Shamsudduha Tauhid was completed on August 6, 2023. On this 
date, he was at work, on night duty at a hospital in the city of 
Barishal, near the Bay of Bengal. Taking advantage of a lull whilst 
the hospital patients were asleep, he translated the poem “In the 
Upper Room”. At that time I was in my native village of 
Terentyevo, not far from Krasnoyarsk, in a small wooden summer 
house on the banks of the Esaulovka River. Barishal and my village 
are located almost on the same meridian and for me, just like in 
Barishal, it was start of the night. Shamsudduha Tahid sent me the 
joyful news that he had completed the translation of Nikolai 
Rubtsov’s poem. I forwarded the news to Tatyana Erokhina, editor 
of the “My Quiet Homeland” community in Cherepovets, at the 
hospital where she was staying that Sunday evening. Tatyana 
Erokhina forwarded the message to Elena Nikolaevna Rubtsova in 
St. Petersburg. A few minutes later I received a message from 
Tatyana Erokhina with news for Shamsudduha from Elena 
Nikolaevna Rubtsova, in which she “blessed” him to translate the 
poems of Nikolai Mikhailovich Rubtsov. That night I sent messages 
more than once from St. Petersburg to Barishal and from Barishal to 
St. Petersburg, through Cherepovets. Thereafter the translator 
Shamsudduha Tauhid decided to translate all of Nikolai Rubtsov’s 
poems into Bengali. The solution is somewhat spontaneous and 
difficult to implement, but worthy of our support.  

 
Spirin Evgeny Viktorovich 
Krasnoyarsk, Russia. 
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TO THE READER 
 

It’s hard to contain your excitement when you learn that Nikolai 
Rubtsov’s poems will become known to readers in a country very 
different from Russia. 

The outstanding Russian poet Nikolai Rubtsov was born in 
1936 and tragically passed away in 1971. He lived most of his life 
in the Russian North. This huge territory begins at the 60th parallel 
and ends off the coast of the Arctic Ocean. There are very long 
winters and short summers. Nature has left its imprint on the people 
who live in such conditions. 

Nikolai Rubtsov’s childhood was during wartime. This also 
affected his fate. Kolya was 6 years old when his mother, Alexandra 
Mikhailovna, a mother of many children, died. The state took 
custody of the boy, placing him in an orphanage. 

 And then Nikolai had to experience a lot. He worked as a 
worker, served as a sailor in the Northern Fleet, and studied at the 
Literary Institute in Moscow. 

There is information that Nikolai Rubtsov began writing poetry 
as a child. Poetry became his life's work. During his lifetime, only 4 
small collections of poetry were published. But posthumous fame 
turned out to be very significant. Over the course of half a century, 
many books have been published, with a total circulation of up to 8 
million copies. His poems have been translated into the languages 
of some European countries, as well as China, Vietnam and 
Mongolia. 

Nikolai Rubtsov is not just a poet, but a magnificent lyricist. In 
his poems we find not only a reflection of his personal biography, 
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but also the fate of the entire generation, which in Russia is called 
“children of war.” We see that in addition to poems about great 
affection for his homeland, the poet often writes sad elegies that 
reflect the tragedies of his era. 

Rubtsov also has many poems about the love of a man and a 
woman. And this is understandable to most people on Earth and, of 
course, to countries such as Bangladesh and India. 

I think this will be of interest to readers from any country. 
It is clear that much in this case depends on the translator. Each 

language has its own characteristics. And this applies most of all to 
poetry. 

I would like to express my deep gratitude to Shamsudduha 
Tauhid and Evgeniy Spirin, the one who boldly and courageously 
decided to translate Nikolai Rubtsov’s poems into Bengali. I believe 
that in this way his poetry will reach a huge number of people in the 
Indian subcontinent. 

 
Elena Nikolaevna Rubtsova.  
2024 St. Petersburg, Russia 
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Kzcvfv dz‡ji Kv‡Q 24 
KvK 26 

dz‡ji †Zvov 27 
†mvqv‡jv cvwL 28 
we`v‡qi Mvb 29 

gvV-R¡jv Zviv 31 
fvjyK 32 

GBme ^̄Y©vwj mÜ¨vq 33 
A™¢yZz‡o ˆkke 34 

A¶q ¯§„wZ 35 
cÖ¯’vb 36 

Bbmgwbqv 37 
Muv‡q ivZ bv‡g †Kgb K‡i? 38 

evP© 39 
inm¨ 40 

wkïi g‡Zv Kuv‡` nvIqv 41 
cvbwm dz‡ji `ytL 42 
ivwkqvi †R¨vwZ! 43 

iæwU 46 
MÖv‡gi evwo 47 
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A‡c¶vi cÖni¸‡jv 49 
Qvqvq †X‡K Av‡Q MÖvg 50 

Po–B cvwL 51 

52 KweZvi Rb¥  
53 mybxj AvKvk! bxj †Uªb  
54 cy‡iv‡bv GK Kv‡Vi evwo  
55 †g‡N‡`i mv‡_ evwo †div  
56 ¯̂‡`k  
57 †fbvm  
58 evB‡i fxlY Mig  
59 †m‡Þ¤^i  
60 VvÆv  
61 †Zvgvq Pzgy †L‡qwQjvg †hw`b  
62 So-ev`‡ji cÖMvp Auvav‡i  
63 ccjvi Mv‡Qi cvZv S‡i hvq  
64 iv‡Zi †dwi‡Z  
65 †Kej c‡o Av‡Q Mv‡Qi ¸uwo  
66 †fvfv bv‡gi †Q‡jwU  
67 GK †h wQj Li‡Mvk  
68 †fv‡ii ivwkqv  
69 †Mvi¯’v‡b  
70 e‡n Avgvi b`x  
71 mÜ¨v n‡q G‡j  
72 mv¶vr  
73 DB‡jv  
74 eb i¶K  
75 wPwoqvLvbv ågY †k‡l  
76 Avwg gviv hve Gwcdvwb kx‡Z 
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Avgvi wP‡j‡KvVvi N‡i 
iv‡Zi Zviv R¡‡j 
Avgvi wP‡j‡KvVvi N‡i| 
evjwZ nv‡Z Rbbx Avgvi 
Rj wb‡q Av‡m 
Avnv! Zvi wbSzg c`-cv‡Z! 
 
evMv‡bi jvj UzKUz‡K dzj¸‡jv me 
ïwK‡q ïwK‡q g‡i| 
†bŠKv euvav b`xi cv‡i 
cP‡e; Avnv! †Mj Z‡e! 
 
DB‡jv Mv‡Qi Qvqv c‡o 
Avgvi evwoi Mv‡q, 
†m miæ Qvqv wd‡Zi g‡Zv 
Z›`ªv‡Z jyUvq! 
(Avnv! Z›`ªv‡Z jyUvq!) 
AvMvgxKvj KvU‡e Avgvi 
DB‡jv Mv‡Qi Qvqvq| 
Rvwb, eÇ e¨¯ÍZvq! 
 
dzj¸‡jv‡Z Rj †`‡ev †Mv 
Avi `yl‡ev wb‡Ri jjvU| 
Avi hLb dzU‡e Zviv 
Gi Av‡MB Mo‡ev †bŠKv 
Avn! evjvBlvU!! 
 
В горнице. 
In Upper Room 
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Kzcvfv dz‡ji Kv‡Q 
c_ P‡j †M‡Q KZ`~‡i! 
KZLvwb Ry‡o Av‡Q gvV! 
e‡q hvq AkvšÍ Rjivwk 
Avi _B_B eid-¯§„wZ! 
 
D‡o hvq mvi‡mi cvj 
AšÍnxb! 
Mv‡q gv‡L †ivÏyi 
Avnv! emšÍKvj! 
 
Wv‡Kv wKev bvB Wv‡Kv 
†W‡K I‡V Zviv 
K‚Rb K‚RbÑ 
Nb nq mvi‡mi cvj| 
 
GLv‡b Avevi †mB †Ljv, 
gv‡Zvqviv wK‡kvi-wK‡kvixi `j 
†cÖg Rv‡M! 
 
So I‡V 
Kv‡jv nq b`x 
Zxi Qyu‡q dz‡U Av‡Q KZkZ dz‡ji Kwj| 
 
†mB GKB dzj 
wKš‘ †g‡qiv wfb, 
Zv‡`i‡K e‡jv bv Zzwg 
Kx wQj Avgv‡`i w`b! 
 
LybïwU Avi û‡UvcywU 
Ki‡Q Zviv, 
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Avwg WvwK Zv‡`i 
†Kv_v hvI, Kb¨viv? 
†Kv_v hvI? 
ZvKvI GB Kzcvfv dz‡ji w`‡K| 
wKš‘ †KD wK ïb‡e Avgvi †mB WvK? 
 
купава 
Kupava 
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KvK 
em‡jv KvK †eovi Ici 
Zvjve× mg¯Í †MvjvNi, 
 
P‡j †Mj me gvjMvwoi eni 
Kv‡U bv GB AvKv‡ji cÖni! 
AvR eûw`b a‡i| 
 
KvKwU w`bgvb DkLyk K‡i 
†bB kx‡Zi Avkªq; 
†bB †Kv‡bv `vbv! 
†ePviv! 
 
ворона 
Crow 

 


