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Mpaaywme nepcneKkTusBbl
Muxann AdaHacbeBuny bynrakos

Tenepb, KOraa Hawa HecyacTHas poavHa
HaxoAMTCs Ha CaMOM AHe siMbl No30pa

1 6encTems, B KOTOPYHO €e 3arHana "Benukas
coumanbHas pesontoums”, y MHOrMX M3 Hac
BCE 4yalle U yalle HauyMHaeT ABNSATbCS OA4Ha U
Ta Xe MbIC/b.

DTa MbIC/Ib HAaCTON4YKMBASA.

OHa - TeMHas, Mpa4dHas, BCTaeT B
CO3HaHWMKM 1 BnacTtHo TpebyeTt oTBeTa.

OHa npocTa: a 4yTo Xe byaeT ¢ HaMun
Aanblue?

MosiBNeHMe ee eCTeCTBEHHO.

Mbl NpoaHann3npoBaan CBOE HeJaBHee
npowsioe. O, Mbl O4EHb XOPOLLO U3Yy4YnIn
MOYTU KaXablih MOMEHT 3a NocneaHue ABa
roga. MHorue xe He TOJIbKO U3Yy4Ynsin, HO U
NMpoKAsSNN.

HacTosiwee nepea HawuMmn rnasamm. OHO
TaAKOBO, YTO rflasa 3TW XO04YeTCs 3aKpbITb.
He Bunaetsb!

Ocrtaetca 6yayuwee. 3arago4dHoe,
HensBecTHoe byayuiee.

B camoMm gene: uto xe 6yaeTt ¢ Hamun?..
HepaBHO MHE NMpULWJIOCL MPOCMOTPETb
HECKO/IbKO 3K3eMM/ISPOB aHITMIACKOro
MJITIOCTPUPOBAHHOIO XYypHana.

1 Aonro, Kak 3a4apoBaHHbIN, rNaaen Ha
YyAHO MUCMOJIHEHHbIE CHUMKM.

W ponro, gonro gymasn noToM...

[a, kapTnHa sicHa!

KonoccanbHble MaWmnHbl Ha

KOoJsloccanbHbIX 3aBoAax NNXopago4yHO AEHb 3@
AHEM, NoXWpasi KAMEHHbIN Yronb, rpemsT,
CTy4yaT, NbIOT CTPYU pacnjaB/ieHHOro
MeTanna, KytT, YNHSAT, CTPOST...

OHM KYIOT MOTyLLecTBO MMpa, CMEHUB Te
MallWHbI, KOTOPblE ele HeJaBHo, ces
CMepTb U paspyllasi, KoBasn MOTyLECTBO
nob6eabl.

Ha 3anage KoHUYMnacb BeAMKas BOMHa
BE/IMKNX HapoaoB. Tenepb OHWU 3anu3biBatoT
CBOM paHbl.

KoHeuHOo, OHM nonpaBATCsi, O4EeHb CKOPO
nonpasaTcs!

M BceM, y KOro, HakoHel, NPOSICHUIICS YM,
BCEM, KTO HE BEPUT XaNKoMy bpeay, 4To
Hawa 3n10cTHasa 60ne3Hb NepeknHeTCs Ha
3anaj v nopasuT ero, cCTaHeT sCeH TOT
MOLLHbI/ NOABEM TUTAHMYECKON paboTbl
MUpa, KOTOPbIi BO3HECET 3anagHble CTpaHbl
Ha HEBUAAHHYIO eLle BbICOTY MUPHOIro
MOoryuwecTsa.

A MbI?

Mbl ono3gaeM...

Mbl Tak CUSIbHO OMO34AEM, YTO HUKTO U3
COBpPEMEHHbIX MPOPOKOB, MOXanymn, He
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Now, when our unfortunate motherland lies at
the very bottom of its pit of shame and
affliction, driven there by the “Great Socialist
Revolution,” more and more frequently many
of us are beginning to have one and the same
thought.

This thought is persistent.

It is a dark, gloomy thought that rises in
one’s consciousness and powerfully demands
an answer.

It is simple: so what will become of us?

Its appearance is natural.

We have analyzed our recent past. O, we
have nearly memorized every moment of the
last two years. Many of us have not only
learnt them by heart, but have also cursed
them.

The present is before our eyes. Its

prospects are such that one would like to
close those eyes.

Not to see!

The future remains. An enigmatic,

unknown future.

But really, what will become of us?

Recently I had to look through several

copies of an English illustrated magazine.

For a long time, as if spellbound, I looked

at photos of amazingly high quality.

And then I thought for a long, long time...
Yes, the picture is clear!

Colossal machines in colossal factories
feverishly, day after day, gobbling up black
coal, thunder, bang, pour fourth streams of
molten metal, forge, repair, build...

They forge the might of the world, having
replaced those machines that until recently,
sowing death and destruction, forged the
might of victory.

In the West the great war of the great
peoples has ended. Now they are licking their
wounds.

Of course their wounds will mend, and

very soon!

And to everyone whose mind has finally
cleared, to everyone who doesn’t believe the
piteous drivel that our malignant sickness will
spread to the West and infect it, it has become
obvious that this powerful surge of titanic
work in the world will raise the western
nations to an as of yet unseen height of world
power.

But what about us?

We’'re running behind...

We are running so far behind that most

likely not a single contemporary prophet will
be able to say when, at last, we will catch



CKaXeT, Koraa xe, HakoHel, Mbl JOTOHUM UX
M OOrOHUM Nn Boobue?

N60 Mbl HakasaHbl.

HaMm HeMbicninMo ceivac co3unpatb. Mepeq
HaMu TAXKasa 3agada - 3aBoeBaTb, OTHATb
CBOO COBCTBEHHYIO 3eMJII0.

Pacnnata Hayanace.

Fepon-g06poBObLbI PBYT U3 PYyK

Tpoukoro naab 3a NAAb0 PYCCKYHO 3eMII0.
W Bce, Bce - U OHKM, BecTpeneTHO
coBepLiatoLme CBOM A0NT, N Te, KTO XMeTCSH
ceMyac no TbIJIOBbIM rOpoAaM tora, B rOpbKOM
3abnyxaeHnn nonararowmne, 4YTo 4eno
cnaceHus cTpaHbl obongeTca 6e3 Hux, Bce
XAYT CTPacTHO 0CBOB6OXAEHMS CTpaHbl.

N ee ocBoboaAT.

N60 HeT cTpaHbl, KoTopasa He nMmena 6bl
repoes, U NpecTynHo AyMaTb, YTO poAMHa
yMmepna.

Ho npuaeTcst MHOro ApaTbCsi, MHOIO
MpoOAnTb KPOBKU, MOTOMY YTO NOKa 3a
3noBeLlen gurypon Tpoukoro ewe TonyyTcs
C OpYXXMeM B pyKax ogypayvyeHHble UM
6e3yMubl, XM3HU He byaeT, a byaeT cMepTHas
6opbba.

Hy>XXHO gpaTbcs.

M BOT noka TaM, Ha 3anaae, 6yayT cTyyaTtb
MalWHbl CO3NAAHUNSA, Y HAC OT Kpas u A0 Kpas
CTpaHbl 6yayT CTy4yaTb NyneMeThbl.
Be3yMcTBO ABYX nocieaHUX NeT TONKHY0
Hac Ha CTpalHbIA NyTb, N HAM HeT
OCTaHOBKM, HET nepeabilKn. Mbl Hayanm
MUTb Yally HakKa3aHus U BbiNbeM ee A0
KOHLa.

Tam, Ha 3anage, 6yayT cBepkaTtb
6ecuncneHHble 3/1eKTPUYECKME OrHMU,
netunkun 6yayT CBEPAUTb NOKOPEHHbIM
BO34yX, TaM 6yayT CTPOUTb, UCcnenoBaTb,
rneyaTtaTtb, YUYMTbCS...

A Mbl... Mbl 6yaem gpatbcs.

MN60 HeT HMKaKOM Cunbl, KOTOpas Morna

6bl NI3MEHUTBL 3TO.

Mbl 6ypem 3aBoeBbIBaTb COBCTBEHHbIE
CTO/INUbI.

M Mbl 3aBOlOEM UX.

AHIMYaHe, NOMHS, KakK Mbl MOKpPbIBanu
nons KpoBaBoW pocoin, 6unu Mepmanuio,
oTTackmeas ee oT Mapuxa, AaayT HaM B AONT
eule wuHenen u 60TUHOK, YTO6bI Mbl MOI/IU
ckopee fobpaTbcs 40 MOCKBbI.

N mbl pobepemcs.

Herogau n 6e3ymubl 6yayT usrHaHsbl,
paccesiHbl, YHUUYTOXEHbI.

M BoHa KoH4MTCA.

Torpa cTpaHa oKpoBaBJieHHas,
pa3pyLlleHHas Ha4YHeT BCTaBaTb... MeaneHHo,
TSXXeNo BCTaBaTh.

Te, KTO Xanyetcs Ha "ycTtanocTtb", yBbl,
pasouapytotcs. 6o nm npuaetcs "ycratp"
euwe 6onbue...

Hy>Ho 6yaeT nnatuTb 3a npowsioe
HEVMOBEPHbIM TPYAOM, CYpoBOI 6€AHOCTbIO
XU3HU. MNNatnTe 1 B NEPEHOCHOM, 1 B
6ykBanbHOM CMbiC/e C/0Ba.

them and whether or not we will ever catch
them.

For we have been punished.

It is unthinkable for us to build anything
now. We have a difficult task ahead of us - to
conquer, to take back our own land.
Payment has begun.

Inch by inch, heroic volunteers tear

Russian soil from the hands of Trotsky.

And everyone, everyone - those who
intrepidly carry out their duty as well as those
who scurry along behind the front lines in our
southern towns in the bitter delusion that the
business of saving our country will be
successful without them - everyone is
passionately awaiting the liberation of our
country.

And it will be liberated.

For there is no country that will not

produce heros, and it is criminal to think that
one’s motherland has died.

But we will have to fight a lot, spill a lot

of blood, because as long as the sinister figure
of Trotsky is able to fool madmen into
hovering along behind him with weapons in
tow there will be no life, only deadly battle.
We need to fight.

And while in the West the machinery of
creation chatters, here, from one end of the
country to the other, machine guns will
chatter.

The folly of the last two years has forced

us down a terrible path; we can not stop, we
can not rest. We have begun to drink the cup
of punishment and we will drink it to the
bottom.

In the West innumerable electric lamps

will sparkle, pilots will pierce the conquered
air, they will build, research, print, study...
But what about us?... We will fight.

For no force can change that.

We will be conquering our own capitals.

And we will conquer them.

As they remember how we covered fields
with bloody dew, how we fought Germany,
how we pulled Germany away from Paris,
Englishmen will loan us more overcoats and
boots, so that we might make it to Moscow all
the sooner.

And we will make it.

The scoundrels and fools will be exiled,
dispersed, annihilated.

And the war will end.

Then our bloodied, destroyed country will
begin to arise... Slowly, with difficulty.

Those who complain of “fatigue,” alas,

will be disappointed. For they will have to
become even more fatigued...

We will need to pay for our past with
incredible labor, with bleak poverty of life.
We will have to pay in the figurative as well
as the literal meaning of the word.

We will have to pay for the folly of March,

for the folly of October, for the independent



Mnatntb 3a 6€3yMCTBO MapTOBCKMX AHEN,

3a 6e3yMCTBO AHeNM oKTA6pbCKMX, 3a
CaMOCTUMHbIX U3MEHHMKOB, 3a pa3BpalleHune
pabounx, 3a bpecTt, 3a 6e3yMHOe nonb3oBaHue
CTaHKOM ANs nevaTtaHus AeHer... 3a Bce!

M Mbl BbINATUM.

W Tonbko TOraa, korga 6yaer yxe oyeHb
Mno3A4HO, Mbl BHOBb HAa4YHEM KOW-4TO
co3uaaTtb, 4Tobbl CTaTb NOSIHOMPABHbLIMYU,
yTo6bl HAC BNYCTUIM ONATb B BEpCasibCKMe
3anbl.

KTO yBUAUT 3TW CBETAblEe AHWN?

MbI?

O Het! Hawn getu, 6bITb MOXET, a 6bITb
MOXET, U BHYKKN, N60 paaMmax UCTOPUM LLUMPOK
M AecsaTUNeTusa oHa Tak Xe nerko "dyurtaet”,
KaK 1 oTAeNbHbIe rob.

M Mbl, NnpeacTaBUTENN HeyAauIMBOro
MOKOJIEHUS, YMMpPas ELLE B YNHE XKaTKUX
6aHKpPOTOB, BbIHYXAeHbl 6yaeM ckasaTb
HalWM OETSAM:

- MnatnTte, NnaTnuTe YECTHO M BEYHO
MOMHUTE COLMaNbHYO peBooLmIo!

lasera Mpo3Hbiti, 13/26 HosA6ps 1919 r.

traitors, [1] for the depravity of the workers,
for Brest, for the the mindless use of the
factory machine to mint money... for
everything!

And we will pay it off.

And only then, when it is very late, will we
once again begin to create something, in order
to become fully legitimate, in order to be
allowed again into the halls of Versailles.
Who will see these bright days?

Will we?

O no! Our children, maybe, or perhaps our
grandchildren, for the scope of history is
wide; history “reads” decades just as easy as
it reads individual years.

And we, the representatives of an
unfortunate generation, dying still in the rank
of piteous, bankrupted men, will be forced to
say to our children:

“Pay, pay honestly, and eternally

remember the Socialist Revolution!”

Gazeta Grozny, November 13/26, 1919.



