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Holocaust Music
Symphony No. 13 in B flat minor, Op. 113 “Babi Yar” by Dmitri Shastakovich

Movement 1: Adagio

Text by Yevgeny Yevtushenko
Transliteration and translation adopted from Valeria Vlazinskaya
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	Babi Yar

Nad Babim Yarom pamyatnikov nyet.
Krutoi obryv, kak gruboye nadgrobye.
Mne strashno.
Mne sevodnya stolko let,
Kak samomu yevreiskomu narodu.

Mne kazhetsya seichas - ya iudei.
vot ya bredu po drevnemu Egiptu.
A vot ya, na kreste raspyati, gibnu.
I do sikh por na mne - sledy gvozdei.
Mne kazhestya, shot Dreifus - eto ya.
Meshchanstvo - moi donoschik i sudya.
Ya za reshotkoi. Ya popal v koltso,
Zatravlennyi, oplyovannyi, obolgannyi,
I admochki s bryusselskimi oborkami,
Vizzha, zontami tychut mne v litso.
Mne kahzetsya, ya - malchik v Belostoke.

Krov lyotsya, rastekayas po polam,
Beschinstvuyut vozhdi traktimoi stoiki
I pakhnut vodkoi s lukom popolam.

Ya sapogom otbroshennyi, bessilnyi.
Naprasno ya pogromshchikov moyu.

Pod gogot: "Bei zhidov, spasai Rossiyu!"
Labaznik izbiyavet mat moyu.

O russki moi narod, ya znayu ty
Po sushchnosti internazionalen.
No chasto te, chi ruki nechisty
Tvoim chiteishim imenem bryatsali.
Ya znayu dobrotu moyei zemli.
Kak podlo, shto i zhilochkoi ne drognuv.
Antisemity narekli sebya

"Soyuzom Russkovo Naroda!"

Mne kazhetsya ya - eto Anna Frank,
Prozrachnaya, kak vetochka v aprele,
I ya lyublyu, i mne ne nado fraz,
No nado, shtob drug v druga my smotreli.
Kak malo mozhno videt, obonyat!
Nelzya nam listyev
I nelzya nam neba,
No mozhno ochen mnogo - eto nezhno
Drug druga v tyomnoi komnate obnyat.

"Syuda idut!"

"Ne bosa, eto guly
Samoy vesny. Ona syuda idyot.
Idi ko mne,
Dai mne skoreye guby!"

"Lomayut dver!"

"Nyet, eto ledokhod..."

Nad Babim Yarom shelest dikikh trav,
Derevya smotryat grozno, po-sudeiski.
Zdes molcha vsyo krichit, i, shapku snyav,
Ya chuvstvuyu, kak medlenno sedeyu.

I sam ya, kak sploshnoi bezzvuchnyi krik,
Nad tysyachami tysyach pogrebyonnykh.
Ya - kazhdyi zdes rasstrelyanni starik.
Ya - kazhdyi zdes rasstrelyanni rebyonok.
Nichto vo mne pro eto ne zabudet.

"Internatsional" pust progremit.
Kogda naveki pokhoronen budet
Posledni na zemle antisemit.

Yevreiskoi krovi nyet v krovi moyei,
No nenavisten zloboi zaskoruzloi
Ya vsem antisemitam, kak yevrei.

I potomu ya - nastoyashchi russki! 
	Babi Yar

Over Babi Yar there are no monuments.
The steep precipice is like a crude gravestone.
I am terrified.
I am as old today
As all Jewish people.

Now I imagine that I'm a Jew.
Here I wander through ancient Egypt.
And here, on the cross, crucified, I perish.
And still I have on me the marks of the nails.
I imagine myself to be Dreyfus.
The Philistine - my informer and judge.
I am behind bars. I am surrounded.
Persecuted, spat on, slandered.
And dainty ladies in Brussels frills,
Squealing, poke their parasols into my face.
I imagine myself the boy from Belostok.

Blood flows, running over the floors.
The rabble-rousers in the tavern commit their outrages
Reeking of vodka and onions, half and half.

Kicked by a boot, I lie helpless.
In vain I plead with the pogrom-makers.

Accompanied by jeers: "Beat the Yids, save Russia!"
A grain merchant batters my mother.

O my Russian people, I know you
Are innately international
But often those whose hands were vile
In vain used your purest name.
I know the goodness of my land.
What base lowness - without a quiver of a vein
The anti-Semites proclaimed themselves

"The Union of the Russian People!"

I imagine myself as Anne Frank,
Transparent as a sprig in April,
And I love, and have no need for phrases,
But I do need for us to gaze into each other.
How little one can see, or smell!
Leaves - we cannot have,
Sky - we cannot have,
But there is so much we can have -
To embrace tenderly in a darkened room.

"They're coming!"

"Don't be afraid, those are the booming sounds
Of Spring itself. It's coming here.
Come to me,
Quickly, give me your lips!"

"They're breaking the door!"

"No, it's the ice breaking..."

Over Babi Yar the wild grasses rustle.
The trees look sternly as if in judgement.
Here everything screams silently and, taking off my hat
I feel I am slowly turning grey.

And I myself am one long soundless cry.
Above the thousand thousands buried here.
I am every old man here shot dead.
I am every child here shot dead.
Nothing in me will ever forget this.

The "Internationale" - let it thunder
When forever will be buried
The last of the anti-Semites on earth.

There is no Jewish blood in mine,
But I am adamantly hated
By all anti-Semites as if I were a Jew.

That is why I am a true Russian! 


Die Krupps: “5 Millionen”
Du formst den 
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Stahl seit vielen Jahren. 
Hast Schmerz und Tadel lang ertragen 
Gekruemmter Ruecken ohne Klagen 
bist du of deine Schicht gefahren. 

Schmutz und Dreck hat 
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Tradizion. 
Wie der Vater, so der Sohn. 
Schmutz und Dreck hat seine Tradizion. 
Wahre Arbeit, wahrer Lohn. 

Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 

Eine letztes Mal spuerst du die Glut. 
Das erste Mal fuehlst du die Wut. 

Chorus: 
5 Millionen vor den Toren. 
Auf den Banner Zukunftsvisionen. 
Du bist einer von Millionen. 
Die Zukunft muss sich lohnen. 

Du warst der Held im Funkenregen. 
Dem Werk gabst du dein ganzes Leben. 
Du bist mehr als eine Nummer. 
Die Lage fuellt dein Herz mit Kummer. 

Du fuehlst dich dreist belogen. 
Auf deiner Fahne stehen Parolen. 
Im Gesicht da steht die Warheit. 
Du wirst kaempfen fuer die Arbeit. 

Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 

Eine letztes Mal spuerst du die Glut. 
Das erst Mal fuehlst du die Wut. 

Chorus

Chorus

Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. 

Eine letztes Mal spuerst du die Glut. 
Das erst Mal fuehlst du die Wut. 

Chorus

ChorusDu formst den Stahl seit vielen Jahren. 

 Translation:
 You form steel for many years. 
Hast Schmerz und Tadel lang ertragen You have long endured pain and blame 
Gekruemmter Ruecken ohne Klagen Curved back without complaint 
bist du of deine Schicht gefahren. You have gone off your shift. 

Schmutz und Dreck hat Tradizion. Dirt and grime has a tradition. 
Wie der Vater, so der Sohn. Like father, like son. 
Schmutz und Dreck hat seine Tradizion. Dirt and grime has its traditions. 
Wahre Arbeit, wahrer Lohn. Real work, real wages. 

Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, sweat must run.

 From the hot forehead, sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss.
Eine letztes Mal spuerst du die Glut. You will feel the heat one last time. 
Das erste Mal fuehlst du die Wut. The first time you feel anger. 

[Chorus:] Chorus:
5 Millionen vor den Toren. 5 million at the gates. 
Auf den Banner Zukunftsvisionen. Visions of the future on the banner. 
Du bist einer von Millionen. You're one of millions. 
Die Zukunft muss sich lohnen. The future must be worthwhile. 

Du warst der Held im Funkenregen. You were the hero in a shower of sparks. 
Dem Werk gabst du dein ganzes Leben. The work you gave your whole life. 
Du bist mehr als eine Nummer. You are more than a number. 
Die Lage fuellt dein Herz mit Kummer. The position should finish your heart with sorrow. 

Du fuehlst dich dreist belogen. You feel lied to, brazenly. 
Auf deiner Fahne stehen Parolen. On your banner are slogans 
Im Gesicht da steht die Warheit. That stand in the face of truth. 
Du wirst kaempfen fuer die Arbeit. You will fight for the job. 

[ Find more Lyrics on http://mp3lyrics.org/PGif ]Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 

Eine letztes Mal spuerst du die Glut. One last time, you will feel heat. 
Das erst Mal fuehlst du die Wut. The only time you feel anger. 

Chorus

Chorus[Chorus:]5 Millionen vor den Toren.
5 Millionen vor den Toren. Die Zukunft muss sich lohnen.
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 
Von der Stirne heiss, rennen muss der Schweiss. From the hot forehead, the sweat must run. 

Eine letztes Mal spuerst du die Glut. One last time, you will feel the heat. 
Das erst Mal fuehlst du die Wut. The only time you feel the anger. 

[Chorus:] Chorus

 Chorus

“Germaniac”

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans who by the war crimes
they have committed place themselves outside of the society of civilized
nations"

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"

Micro-precision and heart full of steel
Strategic kindness, mechanic feel
Logical passion, pre-planned joy
Controlled madness, the world is just a toy

Concrete emotions, artificial tears
Dog-faced devotion, one thousand years

Perfuse perfection, dishonest smile
Malicious action, vicious and vile

Germaniac!
Mad in Germany
Germaniac!
To rule the world
Ha!

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans who by the war crimes
they have committed place themselves outside of the society of civilized
nations"

Micro-precision and heart made of steel
Strategic kindness, mechanic feel
Logical passion, pre-planned joy
Controlled madness, the world is just a toy

Compute emotions, artificial tears
Dog-faced devotion, one thousand years
Perfuse perfection, dishonest smile
Malicious action, vicious and vile

Germaniac!

"We are Lutheran, from Essen Germany, the Ruhr valley, my father was long
time a Krupp steelworker"

Invasions, visions for an insane mind
Carry power to threaten mankind
Faultless deduction, always correct
Preparing in secret, a beastly attack

Germaniac!

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans who by the war crimes
they have committed place themselves outside of the society of civilized
nations"

Micro-precision and heart made of steel
Strategic kindness, mechanic feel
Logical passion, pre-planned joy
Controlled madness, the world's just a toy

Concrete emotions, artificial tears
Dog-faced devotion, one thousand years

Perfuse perfection, dishonest smile
Malicious action, vicious and vile

Germaniac!
Mad in Germany

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"

Germaniac!
To rule the world

Germaniac!
Mad in Germany

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"

Germaniac!
To rule the world

Germaniac!
Mad in Germany

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"

Germaniac!
To rule the world

Germaniac!
Made in Germany

"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"

Germaniac!
To rule the world


"No making friends, no human contact with the Germans"5 Millionen vor den Toren. 
“Fatherland”

This song contains samples from Joseph Goebbels's speech at the Berlin Sports Palace on Feb. 18, 1943
I see houses burning: I'm ashamed
before you close your eyes denyingly
you'd better ask yourself

did I choose something I could regret?
did I do something I should regret?

Is this the place I used to call – Fatherland?
Is this the place I used to know - as Fatherland?

the silence was illusion: stay awake
I hear children crying in fear and pain
do cowards ask themselves?
did I choose something I could regret?
did I do something I should regret?

Is this the place I used to call – Fatherland?
Is this the place I used to know - as Fatherland?

did I choose something I could regret?
did I do something I should regret?

Is this the place I used to call – Fatherland?
Is this the place I used to know - as Fatherland?
Fear Factory: “Archetype”

You must never forget
The essence of your spark
All of that which defines you
Is the essence of your blood

The infection has been removed
The soul of this machine has improved
The infection has been removed
The soul of this machine has improved

Look into my eyes
And tell me what you see
Someone real
This is real
What you wish to be

You must never forget
To modernize performance
Malignancies on the system
Will handicap slow up and rust

The infection has been removed
The soul of this machine has improved
The infection has been removed
The soul of this machine has improved

Look into my eyes
And tell me what you see
Someone real
This is real
What you wish to be

Fuck!

Can you see?
Can you see?

Look into my eyes
And tell me what you see
Someone real
This is real
What you wish to be

Open your eyes! (Open your eyes, open your eyes)
Open your eyes! (Open your eyes, open your eyes!)
Open your eyes! (Open your eyes, open your eyes)
Open your eyes! (Open your eyes, open your eyes!)
Open your eyes! (Open your eyes, open your eyes)
Open your eyes! (Open your eyes, open your eyes.)
Angel Dust: “Let Me Live”

Separate me from the dead all around
Smashed into the ground
Ecstasy of killing blinded my eyes
I cannot remember the day it has begun,
Nor do I know why
Once I learned to kill and fight
For a battle that was in sight
When I'm dreaming,
I still hear them marching on
In the darkness,
Innocence got ripped
Out of my heart
I washed my hands in the blood of
The man that just have been killed
The beast in me had risen again,
Gave death into my hands
Oh, ripping, shooting, burning
That's the way, that I got drilled
Men/machine of no remorse.
The killer is deep in me
When I'm dreaming
I still hear them marching on
In the darkness. I start to pray:
Let me live, let me love again
Let me drop my head - into your lap
Let me live - let me love again
Ease my pain - when I'm home again
Wondering 'bout what a man is able to take
Wondering why I'm still alive
Exodus of humanity, already, it hast begun
Skulls and bones around me
A bloodbath full of lies
Insignia of imperfection branded in every face
