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BIAAUMUP ®PYMKHUH: IPEAUCJIOBUE

«..5] JONro He NUca CTHXOB, KAK-TO HE MOT', HUYEr0 y MeHsl He BhIX0oaus0... Hakouen,
B NPOLWIOM rojly 4TO-TO BO MHe Kak Obl NPOCHYJIOCh, H CTUXH CHOBa HayaJlu NoABAAThes. U
3TO MeHs O4YeHb 06panoBasio, MOTOMY YTO, KOI/IA Y MEHA €CTh FOTOBOE CTHXOTBOPEHHE, 5
6epy rurapy ... noabupalo Kakyro-HHOyab Mesoauio. Tak Bo3HuKaeT necHs. B atu
nocjieAHKE roAbl § MHOFO pa3 GpaJl B pyKu FMTapy, HO HHKaKOi MeJIOIMH He NOABIAIOCH —
HHMYero, Hy npocrto Huuero... Hy, MoxeT, Tenepb yx noitaeT nerue».*

B 3TOM npH3HaHUM N03TA ECTh AEMEHT XYI0XKECTBEHHOr O NpEyBEIHUEHHS: ETO
MOJIYAHHE UIMJIOCh HE «JIOJITO», HE «roAbl», a BCEro JNuulb rog — 1978-ii. Ve B
Hayane 1979-ro, B AMepuke, Bynat OkyIxkaBa crnej TOJIBKO YTO 3aKOHYeHHbIH « Eme
OJIMH POMAHC» — IPEKPACHYIO NECHIO, CBETJIO H FPYCTHO TOCKYIOLIYIO O MHpE, TAe
«cTpax He BnacTeH Hag rogamu». 1980-ii u 1981-ii npunecnu aBa neceHHBIX OTKJIMKA
Ha Tparudeckyro cmepTb Bnagumupa Beicolkoro (25 urons 1980 r).

A B Havasie 1982 ronga My3a OkoH4aTeJIbHO BO3BpallaeTcs K No3Ty. He nokumaer
OHa ero H no ceit AeHb. COUNHAIOTCSA CTUXH, POXKAAIOTCA MEJIOAMH — OJIHA 3a APYroii,
NIOYTH KaK B caMele Ooratble necHaMH 1957-1961 roasi.

3ToMy HOBOMY pacLBeTy U 005f3aHO NOSABJICHHE HACTOsALIEH KHUIM — BTOpOii
4aCcTH aMepHKaHCKOro n3ganus neced bynata Oxyaxassl. [lepBblii Boinyck (65 necen,
Apauc, JHH Apbop, 1980) oxsaTtsiBan 33 roga neceHHoit 6uorpaduu nosta (1946-
1979). Crpomsics OH XPOHOJIOTMYECKM: MECHH pacnojlarajuch NPHMEPHO B TOM
nopsiaKe, B KAKOM OHH MOSBJISAJIMChL Ha CBET.

Bo 2-it Tom Bouuu 18 npoussenenuii, co3ganubix B 80-e roapl, a Taxke 10 necen
NpPEXHHUX JIET, He BKJIIOYEHHBIX B Npeablayluuii cobopHuk. PacnonoxeHbl oHU Ha ceil
pas He 1o BpeMEHHOMY, a 10 TeMaTHYECKOMY NMpPH3HaKY.

Tembl, rnaBHbIM 0Opa3oM, 3HakoMble — ApbGaTt, n1060Bb, BoliHA, 4yao
TBOPYECTBA M KpacoTa MPHUPOJIbl; HEBECEJIbIE pa3lyMbsi O HECOBEPLUEHCTBE MUpa H
KPaTKOCTH >XKH3HH, 00 YMHBIX W Jypakax...

IMosBnAOTCA U HOBblE MOTHBBI:

...B [loporomunoBo u3 TbMmbl Kpemns,
yCbl IPOKYPEHHbIE LLEBES,
MOii COnJIEMEHHUK MpOJieTaeT MMMO.

OH — MaJieHbKHii, HeMbITbIl H pabo#i

W BbIMISOUT PACTEPAHHBIM H NbIOLUMM,

HO CYTb €r0 — MpPOCTPAaHCTBO M pa3boii

B KpOBaBOM ApaKe NPOLWIOro ¢ rpsayLUUM.
Ero xneBpeTbl TON4YyTCs B KPOBH...

5017 H
S BbiceneH ¢ ApbaTa, ap6aTCKuii SMHIpaHT.
B Be360xHOM nepeyike XHpeeT MOH TaJlaHT.
Kpyrom uysxue nuua, BpaxaebHble MecTa.
XoTb cayHa HanpoTHB, Aa ¢ayHa He Ta...
W

PuMckas umnepus BpeMeHH ynajaka
COXpaHsjia BUAHUMOCTb TBEPAOro Nops/Ka.
I'naBHblii ObU1 Ha MecTe, COPaTHHKH PAAOM.
Ku3ub Gbula npekpacHa, Cys No A0K/IaJaM...

*U3 unrtepsbio ¢ b. OkymxkaBoii, onybavkoBaHHOI'0 noa 3arojioBkoM «Kpuk» B nojibckom
exeHenenbuuke Polytika, Bapwasa, 8 okta6pa 1983 roga. Ilo-pyccku onyGIMKOBaHO B NapHKCKOM
exeHeaeIbHUKE «Pycckas Mbiciiby 24 HOSOPs TOro xe roja (Hepesedi ¢ nosibekoro Jl. laTyHos).
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Hosoe B okymxaBckoii mupuke 80-x rogos ollylaeTCs U B €€ 06111eM KOJIOpUTE
— KPacKH HECKOJIbKO CTYCTHIIHCh, B CTOJIb XapaKTEPHOM 11 N03Ta MATKO#H IpyCcTH
noy6aBuoCh CBET/IBIX OTTeHKOB. I'opilie cran roMop, upoHus — OGonee eakoi,
KOHTPacTbl — pe3ye:

PanocTHblii AeHb H 00BATHA TaM, 332 NOPOrom, —
rOpecTHbIii MpaK M YyTpaThl B nellepe Moeii.

He yauBHTeNbHO, 4TO ceroansaiiHui OKyIkaBa OLIEHHBAET CBOM PaHHME MECHU
KaK «0o4YeHb HauBHbIe». B cBoe BpeMs, B koHLe 50-x — Hauase 60-X ro/10B, 3TH NECHU
«©KapKo BOCIPMHMMAJIUCh MyOJIMKOM... coBNnaJaau ¢ o61uM HacTpoeHHeM». OqHaKo
«HOBOMY MOKOJIEHHIO OHH, HABEPHOE, HE TaK HYXHb. UTO e AymMaeT noat 96 3TOM
HOBOM TMOKOJICHHH, O TeX, IJIf KOro OoH nuueT ceroiHs? OHH, MO0 €ro MHEHHIO,
«ropa3sJo Bbillie Hac TeX. OHU pacKOBaHHeEE, OHM He TaK HAMBHbI, OHM CTAPAIOTCS CAMH
MBICJIUTb. A 3TO HOBas cpeJa GbITOBaHHS HCKYCCTBa.

CKOJIbKO HOBBIX MaJIeHbKHX T€ATPOB-CTY/AHii BOSHHKAET B HalUM [HH, KaX[blii CO CBOMMH
B3IJIAJlAMH, CO CBOHM noaxoaom. MaeT nouck, HAET IKCNEPUMEHT. A 3TO U eCTh HaaexJa.
Tak 4TO cuHTaliTe MEHA ONTHMHCTOM, XOTA CTHXH MOM M NECHU TPYCTHBIE U CaM 1 YeJIOBEK
rpyCTHblii». *

Hapexpa... 9To cjioBo ObUI0 — 10 HEAABHETO BPEMEHH — OJIHUM M3 HauboJee
3aMeTHBIX B NO3TH4YeckoM Mupe OKyaxaBbl. B co3HaHMH 4HTaTENss OHO
accouuupoBajioch ¢ 6e3ycnoBHbiIM JoO6poM, c TeM HEMHOrWM, YTO NOMOraeT
BbICTOATB, pau Yero crout xuTth. «He paccraBaiitech ¢ HaaexA0i, MascTpo», — He
TO MOJIWI, HE TO 3akjiiHaj No3T, obpamasce k Mouapty, k cebe, Kk cBOEMY
NOKOJIEHHIO. .

N3 okyaxaBckoil nupuku 80-X rofoB ClOBO «HajAexZa» MOYTH HCYE3JIO.
Bno6aBok, B OHOM H3 CTHXOTBOPEHMI OKa3bIBAa€TCS, YTO HAILM HALEXObl ObLIH
BOBCE U HE HALLIMMU: OHM, Kak U BCE B HAC H BOKPYI HAC — HalU¥ CyabObl, AyLUH,
pOOMHA — JIEMWIHCh HEAOOPbIMH PYKaMH «ycaya KpPeMJIEBCKOTO»:

OH nenuT — OOCTOATENIEH U THX —
MeHsl, HaAeXAbl, CBEPCTHHKOB MOMX,
oTeuecTBO... 1 Mbl Ha Bce rOTOBbI.

Yto MHe cka3aTb? Ha Bce rotos s 6bii.
Moii cTpauHblii BeK MEHs NOYTH AOOMI...

T'opbkue c0Ba, pOXIEHHBbIE JOJIHMH rolaMH ONbITa U pa3aymuii. Copbkue u
npasausblie. Iloxanyi, AulIp nocieAHss CTPOKa He BIOJIHE COOTBETCTBYET
PEaIbHOCTH: «MOYTH JOOHI» — K cYacTbio! — ouepeHOH 06pa3umK NOITHYECKOTO
npeyBenuyenus. Bynat OkymxkaBa, 62-JeTHHl 3a4HHATE b HENOALEH3YPHO# pyCcCKOM
«MOKOLLEHCSA NMOI3UU», YBEPEHHO NPOJOJDKAET CBOM NyTh. U 3T0 OTHIOAL HE ABHKEHHE
110 MHEPLIHH, HE YCTaJIoe BapbUPOBAaHUE NPEXKHHUX CYACTIIMBBIX HAXOOOK. Bero necHu-
CTUXM NOCJIEHUX JIET MPOHHMKACT, Hapsdy C HOBOH TeMaTHUKOH, Takke M HOBas
oOpa3HocTb, HOBhie MHTOHauuu. Cpeld HMCTHHHBIX yJa4 mo3ta — «ApbaTtckuii
ABOPAHMH» C €ro BO3BBILIEHHO-NIEYaIbHBIM JMPU3MOM, «ep3ocTb, unu Pasrosop
nepen 6oem» u «Ilecus o MosiogoM rycape» — ase 6ajulagbl, B KOTOPLIX ¢ HOBOM
CWJIOH CTajIKMBaeTCsA JKaXKJa XH3HH H JIFOOBH C XKECTOKOH W OeccMBICIIEHHOM
peasibHOCTbIO BOiiHbI;, « PUMCKas uMniepusi BpeMeHHM ynajka» U «Elue pa3 o nypakax»,
rae TOHKO NepersieTaloTca AyX O30PHOMH, JIykaBOH Mrpbl M ropedb MCTOPHYECKHX
HaGnroneHui W aHaJIOrHi; UCTIOJIHEHHBIH THXOro BOCXHUIIEHMA mepeld TalHOM

*«Ilatupecarbie. PacckasbiBaeT Bynat OkyikaBa», «M3Bectusn, 15 mapra 1986.



XyOOoXHHYeCTBa « My3bIKaHT» (MPUXOTIIMBO H HEXHO JILIOLAACHA MEJIOAMA 3TOM MECHH
— oaHa u3 nyymux y Okymkasbi); r1y00Ko JTHYHBIH, HCNOBeAaIbHBIH N0 ToHY «Moit
MOYTaJIbOH», IPUTATHBAIOLIHIA U TPeBOXAIHA CBOEH 3araloyHOCTBIO...

IT03T HCNOJIHAET CBOH HOBbIE NIECHH C NpeXHEH packOBAaHHOCTBIO, pPHTMHYECKH H
MeJioaMyYecku rubko, cBoboaHo, nMmnposu3aliHoHHO. Kak U B mepBoM ToMe, A He
CTPEMHJICA NepeHecTH Ha Gymary Bce AeTajli OKYIKaBCKO#H MeJIOAHKH, IEpeaaTh BCe
H3MEHEHHA, KOTOpble BHOCHT MO3T-NEBell B KaKblil clleAyIOLMi KymjieT Hid B
Kaxzoe HOBoe HcnoJiHeHHe necHU. HoTHas 3anmuch meceH OKyaxaBbl — 3TO BCEro
JIMLIBb HeKas cxeMa, Jonyckarllias Gojlee WM MeHee pa3Hbie TPAaKTOBKH. MOXHO — B
pasyMHbIX mpelefiax — BapbUpOBaTb TEMI, PUTM, MEJIOAHYECKYIO JIHHHIO,
rapMoHHio, GakTypy THTapHOro CONpoBOXIcHHA.* Xopollee 3HaAHHE MOIIUH
OkymxaBbl, OLIYLICHHE €€ CTHJIA, YYTKOE OTHOILLEHHE K aBTOPCKOH HWHTOHALMH,
HaKoHell, COOCTBEHHbIH BKYC H YYBCTBO MEDbl MOMOTYT YHTATEJIIO-HCIIOJHHTEIO
Ha#iTH 3TH pa3yMHble Mpenesibl.

IToMuMO neceH M CTHXOTBOPEHHIl B KHHI'Y BKJIIOYEHBI YCTHbIE H MHCbMEHHbIE
BbICKa3bIBaHHUS M03Ta, OTHOCALLHeCH K 1979-1986 rogam.

A ray6oko npusHaTenen rasete «Hoio-Aopk Talimo» 3a mobesHoe paspemenne
NpOLMTHPOBATH ee HHTEPBbIO ¢ BynaTtom OkymkaBoii, omy6aukoBanHoe 16 nexabps
1979 rona.

CaMbIX TeIUIbIX CI0B GJIArONAPHOCTH 3aCiy)KHBalOT MOH IpYy3bfi, KOJUIETH,
CTYAEHTHI, OKa3aBIlIHE MHE HEOLIEHHMYIO TOMOILb B NOATOTOBKE 3TO# KHUrH. TO —
Enena Coxon, Taus Bonbdcon, Haranus JInnkonbH, Kupcren Ileitntep, Jlopa
TomncoH, Banepus Homnan, Puyapa bopaes.

ObGepnun, Oraiio, anpenb 1986

YcaoBubie 3HAKH, HCNOJIb3yéeMbl¢ B HOTHOM TeKCTe

-$ — 3TOT 3H4K HampaBJiSieT Bheped H 0003Ha¥yaeT 3aKJIIOYHTESIbHBIA pa3aen
NECHH.

;S/' — 3TOT 3HAaK YKa3blBaeT Ha HEOOGXOAHMOCTb BEPHYTbCA K OOHOMY M3
npeAbIAYIIHX Pa3feioB NECHH.

*B noMolub YHTaTENIO, BAAACIOILEMY THTapoii, HOTHBIH TEKCT — NOMHMO GYKBEHHBIX CHMBOJIOB,
0603HavalOIWKUX FapMOHHIO, — CHabxaeTrcs 06pa3uoM (CBOEro poja 3CKH30M) FHTapHOro
conpoBoxaeHus. TaM, rie npUBOAATCA He OAHA, a ABE-TPH (PUrypbl aKKOMNaHEMEHTa, pa3fieIeHHbIC
ABOiHOMH uyepToii (kak B necHe «PUMckasi HMnepHsa BPeMEHH ynajaka»), KaxIaylo H3 HHX peKOMeHIAyeTcs
HCNONb30BaTh B pa3HbIX KymjeTax.
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VLADIMIR FRUMKIN: INTRODUCTION

“...1 didn’t write poetry for a long time because somehow 1 couldn’t. I couldn’t produce
anything... Finally, last year something inside of me awoke and poems began to materialize
again. This made me very happy because when 1 complete a poem 1 take my guitar and...1
make up a melody. That'’s how a song appears. These past few years | have often picked up the
guitar but have had nothing come to me—nothing, just nothing. Well, maybe now it will be
easier.™

In these words, which Bulat Okudzhava spoke to the Polish journalist Anna
Zebrowska in 1983, there is an element of artistic exaggeration: his silence did not last
“long,” it did not last for “years,” but for only one year—1978. Already in the
beginning of 1979, while Okudzhava was in America, he sang a piece he had just
completed, “Song of Lady Fair.” It was a beautiful song which lightly and sadly longed
for the world in which “fear does not have power over the years.” From the years 1980
and 1981 emerged two musical reactions to the tragic death of Vladimir Vysotsky (July
25, 1980).

Finally, in the beginning of 1982 his muse fully returned to the poet, and to this
day she has notabandoned him. Verses are composed and melodies are born, one after
another, almost as they were during the especially fruitful years 1957-1961.

This book (the second volume of an American edition of Okudzhava’s
songs) owes its appearance to the new flourishing of Okudzhava’s poetry.
The first volume (65 Songs, Ann Arbor: Ardis, 1980) embraced thirty-three years of
the song biography of the poet, from 1946-1979. The songs were arranged
chronologically, that is, in approximately the order in which they were composed.

The second volume consists of eighteen pieces written in the 1980s, and also ten
songs composed earlier which were not included in the first collection. This time,
however, they are not arranged chronologically, but are organized thematically.

The themes are basically familiar: Arbat, love, war, the miracle of art, the beauty
of nature, as well as sad thoughts of the imperfection of the world, of the shortness of
life, of the wise and of the fools...

However, new motifs appear:

...Meanwhile, leaving his cozy Kremlin desk
my tribesman flies about some urgent task,
the famous moustache black, ready to smolder.

He is quite short, unwashed, his face pockmarked,
and he looks lost and slightly drunk to boot.

But his true essence is the deadly dark

of past and future, locked in a bloody feud.

In bloody mud his flunkeys squirm and shove...

Evicted from Arbat, I'm an emigrant today.

In Bezbozhny Alley my talent went astray.

The strangers hurry by me in hundreds all day long.
Though a sauna is right here, the fauna is all wrong.

*From an interview entitled “Cry” for the weekly Polish magazine Poliryka, Oct. 8, 1983, Warsaw.
Published in Russian in the weekly newspaper Russkaya mysl, Nov. 24, 1983. Translated from Polish to
Russian by L. Shatunov.
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The Great Roman Empire in her declining years

maintained the most perfect, most orderly appearance.

The leader looked impressive with his comrades and abetters,
official news declared life couldn’t have been better.

The new quality in Okudzhava’s poetry of the 80s can also be sensed in its overall
tone—the colors became darker, and in the poet’s typical soft sadness the light hues
became fewer. His humor became more bitter, his irony more caustic, his emotional
contrasts more sharp:

Smiles and embraces are flourishing there outside—
nothing but sadness and loss can be found in my cave.

It is not surprising that today’s Okudzhava evaluates his earlier songs as “very
naive.” In their time, the late 50s to the early 60s, these songs were “enthusiastically
received by the public...they coincided with the general mood.” However “the new
generation probably doesn't need them as much.” What does the poet think of this new
generation, about those for whom he writes today? They, in his opinion, “are of a
higher quality than we were. They are more relaxed, not as naive, they try to think for
themselves. And this is a new environment for the existence of art.”

So many new little theaters and studios are appearing in our days, each with its own point of
view, with its own approach. An artistic search is going on, an experiment. And this gives
hope. So, consider me an optimist, although my verses and songs are sad and 1 am a sad
person.*

Hope. Until recently this word used to be one of the most important wordsin the
poetic world of Bulat Okudzhava. In the reader’s consciousness it was associated with
the indisputable good and the few things that help one to endure and go on living.
“Don’t abandon hope, maestro,” the poet either implored or evoked, addressing
Mozart, himself, and his generation.

The word “hope” almost disappeared from Okudzhava’s poetry of the 1980s. In
addition, in one of the poems it turned out that our hopes were not, in fact, our own.
They, as well as everything in us and around us—our fates, souls, and motherland—
were formed by the unkind hands of the omnipresent “Kremlin mustached one™:

For many days he works without end
creating me, my hopes and my friends,
our motherland...and we stand ready.

What can | say? Thus 1 stood ready too.
... My evil age has almost burned me through...

These are bitter words, born of long years of experience and contemplation. Bitter
and truthful. Perhaps, only the last line does not entirely correspond to reality:
“almost burned through,” fortunately, is one more example of poetic exaggeration.
Bulat Okudzhava, the sixty-two-year-old founder of uncensored Russian “sung
poetry,” confidently follows his path. And this is by no means a movement of inertia,
nor a tired variation of the poet’s former, happier achievements. Into his poem-songs of

*“The 1950s. Bulat Okudzhava Speaks,” Izvestiya, March 15, 1986.



the last few years penetrate (along with the new themes) new imagery and new
intonations. Among his genuine accomplishments are “The Noblemen of Arbat” with
its elevated, wistful lyricism; “Impudence, or Conversation before the Battle” and
“Song of a Young Hussar,” two ballads in which the thirst for life and love clashes
more vigorously than ever before with the brutal and senseless reality of war; “The
Roman Empire in Decline” and “Once More about Fools,” where the spirit of a
mischievous, cunning game and the bitterness of historical observations and analogies
are subtlely intertwined; “The Musician,” which is full of a quiet admiration before the
mystery of artistry (the intricately and tenderly flowing melody of this song is one of
Okudzhava’s best); and “My Mailman,” which is deeply personal, with a confessional
tone, and attracts and troubles one by its mysteriousness.

The poet sings his new songs with his former informal quality: rhythmically and
melodically flexible, in an improvisational manner. As in the first volume, I did not
attempt to put down on paper all the details of Okudzhava’s melodics. Nor did I try to
convey all the musical changes that he makes from verse to verse or from performance
to performance. The written notation of Okudzhava’s songs is only a general scheme
which permits more or less different interpretations. It is possible, within reasonable
boundaries, to vary the tempo, the rhythm, the melodic line, the harmony or the
pattern of the guitar accompaniment.* A good knowledge of Okudzhava’s poetry, a
sense of its style, an acute attention to the author’s intonation, and, finally, personal
taste and a sense of moderation will help the performer find these reasonable
boundaries.

In addition to these songs and poems, the book includes oral and written
statements made by the poet between 1979 and 1986.

Iam very grateful to The New York Times for allowing me to quote its interview
with Bulat Okudzhava which was published on December 16, 1979. My friends,
students, and colleagues deserve my warmest words of thanks for their invaluable help
in preparing this book. These are Elena Sokol, Tanya Wolfson, Natalia Lincoln, Kirsten
Painter, Laura Thompson, Valerie Nollan, Richard Borden.

Signs in the Music
-Q‘ This sign directs forward and indicates the ending of the piece.

6" This sign indicates a repetition of one of the preceding sections.

*In order to help the reader who plays guitar, each song—in addition to letter symbols designating
harmony—is provided with a pattern for the guitar accompaniment, used in the given song by its author. In
the places where more than one pattern is given, each divided by a double bar (as in the song “The Roman
Empire in Decline™), each of the patterns can be used in different stanzas.
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Mon poauTtenu 6b11 npodeccHoHaibHBIMU peBotolnoHepamu. o 1917 ropa
OHM paboTaju B IPY3HMHCKOM MOJIMNOJIbE, a MOCJE PEBOJIIOLHMH YYacTBOBAJIM B
rpaxaaHckoii BoiiHe. B 1923 rony moii oten ctan ctygeHTom KoMMyHHCTHYECK O
Axanemun B MockBe. Mbl nocenunuck Ha Apbate, B crapefiiieM paiioHe ropona.
ITo3xe XpylleB HanoJOBUHY CHEC €ro, YTOObl PaCYHCTHTL MECTO IS YPOITUBBIX
Heb6ockpe6oB. K coxaneHuro.

B 1937 roay Mou poguTenu ObLIH «peENpecCHPOBaHbIY, KAk TOrAa roBOpHIIM. 3a
uto? Be3 Beskux npuyunH. Korga CtajiMH 3aXBaTHII BIaCTh, OH POCTO H36aBUJIICH OT
BCEX CBOHMX ApYy3ei, OHU ObuIH He HYXHbI eMy Gonbiue. Kak I'utnep. Kak Mao L 3e-
ayH. CtanuH ObL1 GaHOUTOM.

370 OBLI0 BpeMsl, — y)KaCHOE BpeMsi, — kora Mbl co3aaiu B CoseTckom Cotrose
HOBBIH THIN YesnoBeka. S ObL1 OAHHMM M3 HUX. 51 ObL1 BocHTaH B Ayxe mapTHHHOH
penuruu. Koraa naptus ckasasa, YTo MO oTel — HeMelKHil ¥ AMOHCKHUE LINHOH, 5
MOBEPUJI, YTO OH BUHOBEH.

Moro MaTb 3a6pasu ToXe, U 1 ¢ OpaTOM cTaJ )uTh y 6abywiku. OHa noJiyyana
neHcuro — 30 py6neit B Mecsu... EnMHCTBEHHO# Moeii oaex a0, KoTopyio s HOCHJI B
Jobble Xo0J10/1a, ObIJT TOHKHE miall,.

Korna s 3akanuuBan 9-if kjacc IIKOJbI, Hayanach BoMHa, M g mollen Jo6po-
BOJIbIIEM Ha (pOHT B Bo3pacTte 17-Tu sieT. 51 Obln paHEeH ¥ BEpHYJICS JOBOJILHO CKOPO.
A yuunca Ha ¢wionorndeckoM (pakynbteTe MOCKOBCKOro yHHBEPCHTETa,* HO Kak
CblH «Bparos Hapoaa», s He MOI NOJy4HTb paboTy B MockBe. MHe NpHILIOCH
noexaTh B MaJIeHbKYIO JepeBHI0 Herajieko ot Kanyru, roe s Hamen paboty
LIKOJIbHOT'O YYHMTEJIsl.

A 3Han, 4TO MO MaTh GblJIa B CCbUIKE, U f TBITAJICA BHISCHHTh, YTO CTAJI0 C MOHUM
oTiOM, npoboBan Haiitu ero. Hakonen, B 1946 roqy MHe npuciianu OTKpBITKY, B
KOTOpO# roBOpHUJIOCH, YTO MO# oTel| 6bUT NPUrOBOPEH K AECATH rolaM THOPbMBI «6e3
NpaBa nepenucku». 1o 66U 3BPeMHU3M, 03HaYaBLIHH, YTO YeJIOBEK ObLT pacCTPEJIAH.
Ho s Torna He 3Han 06 3ToMm.

Moii oten 6bu1 peabuwiuTHpOoBaH nocMepTHo nocyie 1953 roma. B xaGuneTte
BOCHHOI'0 NPOKYpopa B YHHE reHepalla CoCTOAIach HeGoblasi LEpEMOHUS.

I'eHepan nan MHe nucTok 6yMaru ¢ paMunueil Moero oTua u ¢ NOMETKO#H, YTO OH
6611 «pu3nyecKH JTUKBUAMPOBaH». S CIPOCHII, HET JIM B AeJie MOEro OTLA ceMeHHbIX
tdoTorpaduii, kOHOHCKOBAaHHBIX MPH apeECTE, H HE MOTY JIM A NOJIY4UTh UX. ['eHepan,
NPEUCTIOTHEHHBII COYYBCTBHS U NEYasii, cka3al MHe: «beJHbIHd M0J1010# Yes10BEK, HE
ObL710 HUKAKHX JIeJ1 — MPOCTO CNMUCKH pamMunuiiy.

MarTs BepHynack B MockBy. Eif Jann MasieHbKYI0 KBAaPTHpY B BUOE «KOMIIEH-
CallMy 3a JIMLIEHUs».

Moe nokosieHHe 6bL10 HaUBHBLIM. MBI CITHILIKOM MHOTO FOBOPHJIM M CJIMLUKOM
Majlo 3HaJ.

HoBoe nokxosienne Huuero He 3Haet o CranuHe. Bce, 4TO OHHM 3HAlOT, OHHM
yCAbIILIAJK OT pOOuTeNiel, yBUAEAH B KHMHO WJIM no TejeBuaeHuro. Ho Tosbko
NOJIOKHUTENIbHYIO CTOPOHY. OTpULaTeNIbHbIE CTOPOHBI OT HHX CKPLIBAIOT, K COXa~
nenuro. S cumtaro, 4to 310 BpeaHo. CranuH O6bU1 60sle3HbI0. UTOGHI €€ BBUICUUTD,
Hazo o Heii roBopuTh. IlofaBneHre AUCKYCCHH HapYyILAeT AyX NapTHHHBIX pereHui
— cnoBHO Obl XX cbe3na napTuu, coctossierocs B 1956 roay, Boobiie HUKOra He
6b110. HaMm Hy»HO BOCIIMTaTh HOBOE NMOKOJIEHHE JIIOJEH, KOTOpblE MBICJIAT CAMOC-
TOATEbHO, HE3aBUCUMO. DTO He NOMELLIAET HacTosALIeMy naTpuoTu3My. Hao6opor.
Moum cbiHOBbSAM ceityac 26 U 15. OHU He OYEHb-TO XOTHAT 3HATh O CTAJIHHHM3ME,
MoxxeT ObITh, OHH 3aMHTEPECYIOTCH UM Oouibllie, korga UM ctaHet 30.

51 He nymaio, uto ucTopus nosropsetca. Jlronu Poccun cerogHs 3sHauuTeIbHO
TECHEE CBA3aHbI C OCTAJIbHBIM MHPOM, 4€M B Moe BpeMs. UcTopus caMa 3ajieynBaeT
CBOM cobGcTBeHHblE paHbl. IIOBTOPHM JiH Mbl, MOBTOPHT JIH HOBOE MOKOJIEHHE
craaudckue Metoanl? Haperock, yto HeT. Hazerocs, 4To HeT.

Kpeiir P. Yuthu, «K a0 poxuenns Ctasinia. Tpu COBETCKUX NUCATESIS BCIHOMHUHAIOTY, «Hbro-Hopk
Taiimer, 16 nexabps 1979. (O6paTHbIii 11ICPEBOLL € AHITIHHCKOI'O).

*Owubxa: Oxymxasa 3akoHunn (B 1950 r.) punonornyeckuit pakynbtet TOMINCCKOro yHHBEPCHUTETA.
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My parents were professional revolutionaries. They worked in the underground
in Georgia before 1917, and they took part in the Civil War there afterward. In 1923
my father came to study at the Communist Academy in Moscow, and we lived in the
Arbat, the oldest section of the city. Khrushchev tore half of it down later to make room
for some ugly skyscrapers. Unfortunately.

In 1937 my parents were “repressed,” as the phrase went then. Why? No reason.
When Stalin took power, he just got rid of all his friends, he didn’t need them any
more. Like Hitler. Like Mao Zedong. Stalin was a bandit.

That was a time—a terrible time—when we created in the Soviet Union a new
type of human being. I was one of them. I was raised in the religion of the party. When
the party said my father was a spy for the Germans and the Japanese, I believed he
must be guilty.

They took my mother away too, so my brother and I went to live with my
grandmother. She had only 30 rubles a month pension. All I had to wear, no matter
how cold it was outside, was a thin raincoat.

As I was finishing the ninth grade, the war began, so at the age of 17, I volunteered
for the front. I was wounded, and 1 came back early. I studied philology at the
university in Moscow,* but as a son of “enemies of the people,” I couldn't get a job
here. 1 had to go to a small village near Kaluga, and I found work there teaching
Russian.

I knew my mother had been sent to exile, and after the war I kept trying to find out
what had happened to my father, trying to get in touch with him. Finally in 1946, they
sent me a card saying he had been “sentenced without the right to correspondence.”
That was the euphemism used for people who had been exeucted. But I didnt realize it
until years later.

My father was rehabilitated posthumously, after 1953. There was a little
ceremony at the military procurator-general’s office.

The general gave me a piece of paper, with my father’s name and the notation that
he had been “physically liquidated.” I asked whether in the file on my father’s case
there were some family pictures that had been seized, and whether I could have them
back. The man told me, very fully of sympathy and sadness, “my poor man, there were
no files. Just lists of names.”

My mother came back to Moscow. They gave her a small apartment, “as
compensation for suffering.”

My generation was naive. We talked too much. We knew too little.

The new generation doesn’t know about Stalin at all. What they know, they heard
from their parents, from films, from television. But only the positive side. The negative
aspects are suppressed, unfortunately. I think this is harmful. Stalin was a sickness. To
cure it we have to talk it out. Suppressing the discussion violates the spirit of earlier
party decisions. It’s as though the 20th party congress in 1956 had never taken place.
We need now to raise a new generation of people who think for themselves,
independently. This won’t hinder genuine patriotism. On the contrary. My two sons
are 26 and 15. They don’t want to know very much about Stalinism now. Maybe they’ll
get more interested when they’re 30.

I don’t think history will repeat itself. We in Russia today are very much more
closely linked with the rest of the world than we were in my time. History binds up its
own wounds. Will we, will the younger generation repeat Stalins’s methods? I hope
not. 1 hope not.

Craig R. Whitney, “On Stalin’s Birthday, Three Soviet Writers Speak Memories,” The New York Times,
Sunday, December 16, 1979.

*A mistake: Okudzhava graduated (in 1950) from the University of Tbilisi (Georgia).









. ...M3 TbMbI KPEMJIA
..MOH COIVIEMEHHHK ITPOJIETAET MUMO

...LEAVING HIS COZY KREMLIN DESK,
..MY TRIBESMAN FLIES ABOUT SOME URGENT TASK
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APBATCKOE BJOXHOBEHHE, nain BOCIIOMHMHAHHUSA O AETCTBE

ARBAT INSPIRATION,
Or Memories of Childhood

Again | stubbornly repeat these words:
my childhood teacher was my Arbat Court,
everything counted—
from gold to filth.
(And if my sentences once in a while
take on a fancy flowery style,
that comes from love.
What harm is done by this?)

Easy to see for anyone who comes:

against the background of human slums,

Alim the caretaker’s square shoulders.
...Meanwhile, leaving his cozy Kremlin desk
my tribesman flies about some urgent task,

the famous moustache black, ready to smolder.

He is quite short, unwashed, his face pockmarked,

and he looks lost and slightly drunk to boot.
But his true essence is in the deadly dark
of past and future, locked in a bloody feud.

In bloody mud his flunkeys squirm and shove...

“So where are the grounds for your love?”
you'll ask, starting a typical dispute.

What can I say?

My life had just begun.
There was still time before we heard the guns,
there was still a mystery in dark gateways.
I still lived by the rules my courtyard listed,
and 1 did not suspect that death existed
(just as 1 do not doubt it today).

What can 1 say?

I truly loved this place:
its wretchedness, the freedom of its ways,
the smells of a cheap dinner were appealing.
My love for the Kremlin was then in full force,
1 loved the moustached leader, and of course
1 loved myself for those noble feelings.

He sat, hunched over a potter’s wheel
and shaped a piece of clay with quiet skill,
then put a piece of wire in for safety.
For many days he worked without end
creating me,

my hopes and my friends,
our motherland...

and we stood ready.

APBATCKOE BJIOXHOBEHHE,
uau Bocnomumnanus o demcmee

YnpsMo s TBEpXKY ¢ JaBHUIIHUX NOP:
MeHs BOCTIMTbIBaN apbaTckuii ABOp,
BCE B HEM —

OT NOJIOro 0 30JI0TOrO.
(A ecnu MHOTa A KpYyXeBa
HaKpy4YHMBalo Ha CBOM CJIOBa,
Tak 31O OT 106BH.

Yto B TOM OypHOro?)

Ha doHe Henpocoxiero 6enba —
PYHHBI Y€JIOBEYbETO Kb,

KpyThi€ NJleYH ABOPHHKA AJHMa.

...B NoporomunoBo u3 TeMbl Kpemns,
YCbl NPOKYPEHHBIE 1LEBEIS,

Moil COnJIeMEHHHK NPOJIETaeT MHMO.

OH — MaeHbKHii, HeMbITbIH U pAGOI,
M BbIMIALHT PacTEPAHHBIM H MBIOLLMM.
Ho cytb ero —
NPOCTPAHCTBO H pa3boi

B KpOBaBO# Apake NpOLIOro ¢ rpsaaylluM.
Ero kneBpeTbl TONYyTCA B KPOBH...
«Tak rae xe nousa ans TBoei Mob6BU» —
Bbl CTIPOCHTE C COMHEHbEM,

BaM NPHCYLLHM.

Yro MHe cka3aTb?

A TosbKO NHLIL NPOpOC...
Euwe naneve 1o BoeHHBIX rpo3,
ellle 3araakoil MaHUT MOABOPOTHA,
€eLle s XKU3Hb CBEPAIO 110 JBOPY
H He NoJO03peBaky, 4TO yMpy,
KaK B TOM HE COMHEBAKCh S CETO/IHS.

YT1o MHe cka3aTb?
Ewe nobnio cBoit ABop —
ero yborocTb 4 €ro npocrop,
W apomart rpouoBoro obeja.
H nbHy nywoii k 3aBeTHomy Kpemuto,
W yca4a KpeMJIEBCKOro
nobito,

u caMoro cebs

o610 3a 3T0.

OH TaM CHAHT,
M3OTHYTBIH B Ayry,

M FIMHY pa3MHHaeT Ha Kpyry,
W NMPOBOJIOYKY THAHET 1S OCHOBBI.
OH nenut —

obcToATeNeH U THX
MEHA, HaJIeXbl, CBEPCTHHKOB MOMX,
OTEYeCTBO...

M Mbl Ha Bce roToBbl.






ITAMSTH BPATA MOET'O T'MBH

IN MEMORY OF MY BROTHER GIVI

In the turmoil of our living,
standing on a narrow rung,

you have lost your balance, Givi,
slender, gentlehearted, young.

Who pushed you down into nowhere
without even the last glance,

as though pushing a glass over—
nothing much, just sheer chance?

Our wars ended years ago,

what caused your destruction then?
Fate, or rumors hissing low,

the dead and pockmarked leading man?

How strange that even now,

buried deeper than before,

from the screens he bows his brow...
Givi, you are no more.

As though someone pushed a lever,
quiet grew the guardsmen’s cry.
But your wound, still large as ever,
does not heal as years go by.

Who will be that chosen other,
like you, off cliffside flung?
Sleep my snow-haired brother—
slender, gentlehearted, young.

ITAMATH BPATA MOEIO TMBH

Ha otkoce, Ha 0GpbiBe

Halue# XH3HH yaanoi

Tbl He yaepxaincs, ['usny,
CTpoiiHbIi, 106pPbIi, MOJIOAOH.

KTo cronkuyn Tebs ¢ oTkoca,
He cka3aB Tebe «npoluaiin,
6yaTO pIOMOYKY ¢ noAHoca,
6yaro BnpaBay HeB3Hauaii?

MbI JaBHO OTBOEBAJIH...

KTo e cnpaBuicsa ¢ To60ii?
Pok sin, BpemMs sin, MoJiBa JiH,
BOX[Ib JIM, MEPTBbIA H pA6OIi?

OH ¥ HbIHYE, KaK HU CTPaHHO,
— NOXOPOHEH H OTNET, —
yCMEXaeTcs C IKpaHa,

a TeOs B TOMMHE HET.

Crux B npearopbax Maragana
naii cTopoxeBbIx cobak,

HO TBOA Gosbllas paHa

HE 3aTAHETCA HHKaK.

U xoro Tenepb ¢ oTKoca

no paHXupy 3a To6oi?

Cnu, Mmoii 6paT GenoBosochlii,
CTpoiiHbIii, KOOPLE, MoN0AOIH!

T'usu — o06o10pooHbiti 6pam. Cmydenmom & 1938 200y nonaa ¢ aazepv Ha
Koavimy. Ombovia cpok. Kua na noceaenuu. Bepuyaca 6 1956 200y 6o0abHoli,
uspanennbitl, 2opositi. Paboman unncenepom 6 mpecme. Meoaenno ymupaa.

(U3 yacTHoOro nucsma)

Givi was my cousin. [In Russian it is possible to refer to one’s cousin as
“brother.”) In 1938, when he was a student, he was put in a labor camp in Kolyma.
After serving his term, he lived in exile. He came back in 1956 as an ill and wounded
but proud man. He worked as an engineer and was slowly dying.

(From a private letter.)
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HOBOE YTPO
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A NEW MORNING HOBOE YTPO
Do not bend so low, poor head, 1. He ky0HHCb-Ka Thl, rOJIOBYLIKA,
under hardships new and old. OT HEB3roJ H OT obua.
Mama, darling mine, look up ahead. Mama, Genas ronybyuuka, N
Watch the new dawn sparkle gold. yTPO HOBOE TOPHT. 2 pasa
The new morning works without rest, 2, Bce oHo cmbiBaeT HauucTo,
cleans the whole world anew. BCE pa3rjlaXUBaeT BHOBb...
Loneliness melts down into the past, OTcTynaeT 0AHHOYECTBO, ;
.. 2 pa3a
then true love comes shining through. BO3BpallaeTcs JHOOOBb.
And sweet, like fresh honey of the field, 3. H cnaaku, xak B noJiieHb Nnaceku,
like the childhood smiles and sighs, KaK M3 IETCTBa roJjoca,
are your songs, your hands so kind and skilled, TBOW PYKH, TBOM TECEHKH, 2 pas:
your eternal loving eyes. TBOM BEUHbIE rJla3a. paza

Mama omcymemeosana ¢ 1937 200a no 1955 (no npuuune 19372. — Hemeyko-

ANOHCKAA WNUOHKA, MPOUKUCMCKAA 08ypywHUYa u m.n.).
(M3 yacTHOro nucbma)

My mother was absent from 1937 to 1955 (as a result of 1937— German-Japanese

spy, Trotskyite double agent, and so on).
(From a private letter)
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REAL PEOPLE ARE SO VERY RARE HACTOAUMX JIIOAEH TAK HEMHOIO
Real people are so very rare. 1. Hacrosux nroaeil Tak HeMHoro,
You keep lying that their time has come. BCE Bbl BPETE, YTO BEK MX HacTaJl.
Come now, count them up everywhere, INoacuuTaiiTe M YecTHO, U CTpoOro, 2 pasa
tell us honestly, what is the sum? CKOJIbKO OyleT Ha KaxAablii KBapTa...
Real people are so few in number. 2. Hacroswux ntoaeit oyeHb Mano;
For the planet it’s too small to tell. Ha NJAHETy — COBCEM epyHJa.
For Russia there’s only my mama, Ha Poccuio — oagHa Mos MaMa, 2 pasa

but what can she do by herself?

TOJIbKO 4TO OHA MOXeET ojiHa”?

— Bbl MHO20 noeme o cospemerHoOl HcusHu. Bac 6 Heli umo-mo He ycmpaueaem.

— Hy, a pa3Be ectb Takoii yesioBek, koToporo 6bl Bce ycTpauBaio? KoHeuno, MHoroe
He ycTpauBaeT. B Halleil )H3HH OYeHb MHOTO HECOBEPILEHCTB U NeYaibHbIX CTOPOH
— pa3Be 3TO MOXET YCTpauBaTh HOpMaJsibHOro uesioBeka? Hy, s noro He Tonbko 06
3TOM H IHILLY HE TOJILKO 00 3TOM, KOHEYHO, HO 3TO KaK-TO sl BbIpaKalo B TOM, 4TO 5

Jenaro B cBoel pa60Te, 3TO €CTECTBCHHO.

(M3 oTBeTOB Ha 3anucKH U3 3ana, JlenuHrpaackuit Jlom nucateneit, 1984. Boictynnenne Oky/mkaBbl nepen
MOJI0JIeXKHO#H ayAUTOpHeii OblJI0 3aCHATO JIEHMHIPAJCKON CTyHeH TeleBUACHUA U — B COKpALUEHHH —

nepeaaHo B 3QUp B TOM Xe roay).

Q: You often sing about contemporary life. Are you dissatisfied with it in some way?

A:  Well, is there anyone who is satisfied with everything? Of course, there are many
things that dissatisfy me. Contemporary life has many imperfections and many
unhappy sides. Can this really satisfy any normal person? I don’t only write and sing
about that, of course, but on the other hand, it’s only natural that I somehow express

this in my work.

From answers to written questions, Leningrad House of Writers. (The performer usually receives questions
from the audience in written form.) This appearance of Okudzhava before a young audience was filmed by
the Leningrad television station in 1984 and an edited version was broadcast in the same year. 29






KISAHYCb, UTO 3TO JIOBOBb BbIJIA

I SWEAR TO YOU, IT WAS LOVE
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ON THE DRUMMER STREET

Drummers lived for many years on the famous Drummer street.
Every morning their drums would start a loud, merry beat.
Through the open doors and windows drumbeat greets the

sleepy world....
Drummer, drummer, listen drummer, where is your drummer girl?

B BAPABFAHHOM I1EPEYJ/IKE

1. B BapaGaHHoM nepeysike 6apabaHLLMKH KHBYT.
TMoyTpy oHM Kak BCTaHYT, GapabaHbl Kak BO3bMYT,
KaK yaapsT B 6apabaHbl, ABEpH HAcTEXb OTBOPA...
A rze xe, rie xe, 6apabaniuk, 6apabanimua TBos?

2 pa3a
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— Pacckancume, noxcaayticma, KaKk 803HUKAU 6awiu hepgble NeCHU — npu Kaxux
ob6cmosameabcmeax, 8 KAKOM HacmpoeHuu?

— Hy, B xakoM HacTpoeHHH — B XopouleM... Cuaen B kpyry 61u3kux npysei. Mol
MKIH BOJKY MJIH BHHO, He IOMHIO ceifvac. Bblio oueHb xopoiuee HacTpoeHue. Ipy3bs
6bu1H no3TH. U MHe 3aX0TeNIoCh OJHO CBOE LIYTOYHOE CTHXOTBOPEHHE CTETh MOJ
rutapy. Sl 3Han Tpu akkopia Ha rurtape. Sl B3an rutapy u cnen. UM ouens
MOHPaBWIOCh.

Bot npouno 26 sieT, Tenepb s 3HalO CEMb aKKOPIOB...

(Jlenunrpanckuii Jom nucaTteneii, 1984)

Q: Please tell us how your first songs appeared—under what circumstances, in what
mood?

A: Well, in what mood—a good one...I was sitting in a circle of close friends. We
were drinking vodka or wine, I can’t remember now. The general mood was very good.
My friends were poets. And I wanted to sing one of my humorous poems to the guitar.
I knew three chords on the guitar, so I took the guitar and sangit. And they really liked
it. Twenty-six years have gone by and I now know seven chords...

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

— Cuumaeme au 6bl, Umo 006UAUCL 8Ce20 MO20, K UeMy CMPEeMUAUCh 8 HCUIHU?

— Ja HeT, koHe4Ho. Ecnu 6bl s nobuics, To nopa 6buto 661 ymMupaTh. KoneuHo,
BCErJa CYMTaelllb, YTO IJIABHOE BNEPEOH, KOTOPOE B OOIIEM-TO U HE MPHUXOIMT.

(Jlenunrpaackuit lom nucarteneii, 1984)

Q: Have you attained everything that you have strived for in life?

A: Of course not. If I had attained everything, then it would be time to die. Of course,
we always believe that the most important things are to come, although they usually
don’t come.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

35



OH, HAKOHEILL, BEPHVYJICH B 1OM

h:h\

J rf'\__—/‘ 7
b
— -

Rubato A
m Bm A7 D
o [ : Is h
et LA | .o K J 14
1 OH, Ha- KO- Hell, Bep- Hyl- cA B IOM, T[I[e O-Ha CTO
Em t ; Fi¥
o l 7
_E— z
G - -
ner B3Opl- Xa- Ja O HeM, Ky-
AH B“,t — m
A= e b ==
| 7 14
-na OH CaM  CTO JIeT cnie- o — BeAp O- Ha TaK
Brm ik Bm
== '
Ly 7 - -
3-, J K/ iy D
-1mM- na, " OH pe- JALHIT. Kns-
Bm A% FN_ . D I F E
1Z § }
] r ' ‘ LA 7
< = —— r—o- (&L z
-HYCb, 910 > 710 mo- 6oBB Obl-  na, mo- CMo-
e
- i e s
z Z 2]
-- “’ ' Ho,
! 7
emrb, XOTb Bo- ra xce- 6e  npH-30- BH, ;,'33- Be MOX- HO IO-

36




m
¥ .,..] ) -+
4 0
N— -\.’ #i e A
-HATH yro- HM- Oym B m06- BH? 2.1 nosp- HMit

FINALLY HE RETURNED TO THE HOUSE OH, HAKOHEL, BEPHYJICA B 1IOM
Finally he returned to the house l. OH, HaKoHell, BEPHYJICA B [0M,
where she waited and sighed in silence. r/ie OHa CTO JIET B3/biXxajla O HeM,
A hundred years she waited as he searched, KyZa OH caM CTO JIeT Cnewuni —
as it had been decided between him and her. BE/lb OHa TaK peLlinia, U OH pelluu.
It must have been love, 1 swear to you! 2. Knsnycs, uto 310 M060BL HbLNA,
See—it’s the kind of thing love would do. NOCMOTPH — BeJlb 3TO €e Aena.
But, you know, even with help from above Ho, 3Haewsb, xoTs Bora k ceGe npu3osu,
how can one understand anything about love? pa3Be MOXHO MOHATb YTO-HUOY b B 11OGBH?
As the late rain soaked the trees 3. M nosnuuii noxab B OKHO cTy4an,
she stood in silence, and so did he. M OHa MoJ14ana, ¥ OH MoJYa.
And then he turned to go out on the street, H oH nosepuysica, 4To6bl YATH,
and she did not throw herself at his feet. W OHa He MpHNana K ero rpyau.
It must have been love, | swear to you! 4, S xnanych, 4TO 310 MOG6OBL Oblna,

See—it's the kind of thing love would do.
But, you know, even with help from above
how can one understand anything about love?

NOCMOTPH, BeAb 3TO ec Jena.
Ho, 3Haewb, xoTh Bora k ceGe npu3osH,
pa3Be MOXHO NMOHATb YTO-HHOY AL B NHOGBH?

— Kax moxceme 6eimb maxum nocaedosamensHbim? Ymo nomozaem eéam? O uem @bl
oymaeme 8 mpyoHylo Munymy?

— B cBoe Bpems 1 cTapaTesibHO BblpabaThiBan B ce6e OJHO yMEHHE — YMEHHE
CaMOCTOSATEJIbHO MBICJUTh B JIFOOBIX cuTyauusax. Ha cerogHsHuii JeHb MHE 3TO
oueHb nomoraet. U, kpoMe TOro, s cTaparoch 110 Mepe BO3MOXKHOCTE CTPOMTD CBOE
6naromoJiyude He 3a cyeT 0JIArONOJy4YHs APYrHX. DTO OYEHb YKPEIUISeT uesloBeKa
OYXOBHO. 5 OYeHb PEKOMEHYI0 3THM 3aHHMMATbCA.

(Jlenunnrpanckuii Jom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: How are you able to remain so consistently true to yourself? What helps you?
What do you think about at your most difficult moments?

A: Long ago I carefully cultivated the ability to think independently in any situation.
These days this helps me enormously. And besides that, I try as much as possible to
achieve my well-being without disrupting other people’s well-being. This strengthens
me spiritually. 1 recommend that others do the same.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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A TROLLEY WAS MOVING DOWN THE STREET

A trolley was moving down the street,
a young girl was walking ahead.

And no man in that trolley car

could take his eyes off that girl.

The trolley was moving very fast,
it left her behind soon enough.

But every man in that trolley car
turned round to look at that girl.

Only the driver way up in front

did not turn his head back and forth,
because there has to be someone

to look ahead at all times.

WEJ TPOJIIEHEYC 1O YJIHUE

llen Tponneiibyc no ynuue,
*KEHLUMHA LLUIa BNepeam.

W Bce MyxuuHbI B TposLteitbyce
ryia3 He CBOAWIIH C Hee.

Tponneiibyc npomuancs Mumo,
MEHILHHY OH oborHaJ.

N Bce MyxuuHbI B Tposuieiibyce
[I0JIr0 CMOTpeJH el Bcea.

H Tonbko BoguTenb Tposuleiibyca —
OH roJIOBO# He BepTes:

Beb AOJDKEH XOTA Obl KTO-HHOYOb
BCE BpeMsi CMOTpETh Brepea.

— QOuenb xomeaocs b6bl y3Hams eawe omrowerue k Aaze Ilyzauegoii.

— Ilonumaete, Ayuta IlyraveBa u3 apyroro Lexa, Tak ckazaTh. OHa neBuua. Y Hee
OYeHb XOpOILIHE MPUPOJHbIE AaHHbIE, OHA OT NMPHPOAbLI OYEHb OLAPEHHBIH YeJIOBEK.
Ho MHe nymaeTcs... MHe JyMaeTcsl, YTO OHa BTOPHYHa Ha 3ctpaje. Bropuuna. Ona
NOBTOPSET YXKE U3BECTHOE... TO €CTb — MAA0 U38eCMHOE, 3TO-TO € Y MOMOTraeT.
INonumaere, ecniu Mbl OGbUIH ObI 60Jice OCBEAOMIIEHBI O MHPOBO 3CTpaae, MOXET
6bITh, MHOTOE HaM B Hell He Noka3aioch Obl OTKPLITHEM U HHTEPECHBIM. [1oTOM, OHA
HE OYEeHb CEpbE3HO OTHOCHTCH K CBOEMY penepryapy, MO3TOMY TaM MHOTO
NOUUTATHHBI Bcakoil 6biBaeT. Ho 3TO Moe MHeHHe. 51 He 3Ha10, MOXET GbITh, 37€Ch
CHIAT e¢ MOKJIOHHHKHU. Tak yTo...

(Jlennnrpaackuii [lom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: I would like to know your opinion of Alla Pugachyova.

A: Well, Alla Pugachyova is from a different department, so to speak. She is a
singer. She has innate abilities, she is naturally gifted. But it seems to me that she’s not
very original as a performer. She repeats what is already well-known, rather, what is
little known here, in the USSR, and she uses that to her advantage. You see, if we knew
more about popular music throughout the world, we might not consider all of her
work innovative or interesting. Furthermore, she doesn’t build her repertoire
carefully, so much of it is trivial. But that’s only my opinion. Maybe some of her
admirers are sitting in the audience. So...

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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A VISITING MUSICIAN 3AE3)XHH MY3bIKAHT

For Yu. Levitansky

A visiting musician came to our town this season.

Kisses his trumpet, and new passages flow free...

He doesnt love you girl, Lord help you, come to reason.
Lean closer to me.

Lean closer to me.

In our cheapest inn he comfortably settled,

a small bed by the window, a patch of skies deep blue.
But on his red-hot trumpet, boiling like a kettle

so heavily he sighs...

And I'm in love with you.

You listen to him play with a calm, serene expression,

like listening to birds, to tide or gentle rains.

His trumpet’s throat is sore, but still with such elation

he plays; the faithful instrument coughs and rasps with strain.

He plays gammas and hymns for days without ending.

He rasps, coughs out his music, then stops and starts anew.
But, like a ghost of fate by the window he is standing.

He doesn't love you though,

and I'm in love with you.

111 wait for better days and don my best new jacket,
to come before you: faithful, dignified and true.

For everything I see 1 set my price in brackets,

the only priceless thing

I know must be you.

One wouldnt tempt you, girl, with food or fancy dresses.

The visiting musician plays his trumpet full of bliss.

What does the whole world matter against its bronze caresses?
What matter turns of fate against that fiery kiss?

10. JleBuTanckomy

3ae3xuit My3bIKaHT uesyeTcs ¢ Tpy6oto,
Nacca)iu Mo yTpaM, TaKk NPOCTO, HH O YEM...
OH nobuT He Te6s. Onomuuce. bor ¢ To6olo.
TIpHXMHCb KO MHE IUIEYOM,

NPWKMHCh KO MHE TJICHOM.

XuBeT OH TpeTHil AeHb B rOCTHHHLE paliOHHOM,
rae koika y okHa — Bcero Jilb no pybato,

H Ha cBoeii TpyGe, kak 4aifHHK, packajleHHO#H
B3BIXAET TAXKEO...

A 1 Te6a mobio.

Thi ciyluaetllb €ro 3ayM4HBO H KPOTKO,

KaK NEHbe COJIOBbA, KaK JOXIb H Kak NpHOOii.
Ero 6onbiuoil Tpy6bl NpocTykeHHas raoTka
oryasHHO XpunuT. (Tpy6a, TpyGhl, Tpyboii...)

Tpy6au urpaer Tyui, Tpy6ay noreer B ramme,
Tpy6au XpUNHT CBOE H KaLIAEeT, XPHNA...

Ho cnoBHo iHk cyab6bl — OH BeChb B OKOHHO# pame,
na Jo6uT He Tebs...

A 1 mobnio Tebs.

Joxaych s ny4iIMX AHe# W HOBLIH MUalll HAJEHY,

47106 npen To60# NpoIILITH, KaK NO3AHHUI JIUCT, OpOXa...
He MHoOro 116 s xo4y, BceMy AaBas LEHY?

He cnagko nb s xuBy, To60i nuibL nopoxa?

Te6s He coGMa3HUTD HY TUIATbAMM, HH CHEIbIO:
3ae3XkHil My3bIKaHT HrpaeT Ha TpyGe!
Yro MHp Bech pAAOM C Heii, ¢ ee ropsyeil Meabio?..

Cyns6a, cyanGel, cynsbe, cyas6oto, o cyasbe... 2 pasa
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AJIA YETO MbI ITMIIEM KPOBBIO HA TIECKE?

WHY DO WE WRITE ON THE SAND WITH BLOOD?
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TO BERLIN THE WAR DID STEER

To Berlin the war did steer
leading a soldier with a gun.
Weep not for him, mother dear—
you have got a lucky son.

He spared neither feet nor gear,

did not stall and did not speed.
There was a gunshot, mother dear—
your son staggered on his feet.

He collapsed; his eyes turned clear;
he fell asleep under the sun.

Weep now for him, mother dear—
you have got a lucky son.

IWJIA BOHHA K TOMY BEPJIHHY

Ilina Boiiva x Tomy Bepnuny,
Les conaaT Ha ToT bepnun.
Martyuika, He niayub MO ChiHy —
y Te6s CYacCTIHBLINA ChIH.

Illen He MeaneHHo, He GbICTpO,
HE XkaJlesl COJJATCKHX HOr.
Maryluka, yoapun Beictpel,
NOKa4HyJICH TBOH CBIHOK,

ONPOKHHYJICS Ha CIIHHY
M 3aCTbUI CPeJIH OCHH...
Maryuika, noniayb no CbiHy —
y Te6s cyacT/IHBbIi ChIH.

— Ymo eam mewaem 6 xcusHu, 6 pabome? A umo nomozaem?

— MewarwT cobcTBeHHBIE HeaocTaTKH. IloMoraroT JOCTOHMHCTBA.

(Jlenunrpaackuii Jlom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: What obstacles do you encounter in your life and in your work? And what helps

you?

A: My own deficiencies hinder me. Merits help me.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

2 paza
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AN OLD SOLDIER SONG

The songs of our regiment have given way to rue.
Merry sounds of hooves have now subsided.
Sunlight is pouring down on a pot, shot through,
a young canteen girl’s lying dead beside it.

Few of us are left, still a lot of pain in store.
A few of us against a few foes...

While we live we are the refuse of this war,
but when we die paradise comes close.

A finger on the trigger; anguish in the heart,

and the soul might be gone, who knows?

Why did we turn painting with blood into an art?
Mother Nature doesn’t need those shows.

Rest in peace, my friends, for it will all return.
There’ll be new commanders, just as clever.
Patiently new soldiers will await their turn

to get new barracks, now and forever.

Sleep, my friends, for now time must take its course.
History's replays will never cease:

there’ll be words and bullets, love and blood, of course...

There will be no time for peace.

CTAPHHHAA COJTAQATCKASA NECHA

OTiiyMenH NECHH Hallero nojka,
OT3BEHE/IM 3BOHKHE KOMbITA.
Iynsamu npobUTO OHMLLE KOTEJKa,
MapKHTaHTKa loHas ybura. 2 pasa
Hac octanocs MaJjio: Mbl Ja Hawa 60Jib.
Hac HeMHOro, ¥ BparoB HEMHOTO.
2KuBbl Mbl NOKyAa — (poHTOBasA roJib, 2 pasa
a norubHem — paiickas aopora.

Pyku Ha 3aTBOpe, rojioBa B TOCKE,

a Ayla yxe B3jieTesia BpoAe.

Ins yero Mbl NUILEM KPOBbIO Ha necke?
Halwm nucbMa He HyXHbI IpHpoJe. 2 pasa
Cnute cebe, 6paTubl, — BCE NPUAET ONATb:
HOBbIE POASATCA KOMaHAHPBI,

HOBBE COJAAThI OyAyT noay4aThb 2 pasa
BEYHbIE Ka3€HHbIC KBAPTHPbI.

Cnurte cebe, 6paTiLbl, — BCe HAYHETCH BHOBb,

BCE JOJDKHO B NPHpOJE NOBTOPUTHCA:

M CJIOBa, H MYJIH, U J10O0Bb, H KPOBb...

BpemeHu He 6yaeT NOMHPHTLCA. 2 pasa
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THE OMEN ITPHMETA
1. If a raven’'s in the sky 1. Ecnu BOpOH B BbILIMHE,

then a war is nearby. Aeno, ctTano 6biTh, K BoiHE.

If we wait and let it soar, Ecnu nath eMy KpyXMTb,

if we wait and let it soar, €CJIH NaTb EMY KPYXHTb, —

we'll all have to go to war. 3Ha4HT, BCEM Ha QPOHT HIATHTD.
2. To kill the war before it comes 2. YT106b! He 6bL10 BOIiHBI,

we must kill the bird at once. Ha/l0 BOPOHa YOHTb;

But to kill the bird at once, 4T06bl BOPOHA YOHTD,

yes, to kill the bird at once 4T06bl BOPOHA YOUTD,

we must load our guns. Haflo PyXbsl 3apsAHTh.
3. When the loading is through 3. A KaK CTaHeM 3apsixaTh,

everyone will want to shoot.

And when we start to shoot away,
when we start to shoot away

the bullets soon will find their way.

BCEM 3aXOUETCHA CTPEJATH;
a yx Kak cTpenb6a noiiner,
a yX Kak cTpenbba nodiner,
nyns AbIpOuKy Haiimer.



They don’t pity anyone,

they just want to hit someone.
Be it friend or be it foe,

they just want them all to go—
no one’s left to see the show.

No one’s left to see the show.

We've been killed a while ago.
We've been killed a while ago,
only raven’s circling low—

no one’s left to shoot it now.

Eii ne %anxo uukoro,
eif nonacth 6ul X0Th B KOroO:
XOThb B Yy)KOro, XOTh B CBOBO,

s

JIMWL Gbl — BCEX 0 OMHOrO...

Bo, u 6osie Huuero.

Bo, 1 Gosie Huuero,

BO, H 6051 HHKOTO;

BO, H GoJsie HUKoOrO,

KpoMe BOpOHa TOro —
CTPe/IbHYTh HEKOMY B HEro,

CTPEJIBHYTh HEKOMY B HEro.

— ITouemy Bbvl nepecmaau nucams cmuxu?

— Jle#cTBUTENBHO, A JOJITO HE MHCAJ CTHXOB, KAK-TO HE MOT, HHYEro y MEHS He
BbIXOAWNO... Pa3ymeeTcs, He HaAo 3TO NMOHMMAaThb OyKBaJIbHO, TaK KakK s, B KOHIE
KOHILIOB, nmpodeccHoHan U Mor Gbl €XEeOHEBHO NMHCAaTh MO NMATh CTHXOTBOpEHHI.
IInoxux cruxorBopenuii. Tonbko 3auemM? B aymie s, onHako, coxasen 06 3TOM H —
HECMOTpPS Ha MHTEHCHBHYIO paboTy Halx poMaHaMH — YyXe [JaBHO OLIyLIaj
NoTpeOHOCTh BEPHYThCA K M033uK. HakoHell, B NPOLLJIOM rofly YTO-TO BO MHE KakK 6bl
MPOCHYJIOCh, H CTUXH CHOBAa HadajiM nossiaaTbci. M 3To MeHs oyeHb oGpadoBano,
NOTOMY 4TO, KOTJa Y MeHsl eCTb TOTOBOE CTHXOTBOpeHMe, s Gepy ruTapy M, XOTh
WrpaTh Ha Hell s M He OYEHb-TO YMEIO, — 3a BCIO XXH3Hb €1Ba Hay4yHJics OpaTh NATh
aKKopaoB, — mnoabupalo Kakyrw-To Mejoaul. Tak BO3HHKAaeT mecHsu. B aTH
nocjeHHe roabl s MHOro pa3 Opajl B PyKH THTapy, HO HHMKakoil MeJIOAHHM He
MNOABJISJIOCh — HHYEro, Hy mpocTo Huuero... Hy, MoxeT, Teneps yx noiiner nerue.

(U3 uHTEpBBIO MONLCKOMY exeHenenbHuky Polytika, 8 oktabpa 1983, Bapwapa. Ony6iukoBaHo no-
pyccku B rasete «Pycckas Mbicib», 24 Hoa6psa 1983, nepesen ¢ nonbckoro JI1. lllatyHos).

Q: Why did you stop writing poetry?

A: 1 didnt write poetry for a long time because somehow I couldn*t. I couldn't
produce anything. Of course, I do not mean this literally because, after all, I am a
professional and I could have written five poems a day. Bad poems. But why? In my
soul I'regretted my inability to write good poetry and —although I worked intensely on
my novels—I felt a need to return to poetry. Finally, last year something inside of me
awoke and poems began to materialize again. This made me very happy because when
I complete a poem I take my guitar and, although I don't play it very well (in my life I
have only learned five chords), I make up a melody. That’s how a song appears. These
past few years, I've often picked up the guitar but nothing came to me—nothing, just
nothing. Well, maybe now it will be easier.

(From an interview for the weekly Polish magazine, Polytika, October 8, 1983, Warsaw. Published in
Russian in the weekly newspaper Russkaia mysl’, November 24, 1983. Translated from Polish to Russian by
L. Shatunov).
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IMPUDENCE, OR A CONVERSATION BEFORE
THE BATTLE

“What’s the matter, lieutenant, why are you so gloomy?
Are you finding our job too harsh of a test?”

“Sir, 1 started to think of the young love blooming.
Where love was concerned I've always had success.”

“I don't like this, lieutenant, such rotten timing!

Soon’s the battle, and you still have wenches on your mind.”
“Sir, before the battle starts, and everyone starts firing,

1 think of the golden days 1 must leave behind.”

“Such thoughts are no good, lieutenant, 1 suggest you stop them.

We are here to win, you must remember that.”
“Sir, I know we will win; that is not the problem.
1 just doubt I’ still be around to celebrate.”

“On the battlefields, licutenant, from the blood unending,
watch the eternal glory spring, the flower of war!”

“The dead can keep that glory, sir, no disrespect intended,
but to those who still live, a woman means much more.”

“Damn it all! Look, licutenant, what the hell’s the matter?!
Have you forgotten your oath, the hatred for the foe?”
“Sir, I tried, but | just can’t do any better.

1 cannot lie any more. Why, 1 do not know.”

“You’'ll remember this, lieutenant, 1 promise you’ll be sorry!
The court martial works fast, you have yourself to blame.”
“General, that’s how it is, our foes need not worry.

The bullets of our own kind will do the job for them...”

— MHoeo au y eac epazos?

AEP30OCTbB, H/IH PA3IOBOP I1EPE]] BOEM

— TlocnoauH nefTeHaHT, YTO Bbl HbIHYE XMYpbi?
AJnb He No cepAuy BaM Balle pemeciio?

— TlocnoauH reHepalsi, BCNOMHUJIMCL aMypbl.

He ckaxy, 4To6bl MHE C HUIMH He BeJlo.

— locnoauH NeiTeHaHT, HbIHYE He 0 LLallHeH.
Ckopo 60# npeacTout, a Bbl Bce npo 6a6!

— Tocnoauu renepan, nepen pykonaiuHoi
30J10Tbie JEHBKH BCNIOMAHYTb XOT# 6!

— Tlocnoaunn neiiteHaHT, He K 1o6py Bee 3TO.
Mbzi Beap 3aech 4J18 TOro, 4Tobbl nobexaaThb.
— Tlocnoauu reHepan, 6yner Ham nobena,
Jla NPUOETCA JIM MHE C BAMH NMUPOBATh...

— Ha nonsx, neiTeHaHT, KPOBHIO NOJIUTBIX,
pacuBeTET, JIEHTEHAHT, CllaBbl TOPXECTBO!

— locnoauH redepan, cnaBa — 118 YOUTBIX,
a XHBOMY HyXKHell KeHLIHHa ero.

— Yepr BO3bMM, NIEHTEHAHT, Ja YTO 3TO C BaMHU?
I'ne e BOWHCKMIA 00JIT, HEHABUCTb K Bpary?

— Tlocnoauu reHepas, paccyiuTe caMu:

s 4 paa 66l NpUBpaTh, a BOT HE MOTY.

— Hy, rnagu, nefiteHaHT, kasTbcs npuaeTcs!

Iyckaii cuetnl ¢ TO6O# TpubyHan cBeaeT.

— Buano Tak, reHepan: 4yyxoi npomaxHeTcs,

a yx CBOii B CBOEro Bceraa mnonajer... 2 pa3a

— Hy, y KaxI10ro HoOpMaJjibHOrO 4eJIoBeKa JOJKHBI ObITh Bparu. Eciiv oH 4To-TO M3
ceb6s npencrasnser. Hageroch, 4To M y MEHA OHH €CTh. [laxce HEKOTOPBLIX 3HaIO.
CKONIbKO MX — HE MOTYy CKa3aTh, IOTOMY YTO HEKOTOPbIC Bpard yMeIOT Ka3aTbCs

ApY3bsiMH. BbiBaeT M Tak TOXe...

Q: Do you have many enemies?

(Jlennnrpanckuii oM nucateneii, 1984)

A: Well, every normal person should have enemies.. .if he’s worth anything. I hope
that I have some. I even know a few. I couldnt say how many I have because some

enemies disguise themselves as friends.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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— Ileuamaau au évt npo3y 0o «Tapycckux cmparuyy»? H kaxyro poas coizpaa é saweti
aumepamypHoti cyosbe Ilaycmosckuii?

— MoxHo cka3aTb, uTo IlaycToBckuit — Moil kpecTHbIH oTew, ecid rOBOpHTh 060
MHe Kak o npo3auke. [IoToMy 4To nepBas MOt IOBECTh, KOTOPYIO s MKCaJ, B o0LLeM,
He 1A MeYaTH, a Tak, IU1A CBOMX Apy3ell, 1y camoro ce6s,—CBOH BOCTIOMHHAHMSA O
¢$poHTe, KOraa s CeMHALATWIETHMM MaJjlb4HKOM MomnaJj Ha BOHHY,— 3Ta noBecThb
coBeplLIeHHO ciyyaliHo nonana k KoncranThHy I'eoprueBuuy, koToporo s He 3Hail.
Emy nepenanu. OH NpOYHTAJT H OYEHB 3aTOPEJICS, H MONPOCKI, YTOObI MEHA PHBE3JIH
B Tapycy. U 1 noexan, Tpoe CyTok TaM XHJ y Hero, Mbl obiianuce. Torna y Mens
NOSIBUJIUCh NeEpBbIe NECHH, H OH CNyLIaJ HX ¢ HHTepecoM. U Boaky nunu, XoTs eMy
6bL10 Henb3s. M moToM OH Bce BpeMs 3a MHO#M cnequi. U OH NoOMeCTHIT 3Ty NOBecTh B
«Tapycckux cTpaHHLaX» U OTCTaWBaJl MEHs, KOra MeHA 3a Hee GpaHMIIM.

(Jlennnrpaackuit oM nucateneit, 1984)

Q: Did you ever publish prose before Pages from Tarusa? What role has Paustovsky
[editor of Pages from Tarusa] played in the fate of your literary work?

A: Paustovsky is like my godfather, in terms of my prose. I wrote my first story only
for myself and my friends, not intending to publish it; it was about my memories of the
front when I went to the war at age 17. Just by chance it fell into the hands of
Konstantin Georgievich, whom I had not yet met; my friends had given it to him. He
was very excited about it, and asked them to send me to Tarusa. So I went and stayed
with him for three days, and we talked. At that time my first songs had appeared, and
he listened to them with great interest. And we drank vodka, although he was not
supposed to. From then on, he always followed my work. And he published my story
in Pages from Tarusa and defended me when 1 was criticized.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

55



56

COJIHBIIKO CHUAET

Accomronimen*
4 _
e

J 4 ;

ey

Allegre{h

C ——) G?
— 17 S_:h'—h—h—_
2 A%

VAN
&

Con- Hpi- KO CH- fA- €T, My- 3Bl- Ka HMr- pa- €T,

V)
A oT- Y
G? C
) 7 7 7 E h

‘ L L ’l L4 ', - )
O0T- ue- TO TaK cepA- Ue 33-  MH- pa-  erT "
C G"?

4 s e

o
ke

8

g

5

_4 G} C =X
e
%} 7 ——o 7 - £
' . _‘—
MOJIK TIYy- cap CTO- HT ne- pe]:l; TOJI- 110~ 10, N ———
==t =
: 7/ 1.J j I 1 y , 1 /4 y 1 J |
3’ ’r—o ! LA —
Ba- pbuu- HE  Ccme-  OT-  CA, TaH- LBl INped- BKy- Wa-  IOT,
| 1. Am
> =
L i L 2 I’ :
N i ﬂ
HeT- cAa pe- 1m1a- I0T.




THE SUN IS SHINING

The merry music plays, the sun is warm and bright.
Why the feeling something is not right?

Inside the little town, handsome, dashing, proud,
the hussars stand before the happy crowd.

The young ladies smile, tonight are the dances.
The hussars catch those sweet, inviting glances.

Annoyed by the ladies, the brave old commander
says, “What’s the matter, don’t you remember?

We danced all night Wednesday, three long days ago.

The war started Thursday, we must go.

Death on battlefields can be as real as you are.
I can’t promise we’ll be back for sure.”

The young ladies giggle, they are disbelieving,
they don't realize the men are leaving.

“Go suit your fancy, if you can't stay here.
Just do not be late for dinner, dear.”

The merry music plays, the sun is warm and bright.
Why this feeling something is not right?

COJIHBIIIKO CHAET

COJIHBILLIKO CHSET, My3blka MrpaeT,
OTHEro Tak cepAue 3amupaet?

Tam, 33 NOBOPOTOM, HEypeH coboto,
NOJIK rycap CTOMT nepeji TOJNOK0.

Bapblll.lHH CMCHOTCS, TaHlbl NMPECABKYLIAKOT,
KTO KOMY JOCTAaHETCH, pelialoT.

Ho nonkoBHHUK riaBHbIH, Ha rHeaoi kobbule,
roBopuT: «Jla 4To % Bbl Bce 3a6binn!

Tanupl 6bU1H B cpeay, HbIHYE BOCKpECEHbE,

C YeTBepra BOHHA — M HET CNaceHbA.

A Ha none 6paHu cMepTh ryJseT BCIOAY,
MOXET He BEpHEMCH, BpaTh He Gyay».

BapbillIHH He BEPAT, B KyJla4KH CMEIOTCH,
HEBJIOMEK, YTO BMNpaBly PaccTaloTCA.
Bbl, Mo, norynsiite, eciu BaM 0XO0Ta,
Ja He ono3jaiite U3 noxona.

CoNHBILUIKO CHAET, My3blKa HrpaerT,
OTYEro X TakK cepALe 3amMupaet?..

— Bawa aobumas snoxa é pazsumuu ueaogeueckozo obwecmsa? H nouemy umeHHo
ama?

— A nymato, 4TO Hallla 3noxa 3amevaTesabHas. OHa OYeHb MHTEpECHA, HACBIILCHA
coObITHAMH, ycnieBaii moBopauuBaiics TOJILKO... A JIFOASAM, KOTOpble XHJIH B 19-M
BeKe, HABEpPHOE UX 3M0Xa Ka3asach yIUBHTE/IbHOM. JIFoqH CKIIOHHBI HIICaTH3UPOBATh,
MO3TOMY MpolIeALINe Beka KaxyTcs 6osiee MPUATHBIMU. XOTS AOJIKEH CKa3aThb, IPH
BHHMATEJIbHOM H3YyYeHHH OHHU JeHCTBHUTENbHO HMEIOT HECKOJILKO JOCTOHHCTB,
KOTOpble Mbl pactepsii. OHU Gosiee cTaGWIIBHBI, B HUX HET TOH YCKOPEHHOCTH,
KOTOPYIO OLlylllaeM Mbl. JIlogu yMeslu NHcaTh JJIMHHBIE MUCbMa. A KOrja Nuilellb
JUTMHHbIE NIMCbMa, NOABJIAETCS NOTPEOHOCTL MBICIIHTD U paccykaaTh. S nymaro, 4To
HPaBCTBEHHOCTb Gbuia Bbillle. Tenepb TeXHHYECKMH Mporpecc Aajl HaM Koe-KaKue
[IPEeUMYILLECTBA, HO MHOroe y Hac M B3sUl. DTHM s HE NbITAKOCh NMPU3BATbh Bac K

BO3BpaTy B NPOLLIOE...
(Jlennnrpaackuit [lom nucateneit, 1984)

Q: What is your favorite era in the history of humanity? And why precisely that era?

A: 1 think that our own era is marvelous. It is very interesting and saturated with
events: you have to keep up with the times. People who lived in the nineteenth century
probably considered their own era amazing. Since people tend to idealize, previous
centuries seem better than their own. Although I must say, if you study the facts
carefully, people in previous eras achieved things that we have since lost. They were
more stable and not as rushed as we are. They knew how to write long letters. And
when you write long letters, you need to think and reason. I think that there was a
higher standard of morality. Technical progress has given us some advantages, but has
taken much from us in exchange. However, I am not urging you to return to the past.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

2 pasa

2 pasa

2 paza
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A SONG ABOUT THE YOUNG HUSSAR

War is here, and the horses are saddled.
Proud and joyful are sounds of drums.
The hussars are ready for battles,

their hour of glory has come.

The commander is first,

the most handsome on Earth.
And his squadron is next,
well fed, well rehearsed...

The youngest of hussars, in love with Natalie,
can only think of her, the lady of his dreams.

In the battle they fell, flags are down,
earthly matters concern them no more.
One by one the winged horses leave ground
taking them to the ultimate shore.

The commander is first,
every move well rehearsed.
And the young one is next
also leaving this Earth...

But in his mind he’s still in love with Natalie.
He only thinks of her, the lady of his dreams.

How swiftly the centuries flow.

Everything has been changed, work and play.
Fair Natalie died long ago,

in museums the swords rust away.

ca-

MBI

MO-

J10-

IOH....

IIECHA O MOJIOAAOM I'YCAPE

I'po3HO#t GUTBBLI NbUIAIOT NOXAaPhl,
M Nopa yxK KOoHeil nof ceaio.
IIpUroToBHIKCL K CXBAaTKE rycapsl,
HX CHaCTJIMBOE BPEMs NPHILIIO.

Bnepeau komaHaup,

Ha HEM HOBbIH MyHIMp,
a 3a HUM 3CKaapOoH
nocJjie 3MMHUX KBapTHp.

A camblii Moniof10ii, B Hatanuio Bno6neHHbIH,
OH BCE CTOMT NpeJ Heil, KOJIEHONPEKTOHEHHbIH.

Bce norubau B 6010, pnar npucnyuiex,
H 3eMHble JieJ1a He JJ18 HHX,

M JIETAT OHM B paiickue KyLUH

Ha KOHAX Ha KpbUIATbIX CBOUX.

Briepeau komanaup,

Ha HEM pBaHblil MyHIHp,
a 3a HMUM TOT rycap
NOKHJAET ceH MHp.

Ho uynurcs emMy, 4To OH ONsATH BiIOOJICHHDIH,
ONsATb CTOMT Npea Heil, KONeHONPEKIOHEHHbI.

BoT uHbIE CTONETHS HACTalH,

W HECYETHO BOAbI YTEKJIO,

W JaBHO yxe HeT Toil Hatanbm,
W B My3ee NbUIHTCS CEMUI0.

2 pasa

2 pa3za
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We have worked hard to forget Ilo3abbIT KOMaHaAMp,

the old battles men had. J1aM ye3[IHbIX KyMHMp.
Our civilized age XKaxnaet HOBbIX NOTEX

craves its own share of dead... NpPOCBELLEHHDbII HaIl MHP.

... The youngest of hussars, in love with Natalie, A 1oHBIi TOT rycap, B HaTtanuio Bnio6neHubii,
still only thinks of her, the lady of his dreams. OH BCE CTOMT NpeJ Hell, KOJIEHONPEKIOHEHHbIN.

A IoHBI# TOT rycap...
A IoHBI# TOT rycap...

Y mena nepeas naacmunka eviwaa uepe3 20 sem nocae mozo, Kak a Hauaa
nucamv necHu. Kozoa yx cnoxeamuauce... Bvl 3uaeme, kax camas nepeéas mos
NAACMUHKA 6blUAA — He boabluas, a MaseHbkaa? OHa ebluiia — 5 0axce 06 IMoMm He
3naa. H 8dpye... Yemvipe necemku mam 8 moem ucnoanenuu. Ilpooaemcs. Mrue
npusmeab 2osopum: «IIpooaemca». S zoeopio: «He moxcem Goimsv, s Huuezo He
3Har 06 3mom». «Hem, — 2oéopum, — npodaemcs». S nobexcar [6 mazazun}—
OeticmeumeabHo, mosa naacmunka. C xmymkum nopmpemom Kaxkum-mo. S
PA3034uACA, Kynuia, NpuHec OOMoOl, NOCMABUA — U cpa3zy NOHAA, UMO 3IMO
nepenucaro ¢ Gpanyy3ckoti nAacmuHKuU, Komopas evlwiaa parvwe. H s Hanucaa na
dupmy [«Meroous»] maxoe nucbmo: umo a cHauaia oueMmdv paccepouics, Koz20a
Y3HaA, UMo 8bl 8bINYCMUAU NAACMUHKY be3 moe2o éedoma. Ho nomom a nousa, umo
ébl pewuau, umo a 0asHo ymep. Ho ece-maxu moxcHo 6v110 nocosemosamuscs ¢
80060li. S yw He 2060pl0 O MOM, UMO 6bl NOMECMUAU NOPMPEM MOeZo
08010p0OOH020 bpama.

Tym é006we nanuxa Hauaaacs. Ha smoti nouse mbl NO3ZHAKO MUAUCE U NOMOM Y
MEHA NOAGUAUCH... NAACMUHKU.

(Jlennnrpaackuit [lom nucatenei, 1984)

My first record came out twenty years after I began to write songs... Do you
know how my first record came out—not the big one, but the little one? 1 didn’t even
know about it; suddenly they were selling four songs of mine, performed by me. My
friends told me: “Theye selling it.” And I replied, “That can’t be, I don’t know
anything about it.” “Yes,” they repeated, “they re selling it.”  ran into the store—and
there it was, my record. With some terrible picture of me on it. I was furious, bought it,
took it home, played it, and suddenly realized that it had been recorded from a French
record that had come out earlier. So I sent the firm [Melodiya] a letter that ran like
this: “I was extremely angry when I found out that you released a record without my
consent. But then Irealized that you had decided that 1 died long ago. All the same you
could have consulted with my widow. I won't even speak about the fact that you
featured a portrait of my cousin.” With that a general panic ensued. Because of this we
became acquainted and after that my records were released.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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THE NOBLEMAN OF ARBAT

To the students of Moscow’s school
No. 33 who invented the word “arbatry”

To my true love 1 gave my trust and sword.
I'm bound by love that centuries can’t sever.
1 am a gentleman of the Arbat court,

my court made me a nobleman forever.

1 have been granted blood of purest blue
for loyalty and heart, righteous and clear.
‘When my court falls 1 know I'll perish too.
While it exists 1 know no fear.

Rumor is like a pure silver string

shielding the coffin with its divine tune.

But please be kind, my fortune, do not fling
my hand away. Please stay, save me from ruin.

Mary, weep not. Rejoice without restrain,
welcome new guests inside with past devotion.
The arbatry dissolved deep in one’s veins

is indestructible, like skies and oceans.

APBATCKHH 1BOPIHHH

MoceawmaeTtcs yyaumumes 33-i MockoB-
CKOH LUKO/bI, NPUAYMABIUHM CJOBO
«apbaTcTBO»

Ilyckait mo6GoBbL MOst Kak MHp cTapa, —
Sk el ofHOM CyXHA H JoBepsiIcs

s — JBOPSHHH ¢ apbaTckoro asopa, 2 pasa
CBOHM JIBOPOM BBEACHHLIH BO JBOPAHCTBO.

3a npaBeAHOCTb H NPEAAHHOCTb ABOPY

MOXaJo0BaH s KPOBbIO rony6oro.

Korga ero He craHeTr — s ympy, 2 paza
noka OH eCTb — # BJIACTEH HaJ cyabboro.

Monsa 3a rpo6om unLLe cepebpa
H BCJEA 3BYYHT MY3bIKOKO NPEKPACHOI...
Ho b1, Mos popTyHa, 6yab no6pa,

2 paza
He BbINycKaii MOei pyku HecHacTHOI.
He nnaus, Mapus, panyiics, xusm,
no-npexHeMy BCTpeyaii rocreil y Bxopa...
Apb6aTcTBO, paCTBOPEHHOE B KPOBH, )
2 pasa

HeHcTpe6HMO, Kak caMa NpHpoJa.

— 3auacmyiro Hac, MOA0ObIX, YRPEKAIOM 8 MOM, YMO Mbl, MOA, He UMeeM Npaea
paccy»coams 0 XCU3HU, NOMOMY UMO He 3HAeM, YUMo maxkoe 20400, Ymo maxoe
Kkycox xaeba. Heyxceau nHeob6x00umo 048 Oyx08HO20 CO3PEBAHUA...

— [Ha, Boob1ue cMewHo. Heyxenu HyxHo 06s3aTenbHO ronoaaTh 4 xonoaats? Ho B
0611EM-TO, KOHEYHO, TArOThI )KU3HU — OHH MHOTOMY y4aT, U 6bICcTpeii ropa3zo, Ha
60Jiee KOPOTKOM OTpE3KE BpeMEHH. ITO €CTECTBEHHO, paHbllIE NPHOGPETAETCS OMBIT.
Ho roBopuTh Bbl MMeeTe 1paBo, NoyeMy ke HeT? I'oBOpHTE, FOBOPHTE, HO NOTOM
4YTOOBI... MOTOM HE CIIOXBATHTLCS, YTO HE TO cKa3aJii. Tak Beab TOXe ObIBaeT, 3HaeTe
— BIIOMBIXaX CKaxelllb, a Yepe3 rof AyMaelllb: YTO XK€ 3TO f CKa3aj-To!

(Jlennnrpaackuit lom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: Frequently people tell us young people that we don’t have the right to discuss the
important questions of life because we haven't experienced hunger. Must we really be
hungry in order to grow spiritually?

A: No, that’s ridiculous. Is it really necessary to be hungry and cold? But on the other
hand, we can learn an enormous amount from life’s hardships, especially when they
occur over a very short period of time. That way we gain experience early on. But you
do have the right to speak out. Why wouldn’t you? Speak, speak!! Be careful,
however, so that you won’t later regret having said something wrong. After all, you
know, sometimes you say something in a hurry, then a yearlater, you think: What did
I say?

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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I'M EVICTED FROM ARBAT
To Ch. Amiredzhibi

Evicted from Arbat, I'm an emigrant today.
In Bezbozhny Alley my talent went astray.*
The strangers hurry by me in hundreds all day long.
Though a sauna is right here, the fauna is all wrong.

Evicted from Arbat, I must live, stripped of my past,
the foreigners are laughing, not frightened by my face.
I'm thrown out; lost amidst strangers’ fates.

sweet bread of emigration now has a bitter taste.

1 walk without a visa, a rose in my hand,

along the hidden borders that lock away my land.
And those lands where 1 used to live for many years
I try to see, I try to see, I try to see from here.

Their sidewalks stayed the same, same old houses and trees,
but people’s hearts are locked now, and cold are their feasts.
Their seasons stayed the same, same summer, winter, fall,
but only the invaders are there to see it all.

They look so self-assured, so arrogant and strong...
Though the flora stayed the same, the fauna is all wrong...
Evicted from Arbat, I live bearing my cross...

The withered icy petals have fallen off my rose.

*Okudzhava lives on Bezbozhny (“Godless™) Alley (formerly Archpriest
Alley) in a house occupied by privileged people. Christina Onassis lived
there, and it is now a refuge for Louis Corvalan, former head of the
Chilean Communist party, who was exchanged for the Soviet dissident

Vladimir Bukovsky.

A BbICEJIEH C APFATA
Y. AMHPI DXHEH

S Buicenen ¢ Apbata, apbaTckuii IMUrpaHT.
B be360oxHOM nepeynke xupeeT Mol TanaHT.
Kpyrom uyxue nnua, spaxaebubic mecta.
XoTh cayHa HanpoTHs, ga dayHa He Ta. 2 pasa
51 Buicenien ¢ ApbaTa H NPOLLNOro JIMILEH,

H JIKK MO OKKYNaHTaM He CTpAllCcH, 8 CMCLIOH.

51 BuUIBOpEH, 3aTEpsH cpeau Yyxkux cyaeb, 2 paza
H ropek MHe Moii cnaaxuit, Mol amurpanTckui xne6.

Be3 nacnopTa H BH3bI, JIHLIL C PO30IO B pyKe
CJIOHSAIOCH BAOJIb HEIPHMOH rPaHHULbI Ha 3aMKe
H B Te, KOT]a-TO MHOIO OGXHTbIE Kpasi, 2 pasa
BCE BCMAaTPHBAIOCh, BCMATPHBAIOCh, BCMATPHBAIOCH .

Tam Te xe TpoTyaphl, ACPEBb H ABOPLI,

HO PEYH HECCPACYHBI H XOJIOAHB! NHPHI.

Tam Tax e NONBIXAIOT IYCThic KPACKH 3UM, 2 pa3a
HO XOJAT OKKYNaHTbI B MO# 300Mara3uH.

Xo3sfickas noxoaka, HaAMEHHbIC YCTA...
AXx, dnopa TaM Bce Ta xe, a dayHa He Ta...
Sl smurpanT ¢ ApbaTta. JXKusy, cBO# KpecT Hecs...

2 pa3a
3anencHena posa u obnerena Bes. P

— Baweii nosmuueckoti poounoti cuumaemcsa Apbam, HO oH moxce yxooum é

ucmopuio.

— 5 HamHcan Ha 3Ty TeMy CTaTblO, HHKTO €€ He XOTeJl neyaTaTh. B KOHIE KOHIOB
onybiukosana rasera «Coserckas KynbTypa». Sl npo6oman npoTecToBaTh,
CACPXHBaTh — MOTOMY YTO ApGaT CHOCAT, pa3pyllIaloT, H He TOJILKO yauuy ApbaT.
Bechb aToT paiion paspymalor co cTpaiHoii CHIIOMH, M B 3TOM HCTOPHYECKOM LIEHTpE
CTapoii MOCKBBI BO3BOJSAT COBPEMEHHbIE 3JaHHA AJIA pa3HbIX, OYEHb BaXKHBIX
yupexaenuit. Tak 4To — uTO 5 Mory caenath oauH? Bripouem, Apbat 661 XOpou
rJIaBHBIM 06pa3oM Kak Haes. A cama yJauua Moef MoJIOIOCTH — 3To GbUla mioxas

yJIHLa.

Q: Arbat is considered the motherland of your poetry, but it also is becoming part of

the past.

A: 1 wrote an article on this topic but nobody wanted to publish it. Finally it was
published by the newspaper Sovetskaya kul’tura. 1 tried to protest because they are
tearing down Arbat, they are destroying it; and not only the street Arbat. This whole
district is being violently destroyed. And in this historic center of old Moscow they
erect modern buildings for various important institutions. But what can I alone
accomplish? Arbat was wonderful mainly as an idea, for the street of my youth was,

itself, a bad street.
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— A MooxcHo y3Hams, e0e Bt mam ncuau?

— Ha camom Apbate, B nqome 43. Tam rpe, BHH3Y LIaNUIbIYHAA M MarasuH
3JIEKTPOTOBApOB; BOT B 3TOM CTapOM JIoMe. A BO ABOpe — ecjiu Bbl 3arnsHete, korga
OyneTe NPpOXOAUTb, — PACTET HECKOJILKO JiepeBbeB. JIBop O0b1OH U rpA3HbIH, Kak
ObL10, TAK U OCTAJIOCh — XKYTKO I'PA3HBIH, HO iepeBbs TaM pacTyT. Tak BOT, KpomMe
IBYX CTapbIX C TOJICTBIMH CTBOJIAMH, BCE OCTaJIbHbIE MOCAJAUIIM MBI C APY3bSIMH B
JETCTBE...

(Polytika, 8 oxtabps 1983)

Q: Can I ask where you lived there?

A: Onthe street Arbat, house number 43. Itis an old house on the first floor of which
there is a shishkabob cafe and an electric appliance store. And if you take a look inside
the yard as you pass the house, you can see a few trees growing. The yard is big and
dirty—as it was, so it remains—terribly dirty. But the trees are still growing there. And
except for two old ones with wide trunks, during my childhood my friends and 1
planted them all.

(Polytika, October 8, 1983)
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A VISITING FAMILY IS BEING PHOTOGRAPHED
IN FRONT OF THE PUSHKIN STATUE
For A. Tsibulevsky

Before the Pushkin Statue a family is posing.
One man is aiming, and his camera click is loud.
A man is aiming,

but this fact is rather rousing:
in front of Pushkin!

And the camera click is loud.

All scores are settled, all arguments have died down.
Our street flows like a river on its route.
What lovely ladies
can approach us in this town,
they smile at us
and the camera click is loud.

A family is grouped together, sweet and civil.
How very charming,

for the connoisseurs around,
must seem our dirty little tricks and petty evils
in front of Pushkin!

And the camera click is loud.

Thanks to this photo we'll be happy hereafter.
Let our lives like fickle candles flicker out.
We are doomed forever to embrace with love and laughter
in front of Pushkin!
And the camera click is loud.

IIPHE3XAA CEMbA ®OTOIPAPHPYETCA
Y HIAMATHHKA TYUIKHHY
A. LuGynescxomy

Ha done INywxuHa cHUMaeTcH ceMelcTBO.
®ororpad wieNKaeT, H NTHYKA BbUICTACT.
®ororpad wenkaer,
HO BOT YTO HHTCPCCHO:
Ha ¢one Ilywixuna! 2 pasa
U nTHYka BbUICTaCT.
Bee cYeTbl KOHYEHb, H KOHYEHbI BCE CTIOPBI.
Teepckas yiHLa Teuer,
Kyfia He 3HaeT.
Kakne XCHIMHBI Ha HaC KHOAIOT B3OPbI
M yabibaloTea... 2 pasa
M nTHuka BbUICTACT.
Ha ¢one ITymiknna cHumaeTcs cemelicTpo.
Kak obGasTenbHbl
(o1 Tex, KTO NOHUMAET)
BCE HALUHM TJIYNOCTH H MeJikHe nnoaciicrsa
Ha ¢one Ilywkuna! 2 pasa
M nTHYka BbUIETACT.

Msl 6yaeM cuacTIHBBI

(6naronapeHbe CHUMKY!).
IycTb XH3Hb KOPOTKAS MPOHOCHTCA W TaeT.
Ha Bexu BeuHbic Mbl Bce Tenepb B OGHHMKY
Ha ¢oHe IMymkuna!

M nTHYKa BbUIETaCT. 2 pasa

— Ymo 6oabwe yeHume — NONYASPHOCMb UAU HE3ABUCUMOCY?

— Hy, NnonyJasipHOCTb BOOOLIE cMeIHO LeHUTb. U, noTom, 3HA€TEC, KaK CKa3aJj OqHH

noat [Huxona#t Hopu3so):

I'Ionymlpﬂocrb CMCILIHA U H3MCHYHBA,

C CoTBOopeHbA OHa TaKoOBa.

Tonbko cnaBa — HaJeKHas KEHILMHA,

Ho oHa He *keHa, a BIOBA.

I103TOMY CyeTHUThCS 1O MOBOAY MOMYJIAPHOCTH HET CMbIC/IA. A HE3ABMCHMMOCTb —

BClLb 3aMcYaTC/IbHAA.

(Jlenmnnrpanckuii Jlom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: What do you value most: popularity or independence?

A: Well, it’s absurd to value popularity. As a poet [Nikolai Dorizo] once said:

Popularity’s fickle and playful,
So it’s been since the creation of life.
Only fame is eternally faithful,
But a widow is she, not a wife.

So there’s no sense in fussing about popularity. Whereas independence is a wonderful

thing.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984) 7
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but sweet old hometown Portland we're destined not to see again.

. Well, if we can’t come back to Portland, let Jolly Roger lead us out.

Let the Jamaican rum taste good now, the rest is nonsense, that is
plain.

When we return to our Portland 1 will repent my sins aloud,

but sweet old hometown Portland we're destined not to see again.

. Well, if we can’t come back to Portland, then let fat merchants die
of fear,

for neither gods nor devils now can save their ships with gold and
grain.

When we return to our Portland I'll kiss the gallows, do you hear?

But sweet old hometown Portland we're destined not to see again.
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THE PIRATE SONG ITHPATCKASA IIECHA
(from the movie “From the Life of the Chief of the Criminal (u3 kuHoguabma «H3 HCu3HU HAUAALHUKA Y20A08HO20 PO3bICKA»)
Investigation Department”)
1. B Houb nepe 6ypero Ha MauTe rOPAT CBATOro DJIbMa CBEUKH,
. The night before a storm, as usual, somebody lights St. Elmo’s OTOrpeBalOT HAllM AyLIX 3a BCE NpPOLIEAILHE roaa.
candles. Korna BopoTumcs Mbi B TlopTiien i, Mbl GyAeM KPOTKH, Kak OBEHKH, 3 paza
Those candles soften our souls for all the years gone down the drain. na Tonbko B IlopTneHa BOPOTHTLCA HaM HE NPUAETCH HMKOT/a.
When we return to our Portland we will be meek like little lost
lambs, 2. Yro x, ecnn B [lopTnenn HeT Bo3BpaTa, — Nyckai BelleT Hac

yepHblii napyc,
nyctb GyAeT cnanok poM siMaiickuid, BCe OCTabHOE — €pyH/a.
Koraa Bopotumcs Mbl B [lopTiena, KAsHyCb, 5 CAM BO BCEM
nokamch,*
na Tosibko B [lopTiieHA BOPOTHTLCA HAM He MPHIETCA HUKOrAa.

2 pa3a

Yro x, ecnu B [lopTnenn Het Bozspara, — nyckai Kyneu noMpeT co
cTpaxy:
Hu Bor, HM 1bABOJI HE NOMOTrYT €My CNacTH CBOU cyla.
Koraa Bopotumcs Mbl B [lopTiieH, KAsAHYCh, 51 cam B30ery Ha
nnaxy,
[a ToJibko B [lopTieHa BOPOTHTbCA HaM He NPHAETCH HUKOrAA.

2 paza

*BapuaHT: eil bory, s BO BceM NOKakCh
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Well, if we can’t come back to Portland, then well divide the gold
like brothers,
because somebody else’s money won't come without hard work
and pain.

When we return we’ll hug the judges like our long lost loving
mothers,

but sweet old hometown Portland we’re destined not to see again.

When we return, our Portland will greet us like a loving mother,
but may our Lord Almighty help us never to see that place again!

Yro %, ecnu B [lopTnena HeT Bo3BpaTa, — NOJE/NM 30J10TO, KaK
6patha,
NOCKOJIbKY JEHEKKH uyxHe He AocTarotcsa 6e3 Tpyna.
Korpaa Boporumcs Mbi B [TopTnesa, Mbl cyabsiM KHHEMCA B
00BATHA,
na Tojbko B [TopTneHa BOPOTHTLCA HAM HE NMPHAETCA HUKorza!

Korna Bopotumcs mbi B [lopTiena, Hac NpUMET pOAHHA B 06 BATDA,
Ho Tosibko B [lopTieHna BopoTuThbCs He nail Ham Boxe Hukorna!

— Kax evl omHocumecb K cospemenHotli my3svike? S umelo 6 6udy my3viKy,
NONYAAPHYIO Cpedu MOA0deXCU, KAK, Hanpumep, OUCKo, poK u momy nooobHoe.

— 51 oueHb NOXO pa3bUpalOCh B ITHX BOMPOCAX, HHYErO BaM HE MOTy CKa3aTb,
MIOTOMY YTO #i TIPEANOYMTAIO KJIACCHYECKYIO My3bIKy caM. He Mory cka3aTk, 4TO BCS
MOJIOZIEXb B OCHOBHOM YBJIEKA€TCA MY3bIKO# TUCKO M pOK. 51 3Hat0 MHOTHX MOJIOABIX
nropeii, KOTopble NHOGAT U KJIACCHKY, H APYTHe XaHpbl B My3bike. Bee, yTo aenaerc
XOpOILO M TAJAHTIMBO H BCE, YTO NEPBHYHO, — NO-MOeMY, npekpacHo. Hanpumep,
KOrJa MOSABUIIMCh BUTII3, 3TO GBUIO OTKPLITHEM B HCKYCCTBE, M IOTOMY, HABEPHOE,
3TO NpOM3BeIo Takoe 60blIOE Brieua TIeHHE Ha MUp. M noTOMY, HaBEpHOE, BO3HHKJIO
TaKoe KoJH4ecTBO nojpaxanuii. Ho Bcakoe nopaxaHue — 3T0O BTOPUYHO H yKe He
uHTepecHo. Y koraa s Tenepb HHOT/a BHXY MO TeJIEBU30PY CITy4aiHO KaKHE-TO HALIH
aHcaMO6JIH (1 MX HE 3Hal0, K COXKAaJIEHHIO), KOTOPBIE OJIeThI oA BUTII3, M rMTapbI TAKHE
e, H MaHepa HCMOJIHEHHU, a NIOKOT, AoNYCTHM, «IlostoLKo-nose» uiK YTo-HUGyAb B
3TOM pOfie — 3TO CMELIHO BCE, KOMY 3TO HYXHO...

(Jlennnrpanckuii Jom nucateneit, 1984)

Q: What is your opinion of contemporary music? I mean the popular music of young
people, such as disco, rock-and-roll, etc.

A: I really dont feel comfortable discussing that issue, since I personally prefer
classical music. As a matter of fact, I don think all young people like disco and rock-
and-roll. I know many young people who enjoy classical and other kinds of music. I
admire everything that is done with talent and originality. For example, the Beatles’
artistic discoveries were completely new; that is probably why they made such a
powerful impression on the entire world. That’s also probably why there have been so
many imitations. But each imitation is unoriginal, and therefore uninteresting. For
instance, on television sometimes I see our musical groups, whose members are
dressed like the Beatles, performing with the same style and the same guitars, and
singing, for instance, “Polyushko-pole,” [“A Little Field,” a popular Soviet song
composed by Lev Knipper in 1936], or something like that. That seems ridiculuous to
me... Who needs it?

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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— Jhoboneimno 3Hamb eawe omuoweHue K meopuecmey Marnnvi Buueeckotii,
Aanexcanopa [oasckoeo.

— bBuueBckas, no-MoeMy, 4eJI0BEK O4YEHb MHTEPECHBIH. ¥V Hee Takas, 3HaeTe, y3kas
npodeccHoHanM3anus — OHAa HCMOJIHAET B OCHOBHOM PYCCKHE HapOJHbIE NMECHH U
JieJlaeT 3TO OYeHb YMeJIo U Xopoulo. OHa OueHb OJapEeHHBIH OT NPUPO/Ib] YESIOBEK,
NpeKpacHoO BIAAEIOLNH HHCTPYMEHTOM [ruTapofi], co BKyCcOM, CTpOro oTHOCAIIHiACS
K CBOEMYy pemnepryapy, 3TO oueHb Xopouwo. M y Hee yxke oueHb GOJbLIOH Kpyr
noyuTaTeneil, OHa JOBOJILHO M3BECTHA, Y HEE 3a TPaHHLEH MHOrO AMCKOB.

Yto kacaetrcs Jl0JIbCKOro, s OYEHb XOpOLIO OTHOLIYCh K JOoNbCKOMY, Kak K
4eJIOBEKY, HO K €r0 TBOPYECTBY... 5 I0Ka HUYEr O HE MOTY O €r0 TBOPYECTBE CEPbE3HOTO
cKa3aTh, MOTOMY YTO /Il MEHs JIMYHO OH HE OTKpBUICH MOKa KaK sBJiIEeHUE B
JsutepaType, noka Het. Ho 6ynem HazesaTbcsa. Bee Bnepenu. OH uesioBek MoJIOAoi.
3Ha4uT, NPH ONpPEeACSICHHOM yCepAUH, CTAPAHUH U KEJIAHUH — KOHEYHO...

(Jlenunrpanckuii Jlom nucareneii, 1984)

Q: I am curious to know your opinion of the work of Zhanna Bichevskaya and
Alexander Dolsky.

A: Bichevskaya is a very interesting person in my opinion. She concentrates her
work in a very specific area, generally Russian folk songs, which she sings very
skillfully. She has natural gifts, plays the guitar very well, with good taste, and has a
strict attitude toward her repertoire. And she already has quite a large circle of
admirers. She is rather well-known; in fact many of her records have appeared abroad.

As far as Dolsky is concerned, I have a very high opinion of him as a man, but as
an artist...For the time being I can’t say anything really serious about his work
because, in my opinion, he hasn’t proven himself as a literary phenomenon yet.
Let’s hope. Anything can happen. He’s a young man, therefore with diligence,
effort, and desire, of course...

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)









XKHM3Hb BbLJIA IIPEKPACHA, CYAs ITIO0O AOKJIAJAM

LIFE WAS WONDERFUL, JUDGING FROM THE REPORTS
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ONCE MORE ABOUT FOOLS

(from the movie “From the Life of the Chief of the
Criminal Investigation Department”)

The famous Mr. Chekhov once wrote in his notes
that a smart man likes to learn, a fool likes to teach.
Over the years I've met fools by loads.

1 think I've set a record no one could reach.

What fools enjoy most is getting into crowds.
The leader is in front, contentment in his pose.

1 believed for years—some day I'll straighten out,
and the fools are gone, just melted I suppose.

Oh, childish dreams of mine, what a mistake!
I've been woolgathering, silly and soft.

A smile on nature’s lips is that of a snake,
my calculations must’ve been way off.

A smart man walks alone, in circles unending,

his privacy the most important thing under the sun.
And it is so easy to catch him barchanded.

Soon theyll be plucked out, every single one.

When they are plucked out there’ll be a new era.

You could not imagine or describe it now.

Smart men are too much trouble; fools are too dreary.
We need to find a middle for ourselves, but how?

You would hate to be a fool, though it’s safe and ecasy.
To be smart is what you'd love,

but then you'll end up whipped.
The prophesy on nature’s lips sounds mean and teasing,

but perhaps some day we’ll come to a middle we can keep.

EUE PA3 O AYPAKAX
(H3 xunoguabMa «H3 MCU3IHU HAYAAIBHUKA y20.108HOZ0 PO3BICKAS)

AHTOH [laBnioBHY YexoB OHAXKALI 3aAMETHII,
YTO YMHbIH JIIOGHT YYHTBCH, & AypaK — Y4HTb.
CxonbkHX AypakoB B CBOCH WH3HH S BCTPETHI,
MHe ]aBHO NOpa YyXe OPACH NOJIy4HTb.

Jypaku o60oxaloT cobupaThcs B CTalo,
Bnepenn — Inasubiil Bo Beelt kpace.

B neTcTBE 5 BEPHI, TO ORHAXALI BCTaHY,
a lypakoB HETY: Y/CTC/IH BCe.

AX, neTCKHe CHbl MOH, — kakas ounbka!
B xakux obnakax s no raynoctd suran!
Y npupoabl Ha ycTax KoBapHas yabibxa...
BHAWMO, YEro-TO A HE PACCHHTa.

A yMHbIil B ONHHOYCCTBE TysieT KpyraMH,
OH LEHHT OJIHHOYECTBO MpEBbILLE BCETO.
U ero Tak npocTo B3ATH FONBLIMH PYKaMH,
CKOpPO HX NMOBLUIOBAT BCEX A0 OJHOTO.

Koraa % Hx Bcex NOBbUIOBAT, HACTYNHT 3noxa,
KOTOpYIO HC BhIAYMATb H HC OMHCATD.

C YMHBIM XJIONOTHO, C AYpPakoOM IJ10XO,
HYXHO YTO-TO CpCAHCE — Aa raAc X €ro B3ATb?

JypakoM GbiTb BLIrOAHO, AR O4CHb HE XOHCTCA.
YMHBIM — OY€Hb XOYETCH, AR KOHYHTCH GHThEM.

Y npHpoAbl Ha yCTax KOBapHbIC NPOPOYECTRA...

Ho MoxeT 6biTb Koraa-HHGYAb k cCpeaHEMY NpHAEM.

Y Yexosa & 3anuchbix KHUNCKAX ecmb makas gpasa: «Y muuiii mobum yuumascs, a

Oypak — yuuma»...

In Chekhov’s notebooks there is a phrase: “A wise man likes to learn and a fool to teach.”

83



84

PUMCKASA UMIIEPUSI BPEMEHH YIIAJKA
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THE ROMAN EMPIRE IN DECLINE

The Great Roman Empire, in her declining years,
maintained the most perfect, most orderly appearance.

The leader looked impressive with his comrades and abetters,
official news declared life couldn’t have been better.

“ ‘Comrade’ is a word that does not belong in Rome!” cried critics

in dismay.
“This word alone strips your poem of meaning completely!”
They are right, I'm sure, it’s not a Roman word; but that’s okay.
My slip even helps me a little.
1 now make my point discreetly.

Young men of the empire, in her declining years,
dreamed of guns and fighting with hopes and fears.
They dreamed about trenches and men with fierce faces.
They saw themselves in Europe and Pamirs of all places.

“Trenches and guns—do you know what you are saying?!” cried critics
in dismay.

“Those two words strip your poem of meaning completely!”

They are right, I'm sure, those aren’t Roman words; but that's okay.

My slip even helps me a little.
I now make my point discreetly.

BbI-

~ 7

ia- erT.

PHMCKASA HMITEPHA BPEMEHH YIIA KA

Pumckas uMnepus BpeMEHH ynamka
coXxpaHsjia BHAHMOCTb TBEPJOro Nopaaka.
I'naBHbi 6611 Ha MecTE, COPaTHHKH PAIOM,
*H3Hb GbUla MpekpacHa, CyAs No JOKJajaM.

A KPHTHKH CKaXYT, YTO CJIOBO COPAaTHHK —

He pHMCKas OeTab,
4TO 3Ta OLIMGKa BCIO NECEHKY CMBIC/IA JIMLLAET.
MoxeT 6biTh, MOXET OLITb, MOXET H HE PHMCKasl,

He XKalb,
MHE 3TO COBCEM HE MEILLIAET,
W Jaxe MEHA BO3BbILACT.

IOHowaM HMNEpHH BpEMEHH ynajKa
CHWIKCh NIOCTOAHHO TO CKaTKa, TO CXBaTKa.
To oHu B aTake, TO OHH B OKOIE,

To Bapyr Ha [lamupe, a To Bapyr B EBpone.

A KPHTHKH CKaXyT, YTO CKaTka, NpelCTaBbTe,

He pHMCKas JeTalb,
4TO 3Ta OKHGKA BCKO NECEHKY CMbIC/IA JIHILACT.
MoxeT GbiTh, MOXET ObITb, MOXET H HE PHMCKas,

HE KaJlb,
MHE 3TO COBCEM HE MELLAET,
H JaXe MEHs BO3BbLILLAET.
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Plebes of that empire, declining and unstable,

spent days eating hog food, spent nights under the table.
On mornings of hangover for pickles they were whining.
Perhaps they didn't know their country was declining.

“But didn’t you know that ancient Rome had no pickles?” cried critics
in dismay.

“This word alone strips your poem of meaning completely!”

They are right, I'm sure, it’s not a Roman word; but that’s okay.

My slip even helps me a little.

1 now make my point discreetly.

Girls lived in that empire, which kept on declining.
Only for them the clouds had some silver lining.
All the roads were open—down with old decorum.
They could start careers—or ascend the Forum.

“Forum, ah Forum, now that’s distinctly Roman,” my happy
critics said.

“See, how just one word can make the whole song sound better!”

They are right, I'm sure, it is distinctly Roman; that’s too bad.

I'm bothered by those five letters,

They totally ruin the matter!

MyXHKH HMNEPHH BDEMCHH ynajaka

€JIH, YTO AOCTaHYyT, HAMHBAJIHCh rajiko.

A ¢ noxmesibs Kaxablii Ha paccon 6bUT NagoK —
BHAMMO, HE 3HAJIH, YTO Y HHX YNajoK.

A KPHTHKH CKaXxyT, YTO CJIOBO paccoji, MoJ,

HE pHMCKas aeTaljib,
4TO 3Ta owHbKa BClO NECECHKY CMbIC/IA JIHILACT.
MoxeT 6bITh, MOXET ObITh, MOXET U He pHMCKas,

HE XaJlb,
MHE 3TO COBCEM HE MCLLACT,
H Jaxe MCHsA BO3BbILLACT.

XeHIMHAM HMMNEPHH BPEMEHH ynaaka —
TONbLKO HM, KpacaBHLAM, [0CTaBaJioCh CJIaJKO.
Bce nyTH OTKpBITHI Nepei HXHHM B30POM,
Xouewh — Ha paboTy, a xouemb — Ha GopyM.

A KpHTHKH XOpoM: ax, popyMm, ax, popym, —
BOT pHUMcKas aeTab!
OpnHO NMLLIB CIOBEYKO, @ NECEHKY KaK ykpauaet!
MoxeT 6bITh, MOXET GbITh, MOXET ObITL M pUMCKas,
a Kanb,
MHE 3TO HEMHOT'O MelIaeT,
H 3aMbices1 Moii pa3pyLuaer.

— Hymaio, umo 0aa cosemckux aodeli 8auiez0 NOKOAEHUA UHMEPHAUUOHAAUIM
60.aee ecmecmeeren, 60.aee camo coboii pasymeloueeca NOHAMUeE, Uem OAR meXx, Kmo
nomoaoxce. Beov sawe noxoaerue gvikoearo Beauxoili Omeuecmeenroli 80tiHO1.

— He Hago Waeanu3npoBaTh Moe NOKOJieHHe! ¥V Hero eCcTb CBOM JOCTOHHCTBA, HO
HeMaJio M nopokoB. YTo ke KacaeTcs TOro, 4To Hac copmupoBsasa, BLIKOBaJsa
Benukas OreuecTBeHHas BoliHa, TO 3TO npocTto JjereHaa. M BooGiie: He ObUIO
Hukakoii Benukoii Boiinbl. Brula npocto BoiiHa. Besinkum MoxeT ObITh HapoAd M €ro
nena. Ho ve BoiiHa, He 6oiiHa. He xpoBaBasi MacopyOka, He cMepTh. DTO ObLUla HE
Benukas, a YxacHas BoiiHa. Mep3kas BoiiHa. OHa onycTominna HamM IyLud,
caenana Hac xecTokuMH. HaM npuiioch cTaTh B3pOC/bIMH paHblile BpeMEHH, HAM
NpHLUIOCh NPOKTH yepe3 CTpalllHble MCNBITAHHA — 3TO OTHIOAb HE JIyylliee, 4TO
MOXeT CJIYYUTbCA C YeJIOBEKOM. ITO He NpeIMET rOpAOCTH, 3TO He 3aciyra.

(M3 unTepBblO BeHrepckoil suTepaTypHoit rasere «3Jnet O Uponsanom», 9 nekabps 1983. Pycckas
nybavkaumus: «O603penunen, Ne8, pespany 1984, nepepen c Bedrepckoro A. I'epiukosuu).
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MHUHHUCTEPCTBO COIO3A IMUCATEJIEN

THE MINISTRY OF THE WRITERS’ UNION

Our century, noble and mighty

placed sparks of pride in our breasts.
Russia gave a hard time to her writers:
Dostoevskys, Tolstoys and the rest.

They were, every one, weak and alone,
didn know where to turn each day.
Their wicked old century was prone

to throwing obstacles on their way.

Almost on the edge of extinction,

in some godforsaken old hole

they had no help, no distinction,

they just wrote, very glad to be whole.

They held no gatherings for noisy drinkers,
had no artistic connections at all.

That’s why our bright modern thinkers
made up a union, and had them enrolled.

Then dead waters were suddenly rippling,
wheels were turning, first slow, then fast.
Writers were doubling and tripling—
each new one of less use than the last.

As if from children’s books’ colored pages
almost sweeping the viewer off his feet
came down bosses wtih their high wages,
rows of offices, square and neat,

guards, deputies, drivers emerged at once,
and secretaries to answer all calls,

and writers: the most important ones

and less important ones, goddamn them all.

In the main hall, shining its golden crust,
so that none can escape if he tries,

a bait for foreigners, just as it is for us,
full of lust and desire, a pie lies.

And forgetting all petty old bothers
each one with his own war cry
pushes enemies off to get closer
and tear off a piece of that pie.

What I keep expecting I know not,

but, astonished, the fact I must face

that I, too, pick up crumbs, golden fried and hot
and with hope I come to the place

where the Department of the Union of Writers
for millions of readers to see

stands proudly like Aphrodite

who stepped out of the foam of a sea.

MHHHCTEPCTBO COIO3A4 THCATEJIEH

Bek qBasuaTHIi ABMIICA cnacaTelieM,
NOTOMY M FOPJMMCSH MbI HM.

Bruto TpyaHo B Poccun nucatensam —
JOCTOEBCKHM M Pa3HbIM TOJICTBIM.

BbutH Bce OQMHOKH, Pa3pO3HEHb

H He 3HaJIM, KyJia MM HOTH,

Jla H BpeMs 3JI0BPEJHBIMH KO3HAMH
nonepex CTaHOBHJIOCH MYyTH.

H Ha rpaHM NoYTH BLIMHMpaHHu1,
rae-Hu6yab B 3aXO0JIyCTHOM MTyluH
HH 3aLUHThI TeGe, HU BHUHMAHHUA —
HcnoBenyiics, 3Hail, Aa nuuu.

UYyxabl 66111 UM cOOpHILA IIYMHBIE,
06xoaunKch 6e3 TBOPYECKHX Y3.

H noaroMy rosioBbl yMHbie

HX cobpanu B eQHHLIH cO1O3.

Bcé Bapyr oxuio, Bcé BAPYr YCTPOMIIOCH,
BCE HaJIaWI10Ch, TOJIbKO Obl KHTh.

H nucateneit cpasy yrpounocs,

TaK 4YTO €CTb K€M KOr0 3aMEHHTb.

H, xak GyaTo B CHACT/IMBOM paClIHHKe,
3aMeJIbKaJIi — CTIaCeHHA HET —

H HavaJIbHHKH, H HX NOMOILHHKH,

4TO HH KOMHaTa — TO KaGHHET.

U wodepsl, ¥ 3aMbl HCNIpaBHLIE,
CeKpeTapllil H CeKpeTapH,

H MHCATeIH — CaMble rNaBHble
H HE caMble, YEepT HX OEpH.

B rnaBHoM 3ane, Noj KOPKOIO IJISHUEBO#,
4T06 HUKTO OTBEPTETbCA HE CMOT,

nepea KpOBHbIMH M HHOCTpaHLaMH
BOX/ICJIEHHO pa3Jjiercs nupor.

H, 3abbIBILM BCE MeNKoe, JIMYHOE,
Kaxblii — caM, OTTECHMBIUM Bpara,
HILET MecTo cebe monpunuyHee,
4T06 ypBaTh OT TOrO MHpOTra.

51 He 3HalO, Ha YTO M PacCYHTHIBAIO,
HO ¢ 6OJIBILINM YAHBIICHBEM TJIAKY,
KaK s CaM OT TO# KOPKH OTIHMIbIBAIO
H C HaJIeX OO TyJa NPUXOXy,

rfe Ha paJocTh MHJUTMOHAaM 4MTaTeeil,
6yAaTo BhIAAA M3 NEHBI MOPCKOI
Munucrepcrso Corosa Iucarteneit
Bo3BbIUaeTcs Ha [loBapckoii.



— QOueHb xomeaocs 6bl ycadblwamby, K020 bl cuumaeme 8auiuMu YYUmMeAImMu.

— Ecnu roBoputk 0 npose, Mo yuutens 310 — lodman, Toncroi, ITymkus,
Bnanumup HaboxoB. Ecu roBopuTh 0 no3suu — 3ro Ilymkun, Bopuc Iactepuak,

3a6osoukuii, AHHa AXMaToOBa.
u i (Jlennnrpaackuii Jom nucatencii, 1984)

Q: Who do you consider your teachers?

A: In prose my teachers are Hoffmann, Tolstoy, Pushkin, and Nabokov. As for
poetry—Pushkin, Boris Pasternak, Zabolotsky, and Anna Akhmatova.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

— Bvi Hazsaau cpedu ceoux yuumeaeti Ilacmepraka. Bblao au amo yuenue 3a0UHbIM
uau ounoim? Ecau 6biau auunvlie ecmpeuu ¢ Bopucom Jleonudosuuem...

— Hy, 3To nyiusHas ucropus. 5 c [lactepHakoM GbUT 3HaKOM O4eHb LIANOYHO. 51 6bLT
cryneHToM B TounucckoM yHusepcurere. OH npHuexan B TOwiucu B TpyaHyO s
cebd nopy *H3HH, OUEHb... U FPY3HHCKHE MHCATEITH YCTPOUIIH eMY Beyep, B €ro NoJib3y,
TaK cka3aTb. 910 6bU1, NO-MoeMy, 1948 ron. TpyaHo 6bu10 o4eHs Torna emy. Hy, a s
MHCAaJl CTHXH, OYEHb IIOXHE, MOAPaXaTeNIbHbIC, H 5 MONBLITAJICA K HEMY NpoOpaThes B
TOCTHHHULYY, U npobpasnca. U oH MeHs npuHl. S npumen k Hemy B Homep. OH
CnpocHII, AJis Yero s npumei. S ckasan: «BoT s NHILly CTHXH, ¥ 8 XOUY NIOCTYNHUTh B
JIMTEPaTYpHbIH HHCTUTYT (2 A YYWICS B YHHBEPCHTETE) H HE 3Hal0, CTOUT WM HET».

A cTan YMTaTh CTHXH, OH CMOTpPEJ B OKHO H aGCOJIIOTHO He pearupoBajl HU Ha
yro. Hu pa3y oH He mowesesbHYy 6poBbIO, EMY 3TO Bee ObUTIO He HHTepecHO. Cnasa
Bory, ctuxoB 6bU10 Majl0, i MPOYHTAJl HX BCE, MOHSMI, YTO A HE TO MPOYHUTAN... A
NIOTOM OH HayaJl TOBOPHTb O JIATEPATYPHOM HHCTHTYTe. UTO OH roBopui — 1 ceifuac
He MIOMHIO M COXaJIek, YTO, KOTa A BhILLEN OTTY/A, s HE 3aMucal cpa3y xe ero cjioBa.
Ho oH MHe eQHMHCTBEHHOE CKa3aj, 4YTO s 3anmoMHWI: «EciaM BBl yuHTECH B
YHHBEPCHTETE, TO BAM HE HYXHO HIATH B JIATEPAaTypHbI# HHCTHTYT. JIuTEpaTypHblii
HMHCTHTYT — 3TO reHHasnbHas omnbka I'oppkoro. OH caM xorej, 4TOOLI AETH M3
MIPOCTOHapOAbA MOJIy4aJil JIMTEpaTypHOoe obpa3oBaHHe, OH ObUI CaM TakHM, H eMYy
Ka3aJioch, YTO MOXHO YeJIoBeKa CAeJIaTh MHCATE/IEM B JIMTEPaTYpHOM HHCTHTYTe. Hy,
M XHU3Hb MOKa3aJla MOTOM, YTO MHOrO O4YeHb OJapEHHBLIX MHUcaTejieli HE MMEIOT
HHKaKOro OTHOLUCHHS K JINTEPATYPHOMY HHCTHTYTY, H OY€Hb MHOTO IJIOXHX
nucaTesedl BBOIUTM M3 JINTEPaTypHOrO MHCTHTYTa. Bce 3TO 3aBMCHT OT camoro
4eJIoBEKa, a HE OT 3aBeICHMA, T OH YYHTCS.

Hy, a 6ossblie s ¢ ITacrepHakoM He BcTpeyasics. Ho s ero Beeraa mo6ui u no-
HaCTOSILIEMY 5 €ro CTajl NOHHMATh YXke OYeHb no3gHo. [lo-HacTosweMy...

(Jlenunrpaackuii Jom nucateneii, 1984)
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Q: You named Pasternak as one of your teachers. Was your course “by cor-
respondence,” so to speak, or through a personal encounter?

A: Well, it’s a long story. I only knew Pasternak superficially. I was a student at the
University of Tbilisi. He came to Tbilisi during an extremely difficult time of his life. So
the Georgian writers had arranged a reading for him that would help him financially. It
was in 1948, I think. Things were very difficult for him then. Well, I was writing
terrible, imitative poems. I attempted to sneak into his hotel, and succeeded. And he
received me. 1 went to his hotel room and he asked why I had come. I said, “I write
poetry, and 1 want to enter the [Moscow] Literary Institute (I was studying at the
University of Tbilisi), but I don’t know if it’s worth it.” And he said, “Well, read your
poems to me.”

I began to read my poems; he was looking out the window and didn’t react at all.
He was so bored that he didn’t once raise his eyebrows. Thank God, there weren’t many
poems; I read them all, then realized that I probably shouldn’t have. After that he
began to talk about the Literary Institute. I don’t remember now what he said, and 1
regret that I didn’t write down his words the minute I'd left the room. The only thing 1
can remember of what he said is: “If you are studying at the university, then you don’t
need to go to the Literary Institute. The Literary Institute is Gorky’s brilliant mistake.
He wanted children from the lower classes to receive a literary education, since he
himself was from the lower classes, and he thought it possible to create writers in a
Literary Institute. Well, later life has shown us that many very gifted writers have
nothing to do with the Literary Institute, while many terrible writers have been trained
there. Everything depends on the person himself, not on the institute where he studies.”

Well, I never talked with Pasternak again after that. But I have always loved him,
although 1 didn’t really begin to understand him until very late.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

— Ecmb au 048 eac pasnuya 8 co30aHUU CMUX08 KAK AumepamypHo20 ¥CaHpa u
CMuxo8 K necHam?

— Her, BBl 3HaeTe, s MUIIY CHaYaJla CTUXU U BOOOIIE HE JyMalo O MeCHE. A MOTOM
HEKOTOPBIE CTHXH BAPYT... BAPYT XOYETCS NETh, NOSABJIAECTCA MEJIOAMS, MOABIAETCS
TaK Ha3biBaeMasi necHsi. Ho 3To He coBceM NecHs, 3TO NMPOCTO CNOCOO UCTIOJIHEHUS
CBOMX CTHXOTBOpeHu#. [IoTOMy 4TO nmecHs yalie Bcero MUILETCS Ha My3bIKy. 3HaeTe,
Habop cioB Takoil. U ogHo BpeMs daxxe Obula mapojus Takas Ha MOJIOJEKHYHO
NecHIo, oueHb cMentiHas. A. PackuH u M. Cnoboackoit Hanucanu. OHa Takas ObLia:

Enem, eaeMm, eneM, €M U NPUEOEM.
Pacckaxku cocesM Npo AajleKHi nyTh.
Ox J1a 3X KaKue CBETJIO-ToJ1yOhle,
Enem, MoJioable, BECEJIO B3TJISHYTh.

Bot no 3ToMy TpadapeTy MHOTHE NECHH CO3AAIOTCH.

(Jlennnrpanckuit [lom nucateneit, 1984)









IHO3TY HACTOAMEMY CIIACHUBO,
PYKE ETO, BE3YMHIO ET'O

A REAL POET IS A GIFT FROM HEAVEN,
BE GRATEFUL FOR HIS HAND, FOR HIS MADNESS
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SONG OF VLADIMIR VYSOTSKY O BOJIOJE BbICOLIKOM
For Marina Vladimirovna Polyakova Mapune Brnammuposse Tlonskosoit

To sing you a song of Vladimir Vysotsky I.came. 1. O Bosose Bobicouxom s NECHIO NPHAYMAaThb PELLHI:
Here is yet one more who will never return to his hearth. BOT €llie OAHOMY He BEpHYTbCA AOMOI M3 noxona.
He sinned, people say, untimely he put out his flame... I'oBOpAT, 4TO rpeLln, 4TO HE K CPOKY CBeYy 3aTYILHIL...
He lived as he knew, there are no saints on this earth. Kak ymen, Tak H %1, a Ge3rpelIHbIX He 3HaeT MpHpoaa.
Our parting is short, it will seem like a moment, and then 2. Henanonro pa3siyka, Bcero JIMlilb Ha MHT, a IOTOM
his fresh trail we will follow after a very short while. OTNPaBJATLCA H HAM MO CJIEJAM TIO €0 NO FOpSYUM.
Let his coarse voice enter the homes of Moscow men, Iyctb kpyxHT Hag MockBoto oxpunmuii ero 6apHToH,
and again we will weep with his songs, and again we will smile. HY @ Mbl BMECTE C HHM NIOCMEEMCH H BMECTE MOMNJIa4eM.
Of Vladimir Vysotsky 1 wanted to sing you a song, 3. O Bosioae Bricouxom s necHio npuayMaTh XoTed,

but my hands trembled hard, and the music agreed not with
words...

A white Moscow stork into the white skies was gone,

a black Moscow stork came down to the black world.

— Bawe omnowenue k Bvicoykomy?

HO ApOXaJla pyka ¥ MOTHB CO CTHXOM HE CXOJHJICA...
Benblii ancT MockoBckmii Ha Genoe He6o B3neTe,
YepHBIH AHCT MOCKOBCKHH Ha YEpHYIO 3EMJIIO CITYCTHIICA.

— OTHoLIEHHE y MeHs K BbicoukoMy camoe BbICOKoe. S 3TO BMOCIEACTBUM, KO
6yny BbiCcTYnaTh, npoaeMoHctpupylo. Ho s Mory cka3aTh, uto Bricoukuit — 3T0
OuEHb SPKOE, OYE€Hb GOJIbILOE, 3HAYHTEILHOE ABJICHHE B Halllell OTe4yeCTBEHHOM
KyJIbType, ¥ IPEXAEBPEMEHHAsA CMEPTh €ro, KOHEYHO, 6obIas Tpareaus. Mbl koraa-
HUOYb NO-HACTOSLLEMY 3TO OCO3HAEM €IUE H NMOHMEM.

Q: What is your opinion of Vysotsky?

(Jlenunnrpaackuii [lom nucateneii, 1984)

A: 1 have a very high opinion of Vysotsky. I'll show you this later on, during my
performance. But for the moment I'll simply say that Vysotsky is a very important,
meaningful, and brilliant phenomenon in our culture. Of course his untimely death
was a terrible tragedy. Someday we will finally understand his enormous significance.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

2 pa3a

2 pa3a

2 pasza

95



KAK HAIIIl IBOP HU OBMXAJIN

AccOM/aam'men/‘

¥~ 27
S v S—— y
3

‘) L4

¥

Moderalo
€} G

(3]

i
e
P
*
N—}

Kak Hall [BOp HHU o-  6u-
G G G Em
2 V4
ha |
£a D
y : U4 = o Gl L. —_—
LA i ' é ; P [ —
-Ka- JM, — OH B KJlac- CH- Uec- KOH Io- pe. C mum TE-

i
TS‘

M 'i'”' e 3 > -‘L

-nepb y- xKe He  cmpa- BHTh- CA,  XOTb OH " Ge-  30-

D D G







98

THOUGH THEY REALLY HURT MY COURTYARD

Though they really hurt my courtyard, it is now in full bloom.

They can't abuse it now, though it’s been unarmed since long ago.
Vladimir walked down from his room,

his voice protects us all from doom,

his fingers are golden, and the strings of his guitar have a silver glow.

Though they fought with his guitar, the sound of strings grew louder still.

Though they watered the wine of verse, it grew still stronger.
And who left of his own will,

and who stole the loot with skill—

everything is mixed and can't be sorted out any longer.

Someone still must not be happy with his voice, coarse and stern.
Someone still would love to try and sweeten up his songs with honey.
But then his songs could never burn,

they carry both wisdom and scorn,

and the more one tries to hurt them, the stronger they’re becoming.

Let us not waste any tears, our sadness is in vain.
Let us keep in mind instcad all reasons and excuses,
for we praised kings now and again,

sophisticated ones and plain,

it is now their turn to honor poets and muses.

KAK HAIl IBOP HH OBHIXKAJTH

Kak Hau nBop HH oGHXanH, — OH B KJIaCCH4eCKO#i nope.
C HUM Tenephb yxke He CIPaBHTLCH, XOTh OH H Ge30pyieH.
A 1am Bonoas Bo aBope,

a ero cTpyHbl B cepebpe.

a ero nasblbl — 30/10ThE, FOJIOC €r0 HYXCH.

Kak c¢ rutapoii Hu 60ponnch, — pacnansics CTPYHHbIH 3BOH.
Kak BUHO CTHXOB HH NOPTHWIH, — BCE Kpenmye CTaHOBHJIOCh.
A KTO CHavaJjia BbILLEJl BOH,

a KTO NOTOM yKpaJl BaroH, —

BCE Tenepb NepeMeLanoch, Bce 06beAHHHIIOCD.

MoXeT, KTO U HbIHYE TOXE XPHIOTE €ro He pan.
MoxeT, KTO HaMepeBaeTCH NMOJIHTb B CTHXH eJiesl.
A 3TH NECHH HE ropAT,

OHH B BO3JyXE MapsT,

YeM HM [esIaloT GonbHee, TEM OHH CHIIBHEE.

UYTO % NMEeYaNIMThCA HANpacHO: HbIHYE Clle3bl JIEH — He nei,
HO 3aNIOMHHM XOPOLIEHEYKO W NMOBOA, U NPHYHHY:
Bellb Mbl BOCTIESIH Kopoieii

ot ApbaTa go Puneil,

NyCTh OHH Tenepb NO3TY BO3JAIOT MO YHHY.

2 pa3a

Ceiiuac s cnoio ewje 00Ky necHio, umelowyio omHowerue k Boicoykomy... Tam
ecmb maxkas cmpouka: «A Kmo cHawaaa ebilies 80H, @ KMO NOMOM YKPAA 8A20H...»
3mo k momy, umo koz0a aviwsea mupaxc [kHuzu «Hepe»] Boicoykozo, on nouemy-mo
HUKAaK He nocmynaa 8 MazasuMsl. H nowea cayx, umo yKpaau 8a20H ¢ KHUNCKAMU. ..

Now I'll sing one more song which relates to Vysotsky... One line reads: “And
who left of his own will, and who stole the loot with skill...” It refers to Vysotsky’s
book, The Nerve, which did not appear in the bookstores until some time after it was
printed. A rumor started that a railway car with all the copies had been stolen.


skill.It

— UYmo ebi moxwceme cxazamv no noeody cmamvu Cmanucaaéa Kynseea 6
«/lumepamypnotii 2azeme», 20e npogodumca mbicab, umo meopuecmeo Bovicoyxozo
pacnadaemca Ha 0ge uacmu, AKo6bl He COBMECMUMbIE NO CBOUM XYOONCECMBEHHBIM U
HpagécmeeHHbiM docmouncmeam? H é yeaom — eawe omHowenue Kk Quckyccuu €
«/lumepamypHoti zazeme»?

— Bugure, kakas Bemp ¢ KyHsesbiM npousowna. Kymuses, B obuieMm, uenoek
cnocoOHbIif kak MO3T, HO MHE KaXkeTcs — He OoJibile TOro. A 3amMax y Hero u
npencrasieHne o cebe camoM 6buto Gonbiue. IlbesecTan, Ha koTophui#h OH cebs
noctaBui, ObUT BhIlIe ero cnoco6HocTeit. B oquH npekpacHbli AeHb OH NOHAJ, YTO
YTO-TO HE NOJIYYHJIOCh, H OH PELUIWJ CTaTh HHCNIPOBEPraTesieM H, MOXET ObITh, TAKMM
obpa3om BoilTi B uTepaTypy. M OH HHCnpoBepran Bcex M3BECTHBIX M yJaBIUKXCH,
CTaJl... Hy, HE MOTY CKa3aTh «IIOJIHBaTh IPA3bIO», HO CcTaJl, B o6lIEM, KaK-TO OYEHb
HEraTHBHO HMX paculeHuBaTh. YTo Xke KacaeTcss Bbicoukoro, TyT Toxke ecTh KakoH-TO
3JIeMeHT HeJoOpoxenaTenbcTBa. Buaumo, notoMy, uto BOT, mpeacTaBbTe cebe,
KyHseB cuutan ce6s GONbLIMM NMOITOM M HE CTajl U3BECTHBIM, a Bbicouxmii, kak
yTBEpXJAeT OH, MO3T cpelHuil, cnabpili, a BOT cran u3BecTeH wupoko. U 3to ero
MyuaeT H 6ecnokouT. [a... S nymato, 410 0CO6EHHO AeTaIbHO B 3ITOM pa36HpaThCA He
cieayet. ITo o6bIuHOE siBIIEHHE B )KH3HH. DT0 66110 1 100 teT TOMy Ha3aa, u 1000 net
ToMy Ha3az. YUro kacaetTca auckyccuu B «JluTepaTypHoil razere», To 1 JOJDKEH BAM
MNPU3HATLCS, YTO i HE CJIEKY C HHTEPECOM 3a 3THMH JucKyccHsaMmu. Ilo-Moemy, 3To
HEMHTEPECHO, HYXKHO 3aHHMaThbcs AenoM. J1o-MoeMy, 3TO HEHHTEpPECHO.

(Jlennurpanckuii Jom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: What can you tell us about Stanislav Kunyaev's article in Literaturnaya Gazeta,
where he claimed that the work of Vysotsky can be divided into two parts which are
artistically and ethically incompatible. And what is your opinion of the discussion
launched by this article in the same newspaper?

A: Well, you see, this is what happened with Kunyaev. He is capable of writing
poetry, but not more than that. His ambitions and self-image are much greater than his
talents, and he has placed himself on a pedestal much higher than his own abilities
deserve. One day he suddenly realized that he wasn’t getting anywhere, so he decided
that slandering other writers might facilitate his entrance into the realm of literature.
He began to castigate all well-known and successful writers, and to, well, I couldn't say
“smear,” but, in general, to regard them negatively. And he is also hostile towards
Vysotsky. If you can imagine this, Kunyaev considers himself a great poet, but he’s
never become famous, and he insists that Vysotsky is a weak and mediocre poet who for
some reason has become widely known. This torments and worries Kunyaev...I think
it’s better not to go into the details. This happens all the time. It was happening one
hundred years ago, and one thousand years ago. I must admit that I never follow discus-
sions of this nature, like the one in Literaturnaya gazeta. In my opinion, it is a waste of
time; there are more serious things to be doing.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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THE MUSICIAN MY3bIKAHT

For 1. Shvarts

A musician was at work, and 1 was looking in his eyes.
Not just idle curiosity—I was flying through the skies.
It wasn’t boredom—1 was trying very hard to understand
how could those magic sounds be created by these hands?—
from some ridiculous old strings,
a piece of wood with silly curves,
the out of this world ideals he supposedly serves...
But he must also reach out,
touch my soul, set it ablaze...
And why on earth should he be thinking of my soul when he plays?

H. lllsapuy

My3bIKaHT Hrpan Ha CKpUINKe — # B IJ1a3a eMy [Jafaes.

A1 He 1O 4TO6 NMOGONBLITCTBOBAN — # MO HeOy neren.

51 He To 4TOOBI OT CKYKH — i HAZIEAJICS MOHATD,

KaK YMEIOT 3TH PYKH 3TH 3BYKH M3BJICKaTb —

H3 KaKoH-TO JiepeBALLKH, U3 KAaKHX-TO FPpyObIX X,

M3 KaKOoH-TO TaM (paHTa3HH, KOTOPOH OH CJ1yxnun?

Ja ewie Beab Hafo B Ayllly K HAM NPOHHKHYTb U MOJDKEYb...
A uero c Heil uepemoHuTbes? Yero ee HGepeun?
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— Ymo cocmasasem sawy 2opdocms 60 ecem, umo éamu comeopero?

— Hukakoil ropaoctu abconoTHo. S HCMBITBIBAIO pafocTh B mpolecce paBoThl,
HeGOJIbLIYIO PaZOCTh 110 OKOHYAHHH, & TOTOM HAYMHAKOTCSH COXKAJIEHHUS U PACKAAHHAL.
Tak 4TO, Kakas ke rOpAOCTb...

(Jlenunrpanckuii Jom nucateneii, 1984)

Q: Of which of your writings are you most proud?

A: I'm not proud of anything whatsoever. I experience joy in the process of working,
then much less joy at the end, and finally regrets and repentance. So what kind of pride
is that?

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

— Hucaau au na éac napoduu, u éawe omHoweHue K mMomy?

— [Ha, nucanu JoBoJabHO MHoro napoauid. OcobeHHo ycepactopan Cauia MBaHos.
OH Hanucan nate napoauil. Ho qomkeH ckazaTh, YTO OHH HEyJauHble, IOTOMY YTO
MBI C HUM O0JIbILIKE pY3bsi, OH KO MHE OYEHb XOPOLLO OTHOCHTCS, H BCE €r0 NapOaAUH
— KOMIUTHMEHTapHOro cBoicTBa. A maponus AojnkHa ObiTh enkoil. Enkoil. Tyt y
Hero He mnosyuaetcs noka uro. Iloxa uro... Hy, ecth xopowune naponuu y KOpus
JleBuTaHCKOrOo Ha MEHS, OYEHb yJa4YHbIE, IO-MOEMY. A BOOOILIE 1 OTHOLIYCH K 3TOMY
*aHpy B Bbiclleii cTeneHH GiaroxenaTesibHO. S nosiyyas 3anMcKu M3 3ajia, OYeHb
4acTO BO3MYIlEHHbIe NpoTHB MBaHOBa, B 3a1IMTYy MeHs: «Kak Bbl MoXeTe TepneTh,
aro 6ecnapnonHo...». Hy, 310 npocTo toau, KOTOpble HE UMEIOT Yy BCTBA FOMOPA H HE
MOHUMAIOT, YTO TaKoe Napoaus.

(Jlenunrpaackuit JJoM nucateneii, 1984)

Q: Have people written parodies of you, and if so, how do you feel about this?

A: Yes, quite a few parodies have been written. Sasha Ivanov has been particularly
zealous. He has written five parodies. But, I must say, they are failures because he and 1
are great friends. He holds a high opinion of me, so in fact all of his parodies are
compliments. A parody should be caustic; his are not. However, Yuri Levitansky has
written some good parodies of me. In my opinion, they are very successful. In general,
I think very highly of this genre. I often receive notes from the audience which defend
me indignantly against Ivanov: “How can you tolerate that impudence?” Well, these
are simply people who have no sense of humor and don’t understand what a parody is.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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THE GRASSHOPPER
For Yuli Kim

My green grasshopper, what is your desire?
When gentle winds carry your song ahead

its touch will throw sadness into fire,

its tight embrace will raise one from the dead.

Where did you learn to play the magic music
whose beauty brings immediately in

that passionate, mysterious, elusive,

soft chorus of your brothers clad in green?

What miracle is soon to come before us,

to fall from the sky, to blossom from within,
that so easily, with your green chorus,

so loudly you now confess your sins?

You are a poet, immortal, independent.

Upon the Earth the chosen cohorts walk.

But cry, and weep, and maybe your descendants
won't dare to look down at your work.

A real poet is a gift from Heaven.

Be grateful for his madness, for his hand,
and for his voice, so coarse, almost raving
when he can reach the clouds in the end.

KY3HEYHK
HOnuo Kumy

Hy uyem Te6Ge noTpaduTh, Moii Ky3Heuuk,
Korja TBOH CTHX NPOCTPAHCTBO OrJAcHT?
INpucnymaTtbcs — OH OT ckopbeit H3neumr,
a BCJYLIAThCA — M3 MEPTBbIX BOCKPECHT.

Kakoii cTpyHbl Kacaelllbcsi NpeKpacHoii,

4TO TOTHac 3a Toboii BCTynaeT xop, —
TAHHCTBEHHbIH, BO3BbILLIEHHbIH W CTPACTHBI,
TBOMX 3€JIEHbIX 6paTheB M cecTep?

Kakoe uyzno obewiaet ckopo

C/IETETh HA HALLY 3€MJIIO C BbICOTHI,
YTO TaK JIErKO B CONPOBOXAECHbE XOpa,
TaK 3BOHKO HCTIOBEAYELIbCS Thi?

Tbl TOXe M3 KOropThl CTHXOTBOPHOI,

13 Haulero 6eccMepTHOro mosika.

Kpuuu 1 nnaub, aBoch TBO# TpyA ynopHbIii
MOTOMKH HE OLEHAT CBbICOKA.

IoaTy HacToseMy cnacubo,

pyke ero, Ge3ymuio ero

H rosiocy, Korja, B3JIeTeB 0 XpHna,
OH JI0CTHraeT Heba cBoero.

— Kax eb1 omnocumecy k meopuecmsy xyooxcnuxa Havu I'aazynoea u k Hemy
AUYHO?

— Hy, nu4HO 4 ero 3Ha oYeHb IW10X0. XYAOXKHHUK OH Heroxofi, xusonuceu. Ho
CJIMILIKOM CYETJIMBhIH H OueHb 3a60TsaLLMiiCcS 0 cBoeM NabiucUTH. MHe KaxeTcs, YTO
3TO C HMCKYCCTBOM HECOBMECTHMO. Sl yXe He roBOplO O TOM, YTO OH MHOrAa
MoJIb3yeTCS CBOUM MpPaBOM XYyJIOXHHKA HE C COBCeM GiaroBuaHbiMu uensMu. Tak
YTO, €CTb XYAOXKHHKH ropa3zio Jy4ille, 3Ha4YHTe/IbHEE U LICHHEE, YEM OH.

(Jlenunrpaackuii oM nucateneii, 1984)

Q: What is your opinion of the painter llya Glazunov, as an artist and as a person?

A: Well, I barely know him personally. He’s not a bad painter. But he is over-
concerned with himself and his publicity. And I think that this is incompatible with
art. Furthermore, he sometimes uses his position as an artist for dishonest purposes.
There are many artists who are more valuable and significant than he is.

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)

2 pa3a

2 pasa

2 pa3za
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MY MAILMAN

Mailmen all over the world, it is commonly known,
deliver mail and knock on the doors as they come.

My mailman must be carved out of a different stone—
he doesn't bring me my letters, stays silent and glum.

In the dark hallway he nervously fidgets about.

Back to the street is what he wholeheartedly craves.
Smiles and embraces will welcome him when he steps out;
nothing but sadness and loss can be found in my cave.

Lately my mailman regards me with contempt and fear.
He’d love to get rid of me now and forget that we’ve met.
Happy men out on the street make life simple and clear.
They dont need any letters; they bear no regret.

Finally, writhing and twisting in some crazy bow,

he dashes out as though in fear for his life.

Out in the open his breathing becomes deep and slow.
He has no regrets as into the crowd he dives.

— Ckaxcume, 6bl yenro6ex cyacmaueblii?

MOH NOYTAJIBOH

Bcsk nouTasboOH B 3TOM MHPE, 4TO 06lLEH3BECTHO,
KOPPECMOHEHIIHIO HOCHT H B [IBEPH CTYUHT.

Mo#i nouTanboH K3 Apyroro Kakoro-To Tecta — 2 pasa
MHCEM KO MHE He MPHHOCHT, a8 TOJIbKO MOJIYHT.

TonyeTcs B TeMHO# npuxoxeil B MOJTMAHHH CTPOroM,

Kpyr OTTONTAaJ Ha MOPOre y caMbiX ABEpei.

PapocTHbill aeHb M 06bATHA TaMm, 33 NOPOTOM, — pasa
rOpecTHbIii MpaK H yTpaThl B lieliepe MOeii.

Moii nouranboH npe3upaeT MeHs 1 6outcs,
KaxACT ckopeil OT MeHsi OTOOAPHTLCSH, MIIYT.
Tam, 3a NOPOroM, MeNbKalOT CHACT/IMBbIE JIHLA, 2 pasa
TaM HH O YEM HE XKaJICIOT H NHCEM He KAYT.

BoT, HakoHell, H3rH6GasACh H KIBHAACh, YTO JIH,
6yaTo cnacasch, cnewiuT no obpaTHo# Tpone.
Kak oH B3abIXaeT erko, OYyTHBILKCL Ha BOJIE, 2 pasa
KaK HH O YeM He XKajeeT, TePAACL B TOJME...

— Boobiwe, uesnoBek, noka XuB, — OH cyacTjiuB. Koneuno, a uto x... KoHeuHo.

Q: ' Are you happy?

(Jleunnrpaackuit lom nucateneii, 1984)

A: In general, while a person is alive, he is happy. Of course, why not?

(Leningrad House of Writers, 1984)
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HBIH- 4e pa- 30i- peM- ca Mo

LET US NOT BOAST OF OUR RIGHTEOUS LIVES HE BYJIEM XBACTATbCA, YTO ITPABEJJHO XKXHBEM
Let us not boast of our righteous lives, L He 6ynem XBacTaThCsl, YTO NPaBEAHO KHBCM,

let us go home quietly tonight a pasoiinemcs THXO Nno AoMaMm.

and let whatever’s left when the last of us dies A 4YTO OCTAaHETCH NMOTOM, KOria Mbl BCE YMpPEM, — 2 pasa
become a monument of greatest height. nycTh 310 6yAET NAMATHUKOM HaM. P
And when the truth shines down from the sky 2. M ecnu rpsHeT npaBAbl TOPXKECTBO, —

there’ll stand a monument of greatest height, nycTb 370 6yAcT NAMATHHKOM HaM.

and every man will know what, where, how come and why, H Bce y3HaloT, KTO KOTO, H NoYEMy, ¥ Julsl 4Yero, — 2 pasa
but let’s go home quietly tonight. a HbIHYe pasoiimemcs no AoMaM.

ITo mepe pazeumus yuseuausayuu, cpeou pasHblx ee 6eAUKOAeNnHbiX
usobpemeHruti, 80 éce 60.aee coepUWIEHHOM ¢ MeXHUYECKOU MOUKU 3PEHUR MUDE, Mbl
8ce pexce 3a0yMbl8AEMCA O Uecmu, YeCmHOCmu, ueaogeyeckoti nopadouHocmu...
OueuoHO, IMuM CA08AM HYNCHO 6ePHYMb UX NOOAUHHbLIU CMbICA, HYNCHO
cmpemumbca npudams uM mom 8ec, Komopbili OHU Koz20a-mo umeau. Imo He
3HAUUM, YMO 3MO20 MONCHO 006UMbCA, NPOUHOCA HA IMY MeMY MOPNCECMEEHHDbIE
mupadel, — 3mo 6biao 661 npocmo cmewro. Ho kak-mo, umo-mo — s He 3Haio,
co6cmeeHHbIM NPUMEPOM, UMO AU, — YMmO-mo HA0o 0eaams...

(Polytika, 8 oxTsa6pa 1983)

As civilization progresses, amid the variety of its magnificent inventions, in our
world that is becoming technologically more and more perfect, we rarely stop and
think about honor, honesty and human decency ... Apparently, the genuine sense of
these words needs to be restored; we need to strive to return to them the weight they
once had. That is not to say, however, that this can be achieved by uttering solemn
tirades—that would be ludicrous. But somehow, something, I don't know, maybe

through our own example, maybe—something should be done.
(Polytika, Oct. 8, 1983)
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BUOTPA®HNYECKASA CIIPABKA Ob ABTOPE

Bynat lllanBosuy OkyaxaBa — COBpeMEHHbIH COBETCKHii MO3T, MO3T-NEBELL
(«1IaHCOHbE») M Mpo3auk — poamica 9 mas 1924 roga B Mockse. Ero oren (no
HALHOHAJIbHOCTH I'py3HH) ObL1 KpPYITHBIM NapTHHHBIM paboTHHKOM. B roasl ctanuH-
ckoit yHcTKH KoHLa 30-X rooB oH GbUT apecTOBaH H PacCTpPENIAH KaK «<HEMEUKHH H
ANOHCKHH NMHOH». MaTh (10 HallMOHAIbHOCTH apMsiHKa) nposesa 18 et B TropbMax
U Jlarepsax.

B 1942 rony 17-netHnit Bynat OxymxaBsa yiues 1o6poBoJibLeM Ha GpOHT, 6bUT
HeonHoOkpaTHO paHeH. ITocne BoitHbI (oceHblo 1945 rona) noctynui Ha ¢uiosIOrK-
ueckuil paxyabTeT TOMNHCCKOrO yHHBEpCHTeTa. B 1946 rony counHun cBolo nepayro
necHio «"opH, orons, ropu» («HeucroB u ynpsim»). ITocsie OkOHYaHUs YHHBEPCHTETA
(B 1950 rony) pabotan B aepeBne Kanyxckoii o6iactu u B ropoae Kasyre wkoabHbIM
y4HTeJIeM, 3aTEM KYPHAJIHCTOM.

OxymxaBa Hauajl nevyaTaTh CBOH CTHXH B 1953 romy. B 1956 romy 6bun
ony6MKOBaH nepBblit c6OpHUK cTHXOTBOpeHHH «JInpukar. I1o3xe BhILLIH COOpHUKH
«Octposa» (1959), «Becensiil GapaGaniuk» (1964), «Ilo nopore k TunaTun» (1964),
«Mapr BenukoaywHsli» (1967), «Apbat, moit Apbat» (1976) u «CTHXOTBOpEHHS»
(1984).

B 1956 rogy OxyaxaBa nepeexan B MockBy. Bckope mocne 3toro Hauan
HamneBaTh B Kpyry Apy3eil CBOH CTHXH, aKKOMNIAaHHPYA cebe Ha ruTape. MaraurodoH-
Hble 3alMCH €ro MeceH CTajJli PacXOOUTLCA MO CTpaHe B ThICAYAX IK3EMIUISAPOB,
03HaMEHOBaB POXICHHE LIMPOKOro KyJbTYPHOTO TEYeHHA mocliectajuHckoil Poc-
CHH, KOTOpPOE MONYYWIO Takue Ha3BaHHUA, KaK «HeopHIHaNbHas MECHA», «THTAPHAs
nol3us», «necHu 6apaoB m MeHectpeei», «marHuTuzgaT». Cpeau agesteneit aToro
aBmxeHuss — Agexcaap Ianmy, Bnagumup Bricoukwii, HOnuit Kum, Hosenna
MartseeBa, a Taxxe IOpuit Buzbop, Muxaun Anvapos, FOpuii Kykun, Muxaun
Hoxxun, Esrenuii Knsukud, Anekcanmp lopoanuukmuii, Beponuka [onuHa ©
Apyrue.

B HacTosee BpeMsa Bynat OkymkaBa siBnsieTcs aBTapoM okojio 150 mecen. B
Ka4ecTBe Nod3Ta-neBua («waHcoHbe») oH BbicTynas B CCCP, Ilonswe, BeHrpuwm,
KOrocnasuu, Asctpun, ®PI', dpanuun, Asctpanuu, Avraun, CIIA, Uranuu.
Ileppas npodeccHoHaNbHO 3aNHCaHHAA IUIACTHHKA C €ro NecHAMH Obljla H3JaHa BO
®paHuuu B KoHle 60-x roxos.

Ilepy OxymxaBbl NpHHAAJEkKAT TakkKe NPO3aUYeCKHEe NPOU3BEACHHUS, NEpeBe-
JEHHBIE, KaK U €ro CTHXH, HA MHOTHE si3bIKH MHpa. 9To — noBecTb «Byap 3M0poB,
wkonsp!», pomansl «benHblii ABpocHMoBy, «CTapHHHbIH BoaeBub» U «IlyTewect-
BHe guieTaHTOB», «CBHAaHHe c BoHanapTom», ManeHbkuit poMaH — «®oTorpad
Xopa», a Takxe paa paccka3oB. B rearpax CCCP wmina nbeca OkymkaBbl «I'noTok
cBob6oabi». ITo ero cueHapusm nocrasieHbl GHIbMbI « BepHocThb» B «XKens, XKeHeuka
u ,,KaTioma™.
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BUOI'PA®HNYECKAS CITPABKA O COCTABHTEIJIE

Brnagumup ®pymxud (p. B 1929 roay) 3akoHYHI1 TEOPETHKO-KOMMO3UTOPCKHIA
daxymbTeT (B 1953 romy) m acnupantypy (B 1956 roay) Jlenunrpanckoii koHcep-
BaTopuH. B 1957 roay 6bis1 npuusAT B Co103 COBETCKMX KoMNo3uTopoB. [1penonasaii
My 3bIKaIbHO-TEOPETHYECKHE NPEMETRI, BeJl My3blKaJlbHO-00pa30BaTe/IbHbIE H AUC-
KYCCHOHHBIE MPOrPaMMBI MO JIEHUHIPAJCKOMY TEJNEBUACHUIO U pafuo, 3aHMUMAJICH
HCCIIe0BaTEIbCKOH M KpUTHYECKON JesTesIbHOCTbIo. Cpenn onyG/IMKOBaHHBIX pa-
60T — «Ot TaiigHa no llocrakoBuua»n (ouepk ucTopuu cumdonuu), «Ilo33us u
My3bika», «OcobeHHOCTH coHaTHOH opMbl B cuMponusax llloctakoBuyar, «I[lecHs u
cTux» (0 My3bIKaJIbHO-No3THYeckoM cTuie Bynata Okymxkaest). B cepeaune 60-x
rofOB CTaj 3aHUMATbCs MCCIIEIOBAHUEM H pacrpocTpaHeHHeM neceH Bynarta Oxy-
mxaBbl, Anekcanapa I'annua, HoBesuibl MaTBeeBoil U Apyrux nostos-neBuos. B
1974 rony smurpupoBan B CIIA, rae nponoskaeT UcciaeloBaHUs U MyOIMKAaLUK B
obGsiacti pycckoit necHu. B. ®pymxun BbicTynaeT B AMepuke, Kanane u EBpone ¢
JIEKUMAMH H KOHLEPTAaMH, MOCBALLEHHBIMH OdHLHANBbHOH W HETIOALEH3YPHOH Co-
BeTckoif kynbType. IlpenonmaeTr pycckuil s3bIK, JIMTEPAaTypy H KyabTypy B OOGep-
JIMHCKOM KkoJunemke (witat Oraiio) U B pycckoii neTHeil wkone npu Hopsuuckom
yHUBepcuTeTe (IuTaT BepMOHT).

ABOUT THE EDITOR

Vladimir Frumkin, born in 1929, received a degree in musicology from the
Leningrad Conservatory in 1953 and finished graduate work there in 1956. In 1957 he
was accepted into the Union of Soviet Composers. He taught music theory, moderated
and wrote scripts for music education and discussion programs on radio and television
programs in Leningrad, and did research and critical work. Among his published
works: From Haydn to Shostakovich (on the history of symphony), Poetry and
Music, “Features of the Sonata Form in the Symphonies of Shostakovich,” “Song
and Verse” (about Bulat Okudzhava’s poetic and musical style). In the mid-1960s he
became involved in research on and propagation of the songs of Bulat Okudzhava,
Alexander Galich, Novella Matveeva, and other poet-singers. In 1974 he emigrated to
the United States and has continued to investigate Russian song and has published
widely on this topic. Mr. Frumkin has lectured and performed at colleges, universities -
and other institutions across the United States, Canada and Europe, giving
presentations that deal with official and unofficial Soviet culture. He teaches Russian
language, literature and culture at Oberlin College in Ohio and at Norwich University
Summer Russian School in Vermont.












