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SONGS OF THE SOVIET UNDERGROUND

Nougzar Sharia and his guitar

These ten songs are a small sample of the richness and variety of con-
temporary folk music in the Soviet Union today. They show that the grand
tradition of Russian folk singers has not been throttled, but only driven
underground. Visotsky, Kliachkin, Kim and many other singers follow in the
footsteps of those who sung Dubinushka, The Volga Boatman and Stenka
Razin in times past. No records of these songs are made in the Soviet Union.
The music is not published. Singers cannot perform them in public halls.
Nevertheless, they are sung and heard throughout the country in small
private gatherings and on magnetic tapes. Few of these songs are as directly
political as the protest songs of the West. A singer who attacked the Soviet
government frontally, even in the '‘privacy'' of a living room would almost
certainly wind up in jail or in a labor camp. Or perhaps in an insane asylum.
One must listen closely, one must read between the lines to get the message
of hope or agony or defiance that the poet is trying to deliver.

® NOUGZAR SHARIA was known as the *‘Soviet Orson Welles'' before he
decided to make his career in the West. He began acting in Soviet films
before he was 20, and at 24 became an Honored Artist of the Georgian
Republic — in 1965, After establishing himself as a leading actor, he
began to direct and write for movies and television. In 1968 Sharia got
in trouble with the censors and the movie bosses and felt his creative
talents blighted by repression. Then he took advantage of a trip to Cuba,
North Africa and France to stay in the West. He came to the United
States in 1971.
Sharia was born in Thilisi, capital of Georgia, in 1941. He remains
a Georgian, devoted to his homeland and its rich culture, but he has

found the time to adapt his talents to include Russian and gypsy songs
in his wide repertoire.

® MISHA ALLEN provided English translations of the songs. Mr. Allen is
a Canadian specialist in Russian culture and folklore whose articles on
underground songs from the U.S.S.R. have been published in East Europe,
Problems of Communism, and other magazines and newspapers. Mr. Allen's
knowledge of the history and development of Soviet underground and
protest songs is vast and his counsel was invaluable in the making of
this record. Mr. Allen was raised in Lithuania and came to Canada before
the Second World War. He now lives in Toronto.

@ VICTOR KABACHNIK selected and prepared the Russian texts for the
songs and coached Sharia in his practice sessions. Kabachnik was a
student in Moscow in the late 1950's and early 1960's when his interest
in talking to foreign visitors got him exiled to Siberia for five years. A long-
term friend of many of Moscow's underground songwriters, he now lives
in New York with his charming wife and daughter.
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VLADIMIR VISOTSKY, several of whose compositions
are heard on this record, is one of the well known
Soviet balladeers who needle the Soviet system with
their ironic, satirical, bitter and poignant music. Others
whose songs are passed around by dedicated followers
are Aleksandr Galich, Mikhail Nozhkin, Bulat Okudz-
hava, Yevgeny Kliachkin and Yuli Kim. The latter two
are represented on this recording.

SIDE ONE

1. DON'T BE SAD, MY LOVE — anonymous forced labor camp song about
a prisoner leaving the Krasnaya Presnya prison in Moscow and headed for
Kolyma — Don't be sad, try to forgive the pains of parting, | shall return no
matter how severe my sentence. When one is lost in despair, a song can help.

2. SHIPS ARE WAITING — by Vladimir Visotsky. This is an allegory of Visot-
sky's life. He says that the ships will wait for awhile and then sail away to
reappear after six months and then to depart again for another six months.
Everybody comes back except your true friends and the most faithful of
women. Everybody comes back except those who are missed. Visotsky is
talking about his return to singing and composing after intervals when he
has been either unable or unwilling to write or perform.

3. KOLYMA — A traditional labor camp song describing the arrival of a con-
vict on the prison ship sailing across the sea of Okhotsk to Magadan, the
slave labor capital of the Soviet Union for many years — Goodbye forever;
ahead of us lies Magadan, capital of the cursed Kolyma, the black planet
from which there is no return ... Do not wait for me, mother and wife, nor
you, my little children. It seems my lot is to drain to the bottom the bitter
cup of this world.

4. SOVIET EASTER SONG — by Yyli Kim. Soviet authorities encourage groups
of young toughs to interfere with the religious processions of Easter. This
brilliant satire is written as though Easter were adapted to be a new Soviet
holiday. Part of the wit depends upon the double meaning of words; for
example, ""eggs'' in Russian is comparable to “balls" in English — I shall
send my greetings to Mao Tse Tung. Let him send me his yellow eggs and
| shall let him have my red ones in exchange."" The last verse notes the
Russian custom of kissing the cross during the Easter service.

5. WHAT | DON'T LIKE — by Viadimir Visotsky. Visotsky doesn't like being
crowded or people censoring his mail. He doesn’t like having to be cautious
in .his conversation or being shot in the back or, as a matter of fact, from
straight ahead. He doesn’t like smug satisfaction and he’s disturbed when
the word honor is forgotten. He hates both violence and helplessness and
that is why he doesn't pity the meekness of a crucified Christ.

SIDE TWO

1. COMRADE STALIN — Written shortly after Stalin's death, this song is well
known in the Soviet Union, both in the cities of European Russia and in the
camps and places of exile in Siberia — Comrade Stalin, | am a simple Soviet
prisoner, and although | don't know why | was convicted, obviously the pro-
secutor was right and so I'm here in the region of Siberia where you were
once exiled by the Tsar. When you were out here you succeeded in escap-
ing from exile six times while |, a fool, have been unable to do so even once.

2. PRISONER VASILIEV AND PRISONER PETROV — Another Visotsky song.
Vasiliev was sent up for embezzlement and Petrov, apparently, for rape. The
other prisoners have designs on them and then the chief doctor wants one
of them to be his lover. So they try to escape. They were caught again by
the state security police. The camp colonel got two decorations and a cash
;eward and was so pleased he kept on hitting them to celebrate his good
ortune.

3. DOWN AND OUT — Another forced labor camp song by an anonymous
author. The singer is being taken again away to the north to the camps in
a freight car. "“The guards carry rifles and they replaced the freedom which
we knew.' Addressed to girlfriend or wife, the singer says he's heard she
went away, that he remains without tender love and care in a strange land
called Kolyma. He is down and out, his freedom stolen, his golden locks
shaved off and it seems he is standing on the edge of an abyss.

4. DON'T LOOK BACK — by Yevgeny Kliachkin. A love lyric accompanied by
whistling, 2 style that many of the younger underground singers employ —
Don't look back, don't cry for me, change your address, try to avoid me,
we are still fated to be together. Throw away the keys if you want, I'll come
in through the window, but right now be silent. Be silent.

5. ANTI-FAIRY TALE — This untranslatable song is a brilliant example of
Visotsky at his most clever. It involves references to Pushkin's versions of
Russian fairy tales and to recent events, including the downing of the U-2
airplane. The song is included for those who already know the language and
something of the country and those who would like to hear a careful rendi-
tion of this brilliant Visotsky creation. Unfortunately, if you need a transla-
tion of it, you won't be able to understand it.

Folder with complete Russian lyrics and English translations is inside. Cover designed by DOROTHY FALL
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NOUGZAR SHARIA SINGS
SONGS OF THE

RUSSTAN UNDERGROUND

English translation by Misha Allen

These ten songs are a small sample of the
richness and variety of contemporary folk music
in the Soviet Union today. They show that the
grand tradition of Russian folk singers has not
been throttled, but only driven underground. As
in literature, where Solzhenitsyn and Pasternak
have kept the Russian heritage alive, Visotsky,
Kliachkin, Kim and many other singers follow in
the footsteps of those who sung Dubinushka, The
Volga Boatman and Stenka Razin in times past.
No records of these songs are made in the Soviet
Union. The music is not published. Singers can-
not perform them in public halls. Nevertheless,
they are sung and heard throughout the country
in small private gatherings and on magnetic tapes.
The authorities are willing to tolerate this
private circulation provided it does not go too
far. For that reason, few of these songs are as
directly political as the protest songs of the
West--a singer who protested the political arrest
of a friend, for example, would almost certainly
be arrested and severely punished--but these
songs do convey the real feelings of the people,
their sorrows and loves, their past struggles and
their wit in ways to which the Soviet government
will not permit public expression. Nougzar Sharia
and Victor Kabachnik have prepared the first record
of these songs recorded in a professional studio.
One hopes it will mark the beginning of a new wave
of interest in the musical accomplishments of the
Peoples of the Soviet Union.



DON'T BE SAD MY LOVE

A line of freight cars on the move,

Rattling along rails »>f steel,

This echelon is heading for a special destination,
From Presni (1) to the far away Kolyma.

Wrapped up in their parkas, heads tucked in,
Passing forests and marshes,

Guards stand at the exits of each car,

Their machine guns at the ready.

Don't be sad my love

Try to forgive the pains of parting,
I shall return before my time is up
No matter how severe my sentence.

I shall return to our doorway,
Longing for your 1love,

I shall tap on the window.

For a ten ruble note as our pay,

We have broken through a Siberian Highway,
Where there were animal paths before,

This is our gift to the working class.

This song I have learned there

Where the common fate of the March brought us together
I have adopted a familiar refrain,

It proved to be of some comfort to me.

Note:

PRESNI--a suburb of Moscow, where a well-known prison
is located.

HE IIEYAJBCH, JBUMAS
JarepHas IecHs,
dmeJoH, 3a Bal'OHOM Bar'CH,
C MepHHM CTYKOM IIO peJbcaM U3 CTaJu,
Crierr-aTarioM uZeT 3UeJOH
IOpsaMo ¢ IIpeCHNM B KOJEMCKUE JaJMe.e

3aBepHYBIKUCE B GymIaT ¢ T'OJOBOIL,
IIpoesxas Jeca U 6OJOTA.

Ha mJomagke Bar'OH2 KOHBOM
OmMeTHHNJI CBOM IIYJIESMETH. .

0, He meuvaJbecd, JOMMad,

3a pasJayKy OpoCTMIB TH MeHH,

i BepHycCh paHBIle BpeMeHM B [OM,
Joporasa, mpocTxu,

Kak OH Hu OHJ MOJ IIpUI'OBOP CcTpoOr,
i BepHycH Ha POAMMEI IIOPOT,

M TOCKys IO JacKaM TBOUM

IIox OKHOM IIOCTYUYe e

3aBepHyBIVMCH B GymJIaT C I'OJOBOI,
IIpoe3srasa Jeca u 6oJoTa,

Ha mnJomake BaroHa KOHBOM
OmMeTUHNUJI CBOY ITYJAEOMOTH. e e

3a uepBOHeI TpPyZAOB-Jarepei,

I B mojzapok paboueMy KJIacCCy,
TaM, rze OHIM TPOIMHKY 3Bepei,
IpoNORUIN CUOUPCKY TPACCY- s

0, He IeuyaJbCcs, JOOMMad,

3a pa3JyKy NpOCTMIIBL TH MeHd,

i BepHyCH paHBlle BPDEeMeHM B [IOM,
Jloporad, IpPOCTH,

Kax 6H HM ORI MOJ IIpUI'OBOpP CTpOr',
5i BepHyCH Ha POZWMMEI TIOpOT,

M TOCKyS IIO JacCKaM TBOMM

1oL OKHOM IIOCTYUYese

3Ty IeCHI s BHYUYUJA TaM,
I'me B aTamax cynb6a Hac cBA3zJa,
Ilogo6paJ K Heli 3HAKOMHI IIPYIIeB,
dTa TMecHI B 6efle IIOMOTaJ2.. .

32 uepBOHeI[ TPyZLOB-Jarepei,

I B mojapox paboueMy KJIaCCY,
TaMm, rZle GHUM TPOIVHKM 3Bepei,
IIpoNOERUIN CUOGUDPCKYIO TPACCY e oo

0, He meuvaJbcs, JOOMMAA,

3a. pa3JyKy NpOCTHUIE TH MeEHs,

fi BepHyCH paHBlle BPDEMeHU B JOM,
Joporad, IIpocTH,

Kax 6H HM OHJ MOJi IIDUTI'OBOP CTPOT,
I BepHyCh Ha DOZAMMHI IIODOT,

U TOCKys IO JacCKaM TBOUM

IIon, OKHOM IIOCTYUY esee
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THE SHIPS ARE WAITING

The ships are waiting; soon they will embard on their course
But they will return due to bad weather

Six months will pass and I'll reappear,

Again to depart, to depart for six months

Six months will pass and I'll reappear

Again to depart, to depart for six months.

Everyone comes back, except your true friends,
Except the beloved and most faithful of women,
Everyone comes back except those who are missed.
I do not trust fate, and must less myself.
Everyone comes back except those who are needed
I do not trust fate, and much less myself.

Still, I want to think that this is not so,

That soon it will go out of style to burn ships behind you.
Of course, I'll return, full of friendship and hope,

Of course, I will sing and sing on let but six months pass.
Of course, I'll return, full of friendship and hope,

Of course, I will sing and sing on let but six months pass...

--Vladimir Vysotsky

"KOPABJM IIOCTOHT.. "
Caosa B.Bucomkoro

KopabJayu IIOCTOAT M JOERaTCA Ha Kypc,

Ho oHM BO3BpamalTcs CKBO3b HEIIOT'OLY,

He mpolifeT ¥ moJ-roja ¥ £ IOABJIOCE,

Yrob6H CHOBa YiiT¥, UTOOH CHOBa yilTM Ha moJa-roxa!
He mpolifieT u moJ-rofa ¥ A MIOSBJICH,

Uro6H CHOBa yiiTM, UTOOGH CHOBa YiTM Ha IOJ-ToZa!

BosBpamaiorcss BCe, KpoMme Jyumux Apyaeil,

Kpome caMuX JIOOMMHX ¥ TPeJaHHHX XOHIMH,

BosBpamaiorcd BCe, KDOMe TeX, KTO HyXHeH,

i He Bepw cyznbe, A4 He Bepo cyabbe, a cebe eme MeHBIO!
BosBpamakrcs Bce, KpoMe TeX, KTO HyXHeli,

1 He Beppo cynnbe, A He Bepo cynbbe, a cebe ele MeHBIe!

Ho MHe xoueTcs AyMaTh, UYTO 3TO He TakK,

Yro cEMraTh KopalJu CKOPO BHILeT M3 MOXH!

i KOHeUHO BepHyCh, BeCh B ApPy3biX U B MeuTax,

i KOHEUHO CIOK, S KOHEUHO CIIOK, HE IIPOIeT ¥ TOJ~T'0J2.s.
i KOHeUYHO BepHyCh, BeCh B JPy3bAX M B MeuTax,

i KOHOUHO CII0K, f KOHOUYHO CIIOK, HE IIPOIeT M IIOJ~TONZ.ss




KOLYMA

I remember that harbour of Vanynsk

And the sigt of those sullen boats,

As we walked up the gangplank

To the cold and the gloomy ship's holds.

All the Ze-Ka's were sea sick

Holding on to each other like brothers
And every once in a while from our lips
Silent curses were whispered.

Not a song but a pitiful howl

Burst from hundreds of hearts

Good bye for ever, dry land

The steamboat was roaring and puffing.

The fog embracing the sea

The waves were beating against us,
Ahead of us Magadan,

Capital of the cursed Kolyma.

Five hundred kilometers of Taiga

There is not a house there nor settlement
Cars don't go there,

Deer are straggling along the terrain.

May you be cursed, Kolyma,

The one we named the "Black Planet"
One cannot help but go mad,

As from here there is no return.

Do not wait for me mother and wife,

Nor your, my little dear children,

It seems my lot is to drain to the bottom
The bitter cup of this world.

KOJEMA

i moMHI0O TOT BaHMHCKMI IIOPT
I BUZA TIapOXOZOB yI'DIMEIA,
Kax miay Mu 10 Tpally Ha 60pT,
B XoJOIHHE, MpauHHE TPDKMEH., ..

OT xauky cTpajaJu 33Ka,
O6HABIMCE, KaK POAHHSE OpaThsd,
I uspernks JuIIE C S3HKA
CpHBaJANCEH TIJIYXUO IIPOKIATBH. e

He mecHsA, a =XaJOOHHI KDHUK
Iz coTHM r'pyzei BHpHBaJCH,
IIpomaii HaBcerja MaTEepUK -
PeBeus mapoxox, HazpuBaJcs,

Hapm MopeM cmyckaJes TyMaH,
PeBeJa. cTuxua Mopckad,
Jexgaa Brepeau Marapanm -
CToauita KOJEMCKOT'O Kpad,

IIaTECOT KMIOMOTDPOB Taiira,
I'me HeT HM EMJBSA, HU CeJeHWH,
MamyEH He XOZAT, TyZha

EpesyT CIIOTHKASCH OJOHM s e

Byzns mpokJsdTa TH, KoJamma,
Yro Ha3BaHa UYOPHON IIAHETOI,
Coiifems IOHeBOJE C yMa,
OTcoza Bo3BpaTa yX HETY,

He Iy MeHA MaTh ¥ XEeHa,

M BH = MaJOJOTHNMe JeTH,

3HaTE I'OPBKYD Yally CO JHa
JocTasock MHe BHIINTE Ha CBeTe,

i 3Ha, MOHA TH He XRJelb,

JI mmMceM MOMX He UYNUTaelb,
BeTpewaTh TH MeHA He IIpMIeENb,
A ecay npuzems, He y3Haellb,

llo marepo 6poguT IHHTA,

M aopy TaM 6poZAT, KaK TeHW,
MallMHH HO XOAAT, TyZAa
BpenyT, CIOTHKadCh, OJEHHU

Byns mpoxasTta, TH, KoamMa,
UTo Ha3BaHa UEPHONM ILIAHETOM,
Coliflells IIOHEBOJE C yMa,
OTcoga BO3BpaTa yE HETY,
Coiifiens ITOHeBOJEe C yMa,
OTcofa BO3BpaTa VX HETYeoos




SOVIET EASTER SONG

I gaze at the sky with a look full of brightness COBETCKA# IIACXAJBHAS

Already in the morning I managed to get a bottle (1)
To me this day is as dear as Miner's Day,
Or even the Day of Armed Forces. (2)

CaonBa K,Kuma
I'zaxy Ha He60 IIPOCBETJEHHHM B3ODOM,
51 Ha Tpomx ¢ yTpa coobpasuJi,
{ 3TOT ZeHL J06JI, KaK JleHb llaxTepa,
Kak mpasfHMK HallUX BOOPYXREHHHX CIJI,
fi ®TOT AeHB JIOJIO, KAaK JeHb UaXTepa,
Kak npasfHEMK HalliX BOOPYXEHHHX CUJI,

Eggs today are being broken with a crash,
And the soul is gladdened by the ringing of bells,
As Proletarians of All Lands are uniting
Around the Easter table. =
CeronHsa sillla ¢ TPeCKOM pas3buBalTcd,

In the West they paint eggs blue and green, \ U mymy panyioT KOJOKOJa,
We colour them only red, U TIpPOJeTADUM BCEX CTPAH COSAMHSANTCH

I carry them proudly in my hands like banners, ﬁoxpyr IROXAREHOPO QTOXR,
Like symbols of our joyous victories. TIpoJieTapuy BCeX CTpPaH COeAUHANTCH
‘ Bokpyr rnacxaJbHOI'O CToOJA !

To the clanging of knives and forks,

The aroma of Easter cakes tickles our nostrils,
And it is good to sit amidst a forest of bottles,
Even though surrounded by the mugs of finks.

TaMm Ha 3amafZe = TaM KpacAT Silla B CUHUI M 3eJeHHI,
My xpacum dillla TOJBKO B KPaCHHII IIBET,

Hecy B pyKaX MX T'opioO, KaK 3HaMeHa,

Kakx cuMBOJ HalMX pPaJOCTHHX IIoben!

Hecy B pykax ux ropzo, Kakx 3HaMeHa,

How good it is, this time of year, Sk SHMESR B PANOCTHHEX T06ex)

To return from Church and sit down to dinner;
Come, let us have a puff of the Opium of the People, (3)

While the priest lights one of our cigarettes. lon KONOKOJBHH} 3BOH HOX®l M BUJIOK,

lijexousT HO3ZPU 3arax KyJuuei,
JI XOpOmO B CILJOWHOM Jecy OYTHJIOK
YBUIEeTH MODJAH JaXe CTyKaueii!
¥ xopomo B CIJIOWHOM JeCy OYTHJIOK
YBuUneTs MODJH Jake CTyKausii!

All men are brothers--I shall embrace a Chinaman,
And send my greetings to Mao Tse Tung;

Let him send me his yellow eggs,

I shall let him have my red ones in exchange. (4)

Kakx xopomo B Takoe BpeMd r'ofa
[IpniiTy 3 OepxBM IIpAMO Ha ofbex,
JaBail 3akypmM "omuyMm Hapoza",
A 1o 3aKypHUT HallMX CUI'apPeT,
Japait saxkypum "ommym Hapozal,
A OH 3aXypuT Haluux curaper!

We have suffered enough under these clear skies,
Was it not for this that Christ had left the Cross?
We shall say "hands off" to the imperialists,

Keep away from our Soviet Christ!

® Passer by, come let us kiss again,

Forgive that genuine interest on my part,

It seems we are resembling humans once again
Christ Has Risen--Truly He Has.

Bee oy 6paTha —= A OO6HMMYy KuTaiia,
[IpuBeT Mao=-u3e-AyHy IepelaM,
M mycTh OH XeJTHe CBOM IIpMILIET MHe sila,
——Yuli Kim H KpacHHe cCBOM eMy OTJaM! 5
Notes: I nmycTs OH XeJTHe CBOM IIpPMILIET MHe fiina,
T i KpacHHe cBOM eMy OTJaM!
1. The slang expression ''soobrazit na troikh'" which

in literal translation would mean to "arrange for three'", JOBOJBHO MCHIHTaEMII B Hebe uMcCTOM,

This expression refers to a Soviet law that forbids the He gas Toro Mucyec comes ¢ KpecTa,

sale of a bottle of Vodka to less than three people. A MH CKaXeM = PYyKM IIpoub = NMIIepyaJucTaM =
man may have to resort to picking up perfect strangers OT Hamler'o COBeTCKOr'o Xpucra!

who are in the same predicament. They then join together MH cxagkeM = DYKM IIPOYBL — MMIIEPUAJIUCTAM =
to buy the bottle. 0T Hamlero coBeTckoro Xpucra!

2. The Soviet Union celebrates many holidays, on most
of which people still have to work, such as "Armed Forces
Day'"--"Miners' Day'"--"Flyers' Day'"--"Women's Day" etc.

Tak moneJyeMmcs, JaBali, Ipoxoxasd,
IIpocTy MeHA 3a UMCTHI MHTepec,
Mu ® Ha JoAe#l CTaHOBMMCS ITOXORWMM,

3. Reference to the famous or infamous quotation XpHUCTOC BOCKpPEC! ....s BOUMCTUMHY BOCKpec!
by Karl Marx: '"religion is opiate for the people." MH ® Ha JOfe# CTAHOBMMCS TTOXORMMH!
4. In Russian the word "eggs' has the same second XpUCTOC BOCKPEC! sessseeesss BOMCTUHY BOCKpEC!

meaning as "balls" in English.
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WHAT I DON'T LIKE,..,.

I don't like predestined results,
That is why I do not sing of them
I don't like any time of the year
When I drink or when I am ailing.

I don't like that open cynicism,
Exaltations and such,

Also, when someone reads my letters
Looking over my back.

I don't like this talk in whispers indirectly
Or when conversations suddenly come to a halt,

I don't like to be shot in the back,

Nor do I look forward to be shot at point blank.

I don't like it when I am frightened.

I am annoyed when people are being hurt without cause
I don't like it when they get into my soul,

Moreover, when they spit all over it.

I hate those gossips and their stories

The worms of doubt, the sting of honor.

Always against the grain

They are cutting glass with iron and not a diamond.

I do not like smug satisfaction,

Better let it all get out of control...

I am mad when the word '"honour" is forgotten
And that slander has replaced it behind my back.

When I see broken wings,
I feel no compassion and no wonder,
I despise both violence and helplessness

And that is why I do not pity the meekness of a crucified Christ.

I don't like stadium and areas

Where millions are spent for trifles
Let there be great changes ahead!'
That I will never 1like.

--Vladimir Vysotsky

d{ HE JKOBJIO
CaoBa b.Bucomkoro

H He awb6an PaTaJBHOI'O MCXOZa,
lloaToMy 06 3TOM He IO,
51 He awOJaK JIO60e BpeMs Toza,
Koropoe 6Gosen uam mnio,

i He JO6JI0 OTKDPHTOI'O IMHM3MA,,
BocTopxeHHOCTM Bep ¥ eme =
Korza uyxoli MOM umTaeT IuchbMa,
3arJaanuBasd MHe uepes ILIeuo,

i He Jo6J0, KOT'Za HAIIOJOBUHY,

Wam Korfa IIpepBaJy pPasroBOD,

i He J06J, KOTJa CTPEJST B CIIMHY,
i TaKXe IIPOTUB BHCTDeJa B YIIOD,

1 He J06a cebd, Korja A Tpymy,
Jocanno MHe, korzges 6esacMuHcJa OBOT,
4 He J0bJao, Korja MHe JesyT B Ayuy,
Tem 6osee, Korjza B Hee ILINWT!

1 HeHaBuXYy CIIIeTHU B BUJEe Bepcuit,
YepBeii COMHEHBS, IOUscTell uriy,
Jau Korja Bce BpeMdA IIPOTUB IepCTH,
oy Kor'Za XeJe30M II0 CTeKJy!

5l He JOOJI0 BOCTOPXEHHOCTH CHTOI,

VX Jyulle TyCTh OTKAXyT TOpPMO3a,
JlocalHO MHe, UTO cJOoBO "wecTh" 3a6mTO,
M uTo B YecTH HaBeTH 32 IJasa!

Korza A BuRY CJIOMaHHHE KPHIbSA,
HeT ®aJocTu BO MHe U HECIIPOCTa
i He Jwb6Ja0 Hacuabe ¥ Geccuine,
I MHe He RaJb pacnaToro Xpucra!

fl He J06JI0 MaHEXH M apeHH,

Ha HUMX MMJIBOH MeEHAKT IO pPy6.Jo,
OycTe Brmepeu = 60JbIME II€PEMEHH,
3 3 T 0 HMKOrJ2 He IIOJKOJD!...

11




COMRADE STALIN

Comrade Stalin, you are a man of learning
And know what linguistics are all about,
While I am a simple Soviet prisoner,

And my comrade is the gray Briansk wolf.

Why am I sitting here? I honestly don't know,

But the prosecutors are obviously in the right,

So here I am, a prisoner in the region of Turukhansk,
Where you had once been exiled by the Czar.

Yes here I am, in the Region of Turukhansk,
Where the guards are rude and cruel,

I understand, of course, that is all

Part of the intensified class struggle.

Readily we admitted to someone else's sins,
And thus went to meet our bitter fate.

We had so much trust in you, Comrade Stalin,
More, perhaps, than in ourselves.

Rain, snow, mosquitoes are upon us,

While we are in the Taiga from dawn to dawn,

It was you who started here the sparks from 'Iskra" 1)
Thanks to you, I am warming myself by the fire.

Comrade Stalin, you don't sleep nights,

As you listen to the patter of the rain,

While we are laid out on boards like logs

The sleeplessness of leaders is foreign to us.

Note:

1. "Iskra" (Spark) a revolutionary newspaper pub-
lished by Lenin at the beginning of this century.

2. There is a Russian proverb: '"Les Rubyat, schepki
letyat'", meaning "When you chop down trees, the chips fly."
Meaning more or less you can't make an omlette without
breaking eggs. During Stalin's purges, this proverb was
very widely used for obvious reasons. Prisoners were
called "Stalin's chips."

TOBAPUI[ CTAJMH IlecHA MTOJUTUYECKUX
32 KJOUEHHHX CTaJNH=
Topapyum CrainH, BH GOJbIOJ yUeHHH, CKux Jarepei,
B S3HKO3HAHNUM NO3HABIMI TOJK,
A s TIpocToil coBeTCKMII 3aKJIOUSHHHIH,
M Moit ToBapw = Cepwii GPAHCKUM BOJK,
A & TIPOCTO¥ COBETCKUI BaKJOUSHHHI,
Y Moii ToBapMI = COpHi GPAHCKMIA BOJK,.

3a uTO CUMRYy, IIO COBECTM He 3HaW,
Ho mpoKypopH, BUAMMO,IIPABH,

U BoT cuxy s B TypDyXaHCKOM Kpae,
T'me mipu Hape OHBaJM B CCHJIKE BH,

I BoT cuxy A B TypyXaHCKOM Kpae,
T'ne mpu mape OHBaJM B CCHJKE -BHeee

I BoT cuxy A B TypyxXaHCKOM Kpae,
I'Ile KOHBOWDH CTPOTM M I'Dy6H,
i 3TO BCE, KOHOUHO, ITOHMMAIW,
Kak 060CTpeHBEe KJacCCOBOV GOpBOH,
i aTo BCe, KOHEUHO, IIOHMMAIN,
Kak 060CTpeHBe KJaCCOBOi 60pBOH.

B uYyXxMX I'pexax MH Cpa3y CO3HaBaJuCh,
JTanoM Iy HaBCTpeuy Toi cyzanbe,

MH Tak BaM Bepuau, ToBapui CTaJuH,
Kak, MOReT OHTB, He Bepuau cebe,

Me Tax BaM Bepuayu, ToBapym CTajuH,
Kak, MOKeT OHTh, He Bepuau cebe.

To NOXAk, TO CHer, TO MOmMKapa HaJ HaMnu,
To MH B Talire ¢ yTpa ¥ IO yTpa,

BH 37ech M3 MCKPH pasfyBaJiu ILJaMsd,
Criacubo BaM, f I'PelCh y KOCTDpa,

B 3Zech M3 MCKPH pasfyBaJu ILIaMd,
Criacu60o BaM, f I'peloch Yy KOCTDa.

Torpapum CTaJuH, TH He cOMib HOUaMM,
[lpucaymnBasich K WOPOXY NOXnei,
A MH JeXUM Ha HapaxX WTabeJsMn,
) HaM uyxaa GecCOHHMIZ BORAe,
A Mu JexyM Ha Hapax MTabeJsMn,
U HaM uyxna 6ecCOHHUIIa BORJeN.




I can see you on parade,

Wearing your Party cap,

Draped in your military coat

While we are chopping wood

And Stalinist chips are flying all around (2)

Your chest is covered with ribbons and medals

And your hair has turned gray from worry...

After all, you succeeded in escaping six times from exile,
While I, the fool, could not do it even once.

Yesterday we buried two Marxists,

We did not drape them in red flags.

One of them was a right wing deviationist,

While the other one, it appeared, was quite innocent.

And before expiring forever,

He left you his tobacco pouch and these last words,
Asking you to get to the bottom of all this,
Exclaiming quietly: "Stalin is the boss."

May you live thousands of years Comrade Stalin
And even if I have to croak right here,

May only per capita steel production

Increase in our country.
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i BURY Bac, KaK BH B IapTUIHON KeIKe
I B KuTeJe MAeTe Ha napap,

My py6uM Jec ¥ CTaJMHCKME MEITKN

Kak IIpexje BO BCe CTOPOHH JETAT,

My py6yMm Jec M CTAaJMHCKME MeITKM

Kax TIpexle BO BCEe CTOPOHH JOTSAT.

Bes rpysb Vv Bac B Harpajax ¥ B MeJaJsx,
/I BOJOC OT 3a60TH IIOCEHeJ,

Begb BH liecTh pas3 M3 CCHJKM ybGeraJiu,

A § Iypak — HU pa3y He cyMeJ,

Benb BH WeCTh pa3 M3 CCHJIKK yberaJn,

A g pgypak = HUM pa3y He CyMel,.

Buepa MH XOPOHMJM ABYX MapKCUCTOB,
MH X He HaKpHBaJM KyMauoM,

OauH M3 HUX OHJ IIPaBHM YKJOHMCTOM,
Jpyroit, Kak oKa3aJochb, He IIpUUEM,
OOuH M3 HUX OHJI IIpaBHM YKJOHMCTOM,
Ipyroii, Kak OKa3aJoch, He IIpPUUEM.

I mepex TeM, KaK HaBCer'Zla CKOHYATHCH,
BaMm 3aBellaJ KKCET U BCe CJOBa,

llpocua OH Bac BO BCeM TyT pasobparshesd,
M Tuxo BCKPMKHyJA — CTaJuH - Ir'oJoBa,
llpocuax OoH Bac BO BCeM TyT pasobpaThesd,
M TyxO BCKPUKHYJ — CTaJaui = T'OJOBa.

KyBuTEe X THIy JeT, ToBapmy CrajuH,

I XOTh NpUZeTCH 3/eCh IIOLOXHYyTH MHe =
Pocao 6H TOJBKO IIPOM3BOJCTBO CTaJM
Ha pyuy HaceJeHMS B CTpPaHe,

PocJao 6H TOJBEKO IPOU3BOLCTEO CTAJM
Ha JIymy HaceJeHUS B CTP2HO...




VASSILIEV AND PETROV ZE-KA

We are both done for and through a fluke:

He for embezzlement and I for the love of Zenia.
Zenia--I loved but we parted,

She was yelling and resisting.

The CHEKA (1) pounced on both of us
And now we are inmated called ZE-KA
7ZE KA Vassiliev and Petrov ZE KA.

And in the camps there is no life at all,
Surrounded by railroad thieves and housebreakers
We are mistreated horribly by everyone.

With passes made at us, the most peculiar.

And those in charge could not care less why inmates are here
To them we are all the same ZE KA's
7ZE KA Vassiliev and Petrov ZE KA.

So we decided to escape one day

Or things would end for us quite badly.

Every day tormented by the criminals,

While the chief doctor wants us as his lovers.

And so the die was cast, escape we must,
But in the meanwhile, we remain the same
7ZE KA Vassiliev and Petrov ZE KA.

Four years we were preparing our escape,

Saved lots of food, it seemed like three tons in weight.
Even a very sympathetic criminal type,

Shared with us his meagre rations.

And so we left together hand in hand,
Our daring was applauded by all the rest ZE KA's
They admired truly ZE KA Vassiliev and Petrov ZE KA.

Along the Tundra like lost orphan kids we wander,

Not by the main raods but the hidden paths.

Are we heading for Moscow or Mongolia?

My bastard mate had no idea, nor I the slightest inkling.

1 proved to him that where the sun sets, that's the West
It was too late, we were grabbed by the CHEKA (2)
ZE KA Vassiliev and Petrov ZE KA

Our Colonel was mentioned in reports,

That he recaptured two hardened criminals;
He got for it two decorations and some cash,
And out of joy he kept on hitting us.

Years have been added to our term
And now again we are the same ZE KA's
7ZE KA Vassiliev and Petrov ZE KA....

—--Vladimir Vysotsky

16

"33KA BACUJBEB I IIETPOB 33KA™

CropeJu MH TIO HEJOpPa3yMeHMW, ABTOD

OH 32 pacTpaTy ceJ, a A 3a KceHun, Baazumup Brcomxmui
YV mac J060BBH 6HJ2, HO MH DPacCCTaJMCH,

OHa KpuuaJa BCH, CONPOTUBISLJIACS.

Ha Hac nBoumx HarpsaHyJa UYeka,
I BOT Tereph MH ofa C HMM 33Ka,
33Ka BacuaweB u IleTpoB 33Ka.

A B JarepdX He XU3HB, a TeMeHb TMylasd,
KpyroM MajilaHIMKM, KDYyT'OM JOMYNHMUKMA,
KpyroM y®acHOe K Ham OTHOUEHHe,

/I OUeHBL CTPaHHHE IIONOJ3HOBEHUA.

Hy a HauaJbCTBYy HaIlJeBaTh 32 YTO M Kak,
Mu JJ8 HauaJbCcTBa Te Xe caMiue 39Ka,
33xa BacuibeB U IleTpoB 33Ka.

I BOoT pemmuy MH - 6eXaTh HaM XoueTrcHd,
He To BCe 3TO OUEHb ILJIOXO KOHUUTCSH,

Hac Kax[uil JeHb MODPAYOT YI'OJOBHUKM,

I TJIaBHHI Bpau 30BeT K ce6e B JIOOOBHUKM.

Hy, BOT B bera pellMJy MH, HY 2 IIOKa,
Mu ocTaBaJucs BCe TEeMM XKe 33Ka,
39Ka BacuapeB u IleTpoB 33Ka.

YeTHpe r'ofa MH Iober I'OTOBUJM,
Xapueli TpU TOHHH MH H23KOHOMMJM,

! HaM ¢ cobok Jaxe JaJ IIOJOBHUUEK,
OIVH YXACHO MUJHA YT OJOBHNUYEK,

Il BoT yuuuM MH C HUM B DyKe DyKa,
PyKoILIecKaJy Halleli Aep30cTy 33Ka.,
3sKa lleTpoBy, BacuibeBy 33Ka.

I BOT IO TYHZApe MH, KaK CUPOTUHOUKHK,
He mo nopore Bce, a II0 TPONMHOUKE,
Kyna My o — B Mocksy uiyu B MoHIoJMD,
OH 3HATH He 3HaJ, IacKyla, 4 TeM 6GoJee.

i fmokasaJ) eMmy, UTO 3amnaj, I'/le 3axaT,
Ho 6muo I034HO, Hac 3anarnaJjo 4Yeka,
3ska lleTpoBa, BacuibeBa 33Ka.

[loToM NIPUKA3 IIPO HAIler'o IOJKOEHHMKA,

Yro OH IIOVMaJ ABYX OUEHB KPYNHHX YI'OJOBHMKOBS
EMy 3a Hac M JeHbI'M M IBa ODASHA,

A OH OT PaJocTy Bce OuJ IO MODPAe HaM,

HaM TIOCJe 3TOr'o NPUOGABMJIM CPOK2,

I BOT Tereph MH Te Xe caMHe 33Ka =
33Ka BacuabeB u I[IeTpoB 33Ka.
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Note:

1. ZE-KA derives from the Russian ZAKLIUCHONYI which
means inmate or prisoner. ZE-KA has been incorporated in
the English language along with such happier Russian words
as Vodka, Sputnik and Samovar. The word ZE-KA (or some-
times '""ZEK") appears in all the English translations of
Solzhenystin's works and all the other authors describing
Soviet Slave Labor Camps.

2. CHEKA--Soviet secret Police. From the Russian
words CHREZVYCHAINAYA KOMISSYA (Extraordinary Committee) .
CHEKA is the forerunner of the GPU, NKVD, KGB. "A rose
by any other name" it still means the dreaded "Secret Police'.

"TIPUMOPUIHN, o o ™
JarepHasa recHs.
Ha- saJuBe TaeT Jex BecHob,
I B calax ZepeBBA pacnBeTyT,
Tosexo Hac ¢ Tobow, mox KOHBOeM,
DOWN AND OUT /laneko Ha ceBep IOBe3yT,
e Tosrko Hac ¢ To60b, TIOX KOHBOeM,
. : Janexo Ha ceBep TIOBE3YT. e s
Springtime, the ice is melting in the bay,

While the trees will burst out in bloom down in the orchards, CHOBa 3TM KDHTHO BaIOHH
Only you and I will be taken away, CTyk KoJec, HepOBHHI neéeGoﬁ
Far, far away, there where the North lies. CHOBa oITycTeBmMe TIe PPOHH !
! A M cobak KOHBO/HHX 3JOGHHA BOil,
Again those tightly shut railroad freight cars CHoBa omycTeBmMe TII8 PPOHH,
Uneven knocking of the clanging wheels, U cobak KOHBONHHX 3J06HEI BOie o4
Again those deserted platforms,
And the howling of the vicious dogs. Tam BpaJm He 3HalT O cBOGOZE,
TaM HeJb3A 06 3TOM I'OBODUTS,
There far, far away they do not know of freedom TaM BMHTOBKM YaCOBHX Ha B3BOAS -
You are not even permitted to talk about it. Moryr BaM cBO6OXLy 3aMeHUTH
The guards carry rifles cocked at the alert, TaM BUHTOBKM UYaCOBHX Ha Baéoxe -
They will replace the freedom which we know. MOT'YyT BaM CBOGOJY BaMEHUTD. ..
You went away; according to the rumors which I heard A TH yIJIa, KaK MHE CKa3aJM CKS3KM
You left without a thought about me TH ymaa, He BCIIOMHUB 060 MHe, ’
And I remained bereft of tender love and care 1 ocTaJca 6ea nw6BM, Ge3 JacKu
Here in this strange land, called Kolyma. Ha uyxoil KOJEMCKO} cTOpOHe,
i ocraJecs Ges J06Bu, 663 JaCKKU
They have done me in those bastards, Ha uy%oii KONEMCKO! CTODOHE. ..
They robbed me of my freedom,
My golden locks are shaven off, [Ipyumopnam, razw, TIPYMOPHJIN
It seems I stand at the edge of an abyss. OTo6paJy BOJIKY Mo,

30J0THE KyApU MHE o6 puan ,
3HaTh, y Kpas IIpoNacTHu crob,
30JI0THe KyIpW MHe I106puam,
A ¥y Kpas IDPOHaCTH CTON. ...
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DON'T LOOK BACK

Don't look back, don't look back,

Just change the name plates...

The rain drops are asleep in your eyes
Do not save them for me, not for me...

Better hang the keys somewhere further away,
Change the address, be sure to change it.
Now be silent just a little more...

Do this for me...

It is all the same for me, all the same,
I am trying to convince myself,

As if everything is predestined for us,
As if everything is corrupted by fate.

Only you don't believe in fate,

So just throw the keys away,

1'11l come to you through the window,
But right now be silent, be silent.

Better hang the keys somewhere further away,
Change the address, be sure to change it.

Now be silent just a little more...
Do this for me. ..

--Yevgenyi Kliachkin
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HE TJAAM HA3AZL
EBr, Kasukus.

He ruamu Hazaz, He rJadznu,
[IpocTo MMeHa IlepecTaBb

CuAT B TBOMX I'JasaX, ONAT LOXIM,
TH He JJA MEHA MX OCTaBb,

[lepeBeckr mofaJblle KJOUK,
Anpec TmoMmeHs#, IoMeHSI,

A Temeph IIONOJBIIE MOJYM,
OTO JJA MEHS, e

Mue-TO BCe paBHO, BCe DaBHO,
i yrosopio caMm cebH,

ByaTo Bce 3a Hac pelieHO,
BynTo Bce BOpyeT cyzbba,

ToJqbKO TH He Bepuilb B CyzAnOy,
3HAUUT ITPOCTO BHOPOCH KJIOUM,
i x Te6e B OKONKO BOMZIY,

A TeliePb MOJUMe e o o

llepeBeck MojaJblle KJIIOUM,
Anpec moMeHsit, TTOMeHs,
A Tenepb IONOJBIIE MOJYMA,
O3TO IJA MEHS.e e
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