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Songs of the Russian Street Urchins 
THE RUSSIAN STREET URCHINS 

Here is how Yulya herself has .described one of her sharpest im­
pressions of childhood: 

"On the street on which I lived, the Arbat, the Moscow City 
Council was carrying out a big repair job. The streetcar rails 
were being removed. The street was being paved with asphalt. In 
each block there stood immense boilers in which the asphalt was 
heated. 

"Little homeless waifs used these boilers as shelters. There were 
dozens of these children-tattered, half-famished, dirty, all of 
them sneaking around these big warm boilers like little animals. 

"They sang funny and pitiful songs, accompanying themselves 
on spoons, two spoons held together and used like castanets. 

"Sometimes these urchins were dangerous. Sometimes they were 
quite harmless. But it was always horrifying to have one of those 
thin, black, grimacing figures jump straight at one suddenly out 
from behind a corner." 

Where had they come from, these waifs? 
By 1921 tormented Russia had been living for seven years 

through a supreme trial: devastating defeat in World War 1, Bol­
shevik Revolution, bitter Civil War. Millions upon millions of 
Russian soldiers and civilians died. Then when civil war ended in 
1921 came terrible famine and millions upon millions more died. 
In the upshot all of Russia was inundated by a flood of orphans, 
waifs, homeless children-left without parents to survive as best 
they could. They quickly acquired their own specia l nickname­
the "bezprizorniki"-which is to say "little ones without home or 
.supervision." By official figures there were seven million of these 
homeless waifs in the years of 1922 and 1923 in young Soviet 
Russia. They flocked to the cities, the big cities particularly. They 
found shelter wherever they could-even in asphalt cauldrons, 
as Yulya remembered them. They ganged together-comrades in 
misery and poverty. They begged. They stole. They became na­
tural recruits for the adult underworld of thieves, pickpockets 
and gangsters who were almost equally numerous in those days 
of the NEP-the New Economic Policy of the Soviet Government. 

Side One 
1. The Song of the Russian Street Urchin 

This is a song chanted by a poor beggar lad who is telling his 
mournful story to passers-by while holding out his cap in the hope 
that they will give him a few copecks with which he can allay his 
hunger. Yulya accompanies herself in this with a pair of metal 
spoons-as she used to see Russian street urchins do while sing­
ing this and other similar songs. She interrupts the singing, just 
as they always did, to beg plaintively. 

This lovely and haunting folk song was the theme song of the 
famous Russian motion picture, The Road to Life. Though the 
music of the song is heard twice in this film the words, though 
sung once, are totally indecipherable on the cinema's sound track. 
Yulya memorized them in childhood. 

2. From Jailhouse in Odessa 
This folk song, at the same time comic and poignantly sad, is 

the story of two Odessa thieves who ~scaped from prison only to 
come under the machine gun fire or their pursuers before they 
had made their getaway. 

This particular ballad was popularized throughout the Soviet 
Union by the famous Russian jazz musician and singer, Leonid 
Utyesov, who was himself from Odessa. 

Yulya accompanies herself here on the accordion. 

3. Marusya She Took Poison 
This is a worker's ballad telling the sad story of Marusya who 

committed suicide-and of her lover who was the cai.Ise of it and 
who repented too late. 

Yulya accompanies herself on the guitar. 

4. When I Was Just a Small Lad 
This is a ballad of braggartry of a young desperado describing 

the macabre fate he dealt out to his own family. Yulya accom­
panies herself, in the style of Russian street urchins, by snapping 
her fingers. 

Pesni Bezprizornikov 
This underworld of the Russian thieves and the street urchins 

constituted for the time a whole vital and flamboyant subculture. 
The criminals and street urchins of Russia acquired their own 
special repertoire of songs-perhaps the most vivid outgrowth of 
this whole subculture. These songs the street urchins sang were 

. their own-"the three copeck opera" as one might describe them. 
Many .originated in their milieu. The monotonous little tunes ex­
pressed the .barrenness of their own lives and the words often 
expressed the doleful moods of their despair-and sometimes the 
desperate boasting of children who wished to present to the world 
outside their own milieu a picture of themselves as merciless and 
bloodthirsty desperadoes which, of course, some of them were. 

These songs acquired their own special label in Russia. They 
were and are called the "blatnye pesny"-"songs of the under­
world." They were particularly associated with one great Russian 
city, Odessa, where this subculture flourished with particular vigor. 

These are the songs which Yulya sings in this album. They are 
a part of Russian history-but they live on today as an integral 
portion of the whole of the great and wonderful culture of Mother 
Russia. 

VULVA 

The tape which was the basis for this present album of Yulya 
was presented by her to me as a gift on our twentieth anniversary 
on August I I, 1964. It was something 1 had asked her to do­
for me and for herself. She envisioned it as the basis of a full 
a lbum of 12 songs instead of the 9 here recorded on it-which 
she would do for MONITOR under studio conditions later on. 
It had a special significance for her and for me in that in it she 
dealt with a very special genre of Russian folk art which even 
though it has a particula r place in the hearts of Russians-today 
as yesterday-has been suppressed for public performance inside 
the Soviet Union for decades, and still is. 

As fate would have it this present tape was all that came out o~ 
this project of Yulya's. At the time she gave it to me she was 
already ill with the illness of which she died one year later, almost 
to the day, on August 13th. Before she died she knew that she 

Side Two 
1. Murka 

Murka is a girl's name-in the given case the name of a gang 
moll who fell for a cop and squealed and was rubbed out. But it 
is also, as it happens, a cat's name, since it is derived from the 
Russian verb meaning to "meow." And Murka, the moll, is by no 
means unfeline, as can be seen from the song itself. 

This is perhaps the most renowned song of the whole genre of 
Russian street songs-but not renowned in print since it has re­
mained unpublished. Just about every musically inclined Russian 
-and many Russians are both musically inclined and interested­
knows this song. And not unnaturally there are dozens of versions. 

The version here performed by Yulya and learned by her and 
her brother from street urchins definitely dates the song back to 
the period of NEP-the 'New Economic Policy" of the early 
twenties. This is established by the use of the term "Gub-Cheka" 
which means "the Province Secret Police Agency." "Cheka" was 
an abbreviation derived from two Russian letters---"Ch" pro­
nounced "Che" and "K" pronounced "Ka." And together they 
stood for the initials of the agency set up by V. I. Lenin in the 
days of the Civil War to combat counter-revolutionary activity, 
political dissent, and also, as the activities of this powerful agency 
expanded, speculation, private trade and organized crime. 

2. The Russian Convict's Lament 
More than one prisoner's lament has been written in more than 

one language. This is perhaps the most plaintive RUSSian pris­
oner's lament which there is to be found in the store of modern 
Russian musical folklore. 

The music from this song-but not the words!-clfn be heard in 
the Russian film entitled "Pedagogical Poem" which was produced 
in 1955" by the Kiev Film Studios. It is the only piece of authen­
tic "street urchin" musical folklore to appear in this film dealing 
with rehabilitation of Russian street urchins in the twenties. 

3. An Odessa Incident 
This song which might also be titled "The News on Derebas­

sovsky" is a short and humorous Odessa ballad about the allegedly 

woul~ neve!' complete this a lbum in the way she had originally 
envIsIOned It-but knowmg all too well the technical imperfec­
tions of her tape she nonetheless wanted it issued just as it was 
as an .album. She knew that it was perhaps the most important 
collectIOn of RUSSian songs that she had ever performed. She 
knew that what she had done in her gift to me was not only good 
- but even great. What Yulya has done here is to recapture for 
presentatIOn to a modern public a very significant and little known 
segment of Russian folk art. 

Yulya herself knew about this segment of Russian folk art at 
first hand. She had been a child in Moscow in the early twenties 
and she had seen the Russian street urchins-the '·bezprizorniki." 
They had . left an indelible impression on her and her younger 
brother, Victor, who used to collect the songs of the street urchins 
and sing them himself. 

Moscow was Yulya's home-her full name was Yulya Zapol­
skaya .. She became by the time of World War 1I a professional 
IIlUSlClan and a compose.r and singer of Russian popular songs 
and a performer of RUSSian folk songs. She accompanied herself 
on piano or accordion. Even at a very young age she had become 
lVeli known on the Moscow stage. 

l! was in Moscow. that I met her myself. She was in her early 
twenties. It was wartime. Russia and the United States were allies. 
I was ';1n attache of the American Embassy in Moscow. I fell in 
love With Yulya and she fell in love with me. 1 had a hard time 
gettmg Yulya. out of the. Soviet Union-it took me nine years. We 
had to walt till StalIn died. In the meantime 1 had become a for­
eign correspondent with the Associated Press of America in Mos­
cow. Yulya and I came to New York in 1953-where she resumed 
her lnterrupted. musical career and T continued my own work., as 
a JournalIst, wnter and translator. -} 

Yulya died in 1965-but her voice and her music live on. This 
present album is MONITOR'S ninth Yulya album. All of them 
.:ontmue to sell well. For Yulya is a classic of Russian folk and 
popular music. In this field there has never been anyone quite 
like her. 

Thomas P. Whitney 

vigorous response of a virgin centenarian to her rape by seven 
Odessa thugs. Yulya accompanies herself on the piano. 
4. Bublitchki 
. "Bublit~hki" are ,Russian bagels. This song has become famous 
In the UnIted States and all over the world in what one can caH' 
its "Second Avenue" version. In this "Second Avenue rendition 
so dtectively popularized here, it is always fast, gay, rollicking: 
like a typical tune from a New York musical comedy. It has in 
tillS Westernized Interpretation lost all of its native quality of 
sadness and stark tragedy, its whole authenticity. 

It IS a very different "Bublitchki" which Yulya sings here in 
RUSSian, accompa.nYIng he~self on the accordion. As Yulya sings 
It thiS IS the ongInal RUSSian folk song of the NEP Period-sad 
and poignant as it was meant to be. 

An .impoverished "unwashed" woman, evidently from a bour­
geOis famIly now deprived of all it~ position and security, offers 
her .hot bagels to passers-by. She delIvers her pitch in a half-voice, 
~urtlvely, because she I~ a "private trader," black-ma~keting, selling 
Illegally. She pleads With people, appealing rather frankly to their 
dass sympathies one might gather, and as she does she tells her 
sad story in doleful, long and drawn-out lamentations. 

5. The Little Bricks 
This is a beautiful, touching, Hnd in essence terribly sad song 

about a young girl who went to work at 15 in a brickyard. She 
was one of those many Russian girls who in this century have 
been drawn, by economic necessity, into the loneliness of life as 
an urban manual worker. Like many others she fell in love with 
her factory, in this case just a brickyard. Like many 'others she 
fel! in love with one of the boys or young men working thl?Fe tOll 
-10 thiS case a chap named Senka whom she used to meet in 
hiding places among the bricks every night after work. But then 
came the "bourgeois" war and people turned vandals-and they 
sto~e ~way brick by brick the whole brickyard. And that was that! 
ThiS IS a ballad of the Russian urban proletariat of this century. 

The music of this song is well known though evidently unre­
corded. The words are very rarely to be heard or found anywhere. 
Yulya knew them because she learned them from one of her aunts 
in youth. 

Yulya accompanies herself on the piano. 

For complete "Music of the World" catalog write to: MONITOR RECORDS, 156 Fifth Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10010 
Printed in U.S.A. 

Cover photo from the Soviet film "The Road to Life" 
courtesy The Museum of Modern Art/Stills Archives 
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Songs of Russian Street Urchins 
CTOPOHA 1 

1. TIECHlI DF.C'rTPH30PIDU<A 

TSK B CSAY, npM AonHHe, 
3BOHKO nen conoBeM. 
A R USnhqMK HS qYK6HHe, 
TI03s6wTWM Y n~AeH. 

TI03s6YTWH, n03s0pomeH, 
C MOnOAYX ~HYX neT, 
1I OCTanCR CHpOTO~, 
CqaCThR AonH UHe HeT. 

Ax, YUPY R, YUPY R, 
TIOXOPOHRT ueHR. 
~ HHKTO He Y3HseT, 
rAe uorHnKa UOR. 

~ HHKTO He yaHaeT, 
~ HHKTO He npHAeT. 
TonhKO paHHe~ BeCHO~ 
ConOBeH nponoeT. 

TIponoeT H 3aCBHmeT 
~ onRTh yneTHT •. 
~ HMKTO He Y3HaeT, 
rAe CMPOTHKS neXMT ••• 

rpaXASHe, nOASMTe KOneeqKY 
uaneHhKOUY UanhqMKY 
6ecnpH30pHPUY! nRAeHhKa, 
ARAeHhKa, TeTeHhKS, nOAaH 
KOnee"KY, a? a? 
nOaa6YTWH, n03s0pomeH ••• 
(CBIICTHT) 

TeTeHhKS! 

C"aCThR AonH .He HeT. 

Ax, yupy R, yMpy R, 
TIOXOPOHRT ueHR. 
~ HHKTO He Y3HseT, 
rAe uorMnKS UOR. 

C OAeCCKoro KMqMSHa 
CopBsnMCb nBS ypKSHS, 
CopBsnMCb nBS ypKSHa He 3spe. 

Ha KHRxeCKoH MsnMHe 
OHM OCTSHOBMnMCb, 
OHM OCT8HOBllnMCb oTnWXSTb. 

"TOBspMm, TOBepMm, 
DonRT MOl! PSHbJ, 
DonRT MOl! paHW He 60Ke. 

"OnHS HspwBaeT, 
npyrsR 3aXI!BaeT, 
A TpeTbR oTKpwnscb B rny60Ke. 

"ToBapMm, TOBapMm, 
TOBspl!m MsnOXOnhHYH, 
3a qTOz MbI nponMBanM HSmy KpOBh? 

"3s KpsweHHwe ry6KM, 
KoneHKM HMxe ~6KI!, 
3s 3TY pacnpoKnRTy~ n~OoBb. 

"OHM TO TSM rynR~T, 
KSPMSHW HSOMBa~T, 
A MY nonaAsew B nepenneT. 

line HaM YJee cTpenHIOT, 
A HBC yz noroHR~T, 
no HBU yze cTpenReT nyneueT. 

English Lyrics by Thomas P. Whitney; 
© 1966 Yulya Music, Inc. 

SDE 1 

1. PESIIYA BESPRIZORNlKA 

Tak v sadu, prl doline, 
Zvonko pel solovei. 
1;. ya Jlalchik na chuzhbine, 
Pozabytyi u lyudei. 

Pozabytyi, pozabroshcll, 
S molodykh yunylm lyet, 
Ya ostalsya sirotoyu, 
Schastya doli mnye nyet. 

Akh, umru ya, umru ya, 
Fo!:hol'onyat cenya. 
r nlkto ne uznayet, 
Gde coeilJ{a moya. 

r nlkto ne uznayet, 
r ni:,to ne pridyot. 
Tolko ranr.eyu vesnoyu 
Solovel propoyot. 

Fropoyot i zasvlshchet 
r opyat ulyeti t. 
I nikto ne uznayet, 
Gde sirotl:{a lyezhi t ••• 

Grazhdane, podaite kopeyechku 
malenkocu malchiku 
besprizornomu! Dyadenka, 
dyadenka, tyotenka1 podai 
kopeyechku, ah? ah1 
Pozabytyi, pozabroshen ••• 
(svistit) 

Tyotenka! 

Schastya doli mnye nyet. 

Akh, uml'U ya, umru ya, 
Pokhoronyat menya. 
I nikto ne uznayet, 
Gde mogilka coya. 

2. S ODESSKOVO KICID'.I.NA 

S Odesskovo klchmana 
Sorvalis dva urkana, 
Sorva1ls dva urkana na zare. 

Na knyazheskoi maline 
Oni ostanovllis, 
Oni ostanovills otdykhat. 

"Tovarishch, tovarls :1ch, 
Bolyat mol rany, 
Bolyat mol rany na boke. 

"Odna narl'vayet, 
Drtlgays zszhivayet, 
A tretya otkrylas v gluboke. 

"Tovarish, tovarlshch, 
Tovarishch nalokholnyi, 
~a chtozh my prolivali nashu krov? 
"6a krasherulYe gub1-:i, 
Kolyenl:l nizhe yub:':i, 
Za etu rasprohly"tuyu lYllbov. 
"Oni to tan gulyayut, 
l:anlany nabivayut, 
A oy popadayen v pereplyot. 

"PO nam uzhe strelyayut, 
A nas uzh dogonyayut, 
Po nBll uzhe strel!'ayet pUlenyot. 

SIDE I. 
-----r:-fHE SONG OF THE RUSSIAN STREET URCHIN 

In the grove in the valley 
Loud the nightingale sang -
I'm a child lost and lonesome 
Long forgotten far from home. 

Long forgotten and abandoned 
From early early years 
I was left a tiny orphan 

. And my lot was grief and tears. 

Oh , I'll die here , I'll die here , 
Be buried neath the ground, 
Not a soul will remember 
Where my little grave is found. 

Not a soul will remember 
And come no one will, 
Only early in the springtime 
Loud the nightingale will trill. 

He will sing and he'll whistle 
And then off he will fly -
Not a soul will remember 
Where the orphan does lie . . . 

Citizen give a little copeck 
To a little homeless waif. 
Uncle, uncle, aunty, 
Give a copeck please? 

Long forgotten and abandoned 
(whistles) 

Aun ty, please! 

And my lot was grief and tears. 

Oh, I'll die here, I'll die here , 
Be buried neath the ground 
Not a soul will remember 
Where my little grave is found. 

2. FROM JAILHOUSE IN ODESSA 

From jailhouse in Odessa 
Two jailbirds fled a flying 
Two jailbirds fled at sunup all peUmeU . 

Out at the Prince SI. hideout, 
They stopped to fall a panting 
They stopped to catch a breath and take a spelL 

"Oh, comrade, oh my comrade! 
My wounds they all are aching, 
My wounds they're all a aching in my side. 

"One is all a fester, 
Anot her's set to healing, 
The third of them is hleeding deep inside. 

"Oh, comrade, Oh my comrade I 
My comrade so neglected I 
For what it is we gave our blood to fl ow? 

"For lips asmear with lipsti ck, 
Short skirts with knees ashowing, 
That cursed love that brought us so much woe l 

"Those gals, they're still astrutting. 
Their pockets still they 're filling. 
And here we are like rabbits run to ground. 

'They're firing always closer. 
They ' re pressing ever nearer, 
Machine gun bullets spraying all around. 
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ttTOBSpH., TOBSPM.., 
CKeKM Moel TW MaMe, 
4TO CWM ee norM6en Ma nocTe. 

lie BMHTOlncolO 11 'PYKOIO, 
M c mamKO~ a npyro~, 
C ynw6KolO aecenoii Ma YCTe." 

3. MAFYCR OTPABMnACb 

BOT seqep aeqepeeT, 
Bce C ~aOpMKM HnYT. 
MepycR oTpaaHnach, 
B 60nhHMUY nOBe3YT. 

B OonhHMUY npRa03MnM, 
M KnenM Ha KpoaaTh. 
naB nOKTopa C ceCTpMueii 
CTapanHCh KH3Hb cnacaTh. 

"CnacaATe, He cn~caATe, 
MHe KRaHh He nopora. 
P. MMnoro n~~Hna -­
TaKoro nonneua." 

npMmnR ee nonpYKKM, 
XOTenM HasPcTMTb, 
A nOKTop OTBeqeeT: 
"Eea na.IITH nexwT." 

npKana ee MaMaRa, 
XOTena RaaecTMT., 
A nOKTop OTaeqaeT, 
4TO npR cMepTM ne"T. 

npMRen R npyr nlO~HMwii, 
XOTen OM HaaeCTRTh, 
A nOKTop OTaeqaeT: 
liB qaCOBeHKe lIe.IIT." 

BxonHn MMnoA a qaCOaHIO, 
TaM qepHwl rp06 CTORT, 
A a aTOM qepMOM rpOOe 
MapyceMhKa neKRT. 

"MapYCR, TW IlapYCR, 
OTKpoi caoM rnaaa. 
A ecnR Me oTKpoeRh, 
YWPY C ToOol a R. 

"MapYCR, TW MapycR, 
OTKpol caoa rnaaa." 
A CTOPOK OTaeqaeT: 
"naaHO YK nOMepna." 

A aeqep aeqepeeT, 
KonwlleTcR Tpaaa. 
MapYCR oTpasKnach, 
MapycR nOMepna. 

Korna R Own ManhqMRKOI 
HocMn R Op~KH-KneR, 
ConoMeMHYIO RnRny, 
B KapwaHe ~MHCKRii HOK. 

H MaTh caolO aapeaan, 
OTua caoero y6an, 
CeCTpeHKY rMMHaaMcTKY 
B Kononue YTonMn. 

ax, MaT. ne_MT • 60n.HRue, 
OTeu a cwpol 3eMne, 
A .nanRaR cecTpeHKa 
KYnaeTcR B aone. 

( CSMCTMT ....••••• 
~ . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. ) 
A MnanRaR cecTpeHKa 
KYnaeTcR a aone. 

Korna R Own ManhqaRKOI 
Hocan R 6pIOKa-KneR, 
ConoweHHYIO RnRny, 
B x.pMaHe ~MHCKMI HOK. 

TMRaHa HOqHall, 
Ton.Ko aeTep aoeT, 
A a pa3aane co6pancR coaeT. 
3TO xynMraHw, 
3nwe ypKaraMw, 
CoO.panH CPOqHW. XOMHTeT. 

"Tovar1shch, tovarishch, 
Skazh1 moye1 ty nm,e, 
Chto syn eye pog1bel na pOfite. 

us v1ntov~:oyu v ru!(oj'u, 
I s shnshkoj'u v drugoyu, 
S ulyb::oyu ves!'0101 na uste." 

3. ~:hRUSYA OTRAVILllS 

Vot vecher vechereyet, 
Vs:;e s !abriki 1dut. 
I·larusya otravilas, 
V bolnitsu povezut. 

.. bolnitsu privozil1, 
I klali na krovat. 
Ova doktora s sestritsei 
Staralis zhizn spasat. 

"Spasaite, ne spasaite, 
J.;nye zhizn ne doroga. 
Ya nilovo lyubila -­
Takovo po"dletsa." 

Fr1shl1 ele podruzhki, 
Khote11 navestit, 
A doktor otvechayet: 
"Bez pru:l,Yati lyezhi t." 

rrishla eye nanasha, 
Khotela navcstit, 
it. doktor otvechayet, 
Chto pri smerti lyezhit. 

Prishel i drug lyubinyi, 
Khotel on navestit, 
A dol:tor otvechayet: 
"V chasovenke lyezhit." 

Vkhodil nil01 v chasovnyu, 
Tae chyornyi grob stott, 
A v etom chyornou grobe 
Harusyenka lye zhit • 

"I·iarusya, ty l':arus;;a, 
Otkroi svoi glaza. 
Jt. yesli nye ot~aoyesh, 
Unru s tob01 i ya. 

"l::arusyat ty Harusya, 
Otkroi svoi glaza." 
A storozh otvechayet: 
"Davno uzh pOJr.erla." 

A vecher vechereyet, 
Kolyshetsa trava, 
garus:ra otrav1las, 
Earus;ra pomerla. 

4. Y.OGDA YA 3Th I·:ALCHISI:KOI 

Kogda ya b/l t1alcllishkoi 
l:os1l ya br!'uki-I·:lyosh, 
Solomennuyu shlyapu, 
V karnane fins~ii nozh. 

Ya mat svoyu zaryezal, 
Otsa svoyevo ub1l, 
Sestryor~u g1mnaz1stku 
V ::'olodtse utopll. 

Ekh, r..at lyezhi t v bolni tse, 
Otyets v sy=01 zenle, 
A cladsha;,-a zeztryonl:a 
Kupaj'etsa v vode. 

(Svistit ••••••••• . ................ ) 
A ruadshayn sestryonka 
Kupa,'etsa v vode. 

Kogda ya byl rnalchis hJ:01 
j;osll ya br:ru!d-~lyosh, 
Solone~~uyu shlyapu, 
V karrnane fins l<ii nozh. 

T1sh1na nochnaya, 
Tolko vetyer voyet, 
A v razvale sobralsya sov;; et. 
Eto khuligany, 
Zlyie url:ilgany, 
Sob1rali srochn;(i konitet. 

"Oh, comr~de, oh my comrade, 
Please tell my dear old mother, 
Her son he died a hero in the war.-

"His carbine in his right hand, 
His sabre in the other, 
His merry lips a smiling to the end." 

3. MARUSY A SHE TOOK POISON 

Oh, nightfall is a falling, 
The factory day is done, 
Marusya she took poison 
To hospital she's gone. 

To hospital they took her 
And laid her on a cot. 
Two doctors and a sister 
To save her life they fought. 

"Save me or do not save me -
It's all the same to me. 
I loved a darling lover -
And what a rat was he!" 

Her girl friends came a running 
To see her lest she die . 
The doctor only answered: 
"Unconscious she does lie." 

Her mama came a running 
To see her ere she die . 
The doctor only answered: 
"A dying she does lie." 

Her lover came a running -
He had to see her so! 
The doctor only answered : 
"The morgue is where to go." 

The morgue her lover entered -
A coffin it stood by. 
And in that black black coffin 
Marusya she did lie. 

"Marusya, my Marusya, 
Please open up your eyes! 
And if you do not open them 
With you your lover dies!" 

"Marusya, my Marusya, 
Please open up your eyes!" 
The guard he only answered: 
"Tis long since dead she lies!" 

Oh nightfall is a falling 
The rustling grass does sigh -
Marusya she took poison 
Marusya she did die. 

4. WHEN I WAS JUST A SMALL LAD 

When I was just a small lad 
Bell-bottomed jeans I wore, 
Straw hat set high up on my head, 
And a Finnish knife I bore. 

I carved my mother up but good, 
And sent my dad to hell, 
My sister from the ladies' school 
I shoved right down the well. 

My rna's she's still a healing, 
And pa's in the cold cold ground, 
And sister's in the water still -
She hasn't yet been found . 

"(Whistles .... ..... . 
.. .. .... ... .. - .... ) 
And sister's in the water still 
She hasn't yet been found. 

When I was just a small lad 
Bell-bottomed jeans I wore 
Straw hat set high up on my head 
And a Finnish knife 1 bore. 

Middle of the nighttime -
The wind it was a howling -
At the hideout was a meeting of the gang. 
These were desperadoes, 
Hooligans and convicts -
There to fmd out who it was that sail!. 



C HMHK ~Wn8 ~8~a, 
3BanM ee ~pKa, 
X.Tp8R M nOBKaR ~wna. 
nalle 3nwe ypKM 
OcTeper8nMCb MyPKK --
Ax, BOPOBCK8R •• 3Hb ep. BneKna. 
n8l1e 3nwe YPKM 
OcTeperanHcb ~PKM --
Ax, BOPOBCK8R lIH3Hb ee BneKn8. 

KaK TO BeqepOqKOH 
BCTpeTMnKCb nBa YPKK 
M onKH npyrOHY rOBopHT: 
"B TeHHOH nepeynKe 
Ax HW ee cHop8n~, 
B KO.8HOR TyxypOqKe nellKT." 

"3npaBcTByR, HOR MypKa, 
3np8BcTByR, noporaR, 
3np8BcTByA, MOR ~Ka, H npomaA. 
Tw 3a~opKna ' 
Bc~ Haay HanMHY, 
A Tenepb HacnHHY nonyqaA. 

"Pa3Be TeOe nnoxo 
IMnoCb npoHellny HaHH, 
Pa3Be Hano Ouno 6apaxna? 
Ax, qTO C TO~O~ cTano, 
C nRraBWM TW CBR3anaCb 
M noana paOoTaTb B ryO-qeKa. 
Ax, qTO C TO~O~ cTano, 
C nRraBWH TW CBR3anaCh 
M noana pa~oTaTb B ryO-qeKa. 

"FaHbae TW HOCHna 
RaKoBwe Ty~nM --
RaKoBwe Ty~nM Ha ~onb.oA. 
A Tenepb TW XOnKmb 
B nopBaHHWX cnopTcHeHKax 
M qynoK HeT napw HK onHoA. 

"3npaBcTByA, MOR MypKa, 
3npaBcTByA, noporaR, 
3npaBcTByA, KOR MypKa, M npOmaA. 
Tw 3amyxopHna 
Bc~ HallY HanKHY, 
A Tenepb HacnKHY nonyqaA. 
Ax, TW 3amyxopKna 
Bc~ HallY HamIHY, 
A Tenepb MacnHHY nonyqaA." 

2. nECHli 3AKnlOqEHHOrO 

CMXY R uenbHwA neHb H cKyqam, 
B OKHO TmpeHHoe rnRXY. 
A cneaw KaTRTcR, ~paTK.KK, 
nOTKxoHbKy, 
no HcxynanoHY nMUY. 
A cne3W KaTRTCR, OpaTMmKH, 
nOTHXOHbKy, 
no McxynanOHY nHUY. 

C.xy R uenbHwA neHb B xanaTe, 
OnHH cnnomHwe na pYKaBa, 
Ho.y R manKY nopBaHHY Ha BaTe, 
qTOO He 3a3ROna ronOBa. 
Roay R manKY nopBaHHY Ha BaTe, 
qTO~ He 383ROna ronoBa. 

Ax,qTOll TW XOnKmb nepen T~PbMO~? 
Ax,qTOll TW Hyqaeab HeHR? 
KaTHCb TN YH-na YH-n8 YH-na 
YH-na yw-na-na, 
M na.e Aanbae OT HeHR! 
KaTMCb TW yw-na yw-na YH-na 
YH-n8 YH-n8-na, 
M na.e Aanbme OT HeHR! 

3. Cnyq~ B O.DECCE 

KaK Ha .DepeOaccoBcKoA 
Yron PMmenbeBcKoA, 
B BoceHb qaCOB Beqepa 
npoHecnacR BeCTb, 
qTO ceHepo HaneTqHKOB 
Y onHoA cTapyaKK, 
SaOY_K. cToneTHeA, 
nOXKTKnK qeCTb. 

Yy aa, yy aa! 
OHa anopoBa! 
7y aa, yy aa! 
no CKX nop lIMBeT! 
7y a8, yy aa! 
M HeqTaeT CHOBa! 
Yy aa, yy aa! 
na nepell.T. HaneT! 

S n1m1 byla baba, 
Zva11 eye I·turka, 
Khitraya 1 lovkaya byla. 
Dazhe zly1e urk1 
Osterega11s Hurk1 --
;Jill, vorovskaya zh1zn eye vlel;].a. 
Dazhe zlyie url.1 
Os teregal1s l<;url:1 --
Akh, vorovsl:aya zh1zn eye vlekla. 

Kak to vecherochko~ 
Vstretilis dva urk1 
Iodin drueonu govor1t: 
"v t~' el:lno!:l pereull{e 
1-:.1' eye sr.:ora11, 
V kozhan01 tuzhurochke lyezh1t." 

"Zdravstvu1, noya Hurka, 
Zdravstvui, dorogaya, 
Zdravstvui, moya Hurka, 1 proshchai. 
Ty zashchu~horila 
Vsyu nashu malinu, 
A tyeper caslinu polucha1. 

Razve t~'e be plo){ho 
Zh110s promezhdu nam1, 
Razve malo bylo baralthla. 
Chto 5 toboyu stalo, 
S lyagavym ty svyazalas 
I poshla rabotat v Gub-Cheka. 
Akh, chto s toboyu stalo, 
S lyagavym ty svyazalas 
I poshla rabotat v Gub-Cheka. 

"Ranshe ty nosila 
Lakovye tuf11 --
Lakovye tuf11 na bolshoi. 
A ·tyeper ty khod1sh 
V porvanykh sportsmenkakh 
I chulok nyet pary ni odn01. 

"Zdravstvu1, coya Murka, 
Zdravstvu1, dorogaya, 
Zdravstvu1, moya Kurka, 1 proshchai. 
Ty zashchukhor11a 
Vsyu' nashu malinu, 
A tyeper mas11nu polucha1. 
Xy zashchukhor11a 
Vsyu nashu ca11nu, 
A tyeper mas11nu polucha1." 

2.. PESNYA ZAKLYUCIIEHOVO 

S1zhu ya tselnyi dyen 1 sltuchayu, 
V olmo tyuremnoe glyazhu. 
A slyozy katyatsa, bratishk1, 
Pot1lchonku, 
Po 1skhudalomu 11tsu. 
A slyozy katyatsa, brat1shk1, 
Pot1khonku, 
Po 1skhddalo~u 11tsu. 

S1zhu ya tselny1 dyen v khalate, 
Odn1 sploshnye da rukava, 
Noshu ya shapku porvannu na vate, 
Chtob ne zazyabla golova. 
Noshu ya shapku porvannu na vate, 
Chtob ne zazyabla golova. 

Akh,chtozh ty khodlsh pered tyurl:l0Yu? 
~th,chtozh ty muchayesh menya? 
Katls ty um-pa um-pa um-pa 
Um-pa um-pa-pa, 
I dazhe dalshe ot cenya! 
Kat1s ty uc-pa um-pa UI'l-'pa 
Uc-pa Ul:l-pa-pa, 
I dazhe dalshe ot menya! 

3. SLUCHi,I V ODESSE 

Kak na Derebassovsk01 
Ugol R1shelyevsk01, 
V voser'l chasov vechera 
Proneslasya vyest, 
Chto syemero nalyetch1kov 
U odno1 starushk1, 
Babushki stolyetne1, 
PoY~lt111 chyest. 

00 aa, 00 aa! 
Dna zdorova! 
00 aa, 00 aa! 
Dosll:h por zh1 vyet! 
00 aa, 00 aa: 
I myechtayet snova! 
00 aa, 00 aa! 
Da perezh1t nalyet! 

Their moll she was there with them -
Murka twas they called her -
Quick and sly and bold and tough was she. 
Mean and surly cutthroats 
They watched their step with Murka -
The underworld was where she loved to be. 
Mean and surly cutthroats 
They watched their step with Murka 
The underworld 11'8$ where she loved to be. 

Onetime of a nighttime -
Two cons they got together -
And one of them he passed along the word: 
"Down in a dark alley -
We caught her and we killed her -
And there she lies a swimming in her blood. 

"Hello, oh my Murka! 
Hello, oh my darling! 
Hello, oh my Murka, and goodbye! 
You squealed, you turned a stooly! 
You sang on us so cruelly! 
So take your bullet now, for you must die! 

"Was it all that awful -
Here with us together? 
Were all the rags we gave you still too few? 
So what was it that made you 
Take to that police dog -
And go and turn us in to the Cheka? 
So wh~t was it that made you 
Take to that police dog -
And go and turn us in to the Cheka? 

"You used to dress in satins -
In pumps of patent leather -
Patent leather pumps and all the same, 
So now yeu wear torn sneakers 
And tattered leather jacket 
And nary a silk stocking to your name. 

"Hello, oh my Murka! 
Hello, oh my darling! 
Hello, oh my Murka and goodbye! 
You squealed and turned a stooly -
You sang on us so cruelly! 
So take your bullet now for you must die. 
You squealed and turned a stooly -
You sang on us so cruelly! 
So take your bullet now for you must die. 

2, THE RUSSIAN CONVICT'S LAMENT 

I sit here lonesome in my cell and waste away 
Through bars I seek the light of day! 
The tealS they flow, they flow, 
Oh brothers, oh how quietly -
And my wan cheeks they ne'er are dry. 
The tears they flow, they flow, 
OIl brothelS, oh how quietly-
And my wan cheeks they ne'er are dry. 

I sit the days away aU wrapped around in jail robes -
They look as if they were all sleeves. 
I wear a jail hat, 
Torn right to the lining -
So my poor head and ealS won't freeze. 
I wear a jail hat, 
Torn right to the lining -
So my poor head and ears won't freeze. 

Why do you walk out there where I can see you? 
Why do you torment me so? 
So go to oom pah, oom pah -
Oom pha, oom pha, oom pah pah -
And further still away from me! 
So go to oom pah, oom pah -
Oom pah, oom pah, oom pah pah -
And further still away from me! 

3. AN ODESSA INCIDENT 

Once where Derebassovsky 
Crosses Reshelevsky 
Early of an evening 
The story swiftly spread -
That seven husky cutthroats 
Stole from a poor spinster, 
A hundred-year-old-virgin, 
Her chastity, twas said. 

Ooh, ah, ooh, ah! 
She's none the worse, they say! 
Ooh, ah, ooh, ah! 
She's still alive - the same! 
Ooh, ah, ooh ah! 
She's dreaming now today -
Ooh, ah, ooh, ah -
Of getting raped again! 

3 



4. EYEJU'I4KM 

HOlih H8nBKraeTcR, 
~Haph KaliaeTcR, 
Bce pa3~pena~TcR 
B HOIIHY~ Mrny. 
A R pa3~KTaR, 
TpRnheM npKKpwTaR, 
M HeYliWT8R, 
OnRa ~pellY. 

::;lx, l5yOnMIIKM! 
rOpRIIM ~y~nMIIKK! 
rOHKTe py~nMIIKM, 
HapOll,CKopeli ! 
M B HOlih HeHacTHy~, 
KeHR HeCliaCTRY~, 
ToprOBKY lIacTHy~, 
Tw nOlraneH. 

OTea Moli nhRHMU8, 
3a P~MKOH TRHeTcR, 
A MaTh y~opMKua -­
K8Koli n030p! 
CeCTp8 rynRM8R -­
n8 H8CTOHM8R! 
EpaTKmKa ManeHhKHH 
K8pllaHHWM BOp. 

HYnMTe 6y~nHIIKH, 
rOpHIiH ~y~nKIIKH! 
rOHHTe py~nMIIKH, 
Hapon, cKopeJi! 
M B HOlih ReHacTHY~, 
MeHH HecliacTHY~, 
ToproBKY lIacTHY~, 
Till nOlr8neH! 
H B HOlih HeHacTHY~, 
MeHR HecliacTHy~, 
ToproBKY lIacTHy~, 
Till nOlr8neJi! 

rOpRIIM ~y~nHqKH! 

HYnKTe 6y~nMqKK! 

rne-TO B ropone, Ha OKpaHHe, 
H B pa60qeli ceMhe ponMnach. 
ropeMwK8 R, neT nHTHana8TM, 
Ha KMpnHqHWM 3aBOn H8HRn8Ch. 
rOpeMWKa R, neT nRTHanu8TH, 
H8 KKpnKIIHwli 38Bon HaHRn8Ch. 

TpynHo 6wno MHe BpeMR nepBoe, 
Ho nOTOM, npopa60T8BMK ron, 
3a Becenwli ryn, 38 KKpnHIIHKK, 
non~~Mn8 R 3TOT 38Bon. 
38 Becenw~ ryn, 38 KKpnKIiKKK, 
non~6Kn8 R 3TOT 38Bon. 

H8 38Bone TOM - CeHhKY BCTpeTKn8, 
M 6WB8no, ycnw~8B rynoK, 
PyKM BWMO~ M 6ery K HeMY 
B M8cTepcKy~, H8KKHyB nn8TOK. 
PyKM BWMO~ K 6ery K HeMY 
B M8cTepcKy~, H8KHHyB nn8TOK. 

K8lrny HOlleHhKY C HKM BCTpell8nHCR, 
rne KMpnMII 06p83yeT npoxon --
BOT 38 CeHhKY-To, 38 KHpnKIIMKM, 
non~6Mn8 R 3TOT 38BOn. 
BOT 38 CeHhKY-TO, 38 KMpnMIIKKM, 
non~6Mn8 R 3TOT 3aBon. 

nonHRn8Ch BoliH8 6YPlrYa3H8R, 
Orpy6en, onYCTMnCH Hapon. 
M no BKHTMKY, no KHpnMIIKKY 
P8CTa~KnM KHpnHIIHWK 38Bon. 
~ no BKHTMKY, no KKpnKIIKKY 
PaCTaMKnH KKnnMIIHwli 38BOn. 

4. BUBLICHKI 

Noch nadvigayetsa, 
Fonar l,achayetsa, 
Vsye razbryedayutsa 
V nochnuyu mglu. 
A ya razbitaya, 
Tryapyem prikrytaya, 
I neumytaya, 
Odna bredu. 

BIth, buhlichl;i! 
Goryachi bublichki! 
Gonite rublichki, 
Narod, skore!! 
I v noch nenastnuyu, 
llenya neschastnuyu, 
Torgovku chastnuyu, 
Ty pozhalei. 

Otetz moi pyanitsa, 
Za ryumkoi tyanyetsa, 
A mat uborshchitsa -­
Kakoi pozor! 
Syestra gulyashchaya 
Da nastoyashchaya! 
Bratishka rnalyenkii 
Karoanyi vor. 

Kupite bublichki, 
Goryachi bublichki! 
Gonite rublichki, 
Narod, skorei! 
I v noch nenastnuyu, 
l<;enya neschastnuyu, 
Torgovku chastnuyu, ' 
Ty pozhalei! 
I v noch nenastnuyu, 
Henya neschastnuyu, 
Tor govlm chas tnuyu, 
Ty pozhalei! 

GOI''yachi bublichki! 
Kupite bublichki! 

5 • KIFfr I CHIKI 

Gde-to v gorode, na okraine, 
Ya v rabochei semye rodilas. 
Goremyl,a ya, lyet pyatnat sati, 
Na kirpichnyi zavod nanyalas. 
Goremyka ya, lyet pyatnatsati, 
Na kirpichnyi zavod nanyalas. 

Trudno by~p rone vremya pervoye, 
No potom, prorabotavshi god, 
Za vesyelyi gul, za kirpichiki, 
Polyubila ya etot zavod. 
Za vesyelyi gul, za kirpichik1, 
Folyubila ya etot zavod. 

Na zavode tom - Syenku vstret1la, 
I byvalo, uslyshav gudolc, 
Ruki vymoyu i begu k nyenu 
V rnasterskuyu, nakinuv platok. 
Ruk1 vymoyu i begu k nyemu 
V masterskuyu, nakinuv plat~k. 

Kazhdu nochenku s nim vstrechalisya, 
Gde kirpich obrazuyet pro'·~hod --
Vot za Syenku-to, za kirpichiki, 
Polyubila ya etot zavod. 
Vot za Syenku-to, za kirpich1k1, 
folyub1la ya etot zavod. 

Podnyalas voina burzhuaznaya, 
Ogrubel, opustilsya narod. 
I po vint1lm, po kirpichiku, 
Rastashchi11 kirpichnyi zavpd. 
I po v1ntiku, po kirpichilcu, 
Rastashchi11 kirpichnyi zavod. 

4. BUBUTCHKI 

Nighttime is falling now 
StreetIamps are swinging low 
People are drifting slow 
Into the murk. 
And here am I adrift 
Dressed in a burlap shift 
Unwashed and ruined too -
Alone I lurk. 

Oh, bublitchki! 
Hot, tasty bublitchki! 
Please bring your rubles here! 
Please buy from me! 
On such a nasty night, 
Pity my awful plight -
Please help poor pedlar me! 
Please hear my plea! 
On such a nasty night, 
Pity my awful plight -
Please help poor pedlJlr me! 
Please hear my plea! 

Dad's just a drunken sot 
I). T's his daily lot. 
Mother's a charwoman 
Oh what a grief! 
Sister has gone to bad -
She's just a whore - tis sad. 
And younger brother too -
He's turned a thief. 

Oh buy my bublitchki! 
Hot tasty bublitchki! 
Please bring your rubles here! 
Please buy from me! 
On such a nasty night 
Pity my awful plight -
Please help poor pedlar me! 
Please hear my plea. 

, Hot tasty bublitchki -
Please buy my bublitchki! 

5. THE LITTLE BRICKS 

In the town somewhere 
On its outskirts there 
In a workers' home I was sired 
Always poor we'd been -
When I came fifteen -
To the brickyard nearby I was hired . 
Always poor we'd been -
When I came fifteen -
To the brickyard nearby I was hired . 

Oh at first I'll say -
It w~s so hard to stay 
But a year there I somehow did live -
For the miJting sticks 
And the little bricks 
With that brickyard I fell right in love -
For the mixing sUcks , 
And the little bricks 
With that brickyard I fell right in love . 

At the brickyard there 
I met Senka dear 
And it happened the whistle did blow 
How I'd wash and prim 
And then run to him 
Still a tying my kerchief below. 

Every evening there 
We used to meet somewhere 
Where the bricks made a tunnel above 
And for Senka dear 
And for the little bricks 
With that brickyard I feU right in love 
And for Senka dear 
And for the little bricks 
With that brickyard I fell right in love. 

Came, alas, the war, 
Called the bourgeois war, 
And people got aU out of hand 
And by nut and stick 
And by bolt and brick 
1bat brickyard they stole to the end . 
And by nut and stick 
And by bolt and brick 
1bat brickyard they stole to the end. 
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